


TIPEJVICNIOBHME A TOJIOBEHYEHKO
KOMMEHTAPHI A AHTOHOBOI1
XYOOKHUK A CKOPOJLYMOB

Jlunxonbn Creddenc
MAJIBYUK HA JIOWALU

Ha aneaudickom assike



NPEOUCJIOBHE

Jinukonbr Creddenc (Joseph Lincoln Steffens) popunca B 1866 rogpy
B CEMbE COCTOATENHHOrO GHSHECMeHa, BJAJIeBIIErO HeGOMBLIEM NOMECTHEM
B wmraTe Kanudopuua. O ceoux gmerckux rogax Creddenc nospHee pac-
ckaseiBan B «ABTOGHOrpaduu»*, meppas 4yacTh KOTOPOH BBILIA TPH €ro
JKHSHH OTLEJbHOH KHHIOH M B NepeBojie Ha PYCCKHH S3BIK M3BECTHa IO
HaspaHueM «MaJlbyiK Ha JOWAanHy.

B ionoctu Cretderc usyyan cumocopuro B KanudopHuiickom yHHBep-
CHTeTe, 3aTeM JJs NPOAROJIKeHHS obGpasoBanus xus B EBpone, rze cayman
KypCHl B yHuMBepcuTeTaXx Depusyna, Mionxena, Jlefinmura, IefinensGepra,
B Cop6oune, a Takxke paGoran B BpuranckoMm Mysee B JIOHAOHe.

YHuBepCHTETCKas HayKa He YIOBJETBOPHJA JOGO3HATENBHOTO U TKIT-
JIMBOTO IOHOWY, OH TOTHA YKe NpHIUEeJ K BEIBOAY, YTO XKH3Hb, NpPaKTH-
uecKas [eATeNbHOCTh HAcT eMy GoJblue, yeM yHuBepcureT Ho mHe cpasy
OH Hames cBoe npusBaHme. OH ellle BepuJ B TO, YTO Kaxpipil aMepuka-
Hell, yMelowuil pa6oTaTh, B COCTOSHMH ofecneyuTh ce6s B xu3HH. Ho
KOrla OH, MOJIOHOH uyesoBeK, NOJIHHI CHJI, NPOIUEXMMH YHHBEPCHTETH 1A
eme u eBponefickue, BepHyJcs B 1892 r. Ha popuHY, TO IOArO HE MOr
NOJIyYHTh paGoTy, M ero Bepa B paBHBle A Bcex BosMoxHoct# B CIIIA
OuYeHb TOLIATHYJACh.

C TpyZOM YCTPOHMBIUMCH B HbIO-HOPKCKOH rasere «MBHHHT MOCT», OH
BCKOpe 34apPeKOMEHJ0BalJ ce6sf Kak MacTep OCTPOTO H HHTEPeCHOro pemnop-
Taxa No (DHHAHCOBHIM BONPOCAM.

Vcnex Creddenca Kak KypHaJUCTa CBS3aH C JBUKEHHEM T.H. « pas-
rpebarenefi rpsau» Tak NPe3pPUTENBHO, HCNONB30BAB BhIPAXKEHHE aHTJIHi-
ckoro nucatens XVII sexa [IxoHa DBenbsiHa, TorgawmmHull amepHKaHCKUI
npesuneHT Teomop PysBesbT Hassanm rpynny nucatenell ¥ KypHAJHCTOB,
KOTOPHIE B CBOHX BBICTYTJIEHHSIX OTpaKaji HENOBOJNBCTBO YacTH MEJKOH
6ypPKyasHH M HHTEJJIHTeHIMH YCHJIEHHEM BJaCTH MarHaToB KDYMHOTQ Ka-
MHTaJa B HACTYNHBIIYIO 30Xy HMNEpHaJH3Ma.

* The Autobiography of Lincoln Steffens. N. Y., 1931
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B pabotax Jiunkomsua Credenca, Uapamaa dxyapaa Paccena (Charles
E. Russell), Afixt Tap6esn (Ida M. Tarbell), Pes Crennapna Beiikepa
(Ray Stannard Baker), [ssupa TI'poxsma ®uamunca (David Graham
Phillips), TycraByca Maftiepca (Gustavus Myers), 3nrtona Cuskaepa
(Upton B. Sinclair) u Apyrax uuTaTe]b HaXOLHJ MHOTHE HHTEpeCOBaBluHe
€ro TeMul! 0 CKOJAYHBAHHH KDYNHEIX KaNHTAJOB, O AEATENbHOCTH KOHUEp-
HOB ¥ TPECTOB, O MYHHIHMNAJLHOH MOJHTHKE, XMUIEHHSX Ha JKeJIe3Hol Jio-
pore, 0 CTPaXOBEIX OGLIECTBAX, MaXHHAUMAX GaHKHPCKHX KOHTOP, KOPpyil-
[HH TOJHTHYECKON MAlIHHBL.

«Pasrpe6atend rps3H» He NPHHAMANH YYacTHS B DPEBOJIOLHOHHOM
IBHKEHHH paGOuyero xjacca, BeJH AHTHHMIEDHAJHCTHUECKYIO KPHTHKY ¢
pedopMHCTCKHX nmosumul, TemuaH ce6s Hajnexa0H NpOOYyHHTb «COBECTL»
GH3HEeCMEHOB M MCIPaBHTL BpeMeHHEE HenojagkH. «To ObIH HaHuBHHE
BpeMeHa, H M ObLIM HauWBHBE JIOAH», — BenomuHasw Creddenc Bnocaex-
CTBHH.

Wsa crareit Credpenca, B KOTOPEIX OH BEICTYNAJ NMPOTHB MaxHHauui npa-
BHTEJLCTBEHHHIX UYHHOBHMKOB H KOPNOpAlHH, BEIPOCAH OCTphie NYyGJHIM-
cTHyeckve Kuuru: «[Tosop ropojoe» (The Shame of the Cities, 1904),
«Bopb6a 3a camoynpassienue» (The Struggle for Self-Government, 1906)
u Jpyrue

HaunGosbIiue#t M3BeCTHOCTBIO NOJB30Bajack neppas Kuura Creddenca,
TZe OH TOBOPHJ O KODPYNIMH KaK O HalHOHasJbHOM siBjieHun. Credoency,
paboraBmeMy penopTepoM B rasere Yoaui-cTpuTa «KoMMepliHas axseprait-
3ep» H XOPOIIO 3HAKOMOMY C JOKYMEHTaJbHRIM MaTepHaJoM, VAaJoch yGe-
IHTEJBHO NOKa3aTh, KaK NPOMHIIIEHHbBE M (DUHAHCOBHE TPYNNUPOBKH B
Ounanensdun, ITarrc6ypre, Cent-Jlynce, Yukaro, Huio-Fopke u B apyrux
ropojiax MOJYHHHJAH Cele moMMTHUecKufl annapaT. JJis 3TOrO OHH HCHOJB-
30BaJil AAMHHHCTDATHBHEIE OPTaHH, COCTOSBIUHE H3 JiOfed, KOTOpHe PpY-
KOBOJICTBOBAJICh TONBKO CTPEMJIEHHEM K HaXKHBe, He OCTaHaBJHBAJHCh HH
nepes vyeM.

Octpeie nomuTuueckue crathit Cretddenca BLSBaNM OXKUBJEHHLIE 06CYXK-
LeHHS, OTKJHKH, OTJEJbHEC OTPHIBKH M3 HMX INlepeleuaThIBAJHCh B Nepe-
ROBHMAX. Y mHcaTeJs HAamJoCh HeMaJO €IHHOMHIUJEHHHKOB, C KOTODHIMH
OH IIOTOM COCTOAJN B IOCTOSIHHOR IepelHcKe B TeueHHe MHOTHX JeT.

Credtenc, xax u gpyrue «pasrpe6aTens rpsA3H», HAHBHO BEPHJ B
BO3MOXHOCTb YJYUIUHTb MOJOMXKEHHe, He MeHss OGIIEeCTBEHHOrO YCTpOHCTBA,
[TocTenenHO OH CKJOHAETCS K MBICJH, YTO BHHOBATH HE JIOXW, @ CHCTEMa,
YTO ¢HMf [bsBOJIA — COMBINOK GH3HEC», YTO IOCUOZCTBO GAHKOB M TPECTOB
— npouecc OGBEKTHBHEIN M HCTOPHUECKH 3aKOHOMepHe. OH OTXOHUT OT
«pasrpebatenelt rpAsu», KOTOpHeE K Hayany 10-x rojoB yxe BO MHOTOM
HcuepnanH CBOH TBOpYECKHE BO3MOxkHOCTH. Ho mpofizer eme Hemaso Jert,
npexpe uem Creddenc, uenosex uectHefimedl nymd, BEITpaBAT B cebe Ju-
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Gepana. Bexoit Ha MyTH K TOMYy CTaja NepBas MHPOBas BOHHA, KOTOPYIO
oH Bcrpetds B EBporne.

Berynsenne CIIA B nepsyro MHPOBYIO BORHY HaHECJO OULYTHMBIR yHap
smubepanuamy CreddeHca, sacTaBHNO TPE3BO B3TJIAHYTH HA MHD H BHICTY-
NUTH TPOTHB BOHHEI MBI NaBHO CTaMH WMIEPHATHCTAMY, — NHCaJ] OH, —
HO He XOTHM B 3TOM NpH3HaTbcs. Mbl NMpHCBaHBaeM KYCOK 338 KYCKOM, H
BCAKHH pas MO OCOGBIM OCHOBaHHAM M Kak 6ynaTo Ges pagocTi». Msyuas
XOJi BOHHEI, HCTOLIEHHE CTPaH-YYaCTHHL, OH Bce GOJblle MPHXONMJ K BHI-
BOZY, YTO TaKas BOHHA 3aKOHUHMTCS PEBOJIOLHOHHEIM B3phBoM. Ewe He
pasfupasch r1y60KO B CONHAJHCTHYECKOH TEODHHM, OH BCe e cTas bJmike
K CTOPOHHMKaM PeBOJIOLHOLHOIO mnepeycTpoiicTBa obmecrsa. Otcioga mo-
HATEH ero MHTepec K CTpaHaM, TIJie pasropanach HaIHOHAJBHO-0CBOGOAM-
TesbHasE Gopeba M IPOHMCXOZHJA PEBOJIOLLHS.

B 1916 rony Creddesc noexan B MeKcHKY, e B TO BpeMs HaXORHJCS
B KayecTBe KOppecnoHZeHTa ero MmoJqonod apyr JxoH Pun, BIOCJEACTBHH
H3BECTHEI! aMepWKaHCKuli KoMMyHHCT. ITosnHee B «ABTOGHOTrpadmus Cred-
teHC pacckasas o6 HCTODHUYECKOM SHAYE€HHHM MEKCHKAHCKON DeBOJIOLHH,
O CBOMX CHMMAaTHAX K MEKCHKaHCKOMY HApOZY. ¢S5l BHIEN MEKCHKaHCKYIO
PEBOJIIOLHIO, — MHCAJ OH B OZHOM M3 CBOMX nHceM.— S XOuy MNOHATH
sHaueHue peBomonuit. ViXx He TaKk YK MHOrOs.

Bo Bpems cBoux moesgox B CCCP B 1917, 1919 u 1923 rozax Cred-
teHc eme paspelss HIOSHH HCKJIOYHTEJLHOCTH aMEPHKaHCKOrO KaluTa-
JIi3Ma, TI0JIarall, YTO aMEepPHKaHCKOMY KalHTaJM3My Y AacTcs SBOJIOHOHHEIM
nyTeM NPHATH K CO3JaHMI0 TaKOro e CBOGOJHOrO OT SKCIJIyaTaluH
ofiecTBa, KaK # coBeTcKoe. Brepehie mnonasueMmy B Poccuio mucareso
Hago GBLIO MOTPaTHTh HeMasno YCHJHH, UTOGH pasobpaTbCs, He 3HAs S3H-
Ka, B NPOMCXOAMBIIAX COOMTHAX. HO OH KajHO BIHTHBaJ HOBOE, WIeJ Ha
yauubl, Ha sacepaHus Ilerporpanckoro Cosera, Ha MHOTOYHCJIEHHHE COB-
paHusi ¥ MUTHHH. Kag yecTHmli B o6BeKTHBHHI HaGmonaTems, Credderc
He MOT He BWJETb OTDOMHBIX YCHJMK GOJBIIEBHCTCKOH NapTuW, eXUHCTBEH-
HOIl CHJIB, KOTOpasi IOCJENOBATEJbHO Goposach 3a YJHOBNETBODEHHE Ha-
CyWHBIX TpeGoBaHWE Hapojga. «UTO IOpasHJO MeHs, — BCIIOMHHAET OH, —
TaK 3TO OJNIMHAKOBBHIA XOJ COGHTHE MOBCIOAY. . . MOBCIOAY (opMypoBamHCh
CoBeTsl, ¥ HauHHAJHCh GeCKOHEYHLIE, HenpeKpalmaomuecs fedatsl. . . Bee
MapTHH B MEHBUIMHCTBE, HM OJHA He COCTaBJsJa THe-Mu60 OCOJNbIIMHCTBA,
HO GOJbLIEBMKH Bcerja ORIM CIVIOYEHH, OHY — eJJMHCTBEHHEIe, Y KOTO Ohljl
SICHBIX TJIaH, TOT e caMulff CTapHif NJaH B3ATh BJACTb M YCTAaHOBHTh
GYyKBaJIbHEI COLMANU3M, AMKTATypy NpOJeTapHaTa B JIHUE COJJAT, KPecThb-
gH # paGounx B Coperax, M36paBHEIX npodcol03aMH, acCONUaLUIMH,
rpynnamus.*

* The Autobiography of Lincoln Steffens, p. 767
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Boabwoe sausiaie Ha Creddenca okasano ceugadue ¢ B. H. Jlenunum
B 1919 r. On nucan: «JleunH GOblI IITYPMAHOM, @ APYTHE JIMIIbE OOLIKHO-
BEeHHBIMHM MOpenJaBatesisiMu. . . Korza s sbimess M3 XabuHeTa, s NOYYB-
CTBOBAJ, KaK B MOell TOJIOBe DOXJIAIOTCA NJONOTBOPHEIE MuicaH. . . Hauwe
BO3BpallleHHe 13 PoccHE OHJIO 3aHATO OCMBICIHBAHHEM BCEro BHAEHNOTO,
MBI BCE TIEPEXKHBAJH YMCTBEHHYIO DEBOJIOLHIO, KOTOpas NMPOHCXOHHJA NOJ
BIMAHHEM PYCCKOR pEBOMONME M JaBajla HaM OLIYlleHHEe, 4TO MHl CMOT-
pHM Bnepej».*

Cretdency Guna ocofenHo 6muska GopbGa MOJIONOH COBETCKOH pec-
ny6MHKY 3a NpeKpalleHue MMMepHaJdHcTHYecKof BofiHkl, 32 BceoOmui MHp,
HEOZHOKPAaTHO OCYXJaJl OH HHTepBEHUHMIO NpPOTHB Hee, NOJYepPKHBaJ,
YTO PYCCKas DeBOMIOIMS COBeplUaeTCs He TO/bKO B HHTepecax Hapojos
Poccuy, HO u B OOWMX HHTEpecax TPYAAUIUXCH BCEro MHpa.

Boseparusumcs B CIIIA, CregdeHe cTal HeyTOMHMBIM IIpONaralfHCTOM
HOBOrO ofmiecTBa: BRICTYNAJ C JeKHHAMH 0 Poccuu B pasiHuHBEIX TOpojax
CIIIA, or Jloc-Aumenoca no Hoio-Mopka, 3a uTo ero TpaBHJiM, OTKaskpa-
JIACh NeuaTaTh CTaTh¥, a AHTJIMHCKOE NPaBHTEJbCTBO 3aNPETHNIO €My HaMme
BBE3J Ha TEeppHTOpHIO Beell Bpuranckoit uMnepuu. «[Toka eme He apecro-
Bamu», — STH CJ0Ba vyacTo caemmagd or JI. CreddeHca ero cecTprl,
Ipecnenosanus He morJu 3acraButh Creddenca orkasaTeess oT 60ph6Hl 3a
npusHanue CoBerckoit Poccuu.

Mupopoit skoromuueckuit kpusuc 1929-1933 rr. nonopsan epy Crep-
tenca B ¢uckmountesbrocTe» CIIA u y6efns B TOM, UTO HeJb3s TIOKOH-
YHTh CO 3JIOM KaNHTaNH3Ma, He YHHYTOXKHMB CaMOTO KamuTaausma. B sty
TOL6I OH IpPOJOJ/IXaeT GOJBIIYIO JIEKIHOHHYIO paGoTy, B KOTOpOH Hesame-
HHUMEIM TOMOIIHMKOM OBLIA €ro XeHa DJla YHHTEp, HECKOJBKO pas roce-
THBlUAA Hamy cTpaHy. Uepes Hee u cBomx Apyseil Credienc mopaepxusadf
cBA3M c pafourM IBU:KEHHeM. BHuMaTesbHO cjejun OH 3a 3a6acTOBKOM
COOPIMKCB (PYKTOB, pabOUMX XJONKOBHIX nJantauuii B posmuHe Can-
Hoaxun (KamuopHus), BEICTYIIEHUSMH MODSIKOB 3amafHoro mnobepexss,
3a BceoGme# saGacroBkoit B Can-®pannucko. Jletom 1932 roma Credpenc
Hapany ¢ T. Hpaiisepom, III. AHzepcoHOM M APYTMMM NepelOBnIMH IHCa-
TeJSIMH, TOANHCA] MaHU(ECT, KOTOPHI NPHSHIBAJ HHTEJJIHIEeHIHMIO NOLAED-
¥XaTh BBICTYNJEHHS PaGOuHX.

B 1931 r. BuImIO B CBET caMmoe 3HauuTeNbHOE mpokasegenue Creddenca
«ApTOGHOrpacduay, CTapliee IMMPOKO M3BECTHHM 4 32 pybexoM. B Kuure
nsTh uacrefi: «Mambuuk Ha jgomazme (A Boy on Horseback), «Kusub B
Heto-Hopke» (Seeing New York First), «Pasrpe6aten rpasu» (Muckraking),
«Pesomouus» (Revolution), «Crosa B AMepuke» (Seeing America at Last)
EMy xoresoch pacCkasaTth IOJADPACTAIOLEMY NOKONEHHIO O CBOefi IKH3HH

* The Autobiography of Lincoln Steffens, p.p. 798-799
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TaK, 4TOObl OHO HE CJ/ieasio TeX OWMGOK, KOTOpHE COBEPIINJ OH caM H ero
cBepcTHHKU. [Tucaresn pa6otanm Hap asroGuorpaduelr ¢ 1925 mo 1930 rog,
MHOTO pa3 nepejiesikiBas M JONOJHAS KHHTY. B nuceMe or 25 Hosbpsa
1925 rona on ormeuan: «Hauan nucaTte asToGuorpaduio, H paGora npox-
BUraeTcs CTOJIb YCIEINIHO, YTO He NepenHcaJ HH OJHOH IJIaBE, HU ONHOTO
asama. YiKe rOTOBO ueTHIpe IJiaBhi».* [TucaTess JOATO OGLYMBIBaJ 3arjia-
BHe IPOM3BeJIeHHUs, CHaya/ja NMpeAroJaraj HassaTh «KA3Rb HEMCKYIUEHHO-
ros, «<McrnoBens pasrpeGareni IpA3H» R JHIIb [O3JHEE OCTAHOBHJCS Ha TOM,
1O, KOTOPBIM H3BECTHO Tenepkb NeuaTHoe M3JaHHe KHHrH. Bo Bpems paGoTel
Han aBroGuorpadueii Crepdenc napan yHTaTh PYKONHCH CBOMM GJH3KHM —
JKeHe, CecTpaM, APY3bsSM M 3HAKOMBIM, BHUMATEJIbHO IPHCJIYLIHBAsCh K 3a-
MeuaHHAM, OTJe]HBasg M OTULMGOBEIBAA XaxKAylo cTpamuny. Hexoropsie
u3 Jpyself, NO3HAKOMHMBIIHECH C NEPBBIMH [JaBaMH, COBETOSAJH Or'paHH-
YHTBCSI TOJNBKO PacCKa3oM O JAETCTBe, ApYrHe NpelJarajid INHCaTh, He Aa-
Basi 0GOGIIeH: A W He BEICKASKIBAS CBOETO OTHOMIEHHS K MDPOHCXOMSITHM
coburruaM. Ho Bece ato He ynosmereopsso Creddenca, ero aaMmeices pas-
BHBAJICH MHaye, 4eM NpejnoJarasH nepBhle IMEeHUTENH ero TpyAa. B nucome
or 7 despana 1926 roga oH rosopus O XxapakTepe Bcefl Kuuru: «Xors
MHOIO HaNHCaHO yKe JEeBATb IJiaB ¥ BCe OHH O MOEM [eTCTBe, HO pacckas
O HeM BHIJIUJICA B CaMOCTOSTeNbHYO ¢opMy. . . DTo He pasrpeGaHue
rpasy, He oOuiocodckuft TpakTaT M Jaxe He H2J0XKeHWe (DaKTHUECKHX
cBeneHnit, § pymalo, YTo 3TC JOCTYIHOE TIOHNMAHHIO IIOBECTBOBaHME,
KOTOpOe oGO MOKET YHTATh H, €CJY OHO NMOHPABHTCH, JOYHTAET A0 KOH-
na. Koneuno, 10 cux nop sTo Obla cepHs pPaccKasoB: 060 MHe H MOeM
TOHHM, MOeM KepeGeHKe ¥ IPYsbiX NETCTBA. . . HO 7 HaMepPeH paccKasaTh
0 TOM, KaK repoif — HecBeAYIMi MaJbyyraH — IO3HaeT NOCTENEHHO MHp.
OnTuMHSM KHHMTH MOXKET BBI3BATb HEeJIOYMEHMe, H OH, HaBepHAKAa YIHBHT
MOMX CTapHIX aHTaTeNefly.**

B zpyrom muceMe ot 23 sHpapst 1926 r. OH BhICKasasl OueHb HHTEpecC-
Hele BSTJIAJHl Ha cBoeoGpasme aBTOGHOrpaduueckoro xaHpa: «PoMaHB B
Halle BpeMsl Bce GoJblne HOCAT aBrobuorpaduueckuii XapakTep, a XKHSHeE-
ONHCaHHS BCe fBCTBEHHEe NPEBpallAlOTCA B XYIOXKECTBEHHBIE NpOH3BEJe-
HHS, CKOpO OHH coJjbiorcsd. KusHeonmHcarus GyIYT CO3JaBaThCs He TakK,
KaK HCTOPHYECKHMe COUHHeHHfA. . . IlucarTesu NpHBIEKaloT (akTE, OTHOCH-
Iyecss K ONMpefefIeHHOMY NEPHCIY M HeJOBeKY, KaK Marepwat AJas Guorpa-
¢uy, CO3jaHHOH HX BOOGpaXkKeHHeM» ***

B kuure Creddenca MH HafijeM Kak YMeJOE HCIOJb30BaHHE HCTOPH-
YeCKOro Marepuala, Tak H MHCATeJbCKYI0 (aHTasyio H BOOGpaxeHHE.

* The Letters of Lincoln Steffens, v. II, 1920-1936, p. 718
** ]bid, p. 731
*** Ihid, pp. 727-728



ABTOp CyMesl BuIfiTM 33 paMKu CBOefl HSHM, OH pacCKasal O COGBITHAX
aMEPHKAHCKOM HCTOPHH H OGIIEeCTBEHHOH MEICAM NOYTH 32 NMATBIECAT JIeT.
«Asrobuorpadmoy Credpderca MOXHO paccMaTpuBaTh KaK HCTODHKO-JIHTE-
paTypHOe TMOBECTBOBAHKE, TIJe JAETCH XapaKTEPHCTHKA MHOTHMX BaXKHBIX
coCLITHI MUDOBOH HCTOpUM: MEKCHKaHCKOH pepomiouud, Ilerporpaga 1917
roza, OKTAGPECKOA PEBOMIOLKH, 3aKYJUCHON KH3HM IlapmKCKof MHPHOH
koupepenuun. ITepes Hamu NPOXOZAT KPYMHENLIKe NOJHTHYECKUE LesTelH,
JUONM HCKYCCTBA, JIMTEpaTyphl, HAYKH, NPOCThHIe TPYXEHHKM. B ommcaHmax
aBTOpa MBI BCETJAa YyBCTBYeM, Kak 3a CYJbGOH pacckasuuka CTOST MHOrHe
yesoBeyeckhe Cyns6hl OH BHAHT 332 yacTHHIM — Ofllee, KHSHb CTDAHHL,
nesof anoxu,

Creddenc, cosnaBas «AsroGuorpaduio», OMUpANcs NpPexLe BCEro Ha
TJIOZOTBODHbIE H CBOEOGpasHble HALMOHAJIBHHE TPAAMIMM 3TOrO KaHpa, Ha
«ApToGuorpadmior B. ®pankimua, «Yongen» Topo, kyurd Mapka Tsexa.
Ho Creddenc npunaer MEOruM pasnesiaM cBOEro NPOHSBEAEHHS HETORYIOLITH
xapaxTep; «AsToGHOrpadHsiy SIBASETCS CKHHrof mepeoyuyuBIIErocss. STO
MHTEDECHEI! M OTKPOBEHHHN! DacCKas WYECTHOrO M AYMAIOLWIEr0 YeNOBeKa
€0 BpemeHd H O cee», a ueM Gosblle MHOrOrDAaHHAs, TaJaHTIHBAfA JHY-
HOCTb BOMpaer B cefs caMmble BaXKHbE COGHITHS CBOef SIOXM, TeM 3TO WH-
TepecHee H LIS COBPEMEHHMKOB H JJI MBOTHX IOCJELYIOIIHX IIOKOJEHHIL,

Ho xomua csonx pueft Credenc ocTaBajcs CTPaCTHHIM HCKaTeneM
npasisl. B palpl KOMMYHHMCTHYeCKOH NApTHH CBOeH CTpaHBI OH BCTYIAJ
B 1935 roay, yxe Gyayuu cmepressHo Gompubm. M. Wmed u E. Tlerpos,
GecenoBaBIIKe ¢ MHCATENEM 33 MECHU 1O €r0 KOHWHHHI, mucanu: «OH yMep
OT napaiyya cepAua sa cBOed Mammpkolt. Ha mucre 6ymaru, xoTophi
TOpYa! M3 Hee, Obla HeJONMHCAHHAs CTAaThbs 00 MCHAHCKHX COGHTHAX.
TMocnennue cnoBa sTof cTaThi 6B caenyiomue: <M, aMEPHKaHIK, L0~
XKHBl [OMHHTb, 9TO HaM IIPHIETCS BecTH Takoil xe 6oft ¢ damucramuy.*

Tlocne cvepru Credenca B 1936 rony Bbimes c6OpHEK <«JIHHKOMBH
Creddenc rosopurs (Lincoln Steffens Speaking), omy6nukosaHHEHH: ¢ mo-
MOILBIO KEHEl H Apyselt MOKOBHOTO, XyJa BOLITH €ro CTAaThbH O 3YKHU3HH H
RestensHoctd JI. Pupa, OTPhBKA u3 cTaTedl, B KOTOPHX cOjeprKarci BaX-
Hbe CcyXnemus o Tsopuectse A. P. Buabsamca, P. ®doxca, cympyros
BeG6os, B. llloy u xpyrux, a Takxe agOpHSMH H MeTKRe BHIpaXenus. 31ech
TIHcaTesb BHOBb BRICTYnaeT B 3amury Bemukoli OkraGpsckoil pesoaronuy.

Muoroneranst nepemucka JI. Creddenca (The Letters of Lincoln
Steffens), nspannas B 2-x ToMax B 1938 I., fBJSeTCA KaK GBI JONOJHEHHEM
K «ABToGHOrpaguu». ITuceMa JarOT BOSMONKHOCTE [IPOCJEMTh IIYTh, MPOH-
Rennei CredeHCOM OT IOHOWM-WACANHCTA [0 BHIAMIUIEroCs HACATENS,

*W. Wmed w E. Ilerpos. Cobp. couw., T. 4. Toc. man. Xyn. JHT,
M. 1961, crp. 334



«BEJIMKOTO peropTepas AmepHkU. B MHOTOUHC/IEHHBIX KODPECIOHJIEHUHAX
POIHBIM, NPY3bAM, MHCATENsM, XKYPHAJHCTaM, NPENCTABHTENAM HCKYCCTBA
¥ HaykH, OGIIECTBEHHBIM M TOCYRZapCTBEHHHIM JesTesiM OH OXPaThlBaeT OT-
POMHBI! KPYT' BONpPOCOB. 3jech ceMefiHHe Jesa, BONPOCH BOCHHTAHEA, JIH-
TepaTyPHl ¥ MCKYCCTBA, CJIOMKHBIE NMOJHTHYECKHE NPOGJEMBI KaK OTEUeCTBEH-
Hble, TaK H 3apyGexuble. [lepes HaMu He NacCHBHEIY cosepuaTenb, a ye-
JIOBEK, MPHHHMAIOMME Bce GJHMSKO K CEpALY, OH HE OCTaercsl PaBHOALVII-
HBIM, KOIJia BHAMT HeCNpaBeJJMBOCTb M JIOXKb B MHpe. DTO TaKKe M Kpym-
HBIl MacTep cJoBa, O€CMOKOHHEIH NyGNMUMCT, XOPOWO TOHHUMAWHA Te
GoJiblMe M GJIaropofHble 3afayd, KOTOPHlE CTOAT Mepel IKYPHAaIHCTHKOH
u juteparypoli. Ilo muenuto Creddenca onu BOMKHH cayxuth GopbGe 3a
yaAyyllleHHe NpaB TPYRSLMXCS, CTPOHUTENLCTBY HOBOIO COLMAJbHOrO NMOpSA-
Ka, rxe 6Bl BOIIOTHIMCH KOMMYHHCTHYECKME WIealbl, FOpSAY0 OTCTaHBaeMble
uM. MsBecTHrlit amepuxanckmit nucatenp Kapa Csupbepr (Karl Sandburg,
p. B 1878) oTMeuan B mpegucJoBHM K JBYXTOMHHKY mnuceM Creddenca:
«Ero ctuiib GBI HACTOJIBKO SPKHM, NPHCYWIEM TOJBKO €My, UTO NeyaTaemoe
UM He TpeGoBano moxmucd. CTHAB, KOTOPHIM HAMHCAaHH €ro NevaTHhHe pa-
GOTHI, YYBCTBYETCA M B €ro JHYHOH nepemuckes.*

* *
*

TepBast yacTs «ABTOGHOTr padhuri», o3araasieHHas «MaJbuHK Ha JIOWAANY
u usnaugad B 1935 roxgy, crasa KJacCHYeCKMM IIPOH3BEIEHHEM M CTOHT
B OXHOM psiny ¢ pomaHamu Mapka TeeHa, tpuaorueét Iopbxroro, «Iet-
crBoM Temmi» H. Iapuna-Muxafinosckoro, «ercrBom Huxutes A. Toa-
croro u ap. Kak u B stux xuurax, y Creddenca Mup peGeHka OKashl-
BaeTCsl LIHpe «IEeTCKOTO» BOCHPHSTHS, B HEM OTpaxaercs GoJbluas XKHSHb
Ecnu 10HOro yuTaTesst B Hell yBJeueT HEHCTOLIMMAast Ha BEIAYMKY M IIpH-
KJIOYEHHsT Masbuuieckas (baHTasHs, TO BSPOCJBIE uuTaTeNb HaWIeT 3ech
BEICOKYIO [IOSTHYHOCTb U Bepy B uesioBeka. IIpuTAratelbHas CHJa IOBECTH
mpexkae BCEro B GOJbLIOH NPaBRHBOCTH W MCKPEHHOCTH, B OGasHHM IJaB-
HOr'o repost JISHHH, uYesioBeKa INEeJpOro cepiua, OT3BIBYHBOrO, YYTKOTO,
B 3aMevaTeJbHHX ofpasax Jojell TpyAa, C 30JOTHIMH DYKaMH, COXPaHMB-
IUMX ONTHMH3M HECMOTDSI Ha KW3HEHHBIe TPYAHOCTH.

CreddeHc cymen nmpaBRHBO pacckasaTh O CBOEM JETCTBE, NepeHOCACh
B JaleKHe TOfH, rje GBIM He TOJBKO IIpeJeCTb H OYapoBaHHe, HO M
KpYyLIeHHe MJLIO3HH M HaWBHEIX IpEACTaBJeHHH. DacKphBas ICHXOJOTHIO
reposi, IPOHMKasd B €ro AYIUEBHBIA MHp, aBTOP TOBOPHT O pPasiyMbsX
MaJibuMKa Haj XKusHeio. HukTO He Mor paTe JISHHH MCuepIbIBarOMmMil
OTBET Ha MYUYHBLUME €r0 BOMPOCH, HMKTO He 8HaJ, KaK paspelnTb NpoG-
JieMEl Ko6pa M 8Jja, OTJIHYHTH XYPHEIX Jiofed or xopommx. MckpeHHOCTH

* Hur. no The Letters of Lincoln Steffens, v. 1889-1919, p. vii
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¥ BHHMaHHE, Dajyllde H YeJOBEHHOCTb JISHHH BCTPETHJ Y NPOCTHIX TPY-
JKEHHKOB: ¥ JKeJeSHONOPOKHOTO CTOpOXa, y oropojsuka A-Xyxa, npu-
exaBIero B AMepHKY, KaK M KOBOOR-aHMJMYaHMH B TOHCKax 3apaGoTKa,
B ceMbe Qepmepa Hunu Kaxknwii w3 HuX pacckasan JlsHHH o ceGe, 0
TpOXUTON KHSHH, O NJlaHax Ha GyAyulee. O6masch C HHMH, OH BCe
GoJblle 3afyMEIBaJicd. OTUErO TOJBKO B MeUTax OGpeTaeT cuacTbe ero
IpYr—KeNe3HONOPOKHEI{ CTOPOX, KaKas Nevaib TOYHT 3A0OPOBBE MHCCHC
Huau, moueMy Tak pasouapoBaHel B xkusui kuTaell A-Xyk u KoBGOH,
nposBagHHl «repuoroMy. B AMepHKe OHM He HAIUJHM CuacTbsi, He COhi-
JHCh MX MeuThl. ITeuajeH BHIBOJK, cAeiaHHbit A-XyKOM — BCIOLY TO Xe
camoe, Besje cyab6a Lns GeZHAKA OKashIBaeTCH 3J0H Mauexoi.

Bce TO xopomee, CBemioe, YTO Jand JISHHHM NPOCThE TPYMKEHHKH,
NpOABAAETCH B €ro OTHOMmEHHH K JoiaM. Ho ruasioe, B ueM OH yGex-
JlaeTCs — UTO HafiesiThCH B JKH3HH HYXKHO IIpeXJie BCErO Ha CBOM CMJIBI:
«Tenepp s 3HaN TBEpPAO, YTO €CIH § XOUY UeMy-HHOYIb HAYuuTBCS, TO
MHe TpHjAeTcs caMoMy O cefe NO3a6OTHTbCS, NPUOETCS CaMOMy HCKaTh
yuuTesefl. . »

Xopomo packpuTo dopmupopande Moaogoro Creddenca 3a roaet
yue6nl B Kamudopuuiickom u eBponefickux yHusepcuterax. O craBua
T10Jl COMHEHHe IEHHOCTb 3HaHHE B 00JIaCTH TYMAaH¥TADHLIX HayK, H3yuyae-
MBIX YYalluMHCS B aMepPHKaHCKMX yHuBepcHrerax. OCyueHHe Ha pojuHe
3aCTaBHJIO €ro CJeJ/aTh BHIBOJA: IJlaBHOE BHMMaHue ofpaliajoch Ha yxe
IIaBHO TOSHAHHBE Bellld, M BCe 3TO JeJaJoCh Pajd NMOJYYeHHS IUILIOME,
4TOGHl ITHTOMEI IOCKOpee CMOT «Ciefdarth Kaphepy». Becmokofinoro, Huy-
wero uctuny Creddenca He ynoBJeTBOpHIA M eBponeficKas YHHBEPCHTET-
CKasl CXONaCTHKa, KOTOpas He JaBaja HayyHOro OTBeTa Ha KODEHHHe
npoGnemst sTHKH. OH pelraer 3aKOHYMTH ofyueHWe M HayaTb [1paKTHYeC-
KYIO LesITeNbHOCTb, YUHTBCS Y KHSHH.

Kaura Creddenca «Manburk Ha Jomaaus CBHAETENLCTBYET O GOJBIIOM
MacTepcTBe nucaTtens. B mpoussenenun otpasuncs K GOJBIION ONBIT
Crederca — MacTepa raseTHOro pemopTama, BEJMKOJENHO BJAJCIOLIENO
(opMoit TOCTYNMHOTO, XHUBOTO H3JNOMEHHS. B KHHIe HeT CJOMKHBIX CJO-
BeCHBIX YXHILDEHHIl M 3aMbICJOBATOCTE!, HEOOBIUHHIX CIOKETHBIX XOJOB.
Ona npussieKaeT CTPORHOCTHIO H NPOAYMAHHOCTHIO NOCTPOEGHHS .

«AsroGuorpadus» JI. Crebgenca, Brmemmas B Gypusie 30-e romsl,
OKasasia GOJbLIOe BIHSHME HA YMHL uutaTenelt. HemaBucTb X MHpY Kanu-
Taja, JXW H HacUJud, raybokasd Bepa INucaTeJs B TPYHOBOH Hapox, B
HOBBI! COLMANUCTHUECKUH MHP ONpELe/M/M 3HAYEHHE ITOrO 3aMeuaTelb-
HOTO NPOH3BENEHHUS .

A. Toaoseruenko
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A Boyon Horseback



Chapter I
WHEN I WAS AN ANGEL

Early in the morning of April 6, 1866, in a small house
“over in the Mission” of San Francisco, California, I was
born—a remarkable child. This upon the authority of my
mother, a remarkable woman, who used to prove her proph-
etic judgment to all listeners till I was old enough to make
my own demonstration. Even then, even though I was
there to frown her down, she was ever ready to bring forth
her evidence, which opened with the earthquake of 1868.
When that shock shook most San Franciscans out of their
houses into the streets, she ran upstairs to me and found
me pitched out of bed upon the floor but otherwise un-
moved. As she said with swimming eyes, I was “not killed,
not hurt, and, of course, not crying; I was smiling, as al-
ways, good as gold.”

My own interpretation of this performance is that it was
an exhibit less of goodness than of wisdom. I knew that
my mother would not abandon me though the world rocked
and the streets yawned. Nor is that remarkable. Every well-
born baby is sure he can trust his mother. What strikes
me as exceptional and promising in it is that I had already
some sense of values; I could take such natural events as
earthquakes all in my stride. That, I think, is why I smiled
then; that is why I smile now; and that may be why my
story is of a happy life—happier and happier. Looking
back over it now for review, it seems to me that each chap-
ter of my adventures is happier than the preceding chapters
right down to this, the last one: age, which, as it comes,
comes a-laughing, the best of all. I have a baby boy of my
own now; my first—a remarkable child, who—when he
tumbles out of bed—Ilaughs; as good as gold.
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I was well-born. My mother, Elizabeth Louisa Symes,
was an English girl who came from New York via the
Isthmus of Panama to San Francisco in the sixties to get
married. It was rumored about the east that the gold rush
of 49 had filled California with men—self-selected, ven-
turesome, strong young fellows who were finding there
gold, silver, and everything else that they sought, excepting
only wives. There was a shortage of women of the marriage-
able sort. My mother had highly developed the woman’s
gift of straight-seeing, practical intelligence which makes
for direct action. She not only knew that she, like all girls,
wanted a husband; she acknowledged it to herself and took
steps to find one. There was no chance for her in the
crowded east; competition was too sharp for the daughters
of a poor family like hers. She would go west. A seamstress,
she could always earn a living there or anywhere. She took
one of her sisters, Emma, and they went to the easiest man-
market in the world at that time, and there, in San Fran-
cisco, they promptly married two young men chums whom
they met at their first boarding-house. They paired off, and
each married the other’s beau; otherwise it turned out
just as these two wise maidens had planned. This on the
authority of my father, who loved and laughed to tell
it thus when my mother was there to hear; it annoyed and
pleased her so. She was an amiable, teasable wife. He was
a teasing, jesting father with a working theory that a fact
is a joke.

My father was one of the sixteen or seventeen children
of a pioneer farmer of eastern Canada, who drove west
with his wife in a wagon to Illinois, where he bought,
cleared, and worked his piece of wilderness, raised his big
herd of tall boys and strong girls, and, finally, died in 1881,
eighty-one years of age. He was a character, this grand-
father of mine. I saw him once. My mother took me and my
sister to visit him when we were very small, and I remem-
ber how, bent with age and brooding, he gradually looked
up, saw us, said “Humph,” and went back into himself
and his silence. He came to life only one other time for
me. I was looking at a duster made of horsehairs that was
stuck in a knot-hole on a board fence. It looked just like a
horse’s tail, and I was peering through a crack to see the
horse. My grandfather, watching me, said, “The horse was
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cut off the tail.” I wondered, but he did not laugh, so I
believed him.

Besides farming and breeding, my grandfather did some
preaching, and when there was no regular teacher he taught
the school. Also he raced horses and betted on them. Once,
on a wager, he preached on the track between heats a
sermon which was remembered long enough for me to hear
of it. A favorite indoor winter sport of his was to gather
the family around the fireplace and set my grandmother
telling a story of some terrible night fight with the Indians.
She described the approach of the savages so well that you
felt the shivers creeping like Indians up your back, and at
the attack, when the varmints broke out of the darkness
with their tomahawks raised and ready, when the terror-
stricken children turned to see the savages crash at them,
a yell ripped the silence—my grandfather’s. He chose the
moment which he knew—which they all knew—“Mother”
was working up to, and springing from his seat he shrieked,
as he could shriek, the tearing war-whoop of the wild west.
And my father said that though his father and mother
played the game over and over, and always in the same
way, so that the children not only knew what was going
to happen, but were sure they could sit through it, the old
folks collaborated so perfectly that, when the yell went up,
they all were lifted by fright to their feet to fight till the
war-whoop turned into a laugh. It must have been thrilling;
my father could not describe it without some of the old
fear in his eyes, the terror which carried over to me, a
little boy.

Because my father, the last child of the first “worn-
out wife,” was small and not strong, his father called him
“the scrub” and told him that he probably would not live;
and when he did live, the old man said that, anyhow, he
was no use on a farm. He let him, therefore, do what he
wanted to do: go to town, take a job in a store and courses
in two commercial colleges. Working by day and study-
ing at night, my father got his education and saved up
enough money to go west. Horace Greeley had been preach-
ing that to the young men of the east, but the old
New York Tribune was read in the west also, and many
a western boy grew up, as my father did, determined to
go west.
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My father traveled de luxe, for that day: on horseback.
He joined a wagon train, led by Col. Levi Carter, and he
and a chum of his, likewise mounted, served as scouts. They
rode ahead or off on the flanks of the ox-and-horse train
to look out for Indians. They saw some. There were several
skirmishes and one attack which became a pitched battle.
When it was over, my father found his chum dead with an
arrow in his breast. That arrow was kept along the front
of a shelf in the bookcase of our home, and whenever it
was referred to, my father would lay down his newspaper,
describe that old fight, and show us the blood-stains on
the arrow. If we would let him he would tell the whole tale
of the long march across the plains, around the edge of the
desert up through the Sierras, down into the Valley of the
Sacramento River.

The overland approach is still an element in the over-
whelming effect of a first impression of California. To me
as a child, the State was the world as I knew if, and I
pictured other States and countries as pretty much “like
this”. I never felt the warm, colorful force of the beauty of
California until I had gone away and come back over my
father’s route: dull plains; hot, dry desert; the night of icy
mountains; the dawning foothills breaking into the full day
of sunshine in the valley; and last, the sunset through the
Golden Gate. And I came to it by railroad, comfortably,
swiftly. My father, who plodded and fought or worried
the whole long hard way at oxen pace, always paused
when he recalled how they -turned over the summit and
waded down, joyously, into the amazing golden sea of
sunshine—he would pause, see it again as he saw it then,
and say, “I saw that this was the place to live.”

When the wagon train broke up and scattered, he went
on to San Francisco. He was not seeking gold or land but
a start in business, and in San Francisco he found it (Sept.
1862) as book-keeper in the firm of Fuller and Heather, im-
porters and dealers in paints, oils, and glass. That was his
job when he married and I was born. But soon thereafter
he was offered a quarter interest in a branch store which
the firm was establishing in Sacramento. He went there,
and that is where my conscious life began.

I can recall nothing of my infancy in San Francisco. My
memory was born in Sacramento, where it centers around
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the houses we lived in. Of the first, in Second Street, I can
call up only a few incidents, which I think I still can see,
but which I may have constructed, in part at least, out of
the family’s stories of that time. I can see yet my mother
with her two hands over her face, and several people
gathering anxiously about her. A snowball had struck her
in the eyes. It rarely snows in that part of California—
once, perhaps, in four or five years—so that a snow fall
would have excited those people, all from the east, and
they would have rushed out of the house to play in the
snow. This I infer from hearsay. But what I see now, and
must have seen a bit of then, is my mother standing there
in trouble. And the reason I am so sure I recall my own
sight of her is that she looks pretty and girlish in this one
memory. All my other mental pictures of her are older
and—mnot a girl, not a woman, but just my mother, unchang-
ing, unchangeable, mine as my hand was mine.

I think I see, as from a window, safe and without fear,
a wild, long-horned sieer, lassoed by three mounted vaque-
ros who spread out and held him till he was tied to a tree.
No one else recollects this scene, but it might well have
happened. Sacramento was a center for ranches and mines.
Lying in an angle of the Sacramento and the American
Rivers, the town was the heart of the life, the trade, and
the vice of the great valley of wheat and cattle ranches,
of the placer mining of the foothills, of the steamboat
traffic with San Francisco and, by the new railroad, with
the world beyond. I remember seeing the mule teams ring-
ing into town, trains of four or five huge, high wagons,
hauled by from twelve to twenty and more belled mules and
horses driven by one man, who sometimes walked, some-
times rode the saddled near wheel-horse. Cowboys, mostly
Mexicans and called vaqueros, used to come shouting on
bucking bunches of bronchos into town to mix with the
teamsters, miners, and steamboat men in the drinking,
gambling, girling, fighting, of those days. My infant mind
was snapping wide-eyed shots of these rough scenes and
coloring and completing them with pictures painted on my
memory by the conversations I overheard. I seem to have
known of the gold strikes up in the mountains, of finding
silver over the Range in Nevada, of men getting rich, or
broke or shot. I was kept away from this, of course, and I
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heard and saw it always darkly, under a shadow of disap-
proval. Other ideas and ideals were held up in the light
for me. But secretly I was impatient to grow up and go
out into that life, and meanwhile I played I was a teamster,
a gun-playing, broncho-busting vaquero, or a hearty sieam-
boat man, or a steamboat. I remember having a leaf from
our dining-table on the floor, kneeling on it, and, taking
hold of one end, jerking it backward over the carpet, tooting
like a steamboat whistle. Three or four big chairs and all
the small chairs in the house made me a mountain train
of wagons and mules; a clothes line tied to the leader and
strung through the other chairs was a rein which I could
jerk just as the black-bearded teamsters did. And, of course,
any chair is a horse for a boy who is a would-be vaquero.

