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		A Burlesque Autobiography

		Two or three persons having at different times intimated that if
I would write an autobiography they would read it, when they got
leisure, I yield at last to this frenzied public demand, and
herewith tender my history:

		Ours is a noble old house, and stretches a long way back into
antiquity. The earliest ancestor the Twains have any record of was
a friend of the family by the name of Higgins. This was in the
eleventh century, when our people were living in Aberdeen, county
of Cork, England. Why it is that our long line has ever since borne
the maternal name (except when one of them now and then took a
playful refuge in an alias to avert foolishness), instead of
Higgins, is a mystery which none of us has ever felt much desire to
stir. It is a kind of vague, pretty romance, and we leave it alone.
All the old families do that way.

		Arthour Twain was a man of considerable note a solicitor on the
highway in William Rufus' time. At about the age of thirty he went
to one of those fine old English places of resort called Newgate,
to see about something, and never returned again. While there he
died suddenly.

		Augustus Twain, seems to have made something of a stir about –
the year 1160. He was as full of fun as he could be, and used to
take his old sabre and sharpen it up, and get in a convenient place
on a dark night, and stick it through people as they went by, to
see them jump. He was a born humorist. But he got to going too far
with it; and the first time he was found stripping one of these
parties, the authorities removed one end of him, and put it up on a
nice high place on Temple Bar, where it could contemplate the
people and have a good time. He never liked any situation so much
or stuck to it so long.

		Then for the next two hundred years the family tree shows a
succession of soldiers – noble, high-spirited fellows, who always
went into battle singing; right behind the army, and always went
out a-whooping, right ahead of it.

		This is a scathing rebuke to old dead Froissart's poor witticism
that our family tree never had but one limb to it, and that that
one stuck out at right angles, and bore fruit winter, and
summer.

		Early in the fifteenth century we have Beau Twain, called "the
Scholar." He wrote a beautiful, beautiful hand. And he could
imitate anybody's hand so closely that it was enough to make a
person laugh his head off to see it. He had infinite sport with his
talent. But by and by he took a contract to break stone for a road,
and the roughness of the work spoiled his hand. Still, he enjoyed
life all the time he was in the stone business, which, with
inconsiderable intervals, was some forty-two years. In fact, he
died in harness. During all those long years he gave such
satisfaction that he never was through with one contract a week
till government gave him another. He was a perfect pet. And he was
always a favorite with his fellow-artists, and was a conspicuous
member of their benevolent secret society, called the Chain Gang.
He always wore his hair short, had a preference for striped
clothes, and died lamented by the government. He was a sore loss to
his country. For he was so regular.

		Some years later we have the illustrious John Morgan Twain. He
came over to this country with Columbus in 1492, as a passenger. He
appears to have been of a crusty, uncomfortable disposition. He
complained of the food all the way over, and was always threatening
to go ashore unless there was a change. He wanted fresh shad.
Hardly a day passed over his head that he did not go idling about
the ship with his nose in the air, sneering about the commander,
and saying he did not believe Columbus knew where he was going to
or had ever been there before. The memorable cry of "Land ho!"
thrilled every heart in the ship but his. He gazed a while through
a piece of smoked glass at the penciled line lying on the distant
water, and then said: "Land be hanged, – it's a raft!"

		When this questionable passenger came on board the ship, he
brought nothing with him but an old newspaper containing a
handkerchief marked "B. G.," one cotton sock marked "L. W. C." one
woollen one marked "D. F." and a night-shirt marked "O. M. R." And
yet during the voyage he worried more about his "trunk," and gave
himself ,more airs about it, than all the rest of the passengers
put together.

		If the ship was "down by the head," and would got steer, he
would go and move his "trunk" farther aft, and then watch the
effect. If the ship was "by the stern," he would suggest to
Columbus to detail some men to "shift that baggage." In storms he
had to be gagged, because his wailings about his "trunk" made it
impossible for the men to hear the orders. The man does not appear
to have been openly charged with any gravely unbecoming thing, but
it is noted in the ship's log as a "curious circumstance" that
albeit he brought his baggage on board the ship in a newspaper, he
took it ashore in four trunks, a queensware crate, and a couple of
champagne baskets. But when he came back insinuating in an
insolent, swaggering way, that some of his things were missing, and
was going to search the other passengers' baggage, it was too much,
and they threw him overboard. They watched long and wonderingly for
him to come up, but not even a bubble rose on the quietly ebbing
tide. But while every one was most absorbed in gazing over the
side, and the interest was momentarily increasing, it was observed
with consternation that the vessel was adrift and the anchor cable
hanging limp from the bow. Then in the ship's dimmed and ancient
log we find this quaint note:

		"In time it was discouvered yt ye troblesome passenger
hadde gonne downe and got ye anchor, and toke ye same and solde it
to ye dam sauvages from ye interior, saying yt he hadde founde it,
ye sonne of a ghun!"


		Yet this ancestor had good and noble instincts, and it is with
pride that we call to mind the fact that he was the first white
person who ever interested himself in the work of elevating and
civilizing our Indians. He built a commodious jail and put up a
gallows, and to his dying day he claimed with satisfaction that he
had had a more restraining and elevating influence on the Indians
than any other reformer that ever, labored among them. At this
point the chronicle becomes less frank and chatty, and closes
abruptly by saying that the old voyager went to see his gallows
perform on the first white man ever hanged in America, and while
there received injuries which terminated in his death.

		The great grandson of the "Reformer" flourished in sixteen
hundred and something, and was known in our annals as, "the old
Admiral," though in history he had other titles. He was long in
command of fleets of swift vessels, well armed and, manned, and did
great service in hurrying up merchantmen. Vessels which he followed
and kept his eagle eye on, always made good fair time across the
ocean. But if a ship still loitered in spite of all he could do,
his indignation would grow till he could contain himself no longer
– and then he would take that ship home where he lived and, keep it
there carefully, expecting the owners to come for it, but they
never did. And he would try to get the idleness and sloth out of
the sailors of that ship by compelling, them to take invigorating
exercise and a bath. He called it "walking a plank." All the pupils
liked it. At any rate, they never found any fault with it after
trying it. When the owners were late coming for their ships, the
Admiral always burned them, so that the insurance money should not
be lost. At last this fine old tar was cut down in the fulness of
his years and honors. And to her dying day, his poor heart-broken
widow believed that if he had been cut down fifteen minutes sooner
he might have been resuscitated.

		Charles Henry Twain lived during the latter part of the
seventeenth century, and was a zealous and distinguished
missionary. He converted sixteen thousand South Sea islanders, and
taught them that a dog-tooth necklace and a pair of spectacles was
not enough clothing to come to divine service in. His poor flock
loved him very, very dearly; and when his funeral was over, they
got up in a body (and came out of the restaurant) with tears in
their eyes, and saying, one to another, that he was a good tender
missionary, and they wished they had some more of him.

		PAH-GO-TO-WAH-WAH-PUKKETEKEEWIS (Mighty-Hunter-with-a-Hog-Eye)
TWAIN adorned the middle of the eighteenth century, and aided Gen.
Braddock with all his heart to resist the oppressor Washington. It
was this ancestor who fired seventeen times at our Washington from
behind a tree. So far the beautiful romantic narrative in the moral
story-books is correct; but when that narrative goes on to say that
at the seventeenth round the awe-stricken savage said solemnly that
that man was being reserved by the Great Spirit for some mighty
mission, and he dared not lift his sacrilegious rifle against him
again, the narrative seriously impairs the integrity of history.
What he did say was:

		"It ain't no (hic!) no use. 'At man's so drunk he can't stan'
still long enough for a man to hit him. I (hic!) I can't 'ford to
fool away any more am'nition on him!"

		That was why he stopped at the seventeenth round, and it was, a
good plain matter-of-fact reason, too, and one that easily commends
itself to us by the eloquent, persuasive flavor of probability
there is about it.

		I always enjoyed the story-book narrative, but I felt a marring
misgiving that every Indian at Braddock's Defeat who fired at a
soldier a couple of times (two easily grows to seventeen in a
century), and missed him, jumped to the conclusion that the Great
Spirit was reserving that soldier for some grand mission; and so I
somehow feared that the only reason why Washington's case is
remembered and the others forgotten is, that in his the prophecy'
came true, and in that of the others it didn't. There are not books
enough on earth to contain the record of the prophecies Indians and
other unauthorized parties have made; but one may carry in his
overcoat pockets the record of all the prophecies that have been
fulfilled.

		I will remark here, in passing, that certain ancestors of mine
are so thoroughly well known in history by their aliases, that I
have not felt it to be worth while to dwell upon them, or even
mention them in the order of their birth. Among these may be
mentioned RICHARD BRINSLEY TWAIN, alias Guy Fawkes; JOHN WENTWORTH
TWAIN, alias Sixteen-String Jack; WILLIAM HOGARTH TWAIN, alias Jack
Sheppard; ANANIAS TWAIN, alias Baron Munchausen; JOHN GEORGE TWAIN,
alias Capt. Kydd; and them there are George Francis Train, Tom
Pepper, Nebuchadnezzar and Baalam's Ass – they all belong to our
family, but to a branch of it somewhat distantly removed from the
honorable direct line – in fact, a collateral branch, whose members
chiefly differ from the ancient stock in that, in order to acquire
the notoriety we have always yearned and hungered for, they have
got into a low way of going to jail instead of getting hanged.

		It is not well; when writing an autobiography, to follow your
ancestry down too close to your own time – it is safest to speak
only vaguely of your great-grandfather, and then skip from there to
yourself, which I now do.

		I was born without teeth – and there Richard III had the
advantage of me; but I was born without a humpback, likewise, and
there I had the advantage of him. My parents were neither very poor
nor conspicuously honest.

		But now a thought occurs to me. My own history would really seem
so tame contrasted with that of my ancestors, that it is simply
wisdom to leave it unwritten until I am hanged. If some other
biographies I have read had stopped with the ancestry until a like
event occurred, it would have been a felicitous thing, for the
reading public. How does it strike you?

		*

	
		
		The Horrors of the German Language

		Address to the Vienna Press Club, November 21,
1897, delivered in German [Here in literal translation]

		It has me deeply touched, my gentlemen, here so hospitably
received to be. From colleagues out of my own profession, in this
from my own home so far distant land. My heart is full of
gratitude, but my poverty of German words forces me to greater
economy of expression. Excuse you, my gentlemen, that I read off,
what I you say will. [But he didn't read].

		The German language speak I not good, but have numerous
connoisseurs me assured that I her write like an angel. Maybe –
maybe – I know not. Have till now no acquaintance with the angels
had. That comes later – when it the dear God please – it has no
hurry.

		Since long, my gentlemen, have I the passionate longing nursed a
speech on German to hold, but one has me not permitted. Men, who no
feeling for the art had, laid me ever hindrance in the way and made
naught my desire – sometimes by excuses, often by force. Always
said these men to me: "Keep you still, your Highness! Silence! For
God's sake seek another way and means yourself obnoxious to
make."

		In the present case, as usual it is me difficult become, for me
the permission to obtain. The committee sorrowed deeply, but could
me the permission not grant on account of a law which from the
Concordia demands she shall the German language protect. Du liebe
Zeit! How so had one to me this say could – might – dared – should?
I am indeed the truest friend of the German language – and not only
now, but from long since – yes, before twenty years already. And
never have I the desire had the noble language to hurt; to the
contrary, only wished she to improve – I would her only reform. It
is the dream of my life been. I have already visits by the various
German governments paid and for contracts prayed. I am now to
Austria in the same task come. I would only some changes effect. I
would only the language method – the luxurious, elaborate
construction compress, the eternal parenthesis suppress, do away
with, annihilate; the introduction of more than thirteen subjects
in one sentence forbid; the verb so far to the front pull that one
it without a telescope discover can. With one word, my gentlemen, I
would your beloved language simplify so that, my gentlemen, when
you her for prayer need, One her yonder-up understands.

