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If it please your neighbor to break the sacred calm 

of night with the snorting of an unholy trombone, it is 

your duty to put up with his wretched music and your 

privilege to pity him for the unhappy instinct that 

moves him to delight in such discordant sounds. I did 

not always think thus: this consideration for musical 

amateurs was born of certain disagreeable personal 

experiences that once followed the development of a 

like instinct in myself. Now this infidel over the way, 

who is learning to play on the trombone, and the 

slowness of whose progress is almost miraculous, goes 

on with his harrowing work every night, uncursed by 

me, but tenderly pitied. Ten years ago, for the same 

offence, I would have set fire to his house. At that time 

I was a prey to an amateur violinist for two or three 

weeks, and the sufferings I endured at his hands are 

inconceivable. He played "Old Dan Tucker," and he 

never played anything else; but he performed that so 

badly that he could throw me into fits with it if I were 

awake, or into a nightmare if I were asleep. As long as 

he confined himself to "Dan Tucker," though, I bore 

with him and abstained from violence; but when he 

projected a fresh outrage, and tried to do "Sweet 
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