Mary Hallock Foote, A Victorian Gentlewoman in the Far West

Mary Hallock TFoote recorded her reminiscences of her experiences in Colorado and the
Far West between the 1870s and the turn of the twentieth century. Born in 1847 to a Quaker
family in Milton, New York, in the Hudson River Valley, she moved westward as age 30, as a
newlywed. In an era when few women worked outside the home, she became a successful, well-
known writer and illustrator of stories about the American West. In 1876, she married a mining
engineer, Arthur Foote, with whom she moved from one mining town to the next, seeking his
fortune. Her short stories, serialized novels, and illustrations, which helped to support the family,
appeared in the high-brow magazines of the day, including Century Magazine and Atlantic
Monthiy.

It was in Leadville, Colorado, that she mined rich material for her first novels, as well as
short stories and illustrations. These stories established her reputation as a western writer.
Leadville was then a haphazardly built, picturesque town, founded only two years before she
arrived, populated by a mix of Anglo-Americans, Irishmen, Cornishmen, Canadians, and
Germans. But her stories generally focused on a hero who was an attractive, educated mining
engineer or manager, one who suffered a broken heart or a fall from grace and came West for a
fresh start. Her villains were coarse western men or eastern outcasts, and her heroines were much
like herself, young, cultivated, castern tadies. What made her work so popular was her striking
descriptions of the spectacular mountainous scenery.

The portions of her memoirs excerpted here reflect on her time in Leadville, Colorado,
where she spent nmuch of 1879 and 1880. Her husband, Arthur (“A” in the text) managed the
Adelaide Consolidated Silver Mining & Smelting Company. They settled into a log cabin, where
they entertained some of the luminaries of the American West, among them Helen Hunt Jackson,
who would publish a defense of Native Americans in 4 Century of Dishonor and her famous
novel, Ramona, and Clarence King, who for a time headed the U.S. Geological Survey.,

In reading these stories, consider the following questions: How did her stories challenge
or confirm popular images of the West? How did they challenge stereotypes about the life of
womnten in western society?
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A VICTORIAN GENTLEWOMAN

CATTTHE FOOT OF THE PARS.

i

THE LeapviLLe scene, when it wasn’t snowing or sleeting or
preparing to do both, was dominated by a sky of so dark and
pure and haughty a blue that “firmament” was the only name
for it. Beneath that floor of heaven sat those Mighty Ones in a
great convocation, those summits which turn the waters of the
continent east and west. At sunrise or sunset, beholding their
faces, you understood Ruskin’s theory of the essential connec-
tion between spirituality and color: such rose, such blue and
amethyst and topaz and purple! They were like great altar-
pieces (and often as unregarded) set up before the eyes of
those who burrowed in gulches and built cabins on ditch
walks. Indiscriminate houses dropped here or there did mot
count, nor smoking chimuneys of smelters, nor brass bands
every evening, if you lived far enough from the streets they
paraded to get the sound softened with other sounds of the

human surf beating on the flanks of those gulches.

A’s first location for our cabin was jumped by a profession-
al in that line of business who stood him off the ground with a
shotgun. A. laughed at him and went back to the real-estate
office where the lots were for sale and chose another and, as it
turned out, a better one.' The land had not been paid for —
even if it had, I trust he would not have wasted blood on a
Leadville cabin site. . . . But there seems to have been this one
jumpe:r and he pursued his avocation too long. One evening, in
v A modern book about Leadville states: “Up on Capitol Hill at 246 West

Eighth Street lived the authoress, Mary Hallock Foote.” Don L. Griswold and

Jean Harvey Griswold, The Carbonate Camp Called Leadville (Denver, 1951),
- P 249

175




BOOK II: AN ENGINEER'S CAPITAL 177

¢ of one of those great, silencing sunsets, as we watched
our cabin porch -— down in the town where Lights
d'through the twilight, this man, and a holdup thief
the town was equally tired of, were at that moment be-
ched by hanging in front of the prison door. A. knew it
stood there beside me, but he did not speak of it — he
spoke of it till years after.® He saw no reason why a
man who had no business down there should break into
life which twilight covered, or question what was going
n-those houses whose lights from our distance looked not
rorthy neighbors of the stars. If I had any philanthropic or
al duties in Leadville that summer, I have to confess that I
n’t even conscious of them. I went on with my little job —
hose engravers’ blocks to cover with drawings — and my hus-
and went on with his. For company he brought to the cabin _
men as he saw fit, measured by his own standards, to-
ther with those between whom and ourselves there had been
links in the past. And in that odd little room, in a place which,
year before, had been nowhere, we had guests who would
ve been distinguished anywhere — this being one of the
1-known compensations which offset the perpetual changes
d general unrest of the life of an engineer in the field.
Our cabin¥as built of round logs at a dollar apiece, and they
re ot very long logs either. It was all in one room, lined
th building paper which had an oak-grained side and a re-

. The Loadville cabin e of dark brown; one width of the brown we used as a

eparate but similar episodes seem to have become confused with one an-
1n retrospect. In August 1879 a crowd seized an alleged thief, put a rope
und his neck, and twice lifted him off the ground by the rope, before being
ersnaded to tur the man over to the sheriff. This must be the episode of which
Hallock Foote is speaking, for the actual lynching of the claim-jumper
the-thief took place on November 20, 1879, shortly after Mrs. Foote had
for'the East. (She was in Chicago by November 12.) See Griswold and

old, The Carbonate Camp Celled Leadville, pp. 154-56, 170-77. But Mary
llock Foote knew about the episode soom after she had returned to Milton,

etter to Helena Gilder from there, apparently written on December 19,
82q. z_nentions the lynching,
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wainscot, and the walls were covered with the oak side put on '

like wallpaper, and where the edges joined, pine strips painted
black were nailed over them with an effect of paneling. The
open-beamed ceiling to the ridge pole was papered between
the unbarked log rafters, like the walls. So our color scheme
matched the woods and on this quiet background we added
pinks and blues and greens by pinning up the Geological Sur-
vey's maps of the Fortieth Parallel.s When the geologists came
out and were our guests, they stared around and laughed to see
this frivolous use their brains and research had been put to:
James Hague insisted that geology had never been turned to

better account! They mocked each other gaily of the imperti- .
nence which they considered peculiarly feminine (it was in.

fact my own idea) to stick up Old Silurian and the Tertiary
deposits for the sake of their pretty colors! We had no chimney

that year: a man tempts fortune who builds him a chimney.

