MEMORANDA.

By MARK TwalN, \

INTRODUCTORY.

In taking upon myself the burden of edit-
ing a department in THE GALAXY magazine,
I have been actuated by a conviction that I
was needed, almost imperatively, in this par-
ticular field of literature, I bave long felt
that while the magazine literature of the day
had much to recommend it, it yet lacked
stability, solidity, weight. It seemed plain
to me that too much space was given to po-
etry and romance, and not enough to statis-
tics and agriculture. This defect it shall be
my earnest endeavor to remedy. If I suc-
ceed, the simple consciousness that I have
done a good deed will be a sufficient re-
ward. *

In this department of mine the public may
always rely upon finding exhaustive statis-
tical tables concerning the finances of the
country, the ratio of births and deaths, the
percentage of increase of population, etc.,
etc.—in a word, everything in the realm of
statistics that can make existence bright and
beautiful.

Also, in my department will always be
found elaborate condensations of the Patent
Office Reports, wherein a faithful endeavor
will at all times be made to strip the nutri.
tious facts bare of that effulgence of imagina-
tion and sublimity of diction which toa often
mar the excellence of those great works.t

In my department will always be found
ample excerpts from those able dissertations
upon Political Economy which I have for a
long time been contributing to a great metro-
politan journal, and which, for reasons ut-
terly incomprehensible to me, another party
has chosen to usurp the credit of composing.

And, finally, I call attention with pride
to the fact that in my department of the
magazine the farmer will always find full
market reports, and also complete instruc-
tions about farming, even from the grafting
of the seed to the harrowing of the matured
crop. I shall throw a pathos into the sub-
ject of Agriculture that will surprise and
delight the world,

Such is my programme; and I am per-
suaded that by adhering to it with fidelity I

® Together with salary.
% N. B.—No other magazine in the country makes
a specialty of the Pateat Office Reports.

ghall succeed in materially changing the
character of this magazine. Therefore [ am
emboldened to ask the assistance and en-
couragement of all whose sympathies are
with Progress and Reform. )

In the other departments of the magazine
will be found poetry, tales, and other frothy
trifles, and to these the reader can turn for
relaxation from time to time, and thus guard
against overstraining the powers of his mind.

. MARK TwAIN.

P. S.—1. T have not sold out of the “ Buf-
falo Express,” and shall not; neither shall
T stop writing for it. This remark seems
necessary in a business point of view.

2. These MEMORANDA are not a “humor-
ous” department. I would not conduct an
exclusively and professedly humorous de-
partment for any one. I would always pre-
fer to have the privilege of printing a serious
and sensible remark, in case one occurred to
me, without the reader’s feeling obliged to
consider himself outraged. We cannot keep
the same mood day after day. I am liable,
some day, to want to print my opinion on
jurisprudence, or Homeric poetry, or iuter-
national law, and I shall doit. It will be of
small consequence to me whether the reader
survive or not. I shall never go straining
after jokes when in a cheerless mood, so
long as the unhackneyed subject of inter-
national law is open to me. I will leave all
that straining to people who edit professed.
ly and inexorably “ humorous” departments
and publications.

3. I have chosen the general title of MEM-
ORANDA for this department because it is
plain and simple, and makes no fraudulent
promises. I can print under it statistics,
hotel arrivals, or anything that comes handy,

. without violating faith with the reader.

4. Puns cannot be allowed a place in this
department. Inoffensive ignorance, benig-
nant stupidity, and unostentatious imbecil-
ity will always be welcomed and cheerfully
accorded a corner, and even the feebiest hu.
mor will be admitted, when we can do no
better ; but no circumstances, however dis-
mal, will ever be considered a sufficient ex--
cuse for the admission of that last and sad-
dest evidence of intellectual poverty, the:
Pun, M. T.
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THE FACTS IN THE CASE OF THE GREAT
BEEF CONTRACT.

IN as few words as possible I wish to lay
before the nation what share, howsoever
small, I have had in this matter—this mat-
ter which has so exercised the public mind,
engendered so much ill-feeling, and so filled
the mewspapers of both continents with dis-
torted statements and extravagant comments.

The origin of this distressful thing was
this—and I assert here that every fact in the
following résumé can be amply proved by
the official records of the General Govern-
ment :

John Wilson Mackenzie, of Rotterdam,
Chemung county, New Jersey, deceased,
contracted with the General Government, on
or about the 1oth day of October, 1861, to
furnish to General Sherman the sum total of
thirty barrels of beef. Very well. He
started after Sherman with the beef, but
when he got to Washington Sherman had
gone to Manassas ; so he took the beef and
followed him there, but arrived too late ; he
followed him to Nashville, and from Nash-
ville to Chattanooga, and from Chattanooga
to Atlanta—but he never could overtake
him. At Atlanta he took a fresh start and
followed him clear through his march to the
sca. He arrived too late again by a few
days, but hearing that Sherman was going
out in the Quaker City excursion to the
Holy Land, he took shipping for Beirut,
calculating to head off the other vessel.
When he arrived in Jerusalem with his beef,
he learned that Sherman had not sailed in
the Quaker City, but had gone to the Plains
to fight the Indians. e returned to Amer-
ica and started for the Rocky Mountains,
After eighteen days of arduous travel on the
Plains, and when he had got within four
miles of Sherman’s headquarters, he was
tomahawked and scalped, and the Indians
got the beef. They got all of it but one bar-
rel. Sherman’s army captured that, and so,
even in death, the bold navigator partly ful-
filled his contract. In his will, which he
had kept like a journal, he bequeathed the
contract to his son Bartholomew W. Bar-
tholomew W. made out the following bill
and then died :