		I beseech you, from me yourself counsel to let, execute these
mentioned reforms. Then will you an elegant language possess, and
afterward, when you some thing say will, will you at least yourself
understand what you said had. But often nowadays, when you a
mile-long sentence from you given and you yourself somewhat have
rested, then must you have a touching inquisitiveness have yourself
to determine what you actually spoken have. Before several days has
the correspondent of a local paper a sentence constructed which
hundred and twelve words contain, and therein were seven
parentheses smuggled in, and the subject seven times changed. Think
you only, my gentlemen, in the course of the voyage of a single
sentence must the poor, persecuted, fatigued subject seven times
change position!

		Now, when we the mentioned reforms execute, will it no longer so
bad be. Doch noch eins. I might gladly the separable verb also a
little bit reform. I might none do let what Schiller did: he has
the whole history of the Thirty Years' War between the two members
of a separable verb in-pushed. That has even Germany itself
aroused, and one has Schiller the permission refused the History of
the Hundred Years' War to compose – God be it thanked! After all
these reforms established be will, will the German language the
noblest and the prettiest on the world be.

		Since to you now, my gentlemen, the character of my mission
known is, beseech I you so friendly to be and to me your valuable
help grant. Mr. Potzl has the public believed make would that I to
Vienna come am in order the bridges to clog up and the traffic to
hinder, while I observations gather and note. Allow you yourselves
but not from him deceived. My frequent presence on the bridges has
an entirely innocent ground. Yonder gives it the necessary space,
yonder can one a noble long German sentence elaborate, the
bridge-railing along, and his whole contents with one glance
overlook. On the one end of the railing pasted I the first member
of a separable verb and the final member cleave I to the other end
– then spread the body of the sentence between it out! Usually are
for my purposes the bridges of the city long enough; when I but
Potzl's writings study will I ride out and use the glorious endless
imperial bridge. But this is a calumny; Potzl writes the prettiest
German. Perhaps not so pliable as the mine, but in many details
much better. Excuse you these flatteries. These are well
deserved.

		Now I my speech execute – no, I would say I bring her to the
close. I am a foreigner – but here, under you, have I it entirely
forgotten. And so again and yet again proffer I you my heartiest
thanks.

		*

	
		
		German for the Hungarians

		Address at the jubilee celebration of the
Emancipation of the Hungarian press, March 26, 1899

		The Ministry and members of Parliament were present.
The subject was the "Ausgleich" – i. e., the arrangement for
the apportionment of the taxes between Hungary and Austria.
Paragraph 14 of the ausgleich fixes the proportion each
country must pay to the support of the army. It is the paragraph
which caused the trouble and prevented its renewal.


		Now that we are all here together, I think it will be a good
idea to arrange the ausgleich. If you will act for Hungary I
shall be quite willing to act for Austria, and this is the very
time for it. There couldn't be a better, for we are all feeling
friendly, fair-minded, and hospitable now, and, full of admiration
for each other, full of confidence in each other, full of the
spirit of welcome, full of the grace of forgiveness, and the
disposition to let bygones be bygones.

		Let us not waste this golden, this beneficent, this providential
opportunity. I am willing to make any concession you want, just so
we get it settled. I am not only willing to let grain come in free,
I am willing to pay the freight on it, and you may send delegates
to the Reichsrath if you like. All I require is that they shall be
quiet, peaceable people like your own deputies, and not disturb our
proceedings.

		If you want the
Gegenseitigengeldbeitragendenverhältnismäßigkeiten
rearranged and readjusted I am ready for that. I will let you off
at twenty-eight per cent. – twenty-seven – even twenty-five if you
insist, for there is nothing illiberal about me when I am out on a
diplomatic debauch.

		Now, in return for these concessions, I am willing to take
anything in reason, and I think we may consider the business
settled and the ausgleich ausgegloschen at last for
ten solid years, and we will sign the papers in blank, and do it
here and now.

		Well, I am unspeakably glad to have that ausgleich off my
hands. It has kept me awake nights for anderthalbjahr.

		But I never could settle it before, because always when I called
at the Foreign Office in Vienna to talk about it, there wasn't
anybody at home, and that is not a place where you can go in and
see for yourself whether it is a mistake or not, because the person
who takes care of the front door there is of a size that
discourages liberty of action and the free spirit of investigation.
To think the ausgleich is abgemacht at last! It is a
grand and beautiful consummation, and I am glad I came.

		The way I feel now I do honestly believe I would rather be just
my own humble self at this moment than paragraph 14.

		*

	
		
		Extracts From Adam's Diary

		Translated from the original MS.

		[NOTE. – I translated a portion of this diary some years ago,
and a friend of mine printed a few copies in an incomplete form,
but the public never got them. Since then I have deciphered some
more of Adam's hieroglyphics, and think he has now become
sufficiently important as a public character to justify this
publication. – M. T.]

		 

		Monday

		This new creature with the long hair is a good deal in the way.
It is always hanging around and following me about. I don't like
this; I am not used to company. I wish it would stay with the other
animals. Cloudy to-day, wind in the east; think we shall have rain.
… Where did I get that word? … I remember now – the new creature
uses it.

		Tuesday

		Been examining the great waterfall. It is the finest thing on
the estate, I think. The new creature calls it Niagara Falls – why,
I am sure I do not know. Says it looks like Niagara Falls. That is
not a reason; it is mere waywardness and imbecility. I get no
chance to name anything myself. The new creature names everything
that comes along, before I can get in a protest. And always that
same pretext is offered – it looks like the thing. There is the
dodo, for instance. Says the moment one looks at it one sees at a
glance that it "looks like a dodo." It will have to keep that name,
no doubt. It wearies me to fret about it, and it does no good,
anyway. Dodo! It looks no more like a dodo than I do.

		Wednesday

		Built me a shelter against the rain, but could not have it to
myself in peace. The new creature intruded. When I tried to put it
out it shed water out of the holes it looks with, and wiped it away
with the back of its paws, and made a noise such as some of the
other animals make when they are in distress. I wish it would not
talk; it is always talking. That sounds like a cheap fling at the
poor creature, a slur; but I do not mean it so. I have never heard
the human voice before, and any new and strange sound intruding
itself here upon the solemn hush of these dreaming solitudes
offends my ear and seems a false note. And this new sound is so
close to me; it is right at my shoulder, right at my ear, first on
one side and then on the other, and I am used only to sounds that
are more or less distant from me.

		Friday

		The naming goes recklessly on, in spite of anything I can do. I
had a very good name for the estate, and it was musical and pretty
– GARDEN-OF-EDEN. Privately, I continue to call it that,
but not any longer publicly. The new creature says it is all woods
and rocks and scenery, and therefore has no resemblance to a
garden. Says it looks like a park, and does not look like anything
but a park. Consequently, without consulting me, it has been
new-named – NIAGARA FALLS PARK. This is sufficiently
high-handed, it seems to me. And already there is a sign up:

		keep off

the grass


		My life is not as happy as it was.

		Saturday

		The new creature eats too much fruit. We are going to run short,
most likely. "We" again – that is its word; mine too, now, from
hearing it so much. Good deal of fog this morning. I do not go out
in the fog myself. The new creature does. It goes out in all
weathers, and stumps right in with its muddy feet. And talks. It
used to be so pleasant and quiet here.

		Sunday

		Pulled through. This day is getting to be more and more trying.
It was selected and set apart last November as a day of rest. I
already had six of them per week, before. This morning found the
new creature trying to clod apples out of that forbidden tree.

		Monday

		The new creature says its name is Eve. That is all right, I have
no objections. Says it is to call it by when I want it to come. I
said it was superfluous, then. The word evidently raised me in its
respect; and indeed it is a large, good word, and will bear
repetition. It says it is not an It, it is a She. This is probably
doubtful; yet it is all one to me; what she is were nothing to me
if she would but go by herself and not talk.

		Tuesday

		She has littered the whole estate with execrable names and
offensive signs:

		This way to the whirlpool.

This way to Goat Island.

Cave of the winds this way.


		She says this park would make a tidy summer resort, if there was
any custom for it. Summer resort – another invention of hers – just
words, without any meaning. What is a summer resort? But it is best
not to ask her, she has such a rage for explaining.

		Friday

		She has taken to beseeching me to stop going over the Falls.
What harm does it do? Says it makes her shudder. I wonder why. I
have always done it – always liked the plunge, and the excitement,
and the coolness. I supposed it was what the Falls were for. They
have no other use that I can see, and they must have been made for
something. She says they were only made for scenery – like the
rhinoceros and the mastodon.

		I went over the Falls in a barrel – not satisfactory to her.
Went over in a tub – still not satisfactory. Swam the Whirlpool and
the Rapids in a fig-leaf suit. It got much damaged. Hence, tedious
complaints about my extravagance. I am too much hampered here. What
I need is change of scene.

		Saturday

		I escaped last Tuesday night, and travelled two days, and built
me another shelter, in a secluded place, and obliterated my tracks
as well as I could, but she hunted me out by means of a beast which
she has tamed and calls a wolf, and came making that pitiful noise
again, and shedding that water out of the places she looks with. I
was obliged to return with her, but will presently emigrate again,
when occasion offers. She engages herself in many foolish things:
among others, trying to study out why the animals called lions and
tigers live on grass and flowers, when, as she says, the sort of
teeth they wear would indicate that they were intended to eat each
other. This is foolish, because to do that would be to kill each
other, and that would introduce what, as I understand it, is called
"death;" and death, as I have been told, has not yet entered the
Park. Which is a pity, on some accounts.

		Sunday

		Pulled through.

		Monday

		I believe I see what the week is for: it is to give time to rest
up from the weariness of Sunday. It seems a good idea. … She has
been climbing that tree again. Clodded her out of it. She said
nobody was looking. Seems to consider that a sufficient
justification for chancing any dangerous thing. Told her that. The
word justification moved her admiration – and envy too, I thought.
It is a good word.

		Thursday

		She told me she was made out of a rib taken from my body. This
is at least doubtful, if not more than that. I have not missed any
rib. … She is in much trouble about the buzzard; says grass does
not agree with it; is afraid she can't raise it; thinks it was
intended to live on decayed flesh. The buzzard must get along the
best it can with what is provided. We cannot overturn the whole
scheme to accommodate the buzzard.

		Saturday

		She fell in the pond yesterday, when she was looking at herself
in it, which she is always doing. She nearly strangled, and said it
was most uncomfortable. This made her sorry for the creatures which
live in there, which she calls fish, for she continues to fasten
names on to things that don't need them and don't come when they
are called by them, which is a matter of no consequence to her, as
she is such a numskull anyway; so she got a lot of them out and
brought them in last night and put them in my bed to keep warm, but
I have noticed them now and then all day, and I don't see that they
are any happier there than they were before, only quieter. When
night comes I shall throw them out-doors. I will not sleep with
them again, for I find them clammy and unpleasant to lie among when
a person hasn't anything on.

		Sunday

		Pulled through.

		Tuesday

		She has taken up with a snake now. The other animals are glad,
for she was always experimenting with them and bothering them; and
I am glad, because the snake talks, and this enables me to get a
rest.

		Friday

		She says the snake advises her to try the fruit of that tree,
and says the result will be a great and fine and noble education. I
told her there would be another result, too – it would introduce
death into the world. That was a mistake – it had been better to
keep the remark to myself; it only gave her an idea – she could
save the sick buzzard, and furnish fresh meat to the despondent
lions and tigers. I advised her to keep away from the tree. She
said she wouldn't. I foresee trouble. Will emigrate.

