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A Venerable Impostor
As I glance across my table, I am somewhat
distracted by the spectacle of a venerable head whose crown
occasionally appears beyond, at about its level. The
apparition of a very small hand―whose fingers are bunchy
and have the appearance of being slightly webbed―which is
frequently lifted above the table in a vain and impotent
attempt to reach the inkstand, always affects me as a novelty
at each recurrence of the phenomenon. Yet both the
venerable head and bunchy fingers belong to an individual
with whom I am familiar, and to whom, for certain reasons
hereafter described, I choose to apply the epithet written
above this article.
His advent in the family was attended with peculiar
circumstances. He was received with some concern―the
number of retainers having been increased by one in honor
of his arrival. He appeared to be weary―his pretence was
that he had come from a long journey―so that for days,
weeks, and even months, he did not leave his bed except
when he was carried. But it was remarkable that his appetite
was invariably regular and healthy, and that his meals, which
he required should be brought to him, were seldom rejected.
During this time he had little conversation with the family,
his knowledge of our vernacular being limited, but
occasionally spoke to himself in his own language―a
foreign tongue. The difficulties attending this eccentricity
were obviated by the young woman who had from the first
taken him under her protection―being, like the rest of her
sex, peculiarly open to impositions―and who at once
disorganized her own tongue to suit his. This was affected
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by the contraction of the syllables of some words, the
addition of syllables to others, and an ingenious disregard for
tenses and the governing powers of the verb. The same
singular law which impels people in conversation with
foreigners to imitate their broken English governed the
family in their communications with him. He received these
evidences of his power with an indifference not wholly free
from scorn. The expression of his eye would occasionally
denote that his higher nature revolted from them. I have no
doubt myself that his wants were frequently misinterpreted;
that the stretching forth of his hands toward the moon and
stars might have been the performance of some religious rite
peculiar to his own country, which was in ours misconstrued
into a desire for physical nourishment. His repetition of the
word “goo-goo,”―which was subject to a variety of
opposite interpretations―when taken in conjunction with
his size, in my mind seemed to indicate his aboriginal or
Aztec origin.
I incline to this belief, as it sustains the impression I
have already hinted at, that his extreme youth is a simulation
and deceit; that he is really older and has lived before at some
remote period, and that his conduct fully justifies his title as
A Venerable Impostor. A variety of circumstances
corroborate this impression: His tottering walk, which is a
senile as well as a juvenile condition; his venerable head,
thatched with such imperceptible hair that, at a distance, it
looks like a mild aureola, and his imperfect dental
exhibition. But beside these physical peculiarities may be
observed certain moral symptoms, which go to disprove his
assumed youth. He is in the habit of falling into reveries,
caused, I have no doubt, by some circumstance which
suggests a comparison with his experience in his remoter
boyhood, or by some serious retrospection of the past years.
He has been detected lying awake, at times when he should
have been asleep, engaged in curiously comparing the bed-
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clothes, walls, and furniture with some recollection of his
youth. At such moments he has been heard to sing softly to
himself fragments of some unintelligible composition,
which probably still linger in his memory as the echoes of a
music he has long outgrown. He has the habit of receiving
strangers with the familiarity of one who had met them
before, and to whom their antecedents and peculiarities were
matters of old acquaintance, and so unerring is his judgment
of their previous character that when he withholds his
confidence I am apt to withhold mine. It is somewhat
remarkable that while the maturity of his years and the
respect due to them is denied by man, his superiority and
venerable age is never questioned by the brute creation. The
dog treats him with a respect and consideration accorded to
none others, and the cat permits a familiarity which I should
shudder to attempt. It may be considered an evidence of
some Pantheistic quality in his previous education, that he
seems to recognize a fellowship even in inarticulate objects;
he has been known to verbally address plants, flowers, and
fruit, and to extend his confidence to such inanimate objects
as chairs and tables. There can be little doubt that, in the
remote period of his youth, these objects were endowed with
not only sentient natures, but moral capabilities, and he is
still in the habit of beating them when they collide with him,
and of pardoning them with a kiss.
As he has grown older―rather let me say, as we have
approximated to his years―he has, in spite of the apparent
paradox, lost much of his senile gravity. It must be confessed
that some of his actions of late appear to our imperfect
comprehension inconsistent with his extreme age. A habit of
marching up and down with a string tied to a soda-water
bottle, a disposition to ride anything that could by any
exercise of the liveliest fancy be made to assume equine
proportions, a propensity to blacken his venerable white hair
with ink and coal dust, and an omnivorous appetite which
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did not stop at chalk, clay, or cinders, were peculiarities not
calculated to excite respect. In fact, he would seem to have
become demoralized, and when, after a prolonged absence
the other day, he was finally discovered standing upon the
front steps addressing a group of delighted children out of
his limited vocabulary, the circumstance could only be
accounted for as the garrulity of age.
But I lay aside my pen amidst an ominous silence and
the disappearance of the venerable head from my plane of
vision. As I step to the other side of the table, I find that sleep
has overtaken him in an overt act of hoary wickedness. The
very pages I have devoted to an exposition of his deceit he
has quietly abstracted, and I find them covered with
cabalistic figures and wild-looking hieroglyphs traced with
his forefinger dipped in ink, which doubtless in his own
language conveys a scathing commentary on my
composition. But he sleeps peacefully, and there is
something in his face which tells me that he has already
wandered away to that dim region of his youth where I
cannot follow him. And as there comes a strange stirring at
my heart when I contemplate the immeasurable gulf which
lies between us, and how slight and feeble as yet is his grasp
on this world and its strange realities, I find, too late, that I
also am a willing victim of the Venerable Impostor.
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From A Balcony
The little stone balcony, which, by a popular fallacy,
is supposed to be a necessary appurtenance of my window,
has long been to me a source of curious interest. The fact that
the asperities of our summer weather will not permit me to
use it but once or twice in six months does not alter my
concern for this incongruous ornament. It affects me as I
suppose the conscious possession of a linen coat or a
nankeen trousers might affect a sojourner here who has not
entirely outgrown his memory of Eastern summer heat and
its glorious compensations―a luxurious providence against
a possible but by no means probable contingency. I do no
longer wonder at the persistency with which San Franciscans
adhere to this architectural superfluity in the face of
climatical impossibilities. The balconies in which no one
sits, the piazzas on which no one lounges, are timid advances
made to a climate whose churlishness we are trying to
temper by an ostentation of confidence. Ridiculous as this
spectacle is at all seasons, it is never more so than in that
bleak interval between sunset and dark, when the shrill
scream of the factory whistle seems to have concentrated all
the hard, unsympathetic quality of the climate into one vocal
expression. Add to this the appearance of one or two
pedestrians, manifestly too late for their dinners, and tasting
in the shrewish air a bitter premonition of the welcome that
awaits them at home, and you have one of those ordinary
views from my balcony which makes the balcony itself
ridiculous.
But as I lean over its balustrade to-night―a night
rare in its kindness and beauty―and watch the fiery ashes of
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my cigar drop into the abysmal darkness below, I am
inclined to take back the whole of that preceding paragraph,
although it cost me some labor to elaborate its polite
malevolence. I can even recognize some melody in the music
which comes irregularly and fitfully from the balcony of the
Museum on Market Street, although it may be broadly stated
that, as a general thing, the music of all museums,
menageries,
and
circuses
becomes
greatly
demoralized―possibly through associations with the beasts.
So soft and courteous is this atmosphere that I have detected
the flutter of one or two light dresses on the adjacent
balconies and piazzas, and the front parlor windows of a
certain aristocratic mansion in the vicinity, which have
always maintained a studious reserve in regard to the
interior, to-night are suddenly thrown into the attitude of
familiar disclosure. A few young people are strolling up the
street with a lounging step which is quite a relief to that usual
brisk, business-like pace which the chilly nights impose
upon even the most sentimental lovers. The genial influences
of the air are not restricted to the opening of shutters and
front doors; other and more gentle disclosures are made, no
doubt, beneath this moonlight. The bonnet and hat which
passed beneath my balcony a few moments ago were
suspiciously close together. I argued from this that my friend
the editor will probably receive any quantity of verses for his
next issue, containing allusions to “Luna,” in which the
original epithet of “silver” will be applied to this planet, and
that a “boon” will be asked for the evident purpose of
rhyming with “moon,” and for no other. Should neither of
the parties be equal to this expression, the pent-up feelings
of the heart will probably find vent later in the evening over
the piano, in “I Wandered by the Brookside,” or “When the
Moon on the Lake is Beaming.” But it has been permitted
me to hear the fulfilment of my prophecy even as it was
uttered. From the window of number Twelve Hundred and
Seven gushes upon the slumberous misty air the maddening
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ballad, “Ever of Thee,” while at Twelve Hundred and Eleven
the “Star of the Evening” rises with a chorus. I am inclined
to think that there is something in the utter vacuity of the
refrain in this song which especially commends itself to the
young. The simple statement, “Star of the evening,” is again
and again repeated with an imbecile relish; while the
adjective “beautiful” recurs with a steady persistency, too
exasperating to dwell upon here. At occasional intervals, a
base voice enunciates “Star-r! Star-r!” as a solitary and
independent effort. Sitting here in my balcony, I picture the
possessor of that voice as a small, stout young man, standing
a little apart from the other singers, with his hands behind
him, under his coat-tail, and a severe expression of
countenance. He sometimes leans forward, with a futile
attempt to read the music over somebody else’s shoulder, but
always resumes his old severity of attitude before singing his
part. Meanwhile the celestial subjects of this choral
adoration look down upon the scene with a tranquillity and
patience which can only result from the security with which
their immeasurable remoteness invests them. I would remark
that the stars are not the only topics subject to this “damnable
iteration.” A certain popular song, which contains the
statement, “I will not forget you, mother,” apparently
reposes all its popularity on the constant and dreary
repetition of this unimportant information, which at least
produces the desired result among the audience. If the best
operatic choruses are not above this weakness, the
unfamiliar language in which they are sung offers less
violation to common sense.
It may be parenthetically stated here that the songs
alluded to above may be found in sheet music on the top of
the piano of any young lady who has just come from
boarding-school. “The Old Arm-Chair,” or “Woodman,
spare that Tree,” will be also found in easy juxtaposition.
The latter songs are usually brought into service at the
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instance of an uncle or bachelor brother, whose request is
generally prefaced by a remark deprecatory of the opera, and
the gratuitous observation that “we are retrograding,
sir―retrograding,” and that “there is no music like the old
songs.” He sometimes condescends to accompany “Marie”
in a tremulous barytone, and is particularly forcible in those
passages where the word “repeat” is written, for reasons
stated above. When the song is over, to the success of which
he feels he has materially contributed, he will inform you
that you may talk of your “arias,” and your “romanzas,” “but
for music, sir―music―” at which point he becomes
incoherent and unintelligible. It is this gentleman who
suggests “China,” or “Brattle Street,” as a suitable and
cheerful exercise for the social circle. There are certain
amatory songs, of an arch and coquettish character, familiar
to these localities, which the young lady, being called upon
to sing, declines with a bashful and tantalizing hesitation.
Prominent among these may be mentioned an erotic effusion
entitled “I’m talking in my Sleep,” which, when sung by a
young person vivaciously and with appropriate glances, can
be made to drive languishing swains to the verge of madness.
Ballads of this quality afford splendid opportunities for bold
young men, who, by ejaculating “Oh!” and “Ah!” at the
affecting passages, frequently gain a fascinating reputation
for wildness and scepticism.
But the music which called up these parenthetical
reflections has died away, and with it the slight animosities
it inspired. The last song has been sung, the piano closed, the
lights are withdrawn from the windows, and the white skirts
flutter away from stoops and balconies. The silence is broken
only by the rattle and rumble of carriages coming from
theatre and opera. I fancy that this sound―which, seeming
to be more distinct at this hour than at any other time, might
be called one of the civic voices of the night―has certain
urbane suggestions, not unpleasant to those born and bred in
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large cities. The moon, round and full, gradually usurps the
twinkling lights of the city, that one by one seem to fade
away and be absorbed in her superior lustre. The distant
Mission hills are outlined against the sky, but through one
gap the outlying fog which has stealthily invested us seems
to have effected a breach, and only waits the co-operation of
the laggard sea-breezes to sweep down and take the
beleaguered city by assault. An ineffable calm sinks over the
landscape. In the magical moonlight the shot-tower loses its
angular outline and practical relations, and becomes a
minaret from whose balcony an invisible muezzin calls the
Faithful to prayer. “Prayer is better than sleep.” But what is
this? A shuffle of feet on the pavement, a low hum of voices,
a twang of some diabolical instrument, a preliminary hem
and cough. Heavens! it cannot be! Ah, yes―it is―it
is―SERENADERS!
Anathema Maranatha! May purgatorial pains seize
you, William, Count of Poitou, Girard de Boreuil, Arnaud de
Marveil, Bertrand de Born, mischievous progenitors of
jongleurs, troubadours, provencals, minnesingers, minstrels,
and singers of cansos and love chants! Confusion overtake
and confound your modern descendants, the “metre balladmongers,” who carry the shamelessness of the Middle Ages
into the nineteenth century, and awake a sleeping
neighborhood to the brazen knowledge of their loves and
wanton fancies! Destruction and demoralization pursue
these pitiable imitators of a barbarous age, when ladies’
names and charms were shouted through the land, and
modest maiden never lent presence to tilt or tourney without
hearing a chronicle of her virtues go round the lists, shouted
by wheezy heralds and taken up by roaring swashbucklers!
Perdition overpower such ostentatious wooers! Marry! shall
I shoot the amorous feline who nightly iterates his love songs
on my roof, and yet withhold my trigger finger from yonder
pranksome gallant? Go to! Here is an orange left of last
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week’s repast. Decay hath overtaken it―it possesseth
neither savor nor cleanliness. Ha! cleverly thrown! A hit―a
palpable hit! Peradventure I have still a boot that hath done
me service, and, barring a looseness of the heel, an ominous
yawning at the side, ‘tis in good case! Na’theless, ‘twill
serve. So! so! What! dispersed! Nay, then, I too will retire.
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Melons
As I do not suppose the most gentle of readers will
believe that anybody’s sponsors in baptism ever wilfully
assumed the responsibility of such a name, I may as well
state that I have reason to infer that Melons was simply the
nickname of a small boy I once knew. If he had any other, I
never knew it.
Various theories were often projected by me to
account for this strange cognomen. His head, which was
covered with a transparent down, like that which clothes
very small chickens, plainly permitting the scalp to show
through, to an imaginative mind might have suggested that
succulent vegetable. That his parents, recognizing some
poetical significance in the fruits of the season, might have
given this name to an August child, was an Oriental
explanation. That from his infancy, he was fond of indulging
in melons, seemed on the whole the most likely, particularly
as Fancy was not bred in McGinnis’ Court. He dawned upon
me as Melons. His proximity was indicated by shrill,
youthful voices, as “Ah, Melons!” or playfully, “Hi,
Melons!” or authoritatively, “You, Melons!”
McGinnis’ Court was a democratic expression of
some obstinate and radical property-holder. Occupying a
limited space between two fashionable thoroughfares, it
refused to conform to circumstances, but sturdily paraded its
unkempt glories, and frequently asserted itself in
ungrammatical language. My window―a rear room on the
ground floor―in this way derived blended light and shadow
from the court. So low was the window-sill, that had I been
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the least predisposed to somnambulism, it would have
broken out under such favorable auspices, and I should have
haunted McGinnis’ Court. My speculations as to the origin
of the court were not altogether gratuitous, for by means of
this window I once saw the Past, as through a glass darkly.
It was a Celtic shadow that early one morning obstructed my
ancient lights. It seemed to belong to an individual with a
pea-coat, a stubby pipe, and bristling beard. He was gazing
intently at the court, resting on a heavy cane, somewhat in
the way that heroes dramatically visit the scenes of their
boyhood. As there was little of architectural beauty in the
court, I came to the conclusion that it was McGinnis looking
after his property. The fact that he carefully kicked a broken
bottle out of the road somewhat strengthened me in the
opinion. But he presently walked away, and the court knew
him no more. He probably collected his rents by proxy―if
he collected them at all.
Beyond Melons, of whom all this is purely
introductory, there was little to interest the most sanguine
and hopeful nature. In common with all such localities, a
great deal of washing was done, in comparison with the
visible results. There was always something whisking on the
line, and always something whisking through the court, that
looked as if it ought to be there. A fish-geranium―of all
plants kept for the recreation of mankind, certainly the
greatest illusion―straggled under the window. Through its
dusty leaves I caught the first glance of Melons.
His age was about seven. He looked older, from the
venerable whiteness of his head, and it was impossible to
conjecture his size, as he always wore clothes apparently
belonging to some shapely youth of nineteen. A pair of
pantaloons, that, when sustained by a single suspender,
completely equipped him, formed his every-day suit. How,
with this lavish superfluity of clothing, he managed to
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perform the surprising gymnastic feats it has been my
privilege to witness, I have never been able to tell. His
“turning the crab,” and other minor dislocations, were
always attended with success. It was not an unusual sight at
any hour of the day to find Melons suspended on a line, or
to see his venerable head appearing above the roofs of the
outhouses. Melons knew the exact height of every fence in
the vicinity, its facilities for scaling, and the possibility of
seizure on the other side. His more peaceful and quieter
amusements consisted in dragging a disused boiler by a large
string, with hideous outcries, to imaginary fires.
Melons was not gregarious in his habits. A few youth
of his own age sometimes called upon him, but they
eventually became abusive, and their visits were more
strictly predatory incursions for old bottles and junk which
formed the staple of McGinnis’ Court. Overcome by
loneliness one day, Melons inveigled a blind harper into the
court. For two hours did that wretched man prosecute his
unhallowed calling, unrecompensed, and going round and
round the court, apparently under the impression that it was
some other place, while Melons surveyed him from an
adjoining fence with calm satisfaction. It was this absence of
conscientious motives that brought Melons into disrepute
with his aristocratic neighbors. Orders were issued that no
child of wealthy and pious parentage should play with him.
This mandate, as a matter of course, invested Melons with a
fascinating interest to them. Admiring glances were cast at
Melons from nursery windows. Baby fingers beckoned to
him. Invitations to tea (on wood and pewter) were lisped to
him from aristocratic back-yards. It was evident he was
looked upon as a pure and noble being, untrammelled by the
conventionalities of parentage, and physically as well as
mentally exalted above them. One afternoon an unusual
commotion prevailed in the vicinity of McGinnis’ Court.
Looking from my window I saw Melons perched on the roof
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of a stable, pulling up a rope by which one “Tommy,” an
infant scion of an adjacent and wealthy house, was
suspended in mid-air. In vain the female relatives of Tommy
congregated in the back-yard, expostulated with Melons; in
vain the unhappy father shook his fist at him. Secure in his
position, Melons redoubled his exertions and at last landed
Tommy on the roof. Then it was that the humiliating fact was
disclosed that Tommy had been acting in collusion with
Melons. He grinned delightedly back at his parents, as if “by
merit raised to that bad eminence.” Long before the ladder
arrived that was to succor him, he became the sworn ally of
Melons, and, I regret to say, incited by the same audacious
boy, “chaffed” his own flesh and blood below him. He was
eventually taken, though, of course, Melons escaped. But
Tommy was restricted to the window after that, and the
companionship was limited to “Hi, Melons!” and “You,
Tommy!” and Melons, to all practical purposes, lost him
forever. I looked afterward to see some signs of sorrow on
Melons’ part, but in vain; he buried his grief, if he had any,
somewhere in his one voluminous garment.
At about this time my opportunities of knowing
Melons became more extended. I was engaged in filling a
void in the Literature of the Pacific Coast. As this void was
a pretty large one, and as I was informed that the Pacific
Coast languished under it, I set apart two hours each day to
this work of filling in. It was necessary that I should adopt a
methodical system, so I retired from the world and locked
myself in my room at a certain hour each day, after coming
from my office. I then carefully drew out my portfolio and
read what I had written the day before. This would suggest
some alteration, and I would carefully rewrite it. During this
operation I would turn to consult a book of reference, which
invariably proved extremely interesting and attractive. It
would generally suggest another and better method of
“filling in.” Turning this method over reflectively in my
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mind, I would finally commence the new method which I
eventually abandoned for the original plan. At this time I
would become convinced that my exhausted faculties
demanded a cigar. The operation of lighting a cigar usually
suggested that a little quiet reflection and meditation would
be of service to me, and I always allowed myself to be guided
by prudential instincts. Eventually, seated by my window, as
before stated, Melons asserted himself, though our
conversation rarely went further than “Hello, Mister!” and
“Ah, Melons!” a vagabond instinct we felt in common
implied a communion deeper than words. In this spiritual
commingling the time passed, often beguiled by gymnastics
on the fence or line (always with an eye to my window) until
dinner was announced and I found a more practical void
required my attention. An unlooked for incident drew us in
closer relation.
A sea-faring friend just from a tropical voyage had
presented me with a bunch of bananas. They were not quite
ripe, and I hung them before my window to mature in the sun
of McGinnis’ Court, whose forcing qualities were
remarkable. In the mysteriously mingled odors of ship and
shore which they diffused throughout my room, there was a
lingering reminiscence of low latitudes. But even that joy
was fleeting and evanescent: they never reached maturity.
Coming home one day, as I turned the corner of that
fashionable thoroughfare before alluded to, I met a small boy
eating a banana. There was nothing remarkable in that, but
as I neared McGinnis’ Court I presently met another small
boy, also eating a banana. A third small boy engaged in a
like occupation obtruded a painful coincidence upon my
mind. I leave the psychological reader to determine the exact
co-relation between this circumstance and the sickening
sense of loss that overcame me on witnessing it. I reached
my room―and found the bunch of bananas was gone.
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There was but one who knew of their existence, but
one who frequented my window, but one capable of the
gymnastic effort to procure them, and that was―I blush to
say it―Melons. Melons the depredator―Melons, despoiled
by larger boys of his ill-gotten booty, or reckless and
indiscreetly liberal; Melons―now a fugitive on some
neighboring house-top. I lit a cigar, and, drawing my chair
to the window, sought surcease of sorrow in the
contemplation of the fish-geranium. In a few moments
something white passed my window at about the level of the
edge. There was no mistaking that hoary head, which now
represented to me only aged iniquity. It was Melons, that
venerable, juvenile hypocrite.
He affected not to observe me, and would have
withdrawn quietly, but that horrible fascination which
causes the murderer to revisit the scene of his crime,
impelled him toward my window. I smoked calmly and
gazed at him without speaking. He walked several times up
and down the court with a half-rigid, half-belligerent
expression of eye and shoulder, intended to represent the
carelessness of innocence.
Once or twice he stopped, and putting his arms their
whole length into his capacious trousers, gazed with some
interest at the additional width they thus acquired. Then he
whistled. The singular conflicting conditions of John
Brown’s body and soul we’re at that time beginning to attract
the attention of youth, and Melons’ performance of that
melody was always remarkable. But to-day he whistled
falsely and shrilly between his teeth. At last he met my eye.
He winced slightly, but recovered himself, and going to the
fence, stood for a few moments on his hands, with his bare
feet quivering in the air. Then he turned toward me and threw
out a conversational preliminary.
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“They is a cirkis”―said Melons gravely, hanging
with his back to the fence and his arms twisted around the
palings―“a cirkis over yonder!”―indicating the locality
with his foot―“with hosses, and hossback riders. They is a
man wot rides six hosses to onct―six hosses to onct―and
nary saddle”―and he paused in expectation.
Even this equestrian novelty did not affect me. I still
kept a fixed gaze on Melons’ eye, and he began to tremble
and visibly shrink in his capacious garment. Some other
desperate means―conversation with Melons was always a
desperate means―must be resorted to. He recommenced
more artfully.
“Do you know Carrots?”
I had a faint remembrance of a boy of that
euphonious name, with scarlet hair, who was a playmate and
persecutor of Melons. But I said nothing.
“Carrots is a bad boy. Killed a policeman onct.
Wears a dirk knife in his boots, saw him to-day looking in
your windy.”
I felt that this must end here. I rose sternly and
addressed Melons.
“Melons, this is all irrelevant and impertinent to the
case. YOU took those bananas. Your proposition regarding
Carrots, even if I were inclined to accept it as credible
information, does not alter the material issue. You took those
bananas. The offence under the statutes of California is
felony. How far Carrots may have been accessory to the fact
either before or after, is not my intention at present to
discuss. The act is complete. Your present conduct shows the
animo furandi to have been equally clear.”
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By the time I had finished this exordium, Melons had
disappeared, as I fully expected.
He never reappeared. The remorse that I have
experienced for the part I had taken in what I fear may have
resulted in his utter and complete extermination, alas, he
may not know, except through these pages. For I have never
seen him since. Whether he ran away and went to sea to
reappear at some future day as the most ancient of mariners,
or whether he buried himself completely in his trousers, I
never shall know. I have read the papers anxiously for
accounts of him. I have gone to the Police Office in the vain
attempt of identifying him as a lost child. But I never saw
him or heard of him since. Strange fears have sometimes
crossed my mind that his venerable appearance may have
been actually the result of senility, and that he may have been
gathered peacefully to his fathers in a green old age. I have
even had doubts of his existence, and have sometimes
thought that he was providentially and mysteriously offered
to fill the void I have before alluded to. In that hope I have
written these pages.
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Surprising Adventures of
Master Charles Summerton
At exactly half past nine o’clock on the morning of
Saturday, August 26, 1865, Master Charles Summerton,
aged five years, disappeared mysteriously from his paternal
residence on Folsom Street, San Francisco. At twenty-five
minutes past nine he had been observed, by the butcher,
amusing himself by going through that popular youthful
exercise known as “turning the crab,” a feat in which he was
singularly proficient. At a court of inquiry summarily held
in the back parlor at 10:15, Bridget, cook, deposed to have
detected him at twenty minutes past nine, in the felonious
abstraction of sugar from the pantry, which, by the same
token, had she known what was a-comin’, she’d have never
previnted. Patsey, a shrill-voiced youth from a neighboring
alley, testified to have seen “Chowley” at half past nine, in
front of the butcher’s shop round the corner, but as this
young gentleman chose to throw out the gratuitous belief
that the missing child had been converted into sausages by
the butcher, his testimony was received with some caution
by the female portion of the court, and with downright scorn
and contumely by its masculine members. But whatever
might have been the hour of his departure, it was certain that
from half past ten A. M. until nine P. M., when he was
brought home by a policeman, Charles Summerton was
missing. Being naturally of a reticent disposition, he has
since resisted, with but one exception, any attempt to wrest
from him a statement of his whereabouts during that period.
That exception has been myself. He has related to me the
following in the strictest confidence.
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His intention on leaving the door-steps of his
dwelling was to proceed without delay to Van Dieman’s
Land, by way of Second and Market streets. This project was
subsequently modified so far as to permit a visit to Otaheite,
where Captain Cook was killed. The outfit for his voyage
consisted of two car-tickets, five cents in silver, a fishingline, the brass capping of a spool of cotton, which, in his
eyes, bore some resemblance to metallic currency, and a
Sunday-school library ticket. His garments, admirably
adapted to the exigencies of any climate, were severally a
straw hat with a pink ribbon, a striped shirt, over which a
pair of trousers, uncommonly wide in comparison to their
length, were buttoned, striped balmoral stockings, which
gave his youthful legs something of the appearance of
wintergreen candy, and copper-toed shoes with iron heels,
capable of striking fire from any flagstone. This latter
quality, Master Charley could not help feeling, would be of
infinite service to him in the wilds of Van Dieman’s Land,
which, as pictorially represented in his geography, seemed
to be deficient in corner groceries and matches.
Exactly as the clock struck the half-hour, the short
legs and straw hat of Master Charles Summerton
disappeared around the corner. He ran rapidly, partly by way
of inuring himself to the fatigues of the journey before him,
and partly by way of testing his speed with that of a North
Beach car which was proceeding in his direction. The
conductor, not being aware of this generous and lofty
emulation, and being somewhat concerned at the spectacle
of a pair of very short, twinkling legs so far in the rear,
stopped his car and generously assisted the youthful
Summerton upon the platform. From this point a hiatus of
several hours’ duration occurs in Charles’ narrative. He is
under the impression that he “rode out” not only his two
tickets, but that he became subsequently indebted to the
company for several trips to and from the opposite termini,
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and that at last, resolutely refusing to give any explanation
of his conduct, he was finally ejected, much to his relief, on
a street corner. Although, as he informs us, he felt perfectly
satisfied with this arrangement, he was impelled under the
circumstances to hurl after the conductor an opprobrious
appellation which he had ascertained from Patsey was the
correct thing in such emergencies, and possessed peculiarly
exasperating properties.
We now approach a thrilling part of the narrative,
before which most of the adventures of the “Boys’ Own
Book” pale into insignificance. There are times when the
recollection of this adventure causes Master Charles to break
out in a cold sweat, and he has several times since its
occurrence been awakened by lamentations and outcries in
the night season by merely dreaming of it. On the corner of
the street lay several large empty sugar hogsheads. A few
young gentlemen disported themselves therein, armed with
sticks, with which they removed the sugar which still
adhered to the joints of the staves, and conveyed it to their
mouths. Finding a cask not yet preempted, Master Charles
set to work, and for a few moments revelled in a wild
saccharine dream, whence he was finally roused by an angry
voice and the rapidly retreating footsteps of his comrades.
An ominous sound smote his ear, and the next moment he
felt the cask wherein he lay uplifted and set upright against
the wall. He was a prisoner, but as yet undiscovered. Being
satisfied in his mind that hanging was the systematic and
legalized penalty for the outrage he had committed, he kept
down manfully the cry that rose to his lips.
In a few moments he felt the cask again lifted by a
powerful hand, which appeared above him at the edge of his
prison, and which he concluded belonged to the ferocious
giant Blunderbore, whose features and limbs he had
frequently met in colored pictures. Before he could recover
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from his astonishment, his cask was placed with several
others on a cart, and rapidly driven away. The ride which
ensued he describes as being fearful in the extreme. Rolled
around like a pill in a box, the agonies which he suffered may
be hinted at, not spoken. Evidences of that protracted
struggle were visible in his garments, which were of the
consistency of syrup, and his hair, which for several hours,
under the treatment of hot water, yielded a thin treacle. At
length the cart stopped on one of the wharves, and the
cartman began to unload. As he tilted over the cask in which
Charles lay, an exclamation broke from his lips, and the edge
of the cask fell from his hands, sliding its late occupant upon
the wharf. To regain his short legs, and to put the greatest
possible distance between himself and the cartman, were his
first movements on regaining his liberty. He did not stop
until he reached the corner of Front Street.
Another blank succeeds in this veracious history. He
cannot remember how or when he found himself in front of
the circus tent. He has an indistinct recollection of having
passed through a long street of stores which were all closed,
and which made him fear that it was Sunday, and that he had
spent a miserable night in the sugar cask. But he remembers
hearing the sound of music within the tent, and of creeping
on his hands and knees, when no one was looking, until he
passed under the canvas. His description of the wonders
contained within that circle; of the terrific feats which were
performed by a man on a pole, since practised by him in the
back yard; of the horses, one of which was spotted and
resembled an animal in his Noah’s Ark, hitherto
unrecognized and undefined; of the female equestrians,
whose dresses could only be equalled in magnificence by the
frocks of his sister’s doll; of the painted clown, whose jokes
excited a merriment, somewhat tinged by an undefined fear,
was an effort of language which this pen could but weakly
transcribe, and which no quantity of exclamation points
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could sufficiently illustrate. He is not quite certain what
followed. He remembers that almost immediately on leaving
the circus it became dark, and that he fell asleep, waking up
at intervals on the corners of the streets, on front steps, in
somebody’s arms, and finally in his own bed. He was not
aware of experiencing any regret for his conduct; he does not
recall feeling at any time a disposition to go home; he
remembers distinctly that he felt hungry.
He has made this disclosure in confidence. He wishes
it to be respected. He wants to know if you have five cents
about you.
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Sidewalkings
The time occupied in walking to and from my
business I have always found to yield me a certain mental
enjoyment which no other part of the twenty-four hours
could give. Perhaps the physical exercise may have acted as
a gentle stimulant of the brain, but more probably the
comfortable consciousness that I could not reasonably be
expected to be doing anything else―to be studying or
improving my mind, for instance―always gave a joyous
liberty to my fancy. I once thought it necessary to employ
this interval in doing sums in arithmetic―in which useful
study I was and still am lamentably deficient―but after one
or two attempts at peripatetic computation, I gave it up. I am
satisfied that much enjoyment is lost to the world by this
nervous anxiety to improve our leisure moments, which, like
the “shining hours” of Doctor Watts, unfortunately offer the
greatest facilities for idle pleasure. I feel a profound pity for
those misguided beings who are still impelled to carry textbooks with them in cars, omnibuses, and ferry-boats, and
who generally manage to defraud themselves of those
intervals of rest they most require. Nature must have her
fallow moments, when she covers her exhausted fields with
flowers instead of grain. Deny her this, and the next crop
suffers for it. I offer this axiom as some apology for
obtruding upon the reader a few of the speculations which
have engaged my mind during these daily perambulations.
Few Californians know how to lounge gracefully.
Business habits, and a deference to the custom, even with
those who have no business, give an air of restless anxiety to
every pedestrian. The exceptions to this rule are apt to go to
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the other extreme, and wear a defiant, obtrusive kind of
indolence which suggests quite as much inward disquiet and
unrest. The shiftless lassitude of a gambler can never be
mistaken for the lounge of a gentleman. Even the brokers
who loiter upon Montgomery Street at high noon are not
loungers. Look at them closely and you will see a
feverishness and anxiety under the mask of listlessness.
They do not lounge―they lie in wait. No surer sign, I
imagine, of our peculiar civilization can be found than this
lack of repose in its constituent elements. You cannot keep
Californians quiet even in their amusements. They dodge in
and out of the theatre, opera, and lecture-room; they prefer
the street cars to walking because they think they get along
faster. The difference of locomotion between Broadway,
New York, and Montgomery Street, San Francisco, is a
comparative view of Eastern and Western civilization.
There is a habit peculiar to many walkers, which
Punch, some years ago, touched upon satirically, but which
seems to have survived the jester’s ridicule. It is that custom
of stopping friends in the street, to whom we have nothing
whatever to communicate, but whom we embarrass for no
other purpose than simply to show our friendship. Jones
meets his friend Smith, whom he has met in nearly the same
locality but a few hours before. During that interval, it is
highly probable that no event of any importance to Smith,
nor indeed to Jones, which by a friendly construction Jones
could imagine Smith to be interested in, has occurred, or is
likely to occur. Yet both gentlemen stop and shake hands
earnestly. “Well, how goes it?” remarks Smith with a vague
hope that something may have happened. “So so,” replies the
eloquent Jones, feeling intuitively the deep vacuity of his
friend answering to his own. A pause ensues, in which both
gentlemen regard each other with an imbecile smile and a
fervent pressure of the hand. Smith draws a long breath and
looks up the street; Jones sighs heavily and gazes down the
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street. Another pause, in which both gentlemen disengage
their respective hands and glance anxiously around for some
conventional avenue of escape. Finally, Smith (with a
sudden assumption of having forgotten an important
engagement) ejaculates, “Well, I must be off”―a remark
instantly echoed by the voluble Jones, and these gentlemen
separate, only to repeat their miserable formula the next day.
In the above example I have compassionately shortened the
usual leave-taking, which, in skilful hands, may be
protracted to a length which I shudder to recall. I have
sometimes, when an active participant in these atrocious
transactions, lingered in the hope of saying something
natural to my friend (feeling that he, too, was groping in the
mazy labyrinths of his mind for a like expression), until I
have felt that we ought to have been separated by a
policeman. It is astonishing how far the most wretched joke
will go in these emergencies, and how it will, as it were,
convulsively detach the two cohering particles. I have
laughed (albeit hysterically) at some witticism under cover
of which I escaped, that five minutes afterward I could not
perceive possessed a grain of humor. I would advise any
person who may fall into this pitiable strait, that, next to
getting in the way of a passing dray and being forcibly
disconnected, a joke is the most efficacious. A foreign
phrase often may be tried with success; I have sometimes
known Au revoir pronounced “O-reveer,” to have the effect
(as it ought) of severing friends.
But this is a harmless habit compared to a certain
reprehensible practice in which sundry feeble-minded young
men indulge. I have been stopped in the street and
enthusiastically accosted by some fashionable young man,
who has engaged me in animated conversation, until (quite
accidentally) a certain young belle would pass, whom my
friend, of course, saluted. As, by a strange coincidence, this
occurred several times in the course of the week, and as my
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young friend’s conversational powers invariably flagged
after the lady had passed, I am forced to believe that the
deceitful young wretch actually used me as a conventional
background to display the graces of his figure to the passing
fair. When I detected the trick, of course I made a point of
keeping my friend, by strategic movements, with his back
toward the young lady, while I bowed to her myself. Since
then, I understand that it is a regular custom of these callow
youths to encounter each other, with simulated cordiality,
some paces in front of the young lady they wish to recognize,
so that she cannot possibly cut them. The corner of
California and Montgomery streets is their favorite haunt.
They may be easily detected by their furtive expression of
eye, which betrays them even in the height of their apparent
enthusiasm.
Speaking of eyes, you can generally settle the
average gentility and good breeding of the people you meet
in the street by the manner in which they return or evade your
glance. “A gentleman,” as the Autocrat has wisely said, is
always “calm-eyed.” There is just enough abstraction in his
look to denote his individual power and the capacity for selfcontemplation, while he is, nevertheless, quietly and
unobtrusively observant. He does not seek, neither does he
evade your observation. Snobs and prigs do the first; bashful
and mean people do the second. There are some men who,
on meeting your eye, immediately assume an expression
quite different from the one which they previously wore,
which, whether an improvement or not, suggests a
disagreeable self-consciousness. Perhaps they fancy they are
betraying something. There are others who return your look
with unnecessary defiance, which suggests a like
concealment. The symptoms of the eye are generally borne
out in the figure. A man is very apt to betray his character by
the manner in which he appropriates his part of the sidewalk.
The man who resolutely keeps the middle of the pavement,
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and deliberately brushes against you, you may be certain
would take the last piece of pie at the hotel table, and empty
the cream-jug on its way to your cup. The man who sidles
by you, keeping close to the houses, and selecting the easiest
planks, manages to slip through life in some such way, and
to evade its sternest duties. The awkward man, who gets in
your way, and throws you back upon the man behind you,
and so manages to derange the harmonious procession of an
entire block, is very apt to do the same thing in political and
social economy. The inquisitive man, who deliberately
shortens his pace, so that he may participate in the
confidence you impart to your companion, has an eye not
unfamiliar to keyholes, and probably opens his wife’s letters.
The loud man, who talks with the intention of being
overheard, is the same egotist elsewhere. If there was any
justice in Iago’s sneer, that there were some “so weak of soul
that in their sleep they mutter their affairs,” what shall be
said of the walking revery-babblers? I have met men who
were evidently rolling over, “like a sweet morsel under the
tongue,” some speech they were about to make, and others
who were framing curses. I remember once that, while
walking behind an apparently respectable old gentleman, he
suddenly uttered the exclamation, “Well, I’m d――d!” and
then quietly resumed his usual manner. Whether he had at
that moment become impressed with a truly orthodox
disbelief in his ultimate salvation, or whether he was simply
indignant, I never could tell.
I have been hesitating for some time to speak―or if
indeed to speak at all―of that lovely and critic-defying sex,
whose bright eyes and voluble prattle have not been without
effect in tempering the austerities of my peripatetic musing.
I have been humbly thankful that I have been permitted to
view their bright dresses and those charming bonnets which
seem to have brought the birds and flowers of spring within
the dreary limits of the town, and―I trust I shall not be
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deemed unkind in saying it―my pleasure was not lessened
by the reflection that the display, to me at least, was
inexpensive. I have walked in―and I fear occasionally
on―the train of the loveliest of her sex who has preceded
me. If I have sometimes wondered why two young ladies
always began to talk vivaciously on the approach of any
good-looking fellow; if I have wondered whether the minorlike qualities of all large show-windows at all influenced
their curiosity regarding silks and calicoes; if I have ever
entertained the same ungentlemanly thought concerning
daguerreotype show-cases; if I have ever misinterpreted the
eye-shot which has passed between two pretty
women―more searching, exhaustive and sincere than any of
our feeble ogles; if I have ever committed these or any other
impertinences, it was only to retire beaten and discomfited,
and to confess that masculine philosophy, while it soars
beyond Sirius and the ring of Saturn, stops short at the steel
periphery which encompasses the simplest school-girl.
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A Boys’ Dog
As I lift my eyes from the paper, I observe a dog lying
on the steps of the opposite house. His attitude might induce
passers-by and casual observers to believe him to belong to
the people who live there, and to accord to him a certain
standing position. I have seen visitors pat him, under the
impression that they were doing an act of courtesy to his
master, he lending himself to the fraud by hypocritical
contortions of the body. But his attitude is one of deceit and
simulation. He has neither master nor habitation. He is a very
Pariah and outcast; in brief, “A Boys’ Dog.”
There is a degree of hopeless and irreclaimable
vagabondage expressed in this epithet, which may not be
generally understood. Only those who are familiar with the
roving nature and predatory instincts of boys in large cities
will appreciate its strength. It is the lowest step in the social
scale to which a respectable canine can descend. A blind
man’s dog, or the companion of a knife-grinder, is
comparatively elevated. He at least owes allegiance to but
one master. But the Boys’ Dog is the thrall of an entire
juvenile community, obedient to the beck and call of the
smallest imp in the neighborhood, attached to and serving
not the individual boy so much as the boy element and
principle. In their active sports, in small thefts, raids into
back-yards, window-breaking, and other minor juvenile
recreations, he is a full participant. In this way he is the
reflection of the wickedness of many masters, without
possessing the virtues or peculiarities of any particular one.
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If leading a “dog’s life” be considered a peculiar
phase of human misery, the life of a Boys’ Dog is still more
infelicitous. He is associated in all schemes of wrong-doing,
and unless he be a dog of experience is always the scapegoat.
He never shares the booty of his associates. In absence of
legitimate amusement, he is considered fair game for his
companions; and I have seen him reduced to the ignominy
of having a tin kettle tied to his tail. His ears and tail have
generally been docked to suit the caprice of the unholy band
of which he is a member; and if he has any spunk, he is
invariably pitted against larger dogs in mortal combat. He is
poorly fed and hourly abused; the reputation of his associates
debars him from outside sympathies; and once a Boys’ Dog,
he cannot change his condition. He is not unfrequently sold
into slavery by his inhuman companions. I remember once
to have been accosted on my own doorsteps by a couple of
precocious youths, who offered to sell me a dog which they
were then leading by a rope. The price was extremely
moderate, being, if I remember rightly, but fifty cents.
Imagining the unfortunate animal to have lately fallen into
their wicked hands, and anxious to reclaim him from the
degradation of becoming a Boys’ Dog, I was about to
conclude the bargain, when I saw a look of intelligence pass
between the dog and his two masters. I promptly stopped all
negotiation, and drove the youthful swindlers and their fourfooted accomplice from my presence. The whole thing was
perfectly plain. The dog was an old, experienced, and
hardened Boys’ Dog, and I was perfectly satisfied that he
would run away and rejoin his old companions at the first
opportunity. This I afterwards learned he did, on the
occasion of a kind-hearted but unsophisticated neighbor
buying him; and a few days ago I saw him exposed for sale
by those two Arcadians, in another neighborhood, having
been bought and paid for half a dozen times in this.
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But, it will be asked, if the life of a Boys’ Dog is so
unhappy, why do they enter upon such an unenviable
situation, and why do they not dissolve the partnership when
it becomes unpleasant? I will confess that I have been often
puzzled by this question. For some time I could not make up
my mind whether their unholy alliance was the result of the
influence of the dog on the boy, or vice versa, and which was
the weakest and most impressible nature. I am satisfied now
that, at first, the dog is undoubtedly influenced by the boy,
and, as it were, is led, while yet a puppy, from the paths of
canine rectitude by artful and designing boys. As he grows
older and more experienced in the ways of his Bohemian
friends, he becomes a willing decoy, and takes delight in
leading boyish innocence astray, in beguiling children to
play truant, and thus revenges his own degradation on the
boy nature generally. It is in this relation, and in regard to
certain unhallowed practices I have detected him in, that I
deem it proper to expose to parents and guardians the danger
to which their offspring is exposed by the Boys’ Dog.
The Boys’ Dog lays his plans artfully. He begins to
influence the youthful mind by suggestions of unrestrained
freedom and frolic which he offers in his own person. He
will lie in wait at the garden gate for a very small boy, and
endeavor to lure him outside its sacred precincts, by
gambolling and jumping a little beyond the inclosure. He
will set off on an imaginary chase and run around the block
in a perfectly frantic manner, and then return, breathless, to
his former position, with a look as of one who would say,
“There, you see how perfectly easy it’s done!” Should the
unhappy infant find it difficult to resist the effect which this
glimpse of the area of freedom produces, and step beyond
the gate, from that moment he is utterly demoralized. The
Boys’ Dog owns him body and soul. Straightway he is led
by the deceitful brute into the unhallowed circle of his
Bohemian masters. Sometimes the unfortunate boy, if he be
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very small, turns up eventually at the station-house as a lost
child. Whenever I meet a stray boy in the street looking
utterly bewildered and astonished, I generally find a Boys’
Dog lurking on the corner. When I read the advertisements
of lost children, I always add mentally to the description,
“was last seen in company with a Boys’ Dog.” Nor is his
influence wholly confined to small boys. I have seen him
waiting patiently for larger boys on the way to school, and
by artful and sophistical practices inducing them to play
truant. I have seen him lying at the school-house door, with
the intention of enticing the children on their way home to
distant and remote localities. He has led many an
unsuspecting boy to the wharves and quays by assuming the
character of a water-dog, which he was not, and again has
induced others to go with him on a gunning excursion by
pretending to be a sporting dog, in which quality he was
knowingly deficient. Unscrupulous, hypocritical, and
deceitful, he has won many children’s hearts by answering
to any name they might call him, attaching himself to their
persons until they got into trouble, and deserting them at the
very moment they most needed his assistance. I have seen
him rob small school-boys of their dinners by pretending to
knock them down by accident; and have seen larger boys in
turn dispossess him of his ill-gotten booty for their own
private gratification. From being a tool, he has grown to be
an accomplice; through much imposition, he has learned to
impose on others; in his best character, he is simply a
vagabond’s vagabond.
I could find it in my heart to pity him, as he lies there
through the long summer afternoon, enjoying brief intervals
of tranquillity and rest which he surreptitiously snatches
from a stranger’s doorstep. For a shrill whistle is heard in the
streets, the boys are coming home from school, and he is
startled from his dreams by a deftly thrown potato, which
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hits him on the head, and awakens him to the stern reality
that he is now and forever―a Boys’ Dog.
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Charitable Reminiscences
As the new Benevolent Association has had the
effect of withdrawing beggars from the streets, and as
Professional Mendicancy bids fair to be presently ranked
with the Lost Arts, to preserve some records of this noble
branch of industry, I have endeavored to recall certain traits
and peculiarities of individual members of the order whom I
have known, and whose forms I now miss from their
accustomed haunts. In so doing, I confess to feeling a certain
regret at this decay of Professional Begging, for I hold the
theory that mankind are bettered by the occasional spectacle
of misery, whether simulated or not, on the same principle
that our sympathies are enlarged by the fictitious woes of the
Drama, though we know that the actors are insincere.
Perhaps I am indiscreet in saying that I have rewarded the
artfully dressed and well-acted performance of the begging
impostor through the same impulse that impelled me to
expend a dollar in witnessing the counterfeited sorrows of
poor “Triplet,” as represented by Charles Wheatleigh. I did
not quarrel with deceit in either case. My coin was given in
recognition of the sentiment; the moral responsibility rested
with the performer.
The principal figure that I now mourn over as lost
forever is one that may have been familiar to many of my
readers. It was that of a dark-complexioned, black-eyed,
foreign-looking woman, who supported in her arms a sickly
baby. As a pathological phenomenon the baby was
especially interesting, having presented the Hippocratic face
and other symptoms of immediate dissolution, without
change, for the past three years. The woman never verbally
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solicited alms. Her appearance was always mute,
mysterious, and sudden. She made no other appeal than that
which the dramatic tableau of herself and baby suggested,
with an outstretched hand and deprecating eye sometimes
superadded. She usually stood in my doorway, silent and
patient, intimating her presence, if my attention were
preoccupied, by a slight cough from her baby, whom I shall
always believe had its part to play in this little pantomime,
and generally obeyed a secret signal from the maternal hand.
It was useless for me to refuse alms, to plead business, or
affect inattention. She never moved; her position was always
taken with an appearance of latent capabilities of endurance
and experience in waiting which never failed to impress me
with awe and the futility of any hope of escape. There was
also something in the reproachful expression of her eye
which plainly said to me, as I bent over my paper, “Go on
with your mock sentimentalities and simulated pathos;
portray the imaginary sufferings of your bodiless creations,
spread your thin web of philosophy, but look you, sir, here
is real misery! Here is genuine suffering!” I confess that this
artful suggestion usually brought me down. In three minutes
after she had thus invested the citadel I usually surrendered
at discretion, without a gun having been fired on either side.
She received my offering and retired as mutely and
mysteriously as she had appeared. Perhaps it was well for me
that she did not know her strength. I might have been forced,
had this terrible woman been conscious of her real power, to
have borrowed money which I could not pay, or have forged
a check to purchase immunity from her awful presence. I
hardly know if I make myself understood, and yet I am
unable to define my meaning more clearly when I say that
there was something in her glance which suggested to the
person appealed to, when in the presence of others, a certain
idea of some individual responsibility for her sufferings,
which, while it never failed to affect him with a mingled
sense of ludicrousness and terror, always made an
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impression of unqualified gravity on the minds of the
bystanders. As she has disappeared within the last month, I
imagine that she has found a home at the San Francisco
Benevolent Association―at least, I cannot conceive of any
charity, however guarded by wholesome checks or sharpeyed almoners, that could resist that mute apparition. I
should like to go there and inquire about her, and also learn
if the baby was convalescent or dead, but I am satisfied that
she would rise up, a mute and reproachful appeal, so
personal in its artful suggestions, that it would end in the
Association instantly transferring her to my hands.
My next familiar mendicant was a vender of printed
ballads. These effusions were so stale, atrocious, and
unsalable in their character, that it was easy to detect that
hypocrisy, which―in imitation of more ambitious
beggary―veiled the real eleemosynary appeal under the thin
pretext of offering an equivalent. This beggar―an aged
female in a rusty bonnet―I unconsciously precipitated upon
myself in an evil moment. On our first meeting, while
distractedly turning over the ballads, I came upon a certain
production entitled, I think, “The Fire Zouave,” and was
struck with the truly patriotic and American manner in which
“Zouave” was made to rhyme in different stanzas with
“grave, brave, save, and glaive.” As I purchased it at once,
with a gratified expression of countenance, it soon became
evident that the act was misconstrued by my poor friend,
who from that moment never ceased to haunt me. Perhaps in
the whole course of her precarious existence she had never
before sold a ballad. My solitary purchase evidently made
me, in her eyes, a customer, and in a measure exalted her
vocation; so thereafter she regularly used to look in at my
door, with a chirping, confident air, and the question, “Any
more songs to-day?” as though it were some necessary
article of daily consumption. I never took any more of her
songs, although that circumstance did not shake her faith in
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my literary taste; my abstinence from this exciting mental
pabulum being probably ascribed to charitable motives. She
was finally absorbed by the S. F. B. A., who have probably
made a proper disposition of her effects. She was a little old
woman, of Celtic origin, predisposed to melancholy, and
looking as if she had read most of her ballads.
My next reminiscence takes the shape of a very seedy
individual, who had, for three or four years, been vainly
attempting to get back to his relatives in Illinois, where
sympathizing friends and a comfortable almshouse awaited
him. Only a few dollars, he informed me―the uncontributed
remainder of the amount necessary to purchase a steerage
ticket―stood in his way. These last few dollars seem to have
been most difficult to get, and he had wandered about, a sort
of antithetical Flying Dutchman, forever putting to sea, yet
never getting away from shore. He was a “49-er,” and had
recently been blown up in a tunnel, or had fallen down a
shaft, I forget which. This sad accident obliged him to use
large quantities of whiskey as a liniment, which, he informed
me, occasioned the mild fragrance which his garments
exhaled. Though belonging to the same class, he was not to
be confounded with the unfortunate miner who could not get
back to his claim without pecuniary assistance, or the
desolate Italian, who hopelessly handed you a document in
a foreign language, very much bethumbed and
illegible―which, in your ignorance of the tongue, you
couldn’t help suspiciously feeling might have been a price
current, but which you could see was proffered as an excuse
for alms. Indeed, whenever any stranger handed me, without
speaking, an open document, which bore the marks of
having been carried in the greasy lining of a hat, I always felt
safe in giving him a quarter and dismissing him without
further questioning. I always noticed that these circular
letters, when written in the vernacular, were remarkable for
their beautiful caligraphy and grammatical inaccuracy, and
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that they all seem to have been written by the same hand.
Perhaps indigence exercises a peculiar and equal effect upon
the handwriting.
I recall a few occasional mendicants whose faces
were less familiar. One afternoon a most extraordinary
Irishman, with a black eye, a bruised hat, and other traces of
past enjoyment, waited upon me with a pitiful story of
destitution and want, and concluded by requesting the usual
trifle. I replied, with some severity, that if I gave him a dime
he would probably spend it for drink. “Be Gorra! but you’re
roight―I wad that!” he answered promptly. I was so much
taken aback by this unexpected exhibition of frankness that
I instantly handed over the dime. It seems that Truth had
survived the wreck of his other virtues; he did get drunk, and,
impelled by a like conscientious sense of duty, exhibited
himself to me in that state a few hours after, to show that my
bounty had not been misapplied.
In spite of the peculiar characters of these
reminiscences, I cannot help feeling a certain regret at the
decay of Professional Mendicancy. Perhaps it may be owing
to a lingering trace of that youthful superstition which saw
in all beggars a possible prince or fairy, and invested their
calling with a mysterious awe. Perhaps it may be from a
belief that there is something in the old-fashioned almsgivings and actual contact with misery that is wholesome for
both donor and recipient, and that any system which
interposes a third party between them is only putting on a
thick glove, which, while it preserves us from contagion,
absorbs and deadens the kindly pressure of our hand. It is a
very pleasant thing to purchase relief from the annoyance
and trouble of having to weigh the claims of an afflicted
neighbor. As I turn over these printed tickets, which the
courtesy of the San Francisco Benevolent Association
has―by a slight stretch of the imagination in supposing that
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any sane unfortunate might rashly seek relief from a
newspaper office―conveyed to these editorial hands, I
cannot help wondering whether, when in our last extremity
we come to draw upon the Immeasurable Bounty, it will be
necessary to present a ticket.
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“Seeing the Steamer Off”
I have sometimes thought, while watching the
departure of an Eastern steamer, that the act of parting from
friends―so generally one of bitterness and despondency―is
made by an ingenious Californian custom to yield a
pleasurable excitement. This luxury of leave-taking, in
which most Californians indulge, is often protracted to the
hauling in of the gang-plank. Those last words, injunctions,
promises, and embraces, which are mournful and depressing
perhaps in that privacy demanded on other occasions, are
here, by reason of their very publicity, of an edifying and
exhilarating character. A parting kiss, blown from the deck
of a steamer into a miscellaneous crowd, of course loses
much of that sacred solemnity with which foolish
superstition is apt to invest it. A broadside of endearing
epithets, even when properly aimed and apparently raking
the whole wharf, is apt to be impotent and harmless. A
husband who prefers to embrace his wife for the last time at
the door of her stateroom, and finds himself the centre of an
admiring group of unconcerned spectators, of course feels
himself lifted above any feeling save that of ludicrousness
which the situation suggests. The mother, parting from her
offspring, should become a Roman matron under the like
influences; the lover who takes leave of his sweetheart is not
apt to mar the general hilarity by any emotional folly. In fact,
this system of delaying our parting sentiments until the last
moment―this removal of domestic scenery and incident to
a public theatre―may be said to be worthy of a stoical and
democratic people, and is an event in our lives which may
be shared with the humblest coal-passer or itinerant vender
of oranges. It is a return to that classic out-of-door
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experience and mingling of public and domestic economy
which so ennobled the straight-nosed Athenian.
So universal is this desire to be present at the
departure of any steamer that, aside from the regular crowd
of loungers who make their appearance confessedly only to
look on, there are others who take advantage of the slightest
intimacy to go through the leave-taking formula. People
whom you have quite forgotten, people to whom you have
been lately introduced, suddenly and unexpectedly make
their appearance and wring your hands with fervor. The
friend, long estranged, forgives you nobly at the last
moment, to take advantage of this glorious opportunity of
“seeing you off.” Your bootmaker, tailor, and hatter―haply
with no ulterior motives and unaccompanied by official
friends―visit you with enthusiasm. You find great difficulty
in detaching your relatives and acquaintances from the
trunks on which they resolutely seat themselves, up to the
moment when the paddles are moving, and you are haunted
continually by an ill-defined idea that they may be carried
off, and foisted on you―with the payment of their passage,
which, under the circumstances, you could not refuse―for
the rest of the voyage. Your friends will make their
appearance at the most inopportune moments, and from the
most unexpected places―dangling from hawsers, climbing
up paddle-boxes, and crawling through cabin windows at the
imminent peril of their lives. You are nervous and crushed
by this added weight of responsibility. Should you be a
stranger, you will find any number of people on board, who
will cheerfully and at a venture take leave of you on the
slightest advances made on your part. A friend of mine
assures me that he once parted, with great enthusiasm and
cordiality, from a party of gentlemen, to him personally
unknown, who had apparently mistaken his state-room. This
party―evidently connected with some fire company―on
comparing notes on the wharf, being somewhat dissatisfied
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with the result of their performances, afterward rendered my
friend’s position on the hurricane deck one of extreme peril
and inconvenience, by reason of skilfully projected oranges
and apples, accompanied with some invective. Yet there is
certainly something to interest us in the examination of that
cheerless damp closet, whose painted wooden walls no
furniture or company can make habitable, wherein our friend
is to spend so many vapid days and restless nights. The sight
of these apartments, yclept STATE-ROOMS―Heaven
knows why, except it be from their want of cosiness―is full
of keen reminiscences to most Californians who have not
outgrown the memories of that dreary interval when, in
obedience to nature’s wise compensations, homesickness
was blotted out by sea-sickness, and both at last resolved into
a chaotic and distempered dream, whose details we now
recognize. The steamer chair that we used to drag out upon
the narrow strip of deck and doze in, over the pages of a wellthumbed novel; the deck itself, of afternoons, redolent with
the skins of oranges and bananas, of mornings, damp with
salt-water and mopping; the netted bulwark, smelling of tar
in the tropics, and fretted on the weather side with little
saline crystals; the villanously compounded odors of victuals
from the pantry, and oil from the machinery; the young lady
that we used to flirt with, and with whom we shared our last
novel, adorned with marginal annotations; our own chum;
our own bore; the man who was never sea-sick; the two
events of the day, breakfast and dinner, and the dreary
interval between; the tremendous importance giver, to
trifling events and trifling people; the young lady who kept
a journal; the newspaper, published on board, filled with
mild
pleasantries
and
impertinences,
elsewhere
unendurable; the young lady who sang; the wealthy
passenger; the popular passenger; the―
[Let us sit down for a moment until this
qualmishness, which these associations and some infectious
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quality of the atmosphere seem to produce, has passed away.
What becomes of our steamer friends? Why are we now so
apathetic about them? Why is it that we drift away from them
so unconcernedly, forgetting even their names and faces?
Why, when we do remember them, do we look at them so
suspiciously, with an undefined idea that, in the unrestrained
freedom of the voyage, they became possessed of some
confidence and knowledge of our weaknesses that we never
should have imparted? Did we make any such confessions?
Perish the thought. The popular man, however, is not now so
popular. We have heard finer voices than that of the young
lady who sang so sweetly. Our chum’s fascinating qualities,
somehow, have deteriorated on land; so have those of the fair
young novel-reader, now the wife of an honest miner in
Virginia City.]
―passenger who made so many trips, and exhibited
a reckless familiarity with the officers; the officers
themselves, now so modest and undemonstrative, a few
hours later so all-powerful and important―these are among
the reminiscences of most Californians, and these are to be
remembered among the experiences of our friend. Yet he
feels, as we all do, that his past experience will be of profit
to him, and has already the confident air of an old voyager.
As you stand on the wharf again, and listen to the
cries of itinerant fruit venders, you wonder why it is that
grief at parting and the unpleasant novelties of travel are
supposed to be assuaged by oranges and apples, even at
ruinously low prices. Perhaps it may be, figuratively, the last
offering of the fruitful earth, as the passenger commits
himself to the bosom of the sterile and unproductive ocean.
Even while the wheels are moving and the lines are cast off,
some hardy apple merchant, mounted on the top of a pile,
concludes a trade with a steerage passenger―twenty feet
interposing between buyer and seller―and achieves, under
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these difficulties, the delivery of his wares. Handkerchiefs
wave, hurried orders mingle with parting blessings, and the
steamer is “off.” As you turn your face cityward, and glance
hurriedly around at the retreating crowd, you will see a
reflection of your own wistful face in theirs, and read the
solution of one of the problems which perplex the California
enthusiast. Before you lies San Francisco, with her hard
angular outlines, her brisk, invigorating breezes, her bright,
but unsympathetic sunshine, her restless and energetic
population; behind you fades the recollection of changeful,
but honest skies; of extremes of heat and cold, modified and
made enjoyable through social and physical laws, of pastoral
landscapes, of accessible Nature in her kindliest forms, of
inherited virtues, of long-tested customs and habits, of old
friends and old faces―in a word of HOME!
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Neighborhoods I Have
Moved From
1.