Horses, real horses, played a leading part in my boyhood;
I seem always to have wanted one. A chair would do on a
rainy day, but at other times I preferred to escape into the
street and ask drivers to “please, mister, gimme a ride.”
Sometimes they would. I was a pretty boy with lovely long
blond curls. This I know well because it kept me from
playing with the other fellows of my age. They jeered at my
curls and called me a girl or a “sissy boy” and were sur-
prised when I answered with a blow. They were taken off
their guard by my attack, but they recovered and charged
in mass upon me, sending me home scratched, bleeding,
torn, to my mother, to beg her to cut my hair. She would
not. My father had to do it. One day when the gang had
caught me, thrown me down, and stuffed horse-droppings
into my mouth, he privately promised me relief, and the
next morning he took me downtown and had his barber
cut off my curls, which he wrapped up in a paper as a gift
for my mother. How she wept over them! How I rejoiced
over them!

No more fighting by day, no more crying by night. The
other boys accepted me as a regular fellow, but I got fewer
free rides. I have no doubt the drivers liked my angelic
locks. Anyway, before they were cut off, drivers used often
to take me up in their seats with them and let me hold
the reins back of where they held them and so drive real
horses. My poor mother suffered so much from these
disappearances that the sport was forbidden me: in vain.
I went right on driving. I did it with a heavy sense of doing
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wrong, but I couldn’t help going whenever a driver would
take me. Once, when I was sitting alone holding the reins to
let a team drink at a trough (the driver stood away off at
the horses’ heads), I saw my father come around the cor-
ner after me. I dropped the reins and climbed down off
the wagon. My father took my hand and, without a word,
led me home. There, at the door, my mother caught me up
away from my stern father and, carrying me off into the
parlor, laid me across her knees and gave me a spanking,
my first. My mother! I had expected punishment, but from
my father, not from her; I felt saved when she rescued me
from him. And then she did it—hard.

This turned out to be one of the lasting sorrows, not of
my life, but of hers. She told it many, many times. She
said that my father stood at the door, watching her till she
was done with me, and then he asked her why she did it.
“I did it,” she said, “to keep you from doing it. You are
so hard.”

“But,” he answered, “I wasn’t going to spank him for
that. He was having such a good time, he looked so proud
up there on that old manure wagon, and when he saw
me, he came right down, put his hand in mine, and came
straight home, trembling with fear. I couldn’t have spanked
him. And you—Why did you do it? And why so hard?”

My mother cried more than I did at the time, and she
always wept a little when she told it, explaining to the end
of her days that she did it so hard just to show that he
need not ever spank me, that she could do it quite enough.
“And then,” she’d break, “to think he wasn’t going to do it
at all!”



Chapter II
MY SAVAGE STAGE

The world as I knew it in my angelic stage was a small
yard, with a small house on one side of it and a wide,
muddy street in front. The street was wonderful, the way
to heaven. Astonishing things passed there, horses and
wagons, for instance. It led in one direction to “the store,”
my father’s place of business, where it was a rare privilege
to go and be cheered and jeered at as the boss’s boy. Across
the street beyond some uninteresting houses was another
street, called Front Street, which had houses only on one
side. The other side was the reeling, rolling, yellow Sacra-
mento River—a forbidden menace and a fascinating vision.
That’s where the steamboats plied, the great, big, flatbot-
tomed cargo and passenger boats, some with side wheels,
some with one great stern wheel. I did not know, I did not
care, where they went. It was enough that they floated by
day and whistled by night safely on that dangerous muddy
flood which, if it ever got a boy in its grip, would roll him
under, drown him, and then let his body come up all white
and still and small, miles and miles away.

But we moved from that Second Street house to a little
larger one 'way over on H Street between Sixth and
Seventh. A new and greater world. The outstanding features
of it were the railroad, the slough, a vacant lot with
four big fig trees, and school. The railroad had a switch line
on the levee around the slough on Sixth Street, and I used
to watch the freight cars shunted in there. I watched and
I wondered where they came from. Unlike the steamboats
those cars spoke to me of the world, the whole world. In
my Second Street mind the steamboats just paddled up and
down, as I did on my table-leaf; but those H Street trains
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of cars came from somewhere and they went sowewhere.
Where? I could not read, but sometimes those box cars
came in covered with fresh snow, and snow was a marvel
to me. All my picture books had snow scenes, sledding and
skating, houses alight in the dark covered with glistening
white. Not for me, any of this. The only snow I ever beheld
I saw from my schoolroom window, far, far away on the
mountain peaks. The snow-covered cars ‘came, then, from
over the mountains, way, way over, and I wanted to know
what was 'way, 'way over. They told me in scraps and I
remember sitting by the railroad track, trying to construct
the world beyond out of the scraps of information people
threw me till I was called sharply to come home, and asked
what in the world I was mooning there at those cars for.
Grown-ups don’t understand a fellow.

And they could not understand the fascination of that
“filthy old slough, which ought to be filled up” (as it is
now). To me it was a lonely place of mystery and adven-
ture. Sometimes it was high with water, and I could hunt
mud-hens with my “slingshot.” Sometimes it was almost
empty, and—sure it stank, but what of that?—I could play
scouts and Indians with the other boys in the brush, dodg-
ing along the twisting trails made by the mechanics going
to and from the railroad repair shops on the other side of
the slough.

The lot with the fig trees was next door to us, and there
I built a nest and finally a house up among the branches—
my savage stage, which a kid has to claw and club his own
way through, all alone, he and his tribe. And there, in our
hand-made hut in the monkey-land of those fig trees, there
I found out about sex.

Parents seem to have no recollection and no knowledge
of how early the sex-life of a child begins. I was about six
years old when I built that hut, which was a wigwam
to me, a cache; it was a safe place in which to hide from
and watch the world below. Small animals, birds, chickens,
and sometimes people could be seen from it, and it was
fascinating to observe them when they were unaware that
I, a spy, an Indian, an army scout, could see all that they
did. The trouble was that they never did anything much
and I never did anything much. It was becoming a bore
when one day a big hoy—eight or nine years old—came
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along under my tree looking for figs. He saw my hut; he
spied my two spying eyes.

“What ye think you’re doing?” he demanded.

“Nothing,” I answered.

He climbed up the tree, crept into my hut, looked it
over, approving with his nodding head; then he looked at
me. I shrank from that look. I didn’t know why, but there
was something queer in it, something ugly, alarming. He
reassured me, and when I was quiet and fascinated, he
began there in that dark, tight, hidden little hut to tell me
and show me sex. It was perverse, impotent, exciting, dirty
—it was horrible, and when we sneaked down into the
nice, clean dust of the sunlit ground I ran away home. I felt
so dirty and ashamed that I wanted to escape unseen to the
bathroom, but my mother was in the living-room I had to
pass through, and she smiled and touched me fondly.
Horrid!

“Don’t oh, don’t!” I cried, and I shrank away appalled.

“Why! What is the matter?” she asked, astonished and
hurt.

“I dunno,” I said, and I ran upstairs. Locking the bath-
room door, I answered no calls or knocks. I washed my
hands, my face, again and again till my father came home.
His command to open I obeyed, but I would not let him
touch me; and I would not, could not explain, and he, sus-
pecting or respecting my trouble perhaps, let me off and
protected me for a long period during which I could not
bear to have my parents, my sisters—I would not let any
one I loved touch me: all signs of affection recalled and
meant something dirty, but fascinating, too. I could listen
when the other boys (and girls) told one another about this
dark mystery; I had to. It had the same lure that I felt in
the hut that day. And I can remember a certain servant
girl who taught me more, and vividly I can still see at times
her hungry eyes, her panting, open mouth, and feel her
creeping hands.

I do not remember what my first school taught me.
Nothing like this, nothing of life. It was, at the beginning,
a great adventure, then a duty, work, a bore that interfered
with my boy’s business. I can “see” now only the adventure.
I was led to the schoolhouse by my mother, who must have
known how I felt, the anxious confusion of stark dread and
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eager expectation that muddled me. She took me by the
hand to the nearest corner. There I dismissed her; I must
appear alone, like the other boys; and alone I trudged
across the street up to the gate where I saw millions of
boys playing as if nothing were happening. It was awful.
Before I dived in I turned and I saw my mother standing,
where I had left her, watching me. I don’t remember that
she made any sign, but I felt she would let me return to
her. And I wanted to; how I wanted to! But I didn’t. With
more fear than I have ever since known, and therefore
more courage than I have ever since had to rally, I walked
into that Terror, right through that mob of wild, contempt-
uous, cruel, strange boys—grown-ups don’t know how dan-
gerous big boys are—I ran up the stairs and nearly fell,
gasping, hot, but saved, into the schoolhouse. I cannot recall
anything that happened there, only that we of the infant
class were kept (probably to be registered) about an hour
and that I came out and walked home with such a sense of
victory and pride as I have never known since. I told
everybody I met, even strangers, that “I've been to school.”

I boasted by great boast all day and it was well received
till, in the afternoon, after the “big classes let out,” I re-
peated it to some big boys as a reason for letting me play
ball with them.

“Yea,” said the leader, “you bin to school, in the ABC
class! Naw, ye can’t play with us.”

I have met that fellow since; everybody has. He is the
killjoy that takes the romance out of life; he is the crusher
that keeps us down on the flat; he is the superior person,
as I well know. I have been that beast myself now and
then. What makes us so?

And what makes grown-ups promise things to children
and fail them? Charlie Prodger was the only man, except
my father and Colonel Carter, who kept his word with me.
He was something of a politician, and I was made to feel
that there was something bad about a politician. I did not
know what it was that was bad, but I did not care in the
case of Charlie Prodger. I loved the sight of him coming
dapper and handsome. smiling, toward me; and I had, and
I have now, a deep, unreasoning respect for him. What
grown-ups call good and bad are not what us boys call
good and bad. Charlie Prodger was a good man to me
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then; he promised me a pair of stilts; other boys had them
and could walk on them right through mud and water, over
low fences and even up steps. Charlie Prodger did not say
he would give me a pair; he was more wonderful than that.
He said: “You’ll get your stilts. Some day youw’ll find them
on your front porch, and you’ll never know where they came
from.” And sure enough, one day soon I found on the front
porch the finest pair of stilts that any boy in our neigh-
borhood ever had, and on them I climbed to heaven for a
while—and for always to a belief in the word, not of
all men, but of “bad” politicians like Charlie Prodger.

But Charlie Prodger never promised me a horse, and it
was a horse I wanted, a pony. When he made good with
the stilts I asked him to promise me a pony. I was sure
that if I could get a promise out of him I'd get my pony.
He laughed; he understood, but no, he said he could not
give me a pony; so he would not give me the promise
of one.

But there is another sort of fellow: the fellow that not
only made promises and broke them, but probably never
meant to keep them. A driver my father hired sometimes
of a Sunday to drive us down Riverside Drive was, I
thought, a great man and a good friend of mine. He let me
sit up in the driver’s seat with him and not only hold the
reins behind his hands, but on a straight, safe piece of road
he held behind and I held in front. One day he swung his
whip at a pigeon, ringing it around the neck with his lash.
That made a deep impression on me. He got down, wrung
the bird’s neck, and brought it to me. Poor pigeon! Yes.
But I admired the driver’s skill, and he boasted: “Huh, I
can do it every time. I was a teamster in the mountains, and
I got so I could snap a fly off the ear of my lead mule.” No
doubt he turned and winked at my fond parents, sitting in
adult superiority on the back seat, but I saw nothing. I
wanted and I asked my expert friend to catch me a pigeon—
alive. He said he could; he said he would, but he didn’t. He
didn’t on that drive, but he promised to on the next. He
didn’t. For years, I think, I asked that driver every time
I saw him for my pigeon, and always he gave me, instead,
a promise.

I must have pestered that poor, thoughtless liar, but the
men I drove the hardest were those that I asked to give me
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a horse. And they were many, everybody that had anything
to do with horses, and others besides—they all knew that
I wanted a pony. My grandfather, Colonel Carter, my
father, my father’s partners, all received messages and,
later, letters, asking for a pony; and most of them did not
say they could not or would not give me one; most of them
put me off with a promise. I had a stable of promises
and I believed those promises. I rode those promises hard,
once to a bad fall. One of my father’s partners, who was
coming from San Francisco on business, wrote that he was
going to bring me either a velocipede or a pony—according
as I chose the right one. Which did I want? I wrote that I
preferred the pony, and when he came, he had nothing.

“You guessed wrong,” he said. “I had no pony to give
you. If you had chosen a velocipede—"

I stood there staring at him, and he laughed. He did not
know the shock, the crushing agony that kept me still. I
could not move. My mother had to pick me up and carry
me to bed. I might have had a velocipede. I could use a
velocipede. I could have made believe it was a horse, or a
steamboat, or a locomotive, and it was a velocipede. My
regret was a brooding sorrow, speechless, tearless, and
that liar laughed.



Chapter III
A MISERABLE, MERRY CHRISTMAS

My father’s business seems to have been one of slow
but steady growth. He and his local partner, Llewelen
Tozer, had no vices. They were devoted to their families
and to “the store,” which grew with the town, which, in
turn, grew and changed with the State from a gambling,
mining, and ranching community to one of farming, fruit-
raising, and building. Immigration poured in, not gold-
seekers now, but farmers, business men and home-builders,
who settled, planted, reaped, and traded in the natural
riches of the State, which prospered greatly, “making” the
people who will tell you that they “made the State.”

As the store made money and I was getting through the
primary school, my father bought a lot uptown, at Sixteenth
and K Streets, and built us a “big” house. It was off the
line of the city’s growth, but it was near a new grammar
school for me and my sisters, who were coming along fast
after me. This interested the family, not me. They were
always talking about school; they had not had much of it
themselves, and they thought they had missed something.
My father used to write speeches, my mother verses, and
their theory seems to have been that they had talents which
a school would have brought to flower. They agreed, there-
fore, that their children’s gifts should have all the school-
ing there was. My view, then, was that I had had a good
deal of it already, and I was not interested at all. It inter-
fered with my own business, with my own education.

And indeed I remember very little of the primary school.
I learned to read, write, spell, and count, and reading was
all right. I had a practical use for books, which I searched
for ideas and parts to play with characters to be, lives to
live. The primary school was probably a good one, but I
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cannot remember learning anything except to read aloud
“perfeclly” from a teacher whom I adored and who was
fond of me. She used to embrace me before the whole class
and she favored me openly to the scandal of the other
pupils, who called me “teacher’s pet.” Their scorn did not
trouble me; I saw and I said that they envied me. I paid for
her favor, however. When she married I had queer, unhappy
feelings of resentment; I didn’t want to meet her husband,
and when I had to I wouldn’t speak to him. He laughed,
and she kissed me—happily for her, to me offensively. I
never would see her again. Through with her, I fell in love
immediately with Miss Kay, another grown young woman
who wore glasses and had a fine, clear skin. I did not know
her, I only saw her in the street, but once I followed her,
found out where she lived, and used to pass her house,
hoping to see her, and yet choking with embarrassment if
I did. This fascination lasted for years; it was still a sort
of super-romance to me when later I was “going with”
another girl nearer my own age.

What interested me in our new neighborhood was not
the school, nor the room I was to have in the house all to
myself, but the stable which was built back of the house.
My father let me direct the making of a stall, a little smaller
than the other stalls, for my pony, and I prayed and hoped
and my sister Lou believed that that meant that I would
get the pony, perhaps for Christmas. I pointed out to her
that there were three other stalls and no horses at all. This
I said in order that she should answer it. She could not.
My father, sounded, said that some day we might have
horses and a cow; meanwhile a stable added to the value
of a house. “Some day” is a pain to a boy who lives in and
knows only “now.” My good little sisters, to comfort me,
remarked that Christmas was coming, but Christmas was
always coming and grown-ups were always talking about it,
asking you what you wanted and then giving you what they
wanted you to have. Though everybody knew what I
wanted, I told them all again. My mother knew that I told
God, too, every night. I wanted a pony, and to make sure
that they understood, I declared that I wanted nothing else.

“Nothing but a pony?” my father asked.

“Nothing,” I said.

“Not even a pair of high boots?”

29



That was hard. I did want boots, but I stuck to the pony.
“No, not even boots.”

“Nor candy? There ought to be something to fill your
stocking with, and Santa Claus can’'t put a pony into a
stocking.”

That was true, and he couldn’t lead a pony down the
chimney either. But no. “All I want is a pony,” I said. “If
I can’t have a pony, give me nothing, nothing.”

Now I had been looking myself for the pony I wanted,
going to sales stables, inquiring of horsemen, and I had
seen several that would do. My father let me “try” them.
I tried so many ponies that I was learning fast to sit a
horse. I chose several, but my father always found some
fault with them. I was in despair. When Christmas was at
hand I had given up all hope of a pony, and on Christmas
Eve I hung up my stocking along with my sisters’, of whom,
by the way, I now had three. I haven’t mentioned them or
their coming because, you understand, they were girls, and
girls, young girls, counted for nothing in my manly life.
They did not mind me either; they were so happy that
Christmas Eve that I caught some of their merriment. I
speculated on what I'd get; I hung up the biggest stocking
I had, and we all went reluctantly to bed to wait till morn-
ing. Not to sleep; not right away. We were told that we
must not only sleep promptly, we must not wake up till
seven-thirty the next morning—or if we did, we must not
go to the fireplace for our Christmas. Impossible.

We did sleep that night, but we woke up at six am.
We lay in our beds and debated through the open doors
whether to obey till, say, half-past six. Then we bolted.
I don’t know who started it, but there was a rush. We all
disobeyed; we raced to disobey and get first to the fire-
place in the front room downstairs. And there they were,
the gifts, all sorts of wonderful things, mixed-up piles of
presents; only, as I disentangled the mess, I saw that my
stocking was empty; it hung limp; not a thing in it; and
under and around it—nothing. My sisters had knelt down,
each by her pile of gifts; they were squealing with delight,
till they looked up and saw me standing there in my night-
gown with nothing. They left their piles to come to me
and look with me at my empty place. Nothing. They felt
my stocking: nothing.
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I don’t remember whether I cried at that moment, but
my sisters did. They ran with me back to my bed, and
there we all cried till I became indignant. That helped
some. I got up, dressed, and driving my sisters away, I
went alone out into the yard, down to the stable, and
there, all by myself, I wept. My mother came out to me
by and by; she found me in my pony stall, sobbing on the
floor, and she tried to comfort me. But I heard my father
outside; he had come part way with her, and she was hav-
ing some sort of angry quarrel with him. She tried to com-
fort me; besought me to come to breakfast. I could not;
I wanted no comfort and no breakfast. She left me
and went on into the house with sharp words for my
father.

I don’t know what kind of a breakfast the family had.
My sisters said it was “awful.” They were ashamed to
enjoy their own toys. They came to me, and I was rude.
I ran away from them. I went around to the front of the
house, sat down on the steps, and, the crying over, I ached.
I was wronged, I was hurt—I can feel now what I felt
then, and I am sure that if one could see the wounds upon
our hearts, there would be found still upon mine a scar
from that terrible Christmas morning. And my father, the
practical joker, he must have been hurt, too, a little. I saw
him looking out of the window. He was watching me or
something for an hour or two, drawing back the curtain
never so little lest I catch him, but I saw his face, and I
think I can see now the anxiety upon it, the worried im-
patience.

After—I don’t know how long—surely an hour or two—
I was brought to the climax of my agony by the sight of a
man riding a pony down the street, a pony and a brand-
new saddle; the most beautiful saddle I ever saw, and it
was a boy’s saddle; the man’s feet were not in the stirrups;
his legs were too long. The outfit was perfect; it was the
realization of all my dreams, the answer to all my prayers.
A fine new bridle, with a light curb bit. And the pony! As
he drew near, I saw that the pony was really a small
horse, what we called an Indian pony, a bay, with black
mane and tail, and one white foot and a white star on his
forehead. For such a horse as that I would have given, I
could have forgiven, anything.
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But the man, a disheveled fellow with a blackened eye
and a fresh-cut face, came along, reading the numbers on
the houses, and, as my hopes—my impossible hopes—rose,
he looked at our door and passed by, he and the pony, and
the saddle and the bridle. Too much. I fell upon the steps,
and having wept before, I broke now into such a flood of
tears that I was a floating wreck when I heard a voice.

“Say, kid,” it said, “do you know a boy named Lennie
Steffens?”

I looked up. It was the man on the pony, back again, at
our horse block.

“Yes,” I spluttered through my tears. “That’s me.”

“Well,” he said, “then this is your horse. I’ve been look-
ing all over for you and your house. Why don’t you put
your number where it can be seen?”

“Get down,” I said, running out to him.

He went on saying something about “ought to have got
here at seven o’clock; told me to bring the nag here and
tie him to your post and leave him for you. But, hell, I got
into a drunk—and a fight—and a hospital, and—"

“Get down,” I said.

He got down, and he boosted me up to the saddle. He
offered to fit the stirrups to me, but I didn’t want him to.
I wanted to ride.

“What’s the matter with you?” he said, angrily. “What
you crying for? Don’t you like the horse? He’s a dandy,
this horse. I know him of old. He’s fine at cattle; he’ll drive
‘em alone.”

I hardly heard, I could scarcely wait, but he persisted.
He adjusted the stirrups, and then, finally, off I rode,
slowly, at a walk, so happy, so thrilled, that I did not know
what I was doing. I did not look back at the house or the
man, I rode off up the street, taking note of everything—
of the reins, of the pony’s long mane, of the carved leather
saddle. I had never seen anything so beautiful. And mine!
I was going to ride up past Miss Kay’s house. But I noticed
on the horn of the saddle some stains like rain-drops, so
I turned and trotted home, not to the house but to the
stable. There was the family, father, mother, sisters, all
working for me, all happy. They had been putting in place
the tools of my new business: blankets, currycomb, brush,
pitchfork—everything, and there was hay in the loft.
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“What did you come back so soon for?” somebody
asked. “Why didn’t you go on riding?”

I pointed to the stains. “I wasn’t going to get my new
saddle rained on,” I said. And my father laughed. “It isn’t
raining,” he said. “Those are not rain-drops.”

“They are tears,” my mother gasped, and she gave my
father a look which sent him off to the house. Worse still,
my mother offered to wipe away the tears still running
out of my eyes. I gave her such a look as she had given
him, and she went off after my father, drying her own
tears. My sisters remained and we all unsaddled the pony,
put on his halter, led him to his stall, tied and fed him.
It began really to rain; so all the rest of that memorable
day we curried and combed that pony. The girls plaited
his mane, forelock, and tail, while I pitchforked hay to him
and curried and brushed, curried and brushed. For a change
we brought him out to drink; we led him up and down,
blanketed like a race-horse; we took turns at that. But the
best, the most inexhaustible fun, was to clean him. When
we went reluctantly to our midday Christmas dinner, we
all smelt of horse, and my sisters had to wash their faces
and hands. I was asked to, but I wouldn’t, till my mother
bade me look in the mirror. Then I washed up—quick. My
face was caked with the muddy lines of tears that had
coursed over my cheeks to my mouth. Having washed away
that shame, I ate my dinner, and as I ate I grew hungrier
and hungrier. It was my first meal that day, and as I filled
up on the turkey and the stuffing, the cranberries and the
pies, the fruit and the nuts—as I swelled, I could laugh.
My mother said I still choked and sobbed now and then,
but I laughed, too; I saw and enjoyed my sisters’ presents
till—I had to go out and attend to my pony, who was
there, really and truly there, the promise, the beginning,
of a happy double life. And—I went and looked to make
sure—there was the saddle, too, and the bridle.

But that Christmas, which my father had planned so
carefully, was it the best or the worst I ever knew. He
often asked me that; I never could answer as a boy. I think
now that it was both. It covered the whole distance from
broken-hearted misery to bursting happiness—too fast. A
grown-up could hardly have stood it.
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Chapter IV
A BOY ON HORSEBACK

My life on horseback from the age of eight to fifteen was
a happy one, free, independent, full of romance, adven-
ture, and learning, of a sort. Whether my father had any
theory about it or was moved only by my prayers I do
not know. But he did have some ideas. He took away my
saddle, for example. My mother protested that I had suf-
fered enough, but he insisted and he gave me reasons, some
for himself, some for me. He said I would be a better horse-
man if I learned to ride without stirrups and a saddle-horn
to keep my balance. The Indians all rode bareback, and
the Comanches, the best horsemen on the plains, used to
attack, clinging out of sight to the far side of their horses
and shooting under their necks.

“We had to shoot a Comanche’s horse to get the fellow,”
he said, “and even then the devil would drop behind his
dead pony and shoot at us over the carcass.”

I consented finally to having my beautiful saddle hung
high in the harness room until I could sit my horse securely.
The result was that I came to prefer to ride bareback and
used the saddle only for show or for games and work that
needed stirrups and a horn, as in picking up things off a
box on the ground or handling cattle (calves) with a rope.

That, however, was but one detail. I had begun about
that time to play boys’ games: marbles, tops, baseball, foot-
ball, and I can see now my father stopping on his way home
to watch us. He used to wag his head; he said nothing to
me, but I knew he did not like those games. I think now
that he thought there was some gambling in them, and he
had reason to dread gambling. It was a vice that hung over
from the mining days in California, and the new business
men were against it. They could not have it stopped be-

34



cause “Frank” Rhodes, the political boss, was the keeper
of a famous gambling-house; he protected business men,
but also he protected his own business. They could not
fight Frank too openly, but they lost money and they lost
clerks and cashiers through the gambling hells. My father
had had to discharge a favorite book-keeper on account
of his heavy play at the gaming-tables. He may have given
me the pony to keep me from gambling games or to get me
up off the streets and out into the country. There was
another result, however, which he did not foresee.

After that blessed pony loped into my life, I never played
those trading games which, as I see them now, are the
leads not merely to gambling but to business. For there goes
on among boys an active trade in marbles, tops, knives, and
all the other tools and properties of boyhood. A born
trader finds himself in them, and the others learn to like
to trade. My theory is that those games are the first lessons
in business: they cultivate the instinct to beat the other
fellows on ’Change and so quicken their predatory wits.
Desirable or no, I never got that training; I never had any
interest in, I have always had a distaste for, business, and
this my father did not intend. I remember how disappointed
he was later when he offered to stay in his business till I
could succeed him and I rejected the “great opportunity”
with quick scorn—‘“Business! Never.”

My pony carried me away not only from business but
from the herd also and the herding habits of mind. The
tendency of the human animal to think what others think,
way what the mob says, do what the leaders do or com-
mand, and, generally, go with the crowd, is drilled in deep
at school, where the playground has its fashions, laws,
customs and tyrannies just as Main Street has. I missed
that. I never played “follow the leader,” never submitted
to the ideals and the discipline of the campus or, for that
matter, of the faculty; and so, ever since, I have been able
to buy stocks during a panic, sell when the public was
buying; I could not always face, but I could turn my back
on, public opinion. I think I learned this when, as a boy
on horseback, my interest was not in the campus; it was
beyond it; and I was dependent upon, not the majority of
boys, but myself and the small minority group that hap-
pened to have horses.
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I began riding alone. When I mounted my pony the
morning after I got him I knew no other boys that had
horses, and I did not think of anybody else. I had a world
before me. I felt lifted up to another plane, with a wider
range. I could explore regions I had not been able to reach
on foot. Sacramento is proteclted from high water in the
rivers by levees which send the overflow off to flood other
countries. I had visited these levees on foot and wondered
what was beyond them. Now I could ride over them and the
bridges to—anywhere, I thought. The whole world was
open to me. I need not imagine it any more, I could go
and see.

I was up early to water, feed, and clean the pony before
breakfast. That meal, essential for the horse, was of no
importance to me. I slighted it. My father, cautioning me
not to work a horse till he had fed fully, said I had plenty
of time to eat myself. But I could not eat. I was too excited,
too eager, and when I was free to rise from the table I
ran out to see if the pony was through his breakfast. He
wasn’t. I watched him; bhe was in no hurry. I urged him
a bit, but he only lost time looking around at me curiously,
and then slowly resumed his meal. My sisters came out to
see me off, and one of them rebuked my impatience with
a crude imitation of a grown-up.

“The pony eats like a gentleman,” she said, as if I cared
about gentlemen. Something my father had said hit me
harder. He said that teamsters, vaqueros, and Indians fed
more and longer when they were in a hurry to get off on
a long, hard run than on other days; they foresaw that they
must be “fortified with food.” It took nerve, he admitted,
to eat that way, but those fellows had nerve. They could
control their animals so perfectly because they had self-
control. They didn’t force a horse, even in a pursuit. They
changed the gait often and went long stretches at a walk.
And they could shoot straight, especially in a fight or a
battle, because they never became fidgety.

I didn’t know it then, but I can see now, of course, that
my father was using my horse to educate me, and he had
an advantage over the school teachers; he was bringing me
up to my own ideals; he was teaching me the things my
heroes knew and I wanted to learn. My mother did not un-
derstand that. When she came out to the stable, I was
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anticipating the end of the pony’s meal by putting on his
daddle blanket and surcingle, and telling my sisters where
I was going.

“Don’t ride too far the first day,” she said. “You will get
hungry and sore.”

Awful! But I got away at last, and I rode—in all direc-
tions. Intending to do one levee that day, and the others
in succession the next two days, I rode over them all that
morning. I rode over the first one to the American River,
and I was disappointed. The general character of the
earth’s surface did not change much even in that great
distance and the change was for the worse—sand and
muddy brush. I turned back and rode over the opposite
levee, and I could hardly believe it—the land on the other
side was like the land on this side. I rode into town again
and went across the bridge over the Sacramento River to
Yolo County, and that was not different. By that time I
was hungry, very hungry, and I came home. Also I was a
little hot and uncomfortable in the seat. I was late for
lunch, but my mother had kept things warm for me, good
things, and she did not ask me very bad questions. Where
had I gone? I told her that. What had I seen? I could not
tell her that. I had gone to the horizon and seen nothing
new, but I did not know that myself well enough to report
it to anybody else. Nor could I answer her inquiry for the
cause of my depression. Only I denied that I was sore,
as she suggested. No, no, not that. I had fed my horse and
rubbed him down; when I had eaten I went out and watered
and walked him. Then I cleaned him till my sisters came
home, and then we all cleaned him.

The next day I was sore, so sore I could hardly sit or
walk, but having lied about it, I had to prove it; so I rode
off again, in pain, but bravely as a cowboy or an Indian
taking torture; only I did not go far. I stopped, dismount-
ed, and let my pony feed on some grass under the trees
of East Park. I lay there, and no, I did not think; I imagined
things. I imagined myself as all sorts of persons, a cowboy,
a trapper, a soldier, a knight, a crusader—I fancied myself
as the hero of every story I had read. Not all on this one
day. From the day my pony came to me I seem to have
spent many, many hours, playing around in my imagina-
tion, which became the most active faculty of my mind.
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For, as I say, I was alone much of the time. I learned to
like to be alone, and that pleasure I come back to always,
even now. When I am tired of the crowd I go off some-
where by myself and have a good time inside my mind.

As a boy I would ride far, far away to some spot, give
my pony a long rope to swing round on, and let him feed
on the grass, while I sat and did nothing but muse. I read
a great deal. Finding that books fed my fancies, I would
take one along, and finding a quiet nook, I read. And my
reading always gave me something to be. I liked to change
the hero I was to the same thing on horseback, and once
wholly in the part, I would remount my pony and be Na-
poleon, or Richard the Lion-hearted, or Byron, so com-
pletely that any actual happening would wake me up dazed
as from a dreaming sleep. Dream people lived or lay in
wait for me in the brush across the river, so that the empty
spaces beyond my old horizon, the levee, became not only
interesting but fascinating with dread or glory, and popu-
lated with Persons.

“Hey, kid! Don’t swim the river there. The rapids’ll sweep
you clean to San Francisco.”

I looked wup. It was the bridge-tender, the man that
walked the trestle over the American River after every
train to put out fires started on the dry sleepers by live
coals dropped from the locomotives. I respected a man
that filled a responsible place like his, but I slid into the
water, swam along shore, came out, and dressed. I could
not tell him that Byron swam the Hellespont, which was
harder to do than to cross the American at that point; and
I did not like to confess that I had a trap set on the other
side where the Chinamen had their peanut farm and repre-
sented the Saracens to me. When I was dressed, the trestle-
walker bade me meet him at the end of the trestle. I did,
and a friendship was well started. He didn’t scold me, he
praised my swimming, but he said that the current was
strong at that place and that it wasn’t brave, it was foolish,
to go in there. “A boy oughtn’t to do what a man wouldn’t
do.” He asked me some questions, my name, age, where
I lived, where my father’s business was. He felt over and
approved my pony. I asked him how he could walk so fast
on the trestle, having no planks to go on, and stepping
from one sleeper to the other.
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“Oh,” he said, “I can walk ’em fast now because I
walked ’em slow at first.”

I wanted to try. He took my hand and made me walk
slowly, one by one, until I was over my nervousness. When
I could do it alone, he invited me to his watchman’s cabin,
about one-third of the way across. I went, he following.
When we reached his little house we sat down, and we had,
man to man, a nice, long talk, which became so confiden-
tial that I trusted him with the information that I was a
trapper and had my traps set for beavers all up and down
the river. And my faith was not misplaced. He didn’t say
that there were no beavers in that river; we both knew there
weren’t, and we both knew that that didn’t matter. All he
said was that he was a gold miner himself—and expected
to strike it rich some day.

“I don’t work at it much,” he admitted. “Mostly I tend
bridge. But in between trains, when I ain’t got a thing to
do, I think about it. I think how I came west to find a fat
claim and work it and get rich, so I write home that that’s
what I'm doing, prospectin’, and I am, too, and sometimes
I play I have struck it and I go home and I spend my
money.”

After that I caught more beavers, and he and I spent
my profits my way. Yes, and after that he struck it richer
than ever, and him and me, we went back east and we
just blew in his money his way. It was fun. I got a bad
name from this. There were grown-ups who said I was a
“fearful liar,” and no doubt I was unconvincing sometimes.
My father asked me questions, and I told him about my
bridge-tender. I said that my bridge-tender could run as
fast as a train on the trestle, and my father gave me a
talking-to for telling such a whopper. I felt so bad about
it that I told the bridge-tender.

He thought a moment and then he said, “The next time
your father is to take a train out this way, tell me, and tell
him to be on the rear platform.”

The next time my father was to take a train that crossed
the trestle, I told him what to do, and I went out to
my bridge-tender. He climbed down off the trestle, disap-
peared into the brush, and came back with a few ripe can-
taloupes. We waited till the train came. Now trains had
to go slow on that trestle, and as the locomotive passed,
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the bridge-tender held up a melon to the engineer and said
something about “easy does it.” So when the train passed,
the bridge-tender jumped out after it and ran and ran;
.and he caught up to the rear car and he handed that melon
to my father, who waved to him and then took off his hat
to me.

The bridge-tender and me, we were awful proud. We
talked about it and laughed. “That’ll fix him,” the bridge-
tender said, and he wished we could get just one beaver
to show ’em. “I’d give good money if I could buy one some-
wheres.”

But I had no trouble about the beavers. Men scoffed, and
some boys did at first, but I soon had all my crowd setting
and watching traps in the river. And we had a war, too.
There was that peanut farm run by the Chinamen who
were Turks and Saracens. We boys were crusaders,
knights. So when we used to swim over to steal the peanuts,
we either got peanuts, which were good, or we had a
battle with the Saracens, which was better. They came
at us with clods of earth, which they threw. We fired
back, and when they came too near we dived into the
river, and ducking and diving, swam home to the Christian
shore.

My crowd was small and of very slow growth. They were
all fellows I met on horseback, an odd lot. First—and last—
there was Hjalmar Bergman, a Swedish boy. His father, a
potter, and his mother lived in a hut out on the outskirts
of the town; they spoke no English and were very poor.
Hjalmar had a horse because his father, who had received
it in payment of a debt, had no use for it. Black Bess, as
I renamed her, was a big mare, high spirited, but well
trained in the cattle game. Whenever any dangerous work
had to be done the vaqueros would borrow Black Bess,
and we boys would go with her and see the fun. Jake
Short, who was the best cowboy in town those days, knew
Bess well; and she knew him or his business. Once there
was a “loco” (mad) steer in a field that had to be shot.
We sat on the fence and watched Jake ride out on Bess
with his big Colt revolver ready. When Bess caught sight
of the steer coming head down at them, she halted, braced
herself, and stood fast, moving only to keep facing the
crazy beef. Jake dropped the reins, settled his hips to the
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left in his saddle, and leaned far forward on the right side.
The steer came madly on till he was within ten feet of
them; then Jake fired and Black Bess leaped bodily to the
left, letting the steer fall upon the spot where she had stood.
Jake jumped down and finished the steer, and there stood
Bess just where he had left her.

“That's what I call a hoss,” he said to Hjalmar, and I
was proud. Bess was Hjalmar’s hoss, but she was in our
crowd.

There were other boys with horses, all sorts of boys and
all sorts of horses, but mostly they were boys and horses
that belonged in one way or another to the cattle and the
butchering business. Will Cluness, the doctor’s son, had a
pony “just to ride,” but he didn’t go with us much; he
preferred marbles, tops, and the other games on the ground.
I invented or adapted games to horse play; Will liked some
of them. Hide-and-seek, for example. We found a long,
straight stretch of road in old East Park, with paths and
brush and trees beside it. There, at the end of a run of,
say, an eighth of a mile, we drew a line across the road.
The boy who was “it” held his horse on the line while the
rest of us scattered into the woods. “It” called out now and
then—“Ready ?”—until there was no answer; then he rode
where he thought we might be. He took care to keep behind
him a clear run to the home line, but he had to hunt for
us or the sight of us on our horses. Our game was to ride
out of sight around him and make a dash for home. If he
saw one of us or a horse he recognized he shouted the
rider’s name, pointed, and, turning, ran his horse for home
base. The named rider would start at the same instant and
there was a race.

The horses soon learned this game and would start for
home so suddenly at the sight of “it” that their boy was
sometimes left behind. I was hiding under a tree one day
when my pony saw the white horse of Ernie Southworth,
who was “it”; he leaped forward, banging me against a
limb of the tree; I clutched the limb, and the pony darted
out of the woods, met “it” on the road, raced him, and
won. We had a dispute whether the rider had to be on his
horse at the finish, and it happened so often that the horse
came in alone that we made a rule: a horse, with or without
his rider, won or lost the race.
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But Will soon tired of this and our other games. He
could not fight Saracens that were really only Chinamen,
and he held it in great contempt to set traps for beavers
that did not exist. There were other boys like that. They
were realists, I would say now; practical men. I learned to
play with such boys, too, but I preferred the fellows that
were able to help create a world of our own and live in it.

I took men into my crowd, too; especially horsemen. The
other fellows did not; they said that grown-ups laughed at
and spoiled every game. And that was true in the main.
But I knew men like the bridge-tender who could play, and
there was Jake Stortz, a German who lived and had his
barn on the block back of my stable. Jake had the city
street-cleaning contract, and he was a fireman and a truck-
man. He had lots of horses. His wife, a barefooted peasant
woman, took care of the horses, and she and Jake were
my advisers in the care, feeding, and handling of my pony.
Jake let me be a fireman. He put a bit on my pony’s halter,
as he did on one of his own horses, arranged it so that you
could with one movement snap it into the horse’s mouth,
untie, clear, mount him bareback, and so start for a fire
the moment the whistle blew. At first I had to ride to the
fire with Jake, and he would not wait a second for me, but
I soon learned the signals and where to head for. I beat
Jake to the fire sometimes, and the firemen knew it.
“Where’s Jake?” they’d call to me when I dashed up alone.

The first time there was a fire when I was at the dinner
table, I upset my chair and frightened the whole family,
but I got out and away so fast that nobody could say a
word till I came home an hour or so later. Then I had to
explain; my father spoke to Jake, and there was no trouble.
I could go to fires any time except when I was in school
or in bed, and my mother made me a fireman’s red shirt.

But there was some unnecessary trouble about a
stallion. Mrs. Stortz, who had charge of all the breeding of
their animals, took me into all the technique of having
colts. I held the mare while she steered the stallion. It
was difficult work. The stallion got excited; he never
wanted to wait till the mare was ready, and Mrs. Stortz
had to hold him off. If the mare was restive and kicked, I
had to hang on and make her stand. But we did this so
often that we soon had it all down pat. And I had to “watch

42



out” when the foal was due. Mrs. Stortz was responsible
but busy, so I had to help; keep my eye on the mare who
was left in the pasture field, with instructions to call her
at the first sign of the birth.

One day as I was riding out on my pony I saw a mare
down and the colt half out, and I couldn’t make Mrs.
Stortz hear. I let my pony go home; I ran to the mare,
and she seemed to have given up. I patted her head, urged
her to try again, and then ran and myself pulled out the
baby horse. I did it all alone. Meanwhile I had been call-
ing, “Mrs. Stortz, Mrs. Stortz.” She came, and when she
saw that all was well, she kissed me. And she told Jake and
everybody. Jake was so glad. He said that that colt was to
be the best horse he ever had and he’d name him after me.
And he did. And I watched my colt grow with great im-
patience. Which was all right. My father heard of it, and
he spoke of it, but while there was some doubt about
something—he wagged his head over it—he did not forbid
anything. A couple of years later he came home with a
handbill in his hand, and he was very angry. I didn’t see
why. I had seen the bill myself; it was posted up on Jake’s
barn; I had one in our stable; and it was in every black-
smith’s shop and at the race track. It carried a picture of
my colt, full grown and with my name. It was an announce-
ment that “this splendid, high-bred stallion Lennie S
would stand the season for all mares at $50 a throw.” My
father had a talk with Jake and the handbills were all
called in; another bill, with the same horse and the same
price, but another name, was put out.



Chapter V
THE SPORTING AGE

The range a horse gives a boy is wide enough—for a
while. I was content—for a while—with the ground I could
cover in half a day’s riding on a Saturday and from three
till six on a school day. If I left home promptly after break-
fast on a no-school day and right after school on the other
days, I could see a good deal of the world. When I had
seen all within that circle I had to repeat; intensive explo-
ration was the result. I discovered then the race track.

The country fair grounds were not far away from our
house. I had gone there with my father afoot to see the
cattle parades and watch the races. Between the fairs there
seemed to be nothing doing. I speeded my pony a quarter
of a mile on the fine, but deserted, track—and it was fun
to play I was a jockey, ride like one all bent over, and
then walk my victorious racer down the stretch before the
grandstand, which I refilled with a cheering crowd.

One morning, when I turned in there early, I found out
that the fair grounds were not deserted. A string of race
horses was being exercised, blanketed, by grooms and
jockeys. I tagged on behind. Some of them hooted at me,
called me a “kid,” and ordered me to keep away. One of
them, a colored boy called Smoke, riding the last of the
string, turned his head and told me not to listen to them.
I listened to him and when the others bade me again to
“sneak,” he answered them.

“Ah, leave him be,” he said.

On the back stretch I rode up beside him, and he ex-
plained that there were some stables open all year round
on the fair grounds and that more would soon be arriving
to train. I might come to his stable whenever I wanted to.
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“You jes’ as’ for Smoke,” he said, “say ye're a pal 0’
mine, an’ that’ll be enough an’ a plenty.”

I accepted Smoke’s hospitality often after that. The
other boys soon were used to me—even the trainers spoke
to me. One trainer saw a use for me. Smaller and lighter
than any of the jockeys and able to stick a horse without
a saddle, he asked me to ride a trotter of his. I was delight-
ed; it was a way to get inside. He brought out his big,
fast mare, blanketed and bitted, tossed me up on her back,
and ordered me harshly to “trot her a mile, just as hard
as she’ll trot. And, mind this now, kid,” he added like a
threat, “don’t you let her break. See?”

I did it. I lay way back on the small of my back, lifted
my knees, and so, balancing with all my weight and
strength on the reins, put that heavy trotter around the mile
in good time. Fine—for the trotter; for all trotters, and
especially for colts. No weight, no harness, as free as in the
pasture, and yet held down to a trot. And no wages to pay.
Other trainers took me on. It was hard on me; some of the
horses were heavy-gaited; they shook me pretty badly, but
I could not complain, could I? Smoke said it was an im-
position, and the other jockeys called me a fool of a kid.
But the trainers told me that if I kept small, ate little, and
worked hard, I might become a jockey some day.

Being a jockey became what being a knight or a poet or
a vaquero used to be. I worked hard. I used to do four and
five miles a day on four or five horses. I studied and adopt-
ed the language, manners, and stubby gait of the jockeys,
and I made my way; I was rising fast in racing circles.
There was some trouble sometimes at home. I did not eat
at all at some meals; others were modified fasts, and—I
was hungry. My mother was worried. She couldn’t make
out what the matter was and appealed to my father, who,
as was his wont, eyed me, wagged his head, and said
nothing for a week or so. He saw me break my fast now
and then, eat ravenously, and, filled up for once, resume
my “training.” At last he took me aside and spoke.

“What are you trying to do?” he asked. “Fast? I see you
refuse all your food, then break down and eat like a pig.
That isn’t the way to fast, you know. The way to fast is
tc]>J eat nothing—and that is all right. But what's it all
about?”
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I told him all about what it was all about: how I was
the best bareback rider of fast trotters on the turf and
had a great future before me, if I could keep down my
weight, as a jockey. He heard me out, asked a few ques-
tions: the names of my stables, of the trainers, and of my
favorite jockey, Smoke.

“All right,” he said. “If you are going in for racing, do
it well. But the way to keep down your weight is not to
eat nothing, but to diet, taking moderately of plain, simple
foods; no sweets, no fats, none of the heavy dough-like
things you have always eaten too much of. I'll help you
choose and limit your foods, and you tell me from time to
time how you are getting on at the track.”

That ended my troubles at home. My mother fretted
some; not much; a look from my father saved me from
eating even the cakes that she made to tempt me. And, as
always, she helped adjust my clothes to my new occupa-
tion. She changed the fireman’s shirt she had made me
for the fires to a close, high-necked jockey’s shirt, and had
high heels put on one pair of shoes. I was a jockey at home,
and at the track I was an institution, and not only as a
rider and trainer of trotters.

I went to all the races, of course. They let me in, free,
at the stable entrance. I used to be sorry for my father
and friends, who had to leave me there and go on them-
selves by the ordinary gate for the public and then sit on
the grandstand, while I had the run of the paddocks, the
stretch, and the betting-ring. But these were places for
between heats. When the horses went up the stretch to start,
I climbed up to my post, one of the pillars that held up
the grandstand, the one directly opposite the judges’ stand,
to which the wire was fixed. There, in an angle formed by
the pillar and one of its braces, I sat and had the best view
of the track on the whole course. It was better than the
judges’. I could see as well as they which horse passed
first under the wire. The gamblers and touts soon saw
that; they knew that I knew the rules, the horses, the
jockeys, and so, when it was a close heat and the judges
were consulting, the horsemen would call up to me for the
result.