There was no kitchen; there was no bedroom — the woran
vrent to work on her curtains again and made a sort of drapery
for her couch, whiclhrwas called the bedroom, with hangings
of printed calico bought at Daniel and Fisher’s. They had pur-
ple velvet riding habits on show in their windows and pink
silk peignoirs, but the choice in calico was very limited. _
We had an iron fireplace, more homelike to sit by than a
stove. The man broiled steak and made coffee on its coalsbefore
breakfast: he was a much better cook than his wife and he had
the hardy unspoiled habits of a good camp mate. He leapt out
half-dressed in the cold austere mornings and filled his pails
with snow water from the ditch — let it not be confused with

anything sluggish or muddy: it shot by us like something
3 The Fortieth Parallel Survey, which Clarence King headed from its birth in

1867 until it finished its work in 1878, was one of the most successful of the

federal government’s scientific studies of the American West. Among the dis-
tinguished geologists who served with it were James D. Hague and his young-
er brother Arnold, Samuel F. Emmons, and King himself — all New England-
ers from Harvard or Yale and all figures in these reminiscences. Richard A.
Bartlett, Great Surveys of the American West (Norman, Okla., 1962}, pp-

141-215.
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sed, like the snow-born Arethusa, but I suppose there was
.much it could escape after it reached the town. The woman
shed up and tidied up after breakfast and Iunched by her-
‘ sout of paper bags and marmalade pots, and the man by
mself, bolting his food on horseback after capturing it wher-
er he could find it, or going without. And we dined at the
larendon with the mob — in a bedlam of male voices, a wild
clatter of dishes, orders shouted, waiters mshjng madly from
le to table with heaped trays poised above their heads; now
d then one came down with a crash. We smiled at each
er and consumed our food.

I_;;_ this uproar the Jacksons dined with us one evening;
elen Hunt and her husband.4 He bad a mining man’s interest
Leadville, she was there for the spectacle. By sinking our
oices below the storm key of sound and speaking almost in
agh other’s faces we managed to communicate; she had a
eaking face and a wonderful eye for meeting another human
ve. She assured us earnestly — she warned us — that we
otld not stay; the place was too unnatural. Grass would not
row there and cats could not live. We smiled: we were not
ats — nor grass, as yet! We were at that well-known phase of
e altitude fever when the hopeful ones are sure that they are
be the exceptions — Leadville agreed with us, we said. In
e back of my mind always, however, was a secret quake
hen I thought of our little boy.

It was through the Gilders “H.H.” had heard that we were
e. She had been told in town that ours was the only cabin
the ditch. She had walked out by herself and knocked at our

Hel_leu Maria Fiske Hunt Jackson (1830-85), who often published under the

tials “ELH.,” was a schoolmate and lifelong friend of Emily Dickinson. After
th(i deaths of her first husband, Edward B. Hunt, and two children, she became
1 professional writer, best known today for two books inspired by mistreatment
Jf,t_he Indians, 4 Century of Dishonor (1881) and Rarmona (1884). Her second
marriage, in 1875, was to William. 8. Jackson, a Colorado financier, promoter,
and railway man. Thereafter she made her home in Colorado Springs. A letter
from Mary Hallock Foote, Leadville, August 22, 1879, to Helena Gilder de-
cribes Helen FHunt Jackson’s visit.
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door. It opened directly into the only room we had, where I -
happened to be dressing at the time; the day was fine and I set -

out a chair for my unknown guest and asked her to wait a few
moments — fancy asking Helen Hunt to wait on one’s porch!
But I left the door ajar and we chatted through the opening
while I clothed myself. I might have gone behind my bed-
curtains, but there was no light there to “do one’s hair” — also
my dressing tools were all outside. . . . Well! When I did open
the door and took a good look at my visitor, if I hadn’t guessed
it already, I should have known by her face that she was the
only one of her kind in America. She had waited to introduce
herself till we were on a common level, as to clothing at least.

We were supposed to have about one month of summer in

Leadville, but I don’t know when it could be said to begin. A

great soft snowfall was dumped on us out of a clear sky on the
ninth of June — but about this time the Geological Survey

made camp in the woods back of the cabin, and S. F. Emmons

and his chief topographer Wilson, and others of their mess, be-
came our frequent visitors.> Emmons wore riding clothes of In-
dian-tanned buckskin made by his London tailor; his tall, con:
spicuous figure in these beautiful white buckskins was a most
agreeable sight whenever he loomed in the doorway of the
cabin. He was always good tempered, always imperturbable;
he prowléd about all summer doing important things silently;
when he talked he said little about his work, but what he did
that year and in the summer following is now embodied in a

5 Samuel F. Emmons (184.1-'1911) was educated at Harvard, the Ecole des Mines
in Paris, and the Royal Mining Academy in Saxony, before joining the For-

tieth Parallel Survey. When the United States Geological Survey was created

by Congress in 1879, with Clarence King as its first director, King at once sent
Emmons to Denver and Leadville, with A. 1. Wilson, late of the Fortieth
Parallel Survey, as his topograpker. Emmons’ work at Leadville has been called

epochal, because of its identification and explanation of the Leadville deposits.

See Paul, Mining Frontiers, pp. 130-31. Emmons’ first marriage, to Waltha
Anita Steeves, ended in divorce, after a difficult experience; his second was to

Sophie Dallas Markoe of Washington, D.C., in 188, but she died in 18g6. His

third marriage, in 1903, was to Suzanne Earle Ogden-Jones.
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ook with a long title, usually spoken of as “Emmons’s book,”
hich grows steadily more valuable with time, I am told.
He was as fond of people as he was of rocks, which is saying
uch for an eminent geologist, and he was never weary of do-
g kixid things for his friends. You might have but a small
ace in his life, but he never forgot you were there. His first
marriage was a tragical failure — he bore its trials with great
patience and dignity; then Miss Sophie Markoe of Washing-
nrewarded him and made his home delightful to him and to
bis friends. But she died, a sweet woman of the southern be-
re-the-war type, the old Washington set was her background
and, spoiled for lomeliness by her memory, he married
gain, another lovely woman we were told. Men less suscepti-
ble to sympathy sometimes smiled at these frank domestic ad-
ventures of his; they were an essential part of that kindness
and; humanness in him that we all found so pleasant and de-
endable. He could not have lived without a home in which
might devote himself to a woman’s happiness.
‘He was tall, spare, rather harsh featured but distinguished
king, a somewhat hawklike profile deficient in chin, black
hatr, marked eyebrows, an open-air color on his thin cheek-
bones. When he rode he was one with his horse and went cogi-
ating along, rolling cigarettes and lighting them with the
int'and steel in a little silver box that he always carried. His
Q_le' attitude towards Leadville and the life there was so
rent from the feverish states of mind around us, 1t made
7isits & great rest. His interest was wholly scientific and
retical, yet it pleased him to know that his big book was
d.as a guide by the gold seekers, even the practical miners

consulting it.