A bay-window once settled the choice of my house
and compensated for many of its inconveniences. When the
chimney smoked, or the doors alternately shrunk and
swelled, resisting any forcible attempt to open them, or
opening of themselves with ghostly deliberation, or when
suspicious blotches appeared on the ceiling in rainy weather,
there was always the bay-window to turn to for comfort. And
the view was a fine one. Alcatraz, Lime Point, Fort Point,
and Saucelito were plainly visible over a restless expanse of
water that changed continually, glittering in the sunlight,
darkening in rocky shadow, or sweeping in mimic waves on
a miniature beach below.
Although at first the bay-window was supposed to be
sacred to myself and my writing materials, in obedience to
some organic law, it by and by became a general loungingplace. A rocking-chair and crochet basket one day found
their way there. Then the baby invaded its recesses,
fortifying himself behind intrenchments of colored worsteds
and spools of cotton, from which he was only dislodged by
concerted assault, and carried lamenting into captivity. A
subtle glamour crept over all who came within its influence.
To apply one’s self to serious work there was an absurdity.
An incoming ship, a gleam on the water, a cloud lingering
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about Tamalpais, were enough to distract the attention.
Reading or writing, the bay-window was always showing
something to be looked at. Unfortunately, these views were
not always pleasant, but the window gave equal prominence
and importance to all, without respect to quality.
The landscape in the vicinity was unimproved, but
not rural. The adjacent lots had apparently just given up
bearing scrub-oaks, but had not seriously taken to bricks and
mortar. In one direction the vista was closed by the Home of
the Inebriates, not in itself a cheerful-looking building, and,
as the apparent terminus of a ramble in a certain direction,
having all the effect of a moral lesson. To a certain extent,
however, this building was an imposition. The enthusiastic
members of my family, who confidently expected to see its
inmates hilariously disporting themselves at its windows in
the different stages of inebriation portrayed by the late W. E.
Burton, were much disappointed. The Home was reticent of
its secrets. The County Hospital, also in range of the baywindow, showed much more animation. At certain hours of
the day convalescents passed in review before the window
on their way to an airing. This spectacle was the still more
depressing from a singular lack of sociability that appeared
to prevail among them. Each man was encompassed by the
impenetrable atmosphere of his own peculiar suffering. They
did not talk or walk together. From the window I have seen
half a dozen sunning themselves against a wall within a few
feet of each other, to all appearance utterly oblivious of the
fact. Had they but quarrelled or fought―anything would
have been better than this horrible apathy.
The lower end of the street on which the bay-window
was situate, opened invitingly from a popular thoroughfare;
and after beckoning the unwary stranger into its recesses,
ended unexpectedly at a frightful precipice. On Sundays,
when the travel North-Beachwards was considerable, the
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bay-window delighted in the spectacle afforded by unhappy
pedestrians who were seduced into taking this street as a
short-cut somewhere else. It was amusing to notice how
these people invariably, on coming to the precipice, glanced
upward to the bay-window and endeavored to assume a
careless air before they retraced their steps, whistling
ostentatiously, as if they had previously known all about it.
One high-spirited young man in particular, being incited
thereto by a pair of mischievous bright eyes in an opposite
window, actually descended this fearful precipice rather than
return, to the great peril of life and limb, and manifest injury
to his Sunday clothes.
Dogs, goats, and horses constituted the fauna of our
neighborhood. Possessing the lawless freedom of their
normal condition, they still evinced a tender attachment to
man and his habitations. Spirited steeds got up extempore
races on the sidewalks, turning the street into a miniature
Corso; dogs wrangled in the areas; while from the hill beside
the house a goat browsed peacefully upon my wife’s
geraniums in the flower-pots of the second-story window.
“We had a fine hail-storm last night,” remarked a newly
arrived neighbor, who had just moved into the adjoining
house. It would have been a pity to set him right, as he was
quite enthusiastic about the view and the general sanitary
qualifications of the locality. So I didn’t tell him anything
about the goats who were in the habit of using his house as
a stepping-stone to the adjoining hill.
But the locality was remarkably healthy. People who
fell down the embankments found their wounds heal rapidly
in the steady sea-breeze. Ventilation was complete and
thorough. The opening of the bay-window produced a
current of wholesome air which effectually removed all
noxious exhalations, together with the curtains, the hinges of
the back door, and the window-shutters. Owing to this
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peculiarity, some of my writings acquired an extensive
circulation and publicity in the neighborhood, which years
in another locality might not have produced. Several articles
of wearing apparel, which were mysteriously transposed
from our clothes-line to that of an humble though honest
neighbor, was undoubtedly the result of these sanitary winds.
Yet in spite of these advantages I found it convenient in a
few months to move. And the result whereof I shall
communicate in other papers.
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2.

