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though not thoroughbred, I believe. I have also committed scores
of crimes, of various kinds, and have enjoyed my work exceed-
ingly, whereas it would formerly have broken my heart and

turned my hair gray, I have no doubt.
In conclusion I wish to state, by way of advertisement, that

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

the spring trade.
Atlantic Monthly, June, 1876; 1882
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- The Whittier Birthday Speech

Z 1, Crramyan, — This is an occasion peculiarly meet for
the digging up of pleasant reminiscences concerning literary
folk, therefore I will drop lightly into history myself. Standing
here on the shore of the Atlantic, and contemplating certain of its
biggest literary billows, I am reminded of a thing which happened
to me fifteen years ago, when I had just succecded in stirring
up a little Nevadian literary puddle myself, whose spume-flakes
were beginning to blow thinly Californiawards. T started an in-
spection tramp through the southern mines of California. I was
callow and conceited, and I resolved to try the virtue of my
nom de plume. 1 very soon had an opportunity. I knocked at a
miner’s lonely log cabin in the foothills of the Sierras just at
nightfall. It was snowing at the time. A jaded, melancholy man
of fifty, barefooted, opened to me. When he heard my nom de
plume, he looked more dejected than before. He let me in —
pretty reluctantly, I thought —and after the customary bacon
and beans, black coffee and a hot whiskey, I took a pipe. This
sorrowful man had not said three words up to this time. Now he
spoke up and said, in the voice of one who is secretly suffering,
“You're the fourth —I'm a-going to move.” “The fourth what?”
said 1. “The fourth littery man that has been here in twenty-
four hours —I'm a-going to move.” “You don’t tell me!”
said I; “who were the others?” “Mr. Longfellow, Mr. Emerson,
and Mr. Oliver Wendell Holmes — dad fetch the lot!”

You can easily believe I was interested. I supplicated — three
hot whiskeys did the rest — and finally the melancholy miner be-
gan. Said he —

hey came here just at dark yesterday evening, and I let them
in, of course, Said they were going to Yosemite. They were a
rough lot, but that’s nothing; everybody looks rough that travels
afoot. Mr. Emerson was a seedy little bit of a chap, red-headed.
Mr. Holmes was as fat as a balloon; he weighed as much as three
hundered, and had double chins all the way down to his stomach.
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154 Mark Twain in His Prime

—and I wish I may go to grass if he didn’t sweep down with
another right bower; Emerson claps his hand on his bowie, Long-
fellow claps his on his revolver, and I went under a bunk. There
was going to be trouble; but that monstrous Holmes rose up,
wobbling his double chins, and says he, “Order, gentlemen; the
first man that draws I'll lay down on him and smother him!”
All quict on the Potomae, you bet!

They were pretty how-come-you-so, now, and they begun to
blow. Emerson says, “The bulliest thing I ever wrote was ‘Bar-
bara Frietchie.”” Says Longfellow, “It dont begin with my
‘Biglow Papers.”” Says Holmes, “My ‘Thanatopsis’ lays over ‘em
both.” They mighty ncar ended in a fight. Then they wished
they had some more company, and Mr. Emerson points at me and
says —

>

“Is yonder squalid peasant all
That this proud nursery could breed?”

He was a-whetting his bowie on his boot—so I let it pass.
Well, sir, next they took it into their heads that they would like
some music; so they made me stand up and sing, “When Johnny
comes marching home” till I dropped — at thirteen minutes past
four this morning. That’s what I've been through, my friend.
When I woke at seven, they were leaving, thank goodness, and
Mr. Longfellow had my only boots on, and his own under his
arm. Says I, “Hold on there, Evangeline, what are you a-going
to do with them?” He says, “Going to make tracks with ’em; be-
cause —

“Lives of grcat men all remind us
We can make our lives sublime;
And, departing, leave behind us
Footprints on the sands of Time.”

As 1 said, Mr. Twain, you are the fourth in twenty-four hours
—and I'm a-going to move; I ain’t suited to a littery atmos-
phere.”

I said to the miner, “Why, my dear sir, these were not the
gracious singers to whom we and the world pay loving reverence
and homage; these were impostors.”

The miner investigated me with a calm eye for a while; then
said he, “Ahl imposters, were they? are you?” I did not pursue
the subject, and since then I haven't traveled on my nom de
plume enough to hurt. Such was the reminiscence I was moved
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to contribute, Mr. Chairman. In my enthusiasm I may have ex-
aggerated the details a little, but you will easily forgive me that
fault, since I believe it is the first time I have ever deflected from
perpendicular fact on an occasion like this,

Boston Evening Transcript, December 18, 1877
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