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AUTHOR'S FOREWORD

The author assumes, he must assume, a personal interest on the
part of those who take up this volume, for it is the fourth and closing
number of a series of autobiographic chronicles dealing with a group
of migratory families among which the Garlands, my father's people,
and the McClintocks, my mother's relations, are included.

(1) THE TRAIL-MAKERS OF THE MIDDLE BORDER, although not
the first book to be written, is the first of a series in chronological
order, and deals with the removal of Deacon Richard Garland and
his family from Maine to Wisconsin in 1850, and to some degree
with my father's boyhood in Oxford County, Maine. He is the chief
figure in this narrative which comes down to 1865, where my own
memory of him and his world begins.

(2) A SON OF THE MIDDLE BORDER, the second number of the
series, is personal in outlook but continues the history of my mother's
family the McClintocks, and the Garlands as they move to lowa and
later to Dakota and finally to California. The book ends in 1893 with
my father and mother returning to my native village, and the selection
of Chicago as my own headquarters.

(3) A DAUGHTER OF THE MIDDLE BORDER takes up the family
history at the point where the second volume ends and chronicles my
marriage to Zulime Taft, who naturally plays a leading role in the
story. The death of my mother and the coming of my two daughters
carry the volume forward. It closes with the mustering out of my
pioneer father at the age of eighty-four, and the beginning of the
World War. My home was still in Chicago and the old house in West
Salem our summer homestead.

(4) In BACK-TRAILERS FROM THE MIDDLE BORDER, the fourth



and last of the series, | record the removal of my family to the East, a
reversal of the family progress. As the lives of Richard Garland,
Isabelle Garland, Don Carlos Taft and Lucy Foster Taft embody the
spirit of the pioneers so their grandchildren and my own later life
illustrate the centripetal forces of the Nation. In taking the back-trail
we are as typical of our time as our fathers were of theirs.

The reader is asked to observe that only a small part of the material
gained in England has been used The method of choice has been to
include only those experiences in which my daughters had a share.
Just as in the previous volumes | have not attempted a literary
autobiography but an autobiographic history of several families, so
here | have used the incidents which converge on the development of
my theme To include even a tenth part of my literary contacts would
overload and halt my narrative. | mention this to make plain the
reason for omissions which might otherwise seem illogical. At some
future time | shall issue a volume in which my literary life will be stated
in detail.

My debt to Henry B. Fuller can never be paid His criticism and
suggestion have been invaluable, and | here make acknowledgment
of his aid My daughter Mary Isabel, has not only aided me in typing
the manuscript but has been of service in the selection of material In
truth, this is a family composition as well as a family history, for my
wife has had a hand in the mechanical as well as in the literary
construction of the book The part which Constance has had in it
speaks through her illustrations.

ONTEORA, HAMLIN GARLAND



BACK-TRAILERS FROM THE
MIDDLE BORDER

CHAPTERI

The Lure of the East.

WITH the final "mustering out" of my father, a veteran of the Grand
Army of the Republic, the strongest and almost the last bond
attaching me to West Salem, my native Wisconsin village, was
severed. My mother had been dead for nearly fourteen years and my
brother, the only surviving member of our immediate family, was a
citizen of far away Oklahoma. | now became the head of the western
section of the Garland clan.

The McCUntocks, my mother's family, were sadly scattered, only
Franklin, the youngest of the brothers, remained in the valley. One by
one they and the friends who had pioneered with them sixty years
before, had dropped away until only a handful of the original settlers
could be found. My home was in Chicago. Nothing now held me to
the place of my birth but memory, and memory had become but a
shadowy web in which the mingled threads of light and dark were
swiftly dimming into gray.

This was at the beginning of the World War whilst our village, now
largely German, was trying very hard to remain neutral In addition to
the sad changes in my household, | was fifty-four years old and
suffering some obscure disorder which manifested itself in acute
cramping pains in my breast and shoulder. The doctors diagnosed
my "misery" as neuritis, but none of them seemed able to give me
the slightest relief and | faced the coming winter with vague alarm.



My daughters were now old enough to sense the change in me (Mary
Isabel was twelve and Constance eight), but they remained loyal
although | must have seemed to them an ailing and irritable old man.
They met me at every return from a lecture tour or a visit to the city,
with cries of joy and a smother of kisses. The tug of their soft arms
about my neck enabled me to put away, for a time, my aches and my
despairs. They still found me admirable and tdok unaccountable
pleasure in my company, with the angelic tolerance of childhood.

They continued to sleep out on the south porch long after the air
became too cold for me to sit beside them and tell them stories.
Each night they chanted their evening prayer, the words of which
Mary Isabel had composed, and | never heard their sweet small
voices without a stirring round my heart The trust and confidence in
the world, which this slender chant expressed, brought up by way of
contrast the devastating drama in France and Belgium, a tragedy
whose horror all the world seemed about to share.

My daughters loved our ugly, old cottage, and had no wish to leave it,
and their mother was almost equally content, but | was restless and
uneasy. There was much for me to do in New York, and so early in
November | took the train for Chicago, to resume the duties and
relationships which | had dropped in the spring. My wife and
daughters were dear to me but my work called.

As | journeyed eastward the war appeared to approach. At my first
luncheon in The Players, | sat with John Lane and Robert Underwood
Johnson, finding them both much concerned with the pro-German
attitude of the Middle West. Lane confessed that he was in America
on that special mission and | did my best to assure him that the
West, as a whole, was on the side of France and Belgium.

The Club swarmed with strangers and buzzed with news of war.
Many of its young writers had gone to France as correspondents,



and others were in government employ. In the midst of the
excitement, | was able to forget, in some degree, my personal
anxieties. A singular exaltation was in the air. No one was bored. No
one was indifferent. Each morning we rose with keen interest, and
hour by hour we bought papers, devoured rumors and discussed
campaigns. My homestead in West Salem and my children chanting
their exquisite evensong, receded swiftly into remote and peaceful
distance.

In calling on the editor of the Century Magazine, | learned that this
fine old firm was in the midst of change and that it might at any
moment suspend. As | walked its familiar corridors walled with
original drawings of its choicest illustrations by its most famous
artists, | recalled the awed wonder and admiration in which | had
made my first progress toward the private office of the Editor-in-
Chief nearly thirty years before. | experienced a pang of regret when
told that the firm must certainly move. "l hope it may remain," | said to
the editor with sincere devotion to its past.

One of the chief reasons for my eastern visit at this time was a call to
attend the Annual Meeting of the National Institute of Arts and
Letters, of which | was officer. The first function of the session was a
reception given to Eugene Brieux as a representative of the French
Academy by President Butler of Columbia University at his home on
Morningside Drive, a most distinguished assembly.

Brieux made a fine impression on us all He was unlike any
Frenchman | had ever met He was blond, smoothshaven and quietly
powerful On being introduced to him, | spoke to him in English which
he understood very well until | fell into certain idiomatic western
expressions These he laughingly admitted were out of his reach. He
was very friendly and expressed his deep appreciation of the honor
done him by our Institute and Academy.



On the following morning he was presented to a fine audience in
Aeolian Hall by Wiliam Dean Howells, who made a short but
exquisitely phrased address Nearly one hundred of our members
were on the platform.

The stimulation of meeting my friends helped me phys- > ically as
well as mentally, and when Louis Betts, the Cbiv.! cago painter,
seizing the opportunity of my presence in the city, asked me to pose
for a portrait, | consented. He had offered to do this for the Institute at
our meeting in Chicago two years before, but this was our first
opportunity for doing it.

He worked with astonishing rapidity, and at the end of the first sitting
told me to come again the next day, As this was Thanksgiving Day
and | had an invitation to eat dinner with Augustus Thomas, | was not
entirely happy over the arrangement. The best | could do was to go
up and take supper. | liked Augustus. He was one of the most alert,
intelligent and cultivated men of my acquaintances. He not only
instantly apprehended what | was saying, he anticipated what | was
about to say Enormously experienced with men and affairs, he was
an extraordinarily graceful orator. Although a Democrat of the
Jefferson school, he was able to discuss my Republican friends
without rancor. An hour with him was always a stimulant.

On the following Sunday | heard my friend Ernest Seton give his
"Voices of the Night," a new address on wood-craft, to an audience
of blind people at the Natural History Museum, a very adroit and
amusing talk, for in addition to his vivid descriptions of life in the
forest, he imitated certain animals and birds quite marvelously. At
the close of the lecture his delighted audience moved out into the
lobby where groups of stuffed birds and animals had been arranged
for their inspection. To watch them clustering about these effigies,
tracing out their contours with sensitive fluttering fingers, was very
moving.



Betts drove me hard. He painted every day, Sunday and all, and on
December first, toward the end of the day, he suddenly and quite
positively remarked, "It is finished,"" and laid down his brushes. His
words gave me relief. | was tired and one of the last things he did
was to paint away the line of pain which had come into my forehead.

| left for Chicago the following morning, with a feeling that | was
leaving behind me the concerns most vital to me. A sense of
weakness, of doubt, of physical depression came over me as |
reentered South Chicago New York appeared very clean, very bright,
and very inspiring by contrast and retrospect. Zulime and the children
were a great joy but to earn a living | must write and all my editorial
friends were in the East.