We reached the height of our preposterous social brilliance
at’summer in Leadville when Clarence King arrived from
shington with members of the Land Commnission in tow —

1re: Tom Donaldson being one of them. “He’s such a unani-
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mous cuss,” King said of him.® To Hague and Emmons, wid-
owed of their clubs, it meant delight of battle with one’s peers
which always marked the joining of talk in that rare group of
friends. In the Education, Henry Adams, who probably knew
King better than any of them, says: “INo other young Ameri-
can approached him for the combination of chances — physi-
cal energy, social standing, mental scope and training, wit,
geniality, and science, that seemed superlatively American
and irresistibly strong.”” This described King in 1871. In 1879
he had scored a great scientific and personal triumph in the
passing by Congress of a bill uniting the two surveys under
himself as director; not that he cared for the office, he was en-
joying his powers as an organizer. Later, years later, Adams
says of his friend’s fortunes bitterly: “The result of twenty
years’ effort proved that the theory of scientific education
failed where most theory fails — for want of money.””®

An appointment to the Geological Survey under such men
as King chose to head his divisions was a position any young
man might have coveted for the sake of “scientific education,”
but if he had a family to support on the Survey’s salaries, he
could scarcely afford the honor. There was a proud wife in the
cabin when such an appointment came to her man, and there
was no thought of refusing it then, but she asked herself se-
cretly, “How are we going to live on both sides of the continent

-winters to be spent in Washington — when it seems diffi-
ult enough to live first on one side and then on the other?” Tt
as the company “we” desired to keep, and professionally it
eemed quite a rise from running ditch lines under George
earst or “Sam”” McMasters.? We could see that J. D. [Hague]
as pleased, and whenever he liked what we did we were apt
o think we were on the right track. o

James_ Hague was in Leadville during the greater part of
hat summer examining mines for eastern investors. We knew
f_ -course how he and Mary lived: her health would not have
'grmitted her to hike about with her husband, even if she had
ot had two children to consider. (They had left Peddie in
ngland and brought back with them a German governess. )
he more his affairs prospered, the less they could see of each
ther. His office now was in New York, their home was in
range, N. J., and he was in Leadville! It always amused him
to-look on at our fortuitous housekeeping, the casual way in
which we set up our family lares. Nothing casual would have
uited him in his own homes, but he was a charming guest in
nrs —- never more so than that summer in the cabin on the

ditch.

ne Sunday morning a plain but agreeable-looking person
alled on us who introduced himself as W. S. Ward, manager

the Evening Star Mine, a'rising star of prosperity in the
mp, already making a name for itself.”® Its backers in New

uperintendent of the Homestake Mine in the Black Hills. See above, p. 161 A
tter from Mary Hallock Foote, Leadville, August 22, 1879, to Helena Gilder
xplains that Clarence King had hired Arthur as a “mining geologist” on the
aif of the T.8. Geological Survey, and Arthur had gone off with A. D. Wilson,
. presumably under Emmons’ direction. : .
/illiam 8. Ward, born 1844, a graduate of Princeton and the Columbia School
f-: Mines, and a veteran of ten years in the U.S. Assay Office in New York,
ame to Leadville in 1879 to take charge of the Evening Star, which he devel-
Red into a very profitable mine. Griswold and Griswold, Carbonate- Camp,
0. 238, Mary Hallock Foote, in a letter to Helena Gilder, dated Leadville, Sep-
‘tember 8, 1879, described Ward as a cheerful, refined, “clean-souled” man who
wears wonderfully well” and had known Richard Gilder in New York.

6 Clarence King (1842-1901), a product of Yale and of experience with the fa-
mous California Geological Survey before he conceived the Fortieth Parallel
Survey, was at this time serving in the dual capacity of director of the U. §.
Geological Survey and expert member of 2 Public Lands Commission set up by
Congress in 1879 to investigate the public lands and land laws. Thomas Don-
aldson (1843-98), who held many government positions in his very useful life-
time, served with the Commission aud edited its great compilation of docu-
ments. For this visit, see Introduction, p. 19. A letter from Mary Hallock Foote,
Leadville, August 22, 1879, to Helena Gilder described King as belag very
“agreeable,” as “brilliant” as she had expected, but more gentle, and somewhat
like her friend Nadal {concerning whom, see pp. 81-82). A subsequent letter to
Helena, dated Leadville, September 8, 1879, described King as “charming.” .

7 Henry Adams, The Education of Henry Adams (Boston and New York, 1518),
P- 346.

8 Thid.
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York were Watson Bradley Dickerman and his friends. He ap- o
praised us with a very keen blue eye — took in not only the.

beauty but the commercial possibilities of our situation: the
Ditch Walk, he predicted, would in another year be the “fash-
ionable residence quarter,” and he advised us to lose no time
but corral all the lots on it not already bought up, and sell only
to our friends. It was excellent advice, but we had not the
necessary funds just then to act upon it — he had. He bought
up the whole neighborhood, so to speak, and became himself
our first neighbor. And a very good one he proved to be.

His house was no cabin —1I believe he gave it a name:.
“Cloud-rift Cottage” or something like that ~ it was ready in
time to welcome as its first guests Mr. and Mrs. Dickerman,
when they came out from New York.* ... She was then in the
flower of her beauty, Martha Dickerman, and she was as lovely

as she looked. Of all places on earth to meet one like her with

her tea-rose coloring and her “sweet eyes” — there she was,,

one summer morning, on the Ditch Walk, with those crazy.

gulches below her and those solemn mountains above, turned
out as New York can do it, spick and span, to begin the day.

(Bless her — as she blessed others — from her rising up to her.

lying down at night!) It was a fnendshlp between us without
a break, from that summer morning to her death; our lives
never ran parallel, they were as different as two wormmen's lives
could be, but the links so mtanglble between us held, mamly
through her own untiring thoughtfulness of others. . . . How
we used to laugh together over her first sight of my husband —
the way he was “turned out!” ~ dashing out of the little cabin

next door in “pants” and undershirt before breakfast and -

stooping from the bridge plank, which was opposite her bed-

11 Watson B. Dickerman was cofounder, in 186g, of the banking firm of Dominick
& Dickerman, president of the Evening Star Mining Co., and presently of the
Morning Star Consclidated Mining Co., the Norfolk and Southern Railroad,
and in 18go-g1 president of the New York Stock Exchange. He was born in
Connecticut in 1846 and married in 186g.
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oom window, to scoop his morning pailfuls from the ditch!
d she was clever enough to have noticed that he scooped
Wl‘l‘,h and not against the cutrent.

After the Dickermans went east, Mr. Ward proposed that
¢ unite our housekeepmg at mealnmes, othermse that we
mess with him in his bigger house which had eve g ours
waited for, including a cook. “Jane” was an old family standby
sent out by the Dickermans, who was almost too much of a
reasure for one man in Leadville to keep all to himself. So the
wild Clarendon struggle for food we left behind with the
things of youth, and very soon we became pampered and par-
ticular. In view of the briefness of our summer, Mr. Ward
built a covered walk j ]ommg his piazza with our porch, and
ngw if we woke up in a snow squall, the protected WoInan
ould go in to breakfast without her galoshes. Winter things
ere not put away in Leadville; we never knew what a day or
mght might bring forth in the way of weather.

