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Chapter 1



Al -Mansur
714-775 A.D., Iraq
Once upon a time there was a famous
Arab whose name was Al Mansur. He was
the ruler of all the Arabs, and was therefore
called the caliph.
Al Mansur loved poetry and was fond of
hearing poets repeat their own verses.
Sometimes, if a poem was very pleasing, he
gave the poet a prize.
One day a poet whose name was Thalibi
(Thal-īʹ-bī) came to the caliph and recited
a long poem. When he had finished, he
bowed, and waited, hoping that he would be
rewarded.
“Which would you rather have,” asked
the caliph, “three hundred pieces of gold, or
three wise sayings from my lips?”
The poet wished very much to please
the caliph. So he said, “Oh, my master,
everybody should choose wisdom rather
than wealth.”
The caliph smiled, and said, “Very well,
then, listen to my first wise saying: When
your coat is worn out, don’t sew on a new
A Sketch representing the Abbasid Caliph
patch; it will look ugly.”
Abu Ja'far al-Mansur, unknown artist
“Oh, dear!” moaned the poet. “There go
a hundred gold pieces all at once.”
The caliph smiled again. Then he said, “Listen now to my second word of wisdom. It is this:
When you oil your beard, don’t oil it too much, lest it soil your clothing.”
“Worse and worse!” groaned the poor poet. “There go the second hundred. What shall I do?”
“Wait, and I will tell you,” said the caliph; and he smiled again. “My third wise saying is—”
“O caliph, have mercy!” cried the poet. “Keep the third piece of wisdom for your own use, and
let me have the gold.”
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The caliph laughed outright, and so did every one that heard him. Then he ordered his treasurer
to pay the poet five hundred pieces of gold; for, indeed, the poem which he had recited was wonderfully fine.
The caliph, Al Mansur, lived nearly twelve hundred years ago. He was the builder of a famous
and beautiful city called Bagdad.

Procession Before the Tombs of the Caliphs, David Roberts
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Chapter 2



Another S tory of Al -Mansur
714-775 A.D., Iraq
There was once a caliph of Cordova
whose name was Al Mansour. One day a
strange merchant came to him with some
diamonds and pearls which he had brought
from beyond the sea. The caliph was so well
pleased with these jewels that he bought
them and paid the merchant a large sum of
money.
The merchant put the gold in a bag of
purple silk which he tied to his belt underneath his long cloak. Then he set out on
foot to walk to another city.
It was midsummer, and the day was very
hot. As the merchant was walking along, he
came to a river that flowed gently between
green and shady banks.
He was hot and covered with dust. No
one was near. Very few people ever came
that way. Why should he not cool himself
in the refreshing water?
He took off his clothes and laid them on
the bank. He put the bag of money on top
of them and then leaped into the water.
How cool and delicious it was!
Suddenly he heard a rustling noise bePortrait of Almanzor, Francisco de Zurbarán
hind him. He turned quickly and saw an
eagle rising into the air with his moneybag in its claws. No doubt the bird had mistaken the purple
silk for something good to eat.
The merchant shouted. He jumped out of the water and shouted again. But it was no use. The
great bird was high in the air and flying towards the far-off mountains with all his money.
The poor man could do nothing but dress himself and go sorrowing on his way.
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A View of the Tomb of the Caliphs, Hermann David Salomon Corrodi

A year passed by and then the merchant appeared once more before Al Mansour. “Caliph,” he
said, “here are a few jewels which I had reserved as a present for my wife. But I have met with such
bad luck that I am forced to sell them. I pray that you will look at them and take them at your own
price.”
Al Mansour noticed that the merchant was very sad and downcast. “Why, what has happened
to you?” he asked. “Have you been sick?”
Then the merchant told him how the eagle had flown away with his money.
“Why didn’t you come to us before?” he asked. “We might have done something to help you.
Toward what place was the eagle flying when you last saw it?”
“It was flying toward the Black Mountains,” answered the merchant.
The next morning the caliph called ten of his officers before him. “Ride at once to the Black
Mountains,” he said. “Find all the old men that live on the mountains or in the flat country around,
and command them to appear before me one week from to-day.”
The officers did as they were bidden. On the day appointed, forty gray-bearded, honest old men
stood before the caliph. All were asked the same question. “Do you know of any person who was
once poor but who has lately and suddenly become well-to-do?”
Most of the old men answered that they did not know of any such person. A few said that there
was one man in their neighborhood who seemed to have had some sort of good luck.
This man was a gardener. A year ago he was so poor that he had scarcely clothes for his back.
His children were crying for food. But lately everything had changed for him. Both he and his family
dressed well; they had plenty to eat; he had even bought a horse to help him carry his produce to
market.
The caliph at once gave orders for the gardener to be brought before him the next day. He also
ordered that the merchant should come at the same time.
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Before noon the next day the gardener was admitted to the palace. As soon as he entered the
hall the caliph went to meet him. “Good friend,” he said, “if you should find something that we have
lost, what would you do with it?”
The gardener put his hand under his cloak and drew out the very bag that the merchant had
lost.
“Here it is, my lord,” he said.
At sight of his lost treasure, the merchant began to dance and shout for joy.
“Tell us,” said Al Mansour to the gardener, “tell us how you came to find that bag.”
The gardener answered: “A year ago, as I was spading in my garden, I saw something fall at the
foot of a palm tree. I ran to pick it up and was surprised to find that it was a bag full of bright gold
pieces. I said to myself, “This money must belong to our master, Al Mansour. Some large bird has
stolen it from his palace.”
“Well, then,” said the caliph, “why did you not return it to us at once?”
“It was this way,” said the gardener: “I looked at the gold pieces, and then thought of my own
great necessities. My wife and children were suffering from the want of food and clothing. I had no
shoes for my feet, no coat for my back. So I said to myself, ‘My lord Al Mansour is famous for his
kindness to the poor. He will not care.’ So I took ten gold pieces from the many that were in the
bag.
“I meant only to borrow them. And I put the bag in a safe place, saying that as soon as I could
replace the ten pieces, I would return all to my lord Al Mansour. With much hard labor and careful
management I have saved only five little silver pieces. But, as I came to your palace this morning, I
kept saying to myself, ‘When our lord Al Mansour learns just how it was that I borrowed the gold,
I have no doubt that in his kindness of heart he will forgive me the debt.’”
Great was the caliph’s surprise when he heard the poor man’s story. He took the bag of money

Gold dinar of al-Mansur
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and handed it to the merchant.
“Take the bag and count the money that is in it,” he said. “If anything is lacking, I will pay it to
you.”
The merchant did as he was told. “There is nothing lacking,” he said, “but the ten pieces he has
told you about; and I will give him these as a reward.”
“No,” said Al Mansour, “it is for me to re-ward the man as he deserves.”
Saying this, he ordered that ten gold pieces be given to the merchant in place of those that were
lacking. Then he rewarded the gardener with ten more pieces for his honesty.
“Your debt is paid. Think no more about it,” he said.

A bust of the Abbasid Caliph Abu Jaafar alMansur in Mansur district, Baghdad
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Chapter 3



Richard I
1157-1199 A.D., England (Third Crusade)
He was England’s Crusader. Neither
a saint nor more than an absentee sovereign, Englishmen took him to their
hearts as the kingly Paladin who bore
Courage on his crest and whose banners
were inscribed “Honour and Glory.” His
mail-clad figure with sword upraised sits
on his horse outside Parliament, the
Crusader of lost causes.
Through the centuries England has
recognised many such as he, applauding
them, though often enough after their
death, for the unflinching spirit in
which they faced failure for the sake of
noble ends. But in few has the end
seemed more noble or purged of dross
than in this ruthless warrior who sought
to set the Cross high in Jerusalem.
Faithless son, grasping ruler, the cause
he fought for uplifted him above his
failings and his failures, and left him
ennobled. Almost despite himself he
seemed the warrior of Christ
To the English of his day he was
King Richard I, Anonymous artist
something less or something more. He
was their Champion, who upheld their honour in the tournament of nations, who could speak with
their enemy in their gate, and whose nailed fist was heavier than that of the King of France or the
Emperor of Germany. Those were the days of chivalry, a strange fiend of feats of fighting valour and
of verses of high romance. The perfect knight must not only be able to hold his own against all
comers with sword and spear, but must be able to pen a sonnet to his lady’s eyebrow and maintain
the excellence of her beauty against all comers.
They were days when a prince could challenge a rival to meet him in the lists with an array of
7
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picked knights for the possession of a principality. King and duke, emperor and baron and count,
fought for their kingdoms. Wars were waged between them with cruelty and ferocity, but almost as
it seemed for glory rather than for servile gain. In all such fighting, whether between individuals or
kingdoms, Richard Lionheart stood preeminent, a combatant of uttermost valour of whom any
people might be proud. We must judge him by the age he lived in.
For all this the English people loved him, though he loved them not, speaking not a word of our
English tongue nor dwelling among them except to wring out of them money for the fighting that
was to him more than life itself. It was because of this spirit in him that they let him tax them to the
bone, and endured his exactions while he took a tenth of all men’s goods and sold offices of the
Church and offices of the State, declaring that he would sell London itself if he could find anyone
able to buy it. Our people did more than endure him. When all was done and all his dreams had
failed, leaving him a prisoner in the hands of one of the princes he had flouted, they raised a ransom
of over £300,000, equivalent to nine millions of our money, to set him free.
Was it because of his valorous failure in the Holy Land? We think not. It was because a proud
England would not see her champion in the dust. Champion he was still to them; champion he has
remained in English memory through 700 years. Even in Ivanhoe the love of romance that lives in
every English mind applauds not the Crusader, but the bonny fighter whose blows ring through its
pages.
For such a part Nature had fitted him well, no less in frame than in temper. He was of the tall
Plantagenet stock, standing six feet four in his steel shoes, and immensely powerful, a knight who,
adding skill to strength, could bear down any foe. He was fitted by his resolute and unbending spirit
to meet and challenge any adversary in the council chamber or on the battlefield. War was to him
a game, and he found abundant opportunity in a Europe where princes played it, and their subjects
had not begun to learn the lesson that seven centuries have failed to bring home–that for all war is
a cruel and a wicked hazard, with profit for none.
But among this welter of battles was one war lifted above them all and thought to be crowned
with a halo of sanctity, for it was fought not for love of gain or territory, but for the most sacred
emblem of Christianity. It was the war of the Cross, the Crusade of Christian warriors against the
infidel. Two Crusades had come and gone, and a third was imminent.
As Christianity rose from its cradle and spread to all quarters of the world it became the habit
of followers of the Cross to make pilgrimage to Holy Land, some out of love of Christ, some to atone
for sins, some to dwell there as hermits or as monks. For centuries the way to and from Jerusalem
was free and without hindrance; but into the midst of the Arab peoples came invading races from
Africa or Asia commingling into one: the Saracens, followers of Mohammed. They were a tremendous people who preserved learning and knowledge through the Dark Ages and left a legacy of
science and architecture and industry in many lands where they spread. Among them was a core of
fierce intolerance and the lust of conquest. It led them, after many centuries, to harass the Christian
pilgrims.
To uplift the oppression the first Crusade was preached some 30 years after the Conqueror had
landed in England. Its followers flowed in waves across Europe to Palestine, and, though the first
attempts were shattered, Jerusalem was captured in 1099. For 50 years it remained in Christian
hands, with Christianity as the military power in Palestine, but at the end of that time the followers
8

RICHARD I
of Mohammed broke through the Christian defences and a second Crusade failed to win the Holy
City back. The uncertain situation paved the way for the mighty Saladin. Saladin was a Kurd of
military genius and a born ruler. He made himself master of Egypt, Syria, and Mesopotamia; he
shattered the Christian forces at Tiberias; and finally in 1187 he made Jerusalem his own.
This was the event which called for the Third Crusade and sounded like a trumpet in the ears
of fighting Richard. He had had enough of warlike exploits in France, fighting both the French king
and his own father; a Crusade opened to him a new world to conquer.
The opportunity coincided with his ascent to the throne of England made vacant by the death
of his father Henry the Second, whom he had defied and by whose bier he had wept tears of contrition. The English throne to him was no more than a stepping-stone; he was burning to lead an
army into Palestine. If he pillaged his subjects to find funds it may be admitted that he spared
nothing of his own – sacrificed every penny, selling his castles, his towns, his farms. He sold manors
and bishoprics, he sold his sovereign rights over Scotland, he instituted the first tax on personal
property ever known in England.
Richard sailed from England three months after he had been crowned at Westminster, and
joined Philip of France, who was to share the Crusade. From that day onward he set his life to the
tune of romance, the romance of fighting which was bread and wine to him, the romance of love

Richard, Coeur De Lion, on His Way to Jerusalem, James William Glass
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which meant to him following his own desires with no regard to political expediency. For long he
had been expected to marry the French king’s sister. He broke off the match for good and all and
sent for Berengaria of Navarre to be his bride.
Even his bridal tour must be a romance. A storm dispersed the English fleet and drove some of
the ships on the coast of Cyprus, where their crews were seized and cast into gaol. Richard’s sister
and the lovely Berengaria were in a ship in the harbour, not daring to land, when Lionheart sailed
into port. He rushed from his ship to the shore; he conquered the island and cast its Emperor into
fetters. When the Emperor complained of his bonds Richard changed them for chains of silver, a
high note of chivalry. Here in Cyprus he married Berengaria, sold the island he had captured, and
sent away the wife and daughter of the Emperor in the train of his Queen.
Nor was this all that filled this voyage with romance. Adventures to the adventurous; and
Richard’s ships, which had never sailed beyond the Bay of Biscay until they carried him, were led
by him to an attack on a Saracen ship bigger than any they had ever seen and carrying 1500 men.
Richard ordered his little carracks to the attack. Repulsed again and again, he scorned to acknowledge defeat, and persistence and Lionheart won. The Saracen vessel was sunk, and with this last
feather in his cap the Crusader sailed in to the Bay of Acre. He took Acre in his stride in spite of all
Saladin’s efforts to relieve it, and marched on toward Ascalon.
It would be pleasant to think of him as the complete hero, as merciful in victory as he was
unflinching in disaster; but, though the fancied laws of chivalry, ordained generosity and nobility
between knight and knight, they did not extend to the warfare of pitched battles, and even in these
pious Crusades the victor descended often enough to shocking barbarity. After the fall of Acre an
armistice had been proposed between the Christian Crusaders and Saladin, with the surrender of
the Cross as one of its terms and matrimonial and political alliances as others. If Saladin had ever
been disposed to accept them his heart hardened when 2700 Saracen prisoners were marched out
of Acre and slaughtered in sight of his army.
Richard and Saladin met for a decisive battle at Azotus, and here the Lionheart struck the
highest note of his victorious career. He flung back his enemy with a loss of 40,000 men slain on
the field, and the way lay open to Jerusalem. But in the moment of triumph the wheel of fortune
had turned downward; the scale was indubitably descending.
Richard’s own forces had suffered terribly in an action where he and they had formed the spearhead, and jealousy and faction had resulted in the withdrawal of most of the forces commanded by
Philip of France.
To this internal treachery were added external disasters. Saladin harassed the baggage-laden
troops of the Crusaders with a perpetual guerilla warfare. He had naturally no hesitation in choking
the wells; the season of drought was at hand. Death from starvation or thirst or sickness stayed the
march at Bethlehem. Richard alone would have gone on; no others would. It is said that he was led
to a hill where he could see the towers of Jerusalem, but it was barely possible; he could but see the
city of his dreams – as in a dream now ended. They say of him that he placed his shield before his
face and wept.
All was over, but the wounded lion showed his teeth. The last of his acts in Palestine was to
relieve the Crusaders at Jaffa and, marching out with a few score knights and 2000 men, meet the
Saracens once more and beat them. He made the best terms he could with Saladin, who was too
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astute to lay the foundation of further trouble and granted a three-years truce, opening the way for
pilgrims to Jerusalem. This was all the Crusade had brought the great Crusader. With this thought
in his heart, and the knowledge that his brother John had usurped his kingdom in his absence, he
sailed for home.
The wheel of fortune had turned indeed. His ship was wrecked and he landed at Ragusa like
any other penniless wanderer. But one thing was left to him, his unconquerable heart, and, as we
think, his boyish love of romance.
He determined to come home through mid-Europe, though it was thick with his enemies,
among them the unrelenting Philip of France and the Archduke of Austria whom he had affronted
in Palestine. They were alert to seek and find him, and in Vienna, disguised as a scullion, he was
identified and thrown into prison.
It was no light enterprise to cage this lion, and he was moved from castle to castle. Everybody
loves the old story that Blondel, Lionheart’s faithful minstrel, discovered him by singing his master’s

