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Introduction

THE sustained popularity of The Adventures of Tom Sawyer
and especially The ddventures of Huckleberry Finn has tended
to obscure for the general reader Mark Twain’s other novels,
reminiscences, sketches, tales, and stories. This eclipse is not
surprising, but even a cursory examination of Twain’s less
popular works reveals a substantial body of literature unde-
serving of its neglect. There are, for example, few novels of a
similar length that are as complex and yet as successful as
The Tragedy of Pudd'nhead Wilsen. And in this age of protest
A Connecticut Yankee in King Arthur's Court remains, among
other things, a consummate satiric statement on the hypocrisy
and false values of a society.

The stories—or, more accurately, the tales and the excerpts
from novels—in this collection also deserve more recognition
than they have heretofore received. Of all these stories, only
*“The Notorious Jumping Frog of Calaveras County,” the
greatest of all tall tales, is widely known. Yet, the three stories
recounting the exploits of the McWilliams family are ex-
tremely humorous, “The Story of the Good Little Boy” is a
successful satire on the puerile philosophy in Jacob Abbott's
once very popular Rollo books, and “The Man That Corrupted
Hadleyburg” and “The Mysterious Stranger” are bench marks
in the evolution of Twain’s pessimistic attitude toward man-
kind. Most of the other stories are egually satisfying or sig-
nificant, and only a few have lost their original charm.
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4 Introduction

The tradition of Southwestern humor, which flourished in
America from about 1835 to the Civil War, culminates in the
writings of Mark Twain, and that tradition is preserved in
most of the stories in this collection. The Southwestern humor-
ists—A. B. Longstreet, George Washington Harris, Thomas
Bangs Thorpe, and others—often transcribed oral tales (“The
Story of the Old Ram”), were frequently indelicate and re-
alistic (“Cannibalism in the Cars”), and more often than not
put their tales in a framework; that is, the narrator begins to
tell the tale, but he stops and lets another character tell it so
he, the original narrator, may achieve aesthetic distance from
the tale. (Almost half of Twain’s stories have this framework.)
The Southwestern humorists also used vernacular speech
(“Buck Fanshaw’s Funeral”), placed characters in outland-
ishly comic situations (“How I Edited an Agricultural Pa-
per”), withheld crucial information from a gharacter (“The
$30,000 Bequest”), told tall tales (“The No?orious Jumping
Frog of Calaveras County”), and were often preoccupied with
death (“A Dying Man's Confession™). Almost all of Twain’s
stories contain themes or techniques that were used extensively
by the Southwestern humorists.

In these stories Mark Twain uses recurrent themes, allu-
sions, and characters. Perhaps the major theme is the pessi-
mism and cynicism of Twain himself. As early as “The Story
of the Bad Little Boy” (1865), Twain satirically suggests that
he was not pleased with the social morality that was preached
in “the Sunday-school books,” but the tone there is mild when
compared to his later and more nihilistic stories. In three
stories published during the last decade of his life, Twain in-
dicates his disillusionment with the morality of mankind, with
the traditional conception of heaven, and with man’s very
existence. In “The Man That Corrupted Hadleyburg,” greedi-
ness over what appears to be a sack of gold coins devastates a
supposedly incorruptible town; in “Extract from Captain
Stormfield’s Visit to Heaven,” the deceased narrator discovers
wingless and copper-colored angels and learns that “what a
fnan misses mostly in heaven, is company”; and in “The Mys-
terious Stranger,” Theodor Fischer discovers that there is no
existence, that “life itself is only a vision, a dream.” With “The
Mysterious Stranger,” Twain's disillusionment with mankind
is complete, and with it he makes his most barbed statement
on “the damned human race.” Less dominant and less per-
vasive themes focus on ineffectual detectives (“The Stolen
White Elephant” and “A Double-Barreled Detective Story”),
on inverted values (“The Esquimau Maiden’s Romance” and
“The Canvasser’s Tale”), and on clocks and electrical appara-
tus-that do not work correctly.
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Interspersed among these stories are allusions to elephants,
railroads, lightning rods, the game of seven-up, and “In the
Sweet Bye and Bye,” a song which appears in Twain's writings
as early as the sixth century in 4 Connecticut Yankee in King
Arthur’s Court. Among the recurrent characters are innocent
boys who fall in the face of adversity, gullible narrators, poor
artists who become wealthy, learned animals, and many minor
characters named Jackson.

An examination of these stories, then, reveals that they are
filled with elements of Southwestern humor, that the central
theme is the development of Twain’s own pessimism, and
that there are many other recurrent themes, allusions, and
characters which help establish continuity in a collection that
Twain himself did not assemble.

