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1“Rev. Mr. Twain” Secures a Berth



Mark Twain secures a berth on the Quaker City Holy Land excursion, chronicled in The Innocents Abroad. Portion of letter to the San Francisco Alta California, April 9, 1867.






ISTARTED DOWN with a Tribune man to make some inquiries about this trip. We met a friend and he said it was a very stylish affair, was not gotten up for a speculation, it was not intended that its projectors should make any money out of it, and that the character and standing of every applicant for passage had to undergo the strictest assay by a Committee before his money would be received and his name booked. This was an appalling state of affairs. However, we went on, and were received at the office of the concern with that distant politeness proper toward men who travel muddy streets on foot, go unshaven, and carry countenances like– like ours, for instance. My friend– Smith, for short– said:


“I suppose you are the chief officer of the European pleasure excursion, sir. We have called to make some inquiries about it. Allow me to introduce the Rev. Mark Twain, who is a clergyman of some distinction, lately arrived from San Francisco.”


“I am glad to meet you, sir. Be seated, gentlemen. Twain– Twain—.”


“Oh, you probably have not heard of me; I have latterly been in the missionary business—”


Smith, interrupting– “Oh, devil take it, don’t use those villainous slang expressions– you’ll expose everything.” And then he said aloud, “Yes, he has been a missionary to the Sandwich Islands during a part of the last year, but officiating in the open air has injured his health, and—”


“And my congregation concluded to start me out traveling for my health. I would like to take some stock– I mean I would like to ship– that is, book my name for this pleasure trip. I hear that Mr. Beecher is going– is that so?”


The reply was affirmative, and then Smith said:


“We felt some solicitude about that, because my friend would naturally like to take part in the services on board, and we feared that possibly Mr. Beecher might not be willing to permit ministers of other denominations to do any of the preaching.”


I said, with a show of humility: “Yes, that’s it– I am only a Baptist, you see, but I’d like to have a show.”


“Oh, d——n it!” Smith whispered, “you’ll ruin everything with that slang.” Then aloud: “Yes, my friend is a Baptist clergyman, and we feared that inasmuch as Mr. Beecher is a Universalist, he—”


“Universalist! Why, he is a Congregationalist. But never mind that– I have no doubt he would be sincerely glad to have Mr. Twain assist him in the vessel’s pulpit at all times– no doubt in the world about that.”


I had to laugh out strong, here I could not well help it. The idea of my preaching turn about with Beecher was so fresh, so entertaining, so delightful. However, Smith said: “Now you are laughing again at that same old occurrence up the street– well, it was funny.” This saved us from exposure, and I sat there and said no more, but listened to instructive remarks about my missionary services and my Baptist congregation in San Francisco till the misery of trying to keep from laughing was unbearable, and we left.


I went back yesterday with another friend, acknowledged my true occupation, entered my name for the voyage and paid the forfeit money required to secure a berth– the remainder of the $1,250 is not to be paid till the 15th of April, when all such accounts have to be squared. I also left references as to my high moral character, for that Committee “to chaw on,” as Brown expressed it, and I do not envy them the job. They have got about all they can attend to for the next six weeks to get up a spotless character for me. If they succeed, I will get a copy of it and have it framed. Among others, I referred to Rev. Mr. Damon, of Honolulu, and it lies heavy on my conscience, because I stole a book from him, which I have not returned yet. For my other references I chose men of bad character, in order that my mild virtues might shine luminously by contrast with their depravity. There was sagacity in the idea. I expect to go on this excursion to the Holy Land and the chief countries of Europe, provided I receive no vetoing orders from the Alta– and against all such I fervently protest beforehand. [No veto. He has been telegraphed to “go ahead.”– Eds. Alta.]







2On Barnum


Alta California, April 10, 1867.

(From the New York Express– By Spiritual Telegraph.)




P.T. BARNUM WILL FIND the House of Representatives a most excellent advertising medium, in case that he is elected to Congress. He will certainly not forget the high duties to his country devolving upon him, and it will be a pity if he forgets his private worldly affairs– a genuine pity if his justly famed sagacity fails to point out to him how he can dovetail business and patriotism together to the mutual benefit of himself and the Great Republic. I am informed by the Spirits that his first speech in Congress will be as follows:



“Mr. Speaker: What do we do with a diseased limb? Cut it off! What do I do with a diseased curiosity? Sell him! What do we do with any speculation of any kind whatever that don’t pay? Get rid of it– get out of it! of course. Simply because I have got the most superb collection of curiosities in the world– the grandest museum ever conceived of by man– containing the dwarf elephant, Jenny Lind, and the only living giraffe on this continent (that noble brute which sits upon its hams in an attitude at once graceful and picturesque, and eats its hay out of a second-story window)– because I have got those things, and because admission is only thirty cents, children and servants half price, open from sunrise till 10 P.M., peanuts and all other luxuries of the season to be purchased in any part of the house– the proprietor, at an enormous expense, having fitted up two peanut stands to each natural curiosity– because I have got these things, shall I revel in luxurious indolence when my voice should sound a warning to the nation? No! Because the wonderful spotted human phenomenon, the leopard child from the wilds of Africa, is mine, shall I exult in my happiness and be silent when my country’s life is threatened? No! Because the double hunchbacked Hadrian camel takes his oats in my menagerie shall I surfeit in bliss and lift not up my voice to save the people? No! Because among my possessions are dead loads of royal Bengal tigers, white Himalaya Mountain bears, so interesting to Christian families from being mentioned in the Sacred Scriptures; silver-striped hyenas, lions, tigers, leopards, wolves, sacred cattle from the sacred hills of New Jersey, panthers, ibexes, performing mules and donkeys, South American deer, and so-forth and so-forth and so-forth, shall I gloat over my blessings in silence, and leave Columbia to perish? No! Because I have secured the celebrated Gordon Cumming’s collection, consisting of oil portraits of the two negroes and a child who rescued him from impending death, shall I wrap me in mute ecstasy and let my country rush unwarned to her destruction? No! Because unto me belongs the monster living alligator, over twelve feet in length, and four living speckled brook trout, weighing 20 pounds, shall these lips sing songs of gladness and peal no succoring cry unto a doomed nation? No! Because I have got Miller’s grand national bronze portrait gallery, consisting of two plasters of Paris Venuses and a varnished mud turtle, shall I bask in mine own bliss and be mute in the season of my people’s peril? No! Because I possess the smallest dwarfs in the world, and the Nova Scotia giantess, who weighs a ton and eats her weight every forty-eight hours; and Herr Phellim O’Flannigan, the Norwegian giant, who feeds on dwarfs and ruins business; and the lovely Circassian girl; and the celebrated Happy Family, consisting of animals of the most diverse principles and dispositions, dwelling together in peace, and never beheld by the religious spectators acquainted with Eden before the Fall without emotions too profound for utterance: and the 250,000 other curiosities– chiefly invisible to the naked eye– all to be seen for the sum of thirty cents, children and servants half price– staircases arranged with special reference to limb displays– shall I hug my happiness to my soul and fail to cry aloud when I behold my country sinking to destruction and the grave? No!– a thousand times No! No! Even as one sent to warn ye of fearful peril, I cry, Help! help! for the stricken land! I appeal to you– and to you– and to you, sir– to every true heart in this august menagerie! Demagogues threaten the Goddess of Liberty– they beard the starry-robed woman in her citadel; and to you the bearded woman looks for succor! Once more grim Treason towers in our midst, and once more helpless Loyalty scatters into corners, as do the dwarfs when the Norwegian giant strides among them! The law-making powers and the Executive are at daggers drawn– State after State flings defiance at the Amendment– and lo! the Happy Family of the Union is broken up! Woe is me! Where is the poor negro! How hath he fared? Alas! his regeneration is incomplete; he is free, but he cannot vote; ye have only made him white in spots, like my wonderful Leopard Boy from the wilds of Africa! Ye promised him universal suffrage, and ye have given him universal suffering instead. Woe is me! The country is fallen! The boss monkey sits in the feed tub, and the tom cats, the raccoons, and the gentle rabbits of the once Happy Family stand helpless and afar off and behold him gobble the provender in the pride of his strength! Woe is me!


“Ah, gentlemen, our beloved Columbia, with these corroding distresses upon her, must soon succumb! The high spirit will depart from her eye. the bloom from her cheek, the majesty from her step, and she will stand before us gaunt and worn, like my beautiful giantess when my dwarfs and Circassians prey upon her rations! Soon we shall see the glory of the realm pass away as did the grandeur of the Museum amid the consuming fires, and the wonders the world admires shall give place to trivialities, even as the proud Museum the wonders that once amazed have given place to cheap stuffed reptiles and peanut stands! Woe is me!


“O, spirit of Washington! forgotten in these evil times, thou art banished to the dusty corridors of memory, a staring effigy of wax, and none could recognize thee but for the label pinned upon thy legs! O, shade of Jackson! O, ghost of gallant Lafayette! ye live only in Museums, and the sublime lessons of your lives are no longer heeded by the slumbering nation! Woe is me!


“Rouse ye, my people, rouse ye! rouse ye! rouse ye! Shake off the fatal stupor that is upon ye, and hurl the usurping tyrant from his throne! Impeach! impeach! impeach! Down with the dread boss monkey! O, snake the seditious miscreant out of the national feed-tub and reconstruct the Happy Family!”




Such is the speech as imparted to me in advance from the spirit land.


Mark Twain.







3Official Physic




Ed. T. T.– It is one of the beauties of our advance consolidated and all-embracing government that questions which were left to puzzle the private judgment of the citizens under the old regime are now settled by the legislative powers authoritatively. Among other differences of opinion there has been always a variance of choice under which system a citizen preferred to find his way across the Styx, and he enjoyed in this State till now the privilege of choosing the rower who was to aid in ferrying him over in Charon’s boat. In other words, if a citizen was inclined to take salts by the ton, ipecac by the barrel, mercury by the quart, or quinine by the load, and thus be cured of his ailment or his sublunary existence by the wholesale, he was at perfect liberty to invite the services of a medicus of the allopathic style; and if another citizen preferred to toy with death, and buy health in small parcels, to bribe death with a sugar pill to stay away, or go to the grave with all the original sweeteners undrenched out of him, then the individual adopted the “like cures like” system, and called in a homeopath physician as being a pleasant friend of death’s. Citizens there were too, who liked to be washed into eternity, or soaked like over-salt mackerel before they were placed on purgatorial gridirons, and these, “of every rank and degree,” had the right to pass their few remaining days in an element that they were not likely to see much of for some time. Then again there were those who saw “good in everything” and who believed that whatever is, is right, and these last mixed the allopathic, homeopathic, and hydropathic systems, qualified each with each, and thus passed to their long homes, drenched, pickled, sweetened, and soaked. But all this is fast being changed. The highest power in our State has been forced to declare, through the workings of over-legislation, that the allopathic system is the only one at present recognized by the State, and so has reinstated in his position a noted allopathic physician in the Health Board. Before this decision of the Governor’s was made known, there was a war of lancets, and many hard pills to swallow were administered by the rival homeopaths and allopaths. Among arguments used were those founded on the questionable statistics of the number of patients who recovered while being treated by the rival systems. Some sarcastic people, justified by the saying of the well-known Oliver Wendell Holmes, may be of the opinion that more people get well in spite of the doctors than by their help, and that a doctor is as likely to be famous from the number that he kills as from that which he cures. Something like this might have passed through the Governor’s mind, for evidently he was undecided under which king death to speak or die, and showed that he is like most laymen, inclined to be eclectic; for immediately after the appointment of the allopath to that Board which will authoritatively recommend the kind of physic good for the public bowels in the event of the spread of an epidemic, and which poor patients will be forced to swallow, whatever their medical code may be, the Governor paid the high but rather sarcastic compliment to homeopathy of appointing one of its disciples to a place on the Board of Commissioners for the new State Lunatic Asylum to be located at Poughkeepsie. No doubt, the Governor thought that people divested of reason could offer no reasons against the appointment; and that if the lunatics were not improved by sugar pills, they would at least die sweetly– a lunatic more or less being of little account. Thus it is officially settled that allopathy is good for the sane and homeopathy for the insane. The famed “judgment of Solomon” dwindles to folly in comparison with this decision. But alas! for the changeableness of human affairs, an energetic Senator is determined to have the hydropaths officially recognized; and no doubt to satisfy the followers of that school, shower-baths, douches, and sitzes, will have to be ordered for the benefit of some class in the community. No persons need the cooling influences of cold water more than the small-fry of hot-tempered politicians who periodically increase our taxes at the State capitol. If, over each member’s seat a shower-bath was contrived, and by some electric-telegraph means the check-strings could be placed at the control of the Speaker, then, when honorable members wax so hot in debate that they forget the rules of decorum and ignore the Speaker’s gavel, the presiding officer could pull the check-strings, souse the offending members, and bring them to order and a frame of mind and body in which they would look at things coolly. Some such arrangement might be applied to caucuses and conventions, of which the members are troubled with superfluity of bile and too great a rush of blood to the head. Thus the hydropathists might be pacified by being allowed a share in public hygienics. But to return to the starting-point of this communication, the mania for giving the Government power to meddle with the private affairs of cities or citizens is likely to cause endless trouble, through the rivalry of schools and creeds that are anxious to obtain official recognition, and there is great danger that our people will lose that independence of thought and action which is the cause of much of our greatness, and sink into the helplessness of the Frenchman or German who expects his government to feed him when hungry, clothe him when naked, to prescribe when his child may be born and when he may die, and, in fine, to regulate every act of humanity from the cradle to the tomb, including the manner in which he may seek future admission to paradise.







4First Interview with Artemus Ward




IHAD NEVER SEEN HIM before. He brought letters of introduction from mutual friends in San Francisco, and by invitation I breakfasted with him. It was almost religion, there in the silver-mines, to precede such a meal with whisky cocktails. Artemus, with the true cosmopolitan instinct, always deferred to the customs of the country he was in, and so he ordered three of those abominations. Hingston was present. I said I would rather not drink a whisky cocktail. I said it would go right to my head, and confuse me so that I would be in a helpless tangle in ten minutes. I did not want to act like a lunatic before strangers. But Artemus gently insisted, and I drank the treasonable mixture under protest, and felt all the time that I was doing a thing I might be sorry for. In a minute or two I began to imagine that my ideas were clouded. I waited in great anxiety for the conversation to open, with a sort of vague hope that my understanding would prove clear, after all, and my misgivings groundless.


Artemus dropped an unimportant remark or two, and then assumed a look of superhuman earnestness, and made the following astounding speech. He said:


“Now there is one thing I ought to ask you about before I forget it. You have been here in Silver land– here in Nevada– two or three years, and, of course, your position on the daily press has made it necessary for you to go down in the mines and examine them carefully in detail, and therefore you know all about the silver-mining business. Now what I want to get at is– is, well, the way the deposits of ore are made, you know. For instance. Now, as I understand it, the vein which contains the silver is sandwiched in between casings of granite, and runs along the ground, and sticks up like a curb stone. Well, take a vein forty feet thick, for example, or eighty, for that matter, or even a hundred– say you go down on it with a shaft, straight down, you know, or with what you call ‘incline’ maybe you go down five hundred feet, or maybe you don’t go down but two hundred– anyway, you go down, and all the time this vein grows narrower, when the casings come nearer or approach each other, you may say– that is, when they do approach, which, of course, they do not always do, particularly in cases where the nature of the formation is such that they stand apart wider than they otherwise would, and which geology has failed to account for, although everything in that science goes to prove that, all things being equal, it would if it did not, or would not certainly if it did, and then, of course, they are. Do not you think it is?”


I said to myself:


“Now I just knew how it would be– that whisky cocktail has done the business for me; I don’t understand any more than a clam.”


And then I said aloud:


“I– I– that is– if you don’t mind, would you– would you say that over again? I ought—”


“Oh, certainly, certainly! You see I am very unfamiliar with the subject, and perhaps I don’t present my case clearly, but I—”


“No, no-no, no-you state it plain enough, but that cocktail has muddled me a little. But I will no, I do understand for that matter; but I would get the hang of it all the better if you went over it again-and I’ll pay better attention this time.”


He said; “Why, what I was after was this.”


(Here he became even more fearfully impressive than ever, and emphasized each particular point by checking it off on his finger-ends.)


“This vein, or lode, or ledge, or whatever you call it, runs along between two layers of granite, just the same as if it were a sandwich. Very well. Now suppose you go down on that, say a thousand feet, or maybe twelve hundred (it don’t really matter) before you drift, and then you start your drifts, some of them across the ledge, and others along the length of it, where the sulphurets– I believe they call them sulphurets, though why they should, considering that, so far as I can see, the main dependence of a miner does not so lie, as some suppose, but in which it cannot be successfully maintained, wherein the same should not continue, while part and parcel of the same ore not committed to either in the sense referred to, whereas, under different circumstances, the most inexperienced among us could not detect it if it were, or might overlook it if it did, or scorn the very idea of such a thing, even though it were palpably demonstrated as such. Am I not right?”


I said, sorrowfully: “I feel ashamed of myself, Mr. Ward. I know I ought to understand you perfectly well, but you see that treacherous whisky cocktail has got into my head, and now I cannot understand even the simplest proposition. I told you how it would be.”


“Oh, don’t mind it, don’t mind it; the fault was my own, no doubt– though I did think it clear enough for—”


“Don’t say a word. Clear! Why, you stated it as clear as the sun to anybody but an abject idiot; but it’s that confounded cocktail that has played the mischief.”


“No; now don’t say that. I’ll begin it all over again, and—”


“Don’t now– for goodness’ sake, don’t do anything of the kind, because I tell you my head is in such a condition that I don’t believe I could understand the most trifling question a man could ask me.


“Now don’t you be afraid. I’ll put it so plain this time that you can’t help but get the hang of it. We will begin at the very beginning.” (Leaning far across the table, with determined impressiveness wrought upon his every feature, and fingers prepared to keep tally of each point enumerated; and I, leaning forward with painful interest, resolved to comprehend or perish.) “You know the vein, the ledge, the thing that contains the metal, whereby it constitutes the medium between all other forces, whether of present or remote agencies, so brought to bear in favor of the former against the latter, or the latter against the former or all, or both, or compromising the relative differences existing within the radius whence culminate the several degrees of similarity to which—”


I said: “Oh, hang my wooden head, it ain’t any use!– it ain’t any use to try– I can’t understand anything. The plainer you get it the more I can’t get the hang of it.”


I heard a suspicious noise behind me, and turned in time to see Hingston dodging behind a newspaper, and quaking with a gentle ecstasy of laughter. I looked at Ward again, and he had thrown off his dread solemnity and was laughing also. Then I saw that I had been sold– that I had been made a victim of a swindle in the way of a string of plausibly worded sentences that didn’t mean anything under the sun. Artemus Ward was one of the best fellows in the world, and one of the most companionable. It has been said that he was not fluent in conversation, but, with the above experience in my mind, I differ.







5Jim Wolf and the Tom-Cats




IKNEW by the sympathetic glow upon his bald head– I knew by the thoughtful look upon his face– I knew by the emotional flush upon the strawberry on the end of the old liver’s nose, that Simon Wheeler’s memory was busy with the olden time. And so I prepared to leave, because all these were symptoms of a reminiscence– signs that he was going to be delivered of another of his tiresome personal experiences– but I was too slow; he got the start of me. As nearly as I can recollect, the infliction was couched in the following language:


“We was all boys, then, and didn’t care for nothing, and didn’t have no troubles, and didn’t worry about nothing only how to shirk school and keep up a revivin’ state of devilment all the time. Thish-yer Jim Wolf I was a talking about, was the ’prentice, and he was the best-hearted feller, he was, and the most forgivin’ and onselfish I ever see– well, there couldn’t a more bullier boy than what he was, take him how you would; and sorry enough I was when I see him for the last time.


“Me and Henry was always pestering him and plastering hoss-bills on his back and putting bumble-bees in his bed, and so on, and some times we’d crowd in and bunk with him, not’thstanding his growling, and then we’d let on to get mad and fight acrost him, so as to keep him stirred up like. He was nineteen, he was, and long, and lank, and bashful, and we was fifteen and sixteen, and tolerable lazy and worthless.


“So, that night, you know, that my sister Mary give the candy-pullin’, they started us off to bed early, so as the comp’ny could have full swing, and we rung in on Jim to have some fun.


“Our winder looked out onto the roof of the ell, and about ten o’clock a couple of old tom-cats got to rairin’ and chargin’ around on it and carryin’ on like sin. There was four inches of snow on the roof, and it was froze so that there was a right smart crust of ice on it, and the moon was shining bright, and we could see them cats like daylight. First, they’d stand off and e-yow-yow-yow, just the same as if they was a cussin’ one another, you know, and bow up their backs and bush up their tails, and swell around and spit, and then all of a sudden the gray cat he’d snatch a handful of fur out of the yaller cat’s ham, and spin him eround, like the button on a barn-door, But the yaller cat was game, and he’d come and clinch, and the way they’d gouge, and bite, and howl; and the way they’d make the fur fly was powerful.


“Well, Jim, he got disgusted with the row, and ’lowed he’d climb out there and snake him off’n that roof. He hadn’t reely no notion of doin’ it, likely, but we everlastin’ly dogged him and bullyragged him, and ’lowed he’d always bragged how he wouldn’t take a dare, and so on, till bimeby he hysted up the winder, and lo and behold you, he went– went exactly as he was– nothin’ on but a shirt, and it was short. But you ought to a seen him! You ought to seen him cre-e-epin’ over that ice, and diggin’ his toe nails and his finger-nails in for to keep from slippin’; and ’bove all, you ought to seen that shirt a flappin’ in the wind, and them long, ridicklous shanks of his’n a-glistenin’ in the moonlight.


“Them comp’ny folks was down there under the eaves, the whole squad of ’em under that ornery shed of old dead Washn’ton Bower vines– all sett’n round about two dozen sassers of hot candy, which they’d sot in the snow to cool. And they was laughin’ and talkin’ lively; but bless you, they didn’t know nothin’ ’bout the panorama that was goin’ on over their heads. Well, Jim, he went a-sneakin’ and a sneakin’ up, onbeknowns to them tom-cats– they was a swishin’ their tails and yow-yowin’ and threatenin’ to clinch, you know, and not payin’ any attention– he went a-sne-eakin’ and a-sne-eakin’ right up to the comb of the roof, till he was, in a foot ’n’ a half of ’em, and then all of a sudden he made a grab for the yaller cat! But by Gosh he missed fire and slipped his holt, and his heels flew up and he flopped on his back and shot off’n that roof like a dart!– went a smashin’ and a-crashin’ down through them old rusty vines and landed right in the dead center of all them comp’ny-people!– sot down like a yearth-quake in them two dozen sassers of red-hot candy, and let off a howl that was hark f’m the tomb! Them girls– well they left, you know. They see he warn’t dressed for comp’ny, and so they left. All done in a second, it was just one little war whoop and a whish! of their dresses, and blame the wench of was in sight anywhers!


“Jim, he was a sight. He was gormed with that bilin’ hot molasses candy clean down to his heels, and had more busted sassers hanging’ to him than if he was a Injun princess– and he came a prancin’ up-stairs just a-whoopin’ and a cussin’, and every jump he give he shed some china, and every squirm he fetched he dripped some candy!


“And blistered! Why bless your soul, that pore cretur couldn’t reely set down comfortable for as much as four weeks.”







6Information Wanted


From Our Special Correspondent


New York Tribune,

December 18, 1867




“Washington,

December 10, 1867.


“COULD YOU GIVE ME any information respecting such islands, if any, as the government is going to purchase?”


It is an uncle of mine that wants to know. He is an industrious man and well disposed, and wants to make a living in an honest, humble way, but more especially he wants to be quiet. He wishes to settle down, and be quiet and unostentatious. He has been to the new island St. Thomas, but he says he thinks things are unsettled there. He went there early with an attaché of the State Department, who was sent down with money to pay for the island. My uncle had his money in the same box, and so when they went ashore, getting a receipt, the sailors broke open the box and took all the money, not making any distinction between government money, which was legitimate money to be stolen, and my uncle’s, which was his own private property, and should have been respected. But he came home and got some more and went back. And then he took the fever. There are seven kinds of fever down there, you know; and, as his blood was out of order by reason of loss of sleep and general wear and tear of mind, he failed to cure the first fever, and then somehow he got the other six. He is not a kind of man that enjoys fevers, though he is well meaning and always does what he thinks is right, and so he was a good deal annoyed when it appeared he was going to die.


But he worried through, and got well and started a farm. He fenced it in, and the next day that great storm came on and washed the most of it over to Gibraltar, or around there somewhere. He only said, in his patient way, that it was gone, and he wouldn’t bother about trying to find out where it went to, though it was his opinion it went to Gibraltar.


Then he invested in a mountain, and started a farm up there, so as to be out of the way when the sea came ashore again. It was a good mountain, and a good farm, but it wasn’t any use; an earthquake came the next night and shook it all down. It was all fragments, you know, and so mixed up with another man’s property that he could not tell which were his fragments without going to law; and he would not do that, because his main object in going to St. Thomas was to be quiet. All that he wanted was to settle down and be quiet.


He thought it all over, and finally he concluded to try the low ground again, especially as he wanted to start a brickyard this time. He bought a flat, and put out a hundred thousand bricks to dry preparatory to baking them. But luck appeared to be against him. A volcano shoved itself through there that night, and elevated his brickyard about two thousand feet in the air. It irritated him a good deal. He has been up there, and he says the bricks are all baked right enough, but he can’t get them down. At first, he thought maybe the government would get the bricks down for him, because since government bought the island, it ought to protect the property where a man has invested in good faith; but all he wants is quiet, and so he is not going to apply for the subsidy he was thinking about.


He went back there last week in a couple of ships of war, to prospect around the coast for a safe place for a farm where he could be quiet; but a great “tidal wave” came, and hoisted both of the ships out into one of the interior counties, and he came near losing his life. So he has given up prospecting in a ship, and is discouraged.


Well, now he don’t know what to do. He has tried Alaska; but the bears kept after him so much, and kept him so much on the jump, as it were, that he had to leave the country. He could not be quiet there with those bears prancing after him all the time. That is how he came to go to the new island we have bought– St. Thomas. But he is getting to think St. Thomas is not quiet enough for a man of his turn of mind, and that is why he wishes me to find out if government is likely to buy some more islands shortly. He has heard that government is thinking about buying Porto Rico. If that is true, he wishes to try Porto Rico, if it is a quiet place. How is Porto Rico for his style of man? Do you think the government will buy it?







7Letter to the Editor


New York Tribune,

January 22, 1868




To the Editor of the Tribune– Sir: If you can, I wish you would give me some information of a man by the name of George Francis Train. [1] It is for an uncle of mine that I want it. My uncle has had a pretty hard time of it, and if any man does deserve sympathy, and if any man would appreciate that sympathy, it is he. He is in the decline of life, and wants to be quiet; but you know, he tried Walrussia [Alaska], and the bears ousted him; and then he tried St. Thomas, and the earthquakes ousted him; and so he hung up his fiddle, so to speak, and concluded he would wait and look around awhile, till Government bought some more property. And while he was waiting, somebody recommended him to hunt up this gentleman, Mr. Train.


They said Mr. Train was a slow, quiet sort of a body, and had no isms or curious notions about him, and that he was going over to the old country to buy Ireland for those persons they call the Fenians. They said he was very popular with the English Government, and tat if the English Government would sell to anybody, they would to Mr. Train. They said that if Mr. Train concluded to take it my uncle would have an excellent chance to buy into a quiet locality in Cork, or Tipperary, or one of those calm, religious regions there, by speaking to him early.


So my uncle went after Mr. Train, but he was building a couple of railroads out West, somewhere, and before my uncle got there he had finished those railroads and was making Democratic speeches in the East. It was a considerable disappointment, but my uncle always had a great idea of doing business with a slow, quiet man, and so he came East. But he came the last part of the journey in a canal boat (it being his nature to prefer quiet and safety to speed), and he missed that man again. Mr. Train had got the Democratic party reorganized and all straight, and he was out in the middle of the Rocky Mountains clearing off a place and driving away the buffaloes, so that he could build a metropolis there. But my uncle went in an ox wagon, and he missed that man again. Mr. Train had finished that metropolis and paved it with the Nicolson pavement, and started a couple of daily newspapers, and was gone East again with another lady to lecture on female suffrage.


It was a little discouraging but my relative rested about a week and started after him again. He caught him this time, because Mr. Train had sprained his ankle, and was obliged to remain quiet until he could get the leg removed and reliable patent wooden one put on its place that could not sprain again. So he mentioned his business to Mr. Train, and he replied:


“You are all right, Sir. Put your trust in me. I’ll buy Ireland, and you shall have as good a chance as any man. I am going to sail right away. You will hear about me as soon as I touch the Emerald shores. I shall get out some advertisements and make my presence known. I make no pretensions, by you will see pretty soon that I shall be heartily welcomed there and promptly cared for.”


Since that time my uncle has not heard of Mr. Train. He has confidence in him, but he thinks that maybe he is too quiet a man to make much stir, and has not yet been heard of on that account. But have you heard anything of Mr. Train? Do you know if he got out any advertisements? And do you know if they received him heartily there, and more especially if they took care of him? This last is the main thing with my relative. If they took care of Mr. Train, it is all he cares for. He has said to me repeatedly that all he is afraid of is that he has been neglected and not taken care of. If he were to hear that Mr. Train is there, in a strange land, without any place to stay, it would nearly break his heart. If you could only inform us that Mr. Train is safe, and has been received hospitably, and has a good tranquil place to board in, suitable to a quiet man like him, it would be a great comfort to the old man.


Mark Twain.



[1] George Francis Train (1829- 1904), American merchant, entrepreneur, traveler, author, and activist. At the time, considered to be merely an entertaining eccentric.









8General Washington’s Negro Body-Servant


A Biographical Sketch




THE STIRRING PART of this celebrated colored man’s life properly began with his death– that is to say, the notable features of his biography began with the first time he died. He had been little heard of up to that time, but since then we have never ceased to hear of him; we have never ceased to hear of him at stated, unfailing intervals. His was a most remarkable career, and I have thought that its history would make a valuable addition to our biographical literature. Therefore, I have carefully collated the materials for such a work, from authentic sources, and here present them to the public. I have rigidly excluded from these pages everything of a doubtful character, with the object in view of introducing my work into the schools for the instruction of the youth of my country.


The name of the famous body-servant of General Washington was George. After serving his illustrious master faithfully for half a century, and enjoying throughout his long term his high regard and confidence, it became his sorrowful duty at last to lay that beloved master to rest in his peaceful grave by the Potomac. Ten years afterward– in 1809– full of years and honors, he died himself, mourned by all who knew him. The Boston Gazette of that date thus refers to the event:



George, the favorite body-servant of the lamented Washington, died in Richmond, Va., last Tuesday, at the ripe age of 95 years. His intellect was unimpaired, and his memory tenacious, up to within a few minutes of his decease. He was present at the second installation of Washington as President, and also at his funeral, and distinctly remembered all the prominent incidents connected with those noted events.




From this period we hear no more of the favorite body-servant of General Washington until May, 1825, at which time he died again. A Philadelphia paper thus speaks of the sad occurrence:



At Macon, Ga., last week, a colored man named George, who was the favorite body-servant of General Washington, died at the advanced age of 95 years. Up to within a few hours of his dissolution he was in full possession of all his faculties, and could distinctly recollect the second installation of Washington, his death and burial, the surrender of Cornwallis, the battle of Trenton, the griefs and hardships of Valley Forge, etc. Deceased was followed to the grave by the entire population of Macon.




On the Fourth of July, 1830, and also of 1834 and 1836, the subject of this sketch was exhibited in great state upon the rostrum of the orator of the day, and in November of 1840 he died again. The St. Louis Republican of the 25th of that month spoke as follows:


Another Relic of the Revolution Gone



George, once the favorite body-servant of General Washington, died yesterday at the house of Mr. John Leavenworth in this city, at the venerable age of 95 years. He was in the full possession of his faculties up to the hour of his death, and distinctly recollected the first and second installations and death of President Washington, the surrender of Cornwallis, the battles of Trenton and Monmouth, the sufferings of the patriot army at Valley Forge, the proclamation of the Declaration of Independence, the speech of Patrick Henry in the Virginia House of Delegates, and many other old-time reminiscences of stirring interest. Few white men die lamented as was this aged negro. The funeral was very largely attended.




During the next ten or eleven years the subject of this sketch appeared at intervals at Fourth-of-July celebrations in various parts of the country, and was exhibited upon the rostrum with flattering success. But in the fall of 1855 he died again. The California papers thus speak of the event:


Another Old Hero Gone



Died, at Dutch Flat, on the 7th of March, George (once the confidential body-servant of General Washington), at the great age of 95 years. His memory, which did not fail him till the last, was a wonderful storehouse of interesting reminiscences. He could distinctly recollect the first and second installations and death of President Washington, the surrender of Cornwallis, the battles of Trenton and Monmouth, and Bunker Hill, the proclamation of the Declaration of Independence, and Braddock’s defeat. George was greatly respected in Dutch Flat, and it is estimated that there were 10,000 people present at his funeral.




The last time the subject of this sketch died was in June, 1864; and until we learn the contrary, it is just to presume that he died permanently this time. The Michigan papers thus refer to the sorrowful event:


Another Cherished Remnant of the Revolution Gone



George, a colored man, and once the favorite body-servant of George Washington, died in Detroit last week, at the patriarchal age of 95 years. To the moment of his death his intellect was unclouded, and he could distinctly remember the first and second installations and death of Washington, the surrender of Cornwallis, the battles of Trenton and Monmouth, and Bunker Hill, the proclamation of the Declaration of Independence, Braddock’s defeat, the throwing over of the tea in Boston harbor, and the landing of the Pilgrims. He died greatly respected, and was followed to the grave by a vast concourse of people.




The faithful old servant is gone! We shall never see him more until he turns up again. He has closed his long and splendid career of dissolution, for the present, and sleeps peacefully, as only they sleep who have earned their rest. He was in all respects a remarkable man. He held his age better than any celebrity that has figured in history; and the longer he lived the stronger and longer his memory grew. If he lives to die again, he will distinctly recollect the discovery of America.


The above résumé of his biography I believe to be substantially correct, although it is possible that he may have died once or twice in obscure places where the event failed of newspaper notoriety. One fault I find in all the notices of his death I have quoted, and this ought to be correct. In them he uniformly and impartially died at the age of 95. This could not have been. He might have done that once, or maybe twice, but he could not have continued it indefinitely. Allowing that when he first died, he died at the age of 95, he was 151 years old when he died last, in 1864. But his age did not keep pace with his recollections. When he died the last time, he distinctly remembered the landing of the Pilgrims, which took place in 1620. He must have been about twenty years old when he witnessed that event, wherefore it is safe to assert that the body-servant of General Washington was in the neighborhood of two hundred and sixty or seventy years old when he departed this life finally.


Having waited a proper length of time, to see if the subject of his sketch had gone from us reliably and irrevocably, I now publish his biography with confidence, and respectfully offer it to a mourning nation.


P.S.– I see by the papers that this infamous old fraud has just died again, in Arkansas. This makes six times that he is known to have died, and always in a new place. The death of Washington’s body-servant has ceased to be a novelty; it’s charm is gone; the people are tired of it; let it cease. This well-meaning but misguided negro has now put six different communities to the expense of burying him in state, and has swindled tens of thousands of people into following him to the grave under the delusion that a select and peculiar distinction was being conferred upon them. Let him stay buried for good now; and let that newspaper suffer the severest censure that shall ever, in all the future time, publish to the world that General Washington’s favorite colored body-servant has died again.







9The Facts Concerning the Recent Resignation




Washington,

Dec. 2, 1867.


IHAVE RESIGNED. The government appears to go on much the same, but there is a spoke out of its wheel, nevertheless. I was clerk of the Senate Committee on Conchology, and I have thrown up the position. I could see the plainest disposition on the part of the other members of the government to debar me from having any voice in the counsels of the nation, and so I could no longer hold office and retain my self-respect. If I were to detail all the outrages that were heaped upon me during the six days that I was connected with the government in an official capacity, the narrative would fill a volume. They appointed me clerk of that Committee on Conchology and then allowed me no amanuensis to play billiards with. I would have borne that, lonesome as it was, if I had met with that courtesy from the other members of the Cabinet which was my due. But I did not. Whenever I observed that the head of a department was pursuing a wrong course, I laid down everything and went and tried to set him right, as it was my duty to do; and I never was thanked for it in a single instance. I went, with the best intentions in the world, to the Secretary of the Navy, and said:


“Sir, I cannot see that Admiral Farragut is doing anything but skirmishing around there in Europe, having a sort of picnic. Now, that may be all very well, but it does not exhibit itself to me in that light. If there is no fighting for him to do, let him come home. There is no use in a man having a whole fleet for a pleasure excursion. It is too expensive. Mind, I do not object to pleasure excursions for the naval officers– pleasure excursions that are in reason– pleasure excursions that are economical. Now, they might go down the Mississippi on a raft—”


You ought to have heard him storm! One would have supposed I had committed a crime of some kind. But I didn’t mind. I said it was cheap, and full of republican simplicity, and perfectly safe. I said that, for a tranquil pleasure excursion, there was nothing equal to a raft.


Then the Secretary of the Navy asked me who I was; and when I told him I was connected with the government, he wanted to know in what capacity. I said that, without remarking upon the singularity of such a question, coming, as it did, from a member of that same government, I would inform him that I was clerk of the Senate Committee on Conchology. Then there was a fine storm! He finished by ordering me to leave the premises, and give my attention strictly to my own business in future. My first impulse was to get him removed. However, that would harm others besides himself, and do me no real good, and so I let him stay.


I went next to the Secretary of War, who was not inclined to see me at all until he learned that I was connected with the government. If I had not been on important business, I suppose I could not have got in. I asked him for a light (he was smoking at the time), and then I told him I had no fault to find with his defending the parole stipulations of General Lee and his comrades in arms, but that I could not approve of his method of fighting the Indians on the Plains. I said he fought too scattering. He ought to get the Indians more together– get them together in some convenient place, where he could have provisions enough for both parties, and then have a general massacre. I said there was nothing so convincing to an Indian as a general massacre. If he could not approve of the massacre, I said the next surest thing for an Indian was soap and education. Soap and education are not as sudden as a massacre, but they are more deadly in the long run; because a half-massacred Indian may recover, but if you educate him and wash him, it is bound to finish him some time or other. It undermines his constitution; it strikes at the foundation of his being. “Sir,” I said, “the time has come when blood-curdling cruelty has become necessary. Inflict soap and a spelling-book on every Indian that ravages the Plains, and let them die!”


The Secretary of War asked me if I was a member of the Cabinet, and I said I was– and I was not one of those ad interim people either. (Severe, but merited.). He inquired what position I held, and I said I was clerk of the Senate Committee on Conchology. I was then ordered under arrest for contempt of court, and restrained of my liberty for the best part of the day.


I almost resolved to be silent thenceforward, and let the Government get along the best way it could. But duty called, and I obeyed. I called on the Secretary of the Treasury. He said:


“What will you have?”


The question threw me off my guard. I said, “Rum punch.”


He said: “If you have got any business here, sir, state it– and in as few words as possible.”


I then said that I was sorry he had seen fit to change the subject so abruptly, because such conduct was very offensive to me; but under the circumstances I would overlook the matter and come to the point. I now went into an earnest expostulation with him upon the extravagant length of his report. I said it was expensive, unnecessary, and awkwardly constructed; there were no descriptive passages in it, no poetry, no sentiment no heroes, no plot, no pictures– not even wood-cuts. Nobody would read it, that was a clear case. I urged him not to ruin his reputation by getting out a thing like that. If he ever hoped to succeed in literature he must throw more variety into his writings. He must beware of dry detail. I said that the main popularity of the almanac was derived from its poetry and conundrums, and that a few conundrums distributed around through his Treasury report would help the sale of it more than all the internal revenue he could put into it. I said these things in the kindest spirit, and yet the Secretary of the Treasury fell into a violent passion. He even said I was an ass. He abused me in the most vindictive manner, and said that if I came there again meddling with his business he would throw me out of the window. I said I would take my hat and go, if I could not be treated with the respect due to my office, and I did go. It was just like a new author. They always think they know more than anybody else when they are getting out their first book. Nobody can tell them anything.


During the whole time that I was connected with the government it seemed as if I could not do anything in an official capacity without getting myself into trouble. And yet I did nothing, attempted nothing, but what I conceived to be for the good of my country. The sting of my wrongs may have driven me to unjust and harmful conclusions, but it surely seemed to me that the Secretary of State, the Secretary of War, the Secretary of the Treasury, and others of my confrères had conspired from the very beginning to drive me from the Administration. I never attended but one Cabinet meeting while I was connected with the government. That was sufficient for me. The servant at the White House door did not seem disposed to make way for me until I asked if the other members of the Cabinet had arrived. He said they had, and I entered. They were all there; but nobody offered me a seat. They stared at me as if I had been an intruder. The President said:


“Well, sir, who are you?”


I handed him my card, and he read: “The Hon. Mark Twain, Clerk of the Senate Committee on Conchology.” Then he looked at me from head to foot, as if he had never heard of me before. The Secretary of the Treasury said:


“This is the meddlesome ass that came to recommend me to put poetry and conundrums in my report, as if it were an almanac.”


The Secretary of War said: “It is the same visionary that came to me yesterday with a scheme to educate a portion of the Indians to death, and massacre the balance.”


The Secretary of the Navy said: “I recognize this youth as the person who has been interfering with my business time and again during the week. He is distressed about Admiral Farragut’s using a whole fleet for a pleasure excursion, as he terms it. His proposition about some insane pleasure excursion on a raft is too absurd to repeat.”


I said: “Gentlemen, I perceive here a disposition to throw discredit upon every act of my official career; I perceive, also, a disposition to debar me from all voice in the counsels of the nation. No notice whatever was sent to me today. It was only by the merest chance that I learned that there was going to be a Cabinet meeting. But let these things pass. All I wish to know is, is this a Cabinet meeting or is it not?”


The President said it was.


“Then,” I said, “let us proceed to business at once, and not fritter away valuable time in unbecoming fault-findings with each other’s official conduct.”


The Secretary of State now spoke up, in his benignant way, and said, “Young man, you are laboring under a mistake. The clerks of the Congressional committees are not members of the Cabinet. Neither are the doorkeepers of the Capitol, strange as it may seem. Therefore, much as we could desire your more-than-human wisdom in our deliberations, we cannot lawfully avail ourselves of it. The counsels of the nation must proceed without you; if disaster follows, as follow full well it may, be it balm to your sorrowing spirit that by deed and voice you did what in you lay to avert it. You have my blessing. Farewell.”


These gentle words soothed my troubled breast, and I went away. But the servants of a nation can know no peace. I had hardly reached my den in the Capitol, and disposed my feet on the table like a representative, when one of the Senators on the Conchological Committee came in in a passion and said:


“Where have you been all day?”


I observed that, if that was anybody’s affair but my own, I had been to a Cabinet meeting.


“To a Cabinet meeting? I would like to know what business you had at a Cabinet meeting?”


I said I went there to consult– allowing for the sake of argument that he was in any wise concerned in the matter. He grew insolent then, and ended by saying he had wanted me for three days past to copy a report on bombshells, egg-shells, clamshells, and I don’t know what all, connected with conchology, and nobody had been able to find me.


This was too much. This was the feather that broke the clerical camel’s back. I said, “Sir, do you suppose that I am going to work for six dollars a day? If that is the idea, let me recommend the Senate Committee on Conchology to hire somebody else. I am the slave of no faction! Take back your degrading commission. Give me liberty, or give me death!”


From that hour I was no longer connected with the government. Snubbed by the department, snubbed by the Cabinet, snubbed at last by the chairman of a committee I was endeavoring to adorn, I yielded to persecution, cast far from me the perils and seductions of my great office, and forsook my bleeding country in the hour of her peril.


But I had done the state some service, and I sent in my bill:



The United States of America in account with the Hon. Clerk of the Senate Committee on Conchology, Dr.





	

To consultation with Secretary of War,




	

	$50




	

To consultation with Secretary of Navy,




	

	$50




	

To consultation with Secretary of the Treasury,




	

	$50




	

Cabinet consultation,




	

	No charge




	

To mileage [2] to and from Jerusalem, via Egypt, Algiers, Gibraltar, and Cadiz, 14,000 miles, at 20c. a mile,




	

	$2800




	

To salary as Clerk of Senate Committee on Conchology, six days, at $6 per day,




	

	$36




	

	

	




	Total,

	

	$2986








Not an item of this bill has been paid, except that trifle of thirty-six dollars for clerkship salary. The Secretary of the Treasury, pursuing me to the last, drew his pen through all the other items, and simply marked in the margin “Not allowed.” So, the dread alternative is embraced at last. Repudiation has begun! The nation is lost.


I am done with official life for the present. Let those clerks who are willing to be imposed on remain. I know numbers of them in the departments who are never informed when there is to be a Cabinet meeting, whose advice is never asked about war, or finance, or commerce, by the heads of the nation, any more than if they were not connected with the government, and who actually stay in their offices day after day and work! They know their importance to the nation, and they unconsciously show it in their bearing, and the way they order their sustenance at the restaurant– but they work. I know one who has to paste all sorts of little scraps from the newspapers into a scrapbook– sometimes as many as eight or ten scraps a day. He doesn’t do it well, but he does it as well as he can. It is very fatiguing. It is exhausting to the intellect. Yet he only gets eighteen hundred dollars a year. With a brain like his, that young man could amass thousands and thousands of dollars in some other pursuit, if he chose to do it. But no– his heart is with his country, and he will serve her as long as she has got a scrapbook left. And I know clerks that don’t know how to write very well, but such knowledge as they possess they nobly lay at the feet of their country, and toil on and suffer for twenty-five hundred dollars a year. What they write has to be written over again by other clerks sometimes; but when a man has done his best for his country, should his country complain? Then there are clerks that have no clerkships, and are waiting, and waiting, and waiting for a vacancy– waiting patiently for a chance to help their country out– and while they, are waiting, they only get barely two thousand dollars a year for it. It is sad it is very, very sad. When a member of Congress has a friend who is gifted, but has no employment wherein his great powers may be brought to bear, he confers him upon his country, and gives him a clerkship in a department. And there that man has to slave his life out, fighting documents for the benefit of a nation that never thinks of him, never sympathizes with him– and all for two thousand or three thousand dollars a year. When I shall have completed my list of all the clerks in the several departments, with my statement of what they have to do, and what they get for it, you will see that there are not half enough clerks, and that what there are do not get half enough pay.



[2] Territorial delegates charge mileage both ways, although they never go back when they get here once. Why my mileage is denied me is more than I can understand.









10My Late Senatorial Secretaryship




IAM NOT a private secretary to a senator any more, now. I held the berth two months in security and in great cheerfulness of spirit, but my bread began to return from over the waters then– that is to say, my works came back and revealed themselves. I judged it best to resign. The way of it was this. My employer sent for me one morning tolerably early, and, as soon as I had finished inserting some conundrums clandestinely into his last great speech upon finance, I entered the presence. There was something portentous in his appearance. His cravat was untied, his hair was in a state of disorder, and his countenance bore about it the signs of a suppressed storm. He held a package of letters in his tense grasp, and I knew that the dreaded Pacific mail was in. He said:


“I thought you were worthy of confidence.”


I said, “Yes, sir.”


He said, “I gave you a letter from certain of my constituents in the State of Nevada, asking the establishment of a post-office at Baldwin’s Ranch, and told you to answer it, as ingeniously as you could, with arguments which should persuade them that there was no real necessity for as office at that place.”


I felt easier. “Oh, if that is all, sir, I did do that.”


“Yes, you did. I will read your answer for your own humiliation:



“‘Washington,

Nov. 24


“‘Messrs. Smith, Jones, and others.


“‘Gentlemen: What the mischief do you suppose you want with a post-office at Baldwin’s Ranch? It would not do you any good. If any letters came there, you couldn’t read them, you know; and, besides, such letters as ought to pass through, with money in them, for other localities, would not be likely to get through, you must perceive at once; and that would make trouble for us all. No, don’t bother about a post-office in your camp. I have your best interests at heart, and feel that it would only be an ornamental folly. What you want is a nice jail, you know– a nice, substantial jail and a free school. These will be a lasting benefit to you. These will make you really contented and happy. I will move in the matter at once.


“‘Very truly, etc.,


“‘Mark Twain,


“‘For James W. N———,

“‘U. S. Senator.’




“That is the way you answered that letter. Those people say they will hang me, if I ever enter that district again; and I am perfectly satisfied they will, too.”


“Well, sir, I did not know I was doing any harm. I only wanted to convince them.”


“Ah. Well, you did convince them, I make no manner of doubt. Now, here is another specimen. I gave you a petition from certain gentlemen of Nevada, praying that I would get a bill through Congress incorporating the Methodist Episcopal Church of the State of Nevada. I told you to say, in reply, that the creation of such a law came more properly within the province of the state legislature; and to endeavor to show them that, in the present feebleness of the religious element in that new commonwealth, the expediency of incorporating the church was questionable. What did you write?



“‘Washington,

Nov. 24.


“‘Rev. John Halifax and others.


“‘Gentlemen: You will have to go to the state legislature about that speculation of yours– Congress don’t know anything about religion. But don’t you hurry to go there, either; because this thing you propose to do out in that new country isn’t expedient– in fact, it is ridiculous. Your religious people there are too feeble, in intellect, in morality, in piety in everything, pretty much. You had better drop this– you can’t make it work. You can’t issue stock on an incorporation like that– or if you could, it would only keep you in trouble all the time. The other denominations would abuse it, and “bear” it, and “sell it short,” and break it down. They would do with it just as they would with one of your silver-mines out there– they would try to make all the world believe it was “wildcat.” You ought not to do anything that is calculated to bring a sacred thing into disrepute. You ought to be ashamed of yourselves that is what I think about it. You close your petition with the words: “And we will ever pray.” I think you had better you need to do it.


“‘Very truly, etc.,


“‘Mark Twain,


“‘For James W. N——,

“‘U. S. Senator.’




“That luminous epistle finishes me with the religious element among my constituents. But that my political murder might be made sure, some evil instinct prompted me to hand you this memorial from the grave company of elders composing the board of aldermen of the city of San Francisco, to try your hand upon– a memorial praying that the city’s right to the water-lots upon the city front might be established by law of Congress. I told you this was a dangerous matter to move in. I told you to write a non-committal letter to the aldermen– an ambiguous letter– a letter that should avoid, as far as possible, all real consideration and discussion of the water-lot question. If there is any feeling left in you– any shame– surely this letter you wrote, in obedience to that order, ought to evoke it, when its words fall upon your ears:



“‘Washington,

Nov. 27


“‘The Honorable Board of Aldermen, etc.


“‘Gentlemen: George Washington, the revered Father of his Country, is dead. His long and brilliant career is closed, alas! forever. He was greatly respected in this section of the country, and his untimely decease cast a gloom over the whole community. He died on the 14th day of December, 1799. He passed peacefully away from the scene of his honors and his great achievements, the most lamented hero and the best beloved that ever earth hath yielded unto Death. At such a time as this, you speak of water-lots! what a lot was his!


“‘What is fame! Fame is an accident. Sir Isaac Newton discovered an apple falling to the ground– a trivial discovery, truly, and one which a million men had made before him– but his parents were influential, and so they tortured that small circumstance into something wonderful, and, lo! the simple world took up the shout and, in almost the twinkling of an eye, that man was famous. Treasure these thoughts.





“Poesy, sweet poesy, who shall estimate what the world owes to thee!





“Mary had a little lamb, its fleece was white as snow—


And everywhere that Mary went, the lamb was sure to go.”





“Jack and Gill went up the hill


To draw a pail of water;


Jack fell down and broke his crown,


And Gill came tumbling after.”





“‘For simplicity, elegance of diction, and freedom from immoral tendencies, I regard those two poems in the light of gems. They are suited to all grades of intelligence, to every sphere of life– to the field, to the nursery, to the guild. Especially should no Board of Aldermen be without them.


“‘Venerable fossils! write again. Nothing improves one so much as friendly correspondence. Write again– and if there is anything in this memorial of yours that refers to anything in particular, do not be backward about explaining it. We shall always be happy to hear you chirp.


“‘Very truly, etc.,


“‘Mark Twain,


“‘For James W. N——,

“‘U. S. Senator.’




“That is an atrocious, a ruinous epistle! Distraction!”


“Well, sir, I am really sorry if there is anything wrong about it– but– but it appears to me to dodge the water-lot question.”