Richard I in Palestine, Philip James de Loutherbourg
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favourite songs from place to place,
receiving at length a sign from the
King’s hand at a window. Whatever the truth may be, the story of
his captivity became known in
England and England rose as one
man to pay the ransom to release
him. It was then that the King of
France wrote to the wretched
John: “The devil is loose – take
care of yourself.” There was reason
for the warning, though Richard,
with all his faults and follies, was
never vindictive. He came home
and was crowned a second time at
Winchester.
England was to see little of the
King they had bought at so high a
price, and he was himself to see
little more of that glorious adventure which all his life had been to
him. In a few months he left
England’s shores forever, to renew
his ancient fight for his French
possessions. As he was besieging
the castle of Chaluz an arrow
Richard the Lionheart Answers Blondel de Nesle’s Singing,
struck him and he died. His last
Jean-Antoine Laurent
great act was to order that the
archer who had shot him should not be harmed. He even forgave his brother John.
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Baldwin, King of Jerusalem
1161-1185 A.D., Jerusalem
It was the time of the Crusades,
those religious wars that brought men
from every part of Europe to fight
against the Turks. From England and
the cold countries of the north, and
from the sunny lands of the south,
large armies came to free Jerusalem
from the power of the great Saladin,
who claimed to be ruler of the Holy
Land.
King Lewis of France was at
Antioch, with seven thousand left of
his seventy thousand fighting men,
for times had gone badly with the
Crusaders, and the story of this, the
second Holy War, is one of quarrels
and failure. The great Conrad, emperor of Germany, waited in sadness
King Baldwin IV of Jerusalem toppling an enemy at the
before the walls of Acre, with his six
Battle of Montgisard, unknown artist
thousand weary men.
On Mount Moriah stood young Baldwin, the third of that name to be called king of Jerusalem.
He was a mere boy of fourteen years. He too had an army of lazy soldiers, who would rather sit in
the warm sun, and enjoy the shelter of their young king’s house, than be near the noise of battle.
Then there came a day which was never to be forgotten, when the great Conrad himself stood
in their midst, with his tall soldiers around him. He told Baldwin how they had marched across the
continents, and forded rivers, braving disease and death, so that they might at last, come to his help.
When Conrad said this, loud shouts went up, “Strike for the Cross, and God defend the Right.”
Then the idle men of Baldwin’s army polished their swords afresh, and looked to their shields, and
thus made ready to face the foe.
The three armies met round the walls of Damascus, and never had that beautiful city looked so
fair. The men of the Crusade spread their tents in the green plains, and thought with delight of the
spoil that would be theirs, when the city was won.
13
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Battle of Ascalon, Charles-Philippe Larivière

Nor had they long to wait. King Baldwin had some members of his family with him, and one of
them, his fair young cousin, the Lady Isabel, thought she would like to gather some flowers from the
beautiful gardens on the bank of the river.
No sooner was she busy with this task, than a band of Saracens pounced upon her, and carried
her off to their tower. But happily for Isabel, her danger had been seen by a boy who was near; and
he ran as hard as he could to King Baldwin, crying as he went, that the Lady Isabel had been stolen.
Great was the anger of the Crusaders when they heard that the Lady Isabel was a prisoner. Every
man slipped on his coat of mail, and every knight seized his swords, while war-cries filled the air.
It did not take long to get back the lady; but the whole thing was like putting a match to a fire,
and in a short while they were in the midst of a great battle. “Allah,” cried the Saracens, as they
poured out of the city in crowds; and “A Baldwin to the rescue,” said the Crusaders, as they rushed
after their young king.
A little later, Saladin fell under the tall Emperor’s sword; and when the Turks saw he was dead,
their ranks broke up, and they flew back to the city. But now the Crusaders behaved foolishly; for
they at once began to quarrel about the city which they had taken.
“It shall be mine,” said Baldwin. “I am its rightful king.”
“It shall be mine,” said Conrad, “for I slew its owner, Saladin.”
“It shall be ours,” said the Knight-Templars, “because we have vowed to protect the Holy Land.”
News of the quarrel reached ears of the Saracens. Within the walls of the city there was a very
clever prince, named Anar; and he called to him a boy, whom his men had brought in. “I will give
you your life and liberty,” said Anar, “if you will find Bernard, Grand Master of the KnightsTemplars, and give him this note. Can I trust you to do this?”
14
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The boy said “Yes,” with a joyful heart, for he longed to be free again. When he reached the
camp, he went straight to the tent of Bernard, who took the letter, and smiled as he read the offers
which Anar made to him.
Now Bernard wanted to be ruler of Damascus, but Anar offered him another city, and some
small presents, if he would but lead his friends away from Damascus; and to his shame, he agreed to
do this.
So cleverly, too, did he manage it, that the armies quietly took up their tents, and went to the
other side of the city, where, as they speedily found out, they were not likely to do any harm. From
the parts they had left, fresh help poured in for the Saracens, and thus Damascus was delivered from
the men of King Baldwin.
Sad and bitter were the young king’s thoughts, as he rode away from the city. His reign ended
very soon; he had his great title, and little else. He was a king, but without a kingdom. Still, we must
think kindly of him as a noble and brave youth, who tried to be the most high-minded of the kings
of Jerusalem.
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Little Soldiers of the Cross
1212 A.D., The Crusades
At one time, men thought that the best thing to do was to fight. Nearly every man was a soldier,
and there were many wars and battles.
Children like to do as grown-up people do. The boys and girls of those days liked nothing so
much as playing at soldiers, and battles, and fighting with one another.
For many years there was a war
called the War of the Cross, or the
Crusades. From many countries men
went to fight in the Holy Land.
The city where Christ died on the
Cross is in the Holy Land. The people
who lived and ruled there did not love
and serve Him. So Christian men
thought it would be a good and noble
thing to take Jerusalem from them.
That is what men fought for in the
War of the Cross.
Soldiers who went to this war
were called Soldiers of the Cross.
Each of them wore a cross upon his
coat or cloak.
The children saw their fathers
and brothers set out for the Holy
Land, and heard a great deal about
the long journey over land and sea to
Jerusalem. Then they made crosses of
paper or of cloth, and put them upon
their own clothing, and played at
being little Soldiers of the Cross.
After a time, some of the bigger
boys began to think it would be a
The Departure: An Episode of the Child's Crusade 13th Century,
better thing to go to the War of the
Joanna Mary Boyce
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The Children’s Crusade, Gustave Dore

Cross, and fight for Jerusalem,
than to play at doing so.
I am sorry to say that a few
of the preachers told them this.
They said that the children’s
weak little arms would be made
strong if they were real Soldiers
of the Cross. They told them,
too, that a dry pathway to the
Holy Land would be opened
through the sea for them.
A shepherd boy in France
heard these things, and thought
it was his duty to lead an army
of children to Jerusalem. He
rode in a grand car about the
country, calling on the children
to follow him.
From all parts of the land
thousands of boys, and even a
few girls, trooped after the car.
They were eager to see new
lands, and to be real soldiers as
their fathers and brothers were.
The parents of the children
begged them to stay at home.
“The way to the Holy Land is
too long and too hard for little
feet,” said they.

But the boys and girls paid no heed to their words.
“We are going to Jerusalem,” they cried, and they ran after the shepherd boy, dancing and
singing merrily as they went.
Alas! they never reached the end of that journey. The way was indeed long and hard. At every
town the children asked: “Is this Jerusalem?” for they did not know how far they had to go.
The little ones soon became tired and footsore. They were hungry too. When no kind people
gave them food, they helped themselves from the gardens and the shops, and were driven away and
beaten. Some of them fell ill and died.
At last the band of boys and girls came to the seashore, but they found the waves rolling up the
beach just as usual. No dry pathway through the water was to be seen. A few of them waded into
the sea, but they soon came back again.
Tired and hungry and sad, the poor children did not know what to do. Kind strangers took some
of them into their houses to live with their own children. But most of them roamed to and fro on
17
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the shore, thinking sadly of Jerusalem and of their homes far
away.
Then they were told of ships
which were to sail across the sea.
The captains of these ships said
they would take the children to
the Holy Land without payment,
“for the love of God.” But they
did not mean what they said.
The boys and girls crowded
joyfully on to the ships. They
were happy, for they thought that
all was well, and that they were
going to fight for Jerusalem.
The ships sailed away, but
they did not go to the Holy Land.
The captains were cruel and
wicked men. They took the
children to another land and sold
them as slaves.
So the poor little Soldiers of
Children's Crusade, Witold Wojtkiewicz
the Cross never saw Jerusalem.
Nor did they ever go back to their homes.
But the story of their sorrows was told in many lands and to many people. When they heard it,
a great many strong men set out for Jerusalem to fight the battles which the children had hoped to
fight.
I am glad to tell you that the wicked captains were caught and punished as they deserved.
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Ralph Waldo Emerson
1803-1882 A.D., Massachusetts
Was he the most harmoniously developed man
the American race has produced? Perhaps he was.
Emerson was never a man of action. He lived a
long quiet life, almost entirely in the country. He
took no part in public affairs except through private
advice given to the American village community
where his years passed serenely away, and through
his lectures and books, which have been circulating
more and more since he died. Three times he visited
Europe to talk with thinkers he admired, to lecture
to English audiences, and to study the character of
the English people from whom his own family and
the best part of his nation had descended. This selfcontained, simple man was great because all he
thought and all he was impressed on mankind the
central truth that real greatness is an inward quality
born in the soul of man, independent of show, a
response in the mind and heart to all that is noble in
the Universe.
He was born at Boston, the city of high thinking,
as it has been called, and he came from a line of
Photograph of Ralph Waldo Emerson,
seven generations of ministers, yet the lad’s early life
Courtesy of the Library of Congress
was what many people would regard as unfavourable. His father died before Ralph was old enough to go to school, leaving his mother with six
children, three younger than himself; and the family was quite poor.
The children, too, were not strong. But Mrs. Emerson was one of those devoted mothers who,
in bringing up their children, are undaunted by difficulties. Helped by her husband’s sister she gave
her children an excellent education, sending her boys to college, where they showed great cleverness, though Ralph was hampered by ill-health. Charles and Edward, who became men of rich
promise, both died young; only Ralph lived to obtain the distinction which all who observed the
family foretold would follow. In the end the plain living and hard work that was the early lot of the
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brothers was no disadvantage, for it left them
contented with a simple life and showed them
which are the truest forms of enjoyment. The
need for being helpful made them unselfish
and sympathetic, and Ralph learned from
earliest boyhood to look for the manhood in
men and to remain unimpressed by such surroundings as may be bought or may come
from fortune rather than from character.
As a means of earning his living and helping his family he became first a teacher; but
his ambition was to follow the family tradition
and enter the ministry, and for five years he
held an important pastorate in Boston. Then
he began to feel that the lecture platform gave
him greater freedom than the pulpit, and his
public work chiefly consisted of lecturing.
The American people like to meet a man face
to face and hear what he has to say, and very
soon Emerson became the most popular of all
lecturers with the more intelligent part of the
community.
This popularity sprang partly from the
extraordinary fascination of the man himself,
and partly from the arousing and stimulating
thought compressed into his hour of talk from
the platform. James Russell Lowell, himself a
master of language, a true poet, and a great
Lydia Jackson Emerson, Courtesy of the
American, said, while Emerson was still alive,
National Portrait Gallery
what he felt about him as a lecturer. Said
Lowell:
“I have heard some great speakers and some accomplished orators, but never any that so moved
and persuaded men as he. There is a kind of undertow in that rich baritone of his that sweeps our
minds from their foothold into deeper waters with a drift we cannot and would not resist.”
“Those who heard him while their natures were yet plastic will never cease to feel and say:
“Was never eye did see that face,
Was never ear did hear that tongue,
Was never mind did mind his grace,
That ever thought the travail long;
But eyes, and ears, and every thought
Were with his sweet perfections caught.”
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That impression of Emerson as a lecturer is repeated in a more familiar way by Nathaniel
Hawthorne, who tells how his approach affected neighbours like Hawthorne himself:
“It was good to meet him in the wood-paths, or sometimes in our avenue, with that pure
intellectual gleam diffused about his presence like the garment of a shining one; and he so quiet, so
without pretension, encountering each man alive as if expecting to receive more than he could
impart.”
This, then, was the famous lecturer, essayist, and poet who conducted his personal search for
truth in the village of Concord, outside Boston, reading in his library, studying his own highest
instincts, thinking fearlessly his own thoughts, moving daily among his neighbours, who came to
regard him with affectionate veneration, lecturing widely, living plainly, until he became a man of
moderate means with a small estate, including forty acres of his own woodland around Walden
Pond, where he allowed his friend Thoreau to build a hut for himself and rusticate, a purposely
lonely man of the woods, a kindly animal of Nature’s flock.
Three times Emerson visited England, first in 1832, to find distraction from the grief of losing
his first wife, and to see men who, through reading, were his friends: Walter Savage Landor, whom