‘Tuz UNITED STATRS
I acct. with Joun WiLson MAckenzz,

of New Jersey, deceased,
To thirty barrels of beef tor General Sherman,

afioo - - - - = & o - - - - - $3,000
To travelling exp and portation - - 14.000
Tokal = = « = = « = - - « = ¢17,000

Rec'd Pay't.
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He died then; but he left the contract to
Wm J. Martin, who tried to collect it, bat
died defore he got through. Heleftit to
Barker J. Allen, and he tried to collect it
also. He did not survive. Barker J. Allen
left it to Anson G. Rogers, who attempted
to collect it, and got along as far as the
Ninth Auditor’s office, when Death, the
great Leveller, came all unsummoned, and
foreclosed on 4im also. He left the bill to
a relative of his in Connecticut, Vengeance
Hopkins by name, who lasted four weeks
and two days, and made the best time on
record, coming within one of reaching the
Twelfth Auditor. In his will he gave the
contract bill to his uncle, by the name of
O-be-joyful Johnson. It was too undermin-
ing for Joyful. His last words were : * Weep
not for me—7 am willing to go.” And so
he was, poor soul. Seven people inherited
the contract after that. But they all died.
So it came into my hands at last. It fell to
me through a relative by the name of Hub-
bard—Bethlehem Hubbard, of Indiana, He
had had a grudge against me for a long
time ; but in his last moments he sent for
me, and forgave me everything, and weep-
ing gave me the beef contract.

This ends the history of it up to the time
that I succeeded to the property. I will
now endeavor to set myself straight before
the nation in everything that concerns my
share in the matter. I took this beef con-
tract, and the bill for mileage and transporta-
tion, to the President of the United States.
He said :

“ Well, Sir, what can I do for you?” I
said :

“Sire: On or about the 10th day of Octo-
ber, 1861, John Wilson Mackenzie, of Rot-
terdam, Chemung county, New Jersey, de-
ceased, contracted with the General Govern-
ment to furnish to General Sherman the
sum total of thirty barrels of beef—"

He stopped me there, and dismissed me
from his presence—kindly, but firmly. The
next day I called on the Secretary of State.
He said :

“ Well, Sir?”

1 said: “ Your Royal Highness: Onor
about the 10th day of October, 1861, John
Wilson Mackenzie, of Rotterdam, Chemung
county, New Jersey, deceased, contracted
with the General Government to furnish to
General Sherman the sum total of thirty
barrels of beef—"

«That will do, Sir—that will do; this
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office has nothing to do with contracts for
beel.” .

I was bowed out. I thought the matter
all over, and finally, the following day,' 1
visited the Secretary of the Navy, who said,
“ Speak quickly, Sir; do not keep me wait-
ing.” 1 said:

* Your Royal Highness : On or about the
1oth day of October, 1861, John Wilson
Mackenzie, of Rotterdam, Chemung county,
New Jersey, deceased, contracted with the
Geuneral Government to furnish to General
Sherman the sum total of thirty barrels of
beef—"

Well, it was as far as I could get. X
had nothing to do with Leef contracts for
General Sherman either. I began to think
it was a curious kind of a Government. It
looked somewhat as if they wanted to get
out of paying for that beef. The following
day I went to the Secretary of the Interior.
I said:

“ Your Imperial Highness: On or about
the 1oth day of October—"

¢ That is sufficient, Sir—I have heard of
you before. Go—take your infamous beef
contract out of this establishment. The In-
terior Department has nothing whatever to
do with subsistence for the army.”

I went away. But I was exasperated
now. I said I would haunt them ; 1 would
infest every department of this iniquitous
Government till that contract business was
settled ; I would collect that bill, or fall as
fell my predecessors, trying. I assailed the
Postmaster-General ; 1 besieged the Agri-
cultural Department ; I waylaid the Speaker
of the House of Representatives. 7%ey had
nothing to do with army contracts for beef.
1 moved upon the Commissioner of the
Patent Office. I said:

“ Your august Excellency: On or about

“ Perdition ! have you got Aere with your
incendiary beef contract, at last? We have
nothing to do with beef contracts for the
army, my dear Sir.”

“Oh, that is all very well—but some-
body has got to pay for that beef It has
got to be paid now, too, or I'll confiscate
this old Patent Office and everything in it.”

“But, my dear Sir—"

“It don’t make any difference, Sir. The
Patent Office is liable for that beef, I reckon ;
and liable or not liable, the Patent Office
has got to pay for it.”

Never mind the details. It ended in a
fight. The Patent Office won. But I
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found out something to my advantage. I
was told that the Treasury Department was
the proper place for me to go to. I went
there. I waited two hours and a half, and
then I was admitted to the First Lord of
the Treasury. I said:

“ Most noble, grave and reverend Signor ¢
On or about the 10th day of October, 1861,
John Wilson Macken—"

“That is sufficient, Sir. I have heard of
you. Go to the First Auditor of the Trea-
sury.”