“Dodge the mischief! Oh!– but never mind. As long as destruction must come now, let it be complete. Let it be complete– let this last of your performances, which I am about to read, make a finality of it. I am a ruined man. I had my misgivings when I gave you the letter from Humboldt, asking that the post route from Indian Gulch to Shakespeare Gap and intermediate points be changed partly to the old Mormon trail. But I told you it was a delicate question, and warned you to deal with it deftly– to answer it dubiously, and leave them a little in the dark. And your fatal imbecility impelled you to make this disastrous reply. I should think you would stop your ears, if you are not dead to all shame:



“‘Washington,

Nov. 30.


“‘Messrs. Perkins, Wagner, et al.


“‘Gentlemen: It is a delicate question about this Indian trail, but, handled with proper deftness and dubiousness, I doubt not we shall succeed in some measure or otherwise, because the place where the route leaves the Lassen Meadows, over beyond where those two Shawnee chiefs, Dilapidated Vengeance and Biter-of-the-Clouds, were scalped last winter, this being the favorite direction to some, but others preferring something else in consequence of things, the Mormon trail leaving Mosby’s at three in the morning, and passing through Jawbone Flat to Blucher, and then down by Jug-Handle, the road passing to the right of it, and naturally leaving it on the right, too, and Dawson’s on the left of the trail where it passes to the left of said Dawson’s and onward thence to Tomahawk, thus making the route cheaper, easier of access to all who can get at it, and compassing all the desirable objects so considered by others, and, therefore, conferring the most good upon the greatest number, and, consequently, I am encouraged to hope we shall. However, I shall be ready, and happy, to afford you still further information upon the subject, from time to time, as you may desire it and the Post-office Department be enabled to furnish it to me.


“‘Very truly, etc.,


“‘Mark Twain,


“‘For James W. N——,

“‘U. S. Senator.’




“There– now what do you think of that?”


“Well, I don’t know, sir. It– well, it appears to me– to be dubious enough.”


“Du– leave the house! I am a ruined man. Those Humboldt savages never will forgive me for tangling their brains up with this inhuman letter. I have lost the respect of the Methodist Church, the board of aldermen—”


“Well, I haven’t anything to say about that, because I may have missed it a little in their cases, but I was too many for the Baldwin’s Ranch people, General!”


“Leave the house! Leave it forever and forever, too.”


I regarded that as a sort of covert intimation that my service could be dispensed with, and so I resigned. I never will be a private secretary to a senator again. You can’t please that kind of people. They don’t know anything. They can’t appreciate a party’s efforts.







11Important to Whom it May Concern




MESSRS. EDITORS: I was expecting to sail for New York in the Pacific Mail Steamship Company’s steamer of the 18th June, but unforeseen circumstances compel a delay of a few days. I cannot sail till the 30th of the month. It is therefore proper that I should give this notice to those friends who have entrusted articles to my care for delivery to their relatives in the Atlantic States, so that they can send by parties who sail on the 18th such of them as demand expedition. I will give a list of the things I am speaking of, and those which will admit of delay until the 30th, can remain in my possession: 1 violin; 1 double-barreled gun; 1 package books; 1 ditto sheet music– negro ballads; 1 set casters– vinegar cruet missing; 2 scratch wigs for repair; 1 woman; 7 boxes and 1 barrel ore specimens; 1 amalgamating pan, for repair; 1 parrot; 1 pup; 1 cage canaries– two dead; another woman; 18 mining company prospectuses, marked “Please circulate;” 1 valise– appears to be nothing in it; 6 photographs, consigned to different parties; 1 volume Tennyson; 1 white woman; 1 box salve; 2 accordions; 1 overcoat; 1 set chessmen; 1 cow; 1 sandalwood fan; 1 rosewood dressing case; 4 meerschaum pipes; 2 specimen pins; some grass widows; 1 hoe steam-press, for repairs; 1 Unabridged Dictionary; 9 bandboxes; 1 lunatic for asylum; 1 idiot for Paris; 1 gridiron; 1 baby; 68 letters; 1 package gold coin; 1 ditto greenbacks; 23 trunks; another woman.


Besides these articles I have to carry along a valise for myself, and a jug, and I may be discommoded unless some of the things go by the steamer of the 18th. The baby is not well, and appears to get worse all the time. I think maybe it has got the mumps, or the consumption, or something of that kind. Those are things I do not know anything about. It must be one of those, because I have doctored it for fits and measles, and all those things, but still she grows worse. She had better go by the steamer of the 18th. I do not think she will keep for the 30th. To tell the plain truth, I am sorry I agreed to take this baby along. A baby is too troublesome– altogether too troublesome. I have had a baby at sea, and I know. Once I had twins on a ship, and I never suffered so much in my life. Please come and get this one, and ship it per steamer of the 18th.


Most of the other articles had better go at the same time, especially the cow and the idiot. If I were relieved of those I could take some more women, and maybe another trunk or two.


Mark Twain.







12Another Old Californian Gone




San Francisco,

June 13, 1868


Editors Chronicle: With a promptness which can never be over-estimated, you have delivered, three days since, a box sent to you for me about two months ago. However, you may have considered it slow freight. It contained a dead frog– and a very flat one. He could not have been flatter if he had lain on some level surface a fortnight, with the United States on top of him. It cannot be the Celebrated Jumping Frog of Calaveras County, however, as it purports to be, because that frog was not susceptible of flattery. The following note accompanied the box:



San Andreas,

April 18, 1868


Mark Twain: Will you be kind enough to accept from your many friends in Calaveras county, the enclosed. You will perceive that the evidence(s) of his last great struggle are “fresh upon him.” It was the shot that killed him. Hoping that you will acknowledge the kindness of your friends in pursuing, capturing, and delivering to you the hero of your story. We are sincerely your friends and well-wishers.


Many





........




Gentlemen: The honored dead has arrived. Accept my cordial gratitude. I have taken the liberty of using the heading the newspapers always use when a person of no particular consequence dies– “Another Old Californian Gone!” It always gives the deceased a sort of fictitious consequence, and prevents him going out of the world a complete and perfect nobody. It also insures him against making an unnoticed entrance into the next world. Surely no Old Californian could appear in perdition without making something of a stir, and I think maybe if one appeared in the other place, it would create a positive excitement. The daily repetition of “Another Old Californian Gone” grows monotonous after awhile, and the reader feels it would be a pleasing variation to have a New Californian go, now and then. Such I judge to be the case with the general reader– but as for me, give me my accustomed Old Californian Gone, for breakfast– give him to me with pathos and with an imposing flourish of his achievements on ranches and in mines and uncelebrated legislatures– and I am happy. When I get thoroughly used to a thing, I like to have it all the time.


However, let explanations pass. I simply desire to say that I value this present very highly, but chiefly on account of the sumptuous character of the box it comes in. I have succeeded in borrowing money on it at the hotel, where it now remains in the safe as security– frog and all. Send me another.


Your servant and well-wisher,


Mark Twain.


To “Many Friends.”

San Andreas, Calaveras county.









13Announcement

FOR LECTURE OF JULY 2, 1868




The Public to Mark Twain–

CORRESPONDENCE


San Francisco,

June 30th.


Mr. Mark Twain– Dear Sir, – Hearing that you are about to sail for New York in the P.M.S.S. Company’s steamer of the 6th July, to publish a book, and learning with the deepest concern that you propose to read a chapter or two of that book in public before you go, we take this method of expressing our cordial desire that you will not. We beg and implore you do not. There is a limit to human endurance.


We are your personal friends. We have your welfare at heart. We desire to see you prosper. And it is upon these accounts, and upon these only, that we urge you to desist from the new atrocity you contemplate.


Yours truly,


60 names, including:

Bret Harte, Maj.-Gen. Ord, Maj.-Gen. Halleck, The Orphan Asylum, and various Benevolent Societies, Citizens on Foot and Horseback, and 1500 in the Steerage.




(REPLY)


San Francisco,

June 30th


To the 1,500 and Others, – It seems to me that your course is entirely unprecedented. Heretofore, when lecturers, singers, actors, and other frauds have said they were about to leave town, you have always been the very first people to come out in a card beseeching them to hold on for just one night more, and inflict just one more performance on the public, but as soon as I want to take a farewell benefit you come after me, with a card signed by the whole community and the board of aldermen, praying me not to do it. But it isn’t of any use. You cannot move me from my fell purpose. I will torment the people if I want to. I have a better right to do it than these strange lecturers and orators that come here from abroad. It only costs the public a dollar apiece, and if they can’t stand it what do they stay here for? Am I to go away and let them have peace and quiet for a year and a half, and then come back and only lecture them twice? What do you take me for?


No, gentlemen, ask of me anything else and I will do it cheerfully; but do not ask me not to afflict the people. I wish to tell them all I know about VENICE. I wish to tell them about the City of the Sea– that most venerable, most brilliant, and proudest Republic the world has ever seen. I wish to hint at what it achieved in twelve hundred years, and what it lost in two hundred. I wish to furnish a deal of pleasant information, somewhat highly spiced, but still palatable, digestible, and eminently fitted for the intellectual stomach. My last lecture was not as fine as I thought it was, but I have submitted this discourse to several able critics, and they have pronounced it good. Now, therefore, why should I withhold it?


Let me talk only just this once, and I will sail positively on the 6th of July, and stay away until I return from China– two years.


Yours truly,


Mark Twain.




(FURTHER REMONSTRANCE)


San Francisco,

June 30th


Mr. Mark Twain, – Learning with profound regret that you have concluded to postpone your departure until the 6th July, and learning also, with unspeakable grief, that you propose to read from your forthcoming book, or lecture again before you go, at the New Mercantile Library, we hasten to beg of you that you will not do it. Curb this spirit of lawless violence, and emigrate at once. Have the vessel’s bill for your passage sent to us. We will pay it.


Your friends,


Pacific Board of Brokers [and other financial and social institutions]



San Francisco,

June 30th


Mr. Mark Twain– Dear Sir, – Will you start now, without any unnecessary delay?


Yours truly,


Proprietors of the Alta, Bulletin, Times, Call, Examiner [and other San Francisco publications].





San Francisco,

June 30th


Mr. Mark Twain– Dear Sir, – Do not delay your departure. You can come back and lecture another time. In the language of the worldly– you can “cut and come again.”


Your friends,


The Clergy.





San Francisco,

June 30th


Mr. Mark Twain– Dear Sir, – You had better go.


Yours,


The Chief of Police.






(REPLY)


San Francisco,

June 30th


Gentlemen, – Restrain your emotions; you observe that they cannot avail. Read:



NEW MERCANTILE LIBRARY


Bush Street


Thursday Evening, July 2, 1868


One Night Only



FAREWELL LECTURE

of

MARK TWAIN




Subject:


The Oldest of the Republics

VENICE

PAST AND PRESENT



Box-Office open Wednesday and Thursday


No extra charge for reserved seats


ADMISSION………ONE DOLLAR


Doors open at 7


Orgies to commence at 8 P. M.




The public displays and ceremonies projected to give fitting éclat to this occasion have been unavoidably delayed until the 4th. The lecture will be delivered certainly on the 2d, and the event will be celebrated two days afterward by a discharge of artillery on the 4th, a procession of citizens, the reading of the Declaration of Independence, and by a gorgeous display of fireworks from Russian Hill in the evening, which I have ordered at my sole expense, the cost amounting to eighty thousand dollars.



AT NEW MERCANTILE LIBRARY


Bush Street


Thursday Evening, July 2, 1868











14“Salutatory”




BEING A STRANGER, it would be immodest and unbecoming in me to suddenly and violently assume the associate editorship of the Buffalo Express without a single explanatory word of comfort or encouragement to the unoffending patrons of the paper, who are about to be exposed to constant attacks of my wisdom and learning. But this explanatory word shall be as brief as possible. I only wish to assure parties having a friendly interest in the prosperity of the journal, that I am not going to hurt the paper deliberately and intentionally at any time. I am not going to introduce any startling reforms, or in any way attempt to make trouble. I am simply going to do my plain, unpretending duty, when I cannot get out of it; I shall work diligently and honestly and faithfully at all times and upon all occasions, when privation and want shall compel me to do it; in writing, I shall always confine myself strictly to the truth, except when it is attended with inconvenience; I shall witheringly rebuke all forms of crime and misconduct, except when committed by the party inhabiting my own vest; I shall not make use of slang or vulgarity upon any occasion or under any circumstances, and shall never use profanity except in discussing house rent and taxes. Indeed, upon second thought, I will not even use it then, for it is unchristian, inelegant, and degrading– though to speak truly I do not see how house rent and taxes are going to be discussed worth a cent without it. I shall not often meddle with politics, because we have a political editor who is already excellent, and only needs to serve a term in the penitentiary in order to be perfect. I shall not write any poetry, unless I conceive a spite against the subscribers.


Such is my platform. I do not see any earthly use in it, but custom is law, and custom must be obeyed, no matter how much violence it may do to one’s feelings. And this custom which I am slavishly following now is surely one of the least necessary that ever came into vogue. In private life a man does not go and trumpet his crime before he commits it, but your new editor is such an important personage that he feels called upon to write a “salutatory” at once, and he puts into it all that he knows, and all that he don’t know, and some things he thinks he knows but isn’t certain of. And he parades his list of wonders which he is going to perform; of reforms which he is going to introduce, and public evils which he is going to exterminate; and public blessings which he is going to create; and public nuisances which he is going to abate. He spreads this all out with oppressive solemnity over a column and a half of large print, and feels that the country is saved. His satisfaction over it, [is] something enormous. He then settles down to his miracles and inflicts profound platitudes and impenetrable wisdom upon a helpless public as long as they can stand it, and then they send him off– consul to some savage island in the Pacific in the vague hope that the cannibals will like him well enough to eat him. And with an inhumanity which is but a fitting climax to his career of persecution, instead of packing his trunk at once he lingers to inflict upon his benefactors a “valedictory.” If there is anything more uncalled for than a “salutatory,” it is one of those tearful, blubbering, long-winded valedictories– wherein a man who has been annoying the public for ten years cannot take leave of them without sitting down to cry a column and a half. Still, it is the custom to write valedictories, and custom should be respected. In my secret heart I admire my predecessor for declining to print a valedictory, though in public I say and shall continue to say sternly, it is custom and he ought to have printed one. People never read them any more than they do the “salutatories,” but nevertheless he ought to have honored the old fossil– he ought to have printed a valedictory. I said as much to him, and he replied :


“I have resigned my place– I have departed this life– I am journalistically dead, at present, ain’t I?”


“Yes.”


“Well, wouldn’t you consider it disgraceful in a corpse to sit up and comment on the funeral?”


I record it here, and preserve it from oblivion, as the briefest and best “valedictory” that has yet come under my notice.


Mark Twain.


P.S.– I am grateful for the kindly way in which the press of the land have taken notice of my irruption into regular journalistic life, telegraphically or editorially, and am happy in this place to express the feeling.







15Mr. Beecher and the Clergy



“The Ministerial Union of Elmira, N. Y., at a recent meeting passed resolutions disapproving the teachings of Rev. T. K. Beecher, declining to co-operate with him in his Sunday evening services at the Opera House, and requesting him to withdraw from their Monday morning meeting. This has resulted in his withdrawal, and thus the pastors are relieved from further responsibility as to his action.”

—N.Y. Evangelist.






POOR BEECHER! All this time he could do whatever he pleased that was wrong, and then be perfectly serene and comfortable over it, because the Ministerial Union of Elmira was responsible to God for it. He could lie if he wanted to, and those ministers had to answer for it; he could promote discord in the church of Christ, and those parties had to make it right with the Deity as best they could; he could teach false doctrines to empty opera houses, and those sorrowing lambs of the Ministerial Union had to get out their sackcloth and ashes and stand responsible for it. He had such a comfortable thing of it! But he went too far. In an evil hour he slaughtered the simple geese that laid the golden egg of responsibility for him, and now they will uncover their customary complacency, and lift up their customary cackle in his behalf no more. And so, at last, he finds himself in the novel position of being responsible to God for his acts, instead of to the Ministerial Union of Elmira. To say that this is appalling is to state it with a degree of mildness which amounts to insipidity.


We cannot justly estimate this calamity, without first reviewing certain facts that conspired to bring it about. Mr. Beecher was and is in the habit of preaching to a full congregation in the Independent Congregational Church, in this city. The meeting-house was not large enough to accommodate all the people who desired admittance. Mr. Beecher regularly attended the meetings of the Ministerial Union of Elmira every Monday morning, and they received him into their fellowship, and never objected to the doctrines which he taught in his church. So, in an unfortunate moment, he conceived the strange idea that they would connive at the teaching of the same doctrines in the same way in a larger house. Therefore he secured the Opera House and proceeded to preach there every Sunday evening to assemblages comprising from a thousand to fifteen hundred persons. He felt warranted in this course by a passage of Scripture which says, “Go ye into all the world and preach the gospel unto every creature.” Opera-houses were not ruled out specifically in this passage, and so he considered it proper to regard opera-houses as a part of “all the world.” He looked upon the people who assembled there as coming under the head of “every creature.” These ideas were as absurd as they were farfetched, but still they were the honest ebullitions of a diseased mind. His great mistake was in supposing that when he had the Savior’s indorsement of his conduct he had all that was necessary. He overlooked the fact that there might possibly be a conflict of opinion between the Savior and the Ministerial Union of Elmira. And there was. Wherefore, blind and foolish Mr. Beecher went to his destruction. The Ministerial Union withdrew their approbation, and left him dangling in the air, with no other support than the countenance and approval of the gospel of Christ.


Mr. Beecher invited his brother ministers to join forces with him and help him conduct the Opera House meetings. They declined with great unanimity. In this they were wrong. Since they did not approve of those meetings, it was a duty they owed to their consciences and their God to contrive their discontinuance. They knew this. They felt it. Yet they turned coldly away and refused to help at those meetings, when they well knew that their help, earnestly and persistently given, was able to kill any great religious enterprise that ever was conceived of.


The ministers refused, and the calamitous meetings at the Opera House continued; and not only continued, but grew in interest and importance, and sapped of their congregations churches where the Gospel was preached with that sweet monotonous tranquility and that impenetrable profundity which stir up such consternation in the strongholds of sin. It is a pity to have to record here that one clergyman refused to preach at the Opera House at Mr. Beecher’s request, even when that incendiary was sick and disabled; and if that man’s conscience justifies him in that refusal I do not. Under the plea of charity for a sick brother he could have preached to that Opera House multitude a sermon that would have done incalculable damage to the Opera House experiment. And he need not have been particular about the sermon he chose, either. He could have relied on any he had in his barrel.


The Opera House meetings went on; other congregations were thin, and grew thinner, but the Opera House assemblages were vast. Every Sunday night, in spite of sense and reason, multitudes passed by the churches where they might have been saved, and marched deliberately to the Opera House to be damned. The community talked, talked, talked. Everybody discussed the fact that the Ministerial Union disapproved of the Opera House meetings; also the fact that they disapproved of the teachings put forth there. And everybody wondered how the Ministerial Union could tell whether to approve or disapprove of those teachings, seeing that those clergymen had never attended an Opera House meeting, and therefore didn’t know what was taught there. Everybody wondered over that curious question, and they had to take it out in wondering.


Mr. Beecher asked the Ministerial Union to state their objections to the Opera House matter. They could not– at least they did not. He said to them that if they would come squarely out and tell him that they desired the discontinuance of those meetings he would discontinue them. They declined to do that. Why should they have declined? They had no right to decline, and no excuse to decline, if they honestly believed that those meetings interfered in the slightest degree with the best interests of religion. (That is a proposition which the profoundest head among them cannot get around.)


But the Opera House meetings went on. That was the mischief of it. And so, one Monday morning, when Mr. B. appeared at the usual Ministers’ meeting, his brother clergymen desired him to come there no more. He asked why. They gave no reason. They simply declined to have his company longer. Mr. B. said he could not accept of this execution without a trial, and since he loved them and had nothing against them he must insist upon meeting with them in the future just the same as ever. And so, after that, they met in secret, and thus got rid of this man’s importunate affection.


The Ministerial Union had ruled out Beecher– a point gained. He would get up an excitement about it in public. But that was a miscalculation. He never mentioned it. They waited and waited for the grand crash, but it never came. After all their labor-pains, their ministerial mountain had brought forth only a mouse– and a still-born one at that. Beecher had not told on them; Beecher malignantly persisted in not telling on them. The opportunity was slipping away. Alas, for the humiliation of it, they had to come out and tell it themselves! And after all, their bombshell did not hurt anybody when they did explode it. They had ceased to be responsible to God for Beecher, and yet nobody seemed paralyzed about it. Somehow, it was not even of sufficient importance, apparently, to get into the papers, though even the poor little facts that Smith has bought a trotting team and Alderman Jones’s child has the measles are chronicled there with avidity. Something must be done. As the Ministerial Union had told about their desolating action, when nobody else considered it of enough importance to tell, they would also publish it, now that the reporters failed to see anything in it important enough to print. And so they startled the entire religious world no doubt by solemnly printing in the Evangelist the paragraph which heads this article. They have got their excommunication-bull started at last. It is going along quite lively now, and making considerable stir, let us hope. They even know it in Podunk, wherever that may be. It excited a two-line paragraph there. Happy, happy world, that knows at last that a little congress of congregationless clergymen of whom it had never heard before have crushed a famous Beecher, and reduced his audiences from fifteen hundred down to fourteen hundred and seventy-five at one fell blow! Happy, happy world, that knows at last that these obscure innocents are no longer responsible for the blemishless teachings, the power, the pathos, the logic, and the other and manifold intellectual pyrotechnics that seduce, but to damn, the Opera House assemblages every Sunday night in Elmira! And miserable, O thrice miserable Beecher! For the Ministerial Union of Elmira will never, no, never more be responsible to God for his shortcomings. (Excuse these tears.)


(For the protection of a man who is uniformly charged with all the newspaper deviltry that sees the light in Elmira journals, I take this opportunity of stating, under oath, duly subscribed before a magistrate, that Mr. Beecher did not write this article. And further still, that he did not inspire it. And further still, the Ministerial Union of Elmira did not write it. And finally, the Ministerial Union did not ask me to write it. No, I have taken up this cudgel in defense of the Ministerial Union of Elmira solely from a love of justice. Without solicitation, I have constituted myself the champion of the Ministerial Union of Elmira, and it shall be a labor of love with me to conduct their side of a quarrel in print for them whenever they desire me to do it; or if they are busy, and have not the time to ask me, I will cheerfully do it anyhow. In closing this I must remark that if any question the right of the clergymen of Elmira to turn Mr. Beecher out of the Ministerial Union, to such I answer that Mr. Beecher recreated that institution after it had been dead for many years, and invited those gentlemen to come into it, which they did, and so of course they have a right to turn him out if they want to. The difference between Beecher and the man who put an adder in his bosom is, that Beecher put in more adders than he did, and consequently had a proportionately livelier time of it when they got warmed up.)


Cheerfully,


S’CAT.







16Private Habits of Horace Greeley




AN INTIMATE ACQUAINTANCE with a distant relative of the editor of the Tribune puts it in my power to furnish the public with the last– positively the very last– link necessary to perfect the chain of knowledge already in its possession concerning Mr. Greeley: I mean his private habits. We know all about him as regards every other department of his life and service. Because, whenever a magazinist or a bookmaker is employed to write, and cannot think of a subject, he writes about Horace Greeley. Even the boys in the schools have quit building inspired “compositions” on “The Horse,” and have gone to doing Horace Greeley instead; and when declamation-day comes around, their voices are no longer “still for war” and Patrick Henry, but for peace and Horace Greeley. Now, the natural result of all this is that the public have come at last to think that this man has no life but public life, no nature but a public nature, no habits but public habits. This is all wrong. Mr. Greeley has a private life. Mr. Greeley has private habits.


Greeley gets up at three o’clock in the morning; for it is one of his favorite maxims that only early rising can keep the health unimpaired and the brain vigorous. He then wakes up all the household and assembles them in the library, by candle-light, and, after quoting the beautiful lines—



Early to bed and early to rise


Makes a man healthy, wealthy and wise.




he appoints each individual’s task for the day, sets him at it with encouraging words, and goes back to bed again. I mention here, in no fault-finding spirit, but with the deference justly due a man who is older and wiser and worthier than I, that he snores awfully. In a moment of irritation once, I was rash enough to say I never would sleep with him until he broke himself of this unfortunate habit. I have kept my word with bigoted and unwavering determination.


At half-past eleven o’clock Greeley rises again. He shaves himself. He considers that there is great virtue and economy in shaving himself. He does it with a dull razor, sometimes humming a part of a tune (he knows part of a tune, and takes an innocent delight in regarding it as the first half of Old Hundred; but parties familiar with that hymn have felt obliged to confess they could not recognize it, and, therefore, the noise he makes is doubtless an unconscious original composition of Greeley’s), and sometimes, when the razor is especially dull, he accompanies himself with a formula like this: “Damn the damned razor and the damned outcast who made it.”– H. G.


He then goes out into his model garden and applies his vast store of agricultural knowledge to the amelioration of his cabbages; after which he writes an able agricultural article for the instruction of American farmers, his soul cheered the while with the reflection that if cabbages were worth $11 apiece his model farm would pay.


He next goes to breakfast, which is a frugal, abstemious meal with him, and consists of nothing but just such things as the market affords– nothing more. He drinks nothing but water– nothing whatever but water, and coffee, and tea, and Scotch ale, and lager beer, and lemonade with a fly in it– sometimes a house fly and sometimes a horse fly– according to the amount of inspiration required to warm him up to his daily duties. During breakfast he reads the Tribune all through and enjoys the satisfaction of knowing that all the brilliant things in it, written by Young, and Cooke, and Hazard and myself are attributed to him by a confiding and infernal public.


After breakfast he writes a short editorial, and puts a large dash at the beginning of it, thus (– – ), which is the same as if he put H. G. after it, and takes a savage pleasure in reflecting that none of us understrappers can use that dash, except in profane conversation, when chafing over the outrage. He writes this editorial in his own handwriting. He does it because he is so vain of his penmanship. He always did take an inordinate pride in his penmanship. He hired out once, in his young days, as a writing master, but the enterprise failed. The pupils could not translate his remarks with any certainty. His first copy was, “Virtue is its own reward,” and they got it, “Washing with soap is wholly absurd,” and so the Trustees discharged him for attempting to convey bad morals, through the medium of worse penmanship. But, as I was saying, he writes his morning editorial. Then he tries to read it over, and can’t do it, and so sends it to the printers, and they try to read it, and can’t do it; and so they set it up at random, as you may say, putting in what words they can make out, and when they get aground on a long word they put in “reconstruction,” or “universal suffrage,” and spar off and paddle ahead, and next morning, if the degraded public can tell what it is all about, they say H.G. wrote it; and if they can’t, they say it is one of those imbecile understrappers, and that is the end of it.


On Sundays Greeley sits in a prominent pew in Chapin’s Church, and lets on that he is asleep, and the congregation regard it as an eccentricity of genius.


When he is going to appear in public, Greeley spends two hours on his toilet, He is the most painstaking and elaborate man about getting up his dress that lives in America. This is his chiefest and his pleasantest foible. He puts on a soiled shirt, saved from the wash, and leaves one end of the collar unbuttoned. He puts on his old white overcoat, and turns up the collar. He puts on his most dilapidated hat, turns it wrong side before, cants it onto the back of his head, and jams an extra dent in the side of it. He puts on his most atrocious boots, and spends fifteen minutes tucking the left leg of his pants into his boot-top in what shall seem the most careless and unstudied way. But his cravat– it is into the arrangement of his cravat that he throws all his soul, all the powers of his great mind. After fixing at it for forty minutes before the glass it is perfect– it is askew every way– it overflows his coat collar on one side and sinks into oblivion on the other– it climbs and it delves around about his neck– the knot is conspicuously displayed under his left ear, and it stretches one of its long ends straight out horizontally, and the other goes after his eyes, in the good old Toodles fashion– and then, completely and marvelously appareled, Greeley strides forth, rolling like a sailor, a miracle of astounding costumery, the awe and wonder of the nations!


But I haven’t time to tell the rest of his private habits. Suffice it that he is an upright and an honost man– a practical, great-brained man– a useful man to his nation and his generation– a famous man, who has justly earned his celebrity– and, withal, the worst-dressed man in this or any other country, even though he does take so thundering much pains and put on so many frills about it.







17Cannibalism in the Cars




IVISITED St. Louis lately, and on my way West, after changing cars at Terre Haute, Indiana, a mild, benevolent-looking gentleman of about forty-five, or maybe fifty, came in at one of the way-stations and sat down beside me. We talked together pleasantly on various subjects for an hour, perhaps, and I found him exceedingly intelligent and entertaining. When he learned that I was from Washington, he immediately began to ask questions about various public men, and about Congressional affairs; and I saw very shortly that I was conversing with a man who was perfectly familiar with the ins and outs of political life at the Capital, even to the ways and manners, and customs of procedure of Senators and Representatives in the Chambers of the national Legislature. Presently two men halted near us for a single moment, and one said to the other:


“Harris, if you’ll do that for me, I’ll never forget you, my boy.”


My new comrade’s eye lighted pleasantly. The words had touched upon a happy memory, I thought. Then his face settled into thoughtfulness– almost into gloom. He turned to me and said,


“Let me tell you a story; let me give you a secret chapter of my life– a chapter that has never been referred to by me since its events transpired. Listen patiently, and promise that you will not interrupt me.”


I said I would not, and he related the following strange adventure, speaking sometimes with animation, sometimes with melancholy, but always with feeling and earnestness.



The Stranger’s Narrative


“On the 19th of December, 1853, I started from St. Louis on the evening train bound for Chicago. There were only twenty-four passengers, all told. There were no ladies and no children. We were in excellent spirits, and pleasant acquaintanceships were soon formed. The journey bade fair to be a happy one; and no individual in the party, I think, had even the vaguest presentiment of the horrors we were soon to undergo.


“At 11 P.M. it began to snow hard. Shortly after leaving the small village of Welden, we entered upon that tremendous prairie solitude that stretches its leagues on leagues of houseless dreariness far away toward the jubilee Settlements. The winds, unobstructed by trees or hills, or even vagrant rocks, whistled fiercely across the level desert, driving the falling snow before it like spray from the crested waves of a stormy sea. The snow was deepening fast; and we knew, by the diminished speed of the train, that the engine was plowing through it with steadily increasing difficulty. Indeed, it almost came to a dead halt sometimes, in the midst of great drifts that piled themselves like colossal graves across the track. Conversation began to flag. Cheerfulness gave place to grave concern. The possibility of being imprisoned in the snow, on the bleak prairie, fifty miles from any house, presented itself to every mind, and extended its depressing influence over every spirit.


“At two o’clock in the morning I was aroused out of an uneasy slumber by the ceasing of all motion about me. The appalling truth flashed upon me instantly– we were captives in a snow-drift! ‘All hands to the rescue!’ Every man sprang to obey. Out into the wild night, the pitchy darkness, the billowy snow, the driving storm, every soul leaped, with the consciousness that a moment lost now might bring destruction to us all. Shovels, hands, boards– anything, everything that could displace snow, was brought into instant requisition. It was a weird picture, that small company of frantic men fighting the banking snows, half in the blackest shadow and half in the angry light of the locomotive’s reflector.


“One short hour sufficed to prove the utter uselessness of our efforts. The storm barricaded the track with a dozen drifts while we dug one away. And worse than this, it was discovered that the last grand charge the engine had made upon the enemy had broken the fore-and-aft shaft of the driving-wheel! With a free track before us we should still have been helpless. We entered the car wearied with labor, and very sorrowful. We gathered about the stoves, and gravely canvassed our situation. We had no provisions whatever– in this lay our chief distress. We could not freeze, for there was a good supply of wood in the tender. This was our only comfort. The discussion ended at last in accepting the disheartening decision of the conductor, viz., that it would be death for any man to attempt to travel fifty miles on foot through snow like that. We could not send for help, and even if we could it would not come. We must submit, and await, as patiently as we might, succor or starvation! I think the stoutest heart there felt a momentary chill when those words were uttered.


“Within the hour conversation subsided to a low murmur here and there about the car, caught fitfully between the rising and falling of the blast; the lamps grew dim; and the majority of the castaways settled themselves among the flickering shadows to think– to forget the present, if they could– to sleep, if they might.


“The eternal night– it surely seemed eternal to us– wore its lagging hours away at last, and the cold gray dawn broke in the east. As the light grew stronger the passengers began to stir and give signs of life, one after another, and each in turn pushed his slouched hat up from his forehead, stretched his stiffened limbs, and glanced out of the windows upon the cheerless prospect. It was cheerless, indeed!– not a living thing visible anywhere, not a human habitation; nothing but a vast white desert; uplifted sheets of snow drifting hither and thither before the wind– a world of eddying flakes shutting out the firmament above.


“All day we moped about the cars, saying little, thinking much. Another lingering dreary night– and hunger.


“Another dawning– another day of silence, sadness, wasting hunger, hopeless watching for succor that could not come. A night of restless slumber, filled with dreams of feasting– wakings distressed with the gnawings of hunger.


“The fourth day came and went– and the fifth! Five days of dreadful imprisonment! A savage hunger looked out at every eye. There was in it a sign of awful import– the foreshadowing of a something that was vaguely shaping itself in every heart– a something which no tongue dared yet to frame into words.


“The sixth day passed– the seventh dawned upon as gaunt and haggard and hopeless a company of men as ever stood in the shadow of death. It must out now! That thing which had been growing up in every heart was ready to leap from every lip at last! Nature had been taxed to the utmost– she must yield. Richard H. Gaston of Minnesota, tall, cadaverous, and pale, rose up. All knew what was coming. All prepared– every emotion, every semblance of excitement was smothered– only a calm, thoughtful seriousness appeared in the eyes that were lately so wild.


“‘Gentlemen: It cannot be delayed longer! The time is at hand! We must determine which of us shall die to furnish food for the rest!’


“Mr. John J. Williams of Illinois rose and said: ‘Gentlemen– I nominate the Rev. James Sawyer of Tennessee.’


“Mr. Wm. R. Adams of Indiana said: ‘I nominate Mr. Daniel Slote of New York.’


“Mr. Charles J. Langdon: ‘I nominate Mr. Samuel A. Bowen of St. Louis.’


“Mr. Slote: ‘Gentlemen– I desire to decline in favor of Mr. John A. Van Nostrand, Jun., of New Jersey.’


“Mr. Gaston: ‘If there be no objection, the gentleman’s desire will be acceded to.’


“Mr. Van Nostrand objecting, the resignation of Mr. Slote was rejected. The resignations of Messrs. Sawyer and Bowen were also offered, and refused upon the same grounds.


“Mr. A. L. Bascom of Ohio: ‘I move that the nominations now close, and that the House proceed to an election by ballot.’


“Mr. Sawyer: ‘Gentlemen– I protest earnestly against these proceedings. They are, in every way, irregular and unbecoming. I must beg to move that they be dropped at once, and that we elect a chairman of the meeting and proper officers to assist him, and then we can go on with the business before us understandingly.’


“Mr. Bell of Iowa: ‘Gentlemen– I object. This is no time to stand upon forms and ceremonious observances. For more than seven days we have been without food. Every moment we lose in idle discussion increases our distress. I am satisfied with the nominations that have been made– every gentleman present is, I believe– and I, for one, do not see why we should not proceed at once to elect one or more of them. I wish to offer a resolution—’


“Mr. Gaston: ‘It would be objected to, and have to lie over one day under the rules, thus bringing about the very delay you wish to avoid. The gentleman from New Jersey—’


“Mr. Van Nostrand: ‘Gentlemen– I am a stranger among you; I have not sought the distinction that has been conferred upon me, and I feel a delicacy—’


“Mr. Morgan of Alabama (interrupting): ‘I move the previous question.’


“The motion was carried, and further debate shut off, of course. The motion to elect officers was passed, and under it Mr. Gaston was chosen chairman, Mr. Blake, secretary, Messrs. Holcomb, Dyer, and Baldwin a committee on nominations, and Mr. R. M. Howland, purveyor, to assist the committee in making selections.


“A recess of half an hour was then taken, and some little caucusing followed. At the sound of the gavel the meeting reassembled, and the committee reported in favor of Messrs. George Ferguson of Kentucky, Lucien Herrman of Louisiana, and W. Messick of Colorado as candidates. The report was accepted.


“Mr. Rogers of Missouri: ‘Mr. President– The report being properly before the House now, I move to amend it by substituting for the name of Mr. Herrman that of Mr. Lucius Harris of St. Louis, who is well and honorably known to us all. I do not wish to be understood as casting the least reflection upon the high character and standing of the gentleman from Louisiana– far from it. I respect and esteem him as much as any gentleman here present possibly can; but none of us can be blind to the fact that he has lost more flesh during the week that we have lain here than any among us– none of us can be blind to the fact that the committee has been derelict in its duty, either through negligence or a graver fault, in thus offering for our suffrages a gentleman who, however pure his own motives may be, has really less nutriment in him—’


“The Chair: ‘The gentleman from Missouri will take his seat. The Chair cannot allow the integrity of the committee to be questioned save by the regular course, under the rules. What action will the House take upon the gentleman’s motion?’


“Mr. Halliday of Virginia: ‘I move to further amend the report by substituting Mr. Harvey Davis of Oregon for Mr. Messick. It may be urged by gentlemen that the hardships and privations of a frontier life have rendered Mr. Davis tough; but, gentlemen, is this a time to cavil at toughness? Is this a time to be fastidious concerning trifles? Is this a time to dispute about matters of paltry significance? No, gentlemen, bulk is what we desire– substance, weight, bulk– these are the supreme requisites now– not talent, not genius, not education. I insist upon my motion.’


“Mr. Morgan (excitedly): ‘Mr. Chairman– I do most strenuously object to this amendment. The gentleman from Oregon is old, and furthermore is bulky only in bone– not in flesh. I ask the gentleman from Virginia if it is soup we want instead of solid sustenance? if he would delude us with shadows? if he would mock our suffering with an Oregonian specter? I ask him if he can look upon the anxious faces around him, if he can gaze into our sad eyes, if he can listen to the beating of our expectant hearts, and still thrust this famine-stricken fraud upon us? I ask him if he can think of our desolate state, of our past sorrows, of our dark future, and still unpityingly foist upon us this wreck, this ruin, this tottering swindle, this gnarled and blighted and sapless vagabond from Oregon’s hospitable shores? Never!’ [Applause.]


“The amendment was put to vote, after a fiery debate, and lost. Mr. Harris was substituted on the first amendment. The balloting then began. Five ballots were held without a choice. On the sixth, Mr. Harris was elected, all voting for him but himself. It was then moved that his election should be ratified by acclamation, which was lost, in consequence of his again voting against himself.


“Mr. Radway moved that the House now take up the remaining candidates, and go into an election for breakfast. This was carried.


“On the first ballot there was a tie, half the members favoring one candidate on account of his youth, and half favoring the other on account of his superior size. The President gave the casting vote for the latter, Mr. Messick. This decision created considerable dissatisfaction among the friends of Mr. Ferguson, the defeated candidate, and there was some talk of demanding a new ballot; but in the midst of it a motion to adjourn was carried, and the meeting broke up at once.


“The preparations for supper diverted the attention of the Ferguson faction from the discussion of their grievance for a long time, and then, when they would have taken it up again, the happy announcement that Mr. Harris was ready drove all thought of it to the winds.


“We improvised tables by propping up the backs of car-seats, and sat down with hearts full of gratitude to the finest supper that had blessed our vision for seven torturing days. How changed we were from what we had been a few short hours before! Hopeless, sad-eyed misery, hunger, feverish anxiety, desperation, then; thankfulness, serenity, joy too deep for utterance now. That I know was the cheeriest hour of my eventful life. The winds howled, and blew the snow wildly about our prison house, but they were powerless to distress us any more. I liked Harris. He might have been better done, perhaps, but I am free to say that no man ever agreed with me better than Harris, or afforded me so large a degree of satisfaction. Messick was very well, though rather high-flavored, but for genuine nutritiousness and delicacy of fiber, give me Harris. Messick had his good points– I will not attempt to deny it, nor do I wish to do it but he was no more fitted for breakfast than a mummy would be, sir– not a bit. Lean?– why, bless me!– and tough? Ah, he was very tough! You could not imagine it– you could never imagine anything like it.”


“Do you mean to tell me that—”


“Do not interrupt me, please. After breakfast we elected a man by the name of Walker, from Detroit, for supper. He was very good. I wrote his wife so afterward. He was worthy of all praise. I shall always remember Walker. He was a little rare, but very good. And then the next morning we had Morgan of Alabama for breakfast. He was one of the finest men I ever sat down to– handsome, educated, refined, spoke several languages fluently– a perfect gentleman– he was a perfect gentleman, and singularly juicy. For supper we had that Oregon patriarch, and he was a fraud, there is no question about it– old, scraggy, tough, nobody can picture the reality. I finally said, gentlemen, you can do as you like, but I will wait for another election. And Grimes of Illinois said, ‘Gentlemen, I will wait also. When you elect a man that has something to recommend him, I shall be glad to join you again.’ It soon became evident that there was general dissatisfaction with Davis of Oregon, and so, to preserve the good will that had prevailed so pleasantly since we had had Harris, an election was called, and the result of it was that Baker of Georgia was chosen. He was splendid! Well, well– after that we had Doolittle, and Hawkins, and McElroy (there was some complaint about McElroy, because he was uncommonly short and thin), and Penrod, and two Smiths, and Bailey (Bailey had a wooden leg, which was clear loss, but he was otherwise good), and an Indian boy, and an organ-grinder, and a gentleman by the name of Buckminster– a poor stick of a vagabond that wasn’t any good for company and no account for breakfast. We were glad we got him elected before relief came.”


“And so the blessed relief did come at last?”


“Yes, it came one bright, sunny morning, just after election. John Murphy was the choice, and there never was a better, I am willing to testify; but John Murphy came home with us, in the train that came to succor us, and lived to marry the widow Harris—”


“Relict of—”


“Relict of our first choice. He married her, and is happy and respected and prosperous yet. Ah, it was like a novel, sir– it was like a romance. This is my stopping-place, sir; I must bid you good-bye. Any time that you can make it convenient to tarry a day or two with me, I shall be glad to have you. I like you, sir; I have conceived an affection for you. I could like you as well as I liked Harris himself, sir. Good day, sir, and a pleasant journey.”






He was gone. I never felt so stunned, so distressed, so bewildered in my life. But in my soul I was glad he was gone. With all his gentleness of manner and his soft voice, I shuddered whenever he turned his hungry eye upon me; and when I heard that I had achieved his perilous affection, and that I stood almost with the late Harris in his esteem, my heart fairly stood still!


I was bewildered beyond description. I did not doubt his word; I could not question a single item in a statement so stamped with the earnestness of truth as his; but its dreadful details overpowered me, and threw my thoughts into hopeless confusion. I saw the conductor looking at me. I said, “Who is that man?”


“He was a member of Congress once, and a good one. But he got caught in a snow-drift in the cars, and like to have been starved to death. He got so frost-bitten and frozen up generally, and used up for want of something to eat, that he was sick and out of his head two or three months afterward. He is all right now, only he is a monomaniac, and when he gets on that old subject he never stops till he has eat up that whole car-load of people he talks about. He would have finished the crowd by this time, only he had to get out here. He has got their names as pat as A B C. When he gets them all eat up but himself, he always says: ‘Then the hour for the usual election for breakfast having arrived; and there being no opposition, I was duly elected, after which, there being no objections offered, I resigned. Thus I am here.’”


I felt inexpressibly relieved to know that I had only been listening to the harmless vagaries of a madman instead of the genuine experiences of a bloodthirsty cannibal.







18Woman


“Mark Twain’s” speech, in reply to the toast to “Woman,” at the Correspondents’ Club dinner, Washington, December, 1867.




MR. PRESIDENT,– I do not know why I should have received the greatest distinction of the evening, for so the office of replying to the toast of “Woman” has been regarded in every age. [Applause.] I do not know why such an honor should have been conferred upon me, unless it be that I am a trifle less homely than the other members of the club. But be this as it may, Mr. President, I am proud of the position, and you could not have chosen anyone who would have accepted it more gladly, or labored with a heartier good will to do the subject justice than I, because, sir, I love the sex; I love all women, sir, irrespective of age or color. [Laughter]


Human intelligence cannot estimate what we owe to woman, sir. She sews on our buttons; she mends our clothes. [Great laughter.] She ropes us in at the church fairs; she confides in us; she tells us whatever she can find out about the little private affairs of the neighbors. [Renewed laughter.] She gives us advice, and plenty of it. She gives us a piece of her mind, sometimes, and sometimes all of it. [Laughter.]


Wheresoever you place woman, sir, in whatever position or estate, she is an ornament to that place which she occupies, and a treasure to the world. [Here the speaker pauses, looking around upon his auditors inquiringly.] The applause ought to come in at this point. [Great laughter and applause.]


Look at the noble names of history. Look at Cleopatra; look at Desdemona; look at Florence Nightingale; look at Joan of Arc; look at Lucretia Borgia. [Voices, “No, no!” The speaker pauses as if in some doubt.] Well, suppose we let Lucretia slide. [Laughter.] Look at Joyce Heth; look at Mother Eve. [Cries of “Oh! oh!” and laughter.] You need not look at her unless you want to. [Pauses reflectively.] But Eve was an ornament, sir, particularly before the fashions changed. [Renewed laughter.] l repeat, sir, look at the illustrious names of history. Look at the Widow Machree; look at Lucy Stone; look at Elizabeth Cady Stanton; look at Frances– Frances– George Francis Train. [Great laughter.] And, sir– I say it with bowed head, and deepest veneration– look at the mother of Washington. She raised a boy that couldn’t lie– couldn’t lie! [Applause] It might have been otherwise with him if he had belonged to a newspaper correspondents’ club. [Groans, hisses, cries of “Put him out,” and laughter. The speaker placidly looks on until the seeming excitement subsides]


I repeat, sir, that in whatsoever position you place woman, she is an ornament to society, and a treasure to the world. As a sweetheart, she has few equals, and no superiors. [Great laughter.] As a cousin she is convenient. As a wealthy grandmother, with an incurable distemper, she is unspeakably precious.


What would the peoples of the earth be without woman? They would be scarce, sir– fearfully scarce. [Renewed laughter.] Then let us cherish her; let us protect her; let us give her our support, our encouragement, our sympathy, ourselves, if we get a chance. [Laughter.]


But, jesting aside, Mr. President, woman is lovable, gracious, kind of heart, beautiful, worthy of all respect, of all esteem, of all deference. Not any here will refuse to drink her health right cordially, in this goblet of wine, for each and every one of us has personally known, loved, and honored the best of them all, his own mother. [Great applause.]



This amusing speech of Mark Twain’s given at the Correspondents’ Club dinner, 1867, was first published in book form as a shorthand exercise [in Marsh’s Manual of Phonetic Shorthand, 1868]. It was the second article of Mark Twain’s to appear in a book, but being buried in such a curious out-of-the-way place it was unknown to collectors until 1922 when it was brought to my attention by a friend. It had appeared in Mark Twain’s collected speeches of I910, but this version has many differences from the earlier speech [collection]. The original text which I am reprinting in exact facsimile has never appeared in any of Mark Twain’s collected works.

—Editor, Sketches of the Sixties.


This piece is presented here in transcription, not as a facsimile of the shorthand manual. It also appears, in slightly different form, in “Mark Twain’s Speeches,” as Woman – An Opinion.

—ecm









19Open Letter to Commodore Vanderbilt




HOW MY HEART goes out in sympathy to you! How I do pity you, Commodore Vanderbilt! Most men have at least a few friends, whose devotion is a comfort and solace to them, but you seem to be the idol of only a crawling swarm of small souls, who love to glorify your most flagrant unworthiness in print; or praise your vast possessions worshippingly; or sing of your unimportant private habits and sayings and doings, as if your millions gave them dignity; friends who applaud your superhuman stinginess with the same gusto that they do your most magnificent displays of commercial genius and daring, and likewise your most lawless violation of commercial honor– for these infatuated worshippers of dollars not their own seem to make no distinctions, but swing their hats and shout hallelujah every time you do anything, no matter what it is. I do pity you. I would pity any man with such friends as these.


I should think you would hate the sight of a newspaper. I should think you would not dare to glance at one, for fear you would find in it one of these distressing eulogies of something you had been doing, which was either infinitely trivial or else a matter you ought to be ashamed of. Unacquainted with you as I am, my honest compassion for you still gives me a right to speak in this way. Now, have you ever thought calmly over your newspaper reputation? Have you ever dissected it, to see what it was made of? It would interest you. One day one of your subjects comes out with a column or two detailing your rise from penury to affluence, and praising you as if you were the last and noblest work of God, but unconsciously telling how exquisitely mean a man has to be in order to achieve what you have achieved. Then another subject tells how you drive in the Park, with your scornful head down, never deigning to look to the right or the left, and make glad the thousands who covet a glance of your eye, but driving straight ahead, heedlessly and recklessly. taking the road by force, with a bearing which plainly says, “Let these people get out of the way if they can; but if they can’t, and I run over them, and kill them, no matter, I’ll pay for them.” And then how the retailer of the pleasant anecdote does grovel in the dust and glorify you. Next, a subject of yours prints a long article to show how, in some shrewd, underhanded way. you have “come it” over the public with some Erie dodge or other, and added another million or so to your greasy greenbacks; and behold! he praises you, and never hints that immoral practices, in so prominent a place as you occupy, are a damning example to the rising commercial generation– more, a damning thing to the whole nation, while there are insects like your subjects to make virtues of them in print. Next, a subject tells a most laughable joke in Harpers’ of how a lady laid a wager of a pair of gloves that she could touch your heart with the needs of some noble public charity, which unselfish people were building up for the succoring oi the helpless and the unfortunate, and so persuade you to spare a generous billow to it from your broad ocean of wealth, and how you listened to the story of want and suffering. And then– then what?– gave the lady a paltry dollar (the act in itself an insult to your sister or mine, coming from a stranger) and said, “Tell your opponent you have won the gloves.” And, having told his little anecdote, how your loving subject did shake his sides at the bare idea of your having generosity enough to be persuaded by any tender womanly pleader into giving a manly lift to any helpless creature under the sun! What precious friends you do have, Vanderbilt! And next, a subject tells how, when you owned the California line of steamers you used to have your pursers make out false lists of passengers, and, thus carry some hundreds more than the law allowed– in this way breaking the laws of your country and jeopardizing the lives of your passengers by overcrowding them during a long, sweltering voyage over tropical seas, and through a disease-poisoned atmosphere. And this shrewdness was duly glorified too. But I remember how those misused passengers used to revile you and curse you when they got to the Isthmus– and especially the women and young girls, who were forced to sleep on your steerage floors, side by side with strange men, who were the offscourings of creation, and even in the steerage beds with them, if the poor wretches told the truth; and I do assure you that nobody who lived in California at that time disbelieved them– O, praised and envied Vanderbilt! These women were nothing to you and me; but if they had been, we might have been shamed and angered at this treatment, mightn’t we? We cannot rightly judge of matters like these till we sit down and try to fancy these women related to us by ties of blood and affection, but then the rare joke of it melts away, and the indignant tides go surging through our veins, poor little Commodore.


There are other anecdotes told of you by your glorifying subjects, but let us pass them by, they only damage you. They only show how unfortunate and how narrowing a thing it is for a man to have wealth who makes a god of it instead of a servant. They only show how soulless it can make him– like that pretty anecdote that tells how a young lawyer charged you $500 for a service, and how you deemed the charge too high, and so went shrewdly to work and won his confidence, and persuaded him to borrow money and put it in Erie, when you knew the stock was going down, and so held him in the trap till he was a ruined man, and then you were revenged; and you gloated over it; and, as usual, your admiring friends told the story in print, and lauded you to the skies. No, let us drop the anecdotes. I don’t remember ever reading anything about you which you oughtn’t be ashamed of.


All I wish and urge you upon you now is that you crush out your native instincts and go and do something worthy of praise– go and do something you need not blush to see in print– do something that may rouse one solitary good example to the thousands of young men who emulate your energy and your industry; shine as one solitary grain of pure gold upon the heaped rubbish of your life. Do this, I beseech you, else through your example we shall shortly have in our midst five hundred Vanderbilts, which God Forbid. Go, oh please go, and do one worthy act. Go boldly, grandly, nobly, and give four dollars to some great public charity. It will break your heart, no doubt; but no matter, you have but a little while to live, and it is better to die suddenly and nobly than to live a century longer the same Vanderbilt you are now. Do this, and I declare I will praise you too.


