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Bishop Potts
Bishop Potts, of Salt Lake City, was the husband of three wives

and the father of fifteen interesting children. Early in the winter the
bishop determined that his little ones should have a good time on
Christmas, so he concluded to take a trip down to San Francisco to
see what he could find in the shape of toys with which to gratify and
amuse them. The good bishop packed his carpetbag, embraced Mrs.
Potts one by one and kissed each of her affectionately, and started
upon his journey.

He was gone a little more than a week, when he came back with
fifteen brass trumpets in his valise for his darlings. He got out of the
train at Salt Lake, thinking how joyous it would be at home on
Christmas morning when the fifteen trumpets should be in operation
upon different tunes at the same moment. But just as he entered the
depot he saw a group of women standing in the ladies' room appar-
ently waiting for him. As soon as he approached, the whole twenty
of them rushed up, threw their arms about his neck and kissed him,
exclaiming:

"Oh, Theodore, we are so, so glad you have come back! Welcome home!
Welcome, dear Theodore, to the bosom of your family!" and then the entire
score of them fell upon his neck and cried over his shirt front and mussed him.

The bishop seemed surprised and embarrassed. Struggling to disen-
gage himself, he blushed and said:
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"Really, ladies, this kind of thing is well enough–it is interesting and
all that; but there must be some kind of a – that is, an awkward sort of a–
excuse me, ladies, but there seems to be, as it were, a slight misunder-
standing about the–I am Bishop Potts."

"We know it, we know it, dear,' they exclaimed, in chorus, 'and we
are glad to see you safe at  home. We have all  been very well  while you
were away, love."

"It gratifies me,' remarked the bishop, 'to learn that none of you have
been a prey to disease. I am filled with serenity when I contemplate the
fact; but really, I do not understand why you should rush into this railway
station and hug me because your livers are active and your digestion
good. The precedent is bad; it is dangerous!"

"Oh, but we didn't!' they exclaimed, in chorus. 'We came here to wel-
come you because you are our husband."

"Pardon me, but there must be some little–that is to say, as it were, I
should think not. Women, you have mistaken your man!"

"Oh no they shouted; we were married to you while you were away!'
"What exclaimed the bishop, you don't mean to say that – "
"Yes, love. Our husband, William Brown, died on Monday, and on

Thursday, Brigham had a vision in which he was directed to seal us to
you; and so he performed the ceremony at once by proxy."

"Th-th-th-th-under!" observed the bishop.
"And we are all living with you now–we and the dear children."
"Children! children!" exclaimed Bishop Potts, turning pale; you don't

mean to say that there is a pack of children, too?"
"Yes, love, but only one hundred and twenty-five, not counting the

eight twins and the triplet."
"Wha-wha-wha-what d'you say?" gasped the bishop, in a cold perspi-

ration; 'one hundred and twenty-five! One hundred and twenty-five chil-
dren and twenty more wives! It is too much–it is awful!" and the bishop
sat down and groaned, while the late Mrs. Brown, the bride, stood around
in a semicircle and fanned him with her bonnets, all except the red-haired
one, and she in her trepidation made a futile effort to fan him with the
coal-scuttle.

"But after a while the bishop became reconciled to his new alliance,
knowing well that protests would be unavailing, so he walked home,
holding several of the little hands of the bride, while the red-haired
woman carried his umbrella and marched in front of the parade to remove
obstructions and to scare off small boys.
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"When the bishop reached the house, he went around among the cra-
dles which filled the back parlor and the two second-story rooms,
and attempted with such earnestness to become acquainted with his
new sons and daughters that he set the whole one hundred and
twenty-five and the twins to crying, while his own original fifteen
stood around and swelled the volume of sound. Then the bishop went
out and sat on the garden fence to whittle a stick and solemnly think,
while Mrs. Potts distributed herself around and soothed the children.
It occurred to the bishop while he mused, out there on the fence, that
he had not enough trumpets to go around among the children as the
family now stood; and so, rather than seem to be partial, he deter-
mined to go back to San Francisco for one hundred and forty-four
more.

So the bishop repacked his carpet-bag, and began again to bid fare-
well  to his family.  He tenderly kissed all  of the Mrs.  Potts who were at
home, and started for the depot, while Mrs. Potts stood at the various
windows and waved her handkerchiefs at him–all except the woman with
the warm hair, and she, in a fit of absent-mindedness, held one of the
twins by the leg and brandished it at Potts as he fled down the street to-
ward the railway station.

The bishop reached San Francisco, completed his purchases, and was
just about to get on the train with his one hundred and forty-four trum-
pets, when a telegram was handed him. It contained information to the
effect that the auburn-haired Mrs. Potts had just had a daughter. This in-
duced the bishop to return to the city for the purpose of purchasing an
additional trumpet.

On the following Saturday he returned home. As he approached his
house a swarm of young children flew out of the front gate and ran to-
ward him, shouting, 'There's pa! Here comes pa! Oh, pa, but we're glad to
see you! Hurrah for pa!' etc., etc.

The bishop looked at the children as they flocked around him and
clung to his legs and coat, and was astonished to perceive that they were
neither his nor the late Brown's. He said, "You youngsters have made a
mistake; I am not your father;" and the bishop smiled good-naturedly.

"Oh yes, you are, though!" screamed the little ones, in chorus.
"But I say I am not,' said the bishop, severely, and frowning; you

ought to be ashamed of yourselves. Don't you know where little story-
tellers go? It is scandalous for you to violate the truth in this manner. My
name is Potts."
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"Yes, we know it is,' exclaimed the children–'we know it is, and so is
ours; that is our name now, too, since the wedding."

"Since what wedding?" demanded the bishop, turning pale.
"Why, ma's wedding, of course. She was married yesterday to you by

Mr. Young, and we are all living at your house now with our new little
brothers and sisters."

The bishop sat down on the nearest front-door step and wiped away a
tear. Then he asked, "Who was your father?"

"Mr. Simpson,' said the crowd, 'and he died on Tuesday."
"And how many of his infernal old widows–I mean how many of

your mother – are there?"
"Only twenty-seven,' replied the children, 'and there are only sixty

four of us, and we are awful glad you have come home."
The bishop did not seem to be unusually glad; somehow, he failed to

share the enthusiasm of the occasion. There appeared to be, in a certain
sense, too much sameness about these surprises; so he sat there with his
hat pulled over his eyes and considered the situation. Finally, seeing there
was no help for it, he went up to the house, and forty-eight of Mrs. Potts
rushed up to him and told him how the prophet had another vision, in
which he was commanded to seal Simpson's widow to Potts.

Then the bishop stumbled around among the cradles to his writing-
desk. He felt among the gum rings and rattles for his letter-paper, and
then he addressed a note to Brigham, asking him as a personal favor to
keep awake until after Christmas. "The man must take me for a found-
ling hospital," he said. Then the bishop saw clearly enough that if he
gave presents to the other children, and not to the late Simpson's, the
bride would make things warm for him. So he started again for San
Francisco for sixty-four more trumpets, while Mrs. Potts gradually
took  leave  of  him  in  the  entry  –  all  but  the  red-haired  woman,  who
was up stairs, and who had to be satisfied with screeching good-bye at
the top of her voice.

On his way home, after his last visit to San Francisco, the bishop sat
in the car by the side of a man who had left Salt Lake the day before. The
stranger was communicative. In the course of the conversation he re-
marked to the bishop:

"That was a mighty pretty little affair up there at the city on Monday."
"What affair?" asked Potts.
"Why, that wedding; McGrath's widow, you know – married by

proxy."
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"You don't say?' replied the bishop. 'I didn't know McGrath was
dead."

"Yes; died on Sunday, and that night Brigham had a vision in which
he was ordered to seal her to the bishop."

"Bishop!' exclaimed Potts. 'Bishop! What bishop?"
"Well, you see, there were fifteen of Mrs. McGrath and eighty-two

children, and they shoved the whole lot off on old Potts. Perhaps you
don't know him?"

The bishop gave a wild shriek and writhed upon the floor as if he had
a fit. When he recovered, he leaped from the train and walked back to San
Francisco. He afterward took the first steamer for Peru, where he entered
a monastery and became a celibate.

His carpet-bag was sent on to his family. It contained the balance of
the trumpets. On Christmas morning they were distributed, and in less
than an hour the entire two hundred and eight children were sick from
sucking the brass upon them. A doctor was called, and he seemed so
much interested in the family that Brigham divorced the whole concern
from old Potts and annexed it to the doctor, who immediately lost his rea-
son, and would have butchered the entire family if the red-haired woman
and the oldest boy had not marched him off to a lunatic asylum where he
spent his time trying to arrive at an estimate of the number of his children
by ciphering with an impossible combination of the multiplication table
and algebra.

Adeler M. Bishop Potts // Out of the Hurly-Burly Or Life in an Odd Cor-
ner : By “Max Adeler” (Charles Heber Clark). – Philada [Philadelphia],
1874. – P. 123–128.

.
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(Sir Arthur Ignatius Conan Doyle, 1859–1930)
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The Fiend of the Cooperage (1897)
It was no easy matter to bring the Gamecock up to the island, for

the river had swept down so much silt that the banks extended for
many miles out into the Atlantic. The coast was hardly to be seen
when the first white curl of the breakers warned us of our danger, and
from there onwards we made our way very carefully under mainsail
and jib, keeping the broken water well to the left, as is indicated on
the chart. More than once her bottom touched the sand (we were draw-
ing  something  under  six  feet  at  the  time),  but  we  had  always  way
enough and luck enough to carry us through. Finally, the water
shoaled, very rapidly, but they had sent a canoe from the factory, and
the Krooboy pilot brought us within two hundred yards of the island.
Here we dropped our anchor, for the gestures of the negro indicated
that we could not hope to get any farther. The blue of the sea had
changed to the brown of the river, and, even under the shelter of the is-
land, the current was singing and swirling round our bows. The stream
appeared  to  be  in  spate,  for  it  was  over  the  roots  of  the  palm trees,  and
everywhere upon its muddy, greasy surface we could see logs of wood
and debris of all sorts which had been carried down by the flood.

When I had assured myself that we swung securely at our moor-
ings, I thought it best to begin watering at once, for the place looked
as if it reeked with fever. The heavy river, the muddy, shining banks,
the bright poisonous green of the jungle, the moist steam in the air,
they were all so many danger signals to one who could read them. I
sent the long-boat off, therefore, with two large hogsheads, which
should be sufficient to last us until we made St. Paul de Loanda. For
my own part I took the dinghy and rowed for the island, for I could
see the Union Jack fluttering above the palms to mark the position of
Armitage and Wilson’s trading station.

When I had cleared the grove, I could see the place, a long, low,
whitewashed building, with a deep verandah in front, and an immense
pile of palm oil barrels heaped upon either flank of it. A row of surf
boats and canoes lay along the beach, and a single small jetty pro-
jected into the river. Two men in white suits with red cummerbunds
round their waists were waiting upon the end of it to receive me. One
was a large portly fellow with a greyish beard. The other was slender
and tall, with a pale pinched face, which was half concealed by a great
mushroom-shaped hat.
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"Very glad to see you," said the latter, cordially. "I am Walker, the
agent of Armitage and Wilson. Let me introduce Dr. Severall of the same
company. It is not often we see a private yacht in these parts."

"She’s the Gamecock," I explained. "I’m owner and captain—
Meldrum is the name."

"Exploring?" he asked.
"I’m a lepidopterist – a butterfly-catcher. I’ve been doing the west

coast from Senegal downwards."
"Good sport?" asked the Doctor, turning a slow yellow-shot eye

upon me.
"I  have  forty  cases  full.  We  came  in  here  to  water,  and  also  to  see

what you have in my line."
These introductions and explanations had filled up the time whilst my

two Krooboys were making the dinghy fast. Then I walked down the jetty
with one of my new acquaintances upon either side, each plying me with
questions, for they had seen no white man for months.

"What do we do?" said the Doctor, when I had begun asking ques-
tions in my turn. "Our business keeps us pretty busy, and in our leisure
time we talk politics."

"Yes, by the special mercy of Providence Severall is a rank Radical,
and  I  am  a  good  stiff  Unionist,  and  we  talk  Home  Rule  for  two  solid
hours every evening."

"And drink quinine cocktails," said the Doctor. "We’re both pretty
well salted now, but our normal temperature was about 103 last year. I
shouldn’t, as an impartial adviser, recommend you to stay here very long
unless you are collecting bacilli as well as butterflies. The mouth of the
Ogowai River will never develop into a health resort."

There is nothing finer than the way in which these outlying pickets of
civilisation distil a grim humour out of their desolate situation, and turn
not only a bold, but a laughing face upon the chances which their lives
may bring. Everywhere from Sierra Leone downwards I had found the
same reeking swamps, the same isolated fever-racked communities and
the same bad jokes. There is something approaching to the divine in that
power of man to rise above his conditions and to use his mind for the
purpose of mocking at the miseries of his body.

"Dinner will be ready in about half an hour, Captain Meldrum," said
the Doctor. "Walker has gone in to see about it; he’s the housekeeper this
week. Meanwhile, if you like, we’ll stroll round and I’ll show you the
sights of the island."



27

. 
.

–  « »,  – .  – 
.  – .

– ? – .
– , . . -

, .
– ? – , 

.
-

. -
, , 

, .
–  ?  –  ,  

. – , -

.
– , ,  – 

,  – . 
.

– , – . –
, 

, 
 103 .

– , -
, , -

. .
, , -

. -
, , ,

, -
, . 

.
– , – -
. – . -

.  ,  
.

, ,
      ,      



28

The sun had already sunk beneath the line of palm trees, and the great
arch of the heaven above our head was like the inside of a huge shell,
shimmering with dainty pinks and delicate iridescence. No one who has
not lived in a land where the weight and heat of a napkin become intoler-
able upon the knees can imagine the blessed relief which the coolness of
evening brings along with it. In this sweeter and purer air the Doctor and I
walked round the little island, he pointing out the stores, and explaining
the routine of his work.

"There’s  a  certain  romance  about  the  place,"  said  he,  in  answer  to
some remark of mine about the dullness of their lives. "We are living here
just upon the edge of the great unknown. Up there," he continued, point-
ing to the north-east, "Du Chaillu penetrated, and found the home of the
gorilla. That is the Gaboon country – the land of the great apes. In this
direction," pointing to the south-east, "no one has been very far. The land
which is drained by this river is practically unknown to Europeans. Every
log which is carried past us by the current has come from an undiscovered
country. I’ve often wished that I was a better botanist when I have seen
the singular orchids and curious-looking plants which have been cast up
on the eastern end of the island."

The place which the Doctor indicated was a sloping brown beach,
freely littered with the flotsam of the stream. At each end was a curved
point, like a little natural breakwater, so that a small shallow bay was left
between. This was full of floating vegetation, with a single huge splin-
tered tree lying stranded in the middle of it, the current rippling against its
high black side.

"These are all from up country," said the Doctor. "They get caught in
our little bay, and then when some extra freshet comes they are washed
out again and carried out to sea."

"What is the tree?" I asked.
"Oh, some kind of teak, I should imagine, but pretty rotten by the

look of it. We get all sorts of big hardwood trees floating past here, to say
nothing of the palms. Just come in here, will you?"

He led the way into a long building with an immense quantity of bar-
rel staves and iron hoops littered about in it.

"This is our cooperage," said he. "We have the staves sent out in bun-
dles, and we put them together ourselves. Now, you don’t see anything
particularly sinister about this building, do you?"

I looked round at the high corrugated iron roof, the white wooden
walls, and the earthen floor. In one corner lay a mattress and a blanket.
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"I see nothing very alarming," said I.
"And yet there’s something out of the common, too," he remarked.

"You see that bed? Well, I intend to sleep there to-night. I don’t want to
buck, but I think it’s a bit of a test for nerve."

"Why?"
"Oh, there have been some funny goings on. You were talking about

the monotony of our lives, but I assure you that they are sometimes quite
as exciting as we wish them to be. You’d better come back to the house
now, for after sundown we begin to get the fever-fog up from the
marshes. There, you can see it coming across the river."

I looked and saw long tentacles of white vapour writhing out from
among the thick green underwood and crawling at us over the broad
swirling surface of the brown river. At the same time the air turned sud-
denly dank and cold.

"There’s the dinner gong," said the Doctor. "If this matter interests
you I’ll tell you about it afterwards."

It did interest me very much, for there was something earnest and
subdued in his manner as he stood in the empty cooperage, which ap-
pealed very forcibly to my imagination. He was a big, bluff, hearty man,
this Doctor, and yet I had detected a curious expression in his eyes as he
glanced about him – an expression which I would not describe as one of
fear, but rather of a man who is alert and on his guard.

"By the way," said I, as we returned to the house, "you have shown
me the huts of a good many of your native assistants, but I have not seen
any of the natives themselves."

"They sleep in the hulk over yonder," the Doctor answered, pointing
over to one of the banks.

"Indeed. I should not have thought in that case that they would need
the huts."

"Oh, they used the huts until quite recently. We've put them on the
hulk until they recover their confidence a little. They were all half mad
with fright, so we let them go, and nobody sleeps on the island except
Walker and myself."

"What frightened them?" I asked.
"Well, that brings us back to the same story. I suppose Walker has no

objection to your hearing all about it. I don’t know why we should make
any secret about it, though it is certainly a pretty bad business."

He made no further allusion to it during the excellent dinner which
had been prepared in my honour. It appeared that no sooner had the little
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white topsail of the Gamecock shown round Cape Lopez than these kind
fellows had begun to prepare their famous pepper-pot – which is the pun-
gent stew peculiar to the West Coast–and to boil their yams and sweet
potatoes. We sat down to as good a native dinner as one could wish,
served by a smart Sierra Leone waiting boy. I was just remarking to my-
self that he at least had not shared in the general fright when, having laid
the dessert and wine upon the table, he raised his hand to his turban.

"Anyting else I do, Massa Walker?" he asked.
"No, I think that is all right, Moussa," my host answered. "I am not

feeling very well to-night, though, and I should much prefer if you would
stay on the island."

I saw a struggle between his fears and his duty upon the swarthy face
of the African. His skin had turned of that livid purplish tint which stands
for pallor in a negro, and his eyes looked furtively about him.

"No,  no,  Massa  Walker,"  he  cried,  at  last,  "you  better  come  to  the
hulk with me, sah. Look after you much better in the hulk, sah!"

"That won’t do, Moussa. White men don’t run away from the posts
where they are placed."

Again I saw the passionate struggle in the negro’s face, and again his
fears prevailed.

“No use, Massa Walker, sah!” he cried. “S’elp me, I can’t do it. If it
was yesterday or if it was to-morrow, but this is the third night, sah, an’
it’s more than I can face.”

Walker shrugged his shoulders.
"Off with you then!" said he. "When the mail-boat comes you can get

back to Sierra Leone, for I’ll have no servant who deserts me when I need
him most. I suppose this is all mystery to you, or has the Doctor told you,
Captain Meldrum?"

"I showed Captain Meldrum the cooperage, but I did not tell him any-
thing," said Dr. Severall. "You’re looking bad, Walker," he added, glanc-
ing at his companion. "You have a strong touch coming on you."

"Yes, I’ve had the shivers all day, and now my head is like a cannon-
ball. I took ten grains of quinine, and my ears are singing like a kettle.
But I want to sleep with you in the cooperage to-night."

"No, no, my dear chap. I won’t hear of such a thing. You must get to
bed at once, and I am sure Meldrum will excuse you. I shall sleep in the
cooperage, and I promise you that I’ll be round with your medicine before
breakfast."
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It was evident that Walker had been struck by one of those sudden
and violent attacks of remittent fever which are the curse of the West
Coast. His sallow cheeks were flushed and his eyes shining with fever,
and suddenly as he sat there he began to croon out a song in the high-
pitched voice of delirium.

"Come, come, we must get you to bed, old chap," said the Doctor,
and with my aid he led his friend into his bedroom. There we undressed
him and presently, after taking a strong sedative, he settled down into a
deep slumber.

"He's right for the night," said the Doctor, as we sat down and filled
our glasses once more. "Sometimes it is my turn and sometimes his, but,
fortunately, we have never been down together. I should have been sorry
to be out of it to-night, for I have a little mystery to unravel. I told you
that I intended to sleep in the cooperage."

"Yes, you said so."
"When I said sleep I meant watch, for there will be no sleep for me.

We've had such a scare here that no native will stay after sundown, and I
mean to find out to-night what the cause of it  all  may be.  It  has always
been the custom for a native watchman to sleep in the cooperage, to pre-
vent the barrel hoops being stolen. Well, six days ago the fellow who
slept there disappeared, and we have never seen a trace of him since. It
was certainly singular, for no canoe had been taken, and these waters are
too full of crocodiles for any man to swim to shore. What became of the
fellow, or how he could have left the island is a complete mystery.
Walker and I were merely surprised, but the blacks were badly scared and
queer Voodoo tales began to get about amongst them. But the real stam-
pede broke out three nights ago, when the new watchman in the cooper-
age also disappeared."

"What became of him?" I asked.
"Well, we not only don't know, but we can't even give a guess which

would  fit  the  facts.  The  niggers  swear  there  is  a  fiend  in  the  cooperage
who claims a man every third night. They wouldn't stay in the island–
nothing could persuade them. Even Moussa, who is a faithful boy
enough, would, as you have seen, leave his master in a fever rather than
remain for the night. If we are to continue to run this place we must reas-
sure our niggers, and I don't know any better way of doing it than by put-
ting in a night there myself. This is the third night, you see, so I suppose
the thing is due, whatever it may be."
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"Have you no clue?" I asked. "Was there no mark of violence, no
blood-stain, no foot-prints, nothing to give you a hint as to what kind of
danger you may have to meet?"

"Absolutely nothing. The man was gone and that was all. Last time it
was old Ali, who has been wharf-tender here since the place was started.
He was always as steady as a rock, and nothing but foul play would take
him from his work."

"Well,"  said  I,  "I  really  don’t  think  that  this  is  a  one-man job.  Your
friend is full of laudanum, and come what might he can be of no assis-
tance to you. You must let me stay and put in a night with you at the coo-
perage."

"Well, now, that's very good of you, Meldrum," said he heartily,
shaking my hand across the table. "It's not a thing that I should have ven-
tured to propose, for it is asking a good deal of a casual visitor, but if you
really mean it – "

"Certainly I mean it. If you will excuse me a moment, I will hail
theGamecock and let them know that they need not expect me."

As we came back from the other end of the little jetty we were both
struck by the appearance of the night. A huge blue-black pile of clouds
had built itself up upon the landward side, and the wind came from it in
little hot pants, which beat upon our faces like the draught from a blast
furnace. Under the jetty the river was swirling and hissing, tossing little
white spurts of spray over the planking.

"Confound it!" said Doctor Severall. "We are likely to have a flood on
the top of all our troubles. That rise in the river means heavy rain up-
country, and when it once begins you never know how far it will go.
We’ve had the island nearly covered before now. Well, we’ll just go and
see that Walker is comfortable, and then if you like we’ll settle down in
our quarters."