“Hey, kid, who takes the money?”

And, promptly and certainly, I would tell them and,
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climbing down, run off up the track to watch the grooms
strip, scrape, sponge, and blanket the horses. Racing was
to me what I had heard it called, the Spot of Kings and
the King of Sports. I idealized it as I idealized everything,
and consequently I had my tragedy of disillusionment—as
always—young.

Being in with the stables, I soon began to hear about
“fixed races.” What were fixed races? The first answer was
a laugh, a chorus of hoots from the jockeys. “Say, the kid
wants to know what a fixed race is!” I was hurt. Smoke
may have seen my humiliation; he came up to me and
said, “Never you mind, kid, I'll tell you some day.”

“Yes, he will,” said another boy. “He knows all right.”

And another said: “A fixed race, kid, is a good thing.
That is when we get ours, see?”

It was Smoke who explained it to me: that usually at
every “meet” there were some races prearranged to have
an unexpected horse win over the favorite. Since they, the
jockeys, grooms, trainers, and owners, were all betters,
they could make “big killings” when they were “in on the
know” of a fixed race. Sometimes one crowd knew, some-
times another, and sometimes everybody got in, and
then—sometimes—the “fix” was “unfixed” at the last
moment and “everybody lost” but the owner, trainer,
and jockey.

I didn’t bet. I had no wages, and therefore I had no com-
pensation for the heartbreak of this information. I had
no suffering due to the crash of my faith. It was sad to see
a rider I knew and liked hold back a favorite that I loved
and knew could win. I could cry—I did feel tears in my
eyes whenever such a thing happened.

Smoke took it the way I did, and yet one day he told me
he had to pull the horse he was to ride, a gelding that the
nigger had talked so much about that we both adored the
animal. He was a “sure thing,” this horse, young, but a
coming favorite. All the stables knew that, and they knew
how Smoke could get the best out of him. When Smoke
told me the stable had sold out his horse he smiled. I was
sorry for the horse and ashamed for Smoke. I looked away
till I heard Smoke say, “Well, anyway, I've put up a pile
of mzrlley on the race, all I've got, all I could beg, borrow,
or steal.”
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From my post under the wire I watched that race, and
having been “put wise,” I saw Smoke pull the horse. He
had to. That horse had the habit of winning, and he meant
to win again. It became almost a fight between the horse
and the jockey. I was afraid others—maybe the judges—
would see what Smoke was doing. He got a bad start, which
the horse made up on the outside of the first turn, when
he took the lead and held it, going slow, all along the back
stretch. The quarrel broke out on the far turn. The horse’s
head flew up twice as if to catch and take the bit, but
Smoke kept it and at the beginning of the home stretch
he was riding in the ruck. There his horse broke free for
a moment and sailed up, easy, to the leaders, only Smoke
had him inside against the rail and he couldn’t get through.
And when he moved out to go around, it was too late.
With Smoke holding him hard he could not go, and under
the wire he was third. The horse fixed to win was first.

I didn’'t want to go up the track to see the horses after
that race. I sat still, and I saw our favorite come back,
champing and angry, I thought, and dazed, to the judges’
stand. When Smoke raised the butt of his whip to the judges
and got his bid to dismount and came up to be weighed,
he jumped down and, do you know, his horse turned his
head and looked at him? It was just one glance, and I
noticed that Smoke did not return it; he turned his back
and ran with his saddle and all up to be weighed. He was
ashamed before the horse. And the horse was ashamed, I
was sure, before the crowd. He went home, head down,
champing, and when the grooms started to rub him down,
he kicked at them.

After a while, when I could, I went back to the stables
to find Smoke. He was nowhere in sight, but a hostler,
seeing what I was up to, winked and tossed his head over
toward the rear; and there back of the stables was Smoke,
crying.

“It’s all right,” he blubbered when I came up to him.
“It’s good business for white folks, an’ a nigger don’t mat-
ter, but—de hoss! A hoss is a gen’leman, kid. It hurts him
to lose a race, it breaks him—permanent—to sell a race.
You ought to ’a’ seen de look he done give me when I got
down off’n him. I had to sneak out o’ his sight, and I don’t
see how I kin ever look ’im in de face again.”

48



I began to lose interest in the race track. Racing wasn’t
what it was cracked up to be, and the bridge-tender, whom
I consulted, could not help me much.

“You mustn’t feel se bad about thing,” he said when he
had heard the whole story. ““The nigger was all right, as
men go, and, as he said, the horse is a gentleman. There’s
something to hang on to in racing, as in everything. This
railroad, for instance. It’s a crook in politics, but—there’s
some of us keeps it going straight enough to carry freight
and passengers.”

He went on to tell me a lot about “the road” and life
that I did not understand. All I gathered was that nothing
is as it seems, but it’s a]l right somehow. He put the blame
on what he called “the suckers”: the outsiders that bought
stock in the road and bet on the races—blind.

My father noticed that I was cold on the track; I ate all
sorts of food and talked of other things. I did not go to
the races, except now and then when he took me, and
finally I would not go even with him. The reason for this
was that the last time I went with him and some of his
business friends, he and they were suckers. I left them in
the grandstand, went down to the stables, and the boys
told me that the principal event of the day was a fixed
race, and how, and who was to beat the favorite. Return-
ing to my father’s party, I found them betting on the favor-
ite. I felt like warning them, but they thought they knew
all about the horses, their records, their pedigrees, owners,
jockeys—everything. They were sure the favorite would
win. I waited therefore till the horses were started and the
books closed. Then I told them which horse would win.
They seemed not to hear me, but they remembered when
my horse came in first. They turned on me and asked me
how I had guessed it. I answered them as I heard a jockey
answer such a question once.

“Well, not by pedigree and performance.”

“Why didn’t you tell us?” they demanded.

“I dunno,” I said. I could not tell them that it was be-
cause they were suckers and that I did not care for suckers,
only niggers, horses, and other gentlemen, like the bridge-
terider. My father was angry or thoughtful; he waited till
we were alone at home, and then to his questions 1 an-
swered with the truth, not only about that race, but racing:
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the whole story of my experience on the track. He did not
say much. He just sat there and thought. He often did
that: just sat and brooded. I remember how it used to
trouble my mother, those long silences. This time he was
only an hour or two. I had to go to bed, but when I was
almost asleep, he came up, sat on the edge of my bed,
and said: “I wouldn’t give up racing entirely, if I were you.
Horse racing is a fine spot, but bad men get into it as they
do in other things, and they try to spoil it all. But they
can’t spoil it if we who play fair do our part. We have
bad men in business, too, but business is all right. No. Drop
in on the track once in a while. Don’t overdo it, as you did;
don’t be a jockey, but go on and know all about horses.”

This advice struck me as man to man. I took it. I did
not go to the races often, but I did go to the track now
and then till two incidents came together to stop me. One
morning as I was riding a trotter, my knee breeches worked
down, leaving the lower part of my body free, and, as it
bobbed up and down with the horse’s hard trot, I had a
most delicious local sensation, so entrancing that I loosed
the reins, relaxed all my muscles, and rolled off the horse,
which broke and ran, leaving me on the back stretch. I
was not hurt. I was bewildered, and, bewildered, I walked
across the fields to the stables. There the trainers and
jockeys gathered around me, demanding angrily why the
deuce I had turned the horse loose that way. I tried to tell
them what had happened, and, after some moments of puz-
zling, somebody seemed to understand. I didn’t, but the
crowd passed some key-word that unlocked their minds
and their mouths. They burst into a queer sort of jeering
laughter, slapped their thighs, and hooted—all but the
trainer of the horse. He flew into a rage. “No more of that
on my horse,” he declared, and the other trainers agreed
that I couldn’t be trusted to exercise trotters any more.
I was a joke. I slunk off on my pony, humiliated and per-
plexed.

And then came the fall of Smoke. He was the only jockey
who did not laugh at the sight of me. He never referred to
my humiliation. Smoke had troubles of his own, gnd
shame, too. It seems that he had pulled his horse that day
so well that he was called an expert at losing a race and
was put up on other favorites to keep them from winning.
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He who hated it most had to do it most. He came under
suspicion, was watched, caught, and ruled off the track.

Poor Smoke! He came to my stable to tell me about it.
A little fellow, no bigger than I was, he could not under-
stand. “White folks ain’t fair,” he said. They told him to
pull their horses. They had influence. Any one of them
could have gone to the front for him and got him off with
a fine. They wouldn’t do it. Not a man would speak up for
him. “Didn’t want to get mixed up into it.” No. They asked
Smoke not to give them away, and he didn’t; and it was
partly because he would not confess and betray his stable
that he lost his license.

Smoke disappeared. I never saw him again. But my father
saw me right after Smoke told me his story. I was sitting
on the fence back of the stable, looking into the alley,
thinking.

“What are you doing there?” my father asked me gently.
“Your mother says you have been sitting up there for an
hour or two.”

“I was just a-thinking,” I said.

“What about?” he asked.

“Smoke was here today,” I said. “He’s fired off the
track.”

“For pulling his horse?”

“For doing what his trainer told him to do.”

My father stood there, and he thought too. Neither of
us said a word. We just thought and thought till my mother
called us to supper.

“What’s the matter with you two?” she asked.

“Oh, nothing,” I answered, and my father backed me
up.

“Nothing much,” he said, and my mother turned upon
me sharply.

“Don’t you be like your father,” she said. “Don’t think,
and think, and think—nothing.”



Chapter VI
A PAINTER AND A PAGE

My father brought home to dinner one Sunday a paint-
er, W. M. Marple, an artist from “the City,” as we called
San Francisco. I was excited. I had read about the famous
painters; art was one way of being great; and I had been
taken to the Crocker Art Gallery in Sacramento. All very
interesting, but there was some mystery about pictures.
Those that I liked best were scenes in mining-camps or on
ranches and, generally, from the life about me. I could
not discover anything very great in them. It seemed to
me that they weren’t even true; they didn’t see things as
I saw them. It was evident that in art, as in everything
else, there was something to learn. And this visiting artist
was my chance to learn it.

“I can’t tell you anything about art,” he said when I
put to him at table my eager questions. “Nobody can. But
I can show you.”

He proposed after dinner to go out and make some
sketches. He meant that he was going to paint a picture!
And I could watch him at it! Where? What was there to
paint in. Sacramento? I guessed that he would paint the
Capitol; that was the greatest thing in town. But no,
I had a triumph, but it was not on my guess of the Capitol.

My father, mother, and others always wondered why I
spent so much time over on the American River bottom: a
washed-out place, where no one else ever went. Why not
ride in the streets or the good country roads? I could not
explain very well. The river: botté}n was all graved and
sand, cut up by the seasonal floods and I&ft raw and bare
of all but dead, muddied brush and"treeg. |} remembered
how it disappointed me the first time I saw]it, the day I
rode over there on my new pony. Since thgn I had filled
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it up with Indians, Turks, beavers, and wild beasts and
made it a beautiful scene of romance and adventure. But
I could not tell everybody that! I was ashamed of my
taste in natural scenery.

And yet that was Mr. Marple’s choice. He asked my
father to take him there. He said he had passed by it on
a train one afternoon and had seen something he wanted
to paint. To my father’s astonishment and mine, we had to
lead the great painter to my playground. I was the guide,
of course, a troubled, but a very proud leader; I could not
think myself what Mr. Marple would like to see and paint
there. A hole, where I swam because the water was warm,
did not suit him. He pushed on deeper into the brush and,
forgetting us in a most fascinating way, he moved about,
here, there, till, satisfied at last, he unpacked his stuff, set
up his easel, put a small square of boarded canvas on it,
and went to work without a word.

How I watched! His first movements I could imitate,
and I did, to the bridge-tender the next day. That painter
looked at the scene in which I could see nothing to paint;
nothing; just brush, miles and miles of mud-stained brush
and leafless, drowned scrub willows. He studied this with
one eye, held up the handle of his brush, and measured
something which he dabbed off on his canvas. Then he
looked some more, long, hard, while he pinched paints in
little piles on his already mixed-up board of many colors.
What was he doing? I asked. “Getting the colors right,”
he said, and with that, he began suddenly to paint. Fast.
I lost track of what he was doing, though I did not take
my eyes off that easel and the scene. I could not make out
what was going on. Whatever it was, he was quick about
it, so quick that in a very few minutes he had the whole
canvas covered, and then, as he stepped back and I looked,
suddenly it became a picture, a picture of the scene; only—

“What is it?” I asked him.

“Oh, the name of it when the sketch is painted,” he
said, “will be, say, ‘A sunset.’”

Yes, that was right. The sun was burning a golden hole
in the top line of the brush and the brush under and
around the hole was gold, too, old gold; the whole was a
golden picture. But—He was looking at it himself, squint-
ing, with his head on one side, then on the other; he
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touched it here, there, and finally, backing far away, he
said, “Not so bad, eh? Not bad.”

It was beautiful, I thought, but it wasn’t good; it wasn’t
true. It was bad of the brush; it wasn’t brush at all. And
I said as much. He laughed, and he answered me with a
saying I never forgot.

“You see the brush and the baked mud. All right. They
are there. Many things are there, and everybody sees what
he likes in this and in every other scene. I see the colors
and the light, the beautiful chord of the colors and the
light.”

Now I did not see the brush either; it was not the baked
mud that made me come and play over there; and I told
him so. I admitted that I had seen that the first time I
rode out there, but after that—after that—

“Well,” he encouraged me, “what did you see after that?”

I was caught. I owned up to the Indians, Saracens,
elephants, and—he did not laugh. My father did; not the
painter. Mr. Marple said that if I were an artist, I should
paint Indians or wild animals—*“You should paint a prin-
cess in the brush if you see her there.” I could understand
that.

“But your golden light is really there,” I said, “and my
Indians aren’t.”

“Your Indians are where my gold is,” he answered,
“where all beauty is, in our heads. We all paint what we
see, as we should. The artist’s gift is to see the beauty in
everything, and his job is to make others see it. I show you
the gold, you show me the romance in the brush. We are
both artists, each in his line.”

My father bought that picture, and my mother arranged
to have me take drawing lessons. I was going to be a great
painter for a while and fill the American River bottom with
—what I saw there. But my drawing teacher did not
teach me the way Mr. Marple did; I could not learn to copy
other drawings; all I ever did that was called good was
a group of horses’ heads. My mother held me to it; she
made me take drawing lessons as she made me take music
lessons long after I had lost all desire and interest in them.
That was her guiding principle of education: that her
children were to have a chance at everything; no talent was
to be overlooked in us. None.
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The proper fruit of Mr. Marple’s visit was of another,
a similar sort. I was to have a lesson, not in drawing, but
in seeing. Mr. Marple’s son, Charlie, came to live with us.
Maybe that was the purpose of the painter’s visit. Any-
way, after him came Mrs. Marple, and from her I learned
that her son, a boy a little older than I was, had a promise
of an appointment to be a page at the next session of the
Legislature. She was looking for a place for him to live,
a house where he would be cared for. “Would I like a
playmate ?”

Would I? I was delighted. I could show him all the
places I knew, and he could show me the Legislature. But
what was a page? There were pages in my books; they
were little boys at court or in the service of knights and
ladies. But a page in a Legislature, what was that? A mes-
senger, they said, a boy that carried bills and letters and
notes from one member to another on the floor of the
House or Senate. I became interested in the Capitol, the
Legislature, the government. I read up on, I asked every-
body questions about these things. I visited the Capitol,
and as always with me, I formed some sort of picture of
the machinery of government. Yes, and I had made in my
mind also a portrait of Charlie Marple, made it up out
of what I had read of stories and pictures of pages at
court.

When Charlie came he was no more like my picture
than his father’s sketch was like my river bottom, and as
for the Legislature... Charlie was a homely fellow—and
weak, physically—not graceful and pretty, and he wasn’t
so eager for politics as he was to use my pony. He had
been told about that; he had been looking forward to
riding it; and when we went together out to the stable,
his expectations were satisfied. He put his hand cautiously
on the pony’s rump, and the face he turned to me was
alight with pleasure.

“But,” he said, “I can’t ride; never was on a horse in
my life.”

“I’s easy,” I reassured him, and I boosted him up on
the pony’s back there in the stall. When he found that
easy, I untied the horse and led him out around the yard
until Charlie learned to sit him without hanging on too
hard to his mane. A happy boy he was at the end of his
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first lesson, and I was proud. I got on and showed how I
could ride, up and down, around the block, at any gait.
“Easy, see?”

We had to go to the Capitol and to the hotel lobbies to
inquire about his appointment, which was only promised;
and I worried: I knew what promises were. I went with
him and it was his turn to show me things. He seemed
to know as much about politics as I did about my riding,
but he was more interested in riding than he was in that
Legislature. He made me tell him over and over where he
would ride: down the river. up the river, out in the country,
to the trestle bridge, to the beaver traps. There was a long
delay of his appointment, and I wondered why. The legis-
lators were in town; Sacramento was filled with them, and
the Legislature did not meet. Why?

Charlie explained indifferently that they were ‘“‘organiz-
ing.” There were committees to “fix up” and a lot of fat
jobs to be distributed; not only pages to appoint, but
clerks, sergeants-at-arms—everything; hundreds of them,
and yet not enough to go around. There were, for instance,
three times as many boys promised pageships as there
were pages; and a pageship was a petty job. The page got
only $10 a day. Some places paid much more than this in
salaries, besides what you could make out of them.

“It all depends on who gets the speakership,” said
Charlie. “Let’s go riding.”

“But aren’t you afraid youw’ll get left?” I asked anxiously.

He wasn’t. His “member” was the San Francisco leader
of the Republican railroad crowd which was sure to cap-
ture the speakership and thus the whole organization of
the House. They could fill any job, but of course they had
to give something good to the Democratic railroad gang
and “chicken-feed” to the opposition Republicans. That was
“good politics.”

So we went riding, both of us on the one horse. I rode
in front, Charlie holding on to my waist behind. He was
glad of the delay. Until the sessions began, we could play
all day every day together, and his salary was comulative—
$10 a day! The amount of it impressed me. A boy getting
$10 a day was a wonder to a boy like me, who never had
more than a dime at a time. Charlie hardly thought of it.
His thoughts were on the pony, on learning to ride, seeing
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the rivers and the country, or playing Indians and crusad-
ers, and trapping beavers.

I wish I could recall all that I went through that winter.
It was a revelation; it was a revolution to me. Charlie was
appointed a page; we all went to the opening session,
where, with a formal front, the Speaker was elected (just
as if it had not been “fixed”), speeches made (just as if
spontaneously), and the committees and the whole organi-
zation read off (just as if it had not been “settled” days
and nights before). Then I saw why Charlie wasn’t inter-
ested in his salary: he got none of it; it all went home;
and he had no more money in his pocket than I had in
mine. But also I saw that the Legislature wasn’t what my
father, my teachers, and the grown-ups thought; it wasn’t
even what my histories and the other books said. There
was some mystery about it as there was about art, as there
was about everything. Nothing was what it was supposed
to be. And Charlie took it as it was; my father took it as
it scemed to be; I couldn’t take it at all. What troubled
me most, however, was that they none of them had any
strong feeling about the conflict of the two pictures. I had.
I remember how I suffered; I wanted, I needed, to adjust
the difference between what was and what seemed to be.
There was something wrong somewhere, and I could not
get it right. And nobody would help me.

Charlie was forever for getting away from the Capitol.
So were the legislators. They kept adjourning, over every
holiday, over Sundays, over Saturdays and Sundays, over
Saturdays, Sundays, and Mondays. We could ride, there-
fore, and we did. We made long trips out to the ranches,
up and down and across the rivers. Charlie never wearied;
he never got enough of our exploration and of our ro-
mance. He entered into the spirit of my games of “play-
ing” knight or cowboy. He learned to ride; he could go
off alone, but I liked riding, too, and he preferred that we
stay together. It was more fun to talk and think together
about dangers ahead; it was safer to meet them shoulder
to shoulder. I enjoyed our many, many days of free play.

But I enjoyed also the sessions of the House when
Charlie had to be on the floor. He found me a seat just
back of the rail where I could sit and watch him and the
other pages running about among the legislators in their
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seats. Charlie used to stand beside me, he and the other
small pages, between calls, and we learned the procedure.
We became expert on the rules. The practices of debate,
quite aside from the legislation under consideration, fasci-
nated me. I wished it were real. It was beautiful enough to
be true. But no, speeches were made on important subjects
with hardly any one present but the Speaker, the clerks,
and us boys. Where were the absent members? I did not
ask that question often; not out loud. The pages laughed;
everybody laughed. Charlie explained.

“The members are out where the fate of the measure
debated here is being settled,” and he took me to commit-
tee rooms and hotel apartments where, with the drinks
and cigars, members were playing poker with the lob-
byists and leaders. “The members against the bill are
allowed to win the price agreed on to buy their vote.”

Bribery! fmight as well have been shot. Somewhere in
my head or my heart I was wounded deeply.

Once, when the Speaker was not in the chair and many
members were in their seats, when there was a dead debate
in an atmosphere of great tension, I was taken down a
corridor to the closed door of a committee room. There
stood reporters and a small crowd of others watching out-
side. We waited awhile till, at last, the Speaker came out,
said something, and hurried with the crowd back to the
Assembly. Charlie held me back to point out to me “the big
bosses” who had come “up the river” to “force that bill
through”; they had “put on the screws.” I was struck by
the observation that one of the bosses was blind. We went
back to the House, and quickly, after a very ordinary debate
of hours, the bill was passed on the third reading and sent
to the Senate, where, in due course, it was approved. It was
a “rotten deal,” the boys said, and I remember my father
shook his head over it. “The rascals!¥ he muttered.

And that, so far as I could make out from him and from
all witnesses—that was the explanation. The Legislature,
government—everything was “all right,” only there were
some “bad men” who spoiled things—mnow and then.
“Politicians” they were called, those bad men. How I
hated them, in the abstract. In the concrete—I saw Charlie
Prodger often in the lobby of the Legislature, and I re-
member that some one said he was “one of them,” a “politi-
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cian.” But I knew Charlie Prodger, and I knew he was
not a “bad man.”

And the sergeant-at-arms, who was called “bad”—one
of the San Francisco gang—he was one of the kindest,
easiest-going men I ever met. He looked out for me; he
took care of all the boys. Many a time he let Charlie
Marple off to have a free day with me. And there were
others: every “crook” I met seemed to me to belong in a
class with the bridge-tender, Mr. and Mrs. Stortz, and all
the other grown men and women who “understood a fel-
low”—did not stick at rules; did not laugh at everything
a boy said and frown at every little thing he did.

When the Legislature closed and Charlie Marple went
home, I was left to ride around the country alone, think-
ing, thinking. I asked questions, of course; I could not
think out alone all that I had been learning that winter;
I could not easily drop the problem of government and the
goodness and badness of men. But I did not draw from
my friends any answers that cleared my darkness. The
bridge-tender said that all Legislatures were like that. And
Jim Neely said so too. Ah Hook was not interested.

“What for you askem me fool question,” he said.
“Chinaman he findee out long time allee government allee
samee—big clook.”

But there was an answer of a sort about that time, an
answer to one of my questions: Why didn’t somebody chal-
lenge the rascals—if they were so bad? The boss of Sacra-
mento, Frank Rhodes, the gambler, was having one of his
conventions of the local ring-leaders in a room under his
gambling-house. It was at night. There were no outsiders
present, none wanted, and the insiders were fighting,
shooting men. During the meeting Grove L. Johnson, a
well-known attorney in the town, walked in with his two
sons, Albert and Hiram, both little more than boys, and
both carrying revolvers. They went up to the front, and
with one of his boys on one side of him, the other on the
other, Mr. Johnson told those crooks all about themselves
and what they were doing. He was bitter, fearless, free-
spoken; he insulted, he defied those politicians; he called
upon the town to clean them out and predicted that their
power would be broken some day. There was no answer.
When he had finished. he and his sons walked out.
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Something in me responded to that proceeding. It was
one way to solve my problem. There was no other response,
so far as I could see or hear. People said unpleasant things
about Grove L. Johnson, and the Rhodes ring went right
on governing the town. Later, much later, the boss disap-
peared, and still later Grove L. Johnson himself was one
of the bosses of the Legislature. Albert Johnson died. But
Hiram Johnson became a reform Governor of California
and a United States Senator.

What struck and stunned me at the time was that this
courageous attack by the Johnsons—especially by the boys
—had no effect upon the people I knew. I was trying to
see the Legislature and government as Mr. Marple saw
the sunset through the brush in the river bottom; not the
mud but—the gold, the Indians—some beauty in them.
The painter said there always was something beautiful to
see. Well, Mr. Johnson and his two boys—their defiance
was beautiful; wasn’t it? I thought so, and yet nobody
else did. Why? I gave it up, or, better, I laid the question
aside. I had other things to think of, wonderful things,
things more in my line.



Chapter VII
THE NEELY FARM

When the romance began to fall off the race horses, I
looked around for a new interest and there was none within
my old range. I had about exhausted the resources of the
world within a quarter of a day’s ride of home. My circle
must be widened; I must go off for all day. What held me?
Not my parents; they let me go wild. Not my pony: he was
a tough little cayuse. The noonday meal was the stake I
was tied to. If I could ride away out into the country till
noon, eat there somewhere, and ride back in the afternoon,
I could cover miles and miles, see new things, new people.
The problem was where to eat and feed my pony.

I tried nowhere at first. I rode half a day, dismounted
on the edge of a vineyard, and ate grapes, but there is no
grass when grapes are ripe; my pony had to mnibble
stubble. That was not enough for him, and the grapes were
too much for me. I came home with a stomach-ache. My
mother, who did not understand a boy at all, said it was
the grapes, and she proposed that I take my lunch with
me. “Your father does,” she argued. Yes, but teamsters,
scouts, knights, and vaqueros did not carry a lunch—and
I wasn’t going to. When. my mother insisted and made up
a lunch parcel for me I hid it in the stable or ditched it.
I would not be weak. I would “find” myself, as my kind
of people did.

I consulted the bridge-tender about it. He said I might
share his meal whenever I wished, and his fare was good
regular food: ham and eggs with black coffee and brown
sugar. He could not provide for a horse, however, and the
bridge was not far enough out of town. I used his hospital-
ity only for breakfasts when I rose early and could get out
to his place by six-thirty a. m.
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I made friends with Ah Hook, a Chinese farmer a little
farther out. He was hostile at first. Having a patch of
melons and another of peanuts, he was suspicious of a boy.

“What for you come catchem eat here?” he asked.
“What for you no go home?”

I explained, “Too far,” and he asked, “What for you
go too far?”

That was an easy question. I had to see what was beyond.
He laughed.

“Melican boy, he go lookee see—what? No ting, no ting.
China boy, he no go lookee see. He know all-leadee, not-
ting, allee samee.”

I answered that: “What for you Ah Hook come allee
way China lookee see—Sacramento?”

“Me no come lookee see Sacramento,” he replied. “Me
come catchem dollar, go home China.”

“Yes,” 1 argued, “you come catchem dollar to catchem
eat allee samee me.”

Ah Hook liked that. He chuckled and surrendered.

“All 1i,” he said. “All li, you come eatee lice here.”

And I did once or twice, and Ah Hook put up my pony
to feed with his old skeleton of a horse. But his bill of fare
was always the same “lice” and tea, both made Chinese
fashion, and I didn’t like rice. I had to find another road-
house.

As my custom was, I made a business of the search, and
I turned the business into a game. My youngest sister has
turned this trick into a philosophy. “Why work?” she says
whenever any one complains of the labor of something.
“Make a game of your job and then—play.”

I played that I was a fugitive from justice in search of
a friend, but I became so absolutely a hunted ecriminal
that I was too cautious. I ran away from the people who
might have helped me. I found nothing, and another day
was wasted because I was after an enemy and forgot that
it was actually a friend I wanted. I avoided everybody. The
next Saturday I was more sensible. I was the trusted scout
of a general who sent me out to find a base, an advance
post where he could quarter and supply his troops; and he
ordered me to hunt till I got what we must have. Riding
up on a low eminence on the Stockton road, I folded my
arms and reconnoitered, and I saw several places that
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would do. I was judging by appearances; I preferred neat
farms. The Duden Farm was spick and span. It was small,
but all the buildings were painted; the fences were well
made and the fields well tilled. Mr. Duden had a black-
smith’s shop on the corner of the main road and a cross
road. There he himself always worked; his sons kept the
farm. That was an objection. Country boys had an uncom-
fortable way of looking a city boy contemptuously up and
down, asking technical questions, and laughing at the
answers. I was desperate, however; the troops must be
provided for; the general was a fine chief but a martinet.
I considered the Duden place.

Riding on to the blacksmith’s shop, I stopped and stared
at Mr. Duden. He looked up from his anvil, asked me if
I wanted my pony shod, and when I said I didn’t, he went
on with his work, hammering red-hot irons and spattering
the sparks all over everything, even his leather apron and—
to my wonder—his own bare, hairy arms. It was a fasci-
nating sight. I wouldn’t mind being a blacksmith who shod
horses. The glowing splinters burned black spots on the
floor, but they didn’t burn Mr. Duden. Why? I asked him.

“They know me,” he answered, but he did not look up.
He went on beating the red-hot irons, ducking them sizzling
into water and poking them back in the open fire, just
as if I wasn’t there. I rode on, therefore, and the Dudens
lost for a year or two the chance to know and feed me.

The Duden place was five miles out. Two miles farther
there was a cross road that led left to Florin, a railroad
station, now the center of a Japanese colony which has
been written about many times as an example of the
failure of the whites to hold land against the cleverest of
the yellow races. In my day the farms were almost ranches
in size and the houses few. There was no building between
Dudens’ and the cross road, none beyond for miles. It was
all open fields of wheat, shining hot in the sun. You could
see the heat radiating like white flames over the land. I
turned down the Florin road because I saw off to the left
of it an oasis, a white cottage, with a flying windmill in a
small, fenced garden of young trees, and near it a big, un-
painted barn. Pretty good. A lane opened off the road; I
jogged along it between the yellow wheat and the great,
light green vineyard irrigated by windmills, up to the
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house. I saw that there were flowers in the garden, kept
fresh by liny streams of water, carried all through and
around it by a perfect little system of ditches. The whole
place was neat, cool, shady, and quiet; and not a sign of a
human being till I arrived opposite the cottage gate. There
I saw, with a start, a woman standing, wiping her hands
on her apron and staring hard at me. It was Mrs. Neely.

Mrs. Neely was the New England wife of William Neely,
a tall, straight, gentle man from Mississippi. This I learned
later, and indeed a good deal of what I have to tell now
of her and me is her story, told afterward to my mother,
and all mixed up hopelessly with my own recollections.
But I can see still the picture of her at our first meeting;
I can feel the straight line of her tight, silent lips, and the
gleeful, dancing look out of her watching, inquiring eyes.
She drove all thought of my troops out of my head.

“How de do?” I began anxiously.

“How do you do?” she answered.

“I'm Lennie Steffens,” I explained, “and I'm looking for
some place where I can get lunch for us when I'm off on
long trips in the country.”

“Us?” she repeated. “Who are us? You don’t mean you
and your pony?”

“Yes,” I said, “and my father says it’s more important
to feed my pony than me, but he can eat grass, if you
have no hay.”

“Oh, we have hay,” she answered, “but why should we
feed a boy and a horse whenever they happen along?”

“I don’t know,” I said, and I didn’t. I was often asked
the question; I had even asked it myself; and I never could
answer it.

“Where do you and your pony live?” she questioned.
“And what do you two do for a living? What are you
doing now ’way out here?”

I told her where I lived. I could not tell her what I
did for a living, except that I went to school. And as for
this trip, I had explained that, but I repeated a little more
fully. I was hunting for a place where I could always be
sure of regular meals when I was out on the Stockton road.

“Does your mother let you range the country wild like
this? And your father! Do they know where you are
today?”
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“No.” I blushed for them. “They don’t know where I
am today. They hardly ever know till I get back. But they
don’t mind. They let me go anywhere I want to, as long
as I am with my pony.”

“Umph, I see,” she said. “They trust the pony.” And
she called, “Jim, Jim.”

A man stuck his head out of the barn. “Hallo?” he
answered.

““Here, Jim,” she said. “Come and take this useless boy’s
good-for-nothing pony; put him in the barn and feed him.
Hay, no barley. And you”—she turned to me—*“you climb
down off that horse and come with me.”

Jim came and took the pony with a wondering look at
me. I went with Mrs. Neely, who led me to her kitchen and
bade me “svash up.” She said I was dirty. She went on
with her cooking, and when I had washed, we had a long
talk. I don’t remember what it was all about, but I do recall
her interest in my sisters, who did not interest me. They
weren’t boys and could be used, so far as I had discovered,
only on rainy days, when they served pretty well as brake-
men and better still as passengers on a train of chairs or
a steamboat. Yes, and she asked me about school, which
bored me. The only good thing I could tell her about
school was that Friday was a short day, closing at two
o’clock instead of three, and there was no school from
then till Monday. Two days and a half free. In order to
use them, however, I had to find places where I could
stop and feed up.

She saw, she said. “And when you decide that we will
do for one stopping-place, you will go on and look for
others farther out.”

“Ye-e-es,” I agreed. I had not thought so far ahead as
that, but the moment she mentioned it, I could see it
would be well to have other stations. Also I could see that
Mrs. Neely could understand—some things; which is very
important to a boy, whose life is one long search for peo-
ple who have some insight; intelligence is so rare, espe-
cially among grown-ups.

Dinner was a long time preparing. I thought Mrs. Neely
would never stop putting things on the table—wonderful
things: cakes and jams, honey and milk and pickles. Long
after there was enough even for me she kept baking and
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cooking and pulling things out of cupboards, cellars, and
the oven. And I wasn’t the only impatient one. Before she
was ready Jim came up to the house.

“Always first—to meals,” Mrs. Neely said uncomfortably,
but Jim answered her back. “It’s late,” he said. “That noon
train went by long ago.” Her reply was a blast on a horn
that brought Mr. Neely up to the door. Both men wiped
their boots carefully on the door-mat outside the kitchen
door, and that made me notice that the house was very
clean.

I was introduced to Mr. Neely as “a good-for-nothing boy
who has come here on a useless pony for a square meal
for both, and he proposes, if the board is satisfactory, to
come often, whenever he is passing by—at meal times.”

“Then,” said Mr. Neely, “I hope that you have a good
dinner for him.” He said this charmingly, with a polite bow
to me, and he gave me a warm handshake. I liked Mr.
Neely right then and there. Of Mrs. Neely I could not be
sure; she was queer. As for Jim, Mr. Neely’s brother—I
ranked him where Mrs. Neely put him, at the foot of the
table; he was just a regular fella.

“Yes,” Mrs. Neely repeated when the men had washed
up and we were seated at table, “I have done my best,
as you see, with the cooking of this first—a sample meal.
For I infer from what he tells me that he won’t come to
us again unless he is suited, though he says his father says
that it is more important that Jim feed his pony well.” It
was true that I had said all that; only the way Mrs. Neely
said it made me feel very uneasy. It was always a puzzle
to me why people took what I said and gave it a twist
that made it sound preposterous or ridiculous.

I was hungry, however. So were the other men, and the
food was not only abundant, it was good. I had chanced
upon the best cook in the country; so I ate; we all ate,
all but Mrs. Neely, who kept at me with questions, funny
questions. How was the election going to go? Who would
be our next President? What was playing at the theater?
And the opera? (Sacramento had no opera.) When would
the next ball be? What were the latest fashions? I didn’t
answer the questions; didn’t have to; nobody did. We
just ate and ate, and she asked questions without waiting
for answers till I was full, very full, and then Mrs. Neely
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got me started telling the story of my life—to come. That
seemed to interest them all; they sat around listening to
what I was going to be, until Mrs. Neely said it was time
to go to work. Then Mr. Neely shook hands with me, said
good-by, and told me to come again whenever I wanted to.

“That settles it so far as we are concerned,” said Mrs.
Neely. Mr. Neely was head of the house and if he said I
might come again, I could be sure of a welcome from her.

“But how about you?” she asked me. “Do you want to
come again? Does the board suit you?”

I told her it did; I was very sincere on that point, and
she was glad. She liked to have a visitor now and then
from the great world; liked to hear the news. She com-
plained that some visitors, especially boys, did not know
much, had no idea what was going on; and some boys
were a lot of trouble, banging around and breaking fences
and things, making noises that scared the cattle and fowls.
I wasn’t like that. She was pleased that I was different.
And she seemed to have a grievance against a boy that
came, not by himself, but with a horse that had to be fed
and cleaned. What would I do with a boy like that? What
could such a boy expect? To be taken in and coddled and
—I was troubled. It sounded just like me, this part, and
Jim grinned. She turned on him and drove him out. “You
go on to your work,” she commanded angrily, and when
he obeyed and was gone, she grabbed and squeezed me.

“You darling,” she said, “you darling,” and she kissed me,
several times, hard, the way my mother did till I had put
a stop to the practice. I couldn’t stop Mrs. Neely. I saw what
looked like wetness in her eyes, and besides, all of a sudden
she pushed me out of the house and slammed the door.

Jim was waiting for me. He took me out to the barn.
He kept snickering a suppressed laugh while he showed
me that the pony had fed well. He put on bridle and blan-
ket, boosted me upon the pony.

“Now, boy,” he said, “you come often. We get better
meals when you do. The Missis doesn’t strain herself every
day the way she did today. And Will, he likes you.”

“But how about Mrs. Neely?” I asked. “Does she really
want me to come?”

“Want you?” Jim exclaimed. “Want you! She has wanted
a boy like you all her life.”
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Chapter VIII
A PRINCE AND A COWBOY

A boy’s life is pestered with problems—hard ones, as
hard as any adult’s. There is the whole world to get into
your head. You have to make a picture of it; that’s easy,
but the picture has to correspond somewhat with the
world outside, which keeps changing. You have the sun
going fine around the earth, and then all of a sudden you
learn something more and the earth starts whirling around
the sun. This means a complete readjustment. It happens
often. Every time I had everything all right and working
harmoniously inside so that I could leave it and mind my
own business, some fact would bob up to throw it all out.
I remember how, when the earth was flat, I had to put
China and the Far East to the west of me, no easy task
for a boy; and then when I had that done, I studied a
book which made the earth round like an orange. Where
was one to put China then?

I consulted some of the other boys about that, and they
looked dazed for a moment; but they soon turned to the
ball and bats and bade me do likewise.

“Ah, play ball,” they said in effect.

Our cook, a Chinaman, was contemptuous. “What for
you go lookee see find China? China no lost. Fool boy lost,
yes, but China all 1i.”

And this, the construction of the universe as a whole,
was onlv the main business of life. There were minor
problems. It took me and my crowd days of exploration
to discover and map in our minds the confluence of our
two rivers, the American and the Sacramento. It took
longer to make out how the river steamboats and the
railroad trains could start from Sacramento at right
angles and arrive both at the same place, San Francisco.
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Also there were the inhabitants of the earth to under-
stand, the grown-ups who do and say such queer things.
They say they love you and yet they balk you like enemies.
They tell you to be good and you’ll succeed, and the next
thing you know they will be chuckling about how dishonest
some successful man was. Nor will they explain anything,
not seriously. They laugh at a fellow’s questions. Or if
they pretend to throw a light, they only cast a shadow
that darkens and complicates the puzzle. They don’t seem
to realize how painful your need is to find out just where
you are at in a mixed-up world. Sometimes it seemed to me
almost as if they didn’t know where they were at them-
selves.

As I was leaving the Neely farm that day I was wonder-
ing what Jim Neely meant by what he said about Mrs.
Neely wanting a boy like me and what Mrs. Neely meant
by being so cross with me and then so soft. If she wanted
me why couldn’t she take me straight as a regular fellow
would? I could not make it out. I thought and thought,
but the sun was hot over me and the pony was hot under
me. I did what I had to do with many, many questions:
I gave them up, for the present; I laid them aside and hung
on to the thought that anyhow I had a feeding-station
seven miles out on the Stockton road. And before I reached
home I had another feeding-station still farther out, and
another problem.

Single-footing along the flaming road, I picked up the
track of cattle going my way, and pretty soon there was
a cloud of dust ahead. Hurrying as much as I could on
such a day, I caught up with a cowboy driving a small herd
of big calves and young steers to market I asked if I
might help him.

“You betcher life,” he answered. “My horse is about in.”

No wonder. It was a small drove, and, as the cowboy
said, it’s easier to handle a big drove. If there’s a mob,
cattle will herd like humans. But when they’re a few, and
of mixed ages, they are like a bunch of shooting stars.
“Maybe we can do it together,” he said. “I’ll drive from
behind here and you’ll ride along the side of the next
cross road, doing the dirty work.”

It was dirty work. A calf would bleat and bolt. My pony
would spring ahead and cut him off. Then a young steer,
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smelling water, would bellow and go, with others after him,
down the road. I had to race to the front, stop short, and
hold them. An open lane on one side was easy; the pony
would of himself see and take and hold it, but when there
was a cross road, open both sides, we had, us two cowboys,
alternately to drive and head. I would shoot up, yelling,
along one side, then fall back and drive as he galloped up
the other side. By good team work we got by. I was sweat-
ing, my pony was in a lather, and the cowboy and his
horse were caked with the mud of the damp dust. He was
pleased, however, and, to keep me with him, he paid me
a compliment (the way grown-ups do).

“You know the cattle game, don’t you?” he said.

“No,” I answered, “but my pony does, and I'm learning
it from him. How long you been on the road?”

“All day,” he said. “The ranch is about twenty miles
out.”

Twenty miles out! Just right. I began fishing for an in-
vitation to visit him, asking him questions. The ranch was
not a big one, he said; it was mostly a wheat farm, only
part hay and cattle. He was one of five or six hands that
worked steady on the place.

“Why don’t you ride out and see us sometime?” he in-
vited. “You like to work cattle. We’ll let you have all you
want of it.”

I told him about my gang, and he laughed. “Five or
six! All kids? Well, you may all come. Why not? Make a
week-end of it.” A week-end? What was that? He used
lots of funny words, and he spoke them very English. And
he suggested a date when there would be work for us to
do, cattle work.

I liked the idea, accepted it, and I liked this fellow. I
stared at him approvingly till he turned away as if em-
barrassed, and when he looked back at me, he asked me
a diverting question.

“Why no saddle?”

I explained that my father wanted me to learn bareback.
and that led to the Comanches. I told him all about them,
how they rode, fought, and—I must have become so
enthusiastic about those Indians that he suspected me.

“I see,” he said, “you are a Comanche Indian chief.”
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This struck me at first as fresh. I did not like to have
anybody walk right into my—my privacy, like that, sit
down, and stick his feet up on the table. But my second
thought was that maybe he was my kind of a fellow, like
the bridge-tender. I decided to see.

“No,” I said. “I used to be a Comanche chief’s son, but
that was long ago; several weeks back. I am-—something
else now. I'll tell you what I am if you’ll tell me first what
you are.” : .

“Why,” he said, “I am, as you see, a cowboy.”

I was disappointed. He did not understand. I said as
much. “Of course, I can see you're a cow-puncher, but
that’s only your job. I don’t mean that. What I mean is,
what are you really?”

“Really?” he echoed. “What’s really? I'm a real cow-
boy.”

“That’s funny,” I said, “I thought you’d tumble to what
I meant, and you didn’t.”

I was about to give up, and he seemed to sense that. He
looked almost ashamed, and I didn’t care. If he wasn’t
my sort, if he didn’t belong to our crowd, he didn’t matter.
We rode along in a silence that could be felt, like the heat,
till a steer charged the fence. “Water,” I called as my pony
charged at the steer, and I was glad that the rest of the
herd joined the attack on that fence. It kept us busy for
a while. When we could fall back and ride together, the
cowboy had decided to talk.

“I'll tell you about myself,” he said. “My name, my
cattle name, is Duke. That’s what the cattlemen call me
from Texas to the Pacific, only they pronounce it Dook.
And they name me so not because I am a duke. My father,
as it happens, is a lord, but my older brother will inherit
his title. I myself, I am nothing, as you see. I'm called by
an English title because I am English, but as a matter of
fact, I am a plain American cowboy.”

I was thrilled. I had read about the English nobility,
books on books, and here for the first time I was seeing
one. '

“Is that what you mean by ‘really’?” he inquired.

“Maybe,” I answered, and it was his turn to be disap-
pointed. I was sorry now. It was my turn to talk. I told
him about me, to explain what I meant.
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I had been reading Scott’s novels lately, I said, and
lots of other English stories about knights and gentlemen
and ladies. I knew what a younger son was and had even
thought I'd like to be one.

“Really?” he said, only he said it differently from me.

“Yes-s— I hesitated. But I decided to trust him. “Yes,”
I confessed. “I wouldn’t have minded being the son of
a lord, and, as a matter of fact, I was—not exactly that,
but I've been something like that for a good while lately.”

“But why?” he asked. “You are in the way of being what
I wanted to be when I was a boy, and yet here you are—"

“Nothing,” I interrupted, and I poured out my woes.

Here I was, a boy, just an ordinary boy. I wasn’t a poor
boy, like the boys I had read about in stories, the fellows
that started with nothing, no father, no mother, no home.
They starved in the streets, picking up now and then a
crust of bread to eat, and finding here and there a dark
hallway to sleep in, but they begin by selling papers and
shining shoes; they are smart, industrious, honest, and
brave; so they rise slowly but surely and by and by they
are a success. They own the paper they sold or—whatever
it is they are at.

“That’s great,” I summed up. “They are heroes of books.
I’d like to be the hero of a book.”

But, I grieved, I could not be that. My father and mother
did not die when I was young. They are both still living,
and they had a home for me. I didn’t have a chance; I
could not go out and suffer, strive, and become a success.

The Duke saw my predicament. He tried to be encourag-
ing. There were other things I might do.

“What?” I demanded. “I can’t be one of those rich men’s
sons or the son of a duke and do what they do.” There
were stories about them, too. They had boats and rivers
they could row on; not like the Sacramento and the Amer-
ican Rivers: not swift floods or all dried up. They had snow
and ice and parks. They could go sledding, and skating,
and they had places to go riding in, made on purpose for
saddle horses, and grooms to follow them. Not like me. I
had to ride over to the river bottom or out on the plains,
always with other boys, among farmers and—and—

I halted. I had almost said something that might hurt
his feelings. He saw my embarrassment, and like a duke,
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he bridged it gracefully (the nobility is very graceful, you

know).

“And cowboys,” he suggested.

“Yes,” I said, and to make it easy for him, I explained
gracefully that I didn’t mean him. I was glad I had met
him; I was certainly coming out to his ranch with my
crowd to help with his cattle. I had to do something to fill
up my time.

“But you can see, can’t you,” I said, “that working
cattle on a ranch isn’t what a fellow with ambition would
choose to do if he had his choice.”

A team was coming toward me. “I'll head ’em,” I said,
and I rode up and turned our cattle off to the right side
of the road. After that there were two cross roads in suc-
cession; both the Duke and I were busy, and by that time,
the city limit was near. There were other things to think of.