Poor Vanderbilt! How I pity you: and this is honest. You are an old man, and ought to have some rest, and yet you have to struggle, and deny yourself, and rob yourself of restful sleep and peace of mind, because you need money so badly. I always feel for a man who is so poverty ridden as you. Don’t misunderstand me, Vanderbilt. I know you own seventy millions: but then you know and I know that it isn’t what man has that constitutes wealth. No– it is to be satisfied with what one has; that is wealth. As long as one sorely needs a certain additional amount, that man isn’t rich. Seventy times seventy millions can’t make him rich, as long as his poor heart is breaking for more. I am just about rich enough to buy the least valuable horse in your stable, perhaps, but I cannot sincerely and honestly take an oath that I need any more now. And so I am rich. But you, you have got seventy millions and you need five hundred millions, and are really suffering for it. Your poverty is something appalling. I tell you truly that I do not believe I could live twenty-four hours with the awful weight of four hundred and thirty millions of abject want crushing down upon me. I should die under it. My soul is so wrought upon by your helpless pauperism that if you came to me now, I would freely put ten cents in your tin cup, if you carry one, and say, “God pity you, poor unfortunate.”


Now, I pray you take kindly all that I have said, Vanderbilt, for I assure you I have meant it kindly, and it is said in an honester spirit than you are accustomed to find in what is said to you or about you. And do go, now, and do something that isn’t shameful. Do go and do something worthy of a man possessed of seventy millions– a man whose most trifling act is remembered and imitated all over the country by younger men than you. Do not be deceived into the notion that everything you do and say is wonderful, simply because those asses who publish you so much make it appear so. Do not deceive yourself. Very often an idea of yours is possessed of no innate magnificence, but is simply shining with the reflected splendor of your seventy millions. Now, think of it. I have tried to imitate you and become famous; all the young men do it ; but, bless you, my performances attracted no attention. I gave a crippled beggar girl a two-cent piece and humorously told her to go to the Fifth Avenue Hotel and board a week; but nobody published it. If you had done that it would have been regarded as one of the funniest things that ever happened; because you can say the flattest things that ever I heard of, Vanderbilt, and have them magnified into wit and wisdom in the papers. And the other day, in Chicago, I talked of buying the entire Union Pacific Railroad, clear to the Rocky Mountains, and running it on my own hook. It was as splendid an idea and as bold an enterprise as ever entered that overpraised brain of yours, but did it excite any newspaper applause? No. If you had conceived it, though, the newspaper world would have gone wild over it. No, sir; other men think and talk as brilliantly as you do, but they don’t do it in the glare of seventy millions; so pray do not be deceived by the laudation you receive; more of it belongs to your millions than to you. I say this to warn you against becoming vainglorious on a false basis, and an unsound one– for if your millions were to pass from you, you might be surprised and grieved to notice what flat and uncelebrated things you were capable of saying and doing forever afterwards.


You observe that I don’t say anything about your soul, Vanderbilt. It is because I have evidence that you haven’t any. It would be impossible to convince me that a man of your matchless financial ability would overlook so dazzling an “operation,” if you had a soul to save, as the purchasing of millions of years of Paradise, and rest, and peace, and pleasure. for so trifling a sum as ten years blamelessly lived on earth– for you probably haven’t longer than that to live now, you know, you are very old. Well, I don’t know, after all, possibly you have got a soul. But I know you, Vanderbilt– I know you well. You will try to get the purchase cheaper. You will want those millions of years of rest and pleasure, and you will try to make the trade and get the superb stock; but you will wait till you are on your death-bed, and then offer an hour and forty minutes for it. I know you so well, Vanderbilt! Still worse men than you do this. The people we hang always send for a priest at the last moment.


I assure you, Vanderbilt, that I mean what I am saying for your good– not to make you mad. Why, the way you are going on, you are no better than those Astors. No, I won’t say that; for it is better to be a mean live man than a stick– even a gold-headed stick. And now my lesson is done. It is bound to refresh you and make you feel good; for you must necessarily get sick of puling flattery and sycophancy sometimes, and sigh for a paragraph of honest criticism and abuse for a change. And in parting, I say that, surely, standing as you do upon the pinnacle of moneyed magnificence in America you must certainly feel a vague desire in you sometimes to do some splendid deed in the interest of commercial probity, or of human charity, or of manly honor and dignity, that shall flash into instant celebrity over the whole nation, and be rehearsed to ambitious boys by their mothers a century after you are dead. I say you must feel so sometimes, for it is only natural, and therefore I urge you to congeal that thought into an act. Go and surprise the whole country by doing something right. Cease to do and say unworthy things, and excessively little things, for those reptile friends of yours to magnify in the papers. Snub them thus, or else throttle them.


Yours truly,


Mark Twain.







20The Late Reliable Contraband



OUR ESTIMABLE CONTRIBUTOR, Mark Twain, is at present busy at Hartford, crowding his new book, “The New Pilgrim’s Progress,” through the press. How busy, will be apparent in the fact that he could not find time to eat a Delmonico Dinner with the members of the New York Press Club. With his usual sagacity, however, he saw the advantage of being represented; and so, when he found it impossible to go, he sent on his speech, to be orated by another– the very identical speech, he writes, which he should extemporaneously have “expelled from his system” had he been present. As the proceedings of the Press Club are never made public, this document, like other as brilliant lucubrations of the evening, would have been doomed to the darkness of silence but for the timely aid of that ubiquitous “Reliable Contraband,” who, though dead enough for an eulogy and an epitaph, is sufficiently alive to serve his old friends when he knows them. So this morceau was rescued from oblivion and the hands of the reporters for exclusive publication in Packard’s Monthly.






TOAST


To one whose eminent services in time of great national peril we gratefully acknowledge; whose memory we revere; whose death we deplore; the journalist’s truest friend– the late “Reliable Contraband.”


SPEECH


Mr. President and Gentlemen:


It is my painful duty to mar these festivities with the announcement of the death of one who was dear to us all– our tried and noble friend, the “Reliable Contraband.” To the world at large this event will bring no sorrow, for the world never comprehended him, never knew him as we did, never had such cause to love him; but unto us the calamity brings unutterable anguish– for it heralds the loss of one whose great heart beat for us alone, whose tireless tongue vibrated in our interest only, whose fervent fancy wrought its miracles solely for our enrichment and renown.


In his time what did he not do for us? When marvels languished and sensation dispatches grew tame, who was it that laid down the shovel and the hoe and came with healing on his wings? The Reliable Contraband. When armies fled in panic and dismay, and the great cause seemed lost beyond all hope of succor, who was it that turned the tide of war and gave victory to the vanquished? The Reliable Contraband. When despair hung its shadows about the hearts of the people, and sorrow sat on every face, who was it that braved every danger to bring cheering and incomprehensible news from the front? The Reliable Contraband. Who took Richmond the first time? The Reliable Contraband. Who took it the second time? The Reliable Contraband. Who took it every time until the last, and then felt the bitterness of hearing a nation applaud the man more who took it once than that greater man who had taken it six times before? The Reliable Contraband. When we needed a bloodless victory to whom did we look to win it? The Reliable Contraband. When we needed news to make the people’s bowels yearn, and their knotted and combined locks to stand on end like quills upon the fretful porcupine, to whom did we look to fetch it? The Reliable Contraband. When we needed any sort or description of news, upon any sort or description of subject, who was it that stood always ready to steal a horse and bring that news along? The Reliable Contraband.


My friends, he was the faithfullest vassal that ever fought, bled, and lied in the glorious ranks of journalism. Thunder and lightning never stopped him; annihilated railroads never delayed him; the telegraph never overtook him; military secrecy never crippled his knowledge; strategic feints never confused his judgment; cannon balls couldn’t kill him; clairvoyance couldn’t find him; Satan himself couldn’t catch him. His information comprised all knowledge, possible and impossible; his imagination was utterly boundless; his capacity to make mighty statements, and so back them up as to make an inch of truth cover an acre of ground, without appearing to stretch or tear, was a thing that appalled even the most unimpressible with its awful grandeur.


The Reliable Contraband is no more! Born of the war, and a necessity of the war, and of the war only, he watched its progress, took notes of its successes and reverses, manufactured and recorded the most thrilling features of its daily history, and then, when it died, his great mission was fulfilled, his occupation gone, and he died likewise.


No journalist here present can lay his hand upon his heart and say he had not cause to love this faithful creature, over whose unsentient form we drop these unavailing tears– for no journalist among us all can lay his hand upon his heart and say he ever lied with such pathos, such unction, such exquisite symmetry, such sublimity of conception and such felicity of execution, as when he did it through and by the inspiration of this regally gifted marvel of mendacity, the lamented Reliable Contraband. Peace to his ashes!


Respectfully,


Mark Twain.







21Personal Habits of the Siamese Twins




IDO NOT WISH to write of the personal habits of these strange creatures solely, but also of certain curious details of various kinds concerning them, which, belonging only to their private life, have never crept into print. Knowing the Twins intimately, I feel that I am peculiarly well qualified for the task I have taken upon myself.


The Siamese Twins are naturally tender and affectionate in disposition, and have clung to each other with singular fidelity throughout a long and eventful life. Even as children they were inseparable companions; and it was noticed that they always seemed to prefer each other’s society to that of any other persons. They nearly always played together; and, so accustomed was their mother to this peculiarity, that, whenever both of them chanced to be lost, she usually only hunted for one of them– satisfied that when she found that one she would find his brother somewhere in the immediate neighborhood. And yet these creatures were ignorant and unlettered-barbarians themselves and the offspring of barbarians, who knew not the light of philosophy and science. What a withering rebuke is this to our boasted civilization, with its quarrelings, its wranglings, and its separations of brothers!


As men, the Twins have not always lived in perfect accord; but still there has always been a bond between them which made them unwilling to go away from each other and dwell apart. They have even occupied the same house, as a general thing, and it is believed that they have never failed to even sleep together on any night since they were born. How surely do the habits of a lifetime become second nature to us! The Twins always go to bed at the same time; but Chang usually gets up about an hour before his brother. By an understanding between themselves, Chang does all the indoor work and Eng runs all the errands. This is because Eng likes to go out; Chang’s habits are sedentary. However, Chang always goes along. Eng is a Baptist, but Chang is a Roman Catholic; still, to please his brother, Chang consented to be baptized at the same time that Eng was, on condition that it should not “count.” During the war they were strong partisans, and both fought gallantly all through the great struggle– Eng on the Union side and Chang on the Confederate. They took each other prisoners at Seven Oaks, but the proofs of capture were so evenly balanced in favor of each, that a general army court had to be assembled to determine which one was properly the captor and which the captive. The jury was unable to agree for a long time; but the vexed question was finally decided by agreeing to consider them both prisoners, and then exchanging them. At one time Chang was convicted of disobedience of orders, and sentenced to ten days in the guard-house, but Eng, in spite of all arguments, felt obliged to share his imprisonment, notwithstanding he himself was entirely innocent; and so, to save the blameless brother from suffering, they had to discharge both from custody– the just reward of faithfulness.


Upon one occasion the brothers fell out about something, and Chang knocked Eng down, and then tripped and fell on him, whereupon both clinched and began to beat and gouge each other without mercy. The bystanders interfered, and tried to separate them, but they could not do it, and so allowed them to fight it out. In the end both were disabled, and were carried to the hospital on one and the same shutter.


Their ancient habit of going always together had its drawbacks when they reached man’s estate, and entered upon the luxury of courting. Both fell in love with the same girl. Each tried to steal clandestine interviews with her, but at the critical moment the other would always turn up. By and by Eng saw, with distraction, that Chang had won the girl’s affections; and, from that day forth, he had to bear with the agony of being a witness to all their dainty billing and cooing. But with a magnanimity that did him infinite credit, he succumbed to his fate, and gave countenance and encouragement to a state of things that bade fair to sunder his generous heart-strings. He sat from seven every evening until two in the morning, listening to the fond foolishness of the two lovers, and to the concussion of hundreds of squandered kisses– for the privilege of sharing only one of which he would have given his right hand. But he sat patiently, and waited, and gaped, and yawned, and stretched, and longed for two o’clock to come. And he took long walks with the lovers on moonlight evenings– sometimes traversing ten miles, notwithstanding he was usually suffering from rheumatism. He is an inveterate smoker; but he could not smoke on these occasions, because the young lady was painfully sensitive to the smell of tobacco. Eng cordially wanted them married, and done with it; but although Chang often asked the momentous question, the young lady could not gather sufficient courage to answer it while Eng was by. However, on one occasion, after having walked some sixteen miles, and sat up till nearly daylight, Eng dropped asleep, from sheer exhaustion, and then the question was asked and answered. The lovers were married. All acquainted with the circumstance applauded the noble brother-in-law. His unwavering faithfulness was the theme of every tongue. He had stayed by them all through their long and arduous courtship; and when at last they were married, he lifted his hands above their heads, and said with impressive unction, “Bless ye, my children, I will never desert ye!” and he kept his word. Fidelity like this is all too rare in this cold world.


By and by Eng fell in love with his sister-in-law’s sister, and married her, and since that day they have all lived together, night and day, in an exceeding sociability which is touching and beautiful to behold, and is a scathing rebuke to our boasted civilization.


The sympathy existing between these two brothers is so close and so refined that the feelings, the impulses, the emotions of the one are instantly experienced by the other. When one is sick, the other is sick; when one feels pain, the other feels it; when one is angered, the other’s temper takes fire. We have already seen with what happy facility they both fell in love with the same girl. Now Chang is bitterly opposed to all forms of intemperance, on principle; but Eng is the reverse– for, while these men’s feelings and emotions are so closely wedded, their reasoning faculties are unfettered; their thoughts are free. Chang belongs to the Good Templars, and is a hard– working, enthusiastic supporter of all temperance reforms. But, to his bitter distress, every now and then Eng gets drunk, and, of course, that makes Chang drunk too. This unfortunate thing has been a great sorrow to Chang, for it almost destroys his usefulness in his favorite field of effort. As sure as he is to head a great temperance procession Eng ranges up alongside of him, prompt to the minute, and drunk as a lord; but yet no more dismally and hopelessly drunk than his brother, who has not tasted a drop. And so the two begin to hoot and yell, and throw mud and bricks at the Good Templars; and, of course, they break up the procession. It would be manifestly wrong to punish Chang for what Eng does, and, therefore, the Good Templars accept the untoward situation, and suffer in silence and sorrow. They have officially and deliberately examined into the matter, and find Chang blameless. They have taken the two brothers and filled Chang full of warm water and sugar and Eng full of whisky, and in twenty-five minutes it was not possible to tell which was the drunkest. Both were as drunk as loons– and on hot whisky punches, by the smell of their breath. Yet all the while Chang’s moral principles were unsullied, his conscience clear; and so all just men were forced to confess that he was not morally, but only physically, drunk. By every right and by every moral evidence the man was strictly sober; and, therefore, it caused his friends all the more anguish to see him shake hands with the pump and try to wind his watch with his night-key.


There is a moral in these solemn warnings– or, at least, a warning in these solemn morals; one or the other. No matter, it is somehow. Let us heed it; let us profit by it.


I could say more of an instructive nature about these interesting beings, but let what I have written suffice.


Having forgotten to mention it sooner, I will remark in conclusion that the ages of the Siamese Twins are respectively fifty-one and fifty-three years.







22The Tomb of Adam


From The Innocents Abroad




THE GREEK CHAPEL is the most roomy, the richest and the showiest chapel in the Church of the Holy Sepulchre. Its altar, like that of all the Greek churches, is a lofty screen that extends clear across the chapel, and is gorgeous with gilding and pictures. The numerous lamps that hang before it are of gold and silver, and cost great sums.


But the feature of the place is a short column that rises from the middle of the marble pavement of the chapel, and marks the exact center of the earth. The most reliable traditions tell us that this was known to be the earth’s center, ages ago, and that when Christ was upon earth he set all doubts upon the subject at rest forever, by stating with his own lips that the tradition was correct. Remember, He said that that particular column stood upon the center of the world. If the center of the world changes, the column changes its position accordingly. This column has moved three different times of its own accord. This is because, in great convulsions of nature, at three different times, masses of the earth– whole ranges of mountains, probably– have flown off into space, thus lessening the diameter of the earth, and changing the exact locality of its center by a point or two. This is a very curious and interesting circumstance, and is a withering rebuke to those philosophers who would make us believe that it is not possible for any portion of the earth to fly off into space.


To satisfy himself that this spot was really the center of the earth, a skeptic once paid well for the privilege of ascending to the dome of the church to see if the sun gave him a shadow at noon. He came down perfectly convinced. The day was very cloudy and the sun threw no shadows at all; but the man was satisfied that if the sun had come out and made shadows it could not have made any for him. Proofs like these are not to be set aside by the idle tongues of cavilers. To such as are not bigoted, and are willing to be convinced, they carry a conviction that nothing can ever shake.


If even greater proofs than those I have mentioned are wanted, to satisfy the headstrong and the foolish that this is the genuine center of the earth, they are here. The greatest of them lies in the fact that from under this very column was taken the dust from which Adam was made. This can surely be regarded in the light of a settler. It is not likely that the original first man would have been made from an inferior quality of earth when it was entirely convenient to get first quality from the world’s center. This will strike any reflecting mind forcibly. That Adam was formed of dirt procured in this very spot is amply proven by the fact that in six thousand years no man has ever been able to prove that the dirt was not procured here whereof he was made.


It is a singular circumstance that right under the roof of this same great church, and not far away from that illustrious column, Adam himself, the father of the human race, lies buried. There is no question that he is actually buried in the grave which is pointed out as his– there can be none– because it has never yet been proven that that grave is not the grave in which he is buried.


The tomb of Adam! How touching it was, here in a land of strangers, far away from home, and friends, and all who cared for me, thus to discover the grave of a blood relation. True, a distant one, but still a relation. The unerring instinct of nature thrilled its recognition. The fountain of my filial affection was stirred to its profoundest depths, and I gave way to tumultuous emotion. I leaned upon a pillar and burst into tears. I deem it no shame to have wept over the grave of my poor dead relative. Let him who would sneer at my emotion close this volume here, for he will find little to his taste in my journeyings through Holy Land. Noble old man– he did not live to see me– he did not live to see his child. And I– I– alas, I did not live to see him. Weighed down by sorrow and disappointment, he died before I was born– six thousand brief summers before I was born. But let us try to bear it with fortitude. Let us trust that he is better off where he is. Let us take comfort in the thought that his loss is our eternal gain.







23The Ubiquitous Michael Angelo


From The Innocents Abroad




IWISH TO SAY one word about Michael Angelo Buonarotti. I used to worship the mighty genius of Michael Angelo– that man who was great in poetry, painting, sculpture, architecture– great in everything he undertook. But I do not want Michael Angelo for breakfast– for luncheon– for dinner– for tea– for supper– for between meals. I like a change, occasionally. In Genoa, he designed everything; in Milan he or his pupils designed everything; he designed the Lake of Como; in Padua, Verona, Venice, Bologna, who did we ever hear of, from guides, but Michael Angelo? In Florence, he painted everything, designed everything, nearly, and what he did not design he used to sit on a favorite stone and look at, and they showed us the stone. In Pisa he designed everything but the old shot-tower, and they would have attributed that to him if it had not been so awfully out of the perpendicular. He designed the piers of Leghorn and the custom house regulations of Civita Vecchia. But, here– here it is frightful. He designed St. Peter’s ; he designed the Pope; he designed the Pantheon, the uniform of the Pope’s soldiers, the Tiber, the Vatican, the Coliseum, the Capitol, the Tarpeian Rock, the Barberini Palace, St. John Lateran, the Campagna, the Appian Way, the Seven Hills, the Baths of Caracalla, the Claudian Aqueduct, the Cloaca Maxima– the eternal bore designed the Eternal City, and unless all men and books do lie, he painted everything in it! Dan said the other day to the guide, “Enough, enough, enough! Say no more! Lump the whole thing! say that the Creator made Italy from designs by Michael Angelo!”


I never felt so fervently thankful, so soothed, so tranquil, so filled with a blessed peace, as I did yesterday when I learned that Michael Angelo was dead.







24The Turkish Bath Fraud


From The Innocents Abroad




WHEN I THINK how I have been swindled by books of Oriental travel, I want a tourist for breakfast. For years and years I have dreamed of the wonders of the Turkish bath; for years and years I have promised myself that I would yet enjoy one. Many and many a time, in fancy, I have lain in the marble bath, and breathed the slumberous fragrance of Eastern spices that filled the air; then passed through a weird and complicated system of pulling and hauling, and drenching and scrubbing, by a gang of naked savages who loomed vast and vaguely through the steaming mists, like demons; then rested for a while on a divan fit for a king; then passed through another complex ordeal, and one more fearful than the first; and, finally, swathed in soft fabrics, been conveyed to a princely saloon and laid on a bed of eider down, where eunuchs, gorgeous of costume, fanned me while I drowsed and dreamed, or contentedly gazed at the rich hangings of the apartment, the soft carpets, the sumptuous furniture, the pictures, and drank delicious coffee, smoked the soothing narghili, and dropped, at the last, into tranquil repose, lulled by sensuous odors from unseen censers, by the gentle influence of the narghili’s Persian tobacco, and by the music of fountains that counterfeited the pattering of summer rain.


That was the picture, just as I got it from incendiary books of travel. It was a poor, miserable imposture. The reality is no more like it than the Five Points are like the Garden of Eden. They received me in a great court, paved with marble slabs; around it were broad galleries, one above another, carpeted with seedy matting, railed with unpainted balustrades, and furnished with huge rickety chairs, cushioned with rusty old mattresses, indented with impressions left by the forms of nine successive generations of men who had reposed upon them. The place was vast, naked, dreary; its court a barn, its galleries stalls for human horses. The cadaverous, half nude varlets that served in the establishment had nothing of poetry in their appearance, nothing of romance, nothing of Oriental splendor. They shed no entrancing odors – just the contrary. Their hungry eyes and their lank forms continually suggested one glaring, unsentimental fact– they wanted what they term in California “a square meal.”


I went into one of the racks and undressed. An unclean starveling wrapped a gaudy table-cloth about his loins, and hung a white rag over my shoulders. If I had had a tub then, it would have come natural to me to take in washing. I was then conducted down stairs into the wet, slippery court, and the first things that attracted my attention were my heels. My fall excited no comment. They expected it, no doubt. It belonged in the list of softening, sensuous influences peculiar to this home of Eastern luxury. It was softening enough, certainly, but its application was not happy. They now gave me a pair of wooden clogs– benches in miniature, with leather straps over them to confine my feet (which they would have done, only I do not wear No. 13s.) These things dangled uncomfortably by the straps when I lifted up my feet, and came down in awkward and unexpected places when I put them on the floor again, and sometimes turned sideways and wrenched my ankles out of joint. However, it was all Oriental luxury, and I did what I could to enjoy it.


They put me in another part of the barn and laid me on a stuffy sort of pallet, which was not made of cloth of gold, or Persian shawls, but was merely the unpretending sort of thing I have seen in the negro quarters of Arkansas. There was nothing whatever in this dim marble prison but five more of these biers. It was a very solemn place. I expected that the spiced odors of Araby were going to steal over my senses now, but they did not. A copper-colored skeleton, with a rag around him, brought me a glass decanter of water, with a lighted tobacco pipe in the top of it, and a pliant stem a yard long, with a brass mouthpiece to it.


It was the famous “narghili” of the East– the thing the Grand Turk smokes in the pictures. This began to look like luxury. I took one blast at it, and it was sufficient; the smoke went in a great volume down into my stomach, my lungs, even into the uttermost parts of my frame. I exploded one mighty cough, and it was as if Vesuvius had let go. For the next five minutes I smoked at every pore, like a frame house that is on fire on the inside. Not any more narghili for me. The smoke had a vile taste, and the taste of a thousand infidel tongues that remained on that brass mouthpiece was viler still. I was getting discouraged. Whenever, hereafter, I see the cross-legged Grand Turk smoking his narghili, in pretended bliss, on the outside of a paper of Connecticut tobacco, I shall know him for the shameless humbug he is.


This prison was filled with hot air. When I had got warmed up sufficiently to prepare me for a still warmer temperature, they took me where it was– into a marble room, wet, slippery and steamy, and laid me out on a raised platform in the center. It was very warm. Presently my man sat me down by a tank of hot water, drenched me well, gloved his hand with a coarse mitten, and began to polish me all over with it. I began to smell disagreeably. The more he polished the worse I smelt. It was alarming. I said to him:


“I perceive that I am pretty far gone. It is plain that I ought to be buried without any unnecessary delay. Perhaps you had better go after my friends at once, because the weather is warm, and I can not ‘keep’ long.”


He went on scrubbing, and paid no attention. I soon saw that he was reducing my size. He bore hard on his mitten, and from under it rolled little cylinders, like maccaroni. It could not be dirt, for it was too white. He pared me down in this way for a long time. Finally I said:


“It is a tedious process. It will take hours to trim me to the size you want me; I will wait; go and borrow a jack-plane.”


He paid no attention at all.


After a while he brought a basin, some soap, and something that seemed to be the tail of a horse. He made up a prodigious quantity of soap-suds, deluged me with them from head to foot, without warning me to shut my eyes, and then swabbed me viciously with the horse-tail. Then he left me there, a snowy statue of lather, and went away. When I got tired of waiting I went and hunted him up. He was propped against the wall, in another room, asleep. I woke him. He was not disconcerted. He took me back and flooded me with hot water, then turbaned my head, swathed me with dry table-cloths, and conducted me to a latticed chicken-coop in one of the galleries, and pointed to one of those Arkansas beds. I mounted it, and vaguely expected the odors of Araby again. They did not come.


The blank, unornamented coop had nothing about it of that oriental voluptuousness one reads of so much. It was more suggestive of the county hospital than anything else. The skinny servitor brought a narghili, and I got him to take it out again without wasting any time about it. Then he brought the world-renowned Turkish coffee that poets have sung so rapturously for many generations, and I seized upon it as the last hope that was left of my old dreams of Eastern luxury. It was another fraud. Of all the unchristian beverages that ever passed my lips, Turkish coffee is the worst. The cup is small, it is smeared with grounds; the coffee is black, thick, unsavory of smell, and execrable in taste. The bottom of the cup has a muddy sediment in it half an inch deep. This goes down your throat, and portions of it lodge by the way, and produce a tickling aggravation that keeps you barking and coughing for an hour.


Here endeth my experience of the celebrated Turkish bath, and here also endeth my dream of the bliss the mortal revels in who passes through it. It is a malignant swindle. The man who enjoys it is qualified to enjoy anything that is repulsive to sight or sense, and he that can invest it with a charm of poetry is able to do the same with anything else in the world that is tedious, and wretched, and dismal, and nasty.







25A Day at Niagara


(Part I)

CONCERNING THE FALLS




The Tamed Hackman


NIAGARA FALLS is one of the finest structures in the known world. I have been visiting this favorite watering place recently, for the first time, and was well pleased. A gentleman who was with me said it was customary to be disappointed in the Falls, but that subsequent visits were sure to set that all right. He said it was so with him. He said that the first time he went the hack fares were so much higher than the Falls that the Falls appeared insignificant. But that is all regulated now. The hackmen have been tamed, and numbered, and placarded, and blackguarded, and brought into subjection to the law, and dosed with Moral Principle till they are as meek as missionaries. They are divided into two clans, now. The Regulars and the Privateers, and they employ their idle time in warning the public against the other. The Regulars are under the hotel banner, and do the legitimate at two dollars an hour, and the Privateers prowl darkly on neutral ground and pick off stragglers at half price. But there are no more outrages and extortions. That sort of thing cured itself. It made the Falls unpopular by getting into the newspapers, and whenever a public evil achieves that sort of success for itself, its days are numbered. It became apparent that either the Falls had to be discontinued or the hackmen had to subside. They could not dam the Falls, and so they damned the hackmen. One can be comfortable and happy there now.


Signs and Symbols


I drank up most of the American Fall before I learned that the waters were not considered medicinal. Why are people left in ignorance in that way? I might have gone on and ruined a fine property merely for the want of a little trifling information. And yet the sources of information at Niagara Falls are not meager. You are sometimes in doubt there about what you ought to do, but you are seldom in doubt about what you must not do. No– the signs keep you posted. If an infant can read, that infant is measurably safe at Niagara Falls. In your room at the hotel you will find your course marked out for you in the most convenient way by means of placards on the wall, like these:


“Pull the bell-rope gently, but don’t jerk.”


“Bolt your door.”


“Don’t scrape matches on the wall.”


“Turn off your gas when you retire.”


“Tie up your dog.”


“If you place your boots outside the door they will be blacked– but the house will not be responsible for their return.” (This is a confusing and tanglesome proposition– because it moves you to deliberate long and painfully as to whether it will be any object to you to have your boots blacked unless they are returned.)


“Give your key to the omnibus driver if you forget and carry it off with you.”


Outside the hotel, wherever you wander, you are intelligently assisted by the signs. You cannot come to grief as long as you are in your right mind. But the difficulty is to stay in your right mind with so much instruction to keep track of. For instance:


“Keep off the grass.”


“Don’t climb the trees.”


“Hands off the vegetables.”


“Do not hitch your horse to the shrubbery.”


“Visit the Cave of the Winds.”


“Have your portrait taken in your carriage.”


“Forty per cent. in gold levied on all peanuts or other Indian Curiosities purchased in Canada.”


“Photographs of the Falls taken here.”


“Visitors will please notify the Superintendent of any neglect on the part of employees to charge for commodities or services.” (No inattention of this kind observed.)


“Don’t throw stones down– they may hit people below.”


“The proprietors will not be responsible for parties who jump over the Falls.” (More shirking of responsibility– it appears to be the prevailing thing here.)


I always had a high regard for the Signers of the Declaration of Independence, but now they do not really seem to amount to much alongside the signers of Niagara Falls. To tell the plain truth, the multitude of signs annoyed me. It was because I noticed at last that they always happened to prohibit the very thing I was just wanting to do. I desired to roll on the grass: the sign prohibited it. I wished to climb a tree: the sign prohibited it. I longed to smoke: a sign forbade it. And I was just in the act of throwing a stone over to astonish and pulverize such parties as might be picnicking below, when a sign I have just mentioned forbade that. Even that poor satisfaction was denied me (and I a friendless orphan.) – There was no recourse, now, but to seek consolation in the flowing bowl. I drew my flask from my pocket, but it was all in vain. A sign confronted me which said:


“No drinking allowed on these premises.”


On that spot I might have perished of thirst, but for the saving words of an honored maxim that flitted through my memory at the critical moment.– “All signs fail in a dry time.” Common law takes precedence of the statutes. I was saved.


The Noble Red Man


The Noble Red Man has always been a friend and darling of mine. I love to read about him in tales and legends and romances. I love to read of his inspired sagacity, and his love of the wild free life of mountain and forest, and his general nobility of character, and his stately metaphorical manner of speech, and his chivalrous love for the dusky maiden, and the picturesque pomp of his dress and accoutrements. Especially the picturesque pomp of his dress and accoutrements. When I found the shops at Niagara Falls full of dainty Indian beadwork, and stunning moccasins, and equally stunning toy figures representing human beings who carried their weapons in holes bored through their arms and bodies, and had feet shaped like a pie, I was filled with emotion. I knew that now, at last, I was going to come face to face with the noble Red Man.


A lady clerk in a shop told me, indeed, that all her grand array of curiosities were made by the Indians, and that they were plenty about the Falls, and that they were friendly, and it would not be dangerous to speak to them. And sure enough, as I approached the bridge leading over to Luna Island, I came upon a noble Son of the Forest sitting under a tree, diligently at work on a bead reticule. He wore a slouch hat and brogans, and had a short black pipe in his mouth. Thus does the baneful contact with our effeminate civilization dilute the picturesque pomp which is so natural to the Indian when far removed from us in his native haunts. I addressed the relic as follows:


“Is the Wawhoo-Wang-Wang of the Whack-a-Whack happy? Does the great Speckled Thunder sigh for the warpath, or is his heart contented with dreaming of the dusky maiden, the Pride of the Forest? Does the mighty Sachem yearn to drink the blood of his enemies, or is he satisfied to make bead reticules for the papooses of the paleface? Speak, sublime relic of bygone grandeur– venerable ruin, speak!”


The relic said:


“An’ is it mesilf, Dennis Hooligan, that ye’d be takin’ for a dirty Injin, ye drawlin’, lantern-jawed, spider-legged divil! By the piper that played before Moses, I’ll ate ye!”


I went away from there.


By and by, in the neighborhood of the Terrapin Tower, I came upon a gentle daughter of the aborigines in fringed and beaded buckskin moccasins and leggins, seated on a bench with her pretty wares about her. She had just carved out a wooden chief that had a strong family resemblance to a clothes-pin, and was now boring a hole through his abdomen to put his bow through. I hesitated a moment, and then addressed her:


“Is the heart of the forest maiden heavy? Is the Laughing Tadpole lonely? Does she mourn over the extinguished council-fires of her race, and the vanished glory of her ancestors? Or does her sad spirit wander afar toward the hunting-grounds whither her brave Gobbler-of-the-Lightnings is gone? Why is my daughter silent? Has she ought against the paleface stranger?”


The maiden said:


“Faix, an’ is it Biddy Malone ye dare to be callin’ names? Lave this, or I’ll shy your lean carcass over the cataract, ye sniveling blaggard!”


I adjourned from there also.


“Confound these Indians!” I said. “They told me they were tame; but, if appearances go for anything, I should say they were all on the warpath.”


I made one more attempt to fraternize with them, and only one. I came upon a camp of them gathered in the shade of a great tree, making wampum and moccasins, and addressed them in the language of friendship:


“Noble Red Men, Braves, Grand Sachems, War Chiefs, Squaws, and High Muck-a-Mucks, the paleface from the land of the setting sun greets you! You, Beneficent Polecat– you, Devourer of Mountains– you, Roaring Thundergust– you, Bully Boy with a Glass eye– the paleface from beyond the great waters greets you all! War and pestilence have thinned your ranks and destroyed your once proud nation. Poker and seven-up, and a vain modern expense for soap, unknown to your glorious ancestors, have depleted your purses. Appropriating, in your simplicity, the property of others has gotten you into trouble. Misrepresenting facts, in your simple innocence, has damaged your reputation with the soulless usurper. Trading for forty-rod whisky, to enable you to get drunk and happy and tomahawk your families, has played the everlasting mischief with the picturesque pomp of your dress, and here you are, in the broad light of the nineteenth century, gotten up like the ragtag and bobtail of the purlieus of New York. For shame! Remember your ancestors! Recall their mighty deeds! Remember Uncas!– and Red jacket!– and Hole in the Day!– and Whoopdedoodledo! Emulate their achievements! Unfurl yourselves under my banner, noble savages, illustrious guttersnipes—”


“Down wid him!” “Scoop the blaggard!” “Burn him!” “Bang him!” “Dhround him!”


It was the quickest operation that ever was. I simply saw a sudden flash in the air of clubs, brickbats, fists, bead-baskets, and moccasins– a single flash, and they all appeared to hit me at once, and no two of them in the same place. In the next instant the entire tribe was upon me. They tore half the clothes off me; they broke my arms and legs; they gave me a thump that dented the top of my head till it would hold coffee like a saucer; and, to crown their disgraceful proceedings and add insult to injury, they threw me over the Niagara Falls, and I got wet.


About ninety or a hundred feet from the top, the remains of my vest caught on a projecting rock, and I was almost drowned before I could get loose. I finally fell, and brought up in a world of white foam at the foot of the Fall, whose celled and bubbly masses towered up several inches above my head. Of course I got into the eddy. I sailed round and round in it forty-four times– chasing a chip and gaining on it– each round trip a half-mile– reaching for the same bush on the bank forty-four times, and just exactly missing it by a hair’s-breadth every time.


At last a man walked down and sat down close to that bush, and put a pipe in his mouth, and lit a match, and followed me with one eye and kept the other on the match, while he sheltered it in his hands from the wind. Presently a puff of wind blew it out. The next time I swept around he said:


“Got a match?”


“Yes; in my other vest. Help me out, please.”


“Not for Joe.”


When I came round again, I said:


“Excuse the seemingly impertinent curiosity of a drowning man, but will you explain this singular conduct of yours?”


“With pleasure. I am the coroner. Don’t hurry on my account. I can wait for you. But I wish I had a match.”


I said: “Take my place, and I’ll go and get you one.”


He declined. This lack of confidence on his part created a coldness between us, and from that time forward I avoided him. It was my idea, in case anything happened to me, to so time the occurrence as to throw my custom into the hands of the opposition coroner on the American side.


At last a policeman came along, and arrested me for disturbing the peace by yelling at people on shore for help. The judge fined me, but had the advantage of him. My money was with my pantaloons, and my pantaloons were with the Indians.


Thus I escaped. I am now lying in a very critical condition. At least I am lying anyway– critical or not critical. I am hurt all over, but I cannot tell the full extent yet, because the doctor is not done taking inventory. He will make out my manifest this evening. However, thus far he thinks only sixteen of my wounds are fatal. I don’t mind the others.


Upon regaining my right mind, I said:


“It is an awful savage tribe of Indians that do the beadwork and moccasins for Niagara Falls, doctor. Where are they from?”


“Limerick, my son.”



The complete text from the Buffalo Express, August 21, 1869.









26A Day at Niagara


(Concluded)

ENGLISH FESTIVITIES

AND MINOR MATTERS




Fishing


NIAGARA FALLS is a most enjoyable place of resort. The hotels are excellent, and the prices not at all exorbitant. The opportunities for fishing are not surpassed in the country; in fact, they are not even equaled elsewhere. Because, in other localities, certain places in the streams are much better than others; but at Niagara one place is just as good as another, for the reason that the fish do not bite anywhere, and so there is no use in your walking five miles to fish, when you can depend on being just as unsuccessful nearer home. The advantages of this state of things have never heretofore been properly placed before the public.


Sight-Seeing


The weather is cool in summer, and the walks and drives are all pleasant and none of them fatiguing. When you start out to “do” the Falls you first drive down about a mile, and pay a small sum for the privilege of looking down from a precipice into the narrowest part of the Niagara River. A railway “cut” through a hill would be as comely if it had the angry river tumbling and foaming through its bottom. You can descend a staircase here a hundred and fifty feet down, and stand at the edge of the water. After you have done it, you will wonder why you did it; but you will then be too late.


The guide will explain to you, in his blood-curdling way, how he saw the little steamer, Maid of the Mist, descend the fearful rapids– how first one paddle-box was out of sight behind the raging billows and then the other, and at what point it was that her smokestack toppled overboard, and where her planking began to break and part asunder– and how she did finally live through the trip, after accomplishing the incredible feat of traveling seventeen miles in six minutes, or six miles in seventeen minutes, I have really forgotten which. But it was very extraordinary, anyhow. It is worth the price of admission to hear the guide tell the story nine times in succession to different parties, and never miss a word or alter a sentence or a gesture.


Then you drive over to Suspension Bridge, and divide your misery between the chances of smashing down two hundred feet into the river below, and the chances of having the railway-train overhead smashing down onto you. Either possibility is discomforting taken by itself, but, mixed together, they amount in the aggregate to positive unhappiness.


Photographers


On the Canada side you drive along the chasm between long ranks of photographers standing guard behind their cameras, ready to make an ostentatious frontispiece of you and your decaying ambulance, and your solemn crate with a hide on it, which you are expected to regard in the light of a horse, and a diminished and unimportant background of sublime Niagara; and a great many people have the incredible effrontery or the native depravity to aid and abet this sort of crime.


Any day, in the hands of these photographers, you may see stately pictures of papa and mamma, Johnny and Bub and Sis or a couple of country cousins, all smiling vacantly, and all disposed in studied and uncomfortable attitudes in their carriage, and all looming up in their awe-inspiring imbecility before the snubbed and diminished presentment of that majestic presence whose ministering spirits are the rainbows, whose voice is the thunder, whose awful front is veiled in clouds, who was monarch here dead and forgotten ages before this sackful of small reptiles was deemed temporarily necessary to fill a crack in the world’s unnoted myriads, and will still be monarch here ages and decades of ages after they shall have gathered themselves to their blood-relations, the other worms, and been mingled with the unremembering dust.


There is no actual harm in making Niagara a background whereon to display one’s marvelous insignificance in a good strong light, but it requires a sort of superhuman self-complacency to enable one to do it.


A Dismal Experience


When you have examined the stupendous Horseshoe Fall till you are satisfied you cannot improve on it, you return to America by the new Suspension Bridge, and follow up the bank to where they exhibit the Cave of the Winds.


Here I followed instructions, and divested myself of all my clothing, and put on a waterproof jacket and overalls. This costume is picturesque, but not beautiful. A guide, similarly dressed, led the way down a flight of winding stairs, which wound and wound, and still kept on winding long after the thing ceased to be a novelty, and then terminated long before it had begun to be a pleasure. We were then well down under the precipice, but still considerably above the level of the river.


We now began to creep along flimsy bridges of a single plank, our persons shielded from destruction by a crazy wooden railing, to which I clung with both hands– not because I was afraid, but because I wanted to. Presently the descent became steeper and the bridge flimsier, and sprays from the American Fall began to rain down on us in fast increasing sheets that soon became blinding, and after that our progress was mostly in the nature of groping. Now a furious wind began to rush out from behind the waterfall, which seemed determined to sweep us from the bridge, and scatter us on the rocks and among the torrents below. I remarked that I wanted to go home; but it was too late. We were almost under the monstrous wall of water thundering down from above, and speech was in vain in the midst of such a pitiless crash of sound.


In another moment the guide disappeared behind the deluge, and bewildered by the thunder, driven helplessly by the wind, and smitten by the arrowy tempest of rain, I followed. All was darkness. Such a mad storming, roaring, and bellowing of warring wind and water never crazed my ears before. I bent my head, and seemed to receive the Atlantic on my back. The world seemed going to destruction. I could not see anything, the flood poured down savagely. I raised my head, with open mouth, and the most of the American cataract went down my throat. If I had sprung a leak now I had been lost. And at this moment I discovered that the bridge had ceased, and we must trust for a foothold to the slippery and precipitous rocks. I never was so scared before and survived it. But we got through at last, and emerged into the open day, where we could stand in front of the laced and frothy and seething world of descending water, and look at it. When I saw how much of it there was, and how fearfully in earnest it was, I was sorry I had gone behind it.


I said to the guide, “Son, did you know what kind of an infernal place this was before you brought me down here?”


“Yes.”


This was sufficient. He had known all the horror of the place, and yet he brought me there! I regarded it as deliberate arson. I then destroyed him.


English Festivities


I managed to find my way back alone to the place from whence I had started on this foolish enterprise, and then hurried over to Canada, to avoid having to pay for the guide. At the principal hotel I fell in with the Major of the 42d Fusileers and a dozen other hearty and hospitable Englishmen, and they invited me to join them in celebrating the Queen’s birthday. I said I would be delighted to do it. I said I liked all the Englishmen I had ever happened to be acquainted with, and that I, like all my countrymen, admired and honored the Queen. But I said there was one insuperable drawback– I never drank anything strong upon any occasion whatever, and I did not see how I was going to do proper and ample justice to anybody’s birthday with the thin and ungenerous beverages I was accustomed to.


The Major scratched his head, and thought over the matter at considerable length; but there seemed to be no way of mastering the difficulty, and he was too much of a gentleman to suggest even a temporary abandonment of my principles. But by-and-by he said:


“I have it. Drink soda-water. As long as you never do drink anything more nutritious, there isn’t any impropriety in it.”


And so it was settled. We met in a large parlor, handsomely decorated with flags and evergreens, and seated ourselves at a board well laden with creature comforts, both solid and liquid. The toasts were happy, and the speeches were good, and we kept it up until long after midnight. I never enjoyed myself more in my life. I drank thirty-eight bottles of soda water. But do you know that that is not a reliable article for a steady drink? It is too gassy. When I got up in the morning I was full of gas, and as tight as a balloon. I hadn’t an article of clothing that I could wear except my umbrella.


After breakfast I found the Major making grand preparations again. I asked what it was for, and he said this was the Prince of Wales’s birthday. It had to be celebrated that evening. We celebrated it. Much against my expectations, we had another splendid time. We kept it up till some time after midnight again. I was tired of soda, and so I changed off for lemonade. I drank several quarts. You may consider lemonade better for a steady drink than soda-water; but it isn’t so. In the morning it had soured on my stomach. Biting anything was out of the question– it was equivalent to lock-jaw. I was beginning to feel worn and sad too.


Shortly after luncheon, I found the Major in the midst of some more preparations. He said this was the Princess Alice’s birthday. I concealed my grief.


“Who is the Princess Alice?” I asked.


“Daughter of Her Majesty the Queen,” the Major said.


I succumbed. That night we celebrated the Princess Alice’s birthday. We kept it up as late as usual, and really I enjoyed it a good deal But I could not stand lemonade. I drank a couple of kegs of ice-water.


In the morning I had toothache, and cramps, and chilblains, and my teeth were on edge from the lemonade, and I was still pretty gassy. I found the inexorable Major at it again.


“Who is this for?” I asked.


“His Royal Highness the Duke of Edinburgh,” he said.


“Son of the Queen?”


“Yes.”


“And this is his birthday– you haven’t made any mistake?”


“No; the celebration comes off tonight.”


I bowed before the new calamity. We celebrated the day. I drank part of a barrel of cider. Among the first objects that met my weary and jaundiced eye the next day was the Major at his interminable preparations again. My heart was broken, and I wept.


“Whom do we mourn this time?” I said.


“The Princess Beatrice, daughter of the Queen,”


“Here, now,” I said; “it is time to inquire into this thing. How long is the Queen’s family likely to hold out? Who comes next on the list?”


“Their Royal Highnesses the Duke of Cambridge, the Princess Royal, Prince Arthur, Princess Mary of Teck, Prince Leopold, the Grand Duke of Mecklenburg-Strelitz, the Grand Duchess of Mecklenburg-Strelitz, Prince Victor Albert—”


“Hold! There’s a limit to human endurance. I am only mortal. What man dare do, I dare; but he who can celebrate this family in detail and live to tell it, is less or more than man. If you have to go through this every year, it is a mercy I was born in America, for I haven’t constitution enough to be an Englishman. I shall have to withdraw from this enterprise. I am out of drinks. Out of drinks, and so many more to celebrate! Out of drinks, and only just on the outskirts of the family yet, as you may say! I am sorry enough to have to withdraw, but it is plain enough that it has to be done. I am full of gas, and my teeth are loose, and I am wrenched with cramps, and afflicted with scurvy, and toothache, measles, mumps, and lockjaw, and the cider last night has given me the cholera. Gentlemen, I mean well; but really I am not in a condition to celebrate the other birthdays. Give us a rest.”


(I find, now, that it was all a dream. One avoids much dissipation by being asleep.)



The complete text from the Buffalo Express, August 28, 1869.









27Last Words Of Great Men



Marshal Neil’s last words were: “L’armée francaise!” (The French army.)

—Exchange.






WHAT A SAD THING it is to see a man close a grand career with a plagiarism in his mouth. Napoleon’s last words were: “Tête d’armée.” (Head of the army.) Neither of those remarks amounts to anything as “last words,” and reflect little credit upon the utterers. A distinguished man should be as particular about his last words as he is about his last breath. He should write them out on a slip of paper and take the judgment of his friends on them. He should never leave such a thing to the last hour of his life, and trust to an intellectual spirit at the last moment to enable him to say something smart with his latest gasp and launch into eternity with grandeur. No– a man is apt to be too much fagged and exhausted, both in body and mind, at such a time, to be reliable; and maybe the very thing he wants to say, he cannot think of to save him; and besides there are his weeping friends bothering around; and worse than all as likely as not he may have to deliver his last gasp before he is expecting to. A man cannot always expect to think of a natty thing to say under such circumstances, and so it is pure egotistic ostentation to put it off. There is hardly a case on record where a man came to his last moment unprepared and said a good thing hardly a case where a man trusted to that last moment and did not make a solemn botch of it and go out of the world feeling absurd.


Now there was Daniel Webster. Nobody could tell him anything. He was not afraid. He could do something neat when the time came. And how did it turn out? Why, his will had to be fixed over; and then all the relations came; and first one thing and then another interfered, till at last he only had a chance to say, “I still live,” and up he went.


Of course he didn’t still live, because he died– and so he might as well have kept his last words to himself as to have gone and made such a failure of it as that. A week before that fifteen minutes of calm reflection would have enabled that man to contrive some last words that would have been a credit to himself and a comfort to his family for generations to come.


And there was John Quincy Adams. Relying on his splendid abilities and his coolness in emergencies, he trusted to a happy hit at the last moment to carry him through, and what was the result? Death smote him in the House of Representatives, and he observed, casually, “This is the last of earth.” The last of earth! Why “the last of earth” when there was so much more left? If he had said it was the last rose of summer or the last run of shad, it would have had as much point in it. What he meant to say was, “Adam was the first and Adams is the last of earth,” but he put it off a trifle too long, and so he had to go with that unmeaning observation on his lips.


And there we have Napoleon’s “Tête d’armée.” That don’t mean anything. Taken by itself, “Head of the army,” is no more important than “Head of the police.” And yet that was a man who could have said a good thing if he had barred out the doctor and studied over it a while. Marshal Neil, with half a century at his disposal, could not dash off anything better in his last moments than a poor plagiarism of another man’s words, which were not worth plagiarizing in the first place. “The French army.” Perfectly irrelevant– perfectly flat utterly pointless. But if he had closed one eye significantly, and said, “The subscriber has made it lively for the French army,” and then thrown a little of the comic into his last gasp, it would have been a thing to remember with satisfaction all the rest of his life. I do wish our great men would quit saying these flat things just at the moment they die. Let us have their next-to-the-last words for a while, and see if we cannot patch up from them something that will be more satisfactory. The public does not wish to be outraged in this way all the time.


But when we come to call to mind the last words of parties who took the trouble to make the proper preparation for the occasion, we immediately notice a happy difference in the result.


There was Chesterfield. Lord Chesterfield had labored all his life to build up the most shining reputation for affability and elegance of speech and manners the world has ever seen. And could you suppose he failed to appreciate the efficiency of characteristic “last words,” in the matter of seizing the successfully driven nail of such a reputation and clinching on the other side forever? Not he. He prepared himself. He kept his eye on the clock and his finger on his pulse. He awaited his chance. And at last, when he knew his time was come, he pretended to think a new visitor had entered, and so, with the rattle in his throat emphasized for dramatic effect, he said to the servant, “Shin around, John, and get the gentleman a chair.” And so he died, amid thunders of applause.


Next we have Benjamin Franklin. Franklin, the author of Poor Richard’s quaint sayings; Franklin the immortal axiom-builder, who used to sit up at nights reducing the rankest old threadbare platitudes to crisp and snappy maxims that had a nice, varnished, original look in their regimentals; who said, “Virtue is its own reward;” who said, “Procrastination is the thief of time;” who said, “Time and tide wait for no man” and “Necessity is the mother of invention;” good old Franklin, the Josh Billings of the eighteenth century– though, sooth to say, the latter transcends him in proverbial originality as much as he falls short of him in correctness of orthography. What sort of tactics did Franklin pursue? He pondered over his last words for as much as two weeks, and then when the time came, he said, “None but the brave deserve the fair,” and died happy. He could not have said a sweeter thing if he had lived till he was an idiot.


Byron made a poor business of it, and could not think of anything to say, at the last moment but, “Augusta– sister– Lady Byron– tell Harriet Beecher Stowe”– etc., etc.,– but Shakespeare was ready and said, “England expects every man to do his duty!” and went off with splendid éclat.


And there are other instances of sagacious preparation for a felicitous closing remark. For instance:


Joan of Arc said, “Tramp, tramp, tramp the boys are marching.”


Alexander the Great said, “Another of those Santa Cruz punches, if you please.”


The Empress Josephine said, “Not for Jo-” and could get no further.


Cleopatra said, “The Old Guard dies, but never surrenders.”


Sir Walter Raleigh said, “Executioner, can I take your whetstone a moment, please?” though what for is not clear.


John Smith said, “Alas, I am the last of my race.”


Queen Elizabeth said, “Oh, I would give my kingdom for one moment more– I have forgotten my last words.”


And Red Jacket, the noblest Indian brave that ever wielded a tomahawk in defense of a friendless and persecuted race, expired with these touching words upon his lips, “Wawkawampanoosuc, winnebayowallazvsagamoresaskatchewan.” There was not a dry eye in the wigwam.


Let not this lesson be lost upon our public men. Let them take a healthy moment for preparation, and contrive some last words that shall be neat and to the point. Let Louis Napoleon say, “I am content to follow my uncle– still, I do not wish to improve upon his last word. Put me down for ‘Tête d’armée.’”


And Garret Davis, “Let me recite the unabridged dictionary.”