- Idid so. He sent me to the Second Au-
ditor, The Second Auditor sent me to the
Third, and the Third sent me to the First
Comptroller of the Corn-Beef Division.
This began to look like business. He ex-
amined his books and all his loose papers,
but found no minute of the beef contract,
I went to the Second Comptroller of the
Corn-Beef Division. He examined his books
and his loose papers, but with no success.
I was encouraged. During that week I got
as far as the Sixth Comptroller in that di-
vision ; the next week I got through the
Claims Department ; the third week I be-
gan and completed the Mislaid Contracts
Department, and got a foothold in the Dead
Reckoning Department. 1 finished that in
three days. There was only one place left for
itnow. I laid siege to the Commissioner of
Odds and Ends. To his clerk, rather—he
was not there himself. There were sixteen
beautiful young ladies in the room, writing
in books, and there were seven well-favored
young clerks showing them how. The
young women smiled up over their shoul-
ders, and the clerks smiled back at them,
and all went merry as a marriage bell. Two
or three clerks that were reading the news-
papers looked at me rather hard, but went
on reading, and nobody said anything. How-
ever, I had been used to this kind of alac-
rity from Fourth- Assistant-Junior Clerks
all through my eventful career, from the
very day I entered the first office of the
Corn-Beef Bureau clear till I passed out of
the last one in the Dead Reckoning Divi-
sion. 1had got so accomplished by this time
that I could stand on one foot from the mo-
ment I entered an office till a clerk spoke
to me, without changing more than two, or
maybe three times.

So I stood there till I had changed four
different times. Then I said to one of the
clerks who was reading :

“Tllustrious Vagrant, where is the Grand
Turk 2"
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“What do you mean, Sir? whom do you
mean? If you mean the Chief of the Bu-
reau, he is out.”

“ Will he visit the harem to-day?”

The young man glared upon me a while,
and then went on reading his paper. But
I knew the ways of those clerks. I knew I
was safe, if he got through before another
New York mail arrived. He only had two
more papers léft.  After a while he finished
them, and then he yawned, and asked me
what I wanted.

“Renowned and honored Imbecile :

On or about—" .
“You are the beef contract man. Give

me your papers.”

He took them, and for a long time he
ransacked his odds and ends. Finally he
found the North-West Passage, as J/ re-
garded it—he found the long-lost record of
that beef contract—he found the rock upon
which so many of my ancestors had split
before they ever got to it. I was deeply
moved. And yet I rejoiced—for I had sur-
vived. I said with emotion, “Give it me.
The Government will settle now.” He
waved me back, and said there was some-
thing yet to be done first.

“Where is this John Wilson Macken-
zie? " said he.

“ Dead.”

“ When did he die?”

“ He didn't die at all—he was killed.”

“ How?"”

“Tomahawked.”

% Who tomahawked him?"

“ Why, an Indian, of course. You didn’t
suppose it was a superintendent of a Sun-
day school, did you?”

“No. An Indian, was it?”

“The same.”

“ Name of the Indian?”

“His name! 7 don't know his name.”

“ Must have his name. Who saw the
tomahawking done ?”

“1 don't know.”

“ You were not present yourself then?”

“ Which you can see by my hair. I was
absent.”

“Then how do you know that Macken-
zie is dead ?”

¢« Because he certainly died at that time,
and T have every reason to believe that he
has been dead ever since. I Anow he has,
in fact.”

“We must have proofs.
the Indian?”

“Of course not.”

Have you got
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“ Well, you must get him. Have you
got the tomahawk ?”

“I never thought of such a thing.”

“You must get the tomahawk. You
must produce the Indian and the tomahawk,
If Mackenzie’s death can be proven by
these, you can then go before the commis-
sion appointed to audit claims, with some
show of getting your bill under such head-
way that your children may possibly live to
receive the money and enjoy it. But that
man’s death mus? be proven. However, 1
may as well tell you that the Government
will never pay that transportation and those
travelling expenses of the lamented Macken-
zie. It may possibly pay for the barrel of
beef that Sherman’s soldiers captured, if
you can get a relief bill through Congress
making an appropriation for that purpose;
but it will not pay for the twenty-nine bar-
rels the Indians ate.”

“Then there is only a hundred dollars
due me, and z4af isn't certain! After all
Mackenzie's travels in Europe, Asia, and
America with that beef; after all his trials
and tribulations and transportation; after
the slaughter of all those inmocents that
tried to collect that bill! Young man, why
didn’t the First Comptroller of the Corn-
Beef Division tell me this?”

“He didn't know anything about the
genuineness of your claim.”

“Why didn’t the Second tell me? why
didn’t the Third? why didn’t all those divi-
sions and departments tell me?”

* None of them knew. We do things by
routine here. You have followed the rou-
tine and found out what you wanted to
know. It is the best way. It is the only
way. Itis very regular, and very slow, but
it is very certain.”

