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Frightful Accident to Dan De Quille 
 
Our time-honored confrere, Dan, met with a disastrous accident, yesterday, while 

returning from American City on a vicious Spanish horse, the result of which accident is that at 
the present writing he is confined to his bed and suffering great bodily pain. He was coming 
down the road at the rate of a hundred miles an hour (as stated in his will, which he made shortly 
after the accident), and on turning a sharp corner, he suddenly hove in sight of a horse standing 
square across the channel; he signaled for the starboard, and put his helm down instantly, but too 
late, after all; he was swinging to port, and before he could straighten down, he swept like an 
avalanche against the transom of the strange craft; his larboard knee coming in contact with the 
rudder-post of the adversary, Dan was wrenched from his saddle and thrown some three hundred 
yards (according to his own statement, made in his will, above mentioned), alighting upon solid 
ground, and bursting himself open from the chin to the pit of the stomach. His head was also 
caved in out of sight, and his hat was afterwards extracted in a bloody and damaged condition 
from between his lungs; he must have bounced end-for-end after he struck first, because it is 
evident he received a concussion from the rear that broke his heart; one of his legs was jammed 
up in his body nearly to his throat, and the other so torn and mutilated that it pulled out when 
they attempted to lift him into the hearse which we had sent to the scene of the disaster, under the 
general impression that he might need it; both arms were indiscriminately broken up until they 
were jointed like a bamboo; the back was considerably fractured and bent into the shape of a rail 
fence. Aside from these injuries, however, he sustained no other damage. They brought some of 
him home in the hearse and the balance on a dray. His first remark showed that the powers of his 
great mind had not been impaired by the accident, nor his profound judgment destroyed—he said 
he wouldn't have cared a d—n if it had been anybody but himself. He then made his will, after 
which he set to work with that earnestness and singleness of purpose which have always 
distinguished him, to abuse the assemblage of anxious hash house proprietors who had called on 
business, and to repudiate their bills with his customary promptness and impartiality. Dan may 
have exaggerated the above details in some respects, but he charged us to report them thus, and it 
is a source of genuine pleasure to us to have the opportunity of doing it. Our noble old friend is 
recovering fast, and what is left of him will be around the Brewery again today, just as usual. 