And H. G., “I desire, now, to say a few words on political economy.”


And Mr. Bergh, “Only take part of me at a time, if the load will be fatiguing to the hearse horses.”


And Andrew Johnson, “I have been an alderman, Member of Congress, Governor, Senator, Pres– adieu, you know the rest.”


And Seward., “Alas!-ka.”


And Grant, “O.”


All of which is respectfully submitted, with the most honorable intentions.


—M. T.


P.S.– I am obliged to leave out the illustrations. The artist finds it impossible to make a picture of people’s last words.




28Journalism in Tennessee



The editor of the Memphis Avalanche swoops thus mildly down upon a correspondent who posted him as a Radical:– “While he was writing the first word, the middle, dotting his i’s, crossing his t’s, and punching his period, he knew he was concocting a sentence that was saturated with infamy and reeking with falsehood.”

—Exchange.






IWAS TOLD by the physician that a Southern climate would improve my health, and so I went down to Tennessee, and got a berth on the Morning Glory and Johnson County War-Whoop as associate editor. When I went on duty I found the chief editor sitting tilted back in a three-legged chair with his feet on a pine table. There was another pine table in the room and another afflicted chair, and both were half buried under newspapers and scraps and sheets of manuscript. There was a wooden box of sand, sprinkled with cigar stubs and “old soldiers,” and a stove with a door hanging by its upper hinge. The chief editor had a long-tailed black cloth frock-coat on, and white linen pants. His boots were small and neatly blacked. He wore a ruffled shirt, a large seal-ring, a standing collar of obsolete pattern, and a checkered neckerchief with the ends hanging down. Date of costume about 1848. He was smoking a cigar, and trying to think of a word, and in pawing his hair he had rumpled his locks a good deal. He was scowling fearfully, and I judged that he was concocting a particularly knotty editorial. He told me to take the exchanges and skim through them and write up the “Spirit of the Tennessee Press,” condensing into the article all of their contents that seemed of interest.


I wrote as follows:


SPIRIT OF THE TENNESSEE PRESS



The editors of the Semi-Weekly Earthquake evidently labor under a misapprehension with regard to the Dallyhack railroad. It is not the object of the company to leave Buzzardville off to one side. On the contrary, they consider it one of the most important points along the line, and consequently can have no desire to slight it. The gentlemen of the Earthquake will, of course, take pleasure in making the correction.


John W. Blossom, Esq., the able editor of the Higginsville Thunderbolt and Battle Cry of Freedom, arrived in the city yesterday. He is stopping at the Van Buren House.


We observe that our contemporary of the Mud Springs Morning Howl has fallen into the error of supposing that the election of Van Werter is not an established fact, but he will have discovered his mistake before this reminder reaches him, no doubt. He was doubtless misled by incomplete election returns.


It is pleasant to note that the city of Blathersville is endeavoring to contract with some New York gentlemen to pave its well-nigh impassable streets with the Nicholson pavement. The Daily Hurrah urges the measure with ability, and seems confident of ultimate success.




I passed my manuscript over to the chief editor for acceptance, alteration, or destruction. He glanced at it and his face clouded. He ran his eye down the pages, and his countenance grew portentous. It was easy to see that something was wrong. Presently he sprang up and said:


“Thunder and lightning! Do you suppose I am going to speak of those cattle that way? Do you suppose my subscribers are going to stand such gruel as that? Give me the pen!”


I never saw a pen scrape and scratch its way so viciously, or plow through another man’s verbs and adjectives so relentlessly. While he was in the midst of his work, somebody shot at him through the open window, and marred the symmetry of my ear.


“Ah,” said he, “that is that scoundrel Smith, of the Moral Volcano– he was due yesterday.” And he snatched a navy revolver from his belt and fired– Smith dropped, shot in the thigh. The shot spoiled Smith’s aim, who was just taking a second chance and he crippled a stranger. It was me. Merely a finger shot off.


Then the chief editor went on with his erasure; and interlineations. Just as he finished them a hand grenade came down the stovepipe, and the explosion shivered the stove into a thousand fragments. However, it did no further damage, except that a vagrant piece knocked a couple of my teeth out.


“That stove is utterly ruined,” said the chief editor.


I said I believed it was.


“Well, no matter– don’t want it this kind of weather. I know the man that did it. I’ll get him. Now, here is the way this stuff ought to be written.”


I took the manuscript. It was scarred with erasures and interlineations till its mother wouldn’t have known it if it had had one. It now read as follows:


SPIRIT OF THE TENNESSEE PRESS



The inveterate liars of the Semi-Weekly Earthquake are evidently endeavoring to palm off upon a noble and chivalrous people another of their vile and brutal falsehoods with regard to that most glorious conception of the nineteenth century, the Ballyhack railroad. The idea that Buzzardville was to be left off at one side originated in their own fulsome brains– or rather in the settlings which they regard as brains. They had better, swallow this lie if they want to save their abandoned reptile carcasses the cowhiding they so richly deserve.


That ass, Blossom, of the Higginsville Thunderbolt and Battle Cry of Freedom, is down here again sponging at the Van Buren.


We observe that the besotted blackguard of the Mud Springs Morning Howl is giving out, with his usual propensity for lying, that Van Werter is not elected. The heaven-born mission of journalism is to disseminate truth; to eradicate error; to educate, refine, and elevate the tone of public morals and manners, and make all men more gentle, more virtuous, more charitable, and in all ways better, and holier, and happier; and yet this black-hearted scoundrel degrades his great office persistently to the dissemination of falsehood, calumny, vituperation, and degrading vulgarity.


Blathersville wants a Nicholson pavement– it wants a jail and a poorhouse more. The idea of a pavement in a one-horse town composed of two gin-mills, a blacksmith shop, and that mustard-plaster of a newspaper, the Daily Hurrah! The crawling insect, Buckner, who edits the Hurrah, is braying about his business with his customary imbecility, and imagining that he is talking sense.




“Now that is the way to write– peppery and to the point. Mush-and-milk journalism gives me the fan-tods.”


About this time a brick came through the window with a splintering crash, and gave me a considerable of a jolt in the back. I moved out of range– I began to feel in the way.


The chief said, “That was the Colonel, likely. I’ve been expecting him for two days. He will be up now right away.”


He was correct. The Colonel appeared in the door a moment afterward with a dragoon revolver in his hand.


He said, “Sir, have I the honor of addressing the poltroon who edits this mangy sheet?”


“You have. Be seated, sir. Be careful of the chair, one of its legs is gone. I believe I have the honor of addressing the putrid liar, Colonel Blatherskite Tecumseh?”


“Right, Sir. I have a little account to settle with you. If you are at leisure we will begin.”


“I have an article on the ‘Encouraging Progress of Moral and Intellectual Development in America’ to finish, but there is no hurry. Begin.”


Both pistols rang out their fierce clamor at the same instant. The chief lost a lock of his hair, and the Colonel’s bullet ended its career in the fleshy part of my thigh. The Colonel’s left shoulder was clipped a little. They fired again. Both missed their men this time, but I got my share, a shot in the arm. At the third fire both gentlemen were wounded slightly, and I had a knuckle chipped. I then said, I believed I would go out and take a walk, as this was a private matter, and I had a delicacy about participating in it further. But both gentlemen begged me to keep my seat, and assured me that I was not in the way.


They then talked about the elections and the crops while they reloaded, and I fell to tying up my wounds. But presently they opened fire again with animation, and every shot took effect– but it is proper to remark that five out of the six fell to my share. The sixth one mortally wounded the Colonel, who remarked, with fine humor, that he would have to say good morning now, as he had business uptown. He then inquired the way to the undertaker’s and left.


The chief turned to me and said, “I am expecting company to dinner, and shall have to get ready. It will be a favor to me if you will read proof and attend to the customers.”


I winced a little at the idea of attending to the customers, but I was too bewildered by the fusillade that was still ringing in my ears to think of anything to say.


He continued, “Jones will be here at three– cowhide him. Gillespie will call earlier, perhaps– throw him out of the window. Ferguson will be along about four– kill him. That is all for today, I believe. If you have any odd time, you may write a blistering article on the police– give the chief inspector rats. The cowhides are under the table; weapons in the drawer– ammunition there in the corner– lint and bandages up there in the pigeonholes. In case of accident, go to Lancet, the surgeon, downstairs. He advertises– we take it out in trade.”


He was gone. I shuddered. At the end of the next three hours I had been through perils so awful that all peace of mind and all cheerfulness were gone from me. Gillespie had called and thrown me out of the window. Jones arrived promptly, and when I got ready to do the cowhiding he took the job off my hands. In an encounter with a stranger, not in the bill of fare, I had lost my scalp. Another stranger, by the name of Thompson, left me a mere wreck and ruin of chaotic rags. And at last, at bay in the corner, and beset by an infuriated mob of editors, blacklegs, politicians, and desperadoes, who raved and swore and flourished their weapons about my head till the air shimmered with glancing flashes of steel, I was in the act of resigning my berth on the paper when the chief arrived, and with him a rabble of charmed and enthusiastic friends. Then ensued a scene of riot and carnage such as no human pen, or steel one either, could describe. People were shot, probed, dismembered, blown up, thrown out of the window. There was a brief tornado of murky blasphemy, with a confused and frantic war-dance glimmering through it, and then all was over. In five minutes there was silence, and the gory chief and I sat alone and surveyed the sanguinary ruin that strewed the floor around us.


He said, “You’ll like this place when you get used to it.”


I said, “I’ll have to get you to excuse me; I think maybe I might write to suit you after a while; as soon as I had had some practice and learned the language I am confident I could. But, to speak the plain truth, that sort of energy of expression has its inconveniences, and a, man is liable to interruption.


“You see that yourself. Vigorous writing is calculated to elevate the public, no doubt, but then I do not like to attract so much attention as it calls forth. I can’t write with comfort when I am interrupted so much as I have been today. I like this berth well enough, but I don’t like to be left here to wait on the customers. The experiences are novel, I grant you, and entertaining, too, after a fashion, but they are not judiciously distributed. A gentleman shoots at you through the window and cripples me; a bombshell comes down the stovepipe for your gratification and sends the stove door down my throat; a friend drops in to swap compliments with you, and freckles me with bullet-holes till my skin won’t hold my principles; you go to dinner, and Jones comes with his cowhide, Gillespie throws me out of the window, Thompson tears all my clothes off, and an entire stranger takes my scalp with the easy freedom of an old acquaintance; and in less than five minutes all the blackguards in the country arrive in their war-paint, and proceed to scare the rest of me to death with their tomahawks. Take it altogether, I never had such a spirited time in all my life as I have had today. No; I like you, and I like your calm unruffled way of explaining things to the customers, but you see I am not used to it. The Southern heart is too impulsive; Southern hospitality is too lavish with the stranger. The paragraphs which I have written today, and into whose cold sentences your masterly hand has infused the fervent spirit of Tennesseean journalism, will wake up another nest of hornets. All that mob of editors will come– and they will come hungry, too, and want somebody for breakfast. I shall have to bid you adieu. I decline to be present at these festivities. I came South for my health, I will go back on the same errand, and suddenly. Tennesseean journalism is too stirring for me.”


After which we parted with mutual regret, and I took apartments at the hospital.







29The Wild Man Interviewed




THERE HAS BEEN so much talk about the mysterious “wild man” out there in the West for some time, that I finally felt it was my duty to go out and interview him. There was something peculiarly and touchingly romantic about the creature and his strange actions, according to the newspaper reports. He was represented as being hairy, long-armed, and of great strength and stature; ugly and cumbrous; avoiding men, but appearing suddenly and unexpectedly to women and children; going armed with a club, but never molesting any creature, except sheep, or other prey; fond of eating and drinking, and not particular about the quality, quantity, or character of the beverages and edibles; living in the woods like a wild beast, but never angry; moaning, and sometimes howling, but never uttering articulate sounds.


Such was “Old Shep” as the papers painted him. I felt that the story of his life must be a sad one– a story of suffering, disappointment, and exile– a story of man’s inhumanity to man in some shape or other– and I longed to persuade the secret from him.




“Since you say you are a member of the press,” said the wild man, “I am willing to tell you all you wish to know. By and by you will comprehend why it is that I wish to unbosom myself to a newspaper man when I have so studiously avoided conversation with other people. I will now unfold my strange story. I was born with the world we live upon, almost. I am the son of Cain.”


“What?”


“I was present when the flood was announced.”


“Which?”


“I am the father of the Wandering Jew.”


“Sir?”


I moved out of range of his club, and went on taking notes, but keeping a wary eye on him all the while. He smiled a melancholy smile and resumed:


“When I glance back over the dreary waste of ages, I see many a glimmering and mark that is familiar to my memory. And oh, the leagues I have traveled! the things I have seen! the events I have helped to emphasize! I was at the assassination of Cæsar. I marched upon Mecca with Mahomet. I was in the Crusades, and stood with Godfrey when he planted the banner of the cross on the battlements of Jerusalem. I—”


“One moment, please. Have you given these items to any other journal? Can I—”


“Silence. I was in the Pinta’s shrouds with Columbus when America burst upon his vision. I saw Charles I beheaded. I was in London when the Gunpowder Plot was discovered. I was present at the trial of Warren Hastings. I was on American soil when the battle of Lexington was fought– when the declaration was promulgated– when Cornwallis surrendered– When Washington died. I entered Paris with Napoleon after Elba. I was present when you mounted your guns and manned your fleets for the war of 1812– when the South fired upon Sumter– when Richmond fell– when the President’s life was taken. In all the ages I have helped to celebrate the triumphs of genius, the achievements of arms, the havoc of storm, fire, pestilence, famine.”


“Your career has been a stirring one. Might I ask how you came to locate in these dull Kansas woods, when you have been so accustomed to excitement during what I might term so protracted a period, not to put too fine a point on it?”


“Listen. Once I was the honored servitor of the noble and illustrious” (here he heaved a sigh, and passed his hairy hand across his eyes) “but in these degenerate days I am become the slave of quack doctors and newspapers. I am driven from pillar to post and hurried up and down, sometimes with stencil-plate and paste-brush to defile the fences with cabalistic legends, and sometimes in grotesque and extravagant character at the behest of some driving journal. I attended to that Ocean Bank robbery some weeks ago, when I was hardly rested from finishing up the pow-wow about the completion of the Pacific Railroad; immediately I was spirited off to do an atrocious, murder for the benefit of the New York papers; next to attend the wedding of a patriarchal millionaire; next to raise a hurrah about the great boat race; and then, just when I had begun to hope that my old bones would have a rest, I am bundled off to this howling wilderness to strip, and jibber, and be ugly and hairy, and pull down fences and waylay sheep, and waltz around with a club, and play ‘Wild Man’ generally– and all to gratify the whim of a bedlam of crazy newspaper scribblers? From one end of the continent to the other, I am described as a gorilla, with a sort of human seeming about me– and all to gratify this quill-driving scum of the earth!”


“Poor old carpet bagger!”


“I have been served infamously, often, in modern and semi-modern times. I have been compelled by base men to create fraudulent history, and to perpetrate all sorts of humbugs. I wrote those crazy Junius letters, I moped in a French dungeon for fifteen years, and wore a ridiculous Iron Mask; I poked around your Northern forests, among your vagabond Indians, a solemn French idiot, personating the ghost of a dead Dauphin, that the gaping world might wonder if we had ‘a Bourbon among us’; I have played sea-serpent off Nahant, and Wooly-Horse and What-is-it for the museums; I have interviewed politicians for the Sun, worked up all manner of miracles for the Herald, ciphered up election returns for the World, and thundered Political Economy through the Tribune. I have done all the extravagant things that the wildest invention could contrive, and done them well, and this is my reward– playing Wild Man in Kansas without a shirt!”


“Mysterious being, a light dawns vaguely upon me– it grows apace– what– what is your name.”


“Sensation!”


“Hence, horrible shape!”


It spoke again:


“Oh pitiless fate, my destiny hounds me once more. I am called. I go. Alas, is there no rest for me?”


In a moment the Wild Man’s features seemed to soften and refine, and his form to assume a more human grace and symmetry. His club changed to a spade, and he shouldered it and started away sighing profoundly and shedding tears.


“Whither, poor shade?”


“To dig up the Byron family!”


Such was the response that floated back upon the wind as the sad spirit shook its ringlets to the breeze, flourished its shovel aloft, and disappeared beyond the brow of the hill.


All of which is in strict accordance with the facts.


M. T.







30Rev. H. W. Beecher




His Private Habits


THE GREAT PREACHER never sleeps with his clothes on. Once, when remonstrated with upon the singularity of his conduct in this respect and the pernicious effect the example might possibly have upon the younger members of his congregation, he replied with the frank and open candor that has always characterized him, that he would give worlds to be able to rid himself of the custom– and added that the anguish he had suffered in trying to break himself of the habit had made him old before he was ninety. Mr. Beecher never wears his hat at dinner. He does not consider it healthy. It does not immediately break down one’s constitution, but is slow and sure. He knows one case where a man persisted in the habit in spite of the tears and entreaties of his friends until it was too late, and he reaped the due reward of his rashness– for it carried him off at last, at the age of a hundred and six. Had that man listened to reason he might have lived to be a comfort to his parents and a solace to their declining years.


Mr. Beecher never swears. In all his life a profane expression has never passed his lips. But if he were to take it into his head to try it once, he would make even that disgusting habit seem beautiful– he would handle it as it was never handled before, and if there was a wholesome moral lesson hidden away in it anywhere, he would ferret it out and use it with tremendous effect. Panoplied with his grand endowments– his judgment, his discriminating taste, his felicity of expression, his graceful fancy– if Mr. Beecher had a mind to swear, he would throw into it an amount of poetry, and pathos, and splendid imagery, and moving earnestness, and resistless energy, topped off and climaxed with a gorgeous pyrotechnic conflagration of filigree and fancy swearing that would astonish and delight the hearer and forever after quiver through his bewildered memory an exquisite confusion of rainbows and music, and thunder and lightning. A man of a high order of intellect and appreciation could sit and listen to Mr. Beecher swear for a week without getting tired.


Mr. Beecher is very regular in his habits. He always goes to bed promptly between nine and three o’clock, and never upon any account allows himself to vary from this rule. He is just as particular about getting up, which he does the next day, generally. He considers that to this discipline, and to this alone, he is indebted for the rugged health he has enjoyed ever since he adopted it.


Mr. Beecher doe not go around and get advertisements for the Plymouth Pulpit. If he does it, it is without his knowledge or consent. If such a report has been started, it is an absolute duty to refute it in this article. However, no such report has yet been heard of, and therefore it is not necessary to do more than refute it in a purely general way at this time. Mr. Beecher could augment the bulk of the pamphlet to which his sermons are attached if he chose to go around and solicit advertising, but he would not dream of doing such a thing. He has no time for such recreation. He has to preach, and he has to make the dedication speeches for all sorts of things, and he is obliged to make a few remarks on nearly all distinguished occasions, because very often Mr. Greeley is busy and cannot come. And besides he has to carry on his farm.


Mr. Beecher’s Farm


Mr. Beecher’s farm consists of thirty-six acres, and is carried on on strict scientific principles. He never puts in any part of a crop without consulting his book. He plows and reaps and digs and sows according to the best authorities– and the authorities cost more than the other farming implements do. As soon as the library is complete, the farm will begin to be a profitable investment. But book farming has its drawbacks. Upon one occasion, when it seemed morally certain that the hay ought to be cut, the hay book could not be found, and before it was found it was too late, and the hay was all spoiled. Mr. Beecher raises some of the finest crops of wheat in the country, but the unfavorable difference between the cost of producing it and its market value after it is produced has interfered considerably with its success as a commercial enterprise. His special weakness is hogs, however. He considers hogs the best game a farm produces. He buys the original pig for a dollar and a half, and feeds him forty dollars’ worth of corn, and then sells him for about nine dollars. This is the only crop he ever makes any money on. He loses on the corn, but he makes seven dollars and a half on the hog. He does not mind this, because he never expects to make anything on corn, anyway. And any way it turns out, he has the excitement of raising the hog anyhow, whether he gets the worth of him or not. His strawberries would be a comfortable success if the robins would eat turnips, but they won’t, and hence the difficulty.


One of Mr. Beecher’s most harassing difficulties in his farming operations comes of the close resemblance of different sorts of seeds and plants to each other. Two years ago his far-sightedness warned him that there was going to be a great scarcity of watermelons, and therefore he put in a crop of seven acres of that fruit. But when they came up they turned out to be pumpkins, and a dead loss was the consequence. Sometimes a portion of his crop goes into the ground the most promising sweet potatoes, and comes up the infernalest carrots– though I never have heard him express it just in that way. When he bought his farm he found one egg in every hen’s nest on the place. He said that here was just the reason why so many farmers failed– they scattered their forces too much– concentration was the idea. So he gathered those eggs together, and put them all under one experienced old hen. That hen roosted over the contract night and day for eleven weeks, under the anxious personal supervision of Mr. Beecher himself, but she could not “phase” those eggs. Why? Because they were those shameful porcelain things which are used by ingenious and fraudulent farmers as “nest eggs.”


But perhaps Mr. Beecher’s most disastrous experience was the time he tried to raise an [immense] crop of dried apples. He planted fifteen hundred dollars worth, but never a one of them sprouted. He has never been able to understand, to this day, what was the matter with those apples.


Mr. Beecher’s farm is not a triumph. It would be easier if he worked it on shares with someone; but he cannot find anybody who is willing to stand half the expense, and not many that are able. Still, persistence in any cause is bound to succeed. He was a very inferior farmer, when he first began, but a prolonged and unflinching assault upon his agricultural difficulties has had its effect at last, and he is now fast rising from affluence to poverty.


Mr. Beecher’s Sermons


I shall not say anything about Mr. Beecher’s sermons. They breath the truest and purest spirit of religion; they are models of pulpit oratory; and they are proof that the subject which is the [dearest] to the interests of mankind can be put to nobler uses than the chloroforming of congregations. Mr. Beecher has done more than any other man, perhaps, to [inspire] religion with the progressive spirit of the nineteenth century, and make it keep step with the march of intellectual achievement and the generous growth of mens’ charities and liberal impulses. It is such men as Beecher that persuade religious communities to progress to something better than witch-burning when the spirit of the time progresses from ox-wagon to stage-coaches, and by and by to steamboats; and who persuade such communities to progress beyond the endorsing of slavery with there Bibles when the spirit of the time progresses to the subordination of the steamboat to the railroad and the discarding of pony-expressmen for the telegraph. He has done as much as any man to keep the people from reading their Bibles by the interpretations of the eighteenth century while they were living far along in the nineteenth. His name will live. His deeds will honor his memory. He has set his mark upon his epoch, and years hence, when the people turn over the bales and bundles of this generation’s ideas, they will find “H.W.B.” stenciled on a good many of them.


Mark Twain.







31Mental Photographs




IHAVE RECEIVED from the publishers, New York, a neatly printed page of questions, with blocks for answers, and am requested to fill those blanks. These questions are so arranged as to ferret out the most secret points of a man’s nature without his ever noticing what the idea is until it is all done and his “character” gone forever. A number of these sheets are bound together and called a Mental Photograph Album. Nothing could induce me to fill those blanks but the asseveration of my pastor that it will benefit my race by enabling young people to see what I am, and giving them an opportunity to become like somebody else. This overcomes my scruples. I have but little character, but what I have I am willing to part with for the public good. I do not boast of this character, further than that I built it up by myself, at odd hours, during the last thirty years, and without other educational aid than I was able to pick up in the ordinary schools and colleges. I have filled the blanks as follows:


What Is Your Favorite



Color?– Anything but dun.


Flower?– The night-blooming Sinus. [3]


Tree?– Any that bears forbidden fruit.


Object in Nature?– A dumb belle.


Hour in the Day?– The leisure hour.


Perfume?– Cent. per cent.


Gem?– The Jack of Diamonds, when it is trump.


Style of Beauty?– The Subscriber’s.


Names, Male and Female?– M’aimez (Maimie) for a female, and Tacus and Marius for males.


Painters?– Sign-painters.


Piece of Sculpture?– The Greek Slave, with his hod.


Poet?– Robert Browning, when he has a lucid interval.


Poetess?– Timothy Titcomb.


Prose Author?– Noah Webster, LL.D.


Characters in Romance?– The Napoleon Family.


In History?– King Herod.


Book to take up for an hour?– Rothschild’s pocketbook.


What book (not religions) would you part with last?– The one I might happen to be reading on a railroad during the disaster season.


What epoch would you choose to have lived in?– Before the present Era– it was safer.


Where would you like to live?– In the moon, because there is no water there.


Favorite Amusement?– Hunting the “tiger,” or some kindred game.


Favorite Occupation?– “Like dew on the gowan– lying.”


What trait of Character do you most admire in man?– The noblest form of cannibalism– love for his fellowman.


In Woman?– Love for her fellowman


What trait do you most detest in each?– That “trait” which you put “or” to to describe its possessor. [4]


If not yourself, who would you rather be?– The Wandering Jew, with a nice annuity.


What is your idea of Happiness?– Finding the buttons all on.


Your idea of Misery?– Breaking an egg in your pocket.


What is your bête noire?– [What is my which?]


What is your Dream?– Nightmare, as a general thing.


What do you most dread?– Exposure.


What do you believe to be your Distinguishing Characteristic?– Hunger.


What is the Sublimest Passion of which human nature is capable?– Loving your sweetheart’s enemies.


What are the Sweetest Words in the world?– “Not Guilty.”


What are the Saddest?– “Dust unto dust.”


What is your Aim in Life?– To endeavor to be absent when my time comes.


What is your Motto?– Be virtuous and you will be eccentric.





[3] I grant you this is a little obscure– but in explaining to the unfortunate that Sirius is the dog-star and blooms only at night, I am afforded an opportunity to air my erudition (It is only lately acquired.)


[4] I have to explain it every single time–

“Trait-or.” I should think a fine, cultivated intellect might guess that without any help.









32To the California Pioneers


At the banquet given by the New Yorkers [New York Society of California Pioneers] to the California Pioneers, on the evening of October l3th, the following characteristic letter was read:




Elmira, October 11, 1869.


To the California Pioneers:


Gentlemen: Circumstances render it out of my power to take advantage of the invitation extended to me through Mr. Simonton, and be present at your dinner at New York. I regret this very much, for there are several among you whom I would have a right to join hands with on the score of old friendship, and I suppose I would have a sublime general right to shake hands with the rest of you on the score of kinship in California ups and downs in search of fortune.


If I were to tell some of my experience, you would recognize California blood in me; I fancy the old, old story would sound familiar, no doubt. I have the usual stock of reminiscences. For instance: I went to Esmeralda early. I purchased largely in the “Wide West,” “Winnemucca,” and other fine claims, [5] and was very wealthy. I fared sumptuously on bread when flour was $200 a barrel and had beans for dinner every Sunday, when none but bloated aristocrats could afford such grandeur. But I finished by feeding batteries in a quartz mill at $15 a week, and wishing I was a battery myself and had somebody to feed me. My claims in Esmeralda are there yet. I suppose I could be persuaded to sell.


I went to Humboldt District when it was new; I became largely interested in the “Alba Nueva” and other claims with gorgeous names, and was rich again– in prospect. I owned a vast mining property there. I would not have sold out for less than $400,000 at that time. But I will now. Finally I walked home– 200 miles– partly for exercise, and partly because stage fare was expensive. Next I entered upon an affluent career [6] in Virginia City, and by a judicious investment of labor and the capital of friends, became the owner of about all the worthless wildcat [7] mines there were in that part of the country. Assessments did the business for me there. There were a hundred and seventeen assessments to one dividend, and the proportion of income to outlay was a little against me. My financial barometer went down to 32 Fahrenheit, and the subscriber was frozen out.


I took up extensions on the main lead– extensions that reached to British America [Canada] in one direction, and to the Isthmus of Panama in the other– and I verily believe I would have been a rich man if I had ever found those infernal extensions. But I didn’t. I ran tunnels till I tapped the Arctic Ocean, and I sunk shafts till I broke through the roof of perdition; but those extensions turned up missing every time. I am willing to sell all that property and throw in the improvements.


Perhaps you remember that celebrated “North Ophir?” I bought that mine. It was very rich in pure silver. You could take it out in lumps as large as a filbert. But when it was discovered that those lumps were melted half dollars, and hardly melted at that, a painful case of “salting” [8] was apparent, and the undersigned adjourned to the poorhouse again.


I paid assessments on “Hale and Norcross” until they sold me out, and I had to take in washing for a living– and the next month that infamous stock went up to $7,000 a foot.


I own millions and millions of feet of affluent silver leads in Nevada– in fact the entire undercrust of that country nearly, and if Congress would move that State off my property so that I could get at it, I would be wealthy yet. But no, there she squats– and here am I. Failing health persuades me to sell. If you know of anyone desiring a permanent investment, I can furnish one that will have the virtue of being eternal.


I have been through the California mill, with all its “dips, spurs and angles, variations and sinuosities.” I have worked there at all the different trades and professions known to the catalogues. I have been everything, from a newspaper editor down to a cowcatcher on a locomotive, and I am encouraged to believe that if there had been a few more occupations to experiment on, I might have made a dazzling success at last, and found out what mysterious designs Providence had in creating me.


But you perceive that although I am not a Pioneer, I have had a sufficiently variegated time of it to enable me to talk Pioneer like a native, and feel like a Forty-Niner. Therefore, I cordially welcome you to your old remembered homes and your long deserted firesides, and close this screed with the sincere hope that your visit here will be a happy one, and not embittered by the sorrowful surprises that absence and lapse of years are wont to prepare for wanderers; surprises which come in the form of old friends missed from their places; silence where familiar voices should be; the young grown old; change and decay everywhere; home a delusion and a disappointment; strangers at hearthstone; sorrow where gladness was; tears for laughter; the melancholy pomp of death where the grace of life has been!


With all good wishes for the Returned Prodigals, and regrets that I cannot partake of a small piece of the fatted calf (rare and no gravy),


I am yours, cordially,


Mark Twain.



[5] In “Roughing It”, Chapters xl and xli, Twain describes how he and his genial comrade and steadfast friend Calvin H. Higbie and their foreman came so near being millionaires many times over.


[6] Owing to the character style of his letters to the Virginia City “Daily Territorial Enterprise,” written more for self-amusement than anything else, the editor Mr. Goodwin offered Twain the position of City Editor at $25 per week. This was after he had yielded to Higbie’s appeal to try mining once more.


[7] By “wildcat” is meant any claim not on the “Mother Lode.”


[8] In Chapter iii of second volume of “Roughing It” is described in detail this most atrocious method of “salting” a mine so as to make it appear exceedingly rich to the prospective purchaser of their stock at fabulous prices “per foot.”









33Legend of the Capitoline Venus





CHAPTER I


[Scene– An Artist’s Studio in Rome.]




“OH, GEORGE, I do love you!”


“Bless your dear heart, Mary, I know that– why is your father so obdurate?”


“George, he means well, but art is folly to him– he only understands groceries. He thinks you would starve me.”


“Confound his wisdom– it savors of inspiration. Why am I not a money-making bowelless grocer, instead of a divinely gifted sculptor with nothing to eat?”


“Do not despond, Georgy, dear– all his prejudices will fade away as soon as you shall have acquired fifty thousand dol—”


“Fifty thousand demons! Child, I am in arrears for my board!”



CHAPTER II


[Scene– A Dwelling in Rome.]




“My dear sir, it is useless to talk. I haven’t anything against you, but I can’t let my daughter marry a hash of love, art, and starvation– I believe you have nothing else to offer.”


“Sir, I am poor, I grant you. But is fame nothing? The Hon. Bellamy Foodle of Arkansas says that my new statue of America, is a clever piece of sculpture, and he is satisfied that my name will one day be famous.”


“Bosh! What does that Arkansas ass know about it? Fame’s nothing– the market price of your marble scarecrow is the thing to look at. It took you six months to chisel it, and you can’t sell it for a hundred dollars. No, sir! Show me fifty thousand dollars and you can have my daughter– otherwise she marries young Simper. You have just six months to raise the money in. Good morning, sir.”


“Alas! Woe is me!”



CHAPTER III


[Scene– The Studio.]




“Oh, John, friend of my boyhood, I am the unhappiest of men.”


“You’re a simpleton!”


“I have nothing left to love but my poor statue of America– and see, even she has no sympathy for me in her cold marble countenance– so beautiful and so heartless!”


“You’re a dummy!”


“Oh, John!”


Oh, fudge! Didn’t you say you had six months to raise the money in?”


“Don’t deride my agony, John. If I had six centuries what good would it do? How could it help a poor wretch without name, capital, or friends?”


“Idiot! Coward! Baby! Six months to raise the money in– and five will do!”


“Are you insane?”


“Six months– an abundance. Leave it to me. I’ll raise it.”


“What do you mean, John? How on earth can you raise such a monstrous sum for me?”


“Will you let that be my business, and not meddle? Will you leave the thing in my hands? Will you swear to submit to whatever I do? Will you pledge me to find no fault with my actions?”


“I am dizzy– bewildered– but I swear.”


John took up a hammer and deliberately smashed the nose of America! He made another pass and two of her fingers fell to the floor– another, and part of an ear came away– another, and a row of toes was mangled and dismembered– another, and the left leg, from the knee down, lay a fragmentary ruin!


John put on his hat and departed.


George gazed speechless upon the battered and grotesque nightmare before him for the space of thirty seconds, and then wilted to the floor and went into convulsions.


John returned presently with a carriage, got the brokenhearted artist and the broken-legged statue aboard, and drove off, whistling low and tranquilly.


He left the artist at his lodgings, and drove off and disappeared down the Via Quirinalis with the statue.



CHAPTER IV


[Scene– The Studio.]




“The six months will be up at two o’clock today! Oh, agony! My life is blighted. I would that I were dead. I had no supper yesterday. I have had no breakfast today. I dare not enter an eating-house. And hungry?– don’t mention it! My bootmaker duns me to death– my tailor duns me– my landlord haunts me. I am miserable. I haven’t seen John since that awful day. She smiles on me tenderly when we meet in the great thoroughfares, but her old flint of a father makes her look in the other direction in short order. Now who is knocking at that door? Who is come to persecute me? That malignant villain the bootmaker, I’ll warrant. Come in!”


“Ah, happiness attend your highness– Heaven be propitious to your grace! I have brought my lord’s new boots– ah, say nothing about the pay, there is no hurry, none in the world. Shall be proud if my noble lord will continue to honor me with his custom– ah, adieu!”


“Brought the boots himself! Don’t want his pay! Takes his leave with a bow and a scrape fit to honor majesty withal! Desires a continuance of my custom! Is the world coming to an end? Of all the– come in!”


“Pardon, signore, but I have brought your new suit of clothes for—”


“Come in!”


“A thousand pardons for this intrusion, your worship. But I have prepared the beautiful suite of rooms below for you– this wretched den is but ill suited to—”


“Come in!!!”


“I have called to say that your credit at our bank, some time since unfortunately interrupted, is entirely and most satisfactorily restored, and we shall be most happy if you will draw upon us for any—”


“COME IN!!!!”


“My noble boy, she is yours! She’ll be here in a moment! Take her– marry her– love her– be happy!– God bless you both! Hip, hip, hur—”


“COME IN!!!!!”


“Oh, George, my own darling, we are saved!”


“Oh, Mary, my own darling, we are saved– but I’ll swear I don’t know why nor how!”



CHAPTER V


[Scene– A Roman Café.]




One of a group of American gentlemen reads and translates from the weekly edition of Il Slangwhanger di Roma as follows:



WONDERFUL DISCOVERY– Some six months ago Signor John Smitthe, an American gentleman now some years a resident of Rome, purchased for a trifle a small piece of ground in the Campagna, just beyond the tomb of the Scipio family, from the owner, a bankrupt relative of the Princess Borghese. Mr. Smitthe afterward went to the Minister of the Public Records and had the piece of ground transferred to a poor American artist named George Arnold, explaining that he did it as payment and satisfaction for pecuniary damage accidentally done by him long since upon property belonging to Signor Arnold, and further observed that he would make additional satisfaction by improving the ground for Signor A., at his own charge and cost. Four weeks ago, while making some necessary excavations upon the property, Signor Smitthe unearthed the most remarkable ancient statue that has ever bees added to the opulent art treasures of Rome. It was an exquisite figure of a woman, and though sadly stained by the soil and the mold of ages, no eye can look unmoved upon its ravishing beauty. The nose, the left leg from the knee down, an ear, and also the toes of the right foot and two fingers of one of the hands were gone, but otherwise the noble figure was in a remarkable state of preservation. The government at once took military possession of the statue, and appointed a commission of art-critics, antiquaries, and cardinal princes of the church to assess its value and determine the remuneration that must go to the owner of the ground in which it was found. The whole affair was kept a profound secret until last night. In the mean time the commission sat with closed doors and deliberated. Last night they decided unanimously that the statue is a Venus, and the work of some unknown but sublimely gifted artist of the third century before Christ. They consider it the most faultless work of art the world has any knowledge of.


At midnight they held a final conference and, decided that the Venus was worth the enormous sum of ten million francs! In accordance with Roman law and Roman usage, the government being half-owner in all works of art found in the Campagna, the State has naught to do but pay five million francs to Mr. Arnold and take permanent possession of the beautiful statue. This morning the Venus will be removed to the Capitol, there to remain, and at noon the commission will wait upon Signor Arnold with His Holiness the Pope’s order upon the Treasury for the princely sum of five million francs is gold!




Chorus of Voices.– “Luck! It’s no name for it!”


Another Voice.– “Gentlemen, I propose that we immediately form an American joint-stock company for the purchase of lands and excavations of statues here, with proper connections in Wall Street to bull and bear the stock.”


All.– “Agreed.”



CHAPTER VI


[Scene– The Roman Capitol Ten Years Later.]




“Dearest Mary, this is the most celebrated statue in the world. This is the renowned ‘Capitoline Venus’ you’ve heard so much about. Here she is with her little blemishes ‘restored’ (that is, patched) by the most noted Roman artists– and the mere fact that they did the humble patching of so noble a creation will make their names illustrious while the world stands. How strange it seems this place! The day before I last stood here, ten happy years ago, I wasn’t a rich man bless your soul, I hadn’t a cent. And yet I had a good deal to do with making Rome mistress of this grandest work of ancient art the world contains.”


“The worshiped, the illustrious Capitoline Venus– and what a sum she is valued at! Ten millions of francs!”


“Yes– now she is.”


“And oh, Georgy, how divinely beautiful she is!”


“Ah, yes but nothing to what she was before that blessed John Smith broke her leg and battered her nose. Ingenious Smith!– gifted Smith!– noble Smith! Author of all our bliss! Hark! Do you know what that wheeze means? Mary, that cub has got the whooping-cough. Will you never learn to take care of the children!”


The End



The Capitoline Venus is still in the Capitol at Rome, and is still the most charming and most illustrious work of ancient art the world can boast of. But if ever it shall be your fortune to stand before it and go into the customary ecstasies over it, don’t permit this true and secret history of its origin to mar your bliss– and when you read about a gigantic Petrified man being dug up near Syracuse, in the State of New York, or near any other place, keep your own counsel– and if the Barnum that buried him there offers to sell to you at an enormous sum, don’t you buy. Send him to the Pope!





NOTE.– The above sketch was written at the time the famous swindle of the “Petrified Giant” was the sensation of the day in the United States.

—M. T.









34Adventures in Hayti




At Sea, Off Port-au-Prince.


October 6.


Tropical Effects


AS I STEPPED ASHORE at the above-named place today, I was assailed by a swarm of darkies of all ages and all degrees of hilarity and raggedness. But it was a peaceful assault. They only wanted to carry my valise to the hotel.


In the midst of the clamor I felt the valise passing from me. I was helpless. I simply followed it, making no complaint. It was on the head of a bright little darkey who depended solely on his personal comeliness for attractiveness– he had nothing on but a shirt. And the length of time that had elapsed since that shirt was at the laundry was longer than the shirt itself, I should judge.


We wound in and out among narrow streets bordered by small houses scantily furnished, and generally with pigs, cats aud parrots, and naked colored children littering the dilapidated little front porches; a monkey or two making trouble with all these parties in turn; a glimpse through the open door of an insignificant stock of wares on sale– such as oranges, pineapples, cocoanuts, bread, sausages, cigars, brooms, herrings, cheap prints of saints carrying their bleeding hearts outside their shirt-bosoms– and tending the grocery, a stout wench in parti-colored turban, calico dress wide open at the breast, cigartie in mouth, no shoes, no stockings. Occasionally we passed genteel houses, entirely surrounded by verandahs and these verandahs close-shuttered to keep out the heat. In the yards attached to these houses were tall, thick-bodied cocoa-palms with foliage like a bunch of swamp-flags exaggerated– the cocoa peculiar to the West Indies. And of course in these yards was a world of flowering tropical plants– curious, gorgeous, outlandish-looking things that had the air of being glaringly out of place with no greenhouse glass arranged around them.


Odors of War


It was the hottest part of the day, and so there were not many people stirring. We met two companies of soldiers on their way to embark for the northern coast where the Quaker City is bombarding Fort Picolet. The Quaker City! It seems strange to speak of her as being engaged in such work– the very ship in which a hundred of us pilgrims made a famous picnic excursion half round the world about two years ago. But she seems a good warrior. She just riddled one of Salnova’s war vessels in a sea-fight two or three days ago.


A Neat Speculation


The third citizen I met addressed me in Spanish, and said he was going down to Bejar to post himself on a hill and observe the battle which must come off there in a day or two, between the insurgents and the government troops, and he would take it as a very great favor if I would sell him the field-glass that was suspended from my shoulder.


I said I did not care particularly to part with it but still– what would he give? He said:


“I am willing to pay forty thousand dollars.”


“What!”


“Forty thousand dollars.”


“My friend, are you insane?”


He took a package out of a sort of knapsack which was slung about him, and deliberately counted out forty new and handsome one-thousand dollar Haytien greenbacks. We exchanged. I felt small and mean, thus to take advantage of a lunatic, but then– what would you have done? I then resumed my journey with an unusually sneaking expression in my countenance.


Extortion


Arrived at my hotel, I asked the small colored boy what I owed him for carrying my valise.


“Nine hund’d dollahs, sah.”


I fainted.


When I came to, a number of people were about me, applying restoratives and doing what else they could to help me. That soulless colored boy was standing there, staid, serene.


I said:


“How much did yon say, boy?”


“Nine hund’d dollahs, sah– reg’lar price, sah.”


I appealed to the bystanders for protection. An old gentleman of noble countenance and commanding presence said the boy was right– he was charging only the usual rate. I looked at the other faces. They all mutely endorsed the venerable conspirator’s statement.


I sadly handed the boy a thousand dollar bill. He walked off.


I was stupefied with amazement. “Gentlemen,” I said, “what does this mean? There’s a hundred dollars change coming to me.”


“True,” the old party said, “but it is not the custom to regard a trifle like that.”


Stunned and dizzy, I hurried to my room and threw myself on the bed, almost satisfied that I had lost my reason. I applied tests. I repeated the multiplication table without making a mistake. It was plain that my comprehension of numbers was unimpaired. I repeated “The Boy Stood on the Burning Deck,” without a blunder. It was plain that my memory was sound. I read one of Mrs. Browning’s poems and clearly understood some of it. It was plain that my intellectual faculties were in a condition of even unusual vigor. Then what in the world was the matter? Had I not suddenly developed a monomania– a craziness about money, only?


A Fellow Sufferer


Somebody knocked. Then the door opened and a poor, sad-looking American woman of about thirty-five years entered. I seated her with alacrity, and with interest, too, for I was glad enough to have a kind troubled face to look into, and gather from it sympathy for my own sorrow. She said:


“Sir, I am a stranger to you, but grief makes me bold. My husband died two months ago, and left me in this strange land with little money and not a friend in all the island. My oldest son was soon kidnapped and carried away to fight in the war. Our little property was ten miles from here, and I was living there at the time. My youngest child was lying sick of a fever. These sorrows were not enough. A week ago the insurgents came at night, and burned my house to the ground. My sick child I saved– my other children saved themselves. But my escape was narrow. A soldier cut me with his sabre– you can see the stitched gash if you will look while I part my hair on the hack of my head– just there– do you see it? And this dress– do you observe the scorched place at the bottom? The fire was that close behind me. Think how sadly I am situated. I would give the world to get home again to America, if only to die. Can you not help me? Will you not help me? A friendly schooner captain will give me a free passage, but my creditors will not let me go till they are paid. Oh, I do not mean that all my creditors are so hard with me– no, the trifles I owe to most of them they have freely canceled on their books. But the butcher and the grocer still hold out. They will not let me go. I beseech you, sir, help me in this great extremity. I would not go to any but an American– and it has cost me tears to come to you. But I want to go so much, and these bills are but a trifle– you cannot miss so small a sum, and if—”


“Say no more, madam. Say no more. You shall go home. I’ll pay this villain grocer and this bloody butcher. Pack your trunk.”


“Heaven bless you, sir.”


With that she fell upon my neck, poor creature, and gave way to her tears. I was moved myself, and finding all efforts to keep back my own tears fruitless, I yielded and wept. At the end of five minutes I said:


“Cheer up, Madam, cheer up! All’s well now. I’ll set this thing right in a jiffy. What’s the amount?”


“I am not certain– my poor head has been sadly tortured of late– but I think that sixty thousand dollars will—”


I jumped through the second-story window, sash and all.


A Princely Bill


I wandered round the town for three hours, as crazy as a loon– perfectly desperate. It was plain enough to me, now, that I had gone mad on the subject of money. How I had ever come to do such a thing was a mystery, for I had always been a sort of spendthrift, a man who had never worshipped gold or greenbacks to any alarming extent. But I was reluctant to accept the situation, anyhow, and so I said to myself that by this time Charley must have bought all the things we wanted and got the bills to the hotel. I would go and pay them. I would see if this dismal hallucination was still in force. When I arrived, I told the landlord to make out his own bill and add the tradesmen’s bills to it, and give it me as quickly as possible. Then I sat down to wait, a smoldering volcano of impatience and anxiety– for if my mind was not straight by this time, I dreaded that my madness might increase, under my distress, and drive me to commit some fearful crime. I shuddered, presently, when I thought I feit a desire creeping through me to spring upon a decrepit old man near me and throttle him. I moved away and turned my back– and then I covertly threw my pocket knife out of the window. Now the bill came. I read thus– I translate:



MARK TWAIN to Kingston House.





	

To room rent

(2 persons),




	

	$3,600




	

Removing baggage

to rooms,




	

	900




	






	

	—————




	






	

	$4,500




	

To tradesmen’s bills as follows—




	

	




	

6 bunches banana,




	

	2,700




	

12 pineapples,




	

	2,000




	

10 dozen oranges,




	

	900




	

5 boxes cigars,




	

	9,2000




	

2 baskets claret,




	

	22,000




	

2 baskets champagne,




	

	88,000




	

7 dozen lemons,




	

	800




	

1 pair boots,




	

	21,000




	

1 dozen socks,




	

	18,500




	

2 dozen handkerchiefs,




	

	43,000




	






	

	———————




	






	

	$295,400




	






	

	




	

Rec’d payment:




	

	.........








“Two hundred and ninety-five thousand four hundred dollars.” I read this bill over deliberately six or seven times and never said a word. Then I said I would step out and get a breath of fresh air.


* * * * * * *


I got it– the breath of fresh air. I walked gently around the corner, whistling unconcernedly. And then I glanced back, and seeing nobody watching me, I sauntered toward the American packet ship at the rate of about eleven or twelve miles an hour. I picked Charley up on the way. We hid between decks a couple of hours, till the vessel was out of sight of land. We were safe. So was the valise, and the cigars and things– the landlord had them. I trust he has them yet. We have parted to meet no more. I have seen enough of Hayti. I never did take much interest in Hayti, anyhow.


Mark Twain.


P.S. I understand it all now. I have been talking with the captain. It is very simple when one comprehends it. The fact is, the war has been raging so long that Haytien credit is about dead, and the treasury sapped pretty dry. Therefore one dollar in gold will buy eighteen hundred to two thousand dollars worth of Haytien greenbacks, according to the tenor of the current war news. I wish I had my valise back.


It is a darling country to live in, that Hayti. Board, two hundred and eleven thousand dollars a month in the best hotels, and ice cream three hundred dollars a saucer.







35A Mystery Cleared Up


Ex-Secretary Stanton had an interview with Secretary Fish, yesterday.

—Sensation Telegram of Associated Press.




IWAS PRESENT at that interview. The subject of it was Warts.


Ex-Secretary Stanton said that when he was a boy, he had sixteen on his left hand, one or two on his right thumb, and one on his elbow. He said he used to always hunt for old hollow stumps, with rain-water standing in them, to soak his warts in.


Secretary Fish said he had a million of warts when he was a boy, and sometimes he split a bean and tied it over his wart, and then took that bean and buried it in the crossroads at midnight in the dark of the moon.


Ex-Secretary Stanton said he had tried that, but it never worked.


Secretary Fish said he could not remember that it worked– he only remembered trying it a good many times, and in the most unquestioning good faith.


Ex-Secretary Stanton said his usual plan was to run a needle through the wart, and then hold the end of the needle in the candle till it warmed the wart to that degree that it would never take an interest in this world’s follies and vanities any more forever.


Secretary Fish said he thought likely he was the wartiest boy that ever—


At this opportune moment ex-Secretary Stanton’s carriage was announced, and he arose and took his leave. The next Associated Press dispatch that distressed the people through the columns of every single newspaper in America read as follows:



“The subject of the interview between ex-Secretary Stanton and Secretary Fish has not transpired. There are various flying rumors. It is generally believed that it referred to the Alabama question, and was very important.”




And yet they were only talking about Warts.


Hereafter, when I see vague, dreadful Associated Press dispatches, stating that Jones called on the Secretary of the Interior last night, or Smith had an interview with the Attorney General, or Brown was closeted with the President until a late hour yesterday evening, I shall feel certain that they were only talking about Warts, or something like that. They can never fire my interest again with one of those dispatches, unless they state what the interview was about.







36How to Remove Warts and Tattoo Marks




To the Editor of the Sun– Sir:


I find the following suggestive derelict wandering about the ocean of journalism:



“I’d give one thousand dollars,” said a well-to-do New Yorker the other day, “to have that mark removed,” and he held out a well-shaped, and well-cared-for hand, on the back of which, between the thumb and first finger, was tattooed a big blue anchor. “When I was a little fool at school, with my head full of stories of adventure, my highest ambition was to go to sea. An old sailor who lived in the village tattooed about a dozen of us on the sly, and I remember the lies I told my mother, as I kept my hand done up in a rag, pretending I had cut it, till the sore healed. Then she gave me such a thrashing as broke up my plan, fortunately, to have a fine red and blue heart done on the back of the other. The disfigurement has caused me no end of annoyance since, and has cost me considerable money for gloves, which I always wear, winter and summer, though I detest them in warm weather. But a man can’t wear gloves at the table, and often at restaurants I catch people staring at my hand and I wonder if they think I have served my term in the fo’castle of some oyster scow or lumber schooner.”




A tattoo mark is easily removed. May I drop into personal history? When I was a small boy I had my share of warts. I tried in turn tho 368 ways of removing them, but without results; indeed, I seemed to get wartier and wartier right along. But at last somebody revealed to me the 369th way, and I tried it. Thus: I drove a needle down into the basement of the wart; then held the other end of the needle in the flame of a candle some little time; the needle became red hot throughout its length, and proceeded to cook the wart. Presently I drew the needle out; if it had white atoms like nits sticking about its point, that wart was done; if the point was clear, I drove it in again and cooked till I got those white things. They were the roots of the wart. Twenty-four hours later the wart would become soft and flabby, and I removed it with a single wipe of my hand. Where it had been was a smooth surface now, which quickly healed, and left no scar. Within two days I was wartless, and have so remained until this day.


Well, a long time afterward, when I was sixteen years old, a sailor tattooed an anchor and rope on the back of my left hand with India ink. The color was a deep, dark blue and extravagantly conspicuous. I was proud of it for a while, but by the time I had worn it nine years I was tired of it and ashamed of it. I could find nobody who could tell me how to get rid of it; but at last my wart experience of near half a generation before occurred to me, and I got my several needles and a candle straightway. I drove the needles along just under the surface of the skin and tolerably close together, and made them include the whole tattoo mark; then I fired up on them and cooked that device thoroughly. Next day I wiped the device off with my hand. The place quickly healed, and left no scar. A faint bluish tinge remained, and I was minded to begin again and cook that out; but as it was hardly detectable and not noticeable, it did not seem worth the fuel, and so I left it there, and there it is yet though I suppose I am the only member of my tribe that knows it.