Samuel Langhorme Clemens was born in Florida, Missouri,
on November 30, 1835. The Clemens family moved to Han-
nibal, Missouri, in 1839, and Sam spent several years of his
youth working for Hannibal newspapers. Throughout the
1850’s Clemens was first a newspaperman and later a pilot on
the Mississippi River, but he left the river for Nevada in 1861.
It was in Nevada that he adopted the pseudonym Mark Twain,
and it was there that he met the American humorist Artemus
Ward, the man for whom he wrote “The Notorious Jumping
Frog of Calaveras County.” Twain spent the mid-1860’s as a
reporter in San Francisco, and the publication in 1867 of
The Celebrated Jumping Frog of Calaveras County and Other
Stories brought him immediate fame. Innocents Abroad, a
travel narrative recounting his 1867 visit to- the Holy Land,
appeared two years later. Twain's literary output increased
considerably in the next decade. Like Innocents Abroad,
Roughing It (1872) is autobiographical, but it is based on his
overland trip from St. Louis to Nevada. A year later Twain
collaborated with Charles Dudley Warner on The Gilded Age,
the novel whose title became the appellation for the affluent
years foliowing the Civil War. The Adventures of Tom
Sawyer appeared in 1876, and A4 Tramp Abroad, another
travel narrative which recounts Twain’s 1878 trip to Europe,
was published in 1880. Twain had a great desire to become
wealthy, so he began investing in the Paige typesetter in 1881
and became a partner in the Charles L. Webster Publishing
Company in 1884. Although he made money from publishing,
these two ventures eventually led him to bankruptcy in 1894.
The Prince and the Pauper appeared in 1882, and Life on the
Mississippi was published in 1883. In 1884 Twain made a lec-
ture tour with George Washington Cable and published his
best novel, The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn. A Connecti-
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cut Yankee in King Arthur's Court (1889) satirizes both the
romantic sixth-century England and the industrialized .nine-
teenth century, and The Tragedy of Pudd’nhead Wilson
(1894) introduces Twain’s most fully developed female char-
acter, Roxana, and lampoons the aristocratic citizens of Daw-
son’s Landing. The Personal Recollections of Joan of Arc,
Twain’s favorite, was published in 1896, and the autobiograph-
ical Following the Equator appeared the next year. By 1898
Twain was out of debt, but his financial experiences had
helped solidify his growing pessimism. In the early 1900s
Twain traveled extensively and published no long fiction. He
died in Connecticut on April 21, 1910, The cynical The Mys-
terious Stranger (1916) and the caustic Letters from the Earth
(1962) were published posthumously.

BeNJAMIN FRANKLIN, V
Department of English
Ohio University

Athens, Ohio
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The Notorious Jumping Frog
of Calaveras County

In compliance with the request of a friend of mine, who
wrote me from the East, I called on good-natured, garrulous
old Simon Wheeler, and inquired after my friend’s friend,
Leonidas W. Smiley, as requested to do, and I hereunte ap-
pend the result. I have a lurking suspicion that Leonidas W.
Smiley is a myth; that my friend never knew such a per-
sonage; and that he only conjectured that if I asked old
Wheeler about him, it would remind him of his infamous
Jim Smiley, and he would go to work and bore me to death
with some exasperating reminiscence of him as long and as
tedious as it should be useless to me. If that was the design, it
succeeded.

I found Simon Wheeler dozing comfortably by the bar-
room stove of the dilapidated tavern in the decayed mining
camp of Angel’s, and I poticed 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. I told him that a friend of mine had com-
missioned me to make some inquiries about a cherished com-
panion of his boyhood named Leonidas W. Smiley—Rev.
Leonidas W. Smiley, a young minister of the Gospel, who he
bad heard was at one time a resident of Angel's Camp. I
added that if Mr. Wheeler could tell me anything about this
Rev. Leonidas W. Smiley, I would feel under many obliga-
tions to him.

Simon Wheeler backed me into a corner and blockaded me
there with his chair, and then sat 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 his initial sen-
tence, he never betrayed the slightest suspicion of enthusi-
asm; 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. I let him go on in his own
way, and never interrupted him once.

“Rev. Leonidas W. H'm, Reverend Le—well, there was a
feller here once by the name of Jim Smiley, in the winter of
'49—or maybe it was the spring of '50—I don't recollect
exactly, somehow, though what makes me think it was one or

9



10 Short Stories of Mark Twain

the other is because I remember the big flume warn't finished
when he first come to the camp; but anyway, he was the
curiousest man about always betting on anything that turned
up you ever see, if he could get anybody 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
20t a bet, he was satisfied. But still he was lucky, uncommon
lucky; he most always come out winner. He was alw"ays regdy
and laying for a chance; there couldn’t be no solitry thgng
mentioned but that feller'd offer to bet on it, and take ary side
you please, as I 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 see a straddle-bug
start to go anywheres, he would bet you how long it would
take him to get to—to 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
differencé to him—he'd bet on any thing—the dangdest fel-
ler. Parson Walker’s wife laid very sick once, for a good
while, and it seemed as if they warn’t going to save her; but
one morning he come in, and Smiley up and asked him how
she was, and he said she was considerable better—thank the
Lord for his infnite mercy—and coming on so smart that
with the blessing of Prov’dence she’d get well yet; and Smiley,
before he thought, says, ‘Well, I'll resk two-and-a-half she
don’t anyway.’