During the first week of my return | met with a committee to help
organize the Society of Midland Authors, Recognizing in this another
attempt to advance the literary side of Chicago, | was willing to give
time and thought to it although I felt increasingly the lure of New York.

The war news was now a regular part of each day's reading and no
one expected any change for the better during the winter.
Nevertheless | determined that my children should not be shadowed
by its tragic gloom, and on Christmas Eve | went out with them to buy
decorations for the house just as if the whole world were rejoicing. It
was a lovely clear winter night and my happy vivid little girls made me
ashamed of my weakness and doubt.

"Oh | don't see how | can wait till tomorrow," Constance said at
dinner, and Mary Isabel was equally eager although troubled by a
growing knowledge of the fact that father and mother assisted Santa
Claus in bringing presents.

I had already smuggled into the cellar a shapely pine nearly ten feet



tall, and after the children, highly excited but with resolute promises
not to watch or listen, had gone upstairs to bed, Zulime and | set it up
and ornamented it.

It was a typical snowy Christmas dawn when | arose, and as soon as
I had lighted the candles | called to the children as usual Down they
came, with shining eyes, just as they had done for seven years in this
house, greeting with unabated ecstasy the magical display In a few
moments they were in the thick of discovery and quite overwhelmed
with the number and beauty of their presents In customary routine, we
first opened our stockings, then adjourned for breakfast which was
not much of a meal so far as the children were concerned after which
we returned to the sitting room to the boxes and packages which
formed an ocean of tissue paper and red ribbons With cries of joy
the girls began to burrow and in half an hour the room was littered
with the coverings which had been stripped off and thrown aside.
The war and my small personal perplexities had no place in their
world.

The day after Christmas we took them to see the opera "Hansel and
Gretel." At the end of the first act their cheeks were blazing with
excitement. It was the embodiment of all their dreams of fairyland.

Connie was especially entranced and on the way back musingly
said, "Shall | be a dancer when | grow up?" "No, n | replied, "I think
you'd better be a musician."

"December 31. With another lecture date in the East, | am getting my
affairs in order to leave. The year is going out shadowed by a
gigantic war which has involved all Europe but my little family is
untouched by it. Tonight just before the children's bedtime, we took
our Christmas tree and burned it branch by branch in the grate,
uttering a prayer to Santa Claus to come again next year. It was a
pensive moment for the children. A sadness mingled with sweetness



was in their faces as they turned away. The smell of the burning
needles still filled the house with 'Christmas smell,' as Mary Isabel
from the stairway called it. '‘Come again, Santa Claus!" So our tree
vanished but the good things it brought remain behind--"

"l hate to leave you and the children," | said to Zulime, "but | must go
East if | am to earn a living. That is the worst of the situation here. |
am doing everything at long distance at a disadvantage--"

On my arrival at The Players, | learned with sorrow that our librarian,
Volney Streamer, had been taken to a sanitarium. For a year or
more he had been trying to keep up his work although it had been
evident that his usefulness was ended. He had been one of the
historians of the club. He loved the library and everything connected
with it, and the older members had a genuine affection for him In him
many of the traditions of Edwin Booth the founder of the Club had
been preserved.

There is something impersonally cruel about a club. A man, any man
no matter how notable or how essential, can drop out it without
leaving a ripple In a few days he is forgotten Occasionally some one
will ask, "By the way, where's Streamer? Haven't seen him around
here lately." Another will say in a casual tone, "l hear he's down and
out. What a pityl"

Day by day my desire to have my family in New York intensified. "If
my wife and daughters were within reach of me here | should be
quite happy," I said to Irving Bacheller. "It will not be easy to cut loose
from Chicago for Zulime is deeply entangled there, but | shall never
be content till she and the children are here. | may be mistaken but |
feel safer in New York, nearer my base of supplies.”

| spoke of this again while lunching with Howells who warmly urged
me to move. "l like to have you near me," he said, and his words



added to my resolution.

After we retired to his study he took from his desk a manuscript
intended for Harpers Magazine and read it to me. In the midst of it he
paused and smilingly remarked, "This is like old times, isn't it, my
reading manuscript to you?" and as he uttered this my mind filled
with memories of the many-many delightful hours we had spent in
reminiscence and discussion during the thirty years of our
acquaintance.

As | rose to go he gave me the manuscript of his new novel, The
Leatherwood God, and said, "Read it and tell me what you think of it
" This | gladly undertook to do.

Roosevelt, who had his office in the Metropolitan Magazine at this
time, asked me to look in upon him whenever | had the leisure. "I
come in every morning from Oyster Bay and spend a good part of
each day in my office," he said.

It was difficult for me to visualize this man (whose reputation was
world-wide and whose power had been greater than that of almost
any other American) coming and going on suburban trains and in the
street cars like any other citizen Notwithstanding his great distinction,
he remained entirely democratic in habit.

Several people were waiting to see him as | entered the outer office,
and | was reminded of my visits to the White House. He was still the
uncrowned king. When admitted to his room, | found him looking
distinctly older than at our previous meeting. For the first time he
used the tone of age. He alluded to his Amazon River trip and said, "I
came near to making a permanent stay up there " lurged him to take
things easy and he replied, "My financial condition will not permit me
to take things easy. | must go on earning money for a few years
more."



It was plain that the River of Doubt had left an ineffaceable mark on
him. He was not the man he was before going in We talked a little of
politics and he frankly admitted the complete failure of the
Progressive Party. "Americans are a two-party people,” he said
"There is no place for a third party in our polities." He was hard hit by
the failure of this movement, but concealed it under a smiling
resignation.

In response to his enquiry concerning my plans | told him that | was
contemplating the establishment of a residence in New York He
looked thoughtful as he replied, "I think of you as a resident of the
prairie or the shortgrass country--"

"l know | belong out there, but | work better here."

"There is no better reason for coming," he replied. "What are you
working on?"

| described to him my autobiographic serial, A Son of the Middle
Border, whose opening chapters in Collier's Weekly had not been
called to his notice He was interested but reverted to my Captain of
the Gray Horse Troop which he had particularly liked, and to Main
Travelled Roads which had brought about our acquaintance some
twenty years before.

The closer | studied him the more he showed the ill effects of his
struggle for life in the Brazilian wilderness. The fever which he had
contracted there was still in his blood. His eyes were less clear, his
complexion less ruddy. He ended our talk with a characteristic quip
but | came away with a feeling of sadness, of apprehension. For the
first time in our many meetings he acknowledged the weight of years
and forecast an end to his activity. He was very serious during this
interview, more subdued than | had ever known him to be.



Late in February | returned to Chicago suffering great pain and
feeling (as | recorded it) "about ninety years of age. All this is a
warning that the gate is closing for me. What | do else must be done
quickly."

In spite of my disablement, | continued to give my illustrated talk,
"The Life of the Forest Ranger." Travel seemed not to do me harm
and I managed to conceal from my audiences my lack of confidence.
In the intervals, when measurably free from pain, | worked on a book
of short stories to be called They of the High Trwls, which | was eager
to publish as a companion volume to M am Travelled Roads. | took
especial pleasure in this work for it carried me in thought to the
mountains in which | had spent so many inspiring summers. How
glorious those peaks and streams and cliffs appeared, now that |
knew | should never see them again. | recalled the White River
Plateau, the Canon of the Gunmson, the colossal amphitheatre of
Ouray and scores of other spots in which | had camped in the
fullness of my powers and from which | had received so much in way
of health and joy.

The homestead in Wisconsin was now a melancholy place and | had
no intention of going back to it, but James Pond, one of my old
friends in Dakota, had drawn from me a promise to speak in
Aberdeen and early in the spring of 1915, although | dreaded the
long trip, | kept my promise He insisted on driving me to the place
where Ordway had been, and also to the farmhouse which | had
helped to build and on whose door-step | had begun to write "Mrs.
Ripley's Trip," one of the stories in Main Travelled Roads.

The country was at its best, green and pleasant, a level endless land,
and as we motored over the road | had walked in the autumn of
1881, | found the plain almost unchanged. It was like a velvet-green
sea* | sat on the rude low doorstep of the house where the opening
lines of "Color in the Wheat" were written, and one of my friends



photographed me there. It was well that he did so, for in less than a
year the cabin burned down A small snap-shot is the only record |
have of the home where my mother lived for so many years and in
which my little sister died. Western landmarks are impermanent as
fallen leaves Nothing endure* but the sky and the silent wares of the
plain.

It was a sad revisitation for me. Every one | met was gray and
timeworn, and our talk was entirely of the past No one spoke
confidently of the future All were enduring with fortitude the monotony
of sun and wind and barren sod.