I was in London a good many years ago, when the Tichborne Claimant’s case was being tried, and a bunch of learned experts testified that an India ink tattoo mark could not be removed, but I was not asked to testify, and so those people don’t know any better to this day. Let the “well-to do New Yorker” fetch me some needles and a candle, and name his bet. I will take him up.







37Lionizing Murderers




IHAD HEARD so much about the celebrated fortune-teller Madame ——, that I went to see her yesterday. She has a dark complexion naturally, and this effect is heightened by artificial aids which cost her nothing. She wears curls– very black ones, and I had an impression that she gave their native attractiveness a lift with rancid butter. She wears a reddish check handkerchief, cast loosely around her neck, and it was plain that her other one is slow getting back from the wash. I presume she takes snuff. At any rate, something resembling it had lodged among the hairs sprouting from her upper lip. I know she likes garlic– I knew that as soon as she sighed. She looked at me searchingly for nearly a minute, with her black eyes, and then said:


“It is enough. Come!”


She started down a very dark and dismal corridor– I stepping close after her. Presently she stopped, and said that, as the way was so crooked and dark, perhaps she had better get a light. But it seemed ungallant to allow a woman to put herself to so much trouble for me, and so I said:


“It is not worth while, madam. If you will heave another sigh, I think I can follow it.”


So we got along all right. Arrived at her official and mysterious den, she asked me to tell her the date of my birth, the exact hour of that occurrence, and the color of my grandmother’s hair. I answered as accurately as I could. Then she said:


“Young man, summon your fortitude– do not tremble. I am about to reveal the past.”


“Information concerning the future would be, in a general way, more—”


“Silence! You have had much trouble, some joy, some good fortune, some bad. Your great grandfather was hanged.”


“That is a l—”


“Silence! Hanged sir. But it was not his fault. He could not help it.”


“I am glad you do him justice.”


“Ah– grieve, rather, that the jury did. He was hanged. His star crosses yours in the fourth division, fifth sphere. Consequently you will be hanged also.”


“In view of this cheerful—”


“I must have silence. Yours was not, in the beginning, a criminal nature, but circumstances changed it. At the age of nine you stole sugar. At the age of fifteen you stole money. At twenty you stole horses. At twenty-five you committed arson. At thirty, hardened in crime, you became an editor. You are now a public lecturer. Worse things are in store for you. You will be sent to Congress. Next, to the penitentiary. Finally, happiness will come again– all will be well– you will be hanged.”


I was now in tears. It seemed hard enough to go to Congress; but to be hanged– this was too sad, too dreadful. The woman seemed surprised at my grief. I told her the thoughts that were in my mind. Then she comforted me.


“Why, man,” she said, “hold up your head– you have nothing to grieve about. Listen.


“You will live in New Hampshire. [9] In your sharp need and distress the Brown family will succor you– such of them as Pike the assassin left alive. They will be benefactors to you. When you shall have grown fat upon their bounty, and are grateful and happy, you will desire to make some modest return for these things, and so you will go to the house some night and brain the whole family with an ax. You will rob the dead bodies of your benefactors, and disburse your gains in riotous living among the rowdies and courtesans of Boston. Then you will, be arrested, tried, condemned to be hanged, thrown into prison. Now is your happy day. You will be converted– you will be converted just as soon as every effort to compass pardon, commutation, or reprieve has failed– and then!– Why, then, every morning and every afternoon, the best and purest young ladies of the village will assemble in your cell and sing hymns.


This will show that assassination is respectable. Then you will write a touching letter, in which you will forgive all those recent Browns. This will excite the public admiration. No public can withstand magnanimity. Next, they will take you to the scaffold, with great éclat, at the head of an imposing procession composed of clergymen, officials, citizens generally, and young ladies walking pensively two and two, and bearing bouquets and immortelles. You will mount the scaffold, and while the great concourse stand uncovered in your presence, you will read your sappy little speech which the minister has written for you. And then, in the midst of a grand and impressive silence, they will swing you into per– Paradise, my son. There will not be a dry eye on the ground. You will be a hero! Not a rough there but will envy you. Not a rough there but will resolve to emulate you. And next, a great procession will follow you to the tomb– will weep over your remains– the young ladies will sing again the hymns made dear by sweet associations connected with the jail, and, as a last tribute of affection, respect, and appreciation of your many sterling qualities, they will walk two and two around your bier, and strew wreaths of flowers on it. And lo! you are canonized. Think of it, son-ingrate, assassin, robber of the dead, drunken brawler among thieves and harlots in the slums of Boston one month, and the pet of the pure and innocent daughters of the land the next! A bloody and hateful devil– a bewept, bewailed, and sainted martyr– all in a month! Fool!– so noble a fortune, and yet you sit here grieving!”


“No, madam,” I said, “you do me wrong, you do, indeed. I am perfectly satisfied. I did not know before that my great-grandfather was hanged, but it is of no consequence. He has probably ceased to bother about it by this time– and I have not commenced yet. I confess, madam, that I do something in the way of editing and lecturing, but the other crimes you mention have escaped my memory. Yet I must have committed them– you would not deceive a stranger. But let the past be as it was, and let the future be as it may– these are nothing. I have only cared for one thing. I have always felt that I should be hanged some day, and somehow the thought has annoyed me considerably; but if you can only assure me that I shall be hanged in New Hampshire—”


“Not a shadow of a doubt!”


“Bless you, my benefactress!– excuse this embrace– you have removed a great load from my breast. To be hanged in New Hampshire is happiness– it leaves an honored name behind a man, and introduces him at once into the best New Hampshire society in the other world.”


I then took leave of the fortune-teller. But, seriously, is it well to glorify a murderous villain on the scaffold, as Pike was glorified in New Hampshire? Is it well to turn the penalty for a bloody crime into a reward? Is it just to do it? Is it safe?



[9] In this paragraph the fortune-teller details the exact history of the Pike-Brown assassination case in New Hampshire, from the succoring and saving of the stranger Pike by the Browns, to the subsequent hanging and coffining of that treacherous miscreant. She adds nothing, invents nothing, exaggerates nothing (see any New England paper for November, 1869). This Pike-Brown case is selected merely as a type, to illustrate a custom that prevails, not in New Hampshire alone, but in every state in the Union– I mean the sentimental custom of visiting, petting, glorifying, and snuffling over murderers like this Pike, from the day they enter the jail under sentence of death until they swing from the gallows. The following extract from the Temple Bar (1866) reveals the fact that this custom is not confined to the United States.—


“On December 31, 1841, a man named John Johnes, a shoemaker, murdered his sweetheart, Mary Hallam, the daughter of a respectable laborer, at Mansfield, in the county of Nottingham. He was executed on March 23, 1842. He was a man of unsteady habits, and gave way to violent fits of passion. The girl declined his addresses, and he said if he did not have her no one else should. After he had inflicted the first wound, which was not immediately fatal, she begged for her life, but seeing him resolved, asked for time to pray. He said that he would pray for both, and completed the crime. The wounds were inflicted by a shoemaker’s knife, and her throat was cut barbarously. After this he dropped on his knees some time, and prayed God to have mercy on two unfortunate lovers. He made no attempt to escape, and confessed the crime. After his imprisonment he behaved in a most decorous manner; he won upon the good opinion of the jail chaplain, and he was visited by the Bishop of Lincoln. It does not appear that he expressed any contrition for the crime, but seemed to pass away with triumphant certainty that he was going to rejoin his victim in heaven. He was visited by some pious and benevolent ladies of Nottingham, some of whom declared he was a child of God, if ever there was one. One of the ladies sent him a while camellia to wear at his execution.”

—M.T.





Originally titled “Getting My Fortune Told.”









38A New Crime


Legislation Needed




THIS COUNTRY, during the last thirty or forty years, has produced some of the most remarkable cases of insanity of which there is any mention in history. For instance, there was the Baldwin case, in Ohio, twenty-two years ago. Baldwin, from his boyhood up, had been of a vindictive, malignant, quarrelsome nature. He put a boy’s eye out once, and never was heard upon any occasion to utter a regret for it. He did many such things. But at last he did something that was serious. He called at a house just after dark one evening, knocked, and when the occupant came to the door, shot him dead, and then tried to escape, but was captured. Two days before, he had wantonly insulted a helpless cripple, and the man he afterward took swift vengeance upon with an assassin bullet had knocked him down. Such was the Baldwin case. The trial was long and exciting; the community was fearfully wrought up. Men said this spiteful, bad-hearted villain had caused grief enough in his time, and now he should satisfy the law. But they were mistaken; Baldwin was insane when he did the deed– they had not thought of that. By the argument of counsel it was shown that at half past ten in the morning on the day of the murder, Baldwin became insane, and remained so for eleven hours and a half exactly. This just covered the case comfortably, and he was acquitted. Thus, if an unthinking and excited community had been listened to instead of the arguments of counsel, a poor crazy creature would have been held to a fearful responsibility for a mere freak of madness. Baldwin went clear, and although his relatives and friends were naturally incensed against the community for their injurious suspicions and remarks, they said let it go for this time, and did not prosecute. The Baldwins were very wealthy. This same Baldwin had momentary fits of insanity twice afterward, and on both occasions killed people he had grudges against. And on both these occasions the circumstances of the killing were so aggravated, and the murders so seemingly heartless and treacherous, that if Baldwin had not been insane he would have been hanged without the shadow of a doubt. As it was, it required all his political and family influence to get him clear in one of the cases, and cost him not less than ten thousand dollars to get clear in the other. One of these men he had notoriously been threatening to kill for twelve years. The poor creature happened, by the merest piece of ill fortune, to come along a dark alley at the very moment that Baldwin’s insanity came upon him, and so he was shot in the back with a gun loaded with slugs.


Take the case of Lynch Hackett, of Pennsylvania. Twice, in public, he attacked a German butcher by the name of Bemis Feldner, with a cane, and both times Feldner whipped him with his fists. Hackett was a vain, wealthy, violent gentleman, who held his blood and family in high esteem, and believed that a reverent respect was due to his great riches. He brooded over the shame of his chastisement for two weeks, and then, in a momentary fit of insanity, armed himself to the teeth, rode into town, waited a couple of hours until he saw Feldner coming down the street with his wife on his arm, and then, as the couple passed the doorway in which he had partially concealed himself, he drove a knife into Feldner’s neck, killing him instantly. The widow caught the limp form and eased it to the earth. Both were drenched with blood. Hackett jocosely remarked to her that as a professional butcher’s recent wife she could appreciate the artistic neatness of the job that left her in condition to marry again, in case she wanted to. This remark, and another which he made to a friend, that his position in society made the killing of an obscure citizen simply an “eccentricity” instead of a crime, were shown to be evidences of insanity, and so Hackett escaped punishment. The jury were hardly inclined to accept these as proofs at first, inasmuch as the prisoner had never been insane before the murder, and under the tranquilizing effect of the butchering had immediately regained his right mind; but when the defense came to show that a third cousin of Hackett’s wife’s stepfather was insane, and not only insane, but had a nose the very counterpart of Hackett’s, it was plain that insanity was hereditary in the family, and Hackett had come by it by legitimate inheritance. Of course the jury then acquitted him. But it was a merciful providence that Mrs. H.’s people had been afflicted as shown, else Hackett would certainly have been hanged.


However, it is not possible to recount all the marvelous cases of insanity that have come under the public notice in the last thirty or forty years. There was the Durgin case in New Jersey three years ago. The servant girl, Bridget Durgin, at dead of night, invaded her mistress’s bedroom and carved the lady literally to pieces with a knife. Then she dragged the body to the middle of the floor, and beat and banged it with chairs and such things. Next she opened the feather beds, and strewed the contents around, saturated everything with kerosene, and set fire to the general wreck. She now took up the young child of the murdered woman in her blood-smeared hands and walked off, through the snow, with no shoes on, to a neighbor’s house a quarter of a mile off, and told a string of wild, incoherent stories about some men coming and setting fire to the house; and then she cried piteously, and without seeming to think there was anything suggestive about the blood upon her hands, her clothing, and the baby, volunteered the remark that she was afraid those men had murdered her mistress! Afterward, by her own confession and other testimony, it was proved that the mistress had always been kind to the girl, consequently there was no revenge in the murder; and it was also shown that the girl took nothing away from the burning house, not even her own shoes, and consequently robbery was not the motive. Now, the reader says, “Here comes that same old plea of insanity again.” But the reader has deceived himself this time. No such plea was offered in her defense. The judge sentenced her, nobody persecuted the governor with petitions for her pardon, and she was promptly hanged.


There was that youth in Pennsylvania, whose curious confession was published some years ago. It was simply a conglomeration of incoherent drivel from beginning to end; and so was his lengthy speech on the scaffold afterward. For a whole year he was haunted with a desire to disfigure a certain young woman, so that no one would marry her. He did not love her himself, and did not want to marry her, but he did not want anybody else to do it. He would not go anywhere with her, and yet was opposed to anybody else’s escorting her. Upon one occasion he declined to go to a wedding with her, and when she got other company, lay in wait for the couple by the road, intending to make them go back or kill the escort. After spending sleepless nights over his ruling desire for a full year, he at last attempted its execution– that is, attempted to disfigure the young woman. It was a success. It was permanent. In trying to shoot her cheek (as she sat at the supper-table with her parents and brothers and sisters) in such a manner as to mar its comeliness, one of his bullets wandered a little out of the course, and she dropped dead. To the very last moment of his life he bewailed the ill luck that made her move her face just at the critical moment. And so he died, apparently about half persuaded that somehow it was chiefly her own fault that she got killed. This idiot was hanged. The plea, of insanity was not offered.


Insanity certainly is on the increase in the world, and crime is dying out. There are no longer any murders– none worth mentioning, at any rate. Formerly, if you killed a man, it was possible that you were insane– but now, if you, having friends and money, kill a mate, it is evidence that you are a lunatic. In these days, too, if a person of good family and high social standing steals anything, they call it kleptomania, and send him to the lunatic asylum. If a person of high standing squanders his fortune in dissipation, and closes his career with strychnine or a bullet, “Temporary Aberration” is what was the trouble with him.


Is not this insanity plea becoming rather common? Is it not so common that the reader confidently expects to see it offered in every criminal case that comes before the courts? And is it not so cheap, and so common, and often so trivial, that the reader smiles in derision when the newspaper mentions it?


And is it not curious to note how very often it wins acquittal for the prisoner? Of late years it does not seem possible for a man to so conduct himself, before killing another man, as not to be manifestly insane. If he talks about the stars, he is insane. If he appears nervous and uneasy an hour before the killing, he is insane. If he weeps over a great grief, his friends shake their heads, and fear that he is “not right.” If, an hour after the murder, he seems ill at ease, preoccupied, and excited, he is, unquestionably insane.


Really, what we want now, is not laws against crime, but a law against insanity. There is where the true evil lies.







39Our Precious Lunatic




New York,

May 10.


THE RICHARDSON-MCFARLAND JURY had been out one hour and fifty minutes. A breathless silence brooded over court and auditory– a silence and a stillness so absolute, notwithstanding the vast multitude of human beings packed together there, that when someone far away among the throng under the northeast balcony cleared his throat with a smothered little cough it startled everybody uncomfortably, so distinctly did it grate upon the pulseless air. At that imposing moment the bang of a door was heard, then the shuffle of approaching feet, and then a sort of surging and swaying disorder among the heads at the entrance from the jury-room told them that the Twelve were coming. Presently all was silent again, and the foreman of the jury rose and said:


“Your Honor and Gentleman: We, the jury charged with the duty of determining whether the prisoner at the bar, Daniel McFarland, has been guilty of murder, in taking by surprise an unarmed man and shooting him to death, or whether the prisoner is afflicted with a sad but irresponsible insanity which at times can be cheered only by violent entertainment with firearms, do find as follows, namely:


That the prisoner, Daniel McFarland, is insane as above described. Because:


1. His great grandfather’s stepfather was tainted with insanity, and frequently killed people who were distasteful to him. Hence, insanity is hereditary in the family.


2. For nine years the prisoner at the bar did not adequately support his family. Strong circumstantial evidence of insanity.


3. For nine years he made of his home, as a general thing, a poor-house; sometimes (but very rarely) a cheery, happy habitation; frequently the den of a beery, drivelling, stupefied animal; but never, as far as ascertained, the abiding place of a gentleman. These be evidences of insanity.


4. He once took his young unmarried sister-in-law to the museum; while there his hereditary insanity came upon him to such a degree that he hiccupped and staggered; and afterward, on the way home, even made love to the young girl he was protecting. These are the acts of a person not in his right mind.


5. For a good while his sufferings were so great that he had to submit to the inconvenience of having his wife give public readings for the family support; and at times, when he handed these shameful earnings to the barkeeper, his haughty soul was so torn with anguish that he could hardly stand without leaning against something. At such times he has been known to shed tears into his sustenance till it diluted to utter inefficiency. Inattention of this nature is not the act of a Democrat unafflicted in mind.


6. He never spared expense in making his wife comfortable during her occasional confinements. Her father is able to testify to this. There was always an element of unsoundness about the prisoner’s generosities that is very suggestive at this time and before this court.


7. Two years ago the prisoner came fearlessly up behind Richardson in the dark, and shot him in the leg. The prisoner’s brave and protracted defiance of an adversity that for years had left him little to depend upon for support but a wife who sometimes earned scarcely anything for weeks at a time, is evidence that he would have appeared in front of Richardson and shot him in the stomach if he had not been insane at the time of the shooting.


8. Fourteen months ago the prisoner told Archibald Smith that he was going to kill Richardson. This is insanity.


9. Twelve months ago he told Marshall P. Jones that he was going to kill Richardson. Insanity.


10. Nine months ago he was lurking about Richardson’s home in New Jersey, and said he was going to kill Richardson. Insanity.


11. Seven months ago he showed a pistol to Seth Brown and said that that was for Richardson. He said Brown testified that at that time it seemed plain that something was the matter with McFarland, for he crossed the street diagonally nine times in fifty yards, apparently without any settled reason for doing so, and finally fell in the gutter and went to sleep. He remarked at the time that McFarland acted strange– believed he was insane. Upon hearing Brown’s evidence, John W. Galen, M.D., affirmed at once that McFarland was insane.


12. Five months ago, McFarland showed his customary pistol, in his customary way, to his bed-fellow, Charles A. Dana, and told him he was going to kill Richardson the first time an opportunity offered. Evidence of insanity.


13. Five months and two weeks ago McFarland asked John Morgan the time of day, and turned and walked rapidly away without waiting for an answer. Almost indubitable evidence of insanity. And—


14. It is remarkable that exactly one week after this circumstance, the prisoner, Daniel McFarland, confronted Albert D. Richardson suddenly and without warning, and shot him dead. This is manifest insanity. Everything we know of the prisoner goes to show that if he had been sane at the time, he would have shot his victim from behind.


15. There is an absolutely overwhelming mass of testimony to show that an hour before the shooting, McFarland was ANXIOUS AND UNEASY, and that five minutes after it he was EXCITED. Thus the accumulating conjectures and evidences of insanity culminate in this sublime and unimpeachable proof of it. Therefore—


Your Honor and Gentlemen– We the jury pronounce the said Daniel McFarland INNOCENT OF MURDER, BUT CALAMITOUSLY INSANE.”


The scene that ensued almost defies description. Hats, handkerchiefs and bonnets were frantically waved above the massed heads in the courtroom, and three tremendous cheers and a tiger told where the sympathies of the court and people were. Then a hundred pursed lips were advanced to kiss the liberated prisoner, and many a hand thrust out to give him a congratulatory shake– but presto! with a maniac’s own quickness and a maniac’s own fury the lunatic assassin of Richardson fell upon his friends with teeth and nails, boots and office furniture, and the amazing rapidity with which he broke heads and limbs, and rent and sundered bodies, till nearly a hundred citizens were reduced to mere quivering heaps of fleshy odds and ends and crimson rags, was like nothing in this world but the exultant frenzy of a plunging, tearing, roaring devil of a steam machine when it snatches a human being and spins him and whirls him till he shreds away to nothingness like a “Four o’clock” before the breath of a child.


The destruction was awful. It is said that within the space of eight minutes McFarland killed and crippled some six score persons and tore down a large portion of the City Hall building, carrying away and casting into Broadway six or seven marble columns fifty-four feet long and weighing nearly two tons each. But he was finally captured and sent in chains to the lunatic asylum for life.


[By late telegrams it appears that this is a mistake.

—Editor Express.]


But the really curious part of this whole matter is yet to be told. And that is, that McFarland’s most intimate friends believe that the very next time that it ever occurred to him that the insanity plea was not a mere politic pretense, was when the verdict came in. They think that the startling thought burst upon him then, that if twelve good and true men, able to comprehend all the baseness of perjury, proclaimed under oath that he was a lunatic, there was no gainsaying such evidence and that he UNQUESTIONABLY WAS INSANE!


Possibly that was really the way of it. It is dreadful to think that maybe the most awful calamity that can befall a man, namely, loss of reason, was precipitated upon this poor prisoner’s head by a jury that could have hanged him instead, and so done him a mercy and his country a service.


M. T.


POSTSCRIPT– LATER


May 11– I do not expect anybody to believe so astounding a thing, and yet it is the solemn truth that instead of instantly sending the dangerous lunatic to the insane asylum (which I naturally supposed they would do, and so I prematurely said they had) the court has actually SET HIM AT LIBERTY. Comment is unnecessary.


M. T.







40A Substitute for Ruloff


Have We A Sidney Carton Among Us?



One Ruloff was under death sentence for a particularly atrocious murder. The papers were full of Ruloff’s prodigious learning. ... Goodman and Clemens agreed that Ruloff’s death would be a great loss to mankind, even though he was clearly a villain and deserved his sentence. They decided that justice would be served just as well if some stupid person were hung in his place... Clemens ... wrote an article ... offering to supply a substitute for Ruloff.

—A. B. Paine, “Mark Twain– A Biography”


This satircal letter was treated seriously by many newspapers.






To Editor of the “Tribune.”


Sir, – I believe in capital punishment. I believe that when a murder has been done it should be answered for with blood. I have all my life been taught to feel this way, and the fetters of education are strong. The fact that the death-law is rendered almost inoperative by its very severity does not alter my belief in its righteousness. The fact that in England the proportion of executions to condemnations is one to sixteen, and in this country only one to twenty-two, and in France only one to thirty-eight, does not shake my steadfast confidence in the propriety of retaining the death-penalty. It is better to hang one murderer in sixteen, twenty-two, thirty-eight than not to hang any at all.


Feeling as I do, I am not sorry that Ruloff is to be hanged, but I am sincerely sorry that he himself has made it necessary that his vast capabilities for usefulness should be lost to the world. In this, mine and the public’s is a common regret. For it is plain that in the person of Ruloff one of the most marvelous of intellects that any age has produced is about to be sacrificed, and that, too, while half the mystery of its strange powers is yet a secret. Here is a man who has never entered the doors of a college or a university, and yet by the sheer might of his innate gifts has made himself such a colossus in abstruse learning that the ablest of our scholars are but pigmies in his presence. By the evidence of Professor Mather, Mr. Surbridge, Mr. Richmond, and other men qualified to testify, this man is as familiar with the broad domain of philology as common men are with the passing events of the day. His memory has such a limitless grasp that he is able to quote sentence after sentence, paragraph after paragraph, chapter after chapter, from a gnarled and knotty ancient literature that ordinary scholars are capable of achieving little more than a bowing acquaintance with. But his memory is the least of his great endowments. By the testimony of the gentlemen above referred to he is able to critically analyze the works of the old masters of literature, and while pointing out the beauties of the originals with a pure and discriminating taste is as quick to detect the defects of the accepted translations; and in the latter case, if exceptions be taken to his judgment, he straightway opens up the quarries of his exhaustless knowledge, and builds a very Chinese wall of evidence around his position. Every learned man who enters Ruloff’s presence leaves it amazed and confounded by his prodigious capabilities and attainments. One scholar said he did not believe that in matters of subtle analysis, vast knowledge in his peculiar field of research, comprehensive grasp of subject, and serene kingship over its limitless and bewildering details, any land or any era of modern times had given birth to Ruloff’s intellectual equal. What miracles this murderer might have wrought, and what luster he might have shed upon his country, if he had not put a forfeit upon his life so foolishly! But what if the law could be satisfied, and the gifted criminal still be saved. If a life be offered up on the gallows to atone for the murder Ruloff did, will that suffice? If so, give me the proofs, for in all earnestness and truth I aver that in such a case I will instantly bring forward a man who, in the interests of learning and science, will take Ruloff’s crime upon himself, and submit to be hanged in Ruloff’s place. I can, and will do this thing; and I propose this matter, and make this offer in good faith. You know me, and know my address.


Samuel Langhorne.


April 29, 1871.







41Foster’s Case



William Foster drunkenly accosted a couple on the tram-car, and killed the man, Avery Putnam, with a conductor’s “car-hook.” His case turned on whether “intent” could be proved sufficiently to justify a conviction for murder in the first degree. The convicting jury later joined appeals for Foster’s reprieve, having felt buffaloed by public opinion in the immediate aftermath of the crime.






New York Herald-Tribune,

March 10, 1873


Sir: I have read the Foster petitions in Thursday’s Tribune. The lawyers’ opinions do not disturb me, because I know that those same gentlemen could make as able an argument in favor of Judas Iscariot, which is a great deal for me to say, for I never can think of Judas Iscariot without losing my temper. To my mind Judas Iscariot was nothing but a low, mean, premature Congressman. The attitude of the jury does not unsettle a body, I must admit; and it seems plain that they would have modified their verdict to murder in the second degree if the Judge’s charge had permitted it. But when I come to the petitions of Foster’s friends and find out Foster’s true character, the generous tears will flow– I cannot help it. How easy it is to get a wrong impression of a man. I perceive that from childhood up this one has been a sweet, docile thing, full of pretty ways and gentle impulses, the charm of the fireside, the admiration of society, the idol of the Sunday school. I recognize in him the divinest nature that has ever glorified any mere human being. I perceive that the sentiment with which he regarded temperance was a thing that amounted to frantic adoration. I freely confess that it was the most natural thing in the world for such an organism as this to get drunk and insult a stranger, and then beat his brains out with a car-hook because he did not seem to admire it. Such is Foster. And to think that we came so near losing him! How do we know but that he is the Second Advent? And yet, after all, if the jury had not been hampered in their choice of a verdict I think I could consent to lose him.


The humorist who invented trial by jury played a colossal practical joke upon the world, but since we have the system we ought to try to respect it. A thing which is not thoroughly easy to do, when we reflect that by command of the law a criminal juror must be an intellectual vacuum, attaching to a melting heart and perfectly macaronian bowels of compassion.


I have had no experience in making laws or amending them, but still I cannot understand why, when it takes twelve men to inflict the death penalty upon a person, it should take any less than twelve more to undo their work. If I were a legislature, and had just been elected, and had not had time to sell out, I would put the pardoning and commuting power into the hands of twelve able men instead of dumping so huge a burden upon the shoulders of one poor petition-persecuted individual.


Mark Twain.







42Ye Cuban Patriot


A Calm Inspection of Him




JUST AT THIS TIME our souls are wrenched with sympathy for the Cuban “patriot,” and with hatred for his inhuman oppressor. Our journals are filled with the struggles, the sufferings and the noble deeds of this patriot, and nothing on earth can get our attention for a moment unless it has something to do with him. The tears that are shed over his misfortunes every day would float a navy; the daily ink that is lavished upon the limning of his virtues would float another one, and a month of the prayers that are offered for his lifting up, if concentrated upon the world’s dead, might precipitate the final resurrection. We are bound up, heart and soul, in our Cuban “patriot.” We live but for him, we should die if he were taken from us. Daily we cry, “Holy, holy, holy, and perfect and beautiful, is Heaven’s beloved, the sublime Cuban ‘patriot!’”


And how grand a character he is! How gallant, how lofty, how magnanimous! His career, from the moment his heart is first stirred with patriotic emotions, till that heart ceases to beat, is a chivalrous romance. He begins by shouting “Down with the Spaniard!” in the streets of Havana. Then he and a hundred of his fellows are captured by a handful of soldiers and thrown into prison. Here they take the oath to the government, hire out to it as spies upon other patriots, and finish by denouncing a hundred of their personal friends to the government at so much a head. Those parties are duly shot, garroted, hanged in the public plaza, or otherwise made away with according to the peculiar taste of the commandant in the matter of executions.


Next, the patriot escapes to the country and resumes patriotism once more. A few hundreds of them hand together, and then we hear of gallant deeds! They pounce upon deserted plantations and burn up the sugar Crop and the negro quarter– and forthwith our journals shriek the tidings of “Another Grand Patriot Victory!” Then the government troops capture half the knightly gang and shut them up in a barn and burn them alive. And instantly our great journals, and our Congressmen, and ourselves, rage about the brutal inhumanity of Spain– and with all our hearts we hate those Spaniards for burning up those pure patriots, and we know we are sincere, too, notwithstanding we cannot somehow help feeling rather glad they did it.


Pretty soon the great journals tell us, in thundering display lines, how the patriot warrior Don Aguilar Jesus Maria Jose y John the Baptist Bustamente made a brilliant dash upon the plantation of Señor Madre de Dios el Calderon Gewhillikins de Valladolid and burned up the whole concern, considering it best on the whole to do this, inasmuch as Señor Valladolid’s political opinions were exactly of the universal Cuban pattern and could never by any possibility be depended upon to remain in one shape two hours at a time unless the holder of the same were asleep or dead. And further, the papers tell us how the patriot Bustamente and his six hundred followers next marched Valladolid and his family down the road some thirteen miles, on foot, and with ropes around their necks for convenience in steering them, and then, while the helpless parents and children knelt and pleaded piteously for life, boldly carved them to pieces with bowie knives. And all America shouts, “Hurrah for Gallant Cuba! down with her hated oppressor!” And fiercely we besiege Congress to “recognize” the struggling patriots and reward their singlehearted virtues with our appreciative protection.


Right away we hear that the Spanish troops and Bustamente’s army have met and fought a tremendous battle. We gloat over the particulars. We thrill from head to heel as we read how that the battle raged furiously from eight in the morning till six in the evening, resulting in the complete destruction of eleven barns, two plantations, three sawmills, one hospital and its patients, and the total rout of the enemy, with a loss of sixteen wounded, and also one killed by being run over by a wagon. But we grieve sore to hear that the patriot Bustamente was taken prisoner by the brutal Spanish horde, and our hearts sink, and suffer and break when we hear that his captors lassoed him and dragged him three miles to the military prison at the heels of a galloping horse, and then decided it was just as cheap to confine what was left of him in a coffin. And how we do abuse the uncivilized sort of war those Spaniards wage!


But soon we rejoice once more, when we hear that the unconquerable patriots, from a safe hiding-place in the hills, have sent out emissaries and fomented a conspiracy among the slaves which has resulted in a gentle midnight massacre, by the blacks, of a couple of dozen slumbering families of white people, accompanying the deed with the usual Cuban impartiality as to whether the families were “patriots” or friends of the government.


And while we are still rejoicing over this victory, we learn how the patriot instigators of it, being close pressed, laid down their arms, took the oath to serve Spain, and then for a consideration informed on and helped to capture all those slaves and furnish each of them with twelve hundred trifling lashes on the bare back with ox-whips, in the course of which entertainment some of the slaves died– and the rest followed suit the next day, But ah, they died in a glorious cause. They died to free their country from the oppressor. It is sweet to die for one’s native land. Those poor humble blacks will live in history, for nearly a year.


In his self-sacrificing struggles for his country’s freedom, the Cuban patriot makes valorous use of every method and every contrivance that can aid the good cause. Murder, theft, burglary, arson, assassination, rape, poison, treachery, mendacity, fratricide, homicide, parricide, and all sides but suicide, are instruments in his hands for the salvation of his native land– and the same are instruments in the hands of his “oppressors” for the damnation of the same. Both parties, patriots and government servants alike, stand ready at any moment, apparently, to sell out body, soul and boots, politics, religion and principles, to anybody that will buy– and they seem equally ready to give the same away for nothing whenever their lives are in peril. Both sides massacre their prisoners; both sides are as proud of burning a deserted plantation or conquering, capturing, scalping and skinning a crippled blind idiot, as any civilized army would be of taking a fortified city; both sides make a grand school-boy pow-wow over it every time they fight all day long and kill a couple of sick women and disable a jackass; both sides lie, and brag, and betray, and rob, and destroy; a happy majority of both sides are fantastic in costume, grotesque in manner, half civilized, unwashed, ignorant, bigoted, selfish, base, cruel, swaggering, plantation-burning semi-devils, and it is devoutly to be hoped that an all-wise Providence will permit them to go on eating each other up until there isn’t enough left of the last ragamuffin of the lot to hold an inquest on. Amen.


Now there you have a sober, quiet, opinion of the idolized Cuban “patriot” and his cause, and one which is impartial and full of charity. I have read about the Cuban “patriot” and the Cuban “oppressor,” and the ghastly atrocities they are pleased to call “warfare,” till I seem almost to have got enough. Everybody knows that the Cuban “oppressor” is a very devil incarnate, and if thoroughly impartial news-accounts of the doings in Cuba were furnished us everybody would see that the Cuban “patriot” is another devil incarnate just exactly like him. They are of the same breed, the same color, they speak the same language, they dishonor the same religion, and verily their instincts are precisely and unvaryingly the same. I do not love the Cuban patriot or the Cuban oppressor either, and I never want to see our government “recognize” anything of theirs but their respective corpses. If the Buffalo Express thinks differently, let it say it in its editorials, but not over the signature of yours, with emotion,


Mark Twain.







43Back from “Yurrup”




HAVE YOU EVER SEEN a family of geese just back from Europe– or Yurrup, as they pronounce it? They never talk to you, of course, being strangers, but they talk to each other and at you till you are pretty nearly distracted with their clatter; till you are sick of their ocean experiences; their mispronounced foreign names; their dukes and emperors; their trivial adventures; their pointless reminiscences; till you are sick of their imbecile faces and their relentless clack, and wished it had pleased Providence to leave the clapper out of their empty skulls.


I traveled with such a family one eternal day, from New York to Boston, last week. They had spent just a year in “Yurrup,” and were returning home to Boston. Papa said little, and looked bored– he had simply been down to New York to receive and cart home his cargo of traveled imbecility. Sister Angeline, aged 23, sister Augusta, aged 25, and brother Charles, aged 33, did the conversational drivel, and mamma purred and admired, and threw in some help when occasion offered, in the way of remembering some barber’s– I should say some French count’s– name, when they pretended to have forgotten it. They occupied the choice seats in the parlor of the drawing-room car, and for twelve hours I sat opposite to them– was their vis-á-vis, they would have said, in their charming French way.


Augusta. “Plague that nahsty (nasty) steamer! I’ve the headache yet, she rolled so the fifth day out.”


Angeline. “And well you may. I never saw such a nahsty old tub. I never want to go in the Ville de Paris again. Why didn’t we go over to London and come in the Scotia?”


Aug. “Because we were fools!”


(I endorsed that sentiment.)


Angie. “Gustie, what made Count Nixkumarouse drive off looking so blue, that last Thursday in Pairy? (Paris, she meant.) Ah, own up now?” [tapping her arm so roguishly with her ivory fan.]


Aug. “Now, Angie, how you talk! I told the nahsty creature I would not receive his attentions any longer. And the old duke, his father, kept boring me about him and his two million francs a year till I sent him off with a flea in his ear.”


Chorus. “Ke-he-he! Ha-ha-ha!”


Charles. [Pulling a small silken cloak to pieces.] “Angie, where’d you get this cheap thing?”


Angie. “You, Cholly, let that alone! Cheap! Well, how could I help it? There we were, tied up in Switzerland– just down from Mon Blong (Mont Blanc, doubtless)– couldn’t buy anything in those nahsty shops so far away from Pairy. I had to put up with that slimpsey forty-dollar rag– but bless you, I couldn’t go naked!”


Chorus. “Ke-he-he!”


Aug. “Guess who I was thinking of? Those ignorant persons we saw first in Rome and afterwards in Venice– those—”


Angie. “Oh, ha-ha-ha! He-he-he! It was so funny! Papa, one of them called the Santa della Spiggiola the Santa della Spizziola! Ha-ha-ha! And she thought it was Canova that did Michael Angelo’s Moses! Only think of it!– Canova, a sculptor, and the Moses a picture! I thought I should die! I guess I let them see by the way I laughed, that they’d made fools of themselves, because they blushed and sneaked off.”


[Papa laughed faintly, but not with the easy grace of a man who was certain he knew what he was laughing about.]


Aug. “Why, Cholly! Where did you get those nahsty Beaumarchais gloves? Well, I wouldn’t if I were you!”


Mamma. [With uplifted hands] “Beaumarchais, my son!”


Angie. “Beaumarchais! Why how can you! Nobody in Pairy wears those nahsty things but the commonest people.”


Charles. “They are a rum lot, but then Tom Blennerhasset gave ’em to me– he wanted to do something or other to curry favor, I s’pose.”


Angie. “Tom Blennerhasset!”


Aug. “Tom Blennerhasset!”


Mamma. “Tom Blennerhasset! And have you been associating with him.”


Papa. [Suddenly interested] “Heavens, what has the son of an honored and honorable old friend been doing?”


Chorus. “Doing! Why his father has endorsed himself bankrupt for friends– that’s what’s the matter!”


Angie. “Oh, mon Dieu, j’ai faim! Avez-vous quelque chose de bon, en votre poche, mon cher frere? Excuse me for speaking French, for to tell the truth, I haven’t spoken English for so long that it comes dreadful awkward. Wish we were back in Yurrup– c’est votre desire aussi, n’est-ce pas, mes cheres?”


And from that moment they lapsed into barbarous French and kept it up for an hour– hesitating, gasping for words, stumbling head over heels through adverbs and participles, floundering among adjectives, working miracles of villainous pronunciation– and neither one of them by any chance ever understanding what another was driving at.


By that time some newcomers had entered the car, and so they lapsed into English again, and fell to holding everything American up to scorn and contumely in order that they might thus let those newcomers know they were just home from “Yurrup.” To use their pet and best beloved phrase, they were a “nahsty” family of American snobs, and there ought to be a law against allowing such to go to Europe and misrepresent the nation. It will take these insects five years, without doubt to get done turning up their noses at everything American and making damaging comparisons between their own country and “Yurrup.” Let us pity their waiting friends in Boston in their affliction.







44Putting Up Stoves




WE DO NOT REMEMBER the exact date of the invention of stoves, but it was some years ago. Since then mankind have been tormented once a year, by the difficulties that beset the task of putting them up, and getting the pipes fixed. With all our Yankee ingenuity no American has ever invented any method by which the labor of putting up stoves can be lessened. The job is as severe and vexatious as humanity can possibly endure, and gets more so every year.


Men always put their stoves up on a rainy day. Why, we know not; but we never heard of any exception to this rule. The first step to be taken is to put on a very old and ragged coat, under the impression that when he gets his mouth full of plaster it will keep the shirt bosom clean. Next, the operator gets his hand inside the place where the pipe ought to go, and blacks his fingers, and then he carefully makes a black mark down the side of his nose. It is impossible to make any headway, in doing this work, until this mark is made down the side of the nose. Having got his face properly marked, the victim is ready to begin the ceremony.


The head of the family– who is the big goose of the sacrifice– grasps one side of the bottom of the stove, and his wife and the hired girl take hold of the other side. In this way the load is started from the woodshed toward the parlor. Going through the door, the head of the family will carefully swing his side of the stove around and jam his thumbnail against the door post. This part of the ceremony is never omitted. Having got the family comfort in place, the next thing is to find the legs. Two of these are left inside the stove since the spring before. The other two must be hunted after, for twenty-five minutes. They are usually found under the coal. Then the head of the family holds up one side of the stove while his wife puts two of the legs in place, and next he holds up the other while the other two are fixed, and one of the first two falls out. By the time the stove is on its legs he gets reckless, and takes off his old coat, regardless of his linen.


Then he goes for the pipe and gets two cinders in his eye. It don’t make any difference how well the pipe was put up last year it will always be found a little too short or a little too long. The head of the family jams his hat over his eyes and taking a pipe under each arm goes to the tin shop to have it fixed. When he gets back, he steps upon one of the best parlor chairs to see if the pipe fits, and his wife makes him get down for fear he will scratch the varnish off from the chairs with the nails in his boot heel. In getting down he will surely step on the cat, and may thank his stars that it is not the baby. Then he gets an old chair and climbs up to the chimney again, to find that in cutting the pipe off, the end has been left too big for the hole in the chimney. So he goes to the woodshed and splits one side of the end of the pipe with an old axe, and squeezes it in his hands to make it smaller.


Finally he gets the pipe in shape, and finds the stove does not stand true. Then himself and wife and the hired girl move the stove to the left, and the legs fall out again. Next it is to move to the right. More difficulty now with the legs. Move to the front a little. Elbow not even with the hole in the chimney, and the head of the family goes again to the woodshed after some little blocks. While putting the blocks under the legs, the pipe comes out of the chimney. That remedied, the elbow keeps tipping over, to the great alarm of the wife. Head of the family gets the dinner table out, puts the old chair on it, gets his wife to hold the chair, and balances himself on it to drive some nails into the ceiling. Drops the hammer on wife’s head. At last he gets the nails driven, takes a wire swing to hold the pipe, hammers a little here, pulls a little there, takes a long breath, and announces the ceremony concluded.


Job never put up any stoves. It would have ruined his reputation if he had. The above program, with unimportant variations, will be carried out in many respectable families during the next six weeks.







45A Medieval Romance




CHAPTER I.

The Secret Revealed.

IT WAS NIGHT. Stillness reigned in the grand old feudal castle of Klugenstein. The year 1222 was drawing to a close. Far away up in the tallest of the castle’s towers a single light glimmered. A secret council was being held there. The stern old lord of Klugenstein sat in a chair of state meditating. Presently he, said, with a tender accent:


“My daughter!”


A young man of noble presence, clad from head to heel in knightly mail, answered:


“Speak, father!”


“My daughter, the time is come for the revealing of the mystery that hath puzzled all your young life. Know, then, that it had its birth in the matters which I shall now unfold. My brother Ulrich is the great Duke of Brandenburgh. Our father, on his deathbed, decreed that if no son were born to Ulrich, the succession should pass to my house, provided a son were born to me. And further, in case no son, were born to either, but only daughters, then the succession should pass to Ulrich’s daughter, if she proved stainless; if she did not, my daughter should succeed, if she retained a blameless name. And so I, and my old wife here, prayed fervently for the good boon of a son, but the prayer was vain. You were born to us. I was in despair. I saw the mighty prize slipping from my grasp, the splendid dream vanishing away. And I had been so hopeful! Five years had Ulrich lived in wedlock, and yet his wife had borne no heir of either sex.


“‘But hold,’ I said, ‘all is not lost.’ A saving scheme had shot athwart my brain. You were born at midnight. Only the leech, the nurse, and six waiting-women knew your sex. I hanged them every one before an hour had sped. Next morning all the barony went mad with rejoicing over the proclamation that a son was born to Klugenstein, an heir to mighty Brandenburgh! And well the secret has been kept. Your mother’s own sister nursed your infancy, and from that time forward we feared nothing.


“When you were ten years old, a daughter was born to Ulrich. We grieved, but hoped for good results from measles, or physicians, or other natural enemies of infancy, but were always disappointed. She lived, she throve– Heaven’s malison upon her! But it is nothing. We are safe. For, Ha-ha! have we not a son? And is not our son the future Duke? Our well-beloved Conrad, is it not so?– for, woman of eight-and-twenty years– as you are, my child, none other name than that hath ever fallen to you!


“Now it hath come to pass that age hath laid its hand upon my brother, and he waxes feeble. The cares of state do tax him sore. Therefore he wills that you shall come to him and be already Duke– in act, though not yet in name. Your servitors are ready– you journey forth tonight.


“Now listen well. Remember every word I say. There is a law as old as Germany that if any woman sit for a single instant in the great ducal chair before she hath been absolutely crowned in presence of the people, SHE SHALL DIE! So heed my words. Pretend humility. Pronounce your judgments from the Premier’s chair, which stands at the foot of the throne. Do this until you are crowned and safe. It is not likely that your sex will ever be discovered; but still it is the part of wisdom to make all things as safe as may be in this treacherous earthly life.”


“Oh; my father, is it for this my life hath been a lie! Was it that I might cheat my unoffending cousin of her rights? Spare me, father, spare your child!”


“What, huzzy! Is this my reward for the august fortune my brain has wrought for thee? By the bones of my father, this puling sentiment of thine but ill accords with my humor.


“Betake thee to the Duke, instantly! And beware how thou meddlest with my purpose!”


Let this suffice, of the conversation. It is enough for us to know that the prayers, the entreaties and the tears of the gentle-natured girl availed nothing. They nor anything could move the stout old lord of Klugenstein. And so, at last, with a heavy heart, the daughter saw the castle gates close behind her, and found herself riding away in the darkness surrounded by a knightly array of armed, vassals and a brave following of servants.


The old baron sat silent for many minutes after his daughter’s departure, and then he turned to his sad wife and said:


“Dame, our matters seem speeding fairly. It is full three months since I sent the shrewd and handsome Count Detzin on his devilish mission to my brother’s daughter Constance. If he fail, we are not wholly safe; but if he do succeed, no power can bar our girl from being Duchess e’en though ill-fortune should decree she never should be Duke!”


“My heart is full of bodings, yet all may still be well.”


“Tush, woman! Leave the owls to croak. To bed with ye, and dream of Brandenburgh and grandeur!”


CHAPTER II.

Festivity and Tears.


Six days after the occurrences related in the above chapter, the brilliant capital of the Duchy of Brandenburgh was resplendent with military pageantry, and noisy with the rejoicings of loyal multitudes; for Conrad, the young heir to the crown, was come. The old Duke’s, heart was full of happiness, for Conrad’s handsome person and graceful bearing had won his love at once. The great halls of tie palace were thronged with nobles, who welcomed Conrad bravely; and so bright and happy did all things seem, that he felt his fears and sorrows passing away and giving place to a comforting contentment.


But in a remote apartment of the palace a scene of a different nature was, transpiring. By a window stood the Duke’s only child, the Lady Constance. Her eyes were red and swollen, and full of tears. She was alone. Presently she fell to weeping anew, and said aloud:


“The villain Detzin is gone– has fled the dukedom! I could not believe it at first, but alas! it is too true. And I loved him so. I dared to love him though I knew the Duke my father would never let me wed him. I loved him– but now I hate him! With all, my soul I hate him! Oh, what is to become of me! I am lost, lost, lost! I shall go mad!”


CHAPTER III.

The Plot Thickens.


A few months drifted by. All men published the praises of the young Conrad’s government and extolled the wisdom of his judgments, the mercifulness of his sentences, and the modesty with which he bore himself in his great office. The old Duke soon gave everything into his hands, and sat apart and listened with proud satisfaction while his heir delivered the decrees of the crown from the seat of the premier. It seemed plain that one so loved and praised and honored of all men as Conrad was, could not be otherwise than happy. But strange enough, he was not. For he saw with dismay that the Princess Constance had begun to love him! The love of, the rest of the world was happy fortune for him, but this was freighted with danger! And he saw, moreover, that the delighted Duke had discovered his daughter’s passion likewise, and was already dreaming of a marriage. Every day somewhat of the deep sadness that had been in the princess’ face faded away; every day hope and animation beamed brighter from her eye; and by and by even vagrant smiles visited the face that had been so troubled.


Conrad was appalled. He bitterly cursed himself for having yielded to the instinct that had made him seek the companionship of one of his own sex when he was new and a stranger in the palace– when he was sorrowful and yearned for a sympathy such as only women can give or feel. He now began to avoid, his cousin. But this only made matters worse, for, naturally enough, the more he avoided her, the more she cast herself in his way. He marveled at this at first; and next it startled him. The girl haunted him; she hunted him; she happened upon him at all times and in all places, in the night as well as in the day. She seemed singularly anxious. There was surely a mystery somewhere.


This could not go on forever. All the world was talking about it. The Duke was beginning to look perplexed. Poor Conrad was becoming a very ghost through dread and dire distress. One day as he was emerging from a private ante-room attached to the picture gallery, Constance confronted him, and seizing both his hands, in hers, exclaimed:


“Oh, why, do you avoid me? What have I done– what have I said, to lose your kind opinion of me– for, surely I had it once? Conrad, do not despise me, but pity a tortured heart? I cannot,– cannot hold the words unspoken longer, lest they kill me– I love you, Conrad! There, despise me if you must, but they would be uttered!”


Conrad was speechless. Constance hesitated a moment, and then, misinterpreting his silence, a wild gladness flamed in her eyes, and she flung her arms about his neck and said:


“You relent! you relent! You can love me– you will love me! Oh, say you will, my own, my worshipped Conrad!’”


“Conrad groaned aloud. A sickly pallor overspread his countenance, and he trembled like an aspen. Presently, in desperation, he thrust the poor girl from him, and cried:


“You know not what you ask! It is forever and ever impossible!” And then he fled like a criminal and left the princess stupefied with amazement. A minute afterward she was crying and sobbing there, and Conrad was crying and sobbing in his chamber. Both were in despair. Both save ruin staring them in the face.


By and by Constance rose slowly to her feet and moved away, saying:


“To think that he was despising my love at the very moment that I thought it was melting his cruel heart! I hate him! He spurned me– did this man– he spurned me from him like a dog!”


CHAPTER IV.

The Awful Revelation.


Time passed on. A settled sadness rested once more upon the countenance of the good Duke’s daughter. She and Conrad were seen together no more now. The Duke grieved at this. But as the weeks wore away, Conrad’s color came back to his cheeks and his old-time vivacity to his eye, and he administered the government with a clear and steadily ripening wisdom.


Presently a strange whisper began to be heard about the palace. It grew louder; it spread farther. The gossips of the city got hold-of it. It swept the dukedom. And this is what the whisper said:


“The Lady Constance hath given birth to a child!”


When the lord of Klugenstein heard it, he swung his plumed helmet thrice around his head and shouted:


“Long live. Duke Conrad!– for lo, his crown is sure, from this day forward! Detzin has done his errand well, and the good scoundrel shall be rewarded!”


And he spread, the tidings far and wide, and for eight-and-forty hours no soul in all the barony but did dance and sing, carouse and illuminate, to celebrate the great event, and all at proud and happy old Klugenstein’s expense.


CHAPTER V.

The Frightful Catastrophe.


The trial was at hand. All the great lords and barons of Brandenburgh were assembled in the Hall of Justice in the ducal palace. No space was left unoccupied where there was room for a spectator to stand or sit. Conrad, clad in purple and ermine, sat in the premier’s chair, and on either side sat the great judges of the realm. The old Duke had sternly commanded that the trial of his daughter should proceed, without favor, and then had taken to his bed brokenhearted. His days were numbered. Poor Conrad had begged, as for his very life, that he might be spared the misery of sitting in judgment upon his cousin’s crime, but it did not avail.


The saddest heart in all that great assemblage was in Conrad’s breast.


The gladdest was in his father’s. For, unknown to his daughter “Conrad,” the old Baron Klugenstein was come, and was among the crowd of nobles, triumphant in the swelling fortunes of his house.


After the heralds had made due proclamation and the other preliminaries had followed, the venerable Lord Chief justice said:


“Prisoner, stand forth!”


The unhappy princess rose and stood unveiled before the vast multitude. The Lord Chief Justice continued:


“Most noble lady, before the great judges of this realm it hath been charged and proven that out of holy wedlock your Grace hath given birth unto a child; and by our ancient law the penalty is death, excepting in one sole contingency, whereof his Grace the acting Duke, our good Lord Conrad, will advertise you in his solemn sentence now; wherefore, give heed.”


Conrad stretched forth the reluctant scepter, and in the selfsame moment the womanly heart beneath his robe yearned pityingly toward the doomed prisoner, and the tears came into his eyes. He opened his lips to speak, but the Lord Chief Justice said quickly:


“Not there, your Grace, not there! It is not lawful to pronounce judgment upon any of the ducal line SAVE FROM THE DUCAL THRONE!”


A shudder went to the heart of poor Conrad, and a tremor shook the iron frame of his old father likewise. CONRAD HAD NOT BEEN CROWNED– dared he profane the throne? He hesitated and turned pale with fear. But it must be done. Wondering eyes were already upon him. They would be suspicious eyes if he hesitated longer. He ascended the throne. Presently he stretched forth the scepter again, and said:


“Prisoner, in the name of our sovereign lord, Ulrich, Duke of Brandenburgh, I proceed to the solemn duty that hath devolved upon me. Give heed to my words. By the ancient law of the land, except you produce the partner of your guilt and deliver him up to the executioner, you must surely die. Embrace this opportunity– save yourself while yet you may. Name the father of your child!”


