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Mr. Butinsky.

APOLOGIES

It matters not a farthing to me what I am called,
so I am called in time to get my meals regularly,
or jump down the fire-escape when the hurry wagon
COmeS.

My reason for this “dare-devil” break is
,

some

o
f my so-called bosom friends are calling me a
n

iconoclast, because I choose to throw down my
own idols and kick them into cocked hats.

If the fact that I have found mine to b
e putty
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8 Autobiography of a Johnny

and papier-mâché seems to throw a dubious light
upon their own, that is no affair of mine. I shall
go right on throwing my putty balls at imaginary
heads, and kicking my papier-mâché collection of
curios and antiques into imaginary spring bonnets
or German pancakes, just as though I were the King
of Iconoclasts on a “rare jag.”

If I find an occasional faded rose or a crumpled
little glove over which I linger a bit affectionately,
that is my affair too.
I am not necessarily an iconoclast because I draw
aside the asbestos curtain, at a critical moment, and
reveal the wriggling, writhing mass of funny things
it conceals. I had to pass through it myself before
I recognized it to be one continuous vaudeville in
which every man and woman must at some time
play a foolish part.

I am no “purist” or “goody-goody.” I frankly
admit I have a few just kicks coming, and I am
going to administer them in the proper spot to make
the most lasting impression, and, incidentally, cause
a few loafers and cads to take their meals off the
top of the ice chest for a while. It would require a
hydra-footed kicking machine to do justice to all of
them, and it would have to work overtime.
I am the “horrible example.” I shall not spare
myself. So must the others stand up and take their
hourly doses without making faces. I’m the doctor
this time.

The so-called social world may accuse me of “reck
less automobiling,” or class my story as “batty,” or
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due to “brain-fag,” upon reading this, my autobiog
raphy, but I am out of the game and I could not
pass peacefully into a state of oblivious desuetude
without administering righteous rebuke to a sinful
world for having made me old before my time and
for having caused me untold misery and wretched
ness during my brief and dissipated life. The pain
I have suffered has more than off-set the monumen
tal fun I have had.
There is no using holding on. I am passé. I can
not be sustained by the false belief that the pristine

beauty of youth is as fresh at fifty as when the bloom
upon my innocent cheek was perennial and renewed
only by the stealthy little fairies that “paint things”

while we sleep, like those silly “cascarets.”
Now I must keep the blamed “stuff” upon my
dressing-table to keep up the appearance, for the
sake of some old society “hag” whom I courted
thirty years ago.

I am so disgusted I am driven to tell the truth.
I have gone the pace that cripples, but does not
kill outright.
I sit, in my misery, and dare not even think, be
cause when I think my mind assumes a retrospective
mood and torments me beyond endurance. It is
then I see things.
All my past passes before my eyes—a writhing,
wriggling vortex of foolishness, labeled “fun.”
In the midst of it all I see myself, a wrinkled,
warty old bump; my garments hanging in grotesque
disorder; my crown, a tarnished ruin, cocked on
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the side of my “nut,” for all the world like a second
edition of “King Dodo,” with a pathetic stare in
my face, and a squeak in my joints like a rusty hinge.

I could be the real thing in the “Wizard of Oz”
and save the cost of the “armor.”

The red-fire which once threw a glamour about
me has been displaced by the cynical halo of the
purple and gray of a “has been.”
I see myself as others see me, then I yearn to tear
something. In such moments of desperation I rend
with much violence the three little sprigs of hair
which fringe my glossy pate.

I seize my bucket and sponge and sob myself to
sleep—unless I can get my hands onto a champagne
bucket, then I put myself to sleep, just the same.
What I am now trying to figure out is

,

what is

that spirit which never wears out nor grows old,

but remains always vigorous, to torment, tease, and
laugh at the broken old husk o

f
a body which has

spent it
s vitality in a whirl before it gets on to the

true purpose o
f life?

Why does it bob up, every now and then, to give
us the “willies” and make us wish we had never
been born?

All of my former companions in “social foolish
ness” are, like myself, passé, therefore I can indulge

in this my last foible without suits for “damages,”
“promise o

f marriage,” o
r

“alienation o
f

affection”—

I have had more than my share of these inevitable
luxuries.

