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MPENHCJOBHE A TOJOBEHYEHKO

KOMMEHTAPHT] A AHTOHOBOT!

XYTMOORKHHK A CKOPOTYMOB

Jimukonbn Cretdenc

MANBUHK HA JIOWATU

Ha aneautickom agoike



NPEHUCNOBUME

JIuuKombH Creddeuc (Joseph Lincoln Steffens) pogunca B 1866 roxy

B C€Mbe COCTOATeMbHOrO GUSHeECMeHa, BAeBWIerO HeOOMbILMM NMOMeCTbeM

B wrate Kanudopuua. O cBoux peTchux romax Creddbenc mo3qHee pac-

CKasbipan B «<ApToOnorpacduny*, nepBpad uacTb KOTOpOH BbILIa pH ero

X%KH3HH OTICbHOH KHHTOH H B NepeBoye Ha pyCCKHH ASHIK M3BeCTHa NOT

HaspaHuem «Majbunk Ha JOWaLH».

B wonoctu Crecbhenc usyyan dunocoduto B Kanudopuulickom yHuBep-

CHTeTe, 3ATEM JIA MpozowKeHHA O6pas0BaHHA wu B EBpone, rye cayman

Kypcbl B yHuBepcuTeTax Bepmua, Miouxena, Jlelinuura, PDelizenp6epra,

B Cop6oHHe, a Takxxe paOotan B Bputanckom my3ee B JloHgOHe.

YHHBePCHTeTCKad HayKa He YOBMeTBOPHNAa moGO3HATeIbHOTO UM MBbIT-

AMBOTO IOHOWY, OH TOrga yxKe MpPHWe K BHIBODY, YTO 2XKH3Hb, MpaKkTH-

weCKad JCATCJIbHOCTh WacT emy Oowbue, sem yHuBepcHTer Ho He cpa3y

OH Halle cBoe mpHsBaHHe. On ellie Beppu B TO, 4TO Kaxypiit amepuKa-

Hell, YMerolulHH paOotaTb, B cocTosHHH oOecneuuTb ceOa B 2KH3HH. Ho

KOrga OH, MOJIONOH YeNOBeK, NOMHEIM CH, MpowexzwHh YHHBepCHTeTH 2a

elle HW eBpomelickue, BepHyaca B 1892 r. Ha pogMHY, To Jomro He Mor

MOJYIHTb paOoTy, HM ero Bepa B paBHble Jia BCex BO3MOxKHOCTH B CILIA

OYCHb MOWATHYMACh.

C TpyOM YCTPOHBLIMCh B HbIO-HopKcKoh ra3eTe «MBHUMHr MocT», OH

BCKope 3apeKOMeHJOBan ceOa KaK MaCTep ocTporo H HHTepecHoro penop-

Taka 10 (HHAHCOBbIM BoMmpocaM.

Ycnex CredeHca Kak XKYPHAaJUCTa CBA3aH C DBHXKCHHEM T.H. « pas-

rpe6aTeneH rpazH» Tak NpespHTeIbHO, HCNOMb30BaB BbIPaxKeHHe aHTJIMH-

ckoro nucatena XVII sexa J[xxoHa Benpava, TorgawHui amepuKaHcKul

mpesugeut Teogzop PyssembT Ha3Ban rpynmy mucaTene uM %xXYypHaJHCTOB,

KOTOpble B CBOHX BEICTYMJICHHAX OTPaKaNH HeEMOBOJLCTBO YaCTH MeJIKOM

Oypxya3HH MU HHTCINHTeHUMH YCHNeHHeM BMaCTH MarHaTOB KpyNnHoro Ka-

NuTasa B HaCTYNHBUIYIO STOXY UMMepHasH3Ma.

* The Autobiography of Lincoln Steffens. N. Y., 1931
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B pa6otax JlunKombua Crepenca, Uaps3a Snyapya Pacceana (Charles

E. Russell), Afigur Tap6ern (Ida M. Tarbell), Pea CrenHapaa Betixepa

(Ray Stannard Baker), Mesuna Vpoxoma Ouanune: (David Graham

Phillips), Tycrapyca Maliepca (Gustavus Myers), Ontona Cuuksiepa

(Upton B. Sinclair) u ypyrux unTaTetb HaxXOqH MHOrHe HHTepecoBaBine

ero TEMEI! O CKONAYHBaHHH KPYNHBIX KaNHTasiOB, O ReATeMbHOCTH KOHLEp-

HOB H TPeCTOB, O MYHHI[MMaIbHOH MOJIMTHKe, XMUJCHHAX Ha KeNeSHOH jNO-

pore, O CTpaxoBbIx OOulecTBaX, M@XHHAWHAX OaHKMPCKHX KOHTOp, KOppyn-

HH MOAHTHUeCKOH MaIHHBI.

«Pasrpe6aTeia Ppa3H» He NPHHHM@JH y4acTHA RB PeBOJHONHOHHOM

mpyoxeHuu pa6ouero Kmacca, BEH AHTMHMMePHaMCTHYeCKYIO KPDHTHKYy Cc

peopMHCTCKHX No3HuHH, Teun ceOaA HanexKnok mpoOyHHTb «coBpecTL»

6H3HeCMeHOB HW HCNpaBHTb BPeMeHHBIe HenoNayKH. «To OnviH HaHBHHe

BpeMeHa, HM MbI GLI HAaMBHbIe Mou», — BcnOMHHaN Credpdenc snoczeg-

CTBHH,

Us crateli Crecdbenca, B KOTOPBIX OH BLICTYNad. NpOTHUB MaXHHallnl npa-

BUTeJIbCTBEHHEIX YHHOBHMKOB H KopmopallHii, BEIpocaM ocTpbe nyOnHuH-

cTHyeckHe KHurH: «Ilo30p ropoyop» (The Shame of the Cities, 1904),

«Bopp6a 3a camoynpapsienne» (The Struggle for Self-Government, 1906)

H Apyrue

Han6oubuleH W3BeCTHOCTHIO MOMb30BaIaCb NepBaa Kuura Creddenca,

rye OH TOBOpH O KOPPYNUMH Kak O HallHOHasbHoM saBAeHuH. Creddency,

padoraBiemy penoprepom sB ra3ete Yonn-crputa «KomMepuMas ayBepTai-

3ep» H XOPOLIO 3HAKOMOMY C JOKYM@CHTAJIbHBIM MATepHaJIOM, YaJioch y6e-

HUTCMBHO NOKa3aTb, Kak MPOMBIIVeHHbIe WH CHHAKCOBLIe [pPYNNWPOBKH B

Dunanempuu, Tarrc6ypre, Cent-Jlyace, Uuxaro, Hpw-Mopxe u B apyrux

ropoyax noqwHuan ce6e nomuTMueckuH annapaT. [na sToro OHH MCcnonb-

SOBaIH AJMHHUCTpaTuBHble OpraHbl, COCTOABIINe H3 mOReH, KOTOpHIe py-

KOBOACTBOBAJIMCh TOJbKO CTPEMACHHEM K H@KHBe, HE OCTAHABMBAHCh AK

mepey vem.

Octppie momuTuyeckHne cTaTen Cretpienca BRISBaJIH OKUMBJIEHHBIE O6cyK-

JeHMA, OTKIHKH, OTICIbHLIC OTPHBKH H3 HUX NepelMeuaTHBayuch B Nepe-

Ropunax. Y mucaTesia HalOch HeMaJIO E],MHOMBILUJIGHHUKOB, C KOTOPBIMH

OH TIOTOM COCTOAJ B NOCTOAHHOH mepenucKe B TeueHHe MHOrHX Jer.

Creppenc, Kak HM Apyrve «pasrpe6aTenm rpx3v», HawBHO Repu B

BOSMOKHOCTh YJIYULUMTb MONOKeHHE, He MCHAA OOWLECTBEHHOTO YCTPOHCTBa,

TloctenenHo OH CKJOHA€TCA K MBICIH, UTO BHHOBATHI He JIOZM, a cucTema,

“TO «HMA TbxABONIa — Oombluol 6usHecy, YTO TocuOACTBO OaHKOB UM TPeCTOB

— Mponecc OObeKTHBHAIM H UCTOPHUeCKH 3aKOHOMepHEI. OH OTXOLUT OT

«pasrpeOaTenew rpa3u», KoTopple K Hayany 10-x rogoB yxKe BO MHOrOM

ucuepnayiaq CBOH TBOpYeCcKHe BO3MOxKHOCTH. Ho mpokger eile HeMasoO set,

mpeaxye uem Creenc, yenopex yectTHeittuell zy, BEITpaBuT B ce6e wH-

4



Gepana. BexoH Ha MYTH K STOMY CTala MepBan MMpoBad BOKHa, KOTOpyl0

OH BcTpeTHI B Espone.

Berynsesue CIA B neppylo MHpoBy!0 BOMHY HaHeCJio OULYTHMBIA yaap

mu6epanusmy Crecieuca, sacTaBHlo Tpe3BO B38rAAHYTb Ha MUD H BBICTY-

MHTb MpOTHB BokHE! «Mpl WaBHO cTaJH MMNepHanMcTaMUu, — Mucan OH, —

HO He XOTHM B STOM MpusHaTbca. Mr npucBaHBaeM KYCOK 3a KYCKOM,

BCAKHH pa3 M0 oCcOObIM OCHOBaHHAM uM KaK GynTo 6e3 panoctu», H3yuaa

XOW BOHHBI, HCTOULCHHE CTPaH-y4aCcTHHU, OH Bce OoubuIe MPHXONHJI K BBI-

BOLY, YTO TaKaA BOMHA 3AKOHYHTCA PeBOJIIOWHOHHEIM B3PEIBOM. Eule He

pa3sOupanch ray6oKO B COMWMaJIHCTH4YeCKOH TeOpHH, OH BCe Ke CTam OnumKe

K CTOPOHHHKaM peBOJNOMWMOnHOTO MepeycTpolicTBa o6uectrBa. OTciolza mo-

HATCH erO HHTepec K CTpaHaM, Tye pasropasach HallHoua/bHO-ocBOOogH-

TeJibHax Oopp6a uM MpovcxXozHa peBomouHA.

B 1916 rony Cretbdbenc noexan Bs Mekcuky, re B TO BpeMA HAaXORMJICH

B KayecTBe KoppecnoHyeHta ero mosonoH apyr JiKox Pun, BnocwlexcTBHH

H3BeCTHBIH aMepHKaHCKHM KOoMMyHuCT. Ilo3qHee B <ABToOuorpadun» Cred-

cbeHe pacckasam o6 McTOpHuecKOM SHaY@HHH Me€KCHKAHCKOH peBOJHOWHH,

O CBOMX CHMMaTHAX K Me€KCHKAaHCKOMy Hapozy. «A Bue MeKCHKaHCKYyIO

peBOMOWMIO, — MHCal OH B OZHOM H3 CBOHX nucem.— 1 xouy NMOHATS

sHaueHMe peBomomunHh. Mx He Tak y2K MHOTO».