“A house with a fine garden and extensive shrubbery,
in a genteel neighborhood,” were, if I remember rightly, the
general terms of an advertisement which once decided my
choice of a dwelling. I should add that this occurred at an
early stage of my household experience, when I placed a
trustful reliance in advertisements. I have since learned that
the most truthful people are apt to indulge a slight vein of
exaggeration in describing their own possessions, as though
the mere circumstance of going into print were an excuse for
a certain kind of mendacity. But I did not fully awaken to
this fact until a much later period, when, in answering an
advertisement which described a highly advantageous
tenement, I was referred to the house I then occupied, and
from which a thousand inconveniences were impelling me
to move.
The “fine garden” alluded to was not large, but
contained several peculiarly shaped flower-beds. I was at
first struck with the singular resemblance which they bore to
the mutton-chops that are usually brought on the table at
hotels and restaurants―a resemblance the more striking
from the sprigs of parsley which they produced freely. One
plat in particular reminded me, not unpleasantly, of a
peculiar cake, known to my boyhood as “a bolivar.” The
owner of the property, however, who seemed to be a man of
original aesthetic ideas, had banked up one of these beds
with bright-colored sea-shells, so that in rainy weather it
suggested an aquarium, and offered the elements of
botanical and conchological study in pleasing juxtaposition.
I have since thought that the fish-geraniums, which it also
bore to a surprising extent, were introduced originally from
some such idea of consistency. But it was very pleasant, after
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dinner, to ramble up and down the gravelly paths (whose
occasional boulders reminded me of the dry bed of a
somewhat circuitous mining stream), smoking a cigar, or
inhaling the rich aroma of fennel, or occasionally stopping
to pluck one of the hollyhocks with which the garden
abounded. The prolific qualities of this plant alarmed us
greatly, for although, in the first transport of enthusiasm, my
wife planted several different kinds of flower-seeds, nothing
ever came up but hollyhocks; and although, impelled by the
same laudable impulse, I procured a copy of “Downing’s
Landscape Gardening,” and a few gardening tools, and
worked for several hours in the garden, my efforts were
equally futile.
The “extensive shrubbery” consisted of several
dwarfed trees. One was a very weak young weeping willow,
so very limp and maudlin, and so evidently bent on
establishing its reputation, that it had to be tied up against
the house for support. The dampness of that portion of the
house was usually attributed to the presence of this
lachrymose shrub. And to these a couple of highly
objectionable trees, known, I think, by the name of Malva,
which made an inordinate show of cheap blossoms that they
were continually shedding, and one or two dwarf oaks, with
scaly leaves and a generally spiteful exterior, and you have
what was not inaptly termed by our Milesian handmaid “the
scrubbery.”
The gentility of our neighbor suffered a blight from
the unwholesome vicinity of McGinnis Court. This court
was a kind of cul de sac that, on being penetrated, discovered
a primitive people living in a state of barbarous freedom, and
apparently spending the greater portion of their lives on their
own door-steps. Many of those details of the toilet which a
popular prejudice restricts to the dressing-room in other
localities, were here performed in the open court without fear
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and without reproach. Early in the week the court was hid in
a choking, soapy mist, which arose from innumerable
washtubs. This was followed in a day or two later by an
extraordinary exhibition of wearing apparel of divers colors,
fluttering on lines like a display of bunting on ship-board,
and whose flapping in the breeze was like irregular
discharges of musketry. It was evident also that the court
exercised a demoralizing influence over the whole
neighborhood. A sanguine property-owner once put up a
handsome dwelling on the corner of our street, and lived
therein; but although he appeared frequently on his balcony,
clad in a bright crimson dressing-gown, which made him
look like a tropical bird of some rare and gorgeous species,
he failed to woo any kindred dressing-gown to the vicinity,
and only provoked opprobrious epithets from the gamins of
the court. He moved away shortly after, and on going by the
house one day, I noticed a bill of “Rooms to let, with board,”
posted conspicuously on the Corinthian columns of the
porch. McGinnis Court had triumphed. An interchange of
civilities at once took place between the court and the
servants’ area of the palatial mansion, and some of the young
men boarders exchange playful slang with the adolescent
members of the court. From that moment we felt that our
claims to gentility were forever abandoned.
Yet, we enjoyed intervals of unalloyed contentment.
When the twilight toned down the hard outlines of the oaks,
and made shadowy clumps and formless masses of other
bushes, it was quite romantic to sit by the window and inhale
the faint, sad odor of the fennel in the walks below. Perhaps
this economical pleasure was much enhanced by a picture in
my memory, whose faded colors the odor of this humble
plant never failed to restore. So I often sat there of evenings
and closed my eyes until the forms and benches of a country
schoolroom came back to me, redolent with the incense of
fennel covertly stowed away in my desk, and gazed again in
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silent rapture on the round, red cheeks and long black braids
of that peerless creature whose glance had often caused my
cheeks to glow over the preternatural collar, which at that
period of my boyhood it was my pride and privilege to wear.
As I fear I may be often thought hypercritical and censorious
in these articles, I am willing to record this as one of the
advantages of our new house, not mentioned in the
advertisement, nor chargeable in the rent. May the present
tenant, who is a stock-broker, and who impresses me with
the idea of having always been called “Mr.” from his cradle
up, enjoy this advantage, and try sometimes to remember he
was a boy!
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3.

Soon after I moved into Happy Valley I was struck
with the remarkable infelicity of its title. Generous as
Californians are in the use of adjectives, this passed into the
domain of irony. But I was inclined to think it sincere―the
production of a weak but gushing mind, just as the feminine
nomenclature of streets in the vicinity was evidently
bestowed by one in habitual communion with “Friendship’s
Gifts” and “Affection’s Offerings.”
Our house on Laura Matilda Street looked somewhat
like a toy Swiss Cottage―a style of architecture so
prevalent, that in walking down the block it was quite
difficult to resist an impression of fresh glue and pine
shavings. The few shade-trees might have belonged
originally to those oval Christmas boxes which contain toy
villages; and even the people who sat by the windows had a
stiffness that made them appear surprisingly unreal and
artificial. A little dog belonging to a neighbor was known to
the members of my household by the name of “Glass,” from
the general suggestion he gave of having been spun of that
article. Perhaps I have somewhat exaggerated these
illustrations of the dapper nicety of our neighborhood―a
neatness and conciseness which I think have a general
tendency to belittle, dwarf, and contract their objects. For we
gradually fell into small ways and narrow ideas, and to some
extent squared the round world outside to the correct angles
of Laura Matilda Street.
One reason for this insincere quality may have been
the fact that the very foundations of our neighborhood were
artificial. Laura Matilda Street was “made ground.” The
land, not yet quite reclaimed, was continually struggling
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with its old enemy. We had not been long in our new home
before we found an older tenant, not yet wholly divested of
his rights, who sometimes showed himself in clammy
perspiration on the basement walls, whose damp breath
chilled our dining-room, and in the night struck a mortal
chilliness through the house. There were no patent fastenings
that could keep him out―no writ of unlawful detainer that
could eject him. In the winter his presence was quite
palpable; he sapped the roots of the trees, he gurgled under
the kitchen floor, he wrought an unwholesome greenness on
the side of the veranda. In summer he became invisible, but
still exercised a familiar influence over the locality. He
planted little stitches in the small of the back, sought out old
aches and weak joints, and sportively punched the tenants of
the Swiss Cottage under the ribs. He inveigled little children
to play with him, but his plays generally ended in scarlet
fever, diphtheria, whooping-cough, and measles. He
sometimes followed strong men about until they sickened
suddenly and took to their beds. But he kept the green-plants
in good order, and was very fond of verdure, bestowing it
even upon lath and plaster and soulless stone. He was
generally invisible, as I have said; but some time after I had
moved, I saw him one morning from the hill stretching his
gray wings over the valley, like some fabulous vampire, who
had spent the night sucking the wholesome juices of the
sleepers below, and was sluggish from the effects of his
repast. It was then that I recognized him as Malaria, and
knew his abode to be the dread Valley of the shadow of
Miasma―miscalled the Happy Valley!
On week days there was a pleasant melody of boilermaking from the foundries, and the gas works in the vicinity
sometimes lent a mild perfume to the breeze. Our street was
usually quiet, however―a footfall being sufficient to draw
the inhabitants to their front windows, and to oblige an
incautious trespasser to run the gauntlet of batteries of blue
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and black eyes on either side of the way. A carriage passing
through it communicated a singular thrill to the floors, and
caused the china on the dining-table to rattle. Although we
were comparatively free from the prevailing winds,
wandering gusts sometimes got bewildered and strayed
unconsciously into our street, and finding an unencumbered
field, incontinently set up a shriek of joy, and went gleefully
to work on the clothes-lines and chimney-pots, and had a
good time generally until they were quite exhausted. I have
a very vivid picture in my memory of an organ-grinder who
was at one time blown into the end of our street, and actually
blown through it in spite of several ineffectual efforts to
come to a stand before the different dwellings, but who was
finally whirled out of the other extremity, still playing and
vainly endeavoring to pursue his unhallowed calling. But
these were noteworthy exceptions to the calm and even tenor
of our life.
There was contiguity but not much sociability in our
neighborhood. From my bedroom window I could plainly
distinguish the peculiar kind of victuals spread on my
neighbor’s dining-table; while, on the other hand, he
obtained an equally uninterrupted view of the mysteries of
my toilet. Still, that “low vice, curiosity,” was regulated by
certain laws, and a kind of rude chivalry invested our
observation. A pretty girl, whose bedroom window was the
cynosure of neighboring eyes, was once brought under the
focus of an opera-glass in the hands of one of our ingenuous
youth; but this act met such prompt and universal
condemnation, as an unmanly advantage, from the lips of
married men and bachelors who didn’t own opera-glasses,
that it was never repeated.
With this brief sketch I conclude my record of the
neighborhoods I have moved from. I have moved from many
others since then, but they have generally presented features
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not dissimilar to the three I have endeavored to describe in
these pages. I offer them as types containing the salient
peculiarities of all. Let no inconsiderate reader rashly move
on account of them. My experience has not been cheaply
bought. From the nettle Change I have tried to pluck the
flower Security. Draymen have grown rich at my expense.
House-agents have known me and were glad, and landlords
have risen up to meet me from afar. The force of habit impels
me still to consult all the bills I see in the streets, nor can the
war telegrams divert my first attention from the advertising
columns of the daily papers. I repeat, let no man think I have
disclosed the weaknesses of the neighborhood, nor rashly
open that closet which contains the secret skeleton of his
dwelling. My carpets have been altered to fit all sized oddshaped apartments from parallelopiped to hexagons. Much
of my furniture has been distributed among my former
dwellings. These limbs have stretched upon uncarpeted
floors, or have been let down suddenly from imperfectly
established bedsteads. I have dined in the parlor and slept in
the back kitchen. Yet the result of these sacrifices and trials
may be briefly summed up in the statement that I am now on
the eve of removal from my PRESENT NEIGHBORHOOD.
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My Suburban Experience
I live in the suburbs. My residence, to quote the
pleasing fiction of the advertisement, “is within fifteen
minutes’ walk of the City Hall.” Why the City Hall should
be considered as an eligible terminus of anybody’s walk,
under any circumstances, I have not been able to determine.
Never having walked from my residence to that place, I am
unable to verify the assertion, though I may state as a purely
abstract and separate proposition, that it takes me the better
part of an hour to reach Montgomery Street.
My selection of locality was a compromise between
my wife’s desire to go into the country, and my own
predilections for civic habitation. Like most compromises, it
ended in retaining the objectionable features of both
propositions; I procured the inconveniences of the country
without losing the discomforts of the city. I increased my
distance from the butcher and green-grocer, without
approximating to herds and kitchen-gardens. But I
anticipate.
Fresh air was to be the principal thing sought for.
That there might be too much of this did not enter into my
calculations. The first day I entered my residence, it blew;
the second day was windy; the third, fresh, with a strong
breeze stirring; on the fourth, it blew; on the fifth, there was
a gale, which has continued to the present writing.
That the air is fresh, the above statement sufficiently
establishes. That it is bracing, I argue from the fact that I find
it impossible to open the shutters on the windward side of
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the house. That it is healthy, I am also convinced, believing
that there is no other force in Nature that could so buffet and
ill-use a person without serious injury to him. Let me offer
an instance. The path to my door crosses a slight eminence.
The unconscious visitor, a little exhausted by the ascent and
the general effects of the gentle gales which he has faced in
approaching my hospitable mansion, relaxes his efforts,
smooths his brow, and approaches with a fascinating smile.
Rash and too confident man! The wind delivers a succession
of rapid blows, and he is thrown back. He staggers up again,
in the language of the P. R., “smiling and confident.” The
wind now makes for a vulnerable point, and gets his hat in
chancery. All ceremony is now thrown away; the luckless
wretch seizes his hat with both hands, and charges madly at
the front door. Inch by inch, the wind contests the ground;
another struggle, and he stands upon the veranda. On such
occasions I make it a point to open the door myself, with a
calmness and serenity that shall offer a marked contrast to
his feverish and excited air, and shall throw suspicion of
inebriety upon him. If he be inclined to timidity and
bashfulness, during the best of the evening he is all too
conscious of the disarrangement of his hair and cravat. If he
is less sensitive, the result is often more distressing. A valued
elderly friend once called upon me after undergoing a
twofold struggle with the wind and a large Newfoundland
dog (which I keep for reasons hereinafter stated), and not
only his hat, but his wig, had suffered. He spent the evening
with me, totally unconscious of the fact that his hair
presented the singular spectacle of having been parted
diagonally from the right temple to the left ear. When ladies
called, my wife preferred to receive them. They were
generally hysterical, and often in tears. I remember, one
Sunday, to have been startled by what appeared to be the
balloon from Hayes Valley drifting rapidly past my
conservatory, closely followed by the Newfoundland dog. I
rushed to the front door, but was anticipated by my wife. A
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strange lady appeared at lunch, but the phenomenon
remained otherwise unaccounted for. Egress from my
residence is much more easy. My guests seldom “stand upon
the order of their going, but go at once”; the Newfoundland
dog playfully harassing their rear. I was standing one day,
with my hand on the open hall door, in serious conversation
with the minister of the parish, when the back door was
cautiously opened. The watchful breeze seized the
opportunity, and charged through the defenceless passage.
The front door closed violently in the middle of a sentence,
precipitating the reverend gentleman into the garden. The
Newfoundland dog, with that sagacity for which his race is
so distinguished, at once concluded that a personal collision
had taken place between myself and visitor, and flew to my
defence. The reverend gentleman never called again.
The Newfoundland dog above alluded to was part of
a system of protection which my suburban home once
required. Robberies were frequent in the neighborhood, and
my only fowl fell a victim to the spoiler’s art. One night I
awoke, and found a man in my room. With singular delicacy
and respect for the feelings of others, he had been careful not
to awaken any of the sleepers, and retired upon my rising,
without waiting for any suggestion. Touched by his delicacy,
I forbore giving the alarm until after he had made good his
retreat. I then wanted to go after a policeman, but my wife
remonstrated, as this would leave the house exposed.
Remembering the gentlemanly conduct of the burglar, I
suggested the plan of following him and requesting him to
give the alarm as he went in town. But this proposition was
received with equal disfavor. The next day I procured a dog
and a revolver. The former went off, but the latter wouldn’t.
I then got a new dog and chained him, and a duelling pistol,
with a hair-trigger. The result was so far satisfactory that
neither could be approached with safety, and for some time
I left them out, indifferently, during the night. But the chain
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one day gave way, and the dog, evidently having no other
attachment to the house, took the opportunity to leave. His
place was soon filled by the Newfoundland, whose fidelity
and sagacity I have just recorded.
Space is one of the desirable features of my suburban
residence. I do not know the number of acres the grounds
contain except from the inordinate quantity of hose required
for irrigating. I perform daily, like some gentle shepherd,
upon a quarter-inch pipe without any visible result, and have
had serious thoughts of contracting with some disbanded fire
company for their hose and equipments. It is quite a walk to
the wood-house. Every day some new feature of the grounds
is discovered. My youngest boy was one day missing for
several hours. His head―a peculiarly venerable and striking
object―was at last discovered just above the grass at some
distance from the house. On examination he was found
comfortably seated in a disused drain, in company with a
silver spoon and a dead rat. On being removed from this
locality he howled dismally and refused to be comforted.
The view from my suburban residence is fine. Lone
Mountain, with its white obelisks, is a suggestive if not
cheering termination of the vista in one direction, while the
old receiving vault of Yerba Buena Cemetery limits the view
in another. Most of the funerals which take place pass my
house. My children, with the charming imitativeness that
belongs to youth, have caught the spirit of these passing
corteges, and reproduce in the back yard, with creditable
skill, the salient features of the lugubrious procession. A
doll, from whose features all traces of vitality and expression
have been removed, represents the deceased. Yet
unfortunately I have been obliged to promise them more
active participation in this ceremony at some future time, and
I fear that they look anxiously forward with the glowing
impatience of youth to the speedy removal of some one of
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my circle of friends. I am told that the eldest, with the
unsophisticated frankness that belongs to his age, made a
personal request to that effect to one of my acquaintances.
One singular result of the frequency of these funerals is the
development of a critical and fastidious taste in such matters
on the part of myself and family. If I may so express myself,
without irreverence, we seldom turn out for anything less
than six carriages. Any number over this is usually
breathlessly announced by Bridget as, “Here’s another,
mum―and a good long one.”
With these slight drawbacks my suburban residence
is charming. To the serious poet, and writer of elegiac verses,
the aspect of Nature, viewed from my veranda, is suggestive.
I myself have experienced moments when the “sad mechanic
exercise” of verse would have been of infinite relief. The
following stanzas, by a young friend who has been stopping
with me for the benefit of his health, addressed to a duck that
frequented a small pond in the vicinity of my mansion, may
be worthy of perusal. I think I have met the idea conveyed in
the first verse in some of Hood’s prose, but as my friend
assures me that Hood was too conscientious to appropriate
anything not his own, I conclude I am mistaken.
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Lines to a Water-Fowl
Intra Muros

ONE
Fowl, that sing’st in yonder pool, Where the summer
winds blow cool, Are there hydropathic cures For the ills that
man endures? Know’st thou Priessnitz? What? alack Hast no
other word but “Quack?”

TWO
Cleopatra’s barge might pale To the splendors of thy
tail, Or the stately caravel Of some “high-pooped admiral.”
Never yet left such a wake E’en the navigator Drake!