“Yes, certain death. It has been, to the
most of our tribe. I begin to feel thatl,
too, am called. Young man, you love the
bright creature yonder with the gentle blue
eyes and the steel pens behind her ears—I
see it in your soft glances; you wish to
marry her—but you are poor. Here, hald
out your hand—here is the beel contract;
go, take her and be happy! Heaven bless
you, my children!”

This is all that I know about the great
beef contract, that has created so much talk
in the community. The clerk to whom I
bequeathed it died. I know nothing far-
ther about the contract or any one connected
with it. Ionly know that if a2 man lives long
enough, he can trace a thing through the
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Circumlocution Office of Washington, and
find out, after much labor and trouble and
delay, that which he could have found out
on the first day if the business of the
Circumlocution Office were as ingeniously
systematized as ‘it would be it it were a
great private mercantile institution,

GEORGE WAKEMAN.

THE closing days of March saw the fin-
ishing of a busy and useful life and a prom-
ising career, in that they witnessed the death
of the journalist whase name stands at the
head of these remarks, Mr. Wakeman was
talented and versatile, and was blessed with
a diligence so persistent that it was itself a
high talent. He worked very hard, and in
various fields of labor; but whatever his
deft hand and his fertile brain undertook to
do, they did well. Whether it was to stand
in a jostling crowd at night and take down
a wild political harangue in short-hand on
his shirt-collar and his wristbands ; or make
a response to a toast at a social gathering;
or report stenographically, write out, and
telegraph a four-column speech, all in the
space of six hours ; or pen a pleasant maga-
sine article or an odd newspaper sketch ; or
dash off a dozen graceful chapters of fash-
ion gossip to let a lady journalist take a holi-
day—the result was the same in every case:
the work was doae we//.

Mr. Wakeman's first magazine article was
written for THE GALAXY—* Torturing the
Alphabet "—and it was so generally liked
and so widely copied that it made his name
extensively known at once. He afterwards
wrote articles for all the leading literary pa-
pers and periodicals of the day. Yet he was
always at his post, and ready to move at a
moment’s notice when a stenographic report
of a speech or a meeting was required for
the “ World’s " columns,

He would have continued to contribute to
THE GALAXY had he lived, and it was pur-
posed that his humor should enrich and his
fancy grace this department of the magazine
especially.

George Wakeman had in his fine nature
that persuasive goodness and gentleness that
win not simply the esteem but the love of all
who come within their influence ; and he had
likewise that unwavering fidelity to his friend-
ships which retains the love so garnered
while life lasts. It is hard for most of us to
comprehend how a man can be beloved by
every creature who knows him—the good
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and the bad, the high and the low, the rich
and the poor, the proud and prosperous, and
the humble and helpless—but he experienced
it all his days, and to him it was no mystery.
One journalist, in speaking of this, finely
8ays, “ His enemies were never born.” For
years no writer's death has called forth such
loving things as were sown broadcast
through the newspapers concerning Gecrge
Wakeman. The Legislature of the State
(he was official reporter of the House) took
public notice of his death, and adopted reso-
lutions which testified to his high worth and
the great and warm regard in which he was
held. Let me add my earnest tribute to the
grand sum of regret which makes this death
conspicuous in that it is manifestly so singu-
larly sincerely, and profoundly mourned.

ABOUT SMELLS.

IN a recent issue of the *Independent,”
the Rev. T. De Witt Talmage, of Brooklyn,
has the following utterance on the subject
of “Smells” :

I have a good Christian friend who, if he sat in the
front pew in church, and a working man should enter
the door at the other end, would smell him instantly.
My friend is not to blame for the sensitiveness of his
nose, any more than you would flog a pointer for be-
ing keener on the scent than a stupid watch-dog. The
fact is, if you had all the churches free, by reason of
the mixing up of the common people with the uncom-
mon, you would keep one-half of Christendom sick at
their stomach. If you are going to kill the church
thus with bad smells, I will have nothing to do with
this work of* evangelization.

‘We have reason to believe that there will
be laboring men in heaven; and also a num-
ber of negroes, and Esquimaux, and Terra
del Fuegans, and Arabs, and a few Indians,
and possibly even some Spaniards and Por-
tuguese. All things are possible with God.
We shall have all these sorts of people in
heaven ; but, alas! in getting them we shall
lose the society of Dr. Talmage. Which
is to say, we shall lose the company of one
who could give more real “tone " to celes-
tial society than any other contribution
Brooklyn could furnish. And what would
eternal happiness be without the Doctor?
Blissful, unquestionably—we know that well
enough—but would it be distingné, would it
be rechsrché without him? St. Matthew
without stockings or sandals; St. Jerome
bareheaded, and with a coarse brown blan.
ket robe dragging the ground ; St. Sebastian
with scarcely any raiment at all—these we
should see, and should enjoy seeing them ;
but would we not miss a spike-tailed coat
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and kids, and turn away regretfully, and say
to parties from the Orient : * These are well
enough, but you ought to see Talmage of
Brooklyn.” I fear me that in the better
world we shall not even have Dr. Tal-
mage’s “good Christian friend.” For if
he were sitting under the glory of the
Throne, and the keeper of the keys admit-
ted a Benjamin Franklin or other laboring
man, that “friend,” with his fine natural
powers infinitely augmented by emancipa-
tion from hampering flesh, would detect
him with a single sniff, and immediately
take his hat and ask to be excused.