Bo Bpema cBoux noeszok B CCCP B 1917, 1919 u 1923 rozax Cred-

(beHc ele pasyeal WWNOSHH MCKJNOUMTENBHOCTH A@Me@PHKaHCKOTO KalluTa-

JIM3Ma, NOJlarad, YTO AMEpHKAHCKOMY KaNuTaJIM3My YAaCTCA SBOUIONMOHHEIM

MyTeM IpHATM K co3sfzanHio Takoro xe cBoOosHOrTO OT SsKcHuyaTalnn

oOulecTBa, Kak M cOBeTcKoe. Bnepsbie nonaBuiemy B PoccHio nucaTewio

Halo OblwIO MOTPaTHTh HeMaJIO YCHMHH, ATOOH! paz0OpaTeca, He 3HaA ASBI-

Ka, B MpowcxoguBmax coOnituax. Ho oH %agzHO BHUTHIBal HOBOe, Wel Ha

yjHUbI, Ha saceganua Tlerporpagcxoro Copera, Ha MHorouncueHHEIe cob-

paHwa H MMATHHTH. Kak yecTHEt wu OOBeKTHBHEIN HaOmonaTemb, Credieuc

He MOF He BUJETh OFPOMHEIX ycuIHA OonbIMeBHCTCKOM NapTuyu, euHCTBeH-

HOH CHJIbI, KOTOpad MOcNeJOBaTeMbHO OopoOwacb 3a YJOBNeTBOpeHHe Ha-

CyWHEIxX TpeOoBaHuk Hwapogza. «HATO nopasH0 MeHA, — BCNOMMHAeT OH, —

TaK STO OJMHAKOBLIA XO0 COOBITHH MoBcIony. . . MOBCIOLyY POpMNpoOBaMCh

CopetTsl, H HauwHaJluch GeCKOHeUHbIe, HenpeKpalliaiouueca meOaTet. . . Bce

MapTHH B MeHDbIUMHCTBe, HH OHA He COCTaBIaNa re-mH60 OobIUMHCTBa,

HO 6OJbINeBHKH BCerya Ob CIJIOUCHET, ONY — CJHHCTBeHHBIe, Y KOrO Onl

ACHBIM NaH, TOT Ke CaMBIH cTapHt WwaH B3ATb BACTb HM YCTaHOBHTb

OYKBAJIbHEIN COMMaAIH3M, WAKTATYpy NpoOwseTapuata B NMMe COMMAaT, KpecTb-

AH Ww pa6ounx B CoBeTax, H306paHHBIX Mmpodcoio3aMu, accolMalluaMmy,

rpynnamu».*

* The Autobiography of Lincoln Steffens, p. 767
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Boabioe BiuanHe Ha Credtbenca oxa3a0 cBugauuHe c B. WM. Jlennusim

B 1919 r. On nucan: «JIenHH Obl WITYPMaHOM, a APyrHe JMUWIb OObIKHO-

BeHHBIMH MOpelvwapaTenwamH. . . Korga © BbIWe M3 KaOuHeTa, A nouys-

CTBOBaJI, KaK B MOeH TOMOBe pOKMAalOTCA NMOROTBOpHbIe MBICIH. . . Hawue

BO3BpallieHHe H3 PoccHH 6bIIO 3aHATO OCMBICIMBaHHeM BCero BHAeHHOrO,

Mbl BC@ N€peKHBAIH YMCTBEHHYIO peBOJIONHIO, KOTOPad NpOWcxoLHa nog

BIIMAHHEM PyCCKOH peBONIOUNMH H JaBalla HaM OLLYULeHHe, YTO MbI CMOT-

pHM Bnepen».*

Credpency Gpiia oco6eHHO 6u3Ka Oopb6a MONOZOH coBeTCKOH pec-

NYOIHKH 3a NMpekpallleHHe UMMepMamucTHYecKOH BOHM, 3a BCeOOWHH Mup,

HEOHOKpaTHO OCYKjlasl OH MHTepBeHIWIO MpOTHB Hee, NOMUeEPKHBAa,

YTO PyCCKad peBOMOWHA COBeplIaeTCH He TObKO B MHTepecax Haponos

Poccuu, HO HM B OGWIMX HHTepecax TpyAaluxca BCero Mpa.

BosspaTusumch B CILIA, Creddeuc ctal HeYTOMMMBIM NponarayJucTom

HOBOrO OOulecTBa: BRICTyNam ¢ MeKuMAMH O PoccHH B pa3sHUHbIX ropomax

CUIA, or Jloc-Anmenoca n0 Hpio-Mopxa, 3a uTo ero TPaBHJH, OTKaSEIBa-

JMCbh NedaTaTb CTaTbH, a AHTIMHCKOe MpaBUTe/JbCTBO 3alpeTHMO eMy Dame

Bbe3_ Ha TeppHTOpHIO Bceli BpuTrauckoH umnepuu. «IloKa eme He apecto-

Bald», —- 3TH CuIOBa uacTo cabana or JI. Creddenca ero cecrppr.

IIpeceqopawua He mMorau 3actaBuTs Creddenca orkasaTbca oT Gopb6n 3a

ipH3HaHve Copetckxok Poccuu.

Muposoh skonomuyeckuh Kpusue 1929-1933 rr. nonzopBan Bepy Cretp-

(benca B «HCKMNOUNTeNbHOCTD» CITA wu y6equn B TOM, 4YTO Heb3A NOKOH-

YHTb CO 3JIOM KaNHTau3smMa, He YHHYTOKHB caMOro KanuTamu3ma. B sru

TOMbI OH MpOOMKaeT OobUIyIO WeKHHMOHHY!IO paooTy, B KOTOpO! He3aMme-

HAMBIM MOMOUHMKOM Obiia ero *eHa Owsia Yuutep, HECKOJIbKO pa3 moce-

THBWAA Hally crpaHy. Uepes Hee u cBOHX Apyselt Credbenc noszpepxuBas

CBA3H c pa6ourM yByaKenweM. BuumaTeybuO cilequa OH 3a 3a6acTOBKOL

cOopuinKoB @pyKTOB, paOO4HX XVJIOMKOBBIX nuaHTanuA Bp gomuHe Can-

VMoaxuH (Kasudopuus), BBICTYNeHuAMM MOpsKOB SanagHoro noGepexna,

3a BceoOujeH sa6acToBKol B Can-Ppanmucxo. Jlerom 1932 roza Cretbdbenc

Hapany c T. [paiisepom, Il. Axjepconom mw ApyrumMu MepeyoByIMH muca-

TeAAMH, MORNHCa MaHM@ect, KOTOPHIH MpHsbipall HHTe.WIMreHuUUMIO NozJep-

%KAaTb BLICTYNJeHHA padowx.

B 1931 r. Beito B CBeET CamMoe 3HaYMTeNbHOe NpoHsBesenue Credbenca

«ABTOOHOrpadua», CTapitiee INMpOKO M3BECTHLIM H 3a py6exom. B xKuure

NATh uacteh: «Mambuwk Ha nomanu» (A Boy on Horseback), «)Kusub B

Hato-Mopxe» (Seeing New York First), «Pasrpe6atenu rpa3u» (Muckraking),
«Pepomonna» (Revolution), «CHosa B Amepuxe» (Seeing America at Last)

Emy X0OTelocb pacCKa3aTb Mowpactaiollemy mokoneHuto o cBoelt *KH3HU

* The Autobiography of Lincoln Steffens, p.p. 798-799
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TaK, UTOOb! OHO HE ChleNalIO TeX OLUIMG6OK, KOTOpbIe COBEPLIHI OH CaM H ero

cBepcTHHKH. Tlncatesb paboTtam Hay aproOuorpaduelt c 1925 no 1930 rog,

MHOTO pas MepefemBad H JONOWHAd KHMry. B nucbMe oT 25 Hos6pa

1925 roga on oTmeuan: «Haya mucaTb aBToOuorpaduio, u paOota mpol-

BHTaeTCA CTOJIb YCNeWHO, YTO He Mepenucal HH OAHOH FaBLl, HA OHOTO

a6saua. Yoke roToBo yeTEIpe raBbm.* [Tucatem oro o62ymplpan 3arvia-

BHe MpOH3BeJeCHHA, CHavama Mpeqnomaran HasBaTb «)Ku3snb HeHCKYWICHHO-

ro», «Mcnopedb pasrpeOaTesia Tpa3u» MW JIMUIb NO3AHee OCTAHOBHJICA Ha TOM,

MO KOTOPBIM M3BECTHO Tenepbh NeyaTHoe uSfaHue KHUrH, Bo Bpema padoTHl

Han aBTo6uorpapueli Credbenc 2aBal wHTaTh PYKONMCb CBOMM OH3KHM —

*KeHe, CeCTPaM, JPY3baM HM SHAKOMBIM, BHUMA@T@JIBHO MpHCJIYWIMBadch K 3a-

MeHaHHAM, OTJ@bIBAA H OTINJIMOBLIBAA KaoKXyIo cTpanuny. Hexoropsie

U3 Apysel, NOSHAKOMMBIIMeCA C NepBbIMH TwlaBaMH, COBeTOSaIH OrpaHA-

YWHTBCA TOJIbKO paCCKa30M O JeTCTBe, Apyrue npelwaranH MCaTb, He Ja-

Bad OOOOWeHHH H He BbICKa3bIBAX CBOerO OTHOWeHHA K MpOHCXOZAMUM

coOnitHam. Ho sce 5To He yAoBneTrBOpasno Credtbenca, ero SaMBICea pas3-

BUBAJICA MHave, 4eM NpeANOMaranu nepBale WeHUTemM ero Tpyyza. B nuchme

or 7 cdeppana 1926 roa o ToBOpHa oO xXapakTepe BceH KHMTH: «XoTA

MHOIO HaMWcaHO yKe JeBATb rlaB H BCe OHH O MOM JeTCTBe, HO paccKas

O H€M BBIVIMNJICA B CaMOCTOATebHyIO dopMy. .. OTO He pasrpeGaHHe

rpa3sH, He dusocodcKuHH TpaKTaT HM flaxke He H2QIOKeHHeE cakTHYeCKUX

cpeneHuh. Sl TyMalo, YTO 93TO JOCTYMHOe MOHHMAHHIO MOBeECTBOBAaHHe,

KOTOpoe 060K MOKET UNTATD MH, CCIM OHO NOHPaBHTCA, JOUNTAeT JO KOH-

ma. KoweqHo, 20 CHX Nop STO Oplma cepHa paccKa30B: 060 MHe H MOeM

NOHH, MOCM xepeGeHKe H Zpy3bAX JeTCTBa. . . HO A HaMepeH paccKa3aTb

© TOM, Kak repo — HecBeylluH MasbuyraH — Mo3sHaeT MOCTeneHHO MUP.

OMNTHMH3M KHHTH MOXKeT BHISBATb HEMOYMeHHe, HM OH, HaBepHAKa YUBHT

MOMX CTapbIxX YHTaTesel» .**

B apyrom mucbMe or 23 suBapa 1926 ©. OH BBICKa3aq OYCHb HHTepec-

Hble BSTIAbl Ha cBoeoOpasHe aBTOOHorpaduyeckoro 2KaHpa: «PoMaHb B

Hale BpeMA Bce OovbuIe HOCAT aBToOuorpadbaueckH xapaKTep, a %KMS3HEe-

ONHCaHHaA BCe ABCTBeHHee NpespalllaloTcaA B XYJOMecTBeHHbIe Mponspeye-

HHA, CKOpO OHM coubioTca, )KusHeonucanua Oya yT co3sqaBaTbcA He TAK,

Kak McTopHueckue counHeHHa. . . Tlucateau npuBieKaoT daxTH, OTHOCH-

lwecd K ONnpeemeHHOMYy TlepHozy MW 4eNOBeKy, Kak MaTepHas aaa Guorpa-

cpu, CO3qaHHOM ux BOO6pakeRHem»>.***

B xuure Credtbenca MBI HaligjeM Kak YMeJIOe HCNOb30BaHHe HUCTOPH-

weCKOrO MaTepHalla, Tak H MHcaTevbcky!0 (aHTa3suio M BOOOpaxKeHHe.

* The Letters of Lincoln Steffens, v. II, 1920-1986, p. 718

** Tbid, p. 731

*** Ibid, pp. 727-728



Aptrop cyMed BBIliTH 3a paMKH cBOell xXUSHH, OH paccKasal O coOnITHAX

AMe€pHKaHCKOM HCTOpHH HM OOLWIeECTBeEHHOM MBICM NOYTH 3a MATEUEcHT ser.

