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The Story of the Good Little Boy

Once there was a good little boy by the name of Jacob Blivens. He always
obeyed his parents, no matter how absurd and unreasonable their demands
were; and he always 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 strangely. He wouldn’t lie, no matter how convenient 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 ridiculous. 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 amusement. So the oth-
er boys used to try to reason it out and come to an understanding of him, but
they couldn’t arrive at any satisfactory 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 allowed any harm to come to him.

This good little boy read all the Sunday-school books; they were his greatest
delight. This was the 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 never did. 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 travel thousands of miles 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 funer-
al, with all his relations and the Sunday-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 gloriously declining to lie to his
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mother, and her weeping for joy about it; and pictures representing him stand-
ing 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 extrava-
gance 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 put in a Sunday-school book. It made him feel a little uncom-
fortable 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 being
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 popu-
lar 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 com-
munity 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 when his time came.

But somehow nothing ever went right with this good little boy; nothing ever
turned out with him the way it tuned out with the good little boys in the
books.

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
broken his arm, Jim fell out of the tree, too, but he fell on him and broke his
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 him again, and then pretending to help him
up. This was not in accordance with any of the books. Jacob looked them all
over to see.



gboboboobobo
gooboobobo
goboboobobo
goboboobobo
gooboobobo
gooboboobo
goooboobog
goboboobobo
goboboobobo
gboboboobobo
gboboboobobo
goboboobobo
goboboobobo
goboboobobo
goboboobobo
goboboobobo
goboboobobo
goboboobobo

gbobooooog

gbobooboboboo
gbobooboboboo
gbobooboboboo
gbobooboboboo
gbobooboboboo
gboboboooobgo
-ggboboobbooon

U
U
U
U
U
U
U
U
U
U
U
U

U
U
U
U
U
U
U
U
U
U
U
U

goboooooo
gboooooo
gboooooo
goboooooo
goboooooo
goboooooo
goboooooo
goboooooo
goboooooo
goboooooo
goboooooo
gooooooo

gooooobobobbbbon
gboooobobooooboobooooo
gobobooboboboboboboboboo
gootb-ocoboobobbo0obuobbouoboobo
gobobooboboboboboboboboo
goboboobobobobooboboboboo
gobobooboboboboboboboboo
gooobooon
gboooboobobbobobooooboboooobo
goobobbooobbobooooobobooobobooboo
gbobooboboboboobobobooboboooo
gboboobobobobooboboboobooboooo

d

O O0oooooooodg

U
U

U
U
U

O O 0O 0o o

good
goo
goo
good
good
g“d
gogo
god
god
god
god
god
god
god
god
god
god
god
god

god
good
gogo
god
god
god

Ooooooooooooo0oogoooodg
Oo0ooooooooooofooooooOd

Ooo0ooooooooooogo™d

O 0Oo0ogoo
Ooo0oo0oooOob
O 0O 0 ogoo

O 0O o0oo0o-d



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 spectacle of him that was astonishing. He examined
authorities, but he could not understand 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 sailboat. He was filled with consternation, because
be 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 man 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 all day, and then
reached home alive and well in the most surprising manner. Jacob Blivens said
there was nothing like these things in the books. He was perfectly dumfound-
ed.

When he got well he was a little discouraged, but he resolved to keep on
trying anyhow. 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 fully 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 word, “To Jacob Blivens, from his affectionate teach-
er.” But the captain was a coarse, vulgar man, and he said, “Oh, that be
blowed! that 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 happened to Jacob in all his life. A compli-
ment from a teacher, on a tract, had never failed to move the tenderest emo-
tions 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 ke had read. He could hardly
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believe his senses.

This boy always had a hard time of it. Nothing ever came out according to
the authorities 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 fix-
ing up a little joke on fourteen or fifteen dogs, which they had tied together in
long procession, and were going to ornament with empty nitroglycerin cans
made fast to their tails. Jacob’s heart was touched. He sat down on one of
those cans (for he never mindee 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 McWelter, full of
wrath, stepped in. All the bad boys ran away, but Jacob Blivens rose in con-
scious 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 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, unless he made it to the birds; because, although the bulk of him came
down all right in a tree-top in an adjoining county, the rest of him was appor-
tioned around among four townships, and so they had to hold five inquests 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 according 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.
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Legend of the Capitoline Venus

CHAPTER 1
[ Scene— An Artist’s Studio in Rome ]

“Oh, George, I do love you!”

“Bless your dear heart, Mary, [ know that— why is your father so obdu-
rate?”

“George, he means well, but art is folly to him—he only understands gro-
ceries. He thinks you would starve me.”

“Confound his wisdom—it savors of inspiration. Why am I not a money-
making bowelless grocer, instead of a divinely gifted sculptor with nothing to
eat?”

“Do not despond, Georgy, dear—all his prejudices will fade away as soon
as you shall have acquired fifty thousand dol—"

“Fifty thousand demons! Child, I am in arrears for my board!”

CHAPTER 1T
[ Scene— A Dwelling in Rome ]

“My dear sir, it is useless to talk. [ haven’t anything against you, but I
can’t let my daughter marry a hash of love, art, and starvation—1 believe you
have nothing else to offer.”