I am convinced the latter cause is an absolute
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fallacy in all cases, and only useful to fatten the fee
boxes of impecunious lawyers.
Alas, poor me! Hell is located right here, near
“Haversac.” The period when one breaks in is
when he discovers himself to be an old roué, wholly

and irrevocably out of the game. Then retrospection
opens up a vista of a past heaven which makes the
present a perfectly well-regulated antithesis.

Of all the sights a sinner can see
Is to see himself as he is,
And contemplate the frightful fate
That soon his hide will siz
For the deeds of crime,
Over years of time,
He has committed to wriggling rhyme,
While his head was befuddled with fiz.

This is positively my last effort. It makes me
sick at the stomach to think back over the old “tow
path,” when the sweet alder-bush grew where Sherry

now “cops the coin,” and the cheerful buck-wheat

cakes seemed to grow on the bushes out at “Aunt
Jane McCormick’s” Harlem farm. Only the very
old timers remember back this far.
But, “what's the use?”—this is not my purpose.

I desire to sacrifice myself; make of myself a
“horrible example” to younger men just starting into
the whirl. I admit I should like to be that myself
again. I could do better with another try.
Thanks to a robust constitution and a manly de
termination to live down the past,—after finding

myself getting too old to carry a load,—I survive
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to tell this horrible “nightmare.” Horrible, because
I know I am wide-awake and it is the real thing.
“My bolt is shot.”
Well, I am no saint, although I am sorry that I
was so great a sinner. However, I am mean enough
to say I can gloat over my own “cussedness” and
“misery,” because in telling of them I can get even
with some of the “he and she fiends” who “help

Satan some.” Moreover, these are things they can
not take from me.
They took my heart and bumped it about like a
borrowed umbrella.
They took my money—but never mind, I had my
fling. There is no kick coming on that score.
I was always called a “game loser,” whatever that
means; thousands of men have gone broke or to jail

because they were “game losers” and “good fellows.”

I suppose I am bound for the “Old Johnnys' Rest,”
which should be next to—any old place.

But I am going to give some of my “lady friends”
(?) a jolt.
I am going to remind a few of those “butterflies”
who fluttered about my “light” that they were not
the only “human cherries” in the bottle. They all
played me false! I knew it, but, the dear irrespon
sible things, if we vulgar men would not set the bad
example, and let it “get out,” they would b

e truer

and better “playthings” and more worthy o
f

life
companionship.

Cut out the gush! Well, I can not help it;
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there is a time for remorse, and it is no respecter of
person.

It is when we sit and pick at the wrinkles on the
face and hands, or rub our rheumatic or gouty
joints, that remorse, regret, and sorrow seize us,

and shake us, like old-fashioned “buck ague.”

I sit thinking of those “rosy days” and my tele
phone rings. “Hello!” A familiar voice, by Jove!
“Is that you, Johnny, old boy?” comes trickling
down the wire like a basket of broken glass.

There is something dangerously familiar about it
,

notwithstanding the husky, raspy tones.
“Yes, this is I. What is this, pray? Pardon me,

I mean who is this?”
“Why, you fickle old jade, you have even forgot

ten my voice,” comes another basket o
f “stage glass.”

In sheer desperation, I make a guess: “O; it's you,
Gracie; pardon me, the 'phone is not talking well
to-day. It must have been u

p

o
n Broadway too

late last evening. Ha, ha! How are you, girlie, any
way? Ha, ha! I'm very glad to see you.”
“Well! I like that,” comes a

n ominous rumble

over the trembling 'phone. “Gracie! No, this is

not Gracie! This is Florence.”
“O, forgive me, Florence.” Who the devil is

Florence, anyway?
“Why, o

f course, old chap. I'm only here for a

few days, and felt I could take the liberty of calling
you up once more, for old times' sake, eh?”
The same old story. The same old stunt. Let
the asbestos curtain drop right here. That “once
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more, for old times' sake,” has made many men and
good women go batty once too often—there are no
good men.

Florence must line up with the balance of the

derelicts. I was the “derelict,” however. She jilted
me for no good cause. I wanted to marry her. I
wanted to marry all of them, at some stage of the
game, as far as that was concerned.
In fact, there was a period in my life when I
thought to be a full-fledged Mormon was about the
next thing to being the Sultan of Morocco, but with
less real responsibility.