«AsToOvorpaduto» Crephenca MoxHO paccMaTpHBaTb KaK HCTOPHKO-vmTe-

paTypHoe MOBecTBOBaHHe, rye WaeTcad xXapaKTepHcTHKa MHOFHX BaKHbIX

COOBITHH MHpOBOH uCTOpyM: MeKCHKaHcKOo peBomiouuu, Tlerporpaga 1917

roga, Oxra6ppcKol pepomounm, saxyamcHol oxxHsHx TlapmxcKxol mapHoli

KoHndepenunn. Tlepex nam mpoxogaT Kpynuelime nonaTrHueckue eaTeu,

JUOMH HCKYCCTBAa, JIMTepaTypbl, HayKH, mpocTpie TpyxenHku. B onucanuax

aBTOpa MBI BCerga UyBCTBYeM, Kak 3a CYAbOOH paccKa3yHKa CTOAT MHOrHe

uenoBeveckHe cymbObl On BHAT 3a YaCTHEIM—o6ilee, XKH3Hb CTpaHE,

LeNOH SOxH,

Crepdenc, cosyasan «AsBro6uorpatpmio», omupanca npexkyze Bcero Ha

NJIOMOTBOPHbIe MH CBOeOOpasHbie HANHOHAJIbHble TpawununM sTOrO wKaunpa, Ha

«Asto6uorpatuioy B. ®panxnuna, «<Younen» Topo, kyuru Mapxa Teena.

Ho Crecenc mpuaaer MHoraM pasyesam cBoero MpousBeyeHUA Heromyronuilt

Xapaxtep; «AsroOvorpatbua» sBaaeTca «KHHrol mnepeodyunBmleroca». 3ro

MHTe€PpeCHbI WM OTKPOBCHHBIM paccKa3 YeCTHOTO M AyMaiomero uvemnoBeKa

«O BpeMeHH mw O ce6e», a weM Gowbilie MHOrOrpaHHas, TamaHTMmBan Ju.

HOCTb BOHpaeT B CeOA CaMble BaXKHBIC COOBITHA CBOE SMOXH, TEM 3TO HH-

Tepechee H IIA COBPeCMEHHMKOB H IIH MHOPAX NOCMeAYIOWNX NMOKOMeHHI.

Zio KonlWa cBonx gHelt Cretpenc ocrapasca CTpacTHbIM HcKaTesem

npapgel. B padbl KOMMYHMCTHYecKOH MapTuu cBoel cTpaHbt OH sBCTYnAT

B 1935 roxy, yxxe Oygysu cmepTenbHo GombHbim. MH. Und u E. Terpos,

OeceqoBaBllHe C MHCaTeNeM 3a MeCAIL JO ero KOHYMHBI, Mucanu: «OH ymep

OT Napamuya cepAta 3a cBOeH MalluHKoll. Ha mucte 6ymMaru, KOTOpbili

TOpyal M3 Hee, Oblia HeNONHcaHHan cCTaTbA 06 MCMAaHCKHX COOLITHAX.

Tlocnequue cnopa sToh ctaTau Obl crenyiomue: «Mu, AMCPHKaHOE, TOJl-

XKHbI MOMHATb, 4TO HaM IIPHAeTCH BECTH Tako me Oo c cbautncTamu».*

Tlocne cmeptu Crediexca 8 1936 rogy Been cOopHux «JluuKombH

Credence rosoput» (Lincoln Steffens Speaking), onyOnukosaHunii c no-
MOLbIO XXeHLI H Apyselt noKoHoro, Kya BOW ero CTaTbH O 3KH3HM H

Reatenbuoctu JI. Puna, oTpbiBKH ua cTaTel, B KOTOPHIX cogepxKaTca BaxK-

HBI€ CYyRMeHHA O Tsopyectse A. P. Bumpamca, P. @oxea, cympyros

Be66os, B. Woy u apyrux, a taxxe adopusmnt Mw MerKHe BbIpakenna. Specb
MMCATeb BHOBb BEICTYNaeT B SalluTy Benuxow Oxta6phcKxolt pesomonun.

Muoroneraaa mepenucka JI. Cretbeuca (The Letters of Lincoln
Steffens), usfanwad B 2-x Tomax B 1938 r., aBuseTca KaK ObI LOMOMHeEHHEM
K «Apro6uorpaduu». [IucbMa yaror BosMoxKHOCTE MpOciequtb NytTp, mpoH-
wenubli Crepiencom of 10HOUIM-waeanucTa JO BHMarouleroca nucaTelsa,

“Wi. Unb uw E. Terpos. Co6p. cou., tr. 4. Toc. naz. XY. JSUT,
M. 1961, crp. 334



«BeJIHKOrO penoptepa» Amepyku. B MHOrO“HCeHHEIX KOppecnoHAeHUHAX

POAHbIM, DPy3bAM, NHCaTeIAM, %KYPHaJMCTaM, MpeAcTaBHTeIsM WCKYCCTBA

H HayKH, OOWeECTBEHHBIM H ToCyAapcTBeHHbIM JeATeNAM OH OXPATHIBaeT OF-

pOMHbIM Kpyr BorMpocos. Syecb ceMeHHEIG Nena, BOMPOCh! BOCNHTaHYA, JH-

TepaTyPbl H HCKYCCTBa, CJOMHbIe NOMHTHUVeECKHe NpobsleMbI KaK OTeYECTBEH-

HbI€é, Tak H SapyOexube. Tlepen HaMH He MaCCHBHBIA cosepuaTelb, a ue-

JIOBCK, MIPHHHMAIOWIMH BCe OIM3KO K CepAly, OH He ocTaeTCA paBHOAVI-

HBIM, KOrla BHAMT HeCNpaBeLJIMBOCTh M NO%Kb B MUPe. STO TakxKe HW Kpyn-

HbIM MacTep cJioBa, G6ecnoKoHupl myOmmuncT, XOpowo NOHAMaIOWWHH Te

Goble H Oaropowuble 3aayH, KOTOpBIe CTOAT nepel MK YPHANHCTHKOM

H wuTepatypol. Tlo mueuuio Cretpenca OHM JOUOKHI CYKHTb OopbGe 3a

yayulenve mpaB TPYAAWIMXCA, CTPOHTeMbCTBY HOBOFO COMUMabHOTO NopAd-

Ka, rye Obl BOMJOTHIHCh KOMMYHHCTHYeCKHE Ueasibl, TOPAYO OTCTAaHBaemble

uM. Hispecrubit amepukauckult macatemb Kapa Cangzdepr (Karl Sandburg,

p. B 1878) oTmeyan B TpenncnoBMa K jsyxXTOMHHKy mHcem Cretbhenca:

«Ero CTHJIb ObWI HaCTOMbKO APKHMM, NPHCYULAM TONbKO emy, YTO TeyaTaemoe

WM He TpeOoBaio nogzMucH. CTvwib, KOTOPbIM HanHcaHbl ero neuaTHble pa-

GOTH, WyBCTBYyeTCA H B ero JHYHOH nepenucKe».*

* *

Ht

Tleppaa yactb <AsroOnorpabun», osarmaBienHad «Mavibayuk Ha mOoWagnHs

MW usqanHad B 1935 romy, cTajla KMaCCHYeCKHM MNpOv3BeZeHHeM HM CTONT

B OJHOM pally c pomMaHamua Mapxa Tpena, Tpumoruei Toppxoro, «Jlert-

cTBoM Tempe H. Dapuua-Muxafinoscxoro, «erctsom Huxuta» A. Tou-

cToro w ap. Kak u B 9THxX KHHrax, y Cretbbeuca mup pefenka oKa3nl-

BaeTCA WHpe «eTCKOTO» BOCIPHATHA, B HEM OTPaxKaeTCH OO/bWIaAA KH3Hb

Ecau 1oHoro 4uTaTeIA B He YBJleveT HEMCTOUIMMad Ha BLINYMKY HM IIpH-

KJIOUCHHA MA@JIbYMIWecKan *aHTasHA, TO B3pPOCJEI wWTaTenb HaligeT 3eCh

BbICOKYIO MOSTHYHOCTb HW Bepy B YenoBexa. IIpuTaratembHad CHa NOBeCTH

mipexye Bcero B O6ONbWIOH MpaBAMBOCTH HW MCKPeHHOCTH, B O6aAHHH TviaB-

Horo repoa JISHHH, YenopeKa mesporo cepa, OTSbIBYMBOrO, YyTKOrO,

B 3AM@YATeJIbHEIX OOpasax MOLeH TpyAa, C 3OOTHIMH pyKaMH, COXpaHHB-

WHX ONTHMH3M HECMOTPH Ha KHSHEHHHIC TPYAHOCTH.

Crectpbeuc CyMe MpaBAMBO paccKa3aTbh O CBOeM JeTCTBe, NepeHOCcAck

B jlaleKwe ron, rie 6pm He TObKO MpeuecTh MH OYApOBaHHe, HO HU

KpylleHHe WJWNO3HH H HaMBHBIX mpercTraBeHui. Packpprpaa mcHxomoruio

repoad, MpoHwKad B ero LylWeBHbI MMp, aBTOp TOBOPHT O pasqyMbAX

MaJIbuHka Hay, *Ku3HbIO. Huxto ue mor Jatb JISHHH HCUepNbIBaIONINH

OTBET Ha MYYHBUIME efO BOMPOCH, HHKTO He 3HaJl, KaK pa3pelunTb mpo6-

NeMbI ROOpa MW 3a, OTMYHTh AYPHEIX wiogeH oT xopommx. HcKpenuocts

* Lut. no The Letters of Lincoln Steffens, v. 1889-1919, p. vil
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WM BHUMaHHe, payyuime mM uemopeuHocTbh JISHHM BCTpeTHA Y MpocTbix Tpy-

*KEHUKOB: Y 2KeNesHOMOpoRHOrO cTopomKa, y oropoguuxa A-Xyxa, npu-

exapluero B AMepwKY, KaK MH KOBOOM-aHTMuaHHH B MOHCKaxX 3apa6orKa,

B cembe depmepa Humm Karka u3 Hux paccKkasan JIsHHH Oo Ce6e, Oo

MpOKUTOM MKU3HH, O MlaHax Ha Oyzyulec. O6mancb C HHMH, OH BCe

6obie SayMbIBasicd. OTUeFO TOJbKO B MedTAaxX OOpeTaeT cu4acTbe eTro

Apyr—menesHOOpORHLl CTOPpOK, KaKad Netaslb TOYMT 3ROPOBbe MACCHC

Huan, nowemy Tak pas0uapoBaHb! B KM3HH KUTaey A-Xyx u KoBOo,

MmposBaHHBt «repnorom». B Amepuke OHM He Hall cuacTba, He CObI-

MCh UX MeUTHI. Tleyaeu BEIBOR, ClenaHHpl A-XyKOM— BCIOLyY TO me

caMoe, Be3fe cynub6a Dna GeqHAKa OKa3sblBaeTCA 30H Mayexoll.

