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INTRODUCTION

T is a fair, even-handed noble adjustment of

things, that while there is infection in disease
and sorrow, there is nothing in the world so
irresistibly contagious as laughter and good
humour.

My advice to all men is, that if ever they
become hipped and melancholy (as very many
men do), they look at all sides of the questions
applying a magnifying glass to the best ones.

CH. DICKENS



The Extraordinary Adventures
of

Theodorus Gunpowder

MATAMORE HILL

Bold as a stronghold, and conspicuous by its characteristic architec-
ture there stands on a beautiful avenue of Clam Chowder Bay a mansion
that attracts the universal attention by its heroic aspect. Its high-ridged
roofs, its dark painted walls, its yards, gardens, and outbuildings spread
themselves under the protection of a metallic warrior, who, from the
highest pinnacle of the main habitation, brandishes an ever-menacing
sword and causes a miniature howitzer to revolve, to face and dare what-
ever wind that happens to blow.

‘Beware! Proclaims the ever-alert and most valiant warrior. Beware!
 These are the domains of the great, majestic, illustrious Theodorus
~ Gunpowder.

Sk Around the house, on flower-beds disposed as the parapets of a forti-
. fied ‘place, hosts of carefully labeled exotic trees are shooting up and
S revealing the achievements of the glorious Theodorus as an explorer.
" Gum-trees, Calabash-trees, Cocoanut-trees, Mango-trees, Cedrus-Iebani
of Asia-Minor, African Baobabs (Arbos Gigantea), Thuyas Colossus,
Fucalyptus Robusta, Loniceras Brazilianis, all the kings of the world’s
forests are there as if to pay tribute to the master of the premises.
“To read this pompous nomenclature one would think that the
ruces and Pines of North America are dwarfed to saplings by keeping
mpany with such monsters as a Thuya Colossus or an Arbos Gigantea.
his particular instance however, everything is in the name, for the
can Baobab could not afford better than a walking staff, and the
lest' of all, the Eucalyptus Robusta, might hardly furnish an honest
mstick; but for a man endowed with such a vivid imagination as
odorus Gunpowder, the one represents the mysteries of the Black
ent, the other the wildness of the Brazilian back country, the
ensities of Asia or the wonders of the Great West, all things that he
enetrated, braved, vanquished, conquered.

lou should see the admiration with which the notabilities of Clam
ler Bay admitted to the great explorer’s stronghold gaze over
specimens of the strange sylvan world. You should hear the Oh!
m Pennygrabber, the tax-collector; of Dan Stamplicker the post-




master ; the Ah! of Bill Teakitesy the mayor; of Mrs. Myrtle Highbrow
the principal of the public school; the Wonderful! Wonderful! of
Ulysses S. Brazenose, an ex-captain of the U. S. V. army during the
Spanish campaign, who comes every day to discuss with Theodorus Gun-
powder the strategical features of the Great Furopean War.

When these personalities are introduced into the mansion, then the
admiration changes into marvel and the marvel into awe.

The library, which is also the study of the idol of Clam Chowder Bay,
has a center table on which glitter the gilt-edged books that he favors
as the masterpieces of the century. The “Thrice Marvelous and Im-
mensely Incredible Discoveries of Doc. Cook at the North Pole”; “Don
Quixote de la Mancha”; “Through the Brazilian Wilderness,” in which
Theodorus describes the immensities of his discovery in seven-leagued
sentences; “The Winning of the West,” in which he emphasizes the
winning ways of the Western people from among whom he came;
“Modern Eloquence,” in which he explains his own way of convincing
people, using “Maxims” to penetrate the most obdurate skulls; then the
“Encyclopedia of Phrases that Sound Good and Mean Nothing” for
the use of politicians. :

On the main panel of the study which is all overhung with pictures
and geographical productions, two maps of Brazil are pairing. The one
is entitled “The Brazil Known Prior to My Discovery”; the - other,
“T'he Brazil That I Revealed to the World.”

Comparing these two parts of the great Southern Republic, one is .
astonished at the ignorance of the Brazilians before the advent of our
great explorer in their country, for the territory encompassed in his own
map looks three times as large as that shown by the old one. “Sic
Transit Gloria Mundi” one sighs at the aspect of the poor little “Amazon
River” of the old map besides that great body of waters exposed by
Theodorus on his geographical delineation and marked “My River.”
Indeed the “Amazon” itself seems amazed.