To all outward seeming, the Rev. T. De
Witt Talmage is of the same material as
that used in the construction of his early
predecessors in the ministry; and yet one
feels that there must be a difference some-
where between him and the Saviour’s first
disciples. It may be because here, in the
nineteenth century, Dr. T. has had advan-
tages which Paul and Peter and the others
could not and did not have. There was a
lack of polish about them, and a looseness
of etiquette, and a want of exclusiveness,
which one cannot help noticing. They
healed the very beggars, and held inter-
course with people of a villanous odor
every day, If the subject of these remarks
had been chosen among the original 1welve
Apostles, he would not have associated with
the rest, because he could not have stood
the fishy smell of some of his.comrades
who came from around the Sea of Galilee.
He would have resigned his commission
with some such remark as he makes in the
extract quoted above : ‘ Master, if thou art
going to kill the church thus with bad
smells, I will have nothing to do with this
work of evangelization.” He is a disciple,
and makes that remark to the Master ; the
only difference is, that he makes it in the
nineteenth instead of the first century.

Is there a choir in Mr. T.’s church? And
does it ever occur that they have no better
manners than to sing that hymn which is so
suggestive of laborers and mechanics

“ Son of the Carpenter| receive
This humble work of mine?”

Now, can it be possible that in a handful
of centurics the Christian character has allen
away from an imposing heroism that scorned
even the stake, the cross, and the axe, to
a poor little effeminacy that withers and
wilts under an unsavory smell? We are
not prepared to believe so, the reverend
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Doctor and his friend to the contrary not-
withstanding.

DISGRACEFUL PERSECUTION OF A BOY.

IN San Francisco, the other day, “a well-
dressed boy, on his way to Sunday school,
was arrested and thrown into the city pris-
on for stoning Chinamen.” What a com-
mentary is this upon human justice! What
sad prominence it gives to our human dispo-
sition to tyrannize over the weak! San
Francisco has little right to take credit to
herself for her treatment of this poor boy.
‘What had the child’s education been? How
should he suppose it was wrong to stone a
Chinaman? Before we side against him,
along with outraged San Francisco, let us
give him a chance—let us hear the testimony
for the defence. He was a * well-dressed”
boy, and a Sunday-school scholar, and,
therefore, the chances are that his parents
were intelligent, well-to-do people, with just
enough natural villany in their compositions
to make them yearn atter the daily papers,
and enjoy them ; and so this boy had oppor-
tunities to learn all through the week how
to do right, as well as on Sunday. It was
in this way that he found out that the great
commonwealth of California imposes an
unlawful mining tax upon John the foreign-
er, and allows Patrick the foreigner to dig
gold for nothing—probably because the de-
graded Mongol is at no expense for whiskey,
and the refined Celt cannot exist without it.
It was in this way that he found out thata
respectable number of the tax-gatherers—it
would be unkind to say all of them—collect
the tax twice, instead of once ; and that, in-
asmuch as they do it solely to discourage
Chinese immigration into the mines, it is a
thing that is much applauded, and likewise
regarded as being singularly facetious. It
was in this way that he found out that when
a white man robs a sluice-box (by the term
white man is meant Spaniards, Mexicans,
Portuguese, Irish, Hondurans, Peruvians,
Chileans, etc., etc.), they make him leave
the camp ; and when a Chinaman does that
thing, they hang him. It was in this way
that he found out that in many districts of
the vast Pacific coast, so strong is the wild,
free love of justice in the hearts of the peo-
ple, that whenever any secret and mysterious
crime is committed, they say, “ Let justice
be done, though the heavens fall,” and go
straightway and swing a Chinaman. It
was in this way that he found out that by
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studying one half of each day’s *local items”
it would appear that the police of San Fran-
cisco were cither asleep or dead, and by
studying the other half it would seem that
the reporters were gone mad with admiration
of the energy, the virtue, the high effective-
ness, and the dare-devil intrepidity of that
very police—making exultant mention of how
“the Argus-eyed officer So-and-so” cap-
tured a wretched knave of a Chinaman who
was stealing chickens, and brought him
gloriously to the city prison ; and how *the
gallant officer Such-and-such-a-one ” quietly
kept an eye on the movements of an * unsus-
pecting almond-eyed son of Confucius”
(your reporter is nothing if not facetious),
following him around with that fir-off look
of vacancy and unconsciousness always so
finely affected by that inscrutable being, the
forty-dollar policeman, during a waking in-
terval, and captured him at last in the very
act of placing his hands in a suspicious
manner upon a paper of tacks left by the
owner in an exposed situation; and how
onc officer performed this prodigious thing,
and another officer that, and another the
other—and pretty much every one of these
performances having for a dazzling central
incident a Chinaman guilty of a shilling’s
worth of crime, an unfortunate whose mis-
demeanor must be hurrahed into something
enormous in order to keep the public from
noticing how many really important rascals
went uncaptured in the mean time, and how
overrated those glorified policemen actually
arc. It wasin this way that the boy found
out that the Legistature, being aware that the
Constitution has made America an asylum
for the poor and the oppressed of all na-
tions, and that therefore the poor and op-
pressed who fly to our shelter must not be
charged a disabling admission fee, made a
law that every Chinaman, upon landing,
must be vaccinated upon the wharf, and pay
to the State's appointed officer fen dollars for
the service, when there are plenty of doctors
in San Francisco who would be glad enough
to do it for him for fifty cents. It was in
this way that the boy found out that a Chi-
naman had no rights that any man was
bound to respect; that he had no sorrows
that any man was bound to pity; that nei-
ther his life nor his liberty was worth the
purchase of a penny when a white man
needed a scapegoat; that nobody loved
Chinamen, nobody befriended them, nobody
spared them suffering when it was conve-