The sick man was sunk in a profound slumber, and we left him with
some crushed limes in a glass beside him in case he should awake with
the thirst of fever upon him. Then we made our way through the unnatu-
ral gloom thrown by that menacing cloud. The river had risen so high that
the little bay which I have described at the end of the island had become
almost obliterated through the submerging of its flanking peninsula. The
great raft of driftwood, with the huge black tree in the middle, was sway-
ing up and down in the swollen current.

"That's one good thing a flood will do for us," said the Doctor. "It car-
ries  away  all  the  vegetable  stuff  which is brought  down on to the east
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end of the island. It came down with the freshet the other day, and here it
will stay until a flood sweeps it out into the main stream. Well, here’s our
room, and here are some books and here is my tobacco pouch, and we
must try and put in the night as best we may."

By the light of our single lantern the great lonely room looked very
gaunt and dreary. Save for the piles of staves and heaps of hoops there
was absolutely nothing in it, with the exception of the mattress for the
Doctor, which had been laid in the corner. We made a couple of seats and
a table out of the staves, and settled down together for a long vigil. Sever-
all had brought a revolver for me and was himself armed with a double-
barrelled shot-gun. We loaded our weapons and laid them cocked within
reach of our hands. The little circle of light and the black shadows arch-
ing over us were so melancholy that he went off to the house, and re-
turned with two candles. One side of the cooperage was pierced, how-
ever, by several open windows, and it was only by screening our lights
behind staves that we could prevent them from being extinguished.

The Doctor, who appeared to be a man of iron nerves, had settled down
to a book, but I observed that every now and then he laid it upon his knee,
and took an earnest look all round him. For my part, although I tried once or
twice to read, I found it impossible to concentrate my thoughts upon the
book. They would always wander back to this great empty silent room, and to
the sinister mystery which overshadowed it. I racked my brains for some pos-
sible theory which would explain the disappearance of these two men. There
was the black fact that they were gone, and not the least tittle of evidence as
to why or whither. And here we were waiting in the same place – waiting
without an idea as to what we were waiting for. I was right in saying that it
was not a one-man job. It was trying enough as it was, but no force upon
earth would have kept me there without a comrade.

What an endless, tedious night it was! Outside we heard the lapping
and gurgling of the great river, and the soughing of the rising wind.
Within, save for our breathing, the turning of the Doctor’s pages, and the
high, shrill ping of an occasional mosquito, there was a heavy silence.
Once my heart sprang into my mouth as Severall's book suddenly fell to
the ground and he sprang to his feet with his eyes on one of the windows.

"Did you see anything, Meldrum?"
"No. Did you?"
"Well, I had a vague sense of movement outside that window." He

caught up his gun and approached it. "No, there’s nothing to be seen, and
yet I could have sworn that something passed slowly across it."
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"A palm leaf, perhaps," said I, for the wind was growing stronger
every instant.

"Very likely," said he, and settled down to his book again, but his
eyes were for ever darting little suspicious glances up at the window. I
watched it also, but all was quiet outside.

And then suddenly our thoughts were turned into a new direction by
the bursting of the storm. A blinding flash was followed by a clap which
shook the building. Again and again came the vivid white glare with
thunder at the same instant, like the flash and roar of a monstrous piece of
artillery. And then down came the tropical rain, crashing and rattling on
the corrugated iron roofing of the cooperage. The big hollow room
boomed like a drum. From the darkness arose a strange mixture of noises,
a gurgling, splashing, tinkling, bubbling, washing, dripping – every liquid
sound that nature can produce from the thrashing and swishing of the rain
to the deep steady boom of the river. Hour after hour the uproar grew
louder and more sustained.

"My word," said Severall, "we are going to have the father of all the
floods this time. Well, here's the dawn coming at last and that is a bless-
ing. We've about exploded the third night superstition anyhow."

A grey light was stealing through the room, and there was the day
upon us in an instant. The rain had eased off, but the coffee-coloured river
was roaring past like a waterfall. Its power made me fear for the anchor of
the Gamecock.

"I must get aboard," said I. "If she drags she'll never be able to beat up
the river again."

"The island is as good as a breakwater," the Doctor answered. "I can
give you a cup of coffee if you will come up to the house."

I was chilled and miserable, so the suggestion was a welcome one.
We left the ill-omened cooperage with its mystery still unsolved, and we
splashed our way up to the house.

"There’s the spirit lamp," said Severall. "If you would just put a light
to it, I will see how Walker feels this morning."

He left me, but was back in an instant with a dreadful face.
"He’s gone!" he cried hoarsely.
The words sent a thrill of horror through me. I stood with the lamp in

my hand, glaring at him.
"Yes, he's gone!" he repeated. "Come and look!"
I followed him without a word, and the first thing that I saw as I en-

tered the bedroom was Walker himself lying huddled on his bed in the



41

– ! -
! , , ! ,

.
.

. , -
, . 

 « ».
– , – . – , -

, .
– , – . – -

, .
,

. 
, , 

.
– , – . – , -

, , .
, , .

– ! – .
. 

, .
– ! ! !

, .
, 

, -
.

. , -
.

– .
– ? – .
– ? !

, 
.

– ! ?
.

– ! – .

. , -
.



42

grey flannel sleeping suit in which I had helped to dress him on the night
before.

"Not dead, surely!" I gasped.
The Doctor was terribly agitated. His hands were shaking like leaves

in the wind.
"He's been dead some hours."
"Was it fever?"
"Fever! Look at his foot!"
I glanced down and a cry of horror burst from my lips. One foot was

not merely dislocated, but was turned completely round in a most gro-
tesque contortion.

"Good God!" I cried. "What can have done this?"
Severall had laid his hand upon the dead man’s chest.
"Feel here," he whispered.
I placed my hand at the same spot. There was no resistance. The body

was absolutely soft and limp. It was like pressing a sawdust doll.
"The  breast-bone  is  gone,"  said  Severall  in  the  same  awed  whisper.

"He's broken to bits. Thank God that he had the laudanum. You can see
by his face that he died in his sleep."

"But who can have done this?"
"I've had about as much as I can stand," said the Doctor, wiping his

forehead. "I don't know that I'm a greater coward than my neighbors, but
this gets beyond me. If you're going out to the Gamecock–"

"Come on!"  said  I,  and  off  we  started.  If  we  did  not  run  it  was  be-
cause each of us wished to keep up the last shadow of his self-respect
before the other. It was dangerous in a light canoe on that swollen river,
but we never paused to give the matter a thought. He bailing and I pad-
dling we kept her above water, and gained the deck of the yacht. There,
with two hundred yards of water between us and this cursed island we felt
that we were our own men once more.

"We'll go back in an hour or so," said he. "But we need a little time to
steady ourselves. I wouldn't have had the niggers see me as I was just
now for a year’s salary."

"I've told the steward to prepare breakfast. Then we shall go back,"
said I. "But in God's name, Doctor Severall, what do you make of it all?"

"It beats me – beats me clean. I've heard of Voodoo deviltry, and I've
laughed at it with the others. But that poor old Walker, a decent, God-
fearing, nineteenth-century, Primrose-League Englishman should go un-
der  like this without a whole bone in his body – it's given me  a  shake,  I
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won't deny it. But look there, Meldrum, is that hand of yours mad or
drunk, or what is it?"

Old Patterson, the oldest man of my crew, and as steady as the Pyramids, had
been stationed in the bows with a boat-hook to fend off the drifting logs which
came sweeping down with the current. Now he stood with crooked knees, glaring
out in front of him, and one forefinger stabbing furiously at the air.

"Look at it!" he yelled. "Look at it!"
And at the same instant we saw it.
A huge black trunk was coming down the river, its broad glistening back

just lapped by the water. And in front of it – about three feet in front – arching
upwards like the figure-head of a ship, there hung a dreadful face, swaying
slowly from side to side. It was flattened, malignant, as large as a small beer-
barrel, of a faded fungoid colour, but the neck which supported it was mottled
with a dull yellow and black. As it flew past the Gamecock in the swirl of the
waters I saw two immense coils roll up out of some great hollow in the tree,
and the villainous head rose suddenly to the height of eight or ten feet, looking
with dull, skin-covered eyes at the yacht. An instant later the tree had shot past
us and was plunging with its horrible passenger towards the Atlantic.

"What was it?" I cried.
"It is our fiend of the cooperage," said Dr. Severall, and he had become in an

instant the same bluff, self-confident man that he had been before. "Yes, that is
the devil who has been haunting our island. It is the great python of the Gaboon."

I thought of the stories which I had heard all down the coast of the mon-
strous constrictors of the interior, of their periodical appetite, and of the mur-
derous effects of their deadly squeeze. Then it all took shape in my mind. There
had been a freshet the week before. It had brought down this huge hollow tree
with its hideous occupant. Who knows from what far distant tropical forest it
may have come! It had been stranded on the little east bay of the island. The
cooperage had been the nearest house. Twice with the return of its appetite it
had carried off the watchman. Last night it had doubtless come again, when
Severall had thought he saw something move at the window, but our lights had
driven it away. It had writhed onwards and had slain poor Walker in his sleep.

"Why did it not carry him off?" I asked.
"The thunder and lightning must have scared the brute away. There’s your

steward, Meldrum. The sooner we have breakfast and get back to the island the
better, or some of those niggers might think that we had been frightened."

Conan Doyle, A. The Fiend of the Cooperage. [ ] //
URL: https://ebooks.adelaide.edu.au/d/doyle/arthur_conan/fiend-of-the-coope-
rage/ (access date: 21.02.2016).

https://ebooks.adelaide.edu.au/d/doyle/arthur_conan/fiend-of-the-coope-
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The Story of Muhammad Din (1886)
“Who is the happy man? He that sees in his own house

at home little children crowned with dust,
leaping and falling and crying.”

Munichandra, translated by Professor Peterson

The polo-ball was an old one, scarred, chipped, and dinted. It stood
on the mantelpiece among the pipe-stems which Imam Din, khitmatgar,
was cleaning for me.

"Does the Heaven-born want this ball?" said Imam Din, deferentially.
The Heaven-born set no particular store by it; but of what use was a

polo-ball to a khitmatgar?
"By Your Honor's favour, I have a little son. He has seen this ball,

and desires it to play with. I do not want it for myself."
No one would for an instant accuse portly old Imam Din of want-

ing to play with polo-balls. He carried out the battered thing into the
verandah; and there followed a hurricane of joyful squeaks, a patter
of small feet, and the thud-thud-thud of the ball rolling along the
ground. Evidently the little son had been waiting outside the door to
secure his treasure. But how had he managed to see that polo-ball?

Next day, coming back from office half an hour earlier than usual, I was
aware of a small figure in the dining-room – a tiny, plump figure in a ridicu-
lously inadequate shirt which came, perhaps, half-way down the tubby stom-
ach. It wandered round the room, thumb in mouth, crooning to itself as it took
stock of the pictures. Undoubtedly this was the “little son.”

He had no business in my room, of course; but was so deeply ab-
sorbed in his discoveries that he never noticed me in the doorway. I
stepped into the room and startled him nearly into a fit. He sat down
on the ground with a gasp. His eyes opened, and his mouth followed
suit. I knew what was coming, and fled, followed by a long, dry howl
which reached the servants' quarters far more quickly than any com-
mand of mine had ever done. In ten seconds Imam Din was in the din-
ing-room. Then despairing sobs arose, and I returned to find Imam
Din admonishing the small sinner who was using most of his shirt as a
handkerchief.

"This boy,"” said Imam Din, judicially, "is a budmash, a big bud-
mash.  He will,  without doubt,  go to the jail-khana for his behavior."
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Renewed yells from the penitent, and an elaborate apology to myself
from Imam Din.

"Tell the baby," said I, "that the Sahib is not angry, and take him
away." Imam Din conveyed my forgiveness to the offender, who had now
gathered all his shirt round his neck, string-wise, and the yell subsided
into a sob. The two set  off  for the door.  "His name," said Imam Din, as
though the name were part of the crime, "is Muhammad Din, and he is a
budmash." Freed from present danger, Muhammad Din turned round, in
his father's  arms, and said gravely:   "It  is  true that  my name is Muham-
mad Din, Tahib, but I am not a budmash. I am a MAN!"

From that day dated my acquaintance with Muhammad Din. Never
again did he come into my dining-room, but on the neutral ground of the
compound, we greeted each other with much state, though our conversa-
tion  was  confined  to  "Talaam,  Tahib"  from  his  side  and  “Salaam  Mu-
hammad Din” from mine. Daily on my return from office, the little white
shirt,  and  the  fat  little  body  used  to  rise  from  the  shade  of  the  creeper-
covered trellis where they had been hid; and daily I checked my horse
here, that my salutation might not be slurred over or given unseemly.

Muhammad Din never had any companions. He used to trot about the
compound, in and out of the castor-oil bushes, on mysterious errands of
his own. One day I stumbled upon some of his handiwork far down the
ground. He had half buried the polo-ball in dust, and stuck six shrivelled
old marigold flowers in a circle round it. Outside that circle again, was a
rude square, traced out in bits of red brick alternating with fragments of
broken china; the whole bounded by a little bank of dust. The bhistie
from the well-curb put in a plea for the small architect, saying that it was
only the play of a baby and did not much disfigure my garden.

Heaven knows that I had no intention of touching the child's work
then or later; but, that evening, a stroll through the garden brought me
unawares full on it; so that I trampled, before I knew, marigold-heads,
dust-bank, and fragments of broken soap-dish into confusion past all hope
of mending. Next morning I came upon Muhammad Din crying softly to
himself over the ruin I had wrought. Some one had cruelly told him that the
Sahib was very angry with him for spoiling the garden, and had scattered
his rubbish using bad language the while. Muhammad Din labored for an
hour at effacing every trace of the dust-bank and pottery fragments, and it
was with a tearful apologetic face that he said, "Talaam Tahib," when I
came home from the office. A hasty inquiry resulted in Imam Din inform-
ing  Muhammad  Din  that  by  my  singular  favour  he  was permitted to
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disport  himself  as  he  pleased.  Whereat  the  child  took  heart  and  fell  to
tracing the ground-plan of an edifice which was to eclipse the marigold-
polo-ball creation.

For some months, the chubby little eccentricity revolved in his hum-
ble orbit among the castor-oil bushes and in the dust; always fashioning
magnificent palaces from stale flowers thrown away by the bearer,
smooth water-worn pebbles, bits of broken glass, and feathers pulled, I
fancy, from my fowls–always alone and always crooning to himself.

A gayly-spotted sea-shell was dropped one day close to the last of his
little buildings; and I looked that Muhammad Din should build something
more than ordinarily splendid on the strength of it. Nor was I disap-
pointed. He meditated for the better part of an hour, and his crooning rose
to a jubilant song. Then he began tracing in dust. It would certainly be a
wondrous palace, this one, for it was two yards long and a yard broad in
ground-plan. But the palace was never completed.

Next day there was no Muhammad Din at the head of the carriage-
drive, and no "Talaam Tahib" to welcome my return. I had grown accus-
tomed to the greeting, and its omission troubled me. Next day, Imam Din
told me that the child was suffering slightly from fever and needed qui-
nine. He got the medicine, and an English Doctor.

"They have no stamina, these brats," said the Doctor, as he left Imam
Din's quarters.

A week later, though I would have given much to have avoided it, I
met on the road to the Mussulman burying-ground Imam Din, accompa-
nied by one other friend, carrying in his arms, wrapped in a white cloth,
all that was left of little Muhammad Din.

Kipling R. The Story of Muhammad Din [ ] // URL:
http://www.readbookonline.net/readOnLine/2449/ (access date: 21.02.2016).

http://www.readbookonline.net/readOnLine/2449/
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Lispeth (1886)
Look, you have cast out Love! What Gods are these

You bid me please?
The Three in One, the One in Three? Not so!

To my own Gods I go.
It may be they shall give me greater ease

Than your cold Christ and tangled Trinities.
The Convert.

She was the daughter of Sonoo, a Hill-man, and Jadeh his wife. One
year their maize failed, and two bears spent the night in their only poppy-
field just above the Sutlej Valley on the Kotgarth side; so, next season,
they turned Christian, and brought their baby to the Mission to be bap-
tized. The Kotgarth Chaplain christened her Elizabeth, and “Lispeth” is
the Hill or pahari pronunciation.

Later, cholera came into the Kotgarth Valley and carried off Sonoo
and Jadeh, and Lispeth became half-servant, half-companion to the wife
of the then Chaplain of Kotgarth. This was after the reign of the Moravian
missionaries, but before Kotgarth had quite forgotten her title of “Mis-
tress of the Northern Hills.”

Whether Christianity improved Lispeth, or whether the gods of her
own people would have done as much for her under any circumstances, I
do not know; but she grew very lovely. When a Hill girl grows lovely,
she is worth traveling fifty miles over bad ground to look upon. Lispeth
had a Greek face – one of those faces people paint so often, and see so
seldom. She was of a pale, ivory color and, for her race, extremely tall.
Also, she possessed eyes that were wonderful; and, had she not been
dressed in the abominable print-cloths affected by Missions, you would,
meeting her on the hill-side unexpectedly, have thought her the original
Diana of the Romans going out to slay.

Lispeth took to Christianity readily, and did not abandon it when she
reached womanhood, as do some Hill girls. Her own people hated her
because she had, they said, become a memsahib and washed herself daily;
and the Chaplain's wife did not know what to do with her. Somehow, one
cannot ask a stately goddess, five foot ten in her shoes, to clean plates and
dishes. So she played with the Chaplain's children and took classes  in the
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Sunday School, and read all the books in the house, and grew more and
more beautiful, like the Princesses in fairy tales. The Chaplain's wife said
that the girl ought to take service in Simla as a nurse or something "gen-
teel." But Lispeth did not want to take service. She was very happy where
she was.

When travellers – there were not many in those years – came to Kot-
garth, Lispeth used to lock herself into her own room for fear they might
take her away to Simla, or somewhere out into the unknown world.

One day, a few months after she was seventeen years old, Lispeth
went out for a walk. She did not walk in the manner of English ladies – a
mile and a half out, and a ride back again. She covered between twenty
and thirty miles in her little constitutionals, all about and about, between
Kotgarth and Narkunda. This time she came back at full dusk, stepping
down the breakneck descent into Kotgarth with something heavy in her
arms. The Chaplain's wife was dozing in the drawing-room when Lispeth
came in breathing hard and very exhausted with her burden. Lispeth put it
down on the sofa, and said simply:

"This is my husband. I found him on the Bagi Road. He has hurt him-
self. We will nurse him, and when he is well, your husband shall marry
him to me."

This was the first mention Lispeth had ever made of her matrimonial
views, and the Chaplain's wife shrieked with horror. However, the man
on the sofa needed attention first. He was a young Englishman, and his
head had been cut to the bone by something jagged. Lispeth said she had
found him down the khud, so she had brought him in. He was breathing
queerly and was unconscious.

He was put to bed and tended by the Chaplain, who knew something
of medicine; and Lispeth waited outside the door in case she could be
useful. She explained to the Chaplain that this was the man she meant to
marry; and the Chaplain and his wife lectured her severely on the impro-
priety of her conduct. Lispeth listened quietly, and repeated her first
proposition. It takes a great deal of Christianity to wipe out uncivilized
Eastern instincts, such as falling in love at first sight. Lispeth, having
found the man she worshipped, did not see why she should keep silent as
to  her  choice.  She  had  no  intention  of  being  sent  away,  either.  She  was
going to nurse that Englishman until he was well enough to marry her.
This was her little programme.

After a fortnight of slight fever and inflammation, the Englishman re-
covered coherence and thanked the Chaplain and his wife, and Lispeth –
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especially Lispeth – for their kindness. He was a traveller in the East, he
said – they never talked about "globe-trotters" in those days, when the P.
& O. fleet was young and small – and had come from Dehra Dun to hunt
for plants and butterflies among the Simla hills. No one at Simla, there-
fore, knew anything about him. He fancied he must have fallen over the
cliff while stalking a fern on a rotten tree-trunk, and that his coolies must
have stolen his baggage and fled. He thought he would go back to Simla
when he was a little stronger. He desired no more mountaineering.

He made small haste to go away, and recovered his strength slowly.
Lispeth objected to being advised either by the Chaplain or his wife; so
the latter spoke to the Englishman, and told him how matters stood in
Lispeth's heart. He laughed a good deal, and said it was very pretty and
romantic, a perfect idyl of the Himalayas; but, as he was engaged to a girl
at Home, he fancied that nothing would happen. Certainly he would be-
have with discretion. He did that. Still he found it very pleasant to talk to
Lispeth, and walk with Lispeth, and say nice things to her, and call her
pet names while he was getting strong enough to go away. It meant noth-
ing at all to him, and everything in the world to Lispeth. She was very
happy while the fortnight lasted, because she had found a man to love.

Being a savage by birth, she took no trouble to hide her feelings, and
the Englishman was amused. When he went away, Lispeth walked with
him, up the Hill as far as Narkunda, very troubled and very miserable.
The Chaplain' s wife, being a good Christian and disliking anything in the
shape of fuss or scandal – Lispeth was beyond her management entirely –
had told the Englishman to tell Lispeth that he was coming back to marry
her. "She is but a child, you know, and, I fear, at heart a heathen," said the
Chaplain's wife. So all the twelve miles up the hill the Englishman, with
his arm around Lispeth's waist, was assuring the girl that he would come
back and marry her; and Lispeth made him promise over and over again.
She wept on the Narkunda Ridge till he had passed out of sight along the
Muttiani path.

Then she dried her tears and went in to Kotgarth again, and said to the
Chaplain's wife: "He will come back and marry me. He has gone to his
own people to tell them so." And the Chaplain's wife soothed Lispeth and
said: "He will come back." At the end of two months, Lispeth grew impa-
tient, and was told that the Englishman had gone over the seas to Eng-
land. She knew where England was, because she had read little geography
primers; but, of course, she had no conception of the nature of the sea,
being a Hill girl. There was an old puzzle-map of the World in the House.
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Lispeth had played with it when she was a child. She unearthed it again,
and put it together of evenings, and cried to herself, and tried to imagine
where her Englishman was. As she had no ideas of distance or steam-
boats, her notions were somewhat erroneous. It would not have made the
least difference had she been perfectly correct; for the Englishman had no
intention of coming back to marry a Hill girl. He forgot all about her by
the time he was butterfly-hunting in Assam. He wrote a book on the East
afterwards. Lispeth's name did not appear.

At the end of three months, Lispeth made daily pilgrimage to
Narkunda to see if her Englishman was coming along the road. It gave
her comfort, and the Chaplain's wife, finding her happier, thought that she
was getting over her "barbarous and most indelicate folly." A little later
the walks ceased to help Lispeth and her temper grew very bad. The
Chaplain's wife thought this a profitable time to let her know the real state
of affairs – that the Englishman had only promised his love to keep her
quiet – that he had never meant anything, and that it was "wrong and im-
proper" of Lispeth to think of marriage with an Englishman, who was of a
superior clay, besides being promised in marriage to a girl of his own
people. Lispeth said that all this was clearly impossible, because he had
said he loved her, and the Chaplain's wife had, with her own lips, asserted
that the Englishman was coming back.