THREE
Dux thou art, and leader, too, Heeding not what’s
“falling due,” Knowing not of debt or dun―Thou dost heed
no bill but one; And, though scarce conceivable, That’s a bill
Receivable, Made―that thou thy stars mightst
thank―Payable at the next bank.
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On a Vulgar Little Boy
The subject of this article is at present leaning against
a tree directly opposite to my window. He wears his cap with
the wrong side before, apparently for no other object than
that which seems the most obvious―of showing more than
the average quantity of very dirty face. His clothes, which
are worn with a certain buttonless ease and freedom, display,
in the different quality of their fruit-stains, a pleasing
indication of the progress of the seasons. The nose of this
vulgar little boy turns up at the end. I have noticed this in
several other vulgar little boys, although it is by no means
improbable that youthful vulgarity may be present without
this facial peculiarity. Indeed, I am inclined to the belief that
it is rather the result of early inquisitiveness―of furtive
pressures against window-panes, and of looking over fences,
or of the habit of biting large apples hastily―than an
indication of scorn or juvenile superciliousness. The vulgar
little boy is more remarkable for his obtrusive familiarity. It
is my experience of his predisposition to this quality which
has induced me to write this article.
My acquaintance with him began in a moment of
weakness. I have an unfortunate predilection to cultivate
originality in people, even when accompanied by
objectionable character. But, as I lack the firmness and
skilfulness which usually accompany this taste in others, and
enable them to drop acquaintances when troublesome, I have
surrounded myself with divers unprofitable friends, among
whom I count the vulgar little boy. The manner in which he
first attracted my attention was purely accidental. He was
playing in the street, and the driver of a passing vehicle cut
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at him, sportively, with his whip. The vulgar little boy rose
to his feet and hurled after his tormentor a single sentence of
invective. I refrain from repeating it, for I feel that I could
not do justice to it here. If I remember rightly, it conveyed,
in a very few words, a reflection on the legitimacy of the
driver’s birth; it hinted a suspicion of his father’s integrity,
and impugned the fair fame of his mother; it suggested
incompetency in his present position, personal
uncleanliness, and evinced a sceptical doubt of his future
salvation. As his youthful lips closed over the last syllable,
the eyes of the vulgar little boy met mine. Something in my
look emboldened him to wink. I did not repel the action nor
the complicity it implied. From that moment I fell into the
power of the vulgar little boy, and he has never left me since.
He haunts me in the streets and by-ways. He accosts
me, when in the company of friends, with repulsive freedom.
He lingers about the gate of my dwelling to waylay me as I
issue forth to business. Distance he overcomes by main
strength of lungs, and he hails me from the next street. He
met me at the theatre the other evening, and demanded my
check with the air of a young foot-pad. I foolishly gave it to
him, but re-entering some time after, and comfortably
seating myself in the parquet, I was electrified by hearing my
name called from the gallery with the addition of a playful
adjective. It was the vulgar little boy. During the
performance he projected spirally-twisted playbills in my
direction, and indulged in a running commentary on the
supernumeraries as they entered.
To-day has evidently been a dull one with him. I
observe he whistles the popular airs of the period with less
shrillness and intensity. Providence, however, looks not
unkindly on him, and delivers into his hands as it were two
nice little boys who have at this moment innocently strayed
into our street. They are pink and white children, and are
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dressed alike, and exhibit a certain air of neatness and
refinement which is alone sufficient to awaken the
antagonism of the vulgar little boy. A sigh of satisfaction
breaks from his breast. What does he do? Any other boy
would content himself with simply knocking the hats off
their respective heads, and so vent his superfluous vitality in
a single act, besides precipitating the flight of the enemy. But
there are aesthetic considerations not to be overlooked; insult
is to be added to the injury inflicted, and in the struggles of
the victim some justification is to be sought for extreme
measures. The two nice little boys perceive their danger and
draw closer to each other. The vulgar little boy begins by
irony. He affects to be overpowered by the magnificence of
their costume. He addresses me (across the street and
through the closed window), and requests information if
there haply be a circus in the vicinity. He makes affectionate
inquiries after the health of their parents. He expresses a fear
of maternal anxiety in regard to their welfare. He offers to
conduct them home. One nice little boy feebly retorts; but
alas! his correct pronunciation; his grammatical exactitude,
and his moderate epithets only provoke a scream of derision
from the vulgar little boy, who now rapidly changes his
tactics. Staggering under the weight of his vituperation, they
fall easy victims to what he would call his “dexter mawley.”
A wail of lamentation goes up from our street. But as the
subject of this article seems to require a more vigorous
handling than I had purposed to give it, I find it necessary to
abandon my present dignified position, seize my hat, open
the front door, and try a stronger method.
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Waiting for the Ship
A FORT POINT IDYL

About an hour’s ride from the Plaza there is a high
bluff with the ocean breaking uninterruptedly along its rocky
beach. There are several cottages on the sands, which look
as if they had recently been cast up by a heavy sea. The
cultivated patch behind each tenement is fenced in by
bamboos, broken spars, and driftwood. With its few green
cabbages and turnip-tops, each garden looks something like
an aquarium with the water turned off. In fact you would not
be surprised to meet a merman digging among the potatoes,
or a mermaid milking a sea cow hard by.
Near this place formerly arose a great semaphoric
telegraph with its gaunt arms tossed up against the horizon.
It has been replaced by an observatory, connected with an
electric nerve to the heart of the great commercial city. From
this point the incoming ships are signalled, and again
checked off at the City Exchange. And while we are here
looking for the expected steamer, let me tell you a story.
Not long ago, a simple, hard-working mechanic had
amassed sufficient by diligent labor in the mines to send
home for his wife and two children. He arrived in San
Francisco a month before the time the ship was due, for he
was a western man, and had made the overland journey and
knew little of ships or seas or gales. He procured work in the
city, but as the time approached he would go to the shipping
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office regularly every day. The month passed, but the ship
came not; then a month and a week, two weeks, three weeks,
two months, and then a year.
The rough, patient face, with soft lines overlying its
hard features, which had become a daily apparition at the
shipping agent’s, then disappeared. It turned up one
afternoon at the observatory as the setting sun relieved the
operator from his duties. There was something so childlike
and simple in the few questions asked by this stranger,
touching his business, that the operator spent some time to
explain. When the mystery of signals and telegraphs was
unfolded, the stranger had one more question to ask. “How
long might a vessel be absent before they would give up
expecting her?” The operator couldn’t tell; it would depend
on circumstances. Would it be a year? Yes, it might be a
year, and vessels had been given up for lost after two years
and had come home. The stranger put his rough hand on the
operator’s, and thanked him for his “troubil,” and went
away.
Still the ship came not. Stately clippers swept into the
Gate, and merchantmen went by with colors flying, and the
welcoming gun of the steamer often reverberated among the
hills. Then the patient face, with the old resigned expression,
but a brighter, wistful look in the eye, was regularly met on
the crowded decks of the steamer as she disembarked her
living freight. He may have had a dimly defined hope that
the missing ones might yet come this way, as only another
road over that strange unknown expanse. But he talked with
ship captains and sailors, and even this last hope seemed to
fail. When the careworn face and bright eyes were presented
again at the observatory, the operator, busily engaged, could
not spare time to answer foolish interrogatories, so he went
away. But as night fell, he was seen sitting on the rocks with
his face turned seaward, and was seated there all that night.
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When he became hopelessly insane, for that was
what the physicians said made his eyes so bright and wistful,
he was cared for by a fellow-craftsman who had known his
troubles. He was allowed to indulge his fancy of going out
to watch for the ship, in which she “and the children” were,
at night when no one else was watching. He had made up his
mind that the ship would come in at night. This, and the idea
that he would relieve the operator, who would be tired with
watching all day, seemed to please him. So he went out and
relieved the operator every night!
For two years the ships came and went. He was there
to see the outward-bound clipper, and greet her on her return.
He was known only by a few who frequented the place.
When he was missed at last from his accustomed spot, a day
or two elapsed before any alarm was felt. One Sunday, a
party of pleasure-seekers clambering over the rocks were
attracted by the barking of a dog that had run on before them.
When they came up they found a plainly dressed man lying
there dead. There were a few papers in his pocket―chiefly
slips cut from different journals of old marine
memoranda―and his face was turned towards the distant
sea.
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Bohemian Days in San
Francisco
It is but just to the respectable memory of San
Francisco that in these vagrant recollections I should
deprecate at once any suggestion that the levity of my title
described its dominant tone at any period of my early
experiences. On the contrary, it was a singular fact that while
the rest of California was swayed by an easy, careless
unconventionalism, or swept over by waves of emotion and
sentiment, San Francisco preserved an intensely material and
practical attitude, and even a certain austere morality. I do
not, of course, allude to the brief days of ‘49, when it was a
straggling beach of huts and stranded hulks, but to the earlier
stages of its development into the metropolis of California.
Its first tottering steps in that direction were marked by a
distinct gravity and decorum. Even during the period when
the revolver settled small private difficulties, and Vigilance
Committees adjudicated larger public ones, an unmistakable
seriousness and respectability was the ruling sign of its
governing class. It was not improbable that under the reign
of the Committee the lawless and vicious class were more
appalled by the moral spectacle of several thousand blackcoated, serious-minded business men in embattled
procession than by mere force of arms, and one “suspect”―
a prize-fighter―is known to have committed suicide in his
cell after confrontation with his grave and passionless
shopkeeping judges. Even that peculiar quality of
Californian humor which was apt to mitigate the
extravagances of the revolver and the uncertainties of poker
had no place in the decorous and responsible utterance of
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San Francisco. The press was sober, materialistic,
practical―when it was not severely admonitory of existing
evil; the few smaller papers that indulged in levity were
considered libelous and improper. Fancy was displaced by
heavy articles on the revenues of the State and inducements
to the investment of capital. Local news was under an
implied censorship which suppressed anything that might
tend to discourage timid or cautious capital. Episodes of
romantic lawlessness or pathetic incidents of mining life
were carefully edited―with the comment that these things
belonged to the past, and that life and property were now “as
safe in San Francisco as in New York or London.”
Wonder-loving visitors in quest of scenes
characteristic of the civilization were coldly snubbed with
this assurance. Fires, floods, and even seismic convulsions
were subjected to a like grimly materialistic optimism. I have
a vivid recollection of a ponderous editorial on one of the
severer earthquakes, in which it was asserted that only the
unexpectedness of the onset prevented San Francisco from
meeting it in a way that would be deterrent of all future
attacks. The unconsciousness of the humor was only equaled
by the gravity with which it was received by the whole
business community. Strangely enough, this grave
materialism flourished side by side with―and was even
sustained by―a narrow religious strictness more
characteristic of the Pilgrim Fathers of a past century than
the Western pioneers of the present. San Francisco was early
a city of churches and church organizations to which the
leading men and merchants belonged. The lax Sundays of
the dying Spanish race seemed only to provoke a revival of
the rigors of the Puritan Sabbath. With the Spaniard and his
Sunday afternoon bullfight scarcely an hour distant, the San
Francisco pulpit thundered against Sunday picnics. One of
the popular preachers, declaiming upon the practice of
Sunday dinner-giving, averred that when he saw a guest in
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his best Sunday clothes standing shamelessly upon the
doorstep of his host, he felt like seizing him by the shoulder
and dragging him from that threshold of perdition.
Against the actual heathen the feeling was even
stronger, and reached its climax one Sunday when a
Chinaman was stoned to death by a crowd of children
returning from Sunday-school. I am offering these examples
with no ethical purpose, but merely to indicate a singular
contradictory condition which I do not think writers of early
Californian history have fairly recorded. It is not my
province to suggest any theory for these appalling exceptions
to the usual good-humored lawlessness and extravagance of
the rest of the State. They may have been essential agencies
to the growth and evolution of the city. They were
undoubtedly sincere. The impressions I propose to give of
certain scenes and incidents of my early experience must,
therefore, be taken as purely personal and Bohemian, and
their selection as equally individual and vagrant. I am
writing of what interested me at the time, though not perhaps
of what was more generally characteristic of San Francisco.
I had been there a week―an idle week, spent in
listless outlook for employment; a full week in my eager
absorption of the strange life around me and a photographic
sensitiveness to certain scenes and incidents of those days,
which start out of my memory to-day as freshly as the day
they impressed me.
One of these recollections is of “steamer night,” as it
was called―the night of “steamer day,”―preceding the
departure of the mail steamship with the mails for “home.”
Indeed, at that time San Francisco may be said to have lived
from steamer day to steamer day; bills were made due on
that day, interest computed to that period, and accounts
settled. The next day was the turning of a new leaf: another
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essay to fortune, another inspiration of energy. So
recognized was the fact that even ordinary changes of
condition, social and domestic, were put aside until after
steamer day. “I’ll see what I can do after next steamer day”
was the common cautious or hopeful formula. It was the
“Saturday night” of many a wage- earner―and to him a
night of festivity. The thoroughfares were animated and
crowded; the saloons and theatres full. I can recall myself at
such times wandering along the City Front, as the business
part of San Francisco was then known. Here the lights were
burning all night, the first streaks of dawn finding the
merchants still at their counting-house desks. I remember the
dim lines of warehouses lining the insecure wharves of
rotten piles, half filled in―that had ceased to be wharves,
but had not yet become streets―their treacherous yawning
depths, with the uncertain gleam of tarlike mud below, at
times still vocal with the lap and gurgle of the tide. I
remember the weird stories of disappearing men found
afterward imbedded in the ooze in which they had fallen and
gasped their life away. I remember the two or three ships,
still left standing where they were beached a year or two
before, built in between warehouses, their bows projecting
into the roadway. There was the dignity of the sea and its
boundless freedom in their beautiful curves, which the
abutting houses could not destroy, and even something of the
sea’s loneliness in the far- spaced ports and cabin windows
lit up by the lamps of the prosaic landsmen who plied their
trades behind them. One of these ships, transformed into a
hotel, retained its name, the Niantic, and part of its
characteristic interior unchanged. I remember these ships’
old tenants―the rats―who had increased and multiplied to
such an extent that at night they fearlessly crossed the
wayfarer’s path at every turn, and even invaded the gilded
saloons of Montgomery Street. In the Niantic their pit-a-pat
was met on every staircase, and it was said that sometimes
in an excess of sociability they accompanied the traveler to

82

his room. In the early “cloth-and- papered” houses―so
called because the ceilings were not plastered, but simply
covered by stretched and whitewashed cloth―their
scamperings were plainly indicated in zigzag movements of
the sagging cloth, or they became actually visible by finally
dropping through the holes they had worn in it! I remember
the house whose foundations were made of boxes of plug
tobacco―part of a jettisoned cargo―used instead of more
expensive lumber; and the adjacent warehouse where the
trunks of the early and forgotten “forty-niners” were stored,
and―never claimed by their dead or missing owners―were
finally sold at auction. I remember the strong breath of the
sea over all, and the constant onset of the trade winds which
helped to disinfect the deposit of dirt and grime, decay and
wreckage, which were stirred up in the later evolutions of the
city.
Or I recall, with the same sense of youthful
satisfaction and unabated wonder, my wanderings through
the Spanish Quarter, where three centuries of quaint
customs, speech, and dress were still preserved; where the
proverbs of Sancho Panza were still spoken in the language
of Cervantes, and the high-flown illusions of the La
Manchian knight still a part of the Spanish Californian
hidalgo’s dream. I recall the more modern “Greaser,” or
Mexican―his index finger steeped in cigarette stains; his
velvet jacket and his crimson sash; the many-flounced skirt
and lace manta of his women, and their caressing
intonations―the one musical utterance of the whole hardvoiced city. I suppose I had a boy’s digestion and bluntness
of taste in those days, for the combined odor of tobacco,
burned paper, and garlic, which marked that melodious
breath, did not affect me.
Perhaps from my Puritan training I experienced a
more fearful joy in the gambling saloons. They were the
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largest and most comfortable, even as they were the most
expensively decorated rooms in San Francisco. Here again
the gravity and decorum which I have already alluded to
were present at that earlier period―though perhaps from
concentration of another kind. People staked and lost their
last dollar with a calm solemnity and a resignation that was
almost Christian. The oaths, exclamations, and feverish
interruptions which often characterized more dignified
assemblies were absent here. There was no room for the
lesser vices; there was little or no drunkenness; the gaudily
dressed and painted women who presided over the wheels of
fortune or performed on the harp and piano attracted no
attention from those ascetic players. The man who had won
ten thousand dollars and the man who had lost everything
rose from the table with equal silence and imperturbability.
I never witnessed any tragic sequel to those losses; I never
heard of any suicide on account of them. Neither can I recall
any quarrel or murder directly attributable to this kind of
gambling. It must be remembered that these public games
were chiefly rouge et noir, monte, faro, or roulette, in which
the antagonist was Fate, Chance, Method, or the impersonal
“bank,” which was supposed to represent them all; there was
no individual opposition or rivalry; nobody challenged the
decision of the “croupier,” or dealer.
I remember a conversation at the door of one saloon
which was as characteristic for its brevity as it was a type of
the prevailing stoicism. “Hello!” said a departing miner, as
he recognized a brother miner coming in, “when did you
come down?” “This morning,” was the reply. “Made a strike
on the bar?” suggested the first speaker. “You bet!” said the
other, and passed in. I chanced an hour later to be at the same
place as they met again―their relative positions changed.
“Hello! Whar now?” said the incomer. “Back to the bar.”
“Cleaned out?” “You bet!” Not a word more explained a
common situation.
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My first youthful experience at those tables was an
accidental one. I was watching roulette one evening,
intensely absorbed in the mere movement of the players.
Either they were so preoccupied with the game, or I was
really older looking than my actual years, but a bystander
laid his hand familiarly on my shoulder, and said, as to an
ordinary habitue, “Ef you’re not chippin’ in yourself,
pardner, s’pose you give me a show.” Now I honestly believe
that up to that moment I had no intention, nor even a desire,
to try my own fortune. But in the embarrassment of the
sudden address I put my hand in my pocket, drew out a coin,
and laid it, with an attempt at carelessness, but a vivid
consciousness that I was blushing, upon a vacant number. To
my horror I saw that I had put down a large coin―the bulk
of my possessions! I did not flinch, however; I think any boy
who reads this will understand my feeling; it was not only
my coin but my manhood at stake. I gazed with a miserable
show of indifference at the players, at the
chandelier―anywhere but at the dreadful ball spinning
round the wheel. There was a pause; the game was declared,
the rake rattled up and down, but still I did not look at the
table. Indeed, in my inexperience of the game and my
embarrassment, I doubt if I should have known if I had won
or not. I had made up my mind that I should lose, but I must
do so like a man, and, above all, without giving the least
suspicion that I was a greenhorn. I even affected to be
listening to the music. The wheel spun again; the game was
declared, the rake was busy, but I did not move. At last the
man I had displaced touched me on the arm and whispered,
“Better make a straddle and divide your stake this time.” I
did not understand him, but as I saw he was looking at the
board, I was obliged to look, too. I drew back dazed and
bewildered! Where my coin had lain a moment before was a
glittering heap of gold.
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My stake had doubled, quadrupled, and doubled
again. I did not know how much then―I do not know
now―it may have been not more than three or four hundred
dollars―but it dazzled and frightened me. “Make your
game, gentlemen,” said the croupier monotonously. I
thought he looked at me―indeed, everybody seemed to be
looking at me―and my companion repeated his warning.
But here I must again appeal to the boyish reader in defense
of my idiotic obstinacy. To have taken advice would have
shown my youth. I shook my head―I could not trust my
voice. I smiled, but with a sinking heart, and let my stake
remain. The ball again sped round the wheel, and stopped.
There was a pause. The croupier indolently advanced his
rake and swept my whole pile with others into the bank! I
had lost it all. Perhaps it may be difficult for me to explain
why I actually felt relieved, and even to some extent
triumphant, but I seemed to have asserted my grown-up
independence― possibly at the cost of reducing the number
of my meals for days; but what of that! I was a man! I wish
I could say that it was a lesson to me. I am afraid it was not.
It was true that I did not gamble again, but then I had no
especial desire to―and there was no temptation. I am afraid
it was an incident without a moral. Yet it had one touch
characteristic of the period which I like to remember. The
man who had spoken to me, I think, suddenly realized, at the
moment of my disastrous coup, the fact of my extreme
youth. He moved toward the banker, and leaning over him
whispered a few words. The banker looked up, half
impatiently, half kindly―his hand straying tentatively
toward the pile of coin. I instinctively knew what he meant,
and, summoning my determination, met his eyes with all the
indifference I could assume, and walked away.
I had at that period a small room at the top of a house
owned by a distant relation―a second or third cousin, I
think. He was a man of independent and original character,
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had a Ulyssean experience of men and cities, and an old
English name of which he was proud. While in London he
had procured from the Heralds’ College his family arms,
whose crest was stamped upon a quantity of plate he had
brought with him to California. The plate, together with an
exceptionally good cook, which he had also brought, and his
own epicurean tastes, he utilized in the usual practical
Californian fashion by starting a rather expensive half-club,
half-restaurant in the lower part of the building―which he
ruled somewhat autocratically, as became his crest. The
restaurant was too expensive for me to patronize, but I saw
many of its frequenters as well as those who had rooms at
the club. They were men of very distinct personality; a few
celebrated, and nearly all notorious. They represented a
Bohemianism―if such it could be called―less innocent
than my later experiences. I remember, however, one
handsome young fellow whom I used to meet occasionally
on the staircase, who captured my youthful fancy. I met him
only at midday, as he did not rise till late, and this fact, with
a certain scrupulous elegance and neatness in his dress,
ought to have made me suspect that he was a gambler. In my
inexperience it only invested him with a certain romantic
mystery.
One morning as I was going out to my very early
breakfast at a cheap Italian cafe on Long Wharf, I was
surprised to find him also descending the staircase. He was
scrupulously dressed even at that early hour, but I was struck
by the fact that he was all in black, and his slight figure,
buttoned to the throat in a tightly fitting frock coat, gave, I
fancied, a singular melancholy to his pale Southern face.
Nevertheless, he greeted me with more than his usual serene
cordiality, and I remembered that he looked up with a halfpuzzled, half-amused expression at the rosy morning sky as
he walked a few steps with me down the deserted street. I
could not help saying that I was astonished to see him up so
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early, and he admitted that it was a break in his usual habits,
but added with a smiling significance I afterwards
remembered that it was “an even chance if he did it again.”
As we neared the street corner a man in a buggy drove up
impatiently. In spite of the driver’s evident haste, my
handsome acquaintance got in leisurely, and, lifting his
glossy hat to me with a pleasant smile, was driven away. I
have a very lasting recollection of his face and figure as the
buggy disappeared down the empty street. I never saw him
again. It was not until a week later that I knew that an hour
after he left me that morning he was lying dead in a little
hollow behind the Mission Dolores―shot through the heart
in a duel for which he had risen so early.
I recall another incident of that period, equally
characteristic, but happily less tragic in sequel. I was in the
restaurant one morning talking to my cousin when a man
entered hastily and said something to him in a hurried
whisper. My cousin contracted his eyebrows and uttered a
suppressed oath. Then with a gesture of warning to the man
he crossed the room quietly to a table where a regular habitue
of the restaurant was lazily finishing his breakfast. A large
silver coffee-pot with a stiff wooden handle stood on the
table before him. My cousin leaned over the guest familiarly
and apparently made some hospitable inquiry as to his wants,
with his hand resting lightly on the coffee-pot handle.
Then―possibly because, my curiosity having been excited,
I was watching him more intently than the others―I saw
what probably no one else saw―that he deliberately upset
the coffee-pot and its contents over the guest’s shirt and
waistcoat. As the victim sprang up with an exclamation, my
cousin overwhelmed him with apologies for his
carelessness, and, with protestations of sorrow for the
accident, actually insisted upon dragging the man upstairs
into his own private room, where he furnished him with a
shirt and waistcoat of his own. The side door had scarcely
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closed upon them, and I was still lost in wonder at what I had
seen, when a man entered from the street. He was one of the
desperate set I have already spoken of, and thoroughly well
known to those present. He cast a glance around the room,
nodded to one or two of the guests, and then walked to a side
table and took up a newspaper. I was conscious at once that
a singular constraint had come over the other guests―a
nervous awkwardness that at last seemed to make itself
known to the man himself, who, after an affected yawn or
two, laid down the paper and walked out.
“That was a mighty close call,” said one of the guests
with a sigh of relief.
“You bet! And that coffee-pot spill was the luckiest
kind of accident for Peters,” returned another.
“For both,” added the first speaker, “for Peters was
armed too, and would have seen him come in!”
A word or two explained all. Peters and the last
comer had quarreled a day or two before, and had separated
with the intention to “shoot on sight,” that is, wherever they
met―a form of duel common to those days. The accidental
meeting in the restaurant would have been the occasion, with
the usual sanguinary consequence, but for the word of
warning given to my cousin by a passer-by who knew that
Peters’ antagonist was coming to the restaurant to look at the
papers. Had my cousin repeated the warning to Peters
himself he would only have prepared him for the
conflict―which he would not have shirked―and so
precipitated the affray.
The ruse of upsetting the coffee-pot, which
everybody but myself thought an accident, was to get him
out of the room before the other entered. I was too young
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then to venture to intrude upon my cousin’s secrets, but two
or three years afterwards I taxed him with the trick and he
admitted it regretfully. I believe that a strict interpretation of
the “code” would have condemned his act as
unsportsmanlike, if not unfair!
I recall another incident connected with the building
equally characteristic of the period. The United States
Branch Mint stood very near it, and its tall, factory-like
chimneys overshadowed my cousin’s roof. Some scandal
had arisen from an alleged leakage of gold in the
manipulation of that metal during the various processes of
smelting and refining. One of the excuses offered was the
volatilization of the precious metal and its escape through
the draft of the tall chimneys. All San Francisco laughed at
this explanation until it learned that a corroboration of the
theory had been established by an assay of the dust and grime
of the roofs in the vicinity of the Mint. These had yielded
distinct traces of gold. San Francisco stopped laughing, and
that portion of it which had roofs in the neighborhood at once
began prospecting. Claims were staked out on these airy
placers, and my cousin’s roof, being the very next one to the
chimney, and presumably “in the lead,” was disposed of to a
speculative company for a considerable sum. I remember my
cousin telling me the story―for the occurrence was quite
recent―and taking me with him to the roof to explain it, but
I am afraid I was more attracted by the mystery of the closely
guarded building, and the strangely tinted smoke which
arose from this temple where money was actually being
“made,” than by anything else. Nor did I dream as I stood
there―a very lanky, open-mouthed youth―that only three
or four years later I should be the secretary of its
superintendent. In my more adventurous ambition I am
afraid I would have accepted the suggestion half-heartedly.
Merely to have helped to stamp the gold which other people
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had adventurously found was by no means a part of my
youthful dreams.
At the time of these earlier impressions the Chinese
had not yet become the recognized factors in the domestic
and business economy of the city which they had come to be
when I returned from the mines three years later. Yet they
were even then a more remarkable and picturesque contrast
to the bustling, breathless, and brand-new life of San
Francisco than the Spaniard. The latter seldom flaunted his
faded dignity in the principal thoroughfares. “John” was to
be met everywhere. It was a common thing to see a long file
of sampan coolies carrying their baskets slung between
them, on poles, jostling a modern, well-dressed crowd in
Montgomery Street, or to get a whiff of their burned punk in
the side streets; while the road leading to their temporary
burial-ground at Lone Mountain was littered with slips of
colored paper scattered from their funerals. They brought an
atmosphere of the Arabian Nights into the hard, modern
civilization; their shops―not always confined at that time to
a Chinese quarter―were replicas of the bazaars of Canton
and Peking, with their quaint display of little dishes on which
tidbits of food delicacies were exposed for sale, all of the
dimensions and unreality of a doll’s kitchen or a child’s
housekeeping.
They were a revelation to the Eastern immigrant,
whose preconceived ideas of them were borrowed from the
ballet or pantomime; they did not wear scalloped drawers
and hats with jingling bells on their points, nor did I ever see
them dance with their forefingers vertically extended. They
were always neatly dressed, even the commonest of coolies,
and their festive dresses were marvels. As traders they were
grave and patient; as servants they were sad and civil, and all
were singularly infantine in their natural simplicity. The
living representatives of the oldest civilization in the world,
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they seemed like children. Yet they kept their beliefs and
sympathies to themselves, never fraternizing with the fanqui,
or foreign devil, or losing their singular racial qualities. They
indulged in their own peculiar habits; of their social and
inner life, San Francisco knew but little and cared less. Even
at this early period, and before I came to know them more
intimately, I remember an incident of their daring fidelity to
their own customs that was accidentally revealed to me. I
had become acquainted with a Chinese youth of about my
own age, as I imagined―although from mere outward
appearance it was generally impossible to judge of a
Chinaman’s age between the limits of seventeen and forty
years―and he had, in a burst of confidence, taken me to see
some characteristic sights in a Chinese warehouse within a
stone’s throw of the Plaza. I was struck by the singular
circumstance that while the warehouse was an erection of
wood in the ordinary hasty Californian style, there were
certain brick and stone divisions in its interior, like small
rooms or closets, evidently added by the Chinamen tenants.
My companion stopped before a long, very narrow entrance,
a mere longitudinal slit in the brick wall, and with a wink of
infantine deviltry motioned me to look inside. I did so, and
saw a room, really a cell, of fair height but scarcely six feet
square, and barely able to contain a rude, slanting couch of
stone covered with matting, on which lay, at a painful angle,
a richly dressed Chinaman. A single glance at his dull,
staring, abstracted eyes and half-opened mouth showed me
he was in an opium trance. This was not in itself a novel
sight, and I was moving away when I was suddenly startled
by the appearance of his hands, which were stretched
helplessly before him on his body, and at first sight seemed
to be in a kind of wicker cage.
I then saw that his finger-nails were seven or eight
inches long, and were supported by bamboo splints. Indeed,
they were no longer human nails, but twisted and distorted
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quills, giving him the appearance of having gigantic claws.
“Velly big Chinaman,” whispered my cheerful friend; “firstchop man―high classee―no can washee―no can eat―no
dlinke, no catchee him own glub allee same nothee
man―China boy must catchee glub for him, allee time! Oh,
him first-chop man―you bettee!”
I had heard of this singular custom of indicating caste
before, and was amazed and disgusted, but I was not
prepared for what followed. My companion, evidently
thinking he had impressed me, grew more reckless as
showman, and saying to me, “Now me showee you one
funny thing―heap makee you laugh,” led me hurriedly
across a little courtyard swarming with chickens and rabbits,
when he stopped before another inclosure. Suddenly
brushing past an astonished Chinaman who seemed to be
standing guard, he thrust me into the inclosure in front of a
most extraordinary object. It was a Chinaman, wearing a
huge, square, wooden frame fastened around his neck like a
collar, and fitting so tightly and rigidly that the flesh rose in
puffy weals around his cheeks. He was chained to a post,
although it was as impossible for him to have escaped with
his wooden cage through the narrow doorway as it was for
him to lie down and rest in it. Yet I am bound to say that his
eyes and face expressed nothing but apathy, and there was
no appeal to the sympathy of the stranger. My companion
said hurriedly―
“Velly bad man; stealee heap from Chinamen,” and
then, apparently alarmed at his own indiscreet intrusion,
hustled me away as quickly as possible amid a shrill cackling
of protestation from a few of his own countrymen who had
joined the one who was keeping guard. In another moment
we were in the street again―scarce a step from the Plaza, in
the full light of Western civilization―not a stone’s throw
from the courts of justice.
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My companion took to his heels and left me standing
there bewildered and indignant. I could not rest until I had
told my story, but without betraying my companion, to an
elder acquaintance, who laid the facts before the police
authorities. I had expected to be closely cross-examined―to
be doubted―to be disbelieved. To my surprise, I was told
that the police had already cognizance of similar cases of
illegal and barbarous punishments, but that the victims
themselves refused to testify against their countrymen―and
it was impossible to convict or even to identify them. “A
white man can’t tell one Chinese from another, and there are
always a dozen of ‘em ready to swear that the man you’ve
got isn’t the one.” I was startled to reflect that I, too, could
not have conscientiously sworn to either jailor or the tortured
prisoner―or perhaps even to my cheerful companion. The
police, on some pretext, made a raid upon the premises a day
or two afterwards, but without result. I wondered if they had
caught sight of the high-class, first-chop individual, with the
helplessly outstretched fingers, as that story I had kept to
myself.
But these barbaric vestiges in John Chinaman’s
habits did not affect his relations with the San Franciscans.
He was singularly peaceful, docile, and harmless as a
servant, and, with rare exceptions, honest and temperate. If
he sometimes matched cunning with cunning, it was the
flattery of imitation. He did most of the menial work of San
Francisco, and did it cleanly. Except that he exhaled a
peculiar druglike odor, he was not personally offensive in
domestic contact, and by virtue of being the recognized
laundryman of the whole community his own blouses were
always freshly washed and ironed. His conversational
reserve arose, not from his having to deal with an unfamiliar
language―for he had picked up a picturesque and varied
vocabulary with ease―but from his natural temperament.
He was devoid of curiosity, and utterly unimpressed by
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anything but the purely business concerns of those he served.
Domestic secrets were safe with him; his indifference to
your thoughts, actions, and feelings had all the contempt
which his three thousand years of history and his innate
belief in your inferiority seemed to justify. He was blind and
deaf in your household because you didn’t interest him in the
least. It was said that a gentleman, who wished to test his
impassiveness, arranged with his wife to come home one day
and, in the hearing of his Chinese waiter who was more than
usually intelligent―to disclose with well-simulated emotion
the details of a murder he had just committed. He did so. The
Chinaman heard it without a sign of horror or attention even
to the lifting of an eyelid, but continued his duties
unconcerned. Unfortunately, the gentleman, in order to
increase the horror of the situation, added that now there was
nothing left for him but to cut his throat. At this John quietly
left the room. The gentleman was delighted at the success of
his ruse until the door reopened and John reappeared with
his master’s razor, which he quietly slipped―as if it had
been a forgotten fork―beside his master’s plate, and calmly
resumed his serving. I have always considered this story to
be quite as improbable as it was inartistic, from its tacit
admission of a certain interest on the part of the Chinaman.
I never knew one who would have been sufficiently
concerned to go for the razor.
His taciturnity and reticence may have been
confounded with rudeness of address, although he was
always civil enough. “I see you have listened to me and done
exactly what I told you,” said a lady, commending some
performance of her servant after a previous lengthy lecture;
“that’s very nice.” “Yes,” said John calmly, “you talkee allee
time; talkee allee too much.” “I always find Ling very
polite,” said another lady, speaking of her cook, “but I wish
he did not always say to me, ‘Goodnight, John,’ in a high
falsetto voice.” She had not recognized the fact that he was
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simply repeating her own salutation with his marvelous
instinct of relentless imitation, even as to voice. I hesitate to
record the endless stories of his misapplication of that
faculty which were then current, from the one of the
laundryman who removed the buttons from the shirts that
were sent to him to wash that they might agree with the
condition of the one offered him as a pattern for “doing up,”
to that of the unfortunate employer who, while showing John
how to handle valuable china carefully, had the misfortune
to drop a plate himself―an accident which was followed by
the prompt breaking of another by the neophyte, with the
addition of “Oh, hellee!” in humble imitation of his master.
I have spoken of his general cleanliness; I am
reminded of one or two exceptions, which I think, however,
were errors of zeal. His manner of sprinkling clothes in
preparing them for ironing was peculiar. He would fill his
mouth with perfectly pure water from a glass beside him, and
then, by one dexterous movement of his lips in a prolonged
expiration, squirt the water in an almost invisible misty
shower on the article before him. Shocking as this was at first
to the sensibilities of many American employers, it was
finally accepted, and even commended. It was some time
after this that the mistress of a household, admiring the deft
way in which her cook had spread a white sauce on certain
dishes, was cheerfully informed that the method was “allee
same.”
His recreations at that time were chiefly gambling,
for the Chinese theatre wherein the latter produced his plays
(which lasted for several months and comprised the events
of a whole dynasty) was not yet built. But he had one or two
companies of jugglers who occasionally performed also at
American theatres. I remember a singular incident which
attended the debut of a newly arrived company. It seemed
that the company had been taken on their Chinese reputation
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solely, and there had been no previous rehearsal before the
American stage manager. The theatre was filled with an
audience of decorous and respectable San Franciscans of
both sexes. It was suddenly emptied in the middle of the
performance; the curtain came down with an alarmed and
blushing manager apologizing to deserted benches, and the
show abruptly terminated. Exactly what had happened never
appeared in the public papers, nor in the published apology
of the manager. It afforded a few days’ mirth for wicked San
Francisco, and it was epigrammatically summed up in the
remark that “no woman could be found in San Francisco who
was at that performance, and no man who was not.” Yet it
was alleged even by John’s worst detractors that he was
innocent of any intended offense. Equally innocent, but
perhaps more morally instructive, was an incident that
brought his career as a singularly successful physician to a
disastrous close. An ordinary native Chinese doctor,
practicing entirely among his own countrymen, was reputed
to have made extraordinary cures with two or three
American patients. With no other advertising than this, and
apparently no other inducement offered to the public than
what their curiosity suggested, he was presently besieged by
hopeful and eager sufferers. Hundreds of patients were
turned away from his crowded doors. Two interpreters sat,
day and night, translating the ills of ailing San Francisco to
this
medical
oracle,
and
dispensing
his
prescriptions―usually small powders―in exchange for
current coin. In vain the regular practitioners pointed out that
the Chinese possessed no superior medical knowledge, and
that their religion, which proscribed dissection and
autopsies, naturally limited their understanding of the body
into which they put their drugs. Finally they prevailed upon
an eminent Chinese authority to give them a list of the
remedies generally used in the Chinese pharmacopoeia, and
this was privately circulated. For obvious reasons I may not
repeat it here. But it was summed up― again after the usual
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Californian epigrammatic style―by the remark that
“whatever were the comparative merits of Chinese and
American practice, a simple perusal of the list would prove
that the Chinese were capable of producing the most
powerful emetic known.” The craze subsided in a single day;
the interpreters and their oracle vanished; the Chinese
doctors’ signs, which had multiplied, disappeared, and San
Francisco awoke cured of its madness, at the cost of some
thousand dollars.
My Bohemian wanderings were confined to the
limits of the city, for the very good reason that there was
little elsewhere to go. San Francisco was then bounded on
one side by the monotonously restless waters of the bay, and
on the other by a stretch of equally restless and
monotonously shifting sand dunes as far as the Pacific shore.
Two roads penetrated this waste: one to Lone
Mountain―the cemetery; the other to the Cliff
House―happily described as “an eight-mile drive with a
cocktail at the end of it.” Nor was the humor entirely
confined to this felicitous description. The Cliff House itself,
half restaurant, half drinking saloon, fronting the ocean and
the Seal Rock, where disporting seals were the chief object
of interest, had its own peculiar symbol. The decanters,
wine-glasses, and tumblers at the bar were all engraved in
old English script with the legal initials “L. S.” (Locus
Sigilli)― “the place of the seal.”
On the other hand, Lone Mountain, a dreary
promontory giving upon the Golden Gate and its striking
sunsets, had little to soften its weird suggestiveness. As the
common goal of the successful and unsuccessful, the carved
and lettered shaft of the man who had made a name, and the
staring blank headboard of the man who had none, climbed
the sandy slopes together. I have seen the funerals of the
respectable citizen who had died peacefully in his bed, and
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the notorious desperado who had died “with his boots on,”
followed by an equally impressive cortege of sorrowing
friends, and often the self-same priest. But more awful than
its barren loneliness was the utter absence of peacefulness
and rest in this dismal promontory. By some wicked irony of
its situation and climate it was the personification of unrest
and change. The incessant trade winds carried its loose sands
hither and thither, uncovering the decaying coffins of early
pioneers, to bury the wreaths and flowers, laid on a grave of
to-day, under their obliterating waves. No tree to shade them
from the glaring sky above could live in those winds, no turf
would lie there to resist the encroaching sand below. The
dead were harried and hustled even in their graves by the
persistent sun, the unremitting wind, and the unceasing sea.
The departing mourner saw the contour of the very mountain
itself change with the shifting dunes as he passed, and his
last look beyond rested on the hurrying, eager waves forever
hastening to the Golden Gate.
If I were asked to say what one thing impressed me
as the dominant and characteristic note of San Francisco, I
should say it was this untiring presence of sun and wind and
sea. They typified, even if they were not, as I sometimes
fancied, the actual incentive to the fierce, restless life of the
city. I could not think of San Francisco without the trade
winds; I could not imagine its strange, incongruous,
multigenerous procession marching to any other music.
They were always there in my youthful recollections; they
were there in my more youthful dreams of the past as the
mysterious vientes generales that blew the Philippine
galleons home.
For six months they blew from the northwest, for six
months from the southwest, with unvarying persistency.
They were there every morning, glittering in the equally
persistent sunlight, to chase the San Franciscan from his
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slumber; they were there at midday, to stir his pulses with
their beat; they were there again at night, to hurry him
through the bleak and flaring gas-lit streets to bed. They left
their mark on every windward street or fence or gable, on the
outlying sand dunes; they lashed the slow coasters home, and
hurried them to sea again; they whipped the bay into
turbulence on their way to Contra Costa, whose level
shoreland oaks they had trimmed to windward as cleanly and
sharply as with a pruning- shears. Untiring themselves, they
allowed no laggards; they drove the San Franciscan from the
wall against which he would have leaned, from the scant
shade in which at noontide he might have rested. They
turned his smallest fires into conflagrations, and kept him
ever alert, watchful, and eager. In return, they scavenged his
city and held it clean and wholesome; in summer they
brought him the soft sea-fog for a few hours to soothe his
abraded surfaces; in winter they brought the rains and dashed
the whole coast-line with flowers, and the staring sky above
it with soft, unwonted clouds. They were always
there―strong, vigilant, relentless, material, unyielding,
triumphant.
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The Man of No Account
His name was Fagg―David Fagg. He came to
California in ‘52 with us, in the SKYSCRAPER. I don’t
think he did it in an adventurous way. He probably had no
other place to go to. When a knot of us young fellows would
recite what splendid opportunities we resigned to go, and
how sorry our friends were to have us leave, and show
daguerreotypes and locks of hair, and talk of Mary and
Susan, the man of no account used to sit by and listen with a
pained, mortified expression on his plain face, and say
nothing. I think he had nothing to say. He had no associates
except when we patronized him; and, in point of fact, he was
a good deal of sport to us. He was always seasick whenever
we had a capful of wind. He never got his sea legs on, either.
And I never shall forget how we all laughed when Rattler
took him the piece of pork on a string, and― But you know
that time-honored joke. And then we had such a splendid
lark with him. Miss Fanny Twinkler couldn’t bear the sight
of him, and we used to make Fagg think that she had taken a
fancy to him, and send him little delicacies and books from
the cabin. You ought to have witnessed the rich scene that
took place when he came up, stammering and very sick, to
thank her! Didn’t she flash up grandly and beautifully and
scornfully? So like “Medora,” Rattler said―Rattler knew
Byron by heart―and wasn’t old Fagg awfully cut up? But
he got over it, and when Rattler fell sick at Valparaiso, old
Fagg used to nurse him. You see he was a good sort of
fellow, but he lacked manliness and spirit.
He had absolutely no idea of poetry. I’ve seen him sit
stolidly by, mending his old clothes, when Rattler delivered
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that stirring apostrophe of Byron’s to the ocean. He asked
Rattler once, quite seriously, if he thought Byron was ever
seasick. I don’t remember Rattler’s reply, but I know we all
laughed very much, and I have no doubt it was something
good for Rattler was smart.
When the SKYSCRAPER arrived at San Francisco
we had a grand “feed.” We agreed to meet every year and
perpetuate the occasion. Of course we didn’t invite Fagg.
Fagg was a steerage passenger, and it was necessary, you
see, now we were ashore, to exercise a little discretion. But
Old Fagg, as we called him―he was only about twenty-five
years old, by the way―was the source of immense
amusement to us that day. It appeared that he had conceived
the idea that he could walk to Sacramento, and actually
started off afoot. We had a good time, and shook hands with
one another all around, and so parted. Ah me! only eight
years ago, and yet some of those hands then clasped in amity
have been clenched at each other, or have dipped furtively in
one another’s pockets. I know that we didn’t dine together
the next year, because young Barker swore he wouldn’t put
his feet under the same mahogany with such a very
contemptible scoundrel as that Mixer; and Nibbles, who
borrowed money at Valparaiso of young Stubbs, who was
then a waiter in a restaurant, didn’t like to meet such people.
When I bought a number of shares in the Coyote
Tunnel at Mugginsville, in ‘54, I thought I’d take a run up
there and see it. I stopped at the Empire Hotel, and after
dinner I got a horse and rode round the town and out to the
claim. One of those individuals whom newspaper
correspondents call “our intelligent informant,” and to whom
in all small communities the right of answering questions is
tacitly yielded, was quietly pointed out to me. Habit had
enabled him to work and talk at the same time, and he never
pretermitted either. He gave me a history of the claim, and
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added: “You see, stranger,” (he addressed the bank before
him) “gold is sure to come out’er that theer claim, (he put in
a comma with his pick) but the old pro-pri-e-tor (he wriggled
out the word and the point of his pick) warn’t of much
account (a long stroke of the pick for a period). He was
green, and let the boys about here jump him”―and the rest
of his sentence was confided to his hat, which he had
removed to wipe his manly brow with his red bandanna.
I asked him who was the original proprietor.
“His name war Fagg.”
I went to see him. He looked a little older and plainer.
He had worked hard, he said, and was getting on “so-so.” I
took quite a liking to him and patronized him to some extent.
Whether I did so because I was beginning to have a distrust
for such fellows as Rattler and Mixer is not necessary for me
to state.
You remember how the Coyote Tunnel went in, and
how awfully we shareholders were done! Well, the next
thing I heard was that Rattler, who was one of the heaviest
shareholders, was up at Mugginsville keeping bar for the
proprietor of the Mugginsville Hotel, and that old Fagg had
struck it rich, and didn’t know what to do with his money.
All this was told me by Mixer, who had been there, settling
up matters, and likewise that Fagg was sweet upon the
daughter of the proprietor of the aforesaid hotel. And so by
hearsay and letter I eventually gathered that old Robins, the
hotel man, was trying to get up a match between Nellie
Robins and Fagg. Nellie was a pretty, plump, and foolish
little thing, and would do just as her father wished. I thought
it would be a good thing for Fagg if he should marry and
settle down; that as a married man he might be of some