Photograph of Ralph Waldo Emerson's study
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A photochrom postcard of the Ralph Waldo Emerson House in Concord, Massachusetts

he met in Italy; Coleridge, Wordsworth, and Thomas Carlyle. With Carlyle, whom he visited in
Dumfriesshire at the lonely house when Sartor Resartus was written, he formed a life-long friendship, cemented by nearly forty years of correspondence. Here he repeated as a lecturer the success
gained in his own country. In 1833 a second marriage proved one of unbroken happiness and the
home life was lived to the end in Concord, which is now a place of pilgrimage for all visitors to
America from Europe who appreciate the debt owed by the world to the writers of Massachusetts.
What was it in Emerson’s works that won the admiration of his countrymen while he was a
lecturer, and has caused him to be ranked by English readers as first among the Americans who
have given the world materials for the thought which does not wear out?
It is not by the form of his message, whether it be delivered in prose or in verse that Emerson
wins and retains our loyalty. Rarely, indeed, does his writing flow in a reasoned sequence from point
to point. His plan seemed to be to keep a subject in his mind for a while, jotting down the thoughts
that flashed on him separately, and developing each in a paragraph without reference to the rest.
Then his varied collection of thoughts, and the illustrations and metaphors in which they were
contained, would be rather loosely combined. Seldom can one line of thought be followed far, but
the break is forgiven because of the beauties that arrest us by the way.
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And all the while there is in Emerson a point of view that is impressive, and an insistence on
some great truths that give dignity to man, and may often be missed unless they are presented to us
as if by the voice or pen of a seer who has disentangled himself from the petty details of common
life that tend to absorb us and obscure our vision of what is eternal.
Looking at the men about him Emerson sees them making a great unity – Man. He peers past
what is little and mean and selfish in each, and sees that in each which belongs to Man and links
him with the great human kinship. He looks around and sees the whole Universe, the Earth a part
of it, and we ourselves akin to all that is on the Earth and beyond it. He sees a Divine Power working
everywhere, in all things and in us, and he helps us to respond in our heart of hearts to the
promptings of that Divine Power. All life in this larger view becomes significant, great, poetical,
interdependent, in touch with the Divine. He sees God in Nature and in Man, to be found best of
all in following our noblest, loftiest intuitions. He thinks as a prophet who lifts us out of the
commonplace, blind confusion of the
world, and sets us, fearless but humble, in the serene of heaven. And that
serene is each man’s mind, where he
meets God, faithfully.
If we would know how this appealed to the Americans of Emerson’s
day, let us hear Russell Lowell again:
“We used to listen to that thrilling
voice, so charged with subtle meaning
and subtle music, as shipwrecked men
on a raft to the hail of a ship that came
with unhoped-for food and rescue. He
put us in communication with a larger
style of thought; made us conscious of
the supreme and everlasting originality of whatever bit of soul might be in
us; forced us from the stocks of prose
in which we had sat so long that we
had grown well-nigh contented in our
cramps.”
It is Emerson’s mission to carry the
same mental and spiritual stimulation
and exaltation to many generations
through his books; and the man who
can do that is great and will live. As
an illustration of Emerson’s vision and
his exquisite interpretation of it in
Statue of Ralph Waldo Emerson at the Cincinnati Art Museum,
words, read this familiar passage from
Cincinnati, Ohio
him:
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If a man would be alone, let him look at the stars. One might think the atmosphere was
made transparent to give man in the heavenly bodies the perpetual presence of the
sublime. Seen in the streets of cities, how great they are! If the stars should appear one
night in a thousand years, how men would believe and adore, and preserve for many
generations the remembrance of the City of God! But every night come out these envoys
of beauty, and light the Universe with their admonishing smile.
It will do us good to remember Emerson and to read him in these days when, fretting and
spending, we lay waste our powers.
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William Dean Howells
1817-1894 A.D., Ohio
A boy of ten walked into his father’s newspaper and printing office one afternoon and climbed
upon a high stool before a rack of type.
“Father, I am going to write when I grow up. I am going to write just like you do.”
“That will be fine,” the father said as he smiled at his little boy. “Keep on studying and working,
and some day you will be famous.” The boy was pleased to hear such encouraging words.
“I think I will be a printer, too,” he went on. “I will be a printer like you, but I think I would like
to print books and magazines better than newspapers.”
The man’s interest was quickened.
“How would you like to start printing right now? I will
teach you how to set type if you will really try to learn.”
The boy’s eyes beamed as he eagerly accepted the
offer. He became so interested in his typesetting
lessons that in a short time he could set type as well
as his father.
The boy’s name was William Dean Howells.
He came to be regarded as one of the greatest of
American authors and magazine editors, a man
who had worked hard, and had never ceased to
forget that the price of success is constant labor.
William Dean Howells was born at Martin’s
Ferry, Ohio, on March 1, 1837. When he was
about three years old the family moved to
Hamilton, Ohio. His father was a printer and
newspaper editor. The boy took great delight in
running into the printing shop to watch the making of his father’s newspaper.
Although he was a very studious lad he was particularly fond of outdoor life, and of the birds and small
animals in the woods near his home.
When young Howells was twelve years old his family
moved to Dayton, Ohio, where his father bought a
newspaper. After a short time the newspaper failed, and
Photograph of William Dean Howells
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the family became very poor.
His mother’s brothers owned a tract of
farm and woodland along the Miami
River, not far from Hamilton, Ohio; and it
was to this land that the Howells family
moved. There Mr. Howells started farming, which he hoped would make a living
for them.
On this property there was a rough
cabin, which Mr. Howells made livable for
his family. He patched the roof, relaid the
floors, and filled up all cracks through
which the winter winds might come.
Then, in order to make the rooms warmer,
he decided to put on several layers of
paper.
Wall paper was very expensive and
hard to get at that time. One day when Mr.
Howells went to town for supplies he
stopped at the post office. The postmaster
gave him a barrel of old newspapers that
Engraved portrait of William Dean Howells from The Illustrated
had never been claimed.
Birthday Book of American Poets, unknown author, 1882
Mr. Howells took the barrel home, and
he and William papered the house with several layers of newspapers. When winter came William
used to stand for hours reading the old stories and news items that were pasted on the walls.
It was a life of hardship that the Howells family lived in their cabin, for they were poor and the
winter was severe. Their chief joy was a box of books which was sent to them by relatives, and which
William read and reread. He loved books, and even though he was only a young boy he began to
learn to write stories. When spring came young Howells had a wonderful time playing with the boys
from the neighboring farms.
One of the delights of young Howells’ life was to be allowed to drive into town with his father.
During these visits he always made a point of going into the office of the local paper and talking to
the foreman of the printing department. This man did not believe that the young boy could really
set type until William showed him how proficient he was.
One day when the foreman had a big job on hand, and his printer was ill, he drove out to the
cabin in the country to offer the boy his first newspaper job. Young as he was William Howells was
very anxious to earn money for his family, in spite of the fact that it meant his leaving home and
going to live in town.
This marked the beginning of his literary career. He not only set type but began to write articles
and editorials about local happenings. He advanced steadily in his chosen work and finally became
a newspaper editor. A young man as industrious as William Howells was sure to attract attention
outside of his own little town. He was not a politician, but he was interested in politics. This interest
showed in his newspaper writings.
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When President Lincoln was looking for a young man to become the United States consul at
Venice, Italy, in 1861, he remembered the Ohio boy, William Howells, and offered him the post.
Mr. Howells accepted, serving his country as consul for four years.
On his return to the United States, Mr. Howells contributed regularly to The Nation and
occasionally to the New York Times and the New York Tribune. By this time he had become a noted
writer, and his books and short plays were very popular. He became the editor of the Atlantic Monthly
and later accepted an editorial position on Harper’s Magazine. Mr. Howells was a very busy man for
he wrote continuously throughout his life. Despite this fact, however, he always found time to give
encouragement to young writers.
A great honor came to William Dean Howells in 1904 when the National Institute of Arts and
Letters, of which he was a member, chose him as one of seven to form the American Academy of
Arts and Letters of which body he was elected president.

Photograph of William Dean Howells at age seventy
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S ir Richard Burton
1821-1890 A.D., England (Author of Arabian Nights)
An Elizabethan in the Victorian
Era, many strains joined to make him
the explorer, the adventurer, and the
undisciplined spirit he was. His grandfather settled in Ireland but he himself
was born in Hertfordshire. His mother
was of the Macgregor clan with Bourbons in her mingled ancestry. If
Richard Burton had also a touch of the
gipsy in him his life and character were
allied to these people of the wandering
breed; and the gipsies themselves welcomed as a brother one whose wild,
resentful, vagabond, undisciplined
nature was so very much like their
own.
As a child he lived mostly in
France and Italy with no one to say
him nay; but here his native genius
first asserted itself in his ready acquisition of both languages. He learned
them both from the bottom upward
and had a command of their slang and
vernacular that made him at home
with a Paris cabman or among the
Richard Francis Burton, Frederic Leighton
Neapolitan fishermen. Before he was
twenty he went to Ireland and entered Trinity College.
Here he added to the fiery temper of an Irishman an eccentricity all his own. He challenged a
fellow student to a duel for commenting on his French moustache, and he soon came into conflict
with authority. Even Trinity College found his pranks too much for its narrow walls and he ended
a promising career there by being sent down.
Nothing disturbed, he went to India and joined the Bombay Infantry at Baroda at 21. It occurred
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to him that service with the East India Company would
afford him opportunity for one of the great occupations
of his life, the study of Oriental life and language. He
mastered Gujarati, Marathi, Hindustani, Persian, and
Arabic, speaking them all like a native because he could
think in them. It may have been his gipsy affinities fitting
him to get inside the skin of these Eastern peoples.
He passed for a native in the bazaars among natives,
and during the seven years that he stayed in India he was
appointed assistant in the Scinde Survey and there
schooled himself, for nearly the only period in his life, to
do regular official work. It suited his taste and inclination,
and in the result his books on Scinde and the races inhabiting the valley of the Indus are an invaluable contribution to our knowledge.
But India could not satisfy his thirst for adventure.
His eyes turned to the unvisited tract of Central Arabia.
He came home, and with an Irish persuasiveness induced
the Royal Geographical Society to approve his scheme of
making the pilgrimage to Mecca. He assumed the character of an Indian Pathan to conceal any defects of
speech, but he was aided by his knowledge of the complicated Muslim ritual as well as of Eastern manners and
etiquette. With these qualifications to assist him he
First edition copies
became the first Englishman to enter Mecca.
of
Pilgrimage,
Sir Richard Burton
It was in those days of the mid-nineteenth century a
very much more dangerous exploit than now. Both the danger and the exploit appealed to him even
more than the opportunity he had urged on the Royal Geographical Society of exploring Central
Arabia; but the perils and difficulties of both may be estimated by the fact that war broke out among
the tribes while he was there and he was obliged to cut his visit short.
With this feather in his cap he was able to win the assent of the Indian Government to favour
a still more dangerous expedition. The Somali tribes were giving considerable trouble and were
causing a good deal of anxiety about the Red Sea trade. Burton proposed as a way of seeking the
root of the trouble to explore the interior of the Somali country. This time he did not go alone, but
was accompanied by Captain Speke, who was afterwards to write his name large on African
exploration, and two other officers.
But the journey to Harrar, the capital of the country, which had never been entered by any
white man till that time, was made by Burton alone.
He disappeared into the desert. For four months nothing was heard of him. He saw the king at
Harrar and remained there ten days in peril of his life. Then he returned. He rode back across the
desert almost without food or water; he endured hardships that shook his hardened frame, but they
meant no more and no less to him, during the scorching days of that perilous journey, than that he
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ran night and day the gauntlet of
Somali spears.
The spears did not daunt him. As
soon as he got back to his base he
planned a second attempt with his
companions, trusting in his ability to
guide them. This attempt was frustrated by an attack of the tribes. The
expedition got back by a miracle. One
officer was killed, Speke was wounded
in eleven places, and Burton had a
javelin wound in the jaw. Burton recorded all this in one of his best books.
He came home, but was quickly
back in Africa after what seemed to
him a most disappointing adventure in
the Crimean War. Seeking with his
usual originality for the kind of mission
likely to offer most excitement, he
joined a contingent of Bashi-Bazouks
under Beatson. They never reached
the front. His return to Africa was
franked by the Foreign Office, who
recognised his powers and had no
reason to consider his disposition.
They commissioned him, in 1856, to
search for the sources of the Nile.
Speke went with him. The two ex-

Photograph of Sir Richard Francis Burton

plored together the lake regions of Equatorial Africa.
They discovered Lake Tanganyika, but here Burton fell ill. Speke went on alone and on Burton’s
instruction discovered the Victoria Nyanza. Here appeared the other side of Burton’s character. He
seems to have thought that Speke had not afforded him what he regarded as his right share of the
honour of discovery, and he quarrelled with him in consequence.
This was the end of Burton’s African exploration; but let it never be forgotten that his pioneer
work was the incentive to the later expeditions of Speke and Grant, Baker, Livingstone, and Stanley.
He had awakened interest in Darkest Africa by throwing a new light on it. He stirred other men to
follow him in widening the trail; and he awoke the Victorian Era to a recognition of Central Africa’s
promise and possibilities.
After this it seemed as if the flame had sunk in him. He was then only forty, but, either because
the zest for adventure had diminished or because he was difficult to handle, the rest of his life was
spent in the comparatively humdrum business of Consular work.
His appointments took him to various places, to Fernando Po, Santos in Brazil, Damascus, and
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finally Trieste.
If he sought danger no longer he sought knowledge more. The leisure of his later days was spent
in embodying his Arabic learning and his encyclopedic knowledge of Eastern life in his greatest
book. He translated the vast assembly of Eastern
tales known as the Arabian Nights. His edition,
which was printed privately, is like nothing else.
The manuscript of another book he wrote was
destroyed by his wife, a devoted woman whom he
married after his return from Africa and who accompanied him in all his later wanderings and
survived to write his Life.
One sentence in this biography is always remembered, for she tells that when some object of a
journey had been accomplished and her adored
Richard was ready to go home he always left her to
“Pay, pack, and follow.” Her chronicle of him is an
unconscious tribute to her own loyalty and selfdevotion.

Title Page of Lady Burton's Edition
of Her Husband's Arabian Nights

Isabel Burton, unknown artist
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Samuel Pierpont Langley
1834-1906 A.D., Massachusetts
He lost his Promised Land, but he showed us how to fly. He was one of those who strove and
won and broke his heart.
Mighty men since Moses, men of valour and invention, have toiled long years through their
lonely wilderness as Moses did, have reached Mount Pisgah as he did, and have fallen low in defeat
on the very threshold of their victories.
It was not given to Columbus to know that his voyage had brought him to the shores of a new
world.
It was not given to Magellan to see
the end of that first journey round the
world which he began.
It was not given to Galileo to see the
acceptance of the truth he cried out to
his persecutors – that the Earth does
move.
They did things greater than they
knew, these men. None of them reaped
where he had sown, and so it has been
again and again; it is the pathetic tragedy
of progress.
But of all these tragedies is anything
to be compared with the first great
tragedy and the first great triumph of
human flight? It is a thing to break the
heart, this story of the man who showed
the way and died in disappointment and
scorn.
He thought out the problems of
flight. He made a model aeroplane that
did all that was expected of it. He made
a plane that would carry a man, the first
Illustration of Samuel Pierpont Langley from Popular Science
successful aeroplane that man had ever
Monthly Volume 27, unknown artist
made. But this brave man Langley was
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never to know the thrill of its success.
He was the true father and inventor of human flight. He hewed off the fetters which, from the
earliest days of man, had kept the human race chained to the Earth. He enabled us to rise above
the Earth, to soar like birds.
Nothing in the story of aviation really counts before the day of Langley. Dr. Johnson wisely
predicted, when the first balloon in England rose, that nothing would come of it until we could
direct and propel it. Balloons, carried by the winds, transported men hither and thither; but the
balloonist was as helpless in his aerial car as the spider attached to its strand of gossamer. Langley
destroyed the old-established illusions of science in flight which made the flight of heavier-than-air
machines appear impossible.
He pitted himself against the ruling of one of the mightiest human intellects and disproved a
law of Sir Isaac Newton. Working out a new law in place of Newton’s, he did make heavier-thanair machines fly. He was far in advance of his day in making models flash through the air, acting
under their own motive power; but he out-distanced imagination when he designed one of these
machines to carry a man before ever a man had flown. His machine was perfect in all its details save
one, but that one detail could not be overcome at the first time of trial, and Langley was overwhelmed. His critics turned upon him in derision; and he died before another trial could be made.
His grave had been closed eight years before the aeroplane was put to another test, and then
the airman mounted his seat and flew! The first machine ever made capable of lifting a man to the
skies had been in existence eleven years before it was allowed to vindicate its inventor, and when
its success came its inventor had been scoffed into silence and was in his grave.
From that dead man’s discoveries comes every aeroplane in existence now; from his researches,
and the law he laid down, springs the whole fabric of the Flying Age. Whoever presented humanity
with another such gift as flight – flight, the dream of ages, of ancient and modern, of Psalmist and
soothsayer? David sighed for the wings of a dove, but this modest American scientist gave us not
only the wings of a dove, but wings which outsoar the eagle and outstrip the incredible swift. Truly
Langley had his feet on Pisgah, but dark clouds shut out the bright vision, and he died in sorrow.
He gave us the finished vehicle for the first flight, but died with all his hopes unrealised; and it
remains for posterity to do justice to the steady flame of his genius and to honour his name.
What manner of man was he who thus marched in the foremost files of advancing humanity?
He was a man of talent and childlike gentleness, a man who turned from contemplation of the stars
and the secrets of the Sun to the company of laughing children, and in dark hours found solace in
a fairy book.
He was born at Roxbury, which now forms part of Boston, Massachusetts. There, after his
schooldays, he practised civil engineering and architecture, but it was the architecture of the
heavens rather than that of our earthly homes to which his ambition inclined; and, as soon as he
had earned money enough, he came, at thirty, to Europe to visit our observatories. After his wanderyear he returned home and took a position at a small salary as assistant in Harvard College
Observatory, but he was sufficiently skilled in mathematics to hold at the same time a mathematical
professorship at the United States Naval Academy.
Happily, the directorship of the Alleghany Observatory at Pittsburgh soon fell vacant, and
Langley was appointed. He remained there for a quarter of a century, and carried out a series of
33