"How can what he and you said be untrue?" asked Lispeth.
"We said it as an excuse to keep you quiet, child," said the Chaplain's wife.
"Then you have lied to me," said Lispeth, "you and he?"
The Chaplain's wife bowed her head, and said nothing. Lispeth was

silent, too for a little time; then she went out down the valley, and re-
turned in the dress of a Hill girl – infamously dirty, but without the nose
and ear rings. She had her hair braided into the long pig-tail, helped out
with black thread, that Hill women wear.

"I am going back to my own people," said she. "You have killed Lis-
peth. There is only left old Jadeh's daughter – the daughter of a pahari and
the servant of Tarka Devi. You are all liars, you English."

By the time that the Chaplain's wife had recovered from the shock of
the announcement that Lispeth had 'verted to her mother's gods, the girl
had gone; and she never came back.

She took to her own unclean people savagely, as if to make up the ar-
rears of the life she had stepped out of; and, in a little time, she married a
wood-cutter who beat her, after the manner of paharis, and her beauty
faded soon.
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"There is no law whereby you can account for the vagaries of the hea-
then," said the Chaplain's wife, "and I believe that Lispeth was always at
heart an infidel." Seeing she had been taken into the Church of England at
the mature age of five weeks, this statement does not do credit to the
Chaplain's wife.

Lispeth was a very old woman when she died. She always had a per-
fect command of English, and when she was sufficiently drunk, could
sometimes be induced to tell the story of her first love-affair.

It was hard then to realize that the bleared, wrinkled creature, so like
a wisp of charred rag, could ever have been "Lispeth of the Kotgarth Mis-
sion."

Kipling R. Lispeth [ ] // URL: http://
www.readbookonline. net/readOnLine/2478/ (access date: 21.02.2016).
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In Error (1887)
They burnt a corpse upon the sand –

The light shone out afar;
It guided home the plunging boats

That beat from Zanzibar.
Spirit of Fire, where'er Thy altars rise.

Thou art Light of Guidance to our eyes!
Salsette Boat-Song

There is hope for a man who gets publicly and riotously drunk more
often that he ought to do; but there is no hope for the man who drinks
secretly and alone in his own house – the man who is never seen to drink.

This is a rule; so there must be an exception to prove it. Moriarty's
case was that exception.

He was a Civil Engineer, and the Government, very kindly, put him
quite by himself in an out-district, with nobody but natives to talk to and a
great deal of work to do. He did his work well in the four years he was
utterly alone; but he picked up the vice of secret and solitary drinking,
and came up out of the wilderness more old and worn and haggard than
the dead-alive life had any right to make him. You know the saying that a
man who has been alone in the jungle for more than a year is never quite
sane all his life after. People credited Moriarty's queerness of manner and
moody ways to the solitude, and said it showed how Government spoilt
the futures of its best men. Moriarty had built himself the plinth of a very
god reputation in the bridge-dam-girder line. But he knew, every night of
the week, that he was taking steps to undermine that reputation with L. L.
L. and "Christopher" and little nips of liqueurs, and filth of that kind. He
had a sound constitution and a great brain, or else he would have broken
down and died like a sick camel in the district, as better men have done
before him.

Government ordered him to Simla after he had come out of the de-
sert; and he went up meaning to try for a post then vacant. That season,
Mrs. Reiver – perhaps you will remember her – was in the height of her
power, and many men lay under her yoke. Everything bad that could be
said  has  already  been  said  about  Mrs.  Reiver,  in  another  tale.  Moriarty
was  heavily-built  and  handsome,  very  quiet  and  nervously anxious to
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please his neighbors when he wasn't sunk in a brown study. He started a
good deal at sudden noises or if spoken to without warning; and, when
you watched him drinking his glass of water at dinner, you could see the
hand shake a little. But all this was put down to nervousness, and the
quiet, steady, "sip-sip-sip, fill and sip-sip-sip, again," that went on in his
own room when he was by himself, was never known. Which was mi-
raculous, seeing how everything in a man's private life is public property
out here.

Moriarty was drawn, not into Mrs. Reiver's set, because they were not
his sort, but into the power of Mrs. Reiver, and he fell down in front of
her and made a goddess of her. This was due to his coming fresh out of
the jungle to a big town. He could not scale things properly or see who
was what.

Because Mrs.  Reiver was cold and hard,  he said she was stately and
dignified. Because she had no brains, and could not talk cleverly, he said
she was reserved and shy. Mrs. Reiver shy! Because she was unworthy of
honor or reverence from any one, he reverenced her from a distance and
dowered her with all the virtues in the Bible and most of those in Shake-
speare.

This big, dark, abstracted man who was so nervous when a pony can-
tered behind him, used to moon in the train of Mrs. Reiver, blushing with
pleasure when she threw a word or two his way. His admiration was
strictly platonic: even other women saw and admitted this. He did not
move out in Simla, so he heard nothing against his idol: which was satis-
factory. Mrs. Reiver took no special notice of him, beyond seeing that he
was added to her list of admirers, and going for a walk with him now and
then, just to show that he was her property, claimable as such. Moriarty
must have done most of the talking, for Mrs. Reiver couldn't talk much to
a man of his stamp; and the little she said could not have been profitable.
What Moriarty believed in, as he had good reason to, was Mrs. Reiver's
influence over him, and, in that belief, set himself seriously to try to do
away with the vice that only he himself knew of.

His experiences while he was fighting with it must have been peculiar,
but he never described them. Sometimes he would hold off from everything
except water for a week. Then, on a rainy night, when no one had asked him
out to dinner, and there was a big fire in his room, and everything comfort-
able, he would sit down and make a big night of it by adding little nip to little
nip, planning big schemes of reformation meanwhile, until he threw himself
on his bed hopelessly drunk. He suffered next morning.
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One night, the big crash came. He was troubled in his own mind over
his attempts to make himself "worthy of the friendship" of Mrs. Reiver.
The past ten days had been very bad ones, and the end of it all was that he
received the arrears of two and three-quarter years of sipping in one at-
tack of delirium tremens of the subdued kind; beginning with suicidal
depression, going on to fits and starts and hysteria, and ending with
downright raving. As he sat in a chair in front of the fire, or walked up
and down the room picking a handkerchief to pieces, you heard what poor
Moriarty really thought of Mrs. Reiver, for he raved about her and his
own fall for the most part; though he ravelled some P. W. D. accounts
into the same skein of thought. He talked, and talked, and talked in a low
dry whisper to himself, and there was no stopping him. He seemed to
know that there was something wrong, and twice tried to pull himself
together and confer rationally with the Doctor; but his mind ran out of
control at once, and he fell back to a whisper and the story of his troubles.
It is terrible to hear a big man babbling like a child of all that a man usu-
ally locks up, and puts away in the deep of his heart. Moriarty read out his
very soul for the benefit of any one who was in the room between ten-
thirty that night and two-forty-five next morning.

From what he said, one gathered how immense an influence Mrs.
Reiver held over him, and how thoroughly he felt for his own lapse. His
whisperings cannot, of course, be put down here; but they were very in-
structive as showing the errors of his estimates.

. . . . . . . . .
When the trouble was over, and his few acquaintances were pitying

him for the bad attack of jungle-fever that had so pulled him down,
Moriarty swore a big oath to himself and went abroad again with Mrs.
Reiver till the end of the season, adoring her in a quiet and deferential
way as an angel from heaven. Later on he took to riding – not hacking,
but honest riding – which was good proof that he was improving, and you
could slam doors behind him without his jumping to his feet with a gasp.
That, again, was hopeful.

How he kept his oath, and what it cost him in the beginning, no-
body knows. He certainly managed to compass the hardest thing that a
man who has drank heavily can do. He took his peg and wine at din-
ner, but he never drank alone, and never let what he drank have the
least hold on him.

Once he told a bosom-friend the story of his great trouble, and how
the "influence  of  a pure honest woman, and an angel as well"  had  saved
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him. When the man – startled at anything good being laid to Mrs. Reiver's
door – laughed, it cost him Moriarty's friendship. Moriarty, who is mar-
ried  now  to  a  woman  ten  thousand  times  better  than  Mrs.  Reiver  –
a woman who believes that there is no man on earth as good and clever as
her husband – will go down to his grave vowing and protesting that Mrs.
Reiver saved him from ruin in both worlds.

That she knew anything of Moriarty's weakness nobody believed for
a moment. That she would have cut him dead, thrown him over, and ac-
quainted all her friends with her discovery, if she had known of it, nobody
who knew her doubted for an instant.

Moriarty thought her something she never was, and in that belief
saved himself. Which was just as good as though she had been everything
that he had imagined.

But the question is, what claim will Mrs. Reiver have to the credit of
Moriarty's salvation, when her day of reckoning comes?

Kipling R. In Error [ ] // URL: http://www. read-
bookonline. net/readOnLine/2459/ (access date: 21.02.2016).
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(Henry Wadsworth Longfellow, 1807–1882)
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Excelsior! (1841)
The shades of night were falling fast,
As through an Alpine village passed
A youth, who bore, 'mid snow and ice,
A banner with the strange device,
      Excelsior!

His brow was sad; his eye beneath,
Flashed like a falchion from its sheath,
And like a silver clarion rung
The accents of that unknown tongue,
      Excelsior!

In happy homes he saw the light
Of household fires gleam warm and bright;
Above, the spectral glaciers shone,
And from his lips escaped a groan,
      Excelsior!

"Try not the Pass!" the old man said;
"Dark lowers the tempest overhead,
The roaring torrent is deep and wide!"
And loud that clarion voice replied,
      Excelsior!

"Oh stay," the maiden said, "and rest
Thy weary head upon this breast! "
A tear stood in his bright blue eye,
But still he answered, with a sigh,
      Excelsior!

"Beware the pine-tree's withered branch!
Beware the awful avalanche!"
This was the peasant's last Good-night,
A voice replied, far up the height,
      Excelsior!
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At break of day, as heavenward
The pious monks of Saint Bernard
Uttered the oft-repeated prayer,
A voice cried through the startled air,

      Excelsior!

A traveller, by the faithful hound,
Half-buried in the snow was found,
Still grasping in his hand of ice
That banner with the strange device,

      Excelsior!

There in the twilight cold and gray,
Lifeless, but beautiful, he lay,
And from the sky, serene and far,
A voice fell like a falling star,

      Excelsior!

Longfellow H.W. Excelsior! [ ] // URL: https://
www.poetrufoundation.org/poems-and-poets/poems/detail/44631 (access
date:21.02/2016)

http://www.poetrufoundation.org/poems-and-poets/poems/detail/44631
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2. .  ( . .) // . – 1911. –
 281 (21 ). – . 3. . . .

3. .  ( . .) // . –
1908. –  54 (16 ). – . 2. . . .

The Black Cat (1843)
For the most wild, yet most homely narrative which I am about to

pen, I neither expect nor solicit belief. Mad indeed would I be to expect it,
in a case where my very senses reject their own evidence. Yet, mad am I
not – and very surely do I not dream. But to-morrow I die, and to-day I
would unburthen my soul. My immediate purpose is to place before the
world, plainly, succinctly, and without comment, a series of mere house-
hold events. In their consequences, these events have terrified – have tor-
tured – have destroyed me. Yet I will not attempt to expound them. To
me, they have presented little but Horror – to many they will seem less
terrible  than barroques. Hereafter,  perhaps,  some  intellect may be
found which will reduce my phantasm to the common-place – some intel-
lect more calm, more logical, and far less excitable than my own, which
will perceive, in the circumstances I detail with awe, nothing more than
an ordinary succession of very natural causes and effects.

From my infancy I was noted for the docility and humanity of my
disposition. My tenderness of heart was even so conspicuous as to make
hardly be at the trouble of explaining the nature or the intensity of the
gratification thus derivable. There is something in the unselfish and self-
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sacrificing love of a brute, which goes directly to the heart of him who
has had frequent occasion to test the paltry friendship and gossamer fidel-
ity of mere Man.

I married early, and was happy to find in my wife a disposition not
uncongenial with my own. Observing my partiality for domestic pets, she
lost no opportunity of procuring those of the most agreeable kind. We had
birds, gold-fish, a fine dog, rabbits, a small monkey, and a cat.

This latter was a remarkably large and beautiful animal, entirely
black, and sagacious to an astonishing degree. In speaking of his intelli-
gence, my wife, who at heart was not a little tinctured with superstition,
made frequent allusion to the ancient popular notion, which regarded all
black cats as witches in disguise. Not that she was ever serious upon this
point  –  and  I  mention  the  matter  at  all  for  no  better  reason  than  that  it
happens, just now, to be remembered.

Pluto – this was the cat's name – was my favorite pet and playmate. I
alone fed him, and he attended me wherever I went about the house. It
was even with difficulty that I could prevent him from following me
through the streets.

Our friendship lasted, in this manner, for several years, during which
my general temperament and character – through the instrumentality of
the Fiend Intemperance – had (I blush to confess it) experienced a radical
alteration for the worse. I grew, day by day, more moody, more irritable,
more regardless of the feelings of others. I suffered myself to use intem-
perate language to my wife. At length, I even offered her personal vio-
lence. My pets, of course, were made to feel the change in my disposition.
I not only neglected, but ill-used them. For Pluto, however, I still retained
sufficient regard to restrain me from maltreating him, as I made no scru-
ple of maltreating the rabbits, the monkey, or even the dog, when by ac-
cident, or through affection, they came in my way. But my disease grew
upon me – for what disease is like Alcohol! – and at length even Pluto,
who was now becoming old, and consequently somewhat peevish – even
Pluto began to experience the effects of my ill temper.

One night, returning home, much intoxicated, from one of my haunts
about town, I fancied that the cat avoided my presence. I seized him;
when, in his fright at my violence, he inflicted a slight wound upon my
hand with his teeth. The fury of a demon instantly possessed me. I knew
myself no longer. My original soul seemed, at once, to take its flight from
my body and a more than fiendish malevolence, gin-nurtured, thrilled
every fibre of my frame.  I  took  from  my  waistcoat-pocket a pen-knife,
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opened it, grasped the poor beast by the throat, and deliberately cut one of
its eyes from the socket! I blush, I burn, I shudder, while I pen the dam-
nable atrocity.

When reason returned with the morning – when I had slept off the
fumes of the night's debauch – I experienced a sentiment half of horror, half
of remorse, for the crime of which I had been guilty; but it was, at best, a
feeble and equivocal feeling, and the soul remained untouched. I again
plunged into excess, and soon drowned in wine all memory of the deed.

In the meantime the cat slowly recovered. The socket of the lost eye
presented, it is true, a frightful appearance, but he no longer appeared to
suffer  any  pain.  He  went  about  the  house  as  usual,  but,  as  might  be  ex-
pected, fled in extreme terror at my approach. I had so much of my old
heart left, as to be at first grieved by this evident dislike on the part of a
creature which had once so loved me. But this feeling soon gave place to
irritation. And then came, as if to my final and irrevocable overthrow, the
spirit of PERVERSENESS. Of this spirit philosophy takes no account.
Yet I am not more sure that my soul lives, than I am that perverseness is
one of the primitive impulses of the human heart – one of the indivisible
primary faculties, or sentiments, which give direction to the character of
Man. Who has not, a hundred times, found himself committing a vile or a
silly action, for no other reason than because he knows he should not?
Have we not a perpetual inclination, in the teeth of our best judgment, to
violate  that  which  is  Law,  merely  because  we  understand  it  to  be  such?
This spirit of perverseness, I say, came to my final overthrow. It was this
unfathomable longing  of  the soul to vex itself – to offer violence to its
own nature – to do wrong for the wrong's sake only – that urged me to
continue and finally to consummate the injury I had inflicted upon the
unoffending brute. One morning, in cool blood, I slipped a noose about its
neck and hung it to the limb of a tree; – hung it with the tears streaming
from my eyes,  and  with  the  bitterest  remorse  at  my heart;  –  hung  it  be-
cause I knew that it had loved me, and because I felt it had given me no
reason of offence; – hung it because I knew that in so doing I was com-
mitting a sin – a deadly sin that would so jeopardize my immortal soul as
to place it – if such a thing wore possible – even beyond the reach of the
infinite mercy of the Most Merciful and Most Terrible God.
On the night of the day on which this cruel deed was done, I was aroused
from  sleep  by  the  cry  of  fire.  The  curtains  of  my  bed  were  in  flames.
The  whole  house  was  blazing.  It  was  with  great  difficulty that my
wife, a servant, and myself,  made our  escape  from  the  conflagration.
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The destruction was complete. My entire worldly wealth was swallowed
up, and I resigned myself thenceforward to despair.

I am above the weakness of seeking to establish a sequence of cause
and effect, between the disaster and the atrocity. But I am detailing a
chain of facts – and wish not to leave even a possible link imperfect. On
the day succeeding the fire, I visited the ruins. The walls, with one excep-
tion, had fallen in. This exception was found in a compartment wall, not
very thick, which stood about the middle of the house, and against which
had rested the head of my bed. The plastering had here, in great measure,
resisted the action of the fire – a fact which I attributed to its having been
recently spread. About this wall a dense crowd were collected, and many
persons seemed to be examining a particular portion of it with very min-
ute and eager attention. The words "strange!" "singular!" and other simi-
lar expressions, excited my curiosity. I approached and saw, as if graven
in bas relief upon the white surface, the figure of a gigantic cat. The im-
pression was given with an accuracy truly marvellous. There was a rope
about the animal's neck.

When I first beheld this apparition – for I could scarcely regard it as
less – my wonder and my terror were extreme. But at length reflection
came to my aid. The cat, I remembered, had been hung in a garden adja-
cent to the house. Upon the alarm of fire, this garden had been immedi-
ately filled by the crowd – by some one of whom the animal must have
been cut from the tree and thrown, through an open window, into my
chamber. This had probably been done with the view of arousing me from
sleep. The falling of other walls had compressed the victim of my  cruelty
into the substance of the freshly-spread plaster; the lime of which, with
the flames, and the _ammonia_ from the carcass, had then accomplished
the portraiture as I saw it.

Although I thus readily accounted to my reason, if not altogether to my
conscience, for the startling fact just detailed, it did not the less fail to make a
deep impression upon my fancy. For months I could not rid myself of the
phantasm of the cat; and, during this period, there came back into my spirit a
half-sentiment that seemed, but was not, remorse. I went so far as to regret
the loss of the animal, and to look about me, among the vile haunts which
I now habitually frequented, for another pet of the same species, and of some-
what similar appearance, with which to supply its place.

One night as I sat, half stupified, in a den of more than infamy, my at-
tention was suddenly drawn to some black object, reposing upon the head
of one of the immense hogsheads of Gin,  or  of  Rum,  which  constituted
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the chief furniture of the apartment. I had been looking steadily at the top
of this hogshead for some minutes, and what now caused me surprise was
the fact that I had not sooner perceived the object thereupon. I approached
it,  and touched it  with my hand. It  was a black cat  – a very large one –
fully as large as Pluto, and closely resembling him in every respect but
one. Pluto had not a white hair upon any portion of his body; but this cat
had a large, although indefinite splotch of white, covering nearly the
whole region of the breast. Upon my touching him, he immediately arose,
purred loudly, rubbed against my hand, and appeared delighted with my
notice. This, then, was the very creature of which I was in search. I at
once offered to purchase it of the landlord; but this person made no claim
to it – knew nothing of it – had never seen it before.

I continued my caresses, and, when I prepared to go home, the animal
evinced a disposition to accompany me. I permitted it to do so; occasion-
ally stooping and patting it as I proceeded. When it reached the house it
domesticated itself at once, and became immediately a great favorite with
my wife.

For my own part, I soon found a dislike to it arising within me. This
was just the reverse of what I had anticipated; but – I know not how or
why it was – its evident fondness for myself rather disgusted and an-
noyed. By slow degrees, these feelings of disgust and annoyance rose into
the bitterness of hatred. I avoided the creature; a certain sense of shame,
and the remembrance of my former deed of cruelty, preventing me from
physically abusing it. I did not, for some weeks, strike, or otherwise vio-
lently ill use it;  but gradually – very gradually – I  came to  look  upon  it
with unutterable loathing, and to flee silently from its odious presence, as
from the breath of a pestilence.

What added, no doubt, to my hatred of the beast, was the discovery,
on the morning after I brought it home, that, like Pluto, it also had been
deprived of one of its eyes. This circumstance, however, only endeared it
to my wife, who, as I have already said, possessed, in a high degree, that
humanity of feeling which had once been my distinguishing trait, and the
source of many of my simplest and purest pleasures.

With my aversion to this cat, however, its partiality for myself
seemed to increase. It followed my footsteps with a pertinacity which it
would be difficult to make the reader comprehend. Whenever I sat, it
would crouch beneath my chair, or spring upon my knees, covering me
with  its  loathsome caresses.  If  I  arose  to  walk  it  would  get  between  my
feet and thus  nearly  throw  me  down,  or, fastening  its  long  and  sharp
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claws in my dress, clamber, in this manner, to my breast. At such times,
although I longed to destroy it with a blow, I was yet withheld from so
doing, partly by a memory of my former crime, but chiefly – let me con-
fess it at once – by absolute dread of the beast.

This dread was not exactly a dread of physical evil – and yet I should
be at a loss how otherwise to define it. I am almost ashamed to own - yes,
even in this felon's cell, I am almost ashamed to own – that the terror and
horror with which the animal inspired me, had been heightened by one of
the merest chimaeras it would be possible to conceive. My wife had
called my attention, more than once, to the character of the mark of white
hair, of which I have spoken, and which constituted the sole visible dif-
ference between the strange beast and the one I had destroyed. The reader
will remember that this mark, although large, had been originally very
indefinite; but, by slow degrees – degrees nearly imperceptible, and
which for a long time my Reason struggled to reject as fanciful – it had,
at length, assumed a rigorous distinctness of outline. It was now the rep-
resentation of an object that I shudder to name – and for this, above all, I
loathed, and dreaded, and would have rid myself of the monster had I
dared – it was now, I say, the image of a hideous – of a ghastly thing – of
the GALLOWS ! – oh, mournful and terrible engine of Horror and of
Crime – of Agony and of Death !

And now was I indeed wretched beyond the wretchedness of mere
Humanity. And a brute beast – whose fellow I had contemptuously de-
stroyed – a brute beast to work out for me – for me a man, fashioned in
the image of the  High God – so much of insufferable wo!  Alas!
neither by day nor by night knew I the blessing of Rest any more! During
the former the creature left me no moment alone; and, in the latter, I
started, hourly, from dreams of unutterable fear, to find the hot breath of
the thing_ upon my face, and its vast weight – an incarnate Night-Mare
that I had no power to shake off – incumbent eternally upon my heart!