“Sir, I am poor, I grant you. But is fame nothing? The Hon. Bellamy
Foodle of Arkansas says that my new statue of America is a clever piece of
sculpture, and he is satisfied that my name will one day be famous.”

“Bosh! What does that Arkansas ass know about it? Fame’s nothing—the
market price of your marble scarecrow is the thing to look at. It took you six
months to chisel it, and you can’t sell it for a hundred dollars. No, sir! Show
me fifty thousand dollars and you can have my daughter—otherwise she mar-

ries young Simper. You have just six months to raise the money in. Good
morning, sir.”
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“Alas! Woe is me!”

CHAPTER III
[ Scene— The Studio ]

“Oh, John, friend of my boyhood, I am the unhappiest of men.”

“You’re a simpleton!”

“I have nothing left to love but my poor statue of America—and see, even
she has no sympathy for me in her cold marble countenance—so beautiful and
so heartless!”

“You’re a dummy!”

“Oh, John!”

“Oh, fudge! Didn’t you say you had six months to raise the money in?”

“Don’t deride my agony, John. If I had six centuries what good would it
do? How could it help a poor wretch without name, capital, or friends?”

“Idiot! Coward! Baby! Six months to raise the money in—and five will
do!”

“Are you insane?”

“Six months—an abundance. Leave it to me. I'll raise it.”

“What do you mean, John? How on earth can you raise such a monstrous
sum for .me?”

“Will you let that be my business, and not meddle? Will you leave the
thing in my hands? Will you swear to submit to whatever 1 do? Will you
pledge me to find no fault with my actions?”

“I am dizzy—bewildered—but I swear.”

John took up a hammer and deliberately smashed the nose of America! He
made another pass and two of her fingers fell to the floor—another, and part
of an ear came away—another, and a row of toes were mangled and dismem-
bered—another, and the left leg, from the knee down, lay a fragmentary ru-
in!
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John put on his hat and departed.

George gazed speechless upon the battered and grotesque nightmare before
him for the space of thirty seconds, and then wilted to the floor and went into
convulsions.

John returned presently with a carriage, got the broken-hearted artist and the
broken-legged statue aboard, and drove off, whistling low and tranquilly. He
left the artist at his lodgings, and drove off and disappeared down the Via
Quirinalis with the statue.

CHAPTER IV
[ Scene— The Studio]

“The six months will be up at two o’clock to-day! Oh, agony! My life is
blighted. T would that I were dead. I had no supper yesterday. I have had no
breakfast to-day. I dare not enter an eating-house. And hungry? —don’t men-
tion it! My bootmaker duns me to death—my tailor duns me—my landlord
haunts me. I am miserable. 1 haven’t seen John since that awful day. She
smiles on me tenderly when we meet in the great thoroughfares, but her old
flint of a father makes her look in the other direction in short order. Now who
is knocking at that door? Who is come to persecute me? That malignant villain
the bootmaker, I'll warrant. Come in!”

“ Ah, bappiness attend your highness—Heaven be propitious to your
grace! I have brought my lord’s new boots—ah, say nothing about the pay,
there is no hurry, nope in the world. Shall be proud if my noble lord will con-
tinue to honor me with his custom—ah, adieu!”

“Brought the boots himself! Don’t want his pay! Takes his leave with a
bow and a scrape fit to honor majesty withal! Desires a continuance of my cus-
tom! Is the world coming to an end? Of all the— come in!”

“Pardon, Signore, but I have brought you new suit of clothes for—"

“Come in111”

“A thousand pardons for this intrusion, your worship! But I have prepared
the beautiful suite of rooms below for you—this wretched den is but ill suited

»

to—
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“Come in!1!”

“I have called to say that your credit at our bank, some time since unfortu-
nately interrupted, is entirely and most satisfactorily restored, and we shall be
most happy if you will draw upon us for any—"

“COME IN11!”

“My noble boy, she is yours! She’ll be here in a moment! Take her—
marry her—love her—be happy! —God bless you both! Hip, hip, hur—"

“Oh, George, my own darling, we are saved!”
“Oh, Mary, my own darling, we are saved—but I'll swear I don’t know
why nor how!”

CHAPTER V
[ Scene— A Roman Café ]

One of a group of American gentlemen reads and translates from the weekly
edition of I Slangwhanger di Roma as follows:

WonnerRFUL Discovery! — Some six months ago Signor John Smit-
the , an American gentleman now some years a resident of Rome , purchased
Jor a trifle a small piece of ground in the Campagna, just beyond the tomb of
the Scipio family, from the owner, a bankrupt relative of the Princess Bor-
ghese . Mr. Sminhe' afterward went to the Minister of the Public Records and
had the piece of ground transferred to a poor American artist named George
Arnold , explaining that he did it as payment and satisfaction for pecuniary
damage accidentally done by him long since upon property belonging to Signor
Amold, and further observed that he would make additional satisfaction by
‘mproving the ground for Signor A ., at his own charge and cost . Four weeks

ago, while making some necessary excavations upon the property, Signor
Smitthe unearthed the most remarkable ancient statue that has ever been added
to the opulent art treasures of Rome . It was un exquisite figure of a woman ,
and though sadly stained by the soil and the mold of ages, no eye can look
unmoved upon its ravishing beauty. The nose, the left leg from the knee
down ,

an ear, and also the toes of the right foot and two fingers of one of the hands
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