MY WORLD STORY BOOK
investigations and inventions which were destined to enrich scientific knowledge in many directions.
Following that appointment came the secretaryship of the Smithsonian Institution in
Washington, one of the world’s great homes of science. Here Langley had ample leisure for experiment in whatever branch of science he might choose. He had not gazed day and night into the
heavens without a thought of the intervening atmosphere. He had pondered the ways of birds and
the mystery of the invisible ether which supported them on their way through space. Was it possible
for man to find some means of copying the flight of birds?
Could not man make for himself some mechanical equivalent of the feathered planes of little
birds? He knew all about kites, and those gliding machines from which men descend in safety from
great heights, as a flying-squirrel with its parachute descends from trees. But neither kite nor glider
nor squirrel could propel itself through the air. They may rise for a moment, under the influence of
a favouring current, but they must come down because there is no power to propel them forward,
nothing to keep sufficient air beneath them to prevent them from dropping down like a stone in
water. To fly there must be motive power, and to obtain motive power there must be considerable
weight. Langley saw all this, and asked himself whether the power needed could not be lessened by
increasing the speed – that is, by providing a fast light engine instead of a powerful heavy one?
He was face to face with the No of Newton. Our great man had laid it down as a fixed law that
it takes more power to move a body through the air at a high speed than at a low speed. That is the
conclusion to which any one of us would have come before Langley began his experiments. A law
laid down by Sir Isaac Newton was not lightly to be challenged, but Langley did challenge Newton
in this case. Great men of past ages, who have taught us many wonderful things, have made mistakes
and hampered progress enormously. Aristotle, one of the greatest minds that ever illumined the
world, was in some ways a brake upon knowledge, a bane rather than a blessing, when the great
revival of learning set in. Twenty-three centuries ago he declared the Earth to be a sphere fixed in
the centre of the Universe; and Galileo, when he came to declare that the Earth revolves, had
Aristotle flung at his unhappy head.
Aristotle believed queen bees to be king bees, and none dare challenge him for 2000 years, when
an audacious Dutchman opened a king bee and proved it to be a queen, teeming with eggs. Such
blunders, odd blemishes on immortal reputations, were the result of careless thinking. The age of
scientific experiment and proof had not arrived in Aristotle’s day, hardly in Bacon’s day; yet the
laws laid down by these wise men were held to be beyond question. Often has dead greatness misruled us from he grave, and Newton’s greatness was ruling men’s minds in relation to flight when
Langley took up the subject in 1887.
He determined to test this ruling of Newton, and his series of experiments showed him that
Newton was wrong. Langley found that it takes less power to maintain a body in the air at a high
speed than at a low speed, and not more, as Newton said.
Obviously, then, what was required was not a heavy, slow-moving engine, but a light, fast
engine; for, by the use of this, the plane would be driven forward horizontally as long as the power
lasted. That is the first law of air dynamics, and it is Langley’s law, the foundation upon which all
the science of artificial flight is based. Now to test it in actual flight!
After much experiment Langley completed a model aeroplane, driven by a tiny steam-engine.
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He was certain that it could fly, but he had not solved the problem of launching. So he placed his
machine on the top of a houseboat on the beautiful River Potomac and fixed a catapult to discharge
it into the air. Only one man, except his mechanics, was present with Langley to see the first trials,
but he was the famous Dr. Graham Bell, inventor of the telephone, and he shall describe for us the
memorable scene. This is his story:
“I went out into the middle of the bay in a boat where I might get a near view of the apparatus,
and provided myself with a camera in case I should have an opportunity for a snapshot at the
machine in the air. Langley was too nervous to be close at hand, and retreated to the shore; and in
my mind’s eyes I can see him now, a lonely figure against the dark background of the woods, watching from a distance the results of the experiment.
“Then came the whir of the propellers, the catapult was released, and the machine shot off
horizontally into the air. This was a very critical moment.
“Would the machine fall into the water?
“Would it fly against the trees that surrounded the bay?
“Or would it clear the trees and make an extended flight?
:These questions were soon answered by the machine itself, which gradually rose into the air

Photograph of Samuel Langley’s Experimental Tandem Biplane on the Potomac River,
courtesy of the Library of Congress
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and made a beautiful steady flight, far above the trees, continuing to climb higher and higher as it
went along, until at last the steam was exhausted, and the propellers stopped.
“Then came another critical moment. Would the machine plunge into the water with a crash?
But no, it glided gracefully down and alighted on the water, none the worse for its trip except for a
wetting. After the wings had been dried the machine was tried again, with the same success. The
workmen hailed Dr. Langley on the shore with loud cheers. This was his moment of triumph. After
many years of study and experiment he had at last seen with his own eyes a steam-engine flying with
wings in the air like a bird. It had flown steadily on its designed course without a guiding hand,
traversing a distance of half a mile, and coming down gently upon the water without injury.”
So runs the narrative of the one great scientific witness of the first flight of a heavier-than-air
machine, and the date, ever memorable in the annals of air-travel, was May 6, 1896.
It was an astounding triumph. At last wings had been given to man. What would Langley do
about it? Should he claim patents and make himself as rich as Rockefeller? No, his interest in flight,
as his interest in life, was scientific; his desire, was only to add to the powers of man. “I have brought
to a conclusion (he wrote) the portion of the work which seemed to be specially mine, the demonstration of the practicability of flight; and for the next stage, which is the commercial and practical
development of the idea, it is probable that the world may look to others.” Then he added this
notable prophecy:
“The world will indeed be supine if it does not realise that a new possibility has come to it, and
that the great universal highway overhead is soon to be opened.”
But, as men who have once been into the old lands of the Earth feel ever the call of the East in
their blood, Langley felt the call of the air in his. He experimented with a man-carrying aeroplane
until his means were exhausted. There was nobody with imagination enough to help this grand
solitary figure who was solving a problem that had baffled all the ages. In 1898 a friend appealed to
the American Government for funds to help but not until 1903 was the man-carrying machine
ready.
The first of all power-driven aeroplanes was a little thing weighing 25 pounds, with a span of 13
feet from tip to tip of the wings; the second, to carry a man, had an engine weighing only 125
pounds. There was still the trouble of launching, for wheels had not been thought of, nor had
Langley the idea of high pylons as a launching point, such as the Wrights afterwards used in conjunction with his catapult idea. So Langley once more tried the houseboat on the Potomac and in
May 1903 the machine and the pilot were catapulted into the air. It was a tragic day for Langley.
The launch was not a success; the machine fell into the water with its pilot.
Flying had all along been suspect in America, as everywhere else, and Langley’s wonderful
achievements in 1896 were swallowed up in this defeat of 1903. The newspapers turned upon him
as if he were some crazy loon foisting a quack contrivance on the credulity of an injured public. All
his years of brilliant effort and all his successes were forgotten in a flood of bitter abuse. Langley was
nearly seventy then, but he had a boy’s passion for conquering and a boy’s vehement intolerance of
injustice, and his heart broke under the bitter public wrong of which he was the victim. But for this,
he said, he would have done all his work again; but the campaign of calumny in the papers overwhelmed him.
“I shall never forget my last half-hour with him,” says his old friend and assistant, Dr. Brashear.
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Langley showed his friend the little piece of starting mechanism that had broken, deflecting the
aeroplane down into the Potomac, whereas it should have sailed up into the air. With a sad heart,
and in a trembling voice, the old man said, “This has wrecked my hopes for ever. My life-work is a
failure.” His friend did all he could to comfort him, but it was too late. Langley, the inventor of
human flight, sank slowly under his grief, and died three years later at Washington. In his last illness
his niece attended him, and at his request she took a book to cheer his closing hours. It was one of
Andrew Lang’s fairy tales!
Seven years passed away after his death. His old friends founded a medal in his honour to bestow
upon the men who followed him, who took up flying where he left it; and one day, at one of their
meetings, they decided to reopen Langley’s workshop and carry on his work. They did. In May 1914
they brought out their master’s old machine, which in 1903 had fallen with its pilot into the River
Potomac. They left it as he left it, except for the launching apparatus. This they removed, substituting floats like those now used on the sea-plane. This increased the weight from 850 pounds,
with the pilot, to 1170 pounds.
The aeroplane was set on the water, the pilot took his place, the engine was started, the propeller
was set to work, and the machine, skimming the water for a little way, rose into the air and flew like
a bird.
For eleven years the first of all man-carrying aeroplanes had been in existence, and the world
knew it not. The most revolutionary mechanical invention in the world had lain there unused and
unrealised, and the world that had scoffed at it had killed its inventor.
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Leland S tanford
1824-1893 A.D., New York / California
As the years accumulate between the living man herewith
remembered, who died in 1893,
and the memories of his life, the
chief lesson of that life becomes
clear – foresight. That is the useful, practical lesson to be learned
from the career of Leland Stanford.
To some, he was a financier; to
others, a successful promoter; to
others, that ever questionable
human being, a rich man. The
deeper qualities of his nature, the
simplicity, modesty, sincerity and
kindness which many acts of his
life show, are not widely associated
with his name. In fact there exists
no biography of him, doubtless because he himself did not encourage
the notion. His memory is reduced
to a brief sketch in the encyclopedia among men who have left a
mark that stretches into future
Leland Stanford's official portrait as California Governor,
generations.
courtesy of California Department of General Services
There are three things he accomplished, in the short seventy years of his life, that explain his right to an important place in the
world’s history, particularly in American history.
First – He organized and built the Central Pacific Railroad, so completing a connecting thread
with the Pacific and Atlantic.
Second – He exerted brilliant and loyal energies as Governor of California, in 1861, to sustain
Lincoln and the Union.
Third – He built and gave to the country the Leland Stanford Jr. University, a gift inspired by
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the death of his son when a boy of fifteen, mingled with a dominating impulse of his life to contribute
something useful and practical to the world, for the future.
He was usually building something – for tomorrow. What he had accumulated yesterday was
only to improve that purpose. His impulse was – foresight. Not a spectacular man, for although he
became extremely wealthy, and was twice elected to the United States Senate, he made no impressive speeches, adorned no heroic event. A slow-thinking, deliberate, conscientious, plain sort
of man all through, and yet with a dynamic force in him that swayed other men. His chief sport was
horse racing. He owned some famous beauties of the track of his day. A man’s man in every sense
of the word – and a self-made man in the sense that he became one of the “Argonauts” of California
who accumulated stupendous fortunes in the West of the gold-fever period. It was not a sudden
mining speculation, as it was with so many adventurers in the West during that gold excitement,
that brought him wealth. He didn’t strike ore in great quantities overnight, as some others did.
There were no miracles of chance that might add a
touch of picturesque adventure to his life. Leland
Stanford was a man of quiet, slow, careful methods, a business man. He had an imagination
that foresaw many things, and he encouraged
these visions of the future, but he kept them
harnessed to practical, sane uses. His imaginative faculties were not indulgences, they
were the supports of his practical plans.
The character of the man may be the
result of boyhood environment, or may not
be. There are many who claim that the impressionable years of a boy’s life fasten deep
upon the impulses and habits of manhood.
Leland Stanford was born on a farm in the
fertile hills of Central New York, about eight
miles from Albany. The small settlement –
small at that time in 1824 – was called
Watervliet. He always claimed chiefly
English ancestry, though there was a decided
Irish mixture from his father’s side of the
family. His mother was of old Puritan, New
England stock closely related to the direct
descendants of the early “Mayflower” colonists in Massachusetts.
Josiah Stanford was an industrious, thrifty, intelligent man, whose place, Elm Farm,
was on the main post-road from Albany to
Schenectady. It would seem as though the
Mr. and Mrs. Leland Stanford from Days of a Man the
autobiography of David Starr Jordan 1922
farm environment did not wholly absorb
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Josiah Sanford, for he dabbled occasionally in the business of a contractor, when it looked like a
profitable occupation. In this way he contracted to build and did build a portion of the turnpike
between Albany and Schenectady, and built other roads and even bridges in the vicinity. He, too,
had the gift of foresight, for he was one of the prime movers in the plans, just developing at the
beginning of the nineteenth century, for building the Erie Canal. This was a period of considerable
enthusiasm and activity in the growth of the farm communities of Central New York, for in 1829
the New York legislature granted a charter for a railroad between Albany and Schenectady and
Josiah Stanford was one of the principal contractors for this road. As a boy, Leland Stanford spent
most of his spare time watching some of this construction work which was close to his father’s home.
From his infancy, almost, the boy was saturated with the business of railroads. Most of the men who
came to his father’s house discussed the railroad business. Furthermore, it was one of the most vital
and inspiring subjects of that comparatively early period in railroad development in America. Transportation then was still a problem of vast conjecture and prophecy. It stimulated the imagination of
engineers and business men so that they dreamed of the vast railroad achievements of to-day. Leland
Stanford, then a boy, shared the excitement of these dreams, traveling in imagination with them
when he heard his father and his friends discussing such a wild project as building a railroad as far
as Oregon.
His life on the farm was an active one. He was up at five every morning in winter, and four in
summer, to do those early chores that the city lad escapes. He went to the public schools of his
vicinity till he was twelve years old, and for three years he was taught at home. When he was fifteen
he cleared off a wide sweep of timber land which his father had contracted for, and with his share
of this work, the first money he ever earned, he paid for his own tuition at an academy in Clinton,
N. Y. The chief curiosity of his boyhood was the construction, equipment and extension of a
railroad. His boyish imagination, when he was only thirteen, eagerly grasped the plans to build a
railroad as far west as Oregon, regarded by many at that time as a wild project.
In after years he recalled especially a long session between his father and Mr. Whitney, one of
the engineers of construction of the Mohawk and Hudson River Railway, in which the great plan
of an overland steam road to Oregon was discussed from all points of view. His father stubbornly
maintained that it could be done, in spite of obvious engineering difficulties, just as years later in
California, Leland Stanford insisted that the Sierra Nevada Mountains could be conquered by railroad transportation. That night was the beginning of a dream that materialized many years later.
The first years of Leland Stanford’s career were not of any brilliant promise. He chose the career
of a lawyer, and began his studies in the office of Wheaton, Doolittle and Hodley, in Albany. At
the end of three years he was admitted to the bar. Those were the days when the slogan of youth
was, ‘‘Go West, Young Man!” and the newly appointed member of the bar promptly took this advice.
He selected a small town, in Wisconsin, called Port Washington, where he hung out his shingle.
Men were enthusiastic about the western country in those days, and Port Washington, though a
community of about 1700 people, was boomed as the future great shipping point of the lake region,
with expectations to rival Milwaukee or Chicago in this respect. Young Leland Stanford succeeded
in this early venture as a practicing lawyer, at the end of the first year having earned $1200, in those
days a prosperous revenue. In fact he indulged himself, on the strength of this prosperity, in a trip
home to Albany in 1850, when he was just twenty-six years of age. Without heralding the intentions
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of this trip, the young man no doubt had returned home with the specific plan of winning Jane
Lathrop, daughter of Dyer Lathrop, a merchant of Albany, one of the oldest families in that aristocratic Dutch and English settlement. At any rate, they were married and he returned with his young
bride to Port Washington, Wisconsin, where they lived for two years. Whatever the prospects of a
young lawyer might have been, had Leland Stanford remained there he might never have been the
man of large affairs he became. A kindly fate, in the disguise of what seemed a catastrophe, forced
him into the far West. His office was burned out, with his entire law library and all papers, documents, and valuable files. It was the total destruction of his first ladder, and he received the first
real bump of his young life. There was nothing left but to begin again. It was about this time that
the great discovery of gold in California had been made, and the young man decided that was the
place to which to go. He returned to Albany first, where his wife failed to get her father’s permission
to go with her husband into the unsettled portions of what was then a wild country, and she remained in Albany. The young husband didn’t waver in his plans, though those who saw in later
years how devoted and simple-minded he and his wife were can appreciate the courage it took to
leave her for an adventure that promised hardship, danger, and a long separation.
His five brothers had preceded him to California, and that no doubt partly influenced his
decision. It took him thirty-eight days from Albany to San Francisco via steamer to Nicaragua,
including twelve days crossing the Isthmus. The memory of that tedious, uncomfortable trip no
doubt stimulated Mr. Stanford’s determination to shorten it by building the Central Pacific to a
point where it joined the Union Pacific. He found his brothers conducting a general merchandise
business in Sacramento, and soon he began a mercantile career for himself at Cold Springs, Eldorado
County.
He did not plunge into the speculative adventure of the prospector for gold. He didn’t go out
and pan dirt with the gambling impulse of the gold digger. He was a cautious, far-seeing man, and
instead, he opened a store at Michigan Bluffs which was the central business point of the Placer
County mining district. It was a rough, pioneer mining camp, and here the young lawyer endured
some of the hardships of that frontier life in the ’50s, in California.
In an address delivered forty years later he referred to these experiences.
“The true history of the Argonauts of the nineteenth century has to be written. No poet has yet
arisen to immortalize their achievements in verse. They had no Jason to lead them, no oracles to
prophesy success, nor enchantments to divert danger; but like self-reliant Americans, they pressed
forward to the land of promise, and traversed thousands of miles where the Greek heroes traveled