Beneath the pressure of torments such as these, the feeble remnant of the
good within me succumbed. Evil thoughts became my sole intimates – the
darkest and most evil of thoughts. The moodiness of my usual temper in-
creased to hatred of all things and of all mankind; while, from the sudden,
frequent, and ungovernable outbursts of a fury to which I now blindly aban-
doned myself, my uncomplaining wife, alas! was the most usual and the most
patient of sufferers.

One day she accompanied me, upon some household errand, into the
cellar  of  the old building which our poverty compelled us to inhabit. The
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cat followed me down the steep stairs, and, nearly throwing me headlong,
exasperated me to madness. Uplifting an axe, and forgetting, in my wrath,
the childish dread which had hitherto stayed my hand, I aimed a blow at
the animal which, of course, would have proved instantly fatal had it de-
scended as I wished. But this blow was arrested by the hand of my wife.
Goaded, by the interference, into a rage more than demoniacal, I with-
drew my arm from her grasp and buried the axe in her brain. She fell dead
upon the spot, without a groan.

This hideous murder accomplished, I set myself forthwith, and with
entire deliberation, to the task of concealing the body. I knew that I could
not remove it from the house, either by day or by night, without the risk
of being observed by the neighbors. Many projects entered my mind. At
one period I thought of cutting the corpse into minute fragments, and de-
stroying them by fire. At another, I resolved to dig a grave for it in the
floor of the cellar. Again, I deliberated about casting it in the well in the
yard – about packing it in a box, as if merchandize, with the usual ar-
rangements, and so getting a porter to take it from the house. Finally I hit
upon what I considered a far better expedient than either of these. I de-
termined to wall it up in the cellar – as the monks of the middle ages are
recorded to have walled up their victims.

For a purpose such as this the cellar was well adapted. Its walls were
loosely constructed, and had lately been plastered throughout with a
rough plaster, which the dampness of the atmosphere had prevented from
hardening. Moreover, in one of the walls was a projection, caused by a
false chimney, or fireplace, that had been filled up,  and made to resemble
the red of the cellar. I made no doubt that I could readily displace the
bricks at this point, insert the corpse, and wall the whole up as before, so
that no eye could detect any thing suspicious. And in this calculation I
was not deceived. By means of a crow-bar I easily dislodged the bricks, and,
having carefully deposited the body against the inner wall, I propped it in that
position, while, with little trouble, I relaid the whole structure as it originally
stood. Having procured mortar, sand, and hair, with every possible precau-
tion, I prepared a plaster which could not be distinguished from the old, and
with this I very carefully went over the new brickwork. When I had finished,
I felt satisfied that all was right. The wall did not present the slightest appear-
ance of having been disturbed. The rubbish on the floor was picked up with
the minutest care. I looked around triumphantly, and said to myself – "Here
at least, then, my labor has not been in vain."
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My next step was to look for the beast which had been the cause of so
much wretchedness; for I had, at length, firmly resolved to put it to death.
Had I been able to meet with it, at the moment, there could have been no
doubt of its fate; but it appeared that the crafty animal had been alarmed at
the violence of my previous anger, and forebore to present itself in my pre-
sent mood. It is impossible to describe, or to imagine, the deep, the blissful
sense of relief which the absence of the detested creature occasioned in my
bosom. It did not make its appearance during the night – and thus for one
night at least, since its introduction into the house, I soundly and tranquilly
slept; aye, slept even with the burden of murder upon my soul!

The second and the third day passed, and still my tormentor came not.
Once again I breathed as a freeman. The monster, in terror, had fled the
premises forever! I should behold it no more! My happiness was su-
preme! The guilt of my dark deed disturbed me but little. Some few in-
quiries had been made, but these had been readily answered. Even a
search had been instituted – but of course nothing was to be discovered. I
looked upon my future felicity as secured.

Upon the fourth day of the assassination, a party of the police came,
very unexpectedly, into the house, and proceeded again to make rigorous
investigation of the premises. Secure, however, in the inscrutability of my
place of concealment, I felt no embarrassment whatever. The officers
bade me accompany them in their search. They left no nook or corner
unexplored. At length, for the third or fourth time, they descended into
the cellar. I quivered not in a muscle. My heart beat calmly as that of one
who slumbers in innocence. I walked the cellar from end to end. I folded
my arms upon my bosom, and roamed easily to and fro.  The  police were
thoroughly satisfied and prepared to depart. The glee at my heart was too
strong  to  be  restrained.  I  burned  to  say  if  but  one  word,  by  way  of  tri-
umph, and to render doubly sure their assurance of my guiltlessness.

"Gentlemen," I said at last, as the party ascended the steps, "I delight to
have allayed your suspicions. I wish you all health, and a little more courtesy.
By the bye, gentlemen, this – this is a very well constructed house." [In the
rabid desire to say something easily, I scarcely knew what
informing voice had consigned me to the hangman. I had walled the monster
up within the tomb! I uttered at all.] – "I may say an excellently well con-
structed house. These walls are you going, gentlemen? – these walls are sol-
idly put together;" and here, through the mere phrenzy of bravado, I rapped
heavily, with a cane which I held in my hand, upon that very portion of the
brick-work behind which stood the corpse of the wife of my bosom.
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But may God shield and deliver me from the fangs of the Arch-Fiend!
No sooner had the reverberation of my blows sunk into silence, than I
was answered by a voice from within the tomb! – by a cry, at first muf
fled and broken, like the sobbing of a child, and then quickly swelling
into one long, loud, and continuous scream, utterly anomalous and inhu-
man – a howl – a wailing shriek, half of horror and half of triumph, such
as might have arisen only out of hell, conjointly from the throats of the
dammed in their agony and of the demons that exult in the damnation.

**

 Dream (1827)
In visions of the dark night
       I have dreamed of joy departed
But a waking dream of life and light
       Hath left me broken-hearted.

Ah! what is not a dream by day
       To him whose eyes are cast
On things around him with a ray
       Turned back upon the past?

That holy dream–that holy dream,
       While all the world were chiding,
Hath cheered me as a lovely beam
       A lonely spirit guiding.

What though that light, thro' storm and night,
       So trembled from afar
What could there be more purely bright
      In Truth's day-star?

http://www.poetryfoundation.org/poem/174152

http://www.poetryfoundation.org/poem/174152
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Of my own thoughts it is folly to speak. Swooning, I staggered to the
opposite wall. For one instant the party upon the stairs remained mo-
tionless, through extremity of terror and of awe. In the next, a dozen stout
arms were toiling at the wall. It fell bodily. The corpse, already greatly
decayed and clotted with gore, stood erect before the eyes of the specta-
tors. Upon its head, with red extended mouth and solitary eye of fire, sat
the hideous beast whose craft had seduced me into murder, and whose
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The Recent Great French Duel (1879)
Much as the modern French duel is ridiculed by certain smart people,

it is in reality one of the most dangerous institutions of our day. Since it is
always fought in the open air, the combatants are nearly sure to catch
cold. M. Paul de Cassagnac, the most inveterate of the French duelists,
had suffered so often in this way that he is at last a confirmed invalid; and
the best physician in Paris has expressed the opinion that if he goes on
dueling for fifteen or twenty years more–unless he forms the habit of
fighting in a comfortable room where damps and draughts cannot in-
trude–he will eventually endanger his life. This ought to moderate the talk
of those people who are so stubborn in maintaining that the French duel is
the most health-giving of recreations because  of the open-air exercise it
affords.  And  it  ought also to moderate that foolish talk about French
duelists and socialist-hated monarchs being the only people who are
immoral.
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But  it  is  time  to  get  at  my subject.  As  soon  as  I  heard  of  the  late
fiery outbreak between M. Gambetta and M. Fourtou in the French
Assembly,  I  knew that  trouble  must  follow.  I  knew it  because  a  long
personal friendship with M. Gambetta revealed to me the desperate
and implacable nature of the man. Vast as are his physical proportions,
I knew that the thirst for revenge would penetrate to the remotest fron-
tiers of his person.

I did not wait for him to call on me, but went at once to him. As I
had expected, I found the brave fellow steeped in a profound French
calm. I say French calm, because French calmness and English calm-
ness have points of difference. He was moving swiftly back and forth
among the debris of his furniture, now and then staving chance frag-
ments of it across the room with his foot; grinding a constant grist of
curses through his set teeth; and halting every little while to deposit
another handful of his hair on the pile which he had been building of it
on the table.

He threw his arms around my neck, bent me over his stomach to his
breast, kissed me on both cheeks, hugged me four or five times, and then
placed me in his own arm-chair. As soon as I had got well again, we be-
gan business at once.

I said I supposed he would wish me to act as his second, and he said,
"Of course." I said I must be allowed to act under a French name, so that I
might be shielded from obloquy in my country, in case of fatal results. He
winced here, probably at the suggestion that dueling was not regarded
with respect in America. However, he agreed to my requirement. This
accounts for the fact that in all the newspaper reports M. Gambetta's sec-
ond was apparently a Frenchman.

First, we drew up my principal's will. I insisted upon this, and stuck
to my point. I said I had never heard of a man in his right mind going out
to fight a duel without first making his will. He said he had never heard of
a man in his right mind doing anything of the kind. When he had finished
the will, he wished to proceed to a choice of his "last words." He wanted
to know how the following words, as a dying exclamation, struck me:

"I die for my God, for my country, for freedom of speech, for pro-
gress, and the universal brotherhood of man!"

I objected that this would require too lingering a death; it was a good
speech for a consumptive, but not suited to the exigencies of the field of
honor.  We  wrangled  over  a  good many ante-mortem outburts,  but I
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finally got him to cut his obituary down to this, which he copied into his
memorandum-book, purposing to get it by heart:

"I die that France might live."
I said that this remark seemed to lack relevancy; but he said relevancy

was a matter of no consequence in last words, what you wanted was thrill.
The next thing in order was the choice of weapons. My principal said

he was not feeling well, and would leave that and the other details of the
proposed meeting to me. Therefore I wrote the following note and carried
it to M. Fourtou's friend:

Sir: M. Gambetta accepts M. Fourtou's challenge, and authorizes me
to propose Plessis-Piquet as the place of meeting; tomorrow morning at
daybreak as the time; and axes as the weapons.

I am, sir, with great respect,
Mark Twain.
M. Fourtou's friend read this note, and shuddered. Then he turned to

me, and said, with a suggestion of severity in his tone:
"Have you considered, sir, what would be the inevitable result of such

a meeting as this?"
"Well, for instance, what would it be?"
"Bloodshed!"
"That's about the size of it," I said. "Now, if it is a fair question, what

was your side proposing to shed?"
I had him there. He saw he had made a blunder, so he hastened to ex-

plain it away. He said he had spoken jestingly. Then he added that he and
his principal would enjoy axes, and indeed prefer them, but such weapons
were barred by the French code, and so I must change my proposal.

I walked the floor, turning the thing over in my mind, and finally it oc-
curred to me that Gatling-guns at fifteen paces would be a likely way to get a
verdict on the field of honor. So I framed this idea into a proposition.

But it was not accepted. The code was in the way again. I proposed
rifles; then double-barreled shotguns; then Colt's navy revolvers. These
being all rejected, I reflected awhile, and sarcastically suggested brickbats
at  three-quarters of a mile.  I  always hate to fool away a humorous thing
on a person who has no perception of humor; and it filled me with bitter-
ness when this man went soberly away to submit the last proposition to
his principal.

He came back presently and said his principal was charmed with the
idea of brickbats at three-quarters of a mile, but must decline on account
of the danger to disinterested parties passing between them.  Then  I  said:
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"Well, I am at the end of my string, now. Perhaps you would be good
enough to suggest a weapon? Perhaps you have even had one in your
mind all the time?"

His countenance brightened, and he said with alacrity:
"Oh, without doubt, monsieur!"
So he fell to hunting in his pockets – pocket after pocket, and he had

plenty of them – muttering all the while, "Now, what could I have done
with them?"

At last he was successful. He fished out of his vest pocket a couple of
little things which I carried to the light and ascertained to be pistols. They
were single-barreled and silver-mounted, and very dainty and pretty. I
was not able to speak for emotion. I silently hung one of them on my
watch-chain, and returned the other. My companion in crime now un-
rolled a postage-stamp containing several cartridges, and gave me one of
them. I  asked if  he meant to signify by this that  our men were to be al-
lowed but one shot apiece. He replied that the French code permitted no
more. I then begged him to go and suggest a distance, for my mind was
growing weak and confused under the strain which had been put upon it.
He named sixty-five yards. I nearly lost my patience. I said:

"Sixty-five yards, – with these instruments? Squirt-guns would be
deadlier at fifty. Consider, my friend, you and I are banded together to
destroy life, not make it eternal."

But with all my persuasions, all my arguments, I was only able to get
him to reduce the distance to thirty-five yards; and even this concession
he made with reluctance, and said with a sigh, "I wash my hands of this
slaughter; on your head be it."

There was nothing for me but to go home to my old lion-heart and tell
my humiliating story. When I entered, M. Gambetta was laying his last
lock of hair upon the altar. He sprang toward me, exclaiming:

"You have made the fatal arrangements – I see it in your eye!"
"I have."
His face paled a trifle, and he leaned upon the table for support. He

breathed thick and heavily for a moment or two, so tumultuous were his
feelings; then he hoarsely whispered:

"The weapon, the weapon! Quick! what is the weapon?"
"This!" and I displayed that silver-mounted thing. He cast but one

glance at it, then swooned ponderously to the floor.
When he came to, he said mournfully:
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"The unnatural calm to which I have subjected myself has told upon
my nerves.  But away with weakness! I  will  confront my fate like a man
and a Frenchman."

He rose to his feet, and assumed an attitude which for sublimity has
never been approached by man, and has seldom been surpassed by stat-
ues. Then he said, in his deep bass tones:

"Behold, I am calm, I am ready; reveal to me the distance."
"Thirty-five yards." ...
I could not lift him up, of course; but I rolled him over, and poured

water down his back. He presently came to, and said:
"Thirty-five  yards--without  a  rest?  But  why  ask?  Since  murder  was

that man's intention, why should he palter with small details? But mark
you one thing: in my fall the world shall see how the chivalry of France
meets death."

After a long silence he asked:
"Was nothing said about that man's family standing up with him, as

an offset to my bulk? But no matter; I would not stoop to make such a
suggestion; if he is not noble enough to suggest it himself, he is welcome
to this advantage, which no honorable man would take."

He now sank into a sort of stupor of reflection, which lasted some
minutes; after which he broke silence with:

"The hour--what is the hour fixed for the collision?"
"Dawn, tomorrow."
He seemed greatly surprised, and immediately said:
"Insanity! I never heard of such a thing. Nobody is abroad at such an

hour."
"That is the reason I named it. Do you mean to say you want an audi-

ence?"
"It is no time to bandy words. I am astonished that M. Fourtou should

ever have agreed to so strange an innovation. Go at once and require a
later hour."

I ran downstairs, threw open the front door, and almost plunged into
the arms of M. Fourtou's second. He said:

"I have the honor to say that my principal strenuously objects to the
hour chosen, and begs you will consent to change it to half past nine."

"Any courtesy, sir, which it is in our power to extend is at the service
of your excellent principal. We agree to the proposed change of time."

"I beg you to accept the thanks of my client." Then he turned to a per-
son behind him, and said,  "You hear,  M. Noir, the hour is altered to half
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past nine. "Whereupon M. Noir bowed, expressed his thanks, and went
away. My accomplice continued:

"If agreeable to you, your chief surgeons and ours shall proceed to the
field in the same carriage as is customary."

"It is entirely agreeable to me, and I am obliged to you for mentioning
the surgeons, for I am afraid I should not have thought of them. How
many shall I want? I supposed two or three will be enough?"

"Two is the customary number for each party. I refer to 'chief' sur-
geons; but considering the exalted positions occupied by our clients, it
will be well and decorous that each of us appoint several consulting sur-
geons, from among the highest in the profession. These will come in their
own private carriages. Have you engaged a hearse?"

"Bless my stupidity, I never thought of it!" I will attend to it
right away. I must seem very ignorant to you; but you must try to
overlook that, because I have never had any experience of such a
swell duel as this before. I have had a good deal to do with duels on
the Pacific coast, but I see now that they were crude affairs. A
hearse – sho! we used to leave the elected lying around loose, and let
anybody cord them up and cart them off that wanted to. Have you
anything further to suggest?"

"Nothing, except that the head undertakers shall ride together, as is
usual. The subordinates and mutes will go on foot, as is also usual. I will
see you at eight o'clock in the morning, and we will then arrange the order
of the procession. I have the honor to bid you a good day."

I returned to my client, who said, "Very well; at what hour is the en-
gagement to begin?"

"Half past nine."
"Very good indeed.; Have you sent the fact to the newspapers?"
"Sir! If after our long and intimate friendship you can for a moment

deem me capable of so base a treachery –"
"Tut, tut! What words are these, my dear friend? Have I wounded

you? Ah, forgive me; I am overloading you with labor. Therefore go on
with the other details, and drop this one from your list. The bloody-
minded  Fourtou  will  be  sure  to  attend  to  it.  Or  I  myself  –  yes,  to  make
certain, I will drop a note to my journalistic friend, M. Noi r–"

"Oh, come to think of it, you may save yourself the trouble; that other
second has informed M. Noir."

"H'm! I might have known it. It is just like that Fourtou, who always
wants to make a display."
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At half past nine in the morning the procession approached the field
of Plessis-Piquet in the following order: first came our carriage – nobody
in it but M. Gambetta and myself; then a carriage containing M. Fourtou
and his second; then a carriage containing two poet-orators who did not
believe in God, and these had ms. funeral orations projecting from their
breast pockets; then a carriage containing the head surgeons and their
cases of instruments; then eight private carriages containing consulting
surgeons; then a hack containing a coroner; then the two hearses; then a
carriage containing the head undertakers; then a train of assistants and
mutes on foot; and after these came plodding through the fog a long pro-
cession of camp followers, police, and citizens generally. It was a noble
turnout, and would have made a fine display if we had had thinner
weather.

There was no conversation. I spoke several times to my principal, but
I judge he was not aware of it, for he always referred to his note-book and
muttered absently, "I die that France might live."

"Arrived on the field, my fellow-second and I paced off the thirty-five
yards, and then drew lots for choice of position. This latter was but an
ornamental  ceremony,  for  all  the  choices  were  alike  in  such  weather.
These preliminaries being ended, I went to my principal and asked him if
he was ready. He spread himself out to his full width, and said in a stern
voice, "Ready! Let the batteries be charged."

The loading process was done in the presence of duly constituted wit-
nesses. We considered it best to perform this delicate service with the
assistance of a lantern, on account of the state of the weather. We now
placed our men.

At this point the police noticed that the public had massed themselves
together on the right and left of the field; they therefore begged a delay,
while they should put these poor people in a place of safety.

The request was granted.
The police having ordered the two multitudes to take positions behind

the duelists, we were once more ready. The weather growing still more
opaque, it was agreed between myself and the other second that before
giving the fatal signal we should each deliver a loud whoop to enable the
combatants to ascertain each other's whereabouts.

I now returned to my principal, and was distressed to observe that he
had lost a good deal of his spirit. I tried my best to hearten him. I said,
"Indeed, sir, things are not as bad as they seem. Considering the character
of the weapons,  the  limited number of shots  allowed,  the  generous  dis
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tance, the impenetrable solidity of the fog, and the added fact that one of
the combatants is one-eyed and the other cross-eyed and near-sighted, it
seems to me that this conflict need not necessarily be fatal. There are
chances that both of you may survive. Therefore, cheer up; do not be
downhearted."

This speech had so good an effect that my principal immediately
stretched forth his hand and said, "I am myself again; give me the
weapon."

I laid it, all lonely and forlorn, in the center of the vast solitude of his
palm. He gazed at it and shuddered. And still mournfully contemplating
it, he murmured in a broken voice:

"Alas, it is not death I dread, but mutilation."
I heartened him once more, and with such success that he presently

said, "Let the tragedy begin. Stand at my back; do not desert me in this
solemn hour, my friend."

I gave him my promise. I now assisted him to point his pistol toward
the spot where I judged his adversary to be standing, and cautioned him
to listen well and further guide himself by my fellow-second's whoop.
Then I propped myself against M. Gambetta's back, and raised a rousing
"Whoop-ee!" This was answered from out the far distances of the fog,
and I immediately shouted:

"One – two – three – fire!"
Two little sounds like spit! Spit! broke upon my ear, and in the same

instant I was crushed to the earth under a mountain of flesh. Bruised as I
was, I was still able to catch a faint accent from above, to this effect:

"I die for... for ... perdition take it, what is it I die for? ... oh, yes –
France! I die that France may live!"

The surgeons swarmed around with their probes in their hands,
and applied their microscopes to the whole area of M. Gambetta's
person, with the happy result of finding nothing in the nature of a
wound. Then a scene ensued which was in every way gratifying and
inspiriting.

The two gladiators fell upon each other's neck, with floods of proud
and happy tears; that other second embraced me; the surgeons, the ora-
tors, the undertakers, the police, everybody embraced, everybody con-
gratulated, everybody cried, and the whole atmosphere was filled with
praise and with joy unspeakable.

It  seems  to  me  then  that  I  would  rather  be  a  hero  of  a  French  duel
than a crowned and sceptered monarch.
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When the commotion had somewhat subsided, the body of surgeons
held a consultation, and after a good deal of debate decided that with
proper care and nursing there was reason to believe that I would survive
my injuries. My internal hurts were deemed the most serious, since it was
apparent that a broken rib had penetrated my left lung, and that many of
my organs had been pressed out so far to one side or the other of where
they belonged, that it was doubtful if they would ever learn to perform
their functions in such remote and unaccustomed localities. They then set
my left arm in two places, pulled my right hip into its socket again, and
re-elevated my nose. I was an object of great interest, and even admira-
tion; and many sincere and warm-hearted persons had themselves intro-
duced to me, and said they were proud to know the only man who had
been hurt in a French duel in forty years.

I was placed in an ambulance at the very head of the procession; and
thus with gratifying 'eclat I was marched into Paris, the most conspicuous
figure in that great spectacle, and deposited at the hospital.

The cross of the Legion of Honor has been conferred upon me. How-
ever, few escape that distinction.

Such is the true version of the most memorable private conflict of the
age.

I have no complaints to make against any one. I acted for myself, and
I can stand the consequences.

Without boasting, I think I may say I am not afraid to stand before a
modern French duelist, but as long as I keep in my right mind I will never
consent to stand behind one again.

 https://futureboy.us/twain/tramp/tramp08.html
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The Esquimau  Maiden’s Romance (1893)

"Yes, I will tell you anything about my life that you would like to
know, Mr. Twain," she said, in her soft voice, and letting her honest eyes
rest placidly upon my face, "for it is kind and good of you to like me and
care to know about me."

She had been absently scraping blubber-grease from her cheeks with
a small bone-knife and transferring it to her fur sleeve, while she watched
the Aurora Borealis swing its flaming streamers out of the sky and wash
the lonely snow plain and the templed icebergs with the rich hues of the
prism, a spectacle of almost intolerable splendour and beauty; but now
she shook off her reverie and prepared to give me the humble little history
I had asked for. She settled herself comfortably on the block of ice which
we were using as a sofa, and I made ready to listen.

