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G. W. C.

He was a small man, in height barely five feet six; in
weight, at best, one hundred and ten pounds; wearing,
oftenest, a gray suit, with crimson necktie and soft hat of
gray felt. Slight of build; wiry; nervous of movement; agile:
taking the steps of a stairway preferably two at a time or
walking as briskly as any boy of ten, even when he was five
or six times that age. His eyes alert to catch any outward
aspect of the scene about him, yet his thoughts so inces-
santly busy that his absent-mindedness was almost a by-
word among those who knew him best, and often a matter
of concern to himself. The oval of his face was emphasized
by an unusual width and height of brow and by a trim,
pointed beard—during the ’eighties his beard and mus-
tache had been full and long—and from beneath the wide
brow his gray eyes looked out, keen, thoughtful, quizzical.

The youth of his physical appearance belied the maturity
of his years. On his forty-fourth birthday, being away from
home on a reading-tour, he wrote my mother: “Forty-four
and not a gray hair except in my beard and mustache;
they are lying scoundrels !” At fifty-four and even at sixty-
four, though other gray hairs had appeared, his youth
seemed indomitable. Though he was my father, he never,
until the very last years of his long life, seemed to me old.
Yet for all his youthfulness, he never seemed truly young.
Greatly as he enjoyed the companionship of his children
and devoted as he was to their happiness, his endeavor,
conscious or unconscious, was always to lift them toward
the level of his own mind rather than to bend down to theirs.

In conversation quick, responsive, and very much in
earnest, he would often flash a sudden spark of humor
that not only lightened the seriousness but fairly illumi-
nated the thought. I remember his saying, on reading some

v
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viii G. W. C

inimitable verses by Oliver Herford: “There are two kinds
of wit: one that makes you say, ‘Good ! I've thought of that
myself,’ and another that makes you say, ‘Delightful! I
never in the world should have thought of that.” Herford’s
is like that.” His own was, too, as a rule. Speaking of a cer-
tain friend—a brilliant woman, of merry speech and unex-
pected ways—he once said: “I never met so odd a person
who was so even.” His talk never seemed studied, though it
was always drawn from a fund of thought. While his children
were growing up around him, his anxiety was keen to give
them the mental training that he was continually giving
himself, and if a word was spoken at the family table that
was unfamiliar to any one, out came the dictionary and the
word was looked up and thoroughly studied by the whole
family.

In the early ’eighties, while he was still living in New
Orleans, a friend one evening brought to his study some
botanical specimens gathered in the Louisiana swamps,
and together they examined and dissected them. “The
first,” wrote this friend, “was a white clover, which sent
him into rapturous delight, as the magnified flowerets re-
vealed intricacies and beauties unsuspected.” And he adds:
“Every technical term was followed to its root, Mr. Cable
declaring that he could not retain what he only half knew.”

Half-knowledge was abhorrent to him always, in any
form, whether of facts, of events, or of people. It was not
mere curiosity, but a genuine interest in human contact
that he evinced when he said one time that he would not
be content to live on a street where he was not on intimate
terms with all his neighbors. This was in New Orleans,
where the warm Southern temperament and the many
months of outdoor life would naturally foster such an atti-
tude; but he carried that attitude to New England.

When he was asked, there, how he managed to find time,
in a life so full of absorbing creative work as his, to interest
himself so largely in the life of the community, he replied:
“To use a homely parallel, the milkman who sells only
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G. W. C. ix

cream makes as much money as the one who sells all his
milk; the one lets the milk stand till the cream rises and
sells the smaller quantity and better quality for the same
money. So with literary work: produce the cream and sell
that, instead of giving your entire life and strength to larger
production and mediocre quality. Let an author first live;
let him live in extended relations with men and do his part
in social progress.”

It was this conviction that led him, when he was choos-
ing a home in the North—in spite of the seeming paradox—
to avoid the large cities. “I should have liked,” he said,
““to settle in Hartford; but I could not have given the neces-
sary time to fulfil the social obligations required in such a
place.” It was this feeling also that prompted him, shortly
after he had made his home in Northampton, to evolve the
idea of the Home-Culture Clubs—a philanthropy that
brought him into direct contact with every stratum of so-
ciety in that New England community. His belief was that
an author, since his work is largely of the closet, should
go into the world and mix with his fellow-men. He was
everybody’s personal friend. In one of his fitfully kept
diaries he once wrote: “Even if these pages should ever be
looked over by a publisher they must pass first through a
discreet editor’s hands. But why should I wish that? I wish
I could—I wish it were best—as I know full well it is not
—that I should be known through and through by all my
kind.”

Like his own Curé of Carancro, in “Bonaventure,” he
was essentially “a man of the domestic sympathies.” “Home
is such a harbor !—such a harbor!” he once wrote, when
travelling in the Far West on a reading-tour. Even in his
busiest working-hours he was not inaccessible to his family;
though the rule was that he should not be disturbed unless
it was necessary. He always took pleasure in telling one
of his daughters that, as a very small girl, she had “helped
him write ‘Dr. Sevier’ ”” by sitting on his knee for hours
at a time while he was at work. Nothing made him happier
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x G. W. C.

than to gather his friends and neighbors into his home for
an evening of pleasant talk and perhaps of reading and
singing. I can see him now, as I often used to see him, bend-
ing over his guitar and singing in his clear tenor voice some
quaint song in the soft African-Creole patois, or perhaps
an English or Scotch folk-song, or something remembered
from the days of his youth. And when by good chance there
was a singer in the small circle around him, his pleasure
was heightened, in sharing the programme or in exchanging
songs.

“He is fond of music,” wrote Col. Geo. E. Waring, Jr.,
in the early eighties, “and has a more than ordinary knowl-
edge of it. He is especially given to working out the score
of the songs of his favorite birds, having succeeded, after
many efforts, in recording the roulade of an oriole that
sings in his orange-tree.” His music was always a delight
to him, from the days of his youthful soldiering when he
“sang to the young ladies” who had dressed his wound
and nursed him in their home, to his later years when he
composed the airs for the songs in “The Cavalier” and in
“Gideon’s Band.”

In New Orleans, back in 1878, when he and Lafcadio
Hearn were together collecting a number of African-Creole
folk-songs, my father wrote out the notation entirely by
ear, after hearing them sung by the old negroes. At the
time of his first readings in Boston, in 1883, on being ur-
gently requested to sing some of these on the platform, he
wrote to the editor of a Boston newspaper: “If you will
confine your musical critic under lock and key and deposit
the key in bank, or furnish any other absolute guarantee
that he is either literally or figuratively chained up, I will
intersperse next Tuesday’s reading with half a dozen mere
snatches of African-Creole songs, rendered with sufficient
native skill to enable any studious ear to pick out the tune.”

He never voluntarily made the songs a part of his public
programme, for his singing voice was quite untrained, ex-
cept as he had taught himself how to use it. And when he
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G. W. C xi

did this it was not without some trepidation. But at home
they were almost a part of the daily—or the evening—
life; and in church, whether in New Orleans or Simsbury
or Northampton, he would unconsciously lead the entire
congregation through the hymns every Sunday. After a
visit to New Orleans, Joel Chandler Harris once wrote
Robert Underwood Johnson: “Did you ever hear George
Cable sing? I heard him in his own beloved Presbyterian
church, and I shall never forget it. It was worth a visit to
New Orleans.”

Sometimes in those evenings at home, with his friends
or with only his family to listen, he would read aloud. And
whether the book was Sir Thomas Malory’s “Morte
d’ Arthur” or “Tartarin of Tarascon” or “Cranford” or the
“Nonsense Rhymes” of Edward Lear, he never failed to
infuse his own delight into every one of his hearers. Be-
cause of his interrupted schooling and of the work that
had filled his days since his boyhood, there were odd gaps
in his own reading, which all his life he was trying to fill.
His pleasure in the discovery, sometime in his fifties, of
“Alice in Wonderland” was of the keenest, and was un-
forgetable to those who witnessed it. From that time on,
its nonsense and its fanciful humor were a part of the stock-
in-trade of the family fun, and a.lwa,ys called forth a de-
lighted response from him.

Life had early become for him a serious matter, and he
was impatient of any one who failed to perceive and ap-
preciate its seriousness. Yet not to its seriousness alone,
but also to its richness, its beauty, its capabilities for hap-
piness was he acutely sensitive. He was never intolerant
of any expression of opinion honestly arrived at, but he
could not endure laziness of mind or slovenliness of thought.
For all that, his philosophy of life was a sunny one. “I be-
lieve in beauty and in joy” was more than once his written
and spoken creed. “It is not easy,” he wrote at one time,
“to keep one’s due sense of appreciation up to all that is
lovely in this life of ours. The world is so beautiful to look
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xii G. W. C

upon to-day, so sweet to smell and hear; so full of peace,
safety and abundance, so ready for almost any two human
beings to exchange kindnesses and joys.” ‘“Keep glad!”
he used to say. “It’s the best way of serving God that ever
was revealed.”

In his later years, whether working or at leisure, his

. happiest hours were spent in his beloved garden. Not one
foot of ground, not one flower or twig of shrub or of tree
escaped his vigilance as he walked about, inspecting, plan-
ning, pruning, directing or giving himself up to the enjoy-
ment of its loveliness. “What recreation—re-creation—the
garden is to me!” he once wrote. “When I left the study
at 4.30 I felt like a lost thing in a desert; now I am ready
for to-morrow’s work.”

In the woods he knew the trees so well that, as he often
said, he could walk there after dark and name every tree
by a touch of the hand. After he had begun the work of
making these woods a part of his garden, he built close
beside them a red-tiled, red-roofed study, with a gray stone
chimney against its outer front wall and the higher branches
of the neighboring pines outspread above its roof as if in
friendly guardianship. Indeed, so intimately did the little
house stand among the trees that its occupant would at
times have to work with drawn curtains, because of the
distraction of the woodland scene. Often the only sign of his
presence there was a plume of blue smoke curling and ris-
ing from the chimney-top to the pine-boughs above.

For twenty years and more my father did his literary
work in this outside study. But up to the time it was built
he had always used a room of the house; and, now that
he is gone, it is there that I like best to picture him, in the
Northampton home that he called “Tarryawhile,” sitting
at work, surrounded by the books whose shelves com-
pletely covered the lower half of all four walls of the room.
Never at his desk: that was kept strictly for correspon-
dence, business or otherwise; but in a low-backed rocking-
chair, one knee thrown over the other, a writing-pad upon
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G. W. C. xiii

his lap and a sharp pencil in hand—his left hand, if it was
the first draft, for he was naturally left-handed—so ab-
sorbed in thought that nothing less than a domestic cata-
clysm could disturb him.

It was here and in this manner that he wrote the follow-
ing passage, which I quote because in it he puts into con-
crete form his conception of the relations between life and
literature:

“The wise story-teller, though not bound to fell the
whole truth and nothing but the truth, is bound to rever-
ence it above all things; substituting in place of the ac-
tual the harmoniously supposable; yet only in so far as
the actual is less effective for his ends—the ministry of
right emotions. . . . It makes nigh all the difference be-
tween life and death whether we have or have not the
power and sanity of imagination daily to turn the dull in-
tervals and ugly and commonplace things of life end on to
the heart’s vision and take broadside those that are strong
for discipline or fine for delight.”

L.L.C.B.

PHILADELPHIA,
2oth May, 1938.
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CHAPTER 1

BIRTH AND PARENTAGE: BOYHOOD
(1844~-1858)

“Happy they
Who in the fresh and dawning time of youth
Have dwelt in such a land.”
HENRY ALFORD.

In a part of New Orleans which at that time was prac-
tically a suburb, occupied by the homes of planters and
their families, there stood in the year 1844 a low-built,
long-roofed, two-storied house, which had once been the
“Big House” of a colonial plantation. A wide galérie
across its entire front and along one side was massed with
roses and passion-flowers, while broad-spreading live-
oaks, hung with Spanish moss, shaded the lawns.

“The house’s garden and grounds were bounded four-
square by an unbroken line—a hedge, almost—of orange-
trees, in which the orchard-oriole sang by day and the
mocking-bird all night. Along the garden walks grew the
low, drooping trees of that kindest—to good children—of
all tree-fruits, the fig. The house stood, without any spe-
cial history of its own, on a very small fraction of the
lands given to [the French Jesuit Fathers] by the French
king. In front of it is Annunciation Square, from whose
northern gate one looked down a street of the same name.