View of Stanford University from the Oval, Stanford, California
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hundreds. They went by ship and by wagon, on horseback and on foot, a mighty army, passing over
mountains and deserts, enduring privations and sickness; they were the creators of a commonwealth, the builders of States.”
Among the gifts which Leland Stanford had inherited or acquired was a shrewd business sense,
for he invested in mining operations, prospered, and in three years bought out his brothers in
Sacramento and immediately went East and returned with his wife to Sacramento. Some of his
friends have always insisted that he was blessed with good luck; at any rate, he found himself in
1855, at the age of thirty-one, firmly established in business in Sacramento on a large scale. Up to
this time the young man’s work had been centered on making provisions for a home which he had
lost in Wisconsin. There came to him, in a very short time, a realization that the political may also
be a part of a man’s patriotic obligations, so he became one of the first founders of a new party in
California, the Republican Party, when he was still a young man in 1856. He ran for office in the
State twice, and was twice defeated. In 1860 while a delegate at large to the Republican National
Convention, he became a close friend of Abraham Lincoln, for whose nomination he was an influential advocate. These were the trying years of strife and civil war, and Lincoln’s anxieties as to the
possibility that California might secede from the Union made him value the friendship of Leland
Stanford. At the invitation of Lincoln, he remained several weeks in Washington after the President’s inauguration, and was consulted by him as to the loyalty of California to the Union.
In 1861, after a vigorous campaign, Leland Stanford was elected Governor of California. He was
only thirty-seven years of age, a youthful Governor, especially at a critical period in both State and
National affairs. He accomplished reforms. He organized the militia, abated the evils of squatter
claims in the State, established a State Normal School and reduced the indebtedness of the State
by one half. His services as the young War Governor of California alone would entitle him to a
permanent place in National history.
The project for constructing the Central Pacific Railroad was chiefly an achievement of his boyhood dreams, awakened when he listened to his father’s argument with Mr. Whitney about building
a road from Albany to Oregon.
“Never mind,” he said to his wife during their voyage to California on a rough sea, “a time will
come when I will build a railroad for you to go home on.”
With what was regarded as a visionary faith in an engineer, Theodore D. Judah, who insisted
that he could build a railroad over the Sierra Nevada Mountains, Leland Stanford induced his fellow
merchants in Sacramento to subscribe enough to send this engineer to make a preliminary survey.
This was the origin, the beginning of the Central Pacific. The men who started the enterprise were
Leland Stanford, Collis P. Huntington, Charles Crocker, Mark Hopkins and James Bailey. C. P.
Huntington was a hardware merchant and he was the first supporter of Leland Stanford’s plans.
These five men brought upon themselves the jibes and jeers of the thoughtless multitude for their
organization of the Central Pacific. The whole project was treated with ridicule and contempt by
every man of wealth in California. The five merchants stood alone, with their comparatively small
capital pooled and committed to the project. Appeals for support to the wealthy men of the State
failed entirely. It probably would never have been accomplished, and the five merchants of
Sacramento would have gone broke, except for Leland Stanford’s success in getting an Act of
Congress by which Government aid was given to the construction of the Central Pacific. It was a
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Leland Stanford and Family by Larkin Goldsmith Mead, Stanford University, Stanford, California.

gigantic task managed by these men of ability and courage, which fulfilled Leland Stanford’s dream
as a boy, a transcontinental railroad. The junction with the Union Pacific was made in the spring
of 1869, and every one of the five men who had risked everything against superhuman odds made
a colossal fortune.
Governor Stanford became the largest landowner in California. When he contemplated building
the Stanford University he and his wife visited the president of a New England College and asked
what amount it would require to endow such an institution.
“About $5,000,000,” said the president.
“Don’t you think,” said Leland Stanford, turning to his wife, “we had better make it ten
millions?”
He died on his estate, Palo Alto, suddenly, June 20,1893.
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Grover C leveland
1837-1908 A.D., New Jersey
“Where’s Grove?” asked Deacon
McViccar, as he stepped from behind a
barrel of molasses in the country store
in Fayetteville, a small village near
Syracuse, New York.
‘‘I see him and Howard Edwards
goin’ off fishin’,” said one of the men.
The same thing had happened often
before.
‘‘He’s a good boy,” said McViccar,
who owned the country store where
Grover Cleveland was employed, “but
he’s the gosh-darndest fisherman I ever
did hear tell of.”
The other men in the store laughed,
and the deacon went back behind the
counter, shaking his head sadly.
The fact is that when Grover
Cleveland was a country boy he and
Howard Edwards were chums. Howard
saw nothing wonderful about his pal
“Grove,” except that they got along well
together. They were about the same age
and size when they both lived in the
little village near Syracuse, and they
played, and often slept and ate, together. They had lots of fun too. There
Grover Cleveland, Anders Zorn
was one thing about Grove, you were
always sure to catch fish when you went fishing with him, because he knew just what kind of bait
to get, how to put it on the hook, and did not get discouraged if the fish didn’t bite at once. Grove
would rather fish than eat.
He was always full of fun. The best joke he played on the village was when he tied a long string
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to the clapper of the village bell and kept it hidden. At night the people of the village were suddenly
startled by a loud ringing of the bell, and every one rushed out of the houses to find out who rang
it; but they never did.
Most boys who became well known men in American life after they grew up showed some indication that they would become famous for one thing or another; but the only thing Grove excelled
in, so far as any one else could see, was fishing. That in itself was not a very promising outlook. He
was just a freckled, mischievous, good-natured little country boy, who worked for the country store
in Fayetteville. His father had been pastor of the Congregational Church of the village, and some
of his brothers and sisters were born there. Still, although he himself had been born in Caldwell,
New Jersey, everybody in Fayetteville knew him as the “parson’s son.” Every one liked him. He was
an obliging, respectful sort of boy.
While he seemed to be doing nothing but just growing up, he was, as a matter of fact, quietly
learning the most important thing in life to make a man successful; he was studying other men. This
was not because he was planning to become President of the United States, but because he always
had a great interest in people. There is no better place to find out just how different men and women
are than a country store. The whole neighborhood for miles around had to go there to buy what
they needed, and Grove was popular with them because he would listen to all their troubles, without
saying a word himself; and though he had given them no advice, because he was too young then to
be able to do so, they went away with a feeling that he was a smart boy because he had listened so
attentively, and discreetly said nothing. This was one of Grove’s greatest gifts, which later in life
secured him the friendship of men and the confidence of a Nation.
It was not a gift Grove was conscious of. Being one of the younger members of a family of nine
children, he was not thinking very much about himself. He did not expect to have the advantages
of his elder brother William, and he had so many sisters to boss over him that he was glad to be
working in the store, at another village than where they lived then. He wasn’t one of those studious
boys who was always reading difficult books – Grove wasn’t that sort of a boy. He just went along
quietly working for Deacon McViccar, and earning fifty dollars a year which he contributed to his
father’s large household in Clinton, New York.
The way he went to work in the store at Fayetteville was this. His father had taken a church in
Clinton, New York, because Hamilton College and also preparatory schools were there; and as he
was himself a college graduate, having gone to Yale when he was young, he wanted his children to
be well educated. When the family first went to Clinton, William, the oldest brother, went at once
to Hamilton College and studied for the ministry. Grove started in at one of the preparatory schools.
His father soon found that the expenses of the home were too great, and as Grove was a sturdy,
dependable boy he was sent to take a job in the country store kept by his father’s old friend, a former
deacon in his church.
He remained there two years, at the end of which time he had gained some valuable things in
his life. He had met so many different kinds of people that he had learned to know just how to make
friends with any one at all. He did not allow his own likes and dislikes to influence his manner
towards any one. He did not judge people by the clothes they had on or the education they had. He
just learned to look for the best in every one, and they liked him for it because they knew he was
fair and just to them.
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Grove was the kind of boy who educated himself along this line, unconsciously preparing himself
for the greatest possible gift of character – good judgment. He was born in a village, and out of his
village life came those broader qualities of mind and heart that prepared him for the difficult work
of being a leader himself. Those two years in a country store were the most valuable training of his
life.
At the end of two years he returned to Clinton and had just begun to take up his studies at the
preparatory school where he had left them off, when his father died very suddenly. He was in Utica
for the day with his sister when the news reached them. Of course he went home feeling very sad,
but above all he was thoughtful. He was fifteen years old when this happened to him.
As a boy, Grove was always far ahead of his years. He felt the burden of responsibility which his
father’s sudden death brought to him. Being one of four brothers, it was his duty to share in taking
care of his mother and sisters. His brother William had become an instructor at the Institution for
the Blind in New York City, and he secured a place for Grove as his assistant. The family remained
at the little village of Holland Patent where their father had moved in search of health and had
died. Of course this was only a beginning. Grove knew very well that he had to think about a career
for himself, and having no money, he had to decide first upon what he wanted to be, and second,
how he was going to get there.
There was one thing about Grove that made every one, young and old, always respect him very
highly; he was modest about his own ability. Long after he had retired from public life, after he had
twice been elected President of the United States, he never spoke of himself as President. If a question was asked him he always said, “When I was in Washington,” he never said, “When I was
President.” This was very useful to him, this habit of being modest about himself when every one
knew he was a great man – in fact it was just what made him a great man.
It had been anticipated that Grove would become a minister like his father, but his older brother
William graduated for the ministry at Hamilton College, and Grove thought that was enough in the
family.
With another boy of about his own age, whose ambitions were also just beginning to develop,
Grove talked over future plans. As a lot of other boys had done before them, they decided to start
out together on a journey in search of their fortunes. Instead of going to the great cities to find them,
however, Grove was in favor of trying smaller places. He had been in New York and had seen the
hardships they might have to meet, alone without money, in the big city. So they decided to go west
from the little village of Holland Patent.
Having no money saved up, Grove, who had sent all his earnings in New York to his mother,
realized that it was absolutely necessary to have some before starting away. He went to an old friend
of his father’s, Honorable Ingham Townsend of Fonda, New York, who had given many young men
their first start in life, and asked him for twenty-five dollars. This was a lot of money for two boys to
start out with to make their fortunes, but Mr. Townsend gave it willingly, telling Grove that he need
never return it, but that if he should ever meet a young man in need, as he himself then was, he
might pay the debt to that young man if he could spare it. Many years later, when Mr. Townsend
was a very old man, he received that twenty-five dollars back from Grover Cleveland, then Assistant
District Attorney of Erie County.
The two boys, Grove and his chum, tried to get jobs in Utica and Syracuse, without success. It
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was difficult to decide where to go next. One place seemed just as good as another, so Grove
suggested they start for Cleveland, Ohio. He believed that as the town bore his name it ought to
bring them good luck. Cleveland was a very long way from Syracuse, however, but that didn’t matter. They had no friends, no advisers, no particular place where they were sure of work, and very
little money to last them. When they reached Buffalo, which is on the way to Cleveland, Grove
thought he would make a call on his aunt and uncle by marriage, Mr. and Mrs. Lewis F. Allen. They
lived in a fine house in the suburb of Black Rock. While he left his friend in Buffalo to wait for his
return, he walked out to his uncle’s house. He told his uncle that he was on his way to Cleveland
to make his fortune.
‘‘Grove, what on earth are you going to Cleveland for?” his uncle asked him.
‘‘I think I’m going to become a lawyer, there,” said the youth quietly.
“The law business in Cleveland is very bad, I’ve heard,” said his uncle slowly. ‘‘If you will stop
with us, I will try to find a place in a lawyer’s office for you here. Is any one with you?”
“Yes, one of my friends was going west to find something to do, and I was going with him. I shall
have to ask him if he will excuse me if I stop here with you.”
His obligations of friendship were always uppermost in his character, and Grove took that long
walk back to Buffalo to explain the situation to his friend. The latter said it would make no difference in his plans if Grove stayed with his relatives, and so they separated.
That is how, at eighteen years old, this penniless boy began his career in Buffalo, New York, to
become, thirty years later, President of the United States.
The home in which he now found himself was a beautiful house. Black Rock was a delightful
suburb, in 1855, only two miles from the heart of the city. The Allen homestead was the only big
stone house in the neighborhood. It had once been the residence of General Peter B. Porter, who
had been Secretary of War in the Cabinet of John Quincy Adams. It is quite possible that Grove,
with his keen, adaptable mind, felt for the first time, in these surroundings of historical grandeur, a
new spur to his ambitions. Here he found a larger library than he had ever had access to, and he
became Mr. Allen’s assistant in completing a book called the “American Herd Book,” a work in
many volumes of which his uncle was the author. For years Mr. Allen had prided himself upon the
fine cattle he raised on a farm at Grand Island. In the preface of the fifth volume of the “American
Herd Book,” which was published six years after Grove came to live with his uncle, the author
wrote:
“I take pleasure in expressing my acknowledgment of the kindness, industry, and ability of my
young friend and kinsman, Grover Cleveland, of Buffalo, a gentleman of the legal profession.”
Mr. Allen found Grover Cleveland during these years a young man “with quietness of intellect,
a ready mind that was always accurate. He was unusually prompt. His chief recreation was fishing
and shooting.”
His uncle clothed him and boarded him and paid him a return for his work on the book. He
became attached to him, and he found him a place in a lawyer’s office. Grover Cleveland’s first
important demonstration of that independence of character for which he was conspicuous happened at this time.
“Grover, you’d better go up and see Hibbard,” his uncle said to him one day, referring to a lawyer
in Buffalo. He went, and came back without any comment. He was a high-spirited boy, and Mr.
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Hibbard said something he didn’t like. He got up without a word and walked out of his office.
He began his career in the law in the office of Rogers, Bowen and Rogers, in Buffalo, with slight
if any encouragement from members of the firm. When his uncle first mentioned the young man’s
abilities to Mr. Rogers, the senior member, he said they didn’t want any one in the office. ‘‘However,
we like smart boys,” he added. “Anyhow, there’s a table he can start at.”
That table in Mr. Rogers’s office was where Grover Cleveland began his climb to the seat of the
Chief Magistrate of the Nation.
The first morning that young Cleveland sat down at the empty table, Mr. Rogers took up a copy
of Blackstone and put it on the table in front of him.
“That’s where they all begin,” he said to the young man. Cleveland walked the two miles back
and forth from his uncle’s house to the office every day, arriving punctually at nine o’clock in the
morning, no matter what the weather might be. After he had been there some time, his uncle asked
him about his work.
“How are you getting along at the office, Grover?’’
“Pretty well, sir; only they don’t tell me anything,” he replied. The young man used his brains
and found out everything for himself. From boyhood till he was a man Grover Cleveland worked
for wages, and earned them. When he was twenty-three he had given just four years of study and
preparation to pass the examination that admitted him to the bar.
It was during the four years that followed, in which Grover Cleveland remained with the same
firm of lawyers, that he gradually established that trait in his character which dominated his official
acts in Washington – intellectual integrity. In other words, he would never express an opinion until
he knew thoroughly all the facts, then he would arrive at a conclusion for himself that no one could
alter.
What he was as a boy, he became as a man, unpretentious. It is well known that he was an able
lawyer, and yet he would never make any show of his ability, as other lawyers did, to get ahead. He
accepted no social engagements in Buffalo that might have helped him. He couldn’t do a thing that