Bce To xopollee, cpeTyoe, uTo Janu JISHHH MpOCTble TpyKeHUKH,

NpOABAAeTCA B efO OTHOWeHHH K mO2AM. Ho rviaBiloe, B YeM OH yOex-

aeTCH — YTO HaJeATbCA B WKHSHH HYKHO Mpexpe Bcero Ha CBOH CHVJIbI:

«Tellepb & 3HaJI TBEPZO, YTO eCIM A XOUY YeMYy-HHOyZb Hay4HTbCA, TO

MHe pwyeTca camMomy o ce6e mosa6oTuTbca, MpuyeTcA CaMOMY HCKaTb

yuuTesen. . »

Xopowo packpsiro dopmupoBanve Moviogoro Crecbenca 3a Frogpl

yue6nr B Kanucdopuulickom uw eBpomelickHx yHHBepcuTeTax. On cTaBHal

TIO, COMHEHHE WEHHOCTb 3HaHHM B OONACTH TYMaHHTapHbIX HayK, Msyuae-

MbIX YUaN\HMHCH B AaMepHKaHCKHX yHuBepcutTeTax. OOyyenve Ha pogHHe

BACTABHJIO ero Cle/laTb BHIBOA: TlaBHOe BHHMaHHve oOOpallayocb Ha yxe

WaBHO MOSHAHHBIG BEWIH, M BCe STO JeNanocb palu nowyyeHua ZuMoMa,

uUTOOLI MHTOMel, MocKopee CMOr «CfeaTb Kapbepy». Becnokofnoro, uny-

mero uctHHy Credpenca He yoBmeTBOpuia u eBpomelickad yHUBepcHTet-

CKad CXOJlaCTHKa, KOTOpad He aBaJia HayywHOrO OTBeTa Ha KOpeHHBIe

mpoGsembt sTtuKH. OH pelmlaeT 3aKOHUMTh oO6yseHHe M HayaTh MpaKkTuuec-

KY1O J\GATEbHOCTb, YSHTDCA Y XKHSHH.

Kuura Creddenca «Masibuuk Ha JolafM» CBUJETeIbCTBYeT O SOJIbIIOM

MacTepcTBe mHcaTenn. B mpow3speqenHu orpasuiica wu Sompuioh OnLIT

Credpenca — mactepa raserHoro penoptTaxa, BeNMKOsenHO Blanetollero

opmok gocTynHoro, xuBoro M3n0KeHWA. B KHMre HeT CVIOKHBIX CuJO-

BeCHBIX YXHULPeHHH HM 3AMBICMOBATOCTeH, HEOOBIMHBIX CIOXKETHBIX XOOB.

Ona MpuBaeKaeT cTpouHocThIO HU MpOAYMaHHOCTHIO MocTpoeHHs.

«Asto6uorpapusa» JI. Credbenca, saumequaa B Oypupie 30-e roan,

OKa3ajla OOvIbilloe BIMAHHe Ha yYMbI wHTaTenell. HenapucTb K MMpy Kallu-

Tada, JOKM WM HacHJIMA, PiyOokaa Bepa NucaTeA B TpPYAOBOH Hapod, B

HOBbIM COUMAMMCTHYeCKHH MMP ONpeyenuH 3HaueHHe STOTO 3aMeuaTesb-

HOrO MpowsBexenna.

A. ToaogexHuenko
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A Boy on 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—laughs; 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

marricd. 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 fo 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 Jaugh. 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 it, 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—not 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 steer, 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

J 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 boy—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.

“Tf 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 pérhaps, 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 J 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 you'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

‘“‘nerfectly” 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. | 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 [ 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

J 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?”
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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 a.m.

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, 1 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 Jong. 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 hew

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 protected 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; he 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 ] 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, J 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 up. 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.

38



“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.

“T don’t work at it much,” he admitted. “Mostly I tend

bridge. But in between trains, when [ 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 IJ 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.

4]



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 J 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 IJ had to “watch
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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 ofhers 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, J 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

to 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. [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, Pll 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 money 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.

J 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, |

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.”
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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 sc 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 all 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.

“TY 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 I 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, and

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.”

“T 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: bottom was all graved and

sand, cut up by the seasonal floods and yéft raw and bare

of all but dead, muddied brush and’ treeg. 3} remembered
how it disappointed me the first time I sawfit, the day I

rode over there on my new pony. Since then 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.”

“It’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.

‘“Fasy, 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.

“Tt all depends on who gets the speakership,” said

Charlie. “Let’s go riding.”

“But aren’t you afraid you'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 seemed 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 [ 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! I might 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—now 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 1 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 nibble

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,” I argued, “you come catchem dollar to catchem

eat allee samee me.”

Ah Hook liked that. He chuckled and surrendered.

“All li,” 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 criminal

that I was too cautious. J 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 tiny 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.

“lm 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 “avash 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 [ 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 li.”

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. “Ill 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.

“T 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 thet 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. J’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.

“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. 1 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.

“Ves.” 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,” I 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

‘““He does to me,’ J 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 | 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

75



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 Saiurday 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 critically 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 about 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 ] 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, ‘‘[’'m their pastor, and they

need me as much as they need the sun. It is good to be

needed.” J 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

so, 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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been 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; [ 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
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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 with both of them. And I

preferred it so, because my sisters, who did understand

me, abused the power of their intelligence.

“Tet’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?”

“Oh, Ill 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.
“Youll 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,
she 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, [ 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

cried—with tears running down her cheeks, “My Len, my

Len!”

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 |

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 J 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 | 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.

“Oh,” 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 Ill 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 [ reached the stable. I rubbed down

and fed my pony, and that done, | 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—?” 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.”

, Tye been praying all the time,” I answered.
“I 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? |

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 J 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

it is, 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. IJ 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; IJ

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.

“Tt 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, you'll

be a man—a young man, but a man. And [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 I 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

2Z~2089 97



you can control yourself. Can you shoot?” 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. |

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. [

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 |

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 Id 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 |
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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,” [Pd 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. “I'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.

“IT 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 mustn’t, and |]

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 fulfill 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, J 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. [ 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 done 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, J 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. J 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 ona

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 stood 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 try 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 J 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—like 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 pertaming 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 suygested 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 detail 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 schoo] 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 but 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 |

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 J 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. ’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.

J 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 |

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 teachers 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 personi-

{fy 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.

“T’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.

“T 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 [ 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 that 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 remembrance 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
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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 private 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, J would have

undertaken the preparation intelligently. But no one ever

developed for me the relation of any of my required subjects

to those that attracted 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

to 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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later 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 J—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 to 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 |]

used as a child to play I was Napoleon or a trapper—lI

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
professors, 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 Ill 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 you'll 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-

most 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

scientific, 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. Pll 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. ] 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.

“T 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. | 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 IJ 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 [ 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

£0, 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 XxX

MUNICH: THERE ARE NO ARTISTS

A plain old third- or fourth-class café and beer restaurant

called the Blithe 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 interest 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. You'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 wp, 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 letting 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 J, 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, 1 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 tideless, 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 suggested 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.

“T 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, “Vll 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 Maddel, 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?”
see?) 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
Poasts 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, we

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, Kilpe, 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 Kilpe 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 I 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. 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
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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. “Ill 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 Briiderschajt, 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 J 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.

“Ves?” 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
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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. ]

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-second 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 is 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 logic,

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.

“Yl teach you,” he proposed. “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 [ 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 to 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 American 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.



KOMMEHTAPHH

I. WHEN I WAS AN ANGEL

K emp. 15

«,..in the Mission” — 8 «muccuH»: neq JIaHHH OEM nponoBenHHKOM
to frown down — 3acTaBuTb 3aMO4aTb (HaXMypuBUHCh); cp. to hiss,

shout etc. down
as good as gold — 30. Moe 30J10TKO; BooOmle BEICWero ZOCTOHHCTBAa

(B CMBICHIe yBaxkeHHA, JOBepuA, BOGpoTsi)

all in my stride — 30. no moe co6cTBeHHOH Mepxe .

K cmp. 16

the gold rush of ’°49 — «Sonotaa muxopanKa» 1849 r.: nocae oTKpH-
THA sonota B Kamudopuun Bp 1848 romy Tyna xablHyma orpoMHaa Mac-
Ca 300TOHCKaTevieH U Hatamach GecnpHMepHad Ia TeX BDeMeH 10
an TencyBHocTH OKCIMyaTauuA PYTHMKOB, JVIMBUaACH npHOnHsHTebHO
qo 4r,

self-selected — 30. nmpeanpaumunpallt

the easiest man-market in the world (upox.) — pbinoK, rae merge
BCerO MOKHO 6bIo npHob6pectu ce6e myxxa; cp. slave market

a fact is a joke — Ko BCeMy HYXHO OTHOCHTLCA C LIyTKOH
of a pioneer farmer of eastern Canada — ogun u3 mepspix dep-

MepoB-nepecemeHieB 43 BOcTOUHOH Kanani

K cmp. 17

on the track — 30. Ha ckakOBOM Nowe
varmint (amep. Ouan ) = vermin — ockopOuTembHoe, YHHYWKEATEIb-

HO@ HaSBaHHe WIA UWHWeHUeB, AHKH, aHTIHuaH, a TakxKe Ja smo07eH,

SAHHMA@IOWMXCA Kparkeli HM KJICHMeHHEM YyROTO CKOTA
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the wild west=wild West — Ilanpuuit 3anan; Tepmuu, oTHOcHMBIi
K 3anaqHow uacTH tepputopuu CIMA 8 nepvom ee ocBoeHHa

ane scrub” — 30. «Mmocmefbillm, «nmockpe6nilu» (nocmenHH pe6e-

HOK

Horace Greeley — Xopac Ipunu (1811-1872), xpynuetimui amepn-

KaHCKHH 2KYPHAaJHCT WM BHAA NOMMTMYeCKHH peaTetb. OcnoBan (B

184Ir ), usqaBan MU peqakTHpoBal Camy10 OOWbLUIyIO H BAUATeIbHYIO rasety

Toro BpemMeHH «TpHObIOH», KOTOpaH cymlecTsyeT JO cHx nop (nocue

CIMAHMA c rasetoh «<Cepambz» B 1924 r. HagpiBaetca «Hbt0o-Mopx
Tepanby Tpv6nton») 4 ABIAeTCA OHO u3 BexyWMX OypxKyasHbIx rager.

“Go West, young man, go West ” — ofHH H3 HaCTOHUMBEIX O03YHroOB

Ypuiu, KOTOpH Hallie OTKUK B CepaaX JeCATKOB THICAY MOJIOABIX

mone Toro BpeMeHH.

K emp. 18

a wagon train — KapaBaH MOBO30K, 3aNpAxKeHHbIX JIOMabMH HM BO-

JiamMu (cp Hw2Ke ox-and-horse train); Tak KOMOHHCTLI WMH c BocToKa

AMepHkKN Ha 3amay
the Sierras=Sierra Nevada — Cpeppa-Hesaga, ropHaa web, wacTb

Beluuahueh B MHpe ropHoH cucTembl Kopynabep, npoTaHysulelica Ha

ganane CesepHo uv lOxHok Amepuxu
the Golden Gate — 3o0noTnle BopoTa; poms, oTMenmiomu 3anuB

CaH-@paHuHcKo OT Tuxoro oKeaHa
who plodded and fought or worried the whole long hard way —

KOTOPBIM c SouIbILIHM TPpyHOM Mpeofoviel BeCh STOT ZONTHH, TpPyAHBI,
MIpephiBaeMbIM cpaxKeHHAMH MyTb BMeCTe C MeAJICHHO ABMIKYINHMCA Kapa-

BaHOM BOJIOBbHX ynpsxKexk... Beipaxenue to make one’s way (through

Mu 7.0.) MomyckaeT oueHb serkylO M cBOOOAHy0 3aMeHY KOMMOHEHTAa

make npaKtTuyeckn mO6bIM riarovioM.
Sacramento — CakpamMeHTo, aNMMHMCTpaTuBHEI weHtTp wirata Kaam-

(bopHua; ocHoBaH B 1848 r.; k 1850 r., mMocne OTKPBITHA B OKDeCTHO-

CTAX MECTOPORJCHHA 30J0TA, MAJIG@HbKAA KOJIOHHA MOMeHTAJIbHO paspoc-

jlach Zo roponza B 10 THCcAY YeNOBeK.