"Of what value is such a life?" | thought "One by one these toil-worn
human beings will sink into this ocean of grass as small broken ships
sink into the sea. With what high hopes and confident spirits they
(and I) entered claims upon this land forty years ago™

My stay was short. | could not endure the wistful voices in the
unending wind, nor the tragic faces of these pioneers whose failing
faculties filled me with dismay. Eager to escape the contagion of
their despair I fled to my train,

On my way back to Chicago, | stopped off for a day at West Salem
to put the homestead in order for my wife and daughters who were
already longing for its wide rooms and sunlit porches. My own
pleasure in it revived along with a hope of release from my pain
"Surely another summer in the comfort and security of my native
valley will set me right i Open air and rest and sunshine must restore
me to the health which is my due--"

With several lecture dates in the East, | returned to New York in
March, and in my diary I find this entry. "At dinner Mark Sullivan fell to



talking of the corrupting effect of commercial magazines. He said, "I
exist and my magazine exists like all the others: to make certain
products known. It was not so twenty years ago. As we take on new
multiples of subscribers, our field of thought narrows; We have more
prejudices to consider. We more and more sacrifice our own taste
and ideals. We are standardizing everything, food, clothing, habits
and art. We corrupt good writers and illustrators to make our
advertising bulletins pay."

| give the substance of his talk which showed me plainly that he
resented the domination of the advertising department.

Notwithstanding my physical disabilities, | kept my places on the
several committees to which | was attached and also worked
steadily on some novelettes for Collier's Weekly. It was a busy month
for me and when | returned to Chicago, it was almost time to take my
family to our Wisconsin home. | was as eager to go as they, in the
expectation of animmediate improvement in my health.

This hope was not realized. Sunshine, peace, the best of food--
nothing availed. Unable to write, unable to sleep, unable to walk, | sat
out the summer, a morose and irritating invalid. | could not even
share the excursions which my good friend George Dudley arranged,
so painful had certain movements become. | moped and hobbled
about week after week untili one day my little daughters,
extemporizing a stage of chairs and quilts, enacted a play in which |
was depicted as a "grouchy old man." This startled me into action.

"The only thing left for me is to go East and secure the best medical
aid," | set down as a record on the night before | left "It is a kind of
miracle that my daughters should still love me in the midst of my
savage helplessness and deepening gloom, but they do! They have
just been dancing and singing for me, and if it should happen that |
am never to see this house again, | shall remember this evening with



joy."

Precisely what my daughters felt as they watched me limp away to
the train on that morning, | cannot say, but my own outlook was one of
profound weakness and distrust. To remain was an admission of
defeat. To go on required all the resolution | possessed.

CHAPTER Il

Moving Picture Promises.

ONE of the tasks to which | was returning and one which promised
immediate reward, was the revision of a manuscript which Mark
Sullivan, editor of Cottier's Weekly, had requested. It was the second
part of a manuscript called A Son of the Middle Border, upon which |
had been at work for nearly six years and of which Collier's had
already printed several chapters "In spite of the changes wrought by
the war, this serial is good material," Sullivan wrote, "and | shall use
the remainder of it as soon as | can find a place for it," and so, just
before my fifty-fith birthday, | took this manuscript and some short
stories for which | hoped to find a market and set forth to retrieve my
fortunes.

My stop-over at my home in Chicago was short, and to Henry Fuller
who came in to stay with me for a day or two, | bluntly stated my
plans.

"My days of pioneering in an esthetic sense, as well as in a material
way, are over," | said in substance. "My father's death has broken the
bond which held me to Wisconsin and | have no deep roots here in
Chicago | intend to establish a home in the vicinity of New York. It is
not without reason that my sense of security increases with every
mile of progress toward Fifth Avenue. Theoretically La Crosse



should be my home. To go into western history properly, | should
have a great log house on Grand-Daddy Bluff with wide verandas
overlooking the Mississippi River; but Manhattan Island is the only
place in which I feel sure of making a living and there lintend to pitch
my tent.

"Furthermore, in going east, | shall be joining a movement which is
as typical of my generation as my father's pioneering was of his In
those days the forces of the nation were mainly centrifugal; youth
sought the horizon Now it is centripetal Think of the mid-western
writers and artists, educators and business men who have taken the
back-trail. Howells and John Hay began it Edward Eggleston, Mark
Twain dud Bret Haite followed. For fifty years our successful painters
and illustrators have headed east. | am now definitely one of this
band | shall have some trouble in getting Zulime to pull up stakes in
Chicago, and the children will miss the old home, but its
abandonment must come sooner or later | can't have them growing
up*here in Woodlawn West Salem is no longer American in the old
sense and will soon be a narrow bound for them a sad exile for me
Hardly any of my father's kind remain."

To all this, Fuller, who as a native of Chicago with a wide knowledge
of the Old World had been its most caustic critic, gave approval "Get
away while you can. I'd go if | could--"

I spoke of the Cliff Dwellers, a club | had originated in self-defence at
a time when there was not in all the city a single meeting place for
those interested in the arts. "See how the literary side of it fades out.
One by one its writers have gone east Architecture, painting,
sculpture and music are holding their own, but our fictiomsts and
illustrators with no market in Chicago have nothing to keep them
here. Their sales, like mine, are entirely in New York. The West has
never paid me or published me and in this period of sickness and
trouble | feel the need of contact with my fellows.



"Aside from these advantages, | like New York. It feels like a city. It is
our London, our Paris, our national center as they are racial centers.
All, or nearly all, the publication of every sort takes place there. To
live I must sell my lectures and my stories and the East is my market
place."

Fuller listened to all this with admirable patience, smiling at my
attempt to justify a course | had already decided upon, and made
only one adverse remark. "It might be well to wait and see what the
war is going to do to the literary market."

This question was in my mind as | reentered The Players the next
day. The wax had been going on with ever increasing fury for a year
and war correspondents were coming and going like carrier pigeons
Although mid-September it was still hot and the chairs and sofas
were in their summer linen All the magazine editors were on duty and
came and went limply, but to me the heat was a benefit. My pains
were dulled and | slept unexpectedly well.

On the morning of my birthday as | sat at breakfast with a group of
my fellow Players, Lincoln Steffens remarked, "Garland is the link
between the generation of Lowell and Howells and the writers of the
present." To this Mark Sullivan succinctly added, "And a friend to
both."

It is probable that they regarded me as a doomed man for they were
both very kind to me Often of an afternoon Sullivan would say, "Let's
take a drive " Our driver was always an old Iishman who owned a
sedate horse attached to an ancient low-hung two-seated cab, and
as we drove slowly about the park we talked of the war and its effect
on literature, on the changes at work in politics and a hundred other
topics. It was Mark's chief recreation during the mid-week his breath
of country air.



He admitted that he could not tell just when he would be able to use
the last half of my autobiographical narrative but encouraged me to
have it ready. "Make it personal. People want to know that it is your
own story. You say it was written in the first person originally?"

"Yes, it was mainly in the first person till Edward Wheeler suggested
that some readers might think it too egotistic.”

"Put it back. | don't agree with Wheeler. No one Wfll criticize it on the
score of egotism. My readers will want to know that Hanalin Garland
is telling the story of his pioneer relations and friends."

This judgment by one of the keenest minds of my acquaintance,
encouraged me to work, every morning, upon the revision, with all the
power | still retained, but when | readied the dub for luncheon, | often
had Edward Wheeler or Irving Bacheller for a table companion.
Sometimes, of a Saturday, | went out to Riverside with Irving, where |
slept in a beautiful great room with a waterfall singing under my
window.

Occasionally as | left the Club late at night, Lincoln Steffens, who had
an apartment near my hotel, went with me, accommodating his step
to my painful hobble. His kindness was like that of a son. | did not
know till long afterward how desperately ill they all believed ink to be.

It was in this way, working at my hotel mornings an(L meeting my
friends at noon, that the months of September and October were
spent The city was absorbingly interesting and in my letters to Zulime
and the children | made much of the slight gain in my health, and
carefully concealed all my doubts.

One day as Irving Bacheller, Albert Bigelow Paine and | all gray-
haired- were sitting together, one of the younger men passing by,
smilingly alluded to us as "the hope of American Literature."



After a suitable answering quip, Albert turned to Irving and me and
musingly said, "l wonder what the war is going to do to us old fellows.
It will be a different world when this war ends | doubt if it will have any
place for me."

In his remark was the expression of my own doubts. It stuck in my
mind. My years, my disability, made the hazards of my removal to the
East so great that | ceased to talk of it, although Bacheller was
urging me to buy a little place near him in Riverside. Realizing that
increasing rents, and higher cost of food and clothing would follow
the war, | went about the streets pondering my problem "It will not be
easy to break the bonds which time has created between Zulime and
her Chicago friends, and is it right to take my daughters from the
happy valleys of their childhood into a strange city, no matter how
glorious?"

One evening as | sat at the long table in the Club Wilfrid North, one of
my brother's friends, an actor whom | had not seen for some years,
took a seat beside me. In answer to my question, "What are you
doing?" he replied, "l am one of the producers in a moving picture
company in Brooklyn." Later in the conversation he said, "Come over
and see us I'd like to show you around. Perhaps we can arrange to
put some of your stories on the screen--"

Although regarding his concluding remark as a polite phrase, | was
sufficiently curious about the business in which he was engaged, to
accept his invitation | knew nothing of film drama production, and this
appeared an excellent opportunity to learn what a motion picture
studio was like.

