




NOTE

I translated a portion of this diary some years ago, and 
a friend of mine printed a few copies in an incomplete 
form, but the public never got them. Since then I have 
deciphered some more of Adam’s hieroglyphics, and 
think he has now become sufficiently important as 
a public character to justify this publication.

—M. T.
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ADAM’S DIARY

Monday

This new creature with the long hair is a good deal in 
the way. It is always hanging around and following me 
about. I don’t like this; I am not used to company. I wish 

it would stay with the other animals. Cloudy today, wind in 
the east; think we shall have rain… Where did I get that word? 
… I remember now—the new creature uses it.

Tuesday

Been examining the great waterfall. It is the finest thing 
on the estate, I think. The new creature calls it Niagara 
Falls—why, I am sure I do not know. Says it looks like 

Niagara Falls. That is not a reason; it is mere waywardness and 
imbecility. I get no chance to name anything myself. The new 
creature names everything that comes along, before I can get 
in a protest. And always that same pretext is offered—it looks 
like the thing. There is the dodo, for instance. Says the moment 
one looks at it one sees at a glance that it “looks like a dodo.” 
It will have to keep that name, no doubt. It wearies me to fret 
about it, and it does no good, anyway. Dodo! It looks no more 
like a dodo than I do.
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SATURDAY

I am almost a whole day old, now. I arrived yesterday. That 
is as it seems to me. And it must be so, for if there was 
a day-before-yesterday I was not there when it happened, 

or I should remember it. It could be, of course, that it did 
happen, and that I was not noticing. Very well; I will be very 
watchful now, and if any day-before-yesterdays happen 
I  will make a  note of it. It will be best to start right and 
not let the record get confused, for some instinct tells me 
that these details are going to be important to the historian 
someday. For I feel like an experiment, I feel exactly like an 
experiment; it would be impossible for a person to feel more 
like an experiment than I do, and so I am coming to feel 
convinced that that is what I AM—an experiment; just an 
experiment, and nothing more.
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Then, if I am an experiment, am I  the whole of it? No, 
I think not; I think the rest of it is part of it. I am the main 
part of it, but I think the rest of it has its share in the matter. 
Is my position assured, or do I have to watch it and take care 
of it? The latter, perhaps. Some instinct tells me that eternal 
vigilance is the price of supremacy. [That is a good phrase, 
I think, for one so young.]
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