103

account. So I ran up to Mugginsville one day to look after
things.
It did me an immense deal of good to make Rattler
mix my drinks for me―Rattler! the gay, brilliant, and
unconquerable Rattler, who had tried to snub me two years
ago. I talked to him about old Fagg and Nellie, particularly
as I thought the subject was distasteful. He never liked Fagg,
and he was sure, he said, that Nellie didn’t. Did Nellie like
anybody else? He turned around to the mirror behind the bar
and brushed up his hair! I understood the conceited wretch.
I thought I’d put Fagg on his guard and get him to hurry up
matters. I had a long talk with him. You could see by the way
the poor fellow acted that he was badly stuck. He sighed, and
promised to pluck up courage to hurry matters to a crisis.
Nellie was a good girl, and I think had a sort of quiet respect
for old Fagg’s unobtrusiveness. But her fancy was already
taken captive by Rattler’s superficial qualities, which were
obvious and pleasing. I don’t think Nellie was any worse
than you or I. We are more apt to take acquaintances at their
apparent value than their intrinsic worth. It’s less trouble,
and, except when we want to trust them, quite as convenient.
The difficulty with women is that their feelings are apt to get
interested sooner than ours, and then, you know, reasoning
is out of the question. This is what old Fagg would have
known had he been of any account. But he wasn’t. So much
the worse for him.
It was a few months afterward and I was sitting in my
office when in walked old Fagg. I was surprised to see him
down, but we talked over the current topics in that
mechanical manner of people who know that they have
something else to say, but are obliged to get at it in that
formal way. After an interval Fagg in his natural manner
said:
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“I’m going home!”
“Going home?”
“Yes―that is, I think I’ll take a trip to the Atlantic
States. I came to see you, as you know I have some little
property, and I have executed a power of attorney for you to
manage my affairs. I have some papers I’d like to leave with
you. Will you take charge of them?”
“Yes,” I said. “But what of Nellie?”
His face fell. He tried to smile, and the combination
resulted in one of the most startling and grotesque effects I
ever beheld. At length he said:
“I shall not marry Nellie―that is”―he seemed to
apologize internally for the positive form of expression―“I
think that I had better not.”
“David Fagg,” I said with sudden severity, “you’re
of no account!”
To my astonishment his face brightened. “Yes,” said
he, “that’s it!―I’m of no account! But I always knew it. You
see I thought Rattler loved that girl as well as I did, and I
knew she liked him better than she did me, and would be
happier I dare say with him. But then I knew that old Robins
would have preferred me to him, as I was better off―and the
girl would do as he said―and, you see, I thought I was
kinder in the way―and so I left. But,” he continued, as I was
about to interrupt him, “for fear the old man might object to
Rattler, I’ve lent him enough to set him up in business for
himself in Dogtown. A pushing, active, brilliant fellow, you
know, like Rattler can get along, and will soon be in his old
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position again―and you needn’t be hard on him, you know,
if he doesn’t. Good-by.”
I was too much disgusted with his treatment of that
Rattler to be at all amiable, but as his business was
profitable, I promised to attend to it, and he left. A few weeks
passed. The return steamer arrived, and a terrible incident
occupied the papers for days afterward. People in all parts of
the State conned eagerly the details of an awful shipwreck,
and those who had friends aboard went away by themselves,
and read the long list of the lost under their breath. I read of
the gifted, the gallant, the noble, and loved ones who had
perished, and among them I think I was the first to read the
name of David Fagg. For the “man of no account” had “gone
home!”
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A Drift from Redwood
Camp
They had all known him as a shiftless, worthless
creature. From the time he first entered Redwood Camp,
carrying his entire effects in a red handkerchief on the end
of a long-handled shovel, until he lazily drifted out of it on a
plank in the terrible inundation of ‘56, they never expected
anything better of him. In a community of strong men with
sullen virtues and charmingly fascinating vices, he was
tolerated as possessing neither―not even rising by any
dominant human weakness or ludicrous quality to the
importance of a butt. In the dramatis personae of Redwood
Camp he was a simple “super”―who had only passive,
speechless roles in those fierce dramas that were sometimes
unrolled beneath its green-curtained pines. Nameless and
penniless, he was overlooked by the census and ignored by
the tax collector, while in a hotly-contested election for
sheriff, when even the head-boards of the scant cemetery
were consulted to fill the poll-lists, it was discovered that
neither candidate had thought fit to avail himself of his actual
vote. He was debarred the rude heraldry of a nickname of
achievement, and in a camp made up of “Euchre Bills,”
“Poker Dicks,” “Profane Pete,” and “Snap-shot Harry,” was
known vaguely as “him,” “Skeesicks,” or “that coot.” It was
remembered long after, with a feeling of superstition, that he
had never even met with the dignity of an accident, nor
received the fleeting honor of a chance shot meant for
somebody else in any of the liberal and broadly
comprehensive encounters which distinguished the camp.
And the inundation that finally carried him out of it was
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partly anticipated by his passive incompetency, for while the
others escaped―or were drowned in escaping―he calmly
floated off on his plank without an opposing effort.
For all that, Elijah Martin―which was his real
name―was far from being unamiable or repellent. That he
was cowardly, untruthful, selfish, and lazy, was undoubtedly
the fact; perhaps it was his peculiar misfortune that, just then,
courage, frankness, generosity, and activity were the
dominant factors in the life of Redwood Camp. His
submissive gentleness, his unquestioned modesty, his half
refinement, and his amiable exterior consequently availed
him nothing against the fact that he was missed during a raid
of the Digger Indians, and lied to account for it; or that he
lost his right to a gold discovery by failing to make it good
against a bully, and selfishly kept this discovery from the
knowledge of the camp. Yet this weakness awakened no
animosity in his companions, and it is probable that the
indifference of the camp to his fate in this final catastrophe
came purely from a simple forgetfulness of one who at that
supreme moment was weakly incapable.
Such was the reputation and such the antecedents of
the man who, on the 15th of March, 1856, found himself
adrift in a swollen tributary of the Minyo. A spring freshet
of unusual volume had flooded the adjacent river until,
bursting its bounds, it escaped through the narrow, wedgeshaped valley that held Redwood Camp. For a day and night
the surcharged river poured half its waters through the
straggling camp. At the end of that time every vestige of the
little settlement was swept away; all that was left was
scattered far and wide in the country, caught in the hanging
branches of water-side willows and alders, embayed in
sluggish pools, dragged over submerged meadows, and one
fragment―bearing up Elijah Martin―pursuing the devious
courses of an unknown tributary fifty miles away. Had he
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been a rash, impatient man, he would have been speedily
drowned in some earlier desperate attempt to reach the
shore; had he been an ordinary bold man, he would have
succeeded in transferring himself to the branches of some
obstructing tree; but he was neither, and he clung to his
broken raft-like berth with an endurance that was half the
paralysis of terror and half the patience of habitual
misfortune. Eventually he was caught in a side current,
swept to the bank, and cast ashore on an unexplored
wilderness.
His first consciousness was one of hunger that
usurped any sentiment of gratitude for his escape from
drowning. As soon as his cramped limbs permitted, he
crawled out of the bushes in search of food. He did not know
where he was; there was no sign of habitation―or even
occupation―anywhere. He had been too terrified to notice
the direction in which he had drifted―even if he had
possessed the ordinary knowledge of a backwoodsman,
which he did not. He was helpless. In his bewildered state,
seeing a squirrel cracking a nut on the branch of a hollow
tree near him, he made a half-frenzied dart at the frightened
animal, which ran away. But the same association of ideas
in his torpid and confused brain impelled him to search for
the squirrel’s hoard in the hollow of the tree. He ate the few
hazel-nuts he found there, ravenously. The purely animal
instinct satisfied, he seemed to have borrowed from it a
certain strength and intuition. He limped through the thicket
not unlike some awkward, shy quadrumane, stopping here
and there to peer out through the openings over the marshes
that lay beyond. His sight, hearing, and even the sense of
smell had become preternaturally acute. It was the latter
which suddenly arrested his steps with the odor of dried fish.
It had a significance beyond the mere instincts of hunger―it
indicated the contiguity of some Indian encampment. And as
such―it meant danger, torture, and death.
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He stopped, trembled violently, and tried to collect
his scattered senses. Redwood Camp had embroiled itself
needlessly and brutally with the surrounding Indians, and
only held its own against them by reckless courage and
unerring marksmanship. The frequent use of a casual
wandering Indian as a target for the practising rifles of its
members had kept up an undying hatred in the heart of the
aborigines and stimulated them to terrible and isolated
reprisals. The scalped and skinned dead body of Jack
Trainer, tied on his horse and held hideously upright by a
cross of wood behind his saddle, had passed, one night, a
slow and ghastly apparition, into camp; the corpse of Dick
Ryner had been found anchored on the river-bed,
disembowelled and filled with stone and gravel. The solitary
and unprotected member of Redwood Camp who fell into
the enemy’s hands was doomed.
Elijah Martin remembered this, but his fears
gradually began to subside in a certain apathy of the
imagination, which, perhaps, dulled his apprehensions and
allowed the instinct of hunger to become again uppermost.
He knew that the low bark tents, or wigwams, of the Indians
were hung with strips of dried salmon, and his whole being
was new centered upon an attempt to stealthily procure a
delicious morsel. As yet he had distinguished no other sign
of life or habitation; a few moments later, however, and
grown bolder with an animal-like trustfulness in his
momentary security, he crept out of the thicket and found
himself near a long, low mound or burrow-like structure of
mud and bark on the river-bank. A single narrow opening,
not unlike the entrance of an Esquimau hut, gave upon the
river. Martin had no difficulty in recognizing the character
of the building. It was a “sweathouse,” an institution
common to nearly all the aboriginal tribes of California. Half
a religious temple, it was also half a sanitary asylum, was
used as a Russian bath or superheated vault, from which the
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braves, sweltering and stifling all night, by smothered fires,
at early dawn plunged, perspiring, into the ice-cold river.
The heat and smoke were further utilized to dry and cure the
long strips of fish hanging from the roof, and it was through
the narrow aperture that served as a chimney that the odor
escaped which Martin had detected. He knew that as the
bathers only occupied the house from midnight to early
morn, it was now probably empty. He advanced confidently
toward it.
He was a little surprised to find that the small open
space between it and the river was occupied by a rude
scaffolding, like that on which certain tribes exposed their
dead, but in this instance it only contained the feathered
leggings, fringed blanket, and eagle-plumed head-dress of
some brave. He did not, however, linger in this plainly
visible area, but quickly dropped on all fours and crept into
the interior of the house. Here he completed his feast with
the fish, and warmed his chilled limbs on the embers of the
still smouldering fires. It was while drying his tattered
clothes and shoeless feet that he thought of the dead brave’s
useless leggings and moccasins, and it occurred to him that
he would be less likely to attract the Indians’ attention from
a distance and provoke a ready arrow, if he were disguised
as one of them. Crawling out again, he quickly secured, not
only the leggings, but the blanket and head-dress, and
putting them on, cast his own clothes into the stream. A
bolder, more energetic, or more provident man would have
followed the act by quickly making his way back to the
thicket to reconnoitre, taking with him a supply of fish for
future needs. But Elijah Martin succumbed again to the
recklessness of inertia; he yielded once more to the animal
instinct of momentary security. He returned to the interior of
the hut, curled himself again on the ashes, and weakly
resolving to sleep until moonrise, and as weakly hesitating,
ended by falling into uneasy but helpless stupor.
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When he awoke, the rising sun, almost level with the
low entrance to the sweat-house, was darting its direct rays
into the interior, as if searching it with fiery spears. He had
slept ten hours. He rose tremblingly to his knees. Everything
was quiet without; he might yet escape. He crawled to the
opening. The open space before it was empty, but the
scaffolding was gone. The clear, keen air revived him. As he
sprang out, erect, a shout that nearly stunned him seemed to
rise from the earth on all sides. He glanced around him in a
helpless agony of fear. A dozen concentric circles of
squatting Indians, whose heads were visible above the reeds,
encompassed the banks around the sunken base of the sweathouse with successive dusky rings. Every avenue of escape
seemed closed. Perhaps for that reason the attitude of his
surrounding captors was passive rather than aggressive, and
the shrewd, half-Hebraic profiles nearest him expressed only
stoical waiting. There was a strange similarity of expression
in his own immovable apathy of despair. His only sense of
averting his fate was a confused idea of explaining his
intrusion. His desperate memory yielded a few common
Indian words. He pointed automatically to himself and the
stream. His white lips moved.
“I come―from―the river!”
A guttural cry, as if the whole assembly were
clearing their throats, went round the different circles. The
nearest rocked themselves to and fro and bent their feathered
heads toward him. A hollow-cheeked, decrepit old man
arose and said, simply:
“It is he! The great chief has come!”
*