“From New Orleans’ earliest days, Annunciation Street
was a country road, fronted along its western side by
large colonial villas standing in their orangeries and fig-
orchards, and looking eastward, from their big windows,
across the Mississippi River. Though they stood well back
from the river-bank, they were whole squares nearer it
than they are, or would be, now : the river has moved off

1
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2 GEORGE W. CABLE: HIS LIFE AND LETTERS

sidewise. . . . Now, instead of the planter’s carriage toil-
ing through the mire, one meets, in granite-paved Annun-
ciation Street, the cotton-float, with its three- or four-mule
team and its lofty load of bales going to or from the ‘com-
press.’ 1

Here, on October 12 of that year of 1844, was born
George Washington Cable, the fifth child and second son
of George Washington Cable and his wife, Rebecca
Boardman; in a land of sunshine and flowers, in a home
of comfort and culture and happy family affection. The
family consisted, at the time, of the boy’s father and
mother and his two elder sisters, Mary Louise and Fran-
ces Antoinette; two children, the eldest son and the eldest
daughter, had died of scarlet fever in early childhood, and
another boy, James Boardman, was born two years later.

The father was a man full of energy and enterprise, of
unusual height and commanding presence. “I can see him
now,” wrote one of his daughters, many years later, “at
the age of thirty-six—five feet eleven inches and carrying
well his weight of 194 pounds—imposing in full regi-
mentals as aide-de-camp to General Tracy, when the
‘Eighth of January’ brought out the Militia in grand pa-
rade, to celebrate the battle of New Orleans.? His uniform
was of dark blue with white facings and stripes, and with
epaulettes at the shoulders; his tall hat, pointed front and
back, was surmounted with a high tuft of the drooping
white cock-plumes, with a shorter fringe of bright red
feathers turning downward over the white; and his long
sword hung down over the saddle-blanket of dark blue
studded with white stars.”

Born in Winchester, Virginia, February 28, 1811, he
belonged to a family of Cables who for more than one
hundred years had claimed Virginia as their home. But

1“New Orleans,” by George W. Cable: St. Nicholas, November,
1803. :

3 The great victory over the British fleet, at the close of the War of
1812—January 1s, 1815.
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BOYHOOD 3

while he was still a child, his father and mother, George
and Mary Stott Cable, left their Virginia home and set-
tled in the southern part of Pennsylvania. Here they
agreed between themselves to free their negroes, because
of their prejudice against the holding of slaves. Then,
when their son and only child was about twenty-one years
of age, they once more moved their home, this time into
the new State of Indiana, where they settled permanently
in the town of Lawrenceburg, in Dearborn County.

Among the “older residents” of Dearborn County were
Amos Boardman and his wife, Sylvia Noble, who some
twenty-odd years before had moved from Cayuga Coun-
ty, New York, to Indiana, at the time of the “New Pur-
chase” of that region from the Indians and while it was
still called Indiana Territory. Their daughter Rebecca,
born in Wilmington, Dearborn County, November 20,
1813, the sixth of their brood of ten children, here met
the young George Cable, shortly after he and his parents
had come to make their home in Indiana; and on January
9, 1834, these two were married in the home in Ripley
County, to which Amos Boardman had moved his family.
For a few years they lived in Lawrenceburg, but only to
be caught in the financial crash of 1837. “He, however,”
wrote his son years later, “rallied promptly from his dis-
aster and desiring to try his powers in a wider field, re-
moved with his wife and their first child, an infant, to
New Orleans. Their second child was born during the
journey down the Mississippi. In New Orleans he entered
into business, making a specialty of the furnishing of
supplies to steamboats, and soon made what was counted
in those days a fortune. He became also an owner of
steamboats on Lake Pontchartrain and the Mississippi
River, and of a lumbering and brickmaking enterprise on
the Tchefuncta River, some forty miles from New Or-
leans beyond Lake Pontchartrain.”

Of the mother, born in Indiana, but descended through
both her father and her mother from New England

Google



4 GEORGE W. CABLE: HIS LIFE AND LETTERS

Puritans, her son wrote, at the time of her death at the
age of seventy-six: ‘““To her indomitable energy she added
an unconquerable buoyancy of spirits, an intellectual am-
bition, a keen relish for social relations and a moral aus-
terity naturally to be looked for in a descendant of the
Pilgrims. Her supreme and constant characteristic was
an heroic spirit. This feature belonged to the quietest
hours and simplest tasks as much as to the greatest emer-
gencies. She had at all times so emphatic a preference for
the best way rather than the easier way of doing things,
that often she almost seemed to choose the more difficult
method because of its difficulty. She pursued all her
tasks with a positive gaiety of temper. She had no such
intolerance for anything else in life as she had for a spirit
of indolence, whether it leaned toward ease or pleasure.
She had many features of the artistic temperament: ab-
horrence of all ungenuineness and an intense love of the
beautiful. She had a passion for flowers, and in the days
of prosperity these were her most cherished wealth, and
in the times of her severest adversity, when almost her
whole means of livelihood depended upon her own dili-
gence, she more than once not only surrounded herself
with flowers where she had found none, but by the glad
contagion of her energy set her whole neighborhood to
gardening.”

Without one exception these traits of character were
inherited by her son. Years earlier, in his very young
manhood, he had written to her: “All I am, in mind, in
morals, in social position, in attainments, or in any good
thing, I owe mainly to my noble mother.”

From his father came other traits: a pervasive sense
of humor, a buoyant acceptance of adverse fate, and a
genial warmth of nature that was a clear heritage from
his Southern forebears. One of his sisters thus recalls, in
some fragmentary reminiscences, the gay, rollicking
father when he would make his evening visit to the nurs-
ery, “‘getting down on all fours to play bear with us, or
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BOYHOOD 5

when, throwing aside the cares of business, he took up
his flute and danced around to his own music. Joyous-
ness,” she adds, “was the ruling note in his character and
it never lost its cheery ring through the years of adver-
sity that followed not long afterward.”

As for the literary genius of their son, it would seem,
like most genius, to have had no ancestry; yet the per-
sonality which directed it in its well-restrained channels
was plainly the result, in him, of the Cavalier spirit of
Old Virginia and the duty-bound conscience of his Eng-
lish Puritan ancestors. To these two strains was added
the fact of his birth in flower-laden New Orleans, and the
balance swung in favor of the South. “This world seems
to me”’—he thus expressed his own philosophy—‘as defi-
nitely for joy as for use or discipline. Both its joy and
our own are one of the debts we daily owe it.”?

His childhood and early boyhood passed as quietly and
as happily as those years should; perhaps, too, with the
added happiness that belongs to that land of semi-tropical
sunshine. ‘‘Children love New Orleans!’ he has written.
“I have seen a great many large cities but I cannot think I
have ever seen one so green with trees or so full of song-
birds and flowers.”? And elsewhere he wrote: “Well-nigh
every house had its garden, as every garden its countless
flowers. . . . And out of every garden came that blessed-
est sound on earth—the voices of little children at play.”®

One never-failing source of entertainment, during
those care-free years, was the daily “going to market,” of
which his sister thus makes mention in her reminiscences:
“[My father] preferred to select his own meats, almost
everything else being raised on the place, and for that
purpose it was necessary to be early at the open-air market
—all the children accompanying him, followed by Mar-
tha, a slave girl, with Jimmy in her arms—and all expect-

1 “My Philosophy,” Good Housekeeping, June, 1915,

2 “New Orleans,” St. Nicholas, December, 1893.
8 “Dr. Sevier.”
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6 GEORGE W. CABLE: HIS LIFE AND LETTERS

ing a five-cent treat apiece of some sort.” And he himself
once wrote, in an article addressed to children:

“Any early-rising New Orleans boy or girl will promise
to be good, if father or mother will take him or her along
when going to market before breakfast. There is always
a delightful uproar in these places in the hour of dawn; a
bewildering chatter of all the world talking at once,
mostly in German and French: a calling and hallooing, a
pounding of cleavers, a smell of raw meat, of parsley and
potatoes, of fish, onions, pineapples, garlics, oranges,
shrimp and crabs, of hot loaves, coffee, milk, sausages
and curds, a rattling of tins, a whetting of knives, a saw-
ing of bones, a whistling of opera airs, a singing of the
folk-songs of Gascony and Italia, a flutter of fowls, prat-
tling and guffawing of negroes, mules braying, carts rum-
bling—it is great fun!

“Most of these market-houses have some part of their
flagged floor left without roof; and here, in pathetic con-
trast with all this hurry and noise, one may almost al-
ways find, squatting on the flags among the baskets of
their own weaving, a few Indian women and children:
gentle, silent, grave, bareheaded, barefooted, and smell-
ing sweet of the bay-leaves, sassafras root and medicinal
herbs they pile before them for sale.”*

“In the first twelve years of my life my strongest im-
pulse was for making things. I had a constant yearning
for the water, also. To have seen my hands you never
would have thought so; somehow I did not seem to have
that yearning seriously in my hands; but then, neither
has a sailor. On a very small scale I was early a ship-
builder, and my mother often let me walk alone across
the city, to the riverside, to stand and gaze at the great
sailing-ships that lay moored against the wharves as far
up and down the stream as my sight would carry—three,
four, even five abreast. I loved to study the spars, blocks
and ropes of their beautiful and stately rigging.

1“New Orleans,” St. Nicholas, December, 1893.
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“There, also, were the piles of stones which these wan-
derers of the ocean had brought from all the corners of
the earth as ballast, and thrown out that they might take
in cotton. . . . I fancy one reason why I had no pets until
I was near my teens was that these ballast piles were so
interesting, lying in a land where there is never a rock or
stone native to the soil. I always came away from them
with such a cabinet of mineral wonders distending my
pockets that they made my legs sore to the touch.”?

Of another of his youthful occupations he has written
thus: “It is the cotton-compress whose white cloud of
steam and long, gasping roar break at frequent intervals
upon the air, signifying, each time, that one more bale of
the beautiful fleece has been squeezed in an instant to a
fourth of its former bulk, and is ready to be shipped to
New or Old England, to France or Russia, for the
world’s better comfort or delight. I could tell you of a
certain man who, when a boy, used to waste hours watch-
ing the negro ‘gangs’ as, singing lustily and reeking to
their naked waists, they pressed bale after bale under the
vast machinery.”

Then there was fishing. “The New Orleans boy,” he
wrote, “rarely fishes in the Mississippi. ‘Pot-fishers,” that
is, men who fish for a living, catch its ugly buffalo-fish,
and the huge fish of three, four and five feet length
named ‘blue-cats’ and ‘mud-cats.” But New Orleans boys
have other fishing-grounds. With one’s father or uncle
along, Harvey’s Canal, the Company Canal, Lake Salva-
dor, are good, better, best. On a pinch, there are plenty
of fun and quite enough fish still nearer by; for in all the
suburban regions, where the live-oaks spread their
brawny, moss-draped arms, or the persimmon drops its
yellow fruit, the plain is criss-crossed with draining-
ditches of all sizes, most of them untainted by sewage.
And in their sometimes clear, sometimes turbid waters are
the sun-perch, the warmouth, and other good fish.

1“Some of My Pets,” The Youth’s Companion, September s, 1901.
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“I once knew a boy to catch five pretty sun-perch in
one of these big ditches, pack them alive in some fresh
Spanish moss well wetted, put them into a covered tin
bucket, carry them three miles in the hot summer weather,
turn them into a tiny pond at his home, and keep them
there—I forget how long, but for more than a year.”?

As to more serious occupations than dreaming or fish-
ing, “I took great interest in the things we find in books.?
History was a delight. At ten I had read Hume’s ‘Eng-
land.’ I cannot remember when I first knew the Revolu-
tionary history of America, but at nine I was memorizing
the Declaration of Independence under a mother’s prom-
ise of an American flag for reward.” About this time he
committed to memory also—with somewhat more plea-
sure, perhaps, but with no less toil—the larger part of
Scott’s “Lady of the Lake,” from which all through his
life he loved to quote. Such reading, in the intervals of
his school work, combined with the wise admonitions of
his parents, early developed in the boy a sense of the
seriousness of life; though fortunately it never dulled his
keen sense of humor or his passionate love of beauty and
joy. There was, however, no allowance made for novel-
reading of any sort; novels, indeed, were strictly forbid-
den, among old as well as young. It was not until years
later, when the mature man was able to think clearly for
himself, that he rid his mind of that mistaken prejudice.
Then it was the reading of George MacDonald’s “Annals
of a Quiet Neighborhood” which changed his convictions
and banished his inherited scruples.