		Wednesday

		I have had a variegated time. I escaped that night, and rode a
horse all night as fast as he could go, hoping to get clear out of
the Park and hide in some other country before the trouble should
begin; but it was not to be. About an hour after sunup, as I was
riding through a flowery plain where thousands of animals were
grazing, slumbering, or playing with each other, according to their
wont, all of a sudden they broke into a tempest of frightful
noises, and in one moment the plain was in a frantic commotion and
every beast was destroying its neighbor. I knew what it meant – Eve
had eaten that fruit, and death was come into the world. … The
tigers ate my horse, paying no attention when I ordered them to
desist, and they would even have eaten me if I had stayed – which I
didn't, but went away in much haste. … I found this place, outside
the Park, and was fairly comfortable for a few days, but she has
found me out. Found me out, and has named the place Tonawanda …
says it looks like that. In fact, I was not sorry she came, for
there are but meagre pickings here, and she brought some of those
apples. I was obliged to eat them, I was so hungry. It was against
my principles, but I find that principles have no real force except
when one is well fed. … She came curtained in boughs and bunches of
leaves, and when I asked her what she meant by such nonsense, and
snatched them away and threw them down, she tittered and blushed. I
had never seen a person titter and blush before, and to me it
seemed unbecoming and idiotic. She said I would soon know how it
was myself. This was correct. Hungry as I was, I laid down the
apple half eaten – certainly the best one I ever saw, considering
the lateness of the season – and arrayed myself in the discarded
boughs and branches, and then spoke to her with some severity and
ordered her to go and get some more and not make such a spectacle
of herself. She did it, and after this we crept down to where the
wild-beast battle had been, and collected some skins, and I made
her patch together a couple of suits proper for public occasions.
They are uncomfortable, it is true, but stylish, and that is the
main point about clothes. … I find she is a good deal of a
companion. I see I should be lonesome and depressed without her,
now that I have lost my property. Another thing, she says it is
ordered that we work for our living hereafter. She will be useful.
I will superintend.

		Ten Days Later

		She accuses me of being the cause of our disaster! She says,
with apparent sincerity and truth, that the Serpent assured her
that the forbidden fruit was not apples, it was chestnuts. I said I
was innocent, then, for I had not eaten any chestnuts. She said the
Serpent informed her that "chestnut" was a figurative term meaning
an aged and mouldy joke. I turned pale at that, for I have made
many jokes to pass the weary time, and some of them could have been
of that sort, though I had honestly supposed that they were new
when I made them. She asked me if I had made one just at the time
of the catastrophe. I was obliged to admit that I had made one to
myself, though not aloud. It was this. I was thinking about the
Falls, and I said to myself, "How wonderful it is to see that vast
body of water tumble down there!" Then in an instant a bright
thought flashed into my head, and I let it fly, saying, "It would
be a deal more wonderful to see it tumble up there!" – and I was
just about to kill myself with laughing at it when all nature broke
loose in war and death, and I had to flee for my life. "There," she
said, with triumph, "that is just it; the Serpent mentioned that
very jest, and called it the First Chestnut, and said it was coeval
with the creation." Alas, I am indeed to blame. Would that I were
not witty; oh, would that I had never had that radiant thought!

		Next Year

		We have named it Cain. She caught it while I was up country
trapping on the North Shore of the Erie; caught it in the timber a
couple of miles from our dug-out …or it might have been four, she
isn't certain which. It resembles us in some ways, and may be a
relation. That is what she thinks, but this is an error, in my
judgment. The difference in size warrants the conclusion that it is
a different and new kind of animal – a fish, perhaps, though when I
put it in the water to see, it sank, and she plunged in and
snatched it out before there was opportunity for the experiment to
determine the matter. I still think it is a fish, but she is
indifferent about what it is, and will not let me have it to try. I
do not understand this. The coming of the creature seems to have
changed her whole nature and made her unreasonable about
experiments. She thinks more of it than she does of any of the
other animals, but is not able to explain why. Her mind is
disordered …everything shows it. Sometimes she carries the fish in
her arms half the night when it complains and wants to get to the
water. At such times the water comes out of the places in her face
that she looks out of, and she pats the fish on the back and makes
soft sounds with her mouth to soothe it, and betrays sorrow and
solicitude in a hundred ways. I have never seen her do like this
with any other fish, and it troubles me greatly. She used to carry
the young tigers around so, and play with them, before we lost our
property; but it was only play; she never took on about them like
this when their dinner disagreed with them.

		Sunday

		She doesn't work Sundays, but lies around all tired out, and
likes to have the fish wallow over her; and she makes fool noises
to amuse it, and pretends to chew its paws, and that makes it
laugh. I have not seen a fish before that could laugh. This makes
me doubt. … I have come to like Sunday myself. Superintending all
the week tires a body so. There ought to be more Sundays. In the
old days they were tough, but now they come handy.

		Wednesday

		It isn't a fish. I cannot quite make out what it is. It makes
curious, devilish noises when not satisfied, and says "goo-goo"
when it is. It is not one of us, for it doesn't walk; it is not a
bird, for it doesn't fly; it is not a frog, for it doesn't hop; it
is not a snake, for it doesn't crawl; I feel sure it is not a fish,
though I cannot get a chance to find out whether it can swim or
not. It merely lies around, and mostly on its back, with its feet
up. I have not seen any other animal do that before. I said I
believed it was an enigma, but she only admired the word without
understanding it. In my judgment it is either an enigma or some
kind of a bug. If it dies, I will take it apart and see what its
arrangements are. I never had a thing perplex me so.

		Three Months Later

		The perplexity augments instead of diminishing. I sleep but
little. It has ceased from lying around, and goes about on its four
legs now. Yet it differs from the other four-legged animals in that
its front legs are unusually short, consequently this causes the
main part of its person to stick up uncomfortably high in the air,
and this is not attractive. It is built much as we are, but its
method of travelling shows that it is not of our breed. The short
front legs and long hind ones indicate that it is of the kangaroo
family, but it is a marked variation of the species, since the true
kangaroo hops, whereas this one never does. Still, it is a curious
and interesting variety, and has not been catalogued before. As I
discovered it, I have felt justified in securing the credit of the
discovery by attaching my name to it, and hence have called it
Kangaroorum Adamiensis. … It must have been a young one when it
came, for it has grown exceedingly since. It must be five times as
big, now, as it was then, and when discontented is able to make
from twenty-two to thirty-eight times the noise it made at first.
Coercion does not modify this, but has the contrary effect. For
this reason I discontinued the system. She reconciles it by
persuasion, and by giving it things which she had previously told
it she wouldn't give it. As already observed, I was not at home
when it first came, and she told me she found it in the woods. It
seems odd that it should be the only one, yet it must be so, for I
have worn myself out these many weeks trying to find another one to
add to my collection, and for this one to play with; for surely
then it would be quieter, and we could tame it more easily. But I
find none, nor any vestige of any; and strangest of all, no tracks.
It has to live on the ground, it cannot help itself; therefore, how
does it get about without leaving a track? I have set a dozen
traps, but they do no good. I catch all small animals except that
one; animals that merely go into the trap out of curiosity, I
think, to see what the milk is there for. They never drink it.

		Three Months Later

		The kangaroo still continues to grow, which is very strange and
perplexing. I never knew one to be so long getting its growth. It
has fur on its head now; not like kangaroo fur, but exactly like
our hair, except that it is much finer and softer, and instead of
being black is red. I am like to lose my mind over the capricious
and harassing developments of this unclassifiable zoological freak.
If I could catch another one – but that is hopeless; it is a new
variety, and the only sample; this is plain. But I caught a true
kangaroo and brought it in, thinking that this one, being lonesome,
would rather have that for company than have no kin at all, or any
animal it could feel a nearness to or get sympathy from in its
forlorn condition here among strangers who do not know its ways or
habits, or what to do to make it feel that it is among friends; but
it was a mistake – it went into such fits at the sight of the
kangaroo that I was convinced it had never seen one before. I pity
the poor noisy little animal, but there is nothing I can do to make
it happy. If I could tame it – but that is out of the question; the
more I try, the worse I seem to make it. It grieves me to the heart
to see it in its little storms of sorrow and passion. I wanted to
let it go, but she wouldn't hear of it. That seemed cruel and not
like her; and yet she may be right. It might be lonelier than ever;
for since I cannot find another one, how could it?

		Five Months Later

		It is not a kangaroo. No, for it supports itself by holding to
her finger, and thus goes a few steps on its hind legs, and then
falls down. It is probably some kind of a bear; and yet it has no
tail – as yet – and no fur, except on its head. It still keeps on
growing – that is a curious circumstance, for bears get their
growth earlier than this. Bears are dangerous – since our
catastrophe – and I shall not be satisfied to have this one
prowling about the place much longer without a muzzle on. I have
offered to get her a kangaroo if she would let this one go, but it
did no good – she is determined to run us into all sorts of foolish
risks, I think. She was not like this before she lost her mind.

		A Fortnight Later

		I examined its mouth. There is no danger yet; it has only one
tooth. It has no tail yet. It makes more noise now than it ever did
before – and mainly at night. I have moved out. But I shall go
over, mornings, to breakfast, and to see if it has more teeth. If
it gets a mouthful of teeth, it will be time for it to go, tail or
no tail, for a bear does not need a tail in order to be
dangerous.

		Four Months Later

		I have been off hunting and fishing a month, up in the region
that she calls Buffalo; I don't know why, unless it is because
there are not any buffaloes there. Meantime the bear has learned to
paddle around all by itself on its hind legs, and says "poppa" and
"momma." It is certainly a new species. This resemblance to words
may be purely accidental, of course, and may have no purpose or
meaning; but even in that case it is still extraordinary, and is a
thing which no other bear can do. This imitation of speech, taken
together with general absence of fur and entire absence of tail,
sufficiently indicates that this is a new kind of bear. The further
study of it will be exceedingly interesting. Meantime I will go off
on a far expedition among the forests of the North and make an
exhaustive search. There must certainly be another one somewhere,
and this one will be less dangerous when it has company of its own
species. I will go straightway; but I will muzzle this one
first.

		Three Months Later

		It has been a weary, weary hunt, yet I have had no success. In
the mean time, without stirring from the home estate, she has
caught another one! I never saw such luck. I might have hunted
these woods a hundred years, I never should have run across that
thing.

		Next Day

		I have been comparing the new one with the old one, and it is
perfectly plain that they are the same breed. I was going to stuff
one of them for my collection, but she is prejudiced against it for
some reason or other; so I have relinquished the idea, though I
think it is a mistake. It would be an irreparable loss to science
if they should get away. The old one is tamer than it was, and can
laugh and talk like the parrot, having learned this, no doubt, from
being with the parrot so much, and having the imitative faculty in
a highly developed degree. I shall be astonished if it turns out to
be a new kind of parrot, and yet I ought not to be astonished, for
it has already been everything else it could think of, since those
first days when it was a fish. The new one is as ugly now as the
old one was at first; has the same sulphur-and-raw-meat complexion
and the same singular head without any fur on it. She calls it
Abel.

		Ten Years Later

		They are boys; we found it out long ago. It was their coming in
that small, immature shape that puzzled us; we were not used to it.
There are some girls now. Abel is a good boy, but if Cain had
stayed a bear it would have improved him. After all these years, I
see that I was mistaken about Eve in the beginning; it is better to
live outside the Garden with her than inside it without her. At
first I thought she talked too much; but now I should be sorry to
have that voice fall silent and pass out of my life. Blessed be the
chestnut that brought us near together and taught me to know the
goodness of her heart and the sweetness of her spirit!

		*

	
		
		Carnival of Crime in CT.

		THE FACTS CONCERNING THE RECENT CARNIVAL OF
CRIME IN CONNECTICUT

		I was feeling blithe, almost jocund. I put a match to my cigar,
and just then the morning's mail was handed in. The first
superscription I glanced at was in a handwriting that sent a thrill
of pleasure through and through me. It was Aunt Mary's; and she was
the person I loved and honored most in all the world, outside of my
own household. She had been my boyhood's idol; maturity, which is
fatal to so many enchantments, had not been able to dislodge her
from her pedestal; no, it had only justified her right to be there,
and placed her dethronement permanently among the impossibilities.
To show how strong her influence over me was, I will observe that
long after everybody else's "do-stop-smoking" had ceased to affect
me in the slightest degree, Aunt Mary could still stir my torpid
conscience into faint signs of life when she touched upon the
matter. But all things have their limit in this world. A happy day
came at last, when even Aunt Mary's words could no longer move me.
I was not merely glad to see that day arrive; I was more than glad
– I was grateful; for when its sun had set, the one alloy that was
able to mar my enjoyment of my aunt's society was gone. The
remainder of her stay with us that winter was in every way a
delight. Of course she pleaded with me just as earnestly as ever,
after that blessed day, to quit my pernicious habit, but to no
purpose whatever; the moment she opened the subject I at once
became calmly, peacefully, contentedly indifferent – absolutely,
adamantinely indifferent. Consequently the closing weeks of that
memorable visit melted away as pleasantly as a dream, they were so
freighted for me with tranquil satisfaction. I could not have
enjoyed my pet vice more if my gentle tormentor had been a smoker
herself, and an advocate of the practice. Well, the sight of her
handwriting reminded me that I way getting very hungry to see her
again. I easily guessed what I should find in her letter. I opened
it. Good! just as I expected; she was coming! Coming this very day,
too, and by the morning train; I might expect her any moment.