A solemn hush fell upon the great court– a silence so profound that men could hear their own hearts beat. Then the princess slowly turned, with eyes gleaming with hate, and pointing her finger straight at Conrad, said:


“Thou art the man!”


An appalling conviction of his helpless, hopeless peril struck a chill to Conrad’s heart like the chill of death itself. What power on earth could save him! To disprove the charge, he must reveal that he was a woman; and for an uncrowned woman to sit in the ducal chair was death! At one and the same moment, he and his grim old father swooned and fell to, the ground.




The remainder of this thrilling and eventful story will NOT be found in this or any other publication, either now or at any future time.


The truth is, I have got my hero (or heroine) into such a particularly close place, that I do not see how I am ever going to get him (or her) out of it again– and therefore I will wash my hands of the whole business, and leave that person to get out the best way that offers– or else stay there. I thought it was going to be easy enough to straighten out that little difficulty, but it looks different now.







46A Ghost Story




ITOOK A LARGE ROOM, far up Broadway, in a huge old building whose upper stories had been wholly unoccupied for years until I came. The place had long been given up to dust and cobwebs, to solitude and silence. I seemed groping among the tombs and invading the privacy of the dead, that first night I climbed up to my quarters. For the first time in my life a superstitious dread came over me; and as I turned a dark angle of the stairway and an invisible cobweb swung its slazy woof in my face and clung there, I shuddered as one who had encountered a phantom.


I was glad enough when I reached my room and locked out the mold and the darkness. A cheery fire was burning in the grate, and I sat down before it with a comforting sense of relief. For two hours I sat there, thinking of bygone times; recalling old scenes, and summoning half-forgotten faces out of the mists of the past; listening, in fancy, to voices that long ago grew silent for all time, and to once familiar songs that nobody sings now. And as my reverie softened down to a sadder and sadder pathos, the shrieking of the winds outside softened to a wail, the angry beating of the rain against the panes diminished to a tranquil patter, and one by one the noises in the street subsided, until the hurrying footsteps of the last belated straggler died away in the distance and left no sound behind.


The fire had burned low. A sense of loneliness crept over me. I arose and undressed, moving on tiptoe about the room, doing stealthily what I had to do, as if I were environed by sleeping enemies whose slumbers it would be fatal to break. I covered up in bed, and lay listening to the rain and wind and the faint creaking of distant shutters, till they lulled me to sleep.


I slept profoundly, but how long I do not know. All at once I found myself awake, and filled with a shuddering expectancy. All was still. All but my own heart– I could hear it beat. Presently the bedclothes began to slip away slowly toward the foot of the bed, as if someone were pulling them! I could not stir; I could not speak. Still the blankets slipped deliberately away, till my breast was uncovered. Then with a great effort I seized them and drew them over my head. I waited, listened, waited. Once more that steady pull began, and once more I lay torpid a century of dragging seconds till my breast was naked again. At last I roused my energies and snatched the covers back to their place and held them with a strong grip. I waited. By and by I felt a faint tug, and took a fresh grip. The tug strengthened to a steady strain– it grew stronger and stronger. My hold parted, and for the third time the blankets slid away. I groaned. An answering groan came from the foot of the bed! Beaded drops of sweat stood upon my forehead. I was more dead than alive. Presently I heard a heavy footstep in my room– the step of an elephant, it seemed to me– it was not like anything human. But it was moving from me– there was relief in that. I heard it approach the door– pass out without moving bolt or lock– and wander away among the dismal corridors, straining the floors and joists till they creaked again as it passed– and then silence reigned once more.


When my excitement had calmed, I said to myself, “This is a dream– simply a hideous dream.” And so I lay thinking it over until I convinced myself that it was a dream, and then a comforting laugh relaxed my lips and I was happy again. I got up and struck a light; and when I found that the locks and bolts were just as I had left them, another soothing laugh welled in my heart and rippled from my lips. I took my pipe and lit it, and was just sitting down before the fire, when-down went the pipe out of my nerveless fingers, the blood forsook my cheeks, and my placid breathing was cut short with a gasp! In the ashes on the hearth, side by side with my own bare footprint, was another, so vast that in comparison mine was but an infant’s! Then I had had a visitor, and the elephant tread was explained.


I put out the light and returned to bed, palsied with fear. I lay a long time, peering into the darkness, and listening.– Then I heard a grating noise overhead, like the dragging of a heavy body across the floor; then the throwing down of the body, and the shaking of my windows in response to the concussion. In distant parts of the building I heard the muffled slamming of doors. I heard, at intervals, stealthy footsteps creeping in and out among the corridors, and up and down the stairs. Sometimes these noises approached my door, hesitated, and went away again. I heard the clanking of chains faintly, in remote passages, and listened while the clanking grew nearer– while it wearily climbed the stairways, marking each move by the loose surplus of chain that fell with an accented rattle upon each succeeding step as the goblin that bore it advanced. I heard muttered sentences; half-uttered screams that seemed smothered violently; and the swish of invisible garments, the rush of invisible wings. Then I became conscious that my chamber was invaded– that I was not alone. I heard sighs and breathings about my bed, and mysterious whisperings. Three little spheres of soft phosphorescent light appeared on the ceiling directly over my head, clung and glowed there a moment, and then dropped– two of them upon my face and one upon the pillow. They, spattered, liquidly, and felt warm. Intuition told me they had– turned to gouts of blood as they fell– I needed no light to satisfy myself of that. Then I saw pallid faces, dimly luminous, and white uplifted hands, floating bodiless in the air– floating a moment and then disappearing. The whispering ceased, and the voices and the sounds, anal a solemn stillness followed. I waited and listened. I felt that I must have light or die. I was weak with fear. I slowly raised myself toward a sitting posture, and my face came in contact with a clammy hand! All strength went from me apparently, and I fell back like a stricken invalid. Then I heard the rustle of a garment– it seemed to pass to the door and go out.


When everything was still once more, I crept out of bed, sick and feeble, and lit the gas with a hand that trembled as if it were aged with a hundred years. The light brought some little cheer to my spirits. I sat down and fell into a dreamy contemplation of that great footprint in the ashes. By and by its outlines began to waver and grow dim. I glanced up and the broad gas-flame was slowly wilting away. In the same moment I heard that elephantine tread again. I noted its approach, nearer and nearer, along the musty halls, and dimmer and dimmer the light waned. The tread reached my very door and paused– the light had dwindled to a sickly blue, and all things about me lay in a spectral twilight. The door did not open, and yet I felt a faint gust of air fan my cheek, and presently was conscious of a huge, cloudy presence before me. I watched it with fascinated eyes. A pale glow stole over the Thing; gradually its cloudy folds took shape– an arm appeared, then legs, then a body, and last a great sad face looked out of the vapor. Stripped of its filmy housings, naked, muscular and comely, the majestic Cardiff Giant loomed above me!


All my misery vanished– for a child might know that no harm could come with that benignant countenance. My cheerful spirits returned at once, and in sympathy with them the gas flamed up brightly again. Never a lonely outcast was so glad to welcome company as I was to greet the friendly giant. I said:


“Why, is it nobody but you? Do you know, I have been scared to death for the last two or three hours? I am most honestly glad to see you. I wish I had a chair– Here, here, don’t try to sit down in that thing—”


But it was too late. He was in it before I could stop him and down he went– I never saw a chair shivered so in my life.


“Stop, stop, you’ll ruin ev—”


Too late again. There was another crash, and another chair was resolved into its original elements.


“Confound it, haven’t you got any judgment at’ all? Do you want to ruin all the furniture on the place? Here, here, you petrified fool—”


But it was no use. Before I could arrest him he had sat down on the bed, and it was a melancholy ruin.


“Now what sort of a way is that to do? First you come lumbering about the place bringing a legion of vagabond goblins along with you to worry me to death, and then when I overlook an indelicacy of costume which would not be tolerated anywhere by cultivated people except in a respectable theater, and not even there if the nudity were of your sex, you repay me by wrecking all the furniture you can find to sit down on. And why will you? You damage yourself as much as you do me. You have broken off the end of your spinal column, and littered up the floor with chips of your hams till the place looks like a marble yard. You ought to be ashamed of yourself– you are big enough to know better.”


“Well, I will not break any more furniture. But what am I to do? I have not had a chance to sit down for a century.” And the tears came into his eyes.


“Poor devil,” I said, “I should not have been so harsh with you. And you are an orphan, too, no doubt. But sit down on the floor here– nothing else can stand your weight– and besides, we cannot be sociable with you away up there above me; I want you down where I can perch on this high counting-house stool and gossip with you face to face.” So he sat down on the floor, and lit a pipe which I gave him, threw one of my red blankets over his shoulders, inverted my sitz-bath on his head, helmet fashion, and made himself picturesque and comfortable. Then he crossed his ankles, while I renewed the fire, and exposed the flat, honeycombed bottoms of his prodigious feet to the grateful warmth.


“What is the matter with the bottom of your feet and the back of your legs, that they are gouged up so?”


“Infernal chilblains– I caught them clear up to the back of my head, roosting out there under Newell’s farm. But I love the place; I love it as one loves his old home. There is no peace for me like the peace I feel when I am there.”


We talked along for half an hour, and then I noticed that he looked tired, and spoke of it.


“Tired?” he said. “Well, I should think so. And now I will tell you all about it, since you have treated me so well. I am the spirit of the Petrified Man that lies across the street there in the museum. I am the ghost of the Cardiff Giant. I can have no rest, no peace, till they have given that poor body burial again. Now what was the most natural thing for me to do, to make men satisfy this wish? Terrify them into it! haunt the place where the body lay! So I haunted the museum night after night. I even got other spirits to help me. But it did no good, for nobody ever came to the museum at midnight. Then it occurred to me to come over the way and haunt this place a little. I felt that if I ever got a hearing I must succeed, for I had the most efficient company that perdition could furnish. Night after night we have shivered around through these mildewed halls, dragging chains, groaning, whispering, tramping up and down stairs, till, to tell you the truth, I am almost worn out. But when I saw a light in your room tonight I roused my energies again and went at it with a deal of the old freshness. But I am tired out– entirely fagged out. Give me, I beseech you, give me some hope!” I lit off my perch in a burst of excitement, and exclaimed:


“This transcends everything! everything that ever did occur! Why you poor blundering old fossil, you have had all your trouble for nothing– you have been haunting a plaster cast of yourself– the real Cardiff Giant is in Albany!– [A fact. The original fraud was ingeniously and fraudfully duplicated, and exhibited in New York as the “only genuine” Cardiff Giant (to the unspeakable disgust of the owners of the real colossus) at the very same time that the latter was drawing crowds at a museum is Albany,]– Confound it, don’t you know your own remains?”


I never saw such an eloquent look of shame, of pitiable humiliation, overspread a countenance before.


The Petrified Man rose slowly to his feet, and said:


“Honestly, is that true?”


“As true as I am sitting here.”


He took the pipe from his mouth and laid it on the mantel, then stood irresolute a moment (unconsciously, from old habit, thrusting his hands where his pantaloons pockets should have been, and meditatively dropping his chin on his breast); and finally said:


“Well– I never felt so absurd before. The Petrified Man has sold everybody else, and now the mean fraud has ended by selling its own ghost! My son, if there is any charity left in your heart for a poor friendless phantom like me, don’t let this get out. Think how you would feel if you had made such an ass of yourself.”


I heard his stately tramp die away, step by step down the stairs and out into the deserted street, and felt sorry that he was gone, poor fellow– and sorrier still that he had carried off my red blanket and my bath-tub.







47Dining with a Cannibal


(The same being the King of Easter Island in the Pacific Ocean.)




At Sea, Pacific Ocean, Nov. 21.


“JUST AT THIS INSTANT,” continued the King, “she reached him, and he was saved– for as the shark opened his great jaws she thrust her Kaboosh between them, noble girl! propped them wide apart, ran her arms down his throat into his gullet, and recovered the gentleman’s watch! Come here, child, and show the foreigner the shark’s tooth marks on your shoulder.


“I see, I see. It was an intrepid deed. It was noble to save the poor white man from so ghastly a death. And this is the girl that taught you to add bread-fruit to the poi?”


“Yes, the same– the very same. To four-finger poi, you understand– not to all sorts. I will show you– I will make you understand. In the Sandwich Islands and the Marquesas, they make poi out of the taro-root, only. Then, you know, they wouldn’t dream of—. However, I was going to tell you. The native takes the taro-root, which is much like what you describe a turnip to be, and wraps it in plantain leaves, and puts it in a hole in the ground which he has lined with hot stones, don’t you see?– covers it up, lets it roast. Takes it out, pounds it in a great stone dish with a large stone pestle, adds water to this mush, from time to time, to thin it. He sets it away (it is poi, now) in large calabashes. It looks like so much flour paste. At meals, all the family and friends sit around the calabash on their haunches, just as you and I are doing– except that the poor common Kanakas are naked, of course. Ah! no, my friend– because you see me, the great king, in shirt collar and spectacles, you must not imagine that the common subjects must ape grandeur and put on clothes. They sit around the calabash, and eat from it with their hands. Each inserts his fingers and stirs them briskly around till a portion of the pulpy mass adheres to them– then tilts back his head, lets the suspended tail of pulp descend into his open mouth– then his fingers follow and he sucks the remainder from them. Now if the pulp be thick, you can use one finger, if it be thinner, you must use two, or three, or four fingers, accordingly.


“But, as I told you, it was this inspired girl that invented the method of thickening four-finger poi with bread-fruit– and also the flavoring of it with carcasses of the delicious bird which in your tongue you term the grasshopper.”


“Blessed girl!”


“Blessed girl indeed. But pardon me– you– you seem distressed.”


“It is nothing. Poi, even in its native nastiness, is only mildly delicious to me– the addition of the wild game you mention—”


“Ah, say no more. I perceive. But try this dish. It is a fry of bananas and plantains, with oranges sliced in it, and just a spoonful or so of the delightful cherimoya added to give it tone. I conceived the idea of adding the angleworms.”


“It was inspiration.”


“I so regard it. It is so considered by the great chiefs. To the common herd, it is tabu. That is to say, prohibited. Now as regards those missionaries,” continued the king, reflectively scratching his head with the fork which I had presented him, and which he had already learned to us a good deal, though not always in a strictly legitimate way, “as regards those missionaries, I will say, that their landing here was unexpected, but I hastened to give them every protection. And I gave them full privilege to teach. They were the first whites that some of my people had seen, and of course these simple natives had a natural curiosity to experiment upon them. I could not reasonably deny them this little gratification, though I counseled them to practice as little cruelty upon the strangers as was compatible with a fair desire for information and the necessity of wholesome amusement. They removed Johnson’s ears, and that was a thing which I regretted seriously until it was explained to me that a great chief’s little sick child desired them to play with– and if you could have seen how much more contented and restful the poor young thing was after it acquired them, you would have felt how blessed a thing it is to be able to contribute to the happiness of even a little child.”


“It was the impulse of a generous heart– it was a spirit of liberality as rare is it is beautiful. And how did Johnson like it?”


“Oh, Johnson said it was the will of God. It was like Johnson to say that. But the missionaries were right well treated, on the whole. The natives tried various interesting experiments upon them, such as stretching them and scalping them, and all that sort of thing, and I killed one of them myself, not in malice, but because I had a curious caprice to see how he would go with canine. He was a failure. Old and tough. Underdone, my wahine said– a shade too venerable, I said. Give me pungency and tenderness for a combination. Onions and infancy is my idea of comfort. But here comes a dish which you will like, my good haole– baked dog and yams– project your teeth in this direction and nip this slice from the contrivance which you call a fork. A man, if he is anything of an epicure, is bound to like this dish. It is, par excellence, the national dish– no luau is complete without it. A luau is a grand feast, my friend– feast is what the word means. Do you know that the edible dog of this land is a perfectly proper and elegant beast for human consumption? It is even so. He is never, never allowed to touch meat. He is fed wholly on poi– a strictly vegetable diet. He is reared in the house– sleeps with his owners, male or female– rides horseback with them, travels in the boat with them– is their inseparable pet and companion. They love him tenderly in life, and in death they turn not away from him. They eat him. They stuff his body full of plantains, bananas, yams, and other dainties, and cook him among hot stones, buried in a hole in the ground. Not a breath of the aroma, not a drop of the combined juices escapes. You people don’t know how to cook. [10] No, as I was saying, the Kanakas experimented a good deal on the missionaries in the interest of science, and the experiments were generally fatal, though I urged them not to waste the missionaries, for we could not know when we would have another lot. But among those that arrived was Williams, and it was he that sent home those damaging reports to your country, in which he spoke of the treatment of his brethren in a peevish, fault-finding spirit, ill becoming to his sacred calling. I suppose your people believed every word of it, and just jumped to the conclusion that we were a bad, inhospitable race. Never explained about Johnson’s ears, perhaps?– never told why I killed that other fellow?– confound me, it does seem to me that some people take pleasure in misrepresenting things, and bringing obliquity upon their fellow-creatures. Sometimes I feel as if I had rather be dead and at rest. The world seems so shameless in its judgments, and one’s life is so embittered by the malicious criticisms of those whose hearts are not in sympathy with him.”


“It was pitiful in that Williams, after all you had done for his party.”


“I should say so! But never mind, let’s be cheerful, anyway. How are you making out? Let me help you to a fried plantain. Take some more of the pup? No? Try some of the human being? By George, this fellow is done to a charm. You’ll like him. He was a Frenchman– splendid chap– young and hale and hearty, beautiful to look upon. Do you prefer white meat or dark? Let me help you to some of the breast. Ah me, I have known this young star for thirteen years– fished with him, swam with him, gave a couple of my sisters and four aunts to him. I loved him. He was always good. He is good now.”


Taking up a fragment of his late brother-in-law, the king took a bite and then gazed long and pensively upon the remainder, till by and by the muscles of his mouth began to twitch with emotion, and presently two or three great tears welled from his eyes and coursed down his cheeks. Then, in a choking voice he murmured:


“Alas, they have fried him.”


I laid down the breast bone of deceased and burst into tears also. Such is the sympathetic power of grief. It was nothing to me whether the fried him or boiled him; it was nothing to me how this poor foreigner was cooked, I was only eating him out of a vain curiosity, and not because I loved him, not because I respected him, not because I wished to curry favor with his relatives. Yet, I wept.


“They have fried him!” said the King. “Alas, poor Gautier. However, let us cheer up, let us be content. But I will have my cook for breakfast for this– and I will fry him, and see how he likes it. There is nothing like a sharp example, to teach men, my friend. But don’t be idle, sir– take some more of the fried Frenchman. I ought to be ashamed to offer you such a dish, but you see how I am situated. He ought to have been baked– this fellow ought. We always bake a Frenchman– we never think of frying him. But I wish you had known this fellow– so kind, so gentle, so loving, and you see yourself how tender he is. But that Williams business– I wish you would straighten that up for me when you go back to America. If your people only know the facts in the case, they would not blame me. It is a little hard, after I have spent all these years in building up a good name, to have it all knocked in the head by this shabby adventurer. Now what is called a ‘hideous revel’ and a ‘feast of devils,’ and all sorts of vile and wicked names, was nothing in the world, I give you my sacred honor, but a simple barbecue– seventeen old crippled natives of no account under the sun, just an expense to the community, and, fricasséed them to give a little treat to some visiting town chiefs (aldermen you call them in your country), who were here for a day or two from Wonga Island. ‘Feast of devils,’ indeed! Feast of dried up, skinny old rapscallions that the island is a thousand times better off without, and I am sure it was honorable in us to be hospitable to those strangers. Though between you and me it was an awful swindle on them– tough, oh, don’t mention it!– more cholera, malaria, and indigestion, and general suffering among those chiefs, you never saw the like of it in your life! Now, Twain, you see how much truth there is in William’s statements?– all that row about nothing. You can set this thing right in your country– you can do it easy– simply just explain the facts– and anything I can do for you, I’ll do it– you can depend on me. Send me a copy of your Weekly. I can’t read it, but a little literature can’t hurt a man anyhow. Caesar’s ghost!”


“Oh Heaven! what is the matter, your gracious majesty?”


“Oh, misery, Oh murder, Oh desperation.”


“Oh, what is it, your imperial majesty? I beseech you!”


He had sprung to his feet, and his fixed eyes were staring at the fried meat before him.


“Oh my brain reels. This hair a Frenchman’s hair? There must be some mistake! A horrid suspicion bursts upon me! Ah, what is this I see?– this thing?– this accusing mark! A strawberry on the left arm– it is, it is, my long-lost brother!”


Alas, it was even so. It was his long-lost brother– what was left of him. Poor, poor fellow, he was only fit to be shoveled into a basket and given to the poor, now. The king fell to the floor insensible. He grew worse and worse, and the next day his removal to the country was ordered. Many sympathizing relatives and friends followed the procession and did what they could to alleviate the sufferings of their unhappy sovereign.


I found out afterward that the sweetheart of the Frenchman had made a surreptitious exchange of marketing in the king’s kitchen before daybreak on that fatal day. She had bought the king’s brother from a wandering tribe that belonged in the great wilderness at the other end of the island. She bought him purposely to make that exchange, though of course she did not know who he was. The girl and the Frenchman escaped from the island in a canoe that very night and were happily married. Or drowned, I don’t know which. I would have liked to taste that Frenchman.



[10] Note– This is the process really followed in all the South Pacific Islands.– Mark Twain.









48A Tribute to Anson Burlingame


(February, 1870)




ON WEDNESDAY, in St. Petersburg, Mr. Burlingame died after a short illness. It is not easy to comprehend, at an instant’s warning, the exceeding magnitude of the loss which mankind sustains in this death– the loss which all nations and all peoples sustain in it. For he had outgrown the narrow citizenship of a state and become a citizen of the world; and his charity was large enough and his great heart warm enough to feel for all its races and to labor for them. He was a true man, a brave man, an earnest man, a liberal man, a just man, a generous man, in all his ways and by all his instincts a noble man; he was a man of education and culture, a finished conversationalist, a ready, able, and graceful speaker, a man of great brain, a broad and deep and weighty thinker. He was a great man– a very, very great man. He was imperially endowed by nature; he was faithfully befriended by circumstances, and he wrought gallantly always, in whatever station he found himself.


He was a large, handsome man, with such a face as children instinctively trust in, and homeless and friendless creatures appeal to without fear. He was courteous at all times and to all people, and he had the rare and winning faculty of being always interested in whatever a man had to say– a faculty which he possessed simply because nothing was trivial to him which any man or woman or child had at heart. When others said harsh things about even unconscionable and intrusive bores after they had retired from his presence, Mr. Burlingame often said a generous word in their favor, but never an unkind one.


A chivalrous generosity was his most marked characteristic– large charity, a noble kindliness that could not comprehend narrowness or meanness. It is this that shows out in his fervent abolitionism, manifested at a time when it was neither very creditable nor very safe to hold such a creed; it was this that prompted him to hurl his famous Brooks-and-Sumner speech in the face of an astonished South at a time when all the North was smarting under the sneers and taunts and material aggressions of admired and applauded Southerners. It was this that made him so warmly espouse the cause of Italian liberty– an espousal so pointed and so vigorous as to attract the attention of Austria, which empire afterward declined to receive him when he was appointed Austrian envoy by Mr. Lincoln. It was this trait which prompted him to punish Americans in China when they imposed upon the Chinese. It was this trait which moved him, in framing treaties, to frame them in the broad interest of the world, instead of selfishly seeking to acquire advantages for his own country alone and at the expense of the other party to the treaty, as had always before been the recognized “diplomacy.” It was this trait which was and is the soul of the crowning achievements of his career, the treaties with America and England in behalf of China. In every labor of this man’s life there was present a good and noble motive; and in nothing that he ever did or said was there anything small or base. In real greatness, ability, grandeur of character, and achievement, he stood head and shoulders above all the Americans of today, save one or two.


Without any noise, or any show, or any flourish, Mr. Burlingame did a score of things of shining mark during his official residence in China. They were hardly heard of away here in America. When he first went to China, he found that with all their kingly powers, American envoys were still not of much consequence in the eyes of their countrymen of either civil or official position. But he was a man who was always “posted.” He knew all about the state of things he would find in China before he sailed from America. And so he took care to demand and receive additional powers before he turned his back upon Washington. When the customary consular irregularities placidly continued and he notified those officials that such irregularities must instantly cease, and they inquired with insolent flippancy what the consequence might be in case they did not cease, he answered blandly that he would dismiss them, from the highest to the lowest! (He had quietly come armed with absolute authority over their official lives.) The consular irregularities ceased. A far healthier condition of American commercial interests ensued there.


To punish a foreigner in China was an unheard-of thing. There was no way of accomplishing it. Each Embassy had its own private district or grounds, forced from the imperial government, and into that sacred district Chinese law officers could not intrude. All foreigners guilty of offenses against Chinamen were tried by their own countrymen, in these holy places, and as no Chinese testimony was admitted, the culprit almost always went free. One of the very first things Mr. Burlingame did was to make a Chinaman’s oath as good as a foreigner’s; and in his ministerial court, through Chinese and American testimony combined, he very shortly convicted a noted American ruffian of murdering a Chinaman. And now a community accustomed to light sentences were naturally startled when, under Mr. Burlingame’s hand, and bearing the broad seal of the American Embassy, came an order to take him out and hang him!


Mr. Burlingame broke up the “extra-territorial” privileges (as they were called), as far as our country was concerned, and made justice as free to all and as untrammeled in the metes and bounds of its jurisdiction, in China, as ever it was in any land.


Mr. Burlingame was the leading spirit in the cooperative policy. He got the Imperial College established. He procured permission for an American to open the coal mines of China. Through his efforts China was the first country to close her ports against the war vessels of the Southern Confederacy; and Prince Kung’s order, in this matter, was singularly energetic, comprehensive, and in earnest. The ports were closed then, and never opened to a Southern warship afterward.


Mr. Burlingame “construed” the treaties existing between China and the other nations. For many years the ablest diplomatists had vainly tried to come to a satisfactory understanding of certain obscure clauses of these treaties, and more than once powder had been burned in consequences of failure to come to such understandings. But the clear and comprehensive intellect of the American envoy reduced the wordy tangle of diplomatic phrases to a plain and honest handful of paragraphs, and these were unanimously and thankfully accepted by the other foreign envoys, and officially declared by them to be a thorough and satisfactory elucidation of all the uncertain clauses in the treaties.


Mr. Burlingame did a mighty work, and made official intercourse with China lucid, simple, and systematic, thenceforth for all time, when he persuaded that government to adopt and accept the code of international law by which the civilized nations of the earth are guided and controlled.


It is not possible to specify all the acts by which Mr. Burlingame made himself largely useful to the world during his official residence in China. At least it would not be possible to do it without making this sketch too lengthy and pretentious for a newspaper article.


Mr. Burlingame’s short history– for he was only forty-seven– reads like a fairy tale. Its successes, its surprises, its happy situations, occur all along, and each new episode is always an improvement upon the one which went before it.


He begins life an assistant in a surveying party away out on the Western frontier; then enters a branch of a Western college; then passes through Harvard with the honors; becomes a Boston lawyer and looks back complacently from his high perch upon the old days when he was a surveyor nobody in the woods; becomes a state senator, and makes laws; still advancing, goes to the Constitutional Convention and makes regulations wherewith to rule the makers of laws; enters Congress and smiles back upon the Legislature and the Boston lawyer, and from these smiles still back upon the country surveyor, recognizes that he is known to fame in Massachusetts; challenges Brooks and is known to the nation; next, with a long stride upward, he is clothed with ministerial dignity and journeys to the under side of the world to represent the youngest in the court of the oldest of the nations; and finally, after years go by, we see him moving serenely among the crowned heads of the Old World, a magnate with secretaries and undersecretaries about him, a retinue of quaint, outlandish Orientals in his wake, and a long following of servants– and the world is aware that his salary is unbelievably enormous, not to say imperial, and likewise knows that he is in vested with power to make treaties with all the chief nations of the earth, and that he bears the stately title of Ambassador, and in his person represents the mysterious and awful grandeur of that vague colossus, the Emperor of China, his mighty empire and his four hundred millions of subjects! Down what a dreamy vista his backward glance must stretch, now, to reach the insignificant surveyor in the Western woods!


He was a good man, and a very, very great man. America lost a son, and all the world a servant, when he died.







49“A Big Thing”


Commentary on an enthusiastic article in a Kentucky newspaper, “The Richest Silver Mine in the World,” about a doctor’s discovery of an amazing deposit of “nearly pure silver.”




HOW FAMILIAR that old gushing tiresome bosh is. If the “very respectable gentleman, a physician,” had learned his trade in the silver regions of Nevada in the flush time of ’63 and ’4, he could not clatter off his little narrative with a happier glibness. In fact, he must have served his apprenticeship there, he must have done it, for his story is so marvelously like the old frantic Nevada style. If you will notice, he comes to this credulous editor in the same old mysterious way– no names mentioned, nor no precise locality or definite abiding place, but he looms vague and vast in the solemn garb of an awful “respectability,”– and away up on top of that, he piles the impressive grandeur of a Physician’s Diploma. Oh, this fine old “respectable” dodge– how many trusting communities have I seen it bring to grief!


There you have Mystery and Respectability– two things that were never wanting in accounts of grand silver discoveries in Nevada. Next, it will be observed, this mysterious physician “is the possessor of the secret of discovering the presence of buried and hidden metals.” How customary was this same remarkable gift in Nevada once! I have seen more than four hundred “gold-finders,” first and last, but I never saw anybody that ever heard of one of them ever finding anything. So strange, so very strange it seems, and yet is so true. Even at this distant day it is not without a pang that I recall how for four dreadful weeks I followed step by step in the track of a “Professor” with a hazel stick in his hand– a “divining rod”– which was to turn and tilt down and point to the gold whenever we came to any. But we never came to any, I suppose. At least it never pointed but once, and that was straight at the center of a pile of granite boulders two hundred and fifty feet high. But I followed that man through chaparral, and sage-brush, and rock cañons, and over barren, blasted deserts and dreary and hideous mountains, in hunger, thirst, and wretchedness till both of us were nearly dead, and ought to have been entirely so if it be any object to administer rigid uncompromising justice in this world. And now, after such a long, long time, how pleasant it is to “tree” one of those old-time “possessors of the secret,” and hear him sing his same old tune. How softly, sweetly familiar the “whang” of it is. And to think how, only seven short years ago I would have gone with an awe-stricken curiosity and a shuddering belief in his mysterious power, upon this Kentucky doctor and his “divining rod!” Ah, how times do change! The divining rod man, who long ago fell from his high estate in Nevada, and became a creature to be jeered at and hooted, turns up in far off Louisville, at this distant day, in all his pristine “respectability,” and is endorsed by the Journal. Well, well, well, how I would delight to see once more that poor harmless old fraud, the man who “possesses the secret.”


Mystery, Respectability, Secret and Peculiar Power. How the ancient Nevada ear-marks do stick out. He “discovered a deposit of nearly pure silver.” That is just as it used to be, exactly. Inexperienced people imagine that gold and silver, in mining countries, lie scattered around in slugs and ingots on the surface of the ground, and simply have to be gathered up. Therefore, the speculator who has such a class in his eye (like a Kentucky population, for instance) boldly declares his discovery of mines of “nearly pure silver!” It is a good card for the inexperienced– a most excellent card– but how serenely would an old miner give such a thing the go-by. Because he would say to himself that if the stuff really were nearly pure silver, that was a mine to be shunned as if it bore sulphurets of smallpox or pyrites of cholera; because there were ninety-nine chances in favor of its being a mere “pocket” that would work out in a week and not pay for the time and trouble expended on it. It used to be profitable to find that kind of mine in Nevada, but now that the people have been educated by scorching experience, the speculator who would get them to bite with any sort of cheerfulness must bait his hood with a mine that yields only a paltry fifty ounces of silver to two thousand pounds of ore– that is to say, fifty dollars a ton. The ore of the surest and most lasting mines does not pay more. This Louisville mine which promises to yield “nearly pure” silver– say twenty thousand dollars a ton– is situated just right. It was a happy sagacity, a more than human wisdom, that located it in Kentucky instead of Nevada.


The Kentucky doctor has the good old fashion of “taking out a number of pieces of the ore” (carefully selected from the mass for their particular and peculiar richness), “for assay”– and upon that assay bases his declaration that his ore is nearly pure silver– which is just the same as assaying a desperado’s one virtue, courage, and proving by it that the mass of him goes twenty thousand dollars to the ton in pure virtue, and hence he is a saint. Just the same as assaying one raisin in a fruit-cake, and thus proving that the cake is a solid mass of raisins.


“The mine is inexhaustible!” This man was educated in Nevada. There can be no sort of question about it. And he is one of those good old-time wonder discoverers (an extinct race there, now) who really believes his own marvel. I can see him so plainly, bending over the Louisville reporter’s desk, talking low and excitedly, fishing out of his rusty overcoat pocket a fragment of white rock streaked with blue, and spasmodically smacking it against his tongue– then examining it close and anxiously, maybe with a little eye-glass [illegible] – giving it another lick and a still closer consideration– then a feverish:


“There, there it is! see it? right there at the end of my finger!” (showing a poor little speck of ore.) “Rich?– Oh, don’t mention it. That’s from the Christopher Columbus– there’s ten thousand tons just like this in sight! This other piece is from the extension of the Columbus– and this is from the Poor Man’s Hope– and this from the Last Chance– and this is from the Black Avenger– and this is from the [Winning Ticket ?]– and this from the Branch Mint– and this—”


And by this time, or a little later, the reporter’s table is freighted with rocky fragments, and the miner’s overcoat pockets are exhausted. But not his wind. Oh, no– that never gives out. He goes on to say (how dear the old familiar brag is to me!)– The “discoverer” goes on to say, “White Pine is a mere pocket compared with this mine!” (And the reporter infallibly gets infected with the miner’s feverish extravagance and makes that same remark in his paper on his own responsibility. It will be observed by [illegible] that the reporter has never seen either the mine or the assay.)


“THE NATIONAL DEBT COULD BE PAID FROM THE MINE AND SCARCELY BE MISSED!” Come to these arms, thou deathless, thou eternal, thou perennial household-word of the Speculating Professor of the good old times! How many, many National Debts have I seen paid with this same sort of mine! And how many, many just such mines have I seen, which could pay that debt “without missing it”– mines that (in fancy) paid that debt, interest and all, and then died, sighing plaintively for more National Debts to conquer. Died, and left their own debts unpaid and their stockholders paupers. Proceed, now, you Louisville benefactor. The national finances are safe once more. You have “got the world by the scruff of the neck”– (How did you manage to forget to say that?– how could you have forgotten it, and it such a blood relation of all your other talk? I never saw one of your kind before, that hadn’t “the world by the scruff of the neck.” This Kentucky doctor must have said that, and the reporter basely left it out.)


Next we have some more time-honored Nevada cant about the mysterious physician being “very confident” (after all that absolute certainty, he dwindles down in the same old stupid Nevada way to being “very confident”– as if any man’s being “very confident” was evidence of anything), that he has got a “big thing” (the same old popular slang of the canyons and gullies), and


“As soon as the roads get good in the Spring—”


And so forth and so on– but in the meantime he is infallibly and unquestionably willing to part with just a few shares– only a few– to especial and particular friends, and merely as a personal favor– and if he cannot get one price he will cheerfully take another. These bad roads and wintry weather have sold many a “nearly pure” silver mine that would have remained on the discoverer’s hands if it had been possible for people to visit and examine it. I never knew one of these marvelous discoveries to be made in good weather. It is singular, but it is true.


“In the Spring” the doctor is going to “develop the mine in earnest.” Which is another unfortunate expression– for any novice knows that a “nearly pure” silver vein requires no “development.” Would one go gravely to work to “develop” water in a river, or ice in the polar regions, or rocks in a New Hampshire “farm?” Are not such things in such places already “developed?” And is not likewise the metal in a mine that is “nearly pure” silver and “contains a larger per cent. of silver than any ore hitherto discovered!” I have seen two silver mines whose ore yielded twenty thousand dollars a ton (they lasted forty-eight hours), but they did not need any “developing.”


Mystery, Respectability, Possession of the Secret, Incredible Richness, Ingenuity in Selecting Specimens for Assay, National Debt to be Liquidated, the Customary Dwindling from the Imposing Grandeur of Absolute Certainty to “The Gentleman is Very Confident,” and finally, the resolve to “Develop”– “When the Roads are Better.” Such is the inventory. Such is the old, old, threadbare formula of a empty, baseless, bottomless “Astounding Discovery” of the “early days” of each and every new mining country that ever was opened up in the world began. There is not a trademark missing. In fact, a new one is added. For, through all this old stale bait projects the point of a hook such as was never used in the mining-fraud fisheries before, probably– viz., the quiet reference to those “4000 acres of land” which the doctor owns– and I feel driven to borrow and wager enormous sums of money that he will not care the value of a straw whether he ever “develops” a shovelful of his marvelous mine or sells a foot of it, provided he succeeds in getting rid of those 4000 acres of his at a comfortable figure.


This mighty noise about a dazzling mining discovery is a familiar old imposture, but this is surely the first time that ever it was used to create a sale for land. In a mining country the people would let the doctor have a certain little share of the mine and they would take the rest– and it never would occur to them that it was necessary to buy his land before they dug through it to get at their silver. Because, when you have “taken up” a mine, you have a legal right to dig for it– and if another man owns the farm that is on top of it, it is a very grave misfortune for him, because the only way he has of protecting that farm from destruction, is to move it.


Finally– and without meaning any impertinence or any offense– I wish to ask the Louisville reporter the old familiar question, so common among reporters in the mines: “How many ‘feet’ did the doctor give you?” (“Feet” are shares.) We always got “feet,” in Nevada, for whooping about a Nearly-Pure-Silver-National-Debt-Liquidator in this gushing way.


Mark Twain.


Buffalo, March 12.







50A Mysterious Visit




THE FIRST NOTICE that was taken of me when I “settled down” recently was by a gentleman who said he was an assessor, and connected with the U. S. Internal Revenue Department. I said I had never heard of his branch of business before, but I was very glad to see him all the same. Would he sit down? He sat down. I did not know anything particular to say, and yet I felt that people who have arrived at the dignity of keeping house must be conversational, must be easy and sociable in company. So, in default of anything else to say, I asked him if he was opening his shop in our neighborhood.


He said he was. (I did not wish to appear ignorant, but I had hoped he would mention what he had for sale.)


I ventured to ask him “How was trade?” And he said “So-so.”


I then said we would drop in, and if we liked his house as well as any other, we would give him our custom.


He said he thought we would like his establishment well enough to confine ourselves to it– said he never saw anybody who would go off and hunt up another man in his line after trading with him once.


That sounded pretty complacent, but barring that natural expression of villainy which we all have, the man looked honest enough.


I do not know how it came about exactly, but gradually we appeared to melt down and run together, conversationally speaking, and then everything went along as comfortably as clockwork.


We talked, and talked, and talked– at least I did; and we laughed, and laughed, and laughed– at least he did. But all the time I had my presence of mind about me– I had my native shrewdness turned on “full head,” as the engineers say. I was determined to find out all about his business in spite of his obscure answers– and I was determined I would have it out of him without his suspecting what I was at. I meant to trap him with a deep, deep ruse. I would tell him all about my own business, and he would naturally so warm to me during this seductive burst of confidence that he would forget himself, and tell me all about his affairs before he suspected what I was about. I thought to myself, My son, you little know what an old fox you are dealing with. I said:


“Now you never would guess what I made lecturing this winter and last spring?”


“No– don’t believe I could, to save me. Let me see– let me see. About two thousand dollars, maybe? But no; no, sir, I know you couldn’t have made that much. Say seventeen hundred, maybe?”


“Ha! ha! I knew you couldn’t. My lecturing receipts for last spring and this winter were fourteen thousand seven hundred and fifty dollars. What do you think of that?”


“Why, it is amazing-perfectly amazing. I will make a note of it. And you say even this wasn’t all?”


“All! Why bless you, there was my income from the Daily Warwhoop for four months– about– about– well, what should you say to about eight thousand dollars, for instance?”


“Say! Why, I should say I should like to see myself rolling in just such another ocean of affluence. Eight thousand! I’ll make a note of it. Why man!– and on top of all this am I to understand that you had still more income?”


“Ha! ha! ha! Why, you’re only in the suburbs of it, so to speak. There’s my book, The Innocents Abroad– price $3.50 to $5, according to the binding. Listen to me. Look me in the eye. During the last four months and a half, saying nothing of sales before that, but just simply during the four months and a half, we’ve sold ninety-five thousand copies of that book. Ninety-five thousand! Think of it. Average four dollars a copy, say. It’s nearly four hundred thousand dollars, my son. I get half.”


“The suffering Moses! I’ll set that down. Fourteen-seven-fifty– eight– two hundred. Total, say– well, upon my word, the grand total is about two hundred and thirteen or fourteen thousand dollars! Is that possible?”


“Possible! If there’s any mistake it’s the other way. Two hundred and fourteen thousand, cash, is my income for this year if I know how to cipher.”


Then the gentleman got up to go. It came over me most uncomfortably that maybe I had made my revelations for nothing, besides being flattered into stretching them considerably by the stranger’s astonished exclamations. But no; at the last moment the gentleman handed me a large envelope, and said it contained his advertisement; and that I would find out all about his business in it; and that he would be happy to have my custom– would, in fact, be proud to have the custom of a man of such prodigious income; and that he used to think there were several wealthy men in the city, but when they came to trade with him he discovered that they barely had enough to live on; and that, in truth, it had been such a weary, weary age since he had seen a rich man face to face, and talked to him, and touched him with his hands, that he could hardly refrain from embracing me– in fact, would esteem it a great favor if I would let him embrace me.


This so pleased me that I did not try to resist, but allowed this simple-hearted stranger to throw his arms about me and weep a few tranquilizing tears down the back of my neck. Then he went his way.


As soon as he was gone I opened his advertisement. I studied it attentively for four minutes. I then called up the cook, and said:


“Hold me while I faint! Let Marie turn the griddle-cakes.”


By and by, when I came to, I sent down to the rum-mill on the corner and hired an artist by the week to sit up nights and curse that stranger, and give me a lift occasionally in the daytime when I came to a hard place.


Ah, what a miscreant he was! His “advertisement” was nothing in the world but a wicked tax-return– a string of impertinent questions about my private affairs, occupying the best part of four fools-cap pages of fine print– questions, I may remark, gotten up with such marvelous ingenuity that the oldest man in the world couldn’t understand what the most of them were driving at– questions, too, that were calculated to make a man report about four times his actual income to keep from swearing to a falsehood. I looked for a loophole, but there did not appear to be any. Inquiry No. 1 covered my case as generously and as amply as an umbrella could cover an ant-hill:



What were your profits, during the past year, from any trade, business, or vocation, wherever carried on?




And that inquiry was backed up by thirteen others of an equally searching nature, the most modest of which required information as to whether I had committed any burglary or highway robbery, or, by any arson or other secret source of emolument had acquired property which was not enumerated in my statement of income as set opposite to inquiry No. 1.


It was plain that that stranger had enabled me to make a goose of myself. It was very, very plain; and so I went out and hired another artist. By working on my vanity, the stranger had seduced me into declaring an income of two hundred and fourteen thousand dollars. By law, one thousand dollars of this was exempt from income tax– the only relief I could see, and it was only a drop in the ocean. At the legal five per cent., I must pay to the government the sum of ten thousand six hundred and fifty dollars, income tax!


(I may remark, in this place, that I did not do it.)


I am acquainted with a very opulent man, whose house is a palace, whose table is regal, whose outlays are enormous, yet a man who has no income, as I have often noticed by the revenue returns; and to him I went for advice in my distress. He took my dreadful exhibition of receipts, he put on his glasses, he took his pen, and presto!– I was a pauper! It was the neatest thing that ever was. He did it simply by deftly manipulating the bill of “DEDUCTIONS.” He set down my “State, national, and municipal taxes” at so much; my “losses by shipwreck; fire, etc.,” at so much; my “losses on sales of real estate”– on “live stock sold”– on “payments for rent of homestead”– on “repairs, improvements, interest”– on “previously taxed salary as an officer of the United States army, navy, revenue service,” and other things. He got astonishing “deductions” out of each and every one of these matters– each and every one of them. And when he was done he handed me the paper, and I saw at a glance that during the year my income, in the way of profits, had been one thousand two hundred and fifty dollars and forty cents.


“Now,” said he, “the thousand dollars is exempt by law. What you want to do is to go and swear this document in and pay tax on the two hundred and fifty dollars.”


(While he was making this speech his little boy Willie lifted a two-dollar greenback out of his vest pocket and vanished with it, and I would wager; anything that if my stranger were to call on that little boy tomorrow he would make a false return of his income.)


“Do you,” said I, “do you always work up the ‘deductions’ after this fashion in your own case, sir?”


“Well, I should say so! If it weren’t for those eleven saving clauses under the head of ‘Deductions’ I should be beggared every year to support this hateful and wicked, this extortionate and tyrannical government.”


This gentleman stands away up among the very best of the solid men of the city– the men of moral weight, of commercial integrity, of unimpeachable, social spotlessness– and so I bowed to his example. I went down to the revenue office, and under the accusing eyes of my old visitor I stood up and swore to lie after lie, fraud after fraud, villainy after villainy, till my soul was coated inches and inches thick with perjury, and my self-respect gone for ever and ever.


But what of it? It is nothing more than thousands of the richest and proudest, and most respected, honored, and courted men in America do every year. And so I don’t care. I am not ashamed. I shall simply, for the present, talk little and eschew fireproof gloves, lest I fall into certain dreadful habits irrevocably.







51Mark Twain on Agriculture


(Ed. Buffalo Express)—

The following letter refers to an arrangement under which our associate Mark Twain is to edit and conduct one of the departments in The Galaxy:




Buffalo, April 2.


Mr. F. F. Church, Editor of the Galaxy:


Dear Sir: My own paper, the Buffalo Express, does not occupy my entire time, and therefore I accept your offer, and from the present time forward will edit and conduct a “Department of Agriculture” in The Galaxy Magazine. I thank you for leaving to me the selection of a department, and in choosing that of Agriculture, I feel that my judgement has answered your highest expectations.


I have not made this choice [at haphazard?]. After careful survey of the ground, I saw that the subject of agriculture had been wholly overlooked by the magazines of the day as a sensational topic, and that all that was necessary for me to do was to enter in and seize this rich opportunity. Fortune is secured to us. Nothing can prevent such a consummation. In this virgin soil I will insert a reaping-hook that shall blossom like the rose; upon this [illegible] desert I will launch a triumphal barge; in this deep mine of affluence I will plant a sturdy tree of prosperity whose fragrance shall slake the hunger of the naked, and whose sheltering branches shall stretch abroad until they wash the shores of the remotest lands of the earth.


I never can touch the subject of Agriculture without getting excited. But you understand what I mean. Under the head of “Memoranda,” I shall take hold of that neglected topic, and by means of a series of farming and grazing articles of blood-curdling interest will proceed to lift the subject of Agriculture into the first rank of literary respectability.


Herewith please find my manuscript for your May number.


Mark Twain.


P.S.– I have no practical knowledge of Agriculture, but that will not interfere. You may have noticed that the less I know about a subject the more confidence I have, and the more new light I throw on it.







52A Curious Dream


Containing a Moral




NIGHT BEFORE LAST I had a singular dream. I seemed to be sitting on a doorstep (in no particular city perhaps) ruminating, and the time of night appeared to be about twelve or one o’clock. The weather was balmy and delicious. There was no human sound in the air, not even a footstep. There was no sound of any kind to emphasize the dead stillness, except the occasional hollow barking of a dog in the distance and the fainter answer of a further dog. Presently up the street I heard a bony clack-clacking, and guessed it was the castanets of a serenading party. In a minute more a tall skeleton, hooded, and half clad in a tattered and moldy shroud, whose shreds were flapping about the ribby latticework of its person, swung by me with a stately stride and disappeared in the gray gloom of the starlight. It had a broken and worm-eaten coffin on its shoulder and a bundle of something in its hand. I knew what the clack-clacking was then; it was this party’s joints working together, and his elbows knocking against his sides as he walked. I may say I was surprised. Before I could collect my thoughts and enter upon any speculations as to what this apparition might portend, I heard another one coming for I recognized his clack-clack. He had two-thirds of a coffin on his shoulder, and some foot- and head-boards under his arm. I mightily wanted, to peer under his hood and speak to him, but when he turned and smiled upon me with his cavernous sockets and his projecting grin as he went by, I thought I would not detain him. He was hardly gone when I heard the clacking again, and another one issued from the shadowy half-light. This one was bending under a heavy gravestone, and dragging a shabby coffin after him by a string. When he got to me he gave me a steady look for a moment or two, and then rounded to and backed up to me, saying:


“Ease this down for a fellow, will you?”


I eased the gravestone down till it rested on the ground, and in doing so noticed that it bore the name of “John Baxter Copmanhurst,” with “May, 1839,” as the date of his death. Deceased sat wearily down by me, and wiped his os frontis with his major maxillary– chiefly from former habit I judged, for I could not see that he brought away any perspiration.


“It is too bad, too bad,” said he, drawing the remnant of the shroud about him and leaning his jaw pensively on his hand. Then he put his left foot up on his knee and fell to scratching his anklebone absently with a rusty nail which he got out of his coffin.


“What is too bad, friend?”


“Oh, everything, everything. I almost wish I never had died.”


“You surprise me. Why do you say this? Has anything gone wrong? What is the matter?”


“Matter! Look at this shroud-rags. Look at this gravestone, all battered up. Look at that disgraceful old coffin. All a man’s property going to ruin and destruction before his eyes, and ask him if anything is wrong? Fire and brimstone!”


“Calm yourself, calm yourself,” I said. “It is too bad– it is certainly too bad, but then I had not supposed that you would much mind such matters situated as you are.”


“Well, my dear sir, I do mind them. My pride is hurt, and my comfort is impaired– destroyed, I might say. I will state my case– I will put it to you in such a way that you can comprehend it, if you will let me,” said the poor skeleton, tilting the hood of his shroud back, as if he were clearing for action, and thus unconsciously giving himself a jaunty and festive air very much at variance with the grave character of his position in life– so to speak– and in prominent contrast with his distressful mood.


“Proceed,” said I.


“I reside in the shameful old graveyard a block or two above you here, in this street– there, now, I just expected that cartilage would let go!– third rib from the bottom, friend, hitch the end of it to my spine with a string, if you have got such a thing about you, though a bit of silver wire is a deal pleasanter, and more durable and becoming, if one keeps it polished– to think of shredding out and going to pieces in this way, just on account of the indifference and neglect of one’s posterity!”– and the poor ghost grated his teeth in a way that gave me a wrench and a shiver– for the effect is mightily increased by the absence of muffling flesh and cuticle. “I reside in that old graveyard, and have for these thirty years; and I tell you things are changed since I first laid this old tired frame there, and turned over, and stretched out for a long sleep, with a delicious sense upon me of being done with bother, and grief, and anxiety, and doubt, and fear, forever and ever, and listening with comfortable and increasing satisfaction to the sexton’s work, from the startling clatter of his first spadeful on my coffin till it dulled away to the faint patting that shaped the roof of my new home– delicious! My! I wish you could try it tonight!” and out of my reverie deceased fetched me a rattling slap with a bony hand.


“Yes, sir, thirty years ago I laid me down there, and was happy. For it was out in the country then– out in the breezy, flowery, grand old woods, and the lazy winds gossiped with the leaves, and the squirrels capered over us and around us, and the creeping things visited us, and the birds filled the tranquil solitude with music. Ah, it was worth ten years of a man’s life to be dead then! Everything was pleasant. I was in a good neighborhood, for all the dead people that lived near me belonged to the best families in the city. Our posterity appeared to think the world of us. They kept our graves in the very best condition; the fences were always in faultless repair, head-boards were kept painted or whitewashed, and were replaced with new ones as soon as they began to look rusty or decayed; monuments were kept upright, railings intact and bright, the rose-bushes and shrubbery trimmed, trained, and free from blemish, the walks clean and smooth and graveled. But that day is gone by. Our descendants have forgotten us. My grandson lives in a stately house built with money made by these old hands of mine, and I sleep in a neglected grave with invading vermin that gnaw my shroud to build them nests withal! I and friends that lie with me founded and secured the prosperity of this fine city, and the stately bantling of our loves leaves us to rot in a dilapidated cemetery which neighbors curse and strangers scoff at. See the difference between the old time and this– for instance: Our graves are all caved in now; our head-boards have rotted away and tumbled down; our railings reel this way and that, with one foot in the air, after a fashion of unseemly levity; our monuments lean wearily, and our gravestones bow their heads discouraged; there be no adornments any more– no roses, nor shrubs, nor graveled walks, nor anything that is a comfort to the eye; and even the paintless old board fence that did make a show of holding us sacred from companionship with beasts and the defilement of heedless feet, has tottered till it overhangs the street, and only advertises the presence of our dismal resting-place and invites yet more derision to it. And now we cannot hide our poverty and tatters in the friendly woods, for the city has stretched its withering arms abroad and taken us in, and all that remains of the cheer of our old home is the cluster of lugubrious forest trees that stand, bored and weary of a city life, with their feet in our coffins, looking into the hazy distance and wishing they were there. I tell you it is disgraceful!