K cmp. 19

Of the first = Of the first house we lived in
Second Street — Bo MHorux aAaMePHKaHCKHX Tropowax MNpoMOJbHbIE

YIHUL O6o3HayaioTcA wNdpamw, a nomepewnpre — OyKkBamMu aJiaButa
(cp. Hwxe H Street —ctp. 22; K Street — ctp. 28

vaquero — MecTHoe (B KasucbopHun) HasBanHve 21a KOBOOeB, KOHHBIX

TIOTOHINMMKOB CKOTA, OXOTHHKOB 3a QHKHMH JOWAabMu

the American River — AmepuxdH-pupep sp KanutbopHHu siajaeT B

pexy CaxpamMeuto y r. CakpaMeHTo.

to girl (pas2z.) — BomounTeca, yXaKHBaTb

gold sfrikes — oTKpEITHe MeCTOPOMMEHHA 3O0N0TA

the Range — 30. Cxanuctpie ropbi

K cmp. 20

gimme = give me
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II MY SAVAGE STAGE

K cmp 22

"way = away

K cmp. 23

mud-hen — amMepnkanckasd nTHua H3 CemelicTBa KYypomaToK

my savage stage, which a kid has to claw and club his own way
through — 9To ObIlula 5noxa Moe HeWHBHIH30BaHHOH XKH3HH, Yepes KOTO-

pylo peOeHoK OumKeH NpoxpaTpca cam, 3y6amMu HW HOrTAMH

K cmp. 24

ye (Quan ) = you

I dunno = I don’t know

K cmp. 25

yea = yes

the ABC class — HavabHbili NpHroTOBHTeIbHbIM KMaCc, Te H3YUalOT
anaBHT, Havalia PpaMOTb! HM apH*MeTUKH

naw = no

keeps us down on the flat — He RaeT HaM NORHATS FOJOBLI

K cmp. 26

Riverside Drive — 30. naGepexuaa

Ill. A MISERABLE, MERRY CHRISTMAS

K cmp 29

was “going with” another girl (pasze.) — «apyxus c Apyro jeBou-

KOH

1V. A BOY ON HORSEBACK

K cmp 84

saddle-horn — BLITAHYTaA 4waCTb MepeqHeH myKu ceQa, Ha KOTOPON

O6bINHO KpeMHTCA BepeBKa HH acco KoBOOA

Comanches [kou’ment$iz] — KomMaH4w; OJNO H3 TaaBHbIX TMJIeMeH
Huetues mpepHi Ceseppo AMepukn, oka3apuiee HaHOoslee CHAbHOe Co-

MpOTHBJeHHe 3aBOeBaTeAM

tops —- KapTowHaa urpa .

there was some gambling in them — oHH HOCAT a3aPTHBIH Xapak-

Tep

K emp. 85

Main Street (amnep.) — Tloq BauanveM w3BecTHOTO OHOMMeHHOrO

pomMana CuuKnepa Jibiouca («[naBuaa ysuua», 1920 r.) cmopocoueTanHe
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Main Street (o6smHo 3armaBHEie GyKBbI) CTAaHOBHTCA CHMBOJIOM MIpoBHH-

WMaNbHOrO aMepHKaHCKOrO ropowKa M BCeH NpOBHHUMaIbHOH MenKOOyp-
*Kya3sHoK AMepHKH B WeJIOM, CHMBOJIOM MpOBHHI{HaJIbHOrO MeIaHCTBa ¢

ero JIMILeMepHeM, OFpaHHUeHHOCTbIO HW HeTepmHMocTsio (cp. Hamp. the

Main Street theme).

K cmp. 38

Richard the Lion-hearted — auraulicxui xopomb Puuapgz I, no
mposBamyy Jispunoe Cepaue (1157-1199). Tunuunn cpeqHesexoBblit pur-
Wapb-aBaHTIOPHCT, Bellu GecipepbiBHEle, yyKABIe uNTepecam AHrsMu
pon, Puuapa I Tem we MeHee MpefcTapmeH B JIMTepaTypHOH H Kyvib-
TYPHOH Tpaguuuu ANTMH Kak OWeHb POMaHTH4HaR urypa, CHMBON aHruni-
cKOro pbilapcTsa.

Byron — Batipon, Jixopmx Hoan Topgon (1788-1824), mopy; 3a-

MedaT@JIbHBIH AHIVIMMCKHA ModT, BHAHEHWMH NpeACTABHTeNb PeBOJIIOWMOH-

HOrO POMA@HTH3Ma; AKTHBHBIH YUACTHHK HallMOHaJIbHO-OCcBOOOsUTeAbHOrO
wemKeHua B Tpenun

Dream people — 30. miogu, O KOTOPEIX A rpesun
Saracens [’serasonz] —- Boo6paxan ce6a ppmiapem, JlsHHM ecTecT-

BeHHO HM@JI B KauecTBe CBOHX BparoB capalluH — TaK Ha3bIBaJIM B Cpel-

Hue Beka apa6oB, 4 NOTOM H BCeX MYCYJIbMaH, C KOTOPBIMM BoOeBaIu
pbiljapu-xXpucTHaHe.

trestle-walker — Jina Jlsuum ctopox Ha MOCTY B NepBylo ovepedb
MHTepeceH Kak xpaOpbId ueOBeK, KOTOPBIM XOZUT No MOCTY, re HeT

cnvioWmHoro HacTHIa.

how he could walk so fast on the trestle, having no planks to go
on — KaK OH MOr Tak OBICTPO XOZHTb No Linamam MKeesHOOpoxHoro
mocTa, re HeT CNJOWHOrO HaCTHa

K emp. 89

walk ’em = walk them
I ain’t got = I haven’t got

prospectin’ = prospecting

him and me = he and I

K cmp. 40

said something about “easy does it” — cKasa 4TO-TO Bpose

«apa nomerue»

K cmp. 41

hoss (Quaz.) = horse

K emp. 42

truckematt — 30. JIOMOBOH H3BO34UHK

K cmp. 48

a throw (pas2.) — «Kak OTIaTb»
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V. THE SPORTING AGE

K cmp. 44

fair grounds — sapmapounoe nove (Nome, roe ycTpanBaerca sapmap-

ka); cp. sports ground u gp.

bade me again to “sneak” (casx2z) — cHoBa ompocuaH MeHA

«CMBITbCA»

Ah, leave him be. — Ilyern ocraertca.

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.) — mpHBbIKIH KO MHe

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

to break — 30. c6usatbcn

I lay ’way back on the small of my back — a otTkuHyaca Ha

CNHHY HACKOJIbKO MOF

stubby — 30. packawuBaiomlanca, HeyKmOKaa, «pasBanuctad»

K cmp. 46

paddock (cnopm.) — oropomeHHoe MecTO Ha uMmnogxpome, me cer-
Naot WM MporyMBaioT Jomagzeh nepex 3ae320M

stretch (cnopm ) — mo6ohi m3 ABYX MpAMBIX yuacTKOB GeroBol

OPOKKH (B OTMUHe OT NoBopoTos); home stretch—nocneguaa (HIM 6nMxK-

HAA) NpamMand unuwa (MexKTY MoCceqHYM NOBOPpOTOM HM (HHHUIeM);

back stretch — panbHad npamaa (HanpoTHB mocmenHei, OHxKHel,

1p AMO#)

betting-ring (amep casxz) — ToTaNM3aTOp: MOMeLLeHHe HH MeCTO

Ha MMMORpome, rye Wewarcs cTaBKH Ha Jlollanzel, yaacTByloulux B Ge-

raX HM CK@4Kax, HM BbINayHBaloTCA BbIMTpHILM

wire (cnopm.) — neHTouxa (mpoBomoKa) QHHHINa Ha cKauKaXx

K cmp. 47

when we get ours — Korga MbI Nomyuaem cBoe (TO, 4TO HaM MpH-

4WHTaeTCA)

“meet” (cnopm.) — cocTa3saHue, copeBHoBaHue

K cmp. 48

on the outside of the first turn (cnopm.) — 3a neppbim noBepoToM

back stretch — Cm. kom. x cTp. 46.

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

the home stretch — Cm. kom. xk cTp. 46.

ruck (cnopm.) — rpynna stowage, otcrapiuiad oT muyepa cKauKH,
ocTaBllasaca «3a diarom»

...only Smoke had him inside against the rail and he couldn’t get

through. And when he moved out to go around... — ... Ho Cmox npmxan

ero K BHYTPeHHeM cTOpoOHe MOpoRKH M He Tas eMy BbIPABHATECA (BbIp-

BaTbca Brepex). A Korgqa OH BEHIPBaCH Ha ToBOpoTe...
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hostler — rpymM; 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.) — paccbiJIbHbI B 3aKOHOJaTebHOM coOpaHHH

K cmp. 55

the Legislature — SaxouogatembHoe coOpaune wirata (BbICIIMH 3aKo-

HOMATeIbHbIM OpraH wrtata). Tloqo6Ho Kourpeccy (epic 3aKono,aTeb-

HbIM OpraH CTpaHbl) SakOHORaTebHbIe CcOOpaHuA sBceX WITaTOB (Kpome

HeOpacku) cocToaT 43 HWKHeH NalaTbl WIM Maat npeactasutene (the

House of Representatives umm the House) u BepxHeH nanatTel unm ceHata

(the Senate).

K cmp. 56

legislator — uneH 3akOHO,aTebHOrO cOo6paHuAa

sergeant-at-arms — NapJIaMeHTCKHH IIpHcTaB: JHWO, OTBeYaIOINee 3a

HCNOHEHHE PaCNOPAXKeHHA NalaT 3AKOHOMATeMbHbIX yupexTennh

pageship — JOKHOCTb PaCCblIbHoro B 3aKOHOMaTebHOM cOOpaHnH

you'll get left — te6a He BO3bMYyT

his “member” (czs4#2) — ero «napeHb» (Te. MoKkpoBHTesmb)

the Republican railroad crowd — xene3HozopoxHbe BOPOTHIDbI

(CHeKYIAHTH!) H3 pecny6muKaHeB

Republican — wien pecny6muKkaHckoH mapTHH — o2HOH us ZBYX

nmapTu MoHonosmucTHyecKoro Kanutana CIA, maptun «6ombmoro 6n3-

Heca»

Democratic railroad gang — >KenesHOROpOKHble Aesbubl H3 DeMOKpa-
Tos. JlemMokpaTHyeckad napTHa — BTopand MmapTua MoHOMOMMCTHYeCKOrO

Kanutana B CIUA. Xora gemoxparuyeckad NapTua HW MbITAaeTCA CcOsLaTb
BIeqaTJIeHHe, UTO OHA ABJAeTCA NapTHeh «MeHBbUErO 31a», OHA NO cymecT-

BY H€ MMe€eT TIPHHUANHANIbHEIX NOJIHTHYCCKHX passIM4HH c pecny6mukan-

CKoH napTHel: M Ta M Apyraa OMMHAKOBO CJIyMaT HHTepecaM MOHONOJIHC-

THYECKOrO KanuTala WU MpeNATCTByIOT CO3ZaHuIO TpeTbe MapTHM, KOTO-

pad mMorga Obl ABHTbCA BbIPasHTeNeM HHTepecoB pabouux H epmMepoB

chiken-feed (amep casne) — 4eNyxXa, epyHya, MeO¥b

K cmp. 57

with a formal front — c co6mo02eHvem BHEWHUX NpHaMInh, POpMadJb-

HO (BHeWIHe) MO BCeM NpaBHwaM

to be on the floor — 30. 65ITb pH ECMOMHeHHH Cy KeOHHIX 06234aH-

HocTeH, Te%KYPHTb

back of the rail — y camoro 6apbepa, B nepBoM pagy Aaa ny6unKu
(Ha 3aCce€fMaHHA SaKOHOZATeIbHEIX COOpaHHit Ha CNellHalbHO OTBeeCHHEIC