		I said to myself, "I am thoroughly happy and content now. If my
most pitiless enemy could appear before me at this moment, I would
freely right any wrong I may have done him."

		Straightway the door opened, and a shriveled, shabby dwarf
entered. He was not more than two feet high. He seemed to be about
forty years old. Every feature and every inch of him was a trifle
out of shape; and so, while one could not put his finger upon any
particular part and say, "This is a conspicuous deformity," the
spectator perceived that this little person was a deformity as a
whole – a vague, general, evenly blended, nicely adjusted
deformity. There was a fox-like cunning in the face and the sharp
little eyes, and also alertness and malice. And yet, this vile bit
of human rubbish seemed to bear a sort of remote and ill-defined
resemblance to me! It was dully perceptible in the mean form, the
countenance, and even the clothes, gestures, manner, and attitudes
of the creature. He was a farfetched, dim suggestion of a burlesque
upon me, a caricature of me in little. One thing about him struck
me forcibly and most unpleasantly: he was covered all over with a
fuzzy, greenish mold, such as one sometimes sees upon mildewed
bread. The sight of it was nauseating.

		He stepped along with a chipper air, and flung himself into a
doll's chair in a very free-and-easy way, without waiting to be
asked. He tossed his hat into the waste-basket. He picked up my old
chalk pipe from the floor, gave the stem a wipe or two on his knee,
filled the bowl from the tobacco-box at his side, and said to me in
a tone of pert command:

		"Gimme a match!"

		I blushed to the roots of my hair; partly with indignation, but
mainly because it somehow seemed to me that this whole performance
was very like an exaggeration of conduct which I myself had
sometimes been guilty of in my intercourse with familiar friends –
but never, never with strangers, I observed to myself. I wanted to
kick the pygmy into the fire, but some incomprehensible sense of
being legally and legitimately under his authority forced me to
obey his order. He applied the match to the pipe, took a
contemplative whiff or two, and remarked, in an irritatingly
familiar way:

		"Seems to me it's devilish odd weather for this time of
year."

		I flushed again, and in anger and humiliation as before; for the
language was hardly an exaggeration of some that I have uttered in
my day, and moreover was delivered in a tone of voice and with an
exasperating drawl that had the seeming of a deliberate travesty of
my style. Now there is nothing I am quite so sensitive about as a
mocking imitation of my drawling infirmity of speech. I spoke up
sharply and said:

		"Look here, you miserable ash-cat! you will have to give a
little more attention to your manners, or I will throw you out of
the window!"

		The manikin smiled a smile of malicious content and security,
puffed a whiff of smoke contemptuously toward me, and said, with a
still more elaborate drawl:

		"Come – go gently now; don't put on too many airs with your
betters."

		This cool snub rasped me all over, but it seemed to subjugate
me, too, for a moment. The pygmy contemplated me awhile with his
weasel eyes, and then said, in a peculiarly sneering way:

		"You turned a tramp away from your door this morning."

		I said crustily:

		"Perhaps I did, perhaps I didn't. How do you know?"

		"Well, I know. It isn't any matter how I know."

		"Very well. Suppose I did turn a tramp away from the door – what
of it?"

		"Oh, nothing; nothing in particular. Only you lied to him."

		"I didn't! That is, I – "

		"Yes, but you did; you lied to him."

		I felt a guilty pang – in truth, I had felt it forty times
before that tramp had traveled a block from my door – but still I
resolved to make a show of feeling slandered; so I said:

		"This is a baseless impertinence. I said to the tramp – "

		"There – wait. You were about to lie again. I know what you said
to him. You said the cook was gone down-town and there was nothing
left from breakfast. Two lies. You knew the cook was behind the
door, and plenty of provisions behind her."

		This astonishing accuracy silenced me; and it filled me with
wondering speculations, too, as to how this cub could have got his
information. Of course he could have culled the conversation from
the tramp, but by what sort of magic had he contrived to find out
about the concealed cook? Now the dwarf spoke again:

		"It was rather pitiful, rather small, in you to refuse to read
that poor young woman's manuscript the other day, and give her an
opinion as to its literary value; and she had come so far, too, and
so hopefully. Now wasn't it?"

		I felt like a cur! And I had felt so every time the thing had
recurred to my mind, I may as well confess. I flushed hotly and
said:

		"Look here, have you nothing better to do than prowl around
prying into other people's business? Did that girl tell you
that?"

		"Never mind whether she did or not. The main thing is, you did
that contemptible thing. And you felt ashamed of it afterward. Aha!
you feel ashamed of it now!"

		This was a sort of devilish glee. With fiery earnestness I
responded:

		"I told that girl, in the kindest, gentlest way, that I could
not consent to deliver judgment upon any one's manuscript, because
an individual's verdict was worthless. It might underrate a work of
high merit and lose it to the world, or it might overrate a trashy
production and so open the way for its infliction upon the world: I
said that the great public was the only tribunal competent to sit
in judgment upon a literary effort, and therefore it must be best
to lay it before that tribunal in the outset, since in the end it
must stand or fall by that mighty court's decision anyway."

		"Yes, you said all that. So you did, you juggling, small-souled
shuffler! And yet when the happy hopefulness faded out of that poor
girl's face, when you saw her furtively slip beneath her shawl the
scroll she had so patiently and honestly scribbled at – so ashamed
of her darling now, so proud of it before – when you saw the
gladness go out of her eyes and the tears come there, when she
crept away so humbly who had come so – "

		"Oh, peace! peace! peace! Blister your merciless tongue, haven't
all these thoughts tortured me enough without your coming here to
fetch them back again!"

		Remorse! remorse! It seemed to me that it would eat the very
heart out of me! And yet that small fiend only sat there leering at
me with joy and contempt, and placidly chuckling. Presently he
began to speak again. Every sentence was an accusation, and every
accusation a truth. Every clause was freighted with sarcasm and
derision, every slow-dropping word burned like vitriol. The dwarf
reminded me of times when I had flown at my children in anger and
punished them for faults which a little inquiry would have taught
me that others, and not they, had committed. He reminded me of how
I had disloyally allowed old friends to be traduced in my hearing,
and been too craven to utter a word in their defense. He reminded
me of many dishonest things which I had done; of many which I had
procured to be done by children and other irresponsible persons; of
some which I had planned, thought upon, and longed to do, and been
kept from the performance by fear of consequences only. With
exquisite cruelty he recalled to my mind, item by item, wrongs and
unkindnesses I had inflicted and humiliations I had put upon
friends since dead, "who died thinking of those injuries, maybe,
and grieving over them," he added, by way of poison to the
stab.

		"For instance," said he, "take the case of your younger brother,
when you two were boys together, many a long year ago. He always
lovingly trusted in you with a fidelity that your manifold
treacheries were not able to shake. He followed you about like a
dog, content to suffer wrong and abuse if he might only be with
you; patient under these injuries so long as it was your hand that
inflicted them. The latest picture you have of him in health and
strength must be such a comfort to you! You pledged your honor that
if he would let you blindfold him no harm should come to him; and
then, giggling and choking over the rare fun of the joke, you led
him to a brook thinly glazed with ice, and pushed him in; and how
you did laugh! Man, you will never forget the gentle, reproachful
look he gave you as he struggled shivering out, if you live a
thousand years! Oh! you see it now, you see it now!"

		"Beast, I have seen it a million times, and shall see it a
million more! and may you rot away piecemeal, and suffer till
doomsday what I suffer now, for bringing it back to me again!"

		The dwarf chuckled contentedly, and went on with his accusing
history of my career. I dropped into a moody, vengeful state, and
suffered in silence under the merciless lash. At last this remark
of his gave me a sudden rouse:

		"Two months ago, on a Tuesday, you woke up, away in the night,
and fell to thinking, with shame, about a peculiarly mean and
pitiful act of yours toward a poor ignorant Indian in the wilds of
the Rocky Mountains in the winter of eighteen hundred and – "

		"Stop a moment, devil! Stop! Do you mean to tell me that even my
very thoughts are not hidden from you?"

		"It seems to look like that. Didn't you think the thoughts I
have just mentioned?"

		"If I didn't, I wish I may never breathe again! Look here,
friend – look me in the eye. Who are you?"

		"Well, who do you think?"

		"I think you are Satan himself. I think you are the devil."

		"No."

		"No? Then who can you be?"

		"Would you really like to know?"

		"Indeed I would."

		"Well, I am your Conscience!"

		In an instant I was in a blaze of joy and exultation. I sprang
at the creature, roaring:

		"Curse you, I have wished a hundred million times that you were
tangible, and that I could get my hands on your throat once! Oh,
but I will wreak a deadly vengeance on – "

		Folly! Lightning does not move more quickly than my Conscience
did! He darted aloft so suddenly that in the moment my fingers
clutched the empty air he was already perched on the top of the
high bookcase, with his thumb at his nose in token of derision. I
flung the poker at him, and missed. I fired the bootjack. In a
blind rage I flew from place to place, and snatched and hurled any
missile that came handy; the storm of books, inkstands, and chunks
of coal gloomed the air and beat about the manikin's perch
relentlessly, but all to no purpose; the nimble figure dodged every
shot; and not only that, but burst into a cackle of sarcastic and
triumphant laughter as I sat down exhausted. While I puffed and
gasped with fatigue and excitement, my Conscience talked to this
effect:

		"My good slave, you are curiously witless – no, I mean
characteristically so. In truth, you are always consistent, always
yourself, always an ass. Other wise it must have occurred to you
that if you attempted this murder with a sad heart and a heavy
conscience, I would droop under the burdening in influence
instantly. Fool, I should have weighed a ton, and could not have
budged from the floor; but instead, you are so cheerfully anxious
to kill me that your conscience is as light as a feather; hence I
am away up here out of your reach. I can almost respect a mere
ordinary sort of fool; but you pah!"

		I would have given anything, then, to be heavyhearted, so that I
could get this person down from there and take his life, but I
could no more be heavy-hearted over such a desire than I could have
sorrowed over its accomplishment. So I could only look longingly up
at my master, and rave at the ill luck that denied me a heavy
conscience the one only time that I had ever wanted such a thing in
my life. By and by I got to musing over the hour's strange
adventure, and of course my human curiosity began to work. I set
myself to framing in my mind some questions for this fiend to
answer. Just then one of my boys entered, leaving the door open
behind him, and exclaimed:

		"My! what has been going on here? The bookcase is all one riddle
of – "

		I sprang up in consternation, and shouted:

		"Out of this! Hurry! jump! Fly! Shut the door! Quick, or my
Conscience will get away!"

		The door slammed to, and I locked it. I glanced up and was
grateful, to the bottom of my heart, to see that my owner was still
my prisoner. I said:

		"Hang you, I might have lost you! Children are the heedlessest
creatures. But look here, friend, the boy did not seem to notice
you at all; how is that?"

		"For a very good reason. I am invisible to all but you."

		I made a mental note of that piece of information with a good
deal of satisfaction. I could kill this miscreant now, if I got a
chance, and no one would know it. But this very reflection made me
so lighthearted that my Conscience could hardly keep his seat, but
was like to float aloft toward the ceiling like a toy balloon. I
said, presently:

		"Come, my Conscience, let us be friendly. Let us fly a flag of
truce for a while. I am suffering to ask you some questions."

		"Very well. Begin."

		"Well, then, in the first place, why were you never visible to
me before?"

		"Because you never asked to see me before; that is, you never
asked in the right spirit and the proper form before. You were just
in the right spirit this time, and when you called for your most
pitiless enemy I was that person by a very large majority, though
you did not suspect it."

		"Well, did that remark of mine turn you into flesh and
blood?"

		"No. It only made me visible to you. I am unsubstantial, just as
other spirits are."