nient to inflict it; everybody, individuals,
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communities, the majesty of the State itself,
joined in hating, abusing, and persecuting
these humble strangers. And, therefore,
what cou/d have been more natural than
for this sunny-hearted boy, tripping along
to Sunday school, with his mind teeming
with freshly-learned incentives to high and
virtuous action, to say to himself:

“ Ah, there goes a Chinaman !
not love me if I do not stone him.”

And for this he was arrested and put in
the city jail. Everything conspired to teach
him that it was a high and holy thing to
stone a Chinaman, and yet he no sooner at-
tempts to do his duty than he is punished
for it—he, poor chap, who has been aware
all his life that one of the principal recrea-
tions of the police, out toward the Gold Re-
finery, was to look on with tranquil enjoy-
ment while the butchers of Brannan street
set their dogs on unoffending Chinamen, and
make them flee for their lives.*

Keeping in mind the tuition in the hu-
manities which the entire * Pacific coast”
gives its youth, there is a very sublimity of
grotesqueness in the virtuous flourish with
which the good city fathers of San Fran-
cisco proclaim (as they have lately done)
that “ The police are pasitively ordered to
arrest all boys, of every description and
wherever found, who engage in assaulting
Chinamen.”

Still, let us be truly glad they have
made the order, notwithstanding its promi-
nent inconsistency ; and let us rest perfectly
confident the police are glad, too. Because
there is no personal peril in arresting boys,
provided they be of the small kind, and the
reporters will have to laud their perform-
ances just as loyally as ever, or go without
items. The new form for local items in San
Francisco will now be: “The ever vigilant
and efficient officer So-and-So succeeded,
yesterday afternoon, in arresting Master
Tommy Jones, after a determined resist-
ance,” etc,, etc., followed by the customary

God will

+ @ I have many such memories in my mind, but
am thinking just at present of one particular one,
where the Brannan street butchers set their dogs on
a Chinaman who was quietly passing with a basket of
clothes on his head; and while the dogs mutilated
his flesh, a butcher i d the hilarity of the occa-
sion by knocking some of the Chinaman’s teeth down
his throat with half a brick. This incident sticks in
my memory with a more malevolent tenacity, perhaps,
on account of the fact that I was in the employ of a
San Francisco journal at the time, and was not al-
lowe to publish it becawse it might offend some of
the peculiar element that subscribed for the paper.—
EpiToR MEMORANDA.
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statistics and final hurrah, with its uncon-
scious sarcasm: “ We are happy in being
able to state that this is the forty-seventh
boy arrested by this gallant officer since the
new ordinance went into effect. The most
extraordinary activity prevails in the police
department. Nothing like it has been seen
since we can remember.”

THE STORY OF THE GOOD LITTLE BOY
WHO DID NOT PROSPER.

[The following bas been written at the instance of
several literary friends, who thought that if the his-
tory of * The Bad Little Boy who Did not Come to
Grief” (a moral sketch which I published five or six
years ago) was worthy of pre.emuon uveral weeks
in print, a fair and nop piece to
it would deserve a similar unmona.hty —EpiToR
MEMORANDA.]

ONCE there wasa good little boy by the
name of Jacob Blivens. He always obeyed
his parents, no matter how absurd and un-
reasonable their demands were ; and he al-
ways learned his book, and never was late
at Sabbath school. He would not play
hookey, even when his sober judgment told
him it was the most profitable thing he
could do. None of the other boys could
ever make that boy out, he acted so strange-
ly. He wouldn’t lie, no matter how con-
venient it was. He just said it was wrong
to lie, and that was sufficient for him. And
he was so honest that he was simply ridicu-
lous. The curious ways that that Jacob had
surpassed everything. He wouldn't play
marbles on Sunday, he wouldn’t rob birds’
nests, he wouldn't give hot pennies to organ-
grinders’ monkeys ; he didn’t seem to take
any interest in any kind of rational amuse-
ment. So the other boys used to try to rea-
son it out and come to an understanding of
him, but they couldn’t arrive at any satis-
factory conclusion; as I said before, they
could only figure out a sort of vague idea
that he was “afflicted,” and so they took
him under their protection, and never al-
lowed any harm to come to him.