Wiad STOTO MecTa JonyckaeTca my6uKa)
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K cmp. 58

aside from the legislation under consideration — nesapucumo oT

xapakTepa oOcyxfaembix Bompocos

lobbyist — no66ucT. npezcTaBHTeIb UNH areHT Kakoli-nH60 uacTHOH

WIM O6WeCTBEHHOM opraHH3sauau B cTomuue CIA uau cromue wrata
JIA CBASH C 3aKOHOATeJbHbIMH M MpaBHTeIbCTBeHHbIMH OpraHamu CDIA

WIM witatTa. 3agaua No66ucToB BoO3zelCTBOBATh Ha 3aKOHORATeJIbHbIC H
AMMMHMCTpaTMBHble OpraHbl QA Toro, uToOn AoG6uTEcA MpwHATHA UH

OTKJIOHEHUA TEX HJIM MHbIX SAKOHOAaTeIbHBIX H ANMHHUCTPATHBHBIX AKTOB,

B UWHTepecaX MpeACTaBIAeMBIX MMH JIMIL WIM opranu3aunh Hanuqe

TaKHX MNOCTOAHHBIX MpescTaBuTesel — XapaKkTepHaa vepTa NowMTHYeCKOL

«HSH AMepHKUH (B OJHOM BaluwHrToHe HaCUuNTHIBaIOTCH COTHH m066nCc-

ToB). Ilo HaATHCKOM OOWeECTBEHHOTO MHECHHA eNaica pA PopMadJbHEIX
HW GesyCneuwiHbIX NOMBITOK OFpaHH4HTh AeEATebHOCTb STUX «rpynn aBue-

HHA».

on the third reading — nocne TpeTbero uTeHuA; cormacHo MpHHATOH

Mmpoueslype 3AKOHONMpOeKT TPH ALI OOcyKMAeTCA NanaToH mpexcTaBuTesed,

npex fe ueM OH MepemaeTcA Ha yTBepxgeHHe B CeHaT

K emp. 59

allee = all the

allee samee = all ihe same

clook = crook

Peys A-XyKa HOCHT CneabI cneluduyecKu KuTalickoro aKUeHTAa:

accuMuaauua [0,(] B [1] mepeg [l]; samena 3Byxa [r] sByKom []].
Hiram Johnson — J>xoucou, Xupam Yoppen (1866-1945); amepu-

K@HCKHH NOJIMTMUeCKHH feaTenb, cenatop (1917-1945). [[Baxgn u36n-

panca ryG6epHatopom wuitata KanudopxHua, MHOro clean Qa Toro, 4TO-

6b CAOMHTbh NOJHTHYECKYIO BACT KeMeSHOMOPOKHEIX MarHaToB B KaJu-

(bopHuM, npoBen werk pag pedopm. TlosqHee ApH u30NANMOHKCT,
aKTHBHO 6opouca mpoTuB yuacrun AMepHKH B Mex] YHapOoHBIX opraHH-

3allHAX, B YACTHOCTH NpoOTHB Mogznucanua AmepuKoH Ycrapa Opranusa-
uuu O6bemuHennpix Haul.

K cmp. 60

a reform Governor — 30. ry6epHaTop, npoBoyamuk pedopmbi
United States Senator — Cenatop, unmen Bepxuei nanater Kon-

rpecca CIA — Cenata (tbopmanbuo mpexcTaBsmiomero HHTepechl OTEIb-
HbIX WiTaToB). Kaxyzbi wiTaT nocbiiaer B Kounrpecc AByX ceHaTOpos.

VII. THE NEELY FARM

K cmp. 61

cayuse [{’kar(j)u:s] (amep. Ouaa.) — MecTHaA Tlomyqukan unAelicKan

AOWA Nb; MO-BHZMMOMY, CJIOBO B3ATO M3 MHJeHCKOrO ASbIKa

to find oneself (amep.) — o6pectu ce6a, HaliTa cBoH cmocoOHocTH
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K cmp. 62

What for you come catchem eat here? — Thi 3a4em xouelllb MpHesmaTb

ecTbh cloma? O (boneTHueckHx oco6eHHocTAax peun A-XykKa cm Bpille

ipHmMevayne K cTp 59 OrgenbHble HCKaKeHHA, 3ATPYAHAIONLMe MOHHMA-

HHe NPHBOJATCA HHKe’

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

look-see—nocmMoTpeTb

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

ramento. .
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 li = All right
lice = rice

K cmp. 64

New England -- Hosan Auras; cepepo-Bocrounaa uactp CIA, p
KoTopyro BxogaT 6 witatoB. Moy, Hopto-lemnmup, Bepmout, Maccauy-

cetc, Pon-Atimeua, KonHexkTukyT.

Vl. A PRINCE AND A COWBOY

K emp 68

China no lost. Fool boy lost, yes, but China all Ji. — Kurai He
noTepsvica Tnynbii Masibu“k pactTepavzica, a c Kutaem sce B nmopsyzKe

K cmp. 69

to single-foot — uaTH HHOXOgbIO (0 JoWwagzn)

My horse is about in. — Mos mowayb nouTH 3arHana.

K cmp. 70

week-end — 9To cuoBso BxozuT B o6uxoy B AHTMM B KoHUe XIX B

(OxctbopackHi TOMKOBbIA CNOBapb perHcTpupyeT ero nepBoe ynotpebe-
Hue 1879 royzom), H NOSTOMy OHO eCTeCTBEHHO H€3HAKOMO aMePpHKaHCKO-
MY M@JIbUHKY TOTO BP@M@HH HM KaxKeTCA EMyY TAKHM 2Ke CTPAHHbIM, Kak

MH MHOrHe pyre ciloBa, KOTOPble TaK «NO-aHrJIMHCKM»> IPOH3HOCHT KOB-

6oH — ypoxeney Anranuu, npuexasuini B Amepuxy 10 ser Hasaz.

K cmp. 72

Scott — Banptep Cxorr (1771-1832), Brmaiomulica anraniickni
NHCATeIb HK MOST, CO3aTeIb 2KaHpa UCTOpHyecKorO poMaHa; oOKa3aJ

OrpOMHOe BIMAHMe HA TBOPYeCTBO NMOCMeAyIOULMX MucaTenen.

a younger son — Ilo aurauiickomMy mpaBy HaceqoBaHHA M THTYJ

HM COCTOAHHE NepeXoAAT K CTApWeMYy CBIHY; MJlaqWMe CHIHOBbA 3HATHOTO

pofa WOJKHbI CaMH HCKaTb ceOe «MeCTa NOX COHIEM»; MpHKJIOUCHHA H

SOK IIOUCHHA MJAUIMX CbIHOBeH — CIOKCT MHOTHX POM@HOB.
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K emp. 73

ranchman — 30. mpHeMuLuK cKOTAa

K cmp. 74

to prime up — 30. yxXa.KHBaTb 3a CKOTOM (NOMTb H KOPMHTb)

chaps = Chaparajos [,t{a pa:’ra:hous] (amep ucn.)— KomxanHble «no-
JIYIITAHEI>, TOKPbIBAIOMHe HOFH OT CTYMHH Mo Genpa, koTopble KoBOoH

Sanaga HOCAT noBpepX OOBIUHEIX, 4TOOb! mpeOXpaHHTb HX OT KOJIIOUNX

KyCTapHHKOB npepuit

Come again — 30. Hy-xa o6bacun eme (pasox)
to do brown (pase )— Jenatb uTo-nH60 OCHOBaTebHO

K cmp. 76

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. Sto Tak *%e NpuyKpawieno (kM3Hb KOBOOeB TaK xe
paspeKaMHpoBaHa), KaK H TO, YTO XOPOWWO, MO, G6bITh JOPAOM HH

CBIHOM siopga. Cp. Hume. If being a prince isn’t what it’s cracked up
to be. Ecam 6plrb NpHHueM BOBCe He TAK XOPOWO, Kak 06 STOM TroBo-

AT...

the Black Prince in the Middle Ages — Uepnem npuxn (1330-1376),

CHIH aHrwMcKoro Kopoma Oyyapna II]; mpospanH Tak 3-34 yepHorO
WBeTa ero BOHHCKHX JOCMeXoB.

IX. I GET RELIGION

K cmp. 77

to “ring them in on that” (casnz2) — u ux KaK-HMOyAb MpOTauHTb
Tyfa; to ring in (casH2) — MOZMeHHTb OOMAHHbIM NYTeM

to take in (amep. Quaa.) — HauMHaTECA (0 3aHATHAX B IWIKOJe,

WepKOBHOH cJ1y2K6e)

K cmp. 78

Wall (woma. u dua. anes.) = Well
red — rHegzou (o Noman)

K emp. 82

off coloured — 30. pagHomacTHBie; HenoxxoZameh MacTH

K cmp. 838

is laid out in squares — ...pa36HT Ha NPAMOYrObHHKH

K cmp. 85

to hung over — BHUMaTeIbHO H 3a60TMHBO ceguTb (3a OoubHbIM);
«He OTXOLUTh»
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X. I BECOME A HERO, SAVE A LIFE

K cmp. 88

Paul Revere — Tlons Pusep (1735-1818), 2xutenb r. Boctona, pes-

4uuK lo cepe6py HW rpaBep; aKTHBHBIM yuaCTHHK BOMHbI 3a He3aBHCHMOCTb

(1775-83). Mma ero cTamo sereHwapHbim B AmMepuke B cBA3H C CO6EI-

THAMH B HOUb Ha 18 anpena 1775 r., Kornga Tlomb Pupep pepxom ua

momaiv mpuckakan sp JlexcuHrron u Koniope, uToOh mpenynpexAtp

MKUTeNeCH O BLICTYNJICHHHM aHrIMMcKHX commaT XOTA BMeCTe C HUM BBIe-

xaJH euje ZBoe, uma Ilona Pupepa oka3am0cb CBA3aHHBIM C STHM COGBI-

THEM, KOTOPOe CUMTACTCA HauasIOM BOMHbI 3a HesaBHcuMocTh AmepuKuH,

OQUCBHAHO B STOM ChIrpasla CBOIO PpO/lb NodMa BeNHKOrO aMepukKaHcKoro

nosta Jlourdemi0 — Paul Revere’s Ride u3 uuKsa «Paccka3bl npHazopox-

HOH TOCTHHHUBI».

pony express rider — BepxoBoH kypbep

K cmp. 90

lost lamb or sheep (6u62.) — 3a6nynqmaa oBua

Wasser maller you? = What’s the matter with you? — Urto te6e

HY2KHOP

K cmp. 92

to be down on (pase ) — Hefomo6uBaTb, MIOXO OTHOCHTECA

K cmp. 98

to cut out — OTeNHTb OT cTaja

roping — nepeTaruBanue Ha KaHate (urpa)

XI. I GET A COLT TO BREAK IN

K cmp. 97

broncho-buster — o6be3q4uuK QuKux JoMagel; to bust (amep. czan2) —

o6pesKaTh Jomanelk

K emp. 98

You are wriggling now. — Ceiuac Th 1yBcTByellb ce6A HeYBeEPeHHO.
centaur — KeHTaBp’ B jpeBHerpeyecKoH Muonoruu sereHzapHoe

CyU,eCTBO C KOHCKHM TYJIOBHIeM H 4eIOBeYeCKOH rovlOBOH HM rpy Io

K cmp. 100

gal (Oua2.) = girl

K emp. 101

Think you’re hell, don’t you? (casxe) — Tymaeuib, 4TO TH 4TO-HH-
6yQb ocoGeHHoe u3 ce6a NpescTaBAelib?
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K cmp. 102

later Mrs. Thompson-Seton — Spuect Cetou-Tomncon (1860-1946),

KaHaJCKHH NMCaTeIb MH XYMOMKHUK, ABTOP 3aMeUaTEbHEIX peaMcTHMuec-

KHX TIPOHSBeTeHHH O X%KH3HH XKMBOTHBIX Ero »xxeHa Tpelic npxHumana

6omblce yuacTHe B MHTepaTypHOH oOpadorKe u odopmaenuM ero pac-

CKa30B.