		This remark prodded me with a sharp misgiving.

		If he was unsubstantial, how was I going to kill him? But I
dissembled, and said persuasively:

		"Conscience, it isn't sociable of you to keep at such a
distance. Come down and take another smoke."

		This was answered with a look that was full of derision, and
with this observation added:

		"Come where you can get at me and kill me? The invitation is
declined with thanks."

		"All right," said I to myself; "so it seems a spirit can be
killed, after all; there will be one spirit lacking in this world,
presently, or I lose my guess." Then I said aloud:

		"Friend – "

		"There; wait a bit. I am not your friend. I am your enemy; I am
not your equal, I am your master, Call me 'my lord,' if you please.
You are too familiar."

		"I don't like such titles. I am willing to call you, sir. That
is as far as – "

		"We will have no argument about this. Just obey, that is all. Go
on with your chatter."

		"Very well, my lord – since nothing but my lord will suit you –
I was going to ask you how long you will be visible to me?"

		"Always!"

		I broke out with strong indignation: "This is simply an outrage.
That is what I think of it! You have dogged, and dogged, and dogged
me, all the days of my life, invisible. That was misery enough, now
to have such a looking thing as you tagging after me like another
shadow all the rest of my day is an intolerable prospect. You have
my opinion my lord, make the most of it."

		"My lad, there was never so pleased a conscience in this world
as I was when you made me visible. It gives me an inconceivable
advantage. Now I can look you straight in the eye, and call you
names, and leer at you, jeer at you, sneer at you; and you know
what eloquence there is in visible gesture and expression, more
especially when the effect is heightened by audible speech. I shall
always address you henceforth in your o-w-n s-n-i-v-e-l-i-n-g
d-r-a-w-l – baby!"

		I let fly with the coal-hod. No result. My lord said:

		"Come, come! Remember the flag of truce!"

		"Ah, I forgot that. I will try to be civil; and you try it, too,
for a novelty. The idea of a civil conscience! It is a good joke;
an excellent joke. All the consciences I have ever heard of were
nagging, badgering, fault-finding, execrable savages! Yes; and
always in a sweat about some poor little insignificant trifle or
other – destruction catch the lot of them, I say! I would trade
mine for the smallpox and seven kinds of consumption, and be glad
of the chance. Now tell me, why is it that a conscience can't haul
a man over the coals once, for an offense, and then let him alone?
Why is it that it wants to keep on pegging at him, day and night
and night and day, week in and week out, forever and ever, about
the same old thing? There is no sense in that, and no reason in it.
I think a conscience that will act like that is meaner than the
very dirt itself."

		"Well, WE like it; that suffices."

		"Do you do it with the honest intent to improve a man?"

		That question produced a sarcastic smile, and this reply:

		"No, sir. Excuse me. We do it simply because it is 'business.'
It is our trade. The purpose of it is to improve the man, but we
are merely disinterested agents. We are appointed by authority, and
haven't anything to say in the matter. We obey orders and leave the
consequences where they belong. But I am willing to admit this
much: we do crowd the orders a trifle when we get a chance, which
is most of the time. We enjoy it. We are instructed to remind a man
a few times of an error; and I don't mind acknowledging that we try
to give pretty good measure. And when we get hold of a man of a
peculiarly sensitive nature, oh, but we do haze him! I have
consciences to come all the way from China and Russia to see a
person of that kind put through his paces, on a special occasion.
Why, I knew a man of that sort who had accidentally crippled a
mulatto baby; the news went abroad, and I wish you may never commit
another sin if the consciences didn't flock from all over the earth
to enjoy the fun and help his master exorcise him. That man walked
the floor in torture for forty-eight hours, without eating or
sleeping, and then blew his brains out. The child was perfectly
well again in three weeks."

		"Well, you are a precious crew, not to put it too strong. I
think I begin to see now why you have always been a trifle
inconsistent with me. In your anxiety to get all the juice you can
out of a sin, you make a man repent of it in three or four
different ways. For instance, you found fault with me for lying to
that tramp, and I suffered over that. But it was only yesterday
that I told a tramp the square truth, to wit, that, it being
regarded as bad citizenship to encourage vagrancy, I would give him
nothing. What did you do then: Why, you made me say to myself, 'Ah,
it would have been so much kinder and more blameless to ease him
off with a little white lie, and send him away feeling that if he
could not have bread, the gentle treatment was at least something
to be grateful for!' Well, I suffered all day about that. Three
days before I had fed a tramp, and fed him freely, supposing it a
virtuous act. Straight off you said, 'Oh, false citizen, to have
fed a tramp!' and I suffered as usual. I gave a tramp work; you
objected to it – after the contract was made, of course; you never
speak up beforehand. Next, I refused a tramp work; you objected to
that. Next, I proposed to kill a tramp; you kept me awake all
night, oozing remorse at every pore. Sure I was going to be right
this time, I sent the next tramp away with my benediction; and I
wish you may live as long as I do, if you didn't make me smart all
night again because I didn't kill him. Is there any way of
satisfying that malignant invention which is called a
conscience?"

		"Ha, ha! this is luxury! Go on!"

		"But come, now, answer me that question. Is there any way?"

		"Well, none that I propose to tell you, my son. Ass! I don't
care what act you may turn your hand to, I can straightway whisper
a word in your ear and make you think you have committed a dreadful
meanness. It is my business – and my joy – to make you repent of
everything you do. If I have fooled away any opportunities it was
not intentional; I beg to assure you it was not intentional!"

		"Don't worry; you haven't missed a trick that I know of. I never
did a thing in all my life, virtuous or otherwise, that I didn't
repent of in twenty-four hours. In church last Sunday I listened to
a charity sermon. My first impulse was to give three hundred and
fifty dollars; I repented of that and reduced it a hundred;
repented of that and reduced it another hundred; repented of that
and reduced it another hundred; repented of that and reduced the
remaining fifty to twenty-five; repented of that and came down to
fifteen; repented of that and dropped to two dollars and a half;
when the plate came around at last, I repented once more and
contributed ten cents. Well, when I got home, I did wish to
goodness I had that ten cents back again! You never did let me get
through a charity sermon without having something to sweat
about."

		"Oh, and I never shall, I never shall. You can always depend on
me."

		"I think so. Many and many's the restless night I've wanted to
take you by the neck. If I could only get hold of you now!"

		"Yes, no doubt. But I am not an ass; I am only the saddle of an
ass. But go on, go on. You entertain me more than I like to
confess."

		I am glad of that. (You will not mind my lying a little, to keep
in practice.) Look here; not to be too personal, I think you are
about the shabbiest and most contemptible little shriveled-up
reptile that can be imagined. I am grateful enough that you are
invisible to other people, for I should die with shame to be seen
with such a mildewed monkey of a conscience as you are. Now if you
were five or six feet high, and – "

		"Oh, come! who is to blame?"

		"I don't know."

		"Why, you are; nobody else."

		"Confound you, I wasn't consulted about your personal
appearance."

		"I don't care, you had a good deal to do with it, nevertheless.
When you were eight or nine years old, I was seven feet high, and
as pretty as a picture."

		"I wish you had died young! So you have grown the wrong way,
have you?"

		"Some of us grow one way and some the other. You had a large
conscience once; if you've a small conscience now I reckon there
are reasons for it. However, both of us are to blame, you and I.
You see, you used to be conscientious about a great many things;
morbidly so, I may say. It was a great many years ago. You probably
do not remember it now. Well, I took a great interest in my work,
and I so enjoyed the anguish which certain pet sins of yours
afflicted you with that I kept pelting at you until I rather
overdid the matter. You began to rebel. Of course I began to lose
ground, then, and shrivel a little – diminish in stature, get
moldy, and grow deformed. The more I weakened, the more stubbornly
you fastened on to those particular sins; till at last the places
on my person that represent those vices became as callous as
shark-skin. Take smoking, for instance. I played that card a little
too long, and I lost. When people plead with you at this late day
to quit that vice, that old callous place seems to enlarge and
cover me all over like a shirt of mail. It exerts a mysterious,
smothering effect; and presently I, your faithful hater, your
devoted Conscience, go sound asleep! Sound? It is no name for it. I
couldn't hear it thunder at such a time. You have some few other
vices – perhaps eighty, or maybe ninety – that affect me in much
the same way."

		"This is flattering; you must be asleep a good part of your
time."

		"Yes, of late years. I should be asleep all the time but for the
help I get."

		"Who helps you?"

		"Other consciences. Whenever a person whose conscience I am
acquainted with tries to plead with you about the vices you are
callous to, I get my friend to give his client a pang concerning
some villainy of his own, and that shuts off his meddling and
starts him off to hunt personal consolation. My field of usefulness
is about trimmed down to tramps, budding authoresses, and that line
of goods now; but don't you worry – I'll harry you on theirs while
they last! Just you put your trust in me."

		"I think I can. But if you had only been good enough to mention
these facts some thirty years ago, I should have turned my
particular attention to sin, and I think that by this time I should
not only have had you pretty permanently asleep on the entire list
of human vices, but reduced to the size of a homeopathic pill, at
that. That is about the style of conscience I am pining for. If I
only had you shrunk you down to a homeopathic pill, and could get
my hands on you, would I put you in a glass case for a keepsake?
No, sir. I would give you to a yellow dog! That is where you ought
to be – you and all your tribe. You are not fit to be in society,
in my opinion. Now another question. Do you know a good many
consciences in this section?"

		"Plenty of them."

		"I would give anything to see some of them! Could you bring them
here? And would they be visible to me?"

		"Certainly not."

		"I suppose I ought to have known that without asking. But no
matter, you can describe them. Tell me about my neighbor Thompson's
conscience, please."

		"Very well. I know him intimately; have known him many years. I
knew him when he was eleven feet high and of a faultless figure.
But he is very pasty and tough and misshapen now, and hardly ever
interests himself about anything. As to his present size – well, he
sleeps in a cigar-box."

		"Likely enough. There are few smaller, meaner men in this region
than Hugh Thompson. Do you know Robinson's conscience?"

		"Yes. He is a shade under four and a half feet high; used to be
a blond; is a brunette now, but still shapely and comely."

		"Well, Robinson is a good fellow. Do you know Tom Smith's
conscience?"

		"I have known him from childhood. He was thirteen inches high,
and rather sluggish, when he was two years old – as nearly all of
us are at that age. He is thirty-seven feet high now, and the
stateliest figure in America. His legs are still racked with
growing-pains, but he has a good time, nevertheless. Never sleeps.
He is the most active and energetic member of the New England
Conscience Club; is president of it. Night and day you can find him
pegging away at Smith, panting with his labor, sleeves rolled up,
countenance all alive with enjoyment. He has got his victim
splendidly dragooned now. He can make poor Smith imagine that the
most innocent little thing he does is an odious sin; and then he
sets to work and almost tortures the soul out of him about it."

		"Smith is the noblest man in all this section, and the purest;
and yet is always breaking his heart because he cannot be good!
Only a conscience could find pleasure in heaping agony upon a
spirit like that. Do you know my aunt Mary's conscience?"

		"I have seen her at a distance, but am not acquainted with her.
She lives in the open air altogether, because no door is large
enough to admit her."

		"I can believe that. Let me see. Do you know the conscience of
that publisher who once stole some sketches of mine for a 'series'
of his, and then left me to pay the law expenses I had to incur in
order to choke him off?"

		"Yes. He has a wide fame. He was exhibited, a month ago, with
some other antiquities, for the benefit of a recent Member of the
Cabinet's conscience that was starving in exile. Tickets and fares
were high, but I traveled for nothing by pretending to be the
conscience of an editor, and got in for half-price by representing
myself to be the conscience of a clergyman. However, the
publisher's conscience, which was to have been the main feature of
the entertainment, was a failure – as an exhibition. He was there,
but what of that? The management had provided a microscope with a
magnifying power of only thirty thousand diameters, and so nobody
got to see him, after all. There was great and general
dissatisfaction, of course, but – "

		Just here there was an eager footstep on the stair; I opened the
door, and my aunt Mary burst into the room. It was a joyful meeting
and a cheery bombardment of questions and answers concerning family
matters ensued. By and by my aunt said:

		"But I am going to abuse you a little now. You promised me, the
day I saw you last, that you would look after the needs of the poor
family around the corner as faithfully as I had done it myself.
Well, I found out by accident that you failed of your promise. Was
that right?"