Across the study, on the other panel, there hangs an immense picture
of the discovery. It is a symphony of barrenness, sandiness and rockiness.
+ with, as a background, a stretch of awesome mountain mystery. In the
middle of it meanders the astonishing river which crosses lordingly

“The Teddy dales, the Teddy vales
With Teddy trees surrounded;

The Teddy woods, the Teddy floods
Where Teddy echoes sounded.”

On the bosom of the river, at the very place where the other boats

are capsizing with arms and baggage, Theodorus’ canoe is seen gliding
majestically with the explorer at the helm.

No wonder if such an achievement as that exploration of Theodorus
Gunpowder caused torrents of ink to flow. Every great man has his
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BEWARE! BEWARE!

critics, his hypercritics, faultfinders and detractors, and these went so far
as to emit doubts as to the reality of the facts related by him and the
members of his staff.

For instance, some would-be scientist took exception to the fact that
the newly discovered river was at times running “uphill.” Don’t they
know the relation in which the great African explorer Livingstone says
“The Niger River ‘runs up’ so far that no trace of its sources could
ever be developed”?

Just think of that which could have happened but for the fact that
Theodorus Gunpowder brought back the samples of his river that can
be seen on the mantel of his study, besides some shavings of the North
Pole and a bottle containing scintillations of the “aurora borealis” which
were treasured by Doc Cook. They would have denied the very existence
of it.

Those detractors were so insistent. They contested this, and that,
and everything else. The Brazilian mosquitoes as big as a goose, which
are flying around with a brickbat under their wings to sharpen their
stings on, they would not have them. Nuts, whose presence in other
parts of the great Southern Republic is well known, were declared im-
possible in the new territories.

One of the members of the expedition grew impatient at last, and
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to his contradictor he snapped out: “There were, sir, when we crossed
that country.”

They had to be recalled to decency, anyway, these critics. They were
proclaiming from the house-tops that Theodorus Gunpowder is the man
who blows relentlessly his own trumpet. One more lie, let me tell you
that, and just to show you how humble he is, T shall disclose an event
of his Brazilian expedition of which you certainly never heard.

One day Theodorus was bitten by a giant rattlesnake that got him
while he was not looking and managed to get away. Well, now! Just
guess what occurred. On the morrow, it is the rattlesnake that was
found dead. Was not that wonderful? So much to prove that if
Theodorus seems to be on good terms with himself, he is not conceited
in the least, for he did not even report that to the world.

THEODORUS AS A WARRIOR

It is a well-known fact that a few minutes after his birth Theodorus
Gunpowder was in “arms,” and if he was not of a refined workmanship
he displayed, or better, betrayed, the noble virtues of knighthood. No
wonder then, if the smoking-room of his mansion, which is next to the
study, is crowded with panoplies displaying the numberless contrivances
which man has devised since the beginning of the ages to investigate the
anatomy of his neighbor, :

At the bottom row can be seen the crude axes, the silex-headed
spears, the stony tomahawks of the Stone Age. Then, as one goes up,
as one advances into civilization, the arms become more cruel, more
effective; they become labor-saving killing machines. There are rows
of hunting knives, of Malayan krishs, of Turkish yatagans, of Japanese
cutlasses ; rows of pistols, of shotguns, of carbines, of rifles, of revolvers;
again, rows of swords, of sabers, of rapiers. At last there is a saber
from which hangs a small label that reads thus:

“G. WASHINGTON’S COMMANDING SWORD AT LONG ISLAND, 1776”
a heavy pistol labeled

“ORDNANCE PISTOL OF GENERAL U. S. GRANT, 1863”

Overtopping and overshining them all there spreads across the panel
a great, big, curved weapon, under which one reads in capital, flaring
letters :

“MY SABER”
“SAN Juan Hirts, 1898~

At one end of this den of a true son of Mars there hangs a picture
at the bottom of which one perceives this inscription:
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GENERAL TURRIBLE

CoMMANDER-IN-CHIEF OF THE FICHT-AT-ANY-PRICE FORCES

On the frame is printed the motto “Ense petit placidam sub libertate
quietem.” Then on a corner of the canvas itself runs this dedication:

“To my friend Theodorus Gunpowder”

At the other end of the smoking-room that should be better called
“armory,” a great picture facing that of General Turrible, represents
Theodorus himself. There he is on horseback, bold, amazonian, intrepid,
displaying a set of ivories that would scare a crusader, pointing to the
enemy with his cavalry saber and uttering the famous command that
caused the taking of the San Juan Hills from the Spaniards:

“As skirmishers, by the right and left flanks, at six yards take in-
tervals! March!”

