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Little Brother. 

1.

A Boy Too Much. 

IT was of  no use to tell Kate that Augustus—of  the same surname, and aged 
seven years—was a sweet little fellow. He ought to be, considering the number of  
paper-bags, labelled “Stewart’s Assorted Candies,” he consumed per week. Of  as little 
use to say he was a child: there were some children who didn’t put newspapers on the 
strings of  their sister’s piano, and play it was a banjo. Oh! he would outgrow it, would 
he? Then, why wasn’t he sent away somewhere till he did? Or put into something, and 
locked up? Or put under somewhere,—a large barrel, for instance, with the head 
knocked out to give him air, as they do with young tomatoes and pie-plants till they 
arrive at an age when they can come to the table? 

Then Kate Jones’s mother—just like a mother, as she was!—assumed the part of  a 
tenderer variety of  Judge-Advocate; and while she acknowledged that the little 
Augustus did almost exhaust her patience on occasions, recalled a number of  very 
pretty ways he had, nice things he had done, affectionate words he had said, and the 
truly good heart that the child possessed beneath all his boy-mischief! 

For instance: Did not Kate remember how, when the family was boarding at the 
St. Jiminy,—that gilded cage, where families not yet able, in their own estimation, to 
be happily domestic in a house of  their own at a moderate price, were accommodated 
with facilities for being very fashionably miserable at an exorbitant one,—the dear 
little fellow had once shown such an affectionate solicitude for his mother and sister ? 
How, when, after wondering all one Friday why the washer-woman didn’t come home 
with the clothes,—because they wanted to darn the stockings and see the shirts all 
right,—they found, in the evening, that she had come in the forenoon, while they were 
shopping down-town, and that Gus had taken all the clothes out of  the basket, and 
put them away in all sorts of  inconceivable drawers, presses, and trunks, before the 
two ladies returned; and when he was asked if  he had anything to say why the 
sentence of  being spanked until he was red should not be passed upon him, he 
sobbed, and put his little fists into his eyes, and faltered out something which led 
them to understand that the “Song of  the Shirt,” read by his father to them all, three 
evenings before, had left such an impression on his young mind that he had hidden 
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the clothes, to prevent his mother and sister sewing on them and dying of  
consumption? Didn’t Kate remember that? 

Yes; Kate did remember it. And she remembered also another occasion, since they 
had rented their present house in Twenty-third street, when the dear little fellow drove 
away from their connection one of  the most aristocratic young gentlemen in all New 
York society,—young Schumakers Fyndings. To be sure his papa did business down in 
some awful place that her papa called the Swamp; but Kate didn’t believe he ever went 
there, or knew anything about where it was, even. Both directly and indirectly his papa 
might have furnished the calf-skin for his delicate polished boots; but there was not 
the slightest suspicion of  the ancestral leather about him otherwise. No, not in the 
least! And he would have been such a desirable person to know,—but for that little 
pest! And Kate went on rapidly to recite how Master Augustus, contrary to her own 
mature advice, had been permitted to “sit up” at the party, and had the little Misses 
Blummerie invited over to make it pleasant for him; and yet, ingrate that he was, when 
the gentlemen were all out in the hall, ready to go, after the breaking-up, and Harold 
Fitz-Blacktease, the son of  the China trader, came downstairs, and said, “Fellahs! 
who’s got a cigar for me to smoke on my way home?” and no man gave unto him, 
how that wretched Augustus, leaning over the balcony at his side, with slow, unmoving 
finger selected young Fyndings out of  the throng, and said, in a voice distinctly 
audible to all present, “He’s got some; he has: I saw him take six out of  papa’s box up 
in the gentlemen’s dressing-room, and they’re in the inside pocket of  his Raglan!” And 
how young Fyndings turned the color of  his papa’s boot-top morocco, and, in a 
humiliated manner, extended one of  the said six to Fitz-Blacktease; and how she nearly 
dropped with mortification; and how young Fyndings never came to make his party 
call—nor, indeed, a call of  any description—afterward. Did her mamma remember 
that? 

And, only to weary her with one instance more: Could she recall the time when 
Master Augustus turned to that distinguished foreigner, M. Pâté de Perigord, who was 
dining with them previous to taking Kate to see the performance of  “ze inimitable 
Sharl Mattieu” in the “Critic,” with Brougham, Burton, Walcot, and Lizzie Weston, at 
the Metropolitan, and asked him, “Have you got a large salary?” and upon the 
distinguished foreigner answering, in his pretty, broken way, with a disguised surprise, 
that he had “not ze salaire at all,” the enfant terrible bent a severe gaze upon him, and 
demanded, “How can you afford to take my sister to Burton’s then?” And, in general, 
was it among possible remembrances that, on New-Year’s days, the formidable infant 
stood sucking innumerable consecutive oranges at the foot of  the front-steps, and 
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shaking with juicy hands the lavender kids of  the gentlemen who came to pay their 
compliments; or, tiring of  that amusement, ascended to the parlor, borrowed the 
visitors’ hats, asked them where they got them, what they paid for them, and, with the 
same succulent hands, brushed the nap the wrong way? 

