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The Mysterious Stranger



Chapter I

IT was in 1590—winter. Austria was far away from the world, and
asleep; it was still the Middle Ages in Austria, and promised to remain so
forever. Some even set it away back centuries upon centuries and said
that by the mental and spiritual clock it was still the Age of Belief in
Austria. But they meant it as a compliment, not a slur, and it was so
taken, and we were all proud of it. I remember it well, although | was
only a boy; and | remember, too, the pleasure it gave me.

Yes, Austria was far from the world, and asleep, and our village was
in the middle of that sleep, being in the middle of Austria. It drowsed in
peace in the deep privacy of a hilly and woodsy solitude where news
from the world hardly ever came to disturb its dreams, and was infinitely
content. At its front flowed the tranquil river, its surface painted with
cloud-forms and the reflections of drifting arks and stone-boats; behind it
rose the woody steeps to the base of the lofty precipice; from the top of
the precipice frowned a vast castle, its long stretch of towers and bastions
mailed in vines; beyond the river, a league to the left, was a tumbled
expanse of forest-clothed hills cloven by winding gorges where the sun
never penetrated; and to the right a precipice overlooked the river, and
between it and the hills just spoken of lay a far-reaching plain dotted
with little homesteads nested among orchards and shade trees.

The whole region for leagues around was the hereditary property of a
prince, whose servants kept the castle always in perfect condition for
occupancy, but neither he nor his family came there oftener than once in
five years. When they came it was as if the lord of the world had arrived,
and had brought all the glories of its kingdoms along; and when they
went they left a calm behind which was like the deep sleep which follows
an orgy.

Eseldorf was a paradise for us boys. We were not overmuch pestered
with schooling. Mainly we were trained to be good Christians; to revere
the Virgin, the Church, and the saints above everything. Beyond these
matters we were not required to know much; and, in fact, not allowed to.
Knowledge was not good for the common people, and could make them
discontented with the lot which God had appointed for them, and God
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would not endure discontentment with His plans. We had two priests.
One of them, Father Adolf, was a very zealous and strenuous priest,
much considered.

There may have been better priests, in some ways, than Father Adolf,
but there was never one in our commune who was held in more solemn
and awful respect. This was because he had absolutely no fear of the
Devil. He was the only Christian | have ever known of whom that could
be truly said. People stood in deep dread of him on that account; for they
thought that there must be something supernatural about him, else he
could not be so bold and so confident. All men speak in bitter disapproval
of the Devil, but they do it reverently, not flippantly; but Father Adolf’s
way was very different; he called him by every name he could lay his
tongue to, and it made everyone shudder that heard him; and often he
would even speak of him scornfully and scoffingly; then the people
crossed themselves and went quickly out of his presence, fearing that
something fearful might happen.

Father Adolf had actually met Satan face to face more than once, and
defied him. This was known to be so. Father Adolf said it himself. He
never made any secret of it, but spoke it right out. And that he was
speaking true there was proof in at least one instance, for on that
occasion he quarreled with the enemy, and intrepidly threw his bottle at
him; and there, upon the wall of his study, was the ruddy splotch where it
struck and broke.

But it was Father Peter, the other priest, that we all loved best and
were sorriest for. Some people charged him with talking around in
conversation that God was all goodness and would find a way to save all
his poor human children. It was a horrible thing to say, but there was
never any absolute proof that Father Peter said it; and it was out of
character for him to say it, too, for he was always good and gentle and
truthful. He wasn’t charged with saying it in the pulpit, where all the
congregation could hear and testify, but only outside, in talk; and it is
easy for enemies to manufacture that. Father Peter had an enemy and a
very powerful one, the astrologer who lived in a tumbled old tower up
the valley, and put in his nights studying the stars. Every one knew he
could foretell wars and famines, though that was not so hard, for there
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was always a war, and generally a famine somewhere. But he could also
read any man’s life through the stars in a big book he had, and find lost
property, and every one in the village except Father Peter stood in awe of
him. Even Father Adolf, who had defied the Devil, had a wholesome
respect for the astrologer when he came through our village wearing his
tall, pointed hat and his long, flowing robe with stars on it, carrying his
big book, and a staff which was known to have magic power. The bishop
himself sometimes listened to the astrologer, it was said, for, besides
studying the stars and prophesying, the astrologer made a great show of
piety, which would impress the bishop, of course.

But Father Peter took no stock in the astrologer. He denounced him
openly as a charlatan—a fraud with no valuable knowledge of any kind,
or powers beyond those of an ordinary and rather inferior human being,
which naturally made the astrologer hate Father Peter and wish to ruin
him. It was the astrologer, as we all believed, who originated the story
about Father Peter’s shocking remark and carried it to the bishop. It was
said that Father Peter had made the remark to his niece, Marget, though
Marget denied it and implored the bishop to believe her and spare her old
uncle from poverty and disgrace. But the bishop wouldn’t listen. He
suspended Father Peter indefinitely, though he wouldn’t go so far as to
excommunicate him on the evidence of only one witness; and now
Father Peter had been out a couple of years, and our other priest, Father
Adolf, had his flock.

Those had been hard years for the old priest and Marget. They had
been favorites, but of course that changed when they came under the
shadow of the bishop’s frown. Many of their friends fell away entirely,
and the rest became cool and distant. Marget was a lovely girl of
eighteen when the trouble came, and she had the best head in the village,
and the most in it. She taught the harp, and earned all her clothes and
pocket money by her own industry. But her scholars fell off one by one
now; she was forgotten when there were dances and parties among the
youth of the village; the young fellows stopped coming to the house, all
except Wilhelm Meidling—and he could have been spared; she and her
uncle were sad and forlorn in their neglect and disgrace, and the sunshine
was gone out of their lives. Matters went worse and worse, all through
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the two years. Clothes were wearing out, bread was harder and harder to
get. And now, at last, the very end was come. Solomon Isaacs had lent all
the money he was willing to put on the house, and gave notice that to-
morrow he would foreclose.

Chapter 11

THREE of us boys were always together, and had been so from the
cradle, being fond of one another from the beginning, and this affection
deepened as the years went on—Nikolaus Bauman, son of the principal
judge of the local court; Seppi Wohlmeyer, son of the keeper of the
principal inn, the “Golden Stag,” which had a nice garden, with shade
trees reaching down to the riverside, and pleasure boats for hire; and |
was the third—Theodor Fischer, son of the church organist, who was
also leader of the village musicians, teacher of the violin, composer, tax-
collector of the commune, sexton, and in other ways a useful citizen, and
respected by all. We knew the hills and the woods as well as the birds
knew them; for we were always roaming them when we had leisure—at
least, when we were not swimming or boating or fishing, or playing on
the ice or sliding down hill.

And we had the run of the castle park, and very few had that. It was
because we were pets of the oldest serving-man in the castle—Felix
Brandt; and often we went there, nights, to hear him talk about old times
and strange things, and to smoke with him (he taught us that) and to
drink coffee; for he had served in the wars, and was at the siege of
Vienna; and there, when the Turks were defeated and driven away,
among the captured things were bags of coffee, and the Turkish prisoners
explained the character of it and how to make a pleasant drink out of it,
and now he always kept coffee by him, to drink himself and also to
astonish the ignorant with. When it stormed he kept us all night; and
while it thundered and lightened outside he told us about ghosts and
horrors of every kind, and of battles and murders and mutilations, and
such things, and made it pleasant and cozy inside; and he told these
things from his own experience largely. He had seen many ghosts in his
time, and witches and enchanters, and once he was lost in a fierce storm
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at midnight in the mountains, and by the glare of the lightning had seen
the Wild Huntsman rage on the blast with his specter dogs chasing after
him through the driving cloud-rack. Also he had seen an incubus once,
and several times he had seen the great bat that sucks the blood from the
necks of people while they are asleep, fanning them softly with its wings
and so keeping them drowsy till they die.

He encouraged us not to fear supernatural things, such as ghosts, and
said they did no harm, but only wandered about because they were lonely
and distressed and wanted kindly notice and compassion; and in time we
learned not to be afraid, and even went down with him in the night to the
haunted chamber in the dungeons of the castle. The ghost appeared only
once, and it went by very dim to the sight and floated noiseless through
the air, and then disappeared; and we scarcely trembled, he had taught us
so well. He said it came up sometimes in the night and woke him by
passing its clammy hand over his face, but it did him no hurt; it only
wanted sympathy and notice. But the strangest thing was that he had seen
angels—actual angels out of heaven—and had talked with them. They
had no wings, and wore clothes, and talked and looked and acted just like
any natural person, and you would never know them for angels except
for the wonderful things they did which a mortal could not do, and the
way they suddenly disappeared while you were talking with them, which
was also a thing which no mortal could do. And he said they were
pleasant and cheerful, not gloomy and melancholy, like ghosts.

It was after that kind of a talk one May night that we got up next
morning and had a good breakfast with him and then went down and
crossed the bridge and went away up into the hills on the left to a woody
hill-top which was a favorite place of ours, and there we stretched out on
the grass in the shade to rest and smoke and talk over these strange
things, for they were in our minds yet, and impressing us. But we couldn’t
smoke, because we had been heedless and left our flint and steel behind.

Soon there came a youth strolling toward us through the trees, and he
sat down and began to talk in a friendly way, just as if he knew us. But
we did not answer him, for he was a stranger and we were not used to
strangers and were shy of them. He had new and good clothes on, and
was handsome and had a winning face and a pleasant voice, and was
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easy and graceful and unembarrassed, not slouchy and awkward and
diffident, like other boys. We wanted to be friendly with him, but didn’t
know how to begin. Then I thought of the pipe, and wondered if it would
be taken as kindly meant if | offered it to him. But | remembered that we
had no fire, so | was sorry and disappointed. But he looked up bright and
pleased, and said:

“Fire? Oh, that is easy; | will furnish it.”

I was so astonished | couldn’t speak; for | had not said anything. He
took the pipe and blew his breath on it, and the tobacco glowed red, and
spirals of blue smoke rose up. We jumped up and were going to run, for
that was natural; and we did run a few steps, although he was yearningly
pleading for us to stay, and giving us his word that he would not do us
any harm, but only wanted to be friends with us and have company. So
we stopped and stood, and wanted to go back, being full of curiosity and
wonder, but afraid to venture. He went on coaxing, in his soft, persuasive
way; and when we saw that the pipe did not blow up and nothing
happened, our confidence returned by little and little, and presently our
curiosity got to be stronger than our fear, and we ventured back—but
slowly, and ready to fly at any alarm.

He was bent on putting us at ease, and he had the right art; one could
not remain doubtful and timorous where a person was so earnest and
simple and gentle, and talked so alluringly as he did; no, he won us over,
and it was not long before we were content and comfortable and chatty,
and glad we had found this new friend. When the feeling of constraint
was all gone we asked him how he had learned to do that strange thing,
and he said he hadn’t learned it at all; it came natural to him—Ilike other
things—other curious things.

“What ones?”

“Oh, a number; I don’t know how many.”

“Will you let us see you do them?”

“Do—please!” the others said.

“You won’t run away again?”

“No—indeed we won’t. Please do. Won’t you?”

“Yes, with pleasure; but you mustn’t forget your promise, you
know.”
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We said we wouldn’t, and he went to a puddle and came back with
water in a cup which he had made out of a leaf, and blew upon it and
threw it out, and it was a lump of ice the shape of the cup. We were
astonished and charmed, but not afraid any more; we were very glad to
be there, and asked him to go on and do some more things. And he did.
He said he would give us any kind of fruit we liked, whether it was in
season or not. We all spoke at once:

“Orange!”

“Apple!”

“Grapes!”

“They are in your pockets,” he said, and it was true. And they were
of the best, too, and we ate them and wished we had more, though none
of us said so.

“You will find them where those came from,” he said, “and every-
thing else your appetites call for; and you need not name the thing you
wish; as long as | am with you, you have only to wish and find.”

And he said true. There was never anything so wonderful and so
interesting. Bread, cakes, sweets, nuts—whatever one wanted, it was
there. He ate nothing himself, but sat and chatted, and did one curious
thing after another to amuse us. He made a tiny toy squirrel out of clay,
and it ran up a tree and sat on a limb overhead and barked down at us.
Then he made a dog that was not much larger than a mouse, and it treed
the squirrel and danced about the tree, excited and barking, and was as
alive as any dog could be. It frightened the squirrel from tree to tree and
followed it up until both were out of sight in the forest. He made birds
out of clay and set them free, and they flew away, singing.

At last | made bold to ask him to tell us who he was.

“An angel,” he said, quite simply, and set another bird free and
clapped his hands and made it fly away.

A kind of awe fell upon us when we heard him say that, and we were
afraid again; but he said we need not be troubled, there was no occasion
for us to be afraid of an angel, and he liked us, anyway. He went on
chatting as simply and unaffectedly as ever; and while he talked he made
a crowd of little men and women the size of your finger, and they went
diligently to work and cleared and leveled off a space a couple of yards
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square in the grass and began to build a cunning little castle in it, the
women mixing the mortar and carrying it up the scaffoldings in pails on
their heads, just as our work-women have always done, and the men
laying the courses of masonry—five hundred of these toy people
swarming briskly about and working diligently and wiping the sweat off
their faces as natural as life. In the absorbing interest of watching those
five hundred little people make the castle grow step by step and course
by course, and take shape and symmetry, that feeling and awe soon
passed away and we were quite comfortable and at home again. We
asked if we might make some people, and he said yes, and told Seppi to
make some cannon for the walls, and told Nikolaus to make some
halberdiers, with breastplates and greaves and helmets, and | was to
make some cavalry, with horses, and in allotting these tasks he called us
by our names, but did not say how he knew them. Then Seppi asked him
what his own name was, and he said, tranquilly, “Satan,” and held out a
chip and caught a little woman on it who was falling from the scaffolding
and put her back where she belonged, and said, “She is an idiot to step
backward like that and not notice what she is about.”

It caught us suddenly, that name did, and our work dropped out of
our hands and broke to pieces—a cannon, a halberdier, and a horse.
Satan laughed, and asked what was the matter. | said, “Nothing, only it
seemed a strange name for an angel.” He asked why.

“Because it’s—it’s—well, it’s his name, you know.”

“Yes—he is my uncle.”

He said it placidly, but it took our breath for a moment and made our
hearts beat. He did not seem to notice that, but mended our halberdiers
and things with a touch, handing them to us finished, and said, “Don’t
you remember?—he was an angel himself, once.”

“Yes—it’s true,” said Seppi; “I didn’t think of that.”

“Before the Fall he was blameless.”

“Yes,” said Nikolaus, “he was without sin.”

“It is a good family—ours,” said Satan; “there is not a better. He is
the only member of it that has ever sinned.”

I should not be able to make any one understand how exciting it all
was. You know that kind of quiver that trembles around through you
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when you are seeing something so strange and enchanting and wonderful
that it is just a fearful joy to be alive and look at it; and you know how
you gaze, and your lips turn dry and your breath comes short, but you
wouldn’t be anywhere but there, not for the world. | was bursting to ask
one question—I had it on my tongue’s end and could hardly hold it
back—but | was ashamed to ask it; it might be a rudeness. Satan set an
ox down that he had been making, and smiled up at me and said:

“It wouldn’t be a rudeness, and | should forgive it if it was. Have |
seen him? Millions of times. From the time that | was a little child a
thousand years old | was his second favorite among the nursery angels of
our blood and lineage—to use a human phrase—yes, from that time until
the Fall, eight thousand years, measured as you count time.”

“Eight—thousand!”

“Yes.” He turned to Seppi, and went on as if answering something
that was in Seppi’s mind: “Why, naturally | look like a boy, for that is
what | am. With us what you call time is a spacious thing; it takes a long
stretch of it to grow an angel to full age.” There was a question in my
mind, and he turned to me and answered it, “l am sixteen thousand years
old—counting as you count.” Then he turned to Nikolaus and said: “No,
the Fall did not affect me nor the rest of the relationship. It was only he
that | was named for who ate of the fruit of the tree and then beguiled the
man and the woman with it. We others are still ignorant of sin; we are
not able to commit it; we are without blemish, and shall abide in that
estate always. We—" Two of the little workmen were quarreling, and in
buzzing little bumblebee voices they were cursing and swearing at each
other; now came blows and blood; then they locked themselves together
in a life-and-death struggle. Satan reached out his hand and crushed the
life out of them with his fingers, threw them away, wiped the red from
his fingers on his handkerchief, and went on talking where he had left
off: “We cannot do wrong; neither have we any disposition to do it, for
we do not know what it is.”

It seemed a strange speech, in the circumstances, but we barely
noticed that, we were so shocked and grieved at the wanton murder he
had committed—for murder it was, that was its true name, and it was
without palliation or excuse, for the men had not wronged him in any
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way. It made us miserable, for we loved him, and had thought him so
noble and so beautiful and gracious, and had honestly believed he was an
angel; and to have him do this cruel thing—ah, it lowered him so, and we
had had such pride in him. He went right on talking, just as if nothing
had happened, telling about his travels, and the interesting things he had
seen in the big worlds of our solar systems and of other solar systems far
away in the remotenesses of space, and about the customs of the
immortals that inhabit them, somehow fascinating us, enchanting us,
charming us in spite of the pitiful scene that was now under our eyes, for
the wives of the little dead men had found the crushed and shapeless
bodies and were crying over them, and sobbing and lamenting, and a
priest was kneeling there with his hands crossed upon his breast, praying;
and crowds and crowds of pitying friends were massed about them,
reverently uncovered, with their bare heads bowed, and many with the
tears running down—a scene which Satan paid no attention to until the
small noise of the weeping and praying began to annoy him, then he
reached out and took the heavy board seat out of our swing and brought
it down and mashed all those people into the earth just as if they had
been flies, and went on talking just the same.

An angel, and kill a priest! An angel who did not know how to do
wrong, and yet destroys in cold blood hundreds of helpless poor men and
women who had never done him any harm! It made us sick to see that
awful deed, and to think that none of those poor creatures was prepared
except the priest, for none of them had ever heard a mass or seen a
church. And we were witnesses; we had seen these murders done and it
was our duty to tell, and let the law take its course.

But he went on talking right along, and worked his enchantments
upon us again with that fatal music of his voice. He made us forget
everything; we could only listen to him, and love him, and be his slaves,
to do with us as he would. He made us drunk with the joy of being with
him, and of looking into the heaven of his eyes, and of feeling the ecstasy
that thrilled along our veins from the touch of his hand.
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Chapter 111

THE Stranger had seen everything, he had been everywhere, he knew
everything, and he forgot nothing. What another must study, he learned
at a glance; there were no difficulties for him. And he made things live
before you when he told about them. He saw the world made; he saw
Adam created; he saw Samson surge against the pillars and bring the
temple down in ruins about him; he saw Caesar’s death; he told of the
daily life in heaven; he had seen the damned writhing in the red waves of
hell; and he made us see all these things, and it was as if we were on the
spot and looking at them with our own eyes. And we felt them, too, but
there was no sign that they were anything to him beyond mere
entertainments. Those visions of hell, those poor babes and women and
girls and lads and men shrieking and supplicating in anguish—why, we
could hardly bear it, but he was as bland about it as if it had been so
many imitation rats in an artificial fire.

And always when he was talking about men and women here on the
earth and their doings—even their grandest and sublimest—we were
secretly ashamed, for his manner showed that to him they and their
doings were of paltry poor consequence; often you would think he was
talking about flies, if you didn’t know. Once he even said, in so many
words, that our people down here were quite interesting to him,
notwithstanding they were so dull and ignorant and trivial and conceited,
and so diseased and rickety, and such a shabby, poor, worthless lot all
around. He said it in a quite matter-of-course way and without bitterness,
just as a person might talk about bricks or manure or any other thing that
was of no consequence and hadn’t feelings. | could see he meant no
offense, but in my thoughts | set it down as not very good manners.

“Manners!” he said. “Why, it is merely the truth, and truth is good
manners; manners are a fiction. The castle is done. Do you like it?”

Any one would have been obliged to like it. It was lovely to look at,
it was so shapely and fine, and so cunningly perfect in all its particulars,
even to the little flags waving from the turrets. Satan said we must put
the artillery in place now, and station the halberdiers and display the
cavalry. Our men and horses were a spectacle to see, they were so little
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like what they were intended for; for, of course, we had no art in making
such things. Satan said they were the worst he had seen; and when he
touched them and made them alive, it was just ridiculous the way they
acted, on account of their legs not being of uniform lengths. They reeled
and sprawled around as if they were drunk, and endangered everybody’s
lives around them, and finally fell over and lay helpless and kicking. It
made us all laugh, though it was a shameful thing to see. The guns were
charged with dirt, to fire a salute, but they were so crooked and so badly
made that they all burst when they went off, and killed some of the
gunners and crippled the others. Satan said we would have a storm now,
and an earthquake, if we liked, but we must stand off a piece, out of
danger. We wanted to call the people away, too, but he said never mind
them; they were of no consequence, and we could make more, some time
or other, if we needed them.

A small storm-cloud began to settle down black over the castle, and
the miniature lightning and thunder began to play, and the ground to
quiver, and the wind to pipe and wheeze, and the rain to fall, and all the
people flocked into the castle for shelter. The cloud settled down blacker
and blacker, and one could see the castle only dimly through it; the
lightning blazed out flash upon flash and pierced the castle and set it on
fire, and the flames shone out red and fierce through the cloud, and the
people came flying out, shrieking, but Satan brushed them back, paying
no attention to our begging and crying and imploring; and in the midst of
the howling of the wind and volleying of the thunder the magazine blew
up, the earthquake rent the ground wide, and the castle’s wreck and ruin
tumbled into the chasm, which swallowed it from sight, and closed upon
it, with all that innocent life, not one of the five hundred poor creatures
escaping. Our hearts were broken; we could not keep from crying.

“Don’t cry,” Satan said; “they were of no value.”

“But they are gone to hell!”

“Oh, it is no matter; we can make plenty more.”

It was of no use to try to move him; evidently he was wholly without
feeling, and could not understand. He was full of bubbling spirits, and as
gay as if this were a wedding instead of a fiendish massacre. And he was
bent on making us feel as he did, and of course his magic accomplished
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his desire. It was no trouble to him; he did whatever he pleased with us.
In a little while we were dancing on that grave, and he was playing to us
on a strange, sweet instrument which he took out of his pocket; and the
music—nbut there is no music like that, unless perhaps in heaven, and that
was where he brought it from, he said. It made one mad, for pleasure;
and we could not take our eyes from him, and the looks that went out of
our eyes came from our hearts, and their dumb speech was worship. He
brought the dance from heaven, too, and the bliss of paradise was in it.

Presently he said he must go away on an errand. But we could not
bear the thought of it, and clung to him, and pleaded with him to stay;
and that pleased him, and he said so, and said he would not go yet, but
would wait a little while and we would sit down and talk a few minutes
longer; and he told us Satan was only his real name, and he was to be
known by it to us alone, but he had chosen another one to be called by in
the presence of others; just a common one, such as people have—Philip
Traum.

It sounded so odd and mean for such a being! But it was his decision,
and we said nothing; his decision was sufficient.

We had seen wonders this day; and my thoughts began to run on the
pleasure it would be to tell them when | got home, but he noticed those
thoughts, and said:

“No, all these matters are a secret among us four. 1 do not mind your
trying to tell them, if you like, but I will protect your tongues, and
nothing of the secret will escape from them.”

It was a disappointment, but it couldn’t be helped, and it cost us a
sigh or two. We talked pleasantly along, and he was always reading our
thoughts and responding to them, and it seemed to me that this was the
most wonderful of all the things he did, but he interrupted my musings
and said:

“No, it would be wonderful for you, but it is not wonderful for me. |
am not limited like you. | am not subject to human conditions. | can
measure and understand your human weaknesses, for | have studied
them; but I have none of them. My flesh is not real, although it would
seem firm to your touch; my clothes are not real; | am a spirit. Father
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Peter is coming.” We looked around, but did not see any one. “He is not
in sight yet, but you will see him presently.”

“Do you know him, Satan?”

“No.”

“Won’t you talk with him when he comes? He is not ignorant and
dull, like us, and he would so like to talk with you. Will you?”

“Another time, yes, but not now. | must go on my errand after a
little. There he is now; you can see him. Sit still, and don’t say anything.”

We looked up and saw Father Peter approaching through the
chestnuts. We three were sitting together in the grass, and Satan sat in
front of us in the path. Father Peter came slowly along with his head
down, thinking, and stopped within a couple of yards of us and took off
his hat and got out his silk handkerchief, and stood there mopping his
face and looking as if he were going to speak to us, but he didn’t.
Presently he muttered, “I can’t think what brought me here; it seems as if
I were in my study a minute ago—but | suppose | have been dreaming
along for an hour and have come all this stretch without noticing; for I
am not myself in these troubled days.” Then he went mumbling along to
himself and walked straight through Satan, just as if nothing were there.
It made us catch our breath to see it. We had the impulse to cry out, the
way you nearly always do when a startling thing happens, but something
mysteriously restrained us and we remained quiet, only breathing fast.
Then the trees hid Father Peter after a little, and Satan said:

“Itis as | told you—I am only a spirit.”

“Yes, one perceives it now,” said Nikolaus, “but we are not spirits. It
is plain he did not see you, but were we invisible, too? He looked at us,
but he didn’t seem to see us.”

“No, none of us was visible to him, for | wished it so.”

It seemed almost too good to be true, that we were actually seeing
these romantic and wonderful things, and that it was not a dream. And
there he sat, looking just like anybody—so natural and simple and
charming, and chatting along again the same as ever, and—well, words
cannot make you understand what we felt. It was an ecstasy; and an
ecstasy is a thing that will not go into words; it feels like music, and one
cannot tell about music so that another person can get the feeling of it.
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He was back in the old ages once more now, and making them live
before us. He had seen so much, so much! It was just a wonder to look at
him and try to think how it must seem to have such experience behind
one.

But it made you seem sorrowfully trivial, and the creature of a day,
and such a short and paltry day, too. And he didn’t say anything to raise
up your drooping pride—no, not a word. He always spoke of men in the
same old indifferent way—ijust as one speaks of bricks and manure-piles
and such things; you could see that they were of no consequence to him,
one way or the other. He didn’t mean to hurt us, you could see that; just
as we don’t mean to insult a brick when we disparage it; a brick’s
emotions are nothing to us; it never occurs to us to think whether it has
any or not.

Once when he was bunching the most illustrious kings and
conquerors and poets and prophets and pirates and beggars together—
just a brick-pile—I was shamed into putting in a word for man, and
asked him why he made so much difference between men and himself.
He had to struggle with that a moment; he didn’t seem to understand how
I could ask such a strange question. Then he said:

“The difference between man and me? The difference between a
mortal and an immortal? between a cloud and a spirit?” He picked up a
wood-louse that was creeping along a piece of bark: “What is the
difference between Caesar and this?”

I said, “One cannot compare things which by their nature and by the
interval between them are not comparable.”

“You have answered your own question,” he said. “I will expand it.
Man is made of dirt—I saw him made. | am not made of dirt. Man is a
museum of diseases, a home of impurities; he comes to-day and is gone
to-morrow; he begins as dirt and departs as stench; I am of the
aristocracy of the Imperishables. And man has the Moral Sense. You
understand? He has the Moral Sense. That would seem to be difference
enough between us, all by itself.”

He stopped there, as if that settled the matter. | was sorry, for at that
time | had but a dim idea of what the Moral Sense was. | merely knew
that we were proud of having it, and when he talked like that about it, it
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wounded me, and | felt as a girl feels who thinks her dearest finery is
being admired and then overhears strangers making fun of it. For a while
we were all silent, and I, for one, was depressed. Then Satan began to
chat again, and soon he was sparkling along in such a cheerful and
vivacious vein that my spirits rose once more. He told some very
cunning things that put us in a gale of laughter; and when he was telling
about the time that Samson tied the torches to the foxes’ tails and set
them loose in the Philistines’ corn, and Samson sitting on the fence
slapping his thighs and laughing, with the tears running down his cheeks,
and lost his balance and fell off the fence, the memory of that picture got
him to laughing, too, and we did have a most lovely and jolly time. By
and by he said:

“l am going on my errand now.”

“Don’t!” we all said. “Don’t go; stay with us. You won’t come
back.”

“Yes, | will; | give you my word.”

“When? To-night? Say when.”

“It won’t be long. You will see.”

“We like you.”

“And | you. And as a proof of it I will show you something fine to
see. Usually when | go | merely vanish; but now I will dissolve myself
and let you see me do it.”

He stood up, and it was quickly finished. He thinned away and
thinned away until he was a soap-bubble, except that he kept his shape.
You could see the bushes through him as clearly as you see things
through a soap-bubble, and all over him played and flashed the delicate
iridescent colors of the bubble, and along with them was that thing
shaped like a window-sash which you always see on the globe of the
bubble. You have seen a bubble strike the carpet and lightly bound along
two or three times before it bursts. He did that. He sprang—touched the
grass—bounded—floated along—touched again—and so on, and
presently exploded—puff! and in his place was vacancy.

It was a strange and beautiful thing to see. We did not say anything,
but sat wondering and dreaming and blinking; and finally Seppi roused
up and said, mournfully sighing:
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“l suppose none of it has happened.”

Nikolaus sighed and said about the same.

I was miserable to hear them say it, for it was the same cold fear that
was in my own mind. Then we saw poor old Father Peter wandering
along back, with his head bent down, searching the ground. When he was
pretty close to us he looked up and saw us, and said, “How long have
you been here, boys?”

“A little while, Father.”

“Then it is since | came by, and maybe you can help me. Did you
come up by the path?”

“Yes, Father.”

“That is good. | came the same way. | have lost my wallet. There
wasn’t much in it, but a very little is much to me, for it was all | had. |
suppose you haven’t seen anything of it?”

“No, Father, but we will help you hunt.”

“It is what | was going to ask you. Why, here it is!”

We hadn’t noticed it; yet there it lay, right where Satan stood when
he began to melt—if he did melt and it wasn’t a delusion. Father Peter
picked it up and looked very much surprised.

“It is mine,” he said, “but not the contents. This is fat; mine was flat;
mine was light; this is heavy.” He opened it; it was stuffed as full as it
could hold with gold coins. He let us gaze our fill; and of course we did
gaze, for we had never seen so much money at one time before. All our
mouths came open to say “Satan did it!” but nothing came out. There it
was, you see—we couldn’t tell what Satan didn’t want told; he had said
so himself.

“Boys, did you do this?”

It made us laugh. And it made him laugh, too, as soon as he thought
what a foolish question it was.

“Who has been here?”

Our mouths came open to answer, but stood so for a moment,
because we couldn’t say “Nobody,” for it wouldn’t be true, and the right
word didn’t seem to come; then | thought of the right one, and said it:

“Not a human being.”

“That is so,” said the others, and let their mouths go shut.
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“It is not so,” said Father Peter, and looked at us very severely. “I
came by here a while ago, and there was no one here, but that is nothing;
some one has been here since. | don’t mean to say that the person didn’t
pass here before you came, and | don’t mean to say you saw him, but
some one did pass, that I know. On your honor—you saw no one?”

“Not a human being.”

“That is sufficient; | know you are telling me the truth.”

He began to count the money on the path, we on our knees eagerly
helping to stack it in little piles.

“It’s eleven hundred ducats odd!” he said. “Oh dear! if it were only
mine—and I need it so!” and his voice broke and his lips quivered.

“It is yours, sir!”” we all cried out at once, “every heller!”

“No—it isn’t mine. Only four ducats are mine; the rest...!” He fell to
dreaming, poor old soul, and caressing some of the coins in his hands,
and forgot where he was, sitting there on his heels with his old gray head
bare; it was pitiful to see. “No,” he said, waking up, “it isn’t mine. I can’t
account for it. | think some enemy... it must be a trap.”

Nikolaus said: “Father Peter, with the exception of the astrologer you
haven’t a real enemy in the village—nor Marget, either. And not even a
half-enemy that’s rich enough to chance eleven hundred ducats to do you
a mean turn. I’ll ask you if that’s so or not?”

He couldn’t get around that argument, and it cheered him up. “But it
isn’t mine, you see—it isn’t mine, in any case.”

He said it in a wistful way, like a person that wouldn’t be sorry, but
glad, if anybody would contradict him.

“It is yours, Father Peter, and we are witness to it. Aren’t we, boys?”

“Yes, we are—and we’ll stand by it, too.”

“Bless your hearts, you do almost persuade me; you do, indeed. If |
had only a hundred-odd ducats of it! The house is mortgaged for it, and
we’ve no home for our heads if we don’t pay to-morrow. And that four
ducats is all we’ve got in the—"

“It’s yours, every bit of it, and you’ve got to take it—we are bail that
it’s all right. Aren’t we, Theodor? Aren’t we, Seppi?”

We two said yes, and Nikolaus stuffed the money back into the
shabby old wallet and made the owner take it. So he said he would use
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two hundred of it, for his house was good enough security for that, and
would put the rest at interest till the rightful owner came for it; and on
our side we must sign a paper showing how he got the money—a paper
to show to the villagers as proof that he had not got out of his troubles
dishonestly.

Chapter IV

IT made immense talk next day, when Father Peter paid Solomon Isaacs
in gold and left the rest of the money with him at interest. Also, there
was a pleasant change; many people called at the house to congratulate
him, and a number of cool old friends became kind and friendly again;
and, to top all, Marget was invited to a party.

And there was no mystery; Father Peter told the whole circumstance
just as it happened, and said he could not account for it, only it was the
plain hand of Providence, so far as he could see.

One or two shook their heads and said privately it looked more like
the hand of Satan; and really that seemed a surprisingly good guess for
ignorant people like that. Some came slyly buzzing around and tried to
coax us boys to come out and “tell the truth;” and promised they
wouldn’t ever tell, but only wanted to know for their own satisfaction,
because the whole thing was so curious. They even wanted to buy the
secret, and pay money for it; and if we could have invented something
that would answer—»but we couldn’t; we hadn’t the ingenuity, so we had
to let the chance go by, and it was a pity.

We carried that secret around without any trouble, but the other one,
the big one, the splendid one, burned the very vitals of us, it was so hot
to get out and we so hot to let it out and astonish people with it. But we
had to keep it in; in fact, it kept itself in. Satan said it would, and it did.
We went off every day and got to ourselves in the woods so that we
could talk about Satan, and really that was the only subject we thought of
or cared anything about; and day and night we watched for him and
hoped he would come, and we got more and more impatient all the time.
We hadn’t any interest in the other boys any more, and wouldn’t take
part in their games and enterprises. They seemed so tame, after Satan;
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and their doings so trifling and commonplace after his adventures in
antiquity and the constellations, and his miracles and meltings and
explosions, and all that.

During the first day we were in a state of anxiety on account of one
thing, and we kept going to Father Peter’s house on one pretext or
another to keep track of it. That was the gold coin; we were afraid it
would crumble and turn to dust, like fairy money. If it did—But it didn’t.
At the end of the day no complaint had been made about it, so after that
we were satisfied that it was real gold, and dropped the anxiety out of our
minds.

There was a question which we wanted to ask Father Peter, and
finally we went there the second evening, a little diffidently, after
drawing straws, and | asked it as casually as I could, though it did not
sound as casual as | wanted, because | didn’t know how:

“What is the Moral Sense, sir?”

He looked down, surprised, over his great spectacles, and said,
“Why, it is the faculty which enables us to distinguish good from evil.”

It threw some light, but not a glare, and | was a little disappointed,
also to some degree embarrassed. He was waiting for me to go on, so, in
default of anything else to say, | asked, “Is it valuable?”

“Valuable? Heavens! lad, it is the one thing that lifts man above the
beasts that perish and makes him heir to immortality!”

This did not remind me of anything further to say, so | got out, with
the other boys, and we went away with that indefinite sense you have
often had of being filled but not fatted. They wanted me to explain, but |
was tired.

We passed out through the parlor, and there was Marget at the
spinnet teaching Marie Lueger. So one of the deserting pupils was back;
and an influential one, too; the others would follow. Marget jumped up
and ran and thanked us again, with tears in her eyes—this was the third
time—rfor saving her and her uncle from being turned into the street, and
we told her again we hadn’t done it; but that was her way, she never
could be grateful enough for anything a person did for her; so we let her
have her say. And as we passed through the garden, there was Wilhelm
Meidling sitting there waiting, for it was getting toward the edge of the
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evening, and he would be asking Marget to take a walk along the river
with him when she was done with the lesson. He was a young lawyer,
and succeeding fairly well and working his way along, little by little. He
was very fond of Marget, and she of him. He had not deserted along with
the others, but had stood his ground all through. His faithfulness was not
lost on Marget and her uncle. He hadn’t so very much talent, but he was
handsome and good, and these are a kind of talents themselves and help
along. He asked us how the lesson was getting along, and we told him it
was about done. And maybe it was so; we didn’t know anything about it,
but we judged it would please him, and it did, and didn’t cost us
anything.

Chapter V

ON the fourth day comes the astrologer from his crumbling old tower up
the valley, where he had heard the news, | reckon. He had a private talk
with us, and we told him what we could, for we were mightily in dread
of him. He sat there studying and studying awhile to himself; then he
asked:

“How many ducats did you say?”

“Eleven hundred and seven, sir.”

Then he said, as if he were talking to himself: “It is ver-y singular.
Yes... very strange. A curious coincidence.” Then he began to ask
questions, and went over the whole ground from the beginning, we
answering. By and by he said: “Eleven hundred and six ducats. It is a
large sum.”

“Seven,” said Seppi, correcting him.

“Oh, seven, was it? Of course a ducat more or less isn’t of
consequence, but you said eleven hundred and six before.”

It would not have been safe for us to say he was mistaken, but we
knew he was. Nikolaus said, “We ask pardon for the mistake, but we
meant to say seven.”

“Oh, it is no matter, lad; it was merely that | noticed the discrepancy.
It is several days, and you cannot be expected to remember precisely.
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One is apt to be inexact when there is no particular circumstance to
impress the count upon the memory.”

“But there was one, sir,” said Seppi, eagerly.

“What was it, my son?” asked the astrologer, indifferently.

“First, we all counted the piles of coin, each in turn, and all made it
the same—eleven hundred and six. But | had slipped one out, for fun,
when the count began, and now | slipped it back and said, ‘I think there
is a mistake—there are eleven hundred and seven; let us count again.’
We did, and of course I was right. They were astonished; then | told how
it came about.”

The astrologer asked us if this was so, and we said it was.

“That settles it,” he said. “I know the thief now. Lads, the money was
stolen.”

