
What is dark matter

She told Joan what she remembered herself of 1870.  She had

turned her country house into a hospital and had seen a good

deal of the fighting. I tried to check myself.  I assured myself that I

was witnessing one of the horrors of Molokai, and that it was

shameful for me, under such circumstances, to be so light-

hearted and light-headed.  But it was no use.  The next event was

a donkey-race, and it was just starting; so was the fun.  The last

donkey in was to win the race, and what complicated the affair

was that no rider rode his own donkey.  They rode one another’s

donkeys, the result of which was that each man strove to make

the donkey he rode beat his own donkey ridden by some one

else, Naturally, only men possessing very slow or extremely

obstreperous donkeys had entered them for the race.  One

donkey had been trained to tuck in its legs and lie down

whenever its rider touched its sides with his heels.  Some

donkeys strove to turn around and come back; others developed

a penchant for the side of the track, where they stuck their heads

over the railing and stopped; while all of them dawdled.  Halfway

around the track one donkey got into an argument with its rider. 

When all the rest of the donkeys had crossed the wire, that

particular donkey was still arguing.  He won the race, though his

rider lost it and came in on foot.  And all the while nearly a

thousand lepers were laughing uproariously at the fun.  Anybody

in my place would have joined with them in having a good time.    
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