This good little boy read all the Sunday-
school books ; they were his greatest de-
light. This wasthe whole secret of it. He
believed in the good little boys they put
in the Sunday-school books ; he had every
confidence in them. He longed to come
across one of them alive, once ; but he nev-
erdid. They all died before his time, maybe.
Whenever he read about a particularly
good one, he turned over quickly to the
end to see what became of him, because
he wanted to travcl thousands of miles
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and gaze on him; but it wasn’t any use;
that good little boy always died in the
last chapter, and there was a picture of the
funeral, with all his relations and the Sun-
day-school children standing around the
grave in pantaloons that were too short, and
bonnets that were too large, and everybody
crying into handkerchiefs that had as much
as a yard and a half of stuff in them. He
was always headed off in this way. He
never could see one of those good little
boys, on account of his always dying in the
last chapter.

Jacob had a noble ambition to be put in
a Sunday-school book. He wanted to be
put in, with pictures representing him glori-
ously declining to lie to his mother, and she
weeping for joy about it ; and pictures rep-
resenting him standing on the doorstep
giving a penny to a poor beggar-woman
with six children, and telling her to spend
it freely, but not to be extravagant, because
extravagance is a sin; and pictures of him
magnanimously refusing to tell on the bad
boy who always lay in wait for him around
the corner, as he came from school, and
welted him over the head with a lath, and
then chased him home, saying “Hi! hi!”
as he proceeded. That was the ambition of
young Jacob Blivens. He wished to be pat
in a Sunday-school book. It made him
feel a little uncomfortable sometimes when
he reflected that the good little boys always
died. He loved to live, you know, and this
was the most unpleasant feature about be-
ing a Sunday-school-book boy. He knew
it was not healthy to be good. He knew it
was more fatal than consumption to be so
supernaturally good as the boys in the books
were ; he knew that none of them had ever
been able to stand it long, and it pained
him to think that if they put him in a book
he wouldn’t ever see it, or even if they did
get the book out before he died, it wouldn’t
be popular without any picture of his funeral
in the back part of it. It couldn’t be much
of a Sunday-school book that couldn’t tell
about the advice he gave to the community ,
when he was dying. So, at last, of course
he had to make up his mind to do the best
he could under the circumstances—to live
right, and hang on as long as he could, and
have his dying speech all ready whea his
time came.

But somehow, nothing ever went right,
with this good little boy; nothing ever
turned out with him the way it turned out
with the good little boys in the booka
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They always had a good time, and the bad
boys had the broken legs; but in his case
there was a screw loose somewhere, and it
all happened just the other way. When he
found Jim Blake stealing apples, and went
under the tree to read to him about the bad
little boy who fell out of a neighbor’s apple
tree, and broke his arm, Jim fell out of the
tree too, but he fell on Aim, and broke Ais
arm, and Jim wasn’t hurt at all. Jacob
couldn’t understand that. There wasn’t
anything in the books like it.

And once, when some bad boys pushed a
blind man over in the mud, and Jacob ran
to help him up and receive his blessing, the
blind man did not give him any blessing
at all, but whacked him over the head
with his stick and said he would like to
catch him shoving %/m again and then
pretending to help him up. This was not
in accordance with any of the books. Ja-
cob looked them all over to see.

One thing that Jacob wanted to do was
to find a lame dog that hadn’t any place to
stay, and was hungry and persecuted, and
bring him home and.pet him and have that
dog's imperishable gratitude. And at last
he found one, and was happy; and he
brought him home and fed him, but when
he was going to pet him the dog flew at
him and tore all the clothes off him except
those that were in front, and made a specta-
cle of him that was astonishing. He ex-
amined authorities, but he could not under-
stand the matter. It was of the same breed
of dogs that was in the books, but it acted
very differently. Whatever this boy did, he
got into trouble. The very things the boys
in the books got rewarded for turned out to
be about the most unprofitable things he
could invest in.

Once when he was on his way to Sunday
school he saw some bad boys starting off
pleasuring in a sail-boat. He was filled
with consternation, because he knew from
his reading that boys who went sailing on
Sunday invariably got drowned. So he ran
out on a raft to warn them, but a log turned
with him and slid him into the river. A
tnan got him out pretty soon, and the doctor
pumped the water out of him and gave him
a fresh start with his bellows, but he caught
cold and lay sick abed nine weeks. But the
most unaccountable thing about it was that
the bad boys in the boat had a good time
ail day, and then reached home alive and
well, in the most surprising manner. Jacob
Blivens said there was nothing like these
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things in the books. Ie was perfectly
dumbfounded.

When he got well he was a little discours
aged, but he resolved to keep on trying, any-
how. He knew that so far his experiences
wouldn't do to go in a book, but he hadn’t
yet reached the allotted term of life for good
little boys, and he hoped to be able to make
a record yet, if he could hold on till his time
was filly up. If everything else failed, he
had his dying speech to fall back on.

He examined his authorities, and found
that it was now time for him to go to sea as
a cabin boy. He called on a ship captain
and made his application, and when the
captain asked for his recommendations he
proudly drew out a tract and pointed to the
words : “To Jacob Blivens, from his affec-
tionate teacher.” But the captain was a
coarse, vulgar man, and he said, * Oh, that be
blowed ! tAat wasn’t any proof that he knew
how to wash dishes or handle a slush-bucket,
and he guessed he didn’t want him.” This
was altogether the most extraordinary thing
that ever had happened to Jacob in all his
life. A compliment from a teacher, on a
tract, had never failed to move the tenderest
emotions of ship captains and open the way
to all offices of honor and profit in their gift
—it never had in any book that ever 4¢ had
read. He could hardly believe his senses.