Then he went away, leaving us very much troubled, and wondering
what he could mean. In about an hour we found out; for by that time it
was all over the village that Father Peter had been arrested for stealing a
great sum of money from the astrologer. Everybody’s tongue was loose
and going. Many said it was not in Father Peter’s character and must be a
mistake; but the others shook their heads and said misery and want could
drive a suffering man to almost anything. About one detail there were no
differences; all agreed that Father Peter’s account of how the money
came into his hands was just about unbelievable—it had such an
impossible look. They said it might have come into the astrologer’s hands
in some such way, but into Father Peter’s, never! Our characters began to
suffer now. We were Father Peter’s only witnesses; how much did he
probably pay us to back up his fantastic tale? People talked that kind of
talk to us pretty freely and frankly, and were full of scoffings when we
begged them to believe really we had told only the truth. Our parents
were harder on us than any one else. Our fathers said we were disgracing
our families, and they commanded us to purge ourselves of our lie, and
there was no limit to their anger when we continued to say we had
spoken true. Our mothers cried over us and begged us to give back our
bribe and get back our honest names and save our families from shame,
and come out and honorably confess. And at last we were so worried and
harassed that we tried to tell the whole thing, Satan and all—but no, it
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wouldn’t come out. We were hoping and longing all the time that Satan
would come and help us out of our trouble, but there was no sign of him.

Within an hour after the astrologer’s talk with us, Father Peter was in
prison and the money sealed up and in the hands of the officers of the
law. The money was in a bag, and Solomon Isaacs said he had not
touched it since he had counted it; his oath was taken that it was the same
money, and that the amount was eleven hundred and seven ducats. Father
Peter claimed trial by the ecclesiastical court, but our other priest, Father
Adolf, said an ecclesiastical court hadn’t jurisdiction over a suspended
priest. The bishop upheld him. That settled it; the case would go to trial
in the civil court. The court would not sit for some time to come.
Wilhelm Meidling would be Father Peter’s lawyer and do the best he
could, of course, but he told us privately that a weak case on his side and
all the power and prejudice on the other made the outlook bad.

So Marget’s new happiness died a quick death. No friends came to
condole with her, and none were expected; an unsigned note withdrew
her invitation to the party. There would be no scholars to take lessons.
How could she support herself? She could remain in the house, for the
mortgage was paid off, though the government and not poor Solomon
Isaacs had the mortgage-money in its grip for the present. Old Ursula,
who was cook, chambermaid, housekeeper, laundress, and everything
else for Father Peter, and had been Marget’s nurse in earlier years, said
God would provide. But she said that from habit, for she was a good
Christian. She meant to help in the providing, to make sure, if she could
find a way.

We boys wanted to go and see Marget and show friendliness for her,
but our parents were afraid of offending the community and wouldn’t let
us. The astrologer was going around inflaming everybody against Father
Peter, and saying he was an abandoned thief and had stolen eleven
hundred and seven gold ducats from him. He said he knew he was a thief
from that fact, for it was exactly the sum he had lost and which Father
Peter pretended he had “found.”

In the afternoon of the fourth day after the catastrophe old Ursula
appeared at our house and asked for some washing to do, and begged my
mother to keep this secret, to save Marget’s pride, who would stop this
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project if she found it out, yet Marget had not enough to eat and was
growing weak. Ursula was growing weak herself, and showed it; and she
ate of the food that was offered her like a starving person, but could not
be persuaded to carry any home, for Marget would not eat charity food.
She took some clothes down to the stream to wash them, but we saw
from the window that handling the bat was too much for her strength; so
she was called back and a trifle of money offered her, which she was
afraid to take lest Marget should suspect; then she took it, saying she
would explain that she found it in the road. To keep it from being a lie
and damning her soul, she got me to drop it while she watched; then she
went along by there and found it, and exclaimed with surprise and joy,
and picked it up and went her way. Like the rest of the village, she could
tell every-day lies fast enough and without taking any precautions against
fire and brimstone on their account; but this was a new kind of lie, and it
had a dangerous look because she hadn’t had any practice in it. After a
week’s practice it wouldn’t have given her any trouble. It is the way we
are made.

I was in trouble, for how would Marget live? Ursula could not find a
coin in the road every day—perhaps not even a second one. And | was
ashamed, too, for not having been near Marget, and she so in need of
friends; but that was my parents’ fault, not mine, and I couldn’t help it.

I was walking along the path, feeling very down-hearted, when a
most cheery and tingling freshening-up sensation went rippling through
me, and | was too glad for any words, for | knew by that sign that Satan
was by. | had noticed it before. Next moment he was alongside of me and
I was telling him all my trouble and what had been happening to Marget
and her uncle. While we were talking we turned a curve and saw old
Ursula resting in the shade of a tree, and she had a lean stray kitten in her
lap and was petting it. | asked her where she got it, and she said it came
out of the woods and followed her; and she said it probably hadn’t any
mother or any friends and she was going to take it home and take care of
it. Satan said:

“l understand you are very poor. Why do you want to add another
mouth to feed? Why don’t you give it to some rich person?”
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Ursula bridled at this and said: “Perhaps you would like to have it.
You must be rich, with your fine clothes and quality airs.” Then she
sniffed and said: “Give it to the rich—the idea! The rich don’t care for
anybody but themselves; it’s only the poor that have feeling for the poor,
and help them. The poor and God. God will provide for this kitten.”

“What makes you think so?”

Ursula’s eyes shapped with anger. “Because | know it!” she said.
“Not a sparrow falls to the ground without His seeing it.”

“But it falls, just the same. What good is seeing it fall?”

Old Ursula’s jaws worked, but she could not get any word out for the
moment, she was so horrified. When she got her tongue, she stormed out,
“Go about your business, you puppy, or | will take a stick to you!”

I could not speak, | was so scared. | knew that with his notions about
the human race Satan would consider it a matter of no consequence to
strike her dead, there being “plenty more”; but my tongue stood still, 1
could give her no warning. But nothing happened; Satan remained
tranquil—tranquil and indifferent. | suppose he could not be insulted by
Ursula any more than the king could be insulted by a tumble-bug. The
old woman jumped to her feet when she made her remark, and did it as
briskly as a young girl. It had been many years since she had done the
like of that. That was Satan’s influence; he was a fresh breeze to the
weak and the sick, wherever he came. His presence affected even the
lean kitten, and it skipped to the ground and began to chase a leaf. This
surprised Ursula, and she stood looking at the creature and nodding her
head wonderingly, her anger quite forgotten.

“What’s come over it?” she said. “Awhile ago it could hardly walk.”

“You have not seen a kitten of that breed before,” said Satan.

Ursula was not proposing to be friendly with the mocking stranger,
and she gave him an ungentle look and retorted: “Who asked you to
come here and pester me, 1’d like to know? And what do you know about
what I’ve seen and what | haven’t seen?”

“You haven’t seen a kitten with the hair-spines on its tongue pointing
to the front, have you?”

“No—nor you, either.”

“Well, examine this one and see.”
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Ursula was become pretty spry, but the kitten was spryer, and she
could not catch it, and had to give it up. Then Satan said:

“Give it a name, and maybe it will come.”

Ursula tried several names, but the kitten was not interested.

“Call it Agnes. Try that.”

The creature answered to the name and came. Ursula examined its
tongue. “Upon my word, it’s true!” she said. “I have not seen this kind of
a cat before. Is it yours?”

“No.”

“Then how did you know its name so pat?”

“Because all cats of that breed are named Agnes; they will not
answer to any other.”

Ursula was impressed. “It is the most wonderful thing!” Then a
shadow of trouble came into her face, for her superstitions were aroused,
and she reluctantly put the creature down, saying: “I suppose | must let it
go; | am not afraid—no, not exactly that, though the priest—well, I’ve
heard people—indeed, many people... And, besides, it is quite well now
and can take care of itself.” She sighed, and turned to go, murmuring: “It
is such a pretty one, too, and would be such company—and the house is
so sad and lonesome these troubled days... Miss Marget so mournful and
just a shadow, and the old master shut up in jail.”

“It seems a pity not to keep it,” said Satan.

Ursula turned quickly—ijust as if she were hoping some one would
encourage her.

“Why?” she asked, wistfully.

“Because this breed brings luck.”

“Does it? Is it true? Young man, do you know it to be true? How
does it bring luck?”

“Well, it brings money, anyway.”

Ursula looked disappointed. “Money? A cat bring money? The idea!
You could never sell it here; people do not buy cats here; one can’t even
give them away.” She turned to go.

“l don’t mean sell it. I mean have an income from it. This kind is
called the Lucky Cat. Its owner finds four silver groschen in his pocket
every morning.”
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| saw the indignation rising in the old woman’s face. She was
insulted. This boy was making fun of her. That was her thought. She
thrust her hands into her pockets and straightened up to give him a piece
of her mind. Her temper was all up, and hot. Her mouth came open and
let out three words of a bitter sentence,... then it fell silent, and the anger
in her face turned to surprise or wonder or fear, or something, and she
slowly brought out her hands from her pockets and opened them and held
them so. In one was my piece of money, in the other lay four silver
groschen. She gazed a little while, perhaps to see if the groschen would
vanish away; then she said, fervently:

“It’s true—it’s true—and 1I’m ashamed and beg forgiveness, O dear
master and benefactor!” And she ran to Satan and kissed his hand, over
and over again, according to the Austrian custom.

In her heart she probably believed it was a witch-cat and an agent of
the Devil; but no matter, it was all the more certain to be able to keep its
contract and furnish a daily good living for the family, for in matters of
finance even the piousest of our peasants would have more confidence in
an arrangement with the Devil than with an archangel. Ursula started
homeward, with Agnes in her arms, and | said | wished | had her
privilege of seeing Marget.

Then | caught my breath, for we were there. There in the parlor, and
Marget standing looking at us, astonished. She was feeble and pale, but |
knew that those conditions would not last in Satan’s atmosphere, and it
turned out so. | introduced Satan—that is, Philip Traum—and we sat
down and talked. There was no constraint. We were simple folk, in our
village, and when a stranger was a pleasant person we were soon friends.
Marget wondered how we got in without her hearing us. Traum said the
door was open, and we walked in and waited until she should turn around
and greet us. This was not true; no door was open; we entered through
the walls or the roof or down the chimney, or somehow; but no matter,
what Satan wished a person to believe, the person was sure to believe,
and so Marget was quite satisfied with that explanation. And then the
main part of her mind was on Traum, anyway; she couldn’t keep her eyes
off him, he was so beautiful. That gratified me, and made me proud. |
hoped he would show off some, but he didn’t. He seemed only interested

32



in being friendly and telling lies. He said he was an orphan. That made
Marget pity him. The water came into her eyes. He said he had never
known his mamma; she passed away while he was a young thing; and
said his papa was in shattered health, and had no property to speak of—
in fact, none of any earthly value—but he had an uncle in business down
in the tropics, and he was very well off and had a monopoly, and it was
from this uncle that he drew his support. The very mention of a kind
uncle was enough to remind Marget of her own, and her eyes filled
again. She said she hoped their two uncles would meet, some day. It
made me shudder. Philip said he hoped so, too; and that made me
shudder again.

“Maybe they will,” said Marget. “Does your uncle travel much?”

“Oh yes, he goes all about; he has business everywhere.”

And so they went on chatting, and poor Marget forgot her sorrow for
one little while, anyway. It was probably the only really bright and
cheery hour she had known lately. | saw she liked Philip, and | knew she
would. And when he told her he was studying for the ministry I could see
that she liked him better than ever. And then, when he promised to get
her admitted to the jail so that she could see her uncle, that was the
capstone. He said he would give the guards a little present, and she must
always go in the evening after dark, and say nothing, “but just show this
paper and pass in, and show it again when you come out,”—and he
scribbled some queer marks on the paper and gave it to her, and she was
ever so thankful, and right away was in a fever for the sun to go down;
for in that old, cruel time prisoners were not allowed to see their friends,
and sometimes they spent years in the jails without ever seeing a friendly
face. | judged that the marks on the paper were an enchantment, and that
the guards would not know what they were doing, nor have any memory
of it afterward; and that was indeed the way of it. Ursula put her head in
at the door now and said:

“Supper’s ready, miss.” Then she saw us and looked frightened, and
motioned me to come to her, which | did, and she asked if we had told
about the cat. | said no, and she was relieved, and said please don’t; for if
Miss Marget knew, she would think it was an unholy cat and would send
for a priest and have its gifts all purified out of it, and then there
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wouldn’t be any more dividends. So | said we wouldn’t tell, and she was
satisfied. Then | was beginning to say good-by to Marget, but Satan
interrupted and said, ever so politely—well, I don’t remember just the
words, but anyway he as good as invited himself to supper, and me, too.
Of course Marget was miserably embarrassed, for she had no reason to
suppose there would be half enough for a sick bird. Ursula heard him,
and she came straight into the room, not a bit pleased. At first she was
astonished to see Marget looking so fresh and rosy, and said so; then she
spoke up in her native tongue, which was Bohemian, and said—as |
learned afterward—"“Send him away, Miss Marget; there’s not victuals
enough.”

Before Marget could speak, Satan had the word, and was talking
back to Ursula in her own language—which was a surprise to her, and
for her mistress, too. He said, “Didn’t | see you down the road awhile
ago?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Ah, that pleases me; | see you remember me.” He stepped to her
and whispered: “I told you it is a Lucky Cat. Don’t be troubled; it will
provide.”

That sponged the slate of Ursula’s feelings clean of its anxieties, and
a deep, financial joy shone in her eyes. The cat’s value was augmenting.
It was getting full time for Marget to take some sort of notice of Satan’s
invitation, and she did it in the best way, the honest way that was natural
to her. She said she had little to offer, but that we were welcome if we
would share it with her.

We had supper in the kitchen, and Ursula waited at table. A small
fish was in the frying-pan, crisp and brown and tempting, and one could
see that Marget was not expecting such respectable food as this. Ursula
brought it, and Marget divided it between Satan and me, declining to take
any of it herself; and was beginning to say she did not care for fish to-
day, but she did not finish the remark. It was because she noticed that
another fish had appeared in the pan. She looked surprised, but did not
say anything. She probably meant to inquire of Ursula about this later.
There were other surprises: flesh and game and wines and fruits—things
which had been strangers in that house lately; but Marget made no
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exclamations, and now even looked unsurprised, which was Satan’s
influence, of course. Satan talked right along, and was entertaining, and
made the time pass pleasantly and cheerfully; and although he told a
good many lies, it was no harm in him, for he was only an angel and did
not know any better. They do not know right from wrong; | knew this,
because | remembered what he had said about it. He got on the good side
of Ursula. He praised her to Marget, confidentially, but speaking just
loud enough for Ursula to hear. He said she was a fine woman, and he
hoped some day to bring her and his uncle together. Very soon Ursula
was mincing and simpering around in a ridiculous girly way, and
smoothing out her gown and prinking at herself like a foolish old hen,
and all the time pretending she was not hearing what Satan was saying. |
was ashamed, for it showed us to be what Satan considered us, a silly
race and trivial. Satan said his uncle entertained a great deal, and to have
a clever woman presiding over the festivities would double the
attractions of the place.

“But your uncle is a gentleman, isn’t he?” asked Marget.

“Yes,” said Satan indifferently; “some even call him a Prince, out of
compliment, but he is not bigoted; to him personal merit is everything,
rank nothing.”

My hand was hanging down by my chair; Agnes came along and
licked it; by this act a secret was revealed. | started to say, “It is all a
mistake; this is just a common, ordinary cat; the hair-needles on her
tongue point inward, not outward.” But the words did not come, because
they couldn’t. Satan smiled upon me, and | understood.

When it was dark Marget took food and wine and fruit, in a basket,
and hurried away to the jail, and Satan and | walked toward my home. |
was thinking to myself that | should like to see what the inside of the jail
was like; Satan overheard the thought, and the next moment we were in
the jail. We were in the torture-chamber, Satan said. The rack was there,
and the other instruments, and there was a smoky lantern or two hanging
on the walls and helping to make the place look dim and dreadful. There
were people there—and executioners—but as they took no notice of us, it
meant that we were invisible. A young man lay bound, and Satan said he
was suspected of being a heretic, and the executioners were about to
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inquire into it. They asked the man to confess to the charge, and he said
he could not, for it was not true. Then they drove splinter after splinter
under his nails, and he shrieked with the pain. Satan was not disturbed,
but I could not endure it, and had to be whisked out of there. | was faint
and sick, but the fresh air revived me, and we walked toward my home. |
said it was a brutal thing.

“No, it was a human thing. You should not insult the brutes by such
a misuse of that word; they have not deserved it,” and he went on talking
like that. “It is like your paltry race—always lying, always claiming
virtues which it hasn’t got, always denying them to the higher animals,
which alone possess them. No brute ever does a cruel thing—that is the
monopoly of those with the Moral Sense. When a brute inflicts pain he
does it innocently; it is not wrong; for him there is no such thing as
wrong. And he does not inflict pain for the pleasure of inflicting it—only
man does that. Inspired by that mongrel Moral Sense of his! A sense
whose function is to distinguish between right and wrong, with liberty to
choose which of them he will do. Now what advantage can he get out of
that? He is always choosing, and in nine cases out of ten he prefers the
wrong. There shouldn’t be any wrong; and without the Moral Sense there
couldn’t be any. And yet he is such an unreasoning creature that he is not
able to perceive that the Moral Sense degrades him to the bottom layer of
animated beings and is a shameful possession. Are you feeling better?
Let me show you something.”

Chapter VI

IN a moment we were in a French village. We walked through a great
factory of some sort, where men and women and little children were
toiling in heat and dirt and a fog of dust; and they were clothed in rags,
and drooped at their work, for they were worn and half starved, and weak
and drowsy. Satan said:

“It is some more Moral Sense. The proprietors are rich, and very
holy; but the wage they pay to these poor brothers and sisters of theirs is
only enough to keep them from dropping dead with hunger. The work-
hours are fourteen per day, winter and summer—ifrom six in the morning

36



till eight at night—little children and all. And they walk to and from the
pigsties which they inhabit—four miles each way, through mud and
slush, rain, snow, sleet, and storm, daily, year in and year out. They get
four hours of sleep. They kennel together, three families in a room, in
unimaginable filth and stench; and disease comes, and they die off like
flies. Have they committed a crime, these mangy things? No. What have
they done, that they are punished so? Nothing at all, except getting
themselves born into your foolish race. You have seen how they treat a
misdoer there in the jail; now you see how they treat the innocent and the
worthy. Is your race logical? Are these ill-smelling innocents better off
than that heretic? Indeed, no; his punishment is trivial compared with
theirs. They broke him on the wheel and smashed him to rags and pulp
after we left, and he is dead now, and free of your precious race; but
these poor slaves here—why, they have been dying for years, and some
of them will not escape from life for years to come. It is the Moral Sense
which teaches the factory proprietors the difference between right and
wrong—you perceive the result. They think themselves better than dogs.
Ah, you are such an illogical, unreasoning race! And paltry—oh,
unspeakably!”

Then he dropped all seriousness and just overstrained himself
making fun of us, and deriding our pride in our warlike deeds, our great
heroes, our imperishable fames, our mighty Kkings, our ancient
aristocracies, our venerable history—and laughed and laughed till it was
enough to make a person sick to hear him; and finally he sobered a little
and said, “But, after all, it is not all ridiculous; there is a sort of pathos
about it when one remembers how few are your days, how childish your
pomps, and what shadows you are!”

Presently all things vanished suddenly from my sight, and | knew
what it meant. The next moment we were walking along in our village;
and down toward the river | saw the twinkling lights of the Golden Stag.
Then in the dark I heard a joyful cry:

“He’s come again!”

It was Seppi Wohlmeyer. He had felt his blood leap and his spirits
rise in a way that could mean only one thing, and he knew Satan was
near, although it was too dark to see him. He came to us, and we walked
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along together, and Seppi poured out his gladness like water. It was as if
he were a lover and had found his sweetheart who had been lost. Seppi
was a smart and animated boy, and had enthusiasm and expression, and
was a contrast to Nikolaus and me. He was full of the last new mystery,
now—the disappearance of Hans Oppert, the village loafer. People were
beginning to be curious about it, he said. He did not say anxious—
curious was the right word, and strong enough. No one had seen Hans for
a couple of days.

“Not since he did that brutal thing, you know,” he said.

“What brutal thing?” It was Satan that asked.

“Well, he is always clubbing his dog, which is a good dog, and his
only friend, and is faithful, and loves him, and does no one any harm;
and two days ago he was at it again, just for nothing—just for pleasure—
and the dog was howling and begging, and Theodor and | begged, too,
but he threatened us, and struck the dog again with all his might and
knocked one of his eyes out, and he said to us, ‘There, | hope you are
satisfied now; that’s what you have got for him by your damned
meddling’—and he laughed, the heartless brute.” Seppi’s voice trembled
with pity and anger. | guessed what Satan would say, and he said it.

“There is that misused word again—that shabby slander. Brutes do
not act like that, but only men.”

“Well, it was inhuman, anyway.”

“No, it wasn’t, Seppi; it was human—aquite distinctly human. It is not
pleasant to hear you libel the higher animals by attributing to them
dispositions which they are free from, and which are found nowhere but
in the human heart. None of the higher animals is tainted with the disease
called the Moral Sense. Purify your language, Seppi; drop those lying
phrases out of it.”

He spoke pretty sternly—for him—and | was sorry | hadn’t warned
Seppi to be more particular about the word he used. | knew how he was
feeling. He would not want to offend Satan; he would rather offend all
his kin. There was an uncomfortable silence, but relief soon came, for
that poor dog came along now, with his eye hanging down, and went
straight to Satan, and began to moan and mutter brokenly, and Satan
began to answer in the same way, and it was plain that they were talking
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together in the dog language. We all sat down in the grass, in the
moonlight, for the clouds were breaking away now, and Satan took the
dog’s head in his lap and put the eye back in its place, and the dog was
comfortable, and he wagged his tail and licked Satan’s hand, and looked
thankful and said the same; | knew he was saying it, though | did not
understand the words. Then the two talked together a bit, and Satan said:

“He says his master was drunk.”

“Yes, he was,” said we.

“And an hour later he fell over the precipice there beyond the CIiff
Pasture.”

“We know the place; it is three miles from here.”

“And the dog has been often to the village, begging people to go
there, but he was only driven away and not listened to.”

We remembered it, but hadn’t understood what he wanted.

“He only wanted help for the man who had misused him, and he
thought only of that, and has had no food nor sought any. He has
watched by his master two nights. What do you think of your race? Is
heaven reserved for it, and this dog ruled out, as your teachers tell you?
Can your race add anything to this dog’s stock of morals and
magnanimities?” He spoke to the creature, who jumped up, eager and
happy, and apparently ready for orders and impatient to execute them.
“Get some men; go with the dog—he will show you that carrion; and
take a priest along to arrange about insurance, for death is near.”

With the last word he vanished, to our sorrow and disappointment.
We got the men and Father Adolf, and we saw the man die. Nobody
cared but the dog; he mourned and grieved, and licked the dead face, and
could not be comforted. We buried him where he was, and without a
coffin, for he had no money, and no friend but the dog. If we had been an
hour earlier the priest would have been in time to send that poor creature
to heaven, but now he was gone down into the awful fires, to burn
forever. It seemed such a pity that in a world where so many people have
difficulty to put in their time, one little hour could not have been spared
for this poor creature who needed it so much, and to whom it would have
made the difference between eternal joy and eternal pain. It gave an
appalling idea of the value of an hour, and | thought I could never waste
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one again without remorse and terror. Seppi was depressed and grieved,
and said it must be so much better to be a dog and not run such awful
risks. We took this one home with us and kept him for our own. Seppi
had a very good thought as we were walking along, and it cheered us up
and made us feel much better. He said the dog had forgiven the man that
had wronged him so, and maybe God would accept that absolution.

There was a very dull week, now, for Satan did not come, nothing
much was going on, and we boys could not venture to go and see Marget,
because the nights were moonlit and our parents might find us out if we
tried. But we came across Ursula a couple of times taking a walk in the
meadows beyond the river to air the cat, and we learned from her that
things were going well. She had natty new clothes on and bore a
prosperous look. The four groschen a day were arriving without a break,
but were not being spent for food and wine and such things—the cat
attended to all that.

Marget was enduring her forsakenness and isolation fairly well, all
things considered, and was cheerful, by help of Wilhelm Meidling. She
spent an hour or two every night in the jail with her uncle, and had
fattened him up with the cat’s contributions. But she was curious to
know more about Philip Traum, and hoped | would bring him again.
Ursula was curious about him herself, and asked a good many questions
about his uncle. It made the boys laugh, for I had told them the nonsense
Satan had been stuffing her with. She got no satisfaction out of us, our
tongues being tied.

Ursula gave us a small item of information: money being plenty
now, she had taken on a servant to help about the house and run errands.
She tried to tell it in a commonplace, matter-of-course way, but she was
so set up by it and so vain of it that her pride in it leaked out pretty
plainly. It was beautiful to see her veiled delight in this grandeur, poor
old thing, but when we heard the name of the servant we wondered if she
had been altogether wise; for although we were young, and often
thoughtless, we had fairly good perception on some matters. This boy
was Gottfried Narr, a dull, good creature, with no harm in him and
nothing against him personally; still, he was under a cloud, and properly
so, for it had not been six months since a social blight had mildewed the
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family—nhis grandmother had been burned as a witch. When that kind of
a malady is in the blood it does not always come out with just one
burning. Just now was not a good time for Ursula and Marget to be
having dealings with a member of such a family, for the witch-terror had
risen higher during the past year than it had ever reached in the memory
of the oldest villagers. The mere mention of a witch was almost enough
to frighten us out of our wits. This was natural enough, because of late
years there were more kinds of witches than there used to be; in old times
it had been only old women, but of late years they were of all ages—
even children of eight and nine; it was getting so that anybody might turn
out to be a familiar of the Devil—age and sex hadn’t anything to do with
it. In our little region we had tried to extirpate the witches, but the more
of them we burned the more of the breed rose up in their places.

Once, in a school for girls only ten miles away, the teachers found
that the back of one of the girls was all red and inflamed, and they were
greatly frightened, believing it to be the Devil’s marks. The girl was
scared, and begged them not to denounce her, and said it was only fleas;
but of course it would not do to let the matter rest there. All the girls
were examined, and eleven out of the fifty were badly marked, the rest
less so. A commission was appointed, but the eleven only cried for their
mothers and would not confess. Then they were shut up, each by herself,
in the dark, and put on black bread and water for ten days and nights; and
by that time they were haggard and wild, and their eyes were dry and
they did not cry any more, but only sat and mumbled, and would not take
the food. Then one of them confessed, and said they had often ridden
through the air on broomsticks to the witches’ Sabbath, and in a bleak
place high up in the mountains had danced and drunk and caroused with
several hundred other witches and the Evil One, and all had conducted
themselves in a scandalous way and had reviled the priests and
blasphemed God. That is what she said—not in narrative form, for she
was not able to remember any of the details without having them called
to her mind one after the other; but the commission did that, for they
knew just what questions to ask, they being all written down for the use
of witch-commissioners two centuries before. They asked, “Did you do
so and so?” and she always said yes, and looked weary and tired, and
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took no interest in it. And so when the other ten heard that this one
confessed, they confessed, too, and answered yes to the questions. Then
they were burned at the stake all together, which was just and right; and
everybody went from all the countryside to see it. | went, too; but when |
saw that one of them was a bonny, sweet girl | used to play with, and
looked so pitiful there chained to the stake, and her mother crying over
her and devouring her with Kisses and clinging around her neck, and
saying, “Oh, my God! Oh, my God!” it was too dreadful, and | went
away.

It was bitter cold weather when Gottfried’s grandmother was burned.
It was charged that she had cured bad headaches by kneading the
person’s head and neck with her fingers—as she said—but really by the
Devil’s help, as everybody knew. They were going to examine her, but
she stopped them, and confessed straight off that her power was from the
Devil. So they appointed to burn her next morning, early, in our market-
square. The officer who was to prepare the fire was there first, and
prepared it. She was there next—brought by the constables, who left her
and went to fetch another witch. Her family did not come with her. They
might be reviled, maybe stoned, if the people were excited. | came, and
gave her an apple. She was squatting at the fire, warming herself and
waiting; and her old lips and hands were blue with the cold. A stranger
came next. He was a traveler, passing through; and he spoke to her
gently, and, seeing nobody but me there to hear, said he was sorry for
her. And he asked if what she confessed was true, and she said no. He
looked surprised and still more sorry then, and asked her:

“Then why did you confess?”

“l am old and very poor,” she said, “and | work for my living. There
was no way but to confess. If I hadn’t they might have set me free. That
would ruin me, for no one would forget that | had been suspected of
being a witch, and so | would get no more work, and wherever | went
they would set the dogs on me. In a little while | would starve. The fire is
best; it is soon over. You have been good to me, you two, and | thank
you.”

She snuggled closer to the fire, and put out her hands to warm them,
the snow-flakes descending soft and still on her old gray head and
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making it white and whiter. The crowd was gathering now, and an egg
came flying and struck her in the eye, and broke and ran down her face.
There was a laugh at that.

I told Satan all about the eleven girls and the old woman, once, but it
did not affect him. He only said it was the human race, and what the
human race did was of no consequence. And he said he had seen it made;
and it was not made of clay; it was made of mud—part of it was,
anyway. | knew what he meant by that—the Moral Sense. He saw the
thought in my head, and it tickled him and made him laugh. Then he
called a bullock out of a pasture and petted it and talked with it, and said:

“There—he wouldn’t drive children mad with hunger and fright and
loneliness, and then burn them for confessing to things invented for them
which had never happened. And neither would he break the hearts of
innocent, poor old women and make them afraid to trust themselves
among their own race; and he would not insult them in their death-agony.
For he is not besmirched with the Moral Sense, but is as the angels are,
and knows no wrong, and never does it.”

Lovely as he was, Satan could be cruelly offensive when he chose;
and he always chose when the human race was brought to his attention.
He always turned up his nose at it, and never had a kind word for it.

Well, as | was saying, we boys doubted if it was a good time for
Ursula to be hiring a member of the Narr family. We were right. When
the people found it out they were naturally indignant. And, moreover,
since Marget and Ursula hadn’t enough to eat themselves, where was the
money coming from to feed another mouth? That is what they wanted to
know; and in order to find out they stopped avoiding Gottfried and began
to seek his society and have sociable conversations with him. He was
pleased—not thinking any harm and not seeing the trap—and so he
talked innocently along, and was no discreeter than a cow.

“Money!” he said; “they’ve got plenty of it. They pay me two
groschen a week, besides my keep. And they live on the fat of the land, |
can tell you; the prince himself can’t beat their table.”

This astonishing statement was conveyed by the astrologer to Father
Adolf on a Sunday morning when he was returning from mass. He was
deeply moved, and said:
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“This must be looked into.”

He said there must be witchcraft at the bottom of it, and told the
villagers to resume relations with Marget and Ursula in a private and
unostentatious way, and keep both eyes open. They were told to keep
their own counsel, and not rouse the suspicions of the household. The
villagers were at first a bit reluctant to enter such a dreadful place, but
the priest said they would be under his protection while there, and no
harm could come to them, particularly if they carried a trifle of holy
water along and kept their beads and crosses handy. This satisfied them
and made them willing to go; envy and malice made the baser sort even
eager to go.

And so poor Marget began to have company again, and was as
pleased as a cat. She was like ‘most anybody else—just human, and
happy in her prosperities and not averse from showing them off a little;
and she was humanly grateful to have the warm shoulder turned to her
and he smiled upon by her friends and the village again; for of all the
hard things to bear, to be cut by your neighbors and left in contemptuous
solitude is maybe the hardest.

The bars were down, and we could all go there now, and we did—
our parents and all—day after day. The cat began to strain herself. She
provided the top of everything for those companies, and in abundance—
among them many a dish and many a wine which they had not tasted
before and which they had not even heard of except at second-hand from
the prince’s servants. And the tableware was much above ordinary, too.

Marget was troubled at times, and pursued Ursula with questions to
an uncomfortable degree; but Ursula stood her ground and stuck to it that
it was Providence, and said no word about the cat. Marget knew that
nothing was impossible to Providence, but she could not help having
doubts that this effort was from there, though she was afraid to say so,
lest disaster come of it. Witchcraft occurred to her, but she put the
thought aside, for this was before Gottfried joined the household, and she
knew Ursula was pious and a bitter hater of witches. By the time
Gottfried arrived Providence was established, unshakably intrenched,
and getting all the gratitude. The cat made no murmur, but went on
composedly improving in style and prodigality by experience.
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In any community, big or little, there is always a fair proportion of
people who are not malicious or unkind by nature, and who never do
unkind things except when they are overmastered by fear, or when their
self-interest is greatly in danger, or some such matter as that. Eseldorf
had its proportion of such people, and ordinarily their good and gentle
influence was felt, but these were not ordinary times—on account of the
witch-dread—and so we did not seem to have any gentle and
compassionate hearts left, to speak of. Every person was frightened at the
unaccountable state of things at Marget’s house, not doubting that
witchcraft was at the bottom of it, and fright frenzied their reason.
Naturally there were some who pitied Marget and Ursula for the danger
that was gathering about them, but naturally they did not say so; it would
not have been safe. So the others had it all their own way, and there was
none to advise the ignorant girl and the foolish woman and warn them to
modify their doings. We boys wanted to warn them, but we backed down
when it came to the pinch, being afraid. We found that we were not
manly enough nor brave enough to do a generous action when there was
a chance that it could get us into trouble. Neither of us confessed this
poor spirit to the others, but did as other people would have done—
dropped the subject and talked about something else. And | knew we all
felt mean, eating and drinking Marget’s fine things along with those
companies of spies, and petting her and complimenting her with the rest,
and seeing with self-reproach how foolishly happy she was, and never
saying a word to put her on her guard. And, indeed, she was happy, and
as proud as a princess, and so grateful to have friends again. And all the
time these people were watching with all their eyes and reporting all they
saw to Father Adolf.

But he couldn’t make head or tail of the situation. There must be an
enchanter somewhere on the premises, but who was it? Marget was not
seen to do any jugglery, nor was Ursula, nor yet Gottfried; and still the
wines and dainties never ran short, and a guest could not call for a thing
and not get it. To produce these effects was usual enough with witches
and enchanters—that part of it was not new; but to do it without any
incantations, or even any rumblings or earthquakes or lightnings or
apparitions—that was new, novel, wholly irregular. There was nothing in
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the books like this. Enchanted things were always unreal. Gold turned to
dirt in an unenchanted atmosphere, food withered away and vanished.
But this test failed in the present case. The spies brought samples: Father
Adolf prayed over them, exorcised them, but it did no good; they
remained sound and real, they yielded to natural decay only, and took the
usual time to do it.

Father Adolf was not merely puzzled, he was also exasperated; for
these evidences very nearly convinced him—oprivately—that there was
no witchcraft in the matter. It did not wholly convince him, for this could
be a new kind of witchcraft. There was a way to find out as to this: if this
prodigal abundance of provender was not brought in from the outside,
but produced on the premises, there was witchcraft, sure.

Chapter VII

MARGET announced a party, and invited forty people; the date for it
was seven days away. This was a fine opportunity. Marget’s house stood
by itself, and it could be easily watched. All the week it was watched
night and day. Marget’s household went out and in as usual, but they
carried nothing in their hands, and neither they nor others brought
anything to the house. This was ascertained. Evidently rations for forty
people were not being fetched. If they were furnished any sustenance it
would have to be made on the premises. It was true that Marget went out
with a basket every evening, but the spies ascertained that she always
brought it back empty.

The guests arrived at noon and filled the place. Father Adolf followed;
also, after a little, the astrologer, without invitation. The spies had
informed him that neither at the back nor the front had any parcels been
brought in. He entered, and found the eating and drinking going on
finely, and everything progressing in a lively and festive way. He
glanced around and perceived that many of the cooked delicacies and all
of the native and foreign fruits were of a perishable character, and he also
recognized that these were fresh and perfect. No apparitions, no
incantations, no thunder. That settled it. This was witchcraft. And not
only that, but of a new kind—a kind never dreamed of before. It was a
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prodigious power, an illustrious power; he resolved to discover its secret.
The announcement of it would resound throughout the world, penetrate
to the remotest lands, paralyze all the nations with amazement—and
carry his name with it, and make him renowned forever. It was a
wonderful piece of luck, a splendid piece of luck; the glory of it made
him dizzy.

All the house made room for him; Marget politely seated him; Ursula
ordered Gottfried to bring a special table for him. Then she decked it and
furnished it, and asked for his orders.

“Bring me what you will,” he said.

The two servants brought supplies from the pantry, together with
white wine and red—a bottle of each. The astrologer, who very likely
had never seen such delicacies before, poured out a beaker of red wine,
drank it off, poured another, then began to eat with a grand appetite.

I was not expecting Satan, for it was more than a week since | had
seen or heard of him, but now he came in—I knew it by the feel, though
people were in the way and | could not see him. | heard him apologizing
for intruding; and he was going away, but Marget urged him to stay, and
he thanked her and stayed. She brought him along, introducing him to the
girls, and to Meidling, and to some of the elders; and there was quite a
rustle of whispers: “It’s the young stranger we hear so much about and
can’t get sight of, he is away so much.” “Dear, dear, but he is beautiful—
what is his name?” “Philip Traum.” “Ah, it fits him!” (You see, “Traum”
is German for “Dream.”) “What does he do?” “Studying for the ministry,
they say.” “His face is his fortune—he’ll be a cardinal some day.”
“Where is his home?” “Away down somewhere in the tropics, they say—
has a rich uncle down there.” And so on. He made his way at once;
everybody was anxious to know him and talk with him. Everybody
noticed how cool and fresh it was, all of a sudden, and wondered at it, for
they could see that the sun was beating down the same as before, outside,
and the sky was clear of clouds, but no one guessed the reason, of course.

The astrologer had drunk his second beaker; he poured out a third.
He set the bottle down, and by accident overturned it. He seized it before
much was spilled, and held it up to the light, saying, “What a pity—it is
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royal wine.” Then his face lighted with joy or triumph, or something, and
he said, “Quick! Bring a bowl.”

It was brought—a four-quart one. He took up that two-pint bottle and
began to pour; went on pouring, the red liquor gurgling and gushing into
the white bowl and rising higher and higher up its sides, everybody
staring and holding their breath—and presently the bowl was full to the
brim.