She was a beautiful creature. I speak from the Esquimaux point of
view. Others would have thought her a trifle over-plump. She was just
twenty years old, and was held to be by far the most bewitching girl in
her tribe. Even now, in the open air, with her cumbersome and shapeless
fur coat and trousers and boots and vast hood, the beauty of her face was at
least apparent; but her figure had to be taken on trust. Among all the guests
who came and went, I had seen no girl at her father's hospitable trough who
could be called her equal. Yet she was not spoiled. She was sweet and natu-
ral and sincere, and if she was aware that she was a belle, there was nothing
about her ways to show that she possessed that knowledge.

She  had  been  my  daily  comrade  for  a  week  now,  and  the  better  I
knew her the better I liked her. She had been tenderly and carefully
brought up, in an atmosphere of singularly rare refinement for the polar
regions, for her father was the most important man of his tribe and ranked
at the top of Esquimaux civilisation. I made long dog-sledge trips across
the mighty ice floes with Lasca--that was her name – and found her com-
pany always pleasant and her conversation agreeable. I went fishing with
her, but not in her perilous boat: I merely followed along on the ice and
watched her strike her game with her fatally accurate spear. We went
sealing together; several times I stood by while she and the family dug
blubber from a stranded whale, and once I went part of the way when she
was hunting a bear, but turned back before the finish, because at bottom I
am afraid of bears.
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However, she was ready to begin her story, now, and this is what
she said:

"Our tribe had always been used to wander about from place to place
over the frozen seas, like the other tribes, but my father got tired of that,
two years ago, and built this great mansion of frozen snow-blocks – ook
at it; it is seven feet high and three or four times as long as any of the oth-
ers – and here we have stayed ever since. He was very proud of his house,
and that was reasonable, for if you have examined it with care you must
have noticed how much finer and completer it is than houses usually are.
But if you have not, you must, for you will find it has luxurious appoint-
ments that are quite beyond the common. For instance, in that end of it
which you have called the 'parlour,' the raised platform for the accommo-
dation of guests and the family at meals is the largest you have ever seen
in any house–is it not so?"

"Yes, you are quite right, Lasca; it is the largest; we have nothing
resembling it in even the finest houses in the United States." This ad-
mission made her eyes sparkle with pride and pleasure. I noted that,
and took my cue.

"I thought it must have surprised you," she said. "And another
thing; it is bedded far deeper in furs than is usual; all kinds of furs-
seal, sea-otter, silver-grey fox, bear, marten, sable--every kind of fur
in profusion; and the same with the ice-block sleeping-benches along
the walls which you call 'beds.' Are your platforms and sleeping-
benches better provided at home?"

"Indeed, they are not, Lasca – they do not begin to be." That pleased
her again. All she was thinking of was the number of furs her aesthetic
father took the trouble to keep on hand, not their value. I could have told
her that those masses of rich furs constituted wealth – or would in my
country – but she would not have understood that; those were not the kind
of things that ranked as riches with her people. I could have told her that
the clothes she had on, or the every-day clothes of the commonest person
about her, were worth twelve or fifteen hundred dollars, and that I was
not acquainted with anybody at home who wore twelve-hundred dollar
toilets to go fishing in; but she would not have understood it, so I said
nothing. She resumed:

"And then the slop-tubs. We have two in the parlour, and two in the
rest of the house. It is very seldom that one has two in the parlour. Have
you two in the parlour at home?"
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The memory of those tubs made me gasp, but I recovered myself be-
fore she noticed, and said with effusion:

"Why, Lasca, it is a shame of me to expose my country, and you must
not let it go further, for I am speaking to you in confidence; but I give you
my word of honour that not even the richest man in the city of New York
has two slop-tubs in his drawing-room."

She clapped her fur-clad hands in innocent delight, and exclaimed:
"Oh, but you cannot mean it, you cannot mean it!"
"Indeed, I am in earnest, dear. There is Vanderbilt. Vanderbilt is al-

most the richest man in the whole world. Now, if I were on my dying bed,
I could say to you that not even he has two in his drawing-room. Why, he
hasn't even one – I wish I may die in my tracks if it isn't true."

Her lovely eyes stood wide with amazement, and she said, slowly,
and with a sort of awe in her voice:

"How strange – how incredible – one is not able to realise it. Is he
penurious?"

"No – it isn't that. It isn't the expense he minds, but–er–well, you
know, it would look like showing off. Yes, that is it, that is the idea; he is
a plain man in his way, and shrinks from display."Why, that humility is
right enough," said Lasca, "if one does not carry it too fa r– but what does
the place look like?"

"Well, necessarily it looks pretty barren and unfinished, but –"
"I should think so! I never heard anything like it. Is it a fine house--

that is, otherwise?"
"Pretty fine, yes. It is very well thought of."
The girl was silent awhile, and sat dreamily gnawing a candle-end,

apparently trying to think the thing out. At last she gave her head a little
toss and spoke out her opinion with decision:

'Well, to my mind there's a breed of humility which is itself a species
of showing off when you get down to the marrow of it; and when a man
is able to afford two slop-tubs in his parlour, and doesn't do it, it may be
that he is truly humble-minded, but it's a hundred times more likely that
he is just trying to strike the public eye. In my judgment, your Mr. Van-
derbilt knows what he is about.'

I tried to modify this verdict, feeling that a double slop-tub standard
was not a fair one to try everybody by, although a sound enough one in its
own habitat; but the girl's head was set, and she was not to be persuaded.
Presently she said:
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"Do the rich people, with you, have as good sleeping-benches as ours,
and made out of as nice broad ice-blocks?"

"Well, they are pretty good – good enough– but they are not made of
ice-blocks."

"I want to know! Why aren't they made of ice-blocks?"
I explained the difficulties in the way, and the expensiveness of ice in

a country where you have to keep a sharp eye on your ice-man or your
ice-bill will weigh more than your ice. Then she cried out:

"Dear me, do you buy your ice?"
"We most surely do, dear."
She burst into a gale of guileless laughter, and said:
"Oh, I never heard of anything so silly! My! there's plenty of it – it is-

n't worth anything. Why, there is a hundred miles of it in sight, right now.
I wouldn't give a fish-bladder for the whole of it."

"Well, it's because you don't know how to value it, you little provin-
cial muggings. If you had it in New York in midsummer, you could buy
all the whales in the market with it."

She looked at me doubtfully, and said:
"Are you speaking true?"
"Absolutely. I take my oath to it."
This made her thoughtful. Presently she said, with a little sigh:
"I wish I could live there."
I had merely meant to furnish her a standard of values which she

could understand; but my purpose had miscarried. I had only given her
the impression that whales were cheap and plenty in New York, and set
her mouth to watering for them. It seemed best to try to mitigate the evil
which I had done, so I said:

"But you wouldn't care for whale-meat if you lived there. Nobody
does."

"What!"
"Indeed they don't."
"Why don't they?"
"Wel-l-l, I hardly know. It's prejudice, I think. Yes, that is it – just

prejudice. I reckon somebody that hadn't anything better to do started a
prejudice against it, some time or other, and once you get a caprice like
that fairly going, you know it will last no end of time."

"That is true – perfectly true," said the girl, reflectively. "Like our
prejudice against soap, here--our tribes had a prejudice against soap at
first, you know."
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I glanced at her to see if she was in earnest. Evidently she was. I hesi-
tated, then said, cautiously:

"But pardon me. They had a prejudice against soap? Had?" – with fal-
ling inflection.

"Yes – but that was only at first; nobody would eat it."
"Oh – I understand. I didn't get your idea before."
She resumed:
"It  was just  a prejudice.  The first  time soap came here from the for-

eigners, nobody liked it; but as soon as it got to be fashionable, everybody
liked it, and now everybody has it that can afford it. Are you fond of it?"

"Yes, indeed; I should die if I couldn't have it – especially here. Do
you like it?"

"I just adore it! Do you like candles?"
"I regard them as an absolute necessity. Are you fond of them?"
Her eyes fairly danced, and she exclaimed:
"Oh! Don't mention it! Candles! – and soap! – "
"And fish-interiors! – "
"And train-oil – "
"And slush! – "
"And whale-blubber! –"
"And carrion! and sour-krout! and beeswax! and tar! and turpentine!

and molasses! and – "
"Don't – oh, don't – I shall expire with ecstasy! –"
"And then serve it all up in a slush-bucket, and invite the neighbours

and sail in!"
But this vision of an ideal feast was too much for her, and she

swooned away, poor thing. I rubbed snow in her face and brought her to,
and after a while got her excitement cooled down. By-and-by she drifted
into her story again:

"So we began to live here in the fine house. But I was not happy. The
reason was this: I was born for love: for me there could be no true happi-
ness without it. I wanted to be loved for myself alone. I wanted an idol,
and I wanted to be my idol's idol; nothing less than mutual idolatry would
satisfy my fervent nature. I had suitors in plenty – in over-plenty, in-
deed – but in each and every case they had a fatal defect: sooner or later I
discovered that defect – not one of them failed to betray it--it was not me
they wanted, but my wealth."

"Your wealth?"
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Yes;  for  my father  is  much  the  richest  man  in  this  tribe  –  or  in  any
tribe in these regions."

I wondered what her father's wealth consisted of. It couldn't be the
house – anybody could build its mate. It couldn't be the furs – they were
not valued. It couldn't be the sledge, the dogs, the harpoons, the boat, the
bone fish-hooks and needles, and such things – no, these were not wealth.
Then what could it be that made this man so rich and brought this swarm
of sordid suitors to his house? It seemed to me, finally, that the best way
to find out would be to ask. So I did it. The girl was so manifestly grati-
fied by the question that I saw she had been aching to have me ask it. She
was suffering fully as much to tell as I was to know. She snuggled confi-
dentially up to me and said:

"Guess how much he is worth – you never can!"
I pretended to consider the matter deeply, she watching my anxious

and labouring countenance with a devouring and delighted interest; and
when, at last, I gave it up and begged her to appease my longing by tell-
ing me herself how much this polar Vanderbilt was worth, she put her
mouth close to my ear and whispered, impressively:

"Twenty-two fish-hooks – not bone, but foreign--made out of real
iron!"

Then she sprang back dramatically, to observe the effect. I did my
level best not to disappoint her. I turned pale and murmured:

"Great Scott!"
"It's as true as you live, Mr. Twain!"
"Lasca, you are deceiving me--you cannot mean it."
She was frightened and troubled. She exclaimed:
"Mr. Twain, every word of it is true – every word. You believe me--

you do believe me, now don't you? Say you believe me – do say you be-
lieve me!"

"I – well, yes, I do – I am trying to. But it was all so sudden. So sudden
and prostrating. You shouldn't do such a thing in that sudden way. It – "

"Oh, I'm so sorry! If I had only thought – "
"Well, it's all right, and I don't blame you any more, for you are young

and thoughtless, and of course you couldn't foresee what an effect –"
But oh, dear, I ought certainly to have known better. Why –"
"You see, Lasca, if you had said five or six hooks, to start with, and

then gradually –"
"Oh, I see, I see – then gradually added one, and then two, and then –

ah, why couldn't I have thought of that!"
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"Never mind, child, it's all right – I am better now – I shall be over it
in a little while. But – to spring the whole twenty-two on a person unpre-
pared and not very strong anyway –"

"Oh, it was a crime! But you forgive me--say you forgive me. Do!"
After harvesting a good deal of very pleasant coaxing and petting

and persuading, I forgave her and she was happy again, and by-and-by
she got under way with her narrative once more. I presently discov-
ered that the family treasury contained still another feature–a jewel of
some sort, apparently – and that she was trying to get around speaking
squarely about it, lest I get paralysed again. But I wanted to known
about  that  thing,  too,  and  urged  her  to  tell  me  what  it  was.  She  was
afraid. But I insisted, and said I would brace myself this time and be
prepared, then the shock would not hurt me. She was full of misgiv-
ings, but the temptation to reveal that marvel to me and enjoy my as-
tonishment and admiration was too strong for her, and she confessed
that she had it on her person, and said that if I was sure I was pre-
pared – and so on and so on –and with that she reached into her bosom
and brought out a battered square of brass, watching my eye anxiously
the while. I fell over against her in a quite well-acted faint, which de-
lighted her heart and nearly frightened it out of her, too, at the same
time. When I came to and got calm, she was eager to know what I
thought of her jewel.

"What do I think of it? I think it is the most exquisite thing I ever saw."
"Do you really? How nice of you to say that! But it is a love, now isn't it?"
"Well, I should say so! I'd rather own it than the equator."
"I thought you would admire it," she said. "I think it is so lovely. And

there isn't another one in all these latitudes. People have come all the way
from the open Polar Sea to look at it. Did you ever see one before?"

I said no, this was the first one I had ever seen. It cost me a pang to
tell that generous lie, for I had seen a million of them in my time, this
humble jewel of hers being nothing but a battered old New York Central
baggage check.

"Land!" said I,"you don't go about with it on your person this way,
alone and with no protection, not even a dog?"

"Ssh! not so loud," she said. "Nobody knows I carry it with me. They
think it is in papa's treasury. That is where it generally is."

"Where is the treasury?"
It was a blunt question, and for a moment she looked startled and a

little suspicious, but I said:
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"Oh, come, don't you be afraid about me. At home we have seventy
millions of people, and although I say it myself that shouldn't, there is not
one person among them all but would trust me with untold fish-hooks."

This reassured her, and she told me where the hooks were hidden in
the house. Then she wandered from her course to brag a little about the
size of the sheets of transparent ice that formed the windows of the man-
sion, and asked me if I had ever seen their like at home, and I came right
out frankly and confessed that I hadn't, which pleased her more than she
could find words to dress her gratification in. It was so easy to please her,
and such a pleasure to do it, that I went on and said –

"Ah, Lasca, you are a fortune girl! – this beautiful house, this dainty
jewel, that rich treasure, all this elegant snow, and sumptuous icebergs
and limitless sterility, and public bears and walruses, and noble freedom
and largeness and everybody's admiring eyes upon you, and everybody's
homage and respect at your command without the asking; young, rich,
beautiful, sought, courted, envied, not a requirement unsatisfied, not a
desire ungratified, nothing to wish for that you cannot have – it is im-
measurable good-fortune! I have seen myriads of girls, but none of whom
these extraordinary things could be truthfully said but you alone. And you
are worthy – worthy of it all, Lasca – I believe it in my heart."

It made her infinitely proud and happy to hear me say this, and she
thanked me over and over again for that closing remark, and her voice
and eyes showed that she was touched. Presently she said:

"Still, it is not all sunshine – there is a cloudy side. The burden of
wealth is a heavy one to bear. Sometimes I have doubted if it were not
better to be poor – at least not inordinately rich. It pains me to see
neighbouring tribesmen stare as they pass by, and overhear them say, rev-
erently, one to another, "There – that is she – the millionaire's daughter!"
And sometimes they say sorrowfully, "She is rolling in fish-hooks, and
I – I have nothing." It breaks my heart. When I was a child and we were
poor, we slept with the door open, if we chose, but now – now we have to
have a night-watchman. In those days my father was gentle and courteous
to all; but now he is austere and haughty and cannot abide familiarity.
Once his family were his sole thought, but now he goes about thinking of
his fish-hooks all the time. And his wealth makes everybody cringing and
obsequious to him. Formerly nobody laughed at his jokes, they being al-
ways stale and far-fetched and poor, and destitute of the one element that
can really justify a joke – the element of humour; but now everybody
laughs  and  cackles  at these dismal things, and if any fails to do it my fa-
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ther is deeply displeased, and shows it. Formerly his opinion was not
sought upon any matter and was not valuable when he volunteered it; it
has that infirmity yet, but, nevertheless, it is sought by all and applauded
by all – and he helps do the applauding himself, having no true delicacy
and a plentiful want of tact. He has lowered the tone of all our tribe. Once
they were a frank and manly race, now they are measly hypocrites, and
sodden with servility. In my heart of hearts I hate all the ways of million-
aires! Our tribe was once plain, simple folk, and content with the bone
fish-hooks of their fathers; now they are eaten up with avarice and would
sacrifice every sentiment of honour and honesty to possess themselves of
the debasing iron fish-hooks of the foreigner. However, I must not dwell
on these sad things. As I have said, it was my dream to be loved for my-
self alone.

"At last, this dream seemed about to be fulfilled. A stranger came by,
one day, who said his name was Kalula. I told him my name, and he said
he loved me. My heart gave a great bound of gratitude and pleasure, for I
had loved him at  sight,  and now I said so.  He took me to his breast  and
said he would not wish to be happier than he was now. We went strolling
together far over the ice-floes, telling all about each other, and planning,
oh, the loveliest future! When we were tired at last we sat down and ate,
for he had soap and candles and I had brought along some blubber. We
were hungry and nothing was ever so good."

"He belonged to a tribe whose haunts were far to the north, and I
found that he had never heard of my father, which rejoiced me exceed-
ingly. I mean he had heard of the millionaire, but had never heard his
name–so, you see, he could not know that I was the heiress. You may be
sure that I did not tell him. I was loved for myself at last, and was satis-
fied. I was so happy – oh, happier than you can think!"

"By-and-by it was towards supper time, and I led him home. As we
approached our house he was amazed, and cried out:

"How splendid! Is that your father's?"
"It gave me a pang to hear that tone and see that admiring light in his

eye, but the feeling quickly passed away, for I loved him so, and he
looked so handsome and noble. All my family of aunts and uncles and
cousins were pleased with him, and many guests were called in, and the
house was shut up tight and the rag lamps lighted, and when everything
was hot and comfortable and suffocating, we began a joyous feast in
celebration of my betrothal."
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"When the feast was over my father's vanity overcame him, and he
could not resist the temptation to show off his riches and let Kalula see
what grand good-fortune he had stumbled into–and mainly, of course, he
wanted to enjoy the poor man's amazement. I could have cried – but it
would have done no good to try to dissuade my father, so I said nothing,
but merely sat there and suffered."

"My father went straight to the hiding-place in full sight of every-
body, and got out the fish-hooks and brought them and flung them scat-
teringly over my head, so that they fell in glittering confusion on the plat-
form at my lover's knee."

"Of course, the astounding spectacle took the poor lad's breath away.
He could only stare in stupid astonishment, and wonder how a single in-
dividual could possess such incredible riches. Then presently he glanced
brilliantly up and exclaimed:

"Ah, it is you who are the renowned millionaire!"
"My father and all the rest burst into shouts of happy laughter, and

when my father gathered the treasure carelessly up as if it might be mere
rubbish and of no consequence, and carried it back to its place, poor Ku-
lala's surprise was a study. He said:

"Is it possible that you put such things away without counting them?"
"My father delivered a vain-glorious horse-laugh, and said:
"Well, truly, a body may know you have never been rich, since a

mere matter of a fish-hook or two is such a mighty matter in your eyes."
"Kalula was confused, and hung his head, but said:
"Ah, indeed, sir, I was never worth the value of the barb of one of

those precious things, and I have never seen any man before who was so
rich in them as to render the counting of his hoard worth while, since the
wealthiest man I have ever known, till now, was possessed of but three."

"My foolish father roared again with jejune delight, and allowed the
impression to remain that he was not accustomed to count his hooks and
keep sharp watch over them. He was showing off, you see. Count them?
Why, he counted them every day!

"I had met and got acquainted with my darling just at dawn; I had
brought him home just at dark, three hours afterwards – for the days were
shortening toward the six-months' night at that time. We kept up the fes-
tivities many hours; then, at last, the guests departed and the rest of us
distributed ourselves along the walls on sleeping-benches, and soon all
were  steeped  in  dreams  but  me.  I  was  too  happy,  too  excited,  to  sleep.
After I had lain quiet a long, long time, a dim form passed by me and was
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swallowed up in the gloom that pervaded the farther end of the house. I
could not make out who it was, or whether it was man or woman. Pres-
ently that figure or another one passed me going the other way. I won-
dered what it all meant, but wondering did no good; and while I was still
wondering I fell asleep."

"I do not know how long I slept, but at last I came suddenly broad
awake and heard my father say in a terrible voice, "By the great Snow
God, there's a fish-hook gone!" Something told me that that meant sor-
row for me, and the blood in my veins turned cold. The presentiment
was confirmed in the same instant: my father shouted, "Up, everybody,
and seize the stranger!" Then there was an outburst of cries and curses
from all sides, and a wild rush of dim forms through the obscurity. I
flew to my beloved's help, but what could I do but wait and wring my
hands? – he was already fenced away from me by a living wall, he was
being bound hand and foot. Not until he was secured would they let me
get to him. I flung myself upon his poor insulted form and cried my
grief out upon his breast while my father and all my family scoffed at
me and heaped threats and shameful epithets upon him. He bore his ill
usage with a tranquil dignity which endeared him to me more than ever,
and made me proud and happy to suffer with him and for him. I heard
my father order that the elders of the tribe be called together to try my
Kalula for his life."

"What!" I said, "before any search has been made for the lost hook?"
"Lost hook!" they all shouted, in derision; and my father added,

mockingly, "Stand back, everybody, and be properly serious – she is go-
ing to hunt up that lost hook: oh, without doubt she will find it!" –
whereat they all laughed again.

"I was not disturbed – I had no fears, no doubts". I said:
"It  is  for you to laugh now; it  is  your turn.  But ours is  coming; wait

and see."
"I got a rag lamp. I thought I should find that miserable thing in

one little moment; and I set about that matter with such confidence
that those people grew grace, beginning to suspect that perhaps they
had been too hasty. But alas and alas! – oh, the bitterness of that
search! There was deep silence while one might count his fingers ten
or twelve times, then my heart began to sink, and around me the
mockings began again, and grew steadily louder and more assured,
until at last, when I gave up, they burst into volley after volley of
cruel laughter."
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"None will ever know what I suffered then. But my love was my sup-
port and my strength, and I took my rightful place at my Kalula's side,
and put my arm about his neck, and whispered in his ear, saying:

"You are innocent, my own – that I know; but say it to me yourself,
for my comfort, then I can bear whatever is in store for us."

"He answered:
"As surely as I stand upon the brink of death at this moment, I am in-

nocent. Be comforted, then, O bruised heart; be at peace, O thou breath of
my nostrils, life of my life!"

"Now, then, let the elders come!" – and as I said the words there was
a gathering sound of crunching snow outside, and then a vision of stoop-
ing forms filing in at the door – the elders.

"My father formally accused the prisoner, and detailed the happen-
ings of the night. He said that the watchman was outside the door, and
that in the house were none but the family and the stranger. "Would the
family steal their own property?" He paused. The elders sat silent many
minutes; at last, one after another said to his neighbour, "This looks bad
for the stranger" – sorrowful words for me to hear. Then my father sat
down. O miserable, miserable me! At that very moment I could have
proved my darling innocent, but I did not know it!