This boy always had a hard time of it
Nothing ever came out according to the au-
thorities with him. At last, one day, when
he was around hunting up bad little boys to
admonish, he found a lot of them in the old
iron foundry fixing up a little joke on four-
teen or fitcen dogs, which they had tied
together in long procession and were going
to ornament with empty nitro-glycerine cans
made fast to their tails. Jacob’s heart was
touched. He sat down on one of those
cans—for he never minded grease when
duty was before him—and he took hold of
the foremost dog by the collar, and turned
his reproving eye upon wicked Tom Jones,
But just at that moment Alderman McWel-
ter, full of wrath, stepped in. All the bad
boys ran away; but Jacob Blivens rose in
conscious innocence and began one of those
stately little Sunday-school-book speeches
which always commence with “Oh, Sir!” in
dead opposition to the fact that no boy, good
or bad, ever starts a remark with “ Oh, Sir!”
But the Alderman never waited to hear the
rest. He took Jacob Blivens by the ear and
turned him around, and hit him a whack in
the rear with the flat of his hand ; and in an
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instant that good little boy shot out through
the roof and soared away toward the sun,
with the fragments of those fifteen dogs
stringing after him like the tail of a kite.
And there wasn’t a sign of that Alderman
or that old iron foundry left on the face of
the earth; and as for young Jacob Blivens,
he never got a chance to make his last dying
speech after all his trouble fixing it up, un-
less he made it to the birds; because, al-
though the bulk of him came down all right
in a tree-top in an adjoining county, the rest
of him was apportioned around among four
townships, and so they had to hold five in-
quests on him to find out whether he was
dead or not, and how it occurred. You
never saw a boy scattered so.*

Thus perished the good little boy who did
the best he could, but didn’t come out ac-
cording to the books. Every boy who ever
did as he did prospered, except him. His
case is truly remarkable. It will probably
never be accounted for.

THE aged Professor Silliman toox tne
homely-looking specimen of New Jersey
coal, and said he would make a test and de-
termine its quality. The next day the own-
ers of the grand discovery waited on him
again, eager to hear the verdict which was
to make or mar their fortunes. The Pro-
fessor said, with that impressive solemnity
which always marked his manner:

“Gentlemen, I understand you to say that
this property is situated upon a hill-top—
consequently the situation is prominent. It
is valuable—immensely valuable—though as
a coal mine I am obliged to observe that it
is a failure. Fence it in, gentlemen—fence
it in, and hold to it through good and evil
fortune till the Last Day; for I am con-
vinced that it will be the best point from
which to view the sublime spectacle of the
final conflagration. I feel satisfied that if
any part of the earth shall remain uninjured
after that awful fire, it will be this coal mine
of yours!”

“ JusT about the close of that long, hard
winter,” said the Sunday-school superinten-
dent, “as I was wending toward my duties

® This catastrophe is borrowed (without the un-
known but most ingenious owner’s permission) from
a stray paper item, and d up and altered
to fit Jacob Blivens, who stood sadly in need of a
donm that would send him out of the world with &cla?
—EDITorR MEMORANDA.
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one brilliant Sabbath morning, I glanced
down toward the levee, and there lay the
City of Hartford!—no mistake about it,
there she was, puffing and panting, after her
long pilgrimage through the ice. A glad
sight? Well, I should say so! And then
came a pang, right away, because I should
have to_instruct empty benches, sure; the
youngsters would all be off welcoming the
first steamboat of the season. You can
imagine how surprised I was when I opened
the door and saw half the benches full! My
gratitude was free, large, and sincere. I re-
solved that they should not find me unap-
preciative. I said:

‘¢ Boys, you cannot think how proud it
makes me to see you here, nor what re-
newed assurance it gives me of your affec-
tion. 1 confess that I said to myself, as I
came along and saw that the City of Harte
ford was in—'

“No! but is she, though I’

“ And, as quick as any flash of lightning,
I stood in the presence of empty benches!
I had brought them the news myself”

A JOURNAL has at Jast been found which
excuses the inhumanity of Captain Eyre.
It is the Toronto “Globe.” It even says
the Oneida ran into the Bombay—which she
doubtless did, if she was on her way to
America stern foremost. There are. some
natures which never grow large enough to
speak out and say a bad act i a bad act,
until they have inquired into the politics or
the nationality of the man who did it. And
they are not really scarce, either. Cain is
branded a murderer so heartily and unani-
mously in America, only because he was
neither a Democrat nor a Republican. Tbe
Feejee Islander'’s abuse of Cain ceased very
suddenly when the white man mentioned
casually that Cain was a Feejee Islander,
The next remark of the savage, after an
awkward pause, was :

“ Well, what did Abel come fooling
around there for?”

ITis stated with a show of authority, that
diamond ‘engagement-rings are rapidly geing
out of fashion, and emeralds, opals, or pearls
taking their place. It is an excellent move,
and one which should meet with hearty sym-
pathy. If the idea be followed up faithfully
to its extremest capabilities, matrimony will
be brought within the reach of all. _

.