“Look at the bottle,” he said, holding it up; “it is full yet!” I glanced
at Satan, and in that moment he vanished. Then Father Adolf rose up,
flushed and excited, crossed himself, and began to thunder in his great
voice, “This house is bewitched and accursed!” People began to cry and
shriek and crowd toward the door. “l summon this detected household
to—"

His words were cut off short. His face became red, then purple, but
he could not utter another sound. Then | saw Satan, a transparent film,
melt into the astrologer’s body; then the astrologer put up his hand, and
apparently in his own voice said, “Wait—remain where you are.” All
stopped where they stood. “Bring a funnel!” Ursula brought it, trembling
and scared, and he stuck it in the bottle and took up the great bowl! and
began to pour the wine back, the people gazing and dazed with
astonishment, for they knew the bottle was already full before he began.
He emptied the whole of the bowl into the bottle, then smiled out over
the room, chuckled, and said, indifferently: “It is nothing—anybody can
do it! With my powers I can even do much more.”

A frightened cry burst out everywhere. “Oh, my God, he is
possessed!” and there was a tumultuous rush for the door which swiftly
emptied the house of all who did not belong in it except us boys and
Meidling. We boys knew the secret, and would have told it if we could,
but we couldn’t. We were very thankful to Satan for furnishing that good
help at the needful time.

Marget was pale, and crying; Meidling looked kind of petrified,
Ursula the same; but Gottfried was the worst—he couldn’t stand, he was
so weak and scared. For he was of a witch family, you know, and it
would be bad for him to be suspected. Agnes came loafing in, looking
pious and unaware, and wanted to rub up against Ursula and be petted,
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but Ursula was afraid of her and shrank away from her, but pretending
she was not meaning any incivility, for she knew very well it wouldn’t
answer to have strained relations with that kind of a cat. But we boys
took Agnes and petted her, for Satan would not have befriended her if he
had not had a good opinion of her, and that was indorsement enough for
us. He seemed to trust anything that hadn’t the Moral Sense.

Outside, the guests, panic-stricken, scattered in every direction and
fled in a pitiable state of terror; and such a tumult as they made with their
running and sobbing and shrieking and shouting that soon all the village
came flocking from their houses to see what had happened, and they
thronged the street and shouldered and jostled one another in excitement
and fright; and then Father Adolf appeared, and they fell apart in two
walls like the cloven Red Sea, and presently down this lane the
astrologer came striding and mumbling, and where he passed the lanes
surged back in packed masses, and fell silent with awe, and their eyes
stared and their breasts heaved, and several women fainted; and when he
was gone by the crowd swarmed together and followed him at a distance,
talking excitedly and asking questions and finding out the facts. Finding
out the facts and passing them on to others, with improvements—
improvements which soon enlarged the bowl of wine to a barrel, and
made the one bottle hold it all and yet remain empty to the last.

When the astrologer reached the market-square he went straight to a
juggler, fantastically dressed, who was keeping three brass balls in the
air, and took them from him and faced around upon the approaching
crowd and said: “This poor clown is ignorant of his art. Come forward
and see an expert perform.”

So saying, he tossed the balls up one after another and set them
whirling in a slender bright oval in the air, and added another, then
another and another, and soon—no one seeing whence he got them—
adding, adding, adding, the oval lengthening all the time, his hands
moving so swiftly that they were just a web or a blur and not
distinguishable as hands; and such as counted said there were now a
hundred balls in the air. The spinning great oval reached up twenty feet
in the air and was a shining and glinting and wonderful sight. Then he
folded his arms and told the balls to go on spinning without his help—
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and they did it. After a couple of minutes he said, “There, that will do,”
and the oval broke and came crashing down, and the balls scattered
abroad and rolled every whither. And wherever one of them came the
people fell back in dread, and no one would touch it. It made him laugh,
and he scoffed at the people and called them cowards and old women.
Then he turned and saw the tight-rope, and said foolish people were daily
wasting their money to see a clumsy and ignorant varlet degrade that
beautiful art; now they should see the work of a master. With that he
made a spring into the air and lit firm on his feet on the rope. Then he
hopped the whole length of it back and forth on one foot, with his hands
clasped over his eyes; and next he began to throw somersaults, both
backward and forward, and threw twenty-seven.

The people murmured, for the astrologer was old, and always before
had been halting of movement and at times even lame, but he was nimble
enough now and went on with his antics in the liveliest manner. Finally
he sprang lightly down and walked away, and passed up the road and
around the corner and disappeared. Then that great, pale, silent, solid
crowd drew a deep breath and looked into one another’s faces as if they
said: “Was it real? Did you see it, or was it only l—and was |
dreaming?” Then they broke into a low murmur of talking, and fell apart
in couples, and moved toward their homes, still talking in that awed way,
with faces close together and laying a hand on an arm and making other
such gestures as people make when they have been deeply impressed by
something.

We boys followed behind our fathers, and listened, catching all we
could of what they said; and when they sat down in our house and
continued their talk they still had us for company. They were in a sad
mood, for it was certain, they said, that disaster for the village must
follow this awful visitation of witches and devils. Then my father
remembered that Father Adolf had been struck dumb at the moment of
his denunciation.

“They have not ventured to lay their hands upon an anointed servant
of God before,” he said; “and how they could have dared it this time |
cannot make out, for he wore his crucifix. Isn’t it so?”

“Yes,” said the others, “we saw it.”
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“It is serious, friends, it is very serious. Always before, we had a
protection. It has failed.”

The others shook, as with a sort of chill, and muttered those words
over—*“It has failed.” “God has forsaken us.”

“It is true,” said Seppi Wohlmeyer’s father; “there is nowhere to look
for help.”

“The people will realize this,” said Nikolaus’s father, the judge, “and
despair will take away their courage and their energies. We have indeed
fallen upon evil times.”

He sighed, and Wohlmeyer said, in a troubled voice: “The report of
it all will go about the country, and our village will be shunned as being
under the displeasure of God. The Golden Stag will know hard times.”

“True, neighbor,” said my father; “all of us will suffer—all in repute,
many in estate. And, good God!—"

“What is it?”

“That can come—to finish us!”

“Name it—um Gottes Willen!”

“The Interdict!”

It smote like a thunderclap, and they were like to swoon with the
terror of it. Then the dread of this calamity roused their energies, and
they stopped brooding and began to consider ways to avert it. They
discussed this, that, and the other way, and talked till the afternoon was
far spent, then confessed that at present they could arrive at no decision.
So they parted sorrowfully, with oppressed hearts which were filled with
bodings.

While they were saying their parting words | slipped out and set my
course for Marget’s house to see what was happening there. I met many
people, but none of them greeted me. It ought to have been surprising,
but it was not, for they were so distraught with fear and dread that they
were not in their right minds, I think; they were white and haggard, and
walked like persons in a dream, their eyes open but seeing nothing, their
lips moving but uttering nothing, and worriedly clasping and unclasping
their hands without knowing it.

At Marget’s it was like a funeral. She and Wilhelm sat together on
the sofa, but said nothing, and not even holding hands. Both were
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steeped in gloom, and Marget’s eyes were red from the crying she had
been doing. She said:

“I have been begging him to go, and come no more, and so save
himself alive. | cannot bear to be his murderer. This house is bewitched,
and no inmate will escape the fire. But he will not go, and he will be lost
with the rest.”

Wilhelm said he would not go; if there was danger for her, his place
was by her, and there he would remain. Then she began to cry again, and
it was all so mournful that 1 wished | had stayed away. There was a
knock, now, and Satan came in, fresh and cheery and beautiful, and
brought that winy atmosphere of his and changed the whole thing. He
never said a word about what had been happening, nor about the awful
fears which were freezing the blood in the hearts of the community, but
began to talk and rattle on about all manner of gay and pleasant things;
and next about music—an artful stroke which cleared away the remnant
of Marget’s depression and brought her spirits and her interests broad
awake. She had not heard any one talk so well and so knowingly on that
subject before, and she was so uplifted by it and so charmed that what
she was feeling lit up her face and came out in her words; and Wilhelm
noticed it and did not look as pleased as he ought to have done. And next
Satan branched off into poetry, and recited some, and did it well, and
Marget was charmed again; and again Wilhelm was not as pleased as he
ought to have been, and this time Marget noticed it and was remorseful.

| fell asleep to pleasant music that night—the patter of rain upon the
panes and the dull growling of distant thunder. Away in the night Satan
came and roused me and said: “Come with me. Where shall we go?”

“Anywhere—so it is with you.”

Then there was a fierce glare of sunlight, and he said, “This is
China.”

That was a grand surprise, and made me sort of drunk with vanity
and gladness to think | had come so far—so much, much farther than
anybody else in our village, including Bartel Sperling, who had such a
great opinion of his travels. We buzzed around over that empire for more
than half an hour, and saw the whole of it. It was wonderful, the
spectacles we saw; and some were beautiful, others too horrible to think.

52



For instance—However, | may go into that by and by, and also why
Satan chose China for this excursion instead of another place; it would
interrupt my tale to do it now. Finally we stopped flitting and lit.

We sat upon a mountain commanding a vast landscape of mountain-
range and gorge and valley and plain and river, with cities and villages
slumbering in the sunlight, and a glimpse of blue sea on the farther
verge. It was a tranquil and dreamy picture, beautiful to the eye and
restful to the spirit. If we could only make a change like that whenever
we wanted to, the world would be easier to live in than it is, for change
of scene shifts the mind’s burdens to the other shoulder and banishes old,
shop-worn wearinesses from mind and body both.

We talked together, and | had the idea of trying to reform Satan and
persuade him to lead a better life. | told him about all those things he had
been doing, and begged him to be more considerate and stop making
people unhappy. | said | knew he did not mean any harm, but that he
ought to stop and consider the possible consequences of a thing before
launching it in that impulsive and random way of his; then he would not
make so much trouble. He was not hurt by this plain speech; he only
looked amused and surprised, and said:

“What? | do random things? Indeed, | never do. | stop and consider
possible consequences? Where is the need? | know what the
consequences are going to be—always.”

“Oh, Satan, then how could you do these things?”

“Well, I will tell you, and you must understand if you can. You
belong to a singular race. Every man is a suffering-machine and a
happiness-machine combined. The two functions work together
harmoniously, with a fine and delicate precision, on the give-and-take
principle. For every happiness turned out in the one department the other
stands ready to modify it with a sorrow or a pain—maybe a dozen. In
most cases the man’s life is about equally divided between happiness and
unhappiness. When this is not the case the unhappiness predominates—
always; never the other. Sometimes a man’s make and disposition are
such that his misery-machine is able to do nearly all the business. Such a
man goes through life almost ignorant of what happiness is. Everything
he touches, everything he does, brings a misfortune upon him. You have
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seen such people? To that kind of a person life is not an advantage, is it?
It is only a disaster. Sometimes for an hour’s happiness a man’s
machinery makes him pay years of misery. Don’t you know that? It
happens every now and then. | will give you a case or two presently.
Now the people of your village are nothing to me—you know that, don’t
you?”

I did not like to speak out too flatly, so I said | had suspected it.

“Well, it is true that they are nothing to me. It is not possible that
they should be. The difference between them and me is abysmal,
immeasurable. They have no intellect.”

“No intellect?”

“Nothing that resembles it. At a future time | will examine what man
calls his mind and give you the details of that chaos, then you will see
and understand. Men have nothing in common with me—there is no
point of contact; they have foolish little feelings and foolish little vanities
and impertinences and ambitions; their foolish little life is but a laugh, a
sigh, and extinction; and they have no sense. Only the Moral Sense. |
will show you what | mean. Here is a red spider, not so big as a pin’s
head. Can you imagine an elephant being interested in him—caring
whether he is happy or isn’t, or whether he is wealthy or poor, or whether
his sweetheart returns his love or not, or whether his mother is sick or
well, or whether he is looked up to in society or not, or whether his
enemies will smite him or his friends desert him, or whether his hopes
will suffer blight or his political ambitions fail, or whether he shall die in
the bosom of his family or neglected and despised in a foreign land?
These things can never be important to the elephant; they are nothing to
him; he cannot shrink his sympathies to the microscopic size of them.
Man is to me as the red spider is to the elephant. The elephant has
nothing against the spider—he cannot get down to that remote level; |
have nothing against man. The elephant is indifferent; | am indifferent.
The elephant would not take the trouble to do the spider an ill turn; if he
took the notion he might do him a good turn, if it came in his way and
cost nothing. | have done men good service, but no ill turns.

“The elephant lives a century, the red spider a day; in power,
intellect, and dignity the one creature is separated from the other by a
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distance which is simply astronomical. Yet in these, as in all qualities,
man is immeasurably further below me than is the wee spider below the
elephant.

“Man’s mind clumsily and tediously and laboriously patches little
trivialities together and gets a result—such as it is. My mind creates! Do
you get the force of that? Creates anything it desires—and in a moment.
Creates without material. Creates fluids, solids, colors—anything,
everything—out of the airy nothing which is called Thought. A man
imagines a silk thread, imagines a machine to make it, imagines a
picture, then by weeks of labor embroiders it on canvas with the thread. |
think the whole thing, and in a moment it is before you—created.

“l think a poem, music, the record of a game of chess—anything—
and it is there. This is the immortal mind—nothing is beyond its reach.
Nothing can obstruct my vision; the rocks are transparent to me, and
darkness is daylight. | do not need to open a book; I take the whole of its
contents into my mind at a single glance, through the cover; and in a
million years | could not forget a single word of it, or its place in the
volume. Nothing goes on in the skull of man, bird, fish, insect, or other
creature which can be hidden from me. | pierce the learned man’s brain
with a single glance, and the treasures which cost him threescore years to
accumulate are mine; he can forget, and he does forget, but | retain.

“Now, then, | perceive by your thoughts that you are understanding
me fairly well. Let us proceed. Circumstances might so fall out that the
elephant could like the spider—supposing he can see it—but he could
not love it. His love is for his own kind—for his equals. An angel’s love
is sublime, adorable, divine, beyond the imagination of man—infinitely
beyond it! But it is limited to his own august order. If it fell upon one of
your race for only an instant, it would consume its object to ashes. No,
we cannot love men, but we can be harmlessly indifferent to them; we
can also like them, sometimes. | like you and the boys, | like Father
Peter, and for your sakes | am doing all these things for the villagers.”

He saw that | was thinking a sarcasm, and he explained his position.

“I have wrought well for the villagers, though it does not look like it
on the surface. Your race never know good fortune from ill. They are
always mistaking the one for the other. It is because they cannot see into
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the future. What | am doing for the villagers will bear good fruit some
day; in some cases to themselves; in others, to unborn generations of
men. No one will ever know that | was the cause, but it will be none the
less true, for all that. Among you boys you have a game: you stand a row
of bricks on end a few inches apart; you push a brick, it knocks its
neighbor over, the neighbor knocks over the next brick—and so on till all
the row is prostrate. That is human life. A child’s first act knocks over
the initial brick, and the rest will follow inexorably. If you could see into
the future, as | can, you would see everything that was going to happen
to that creature; for nothing can change the order of its life after the first
event has determined it. That is, nothing will change it, because each act
unfailingly begets an act, that act begets another, and so on to the end,
and the seer can look forward down the line and see just when each act is
to have birth, from cradle to grave.”

“Does God order the career?”

“Foreordain it? No. The man’s circumstances and environment order
it. His first act determines the second and all that follow after. But
suppose, for argument’s sake, that the man should skip one of these acts;
an apparently trifling one, for instance; suppose that it had been
appointed that on a certain day, at a certain hour and minute and second
and fraction of a second he should go to the well, and he didn’t go. That
man’s career would change utterly, from that moment; thence to the
grave it would be wholly different from the career which his first act as a
child had arranged for him. Indeed, it might be that if he had gone to the
well he would have ended his career on a throne, and that omitting to do
it would set him upon a career that would lead to beggary and a pauper’s
grave. For instance: if at any time—say in boyhood—Columbus had
skipped the triflingest little link in the chain of acts projected and made
inevitable by his first childish act, it would have changed his whole
subsequent life, and he would have become a priest and died obscure in
an Italian village, and America would not have been discovered for two
centuries afterward. | know this. To skip any one of the billion acts in
Columbus’s chain would have wholly changed his life. | have examined
his billion of possible careers, and in only one of them occurs the
discovery of America. You people do not suspect that all of your acts are
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of one size and importance, but it is true; to snatch at an appointed fly is
as big with fate for you as is any other appointed act—"

“As the conquering of a continent, for instance?”

“Yes. Now, then, no man ever does drop a link—the thing has never
happened! Even when he is trying to make up his mind as to whether he
will do a thing or not, that itself is a link, an act, and has its proper place
in his chain; and when he finally decides an act, that also was the thing
which he was absolutely certain to do. You see, now, that a man will
never drop a link in his chain. He cannot. If he made up his mind to try,
that project would itself be an unavoidable link—a thought bound to
occur to him at that precise moment, and made certain by the first act of
his babyhood.”

It seemed so dismal!

“He is a prisoner for life,” I said sorrowfully, “and cannot get free.”

“No, of himself he cannot get away from the consequences of his
first childish act. But I can free him.”

I looked up wistfully.

“l have changed the careers of a number of your villagers.”

| tried to thank him, but found it difficult, and let it drop.

“l shall make some other changes. You know that little Lisa
Brandt?”

“Oh yes, everybody does. My mother says she is so sweet and so
lovely that she is not like any other child. She says she will be the pride
of the village when she grows up; and its idol, too, just as she is now.”

“1 shall change her future.”

“Make it better?” | asked.

“Yes. And I will change the future of Nikolaus.”

I was glad, this time, and said, “I don’t need to ask about his case;
you will be sure to do generously by him.”

“It is my intention.”

Straight off 1 was building that great future of Nicky’s in my
imagination, and had already made a renowned general of him and
hofmeister at the court, when | noticed that Satan was waiting for me to
get ready to listen again. |1 was ashamed of having exposed my cheap
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imaginings to him, and was expecting some sarcasms, but it did not
happen. He proceeded with his subject:

“Nicky’s appointed life is sixty-two years.”

“That’s grand!” | said.

“Lisa’s, thirty-six. But, as | told you, | shall change their lives and
those ages. Two minutes and a quarter from now Nikolaus will wake out
of his sleep and find the rain blowing in. It was appointed that he should
turn over and go to sleep again. But | have appointed that he shall get up
and close the window first. That trifle will change his career entirely. He
will rise in the morning two minutes later than the chain of his life had
appointed him to rise. By consequence, thenceforth nothing will ever
happen to him in accordance with the details of the old chain.” He took
out his watch and sat looking at it a few moments, then said: “Nikolaus
has risen to close the window. His life is changed, his new career has
begun. There will be consequences.”

It made me feel creepy; it was uncanny.

“But for this change certain things would happen twelve days from
now. For instance, Nikolaus would save Lisa from drowning. He would
arrive on the scene at exactly the right moment—four minutes past ten,
the long-ago appointed instant of time—and the water would be shoal,
the achievement easy and certain. But he will arrive some seconds too
late, now; Lisa will have struggled into deeper water. He will do his best,
but both will drown.”

“Oh, Satan! Oh, dear Satan!” | cried, with the tears rising in my eyes,
“save them! Don’t let it happen. | can’t bear to lose Nikolaus, he is my
loving playmate and friend; and think of Lisa’s poor mother!”

I clung to him and begged and pleaded, but he was not moved. He
made me sit down again, and told me | must hear him out.

“I have changed Nikolaus’s life, and this has changed Lisa’s. If | had
not done this, Nikolaus would save Lisa, then he would catch cold from
his drenching; one of your race’s fantastic and desolating scarlet fevers
would follow, with pathetic after-effects; for forty-six years he would lie
in his bed a paralytic log, deaf, dumb, blind, and praying night and day
for the blessed relief of death. Shall I change his life back?”

“Oh no! Oh, not for the world! In charity and pity leave it as it is.”
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“It is best so. I could not have changed any other link in his life and
done him so good a service. He had a billion possible careers, but not one
of them was worth living; they were charged full with miseries and
disasters. But for my intervention he would do his brave deed twelve
days from now—a deed begun and ended in six minutes—and get for all
reward those forty-six years of sorrow and suffering I told you of. It is
one of the cases | was thinking of awhile ago when | said that sometimes
an act which brings the actor an hour’s happiness and self-satisfaction is
paid for—or punished—by years of suffering.”

I wondered what poor little Lisa’s early death would save her from.
He answered the thought:

“From ten years of pain and slow recovery from an accident, and
then from nineteen years’ pollution, shame, depravity, crime, ending
with death at the hands of the executioner. Twelve days hence she will
die; her mother would save her life if she could. Am | not kinder than her
mother?”

“Yes—oh, indeed yes; and wiser.”

“Father Peter’s case is coming on presently. He will be acquitted,
through unassailable proofs of his innocence.”

“Why, Satan, how can that be? Do you really think it?”

“Indeed, | know it. His good name will be restored, and the rest of
his life will be happy.”

“l can believe it. To restore his good name will have that effect.”

“His happiness will not proceed from that cause. | shall change his
life that day, for his good. He will never know his good name has been
restored.”

In my mind—and modestly—I asked for particulars, but Satan paid
no attention to my thought. Next, my mind wandered to the astrologer,
and | wondered where he might be.

“In the moon,” said Satan, with a fleeting sound which | believed
was a chuckle. “I’ve got him on the cold side of it, too. He doesn’t know
where he is, and is not having a pleasant time; still, it is good enough for
him, a good place for his star studies. I shall need him presently; then |
shall bring him back and possess him again. He has a long and cruel and
odious life before him, but I will change that, for I have no feeling
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against him and am quite willing to do him a kindness. I think I shall get
him burned.”

He had such strange notions of kindness! But angels are made so,
and do not know any better. Their ways are not like our ways; and,
besides, human beings are nothing to them; they think they are only
freaks. It seems to me odd that he should put the astrologer so far away;
he could have dumped him in Germany just as well, where he would be
handy.

“Far away?” said Satan. “To me no place is far away; distance does
not exist for me. The sun is less than a hundred million miles from here,
and the light that is falling upon us has taken eight minutes to come; but |
can make that flight, or any other, in a fraction of time so minute that it
cannot be measured by a watch. | have but to think the journey, and it is
accomplished.”

I held out my hand and said, “The light lies upon it; think it into a
glass of wine, Satan.”

He did it. I drank the wine.

“Break the glass,” he said.

| broke it.

“There—you see it is real. The villagers thought the brass balls were
magic stuff and as perishable as smoke. They were afraid to touch them.
You are a curious lot—your race. But come along; I have business. | will
put you to bed.” Said and done. Then he was gone; but his voice came
back to me through the rain and darkness saying, “Yes, tell Seppi, but no
other.”

It was the answer to my thought.

Chapter VIII

SLEEP would not come. It was not because | was proud of my travels
and excited about having been around the big world to China, and feeling
contemptuous of Bartel Sperling, “the traveler,” as he called himself, and
looked down upon us others because he had been to Vienna once and
was the only Eseldorf boy who had made such a journey and seen the
world’s wonders. At another time that would have kept me awake, but it
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did not affect me now. No, my mind was filled with Nikolaus, my
thoughts ran upon him only, and the good days we had seen together at
romps and frolics in the woods and the fields and the river in the long
summer days, and skating and sliding in the winter when our parents
thought we were in school. And now he was going out of this young life,
and the summers and winters would come and go, and we others would
rove and play as before, but his place would be vacant; we should see
him no more. To-morrow he would not suspect, but would be as he had
always been, and it would shock me to hear him laugh, and see him do
lightsome and frivolous things, for to me he would be a corpse, with
waxen hands and dull eyes, and | should see the shroud around his face;
and next day he would not suspect, nor the next, and all the time his
handful of days would be wasting swiftly away and that awful thing
coming nearer and nearer, his fate closing steadily around him and no
one knowing it but Seppi and me. Twelve days—only twelve days. It
was awful to think of. I noticed that in my thoughts I was not calling him
by his familiar names, Nick and Nicky, but was speaking of him by his
full name, and reverently, as one speaks of the dead. Also, as incident
after incident of our comradeship came thronging into my mind out of
the past, | noticed that they were mainly cases where | had wronged him
or hurt him, and they rebuked me and reproached me, and my heart was
wrung with remorse, just as it is when we remember our unkindnesses to
friends who have passed beyond the veil, and we wish we could have
them back again, if only for a moment, so that we could go on our knees
to them and say, “Have pity, and forgive.”

Once when we were nine years old he went a long errand of nearly
two miles for the fruiterer, who gave him a splendid big apple for
reward, and he was flying home with it, almost beside himself with
astonishment and delight, and I met him, and he let me look at the apple,
not thinking of treachery, and | ran off with it, eating it as | ran, he
following me and begging; and when he overtook me | offered him the
core, which was all that was left; and | laughed. Then he turned away,
crying, and said he had meant to give it to his little sister. That smote me,
for she was slowly getting well of a sickness, and it would have been a
proud moment for him, to see her joy and surprise and have her caresses.
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But | was ashamed to say | was ashamed, and only said something rude
and mean, to pretend | did not care, and he made no reply in words, but
there was a wounded look in his face as he turned away toward his home
which rose before me many times in after years, in the night, and
reproached me and made me ashamed again. It had grown dim in my
mind, by and by, then it disappeared; but it was back now, and not dim.

Once at school, when we were eleven, | upset my ink and spoiled
four copy-books, and was in danger of severe punishment; but I put it
upon him, and he got the whipping.

And only last year | had cheated him in a trade, giving him a large
fish-hook which was partly broken through for three small sound ones.
The first fish he caught broke the hook, but he did not know I was
blamable, and he refused to take back one of the small hooks which my
conscience forced me to offer him, but said, “A trade is a trade; the hook
was bad, but that was not your fault.”

No, | could not sleep. These little, shabby wrongs upbraided me and
tortured me, and with a pain much sharper than one feels when the
wrongs have been done to the living. Nikolaus was living, but no matter;
he was to me as one already dead. The wind was still moaning about the
eaves, the rain still pattering upon the panes.

In the morning | sought out Seppi and told him. It was down by the
river. His lips moved, but he did not say anything, he only looked dazed
and stunned, and his face turned very white. He stood like that a few
moments, the tears welling into his eyes, then he turned away and |
locked my arm in his and we walked along thinking, but not speaking.
We crossed the bridge and wandered through the meadows and up
among the hills and the woods, and at last the talk came and flowed
freely, and it was all about Nikolaus and was a recalling of the life we
had lived with him. And every now and then Seppi said, as if to himself:

“Twelve days!—Iess than twelve days.”

We said we must be with him all the time; we must have all of him
we could; the days were precious now. Yet we did not go to seek him. It
would be like meeting the dead, and we were afraid. We did not say it,
but that was what we were feeling. And so it gave us a shock when we
turned a curve and came upon Nikolaus face to face. He shouted, gaily:
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“Hi-hi! What is the matter? Have you seen a ghost?”

We couldn’t speak, but there was no occasion; he was willing to talk
for us all, for he had just seen Satan and was in high spirits about it.
Satan had told him about our trip to China, and he had begged Satan to
take him a journey, and Satan had promised. It was to be a far journey,
and wonderful and beautiful; and Nikolaus had begged him to take us,
too, but he said no, he would take us some day, maybe, but not now.
Satan would come for him on the 13th, and Nikolaus was already
counting the hours, he was so impatient.

That was the fatal day. We were already counting the hours, too.

We wandered many a mile, always following paths which had been
our favorites from the days when we were little, and always we talked
about the old times. All the blitheness was with Nikolaus; we others
could not shake off our depression. Our tone toward Nikolaus was so
strangely gentle and tender and yearning that he noticed it, and was
pleased; and we were constantly doing him deferential little offices of
courtesy, and saying, “Wait, let me do that for you,” and that pleased
him, too. | gave him seven fish-hooks—all | had—and made him take
them; and Seppi gave him his new knife and a humming-top painted red
and yellow—atonements for swindles practised upon him formerly, as |
learned later, and probably no longer remembered by Nikolaus now.
These things touched him, and he could not have believed that we loved
him so; and his pride in it and gratefulness for it cut us to the heart, we
were so undeserving of them. When we parted at last, he was radiant, and
said he had never had such a happy day.

As we walked along homeward, Seppi said, “We always prized him,
but never so much as now, when we are going to lose him.”

Next day and every day we spent all of our spare time with Nikolaus;
and also added to it time which we (and he) stole from work and other
duties, and this cost the three of us some sharp scoldings, and some
threats of punishment. Every morning two of us woke with a start and a
shudder, saying, as the days flew along, “Only ten days left;” “only nine
days left;” “only eight;” “only seven.” Always it was narrowing. Always
Nikolaus was gay and happy, and always puzzled because we were not.
He wore his invention to the bone trying to invent ways to cheer us up,
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but it was only a hollow success; he could see that our jollity had no
heart in it, and that the laughs we broke into came up against some
obstruction or other and suffered damage and decayed into a sigh. He
tried to find out what the matter was, so that he could help us out of our
trouble or make it lighter by sharing it with us; so we had to tell many
lies to deceive him and appease him.

But the most distressing thing of all was that he was always making
plans, and often they went beyond the 13th! Whenever that happened it
made us groan in spirit. All his mind was fixed upon finding some way
to conquer our depression and cheer us up; and at last, when he had but
three days to live, he fell upon the right idea and was jubilant over it—a
boys-and-girls’ frolic and dance in the woods, up there where we first
met Satan, and this was to occur on the 14th. It was ghastly, for that was
his funeral day. We couldn’t venture to protest; it would only have
brought a “Why?” which we could not answer. He wanted us to help him
invite his guests, and we did it—one can refuse nothing to a dying friend.
But it was dreadful, for really we were inviting them to his funeral.

It was an awful eleven days; and yet, with a lifetime stretching back
between to-day and then, they are still a grateful memory to me, and
beautiful. In effect they were days of companionship with one’s sacred
dead, and I have known no comradeship that was so close or so precious.
We clung to the hours and the minutes, counting them as they wasted
away, and parting with them with that pain and bereavement which a
miser feels who sees his hoard filched from him coin by coin by robbers
and is helpless to prevent it.

When the evening of the last day came we stayed out too long; Seppi
and | were in fault for that; we could not bear to part with Nikolaus; so it
was very late when we left him at his door. We lingered near awhile,
listening; and that happened which we were fearing. His father gave him
the promised punishment, and we heard his shrieks. But we listened only
a moment, then hurried away, remorseful for this thing which we had
caused. And sorry for the father, too; our thought being, “If he only
knew—if he only knew!”

In the morning Nikolaus did not meet us at the appointed place, so
we went to his home to see what the matter was. His mother said:
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“His father is out of all patience with these goings-on, and will not
have any more of it. Half the time when Nick is needed he is not to be
found; then it turns out that he has been gadding around with you two.
His father gave him a flogging last night. It always grieved me before,
and many’s the time | have begged him off and saved him, but this time
he appealed to me in vain, for | was out of patience myself.”

“l wish you had saved him just this one time,” | said, my voice
trembling a little; “it would ease a pain in your heart to remember it some
day.”

She was ironing at the time, and her back was partly toward me. She
turned about with a startled or wondering look in her face and said,
“What do you mean by that?”

I was not prepared, and didn’t know anything to say; so it was
awkward, for she kept looking at me; but Seppi was alert and spoke up:

“Why, of course it would be pleasant to remember, for the very
reason we were out so late was that Nikolaus got to telling how good you
are to him, and how he never got whipped when you were by to save
him; and he was so full of it, and we were so full of the interest of it, that
none of us noticed how late it was getting.”

“Did he say that? Did he?” and she put her apron to her eyes.

“You can ask Theodor—he will tell you the same.”

“It is a dear, good lad, my Nick,” she said. “l am sorry | let him get
whipped; | will never do it again. To think—all the time | was sitting
here last night, fretting and angry at him, he was loving me and praising
me! Dear, dear, if we could only know! Then we shouldn’t ever go
wrong; but we are only poor, dumb beasts groping around and making
mistakes. | shan’t ever think of last night without a pang.”

She was like all the rest; it seemed as if nobody could open a mouth,
in these wretched days, without saying something that made us shiver.
They were “groping around,” and did not know what true, sorrowfully
true things they were saying by accident.

Seppi asked if Nikolaus might go out with us.

“l am sorry,” she answered, “but he can’t. To punish him further, his
father doesn’t allow him to go out of the house to-day.”
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We had a great hope! | saw it in Seppi’s eyes. We thought, “If he
cannot leave the house, he cannot be drowned.” Seppi asked, to make
sure:

“Must he stay in all day, or only the morning?”

“All day. It’s such a pity, too; it’s a beautiful day, and he is so
unused to being shut up. But he is busy planning his party, and maybe
that is company for him. | do hope he isn’t too lonesome.”

Seppi saw that in her eye which emboldened him to ask if we might
go up and help him pass his time.

“And welcome!” she said, right heartily. “Now | call that real
friendship, when you might be abroad in the fields and the woods, having
a happy time. You are good boys, I’ll allow that, though you don’t
always find satisfactory ways of improving it. Take these cakes—for
yourselves—and give him this one, from his mother.”

The first thing we noticed when we entered Nikolaus’s room was the
time—a quarter to 10. Could that be correct? Only such a few minutes to
live! | felt a contraction at my heart. Nikolaus jumped up and gave us a
glad welcome. He was in good spirits over his plannings for his party and
had not been lonesome.

“Sit down,” he said, “and look at what I’ve been doing. And I’ve
finished a Kite that you will say is a beauty. It’s drying, in the kitchen;
I’ll fetch it.”

He had been spending his penny savings in fanciful trifles of various
kinds, to go as prizes in the games, and they were marshaled with fine
and showy effect upon the table. He said:

“Examine them at your leisure while | get mother to touch up the kite
with her iron if it isn’t dry enough yet.”

Then he tripped out and went clattering down-stairs, whistling.

We did not look at the things; we couldn’t take any interest in
anything but the clock. We sat staring at it in silence, listening to the
ticking, and every time the minute-hand jumped we nodded
recognition—one minute fewer to cover in the race for life or for death.
Finally Seppi drew a deep breath and said:

“Two minutes to ten. Seven minutes more and he will pass the death-
point. Theodor, he is going to be saved! He’s going to—"
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“Hush! I’m on needles. Watch the clock and keep still.”

Five minutes more. We were panting with the strain and the
excitement. Another three minutes, and there was a footstep on the stair.

“Saved!” And we jumped up and faced the door.

The old mother entered, bringing the kite. “Isn’t it a beauty?” she
said. “And, dear me, how he has slaved over it—ever since daylight, I
think, and only finished it awhile before you came.” She stood it against
the wall, and stepped back to take a view of it. “He drew the pictures his
own self, and I think they are very good. The church isn’t so very good,
I’ll have to admit, but look at the bridge—any one can recognize the
bridge in a minute. He asked me to bring it up.... Dear me! it’s seven
minutes past ten, and 1—”

“But where is he?”

“He? Oh, he’ll be here soon; he’s gone out a minute.”

“Gone out?”

“Yes. Just as he came down-stairs little Lisa’s mother came in and
said the child had wandered off somewhere, and as she was a little
uneasy | told Nikolaus to never mind about his father’s orders—go and
look her up.... Why, how white you two do look! | do believe you are
sick. Sit down; I’ll fetch something. That cake has disagreed with you. It
is a little heavy, but | thought—"

She disappeared without finishing her sentence, and we hurried at
once to the back window and looked toward the river. There was a great
crowd at the other end of the bridge, and people were flying toward that
point from every direction.

“Oh, it is all over—poor Nikolaus! Why, oh, why did she let him get
out of the house!”

“Come away,” said Seppi, half sobbing, “come quick—we can’t bear
to meet her; in five minutes she will know.”

But we were not to escape. She came upon us at the foot of the stairs,
with her cordials in her hands, and made us come in and sit down and
take the medicine. Then she watched the effect, and it did not satisfy her;
so she made us wait longer, and kept upbraiding herself for giving us the
unwholesome cake.
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Presently the thing happened which we were dreading. There was a
sound of tramping and scraping outside, and a crowd came solemnly in,
with heads uncovered, and laid the two drowned bodies on the bed.

“Oh, my God!” that poor mother cried out, and fell on her knees, and
put her arms about her dead boy and began to cover the wet face with
kisses. “Oh, it was | that sent him, and | have been his death. If | had
obeyed, and kept him in the house, this would not have happened. And |
am rightly punished; | was cruel to him last night, and him begging me,
his own mother, to be his friend.”

And so she went on and on, and all the women cried, and pitied her,
and tried to comfort her, but she could not forgive herself and could not
be comforted, and kept on saying if she had not sent him out he would be
alive and well now, and she was the cause of his death.

It shows how foolish people are when they blame themselves for
anything they have done. Satan knows, and he said nothing happens that
your first act hasn’t arranged to happen and made inevitable; and so, of
your own motion you can’t ever alter the scheme or do a thing that will
break a link. Next we heard screams, and Frau Brandt came wildly
plowing and plunging through the crowd with her dress in disorder and
hair flying loose, and flung herself upon her dead child with moans and
kisses and pleadings and endearments; and by and by she rose up almost
exhausted with her outpourings of passionate emotion, and clenched her
fist and lifted it toward the sky, and her tear-drenched face grew hard and
resentful, and she said:

“For nearly two weeks | have had dreams and presentiments and
warnings that death was going to strike what was most precious to me,
and day and night and night and day | have groveled in the dirt before
Him praying Him to have pity on my innocent child and save it from
harm—and here is His answer!”

Why, He had saved it from harm—but she did not know.

She wiped the tears from her eyes and cheeks, and stood awhile
gazing down at the child and caressing its face and its hair with her
hands; then she spoke again in that bitter tone: “But in His hard heart is
no compassion. | will never pray again.”
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She gathered her dead child to her bosom and strode away, the crowd
falling back to let her pass, and smitten dumb by the awful words they
had heard. Ah, that poor woman! It is as Satan said, we do not know
good fortune from bad, and are always mistaking the one for the other.
Many a time since | have heard people pray to God to spare the life of
sick persons, but | have never done it.

Both funerals took place at the same time in our little church next
day. Everybody was there, including the party guests. Satan was there,
too; which was proper, for it was on account of his efforts that the
funerals had happened. Nikolaus had departed this life without
absolution, and a collection was taken up for masses, to get him out of
purgatory. Only two-thirds of the required money was gathered, and the
parents were going to try to borrow the rest, but Satan furnished it. He
told us privately that there was no purgatory, but he had contributed in
order that Nikolaus’s parents and their friends might be saved from
worry and distress. We thought it very good of him, but he said money
did not cost him anything.