What butcher were his calves for? When he told me, I
told him that all would be well. Loony Louie was that
butcher’s ranchman; he would be on the look-out for us,
with the bars down, and there was a pond in his corral. The
cattle would turn in of themselves for the water. And this
happened. We had a couple of miles of very hard work.
The herd split, and half of them got away up one of the
many lanes. My pony brought them back, and—well, we
worked the whole tired, famished drove to the butcher’s
place. There was Louie standing out in the middle of the
road with his gate wide open. The cattle rushed in, and
our horses followed—one mad rush for the pond, and there
they all waded in up to their bellies and sank their heads
in up to their eyes. And Louie, closing the gate and run-
ning after us to the pond, stood and danced there; he
laughed and yelled like a maniac at the sight of the drinking
animals.

I saw Duke looking astonished at him.

“What’s the matter with that man?” he asked, as we
rode up out of the water and headed for town. I saw my
chance to explain what I meant by “really.”

“Well,” 1 said, “Loony Louie is called crazy, but he
isn’t. He is all right, only he loves stock. You saw how he
was glad when your thirsty calves wallowed in the water
and drank their fill? Well, he loves that; he loves to see
’em drink and feed. He’ll cry if he sees them slaughtered;
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sure. That’s why they say he’s crazy: because he loves
animals and goes crazy when he sees them drink when
they're thirsty and eat when they’re hungry; and—and
when they’re killed he goes crazy too.”

“Poor devil!” the Duke muttered.

“No,” I corrected, “Louis was in prison once for steal-
ing cattle and once he was in the insane asylum for the
same thing. But I know him, and I knew what he wanted:
knew he didn’t want to own cattle but only to take good
care of them, so I got him a job here to take care of the
butcher’s cattle. It would have been better to put him on
a ranch where cattle aren’t killed, but no rancher would
take a loco cattle-lover. Only this old German butcher could
understand about Louie. He gave him the job of priming
up his cattle, and he keeps him away as much as he can
from the slaughter house.”

“Really!” the cowboy exclaimed, and I answered, ‘“Yes,
really. And there you have said it yourself.”

But he didn’t see it even yet. We rode along the' city
streets, quietly; all you could hear was the flap of his
chaps and the clink of his spurs.

“Come again, kid,” he said at last.

“Why, don’t you see?” I said. “That butcher’s man, who
has the job of feeding up cattle to be killed, he is really—
he is playing he’s the friend of those calves of yours, and
he’ll take ’em into the barn, feed them a lot, pet them,
talk to them, and he will listen to them, and—and—

“And?” the cowboy boosted, and I told him straight
how Louie could sit up on a fence with you and tell you
how a young calf feels when it is separated from its
mother and what a wild steer would like to be—“really.

“He does to me,” I said. “He has told me stories that
are—real about what the cattle tell him.”

“Really ?”

“Yes,” I said, and I told him about the bridge-tender,
whose job was to tend the American River trestle. A good
job, and dangerous, and he did it up brown. But he didn’t
care for it. “He’s really a prospector who strikes it rich
and goes home where his people live, and the girl that
wouldn’t marry him, and—and—"

“And—" the cowboy said, and I saw he was understand-
ing, so I went on.
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“And I go out there and sit in his cabin, and him and
me, we go back home rich and spend the money; he just
blows it and he makes his folks proud of him, and—and—"

“And—"

I had to go back and explain that the bridge-tender’s
troubles all came from a certain preacher in his home town
who, because the bridge-tender got to dancing and raising
the dust, denounced him to his face in a sermon in the
church. The bridge-tender was with his girl, and it so
shamed her that she wouldn’t have him ’round any more.

“See?” I said, and he saw that much; so I trusted him
with the whole truth, how, when the bridge-tender and
I are alone on the trestle and there is no train due, we
make his pile, we go back east to his home. We walk into
that church—everybody’s there, the girl, too, of course—
and the bridge-tender, who has been the talk of the town
for a week, he walks up the middle aisle of the church,
draws his gun, and makes that preacher come down out
of his pulpit, kneel down, and apologize to the girl.

“And she marries the bridge-tender?” the Duke asked.

“Sometimes,” I answered. “Sometimes we take her, and
sometimes she begs to be took, but we scorn her.”

We had come to the corner where there was a small
drovers’ hotel with a stable next door, the Duke’s hotel. We
stopped; since the Duke did not seem to see it, I pointed
it out to him: “Your hotel,” I said.

“Yes, yes,” he said. “But let’s finish this. Your butcher’s
man is—really—a cattle-lover; your bridge-tender is a rich
miner. Any others like that?”

“Yes,” I said. “You know Hank Dobran, the gambler,
that runs this hotel and bar where you are stopping to-
night? Well, he—this is a secret, of course—when Hank
has made enough to be independent—he tells me he is
going to turn in and clear up the dirty politics of this town
and make a fine, grand town that all the other cities all
over the world can copy.”

“Any more?” he asked after a while, and I looked at
him and he wasn’t joshing me. He believed. I answered
him, therefore:

“Every fellow I get to really know is that way,” I told
him. “Every one of them is playing he is really some-
thing else besides what his job is. And that’s what I mean
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by really,” I said, “and—and that’s why I asked you what
you were, really.”

The Duke did not answer. He just sat there on his horse
in front of the hotel stable. We were so quiet that the
stableman came out and looked at us—and gave us up.
But his wonder brought the Duke to. He spoke.

“I was that way, kid,” he said. “I was like you. I read
books, as a boy; I read and I wanted to go and be what
I read. Only I read stories about the far west, Indians,
scouts, cowboys. I read about knights, too, and lords and
ladies, kings, queens, and princesses. Yes, but I saw that
sort. I knew them as—as you know cowboys. So I didn’t
want to be a prince or the son of a—duke. I played I was
a cowboy. I could ride; I had horses, yes, and—but I hated
to ride on our silly little saddles on bridle paths in our
fancy parks with a groom behind me—and my sister. I
wanted to go west and be a cowboy among cowboys—and
really ride—really. And—well—as you see—I did. That’s
what I am now and have been for ten years. It isn’t what
I imagined it to be. It is no more what it is cracked up
to be than a lord is or the son of a lord. But no matter,
here I am, Dook the cowboy—really a cow-puncher.”

He seemed to be sad about it, and his sadness put up a
problem to me, the hardest puzzle of that day.

“Funny!” I said. “You’'re a cowboy really—and I—I
don’t know what to be now, but for a long time lately—
weeks—when I rode up to you, I was a prince, the son
of a lord, the Black Prince in the Middle Ages.”

The Duke didn’t laugh the way some men would. He
thought and thought, and at last he looked as if he was
going to say something. He didn’t. He changed his mind,
I guess. For all he did was to put out his hand, take mine,
and shake it hard, once.

“Good-by, Prince,” he said. “It is time to go home. It’s
time for both of us to go home—really.”

“Good-by, Duke,” I said, and I rode off home puzzling
and puzzling.



Chapter IX
I GET RELIGION

During the morning recess at school the next Monday,
I gathered my crowd (of horse-boys) on the school steps,
and while we watched the other boys playing leap-frog, I
reported the Duke’s invitation to visit his ranch some
weeks hence and my plan to start on a Friday afternoon,
stay somewhere out in the country that night, go on
early the next day to the cattle ranch, and work and play
with the cowboys till Sunday afternoon or Monday morn-
ing. They were delighted, but where were we to stay Fri-
day night? I told them all about the Neely farm for me
and they asked me to “ring them in on that.” Since there
were five or six of them at that time, I hesitated. They
pressed me to try it. They gave many, but different, rea-
sons for thinking Mrs. Neely would take us all in.

Hjalmar Bergman said she would because his mother
would. Charlie Raleigh, who was the oldest of us, argued
that my account showed that Mrs. Neely liked me so much
she would do anything I asked. Will Cluness held that
she would if we paid her, but that was no use because we
never had any money. Another fellow thought we might
offer to work out our board and lodging; another that we
might fix it up with Jim Neely to let me sleep in the house,
and say nothing about the others but sneak them into the
barn, trusting to luck to swipe enough food for supper
and breakfast. By the time school “took in” again, I had
promised to ride out to the farm the next Salurday and
see what I could do.

I did that, and all I got was another pretty problem. Jim
saw me coming up the lane. He hailed me from the barn,
and he was so friendly that I felt encouraged to consult
him at once, before I dismounted.
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“How many boys did you say?” he asked.

“Oh, from five to six or eight—depends on how many
can get off.”

He grinned. “Wall now,” he said, shaking his head, “I
think that if I was you, I wouldn’t put that up to the old
lady.”

“Why not?” I appealed. “They are all all-right fellows.”

“Sure thing,” he said. “The boys are all right, but what’s
the color of their horses?”

I told him: white, gray, black, etc., and two bays besides
mine. He asked for the markings on the other bays.
None, I said, all red.

“Um-hum,” he reflected. He looked ecritically at my
pony, and he answered in a very peculiar way. “No
It won’t do. Mrs. Neely is very particular. She is one of
those rare women that likes a boy that rides a bay
pony with a white star on his forehead and one white
forefoot. She would be furious if you brought her any
others.”

Now, what could you make of that? I leave it to anybody
that that was a puzzle. I sat there on my pony puzzling
and puzzling, till Jim called me down, took my pony, and
sent me into the house to see Mrs. Neely.

. “So,” she greeted me, “here you are again. Out for
another square meal? All right. This time you have brought
me all the news from town, no doubt; the answers to all
my questions. Of course. You go and find Mr. Neely; he’s
ditching in the vineyard; and don’t come back till I blow
the horn. Then we’ll hear the news you have collected for
me.”

I had no news. I had forgotten her old questions. I
never thought of anybody but myself, my mother would
say; I could hear her saying it. Maybe it was true. I was
ashamed of myself. But Mr. Neely received me gladly, a
little too polite; he shook hands with me and said, “How
do you do?” which is a strange question to put to a fellow
who doesn’t know or care how he is. I said I was all right,
and I asked him how he was. “Pretty well,” he said, of
course; you could see he was well. I told him about Mrs.
Neely’s questions, how I had forgotten them and didn’t
know what I would do when she asked them at dinner.
He only laughed a little and looked away.
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“Never mind,” he said. “Her questions are for me, not
you. She misses theaters, music, church, and her relatives,
out here on a farm in the west. Thinks we should have
stayed east and lived in a city. And maybe we should;
maybe I shouldn’t have listened to the tales aboutl Califor-
nia and the golden west. Maybe—"

He was quite sad, like Dook was and the bridge-tender
sometimes, and I was sorry, but I couldn’t see how it had
anything to do with me, the Neelys’ coming west. I asked
Mr. Neely what I could do, but he only handed me a hoe
and showed me how to clear the ditches, opening one side
stream and closing another. And it was fine to do. I worked
all morning and learned all about irrigating, something
about hog and hay raising, a farmer’s seasons, markets,
and so on. It was very interesting. I had half a mind to
be a farmer myself. And why not? If being a prince isn’t
what it’s cracked up to be, why not be a farmer and be
done with the terrible problem of choosing a career?

But Mrs. Neely did not want me to be a farmer. She
thought it better for me to become a preacher. It was sud-
den, but I considered it. When she called us on the horn,
I ran across fields to water my pony; but I met Jim, who
said he had done that; so I came back to the house with
him. I noticed how he walked, a sort of plodding gail as if
over a plowed field, and I could, copy it pretty well. He
noticed it.

“You're walking like a regular farmer,” he said.

Pleased, I told him I meant to be a farmer, and noted
each thing he and Mr. Neely did to prepare for dinner.
I washed up as they did, chucked my hat on the bench
with theirs, and wiped my feet as carefully on the mat.
And at the table—crowded with good things—I ate in
silence, hungrily. Mrs. Neely sat on the edge of her chair,
watching us, helping, rising to fetch us whatever was want-
ed, without a word. She ate little, but she did not ask me
the questions I feared. No. We were at peace till Jim gave
me away.

“He’s going to be a farmer, that boy,” he said as he
sat back, sated.

“He is not,” Mrs. Neely answered, just like that. I was
startled. Mr. Neely smiled, Jim winked at me, but Mrs.
Neely sounded so sure that I was convinced. The men, left
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me with her. She had to clear away, and that, her duty,
she did silently, quickly, and most thoroughly. She not
only washed the dishes, pans, knives and forks, as the
Chinese servant did at home; she polished them. She set
the whole dining-room-kitchen to rights, thoroughly; then
she set herself to rights, took off her apron, and turned
to me.

“What time do you start for town?” she asked. I told
her about four. “Very well,” she said, “let’s go out in the
garden and talk.”” We went into the garden and she
worked, irrigating and picking flowers and—talking. I
can see her now, a slight figure with small, tender, strong
hands, kind brown eyes, and firm, straight little mouth,
tending her flowers and saying, “I'm their pastor, and they
need me as much as they need the sun. It is good to be
needed.” I can’t remember all that she said, but pictures
came up in her words, as flowers shine in shrubbery, and
I got somehow the story of a little girl who dreamed of
being needed in the garden of the world. She met as she
grew older and she loved a tall, handsome man who was
good, “the best man in the world”: generous, kind, faith-
ful. And this prince of simple men, he needed her; he said
S0, but, clearer still, she saw his need. She took him, gladly,
and he took her—he took her far, far away. And it was a
beautiful place where they went, a garden indeed, and he
was good always. “That girl lived twenty years with that
man and she never discovered in him a single fault. There
is no other man like that.” He was her ideal and “the novels
are all wrong; they did not live happy ever after, those two.
They lived only at peace for ever. That is what lovers have
for ever, true lovers; not happiness, but peace.” There could
not be happiness for her because the garden was too big; it
was a state, and no woman and no one man could tend it.
Only many men and many women could irrigate and prune
and bring up the flowers in so big a garden. And her man
did his part of that. For he was a farmer. But it was not
enough for her, because her dream was to be the princess
of a prince who tended not land and cattle, but mankind;
not wheat and grapes, but souls, the spirits of men and
women and children. She could have served with her man
in a garden of souls, and he, with his beautifulness, would
have been a prince of peace to his fellow men as he had
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peen to her alone and she would have been a gardener to
the children of men instead of only to her flowers and her
wonderful, wonderful man.

It was a sad, a very sad, happy story, and it had a moral.
“Happiness comes from your work,” she pointed. “Not from
love and not from goodness, but from finding out what you
like to do and doing it. And so—don’t be a farmer,” she
snapped with her scissors. “Be a minister.”

And because the story was so sad and so happy, I
thought I might become a minister. But she wasn’t through.

She questioned me about what I wanted to be. I gave
her the list: Indian chief, cowboy, knight, statesman, loco-
motive engineer, prince — I didn’t tell her all my ideals. I
suppressed the jockey stage, and the teamster, the steam-
boat, and a large number of other ambitions; she did not
notice any omissions. She seized upon the prince. That was
the thing to be, only not a royal but a spiritual prince. And
she got out of me, too, some of my other problems: how the
world was made, where children came from, where China
was on a spherical globe. She discovered also that these
problems troubled me deeply and were driving me to
thought and study and worry. And she had the answers to
all of them.

“If you will believe,” she said—"“if you put your faith
in God and leave it all to Him, your troubles will be over
and you will be at rest. Try it.”

And I tried it. She told me the biblical story of the Crea-
tion more really than I had ever heard it, and so beauti-
fully. I knew it very well. I had had church and Sunday
school regularly, and I did believe in God and Christ. Of
course. I had begun of late to have some emotional sense
of religion. Religion, however, had been a duty, not a real-
ity; church was, like school, like other requirements, a
mere matter of the dull routine of life. My imagination, my
emotions, had all gone into my own adventures, experi-
ments, and play. She turned them into religion and made
it a part, almost the whole, of my life—for a while. I had
from that day’s talk with Mrs. Neely a sense of comfort
and clearness which she said I might, as a preacher, con-
vey to all mankind.

When I went out to the barn for my pony, Jim, who
came to help me, looked at me curiously.
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“Going to be a preacher, eh?” he said. “How old are
you?” I told him. “Oh, well, that’ll be all right.” And he
boosted me up on my pony and watched me ride off, as
Mrs. Neely did, waving from the garden.

It was an ecstatic time for me. I rode out to the Neely
farm whenever there was time. I had begun “going with
girls” and to parties. My mother, noticing it, had me and
my sisters take dancing lessons, and we had parties in our
house. I fell in love. I really loved several girls, besides
Miss Belle Kay, whom I called on often. I adored her, and
I think now she understood me pretty well. She took me
seriously, let me worship her, and played up her part per-
fectly. She let me tell her about my other girls, whom I
merely loved at first; no adoration about that; she helped
me to pick one out of the several and encouraged me to
intensify my concentrated sentiment. This romantic period
was coming to a head when Mrs. Neely discovered and
turned it into religion. I still went to dances; I still called
on my girl. I still enjoyed all the girls and the parties and
the ice cream and cakes. I was happy in all this, but so
was I happy at my beaver traps, hunting, swimming, and
riding with my friends, men and boys. But happiest of all
were the miserable hours I spent weeping over my soul
in my bed, praying for it in corners, and going to church
where the music was wet even if the sermons were dry.
My father eyed me keenly as I developed my sudden in-
terest in church-going; he had just seen me fasting as a
jockey, but my mother accepted this, as she did all my con-
versions, without skepticism, with heartfelt sympathy. She
assured me that Mrs. Neely was right, that my prayers
would be answered. And the test came soon.

The time was coming for the week-end out on the Duke’s
ranch. All the boys were ready for it. When I reported that
Jim said that Mrs. Neely would take in only boys on red
ponies with certain white marks, they went out themselves
on their off-colored horses and made other arrangements.
Meanwhile I spent all my spare time on the Neely farm,
talking religion with Mrs. Neely, farming with Mr. Neely,
and life in general with Jim Neely. My father suggested
that I change my address, live there, and visit my own
family now and then; it would save the pony many a trip,
and I said I would take up the subject with the Neelys and

82



let him know. He got a look from my mother which made
him snap his paper with his finger and turn to the news
of the day. Each of my parents thought the other did not
understand me, and I agreed witlr both of them. And I
preferred it so, because my sisters, who did understand
me, abused the power of their intelligence.

“Let’s see,” said one of them, “you are going out to the
Neely farm to work cattle on Saturday and then to the
ranch for a Sunday of prayer. Is that the plan?”

We took our horses to school at noon on the Friday of
our departure, our horses, guns, and all the dogs of our
several neighborhoods. Leaving the animals hitched in the
shade of the trees outside the grounds, we went to our
classes for the hour and a half which, curiously, was longer
than the whole two hours of other days. It was hot; the
schoolroom was a bake-oven. The only cool thing in sight
was the snow on the Sierras far, far away; the only inter-
esting sight was the face of the clock. The teacher was
cross, but hot too and prompt. She also watched the clock;
I saw her look at it, and she saw me unlacing my shoes
and unbuttoning buttons; she knew why I was undressing,
and at 2:29, with a nod at me, she banged the bell and I
was the first out of the room, the first into the street, where
the dogs greeted me with yelps. The other fellows were
close after me, but I was mounted when they arrived and
with my dogs (mostly Jake Stortz’s greyhounds) was gal-
loping down the street toward the American River. The
race was on.

Since Sacramento City is laid out in squares, you
could ride out any street you chose and turn wherever
you liked. I had my street alone for a while; we always
took different streets for the start. But there were only a
few places where you could cross the railroad track, and
we met in groups at those places, and headed for one spot
on the river where we all came together. This day we all
crossed the track at the same place, and I was still first;
my teacher had seen to that; but through the brush and
over the sandy bottom of the river we were in a bunch, a
bunch of undressed or undressing boys who dropped their
clothes in heaps on the sand and rode naked into the river.
As the horses plunged, hot, into the icy water, you had
to dive off their backs and swim or wade back to beat
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them ashore, else they would get away; and so when you
were out and had them standing in line, the race was over.
I was first.

Tying our horses to the brush, we swam; that is to say,
we dived in, swam a few strokes, and came out to roll in
the sand—repeating this till we were “used to” the cold
water. Then we usually swam across the stream and
swiped peanuts and melons from the Chinese farmers but
this day they (the Saracens) were expecting us. There
were several of them; we saw them hiding, in wait for us.
And besides we had something more interesting than a
war with the Saracens ahead of us. We dressed early, after
only two hours of swimming, rode back to town, and took
to the Stockton road. It was hot, the horses were sweating,
the dogs panting, and we were uncomfortable from the
sand in our clothes. But we raised a hare a few miles out,
and as the dogs charged, we followed over the fence and
had a hunt, short but fast. One of Jake Stortz’s dogs
picked up the hare; he was mine, therefore, and I hung
him like a scalp from my belt.

As we approached Florin we separated one by one, each
with his dogs for the place he was to stay the night. I
rode up the Neely lane, my three dogs after me, and Jim
and Mrs. Neely came out to greet me.

“What’s this?” she demanded. “Dogs, too? You never
said there would be dogs. What can we do with—”

Jim came to the rescue. “I'll find a place for them,” he
said. I leashed them for him, and he went off with the
dogs and the pony. Mrs. Neely was grumbling about the
dogs, but she gripped me by the shoulder, and when Jim
was gone, she exclaimed at my appearance. A fellow never
is neat after a swim, but she scolded me, ran her fingers
through my hair, down my neck. “Sand,” she discovered.
“Sand everywhere. You come with me.”

She pulled me over to the big irrigating tub in the
garden, yanked off my clothes, and stuck me in the cold
water. “You stay there,” she commanded, and she shook
out my clothes. Hanging them up on the branch of a tree,
she darted into the house, and, coming back with soap and
a brush, she washed, she scrubbed me, complaining all the
time about boys and ponies, and dogs; savages, inconven-
iences, dirt, and dogs; selfishness, thoughtlessness, in-
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conveniences, and dogs. “Dogs, too!” she would exclaim.
But she got me washed, helped me dress in rolled-up
clothes of her husband’s, and it seemed to me as if she
liked us all, boys, ponies, inconveniences, and dogs. She
was putting on her indignation, I felt; I wasn’t sure, be-
cause she was very rough. She would jerk me around;
she wouldn’t let me dress myself; she wanted to put on
every garment, shirt, pants, shoes and stockings. And
when I was fully dressed, she brushed my hair and took
me by the hand to her kitchen, where I had to sit by the
fire while she finished her preparations for supper, which
I evidently had belated. Anyhow, Mr. Neely came in un-
called, and when she began to tell him indignantly about
me and how I came to them full of sand and dirt and dogs,
he smiled and interrupted.

“Yes, yes, but you. How are you?”

“QOh, I'll be all right,” she answered impatiently. But
he touched her cheeks, and I noticed that they were red.
“That’s the stove,” she said, but he wagged his head and
looked anxious.

We ate the hot supper with hot breads, in silence as
usual, we three men, and Mrs. Neely hung over me and
gave me selected morsels to eat. She ate not a mouthful,
as Mr. Neely remarked at the end. “No, I can’t,” she said,
and she rose, and went about clearing the table and the
kitchen while we sat silent. There was something the mat-
ter, but I began to feel sleepy; I tried to keep awake, but
my head nearly sprained my neck, and at last, I remem-
ber, Mrs. Neely, having finished her work, spoke up.

“Now, then, you dirty boy, you are tired,” she said.
“You'll be falling asleep in your chair. Come with
me.” Mr. Neely offered to take me to my room, but
“No,” she commanded sharply, “I'm going to put him
to bed.”

She put her arm around my neck and drew me into the
parlor where she had all ready, on the sofa, a piled-up
white bed. It looked good, all clean and cool, and I could
have tumbled right into it myself, had she let me. But, no,
sl.le must undress me, put on me one of Mr. Neely’s great
nightgowns, and we kneeled together by the bed and
prayed. I had no special request to make: so I said a
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regular prayer, the Lord’s, and I hardly could say that, so
heavy was I. But Mrs. Neely prayed something about
being “spared sickness, which is idleness.” Then she rolled
me into the bed, drew the sheet close about me, and
as I fell asleep, she seemed to be crying quietly. Still
on her knees, with her arms out over me, I felt her
sobbing.
There was something the matter.



Chapter X
I BECOME A HERO, SAVE A LIFE

One of the wrongs suffered by boys is that of being
loved before loving. They receive so early and so freely
the affection and devotion of their mothers, sisters, and
teachers that they do not learn to love; and so, when they
grow up and become lovers and husbands, they avenge
themselves upon their wives and sweethearts. Never hav-
ing had to love, they cannot; they don’t know how. I, for
example, was born in an atmosphere of love; my parents
loved me. Of course. But they had been loving me so long
when I awoke to consciousness that my baby love had no
chance. It began, but it never caught up. Then came my
sisters, one by one. They too were loved from birth, and
they might have stayed behind as I did, but girls are dif-
ferent; my sisters seem to have been born loving as well
as loved. Anyhow my first sister, though younger than I,
loved me long before I can remember even noticing her,
and I cannot forget the shock of astonishment and humil-
iation at my discovery of her feeling for me. She had gone
to Stockton to visit Colonel Carter’s family, and in a week
was so homesick for me that my father and mother took
me with them to fetch her. That was their purpose. Mine
was to see the great leader of my father’s wagon train
across the plains and talk live stock with him. You can
imagine how I felt when, as we walked up to the house,
the front door opened and my little sister rushed out
ahead, threw her arms around me, and cried—actually
fied—With tears running down her cheeks, “My Len, my

en!”

I had to suffer it, but what would Colonel Carter
think, and his sons? And as it was with my family, so it
was with Mrs. Neely. I came to love her, as I did my mother
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and sisters, but only with great difficulty, because she
loved me first, loved me when I was loving not her, but
her delicious cooking, and worst of all she loved me as a
regular fellow such as I was—a horseman, trapper, scout,
knight—cannot afford to be loved. Hence my feelings that
night, when, some time after Mrs. Neely prayed me to
sleep, Mr. Neely called me. There was something the mat-
ter, and I was not sorry, I was almost glad.

“Mrs. Neely is sick,” he said. “She has a high fever, and
I have to ask you to get up quick and ride into town for
the doctor. Will you?”

Would I? “Paul Revere,” I thought, and I was up and
dressing. No pony express rider ever dressed faster than
I did. Nor more gladly. Mr. Neely was telling me what
doctor to get, where to find him, what to say, and I heard
his directions. Sure. But I was eager to be off on my long,
hard night ride—seven miles to go, six, five, four, and so
on till, panting and exhausted, the pony and I would
knock up that doctor and—

Jim Neely came in. “Your horse is at the gate, ready,”
he said. Great! Jim said it right, and I answered, “So am
I.” Mr. Neely turned away. “I must go back to Mrs. Nee-
ly,” he said, and his face looked anxious, frightened. It
was evidently a real emergency. I dashed out, Jim fol-
lowing me to the garden gate, and I seized and jumped
up on my horse.

“One moment,” Jim called and took the pony by the bit
and spoke; he spoke very slowly. “You know, don’t you,
how to ride fast and far?”

Of course I did, and I wanted to start, but no, Jim
wasted precious time talking.

“You start off easy, a gentle lope to, say, the main road.
Then you walk the pony a hundred yards or so, then you
lope again to about Dudens’ place. By that time the pony
will be warmed, but a bit winded. Walk again till he’s
easy, then go it; gallop a mile or so. Walk him again, fast,
but walk; then you can run him a bit; not far. Trot half
a mile—"

It was awful. Jim was right. That was the way it was
done; I knew that; but it was hard; it was not the way
the Paul Revere poem did it, nor any of the other poems;
all the books let a fellow run the whole way, and that
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was the fun of it, to run till your horse dropped. But the
cavalry, the scouts, Indians, and cowboys, all hurried as
Jim said, except when they were drunk. And Jim said I
was not to get drunk even on excitement. I had to keep
my wits about me and think of everything.

“About your dogs, for example,” he said, “and the other
boys. What am I to do about them?”

I was glad it was dark, so that Jim could not see that
I was ashamed to have forgotten everything. He asked me
if it would be right for him to drive down to Florin with
the dogs to meet there the gang and tell them to go on
alone to the ranch.

“Yes, that’ll be all right,” I said. “Let go.”

But Jim didn’t let go. He suggested that I go home after
seeing the doctor, have my breakfast there, and come out
to the farm again tomorrow, Sunday. Yes, yes, I agreed,
only—

“How far can your pony run at full speed?” he asked,
and I told him; a quarter of a mile. “Well then, remem-
ber that,” he said. “He can run only a quarter of a mile,
and you have seven miles to go.”

By this time I was so dashed, so unheroic, that Jim may
have seen my depression. He gave me a boost back up to
the poetic. “Now go,” he said; “you are going to find out
that the hero business is hard work, requiring judgment
and self-control, not merely whip and spurs. And,” he
added, “your friend Mrs. Neely needs you tonight, you and
a doctor. Good luck to you.”

So I got away, but of course Jim stood and watched me.
I had to lope slowly down the lane to the cross road and
so on to the main road. It was a faster lope than Jim
meant, but I walked the pony halfway to Dudens’, and—
well, I followed instructions pretty nearly. It was a strain.
The hero business was, like everything else apparently, not
what it was cracked up to be. I had time to think that;
I had time to think of a lot of things out there alone in
the dark—pretty dark—on that road all alone. There were
some farmers driving to market, but I passed them fast,
and so really was out there alone most of the time. And
I could not imagine much. Jim had spoiled the game, and
my thoughts finished it. For the chief of my thoughts was
that Mrs. Neely was really ill, needed me, and—and—this
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is what hurt: I had been glad she was sick so that I could
make an unselfish dash to town for the doctor. What
was the matter with me? Did I think only of myself, as my
mother said? Was I incapable of love and devotion?

By the time I reached the city limits the light of dawn
was breaking, outside and in. It showed up over the
Sierras, and it showed up all over my conscience. The light
brightened the mountains and the road; it was quietly
beautiful outside, but inside it darkened my soul and agi-
tated my ugliness. I was like the rest of the world; I was
not what I seemed. I was a sham. And I didn’t want to be
a sham. No, I didn’t.

Religion came to my rescue. As I thought of Mrs. Neely
sick and praying, so good to me and expecting so much
goodness from me, I remembered that I was to be a
preacher, a shepherd of men. Well, here I was, a shepherd.
With a wave of emotion, I cut out being a Paul Revere
and became a minister, a country preacher, like my grand-
father, riding on his horse to get a doctor to come and
save a lost lamb or sheep, Mrs. Neely. That seemed to give
a meaning to my night ride, an heroic meaning, and I
galloped on into the city happy again, happy and sad, a
combination which occurred often in my young life. The
clatter of my horse’s hoofs rattling along the sleeping
streets, echoing from the dark, dead houses, gave me the
thrill I liked. I met and flew past a milkman, wondering
what he would wonder about me and my speed, but I
didn’t care, really. I bent over my pony’s neck, held the
reins low down like a jockey, and twisting and turning
inte the right street, darted at full speed up to the doctor’s
house. Throwing the reins over his hitching-post, I ran
up the stairs, rang the bell, knocked at the door, again and
again, till at last a sleepy Chinese servant came to the
door.

“Wasser maller you?” he demanded.

“Doctor, quick,” I said.

He turned, grumbling, and disappeared. He was gone a
long time, and when he came slipping back, he bade me
calmly “Come in.” He led me upstairs and on into the
doctor’s bedroom, where the doctor lay deep in bed. When
I sank my message down to him, he groaned, was still a
moment; then up he came and out, and he dressed.
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“Mrs. Neely,” he said as he pulled on his boots. “Great,
good woman that, a lady, the American gentlewoman. We
must save her.” And, quickly dressed, he came with me
down the stairs. At sight of my horse he paused.

“Qh,” he exclaimed. “No buggy. You came a-horseback.
Must have been a dark and lonely ride”—and looking at
me—*“for a boy.” He asked and I told him who I was.
“Good boy,” he said, “brave boy. And you want to save
Mrs. Neely. Well, we’ll save her together. You've done
your part. I'll go and get my rig, and I'll do mine. What’ll
you do now?”

“I'll pray for her,” I said. “She wants me to.”

“Oh, you’ll pray, eh? I meant to ask if you'd drive out
with me or go home?”

“Jim said I was to go home,” I answered.

“Um=hm,” the doctor said. “Good. You go heme and
pray for Mrs. Neely, and I'll drive out and do the rest.
And maybe the best I can do will be to tell her you are
praying for her.”

As he went out to his stable, I remounted and rode home.
It was full dawn when I reached the stable. I rubbed down
and fed my pony, and that done, I knelt in the stall and
prayed for Mrs. Neely. It was an exquisite pleasure, that
prayer; so I prolonged it until I was lifted into a state of
bliss. Thus moved, I went into the house, up to my room,
and tried to sleep, in vain. I prayed some more. I had
discovered something, the joy of prayer; and the light of
it must have been on my face when I appeared at break-
fast. Everybody looked up, and everybody but my father
said something.

“Why—1?” one sister began, and another, “How—?”
“But what ails you?” my mother exclaimed. “Nothing,” I
answered, but after a while I broke down and told it all,
Mrs. Neely’s illness, my night ride, the doctor, and—and
the prayers. There was universal admiration and sym-
pathy, excepting, as I noticed, on the part of my father. He
looked sharply at me for a moment, and he might have
spoken if my mother had not caught his glance and warned
him: “Now, Joseph.” He obeyed. He snapped his morning
paper and read it.

The next few days were wonderful. I was exalted. I
was melancholy; I worried about Mrs. Neely’s condition,
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which was serious. The doctor shook his head and told
me so when he came back from his first visit. He had sent
out a nurse with some medicines that afternoon and was
going himself that (Saturday) night. I moped around Sun-
day morning, went mournfully to church, where I joined
in the prayers with my whole heart and some tears.

“He’s enjoying it,” I heard my father blurt to my mother
as we were coming out of the church, and she was shocked,
indignant, and shut him up. So was I hurt, and yet I
gradually realized that it was true. What did that mean?
I was unhappy, I was miserable, and yet—and yet I was
happy. I prayed for Mrs. Neely’s recovery, I wanted her to
get well, and yet—and yet, I saw and I faced the fact that
I would not for the world have had her not sick.

That afternoon I was to ride out to the farm. I called,
first, on.the doctor, who was really worried. “Very, very
ill,” he said, “but we must save her. We will. You are
praying?” he asked. I was. “Good,” he said, “I told her
you were.” And he gave me some medicines to take out, and
I rode the long seven miles with the lifting sense that I
was really of use to some one at last.

Jim was dressed in his Sunday town clothes and looked
scared. Mr. Neely I did not see, nor the patient, of course
The nurse was in the kitchen and she didn’t see me. She
would not even look at me. I stayed with Jim, who fed and
rubbed my horse. As we sat on the top board of the corral
fence, he talked beautifully about Mrs. Neely.

“I thought she didn’t like you,” I commented.

“Huh,” he said. “She always pretends to be down on a
fellow. It took Will years to believe that she liked him,
even him. And you. Remember how she pretended to resent
your nerve in coming here just for meals? I tell you that
woman is so full-up with love that she has to make out she
is down on us, and she is so good and kind that she has
to act bad and hard and cold. That woman is one of these
here hypocrites, upside down—just the opposite from us.”

He was watching the road, and by and by he got down
off the fence. “Here they come,” he said. I looked and saw
Hjalmar Bergman on Black Bess, waving from the end of
the lane. Jim explained that he had arranged to have the
other boys stop there for me on their way home from the
ranch.
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He had my pony ready, and as he boosted me up on his
back, Jim said: “There is one thing more. The nurse says
the crisis will come for Mrs. Neely tonight. The doctor
will be here for it, no doubt. I think it would be fine
if you would do tonight what she asked you to do—

ray.”
P “¥’ve been praying all the time,” I answered.

“] know,” Jim said, “but a prayer tonight might be
answered, and that would please Mrs. Neely if she gets
well.”

I promised. And then I almost forgot it. When I joined
Hjalmar and he and I rode down to the main road to meet
the other fellows, we got to talking about their time at the
ranch. It must have been great. They had good hunting on
the way out, landed there with fourteen hares and a lot of
birds. They were well received; the cowboys messed around
with them all afternoon, when they were cutting out some
young steers for the market. Saturday night there was a
great dinner, drinking and gambling by the gang, and on
Sunday—games, racing, roping, shooting—everything. I had
missed it!

But the news that hurt me most was that Dook was
gone. I would never see him again, and “it was my fault.”
He had told the other hands about us boys; he had arranged
for our reception and entertainment; and then, about
a week before we were to come out to the ranch, he up
and left. He had a chance to get a boat that was sailing
from San Francisco to England, a boat that he knew the
captain of; but when the other fellows asked him why he
was going home so suddenly, he answered: “It was some-
thing that kid said.”

“What did the kid say?” they asked him.

“Oh,” he answered, “the kid said that there was romance
everywhere, even at home.”

I was dazed; so was Hjalmar; so were the other boys.
“Did you say that?” Hjalmar asked.

I had not. I didn’t even know what it meant. “What is
romance?” I asked, and the boys didn’t know either. We
all puzzled awhile, then dropped the problem to pick up
a buck hare that rose in the road; he bounded with the dogs
and horses after him and twice jumped the fence before
the dogs got him.
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When we reached town it was dark, and I was late to
supper. I was thinking. What did the Duke mean? What is
that which is everywhere, even at home? That romance
business? And why did the Duke sail for home? Why not
a steamship? Why didn’t he stop and see me on his way?
Was he angry with me? But, chiefly, what is romance? 1
forgot all about Mrs. Neely and my promise to pray. I fell
asleep thinking about the Duke and romance. On Monday
I had school, and it was interesting that day; we had the
ranch to talk over and over. We were invited to come again.
But that afternoon I remembered with a pang that Mrs.
Neely needed me. I called on the doctor; he was not in his
office, and he was not expected home till late; had a bad
case out in the country that was coming to a crisis that
night.

“So,” I thought, “the crisis was not last night; it’s tonight.”
I still could pray. And thinking about that, and thinking
how thoughtless I had been, I worked myself up into a
crisis of my own; I prayed, riding my pony; I prayed in
his stall. I was in such a state of repentance and faith at
supper that my mother was worried. She tried to have me
tell her what the matter was. I wouldn’t. I went off alone
to my room and there, kneeling down, I prayed and wept
for a long, long time, till I saw my mother peeping in at
the door.

Indignant, I rose and was about to say something when
she put her arms around me and disclosed her belief in me,
in prayer, and especially in my prayers. She was so truly,
so emotionally sympathetic that I told her what I was
praying for: Mrs. Neely and her crisis that night. “Perhaps
it is at this very hour,” she suggested, and somehow that
got me by the throat. I dropped back on my knees, and I
prayed aloud, my mother beside me.

The next day I called on the doctor. He was hurriedly
leaving his office on a case, another case. “Mrs. Neely?” he
called back at me. “Oh, Mrs. Neely, yes, the good woman
is all right. She had a sharp crisis; I was there, and I almost
gave her up, but about nine o’clock she suddenly came
through and fell asleep. And now, last night and this morn-
ing, she was on the way to complete recovery.”

Nine o’clock! That was the hour. I told my mother, and
she and I rejoiced. Nine o’clock was my bedtime; it was
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the very moment when I had prayed. We were pals, my
mother and I. all the afternoon; we talked about my future,
the church, and the good I would do in the world. It
was great. And I thought my father was going to join in
with us. He knew about my prayers; my mother had told
him, no doubt, and when he came home that evening he
said he had seen Mrs. Neely’s doctor and that she was on
the road to recovery.

“We know,” my mother said. “And the crisis was passed
at nine o’clock, just when Lennie was praying.”

“Y-e-e-s,” my father agreed, “the hour was the same, but
the doctor said it was Sunday—"’

“Oh, Joseph,” my mother cut in, and he stopped. Noth-
ing more was said by any of us—neither then nor after-
ward—about that, but the tradition grew both at home and
on the farm that I had saved Mrs. Neely by my prayers.
And it was a pretty tradition, a pleasant belief, which even
my father respected. For I remember how once, when I
was thinking about the Duke’s last words, I asked my father
at table what the cowboy meant by saying romance was
everywhere, even at home, and my father said, “Well, but
itis, isn’t it?”

And somehow I knew that he meant that that was true
of me and religion, or—something like that. And he was
a religious man, too.



Chapter XI
I GET A COLT TO BREAK IN

Colonel Carter gave me a colt. I had my pony, and my
father meanwhile had bought a pair of black carriage
horses and a cow, all of which I had to attend to when we
had no “man.” And servants were hard to get and keep in
those days; the women married, and the men soon quit serv-
ice to seize opportunities always opening. My hands were
pretty full, and so was the stable. But Colonel Carter seemed
to think that he had promised me a horse. He had not; I
would have known it if he had. No matter. He thought he
had, and maybe he did promise himself to give me one.
That was enough. The kind of man that led immigrant
trains across the continent and delivered them safe, sound,
and together where he promised would keep his word. One
day he drove over from Stockton, leading a two-year-old
which he brought to our front door and turned over to me
as mine. Such a horse!

She was a cream-colored mare with a black forelock,
mane, and tail and a black stipe along the middle of her
back. Tall, slender, high-spirited, I thought then—I think
now that she was the most beautiful of horses. Colonel
Carter had bred and reared her with me and my uses.in
mind. She was a careful cross of a mustang mare and a
thoroughbred stallion, with the stamina of the wild horse
and the speed and grace of the racer. And she had a sense
of fun. As Colonel Carter got down out of his buggy and
went up to her, she snorted, reared, flung her head high in
the air, and, coming down beside him, tucked her nose
affectionately under his arm.

“I have handled her a lot,” he said. “She is kind as a
kitten, but she is as sensitive as a lady. You can spoil her
by one mistake. If you ever lose your temper, if you ever
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abuse her, she will be ruined for ever. And she is unbroken.
I might have had her broken to ride for you, but I didn’t
want to. I want you to do it. I have taught her to lead,
as you see; had to, to get her over here. But here she
is, an unbroken colt; yours. You take and you break her.
You're only a boy, but if you break this colt right, youll
be a man—a young man, but a man. And I'll tell you
how.”

Now, out west, as everybody knows, they break in a
horse by riding out to him in his wild state, lassooing,
throwing, and saddling him; then they let him up, fright-
ened and shocked, with a yelling broncho-buster astride of
him. The wild beast bucks, the cowboy drives his spurs into
him, and off they go, jumping, kicking, rearing, falling,
till by the weight of the man, the lash, and the rowels, the
horse is broken—in body and spirit. This was not the way
I was to break my colt.

“You must break her to ride without her ever knowing
it,” Colonel Carter said. “You feed and you clean her—
you; not the stable man. You lead her out to water and to
walk. You put her on a long rope and let her play, calling
her to you and gently pulling on the rope. Then you turn
her loose in the grass lot there and, when she has romped
till tired, call her. If she won’t come, leave her. When she
wants water or food, she will run to your call, and you
will pet and feed and care for her.” He went on for half
an hour, advising me in great detail how to proceed. I
wanted to begin right away. He laughed. He let me lead her
around to the stable, water her, and put her in the stable
and feed her.

There 1 saw my pony. My father, sisters, and Colonel
Carter saw me stop and look at my pony.

“What'll you do with him?” one of my sisters asked. I
was bewildered for a moment. What should I do with the
little red horse? I decided at once.

“You can have him,” I said to my sisters.

“No,” said Colonel Carter, “not yet. You can give your
sisters the pony by and by, but you’ll need him till you
have taught the colt to carry you and a saddle—months;
and you must not hurry. You must learn patience, and you
will if you give the colt time to learn it, too. Patience
and control. You can’t control a young horse unless
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you can control yourself. Can you shool?” he asked
suddenly.

I couldn’t. I had a gun and I had used it some, but it
was a rifle, and I could not bring down with it such game
as there was around Sacramento—birds and hares. Colonel
Carter looked at my father, and I caught the look. So did
my father. I soon had a shotgun. But at the time Colonel
Carter turned to me and said:

“Can’t shoot straight, eh? Do you know what that
means? That means that you can’t control a gun, and that
means that you can’t control yourself, your eye, your hands,
your nerves. You are wriggling now. I tell you that a good
shot is always a good man. He may be a ‘bad man’ too,
but he is quiet, strong, steady in speech, gait, and mind.
No matter, though. If you break in this colt right. if you
teach her her paces, she will teach you to shoot and be
quiet.”

He went off downtown with my father, and I started
away with my colt. I fed, I led, I cleaned her, gently, as if
she were made of glass; she was playful and willing, a
delight. When Colonel Carter came home with my father
for supper, he questioned me.

“You should not have worked her today,” he said. “She
has come all the way from Stockton and must be tired. Yes,
yes, she would not show fatigue; too fine for that, and too
young to be wise. You have got to think for her, consider
her as you would your sisters.”

Sisters! I thought; I had never considered my sisters. I
did not say that, but Colonel Carter laughed and nodded
to my sisters. It was just as if he had read my thought. But
he went on to draw on my imagination a centaur; the colt
as a horse’s body—me, a boy, as the head and brains of
one united creature. I liked that. I would be that. I and
the colt: a centaur.

After Colonel Carter was gone home I went to work on
my new horse. The old one, the pony, I used only for busi-
ness: to go to fires, to see my friends, run errands, and go
hunting with my new shotgun. But the game that had all
my attention was the breaking in of the colt, the beautiful
cream-colored mare, who soon knew me—and my pockets.
I carried sugar to reward her when she did right, and she
discovered where I carried it; so did the pony, and when
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I was busy they would push their noses into my pockets,
both of which were torn down a good deal of the time. But
the colt learned. I taught her to run around a circle, turn
and go the other way at a signal. My sisters helped me. I
held the long rope and the whip (for signaling), while one
of the girls led the colt; it was hard work for them, but
they took it in turns. One would lead the colt round and
round till I snapped the whip; then she would turn, turn-
ing the colt, till the colt did it all by herself. And she was
very quick. She shook hands with each of her four feet.
She let us run under her, back and forth. She was slow
only to carry me. Following Colonel Carter’s instructions,
I began by laying my arm or a surcingle over her back. If
she trembled, I drew it slowly off. When she could abide
it, I tried buckling it, tighter and tighter. I laid over her,
too, a blanket, folded at first, then open, and, at last, I
slipped up on her myself, sat there a second, and as she
trembled, slid off. My sisters held her for me, and when I
could get up and sit there a moment or two, I tied her at
a block, and we, my sisters and I, made a procession of
mounting and dismounting. She soon got used to this and
would let us slide off over her rump, but it was a long, long
time before she would carry me.

That we practiced by leading her along a high curb
where I could get on as she walked, ride a few steps, and
then, as she felt me and crouched, slip off. She never did
learn to carry a girl on her back; my sisters had to lead
her while I rode. This was not purposeful. I don’t know
just how it happened, but I do remember the first time I
rode on my colt all the way around the lot and how, when
I put one of the girls up, she refused to repeat. She shud-
dered, shook and frightened them off.

