
 
 

 
 

A Connecticut Yankee in King Arthur’s Court 
An Excerpt 

   
 
I knew that the only total eclipse of the sun in the first half of the sixth century occurred on the twenty-
first of June, A.D. 528 o.s., and began at three minutes after twelve noon. I knew also that no total 
eclipse of the sun was due in what to me was the present year—i.e., 1879. … 

I said to myself that my eclipse would be sure to save me, and make me the greatest man in the 
kingdom besides. … I waited two or three moments: then looked up; he was standing there petrified. 
With a common impulse the multitude rose slowly up and stared into the sky. I followed their eyes; as 
sure as guns, there was my eclipse beginning! The life went boiling through my veins; I was a new 
man! The rim of black spread slowly into the sun‘s disk, my heart beat higher and higher, and still the 
assemblage and the priest stared into the sky, motionless. I knew that this gaze would be turned upon 
me, next. When it was, I was ready. I was in one of the most grand attitudes I ever struck, with my arm 
stretched up pointing to the sun. It was a noble effect. …  

“Name any terms, reverend sir, even to the halving of my kingdom; but banish this calamity, spare 
the sun!” 

My fortune was made. I would have taken him up in a minute, but I couldn't stop an eclipse; the 
thing was out of the question. So I asked time to consider. The king said— 

“How long—ah, how long, good sir? Be merciful; look, it groweth darker, moment by moment. 
Prithee how long?” 

“Not long. Half an hour—maybe an hour.” 
There were a thousand pathetic protests, but I couldn‘t shorten up any, for I couldn‘t remember 

how long a total eclipse lasts. … 
It grew darker and darker and blacker and blacker, while I struggled with those awkward sixth-

century clothes. It got to be pitch dark, at last, and the multitude groaned with horror to feel the cold 
uncanny night breezes fan through the place and see the stars come out and twinkle in the sky. At last 
the eclipse was total, and I was very glad of it, but everybody else was in misery; which was quite 
natural. I said: 

“The king, by his silence still stands to the terms.” Then I lifted up my hands—stood just so a 
moment—then I said, with the most awful solemnity: “Let the enchantment dissolve and pass harmless 
away!” 

There was no response, for a moment, in that deep darkness and that graveyard hush. But when 
the silver rim of the sun pushed itself out a moment or two later, the assemblage broke loose with a 
vast shout and came pouring down like a deluge to smother me with blessings and gratitude.”  

 
 —Mark Twain, A Connecticut Yankee in King Arthur's Court (1889) 

 