Eastern investors and promoters were now coming fast, f01~
lowmg the geologists and experts: wives and an occasional
aughter began to be seen. Our neighbor, now that he had a
lzlaperon handy, could ask young ladies to dine with him. One
might behold almost any day our Leadville cavaliers dashing
through the woods beside tailored habits which spelled Chica-
go.if not New York. I did very little dashing myself that year
my cavalier was riding a white mule in pursuit of knowl-
ge (and a hwng) under Emmons. But our evenmgs in the
bin yere gay with the finest sort of compary. “V¥What do you
with all those people,” my mother asked, in one of her let-
ers, “when you have only five chairs!” Five were more than
ough to accommodate all the ceremonious guests we ever
ad — the others were just from campfire seats themselves and
ad no quarrel with the floor if necessary; or they were escap-
ng boyishly from a hotel bedroom in the town. The altitude
4d I suppose, go to our heads a little like wine, if one had a
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head (and a heart) for altitudes at all. When Rossiter Ray-
mond** went back to New York, after his visit, to report on the
Pittsburg and Chrysolite mines, he found the city full of grippe

and became one of the victims himself; whereupon he sent us
this mexry little rueful “roofer.”

Let princes live and sneeze in their palaces of ease,
Let colds and influenzas plague the rich,

But give to me instead, a well-ventilated head
In a little log cabin on the Ditch!
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; red among them an astomishing array of gifts. He was a
pid-fire gun but not perhapsa great gun.'s

'hen J. D. went east that year for the lagt time, his sister-
iri-law went with him to spend the winter 6n the Hudson. .
ehad: ive or six hours to wait in Chicagé, and it happened to
be the day\[November 12, 1879] of Grént’s reception by the
Army of the orthwest to welcome its/6ld chief home, covered
ith glory after his royal progress apound, the world. The con-
gestlon in the stxeets and at every lotel in the city was appall-

1. James managed to secure to My use for two hours a room

But the Leadville summer was soon over. The birds of pas:

. age flocked east again. Ross Raymond’s report brought him to
ef and his clients to worse grief. J. D. [Hague] came out apé
mad s
port which wiped out several of Raymond’s ¢ ‘suppositiphis mil-
lions,” as hesather airily called them. He [Raymond] took the
blow to his repwtation gallantly, in fact audacigdsly — Lead-
ville “knocked” &
many fortunes. The ¢ were those who thought Raymond
rather too versatile, too brilliant and teraperamental for a sci-
entific investigator. But he'was a man-6f many sides; a wit, an

orator, an occasional poet, one of atalented family who mus-

12 Rossiter W. Raymond (1840-1918), w ;as the single most influential person-

in shaping the development of minifig engiheering into a respected profession,
was well known to Arthur and Maéry Hallock qQote, because their lives so often
intersected. He g-raduated from Brooklyn Polytéshnic Institute and was very
active for many years in Hetry Ward Beecher’s Plywouth Church. He studied
at Heidelberg, Munich,4nd the Royal Mining Acadethy at Freiberg. He was
a consultant to Coopet’, Hewitt & Co., both in their coal ahd iron mines and in
the management of Cooper Union, where Raymond often ledwgred. In 1867 he
began his long <areer as editor of what presently was retitled the Engmeermg
and Mining 4 ournal and from 1868-76 was U.5. Commissioner of Mining Sta-
tistics andethus editor of a notable series of annmal reports on mining™He was a
founder”of the Americar Institute of Mining Engineers in 1871, its pregident
from 1872-75, its secretary from 1884-1g11, and editor of its Transactions”

is own examination of the Pittsburg and a secopd re-.

a~good many reputations ag/well as a good "

the Palmer Hou e bespoken By persons who had not yet ar-
ved. But they did ayrive while the interloper was hurriedly
scrarabling her thing toge er to depart, and they eyed her
with much disfavor. At e Palmer House there was a grand
gathermg of notables and\we saw the beginning of the show
before our train went gut. This was my one chance view of
eneral Grant, then af the héig ght of his fame. That winter he
ok a house in New/York and ell into the toils of Ferdinand
Ward, the “Little Xapoleon of Viall Street.” He was a young-
rbrother of W. &/ [Ward], buta ery different man — as dif-
ferent, to stretcl a comparlson as Wilkes from Edwin Booth.
Ferd” Ward wvas the assassin of Graxt’s reputatlon and the
gure of the gld hero in his last years paying his debit to inex-

oth the Little Pittsburg and Chrysolite raines weré developed too rapidly, too
speculatively, and probably with an intent to deceive. Rossiter Raymond un-
wittingly/aided the boom in stocks of both mines by hisy ]usuﬁably optimistic

eports. report on the Little Pittsburg was advertia d as saymg that the
mine 3 ould yield $2,000,000. By contrast, after careful in

the property at $500,000 - considered intrinsically and independently of stock
perations.” Similarly, at a time when the Chrysolite company was publmhmg
Aenthuﬂastlc reports about their mine by Raymond, I-Iague was writ]
Iy to Emmons (July 25, 1880), “Chrysolite . . . is going to disgppoint many
eaple who bought at high figures. It is very weak ” Hague Papers Huntmgton
ibrary. In 1880 the public not only lost faith in both mines, but
st confidence in all Leadville mines, in the belief that all were
‘managed.
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fancied himsel
the crows and o
lonely waste of ice.

 going out with it in mid
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pight, Boy and his mother, which
had to be said whether Ged cared 'or not. Silence and the voice
of the Inner Spirit sr€ the deepex testimonies perhaps, but
there are times wheén they don’t seem’

cannel, along with
visible from shore on the

&3

E WERE open like others, of course, to the influence of
laries, but it was really the cabin at Leadville that lured us
back there: the plans we had made to build on bedrooms and a
]ﬂfcchen'vving and a stone chimney going up against the gable.
saw ourselves unpacking in a house of our own the boxes
acked at New Almaden with nowhere to go, and no job in
ght. “He” left it to me: “Shall it be the [U.S. Geological]
ey or the mines?” I envisioned nothing connected with
nes — I saw ourselves and little son in the cabin on the