'The chief of the court asked:
"Is there any here to defend the prisoner?"
"I rose and said:
"Why should he steal that hook, or any or all of them? In another day

he would have been heir to the whole!"
I  stood  waiting.  There  was  a  long  silence,  the  steam from the  many

breaths rising about me like a fog. At last one elder after another nodded
his head slowly several times, and muttered, "There is force in what the
child has said." Oh, the heart-lift that was in those words! – so transient,
but, oh, so precious! I sat down.

"If any would say further, let him speak now, or after hold his peace,"
said the chief of the court.

"My father rose and said:
"In the night a form passed by me in the gloom, going toward the

treasury and presently returned. I think, now, it was the stranger."
"Oh, I was like to swoon! I had supposed that that was my secret; not

the grip of the great Ice God himself could have dragged it out of my
heart. The chief of the court said sternly to my poor Kalula:

"Speak!"
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"Kalula hesitated, then answered:
"It was I. I could not sleep for thinking of the beautiful hooks. I went

there and kissed them and fondled them, to appease my spirit and drown
it in a harmless joy, then I put them back. I may have dropped one, but I
stole none."

"Oh, a fatal admission to make in such a place! There was an awful
hush. I knew he had pronounced his own doom, and that all was over. On
every face you could see the words hieroglyphed: "It is a confession! –
and paltry, lame, and thin."

"I sat drawing in my breath in faint gasps – and waiting. Presently,
I heard the solemn words I knew were coming; and each word, as it came,
was a knife in my heart:

"It  is  the command of the court  that  the accused be subjected to the
trial by water."

"Oh, curses be upon the head of him who brought "trial by water" to
our land! It came, generations ago, from some far country that lies none
knows where. Before that our fathers used augury and other unsure meth-
ods of trial, and doubtless some poor guilty creatures escaped with their
lives sometimes; but it is not so with trial by water, which is an invention
by wiser men than we poor ignorant savages are. By it the innocent are
proved innocent, without doubt or question, for they drown; and the
guilty are proven guilty with the same certainty, for they do not drown.
My heart was breaking in my bosom, for I said, "He is innocent, and he
will go down under the waves and I shall never see him more."

"I never left his side after that. I mourned in his arms all the precious
hours, and he poured out the deep stream of his love upon me, and oh,
I was so miserable and so happy! At last, they tore him from me, and
I followed sobbing after them, and saw them fling him into the sea – then
I covered my face with my hands. Agony? Oh, I know the deepest deeps
of that word!"

"The next moment the people burst into a shout of malicious joy, and
I took away my hands, startled. Oh, bitter sight – he was swimming! My
heart turned instantly to stone, to ice. I said, "He was guilty, and he lied to
me!" I turned my back in scorn and went my way homeward.

"They  took  him  far  out  to  sea  and  set  him  on  an  iceberg  that  was
drifting southward in the great waters. Then my family came home, and
my father said to me:

"Your thief sent his dying message to you, saying, "Tell her I am in-
nocent, and that all the days and all the hours and all the minutes while I
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starve and perish I shall love her and think of her and bless the day that
gave me sight of her sweet face." Quite pretty, even poetical!

"I  said,  "He  is  dirt  –  let  me  never  hear  mention  of  him again."  And
oh, to think – he was innocent all the time!

"Nine months – nine dull, sad months – went by, and at last came the
day of the Great Annual Sacrifice, when all the maidens of the tribe wash
their faces and comb their hair. With the first sweep of my comb out
came the fatal fish-hook from where it had been all those months nestling,
and I fell fainting into the arms of my remorseful father! Groaning, he
said, "We murdered him, and I shall never smile again!" He has kept his
word. Listen; from that day to this not a month goes by that I do not comb
my hair. But oh, where is the good of it all now!"

So ended the poor maid's humble little tale – whereby we learn that
since a hundred million dollars in New York and twenty-two fish-hooks
on the border of the Arctic Circle represent the same financial supremacy,
a man in straitened circumstances is a fool to stay in New York when he
can buy ten cents' worth of fish-hooks and emigrate.

http://www.readbookonline.net/readOnLine/1004/

http://www.readbookonline.net/readOnLine/1004/
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Journalism in Tennessee (1871)
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.

I was 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 sol-
diers," 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 con-
sequently 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 Thunder-
bolt and Battle Cry of Freedom, arrived in the city yesterday. He is stop-
ping at the Van Buren House.
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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 stove-pipe, 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 writ-
ten."

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:
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SPIRIT OF THE TENNESSEE PRESS

The inveterate liars of the Semi-Weekly Earthquake are evidently en-
deavoring 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, swal-
low  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
blackhearted scoundrel degrades his great office persistently to the dis-
semination of falsehood, calumny, vituperation, and vulgarity.

Blathersville wants a Nicholson pavement--it wants a jail and a poor-
house 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 newspa-
per, the Daily Hurrah! The crawling insect, Buckner, who edits the Hur-
rah, 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 after-
ward 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?"
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"Right, Sir. I have a little account to settle with you. If you are at lei-
sure we will begin."

"I have an article on the 'Encouraging Progress of Moral and Intellec-
tual 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 par-
ticipating 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 re-
loaded, 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 re-
mark 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 in-
quired 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, down-
stairs. 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 win-
dow. 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
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bill of fare, I had lost my scalp. Another stranger, by the name of Thomp-
son, 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, politi-
cians, and desperadoes, who raved and swore and flourished their weap-
ons 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 to-day. 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 bomb-
shell 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 to-day. 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 to-day, and into
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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.

http://www.readbookonline.net/readOnLine/1562/

***

Luck (1886)
[NOTE. – This is  not a fancy sketch.  I  got it  from a clergyman who

was an instructor at Woolwich forty years ago, and who vouched for its
truth. – M.T.]

It was at a banquet in London in honour of one of the two or three
conspicuously illustrious English military names of this generation. For
reasons which will presently appear, I will withhold his real name and
titles, and call him Lieutenant-General Lord Arthur Scoresby, V.C.,
K.C.B.,  etc.,  etc.,  etc.  What  a  fascination  there  is  in  a  renowned  name!
There say the man, in actual flesh, whom I had heard of so many thou-
sands of times since that day, thirty years before, when his name shot
suddenly to the zenith from a Crimean battle-field, to remain for ever
celebrated. It was food and drink to me to look, and look, and look at that
demigod; scanning, searching, noting: the quietness, the reserve, the no-
ble gravity of his countenance; the simple honesty that expressed itself all
over him; the sweet unconsciousness of his greatness--unconsciousness of

http://www.readbookonline.net/readOnLine/1562/
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the hundreds of admiring eyes fastened upon him, unconsciousness of the
deep, loving, sincere worship welling out of the breasts of those people
and flowing toward him.

The  clergyman  at  my  left  was  an  old  acquaintance  of  mine  –
clergyman now, but had spent the first half of his life in the camp and
field, and as an instructor in the military school at Woolwich. Just at the
moment I have been talking about, a veiled and singular light glimmered
in his eyes, and he leaned down and muttered confidentially to me--
indicating the hero of the banquet with a gesture, –"Privately – his glory
is an accident – just a product of incredible luck."

This verdict was a great surprise to me. If its subject had been Napo-
leon, or Socrates, or Solomon, my astonishment could not have been
greater.

Some days later came the explanation of this strange remark, and this
is what the Reverend told me.

About forty years ago I was an instructor in the military academy at
Woolwich. I was present in one of the sections when young Scoresby
underwent his preliminary examination. I was touched to the quick with
pity; for the rest of the class answered up brightly and handsomely, while
he – why, dear me, he didn't know anything, so to speak. He was evi-
dently good, and sweet, and lovable, and guileless; and so it was exceed-
ingly painful to see him stand there, as serene as a graven image, and de-
liver himself of answers which were veritably miraculous for stupidity
and ignorance. All the compassion in me was aroused in his behalf. I said
to myself, when he comes to be examined again, he will be flung over, of
course;  so  it  will  be  simple  a  harmless  act  of  charity  to  ease  his  fall  as
much as I can.

I took him aside, and found that he knew a little of Caesar's history;
and as he didn't know anything else, I went to work and drilled him like a
galley-slave on a certain line of stock questions concerning Caesar which
I knew would be used. If you'll believe me, he went through with flying
colours on examination day! He went through on that purely superficial
'cram', and got compliments, too, while others, who knew a thousand
times more than he, got plucked. By some strangely lucky accident – an
accident not likely to happen twice in a century – he was asked no ques-
tion outside of the narrow limits of his drill.

It was stupefying. Well, although through his course I stood by him,
with something of the sentiment which a mother feels for a crippled child;
and he always saved himself – just by miracle, apparently.
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Now of course the thing that would expose him and kill him at last
was mathematics. I resolved to make his death as easy as I could; so I
drilled him and crammed him, and crammed him and drilled him, just on
the line of questions which the examiner would be most likely to use, and
then launched him on his fate.  Well,  sir,  try to conceive of the result:  to
my consternation, he took the first prize! And with it he got a perfect ova-
tion in the way of compliments.

Sleep! There was no more sleep for me for a week. My conscience
tortured me day and night. What I had done I had done purely through
charity, and only to ease the poor youth's fall – I never had dreamed of
any such preposterous result as the thing that had happened. I felt as
guilty and miserable as the creator of Frankenstein. Here was a wooden-
head whom I had put in the way of glittering promotions and prodigious
responsibilities, and but one thing could happen: he and his responsibili-
ties would all go to ruin together at the first opportunity.

The Crimean war had just broken out. Of course there had to be a
war, I said to myself: we couldn't have peace and give this donkey a
chance to die before he is found out. I waited for the earthquake. It came.
And it made me reel when it did come. He was actually gazetted to a cap-
taincy in a marching regiment! Better men grow old and gray in the ser-
vice before they climb to a sublimity like that. And who could ever have
foreseen that they would go and put such a load of responsibility on such
green and inadequate shoulders? I could just barely have stood it if they
had made him a cornet; but a captain – think of it! I thought my hair
would turn white.

Consider  what  I  did  –  I  who  so  loved  repose  and  inaction.  I  said  to
myself, I am responsible to the country for this, and I must go along with
him and protect the country against him as far as I can. So I took my poor
little capital that I had saved up through years of work and grinding econ-
omy, and went with a sigh and bought a cornetcy in his regiment, and
away we went to the field.

And there – oh dear, it was awful. Blunders? why, he never did anything
but blunder. But, you see, nobody was in the fellow's secret – everybody had
him focused wrong, and necessarily misinterpreted his performance
every time – consequently they took his idiotic blunders for inspira-
tions of genius; they did honestly! His mildest blunders were enough
to make a man in his right mind cry; and they did make me cry – and
rage and rave too, privately. And  the  thing  that  kept  me  always  in
a sweat of apprehension was the fact that every fresh blunder  he  made in
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creased the lustre of his reputation! I kept saying to myself, he'll get so
high that when discovery does finally come it will be like the sun falling
out of the sky.

He went right along up, from grade to grade, over the dead bodies of
his superiors, until at last, in the hottest moment of the battle of.... down
went our colonel, and my heart jumped into my mouth, for Scoresby was
next in rank! Now for it, said I; we'll all land in Sheol in ten minutes,
sure.

The battle was awfully hot; the allies were steadily giving way all
over the field. Our regiment occupied a position that was vital; a blunder
now must be destruction. At this critical moment, what does this immortal
fool do but detach the regiment from its place and order a charge over a
neighbouring hill where there wasn't a suggestion of an enemy! "There
you go!" I said to myself; "this is the end at last."

And away we did go, and were over the shoulder of the hill before the
insane movement could be discovered and stopped. And what did we
find? An entire and unsuspected Russian army in reserve! And what hap-
pened? We were eaten up? That is necessarily what would have happened
in ninety-nine cases out of a hundred. But no; those Russians argued that
no single regiment would come browsing around there at such a time. It
must be the entire English army, and that the sly Russian game was de-
tected and blocked; so they turned tail, and away they went, pell-mell,
over the hill and down into the field, in wild confusion, and we after
them; they themselves broke the solid Russia centre in the field, and tore
through, and in no time there was the most tremendous rout you ever saw,
and the defeat of the allies was turned into a sweeping and splendid vic-
tory! Marshal Canrobert looked on, dizzy with astonishment, admiration,
and delight; and sent right off for Scoresby, and hugged him, and deco-
rated him on the field in presence of all the armies!

And what was Scoresby's blunder that time? Merely the mistaking his
right hand for his left--that was all. An order had come to him to fall back
and support our right; and instead he fell forward and went over the hill to
the left. But the name he won that day as a marvellous military genius
filled the world with his glory, and that glory will never fade while his-
tory books last.

He is just as good and sweet and lovable and unpretending as a man
can be, but he doesn't know enough to come in when it rains. He has been
pursued, day by day and year by year, by a most phenomenal and aston-
ishing luckiness.  He has  been  a  shining soldier in all our wars for half a
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generation; he has littered his military life with blunders, and yet has
never committed one that didn't make him a knight or a baronet or a lord
or something. Look at his breast; why, he is just clothed in domestic and
foreign decorations. Well, sir, every one of them is a record of some
shouting stupidity or other; and, taken together, they are proof that the
very best thing in all this world that can befall a man is to be born lucky.

http://www.readbookonline.net/readOnLine/994/

http://www.readbookonline.net/readOnLine/994/
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Mrs. Mc Williams and The Lightning (1880)
Well, sir, – continued Mr. McWilliams, for this was not the begin-

ning of his talk; – the fear of lightning is one of the most distressing
infirmities a human being can be afflicted with. It is mostly confined
to women; but now and then you find it in a little dog, and sometimes
in a man. It is a particularly distressing infirmity, for the reason that it
takes the sand out of a person to an extent which no other fear can,
and it can't be reasoned with, and neither can it be shamed out of a
person. A woman who could face the very devil himself – or a
mouse  –  loses  her  grip  and  goes  all  to  pieces  in  front  of  a  flash  of
lightning. Her fright is something pitiful to see.

Well, as I was telling you, I woke up, with that smothered and unlo-
catable cry of "Mortimer! Mortimer!" wailing in my ears; and as soon as I
could scrape my faculties together I reached over in the dark and then
said, –

"Evangeline, is that you calling? What is the matter? Where are you?"
"Shut up in the boot-closet. You ought to be ashamed to lie there and

sleep so, and such an awful storm going on."
"Why, how can one be ashamed when he is asleep? It is unreason-

able; a man can't be ashamed when he is asleep, Evangeline."
"You never try, Mortimer, – you know very well you never try."
I caught the sound of muffled sobs.
That sound smote dead the sharp speech that was on my lips, and I

changed it to –
"I'm sorry, dear, – I'm truly sorry. I never meant to act so. Come back

and –"
"MORTIMER!"
"Heavens! what is the matter, my love?"
"Do you mean to say you are in that bed yet?"
"Why, of course."
"Come out of it instantly. I should think you would take some little

care of your life, for my sake and the children's, if you will not for your
own."

"But my love –"
"Don't talk to me, Mortimer. You know there is no place so danger-

ous as a bed, in such a thunder-storm as this, – all the books say that;  yet
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there you would lie, and deliberately throw away your life, – for goodness
knows what, unless for the sake of arguing and arguing, and –"

"But, confound it, Evangeline, I`m not in the bed, now. I'm –"
[Sentence interrupted by a sudden glare of lightning, followed by a

terrified little scream from Mrs. McWilliams and a tremendous blast of
thunder.]

"There! You see the result. Oh, Mortimer, how can you be so profli-
gate as to swear at such a time as this?"

"I didn't swear. And that wasn't a result of it, any way. It would have
come, just the same, if I had n`t said a word; and you know very well,
Evangeline, – at least you ought to know, – that when the atmosphere is
charged with electricity –"

"Oh, yes, now argue it, and argue it, and argue it! – I don't see how
you can act so, when you know there is not a lightning-rod on the place,
and your poor wife and children are absolutely at the mercy of Provi-
dence. What are you doing? – lighting a match at such a time as this! Are
you stark mad?"

"Hang it, woman, where's the harm? The place is as dark as the inside
of an infidel, and –"

"Put it out! put it out instantly! Are you determined to sacrifice us all?
You know there is nothing attracts lightning like a light. [Fzt! – crash!
boom – boloom-boom-boom!] Oh, just hear it! Now you see what you've
done!"

"No, I don't see what I`ve done. A match may attract lightning, for all
I know, but it don't cause lightning, – I`ll go odds on that. And it didn`t
attract it worth a cent this time; for if that shot was levelled at my match,
it was blessed poor marksmanship, – about an average of none out of a
possible million, I should say. Why, at Dollymount, such marksmanship
as that –"

"For shame, Mortimer! Here we are standing right in the very pres-
ence of death, and yet in so solemn a moment you are capable of using
such language as that. If you have no desire to – Mortimer!"

"Well?"
"Did you say your prayers to-night?"
"I – I  – meant to,  but I  got to trying to cipher out how much twelve

times thirteen is, and –"
[Fzt! – boom – berroom – boom! Bumble-umble bang – SMASH!]
"Oh, we are lost, beyond all help! How could you neglect such a

thing at such a time as this?"
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"But  it  wasn't  'such  a  time  as  this.'  There  wasn't  a  cloud  in  the  sky.
How could I know there was going to be all this rumpus and pow-wow
about a little slip like that? And I don't thinkit's just fair for you to make
so much out of it, anyway, seeing it happens so seldom; I haven't missed
before since I brought on that earthquake, four years ago."

"MORTIMER! How you talk! Have you forgotten the yellow fever?"
"My dear, you are always throwing up the yellow fever to me, and I

think it is perfectly unreasonable. You can't even send a telegraphic mes-
sage as far as Memphis without relays, so how is a little devotional slip of
mine going to carry so far? I'll stand the earthquake, because it was in the
neighborhood; but I'll be hanged if I`m going to be responsible for every
blamed–"

[Fzt! – BOOM beroom-boom! boom! – BANG!]
"Oh, dear, dear, dear! I know it struck something, Mortimer. We

never shall see the light of another day; and if it will do you any good to
remember, when we are gone, that your dreadful language – Mortimer!"

"WELL! What now?"
"Your voice sounds as if – Mortimer, are you actually standing in

front of that open fireplace?"
"That is the very crime I am committing."
"Get  away  from  it,  this  moment.  You  do  seem  determined  to  bring

destruction on us all. Don't you know that there is no better conductor for
lightning than an open chimney? Now where have you got to?"

"I'm here by the window."
"Oh, for pity's sake, have you lost your mind? Clear out from there,

this  moment.  The  very  children  in  arms  know it  is  fatal  to  stand  near  a
window in a thunder-storm. Dear, dear, I know I shall never see the light
of another day. Mortimer?"

"Yes?"
"What is that rustling?"
"It's me."
"What are you doing?"
"Trying to find the upper end of my pantaloons."
"Quick! throw those things away! I do believe you would deliberately

put on those clothes at such a time as this; yet you know perfectly well
that all authorities agree that woolen stuffs attract lightning. Oh, dear,
dear, it isn`t sufficient that one's life must be in peril from natural causes,
but you must do everything you can possibly think of to augment the
danger. Oh, don't sing! What can you be thinking of?"
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"Now where's the harm in it?"
"Mortimer, if I have told you once, I have told you a hundred times,

that singing causes vibrations in the atmosphere which interrupt the flow
of the electric fluid, and – What on earth are you opening that door for?"

"Goodness gracious, woman, is there is any harm in that?"
"Harm? There's death in it. Anybody that has given this subject any

attention knows that to create a draught is to invite the lightning. You
haven't half shut it; shut it tight, – and do hurry, or we are all destroyed.
Oh, it is an awful thing to be shut up with a lunatic at such a time as this.
Mortimer, what are you doing?"

"Nothing. Just turning on the water. This room is smothering hot and
close. I want to bathe my face and hands."

"You have certainly parted with the remnant of your mind! Where
lightning strikes any other substance once, it strikes water fifty times. Do
turn it off. Oh, dear, I am sure that nothing in this world can save us. It
does seem to me that – Mortimer, what was that?"

"It was a da – it was a picture. Knocked it down."
"Then you are close to the wall! I never heard of such imprudence!

Don't you know that there's no better conductor for lightning than a wall?
Come away from there! And you came as near as anything to swearing,
too. Oh, how can you be so desperately wicked, and your family in such
peril? Mortimer, did you order a feather bed, as I asked you to do?"

"No. Forgot it."
"Forgot it! It may cost you your life. If you had a feather bed, now,

and could spread it in the middle of the room and lie on it, you would be
perfectly safe. Come in here, – come quick, before you have a chance to
commit any more frantic indiscretions."

I tried, but the little closet would not hold us both with the door shut,
unless we could be content to smother. I gasped awhile, then forced my
way out. My wife called out, –

"Mortimer, something must be done for your preservation. Give me
that German book that is on the end of the mantel-piece, and a candle; but
don't light it; give me a match; I will light it in here. That book has some
directions in it."

I got the book, – at cost of a vase and some other brittle things; and
the madam shut herself up with her candle. I had a moment's peace; then
she called out, –

"Mortimer, what was that?"
"Nothing but the cat."
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"The cat! Oh, destruction! Catch her, and shut her up in the wash-
stand. Do be quick, love; cats are full of electricity. I just know my hair
will turn white with this night`s awful perils."

I heard the muffled sobbings again. But for that, I should not have
moved hand or foot in such a wild enterprise in the dark.

However, I went at my task, – over chairs, and against all sorts of ob-
structions, all of them hard ones, too, and most of them with sharp
edges, – and at last I got kitty cooped up in the commode, at an expense
of over four hundred dollars in broken furniture and shins. Then these
muffled words came from the closet: –

"It  says  the  safest  thing  is  to  stand  on  a  chair  in  the  middle  of  the
room, Mortimer; and the legs of the chair must be insulated, with non-
conductors. That is, you must set the legs of the chair in glass tumblers.
[Fzt! – boom – bang! – smash!] Oh, hear that! Do hurry, Mortimer, be-
fore you are struck."

I managed to find and secure the tumblers. I got the last four, – broke
all the rest. I insulated the chair legs, and called for further instructions.

"Mortimer, it says, `Während eines Gewitters entferne man Metalle,
wie z. B., Ringe, Uhren, Schlüssel, etc., von sich und halte sich auch nicht
an solchen Stellen auf, wo viele Metalle bei einander liegen, oder mit an-
dern Körpern verbunden sind, wie an Herden, Oefen, Eisengittern u. dgl.`
What does that mean, Mortimer? Does it mean that you must keep metals
about you, or keep them away from you?"

"Well, I hardly know. It appears to be a little mixed. All German ad-
vice is more or less mixed. However, I think that that sentence is mostly
in the dative case, with a little genitive and accusative sifted in, here and
there, for luck; so I reckon it means that you must keep some metals
about you."

"Yes, that must be it. It stands to reason that it is. They are in the na-
ture of lightning-rods, you know. Put on your fireman's helmet, Mortimer;
that is mostly metal."

I got it and put it on, – a very heavy and clumsy and uncomfortable
thing on a hot night in a close room. Even my night-dress seemed to be
more clothing than I strictly needed.

"Mortimer, I think your middle ought to be protected. Won't you
buckle on your militia sabre, please?"