K emp. 1038

Old Guard = the Old Guard of Napoleon

XII. I BECOME A DRUNKARD

K emp. 105

meadow-lark — mo6aa H3 aMepHkaHCKAX NTH CeMelCTBa CKBOPLOB

K cmp. 107

horsy — cTpacTHo yBuleKalouluiica, 3aHHMalONHicA JloWwagybMH

caught the horseback fever (upon ) — 3apasuaacb STOH OovesHbtI0

(cTpacTHLIM yBueyeHHemM BepxoBoH e30h)

the bridge-tender-prospector — cropox Ha MOCTY, OH Ke 30JIOTOHC-

KaT@JIb

K cmp. 108

Him no sabee = He is not more sober — On ne noymHeu.

K cmp. 110

feller (Ouas.) = fellow

to bring (take) smb down a peg — cOntTb cnecb c koro-1H60

K emp. 111

’fessed == confessed

K emp. 112

...but it’s tough to see young men setting out on the down grade

to hell that way. — ...TaKeIO BHJeTh, Kak STH MOVIOAbIC JMOZH BOT

TaKHM o6pa3om KATATCH BHH3 MO HaKJIOHHOM MMOCKOCTH.

XI. NAPOLEON

K cmp. 113

barkeep (coxp.) == barkeeper '
to drink one another down — «nepenutp» (Te. BHINHTD Oospie)

K emp 114

he did not “go straight up in the air’? — 30. oH He cTan TyT «xe
CepHHTbCA; Up — YCHJIHTebHOE CJIOBO
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the Count of Monte Cristo — rpahb Moute-Kpncto, repo# ofHo-
HMe€HHOrO pomaHa Amexcangpa [roma

K emp. 115

running muscles — mMbIuMbI, KoTOpbie padoTaloT mpu Gere

dodging muscles — mbIWINbI, KoTOpbie paOoTaioT Torga, Korga cnopr-
CMeH JlemaeT OOMAHHbIC JBWKeHHA, PUHTbI

K emp. 116

Tom Brown at Rugby — Peub uger 06 o4eHb H3BecTHOoM B AHTWIHH
u Amepuwke pomaHe aurauitcxoro nucatena Tomaca Xpro «I [Ikonpune 2HH
Toma Bpayua» (Thomas Hughes Tom Brown’s School Days, 1857), B Ko-

TOPOM OMNHCHIBAeTCH %KH3Hb LWIKOJIBHHKA B H3BECTHOH aHTMHCKOH 3aKDpbI-

TOH WkKoe JJIA M@IbYHKOB Br. Par6én.

fagging system — B XIX Bexe B 3aKDPHITHIX WKOMAaX DIA MabuMKOB
OOA3aTeMbHOe OKA3aHHe MJlaQUIMMM WKOJIbHUKAaMH YCJIYF CTaplwHM yueHH-

KaM 6bINIO CHCTeMOH, KOTOPyIO B OOIbIMHCTBe cyyaeB npusHaBano (a

HHOra HM BOSTWaBJIAJIO) WIKONbHOe HayanecTBoO. Pomau ¢«lkombubie THM

Toma BpayHa» oveHb HaraagHoO moKa3piBaeT, ITO MpelcTaBAAna cobon

ata cucrema. B HacTroasmjee Bpema fagging system B wkonax Auraun

mu60 yHHUTOKeHa BOBCe, HOO H3MeHeHa NO Hey3HaBaeMOCTH.

XIV. ALL THROUGH WITH HEROISM

K cmp. 118

Bob Ingersoll — PoSept Vpuu Wurepcomn (1833-1899), ussectuerit

aMe€PHKAHCKAH OpaTOp HM NOJHTHYeCKHH TeaTewb, 1OpHcT No O6pas0BaHH.

Ero peskue, OnecTailve BRICTYNIe€HHA C KPHTHKOH OCHOBHEIX JOrMaTOB

6u6nuu, XpHCTHaHCTBa M WeEPKBH TPHHEeCJIH eMY 3aCJIYXKEHHYIO ClaBy, HO

TOMelavIH CU@laTh NOMHTH4VeCKYyIO Kapbepy.

K cmp. 119

off’n (amep. Quaa.) = off from
we were a sight and a sound — 30 uy 4 BHa 2xKe y Hac Onl
I don’t know whether the sight and the sound of us did it... — A

He 3Hal0, TO JH Halll BUX, TO JIM WYM, KOTOPBIM MbI YCTPOMJN...

K cmp. 120

Herbert Spencer — Tep6epr Cnencep (1820-1903), auramacku Oyp-
KyasHAh unocop WM colwomor, OJMH M3 OCHOBaTeIek MNMOSHTHBH3Ma,

anovloreT KaNuTamucTHYecKoro OOnLeCcTBa; BHAHbIM MpeACTaBHTeb opra-

HMYeCKOH UIKONBI B couMOmorHH (nepeHocuy OHMomorHyecKoe yueHHe O

GoppGe 3a CymecTBOBaHHe Ha HCTOPHIO yeNOBeveCTBAa).
Darwin — Uapas Jlapsun (1809-1882), semmku anrauackui ecte-

CTBOMCHLITAT@Ib, CO3JaTeNb SBOJIOUMOHHOH TeOPHH pasBHTUA opraHnuuec-

KOTO MHpa
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K emp. 121

bunker (casx2) — nycTo3BoH, mycTomens, nosep; cp. bunk (bunkum)

K cmp. 122

West Point — Bect-Tloftut, soewuan axanemua CIUA 8s wrate
Hp1o-Mopx

XV. PRFPARING FOR COLLEGE

K cmp. 124

Berkeley — Bepkam, ropog 8 3anaqHoH KanudopHuu, OYeHb XHBO-

MHCHO paCNOwOKeHHEIH Ha BOCTOUHOM Gepery 3anuBa CaH-®paHuMcKo

(K ceBepo-BocToKky oT ropoga CaH-®panuucxo) B Bepksau naxogutca
uacTh KamudopHulickoro yHuBepcuteta (yyeOuble 3aBeeHHA, COCTABJIAIO~

mue KanudopHHlickul yHuBepcHTeT, HaXOJATCA Tak»xKe B ropomax Cax-

@panuncko, Jloc-Auxenoc, CakKpameHTo)

K cmp. 125

metaphysics — 30. dunocodua

K cmp. 126

Oxford = Oxford University — 3HamenutTbih Oxcdopyckui yHupep-
cuteT; cTapefiuui B Aurmum (ocnopaH B 1163 r), HaxoguTca Br. Oxc-
dopz, rpabctso Oxccopmuup (oro-socrounaa Axraus)

Cambridge == Cambridge University — Kem6pnugxckui yHuBepcuter,
BTOpOH 3HaMeHHTLIN yHuBepcuter Auraun, ocHopaH B XIII Bexe; Haxo-
qutca B r. Kem6puax, rpadcrso Kem6puyxump (ioro-socrounaa Auras)

K cmp. 127

Robert Owen — PoGept Oysu (1771-1858), Benuxuh anrauiickait
COMHANHCT-YTONUCT, ODMH H3 NpeUWIeCTBeHHAKOB HayyHoro COuMalu3Ma

XVI. I GO TO COLLEGE

K cmp. 180

The University of California was a young ... institution — Kaan-
dbopHulickul yHupepcuter ocHoBaH B 1868 roy.

villa community — 30. ropog, cocTosmHH B OCHOBHOM H3 OCO6HA-

KOB 3aropoyHoro THINa

The American is molded to type early. — B Amepuxe Bce oueHb
paHO CKNabIBaeTCA B ONpeAeeHHbIA THM.

K cmp. 131

an Athens — J[pesnerpeueckuit ropog Adbunbi cTaa CHMBOJIOM LeHT-
pa Hayku H KyJbTypbl; cp. Boston has often been called the Athens of
America (Hefamexo oT Boctoua pacnonoxken Kpynuelmun Bp CILIA Tap-
BapdCKHH yYHuBepcuter).
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New Haven — Hpiw-Xefinen, ropol s wirate KOoHHeKTHKyT, rge
nomemaetca WMenpcexui yHuBepcuTeT, OJMH 43 cTapeHMx yHuBepcuTeTos
Amepnku

Yale undergraduate — ctyzent Menpcxoro yuusepcutera

K cmp. 182

old Father Burchard — ouesuguo Bypxapa (1059-1088), repmancxult
emuckon Tasb6eplitayqcKWH, MOGeMOHOCHO CpaKaBUIHCA MpOTHB sA3bIU-

HHKOB

Rome — Pum 3ecbh BBICTyNaeT KaK CHMBOJ PHMCKO-KaTOMHUeCKOH

IlepK BH.

Hegelian metaphysics — rerembaHcTBO; MeamucTHYecKoe dunocod-
cKoe TeveHve, BOCXOZAuLee K unocopun Bunprempma Terena (1770-1831),
KpynmHehuero MpeACcTaBHTesiA HEMeWKOH MeamHcTHYecKOH dunocopun

K cmp. 184

damped — 30. npHHHxKaJ

K cmp. 186

hard-ups — 30. HyxjatollMeca CTyeHTHI; cp. np. hard-up
hands (xapm.) — kapTbl, KOTOpble HrpoK NowlyyaeT B Hayane urph

IpH pa3qaue, KapTbl B pykKax urpoKa

better hand — urpox, y KoToporo y4ulMe KapTbI

XVII. I BECOME A STUDENT

K emp. 188

cinch (cmyden4. casne) — merku Kypc, 3aqanHe

K cmp. 189

American constitutional history — uctopua co3qaHua amepuKaH-

CKOH KOHCTHTYUHH

Beard — Uapap3s Octrun Bupy (1874-1948), amepuxanckuh 6ypxya3-
HbIM YYeHBIM; BiepBhle B AMepHKaHCKOH G6ypxyasHOH McTOpHorpaduu

NONMITAICA MOKa3aTb 9KOHOMHMYecKHe OCHOBHI nomuTHKH CITA. Havas Kak

payukaJl H MO-Beprinuch 3a STO peskoH KpHTHKe cupaBa, Bupa, ofHaKo,

K KOHILY CBOCH 2KH3HH CTaJl HJeCHHBIM OpyKeHOCHeM Hav6ouee peakUHOH-

HBIX H arpeCCHBHEIX, mpodaliucrcKHx Kpyros AmepuKu.

K cmp. 140

Einstein — Ann6ept Siumrefin (1879-1955), onwH “3 KpynHelmux
COBPEMeCHHHIX CPUSUKOB-TEOPeTHKOB, CO3LaTeIb TEOPHH OTHOCHTEJIBHOCTH

K emp. 141

Moses — Bepuapy Mosec (1846-1930), amepuKancKui McTOpHK; pa-

60oTan B KanuopHHnckoM yHHBepcHTeTe, CNeUMAIM3MpOBaJICA B O6sMacTu
KOJIOHHaJIbHOH nowuTuKH B FOxHOK Amepnke.
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Howison — J>Kopaa Xonmc Xosucon (1834-1916), amepuxauckuh

dbusnoco-HeanucT, MpOTMBHHK MOHH3Ma; NpenofaBasl B page yHMBepCH-

tetos Amepuku, c 1884 r.—ruaBa dunocopeKoro daxyuteta B Kanudope
HHHCKOM YHHBepcHTeTe

K cmp. 142

I had got the religion of scholarship and science — 2 noxaousaca

(cBATO BepHd) O6paso0BaHHIo M HayKe

XVII. BERLIN: PHILOSOPHY AND MUSIC

K emp. 148

Millet — )Kau Dpaucya Mune (1814-1875), d@pannyscKkué xuBonn-

Cell-peaIHCT; MHCaJl KAPTHHBI, NOCBAWCHHLIG %KH3HU KPeCTbAH.