1914 Federal Reserve Note with a portrait of Grover Cleveland
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he did not sincerely believe in, and society was something he never cared for. Nor could he ever
declare himself a man eligible for any office. His first public appointment was made for him by his
fellow lawyers in Buffalo, who offered him the post of Assistant District Attorney of Erie County,
when he was only twenty-six years of age. This was in 1863, the time of the Civil War.
To him came a test of character at this time which he met with characteristic self-sacrifice. His
two brothers were already in the Union Army, when, just after his appointment as Assistant District
Attorney, he was drafted. In weighing his duty to the Government as a prosecuting officer and his
duty to take care of his mother and sisters, he decided to send a substitute in his place, which enabled him to become the main support of the family.
He was nominated by the Democratic State Convention in 1865, after three years’ service, for
District Attorney of Erie County, which he accepted only on condition that he would not be
required to do any personal canvassing. He showed no political temperament then. Because he
never sought the promotions in public life which came to him so rapidly, Mr. Cleveland was always
regarded as a lucky man in his elections. His record is easily analyzed. It is founded upon his faithful
administration of Buffalo when he was Mayor of that city; upon his square, honest administration
as Governor of the State; upon the respect and affection in which he was held by troops of friends
when he was President of the United States; and upon the fear in which speculators, money rings,
and other enemies of good government held him.
“Admit at once any one who asks to see the Governor,” he said as he took his seat in the
Executive Chamber in Albany, and thereby established his position in politics as a reformer who
believed in open doors and no secrets. His record as Governor of New York became a National
symbol of the kind of man the people wanted in the White House.
At the ceremonies in Buffalo in the Executive Mansion he was introduced to the crowd as the
next President of the United States. He was nominated and elected to the White House in 1884.
Defeated for a second term, he was reelected in 1892 and found himself in the White House again
in 1893. Through long periods of bitter personal attacks directed against him by his political
enemies, Mr. Cleveland retained the confidence and personal esteem of loyal, strong and distinguished friends.
The largest influence in his public career that lifted him into victory always was his understanding friendship. He was incapable of violating it, of betraying it, of accepting it unless he could
give it whole heartedly in return. He was drawn into many complicated political traps to entangle
his honor, but he remained calm and patient through them all. His energy for work was untiring. It
was his custom in the White House to keep his light burning till three in the morning, and to be in
his office at nine. He had not only great physical endurance, but he was unpretentious about it as
also about any self-assertion except in his official capacity.
He was a loyal friend, a fearless administrator and a great President, who held the admiration of
his political party and the Nation, until his death in 1908, at Princeton, N. J., where he lived with
his family, in retirement, after he left the White House.

49

Chapter 12



John Burroughs
1837-1921 A.D., New York
A man born in 1837 who traveled far
into the strange environment of this twentieth century brought to it the wisdom and
sanity of our forefathers. He never really
grew up, because at the more or less serious
age of eighty-three he was still poking
about in meadow grass to find the nest of
some shy young song-sparrow or learning
without much success to paddle a boat up
a stream. But in his case it was a good thing
that he didn’t grow up, because he wrote
beautiful and inspiring thoughts about
birds and animals and insects and flowers
that will make his name, John Burroughs,
a healing, soothing, sane influence for
many generations to follow.
There are not many youthful pictures
of this open-air philosopher, so that he
goes down to posterity appearing to us just
as he did to a little girl who insisted he
must be Santa Claus; a slim, smallish, compact, active man with long white beard,
gentle brown eyes, and a general impulse
of merriment. Like Santa Claus, his disposition of dropping at our door such gifts of
nature-lore as he had gathered along his
outdoor path of many years has made him
Photograph of John Burroughs,
known all over the world. People like to
courtesy of the Library of Congress
read John Burroughs’s books, because he
gives them not merely literary quality but something useful in their daily lives.
John Burroughs became a naturalist by force of circumstances. His nursery was in the woods,
not the pretty fenced-in picnic woods of to-day, but the real forests where all sorts of birds and
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animals lived and where, like the birds and animals, white men and women made the best of it. His
son, Julian Burroughs, a graduate of Harvard, recalls his father’s account of his boyhood in Roxbury,
where, the seventh son of a large family, he lived in a house literally hewn and furnished from the
forest by his father.
“Ah! my boy,” writes the son, quoting his father’s reminiscent account of his boyhood, “you
never wore cowhide boots or a homespun shirt, you don’t know what discomfort is. The boots were
made by the village shoemaker; stiff, heavy things that froze on our feet. Often on mornings in cold
weather when we got to school we would sit around the stove and cry while our boots thawed out;
and at night, when we pulled them off, the skin would come too. It always took two of us to get
them on in the morning and sometimes three to get them off. Hiram [his brother] would get over
us small boys and take hold of the boot-straps over our shoulders and we would pull, too, and kick
with might and main, and at last on would come the boot. Father used to grease them with tallow
and lampblack; that softened them a little. The homespun shirts, when new, almost took the skin
off your back. They were harsh and of a yellow color at first, but with wear and many washings they
grew softer and of a gray white. “We raised the flax ourselves, planting a small piece every year; we
rottled, swingled, and hatcheled it ourselves and the womenfolk would spin and weave it and make
it up into our clothes.”
Who to-day understands the process of turning flax into clothes; what is the meaning of such
obsolete words as “rottled, swingled, and hatcheled”? And yet these were the foundations of John
Burroughs’s education, the earthbound sources of the gentle naturalist’s wisdom. He remembers all
the now forgotten factors of life in those days of pioneer simplicity. His father grew the family’s own
wool, washing and shearing the sheep, carding and spinning the wool. The women then took it in
hand on their looms and made clothes and blankets of it.
“I remember hearing the buzz of the loom as they wove the woolen cloth on long drowsy summer
afternoons,’’ says John Burroughs. “Mother made dyes and dyed the yarn herself a soft, unfading
blue.”
Pillows and beds were stuffed with feathers taken from the geese. Mittens and socks were knit
from the wool taken from the sheep. The kitchen and living room were lighted at night by tallow
dips, “which mother made.” It was the only light they had, and there was always “a box full of them
on the attic stairs.”
The author’s father, like other farmers of his period, never bought anything. Everything they
needed was produced on the farm. With obvious pride in his brother Hiram, John Burroughs has
told how expert he was in making ax-handles, ox-yokes, rye cradles, wood sleds. All shingles for the
house or barn were home-made, as well as window and door frames, boxes, chests, window sashes.
Nails were sparsely used, since iron nails were also hand made and expensive because of the iron in
them. The boys of John Burroughs’s boyhood made their own toys and school things such as inkwells, copy books, pens, slate pencils, and even string.
“We got a soft slate stone and whittled it into slate pencils,” John Burroughs tells us. “We made
our inkwells by casting them from lead about a cylinder of wet, soft wood wrapped in wet paper,
digging the wood out afterwards. String we made out of tow, our trout lines we painstakingly braided
from horsehair.” Of course they made kites, and once, says John, “I tied a meadow mouse on a kite
to send him aloft, thinking it would be a fine thing to let such a lowly creature see the world. He
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Photo of John Burroughs and his grandchildren by the well at Riverby
from The American Museum Journal by American Museum of Natural History, 1915

came down none the worse for his trip, blinking his beady eyes.”
With his grandfather, the boy went trout-fishing, and became a master-hand with the rod. “He
was a great fisherman, was grandfather, he was able to tire me out when he was over ninety. He
taught me to believe in spooks, and ghosts, and witches.” The spirit of his boyhood, his vision of all
outdoors, has ever been before his eyes. There was a transition period, between the real boyhood in
the rough and ready pioneer days in Delaware County, and the other boyhood renewed so merrily
in the boy’s life of his son, Julian. In him he lived his boyhood over again, frequently puzzled, amused,
or disgusted with the progressive habits of the boys of the twentieth century. That interesting period
was from 1863 to 1874, his maturity spent as a Government employee in Washington in the
Currency Department and subsequently as a bank examiner. Of these dull incidents in his life there
is nothing to write of John Burroughs, the disciple of outdoors, the author of impressions and texts
taken from the sky, the trees, the mountains, the woods, the streams and all that belong to them.
At the age of thirty-six he returned to the activities of youth and bought land on a farm near West
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Port, N. Y. The land sloped to the edge of the Hudson River, and the house was built of stone with
a finish of timber. John Burroughs hunted for the stone, helped dig it out and selected the choicest
trees on the mountains. But the Hudson didn’t belong in his vision of that first boyhood, and of
course not at all in his second boyhood. There was no recollection of such a great arm of the sea, it
didn’t fit into the perspective of rugged streams and mountain waterfalls. He expected much, however, of this house because of its proximity to the great river. He bought a sail boat which created a
never-ending source of amusing memories to Mrs. Burroughs, who often related how, after he was
swindled in buying this boat, and it was stolen, and recovered, and borrowed, and neglected, till it
became mildewed and the oars were lost and broken, she rescued a small piece of canvas, a remnant
of the sail, and used it as a foot mat to catch the crumbs under baby Julian’s chair.
“Oh! yes,” the author would say on the matter of the lost sail boat, “when I came here to live I
thought I would spend half my time on the river, having great fun, but very soon I lost all interest
in it.”
In the nineties, even, John
Burroughs had gone back to the
boyhood of the forties. He was not
aware that when the trains which
he could see across the Hudson
stopped, it was because a block system controlled them. He had not
noticed the procession of barges
which were towed at night up the
river. He had so trained his senses,
however, that he could hear a
drumming grouse in the breathless
silence of the woods while those
with him could not. He could identify a new bird note from the confused concert of bird-song, the new
arrival in spring, though he might
not have heard it for years. Birds’
nests were as obvious to his keen
sight as he went through the woods,
as lampposts are to the city dweller.
His eyes and ears were long trained
to interpret sounds and sights almost hidden to us. The ease with
which he could find a four-leaf
clover was not luck but simply a
training of the eyes to see them. It
was a training which had been
John Burroughs Listening to His Feathered Friends,
forced upon him in those early days
courtesy of the Library of Congress
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of pioneer struggle in the woods of Delaware County. The traits of his boyhood returned to him
increased by maturity of thought. His vision had broadened with the years; he saw at a glance all
that there was outdoors because he loved it all so deeply.
His education had been of the elementary country school, and yet he became an author of fine
literary feeling and skill. It was a constant source of delight to him, when his friends wondered how
he had so quickly acquired the gift of writing, to inform them that he was brought up on a farm.
“Best of all, I was a farm boy,” he would say. “Brought up on the farm, and I had it in my blood,
I guess.”
He was as much a part of the woods as the creatures that lived in it; he could see as far, hear as
keenly, interpret the language of the forest as well. He went to Nature for literary material because
he loved to do so, and he wrote of it all because he loved it, loved to live it all over again in the
telling.
“In writing of a day afield,” he once said, “I lived over again that day, tasting again the joys of
all that I had experienced, and trying to make it possible for others to experience that joy also.”
The keynote of his work was his love of Nature, and out of this wholesome sympathy and knowledge came a sympathy for good literature gained by reading good books. His vision was almost as
keen in browsing among books that held some useful secret for him as it was digging into the
mysteries of Nature.
“There is but one way to learn, to write,” he once said, “and that is to write – if you only want
to write hard enough you will learn. For years I steeped myself in Emerson. I had my being, I lived
and thought in Emerson, until when I began to write for myself, everything that I wrote had an

“Baba” and the grandchildren on his boyhood rock, from John Burroughs, boy and man by Clara Barrus, 1920
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Henry Ford taking a photograph of Thomas Edison and John Burroughs at the Yama Farms Inn,
courtesy of the U.S. National Park Service

Emersonian flavor…. Emerson was my college, my textbooks.”
Writing was as much a study of craftsmanship to John Burroughs the author, as mowing, or
planting, or plowing was to him as a farmer. No one could swing a scythe with more skill, even when
he was seventy, and it was his boast that no hired man could mow so well or so rapidly. But his fever
for books began when he was a boy and he asked his father for money to buy an algebra. His father
did not know whether an algebra was a book or a new toy. He refused at first, but when later he
offered to buy the book, the boy’s blood was up and he decided to be independent and get it himself.
He raised the money by tapping the maple trees early in the spring for the first sugar sap. This he
boiled on the kitchen stove, and making some small cakes of very fine white sugar, he peddled them
in the village. He often recalled with pride how one year he earned ‘‘three dollars, all in silver, and
I bought a little double-barreled shotgun, a crude, weak little thing made by some country blacksmith, but it gave me untold delight and made me envied by every boy in Roxbury. One barrel was
bigger than the other and one was not straight, yet sometimes it would go off, and I killed gray
squirrels, rabbits, and some partridges with it. I wish I had it now.”
When John Burroughs was seventeen he taught in a country school and with his earnings bought
the books that were the influences of his career. Often he trudged home with them miles over the
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mountains on an empty stomach, because he didn’t have enough money left over to pay fares or
buy supper. These books were kept by the author till he was an old man. Sometimes he would open
one of these books bought in his early boyhood, and gently turn over the pages that inspired his
authorship later on. Locke’s essay on the “Human Understanding” was one of these books purchased
in his teens. Books were the outstanding milestones of his life. He said to his son, one day, thinking
no doubt of the relation of books to his boyhood:
“And once when some one gave father one of my books, they say that as he took it in his hands
tears came into his eyes.”
In the eighties, he started an industry apart from authorship, that of raising Delaware grapes.
His wife, Ursula North, whom he married when he was about twenty, was his boon companion in
this as in all his ventures. His health had been failing, but it was completely restored by the outdoors
and the exercise of this undertaking. For years the grape farm supplied a good revenue, then a blight
of birds came, especially orioles, and destroyed the crop.
The author built himself a rustic, bark-covered study just beyond the house at “Riverby,” on the
top of the hill and there for many years he did most of his writing. In cold weather he split firewood,
carrying it in himself, with the comment that it gave him double heat. Most of the furniture for the
house and study was made by the author, made entirely by hand from the rugged native oak. Some
of the pieces he carved and decorated.
There were three “homes” which John Burroughs built – the house overlooking the Hudson,
“Riverby”; the house intentionally built where the Hudson could not be seen, “Slabsides”; and
“Woodchuck” built on the site of his boyhood home at Roxbury.
The list of his books is a long one. His stories of the outdoor inhabitants he studied and lived
with so many years are full of philosophies and straightforward hints to the inner lives of men. While
he appears to have spent a great deal of his time interviewing birds, or woodchucks or squirrels, he
must have seen out of the corner of his eye many other things, complicated things in the character
of men, for his writings indicate
an uncanny wisdom, a keen sympathy with his fellowman. He
preferred the society of plain
people who had something to say,
to that of grand people who just
were fine to look at. He enjoyed
the friendship of the leaders
among all classes of men. The
late Theodore Roosevelt was one
of his fellow campers.
At sixty he writes his boy
Julian, who is away at Harvard, a
letter that shows just how deep,
and kind, and humble a man
John Burroughs was:
The Title Page of The Scarlet Thorn, by John Burroughs, 1892
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November, 1897
Dear Julian – If you look westward now across New England, about seven o’clock
in the evening, you will see a light again in my study window – a dim light there on the
bank of the great river – dim even to the eye of faith. If your eye is sharp enough you
will see me sitting there by my lamp, nibbling at books and papers, or dozing in my chair,
or wrapped in deep meditation. If you could penetrate my mind you would see that I
am often thinking of you and wondering how your life is going at Harvard and what
fortune has in store for you. I found my path from the study grass-grown, obliterated. It
made me sad. Soon, soon, I said, all the paths I have made in this world will be overgrown, neglected. I hope you may keep some of them open. The paths I have made in
literature, I hope you may keep open and make others of your own….”
The dominant force of John Burroughs’s character was humility.
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Augustus Saint-Gaudens
1848-1907 A.D., New York
Augustus Saint-Gaudens was born in Dublin, Ireland,
on March 1, 1848, of French-Irish parents. His father and
mother brought him to the United States when he was
but six months old. They landed in Boston, where they
lived for a time.
Later they moved to New York City, where the boy
Augustus received his education. Their first home was in
the “downtown” section, but Bernard Saint-Gaudens
soon prospered at his business of shoe manufacturing and
moved “uptown,” as Twenty-third Street was then considered. He made this change of residence partly because
his best customers were in that section, and partly because he wished his children to have country surroundings.
Augustus Saint-Gaudens was always a clever boy. He
was fond of his school work, and also fond of outdoor life.
From his very earliest school days he was greatly interested in pictures and in statuary. He copied pictures from
books, and cut figures from leather that he found in his Picture from The Reminiscences of Augustus
Saint-Gaudens, De Witt C. Ward, 1905
father’s shop.
When Augustus was thirteen years old he was quite tall and looked older than his years. As he
was not going to study for a profession, he and his father thought that they should decide upon the
line of work to which the lad should be apprenticed, it then being the custom for a boy to work
under a skilled man and so learn a trade.
Bernard Saint-Gaudens, the boy’s father, would have liked his son to take up his own line of
work shoemaking but he saw that the boy was not interested in boots and shoes. In those days, of
course, there were no big factories turning out shoes by the hundred pairs. A shoemaker had a large
shop where several men worked, stitching leather to make foot covering for the people of the city.
Augustus knew exactly what work he wanted to do. He wanted to enter the shop of a man
named Avet, who was a stone cameo cutter. At that time cameos were the most fashionable jewels
for ladies. Making cameos by cutting family portraits or little scenes on stones was delicate work,
but the boy who had played at mud pies and cut figures out of the scraps of leather about his father’s
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shop liked skillful labor.
His father agreed to let him work for the cameo cutter, and Augustus started to serve his apprenticeship. At the end of about three years, he went to work for a shell cameo cutter, named Jules
LeBrethon, remaining with him three years.
Augustus Saint-Gaudens had not been at work very long before he decided that he wished to
know more about art and sculpture than he was learning in Avet’s shop. He knew that he could
study in the free evening classes at Cooper Institute, so he applied for admission to the drawing
school there. He studied there for four years.
He then began to attend the classes at the National Academy of Design, learning all that he
could and making friends with the best artists of the day. He always worked to better himself, doing
his work again and again until it was perfect.
Bernard Saint-Gaudens became greatly interested in his son’s work, and when many people,
who had also become interested in the genius of the lad, said he ought to be sent abroad to study,
Augustus’ father consented.
Augustus Saint-Gaudens studied first in Paris, and then went to Rome. His work was almost
immediately recognized as having a fine quality. After a few years in France and Italy, he returned
to the United States and began to accept orders for statues.
One of his earliest public works was a statue in honor of Admiral Farragut, which was placed in