In 1854 the mother with her four children left home
for a visit in Columbus, Indiana, among some of her kin-
dred and the following letters were exchanged between

1“New Orleans,” St. Nicholas, December, 1893.

2 At three years of age, so runs family tradition, he was studying
physical geography with his mother; and by the time he was nine, as
he himself once said, he had determined to write a book, and had so

confided to his father; “although,” he added, “I had no idea what I
should write about.”
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the nine-year-old boy and his father—the boy’s being
written first on his slate and copied by his mother at the
end of her own letter to her husband:

(“George as usual has a letter on the slate for you, and
begs me to copy; so I must do it exactly in his own
words.”)

My DEAR FATHER

I have long wished to write to you but could not, how-
ever being still as anxious I will attempt it I would like
very much to know what business you are in also when
you are coming after us for we are so lonely without you
that it makes us very unhappy if you were here I would
feel perfectly contented, but as you are not here I am far
from happy, Do you ever see Henry Potter I would like
to write to him, I believe I have nothing more to write,
Please excuse this, my first attempt,

Yours till Heaven takes me away
GeorGy

From George W. Cable, S7., to George W. Cable, Jr.

My DEAR, DEAR SON: New Orleans, April 2, 1854.

I received your kind letter of — date, which gave me
extreme pleasure as the first letter from my dear boy.

Enclosed I send you four $1 gold pieces, one for each
of your sisters, one for yourself and one for my sweet
boy Jimmy. He says I have forgotten him. Tell him, No.
Forget Jim? Never can I forget either of you. George,
you are older than Jim; I know you are a good boy. Now,
you can influence Jimmy for good or for evil. My re-
quest is that you should give him good examples—treat
him kindly and above all things, be governed by your
Mother. .

George, I look forward to the time when you will (by
your good conduct) be an honour to your parents; try

Google
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not to disappoint my expectations. . . . Oh, how I want
to see you all! I can’t write on this subject, so I sub-
scribe myself Your Affectionate Father

G. W. CABLE, sen'’r.
To G. W. Cable, jun'r.

From George W. Cable, Jr., to George W. Cable, Sr.

My DEAR FATHER

I rec’d your kind letter with great joy, it was an agree-
able surprise as we were not expecting one for a week
or two.

You enclosed us each a gold dollar, for which we all
return grateful thanks

You bid me treat my brother kindly,

Yes, Pa, I can and will do it, You also say that you
look forward to the time when I by my good conduct
shall be an honour to my parents that shall be my first aim,
for by so doing I may secure happiness to myself, and
then all will be happy! oh! Pa how glad we would have
been could you have come, as you anticipated but we hope
the time is not far off that you will be with us, Jimmy
says he wishes he could say something to Pa, I would
tell you about my studies but have not space,

I remain your affectionate Son
GEeorGE W. Jun.

Four years later, when the boy, not yet having reached
his fifteenth birthday, was about to be graduated from
the high school, there came a sudden, cruel change in the
fortunes of the family. In 1849, for the second time, dis-
aster had wrecked the father’s business, when two Missis-
sippi River steamboats into which he had put a great deal
of money were burned, with their cargoes, to the water’s
edge. Then the beloved home on Annunciation Square had
been exchanged for a house on Constance Street, which,
though larger, had no such extent of grounds or of gar-
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den; the father’s health gradually gave way under the
strain of misfortune, and his physical condition became
such as to seriously disqualify him for repairing his
losses. In 1859—on February 28, his forty-eighth birth-
day—he died, leaving his wife and four children com-
pletely without resources.

“It was under these conditions,” wrote his son years
afterward, “that the full force and quality of his wife's
character were brought into play. By exertions that
seemed like a daily and nightly self-destruction, prolonged
through years, she cared for her husband through his
failing days and kept her children clothed, sheltered and in
school, until one by one they reached an age where it was
proper that they should lean no longer upon her untiring
aidl! .
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CHAPTER 1I

SUPPORTING THE FAMILY: A SOLDIER
OF THE CONFEDERACY

(1859-1865)

“That earliest shock in one’s life which occurs to all of us;
which first makes us think.”

DISRAELL

Immediately upon the death of his father, George
found work, and together with his sister Mary Louise,
assumed the support of the entire family. School-days
were suddenly at an end, but not so studying; for from
then on throughout his life he carried on a self-training
that amounted to more than many a university graduate
brings with him from his college class-rooms. A few
words of his concerning another American man of letters
are particularly apposite in his own case: “He was en-
dowed by nature with many of those traits which it is
often only the final triumph of books and institutional
regimen to establish in character, and a double impulse
toward scholarship and citizenship showed its ruling in-
fluence with a precocity and an ardour which gave every
day of systematic schooling many times its ordinary
value.”?

George soon obtained a place in the custom warehouses,
—where his father had once worked—and was set the
task of stamping boxes until, when the Civil War came
on, these warehouses were put to less peaceful uses. The
one in which he worked was turned into a sword-bayonet
factory, and he was forced to seek employment elsewhere.
Even in the high school he had shown his ability to write,
and a marked talent for mathematics as well; so that the

1 “William Cullen Bryant,” Encyclopedia Britannica.
12
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duties of a counting-room clerkship seemed the natural
work for him. His commercial life began in the employ
of Violet & Black, commission merchants, and there con-
tinued through the brief period up to the spring of 1862.
Then trade became silent and one by one the stores were
closed and, to quote his own words, “the queen of South-
ern commerce, the city that had once believed it was to be
the greatest in the world, was absolutely out of em-
ployment.””?

Then, “there came a sound of drums. Twice on such a
day, once the day before, thrice the next day, till by and
by it was the common thing. High-stepping childhood,
with laths and broom-handles at shoulder, was not fated,
as in the insipid days of peace, to find, on running to the
corner, its high hopes mocked by a wagon of empty
barrels rumbling over the cobble-stones. No; it was the
Washington Artillery, or the Crescent Rifles, or the Or-
leans Battalion, or, best of all, the blue-jacketed, white-
leggined, red-breeched, and red-fezzed Zouaves; or, better
than the best, it was all of them together, their captains
stepping backward, sword in both hands, calling ‘Gauche!
gauche!’ (‘Left! left!’) ‘Guide right!'—'Portez armest’
and facing around again, throwing their shining blades
stifly to belt and epaulette, and glancing askance from
under their abundant plumes to the crowded balconies
above. Yea, and the drum-majors before, and the bril-
liant-petticoated vivandiéres behind!

“What pomp! what giddy rounds! Pennons, cock-
feathers, clattering steeds, pealing salvos, banners, col-
umns, ladies’ favors, balls, concerts, toasts, the Free Gift
Lottery—don’t you recollect ?—and this uniform and that
uniform, brother a captain, father a colonel, uncle a
major, the little rector a chaplain; . . . the levee covered
with munitions of war, steamboats unloading troops,
troops, troops, from Opelousas, Attakapas, Texas; and a

1“New Orleans Before the Capture,” The Ceniwry Magasine,
April, 1885,
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supper to this company, a flag to that battalion, farewell
sermon to the Washington Artillery, tears and a kiss to a
spurred and sashed lover, hurried weddings,—no end of
them,—a sword to such a one, addresses by such and such,
serenades to Miss and to Mademoiselle. . . .

“By and by they began to depart. How many they
were! How many, many! We had too lightly let them go.
And when all were gone, and they of Carondelet Street
and its tributaries, massed in that old gray, brittle-
shanked regiment, the Confederate Guards, were having
their daily dress parade in Coliseumn Place, and only they
and the Foreign Legion remained ; when sister Jane made
lint, and flour was high, and the sounds of commerce were
quite hushed, and in the custom-house gun-carriages were
a-making, and in the foundries big guns were being cast,
and the cotton gunboats and the rams were building, and
at the rotting wharves the masts of a few empty ships
stood like dead trees in a blasted wilderness, and poor
soldiers’ wives crowded around the ‘Free Market,’ and
grass began to spring up in the streets,—they were many
still, while far away; but some marched no more, and
others marched on bleeding feet, in rags; and it was very,
very hard for some of us to hold the voice steady and
sing on through the chorus of the little song :—

‘Brave boys are they!
Gone at their country’s call.

And yet—and yet—we cannot forget
That many brave boys must fall.

Oh, Shiloh, Shiloh!
But before the gloom had settled down upon us it was a
gay dream.”?

Nearer and more near came the war, and the boy
watched, with a wistful regret at his own too youthful
stature, all the older clerks go from their desks to the

1“Dr. Sevier.”
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ranks of the Confederate Army; then a former school-
mate came back “with the stains of camp and battle on
him from head to foot.” ‘“Everybody wanted to know of
everybody else, “‘Why don’t you go to the front?” Even
the gentle maidens demanded tartly, one of another, why
each other’s brothers or lovers had not gone long ago.
Whereas, in truth, the laggards were few indeed. The
very children were fierce. For now even we, the unin-
formed, the lads and women, knew the enemy was clos-
ing down upon us. . . . There was little laughter. Food
was dear; the destitute poor were multiplying terribly.
. . . There was little to laugh at.

“I shall not try to describe the day the alarm-bells told
us the city was in danger and called every man to his
mustering-point. The children poured out from the school
gates and ran crying to their homes, meeting their sob-
bing mothers at their thresholds. The men fell into ranks.
I was left entirely alone in charge of the store where I
was employed. Late in the afternoon, receiving orders to
close it, I did so, and went home. But I did not stay. I
went to the riverside. There, until far into the night, I
saw hundreds of drays carrying cotton out of the presses
and yards to the wharves, where it was fired. The glare
of those serpentine miles of flame set men and women
weeping and wailing thirty miles away on the farther
shore of Lake Pontchartrain. But the next day was the
day of terrors. During the night fear, wrath and sense of
betrayal had run through the people as the fire had run
through the cotton. You have seen a family fleeing with
lamentations and wringing of hands out of a burning
house ; multiply it by thousands upon thousands: that was
New Orleans, though the houses were not burning. . . .

“Whoever could go was going. . . . Istood in the rear
door of our store, on Canal street, soon after reopening
it. The junior of the firm was within. I called him to look
toward the river. The masts of the cutter Washington
were slowly tipping, declining, sinking—down she went.
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The gunboat moored next her began to smoke all over
and then to blaze. My employers lifted up their heels and
left the city—left their goods and their affairs in the
hands of one mere lad—no stranger would have thought I
had reached fourteen—and one big German porter. I
closed the doors, sent the porter to his place in the
Foreign Legion, and ran to the levee to see the sights.
. . . ‘Are the Yankee ships in sight?’ I asked of an idler.
He pointed out the tops of their naked masts as they
showed up across the huge bend of the river. They were
engaging the batteries of Camp Chalmette—the old field
of Jackson's renown. . . .

“About one or two o’clock in the afternoon came a roar
of shoutings and imprecations and crowding feet down
Common Street. ‘Hurrah for Jeff Davis! Hurrah for Jeff
Davis! Shoot them! Kill them! Hang them! I locked the
door on the outside and ran to the front of the mob,
bawling with the rest, ‘Hurrah for Jeff Davis!’" About
every third man there had a weapon out. Two officers of
the United States Navy were walking abreast, unguarded
and alone, looking not to right or left, never frowning,
never flinching, while the mob screamed in their ears,
shook cocked pistols in their faces, cursed and crowded
and gnashed upon them. So, through the gates of death,
those two men walked to the City Hall to demand the
town’s surrender. It was one of the bravest deeds I ever
saw done.”?

Was it any wonder that, after such preparation, he
eagerly took advantage of the first opportunity offered
and, for once blessing his boyish height and appearance,
slipped out of the captured city in the company of his two
elder sisters as their “little brother,” when they were sent
away for refusing to take the oath of allegiance to the
Federal Government? “My sisters,” he says, “two harm-
less girls of twenty-two and twenty, registered as ‘enemies

1“New Orleans Before the Capture,” The Century Magasine,
April, 188s.
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of the United States,’ intimidated by vague threats of im-
prisonment against all who did not either do this or swear
allegiance to the national government. For this they were
banished into the starving Confederacy, almost abso-
lutely penniless. I looked so incapable of military duty that
I was allowed to accompany them.”?