In spite of the colossal struggle in Europe (increasing every day in
magnitude), the motion picture business was expanding with a
magical celerity The demands which the belligerents were making



upon us for food and munitions had raised wages, and the theaters,
especially the moving picture theaters, were crowded with wage
earners Fortunes were being made in the cinema world as if by the
burnishing of a magic lamp Men who had been haberdashers a year
or two before were now buying castles in England and every king
and queen of Film-land dashed about in a gorgeous motor car.

It was inevitable that sooner or later | should share (to some degree)
in this exciting game, and while | set forth on this afternoon for the
office of the Vitagraph Company with no definite expectation of
selling the rights to my stories | secretly nursed a timid hope that
fortune might somehow, in some form, come my way.

Among the men whom | met that afternoon under the guidance of
Wilfrid North, was Jasper E. Brady, head of the Scenario
Department Colonel Brady had served on the plains as an army
officer and had read some of my western stories and recognized in
them a certain truth to the region. As | was about to leave he said,
"Send me a copy of The Captain of the Gray Horse Troop. | know
that book. There is a great picture init. Il have it read at once."

That night | mailed the novel to him and a few days later received
from him a most cordial note. "My reader likes your work, as 1 do," he
wrote in substance. "Il take The Captain but | want a five-year
contract covering the picture rights to all your books [l have you
riding about in your own limousine within a year."

Confidence in his judgment, joined with my own faith in one or two of
my more romantic novels, led me (after much hesitation and debate)
to sign the contract which his company desired. "This ends your
troubles,"” he genially remarked as we came to terms.

My hopes seem comic to me now, but his enthusiastic report
combined with Mark Sullivan's check in payment for the remaining



chapters of A Son of the Middle Border so lightened my financial
world that | wired an exultant message to my wife "Our skies are
clearing Don't worry any more " And in a letter of the same date |
explained in detail the glorious possibilities of this contract and said.

"Mark Sullivan thinks it almost a necessity for me to establish a
home in New York. He thinks | should be in close cooperation with
Colonel Brady in working out the five-year picture program on which
we have started. He thinks | should be here for other literary reasons.
We can now safely count on buying a place here. Put our house on
sale, and bring the children East at the earliest possible moment. Il
have a roof ready for them."

Such childlike trust in the promise of a motion picture firm may cause
my readers to smile, but | was not alone in a motor of her own.
Indeed she frequently said, "Some day I'm going to own my own
horses and ride in the Park--"

Through all this delicate adjustment between life in our little flat and
visits to the palaces of our friends, | bore witness to the lovely
restraint, the beautiful reasonableness of both my daughters, for
while the school in which they were enrolled was expensive, and
most of their classmates came from homes of luxury, | never heard
either of my children complain of a made-over gown or a retrimmed
ha Occasionally Mary Isabel alluded to the fact that they were the only
members of their class who walked to and from the school, and
whimsically admitted that in answer to the question, "Where is your
car?" she had replied, "Ofer on Madison Avenue," leaving her
questioner to make hr own guess as to whether the vehicle alluded to
was a parked limousine or merely a street car. She remained without
envy and without complaint.

They both had prominent parts in the dramatics of the school and
whenever they played, their mother and | were always in the



audience. Sometimes | was the only doting father present, but that
did not trouble me To have failed of attendance on such occasions
would have been a sad dereliction of duty. That my presence was
essential to the happiness of my girls was warrant enough for me.

They both loved to have me read Shakespeare to them, and with the
memory of Edwin Booth's interpretation to guide me, | was able to
characterize Brutus, Hamlet and Othello in such wise that they
listened with absorbed attention, their shining eyes and glowing
cheeks attesting their delight Afterward | overheard them declaiming
some of the lines, just as | used to do in Boston after hearing Booth.

| also read Tennyson and Browning with them, and our of leaving,
found allurement in the thought of seeing wondrous New York with
Daddy.

She adored Chicago. To her it was a vast and splendid capital,
possessing limitless gardens and lofty palaces. It was a place of
towers whose parapets looked out on shoreless seas and across
spaces inhabited by roaring friendly demons. She rejoiced in the
"White City" and the parks glorious with bloom which no other part of
her world could equal. The snows which fell in winter, the winds which
whistled upon the lips of our chimney, and the moon riding among
the stars above our roof were of sweetest charm to her. To go east
on a visit was agreeable, but to abandon forever this magical world,
to give up her playmates and her familiar walks and walls, amounted
to a breakup in her world.

'What about West Salem? Shall we never see the old homestead
again? Can't we ever picnic on the hill or camp in the coulees again?
Must we say good-by to 'The Nest in the Tree,' and the doll's house
under the maples?"

So she queried and her mother answered whilst I, moving painfully



on lame legs, wrought each morning in my New York hotel on my
serial, and discussed each evening the scenario of the four novels
which Colonel Brady had chosen for the screen The letters which my
wife and | exchanged at this time bring a lump in my throat as | go
over them twelve years later. Mine were so boyishly confident, so
urgent, so lyrical, hers so deeply pathetic by reason of their repeated
expressions of pain and hesitation.

Early in December, Sullivan asked me to return to Chicago to do
some special editorial work for him, and this enabled me to spend
the holidays with the children and to urge upon Zulime the
momentous changes which my plan entailed.

"December eleventh* This was a great day for the daughties. | took
them to see 'Androcles and the Lion," which they enjoyed intensely
every moment of it. People all about me smiled at the two radiant
little faces beside me. They are eager to go to New York. They listen
to my tales of its clear air, clean streets and wonderful towers and
bridges with absorbed interest. They are sure Daddy will provide a
home there . .. Zulime is not so confident.”

That my wife dreaded the change, that she ached with a sense of
loss, of danger, | clearly understood. Not only was she about to leave
her adored brother and the friends with whom she had so long been
so closely knit, she was also reversing the process by which her
mother, leaving her home in Massachusetts forty years before, had
followed her husband to lllinois. As Mary Foster had gone from East
to West, so her daughter in moving from West to East was passing
from security to hazard "How can we live? Are you sure that you can
find and maintain a home?"

"Other people, millions of them, are living there on narrow incomes," |
replied, "and | think we can My prospects are brightening | have a
sense of security, of permanency in New York Life in Woodlawn is



futile. | am like a man swimming in an eddy. In New York | am in the
current of events.”

One of the old friends whom | met during the month of my stay in
Chicago, was Elia Peattie, and in talking over our first meeting in
Omaha when she was an editorial writer on the Herald, she told me a
story of my father which was very moving to me. She said that at the
Political Convention of 1892 which | addressed one night, my father
occupied a seat beside her. "As you came on the stage," she said,
"and the audience 'rose at you' | saw your gray-haired father put his
head on his arm to hide his tears He was overwhelmed with surprise
and joy and pride to think that a son of his could wm such a greeting
from such an audience.”

This revelation of my father's feeling was a complete surprise to me
for he was careful in those days not to show any emotion in my
presence.

This month demonstrated my complete alienation from Chicago. My
interests aside from Zuhme and the children and a few valued
friends, were all in the East. | clearly recognized that for ten years |
had been making the best of a sad situation. | had been fighting a
losing battle. To add to my discontent, my study for several days was
filled with an almost intolerable stench which came from the factones
of South Chicago and Whiting, and my desk was grimy and gritty
with smoke and dust. This was in the days when the electrification of
the llinois Central Railroad seemed the dream of a few idealists.
Thirteen years have brought great improvements in this tremendous
town but it was a bleak depressing place to me at that time.

On New Year's Day | packed my trunk and left for the East, this time
for good "When we meet again,”" | said to the children, "it will be in
New York City--"



My arrival in New York was now a home coming. | obtained my
familiar room at the hotel and met all my friends at the Club in this
spirit. "I'm here to stay now," | said.

"January third. Going to my publishers | talked with Duneka of my A
Son of the Middle Border but he is a sick man. He was not greatly
interested in the manuscript, was in truth only partly present. He is
worn out and his companions are alarmed about him. At night | heard
General Leonard Wood speak at the Open Table of the Arts Club.
He made a very simple, strong, blunt speech He is almost the ideal
soldier, the man of power, of action. | was interested in the
unfashionable character of his dinner clothes. He conformed but in a
dinner jacket ten years old He told the truth about our past wars, the
ludicrous and tragic truth and met with hearty response. He reminded
me of Grant. He was concise, clear, rugged. He should be our
Secretary of War at this time."

My plans for establishing a home in the East were unsettled, for a
time, by a disastrous report from my brother in Oklahoma. Things
were not going well out there and | saw more clearly than ever that
my living depended on the East. Not upon the moving picture
industry however, for on April first | was fool enough to visit the
Vitagraph Studio and I find this record of it.

"My experience in the film studio left a bad taste in my mouth. It was
all so confused, so feeble, so commonplace in action. | do not see
any distinctive work coming out of the place at present. | came away
almost completely disheartened--"

Notwithstanding this return of my doubt, | allowed our Chicago house
to remain on sale and | was like a man relieved of a burden when
Zulime wrote that the deed was being made out and would be
mailed soon.