: ur had stuck to the Survey he would have been with
the: California Division that winter, in the High Sierras. I
ould have stayed in the East or taken Boykin across alone
ound a perch as near him as possible, perhaps in the Napa
lley. “What could be better than a little house in the Napa
ley?” Clarence King had suggested encouragingly. I know
those 'valleys now — very lovely, but scenery is not every-
ng: for a homebred woman, husbandless and divorced from
amily and friends, pretty lonely! King was distributing
hese little homes with his genial smile — they had to be very
11, on the salaries his appropriation allowed. Most of the
ey men were unmarried or, like Emmons, possessed of
ate means to make them independent.
ut Arthur needed no urging: he was well satisfied to go
k, though he must have known that he was in for a heap of
trouble, as he would have put it. There is always trouble in the
mining business; there is trouble in every business. It is only
the men of theory who can do as Emmons did at Leadville,
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gone around would have been to notice those threats. It was
both theory and practice to ride at ease, lounging through the
hostile camp, with a pistol ready. This was the absurd side of
life in Leadville which made them all seem boys together;
that the methods of schoolboys and savages should be the ones
these grown men were obliged to use, who were not savages
nor excited nor warlike nor angry with anyone. The Highland
Chief continued to breathe fire and slaughter, but it helped to
keep the actual peace that our men were known to be quick
and convincing shots with a revolver.

commune with Nature and enter into the counsels of Creatio__n__'
with souls at peace. He did not worry about the “outfit” at the
Adelaide Mine when he went poking up Stray Horse Gulch; he_{
could question the rocks which speak what is true and do‘_ln_pt
intexrupt. 7 '
But young Fisher, Arthur’s clerk at the Adelaide mine' ‘at
that time, had orders to eject a certain lady from the ainers:
boardinghouse, which she claimed it was her privilege to:
“run,” and get her and all her possessions ofi the compin}];s
ound, and she was a person who did not always speak: the X ) ]
‘g‘ruth j;ld who did interr};pt. A. had fired all her fgends on the: - ljhfl 1\{3I1ke and Star mgantl;n.e,;fur 'other bi;;’ya bad nOﬂﬁ‘ng
payroll — the whole place was to be cleaned out of its human 1 sigit but expenses and good indications, as they were called.
messiness, and it was an unco [strange] job for those two [his stage of mfancy‘ in mines doe_s not exhilarate t.he OVWIIers
: ith an unadulterated Boston accent whose xuch, and the Adelaide, alt}.hough 1t was called a mine, V.VOUM
ﬁgﬁeizig I::a:nB owditch, the other a son of that pillar of ave been one of those described as “too poor to pay, too rich to
the church on Guilford Greer;, old “Cunnel Foote.” It had to be qrut. 'alhe laStﬁfr;W was st_eallmg, Or_; th"j part of adneéghior
done or the new management would be discredited at the start. hzosﬁborewg:.}fad irﬁofl:eoﬁ (;I;gnorie\;ﬁ;aen};‘% g EUIfl . u(I: 1 a
It took & boyish threat of dynamite to move the lady from her g b & ] g’tu t' ¢ o . thls, as tar as 1 re-
position, and if she had been clever or game enough to “ca 7 n:f:xlz oirI’)(::;?aly :h%i?:;finghail 3;‘1); ;ef’;lzgurf time we went
his bluff, A. would have been in a queer fix himself. The suc- -. > .
cess of that form of persuasion is aclll in the eye: Fisher had a hf;r"?v";neresn :vgre N‘;W Yci\r/}c'ﬁnen, 11;;‘7}1311 Stl'eel‘imeSt. 01:1;
fiery-coldblue eye. . ; L1, went OV}TI‘J. r.om litorl — thur to conter wit
This was the first act: the lady took refuge with her faithful 15 peop. le,.i}’:o go with h]llm to the pretty dinners they gave us,
knights of the Highland Chief * hard by; anonymous let- € to g? I bmz tiltﬁeh ttl_e compafrll 168 our (,’ld friends were
ters containing the usual warnings were hurled at our men gﬁl?%e;x{egihgkture at time was flooded with gay talk. No-
through the mails. The shortest road to the Adelaide was by O - ]
way ogf the one narrow street of the Highland Chief: to hav From New York we went on to Guilford and talked every-
ng over with the family there: the wise, placid mother in
er black dress, with the fold of gauze over her delicate old
iead and the soft, grayish curls in front, saying little, compre-
ending everything, surprised at nothing! At Nutplains near
Guilford, the other family homestead, we seduced a young
tece of Arthur’s into going back with us to Leadville, the ad-

The Mike and the Star Gurnee were listed as mines under Foote's care. Gris-
wold and Grisweld, Carborate Camp, p- 180.

1 While Arthur asswmed responsibility for several different wmines during this
secoud stay at Leadville, bis principal job was as manager of the Adelaide Con:
solidated Silver Mining & Smelting Co., which according to the Colorado
Directory of Mines (Denver, 1879) bad its headquarters at Leadville and
Washington, D.C., and included among its trustees Senator John P. Jonef of
Nevada, the veteran Comstock mining man. It adjoined the Argentine mine
with which it presently had a fierce dispute. _ e

2 The Highland Chief mine, a consolidation of four claims, with most of i
shares of stock sold in New York, was doing well by processing a large volum:
of low-grade ore. :

o
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venture for her (she was scarcely nineteen), for us the help
and company she would be, especially with an active little boy
to watch over and the ditch running close by our door.4 They. -
are always ready for adventures, those little New England
nuns, cold-mannered, self-effacing, but doing such a number
of things so remarkably well. . . . So that was fixed, and on the
strength of Lily Foote I ventured to take on myself another
book contract, the most preposterous one yet. Imagine illus-
trating Lucile for an edition de luxe in Leadville — I who had
never been abroad in wmy life and didn’t know even what sort
of chairs they sat on at European watering places! (Where was
it those highly sophisticated Victorian lovers met —to part?).
But it wasn’t so ingenuous of me as it was sheer commercial.
Publishers perhaps are commercial too: it could not have been
in the interests of pure art that my well-known House was
issuing an expensive holiday edition of Lucile. They probably
knew something about the book market.s ;

Milton was all fruit blossoms and May winds when we said
good-bye. A belated gift from one of the aunties had beex}
added at the last moment to our luggage; one of those huge
down puffs which lie at the foot of the bed in cold country-
houses and are pulled up to one’s chin when required — it
looked queer to take such a thing with us in the month of May.
but we rolled it small and crowded it into our shawl straps and
it saved our little boy an illness, I believe, for we arrived at the
end of the track in a howling blizzard and we had to keep righ
on. Sam Clark was there to meet us and we had thirty~five
miles to drive. The railroad had advanced that far toward
Leadville. We bundled little son into this down thing and hi
father held him in his arms, taking a look at him now and then

