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1 DEDICATE THIS BOOX TO MY NEPHEWS

FRANK AND JOE.



PREFACE.

—_—

TrESE reminiscences are written to satisfy the Auton who com-
posed them, and to amuse the Autons who may read them. Grown-
up people never cemse to be young. They are only old boys
with hats and whiskers, and old girls with frizettes and eye-
glasses, that 's all. Therc are many Auton houses in the land,
and lots of Auton children wandering over it, but the original
Auton House is gone forever, and we can only catch the echo
of its revelry in our ear, and detect o smack of its good cheer
lingering on our tongue.

Az an old-fashioned dish, now and then, iz not unpalatable, so
perhaps a few chapters of reminiscences may be tolerated, pro-
vided they do not overtax our pn.bia-nce by their platitudes.
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CHAPTER FIRST.
AUTON -BABYHUOOD,

Y name is C. Auton, a boy-baby. They
blew in my face to keep me alive. My
parents had so many children that my
advent troubled nobody but my mother
and Doctor Posset.

I struggled with existence in the
usual senseless manner. The first lig-
, vid T ever swallowed was a spoonful of

S @ ) tepid sugar-and-water.

Ilay on Miss Betsey Arnold's lap for hours, so poor and weak as

hardly to be able to keep together. The whole lookout of life was

sad and unnatural. 1 had no idea I should be such a fool, and was
ashamed to be unable to hold up my heed. 1 found, also, to my
chagrin, that Miss Betsey's supporting hand behind my ears was
necessary to keep me from tumbling together into a little heap.

My eyes got constantly crossed looking at Miss Betsey’s gold spec-

tacles, and I was continuslly trying to see how wide I could stretch

my mouth, and what new grimaces I could make at invisible people.




10 RECOLLECTIONS OF AUTON HOUSE.

When I did this in my sleep Miss Betsey said it was the wind in my
stomach. My poor little knees were dreadfully red and mottled,
and when I lay on my back they came way up over my head.

I made frequent attempts to stick my finger through that soft
" spot between the sutures on the top of my cranium. People who
enw my little finger-nail pronounced it the smallest on record.
‘When Miss Betsey and 1 were alone I inspected my digits to dis-
cover what there was so “ awful cunning” about them. When the
parson came to see me nurse asked him if I was not a “beauty.”
The conscientious man, 1 am told, got over the difficulty by saying,
“ Well, he i3 a baby.” When I was sufficiently cohesive to bear pin-
ning, I passed my time driveling over Miss Betsey's finger, and
repeating the inane expression “a-goo!"

Grown folks know little about the real trouble of “ being dressed.”
Prinking for balls and dressing for dinners is nothing to the ma-
tutinal lavations of babyhood. It is the bore of infancy. Miss
Betsey was a ‘“cleaner” in every sense of the word; and when
she once * put her hand to the plow " she went straight through,
regardless of screams, and kicking the air, and loss of breath.

Almost the first thing Mirs Betsey did to me, after supporting
my neck in the bath-tub to prevent my head from bobbing under
the water, was to let me drip on the blanket. Then she rubbed my
back into a bright ruby-color, and “adjusted " the apology for a
shirt over that hunchy strip of wrinkled flannel which pinched my
sides underneath, This ruffled ©“ apology " was three or four times
too wide for its length. Miss Betsey first folded it in n broad
plait in front, while 1 lay on my back; then, after I had been
flopped over on my face across her knees, like a batch of dough, she
took another broad plait in the rear. To keep this skimpy thing in