At the graveyard the body of little Lisa was seized for debt by a
carpenter to whom the mother owed fifty groschen for work done the
year before. She had never been able to pay this, and was not able now.
The carpenter took the corpse home and kept it four days in his cellar,
the mother weeping and imploring about his house all the time; then he
buried it in his brother’s cattle-yard, without religious ceremonies. It
drove the mother wild with grief and shame, and she forsook her work
and went daily about the town, cursing the carpenter and blaspheming
the laws of the emperor and the church, and it was pitiful to see. Seppi
asked Satan to interfere, but he said the carpenter and the rest were
members of the human race and were acting quite neatly for that species
of animal. He would interfere if he found a horse acting in such a way,
and we must inform him when we came across that kind of horse doing
that kind of human thing, so that he could stop it. We believed this was
sarcasm, for of course there wasn’t any such horse.

But after a few days we found that we could not abide that poor
woman’s distress, so we begged Satan to examine her several possible
careers, and see if he could not change her, to her profit, to a new one.
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He said the longest of her careers as they now stood gave her forty-two
years to live, and her shortest one twenty-nine, and that both were
charged with grief and hunger and cold and pain. The only improvement
he could make would be to enable her to skip a certain three minutes
from now; and he asked us if he should do it. This was such a short time
to decide in that we went to pieces with nervous excitement, and before
we could pull ourselves together and ask for particulars he said the time
would be up in a few more seconds; so then we gasped out, “Do it!”

“It is done,” he said; “she was going around a corner; | have turned
her back; it has changed her career.”

“Then what will happen, Satan?”

“It is happening now. She is having words with Fischer, the weaver.
In his anger Fischer will straightway do what he would not have done but
for this accident. He was present when she stood over her child’s body
and uttered those blasphemies.”

“What will he do?”

“He is doing it now—~betraying her. In three days she will go to the
stake.”

We could not speak; we were frozen with horror, for if we had not
meddled with her career she would have been spared this awful fate.
Satan noticed these thoughts, and said:

“What you are thinking is strictly human-like—that is to say, foolish.
The woman is advantaged. Die when she might, she would go to heaven.
By this prompt death she gets twenty-nine years more of heaven than she
is entitled to, and escapes twenty-nine years of misery here.”

A moment before we were bitterly making up our minds that we
would ask no more favors of Satan for friends of ours, for he did not
seem to know any way to do a person a kindness but by killing him; but
the whole aspect of the case was changed now, and we were glad of what
we had done and full of happiness in the thought of it.

After a little | began to feel troubled about Fischer, and asked,
timidly, “Does this episode change Fischer’s life-scheme, Satan?”

“Change it? Why, certainly. And radically. If he had not met Frau
Brandt awhile ago he would die next year, thirty-four years of age. Now
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he will live to be ninety, and have a pretty prosperous and comfortable
life of it, as human lives go.”

We felt a great joy and pride in what we had done for Fischer, and
were expecting Satan to sympathize with this feeling; but he showed no
sign and this made us uneasy. We waited for him to speak, but he didn’t;
S0, to assuage our solicitude we had to ask him if there was any defect in
Fischer’s good luck. Satan considered the question a moment, then said,
with some hesitation:

“Well, the fact is, it is a delicate point. Under his several former
possible life-careers he was going to heaven.”

We were aghast. “Oh, Satan! and under this one—"

“There, don’t be so distressed. You were sincerely trying to do him a
kindness; let that comfort you.”

“Oh, dear, dear, that cannot comfort us. You ought to have told us
what we were doing, then we wouldn’t have acted so.”

But it made no impression on him. He had never felt a pain or a
sorrow, and did not know what they were, in any really informing way.
He had no knowledge of them except theoretically—that is to say,
intellectually. And of course that is no good. One can never get any but a
loose and ignorant notion of such things except by experience. We tried
our best to make him comprehend the awful thing that had been done and
how we were compromised by it, but he couldn’t seem to get hold of it.
He said he did not think it important where Fischer went to; in heaven he
would not be missed, there were “plenty there.” We tried to make him
see that he was missing the point entirely; that Fischer, and not other
people, was the proper one to decide about the importance of it; but it all
went for nothing; he said he did not care for Fischer—there were plenty
more Fischers.

The next minute Fischer went by on the other side of the way, and it
made us sick and faint to see him, remembering the doom that was upon
him, and we the cause of it. And how unconscious he was that anything
had happened to him! You could see by his elastic step and his alert
manner that he was well satisfied with himself for doing that hard turn
for poor Frau Brandt. He kept glancing back over his shoulder
expectantly. And, sure enough, pretty soon Frau Brandt followed after, in
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charge of the officers and wearing jingling chains. A mob was in her
wake, jeering and shouting, “Blasphemer and heretic!” and some among
them were neighbors and friends of her happier days. Some were trying
to strike her, and the officers were not taking as much trouble as they
might to keep them from it.

“Oh, stop them, Satan!” It was out before we remembered that he
could not interrupt them for a moment without changing their whole
after-lives. He puffed a little puff toward them with his lips and they
began to reel and stagger and grab at the empty air; then they broke apart
and fled in every direction, shrieking, as if in intolerable pain. He had
crushed a rib of each of them with that little puff. We could not help
asking if their life-chart was changed.

“Yes, entirely. Some have gained years, some have lost them. Some
few will profit in various ways by the change, but only that few.”

We did not ask if we had brought poor Fischer’s luck to any of them.
We did not wish to know. We fully believed in Satan’s desire to do us
kindnesses, but we were losing confidence in his judgment. It was at this
time that our growing anxiety to have him look over our life-charts and
suggest improvements began to fade out and give place to other interests.

For a day or two the whole village was a chattering turmoil over Frau
Brandt’s case and over the mysterious calamity that had overtaken the
mob, and at her trial the place was crowded. She was easily convicted of
her blasphemies, for she uttered those terrible words again and said she
would not take them back. When warned that she was imperiling her life,
she said they could take it in welcome, she did not want it, she would
rather live with the professional devils in perdition than with these
imitators in the village. They accused her of breaking all those ribs by
witchcraft, and asked her if she was not a witch? She answered
scornfully:

“No. If | had that power would any of you holy hypocrites be alive
five minutes? No; | would strike you all dead. Pronounce your sentence
and let me go; | am tired of your society.”

So they found her guilty, and she was excommunicated and cut off
from the joys of heaven and doomed to the fires of hell; then she was
clothed in a coarse robe and delivered to the secular arm, and conducted
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to the market-place, the bell solemnly tolling the while. We saw her
chained to the stake, and saw the first film of blue smoke rise on the still
air. Then her hard face softened, and she looked upon the packed crowd
in front of her and said, with gentleness:

“We played together once, in long-agone days when we were
innocent little creatures. For the sake of that, | forgive you.”

We went away then, and did not see the fires consume her, but we
heard the shrieks, although we put our fingers in our ears. When they
ceased we knew she was in heaven, notwithstanding the excommunication;
and we were glad of her death and not sorry that we had brought it about.

One day, a little while after this, Satan appeared again. We were
always watching out for him, for life was never very stagnant when he
was by. He came upon us at that place in the woods where we had first
met him. Being boys, we wanted to be entertained; we asked him to do a
show for us.

“Very well,” he said; “would you like to see a history of the progress
of the human race?—its development of that product which it calls
civilization?”

We said we should.

So, with a thought, he turned the place into the Garden of Eden, and
we saw Abel praying by his altar; then Cain came walking toward him
with his club, and did not seem to see us, and would have stepped on my
foot if I had not drawn it in. He spoke to his brother in a language which
we did not understand; then he grew violent and threatening, and we
knew what was going to happen, and turned away our heads for the
moment; but we heard the crash of the blows and heard the shrieks and
the groans; then there was silence, and we saw Abel lying in his blood
and gasping out his life, and Cain standing over him and looking down at
him, vengeful and unrepentant.

Then the vision vanished, and was followed by a long series of
unknown wars, murders, and massacres. Next we had the Flood, and the
Ark tossing around in the stormy waters, with lofty mountains in the
distance showing veiled and dim through the rain. Satan said:

“The progress of your race was not satisfactory. It is to have another
chance now.”
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The scene changed, and we saw Noah overcome with wine.

Next, we had Sodom and Gomorrah, and “the attempt to discover
two or three respectable persons there,” as Satan described it. Next, Lot
and his daughters in the cave.

Next came the Hebraic wars, and we saw the victors massacre the
survivors and their cattle, and save the young girls alive and distribute
them around.

Next we had Jael; and saw her slip into the tent and drive the nail
into the temple of her sleeping guest; and we were so close that when the
blood gushed out it trickled in a little, red stream to our feet, and we
could have stained our hands in it if we had wanted to.

Next we had Egyptian wars, Greek wars, Roman wars, hideous
drenchings of the earth with blood; and we saw the treacheries of the
Romans toward the Carthaginians, and the sickening spectacle of the
massacre of those brave people. Also we saw Caesar invade Britain—
“not that those barbarians had done him any harm, but because he
wanted their land, and desired to confer the blessings of civilization upon
their widows and orphans,” as Satan explained.

Next, Christianity was born. Then ages of Europe passed in review
before us, and we saw Christianity and Civilization march hand in hand
through those ages, “leaving famine and death and desolation in their
wake, and other signs of the progress of the human race,” as Satan
observed.

And always we had wars, and more wars, and still other wars—all
over Europe, all over the world. “Sometimes in the private interest of
royal families,” Satan said, “sometimes to crush a weak nation; but never
a war started by the aggressor for any clean purpose—there is no such
war in the history of the race.”

“Now,” said Satan, “you have seen your progress down to the
present, and you must confess that it is wonderful—in its way. We must
now exhibit the future.”

He showed us slaughters more terrible in their destruction of life,
more devastating in their engines of war, than any we had seen.

“You perceive,” he said, “that you have made continual progress.
Cain did his murder with a club; the Hebrews did their murders with
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javelins and swords; the Greeks and Romans added protective armor and
the fine arts of military organization and generalship; the Christian has
added guns and gunpowder; a few centuries from now he will have so
greatly improved the deadly effectiveness of his weapons of slaughter
that all men will confess that without Christian civilization war must
have remained a poor and trifling thing to the end of time.”

Then he began to laugh in the most unfeeling way, and make fun of
the human race, although he knew that what he had been saying shamed
us and wounded us. No one but an angel could have acted so; but
suffering is nothing to them; they do not know what it is, except by
hearsay.

More than once Seppi and I had tried in a humble and diffident way
to convert him, and as he had remained silent we had taken his silence as
a sort of encouragement; necessarily, then, this talk of his was a
disappointment to us, for it showed that we had made no deep impression
upon him. The thought made us sad, and we knew then how the
missionary must feel when he has been cherishing a glad hope and has
seen it blighted. We kept our grief to ourselves, knowing that this was
not the time to continue our work.

Satan laughed his unkind laugh to a finish; then he said: “It is a
remarkable progress. In five or six thousand years five or six high
civilizations have risen, flourished, commanded the wonder of the world,
then faded out and disappeared; and not one of them except the latest
ever invented any sweeping and adequate way to kill people. They all did
their best—to kill being the chiefest ambition of the human race and the
earliest incident in its history—but only the Christian civilization has
scored a triumph to be proud of. Two or three centuries from now it will
be recognized that all the competent killers are Christians; then the pagan
world will go to school to the Christian—not to acquire his religion, but
his guns. The Turk and the Chinaman will buy those to kill missionaries
and converts with.”

By this time his theater was at work again, and before our eyes
nation after nation drifted by, during two or three centuries, a mighty
procession, an endless procession, raging, struggling, wallowing through
seas of blood, smothered in battle-smoke through which the flags glinted
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and the red jets from the cannon darted; and always we heard the thunder
of the guns and the cries of the dying.

“And what does it amount to?” said Satan, with his evil chuckle.
“Nothing at all. You gain nothing; you always come out where you went
in. For a million years the race has gone on monotonously propagating
itself and monotonously reperforming this dull nonsense—to what end?
No wisdom can guess! Who gets a profit out of it? Nobody but a parcel
of usurping little monarchs and nobilities who despise you; would feel
defiled if you touched them; would shut the door in your face if you
proposed to call; whom you slave for, fight for, die for, and are not
ashamed of it, but proud; whose existence is a perpetual insult to you and
you are afraid to resent it; who are mendicants supported by your alms,
yet assume toward you the airs of benefactor toward beggar; who address
you in the language of master to slave, and are answered in the language
of slave to master; who are worshiped by you with your mouth, while in
your heart—if you have one—you despise yourselves for it. The first
man was a hypocrite and a coward, qualities which have not yet failed in
his line; it is the foundation upon which all civilizations have been built.
Drink to their perpetuation! Drink to their augmentation! Drink to—"
Then he saw by our faces how much we were hurt, and he cut his
sentence short and stopped chuckling, and his manner changed. He said,
gently: “No, we will drink one another’s health, and let civilization go.
The wine which has flown to our hands out of space by desire is earthly,
and good enough for that other toast; but throw away the glasses; we will
drink this one in wine which has not visited this world before.”

We obeyed, and reached up and received the new cups as they
descended. They were shapely and beautiful goblets, but they were not
made of any material that we were acquainted with. They seemed to be
in motion, they seemed to be alive; and certainly the colors in them were
in motion. They were very brilliant and sparkling, and of every tint, and
they were never still, but flowed to and fro in rich tides which met and
broke and flashed out dainty explosions of enchanting color. | think it
was most like opals washing about in waves and flashing out their
splendid fires. But there is nothing to compare the wine with. We drank

76



it, and felt a strange and witching ecstasy as of heaven go stealing
through us, and Seppi’s eyes filled and he said worshipingly:

“We shall be there some day, and then—"

He glanced furtively at Satan, and | think he hoped Satan would say,
“Yes, you will be there some day,” but Satan seemed to be thinking
about something else, and said nothing. This made me feel ghastly, for I
knew he had heard; nothing, spoken or unspoken, ever escaped him. Poor
Seppi looked distressed, and did not finish his remark. The goblets rose
and clove their way into the sky, a triplet of radiant sundogs, and
disappeared. Why didn’t they stay? It seemed a bad sign, and depressed
me. Should | ever see mine again? Would Seppi ever see his?

Chapter IX

IT was wonderful, the mastery Satan had over time and distance. For him
they did not exist. He called them human inventions, and said they were
artificialities. We often went to the most distant parts of the globe with
him, and stayed weeks and months, and yet were gone only a fraction of
a second, as a rule. You could prove it by the clock. One day when our
people were in such awful distress because the witch commission were
afraid to proceed against the astrologer and Father Peter’s household, or
against any, indeed, but the poor and the friendless, they lost patience
and took to witch-hunting on their own score, and began to chase a born
lady who was known to have the habit of curing people by devilish arts,
such as bathing them, washing them, and nourishing them instead of
bleeding them and purging them through the ministrations of a barber-
surgeon in the proper way. She came flying down, with the howling and
cursing mob after her, and tried to take refuge in houses, but the doors
were shut in her face. They chased her more than half an hour, we
following to see it, and at last she was exhausted and fell, and they
caught her. They dragged her to a tree and threw a rope over the limb,
and began to make a noose in it, some holding her, meantime, and she
crying and begging, and her young daughter looking on and weeping, but
afraid to say or do anything.
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They hanged the lady, and I threw a stone at her, although in my
heart 1 was sorry for her; but all were throwing stones and each was
watching his neighbor, and if | had not done as the others did it would
have been noticed and spoken of. Satan burst out laughing.

All that were near by turned upon him, astonished and not pleased. It
was an ill time to laugh, for his free and scoffing ways and his
supernatural music had brought him under suspicion all over the town
and turned many privately against him. The big blacksmith called
attention to him now, raising his voice so that all should hear, and said:

“What are you laughing at? Answer! Moreover, please explain to the
company why you threw no stone.”

“Are you sure | did not throw a stone?”

“Yes. You needn’t try to get out of it; | had my eye on you.”

“And |—I noticed you!” shouted two others.

“Three witnesses,” said Satan: “Mueller, the blacksmith; Klein, the
butcher’s man; Pfeiffer, the weaver’s journeyman. Three very ordinary
liars. Are there any more?”

“Never mind whether there are others or not, and never mind about
what you consider us—three’s enough to settle your matter for you.
You’ll prove that you threw a stone, or it shall go hard with you.”

“That’s so!” shouted the crowd, and surged up as closely as they
could to the center of interest.

“And first you will answer that other question,” cried the blacksmith,
pleased with himself for being mouthpiece to the public and hero of the
occasion. “What are you laughing at?”

Satan smiled and answered, pleasantly: “To see three cowards
stoning a dying lady when they were so near death themselves.”

You could see the superstitious crowd shrink and catch their breath,
under the sudden shock. The blacksmith, with a show of bravado, said:

“Pooh! What do you know about it?”

“1? Everything. By profession | am a fortune-teller, and | read the
hands of you three—and some others—when you lifted them to stone the
woman. One of you will die to-morrow week; another of you will die to-
night; the third has but five minutes to live—and yonder is the clock!”
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It made a sensation. The faces of the crowd blanched, and turned
mechanically toward the clock. The butcher and the weaver seemed
smitten with an illness, but the blacksmith braced up and said, with spirit:

“It is not long to wait for prediction number one. If it fails, young
master, you will not live a whole minute after, | promise you that.”

No one said anything; all watched the clock in a deep stillness which
was impressive. When four and a half minutes were gone the blacksmith
gave a sudden gasp and clapped his hands upon his heart, saying, “Give
me breath! Give me room!” and began to sink down. The crowd surged
back, no one offering to support him, and he fell lumbering to the ground
and was dead. The people stared at him, then at Satan, then at one
another; and their lips moved, but no words came. Then Satan said:

“Three saw that | threw no stone. Perhaps there are others; let them
speak.”

It struck a kind of panic into them, and, although no one answered
him, many began to violently accuse one another, saying, “You said he
didn’t throw,” and getting for reply, “It is a lie, and | will make you eat
it"” And so in a moment they were in a raging and noisy turmoil, and
beating and banging one another; and in the midst was the only
indifferent one—the dead lady hanging from her rope, her troubles
forgotten, her spirit at peace.

So we walked away, and | was not at ease, but was saying to myself,
“He told them he was laughing at them, but it was a lie—he was
laughing at me.”

That made him laugh again, and he said, “Yes, | was laughing at you,
because, in fear of what others might report about you, you stoned the
woman when your heart revolted at the act—»but | was laughing at the
others, t00.”

“Why?”

“Because their case was yours.”

“How is that?”

“Well, there were sixty-eight people there, and sixty-two of them had
no more desire to throw a stone than you had.”

“Satan!”
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“Oh, it’s true. |1 know your race. It is made up of sheep. It is
governed by minorities, seldom or never by majorities. It suppresses its
feelings and its beliefs and follows the handful that makes the most
noise. Sometimes the noisy handful is right, sometimes wrong; but no
matter, the crowd follows it. The vast majority of the race, whether
savage or civilized, are secretly kind-hearted and shrink from inflicting
pain, but in the presence of the aggressive and pitiless minority they
don’t dare to assert themselves. Think of it! One kind-hearted creature
spies upon another, and sees to it that he loyally helps in iniquities which
revolt both of them. Speaking as an expert, | know that ninety-nine out of
a hundred of your race were strongly against the killing of witches when
that foolishness was first agitated by a handful of pious lunatics in the
long ago. And | know that even to-day, after ages of transmitted
prejudice and silly teaching, only one person in twenty puts any real
heart into the harrying of a witch. And yet apparently everybody hates
witches and wants them killed. Some day a handful will rise up on the
other side and make the most noise—perhaps even a single daring man
with a big voice and a determined front will do it—and in a week all the
sheep will wheel and follow him, and witch-hunting will come to a
sudden end.

“Monarchies, aristocracies, and religions are all based upon that
large defect in your race—the individual’s distrust of his neighbor, and
his desire, for safety’s or comfort’s sake, to stand well in his neighbor’s
eye. These institutions will always remain, and always flourish, and
always oppress you, affront you, and degrade you, because you will
always be and remain slaves of minorities. There was never a country
where the majority of the people were in their secret hearts loyal to any
of these institutions.”

I did not like to hear our race called sheep, and said | did not think
they were.

“Still, it is true, lamb,” said Satan. “Look at you in war—what
mutton you are, and how ridiculous!”

“In war? How?”

“There has never been a just one, never an honorable one—on the
part of the instigator of the war. | can see a million years ahead, and this
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rule will never change in so many as half a dozen instances. The loud
little handful—as usual—will shout for the war. The pulpit will—warily
and cautiously—object—at first; the great, big, dull bulk of the nation
will rub its sleepy eyes and try to make out why there should be a war,
and will say, earnestly and indignantly, ‘It is unjust and dishonorable,
and there is no necessity for it.” Then the handful will shout louder. A
few fair men on the other side will argue and reason against the war with
speech and pen, and at first will have a hearing and be applauded; but it
will not last long; those others will outshout them, and presently the anti-
war audiences will thin out and lose popularity. Before long you will see
this curious thing: the speakers stoned from the platform, and free speech
strangled by hordes of furious men who in their secret hearts are still at
one with those stoned speakers—as earlier—but do not dare to say so.
And now the whole nation—pulpit and all—will take up the war-cry, and
shout itself hoarse, and mob any honest man who ventures to open his
mouth; and presently such mouths will cease to open. Next the statesmen
will invent cheap lies, putting the blame upon the nation that is attacked,
and every man will be glad of those conscience-soothing falsities, and
will diligently study them, and refuse to examine any refutations of them;
and thus he will by and by convince himself that the war is just, and will
thank God for the better sleep he enjoys after this process of grotesque
self-deception.”

Chapter X

DAYS and days went by now, and no Satan. It was dull without him. But
the astrologer, who had returned from his excursion to the moon, went
about the village, braving public opinion, and getting a stone in the
middle of his back now and then when some witch-hater got a safe
chance to throw it and dodge out of sight. Meantime two influences had
been working well for Marget. That Satan, who was quite indifferent to
her, had stopped going to her house after a visit or two had hurt her
pride, and she had set herself the task of banishing him from her heart.
Reports of Wilhelm Meidling’s dissipation brought to her from time to
time by old Ursula had touched her with remorse, jealousy of Satan
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being the cause of it; and so now, these two matters working upon her
together, she was getting a good profit out of the combination—her
interest in Satan was steadily cooling, her interest in Wilhelm as steadily
warming. All that was needed to complete her conversion was that
Wilhelm should brace up and do something that should cause favorable
talk and incline the public toward him again.

The opportunity came now. Marget sent and asked him to defend her
uncle in the approaching trial, and he was greatly pleased, and stopped
drinking and began his preparations with diligence. With more diligence
than hope, in fact, for it was not a promising case. He had many
interviews in his office with Seppi and me, and threshed out our
testimony pretty thoroughly, thinking to find some valuable grains
among the chaff, but the harvest was poor, of course.

If Satan would only come! That was my constant thought. He could
invent some way to win the case; for he had said it would be won, so he
necessarily knew how it could be done. But the days dragged on, and still
he did not come. Of course | did not doubt that it would be won, and that
Father Peter would be happy for the rest of his life, since Satan had said
so; yet | knew | should be much more comfortable if he would come and
tell us how to manage it. It was getting high time for Father Peter to have
a saving change toward happiness, for by general report he was worn out
with his imprisonment and the ignominy that was burdening him, and
was like to die of his miseries unless he got relief soon.

At last the trial came on, and the people gathered from all around to
witness it; among them many strangers from considerable distances. Yes,
everybody was there except the accused. He was too feeble in body for
the strain. But Marget was present, and keeping up her hope and her
spirit the best she could. The money was present, too. It was emptied on
the table, and was handled and caressed and examined by such as were
privileged.

The astrologer was put in the witness-box. He had on his best hat and
robe for the occasion.
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QUESTION. You claim that this money is yours?

ANSWER. I do.

Q. How did you come by it?

A. | found the bag in the road when | was returning from a journey.

Q. When?

A. More than two years ago.

Q. What did you do with it?

A. | brought it home and hid it in a secret place in my observatory,
intending to find the owner if | could.

Q. You endeavored to find him?

A. 1 made diligent inquiry during several months, but nothing came
of it.

Q. And then?

A. | thought it not worth while to look further, and was minded to
use the money in finishing the wing of the foundling-asylum connected
with the priory and nunnery. So | took it out of its hiding-place and
counted it to see if any of it was missing. And then—

Q. Why do you stop? Proceed.

A. | am sorry to have to say this, but just as | had finished and was
restoring the bag to its place, | looked up and there stood Father Peter
behind me.

Several murmured, “That looks bad,” but others answered, “Ah, but
he is such a liar!”

Q. That made you uneasy?

A. No; | thought nothing of it at the time, for Father Peter often came
to me unannounced to ask for a little help in his need.

Marget blushed crimson at hearing her uncle falsely and impudently
charged with begging, especially from one he had always denounced as a
fraud, and was going to speak, but remembered herself in time and held
her peace.

Q. Proceed.

A. In the end | was afraid to contribute the money to the foundling-
asylum, but elected to wait yet another year and continue my inquiries.
When | heard of Father Peter’s find | was glad, and no suspicion entered
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my mind; when | came home a day or two later and discovered that my
own money was gone | still did not suspect until three circumstances
connected with Father Peter’s good fortune struck me as being singular
coincidences.

Q. Pray name them.

A. Father Peter had found his money in a path—I had found mine in
a road. Father Peter’s find consisted exclusively of gold ducats—mine
also. Father Peter found eleven hundred and seven ducats—I exactly the
same.

This closed his evidence, and certainly it made a strong impression
on the house; one could see that.

Wilhelm Meidling asked him some questions, then called us boys,
and we told our tale. It made the people laugh, and we were ashamed.
We were feeling pretty badly, anyhow, because Wilhelm was hopeless,
and showed it. He was doing as well as he could, poor young fellow, but
nothing was in his favor, and such sympathy as there was was now
plainly not with his client. It might be difficult for court and people to
believe the astrologer’s story, considering his character, but it was almost
impossible to believe Father Peter’s. We were already feeling badly
enough, but when the astrologer’s lawyer said he believed he would not
ask us any questions—for our story was a little delicate and it would be
cruel for him to put any strain upon it—everybody tittered, and it was
almost more than we could bear. Then he made a sarcastic little speech,
and got so much fun out of our tale, and it seemed so ridiculous and
childish and every way impossible and foolish, that it made everybody
laugh till the tears came; and at last Marget could not keep up her
courage any longer, but broke down and cried, and | was so sorry for her.

Now | noticed something that braced me up. It was Satan standing
alongside of Wilhelm! And there was such a contrast!—Satan looked so
confident, had such a spirit in his eyes and face, and Wilhelm looked so
depressed and despondent. We two were comfortable now, and judged
that he would testify and persuade the bench and the people that black
was white and white black, or any other color he wanted it. We glanced
around to see what the strangers in the house thought of him, for he was
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beautiful, you know—stunning, in fact—but no one was noticing him; so
we knew by that that he was invisible.

The lawyer was saying his last words; and while he was saying them
Satan began to melt into Wilhelm. He melted into him and disappeared;
and then there was a change, when his spirit began to look out of
Wilhelm’s eyes.

That lawyer finished quite seriously, and with dignity. He pointed to
the money, and said:

“The love of it is the root of all evil. There it lies, the ancient
tempter, newly red with the shame of its latest victory—the dishonor of a
priest of God and his two poor juvenile helpers in crime. If it could but
speak, let us hope that it would be constrained to confess that of all its
conquests this was the basest and the most pathetic.”

He sat down. Wilhelm rose and said:

“From the testimony of the accuser | gather that he found this money
in a road more than two years ago. Correct me, sir, if | misunderstood
you.”

The astrologer said his understanding of it was correct.

“And the money so found was never out of his hands thenceforth up
to a certain definite date—the last day of last year. Correct me, sir, if |
am wrong.”

The astrologer nodded his head. Wilhelm turned to the bench and
said:

“If | prove that this money here was not that money, then it is not
his?”

“Certainly not; but this is irregular. If you had such a witness it was
your duty to give proper notice of it and have him here to—" He broke
off and began to consult with the other judges. Meantime that other
lawyer got up excited and began to protest against allowing new
witnesses to be brought into the case at this late stage.

The judges decided that his contention was just and must be allowed.

“But this is not a new witness,” said Wilhelm. “It has already been
partly examined. | speak of the coin.”

“The coin? What can the coin say?”
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“It can say it is not the coin that the astrologer once possessed. It can
say it was not in existence last December. By its date it can say this.”

And it was so! There was the greatest excitement in the court while
that lawyer and the judges were reaching for coins and examining them
and exclaiming. And everybody was full of admiration of Wilhelm’s
brightness in happening to think of that neat idea. At last order was
called and the court said:

“All of the coins but four are of the date of the present year. The
court tenders its sincere sympathy to the accused, and its deep regret that
he, an innocent man, through an unfortunate mistake, has suffered the
undeserved humiliation of imprisonment and trial. The case is
dismissed.”

So the money could speak, after all, though that lawyer thought it
couldn’t. The court rose, and almost everybody came forward to shake
hands with Marget and congratulate her, and then to shake with Wilhelm
and praise him; and Satan had stepped out of Wilhelm and was standing
around looking on full of interest, and people walking through him every
which way, not knowing he was there. And Wilhelm could not explain
why he only thought of the date on the coins at the last moment, instead
of earlier; he said it just occurred to him, all of a sudden, like an
inspiration, and he brought it right out without any hesitation, for,
although he didn’t examine the coins, he seemed, somehow, to know it
was true. That was honest of him, and like him; another would have
pretended he had thought of it earlier, and was keeping it back for a
surprise.

He had dulled down a little now; not much, but still you could notice
that he hadn’t that luminous look in his eyes that he had while Satan was
in him. He nearly got it back, though, for a moment when Marget came
and praised him and thanked him and couldn’t keep him from seeing
how proud she was of him. The astrologer went off dissatisfied and
cursing, and Solomon Isaacs gathered up the money and carried it away.
It was Father Peter’s for good and all, now.

Satan was gone. | judged that he had spirited himself away to the jail
to tell the prisoner the news; and in this | was right. Marget and the rest
of us hurried thither at our best speed, in a great state of rejoicing.
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Well, what Satan had done was this: he had appeared before that
poor prisoner, exclaiming, “The trial is over, and you stand forever
disgraced as a thief—by verdict of the court!”

The shock unseated the old man’s reason. When we arrived, ten
minutes later, he was parading pompously up and down and delivering
commands to this and that and the other constable or jailer, and calling
them Grand Chamberlain, and Prince This and Prince That, and Admiral
of the Fleet, Field Marshal in Command, and all such fustian, and was as
happy as a bird. He thought he was Emperor!

Marget flung herself on his breast and cried, and indeed everybody
was moved almost to heartbreak. He recognized Marget, but could not
understand why she should cry. He patted her on the shoulder and said:

“Don’t do it, dear; remember, there are witnesses, and it is not
becoming in the Crown Princess. Tell me your trouble—it shall be
mended; there is nothing the Emperor cannot do.” Then he looked around
and saw old Ursula with her apron to her eyes. He was puzzled at that, and
said, “And what is the matter with you?”

Through her sobs she got out words explaining that she was
distressed to see him—*“so0.” He reflected over that a moment, then
muttered, as if to himself: “A singular old thing, the Dowager Duchess—
means well, but is always snuffling and never able to tell what it is about.
It is because she doesn’t know.” His eyes fell on Wilhelm. “Prince of
India,” he said, “I divine that it is you that the Crown Princess is concerned
about. Her tears shall be dried; | will no longer stand between you; she
shall share your throne; and between you you shall inherit mine. There,
little lady, have | done well? You can smile now—isn’t it s0?”

He petted Marget and kissed her, and was so contented with himself
and with everybody that he could not do enough for us all, but began to
give away kingdoms and such things right and left, and the least that any
of us got was a principality. And so at last, being persuaded to go home,
he marched in imposing state; and when the crowds along the way saw
how it gratified him to be hurrahed at, they humored him to the top of his
desire, and he responded with condescending bows and gracious smiles,
and often stretched out a hand and said, “Bless you, my people!”
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As pitiful a sight as ever | saw. And Marget, and old Ursula crying
all the way.

On my road home | came upon Satan, and reproached him with
deceiving me with that lie. He was not embarrassed, but said, quite
simply and composedly:

“Ah, you mistake; it was the truth. | said he would be happy the rest
of his days, and he will, for he will always think he is the Emperor, and
his pride in it and his joy in it will endure to the end. He is now, and will
remain, the one utterly happy person in this empire.”

“But the method of it, Satan, the method! Couldn’t you have done it
without depriving him of his reason?”

It was difficult to irritate Satan, but that accomplished it.

“What an ass you are!” he said. “Are you so unobservant as not to
have found out that sanity and happiness are an impossible combination?
No sane man can be happy, for to him life is real, and he sees what a
fearful thing it is. Only the mad can be happy, and not many of those.
The few that imagine themselves kings or gods are happy, the rest are no
happier than the sane. Of course, no man is entirely in his right mind at
any time, but I have been referring to the extreme cases. | have taken
from this man that trumpery thing which the race regards as a Mind; |
have replaced his tin life with a silver-gilt fiction; you see the result—
and you criticize! | said I would make him permanently happy, and |
have done it. | have made him happy by the only means possible to his
race—and you are not satisfied!” He heaved a discouraged sigh, and
said, “It seems to me that this race is hard to please.”

There it was, you see. He didn’t seem to know any way to do a
person a favor except by killing him or making a lunatic out of him. |
apologized, as well as | could; but privately I did not think much of his
processes—at that time.

Satan was accustomed to say that our race lived a life of continuous
and uninterrupted self-deception. It duped itself from cradle to grave
with shams and delusions which it mistook for realities, and this made its
entire life a sham. Of the score of fine qualities which it imagined it had
and was vain of, it really possessed hardly one. It regarded itself as gold,
and was only brass. One day when he was in this vein he mentioned a
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detail—the sense of humor. | cheered up then, and took issue. | said we
possessed it.

“There spoke the race!” he said; “always ready to claim what it
hasn’t got, and mistake its ounce of brass filings for a ton of gold-dust.
You have a mongrel perception of humor, nothing more; a multitude of
you possess that. This multitude see the comic side of a thousand low-
grade and trivial things—broad incongruities, mainly; grotesqueries,
absurdities, evokers of the horse-laugh. The ten thousand high-grade
comicalities which exist in the world are sealed from their dull vision.
Will a day come when the race will detect the funniness of these
juvenilities and laugh at them—and by laughing at them destroy them?
For your race, in its poverty, has unquestionably one really effective
weapon—Ilaughter. Power, money, persuasion, supplication, persecution—
these can lift at a colossal humbug—push it a little—weaken it a little,
century by century; but only laughter can blow it to rags and atoms at a
blast. Against the assault of laughter nothing can stand. You are always
fussing and fighting with your other weapons. Do you ever use that one?
No; you leave it lying rusting. As a race, do you ever use it at all? No;
you lack sense and the courage.”

We were traveling at the time and stopped at a little city in India and
looked on while a juggler did his tricks before a group of natives. They
were wonderful, but I knew Satan could beat that game, and | begged
him to show off a little, and he said he would. He changed himself into a
native in turban and breech-cloth, and very considerately conferred on
me a temporary knowledge of the language.

The juggler exhibited a seed, covered it with earth in a small flower-
pot, then put a rag over the pot; after a minute the rag began to rise; in
ten minutes it had risen a foot; then the rag was removed and a little tree
was exposed, with leaves upon it and ripe fruit. We ate the fruit, and it
was good. But Satan said:

“Why do you cover the pot? Can’t you grow the tree in the
sunlight?”

“No,” said the juggler; “no one can do that.”
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“You are only an apprentice; you don’t know your trade. Give me
the seed. I will show you.” He took the seed and said, “What shall | raise
from it?”

“It is a cherry seed; of course you will raise a cherry.”

“Oh no; that is a trifle; any novice can do that. Shall | raise an
orange-tree from it?”

“Oh yes!” and the juggler laughed.

“And shall | make it bear other fruits as well as oranges?”

“If God wills!” and they all laughed.

Satan put the seed in the ground, put a handful of dust on it, and said,
“Rise!”

A tiny stem shot up and began to grow, and grew so fast that in five
minutes it was a great tree, and we were sitting in the shade of it. There
was a murmur of wonder, then all looked up and saw a strange and pretty
sight, for the branches were heavy with fruits of many kinds and
colors—oranges, grapes, bananas, peaches, cherries, apricots, and so on.
Baskets were brought, and the unlading of the tree began; and the people
crowded around Satan and kissed his hand, and praised him, calling him
the prince of jugglers. The news went about the town, and everybody
came running to see the wonder—and they remembered to bring baskets,
too. But the tree was equal to the occasion; it put out new fruits as fast as
any were removed; baskets were filled by the score and by the hundred,
but always the supply remained undiminished. At last a foreigner in
white linen and sun-helmet arrived, and exclaimed, angrily:

“Away from here! Clear out, you dogs; the tree is on my lands and is
my property.”

The natives put down their baskets and made humble obeisance.
Satan made humble obeisance, too, with his fingers to his forehead, in
the native way, and said:

“Please let them have their pleasure for an hour, sir—only that, and
no longer. Afterward you may forbid them; and you will still have more
fruit than you and the state together can consume in a year.”

This made the foreigner very angry, and he cried out, “Who are you,
you vagabond, to tell your betters what they may do and what they
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mayn’t!” and he struck Satan with his cane and followed this error with a
kick.

The fruits rotted on the branches, and the leaves withered and fell.
The foreigner gazed at the bare limbs with the look of one who is
surprised, and not gratified. Satan said:

“Take good care of the tree, for its health and yours are bound
together. It will never bear again, but if you tend it well it will live long.
Water its roots once in each hour every night—and do it yourself; it must
not be done by proxy, and to do it in daylight will not answer. If you fail
only once in any night, the tree will die, and you likewise. Do not go
home to your own country any more—you would not reach there; make
no business or pleasure engagements which require you to go outside
your gate at night—you cannot afford the risk; do not rent or sell this
place—it would be injudicious.”

The foreigner was proud and wouldn’t beg, but I thought he looked
as if he would like to. While he stood gazing at Satan we vanished away
and landed in Ceylon.

I was sorry for that man; sorry Satan hadn’t been his customary self
and killed him or made him a lunatic. It would have been a mercy. Satan
overheard the thought, and said:

“1 would have done it but for his wife, who has not offended me. She
is coming to him presently from their native land, Portugal. She is well,
but has not long to live, and has been yearning to see him and persuade
him to go back with her next year. She will die without knowing he can’t
leave that place.”

“He won’t tell her?”

“He? He will not trust that secret with any one; he will reflect that it
could be revealed in sleep, in the hearing of some Portuguese guest’s
servant some time or other.”

“Did none of those natives understand what you said to him?”