to see that he did not smother. How Sam could see to drive was
his affair — we got through. We stood Boykin on his feet in
the cabin sitting room; the clumsy wrap fell off — we gazed at
him in rapture to see him safe there, rosy and undisturbed. He
and his cousin Lily had taken their first blizzard precisely
alike, smiling and saying nothing. He steadied himself on his
feet and looked up at the raftered ceiling — not much like
grandfather’s house! “They have logs on the walls at Lead-
ville” was his general observation. .
The freight boxes arrived and we laughed and crowed over
the old things as we set them up in their new places. The
chimney had a high mantel and a face of rough gray stone and
a fireplace so big that our Irish mason pronounced, when it
was finished, gazing up in it, “Ye’ll not have a bit ¢* hate in
the house.” We took down the curtains of the false bedroom
Which James FHague always referred to as “upstairs,” and the
big foreroom was all in one. We built bookshelves into the re-
cess ont one side of the chimney, the door into my new bedroom
opened from the other. But the most popular feature of the
oom was a hammock slung across one end cornerwise where
c}ne could read and keep warm; where one’s man could smoke
n the evenings and little son take his daily nap while his
mother went on with her desk work and Cousin Lily went
down town to do errands; we didn’t go far from the Ditch Walk
— there was no strolling through the woods in Leadville. We
lived on the crust of much that lay beneath. But we thought
we were so lucky and so happy! Soon we should be having our
meals under our own roof; for neighbor Ward had just mar-
ried, in Chicago, one of the riding-habit young ladies I had
Chaperoned the summer before. He did not want us now as
4 Lily Gillette Foote was the daughter of Arthur’s brother Andrew Ward Foote, table-boarders.®
“a farmer of the well-read New England type,” as the family genealogy bool
puts it (Foote, Foote Family, p. 336). Since Lily was born March 2, 1860, sh
must have been twenty, not “scarcely nineteen.”
5 Lucile was a narrative poem by “Owen Meredith,” the pseudonym of Edward*

Pobert Bulwer-Lytton, first earl of Lytton. This edition was published in
Septerber 18841, :

$ A letter from Mary Hallock Foote to Helena Gilder, Milton, apparently De-
cember 19, 1879, described this lady, Kitty Ward, as “a handsome girl of the
(1 ¢'d fancy) English countryhouse style. Admirable on horseback — heautiful
- hands and feet and head — thorough-bred looking.” Descendant of distin-
- guished New England stock, Kitty Ward was in Leadville because her father
owned the Little Giant mine.
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We were finishing off our kitchen, hurrying to get ourselves -
out of the way of the bride’s homecoming, when a crisis struck |
us where we might have expected, which our doctor at home"
indeed had waxned us of. Those old sleeping germs our little:
boy had left in his system which he had brought with him
from peaceful Milton, from his grandfather’s ponds, woke up
in the strange mountain heights and made a last stand which’.
brought him pretty low as a battleground. It was not the fever:
alone but the bronchial inflammation that set in with it. And.
we had not our home doctor now, nor Aunt Bessie in the mght' :
watches. Lily would have watched, but she was doing other
things, and I could not have slept — I was too rattled and con.
vulsed with fear. It wasn't the illness so much as the strange”
climate and the strange doctor that tormented me. There was
no fault to find with Dr. I’ Avignon’ personally, but his doses
of mercury and jalap affected me very much like the methods®
of a Sioux medicine man. My nerves were undone for the rest:
of the summer and my sleep destroyed by the panic-terrors of -
that 1llness. oo ‘

It was a late spring even for Leadville, the weather chabol :
ical. Storm upon storm came howling over us and drove the”
snow in under our new doors, where it lay unmelted all night-
even with a fire kept up, in the room where my little boy was
ill; taking fresh cold would have meant pneumonia, and with
the doctor we had I knew we should lose him. A. was obliged
to leave us, on one of his mountain frips, and good old Sam:
Clark came and slept on a cot in the sitting room, in case of
need. He couldn’t have been called company for he never said’
anything — he couldn’t have talked, as Fisher talked, a steady’
stream of anecdote and personal experience; he wasn’t enough::
of an egoist for that, but he did whatever was required of him
in sober earnest and was not amusing but he was faithful. He:
was a chunk of Vermont granite, which can take noble shapes.
under the right chisel of fate and all the necessary polish —

e-people don’t care for polished granite. I could not help
ulating a little about him and Lily — they were not of the
:lass in their generation quite, but Sam had come of
blood, the Men of Grants, makers of history. . . . They
-a.pair, when it came to valiant, impenetrable reserve.
ow many different types of young Americans we met — I
ntake account of them, all so true to their own back-
ounds, so true in their work and personal relations — so
ung in experience but morally.so sound! Why do we hear so
ch. of the deterioration of the youth of this time; we heard
ame thing then, but if any better stuff for a race to build
an we found knocking about in all sorts of places could be
,,for, I think the demand unreasonable to say the least.
wvere being tried, these boys, and well they stood the test.
on’t remember how many days the fear was acute — how
one carried about inside one a sickish lump which made
1mposs1ble to swallow. Good old Jane was as kind as she
Id be — also as busy, getting ready for the bridal pair.
y:arrived — and one had to put on a cheerful face not to
1d the happiness next door. . . . Then Fisher came to say
-bye: he was “quitting” at the Adelaide and going off
specting on his own. He left his photographs and keepsakes
di his home address in my care — needless to say why. He
as not sentimental about it, but he took a long look at his
ictures — they were lovely faces, types of the very best sort
bple anywhere.

1'one of those days dunng a week which I remember as all
lur of misery, I was in the hammock in the sitting room,
g but not asleep, when Maggie, the new cook, showed in
he kitchen-way a young man who loomed up six feet or
so‘and said he was Ferdinand Van Zandt® and he didn’t wish to
disturb me but would I tell him where the kitchen stove was to

cerning Ferdinand Van Zandt, see below, pp. 251-253. In a letter to Helena
er, dated Leadville, June 12, 1880, Mary Hallock Foote described Van
Zandt as “an extremely goodlooking and debonsir youth like ‘Quentin Dur-
d' who tells me his sister knew you.”

7 Dr. Frederick D'Avignon, described in an 1893 publication as “a genial and"
generous gentleman, liberal in his ideas.”
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stand? I sat up bewildered, having forgotten that our cookstove
and the kitchen stuff were to arrive that afternoon. . . . It was
“all taken off my hands at once, however: Van Zandt was Fish-
er’s successor — “soldier and sailor too.” “Leave it to me,” he
said. “There can’t be more than one place for a stove to stand.”,
Quite true, in a kitchen the size of ours with only one stovepipe
hole! When I went out, after he was gone, to inspect the job, I
found Maggie beaming and speechless with admiration; she
was ready to believe that Saint Michael in reefing jacket and
leggins had come down from that hardware wagon on purpose
to straighten out her kitchen for her.
Van Zandt’s next appearance was some time later, through
the front door this time, bringing a new young man whorm he
Introduced as his “wife.” Bob Booraem?® had just arrived to fill
the assayer’s place at the Evening Star, and he and Van were
setting up housekeeping together in one of Mr. Ward’s cabins:
on the lot behind us. Booraem was a fresh-faced, well-dressed
young man of the same old Dutch blood as Van Zandt’s, rich
in color, dark eyes and beautiful simple manners, with any-
thing you choose to imagine as to a Patroon or Knickerbocker
family past. And in Bob’s case there were fat bank accounts —
and later, boxes from home filled with good things which he
passed around and dispersed among his neighbors. A bottle of
his precious Old Port found its way shortly into my possession ;-
to buck up the little boy’s appetite. The nickname “wife” gave -
the key to the domestic relation between the two young men.
Van by temperament would take the initiative, Bob would do
the worrying and cross all the bridges they hadn’t come to.
Leadville was one of the wildest and also one of the most
sophisticated of the mining camps; its fame had come hard
upon a time of extreme financial distress,”® and a surprising