*

*

*

*
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He was saved. More than that, he was re-created. For,
by signs and intimations he was quickly made aware that
since the death of their late chief, their medicine-men had
prophesied that his perfect successor should appear
miraculously before them, borne noiselessly on the river
FROM THE SEA, in the plumes and insignia of his
predecessor. This mere coincidence of appearance and
costume might not have been convincing to the braves had
not Elijah Martin’s actual deficiencies contributed to their
unquestioned faith in him. Not only his inert possession of
the sweat-house and his apathetic attitude in their presence,
but his utter and complete unlikeness to the white
frontiersmen of their knowledge and tradition―creatures of
fire and sword and malevolent activity―as well as his
manifest dissimilarity to themselves, settled their conviction
of his supernatural origin. His gentle, submissive voice, his
yielding will, his lazy helplessness, the absence of strange
weapons and fierce explosives in his possession, his
unwonted sobriety―all proved him an exception to his
apparent race that was in itself miraculous. For it must be
confessed that, in spite of the cherished theories of most
romances and all statesmen and commanders, that FEAR is
the great civilizer of the savage barbarian, and that he is
supposed to regard the prowess of the white man and his
mysterious death-dealing weapons as evidence of his
supernatural origin and superior creation, the facts have
generally pointed to the reverse. Elijah Martin was not long
in discovering that when the Minyo hunter, with his obsolete
bow, dropped dead by a bullet from a viewless and
apparently noiseless space, it was NOT considered the
lightnings of an avenging Deity, but was traced directly to
the ambushed rifle of Kansas Joe, swayed by a viciousness
quite as human as their own; the spectacle of Blizzard Dick,
verging on delirium tremens, and riding “amuck” into an
Indian village with a revolver in each hand, did NOT impress
them as a supernatural act, nor excite their respectful awe as
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much as the less harmful frenzy of one of their own
medicine-men; they were NOT influenced by implacable
white gods, who relaxed only to drive hard bargains and
exchange mildewed flour and shoddy blankets for their fish
and furs. I am afraid they regarded these raids of Christian
civilization as they looked upon grasshopper plagues,
famines, inundations, and epidemics; while an utterly
impassive God washed his hands of the means he had
employed, and even encouraged the faithful to resist and
overcome his emissaries―the white devils! Had Elijah
Martin been a student of theology, he would have been
struck with the singular resemblance of these
theories―although the application thereof was reversed―to
the Christian faith. But Elijah Martin had neither the
imagination of a theologian nor the insight of a politician.
He only saw that he, hitherto ignored and despised in a
community of half-barbaric men, now translated to a
community of men wholly savage, was respected and
worshipped!
It might have turned a stronger head than Elijah’s. He
was at first frightened, fearful lest his reception concealed
some hidden irony, or that, like the flower-crowned victim
of ancient sacrifice, he was exalted and sustained to give
importance and majesty to some impending martyrdom.
Then he began to dread that his innocent deceit―if deceit it
was―should be discovered; at last, partly from meekness
and partly from the animal contentment of present security,
he accepted the situation. Fortunately for him it was purely
passive. The Great Chief of the Minyo tribe was simply an
expressionless idol of flesh and blood. The previous
incumbent of that office had been an old man, impotent and
senseless of late years through age and disease. The
chieftains and braves had consulted in council before him,
and perfunctorily submitted their decisions, like offerings, to
his unresponsive shrine. In the same way, all material
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events―expeditions, trophies, industries―were supposed to
pass before the dull, impassive eyes of the great chief, for
direct acceptance. On the second day of Elijah’s accession,
two of the braves brought a bleeding human scalp before
him. Elijah turned pale, trembled, and averted his head, and
then, remembering the danger of giving way to his
weakness, grew still more ghastly. The warriors watched
him with impassioned faces. A grunt―but whether of
astonishment, dissent, or approval, he would not tell―went
round the circle. But the scalp was taken away and never
again appeared in his presence.
An incident still more alarming quickly followed.
Two captives, white men, securely bound, were one day
brought before him on their way to the stake, followed by a
crowd of old and young squaws and children. The unhappy
Elijah recognized in the prisoners two packers from a distant
settlement who sometimes passed through Redwood Camp.
An agony of terror, shame, and remorse shook the pseudo
chief to his crest of high feathers, and blanched his face
beneath its paint and yellow ochre. To interfere to save them
from the torture they were evidently to receive at the hands
of those squaws and children, according to custom, would be
exposure and death to him as well as themselves; while to
assist by his passive presence at the horrible sacrifice of his
countrymen was too much for even his weak selfishness.
Scarcely knowing what he did as the lugubrious procession
passed before him, he hurriedly hid his face in his blanket
and turned his back upon the scene. There was a dead
silence. The warriors were evidently unprepared for this
extraordinary conduct of their chief. What might have been
their action it was impossible to conjecture, for at that
moment a little squaw, perhaps impatient for the sport and
partly emboldened by the fact that she had been selected,
only a few days before, as the betrothed of the new chief,
approached him slyly from the other side. The horrified eyes
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of Elijah, momentarily raised from his blanket, saw and
recognized her. The feebleness of a weak nature, that dared
not measure itself directly with the real cause, vented its rage
on a secondary object. He darted a quick glance of
indignation and hatred at the young girl. She ran back in
startled terror to her companions, a hurried consultation
followed, and in another moment the whole bevy of girls,
old women, and children were on the wing, shrieking and
crying, to their wigwams.
“You see,” said one of the prisoners coolly to the
other, in English, “I was right. They never intended to do
anything to us. It was only a bluff. These Minyos are a
different sort from the other tribes. They never kill anybody
if they can help it.”
“You’re wrong,” said the other, excitedly. “It was
that big chief there, with his head in a blanket, that sent those
dogs to the right about. Hell! did you see them run at just a
look from him? He’s a high and mighty feller, you bet. Look
at his dignity!”
“That’s so―he ain’t no slouch,” said the other,
gazing at Elijah’s muffled head, critically. “D――d if he
ain’t a born king.”
The sudden conflict and utter revulsion of emotion
that those simple words caused in Elijah’s breast was almost
incredible. He had been at first astounded by the revelation
of the peaceful reputation of the unknown tribe he had been
called upon to govern; but even this comforting assurance
was as nothing compared to the greater revelations implied
in the speaker’s praise of himself. He, Elijah Martin! the
despised, the rejected, the worthless outcast of Redwood
Camp, recognized as a “born king,” a leader; his power felt
by the very men who had scorned him! And he had done
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nothing―stop! had he actually done NOTHING? Was it not
possible that he was REALLY what they thought him? His
brain reeled under the strong, unaccustomed wine of praise;
acting upon his weak selfishness, it exalted him for a
moment to their measure of his strength, even as their former
belief in his inefficiency had kept him down. Courage is too
often only the memory of past success. This was his first
effort; he forgot he had not earned it, even as he now ignored
the danger of earning it. The few words of unconscious
praise had fallen like the blade of knighthood on his
cowering shoulders; he had risen ennobled from the contact.
Though his face was still muffled in his blanket, he stood
erect and seemed to have gained in stature.
The braves had remained standing irresolute, and yet
watchful, a few paces from their captives. Suddenly, Elijah,
still keeping his back to the prisoners, turned upon the
braves, with blazing eyes, violently throwing out his hands
with the gesture of breaking bonds. Like all sudden
demonstrations of undemonstrative men, it was extravagant,
weird, and theatrical. But it was more potent than
speech―the speech that, even if effective, would still have
betrayed him to his countrymen. The braves hurriedly cut the
thongs of the prisoners; another impulsive gesture from
Elijah, and they, too, fled. When he lifted his eyes cautiously
from his blanket, captors and captives had dispersed in
opposite directions, and he was alone―and triumphant!
From that moment Elijah Martin was another man.
He went to bed that night in an intoxicating dream of power;
he arose a man of will, of strength. He read it in the eyes of
the braves, albeit at times averted in wonder. He understood,
now, that although peace had been their habit and custom,
they had nevertheless sought to test his theories of
administration with the offering of the scalps and the
captives, and in this detection of their common weakness he
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forgot his own. Most heroes require the contrast of the
unheroic to set them off; and Elijah actually found himself
devising means for strengthening the defensive and
offensive character of the tribe, and was himself
strengthened by it. Meanwhile the escaped packers did not
fail to heighten the importance of their adventure by
elevating the character and achievements of their deliverer;
and it was presently announced throughout the frontier
settlements that the hitherto insignificant and peaceful tribe
of Minyos, who inhabited a large territory bordering on the
Pacific Ocean, had developed into a powerful nation, only
kept from the war-path by a more powerful but mysterious
chief. The Government sent an Indian agent to treat with
them, in its usual half-paternal, half-aggressive, and wholly
inconsistent policy. Elijah, who still retained the imitative
sense and adaptability to surroundings which belong to most
lazy, impressible natures, and in striped yellow and
vermilion features looked the chief he personated, met the
agent with silent and becoming gravity. The council was
carried on by signs. Never before had an Indian treaty been
entered into with such perfect knowledge of the intentions
and designs of the whites by the Indians, and such profound
ignorance of the qualities of the Indians by the whites. It
need scarcely be said that the treaty was an unquestionable
Indian success. They did not give up their arable lands; what
they did sell to the agent they refused to exchange for
extravagant-priced shoddy blankets, worthless guns, damp
powder, and mouldy meal. They took pay in dollars, and
were thus enabled to open more profitable commerce with
the traders at the settlements for better goods and better
bargains; they simply declined beads, whiskey, and Bibles at
any price. The result was that the traders found it profitable
to protect them from their countrymen, and the chances of
wantonly shooting down a possible valuable customer
stopped the old indiscriminate rifle-practice. The Indians
were allowed to cultivate their fields in peace. Elijah
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purchased for them a few agricultural implements. The
catching, curing, and smoking of salmon became an
important branch of trade. They waxed prosperous and rich;
they lost their nomadic habits―a centralized settlement
bearing the external signs of an Indian village took the place
of their old temporary encampments, but the huts were
internally an improvement on the old wigwams. The dried
fish were banished from the tent-poles to long sheds
especially constructed for that purpose. The sweat-house
was no longer utilized for worldly purposes. The wise and
mighty Elijah did not attempt to reform their religion, but to
preserve it in its integrity.
That these improvements and changes were due to
the influence of one man was undoubtedly true, but that he
was necessarily a superior man did not follow. Elijah’s
success was due partly to the fact that he had been enabled
to impress certain negative virtues, which were part of his
own nature, upon a community equally constituted to receive
them. Each was strengthened by the recognition in each
other of the unexpected value of those qualities; each
acquired a confidence begotten of their success. “He-hideshis-face,” as Elijah Martin was known to the tribe after the
episode of the released captives, was really not so much of
an autocrat as many constitutional rulers.
*

*

*

*

*

*

*

*

Two years of tranquil prosperity passed. Elijah
Martin, foundling, outcast, without civilized ties or
relationship of any kind, forgotten by his countrymen, and
lifted into alien power, wealth, security, and respect,
became―homesick!
It was near the close of a summer afternoon. He was
sitting at the door of his lodge, which overlooked, on one
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side, the far-shining levels of the Pacific and, on the other,
the slow descent to the cultivated meadows and banks of the
Minyo River, that debouched through a waste of salt-marsh,
beach-grass, sand-dunes, and foamy estuary into the ocean.
The headland, or promontory―the only eminence of the
Minyo territory―had been reserved by him for his lodge,
partly on account of its isolation from the village at its base,
and partly for the view it commanded of his territory. Yet his
wearying and discontented eyes were more often found on
the ocean, as a possible highway of escape from his irksome
position, than on the plain and the distant range of
mountains, so closely connected with the nearer past and his
former detractors. In his vague longing he had no desire to
return to them, even in triumph in his present security there
still lingered a doubt of his ability to cope with the old
conditions. It was more like his easy, indolent
nature―which revived in his prosperity―to trust to this
least practical and remote solution of his trouble. His
homesickness was as vague as his plan for escape from it; he
did not know exactly what he regretted, but it was probably
some life he had not enjoyed, some pleasure that had escaped
his former incompetency and poverty.
He had sat thus a hundred times, as aimlessly
blinking at the vast possibilities of the shining sea beyond,
turning his back upon the nearer and more practicable
mountains, lulled by the far-off beating of monotonous
rollers, the lonely cry of the curlew and plover, the drowsy
changes of alternate breaths of cool, fragrant reeds and
warm, spicy sands that blew across his eyelids, and
succumbed to sleep, as he had done a hundred times before.
The narrow strips of colored cloth, insignia of his dignity,
flapped lazily from his tent-poles, and at last seemed to
slumber with him; the shadows of the leaf-tracery thrown by
the bay-tree, on the ground at his feet, scarcely changed its
pattern. Nothing moved but the round, restless, berry-like
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eyes of Wachita, his child-wife, the former heroine of the
incident with the captive packers, who sat near her lord,
armed with a willow wand, watchful of intruding wasps,
sand-flies, and even the more ostentatious advances of a
rotund and clerical-looking humble-bee, with his
monotonous homily. Content, dumb, submissive, vacant, at
such times, Wachita, debarred her husband’s confidences
through the native customs and his own indifferent
taciturnity, satisfied herself by gazing at him with the
wondering but ineffectual sympathy of a faithful dog.
Unfortunately for Elijah her purely mechanical ministration
could not prevent a more dangerous intrusion upon his
security.
He awoke with a light start, and eyes that gradually
fixed upon the woman a look of returning consciousness.
Wachita pointed timidly to the village below.
“The Messenger of the Great White Father has come
to-day, with his wagons and horses; he would see the chief
of the Minyos, but I would not disturb my lord.”
Elijah’s brow contracted. Relieved of its
characteristic metaphor, he knew that this meant that the new
Indian agent had made his usual official visit, and had
exhibited the usual anxiety to see the famous chieftain.
“Good!” he said. “White Rabbit [his lieutenant] will
see the Messenger and exchange gifts. It is enough.”
“The white messenger has brought his wangee
[white] woman with him. They would look upon the face of
him who hides it,” continued Wachita, dubiously. “They
would that Wachita should bring them nearer to where my
lord is, that they might see him when he knew it not.”
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Elijah glanced moodily at his wife, with the half
suspicion with which he still regarded her alien character.
“Then let Wachita go back to the squaws and old women,
and let her hide herself with them until the wangee strangers
are gone,” he said curtly. “I have spoken. Go!”
Accustomed to these abrupt dismissals, which did
not necessarily indicate displeasure, Wachita disappeared
without a word. Elijah, who had risen, remained for a few
moments leaning against the tent-poles, gazing abstractedly
toward the sea. The bees droned uninterruptedly in his ears,
the far-off roll of the breakers came to him distinctly; but
suddenly, with greater distinctness, came the murmur of a
woman’s voice.
“He don’t look savage a bit! Why, he’s real
handsome.”
“Hush! you―” said a second voice, in a frightened
whisper.
“But if he DID hear he couldn’t understand,”
returned the first voice. A suppressed giggle followed.
Luckily, Elijah’s natural and acquired habits of
repression suited the emergency. He did not move, although
he felt the quick blood fly to his face, and the voice of the
first speaker had suffused him with a strange and delicious
anticipation. He restrained himself, though the words she
had naively dropped were filling him with new and
tremulous suggestion. He was motionless, even while he felt
that the vague longing and yearning which had possessed
him hitherto was now mysteriously taking some unknown
form and action.
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The murmuring ceased. The humble-bees’ drone
again became ascendant―a sudden fear seized him. She was
GOING; he should never see her! While he had stood there
a dolt and sluggard, she had satisfied her curiosity and stolen
away. With a sudden yielding to impulse, he darted quickly
in the direction where he had heard her voice. The thicket
moved, parted, crackled, and rustled, and then undulated
thirty feet before him in a long wave, as if from the passage
of some lithe, invisible figure. But at the same moment a
little cry, half of alarm, half of laughter, broke from his very
feet, and a bent manzanito-bush, relaxed by frightened
fingers, flew back against his breast. Thrusting it hurriedly
aside, his stooping, eager face came almost in contact with
the pink, flushed cheeks and tangled curls of a woman’s
head. He was so near, her moist and laughing eyes almost
drowned his eager glance; her parted lips and white teeth
were so close to his that her quick breath took away his own.
She had dropped on one knee, as her companion fled,
expecting he would overlook her as he passed, but his direct
onset had extracted the feminine outcry. Yet even then she
did not seem greatly frightened.
“It’s only a joke, sir,” she said, coolly lifting herself
to her feet by grasping his arm. “I’m Mrs. Dall, the Indian
agent’s wife. They said you wouldn’t let anybody see
you―and I determined I would. That’s all!” She stopped,
threw back her tangled curls behind her ears, shook the briers
and thorns from her skirt, and added: “Well, I reckon you
aren’t afraid of a woman, are you? So no harm’s done. Goodby!”
She drew slightly back as if to retreat, but the
elasticity of the manzanito against which she was leaning
threw her forward once more. He again inhaled the perfume
of her hair; he saw even the tiny freckles that darkened her
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upper lip and brought out the moist, red curve below. A
sudden recollection of a playmate of his vagabond childhood
flashed across his mind; a wild inspiration of lawlessness,
begotten of his past experience, his solitude, his dictatorial
power, and the beauty of the woman before him, mounted to
his brain. He threw his arms passionately around her, pressed
his lips to hers, and with a half-hysterical laugh drew back
and disappeared in the thicket.
Mrs. Dall remained for an instant dazed and
stupefied. Then she lifted her arm mechanically, and with
her sleeve wiped her bruised mouth and the ochre-stain that
his paint had left, like blood, upon her cheek. Her laughing
face had become instantly grave, but not from fear; her dark
eyes had clouded, but not entirely with indignation. She
suddenly brought down her hand sharply against her side
with a gesture of discovery.
“That’s no Injun!” she said, with prompt decision.
The next minute she plunged back into the trail again, and
the dense foliage once more closed around her. But as she
did so the broad, vacant face and the mutely wondering eyes
of Wachita rose, like a placid moon, between the branches
of a tree where they had been hidden, and shone serenely and
impassively after her.
*

*

*

*

*

*

*

*

A month elapsed. But it was a month filled with more
experience to Elijah than his past two years of exaltation. In
the first few days following his meeting with Mrs. Dall, he
was possessed by terror, mingled with flashes of desperation,
at the remembrance of his rash imprudence. His recollection
of extravagant frontier chivalry to womankind, and the swift
retribution of the insulted husband or guardian, alternately
filled him with abject fear or extravagant recklessness. At
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times prepared for flight, even to the desperate abandonment
of himself in a canoe to the waters of the Pacific: at times he
was on the point of inciting his braves to attack the Indian
agency and precipitate the war that he felt would be
inevitable. As the days passed, and there seemed to be no
interruption to his friendly relations with the agency, with
that relief a new, subtle joy crept into Elijah’s heart. The
image of the agent’s wife framed in the leafy screen behind
his lodge, the perfume of her hair and breath mingled with
the spicing of the bay, the brief thrill and tantalization of the
stolen kiss still haunted him. Through his long, shy
abstention from society, and his two years of solitary exile,
the fresh beauty of this young Western wife, in whom the
frank artlessness of girlhood still lingered, appeared to him
like a superior creation. He forgot his vague longings in the
inception of a more tangible but equally unpractical passion.
He remembered her unconscious and spontaneous
admiration of him; he dared to connect it with her forgiving
silence. If she had withheld her confidences from her
husband, he could hope―he knew not exactly what!
One afternoon Wachita put into his hand a folded
note. With an instinctive presentiment of its contents, Elijah
turned red and embarrassed in receiving it from the woman
who was recognized as his wife. But the impassive,
submissive manner of this household drudge, instead of
touching his conscience, seemed to him a vulgar and brutal
acceptance of the situation that dulled whatever
compunction he might have had. He opened the note and
read hurriedly as follows:
“You took a great freedom with me the other day,
and I am justified in taking one with you now. I believe you
understand English as well as I do. If you want to explain
that and your conduct to me, I will be at the same place this
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afternoon. My friend will accompany me, but she need not
hear what you have to say.”
Elijah read the letter, which might have been written
by an ordinary school-girl, as if it had conveyed the veiled
rendezvous of a princess. The reserve, caution, and shyness
which had been the safeguard of his weak nature were
swamped in a flow of immature passion. He flew to the
interview with the eagerness and inexperience of first love.
He was completely at her mercy. So utterly was he
subjugated by her presence that she did not even run the risk
of his passion. Whatever sentiment might have mingled with
her curiosity, she was never conscious of a necessity to guard
herself against it. At this second meeting she was in full
possession of his secret. He had told her everything; she had
promised nothing in return―she had not even accepted
anything. Even her actual after-relations to the denouement
of his passion are still shrouded in mystery.
Nevertheless, Elijah lived two weeks on the
unsubstantial memory of this meeting. What might have
followed could not be known, for at the end of that time an
outrage―so atrocious that even the peaceful Minyos were
thrilled with savage indignation―was committed on the
outskirts of the village. An old chief, who had been specially
selected to deal with the Indian agent, and who kept a small
trading outpost, had been killed and his goods despoiled by
a reckless Redwood packer. The murderer had coolly said
that he was only “serving out” the tool of a fraudulent
imposture on the Government, and that he dared the archimpostor himself, the so-called Minyo chief, to help himself.
A wave of ungovernable fury surged up to the very tentpoles of Elijah’s lodge and demanded vengeance. Elijah
trembled and hesitated. In the thraldom of his selfish passion
for Mrs. Dall he dared not contemplate a collision with her
countrymen. He would have again sought refuge in his
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passive, non-committal attitude, but he knew the impersonal
character of Indian retribution and compensation―a
sacrifice of equal value, without reference to the culpability
of the victim―and he dreaded some spontaneous outbreak.
To prevent the enforced expiation of the crime by some
innocent brother packer, he was obliged to give orders for
the pursuit and arrest of the criminal, secretly hoping for his
escape or the interposition of some circumstance to avert his
punishment. A day of sullen expectancy to the old men and
squaws in camp, of gloomy anxiety to Elijah alone in his
lodge, followed the departure of the braves on the war-path.
It was midnight when they returned. Elijah, who from his
habitual reserve and the accepted etiquette of his exalted
station had remained impassive in his tent, only knew from
the guttural rejoicings of the squaws that the expedition had
been successful and the captive was in their hands. At any
other time he might have thought it an evidence of some
growing scepticism of his infallibility of judgment and a
diminution of respect that they did not confront him with
their prisoner. But he was too glad to escape from the danger
of exposure and possible arraignment of his past life by the
desperate captive, even though it might not have been
understood by the spectators. He reflected that the omission
might have arisen from their recollection of his previous
aversion to a retaliation on other prisoners. Enough that they
would wait his signal for the torture and execution at sunrise
the next day.
The night passed slowly. It is more than probable that
the selfish and ignoble torments of the sleepless and
vacillating judge were greater than those of the prisoner who
dozed at the stake between his curses. Yet it was part of
Elijah’s fatal weakness that his kinder and more human
instincts were dominated even at that moment by his lawless
passion for the Indian agent’s wife, and his indecision as to
the fate of his captive was as much due to this preoccupation
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as to a selfish consideration of her relations to the result. He
hated the prisoner for his infelicitous and untimely crime, yet
he could not make up his mind to his death. He paced the
ground before his lodge in dishonorable incertitude. The
small eyes of the submissive Wachita watched him with
vague solicitude.
Toward morning he was struck by a shameful
inspiration. He would creep unperceived to the victim’s side,
unloose his bonds, and bid him fly to the Indian agency.
There he was to inform Mrs. Dall that her husband’s safety
depended upon his absenting himself for a few days, but that
she was to remain and communicate with Elijah. She would
understand everything, perhaps; at least she would know that
the prisoner’s release was to please her, but even if she did
not, no harm would be done, a white man’s life would be
saved, and his real motive would not be suspected. He turned
with feverish eagerness to the lodge. Wachita had
disappeared―probably to join the other women. It was well;
she would not suspect him.
The tree to which the doomed man was bound was,
by custom, selected nearest the chief’s lodge, within its
sacred enclosure, with no other protection than that offered
by its reserved seclusion and the outer semicircle of
warriors’ tents before it. To escape, the captive would
therefore have to pass beside the chief’s lodge to the rear and
descend the hill toward the shore. Elijah would show him the
way, and make it appear as if he had escaped unaided. As he
glided into the shadow of a group of pines, he could dimly
discern the outline of the destined victim, secured against
one of the larger trees in a sitting posture, with his head fallen
forward on his breast as if in sleep. But at the same moment
another figure glided out from the shadow and approached
the fatal tree. It was Wachita!
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He stopped in amazement. But in another instant a
flash of intelligence made it clear. He remembered her vague
uneasiness and solicitude at his agitation, her sudden
disappearance; she had fathomed his perplexity, as she had
once before. Of her own accord she was going to release the
prisoner! The knife to cut his cords glittered in her hand.
Brave and faithful animal!
He held his breath as he drew nearer. But, to his
horror, the knife suddenly flashed in the air and darted down,
again and again, upon the body of the helpless man. There
was a convulsive struggle, but no outcry, and the next
moment the body hung limp and inert in its cords. Elijah
would himself have fallen, half-fainting, against a tree, but,
by a revulsion of feeling, came the quick revelation that the
desperate girl had rightly solved the problem! She had done
what he ought to have done―and his loyalty and manhood
were preserved. That conviction and the courage to act upon
it―to have called the sleeping braves to witness his
sacrifice―would have saved him, but it was ordered
otherwise.
As the girl rapidly passed him he threw out his hand
and seized her wrist. “Who did you do this for?” he
demanded.
“For you,” she said, stupidly.
“And why?”
“Because you no kill him―you love his squaw.”
“HIS squaw!” He staggered back. A terrible
suspicion flashed upon him. He dashed Wachita aside and
ran to the tree. It was the body of the Indian agent!
Aboriginal justice had been satisfied. The warriors had not
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caught the MURDERER, but, true to their idea of vicarious
retribution, had determined upon the expiatory sacrifice of a
life as valuable and innocent as the one they had lost.
*