Sculpture of Pilgrim Fairmount by Augustus Saint-Gaudens, 1904
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Madison Square Park in New York City. Saint-Gaudens also made for New York City the notable
statue of Peter Cooper and the large statue of General Sherman on his horse.
For Chicago, he made one of the most famous statues of Abraham Lincoln that is in existence.
His statue known as the “Shaw Memorial,” which is on the Boston Common, is considered by some
critics to be Saint-Gaudens’ masterpiece.
In a very few years he became known as the greatest American sculptor; and his work is as much
admired abroad as it is in this country.
Augustus Saint-Gaudens did not work quickly and did not accept orders for work unless he felt
that he was quite capable of carrying out the idea desired.
When he was a boy learning his art he studied slowly and refused to give up any piece of work
he had started until he was satisfied with it. This habit of careful work remained with him throughout his life. He spent nearly twelve years working on the “Shaw Memorial,” refusing to allow the
statue to be placed on view until he felt that it was the best work he could accomplish with the subject.
During the later years of his life Augustus Saint-Gaudens lived and worked at Cornish, New
Hampshire. The honors that the world heaped on him did not take his attention from his art.
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Edward A. MacDowell
1860-1908 A.D., New York
“Edward, you simply must practice your music lesson. Do not sit there just making chords on
the piano,” his mother called from the next room.
Edward MacDowell answered his mother by opening the music book and starting his scales. He
then tried a difficult exercise which he did not like to play. For a few minutes he worked industriously, but presently his fingers wandered
from the scales, and he was “making chords”
again soft music that he loved but which had
nothing to do with his lesson.
His parents and his music teacher
thought that making chords was a bad habit
for Edward to develop, not at all realizing
that when the boy’s attention strayed from
his lesson he was really learning music. They
could not foresee that soon he would be
known all over the world as America’s greatest composer and a pianist of renown.
Edward Alexander MacDowell was born
in New York City, December 18, 1861. He
was of Irish descent, and from babyhood he
heard the lilting melodies of that race. His
parents were very well educated, and were
considered wealthy.
Edward MacDowell’s father was an artistic man, fond of music and painting. However, his parents, Edward’s grandmother and
grandfather, had objected to their son’s following an artistic career. When Mr. MacDowell discovered that his son Edward had
considerable talent and love for the piano he
Photograph of Edward MacDowell,
helped the boy in every way possible.
courtesy of the Library of Congress
Edward MacDowell had three great joys
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during his youth; music, drawing, and the out-of-doors. He would listen to music by the hour. One
day a friend of the family, who was a splendid musician, offered to give Edward piano lessons. The
boy was then about eight years old.
Edward did not learn quickly, chiefly because he did not like to practice his regular lessons. He
loved music and preferred to make soft chords that held melodies. Even as a boy he had ideas about
composing.
By the time he was ten or eleven years old Edward MacDowell had learned enough about music
to make him realize that he wanted to make it his life’s work. He went to school, and played with
the other boys. All the time the birds and flowers were suggesting melodies to him. Later one of his
well-known pieces was “To a Wild Rose,” a flower he gathered in great quantities when a boy.
By the time Edward MacDowell was fifteen years of age, he had studied with several of the most
famous pianists of the United States, and had talked with so many people about the conservatories
of Europe that he begged his father to let him go abroad to study.
His father and mother talked over the subject at great length, and finally decided that Edward
and his mother should go abroad. In April, 1876, Edward entered the Paris Conservatory of Music.
Edward was a good student, but he was a shy boy, and his talent did not always shine as brightly

Illustration of Edward MacDowell from Edward MacDowell by Lawrence Gilman, 1906
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as it might have done if he had been
more aggressive. He was handicapped
by not being able to speak French, so
his mother engaged a teacher for him.
That teacher almost changed Edward
MacDowell’s whole career.
Edward had always been fond of
drawing, and one of his pastimes was
to sketch. One day while in his French
class he made a sketch of his teacher,
which the teacher found. Instead of
being angry with the boy, the French
teacher was much interested in the
exact likeness of the sketch and took
it to a friend who was a great artist.
The artist was so impressed with the
boy’s drawing that he offered to give
Edward MacDowell free instruction.
Mrs. MacDowell was perplexed
and wondered what she had better do.
She thought it best that Edward
should settle the matter himself. He
decided in favor of music and so continued his work at the conservatory.
After he had studied in Paris for a
Photograph of Edward and Marian MacDowell on a walking tour in
time, Mrs. MacDowell and her son
Switzerland, courtesy of the Library of Congress
went to other conservatories in Europe
where Edward studied under great music masters. Everywhere they went, Edward was congratulated
on his skill, but he was never overconfident of himself. That was a great quality that followed him
all through his life. He was never entirely satisfied with what he did, and never stopped striving to
do better. It was the great musician, Franz Liszt, who helped to bring out the genius of Edward
MacDowell. He met the young man while Edward was studying in Germany, and asked him to play
for him. In the room at the same time was a young Frenchman who afterwards gained considerable
fame as a pianist, and when each young man had finished playing, Liszt said to the French boy, “You
must bestir yourself if you do not want to be outdone by our young American.”
It was about this time that Edward MacDowell really started to compose music. At Liszt’s
invitation he played his first piano suite at a German music festival in July, 1882. This recital won
him instantaneous recognition.
In 1888 Edward MacDowell returned to the United States, and in Boston gave his first concert
in his own country. He had gained fame abroad as a composer, teacher, and pianist. All the music
lovers who crowded to his first American concerts agreed that he was a composer and pianist of
whom they could be proud.
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Illustration of Edward MacDowell’s home from Edward MacDowell by Lawrence Gilman, 1906

He lived in New York City for some time. However, much of his wonderful work was done at
the farm he bought in New Hampshire, where he could be out of doors with the birds and trees, and
stroll in the green fields. Edward Alexander MacDowell has given us music of a rare and beautiful
order. It has been said of him that he is the greatest musical genius America has produced.
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William Harmon
1862-1928 A.D., Ohio
Two men have died in our time under one name; two
sets of good influences have been buried in one grave. The
name on the stone is William E. Harmon; the name in the
hearts of thousands is Jedediah Tingle.
William Harmon was born in a town of Ohio in 1862.
He grew up to be that type of man found in Puritan
England long ago of whom it may be said without any
cynicism that they built up a fortune in Heaven and Earth
at the same time. There was no shrewder business man in
the States than William Harmon. He was a speculator
who could see into the future and lay out his money in
such a way that it brought in fifty-fold and a hundredfold.
And all the time he stayed pure in heart, and longed for
the good of the world
Photo of room interior used for art exhibit,
He established the Harmon Foundation to help needy
Harmon Exhibit, Dillard University,
students and make
New Orleans, Louisiana
the path to success
easier for the American Negro. The Foundation arranged for
seven prizes each year for work in literature, music, fine arts,
industry and business, science and invention, education, and
religion. It was one of the finest pieces of philanthropy
America has known.
But in the meantime Jedediah Tingle had come into being
and was running William Harmon close. William did all the
things an American public-spirited citizen can do; Jedediah
did a thousand little things that might have been done by a
fairy godmother. Jedediah was William’s other self and secret
joy; he got an immeasurable delight in keeping the identity of
Jedediah hidden.
There was a real Jedediah once, an ancestor of Harmon,
and he, too, went about doing good. He was a son of Puritan
The Talking Skull, Meta Warrick Fuller
England, and his name was Jedediah Tingle. William was very
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Blue Hole, Little Miami River, Robert Seldon Duncanson

much attached to this ancestor, and thought it would be nice to pretend he was in the world again.
Under the name of Jedediah Tingle he was able to bring an astonishing amount of happiness
into the lives of those from whom happiness had fled. Jedediah helped writers and poets who had
no money and wanted to go on writing; he kept an eye on people who were doing quiet and heroic
things, and saw that they did not come to want.
For many years people in America were asking “Who is this Jedediah Tingle?” Many a woman
said, smiling through her tears, “I should like to say Thank you to Jedediah Tingle.” The agents who
carried on the work said, “Your thanks have been received,” and that was all. In 1928 this man of
great charity left the world he had adorned, and there was one more beautiful memory on Earth and
one more nobleman in Heaven.
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Ben Lindsey
1869-1943 A.D., Colorado
Lindsey as he was called as a boy and as he is
called to-day all over the United States, was born
in Jackson, Tennessee, November 25, 1869.
His father had served as an officer in the Civil
War and at its close had found himself, like so
many other people of the South, practically
penniless. From Jack-son, Tennessee, his family
moved to Notre Dame, Indiana, where Ben’s
father went to find work. As they were quite poor
Ben had to work after school and on Saturdays.
When Ben was in his teens, his father felt that
if they went to the far West where the country
was just growing up, there would be plenty of
opportunities for work. So the Lindsey family
(there were three children younger than Ben)
went to Denver and settled there.
When Ben was eighteen years old his father
died. The boy found himself facing the necessity
of earning money to help support his mother and
the three young children.
Ben Lindsey was not a big boy, but he had
plenty of courage. He went out and found a good
job in a real estate office, and he also managed a
newspaper route.
It was discouraging work, and young Lindsey
grew very tired and unhappy. He felt that if he
was ever to get ahead he must study. Whenever
Photograph of Ben Lindsey from The Arena Magazine
he had a few minutes to himself he would read
Volume 35, circa 1900
law, the subject that had interested him for
several years and which he hoped to make his life work.
He used to pretend that he was in court and that he was delivering long speeches to the judge
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and jury. By this method he became a good speaker and felt so much at home in his mock courts
that as soon as he became a lawyer he was a success.
Ben Lindsey entered upon the practice of law in Denver in 1894. He was appointed to a vacancy
in the county court in 1900.
One day in the late afternoon, he was sitting in court when an Italian boy was brought in,
accused of theft. Judge Lindsey heard the case and, as all the evidence showed that the boy was
guilty, he mechanically passed the sentence which the law prescribed.
The boy’s mother was present, and she raised such a cry that the judge ordered her brought
before him. He talked with the woman, and as she presented her son’s case to him he saw it in a
very different light.
He decided that sending the child to prison would not solve the problem, and so determined to
handle the matter in a different way. He visited the boy in his home many times. With the mother’s
help and the boy’s cooperation, he saved the boy from the beginning of a criminal career and made
of him a good citizen.
Sometime later a burglary case came before Judge Lindsey. Three young boys were brought in,