1her, of diplomaed and highly specialized men were crowd-
there desperately in need of a job. At the time of General
inton’s funeral, twenty-eight graduates of well-known tech-
calischools rode in that extraordinary and motley procession
olloWing the son of Dr. Vinton of Trinity to a Leadville
yard.** Each little group gravitated toward some chosen
ide. Mr. Ward’s back lots were filling up; the Duvals of
ancisco lived in one of his new houses; we observed that
oung South and San Francisco enjoyed themselves to-
ther:' Qur own little set came chiefly from New York or
und New York Harbor. Van Zandt’s home was on Staten
Ysland: He had Jost his father while still a boy. His mother
dime that he became her caretaker when he was fourteen;
sbut twenty-three in Leadville that summer, but he had
led a few points with himself and on those he was immov-
“one of them was drinking. Every month he sent home
mother a third of his income, which wasn’t large. He
Ve'ry kind of a “good sport,” but not any kind of a young
it didn’t affect him in the least, for instance, that he was
:ledfz"the handsomest man in Leadville. He was shrewd yet
enerous, a warm-blooded, light-hearted boy, and his huge
ugh shook his vest buttons so low down that we used to warn
“‘Take care, Van — you’ll be fat before you are forty!”
1s'these little things that stick in one’s memory now that
has sifted that confused mass of incident. That sumuaer
s'crowded with people coming and going in and out of our
es, but a few figures, these whom I speak of, remain. We had
experts the first summer, studying the proposition Nature
Lidden there on deposit; the second summer brought the

tually the Rev. Francis Vinton, the Episcopal clergyman who served with
great success at Trinity Church, New York, was the uncle of Francis L. Vinton
5797, but because of the early death of the boy's father, the uncle raised
ancis L. Vinton. Young Vinton graduated from West Point, attended the
Eeole. des Mines, Paris, 1856-60, won the rank of general in the Civil War,

:became the first professor of civil and mining engineering at Columbia
School of Mines, 1864-77, before moving to Denver to begin a consulting prac-
He died at Leadviile while on a professional trip.

9 Robert E. Booraem {1856-1918), who was educated in Germany and New York:
and took his degree at the Columbia School of Mines in 1878, began at Lead
ville a long career in western mining and petroleuns that lasted almost until
his death.

10 The great depression of 1873 did not begin to lift watil the latter part of 1878,
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younger mern who were to work out those problems in practice.

We knew them in our homes because of the little homely ways -
that'tied us together; the stovepipes and kitchen fixings, the -

offerings out of boxes from home, the fetching of the horses for
aride in the valley with a message from one’s hushand saying,

“too busy to go to-day — take Van.” I didn’t believe he was ;
always too busy. I fancied it was his way of giving Van a little -
grind; the amusements in
Leadville for a boy who has settled points with himself were -

‘breath of change from the office

not many.

But there was another reason back of that thin excuse. The
men with any responsibility were more than busy — they

were some of them worried by strikes and bad luck under-

ground, and they were all of them tired. Those who had been

there as long as my husband were very tired. The effect of

those high altitudes is cumulative as well as searching. It is -

safer in some cases to be one of those who succumb.at once
There were days when after a long morning in the saddle A
could scarcely crawl {xp his office stairs. . . . The men talked of

their work with certain significant omissions when we ga--
thered, each little group around its own council fire. When the
summer — what we called summer — was but half spent I
knew that a miners’ strike was brewing, and the glum silence"

on some matters connected with it, and sundry grunts and sar
casms, meant things which they were not ready to speak about.

The operators had to hang together outwardly. Years after--
ward I was told that it was an operator who brought on the:
strike, who had a selfish reason for wanting an excuse to shut::
down his mine. He gained time to sell his own stock in it before

the price went down. When the strike was over and the truth

came out that the mine was done for — by that time he had:
made his pile. This is the sort of business which corrupts labor

unions and kills legitimate mining.

12 In support of Mary Hallock Foote’s comment as to the origin of the strike, C. C.:
Davis, who was editor of the local Leadville newspaper at the time, later said’
that it was “generally believed” that two mixe operators, W. 8. Keyes of the ;
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heriding in the valley was not for pleasure only; it was the
safe panacea I knew for sleeplessness, in a place where no
omman could walk alone. Sleeplessness from having been a
ncy had become a fixed habit-— starting with those
‘watches when Boykin was ill. My work suffered and my
ave warnings, and in the end I broke the Lucile contract,
ny publishers most handsomely insisted on.paying for
drawmgs I had made. But I never took a time order again,
for even a single illustration. That is how I came to illus-
te chiefly my own stories: no more giftbooks for me! Our
od:doctor, whom I quote so often, had warned me in that
ter of sleeplessnes never to tamper with the bedtime dose.
plessness for a constitution like mine, he said, was no kill-
atter, but doses can kill a soul.

ere was a young Englishman who spent his evenings ra-
ften in the cabin, Whom Arthur called Pricey. His name
Hugh Price. He had no “wife,” no pal; no special fireside
less it was ours. The other boys teased him about being al-
V. inour sitting room, always silent and buried in a book;
e ce_illed it a “free reading room for Pricey”; and he defend-
imself candidly, to everyone s delight, with the badgered
ogy: “A man can’t sit in his bedroom, you know!” He was

lic-school boy, an Oxford man, a student in Germany, a

wweler — an impecunious younger son; if he had any remit-
nces they were small ones. He was a doleful duffer when it
me’to handling things in a laboratory or stepplng about