“You begin to comprehend– you begin to see how it is. While our descendants are living sumptuously on our money, right around us in the city, we have to fight hard to keep skull and bones together. Bless you, there isn’t a grave in our cemetery that doesn’t leak– not one. Every time it rains in the night we have to climb out and roost in the trees– and sometimes we are wakened suddenly by the chilly water trickling down the back of our necks. Then I tell you there is a general heaving up of old graves and kicking over of old monuments, and scampering of old skeletons for the trees! Bless me, if you had gone along there some such nights after twelve you might have seen as many as fifteen of us roosting on one limb, with our joints rattling drearily and the wind wheezing through our ribs! Many a time we have perched there for three or four dreary hours, and then come down, stiff and chilled through and drowsy, and borrowed each other’s skulls to bail out our graves with– if you will glance up in my mouth now as I tilt my head back, you can see that my head-piece is half full of old dry sediment– how top-heavy and stupid it makes me sometimes! Yes, sir, many a time if you had happened to come along just before the dawn you’d have caught us bailing out the graves and hanging our shrouds on the fence to dry. Why, I had an elegant shroud stolen from there one morning– think a party by the name of Smith took it, that resides in a plebeian graveyard over yonder– I think so because the first time I ever saw him he hadn’t anything on but a check shirt, and the last time I saw him, which was at a social gathering in the new cemetery, he was the best-dressed corpse in the company– and it is a significant fact that he left when he saw me; and presently an old woman from here missed her coffin– she generally took it with her when she went anywhere, because she was liable to take cold and bring on the spasmodic rheumatism that originally killed her if she exposed herself to the night air much. She was named Hotchkiss– Anna Matilda Hotchkiss– you might know her? She has two upper front teeth, is tall, but a good deal inclined to stoop, one rib on the left side gone, has one shred of rusty hair hanging from the left side of her head, and one little tuft just above and a little forward of her right ear, has her underjaw wired on one side where it had worked loose, small bone of left forearm gone– lost in a fight– has a kind of swagger in her gait and a ‘gallus’ way of going with her arms akimbo and her nostrils in the air– has been pretty free and easy, and is all damaged and battered up till she looks like a queensware crate in ruins– maybe you have met her?”


“God forbid!” I involuntarily ejaculated, for somehow I was not looking for that form of question, and it caught me a little off my guard. But I hastened to make amends for my rudeness, and say, “I simply meant I had not had the honor– for I would not deliberately speak discourteously of a friend of yours. You were saying that you were robbed– and it was a shame, too– but it appears by what is left of the shroud you have on that it was a costly one in its day. How did—”


A most ghastly expression began to develop among the decayed features and shriveled integuments of my guest’s face, and I was beginning to grow uneasy and distressed, when he told me he was only working up a deep, sly smile, with a wink in it, to suggest that about the time he acquired his present garment a ghost in a neighboring cemetery missed one. This reassured me, but I begged him to confine himself to speech thenceforth, because his facial expression was uncertain. Even with the most elaborate care it was liable to miss fire. Smiling should especially be avoided. What he might honestly consider a shining success was likely to strike me in a very different light. I said I liked to see a skeleton cheerful, even decorously playful, but I did not think smiling was a skeleton’s best hold.


“Yes, friend,” said the poor skeleton, “the facts are just as I have given them to you. Two of these old graveyards– the one that I resided in and one further along have been deliberately neglected by our descendants of today until there is no occupying them any longer. Aside from the osteological discomfort of it– and that is no light matter this rainy weather– the present state of things is ruinous to property. We have got to move or be content to see our effects wasted away and utterly destroyed.


“Now, you will hardly believe it, but it is true, nevertheless, that there isn’t a single coffin in good repair among all my acquaintance– now that is an absolute fact. I do not refer to low people who come in a pine box mounted on an express-wagon, but I am talking about your high-toned, silver-mounted burial-case, your monumental sort, that travel under black plumes at the head of a procession and have choice of cemetery lots– I mean folks like the Jarvises, and the Bledsoes and Burlings, and such. They are all about ruined. The most substantial people in our set, they were. And now look at them– utterly used up and poverty-stricken. One of the Bledsoes actually traded his monument to a late barkeeper for some fresh shavings to put under his head. I tell you it speaks volumes, for there is nothing a corpse takes so much pride in as his monument. He loves to read the inscription. He comes after a while to believe what it says himself, and then you may see him sitting on the fence night after night enjoying it. Epitaphs are cheap, and they do a poor chap a world of good after he is dead, especially if he had hard luck while he was alive. I wish they were used more. Now I don’t complain, but confidentially I do think it was a little shabby in my descendants to give me nothing but this old slab of a gravestone– and all the more that there isn’t a compliment on it. It used to have:


‘GONE TO HIS JUST REWARD’


on it, and I was proud when I first saw it, but by and by I noticed that whenever an old friend of mine came along he would hook his chin on the railing and pull a long face and read along down till he came to that, and then he would chuckle to himself and walk off, looking satisfied and comfortable. So I scratched it off to get rid of those fools. But a dead man always takes a deal of pride in his monument. Yonder goes half a dozen of the Jarvises now, with the family monument along. And Smithers and some hired specters went by with his awhile ago. Hello, Higgins, good-bye, old friend! That’s Meredith Higgins– died in ’44– belongs to our set in the cemetery– fine old family– great-grandmother was an Injun– I am on the most familiar terms with him– he didn’t hear me was the reason he didn’t answer me. And I am sorry, too, because I would have liked to introduce you. You would admire him. He is the most disjointed, sway-backed, and generally distorted old skeleton you ever saw, but he is full of fun. When he laughs it sounds like rasping two stones together, and he always starts it off with a cheery screech like raking a nail across a window-pane. Hey, Jones! That is old Columbus Jones– shroud cost four hundred dollars– entire trousseau, including monument, twenty-seven hundred. This was in the spring of ’26. It was enormous style for those days. Dead people came all the way from the Alleghenies to see his things– the party that occupied the grave next to mine remembers it well. Now do you see that individual going along with a piece of a head-board under his arm, one leg-bone below his knee gone, and not a thing in the world on? That is Barstow Dalhouse, and next to Columbus Jones he was the most sumptuously outfitted person that ever entered our cemetery. We are all leaving. We cannot tolerate the treatment we are receiving at the hands of our descendants. They open new cemeteries, but they leave us to our ignominy. They mend the streets, but they never mend anything that is about us or belongs to us. Look at that coffin of mine– yet I tell you in its day it was a piece of furniture that would have attracted attention in any drawing-room in this city. You may have it if you want it– I can’t afford to repair it. Put a new bottom in her, and part of a new top, and a bit of fresh lining along the left side, and you’ll find her about as comfortable as any receptacle of her species you ever tried. No thanks– no, don’t mention it– you have been civil to me, and I would give you all the property I have got before I would seem ungrateful. Now this winding-sheet is a kind of a sweet thing in its way, if you would like to– No? Well, just as you say, but I wished to be fair and liberal– there’s nothing mean about me. Good-bye, friend, I must be going. I may have a good way to go tonight– don’t know. I only know one thing for certain, and that is that I am on the emigrant trail now, and I’ll never sleep in that crazy old cemetery again. I will travel till I find respectable quarters, if I have to hoof it to New Jersey. All the boys are going. It was decided in public conclave, last night, to emigrate, and by the time the sun rises there won’t be a bone left in our old habitations. Such cemeteries may suit my surviving friends, but they do not suit the remains that have the honor to make these remarks. My opinion is the general opinion. If you doubt it, go and see how the departing ghosts upset things before they started. They were almost riotous in their demonstrations of distaste. Hello, here are some of the Bledsoes, and if you will give me a lift with this tombstone I guess I will join company and jog along with them– mighty respectable old family, the Bledsoes, and used to always come out in six-horse hearses and all that sort of thing fifty years ago when I walked these streets in daylight. Good-bye, friend.”


And with his gravestone on his shoulder he joined the grisly procession, dragging his damaged coffin after him, for notwithstanding he pressed it upon me so earnestly, I utterly refused his hospitality. I suppose that for as much as two hours these sad outcasts went clacking by, laden with their dismal effects, and all that time I sat pitying them. One or two of the youngest and least dilapidated among them inquired about midnight trains on the railways, but the rest seemed unacquainted with that mode of travel, and merely asked about common public roads to various towns and cities, some of which are not on the map now, and vanished from it and from the earth as much as thirty years ago, and some few of them never had existed anywhere but on maps, and private ones in real-estate agencies at that. And they asked about the condition of the cemeteries in these towns and cities, and about the reputation the citizens bore as to reverence for the dead.


This whole matter interested me deeply, and likewise compelled my sympathy for these homeless ones. And it all seeming real, and I not knowing it was a dream, I mentioned to one shrouded wanderer an idea that had entered my head to publish an account of this curious and very sorrowful exodus, but said also that I could not describe it truthfully, and just as it occurred, without seeming to trifle with a grave subject and exhibit an irreverence for the dead that would shock and distress their surviving friends. But this bland and stately remnant of a former citizen leaned him far over my gate and whispered in my ear, and said:


“Do not let that disturb you. The community that can stand such graveyards as those we are emigrating from can stand anything a body can say about the neglected and forsaken dead that lie in them.”


At that very moment a cock crowed, and the weird procession vanished and left not a shred or a bone behind. I awoke, and found myself lying with my head out of the bed and “sagging” downward considerably– a position favorable to dreaming dreams with morals in them, maybe, but not poetry.



NOTE.– The reader is assured that if the cemeteries in his town are kept in good order, this Dream is not leveled at his town at all, but is leveled particularly and venomously at the next town.






53Introductory to Memoranda




IN TAKING UPON MYSELF the burden of editing a department in The Galaxy magazine, I have been actuated by a conviction that I was needed, almost imperatively, in this particular field of literature. I have long felt that while the magazine literature of the day had much to recommend it, it yet lacked stability, solidity, weight. It seemed plain to me that too much space was given to poetry and romance, and not enough to statistics and agriculture. This defect it shall be my earnest endeavor to remedy. If I succeed, the simple consciousness that I have done a good deed will be a sufficient reward. [11]


In this department of mine the public may always rely upon finding exhaustive statistical tables concerning the finances of the country, the ratio of births and deaths; the percentage of increase of population, etc., etc.– in a word, everything in the realm of statistics that can make existence bright and beautiful.


Also, in my department will always be found elaborate condensations of the Patent Office Reports, wherein a faithful endeavor will at all times be made to strip the nutritious facts bare of that effulgence of imagination and sublimity of diction which too often mar the excellence of those great works. [N. B.– No other magazine in the country makes a specialty of the Patent Office Reports.]


In my department will always be found ample excerpts from those able dissertations upon Political Economy which I have for a long time been contributing to a great metropolitan journal, and which, for reasons utterly incomprehensible to me, another party has chosen to usurp the credit of composing.


And, finally, I call attention with pride to the fact that in my department of the magazine the farmer will always find full market reports, and also complete instructions about farming, even from the grafting of the seed to the harrowing of the matured crop. I shall throw a pathos into the subject of Agriculture that will surprise and delight the world.


Such is my program; and I am persuaded that by adhering to it with fidelity I shall succeed in materially changing the character of this magazine. Therefore I am emboldened to ask the assistance and encouragement of all whose sympathies are with Progress and Reform.


In the other departments of the magazine will be found poetry, tales, and other frothy trifles, and to these the reader can turn for relaxation from time to time, and thus guard against overstraining the powers of his mind.


Mark Twain.



P.S.—


1.–I have not sold out of the Buffalo Express, and shall not; neither shall I stop writing for it. This remark seems necessary in a business point of view.


2.–These Memoranda are not a “humorous” department. I would not conduct an exclusively and professedly humorous department for anyone. I would always prefer to have the privilege of printing a serious and sensible remark, in case one occurred to me, without the reader’s feeling obliged to consider himself outraged. We cannot keep the same mood day after day. I am liable, some day, to want to print my opinion on jurisprudence, or Homeric poetry, or international law, and I shall do it. It will be of small consequence to me whether the reader survive or not. I shall never go straining after jokes when in cheerless mood, so long as the unhackneyed subject of international law is open to me. I will leave all that straining to people who edit professedly and inexorably “humorous” departments and publications.


3.–I have chosen the general title of Memoranda for this department, because it is plain and simple, and makes no fraudulent promises. I can print under it statistics, hotel arrivals, or anything that comes handy, without violating faith with the reader.


4.–Puns cannot be allowed a place in this department. Inoffensive ignorance, benignant stupidity, and unostentatious imbecility will always be welcomed and cheerfully accorded a corner, and even the feeblest humor will be admitted when we can do no better; but no circumstances, however dismal, will ever be considered a sufficient excuse for the admission of that last and saddest evidence of intellectual poverty, the Pun.




M. T.



[11] Together with salary.









54To Correspondents




THOSE SIX OR EIGHT persons who have written to me from various localities, inquiring with a deal of anxiety if I am permanently engaged to write for this Magazine, have been surprised, maybe, at the serene way in which I let the days go by without making any sort of reply. Do they suppose that I am one of that kind of bird that can be walked up to and captured by the process of putting salt on its tail? Hardly. These people want to get me to say Yes, and then stop their magazine. The subscriber was not fledged yesterday.







55The Facts in the Case of the Great Beef Contract




IN AS FEW WORDS as possible I wish to lay before the nation what’s here, howsoever small, I have had in this matter– this matter which has so exercised the public mind, engendered so much ill-feeling, and so filled the newspapers of both continents with distorted statements and extravagant comments.


The origin of this distressful thing was this– and I assert here that every fact in the following résumé can be amply proved by the official records of the General Government:


John Wilson Mackenzie, of Rotterdam, Chemung County, New Jersey, deceased, contracted with the General Government, on or about the 10th day of October, 1861, to furnish to General Sherman the sum total of thirty barrels of beef.


Very well.


He started after Sherman with the beef, but when he got to Washington Sherman had gone to Manassas; so he took the beef and followed him there, but arrived too late; he followed him to Nashville, and from Nashville to Chattanooga, and from Chattanooga to Atlanta– but he never could overtake him. At Atlanta he took a fresh start and followed him clear through his march to the sea. He arrived too late again by a few days; but hearing that Sherman was going out in the Quaker City excursion to the Holy Land, he took shipping for Beirut, calculating to head off the other vessel. When he arrived in Jerusalem with his beef, he learned that Sherman had not sailed in the Quaker City, but had gone to the Plains to fight the Indians. He returned to America and started for the Rocky Mountains. After sixty-eight days of arduous travel on the Plains, and when he had got within four miles of Sherman’s headquarters, he was tomahawked and scalped, and the Indians got the beef. They got all of it but one barrel. Sherman’s army captured that, and so, even in death, the bold navigator partly fulfilled his contract. In his will, which he had kept like a journal, he bequeathed the contract to his son Bartholomew W. Bartholomew W. made out the following bill, and then died:



THE UNITED STATES

In account with

JOHN WILSON MACKENZIE, of New Jersey, deceased,





	

To thirty barrels of beef for General Sherman, at $100,




	

	$3,000




	

To traveling expenses and transportation,




	

	14,000




	

	

	




	Total,

	

	$17,000




	Rec’d Pay’t:

	

	








He died then; but he left the contract to Wm. J. Martin, who tried to collect it, but died before he got through. He left it to Barker J. Allen, and he tried to collect it also. He did not survive. Barker J. Allen left it to Anson G. Rogers, who attempted to collect it, and got along as far as the Ninth Auditor’s Office, when Death, the great Leveler, came all unsummoned, and foreclosed on him also. He left the bill to a relative of his in Connecticut, Vengeance Hopkins by name, who lasted four weeks and two days, and made the best time on record, coming within one of reaching the Twelfth Auditor. In his will he gave the contract bill to his uncle, by the name of O-be-joyful Johnson. It was too undermining for joyful. His last words were: “Weep not for me– I am willing to go.” And so he was, poor soul. Seven people inherited the contract after that; but they all died. So it came into my hands at last. It fell to me through a relative by the name of, Hubbard– Bethlehem Hubbard, of Indiana. He had had a grudge against me for a long time; but in his last moments he sent for me, and forgave me everything, and, weeping, gave me the beef contract.


This ends the history of it up to the time that I succeeded to the property. I will now endeavor to set myself straight before the nation in everything that concerns my share in the matter. I took this beef contract, and the bill for mileage and transportation, to the President of the United States.


He said, “Well, sir, what can I do for you?”


I said, “Sire, on or about the 10th day of October, 1861, John Wilson Mackenzie, of Rotterdam, Chemung County, New Jersey, deceased, contracted with the General Government to furnish to General Sherman the sum total of thirty barrels of beef—”


He stopped me there, and dismissed me from his presence– kindly, but firmly. The next day called on the Secretary of State.


He said, “Well, sir?”


I said, “Your Royal Highness: on or about the 10th day of October, 1861, John Wilson Mackenzie of Rotterdam, Chemung County, New Jersey, deceased, contracted with the General Government to furnish to General Sherman the sum total of thirty barrels of beef—”


“That will do, sir– that will do; this office has nothing to do with contracts for beef.”


I was bowed out. I thought the matter all over and finally, the following day, I visited the Secretary of the Navy, who said, “Speak quickly, sir; do not keep me waiting.”


I said, “Your Royal Highness, on or about the 10th day of October, 1861, John Wilson Mackenzie of Rotterdam, Chemung County, New Jersey, deceased, contracted with the General Government to General Sherman the sum total of thirty barrels of beef—”


Well, it was as far as I could get. He had nothing to do with beef contracts for General Sherman either. I began to think it was a curious kind of government. It looked somewhat as if they wanted to get out of paying for that beef. The following day I went to the Secretary of the Interior.


I said, “Your Imperial Highness, on or about the 10th day of October—”


“That is sufficient, sir. I have heard of you before. Go, take your infamous beef contract out of this establishment. The Interior Department has nothing whatever to do with subsistence for the army.”


I went away. But I was exasperated now. I said I would haunt them; I would infest every department of this iniquitous government till that contract business was settled. I would collect that bill, or fall, as fell my predecessors, trying. I assailed the Postmaster-General; I besieged the Agricultural Department; I waylaid the Speaker of the House of Representatives. They had nothing to do with army contracts for beef. I moved upon the Commissioner of the Patent Office.


I said, “Your August Excellency, on or about—”


“Perdition! have you got here with your incendiary beef contract, at last? We have nothing to do with beef contracts for the army, my dear sir.”


“Oh, that is all very well– but somebody has got to pay for that beef. It has got to be paid now, too, or I’ll confiscate this old Patent Office and everything in it.”


“But, my dear sir—”


“It don’t make any difference, sir. The Patent Office is liable for that beef, I reckon; and, liable or not liable, the Patent Office has got to pay for it.”


Never mind the details. It ended in a fight. The Patent Office won. But I found out something to my advantage. I was told that the Treasury Department was the proper place for me to go to. I went there. I waited two hours and a half, and then I was admitted to the First Lord of the Treasury.


I said, “Most noble, grave, and reverend Signor, on or about the 10th day of October, 1861, John Wilson Macken—”


“That is sufficient, sir. I have heard of you. Go to the First Auditor of the Treasury.”


I did so. He sent me to the Second Auditor. The Second Auditor sent me to the Third, and the Third sent me to the First Comptroller of the Corn-Beef Division. This began to look like business. He examined his books and all his loose papers, but found no minute of the beef contract. I went to the Second Comptroller of the Corn-Beef Division. He examined his books and his loose papers, but with no success. I was encouraged. During that week I got as far as the Sixth Comptroller in that division; the next week I got through the Claims Department; the third week I began and completed the Mislaid Contracts Department, and got a foothold in the Dead Reckoning Department. I finished that in three days. There was only one place left for it now. I laid siege to the Commissioner of Odds and Ends. To his clerk, rather– he was not there himself. There were sixteen beautiful young ladies in the room, writing in books, and there were seven well-favored young clerks showing them how. The young women smiled up over their shoulders, and the clerks smiled back at them, and all went merry as a marriage bell. Two or three clerks that were reading the newspapers looked at me rather hard, but went on reading, and nobody said anything. However, I had been used to this kind of alacrity from Fourth Assistant Junior Clerks all through my eventful career, from the very day I entered the first office of the Corn-Beef Bureau clear till I passed out of the last one in the Dead Reckoning Division. I had got so accomplished by this time that I could stand on one foot from the moment I entered an office till a clerk spoke to me, without changing more than two, or maybe three, times.


So I stood there till I had changed four different times. Then I said to one of the clerks who was reading:


“Illustrious Vagrant, where is the Grand Turk?”


“What do you mean, sir? whom do you mean? If you mean the Chief of the Bureau, he is out.”


“Will he visit the harem today?”


The young man glared upon me awhile, and then went on reading his paper. But I knew the ways of those clerks. I knew I was safe if he got through before another New York mail arrived. He only had two more papers left. After a while he finished them, and then he yawned and asked me what I wanted.


“Renowned and honored Imbecile: on or about—”


“You are the beef-contract man. Give me your papers.”


He took them, and for a long time he ransacked his odds and ends. Finally he found the Northwest Passage, as I regarded it– he found the long lost record of that beef contract– he found the rock upon which so many of my ancestors had split before they ever got to it. I was deeply moved. And yet I rejoiced– for I had survived. I said with emotion, “Give it me. The government will settle now.” He waved me back, and said there was something yet to be done first.


“Where is this John Wilson Mackenzie?” said he.


“Dead.”


“When did he die?”


“He didn’t die at all– he was killed.”


“How?”


“Tomahawked.”


“Who tomahawked him?”


“Why, an Indian, of course. You didn’t suppose it was the superintendent of a Sunday-school, did you?”


“No. An Indian, was it?”


“The same.”


“Name of the Indian?”


“His name? I don’t know his name.”


“Must have his name. Who saw the tomahawking done?”


“I don’t know.”


“You were not present yourself, then?”


“Which you can see by my hair. I was absent.


“Then how do you know that Mackenzie is dead?”


“Because he certainly died at that time, and have every reason to believe that he has been dead ever since. I know he has, in fact.”


“We must have proofs. Have you got this Indian?”


“Of course not.”


“Well, you must get him. Have you got the tomahawk?”


“I never thought of such a thing.”


“You must get the tomahawk. You must produce the Indian and the tomahawk. If Mackenzie’s death can be proven by these, you can then go before the commission appointed to audit claims with some show of getting your bill under such headway that your children may possibly live to receive the money and enjoy it. But that man’s death must be proven. However, I may as well tell you that the government will never pay that transportation and those traveling expenses of the lamented Mackenzie. It may possibly pay for the barrel of beef that Sherman’s soldiers captured, if you can get a relief bill through Congress making an appropriation for that purpose; but it will not pay for the twenty-nine barrels the Indians ate.”


“Then there is only a hundred dollars due me, and that isn’t certain! After all Mackenzie’s travels in Europe, Asia, and America with that beef; after all his trials and tribulations and transportation; after the slaughter of all those innocents that tried to collect that bill! Young man, why didn’t the First Comptroller of the Corn-Beef Division tell me this?”


“He didn’t know anything about the genuineness of your claim.”


“Why didn’t the Second tell me? why didn’t the, Third? why didn’t all those divisions and departments tell me?”


“None of them knew. We do things by routine here. You have followed the routine and found out what you wanted to know. It is the best way. It is the only way. It is very regular, and very slow, but it is very certain.”


“Yes, certain death. It has been, to the most of our tribe. I begin to feel that I, too, am called.”


“Young man, you love the bright creature yonder with the gentle blue eyes and the steel pens behind her ears– I see it in your soft glances; you wish to marry her– but you are poor. Here, hold out your hand– here is the beef contract; go, take her and be happy Heaven bless you, my children!”


This is all I know about the great beef contract that has created so much talk in the community. The clerk to whom I bequeathed it died. I know nothing further about the contract, or anyone connected with it. I only know that if a man lives long enough he can trace a thing through the Circumlocution Office of Washington and find out, after much labor and trouble and delay, that which he could have found out on the first day if the business of the Circumlocution Office were as ingeniously systematized as it would be if it were a great private mercantile institution.







56Comments on the Great Beef Contract




ACORRESPONDENT WRITES as follows from New York: Having read your “Beef Contract” in the May Galaxy with a great deal of gratification, I showed it to a friend of mine, who after reading it said he did not believe a word of it, and that he was sure that it was nothing but a pack of lies, that it was a libel on the Government, and the man who wrote it ought to be prosecuted. I thought this was as good as the “Contract” itself, and knew it would afford you some amusement. Yours truly, S. S. G.


That does amuse me, but does not surprise me. It is not possible to write a burlesque so broad that some innocent will not receive it in good faith as being a solemn statement of fact. Two of the lamest that ever were cobbled up by literary shoemakers went the rounds two or three months ago and excited the worrier and led captive the faith of many unprejudiced people.


One was a sickly invention about a remote valley in Arizona where all the lost hair-pins and odds and ends as had disappeared from the toilet tables of the world for a generation, had somehow been mysteriously gathered together, and this poor little production wound up with a “prophecy” by an Apache squaw to the effect that “by’m’by heap muchee shake-big town muchee shake all down;” a “prophecy” which pointed inexorably at San Francisco and was awfully suggestive of its coming fate. The other shallow invention was one about some mud-turtle of a Mississippi diving-bell artist finding an ancient copper canoe, roofed and hermetically sealed, and believed to contain the remains of De Soto. Now, it could not have marred, but only symmetrically finished, so feeble an imposture as that, to have added that De Soto’s name was deciphered upon a tombstone which was found tagging after the sunken canoe by a string. Plenty of people even believed that story of a South American doctor who had discovered a method of chopping off people’s heads and putting them on again without discommoding the party of the second part, and who finally got a couple of heads mixed up and transposed, yet did the fitting of them on so neatly that even the experimentees themselves thought everything was right, until each, found that his restored head was recalling, believing in, and searching after moles, scars, and other marks which had never existed upon his body, and at the same time refusing to remember or recognize similar marks which had always existed upon the said body. A “Bogus Proclamation” is a legitimate inspiration of genius, but any infant can contrive such things as those I have been speaking of. They really require no more brains than it does to be a “practical joker.” Perhaps it is not risking too much to say that even the innocuous small reptile they call the “village wag” is able to build such inventions.... Before I end this paragraph and this subject, I wish to remark that maybe the gentleman who said my “Beef Contract” article was a libel upon the Government was right– though I had certainly always thought differently about it. I wrote that article in Washington, in November, 1867, during Andrew Johnson’s reign. It was suggested by Senator Stewart’s account of a tedious, tiresome and exasperating search which he had made through the Land Office and Treasury Department, among no end of lofty and supercilious clerks, to find out something which he ought to have been able to find out at ten minutes notice. I mislaid the manuscript at the time, and never found it again until last April. It was not a libel on the Government in 1867. Mr. Stewart still lives to testify to that.







57The Facts in the Case of George Fisher, Deceased




THIS IS HISTORY. It is not a wild extravaganza, like “John Wilson Mackenzie’s Great Beef Contract,” but is a plain statement of facts and circumstances with which the Congress of the United States has interested itself from time to time during the long period of half a century.


I will not call this matter of George Fisher’s a great deathless and unrelenting swindle upon the government and people of the United States– for it has never been so decided, and I hold that it is a grave and solemn wrong for a writer to cast slurs or call names when such is the case– but will simply present the evidence and let the reader deduce his own verdict. Then we shall do nobody injustice, and our consciences shall be clear.


On or about the 1st day of September, 1813, the Creek war being then in progress in Florida, the crops, herds, and houses of Mr. George Fisher, a citizen, were destroyed, either by the Indians or by the United States troops in pursuit of them. By the terms of the law, if the Indians destroyed the property, there was no relief for Fisher; but if the troops destroyed it, the Government of the United States was debtor to Fisher for the amount involved.


George Fisher must have considered that the Indians destroyed the property, because, although he lived several years afterward, he does not appear to have ever made any claim upon the government.


In the course of time Fisher died, and his widow married again. And by and by, nearly twenty years after that dimly remembered raid upon Fisher’s corn-fields, the widow Fisher’s new husband petitioned Congress for pay for the property, and backed up the petition with many depositions and affidavits which purported to prove that the troops, and not the Indians, destroyed the property; that the troops, for some inscrutable reason, deliberately burned down “houses” (or cabins) valued at $600, the same belonging to a peaceable private citizen, and also destroyed various other property belonging to the same citizen. But Congress declined to believe that the troops were such idiots (after overtaking and scattering a band of Indians proved to have been found destroying Fisher’s property) as to calmly continue the work of destruction themselves; and make a complete job of what the Indians had only commenced. So Congress denied the petition of the heirs of George Fisher in 1832, and did not pay them a cent.


We hear no more from them officially until 1848, sixteen years after their first attempt on the Treasury, and a full generation after the death of the man whose fields were destroyed. The new generation of Fisher heirs then came forward and put in a bill for damages. The Second Auditor awarded them $8,873, being half the damage sustained by Fisher. The Auditor said the testimony showed that at least half the destruction was done by the Indians “before the troops started in pursuit,” and of course the government was not responsible for that half.




2. That was in April, 1848. In December, 1848, the heirs of George Fisher, deceased, came forward and pleaded for a “revision” of their bill of damages. The revision was made, but nothing new could be found in their favor except an error of $100 in the former calculation. However, in order to keep up the spirits of the Fisher family, the Auditor concluded to go back and allow interest from the date of the first petition (1832) to the date when the bill of damages was awarded. This sent the Fishers home happy with sixteen years’ interest on $8,873– the same amounting to $8,997.94. Total, $17,870.94.




3. For an entire year the suffering Fisher family remained quiet– even satisfied, after a fashion. Then they swooped down upon the government with their wrongs once more. That old patriot, Attorney-General Toucey, burrowed through the musty papers of the Fishers and discovered one more chance for the desolate orphans– interest on that original award of $8,873 from date of destruction of the property (1813) up to 1832! Result, $110,004.89 for the indigent Fishers. So now we have: First, $8,873 damages; second, interest on it from 1832 to 1848, $8997.94; third, interest on it dated back to 1813, $10,004.89. Total, $27,875.83! What better investment for a great-grandchild than to get the Indians to burn a corn-field for him sixty or seventy years before his birth, and plausibly lay it on lunatic United States troops?




4. Strange as it may seem, the Fishers let Congress alone for five years– or, what is perhaps more likely, failed to make themselves heard by Congress for that length of time. But at last, in 1854, they got a hearing. They persuaded Congress to pass an act requiring the Auditor to re-examine their case. But this time they stumbled upon the misfortune of an honest Secretary of the Treasury (Mr. James Guthrie), and he spoiled everything. He said in very plain language that the Fishers were not only not entitled to another cent, but that those children of many sorrows and acquainted with grief had been paid too much already.




5. Therefore another interval of rest and silent ensued-an interval which lasted four years– viz till 1858. The “right man in the right place” was then Secretary of War– John B. Floyd, of peculiar renown! Here was a master intellect; here was the very man to succor the suffering heirs of dead and forgotten Fisher. They came up from Florida with a rush– a great tidal wave of Fishers freighted with the same old musty documents about the same in immortal corn-fields of their ancestor. They straightway got an act passed transferring the Fisher matter from the dull Auditor to the ingenious Floyd. What did Floyd do? He said, “IT WAS PROVED that the Indians destroyed everything they could before the troops entered in pursuit.” He considered, therefore, that what they destroyed must have consisted of “the houses with all their contents, and the liquor” (the most trifling part of the destruction, and set down at only $3,200 all told), and that the government troops then drove them off and calmly proceeded to destroy—


Two hundred and twenty acres of corn in the field, thirty-five acres of wheat, and nine hundred and eighty-six head of live stock! (What a singularly intelligent army we had in those days, according to Mr. Floyd– though not according to the Congress of 1832.)


So Mr. Floyd decided that the Government was not responsible for that $3,200 worth of rubbish which the Indians destroyed, but was responsible for the property destroyed by the troops– which property consisted of (I quote from the printed United States Senate document):






	

	

	DOLLARS




	

Corn at Bassett’s Creek,




	

	3,000




	

Cattle,




	

	5,000




	

Stock hogs,




	

	1,050




	

Drove hogs,




	

	1,204




	

Wheat,




	

	350




	

Hides,




	

	4,000




	

Corn on the Alabama River,




	

	3,500




	
	
	




	Total,

	

	18,104








That sum, in his report, Mr. Floyd calls the “full value of the property destroyed by the troops.”


He allows that sum to the starving Fishers, TOGETHER WITH INTEREST FROM 1813. From this new sum total the amounts already paid to the Fishers were deducted, and then the cheerful remainder (a fraction under forty thousand dollars) was handed to then and again they retired to Florida in a condition of temporary tranquility. Their ancestor’s farm had now yielded them altogether nearly sixty-seven thousand dollars in cash.




6. Does the reader suppose that that was the end of it? Does he suppose those diffident Fishers were satisfied? Let the evidence show. The Fishers were quiet just two years. Then they came swarming up out of the fertile swamps of Florida with their same old documents, and besieged Congress once more. Congress capitulated on the 1st of June, 1860, and instructed Mr. Floyd to overhaul those papers again, and pay that bill. A Treasury clerk was ordered to go through those papers and report to Mr. Floyd what amount was still due the emaciated Fishers. This clerk (I can produce him whenever he is wanted) discovered what was apparently a glaring and recent forgery in the paper; whereby a witness’s testimony as to the price of corn in Florida in 1813 was made to name double the amount which that witness had originally specified as the price! The clerk not only called his superior’s attention to this thing, but in making up his brief of the case called particular attention to it in writing. That part of the brief never got before Congress, nor has Congress ever yet had a hint of forgery existing among the Fisher papers. Nevertheless, on the basis of the double prices (and totally ignoring the clerk’s assertion that the figures were manifestly and unquestionably a recent forgery), Mr. Floyd remarks in his new report that “the testimony, particularly in regard to the corn crops, DEMANDS A MUCH HIGHER ALLOWANCE than any heretofore made by the Auditor or myself.” So he estimates the crop at sixty bushels to the acre (double what Florida acres produce), and then virtuously allows pay for only half the crop, but allows two dollars and a half a bushel for that half, when there are rusty old books and documents in the Congressional library to show just what the Fisher testimony showed before the forgery– viz., that in the fall of 1813 corn was only worth from $1.25 to $1.50 a bushel. Having accomplished this, what does Mr. Floyd do next? Mr. Floyd (“with an earnest desire to execute truly the legislative will,” as he piously remarks) goes to work and makes out an entirely new bill of Fisher damages, and in this new bill he placidly ignores the Indians altogether– puts no particle of the destruction of the Fisher property upon them, but, even repenting him of charging them with burning the cabins and drinking the whisky and breaking the crockery, lays the entire damage at the door of the imbecile United States troops down to the very last item! And not only that, but uses the forgery to double the loss of corn at “Bassett’s Creek,” and uses it again to absolutely treble the loss of corn on the “Alabama River.” This new and ably conceived and executed bill of Mr. Floyd’s figures up as follows (I copy again from the printed United States Senate document):



The United States in account with the legal representatives of George Fisher, deceased.








	

	

	DOL. C.




	1813
	
	




	
	

To 550 head of cattle, at 10 dollars,



	5,500.00




	
	

To 86 head of drove hogs,



	1,204.00




	
	

To 350 head of stock hogs,



	1,750.00




	
	

To 100 ACRES OF CORN ON BASSETT’S CREEK,



	6,000.00




	
	

To 8 barrels of whisky,



	350.00




	
	

To 2 barrels of brandy,



	280.00




	
	

To 1 barrel of rum,



	70.00




	
	

To dry-goods and merchandise in store,



	1,100.00




	
	

To 35 acres of wheat,



	350.00




	
	

To 2,000 hides,



	4,000.00




	
	

To furs and hats in store,



	600.00




	
	

To crockery ware in store,



	100.00




	
	

To smith’s and carpenter’s tools,



	250.00




	
	

To houses burned and destroyed,



	600.00




	
	

To 4 dozen bottles of wine,



	48.00




	1814
	
	




	
	

To 120 acres of corn on Alabama River,



	9,500.00




	
	

To crops of peas, fodder, etc,



	3,250.00




	
	
	




	
	Total,
	34,952.00




	



	

	

To interest on $22,202, from July 1813 to November 1860, 47 years and 4 months,




	63,053.68




	

	

To interest on $12,750, from September 1814 to November 1860, 46 years and 2 months,



	35,317.50




	
	
	




	
	Total,
	133,323.18








He puts everything in this time. He does not even allow that the Indians destroyed the crockery or drank the four dozen bottles of (currant) wine. When it came to supernatural comprehensiveness in “gobbling,” John B. Floyd was without his equal, in his own or any other generation. Subtracting from the above total the $67,000 already paid to George Fisher’s implacable heirs, Mr. Floyd announced that the government was still indebted to them in the sum of sixty-six thousand five hundred and nineteen dollars and eighty-five cents, “which,” Mr. Floyd complacently remarks, “will be paid, accordingly, to the administrator of the estate of George Fisher, deceased, or to his attorney in fact.”


But, sadly enough for the destitute orphans, a new President came in just at this time, Buchanan and Floyd went out, and they never got their money. The first thing Congress did in 1861 was to rescind the resolution of June 1, 1860, under which Mr. Floyd had been ciphering. Then Floyd (and doubtless the heirs of George Fisher likewise) had to give up financial business for a while, and go into the Confederate army and serve their country.


Were the heirs of George Fisher killed? No. They are back now at this very time (July, 1870), beseeching Congress through that blushing and diffident creature, Garrett Davis, to commence making payments again on their interminable and insatiable bill of damages for corn and whisky destroyed by a gang of irresponsible Indians, so long ago that even government red-tape has failed to keep consistent and intelligent track of it.


Now the above are facts. They are history. Anyone who doubts it can send to the Senate Document Department of the Capitol for H. R. Ex. Doc. No. 21, 36th Congress, 2d Session; and for S. Ex. Doc. No. 106, 41st Congress, 2d Session, and satisfy himself. The whole case is set forth in the first volume of the Court of Claims Reports.




It is my belief that as long as the continent of America holds together, the heirs of George Fisher, deceased, will still make pilgrimages to Washington from the swamps of Florida, to plead for just a little more cash on their bill of damages (even when they received the last of that sixty-seven thousand dollars, they said it was only one-fourth what the government owed them on that fruitful corn-field), and as long as they choose to come they will find Garrett Davises to drag their vampire schemes before Congress. This is not the only hereditary fraud (if fraud it is– which I have before repeatedly remarked is not proven) that is being quietly handed down from generation to generation of fathers and sons, through the persecuted Treasury of the United States.



Some years ago, about 1867, when this was first published, few people believed it, but considered it a mere extravaganza. In these latter days it seems hard to realize that there was ever a time when the robbing of our government was a novelty. The very man who showed me where to find the documents for this case was at that very time spending hundreds of thousands of dollars in Washington for a mail steamship concern, in the effort to procure a subsidy for the company– a fact which was a long time in coming to the surface, but leaked out at last and underwent Congressional investigation.

—M.T.









58About Smells




IN A RECENT ISSUE of the Independent, the Rev. T. De Witt Talmage, of Brooklyn, has the following utterance on the subject of “Smells”:



I have a good Christian friend who, if he sat in the front pew in church, and a working man should enter the door at the other end, would smell him instantly. My friend is not to blame for the sensitiveness of his nose, any more than you would flog a pointer for being keener on the scent than a stupid watch dog. The fact is, if you had all the churches free, by reason of the mixing up of the common people with the uncommon, you would keep one-half of Christendom sick at their stomach. If you are going to kill the church thus with bad smells, I will have nothing to do with this work of evangelization.




We have reason to believe that there will be laboring men in heaven; and also a number of negroes, and Esquimaux, and Terra del Fuegans, and Arabs, and a few Indians, and possibly even some Spaniards and Portuguese. All things are possible with God. We shall have all these sorts of people in heaven; but, alas! in getting them we shall lose the society of Dr. Talmage. Which is to say, we shall lose the company of one who could give more real “tone” to celestial society than any other contribution Brooklyn could furnish. And what would eternal happiness be without the Doctor? Blissful, unquestionably– we know that well enough but would it be distingué, would it be recherché without him? St. Matthew without stockings or sandals; St. Jerome bare headed, and with a coarse brown blanket robe dragging the ground; St. Sebastian with scarcely any raiment at all– these we should see, and should enjoy seeing them; but would we not miss a spike-tailed coat and kids, and turn away regretfully, and say to parties from the Orient: “These are well enough, but you ought to see Talmage of Brooklyn.” I fear me that in the better world we shall not even have Dr. Talmage’s “good Christian friend.”


For if he were sitting under the glory of the Throne, and the keeper of the keys admitted a Benjamin Franklin or other laboring man, that “friend,” with his fine natural powers infinitely augmented by emancipation from hampering flesh, would detect him with a single sniff, and immediately take his hat and ask to be excused.


To all outward seeming, the Rev. T. De Witt Talmage is of the same material as that used in the construction of his early predecessors in the ministry; and yet one feels that there must be a difference somewhere between him and the Savior’s first disciples. It may be because here, in the nineteenth century, Dr. T. has had advantages which Paul and Peter and the others could not and did not have. There was a lack of polish about them, and a looseness of etiquette, and a want of exclusiveness, which one cannot help noticing. They healed the very beggars, and held intercourse with people of a villainous odor every day. If the subject of these remarks had been chosen among the original Twelve Apostles, he would not have associated with the rest, because he could not have stood the fishy smell of some of his comrades who came from around the Sea of Galilee. He would have resigned his commission with some such remark as he makes in the extract quoted above: “Master, if thou art going to kill the church thus with bad smells, I will have nothing to do with this work of evangelization.” He is a disciple, and makes that remark to the Master; the only difference is, that he makes it in the nineteenth instead of the first century.


Is there a choir in Mr. T.’s church? And does it ever occur that they have no better manners than to sing that hymn which is so suggestive of laborers and mechanics:



“Son of the Carpenter! receive


This humble work of mine?”




Now, can it be possible that in a handful of centuries the Christian character has fallen away from an imposing heroism that scorned even the stake, the cross, and the axe, to a poor little effeminacy that withers and wilts under an unsavory smell? We are not prepared to believe so, the reverend Doctor and his friend to the contrary notwithstanding.







59Personal


Re: Rev. De Witt Talmage




IN THE GALAXY MAGAZINE for May, I took Rev. T. de Witt Talmage to task far saying ungracious things about bad-smelling laboring men and protesting against admitting them to the pews of his church. I took for my text a paragraph which was written by Dr. Talmage for the Independent and afterward copied into the Chicago Advance, which latter paper treated it as the serious opinion of tbe doctor and criticized it accordingly. (I never had seen Dr. T.’s entire article at all but accepted the Advance’s estimate of its character as being the correct one and so I censured it too.) Here is the paragraph referred to:



I have a good Christian friend who, if he sat in the front pew in church, and a working man should enter the door at the other end, would smell him instantly. My friend is not to blame for the sensitiveness of his nose, any more than you would flog a pointer for being keener on the scent than a stupid watch dog. The fact is, if you had all the churches free, by reason of the mixing up of the common people with the uncommon, you would keep one-half of Christendom sick at their stomach. If you are going to kill the church thus with bad smells, I will have nothing to do with this work of evangelization.




The Advance criticized that, sarcastically. So did I. A few days after my article appeared, a friend told me that he had seen in some paper a remark to the effect that Rev. Dr. Talmage had been explaining through some other journal that the text I had read had been separated from its context, and its meaning exactly reversed by me, inasmuch as I had treated it seriously while in reality it was only a satire. I was just about to forward my manuscript for next month’s Galaxy (June), but I delayed it till I could add a postscript asking the Doctor’s pardon for my mistake and explaining how it occurred. Presently I received a letter from one of Dr. T.’s parishioners which I here quote :



Brooklyn, April 28


Mark Twain, Galaxy Office, New York


Dear Sir:


Rev. T. de Witt Talmage is a representative democratic preacher, whom to see in a “spike-tailed coat and kids” would astonish his friends quite as much as does your apparent misconception of his real character and views touching the free-church question. Will you please read his entire article in the Independent from which you quote in the Galaxy for May and favor your readers with such a memorandum as it may suggest and oblige,


Yours truly


C—— C——


Of Mr. Talmage’s Church




In reply, I wrote this pleasant-spoken gentleman that I had just telegraphed to New York for the Independent article, so that I could set Dr. T. right before as many of the public as I could reach, (for it seemed perfectly plain that I had been wronging him) and I said I wished to make this reparation “intelligently and immediately” without waiting a month for the Galaxy to issue again.


The gentleman wrote once more, expressing the entire satisfaction of all concerned, and the next day I dropped everything else and wrote a full explanation of how the Advance had defrauded me into wronging Dr. Talmage, and along with it I stated most emphatically that I was very sorry for having blundered into the writing of an article calculated to injure a good and innocent man.


I was just about to mail this for publication in the Independent, (and had even enveloped and directed it) when an Eastern mail brought me Dr. Talmage’s original Independent article in full, and I waited to read it. Then I was sorrowfully disappointed– for alas! the most analytical mind in the world could not tell which was the doctor’s sarcasm and which was his “real earnest.” It was plain that the Advance had right fair reason for regarding as a serious utterance a paragraph which Dr. T. stated to be “irony.” I am not questioning Dr. T.’s honesty, now. On the contrary I am satisfied that he really looks upon his little paragraph as irony, and very fair irony at that, but it is certainly the opaquest sarcasm that ever got into print. Any unprejudiced man who will read Dr. T.’s Independent article and then get its author or a parishioner to explain it to him, will say that the Rev. Dr. Talmage has no business meddling with a pen. Writing is not his specialty. His barbarous grammar, his awkward construction, his bewildering incoherence, his impenetrable “irony,” and his astounding profanity, show that he is not a proper person to be lightly turned loose upon the community with so formidable a weapon as a pen in his hand. Because, in such a case, he must infallibly hurt somebody, and it is small comfort to his friends, no doubt, to know that the person he is most likely to hurt is himself.


Let me prove by the Rev. Mr. Talmage in person, all that I have said about his execrable literary peculiarities and also that I spoke truly a moment ago when I said the Advance had right fair reason for mistaking his irony for serious opinion. The following is from the Doctor’s original Independent article, and is not garbled, altered, or distorted in any way. (I have simply interrupted its flow now and then with my interlarded comments.) He has been showing in the preceding paragraphs that men not formed by nature for extemporaneous speaking, cannot so speak, and therefore they ought not to be heart-broken when they try it and fail. (The whole idea of the article seems to be, “We are as God made us– if we follow the instincts he gave us, we are not blameworthy.”) Then he goes on. (The italics are mine.)



There are other men, to whom manuscript in a pulpit is a curse. You cannot wrap a streak of lightning in a piece of sermon-paper. It is wicked in a speaker when a thought drops straight from the THRONE OF GOD into his heart, to say, “That is all very well, but YOU ought to have sent that idea around to my study if YOU WANTED ME TO PREFACE IT. (Is not this clergyman on strangely familiar terms with the Deity?—M.T.) I must stick to my notes! With these ten sheets of wide-ruled paper I sink or swim, live or die, survive or perish! Before an hour passes we will have some of these people converted. If I do not lose my place and the wind does not blow my notes out of the window.” Oh, there is no thrill on earth like that which comes to a man’s soul when, face to face and eye to eye, (with what?—M.T.) a preacher takes up some living God’s (not a dead one’s—M. T.) truth and hurls it at the people seeing it leap and bound and flame till sin is consumed and the house is ablaze with the glory of God. But let not those who can speak without manuscript consider that it was foreordained from all eternity that they should stick pins into those who cannot so speak. It matters not how gracefully the pin is stuck, if it is stuck, for a pin is a pin, save when it is a needle, and then it is not a pin.


So, also, we have opposite sentiments about churches. “Let them be free,” say many [persons]. “Let them not be free,” say others. BOTH RIGHT. We want about five thousand free churches in this country, and we want them right away. But do not make all churches free. Some men enjoy the gospel more if they pay a thousand dollars for a pew and have no common people in the house. (If any of the conglomerate that I have copied, thus far, be “irony,”� where does the irony begin?– and if any of the following be “irony,”� where is the faintest sign or evidence of it discernable?—M.T.)


I have a good Christian friend who, if he sat in the front pew in church, and a working man should enter the door at the other end, would smell him instantly. My friend is not to blame for the sensitiveness of his nose, any more than you would flog a pointer (There is nothing sadder than that kind of grammar, except the death of a very near and dear friend.—M.T.) for being keener on the scent than a stupid watch dog. The fact is, if you had all the churches free, by reason of the mixing up of the common people with the uncommon, you would keep one-half of Christendom sick at their stomach. If you are going to kill the church thus with bad smells, I will have nothing to do with this work of evangelization. YOU CANNOT OBLITERATE THE DIFFERENCE BETWEEN CABBAGE AND CAULIFLOWER.


It will be necessary to run two trains for Heaven. The first a select car. Fare expensive, two dollars a mile. (This elephantine playfulness into which the Doctor is now drifting is probably a performance which he has been taking an innocent pleasure in regarding as “irony.”�– but if there is any irony in the preceding paragraph, no man that lives can prove its presence by any evidence perceptible upon its face– nor yet by the general argument of the article in which it appears, for the spirit of that is simple “We are as God made us, and are not to blame if each of us follows his peculiar instincts”�—M.T.) Patent ventilators to keep the air pure and silver spittoons in which for the gentlemen to (another dear friend gone!—M.T.) drop their quids on the way up to the Celestial City. (This is picturesque, but still it only adds testimony to the paplable fact that in Dr. Talmage’s hand the pen is not mightier than the sword—M.T.) Passengers requested to keep their feet off the damask cushions and not put their heads out of the windows. Pullman’s sleeping car attached, in which the passengers may sleep through the entire route. Conductor will carry his tickets in a black velvet cover, and give through tickets to Heaven by way of Princeton and Andover. (I am– and have been for some time– publishing a book of travels, and newspaper critics who had not read it invariable said in their notices that in one or two places it was marred by a little irreverence, but if anyone can find anything in it remotely approaching the irreverence of this sentence just quoted from a clergyman, I will eat the book, stereotype plates and all—M.T.) The other train is more democratic. Cheap fare. Never mind the ventilators, and the passengers to have the windows up when the accumulation of saliva demands an outlet. In this car go the plumbers, shipwrights, tailors, carpenters, masons, milkmen– those not too liberal with chalk and water, and almost all classes of people who have to work for a living. It will be an accommodation train, and many annoyances may be expected. I expect that there will be many who will lie in neither the express train nor the accommodation, and will therefore go afoot up the same road on which John Bunyan’s pilgrim traveled.




Now I am willing to believe, and I do believe, that Dr. Talmage honestly intended that meaningless rubbish for “irony.” But as I said before, his honest intent miscarried, and he made himself appear to be expressing a certain sentiment when he was really trying his best to express its very opposite. His forté in the ministry must certainly be the “extemporaneous.” (which he has referred to with suggestive satisfaction.)


Let us hope so, at any rate, for it is manifest that if he were to deliberately write a sermon he would be as apt as any other way to send his congregation to perdition with it, when he was sincerely aiming to compass their salvation.


Rev. Dr. Talmage is not a bad man. I have credible evidence that he is a very excellent man and that his heart is really in the freeing of the churches– a thing which he would have shown in the very article I have been quoting from but for the density of his ideas aud the uncertainty of his grammar. And I have evidence that he has carried his pet desire so far as to actually persuade his people to begin the erection of a church into whose pews all comers are to have welcome entrance; and I also have still higher evidence of his sincerity– and this is the last and strongest test that can be brought to bear upon a principle, viz.: the sacrificing of money to it. He has voluntarily relinquished his salary of seven thousand dollars a year in order to help his cherished project along. Now such a man deserves well at the hands of his fellow men, and should not lightly be vilified and misrepresented by writers for the press. I, for one, am sorry I criticized him harshly– no, not that. But I am sincerely sorry that he ever hurled that execrable column of decomposed grammar, irreverence, and incipient lunacy into print and so betrayed me into unchivalrously attacking a literary cripple. He is a good man and a well-meaning one, but he has no business meddling with a pen– let him confine himself to “banging his Bible” extemporaneously.