I complied.
"Now, Mortimer, you ought to have some way to protect your feet.

Do please put on your spurs."
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I did it, – in silence, – and kept my temper as well as I could.
"Mortimer, it says, 'Das Gewitter läuten ist sehr gefährlich, well die

Glocke selbst, sowie der durch das Läuten veranlasste Luftzug und die
Höhe des Thurmes den Blitz anziehen könnten.' Mortimer, does that
mean that it is dangerous not to ring the church bells during a thunder-
storm?"

"Yes,  it  seems  to  mean  that,  –  if  that  is  the  past  participle  of  the
nominative case singular, and I reckon it is. Yes, I think it means that on
account of the height of the church tower and the absence of Luftzug it
would be very dangerous (sehr gefährlich) not to ring the bells in time of
a storm; and moreover, don't you see, the very wording –"

"Never mind that, Mortimer; don't waste the precious time in talk.
Get the large dinner-bell; it is right there in the hall. Quick, Mortimer
dear; we are almost safe. Oh, dear, I do believe we are going to be saved,
at last!"

Our little summer establishment stands on top of a high range of hills,
overlooking a valley. Several farm-houses are in our neighborhood, – the
nearest some three or four hundred yards away.

When I, mounted on the chair, had been clanging that dreadful bell a
matter of seven or eight minutes, our shutters were suddenly torn open
from without, and a brilliant bull's-eye lantern was thrust in at the win-
dow, followed by a hoarse inquiry: –

"What in the nation is the matter here?"
The window was full of men's heads, and the heads were full of eyes

that stared wildly at my night-dress and my warlike accoutrements.
I dropped the bell, skipped down from the chair in confusion, and

said, –
"There is nothing the matter, friends, – only a little discomfort on ac-

count of the thunder-storm. I was trying to keep off the lightning."
"Thunder-storm? Lightning? Why, Mr. McWilliams, have you lost

your mind? It is a beautiful starlight night; there has been no storm."
I looked out, and I was so astonished I could hardly speak for a while.

Then I said, –
"I  do  not  understand  this.  We distinctly  saw the  glow of  the  flashes

through the curtains and shutters, and heard the thunder."
One after another of those people lay down on the ground to laugh, –

and two of them died. One of the survivors remarked, –
"Pity you did n't think to open your blinds and look over to the top of

the high hill yonder.  What you heard was cannon;  what you saw was the
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flash. You see, the telegraph brought some news, just at midnight: Gar-
field's nominated, – and that`s what`s the matter!"

Yes,  Mr.  Twain,  as  I  was  saying  in  the  beginning  (said  Mr.
McWilliams), the rules for preserving people against lightning are so ex-
cellent and so innumerable that the most incomprehensible thing in the
world to me is how anybody ever manages to get struck.

So saying, he gathered up his satchel and umbrella, and departed; for
the train had reached his town.

https://www.unz.org/Pub/AtlanticMonthly-1880sep-00380
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(Alfred Tennyson, 1809–1892)
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The May Queen (1833)
You must wake and call me early, call me early, mother dear;
To-morrow'll be the happiest time of all the glad new-year,
Of all the glad new-year, mother, the maddest, merriest day;
For I 'm to be Queen o' the May, mother, I 'm to be Queen o' the May.

There's many a black, black eye, they say, but none so bright as mine;
There's Margaret and Mary, there's Kate and Caroline;
But none so fair as little Alice in all the land, they say:
So I 'm to be Queen o' the May, mother, I 'm to be Queen o' the May.

I sleep so sound all night, mother, that I shall never wake,
If you do not call me loud when the day begins to break;
But I must gather knots of flowers and buds, and garlands gay;
For I 'm to be Queen o' the May, mother, I 'm to be Queen o' the May.

As I came up the valley, whom think ye should I see
But Robin leaning on the bridge beneath the hazel-tree?
He thought of that sharp look, mother, I gave him yesterday,
But I 'm to be Queen o' the May, mother, I 'm to be Queen o' the May.

He thought I was a ghost, mother, for I was all in white;
And I ran by him without speaking, like a flash of light.
They call me cruel-hearted, but I care not what they say,
For I 'm to be Queen o' the May, mother, I 'm to be Queen o' the May.

They say he's dying all for love, but that can never be;
They say his heart is breaking, mother, – what is that to me?
There's many a bolder lad'll woo me any summer day;
And I 'm to be Queen o' the May, mother, I 'm to be Queen o' the May.

Little Effie shall go with me to-morrow to the green,
And you'll be there, too, mother, to see me made the Queen;
For the shepherd lads on every side'll come from far away;
And I 'm to be Queen o' the May, mother, I 'm to be Queen o' the May.

The honeysuckle round the porch has woven its wavy bowers,
And by the meadow-trenches blow the faint sweet cuckoo-flowers;
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And the wild marsh-marigold shines like fire in swamps and hollows gray;
And I 'm to be Queen o' the May, mother, I 'm to be Queen o' the May.

The night-winds come and go, mother, upon the meadow-grass,
And the happy stars above them seem to brighten as they pass;
There will not be a drop of rain the whole of the livelong day;
And I 'm to be Queen o' the May, mother, I 'm to be Queen o' the May.

All the valley, mother,'ll be fresh and green and still,
And the cowslip and the crowfoot are over all the hill,
And the rivulet in the flowery dale'll merrily glance and play,
For I 'm to be Queen o' the May, mother, I 'm to be Queen o' the May.

So you must wake and call me early, call me early, mother dear;
To-morrow'll be the happiest time of all the glad new-year;
To-morrow’ll be of all the year the maddest, merriest day,
For I 'm to be Queen o' the May, mother, I 'm to be Queen o' the May.

NEW YEAR’S EVE

If you're waking, call me early, call me early, mother dear,
For I would see the sun rise upon the glad new-year.
It is the last new-year that I shall ever see,
Then you may lay me low i' the mold, and think no more of me.

To-night I saw the sun set, he set and left behind
The good old year, the dear old time, and all my peace of mind;
And the new-year's coming up, mother; but I shall never see
The blossom on the blackthorn, the leaf upon the tree.

Last May we made a crown of flowers; we had a merry day,
Beneath the hawthorn on the green they made me Queen of May;
And we danced about the May-pole and in the hazel copse,
Till Charles's Wain came out above the tall white chimney-tops.

There's not a flower on all the hills, the frost is on the pane;
I only wish to live till the snowdrops come again.
I wish the snow would melt and the sun come out on high,–
I long to see a flower so before the day I die.

The building-rook’ll caw from the windy tall elm-tree,
And the tufted plover pipe along the fallow lea,
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And the swallow'll come back again with summer o'er the wave,
But I shall lie alone, mother, within the moldering grave.

Upon the chancel casement, and upon that grave of mine,
In the early, early morning the summer sun'll shine,
Before the red cock crows from the farm upon the hill, –
When you are warm-asleep, mother, and all the world is still.

When the flowers come again, mother, beneath the waning light
You'll never see me more in the long gray fields at night;
When from the dry dark wold the summer airs blow cool
On the oat-grass and the sword-grass, and the bulrush in the pool.

You'll bury me, my mother, just beneath the hawthorn shade,
And you'll come sometimes and see me where I am lowly laid.
I shall not forget you, mother; I shall hear you when you pass,
With your feet above my head in the long and pleasant grass.

I have been wild and wayward, but you'll forgive me now;
You'll kiss me, my own mother, upon my cheek and brow;
Nay, nay, you must not weep, nor let your grief be wild;
You should not fret for me, mother, you have another child.

If I can, I'll come again, mother, from out my resting-place;
Though you'll not see me, mother, I shall look upon your face;
Though I cannot speak a word, I shall harken what you say,
And be often, often with you when you think I 'm far away.

Good night! good night! when I have said good night forevermore,
And you see me carried out from the threshold of the door,
Don't let Effie come to see me till my grave be growing green,
She'll be a better child to you than ever I have been.

She'll find my garden tools upon the granary floor.
Let her take 'em–they are hers; I shall never garden more;
But tell her, when I 'm gone, to train the rosebush that I set
About the parlor window and the box of mignonette.

Good night, sweet-mother! Call me before the day is born.
All night I lie awake, but I fall asleep at morn;
But I would see the sun rise upon the glad new-year,
So, if you’re waking, call me, call me early, mother dear.
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CONCLUSION

I thought to pass away before, and yet alive I am;
And in the fields all around I hear the bleating of the lamb.
How sadly, I remember, rose the morning of the year!
To die before the snowdrop came, and now the violet's here.

O, sweet is the new violet, that comes beneath the skies;
And sweeter is the young lamb's voice to me that cannot rise;
And sweet is all the land about, and all the flowers that blow;
And sweeter far is death than life, to me that long to go.

It seemed so hard at first, mother, to leave the blessèd sun,
And now it seems as hard to stay; and yet, His will be done!
But still I think it can't be long before I find release;
And that good man, the clergyman, has told me words of peace.

O, blessings on his kindly voice, and on his silver hair,
And blessings on his whole life long, until he meet me there!
O, blessings on his kindly heart and on his silver head!
A thousand times I blest him, as he knelt beside my bed.

He taught me all the mercy, for he showed me all the sin;
Now, though my lamp was lighted late, there's One will let me in.
Nor would I now be well, mother, again, if that could be;
For my desire is but to pass to Him that died for me.

I did not hear the dog howl, mother, or the death-watch beat,
There came a sweeter token when the night and morning meet;
But sit beside my bed, mother, and put your hand in mine,
And Effie on the other side, and I will tell the sign.

All in the wild March-morning I heard the angels call,
It was when the moon was setting, and the dark was over all;
The trees began to whisper, and the wind began to roll,
And in the wild March-morning I heard them call my soul.

For, lying broad awake, I thought of you and Effie dear;
I saw you sitting in the house, and I no longer here;
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With all my strength I prayed for both, – "and so I felt resigned,
And up the valley came a swell of music on the wind.

I thought that it was fancy, and I listened in my bed;
And then did something speak to me, I know not what was said;
For great delight and shuddering took hold of all my mind,
And up the valley came again the music on the wind.

But you were sleeping; and I said, "It's not for them, – it 's mine;
And if it comes three times, I thought, I take it for a sign.
And once again it came, and close beside the window-bars;
Then seemed to go right up to heaven and die among the stars.

So now I think my time is near; I trust it is. I know
The blessèd music went that way my soul will have to go.
And for myself, indeed, I care not if I go to-day;
But Effie, you must comfort her when I am past away.

And say to Robin a kind word, and tell him not to fret;
There’s many a worthier than I, would make him happy yet.
If I had lived, I cannot tell, I might have been his wife;
But all these things have ceased to be, with my desire of life.

O, look! the sun begins to rise! the heavens are in a glow;
He shines upon a hundred fields, and all of them I know.
And there I move no longer now, and there his light may shine,
Wild flowers in the valley for other hands than mine.

O, sweet and strange it seems to me, that ere this day is done
The voice that now is speaking may be beyond the sun,
Forever and forever with those just souls and true,
And what is life, that we should moan? why make we such ado?

Forever and forever, all in a blessèd home,
And there to wait a little while till you and Effie come,
To lie within the light of God, as I lie upon your breast,
And the wicked cease from troubling, and the weary are at rest.
Tennyson, A. The May Queen. [ ] // URL:

http://www.bartleby. com/360/3/181.html (access date: 21.02.2016).
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The Model Millionaire (1891)
Unless one is wealthy there is no use in being a charming fellow.

Romance is the privilege of the rich, not the profession of the unem-
ployed. The poor should be practical and prosaic. It is better to have a
permanent income than to be fascinating. These are the great truths of
modern life which Hughie Erskine never realised. Poor Hughie! Intel-
lectually, we must admit, he was not of much importance. He never
said a brilliant or even an ill-natured thing in his life. But then he was
wonderfully good-looking, with his crisp brown hair, his clear-cut
profile, and his grey eyes. He was as popular with men as he was with
women and he had every accomplishment except that of making
money. His father had bequeathed him his cavalry sword and a His-
tory of the Peninsular War in fifteen volumes. Hughie hung the first
over his looking-glass, put the second on a shelf between Ruff's Guide
and Bailey's Magazine, and lived on two hundred a year that an old
aunt allowed him. He had tried everything. He had gone on the Stock
Exchange for six months; but what was a butterfly to do among bulls
and bears? He had been a tea-merchant for a little longer, but had soon
tired of pekoe and souchong. Then he had tried selling dry sherry.
That did not answer; the sherry was a little too dry. Ultimately he be-
came nothing, a delightful, ineffectual young man with a perfect pro-
file and no profession.

To make matters worse, he was in love. The girl he loved was
Laura Merton, the daughter of a retired Colonel who had lost his tem-
per and his digestion in India, and had never found either of them
again. Laura adored him, and he was ready to kiss her shoe-strings.
They were the handsomest couple in London, and had not a penny-
piece between them. The Colonel was very fond of Hughie, but would
not hear of any engagement.

"Come to me, my boy, when you have got ten thousand pounds of
your own, and we will see about it," he used to say; and Hughie looked
very glum in those days, and had to go to Laura for consolation.

One morning, as he was on his way to Holland Park, where the Mer-
tons lived, he dropped in to see a great friend of his, Alan Trevor. Trevor
was a painter. Indeed, few people escape that nowadays. But he was also
an artist, and artists are rather rare. Personally he was a strange rough
fellow,  with  a  freckled  face  and  a  red  ragged  beard.  However,  when  he
took up the brush he was a real master,  and  his  pictures were eagerly
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sought after. He had been very much attracted by Hughie at first, it must
be acknowledged, entirely on account of his personal charm. "The only
people a painter should know," he used to say, "are people who are bete
and beautiful, people who are an artistic pleasure to look at and an intel-
lectual repose to talk to. Men who are dandies and women who are dar-
lings rule the world, at least they should do so." However, after he got to
know Hughie better, he liked him quite as much for his bright, buoyant
spirits and his generous, reckless nature, and had given him the perma-
nent entree to his studio.

When Hughie came in he found Trevor putting the finishing
touches to a wonderful life-size picture of a beggar-man. The beggar
himself was standing on a raised platform in a corner of the studio. He
was a wizened old man, with a face like wrinkled parchment, and a
most piteous expression. Over his shoulders was flung a coarse brown
cloak, all tears and tatters; his thick boots were patched and cobbled,
and with one hand he leant on a rough stick, while with the other he
held out his battered hat for alms.

"What an amazing model!" whispered Hughie, as he shook hands
with his friend.

"An amazing model?" shouted Trevor at the top of his voice;
"I should think so! Such beggars as he are not to be met with every day.
A trouvaille, mon cher; a living Velasquez! My stars! what an etching
Rembrandt would have made of him!"

"Poor old chap!" said Hughie, "how miserable he looks! But I sup-
pose, to you painters, his face is his fortune?"

"Certainly," replied Trevor, "you don't want a beggar to look happy,
do you?"

"How much does a model get for sitting?" asked Hughie, as he found
himself a comfortable seat on a divan.

"A shilling an hour."
"And how much do you get for your picture, Alan?"
"Oh, for this I get two thousand!"
"Pounds?"
"Guineas. Painters, poets, and physicians always get guineas."
"Well, I think the model should have a percentage," cried Hughie,

laughing; "they work quite as hard as you do."
"Nonsense, nonsense! Why, look at the trouble of laying on the paint

alone, and standing all day long at one's easel! It's all very well, Hughie,
for you to talk,  but  I a ssure you that there are moments when Art almost
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attains to the dignity of manual labour. But you mustn't chatter; I'm very
busy. Smoke a cigarette, and keep quiet."

After some time the servant came in, and told Trevor that the frame-
maker wanted to speak to him.

"Don't run away, Hughie," he said, as he went out, "I will be back in a
moment."

The old beggar-man took advantage of Trevor's absence to rest for a
moment on a wooden bench that was behind him. He looked so forlorn
and wretched that Hughie could not help pitying him, and felt in his
pockets to see what money he had. All he could find was a sovereign and
some coppers. 'Poor old fellow,' he thought to himself, 'he wants it more
than I do, but it means no hansoms for a fortnight'; and he walked across
the studio and slipped the sovereign into the beggar's hand.

The old man started, and a faint smile flitted across his withered lips.
"Thank you, sir," he said, "thank you."

Then Trevor arrived, and Hughie took his leave, blushing a little at
what he had done. He spent the day with Laura, got a charming scolding
for his extravagance, and had to walk home.

That night he strolled into the Palette Club about eleven o'clock, and
found Trevor sitting by himself in the smoking-room drinking hock and
seltzer.

"Well, Alan, did you get the picture finished all right?" he said, as he
lit his cigarette.

"Finished and framed, my boy!" answered Trevor; "and, by the bye,
you have made a conquest. That old model you saw is quite devoted to
you. I had to tell him all about you – who you are, where you live, what
your income is, what prospects you have".

"My dear Alan," cried Hughie, "I shall probably find him waiting for
me when I go home. But of course you are only joking. Poor old wretch! I
wish I could do something for him. I think it is dreadful that any one
should be so miserable. I have got heaps of old clothes at home – do you
think he would care for any of them? Why, his rags were falling to bits."

"But he looks splendid in them," said Trevor. "I wouldn't paint him in
a frock coat for anything. What you call rags I call romance. What seems
poverty to you is picturesqueness to me. However, I'll tell him of your
offer."

"Alan," said Hughie seriously, "you painters are a heartless lot."
"An artist's heart is his head," replied Trevor; "and besides, our busi-

ness  is  to  realise  the  world  as we see it, not to reform it as we know it.
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A chacun son metier. And now tell me how Laura is. The old model was
quite interested in her."

"You don't mean to say you talked to him about her?" said Hughie.
"Certainly I did. He knows all about the relentless colonel, the lovely

Laura, and the 10,000 pounds."
"You told that old beggar all my private affairs?" cried Hughie, look-

ing very red and angry.
"My dear boy," said Trevor, smiling, "that old beggar, as you call

him, is one of the richest men in Europe. He could buy all London tomor-
row without overdrawing his account. He has a house in every capital,
dines off gold plate, and can prevent Russia going to war when he
chooses."

"What on earth do you mean?" exclaimed Hughie.
"What I say," said Trevor. "The old man you saw to-day in the studio

was Baron Hausberg. He is a great friend of mine, buys all my pictures
and that sort of thing, and gave me a commission a month ago to paint
him as a beggar. Que voulez-vous? La fantaisie d'un millionnaire! And I
must say he made a magnificent figure in his rags, or perhaps I should say
in my rags; they are an old suit I got in Spain."

"Baron Hausberg!" cried Hughie. "Good heavens! I gave him a sov-
ereign!" and he sank into an armchair the picture of dismay.

"Gave him a sovereign!" shouted Trevor, and he burst into a roar of
laughter. "My dear boy, you'll never see it again. Son affaire c'est l'argent
des autres."

"I think you might have told me, Alan," said Hughie sulkily, "and not
have let me make such a fool of myself."

"Well, to begin with, Hughie," said Trevor, "it never entered my mind
that you went about distributing alms in that reckless way. I can under-
stand your kissing a pretty model, but your giving a sovereign to an ugly
one – by Jove, no! Besides, the fact is that I really was not at home today
to any one; and when you came in I didn't know whether Hausberg would
like his name mentioned. You know he wasn't in full dress."

"What a duffer he must think me!" said Hughie.
"Not at all. He was in the highest spirits after you left; kept chuckling

to himself and rubbing his old wrinkled hands together. I couldn't make
out why he was so interested to know all about you; but I see it all now.
He'll invest your sovereign for you, Hughie, pay you the interest every six
months, and have a capital story to tell after dinner."
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"I am an unlucky devil," growled Hughie. "The best thing I can do is
to go to bed; and, my dear Alan, you mustn't tell any one. I shouldn't dare
show my face in the Row."

"Nonsense! It reflects the highest credit on your philanthropic spirit,
Hughie. And don't run away. Have another cigarette, and you can talk
about Laura as much as you like."

However, Hughie wouldn't stop, but walked home, feeling very un-
happy, and leaving Alan Trevor in fits of laughter.

The next morning, as he was at breakfast, the servant brought him up
a card on which was written, 'Monsieur Gustave Naudin, de la part de M.
le Baron Hausberg.' "I suppose he has come for an apology," said Hughie
to himself; and he told the servant to show the visitor up.

An old gentleman with gold spectacles and grey hair came into the
room, and said, in a slight French accent, "Have I the honour of address-
ing Monsieur Erskine?"

Hughie bowed.
"I have come from Baron Hausberg," he continued. "The Baron –"
"I beg, sir, that you will offer him my sincerest apologies," stam-

mered Hughie.
"The Baron," said the old gentleman with a smile, "has commissioned

me to bring you this letter"; and he extended a sealed envelope.
On the outside was written, 'A wedding present to Hugh Erskine and

Laura Merton, from an old beggar,' and inside was a cheque for 10,000
pounds.

When they were married Alan Trevor was the best man, and the
Baron made a speech at the wedding breakfast.

"Millionaire models," remarked Alan, "are rare enough; but, by Jove,
model millionaires are rarer still!"

http://www.readbookonline.net/readOnLine/3249/
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The Sphinx without a Secret (1891)
One afternoon I was sitting outside the Cafe de la Paix, watching

the splendour and shabbiness of Parisian life, and wondering over my
vermouth at the strange panorama of pride and poverty that was pass-
ing before me, when I heard some one call my name. I turned round,
and saw Lord Murchison. We had not met since we had been at col-
lege together, nearly ten years before, so I was delighted to come
across him again, and we shook hands warmly. At Oxford we had
been great friends. I had liked him immensely, he was so handsome,
so high-spirited, and so honourable. We used to say of him that he
would be the best of fellows, if he did not always speak the truth, but I
think we really admired him all the more for his frankness. I found
him a good deal changed. He looked anxious and puzzled, and seemed
to be in doubt about something. I felt it could not be modern scepti-
cism, for Murchison was the stoutest of Tories, and believed in the
Pentateuch as firmly as he believed in the House of Peers; so I con-
cluded that it was a woman, and asked him if he was married yet.

"I don't understand women well enough," he answered.
"My dear Gerald," I said, "women are meant to be loved, not to be

understood."
"I cannot love where I cannot trust," he replied.
"I believe you have a mystery in your life, Gerald," I exclaimed; "tell

me about it."
"Let us go for a drive," he answered, "it is too crowded here. No, not

a yellow carriage, any other colour – there, that dark green one will do";
and in a few moments we were trotting down the boulevard in the direc-
tion of the Madeleine.

"Where shall we go to?" I said.
"Oh, anywhere you like!" he answered – "to the restaurant in the

Bois; we will dine there, and you shall tell me all about yourself."
"I want to hear about you first," I said. "Tell me your mystery."
He took from his pocket a little silver-clasped morocco case, and

handed it to me. I opened it. Inside there was the photograph of a woman.
She was tall and slight, and strangely picturesque with her large vague
eyes and loosened hair. She looked like a clairvoyante, and was wrapped
in rich furs.