This closed a chapter in my life For twenty-three winters, | had
endured the harsh winds of Chicago, and fought against its ugliness,
now | was free of it. "I shall go back there, of course," | said to
Sullivan, "for | have many valued friends there, but | shall go as a
visitor."

This Woodlawn house had been a ball and chain on my leg Pleasant
as it appeared; and much as my daughters laved it, it was to me a
detestable place. It stood on a flat avenue and the sewer was
inadequate so that whenever a thunder shower fell upon the city, the
sewage backed up into the cellar till everything was afloat. To the
children this was only an amusing incident but to me it was
loathsome, a menace to their health as well as mine. | was happy to
be freed from this responsibility.

No doubt all this has been remedied and | mention it here only
because it helps explain the depression which seized me whenever |
reentered this house.

We had been happy in it but we had suffered, for our daughters had
often been sick in it, and mingled with my memories of gay little
dinners and Christmas festivities were recollections of Zulime
watching night after night beside a coughing, fevered, moaning baby
whilst | tended furnace, going up and down two flights of icy outdoor
stairways Never again!

During the spring Harper and Brothers published a volume of my
stories under the title, They of the High Trails. | had no expectation of
any great sale for this book but | wanted these pictures of life in the
Rocky Mountains made permanent. The chief characters in the book
were not cowboys but miners and trailers While reading proof on
these stories | forgot the war and the confusion it had brought into my
life, and rode again the desert path or the lake-side trail.



Life now appeared unstable, uncertain even for elderly non-
combatants.

Everywhere | went, | found myself in the company of dismayed aging
men John Burroughs was bitter. Howells had lost his gay spirit The
humor which had been my joy for so many years yielded only a faint
infrequent jest. The war appalled him. "What is the use of writing
about the doings of fictive men and women when millions of soldiers
are fighting and dying in France? " he said sadly.

"There is no use and | am done," | replied "I shall write ho more
stories. Hereafter | write only history. The only writer who counts
today is a journalist."

This was the fact. The war had brought about an aggrandizement of
the reporter. As the representatives of great journals, these men and
women went everywhere, meeting Kings, Commanders and
diplomats Workers in literary fields sank into obscurity. In discussing
this matter at the Club one day, John Phillips said, with jocular
reference to my serial in Collier's, "Well, anyhow, we old fellows can
reminisce.”

The closer | studied the situation the less hopeful it became. The
glow of my hope faded. Believing that ultimately the United States
would be drawn into the war, and that old fellows like myself would be
utterly ignored, |1 once more gave ear to the confident prophecies of
my moving picture enthusiasts.

It is probable that | would have brought my family east even if my
hope in the moving picture plan had completely faded, but in the
midst of this period of depression Stuart Blackton called me up and
asked me to join him at dinner. "l want to talk with you about The
Captain of the Gray Horse Troop" he said "I'm greatly pleased with
this story and want to make it a tremendous success. Let's discuss



its possibilities--"

Highly delighted with the message, | met him and Inwm Couse, the
painter, at the Green Room Club, and together we laid plans for the
production of a picture play which should not only deal with the
events of my novel but should have a prelude depicting the
prehistoric life of the Cheyennes. Couse was to do some drawings
for posters and also to assist in posing the primitive scenes His
suggestions, as well as mine, added to Blackton's enthusiasm. "I
see a big thing here," he declared "We will make all these outdoor
scenes in Wyoming and Montana We will establish headquarters at
Sheridan and you must be prepared to spend several months with us
while this part of the picture is being made. We'll use the Cheyennes
themselves in the action where they belong, provided we can get the
consent of the authorities.”

We had a joyous evening planning our campaign and parted in the
conviction that all our fortunes were assured. | am sure my readers
will say that my exultant mood was justified. How could | doubt when
the president of the Vitagraph Company thus invited my cooperation,
planning in detail the precise form which the scenic version of my
story was to take?

Thus far the war had not seriously affected the demand for western
picture plays, and as our government still remained neutral, none of
us saw any immediate change in the business Assured that my
financial troubles were over, | went next day to Couse's studio and
there outlined with him a series of introductory scenes, illustrating the
red men's life before the white men came After a conference with
George Bird Grinnell, | went to Washington to see Franklin Lane,
Secretary of the Interior, who promised to do whatever was
permissible. "l know your story," he said, "and | wish it success."

It was in such enterprises that | spent my days whilst my distracted



wife was closing our Chicago accounts, packing our furniture and
saying good-by to her friends | was not well enough to do this, even if
| could have spared the time to go west. My work with Blackton
seemed moreimportant business at the moment The weather was
glorious spring and aside from a longing to see my wife and
daughters, | was content with my situation. In spite of the war my
fortunes were improving.

| can not find any record of what | intended to do after my family
joined me. | vaguely recall walking about River* side and Yonkers,
looking for a house to rent. My prosperity fell short of warranting me
in buying one. | decided to wait till Zulime could be a partner in the
search.

"May 2nd- It is not easy for me to realize that the last physical link
between me and Chicago is cut The sale of the little house frees me
from all necessity of return. Of course | shall go back but only as a
visitor Already it begins to seem remote. The clubs | helped to form,
the studios | frequented for so many years are receding swiftly. Life
seems to have taken on a condition of unstable equilibrium."

CHAPTERII

On the Back Trail.

MY winter in New York, even without the roseate glow of our plan,
confirmed me in my change of residence. The World War had not
only raised the city to the rank of a world capital, it had added
mightily to its allurement. To many citizens of the inland states it was
now a wonder city. It had grown in complexity as well as financial
power. It had already drawn to itself thousands of the most powerful
and distinctive of our own citizens, and now as Europe lost its ability
to employ its musicians, actors, writers and artists, they came



flocking to our shores confident of a golden harvest, and Manhattan,
without entirely losing its inherited quality, gained enormously in
comparative ideas, taking on new charm to those who wished to
study international currents of art and to come in touch with
cosmopolitan characters.

Each month its amusements threw into bleaker relief the narrow
round of life in inland towns, and its glowing opportunities drew with
ever increasing power upon those who aspired to social or esthetic
leadership. Thousands of receders ("deserters" as some called
them) abandoned their western homes, as | had done, and came
rushing across or under the Hudson River. Actors, artists, poets,
musicians, novelists, dramatists and newspaper men from South
and West, caught by the nation's centripetal force, joined the colony
of back-trailers already domiciled in or near Manhattan Island As in
London and Paris, so the worst and the best crowded the narrow
island in ever denser throngs.

My wife was slow to yield to this psychology. As the daughter of a
pioneer and an almost lifelong resident of Chicago, she sadly,
reluctantly, cut her ties Her brother Lorado Taft, firmly established as
citizen and sculptor, and the claims of other members of her family
made it almost impossible for her to take the train. Nevertheless
early in May, with a note of resignation in her compliance, she wrote,
"We will start East on the twelfth--"

It chanced that | was dining with Mark Sullivan on the day that | got
her letter and when | told him that my wife and daughters were about
to join me in New York he said, "Have them come by way of
Washington, meet them there and bring them down to
Fredericksburg. It is full spring there now and they will see Virginia at
its loveliest."

This warm-hearted invitation was another of those unexpected gifts



which have from time to time brightened my laborious life, for Mark's
winter home in Virginia was one of the oldest and most famous
Colonial mansions in the South, and the thought of my wife and
children meeting a southern spring on "Chatham's" verandahs filled
me with gratitude Accepting this hospitality in the spirit of its proffer, |
set out for Washington, to intercept my adventurers.

They landed on the station platform just as the Fredericksburg train
was on the point of puling out, and so without a moment for
explanation | hurried them across the platform into the southern tram,
and two hours later we were all chambered in the fine old mansion
which James Fitzhugh had built in 1659

Thus it happened that almost in a single day my wife and children
passed from the bleak and grimy air of Chicago into the clear
sunshine, opening bloom and riotous bird-song of Fredencksburg.

To my daughters it resembled the instantaneous shift of scene
brought about by an oriental conjuror, but they reacted to the beauty
of their surroundings with such joyous intensity that | was entirely
content The long piazza, the great trees, the lawn and the mocking
birds, enchanted them. It was like living a poem, one which
embodied the noblest life of the South, and when that night we all sat
out on the broad steps in the twilight and sang "My Old Kentucky
Home," something mystically sad as well as sweet came with our
singing. The flooding moonlight, the odor of plants and shrubs, the
shadows of towering elms, the dimly seen river and the lights in the
town below suggested some part of the romantic history of the place.

As we sat on the steps in the moonlight, the whole scene was so
mystical, so ethereally beautiful that | said to Mark, "All we need to
complete itis a ghost Haven't you a ghost?"

"Of course we have a ghost, a White Lady who walks in the rose-



garden and is often seen at midnight gliding along in the moonlight--"

Nothing more was said about the ghost and its origin but that the
words had made a vivid impression on the two excited, overwrought
little girls was evident that night.