“None of them understood, but he will always be afraid that some of
them did. That fear will be torture to him, for he has been a harsh master
to them. In his dreams he will imagine them chopping his tree down.
That will make his days uncomfortable—I have already arranged for his
nights.”
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It grieved me, though not sharply, to see him take such a malicious
satisfaction in his plans for this foreigner.

“Does he believe what you told him, Satan?”

“He thought he didn’t, but our vanishing helped. The tree, where
there had been no tree before—that helped. The insane and uncanny
variety of fruits—the sudden withering—all these things are helps. Let
him think as he may, reason as he may, one thing is certain, he will water
the tree. But between this and night he will begin his changed career with
a very natural precaution—for him.”

“What is that?”

“He will fetch a priest to cast out the tree’s devil. You are such a
humorous race—and don’t suspect it.”

“Will he tell the priest?”

“No. He will say a juggler from Bombay created it, and that he wants
the juggler’s devil driven out of it, so that it will thrive and be fruitful
again. The priest’s incantations will fail; then the Portuguese will give up
that scheme and get his watering-pot ready.”

“But the priest will burn the tree. I know it; he will not allow it to
remain.”

“Yes, and anywhere in Europe he would burn the man, too. But in
India the people are civilized, and these things will not happen. The man
will drive the priest away and take care of the tree.”

I reflected a little, then said, “Satan, you have given him a hard life, |
think.”

“Comparatively. It must not be mistaken for a holiday.”

We flitted from place to place around the world as we had done
before, Satan showing me a hundred wonders, most of them reflecting in
some way the weakness and triviality of our race. He did this now every
few days—not out of malice—I am sure of that—it only seemed to
amuse and interest him, just as a naturalist might be amused and
interested by a collection of ants.
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Chapter XI

FOR as much as a year Satan continued these visits, but at last he came
less often, and then for a long time he did not come at all. This always
made me lonely and melancholy. | felt that he was losing interest in our
tiny world and might at any time abandon his visits entirely. When one
day he finally came to me | was overjoyed, but only for a little while. He
had come to say good-by, he told me, and for the last time. He had
investigations and undertakings in other corners of the universe, he said,
that would keep him busy for a longer period than I could wait for his
return.

“And you are going away, and will not come back any more?”

“Yes,” he said. “We have comraded long together, and it has been
pleasant—pleasant for both; but I must go now, and we shall not see each
other any more.”

“In this life, Satan, but in another? We shall meet in another,
surely?”

Then, all tranquilly and soberly, he made the strange answer, “There
is no other.”

A subtle influence blew upon my spirit from his, bringing with it a
vague, dim, but blessed and hopeful feeling that the incredible words
might be true—even must be true.

“Have you never suspected this, Theodor?”

“No. How could 1? But if it can only be true—"

“Itis true.”

A gust of thankfulness rose in my breast, but a doubt checked it
before it could issue in words, and | said, “But—but—we have seen that
future life—seen it in its actuality, and so—"

“It was a vision—it had no existence.”

I could hardly breathe for the great hope that was struggling in me.
“A vision?—a vi—"

“Life itself is only a vision, a dream.”

It was electrical. By God! | had had that very thought a thousand
times in my musings!
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“Nothing exists; all is a dream. God—man—the world—the sun, the
moon, the wilderness of stars—a dream, all a dream; they have no
existence. Nothing exists save empty space—and you!”

oy

“And you are not you—Yyou have no body, no blood, no bones, you
are but a thought. 1 myself have no existence; | am but a dream—your
dream, creature of your imagination. In a moment you will have realized
this, then you will banish me from your visions and | shall dissolve into
the nothingness out of which you made me....

“l am perishing already—I am failing—I am passing away. In a little
while you will be alone in shoreless space, to wander its limitless
solitudes without friend or comrade forever—for you will remain a
thought, the only existent thought, and by your nature inextinguishable,
indestructible. But I, your poor servant, have revealed you to yourself
and set you free. Dream other dreams, and better!

“Strange! that you should not have suspected years ago—centuries,
ages, eons, ago!—for you have existed, companionless, through all the
eternities. Strange, indeed, that you should not have suspected that your
universe and its contents were only dreams, visions, fiction! Strange,
because they are so frankly and hysterically insane—like all dreams: a
God who could make good children as easily as bad, yet preferred to
make bad ones; who could have made every one of them happy, yet
never made a single happy one; who made them prize their bitter life, yet
stingily cut it short; who gave his angels eternal happiness unearned, yet
required his other children to earn it; who gave his angels painless lives,
yet cursed his other children with biting miseries and maladies of mind
and body; who mouths justice and invented hell—mouths mercy and
invented hell—mouths Golden Rules, and forgiveness multiplied by
seventy times seven, and invented hell; who mouths morals to other
people and has none himself; who frowns upon crimes, yet commits
them all; who created man without invitation, then tries to shuffle the
responsibility for man’s acts upon man, instead of honorably placing it
where it belongs, upon himself; and finally, with altogether divine
obtuseness, invites this poor, abused slave to worship him!...
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“You perceive, now, that these things are all impossible except in a
dream. You perceive that they are pure and puerile insanities, the silly
creations of an imagination that is not conscious of its freaks—in a word,
that they are a dream, and you the maker of it. The dream-marks are all
present; you should have recognized them earlier.

“It is true, that which | have revealed to you; there is no God, no
universe, no human race, no earthly life, no heaven, no hell. It is all a
dream—a grotesque and foolish dream. Nothing exists but you. And you
are but a thought—a vagrant thought, a useless thought, a homeless
thought, wandering forlorn among the empty eternities!”

He vanished, and left me appalled; for | knew, and realized, that all
he had said was true.
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The Man Who Corrupted Hadleyburg
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Chapter I

IT was many years ago. Hadleyburg was the most honest and upright
town in all the region round about. It had kept that reputation unsmirched
during three generations, and was prouder of it than of any other of its
possessions. It was so proud of it, and so anxious to insure its
perpetuation, that it began to teach the principles of honest dealing to its
babies in the cradle, and made the like teachings the staple of their
culture thenceforward through all the years devoted to their education.
Also, throughout the formative years temptations were kept out of the
way of the young people, so that their honesty could have every chance
to harden and solidify, and become a part of their very bone. The
neighbouring towns were jealous of this honourable supremacy, and
affected to sneer at Hadleyburg’s pride in it and call it vanity; but all the
same they were obliged to acknowledge that Hadleyburg was in reality
an incorruptible town; and if pressed they would also acknowledge that
the mere fact that a young man hailed from Hadleyburg was all the
recommendation he needed when he went forth from his natal town to
seek for responsible employment.

But at last, in the drift of time, Hadleyburg had the ill luck to offend
a passing stranger—possibly without knowing it, certainly without
caring, for Hadleyburg was sufficient unto itself, and cared not a rap for
strangers or their opinions. Still, it would have been well to make an
exception in this one’s case, for he was a bitter man, and revengeful. All
through his wanderings during a whole year he kept his injury in mind,
and gave all his leisure moments to trying to invent a compensating
satisfaction for it. He contrived many plans, and all of them were good,
but none of them was quite sweeping enough: the poorest of them would
hurt a great many individuals, but what he wanted was a plan which
would comprehend the entire town, and not let so much as one person
escape unhurt. At last he had a fortunate idea, and when it fell into his
brain it lit up his whole head with an evil joy. He began to form a plan at
once, saying to himself “That is the thing to do—I will corrupt the
town.”
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Six months later he went to Hadleyburg, and arrived in a buggy at
the house of the old cashier of the bank about ten at night. He got a sack
out of the buggy, shouldered it, and staggered with it through the cottage
yard, and knocked at the door. A woman’s voice said “Come in,” and he
entered, and set his sack behind the stove in the parlour, saying politely
to the old lady who sat reading the “Missionary Herald” by the lamp:

“Pray keep your seat, madam, | will not disturb you. There—now it
is pretty well concealed; one would hardly know it was there. Can | see
your husband a moment, madam?”

No, he was gone to Brixton, and might not return before morning.

“Very well, madam, it is no matter. | merely wanted to leave that
sack in his care, to be delivered to the rightful owner when he shall be
found. I am a stranger; he does not know me; | am merely passing
through the town to-night to discharge a matter which has been long in
my mind. My errand is nhow completed, and | go pleased and a little
proud, and you will never see me again. There is a paper attached to the
sack which will explain everything. Good-night, madam.”

The old lady was afraid of the mysterious big stranger, and was glad
to see him go. But her curiosity was roused, and she went straight to the
sack and brought away the paper. It began as follows:

“TO BE PUBLISHED, or, the right man sought out by private
inquiry—either will answer. This sack contains gold coin weighing a
hundred and sixty pounds four ounces—"

“Mercy on us, and the door not locked!”

Mrs. Richards flew to it all in a tremble and locked it, then pulled
down the window-shades and stood frightened, worried, and wondering
if there was anything else she could do toward making herself and the
money more safe. She listened awhile for burglars, then surrendered to
curiosity, and went back to the lamp and finished reading the paper:

“I am a foreigner, and am presently going back to my own country,
to remain there permanently. | am grateful to America for what | have
received at her hands during my long stay under her flag; and to one of
her citizens—a citizen of Hadleyburg—I am especially grateful for a
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great kindness done me a year or two ago. Two great kindnesses in fact. |
will explain. 1 was a gambler. | say | was. | was a ruined gambler. |
arrived in this village at night, hungry and without a penny. | asked for
help—in the dark; | was ashamed to beg in the light. | begged of the right
man. He gave me twenty dollars—that is to say, he gave me life, as |
considered it. He also gave me fortune; for out of that money | have
made myself rich at the gaming-table. And finally, a remark which he
made to me has remained with me to this day, and has at last conquered
me; and in conquering has saved the remnant of my morals: | shall
gamble no more. Now | have no idea who that man was, but | want him
found, and | want him to have this money, to give away, throw away, or
keep, as he pleases. It is merely my way of testifying my gratitude to
him. If | could stay, | would find him myself; but no matter, he will be
found. This is an honest town, an incorruptible town, and | know | can
trust it without fear. This man can be identified by the remark which he
made to me; | feel persuaded that he will remember it.

“And now my plan is this: If you prefer to conduct the inquiry
privately, do so. Tell the contents of this present writing to any one who
is likely to be the right man. If he shall answer, ‘I am the man; the
remark | made was so-and-so,” apply the test—to wit: open the sack, and
in it you will find a sealed envelope containing that remark. If the remark
mentioned by the candidate tallies with it, give him the money, and ask
no further questions, for he is certainly the right man.

“But if you shall prefer a public inquiry, then publish this present
writing in the local paper—with these instructions added, to wit: Thirty
days from now, let the candidate appear at the town-hall at eight in the
evening (Friday), and hand his remark, in a sealed envelope, to the Rev.
Mr. Burgess (if he will be kind enough to act); and let Mr. Burgess there
and then destroy the seals of the sack, open it, and see if the remark is
correct: if correct, let the money be delivered, with my sincere gratitude,
to my benefactor thus identified.”

Mrs. Richards sat down, gently quivering with excitement, and was
soon lost in thinkings—after this pattern: “What a strange thing it is! . . .
And what a fortune for that kind man who set his bread afloat upon the
waters! . . . If it had only been my husband that did it'—for we are so
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poor, so old and poor! . . .” Then, with a sigh—"But it was not my
Edward; no, it was not he that gave a stranger twenty dollars. It is a pity
too; I see it now. . . “ Then, with a shudder—"But it is gamblers’ money!
the wages of sin; we couldn’t take it; we couldn’t touch it. I don’t like to
be near it; it seems a defilement.” She moved to a farther chair. . . “l wish
Edward would come, and take it to the bank; a burglar might come at any
moment; it is dreadful to be here all alone with it.”

At eleven Mr. Richards arrived, and while his wife was saying “l am
so glad you’ve come!” he was saying, “l am so tired—tired clear out; it
is dreadful to be poor, and have to make these dismal journeys at my
time of life. Always at the grind, grind, grind, on a salary—another
man’s slave, and he sitting at home in his slippers, rich and comfortable.”

“l am so sorry for you, Edward, you know that; but be comforted; we
have our livelihood; we have our good name—"

“Yes, Mary, and that is everything. Don’t mind my talk—it’s just a
moment’s irritation and doesn’t mean anything. Kiss me—there, it’s all
gone now, and | am not complaining any more. What have you been
getting? What’s in the sack?”

Then his wife told him the great secret. It dazed him for a moment;
then he said:

“It weighs a hundred and sixty pounds? Why, Mary, it’s for-ty
thousand dollars—think of it—a whole fortune! Not ten men in this
village are worth that much. Give me the paper.”

He skimmed through it and said:

“Isn’t it an adventure! Why, it’s a romance; it’s like the impossible
things one reads about in books, and never sees in life.” He was well
stirred up now; cheerful, even gleeful. He tapped his old wife on the
cheek, and said humorously, “Why, we’re rich, Mary, rich; all we’ve got
to do is to bury the money and burn the papers. If the gambler ever
comes to inquire, we’ll merely look coldly upon him and say: ‘What is
this nonsense you are talking? We have never heard of you and your sack
of gold before;’ and then he would look foolish, and—"

“And in the meantime, while you are running on with your jokes, the
money is still here, and it is fast getting along toward burglar-time.”
“True. Very well, what shall we do—make the inquiry private? No, not
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that; it would spoil the romance. The public method is better. Think what
a noise it will make! And it will make all the other towns jealous; for no
stranger would trust such a thing to any town but Hadleyburg, and they
know it. It’s a great card for us. | must get to the printing-office now, or |
shall be too late.”

“But stop—stop—don’t leave me here alone with it, Edward!”

But he was gone. For only a little while, however. Not far from his
own house he met the editor—proprietor of the paper, and gave him the
document, and said “Here is a good thing for you, Cox—put it in.”

“It may be too late, Mr. Richards, but I’ll see.”

At home again, he and his wife sat down to talk the charming
mystery over; they were in no condition for sleep. The first question was,
Who could the citizen have been who gave the stranger the twenty
dollars? It seemed a simple one; both answered it in the same breath -

“Barclay Goodson.”

“Yes,” said Richards, “he could have done it, and it would have been
like him, but there’s not another in the town.”

“Everybody will grant that, Edward—qgrant it privately, anyway. For
six months, now, the village has been its own proper self once more- -
honest, narrow, self-righteous, and stingy.”

“It is what he always called it, to the day of his death—said it right
out publicly, too.”

“Yes, and he was hated for it.”

“Oh, of course; but he didn’t care. | reckon he was the best-hated
man among us, except the Reverend Burgess.”

“Well, Burgess deserves it—he will never get another congregation
here. Mean as the town is, it knows how to estimate him. Edward,
doesn’t it seem odd that the stranger should appoint Burgess to deliver
the money?”

“Well, yes—it does. That is—that is—"

“Why so much that-is-ing? Would you select him?”

“Mary, maybe the stranger knows him better than this village does.”

“Much that would help Burgess!”

102



The husband seemed perplexed for an answer; the wife kept a steady
eye upon him, and waited. Finally Richards said, with the hesitancy of
one who is making a statement which is likely to encounter doubt,

“Mary, Burgess is not a bad man.”

His wife was certainly surprised.

“Nonsense!” she exclaimed.

“He is not a bad man. | know. The whole of his unpopularity had its
foundation in that one thing—the thing that made so much noise.”

“That ‘one thing,” indeed! As if that ‘one thing’ wasn’t enough, all
by itself.”

“Plenty. Plenty. Only he wasn’t guilty of it.”

“How you talk! Not guilty of it! Everybody knows he was guilty.”

“Mary, | give you my word—he was innocent.”

“l can’t believe it and | don’t. How do you know?”

“It is a confession. | am ashamed, but | will make it. I was the only
man who knew he was innocent. | could have saved him, and—and—
well, you know how the town was wrought up—I hadn’t the pluck to do
it. It would have turned everybody against me. I felt mean, ever so mean;
ut | didn’t dare; | hadn’t the manliness to face that.”

Mary looked troubled, and for a while was silent. Then she said
stammeringly:

“I—1I don’t think it would have done for you to—to—One mustn’t—
er—public opinion—one has to be so careful—so—" It was a difficult
road, and she got mired; but after a little she got started again. “It was a
great pity, but—Why, we couldn’t afford it, Edward—we couldn’t
indeed. Oh, I wouldn’t have had you do it for anything!”

“It would have lost us the good-will of so many people, Mary; and
then—and then—"

“What troubles me now is, what he thinks of us, Edward.”

“He? He doesn’t suspect that | could have saved him.”

“Oh,” exclaimed the wife, in a tone of relief, “I am glad of that. As
long as he doesn’t know that you could have saved him, he—he—well
that makes it a great deal better. Why, | might have known he didn’t
know, because he is always trying to be friendly with us, as little
encouragement as we give him. More than once people have twitted me
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with it. There’s the Wilsons, and the Wilcoxes, and the Harknesses, they
take a mean pleasure in saying ‘your friend Burgess,” because they know
it pesters me. | wish he wouldn’t persist in liking us so; I can’t think why
he keeps it up.”

“l can explain it. It’s another confession. When the thing was new
and hot, and the town made a plan to ride him on a rail, my conscience
hurt me so that | couldn’t stand it, and | went privately and gave him
notice, and he got out of the town and stayed out till it was safe to come
back.”

“Edward! If the town had found it out—"

“Don’t! It scares me yet, to think of it. | repented of it the minute it
was done; and | was even afraid to tell you lest your face might betray it
to somebody. I didn’t sleep any that night, for worrying. But after a few
days | saw that no one was going to suspect me, and after that | got to
feeling glad 1 did it. And I feel glad yet, Mary—glad through and
through.”

“So do I, now, for it would have been a dreadful way to treat him.
Yes, I’m glad; for really you did owe him that, you know. But, Edward,
suppose it should come out yet, some day!”

“It won’t.”

“Why?”

“Because everybody thinks it was Goodson.”

“Of course they would!”

“Certainly. And of course he didn’t care. They persuaded poor old
Sawlsberry to go and charge it on him, and he went blustering over there
and did it. Goodson looked him over, like as if he was hunting for a place
on him that he could despise the most; then he says, ‘So you are the
Committee of Inquiry, are you?” Sawlsberry said that was about what he
was. ‘H’m. Do they require particulars, or do you reckon a kind of a
general answer will do?” “If they require particulars, I will come back,
Mr. Goodson; | will take the general answer first.” “Very well, then, tell
them to go to hell—I reckon that’s general enough. And I’ll give you
some advice, Sawlsberry; when you come back for the particulars, fetch
a basket to carry what is left of yourself home in.””
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“Just like Goodson; it’s got all the marks. He had only one vanity; he
thought he could give advice better than any other person.”

“It settled the business, and saved us, Mary. The subject was
dropped.”

“Bless you, I’m not doubting that.”

Then they took up the gold-sack mystery again, with strong interest.
Soon the conversation began to suffer breaks—interruptions caused by
absorbed thinkings. The breaks grew more and more frequent. At last
Richards lost himself wholly in thought. He sat long, gazing vacantly at
the floor, and by-and-by he began to punctuate his thoughts with little
nervous movements of his hands that seemed to indicate vexation.
Meantime his wife too had relapsed into a thoughtful silence, and her
movements were beginning to show a troubled discomfort. Finally
Richards got up and strode aimlessly about the room, ploughing his
hands through his hair, much as a somnambulist might do who was
having a bad dream. Then he seemed to arrive at a definite purpose; and
without a word he put on his hat and passed quickly out of the house. His
wife sat brooding, with a drawn face, and did not seem to be aware that
she was alone. Now and then she murmured, “Lead us not into t . . .
but—but—we are so poor, so poor! . . . Lead us not into . . . Ah, who
would be hurt by it?>—and no one would ever know . . . Lead us . . . “
The voice died out in mumblings. After a little she glanced up and
muttered in a half-frightened, half-glad way -

“He is gone! But, oh dear, he may be too late—too late . . . Maybe
not—maybe there is still time.” She rose and stood thinking, nervously
clasping and unclasping her hands. A slight shudder shook her frame,
and she said, out of a dry throat, “God forgive me—it’s awful to think
such things—but . . . Lord, how we are made—how strangely we are
made!”

She turned the light low, and slipped stealthily over and knelt down
by the sack and felt of its ridgy sides with her hands, and fondled them
lovingly; and there was a gloating light in her poor old eyes. She fell into
fits of absence; and came half out of them at times to mutter “If we had
only waited!—oh, if we had only waited a little, and not been in such a
hurry!”
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Meantime Cox had gone home from his office and told his wife all
about the strange thing that had happened, and they had talked it over
eagerly, and guessed that the late Goodson was the only man in the town
who could have helped a suffering stranger with so noble a sum as
twenty dollars. Then there was a pause, and the two became thoughtful
and silent. And by-and-by nervous and fidgety. At last the wife said, as if
to herself,

“Nobody knows this secret but the Richardses . . . and us . . .
nobody.”

The husband came out of his thinkings with a slight start, and gazed
wistfully at his wife, whose face was become very pale; then he
hesitatingly rose, and glanced furtively at his hat, then at his wife—a sort
of mute inquiry. Mrs. Cox swallowed once or twice, with her hand at her
throat, then in place of speech she nodded her head. In a moment she was
alone, and mumbling to herself.

And now Richards and Cox were hurrying through the deserted
streets, from opposite directions. They met, panting, at the foot of the
printing-office stairs; by the night-light there they read each other’s face.
Cox whispered:

“Nobody knows about this but us?”

The whispered answer was:

“Not a soul—on honour, not a soul!”

“If it isn’t too late to—"

The men were starting up-stairs; at this moment they were overtaken
by a boy, and Cox asked,

“Is that you, Johnny?”

“Yes, sir.”

“You needn’t ship the early mail—nor any mail; wait till | tell you.”

“It’s already gone, sir.”

“Gone?” It had the sound of an unspeakable disappointment in it.

“Yes, sir. Time-table for Brixton and all the towns beyond changed
to-day, sir—had to get the papers in twenty minutes earlier than
common. | had to rush; if | had been two minutes later—"
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The men turned and walked slowly away, not waiting to hear the
rest. Neither of them spoke during ten minutes; then Cox said, in a vexed
tone,

“What possessed you to be in such a hurry, | can’t make out.”

The answer was humble enough:

“I see it now, but somehow I never thought, you know, until it was
too late. But the next time—"

“Next time be hanged! It won’t come in a thousand years.”

Then the friends separated without a good-night, and dragged
themselves home with the gait of mortally stricken men. At their homes
their wives sprang up with an eager “Well?”—then saw the answer with
their eyes and sank down sorrowing, without waiting for it to come in
words. In both houses a discussion followed of a heated sort—a new
thing; there had been discussions before, but not heated ones, not
ungentle ones. The discussions to-night were a sort of seeming plagiarisms
of each other. Mrs. Richards said:

“If you had only waited, Edward—if you had only stopped to think;
but no, you must run straight to the printing-office and spread it all over
the world.”

“It said publish it.”

“That is nothing; it also said do it privately, if you liked. There,
now—is that true, or not?”

“Why, yes—yes, it is true; but when | thought what a stir it would
make, and what a compliment it was to Hadleyburg that a stranger
should trust it so—"

“Oh, certainly, I know all that; but if you had only stopped to think,
you would have seen that you couldn’t find the right man, because he is
in his grave, and hasn’t left chick nor child nor relation behind him; and
as long as the money went to somebody that awfully needed it, and
nobody would be hurt by it, and—and—"

She broke down, crying. Her husband tried to think of some
comforting thing to say, and presently came out with this:

“But after all, Mary, it must be for the best—it must be; we know
that. And we must remember that it was so ordered—"
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“Ordered! Oh, everything’s ordered, when a person has to find some
way out when he has been stupid. Just the same, it was ordered that the
money should come to us in this special way, and it was you that must
take it on yourself to go meddling with the designs of Providence—and
who gave you the right? It was wicked, that is what it was—just
blasphemous presumption, and no more becoming to a meek and humble
professor of—"

“But, Mary, you know how we have been trained all our lives long,
like the whole village, till it is absolutely second nature to us to stop not a
single moment to think when there’s an honest thing to be done—"

“Oh, | know it, I know it—it’s been one everlasting training and
training and training in honesty—honesty shielded, from the very cradle,
against every possible temptation, and so it’s artificial honesty, and weak
as water when temptation comes, as we have seen this night. God knows
I never had shade nor shadow of a doubt of my petrified and
indestructible honesty until now—and now, under the very first big and
real temptation, I—Edward, it is my belief that this town’s honesty is as
rotten as mine is; as rotten as yours. It is a mean town, a hard, stingy
town, and hasn’t a virtue in the world but this honesty it is so celebrated
for and so conceited about; and so help me, | do believe that if ever the
day comes that its honesty falls under great temptation, its grand
reputation will go to ruin like a house of cards. There, now, I’ve made
confession, and | feel better; | am a humbug, and I’ve been one all my
life, without knowing it. Let no man call me honest again—I will not
have it.”

“I—Well, Mary, | feel a good deal as you do: | certainly do. It seems
strange, too, so strange. | never could have believed it—never.”

A long silence followed; both were sunk in thought. At last the wife
looked up and said:

“l know what you are thinking, Edward.”

Richards had the embarrassed look of a person who is caught.

“I am ashamed to confess it, Mary, but—"

“It’s no matter, Edward, | was thinking the same question myself.”

“l hope so. State it.”
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“You were thinking, if a body could only guess out what the remark
was that Goodson made to the stranger.”

“It’s perfectly true. | feel guilty and ashamed. And you?”

“I’m past it. Let us make a pallet here; we’ve got to stand watch till
the bank vault opens in the morning and admits the sack. . . Oh dear, oh
dear—if we hadn’t made the mistake!”

The pallet was made, and Mary said:

“The open sesame—what could it have been? | do wonder what that
remark could have been. But come; we will get to bed now.”

“And sleep?”

“No; think.”

“Yes; think.”

By this time the Coxes too had completed their spat and their
reconciliation, and were turning in—to think, to think, and toss, and fret,
and worry over what the remark could possibly have been which
Goodson made to the stranded derelict; that golden remark; that remark
worth forty thousand dollars, cash.

The reason that the village telegraph-office was open later than usual
that night was this: The foreman of Cox’s paper was the local
representative of the Associated Press. One might say its honorary
representative, for it wasn’t four times a year that he could furnish thirty
words that would be accepted. But this time it was different. His
despatch stating what he had caught got an instant answer:

“Send the whole thing—all the details—twelve hundred words.”

A colossal order! The foreman filled the bill; and he was the
proudest man in the State. By breakfast-time the next morning the name
of Hadleyburg the Incorruptible was on every lip in America, from
Montreal to the Gulf, from the glaciers of Alaska to the orange-groves of
Florida; and millions and millions of people were discussing the stranger
and his money-sack, and wondering if the right man would be found, and
hoping some more news about the matter would come soon—right away.
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Chapter Il

HADLEYBURG village woke up world-celebrated—astonished—
happy—vain. Vain beyond imagination. Its nineteen principal citizens
and their wives went about shaking hands with each other, and beaming,
and smiling, and congratulating, and saying this thing adds a new word
to the dictionary—Hadleyburg, synonym for incorruptible—destined to
live in dictionaries for ever! And the minor and unimportant citizens and
their wives went around acting in much the same way. Everybody ran to
the bank to see the gold-sack; and before noon grieved and envious
crowds began to flock in from Brixton and all neighbouring towns; and
that afternoon and next day reporters began to arrive from everywhere to
verify the sack and its history and write the whole thing up anew, and
make dashing free-hand pictures of the sack, and of Richards’s house,
and the bank, and the Presbyterian church, and the Baptist church, and
the public square, and the town-hall where the test would be applied and
the money delivered; and damnable portraits of the Richardses, and
Pinkerton the banker, and Cox, and the foreman, and Reverend Burgess,
and the postmaster—and even of Jack Halliday, who was the loafing,
good-natured, no-account, irreverent fisherman, hunter, boys’ friend,
stray-dogs’ friend, typical “Sam Lawson” of the town. The little mean,
smirking, oily Pinkerton showed the sack to all comers, and rubbed his
sleek palms together pleasantly, and enlarged upon the town’s fine old
reputation for honesty and upon this wonderful endorsement of it, and
hoped and believed that the example would now spread far and wide
over the American world, and be epoch-making in the matter of moral
regeneration. And so on, and so on.

By the end of a week things had quieted down again; the wild
intoxication of pride and joy had sobered to a soft, sweet, silent delight—
a sort of deep, nameless, unutterable content. All faces bore a look of
peaceful, holy happiness.

Then a change came. It was a gradual change; so gradual that its
beginnings were hardly noticed; maybe were not noticed at all, except by
Jack Halliday, who always noticed everything; and always made fun of
it, too, no matter what it was. He began to throw out chaffing remarks
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about people not looking quite so happy as they did a day or two ago;
and next he claimed that the new aspect was deepening to positive
sadness; next, that it was taking on a sick look; and finally he said that
everybody was become so moody, thoughtful, and absent-minded that he
could rob the meanest man in town of a cent out of the bottom of his
breeches pocket and not disturb his reverie.

At this stage—or at about this stage—a saying like this was dropped
at bedtime—with a sigh, usually—by the head of each of the nineteen
principal households:

“Ah, what could have been the remark that Goodson made?”

And straightway—uwith a shudder—came this, from the man’s wife:

“Oh, don’t! What horrible thing are you mulling in your mind? Put it
away from you, for God’s sake!”

But that question was wrung from those men again the next night—
and got the same retort. But weaker.

And the third night the men uttered the question yet again—with
anguish, and absently. This time—and the following night—the wives
fidgeted feebly, and tried to say something. But didn’t.

And the night after that they found their tongues and responded—
longingly:

“Oh, if we could only guess!”

Halliday’s comments grew daily more and more sparklingly
disagreeable and disparaging. He went diligently about, laughing at the
town, individually and in mass. But his laugh was the only one left in the
village: it fell upon a hollow and mournful vacancy and emptiness. Not
even a smile was findable anywhere. Halliday carried a cigar-box around
on a tripod, playing that it was a camera, and halted all passers and aimed
the thing and said “Ready!—now look pleasant, please,” but not even
this capital joke could surprise the dreary faces into any softening.

So three weeks passed—one week was left. It was Saturday evening
after supper. Instead of the aforetime Saturday-evening flutter and bustle
and shopping and larking, the streets were empty and desolate. Richards
and his old wife sat apart in their little parlour—miserable and thinking.
This was become their evening habit now: the life-long habit which had
preceded it, of reading, knitting, and contented chat, or receiving or
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paying neighbourly calls, was dead and gone and forgotten, ages ago—
two or three weeks ago; nobody talked now, nobody read, nobody
visited—the whole village sat at home, sighing, worrying, silent. Trying
to guess out that remark.

The postman left a letter. Richards glanced listlessly at the super-
scription and the post-mark—unfamiliar, both—and tossed the letter on
the table and resumed his might-have-beens and his hopeless dull
miseries where he had left them off. Two or three hours later his wife got
wearily up and was going away to bed without a good-night—custom
now—~but she stopped near the letter and eyed it awhile with a dead
interest, then broke it open, and began to skim it over. Richards, sitting
there with his chair tilted back against the wall and his chin between his
knees, heard something fall. It was his wife. He sprang to her side, but
she cried out:

“Leave me alone, | am too happy. Read the letter—read it!”

He did. He devoured it, his brain reeling. The letter was from a
distant State, and it said:

“l am a stranger to you, but no matter: |1 have something to tell. |
have just arrived home from Mexico, and learned about that episode. Of
course you do not know who made that remark, but I know, and | am the
only person living who does know. It was Goodson. | knew him well,
many Yyears ago. | passed through your village that very night, and was
his guest till the midnight train came along. | overheard him make that
remark to the stranger in the dark—it was in Hale Alley. He and | talked
of it the rest of the way home, and while smoking in his house. He
mentioned many of your villagers in the course of his talk—maost of them
in a very uncomplimentary way, but two or three favourably: among
these latter yourself. | say ‘favourably’—nothing stronger. | remember
his saying he did not actually like any person in the town—not one; but
that you—I think he said you—am almost sure—had done him a very
great service once, possibly without knowing the full value of it, and he
wished he had a fortune, he would leave it to you when he died, and a
curse apiece for the rest of the citizens. Now, then, if it was you that did
him that service, you are his legitimate heir, and entitled to the sack of
gold. I know that | can trust to your honour and honesty, for in a citizen
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of Hadleyburg these virtues are an unfailing inheritance, and so | am
going to reveal to you the remark, well satisfied that if you are not the
right man you will seek and find the right one and see that poor
Goodson’s debt of gratitude for the service referred to is paid. This is the
remark ‘You are far from being a bad man: go, and reform.’

“Howard L. Stephenson.”

“Oh, Edward, the money is ours, and | am so grateful, oh, so
grateful,—kiss me, dear, it’s for ever since we kissed—and we needed it
so—the money—and now you are free of Pinkerton and his bank, and
nobody’s slave any more; it seems to me | could fly for joy.”

It was a happy half-hour that the couple spent there on the settee
caressing each other; it was the old days come again—days that had
begun with their courtship and lasted without a break till the stranger
brought the deadly money. By-and-by the wife said:

“Oh, Edward, how lucky it was you did him that grand service, poor
Goodson! | never liked him, but | love him now. And it was fine and
beautiful of you never to mention it or brag about it.” Then, with a touch
of reproach, “But you ought to have told me, Edward, you ought to have
told your wife, you know.”

“Well, l—er—well, Mary, you see—"

“Now stop hemming and hawing, and tell me about it, Edward. |
always loved you, and now 1I’m proud of you. Everybody believes there
was only one good generous soul in this village, and now it turns out that
you—Edward, why don’t you tell me?”

“Well—er—er—Why, Mary, | can’t!”

“You can’t? Why can’t you?”

“You see, he—well, he—he made me promise | wouldn’t.”

The wife looked him over, and said, very slowly:

“Made—you—promise? Edward, what do you tell me that for?”

“Mary, do you think I would lie?”

She was troubled and silent for a moment, then she laid her hand
within his and said:

“No . .. no. We have wandered far enough from our bearings—God
spare us that! In all your life you have never uttered a lie. But now—now
that the foundations of things seem to be crumbling from under us, we—
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we—" She lost her voice for a moment, then said, brokenly, “Lead us not
into temptation. . . | think you made the promise, Edward. Let it rest so.
Let us keep away from that ground. Now—that is all gone by; let us he
happy again; it is no time for clouds.”

Edward found it something of an effort to comply, for his mind kept
wandering—trying to remember what the service was that he had done
Goodson.

The couple lay awake the most of the night, Mary happy and busy,
Edward busy, but not so happy. Mary was planning what she would do
with the money. Edward was trying to recall that service. At first his
conscience was sore on account of the lie he had told Mary—if it was a
lie. After much reflection—suppose it was a lie? What then? Was it such
a great matter? Aren’t we always acting lies? Then why not tell them?
Look at Mary—Ilook what she had done. While he was hurrying off on
his honest errand, what was she doing? Lamenting because the papers
hadn’t been destroyed and the money kept. Is theft better than lying?

That point lost its sting—the lie dropped into the background and left
comfort behind it. The next point came to the front: had he rendered that
service? Well, here was Goodson’s own evidence as reported in
Stephenson’s letter; there could be no better evidence than that—it was
even proof that he had rendered it. Of course. So that point was settled. . .
No, not quite. He recalled with a wince that this unknown Mr.
Stephenson was just a trifle unsure as to whether the performer of it was
Richards or some other—and, oh dear, he had put Richards on his
honour! He must himself decide whither that money must go—and Mr.
Stephenson was not doubting that if he was the wrong man he would go
honourably and find the right one. Oh, it was odious to put a man in such
a situation—ah, why couldn’t Stephenson have left out that doubt? What
did he want to intrude that for?

Further reflection. How did it happen that Richards’s name remained
in Stephenson’s mind as indicating the right man, and not some other
man’s name? That looked good. Yes, that looked very good. In fact it
went on looking better and better, straight along—until by-and-by it
grew into positive proof. And then Richards put the matter at once out of
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his mind, for he had a private instinct that a proof once established is
better left so.

He was feeling reasonably comfortable now, but there was still one
other detail that kept pushing itself on his notice: of course he had done
that service—that was settled; but what was that service? He must recall
it—he would not go to sleep till he had recalled it; it would make his
peace of mind perfect. And so he thought and thought. He thought of a
dozen things—possible services, even probable services—but none of
them seemed adequate, none of them seemed large enough, none of them
seemed worth the money—worth the fortune Goodson had wished he
could leave in his will. And besides, he couldn’t remember having done
them, anyway. Now, then—now, then—what kind of a service would it
be that would make a man so inordinately grateful? Ah—the saving of
his soul! That must be it. Yes, he could remember, now, how he once set
himself the task of converting Goodson, and laboured at it as much as—
he was going to say three months; but upon closer examination it shrunk
to a month, then to a week, then to a day, then to nothing. Yes, he
remembered now, and with unwelcome vividness, that Goodson had told
him to go to thunder and mind his own business—he wasn’t hankering to
follow Hadleyburg to heaven!

So that solution was a failure—he hadn’t saved Goodson’s soul.
Richards was discouraged. Then after a little came another idea: had he
saved Goodson’s property? No, that wouldn’t do—he hadn’t any. His
life? That is it! Of course. Why, he might have thought of it before. This
time he was on the right track, sure. His imagination-mill was hard at
work in a minute, now.

Thereafter, during a stretch of two exhausting hours, he was busy
saving Goodson’s life. He saved it in all kinds of difficult and perilous
ways. In every case he got it saved satisfactorily up to a certain point;
then, just as he was beginning to get well persuaded that it had really
happened, a troublesome detail would turn up which made the whole
thing impossible. As in the matter of drowning, for instance. In that case
he had swum out and tugged Goodson ashore in an unconscious state
with a great crowd looking on and applauding, but when he had got it all
thought out and was just beginning to remember all about it, a whole
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swarm of disqualifying details arrived on the ground: the town would
have known of the circumstance, Mary would have known of it, it would
glare like a limelight in his own memory instead of being an
inconspicuous service which he had possibly rendered “without knowing
its full value.” And at this point he remembered that he couldn’t swim
anyway.