But once “beyond the lines,” he claimed every year of
his age—he was within three days of his nineteenth birth-
day—and enlisted in Col. Wilburn’s 4th Mississippi Cav-
alry, a component part of a division left to protect the
railroads of Mississippi after the fall of Vicksburg. He is
said to have been a good soldier, “scrupulously observant
of discipline, always at his post, and always courageous
and daring.”?

To his brother, James B. Cable

DEaRr Bro. Jin: Jackson, Miss., Nov. 26th, 1864.

I have been quite anxious about you of late, but I hear
at last that Lay’s Invincibles are safe at Liberty. I ex-
pect to hear that you are there safe too. I cannot help
thinking that you are cold or hungry or something else.
What sort of a clerk do you make? Can you tell a Spe-
cial Requisition from a morning report? I have a Yankee
overcoat at Mr. Montgomery’s for you, & also a jacket.
I've been all over creation since last I wrote you, to Holly
Springs, Oxford, Grenada, Canton, and Jackson, and
maybe you won’t believe it but I have been to the moon, /
have. There was a rumor that the Yankees had captured
Lay’s Reg’t, but I knew that the Yankees were never
made that could capture Lay’s blood-thirsty champions of
Southern liberty. I have a pair of gloves at Mr. M’s for
you, and I wish you could get them. However, Jim, if
you should get permission to come and get them I don’t
suppose you would stay any longer away from your com-

1“My Politics,” an unpublished manuscript.

2“George W. Cable”: Col. Geo. E. Waring, Jr., The Century
Magasine, February, 1882,
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mand than you could help, as it is not the way to be a good
soldier. It makes your chances smaller for a furlough too.
I had to pass right by Mr. M’s yesterday without stop-
ping to see our dear mother and sister Nettie, and I will
have to go back the same way. So Jim, take care of your-
self, study army regulations, read your Bible, say your
prayers without fear of comment, write to us often, keep
up your spirits, don’t fall in love nor the enemy’s hands,
and let cards alone. Now I know you don’t need this kind
of advice from me, but you must just allow me to let off
steam this way now & then.

His own story of his well-loved cavalry-horse, “San-
dy,” gives a picture of his life as a cavalryman: “For
months after joining the service I had had no better beast
than a wee, slim, white-footed bay pony, all hair and dan-
druff and bones. But at last one morning, about the end
of January, 1864, word came to every detached body of
men throughout the State of Mississippi to report at the
front, and our front was then on the east bank of the Big
Black, in the rear of Vicksburg. That great stronghold
had been lost to us the summer before, and now Sher-
man’s army was pouring out of it with sword drawn and
torch blazing.”* . . . Sandy, “a young, light animal,
nearly fourteen hands high, well-born, stanch, and nim-
ble,” had been taken from his native plantation by one of a
band of Federal scouts, who mounted him and rode him
in over the Big Black. On the next day he went into battle,
and his rider was shot dead in the saddle; Sandy became
the property of a Confederate scout and was engaged in
more than one hard battle, coming safely through the con-
flict, however, with only “a scratch on each front hoof
and two locks clipped out of his mane.”

Then one day, the Confederate scout, being challenged
by vedettes, was called upon to surrender. “But he whirled
about and showed Sandy’s heels. The vedettes fired, but

1“Some of My Pets,” The Youth’s Companion, September §, 190I.
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Sandy and his rider swept around the turn in the road,
and vanished in the woods. At nine o’clock that night a
Confederate captain and I, trying to reach our command
just as this scout had been doing, came along that road
alone. . . . We came into the woods where Sandy and
his rider had disappeared. Although there was a bright
moon, the way was dark. All at once we both exclaimed
in a whisper, ‘A horse—without his rider!” Both of us
spurred forward and seized him as he stood with his head
to the ground, in the middle of the road, eating a bit of
corn fodder. That horse was Sandy. . . .

“I should like to recount how, on his back, leading my
poor pussy-cat of a pony, I stole by the enemy, so close
to them once that I could see the faces of the men cook-
ing food at their camp-fires; how the captain and I
reached our command only at the end of the next day;
how that evening we cast lots for our booty, and the
horse fell to me and the saddle and the bridle to him ; how
Sandy and I had all our adventures together through the
whole of Sherman’s great ‘Meridian Raid’; especially
how, one afternoon, as our squadron charged down a lane
upon some ambushed Illinois infantry, I was shot, his
third rider within thirty-three days; how, again astride of
him, as it chanced, I heard one day the sad story of his
earlier master whom the Federals had mortally wounded
at Breckenridge’s breastworks; heard it from the women
who nursed him and closed his dying eyes; heard it as
they dressed my wound in the same house. . . . We were
homeless, roofless, bedless together, sometimes aching
weary or staggering sleepy or starving hungry together;
we went share and share alike in all the few dangers we
had the honor to incur in a lost cause—once we were near
to being drowned together. No creature of his sort stands
in my memory between Sandy and me.”?

It was in February, 1864, during Sherman’s march to
Meridian, Mississippi, that the young cavalryman was

1“Some of My Pets,” The Youth’s Companion, September 5, 1901.

Google



20 GEORGE W. CABLE: HIS LIFE AND LETTERS

shot,! receiving a wound in the left armpit, and barely
escaping from the skirmish with his life. He recovered
from the wound without much delay, but had hardly re-
turned to service when his horse was stolen from him.
Being unable to remount himself—a necessity with the
Confederate cavalryman—he applied to be transferred to
the artillery and while awaiting his transfer, became at-
tached as clerk to the field staff of Major-General Wirt
Adams; afterward for a short time to the field staff of
Lieutenant-General Forrest.?

“This connection with headquarters,” he once wrote,
“brought me much into contact with men of choice intelli-
gence.” He was, like Richard Thorndyke Smith in “The
Cavalier,” “hungry for the gentilities of camp; to be
where Shakespeare was part of the baggage, where Pope
was quoted, where Coleridge and Byron and Poe were
recited, Macaulay criticized, and ‘Les Miserables’ lent
round ; and where men, when they did steal, stole portable
volumes, not currycombs.”® For he had carried books
with him in the saddle and had made use of his leisure
moments to continue the studying that had always been
his natural impulse and his delight—in the higher branches
of mathematics, in a critical study of the Bible and in
keeping up his knowledge of Latin grammar.

“Always fond of debate,” he says, “I now began at
last, at nineteen, nearly twenty, to have thoughts and con-
victions of my own. One morning when we had had a
very slight brush with the enemy and were marching
again, a group of us, messmates, fell to chatting over a bit
of headquarters gossip. The rumor was that Toombs and
others, of Georgia, were threatening their State’s seces-

1This was the second time he was wounded; the first wound was
received the day after he had joined his command, according to an old
soldier comrade, who wrote to him many years later: “I remember
the day you joined us, and it was I who picked out the Belgian rifie
for you to shoulder, and the very next day you were wounded.”

2J. A. Wyeth, in his “Life of General Forrest,” states that Mr.
Cable, while thus acting as secretary to Forrest, drew up, for him, the

papers of manumission whereby Forrest freed some of his own slaves.
8“The Cavalier.”
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sion from the Confederacy. My silence was remarked and
I was ‘bantered’—as the Mississippians say—to speak.
‘This shows me,’ I replied, ‘that we are fighting to estab-
lish a scheme of government that will work our destruc-
tion as sure as we succeed. We shall go to pieces as soon
as we are safe from outside enemies.” “Then why do you
fight for it?’ ‘Because I am a citizen of this government,
a soldier by its laws, sworn into service and ordered, not
to think, but to fight.’ ”*

To hsis mother?®

My pEAR MOTHER: Jackson, Miss., March 4th, 1865.

I am sorry to hear by Jim Cox that you and Nettie
misunderstood me to promise that I would return from
L’g’ton by Mr. M’g’y’s. If I had, I would have done so,
but I never from the start expected to stop with you ex-
cept on my way out. My being so near home has almost
demoralized me. How I did wish for two or three more
days last week that I might pay you a visit. There is no
place in the world where I would rather be than near you.
If I can get up the road next week, I will spend the whole
time with you. Good night my darling mother. Pray that
your sons may be sustained with strength equal to their
days. May the time come when we may both part from
you every night with the good-night kiss.

As ever your loving son,

Geo. W. CasBLE
To the same
In Camp near West Point, Miss.,
DEAR MOTHER: March 3oth, 1865.

I write every time now from some new place. We left
Macon, Miss., on last Monday morning & after floundering
through a great deal of mud and water, arrived in camp
this morning. I pushed on in company with Messrs. Lin-

1“My Politics.”

3 His mother and sisters were making their home, between 1863
and 1865, with friends in Mississippi.
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ton, Everman & Green yesterday evening & arrived in
W. P’t at sunset. About eight o’clock I found Pompey!
who had come up on the cars from L. Sp’gs to see me.
You will know there is little reason to be anxious about
me when I remind you that E'n & I have a tent to our-
selves. I have been in all the hard rains that have fallen
by daylight of late, but the wagons being well covered,
I have always been able to put on dry clothes at night.
Gen’l Forrest is not here. He left here for some un-
known region three days ago. Jim returned to Lauderdale
this morning. He takes quite an active part in the pro-
tracted meeting there, having himself become a member
of the Presbyterian church. The dear fellow is carried
away with enthusiasm. It’s a dangerous thing—1I hope he
will come safely through it and be able by the help of his
Heavenly Father to “stand fast in the liberty wherewith
Christ hath made him free.” Please do not imagine your
merry young unshaved, “yaller-fever-faced” boy in
trouble, but keep your smiles bright for an illumination
when you once more meet
Your Devoted Son
G. W. CasLE
Brig. Genl. Comdg—Cuisine (!)

To the same

At General Forrest’s Hd Qrs.,
My DEAR MOTHER: Gainsville, Ala., April 16th/65

You have little idea that I am in the town of Gainsville,
Ala., and have just returned from a pleasant walk on the
steep and lofty bluff bank of the Tombigbee River. I have
been watching a steamboat making a landing, & it brought
back home more vividly than anything I have seen for
two years. As usual, I have found friends who have been
taking great care of me. I have been playing the guitar

1 Probably the negro who had been my father’s “little slave boy,” in
the home on Annunciation Square.

Google



SUPPORTING THE FAMILY 23

for some young ladies who in their turn have been charm-
ing me with some new songs. Gainsville is, so far as I can
judge, a very pleasant little town. I am writing by a win-
dow that overlooks a beautiful bend in the river lying
about 75 ft. below me. A long pontoon bridge, a green flat
bank on the opposite side, where the general’s escort are
encamped with the white tents stretched on the edge of
the water, the graceful curves in the river above and be-
low the town, the dense foliage lining the shores, the
group of soldiers at the foot of the bluffs, and two rather
fair looking steamers with steam up near the landing, all
go to make up as fine a view as I ever saw. Genl. Forrest
is a hard worker. Everybody about him must be busy. I
think he calls for “them clerks” a dozen times a day. He
attends to everything himself, sits and talks to everyone,
knows everyone by name, tells everything he intends to
do, and tells the same instructions over fifty times in half
an hour. His brain, however, is as clear as crystal & he
seems to think of a dozen things at once.

I have not heard from my transfer, nor can I expect to,
as there must be great confusion in the affairs of the Mo-
bile forces. I fully expect to stay with Major Ellis, as he
will most likely want to keep me, transfer or no transfer.

It rejoices me to know of any pleasure you enjoy, for
I am constantly in fear that your courage will fail & that
you will succumb to your troubles. But I should remem-
ber how all my life I have seen you “suffer & be strong.”
You must really make Mary Louise come up to Madison
this summer. The way times are now, I think it is highly
desirable & necessary that we should be as little scattered
as possible. I do not doubt that the enemy will hold the
country she is now in. These are the “times that try men’s
souls,” and my constant prayer is that when ours are tried
they may go through the ordeal as gold through the refin-
er’s fire. Give my love to the household & accept much for

yourself from Your Devoted Son,
G. W. CaBLE
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At the close of the war he returned, a paroled prisoner,
to New Orleans, with only his soldier’s pay in his pocket
—$155.00 in Confederate paper money!