How the kids make their reports to the judge every Saturday morning, courtesy of the Library of Congress
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Judge Lindsey in chambers, Juvenile Court of Denver, Colorado, courtesy of the Library of Congress

accused of stealing pigeons. The judge talked to
the boys for a long time in a friendly manner. He
told them that if they would go out and ask the
boys who were with them, but were not caught,
to come in and report to him, he would give
them all a square deal. The boys felt that the
judge was sincere and so they did as he requested.
All of the boys came to see the judge and he
talked very frankly with them. He showed them
that what they had done was wrong and that he
wanted to help them do what was right. The
boys were put on probation. They became firm
friends of the judge and with his help were enabled to lead the right kind of lives.
These incidents made such an impression
upon Judge Lindsey that he decided to see what
he could do to change the system of dealing with
(Left) Photograph of Ben Lindsey,
courtesy of the Library of Congress
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Judge Ben B. Lindsey, of Denver, Colorado, with some of his boys, from Review of reviews and world's work, 1890

juvenile delinquents in this country. He began to make investigations, and soon discovered that
much too often boys were sent to jail as criminals when all the correction they needed was good
fatherly counsel and the privilege of being put on their honor.
Through Ben Lindsey’s efforts there was established in Denver a juvenile court of which he was
made judge. This court has become famous throughout the world. Many cities both in the United
States and abroad have followed the splendid example of Denver.
Ben Lindsey is the friend and advisor of every boy in this country, for he believes that every boy
wants to be a good man a man of whom his friends will be justly proud. His motto is “A city of
decent children means a city of decent men and women.”
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Herbert Hoover
1874-1964 A.D., Iowa
Herbert Hoover was born in a small Quaker community in Iowa, August 10, 1874. When his
father died, the neighbors were naturally concerned about what would become of the quiet, cheerful
six-year-old boy.
His father had been a blacksmith in the little town of West Branch, Iowa, and the neighbors
thought the boy intended to do the same work that his father had done. “Now that Herbert has lost
his father,” they said, “I suppose he will have to be a
farmer instead of a blacksmith. It is too bad because he
would have made a good blacksmith under his father’s
training.”
Some people have an idea that they can plan a boy’s
future for him. They felt certain that Herbert Hoover,
who had lost the opportunity of learning blacksmithing,
must become a farmer. But the boy had no intentions of
being either a blacksmith or a farmer.
Around his father’s blacksmith shop little Herbert
Hoover was always a quiet, pensive boy. If people had
not known him except to see him “daydreaming” about
the shop, they would have called him either lazy or
stupid. But they knew that the little fellow was neither,
that he was bright, cheerful, and always ready to do
whatever work he could.
His mother died when Herbert was ten years old. He
had a brother, three and a half years older than himself,
and a little sister. Fortunately there were many kind
relatives to take good care of the Hoover children.
Herbert lived with an uncle in Iowa where he went
to the village school. His relatives later decided that he
should go to live with an uncle in Oregon where he
could attend a good Quaker academy.
After attending the academy for several years, the
Photograph of Herbert Hoover at about age 3
desire to go out into the world and make his own way
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became too strong to resist. He wanted to go where he could be independent and prepare himself
for college.
“You will come tramping back all the way afoot,” his boy chums told him. But his boy chums
were slightly in error, for when Herbert came back he had plenty of money in his pocket and, what
is better, his daydreams had all come true! The blacksmith’s orphaned son had traveled around the
world, had had many adventures, and had talked with kings and emperors.
In Portland, Oregon, Herbert secured a job as office boy in a real estate office. He devoted his
evenings and odd hours during the day to constant study for he was making a strenuous effort to
prepare for college.
He wanted to learn mining engineering. He read about Leland Stanford Junior University, just
then founded, and the good course in mining engineering to be had there.
In the fall of 1891 he started
forth with his few belongings,
taking with him the money he
had saved, and was one of the
first students to arrive at the
great California university.
He had to earn his living
and he did so in various ways,
always using his ability as an
organizer. For example, he organized a system of collecting
and distributing the laundry of
the university boys, for which
he was remunerated. He arranged for concerts and lectures
to be given at the University by
certain noted people who were
filling engagements in San
Francisco.
Because of his remarkable
ability as an organizer he became active in the affairs of the
college. In his senior year he
reorganized the student body
affairs, putting them upon a
firm foundation.
He spent his summer vacations working in the mines. In
1895 he was graduated from
Leland Stanford Junior UniPhotograph of Herbert Hoover at about age 40,
courtesy of the Library of Congress
versity as a mining engineer.
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After graduation he worked in the
mines for several months, and then
went to San Francisco and asked a
certain big mining engineer for a
position with him.
“I only need a typist,” said the
engineer.
“All right, I will take the job,”
replied Mr. Hoover, adding that he
would come the following Tuesday.
He could not report for duty
until that time for, in the intervening four days, he had to learn to
write on the typewriter. He was so
anxious to become associated with
this big mining engineer that he was
willing to take any kind of job that
he would offer him. Before long he
was several times promoted and
had proved himself to be a valuable
man to his employer.
In the spring of 1897 there was
a big mining boom in West Australia. Mr. Hoover’s employer had
been asked by a London firm to
Photograph of Herbert Hoover, courtesy of the Library of Congress
recommend a man for them to send
to West Australia. The employer thought that this was a great opportunity for Mr. Hoover, who
was very glad to accept the offer.
He spent about two years in Australia where he was singularly successful and was then
recommended for the position of Director-General of Mines for the Chinese Empire.
Later he became a member of a big British mining firm and traveled to almost every part of the
world. After a few years he went into business for himself, carrying out every undertaking in a most
successful way, as he had always done in the past.
Mr. Hoover was in London when the war broke out. Many thousands of Americans appealed to
him to help them get home. The admirable way in which he handled the situation was another
proof of his great ability. Then came the call for an able American to direct the relief work in
Belgium, and all the world knows how well he handled that commission.
When the United States went into the war and it became necessary to conserve food to feed
our rapidly growing army and our allies and some of the neutral nations, the government asked
Herbert Hoover to become food administrator, or controller of the food for the United States.
After Mr. Harding was elected president of the United States, he asked Mr. Hoover to become
secretary of commerce. Mr. Hoover has very ably filled this position.
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Mr. Hoover has always known how to face practical problems. This boy was practical enough to
know that he must have an education, otherwise his daydreams would never come true.

Girl Scout Picnic at the home of Mrs. Herbert Hoover,
courtesy of the Library of Congress
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Mike Dowling
Unknown, Presumed 19th Century America
His name was Mike Dowling. Everybody in Minnesota knows that name, and everybody in the
world should be better for knowing what he did.
About forty years ago Mike was a boy selling newspapers in Chicago. When he was a little bigger
he left the city and went into the country to work on the cattle-rearing farms. Now, Minnesota is a
prairie State which in wintry weather is sometimes swept by the dangerous wind-driven snowstorms
known as blizzards, and while going from
farm to farm, where farms are a long way
apart, young Mike was caught by a sudden blizzard far from any shelter. Night
came on and he was lost on the homeless
prairie in a freezing hurricane.
He knew that if he gave in he would
be frozen to death, so he kept moving. At
last he found a straw stack, and, feeling
that he had reached the end of his
strength, he forced a way into the stack
and lay there, living but freezing. In the
morning, when the air had cleared a
little, he crawled out of the stack and
dragged himself to the farmhouse half a
mile away, though he was so terribly frozen that when the doctors came they had
to cut off both his legs below the knee, his
left arm below the elbow, and the fingers
of his right hand.
Now he was not only uneducated,
poor, and an orphan, but legless, with
only one arm and a maimed hand; but he
had still the resolution which had
brought him through that fearful night.
He determined that his loss of limbs
Portrait of Michael John Dowling from Progressive Men of
should make no difference to him.
Minnesota, The Minneapolis Journal, 1897
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When he was ready to leave the hospital he had thought out his plan. He boldly asked that he
might be sent to college. The county board that had charge of the institution which had nursed him
back to comparative health were so struck by his fine spirit that they sent him.
He studied so well that he became a teacher, later a newspaper man, then an estate agent, and
finally chairman of a bank and president of the Minnesota Bankers. He insisted on doing everything
other men did; and in a happy home, with a wife and three children, he daily “thanked God he
wasn’t a cripple.”
But Mike did not satisfy himself with his amazing personal success. He devoted his life, outside
his business, to helping those who were real cripples! He found them out, had them educated, and
watched over their lives. He visited the places where cripples were being trained, and he said to
them: “There is no such thing as a cripple if the mind is all right. Think of what you have.” He
talked in this way with thousands of wounded soldiers, and came to England for eight months to
cheer up our wounded men. Indeed, he toiled so hard in helping others that he died in doing it.
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Walter Greenway
Died 1917 A.D., Mesopotamia
We wonder if in the whole
story of the British Empire there
has been a more astonishing hero
than Walter Greenway, one of
the street-arabs of Sheffield
whose story has been told to us by
Mr. Robert Holmes, the famous
police-court missioner of that
city.
Seven years before the war
Mr. Holmes was asked to see
what he could make of a man in
a certain police-court cell in
Sheffield. Apparently he was deaf
and dumb, but neither a deaf and
dumb interpreter nor the missioner could discover in him a
sign that he understood them.
He was a dark-eyed little man,
very well dressed, about 30, and
looked intelligent.
The police suspected makebelieve and left him alone. He
had no dinner, no tea, no supper;
and then there was a noise in the
cell. They offered him a bucket of
water and a tin mug, and did not
understand the dumb show by
which he indicated that he wanted something to eat; and they
read his antics as meaning that
he wished them to take away the

A Bedouin Arab, John Singer Sargent
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rugs that kept him warm. Then the dumb spoke and demanded food.
And this is what Mr. Holmes heard from him afterwards. He was well educated, spoke several
languages, was a clerk, unmarried, did not gamble, drink or smoke, and lived with his father, who
had retired from business. His character was irreproachable except that in the last four years he had
been convicted nine times of burglary. He could not resist the temptation to get into a house at the
top. There was no pipe he could not climb, no window he could not open, and no cat was more at
home on a roof than he.
He could do many things well. They knew that in the prisons where he had been. He could keep
books and could bind them. He had been a printer, a painter, and a steeplejack in prison. When he
was 25 he began getting in at attic windows, and now he could not refrain from doing it. “Wherever
I go,” he said to Mr. Holmes, “my eyes turn upward, and I shall never do any good where there are
houses with attics. Put me on a sailing ship where I can climb the rigging, or in an Indian wigwam,
or in a Bedouin camp.”
When he left the prison again the chaplain (for whom he had translated some foreign theology)
spoke well of him, but Mr. Holmes judged that the sea would give him the best chance and put him
on a ship going to Colombo. A year passed without any news of him. Apparently Greenway was one
of those who do not trouble to keep touch with their helpers. Another year passed and inquiries
showed that he had gone ashore and not returned to the ship. Other years came and went and
brought the Great War. But in the second winter of the war Mr. Holmes received from Mesopotamia
a letter, pencilled on 25 scraps of faded paper, showing that Walter Greenway was very much alive
and was using his instinctive daring to help the land of his nativity from which he had withdrawn
for its good and his own.
The letter told of a deaf and dumb Bedouin, about Greenway’s age, and as like him as a twin
brother, who was wandering about Turkish camps, so afflicted that he must be pitied and fed, a
harmless creature amusing in his wonder, “deaf he cannot hear, dumb and illiterate he cannot tell.”
Also he hovered aimlessly about the British lines, where food was to be had, and “mooned off to
headquarters.”
Mr. Holmes felt so proud of his ne’er-do-well, who was doing his bit for his country, that he
went from Sheffield to give the good news to the wanderer’s father and mother, but found that both
were dead, and that the man who had been posing as a Bedouin was an only child with no relatives.
Three months later another letter arrived in Sheffield. It told how the Turks heard that the deaf
and dumb Bedouin had been in the British camp, and when he came back fired rifles close to his
ears to see if he would start at the sound, and fired a big gun while he stood beside it till his ears and
nostrils bled with the vibrations; then scarred him with hot irons and tore out finger-nails to make
him speak. But he was deaf as an adder and dumb as a stone. Then they prayed to Allah that vengeance should not fall on them for adding to an afflicted man’s sorrow. Afterwards they treated him
with kindness, and he wandered about their camp recovering from his wounds.
The fingernail wounds, however, did not heal and gangrene set in. Again he appeared in the
British camp, and the British doctors had to amputate his left arm. Then the dumb spoke about the
plans of the Turks and described the positions of their batteries, and so saved many British lives. He
remained, however, very ill with dysentery. Often he spoke of a little home of his own not far from
Aden, where he had an Arab wife with a heart like gold and three bonnie children whom he longed
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Bedouins in an Egyptian landscape, Peder Mørk Mønsted

to see. His letter ended: “Somebody is waiting for me at home, thank God. I wish everybody could
be sure of such a welcome as I shall get. Good luck to you, sir. Good-bye.”
After the waves of war had rolled over old Babylon Mr. Holmes was bewildered by the arrival of
a packet of botanical specimens posted in Mesopotamia. They were coarse grasses and dried leaves.
But when the leaves were unrolled scraps of paper were found hidden in them. Pasted together the
paper made up three letters continuing the story of Walter Greenway.
He was still writing as if the Bedouin was his friend, not himself. He told how the Bedouin had
slipped away from Mesopotamia and arrived, a physical wreck with only one arm, at his home near
Aden, and found it burned – utterly destroyed. So weak was he that “merciful Nature, refusing to
endure any more, wrapped him in a swoon.” When he came to himself his head was resting on the
breast of his wife. Insisting that he should remain dumb she had him carried to her father’s place.
Three weeks before his return she had a friendly warning that a party of Turkish horsemen was
approaching, and she took her children to her father’s home. Then, going back, she found everything destroyed or carried off. Knowing that her husband would come back to their home she
watched there all the time, and was so close to the spot when he arrived that she reached him before
he recovered from his faint.
Cheered by the presence of his wife and children his health improved somewhat. “Praise be to
Allah for His gift of children,” he writes. “Surely their laughter and their song are His own charms
for giving a man the youth and buoyancy which else were clean gone from him!” Already he is
beginning to think of doing something more for England. Presently he, with his wife and children,
are able to pay a visit to Aden, and there a marvellous opportunity occurs.
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In the bazaar he hears two white men talking German, and following them to where they halt
near a warehouse he, at the hour of noon, spreads his mat to say his accustomed prayer, and they
continue their talk. Then he hears that in the warehouse are clocks ready to be placed by Arabs
among the coal of British ships. That night the Bedouin was in the warehouse before the Germans
came there, and heard how, after one of them had distributed the explosive clocks among British
ships, he was going to an arsenal in Bagdad. The Bedouin saw from his place of concealment where
the German uniform was that he would wear when he reached the Turkish lines at Bagdad. The
Germans then retired, but the Bedouin did not. He had much to do that night. His father-in-law
had a motor-boat, and it was necessary that it should set out speedily for Basra and Bagdad, with a
Bedouin, a case of explosive clocks, intoxicating drinks, and a German uniform.
The sequel came when a German officer landed in full uniform from a motor-boat at dawn on
the banks of the Tigris near the Bagdad arsenal, with a heavy case of new stores which were placed
in the arsenal by his direction. After he had been very free with the liquors that deaden men’s senses
he departed on urgent business, and as he raced back with his motor-boat down the Tigris he saw
the arsenal blow up with a roar that shook the earth for a considerable distance around. The clocks
had all been set to explode at the same time.
When Walter Greenway reached home his strength was failing fast and his letters took a serious
tone. He had great joy in his wife and children. “I need not fear for them,” he wrote. “Her father is
good and she is an angel. I have not been what I might. Also I have been misunderstood somewhat.
There is One I do not fear to meet now. Once I did, but that is past, For His mercy endureth for
ever. I hope you will get what I am writing in great weariness. I have a plan for getting this through.
Botanical specimens are not examined very closely, I understand. My father-in-law may get what I
have written through.”
In his last letter, written on August 9, 1917, he says: “Father-in-law is taking the little ones to
his own place when he has lifted me on a horse my wife leads, seeking medical aid for me.” The next
news of Walter Greenway that reached Mr. Holmes was from a doctor at a hospital. He wrote: “A
fortnight yesterday an Arab woman brought her husband, an Englishman, to this hospital. He was
suffering from acute dysentery, from which he died on August 26. He had lost an arm recently, and
his body was badly scarred by burnings. His wife, whose English is very imperfect, made us understand he had served some twelve months with the British forces in Mesopotamia. I am dreadfully
sorry for the little woman – very pretty and refined for an Arab. She was devoted to her husband,
for she carried him somehow more than 70 miles. A few hours ago her father, an Arab Sheik, came
and took her away.”
That was the last Mr. Holmes heard of Walter Greenway’s wife and family. His letters to her
never found her, but a letter from a sea-captain to a fellow seaman has reached Mr. Holmes and
confirms parts of the story:
“I saw Black Walt last April. You remember him. He deserted ship at Colombo after a year’s
good service. That was in the summer of 1908, and I saw him again for the first time when we ran
alongside an Arab dhow clearing out of Aden. He was on deck messing about with a ramshackle
old motorboat which he was trying to tinker up.
“I should never have known him, but he hailed me in his old style. I asked him what game he
was up to in the Bedouin dress he was wearing.
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“‘Oh,’ he said, ‘I’ve settled here; I’m one of the family.’ ‘What’s happened to your arm?’ I asked,
seeing his left sleeve empty. ‘Ask the Turks,’ says he, laughing; ‘it came off through trying to do a
bit for England.’ ‘How?’ I asked. ‘Never mind how,’ said he. ‘And where are you off now?’ I said.
‘Basra,’ says he, ‘trading.’ ‘Trading what? I asked. ‘Mechanical toys, officer’s uniforms, liquors, and
what not,’ says he; and he gave me a twinkle with those merry eyes of his full of devilment and went
off in the dhow.”
Surely this story of a life marred by surrender to a false sensationalism, and then redeemed by
heroic service, is one of the most romantic in our annals.
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