Ah—there was a point which he had been overlooking from the start:
it had to be a service which he had rendered “possibly without knowing
the full value of it.” Why, really, that ought to be an easy hunt—much
easier than those others. And sure enough, by-and-by he found it.
Goodson, years and years ago, came near marrying a very sweet and
pretty girl, named Nancy Hewitt, but in some way or other the match had
been broken off; the girl died, Goodson remained a bachelor, and by-
and-by became a soured one and a frank despiser of the human species.
Soon after the girl’s death the village found out, or thought it had found
out, that she carried a spoonful of negro blood in her veins. Richards
worked at these details a good while, and in the end he thought he
remembered things concerning them which must have gotten mislaid in
his memory through long neglect. He seemed to dimly remember that it
was he that found out about the negro blood; that it was he that told the
village; that the village told Goodson where they got it; that he thus
saved Goodson from marrying the tainted girl; that he had done him this
great service “without knowing the full value of it,” in fact without
knowing that he was doing it; but that Goodson knew the value of it, and
what a narrow escape he had had, and so went to his grave grateful to his
benefactor and wishing he had a fortune to leave him. It was all clear and
simple, now, and the more he went over it the more luminous and certain
it grew; and at last, when he nestled to sleep, satisfied and happy, he
remembered the whole thing just as if it had been yesterday. In fact, he
dimly remembered Goodson’s telling him his gratitude once. Meantime
Mary had spent six thousand dollars on a new house for herself and a
pair of slippers for her pastor, and then had fallen peacefully to rest.

That same Saturday evening the postman had delivered a letter to
each of the other principal citizens—nineteen letters in all. No two of the
envelopes were alike, and no two of the superscriptions were in the same
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hand, but the letters inside were just like each other in every detail but
one. They were exact copies of the letter received by Richards—
handwriting and all—and were all signed by Stephenson, but in place of
Richards’s name each receiver’s own name appeared.

All night long eighteen principal citizens did what their caste-brother
Richards was doing at the same time—they put in their energies trying to
remember what notable service it was that they had unconsciously done
Barclay Goodson. In no case was it a holiday job; still they succeeded.

And while they were at this work, which was difficult, their wives
put in the night spending the money, which was easy. During that one
night the nineteen wives spent an average of seven thousand dollars each
out of the forty thousand in the sack—a hundred and thirty-three
thousand altogether.

Next day there was a surprise for Jack Halliday. He noticed that the
faces of the nineteen chief citizens and their wives bore that expression
of peaceful and holy happiness again. He could not understand it, neither
was he able to invent any remarks about it that could damage it or disturb
it. And so it was his turn to be dissatisfied with life. His private guesses
at the reasons for the happiness failed in all instances, upon examination.
When he met Mrs. Wilcox and noticed the placid ecstasy in her face, he
said to himself, “Her cat has had kittens”—and went and asked the cook;
it was not so, the cook had detected the happiness, but did not know the
cause. When Halliday found the duplicate ecstasy in the face of
“Shadbelly” Billson (village nickname), he was sure some neighbour of
Billson’s had broken his leg, but inquiry showed that this had not
happened. The subdued ecstasy in Gregory Yates’s face could mean but
one thing—he was a mother-in-law short; it was another mistake. “And
Pinkerton—Pinkerton—nhe has collected ten cents that he thought he was
going to lose.” And so on, and so on. In some cases the guesses had to
remain in doubt, in the others they proved distinct errors. In the end
Halliday said to himself, “Anyway it roots up that there’s nineteen
Hadleyburg families temporarily in heaven: | don’t know how it
happened; | only know Providence is off duty to-day.”

An architect and builder from the next State had lately ventured to
set up a small business in this unpromising village, and his sign had now
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been hanging out a week. Not a customer yet; he was a discouraged man,
and sorry he had come. But his weather changed suddenly now. First one
and then another chief citizen’s wife said to him privately:

“Come to my house Monday week—but say nothing about it for the
present. We think of building.”

He got eleven invitations that day. That night he wrote his daughter
and broke off her match with her student. He said she could marry a mile
higher than that.

Pinkerton the banker and two or three other well-to-do men planned
country-seats—but waited. That kind don’t count their chickens until
they are hatched.

The Wilsons devised a grand new thing—a fancy-dress ball. They
made no actual promises, but told all their acquaintanceship in
confidence that they were thinking the matter over and thought they
should give it—"and if we do, you will be invited, of course.” People
were surprised, and said, one to another, “Why, they are crazy, those
poor Wilsons, they can’t afford it.” Several among the nineteen said
privately to their husbands, “It is a good idea, we will keep still till their
cheap thing is over, then we will give one that will make it sick.”

The days drifted along, and the bill of future squanderings rose
higher and higher, wilder and wilder, more and more foolish and
reckless. It began to look as if every member of the nineteen would not
only spend his whole forty thousand dollars before receiving-day, but be
actually in debt by the time he got the money. In some cases light-headed
people did not stop with planning to spend, they really spent—on credit.
They bought land, mortgages, farms, speculative stocks, fine clothes,
horses, and various other things, paid down the bonus, and made
themselves liable for the rest—at ten days. Presently the sober second
thought came, and Halliday noticed that a ghastly anxiety was beginning
to show up in a good many faces. Again he was puzzled, and didn’t
know what to make of it. “The Wilcox kittens aren’t dead, for they
weren’t born; nobody’s broken a leg; there’s no shrinkage in mother-in-
laws; nothing has happened—it is an insolvable mystery.”
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There was another puzzled man, too—the Rev. Mr. Burgess. For
days, wherever he went, people seemed to follow him or to be watching
out for him; and if he ever found himself in a retired spot, a member of
the nineteen would be sure to appear, thrust an envelope privately into
his hand, whisper “To be opened at the town-hall Friday evening,” then
vanish away like a guilty thing. He was expecting that there might be one
claimant for the sack—doubtful, however, Goodson being dead—but it
never occurred to him that all this crowd might be claimants. When the
great Friday came at last, he found that he had nineteen envelopes.

Chapter 111

THE town-hall had never looked finer. The platform at the end of it was
backed by a showy draping of flags; at intervals along the walls were
festoons of flags; the gallery fronts were clothed in flags; the supporting
columns were swathed in flags; all this was to impress the stranger, for
he would be there in considerable force, and in a large degree he would
be connected with the press. The house was full. The 412 fixed seats
were occupied; also the 68 extra chairs which had been packed into the
aisles; the steps of the platform were occupied; some distinguished
strangers were given seats on the platform; at the horseshoe of tables
which fenced the front and sides of the platform sat a strong force of
special correspondents who had come from everywhere. It was the best-
dressed house the town had ever produced. There were some tolerably
expensive toilets there, and in several cases the ladies who wore them
had the look of being unfamiliar with that kind of clothes. At least the
town thought they had that look, but the notion could have arisen from
the town’s knowledge of the fact that these ladies had never inhabited
such clothes before.

The gold-sack stood on a little table at the front of the platform
where all the house could see it. The bulk of the house gazed at it with a
burning interest, a mouth-watering interest, a wistful and pathetic
interest; a minority of nineteen couples gazed at it tenderly, lovingly,
proprietarily, and the male half of this minority kept saying over to
themselves the moving little impromptu speeches of thankfulness for the
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audience’s applause and congratulations which they were presently going
to get up and deliver. Every now and then one of these got a piece of
paper out of his vest pocket and privately glanced at it to refresh his
memory.

Of course there was a buzz of conversation going on—there always
is; but at last, when the Rev. Mr. Burgess rose and laid his hand on the
sack, he could hear his microbes gnaw, the place was so still. He related
the curious history of the sack, then went on to speak in warm terms of
Hadleyburg’s old and well-earned reputation for spotless honesty, and of
the town’s just pride in this reputation. He said that this reputation was a
treasure of priceless value; that under Providence its value had now
become inestimably enhanced, for the recent episode had spread this
fame far and wide, and thus had focussed the eyes of the American world
upon this village, and made its name for all time, as he hoped and
believed, a synonym for commercial incorruptibility. [Applause.] “And
who is to be the guardian of this noble fame—the community as a
whole? No! The responsibility is individual, not communal. From this
day forth each and every one of you is in his own person its special
guardian, and individually responsible that no harm shall come to it. Do
you—does each of you—accept this great trust? [Tumultuous assent.]
Then all is well. Transmit it to your children and to your children’s
children. To-day your purity is beyond reproach—see to it that it shall
remain so. To-day there is not a person in your community who could be
beguiled to touch a penny not his own—see to it that you abide in this
grace. [“We will! we will!’] This is not the place to make comparisons
between ourselves and other communities—some of them ungracious
towards us; they have their ways, we have ours; let us be content.
[Applause.] I am done. Under my hand, my friends, rests a stranger’s
eloguent recognition of what we are; through him the world will always
henceforth know what we are. We do not know who he is, but in your
name | utter your gratitude, and ask you to raise your voices in
indorsement.”

The house rose in a body and made the walls quake with the thunders
of its thankfulness for the space of a long minute. Then it sat down, and
Mr. Burgess took an envelope out of his pocket. The house held its
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breath while he slit the envelope open and took from it a slip of paper.
He read its contents—slowly and impressively—the audience listening
with tranced attention to this magic document, each of whose words
stood for an ingot of gold:

“*The remark which | made to the distressed stranger was this: “You
are very far from being a bad man; go, and reform.””” Then he
continued: “We shall know in a moment now whether the remark here
quoted corresponds with the one concealed in the sack; and if that shall
prove to be so—and it undoubtedly will—this sack of gold belongs to a
fellow-citizen who will henceforth stand before the nation as the symbol
of the special virtue which has made our town famous throughout the
land—Mr. Billson!”

The house had gotten itself all ready to burst into the proper tornado
of applause; but instead of doing it, it seemed stricken with a paralysis;
there was a deep hush for a moment or two, then a wave of whispered
murmurs swept the place—of about this tenor: “Billson! oh, come, this is
too thin! Twenty dollars to a stranger—or anybody—-Billson! Tell it to
the marines!” And now at this point the house caught its breath all of a
sudden in a new access of astonishment, for it discovered that whereas in
one part of the hall Deacon Billson was standing up with his head weekly
bowed, in another part of it Lawyer Wilson was doing the same. There
was a wondering silence now for a while. Everybody was puzzled, and
nineteen couples were surprised and indignant.

Billson and Wilson turned and stared at each other. Billson asked,
bitingly:

“Why do you rise, Mr. Wilson?”

“Because | have a right to. Perhaps you will be good enough to
explain to the house why you rise.”

“With great pleasure. Because | wrote that paper.”

“It is an impudent falsity! | wrote it myself.”

It was Burgess’s turn to be paralysed. He stood looking vacantly at
first one of the men and then the other, and did not seem to know what to
do. The house was stupefied. Lawyer Wilson spoke up now, and said:

“l ask the Chair to read the name signed to that paper.”

That brought the Chair to itself, and it read out the name:
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“John Wharton Billson.”

“There!” shouted Billson, “what have you got to say for yourself
now? And what kind of apology are you going to make to me and to this
insulted house for the imposture which you have attempted to play
here?”

“No apologies are due, sir; and as for the rest of it, | publicly charge
you with pilfering my note from Mr. Burgess and substituting a copy of
it signed with your own name. There is no other way by which you could
have gotten hold of the test-remark; I alone, of living men, possessed the
secret of its wording.”

There was likely to be a scandalous state of things if this went on;
everybody noticed with distress that the shorthand scribes were
scribbling like mad; many people were crying “Chair, chair! Order!
order!” Burgess rapped with his gavel, and said:

“Let us not forget the proprieties due. There has evidently been a
mistake somewhere, but surely that is all. If Mr. Wilson gave me an
envelope—and | remember now that he did—I still have it.”

He took one out of his pocket, opened it, glanced at it, looked
surprised and worried, and stood silent a few moments. Then he waved
his hand in a wandering and mechanical way, and made an effort or two
to say something, then gave it up, despondently. Several voices cried out:

“Read it! read it! What is it?”

So he began, in a dazed and sleep-walker fashion:

“*The remark which | made to the unhappy stranger was this: “You
are far from being a bad man. [The house gazed at him marvelling.] Go,
and reform.”” [Murmurs: “Amazing! what can this mean?”] This one,”
said the Chair, “is signed Thurlow G. Wilson.”

“There!” cried Wilson, “I reckon that settles it! I knew perfectly well
my note was purloined.”

“Purloined!” retorted Billson. “I’ll let you know that neither you nor
any man of your kidney must venture to—"

The Chair: “Order, gentlemen, order! Take your seats, both of you,
please.”

They obeyed, shaking their heads and grumbling angrily. The house
was profoundly puzzled; it did not know what to do with this curious
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emergency. Presently Thompson got up. Thompson was the hatter. He
would have liked to be a Nineteener; but such was not for him; his stock
of hats was not considerable enough for the position. He said:

“Mr. Chairman, if | may be permitted to make a suggestion, can both
of these gentlemen be right? I put it to you, sir, can both have happened
to say the very same words to the stranger? It seems to me—"

The tanner got up and interrupted him. The tanner was a disgruntled
man; he believed himself entitled to be a Nineteener, but he couldn’t get
recognition. It made him a little unpleasant in his ways and speech. Said
he:

“Sho, that’s not the point! That could happen—twice in a hundred
years—but not the other thing. Neither of them gave the twenty dollars!”

[A ripple of applause.]
Billson. “I did!”
Wilson. “I did!”

Then each accused the other of pilfering.

The Chair. “Order! Sit down, if you please—both of you. Neither of
the notes has been out of my possession at any moment.”

A Voice. “Good—that settles that!”

The Tanner. “Mr. Chairman, one thing is now plain: one of these
men has been eavesdropping under the other one’s bed, and filching
family secrets. If it is not unparliamentary to suggest it, I will remark that
both are equal to it. [The Chair. “Order! order!”] | withdraw the remark,
sir, and will confine myself to suggesting that if one of them has
overheard the other reveal the test-remark to his wife, we shall catch him
now.”

A Voice. “How?”

The Tanner. “Easily. The two have not quoted the remark in exactly
the same words. You would have noticed that, if there hadn’t been a
considerable stretch of time and an exciting quarrel inserted between the
two readings.”

A Voice. “Name the difference.”

The Tanner. “The word VERY is in Billson’s note, and not in the
other.”

Many Voices. “That’s so—he’s right!”
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The Tanner. “And so, if the Chair will examine the test-remark in the
sack, we shall know which of these two frauds—([The Chair. “Order!”]—
which of these two adventurers—[The Chair. “Order! order!”]—which
of these two gentlemen—[laughter and applause]—is entitled to wear the
belt as being the first dishonest blatherskite ever bred in this town—
which he has dishonoured, and which will be a sultry place for him from
now out!” [Vigorous applause.]

Many Voices. “Open it'—open the sack!”

Mr. Burgess made a slit in the sack, slid his hand in, and brought out
an envelope. In it were a couple of folded notes. He said:

“One of these is marked, ‘Not to be examined until all written
communications which have been addressed to the Chair—if any—shall
have been read.” The other is marked ‘THE TEST.” Allow me. It is
worded—to wit:

“*1 do not require that the first half of the remark which was made to
me by my benefactor shall be quoted with exactness, for it was not
striking, and could be forgotten; but its closing fifteen words are quite
striking, and | think easily rememberable; unless these shall be
accurately reproduced, let the applicant be regarded as an impostor. My
benefactor began by saying he seldom gave advice to anyone, but that it
always bore the hallmark of high value when he did give it. Then he said
this—and it has never faded from my memory: ‘You are far from being a
bad man—"""

Fifty Voices. “That settles it—the money’s Wilson’s! Wilson!
Wilson! Speech! Speech!”

People jumped up and crowded around Wilson, wringing his hand
and congratulating fervently—meantime the Chair was hammering with
the gavel and shouting:

“Order, gentlemen! Order! Order! Let me finish reading, please.”
When quiet was restored, the reading was resumed—as follows:

“‘GO, AND REFORM—OR, MARK MY WORDS—SOME DAY,
FOR YOUR SINS YOU WILL DIE AND GO TO HELL OR
HADLEYBURG—TRY AND MAKE IT THE FORMER.””

124



A ghastly silence followed. First an angry cloud began to settle
darkly upon the faces of the citizenship; after a pause the cloud began to
rise, and a tickled expression tried to take its place; tried so hard that it
was only kept under with great and painful difficulty; the reporters, the
Brixtonites, and other strangers bent their heads down and shielded their
faces with their hands, and managed to hold in by main strength and
heroic courtesy. At this most inopportune time burst upon the stillness
the roar of a solitary voice—Jack Halliday’s:

“That’s got the hall-mark on it!”

Then the house let go, strangers and all. Even Mr. Burgess’s gravity
broke down presently, then the audience considered itself officially
absolved from all restraint, and it made the most of its privilege. It was a
good long laugh, and a tempestuously wholehearted one, but it ceased at
last—long enough for Mr. Burgess to try to resume, and for the people to
get their eyes partially wiped; then it broke out again, and afterward yet
again; then at last Burgess was able to get out these serious words:

“It is useless to try to disguise the fact—we find ourselves in the
presence of a matter of grave import. It involves the honour of your
town—it strikes at the town’s good name. The difference of a single
word between the test-remarks offered by Mr. Wilson and Mr. Billson
was itself a serious thing, since it indicated that one or the other of these
gentlemen had committed a theft—"

The two men were sitting limp, nerveless, crushed; but at these
words both were electrified into movement, and started to get up.

“Sit down!” said the Chair, sharply, and they obeyed. “That, as |
have said, was a serious thing. And it was—nbut for only one of them. But
the matter has become graver; for the honour of both is now in
formidable peril. Shall 1 go even further, and say in inextricable peril?
Both left out the crucial fifteen words.” He paused. During several
moments he allowed the pervading stillness to gather and deepen its
impressive effects, then added: “There would seem to be but one way
whereby this could happen. | ask these gentlemen—Was there
collusion?—agreement?”

A low murmur sifted through the house; its import was, “He’s got
them both.”
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Billson was not used to emergencies; he sat in a helpless collapse.
But Wilson was a lawyer. He struggled to his feet, pale and worried, and
said:

“l ask the indulgence of the house while | explain this most painful
matter. |1 am sorry to say what | am about to say, since it must inflict
irreparable injury upon Mr. Billson, whom | have always esteemed and
respected until now, and in whose invulnerability to temptation | entirely
believed—as did you all. But for the preservation of my own honour |
must speak—and with frankness. | confess with shame—and | now
beseech your pardon for it—that | said to the ruined stranger all of the
words contained in the test-remark, including the disparaging fifteen.
[Sensation.] When the late publication was made | recalled them, and |
resolved to claim the sack of coin, for by every right | was entitled to it.
Now | will ask you to consider this point, and weigh it well; that
stranger’s gratitude to me that night knew no bounds; he said himself that
he could find no words for it that were adequate, and that if he should
ever be able he would repay me a thousandfold. Now, then, I ask you
this; could | expect—could | believe—could | even remotely imagine—
that, feeling as he did, he would do so ungrateful a thing as to add those
quite unnecessary fifteen words to his test?—set a trap for me?—expose
me as a slanderer of my own town before my own people assembled in a
public hall? It was preposterous; it was impossible. His test would
contain only the kindly opening clause of my remark. Of that | had no
shadow of doubt. You would have thought as I did. You would not have
expected a base betrayal from one whom you had befriended and against
whom you had committed no offence. And so with perfect confidence,
perfect trust, | wrote on a piece of paper the opening words—ending with
“Go, and reform,” —and signed it. When | was about to put it in an
envelope | was called into my back office, and without thinking I left the
paper lying open on my desk.” He stopped, turned his head slowly
toward Billson, waited a moment, then added: “I ask you to note this;
when | returned, a little latter, Mr. Billson was retiring by my street
door.” [Sensation.]

In a moment Billson was on his feet and shouting:

“It’s a lie! It’s an infamous lie!”
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The Chair. “Be seated, sir! Mr. Wilson has the floor.”

Billson’s friends pulled him into his seat and quieted him, and
Wilson went on:

“Those are the simple facts. My note was now lying in a different
place on the table from where | had left it. | noticed that, but attached no
importance to it, thinking a draught had blown it there. That Mr. Billson
would read a private paper was a thing which could not occur to me; he
was an honourable man, and he would be above that. If you will allow
me to say it, | think his extra word ‘VERY’ stands explained: it is
attributable to a defect of memory. | was the only man in the world who
could furnish here any detail of the test-mark—by honourable means. |
have finished.”

There is nothing in the world like a persuasive speech to fuddle the
mental apparatus and upset the convictions and debauch the emotions of
an audience not practised in the tricks and delusions of oratory. Wilson
sat down victorious. The house submerged him in tides of approving
applause; friends swarmed to him and shook him by the hand and
congratulated him, and Billson was shouted down and not allowed to say
a word. The Chair hammered and hammered with its gavel, and kept
shouting:

“But let us proceed, gentlemen, let us proceed!”

At last there was a measurable degree of quiet, and the hatter said:

“But what is there to proceed with, sir, but to deliver the money?”

Voices. “That’s it! That’s it! Come forward, Wilson!”

The Hatter. “I move three cheers for Mr. Wilson, Symbol of the
special virtue which—"

The cheers burst forth before he could finish; and in the midst of
them—and in the midst of the clamour of the gavel also—some
enthusiasts mounted Wilson on a big friend’s shoulder and were going to
fetch him in triumph to the platform. The Chair’s voice now rose above
the noise:

“Order! To your places! You forget that there is still a document to
be read.” When quiet had been restored he took up the document, and
was going to read it, but laid it down again saying “I forgot; this is not to
be read until all written communications received by me have first been
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read.” He took an envelope out of his pocket, removed its enclosure,
glanced at it—seemed astonished—held it out and gazed at it—stared at
it.

Twenty or thirty voices cried out

“What is it? Read it! read it!”

And he did—slowly, and wondering:

“*The remark which | made to the stranger—[Voices. “Hello! how’s
this?”]—was this: “You are far from being a bad man. [Voices. “Great
Scott!”] Go, and reform.”” [Voice. “Oh, saw my leg off!”’] Signed by Mr.
Pinkerton the banker.”

The pandemonium of delight which turned itself loose now was of a
sort to make the judicious weep. Those whose withers were unwrung
laughed till the tears ran down; the reporters, in throes of laughter, set
down disordered pot-hooks which would never in the world be
decipherable; and a sleeping dog jumped up scared out of its wits, and
barked itself crazy at the turmoil. All manner of cries were scattered
through the din: “We’re getting rich—two Symbols of Incorruptibility!—
without counting Billson!” “Threel—count Shadbelly in—we can’t have
too many!” “All right—Billson’s elected!” “Alas, poor Wilson! victim of
two thieves!”

A Powerful Voice. “Silence! The Chair’s fished up something more
out of its pocket.”

Voices. “Hurrah! Is it something fresh? Read it! read! read!”

The Chair [reading]. “*The remark which | made,” etc. “You are far
from being a bad man. Go,’ etc. Signed, ‘Gregory Yates.’”

Tornado of Voices. “Four Symbols!” “‘Rah for Yates!” “Fish
again!”

The house was in a roaring humour now, and ready to get all the fun
out of the occasion that might be in it. Several Nineteeners, looking pale
and distressed, got up and began to work their way towards the aisles,
but a score of shouts went up:

“The doors, the doors—close the doors; no Incorruptible shall leave
this place! Sit down, everybody!” The mandate was obeyed.

“Fish again! Read! read!”
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The Chair fished again, and once more the familiar words began to
fall from its lips—"“You are far from being a bad man—’"

“Name! name! What’s his name?”

“*L. Ingoldsby Sargent.””

“Five elected! Pile up the Symbols! Go on, go on!”

“*You are far from being a bad—""

“Name! name!”

“*Nicholas Whitworth.””

“Hooray! hooray! it’s a symbolical day!”

Somebody wailed in, and began to sing this rhyme (leaving out
“it’s”) to the lovely “Mikado” tune of “When a man’s afraid of a
beautiful maid;” the audience joined in, with joy; then, just in time,
somebody contributed another line -

“And don’t you this forget—"

The house roared it out. A third line was at once furnished -

“Corruptibles far from Hadleyburg are—"

The house roared that one too. As the last note died, Jack Halliday’s
voice rose high and clear, freighted with a final line -

“But the Symbols are here, you bet!”

That was sung, with booming enthusiasm. Then the happy house
started in at the beginning and sang the four lines through twice, with
immense swing and dash, and finished up with a crashing three-times-
three and a tiger for “Hadleyburg the Incorruptible and all Symbols of it
which we shall find worthy to receive the hall-mark to-night.”

Then the shoutings at the Chair began again, all over the place:

“Go on! go on! Read! read some more! Read all you’ve got!”

“That’s it—go on! We are winning eternal celebrity!”

A dozen men got up now and began to protest. They said that this
farce was the work of some abandoned joker, and was an insult to the
whole community. Without a doubt these signatures were all forgeries -

“Sit down! sit down! Shut up! You are confessing. We’ll find your
names in the lot.”

“Mr. Chairman, how many of those envelopes have you got?”

The Chair counted.
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“Together with those that have been already examined, there are
nineteen.”

A storm of derisive applause broke out.

“Perhaps they all contain the secret. | move that you open them all
and read every signature that is attached to a note of that sort—and read
also the first eight words of the note.”

“Second the motion!”

It was put and carried—uproariously. Then poor old Richards got up,
and his wife rose and stood at his side. Her head was bent down, so that
none might see that she was crying. Her husband gave her his arm, and
so supporting her, he began to speak in a quavering voice:

“My friends, you have known us two—Mary and me—all our lives,
and I think you have liked us and respected us—"

The Chair interrupted him:

“Allow me. It is quite true—that which you are saying, Mr.
Richards; this town does know you two; it does like you; it does respect
you; more—it honours you and loves you—"

Halliday’s voice rang out:

“That’s the hall-marked truth, too! If the Chair is right, let the house
speak up and say it. Rise! Now, then—nhip! hip! hip!—all together!”

The house rose in mass, faced toward the old couple eagerly, filled
the air with a snow-storm of waving handkerchiefs, and delivered the
cheers with all its affectionate heart.

The Chair then continued:

“What | was going to say is this: We know your good heart, Mr.
Richards, but this is not a time for the exercise of charity toward
offenders. [Shouts of “Right! right!”] | see your generous purpose in
your face, but I cannot allow you to plead for these men—"

“But | was going to—"

“Please take your seat, Mr. Richards. We must examine the rest of
these notes—simple fairness to the men who have already been exposed
requires this. As soon as that has been done—I give you my word for
this—you shall he heard.”
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Many voices. “Right!—the Chair is right—no interruption can be
permitted at this stage! Go on!—the names! the names!—according to
the terms of the motion!”

The old couple sat reluctantly down, and the husband whispered to
the wife, “It is pitifully hard to have to wait; the shame will be greater
than ever when they find we were only going to plead for ourselves.”

Straightway the jollity broke loose again with the reading of the
names.

“*You are far from being a bad man—’ Signature, ‘Robert J.
Titmarsh.””

““You are far from being a bad man—
Weeks.””

““You are far from being a bad man—’ Signature, ‘Oscar B.
Wilder.””

At this point the house lit upon the idea of taking the eight words out
of the Chairman’s hands. He was not unthankful for that. Thenceforward
he held up each note in its turn and waited. The house droned out the
eight words in a massed and measured and musical deep volume of
sound (with a daringly close resemblance to a well-known church
chant)—“You are f-a-r from being a b-a-a-a-d man.” Then the Chair
said, “Signature, ‘Archibald Wilcox.”” And so on, and so on, name after
name, and everybody had an increasingly and gloriously good time
except the wretched Nineteen. Now and then, when a particularly shining
name was called, the house made the Chair wait while it chanted the
whole of the test-remark from the beginning to the closing words, “And
go to hell or Hadleyburg—try and make it the for-or-m-e-r!” and in these
special cases they added a grand and agonised and imposing “A-a-a-a-
men!”

The list dwindled, dwindled, dwindled, poor old Richards keeping
tally of the count, wincing when a name resembling his own was
pronounced, and waiting in miserable suspense for the time to come
when it would be his humiliating privilege to rise with Mary and finish
his plea, which he was intending to word thus: “. . . for until now we
have never done any wrong thing, but have gone our humble way
unreproached. We are very poor, we are old, and, have no chick nor child

Signature, ‘Eliphalet
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to help us; we were sorely tempted, and we fell. It was my purpose when
I got up before to make confession and beg that my name might not be
read out in this public place, for it seemed to us that we could not bear it;
but | was prevented. It was just; it was our place to suffer with the rest. It
has been hard for us. It is the first time we have ever heard our name fall
from any one’s lips—sullied. Be merciful—for the sake or the better
days; make our shame as light to bear as in your charity you can.” At this
point in his reverie Mary nudged him, perceiving that his mind was
absent. The house was chanting, “You are f-a-r,” etc.

“Be ready,” Mary whispered. “Your name comes now; he has read
eighteen.”

The chant ended.

“Next! next! next!” came volleying from all over the house.

Burgess put his hand into his pocket. The old couple, trembling,
began to rise. Burgess fumbled a moment, then said:

“I find | have read them all.”

Faint with joy and surprise, the couple sank into their seats, and
Mary whispered:

“Oh, bless God, we are saved!—he has lost ours—I wouldn’t give
this for a hundred of those sacks!”

The house burst out with its “Mikado” travesty, and sang it three
times with ever-increasing enthusiasm, rising to its feet when it reached
for the third time the closing line—

“But the Symbols are here, you bet!”

and finishing up with cheers and a tiger for “Hadleyburg purity and our
eighteen immortal representatives of it.”

Then Wingate, the saddler, got up and proposed cheers “for the
cleanest man in town, the one solitary important citizen in it who didn’t
try to steal that money—Edward Richards.”

They were given with great and moving heartiness; then somebody
proposed that “Richards be elected sole Guardian and Symbol of the now
Sacred Hadleyburg Tradition, with power and right to stand up and look
the whole sarcastic world in the face.”
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Passed, by acclamation; then they sang the “Mikado” again, and
ended it with—

“And there’s one Symbol left, you bet!”

There was a pause; then—

A Voice. “Now, then, whao’s to get the sack?”

The Tanner (with bitter sarcasm). “That’s easy. The money has to be
divided among the eighteen Incorruptibles. They gave the suffering
stranger twenty dollars apiece—and that remark—each in his turn—it
took twenty-two minutes for the procession to move past. Staked the
stranger—total contribution, $360. All they want is just the loan back—
and interest—forty thousand dollars altogether.”

Many Voices [derisively.] “That’s it! Divvy! divvy! Be kind to the
poor—don’t keep them waiting!”

The Chair. “Order! | now offer the stranger’s remaining document. It
says: ‘If no claimant shall appear [grand chorus of groans], | desire that
you open the sack and count out the money to the principal citizens of
your town, they to take it in trust [Cries of “Oh! Oh! Oh!”], and use it in
such ways as to them shall seem best for the propagation and
preservation of your community’s noble reputation for incorruptible
honesty [more cries]—a reputation to which their names and their efforts
will add a new and far-reaching lustre.” [Enthusiastic outburst of
sarcastic applause.] That seems to be all. No—nhere is a postscript:

“‘P.S.—CITIZENS OF HADLEYBURG: There IS no test-remark—
nobody made one. [Great sensation.] There wasn’t any pauper stranger,
nor any twenty-dollar contribution, nor any accompanying benediction
and compliment—these are all inventions. [General buzz and hum of
astonishment and delight.] Allow me to tell my story—it will take but a
word or two. | passed through your town at a certain time, and received a
deep offence which | had not earned. Any other man would have been
content to kill one or two of you and call it square, but to me that would
have been a trivial revenge, and inadequate; for the dead do not suffer.
Besides | could not kill you all—and, anyway, made as | am, even that
would not have satisfied me. | wanted to damage every man in the place,
and every woman—and not in their bodies or in their estate, but in their
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vanity—the place where feeble and foolish people are most vulnerable.
So | disguised myself and came back and studied you. You were easy
game. You had an old and lofty reputation for honesty, and naturally you
were proud of it—it was your treasure of treasures, the very apple of
your eye. As soon as | found out that you carefully and vigilantly kept
yourselves and your children out of temptation, | knew how to proceed.
Why, you simple creatures, the weakest of all weak things is a virtue
which has not been tested in the fire. | laid a plan, and gathered a list of
names. My project was to corrupt Hadleyburg the Incorruptible. My idea
was to make liars and thieves of nearly half a hundred smirchless men
and women who had never in their lives uttered a lie or stolen a penny. |
was afraid of Goodson. He was neither born nor reared in Hadleyburg. |
was afraid that if | started to operate my scheme by getting my letter laid
before you, you would say to yourselves, ‘Goodson is the only man
among us who would give away twenty dollars to a poor devil’—and
then you might not bite at my bait. But heaven took Goodson; then |
knew | was safe, and | set my trap and baited it. It may be that | shall not
catch all the men to whom | mailed the pretended test-secret, but I shall
catch the most of them, if | know Hadleyburg nature. [Voices. “Right—
he got every last one of them.”] I believe they will even steal ostensible
gamble-money, rather than miss, poor, tempted, and mistrained fellows. |
am hoping to eternally and everlastingly squelch your vanity and give
Hadleyburg a new renown—one that will stick—and spread far. If | have
succeeded, open the sack and summon the Committee on Propagation
and Preservation of the Hadleyburg Reputation.””

A Cyclone of Voices. “Open it! Open it! The Eighteen to the front!
Committee on Propagation of the Tradition! Forward—the
Incorruptibles!”

The Chair ripped the sack wide, and gathered up a handful of bright,
broad, yellow coins, shook them together, then examined them.

“Friends, they are only gilded disks of lead!”

There was a crashing outbreak of delight over this news, and when
the noise had subsided, the tanner called out:
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“By right of apparent seniority in this business, Mr. Wilson is
Chairman of the Committee on Propagation of the Tradition. | suggest
that he step forward on behalf of his pals, and receive in trust the
money.”

A Hundred Voices. “Wilson! Wilson! Wilson! Speech! Speech!”

Wilson [in a voice trembling with anger]. “You will allow me to say,
and without apologies for my language, damn the money!”

A Voice. “Oh, and him a Baptist!”

A Voice. “Seventeen Symbols left! Step up, gentlemen, and assume
your trust!”

There was a pause—no response.

The Saddler. “Mr. Chairman, we’ve got one clean man left, anyway,
out of the late aristocracy; and he needs money, and deserves it. | move
that you appoint Jack Halliday to get up there and auction off that sack of
gilt twenty-dollar pieces, and give the result to the right man—the man
whom Hadleyburg delights to honour—Edward Richards.”

This was received with great enthusiasm, the dog taking a hand
again; the saddler started the bids at a dollar, the Brixton folk and
Barnum’s representative fought hard for it, the people cheered every
jump that the bids made, the excitement climbed moment by moment
higher and higher, the bidders got on their mettle and grew steadily more
and more daring, more and more determined, the jumps went from a
dollar up to five, then to ten, then to twenty, then fifty, then to a hundred,
then—

At the beginning of the auction Richards whispered in distress to his
wife: “Oh, Mary, can we allow it? It—it —you see, it is an honour—
reward, a testimonial to purity of character, and—and—can we allow it?
Hadn’t | better get up and—Oh, Mary, what ought we to do?>—what do
you think we—" [Halliday’s voice. “Fifteen I’'m bid!—fifteen for the
sack!—twenty!—ah, thanks!—thirty—thanks again! Thirty, thirty,
thirty!—do | hear forty?—forty it is! Keep the ball rolling, gentlemen,
keep it rolling!—fifty! —thanks, noble Roman!—going at fifty, fifty,
fifty!l—seventy! —ninety!—splendid!—a hundred!—pile it up, pile it
up!—hundred and twenty—forty!—just in time!—hundred and fifty!—
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Two hundred!—superb! Do | hear two h—thanks! —two hundred and
fifty!—"]

“It is another temptation, Edward—I’m all in a tremble —but, oh,
we’ve escaped one temptation, and that ought to warn us, to—[“Six did |
hear?—thanks!—six fifty, six f—seven hundred!”] And yet, Edward,
when you think—nobody susp—I[“Eight hundred dollars!—hurrah!—
make it ninel—Mr. Parsons, did | hear you say—thanks!—nine!—this
noble sack of virgin lead going at only nine hundred dollars, gilding and
all—come! do | hear—a thousand!—gratefully yours!—did some one
say eleven?—a sack which is going to be the most celebrated in the
whole Uni—"] “Oh, Edward” (beginning to sob), “we are so poor!—
but—but—do as you think best—do as you think best.”

Edward fell—that is, he sat still; sat with a conscience which was not
satisfied, but which was overpowered by circumstances.

Meantime a stranger, who looked like an amateur detective gotten up
as an impossible English earl, had been watching the evening’s
proceedings with manifest interest, and with a contented expression in
his face; and he had been privately commenting to himself. He was now
soliloquising somewhat like this: ‘None of the Eighteen are bidding; that
is not satisfactory; | must change that—the dramatic unities require it;
they must buy the sack they tried to steal; they must pay a heavy price,
too—some of them are rich. And another thing, when | make a mistake
in Hadleyburg nature the man that puts that error upon me is entitled to a
high honorarium, and some one must pay. This poor old Richards has
brought my judgment to shame; he is an honest man:—I don’t
understand it, but | acknowledge it. Yes, he saw my deuces—and with a
straight flush, and by rights the pot is his. And it shall be a jack-pot, too,
if I can manage it. He disappointed me, but let that pass.”

He was watching the bidding. At a thousand, the market broke: the
prices tumbled swiftly. He waited—and still watched. One competitor
dropped out; then another, and another. He put in a bid or two now.
When the bids had sunk to ten dollars, he added a five; some one raised
him a three; he waited a moment, then flung in a fifty-dollar jump, and
the sack was his—at $1,282. The house broke out in cheers—then
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stopped; for he was on his feet, and had lifted his hand. He began to
speak.

“I desire to say a word, and ask a favour. | am a speculator in rarities,
and | have dealings with persons interested in numismatics all over the
world. I can make a profit on this purchase, just as it stands; but there is a
way, if | can get your approval, whereby I can make every one of these
leaden twenty-dollar pieces worth its face in gold, and perhaps more.
Grant me that approval, and | will give part of my gains to your Mr.
Richards, whose invulnerable probity you have so justly and so cordially
recognised tonight; his share shall be ten thousand dollars, and | will
hand him the money to-morrow. [Great applause from the house. But the
“invulnerable probity” made the Richardses blush prettily; however, it
went for modesty, and did no harm.] If you will pass my proposition by a
good majority—I would like a two-thirds vote—I will regard that as the
town’s consent, and that is all | ask. Rarities are always helped by any
device which will rouse curiosity and compel remark. Now if | may have
your permission to stamp upon the faces of each of these ostensible coins
the names of the eighteen gentlemen who—"

Nine-tenths of the audience were on their feet in a moment—dog and
all—and the proposition was carried with a whirlwind of approving
applause and laughter.