Their room in the mansion was at the north end of a long corridor
which ran the full length of the house, while Zulime and | occupied a
room at the south end. During the night both the children came
rushing into our room, incoherent with fright. It appeared that Mary
Isabel had found sleep difficult and had tossed and turned in her
strange bed, awed by the silence of the night and a sense of
generations buried around her. "In the middle of the night something
woke me, and when | opened my eyes, | saw a lady clothed in white
standing in the doorway. | was terrified, and lay perfectly still, till |
heard a very small whisper beside me saying, 'Sister d-d-do you see
it?" Connie was awake and seeing the same figure We both felt that
the best thing to do was to get to you as fast as possible. We took
hands, shut our eyes and tore through the door. The lady
disappeared as we went toward her, and we didn't stop until we got
in with you."

They refused to consider returning to their room until daylight. The
fact that both of them saw the apparition gave it validity Perhaps
there are ghosts, after all.

For nearly a week we lived in noble ease, meeting the Virginian
spring at its most bewitching moment, and "Chatham" will forever
remain in our minds a most enchanting half-way camp on our trail to
the East, a brief but revealing glimpse into the life of the South. And
when at last we said farewell and took up our march toward New
York we did so with regret although my little women were eager to
see the Capitol, the White House, and especially the Congressional
Library whose gorgeous and splendid halls | had described to them



as a veritable palace in fairyland.

Washington did not disappoint them. They paced the marble
corridors of the Capitol with awe but their delight in the Library was
keener. They found it the Palace of the Frost King, vast and splendid
lts arches, its vivid coloring, its echoing vistas overwhelmed them
with their glory, and when the keeper of the palace came from his
royal chamber to conduct them about, and set in motion the unseen
agencies by which the books were delivered from the stack to the
reader, the element of magic was added to the beauty of the halls.

Noble as the Library was, beautiful as the White House appeared to
them, these granddaughters of the Middle Border were not satisfied.
They insisted on seeing Mount Vernon and | was glad of their
interest. It offered something more moving than beauty. It was their
first contact with history. The character of Washington was not only
made real, it was humanized by this fine old mansion.

Coming from a land where nothing is venerable, they felt themselves
to be at the sources of legend. In these rooms our great first
President had dined, and in this bed he had slept Even small Connie
felt the pathos of Martha Washington's last days in the little attic room
whose window commanded a view of her husband's grave. Zulime
and | had been here on our wedding journey but our pleasure in the
stately old mansion was renewed as we shared its charm with our
children.

Our stay in Washington was a most important part of the education
of my daughters, and had it not been for a growing sense of our
homelessness, | should have been perfectly happy. | can not now
recall that | had any definite plan for housing my family other than a
temporary stay at the hotel in which | had been living at intervals for
several years. "We must get on," | urged, and Zulime agreed with
me.



From Mount Vernon and Washington we passed to Philadelphia,
with its Independence Hall and Liberty Bell which Mary Isabel found
almost as moving as Mount Vernon, but when Edward and Mary Bok
took us in their beautiful car to their home in Merion, with a promise
of unlimited cream puffs, the past was lost, for the moment, in the
present. Surrounded by lovely walls and stately furniture, my
daughters tasted for a time the luxury which New World wealth
commands.

They had no hesitations. They ate Edward's cream puffs with quiet
zest, accepting the luxury of this home as a part of the new and
marvelous world into which their Daddy was boldly leading them
Grandchildren of a prairie pioneer, they were gifted in some
inexplicable way with a delicacy of understanding, a self-respecting
dignity which enabled them to rejoice in beautiful surroundings with
the instant and charming adaptation of young princesses.

Knowing this to be but a brief respite, a heavenly resting place on
our road toward a tumultuous city, | permitted them to enjoy to the full
the noble hospitality of the Boks. New York presented a far different
aspect to me now. With two small daughters to house and to feed,
some part of my youthful fear of Manhattan returned. The task of
finding a spot in which my family altar could find a resting place was
not easy. Whenever | reflected on my slender resources and my ill
health, | suffered an uneasiness which not even the friendship of
Mark Sullivan and Edward Bok could smooth away.

"l see no reason why we should not be equally safe and comfortable
in New York," | said to Zulime. "Other people of small incomes,
millions of them, live there, and | am sure we can do the same.
Besides, you must not overlook our moving picture royalties, they will
support us in luxury soon " | uttered this with humorous intonation, but
at heart | still believed the manager's roseate predictions.



Maintaining a confident exterior, | took my little flock to the old-
fashioned hotel on Fourth Avenue in which | had been staying, and
we dined in its quaint interior dining room to the vast delight of my
daughters. To them hotel life was grandly satisfying, but Zulime knew
that this was only a temporary resting place.

Early the next morning we set out to find a furnished apartment of
suitable size and cost. With our earlier experiences in mind, we
thought it probable such a flat could be found on the upper West
Side.

In this surmise we were confirmed, and so it came about that on the
second day of our stay in New York, we found ourselves housed on
98th Street, in a six-room apartment whose windows looked out
upon the Hudson.

My daughters accepted this home as they had accepted "Chatham”
and "Swastika," the Bok mansion, with joyous clamor. Cheerful as
magpies, they reacted swiftly and sweetly to whatever experience or
new adventure their Daddy provided.

From this apartment as a center, | led them forth from time to time in
search of such parts of the city as their mother and | thought would
have most value to them. Through their eyes | recaptured something
of the magic with which the Palisades, the tall buildings, the shipping
and the subway had once held for me. To Zulime it was almost as
wonderful as to her daughters, for she had never really known the
lower part of the city. As a family we paced the Battery walk, visited
the Aquarium, and took the ferry to Staten Island. On South Beach
these mid-western children saw the salt-sea waves come tumbling in
to die along the sands To them these watery forms were as
mysterious as the winds, but they were eager to wade Awed at first,
they paddled in the foam, and tasted the spray to prove that it was
salt, just as | had done when | first saw the sea.



On our return trip while passing the Statue of Liberty | asked, "Aren't
you glad New York is to be your home?" and they replied, "Yes,
Daddy. It is beautiful."

From our flat it was only a step to the Hudson River, and every
evening we all went out to the head of a long pier to watch the sunset
colors fade from the sky. The vista to the north, always beautiful, was
never twice the same What other city could present such nobility of
line? "Some day," | said to my children, "some day you will see these
shores covered with noble structures and scores of bridges uniting
the two shores--"

Early on Decoration Day | took them to the comer of of goth Street
and Riverside Drive, and there stood while a tremendous parade of
sailors and soldiers marched past. It was not a procession, it was an
army, but only a very small section of it was devoted to veterans of
the Civil War. How few they were! To me they formed a tragic
spectacle, for | knew that those sparse files of tottering grey-beards
were survivors of a mighty host whose ranks | had twice reviewed
with my soldier father standing beside me. In those days they
numbered hundreds of thousands, now he, and most of those who
marched with them, had gone to their eternal tents. Their grandsons
followed, stepping swiftly, clothed in khaki and carrying themselves
with youthful grace, but all going the same way They, too, will soon be
veterans.

During these excursions about the city, and while the girls were
having a perfectly satisfactory time, Zulime and | were discussing the
most important question of all "Where can we live? Where shall we
send the children for their schooling?"

This question was especially poignant with me for it was entirely due
to me that they were here. My action had not been as logical as | had



imagined it to be. | had considered a home more important than a
school whereas the school would determine the location of our
home. It was useless to start in searching for an apartment until we
decided on which side of the Park to locate.

At this critical moment, we were invited to dine with. Mr. and Mrs.
John O'Hara Cosgrave, in their most attractive home on West 59th
Street. Cosgrave was an old friend, whose editorship f of
Everybody's Magazine had brought us into close acquaintance some
years before. Mrs. Cosgrave | had met but recently.

I knew nothing of her special interests but her kindly sympathy led me
to enlarge upon my distrust of the city schools. "I ought to be
democratic enough to send my girls to our public schools but when |
see the mob of children of all colors and conditions pouring out of
their doors, | can not bring myself to put my daughters among them."

"Why don't you send them to me?" she asked. "l am just finishing a
new building in which | am to establish a day school in connection
with Finch, and | should be happy to have your daughters enter next
autumn.”

This turned out to be a most important suggestion. She was the
founder of the Finch School for Girls, a well-known institution on East
78th Street. We visited her building, finding it beautiful and
commodious. We signed applications for membership in the day
school, and as this fixed us definitely on the East Side, we set to
work to find a permanent home near by. This was not an easy task
for air and light were at a high premium, but at last we found one on
the top floor of a seven-story building at the corner of Park Avenue
and 9 2nd Street, within easy walk of the Finch School. It was a plain
eight-room flat but from its windows we could see the lake in the
Park and the lights of the Queensboro Bridge. To the left of us
swarmed European peasants, but on our right stood the homes of



merchant kings. | at once ordered our household goods shipped to
this number.

CHAPTER IV

At Home in New York.