In fine, was it on the record how that Augustus never ceased to behave himself  in 
the most heart-rending and peace-dispelling, odious manner, at all times and places, 
universal and particular? Was it, or was it not? That was all!

At this moment the angel spoken of  showed his wings. A harbinger voice in the 
entry cried, “Porgies! Here-er yer fresh porgies! Here they go-o-oh!” The door 
opened, and the terrible child came in. His head, which just reached to the door-knob, 
was covered with a thicket of  corn-silky curls; and, having parted from the comb on 
bad terms before breakfast, had not made up with it since. His cheeks were plump as 
mellow Spitzenbergs, and quite as red, with overmuch shouting of  his imaginary 
wares. These—to wit, the porgies—consisted of  a selection from the valuable annuals 
and vases which ought to have occupied the drawing-room centre-table, and were 
borne, in the hollow bottom of  an embroidered footstool, turned upside down, its 
floss and worsted suffering undesirable attrition with the carpet; and the whole 
establishment, thus improvised, was fastened to his waist by an elegant groseille silken 
cord and tassel from his mother’s morning-dress, which cost at the least twelve 
shillings at Peyser’s. His eyes were a mischievous twinkling hazel: young as he was, 
there was an air of  old waggishness about him, a sense of  the ludicrous, which 
promised the true man of  humor when a few more years in this mixed world should 
have added pathos to his fun. But, at present, he was only the dear, naughty little 
rogue,—one of  those children that you are forever wanting to whip at one end and 
kiss at the other. 

Kate had worked the footstool which this lad was desecrating. With a fateful 
sternness and an agony of  mind which did not express itself  in words, for these had 
proved useless long ago, she put down the under-sleeve she was crocheting, and 
marching up to her brother, began disengaging the cord and tassel from his waist. 

“Take care, Kate,” said the child, with a shake of  his head: “I’m a horse. You’re 
afraid of  horses, you know, and this one is a very bad one. He kicks, and bites, and 
runs away, and does everything that’s bad. Oh, he’s an awful horse! Porgies!here-er yer 
fresh porgies! here they go-o-oh!” 

And he burst away from the young girl to career around the room faster than 
Kate’s offended dignity chose to follow him. 

“My son, take off  that cord and sit down for a moment. I want to talk to you.” 
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This was said very calmly by the mother of  Augustus. 
“Yes, mamma, I will. I’m a good horse to people that treat me kindly and don’t 

make me shy; so I’ll just take my harness off  and listen. May I stand up, mamma, 
while you're talking? Horses never sit down, 
you know.” 

“Yes, my dear, come and stand up by my side and let me take your hand.” 
Augustus obeyed, with very good grace. Kate resumed her crocheting in silence, and 
the mother said to the child:— 

“My son, do you love me—very much indeed?” 
“Yes, mamma, I love you—six bushels.” 
“Why do you love me, Augustus?” 
“Because you're good.”
“Don't you want to be loved, my dear little son?”
“Yes, I want people to love me, if  they wont call me a monkey, and an owl, and 

good-for-nothing, and say I ought to be whipped, and sent to bed, and have my hair 
brushed, and everything mean.” (This with a glance at Miss Jones, who did not appear 
to hear it.) 

“Don’t you think I love you, Augustus?” 
“Yes, you do, mamma.” 
“Why do I love you, Augustus?” 
“Because I’m naughty.”
“Wouldn’t you like to be loved because you were good?”
“Wouldn’t I die if  I were good?”
“Why, what do you mean, Augustus?” 
“Wouldn’t I have to be an angel, and with the angels stand, a crown upon my 

forehead, a harp within my hand? That’s what I mean: that’s what little Jimmy Stilton 
did, and he was good, Kate said. He wanted to be an angel, he did. I don’t, because he 
died; and he didn’t know what knuckle-down was! And he thought that top-time came 
before kite-time! And if  he’s got a harp I don’t believe he can play it, for he couldn’t 
do anything with a jews-harp, and a harp’s an awful lot harder,—isn’t it, mamma?”

“Don’t say ‘an awful lot,’ dear; say ‘a great deal.’ Oh, how sorry I am to think my 
little boy wouldn’t like to be an angel! You can be an angel and live, too, Augustus; you 
can be an angel, and stay to make us all very happy.” 

“I know it; you’re an angel, mamma. Give me a great big kiss!”
“There, dear! there are two instead of  one for you! But let me talk to you a little 

more; did you never read the pretty books you get at school, about being good?”
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“Yes, mamma, and that's just it! Don’t all the good children in books die? Don’t 
Nathan Dickerman sit on a chair in his picture, with something very bad the matter 
with his back, and don’t he die when he’s only ten years old? And don’t little Mary 
Lathrop die when she’s eight? and didn’t she turn round when her brother slapped 
her, and say, ‘Hit me on the other cheek, dear?’ Id ha’ deared him! I wish I’d been there; 
I’d ha lammed him, I would!”