"What do you think of that face?" he said; "is it truthful?"
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I examined it carefully. It seemed to me the face of some one who
had a secret, but whether that secret was good or evil I could not say. Its
beauty was a beauty moulded out of many mysteries – the beauty, in fact,
which is psychological, not plastic--and the faint smile that just played
across the lips was far too subtle to be really sweet.

"Well," he cried impatiently, "what do you say?"
"She  is  the  Gioconda  in  sables,"  I  answered.  "Let  me  know  all

about her."
"Not now," he said; "after dinner," and began to talk of other things.
When the waiter brought us our coffee and cigarettes I reminded Ge-

rald of his promise. He rose from his seat, walked two or three times up
and down the room, and, sinking into an armchair, told me the following
story:

"One evening," he said, "I was walking down Bond Street about five
o'clock. There was a terrific crush of carriages, and the traffic was almost
stopped. Close to the pavement was standing a little yellow brougham,
which, for some reason or other, attracted my attention. As I passed by
there looked out from it the face I showed you this afternoon. It fasci-
nated me immediately. All that night I kept thinking of it, and all the next
day. I wandered up and down that wretched Row, peering into every car-
riage, and waiting for the yellow brougham; but I could not find ma belle
inconnue, and at last I began to think she was merely a dream. About a
week  afterwards  I  was  dining  with  Madame  de  Rastail.  Dinner  was  for
eight o'clock; but at half-past eight we were still waiting in the drawing-
room. Finally the servant threw open the door, and announced Lady Al-
roy. It was the woman I had been looking for. She came in very slowly,
looking like a moonbeam in grey lace, and, to my intense delight, I was
asked to take her in to dinner. After we had sat down, I remarked quite
innocently, "I think I caught sight of you in Bond Street some time ago,
Lady Alroy." She grew very pale, and said to me in a low voice, "Pray do
not talk so loud; you may be overheard." I felt miserable at having made
such a bad beginning, and plunged recklessly into the subject of the
French plays. She spoke very little, always in the same low musical voice,
and seemed as if she was afraid of some one listening. I fell passionately,
stupidly in love, and the indefinable atmosphere of mystery that sur-
rounded her excited my most ardent curiosity. When she was going away,
which she did very soon after dinner,  I  asked her if  I  might call  and see
her. She hesitated for a moment, glanced round to see if any one was near
us, and then said, "Yes; to-morrow at a quarter to five." I begged Ma-
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dame de Rastail to tell me about her; but all that I could learn was that she
was a widow with a beautiful house in Park Lane, and as some scientific
bore began a dissertation on widows, as exemplifying the survival of the
matrimonially fittest, I left and went home.

The next day I arrived at Park Lane punctual to the moment, but was
told by the butler that Lady Alroy had just gone out. I went down to the
club quite unhappy and very much puzzled, and after long consideration
wrote  her  a  letter,  asking  if  I  might  be  allowed  to  try  my  chance  some
other afternoon. I had no answer for several days, but at last I got a little
note  saying  she  would  be  at  home  on  Sunday  at  four  and  with  this  ex-
traordinary postscript: "Please do not write to me here again; I will ex-
plain when I see you." On Sunday she received me, and was perfectly
charming;  but  when  I  was  going  away  she  begged  of  me,  if  I  ever  had
occasion to write to her again, to address my letter to "Mrs. Knox, care of
Whittaker's Library, Green Street." "There are reasons," she said, "why I
cannot receive letters in my own house."

All through the season I saw a great deal of her, and the atmosphere
of mystery never left her. Sometimes I thought that she was in the power
of some man, but she looked so unapproachable, that I could not believe
it. It was really very difficult for me to come to any conclusion, for she
was like one of those strange crystals that one sees in museums, which
are at one moment clear, and at another clouded. At last I determined to
ask her to be my wife:  I  was sick and tired of the incessant secrecy that
she imposed on all my visits, and on the few letters I sent her. I wrote to
her at the library to ask her if she could see me the following Monday at
six. She answered yes, and I was in the seventh heaven of delight. I was
infatuated with her: in spite of the mystery, I thought then – in conse-
quence of it, I see now. No; it was the woman herself I loved. The mys-
tery troubled me, maddened me. Why did chance put me in its track?

"You discovered it, then?" I cried.
"I fear so," he answered. "You can judge for yourself."
When Monday came round I went to lunch with my uncle, and about

four o'clock found myself in the Marylebone Road. My uncle, you know,
lives in Regent's Park. I wanted to get to Piccadilly, and took a short cut
through a lot of shabby little streets. Suddenly I saw in front of me Lady
Alroy, deeply veiled and walking very fast. On coming to the last house
in the street, she went up the steps, took out a latch-key, and let herself in.
"Here is the mystery," I said to myself; and I hurried on and examined the
house.  It  seemed a sort of place for letting lodgings.  On the doorstep lay
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her handkerchief, which she had dropped. I picked it up and put it in my
pocket. Then I began to consider what I should do. I came to the conclu-
sion that I had no right to spy on her, and I drove down to the club. At six
I called to see her. She was lying on a sofa, in a tea-gown of silver tissue
looped up by some strange moonstones that she always wore. She was
looking quite lovely. "I am so glad to see you," she said; "I have not been
out all day." I stared at her in amazement, and pulling the handkerchief
out of my pocket, handed it to her. "You dropped this in Cumnor Street
this afternoon, Lady Alroy," I said very calmly. She looked at me in terror
but made no attempt to take the handkerchief. "What were you doing
there?" I asked. "What right have you to question me?" she answered.
"The right of a man who loves you," I replied; "I came here to ask you to
be my wife." She hid her face in her hands, and burst into floods of tears.
"You must tell me," I continued. She stood up, and, looking me straight in
the face, said, "Lord Murchison, there is nothing to tell you." – "You went
to meet some one," I cried; "this is your mystery." She grew dreadfully
white,  and  said,  "I  went  to  meet  no  one."  –  "Can't  you  tell  the  truth?"  I
exclaimed. "I have told it," she replied. I was mad, frantic; I don't know
what I said, but I said terrible things to her. Finally I rushed out of the
house.  She  wrote  me  a  letter  the  next  day;  I  sent  it  back  unopened,  and
started  for  Norway  with  Alan  Colville.  After  a  month  I  came back,  and
the first thing I saw in the Morning Post was the death of Lady Alroy. She
had caught a chill at the Opera, and had died in five days of congestion of
the lungs. I shut myself up and saw no one. I had loved her so much, I
had loved her so madly. Good God! how I had loved that woman!

"You went to the street, to the house in it?" I said.
"Yes," he answered.
One day I went to Cumnor Street. I could not help it; I was tortured

with doubt. I knocked at the door, and a respectable- looking woman
opened it to me. I asked her if she had any rooms to let. "Well, sir," she
replied, "the drawing-rooms are supposed to be let; but I have not seen
the lady for three months, and as rent is owing on them, you can have
them." – "Is this the lady?" I said, showing the photograph. "That's her,
sure enough," she exclaimed; "and when is she coming back, sir?" – "The
lady is dead," I replied. "Oh sir, I hope not!" said the woman; "she was
my best lodger. She paid me three guineas a week merely to sit in my
drawing-rooms now and then." "She met some one here?" I said; but the
woman assured me that it was not so, that she always came alone, and
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saw no one. "What on earth did she do here?" I cried. "She simply sat in
the drawing-room, sir, reading books, and sometimes had tea," the
woman answered. I did not know what to say, so I gave her a sovereign
and went away. Now, what do you think it all meant? You don't believe
the woman was telling the truth?

"I do."
"Then why did Lady Alroy go there?"
"My dear Gerald," I answered, "Lady Alroy was simply a woman

with a mania for mystery. She took these rooms for the pleasure of going
there with her veil down, and imagining she was a heroine. She had a
passion for secrecy, but she herself was merely a Sphinx without a se-
cret."

"Do you really think so?"
"I am sure of it," I replied.
He took out the morocco case, opened it, and looked at the photo-

graph. "I wonder?" he said at last.

http://www.readbookonline.net/readOnLine/3250/

http://www.readbookonline.net/readOnLine/3250/
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The Artist (1894)
One evening there came into his soul the desire to fashion an image

of The Pleasure that Abideth for a Moment. And he went forth into the
world to look for bronze. For he could think only in bronze.

But all the bronze of the whole world had disappeared, nor anywhere
in the whole world was there any bronze to be found, save only the
bronze of the image of The Sorrow that Endureth For Ever.

Now this image he had himself, and with his own hands, fashioned,
and had set it on the tomb of the one thing he had loved in life. On the
tomb of the dead thing he had most loved had he set this image of his
own fashioning, that it might serve as a sign of the love of man that dieth
not, and a symbol of the sorrow of man that endureth for ever. And in the
whole world there was no other bronze save the bronze of this image.

And he took the image he had fashioned, and set it in a great furnace,
and gave it to the fire.

And out of the bronze of the image of The Sorrow that Endureth For
Ever he fashioned an image of The Pleasure that Abideth for a Moment.

Wilde, O. The Artist. [ ] // URL:
http://www.literaturepage. com/read/wilde-essays-lectures-121.html (access
date: 21.02.2016)

http://www.literaturepage./


231

-
, .

, 
, .

, 
.  

, , 
.

, 
. ,

. 
, , 

 – .
-

.
, , 

.
, , -

, .
, , 

, , ,
.

.

 « », 1906,  182 (24 -
). . 2.



232

The Disciple (1894)
When Narcissus died the pool of his pleasure changed from a cup of

sweet waters into a cup of salt tears, and the Oreads came weeping
through the woodland that they might sing to the pool and give it comfort.

And when they saw that the pool had changed from a cup of sweet
waters into a cup of salt tears, they loosened the green tresses of their hair
and cried to the pool and said, "We do not wonder that you should mourn
in this manner for Narcissus, so beautiful was he."

"But was Narcissus beautiful?" said the pool.
"Who should know that better than you?" answered the Oreads. "Us

did he ever pass by, but you he sought for, and would lie on your banks
and look down at you, and in the mirror of your waters he would mirror
his own beauty."

And the pool answered, "But I loved Narcissus because, as he lay on
my banks and looked down at me, in the mirror of his eyes I saw ever my
own beauty mirrored."

Wilde, O. The Disciple. [ ] // URL:
http://www.literaturepage. com/read/wilde-essays-lectures-124.html (access
date: 21.02.2016).

http://www.literaturepage./
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The Doer of Good (1894)
It was night-time and He was alone.
And He saw afar-off the walls of a round city and went towards the

city.
And when He came near He heard within the city the tread of the feet

of joy, and the laughter of the mouth of gladness and the loud noise of
many lutes. And He knocked at the gate and certain of the gate-keepers
opened to Him.

And He beheld a house that was of marble and had fair pillars of
marble  before  it.  The  pillars  were  hung  with  garlands,  and  within  and
without there were torches of cedar. And He entered the house.

And when He had passed through the hall of chalcedony and the hall
of jasper, and reached the long hall of feasting, He saw lying on a couch
of sea-purple one whose hair was crowned with red roses and whose lips
were red with wine.

And He went behind him and touched him on the shoulder and said to
him, "Why do you live like this?"

And the young man turned round and recognised Him, and made an-
swer  and  said,  "But  I  was  a  leper  once,  and  you  healed  me.  How  else
should I live?"

And He passed out of the house and went again into the street.
And after a little while He saw one whose face and raiment were

painted and whose feet were shod with pearls. And behind her came,
slowly as a hunter, a young man who wore a cloak of two colours. Now
the face of the woman was as the fair face of an idol, and the eyes of the
young man were bright with lust.

And He followed swiftly and touched the hand of the young man and
said to him, "Why do you look at this woman and in such wise?"

And the young man turned round and recognised Him and said, "But
I was blind once, and you gave me sight. At what else should I look?"

Wilde, O. The Doer of Good. [ ] // URL:
http://www.literaturepage.com/read/wilde-essays-lectures-122.html (access
date: 21.02.2016).

http://www.literaturepage.com/read/wilde-essays-lectures-122.html
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The Nightingale and the Rose (1888)
"She said that she would dance with me if I brought her red roses,"

cried the young Student; "but in all my garden there is no red rose."
From her nest in the holm-oak tree the Nightingale heard him, and

she looked out through the leaves, and wondered.
"No red rose in all my garden!" he cried, and his beautiful eyes

filled with tears. "Ah, on what little things does happiness depend! I
have read all that the wise men have written, and all the secrets of phi-
losophy are mine, yet for want of a red rose is my life made
wretched."
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"Here at last is a true lover," said the Nightingale. "Night after night
have I sung of him, though I knew him not: night after night have I told
his story to the stars, and now I see him. His hair is dark as the hyacinth-
blossom, and his lips are red as the rose of his desire; but passion has
made his face like pale ivory, and sorrow has set her seal upon his brow."

"The Prince gives a ball to-morrow night," murmured the young Stu-
dent,  "and my love will  be of the company. If  I  bring her a red rose she
will dance with me till dawn. If I bring her a red rose, I shall hold her in
my arms, and she will lean her head upon my shoulder, and her hand will
be clasped in mine.  But there is  no red rose in my garden, so I  shall  sit
lonely, and she will pass me by. She will have no heed of me, and my
heart will break."

"Here indeed is the true lover," said the Nightingale. "What I sing of,
he suffers – what is joy to me, to him is pain. Surely Love is a wonderful
thing. It is more precious than emeralds, and dearer than fine opals. Pearls
and pomegranates cannot buy it, nor is it set forth in the marketplace. It
may not be purchased of the merchants, nor can it be weighed out in the
balance for gold."

"The musicians will sit in their gallery," said the young Student, "and
play upon their stringed instruments, and my love will dance to the sound
of the harp and the violin. She will dance so lightly that her feet will not
touch the floor, and the courtiers in their gay dresses will throng round
her. But with me she will not dance, for I have no red rose to give her";
and he flung himself down on the grass, and buried his face in his hands,
and wept.

"Why is he weeping?" asked a little Green Lizard, as he ran past him
with his tail in the air.

"Why, indeed?" said a Butterfly, who was fluttering about after a
sunbeam.

"Why, indeed?" whispered a Daisy to his neighbour, in a soft, low
voice.

"He is weeping for a red rose," said the Nightingale.
"For a red rose?" they cried; "how very ridiculous!" and the little Liz-

ard, who was something of a cynic, laughed outright.
But the Nightingale understood the secret of the Student's sorrow, and

she sat silent in the oak-tree, and thought about the mystery of Love.
Suddenly she spread her brown wings for flight, and soared into the

air. She passed through the grove like a shadow, and like a shadow she
sailed across the garden.
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In the centre of the grass-plot was standing a beautiful Rose-tree, and
when she saw it she flew over to it, and lit upon a spray.

"Give me a red rose," she cried, "and I will sing you my sweetest
song."

But the Tree shook its head.
"My roses are white," it  answered; "as white as the foam of the sea,

and whiter than the snow upon the mountain. But go to my brother who
grows round the old sun-dial, and perhaps he will give you what you
want."

So the Nightingale flew over to the Rose-tree that was growing round
the old sun-dial.

"Give me a red rose," she cried, "and I will sing you my sweetest
song."

But the Tree shook its head.
"My  roses  are  yellow,"  it  answered;  "as  yellow  as  the  hair  of  the

mermaiden who sits upon an amber throne, and yellower than the daffodil
that blooms in the meadow before the mower comes with his scythe. But
go to my brother who grows beneath the Student's window, and perhaps
he will give you what you want."

So the Nightingale flew over to the Rose-tree that was growing be-
neath the Student's window.

"Give me a red rose," she cried, "and I will sing you my sweetest
song."

But the Tree shook its head.
"My roses are red," it  answered, "as red as the feet  of the dove,  and

redder than the great fans of coral that wave and wave in the ocean-
cavern. But the winter has chilled my veins, and the frost has nipped my
buds, and the storm has broken my branches, and I shall have no roses at
all this year."

"One red rose is all I want," cried the Nightingale, "only one red rose!
Is there no way by which I can get it?"

"There is  away," answered the Tree;  "but it  is  so terrible that  I  dare
not tell it to you."

"Tell it to me," said the Nightingale, "I am not afraid."
"If you want a red rose," said the Tree, "you must build it out of mu-

sic by moonlight, and stain it with your own heart's-blood. You must sing
to me with your breast against a thorn. All night long you must sing to
me, and the thorn must pierce your heart, and your life-blood must flow
into my veins, and become mine."
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"Death is a great price to pay for a red rose," cried the Nightingale,
"and Life is very dear to all. It is pleasant to sit in the green wood, and to
watch the Sun in his chariot of gold, and the Moon in her chariot of pearl.
Sweet is the scent of the hawthorn, and sweet are the bluebells that hide
in the valley, and the heather that blows on the hill. Yet Love is better
than Life, and what is the heart of a bird compared to the heart of a man?"

So she spread her brown wings for flight, and soared into the air. She
swept over the garden like a shadow, and like a shadow she sailed
through the grove.

The young Student was still lying on the grass, where she had left
him, and the tears were not yet dry in his beautiful eyes.

"Be happy," cried the Nightingale, "be happy; you shall have your red
rose. I will build it out of music by moonlight, and stain it with my own
heart's-blood. All that I ask of you in return is that you will be a true
lover, for Love is wiser than Philosophy, though she is wise, and mightier
than Power, though he is mighty. Flame- coloured are his wings, and col-
oured like flame is his body. His lips are sweet as honey, and his breath is
like frankincense."

The Student looked up from the grass, and listened, but he could not
understand what the Nightingale was saying to him, for he only knew the
things that are written down in books.

But the Oak-tree understood, and felt sad, for he was very fond of the
little Nightingale who had built her nest in his branches.

"Sing me one last song," he whispered; "I shall feel very lonely when
you are gone."

So the Nightingale sang to the Oak-tree, and her voice was like water
bubbling from a silver jar.

When she had finished her song the Student got up, and pulled a note-
book and a lead-pencil out of his pocket.

"She has form," he said to himself, as he walked away through the
grove – "that cannot be denied to her; but has she got feeling? I am afraid
not. In fact, she is like most artists; she is all style, without any sincerity.
She would not sacrifice herself for others. She thinks merely of music,
and everybody knows that the arts are selfish. Still, it must be admitted
that she has some beautiful notes in her voice. What a pity it is that they
do not mean anything, or do any practical good." And he went into his
room, and lay down on his little pallet-bed, and began to think of his love;
and, after a time, he fell asleep.



243

, – , – 
, ».
, – . – ».

,  –  ,  –  

. -
. , 

: 
».

 – , – 
, – . 

. ,
, -

, , . 
. 

».
, , .

, , 
.

, -
, -

.
! – . – -

, . 
-

. : 
, , 

, , .
 – ,  – , , , -

, ».
-

. , , -
, .

, 
, 

.
, – . – -

, ».



244

And when the Moon shone in the heavens the Nightingale flew to the
Rose-tree, and set her breast against the thorn. All night long she sang
with her breast against the thorn, and the cold crystal Moon leaned down
and listened. All night long she sang, and the thorn went deeper and
deeper into her breast, and her life-blood ebbed away from her.

She sang first of the birth of love in the heart of a boy and a girl. And
on the top-most spray of the Rose-tree there blossomed a marvellous rose,
petal following petal, as song followed song. Pale was it, at first, as the
mist that hangs over the river – pale as the feet of the morning, and silver
as the wings of the dawn. As the shadow of a rose in a mirror of silver, as
the shadow of a rose in a water-pool, so was the rose that blossomed on
the topmost spray of the Tree.

But the Tree cried to the Nightingale to press closer against the thorn.
"Press closer, little Nightingale," cried the Tree, "or the Day will come
before the rose is finished."

So the Nightingale pressed closer against the thorn, and louder and
louder grew her song, for she sang of the birth of passion in the soul of a
man and a maid.

And a delicate flush of pink came into the leaves of the rose, like the
flush in the face of the bridegroom when he kisses the lips of the bride.
But the thorn had not yet reached her heart, so the rose's heart remained
white, for only a Nightingale's heart's-blood can crimson the heart of a
rose.

And the Tree cried to the Nightingale to press closer against the
thorn. "Press closer, little Nightingale," cried the Tree, "or the Day will
come before the rose is finished."

So the Nightingale pressed closer against the thorn, and the thorn
touched her heart, and a fierce pang of pain shot through her. Bitter, bitter
was the pain, and wilder and wilder grew her song, for she sang of the
Love that is perfected by Death, of the Love that dies not in the tomb.

And the marvellous rose became crimson, like the rose of the eastern
sky.  Crimson  was  the  girdle  of  petals,  and  crimson  as  a  ruby  was  the
heart.

But the Nightingale's voice grew fainter, and her little wings began to
beat, and a film came over her eyes. Fainter and fainter grew her song,
and she felt something choking her in her throat.

Then she gave one last burst of music. The white Moon heard it, and
she forgot the dawn, and lingered on in the sky. The red rose heard it, and
it  trembled  all  over  with ecstasy, and opened its petals to the cold morn
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ing air. Echo bore it to her purple cavern in the hills, and woke the sleep-
ing shepherds from their dreams. It floated through the reeds of the river,
and they carried its message to the sea.

"Look, look!" cried the Tree, "the rose is finished now"; but the
Nightingale made no answer, for she was lying dead in the long grass,
with the thorn in her heart.

And at noon the Student opened his window and looked out.
"Why, what a wonderful piece of luck!" he cried; "here is a red rose! I

have never seen any rose like it in all my life. It is so beautiful that I am
sure it has a long Latin name"; and he leaned down and plucked it.

Then he put on his hat, and ran up to the Professor's house with the
rose in his hand.

The daughter of the Professor was sitting in the doorway winding
blue silk on a reel, and her little dog was lying at her feet.

"You said that you would dance with me if I brought you a red rose,"
cried the Student. "Here is the reddest rose in all the world. You will wear
it to-night next your heart, and as we dance together it will tell you how I
love you."

But the girl frowned.
"I am afraid it will not go with my dress," she answered; "and, be-

sides, the Chamberlain's nephew has sent me some real jewels, and eve-
rybody knows that jewels cost far more than flowers."

"Well, upon my word, you are very ungrateful," said the Student an-
grily; and he threw the rose into the street, where it fell into the gutter,
and a cart-wheel went over it.

"Ungrateful!" said the girl. "I tell you what, you are very rude; and,
after all, who are you? Only a Student. Why, I don't believe you have
even got silver buckles to your shoes as the Chamberlain's nephew has";
and she got up from her chair and went into the house.

"What I a silly thing Love is," said the Student as he walked away. "It
is not half as useful as Logic, for it does not prove anything, and it is al-
ways telling one of things that are not going to happen, and making one
believe things that  are not true.  In fact,  it  is  quite unpractical,  and, as in
this age to be practical is everything, I shall go back to Philosophy and
study Metaphysics."

So he returned to his room and pulled out a great dusty book, and be-
gan to read.

Wilde O. The Nightingale and the Rose. [ ] // URL:
http://www. readbookonline.net/readOnLine/2180/ (access date: 21.02.2016).
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