		In simple truth, I never had thought of that family a second
time! And now such a splintering pang of guilt shot through me! I
glanced up at my Conscience. Plainly, my heavy heart was affecting
him. His body was drooping forward; he seemed about to fall from
the bookcase. My aunt continued:

		"And think how you have neglected my poor protege at the
almshouse, you dear, hard-hearted promise-breaker!" I blushed
scarlet, and my tongue was tied. As the sense of my guilty
negligence waxed sharper and stronger, my Conscience began to sway
heavily back and forth; and when my aunt, after a little pause,
said in a grieved tone, "Since you never once went to see her,
maybe it will not distress you now to know that that poor child
died, months ago, utterly friendless and forsaken!" My Conscience
could no longer bear up under the weight of my sufferings, but
tumbled headlong from his high perch and struck the floor with a
dull, leaden thump. He lay there writhing with pain and quaking
with apprehension, but straining every muscle in frantic efforts to
get up. In a fever of expectancy I sprang to the door, locked it,
placed my back against it, and bent a watchful gaze upon my
struggling master. Already my fingers were itching to begin their
murderous work.

		"Oh, what can be the matter!" exclaimed by aunt, shrinking from
me, and following with her frightened eyes the direction of mine.
My breath was coming in short, quick gasps now, and my excitement
was almost uncontrollable. My aunt cried out:

		"Oh, do not look so! You appal me! Oh, what can the matter be?
What is it you see? Why do you stare so? Why do you work your
fingers like that?"

		"Peace, woman!" I said, in a hoarse whisper. "Look elsewhere;
pay no attention to me; it is nothing – nothing. I am often this
way. It will pass in a moment. It comes from smoking too much."

		My injured lord was up, wild-eyed with terror, and trying to
hobble toward the door. I could hardly breathe, I was so wrought
up. My aunt wrung her hands, and said:

		"Oh, I knew how it would be; I knew it would come to this at
last! Oh, I implore you to crush out that fatal habit while it may
yet be time! You must not, you shall not be deaf to my
supplications longer!" My struggling Conscience showed sudden signs
of weariness! "Oh, promise me you will throw off this hateful
slavery of tobacco!" My Conscience began to reel drowsily, and
grope with his hands – enchanting spectacle! "I beg you, I beseech
you, I implore you! Your reason is deserting you! There is madness
in your eye! It flames with frenzy! Oh, hear me, hear me, and be
saved! See, I plead with you on my very knees!" As she sank before
me my Conscience reeled again, and then drooped languidly to the
floor, blinking toward me a last supplication for mercy, with heavy
eyes. "Oh, promise, or you are lost! Promise, and be redeemed!
Promise! Promise and live!" With a long-drawn sigh my conquered
Conscience closed his eyes and fell fast asleep!

		With an exultant shout I sprang past my aunt, and in an instant
I had my lifelong foe by the throat. After so many years of waiting
and longing, he was mine at last. I tore him to shreds and
fragments. I rent the fragments to bits. I cast the bleeding
rubbish into the fire, and drew into my nostrils the grateful
incense of my burnt-offering. At last, and forever, my Conscience
was dead!

		I was a free man! I turned upon my poor aunt, who was almost
petrified with terror, and shouted:

		"Out of this with your paupers, your charities, your reforms,
your pestilent morals! You behold before you a man whose
life-conflict is done, whose soul is at peace; a man whose heart is
dead to sorrow, dead to suffering, dead to remorse; a man WITHOUT A
CONSCIENCE! In my joy I spare you, though I could throttle you and
never feel a pang! Fly!"

		She fled. Since that day my life is all bliss. Bliss, unalloyed
bliss. Nothing in all the world could persuade me to have a
conscience again. I settled all my old outstanding scores, and
began the world anew. I killed thirty-eight persons during the
first two weeks – all of them on account of ancient grudges. I
burned a dwelling that interrupted my view. I swindled a widow and
some orphans out of their last cow, which is a very good one,
though not thoroughbred, I believe. I have also committed scores of
crimes, of various kinds, and have enjoyed my work exceedingly,
whereas it would formerly have broken my heart and turned my hair
gray, I have no doubt.

		In conclusion, I wish to state, by way of advertisement, that
medical colleges desiring assorted tramps for scientific purposes,
either by the gross, by cord measurement, or per ton, will do well
to examine the lot in my cellar before purchasing elsewhere, as
these were all selected and prepared by myself, and can be had at a
low rate, because I wish to clear, out my stock and get ready for
the spring trade.

		*

	
		
		A dog's tale

		Chapter I

		My father was a St. Bernard, my mother was a collie, but I am a
Presbyterian. This is what my mother told me, I do not know these
nice distinctions myself. To me they are only fine large words
meaning nothing. My mother had a fondness for such; she liked to
say them, and see other dogs look surprised and envious, as
wondering how she got so much education. But, indeed, it was not
real education; it was only show: she got the words by listening in
the dining-room and drawing-room when there was company, and by
going with the children to Sunday-school and listening there; and
whenever she heard a large word she said it over to herself many
times, and so was able to keep it until there was a dogmatic
gathering in the neighborhood, then she would get it off, and
surprise and distress them all, from pocket-pup to mastiff, which
rewarded her for all her trouble. If there was a stranger he was
nearly sure to be suspicious, and when he got his breath again he
would ask her what it meant. And she always told him. He was never
expecting this but thought he would catch her; so when she told
him, he was the one that looked ashamed, whereas he had thought it
was going to be she. The others were always waiting for this, and
glad of it and proud of her, for they knew what was going to
happen, because they had had experience. When she told the meaning
of a big word they were all so taken up with admiration that it
never occurred to any dog to doubt if it was the right one; and
that was natural, because, for one thing, she answered up so
promptly that it seemed like a dictionary speaking, and for another
thing, where could they find out whether it was right or not? for
she was the only cultivated dog there was. By and by, when I was
older, she brought home the word Unintellectual, one time, and
worked it pretty hard all the week at different gatherings, making
much unhappiness and despondency; and it was at this time that I
noticed that during that week she was asked for the meaning at
eight different assemblages, and flashed out a fresh definition
every time, which showed me that she had more presence of mind than
culture, though I said nothing, of course. She had one word which
she always kept on hand, and ready, like a life-preserver, a kind
of emergency word to strap on when she was likely to get washed
overboard in a sudden way – that was the word Synonymous. When she
happened to fetch out a long word which had had its day weeks
before and its prepared meanings gone to her dump-pile, if there
was a stranger there of course it knocked him groggy for a couple
of minutes, then he would come to, and by that time she would be
away down wind on another tack, and not expecting anything; so when
he'd hail and ask her to cash in, I (the only dog on the inside of
her game) could see her canvas flicker a moment – but only just a
moment – then it would belly out taut and full, and she would say,
as calm as a summer's day, "It's synonymous with supererogation,"
or some godless long reptile of a word like that, and go placidly
about and skim away on the next tack, perfectly comfortable, you
know, and leave that stranger looking profane and embarrassed, and
the initiated slatting the floor with their tails in unison and
their faces transfigured with a holy joy.

		And it was the same with phrases. She would drag home a whole
phrase, if it had a grand sound, and play it six nights and two
matinees, and explain it a new way every time – which she had to,
for all she cared for was the phrase; she wasn't interested in what
it meant, and knew those dogs hadn't wit enough to catch her,
anyway. Yes, she was a daisy! She got so she wasn't afraid of
anything, she had such confidence in the ignorance of those
creatures. She even brought anecdotes that she had heard the family
and the dinner-guests laugh and shout over; and as a rule she got
the nub of one chestnut hitched onto another chestnut, where, of
course, it didn't fit and hadn't any point; and when she delivered
the nub she fell over and rolled on the floor and laughed and
barked in the most insane way, while I could see that she was
wondering to herself why it didn't seem as funny as it did when she
first heard it. But no harm was done; the others rolled and barked
too, privately ashamed of themselves for not seeing the point, and
never suspecting that the fault was not with them and there wasn't
any to see.

		You can see by these things that she was of a rather vain and
frivolous character; still, she had virtues, and enough to make up,
I think. She had a kind heart and gentle ways, and never harbored
resentments for injuries done her, but put them easily out of her
mind and forgot them; and she taught her children her kindly way,
and from her we learned also to be brave and prompt in time of
danger, and not to run away, but face the peril that threatened
friend or stranger, and help him the best we could without stopping
to think what the cost might be to us. And she taught us not by
words only, but by example, and that is the best way and the surest
and the most lasting. Why, the brave things she did, the splendid
things! she was just a soldier; and so modest about it – well, you
couldn't help admiring her, and you couldn't help imitating her;
not even a King Charles spaniel could remain entirely despicable in
her society. So, as you see, there was more to her than her
education.

		Chapter II

		When I was well grown, at last, I was sold and taken away, and I
never saw her again. She was broken-hearted, and so was I, and we
cried; but she comforted me as well as she could, and said we were
sent into this world for a wise and good purpose, and must do our
duties without repining, take our life as we might find it, live it
for the best good of others, and never mind about the results; they
were not our affair. She said men who did like this would have a
noble and beautiful reward by and by in another world, and although
we animals would not go there, to do well and right without reward
would give to our brief lives a worthiness and dignity which in
itself would be a reward. She had gathered these things from time
to time when she had gone to the Sunday-school with the children,
and had laid them up in her memory more carefully than she had done
with those other words and phrases; and she had studied them
deeply, for her good and ours. One may see by this that she had a
wise and thoughtful head, for all there was so much lightness and
vanity in it.

		So we said our farewells, and looked our last upon each other
through our tears; and the last thing she said – keeping it for the
last to make me remember it the better, I think – was, "In memory
of me, when there is a time of danger to another do not think of
yourself, think of your mother, and do as she would do."

		Do you think I could forget that? No.

		Chapter III

		It was such a charming home! – my new one; a fine great house,
with pictures, and delicate decorations, and rich furniture, and no
gloom anywhere, but all the wilderness of dainty colors lit up with
flooding sunshine; and the spacious grounds around it, and the
great garden – oh, greensward, and noble trees, and flowers, no
end! And I was the same as a member of the family; and they loved
me, and petted me, and did not give me a new name, but called me by
my old one that was dear to me because my mother had given it me –
Aileen Mavourneen. She got it out of a song; and the Grays knew
that song, and said it was a beautiful name.

		Mrs. Gray was thirty, and so sweet and so lovely, you cannot
imagine it; and Sadie was ten, and just like her mother, just a
darling slender little copy of her, with auburn tails down her
back, and short frocks; and the baby was a year old, and plump and
dimpled, and fond of me, and never could get enough of hauling on
my tail, and hugging me, and laughing out its innocent happiness;
and Mr. Gray was thirty-eight, and tall and slender and handsome, a
little bald in front, alert, quick in his movements, business-like,
prompt, decided, unsentimental, and with that kind of trim-chiseled
face that just seems to glint and sparkle with frosty
intellectuality! He was a renowned scientist. I do not know what
the word means, but my mother would know how to use it and get
effects. She would know how to depress a rat-terrier with it and
make a lap-dog look sorry he came. But that is not the best one;
the best one was Laboratory. My mother could organize a Trust on
that one that would skin the tax-collars off the whole herd. The
laboratory was not a book, or a picture, or a place to wash your
hands in, as the college president's dog said – no, that is the
lavatory; the laboratory is quite different, and is filled with
jars, and bottles, and electrics, and wires, and strange machines;
and every week other scientists came there and sat in the place,
and used the machines, and discussed, and made what they called
experiments and discoveries; and often I came, too, and stood
around and listened, and tried to learn, for the sake of my mother,
and in loving memory of her, although it was a pain to me, as
realizing what she was losing out of her life and I gaining nothing
at all; for try as I might, I was never able to make anything out
of it at all.