“Thish-yer Smiley had a mare—the boys called her the fif-
teen-minute nag, but that was enly in fun, you know, be-
cause of course she was 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 some-
thing of that kind. They used to give her two or three hun-
dred 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 among the fences, and kicking up m-o-r-e dust and
raising m-o-r-e racket with her coughing and sneezing and
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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 leok at him
you'd think he warn’t 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
under-jaw'd begin to stick out like the fo'castle of a steam-
boat, and his teeth would uncover and shine 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 An-
drew Jackson—which was the name of the pup—Andrew
Jackson would never let on but what he was satisfied, and
badn'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 to it—not
chaw, you understand, but enly just grip and hang on till they
throwed 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 in 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 holt, he see in a minute how he’'d been imposed on,
and how the other dog had him in the door, so to speak,
and he 'peared surprised, and then he looked sorter discour-
aged-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 holt 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 if he’'d lived, for the stuff was in him and he.had
genius—I know it, because he hadn’t 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 tomcats and all 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'lated to educate 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
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you'd see that frog whirling in the air like a doughnut—
see him tuin one summerset, or maybe 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 ketching flies, gnd
kep’ him in practice so constant, that he'd nail a fly every time
as fur as he could see him. Smiley said all a frog wanted
was education, and he could do 'most anything—and I 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 ag’in 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 straightfor’ard 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 sce.

“Well, Smiley kep’ 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
acrost him with his box, and says:

* ‘What might it be that you've got in the box?

“And Smiley says, sorter indifferent-like, ‘It might be a par-
rot, or it might be a canary, maybe, but it ain’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 ke 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, par-
ticular look, and give it back to Smiley, and says, very de-
liberate, ‘Well,” he says, ‘I don't see no p’ints about that frog
that's any better'n any other frog.’

** ‘Maybe you don’t,’ Smiley says. ‘Maybe you understand
frogs and maybe you don’t understand ‘em; maybe you've
had experience, and maybe you ain't only a amature, as it
were, Anyways, I've got my opinion, and I'll resk forty dol-
lars that he can outjump any frog in Calaveras County.’
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“And the feller studied a minute, and then says, kinder
sad-like, ‘Well, I'm only a stranger here, and ] ain't got no
frog; but if I 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 him-
self, and then he got the frog out and prized his mouth open
and took a teaspoon 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's, and I'll give the word.’ Then
he says, ‘One—two—three-—git!’ and him and the feller
touched up the frogs from behind, and the new frog hopped
off lively, but Dan'l give a heave, and hysted up his shoulders
—so—like a Frenchman, but it warn’t no use—he couldn’t
budge; he was planted as solid as a church, and he couldn’t
no more stir than if he was anchored out. Smiley was a good
deal surprised, and he 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
shoulder—so—at Dan'l, and says again, very deliberate,
‘Well,’ he says, ‘I 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—I wonder if there ain'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 hefted him, 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 the feller, but he never ketched 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—I ain’t going to be gone a second.” '

But, by your leave, I did not think that a continuation of
the history of the enterprising vagabond Jim Smiley would
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be likely to afford me much information concerning the Rev.
Leonidas W. Smiley, and so I started away.

At the door I met the sociable Wheeler returning, and he
buttonholed me and recommenced:

“Well, thish-yer Smiley had a yaller one-eyed cow that
didn’t have no tail, only just a short stump like a bannanner,
and—"

However, lacking both time and inclination, I did not
wait to hear about the afflicted cow, but took my leave. 1865

The Story of the Bad Little Boy

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 toward 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, I 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; more-
over, 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
feave 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 it 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
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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 for-
giveness, and be blessed by her with tears of pride and thank-
fulness in her eyes. No; that is the way with all other tgad
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 him-
self. Everything about this boy was curious—everything
turned out differently with him from the way it does to the
bad Jameses in the books. .

Once be climbed up in Farmer Acorn’s apple trees 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 sickbed for weeks, and repent and become
good. Ob, 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
bats, 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 penknife, 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 al-
ways 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 sud-
denly appear in their midst, and strike an attitude and say,
“Spare this noble boy—there stands the cowering culprit! I
was passing the school door at recess, and, unseen myself, I
saw the theft committed!” And then Jim didn’t get whaled,
and the venerable justice didn’t read the tearful school a hom-
ily, and take George by the hand and say such a boy de-
served 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
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do household labors, and have all the balance of the time to
play, and get forty cents 'a month, and be happy.' Ng; 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, Jm:
hated moral 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 light-
'ning. Why, you might look, and look, all through the Sunday-
school books from now till next Christmas, and you would
never come across anything like this. Ob, 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 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 2ssence 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 lin-
ger 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
churchyard, 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 ax one night, and got wealthy
by all manner of cheating and rascality; and now he is the in-
fernalest wickedest scoundrel in his native village, and is uni-
versally respected, and belongs to the legislature.

So you see there mever 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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