Years later he liked to tell the following story of those
first days after the war: “I was a youngster in the count-
ing-house of——, and was sent on an errand to General
Banks’s headquarters, on the outskirts of the city. I had
to sit waiting some time for him to appear. When he did
so, he was in the Federal uniform. Imagine my feelings!
For three years I had been supposed to shoot when I saw
that uniform. I advanced with my letter and handed it to
him,—boiling mad inside. He looked me over and said,
‘What do you mean by coming here in that uniform?
Don’t you know that there is a law that forbids you to
wear that uniform ?’ I drew myself up to my fullest height
and replied: ‘Yes, sir; I know that, sir. But I know of an
older law which I am bound to regard, which forbids a
man to appear without any clothes at all, sir.”” General
Banks sat down at his desk and wrote ; then handed to the
young clerk an order on his employer for a suit of clothes
—citizen’s clothes.

From Major-General Banks to F. Van Benthuysen

Headquarters, Department of the Gulf
New Orleans, May 28th, 1865.

Mr. F. Van Benthuysen,

New Orleans, La.

Sir:

Your clerk who has presented me your bill, I notice
wears grey uniform in contravention of military orders.
I desire you to enable him to purchase clothing which will
not be against the regulations of the Department.

I remain Your obedt. Servant,
(Signed) W. P. BANKs
M.GC
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New Orleans, May 28th, 1865.
Mr. F. Van Benthuysen,
New Orleans.
Sir:

Mr. George W. Cable, your clerk, has stated the cir-
cumstances connected with his wearing Confederate uni-
form, which are satisfactory to the General. He has no
objection to your continuing him in your employ, provid-
ing he does not again wear the grey uniform.

I remain Your obedt. Servant,
James L. Aubew,
Private Secretary to Maj.-Gen. Banks.
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CHAPTER III

BOOKKEEPING: SURVEYING: BOOKKEEPING
ONCE MORE
(1865-1870)

“Employment, sir, and hardships prevent melancholy.”
SAMUEL JOHNSON.

There were many other ex-Confederate soldiers just
then seeking employment in New Orleans, and the job of
errand-boy was neither remunerative nor stimulating; so
that when a position was opened in Kosciusko, Miss.,
which included his younger brother, it was accepted, and
in the fall of 1865 the two went thither.

To his mother
DeAR MOTHER : Kosciusko, Miss., Octr 26, 1865.

The morning being rainy I have a little time to write
to you which is the first for a very long time. Mr. B
made his final start for New Orleans last evening, and I
am left in charge until he returns.

If B. was a good business man my place would be a fine
one. I make $50.00 per month & the total of my expenses
will not exceed $15.00 per month. But the way he crashes
about must end him in about three months more, so I am
still doing my best to get employment in New Orleans &
I am led by my friends there to believe I will soon suc-

Kosciusko is being blessed these times by the presence
of the Synod of Mississippi, (which includes Louisiana,)
and a crowded church is treated to a splendid sermon

26
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quite frequently. Jim and I are to have one of the mem-
bers in our room, which will give “Sans Souci Shanty”
quite a respectable air. If I had devoted my leisure hours
to drawing a likeness of John Bunyan I might venture to
“hang” up L’Imperatrice for her beauty—(some villain
says preachers like pretty women)—; but to have the Em-
press of Fashion swinging opposite to Adalina Patti—
the very bright particular star of the European opera—
would be a sight grievous to our guest’s digestion.

I am still trying to study but it’s slow work. I showed
my drawing to a drawing-teacher the other day. She pro-
nounces it excellent & tells me to persevere, which I shall
do.

I hope that Mary’s troubles may soon end. She need
not be uneasy about your welfare, for thank Providence,
I can now support you. I counted up our savings (Jim’s
& mine) today & found to my surprise we have to our
credit $99.54. What a pile! Don’t you think we had better
buy an iron chest? You ought to see the way the young
ladies are beginning to dress here. Calico is at a tremen-
dous discount & the “‘demoiselles” appear before the as-
tounded storekeepers in dresses imported direct.

Console poor Mary Louise & be content yourself, look-
ing forward to a time in the future when we shall sit
around our fireside & ‘“Remember the Poor.”

I remain, Dear Mother, your Aff’t son,

G. W. CaBLE

To the same

DEAR MOTHER: Kosciusko, Miss., Novr 17th, 1865.

I received your letter of the 14th last night and seize
the first opportunity to answer. Your letters give me such
great pleasure, that were I to attempt to pay you for your
goodness by letter-writing I should fail completely. In
the hurry and bustle of the day, elbowing as best I can my
way thro’ the world, all the ruder and more selfish traits
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of my nature are developed and I find myself at night iso-
lated both from the great world of strangers and the dear
ones at home. Then I sometimes have a letter from you to
read—rec’d during the day in the rush of business—and
it is such a change, such a blessed change from the cares
of the long day that I cannot thank you half enough for
the trouble you take to write. I do not know what I would
do without my dear mother’s kind messages. I am worked
pretty hard now and sometimes my very heart gets weary
and I long for some oasis in this wilderness of Labor
where I may for a few moments halt and rest, but a let-
ter comes from you and I am so renewed in spirit by it
that I could not be persuaded from toiling to my utter-
most and that without ceasing. A letter came from you a
day or two ago, a dear, long letter full of a mother’s love
—how I did bless you for that letter. I know what it cost
you to write it too; I know you too well not to know that
you labored hard to give me such a treat.

I had hoped ere this to have found a situation in the
city but I still look for one from some of my many
friends there. However I know that if I earnestly and
prayerfully strive to do my whole duty, come what may
it is impossible for anything to go wrong; for “I know
that my Redeemer liveth” and that whatsoever He may
appoint, whether suffering or happiness, is all for my
eternal welfare. Meanwhile we may pray nothing doubt-
ing that that blessed day may be hastened when we shall
all meet under one roof and that roof our own. The Lord
grant that it may be near at hand for your sake.

Your Devoted Son,
G. W. CaBLE

Fortunately, the exile in Kosciusko did not last long; a
more satisfactory position was soon secured in New Or-
leans, with a Mr. Coleman, a cotton-factor, and an old
friend of the Cable family.
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To the same

DaARLING MOTHER : New Orleans, La., Decr. 11, 1865.

I seize my pen in hopes of having time to write a few
lines. You know by my last letter how I am situated, &
where. Mr. Coleman is very indulgent, I have but little
to do compared with the way B—— used to crowd me.
My principal business seems to be to take care not to
strain myself, and be sure to read the paper. I am trying
to get employment for Jim & hope to make things work so
as to have you down here long before Spring.

Bear up, the end I hope is very near. I am living for the
present with Mr. Coleman & find it very pleasant, of
course. You have the luckiest son in the world. I came
down here & within Five days I have had Five offers for
employment & plenty of idle clerks in the city too. I have
commenced making new friends already. A Mr. Walthal
wants me to room with him for NIX, & everybody tells
me I am highly complimented. But that’s enough about
myself. I knew it would give you pleasure to know it.
Sam Linton is here & other old comrades, & if I only had
you here & was n’t in love I'd be just as happy as a lark.
And now darling mother goodbye——

I am your loving son " G.W. CABLE

To the same

My Dear MOTHER: New Orleans, Jany 10 1866

When I write you, which indeed is seldom, I talk of
little but myself, and I would thank anyone who would
tell me some cure for such a bad habit, but since I must
talk selfishly please put up with it until I learn better.

No doubt Madison® is as dull now as during the war,
and yours is surely a trying life, as your whole time is
spent in or immediately about the house. Dear mother you

1 Madison, Mississippi.
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must not allow yourself to “rust” away to nothing. Stir
about as I know you love to do. Please do your children
the kindness to “spend your money free” & call for
“More!” Were I to send all the money I would like to I
should have to “hopen a bank.” After a time when sala-
ries rise and rents fall we will have a little home of our
own in New Orleans La Belle & one hearth, one circle,
one interest, one motive, one faith, one love—shall bind
us all together. And then—here’s a health—may you have
a larger family than ever before. You are so full of cour-
age, you have always looked Fate so straight in the face,
that I believe you will catch from me the high hopes that
set my young blood adancing and wear a patient smile for
a little longer. A little longer! I have warm friends here
as I have always had everywhere, and they will do all in
their power for me. Let me then work on and the time
will come, please God, when I shall be blessed with the
sight of my mother in her home.

Jas. B. Cable, Esq., is happy under a new hat, has but
little to do but is kept out of mischief all day and goes to
roost at dark in the old way. Last night he came and sat
by the office fire where I was busy with my angles &
circles and enjoyed half a dozen glorious snores. Poor fel-
low, if his eyes would allow it he would sit with me and
read every evening.

I am drawing again. I must tell it you know. Genl
R. E. Lee will be glad to know that I am taking him down
on Bristol board. The empress hangs over Mr. Coleman’s
parlour mantlepiece. Our old church looks very natural
lately. I go Sunday nights to hear Dr. Palmer and think
I have never left him and felt unimproved in head and
heart. I should say I have always left his church with new
resolves and clear faith. The city is full of life. I have at-
tended one concert this winter. It was splendid. Such
music, such singing, such instruments—how bad I want
three dollars to hear M'lle Elie & M. Oliviera play at

Google



BOOKKEEPING AND SURVEYING 31

Odd Fellows’ Hall tomorrow night. Strackosch manages
the Opera at present and tho’ it has been poor I think it
will now be fine. Dinner hour has come & I am glad of an
opportunity to stretch. Good bye. 1 have enjoyed my visit
& will come again soon.

I remain Your Affectionate Son
G. W. CaABLE

To the same
DEAR MOTHER: New Orleans, Jan'y 26th 1866

Though it is quite late (I have just laid my books
away) I am writing for fear I may be busy tomorrow, &
unable to write before Monday.

I am getting along in my home about as usual but I
suppose all good things have an end. Here’s hoping the
end of this one may be far ahead in futurity; unless we
can get an establishment of our own where you can make
biscuits while we talk over our plans and hopes. I still
study, & believe my toil begins to show something accom-
plished at length. I am slowly learning, in my present po-
sition, some of the hitherto incomprehensible parts of the
great machinery called Trade. I begin to see what I thought
was not to be found—the beauties of the Science of Trade.
The cotton business is very pleasant—but I cannot help
striking higher, & trying for an honourable profession.
May the world regret me when I die! And above all may I
hear the approving words from the universal Judge—
well done good and faithful servant—enter into the joy
of thy Lord. That your distresses & anxieties & loneliness
& sickness, may soon give place to quiet & peace & health
at home, is my Goodnight wish. I long for the time when
I may once more receive the goodnight kiss.

As ever Your Devoted Son
G. W. CaBLE
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To the same

DEAR MoOTHER: New Orleans, Feb’y 27 1866

Jim & I have just returned from the regular weekly
meeting of the “Young Men’s Weekly Prayer-meeting.”
We have formed a society of young men for religious
reading & study & add to these prayer & singing. It is
very pleasant & highly improving.

But what is uppermost in my mind I have not men-
tioned yet. I think I shall in the course of two weeks suc-
ceed in obtaining a good position in the engineering busi-
ness. I hope & pray that I may get it, as, situated as I now
am, I cannot do justice to my employer & my books too.
An eminent engineer promises to take me in his employ
& make me an engineer, in case he gets certain R. R. iron
which he is waiting for. But if he does I must go to

Texas. Your Devoted Son
G. W. CaBLE

To the same

DEeAR MOTHER: New Orleans, March 6, 1866

Enclosed find (20) Twenty Dollars to come home with.
Come! for if I succeed in getting my position with my
Texas engineer I may leave before you get here. But the
Lord grant I may behold your beloved face before I leave.
Jimmy or myself will be at the depot to meet you on the
next train, so you need not send word unless you do not
come soon, as we will meet every train until you come.
Mary is gone—by this time, I hope, is in her new home
—now come to yours. Quick, Mother, before I go.