While we were breaking in the colt a circus came to
town. The ring was across the street from our house.
Wonderful! I lived in that circus for a week. I saw the
show but once, but I marked the horse-trainers, and in the
mornings when they were not too busy I told them about
my colt, showed her to them, and asked them how to train
her to do circus tricks. With their hints I taught the colt to
stand up on her hind legs, kneel, lie down, and balance on
a small box. This last was easier than it looked. I put her
first on a low big box and taught her to turn on it; then
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got a little smaller box upon which she repeated what she
did on the big one. By and by we had her so that she would
step up on a high box so small that her four feet were
almost touching, and there also she would turn.

The circus man gave me one hint that was worth all the
other tricks put together. “You catch her doing something
of herself that looks good,” he said, “and then you keep
her at it.” It was thus that I taught her to bow to people.
The first day I rode her out on to the streets was a proud
one for me and for the colt, too, apparently. She did not
walk, she danced; perhaps she was excited, nervous; any-
how I liked the way she threw up her head champed at
the bit, and went dancing, prancing down the street.
Everybody stopped to watch us, and so, when she began
to sober down, I picked her up again with heel and rein,
saying, “Here’s people, Lady,” and she would show off to
my delight. By constant repetition I had her so trained
that she would single-foot, head down, along a country road
till we came to a house or a group of people. Then I'd say,
“People, Lady,” and up would go her head, and her feet
would dance. .

But the trick that set the town talking was her bowing
to any one I spoke to. “Lennie Steffens’ horse bows to you,”
people said, and she did. I never told how it was done; by
accident. Dogs used to run out at us, and the colt enjoyed
it; she kicked at them sometimes with both hind hoofs. I
joined her in the game, and being able to look behind more
conveniently than she could, I watched the dogs until they
were in range, then gave the colt a signal to kick. “Kick,
gal,” I'd say, and tap her ribs with my heel. We used to
get dogs together that way; the colt would kick them over
and over and leave them yelping in the road. Well, one day
when I met a girl I knew I lifted my hat, probably mut-
tered a “Good day,” and I must have touched the colt with
my heel. Anyway, she dropped her head and kicked—not
much; there was no dog near, so she had responded to my
unexptected signal by what looked like a bow. I caught
the idea and kept her at it. Whenever I wanted to bow to
a girl or anybody else, instead of saying “Good day,”
I muttered “Kick, gal,” spurred her lightly, and—the
whole centaur bowed and was covered with glory and
conceit.
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Yes, conceit. I was full of it, and the colt was quite as
bad. One day my chum Hjalmar came into town on his
Black Bess, blanketed. She had had a great fistule cut out
of her shoulder and had to be kept warm. I expected to
see her weak and dull, but no, the good old mare was
champing and dancing, like my colt.

“What is it makes her so?” I asked, and Hjalmar said
he didn’t know, but he thought she was. proud of the
blanket. A great idea. I had a gaudy horse blanket. I put
it on the colt and I could hardly hold her. We rode down
the main street together, both horses and both boys, so
full of vanity that everybody stopped to smile. We thought
they admired, and maybe they did. But some boys on the
street gave us another angle. They, too, stopped and looked,
and as we passed, one of them said, “Think you’re hell,
don’t you?”

Spoilsport!

We did, as a matter of fact; we thought we were hell.
The recognition of it dashed us for a moment; not for long,
and the horses paid no heed. We pranced, the black and
the yellow, all the way down J Street, up K Street, and
agreed that we’d do it again, often. Only, I said, we wouldn’t
use blankets. If the horses were proud of a blanket, they’d
be proud of anything unusually conspicuous. We tried a
flower next time. I fixed a big rose on my colt’s bridle just
under her ear and it was great—she pranced downtown with
her head turned, literally, to show off her flower. We had
to change the decoration from time to time, put on a rib-
bon, or a bell, or a feather, but, really, it was not necessary
for my horse. Old Black Bess needed an incentive to act
up, but all I had to do to my horse was to pick up the reins,
touch her with my heel, and say, “People”; she would
dance from one side of the street to the other, asking to be
admired. As she was. As we were.

I would ride down to my father’s store, jump off my
prancing colt in the middle of the street, and run up into
the shop. The colt, free, would stop short, turn, and follow
me right up on the sidewalk, unless I bade her wait. If any
one approached her while I was gone, she would snort,
rear, and strike. No stranger could get near her. She became
a frightened, frightening animal, and yet when I came into
sight she would run to me, put her head down, and as I
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straddled her neck, she would throw up her head and pitch
me into my seat, facing backward, of course. I whirled
around right, and off we’d go, the vainest boy and the
proudest horse in the State.

“Hey, give me a ride, will you?” some boy would ask.

“Sure,” I'd say, and jump down and watch that boy try
to catch and mount my colt. He couldn’t. Once a cowboy
wanted to try her, and he caught her; he dodged her fore-
feet, grabbed the reins, and in one spring was on her back.
I never did that again. My colt reared, then bucked, and, as
the cowboy kept his seat, she shuddered, sank to the ground,
and rolled over. He slipped aside and would have risen
with her, but I was alarmed and begged him not to. She
got up at my touch and followed me so close that she
stepped on my heel and hurt me. The cowboy saw
the point.

“If I were you, kid,” he said, “I'd never let anybody
mount that colt. She’s too good.”

That, I think, was the only mistake I made in the rear-
ing of Colonel Carter’s gift-horse. My father differed from
me. He discovered another error or sin, and thrashed me
for it. My practice was to work hard on a trick, privately,
and when it was perfect, let him see it. I would have the
horse out in our vacant lot doing it as he came home to
supper. One evening, as he approached the house, I was
standing, whip in hand, while the colt, quite free, was
stepping carefully over the bodies of a lot of girls, all my
sisters and all their girl friends. (Grace Gallatin, later
Mrs. Thompson-Seton, was among them.) My father did not
express the admiration I expected; he was frightened and
furious. “Stop that,” he called, and he came running around
into the lot, took the whip, and lashed me with it. I tried
to explain; the girls tried to help me explain.

I had seen in the circus a horse that stepped thus over
a row of prostrate clowns. It looked dangerous for the
clowns, but the trainer had told me how to do it. You begin
with logs, laid out a certain distance apart; the horse walks
over them under your lead, and whenever he touches one
you rebuke him. By and by he will learn to step with such
care that he never trips. Then you substitute clowns. I had
no clowns, but I did get logs, and with the girls helping, we
taught the colt to step over the obstacles even at a trot.
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Walking, she touched nothing. All ready thus with the logs,
I had my sisters lie down in the grass, and again and again
the colt stepped over and among them. None was ever
touched. My father would not listen to any of this; he just
walloped me, and when he was tired or satisfied and I was
in tears, I blubbered a short excuse: “They were only
girls.” And he whipped me some more.

My father was not given to whipping; he did it very sel-
dom, but he did it hard when he did it at all. My mother
was just the opposite. She did not whip me, but she often
smacked me, and she had a most annoying habit of thump-
ing me on the head with her thimbled finger. This I resent-
ed more than my father’s thorough-going thrashings, and I
can tell why now. I would be playing Napoleon and as I
was reviewing my Old Guard, she would crack my skull
with that thimble. No doubt I was in the way; it took a lot
of furniture and sisters to represent properly a victorious
army; and you might think as my mother did that a thim-
ble is a small weapon. But imagine Napoleon at the height
of his power, the ruler of the world on parade, getting a
sharp rap on his crown from a woman’s thimble. No. My
father’s way was more appropriate. It was hard. “T’ll attend
to you in the morning,” he would say, and I lay awake
wondering which of my crimes he had discovered. I know
what it is to be sentenced to be shot at sunrise. And it hurt,
in the morning, when he was not angry but very fresh and
strong. But you see, he walloped me in my own person; he
never humiliated Napoleon or my knighthood, as my
mother did. And I learned something from his discipline,
something useful.

I learned what tyranny is and the pain of being mis-
understood and wronged, or, if you please, understood and
set right; they are pretty much the same. He and most
parents and teachers do not break in their boys as care-
fully as I broke in my colt. They haven’t the time that I
had, and they have not some other incentives I had. I saw
this that day when I rubbed my sore legs. He had to explain
to my indignant mother what had happened. When he had
told it his way, I gave my version: how long and cautiously
I had been teaching my horse to walk over logs and girls.
And having shown how sure I was of myself and the colt,
while my mother was boring into his silence with one of
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her reproachful looks, I said something that hit my father
hard.

“I taught the colt that trick, I have taught her all that
you see she knows, without whipping her. I have never
struck her; not once. Colonel Carter said I musin’t, and I
haven’t.”

And my mother, backing me up, gave him a rap: “There,”
she said, “I told you so.” He walked off, looking like a
thimble-rapped Napoleon.



Chapter XII
I BECOME A DRUNKARD

From the Sacramento valley on a clear day one can see
the snow-capped peaks of the Sierras, and when the young
summer wheat is stretching happily in the heat of the sun,
when men and animals and boys are stewing and steaming,
it is good to look up through the white-hot flames at the
cool blue of the mountains and let your eyes skate over the
frost. All through my childhood I thirsted for those Sierras.
They were a scene for daydreams and night wishes. My
mother always tried to fulfil our wishes, and my father
always yielded to her pressure when time had proven our
demand real and strong. We went one summer vacation to
the foothills; no snow; the peaks shone and called to us
still from afar. After that we went higher and higher, to
Blue Cafion, to Summit Station, Lake Tahoe, and, before
the railroad was put through up the other way, north to
Mount Shasta. I liked the mountains. They were not what
I expected. It took several summers and some growth on
my part to reach the snow line, and then, to my disappoint-
ment, the old snow was “rotten,” as the mountain people
had told me. There was no sledding, skating, or snowball-
ing on summer snow. But there was, as always, compen-
sation for disappointment. There was something better
than what I had looked for and not found: hunting, fishing,
swimming, boating, trapping in the woods; lakes, rapids,
and the flumes.

My life a-horseback in the valley had prepared me to
enjoy these sports with skill, joy, and imagination. Beaver-
trapping without beavers had taught me to trap chipmunks
and catch them; shooting hares, meadow-larks, and ducks
was practice for quail and deer. And my friends in the
valley below were introductory to the mountain folk.
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Horse play is good business for a boy; schooling a young
horse was good schooling for me, and no doubt Colonel
Carter had my education in mind when he gave me a two-
year-old colt to educate. I became, as he predicted, a good
shot; not so good as I pretended and was thought to be, but
the training of the colt had developed in me some
patience, steadiness, and a degree of self-control which
has been of use to me always and served me well in the
mountains.

Once, for instance, when I was up on the McCloud River
with a party of fishermen I made a chum of an Indian boy
about my age. He was shooting fish with a rifle when I
came upon him. Standing still on a low bluff over a deep,
quiet pool of the river, he watched the school of salmon
trout at rest in the dark, cool depths, and whenever a big
one rose to the surface, he fired—just before the fish
flipped—then he slipped downstream to wade out and pick
up the dead or wounded trout. A silent boy—silent as an
Indian—he did not greet me; he said nothing at all. I
talked. I told him I could shoot too; not fish, to be sure, but*
deer, bear—anything else. He heard my boastings long,
making no comment till we were going back to camp. Then
we saw a hawk light on the top of a high pine across the
canyon, perhaps two hundred yards away. I thought he
was going to shoot it. He adjusted the range of his rifle to
the distance and then, without a word, he handed the gun
to me.

“Now make good.” He might as well have said it; I was
caught, and I would expose and humiliate myself, but there
was no way out. I took the rifle, aimed carelessly (what
was the use?), and quickly fired. And the bird fell! Amazed
myself, I am sure I did not show the least surprise. I hand-
ed back the rifle and went on talking as if nothing out of
the ordinary had happened, and I never mentioned the
incident and I never fired a rifle again in that region.
Never. That was self-possession. It was educated intelli-
gence. That shot, reported by the Indian boy, won me
among the Indians and mountaineers a reputation which
could not be bettered and might easily have been damaged.
I was a crack shot; only, curiously enough, shooting bored
me. I am sure that, if my colt had not drilled me in the
control of myself and other animals, I would have shot
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at something else or referred in some way to that unlucky
hawk.

All this character-building, however, had interfered some-
what with my proper school work. I went through the
grammar school always near the foot of my class and
finally failed of promotion to high. My father blamed the
colt. He was not altogether right in this. I was graduated
from college, where I had no horse, last or among the last
in my class. Something else was the matter, something far
more educative, I think now; but horses were enough to
account for my backwardness to my parents, and that
diagnosis made it hard for them to deal with me. They
shared my guilt.

We had become a horsy family. When my colt was
broken to ride I turned over my pony to my sisters. There
were three of them, and one pony was not enough. My
father bought a third saddle-horse. Meanwhile he had
acquired for himself and the family in general a carriage
and a pair of black trotters, which I broke to the saddle be-

“cause my mother caught the horseback fever. There we
were, therefore, a family of six with three saddle-horses
and two carriage horses. Naturally they desired to ride into
my life, meet my friends, and visit the places I had talked
so much about. Reluctantly, gradually, I introduced them
to my circle, beginning with the bridge-tender.

One day we all drove or rode out to the trestle where
the bridge-tender-prospector, properly warned, received
them well and told them all about me. “All they could
stand,” he said afterward. “I didn’t say much about walk-
ing the trestle. I didn’t say anything about swimming the
river in the rapids. I spoke of the Saracens, but I did not
mention the Chinese and peanuts and melons.” The bridge-
tender was all right, a credit to me; and the famliy re-
spected me on his account. “Good man,” my father said.
“A good friend of yours,” said my mother.

Ah Hook, whom we visited a week or so later, did not
rise so well to the emergency. My father liked him, bought
a lot of peanuts from him, and ordered a sackful to be
delivered at the store “for the boys.” But my mother
sought for Ah Hook’s appreciation of her son; she liked
to hear me admired; and the Chink grinned and gave her
his honest opinion.
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“Him boy allee same heap damn fool,” he said. “Him no
sabee; him lucky. Tellem lies all day. Tellem me lies, tellem
nother man lies: tellem himself lies too. Him boy big damn
fool liar. Yes.”

My mother did not care to stay long at Ah Hook’s; she
could not see what I saw in him. We soon closed that visit
and the family never went back. Ah Hook, by his tactless-
ness, lost his chance to become a connection of our family.
There were other disappointments. Loony Louie seemed
crazy even to me when my father and mother were pre-
sented to him. He had just witnessed a slaughter of veal,
and bewailing his calves, he was a crazy sight which I saw
through their eyes. Some of the parents of my boy friends
were not as acceptable to mine as they were to me. I think
that, as a rule (for boys), it is better to keep parents apart
and at home.

However, in my case, the Neelys made up for Mr. Hook,
Louie, and everybody else. The family visit there was care-
fully planned and long remembered. We all went, three
mounted and three in the carriage, and the Neelys were all-
dressed up in their Sunday clothes, except that Mrs. Neely
wore a dainty apron over her black silk dress. The greet-
ings over, she ran back to her kitchen, and Jim and Mr.
Neely and I had the horses to take care of. These chores
done, the horn blew, and in we filed, an embarrassing crowd,
to a dinner, a wonderful dinner. Mrs. Neely had everything
for them that I had ever had and more besides, much more.
Jim was delighted; he winked at me. But we all enjoyed it,
the food, I mean. I did not care for the conversation. It
was all about me, and it took the form of a race between
my mother and Mrs. Neely to see who could tell the most.
I knew all my mother’s stories; so did my sisters, who
snickered at me or kicked me under the table. Mrs. Neely’s
recollections, too, I knew, but not in the form in which
she told them that day. She seemed to remember everything
I had ever domne or said out there, and some of my deeds
and especially some of my sayings did not sound the way
I had thought they would. Rather fine acts became ridicu-
lous. My mother would exclaim that she was surprised, and
my sisters would whisper that they weren’t surprised. I
don’t mean that Mrs. Neely gave me away, or if she did,
she covered it up somehow. Things that had annoyed her
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when they happened became almost all right somehow. The
time I fell into the pig pen, for instance, and had to be
washed, I and my clothes, “every stitch”—Mrs. Neely was
certainly irritated that time.

“All this unnecessary extra work just for you, and you
lying clean and comfortable in my nice bed while I slave
for you’—that is what she had said to me, and now when
she told my mother about it, she just laughed, like Jim, as
if she had liked it.

But the most embarrassing subject for me and my father,
the most amusing to Jim, and the most happy for my mother
and Mrs. Neely, was what they called “the efficacy of
prayer.” The moment it was broached my father drew Mr.
Neely into a discussion of some other themes like the
weather, the markets, and the future of farming. Jim listened
to the ladies, as I had to, and we heard them compare
notes on the hour when I prayed. My mother told her she
saw me on my knees and knew it was nine o’clock because
that was my bedtime, and Mrs. Neely was sure of the hour
because the nurse’s record showed it was only a little after
nine when her crisis passed. Best proof of all, however, was
the sense Mrs. Neely had of relief and that some hand had
lifted a great weight from her, and from that moment she
began to get well. Jim squeezed my knee under the table and
smiled; I didn’t know whether to express approval or—
what.

When late that afternoon we hitched up and drove
away with the carriage full of fresh eggs, vegetables, fruit,
cakes, and everything, “a good time had been had by
all.”

Also arrangements had been made for the regular future
delivery at our house of whatever produce Mr. Neely had
ready for market. There was a big contract for hay and
grain. After that the Neelys, one or other of them, used
to appear about once a week at our house, and sometimes
they stayed or came back for the noon meal.

The two families were friends for life, even after I was
gone away to college. I was in Germany when Mrs. Neely
fell ill and died. They cabled me to save her, and I tried,
but I couldn’t. I wasn’t praying those days, but I did pray
for Mrs. Neely; and she knew it. It was in vain. Her death
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nearly ended Mr. Neely. He began to age; he sold the farm,
and I don’t know what became of Jim, but Mr. Neely
moved into the city. My father took charge of his small
savings and found him a boarding-place where he was
to pay so much a week out of his capital, which they
reckoned would last a certain number of years, months,
and days. The limit worried Mr. Neely, so my father wrote
to me, asking me to send him a written guarantee that,
after my friend’s own capital was used up, I would pay
his board as long as he lived. I did so, and Mr. Neely
seemed to be relieved and at peace. But he died just the
same when his money was ended; he assured my father,
who saw him nearly every day toward the end, that he
was willing to accept his board from me, but I had the
privilege of paying back only a few weeks—of all the good
times he had given me, he and Mrs. Neely.

Mrs. Neely never knew that I took to drink and, from
the broad road to the pulpit, turned off into the narrow
road to hell. An eastern family of boys came to Sacra-
mento, the Southworths, and they fascinated me and my
gang, for the very reason that we despised them and tried
to hurt them. They were well dressed. “Us regular fel-
lers,” we affected to ignore clothes and, since we had to
wear something, preferred such careless garb as farmers
and vaqueros and cowboys wore. The Southworth boys
were an affront to us; they wore eastern clothes, like those
you saw in the illustrated eastern papers; and they wore
them without shame, without consciousness. Boys can de-
spise and admire, resent and covertly hate and love at the
same time; they are not consistent like grown-ups. We
got together to see what could be done, and we decided
that, while they could wear good clothes easily, they prob-
ably could not ride a horse. We would get them on a
horse that would bring them down a peg.

My mother’s horse was a mad animal that was gentle
with her but so wild under a boy that he would run away.
We called him the Yellow Streak. I asked Ernie South-
worth if he would like to ride with us some day. He said
very politely that he would appreciate our courtesy; so
we mounted our horses after school one day and rode to
the Southworths’ house, I on my colt leading Yellow
Streak. We boosted Ernie up on the horse, which whirled
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and ran away, just as we knew it would. We had to race
after the Streak with the boy dude riding high; his hat
flew off, his neat coat swelled with the wind, his face went
white. The Streak ran to our street, turned so fast that he
nearly fell, and made straight for our stable. He was
going so wildly that he could not turn into the alley; he
tried to but passed by and was stopped by a post at the
curb. His stop was like that of a broncho—two or three
terrible jerks which pitched Ernie Southworth over the
post on his hands and knees.

When we rode up, caught the Streak, and jumped down
to enjoy the eastern boy’s rage and wounds, he siood up
and—he apologized. He didn’t mean to let the horse get
away like that; he was unprepared for the sudden start;
he would iry again and, he hoped, do better. It was no fun
lynching a fellow like that. We ’fessed up to our game and
took him into our gang, which straightway took to
drink.

No psycho-analytic novelist could guess or even follow
the psychology of our downfall. Only boys will understand
the perfect logic of it. Since Ernie Southworth was game
about the run-away horse, he had to become one of us,
and since he dressed well and we all had to stick together,
we began to care about clothes. Having become dudes, we
didn’t exactly follow the fashions of ‘“the east” (which, in
California, meant the eastern U.S.), but we kept just a
little ahead of them by copying the styles as caricatured
in the comic weeklies. We found them more striking than
the tailors’ fashion plates. When you are dressed up you
do the things that go with dress. We went in for dancing
and girls. Now the world of women and dancing and
fashion is a world by itself, with its own ideals and heroes.
The hero of our new world was a fellow a little older than
we were, who danced, dressed, and talked well. He was a
favorite among the girls because the day after the dance
he could describe to the girls in their technical terms what
every well-dressed girl and woman wore. We wanted to
be like him, but we could not describe women’s clothes;
so we had to do something else that he did. And the easiest
of his habits to imitate was that of going into a saloon,
standing at the bar, and having rounds of drink. We
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danced and spooned and talked, too, but drink was the
thing, as vain as herding cattle or trapping beavers, but as
fascinating. Once, for example, as I staggered (a little more
than I had to) away from the bar, I overheard one man say
to another:

“Those boys can carry some liquor, can’t they?”

That was great. But better still was the other loafer’s
reply: “Yes,” he said, “but it’s tough to see young men
setting out on the down grade to hell that way.”



Chapter XIII
NAPOLEON

I became a drunkard as I had been a knight, a trapper,
and a preacher, not for long and not exactly with my whole
heart, but with a large part of my imagination. My stomach
saved my heart. I hated what I drank; it made me sick. If I
could have taken beer or soda or lemonade I would have
liked drinking, but think of walking up to a bar, putting
your foot on the rail, your elbow familiarly on the polished
ebony—Ilike a man—and then asking the barkeep for an
ice-cream soda! Impossible. It wasn’t done. Beer, yes, but
one drank beer for thirst, and I had no thirst. I was on the
road to hell, and nobody would have noticed and grieved
over my melancholy fate if I had ordered anything but the
shuddering, sickening concoction that was the fashion just
then among “bad men”: rum and gum. That was what Will
Ross, our ideal, took, and the whole town was mourning
the downfall of this brilliant young man; so we boys ordered
rum and gum, braced ourselves, and gulped it down as if it
was medicine, excepting, now and then, when no one was
looking, we could spill it. I was clever at this; I was caught
at it sometimes, but it was worth the risk. The man who
could throw away the most could outlast the others, and
the manly game was to drink one another down.

“See that fellow over there?” I heard a teamster say one
day, and we looked at a young bank clerk who was a crack
billiard player, too. “Well, sir,” the teamster continued,
“that bloke can carry more liquor than a carload of
watered stock.”

If only that could be said of me!

We all dreaded our fathers. It seemed to be well known
that they would “raise hell” with a son who was going to
hell, and that was a stage of the journey. Some fellows had
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been turned out of house and home, some of the hardest,
ablest drinkers. I never did have any luck at home. My
father never came up to expectations. When he discovered
what I was “up to,” he did not “go straight up in the air”;
he wasn’t even shocked.

One night when I came home late as usual, he walked,
night-gowned, white, and silent, into my room, watched
me without a word as I undressed, and saw me, also speech-
less, tumble into bed.

“What is this all about?” he asked then.

“Nothing,” I said, as distinctly as I could.

“Oh, I know it’s nothing,” he answered. “It always is
nothing with you, but what kind of a nothing is it? If you
keep it up, it will be something, something silly, of course,
but you might with practice learn to like to drink.”

So he knew; he really understood all about it. How did
he come to know more about it — more than I did? I was
disappointed and humiliated, but also I was sleepy. He saw
that, and with a “Tish”—his expression of contempt—
he left me to sleep. He never referred to the subject again.
He acted, however. -

He announced one day that I was to go to a private
school, the military academy at San Mateo, south of San
Francisco. I was delighted—a change. His reasons, as I
remember them, were that I had failed to be graduated
from the grammar school, could not go to the high school
at home without repeating the last year at the grammar
school, and evidently I could not study by myself at home.
I seemed to need a school where there was enough discipline
to compel me to work. There was too much liberty and
play in my life at home. Hence, a military school.

I was delighted. My new chum, Ernie Southworth, had
long had a great advantage over us. He knew all about
Napoleon. I knew something about Napoleon and Richard
the Lion-hearted, the Count of Monte Cristo, and many,
very many, other knights; I knew something about many
similarly imitable persons, poets, cowboys, trappers, preach-
ers. My interest was scattered, my parts as various as any
mere actor’s. Ernie had one steady, high ideal, a hero,
Napoleon Buonaparte, and when he, on his old white horse,
started telling us about the great modern conqueror, we
were still, awed, inspired, but humble. For Ernie, unlike
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the rest of us, was not himself Napoleon; he only followed
him as a marshal might, or a soldier with a marshal’s baton
in his knapsack—respectful distance behind, bold, wor-
shipful, obedient.

When, then, it developed that he, Ernie, was to go east
to study dentistry, while I was to go west and be trained for
a Napoleon, I recovered my happy superiority Most of the
other fellows of my gang were about to go to work or to the
local high school. They envied me, and they and the girls
and my family made an event of my departure, a happy
one for me, therefore. “Going away” to school was a distinc-
tion and an adventure.

I was about fifteen years old, but I had not a thought
of what I was to learn at the new school, except soldiering,
of course. And when I got there I found that the boys, all
in radiant gray uniforms, loathed these clothes and every-
thing pertamning to the military side of the establishment.
Whether it was a pose with them I could not tell; anyway,
it was with me, for I had to pretend not to like the orderly
discipline, which fascinated me. My secret enthusiasm
counted, and I was soon promoted to be a corporal, and
better still, I was made a cadet drillmaster and taught the
new boys tactics all the time I was there. Meanwhile I read
about Napoleon as if I were reading up on my own future.

This I can remember, and I can recall a good deal of all
my private reading: I was carrying on my own education
in my own boy’s way. But I can remember no more of
what was taught me in the classrooms of this school than
I can of the other schools I went to at home. It was a pretty
good school for that time, probably the best of the so-called
private schools in a State where the public schools were the
best. But there was no attempt made, so far as I can remem-
ber, to interest us in the subjects we studied. They were
work, therefore, and our minds ran freely to our play or
our own curiosities and aspirations. I was not good at the
games played: football, baseball, marbles, tops, hare and
hounds. Too much horseback had left my running and
dodging muscles undeveloped. I used to wish I could have
my colt brought down to school, so as to show the great
pitchers and halfbacks that there was something that I
could do—besides drill. The only distinction I won in
athletics was by chance.
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Playing hare and hounds one afternoon, I set out with
the hares, and humiliated long enough, I was determined to
stay with the leaders for once. We had gone perhaps a mile
when I began to fail. My distress was alarming; I thought
I would fall down and die. I saw myself being carried back
dead to the school, but I picked out a great oak ahead on
the road; I would go that far anyway, and to my amaze-
ment, just before I got there I broke into a sweat, my breath
came easily, and I sprinted up to the leaders and finished
with them with a sense that I could go on for ever. They,
too, were astonished and could not explain it. I had got my
second wind, and counting on it thereafter, I was chosen
always for long-distance running.

But I was homesick, not for home, but for my horse and
my gang, for my country life games and for my interrupted
career as a drunkard. There were vacations. My colt, grown
now, bore me out to all my old friends, the bridge-tender,
the Neelys, and the rest. That was the best of my life. It
was natural; no more poses there, except that I never could
be so cruel as to tell Mrs. Neely that I had, not given up,
but almost forgotten about being a minister. I talked to her
about the Episcopal church services we had at school. I
rather liked them, as I liked drill. I must have had a taste
for ritual. But to the Neely men and to my other grown-up
friends I had become what I was, a schoolboy, the only
difference between me and other such boys being that I was
to be a great man—somehow; and I suppose that all the
other schoolboys shared in that distinction.

My father, who knew me pretty well, I think, drew from
me or my teachers at San Mateo enough to seek a cure. To
center my interest in the school he suggested that, besides
Napoleon, I read Tom Brown at Rugby. That had some
effect. As he expected, no doubt, I began to emulate Tom
Brown. This was difficult in our school. We had no fagging
system. I tried to establish one, and the older boys were
for it; only the little fellows objected. They had some snob-
bish objection to blacking our shoes, running our errands,
and otherwise becoming our servants. Force was needed
and my luck gave me the power.

The discipline of the school was partly a cadet system.
The officer of the day was responsible for the enforcement
of the law for his twenty-four hours. One night when I was
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on duty I heard a soft disturbance in one of the dormito-
ries, and slipping in there, I caught several boys out of
their beds. They were with other boys. By threatening
punishment, I drew from the smaller boys confessions which
revealed an ancient, highly organized system of prostitution.
One boy, the son of a general, was the head of it. He had
as his white slaves a large number of the little boys, whom
he paid with cakes, candies, etc. He let them out to other
older boys at so much money, candy, or credit per night.

This appeared to me as a chance to introduce the fagging
system. I called together the senior officers in my gang.
Some of them owned up that they were as guilty as their
juniors, but those of us who were innocent of that crime
carried through our plot. We made fags of the young crim-
inals. It was fun. It was a sort of reign of terror, and we
tyrants enjoyed our power so much that, like grown-ups,
we rather abused it. We could not help letting even the
teachers see the craven obedience we could exact and the
menial services we required.

There was an inquiry from above. Some of the boys con-
fessed everything, and the headmaster had me up as the
head of the whole conspiracy. He was furious, but also he
was frightened. I could defy him. I would not tell him any-
thing, but he knew all about it himself, the fagging system
and, too, the vice foundation thereof, and he was afraid to
have any detaijl of either evil leak out to the parents. He
must have known that such things occur in many private
schools in all countries; it is said to be common in the
English so-called public schools. He acted, however, as if
the scandal were unheard of. I don’t know all that he did
about it, but he compelled me to witness the whipping he
administered to the vice squad, and he forbade fagging. I
felt so mean that I would have submitted to any penalty,
and I escaped all punishment. My first essay into muckrak-
ing cost me nothing.

My best-remembered punishment was for getting myself
and half the school drunk, and out of that punishment came
some good and some bad results—a change in me.



Chapter XIV
ALL THROUGH WITH HEROISM

The Napoleon in me ended, as the emperor himself did,
in prison. As a leader I had to find worlds to conquer; so
when fagging failed I took to drink, I and my followers.
My custom had been to drink only in vacations in Sacra-
mento; in San Mateo I was sober—a sort of double life.
When I came back to school for my last term I was drunk,
not so drunk as I seemed. I could brace up and be sober in
the presence of authority, and I could let down and play
drunk for the other boys, who were so astonished, so admir-
ing, so envious, that it occurred to me to introduce the
habit into the school.

Biding my time, I made some propaganda. That was up-
hill work. Some other leader had heard a speech against
religion; he had brought with him a lot of literature, a book
of Bob Ingersoll’s lectures, for example, and he soon had all
the boys disputing hotly the claims of revealed religion. I
hated it, kept out of it as much as I could, but it was every-
where, and I had to hear some of it. And because I did
not debate the question but only listened, I was half per-
suaded. Indeed I think I was the only boy who had his
mind opened to the questions underlying the doubts of the
day. But having my own leadership to defend, I could not
afford to yield to the passing mania for truth, and I stuck to
my guns; I stood always for drink as the solution of all
such problems till, at last, when the fever of controversy
lessened, my propaganda was heard and considered. A prac-
tical question superseded the academic religious issue, to
wit: Where could we get the drink to get drunk on? I said
I would attend to that. It was not so easy as I thought. No
tradesmen dared to sell drink in quantity to schoolboys; I
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met only flat refusals from the saloon men. But, like all
great leaders of men, I found lieutenants to do what I could
not myself do. A fellow who was slow to join our “con-
spiracy against the good name of the school,” when finally
brought in, said that he would find the drink. I had been
thinking of rum and gum; he thought of beer. A brewery
wagon passed our school now and then; he stopped it one
day and arranged for the delivery of a keg of beer in a
certain remote field the next Saturday afternoon. We were
there, twenty or thirty boys; and more wanted to come,
but were forbidden by us big fellows. I remember how the
smaller boys cried or were indignant at our presumption
at closing to them this open road to the devil. But we
told them that when they grew up we would take them
in with us, and so we left them and went to meet our
brewer.

He came, he opened the keg for us, and he lent us a tin
can “off’n the wagon.” It was a warm day; the field was far
from the school; we had a thirst which was not easily
slaked by our one borrowed can. We drank and drank,
round on round, and when we rolled the empty keg into
the hiding-place agreed upon, we were a sight and a sound.
I don’t know whether the sight and the sound of us did it;
I heard afterward that some disgruntled small boy peached
on us for revenge; anyway there was a large group of spec-
tators out on the campus to see and to hear us come home.
Among the witnesses were some teachers.

There were whippings; there were temperance lectures
and sermons, there were stomach-aches; and there was no
more drinking at the school in my day. We all were
punished but I, as the Napoleon, was stripped of my sword
and rank as cadet officer and condemned to the guard-
house in solitary confinement for twenty-two days. Some
other old boy, far back in the history of the school, had
been locked up for twenty-one days. I must go down on the
records with the longest sentence ever suffered, before or
after; hence my twenty-two days.

My punishment was a blessing to me. I read. They let
me have books, not novels, but histories and solid things.
Among them was an encyclopedic tome which was full of
statistical information. The chapter on drink was the one
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I was asked to read, and I did. It showed ine so that I never
forgot, not only the waste and the folly, but the vanity of
drinking. I got this last because I myself had been half
aware of the pretentiousness of my drunkenness; it was a
pose with me, and when I saw it handled as a pose in men,
grown men, the romance went out of it: it went the way of
politics, racing, and other illusions. I never could enjoy
drinking after that; I was as ashamed of it as I was of being
a sucker in the betting-ring.

There was another chapter on religions that told how
many of them there had been and how men, grown men,
always practiced the one that dominated their day. That
fed my doubting mind, and I asked for other books, which
I was carelessly allowed to have: Herbert Spencer, Darwin,
and others. But the subject that hit me hardest was war.
That book—I don’t remember the title of it—that most
improper book for boys told as a story of idiotic waste the
history of all the wars in the whole story of man, and I
called for paper and pencil. I had to write an oration for
my graduation day, and I wrote one out of that book on the
stupidity of war. But what I did not write was a conclusion,
tentative bat emancipating, that men, the superior grown-
up adults that I had always respected, were and always had
been mostly ignorant fools whom a boy, even a little fellow
like me, need not look up to. I had long felt, deep down,
that they did not see straight, that they could not explain
things to me because they did not understand them, and
now I knew that, if I was to learn anything, I had to find
teachers who knew, and even at that, look out for
myself.

When I came out of the guard-house, my sentence served
to the last minute, I was a hero on the campus—and I
might have enjoyed the awed stares of the other boys. But
I had seen a light. I was on to my own posings, and also I
was contemptuous of the springs of those boys’ admiration.
They were cub dubs; their respect was worthless. I heard
it said, and I do not doubt, that I looked conceited, priggish,
but I know now that I was dazed by a new interest, a fixed
determination. I was going to college, and I was going there,
not to make a record, not, as the headmaster said, to repre-
sent the school and make it proud of me—I was going to
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college to find out the truth about some of the questions
that had bothered me. I was not to be put off any longer
with the appearances of things. I meant to know, really, and
I had no doubt that some of those professors really knew
the truth.

An experience I sensed at that time clinched my conclu-
sions and my determination. I was speedily, too speedily,
restored to my rank as a captain of cadets. And the reason
given, that I was needed as a drillmaster, did not deceive
me; I had drilled cadets in the uniform of a private. Another
“reason” set me back up again. My father had been noti-
fied of my misconduct. He did not hurry to the school; he
let them punish me their way, of course. It was not till my
sentence was nearly over that he visited me in prison. A
memorable day. When they unlocked the pretentious
barred doors, threw back the silly bolts with their prison
ring, for him, he came in, and turning, dismissed my
jailers.

“Feel all right?” he asked. I said I did. “Of course,” he
said. “Your mother was worried about your health in this
cell, but I knew you would take it standing up. And I know
you are not going to be a drunkard, too. Your stomach
won’t let you, for one thing; I’ve noticed that it makes you
sick to drink too much. All that worries me is your posings,
the bunk you have seemed always to like. I never saw you
do anything for the fun of doing it; you always wanted to
tell about it and see yourself and be seen doing it. That’s
poppycock. It does no harm in a boy, but you’ll soon be no
longer a boy, and there are a lot of men I know who are
frauds and bunkers all their lives. I'd hate to see you go
on into that sort of thing. And I don’t believe you will,
either. I am going to give you every chance, and you can
waste or use your chances, as you will. That’s up to you. But
it’s up to you to choose your chance. You can work or
study for anything you like, but do, please do, find out
what you want to do and be.”

So he talked and I was prepared to take it all in just as
he said and meant it. I remember thinking that he was as
real as the bridge-tender, as much a gentleman as Mr. Neely,
as warmly for me as Mrs. Neely, but I answered him in kind.
I told him I had done some reading which revealed me to
myself, a little; I had seen my vanity, especially in the
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matter of drink, which I really hated. But also I saw, I said,
the posings and the pretensions of, for example, that
school. -

“They aren’t thinking of me and the other boys,” I said;
“they are doing what they do, punishing us and degrading
us, for outsiders to see, for parents to hear of and so believe
in the school.”

He nodded. “I’ll fix that,” he said, and I knew by the way
he looked that he would give the school authorities an un-
happy half hour. And he did. He told them, I suspected then,
to restore me to my cadet rank, and afterward he told me
that he made it clear to them that neither I nor the other
boys were in any danger of going to hell and that it would
be wiser for them to drop that pretense and treat us as
foolish, but not wicked; young idiots, but not much more
so than our teachers and masters.

Fine! But he made a mistake himself. When we had ar-
rived at a perfect understanding, he and I, he broke it to
me that in his first anger he had sold my colt. I was ap-
palled. He had not sold one of my sisters; he would not have
thought of that. But also he did not think that my colt to
me was what a child of his was to him. I loved that horse.
I loved that horse as much as he loved me. True, I had no
constant use for her; she was eating her head off in our
stable, waiting for my vacations. I had thought myself that,
when I went away to college, I would have to send her back
to Colonel Carter, who appreciated her, could use her
properly, and would take care of her. And that colt was
used to being loved and needed care. That thought had
counted against college; my colt had stayed me from
accepting an appointment to West Point. And my father
had sold her.

“To whom?” I asked, when I could—when I had some
control over my trembling pain and grief. What kind of
man was to have the power of life and death over that fine,
happy, trustful, spoiled, proud creature? I asked, and I did
not want to hear; and he did not answer right away. He
lowered his eyes when he told me.

“I don’t know. I turned her over to a dealer.”

I went rigid. He looked up at me, and I stood and looked
at him till he winced and, without a word, went out, leaving
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the cell door open. He came back later. I was lying face

down on the cot.
“Good-by,” he said, and he leaned over and took my

hand.
“Good-by,” I managed to say somehow, and I let him

shake my hand.

I never found out what became of my colt. Once from a
train I saw a cream-colored horse that looked exactly like
her, drawing, head down, a market wagon overloaded with
vegetables and driven by a Chinaman



Chapter XV
PREPARING FOR COLLEGE

The year 1884-85 was a period of great adventure for
me. When I came up to Berkeley for the entrance examina-
tions at the University of California I failed in Greek, Latin,
and enough other subjects to be put off for a year. My
father was alarmed. I was eighteen years old, and he
thought, I think, that my failure was his fault; he had
chosen the wrong school for me. He had, but the right school
for me and my kind did not exist. There were schools that
put boys into the -colleges, east and west, and at a younger
age than mine. I came to know those boys well. They are
the boys (and they become the men) that the schools, col-
leges, and the world are made for. Often I have envied
them; more often I have been glad that I was not of them.

The elect were, for the most part, boys who had been
brought up to do their duty. They memorized whatever
their teachers told them to learn. Whether they wanted to
know it, whether they understood it or no, they could
remember and recite it. Their own driving motives were,
so far as I could make out, not curiosity; they rarely talked
about our studies, and if I spoke of the implications of
something we had read or heard, they looked dazed or in-
different. Their own motives were foreign to me; to beat the
other fellows, stand high, represent the honor of the school.

My parents did not bring me up. They sent me to school,
they gave me teachers of music, drawing; they offered me
every opportunity in their reach. But also they gave me
liberty and the tools of quite another life: horses, guns, dogs,
and the range of an open country. As I have shown, the
people, the businesses, and the dreams of this life interested
me, and I learned well whatever interested me. School sub-
jects which happened to bear on my outside interests I
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studied in school and out; I read more than I was required,
and I read for keeps, toc. I know these subjects to this day,
just as I remember and love still the men and women, the
boys and girls, who let me be friends with them then and
so revealed to me some of the depths and the limitations of
human nature. On the other hand I can remember few of
my teachers and little of the subjects which seemed to me
irrelevant to my life.

These other subjects are interesting, and they might have
been made interesting to me. No one tried to interest me
in them; they were put before me as things that I had to
have to get into college. The teachers of them did not appeal
to my curious, active mind. The result was that I did not
really work at them and so got only what stuck by dint of
repetition: the barest rudiments of a school education. When
I knocked at the college gates, I was prepared for a college
education in some branches; my mind was hungry enough
for the answers to some profound questions to have made
me work and develop myself, especially on lines which I
know now had no ready answers, only more and ever more
questions: science, metaphysics, etc. I was not in the least
curious about Greek, Latin, mathematics, and the other
“knowledge” required by the standardization of that day.

My father discovered and put me into the best private
school in San Francisco as a special student to be crammed
for Berkeley—and he retained one of the tcachers there,
Mr. Evelyn Nixon, to tutor me on the side. Characteristical-
ly, too, my father gave me liberty: a room to sleep and work
in, with no one to watch over and care for me. I could go
and come as I pleased. And I came and went. I went explor-
ing and dreaming alone around that city as I had the coun-
try around Sacramento, and the place I liked best was the
ocean shore; there I lived over the lives of the Greek heroes
and the Roman generals and all the poets of all the ages,
sometimes with ecstasy, but never, as in my boyhood, with
myself as the hero. A change had come over me.

Evelyn Nixon formed it. He was the first teacher I ever
had who interested me in what I had to learn—not in
myself, but in the world outside, the world of conscious
culture. He was a fanatic of poetry, especially of the classic
poets. When he read or recited Greek verse the Greeks came
to life; romance and language sang songs to me, and I was
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inspired to be, like him, not a hero nor even a poet, but a
Greek scholar, and thus an instrument on which beautiful
words might play. Life filled with meaning, and purpose,
and joy. It was too great and too various for me to persom-
{y with my boyish imitations and heroism. I wrote verses,
but only to learn the technique and so feel poetry more
perfectly. I wanted to read, not to write; I wanted to know,
not to do and be, great things—Mr. Nixon expressed it.

“I’m nobody,” he used to say. “I’'m nothing but one of
the unknown beings Homer and Dante, Shakespeare,
Caesar, and the popes and the generals and statesmen have
sung and fought and worked for. I'm the appreciator of all
good words and deeds.”

A new, a noble réle, and Evelyn Nixon was a fine exam-
ple of it: the receiver, not the giver, of beautiful inventions.
He was an Englishman; he took a double first at Oxford, I
heard, and came for his health to San Francisco. There
was a group of such men, most of them with one story.
They were athletes, as well as scholars at Oxford and Cam-
bridge; they developed muscles and a lung capacity which
they did not need and could not keep up in the sedentary
occupations their scholarship put them into. Lung troubles
exiled them.

“Keep out of college athletics,” they advised. “Don’t work
up any more brawn there than you can use every day after-
ward.”

Nixon taught me Greek, Latin, and English at school, and
at his house he opened up the beauty and the meaning of
the other subjects I had to cram up for entrance. I worked
for him; I worked more, much more, for myself. He saw
this, he saw my craving for the answers to questions, and
he laughed.

“I will answer no questions of yours,” he shouted. “Men
know no answers to the natural questions of a boy, of a
child. We can only underline your questions, make you mad
yourself to answer them, and add ours to whip, to lash you
on to find out yourself—one or two; and tell us! That is
what youth is for: to answer the questions maturity can’t
answer.” And when I looked disappointed and balked, he
would roar at me like a demon.

“Go to, boy. The world is yours. Nothing is done, nothing
is known. The greatest poem isn’t written, the best railroad
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isn’t built yet, the perfect state hasn’t been thought of.
Everything remains to be done—right, everything.”

This said, he said it again and again, and finally, to drive
me, he set our private hour from seven till eight o’clock
Saturday evenings, so thal I could stay on into the night
with his group of friends, a maddening lot of cultivated,
conflicting minds. There were from four to ten of them, all
Englishmen, all Oxford and Cambridge men, all exiles and
all interested in any and all subjects, which they discussed
with knowledge, with the precise information of scholarship,
but with no common opinions on anything apparently. There
were Tories among them and liberals and one red. William
Owen, a grandson, I think, certainly a descendant, of Robert
Owen, the first of the early English socialists. There was
at least one Roman Catholic, who showed me so that I
never forgot it the Christianity of that church; his favorite
thesis was that the Protestant churches were Old Testament,
righteous sects and knew nothing really of Christ’s teach-
ings of love and forgiveness. And there were Protestants
there, all schooled in church history, and when a debate
came to a clinch, they could quote their authorities with a
sureness which withstood reference to the books. I remem-
ber one hot dispute of the Catholic’s reference to some
certain papal bull. Challenged, he quoted it verbatim in the
original Latin. What they knew was amazing to me, and
how they knew it, but what they did not know struck me
harder still. They could not among them agree on anything
but a fact. With all their knowledge they knew no essential
truth.

It was conversation I was hearing, the free, passionate,
witty exchanges of studied minds as polished as fine tools.
They were always courteous; no two ever spoke together;
there were no asides; they all talked to the question before
the house, and while they were on the job of exposition any
one, regardless of his side, would contribute his quota of
facts, or his réemembrance of some philosopher’s opinion
or some poet’s perfect phrase for the elucidation or the
beautification of the theme. When the differences rose the
urbanity persisted. They drank their Californian wine with
a relish, they smoked the room thick, and they pressed their
views with vigor and sincerity and eloquence; but their good
temper never failed them. It was conversation. I had never

127



heard conversation before; I have heard conversation some-
times since, but rarely, and never like my remembrance of
those wonderful Saturday nights in San Francisco—which
were my preparation for college.

For those conversations, so brilliant, so scholarly, and so
consciously unknowing, seemed to me, silent in the back-
ground, to reveal the truth that even college graduates did
not know anything, really. Evidences they had, all the
testimony of all the wise men in the historical world on
everything, but no decisions. None. I must myself go to col-
lege to find out more, and I wanted to. It seemed as if I had
to go soon. My head, busy with questions before, was filled
with holes that were aching voids as hungry, as painful, as
an empty stomach. And my questions were explicit; it was
as if I were not only hungry; I was hungry for certain foods.
My curiosity was no longer vague.