Mark Twain.


P.S.– I did not mail my elaborate explanatory and apologetic letter for publication after I got an opportunity to read Dr. Talmage’s entire Independent article. But perhaps it was hardly necessary to mention that.







60Disgraceful Persecution of a Boy




IN SAN FRANCISCO, the other day, “A well-dressed boy, on his way to Sunday-school, was arrested and thrown into the city prison for stoning Chinamen.”


What a commentary is this upon human justice! What sad prominence it gives to our human disposition to tyrannize over the weak! San Francisco has little right to take credit to herself for her treatment of this poor boy. What had the child’s education been? How should he suppose it was wrong to stone a Chinaman? Before we side against him, along with outraged San Francisco, let us give him a chance– let us hear the testimony for the defense.


He was a “well-dressed” boy, and a Sunday-school scholar, and therefore the chances are that his parents were intelligent, well-to-do people, with just enough natural villainy in their composition to make them yearn after the daily papers, and enjoy them; and so this boy had opportunities to learn all through the week how to do right, as well as on Sunday.


It was in this way that he found out that the great commonwealth of California imposes an unlawful mining-tax upon John the foreigner, and allows Patrick the foreigner to dig gold for nothing– probably because the degraded Mongol is at no expense for whisky, and the refined Celt cannot exist without it.


It was in this way that he found out that a respectable number of the tax-gatherers– it would be unkind to say all of them– collect the tax twice, instead of once; and that, inasmuch as they do it solely to discourage Chinese immigration into the mines, it is a thing that is much applauded, and likewise regarded as being singularly facetious.


It was in this way that he found out that when a white man robs a sluice-box (by the term white man is meant Spaniards, Mexicans, Portuguese, Irish, Hondurans, Peruvians, Chileans, etc., etc.), they make him leave the camp; and when a Chinaman does that thing, they hang him.


It was in this way that he found out that in many districts of the vast Pacific coast, so strong is the wild, free love of justice in the hearts of the people, that whenever any secret and mysterious crime is committed, they say, “Let justice be done, though the heavens fall,” and go straightway and swing a Chinaman.


It was in this way that he found out that by studying one half of each day’s “local items,” it would appear that the police of San Francisco were either asleep or dead, and by studying the other half it would seem that the reporters were gone mad with admiration of the energy, the virtue, the high effectiveness, and the dare-devil intrepidity of that very police-making exultant mention of how “the Argus-eyed officer So-and-so” captured a wretched knave of a Chinaman who was stealing chickens, and brought him gloriously to the city prison; and how “the gallant officer Such-and-such-a-one” quietly kept an eye on the movements of an “unsuspecting, almond-eyed son of Confucius” (your reporter is nothing if not facetious), following him around with that far-off look. of vacancy and unconsciousness always so finely affected by that inscrutable being, the forty-dollar policeman, during a waking interval, and captured him at last in the very act of placing his hands in a suspicious manner upon a paper of tacks, left by the owner in an exposed situation; and how one officer performed this prodigious thing, and another officer that, and another the other– and pretty much every one of these performances having for a dazzling central incident a Chinaman guilty of a dollar’s worth of crime, an unfortunate, whose misdemeanor must be hurrahed into something enormous in order to keep the public from noticing how many really important rascals went uncaptured in the mean time, and how overrated those glorified policemen actually are.


It was in this way that the boy found out that the legislature, being aware that the Constitution has made America, an asylum for the poor and the oppressed of all nations, and that, therefore, the poor and oppressed who fly to our shelter must not be charged a disabling admission fee, made a law that every Chinaman, upon landing, must be vaccinated upon the wharf, and pay to the state’s appointed officer ten dollars for the service, when there are plenty of doctors in San Francisco who would be glad enough to do it for him for fifty cents.


It was in this way that the boy found out that a Chinaman had no rights that any man was bound to respect; that he had no sorrows that any man was bound to pity; that neither his life nor his liberty was worth the purchase of a penny when a white man needed a scapegoat; that nobody loved Chinamen, nobody befriended them, nobody spared them suffering when it was convenient to inflict it; everybody, individuals, communities, the majesty of the state itself, joined in hating, abusing, and persecuting these humble strangers.


And, therefore, what could have been more natural than for this sunny-hearted-boy, tripping along to Sunday-school, with his mind teeming with freshly learned incentives to high and virtuous action, to say to himself:


“Ah, there goes a Chinaman! God will not love me if I do not stone him.”


And for this he was arrested and put in the city jail.


Everything conspired to teach him that it was a high and holy thing to stone a Chinaman, and yet he no sooner attempts to do his duty than he is punished for it– he, poor chap, who has been aware all his life that one of the principal recreations of the police, out toward the Gold Refinery, is to look on with tranquil enjoyment while the butchers of Brannan Street set their dogs on unoffending Chinamen, and make them flee for their lives. [12]


Keeping in mind the tuition in the humanities which the entire “Pacific coast” gives its youth, there is a very sublimity of incongruity in the virtuous flourish with which the good city fathers of San Francisco proclaim (as they have lately done) that “The police are positively ordered to arrest all boys, of every description and wherever found, who engage in assaulting Chinamen.”


Still, let us be truly glad they have made the order, notwithstanding its inconsistency; and let us rest perfectly confident the police are glad, too. Because there is no personal peril in arresting boys, provided they be of the small kind, and the reporters will have to laud their performances just as loyally as ever, or go without items.


The new form for local items in San Francisco will now be: “The ever-vigilant and efficient officer So-and-so succeeded, yesterday afternoon, in arresting Master Tommy Jones, after a determined resistance,” etc., etc., followed by the customary statistics and final hurrah, with its unconscious sarcasm: “We are happy in being able to state that this is the forty-seventh boy arrested by this gallant officer since the new ordinance went into effect. The most extraordinary activity prevails in the police department. Nothing like it has been seen since we can remember.”



[12] I have many such memories in my mind, but am thinking just at present of one particular one, where the Brannan Street butchers set their dogs on a Chinaman who was quietly passing with a basket of clothes on his head; and while the dogs mutilated his flesh, a butcher increased the hilarity of the occasion by knocking some of the Chinaman’s teeth down his throat with half a brick. This incident sticks in my memory with a more malevolent tenacity, perhaps, on account of the fact that I was in the employ of a San Francisco journal at the time, and was not allowed to publish it because it might offend some of the peculiar element that subscribed for the paper.

—M.T.









61The Valuable Coal Mine




THE AGED Professor Silliman took the homely-looking specimen of New Jersey coal and said he would make a test and determine its quality. The next day the owners of the grand discovery waited on him again, eager to hear the verdict which was to make or mar their fortunes. The Professor said, with that impressive solemnity which always marked his manner:


“Gentlemen, I understand you to say that this property is situated upon a hill-top– consequently the situation is prominent. It is valuable– immensely valuable– though as a coal mine I am obliged to observe that it is a failure. Fence it in, gentlemen– fence it in, and hold to it through good and evil fortune till the Last Day; for I am convinced that it will be the best point with which to view the sublime spectacle of the final conflagration. I feel satisfied that if any part of the earth shall remain uninjured after that awful fire, it will be this coal mine of yours.”







62Misplaced Confidence


The Sad Circumstance of the Sunday-school Superintendent




“JUST ABOUT the close of that long, hard winter,” said the Sunday-school superintendent, “as I was wending toward my duties one brilliant Sabbath morning, I glanced down toward the levee, and there lay the City of Hartford steamer! No mistake about it, there she was, puffing and panting after her long voyage through the ice. A glad sight? Well, I should say so! And then came a pang, right away, because I should have to instruct empty benches, sure; the youngsters would all be off welcoming the first steamboat of the season. You can imagine how surprised I was when I opened the door and saw half the benches full! My gratitude was free, large and sincere. I resolved that they should not find me unappreciative. I said:


“‘Boys, you cannot think how proud it makes me to see you here, nor what renewed assurance it gives me of your affection. I confess that I said to myself as I came along and saw that the City of Hartford was in—”


“‘No! but is she, though!’”


“And, as quick as any flash of lightning, I stood in the presence of empty benches; I had brought them the news myself.”







63Human Nature




THERE ARE SOME NATURES which never grow large enough to speak out and say a bad act is a bad act, until they have inquired into the politics or the nationality of the man who did it. And they are not really scarce, either. Cain is branded a murderer so heartily and unanimously in America, only because he was neither a Democrat nor a Republican. The Feejee Islander’s abuse of Cain ceased very suddenly when the white man mentioned casually that Cain was a Feejee Islander. The next remark of the savage, after an awkward pause, was:


“Well, what did Abel come fooling around here for?”




64Mark Twain in New York




IARRIVED in New York a few days ago, and immediately took rooms at the Astor House. To be sure, I had no money to pay for them; but why think of pay if we are only good? I have always made it a rule to have the best of everything, even if I am obliged to get trusted for it. This sterling maxim was instilled into my mind by a kind father; and who shall say that that gray-haired old man is not proud of his orphan boy?


But the times are so hard just now that I find it very difficult to make both ends meet, and lay up money besides.


I had not been at the Astor more than one day, when the clerk brought me my bill.


“Is it customary,” said I, to pay by the day?”


“It is with men of your stamp,” he replied.


“What kind of a stamp do you take me for?” said I.


“You look like a two-cent stamp,” he replied– “mighty thin; if anybody should wet it once, you’d stick like thunder, but we don’t propose to try it. You either pay this bill, or get out! Have you any money?”


“My estimable young friend,” I replied, “you have probably heard of Dr. Ben Franklin, long since deceased. That eminent physician was at one time in the proverb business, and did a very good thing. He said, among other things, that time is money. Now, I haven’t got any money, but, as regards time, I am in affluent circumstances, and if you will receipt that bill, I will give you a check for as much time as you think equivalent, and throw you in a couple of hours for your trouble.”


He made no reply, but from the fact of the porter’s coming up immediately thereafter, removing my trunk to the sidewalk, and hustling me out after it, I inferred that I wasn’t considered a financial success.


“Say, Mister,” said a small boy with a very long coat and cap with considerable visor; “don’t tear yourself away.”


“Oh, you let him alone,” said another, “his mother sent for him.”


Oh, world thou art ever cruel!


I immediately called a hackman, and told him to take me to a cheap but respectable hotel. “And the cheaper it is,” I added, “the more respectable I shall consider it.”


He drove me to the Excelsior House, and I told him I was under a great obligation to him, and if at any time I could do him a favor, I should feel grieved if he didn’t speak to me about it, for my proud spirit spurns an obligation.


“If you don’t fork over that fifty cents,” said he, “there’ll be a funeral in your family, and it won’t be your wife, nor none of your children.”


“But I’m busted,” said I. “If meeting houses were selling two for a cent, I could not by the handle of a contribution box.”


He swore at me awfully, and said he would have it out of my trunk– so he burst it open.


But the contents of that trunk are far from valuable, for I carry it filled with sawdust. It looks just as respectable, and in an emergency of this kind is invaluable.


I will not say this hackman looked daggers at me. He looked a whole arsenal, with a back room full of extra bayonets; and as he mounted his box and drove away, the air was fairly blue with oaths. He got off string after string without making a single mistake, and he must have had the Devil’s dictionary at his tongue’s end.


It fairly curdled my blood to hear him swear such awful swears. I never had my blood curdled before, so I put some in a bottle to look at.


I afterwards heard that the hackman was always very wicked, and wouldn’t go to Sunday school when he was a little boy; but when his mother put on his cap with a tassel on it, and gave him a cent to put in the contribution box, he would go off with other bad boys and pitch pennies. Is it any wonder that he is a great horrid thing, and uses oaths when he swears?







65A Couple of Sad Experiences




WHEN I PUBLISHED a squib recently in which I said I was going to edit an Agricultural Department in this magazine, I certainly did not desire to deceive anybody. I had not the remotest desire to play upon anyone’s confidence with a practical joke, for he is a pitiful creature indeed who will degrade the dignity of his humanity to the contriving of the witless inventions that go by that name. I purposely wrote the thing as absurdly and as extravagantly as it could be written, in order to be sure and not mislead hurried or heedless readers: for I spoke of launching a triumphal barge upon a desert, and planting a tree of prosperity in a mine– a tree whose fragrance should slake the thirst of the naked, and whose branches should spread abroad till they washed the shores of, etc., etc. I thought that manifest lunacy like that would protect the reader. But to make assurance absolute, and show that I did not and could not seriously mean to attempt an Agricultural Department, I stated distinctly in my postscript that I did not know anything about Agriculture. But alas! right there is where I made my worst mistake– for that remark seems to have recommended my proposed Agriculture more than anything else. It lets a little light in on me, and I fancy I perceive that the farmers feel a little bored, sometimes, by the oracular profundity of agricultural editors who “know it all.” In fact, one of my correspondents suggests this (for that unhappy squib has deluged me with letters about potatoes, and cabbages, and hominy, and vermicelli, and macaroni, and all the other fruits, cereals, and vegetables that ever grew on earth; and if I get done answering questions about the best way of raising these things before I go raving crazy, I shall be thankful, and shall never write obscurely for fun any more).


Shall I tell the real reason why I have unintentionally succeeded in fooling so many people? It is because some of them only read a little of the squib I wrote and jumped to the conclusion that it was serious, and the rest did not read it at all, but heard of my agricultural venture at second-hand. Those cases I could not guard against, of course. To write a burlesque so wild that its pretended facts will not be accepted in perfect good faith by somebody, is, very nearly an impossible thing to do. It is because, in some instances, the reader is a person who never tries to deceive anybody himself, and therefore is not expecting anyone to wantonly practice a deception upon him; and in this case the only person dishonored is the man who wrote the burlesque. In other instances the “nub” or moral of the burlesque– if its object be to enforce a truth– escapes notice in the superior glare of something in the body of the burlesque itself. And very often this “moral” is tagged on at the bottom, and the reader, not knowing that it is the key of the whole thing and the only important paragraph in the article, tranquilly turns up his nose at it and leaves it unread. One can deliver a satire with telling force through the insidious medium of a travesty, if he is careful not to overwhelm the satire with the extraneous interest of the travesty, and so bury it from the reader’s sight and leave him a joked and defrauded victim, when the honest intent was to add to either his knowledge or his wisdom. I have had a deal of experience in burlesques and their unfortunate aptness to deceive the public, and this is why I tried hard to make that agricultural one so broad and so perfectly palpable that even a one-eyed potato could see it; and yet, as I speak the solemn truth, it fooled one of the ablest agricultural editors in America!






THE PETRIFIED MAN




NOW, TO SHOW how really hard it is to foist a moral or a truth upon an unsuspecting public through a burlesque without entirely and absurdly missing one’s mark, I will here set down two experiences of my own in this thing. In the fall of 1862, in Nevada and California, the people got to running wild about extraordinary petrifactions and other natural marvels. One could scarcely pick up a paper without finding in it one or two glorified discoveries of this kind. The mania was becoming a little ridiculous. I was a brand-new local editor in Virginia City, and I felt called upon to destroy this growing evil; we all have our benignant, fatherly moods at one time or another, I suppose. I chose to kill the petrifaction mania with a delicate, a very delicate satire. But maybe it was altogether too delicate, for nobody ever perceived the satire part of it at all. I put my scheme in the shape of the discovery of a remarkably petrified man.



PETRIFIED MAN


[Territorial Enterprise,

October 4, 1862]


A petrified man was found some time ago in the mountains south of Gravelly Ford. Every limb and feature of the stony mummy was perfect, not even excepting the left leg, which has evidently been a wooden one during the lifetime of the owner– which lifetime, by the way, came to a close about a century ago, in the opinion of a savant who has examined the defunct. The body was in a sitting posture, and leaning against a huge mass of croppings; the attitude was pensive, the right thumb resting against the side of the nose; the left thumb partially supported the chin, the fore-finger pressing the inner corner of the left eye and drawing it partly open; the right eye was closed, and the fingers of the right hand spread apart. This strange freak of nature created a profound sensation in the vicinity, and our informant states that by request, Justice Sewall, of Humboldt City, at once proceeded to the spot and held an inquest on the body. The verdict of the jury was that “deceased came to his death from protracted exposure,” etc. The people of the neighborhood volunteered to bury the poor unfortunate, and were even anxious to do so; but it was discovered, when they attempted to remove him, that the water which had dripped upon him for ages from the crag above, had coursed down his back and deposited a limestone sediment under him which had glued him to the bed rock upon which he sat, as with a cement of adamant, and Judge Sewall refused to allow the charitable citizens to blast him from his position. The opinion expressed by his Honor that such a course would be little less than sacrilege, was eminently just and proper. Everybody goes to see the stone man, as many as three hundred having visited the hardened creature during the past five or six weeks.





MORE ON THE PETRIFIED MAN


[Territorial Enterprise,

November, 1862]


Mr. Herr Weisnicht has just arrived in Virginia City from the Humboldt mines and regions beyond. He brings with him the head and one foot of the petrified man, lately found in the mountains near Gravelly Ford. A skillful assayer has analyzed a small portion of dirt found under the nail of the great toe and pronounces the man to have been a native of the Kingdom of New Jersey. As a trace of “speculation” is still discernible in the left eye, it is thought the man was on his way to what is now the Washoe mining region for the purpose of locating the Comstock. The remains brought in are to be seen in a neat glass case in the third story of the Library Building, where they have been temporarily placed by Mr. Weisnicht for the inspection of the curious, and where they may be examined by anyone who will take the trouble to visit them.






I had had a temporary falling out with Mr. Sewall, the new coroner and justice of the peace of Humboldt, and thought I might as well touch him up a little at the same time and make him ridiculous, and thus combine pleasure with business. So I told, in patient, belief-compelling detail, all about the finding of a petrified-man at Gravelly Ford (exactly a hundred and twenty miles, over a breakneck mountain trail from where Sewall lived); how all the savants of the immediate neighborhood had been to examine it (it was notorious that there was not a living creature within fifty miles of there, except a few starving Indians; some crippled grasshoppers, and four or five buzzards out of meat and too feeble to get away); how those savants all pronounced the petrified man to have been in a state of complete petrifaction for over ten generations; and then, with a seriousness that I ought to have been ashamed to assume, I stated that as soon as Mr. Sewall heard the news he summoned a jury, mounted his mule, and posted off, with noble reverence for official duty, on that awful five days’ journey, through alkali, sage brush, peril of body, and imminent starvation, to hold an inquest on this man that had been dead and turned to everlasting stone for more than three hundred years! And then, my hand being “in,” so to speak, I went on, with the same unflinching gravity, to state that the jury returned a verdict that deceased came to his death from protracted exposure. This only moved me to higher flights of imagination, and I said that the jury, with that charity so characteristic of pioneers, then dug a grave, and were about to give the petrified man Christian burial, when they found that for ages a limestone sediment had been trickling down the face of the stone against which he was sitting, and this stuff had run under him and cemented him fast to the “bed-rock”; that the jury (they were all silver-miners) canvassed the difficulty a moment, and then got out their powder and fuse, and proceeded to drill a hole under him, in order to blast him from his position, when Mr. Sewall, “with that delicacy so characteristic of him, forbade them, observing that it would be little less than sacrilege to do such a thing.”


From beginning to end the “Petrified Man” squib was a string of roaring absurdities, albeit they were told with an unfair pretense of truth that even imposed upon me to some extent, and I was in some danger of believing in my own fraud. But I really had no desire to deceive anybody, and no expectation of doing it. I depended on the way the petrified man was sitting to explain to the public that he was a swindle. Yet I purposely mixed that up with other things, hoping to make it obscure– and I did. I would describe the position of one foot, and then say his right thumb was against the side of his nose; then talk about his other foot, and presently come back and say the fingers of his right hand were spread apart; then talk about the back of his head a little, and return and say the left thumb was hooked into the right little finger; then ramble off about something else, and by and by drift back again and remark that the fingers of the left hand were spread like those of the right. But I was too ingenious. I mixed it up rather too much; and so all that description of the attitude, as a key to the humbuggery of the article, was entirely lost, for nobody but me ever discovered and comprehended the peculiar and suggestive position of the petrified man’s hands.


As a satire on the petrifaction mania, or anything else, my Petrified Man was a disheartening failure; for everybody received him in innocent good faith, and I was stunned to see the creature I had begotten to pull down the wonder-business with, and bring derision upon it, calmly exalted to the grand chief place in the list of the genuine marvels our Nevada had produced. I was so disappointed at the curious miscarriage of my scheme, that at first I was angry, and did not like to think about it; but by and by, when the exchanges began to come in with the Petrified Man copied and guilelessly glorified, I began to feel a soothing secret satisfaction; and as my gentleman’s field of travels broadened, and by the exchanges I saw that he steadily and implacably penetrated territory after territory, state after state, and land after land, till he swept the great globe and culminated in sublime and unimpeached legitimacy in the august London Lancet, my cup was full, and I said I was glad I had done it. I think that for about eleven months, as nearly as I can remember, Mr. Sewall’s daily mail-bag continued to be swollen by the addition of half a bushel of newspapers hailing from many climes with the Petrified Man in them, marked around with a prominent belt of ink. I sent them to him. I did it for spite, not for fun.


He used to shovel them into his back yard and curse. And every day during all those months the miners, his constituents (for miners never quit joking a person when they get started), would call on him and ask if he could tell them where they could get hold of a paper with the Petrified Man in it. He could have accommodated a continent with them. I hated Sewall in those days, and these things pacified me and pleased me. I could not have gotten more real comfort out of him without killing him.






MY BLOODY MASSACRE




THE OTHER BURLESQUE I have referred to was my fine satire upon the financial expedients of “cooking dividends,” a thing which became shamefully frequent on the Pacific coast for a while. Once more, in my self-complacent simplicity I felt that the time had arrived for me to rise up and be a reformer. I put this reformatory satire, in the shape of a fearful “Massacre at Empire City.” The San Francisco papers were making a great outcry about the iniquity of the Daney Silver-Mining Company, whose directors had declared a “cooked” or false dividend, for the purpose of increasing the value of their stock, so that they could sell out at a comfortable figure, and then scramble from under the tumbling concern. And while abusing the Daney, those papers did not forget to urge the public to get rid of all their silver stocks and invest in, sound and safe San Francisco stocks, such as the Spring Valley Water Company, etc. But right at this unfortunate juncture, behold the Spring Valley cooked a dividend too! And so, under the insidious mask of an invented “bloody massacre,” I stole upon the public unawares with my scathing satire upon the dividend cooking system. In about half a column of imaginary human carnage I told how a citizen hard murdered his wife and nine children, and then committed suicide. And I said slyly, at the bottom, that the sudden madness of which this melancholy massacre was the result had been brought about by his having allowed himself to be persuaded by the California papers to sell his sound and lucrative Nevada silver stocks, and buy into Spring Valley just in time to get cooked along with that company’s fancy dividend, and sink every cent he had in the world.



A BLOODY MASSACRE

NEAR CARSON


[Territorial Enterprise,

October 28, 1863]


From Abram Curry, who arrived here yesterday afternoon from Carson, we have learned the following particulars concerning a bloody massacre which was committed in Ormsby county night before last. It seems that during the past six months a man named P. Hopkins, or Philip Hopkins, has been residing with his family in the old log house just at the edge of the great pine forest which lies between Empire City and Dutch Nick’s. The family consisted of nine children– five girls and four boys– the oldest of the group, Mary, being nineteen years old, and the youngest. Tommy, about a year and a half. Twice in the past two months Mrs. Hopkins, while visiting in Carson, expressed fears concerning the sanity of her husband, remarking that of late he had been subject to fits of violence, and that during the prevalence of one of these he had threatened to take her life. It was Mrs. Hopkins’ misfortune to be given to exaggeration, however, and but little attention was paid to what she said. About ten o’clock on Monday evening Hopkins dashed into Carson on horseback, with his throat cut from ear to ear, and bearing in his hand a reeking scalp from which the warm, smoking blood was still dripping, and fell in a dying condition in front of the Magnolia saloon. Hopkins expired in the course of five minutes, without speaking. The long red hair of the scalp he bore marked it as that of Mrs. Hopkins. A number of citizens, headed by Sheriff Gasherie, mounted at once and rode down to Hopkins’ house, where a ghastly scene met their gaze. The scalpless corpse of Mrs. Hopkins lay across the threshold, with her head split open and her right hand almost severed from the wrist. Near her lay the ax with which the murderous deed had been committed. In one of the bedrooms six of the children were found, one in bed and the others scattered about the floor. They were all dead. Their brains had evidently been dashed out with a club, and every mark about them seemed to have been made with a blunt instrument. The children must have struggled hard for their lives, as articles of clothing and broken furniture were strewn about the room in the utmost confusion. Julia and Emma, aged respectively fourteen and seventeen, were found in the kitchen, bruised and insensible, but it is thought their recovery is possible. The eldest girl, Mary, must have taken refuge, in her terror, in the garret, as her body was found there, frightfully mutilated, and the knife with which her wounds had been inflicted still sticking in her side. The two girls, Julia and Emma, who had recovered sufficiently to be able to talk yesterday morning, state that their father knocked them down with a billet of wood and stamped on them. They think they were the first attacked. They further state that Hopkins had shown evidence of derangement all day, but had exhibited no violence. He flew into a passion and attempted to murder them because they advised him to go to bed and compose his mind. Curry says Hopkins was about forty-two years of age, and a native of Western Pennsylvania; he was always affable and polite, and until very recently we had never heard of his ill treating his family. He had been a heavy owner in the best mines of Virginia and Gold Hill, but when the San Francisco papers exposed the game of cooking dividends in order to bolster up our stocks he grew afraid and sold out, and invested to an immense amount in the Spring Valley Water Company of San Francisco. He was advised to do this by a relative of his, one of the editors of the San Francisco Bulletin, who had suffered pecuniarily by the dividend-cooking system as applied to the Daney Mining Company recently. Hopkins had not long ceased to own in the various claims on the Comstock lead, however, when several dividends were cooked on his newly acquired property, their water totally dried up, and Spring Valley stock went down to nothing. It is presumed that this misfortune drove him mad and resulted in his killing himself and the greater portion of his family. The newspapers of San Francisco permitted this water company to go on borrowing money and cooking dividends, under cover of which cunning financiers crept out of the tottering concern, leaving the crash to come upon poor and unsuspecting stockholders, without offering to expose the villainy at work. We hope the fearful massacre detailed above may prove the saddest result of their silence.




Ah, it was a deep, deep satire, and most ingeniously contrived. But I made the horrible details so carefully and conscientiously interesting that the public devoured them greedily, and wholly overlooked the following distinctly stated facts, to wit: The murderer was perfectly well known to every creature in the land as a bachelor, and consequently he could not murder his wife and nine children; he murdered them “in his splendid dressed-stone mansion just in the edge of the great pine forest between Empire City and Dutch Nick’s,” when even the very pickled oysters that came on our tables knew that there was not a “dressed-stone mansion” in all Nevada Territory; also that, so far from there being a “great pine forest between Empire City and Dutch Nick’s,” there wasn’t a solitary tree within fifteen miles of either place; and, finally, it was patent and notorious that Empire City and Dutch Nick’s were one and the same place, and contained only six houses anyhow, and consequently there could be no forest between them; and on top of all these absurdities I stated that this diabolical murderer, after inflicting a wound upon himself that the reader ought to have seen would kill an elephant in the twinkling of an eye, jumped on his horse and rode four miles, waving his wife’s reeking scalp in the air, and thus performing entered Carson City with tremendous éclat, and dropped dead in front of the chief saloon, the envy and admiration of all beholders.


Well, in all my life I never saw anything like the sensation that little satire created. It was the talk of the town, it was the talk of the territory. Most of the citizens dropped gently into it at breakfast, and they never finished their meal. There was something about those minutely faithful details that was a sufficing substitute for food. Few people that were able to read took food that morning. Dan and I (Dan was my reportorial associate) took our seats on either side of our customary table in the “Eagle Restaurant,” and, as I unfolded the shred they used to call a napkin in that establishment, I saw at the next table two stalwart innocents with that sort of vegetable dandruff sprinkled about their clothing which was the sign and evidence that they were in from the Truckee with a load of hay. The one facing me had the morning paper folded to a long, narrow strip, and I knew, without any telling, that that strip represented the column that contained my pleasant financial satire. From the way he was excitedly mumbling, I saw that the heedless son of a hay-mow was skipping with all his might, in order to get to the bloody details as quickly as possible; and so he was missing the guide-boards I had set up to warn him that the whole thing was a fraud. Presently his eyes spread wide open, just as his jaws swung asunder to take in a potato approaching it on a fork; the potato halted, the face lit up redly, and the whole man was on fire with excitement. Then he broke into a disjointed checking off of the particulars– his potato cooling in mid-air meantime, and his mouth making a reach for it occasionally; but always bringing up suddenly against a new and still more direful performance of my hero. At last he looked his stunned and rigid comrade impressively in the face, and said, with an expression of concentrated awe:


“Jim, he b’iled his baby, and he took the old ’oman’s skelp. Cuss’d if I want any breakfast!”


And he laid his lingering potato reverently down, and he and his friend departed from the restaurant empty but satisfied.


He never got down to where the satire part of it began. Nobody ever did. They found the thrilling particulars sufficient. To drop in with a poor little moral at the fag-end of such a gorgeous massacre was like following the expiring sun with a candle and hope to attract the world’s attention to it.


The idea that anybody could ever take my massacre for a genuine occurrence never once suggested itself to me, hedged about as it was by all those telltale absurdities and impossibilities concerning the “great pine forest,” the “dressed-stone mansion,” etc. But I found out then, and never have forgotten since, that we never read the dull explanatory surroundings of marvelously exciting things when we have no occasion to suppose that some irresponsible scribbler is trying to defraud us; we skip all that, and hasten to revel in the blood-curdling particulars and be happy.







66The Judge’s “Spirited Woman”




“IWAS SITTING HERE,” said the judge, “in this old pulpit, holding court, and we were trying a big, wicked-looking Spanish desperado for killing the husband of a bright, pretty Mexican woman. It was a lazy summer day, and an awfully long one, and the witnesses were tedious. None of us took any interest in the trial except that nervous, uneasy devil of a Mexican woman– because you know how they love and how they hate, and this one had loved her husband with all her might, and now she had boiled it all down into hate, and stood here spitting it at that Spaniard with her eyes; and I tell you she would stir me up, too, with a little of her summer lightning, occasionally. Well, I had my coat off and my heels up, lolling and sweating, and smoking one of those cabbage cigars the San Francisco people used to think were good enough for us in those times; and the lawyers they all had their coats off, and were smoking and whittling, and the witnesses the same, and so was the prisoner. Well, the fact is, there warn’t any interest in a murder trial then, because the fellow was always brought in ‘not guilty,’ the jury expecting him to do as much for them some time; and, although the evidence was straight and square against this Spaniard, we knew we could not convict him without seeming to be rather high-handed and sort of reflecting on every gentleman in the community; for there warn’t any carriages and liveries then, and so the only ‘style’ there was, was to keep your private graveyard. But that woman seemed to have her heart set on hanging that Spaniard; and you’d ought to have seen how she would glare on him a minute, and then look up at me in her pleading way, and then turn and for the next five minutes search the jury’s faces, and by and by drop her face in her hands for just a little while as if she was most ready to give up; but out she’d come again directly, and be as live and anxious as ever. But when the jury announced the verdict– Not Guilty– and I told the prisoner he was acquitted and free to go, that woman rose up till she appeared to be as tall and grand as a seventy-four-gun ship, and says she:


“‘Judge, do I understand you to say that this man is not guilty that murdered my husband without any cause before my own eyes and my little children’s, and that all has been done to him that ever justice and the law can do?’


“‘The same,’ says I.


“And then what do you reckon she did? Why, she turned on that smirking Spanish fool like a wildcat, and out with a ‘navy’ and shot him dead in open court!”


“That was spirited, I am willing to admit.”


“Wasn’t it, though?” said the judge admiringly. “I wouldn’t have missed it for anything. I adjourned court right on the spot, and we put on our coats and went out and took up a collection for her and her cubs, and sent them over the mountains to their friends. Ah, she was a spirited wench!”







67Hogwash




FOR FIVE YEARS I have preserved the following miracle of pointless imbecility and bathos, waiting to see if I could find anything in literature that was worse. But in vain. I have read it forty or fifty times altogether, and with a steadily increasing pleasurable disgust. I now offer it for competition as the sickliest specimen of sham sentimentality that exists. I almost always get it out and read it when I am lowspirited, and it has cheered many and many a sad hour for me. I will remark, in the way of general information, that in California, that land of felicitous nomenclature, the literary name of this sort of stuff is “hogwash.”



[From the California Farmer.]


A Touching Incident



Mr. Editor– I hand you the following for insertion if you think it worthy of publication; it is a picture, though brief, of a living reality which the writer witnessed, within a little time since, in a luxurious city—


A beautiful lady sat beneath a verandah overshadowed by clustering vines; in her lap was a young infant, apparently asleep. The mother sat, as she supposed, unobserved, and lost in deep meditation. Richly robed, and surrounded with all the outward appearances of wealth and station, wife and mother and mistress of a splendid mansion and garden around it, it would have seemed as if the heart that could claim to be queen here should be a happy one. Alas! appearances are not always the true guide, for—





That mother sat there like a statue awhile,


When over her face beamed a sad, sad smile;


Then she started and shudder’d as if terrible fears


Were crushing her spirit– then came the hot tears.





And the wife and mother, with all that was seemingly joyous around her, gave herself up to the full sweep of agonizing sorrow. I gazed upon this picture for a little while only, for my own tears fell freely and without any control: the lady was so truthful and innocent, to all outward appearances, that my own deepest sympathies went out instantly to her and her sorrows.


This is no fancy sketch, but a sad, sad reality. It occurred in the very heart of our city, and, witnessing it with deep sorrow, I asked myself, how can these things be? But I remember that this small incident may only be a foreshadowing of some great sorrow deeply hidden in that mother’s aching heart. The bard of Avon says—





When sorrows come, they come not single spies,


But in battalions.





I had turned away for a moment to look at some object that attracted my attention, when, looking again, this child of sorrow was drying her eyes carefully and preparing to leave and go within—





And there will canker sorrow eat her bud,


And chase the native beauty from her cheek.











68Post-Mortem Poetry




IN PHILADELPHIA they have a custom which it would be pleasant to see adopted throughout the land. It is that of appending to published death-notices a little verse or two of comforting poetry. Anyone who is in the habit of reading the daily Philadelphia Ledger must frequently be touched by these plaintive tributes to extinguished worth. In Philadelphia, the departure of a child is a circumstance which is not more surely followed by a burial than by the accustomed solacing poesy in the Public Ledger. In that city death loses half its terror because the knowledge of its presence comes thus disguised in the sweet drapery of verse. For instance, in a late Ledger I find the following (I change the surname):



DIED



Hawks.– On the 17th inst., Clara, the daughter of Ephraim and Laura Hawks, aged 21 months and 2 days.





That merry shout no more I hear,


No laughing child I see,


No little arms are around my neck,


No feet upon my knee;





No kisses drop upon my cheek,


These lips are sealed to me.


Dear Lord, how could I give Clara up


To any but to Thee?






A child thus mourned could not die wholly discontented. From the Ledger of the same date I make the following extract, merely changing the surname, as before:




Becket.– On Sunday morning, 19th inst., John P., infant son of George and Julia Becket, aged 1 year, 6 months, and 15 days.





That merry shout no more I hear,


No laughing child I see,


No little arms are around my neck,


No feet upon my knee;





No kisses drop upon my cheek,


These lips are sealed to me.


Dear Lord, how could I give Johnnie up


To any but to Thee?






The similarity of the emotions as produced in the mourners in these two instances is remarkably evidenced by the singular similarity of thought which they experienced, and the surprising coincidence of language used by them to give it expression.


In the same journal, of the same date, I find the following (surname suppressed, as before):




Wagner.– On the 10th inst., Ferguson G., the son of William L. and Martha Theresa Wagner, aged 4 weeks and 1 day.





That merry shout no more I hear,


No laughing child I see,


No little arms are around my neck,


No feet upon my knee;





No kisses drop upon my cheek,


These lips are sealed to me.


Dear Lord, how could I give Ferguson up


To any but to Thee?






It is strange what power the reiteration of an essentially poetical thought has upon one’s feelings. When we take up the Ledger and read the poetry about little Clara, we feel an unaccountable depression of the spirits. When we drift further down the column and read the poetry about little Johnnie, the depression and spirits acquires and added emphasis, and we experience tangible suffering. When we saunter along down the column further still and read the poetry about little Ferguson, the word torture but vaguely suggests the anguish that rends us.




In the Ledger (same copy referred to above) I find the following (I alter surname, as usual):




Welch.– On the 5th inst., Mary C. Welch, wife of William B. Welch, and daughter of Catharine and George W. Markland, in the 29th year of her age.





A mother dear, a mother kind,


Has gone and left us all behind.


Cease to weep, for tears are vain,


Mother dear is out of pain.





Farewell, husband, children dear,


Serve thy God with filial fear,


And meet me in the land above,


Where all is peace, and joy, and love.






What could be sweeter than that? No collection of salient facts (without reduction to tabular form) could be more succinctly stated than is done in the first stanza by the surviving relatives, and no more concise and comprehensive program of farewells, post-mortuary general orders, etc., could be framed in any form than is done in verse by deceased in the last stanza. These things insensibly make us wiser and tenderer, and better.




Another extract:




Ball.– On the morning of the 15th inst., Mary E., daughter of John and Sarah F. Ball.





’Tis sweet to rest in lively hope


That when my change shall come


Angels will hover round my bed,


To waft my spirit home.








The following is apparently the customary form for heads of families:




Burns.– On the 20th inst., Michael Burns, aged 40 years.





Dearest father, thou hast left us,


Hear thy loss we deeply feel;


But ’tis God that has bereft us,


He can all our sorrows heal.





Funeral at 2 o’clock sharp.








There is something very simple and pleasant about the following, which, in Philadelphia, seems to be the usual form for consumptives of long standing. (It deplores four distinct cases in the single copy of the Ledger which lies on the Memoranda editorial table):




Bromley.– On the 29th inst., of consumption, Philip Bromley, in the 50th year of his age.





Affliction sore long time he bore,


Physicians were in vain—


Till God at last did hear him mourn,


And eased him of his pain.





That friend whom death from us has torn,


We did not think so soon to part;


An anxious care now sinks the thorn


Still deeper in our bleeding heart.






This beautiful creation loses nothing by repetition. On the contrary, the oftener one sees it in the Ledger, the more grand and awe-inspiring it seems.




With one more extract I will close:




Doble.– On the 4th inst., Samuel Pervil Worthington Doble, aged 4 days.





Our little Sammy’s gone,


His tiny spirit’s fled;


Our little boy we loved so dear


Lies sleeping with the dead.





A tear within a father’s eye,


A mother’s aching heart,


Can only tell the agony


How hard it is to part.






Could anything be more plaintive than that, without requiring further concessions of grammar? Could anything be likely to do more toward reconciling deceased to circumstances, and making him willing to go? Perhaps not. The power of song can hardly be estimated. There is an element about some poetry which is able to make even physical suffering and death cheerful things to contemplate and consummations to be desired. This element is present in the mortuary poetry of Philadelphia degree of development.


The custom I have been treating of is one that should be adopted in all the cities of the land.




It is said that once a man of small consequence died, and the Rev. T. K. Beecher was asked to preach the funeral sermon– a man who abhors the lauding of people, either dead or alive, except in dignified and simple language, and then only for merits which they actually possessed or possess, not merits which they merely ought to have possessed. The friends of the deceased got up a stately funeral. They must have had misgivings that the corpse might not be praised strongly enough, for they prepared some manuscript headings and notes in which nothing was left unsaid on that subject that a fervid imagination and an unabridged dictionary could compile, and these they handed to the minister as he entered the pulpit. They were merely intended as suggestions, and so the friends were filled with consternation when the minister stood in the pulpit and proceeded to read off the curious odds and ends in ghastly detail and in a loud voice! And their consternation solidified to petrification when he paused at the end, contemplated the multitude reflectively, and then said, impressively:


“The man would be a fool who tried to add anything to that. Let us pray!”




And with the same strict adhesion to truth it can be said that the man would be a fool who tried to add anything to the following transcendent obituary poem. There is something so innocent, so guileless, so complacent, so unearthly serene and self-satisfied about this peerless “hogwash,” that the man must be made of stone who can read it without a dulcet ecstasy creeping along his backbone and quivering in his marrow. There is no need to say that this poem is genuine and in earnest, for its proofs are written all over its face. An ingenious scribbler might imitate it after a fashion, but Shakespeare himself could not counterfeit it. It is noticeable that the country editor who published it did not know that it was a treasure and the most perfect thing of its kind that the storehouses and museums of literature could show. He did not dare to say no to the dread poet– for such a poet must have been something of an apparition– but he just shoveled it into his paper anywhere that came handy, and felt ashamed, and put that disgusted “Published by Request” over it, and hoped that his subscribers would overlook it or not feel an impulse to read it:




(Published by Request)


LINES


Composed on the death of Samuel and Catharine Belknap’s children


by M. A. Glaze





Friends and neighbors all draw near,


And listen to what I have to say;


And never leave your children dear


When they are small, and go away.





But always think of that sad fate,


That happened in year of ’63;


Four children with a house did burn,


Think of their awful agony.





Their mother she had gone away,


And left them there alone to stay;


The house took fire and down did burn;


Before their mother did return.





Their piteous cry the neighbors heard,


And then the cry of fire was given;


But, ah! before they could them reach,


Their little spirits had flown to heaven.





Their father he to war had gone,


And on the battle-field was slain;


But little did he think when he went away,


But what on earth they would meet again.





The neighbors often told his wife


Not to leave his children there,


Unless she got someone to stay,


And of the little ones take care.





The oldest he was years not six,


And the youngest only eleven months old,


But often she had left them there alone,


As, by the neighbors, I have been told.





How can she bear to see the place.


Where she so oft has left them there,


Without a single one to look to them,


Or of the little ones to take good care.





Oh, can she look upon the spot,


Whereunder their little burnt bones lay,


But what she thinks she hears them say,


“’Twas God had pity, and took us on high.”





And there may she kneel down and pray,


And ask God her to forgive;


And she may lead a different life


While she on earth remains to live.





Her husband and her children too,


God has took from pain and woe.


May she reform and mend her ways,


That she may also to them go.





And when it is God’s holy will,


O, may she be prepared


To meet her God and friends in peace,


And leave this world of care.






Nicholson, Pa, Feb. 8, 1863







69Favors from Correspondents

- I -




TO THOSE PARTIES who have offered to send me curious obituaries, I shall be very glad to receive such. A number have already been sent me. The quaint epitaph business has been a fair share of attention in all generations, but the village obituaries– those marvelous combinations of ostentatious sorrow and ghastly “fine writing”– have been unkindly neglected. Inquirers are informed that the “Post-mortem Poetry” of last month really came without alteration, from the Philadelphia Ledger. The “Deaths” have long been a prominent feature in the Ledger.


Aware of the interest we take in obituaries and obituary poetry, unknown friends send specimens from many States of the Union. But they are nearly all marred by one glaring defect– they are not bad enough to be good. No, they drivel along on one dull level of mediocracy, and, like Mr. Brick Pomeroy’s “Saturday Night” sentiment, are simply dreamy and humiliating instead of wholesomely execrable and exasperating.




An appreciative New Yorker clips the following sweet thing from an interior paper, and forwards it to this department. In kindness, we have altered the names:




Died– July 27th, Etta A., daughter of Mary G. and William L. Burt, aged 11 years, 9 months, and 17 days.





Thus passed away our darling one,


She patiently bore her suffering long,


We listened to every word she said,


Her sister by her sighed and wept.





She said to her, “I am not dead yet,


I am going away– do not weep;


I am going away from this cold world,


Going to a different shore and try it a whirl.”






It would be hard to conceive of anything finer than that. The mind can suggest no improvement to it– except it be to italicize the word “it” in the last line.




From Alabama “A Friend” responds to our calling for touching obituaries, with the following “from an old number of the ‘Tuscaloosa Observer.’” The disease of this sufferer (as per third stanza) will probably never attack the author of his obituary– and for good and sufficient reasons:




Farewell, thou earthy friend of mine,


The messenger was sent, why do we repine,


Why should we grieve and weep,


In Jesus he fell asleep.





Around his bed his friends did stand,


Nursing with a willing hand;


Anxiety great with medical skill,


The fever raged he still was ill.





His recovery we prayed but in vain,


The disease located on his brain,


Death succeeded human skill,


Pulse ceased to beat, death chilled every limb.





Death did not distorture his pale face,


How short on earth was his Christian race,


With tears flowing from the youth and furrowed face,


He was consigned to his last resting, resting place.





The lofty oaks spreading branches


Shades the grave of his dear sister Addie and sweet little Francis,


Three children now in Heaven rest,


Should parents grieve?


Jesus called and blest.








“M.” (Springfield, O.) encloses for the Memoranda an inscription copied verbatim from a tombstone in Mount Vernon Cemetery, Wheeling, erected to the memory of four little children who died within a few weeks of each other. (S. J., of Wheeling, also sends a copy of the same.) The verses seem to represent a conversation between the parents and the departed:




Children dear, what made you go


Far away, &c.


And leave us in our grief below,


Far away, &c.


You could not find a better home,


Nor better friends where e’er you roam,


Since you have left your earthly dome,


Far away, &c.





A heavenly message came for we.


All is well, &c.


To go and join that glorious glee,


All is well, &c.


We are members of that band,


On a holy pavement we do stand,


With a golden trumpet in our hand.


All is well, &c.





Ye are strangers in that sphere.


Children dear, &c.


You have no friends that you know there.


Children dear, &c.


We wish, we wish we could but see


That heavenly Palace where you be,


And bring you back to live with we.


Children dear, &c.





Dear parents weep for us no more,


All is well, &c.


We landed safe on Canaan’s shore,


All is well, &c.


Ah! friends we have, we are well known


With saints and angels round the throne,


And Jesus claims us as his own.


All is well, &c.








From Boston a correspondent writes as follows: “Please make a memorandum of this drop of comfort which I once heard a child-hating bachelor offer to his nieces at their father’s funeral: “Remember, children, this happens only once in your lifetime.”




A Boston correspondent writes: “the author of “Johnny Skae’s Item” will doubtless find merit in the enclosed atrocity. I cut it from a Provincial paper, where it appeared in perfect seriousness, as a touching tribute to departed worth.” The “atrocity” referred to (half a column of doggerel; comes under the customary verdict– not superhumanly bad enough to be good; but nothing in literature can surpass the eloquent paragraph which introduces it, viz.:


LINES



Written on the death– sudden and untimely death– of Cornelius Kickham, son of John Kickham, Souris West, and nephew of E. Kickham, Esq., of the same place, on the 25th ult., at the age of nineteen years, in the humane attempt of rescuing three small children in a cart and runaway horse, came in contact with the shaft, which after extreme suffering for two days, caused his death, during which time, he bore with heroic resignation to the divine will. May he rest in peace.




Comment here would be sacrilege. “Johnny Skae’s Item,” referred to above, was written in San Francisco, by the editor of this Memoranda, six or seven years ago, to burlesque a painfully incoherent style of local itemizing which prevailed in the papers there at that day. [13] The above “Lines” were absolutely written and printed in a provincial paper, in all seriousness, just as copied above; but we will append “Johnny Skae’s Item,” and leave it to the reader if he can shut his eyes and tell which is the burlesque and which isn’t:



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





[13] The complete article, “The Facts,” appears in this collection, vol. ii, no. 58.









70Wit Inspirations of the “Two-Year-Olds”




ALL INFANTS appear to have an impertinent and disagreeable fashion nowadays of saying “smart” things on most occasions that offer, and especially on occasions when they ought not to be saying anything at all. Judging by the average published specimens of smart sayings, the rising generation of children are little better than idiots. And the parents must surely be but little better than the children, for in most cases they are the publishers of the sunbursts of infantile imbecility which dazzle us from the pages of our periodicals. I may seem to speak with some heat, not to say a suspicion of personal spite; and I do admit that it nettles me to hear about so many gifted infants in these days, and remember that I seldom said anything smart when I was a child. I tried it once or twice, but it was not popular. The family were not expecting brilliant remarks from me, and so they snubbed me sometimes and spanked me the rest. But it makes my flesh creep and my blood run cold to think what might have happened to me if I had dared to utter some of the smart things of this generation’s “four-year-olds” where my father could hear me. To have simply skinned me alive and considered his duty at an end would have seemed to him criminal leniency toward one so sinning. He was a stern, unsmiling man, and hated all forms of precocity. If I had said some of the things I have referred to, and said them in his hearing, he would have destroyed me. He would, indeed. He would, provided the opportunity remained with him. But it would not, for I would have had judgment enough to take some strychnine first and say my smart thing afterward. The fair record of my life has been tarnished by just one pun. My father overheard that, and he hunted me over four or five townships seeking to take my life. If I had been full-grown, of course he would have been right; but, child as I was, I could not know how wicked a thing I had done.


I made one of those remarks ordinarily called “smart things” before that, but it was not a pun. Still, it came near causing a serious rupture between my father and myself. My father and mother, my uncle Ephraim and his wife, and one or two others were present, and the conversation turned on a name for me. I was lying there trying some India-rubber rings of various patterns, and endeavoring to make a selection, for I was tired of trying to cut my teeth on people’s fingers, and wanted to get hold of something that would enable me to hurry the thing through and get something else. Did you ever notice what a nuisance it was cutting your teeth on your nurse’s finger, or how back-breaking and tiresome it was trying to cut them on your big toe? And did you never get out of patience and wish your teeth were in Jericho long before you got them half cut? To me it seems as if these things happened yesterday. And they did, to some children. But I digress. I was lying there trying the India-rubber rings. I remember looking at the clock and noticing that in an hour and twenty-five minutes I would be two weeks old, and thinking how little I had done to merit the blessings that were so unsparingly lavished upon me. My father said:


“Abraham is a good name. My grandfather was named Abraham.”


My mother said:


“Abraham is a good name. Very well. Let us have Abraham for one of his names.”


I said:


“Abraham suits the subscriber.”


My father frowned, my mother looked pleased; my aunt said:


“What a little darling it is!”


My father said:


“Isaac is a good name, and Jacob is a good name.”


My mother assented, and said:


“No names are better. Let us add Isaac and Jacob to his names.”


I said:


“All right. Isaac and Jacob are good enough for yours truly. Pass me that rattle, if you please. I can’t chew India-rubber rings all day.”


Not a soul made a memorandum of these sayings of mine, for publication. I saw that, and did it myself, else they would have been utterly lost. So far from meeting with a generous encouragement like other children when developing intellectually, I was now furiously scowled upon by my father; my mother looked grieved and anxious, and even my aunt had about her an expression of seeming to think that maybe I had gone too far. I took a vicious bite out of an India-rubber ring, and covertly broke the rattle over the kitten’s head, but said nothing. Presently my father said:


“Samuel is a very excellent name.”


I saw that trouble was coming. Nothing could prevent it. I laid down my rattle; over the side of the cradle I dropped my uncle’s silver watch, the clothes-brush, the toy dog, my tin soldier, the nutmeg-grater, and other matters which I was accustomed to examine, and meditate upon and make pleasant noises with, and bang and batter and break when I needed wholesome entertainment. Then I put on my little frock and my little bonnet, and took my pygmy shoes in one hand and my licorice in the other, and climbed out on the floor. I said to myself, Now, if the worse comes to worst, I am ready. Then I said aloud, in a firm voice:


“Father, I cannot, cannot wear the name of Samuel.”


“My son!”


“Father, I mean it. I cannot.”


“Why?”


“Father, I have an invincible antipathy to that name.”


“My son, this is unreasonable. Many great and good men have been named Samuel.”


“Sir, I have yet to hear of the first instance.”


“What! There was Samuel the prophet. Was not he great and good?”


“Not so very.”


“My son! With His own voice the Lord called him.”


“Yes, sir, and had to call him a couple times before he could come!”


And then I sallied forth, and that stern old man sallied forth after me. He overtook me at noon the following day, and when the interview was over I had acquired the name of Samuel, and a thrashing, and other useful information; and by means of this compromise my father’s wrath was appeased and a misunderstanding bridged over which might have become a permanent rupture if I had chosen to be unreasonable. But just judging by this episode, what would my father have done to me if I had ever uttered in his hearing one of the flat, sickly things these “two-years-olds” say in print nowadays? In my opinion there would have been a case of infanticide in our family.


  Finis


  
    Mark Twain:

    IN BRIEF
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