I in Your Devoted Son
G. W. CaBLE

Apparently the expected position did not become a re-
ality, though the studying had gone diligently ahead ; and
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early in July the young engineer started off with a State
" surveying expedition sent out to re-establish the lines and
levees along the banks of the Atchafalaya River.}

To the same

In camp, Mo. Red River, July gth, 1866
My DEAR MOTHER:

I am safely arrived in camp, and what is still more im-
portant to me, have passed the first night in the open air
without taking additional cold. My cough has almost en-
tirely disappeared. I suppose all steamboat trips are the
same so long as we keep in the Mississippi, so I will not
describe the journey, though were I talking with you I
could amuse you with a half-dozen droll anecdotes of the
strangers I saw :—the cross old man who wouldn’t look at
the bill of fare & became offended because he was so plen-
tifully helped to dessert—the man who could not cut his
steak & would not have another piece—the man who was
always a course ahead of the rest & always ate his soup
before the gong screamed—the fellow that wouldn't go to
bed if he knew himself & the fellow that wouldn’t get up
if he knew himself—& finally the plain lady who would
stay on the boiler deck & the pretty one who would stay
in her room, all these I would tell of but judging by my-
self you are too warm to laugh much. I have been out
with the engineers “helping” them to adjust the instru-
ments and find them as careful to keep out of the sunshine
as I could desire. I am with a “very nice gentleman”—I
put it in commas because I mean that he is what the ladies

1The Atchafalaya Bayou, La. is an outlet of the Red River, or
possibly of the Mississippi, originating in the northern corner of
Pointe Coupée parish, where the Red River enters the Mississippi. At
times of inundations a part of the water of the Mississippi is dis-
charged through this channel. There was at one time thought to be
considerable danger that the Red River, which then also discharged
a part of its waters through the Atchafalaya River, might make this
its principal outlet.
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always call so—i. e, a companionable stranger. “Capt.
Cozzens is his name and Dixie is his nation.” We move
camp tomorrow bidding good-bye to the banks of the Mis-
sissippi. I sit now upon the edge of my cot upon the west-
ern bank and without rising might easily throw my lead
pencil into the red current that sweeps majestically out of
the great tributary that opens out about a mile above, and
flows slowly down close against this side. If you could see
the great rivers as I see them now, mingling their waters
without a ripple like two great giants silently clasping
hands; if you could go to the edge of the bank by night
and hear the soft washing of their waves like the breath-
ing of some monster asleep, you would, like me, realize as
you never did before the force and wisdom of the remark
that “still waters run deep.” But excuse the romantic—
there must be Irish in our blood “somehow or somehow
else”’—and I will soon leave this agreeable task and go to

books. Your Aff’t son
G. W. CaBLE

To the same
“QOaks,” Atchafalaya River,

DEAR MOTHER: July 22, 1866

Sunday has come and almost gone but thanks to the
kindness of Mr. Nelson, the name of whose place heads
my letter, before the sun sets I will have written you another
letter. Two weeks have now passed since we landed at Red
River and in spite of the constant exposure to which I am
subjected I am in good health & spirits and pleased with
my new occupation. Our journey so far will not be inter-
esting on paper. We have seen a sufficient quantity of
white herons, sandpipers & alligators to “last us”; plenty
of sickly cotton, small corn, empty houses, old crevasses,
mud, sun & cottonwood brakes; and a few nice houses,
green fields and cotton-gins. The ruin worked by high
water has been almost complete on the eastern bank, & the
western, upon which I now am spending Sunday, has also
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suffered severely. I will be very glad when we leave At-
chafalaya & start down the Mississippi. Engineering is
hard work, but I inherit enough of “Mrs. Cable” to like
the labour—it is in fact what I thought it—a beautiful
profession that few men are willing to sacrifice their com-
fort for.

No word has reached me yet of my dear ones at home,
but I hope to get more than one letter when I arrive at
R. R. Ld’g. Everything seems to center there—I am
promised promotion when I reach there—I do not doubt
I will get it but it will not pay any more, I think. Please
be very particular in telling our friends of me not to hint
that I am an engineer or surveyor—the caution may be
unnecessary to you, but I fear you may not know the
great difference between engineers and their subordinates.
However, the gentlemen do all they can to smooth off the
inequality; I mess and lodge with them, while the flag,
chain & ax-men have a separate tent & table. When we
commence the Miss. River proper I am to be chief of the
flag party—I know no more what it means than you do,
only it is to be made very instructive to the young hopeful
of the party. I have to letter the maps &c and will have a
great deal of map-making to do very soon.

You must please let me hear often from home—it is
very lonesome and did I not feel this to be what I have ac-
tually chosen as my lifetime profession I would be home-
sick. The most unpleasant thing that has happened since
leaving home was my being obliged to work from break-
fast to dinner today—Sunday. It was an absolute necessity
—but caused by the laziness & drunkenness of the leveller
with whom I work. I will not be obliged to work Sundays
except when absolute necessity compels. Well—how 1
would like to kiss you good-bye. Tell Jim to stick to busi-
ness & above all things never to be an engineer. The sun
would make him blind in a week.

Good-bye. Your Devoted Son
G. W. CaBLE
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To the same

Stmr. Cleona, Atch-&c River
DEAR MOTHER: July 25th, 1866
As you may see by the frantic style of writing before
you, I am afloat and trying to catch step with the paddle-
wheels that shake our little Cleona like she had a chill.
Some sons would have too much respect to their moth-
ers to send such a scrawl as this, but I do not hesitate, as
I am persuaded that every word I send you are glad to
receive if you can read it. Tomorrow! what a day for me.
Letters, Love, reward, praise & promotion. Keep it to
yourself, ma chére meére, that I am highly complimented
for all my work & will be promoted (as I have previously
said) tomorrow. I don't know what “chief of both flag
parties” is, but I am told it is a promotion—that’s enough.
My love to M. L., Nettie, Jim, Morton, Jimmy, the C’s
—but most of all—above all—to you, my dear mother.
Your Affectionate Son
G. W. CaABLE

Shortly after the writing of this last letter the whole
surveying party was attacked with a virulent form of
malarial fever, known in that region as “breakbone fe-
ver”; and the enthusiastic young rodman who had
thought this was to be his “lifetime profession,” was
forced to abandon the work. Nor did he fully recover
from the effects of this illness for more than two years;
in fact, he was not entirely free from certain serious after-
effects for the next six years. His months of convales-
cence, however, spent in the surveying camp, were put to
good account in studying the natural history of that re-
gion; for he could no more keep himself from studying,
all his life, than from breathing.

When at last he was able to return to work, he estab-
lished himself at the counting-room desk. But the desire
to write which had been strong in him even as early as
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when he was the editor and the principal contributor to
his school journal, “The Spirit of the Times,” now as-
serted itself anew, and his leisure moments were given to
the production of short skits and verses, which he con-
tributed anonymously to The Daily Picayune of New
Orleans. These were so acceptable that he was soon of-
fered a position as reporter for that paper, and was thus
enabled to quit the uncongenial labor of bookkeeping.
Besides his reporter’s work, he carried on, for somewhat
less than a year and a half, a weekly column of criticisms
and humor, under the title, “Drop Shot.” Here he created
the character of Felix Lazarus, a supposed acquaintance
and companion of “Drop Shot,” the writer of the column.
Felix figured in many of the weekly paragraphs and grad-
ually became so real a person—at least to his creator—
that when the time came for “Drop Shot” to bid fare-
well to his readers, his column ended thus:

ADIEU

For many and many a month we have spoken to you
under the familiar black capitals that now head our col-
umn for the last time. The muse—heaven bless her \—has
shown us many a mood: Sometimes sad, sometimes gay,
once or twice (as, for instance, when the registrar of
births called at Felix’s house,!) jolly, and lately quite tac-
iturn. Many a time we have been rewarded for our labor.
For the love of the muse, do not think we mean paid in
money ; that was sustenance, but besides that we have had
our reward. Many a smile have we brightened and light-
ened many a care. They have told us so—the public have
—by letter now and then, and oftener by word o’ mouth.
We trust we have never affected Sir Oracle; we trust our
mistakes may be forgiven; we trust we may not instantly
be forgotten; and wherever our dear readers may find
the scratch of our pen in future, oh, that they may rec-

1“The New Arrival,” to which reference is made in Chapter X.
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ognize us without an introduction. Once more, adieu! for
we have an appointment to attend a funeral today, and
would appear in our decentest suit upon the sad occasion.
The tombstone is to bear the simple inscription,

SACRED TO THE MEMORY
OF
FELIX LAZARUS

In February, 1869, he became engaged to marry
Louise Stewart Bartlett, and on December 7 of that
year they were married. Both born in New Orleans, they
had grown up within a few squares of each other and had
had many common friends, yet did not meet until they
were grown. Louise Bartlett, though Southern-born, also
had, through both of her parents, a long line of New Eng-
land ancestors, the earliest of whom had been prominent
settlers of a number of the old New England towns. Her
father, William Allen Bartlett, had come to New Orleans
from his native Connecticut as a young man and had there
engaged in business, married and brought up his family.

ToL.S. B.

Plaquemine, June 25th, 1869.

As I am applying myself systematically to the care of my
eyes, you will not expect an apology for a short letter. I
am feeling much better than when I left home, & with-
out being too sanguine, have much reason to hope that I
will soon be fully renovated. The enjoyment that offers
seems to be principally fishing and rowing on the bayou
Plaquemine, & I have just now returned from a long trip
with Miss Bond, as sweet a lady of 45 as ever you knew.
I have gathered some pretty flowers and water-weeds
“And-all to be a posey to my ain true luve.” There has been
a dinner given to a newly married couple here and Whar-
ton met me (not knowing that I was coming) before the
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whole company, with such screams of delight, hallooing
Cable! Cable! Cable! until he fell on my neck in a fit of
gleeful laughter, that the whole company were acquain-
ted with me in a moment and seemed to think they had
been wanting to see me for a long time. However, more
anon, at the present only this much more—

I have been to the woodlands this morning, my love,
Where the breath of the wildflowers is sweet on the breeze;
How happy, I thought, near the nest of the dove,

To build a bright bower for the lady Louise.

Here the glories of nature are many and fair;

What queen hath such robes or such jewels as these?
Yet these in their beauty would faintly compare

With the graces they’d meet in the lady Louise.

All wet with the morning, I found the wild rose

Deep blushing with love at the kiss of the bees;

And I blessed the sweet flower only less fair than those
That bloom on the cheek of the lady Louise.

The violet, sweet type of the humble of earth,

And the close-clinging vines in the dark-hanging trees;
They hinted of modest affection and worth,

As they reign in the breast of the lady Louise.

Low drooping her head from the south-wind’s caress,
The innocent pansy blooms under the trees;

Thus kindly, thus coyly, nor loving me less,

Wilt thou yield to my fondness, sweet lady Louise?

A thousand fair flowers, unnamed and unknown,

But beloved of the sunbeams, were opening with these;
And I thought it but meet that a bower and a throne
Should be builded among them for lady Louise.!

In the meantime, the position on The Picayune did not
wholly satisfy him: his heart was not in it; it was not
suited to him, nor he to it. “I was naturally and emphati-
cally unfit,” he himself said, “for the work of gathering

1 These verses were later published in his “Drop Shot” column.
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up and throwing down heterogeneous armloads of daily
news. I had neither the faculty for getting more news,
nor the relish for blurting out news for news’ sake after
it was got. Had I possessed these equipments in any excel-
lent degree, I need never have lost my place because—as
has been printed of me—I would not violate my consci-
entious scruples, or, more strictly, the tenets of my church,
by going to a theatre to report a play. The fact is I had
no strong reportorial value in me to offset this somewhat
vexatious scrupulosity. . . . I wanted to be always writ-
ing, and they wanted me to be always reporting. This
didn’t work well, and so when the summer came on and
they began to reduce expenses, it was intimated that my
resignation would be accepted. I vowed that I would
never have anything to do with a newspaper again, and I
went back to bookkeeping.”
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CHAPTER 1V

“OLD CREOLE DAYS”
(1871-1879)

“When high desire of fome
Gave life and courage to my laboring pes,
And first the sound and virtwe of my name
Won grace and credit in the ears of men.”
MICHAEL DRAYTON.

Once more he betook himself to the counting-room
desk, and in 1871 entered the employ of Wm. C. Black
& Co., cotton-factors and commission merchants, with
whom he remained for the next eight years, until the
death of Wm. C. Black, the head of the firm. Here he
soon added to his duties of bookkeeper the more responsi-
ble management of the finances and general affairs of the
counting-room. He became also the private secretary of
Mr. Black, and through him Treasurer’s Clerk and Secre-
tary of the Finance Committee of the New Orleans Cot-
ton Exchange. These duties were carried on with a faith-
fulness that won him the regard and friendship of his
employer; and when, ten years later, he resigned these po-
sitions he had the satisfaction to receive from the officials
of the Cotton Exchange the following communication:
“The books and documents of your department bear evi-
dence of skill and neatness and are the best witnesses of a
faithful performance of duties characteristic of your
management.”