That day is passed. No good woman will marry
me now, which is another cause for shame and re
morse.

I started to tell my life story, but the “old lights”
seem to flare up, and in the fluttering glare I look
again into the past—that period of “old Delmonico
and respectable lush.”
Every man should be compelled by law to drown

himself at fifty, or lose himself, to make room for the
younger set.
Those “mangy old maudles” used to “make me
sick.” I attribute my chronic liver trouble to an
uncompromising antipathy for the gray and purple

old “has beens” who used to butt in and make my

life miserable. They are always infested with that
most disgusting of all the vile habits indulged in by
coarse, vulgar men, “chronic ogle,” or “evil eye.”

Thanks to the fact that self-respecting women loathe
such creatures, but few men, young or old, will allow
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themselves to be caught thus insulting women, and
these few sooner or later feel the sting and swish of
a pliable cane, the ire of an old-fashioned magis
trate, or the door out of public places at the end
of an unyielding brogan.
Discriminating magistrates never punish a man
for thrashing a “masher.” By a “masher” I mean
the “puppy-witted fellow” who insults every woman
he sees, with his persistent, impudent stare, in the
belief that he can attract her attention and rake up

an acquaintance which he is too low and vulgar to
seek by legitimate introduction. He may be of any
age.

The old fellows are not necessarily mashers. They
have known so many people in their day they only

have to stand around and try to brush up with the
younger set. This is what makes them odious. They
spoil the legitimate fun of others who are in their
prime.

I admit it! I admit it! I, myself, played along
the “frilled edges” some years after my legitimate
time. I make due apology.
But who knows where the dropping off time
comes? We are not always “as young as we feel.”
And what are you going to do with the “old
cubs?”

-

I say “colonize” them. Why not? Surround
them only with their kind—the “has beens.”
Call it the “Has Beens’ Home,” or some other
appropriate name describing the purpose, like “The
Old Johnnys' Rest,” or the “Oglers' Roost.”
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I have something to be thankful for. I discov
ered the limit in time to regale myself with a little
innocent sport at the expense of those who gave me
the merry ha, ha! at times when I was doing my best
to amuse and edify them.
I shall not spare the lash for those fickle little
wretches who used to “eat me up” to-night and then
let me see them “maudlin” with Tom, Dick, or
Harry the next evening.
They rubbed it into me, bless their wicked souls.
Now my time is come, and I'm going to rub mine
in with a wire brush.

I hate a fickle jade as much as she adores a pros
perous “Johnny.”

I was exceedingly impressionable when in my
prime. I quickly got in love, and it clung to me
like malarial fever. When I was in love I “ran to
poetry” like a June-bug runs to a corn-flower.
I was in love so much it became chronic, and I
have never been able to boil the “poison” out of my
system. It will break out on the slightest provoca
tion, or the sight of a provokingly pretty woman.
My “mental jags” took grotesque turns. Some
times my effusions would stick, at other times they
wouldn’t, consequently I could never tell positively,
in advance, whether it would be a “suit for dam
ages,” one for “breach of promise,” or just a plain
“cuddle,” with no earthly hope of breaking it off
without breaking my neck.
Well, I must confess it

,

although I blush for my
humiliation, this went on for years, before I tumbled
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to the fact that I was the victim of my own conceit,
and that I was at no stage of the game “the only
swallow in the chimney.”

There was that inevitable “lobster,” with money,

with his two per cent for cash charm, his red “gent's
tie,” his “tan shoes,” and squawky clothes, his big
cigar, and plethoric purse.

He is only one of the “fifty-seven varieties of
human pickles” that butt in and make life miserable.
He puts a commercial value on the sweetest senti
ments of life.

That inevitable lobster with money.

He takes the sentiment and romance out of the
pretty things by his vulgar methods, yet mighty few
of the ladies can resist falling a victim to him when
he starts after them with his money-baited hooks.
The humble “Johnny,” with one bottle of wine
in sight at a time, looks puny—and sober—by the
side of a “bulgy man” with a lot of “friends” and a
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