When on Sundays I would take the gatherings I had
made out of the talk of the night before down to the Cliff
House with me and sit there on the rocks and think, I
formed my ignorance into a system. I was getting a culti-
vated ignorance, a survey not of the solved but of the un-
solved problems in every science from astronomy to eco-
nomics, from history to the next tricks in versification. I
thought of them; I thought, rejoicing, that there were things
to do for everybody in every science, every art, every busi-
ness. Why, men did not know even how to love, not techni-
cally, not beautifully! I learned of the damage done me by
having my sex feelings separated from love and poetry, and
as for astronomy, government, conversation, play and
work, men were just crawling on their hands and knees out
of their caves.

But the best that I got out of it all was objectivity. Those
men never mentioned themselves; apparently they never
thought of themselves. Their interest was in the world out-
side of themselves. I caught that. No more play-acting for
me. No more dreaming I was Napoleon or a trapper, a
knight, a statesman, or the younger son of a lord. It is pos-
sible that I was outgrowing this stage of a boy’s growth;
the very intensity of my life in subjective imagination may
have carried me through it, but whether I would have come
out clearly impersonal or no by myself, I don’t know. All
I am sure of is that their conversations, the attitude and the
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interest of those picked Englishmen, helped and, I think,
established in me the realization that the world was more
interesting than I was. Not much to see? No, but I have met
men since, statesmen, scholars, business men, workers, and
poets, who have never made that discovery. It is the scien-
tific attitude, and some scientists have it—not all; and some
others, too.

When I went up for my examination this time in Berke-
ley I passed, not well in all subjects, but I was admitted to
the University, and that fall I entered the University of Cali-
fornia with a set of examination questions for the faculty,
for the professors, to answer.



Chapter XVI
I GO TO COLLEGE

Going to college is, to a boy, an adventure into a new
world, and a very strange and complete world too. Part of
his preparation for it is the stories he hears from those
that have gone before; these feed his imagination, which
cannot help trying to picture the college life. And the stories
and the life are pretty much the same for any college.
The University of California was a young, comparatively
small institution when I was entered there in 1885 as a
freshman. Berkeley, the beautiful, was not the developed
villa community it is now; I used to shoot quail in the brush
under the oaks along the edges of the college grounds. The
quail and the brush are gone now, but the oaks are there
and the same prospect down the hill over San Francisco
Bay out through the Golden Gate between the low hills of
the city and the high hills of Marin County. My class num-
bered about one hundred boys and girls, mostly boys, who
came from all parts of the State and represented all sorts
of people and occupations. There was, however, a signifi-
cant uniformity of opinion and spirit among us, as there
was, and still is, in other, older colleges. The American is
molded to type early. And so are our college ways. We found
already formed at Berkeley the typical undergraduate
customs, rights, and privileged vices which we had to
respect ourselves and defend against the faculty, regents,
and the State government.

One evening, before I had matriculated, I was taken out
by some upper classmen to teach the president a lesson. He
had been the head of a privale preparatory school and was
trying to govern the private lives and the public morals of
university “men” as he had those of his schoolboys. Fetch-
ing a long ladder, the upper classmen thrust it through a
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front window of Prexy’s house and, to the chant of obscene
songs, swung it back and forth, up and down, round and
round, till everything breakable within sounded broken
and the drunken indignation outside was satisfied or tired.

This turned out to be one of the last battles in the war
for liberty against that president. He was allowed to resign
soon thereafter and I noticed that not only the students
but many of the faculty and regents rejoiced in his downfall
and turned with us to face and fight the new president
when, after a lot of politics, he was appointed and pre-
sented. We learned somehow a good deal about the consid-
erations that governed our college government. They were
not only academic. The government of a university was—
like the State government and horse-racing and so many
other things—not what I had been led to expect. And a
college education wasn’t either, nor the student mind.

Years later, when I was a magazine editor, I proposed a
series of articles to raise and answer the question: Is there
any intellectual life in our colleges? My idea sprang from
my remembered disappointment at what I found at Ber-
keley and some experiences I was having at the time with
the faculties and undergraduates of the other older colleges
in the east. Berkeley, in my day, was an Athens compared
with New Haven, for example, when I came to know Yale
undergraduates.

My expectations of college life were raised too high by
Nixon’s Saturday nights. I thought, and he assumed, that
at Berkeley I would be breathing in an atmosphere of
thought, discussion, and some scholarship; working, read-
ing, and studying for the answers to questions which would
be threshed out in debate and conversation. There was
nothing of the sort. I was primed with questions. My English
friends never could agree on the answers to any of the
many and various questions they disputed. They did not
care; they enjoyed their talks and did not expect to settle
anything. I was more earnest. I was not content to leave
things all up in the air. Some of those questions were very
present and personal to me, as some of those Englishmen
meant them to be. William Owen was trying to convert me
to the anarchistic communism in which he believed with
all his sincere and beautiful being. I was considering his
arguments. Another earnest man, who presented the case
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for the Roman Catholic Church, sent old Father Burchard
and other Jesuits after me. Every conversation at
Mr. Nixon’s pointed some question, academic or scientific,
and pointed them so sharp that they drove me to college
with an intense desire to know. And as for communism or
the Catholic Church, I was so torn that I could not answer
myself. The Jesuits dropped me and so did Owen, in disgust,
when I said I was going to wait for my answer till I had
heard what the professors had to say and had learned
what my university had to teach me upon the questions
underlying the questions Oxford and Cambridge and Rome
quarreled over and could not agree on. Berkeley would
know.

There were no moot questions in Berkeley. There was
work to do, knowledge and training to get, but not to answer
questions. I found myself engaged, as my classmates were,
in choosing courses. The choice was limited and, within the
limits, had to be determined by the degree we were candi-
dates for. My questions were philosophical, but I could not
take philosophy, which fascinated me, till I had gone
through a lot of higher mathematics which did not interest
me at all. If I had been allowed to take philosophy, and so
discovered the need and the relation of mathematics, I
would have got the philosophy and I might have got the
mathematics which I miss now more than I do the Hegelian
metaphysics taught at Berkeley. Or, if the professor who
put me off had taken the pains to show me the bearing of
mathematical thought on theoretical logic, I would have
undertaken the preparation intelligently. But no one ever
developed for me the relation of any of my required subjects
to those that atiracted me; no one brought out for me the
relation of anything I was studying to anything else, except,
of course, to that wretched degree. Knowledge was absolute,
not relative, and it was stored in compartments, categorical
and independent. The relation of knowledge to life, even
to student life, was ignored, and as for questions, the pro-
fessors asked them, not the students; and the students, not
the teachers, answered them—in examinations.

The unknown is the province of the student; it is the
field for his life’s adventure, and it is a wide field full of
beckonings. Curiosity about it would drive a boy as well
as a child to work through the known to get at the unknown.
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But il was not assumed that we had any curiosity or the
potential love of skill, scholarship, and achievement or re-
search. And so far as I can remember now, the professors’
attitude was right for most of the students who had no intel-
lectual curiosity. They wanted to be told not only what
they had to learn, but what they had to want to learn—
for the purpose of passing. That came out in the considera-
tions which decided the choice among optional courses.
Students selected subjects or teachers for a balance of easy
and hard, to fit into their time and yet “‘get through.” I was
the only rebel of my kind, I think. The nearest to me
in sympathy were the fellows who knew what they wanted
{o be: engineers, chemists, professional men, or statesmen.
They grunted at some of the work required of them, studies
that seemed useless to their future careers. They did not
understand me very well, nor I them, because I preferred
those very subjects which they called useless, highbrow,
cultural. I did not tell them so; I did not realize it myself
definitely; but I think now that I had had as a boy an ex-
hausting experience of being something great. I did not
want now to be but rather to know things.

And what I wanted to know was buried deep under all
this “college stuff” which was called “shop.” It had nothing
to do with what really interested us in common. Having
chosen our work and begun to do it as a duty, we turned to
the socially important question: which fraternity to join.
The upper classmen tried to force our answers. They laid
aside their superiority to “rush” those of us whose anteced-
ents were known and creditable. It was all snobbish, secret,
and exclusive. I joined a fraternity out of curiosity: What
were the secrets and the mystic rites? I went blindfold
through the silly initiation to find that there were no secrets
and no mysteries, only pretensions and bunk, which so dis-
gusted me that I would not live at the clubhouse, preferring
for a year the open doors of a boarding-house. The next
great university question was as to athletics. My ex-athletes
from Oxford and Cambridge, with their lung and other
troubles, warned me; but it was a mistake that saved me. I
went with the other freshmen to the campus to be tried out
for football, baseball, running, jumping, etc. Caught by the
college and class spirit, I hoped to give promise of some
excellence. Baseball was impossible for me; I had been rid-
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ing horses when the other boys were preparing for college
on the diamond. I had learned to run at the military acade-
my and in the first freshman tests I did one hundred yards
enough under eleven seconds to be turned over to an athlet-
ic upper classman for instruction. Pointing up to Grizzly
Peak, a high hill back of the college, he said: “All you need
is wind and muscle. Climb that mountain every day for a
year; then come back and we’ll see.”

I did not climb Grizzly Peak every day, but I went up
so often that I was soon able to run up and back without a
halt. At the end of the year I ran around the cinder track
so long that my student instructor wearied of watching me,
but, of course, I could not do a hundred yards much under
twelve seconds. Muscle and wind I had, but all my physical
reactions were so slow that I was of no social use in college
athletics. I was out of the crowd as I had been as a boy.

I shone only in the military department. The comman-
dant, a US. Army officer, seeing that I had had previous
training, told me off to drill the awkward squad of my class,
and when I had made of them the best-drilled company in
college, he gave me the next freshman class to drill. In the
following years I was always drillmaster of the freshmen
and finally commanded the whole cadet corps. Thus I led
my class in the most unpopular and meaningless of under-
graduate activities. I despised it myself, prizing it only for
the chances it gave me to swank and, once a week, to lord
it over my fellow students, who nicknamed me the “D.S.”
—damn stinker.

My nickname was won, not only as a disciplinarian, how-
ever; I rarely punished any one; I never abused my com-
mand. I could persuade the freshmen to drill by arguing
that, since it was compulsory, they could have more fun
doing it well than badly; and that it was the one exercise
in which they could beat and shame the upper classmen
whose carelessness was as affected as their superiority. That
is to say, I engaged their enthusiasm. All other student
enthusiasms, athletics, class and college politics, fashions,
and traditions I laughed at and damped. I was a spoilsport.
I was mean, as a horse is mean, because I was unhappy
myself. I could be enthusiastic in a conversation about
something we were learning, if it wasn’t too cut and dried;
we had such talks now and then at the clubhouse in my
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Jater years. But generally speaking we were discussing the
news or some prank of our own.

One night, for example, we sallied forth to steal some
chickens from Dr. Bonte, the popular treasurer of the uni-
versity. I crawled into the coop and selected the chickens,
wrung their necks and passed them out with comments
to the other fellows who held the bag.

“Here,” I said, “is the rooster, Dr. Bonte himself; he’s
tough, but good enough for the freshmen. Next is a nice
fat hen, old Mrs. Bonte. This one’s a pullet, Miss Bonte,”
and so on, naming each of the Bonte girls, till we were
interrupted.

There was a sound from the house, the lights flashed
in the windows, and—some one was coming. The other
fellows ran, and I-—when I tore myself out—I ran too.
Which was all right enough. But when I caught up with the
other thieves I learned that they had left the sack of
chickens behind! Our Sunday dinner was spoiled, we
thought, but no: the next day the whole fraternity was
invited to dinner at Dr. Bonte’s on Sunday. We accepted
with some suspicion, we went in some embarrassment, but
we were well received and soon put at our ease by Dr.
Bonte, who explained that some thieves had been fright-
ened while robbing his roost. “They were not students,
I take it,” he said. “Students are not so easily frightened;
they might have run away, but students would have taken
the bag of chickens with them. I think they were niggers
or Chinamen.”

So seated hospitably at table we watched with deep in-
terest the great platter of roasted chickens borne in and
set down before Dr. Bonte, who rose, whetted his carving-
knife, and turning first {0 me, said: “Well, Steffens, what
will you have, a piece of this old cock, Dr. Bonte? Or is
he too tough for any but a freshman? Perhaps you would
prefer the old hen, Mrs. Bonte, or, say, one of the Bonte
girls.”

I couldn’t speak. No one could; and no one laughed,
least of all Dr. Bonte, who stood there, his knife and fork
in the air, looking at me, at the others, and back at me.
He wanted an answer: I must make my choice, but I saw
a gleam of malicious humor in his eye; so I recovered and
I chose the prettiest of the girls, pointing to the tenderest
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of the pullets. Dr. Bonte laughed, gave me my choice, and
we had a jolly, ample dinner.

We talked about that, we and the students generally and
the faculty—we discussed that incident long enough and
hard enough to have solved it, if it had been a metaphys-
ical problem. We might have threshed out the psychology
of thieves, or gamblers, but no. We liked to steal, but we
didn’t care to think about it, not as stealing. And some
of us gambled. We had to get money for theaters, operas,
and other expenses in the city. I had only my board, lodg-
ing, and clothes paid for by my father, and others had
not even that. We played cards, therefore, among ourselves,
poker and whist, so that a lucky few got each month
about all the money all of the other hard-ups had, and so
had all the fun. We played long, late, and hard, and for
money, not sport. The strain was too great.

One night my roommate, sunk low in his chair, felt a
light kick on one of his extended legs; a second later there
were two kicks against his other leg. Keeping still and
watching the hands shown down, he soon had the signal
system of two men playing partners, the better hand stay-
ing in the game. We said nothing but, watching, saw that
others cheated, too. We knew well an old professional
gambler from the mining-camps who was then in San
Francisco. We told him all about it.

“Sure,” he said, “cheating will sneak into any game
that’s played long enough. That’s why you boys oughtn’t
to gamble. But if you do, play the game that’s played.
Cards is like horse-racing. I never bet a cent except I know,
and know how, the game is crooked.”

Having advised against it, he took us around to the
gambling-houses and the race course and showed us many
of the tricks of his trade, how to spot and profit by them—
if we must play. “Now you won’t need never to be suckers,”
he said. “And ye needn’t be crooks either,” he added after
a pause. But we had it in for our opponents. We learned
several ways to cheat; we practiced them till we were cool
and sure. After that our “luck” was phenomenal. We had
money, more than we needed. In my last two years at the
university I had a salary as military instructor at a prepar-
atory school in the town, and my roommate, the adopted
son of a rich gold-miner, had a generous allowance. But
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we went on playing and cheating at cards for the excite-
ment of it, we said, but really it was for the money. And
afterward, when I was a student in Germany, I played on,
fair, but hard—and for money I did not need, till one night
at the Café Bauer in Berlin, sitting in a poker game that
had been running all night, an American who had long
been playing in hard luck, lost a large amount, of which
I carried away more than my share. The next day we read
in the papers that when he got home he had shot himself.
I have never gambled since—at cards.



Chapter XVII
I BECOME A STUDENT

It is possible to get an education at a university. It has
been done; not often, but the fact that a proportion, how-
ever small, of college students do get a start in interested,
methodical study, proves my thesis, and the two personal
experiences I have to offer illustrate it and show how to
circumvent the faculty, the other students, and the whole
college system of mind-fixing. My method might lose a boy
his degree, but a degree is not worth so much as the capac-
ity and the drive to learn, and the undergraduate desire
for an empty baccalaureate is one of the holds the educa-
tional system has on students. Wise students some day will
refuse to take degrees, as the best men (in England, for
instance) give, but do not themselves accept, titles.

My method was hit on by accident and some instinct. I
specialized. With several courses prescribed, I concentrated
on the one or two that interested me most, and letting the
others go, I worked intensively on my favorites. In my first
two years, for example, I worked at English and political
economy and read philosophy. At the beginning of my
junior year I had several cinches in history. Now I liked
history; I had neglected it partly because I rebelled at the
way it was taught, as positive knowledge unrelated to
politics, art, life, or anything else. The professors gave us
chapters out of a few books to read, con, and be quizzed
on. Blessed as I was with a “bad memory,” I could not
commit to it anything that I did not understand and intel-
lectually need. The bare record of the story of man, with
names, dates, and irrelative events, bored me. But I had
discovered in my readings of literature, philosophy, and
political economy that history had light to throw upon un-
historical questions. So I proposed in my junior and senior
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years to specialize in history, taking all the courses required
and those also that I had flunked in. With this in mind
I listened attentively to the first introductory talk of Pro-
fessor William Cary Jones on American constitutional
history. He was a dull lecturer, but I noticed that, after
telling us what pages of what books we must be prepared
in, he mumbled off some other reference “for those that
may care to dig deeper.”

When the rest of the class rushed out into the sunshine,-
I went up to the professor and, to his surprise, asked for
this memorandum. He gave it me. Up in the library I ran
through the required chapters in the two different books,
and they differed on several points. Turning to the other
authorities, I saw that they disagreed on the same facts
and also on others. The librarian, appealed to, helped me
search the bookshelves till the library closed, and then I
called on Professor Jones for more references. He was
astonished, invited me in, and began to approve my in-
dustry, which astonished me. I was not trying to be a good
boy; I was better than that: I was a curious boy. He lent
me a couple of his books, and I went off to my club to
read them. They only deepened the mystery, clearing up
the historical question, but leaving the answer to be dug
for and written.

The historians did not know! History was not a science,
but a field for research, a field for me, for any young man,
to explore, to make discoveries in and write a scientific
report about. I was fascinated. As I went on from chapter
to chapter, day after day, finding frequently essential dif-
ferences of opinion and of fact, I saw more and more work
to do. In this course, American constitutional history, I
hunted far enough to suspect that the Fathers of the Re-
public who wrote our sacred Constitution of the United
States not only did not, but did not want to, establish a
democratic government, and I dreamed for a while—as I
used as a child to play I was Napoleon or a trapper—I
promised myself to write a true history of the making of
the American Constitution. I did not do it; that chapter
has been done or well begun since by two men; Smith
of the University of Washington and Beard (then) of Co-
lumbia (afterward forced out, perhaps for this very work).
I found other events, men, and epochs waiting for students.
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In all my other courses, in ancient, in European, and in
modern history, the disagreeing authorities carried me
back to the need of a fresh search for (or of) the original
documents or other clinching testimony. Of course I did
well in my classes. The history professors soon knew me
as a student and seldom put a question to me except when
the class had flunked it. Then Professor Jones would say,
“Well, Steffens, tell them about it.”

Fine. But vanity wasn’t my ruling passion then. What I
had was a quickening sense that I was learning a method
of studying history and that every chapter of it, from
the beginning of the world to the end, is crying out to be
rewritten. There was something for Youth to do; these su-
perior old men had not done anything, finally.

Years afterward I came out of the graft prosecution
office in San Francisco with Rudolph Spreckels, the bank-
er and backer of the investigation. We were to go some-
where, quick, in his car, and we couldn’t. The chauffeur
was trying to repair something wrong. Mr. Spreckels
smiled; he looked closely at the defective part, and to my
silent, wondering inquiry he answered: “Always, when I
see something badly done or not done at all, I see an op-
portunity to make a fortune. I never kick at bad work by
my class: there’s lots of it and we suffer from it. But our
failures and neglects are chances for the young fellows
coming along and looking for work.”

Nothing is done. Everything in the world remains to be
done or done over. “The greatest picture is not yet painted,
the greatest play isn’t written (not even by Shakespeare),
the greatest poem is unsung. There isn’t in all the world
a perfect railroad, nor a good government, nor a sound
law.” Physics, mathematics, and especially the most ad-
vanced and exact of the sciences, are being fundamentally
revised. Chemistry is just becoming a science; psychology,
economics, and sociology are awaiting a Darwin, whose
work in turn is awaiting an Einstein. If the rah-rah boys
in our colleges could be told this, they might not all be
such specialists in football, petting parties, and unearned
degrees. They are not told it, however; they are told to
learn what is known. This is nothing, philosophically
speaking.
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Somehow or other in my later years at Berketey, two

rofessors, Moses and Howison, representing opposite
schools of thought, got into a controversy, probably about
their classes. They brought together in the house of one of
them a few of their picked students, with the evident in-
tention of letting us show in conversation how much or
how little we had understood of their respective teachings.
I don’t remember just what the subject was that they
threw into the ring, but we wrestled with it till the profes-
sors could stand it no longer. Then they broke in, and while
we sat silent and highly entertained, they went at each
other hard and fast and long. It was after midnight when,
the debate over, we went home. I asked the other fellows
what they had got out of it, and their answers showed that
they had seen nothing but a fine, fair fight. When I laughed,
they asked me what I, the D.S., had seen that was so much
more profound.

I said that I had seen two highly-trained, well-educated
Masters of Arts and Doctors of Philosophy disagreeing
upon every essential point of thought and knowledge. They
had all there was of the sciences; and yet they could not
find any knowledge upon which they could base an accept-
able conclusion. They had no test of knowledge; they
didn’t know what is and what is not. And they have no
test of right and wrong; they have no basis for even an
ethics.

Well, and what of it? They asked me that, and that I
did not answer. I was stunned by the discovery that it was
philosophically true, in a most literal sense, that nothing
is known; that it is precisely the foundation that is lacking
for science; that all we call knowledge rested upon assump-
tions which the scientists did not all accept; and that,
likewise, there is no scientific reason for saying, for
example, that stealing is wrong. In brief: there was no
scientific basis for an ethics. No wonder men said one
thing and did another; no wonder they could settle nothing
either in life or in the academies.

I could hardly believe this. Maybe these professors,
whom I greatly respected, did not know it all. I read the
books over again with a fresh eye, with a real interest, and
I could see that, as in history, so in other branches of
knowledge, everything was in the air. And I was glad of
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it. Rebel though I was, I had got the religion of scholarship
and science; I was in awe of the authorities in the academ-
ic world. It was a release to feel my worship cool and
pass. But I could not be sure. I must go elsewhere, see and
hear other professors, men these California professors
quoted and looked up to as their high priests. I decided
to go as a student to Europe when I was through Berkeley,
and I would start with the German universities.

My father listened to my plan, and he was disappointed.
He-had hoped I would succeed him in his business; it was
for that that he was staying in it. When I said that,
whatever I might do, I would never go into business, he
said, rather sadly, that he would sell out his interest and
retire. And he did soon after our talk. But he wanted me
to stay home and, to keep me, offered to buy an interest
in a certain San Francisco daily paper. He had evidently
had this in mind for some time. I had always done some
writing, verse at the poetical age of puberty, then a novel
which my mother alone treasured. Journalism was the
business for a boy who liked to write, he thought, and he
said I had often spoken of a newspaper as my ambition.
No doubt I had in the intervals between my campaigns
as Napoleon. But no more. I was now going to be a scien-
tist, a philosopher. He sighed; he thought it over, and with
the approval of my mother, who was for every sort of
education, he gave his consent.



Chapter XVIII
BERLIN: PHILOSOPHY AND MUSIC

Germany meant art and music to me as well as philos-
ophy and science. Ever since the day I had watched as a
boy the painter, Mr. Marple, sketch his sunset over the
brush of the American River bottom and heard what he
said about art, I had wanted to understand and feel paint-
ing. I had taken lessons in drawing while at school; at col-
lege there was no art in the curriculum, but in my senior
year, when I had the direction of outside lectures, I per-
suaded a well-known painter to come to Berkeley and tell
us all about art. He had never lectured before; he probably
has never lectured since. He went up on the platform, set
up a black and white copy of Millet’s “Sower”, and I think
he thought that he could put into words what his hand
could say with lines and colors. He couldn’t; he said a few
words, and his amazement at his own helplessness was a
sight to see.

“Art,” he began, “painting—painting is—It isn’t pic-
tures, you know. It’s—well, now, take ‘The Sower’ there.”
He looked at it and began waving his right hand. He looked
at us, then at the picture, and then appealingly back at the
audience, swinging his hand as if he were drawing a line.
“That isn’t a sower,” he blurted, “nor a picture. It's a—
don’t you see—it’s a line.”

And, sure enough, it was a line. It was the same line
he was drawing in the air with his eloquent hand; a big,
sweeping, speaking, beautiful line. I saw it; I saw one key
to the understanding of art. Paintings were not pictures
only; they were, among other things, beautiful lines detected
in nature and drawn so that all who will can see them.

The painter thought he had said nothing, and he could
not go on. With one more wild dumb look at us and
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another at the Millet, he uttered a cry of despair and came
down off the platform amid the shouts of student laughter.

Walking with the humiliated man to the station, I tried
to tell him that he had said something to me; and I repeated
in my own words what I thought it was.

“That’s it,” he said. “I didn’t know I had said it, but
you've got it. And T'll tell you how to go on and get the
rest.

“You are going abroad,” he said. “You will visit the
art galleries, the cathedrals—everything that is beautiful.
You will be tempted to read the guidebooks and other
books about the arts. Look out. They can keep you from
getting art. They will tell you which are the best things,
and if you believe them, you will know what is called best,
the best to them, but you won’t know what is best to you.
You won’t feel art. You may become a scholar in it, you
will never be a judge of art; you’ll have no taste.

“My advice is to go without a guide into the galleries,
often; walk along slowly, stopping to look only at those
things which interest you. I am sure you will choose the
wrong things, probably pictures—pictures that a writ-
ing man can describe, and describe better than the painter
has painted them. No matter. You like what you like. If
they are no good as art you’ll tire of them; they will end
by making you sick, and yowll choose better things, and
better and better till finally you like the things that are
best to you. You may not have perfect taste; there is no
perfect taste; but you’ll have taste and it will be yours,
not somebody else’s, but your very own; and you may not
be able to lecture on it any better than I can, but you will
have a feel for the painter’s art, which is a fine art.”

When I arrived in Berlin in the summer of 1889, I walked
the galleries in just this way. There was little else to
do. The university, the opera, and the theaters being closed,
I loafed about the cafés, music halls, took walks in the
Tiergarten and around the city. But every forenoon I
put in an hour or two walking through the galleries,
without a book, looking at the pictures that stopped me,
and some of what my painter had predicted came true.
In those few months my taste changed; I came to dislike
pictures that I had liked at first; I could see and enjoy
lines, designs, and even forms, while color combinations
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came to have as much meaning for me as a chord of music.
It was work, however; a gallery is like a library. I was
trying to read all the books at once.

In the fall, I was glad of a new interest: music. Hegel
and his philosophy of art had threaded the arts upon an
historical chain, given them a definite and a general sig-
nificance, each and all. His was an intellectual key to
music. But I applied to this art also the painter’s key to
painting. Going to the first operas offered, I took the score,
and sitting on the dimly lighted stairway back of the top-
mosi gallery, I followed the music as music and knew it
well before I allowed myself to sit in a seat and see the
stage and hear the words. This method of practicing the
hearing of the music alone first I kept up all winter, and
my reward was a growing preference for fine concert music
over all but a few favorite operas.

There were pictures in music too, and also there were
lines and tones, color and composition: business and art!

The university opened when the theaters did, and I was
eager and ready to start. I had a small room in the Artil-
lerie Strasse back of the university, and there I had been
exercising my college German on the landlady and her son
and reading up on my courses, choosing my professors,
etc. Ethics was my subject, but I was not intending to
study it directly. I would hear and read the men who taught
it. I must know what they knew or thought or believed,
but I had learned enough of their doctrines to feel pretty
sure that they were not scientific; they did not have what
I sought; a basis, probably in some other science, for a
science of behavior. I was to start, therefore, with pure
philosophy and ethics; metaphysics would be my main
Fach, but all I wanted of it was a lead into other sciences.

Scientists were already discovering that the old, classi-
cal categories of knowledge were a hindrance. Physicists
were forced into chemistry and back through mathematics
to physics. But the German universities, like Berkeley, like
all universities, were organized as they still are, not for
inquiry and research into the unknown but for the learn-
ing (and teaching) of the known. They are scholarly, not
scienlific, and if I were to take a degree I must choose my
categories and stick to them. I had not thought of, I had
nothing but scorn for, degrees, but when I appeared for
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matriculation, I had to pretend to a candidacy; so I an-
nounced myself out for a Ph.D., with philosophy for my
major subject, art history and economics for seconds.

The procedure of matriculation had one surprise for me.
When I presented my precious papers at the Secretariat,
the clerks took my passport, but they looked askance at
my bachelor’s diploma.

“What’s that?” asked one of them, and I told him.

“Oh, an American Doktorat!” he said. “It’s worthless
here. All we require is the passport,” and he scribbled off
the data he needed from it, gave me a form to fill out
and my receipts for fees paid, and said he would deliver
later my certificate of matriculation, an enormous calfskin
Latin document.

He despised my degree as much as I did his, and I was
hurt, with cause. I had worked, sacrificed my interests—I
had cheated for that worthless baccalaureate. My cheating
had been open at Berkeley. I had said that I would not
half study the subjects that did not interest me and that,
since they were required for a degree, which I (thought I)
had to have to continue my studies abroad, I would cram
for and sneak through the examinations in them. One pro-
fessor, Colonel Edwards, who heard what I had threatened
to do, sent for me and asked me how I could justify such
conduct. I told him. His subject was conic sections. I said
I did not want to know it, couldn’t make head or tail of
it myself, and that he, as a teacher, had failed to show
me what it was all about. “It’s just one of the many things,”
I said, “in which I find I have to submit to force; so I'll
pretend to conform, but I won’t really.”

Pondering a moment, he asked me if I could prove any
propositions. “Yes,” I said, “some seven or eight. I know
them by heart.”

“All right,” he said. “I don’t want you to cheat; I won’t
let you cheat. I'll give you a private examination right
now. You do two out of three propositions and I'll give you
a pass.”

Going to the blackboard, he wrote up one. “Can you do
that?” I said I could. He wrote another. “That too?”

“No,” I said, and he wrote another that I did not know.

“We’ll make it three out of five,” he suggested, and he
wrote up one more and looked at me. I laughed and nod-
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ded; I could do it, and slowly he chose the fifth, which I
knew. I wrote them out in a few minutes, handed them
in, and—he passed me, after a long and very serious
lecture on ethics, which I told him was to be my specialty.
I was going to Germany on purpose to find out if there
was any moral reason for or against cheating in cards,
in politics, or in conic sections—*“either by the student or
the professor,” I added.

And it was all in vain. I had been graduated (at the bot-
tom of my class) at this cost, and I did not have to pass at
all; I did not have to be a philosophic bachelor; all I had
to have to enter the German and the French universities
was my American citizenship, which I was born with. And
so it was after I had entered. I did not have to work; no
one knew or cared whether I heard my lectures or played
my time away. There was the university, with its lectures,
laboratories, professors, and workers. You could take all
or nothing. I was free to study what and when and as my
interest dictated, and the result was that I worked hard. I
read everything, heard everybody, in my courses and in
others. Whenever the students spoke well of a man who
had anything to say on any subject, I took some of his
lectures, but I held to my own trail of research for an
ethics that was not merely a rationalization of folkways
and passing laws, forms, and customs; taking for pleasure
only music, lots of music, and staged literature, except a
few weeks of nights at the poker table in the back room of
the Café Bauer.



Chapter XIX
HEIDELBERG: THERE IS NO ETHICS

With the Black Forest behind it and the Neckar River
running through it to the Rhine, Heidelberg is a place of
temptation and pleasure, and this wise old university was
no spoilsport. All the lectures were on the four working
days of the week, Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday, and
Friday, leaving the week-end long and clear for play. Many
students go there for fun. I met an American corps student
who had been fighting and drinking and idling so long
there that he could hardly rally his English to talk with me.

“I must quit this, go to some other university and work,”
he said when we parted. I had reminded him of some old
drowned purpose.

I went to Heidelberg to hear Kuno Fischer, the most
eloquent if not the most apostolic of the professors of
Hegel’s philosophy, and I studied hard with him. Other sub-
jects also I took, continuing my Berlin courses in art his-
tory and economics. My semester at Heidelberg was a fruit-
ful season, but it bore flowers too. I made some friends
there, and together we had all the fun that was going, in
the town, on the river, in the Forest—beer-drinking,
dancing, swimming and boating, walking, talking, and ex-
ploring the world and one another.

My room was up on the Anlage, just above the city park
in a little house kept by a Viennese woman who in turn
was kept by a local merchant. Her gay days were over; she
was a good old mother to her two children and altogether
contented with her condition of dependence upon the honor
of the gentleman who had “married a lady” and was
devoted to her, his proper wife. He only paid, but he paid
regularly for his past sins. His old mistress did not regret
hers; she loved to talk about them. She took me in as her
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one lodger to make a little extra money out of the front
room, which her small family did not need. An expressive
woman with a common story, lived and seen from her
Viennese point of view, she served lively entertainment
and some light upon ethics with all the meals that I took
in my room. These were not many.

Kuno Fischer gave his first lecture, logic, at seven o’clock
in the morning; no time for more than a hot cup of coffee
at home with a piece of bread, which I finished often as I
finished dressing on the way down to the university. Other
students also showed signs of haste at 7:15, when, on the
dot, the professor began his lecture with a smile for the
breathless state of his hearers and the imperfect arrange-
ment of collars and ties. I saw some fellows in slippers,
pajamas, and overcoats, looking up with admiration at the
professor, neat, composed, and logical. And eloquent; I
missed taking many a note to sit and listen to Kuno
Fischer’s poetical prose. Few Germans can either speak or
write German-—well. Their language is too rich, variable,
and unripe for them. Only the masters can master it, and
Kuno Fischer, handsome and intelligent, was a master of
German as he was of his own thinking in it. I asked him
once how it came that he spoke German so well.

He had a habit which I had of going from his first lec-
ture to the river for a swim. Sometimes we walked together
down to the floating bath-house, and many a pleasant talk
we had on the way. He chatted as he lectured, in short,
clear, incisive sentences, and he liked it that I liked his
style. It was by way of a jesting compliment that I put to
him my question: “Herr Geheimrat, wie kommt es dass Sie
so schén deutsch sprechen?”

“It’s because I speak English,” he answered in English,
and, laughing, he reminded me that Goethe, asked once
the same question, replied that his best German was writ-
ten in the period when he was soaking in French.

After the swim I had breakfast in some café or beer hall,
where T completed my notes; then more lectures till one
o’clock. The noon meal was usually with some crowd of
students in a restaurant, under the stiff forms of the student
ritual, the gossip, the controversies, the plans for excur-
sions or fights. Once a week I had an art history course
which took us up to the castle to examine the stones and
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trace their periods, or off to the excavations near by, as
far as Wiesbaden. Other days there were other lectures or
library work or home study till along about four, when I
went forth either to the Schloss or to some other café for
coffee or to the river for a paddle. The boatman had
several canoes, “left by the English,” he said.

Just above the bridge the river is artificially narrowed
and deepened, making a rapid, called the Hart Teufel, for
about an eighth of a mile, and it’s a struggle to paddle up
it. I used to do it for exercise and then drive the little craft
on up the easy, broad river to some one of the many gar-
den restaurants along shore. After a bath out in the stream,
I had an appetite which made the good cooking seem per-
fect, and a thirst which took beer as the Hart Teufel took
water. There was always some other loose student to join
for a long, slow supper and a long, highbrow conversa-
tion. When the darkness fell, there was the canoe to lie
in and the river to float me effortlessly back to town. I
could philosophize in the dark; if there was a moon I could
romance. Pleasant days, those lonely Heidelberg days.
Pleasanter still the friendly days that followed.

Once, when the art history professor had his class out
for field work on some ruin or other, a tall young German
came up to me, struck his heels together, saluted stiffly,
and said: “My name is Johann Friedrich Krudewolf. I am
a German; I take you for an American. I want to learn
English. I propose to exchange with you lessons in Ger-
man for lessons in English.”

I closed the foolish bargain, and we shook hands on it.
There was one lesson in English, one in German, and no
more. I did not have to study German; I was learning it
fast enough by absorption, and I think now that while he
did want to learn English, he was really seeking a friend.
Anyhow we became so interested in each other that the
conversation, even at the first and last lesson, ran away
from the purpose and, of course, ran into the language
easiest for both of us to understand. Bad as my German
was then, it was so much better than his school English
that we always spoke German and soon forgot lessons. His
specialty was art history, and I was glad of that; Hegel's
history of art gave a philosophic meaning to the subject,
and my new friend’s interest in the details filled in beauti-
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fully my efforts to feel art both in itself and as a border
of flowers along the course of our civilization.

Our excursions with the class to churches, castles, and
ruins were pleasant recreations for me, so pleasant that
we made study trips by ourselves for fun. We foot-toured
the Black Forest three days at a time, always to see things
Krudewolf wished to examine for art history reasons, but
his notes told by the way and the ruined castles illustrated
vividly the history of the rise of great German families
from robbers to robber knights, to military and social pow-
er, to riches, position, and honors. That was the way it
was done of old, and I made notes on morals as studiously
as my companion did on art.

The best excursion we made, however, was for its own
sake. The Neckar River was navigable up to Heilbron, and
a curious kind of boat-train operated on it, the Schlepper.
There was a cable laid in the middle of the stream. The
power boat picked up this cable, pulled itself up on it, and
passed it out over the stern. By this means the tuglike
Schlepper schlepped a string of cargo boats up the Neckar
to Heilbron and back down to the Rhine. Johann hired a
rowboat and sent it on the Schlepper up to Heilbron,
whither we went by train to meet it. A day and a night in
funny old Heilbron, with its old, old stories, and we set
out in the rowboat to row (or float) home to Heidelberg.
We started early one morning, meaning to go far that day,
but by ten o’clock we were passing such tempting restau-
rants in river gardens that we yielded, stopped and had
breakfast, which we thought would do for lunch, too. But
we could not pass by the resorts that called to us; we had
to see some of them. We chose one for luncheon, a long
luncheon, and when we embarked again, chose others here,
there, everywhere for beer, coffee, or—something. We
could not row; it was a waste, and—even drifting was
too fast.

The Neckar, from Heilbron to Heidelberg, is one of the
most beautiful stretches of country that I have ever seen—
or it seemed so to me then. We stayed our first night at a
village inn on the river bank, and while we dined made
two important discoveries. This was a Shaumwein (cham-
pagne) country, with the “fizz” at seventy-five cents the
bottle; and this season was a church festival at which every-
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body drank, danced, and made love. We danced till mid-
night that night and then took some peasant girls out
rowing in our boat. We got away late the next morning
and were stopped everywhere by pretty places for coffee
or wine or meals or historical sights that Johann had to
investigate. We didn’t make five miles the second day. That
night we danced—every night we danced, and we began
to get away later and later in the mornings. We were ten
days making a distance that one might have rowed in
three or four, and then felt and wondered that we had
done so beautiful a journey so fast. And I wonder now that
I have never gone back, as I declared and have always
been sure that I would “some day,” to do the Neckar over
again in a rowboat slowly—two or three weeks of it.

Toward the end of the semester a friend of mine, Carlos
J. Hittell, came over from Munich to visit me. He was an
art student from California. I had known well his brother
Franklin at Berkeley; his father, Theodore H. Hittell, the
historian, had had more to do with my education than
many a teacher. A retired attorney, he had turned to the
writing of history, especially of California. He used to
work on the dining-room table after dinner while I, his
children and their friends, talked as youth will, finally and
positively, of all sorts of things. Once he kept me when the
others left, and he went into my mind and broke all the
idols he found there. He was rough.

“You can’t learn if you know everything already,” he
said. “You can’t have a free mind if it’s full of supersti-
tions.” And he whanged away. I took it pretty well, and
because I came back for more, he continued to destroy my
images. Every time I went to the house, whether to din-
ner, to call on his daughter. Catherine, or to sing songs
with his sons, he lay for me and drew me into talk and
some reading in his good library. A great service this fine
old man rendered me. And his son, Carlos, did me another.

When Carlos joined me at Heidelberg, he completed our
trio, one student of art history, one of ethics and philos-
ophy, and one of the real thing, art. We played, walking,
rowing, swimming, and touring, but also we talked, and
the artist, without knowing or meaning it, spoke as one
having authority. Johann and I listened to the man who
was doing what we were merely reading and thinking
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about. We saw what the artist had told me at Berkeley,
that we were getting scholarship about art, not art. But,
like that other artist, Carlos Hittell could not express in
our medium, words what he was doing or trying to do
when he was painting. We must go and be with art stu-
dents when they were at work in their studios and see if
we could—not hear, but see what art is. When the semes-
ter was over, therefore, we all went to Munich to study
art instead of art history. No more Heidelberg for either
of us.

And no more philosophy for me. There was no ethics in
it. I had gone through Hegel with Kuno Fischer, hoping
to find a basis for an ethics; and the professor thought he
had one. I had been reading in the original the other philos-
ophers whom I had read also in Berkeley, and they, too,
thought they had it all settled. They did not have anything
settled. Like the disputing professors at Berkeley, they
could not agree upon what was knowledge, nor upon what
was good and what evil, nor why. The philosophers were
all prophets, their philosophies beliefs, their logic a justi-
fication of their—religions. And as for their ethics, it was
without foundation. The only reasons they had to give
for not lying or stealing were not so reasonable as the stu-
pidest English gentleman’s: “It isn’t done.”

This was my reluctant, disappointed conclusion, arrived
at after a waste of a couple of good years of conscientious
work. I must leave the philosophers and go to the scientists
for my science of ethics as I must go to the artists for
art. I said good-by to the good kept woman who had kept
me so comfortable. She accepted my departure as she ac-
cepted everything.

“Men come and men go,” she said cheerfully.

“Always?” I asked.

“They don’t always come,” she laughed, “but always they
go, always.”

“And that’s all there is of it?”

“All? Nay,” she protested, pointing to her two. “For me
there are always the children, thank God.”



Chapter XX
MUNICH: THERE ARE NO ARTISTS

A plain old third- or fourth-class café and beer restaurant
called the Bliithe was the blooming center of the art-student
life of Miinchen in my day (the summer of 1890). That is
where the Americans I knew and some Germans dropped
in when they had nothing else to do. Some of them took
their meals there at one long table, which, when cleared
of an evening, became the gathering-board for others who
dropped in for coffee or later for a drink after the theater.
It was around that board that I first heard artists them-
selves tear to pieces the everlasting question: “Well, and
what is art anyhow?”

And if I did not get the answer, it may be in part be-
cause at that time there were no artists in Munich, not
really. There were men there whose names are now well
known and whose pictures are bought and sold as the
works of great painters. It’s all a mistake. They told me
themselves that none of them was an artist. And my Ger-
man friend, Johann Friedrich Krudewolf, heard the same
thing from the German masters and students he met.

We parted, Johann and I, when we arrived together in
Munich. He was going to study at the university there; I
was going to Leipzig. We might have played around to-
gether all summer; our purposes were the same, but I did
not think to suggest that. I took a room in the house where
Carlos Hittell lived, met his friends, mostly Americans,
and when Johann saw that I was among my own, he said
he would go off among his countrymen. He looked wist-
ful, I remembered afterward, but he said “Good-by,” and
I thought he was long and sentimental about it; so I was
short and, as he reminded me later, American.

Carlos Hittell wanted to work; so he took me to the
Bliithe, introduced me to the crowd there, and I found a
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fellow who had time to waste talking about art. And he
could talk art, too. He showed me through the Pinakothek
to illustrate his ideas, and he spoke with inside understand-
ing and authority of the artists represented there. These
were very few. Not all of the old masters in that gallery
were masters, and of the modern painters there was but
one who could paint: Lenbach; and even Lenbach, as you
can see, Lenbach himself gave up art for portraiture, for
fame and success. I betrayed some inlerest in the pictures
of other men of whom I had heard; he showed me them,
he showed me with his cutting thumb and his curling lips
and his sneering eyes that, excepting only Lenbach, the
other moderns were either merchants and manufacturers
or, at best, struggling, unsuccessful students of the art of
painting which remains to be revived by—some one.

“Any of the Americans likely to revive the art?” I asked
hopefully.

He laughed himself into a knot. He’d show me. We went
calling at all the studios of all the students he knew. Fine
fellows, hard at work, they stopped to pull out their can-
vases one by one. It was pathetic or ridiculous. They looked
so hungry, some of them, for a bit of appreciation, their
eyes darting from their poor pictures to my poor face. I
rather liked some of the “sketches” I saw, and I certainly
would have said so, had my guide not warned me.

“Look out, now,” he would say, as we climbed the stairs
to a studio, “this poor devil is sensitive; he thinks he can
paint. And he can draw, a little. But paint? Never. Yow’ll
see. But don’t—don’t hurt his feelings by saying what
you think.”

Or he would laugh before another door: “This chap, he
thinks he’s a genius. He is sure he can paint. But I'll tell
you how he does it. His fad is Defregger. He goes out
around the villages, looking for Defregger peasants in
Defregger costumes and Defregger groupings. If he finds a
Defregger picture, he paints it as Defregger painted it; only
—nobody but himself can see the likeness. But he never
does find a Defregger in real life; neither did Defregger;
of course not; so the student does what his master did: he
hires models off the city streets, dresses ’em up, poses ’em,
and paints them as Defregger has shown they ought to
be. And he sells his things. That’s the trouble with art
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today. Some of these house painters can sell their stuff—
to Americans, generally; but they sell it. They live.”

And sure enough, this student of Defregger was painting
when we went into his studio a Defregger-like group of
Tyrolese peasants, using a saucy little wicked street girl
dressed up as a peasant Madonna. She and the painter
and my friend made jokes and laughed all through the
work. And when my guide left me there and I turned the
conversation into serious channels, this painter went off
into a worship of Defregger till he became so wrought up
that he quit work to take me to the gallery to see the
Defreggers. He looked at nothing else; he bade me look at
nobody else, not even Lenbach.

“Lenbach! Pooh!” he said. “He can paint some, but he
can’t see. Bring him Bismarck or the Kaiser or some prince
and tell him to paint, and he’ll make you a likeness, but—
that man lives here and sees nothing of the life about him;
nothing. I don’t believe he ever looked at a peasant, and
if he did, what would he see? The character, the life, the
truth and beauty of the real people? Never. No. But now
look at that Defregger—"

I was in despair. I could not learn to recognize a work
of art unless I could see one. I had come to Munich to watch
men paint and to see and feel what the painter at work
was trying to do. My guide showed me in studio after studio
students and painters making, not pictures—only outsiders
would call such things pictures; sometimes the man paint-
ing at it spoke of it as a picture or a painting—my guide
called them sketches, and he let me see and hear that the
sketchers did not put their mind on what they were doing.
They all talked while they worked, told jokes, laughed,
poked fun at the model, flirted with her, made love. No
wonder they could not be taken seriously. No wonder they
were not and never would be artists; none of them, except-
ing my guide. We used to go often to his studio to rest,
talk, and have a drink. He drank a good deal. But he never
worked when I was there, and he never talked about his
own things. He merely got them out, one at a time, one
for each visit. He would set the picture for the day up on
the easel, adjust it carefully in the light, and leave it there.
“A work of art speaks for itself,” he used to say. “You
look at it and just let it work in.” So we sat and drank,
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talked of other things, meanwhile lefting the picture speak
for itself. I did not care at first for his pictures; they were
all sketches, unfinished, but it was amazing how, as he
talked about painting for the imagination of the spectator
who liked himself to finish what the artist only indicated—
it gave one a thirst to see more and more of a line started,
until between us, the painter and I, we had made a perfect
picture. If I had been buying pictures, I would have bought
one or two of my guide’s works. As it was I was content
to adore them and follow him; and he was satisfied, too.
We became fast friends, but I wasn’t seeing him at work;
and I wanted to see a real master at work.