They sat down, and all the Symbols except “Dr.” Clay Harkness got
up, violently protesting against the proposed outrage, and threatening to -

“l beg you not to threaten me,” said the stranger calmly. “I know my
legal rights, and am not accustomed to being frightened at bluster.”
[Applause.] He sat down. “Dr.” Harkness saw an opportunity here. He
was one of the two very rich men of the place, and Pinkerton was the
other. Harkness was proprietor of a mint; that is to say, a popular patent
medicine. He was running for the Legislature on one ticket, and
Pinkerton on the other. It was a close race and a hot one, and getting
hotter every day. Both had strong appetites for money; each had bought a
great tract of land, with a purpose; there was going to be a new railway,
and each wanted to be in the Legislature and help locate the route to his
own advantage; a single vote might make the decision, and with it two or
three fortunes. The stake was large, and Harkness was a daring
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speculator. He was sitting close to the stranger. He leaned over while one
or another of the other Symbols was entertaining the house with protests
and appeals, and asked, in a whisper,

“What is your price for the sack?”

“Forty thousand dollars.”

“I’ll give you twenty.”

“No.”

“Twenty-five.”

“No.”

“Say thirty.”

“The price is forty thousand dollars; not a penny less.”

“All right, I’ll give it. I will come to the hotel at ten in the morning. |
don’t want it known; will see you privately.”

“Very good.” Then the stranger got up and said to the house:

“I find it late. The speeches of these gentlemen are not without merit,
not without interest, not without grace; yet if | may he excused | will take
my leave. | thank you for the great favour which you have shown me in
granting my petition. | ask the Chair to keep the sack for me until to-
morrow, and to hand these three five-hundred-dollar notes to Mr.
Richards.” They were passed up to the Chair.

“At nine | will call for the sack, and at eleven will deliver the rest of
the ten thousand to Mr. Richards in person at his home. Good-night.”

Then he slipped out, and left the audience making a vast noise,
which was composed of a mixture of cheers, the “Mikado” song, dog-
disapproval, and the chant, “You are f-a-r from being a b-a-a-d man -a-a-
a a-men!”

Chapter IV

AT home the Richardses had to endure congratulations and compliments
until midnight. Then they were left to themselves. They looked a little
sad, and they sat silent and thinking. Finally Mary sighed and said:

“Do you think we are to blame, Edward—much to blame?” and her
eyes wandered to the accusing triplet of big bank-notes lying on the
table, where the congratulators had been gloating over them and
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reverently fingering them. Edward did not answer at once; then he
brought out a sigh and said, hesitatingly:
“We—we couldn’t help it, Mary. It—well it was ordered. All things
are.”

Mary glanced up and looked at him steadily, but he didn’t return the
look. Presently she said:

“l thought congratulations and praises always tasted good. But—it
seems to me, now—Edward?”

“Well?”

“Are you going to stay in the bank?”

“N—no.”

“Resign?”

“In the morning—by note.”

“It does seem best.”

Richards bowed his head in his hands and muttered:

“Before | was not afraid to let oceans of people’s money pour
through my hands, but—Mary, | am so tired, so tired—"

“We will go to bed.”

At nine in the morning the stranger called for the sack and took it to
the hotel in a cab. At ten Harkness had a talk with him privately. The
stranger asked for and got five cheques on a metropolitan bank—drawn
to “Bearer,”—four for $1,500 each, and one for $34,000. He put one of
the former in his pocket-book, and the remainder, representing $38,500,
he put in an envelope, and with these he added a note which he wrote
after Harkness was gone. At eleven he called at the Richards’ house and
knocked. Mrs. Richards peeped through the shutters, then went and
received the envelope, and the stranger disappeared without a word. She
came back flushed and a little unsteady on her legs, and gasped out:

“l am sure | recognised him! Last night it seemed to me that maybe |
had seen him somewhere before.”

“He is the man that brought the sack here?”

“l am almost sure of it.”

“Then he is the ostensible Stephenson too, and sold every important
citizen in this town with his bogus secret. Now if he has sent cheques
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instead of money, we are sold too, after we thought we had escaped. |
was beginning to feel fairly comfortable once more, after my night’s rest,
but the look of that envelope makes me sick. It isn’t fat enough; $8,500
in even the largest bank-notes makes more bulk than that.”

“Edward, why do you object to cheques?”

“Cheques signed by Stephenson! | am resigned to take the $8,500 if
it could come in bank-notes—for it does seem that it was so ordered,
Mary—but | have never had much courage, and | have not the pluck to
try to market a cheque signed with that disastrous name. It would be a
trap. That man tried to catch me; we escaped somehow or other; and now
he is trying a new way. If it is cheques—"

“Oh, Edward, it is too bad!” And she held up the cheques and began
to cry.

“Put them in the fire! quick! we mustn’t be tempted. It is a trick to
make the world laugh at us, along with the rest, and—Give them to me,
since you can’t do it!” He snatched them and tried to hold his grip till he
could get to the stove; but he was human, he was a cashier, and he
stopped a moment to make sure of the signature. Then he came near to
fainting.

“Fan me, Mary, fan me! They are the same as gold!”

“Oh, how lovely, Edward! Why?”

“Signed by Harkness. What can the mystery of that be, Mary?”

“Edward, do you think—"

“Look here—Ilook at this! Fifteen—fifteen—fifteen—thirty-four.
Thirty-eight thousand five hundred! Mary, the sack isn’t worth twelve
dollars, and Harkness—apparently—nhas paid about par for it.”

“And does it all come to us, do you think—instead of the ten
thousand?”

“Why, it looks like it. And the cheques are made to ‘Bearer,” t00.”

“Is that good, Edward? What is it for?”

“A hint to collect them at some distant bank, | reckon. Perhaps
Harkness doesn’t want the matter known. What is that—a note?”

“Yes. It was with the cheques.”

It was in the “Stephenson” handwriting, but there was no signature.
It said:
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“l am a disappointed man. Your honesty is beyond the reach of
temptation. | had a different idea about it, but | wronged you in that, and
I beg pardon, and do it sincerely. | honour you—and that is sincere too.
This town is not worthy to kiss the hem of your garment. Dear sir, |
made a square bet with myself that there were nineteen debauchable men
in your self-righteous community. | have lost. Take the whole pot, you
are entitled to it.”

Richards drew a deep sigh, and said:

“It seems written with fire—it burns so. Mary—I am miserable
again.”

“I, too. Ah, dear, | wish—"

“To think, Mary—he believes in me.”

“Oh, don’t, Edward—I can’t bear it.”

“If those beautiful words were deserved, Mary—and God knows |
believed | deserved them once—I think I could give the forty thousand
dollars for them. And | would put that paper away, as representing more
than gold and jewels, and keep it always. But now—We could not live in
the shadow of its accusing presence, Mary.”

He put it in the fire.

A messenger arrived and delivered an envelope. Richards took from
it a note and read it; it was from Burgess:

“You saved me, in a difficult time. | saved you last night. It was at
cost of a lie, but | made the sacrifice freely, and out of a grateful heart.
None in this village knows so well as | know how brave and good and
noble you are. At bottom you cannot respect me, knowing as you do of
that matter of which | am accused, and by the general voice condemned;
but I beg that you will at least believe that | am a grateful man; it will
help me to bear my burden. [Signed] ‘Burgess.’”

“Saved, once more. And on such terms!” He put the note in the lire.
“I—I wish | were dead, Mary, | wish | were out of it all!”

“Oh, these are bitter, bitter days, Edward. The stabs, through their
very generosity, are so deep—and they come so fast!”

Three days before the election each of two thousand voters suddenly
found himself in possession of a prized memento—one of the renowned
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bogus double-eagles. Around one of its faces was stamped these words:
“THE REMARK | MADE TO THE POOR STRANGER WAS—"
Around the other face was stamped these: “GO, AND REFORM.
[SIGNED] PINKERTON.” Thus the entire remaining refuse of the
renowned joke was emptied upon a single head, and with calamitous
effect. It revived the recent vast laugh and concentrated it upon
Pinkerton; and Harkness’s election was a walk-over.

Within twenty-four hours after the Richardses had received their
cheques their consciences were quieting down, discouraged; the old
couple were learning to reconcile themselves to the sin which they had
committed. But they were to learn, now, that a sin takes on new and real
terrors when there seems a chance that it is going to be found out. This
gives it a fresh and most substantial and important aspect. At church the
morning sermon was of the usual pattern; it was the same old things said
in the same old way; they had heard them a thousand times and found
them innocuous, next to meaningless, and easy to sleep under; but now it
was different: the sermon seemed to bristle with accusations; it seemed
aimed straight and specially at people who were concealing deadly sins.
After church they got away from the mob of congratulators as soon as
they could, and hurried homeward, chilled to the bone at they did not
know what—vague, shadowy, indefinite fears. And by chance they
caught a glimpse of Mr. Burgess as he turned a corner. He paid no
attention to their nod of recognition! He hadn’t seen it; but they did not
know that. What could his conduct mean? It might mean—it might—
mean—oh, a dozen dreadful things. Was it possible that he knew that
Richards could have cleared him of guilt in that bygone time, and had
been silently waiting for a chance to even up accounts? At home, in their
distress they got to imagining that their servant might have been in the
next room listening when Richards revealed the secret to his wife that he
knew of Burgess’s innocence; next Richards began to imagine that he
had heard the swish of a gown in there at that time; next, he was sure he
had heard it. They would call Sarah in, on a pretext, and watch her face;
if she had been betraying them to Mr. Burgess, it would show in her
manner. They asked her some questions—questions which were so
random and incoherent and seemingly purposeless that the girl felt sure
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that the old people’s minds had been affected by their sudden good
fortune; the sharp and watchful gaze which they bent upon her frightened
her, and that completed the business. She blushed, she became nervous
and confused, and to the old people these were plain signs of guilt—quilt
of some fearful sort or other—without doubt she was a spy and a traitor.
When they were alone again they began to piece many unrelated things
together and get horrible results out of the combination. When things had
got about to the worst Richards was delivered of a sudden gasp and his
wife asked:

“Oh, what is it>—what is it?”

“The note—Burgess’s note! Its language was sarcastic, | see it now.”
He quoted: “*At bottom you cannot respect me, knowing, as you do, of
that matter of which | am accused’—oh, it is perfectly plain, now, God
help me! He knows that | know! You see the ingenuity of the phrasing. It
was a trap—and like a fool, | walked into it. And Mary—!”

“Oh, it is dreadful—I know what you are going to say —he didn’t
return your transcript of the pretended test-remark.”

“No—Kkept it to destroy us with. Mary, he has exposed us to some
already. | know it—I know it well. | saw it in a dozen faces after church.
Ah, he wouldn’t answer our nod of recognition—he knew what he had
been doing!”

In the night the doctor was called. The news went around in the
morning that the old couple were rather seriously ill—prostrated by the
exhausting excitement growing out of their great windfall, the
congratulations, and the late hours, the doctor said. The town was
sincerely distressed; for these old people were about all it had left to be
proud of, now.

Two days later the news was worse. The old couple were delirious,
and were doing strange things. By witness of the nurses, Richards had
exhibited cheques—for $8,500? No—for an amazing sum—$38,500!
What could be the explanation of this gigantic piece of luck?

The following day the nurses had more news—and wonderful. They
had concluded to hide the cheques, lest harm come to them; but when
they searched they were gone from under the patient’s pillow—vanished
away. The patient said:
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“Let the pillow alone; what do you want?”

“We thought it best that the cheques—”

“You will never see them again—they are destroyed. They came
from Satan. | saw the hell-brand on them, and | knew they were sent to
betray me to sin.” Then he fell to gabbling strange and dreadful things
which were not clearly understandable, and which the doctor admonished
them to keep to themselves.

Richards was right; the cheques were never seen again.

A nurse must have talked in her sleep, for within two days the
forbidden gabblings were the property of the town; and they were of a
surprising sort. They seemed to indicate that Richards had been a
claimant for the sack himself, and that Burgess had concealed that fact
and then maliciously betrayed it.

Burgess was taxed with this and stoutly denied it. And he said it was
not fair to attach weight to the chatter of a sick old man who was out of
his mind. Still, suspicion was in the air, and there was much talk.

After a day or two it was reported that Mrs. Richards’s delirious
deliveries were getting to be duplicates of her husband’s. Suspicion
flamed up into conviction, now, and the town’s pride in the purity of its
one undiscredited important citizen began to dim down and flicker
toward extinction.

Six days passed, then came more news. The old couple were dying.
Richards’s mind cleared in his latest hour, and he sent for Burgess.
Burgess said:

“Let the room be cleared. | think he wishes to say something in
privacy.”

“No!” said Richards; “I want witnesses. | want you all to hear my
confession, so that | may die a man, and not a dog. | was clean—
artificially—like the rest; and like the rest | fell when temptation came. |
signed a lie, and claimed the miserable sack. Mr. Burgess remembered
that | had done him a service, and in gratitude (and ignorance) he
suppressed my claim and saved me. You know the thing that was
charged against Burgess years ago. My testimony, and mine alone, could
have cleared him, and | was a coward and left him to suffer disgrace—"

“No—no—Mr. Richards, you—"
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“My servant betrayed my secret to him—"

“No one has betrayed anything to me—"

“And then he did a natural and justifiable thing; he repented of the
saving kindness which he had done me, and he exposed me—as |
deserved—"

“Never!—I make oath—"

“Out of my heart | forgive him.”

Burgess’s impassioned protestations fell upon deaf ears; the dying
man passed away without knowing that once more he had done poor
Burgess a wrong. The old wife died that night.

The last of the sacred Nineteen had fallen a prey to the fiendish sack;
the town was stripped of the last rag of its ancient glory. Its mourning
was not showy, but it was deep.

By act of the Legislature—upon prayer and petition—Hadleyburg
was allowed to change its name to (hever mind what—I will not give it
away), and leave one word out of the motto that for many generations
had graced the town’s official seal.

It is an honest town once more, and the man will have to rise early
that catches it napping again.
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The Notorious Jumping Frog of Calaveras County
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IN compliance with the request of a friend of mine, who wrote me from
the East, | called on good-natured, garrulous old Simon Wheeler, and
inquired after my friend’s friend, Leonidas W. Smiley, as requested to
do, and | hereunto append the result. |1 have a lurking suspicion that
Leonidas W. Smiley is a myth; that my friend never knew such a
personage; and that he only conjectured that, if 1 asked old Wheeler
about him, it would remind him of his infamous Jim Smiley, and he
would go to work and bore me nearly to death with some infernal
reminiscence of him as long and tedious as it should be useless to me. If
that was the design, it certainly succeeded.

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

Simon Wheeler backed me into a corner and blockaded me there
with his chair, and then sat me down and reeled off the monotonous
narrative which follows this paragraph. He never smiled, he never
frowned, he never changed his voice from the gentle-flowing key to
which he tuned the initial sentence, he never betrayed the slightest
suspicion of enthusiasm; but all through the interminable narrative there
ran a vein of impressive earnestness and sincerity, which showed me
plainly that, so far from his imagining that there was any thing ridiculous
or funny about his story, he regarded it as a really important matter, and
admired its two heroes as men of transcendent genius in finesse. To me,
the spectacle of a man drifting serenely along through such a queer yarn
without ever smiling, was exquisitely absurd. As | said before, | asked
him to tell me what he knew of Rev. Leonidas W. Smiley, and he replied
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as follows. I let him go on in his own way, and never interrupted him
once:

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

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

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

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

Well, Smiley kept the beast in a little lattice box, and he used to fetch
him down town sometimes and lay for a bet. One day a feller a stranger
in the camp, he was come across him with his box, and says:
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“What might it be that you’ve got in the box?”

And Smiley says, sorter indifferent like, “It might be a parrot, or it
might be a canary, may be, but it an’t it’s only just a frog.”

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

“Well,” Smiley says, easy and careless, “He’s good enough for one
thing, I should judge he can outjump any frog in Calaveras county.”

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

“May be you don’t,” Smiley says. “May be you understand frogs,
and may be you don’t understand ‘em; may be you’ve had experience,
and may be you an’t only a amature, as it were. Anyways, I’ve got my
opinion, and I’ll risk forty dollars that he can outjump any frog in
Calaveras county.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh! hang Smiley and his afflicted cow!” | muttered, good-
naturedly, and bidding the old gentleman good-day, | departed.
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The Story of the Bad Little Boy
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ONCE there was a bad little boy whose name was Jim—though, if you
will notice, you will find that bad little boys are nearly always called
James in your Sunday-school books It was strange, but still it was true
that this one was called Jim. He didn’t have any sick mother either—a
sick mother who was pious and had the consumption, and would be glad
to lie down in the grave and be at rest but for the strong love she bore her
boy, and the anxiety she felt that the world might be harsh and cold
towards him when she was gone. Most bad boys in the Sunday-books are
named James, and have sick mothers, who teach them to say, “Now, | lay
me down,” etc., and sing them to sleep with sweet, plaintive voices, and
then kiss them good-night, and kneel down by the bedside and weep. But
it was different with this fellow. He was named Jim, and there wasn’t
anything the matter with his mother—no consumption, nor anything of
that kind. She was rather stout than otherwise, and she was not pious;
moreover, she was not anxious on Jim’s account. She said if he were to
break his neck it wouldn’t be much loss. She always spanked Jim to
sleep, and she never kissed him good-night; on the contrary, she boxed
his ears when she was ready to leave him.

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

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

Once he stole the teacher’s pen-knife, and, when he was afraid it
would be found out and he would get whipped, he slipped it into George
Wilson’s cap—poor Widow Wilson’s son, the moral boy, the good little
boy of the village, who always obeyed his mother, and never told an
untruth, and was fond of his lessons, and infatuated with Sunday-school.
And when the knife dropped from the cap, and poor George hung his
head and blushed, as if in conscious guilt, and the grieved teacher
charged the theft upon him, and was just in the very act of bringing the
switch down upon his trembling shoulders, a white-haired, improbable
justice of the peace did not suddenly appear in their midst, and strike an
attitude and say, “Spare this noble boy—there stands the cowering
culprit! 1 was passing the school-door at recess, and unseen myself, | saw
the theft committed!” And then Jim didn’t get whaled, and the venerable
justice didn’t read the tearful school a homily, and take George by the
hand and say such a boy deserved to be exalted, and then tell him to
come and make his home with him, and sweep out the office, and make
fires, and run errands, and chop wood, and study law, and help his wife
do household labors, and have all the balance of the time to play, and get
forty cents a month, and be happy. No; it would have happened that way
in the books, but it didn’t happen that way to Jim. No meddling old clam
of a justice dropped in to make trouble, and so the model boy George got
thrashed, and Jim was glad of it. Because, you know, Jim hated moral
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boys. Jim said he was “down on them milksops.” Such was the coarse
language of this bad, neglected boy.

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

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

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

So you see there never was a bad James in the Sunday-school books
that had such a streak of luck as this sinful Jim with the charmed life.
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The Diary of Adam and Eve
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Part I: Extracts from Adam’s Diary

MONDAY  This new creature with the long hair is a good deal in the
way. It is always hanging around and following me about. | don’t like
this; 1 am not used to company. | wish it would stay with the other
animals. . . . Cloudy to-day, wind in the east; think we shall have rain. . .
We? Where did | 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, | think. The new creature calls it Niagara Falls—why, | am
sure | do not know. Says it looks like Niagara Falls. That is not reason, it
is mere waywardness and imbecility. | get no chance to name anything
myself. The new creature names everything that comes along before |
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 | do.

Wednesday  Built me a shelter against the rain, but could not have
it to myself in peace. The new creature intruded. When 1 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. | wish it would not talk; it is always
talking. That sounds like a cheap fling at the poor creature, a slur; but |
do not mean it so. | 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 | am used only to sounds that
are more or less distant from me.

Friday = The naming goes recklessly on, in spite of anything | can
do. I had a very good name for the estate, and it was musical and
pretty—GARDEN OF EDEN. Privately, | 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
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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. | 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. | had
already 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, |
have no objections. Says it is to call it by, when | want it to come. | 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 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.
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Friday She has taken to beseeching me to stop going over the
Falls. What harm does it do? Says it makes her shudder. | wonder why; |
have always done it—always liked the plunge, and coolness. | supposed
it was what the Falls were for. They have no other use that | can see, and
they must have been made for something. She says they were only made
for scenery—Iike 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. | am too much hampered here. What | need is change of
scene.

Saturday | escaped last Tuesday night, and traveled two days, and
built me another shelter in a secluded place, and obliterated my tracks as
well as | 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. | was obliged to
return with her, but will presently emigrate again when occasion offers.
She engages herself in many foolish things; among others 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 | understand it, is
called “death”; and death, as | have been told, has not yet entered the
Park. Which is a pity, on some accounts.

Sunday  Pulled through.

Monday | believe | 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, | thought. It is a good word.

Tuesday She told me she was made out of a rib taken from my
body. This is at least doubtful, if not more than that. | 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
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decayed flesh. The buzzard must get along the best it can with what it 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, 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 | have noticed them now and then
all day and | don’t see that they are any happier there than they were
before, only quieter. When night comes | shall throw them outdoors. |
will not sleep with them again, for | 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 | 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. | 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. | advised her to
keep away from the tree. She said she wouldn’t. | foresee trouble. Will
emigrate.

Wednesday | have had a variegated time. | escaped last 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 sun-up, as | 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
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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 | ordered
them to desist, and they would have eaten me if | had stayed—uwhich |
didn’t, but went away in much haste. . . . | 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 | was not sorry she came, for there are but meager
pickings here, and she brought some of those apples. | was obliged to eat
them, | was so hungry. It was against my principles, but | find that
principles have no real force except when one is well fed. . . . She came
curtained in boughs and bunches of leaves, and when | asked her what
she meant by such nonsense, and snatched them away and threw them
down, she tittered and blushed. | had never seen a person titter and blush
before, and to me it seemed unbecoming and idiotic. She said | would
soon know how it was myself. This was correct. Hungry as | was, | laid
down the apple half-eaten—certainly the best one | 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 | 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. . . . | find she is a
good deal of a companion. | see | should be lonesome and depressed
without her, now that | 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. | said | was
innocent, then, for | had not eaten any chestnuts. She said the Serpent
informed her that “chestnut” was a figurative term meaning an aged and
moldy joke. I turned pale at that, for | have made many jokes to pass the
weary time, and some of them could have been of that sort, though I had
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honestly supposed that they were new when | made them. She asked me
if 1 had made one just at the time of the catastrophe. | was obliged to
admit that I had made one to myself, though not aloud. It was this. | was
thinking about the Falls, and | said it 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, sang, “It would be a
deal more wonderful to see it tumble up there!”—and | was just about to
kill myself with laughing at it when all nature broke loose in war and
death and | 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, | am indeed to
blame. Would that | were not witty; oh, that | had never had that radiant
thought!

Next Year =~ We have named it Cain. She caught it while | 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. | still think it is a fish, but she is
indifferent about what it is, and will not let me have it to try. | 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. | 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
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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. | have
not seen a fish before that could laugh. This makes me doubt. . . .l 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. | 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 shake, for it
doesn’t crawl, | feel sure it is not a fish, though | 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. | have not seen any other animal do that before.
I said | believed it was an enigma; but she only admired the word without
understanding. In my judgment it is either an enigma or some kind of a
bug. If it dies, | will take it apart and see what its arrangements are. |
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 traveling 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 | discovered it, | 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 it is able to make from
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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 | discontinued
the system. She reconciles it by persuasion, and by giving it things which
she had previously told me she wouldn’t give it. As already observed, |
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? | have set a dozen traps, but they do no good. | catch all small
animals except that one; animals that merely go into the trap out of
curiosity, | 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. | 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 | caught a true kangaroo and brought it in,
thinking that this one, being lonesome, would rather have that for
company than have no Kkin 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 | was convinced it had never seen one before. | pity the
poor noisy little animal, but there is nothing | can do to make it happy. If
I could tame it—Dbut that is out of the question; the more I try the worse |
seem to make it. It grieves me to the heart to see it in its little storms of
sorrow and passion. | 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 | cannot find another one, how could it?
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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 | 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, |
think. She was not like this before she lost her mind.

A Fortnight Later | 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. | have moved out. But | shall go
over, mornings, to breakfast, and 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 | have been off hunting and fishing a month,
up in the region that she calls Buffalo; | 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 | 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. | will go straightway; but | will muzzle this one first.

Three Months Later It has been a weary, weary hunt, yet | have
had no success. In the mean time, without stirring from the home estate,
she has caught another one! | never saw such luck. | might have hunted
these woods a hundred years, | never would have run across that thing.
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Next Day | have been comparing the new one with the old one,
and it is perfectly plain that they are the same breed. | was going to stuff
one of them for my collection, but she is prejudiced against it for some
reason or other; so | 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. | 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 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, | 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 | thought she talked
too much; but now | 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!

Part 11: Eve’s Diary
(Translated from the original)

SATURDAY I am almost a whole day old, now. | arrived yesterday.
That is as it seems to me. And it must be so, for if there was a day
before-yesterday | was not there when it happened, or | should remember
it. It could be, of course, that it did happen, and that | was not noticing.
Very well; 1 will be very watchful now, and if any day-before-yesterdays
happen I will make a note of it. It will be best to start right and not let the
record get confused, for some instinct tells me that these details are going
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to be important to the historian some day. For | feel like an experiment, |
feel exactly like an experiment; it would be impossible for a person to
feel more like an experiment than | do, and so | am coming to feel
convinced that that is what | am—an experiment; just an experiment, and
nothing more.

Then if I am an experiment, am | the whole of it? No, | think not; |
think the rest of it is part of it. I am the main part of it, but | think the rest
of it has its share in the matter. Is my position assured, or do | have to
watch it and take care of it? The latter, perhaps. Some instinct tells me
that eternal vigilance is the price of supremacy. [That is a good phrase, |
think, for one so young.]

Everything looks better to-day than it did yesterday. In the rush of
finishing up yesterday, the mountains were left in a ragged condition,
and some of the plains were so cluttered with rubbish and remnants that
the aspects were quite distressing. Noble and beautiful works of art
should not be subjected to haste; and this majestic new world is indeed a
most noble and beautiful work. And certainly marvelously near to being
perfect, notwithstanding the shortness of the time. There are too many
stars in some places and not enough in others, but that can be remedied
presently, no doubt. The moon got loose last night, and slid down and
fell out of the scheme—a very great loss; it breaks my heart to think of it.
There isn’t another thing among the ornaments and decorations that is
comparable to it for beauty and finish. It should have been fastened
better. If we can only get it back again—

But of course there is no telling where it went to. And besides,
whoever gets it will hide it; | know it because | would do it myself. |
believe I can be honest in all other matters, but I already begin to realize
that the core and center of my nature is love of the beautiful, a passion
for the beautiful, and that it would not be safe to trust me with a moon
that belonged to another person and that person didn’t know | had it. |
could give up a moon that | found in the daytime, because | should be
afraid someone was looking; but if | found it in the dark, 1 am sure |
should find some kind of an excuse for not saying anything about it. For
I do love moons, they are so pretty and so romantic. | wish we had five
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or six; | would never go to bed; I should never get tired lying on the
moss-bank and looking up at them.

Stars are good, too. | wish | could get some to put in my hair. But |
suppose | never can. You would be surprised to find how far off they are,
for they do not look it. When they first showed, last night, | tried to
knock some down with a pole, but it didn’t reach, which astonished me;
then 1 tried clods till 1 was all tired out, but I never got one. It was
because | am left-handed and cannot throw good. Even when | aimed at
the one | wasn’t after | couldn’t hit the other one, though I did make
some close shots, for | saw the black blot of the clod sail right into the
midst of the golden clusters forty or fifty times, just barely missing them,
and if | could have held out a little longer maybe I could have got one.

So | cried a little, which was natural, | suppose, for one of my age,
and after | was rested | got a basket and started for a place on the extreme
rim of the circle, where the stars were close to the ground and | could get
them with my hands, which would be better, anyway, because | could
gather them tenderly then, and not break them. But it was farther than |
thought, and at last | had to give it up; | was so tired | couldn’t drag my
feet another step; and besides, they were sore and hurt me very much.

I couldn’t get back home; it was too far and turning cold; but I found
some tigers and nestled in among them and was most adorably
comfortable, and their breath was sweet and pleasant, because they live
on strawberries. | had never seen a tiger before, but | knew them in a
minute by the stripes. If | could have one of those skins, it would make a
lovely gown.

To-day | am getting better ideas about distances. | was so eager to
get hold of every pretty thing that | giddily grabbed for it, sometimes
when it was too far off, and sometimes when it was but six inches away
but seemed a foot—alas, with thorns between! | learned a lesson; also |
made an axiom, all out of my own head—my very first one: The
scratched Experiment shuns the thorn. | think it is a very good one for
one so young.

| followed the other Experiment around, yesterday afternoon, at a
distance, to see what it might be for, if | could. But | was not able to
make out. | think it is a man. | had never seen a man, but it looked like
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one, and | feel sure that that is what it is. I realize that | feel more
curiosity about it than about any of the other reptiles. If it is reptile, and |
suppose it is; for it has frowsy hair and blue eyes, and looks like a reptile.
It has no hips; it tapers like a carrot; when it stands, it spreads itself apart
like a derrick; so I think it is a reptile, though it may be architecture.

I was afraid of it at first, and started to run every time it turned
around, for | thought it was going to chase me; but by and by | found it
was only trying to get away, so after that | was not timid any more, but
tracked it along, several hours, about twenty yards behind, which made it
nervous and unhappy. At last it was a good deal worried, and climbed a
tree. | waited a good while, then gave it up and went home.

To-day the same thing over. I’ve got it up the tree again.

Sunday It is up there yet. Resting, apparently. But that is a
subterfuge: Sunday isn’t the day of rest; Saturday is appointed for that. It
looks to me like a creature that is more interested in resting than in
anything else. It would tire me to rest so much. It tires me just to sit
around and watch the tree. | do wonder what it is for; | never see it do
anything.

They returned the moon last night, and | was so happy! | think it is
very honest of them. It slid down and fell off again, but I was not
distressed; there is no need to worry when one has that kind of
neighbors; they will fetch it back. 1 wish | could do something to show
my appreciation. | would like to send them some stars, for we have more
than we can use. | mean I, not we, for | can see that the reptile cares
nothing for such things.

It has low tastes, and is not kind. When | went there yesterday
evening in the gloaming it had crept down and was trying to catch the
little speckled fishes that play in the pool, and | had to clod it to make it
go up the tree again and let them alone. | wonder if that is what it is for?
Hasn’t it any heart? Hasn’t it any compassion for those little creatures?
Can it be that it was designed and manufactured for such ungentle work?
It has the look of it. One of the clods took it back of the ear, and it used
language. It gave me a thrill, for it was the first time | had ever heard
speech, except my own. | did not understand the words, but they seemed
expressive.
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When | found it could talk I felt a new interest in it, for | love to talk;
I talk, all day, and in my sleep, too, and | am very interesting, but if | had
another to talk to I could be twice as interesting, and would never stop, if
desired.

If this reptile is a man, it isn’t an it, is it? That wouldn’t be
grammatical, would it? I think it would be he. I think so. In that case one
would parse it thus: nominative, he, dative, him; possessive, his’n. Well,
I will consider it a man and call it he until it turns out to be something
else. This will be handier than having so many uncertainties.

Next week Sunday All the week | tagged around after him and
tried to get acquainted. | had to do the talking, because he was shy, but |
didn’t mind it. He seemed pleased to have me around, and I used the
sociable “we” a good deal, because it seemed to flatter him to be
included.

Wednesday We are getting along very well indeed, now, and
getting better and better acquainted. He does not try to avoid me
anymore, which is a good sign, and shows that he likes to have me with
him. That pleases me, and I study to be useful to him in every way I can,
S0 as to increase his regard. During the last day or two, | have taken all
the work of naming things off his hands, and this has been a great relief
to him, for he has not gift in that line, and is evidently very grateful. He
can’t think of a rational name to save him, but | do not let him see that |
am aware of his defect. Whenever a new creature comes along | name it
before he has time to expose himself by an awkward silence. In this way
I have saved him many embarrassments. | have no defect like his. The
minute | set eyes on an animal | know what it is. | don’t have to reflect a
moment; the right name comes out instantly, just as if it were an
inspiration, as no doubt it is, for | am sure it wasn’t in me half a minute
before. |1 seem to know just by the shape of the creature and the way it
acts what animal it is.

When the dodo came along he thought it was a wildcat—I saw it in
his eye. But | saved him. And | was careful not to do it in a way that
could hurt his pride. | just spoke up in a quite natural way of pleased,
surprise, and not as if | was dreaming of conveying information, and
said, “Well, | do declare, if there isn’t the dodo!” I explained—without
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seeming to be explaining—how 1 knew it for a dodo, and although |
thought maybe he was a little piqued that | knew the creature when he
didn’t, it was quite evident that he admired me. That was very agreeable,
and | thought of it more than once with gratification before I slept. How
little a thing can make us happy when we feel that we have earned it!

Thursday My first sorrow. Yesterday he avoided me and seemed
to wish | would not talk to him. I could not believe it, and thought there
was some mistake, for | loved to be with him, and loved to hear him talk,
and so how could it be that he could feel unkind toward me when | had
not done anything? But at last it seemed true, so | went away and sat
lonely in the place where I first saw him the morning that we were made
and | did not know what he was and was indifferent about him; but now
it was a mournful place, and every little thing spoke of him, and my heart
was very sore. | did not know why very clearly, for it was a new feeling;
I had not experienced it before, and it was all a mystery, and | could not
make it out.

But when night came | could not bear the lonesomeness, and went to
the new shelter which he has built, to ask him what | had done that was
wrong and how | could mend it and get back his kindness again; but he
put me out in the rain, and it was my first sorrow.

Sunday It is pleasant again, now, and | am happy, but those were
heavy days; | do not think of them when I can help it.

| tried to get him some of those apples, but | cannot learn to throw
straight. | failed, but I think the good intention pleased him. They are
forbidden, and he says | shall come to harm; but so I come to harm
through pleasing him, why shall | care for that harm?

Monday This morning | told him my name, hoping it would
interest him. But he did not care for it. It is strange. If he should tell me
his name, | would care. | think it would be pleasanter in my ears than any
other sound.

He talks very little. Perhaps it is because he is not bright, and is
sensitive about it and wishes to conceal it. It is such a pity that he should
feel so, for brightness is nothing; it is in the heart that the values lie. |
wish | could make him understand that a loving good heart is riches, and
riches enough, and that without it intellect is poverty.
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Although he talks so little, he has quite a considerable vocabulary.
This morning he used a surprisingly good word. He evidently recognized,
himself, that it was a good one, for he worked it in twice afterward,
casually. It was not good casual art, still it showed that he possesses a
certain quality of perception. Without a doubt that seed can be made to
grow, if cultivated.

Where did he get that word? | do not think | have ever used it.

No, he took no interest in my name. | tried to hide my
disappointment, but I suppose | did not succeed. | went away and sat on
the moss-bank with my feet in the water. It is where | go when | hunger
for companionship, some one to look at, someone to talk to. It is not
enough—that lovely white body painted there in the pool—but it is
something, and something is better than utter loneliness. It talks when |
talk; it is sad when | am sad; it comforts me with its sympathy; it says,
“Do not be downhearted, you poor friendless girl; | will be your friend.”
It is a good friend to me, and my only one; it is my sister.

That first time that she forsook me! ah, | shall never forget that—
never, never. My heart was lead in my body! | said, “She was all | had,
and now she is gone!” In my despair | said, “Break, my heart; | cannot
bear my life any more!” and hid my face in my hands, and there was no
solace for me. And when | took them away, after a little, there she was
again, white and shining and beautiful, and I sprang into her arms!

That was perfect happiness; | had known happiness before, but it was
not like this, which was ecstasy. | never doubted her afterward. Some-
times she stayed away—maybe an hour, maybe almost the whole day,
but | waited and did not doubt; | said, “She is busy, or she is gone a
journey, but she will come.” And it was so: she always did. At night she
would not come if it was dark, for she was a timid little thing; but if there
was a moon she would come. | am not afraid of the dark, but she is
younger than | am; she was born after | was. Many and many are the
visits | have paid her; she is my comfort and my refuge when my life is
hard—and it is mainly that.

Tuesday  All the morning | was at work improving the estate; and
| purposely kept away from him in the hope that he would get lonely and
come. But he did not.
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At noon | stopped for the day and took my recreation by flitting all
about with the bees and the butterflies and reveling in flowers, those
beautiful creatures that catch the smile of God out of the sky and
preserve it! | gathered them, and made them into wreaths and garlands
and clothed myself in them while I ate my luncheon—apples, of course;
then 1 sat in the shade and wished and waited. But he did not come.

But no matter. Nothing would have come of it, for he does not care
for flowers. He calls them rubbish, and cannot tell one from another, and
thinks it is superior to feel like that. He does not care for me, he does not
care for flowers, he does not care for the painted sky at eventide—is
there anything he does care for, except building shacks to coop himself
up in from the good clean rain, and thumping the melons, and sampling
the grapes, and fingering the fruit on the trees, to see how those
properties are coming along?

I laid a dry stick on the ground and tried to bore a hole in it with
another one, in order to carry out a scheme that | had, and soon | got an
awful fright. A thin, transparent bluish film rose out of the hole, and |
dropped everything and ran! | thought it was a spirit, and | was so
frightened! But | looked back, and it was not coming; so | leaned against
a rock and rested and panted, and let my limbs go on trembling until they
got steady again; then | crept warily back, alert, watching, and ready to
fly if there was occasion; and when | was come near, | parted the
branches of a rose-bush and peeped through—wishing the man was
about, 1 was looking so cunning and pretty—but the sprite was gone. |
went there, and there was a pinch of delicate pink dust in the hole. | put
my finger in, to feel it, and said ouch! and took it out again. It was a cruel
pain. | put my finger in my mouth and by standing first on one foot and
then the other, and grunting, | presently eased my misery; then | was full
of interest, and began to examine.

I was curious to know what the pink dust was. Suddenly the name of
it occurred to me, though I had never heard of it before. It was fire! | was
as certain of it as a person could be of anything in the world. So without
hesitation | named it that—fire.

I had created something that didn’t exist before; | had added a new.
thing to the world’s uncountable properties; | realized this, and was
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proud of my achievement, and was going to run and find him and tell
him about it, thinking to raise myself in his esteem—~but I reflected, and
did not do it. No—he would not care for it. He would ask what it was
good for, and what could | answer? for if it was not good for something,
but only beautiful, merely beautiful—

So | sighed, and did not go. For it wasn’t good for anything; it could
not build a shack, it could not improve melons, it could not hurry a fruit
crop; it was useless, it was a foolishness and a vanity; he would despise it
and say cutting words. But to me it was not despicable; I said, “Oh, you
fire, | love you, you dainty pink creature, for you are beautiful—and that
is enough!” and was going to gather it to my breast. But refrained. Then |
made another maxim out of my own head, though it was so nearly like
the first one that | was afraid it was only a plagiarism: “The burnt
Experiment shuns the fire.”

