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THE

BLUNDERS OF A BASHFUL MAN.”

CHAPTER L
IIE ATTENDS A PICNIC,

HAVE been, am now, and shall always be,
a bashful man. I have been told that I am
the only bashful man in the world. How that
is I can not say, but should not be sorry to be-
lieve that it is so, for I am of too gencrous a
nature to desire any other mortal to suffer the
mishaps which have come to me from this dis-
tressing complaint. A person can have small-
pox, scarlet fever, and measles but once each.
He can even become so inoculated with the
poison of bees and mosquitoes as to make their
stings harmless; and he can gradually accustom
himself to the use of arfenic until he can take
444 grains safely; but for bashfulness—like
minc—there Is no first and only attack, no be-
coming hardened to the thousand petty stings,
no saturation of one's hcmg with the poison un-
til it loses its power.
I am a quiet, niceenough, inoffensive young
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12 Tie Biunders of a

gentleman, now rapidly approaching my twenty-
sixth year. It is unnccessary to state that I am
unmarried. [ should have been wedded a great
many times, had not some fresh attack of my
malady invariably, and in some ncw shape, at-
tacked me in season to prevent the * consumma-
tion devoutly to be wished.” When 1 look
back over twenty years of suffering through
which I have literally stumbled my way—over
the long series of embarrassments and mortifica-
tions which lie behind me—I wonder, with a
mild and patient wonder, why the Old Nick 1
did not commit suicide ages ago, and thus end
the eventlul history with a blank page in the

. middle of the book. I dare say the very bash-

fulness which has been my bane has prevented
me; the idea of being cut down from a rafter,
with a black-and-blue face, and drawn out of
the water with a swollen one, has put me so out
of countenance that I had not the courage to
brave a coroner’s jury under the circumstances.
Life to me has been a scramble through briers.
I do not recall one single day wholly free from
the scratches inflicted on a cruel sensitiveness,
I will not mention those faraway agonies of
boyhood, when the teacher punished me by
making me sit with the girls, but will hasten on
to a point that stands out vividly against a dark
background of accidents. 1 was nineteen. My
sentiments toward that part of creation known

_as “young ladies” were, at that time, of a
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mingled and contradictory nature. 1 adored
* them as angels; [ dreaded them as if they were
mad dogs, and were going to bite me.

My parents were respected residents of a
small village in the western part of the State of
New York., 1 had been away at a boys' academy
for three years, and returncd about the first of

. June to my parents and to Babblctown to find
that I was considered a young man, and ex-
pected to take my part in the business and
pleasures of life as such. My [ather dismissed
his clerk and put me in his place behind the
counter of our store,

Within three days cvery girl in that village
had been to that store after something or an-
other—pins, ncedles, a yard of tape, to look at
gloves, to fry on shecs, or examine gingham and
calico, until I was happy, because out of sight,
behind a pile high enough to hide my flushed
countenance. I shall never lorget that week. 1

ran the gauntlet from morning till night. 1 be-_

lieve those heartless wretches told cach other
the mistakes I made, for they-kept coming and
coming, looking as sweet as honcy and as sly as
foxes. Father said I'd break him if I didn't
stop making blunders in giving change—he

wasn't in the prize-candy business, and couldn't .

afford to have me give twenty-five shcets of
note paper, a box of pens, six corset laces, a

bunch of whalebones, and two dollars and fifty - - -

cents change for a two-dollar bill.