IN the midst of our sightseeing, | was called upon to make the
Commencement address at the State University of Maine and so
spent several days in the land of my ancestors, for this part of the
State was filled with Shaws, Robertses and Garlands.

"It is the northeast Border, as Wisconsin was the Middle Border in
1860," | said to President Aley. "l feel the strength of the pioneering
types in your sons of fanners and woodsmen."

The day was glorious and the exercises pleasing by reason of the
fine native American types of students. This part of the East is still
Yankee.

On my way back from this invasion into Maine, | stopped for the night
at York Harbor to see Mr. Howells, who had for some years been
making his home there He met me on the road with a gay word of
welcome but showed the weakness of age in his walk We had a fine
tramp along the share but he moved slowly. "l have a new Ford car,”
he said, "but | use it only to visit John--"

He told me how he came to have the car, an amusing story In going
through an old desk, he found two bank books, each with an
unexpended balance "When added together their combined amount
miraculously equaled the exact cost of a car.”

He was greatly interested, pathetically interested it seemed to me, in
his trees and plants. It was good to see him so comfortably housed



for he had been a homeless wanderer for many years, curiously
migratory.

Immediately after my return, | received notice that Eesper was ready
to be tried out on the screen and in high expectation we all went over
to see its trial run. It was a depressing experience. In place of miners
in Colorado the producer had employed coal miners in
Pennsylvania! It was drab and uninteresting and we all came away
feeling cheated. It was not my book at all.

For several weeks our girls keenly enjoyed New York City, but as the
heat of summer deepened, they lost interest in it. They began to long
for the country "l wish we could go back to West Salem," Mary Isabel
said, and | confess that the thought of that big house under the
maples was alluring. "Where can | find a similar retreat near New
York, one which will not be too expensive for our use?"

Naturally we wished to be comfortable as well as cool, and that
meant a cottage either on the beach or in the hills to the north While
we were debating this, | received a letter from Irving Bacheller
suggesting that we come to Canton, in St. Lawrence County "l've
taken a house here for the summer, and there is a place near me, in
which you and the girls will be comfortable. It is only a few hours* ride
from Utica."

This suggestion offered a timely solution to our problem, for our
desire to escape had been intensified by the approach of an
epidemic of infantile paralysis. We had seen nothing of it, but each
day it was the subject of warnings in the press, and one afternoon as
my wife and | were coming up town, we saw in the late papers a
most alarming scarehead, "Establishment of Quarantine" Quarantine
was about to be set up, not only in New York but in New Jersey and
Connecticut. "Unless we get out of the city immediately, we are in
danger of being confined to our little flat for the rest of the summer



We must leave tonight," I told the children.

Working with desperate haste we succeeded in packing our trunks
in time to catch the evening boat for Albany. It was a windless night,
and the cabins were smotheringjy hot. None of us got much sleep,
but a sense of safety comforted us. It was cooler in Albany when we
took the train, and by mid-afternoon of next day we were in Canton in
comfortable rooms, near the Bachellers and freed from all fear of
contagion.

Canton delighted my wife and daughters, for it was very like West
Salem. The people were of the same stock. The houses were of the
same pattern, the lawns of the same shape, and the climate almost
identical. Here we lived for two months while the epidemic raged,
and millions of less fortunate children sweltered in the quarantined
cities.

Upon nearing the end of our summer in this pleasant little town, my
sister-in-law, Turbie, and her husband, Angus Roy Shannon, came to
Canton and motored Zulime and the children back to Oregon, llinois,
to revisit Eagles Nest Camp and Mr. and Mrs. Wallace Heckman,
leaving me to take the train for New York City to meet our household
goods and put our flat in order.

Our city home looked small and poor as | studied it but my faith in my
moving picture control was equally poor and small. Blackton's fine
plans for The Captam of the Gray Horse Troop had been negatived,
and so while | still hoped, it was only in my most sanguine moments
"If Mr. Blackton and Colonel Brady could have had their way," | wrote
to Zulime, "the outlook would be different. All our plans for The
Captain are off. The Company is going to produce it in California
instead of Wyoming, with coast Indians instead of Cheyennes. It is
not our fate to live at ease. What right have | to live without work?"



The city was in the midst of a street car strike and some of the cars
were being run with police guards. News from the Great War no
longer stirred us, except as it reacted on what we ourselves were
doing. War had become a habit of thought. All the headlines had
been used so often that they failed of effect. The clubs were quiet
and returning correspondents had little to say in forecast of the end. It
was a period of dull wonder concerning what would happen next. A
new political campaign was just getting under steam.

All this concerned me little. Following my self-reliant habit of life, |
threw off my coat, rolled up my sleeves, and set to work unpacking
furniture and putting the rooms in such order that when my family
came back to town in October, they would find it a home.

My fifty-sixth birthday was spent in shelving books and hanging
pictures and as | unwrapped certain portraits and hung them on the
wall, | experienced a painful sense of disloyalty. Mother, smiling upon
me from her frame, Zulime as she was when | married her, Mary
Isabel as the sweetly solemn cherub, Constance dancing like a fairy,
all appeared to reproach me for wresting them from their proper
places and fixing them here in a row of bare hot little rooms whose
windows overlooked a wilderness of scorching ugly roofs. To such a
pass had fear of the war and the failure of my picture plays brought
me.

Wide as the separation was in a physical way, it was even wider
when considered as a part of western history. The world to which my
father and his generation belonged was gone Their places had been
taken by German and Scandinavian peasants. The Middle Border of
my youth had vanished. The poetry of Mary Isabel's childhood was
swiftly changing into prose Nevertheless we must make a home in
the East. "For good or ill, we are here in the great metropolitan
center from which my living has been derived for more than thirty
years, in the region where most of my friends and co-workers are to



be found, Why should | fear for my children's future? Opportunity is
here."

In such wise | argued to quiet the voices of protest and wistful
pleading which I heard in the loneliness of my study.

For several weeks, | lived alone, writing each morning on scenarios
for the Vitagraph Company, and arranging furniture during the day,
so that when my family joined me, late in September, they found the
rooms in order and the household machinery going smoothly. The
telephone was in, the gas range connected up, and milk and bread
arose regularly on the dumb waiter. The morning paper and the mail
appeared punctually at the door, and shops of every kind stood close
at hand City life, even for me, had become a series of routine
actions.

Our location on the East Side promised well. The Finch School,
located just off Park Avenue on 78th Street, was only ten minutes
away and our daughters could walk to and fro safely and comfortably.
The recitation rooms were beautifully new and tastefully decorated
and it was with deep satisfaction that we took our two little daughters
to its door that first morning, knowing that they were to study in well
ventilated halls under the care of cultured teachers. What a contrast
to the schooling of my sisters in a bleak box on an lowa prairie! So
much of our new home my wife heartily approved.

Nevertheless, to be an occupant of a cell among forty-six other
cubicular human lives at the corner of Park Avenue and Q2nd Street
was a singular situation for a man of my derivation and experience
With no chores to do, no furnace to watch, | wrote busily and to
advantage. Instead of going out to milk a cow, | snatched a bottle
from the dumb waiter. For light | pressed a button. For fire 1lit a gas
grate I, who in my youth had risen at dawn to curjy horses, feed pigs
and husk corn, and who even in my Chicago home had shoveled



snow and carried wood, was now confined to a ten-by-twelve study
overlooking a bleak areaway with no physical labor! It was a sad
contrast to the West Salem homestead, but it was a perch in New
York City and | took comfort in being at home in the center of
American life with my wife and children beside me.

One night at the MacDowell Club | was called upon to introduce my
old friend and fellow trailer, Ernest Thompson Seton, and in
beginning my speech | solemnly described in detail the melancholy
changes which had come into his life and mine. "l have no morning
chores Three goldfish now constitute my live stock, and yet | am
traitorously content.” | ended to the amusement of my audience, but
Seton looked up at me with speculative gleam in his eyes, as if he
asked, "Can this unnatural condition of life be good for a man who
has all his life lived actively and for the most part in the open air?"

Apparently it was not good for me- Old habits were dymg hard. As
the winter's cold deepened my lameness returned upon me, and
none of the doctors with whom | consulted seemed able to discover
the cause or to name a cure. | dieted | exercised All to no gain, at
least to no permanent gain.

To show the depth of my dejection at this time, a mood which was
due as much to the war perhaps as to my iliness, | quote from my
diary. "A powerful wind from the south has been complaining all day
at my windows, arousing in me vague memories of the past,
memories both sweet and sad Mists filled with spectral faces and
forms of my boy* hood's world surround me. What a bitter mockery
human life seems in the face of the destruction going on in Europe.
What does it aH mean? Where do we land? What is the value of the
cargo we carry? What will come after this destruction ends? For forty
years America has enjoyed a steady advance. It cannot expect to
have another forty years of like tranquillity. We are getting the habit of
war. As | look around my poor little flat and take account of my



slender stock of battered furniture | acknowledge my life's failure, a
failure which | cannot now hope to retrieve in face of this colossal
conflict.”

| found it almost impossible to concentrate on my book. When news
was favorable | was too exultant to write, at other times my
depression rendered me helpless. Zulime cheered me up as best
she could, but | wrote very litle beyond the necessary
correspondence connected with my lectures, for which fortunately
there was still a moderate demand. My daughters, bless them* paid
very little attention to the menace of German submarines. Each
afternoon they came back to us, full of their school affairs, and in their
joyous chatter | recovered poise. Why should they be burdened with
anold man's war?