Upon his side, he writes: “I soon conceived a sincere
affection for my two employers, if not for my work. The

. senior was a man of great public value, a proverb for in-
tegrity, deliberate, sagacious, willing to serve, and a true
lover of the people—according to his idea of what and
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who the people were. The best, wisest and most powerful
merchants, financiers and lawyers were daily visitors at
the desk where he sat ‘not caring,’ he said, ‘to get any
richer.” Many a debate I had with him when work was
slack and no visitor near.”

It was in these fierce days of Reconstruction that were
laid the foundations of opinion and conviction which
some years later prompted the writing of “The Freed-
man’s Case in Equity” and “The Silent South.”

To his mother

. , 1871,
My DEAR MOTHER:- New Orleans, Nov. 2oth, 187

I thought your birthday was the twenty-first; Louise
says it is the twentieth; you will excuse my ignorance
since I am necessarily compelled to get my information
by tradition. I hope the day finds you well, however, and
ready to continue on in life’s experience. It becomes me
to render thanks to you, on your birthday, for all you
have been to me since ever I was born. You have done
more, and suffered more, and lost more, than can be re-
paired by me should your life continue through a century.
I remember some of your self-denials and sacrifices and
sicknesses, and misfortunes that were borne for my sake.
All T am, in mind, in morals, in social position, in attain-
ments, or in any good thing I owe mainly to my noble
mother.

I have heard nothing final from my publishers yet, and
cannot resist much anxiety.

Your Son
GEORGE

The publishers referred to were in the North and had
been approached in regard to the reprinting in book form
of a collection of his fugitive writings in The Picayune.
The proposal did not commend itself to them, and each
in turn courteously but firmly declined to risk the under-
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taking. About this time, however, the editor of The Pica-
yune invited his former reporter to write some historical
sketches of the principal churches and charities of the
city. “My counting-room work,” he says, “was not so en-
grossing but that I could accept this invitation, and the
better to qualify I began to study the colonial history of
Louisiana. I became deeply interested ; wrote the sketches
and still studied on. My good, strong eyes, being imposed
on, gave out, overtaxed; but I got friends to read to me.”

To his mother

My DEAR MOTHER: New Orleans, July 4th, 1872.

Matters are moving along with the lassitude of the
season in the city, and Harry Parker & I are about the
only two persons really hard at work within the horizon
of my knowledge. He is dreadfully overworked and, they
say, looks haggard and cannot sleep. I, on the contrary,
am looking and feeling well. Here is the manner of my
working : this morning I rose at 6, having had Walker
to read Geo. Calvert’s essay on the “Life and Writings of
Goethe” until 10 last night, preparatory to reviewing it
for Sunday’s Pic.; breakfasted on wheaten meal (it is
very good as well as digestible) and—you will envy me
—hash, with etceteras. Walked to the office at 7, wrote a
book notice for a little volume of very good poems by
a new writer (Henry Abbey), wrote a few lines to Louise
and fell to work on cash-book and ledger. Today finishes
my labors of the counting-room upon the closing season,
& I shall have considerable leisure for literary work until
the cotton crop is made. At 3 o’clock I shall go to dinner,
dining at 4 ; at 514 Ross will appear and we shall sit down
in my cool bow-window, and he will read the History of
Louisiana aloud. Tomorrow I review Fanny Fern’s last
book, and Ross & I finish the 2d vol. of the Hist. of La.
I write these criticisms more to oblige Harry than to
profit myself, as I get only the works themselves for my
trouble, and they are not such as I would make my library
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of. Saturday and Sabbath I spend with Louise and write
The Picayune a letter for which I get paid. About Tues-
day next I hope to begin writing a series of papers for
the Pic. that Harry promises to buy.

Now you will say—and Aunt Susan will look fright-
ened—“when am I going to take a little rest?”’ Well, as
Jimmy’s shoemaker said about getting sober, “That’s the
queshun!” I feel pretty well rested now, however; though
I worked pretty hard this spring, didn’t I?

Now, my dear mother, a kiss—one for Aunt Susan—
one from Louise, one from baby-Louise (whose first suc-
cess in speaking is the mastery of “please” and “thank
you”’) and so, God bless you, good-bye. Mrs. Bartlett is
saving you the root of a rare flower. G. W. CABLE

To the same

New Orleans, Aug. 20th, 1872
MY DEAR, DEAR MOTHER:

I am so busy trying to catch up with my writings which
have been thrown almost a month behind what I expect-
ed, that I do not know how to get time to write to you.

I have read a great deal since last May; I had to be
posted in State & City history. My papers have somehow
taken a form which must make a book if they are fit to
make anything. One thing you will be glad to know: I
was solicited to attack the Lottery company with all the
virulence I chose & did so in an article which was at once
copied by another city paper, the editor sending word to
me that he was so pleased with its truth and force that he
reproduced it in full. Buckley, recognizing my style, drops
me a note offering to pay me for an article in favor of the
Catholic Total Abstinence movement. I couldn’t charge
Buckley & can’t stop to write it for nothing.

I must be off to work.

Your devoted son
GEorGE W. CaBLE
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Continuing his own story: “I was moved at last to
write some short stories of old New Orleans. But I did
not at that time seek a publisher; I laid them aside. In
my reading I came to the old Black Code. In sheer indig-
nation I wrote a story which years afterward became the
foundation for the episode of Bras-Coupé in ‘The Grand-
issimes.” In summer hours when the counting-room was
idle, I went to the city archives and read hundreds of old
newspapers. Here I got my inspiration for‘’Tite Poulette,’
written in sympathy for the fate of the quadroon caste.
And here, too, I conceived the story of ‘Posson Jone’.” All
this time months—years—were passing. I met Edward
King, visiting Louisiana and writing the ‘Great South’
papers, and he encouraged me to offer my stories to Scrib-
ner’'s Monthly. Some of them were accepted. But I did not
press my success; I neglected it. My counting-room duties
filled my time and I merely wrote a little now and then
for The Picayune, as editorial matter.”

The story of the meeting of Edward King, the brilliant
young journalist from the North, and George Cable, the
more or less obscure secretary-manager of a New Or-
leans cotton-factor’s counting-room, has been told by
others than my father. In 1872 Mr. King appeared in
New Orleans, in the course of his journeying through the
Southern States for material for his “Great South”
papers, a commission for Scribner’'s Monthly. He and my
father met and an enduring friendship grew out of that
meeting. He was shown the manuscripts of several stories
that had been the outcome of the study among the ar-
chives; and with a journalist’s zest for a new writer in a
new field, he bore them away in his own hands and, not
even waiting for his return to the North, enthusiastically
posted them to Dr. J. G. Holland, then editor of Scrib-
ner’s, and to Richard Watson Gilder, his associate.

It is a matter of regret that none of my father’s letters
to Edward King can be found; but some extracts from
Mr. King’s letters to him at the time will serve to show
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how keen was Mr. King’s enthusiasm and how exceeding-
ly helpful were his efforts in placing the stories, as were
also the constant advice and encouragement and sympa-
thy which, as a fellow-craftsman, he unstintingly gave.

From Edward King to G. W. C.
NoOBLE CABLE: Mobile, Ala., March 25, 1873.

Fair youth, I have not all deserted thee. “Bibi” has
waltzed away to New York, hand in hand with Bien-
ville and the other heroes of that time, and is I doubt not,
ere this, in the hands of a grim editor, who is torturing
him with anticipation. Fear not, O Cable, for your fame
is sure if you continue to make Bibis. But do not toil by
the midnight lamp too much; otherwise the wells of your
life will run dry just at the moment when most you need
their waters. . . . Au revoir, and don’t work too hard.

Yours truly,
Epwarp King

From Edward King to G. W. C.
San Antonio, Texas,
April 24, 1873.

. . . Do not fail to send “’Sieur George” to the Cush-
ing address, as I shall delight in reading it to certain of
the faithful. . . . You shall soon hear from the Scrib-
nerian ranch, even tho’ I have to write and remind

them. . . . Ever Yours, Epwarp King

“Bibi” rode me as a nightmare the other midnight.
E. K
From Edward King to G. W. C.

St. Louis, Mo.

DEAR CABLE: July 22, [1873.]
The battle is won. “Monsieur George” is accepted, and
will be published in Scribner. It will appear in the maga-
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zine as “’Sieur George—A New Orleans Story”—. I
read the story myself to the editor, who liked it; it trem-
bled in the balance a day, and then Oh ye gods! was ac-
cepted! I fancy I can see you waltzing around the office of
the venerable cotton brokers, shouting the war-cry of fu-
ture conquest! Courage!

It now behooves you, however, to take special pains
with whatever you do hereafter. The main criticism upon
your work is that the plot is not always worked out as
lucidly as could be desired. . . . Scribner & Co. will
doubtless write to you in due time—but meantime ap-
pointed me to tell you of the acceptance.

Yours,
Epwarp King

From G. W. C. to Fred Lewis Pattee*
Northampton, Mass.,

My pEAR MR. PATTEE: July 21, 1914.

In reply to your kind letter of the 18th let me say, Yes,
Edward King came to New Orleans almost at the begin-
ning of his tour of the South and we became acquaint-
ances and friends. I asked him where to send some stories
—two or three—which I had just written and he himself
read and sent two to Dr. Holland, editor of Scribner’s
Monthly. Then Gilder, assistant editor, wrote me, and my
lifetime acquaintance with both the Century and Charles
Scribner’s Sons began. I cannot say that King’s “Great
South” papers affected the Southern literary awakenmg
I think the two were merely co-incidental.

Yes, I read some French literature and believe it had its
influence on me, though not so much as Dickens, Thack-
eray, Poe or Irving. My Frenchmen were Hugo, Merimée
and About. I also read many of the old Relations of the
priest explorers and much other French matter of early
historical value.

1 Author of “American Literature since 1870.”
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It would give me much pleasure to tell you just how I
came to drop into the writing of romances, but I cannot;
I just dropt. Money, fame, didactic or controversial im-
pulse I scarcely felt a throb of. I just wanted to do it be-
cause it seemed a pity for the stuff to go so to waste.

Command me as much further as you choose and be-

lieve me ever Yours truly,

GEeo. W. CABLE.

“’Sieur George’’ was accepted only after a hard-fought
fight ; but two other stories, “Dr. Goldenbow” and “Hor-
tensia,” were returned with the brief comment, “Not
quite up to the level of your other work” ; whereupon they
seem to have been consigned by their author to the waste-
paper basket. “Bibi,” which Edward King particularly
liked, was rejected by Scribner’s Monthly, was rewritten
a year later and returned to them, when it was again,
though reluctantly, rejected. After being offered to sev-
eral other publishers and by them declined, “on account
of the unmitigatedly distressful effect of the story,”? it
was put aside, to be rewritten several years later and in-
corporated into “The Grandissimes” as ‘“The Story of
Bras-Coupé.”

Though Mr. Gilder, with his editorial caution, was
less precipitous than Mr. King, he was no less generous
in his encouragement and advice. Of him, years later, my
father said: “In all the first years that I knew him, I did
not guess that he was young. The words of editorial coun-
sel in his headlong handwriting were so sage, so lucid,
and so plainly impromptu, that they seemed certainly to
spring from the depths of a long-clarified experience, and
the inspiring surprise with which I first looked upon the

1 George Parsons Lathrop, writing for William Dean Howells, then
Editor of the Atlantic Monthly.
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boyishness of his form, step, and smile, and saw a man
of my own years, is now a specially tender memory.”?

In 1873, Mr. Gilder wrote to Edward King: “If you
think worth while will you forward enclosed letter to
Cable.

“He is a genius & ought to know it. If he’s a man, it
won’t hurt him to know it, but will spur him up. But I
suppose you have said these things to him.”

The “enclosed letter” was sent:

From R. W. Gilder to G. W. C.