I wrought again; and when | had made a good deal of fire-dust I
emptied it into a handful of dry brown grass, intending to carry it home
and keep it always and play with it; but the wind struck it and it sprayed
up and spat out at me fiercely, and | dropped it and ran. When | looked
back the blue spirit was towering up and stretching and rolling away like
a cloud, and instantly | thought of the name of it—smoke!—though, upon
my word, | had never heard of smoke before.

Soon, brilliant yellow and red flares shot up through the smoke, and |
named them in instant—flames—and | was right, too, though these were
the very first flames that had ever been in the world. They climbed the
trees, they flashed splendidly in and out of the vast and increasing
volume of tumbling smoke, and | had to clap my hands and laugh and
dance in my rapture, it was so new and strange and so wonderful and so
beautiful!

He came running, and stopped and gazed, and said not a word for
many minutes. Then he asked what it was. Ah, it was too bad that he
should ask such a direct question. I had to answer it, of course, and | did.
I said it was fire. If it annoyed him that | should know and he must ask;
that was not my fault; | had no desire to annoy him. After a pause he
asked:

“How did it come?”
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Another direct question, and it also had to have a direct answer. “I
made it.”

The fire was traveling farther and farther off. He went to the edge of
the burned place and stood looking down, and said:

“What are these?”

“Fire-coals.”

He picked up one to examine it, but changed his mind and put it
down again. Then he went away. Nothing interests him.

But | was interested. There were ashes, gray and soft and delicate
and pretty—I knew what they were at once. And the embers; | knew the
embers, too. | found my apples, and raked them out, and was glad; for |
am very young and my appetite is active. But | was disappointed; they
were all burst open and spoiled. Spoiled apparently; but it was not so;
they were better than raw ones. Fire is beautiful, some day it will be
useful, I think.

Friday | saw him again, for a moment, last Monday at nightfall,
but only for a moment. | was hoping he would praise me for trying to
improve the estate, for 1 had meant well and had worked hard. But he
was not pleased, and turned away and left me. He was also displeased on
another account: | tried once more to persuade him to stop going over the
Falls. That was because the fire had revealed to me a new passion—quite
new, and distinctly different from love, grief, and those others which |
had already discovered—fear. And it is horrible!—I wish | had never
discovered it; it gives me dark moments, it spoils my happiness, it makes
me shiver and tremble and shudder. But | could not persuade him, for he
has not discovered fear yet, and so he could not understand me.

Extract from Adam’s Diary

PERHAPS | ought to remember that she is very young, a mere girl, and
make allowances. She is all interest, eagerness, vivacity, the world is to
her a charm, a wonder, a mystery, a joy; she can’t speak for delight
when she finds a new flower, she must pet it and caress it and smell it
and talk to it, and pour out endearing names upon it. And she is color-
mad: brown rocks, yellow sand, gray moss, green foliage, blue sky; the
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pearl of the dawn, the purple shadows on the mountains, the golden
islands floating in crimson seas at sunset, the pallid-moon sailing
through the shredded cloud-rack, the star-jewels glittering in the wastes
of space—none of them is of any practical value, so far as | can see, but
because they have color and majesty, that is enough for her, and she
loses her mind over them. If she could quiet down and keep still a couple
of minutes at a time, it would be a reposeful spectacle. In that case |
think | could enjoy looking at her; indeed I am sure | could, for I am
coming to realize that she is a quite remarkably comely creature—lithe,
slender, trim, rounded, shapely, nimble, graceful; and once when she
was standing marble-white and sun-drenched on a boulder, with her
young head tilted back and her hand shading her eyes, watching the
flight of a bird in the sky, | recognized that she was beautiful.

Monday noon If there is anything on the planet that she is not
interested in it is not in my list. There are animals that | am indifferent
to, but it is not so with her. She has no discrimination, she takes to all of
them, she thinks they are all treasures, every new one is welcome.

When the mighty brontosaurus came striding into camp, she
regarded it as an acquisition, | considered it a calamity; that is a good
sample of the lack of harmony that prevails in our views of things. She
wanted to domesticate it, | wanted to make it a present of the homestead
and move out. She believed it could be tamed by kind treatment and
would be a good pet; | said a pet twenty-one feet high and eighty-four
feet long would be no proper thing to have about the place, because,
even with the best intentions and without meaning any harm, it could sit
down on the house and mash it, for any one could see by the look of its
eye that it was absent-minded.

Still, her heart was set upon having that monster, and she couldn’t
give it up. She thought we could start a dairy with it, and wanted me to
help her milk it; but I wouldn’t; it was too risky. The sex wasn’t right,
and we hadn’t any ladder anyway. Then she wanted to ride it, and look
at the scenery. Thirty or forty feet of its tail was lying on the ground, like
a fallen tree, and she thought she could climb it, but she was mistaken;
when she got to the steep place it was too slick and down she came, and
would have hurt herself but for me.
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Was she satisfied now? No. Nothing ever satisfies her but
demonstration; untested theories are not in her line, and she won’t have
them. It is the right spirit, I concede it; if | were with her more | think |
should take it up myself. Well, she had one theory remaining about this,
colossus: she thought that if we could tame him and make him friendly
we could stand him in the river and use him for a bridge. It turned out
that he was already plenty tame enough—at least as far as she was
concerned—so she tried her theory, but it failed: every time she got him
properly placed in the river, and went ashore to cross over on him, he
came out and followed her around like a pet mountain. Like the other
animals. They all do that.

Friday Tuesday—Wednesday—Thursday—and to-day: all without
seeing him. It is a long time to be alone; still, it is better to be alone than
unwelcome.

I had to have company—I| was made for it, | think—so | made
friends with the animals. They are just charming, and they have the
kindest disposition and the politest ways; they never look sour, they
never let you feel that you are intruding, they smile at you and wag their
tail, if they’ve got one, and they are always ready for a romp or an
excursion or anything you want to propose. | think they are perfect
gentlemen. All these days we have had such good times, and it hasn’t
been lonesome for me, ever. Lonesome! No, | should say not. Why,
there’s always a swarm of them around—sometimes as much as four or
five acres—you can’t count them; and when you stand on a rock in the
midst and look out over the furry expanse it is so mottled and splashed
and gay with color and frisking sheen and sun-flash, and so rippled with
stripes, that you might think it was a lake, only you know it isn’t; and
there’s storms of sociable birds, and hurricanes of whirring wings; and
when the sun strikes all that feathery commotion, you have a blazing up
of all the colors you can think of, enough to put your eyes out.

We have made long excursions, and | have seen a great deal of the
world; almost all of it, | think; and so | am the first traveler, and the only
one. When we are on the march, it is an imposing sight—there’s nothing
like it anywhere. For comfort I ride a tiger or a leopard, because it is soft
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and has a round back that fits me, and because they are such pretty
animals; but for long distance or for scenery I ride the elephant. He hoists
me up with his trunk, but I can get off myself; when we are ready to
camp, he sits and | slide down the back way.

The birds and animals are all friendly to each other, and there are no
disputes about anything. They all talk, and they all talk to me, but it must
be a foreign language, for | cannot make out a word they say; yet they
often understand me when | talk back, particularly the dog and the
elephant. It makes me ashamed. It shows that they are brighter than | am,
and are therefore my superiors. It annoys me, for | want to be the
principal Experiment myself—and I intend to be, too.

I have learned a number of things, and am educated, now, but wasn’t
at first. | was ignorant at first. At first it used to vex me because, with all
my watching, | was never smart enough to be around when the water was
running uphill; but now | do not mind it. 1 have experimented and
experimented until now | know it never does run uphill, except in the
dark. I know it does in the dark, because the pool never goes dry, which
it would, of course, if the water didn’t come back in the night. It is best
to prove things by actual experiment; then you know; whereas if you
depend on guessing and supposing and conjecturing, you will never get
educated.

Some things you can’t find out; but you will never know you can’t
by guessing and supposing: no, you have to be patient and go on
experimenting until you find out that you can’t find out. And it is
delightful to have it that way, it makes the world so interesting. If there
wasn’t anything to find out, it would be dull. Even trying to find out and
not finding out is just as interesting as trying to find out, and | don’t
know but more so. The secret of the water was a treasure until | got it;
then the excitement all went away, and | recognized a sense of loss.

By experiment | know that wood swims, and dry leaves, and feathers,
and plenty of other things; therefore by all that cumulative evidence you
know that a rock will swim; but you have to put up with simply knowing
it, for there isn’t any way to prove it—up to now. But | shall find a
way—then that excitement will go. Such things make me sad; because
by and by when | have found out everything there won’t be any more
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excitements, and | do love excitements so! The other night | couldn’t
sleep for thinking about it.

At first | couldn’t make out what | was made for, but now | think it
was to search out the secrets of this wonderful world and be happy and
thank the Giver of it all for devising it. I think there are many things to
learn yet—I hope so; and by economizing and not hurrying too fast |
think they will last weeks and weeks. | hope so. When you cast up a
feather it sails away on the air and goes out of sight; then you throw up a
clod, and it doesn’t. It comes down, every time. | have tried it and tried
it, and it is always so. | wonder why it is? Of course it doesn’t come
down, but why should it seem to? | suppose it is an optical illusion. |
mean, one of them is. | don’t know which one. It may be the feather, it
may be the clod; | can’t prove which it is, | can only demonstrate that
one or the other is a fake, and let a person take his choice.

By watching, | know that the stars are not going to last. | have seen
some of the best ones melt and run down the sky. Since one can melt,
they can all melt; since they can all melt, they can all melt the same
night. That sorrow will come—I know it. | mean to sit up every night and
look at them as long as | can keep awake; and | will impress those
sparkling fields on my memory, so that by and by when they are taken
away | can by my fancy restore those lovely myriads to the black sky and
make them sparkle again, and double them by the blur of my tears.

After the Fall

WHEN 1| look back the Garden is a dream to me. It was beautiful,
surpassingly beautiful, enchantingly beautiful; and now it is lost, and |
shall not see it any more.

The Garden is lost, but | have found him, and am content. He loves
me as well as he can; | love him with all the strength of my passionate
nature, and this, | think, is proper to my youth and sex. If | ask myself
why | love him, | find I do not know, and do not really much care to
know; so | suppose that this kind of love is not a product of reasoning
and statistics, like one’s love for other reptiles and animals. | think that
this must be so. | love certain birds because of their song; but | do not
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love Adam on account of his singing—no, it is not that; the more he
sings the more | do not get reconciled to it. Yet I ask him to sing, because
I wish to learn to like everything he is interested in. | am sure | can learn,
because at first | could t stand it, but now I can. It sours the milk, but it
doesn’t matter; | can get used to that kind of mild.

It is not on account of his brightness that I love him—no, it is not
that. He is not to blame for his brightness, such as it is, for he did not
make it himself; he is as God made him, and that is sufficient. There was
a wise purpose in it, that 1 know. In time it will develop, though I think it
will not be sudden; and besides, there is no hurry; he is well enough just
as heis.

It is not on account of his gracious and considerate ways and his
delicacy that I love him. No, he has lacks in these regards, but he is well
enough just so, and is improving.

It is not on account of his industry that | love him—no, it is not that.
I think he has it in him, and I do not know why he conceals it from me. It
is my only pain. Otherwise he is frank and open with me, now. | am sure
he keeps nothing from me but this. It grieves me that he should have a
secret from me, and sometimes it spoils my sleep, thinking of it, but |
will put it out of my mind; it shall not trouble my happiness, which is
otherwise full to overflowing.

It is not on account of his education that | love him—mno, it is not
that. He is self-educated, and does really know a multitude of things, but
they are not so.

It is not on account of his chivalry that I love him—no, it is not that.
He told on me, but | do not blame him; it is a peculiarity of sex, I think,
and he did not make his sex. Of course | would not have told on him, |
would have perished first; but that is a peculiarity of sex, too, and | do
not take credit for it, for I did not make my sex.

Then why is it that | love him? Merely because he is masculine, |
think.

At bottom he is good, and I love him for that, but I could love him
without it. If he should beat me and abuse me, I should go on loving him.
I know it. It is a matter of sex, | think.
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He is strong and handsome, and I love him for that, and | admire him
and am proud of him, but I could love him without those qualities. If he
were plain, 1 should love him; if he were a wreck, | should love him; and
I would work for him, and slave over him, and pray for him, and watch
by his bedside until I died.

Yes, | think I love him merely because he is mine and is masculine.
There is no other reason, I suppose. And so | think it is as I first said: that
this kind of love is not a product of reasonings and statistics. It just
comes—none knows whence—and cannot explain itself. And doesn’t
need to.

It is what I think. But | am only a girl, and the first that has examined
this matter, and it may turn out that in my ignorance and inexperience |
have not got it right.

Forty Years Later

IT is my prayer, it is my longing, that we may pass from this life together—
a longing which shall never perish from the earth, but shall have place in
the heart of every wife that loves, until the end of time; and it shall be
called by my name.

But if one of us must go first, it is my prayer that it shall be I; for he
is strong, 1 am weak, | am not so necessary to him as he is to me—life
without him would not be life; how could | endure it? This prayer is also
immortal, and will not cease from being offered up while my race
continues. |1 am the first wife; and in the last wife | shall be repeated.

At Eve’s Grave

ADAM: Wheresoever she was, there was Eden.
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Edward Mills and George Benton
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THESE two were distantly related to each other—seventh cousins, or
something of that sort. While still babies they became orphans, and were
adopted by the Brants, a childless couple, who quickly grew very fond of
them. The Brants were always saying: “Be pure, honest, sober,
industrious, and considerate of others, and success in life is assured.” The
children heard this repeated some thousands of times before they
understood it; they could repeat it themselves long before they could say
the Lord’s Prayer; it was painted over the nursery door, and was about
the first thing they learned to read. It was destined to be the unswerving
rule of Edward Mills’s life. Sometimes the Brants changed the wording a
little, and said: “Be pure, honest, sober, industrious, considerate, and you
will never lack friends.”

Baby Mills was a comfort to everybody about him. When he wanted
candy and could not have it, he listened to reason, and contented himself
without it. When Baby Benton wanted candy, he cried for it until he got
it. Baby Mills took care of his toys; Baby Benton always destroyed his in
a very brief time, and then made himself so insistently disagreeable that,
in order to have peace in the house, little Edward was persuaded to yield
up his play-things to him.

When the children were a little older, Georgie became a heavy
expense in one respect: he took no care of his clothes; consequently, he
shone frequently in new ones, with was not the case with Eddie. The
boys grew apace. Eddie was an increasing comfort, Georgie an
increasing solicitude. It was always sufficient to say, in answer to
Eddie’s petitions, “I would rather you would not do it"—meaning
swimming, skating, picnicking, berrying, circusing, and all sorts of
things which boys delight in. But no answer was sufficient for Georgie;
he had to be humored in his desires, or he would carry them with a high
hand. Naturally, no boy got more swimming skating, berrying, and so
forth than he; no body ever had a better time. The good Brants did not
allow the boys to play out after nine in summer evenings; they were sent
to bed at that hour; Eddie honorably remained, but Georgie usually
slipped out of the window toward ten, and enjoyed himself until
midnight. It seemed impossible to break Georgie of this bad habit, but
the Brants managed it at last by hiring him, with apples and marbles, to
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stay in. The good Brants gave all their time and attention to vain
endeavors to regulate Georgie; they said, with grateful tears in their eyes,
that Eddie needed no efforts of theirs, he was so good, so considerate,
and in all ways so perfect.

By and by the boys were big enough to work, so they were
apprenticed to a trade: Edward went voluntarily; George was coaxed and
bribed. Edward worked hard and faithfully, and ceased to be an expense
to the good Brants; they praised him, so did his master; but George ran
away, and it cost Mr. Brant both money and trouble to hunt him up and
get him back. By and by he ran away again—more money and more
trouble. He ran away a third time—and stole a few things to carry with
him. Trouble and expense for Mr. Brant once more; and, besides, it was
with the greatest difficulty that he succeeded in persuading the master to
let the youth go unprosecuted for the theft.

Edward worked steadily along, and in time became a full partner in
his master’s business. George did not improve; he kept the loving hearts
of his aged benefactors full of trouble, and their hands full of inventive
activities to protect him from ruin. Edward, as a boy, had interested
himself in Sunday-schools, debating societies, penny missionary affairs,
anti-tobacco organizations, anti-profanity associations, and all such
things; as a man, he was a quiet but steady and reliable helper in the
church, the temperance societies, and in all movements looking to the
aiding and uplifting of men. This excited no remark, attracted no
attention—for it was his “natural bent.”

Finally, the old people died. The will testified their loving pride in
Edward, and left their little property to George—because he “needed it”;
whereas, “owing to a bountiful Providence,” such was not the case with
Edward. The property was left to George conditionally: he must buy out
Edward’s partner with it; else it must go to a benevolent organization
called the Prisoner’s Friend Society. The old people left a letter, in which
they begged their dear son Edward to take their place and watch over
George, and help and shield him as they had done.

Edward dutifully acquiesced, and George became his partner in the
business. He was not a valuable partner: he had been meddling with
drink before; he soon developed into a constant tippler now, and his flesh
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and eyes showed the fact unpleasantly. Edward had been courting a
sweet and kindly spirited girl for some time. They loved each other
dearly, and—But about this period George began to haunt her tearfully
and imploringly, and at last she went crying to Edward, and said her high
and holy duty was plain before her—she must not let her own selfish
desires interfere with it: she must marry “poor George” and “reform
him.” It would break her heart, she knew it would, and so on; but duty
was duty. So she married George, and Edward’s heart came very near
breaking, as well as her own. However, Edward recovered, and married
another girl—a very excellent one she was, too.

Children came to both families. Mary did her honest best to reform
her husband, but the contract was too large. George went on drinking,
and by and by he fell to misusing her and the little ones sadly. A great
many good people strove with George—they were always at it, in fact—
but he calmly took such efforts as his due and their duty, and did not
mend his ways. He added a vice, presently—that of secret gambling. He
got deeply in debt; he borrowed money on the firm’s credit, as quietly as
he could, and carried this system so far and so successfully that one
morning the sheriff took possession of the establishment, and the two
cousins found themselves penniless.

Times were hard, now, and they grew worse. Edward moved his
family into a garret, and walked the streets day and night, seeking work.
He begged for it, but it was really not to be had. He was astonished to see
how soon his face became unwelcome; he was astonished and hurt to see
how quickly the ancient interest which people had had in him faded out
and disappeared. Still, he must get work; so he swallowed his chagrin,
and toiled on in search of it. At last he got a job of carrying bricks up a
ladder in a hod, and was a grateful man in consequence; but after that
nobody knew him or cared anything about him. He was not able to keep
up his dues in the various moral organizations to which he belonged, and
had to endure the sharp pain of seeing himself brought under the disgrace
of suspension.

But the faster Edward died out of public knowledge and interest, the
faster George rose in them. He was found lying, ragged and drunk, in the
gutter one morning. A member of the Ladies’ Temperance Refuge fished
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him out, took him in hand, got up a subscription for him, kept him sober
a whole week, then got a situation for him. An account of it was
published.

General attention was thus drawn to the poor fellow, and a great
many people came forward and helped him toward reform with their
countenance and encouragement. He did not drink a drop for two
months, and meantime was the pet of the good. Then he fell—in the
gutter; and there was general sorrow and lamentation. But the noble
sisterhood rescued him again. They cleaned him up, they fed him, they
listened to the mournful music of his repentances, they got him his
situation again. An account of this, also, was published, and the town
was drowned in happy tears over the re-restoration of the poor beast and
struggling victim of the fatal bowl. A grand temperance revival was got
up, and after some rousing speeches had been made the chairman said,
impressively: “We are not about to call for signers; and | think there is a
spectacle in store for you which not many in this house will be able to
view with dry eyes.” There was an eloquent pause, and then George
Benton, escorted by a red-sashed detachment of the Ladies of the
Refuge, stepped forward upon the platform and signed the pledge. The
air was rent with applause, and everybody cried for joy. Everybody
wrung the hand of the new convert when the meeting was over; his
salary was enlarged next day; he was the talk of the town, and its hero.
An account of it was published.

George Benton fell, regularly, every three months, but was faithfully
rescued and wrought with, every time, and good situations were found
for him. Finally, he was taken around the country lecturing, as a
reformed drunkard, and he had great houses and did an immense amount
of good.

He was so popular at home, and so trusted—during his sober
intervals—that he was enabled to use the name of a principal citizen, and
get a large sum of money at the bank. A mighty pressure was brought to
bear to save him from the consequences of his forgery, and it was
partially successful—he was “sent up” for only two years. When, at the
end of a year, the tireless efforts of the benevolent were crowned with
success, and he emerged from the penitentiary with a pardon in his
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pocket, the Prisoner’s Friend Society met him at the door with a situation
and a comfortable salary, and all the other benevolent people came
forward and gave him advice, encouragement and help. Edward Mills
had once applied to the Prisoner’s Friend Society for a situation, when in
dire need, but the question, “Have you been a prisoner?” made brief
work of his case.

While all these things were going on, Edward Mills had been quietly
making head against adversity. He was still poor, but was in receipt of a
steady and sufficient salary, as the respected and trusted cashier of a
bank. George Benton never came near him, and was never heard to
inquire about him. George got to indulging in long absences from the
town; there were ill reports about him, but nothing definite.

One winter’s night some masked burglars forced their way into the
bank, and found Edward Mills there alone. They commanded him to
reveal the “combination,” so that they could get into the safe. He refused.
They threatened his life. He said his employers trusted him, and he could
not be traitor to that trust. He could die, if he must, but while he lived he
would be faithful; he would not yield up the “combination.” The burglars
killed him.

The detectives hunted down the criminals; the chief one proved to be
George Benton. A wide sympathy was felt for the widow and orphans of
the dead man, and all the newspapers in the land begged that all the
banks in the land would testify their appreciation of the fidelity and
heroism of the murdered cashier by coming forward with a generous
contribution of money in aid of his family, now bereft of support. The
result was a mass of solid cash amounting to upward of five hundred
dollars—an average of nearly three-eights of a cent for each bank in the
Union. The cashier’s own bank testified its gratitude by endeavoring to
show (but humiliatingly failed in it) that the peerless servant’s accounts
were not square, and that he himself had knocked his brains out with a
bludgeon to escape detection and punishment.

George Benton was arraigned for trial. Then everybody seemed to
forget the widow and orphans in their solicitude for poor George.
Everything that money and influence could do was done to save him, but
it all failed; he was sentenced to death. Straightway the Governor was
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besieged with petitions for commutation or pardon; they were brought by
tearful young girls; by sorrowful old maids; by deputations of pathetic
widows; by shoals of impressive orphans. But no, the Governor—for
once—would not yield.

Now George Benton experienced religion. The glad news flew all
around. From that time forth his cell was always full of girls and women
and fresh flowers; all the day long there was prayer, and hymn-singing,
and thanksgiving, and homilies, and tears, with never an interruption,
except an occasional five-minute intermission for refreshments.

This sort of thing continued up to the very gallows, and George
Benton went proudly home, in the black cap, before a wailing audience
of the sweetest and best that the region could produce. His grave had
fresh flowers on it every day, for a while, and the head-stone bore these
words, under a hand pointing aloft: “He has fought the good fight.”

The brave cashier’s head-stone has this inscription: “Be pure, honest,
sober, industrious, considerate, and you will never—"

Nobody knows who gave the order to leave it that way, but it was so
given.

The cashier’s family are in stringent circumstances, now, it is said;
but no matter; a lot of appreciative people, who were not willing that an
act so brave and true as his should go unrewarded, have collected forty-
two thousand dollars—and built a Memorial Church with it.
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The Joke That Made Ed’s Fortune
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LET us be thankful for the fools. But for them the rest of us could not
succeed. —Pudd’nhead Wilson’s New Calendar

A few years before the outbreak of the Civil War it began to appear
that Memphis, Tennessee, was going to be a great tobacco entrepot—the
wise could see the signs of it. At that time Memphis had a wharf-boat, of
course. There was a paved sloping wharf, for the accommodation of
freight, but the steamers landed on the outside of the wharf boat, and all
loading and unloading was done across it, between steamer and shore. A
number of wharfboat clerks were needed, and part of the time, every day,
they were very busy, and part of the time tediously idle They were
boiling over with youth and spirits, and they had to make the intervals of
idleness endurable in some way; and as a rule, they did it by contriving
practical jokes and playing them upon each other.

The favorite butt for the jokes was Ed Jackson, because he played
none himself, and was easy game for other people’s—for he always
believed whatever was told him.

One day he told the others his scheme for his holiday. He was not
going fishing or hunting this time—no, he had thought out a better plan.
Out of his forty dollars a month he had saved enough for his purpose, in
an economical way, and he was going to have a look at New York.

It was a great and surprising idea. It meant travel—immense travel—
in those days it meant seeing the world; it was the equivalent of a voyage
around it in ours. At first the other youths thought his mind was affected,
but when they found that he was in earnest, the next thing to be thought
of was, what sort of opportunity this venture might afford for a practical
joke.

The young men studied over the matter, then held a secret
consultation and made a plan. The idea was, that one of the conspirators
should offer Ed a letter of introduction to Commodore Vanderbilt, and
trick him into delivering it. It would be easy to do this. But what would
Ed do when he got back to Memphis? That was a serious matter. He was
good-hearted, and had always taken the jokes patiently; but they had
been jokes which did not humiliate him, did not bring him to shame;
whereas, this would be a cruel one in that way, and to play it was to
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meddle with fire; for with all his good nature, Ed was a Southerner—and
the English of that was, that when he came back he would kill as many of
the conspirators as he could before falling himself. However, the chances
must be taken—it wouldn’t do to waste such a joke as that.

So the letter was prepared with great care and elaboration. It was
signed Alfred Fairchild, and was written in an easy and friendly spirit. It
stated that the bearer was the bosom friend of the writer’s son, and was
of good parts and sterling character, and it begged the Commodore to be
kind to the young stranger for the writer’s sake. It went on to say, “You
may have forgotten me, in this long stretch of time, but you will easily
call me back out of your boyhood memories when | remind you of how
we robbed old Stevenson’s orchard that night; and how, while he was
chasing down the road after us, we cut across the field and doubled back
and sold his own apples to his own cook for a hatful of doughnuts; and
the time that we—" and so forth and so on, bringing in names of
imaginary comrades, and detailing all sorts of wild and absurd and, of
course, wholly imaginary school-boy pranks and adventures, but putting
them into lively and telling shape.

With all gravity Ed was asked if he would like to have a letter to
Commodore Vanderbilt, the great millionaire. It was expected that the
question would astonish Ed, and it did.

“What? Do you know that extraordinary man?”

“No; but my father does. They were schoolboys together. And if you
like, I’ll write and ask father. | know he’ll be glad to give it to you for
my sake.”

Ed could not find words capable of expressing his gratitude and
delight. The three days passed, and the letter was put into his hands. He
started on his trip, still pouring out his thanks while he shook good-by all
around. And when he was out of sight his comrades let fly their laughter
in a storm of happy satisfaction—and then quieted down, and were less
happy, less satisfied. For the old doubts as to the wisdom of this
deception began to intrude again.

Arrived in New York, Ed found his way to Commodore Vanderbilt’s
business quarters, and was ushered into a large anteroom, where a score
of people were patiently awaiting their turn for a two-minute interview
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with the millionaire in his private office. A servant asked for Ed’s card,
and got the letter instead. Ed was sent for a moment later, and found Mr.
Vanderbilt alone, with the letter—open—in his hand.

“Pray sit down, Mr.—er—"

“Jackson.”

“Ah—sit down, Mr. Jackson. By the opening sentences it seems to
be a letter from an old friend. Allow me—I will run my eye through it.
He says—he says—why, who is it?” He turned the sheet and found the
signature. “Alfred Fairchild—h’m—~Fairchild—I don’t recall the name.
But that is nothing—a thousand names have gone from me. He says—he
says—h’m—h’m—oh, dear, but it’s good! Oh, it’s rare! | don’t quite
remember it, but I seem to—it’ll all come back to me presently. He
says—he says—h’m—h’m—oh, but that was a game! Oh, spl-endid!
How it carries me back! It’s all dim, of course—it’s a long time ago—
and the names—some of the names are wavery and indistinct—but sho’,
I know it happened—I can feel it! and lord, how it warms my heart, and
brings back my lost youth! Well, well, well, I’ve got to come back into
this workaday world now—Dbusiness presses and people are waiting—I’ll
keep the rest for bed to-night, and live my youth over again. And you’ll
thank Fairchild for me when you see him—I used to call him Alf, |
think—and you’ll give him my gratitude for what this letter has done for
the tired spirit of a hard-worked man; and tell him there isn’t anything
that I can do for him or any friend of his that | won’t do. And as for you,
my lad, you are my guest; you can’t stop at any hotel in New York. Sit
where you are a little while, till I get through with these people, then
we’ll go home. I’ll take care of you, my boy—make yourself easy as to
that.”

Ed stayed a week, and had an immense time—and never suspected
that the Commaodore’s shrewd eyes were on him, and that he was daily
being weighed and measured and analyzed and tried and tested.

Yes, he had an immense time; and never wrote home, but saved it all
up to tell when he should get back. Twice, with proper modesty and
decency, he proposed to end his visit, but the Commodore said, “No—
wait; leave it to me; I’ll tell you when to go.”
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In those days the Commodore was making some of those vast
combinations of his—consolidations of warring odds and ends of
railroads into harmonious systems, and concentrations of floating and
rudderless commerce in effective centers—and among other things his
far-seeing eye had detected the convergence of that huge tobacco-
commerce, already spoken of, toward Mempbhis, and he bad resolved to
set his grasp upon it and make It his own.

The week came to an end. Then the Commaodore said:

“Now you can start home. But first we will have some more talk
about that tobacco matter. | know you now. I know your abilities as well
as you know them yourself—perhaps better. You understand that tobacco
matter; you understand that | am going to take possession of it, and you
also understand the plans which | have matured for doing it. What | want
is a man who knows my mind, and is qualified to represent me in
Memphis, and be in supreme command of that important business—and |
appoint you.”

“Me!”

“Yes. Your salary will be high—of course—for you are representing
me. Later you will earn increases of it, and will get them. You will need
a small army of assistants; choose them yourself—and carefully. Take no
man for friendship’s sake; but, all things being equal, take the man you
know, take your friend, in preference to the stranger.”

After some further talk under this head, the Commodore said:
“Good-by, my boy, and thank Alf for me, for sending you to me”

When Ed reached Memphis he rushed down to the wharf in a fever
to tell his great news and thank the boys over and over again for thinking
to give him the letter to Mr. Vanderbilt. It happened to be one of those
idle times. Blazing hot noonday, and no sign of life on the wharf. But as
Ed threaded his way among the freight-piles, he saw a white linen figure
stretched in slumber upon a pile of grain-sacks under an awning, and said
to himself, That’s one of them,” and hastened his step; next, he said, “It’s
Charley—it’s Fairchild—good”; and the next moment laid an affectionate
hand on the sleeper’s shoulder. The eyes opened lazily, took one glance,
the face blanched, the form whirled itself from the sack-pile, and in an
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instant Ed was alone and Fairchild was flying for the wharfboat like the
wind!

Ed was dazed, stupefied. Was Fairchild crazy? What could be the
meaning of this? He started slow and dreamily down toward the wharf-
boat; turned the corner of a freight-pile and came suddenly upon two of
the boys. They were lightly laughing over some pleasant matter, they
heard his step, and glanced up just as he discovered them; the laugh died
abruptly; and before Ed could speak they were off, and sailing over
barrels and bales like hunted deer. Again Ed was paralyzed. Had the boys
all gone mad? What could be the explanation of this extraordinary
conduct? And so, dreaming along, he reached the wharfboat, and stepped
aboard—nothing but silence there, and V vacancy. He crossed the deck,
turned the corner to go down the outer guard, heard a fervent—

“O Lord!” and saw a white linen form plunge overboard.

The youth came up coughing and strangling, and cried out:

“Go 'way from here! You let me alone. | didn’t do it, | swear |
didn’t!”

“Didn’t do what?”

“Give you the—"

“Never mind what you didn’t do—come out of that! What makes
you all act so? What have | done?”

“You? Why, you haven t one anything. But—"

“Well, then, what have you got against me? What do you all treat me
so for?”

“l—er—Dbut haven’t you got anything against us?”

“Of course not. What put such a thing into your head?”

“Honor bright—you haven’t?”

“Honor bright.”

“Swear it!”

“l don’t know what in the world you mean, but | swear it, anyway. “

“And you’ll shake hands with me?”

“Goodness knows I’ll be glad to! Why, I’m just starving to shake
hands with somebody!”’

The swimmer muttered, “Hang him, he smelt a rat and never
delivered the letter!—but it’s all right, I’m not going to fetch up the
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subject.” And he crawled out and came dripping and draining to shake
hands. First one and then another of the conspirators showed up
cautiously—armed to the teeth—took in the amicable situation, then
ventured warily forward and joined the love-feast.

And to Ed’s eager inquiry as to what made them act as they had been
acting, they answered evasively and pretended that they had put it up as a
joke, to see what he would do. It was the best explanation they could
invent at such short notice. And each said to himself, “He never
delivered that letter, and the joke is on us, if he only knew it or we were
dull enough to come out and tell.”

Then, of course, they wanted to know all about the trip; and he said:

“Come right up on the boiler deck and order the drinks—it’s my
treat. 1’m going to tell you all about it. And to-night it’s my treat again
—and we’ll have oysters and a time!”

When the drinks were brought and cigars lighted, Ed said:

“Well, when | delivered the letter to Mr. Vanderbilt—"

“Great Scott!”

“Gracious, how you scared me. What’s the matter?”

“Oh—er—nothing. Nothing—it was a tack in the chair-seat,” said
one.

“But you all said it. However, no matter. When | delivered the
letter—”

“Did you deliver it?” And they looked at each other as people might
who thought that maybe they were dreaming.

Then they settled to listening; and as the story deepened and its
marvels grew, the amazement of it made them dumb, and the interest of
it took their breath. They hardly uttered a whisper during two hours, but
sat like petrifactions and drank in the immortal romance. At last the tale
was ended, and Ed said:

“And it’s all owing to you, bays, and you’ll never find me ungrateful
—bless your hearts, the best friends a fellow ever had! You’ll all have
places; | want every one of you. | know you—I know you ‘by the back,’
as the gamblers say. You’re jokers, and all that, but you’re sterling, with
the hallmark on. And Charley Fairchild, you shall be my first assistant
and right hand, because of your first-class ability, and because you got
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me the letter, and for your father’s sake who wrote it for me, and to
please Mr. Vanderbilt, who said it would! And here’s to that great man—

drink hearty!”
Yes, when the Moment comes, the Man appears—even if he is a
thousand miles away, and has to be discovered by a practical joke.
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A Fable
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ONCE upon a time an artist who had painted a small and very beautiful
picture placed it so that he could see it in the mirror. He said, “This
doubles the distance and softens it, and it is twice as lovely as it was
before.”

The animals out in the woods heard of this through the housecat,
who was greatly admired by them because he was so learned, and so
refined and civilized, and so polite and high-bred, and could tell them so
much which they didn’t know before, and were not certain about
afterward. They were much excited about this new piece of gossip, and
they asked questions, so as to get at a full understanding of it. They asked
what a picture was, and the cat explained.

“It is a flat thing,” he said; “wonderfully flat, marvelously flat,
enchantingly flat and elegant. And, oh, so beautiful!”

That excited them almost to a frenzy, and they said they would give
the world to see it. Then the bear asked:

“What is it that makes it so beautiful?”

“It is the looks of it,” said the cat.

This filled them with admiration and uncertainty, and they were
more excited than ever. Then the cow asked:

“What is a mirror?”

“It is a hole in the wall,” said the cat. “You look in it, and there you
see the picture, and it is so dainty and charming and ethereal and
inspiring in its unimaginable beauty that your head turns round and
round, and you almost swoon with ecstasy.”

The ass had not said anything as yet; he now began to throw doubts.
He said there had never been anything as beautiful as this before, and
probably wasn’t now. He said that when it took a whole basketful of
sesquipedalian adjectives to whoop up a thing of beauty, it was time for
suspicion.

It was easy to see that these doubts were having an effect upon the
animals, so the cat went off offended. The subject was dropped for a
couple of days, but in the meantime curiosity was taking a fresh start, aid
there was a revival of interest perceptible. Then the animals assailed the
ass for spoiling what could possibly have been a pleasure to them, on a
mere suspicion that the picture was not beautiful, without any evidence
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that such was the case. The ass was not, troubled; he was calm, and said
there was one way to find out who was in the right, himself or the cat: he
would go and look in that hole, and come back and tell what he found
there. The animals felt relieved and grateful, and asked him to go at
once—which he did.

But he did not know where he ought to stand; and so, through error,
he stood between the picture and the mirror. The result was that the
picture had no chance, and didn’t show up. He returned home and said:

“The cat lied. There was nothing in that hole but an ass. There wasn’t
a sign of a flat thing visible. It was a handsome ass, and friendly, but just
an ass, and nothing more.”

The elephant asked:

“Did you see it good and clear? Were you close to it?”

“l saw it good and clear, O Hathi, King of Beasts. | was so close that
I touched noses with it.”

“This is very strange,” said the elephant; “the cat was always truthful
before—as far as we could make out. Let another witness try. Go, Baloo,
look in the hole, and come and report.”

So the bear went. When he came back, he said:

“Both the cat and the ass have lied; there was nothing in the hole but
a bear.”

Great was the surprise and puzzlement of the animals. Each was now
anxious to make the test himself and get at the straight truth. The
elephant sent them one at a time.

First, the cow. She found nothing in the hole but a cow.

The tiger found nothing in it but a tiger.

The lion found nothing in it but a lion.

The leopard found nothing in it but a leopard.

The camel found a camel, and nothing more.

Then Hathi was wroth, and said he would have the truth, if he had to
go and fetch it himself. When he returned, he abused his whole subjectry
for liars, and was in an unappeasable fury with the moral and mental
blindness of the cat. He said that anybody but a near-sighted fool could
see that there was nothing in the hole but an elephant.
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Moral, by the Cat
You can find in a text whatever you bring, if you will stand between
it and the mirror of your imagination. You may not see your ears, but
they will be there.

The End
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