		Other times I lay on the floor in the mistress's work-room and
slept, she gently using me for a foot-stool, knowing it pleased me,
for it was a caress; other times I spent an hour in the nursery,
and got well tousled and made happy; other times I watched by the
crib there, when the baby was asleep and the nurse out for a few
minutes on the baby's affairs; other times I romped and raced
through the grounds and the garden with Sadie till we were tired
out, then slumbered on the grass in the shade of a tree while she
read her book; other times I went visiting among the neighbor dogs
– for there were some most pleasant ones not far away, and one very
handsome and courteous and graceful one, a curly-haired Irish
setter by the name of Robin Adair, who was a Presbyterian like me,
and belonged to the Scotch minister.

		The servants in our house were all kind to me and were fond of
me, and so, as you see, mine was a pleasant life. There could not
be a happier dog that I was, nor a gratefuller one. I will say this
for myself, for it is only the truth: I tried in all ways to do
well and right, and honor my mother's memory and her teachings, and
earn the happiness that had come to me, as best I could.

		By and by came my little puppy, and then my cup was full, my
happiness was perfect. It was the dearest little waddling thing,
and so smooth and soft and velvety, and had such cunning little
awkward paws, and such affectionate eyes, and such a sweet and
innocent face; and it made me so proud to see how the children and
their mother adored it, and fondled it, and exclaimed over every
little wonderful thing it did. It did seem to me that life was just
too lovely to –

		Then came the winter. One day I was standing a watch in the
nursery. That is to say, I was asleep on the bed. The baby was
asleep in the crib, which was alongside the bed, on the side next
the fireplace. It was the kind of crib that has a lofty tent over
it made of gauzy stuff that you can see through. The nurse was out,
and we two sleepers were alone. A spark from the wood-fire was shot
out, and it lit on the slope of the tent. I suppose a quiet
interval followed, then a scream from the baby awoke me, and there
was that tent flaming up toward the ceiling! Before I could think,
I sprang to the floor in my fright, and in a second was half-way to
the door; but in the next half-second my mother's farewell was
sounding in my ears, and I was back on the bed again. I reached my
head through the flames and dragged the baby out by the waist-band,
and tugged it along, and we fell to the floor together in a cloud
of smoke; I snatched a new hold, and dragged the screaming little
creature along and out at the door and around the bend of the hall,
and was still tugging away, all excited and happy and proud, when
the master's voice shouted:

		"Begone you cursed beast!" and I jumped to save myself; but he
was furiously quick, and chased me up, striking furiously at me
with his cane, I dodging this way and that, in terror, and at last
a strong blow fell upon my left foreleg, which made me shriek and
fall, for the moment, helpless; the cane went up for another blow,
but never descended, for the nurse's voice rang wildly out, "The
nursery's on fire!" and the master rushed away in that direction,
and my other bones were saved.

		The pain was cruel, but, no matter, I must not lose any time; he
might come back at any moment; so I limped on three legs to the
other end of the hall, where there was a dark little stairway
leading up into a garret where old boxes and such things were kept,
as I had heard say, and where people seldom went. I managed to
climb up there, then I searched my way through the dark among the
piles of things, and hid in the secretest place I could find. It
was foolish to be afraid there, yet still I was; so afraid that I
held in and hardly even whimpered, though it would have been such a
comfort to whimper, because that eases the pain, you know. But I
could lick my leg, and that did some good.

		For half an hour there was a commotion downstairs, and
shoutings, and rushing footsteps, and then there was quiet again.
Quiet for some minutes, and that was grateful to my spirit, for
then my fears began to go down; and fears are worse than pains –
oh, much worse. Then came a sound that froze me. They were calling
me – calling me by name – hunting for me!

		It was muffled by distance, but that could not take the terror
out of it, and it was the most dreadful sound to me that I had ever
heard. It went all about, everywhere, down there: along the halls,
through all the rooms, in both stories, and in the basement and the
cellar; then outside, and farther and farther away – then back, and
all about the house again, and I thought it would never, never
stop. But at last it did, hours and hours after the vague twilight
of the garret had long ago been blotted out by black darkness.

		Then in that blessed stillness my terrors fell little by little
away, and I was at peace and slept. It was a good rest I had, but I
woke before the twilight had come again. I was feeling fairly
comfortable, and I could think out a plan now. I made a very good
one; which was, to creep down, all the way down the back stairs,
and hide behind the cellar door, and slip out and escape when the
iceman came at dawn, while he was inside filling the refrigerator;
then I would hide all day, and start on my journey when night came;
my journey to – well, anywhere where they would not know me and
betray me to the master. I was feeling almost cheerful now; then
suddenly I thought: Why, what would life be without my puppy!

		That was despair. There was no plan for me; I saw that; I must
stay where I was; stay, and wait, and take what might come – it was
not my affair; that was what life is – my mother had said it. Then
– well, then the calling began again! All my sorrows came back. I
said to myself, the master will never forgive. I did not know what
I had done to make him so bitter and so unforgiving, yet I judged
it was something a dog could not understand, but which was clear to
a man and dreadful.

		They called and called – days and nights, it seemed to me. So
long that the hunger and thirst near drove me mad, and I recognized
that I was getting very weak. When you are this way you sleep a
great deal, and I did. Once I woke in an awful fright – it seemed
to me that the calling was right there in the garret! And so it
was: it was Sadie's voice, and she was crying; my name was falling
from her lips all broken, poor thing, and I could not believe my
ears for the joy of it when I heard her say:

		"Come back to us – oh, come back to us, and forgive – it is all
so sad without our – "

		I broke in with SUCH a grateful little yelp, and the next moment
Sadie was plunging and stumbling through the darkness and the
lumber and shouting for the family to hear, "She's found, she's
found!"

		The days that followed – well, they were wonderful. The mother
and Sadie and the servants – why, they just seemed to worship me.
They couldn't seem to make me a bed that was fine enough; and as
for food, they couldn't be satisfied with anything but game and
delicacies that were out of season; and every day the friends and
neighbors flocked in to hear about my heroism – that was the name
they called it by, and it means agriculture. I remember my mother
pulling it on a kennel once, and explaining it in that way, but
didn't say what agriculture was, except that it was synonymous with
intramural incandescence; and a dozen times a day Mrs. Gray and
Sadie would tell the tale to new-comers, and say I risked my life
to say the baby's, and both of us had burns to prove it, and then
the company would pass me around and pet me and exclaim about me,
and you could see the pride in the eyes of Sadie and her mother;
and when the people wanted to know what made me limp, they looked
ashamed and changed the subject, and sometimes when people hunted
them this way and that way with questions about it, it looked to me
as if they were going to cry.

		And this was not all the glory; no, the master's friends came, a
whole twenty of the most distinguished people, and had me in the
laboratory, and discussed me as if I was a kind of discovery; and
some of them said it was wonderful in a dumb beast, the finest
exhibition of instinct they could call to mind; but the master
said, with vehemence, "It's far above instinct; it's REASON, and
many a man, privileged to be saved and go with you and me to a
better world by right of its possession, has less of it that this
poor silly quadruped that's foreordained to perish"; and then he
laughed, and said: "Why, look at me – I'm a sarcasm! bless you,
with all my grand intelligence, the only thing I inferred was that
the dog had gone mad and was destroying the child, whereas but for
the beast's intelligence – it's REASON, I tell you! – the child
would have perished!"

		They disputed and disputed, and I was the very center of subject
of it all, and I wished my mother could know that this grand honor
had come to me; it would have made her proud.

		Then they discussed optics, as they called it, and whether a
certain injury to the brain would produce blindness or not, but
they could not agree about it, and said they must test it by
experiment by and by; and next they discussed plants, and that
interested me, because in the summer Sadie and I had planted seeds
– I helped her dig the holes, you know – and after days and days a
little shrub or a flower came up there, and it was a wonder how
that could happen; but it did, and I wished I could talk – I would
have told those people about it and shown then how much I knew, and
been all alive with the subject; but I didn't care for the optics;
it was dull, and when the came back to it again it bored me, and I
went to sleep.

		Pretty soon it was spring, and sunny and pleasant and lovely,
and the sweet mother and the children patted me and the puppy
good-by, and went away on a journey and a visit to their kin, and
the master wasn't any company for us, but we played together and
had good times, and the servants were kind and friendly, so we got
along quite happily and counted the days and waited for the
family.

		And one day those men came again, and said, now for the test,
and they took the puppy to the laboratory, and I limped
three-leggedly along, too, feeling proud, for any attention shown
to the puppy was a pleasure to me, of course. They discussed and
experimented, and then suddenly the puppy shrieked, and they set
him on the floor, and he went staggering around, with his head all
bloody, and the master clapped his hands and shouted:

		"There, I've won – confess it! He's a blind as a bat!"

		And they all said:

		"It's so – you've proved your theory, and suffering humanity
owes you a great debt from henceforth," and they crowded around
him, and wrung his hand cordially and thankfully, and praised
him.

		But I hardly saw or heard these things, for I ran at once to my
little darling, and snuggled close to it where it lay, and licked
the blood, and it put its head against mine, whimpering softly, and
I knew in my heart it was a comfort to it in its pain and trouble
to feel its mother's touch, though it could not see me. Then it
dropped down, presently, and its little velvet nose rested upon the
floor, and it was still, and did not move any more.

		Soon the master stopped discussing a moment, and rang in the
footman, and said, "Bury it in the far corner of the garden," and
then went on with the discussion, and I trotted after the footman,
very happy and grateful, for I knew the puppy was out of its pain
now, because it was asleep. We went far down the garden to the
farthest end, where the children and the nurse and the puppy and I
used to play in the summer in the shade of a great elm, and there
the footman dug a hole, and I saw he was going to plant the puppy,
and I was glad, because it would grow and come up a fine handsome
dog, like Robin Adair, and be a beautiful surprise for the family
when they came home; so I tried to help him dig, but my lame leg
was no good, being stiff, you know, and you have to have two, or it
is no use. When the footman had finished and covered little Robin
up, he patted my head, and there were tears in his eyes, and he
said: "Poor little doggie, you saved HIS child!"

		I have watched two whole weeks, and he doesn't come up! This
last week a fright has been stealing upon me. I think there is
something terrible about this. I do not know what it is, but the
fear makes me sick, and I cannot eat, though the servants bring me
the best of food; and they pet me so, and even come in the night,
and cry, and say, "Poor doggie – do give it up and come home; don't
break our hearts!" and all this terrifies me the more, and makes me
sure something has happened. And I am so weak; since yesterday I
cannot stand on my feet anymore. And within this hour the servants,
looking toward the sun where it was sinking out of sight and the
night chill coming on, said things I could not understand, but they
carried something cold to my heart.

		"Those poor creatures! They do not suspect. They will come home
in the morning, and eagerly ask for the little doggie that did the
brave deed, and who of us will be strong enough to say the truth to
them: 'The humble little friend is gone where go the beasts that
perish.'"

		*

	
		
		The invalid's story

		I seem sixty and married, but these effects are due to my
condition and sufferings, for I am a bachelor, and only forty-one.
It will be hard for you to believe that I, who am now but a shadow,
was a hale, hearty man two short years ago, a man of iron, a very
athlete! – yet such is the simple truth. But stranger still than
this fact is the way in which I lost my health. I lost it through
helping to take care of a box of guns on a two-hundred-mile railway
journey one winter's night. It is the actual truth, and I will tell
you about it.