Was there ever a command that caused such a passionate controversy
as Gunpowder’s? Most probably not. It stirred the whole military
world.

These regular army officers are puffed up with vanity and feel so
bright that they wonder how people can look at them without wearing
blinders. They were jealous; that is all there was to it.

If at the outset of the Spanish War they had been but the roughest
of the Rough Riders of the West. - If through a fifteen days’ teaching of
a Correspondence School, or a contact of same duration with an U, S. A.
doctor, they had had to learn all about being an able colonel of cavalry.
If they had had to extract their regiment from a real topsy-turvydom
and take it to the battlefield through all kinds of adventures. If after
that they had seen suddenly their squadrons become battalions, their
platoons become companies and every one of their Rough Riders become
a Rough Hiker. What then? They would not consider that Theodorus
Gunpowder had been only “inoculated” for colonel of cavalry. That his
men had been born on horseback, had spent their whole lives on
horseback, that the only march they knew was the one between February
and April; the only “counter” march was the one they used to make
every Saturday night. And they started laughing because none of the
ten commandments Theodorus Gunpowder had learned could apply to
the situation in which he found himself: and because none of his men
were able to catch the meaning of what he shouted.

They turned to him and said: “Why! Your regiment of footmen was
coming up a narrow, hedge-bordered lane in a single file and you com-
mand to display by the right and left flanks. How on earth do you
expect a man to display by his right and left flank all at once? It can’t
be done.” :
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Of course it can’t be done, everybody knows that; but why did not
those regular army officers wait a few years to laugh. They could have
read the explanation given by the colonel in his autobiography.

“This by the right-and-left-flank stuff,” says he, “I put it in my report
just for the sake of appearing technical. In fact, here is what I.com-
manded. As rapidly as one of my men was emerging from the lane I
shouted, Hey! you there, scatter to the right; you, over there, scatter
to the left; you, boy, step lively; understand! And hurry up this way’.”

Obviously the Colonel was right, and this is not the first instance of
a battlefield cry that has passed into history in other words than those
that were really spoken. General Cambronne, one of Napoleon’s com-
manders, answering the British on the battlefield of Waterloo as they
asked him to surrender, is quoted as having yelled at the top of his
voice, “The Old Guard dies and never surrenders.” In fact, I cannot tell
you here what he shouted to them, for this might be read by the ladies.
But you regular army officers, don’t you tease the colonel any more and
ask him to surrender for the San Juan Hills commands, for loathe as I
am to say that he would be the man to wage an “uncivil war,” he might
throw the word of Cambronne to your face even if there are ladies
present, and it would be a disaster. :

Besides you have to give him credit for this fine phrase of his report
on the San Juan battle:

“I must mention the name of Lieutenant Reufhandler, for his energy
in bearing the standard to the forefront was never known to “flag.”

But we had better forget all about this manifestation of jealousy
and be back to the “armory” to observe how decidedly military it is, for
every painting is signed “Sargent” and even the clock when it strikes
the hours booms as the report of distant heavy guns.

How could you wonder, now, if in the midst of such ‘an ambience,
the strategical disquisitions of Theodorus Gunpowder and Captain U. S.
Brazenose of the U. S. V. are of the utmost profoundness? Of course
the Captain, who up to the Spanish War had been a poultry dealer, does
not know as much about military matters as his eminent friend, but
what he lacks in strategical knowledge he makes up by listening. But
you should see the colonel! His steely eyes; his iron hands. You
should hear his concrete reason pouring off red-hot shots of verbal pyro-
technics, and with Captain U. S. Brazenose of the U. S. V. you would
repeat: Wonderful! Wonderful! Yes, you would agree with him that such
a smashing personality would end the European War in a month and
become the world’s umpire.

In would not be fair to close this reference to the great European
conflagration without saying that Theodorus Gunpowder- observes a
strict neutrality, for he repeats constantly: “I do not care a rap which
one of the nations at war is going to beat the Kaiser.”
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