One night at the Bliithe some one proposed that we all
go to Venice to make some sketches. I was delighted, and
several voices were willing. Others opposed it, and the
conversation became a debate on the subject whether Venice
was the most beautiful place in the world or the filthiest,
ugliest, most lied about. And the opposition won, so far as
I was concerned. At least, I came away with the impression
that Venice was a beastly collection of one-time palaces,
now slummy tenements set down upon a network of stink-
ing sewers navigated by intelligent rats who lived well
upon the garbage dumped into the {iideless, motionless
drainage of a community of dirty thieves. But the wrong
side won, practically. The crowd decided to go to Venice.

They got out a big butcher’s book, and as they studied
it I realized that its brown paper pages carried addresses,
not only for Venice, but everywhere. Whenever a Bliithe
student had been off sketching he noted in that book the
hotels and restaurants he discovered, with prices and char-
acterizations which were a guide for others. I often used
that book. That night those men picked out of it a short
list of hotels, pensions, restaurants, and cafés, which we
all used in and on the way to Venice. Carlos Hittell copied
out of it other addresses for Salzburg, Vienna, Trieste,
and when he and I got back to his flat he proposed that
we go to Venice, not with the gang direct, but around by
Vienna. And so we went, pleasantly and slowly, and I re-
member that the butcher-book guide put us in good, cheap
places all along the line, so cheap, indeed, that we made
the whole round trip, all costs included, for $1.50 a day
each. I could travel in Europe, as I could study, on my
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allowance, which was $50 a month. This gave me a sense
of liberty, such as a tramp has; the whole world was open
to me.

At Venice we joined the sketchers. We found there, as
I had at Heidelberg, canoes ‘“left by Englishmen,” and we
paddled all through the canals, especially the narrow back
ways. Carlos and I had good sport at Venice, and after two
or three days I began to feel the picturesque beauty of this
dirty old tumbledown world-capital. I could see it the bet-
ter, I think, for having come to it with the hopeless expec-
tation sketched on my mind by the art students in Munich
who did not want to go there. Their description was real-
istic; it served only to prepare me for the worst and so
to get the best; one should always be forewarned of the
stenches, filth, and wreckage of Venice before his first
visit.

I watched the painters paint Venice, one by one, and I
saw that they saw and were pointing out the essential
beauty of Venice; and the skill, the instinctive taste, and
the knowledge they put into their work suggesied that my
Munich guide could not have been altogether right: some
of them were artists of some sort; second-rate, perhaps, or
third, but they had something I had not; they could do
with colors what I, for example, could not do. I sounded
them on the point, however, and each of them agreed with
my art master as to the others. “Good fellows. I like them,
but—" I wished that my guide, the only painter in Munich,
were at Venice; after watching the others at work on their
“sketches,” I would have liked to see a real painter paint-
ing—Venice.

One day I said something like this. It was the day of
our departure. The train left about noon, and after break-
fast and packing, we sat around doing nothing. Carlos Hit-
tell suggested that we walk to the station.

“Walk!” they shouted. “You can’t walk in Venice. We’d
get lost.”

Carlos said that he would lead all that would follow him
to the station without a moment’s hesitation at any time.
How would he do it? He said any westerner could do it.
You fix in your mind the direction of the station and you
go that way, turning to be sure, but always keeping your
mental compass clear. Several of us offered to follow him;
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the rest were to attend to the baggage and report us
missing in Munich.

“All right now,” said Carlos to us, pointing toward the
station, far away and out of sight. “That is our direction.
Come on.” And he started off at a right angle. He darted
into a back street, turned here, there, right, left, even back,
but swift as an Indian he sped along till all in a whirl after
twenty minutes’ walk we came out upon the bridge over
to the Rialto, where two fellows quit us. There was a steam-
boat station there; they would stay there till the crowd
came. Carlos, with the rest of us, crossed the bridge, dived
into the tangle of streets on the other side, and, over
another bridge, came upon the station, an hour ahead of
time.

How did he do it? We discussed this on the train, and
no one would accept Carlos’ explanation: that he had the
plainsman’s sense of direction. I backed him up, telling
how Carlos had shot a cork out from between my thumb
and finger; which was true. He was a westerner. But that
did not explain his knowledge of Venetian streets, not even
to me, his co-liar. He would not tell his secret till years
afterward: he had observed on the corner of a building
he was sketching the sign, “Alla Strada Ferrata.” He in-
quired and was told that that _sign marked every turn of
the way to the railroad station. He knew his Latin, if not
his Italian.

My staunch support of Carlos and their irritation at his
fear in path-finding so arroused the wrath of the crowd
that on the train they turned upon me, no longer a guest.
I came back with comments on their art and, to defend
my position, quoted my Munich art guide on the general
principles of art.

“I wish,” I said, “that he had come to Venice and painted
it.”

It was awful. I can’t remember what they said; they all
spoke at once. The judgments that stuck in my mind were
that he—“He? He isn’t a painter; he’s a bum.” “Never
works, only talks art, drinks, brags, and runs down every-
body else.” “One of these here beginners. Never finished
anything.”

It was unanimous. It was convincing. My one, last, only,
lonely modern painter was—dead—to me.



Chapter XXI
LEIPZIG: MUSIC, SCIENCE, LOVE

The day before I was leaving Munich for my winter
semester at Leipzig (1890-91) I interrupted my packing to
go out and drink a glass of cool beer. Turning into a café,
I saw a young man sitting alone with his face down on his
arms folded on the table. There was something familiar
about his head, and looking again, sharply, at it, I recog-
nized my Heidelberg student friend, Johann Friedrich
Krudewolf. I touched his shoulder. He threw up his face
angrily, and there were tears in his eyes.

“Nu!” I said with a push as I withdrew my hand. “Was
heisst’s, Johann?”’

His anger passed, and he, tapping his chest, answered:

“The doctor says I can’t stay in Munich.”

“Good,” I said, gladly. “We will go to Leipzig then.”

His face lighted up, but he wasn’t sure the doctor would
approve of Leipzig either. “Don’t ask him,” I suggested.
Johann did not know whether there was any good profes-
sor of art history in Leipzig, and I didn’t. But he had in
his pocket the fat little paper book which gave all the
courses for all the universities. We looked up Leipzig, and
Johann said, “I'll go.” There was a fine course in his sub-
ject. We had our beer with our planning and separated to
meet on the train the next day. And there, on the train,
we planned to live and study together for a year. A year
of art history for both of us, and for me a year of psychol-
ogy under Wundt, the leader, if not the founder, of the
school of experimental psychology. I would take all his
lectures and work in his laboratory, as if for a degree, and
say nothing of my purpose: to see if I could find in psy-
chology either a basis for a science of ethics or a trail
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through psychology to some other science that might lead
on to a scientific ethics.

We were early; the mob of students had not arrived, so
that we had a choice of quarters. We took two connecting
rooms in the Petersteinweg. The only other roomers were
a working-girl who raised a living on her wages by some
traffic in the business of love and a regular old street-
walker who made love a business. The landlady was a
lone, but not a lonely, old widow woman who envied,
loved, and quarreled for fun with the girl. Johann became
Herr im Hause; he kept order. When the row in.the back
room became so loud that I went out to see and enjoy it,
Johann would come flying out of his room to make the
peace. They came to fear him and his just wrath. Me they
laughed at or with; I was the crazy American, with the
queer, foreign habits. I took a bath every day, for example.

The old woman had agreed to deliver in my room every
morning a large vessel of cold water, and she was aston-
ished that I insisted upon and used it, pouring it over me
as I stood in my rubber tub. She must have reported this
in the neighborhood and to the Mddel, as we called the
girl in the back room; and I infer that her report was not
credited in the market-place. Anyway one morning, as I
stood stripped in my tub with the water held high above
my head, my door opened, and there were the old woman,
half a dozen other old women, and the Mddel, all staring
wide-eyed, open-mouthed at me, while the landlady point-
ed proudly, triumphantly, exclaiming:

“Na, und was hab’ ich g’sagt? Da staht er. Se’en Sie?”
(“Vge;I, and what did I tell you? There he stands. You
see?”’

Johann protested. He tried to make them respect me.
Even though I was a foreigner, and an American at that—
queer as I was, I was a human being and not a captive
animal to be shown off. It was no use. I was exhibited,
with pride to be sure, but my door might be thrown open
at any crisis in my life, intellectual or physical, to prove
to some market man or a customer of the Mddel that their
lll)oasts were true. They did have a living American in the

ouse.

The landlady told me the story of her life, often, and
all her troubles, and the girl told me several versions of
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hers with all her passing triumphs, rights and wrongs.
Some men treated her dreadfully; some men were treated
dreadfully; but all were despised and loathed, except now
and then one would be all right for a short while. I liked a
pretty baker girl across the street; she looked like the warm
rolls she sold me, but Johann took no interest in girls,
and he frowned on my flirtations.

“Ah, no,” he would say, “don’t fool that little baker girl;
she is too trustful, too easy.”

He found somewhere and brought home one day Guido
Peters, an Austrian student of music, who swept us into
his enthusiasm and made us also students of music. Leipzig
was a music center, and Guido knew everybody and every-
thing in that distinct and devoted world. He got all the
concert programs long in advance, gave us lectures on each
composer and his work, illustrated. Sitting at his piano,
he would pull a piece to pieces, playing it analytically and
then straight through, with comments, explanations, and
criticism. The weekly event was the Gewandhaus concert
on Monday nights. Guido brought home the next program
Tuesday, and day by day he would work with us to make
us familiar with it till on Friday we all went together to
the last private rehearsal to which music students were
admitted; on Saturday we heard the public rehearsal; and
on Monday night, we were quite ready to appreciate the
finished concert. And so with all the other good music
given in Leipzig that winter: we had it over and over till
we knew it inside and out; harmoniously and mathemati-
cally, sensually, scientifically, and artistically.

In return for our interest in his subject, Guido Peters
took some in our subjects. He heard a lecture with us now
and then, went with us to the art galleries of Dresden and
Berlin. He did not care much for the science and the his-
tory of art and ethics. He preferred art for art’s sake, art’s
and love’s. For he was in love; he was in love, not with
any girl in Leipzig, but with many girls at home, in Aus-
tria. He wrote love-letters to his several sweet-hearts whom
he loved—*“all,” he said, “equally. I pour out my whole
heart to the one I am writing to, turn to the next, and I
pour out my whole heart to her.” And he always wanted
to read us the last two or three of those letters; and he did,
till I stopped him one day.
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“No,” I protested, “don’t read it. Play it on the piano.”

He looked uncomprehending a moment, then saw the
point, leaped to the piano, and he played the letters. He
played them all after that, and finally, by way of an expe-
riment in applied psychology, I got him to play a letter
he was full of before he wrote it. The effect astonished
him. He didn’t have to write it. “Nay,” he exclaimed, “I
can’t write it now.” Of course not. When he played a love-
letler he was a lover in love; he poured forth his whole
heart to us, and after the orgy of it, there was nothing
for him or for us to do but go down to the river, take a
boat, and row slowly, softly, sentimentally up the river,
the pretty little river under the trees, and, in the silence
of our hearts, listen to the nightingales.

A serious matter for me, these debauches. To Johann it
was merely music; to Guido himself it was art and love;
that’s all. The Germans are sentimental idiots when drunk
like that. But we Americans are a practical race. When we
are moved, we are moved to action. If we get drunk, wc
want to break something. I broke an engagement and mar-
ried.

Guido and his music and his love for his remote girls
were not alone to blame for my conduct. The coming of
spring at the wrong time—right after the winter—had
something to do with it; and then there were Wundt’s lec-
tures and the hard scientific spirit of the experimental
laboratory. “We want facts, nothing but facts,” he used
to declare. The laboratory where we sought the facts and
measured them by machinery was a graveyard where the
old idealism walked as a dreadful ghost and philosophical
thinking was a sin. One day when the good old profes-
sor was looking over us and our works, his one seeing eye
fell upon William James’s great book on psychology, just
out. Wundt had almost blinded himself by the abuse of
his eyes in experimentation; he had but one tiny spot in
one retina that could see. He picked up James, fixed his
one spot on the first page, and beginning at once to read,
started off like a somnambulist for the door.

Then he remembered. turned, and asked my indulgence.
“Sie erlauben?” When I “allowed,” he went on reading and
walking into his own room. The next morning he came
back, laid the book on my table, and thanked me.
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*You have read it?” I asked, astonished.

“All night long,” he answered. “Word for word, every
word.” And his familiars told me afterward that this was
literally true. He had sat down with the book when he got
it from me, read it word by word, as he had to with his
eye-spot, and finished it the moment he returned it to me.
As he was about to leave it with me, I stopped him with a
question: What about it?

“Well, and—?” I said. (“Na, und—")

“It is literature, it is beautiful,” he stammered, “but it
is not psychology.”

Against this I always like to put a story Wundt’s assis-
tant, Kiilpe, told us after a visit to the neighboring Univer-
sity of Jena to see the aged philosopher Erdmann, whose
history of philosophy, in some ten volumes, we all had read
and studied. They had a warm, friendly talk, the old scholar
and the young scientist, all about the old philosophers and
their systems. But when Kiilpe tried to draw him out on
Wundt and the newer school, Erdmann shook his head,
declaring that he could not understand the modern men.

“In my day,” he explained, “we used to ask the everlast-
ing question: ‘What is man?” And you—nowadays you
answer it, saying, ‘He was an ape.’” (“Er war ein Aff’.”’)

And yet Wundt had a philosophy, and not only of facts;
no, and not only of theories, either. He said that theories
were only. aids to experiment, which was the test. He
taught and I learned from him the discipline, the caution,
and the method of the experimental procedure of modern
science. But Wundt, in practice, had established facts, he
thought, by this method, and he built upon them conclu-
sions which formed a system of philosophy written into
several volumes. With an ethics, too; it was all complete.
Well we knew it. It was under attack at the time. Some
fresh, young men were challenging, with facts, with exper-
imentally determined data, some of the very foundations
of Wundt’s psychology, which in turn was the basis of
Wundt’s philosophy. We were working, for the truth, of
course, but also we were fighting, and when we got results
which confirmed Wundt we were glad, and when we got
results that seemed to support the enemy. ..

Some of us were looking over the laboratory records
of an American student who had stood high with the
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Professor and, therefore, with us all. He had gone home,
taken a professorship, and was holding high our colors.
He became afterward one of the leading men in American
science and education. His student papers were models of
neatness. and as we looked we saw that they were a master-
piece of caution, wisdom, and mathematical labor. The
records of his experiment showed that he got, at first,
results which would have given aid and comfort to the
enemy and confounded one of Wundt’s most axiomatic
premises. He must have suffered, that promising young
student; it was his thesis for the degree of Doctor of Phi-
losophy, which he needed for his career at home; he must
have thought, as a psychologist, that Wundt might have
been reluctant to crown a discovery which would require
the old philosopher to recast his philosophy and rewrite
the published volumes of his lifework. The budding psy-
chologist solved the ethical problem before him by deciding
to alter his results, and his papers showed how he did
this, by changing the figures item by item, experiment by
experiment, so as to make the curve of his averages come
out for instead of against our school. After a few minutes
of silent admiration of the mathematical feat performed on
the papers before us, we buried sadly these remains of a
great sacrifice to loyalty, to the school spirit, and to prac-
tical ethics.

Ethics! There was no foundation in (experimental) psy-
chology for a science of ethics; not that I could find. There
might be some day, when psychology itself is scientific.
All T got out of my year of German psychology was a
lead into biology on the one hand and into sociology on the
other, a curiosity to hear and see what the French thought
they knew about such matters, and best of all, a training
in the experimental method. I decided to go to Paris for
a year at the Sorbonne, and I began to change my subject
from ethics to morals; from what ought to be done to
what is done, and why. Lightly I say this now, but to me,
in the spring of 1891, the conflict of ideas and emotions
was a crisis that weighed heavily on me. I had lost time.
I had lost myself.

There is no made road across the sciences. To pursue
an inquiry from one of them through others into another
is like trying to travel ’cross country in England without
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returning to London. The sciences are laid out within per-
pendicular lines. The physicists, chemists, biologists, and
astronomers now are making tracks across their fields,
but in my day they also were fenced in, each man to his
own Fach. My difficulties and my sense of defeat put me
in a state of mind where Johann and his art, Guido Peters
and his music and his loves, the river and the nightingales
and the spring, and, yes, the baker girl and the Mddel in
the back room and the funny old landlady—with the re-
grets of all of them, and their laughters—all these were an
inspiration to me to go and make love myself to a pretty
American girl who sat just behind me at Wundt’s lectures.
It was unethical, but I did it; and it was good for some
nineteen years.



Chapter XXII
OVER THE ALPS TO PARIS

It is related of Frederick C. Howe that when he had laid
the finished manuscript of his autobiography proudly be-
fore his wife and she had read it, she looked up at him
with the humor that is all hers and said, “But, Fred, weren't
you ever married?”

“Oh, yes,” he answered. “I forgot that. I'll put it in.”

I can understand this. A love story is worth writing, I
believe, only when it is understood, and a man seldom
understands his own romance. I don’t understand mine. It
seems to me that I can see through a government or a polit-
ical situation, but human relations are beyond my com-
prehension. They happen to me; friendship has been the
music of my life, but what does music say? And what does
love mean? We should be able to answer this question.
Love is coming of age as the human mind is, and the two
should be decently married. But my intelligence stops
where love begins and begins again where love leaves off.

And so it is, I think to observe, with males generally.
They can grasp sex; that’s what they practice and talk and
think they know a bit about, but sex and love are or should
be one, as women know, who can navigate cunningly

through the storm that blinds their lovers. If there is ever

to be a science of love and marriage and if it is to be an
applied science, women and such effeminate men as poets
will have to make it. Eugenics will be the woman’s art as
it is her business now.

Anyhow my marriage was none of my business. When
Johann, my German chum, and I rowed up the Pleisser
River in the autumn the nightingales spoke to us and we
to them, of psychology and art history, ethics, philosophy,
and music. There was no sentiment about us. Johann had

167



no girl; mine was in America. For I had left America with
a “sort of understanding” with a girl at Berkeley. Johann
could be soft about anything, and he declared that that
was not because he was German. “Americans are just as
weak,” he said. But I set the tone of our friendship, and
whatever of weakness there was in me was hidden in my
letters to—‘“home.”

When winter came, closing navigation on the river, we
worked till the Christmas season approached. How I hated
the German Christmas! The whole world went home, closed
the door, and opened the window-shades, leaving the
foreigner to wander about in the cold darkness all alone
and look in longingly at the light, warmth, and merriment.
I had arranged with Johann to ignore Christmas. We
studied while the city went silly shopping, and even when
the Day fell upon us like a fog, we stuck to our dull labors
till, toward evening, I could not stand it. Calling Johann,
I took him for a walk in the dusk. The streets were aban-
doned to us and the dirty, old snow, and to make matters
worse, there were the lighted windows with their tinseled
trees and the sounds of domestic happiness. I could not
stand that either. We went home. I slammed into my room,
leaving Johann to go on to his, next door. I sat in the
dark, utterly miserable, wondering what Johann had meant
by saying that Americans (and the English, too) were as
sentimental as Germans, only not so honest about it. He
would see, I had said, and I was showing him and his tribe,
the Frau Wirthin and the sewing-girl and the old street-
walker, who held, all of them, that such sentimentality, like
love and like murder, would out. I was setting them an
example.

I don’t know what they had seen, but I had seen quite
enough of Christmas when, about suppertime, Johann’s
door opened and he stood, sharp-cut black in the light that
shone from behind him. He stood there a moment, and
then, in the dialect he fell into only when he was moved,
he said:

“Du, geh’ a mal her,” which means “Come” but says
“Go once here.”

‘I went once, and I saw on his table a pretty little
candled Christmas tree, blazing away, with parcels
on and under it, and, all around, the plates, bottles, foods,
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fruits, and candies of a Christmas dinner. It looked
good to me.

“Wait,” said Johann. “I’ll call the others.” And as he
went out I said, “Wait,” and I slipped back into my dark
room, got out from under the bed the gifts I luckily had
bought secretly for—everybody who came, the Frau Wirthin,
the Mddel, and the poor old smiling wreck of the streets
who danced in with Johann, bringing greetings and par-
cels, more food, more bottles, and the odor of a goose
cooking joyously in the Wirthin’s little kitchen.

We sang songs, ate and drank: we drank, sang, and
danced. There was a distribution of presents; then we sang
and danced till late into the night, when we discovered
all at once that we so loved one another that we hooked
arms and drank solemnly a Briiderschaft, the whole mixed
five of us. I liked it. I swam and the others nearly drowned
in the Christmas spirit, and it started something in me, as
the old Frau Wirthin predicted.

“You’ll see,” she said to me. “You can’t go on loving
without loving.”

“Why not?” the street-walker asked, surprised. “Men
all love without loving. That’s what I'm there for.” (“Des-
wegen bin ich da.”’)

“Ach!” the sewing-girl interpreted, “you two use the
same words to say opposite things.”

Johann’s eyes had become fixed on me. He was seeing
in the light of the women’s chatter something that seemed
to alarm him.

“Nay,” he protested, “you wouldn’t, would you? You'll
be true to her that is at home?”

“Long, perhaps,” the street-walker answered, “but not
forever. And it’s long already, as this Christmas has shown.”

She turned to the door; her Christmas was over.

“Where you going?” the Mddel asked her, and the street-
walker replied with a look at Johann:

“I am going out to meet some true lover coming home
alone from his lonely Merry Christmas.”

The work hardened after the holidays. Wundt’s lectures
got down to cases, the laboratory hummed like a factory,
and there were quizzes in pure philosophy. I was busy; so
was Johann; everybody was working. I was restless, too,
and Johann noticed it.
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“What are you forever looking for?” he asked irritably
one day.

“Looking!” I exclaimed. “I'm not looking for anything.”

“Seems to me you are a hunter on the hunt,” he insisted.

I did not know what he meant, but I was annoyed; so I
watched myself, like a psychologist, and sure enough, some-
thing in me was searching for something or somebody out-
side of me. And I found her. Toward the end of the winter
semester it was that I noticed an American girl at Wundt’s
lecture, and she saw me. She was a brown-eyed, straight-
standing, rather handsome young woman with a singularly
direct way of looking at one. The Professor’s famulus said
her name was Josephine Bontecou.

“Why?” he asked, smiling. “Why this sudden interest?
She has sat in that same seat all through the semester, and
some of us Germans have seen her before.”” Had they? I
went to the English church to meet her. She was not
known there. I went for the first time to other places
where Americans and the English foregathered. She was
not at any of them. Following her out of the lecture one
dark evening, I accosted her in the Stadt Park. She under-
stood; she always understood. She let me go with her to
her apartment, where I met her mother, a woman I under-
stood—the only one, I think.

Susan Bontecou had divorced her husband, a physician
and surgeon of Troy, N.Y. Her daughter took her mother’s
side, and the two came to Europe to start new lives, Jose-
phine as a student of psychology intending to write fic-
tion, the mother to see the scenes of the history she knew
well from her life of imaginative reading. They were a
devoted couple, and that devotion which they thought to
be their virtue turned out to be their tragedy. They were
happy enough when I met them. They must have looked
alike, but now in Leipzig, there, the mother was beginning
to whiten with the years, and her once straight, strong
little body was weakening. Her mind was alert, keen, and
kind, like her eyes; she was really a shrewd woman of
the world.

When Josephine brought me home to her that first day,
we all talked pleasantly along for a while; then the daugh-
ter left me with her mother. It was always so. Josephine
could not waste her time; she had work to do. It was the
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mother who, quietly sewing, would listen to my wonder-
ings; she must have sensed my essential youth.

“My daughter is older than you are,” she said one day,
and I can remember looking into her uplifted eyes with
astonishment at the irrelevance of her remark. Our con-
versations with Josephine all turned around one question:
whether she should accept the offer of marriage she had
received from a young German Junker, a corps student and
duelist, who held out to her an estate with a castle to live
in and villages of poor peasants to be grand and kind to.
I was for it, the mother against it, and Josephine was in
doubt; so it seemed to me, and yet here was the mother
telling me that her daughter was too old for me.

“Yes?” I answered, and I meant and I must have looked,
“What of it?” For the mother added, “Josephine is much
older than you are.”

There was no answer; I could not make out what this
lovely old lady was thinking about. And so with Johann.
He also was opposed to what I had not the slightest in-
tention of doing. One night when I told him I thought that
the American girl was going to marry “the Junker,” Johann
stared at me so long that I felt my face flush. He hated
Josephine; he called her “dominating,” and this time he
took off his slipper and shook it at me.

“What do I care,” I said, “if the Junker is ruled by his
wife?” .

“The Junker!” he exclaimed. “The Junker is safe,” and
he went off to his own room.

No one seemed to be able to understand that Josephine
Bontecou and I were to have a friendship; no one; not
even the nightingales. For when, in the spring, Johann
and I went rowing up the river, the birds sang, not, as in
the fall, of science and art, but of love and romance, of
adventures and new countries and other peoples. I was
going to Paris. Josephine and her mother were planning
a summer vacation tour through the Alps to end in Paris
at the Sorbonne. That had always been my plan, to study
in Paris; it just happened to be hers too. Johann knew
that, but he pretended to be surprised that I was willing
to give up my German doctor’s degree “for a year of—
Paris.” He emphasized “Paris,” but I knew what he meant.
And he knew, too, how I despised degrees, how psychology

171



was only a road to ethics—a blind alley; and he did not
know that Josephine had finally, finally declined the Jun-
ker’s offer of marriage. He never even asked how this
came out.

“Your German friend is jealous,” Mrs. Bontecou re-
marked when our train pulled out and left him standing
on the platform.

“But what of?” I answered her.

“Of your friendship with Josephine,” she said very
gently.

I don’t remember a single Alp. Years afterward when I
traveled in Switzerland it was all new to me; and yet Jose-
phine and I walked it that summer. Her mother was with
us, but she took trains or diligences to meet us at the places
we tramped to. Josephine saw everything; she was always
thorough; but I saw only Josephine, I think. Anyway I fell
in love with her in Switzerland, and when we arrived in
Paris we were engaged. Johann was right after all. Every-
body was; as usual I alone was wrong: all wrong, but all
right too.



Chapter XXIII
PARIS, LONDON—HOME

Paris is a loose merger of many, very many, small pro-
vincial communities, each of which is self-sufficient and
pleasantly or offensively clannish.

“Do you live here?” they will ask in the little local shops,
and your answer makes a difference, not only in the
prices, but in the service. A policeman won’t arrest you if
you live on his beat; the accredited street-walker won’t
pick your pocket; they will see you safely home. Even
though you are a foreigner, you may still be a petit Parisien,
an insider, more French than a Parisian from some other
quarter; he is the stranger. Some quarters boast of inhabi-
tants who have never been to Paris—the Paris of the for-
eigners and the financiers. The grands boulevards are a
place which the petits Parisiens make excursions to, as
they visit Versailles, on a holiday, all dressed up, in fam-
ily or neighborhood sight-seeing groups.

My Paris, the petit Paris of my student days, was the
Latin Quarter, of course; but the Latin Quarter then was a
simple, idyllic, fresh-water college town. Our connection
with Paris was by horse busses which made the trip pleas-
ant on a sunny day, but long, halting—a day’s work; we
dressed up and took the trip only to fetch money from the
bank or to call on some tourist friend from home. That
and the opera were the only uses we had for the Right
Bank. I remember once an enterprising party of reckless
fellows ventured with their girls to Montmartre; that was
something like; and they had a good time, but they didn’t
get back till late the next forenoon and were all tired out
and wretchedly sobered by the long, long journey. No, our
lives were complete in the Quarter, which was the largest
of all the Parisian communities, and, we thought, the most
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important. It had two physical centers, Montparnasse and
the Boul’ Mich’, and it had two lobes to its brain, the
Sorbonne (with the university) and the Beaux Arts (with
the other private art schools), but the art students and
the university students played together, and play and work
were all one to them, like truth and beauty, which we all
sought merrily together, seriously by day, and at night still
more seriously. For gayety and earnestness were undivided,
too. Anyway we were one, we, the students and our shop-
keepers, our laundresses, waiters, concierges, and our
gens-d’armes. We had rows among ourselves, but as against
the world—the successful, Philistine, spoilsport Paris—
we were one big union.

Maybe it is so now. Montparnasse has won out over the
Boul’ Mich’, but I see the same all sorts of students to-
gether and I hear them using our phrases to express our
ideas. The elements are not changed: wine or women; art
and science, or success and business; evolution or revo-
lution. There’s a difference, however. There are taxis and
the underground; students appear on the grands boule-
vards, and the tourists at Montparnasse, a flood of specta-
tors. There’s an audience. We played to ourselves. Our life
seems to me to have been simpler, more naive, much less
conscious. It was, like our art, for its own sweet sake. The
shop-keepers and the cafés are more businesslike now, the
students more—histrionic. I recognize it all. It is just
as if the fiction about us had come true. The Latin Quarter
today is what it was supposed to be in my day—and wasn’t.

My student friends did not feel that they had to “keep
some girl or other.”” Some of them fell in love with the
loveliest little woman in the world, and they set out to
live happily with her all their lives. They did not do it,
not often, but the ménages I knew were as real as mine. I
lived with Josephine Bontecou just as they lived with their
girls. We were married, to be sure, but nobody knew that,
and it made no difference to our friends or to us. We had
taken rooms in a Montparnasse hotel, Josephine, her moth-
er, and I, and Josephine went to work, her mother went
sight-seeing, and I looked around. We were not going to
marry till our studies were over and we were back in
America. I feared my father would recall me if he heard
that I had taken a wife. But after a few weeks of waiting,
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we stole off to London, lived there the required twenty-
two days, and on the twenty-sccond were married on the
way to the boat-train for Paris. I was seasick all that first
night of my married life, wretchedly and then restfully
sick: it did me good, and the next day, in Paris, I, too,
went to work. We told nobody of our marriage, neither at
home nor in the Quarter; so we had all the advantages of
the law and all the thrills and the prestige of lawlessness.

My work was interesting to me, generally, not specifical-
ly. I took all the courses I signed up for, I heard besides
every lecture that any student or any book mentioned as
“good” in any way, and more besides. I was like those Paris
bums who drop in to the Sorbonne lectures all day long
just to sit down and be warm; I would join any stream
of students going in to any room to hear the lecture on
any subject. That was my plan: specifically to look every-
where for a lead to ethics, and generally, to get a sense
of the French methods and spirit. I heard some able,
thought-breeding men and felt the difference between them
and the German professors. The French speak French
almost universally as few Germans can speak German: not
only clearly, but with a precision and a finish that 1s charm-
ing. The French believe in reason; they experiment, too,
of course, and their laboratory work is clean, careful, and
productive of results, but they cannot stop their  minds
from collaborating, as the Germans do. The French are
impatient mentally. Their imagination will out, and they
love to think about the conclusions they cannot help fore-
seeing and sometimes anticipating and even forming. Their
great fault I felt to be this, their greatest virtue: they
worked and thought and spoke like artists, esthetically, and
with all their false faith in reason and their trained skill in
logic, they used their heads to prove the truth of something
that was only very beautiful; and so they would express it
beautifully. In any lecture room in the Sorbonne one could
find some scholarly actor, with his glass of sugar and wa-
ter, reciting, even singing, a prose poem on a chemical or a
metaphysical formula. It was usually convincing, too; it
was not always science, but it was literature, and when
Charcot, for example, was showing on the set stage of his
amphitheater what his psychiatric patients could do or suf-
fer, it was drama.
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“Go,” he said when he was through with a woman patient
who had done her stunts, and then as she was passing off
the stage, the professor struck the table with a hammer.
The cataleptic stopped, stiffened, and stood rigid with her
hands half lifted and her face turned back toward us.

“La femme de Lot,” said Charcot, with a showman's
flourish, and sure enough, there stood Lot’s wife, a pillar
of miraculous rigidity.

Play and work live together in France, like wit and logie,
art and science, and men and women. We enjoyed life in
Germany, too, but we did not amuse ourselves in the
laboratory; we labored there till tired; then for recreation
we went out to a beer hall or into the country and, drop-
ping business, played hard. It was pleasant. I liked the
German way. But Paris was somehow a release from some
sort of repression. It was good to feel free to walk into a
laboratory exactly as you would into a café and jest with
the other fellows, even about the experiment, speculate
upon the possible results, say seriously what might not be
true—just to hear how it sounded. And it was good to go
to a café and join a frivolous crowd and feel that you could
talk shop. It was as if the verboten signs had been removed
from imagination, intuition, and temperament.

Perhaps my impression of Paris is pointed by the fact
that I was living there, freely and fully living, with a
wife, and that my friends were mostly artists rather than
university students. I had a home, and some of our friends
had homes; not all lawful, but warm, happy, domestic.
They were French homes; the dining-room was separate
—any one of the many restaurants where we met and dined
together, and thought and talked and practiced our arts.

“Who can express in the fewest lines the attitude of that
waiter to that girl he is serving?”

In words or in pencil strokes on the table-cloth every-
body tried it, and discussed the results, graphically, psy-
chologically, poetically, discovering, by the way, that all the
arts and the sciences, too, are pretty much all one thing.
There was one man, Louis Loeb, who loved this game, and
through it we became lifelong friends. He picked me up as
my German friend, Johann Krudewolf, had, for a purpose.
Josephine had noticed that he always joined our crowd at
dinner or coffee and was intensely interested whenever the
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talk turned to writing or to the parallel of painting and
writing. She said that he was after something from me,
and one night he declared it. He asked me if I would show
him, technically, the difference between prose and verse.
An odd question, as he knew, and he went on to justify
it, oddly.

“I’'ve never had a college education,” he said. He had
been a lithographer in Cleveland, Ohio, and made enough
money to come to Paris to study art; that was all right;
he would be a painter. But he loved music, too, and liter-
ature; he read every night, not intelligently. He needed to
know the art of writing, as he had heard me say I wanted
to understand the technique of painting.

“I'll teach you,” he proposed. “I'll teach you painting
if you’ll teach me writing.”

It was like Johann’s proposition to exchange German
for English lessons; only Loeb got the better of his bargain
as I got the better of Johann’s. Loeb learned to read. I
asked him that night what he was reading. He drew from
his pocket a volume of Milton’s poems, and I turned to “Il
Penseroso” and “L’Allegro.” I read out loud to him a few
heavy lines of the one, then a few light lines of the other,
showed him the choice of words, the difference in cadence,
and other tricks of the poet’s craft, illustrated in those
two poems. He had no prose with him, but I talked a little
of the same and other tricks of prose. That was about all.
He used to bring me afterward books with marked pas-
sages which he read to me as beautiful, and he analyzed
them for me. He had it. He came to his reading with taste,
with the artist’s sense of art, and he was interested; he
wanted to know. My few hints were enough, therefore.
Taking them as a key, he opened book after book all that
winter, all his short life—too short; and he read with
much appreciation—all the literatures he had the languages
for: English, French, and German. Louis Loeb became
one of the best-read men I knew, a thoughtful, cultivated
man of the world, far better educated than the average
college graduate; but he never ceased expressing in his
demeanor and in words his belief that he had missed some-
thing; he had never been to college. I argued with him; I
introduced to him college-bred dubs to show him that he
had taught and trained himself better than college had
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educated them. In vain. Louis Loeb taught me that it is
worth while going through college if only to know what
is not there.

That was what I learned and was learning. The universi-
ties of the United States, Germany, and France have a
classified body of knowledge, which an obedient, unques-
tioning student can learn the history of and, if he is clever,
can add a chapter to. But if he has a question or a need
in his mind he will not readily find the answer. At any
rate, all the universities had to offer me by way of ethics
was the long story of what man had.thought about right
and wrong; I felt that I could have gone home and lectured
in a college on the successive systems of ethics; I certainly
could have taken a degree in my specialty and written text-
books for American schools with German thoroughness
and French neatness. But I did not want to do that; a career
did not attract me; and I did want to discover some basis
for a scientific theory of ethical conduct. I could not. The
French, like the Germans, had none. The best I had got
out of all my scholastic wanderings was the belief, which
was probably only a hope, that when there was a science
of psychology, a science of sociology, and a science of
biology, when we could know how man was born, bred,
moved, and to what end, then we might lay out a program
for the guidance of his conduct. For example, assuming
that men are an evolving species, we might say that all
acts, personal and social, that made for development were
good, and that all conduct and conditions that hindered
growth were bad. I did take that as a loose guide for
myself, but to make it scientific, biology has to prove and
describe evolution, psychology has to show us human pos-
sibilities, sociology has to be made a study of the effects
of environment on human psychology; and even then, men
have to know the possibilities of their growth and choose
among them.

Talking about this and other wide, momentous problems
in Louis Loeb’s studio, where he was teaching me paint-
ing by letting me see him paint, I learned little of paint-
ing, not so much as he had learned of reading, but I did
learn something. I learned that I could not learn to paint
except by painting. Loeb himself had not learned to write,
only to read; and I could read painting, some painting. But
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that was, I found, not what I wanted; I had wanted of
painting, not only to feel, but to know what it was to paint.
And I could not, without practice. Thinking of this, I ap-
plied it to ethics. I could not have even a philosophic ethics
without practice; I must first study morals. The thing for
me to do, I decided, was to leave the universities, go into
business or politics, and see, not what thinkers thought,
but what practical men did and why.

This was no revolution. I was about through anyway;
my wife was already at work on a novel which, she real-
ized, drew none of its psychology from the courses she
had so faithfully worked at, but only from her own sense
of personalities and experience. We would go home. I
wanted to go to London for a few months’ reading in the
British Museum; her mother, having lived over ail the his-
torical scenes in all the churches, palaces, prisons, and
public squares of Paris and much of Europe, was eager
to see London; and Josephine felt like a rest. They went
to London when the year in Paris was up, while I rushed
up into Germany to visit a bit with Johann, who had gone,
ill, to a cure for consumptives, an out-of-the-way place
which required many changes and some command of Ger-
man to get to. And I noticed that I had that command. My
spoken German was a broken German when I left Ger-
many, and in Paris I had never practiced at all, had not
met Germans and spoke not a word of their language; yet
here I was, after a year of French and English only,
rattling off German like a native. And Johann noticed it.

“But,” he exclaimed when we greeted each other at the
station, “where have you learned to speak German so
well?”

Evidently the brain is like any other muscle. While it
is being worked it may not seem to learn or develop very
fast the faculty needed; it becomes overtrained, so to speak,
as mine was in the two years’ constant strain to speak Ger-
man. Give it a rest, as athletes do their bodies, and the
blood-supply and growth go on and have the time to build
up what is wanted. Anyhow, after two years of exercise
and one year of neglect, I could really speak German, rap-
idly, easily, and with pleasure.

But I, too, had a cheerful surprise. Johann looked well,
as well as I had ever seen him look. His summons to me
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had been so exigent that I feared he must be nearing the
end, but no, his tall straight ﬁgure and his strong, good
face were as vigorous and expressive as of old. We walked
the long way to his hotel, where he introduced me to his
new friends, the other patients, and for a week I lived their
rather pleasant life in the air and sunshine. One day Johann
asked me how bequests for scholarships were made in
American universities, what my father’s name, age, and
birthplace were, what my mother’s maiden name was, and
then whether, if anything happened to him, I would return
to Germany and do something he might want done.

I didn’t promise blindly. My answer, after a moment of
reflection, was that when I was once in America, I would
probably be at work, busy and not free lightly to leave
my business to come back te Germany, but that if he would
have that in mind and yet ask me to I would promise. He
seemed to be satisfied, even pleased, and said no more. We
had a pleasant last evening together, and I left him, feel-
ing, as I said, that he had happy, healthy years ahead for
his art history researches in Italy, as he planned.

I rejoined Josephine and her mother in London. I went
to my reading in the British Museum or sight-seeing with
Mrs. Bontecou, who was an informed, imaginative guide;
my wife was hawking the manuscript of her novel; and we
all went shopping, for, after all, our return home was the
chief thing in our minds. I was having all sorts of fashion-
able clothes made for my start in life; morning suits,
evening suits, sporting and even business suits, and hats—
high, low, soft, and hard, all English, the latest things.
There was even a lounge suit and a cap for the steamer.
When I paced the deck of the ship that was taking me
“home” to the business of practical living, I was a beauti-
ful thing, tailored and educated, an American boy of
twenty-six, dressed outside like an Englishman, and filled
up inside with the culture of the Amerlcan and European
universities.

I was happily unaware that I was just a nice, original
American boob, about to begin unlearning all my learning,
and failing even at that.
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as good as gold — 30. Moe 30JI0TKO; BOOGLIE BEICIIEr0 AOCTOMHCTBA
(B cMbiCNe yBaXeHHd, AOBEPHS, NOGPOTH)

all in my stride — 30. no moeit co6cTBenHON Mepke |

K emp. 16

the gold rush of '49 — «3onoras yuxopagka» 1849 r.: mocae OTKpEI-
Tus 3onota B Kasmdopruun B 1848 romy Tyza XmblHyJa OrpoMHas Mac-
ca 30JI0TOMCKaTeNell # Hauamack GecnpHMepHas AJAs TeX BPeMeH IO
MHTEHCHBHOCTH SKCIJIyaTalus DPYJAHHMKOB, MJIMBIIAfCH NpHG/IH3HTEJBHO
o 1854 r.

self-selected — 30. npepnpHUMYHBLIR

the easiest man-market in the world (upan.{ — PBIHOK, THe Jerde
Bcero MoxHO 6nljo nproGpectd cebe Myxa; cp. slave market

a fact is a joke — k0 BCceMy HYXXHO OTHOCHTBCS C IIyTKOM

of a pioneer farmer of eastern Canada — opun u3 nepBhix dep-
MepoB-TiepeceseHIeB H3 BocTounofi Kanamer

K cemp. 17
on the track — 30. Ha ckakoBoM IoJe
varmint (auep. duas ) = vermin — ockOPOHTENRHOE, YHHIHXHETENb-

HOe Ha3BaHME NS MHJeflleB, SHKH, aHIVIHYaH, a TaKke AN Juojedl,
3aHUMAIOIMUXCS Kpawedl M KjaeAMEHHeM YyXOro CKoTa
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the wild west=wild West — [aapHuil 3anan; TepMHH, OTHOCHMBI
K 3anajHolt wactn Tepputopuu CIIA B mepHon ee ocBoeHHS
)“the scrub® — 30. «mocJefnlmy, «NOCKPeGHIy (MocaefHud peGe-
HOK

Horace Greeley — Xopac 'punn (1811-1872), kpynuefimuii amepu-
KAHCKMH XypHaJuCT M BUAHBIH nojmTHUeckuit nesrtens. OcHoBan (B
1841r ), u3faBan ¥ PellaKTHPOBAJ caMyio GOJIBIIYIO H BIHATEJILHYIO TaseTy
TOrO BpeMeHH «TpHOBIOH», KoTOpas CymecTBYeT X0 CHX Iop (mocue
ciusnus ¢ raseroit «lepamei» B 1924 r. HaswiBaetest «Heio-Vopk
Tepanen TpuGhioHy) M ABASETCS OXHON H3 BeAYWHUX GypKYasSHEIX raser.
“Go West, young man, go West” — oIHH H3 HACTOHYHMBEIX JIO3YHIOB
I'pusd, KOTODHIH HalleJ OTKJIHK B CEPANAX JECATKOB THICAY MOJONBIX
JIofieil TOro BPEMEeHH.

K emp. 18

a wagon train — xapaBaH IOBO30K, 3aNpAKEHHLIX JIOLIAALMH U BO-
Jamu (cp Huxe ox-and-horse train); TaK KOJOHHCTH LM C BOCTOKA
AMepuKH Ha 3anap

the Sierras=Sierra Nevada — Cbeppa-Hesana, ropuast uens, yacts
BesiMyaiilieii B Mupe ropHoH cuctemsl Kopawieep, npoTsHysueficd Ha
sanafe CepepHoii u IOxHON Amepuku

the Golden Gate — 3oJsioThle BOpOTa; NpPOJHB, OTACHAIOMMEA 3a/uB
Can-OpaHnucko ot THXOro oxeaHa

who plodded and fought or worried the whole long hard way —
KOTOpHI ¢ OGOJBIUMM TPYyAOM INpPEoNOJeN] Bech 3TOT HOJNTHM, TPYAHBIN,
[pepEIBaeMBIA CpPaKeHHAMH IyTh BMECTe C MeNJIEHHO JBHXYINHMCS Kapa-
BaHOM BOJIOBbHX YIpsxek... Brpaxkenne to make one's way (through
H T.A.) IONYCKaeT OYeHb JErkyio ¥ CBOGOAHYIO 3aMEHy KOMIOHEHTa
make npaKTHYECKH JIOGBIM IJIaroJioM.

Sacramento — CakpamMeHTO, aIMHHHCTPAaTHBHEI IeHTp mtata Kasu-
dopuus; ocHoBaH B 1848 r.; x 1850 r., mocne OTKPHITHS B OKPECTHO-
CTSX MECTOPOXKIEHHS 30JI0Ta, MaJeHbKas KOJIOHHS MOMEHTaJbHO paspoc-
Jack Jo ropoxa B 10 TeicSY uesOBEK.