*

*

*

*

*

*

*

“So the Gov’rment hev at last woke up and wiped out
them cussed Digger Minyos,” said Snapshot Harry, as he
laid down the newspaper, in the brand-new saloon of the
brand-new town of Redwood. “I see they’ve stampeded both
banks of the Minyo River, and sent off a lot to the
reservation. I reckon the soldiers at Fort Cass got sick o’
sentiment after those hounds killed the Injun agent, and are
beginning to agree with us that the only ‘good Injun’ is a
dead one.”
“And it turns out that that wonderful chief, that them
two packers used to rave about, woz about as big a devil ez
any, and tried to run off with the agent’s wife, only the
warriors killed her. I’d like to know what become of him.
Some says he was killed, others allow that he got away. I’ve
heerd tell that he was originally some kind of Methodist
preacher!―a kind o’ saint that got a sort o’ spiritooal holt on
the old squaws and children.”
“Why don’t you ask old Skeesicks? I see he’s back
here ag’in―and grubbin’ along at a dollar a day on tailin’s.
He’s been somewhere up north, they say.”
“What, Skeesicks? that shiftless, o’n’ry cuss! You
bet he wusn’t anywhere where there was danger of fighting.
Why, you might as well hev suspected HIM of being the big
chief himself! There he comes―ask him.”
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And the laughter was so general that Elijah
Martin―alias Skeesicks―lounging shyly into the bar-room,
joined in it weakly.
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An Idyl of Red Gulch
Sandy was very drunk. He was lying under an azalea
bush, in pretty much the same attitude in which he had fallen
some hours before. How long he had been lying there he
could not tell, and didn’t care; how long he should lie there
was a matter equally indefinite and unconsidered. A tranquil
philosophy, born of his physical condition, suffused and
saturated his moral being.
The spectacle of a drunken man, and of this drunken
man in particular, was not, I grieve to say, of sufficient
novelty in Red Gulch to attract attention. Earlier in the day
some local satirist had erected a temporary tombstone at
Sandy’s head, bearing the inscription, “Effects of
McCorkle’s whisky―kills at forty rods,” with a hand
pointing to McCorkle’s saloon. But this, I imagine, was, like
most local satire, personal; and was a reflection upon the
unfairness of the process rather than a commentary upon the
impropriety of the result. With this facetious exception,
Sandy had been undisturbed. A wandering mule, released
from his pack, had cropped the scant herbage beside him,
and sniffed curiously at the prostrate man; a vagabond dog,
with that deep sympathy which the species have for drunken
men, had licked his dusty boots, and curled himself up at his
feet, and lay there, blinking one eye in the sunlight, with a
simulation of dissipation that was ingenious and doglike in
its implied flattery of the unconscious man beside him.
Meanwhile the shadows of the pine trees had slowly
swung around until they crossed the road, and their trunks
barred the open meadow with gigantic parallels of black and
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yellow. Little puffs of red dust, lifted by the plunging hoofs
of passing teams, dispersed in a grimy shower upon the
recumbent man. The sun sank lower and lower; and still
Sandy stirred not. And then the repose of this philosopher
was disturbed, as other philosophers have been, by the
intrusion of an unphilosophical sex.
“Miss Mary,” as she was known to the little flock that
she had just dismissed from the log schoolhouse beyond the
pines, was taking her afternoon walk. Observing an
unusually fine cluster of blossoms on the azalea bush
opposite, she crossed the road to pluck it―picking her way
through the red dust, not without certain fierce little shivers
of disgust and some feline circumlocution. And then she
came suddenly upon Sandy!
Of course she uttered the little staccato cry of her sex.
But when she had paid that tribute to her physical weakness
she became overbold, and halted for a moment―at least six
feet from this prostrate monster―with her white skirts
gathered in her hand, ready for flight. But neither sound nor
motion came from the bush. With one little foot she then
overturned the satirical headboard, and muttered
“Beasts!”―an epithet which probably, at that moment,
conveniently classified in her mind the entire male
population of Red Gulch. For Miss Mary, being possessed
of certain rigid notions of her own, had not, perhaps,
properly appreciated the demonstrative gallantry for which
the Californian has been so justly celebrated by his brother
Californians, and had, as a newcomer, perhaps fairly earned
the reputation of being “stuck-up.”
As she stood there she noticed, also, that the slant
sunbeams were heating Sandy’s head to what she judged to
be an unhealthy temperature, and that his hat was lying
uselessly at his side. To pick it up and to place it over his
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face was a work requiring some courage, particularly as his
eyes were open. Yet she did it, and made good her retreat.
But she was somewhat concerned, on looking back, to see
that the hat was removed, and that Sandy was sitting up and
saying something.
The truth was, that in the calm depths of Sandy’s
mind he was satisfied that the rays of the sun were beneficial
and healthful; that from childhood he had objected to lying
down in a hat; that no people but condemned fools, past
redemption, ever wore hats; and that his right to dispense
with them when he pleased was inalienable. This was the
statement of his inner consciousness. Unfortunately, its
outward expression was vague, being limited to a repetition
of the following formula―“Su’shine all ri’! Wasser maar,
eh? Wass up, su’shine?”
Miss Mary stopped, and, taking fresh courage from
her vantage of distance, asked him if there was anything that
he wanted.
“Wass up? Wasser maar?” continued Sandy, in a
very high key.
“Get up, you horrid man!” said Miss Mary, now
thoroughly incensed; “get up, and go home.”
Sandy staggered to his feet. He was six feet high, and
Miss Mary trembled. He started forward a few paces and
then stopped.
“Wass I go home for?” he suddenly asked, with great
gravity.
“Go and take a bath,” replied Miss Mary, eying his
grimy person with great disfavor.
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To her infinite dismay, Sandy suddenly pulled off his
coat and vest, threw them on the ground, kicked off his
boots, and, plunging wildly forward, darted headlong over
the hill, in the direction of the river.
“Goodness heavens!―the man will be drowned!”
said Miss Mary; and then, with feminine inconsistency, she
ran back to the schoolhouse and locked herself in.
That night, while seated at supper with her hostess,
the blacksmith’s wife, it came to Miss Mary to ask,
demurely, if her husband ever got drunk. “Abner,”
responded Mrs. Stidger, reflectively, “let’s see: Abner hasn’t
been tight since last ‘lection.” Miss Mary would have liked
to ask if he preferred lying in the sun on these occasions, and
if a cold bath would have hurt him; but this would have
involved an explanation, which she did not then care to give.
So she contented herself with opening her gray eyes widely
at the red-cheeked Mrs. Stidger―a fine specimen of
Southwestern efflorescence―and then dismissed the subject
altogether. The next day she wrote to her dearest friend, in
Boston: “I think I find the intoxicated portion of this
community the least objectionable. I refer, my dear, to the
men, of course. I do not know anything that could make the
women tolerable.”
In less than a week Miss Mary had forgotten this
episode, except that her afternoon walks took thereafter,
almost unconsciously, another direction. She noticed,
however, that every morning a fresh cluster of azalea
blossoms appeared among the flowers on her desk. This was
not strange, as her little flock were aware of her fondness for
flowers, and invariably kept her desk bright with anemones,
syringas, and lupines; but, on questioning them, they one and
all professed ignorance of the azaleas. A few days later,
Master Johnny Stidger, whose desk was nearest to the
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window, was suddenly taken with spasms of apparently
gratuitous laughter that threatened the discipline of the
school. All that Miss Mary could get from him was, that
someone had been “looking in the winder.” Irate and
indignant, she sallied from her hive to do battle with the
intruder. As she turned the corner of the schoolhouse she
came plump upon the quondam drunkard―now perfectly
sober, and inexpressibly sheepish and guilty-looking.
These facts Miss Mary was not slow to take a
feminine advantage of, in her present humor. But it was
somewhat confusing to observe, also, that the beast, despite
some faint signs of past dissipation, was amiablelooking―in fact, a kind of blond Samson whose corncolored, silken beard apparently had never yet known the
touch of barber’s razor or Delilah’s shears. So that the
cutting speech which quivered on her ready tongue died
upon her lips, and she contented herself with receiving his
stammering apology with supercilious eyelids and the
gathered skirts of uncontamination. When she re-entered the
schoolroom, her eyes fell upon the azaleas with a new sense
of revelation. And then she laughed, and the little people all
laughed, and they were all unconsciously very happy.
It was on a hot day―and not long after this―that two
short-legged boys came to grief on the threshold of the
school with a pail of water, which they had laboriously
brought from the spring, and that Miss Mary
compassionately seized the pail and started for the spring
herself. At the foot of the hill a shadow crossed her path, and
a blue-shirted arm dexterously but gently relieved her of her
burden. Miss Mary was both embarrassed and angry. “If you
carried more of that for yourself,” she said, spitefully, to the
blue arm, without deigning to raise her lashes to its owner,
“you’d do better.” In the submissive silence that followed
she regretted the speech, and thanked him so sweetly at the
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door that he stumbled. Which caused the children to laugh
again―a laugh in which Miss Mary joined, until the color
came faintly into her pale cheek. The next day a barrel was
mysteriously placed beside the door, and as mysteriously
filled with fresh spring water every morning.
Nor was this superior young person without other
quiet attentions. “Profane Bill,” driver of the Slumgullion
Stage, widely known in the newspapers for his “gallantry”
in invariably offering the box seat to the fair sex, had
excepted Miss Mary from this attention, on the ground that
he had a habit of “cussin’ on upgrades,” and gave her half
the coach to herself. Jack Hamlin, a gambler, having once
silently ridden with her in the same coach, afterward threw a
decanter at the head of a confederate for mentioning her
name in a barroom. The overdressed mother of a pupil whose
paternity was doubtful had often lingered near this astute
Vestal’s temple, never daring to enter its sacred precincts,
but content to worship the priestess from afar.
With such unconscious intervals the monotonous
procession of blue skies, glittering sunshine, brief twilights,
and starlit nights passed over Red Gulch. Miss Mary grew
fond of walking in the sedate and proper woods. Perhaps she
believed, with Mrs. Stidger, that the balsamic odors of the
firs “did her chest good,” for certainly her slight cough was
less frequent and her step was firmer; perhaps she had
learned the unending lesson which the patient pines are
never weary of repeating to heedful or listless ears. And so,
one day, she planned a picnic on Buckeye Hill, and took the
children with her. Away from the dusty road, the straggling
shanties, the yellow ditches, the clamor of restless engines,
the cheap finery of shop windows, the deeper glitter of paint
and colored glass, and the thin veneering which barbarism
takes upon itself in such localities―what infinite relief was
theirs! The last heap of ragged rock and clay passed, the last
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unsightly chasm crossed―how the waiting woods opened
their long files to receive them! How the children―perhaps
because they had not yet grown quite away from the breast
of the bounteous Mother― threw themselves face
downward on her brown bosom with uncouth caresses,
filling the air with their laughter; and how Miss Mary
herself―felinely fastidious and intrenched as she was in the
purity of spotless skirts, collar, and cuffs―forgot all, and ran
like a crested quail at the head of her brood until, romping,
laughing, and panting, with a loosened braid of brown hair,
a hat hanging by a knotted ribbon from her throat, she came
suddenly and violently, in the heart of the forest, upon―the
luckless Sandy!
The explanations, apologies, and not overwise
conversation that ensued need not be indicated here. It would
seem, however, that Miss Mary had already established
some acquaintance with this ex- drunkard. Enough that he
was soon accepted as one of the party; that the children, with
that quick intelligence which Providence gives the helpless,
recognized a friend, and played with his blond beard and
long silken mustache, and took other liberties―as the
helpless are apt to do. And when he had built a fire against a
tree, and had shown them other mysteries of woodcraft, their
admiration knew no bounds. At the close of two such foolish,
idle, happy hours he found himself lying at the feet of the
schoolmistress, gazing dreamily in her face, as she sat upon
the sloping hillside weaving wreaths of laurel and syringa,
in very much the same attitude as he had lain when first they
met. Nor was the similitude greatly forced. The weakness of
an easy, sensuous nature that had found a dreamy exaltation
in liquor, it is to be feared was now finding an equal
intoxication in love.
I think that Sandy was dimly conscious of this
himself. I know that he longed to be doing
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something―slaying a grizzly, scalping a savage, or
sacrificing himself in some way for the sake of this sallowfaced, gray-eyed schoolmistress. As I should like to present
him in a heroic attitude, I stay my hand with great difficulty
at this moment, being only withheld from introducing such
an episode by a strong conviction that it does not usually
occur at such times. And I trust that my fairest reader, who
remembers that, in a real crisis, it is always some
uninteresting stranger or unromantic policeman, and not
Adolphus, who rescues, will forgive the omission.
So they sat there, undisturbed―the woodpeckers
chattering overhead and the voices of the children coming
pleasantly from the hollow below. What they said matters
little. What they thought―which might have been
interesting―did not transpire. The woodpeckers only
learned how Miss Mary was an orphan; how she left her
uncle’s house, to come to California, for the sake of health
and independence; how Sandy was an orphan, too; how he
came to California for excitement; how he had lived a wild
life, and how he was trying to reform; and other details,
which, from a woodpecker’s viewpoint, undoubtedly must
have seemed stupid, and a waste of time. But even in such
trifles was the afternoon spent; and when the children were
again gathered, and Sandy, with a delicacy which the
schoolmistress well understood, took leave of them quietly
at the outskirts of the settlement, it had seemed the shortest
day of her weary life.
As the long, dry summer withered to its roots, the
school term of Red Gulch―to use a local euphuism―“dried
up” also. In another day Miss Mary would be free; and for a
season, at least, Red Gulch would know her no more. She
was seated alone in the schoolhouse, her cheek resting on her
hand, her eyes half-closed in one of those daydreams in
which Miss Mary―I fear to the danger of school discipline
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―was lately in the habit of indulging. Her lap was full of
mosses, ferns, and other woodland memories. She was so
preoccupied with these and her own thoughts that a gentle
tapping at the door passed unheard, or translated itself into
the remembrance of far-off woodpeckers. When at last it
asserted itself more distinctly, she started up with a flushed
cheek and opened the door. On the threshold stood a woman
the self-assertion and audacity of whose dress were in
singular contrast to her timid, irresolute bearing.
Miss Mary recognized at a glance the dubious mother
of her anonymous pupil. Perhaps she was disappointed,
perhaps she was only fastidious; but as she coldly invited her
to enter, she half- unconsciously settled her white cuffs and
collar, and gathered closer her own chaste skirts. It was,
perhaps, for this reason that the embarrassed stranger, after
a moment’s hesitation, left her gorgeous parasol open and
sticking in the dust beside the door, and then sat down at the
farther end of a long bench. Her voice was husky as she
began:
“I heerd tell that you were goin’ down to the Bay
tomorrow, and I couldn’t let you go until I came to thank you
for your kindness to my Tommy.”
Tommy, Miss Mary said, was a good boy, and
deserved more than the poor attention she could give him.
“Thank you, miss; thank ye!” cried the stranger,
brightening even through the color which Red Gulch knew
facetiously as her “war paint,” and striving, in her
embarrassment, to drag the long bench nearer the
schoolmistress. “I thank you, miss, for that! and if I am his
mother, there ain’t a sweeter, dearer, better boy lives than
him. And if I ain’t much as says it, thar ain’t a sweeter,
dearer, angeler teacher lives than he’s got.”
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Miss Mary, sitting primly behind her desk, with a
ruler over her shoulder, opened her gray eyes widely at this,
but said nothing.
“It ain’t for you to be complimented by the like of
me, I know,” she went on, hurriedly. “It ain’t for me to be
comin’ here, in broad day, to do it, either; but I come to ask
a favor―not for me, miss―not for me, but for the darling
boy.”
Encouraged by a look in the young schoolmistress’
eye, and putting her lilac-gloved hands together, the fingers
downward, between her knees, she went on, in a low voice:
“You see, miss, there’s no one the boy has any claim
on but me, and I ain’t the proper person to bring him up. I
thought some, last year, of sending him away to Frisco to
school, but when they talked of bringing a schoolma’am
here, I waited till I saw you, and then I knew it was all right,
and I could keep my boy a little longer. And O, miss, he
loves you so much; and if you could hear him talk about you,
in his pretty way, and if he could ask you what I ask you
now, you couldn’t refuse him.
“It is natural,” she went on, rapidly, in a voice that
trembled strangely between pride and humility―“it’s
natural that he should take to you, miss, for his father, when
I first knew him, was a gentleman―and the boy must forget
me, sooner or later―and so I ain’t goin’ to cry about that.
For I come to ask you to take my Tommy―God bless him
for the bestest, sweetest boy that lives―to― to―take him
with you.”
She had risen and caught the young girl’s hand in her
own, and had fallen on her knees beside her.
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“I’ve money plenty, and it’s all yours and his. Put
him in some good school, where you can go and see him,
and help him to―to―to forget his mother. Do with him
what you like. The worst you can do will be kindness to what
he will learn with me. Only take him out of this wicked life,
this cruel place, this home of shame and sorrow. You will; I
know you will―won’t you? You will―you must not, you
cannot say no! You will make him as pure, as gentle as
yourself; and when he has grown up, you will tell him his
father’s name―the name that hasn’t passed my lips for
years―the name of Alexander Morton, whom they call here
Sandy! Miss Mary!―do not take your hand away! Miss
Mary, speak to me! You will take my boy? Do not put your
face from me. I know it ought not to look on such as me.
Miss Mary!―my God, be merciful!―she is leaving me!”
Miss Mary had risen and, in the gathering twilight,
had felt her way to the open window. She stood there,
leaning against the casement, her eyes fixed on the last rosy
tints that were fading from the western sky. There was still
some of its light on her pure young forehead, on her white
collar, on her clasped white hands, but all fading slowly
away. The suppliant had dragged herself, still on her knees,
beside her.
“I know it takes time to consider. I will wait here all
night; but I cannot go until you speak. Do not deny me now.
You will!―I see it in your sweet face―such a face as I have
seen in my dreams. I see it in your eyes, Miss Mary!―you
will take my boy!”
The last red beam crept higher, suffused Miss Mary’s
eyes with something of its glory, flickered, and faded, and
went out. The sun had set on Red Gulch. In the twilight and
silence Miss Mary’s voice sounded pleasantly.
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“I will take the boy. Send him to me tonight.”
The happy mother raised the hem of Miss Mary’s
skirts to her lips. She would have buried her hot face in its
virgin folds, but she dared not. She rose to her feet.
“Does―this man―know of your intention?” asked
Miss Mary, suddenly.
“No, nor cares. He has never even seen the child to
know it.”
“Go to him at once―tonight―now! Tell him what
you have done. Tell him I have taken his child, and tell
him―he must never see― see―the child again. Wherever
it may be, he must not come; wherever I may take it, he must
not follow! There, go now, please― I’m weary, and―have
much yet to do!”
They walked together to the door. On the threshold
the woman turned.
“Good night.”
She would have fallen at Miss Mary’s feet. But at the
same moment the young girl reached out her arms, caught
the sinful woman to her own pure breast for one brief
moment, and then closed and locked the door.
It was with a sudden sense of great responsibility that
Profane Bill took the reins of the Slumgullion Stage the next
morning, for the schoolmistress was one of his passengers.
As he entered the highroad, in obedience to a pleasant voice
from the “inside,” he suddenly reined up his horses and
respectfully waited as Tommy hopped out at the command
of Miss Mary. “Not that bush, Tommy―the next.”
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Tommy whipped out his new pocketknife, and,
cutting a branch from a tall azalea bush, returned with it to
Miss Mary.
“All right now?”
“All right.”
And the stage door closed on the Idyl of Red Gulch.
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Mliss
CHAPTER ONE

Just where the Sierra Nevada begins to subside in
gentler undulations, and the rivers grow less rapid and
yellow, on the side of a great red mountain, stands “Smith’s
Pocket.” Seen from the red road at sunset, in the red light
and the red dust, its white houses look like the outcroppings
of quartz on the mountainside. The red stage topped with
red-shirted passengers is lost to view half a dozen times in
the tortuous descent, turning up unexpectedly in out-of-theway places, and vanishing altogether within a hundred yards
of the town. It is probably owing to this sudden twist in the
road that the advent of a stranger at Smith’s Pocket is usually
attended with a peculiar circumstance. Dismounting from
the vehicle at the stage office, the too-confident traveler is
apt to walk straight out of town under the impression that it
lies in quite another direction. It is related that one of the
tunnel men, two miles from town, met one of these selfreliant passengers with a carpetbag, umbrella, Harper’s
Magazine, and other evidences of “Civilization and
Refinement,” plodding along over the road he had just
ridden, vainly endeavoring to find the settlement of Smith’s
Pocket.
An observant traveler might have found some
compensation for his disappointment in the weird aspect of
that vicinity. There were huge fissures on the hillside, and
displacements of the red soil, resembling more the chaos of
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some primary elemental upheaval than the work of man;
while halfway down, a long flume straddled its narrow body
and disproportionate legs over the chasm, like an enormous
fossil of some forgotten antediluvian. At every step smaller
ditches crossed the road, hiding in their sallow depths
unlovely streams that crept away to a clandestine union with
the great yellow torrent below, and here and there were the
ruins of some cabin with the chimney alone left intact and
the hearthstone open to the skies.
The settlement of Smith’s Pocket owed its origin to
the finding of a “pocket” on its site by a veritable Smith. Five
thousand dollars were taken out of it in one half-hour by
Smith. Three thousand dollars were expended by Smith and
others in erecting a flume and in tunneling. And then Smith’s
Pocket was found to be only a pocket, and subject like other
pockets to depletion. Although Smith pierced the bowels of
the great red mountain, that five thousand dollars was the
first and last return of his labor. The mountain grew reticent
of its golden secrets, and the flume steadily ebbed away the
remainder of Smith’s fortune. Then Smith went into quartzmining; then into quartz-milling; then into hydraulics and
ditching, and then by easy degrees into saloonkeeping.
Presently it was whispered that Smith was drinking a great
deal; then it was known that Smith was a habitual drunkard,
and then people began to think, as they are apt to, that he had
never been anything else. But the settlement of Smith’s
Pocket, like that of most discoveries, was happily not
dependent on the fortune of its pioneer, and other parties
projected tunnels and found pockets. So Smith’s Pocket
became a settlement, with its two fancy stores, its two hotels,
its one express office, and its two first families. Occasionally
its one long straggling street was overawed by the
assumption of the latest San Francisco fashions, imported
per express, exclusively to the first families; making
outraged Nature, in the ragged outline of her furrowed
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surface, look still more homely, and putting personal insult
on that greater portion of the population to whom the
Sabbath, with a change of linen, brought merely the
necessity of cleanliness without the luxury of adornment.
Then there was a Methodist Church, and hard by a Monte
Bank, and a little beyond, on the mountainside, a graveyard;
and then a little schoolhouse.
“The Master,” as he was known to his little flock, sat
alone one night in the schoolhouse, with some open
copybooks before him, carefully making those bold and full
characters which are supposed to combine the extremes of
chirographical and moral excellence, and had got as far as
“Riches are deceitful,” and was elaborating the noun with an
insincerity of flourish that was quite in the spirit of his text,
when he heard a gentle tapping. The woodpeckers had been
busy about the roof during the day, and the noise did not
disturb his work. But the opening of the door, and the
tapping continuing from the inside, caused him to look up.
He was slightly startled by the figure of a young girl, dirty
and shabbily clad. Still, her great black eyes, her coarse,
uncombed, lusterless black hair falling over her sunburned
face, her red arms and feet streaked with the red soil, were
all familiar to him. It was Melissa Smith―Smith’s
motherless child.
“What can she want here?” thought the master.
Everybody knew “Mliss,” as she was called, throughout the
length and height of Red Mountain. Everybody knew her as
an incorrigible girl. Her fierce, ungovernable disposition, her
mad freaks and lawless character, were in their way as
proverbial as the story of her father’s weaknesses, and as
philosophically accepted by the townsfolk. She wrangled
with and fought the schoolboys with keener invective and
quite as powerful arm. She followed the trails with a
woodman’s craft, and the master had met her before, miles
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away, shoeless, stockingless, and bareheaded on the
mountain road. The miners’ camps along the stream supplied
her with subsistence during these voluntary pilgrimages, in
freely offered alms. Not but that a larger protection had been
previously extended to Mliss. The Rev. Joshua McSnagley,
“stated” preacher, had placed her in the hotel as servant, by
way of preliminary refinement, and had introduced her to his
scholars at Sunday school. But she threw plates occasionally
at the landlord, and quickly retorted to the cheap witticisms
of the guests, and created in the Sabbath school a sensation
that was so inimical to the orthodox dullness and placidity of
that institution that, with a decent regard for the starched
frocks and unblemished morals of the two pink-and-whitefaced children of the first families, the reverend gentleman
had her ignominiously expelled. Such were the antecedents,
and such the character of Mliss as she stood before the
master. It was shown in the ragged dress, the unkempt hair,
and bleeding feet, and asked his pity. It flashed from her
black, fearless eyes, and commanded his respect.
“I come here tonight,” she said rapidly and boldly,
keeping her hard glance on his, “because I knew you was
alone. I wouldn’t come here when them gals was here. I hate
‘em and they hates me. That’s why. You keep school, don’t
you? I want to be teached!”
If to the shabbiness of her apparel and uncomeliness
of her tangled hair and dirty face she had added the humility
of tears, the master would have extended to her the usual
moiety of pity, and nothing more. But with the natural,
though illogical, instincts of his species, her boldness
awakened in him something of that respect which all original
natures pay unconsciously to one another in any grade. And
he gazed at her the more fixedly as she went on still rapidly,
her hand on that door latch and her eyes on his:
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“My name’s Mliss―Mliss Smith! You can bet your
life on that. My father’s Old Smith―Old Bummer
Smith―that’s what’s the matter with him. Mliss
Smith―and I’m coming to school!”
“Well?” said the master.
Accustomed to be thwarted and opposed, often
wantonly and cruelly, for no other purpose than to excite the
violent impulses of her nature, the master’s phlegm
evidently took her by surprise. She stopped; she began to
twist a lock of her hair between her fingers; and the rigid line
of upper lip, drawn over the wicked little teeth, relaxed and
quivered slightly. Then her eyes dropped, and something like
a blush struggled up to her cheek and tried to assert itself
through the splashes of redder soil, and the sunburn of years.
Suddenly she threw herself forward, calling on God to strike
her dead, and fell quite weak and helpless, with her face on
the master’s desk, crying and sobbing as if her heart would
break.
The master lifted her gently and waited for the
paroxysm to pass. When, with face still averted, she was
repeating between her sobs the MEA CULPA of childish
penitence―that “she’d be good, she didn’t mean to,”
etcetera, it came to him to ask her why she had left Sabbath
school.
Why had she left the Sabbath school?―why? Oh,
yes. What did he (McSnagley) want to tell her she was
wicked for? What did he tell her that God hated her for? If
God hated her, what did she want to go to Sabbath school
for? SHE didn’t want to be “beholden” to anybody who
hated her.
Had she told McSnagley this?
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Yes, she had.
The master laughed. It was a hearty laugh, and
echoed so oddly in the little schoolhouse, and seemed so
inconsistent and discordant with the sighing of the pines
without, that he shortly corrected himself with a sigh. The
sigh was quite as sincere in its way, however, and after a
moment of serious silence he asked about her father.
Her father? What father? Whose father? What had he
ever done for her? Why did the girls hate her? Come now!
what made the folks say, “Old Bummer Smith’s Mliss!”
when she passed? Yes; oh yes. She wished he was dead―she
was dead―everybody was dead; and her sobs broke forth
anew.
The master then, leaning over her, told her as well as
he could what you or I might have said after hearing such
unnatural theories from childish lips; only bearing in mind
perhaps better than you or I the unnatural facts of her ragged
dress, her bleeding feet, and the omnipresent shadow of her
drunken father. Then, raising her to her feet, he wrapped his
shawl around her, and, bidding her come early in the
morning, he walked with her down the road. There he bade
her “good night.” The moon shone brightly on the narrow
path before them. He stood and watched the bent little figure
as it staggered down the road, and waited until it had passed
the little graveyard and reached the curve of the hill, where
it turned and stood for a moment, a mere atom of suffering
outlined against the far-off patient stars. Then he went back
to his work. But the lines of the copybook thereafter faded
into long parallels of never-ending road, over which childish
figures seemed to pass sobbing and crying into the night.
Then, the little schoolhouse seeming lonelier than before, he
shut the door and went home.
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The next morning Mliss came to school. Her face had
been washed, and her coarse black hair bore evidence of
recent struggles with the comb, in which both had evidently
suffered. The old defiant look shone occasionally in her
eyes, but her manner was tamer and more subdued. Then
began a series of little trials and self- sacrifices, in which
master and pupil bore an equal part, and which increased the
confidence and sympathy between them. Although obedient
under the master’s eye, at times during recess, if thwarted or
stung by a fancied slight, Mliss would rage in ungovernable
fury, and many a palpitating young savage, finding himself
matched with his own weapons of torment, would seek the
master with torn jacket and scratched face and complaints of
the dreadful Mliss. There was a serious division among the
townspeople on the subject, some threatening to withdraw
their children from such evil companionship, and others as
warmly upholding the course of the master in his work of
reclamation. Meanwhile, with a steady persistence that
seemed quite astonishing to him on looking back afterward,
the master drew Mliss gradually out of the shadow of her
past life, as though it were but her natural progress down the
narrow path on which he had set her feet the moonlit night
of their first meeting. Remembering the experience of the
evangelical McSnagley, he carefully avoided that Rock of
Ages on which that unskillful pilot had shipwrecked her
young faith. But if, in the course of her reading, she chanced
to stumble upon those few words which have lifted such as
she above the level of the older, the wiser, and the more
prudent―if she learned something of a faith that is
symbolized by suffering, and the old light softened in her
eyes, it did not take the shape of a lesson. A few of the
plainer people had made up a little sum by which the ragged
Mliss was enabled to assume the garments of respect and
civilization; and often a rough shake of the hand, and words
of homely commendation from a red-shirted and burly
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figure, sent a glow to the cheek of the young master, and set
him to thinking if it was altogether deserved.
Three months had passed from the time of their first
meeting, and the master was sitting late one evening over the
moral and sententious copies, when there came a tap at the
door and again Mliss stood before him. She was neatly clad
and clean-faced, and there was nothing perhaps but the long
black hair and bright black eyes to remind him of his former
apparition. “Are you busy?” she asked. “Can you come with
me?”―and on his signifying his readiness, in her old willful
way she said, “Come, then, quick!”
They passed out of the door together and into the
dark road. As they entered the town the master asked her
whither she was going. She replied, “To see my father.”
It was the first time he had heard her call him by that
filial title, or indeed anything more than “Old Smith” or the
“Old Man.” It was the first time in three months that she had
spoken of him at all, and the master knew she had kept
resolutely aloof from him since her great change. Satisfied
from her manner that it was fruitless to question her purpose,
he passively followed. In out- of-the-way places, low
groggeries, restaurants, and saloons; in gambling hells and
dance houses, the master, preceded by Mliss, came and went.
In the reeking smoke and blasphemous outcries of low dens,
the child, holding the master’s hand, stood and anxiously
gazed, seemingly unconscious of all in the one absorbing
nature of her pursuit. Some of the revelers, recognizing
Mliss, called to the child to sing and dance for them, and
would have forced liquor upon her but for the interference of
the master. Others, recognizing him mutely, made way for
them to pass. So an hour slipped by. Then the child
whispered in his ear that there was a cabin on the other side
of the creek crossed by the long flume, where she thought he
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still might be. Thither they crossed―a toilsome half-hour’s
walk―but in vain. They were returning by the ditch at the
abutment of the flume, gazing at the lights of the town on the
opposite bank, when, suddenly, sharply, a quick report rang
out on the clear night air. The echoes caught it, and carried
it round and round Red Mountain, and set the dogs to barking
all along the streams. Lights seemed to dance and move
quickly on the outskirts of the town for a few moments, the
stream rippled quite audibly beside them, a few stones
loosened themselves from the hillside and splashed into the
stream, a heavy wind seemed to surge the branches of the
funereal pines, and then the silence seemed to fall thicker,
heavier, and deadlier. The master turned toward Mliss with
an unconscious gesture of protection, but the child had gone.
Oppressed by a strange fear, he ran quickly down the trail to
the river’s bed, and, jumping from boulder to boulder,
reached the base of Red Mountain and the outskirts of the
village. Midway of the crossing he looked up and held his
breath in awe. For high above him on the narrow flume he
saw the fluttering little figure of his late companion crossing
swiftly in the darkness.
He climbed the bank, and, guided by a few lights
moving about a central point on the mountain, soon found
himself breathless among a crowd of awe-stricken and
sorrowful men. Out from among them the child appeared,
and, taking the master’s hand, led him silently before what
seemed a ragged hole in the mountain. Her face was quite
white, but her excited manner gone, and her look that of one
to whom some long-expected event had at last
happened―an expression that to the master in his
bewilderment seemed almost like relief. The walls of the
cavern were partly propped by decaying timbers. The child
pointed to what appeared to be some ragged, castoff clothes
left in the hole by the late occupant. The master approached
nearer with his flaming dip, and bent over them. It was
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Smith, already cold, with a pistol in his hand and a bullet in
his heart, lying beside his empty pocket.
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CHAPTER TWO

The opinion which McSnagley expressed in
reference to a “change of heart” supposed to be experienced
by Mliss was more forcibly described in the gulches and
tunnels. It was thought there that Mliss had “struck a good
lead.” So when there was a new grave added to the little
enclosure, and at the expense of the master a little board and
inscription put above it, the RED MOUNTAIN BANNER
came out quite handsomely, and did the fair thing to the
memory of one of “our oldest Pioneers,” alluding gracefully
to that “bane of noble intellects,” and otherwise genteelly
shelving our dear brother with the past. “He leaves an only
child to mourn his loss,” says the BANNER, “who is now an
exemplary scholar, thanks to the efforts of the Rev. Mr.
McSnagley.” The Rev. McSnagley, in fact, made a strong
point of Mliss’ conversion, and, indirectly attributing to the
unfortunate child the suicide of her father, made affecting
allusions in Sunday school to the beneficial effects of the
“silent tomb,” and in this cheerful contemplation drove most
of the children into speechless horror, and caused the pinkand- white scions of the first families to howl dismally and
refuse to be comforted.
The long dry summer came. As each fierce day
burned itself out in little whiffs of pearl-gray smoke on the
mountain summits, and the upspringing breeze scattered its
red embers over the landscape, the green wave which in
early spring upheaved above Smith’s grave grew sere and
dry and hard. In those days the master, strolling in the little
churchyard of a Sabbath afternoon, was sometimes surprised
to find a few wild flowers plucked from the damp pine
forests scattered there, and oftener rude wreaths hung upon
the little pine cross. Most of these wreaths were formed of a
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sweet-scented grass, which the children loved to keep in
their desks, intertwined with the plumes of the buckeye, the
syringa, and the wood anemone, and here and there the
master noticed the dark-blue cowl of the monkshood, or
deadly aconite. There was something in the odd association
of this noxious plant with these memorials which occasioned
a painful sensation to the master deeper than his esthetic
sense. One day, during a long walk, in crossing a wooded
ridge he came upon Mliss in the heart of the forest, perched
upon a prostrate pine on a fantastic throne formed by the
hanging plumes of lifeless branches, her lap full of grasses
and pine burrs, and crooning to herself one of the Negro
melodies of her younger life. Recognizing him at a distance,
she made room for him on her elevated throne, and with a
grave assumption of hospitality and patronage that would
have been ridiculous had it not been so terribly earnest, she
fed him with pine nuts and crab apples. The master took that
opportunity to point out to her the noxious and deadly
qualities of the monkshood, whose dark blossoms he saw in
her lap, and extorted from her a promise not to meddle with
it as long as she remained his pupil. This done―as the
master had tested her integrity before―he rested satisfied,
and the strange feeling which had overcome him on seeing
them died away.
Of the homes that were offered Mliss when her
conversion became known, the master preferred that of Mrs.
Morpher, a womanly and kindhearted specimen of
Southwestern efflorescence, known in her maidenhood as
the “Per-rairie Rose.” Being one of those who contend
resolutely against their own natures, Mrs. Morpher, by a long
series of self-sacrifices and struggles, had at last subjugated
her naturally careless disposition to principles of “order,”
which she considered, in common with Mr. Pope, as
“Heaven’s first law.” But she could not entirely govern the
orbits of her satellites, however regular her own movements,
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and even her own “Jeemes” sometimes collided with her.
Again her old nature asserted itself in her children. Lycurgus
dipped into the cupboard “between meals,” and Aristides
came home from school without shoes, leaving those
important articles on the threshold, for the delight of a
barefooted walk down the ditches. Octavia and Cassandra
were “keerless” of their clothes. So with but one exception,
however much the “Prairie Rose” might have trimmed and
pruned and trained her own matured luxuriance, the little
shoots came up defiantly wild and straggling. That one
exception was Clytemnestra Morpher, aged fifteen. She was
the
realization
of
her
mother’s
immaculate
conception―neat, orderly, and dull.
It was an amiable weakness of Mrs. Morpher to
imagine that “Clytie” was a consolation and model for Mliss.
Following this fallacy, Mrs. Morpher threw Clytie at the
head of Mliss when she was “bad,” and set her up before the
child for adoration in her penitential moments. It was not,
therefore, surprising to the master to hear that Clytie was
coming to school, obviously as a favor to the master and as
an example for Mliss and others. For “Clytie” was quite a
young lady. Inheriting her mother’s physical peculiarities,
and in obedience to the climatic laws of the Red Mountain
region, she was an early bloomer. The youth of Smith’s
Pocket, to whom this kind of flower was rare, sighed for her
in April and languished in May. Enamored swains haunted
the schoolhouse at the hour of dismissal. A few were jealous
of the master.
Perhaps it was this latter circumstance that opened
the master’s eyes to another. He could not help noticing that
Clytie was romantic; that in school she required a great deal
of attention; that her pens were uniformly bad and wanted
fixing; that she usually accompanied the request with a
certain expectation in her eye that was somewhat
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disproportionate to the quality of service she verbally
required; that she sometimes allowed the curves of a round,
plump white arm to rest on his when he was writing her
copies; that she always blushed and flung back her blond
curls when she did so. I don’t remember whether I have
stated that the master was a young man―it’s of little
consequence, however; he had been severely educated in the
school in which Clytie was taking her first lesson, and, on
the whole, withstood the flexible curves and factitious
glance like the fine young Spartan that he was. Perhaps an
insufficient quality of food may have tended to this
asceticism. He generally avoided Clytie; but one evening,
when she returned to the schoolhouse after something she
had forgotten, and did not find it until the master walked
home with her, I hear that he endeavored to make himself
particularly agreeable ―partly from the fact, I imagine, that
his conduct was adding gall and bitterness to the already
overcharged hearts of Clytemnestra’s admirers.
The morning after this affecting episode Mliss did
not come to school. Noon came, but not Mliss. Questioning
Clytie on the subject, it appeared that they had left the school
together, but the willful Mliss had taken another road. The
afternoon brought her not. In the evening he called on Mrs.
Morpher, whose motherly heart was really alarmed. Mr.
Morpher had spent all day in search of her, without
discovering a trace that might lead to her discovery.
Aristides was summoned as a probable accomplice, but that
equitable infant succeeded in impressing the household with
his innocence. Mrs. Morpher entertained a vivid impression
that the child would yet be found drowned in a ditch, or, what
was almost as terrible, muddied and soiled beyond the
redemption of soap and water. Sick at heart, the master
returned to the schoolhouse. As he lit his lamp and seated
himself at his desk, he found a note lying before him
addressed to himself, in Mliss’ handwriting. It seemed to be
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written on a leaf torn from some old memorandum book,
and, to prevent sacrilegious trifling, had been sealed with six
broken wafers. Opening it almost tenderly, the master read
as follows:

RESPECTED SIR―When you read this, I am run
away. Never to come back. NEVER, NEVER,
NEVER. You can give my beeds to Mary Jennings,
and my Amerika’s Pride [a highly colored
lithograph from a tobacco-box] to Sally Flanders.
But don’t you give anything to Clytie Morpher.
Don’t you dare to. Do you know what my opinion
is of her, it is this, she is perfekly disgustin. That is
all and no more at present from
Yours respectfully,
MELISSA SMITH

The master sat pondering on this strange epistle till
the moon lifted its bright face above the distant hills, and
illuminated the trail that led to the schoolhouse, beaten quite
hard with the coming and going of little feet. Then, more
satisfied in mind, he tore the missive into fragments and
scattered them along the road.
At sunrise the next morning he was picking his way
through the palmlike fern and thick underbrush of the pine
forest, starting the hare from its form, and awakening a
querulous protest from a few dissipated crows, who had
evidently been making a night of it, and so came to the
wooded ridge where he had once found Mliss. There he
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found the prostrate pine and tasseled branches, but the throne
was vacant. As he drew nearer, what might have been some
frightened animal started through the crackling limbs. It ran
up the tossed arms of the fallen monarch and sheltered itself
in some friendly foliage. The master, reaching the old seat,
found the nest still warm; looking up in the intertwining
branches, he met the black eyes of the errant Mliss. They
gazed at each other without speaking. She was first to break
the silence.
“What do you want?” she asked curtly.
The master had decided on a course of action. “I want
some crab apples,” he said humbly.
“Sha’n’t have ‘em! go away. Why don’t you get ‘em
of Clytemnerestera?” (It seemed to be a relief to Mliss to
express her contempt in additional syllables to that classical
young woman’s already long-drawn title.) “O you wicked
thing!”
“I am hungry, Lissy. I have eaten nothing since
dinner yesterday. I am famished!” and the young man in a
state of remarkable exhaustion leaned against the tree.
Melissa’s heart was touched. In the bitter days of her
gypsy life she had known the sensation he so artfully
simulated. Overcome by his heartbroken tone, but not
entirely divested of suspicion, she said:
“Dig under the tree near the roots, and you’ll find
lots; but mind you don’t tell,” for Mliss had HER hoards as
well as the rats and squirrels.
But the master, of course, was unable to find them;
the effects of hunger probably blinding his senses. Mliss
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grew uneasy. At length she peered at him through the leaves
in an elfish way, and questioned:
“If I come down and give you some, you’ll promise
you won’t touch me?”
The master promised.
“Hope you’ll die if you do!”
The master accepted instant dissolution as a forfeit.
Mliss slid down the tree. For a few moments nothing
transpired but the munching of the pine nuts. “Do you feel
better?” she asked, with some solicitude. The master
confessed to a recuperated feeling, and then, gravely
thanking her, proceeded to retrace his steps. As he expected,
he had not gone far before she called him. He turned. She
was standing there quite white, with tears in her widely
opened orbs. The master felt that the right moment had
come. Going up to her, he took both her hands, and looking
in her tearful eyes, said, gravely, “Lissy, do you remember
the first evening you came to see me?”
Lissy remembered.
“You asked me if you might come to school, for you
wanted to learn something and be better, and I said―”
“Come,” responded the child, promptly.
“What would YOU say if the master now came to
you and said that he was lonely without his little scholar, and
that he wanted her to come and teach him to be better?”
The child hung her head for a few moments in
silence. The master waited patiently. Tempted by the quiet,
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a hare ran close to the couple, and raising her bright eyes and
velvet forepaws, sat and gazed at them. A squirrel ran
halfway down the furrowed bark of the fallen tree, and there
stopped.
“We are waiting, Lissy,” said the master, in a
whisper, and the child smiled. Stirred by a passing breeze,
the treetops rocked, and a long pencil of light stole through
their interlaced boughs full on the doubting face and
irresolute little figure. Suddenly she took the master’s hand
in her quick way. What she said was scarcely audible, but
the master, putting the black hair back from her forehead,
kissed her; and so, hand in hand, they passed out of the damp
aisles and forest odors into the open sunlit road.
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CHAPTER THREE

Somewhat less spiteful in her intercourse with other
scholars, Mliss still retained an offensive attitude in regard
to Clytemnestra. Perhaps the jealous element was not
entirely lulled in her passionate little breast. Perhaps it was
only that the round curves and plump outline offered more
extended pinching surface. But while such ebullitions were
under the master’s control, her enmity occasionally took a
new and irrepressible form.
The master in his first estimate of the child’s
character could not conceive that she had ever possessed a
doll. But the master, like many other professed readers of
character, was safer in a posteriori than a priori reasoning.
Mliss had a doll, but then it was emphatically Mliss’ doll―a
smaller copy of herself. Its unhappy existence had been a
secret discovered accidentally by Mrs. Morpher. It had been
the old-time companion of Mliss’ wanderings, and bore
evident marks of suffering. Its original complexion was long
since washed away by the weather and anointed by the slime
of ditches. It looked very much as Mliss had in days past. Its
one gown of faded stuff was dirty and ragged, as hers had
been. Mliss had never been known to apply to it any childish
term of endearment. She never exhibited it in the presence
of other children. It was put severely to bed in a hollow tree
near the schoolhouse, and only allowed exercise during
Mliss’ rambles. Fulfilling a stern duty to her doll, as she
would to herself, it knew no luxuries.
Now Mrs. Morpher, obeying a commendable
impulse, bought another doll and gave it to Mliss. The child
received it gravely and curiously. The master on looking at
it one day fancied he saw a slight resemblance in its round
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red cheeks and mild blue eyes to Clytemnestra. It became
evident before long that Mliss had also noticed the same
resemblance. Accordingly she hammered its waxen head on
the rocks when she was alone, and sometimes dragged it
with a string round its neck to and from school. At other
times, setting it up on her desk, she made a pincushion of its
patient and inoffensive body. Whether this was done in
revenge of what she considered a second figurative obtrusion
of Clytie’s excellences upon her, or whether she had an
intuitive appreciation of the rites of certain other heathens,
and, indulging in that “fetish” ceremony, imagined that the
original of her wax model would pine away and finally die,
is a metaphysical question I shall not now consider.
In spite of these moral vagaries, the master could not
help noticing in her different tasks the working of a quick,
restless, and vigorous perception. She knew neither the
hesitancy nor the doubts of childhood. Her answers in class
were always slightly dashed with audacity. Of course she
was not infallible. But her courage and daring in passing
beyond her own depth and that of the floundering little
swimmers around her, in their minds outweighed all errors
of judgment. Children are not better than grown people in
this respect, I fancy; and whenever the little red hand flashed
above her desk, there was a wondering silence, and even the
master was sometimes oppressed with a doubt of his own
experience and judgment.
Nevertheless, certain attributes which at first amused
and entertained his fancy began to afflict him with grave
doubts. He could not but see that Mliss was revengeful,
irreverent, and willful. That there was but one better quality
which pertained to her semisavage disposition―the faculty
of physical fortitude and self-sacrifice, and another, though
not always an attribute of the noble savage―Truth. Mliss
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was both fearless and sincere; perhaps in such a character the
adjectives were synonymous.
The master had been doing some hard thinking on
this subject, and had arrived at that conclusion quite common
to all who think sincerely, that he was generally the slave of
his own prejudices, when he determined to call on the Rev.
McSnagley for advice. This decision was somewhat
humiliating to his pride, as he and McSnagley were not
friends. But he thought of Mliss, and the evening of their first
meeting; and perhaps with a pardonable superstition that it
was not chance alone that had guided her willful feet to the
schoolhouse, and perhaps with a complacent consciousness
of the rare magnanimity of the act, he choked back his dislike
and went to McSnagley.
The reverend gentleman was glad to see him.
Moreover, he observed that the master was looking
“peartish,” and hoped he had got over the “neuralgy” and
“rheumatiz.” He himself had been troubled with a dumb
“ager” since last conference. But he had learned to “rastle
and pray.”
Pausing a moment to enable the master to write his
certain method of curing the dumb “ager” upon the book and
volume of his brain, Mr. McSnagley proceeded to inquire
after Sister Morpher. “She is an adornment to
ChrisTEWanity, and has a likely growin’ young family,”
added Mr. McSnagley; “and there’s that mannerly young
gal- -so well behaved―Miss Clytie.” In fact, Clytie’s
perfections seemed to affect him to such an extent that he
dwelt for several minutes upon them. The master was doubly
embarrassed. In the first place, there was an enforced
contrast with poor Mliss in all this praise of Clytie. Secondly,
there was something unpleasantly confidential in his tone of
speaking of Mrs. Morpher’s earliest born. So that the master,
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after a few futile efforts to say something natural, found it
convenient to recall another engagement, and left without
asking the information required, but in his after reflections
somewhat unjustly giving the Rev. Mr. McSnagley the full
benefit of having refused it.
Perhaps this rebuff placed the master and pupil once
more in the close communion of old. The child seemed to
notice the change in the master’s manner, which had of late
been constrained, and in one of their long postprandial walks
she stopped suddenly, and mounting a stump, looked full in
his face with big, searching eyes. “You ain’t mad?” said she,
with an interrogative shake of the black braids. “No.” “Nor
bothered?” “No.” “Nor hungry?” (Hunger was to Mliss a
sickness that might attack a person at any moment.) “No.”
“Nor thinking of her?” “Of whom, Lissy?” “That white girl.”
(This was the latest epithet invented by Mliss, who was a
very dark brunette, to express Clytemnestra.) “No.” “Upon
your word?” (A substitute for “Hope you’ll die!” proposed
by the master.) “Yes.” “And sacred honor?” “Yes.” Then
Mliss gave him a fierce little kiss, and, hopping down,
fluttered off. For two or three days after that she
condescended to appear more like other children, and be, as
she expressed it, “good.”
Two years had passed since the master’s advent at
Smith’s Pocket, and as his salary was not large, and the
prospects of Smith’s Pocket eventually becoming the capital
of the State not entirely definite, he contemplated a change.
He had informed the school trustees privately of his
intentions, but educated young men of unblemished moral
character being scarce at that time, he consented to continue
his school term through the winter to early spring. None else
knew of his intention except his one friend, a Doctor
Duchesne, a young Creole physician known to the people of
Wingdam as “Duchesny.” He never mentioned it to Mrs.
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Morpher, Clytie, or any of his scholars. His reticence was
partly the result of a constitutional indisposition to fuss,
partly a desire to be spared the questions and surmises of
vulgar curiosity, and partly that he never really believed he
was going to do anything before it was done.
He did not like to think of Mliss. It was a selfish
instinct, perhaps, which made him try to fancy his feeling for
the child was foolish, romantic, and unpractical. He even
tried to imagine that she would do better under the control of
an older and sterner teacher. Then she was nearly eleven, and
in a few years, by the rules of Red Mountain, would be a
woman. He had done his duty. After Smith’s death he
addressed letters to Smith’s relatives, and received one
answer from a sister of Melissa’s mother. Thanking the
master, she stated her intention of leaving the Atlantic States
for California with her husband in a few months. This was a
slight superstructure for the airy castle which the master
pictured for Mliss’ home, but it was easy to fancy that some
loving, sympathetic woman, with the claims of kindred,
might better guide her wayward nature. Yet, when the master
had read the letter, Mliss listened to it carelessly, received it
submissively, and afterward cut figures out of it with her
scissors, supposed to represent Clytemnestra, labeled “the
white girl,” to prevent mistakes, and impaled them upon the
outer walls of the schoolhouse.
When the summer was about spent, and the last
harvest had been gathered in the valleys, the master
bethought him of gathering in a few ripened shoots of the
young idea, and of having his Harvest Home, or
Examination. So the savants and professionals of Smith’s
Pocket were gathered to witness that time-honored custom
of placing timid children in a constrained positions and
bullying them as in a witness box. As usual in such cases,
the most audacious and self- possessed were the lucky
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recipients of the honors. The reader will imagine that in the
present instance Mliss and Clytie were preeminent, and
divided public attention; Mliss with her clearness of material
perception and self-reliance, Clytie with her placid selfesteem and saintlike correctness of deportment. The other
little ones were timid and blundering. Mliss’ readiness and
brilliancy, of course, captivated the greatest number and
provoked the greatest applause. Mliss’ antecedents had
unconsciously awakened the strongest sympathies of a class
whose athletic forms were ranged against the walls, or whose
handsome bearded faces looked in at the windows. But
Mliss’ popularity was overthrown by an unexpected
circumstance.
McSnagley had invited himself, and had been going
through the pleasing entertainment of frightening the more
timid pupils by the vaguest and most ambiguous questions
delivered in an impressive funereal tone; and Mliss had
soared into astronomy, and was tracking the course of our
spotted ball through space, and keeping time with the music
of the spheres, and defining the tethered orbits of the planets,
when McSnagley impressively arose. “Meelissy! ye were
speaking of the revolutions of this yere yearth and the moveMENTS of the sun, and I think ye said it had been a doing
of it since the creashun, eh?” Mliss nodded a scornful
affirmative. “Well, war that the truth?” said McSnagley,
folding his arms. “Yes,” said Mliss, shutting up her little red
lips tightly. The handsome outlines at the windows peered
further in the schoolroom, and a saintly Raphael face, with
blond beard and soft blue eyes, belonging to the biggest
scamp in the diggings, turned toward the child and
whispered, “Stick to it, Mliss!” The reverend gentleman
heaved a deep sigh, and cast a compassionate glance at the
master, then at the children, and then rested his look on
Clytie. That young woman softly elevated her round, white
arm. Its seductive curves were enhanced by a gorgeous and
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massive specimen bracelet, the gift of one of her humblest
worshipers, worn in honor of the occasion. There was a
momentary silence. Clytie’s round cheeks were very pink
and soft. Clytie’s big eyes were very bright and blue. Clytie’s
low-necked white book muslin rested softly on Clytie’s
white, plump shoulders. Clytie looked at the master, and the
master nodded. Then Clytie spoke softly:
“Joshua commanded the sun to stand still, and it
obeyed him!” There was a low hum of applause in the
schoolroom, a triumphant expression on McSnagley’s face,
a grave shadow on the master’s, and a comical look of
disappointment reflected from the windows. Mliss skimmed
rapidly over her astronomy, and then shut the book with a
loud snap. A groan burst from McSnagley, an expression of
astonishment from the schoolroom, a yell from the windows,
as Mliss brought her red fist down on the desk, with the
emphatic declaration:
“It’s a damn lie. I don’t believe it!”
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CHAPTER FOUR

The long wet season had drawn near its close. Signs
of spring were visible in the swelling buds and rushing
torrents. The pine forests exhaled the fresher spicery. The
azaleas were already budding, the ceanothus getting ready
its lilac livery for spring. On the green upland which climbed
Red Mountain at its southern aspect the long spike of the
monkshood shot up from its broad- leaved stool, and once
more shook its dark-blue bells. Again the billow above
Smith’s grave was soft and green, its crest just tossed with
the foam of daisies and buttercups. The little graveyard had
gathered a few new dwellers in the past year, and the mounds
were placed two by two by the little paling until they reached
Smith’s grave, and there there was but one. General
superstition had shunned it, and the plot beside Smith was
vacant.
There had been several placards posted about the
town, intimating that, at a certain period, a celebrated
dramatic company would perform, for a few days, a series of
“side-splitting” and “screaming farces”; that, alternating
pleasantly with this, there would be some melodrama and a
grand divertisement which would include singing, dancing,
etcetera. These announcements occasioned a great fluttering
among the little folk, and were the theme of much
excitement and great speculation among the master’s
scholars. The master had promised Mliss, to whom this sort
of thing was sacred and rare, that she should go, and on that
momentous evening the master and Mliss “assisted.”
The performance was the prevalent style of heavy
mediocrity; the melodrama was not bad enough to laugh at
nor good enough to excite. But the master, turning wearily
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to the child, was astonished and felt something like selfaccusation in noticing the peculiar effect upon her excitable
nature. The red blood flushed in her cheeks at each stroke of
her panting little heart. Her small passionate lips were
slightly parted to give vent to her hurried breath. Her widely
opened lids threw up and arched her black eyebrows. She did
not laugh at the dismal comicalities of the funny man, for
Mliss seldom laughed. Nor was she discreetly affected to the
delicate extremes of the corner of a white handkerchief, as
was the tender- hearted “Clytie,” who was talking with her
“feller” and ogling the master at the same moment. But when
the performance was over, and the green curtain fell on the
little stage, Mliss drew a long deep breath, and turned to the
master’s grave face with a half- apologetic smile and
wearied gesture. Then she said, “Now take me home!” and
dropped the lids of her black eyes, as if to dwell once more
in fancy on the mimic stage.
On their way to Mrs. Morpher’s the master thought
proper to ridicule the whole performance. Now he shouldn’t
wonder if Mliss thought that the young lady who acted so
beautifully was really in earnest, and in love with the
gentleman who wore such fine clothes. Well, if she were in
love with him it was a very unfortunate thing! “Why?” said
Mliss, with an upward sweep of the drooping lid. “Oh! well,
he couldn’t support his wife at his present salary, and pay so
much a week for his fine clothes, and then they wouldn’t
receive as much wages if they were married as if they were
merely lovers― that is,” added the master, “if they are not
already married to somebody else; but I think the husband of
the pretty young countess takes the tickets at the door, or
pulls up the curtain, or snuffs the candles, or does something
equally refined and elegant. As to the young man with nice
clothes, which are really nice now, and must cost at least two
and a half or three dollars, not to speak of that mantle of red
drugget which I happen to know the price of, for I bought
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some of it for my room once―as to this young man, Lissy,
he is a pretty good fellow, and if he does drink occasionally,
I don’t think people ought to take advantage of it and give
him black eyes and throw him in the mud. Do you? I am sure
he might owe me two dollars and a half a long time, before
I would throw it up in his face, as the fellow did the other
night at Wingdam.”
Mliss had taken his hand in both of hers and was
trying to look in his eyes, which the young man kept as
resolutely averted. Mliss had a faint idea of irony, indulging
herself sometimes in a species of sardonic humor, which was
equally visible in her actions and her speech. But the young
man continued in this strain until they had reached Mrs.
Morpher’s, and he had deposited Mliss in her maternal
charge. Waiving the invitation of Mrs. Morpher to
refreshment and rest, and shading his eyes with his hand to
keep out the blue-eyed Clytemnestra’s siren glances, he
excused himself, and went home.
For two or three days after the advent of the dramatic
company, Mliss was late at school, and the master’s usual
Friday afternoon ramble was for once omitted, owing to the
absence of his trustworthy guide. As he was putting away his
books and preparing to leave the schoolhouse, a small voice
piped at his side, “Please, sir?” The master turned and there
stood Aristides Morpher.
“Well, my little man,” said the master, impatiently,
“what is it? quick!”
“Please, sir, me and ‘Kerg’ thinks that Mliss is going
to run away agin.”
“What’s that, sir?” said the master, with that unjust
testiness with which we always receive disagreeable news.
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“Why, sir, she don’t stay home any more, and ‘Kerg’
and me see her talking with one of those actor fellers, and
she’s with him now; and please, sir, yesterday she told
‘Kerg’ and me she could make a speech as well as Miss
Cellerstina Montmoressy, and she spouted right off by
heart,” and the little fellow paused in a collapsed condition.
“What actor?” asked the master.
“Him as wears the shiny hat. And hair. And gold pin.
And gold chain,” said the just Aristides, putting periods for
commas to eke out his breath.
The master put on his gloves and hat, feeling an
unpleasant tightness in his chest and thorax, and walked out
in the road. Aristides trotted along by his side, endeavoring
to keep pace with his short legs to the master’s strides, when
the master stopped suddenly, and Aristides bumped up
against him. “Where were they talking?” asked the master,
as if continuing the conversation.
“At the Arcade,” said Aristides.
When they reached the main street the master
paused. “Run down home,” said he to the boy. “If Mliss is
there, come to the Arcade and tell me. If she isn’t there, stay
home; run!” And off trotted the short-legged Aristides.
The Arcade was just across the way―a long,
rambling building containing a barroom, billiard room, and
restaurant. As the young man crossed the plaza he noticed
that two or three of the passers- by turned and looked after
him. He looked at his clothes, took out his handkerchief, and
wiped his face before he entered the barroom. It contained
the usual number of loungers, who stared at him as he
entered. One of them looked at him so fixedly and with such
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a strange expression that the master stopped and looked
again, and then saw it was only his own reflection in a large
mirror. This made the master think that perhaps he was a
little excited, and so he took up a copy of the RED
MOUNTAIN BANNER from one of the tables, and tried to
recover his composure by reading the column of
advertisements.
He then walked through the barroom, through the
restaurant, and into the billiard room. The child was not
there. In the latter apartment a person was standing by one
of the tables with a broad- brimmed glazed hat on his head.
The master recognized him as the agent of the dramatic
company; he had taken a dislike to him at their first meeting,
from the peculiar fashion of wearing his beard and hair.
Satisfied that the object of his search was not there, he turned
to the man with a glazed hat. He had noticed the master, but
tried that common trick of unconsciousness in which vulgar
natures always fail. Balancing a billiard cue in his hand, he
pretended to play with a ball in the center of the table. The
master stood opposite to him until he raised his eyes; when
their glances met, the master walked up to him.
He had intended to avoid a scene or quarrel, but when
he began to speak, something kept rising in his throat and
retarded his utterance, and his own voice frightened him, it
sounded so distant, low, and resonant. “I understand,” he
began, “that Melissa Smith, an orphan, and one of my
scholars, has talked with you about adopting your
profession. Is that so?”
The man with the glazed hat leaned over the table and
made an imaginary shot that sent the ball spinning round the
cushions. Then, walking round the table, he recovered the
ball and placed it upon the spot. This duty discharged,
getting ready for another shot, he said:
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“S’pose she has?”
The master choked up again, but, squeezing the
cushion of the table in his gloved hand, he went on:
“If you are a gentleman, I have only to tell you that I
am her guardian, and responsible for her career. You know
as well as I do the kind of life you offer her. As you may
learn of anyone here, I have already brought her out of an
existence worse than death―out of the streets and the
contamination of vice. I am trying to do so again. Let us talk
like men. She has neither father, mother, sister, or brother.
Are you seeking to give her an equivalent for these?”
The man with the glazed hat examined the point of
his cue, and then looked around for somebody to enjoy the
joke with him.
“I know that she is a strange, willful girl,” continued
the master, “but she is better than she was. I believe that I
have some influence over her still. I beg and hope, therefore,
that you will take no further steps in this matter, but as a man,
as a gentleman, leave her to me. I am willing―” But here
something rose again in the master’s throat, and the sentence
remained unfinished.
The man with the glazed hat, mistaking the master’s
silence, raised his head with a coarse, brutal laugh, and said
in a loud voice:
“Want her yourself, do you? That cock won’t fight
here, young man!”
The insult was more in the tone than in the words,
more in the glance than tone, and more in the man’s
instinctive nature than all these. The best appreciable
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rhetoric to this kind of animal is a blow. The master felt this,
and, with his pent-up, nervous energy finding expression in
the one act, he struck the brute full in his grinning face. The
blow sent the glazed hat one way and the cue another, and
tore the glove and skin from the master’s hand from knuckle
to joint. It opened up the corners of the fellow’s mouth, and
spoilt the peculiar shape of his beard for some time to come.
There was a shout, an imprecation, a scuffle, and the
trampling of many feet. Then the crowd parted right and left,
and two sharp quick reports followed each other in rapid
succession. Then they closed again about his opponent, and
the master was standing alone. He remembered picking bits
of burning wadding from his coat sleeve with his left hand.
Someone was holding his other hand. Looking at it, he saw
it was still bleeding from the blow, but his fingers were
clenched around the handle of a glittering knife. He could
not remember when or how he got it.
The man who was holding his hand was Mr.
Morpher. He hurried the master to the door, but the master
held back, and tried to tell him as well as he could with his
parched throat about “Mliss.” “It’s all right, my boy,” said
Mr. Morpher. “She’s home!” And they passed out into the
street together. As they walked along Mr. Morpher said that
Mliss had come running into the house a few moments
before, and had dragged him out, saying that somebody was
trying to kill the master at the Arcade. Wishing to be alone,
the master promised Mr. Morpher that he would not seek the
agent again that night, and parted from him, taking the road
toward the schoolhouse. He was surprised in nearing it to
find the door open- -still more surprised to find Mliss sitting
there.
The master’s nature, as I have hinted before, had, like
most sensitive organizations, a selfish basis. The brutal taunt
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thrown out by his late adversary still rankled in his heart. It
was possible, he thought, that such a construction might be
put upon his affection for the child, which at best was foolish
and Quixotic. Besides, had she not voluntarily abnegated his
authority and affection? And what had everybody else said
about her? Why should he alone combat the opinion of all,
and be at last obliged tacitly to confess the truth of all they
predicted? And he had been a participant in a low barroom
fight with a common boor, and risked his life, to prove what?
What had he proved? Nothing? What would the people say?
What would his friends say? What would McSnagley say?
In his self-accusation the last person he should have
wished to meet was Mliss. He entered the door, and going
up to his desk, told the child, in a few cold words, that he
was busy, and wished to be alone. As she rose he took her
vacant seat, and, sitting down, buried his head in his hands.
When he looked up again she was still standing there. She
was looking at his face with an anxious expression.
“Did you kill him?” she asked.
“No!” said the master.
“That’s what I gave you the knife for!” said the child,
quickly.
“Gave me the knife?” repeated the master, in
bewilderment.
“Yes, gave you the knife. I was there under the bar.
Saw you hit him. Saw you both fall. He dropped his old
knife. I gave it to you. Why didn’t you stick him?” said Mliss
rapidly, with an expressive twinkle of the black eyes and a
gesture of the little red hand.
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The master could only look his astonishment.
“Yes,” said Mliss. “If you’d asked me, I’d told you I
was off with the play-actors. Why was I off with the playactors? Because you wouldn’t tell me you was going away.
I knew it. I heard you tell the Doctor so. I wasn’t a goin’ to
stay here alone with those Morphers. I’d rather die first.”
With a dramatic gesture which was perfectly
consistent with her character, she drew from her bosom a
few limp green leaves, and, holding them out at arm’s length,
said in her quick vivid way, and in the queer pronunciation
of her old life, which she fell into when unduly excited:
“That’s the poison plant you said would kill me. I’ll
go with the play-actors, or I’ll eat this and die here. I don’t
care which. I won’t stay here, where they hate and despise
me! Neither would you let me, if you didn’t hate and despise
me too!”
The passionate little breast heaved, and two big tears
peeped over the edge of Mliss’ eyelids, but she whisked
them away with the corner of her apron as if they had been
wasps.
“If you lock me up in jail,” said Mliss, fiercely, “to
keep me from the play-actors, I’ll poison myself. Father
killed himself―why shouldn’t I? You said a mouthful of
that root would kill me, and I always carry it here,” and she
struck her breast with her clenched fist.
The master thought of the vacant plot beside Smith’s
grave, and of the passionate little figure before him. Seizing
her hands in his and looking full into her truthful eyes, he
said:
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“Lissy, will you go with ME?”
The child put her arms around his neck, and said
joyfully, “Yes.”
“But now―tonight?”
“Tonight.”
And, hand in hand, they passed into the road―the
narrow road that had once brought her weary feet to the
master’s door, and which it seemed she should not tread
again alone. The stars glittered brightly above them. For
good or ill the lesson had been learned, and behind them the
school of Red Mountain closed upon them forever.
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