After one of my lecture trips, Constance quaintly said, "Daddy, |
almost forgot that | had you," a remark which revealed to me the swift
fading of the impression which even a father makes upon a
daughter's mind. It made me more content with our new home. It
justified my plan, for it made a continuous home-life possible.

During all these busy days of settling, Zulime had been renewing old
acquaintances and making new ones so that she was almost
completely reconciled to the change of habitat. She rejoiced in our
sunny rooms and in the fact that we were all together now, and that
life was easier for me. Invitations to luncheons, teas and dinners left
her no time to brood over the loss of friends and relatives in Chicago
With an unusual faculty for winning and holding friends, she could
have been a most successful hostess had my means been larger As
it was, our days were so filled with social engagements that | found
my writing seriously interrupted.

Among the honors and pleasures which our home in New York now
made possible was an invitation to lunch with the Roosevelts at



Oyster Bay. The Colonel knew that | had brought my family to the
East and shortly after the election (which had gone against his
candidate) he wrote saying that he was having a "consolation
luncheon" on Tuesday, and wished me to bring Mrs Garland out to
share it, "You will find some of your friends here," he added.

On the train we met Mr and Mrs. Hermann Hagedorn and Mr and Mrs
Julian Street who were also on their way to Sagamore Hill, and we all
rode up in the same motor. The Colonel met us at the door dressed
in riding suit of khaki with spurs on his boots as if just returned from a
ride. He greeted us in western style, -with all his characteristic humor
of phrase, as if determined for the moment to ignore war and
politics, and Mrs. Roosevelt with gentle dignity seemed equally
without care. We had a most delightful hour's talk before luncheon,
during which he showed us the many presents and trophies which
made the house so personal and so interesting.

At the table Zulime was placed beside him and this pleased me
especially for |, at the other end of the table, could not hear all of his
stories and relied upon her to report what our end of the table
missed. Our host was in his gayest mood and kept us shouting with
laughter as he described the comic incidents in his official career.
Part of these | could follow but some of them were told only to Zulime.

One of these anecdotes concerned a certain western Senator and
his wife who were guests at a White House dinner. "When the time
came to enter the dining room, | led the way with the wife of the
Senior Senator, expecting that the others would pair off in
accordance with their cards and follow me. What was my
amazement when we reached the door of the dining room to find my
partner and myself alone. For some unaccountable reason the others
were still in the reception rogm. f ter waiting what seemed like a long
time, the guests came in like a flock of disorderly sheep, Mrs.
Roosevelt at the back, shooing them in. Later when | could reach



Mrs. Roosevelt, the reason of the delay was made plain. It appeared
that when she asked Senator B to take in Mrs. J, he had truculently
announced that he and his wife had heard of the goings-on in
Washington, and they had decided to go together, or not at all.
Whereupon Mrs. Roosevelt had said with ready tact, *| understand
your feeling, Senator. Let us all go in without ceremony.”

| can not give the precise turns of the Colonel's delicious phrases,
but | vividly recall the twist of his lips and the unctuous tones of his
voice | have never seen this story in print, and | doubt if hetxmid write
it as he told it that day. Kpne of his stories werfe as effective when
written or even when reported verbatim, as when he spoke them, for
even when the snap of his lines is caught, the comic spirit of his face
and voice is lost He could not be reported except by a movietone.
Admirably as he often wrote, his writing failed to represent him |
doubt if professional historians like Hagedorn and myself could have
agreed on the precise wording of any of his stories that day. We
were all friends and he took us behind the scenes, not only in
Washington, but in London and Paris He was one of us, a writer
among writers, a gay an&altogether delightful host.

Nevertheless, | sensed a subtle change. His words came slower, just
a little sldwer, as though his vitality had been sapped, and this
impression was confirmed when after lunch he privately said to me in
answer to some suggestion concerning a further autobiographic
record, "Pm of no use, Garland. | can't do it--"

Whether he meant that the European war had made sustained
literary effort impossible or that he felt his age as never before, |
could not determine.

In circumstance our Thanksgiving Day this year was not at all in
harmony with tradition but the spirit of it was. Zulime and Mary Isabel
roasted the turkey while Constance set and decorated the table.



Russell and Polly Wray, our joyous friends from Colorado, and Juliet
Wilbor Tompkins were our principal guests, and the children -- it a
dinner to be thankful for. They were entirely content with our new
home, and as the sun went down they were entranced by the gaeity
of color in the sky and the mysterious suggestions of the doors and
towers. They saw them with the transfiguring imagination of youth.

Looking forward now to Christmas time, | resolved that nothing
should interrupt the shining procession of tinseled trees which had
marked our holidays in the West "In spite of the war, notwithstanding
our small room and our gaslog chimney, the children shall have their
due.”

Irrespective of our change of scene, our Christinas tree was the
largest we had ever had. The girls were now quite aware of the part
we played in dressing the tree but they insisted on not sharing it "We
want to be surprised just as we used to be," they said, and so with an
elaborate effect at silence and secrecy | hammered and sawed just
across the hall from their door.

Nothing appeared lacking as we gathered about the lighted tree next
morning So far as the spirit of the holiday was concerned, we had
transferred it without loss from our wood-fire in the West to our gas-
log in the East.

CHAPTER V

Our Camp in the Catskills.

THE life of an author, which is very largely concerned with the labor
of writing a story, the agony of revising it, and the joy of its publication
(to be followed in most cases by the disappointment of its sale),
does not yield much in way of drama For nearly forty years | have



been either just beginning a book or just finishing one, and | expect
to continue in this activity until my pen refuses to shed its ink. The
reader is warned, therefore, that this chapter is mainly concerned
with the pain and the pleasure which the publication of a new volume
entailed.

The manuscript of A Son of the Middle Border on which | had been
working for ten years (and which had already received partial
publication in Collier's Weekly), was still under my hand during the
winter of 1916-17. In spite of the war and my physical disability, |
kept at the narrative, endlessly correcting and, | hope, improving its
diction Living more and more in the past, | forgot at times the war
with its confusion and despair My conviction that this story was to be
my final literary testament aided me in gaining a measure of
historical aloofness from its homely material. From my chamber of
pain the West of my youth took on increasing charm.

In April, 1917, after having rewritten it for the fifth time, | reached the
point of carrying it to the Club where | put it into the hands of Edward
Marsh, a representative of Macmillans. | did this with much
misgiving, for at the moment of releasing it, | recognized its faults
more keenly than ever. No sooner was it out of my hands than |
wished it back, but there was no help for it then. It was not to be
recalled.

In a short time | think within three days Marsh came to me at the
Club, and with grave intensity asked, "May | have a word with you?"

Keen to know what this earnest note in his voice meant, | lose and
followed him into a small room on the second floor which was
devoted to private conferences. He wasted no time. "l like your story
immensely," he said with a warmth which surprised me, "and | am
prepared to write a contract for it at once."



The feeling in his voice and the gravity of his glance touched me, for
he was not a demonstrative man, "l am fresh from a reading of the
manuscript, and | want to tell you that it means much to me. am a
Son of tke Middle Border myself. My people went into Michigan as
yours went into Wisconsin and lowa. You have written the homely
history of us all, and Macmillans want it for immediate publication.”

In the midst of my depression, this judgment, confirming that of Mark
Sullivan, was heartening. | regained my confidence in the book, and
some small degree of confidence in my future. The terms Marsh
offered were not extravagant, but they conformed to all that | had
hoped for in way of percentages, and coining as they did at a time
when my visions of sudden motion-picture wealth had faded into
doubt, an order for two thousand dollars drawn against the future of a
non-fiction book was a comforting reality. Screen people were too
flighty for me. Iwas on solid ground when dealing with a publisher.

| had no expectation that the book would sell largely. It was not a
novel, it was not even autobiography in the ordinary sense of the
word, and it had not been a notable success as a serial.
Nevertheless, Marsh predicted a sale of thirty thousand copies,
which seemed a generous order to me, and with renewed courage |
set to work once again, preparing the manuscript for the printer,
making many slight final changes in the diction. A month later, |
surrendered it with something of the painful doubt which the
conscientious sculptor feels as he places his plastic figures in the
hands of the molder to be transmuted into unchangeable bronze. So
long as my pages remained in my hands | could alter them but once
in metal they must stand with all their imperfections plaguing their
helpless inventor.

In the midst of this final revision, | was distracted by work upon
another of the many institutions | had helped to organize In this case
it was a kind of Committee of Reception to Foreign Authors,



composed of the Presidents and Secretaries of seven of the leading
literary and artistic societies Edward Wheeler, President of the
Poetry Society, editor of Current Opinion, was my chief fellow-
conspirator in this work which seemed valuable as a war-time
measure. Our 