K cmp. 19

Of the first = Of the first house we lived 1n

Second Street — Bo MHOrHX aMepHKaHCKMX TropOAax MPOJOJBHEE
yauns o6o3HasaloTcs Hudpamu, a TnonepevHee — GyKBaMu ajdaBuTa
(cp. muxe H Street — cTp. 22; K Street — crp. 28)

vaquero — mectHoe (B Kanudopuuu) Ha3panHe AJf KOB6OEB, KOHHBHIX
MOrOHINUKOB CKOTa, OXOTHHKOB 32 JUKHMH JOLIafbMH

the American River — AwmepukaH-puBep B Kasmudopuur Bmnajaer B
peky CakpamenTo y r. CaxpaMenTo.

to girl (pase.) — BoONMOUHTBECH, YXaXKHBAThH

gold sfrikes — oTKpEITHE MECTOPOXJEHHS 30J0Ta

the Range — 3d. CkaJucThe TOphI

K cmp. 20

gimme = give me
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II MY SAVAGE STAGE
K cmp 22
'way = away

K cmp. 23

mud-hen — amepukaHckas NTHUA H3 CEMeHCTBA KYpONaTOK

my savage stage, which a kid has {o claw and club his own way
through — 310 6HIJIa 5n0Xa Moell HELHBHJN30BAHHON XU3HU, yepes KOTO-
pyio peOeHOK LOJIKeH NpOApaThCs caM, 3y6aMH H HOITAMH

K cmp. 24

ye (Ouas ) = you

I dunno = I don't know
K cmp. 26

yea = yes

the ABC class — HauaJbHEIH MPHrOTOBMTEJBLHEIN KJace, rjie H3ydaioT
andaBuT, HauajJa IPaMOTEl H apHOMETHKH

naw = 1o
keeps us down on the flat — He jaeT Ham NMOXHATL roJIOBBI
K cmp. 26

Riverside Drive — 3. naGepexHas

III. A MISERABLE, MERRY CHRISTMAS

K cmp 29
was “going with” another girl (pase.) — «Zpyxua» ¢ Apyroii nesou-
KO#
IV A BOY ON HORSEBACK
K cmp 34

saddle-horn — BHITAHYTad uacTb NMepefHell JYKH ceAna, HAa KOTOPOH
OGBIYHO KPEmUTCS BepeBKa MJH J1acco KoBOOos

Comanches [kou'ment§1 z] — KomaHux; OANO M3 TJaBHLIX IJIEMEH
nHnelueB npepuit CeBepHoii AMepdKH, OkasaBilee HauGoJjee CHJbHOE CO-
NPOTHBJEHHE 3aBOEBATENM

tops — kapTouyHas urpa

there was some gambling in them — oHM HocsT asapTHBIA Xapak-

Tep
K cmp. 35

Main Street (amep.) — Ilox BaMAHHEM W3BECTHOrO OJXHOMMEHHOTO
pomana Cumkiepa Jlbtouca («[iaBmas yaunas, 1920 r.) cnosocoueranue
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Main Street (o6riuHo 3arsiaBHBle GYKBBI) CTAHOBHTCS CHMBOJIOM IIPOBHH-
IHaJbHOr0 aMEPHKAHCKOrO TOPOAKAa M Bceli NPOBMHUMAJLHOH MesKoGyp-
XyasHoll AMEDHKH B ILeJOM, CHMBOJIOM MPOBHHIHAJBbHOrO MEIIAHCTBA C
ero JIMIeMepueM, OrPaHMYEHHOCTBIO M HEeTepnHMOCThIO (cp. Hamp. the
Main Street theme).

k cmp. 58

Richard the Lion-hearted — aursmfickuit kopoas Puuapny I, mo
npossumy JIsBunoe Cepaue (1157-1199). TuNHUYHEIE CPeXHEBEKOBEIE phi-
Lapb-aBaHTIOPHCT, Belwuit OecrnpepriBHbIE, uyXKAble HHTEpecaM AHTJHM
Boiuel, Puuaps I TeM He MeHee mNpeficTaBJeH B JUTEDPATYDHOR H KYJb-
TYpHOH Tpaguuuy AHIVIHH KaK OYeHb pOMaHTHYHAs QHrypa, CUMBOJ aHIJIHH-
CKOrO pHIAPCTBA.

Byron — Bafipon, Ixopnx Hosn Topmon (1788-1824), Jsopn; s3a-
MedaTeNbHEIR aHIJIMHCKHH I103T, BHRHEHIIMH NPEACTABHTENb DPEBOJIOLHOH-
HOro POMaHTH3Ma; AKTHBHHN YYACTHHK HAalHOHAJIbHO-OCBOGOLHTENLHOrO
JBIXKeHUA B ['penuu

Dream people — 30. JIOIY, O KOTOPHIX S I PE3HI

Saracens [’szrasanz] — BooGpaxas ce6s priapeM, JIsHHH ecrecT-
BEHHO MMeJl B KauecTBe CBOHX BDaroB CapaluH — TaK HAa3HBaJH B Cpel-
HHe Beka apaoB, a4 NMOTOM H BCEX MYCYJbMaH, C KOTOPHIMH BOEBaJH
pHILLADH-XPHCTHAHE.

trestle-walker — Jlsis JIsHHM cTOpOX Ha MOCTY B NEpPBYIO OYepenb
HHTEepeceH Kak XpalpEi 4YesoBeK, KOTOPHIA XOZUT IO MOCTY, I'é HeT
CNJIOIIHOTO HACTHJIA.

how he could walk so fast on the trestle, having no planks to go
on — Kak OH MOr TaK GHICTPO XOZUTb N[O IUMajaM KeJe3HOZGPOXHOrO
MOCTa, I'le HeT CIJIOLIHOTO HaCTHJIA

K cmp. 39
walk ’em = walk them
I ain’t got = I haven’t got
prospectin’ = prospecting
him and me = he and I
K cemp. 40
said something about “easy does it” — ckasan 4ro-TO BpOZE
«JaBaii moJseryes
K cmp. 41
hoss (Quas.) = horse

K cmp. 42
truck-man — 30. JIOMOBO# H3BO3UMK

K cmp. 43
a throw (pase.) — ¢KaK OTAATH»
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V. THE SPORTING AGE
K cmp. 44

fair grounds — sipmapounoe mose (moJje, rie yCTpauBaeTcs sipmap-
ka); cp. sports ground u ap.

bade me again to “sneak” (ciasnz) — cHOBAZ TMOMPOCHIH MEHS
«CMBITBCST»

Ah, leave him be. — Ilyete ocraercs.

K cmp 45

You jes’ as’ = You just ask

ye're a pal o’ mine = you are a pal of mine

were used to me (ycm.) — NPHBHIKIM KO MHE

to get inside = to get inside the racing world of jockeys

to break — 30. c6uBaTsCs

I lay 'way back on the small of my back — s oTkuHyJCH Ha
COHHY HACKOJIBKO MOT

stubby — 30. packauuBaiomasics, HeYKIOXasi, ¢PasBaJHCTAS»

K cmp. 46

paddock (cnopm.) — oropoxkeHHoe MecTO Ha HNNMOZPOME, TAe Cex-
JIAIOT H NPOTYJHBAIOT JoWajell mepex 3aesjgoMm

stretch (cnopm ) — moGolt u3 1BYX mnpsAMEX yuacTKkoB G6eroBoil
ZOPOKKH (B OTJIMUKE OT MoBOpoToB); home stretch—nocnenusia (unu G-
HAA) npaAMas ¢HHMINA (MEXAY NOCAeLHHM T[IOBOPOTOM M (UHHIIEM);
back stretch — panwusin npsamas (HanpotuB mnocienxeR, GuukHed,
npsMoi)

betting-ring (amep casHe) — ToTanu3aTOP: MOMELIEHHE WJIH MECTO
Ha MINOAPOME, Ae JAeNaloTCs CTaBKM Ha Jolajeld, yyacTBYOIMX B Ge-
rax HIM CKa4KaxX, H BBIIAYHBAIOTCH BHIHTPHILLUH

wire (cnopm.) — nenTouka (NPOBOJIOKA) (HHMINA HA CKAuKax

K cmp. 47

when we get ours — Korga MBI ToyyaeMm cBoe (TO, UTO HaM NpH-
YHTaeTCS)
“meet” (cnopm.) — cocTsizaHHe, COPEBHOBaHHE

K cmp. 48

on the outside of the first turn (cnopm.) — 3a nepsriM nosepoToM

back stretch — Cm. xom. k cT1p. 46.

on the far turn (cnopm.) — 3a JanbHEM NOBOPOTOM

the home stretch — Cm. koM. k cTp. 46.

ruck (cnopm.) — rpynna somagel, OTCTABIUIAS OT JHAEPA CKAUKH,
ocraBmascs «3a (arom»

...only Smoke had him inside against the rail and he couldn’t get
through. And when he moved out to go around... — ... Ho Cmok npmxan
ero K BHYTPEHHeHl CTODOHe NOPOXKM M He Aaj eMy BHIDABHSTHCH (BBIp-
BaThcs Brepen). A KOTZa OH BHIPBAJICS HA TOBOPOTE...
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hostler — rpym; KoHiOX

de hoss = the horse

ought to 'a’ seen de look he done give me = you ought to have
seen the look he gave me

off’'n = off from

kin = can
VI, A PAINTER AND A PAGE
K cmp. 52
page (amep.) — DPAacCHUJIbHBI B 3aKOHOJATENbHOM COGpaHHMM
K cmp. 55

the Legislature — 3akonogaTesbHoe co6paune wrarta (BHCIUKEA 3aKO-
HojaTeNbHBIH opran mraTta). Ilogo6ro Kourpeccy (BEHICIIHE 3aKOHOAATENb-
HbIHl OpraH CTPaHbl) 3aKOHOJATEJBHEle COGDAHMA BCeX IUTATOB (KpoMe
He6packn) cocTostT M3 HMKHeH NajaThl HJIH NaJaT npejcrasurenedl (the
House of Representatives uau the House) u BepxHeil manatel uam cenara
(the Senate).

K cmp. 56

legislator — usen 3arkorojaTesbHOro cobpaHus

sergeant-at-arms — napjJaMeHTCKMII NpHCTaB: JIMLO, OTBEYaloINee 3a
HCHONHEHNe DACTOPSKEHHI NajaT 3aKOHOJATENbHBEIX YUDPEXKNIEHUi

pageship — JOMXHOCTb PACCEIHOTO B 3aKOHOAATENbHOM COGpaHHH

you'll get left — 1e6a He BOSEMYT

his “member” (cssnz) — ero <mapeHb» (T €. NOKPOBHTEJIb)

the Republican railroad crowd — »xeJle3HONODPOKHEIE ~ BOPOTHJIL
(cnekynsiHTH) M3 pecnyGJHKaHLEB

Republican — ujieH pecny6iMKaHCKOM DNapTHH — OXRHOH M3 ABYX
napTuil MOHOMOJHCTHuecKoro Kanmrana CIIA, naprun «Goasworo Gus-
Hecay

Democratic railroad gang — XenesHOLOPOXKHbIE JEJBIbI M3 HeMOKpa-
ToB. [leMokpaTHyeckas NapTHs — BTOpas NapTHA MOHONOJHCTHYECKOTO
kanntana B CIIA. Xors neMokpaTuueckasi NapTis U ILITAETCH COSJATh
BIleYaT/IeHHe, YTO OHA fBJSEeTCs NMapTHell «MeHBIUEro 3/1a», OHa MO CYILecT-
By He HMMeeT IPHHUMNHAJbHBIX MOJHTHYECKHX Dpa3JHyui c pecnybJHKaH-
ckoft mapTHeii: ¥ Ta M Apyras OZMHAKOBO CJIyXaT HHTEpecaM MOHOIOJHC-
THYECKOrO KalKTajJa M NpPEeNnsTCTBYIOT CO3JAHUIO TpeTheli IapTHH, KOTO-
pas morJja Ol ABMTbCS BHIpasHTe]eM HHTEpEcoB paGoux H depMepoB

chiken-feed (amep casnz) — uenyxa, epynpa, Mesoub

K cmp. 57

with a formal front — ¢ co6umonenuem BHewHux npranuni, Gopmass-
HO (BHeIIHE) MO BCeM IIpaBHJIaM

to be on the floor — 30. GHTL INpH KCTOJHEHHH CIYxKeGHHX 0013aH-
HocTel, TeXypHTb

back of the rail — y camoro Gapwepa, B neppoM pajy AJs MyGuHkH
(Ha sacefaHHf BaKOHONATENbHBIX COOpPaHME Ha CHeEUHaNbHO OTBEIEHHLIE
IJIs 5TOTO MecTa Jonyckaercs Iy6JaKa)
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K cmp. 58

aside from the legislation under consideration — nesaBicHMO OT
xapakTepa o6CyXAaeMBIX BOMPOCOB

lobbyist — n066HCT. MpefCTaBHTENL MJM areHT haKou-JHGO uyacTHOU
uau obuwecTBeHHON opranusauuu B croanue CIIA wam crosmue wTata
LN CBAASH C 3aKOHOJATENbHBIMH H NPaBUTENbCTBEHHHIMH opranamu CIIA
WM wTaTa. 3ajava Jo66HCTOB BO3JEHCTBOBATL HA SaKOHONATENbHLIE H
aJMHHHCTDATHBHbIE OPraHbl JJf TOro, 4TOOB JOGUTbCS NPUHATHSA WJIH
OTKJIOHEHHS TeX WJIM MHBIX 32aKOHOJATE/JbHBIX H aIMUHHCTPATHBHEIX aKTOB,
B HHTEpecax mMpejCTaBASEMBIX HMM JIHI, WIH opradusanuii  Hamuuue
TakUX TOCTOSSHHEIX NpeJCTaBHTENel — XapaKTepHas Yepra TOJHTHYECKORH
XH3HA AMepHKH (B OXHOM BallMHITOHe HACYWTHIBAIOTCS COTHH JI066HC-
ToB). ITon HaTHCKOM OGUIECTBEHHOTO MHEHHS Jenajcsd PR (GOpMaibHbIX
¥ GesyCHeHHX IONBITOK OrpPaHHYATL AeSTeNbHOCTb STHX «IPYNN LaBJe-
HUSIY.

on the third reading — nocse TpeThero uTeHUs; COrJIACHO NPHHSTOH
npolenype 3aKOHONPOEKT TPHX A 06CyxaeTcs najaaToil npefcTaBuTeeH,
npexje YeM OH NepefaeTcsi Ha yTeepxfenue B Cenar

K cmp. 59

allee = all the

allee samee = all the same

clook = crook

Peyr A-Xyka HOCHT CJefN crnelnu¢uuecKH KHTAHCKOro axueHTa:
accumunauus [0,(] B [I] mepen [l]; samena sByka [r] ssyxoMm [l].

Hiram Johnson — JI:xoncos, Xupam Yoppen (1866-1945); amepu-
KaHCKHl NoJMTHUeCKuft JesTesb, cenatop (1917-1945). [IBaxziel u36H-
pajca ryGepHaTopoM IiTata Kanuboprus, MHOro cieiai AJjs TOro, 4TO-
GEl CJIOMMTh TOJHTHYECKYIO BJIACTb KEIe3HOLOPOKHBIX MarHatoB B Kauau-
(opHHH, TpOBen LeNH# pAXL peQ)oXM. Iospuee spHIi H3OMALHOHHCT,
aKTHBHO GOpOJICH NPOTHB yuyacTHsi AMepDHKH B MeXKAYHapOJHBIX OPTaHH-
3alHsX, B YaCTHOCTH NPOTHB mnojnucanus Amepukoft YcraBa Opranmsa-
uun O6benunennblx Hauuii.

K cmp. 60

a reform Governor — 30. ryGepHaTop, NpoBOAAIHKE pedopMEl

United States Senator — Cenarop, useH Bepxueli mnamater Kom-
rpecca CIIIA — Cenara (popmanbHO NPeACTABISIOWEr0 HHTEPECH OTAeNb-
Heix mratos). Kaxzas#t mrar noceiiaer B KoHrpece ABYX ceHaTOpOB.

VII. THE NEELY FARM

K cmp. 61
cayuse ['kai(jlu:s] (amep. Ouas.) — MecTHas ToayAHKas HHAeHcKas

JIOWafb; NO-BUIMMOMY, CJIOBO B3SITO H3 HHJIEHCKOro sI3bIKa
to find oneself (amep.) — obpecTy ceGst, HaliTH CBOH CNOCOOHOCTH
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K cmp. 62

What for you come catchem eat here? — Trl 3auem xouels npuesxaTh
ectb ciofa® O ¢oxeTHueckHx oOco6eHHOCTSX peud A-XyKa cM  Buime
npumeuanre X c1p 59 OTjesbHble HCKaXKEHHS, 3aTPYIHSIOLINE NOHHMA-
HHe NPHBOLATCS HHXKe i

lookee see = look and see (amep. pasze ) — to look-see; to take a
look-see—nocmoTpeTh

Me no come lookee see Sacramento. = I didn’t come to see Sac-
ramento. R

Me come catchem dollar = I came to catch some dollars

you come catchem dollar to catchem eat allee samee me = you
came to catch some dollars to catch something to eat — it is just the
same with me

All 1i = All right

lice = rice

K cmp. 64

New England — Hosass Anrsms; cesepo-Bocrounas uyacts CIIIA, B
koTtopylo Bxozat 6 mratoB. Msu, Heio-Iemnmuup, Bepmount, Maccauy-
cetc, Pox-Aiinens, KOHHEKTHKYT.

VIII. A PRINCE AND A COWBOY

K cmp 68

China no lost. Fool boy lost, yes, but China all li. — Kurail He
notepasics I'aynwlfi Manbyuk pactepsiics, a ¢ Kuraem Bce B mopsiiike

K cmp. 69

to single-foot — uaTi myoxompo (o Jromapu)
My horse is about in. — Mos Jowmajp noUTH 3arHaHa.

K cmp. 70

week-end — 3T0 caoBo BXoauT B o6uxon B Auranu B XoHue XIX B
(OxchopACKHE TONKOBHIA CJIOBapb DErHCTPHPYET €ro nepsoe ynoTpebie-
Hue 1879 rojoM), H NOSTOMY OHO €CTECTBEHHO HE3HAKOMO aMepPHKaHCKO-
My MalbYHKY TOrO BPeMEHHM H KaXKeTCcs eMy TAKHM e CTPaHHBIM, Kak
H MHOTHE JApYyTrHe CJIOBa, KOTOphle TaK «I0-aHIJIHHCKHY NPOH3HOCHT KOB-
Goit — ypoxeHeu, Anraun, npuexasmuit B Amepuky 10 JeT nasag.

K cmp. 72

Scott — Banptep Cxorr (1771-1832), Buijaomuiics anraufickui
NHCATENE M TNOST, CO3JATENb JKAHPA MCTOPHYECKOTO DOMAHA; OKAasas
OrPOMHOE BJHSHHME HA4 TBOPUECTBO NOCJENYIONMX NHcaTenel.

a younger son — Ilo aHrumiickoMy nNpaBy HAaCJeNOBAHHS H THTY.
H COCTOSIHHE NMEPeXOifAT K CTApLIeMYy CHIHY; MJIAajlIHe CHIHOBbS 3HATHOTO
poja IOJIKHEI CaMH MCKAaTbh ceGe «MecTa NOJ COJHIEM»; NPHKJIOYEHHS U
SJIOKJIIOYEHHS MJAJUIAX CHIHOBefl — CIOXXEeT MHOTHX POMAaHOB.
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K emp. 73
ranchman — 30. NPHEMILUK CKOTa

K cmp. 74

to prime up — 30. yxXaxuBaTh 3a CKOTOM (NIOHTb H KODMHTB)

chaps = Chaparajos [,tfa pa:'ra:hous] (amep wucn.) — xoxkaHble «rmo-
JIYIUTAHEIY, TIOKPLIBAIOLIME HOTH OT CTYMHH JO Genpa, KOTOpsle KoBGOH
3anagza HOCAT NnoBepX OGLIYHBIX, YTOOBl NPEJOXPAaHHTb HX OT KOJIOYHX
KYCTaPHHKOB NpepHit

Come again — 30. Hy-xa oGbsicun eme (pasox)

to do brown (pase ) — xenatb uTO-M60 OCHOBATENBHO

K cmp. 75
to be took = to be taken

K cmp. 76

It is no more what it is cracked up to be than a lord is or the
son of a lord. — 30. DTo TaK Xe NpUYKpalIeHO (KU3Hb KOBOOEB TaKk ke
paspekyaMHpOBaHa), KaK H TO, YTO XOpOMO, MOJ, GOBITb JIOPAOM HIH
coiHoM Joppa. Cp. uuxke. If being a prince isn’t what 1t’s cracked up
to be. Ecam GHITh NpHHIEM BOBCE He TAaK XOpoulo, Kak o6 3TOM roBo-

aT...

the Black Prince in the Middle Ages — Yepnmiit npunu (1330-1376),
cuH  auryuiickoro kopoas dpyapza 1II; nmposeaH Tax H3-3a uepHOro
1BeTa ero BOHHCKHX JOCNEXOB.

IX. I GET RELIGION

K cmp. 77

to “ring them in on that” (casnz) — m ux kak-uubyAbp NPOTAMMUTHL
TyAa; to ring in (caswe) — noAMeHHTbH OOMAHHSIM NyTEM
to take in (amep. Juas.) — HauwHATBCA (O 3aHATHAX B IIKOJe,

LePKOBHOA cayk6e)
K cmp. 78
Wall (woma. u duas. awes.) = Well
red — rHezolt (o Jowanw)
K cmp. 82
off coloured — 30. pasHoMacTHEIE; HENOAXOAsuLeH MacTd

K cmp. 83
...is laid out in squares — ...pasGHUT Ha NPAMOYrONbHHKH

K cmp. 85
to hung over — BHHMaTeJbHO H 3a60T/IHBO CJEIHTb (32 GONBHEIM);
«HE OTXOAHUTHY
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X. 1 BECOME A HERO, SAVE A LIFE
K cmp. 88

Paul Revere — ITomb Pusep (1735-1818), xurens r. Bocrona, pes-
YgK 10 cepeOpy M rpaBep; aKTHBHEIH YYacCTHHK BOHHEI 32 He3aBHCHMOCTh
(1775-83). Vms ero crano JereHjapHoM B AMepuke B CBSI3H C COGLI-
THAMH B HOub Ha 18 anpens 1775 r., xorpa Ilons PuBep Bepxom Ha
Jomanu npuckakan B JlexcuHrTon M KoHiope, 4TOGH NpeAynpesuTh
KHTeNel O BHICTYIVIEHHHH AHTJIMACKHX coafaT XOTs BMECTe ¢ HHM BEle-
xamu eme nsoe, umsi ITosis PuBepa okasasoch CBH3aHHHIM C STHM COGHI-
THEM, KOTOPOEe CUMTaercs HaualoM BOMHEI 32 HESaBHCHMOCTb AMepHKH,
OUEBHMJIHO B STOM ChHIrpaja CBOIO DPOJb M05Ma BEJHKOr0 aMepHKaHCKOTro
nosta Jlourdenno — Paul Revere’s Ride w3 uukJia «Pacckassl npHIOPOXK-
HOH TOCTHHHLBI».

pony express rider — BepxoBoH Kypnep

K cmp. 90
lost lamb or sheep (6u64.) — 3abaynwas oBua
Wasser maller you? = What’s the matter with you? — Uro TeGe
HYXHO?
K cmp. 92
to be down on (pasz ) — HeJZOMOGAMBATL, MJIOXO OTHOCHTBCS
K cmp. 93

to cut out — orgensaTs or crana
roping — nepeTsArMBaHHe Ha XaHarte (Mrpa)

XI. I GET A COLT TO BREAK IN

K cmp. 97

broncho-buster — o6se3nuuk nukux Jomaneit; to bust (amep. casne) —
o6nesxaTh Jomazned

K cmp. 98
You are wriggling now. — Ceifiuac T5l uyBcTBYeIb CeGs HeyBepeHHO.

centaur — KeHTaBp® B JIpeBHerpeveckKoil MH(OJOIHH JiereHjapHoe
CYIIECTBO C KOHCKHMM TYJIOBHIIEM ¥ 4e/JOBEYeCKOH IoJOBOH H IpymHbio

K cmp. 100
gal (Ouas.) = girl
K cmp. 101

Think you're hell, don’t you? (casne) — Jymaelus, 4TO Thl YTO-HH-
6ynp ocoGeHHOe M3 ceGs MpejCTaBselh?
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K cmp. 102

later Mrs. Thompson-Seton — Spnecr Ceton-Tomncon (1860-1946),
KaHaJCKHuil mMucartesp M XYJNOKHHK, aBTOD 3aMeyaTe/bHEX DeasHCTHYeC-
KHX NIPOM3BeNieHHH O JXU3HM XUBOTHHX Ero sxesa Ipelic npuunmana
6oJblIOe yyacTHe B JHTepaTypHofl o6paGotke H 0OdOPMJIEHHH €ro pac-
CKas30B.

K cmp. 103
Old Guard = the Old Guard of Napoleon

XII. 1 BECOME A DRUNKARD
K cmp. 105

meadow-lark — mo6as u3 aMepUKaHCKHX NTHI CeMeficTBa CKBOpLOB
K cmp. 107

horsy — CTpacTHO yBJeKawomyiics, 3aHUMAOMHUMCS JomaAbMH

caught the horseback fever (upon ) — 3apasuaace sTolf GoJe3HbIO
(cTpaCTHBIM YBJIEYEHHMEM BEDXOBOH e€30i)

the bridge-tender-prospector — cTopox Ha MOCTy, OH e 30JIOTOHC-
KaTesb

K cmp. 108
Him no sabee = He is not more sober — Or He moymHes.
K cmp. 110

feller (Ouas.) = fellow
to bring (take) smb down a peg — cOurhb crmech ¢ Xoro-au6o

K emp. 111

'fessed == confessed
K cmp. 112

...but it's tough to see young men setting out on the down grade
to hell that way. — ...TsXemo BHAETb, KaK 3TH MOJIOXBIE JIOAH BOT

TaKHIM 05p330M KaTATCS BHHU3 MO HAKJOHHOH NJIOCKOCTH.

XIII. NAPOLEON

K cmp. 113

barkeep (coxp.) = barkeeper :
to drink one another down — «nepenuTs» (T €. BHOHTb GOJbIUE)

K cmp 114

he did not “go straight up in the air® — 30. on He cranm TyT XKe
CEePAHTBCHA; UP — YCHJHTENbHOE CJIOBO

191



the Count of Monte Cristo — rpap Monre-Kpncro, repoit osmo-
MMEHHOro pomaxa AJekcangpa [lioma

K cmp. 115

running muscles — MBIIE, KOTOphle paBoTaloT npu Gere
dodging muscles — muimmyl, KoToprie PaGOTAIOT TOrAA, KOTAA CHOPT-
CMeH JiesaeT oGMaHHble IBHKEHHS, (QHHTHI

K cmp. 116

Tom Browrn at Rugby — Peub uper 06 oueHp H3BeCTHOM B AHrumu
n AMepuke pomaHe aHramiickoro nucarens Tomaca Xeio «IllkonbuEle AHH
Toma Bpayna» (Thomas Hughes Tom Brown’s School Days, 1857), B xo-
TOPOM ONMCHIBAE€TCA KM3Hb INKOJbHHKA B W3BECTHOH aHIJIHACKOH 3aKphI-
TOH IIKOJe A/ MAaJbYHKOB B r. Partm.

fagging system — B XIX Bexke B 3aKDRITHIX WIKOJNAX IJIS MaJbYHKOB
ofsi3aTeNbHOE OKa3aHHE MJAAUIHMMH INKONbHHKAMH YCJIYr CTapIIHM YYeHH-
KaMm GBIJIO cHCTeMOfl, KOTOPYI0 B GOJBIIMHCTBE CJyvaeB NpPH3HaBaJoO (a
HHOTJa M BO3IVIaBJIAJIO) INKOJbHOE HayasiecTBO. PomaH ¢IlIKonpHEle nHM
Toma Bpayna» oueHb HarJsSjHO IIOKasblBaeT, 4TO NPEACTABJsNA cOGOH
sta cucrema. B macrosmee Bpems fagging system B wxkomax Awuranu
a160 YHHYTOXKEHa BOBCe, JIHGO H3MEHeHa JO0 Hey3HaBaeMOCTH.

X1V, ALL THROUGH WITH HEROISM

K cmp. 118

Bob Ingersoll — PoGepr I'pun Hurepcomn (1833-1899), wusBecTHuit
aMepHKaHCKHH OpaTop M MOJHTHYECKHH JesiTesb, IODPHCT IO 06PasOBaHHUIO.
Ero peskne, GuecTsumiye BEICTYIUIGHHS C KPHTHKON OCHOBHHIX JOrMATOB
6u6aHY, XDHCTHAHCTBA M IEPKBH NPHHECHH €My 3aCJyXEHHYIO CJIaBy, HO
TIOMEIIAJH CAENaTh MOJNHTHYECKYIO Kaphepy.

K cmp. 119

off'n (amep. duas.) = off from

we were a sight and a sound — 30 Hy ¥ BHI Xe Yy Hac GBLI

I don’t know whether the sight and the sound of us did it... — {1
He 3HAIO, TO JH HAIl BHA, TO JIH IUYM, KOTOPhIA MBEl YCTPOHJIH...

K cmp. 120

Herbert Spencer — I'ep6epr Cnencep (1820-1903), anrsmiickuit 6yp-
JKyasHHIH ¢(uI0cOD M COLHONOr, ONWH K3 OCHOBaTeJeH MO3HTHBH3MA,
arnoJIoreT KamWTaJUCTHYECKOro OGIMecTBa; BHAHBIA MPENCTABHTENb Opra-
HUYECKOH IUKOJH B COLMOJOruM (TEpEeHOCHJ GHONOTHYECKOe YYeHHEe O
Gopr6e 3a CywmieCTBOBaHME Ha HCTODHIO 4eJIOBEYecCTBa).

Darwin — Yapass Japsun (1809-1882), Benukuii anrsuiickuii ecte-
CTBOMCTIBITATE b, CO3/aTeNb SBOJIOLUMOHHOH TEOPHH DasBHTHS OpraHHuec-
KOTO MHpa
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K cmp. 121

bunker (c4s#2) — NyCTO3BOH, MycTOMENs, mosep; cp. bunk (bunkum)
K cmp. 122

West Point — Becr-ITofinT, Boennass axazemus CIIA B wrare
Heio-Vlopk

XV. PRFPARING FOR COLLEGE

K cmp. 124

Berkeley — Bepxau, ropon B 3anajusoit KamubopHuH, OueHb KHBO-
MHCHO pACMOJIOXKEHHBI Ha BocTouHOoM Gepery samuBa CaH-®paHUMCKO
(k cesepo-BocToky or ropoxa Can-Opanuucko) B Bepkiu HaxouTcs
4acThb K%.nnqsopﬂnﬁcxoro yHuBepcuTeTa (YueGHbIE 3aBeleHHs, COCTaB/SI-
mue KanudopHuiickuil YHHBEpCHTET, HaXOAsSTCA TaKkKe B ropojax Cau-
®panuucko, Jloc-Anxenoc, CakpaMeHTO)

K cmp. 125
metaphysics — 39. dunocodus

K cmp. 126

Oxford = Oxford University — 3namenutniit Oxcooplickuit yHuBep-
curer; crapefimuit B Aurmuu (ocnoBax B 1163 r), naxomurcs B r. Oxc-
dopn, rpadereo OxcdopAwnp (loro-socTounas AHIHS)

Cambridge = Cambridge University — Kem6pumxckuit yHnupepcurer,
BTOpOH sHaMeHHTHI! yHuBepcuter AHrjuH, ocHoBaH B XIII Beke; naxo-
autcst B r. Kem6puax, rpagerso KemGpuaxwup (oro-socTouxas AHrHs)

K cmp. 127

Robert Owen — PoGepr Oysu (1771-1858), Bemuxuit anraufickuit
COLHMAJHCT-YTONHCT, OAMH H3 MNpeJIUecCTBEHHHKOB HAyYHOrO CONHAJH3Ma

XVI. I GO TO COLLEGE
K cmp. 130

The University of California was a young ... institution — Kaamu-
topuuitckuil yHHBepcuTeT OocHoBaH B 1868 rony.

villa community — 30. ropox, cocrosmuit B OCHOBHOM H3 OCOGHf-
KOB 3arOpoJHOrO THIA

The American is molded to type early, — B Amepuke Bce oOueH®
PaHO CKJIajbIBaeTCS B ONpefeNeHHbI THI.

K cmp. 131

an Athens — [IpeBnerpeueckuil ropos;, AQHHEI CTaJ CHMBOJIOM LEHT-
pa HayKu M KyJabTyphi; cp. Boston has often been called the Athens of
America (Hepaneko or BocToma pacnosoxen kpynuefimmit B CIOA Tap-
BapACKHH YHUBEpCHTET).

193



New Haven — Heio-Xefiren, ropos B wmrate KOHHEKTHKYT, rpme
nomemaercst Mensckuil yHEBEpCHTET, OAMH H3 CcTapeHIUHX YHHBEDCHTETOB
Amepuxn

Yale undergraduate — ctynent Mensckoro yausepcurera

K cmp. 132

old Father Burchard — ouesunno Bypxapx (1059-1088), repmanckuit
enuckon [ajbGepliTafckuii, NOGEJOHOCHO CPaXaBIUHHACA NPOTHB SI3bIu-
HHKOB

Rome — Pum 3pech BLICTYNaeT Kak CHMBOJ PHMCKO-KaTOJHYECKOH
IepKBH.

Hegelian metaphysics — rerenbsHCTBO; HIaJHCTHYECKOE (HIOCOD-
cKOe TeueHHe, Bocxoxsumee K (unocobun Bumerensma ereas (1770-1831),
KpynHeHmero NpejiCTaBHTENs HEMENKOi MAeaNHCTHYECKOH dumocobun

K cmp. 134
damped — 30. npuzHKaJ

K cmp. 136

hard-ups — 30. HyXjalomuecs CTYIeHTHl; cp. npuJ. hard-up

hands (xapm.) — KapThl, KOTOphIE HIDOK NOJYyYaeT B Hadaje Hrpbi
npH pasjave, KapTel B pyKaxX Hrpoka

better hand — urpox, y KoToporo JydilHe KapThl

XVII. 1 BECOME A STUDENT

K emp. 138
cinch (cmydeny. casne) — nerkufl Kype, 3ajanue

K cmp. 139

American constitutional history — ucropus cosjanua amepukas-
CKOfl KOHCTHTYLMH

Beard — Yapass Ocrun Bupp (1874-1948), amepuxaHckuit 6ypKyas-
HHl yueHE; BlepBHe B aMepHKAaHCKOH G6ypxKyasHO# ucTopHOrpadun
NonHITaNCA MOKa3aTh SKOHOMHueckHe ocHOBHI nosuTiku CIIA. Hauas kak
pajHKaJ H IMOJBEPrIIMCh 32 5TO Pe3Koil KpHTHKe clpaBa, BHDZA, OXHaKO,
K KOHIY CBOGH XH3HH CTaj HAEHHEIM OpYXEHOCUEM HaHGOJee peaKUMOH-
HBHIX H arpecCHBHHIX, NPO(AINCTCKHX KPYroB AMEpHKH.

K cmp. 140

Einstein — AnbGepr Dfinmrefin (1879-1955), ogun M3 XpymHeHImmx
COBpPEMEHHHIX (DH3MKOB-TEODETHKOB, CO37JaTesb TEOPHH OTHOCHTEJBHOCTH

K cmp. 141
Moses — Beprapn Mosec (1846-1930), amepuxaHCKME HCTOpHK; pa-

gotan B KasMODHHUCKOM YHHBEDCHTETE, CNEUHaJH3NPOBaCcs B OGJACTH
KOJIOHHaJIbHOR nosuTukk B IOxHOH AMepuke.
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Howison — IIxopax Xonmc Xosucon (1834-1916), amepuxanckuit
¢unocod-uneanucT, NPOTUBHHK MOHH3MA; NMpenojaBaj B Psfie YHUBEPCH-
teroB AmepurH, ¢ 1884 r.—raaBa ¢usocodckoro gakyasrera B Kamugope
HHHACKOM YHHBEpCHTETe

K cmp. 142

I had got the religion of scholarship and science — s noknonsamcs
(cBsITO BepHJ) OGpa30BaHHIO H HAyKe

XVIII. BERLIN: PHILOSOPHY AND MUSIC

K cmp. 148

Millet — )Kau ®pancya Munne (1814-1875), ¢paHuysckuil KUBONH-
Cel-peaJsuCcT; NMHCAJ KapTHHH, NOCBSIIEHHBIE MXW3HU KPECThSH.

K cmp. 144
Tiergarten (nem.) — 300J0OTHUECKHH caf,

K cmp. 145

Fach (nem.) — orpacab, 06/acTb (HAYKH MM HCKYCCTBA): NMPeAMeT
(o6yuenus)

K cmp. 146

Ph. D. (#em.) = Philosophie Doktorat — yuenas crenenr JokTopa
cumocodun

Latin document — 30. JOKyMeHT (CBHIETEJbCTBO), HAMHCAHHHIH Ha
JIATHHCKOM SI3bIKe

XIX. HEIDELBERG: THERE IS NO ETHICS
K cmp. 148

Heidelberg — Tefizens6epr; ropox Ha loro-samajge I'epmanunm (B
Bapene), rie Haxojurtcs crapefimmfi yHuBepcuTeT cTpaHnl (¢ 1386 r.)

Black Forest — IllBapuBasbpx, ropHeifi Maccus B loro-3anagxoi I'ep-
MaHHH, B BEeDXHEM TeyeHHH peku PeliH, mexny pekoit Hexkep u rpanm-
neit co Ileesinapueit

Kuno Fischer — Kyro ®umep (1824-1907), Hemeuxuit duaocop-unea-
nuer, nocneposatens M. ®uxre u B, Terens. Mssecten xak aBTop
MHoroToMHo#t «McTopuu HoBOMH ¢Hmocodumy.

K cmp. 149

on the dot (amep.) — coBepmeHHO TOUHO B YCTaHOBJEHHOE BpeMsA

Herr Geheimrat, wie kommt es dass Sie so schon deutsch spre-
chen? (wem.) — Iocnofun (TaliHBIE) COBETHHK, 9eM OGBACHATb TO, 4TO
Bl CTONB BENMKOJENHO [OBOpHTE MO-HEMEKH?

Goethe — Horanu Bosnsoranr ['ete (1749-1832), Benuuafimuiél Hemen-
Ku#l T03T ¥ MBICJIHTENb

195



K cmp. 150

Wiesbaden — Buc6azeH, ropol B 3amanHoil ['epmMannu Ha peke Peifin
the Schloss (#em.) — 3amoK; 30. HasBaHHe Kade
Hart Teufel (vem ) — «Crpawnnil IbsBoJ»

K cmp. 151

the Schlepper — ot raarona to schlepp (am. casue) — TamuTses,
BOJIOUHTLCH, GYyKcHpoBaTh (cp. HeM schleppen)

K cmp. 153

“It isn’t done”. — «Tak He jgenaioTs.

XX. MUNICH: THERE ARE NO ARTISTS

K cmp. 155

(the) Pinakothek (nem.) — xaprTunHas rajepes

Lenbach — ®pann Jlen6ax (1836-1904), neMeukuii KHBOMMCEL-NIOPT-
peTucT B cBOMX mopTperax, MCNIONHEHHBIX C GOJBIIEM TEXHHYECKHM Ma-
crepcTBoM, JIeHGaX cocpefOTOUMBAJ BHMMAaHME HA TMepejaue XapakTepPHBIX
4epT Jauua. Jlyymue ero paGoTEl OTMEYEHB! TOYHOCThIO M OGBEKTHBHOCTHIO
XapakTepucTHK. B psaze Bemell nojpazkas CTapHHHEIM MacTepaM, B 4acT-
HocTH PemGpany

He laughed himself into a knot. — On cxopuuscs oT cmexa.

Defregger — ®pann edperrep (1835-1921), aBcTpHiCKHA XYNOMKHHK,
H3BECTEH CBOHMH KaHDOBBIMH KAaPTHHAMH M3 JXM3HH THPOJBCKHX KPECTbsH
W TPOHM3BEJEHHSIMH Ha TeMBl GOpbGH Hapoza ¢ Bofickamum Hanoseona.
Byayun npodeccopoM Axazemmu xynoxects B Mionxene (¢ 1878 r.),
Hedperrep oxkasas BIHSHWE HA TBOPYECTBO PsiJia MOJIOABIX XYJOMHHHKOB
PeaNHCTHYECKOr0 HanpaBJeHHd.

K cmp. 156

Bismarck — Orro Bucmapk (1815-1898), KH#3b, rocymapcTBERHBI
JesTesb M JUNJIOMAT, KaHujep I'epMaHCKoM MMNepHH, CO3JaHHON HM B
pesysbTaTe ofbesuHeHus [epMmanud NOA raaseHcTBoM Ilpyccmu; sphilt
MOHAapXHCT H PeaKLHOHep.

K cmp. 159

the bridge over to the Rialto — npas. Rialto Bridge — 3namenu-
THI} MpaMopHH# MocT PrambTo uepes Bosbuioff xaHas, NOCTPOEH OKOJIO
1590 r , coeauuser octpos PuasbsTo M ocTpoB cB Mapka

“Alla Strada Ferrato” (umas ) — <K xenesuolt gopore»
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XXI. LEIPZIG MUSIC, SCIENCE, LOVE

K cmp. 160

Nu! Was heisst’s, Johann? (nem ) — Hy, xax 370 naswlBaeTcs (B
yem jeno), Horanm?

Wundt — Bussrensm Make Bynar (1832-1920), memeuxuit Gypaxyas-
HBIt TICHXOJIOT M (HJI0CO(-HACANHCT, NPEICTABHTENIb SKCIePHMEHTAJbHONR
TICHXOJIOTHH

K emp. 161

Herr (Hem.) — rocnoJuH, X03sHH
Mddel (nem.) — KeBymxa

K ecmp 162

Gewandhaus — Ha3BaHHe M3BECTHOTO JEHMIMUrCKOro CHM(OHHYECKOro
opkecTpa

K cmp. 163

William James — Yuupam xeiivc (1842-1910), amepukanckuii pe-
aKUHOHHHH ¢uiocod-uieamuct, npopeccop Iapsapickoro yHHBepcHTETa
Cosjatens nparMaTH3Ma—cy6beKTHBHO-H1eAMHCTHYECKOrO YUeHHd, OTOXK-
JIeCTB/SIONIET0 PeabHbi MHD C COBOKYIHOCTBIO CYGhEKTHBHOIO ONBITA,
OIYIIEHHE, OTBEPralomiero CyIIecTBOBAHHE OGBEKTHBHOH HCTHHBI M TIpH-
3HAIOMIETO JIHIIb OTeJbHEE KOHKPETHEIE HCTHHEI, COJEPKaHHEe ¥ LEHHOCTb
KOTOPHIX LEMKOM OINpeje/IsloTCs HaMEPeHHAMH CYGheKTa.

Sie erlauben? (#em ) — Bnl nosBogure?

K cmp. 164

Erdmann — DpavanH, Benno (1851-1920), Hemeuxuit dunocodp, mpe-
0JlaBABIIKHA B pAJE YHHBEPCUTETOB ['epMaHHH; H3BECTeH CBOMMII TPYIAaMH,
nocBseHHbIMA (uiocodckomy yuenmo Kanra
K cmp. 165

the Sorbonne — CopGorna, crapeiimas wacte IlapiKCKOro yHusep-
curera, KpynHeiimuii yueGHo-nayydHelli mentp Ppamnmu; uacro ymorpe6-
JseTcs Kak HasBaHHe IJapHKCKOro yHHBEPCHTETa B IIEJIOM.

XXI1. OVER THE ALPS TO PARIS

K cmp. 167

Frederick C. Howe — ®pepepuk Kinemcon Xoys (1867-1940), awme-
PHMKAHCKHA IODHCT H COLMOJIOT, NPH3HAHHEIA aBTOPHTET M0 MYHHUHOAJb-
HBEIM BOIPOCAM
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K cmp. 168

Day — umeercs B Buay Christmas

K cmp. 169

to drink a Briiderschaft — BumuTe Ha GpyaepmadpT

XXIII. PARIS, LONDON — HOME

K cmp. 178

petit Parisien (¢p.) — Huteab «ManeHbkoro Ilapuxas, KOTOPbHIM
Kak Gbl ABJSETCS KaXJbH H3 3aMKHYTHIX OGOCOGIEHHBIX €ro paiioHOB

the grands boulevards (¢p ) — Boubmue GysBapH (KOJLLO 6YJIb-
Bapos Ilapuxa)

Versailles — Bepcane (cefiuac mo cymecrsy npuropon ITapmxa),
GHIBlWIAs pesuieHUMs] (PPAHIY3CKHX KOPOJIeH, BKJIOYAIOIAs H3BECTHEIE
JBOpIBI, MapK ¥ (OHTAHH; B HACTOSIlee BPeMs — Myseil.

Latin Quarter — JlaTuHckuii KBapTas, cTapuHHBI palior Ilapuxa,
rfie COCPeJOTOuEHbH MHOTHMe BBHICIIME YyueGHBIE 3aBENEHHs] M HayyHbe
y4pexAEHHS; XKHTeJH ero B OCHOBHOM CTYIEHTH M HHTejsureHuus. Has-
BaH TaK IOTOMY, YTO JIATHHCKHH SSHIK GBI DAaHBIUE OGLMM SIBHIKOM IJIs
CTYJEHTOB, NPHE3KABIIMX W3 PAa3HBIX CTpaH.

fresh-water (amep.) — 3aMKHYTHIl, OTOpBAaHHBIA, MPOBHHUHAIBHHI

the Right Bank — JlaTunckuii KBaprajl pacnosiokKeH Ha JIEBOM Ge-
pery Censl.

Montmartre (¢p.) — MormapTp, usBecTHHi paitos ITapuxka, rae co-
cpefoToyeHo Go/buIOe KOJMYeCTBO HOYHHIX KJY6OB, KaGape M JAPYrHuX
yBeceNMTe/IbHEIX 3aBefeHHi

K cmpe 174

Montparnasse (¢p.) — Monnapsac, crapuunnil pafion ITapmka, rae
JKHBET MHOI'O XYHNOXHHMKOB H apTHCTOB

the Boul’ Mich’ (¢p.) = Boulevard St. Michel — 6ynesap Cen-Mu-
wene (B JIaTHHCKOM KBapTaje)

the Beaux Arts = L’Ecole des Beaux Arts — Bricmias xygmoxecr-
BEHHas INKOJa

concierge (¢p.) — npuspatHuK(-1a), Befinap (KOHCbEPXK, KOH-
CbepxKKa)

gens-d’armes (¢p.) — nonuueicxue

ménages (¢p.) — ceMbst (JOM), CYnpyxkecKas uera

K cmp. 175

Charcot — JXau Mapren Illapxo (1825-1893), xpynueii ¢paniyscKuil
HeBponatosior, ujeH IJapmkckofl akajeMMH Hayk; MHOTO pagoTaj Haj
[POGIEMOR HCTEPHH H HEBDO30B; €ro TPYAB! SBHJIMChH OCHOBOH I/ PasBH-
THSI COBPEMEHHOrO KJMHHYECKOTO YYEHHA O HEepPBHBIX GONE3HSX.
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K cmp. 176

“La femme de Lot” (¢p.) — xena Jlota; coryacHo Gu6ielickoit
nereHfie OHa NpPEeBpaTHJAch B CONSHOH CTONG
verboten (Hem.) — 3anNpeTHH, 3anpewaOmuii

K cmp. 177

Milton — Ixon MuneTon (1608-1674), ofvH U3 BeNHMUARIIMX TNOSTOB
Aurqum u Bbjamuiics JeATeNb AHIMMACKOH GYypKYasHOH peBOJIOLKH
XVII B. /1 Penseroso {«3apymunBhiii») u L’ Allegro («Becebiliv) — paHune
nosMsl MUJLTOHA, HaNuCAHHbBlE HA JATHHCKOM f3bIKe.

K cmp. 180

...was hawking the manuscript of her novel — 30. ...nuranacs naiitn
u3laTens AaA cBoero pomana; to hawk — npepnarate pasiuuHBIM JIOASM
Ans mpojax; cp. a dozen or so scripts were currently being hawked
about the town by various play agents.

A. Anmonosa