K cmp. 144

Tiergarten (Hem.) — 300n0rH4eCKHH cax

K cmp. 145

Fach (nem.) — oTpacib, O6macTb (HaykKM HIM uCKyccTBa): MpenzMer

(o6y4eHus)

K cmp. 146

Ph. D. (Hem.) = Philosophie Doktorat — yuenaa creneHb noKTopa
cbulocomuH

Latin document — 30. fokymeHT (cBHyeTebCTBO), HaNHCaHHBIh Ha

JATHHCKOM SABBIKe

XIX. HEIDELBERG: THERE IS NO ETHICS

K cmp. 148

Heidelberg — Tefigemb6epr; ropoa nua toro-3anaze Tepmanuu (8
Bagene), rie Haxogutca cTapeliwHi yHusepcntet ctpaun (c 1386 r.)

Black Forest — Isapuspanbaz, ropHeti maccus B loro-3sanaguon Tep-
MaHHM, B BepXHeM TeyeHHH peku Pelin, mexyy pexoH Hexxep u rpauh-

ne co [lpetuapuer

Kuno Fischer — Kyo ®umep (1824-1907), Hemeuxuit tbusnocop-uzea-
muct, nmocnegopatemb HW. @uxte u B. Terenas. Uasecres Kak aptop
MHoroTtomHok «McTopuu HoBOH dusmocoduny.

K emp. 149

on the dot (amvep.) — copepmieHHO TOUHO B YCTAaHOBJeHHOe BpeMA

Herr Geheimrat, wie kommt es dass Sie so schén deutsch spre-
chen? (xem.) — Tocnonun (TavHbli) COBeETHUK, 4M OObACHHTb TO, 4TO

Bb CTONb BeMHKOJIENHO TOBOpuTe MO-HeMeIL KH?

Goethe — Moranu Bonpdraur Tere (1749-1832), pemmuanummi Hemer-
KHH NlOST HW MBICJIATeJIb
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K cmp. 150

Wiesbaden — Buc6ayeu, ropox B 3anagHok Tepmanuu Ha pexe Peitu

the Schloss (xem.) —- 3amMoK; 30. Ha3BaHHe Kade
Hart Teufel (xem ) — «Crpauun Jpasom

K cmp. 151

the Schleprer — ot raarona to schlepp (am. casne) — Tamutsca,

BOJOUMTECA, OYKCHpoBaTb (cp. Hem schleppen)

K emp. 158

“It isn’t done”®. — «Tak He yenator».

XX. MUNICH: THERE ARE NO ARTISTS

K emp. 155

(the) Pinakothek (xem.) — kapruHHaa ranepex

Lenbach — ®panu Jlen6ax (1836-1904), Hemeuxuit xuBonMcel-nopT-

peruct B cBouxX NopTperax, HCNONHEHHBIX C 60JIbIUMM TeXHHYECKHM Ma-

cTepctTBom, JleH6ax cocpezoTounBadl BHAMaHHe Ha nepemaye xapaKTepHEIX

yepT muua. JlyamMe ero pa6oTbI OTMCYEHBI TOUHOCTbIO H OGbEKTHBHOCTbIO

xapakTepucTHK. B page Beuleh noypamxkan cTapHHHbIM MacTepaM, B wacT-

HocTH Pem6panary

He laughed himself into a knot. — On cxopyuaca oT cmexa.

Defregger — Ppann Jledperrep (1835-1921), ascrpuiickua xyoxKHUK,

W3BeCTeH CBOHMH 2KaHPOBbIMH KAPTHHAMH H3 KH3HH THPOJbCKHX KpeCTbAH

WM TPOHSBENeCHHAMM Ha TeMBI 6OpbO6bl Hapoga c BolicKamu Hanoveona.

Byayaa mpoteccopom Axagzemun xyfomects B Mrionxene (c 1878 r.),
Tlepperrep oka3asl BIMAHHE Ha TBOPYeCTBO PAA MOVIOAbIX XY TO%XKHUKOB

peamucTuueckoro HanpaBJeHHa.

K emp. 156

Bismarck — Otto Bucmapx (1815-1898), KHasb, rocyfapcTBeHHbili
eaATelIb H JunsomaT; KaHunep TepmancKoH umnepHu, co3qaHHOH MM B

pesybTate o6beguHeHun TepmManuu nox ruiapenctsoM IIpyccuu; appl

MOHApXHCT M peaKUHOHep.

K emp. 159

the bridge over to the Rialto — npae. Rialto Bridge — 3Hameun-
Thiii MpaMopHBId MocT Puaseto uepes Bonbmolt KaHaan, MocTpoeH oKOVIO
1590 r , coequuseT octpop Puansto u octpop cB MapkKa

“Alla Strada Ferrata” (umaa ) — «K xenesHok Jopore»
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XXI. LEIPZIG MUSIC, SCIENCE, LOVE

K cmp. 160

Nu! Was heisst’s, Johann? (xem )— Hy, kak 9370 Ha3brBaetca (B
yem geno), Morans?

Wundt — Busrenpm Maxc Byuar (1832-1920), nemenxuii 6yp2xya3-
Hbili NCHXOJIOr H *uocop-HzeamHcT, NpeAcTaBHTetb SKCNepMMeHTANbHON
TICHXOJIOTHH

K cmp. 161

Herr (nem.) — rocno2HH, Xo3aHH

Mddel (xem.) — RepyuiKka

K cmp 162

Gewandhaus — Ha3BaHHe H3BeCTHOTO MeHMUrcKoro cHmMioHMYecKOrO

opKectpa

K emp. 163

William James — Yuspam Jxetmec (1842-1910), amepuxancKnit pe-

AKUHOHHBIN usocoh-vzeanuct, mpodeccop Tapsapyckoro yHuBepcutera
Cosyateib NparMaTH3Ma—cyO6beKTHBHO-HeaMCTHYeCKOrO YYeHHA, OTOXK-

WECTBIAIOULErO PeaJIbHbIt MHP C COBOKYNHOCTbIO CY6beKTHBHOLO ONBITA,
OULYWLeHHH, OTBepraroukero CyNLeCTBOBaHHe OGbeEKTHRHOH HMCTHHBI HW MpH-

SHAIOMLETO JIHMIb OTIE@IbHEIC KOHKPeTHbIe HCTHHBI, cOJepKaHHe H WeHHOCTb

KOTOPLIX L@JIHKOM OIIpee@JIAIOTCA HAMEPeCHHAMM CYObeKTA.

Sie erlauben? (uem ) — Bui nosBomuTe?

K emp. 164

Erdmann — Opyzmauu, Benxo (1851-1920), nemeuxun dunocop, mpe-
NowaBaBluu B pALe yHuBepcuteTos [epMaHHH; H3BeCTeH CBOMMI! TpyJamu,
NOCBAILCHHBIMH uNocodcKomy yuxeuHio Kauta

K cmp. 165

the Sorbonne — Cop6ouHa, crapeliaa uactp TlapwxcKoro yHusBep-
cuTeta, Kpynuelimul yue6Ho-HaysHEl weutp Ppanuun; uacro ynorpe6-
deTCa Kak HasBaHHe IlapuxcKoro yHMBepcHTeTa B WeJIOM.

XXII. OVER THE ALPS TO PARIS

K cmp. 167

Frederick C. Howe — Ppegepux Kaemcon Xoys (1867-1940), ame-

PHKAHCKHM IOPHCT M COMMOJIOr, NPH3HAHHEIM aBTOPHTeT NO MYHHILMNAJb-

HBIM BOMpocaM

197



K cmp. 168

Day — umeetca B Buzy Christmas

K cmp. 169

to drink a Briiderschaft — simuTs Ha 6pynepmadht

XXIII. PARIS, LONDON — HOME

K emp. 178

petit Parisien (@p.) — xuTenb «ManenpKoro TlapwxKay, KOTOPEIM
Kak Obl ABJIAeTCA KAKDbIM H3 3AMKHYTHIX OGOCOGJeHHEIX ero palioHoB

the grands boulevards (dp ) — Bonpmme 6ynppapbl (KOMbIO 6yJb-

Bapos Ilapuxa)

Versailles — Bepcamb (cefuac mo cymectBy npuropog Tlapyxa),

ObIBIAaA pesHzenuna cbpaHyscKHx kKoposleH, BKIIOUaIONLaAd MSBeCTHLIEC

ABOpUbI, WapK M (POHTAHBI; B HaCTOAD ee BpemaA — myselt.

Latin Quarter — JlaruHckuh KBapTan, cTapHHHEt pation Tlapwxa,

re cocpeyzoToueHbl MHOrve BbICWIHe y4eOHbIe 3aBeZeHHA HM Hay4HBie

YUpexKTCHHA; XKHTeIM erO B OCHOBHOM CTYJ@CHTH WH MHTennMrenuua. Has-

BaH TaK NOTOMY, YTO aTHHCKHH ASbIK Obi paHble OOUIHM ASLIKOM JA

CTYJCHTOB, MpHe3KaBLINX H3 paSHBIX CTpaH.

fresh-water (amep.) — 3aMKHYTHIM, OTOPBAHHBI, MpOBHHUMAIbHbIM

the Right Bank — Jlarauckuii KBapTam pacnonomeH Ha JeBOM 6e-
pery Cen.

Montmartre (@p.)— Moumaptp, uspectunilt pafioa Nlapwmxa, rye co-

cpeoToueHo Oombuloe KONM4eCTBO HOWHEIX KJY6oB, Ka6ape uM Apyrux

VBeC@JIMTEJIBHBIX 3aBeqeHuit

K cmp. 174

Montparnasse (@p.) — Monnapuac, ctapHunpilt pation Tlapwxa, rye

2KHBET MHOFO XYOXKHHKOB H apTHCTOB

the Boul’ Mich’ (@p.) = Boulevard St. Michel — 6ymppap Cen-Mu-

web (B JIaTHHCKOM KBapTase)

the Beaux Arts = L’Ecole des Beaux Arts — Buicuiaa xygoxect-

BCHHaH IUKOVJIa

concierge (pp.) — upuspaTHuK(-a), weBelimap (KOHCbepxK, KOH-
cbhepxKa)

gens-d’armes (gp.) — monuuelickne

ménages (g@p.) — cemba (OM), cympy2Keckaa uera

K emp. 175

Charcot — Kan Maprten Ilapxo (1825-1893), xpynupil ppannyscKkun

HeBpomaTosior, wien Tlapmxcko akafemMMH HaykK; MHOTO pa6OoTan Haz

Tpo6emMoH HcTepHu HM HEBPO3OB; efO TPYAL! ABHJIMCh OCHOBOH WIA pa3sBH-

THA COBPCMECHHOFO KJIHHHYeECKOLO YYeHHA O HEPBHBIX OO/eSHAX.
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K cmp. 176

“La femme de Lot” (@p.) — xena Jlotra; cormacno 6u6nelicKolt

mereHde OHa NpespaTHnach B CONAHOH CTOIG

verboten (Hem.) — 3anpeTHb, 3anpemaiomyli

K cmp. 177

Milton — Jxxon Munstoun (1608-1674), onmH us BenMualiumx nodTOB

AHIJIMM M BbIaouuiich JeaTeb aHraBickoh 6ypxya3HoH pepomounu

XVII B. /i Penseroso («3anymunseii») u L’ Allegro («Becenniiy) — panune

nosMbl MuIbTOHa, HaNWcaHHble Ha JATHHCKOM A3gbIKe.

K cmp. 180

...was hawking the manuscript of her novel — 30. ...nbiranacb HahTH

H3aTeNA QA CcBoero pomana; to hawk — npennaratTh pasqM4HBbIM JHOLAM

AA MposaxKu; cp. a dozen or so scripts were currently being hawked

about the town by various play agents.

A. Axmeoxoésa