		I belong in Cleveland, Ohio. One winter's night, two years ago,
I reached home just after dark, in a driving snow-storm, and the
first thing I heard when I entered the house was that my dearest
boyhood friend and schoolmate, John B. Hackett, had died the day
before, and that his last utterance had been a desire that I would
take his remains home to his poor old father and mother in
Wisconsin. I was greatly shocked and grieved, but there was no time
to waste in emotions; I must start at once. I took the card, marked
"Deacon Levi Hackett, Bethlehem, Wisconsin," and hurried off
through the whistling storm to the railway station. Arrived there I
found the long white-pine box which had been described to me; I
fastened the card to it with some tacks, saw it put safely aboard
the express car, and then ran into the eating-room to provide
myself with a sandwich and some cigars. When I returned, presently,
there was my coffin-box back again, apparently, and a young fellow
examining around it, with a card in his hands, and some tacks and a
hammer! I was astonished and puzzled. He began to nail on his card,
and I rushed out to the express car, in a good deal of a state of
mind, to ask for an explanation. But no – there was my box, all
right, in the express car; it hadn't been disturbed. [The fact is
that without my suspecting it a prodigious mistake had been made. I
was carrying off a box of guns which that young fellow had come to
the station to ship to a rifle company in Peoria, Illinois, and he
had got my corpse!] Just then the conductor sung out "All aboard,"
and I jumped into the express car and got a comfortable seat on a
bale of buckets. The expressman was there, hard at work, – a plain
man of fifty, with a simple, honest, good- natured face, and a
breezy, practical heartiness in his general style. As the train
moved off a stranger skipped into the car and set a package of
peculiarly mature and capable Limburger cheese on one end of my
coffin-box – I mean my box of guns. That is to say, I know now that
it was Limburger cheese, but at that time I never had heard of the
article in my life, and of course was wholly ignorant of its
character. Well, we sped through the wild night, the bitter storm
raged on, a cheerless misery stole over me, my heart went down,
down, down! The old expressman made a brisk remark or two about the
tempest and the arctic weather, slammed his sliding doors to, and
bolted them, closed his window down tight, and then went bustling
around, here and there and yonder, setting things to rights, and
all the time contentedly humming "Sweet By and By," in a low tone,
and flatting a good deal. Presently I began to detect a most evil
and searching odor stealing about on the frozen air. This depressed
my spirits still more, because of course I attributed it to my poor
departed friend. There was something infinitely saddening about his
calling himself to my remembrance in this dumb pathetic way, so it
was hard to keep the tears back. Moreover, it distressed me on
account of the old expressman, who, I was afraid, might notice it.
However, he went humming tranquilly on, and gave no sign; and for
this I was grateful. Grateful, yes, but still uneasy; and soon I
began to feel more and more uneasy every minute, for every minute
that went by that odor thickened up the more, and got to be more
and more gamey and hard to stand. Presently, having got things
arranged to his satisfaction, the expressman got some wood and made
up a tremendous fire in his stove.

		This distressed me more than I can tell, for I could not but
feel that it was a mistake. I was sure that the effect would be
deleterious upon my poor departed friend. Thompson – the
expressman's name was Thompson, as I found out in the course of the
night – now went poking around his car, stopping up whatever stray
cracks he could find, remarking that it didn't make any difference
what kind of a night it was outside, he calculated to make us
comfortable, anyway. I said nothing, but I believed he was not
choosing the right way. Meantime he was humming to himself just as
before; and meantime, too, the stove was getting hotter and hotter,
and the place closer and closer. I felt myself growing pale and
qualmish, but grieved in silence and said nothing.

		Soon I noticed that the "Sweet By and By" was gradually fading
out; next it ceased altogether, and there was an ominous stillness.
After a few moments Thompson said,

		"Pfew! I reckon it ain't no cinnamon 't I've loaded up thish-yer
stove with!"

		He gasped once or twice, then moved toward the cof – gun-box,
stood over that Limburger cheese part of a moment, then came back
and sat down near me, looking a good deal impressed. After a
contemplative pause, he said, indicating the box with a
gesture,

		"Friend of yourn?"

		"Yes," I said with a sigh.

		"He's pretty ripe, ain't he!"

		Nothing further was said for perhaps a couple of minutes, each
being busy with his own thoughts; then Thompson said, in a low,
awed voice,

		"Sometimes it's uncertain whether they're really gone or not, –
seem gone, you know – body warm, joints limber – and so, although
you think they're gone, you don't really know. I've had cases in my
car. It's perfectly awful, becuz you don't know what minute they'll
rise up and look at you!" Then, after a pause, and slightly lifting
his elbow toward the box, – "But he ain't in no trance! No, sir, I
go bail for him!"

		We sat some time, in meditative silence, listening to the wind
and the roar of the train; then Thompson said, with a good deal of
feeling,

		"Well-a-well, we've all got to go, they ain't no getting around
it. Man that is born of woman is of few days and far between, as
Scriptur' says. Yes, you look at it any way you want to, it's awful
solemn and cur'us: they ain't nobody can get around it; all's got
to go – just everybody, as you may say. One day you're hearty and
strong" – here he scrambled to his feet and broke a pane and
stretched his nose out at it a moment or two, then sat down again
while I struggled up and thrust my nose out at the same place, and
this we kept on doing every now and then – " and next day he's cut
down like the grass, and the places which knowed him then knows him
no more forever, as Scriptur' says. Yes'ndeedy, it's awful solemn
and cur'us; but we've all got to go, one time or another; they
ain't no getting around it."

		There was another long pause; then, –

		"What did he die of?"

		I said I didn't know.

		"How long has he ben dead?"

		It seemed judicious to enlarge the facts to fit the
probabilities; so I said,

		"Two or three days."

		But it did no good; for Thompson received it with an injured
look which plainly said, "Two or three years, you mean." Then he
went right along, placidly ignoring my statement, and gave his
views at considerable length upon the unwisdom of putting off
burials too long. Then he lounged off toward the box, stood a
moment, then came back on a sharp trot and visited the broken pane,
observing,

		"'Twould 'a' ben a dum sight better, all around, if they'd
started him along last summer."

		Thompson sat down and buried his face in his red silk
handkerchief, and began to slowly sway and rock his body like one
who is doing his best to endure the almost unendurable. By this
time the fragrance – if you may call it fragrance – was just about
suffocating, as near as you can come at it. Thompson's face was
turning gray; I knew mine hadn't any color left in it. By and by
Thompson rested his forehead in his left hand, with his elbow on
his knee, and sort of waved his red handkerchief towards the box
with his other hand, and said, –

		"I've carried a many a one of 'em, – some of 'em considerable
overdue, too, – but, lordy, he just lays over 'em all! – and does
it easy Cap., they was heliotrope to him!"

		This recognition of my poor friend gratified me, in spite of the
sad circumstances, because it had so much the sound of a
compliment.

		Pretty soon it was plain that something had got to be done. I
suggested cigars. Thompson thought it was a good idea. He said,

		"Likely it'll modify him some."

		We puffed gingerly along for a while, and tried hard to imagine
that things were improved. But it wasn't any use. Before very long,
and without any consultation, both cigars were quietly dropped from
our nerveless fingers at the same moment. Thompson said, with a
sigh,

		"No, Cap., it don't modify him worth a cent. Fact is, it makes
him worse, becuz it appears to stir up his ambition. What do you
reckon we better do, now?"

		I was not able to suggest anything; indeed, I had to be
swallowing and swallowing, all the time, and did not like to trust
myself to speak. Thompson fell to maundering, in a desultory and
low-spirited way, about the miserable experiences of this night;
and he got to referring to my poor friend by various titles, –
sometimes military ones, sometimes civil ones; and I noticed that
as fast as my poor friend's effectiveness grew, Thompson promoted
him accordingly, – gave him a bigger title. Finally he said,

		"I've got an idea. Suppos' n we buckle down to it and give the
Colonel a bit of a shove towards t'other end of the car? – about
ten foot, say. He wouldn't have so much influence, then, don't you
reckon?"

		I said it was a good scheme. So we took in a good fresh breath
at the broken pane, calculating to hold it till we got through;
then we went there and bent over that deadly cheese and took a grip
on the box. Thompson nodded "All ready," and then we threw
ourselves forward with all our might; but Thompson slipped, and
slumped down with his nose on the cheese, and his breath got loose.
He gagged and gasped, and floundered up and made a break for the
door, pawing the air and saying hoarsely, "Don't hender me! – gimme
the road! I'm a-dying; gimme the road!" Out on the cold platform I
sat down and held his head a while, and he revived. Presently he
said,

		"Do you reckon we started the Gen'rul any?"

		I said no; we hadn't budged him.

		"Well, then, that idea's up the flume. We got to think up
something else. He's suited wher' he is, I reckon; and if that's
the way he feels about it, and has made up his mind that he don't
wish to be disturbed, you bet he's a-going to have his own way in
the business. Yes, better leave him right wher' he is, long as he
wants it so; becuz he holds all the trumps, don't you know, and so
it stands to reason that the man that lays out to alter his plans
for him is going to get left."

		But we couldn't stay out there in that mad storm; we should have
frozen to death. So we went in again and shut the door, and began
to suffer once more and take turns at the break in the window. By
and by, as we were starting away from a station where we had
stopped a moment Thompson. pranced in cheerily, and exclaimed,

		"We're all right, now! I reckon we've got the Commodore this
time. I judge I've got the stuff here that'll take the tuck out of
him."

		It was carbolic acid. He had a carboy of it. He sprinkled it all
around everywhere; in fact he drenched everything with it,
rifle-box, cheese and all. Then we sat down, feeling pretty
hopeful. But it wasn't for long. You see the two perfumes began to
mix, and then – well, pretty soon we made a break for the door; and
out there Thompson swabbed his face with his bandanna and said in a
kind of disheartened way,

		"It ain't no use. We can't buck agin him. He just utilizes
everything we put up to modify him with, and gives it his own
flavor and plays it back on us. Why, Cap., don't you know, it's as
much as a hundred times worse in there now than it was when he
first got a-going. I never did see one of 'em warm up to his work
so, and take such a dumnation interest in it. No, Sir, I never did,
as long as I've ben on the road; and I've carried a many a one of
'em, as I was telling you."

		We went in again after we were frozen pretty stiff; but my, we
couldn't stay in, now. So we just waltzed back and forth, freezing,
and thawing, and stifling, by turns. In about an hour we stopped at
another station; and as we left it Thompson came in with a bag, and
said, –

		"Cap., I'm a-going to chance him once more, – just this once;
and if we don't fetch him this time, the thing for us to do, is to
just throw up the sponge and withdraw from the canvass. That's the
way I put it up." He had brought a lot of chicken feathers, and
dried apples, and leaf tobacco, and rags, and old shoes, and
sulphur, and asafoetida, and one thing or another; and he, piled
them on a breadth of sheet iron in the middle of the floor, and set
fire to them.

		When they got well started, I couldn't see, myself, how even the
corpse could stand it. All that went before was just simply poetry
to that smell, – but mind you, the original smell stood up out of
it just as sublime as ever, – fact is, these other smells just
seemed to give it a better hold; and my, how rich it was! I didn't
make these reflections there – there wasn't time – made them on the
platform. And breaking for the platform, Thompson got suffocated
and fell; and before I got him dragged out, which I did by the
collar, I was mighty near gone myself. When we revived, Thompson
said dejectedly, –

		"We got to stay out here, Cap. We got to do it. They ain't no
other way. The Governor wants to travel alone, and he's fixed so he
can outvote us."

		And presently he added,

		"And don't you know, we're pisoned. It's our last trip, you can
make up your mind to it. Typhoid fever is what's going to come of
this. I feel it acoming right now. Yes, sir, we're elected, just as
sure as you're born."

		We were taken from the platform an hour later, frozen and
insensible, at the next station, and I went straight off into a
virulent fever, and never knew anything again for three weeks. I
found out, then, that I had spent that awful night with a harmless
box of rifles and a lot of innocent cheese; but the news was too
late to save me; imagination had done its work, and my health was
permanently shattered; neither Bermuda nor any other land can ever
bring it back tome. This is my last trip; I am on my way home to
die.

		*

	
		
		Awful, Terrible Medieval Romance

		THE SECRET REVEALED

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

		"My daughter!"

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

		"Speak, father!"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

		FESTIVITY AND TEARS

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

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

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

		THE PLOT THICKENS

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

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

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

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

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

		"You relent! you relent! You can love me – you will love me! Oh,
say you will, my own, my worshipped Conrad!'"

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

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

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

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

		THE AWFUL REVELATION

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

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

		"The Lady Constance hath given birth to a child!"

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

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

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

		THE FRIGHTFUL CATASTROPHE

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

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

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

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

		"Prisoner, stand forth!"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

		"Thou art the man!"

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

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

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

		[If Harper's Weekly or the New York Tribune desire to copy these
initial chapters into the, reading columns of their valuable
journals, just as they do the opening chapters of Ledger and New
York Weekly novels, they are at liberty to do so at the usual
rates, provided they "trust."]

		Mark Twain
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