lite and George Daly, had deliberately precipitated the strike in order to
their owa temporary speculative purposes. Carlyle C, Davis, Older Times
olorado (Los Angeles, 1916), pp. 249, 261. This bitter strike for higher pay
the eight-hour day, by a miners’ union that had been formed in 1879,
gan on May 26, 1880, at the always controversial Chrysolite mine. Tt lasted
than three weeks, paralyzed life in Leadville, and closed down all mines.
aining companies hired armed guards, wlnch further embittered the
cers, formed a citizens’ committee, enlisted volunteers for semi-military
, and successfully appealed to the governor for arms and militia. This
«of force presently broke the strike. Arthur Foote was one of the managers
0 signed the rejection of the union demands.
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among coffeepots and frying pans at a campfire, but he had _
read enormously, and when alone with one or two who could
catch what he was trying to say in his shy, hampered fashion, -
he was awfully good company.
Every evening in the cabin he took the same chair in the cor-
ner by the bookshelves (unfortunately it was a rocking chair)
and read and rocked until all the others were gone. The rock-
ing annoyed Arthur who was sensitive to little personal habits;
he did not hesitate to correct this habit in Pricey in a somewhat :
crude manner. One evening when Pricey was deep in a book *
and the chair in full career, A. stepped behind it and slipped a
book under each rocker. It surprised Pricey and caused a gen-
eral laugh, but he took it with touching good nature; he was:
not thin-skinned in such ways. We had many long quiet talks
when the merrier part of the company had left. His mind was
the most abstruse and cultivated and the least available of any
of the younger men’s in Leadville. . -
Yet he had his happy moments — never indoors! Once when'.
we were riding in the valley — the valley of the little wild
Arkansas near its source, with that towering and stainless sky:.
resting on the mountain peaks, he looked up like a worshipper .
and said in his ﬁne_ Oxford accent; s oo

poor-Pricey and sent him back to his relatives in England at
own expense. He had been taken up on the streets wan-
ng-about insane and lodged in the common jail for mere
y;;-lacking every comfort or even decency. No one knew
'and he could give no account of himself — so quickly the
efireside groups dispersed in that senseless, rootless place.
e altitude of heartbreak,” it was sometimes called.
he-case between the Adelaide and the Argentine had been
ding in the courts, but on the ground meantime it looked
var. A. had been summoned east for a conference of the
rs,-and fearing trouble ahead, he took his family with
We were on the train midway when the Argentines, care-
v..choosing that time, broke into the bottom drift of the
elaide, the territory in dispute, and set up a barricade with
oor:in it. The door was not an invitation to the Adelaides to
opiin any time to tea — it was a sallyport against the hour
en they [the Argentines] should be ready to try the law of
ssession. The time of course was then — with orders hung
retween East and West. But robbery under arms did not
ced that time. The Adelaide had a dauntless foreman
ed Steve Fleming who went down the shaft alone and
ted for them in the dark drift; one man, with a Winchester,
1d up the gang, man by man, as they came through and
howed against the light. The story was never forgotten while
any:of that crowd was left in Leadville. When charged with
tlocked like personal courage, Steve had passed it off with,
inchester is mighty comprehensive.”
heir next attempt was on top, but an armed shaft house is
Lplace to defend, and Van Zandt was ready for them with
tter lot of men than the Argentine’s “ten dollar fighters.”
is was the news he wired east (with boyish glee) asking fur-
ter orders. “Hold the mine in spite of hell” was the answer he
xpected — and got, from his equally boyish chief. But it was
ot sustained by the head office. The owners were weary of the
elaide’s freakish favors. When it came to shedding blood in

‘O tenderly the haughty day
Fills his blue urn with fire —-

Who in Leadville could have done that but Pricey, or would
have thought of doing it! But alas! he was one who stayed in
Leadville too long. It was the winter after, when we were i

New York, A. received a letter from him and laid it down with;
a queer look, “Either Price was drunk when he wrote that let
ter or he has gone out of his mind.” It was the last he feared,
and drink had nothing to do with it. When Emmons returne
from Washington in the spring and Van Zandt from his wil_
trip to New Mexico (of which more later), those two took car

13 From Emerson’s “Ode Sung in the Town Hall, Concord, JTuly 4, 1857.”
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her defense and a lengthy lawsuit in any case, they preferred
to shut down. It hurt the young men on the spot who were all |
ready for action, and struck them no doubt as a lame conclu-
sion; which is the difference between realism and romance.
The wife in the case agreed with Wall Street and was thankfu
to hear of the end of that job. : .
And now we were back to our bold beginnings once more.
and the tale of our last campaign sounded like a wild and silly
dream told to those quiet faces at home. The cherry trees were .
all yellow up the lane, a few pale leaves drifting down on the
dooryard grass that was still green. We were eating ripe peach-
es off the tree and baked sweet apples jellied in their own juice-

and smothered in thick cream and Bessie’s sponge cake, the .

Al
&

ten-egg kind. I lay on the old lounge in the sitting room and ‘. .
chortled over The Grandissimes just out of press, with Richard .
Gilder's welcome penciled in front, a book to grow fat on.'¢ Yet -
Louis Janin, whom we prayed to read it, did so offishly — not’
his New Orleans, nor his Old Creoles! He was as difficult about -
them as I am about my Old Quakers when those not of the
blood aim to describe them in modern stories. But we could not-
be shaken as to our Grandissimes. Artis Truth.

We were feeling fit once more after our wasteful altitudes
when the next call came of fortune or adventure. Whoever:
takes a trip to Mexico may be sure of the last. How A. managed:
with his syndicate (that was sending him down there to report:
on mines) to take a wife along, I don’t remember and it doesn’t’
matter. But I daresay friendship had something to do with it.:
Drake de Kay was head of the Michoacan Syndicate, looking.
for an engineer to report on their mines in the province of:
Michoacan, about the time A. was in New York looking for-
job.?s Not necessarily a job for his wife too, but the Centuwr

ople, hearing that she was to g0, said they would be glad to
msider for the magazine whatever she might bring back in
the way of illustrations and copy, which gave a color of prac-
cality to her side of the affair. As a matter of fact A. said he
.01__11d not go without me, and I am not sure but he took the
0 ‘__ff_)r its romance side for us both. We were no longer so very
ung, but we were still foolish. It came into our lives without
an or prevision and led to nothing in the general course of
en‘t_s, if there can be said to be such a course in the life of an
engineer. There it glows, a spot of intenser color in memory’s
ainted windows that look toward sunset, riveting the eye
amidst lower tones of bumnt-out forests and dry deserts and
old; fenced-in farms.
he question of Boykin was settled as usualkby the family,
h meant Aunt Bessie to mother him at night and keep
l}'by day over one of the young Clancys, being broken in
mporary nursemaid. And his rambling mother got to-
ther her sketching tools, packed a steamer trunk with a lay-
ex of ‘thin things underneath, and was off for the “gulfs en-
chanted where the siren sings.” Her only preparation for

vel‘_in Mexico was having read Prescott’s Conquest when
as about ten years old.

14 George Washington Cable’s novel, published by Scribner’s in 1880, See above
P. 101. :
15 Drake de Kay was Helena’s brother. He was secretary of the Chrysolite Min
Company, owners of the Leadville mine of that name. Michoacin proving
is in central and western Mexico. '