“But don’t my little son remember that all the naughty children in the books get 
terribly punished for it,—say, my little Augustus?”

“Oh, yes, they die, too! they go out in boats on Sunday, and get tipped up; and in 
the pictures you can’t see anything but their hands sticking above the water, and 
nobody comes to pull them out. Or they go up into trees to hook birds’ nests, and the 
limb always breaks, and then they get it! Oh, cracky! don’t they? Everybody dies, in 
books; good boys die, and naughty boys die!”

“What are you going to do, then, Augustus, if  the good boys and naughty boys 
both die?”

“I—I—I—” Here Augustus stopped and scratched his head in deep meditation. 
Finally he brightened up with the discovery of  a capital idea. “I guess,” said Augustus, 
“that I wont be very naughty, nor very good; I’ll be half-an’-half ! and then I’ll keep alive 
fornever and never!”

“O Augustus! Very well! half-and-half  is better than very naughty; and I’m afraid 
that my little boy is that, too, sometimes.”

“Yes, I am; I’m very naughty to-day; for I’ve been playing porgies with the books, 
and the vases, and the 
footstool, and your cord. But I wont do it any more. And I’m very naughty to Kate, 
too, to-day; but I always am naughty to her because she’s so naughty to me,—and, 
besides, I do hate that Spindle-shanks!” 

“Augustus! I shall punish you, if  you call your sister names!” 
“I aint a-callin her names; she isn’t spindle-shanks.” 
“Who do you mean, then, Augustus?” 
“I mean that old thing, Mr. Lilykid, who is all the time coming to see Kate, and 

drinking papa’s Champagne, and dancing polkas with Kate, and taking her to the 
opera, and calling me ‘sonny!’ Just as I was coming upstairs with the porgies Johnson 
let him in, and asked me would I tell Kate that a gentleman was in the parlor; and he’s 
been here ever since, cooling his heels while I was up here talking,—that’s what 
Johnson calls it when he has to wait. What does “cooling his heels mean, mamma?” 

“Good Heavens!” ejaculated Kate; “and you never told me of  it, you wicked, 
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wicked boy I If  you don’t whip him for this, mother, I shall think you mean to let him 
rush headlong to destruction!”

So saying, she jerked the bell-pull, as if  it were Master Augustus’s ear, and 
communicated with some faintly tintinnabulating conscience in the basement of  his 
system, instead of  merely sounding an alarm to Johnson in the kitchen, who 
straightway knocked at the door. 

“Go down immediately to the parlor, Johnson,” said Miss Jones, in a tone whose 
sternness was just enough smothered to fall short of  the guest below,” and tell Mr. 
Lilykid that, by a mistake, I was only, informed just now of  his being here, and will see 
him directly. And remember, Johnson, never, on any occasion when you have a 
message for me, to give it to Master Augustus, but bring it yourself.”

“Directly” is an idea of  such wonderful elasticity that, in the seventh sphere of  the 
spiritual world, where Mrs. Hatch informs us that we shall be clothed with ideas in 
lieu of  matter, it will probably answer to the India-rubber of  this present gross life, 
and be manufactured into all sorts of  ethereal overshoes, belting, shoulder-straps, 
water-proof  coats, and stretchable arrangements whatsoever, by some Horace Day of  
that stage of  existence. “Directly,” with the soldier and sailor, means as long as it takes 
to turn on their heels; with the waiter at the eating-house where I lunch, it means as 
soon as the fat man in the next box has ceased to be hungry, thirsty, and morning-
paper-ivorous; with young ladies in general, it signifies any conceivable lime, from half  
an hour and rising, in which a lovely mauve barége robe may be put on, its skirt, 
under-skirt, and over-skirt shaken down, so as to lie airily over those magnificent 
thirty-spring skirts, with tapes woven in and adjustable bustles, created by the 
wondrous Mrs. Peddie, of  Bowery, just below Bleecker street. This was what 
“directly” meant with Miss Kate Jones in particular. 

With a sweet smile upon her pretty mouth,—which was not the result of  saying 
“papa, propriety, poultry prunes, prisms,” but of  a still better recipe,—the banishment 
of  all thoughts concerning that dreadful Augustus,—she descended to the parlor, and 
met Mr. Lilykid with a voice from the “Young Lady’s Behavior-Book” and a bow from 
the third figure of  the Lancers. Mr. Lilykid, being a gentleman who ran entirely to the 
small and well-polished toes of  good society, either had no heels to cool or ignored 
them completely, reciprocating the greeting as if  he had only come in within the last 
three minutes. 

“Did any one ever see such a contretemps?” warbled Kate, with a light-hearted 
laugh. “Here you have been kept waiting, so rudely, I don’t know how long,—it must 
be ten minutes, I dare say.” 