Scribner’s Monthly,
654 Broadway, N. Y.,
My DEAR MR. CABLE, Aug. 2gth, ’73.
After reading your story in the proof—'Sieur George
(I'm sorry we did not have time to send it to you, but Mr.
King kindly looked over it) I feel moved to say that “we”
hope you know that you have the makings of one of the
best story-writers of the day. All you want to do is to
appreciate yourself. You will do much better even than
“’Sieur George.” Don’t forget to be always clear—don’t
weary your reader with trying to remember or discover
things—make every sentence as sharp as may be—these
are only incidentals that I make bold to mention—and I
make bold because, selfishly and editorially speaking, I
want you to fulfil the promise that there is in this story.
You know how to be pathetic in manly fashion—and to
say a thing in three words that some would say in thirty.
Go to work in good earnest and high faith in yourself—
work as religiously as if you had already Bret Harte’s
reputation—& perhaps you may have one as lasting.
Yours faithfully
R. Warson GILDER

1 “Letters of Richard Watson Gilder.”
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After the acceptance of ‘‘’Sieur George,” a second,
“Belles Demoiselles Plantation,” was taken by the Scrib-
ners; then “’Tite Poulette” and “Madame Délicieuse.”
But “Posson Jone’ ”—*“the little parson story,” as Mr.
Gilder called it,—was literally hawked by Edward King
among the publishing houses, until at last it was accepted
by the editors of Appleton’s Journal.!

Meanwhile, paragraphs concerning the “discovery of
George W. Cable by Edward King” began to appear in
the newspapers and Mr. King sent my father, under date
of March 4, 1874, the following clipping, writing above
it:

“Thou canst not say I did it!
Never shake
Thy long moustache at me!”

“It is said that the name of Geo. W. Cable is a coming
one in literature. He is a New Orleans litterateur, discov-
ered by Mr. Edward King during his ‘Great South’
journey, has already published one story, ¢ ’Sieur George,’
in Scribner’'s Monthly, and will have a second, ‘Belles
Demoiselles Plantation,’ in the April number. He is doing

1 Published in Appleton’s Journal, April 1, 1876. The payments for
these early stories may be of interest, and are here given for com-
parison with present-day prices, as well as with those received by my
father for later work,

'Sieur George—October 9, 1873...........ccviiiiiiii it $50.00
Belles Demoiselles Plantation—April 4, 1874................ $62.00
'Tite Poulette—July 21, 1874.........ccviivviii .. $82.00
Jean-ah Poquelin—April 17, 1875.................... ..ol $78.00
Café des Exilés—February 24, 1876.......................... $80.00
The Grandissimes—March 7, 1879.......................... $500.00

July 23, 1879........... ... il $500.00

August 11, 1880.......... .. ... .iii.lL. $500.00

Full payment $500.00 more than first offered by Scribser’s.

Madame Delphine—August 20, 1880......................... $250.00
Gregory’s Island (The Solitary)—May 5, 1896.............. $400.00
Seven articles on the Louisiana Creoles, 1883................ $1500.00
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for the Creole life of the South something like Bret
Harte’s work for the characteristic California ‘society,’
and the work already published is very fresh and fine.”

And when, after several years, the story still persisted,
Mr. King wrote Robert Underwood Johnson : “Do tell Geo.
Cable when you see him that I shake my skirts of that
paragraph promenading the press which calls me ‘the dis-
coverer of Cable.” Surely I never spread such a story, I
who know so well that Cable discovered himself, and
would have dawned upon the world had there never been
any ‘Great South’ scribes in New Orleans, to hear his
mellifluous reading of his delightful sketches.”

But my father himself had never any hesitation in ac-
knowledging his great debt to Edward King as well as to
Richard Watson Gilder. “The first person outside of my
own family circle,” he wrote many years later, ‘“who ever
read my story of ‘Bras-Coupé’ was my dear friend and
‘discoverer,’ the late Edward King, who wrote me from
San Antonio, Texas, that he had read the manuscript over
three evenings in succession and had encountered him in
three successive nightmares. This naturally was great en-
couragement to me, for of course the height of the story-
teller’s ambition is to give his readers nightmares.”

After the fate of the first stories was decided, there
came an interval of nearly two years, with the handicap
of frail health, and in 1875 Scribner’s Monthly brought
out “Jean-ah Poquelin” and “Madame Délicieuse.”” Later
in that same year “Café des Exilés” was sent to them,
and then came another interval.

During this time my father made his first visit to the
North, partly for the recreation afforded by such an ab-
sence from his office-desk, partly for a face-to-face ac-
quaintance with his publishers.

11In May, 1875, another story, “Ba’m o’ Gilly,” was sent to the edi-
tors of Scribner’s Monthly, but this one was not accepted. Apparently,
it was never published anywhere.

Google



52 GEORGE W. CABLE: HIS LIFE AND LETTERS

To his mother

DEAR MOTHER: Havana, July 7, 187s.

Since writing my letter to Louise I have been out in
the street a few steps & have returned. Thought you
would be disappointed if I did not send you a line also.

I hardly know how to write anything at all without get-
ting entangled in a long rehearsal of city and sea experi-
ences. However, I will simply dot down a stray note or
two, thus:

I measured a street of fair average width—20 feet
from wall to wall. Also measured a sidewalk of less than
common width—16 inches.

The floors here are never of wood. Those of any pre-
tention are black & white marble; there are no fireplaces
in Havana.

Everybody rides in cabs. The cabs just swarm. They
run the whole 24 hours. 3oc a ride—any & every where.
Everything shows trifling, pleasure-seeking, indolence &
cruelty. The city is one mighty stench! When wet—it
rains every day—a perfect pig-sty.

People live in elegant apartments directly on the street
in alleys as bad as the one between Magazine and Camp
on Orange. Ground floor too. The children & mothers
look through the iron gratings like jail-birds—the aristo-
cratic young ladies never show themselves except on the
Plaza in carriages & volantes after night.

Another time I will tell you of some of the magnifi-

cence. Your Devoted Son

Geo. W. CABLE

To the same

My DEAR MOTHER: - New York, July 19th, 1875.

I am back once more in N. York, and sit down to wait
a few minutes for Mr. Stockton® who is going to show
me some of the wonders of Gotham.

1 Frank R. Stockton, the writer.
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When I come home maybe I shall be able to tell what
I am now seeing but—if I should attempt it here I should
produce a “corner” in the Stationery Market.

How they did treat me at Holbrook Hall. Mr. A. drove
me out in his “cart” ; took me, with others, out calling in
the twilight, visiting two or three of the nabobs of the
neighborhood in their splendid villas. And now I bear
an exquisite little bouquet in my buttonhole, placed there
by Mrs. Appleton’s own hands.

Don’t I write like a college boy? And why shouldn’t I?
It’s vacation, you know.

Love, love, love to one & all. The thermometer went
down last night to (47) (XLVII) Forty-seven!

Yours coolly yet fervently,
Geo. W. CABLE

To the same

My DEAR MOTHER: New Orleans, Sep. gth, 1875.

I write so soon again to say first that you must always
let your absent-minded boy know just what you are in
need of. So much—oh! so much more than anybody
would suppose—has been imputed to carelessness and
hardness on my part in many of my experiences, that
was nothing but pre-occupation of thought.

I want to ask you to overlook it and its consequences,
& always give me timely notice of your wants.

God give us peace and mutual grace to be a help and
comfort, each to each. Yours devotedly,

GEORGE W. CABLE

Through the winter of 1875-'76 my father produced
not a single story, and in April of 1876 came a letter of

inquiry from Mr. Gilder. The following reply was sent
back:
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To R. W. Gilder

DEAR GILDER: New Orleans, Apl. 21, 1

You see? Right hand laid up for repairs—forg
cunning. I can still write with it, but it hurts! So,
left hand as relief guard. I am very much obliged t
for your nice, warm letter. I am doing nothing in s
just now—have nothing on hand; but whenever I
my right hand may fail, but hardly my memory, i
Scribner friends shall hear from me.

Will you let me trouble you for a postal card? _
write on the back what I can get French’s Collection of
Loussiana Papers, and Poole’s Index to Periodicals for,
from S. W. & Armstrong.

Man is born to trouble—other folks. Regards (served
hot) to all yours and Scribner’s.

Yours truly,
Geo. W. CaBLE

This letter is written with the left hand, with quite
as good result as if with the right, for my father was
naturally left-handed. In his boyhood his mother had in-
sisted upon the use of his right hand for writing, and
by this practice he became ambidextrous. But he always
threw a ball with his left hand!

“My counting-room duties filled my time,” he says;
but that which actually exhausted his strength was his
habit, in his eagerness to get his story-writing done, of
rising at four o’clock in the morning to write until break-
fast-time and then go to his office desk for the day. This,
in addition to his daily work as bookkeeper, was the
cause of no less than three breakdowns in health. To save
his eyes, my mother acted as his secretary at home, but
even with that help he dared not undertake any work be-
yond what was necessary. Two years later, however, in
1878, “‘being,” he himself once wrote, “quite unexpectedly
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invited by Scribner’s Monthly to furnish a serial novel, I
hired assistance at one of my office desks, and fell to
work to write ‘The Grandissimes.” In fact, that novel was
already partly written. The editors knew nothing of this,!
much less that the work I should by and by send them
was going to have any political character. But that was
well-nigh inevitable. It was impossible that a novel writ-
ten by me then should escape being a study of the fierce
struggle going on around me, regarded in the light of
that past history—those beginnings—which had so dif-
ferentiated Louisiana civilization from the American
scheme of public society. I meant to make ‘The Grandis- .
simes’ as truly a political work as it has ever been called.
. . . My friends and kindred looked on with disapproval
and dismay, and said all they could to restrain me. ‘Why
wantonly offend thousands of your own people?” But I
did not intend to offend. I wrote as near to truth and
justice as I knew how, upon questions that I saw must
be settled by calm debate and cannot be settled by force
or silence.”

Early in 1877 had come a letter from H. H. Boyesen,
then Professor of Literature in Cornell University, but
also already recognized as one of the fiction writers of
the day—a letter so full of friendly encouragement, al-
though from a total stranger, that it evidently called forth
a warm and grateful reply. The outline of the novel,
then well under way, was sent to him for criticism.

From H. H. Boyesen to G. W. C.

My DEAR MR. CABLE, Ithaca, N. Y., March 17th, 1877.

I need not tell you that your letter was profoundly in-

1 This is evidently an error of memory, for in November, 1877, Mr.
Boyesen had written to my father: “I talked with Dr. Holland about
you this summer & he expressed the hope that you would send him
your novel as soon as it is finished.”
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teresting to me, & I should have answered it long ago,
if I had felt equal to it.

The magnificence of the material for your novel quite
dazzled me, & your little parenthetical remarks, sprin-
kled through the main narrative, convinced me that you
see both your dangers & your exceptional advantages as
clearly as any novelist I ever knew. I read with a glow of
delight your brief sketch of your plot, & I saw immedi-
- ately what your chances were. Yours is going to be the
kind of novel which the Germans call a “Kultur roman,”
a novel in which two struggling forces of opposing civili-
zations crystalize & in which they find their enduring
monument. That is rather awkwardly expressed, but you
know what I mean. Out of the material you display be-
fore me, I would undertake to make a dozen novels, all
tolerably unhackneyed; but you can do the same & in
the course of time will do it.

I shall of course say nothing about your novel; only I
like to talk about what you have done already.

Sincerely your friend
HjyaLmar H. BoYESEN

Since the appearance of “Café des Exilés” in Scribner’s
Monthly for May, 1875, my father had been trying to
induce Scribner, Armstrong & Co., the book-publishing
part of the firm, to bring out his short stories in book
form; but with no success. They, and indeed other pub-
lishers to whom the book was in turn offered, were averse
to taking the risk of a volume of short stories which had
been printed already in the magazine; there was no sale,
they all declared, for such a book. But Mr. Boyesen
thought otherwise. On January 8, 1878, he wrote: “I had
the pleasure to-day to induce Mr. Scribner to undertake
the publication of your short stories in book form, which
I understand from Gilder he refused to do last year. I
had two interviews with him on the subject, & finally
succeeded in convincing him that you were a great man.”
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The next day came word from Mr. Gilder: “I need not
say how de—lighted I am at the chance of seeing your
short stories brought out and your novel written. Besure I
will do all in my power to get the public waked up. Boye-
sen actually bribed (!) S. A. & Co. to take the short
stories.” To which Boyesen, a year later, after the book
was out: “I foresaw clearly the success of ‘Old Creole
Days’ & the bargain I made with Blair Scribner (Gilder
tells me he wrote you about it, although it was my inten-
tion that you should never know of it) proved happily
superfluous. You can safely count on two editions more.”

From G. W. C. to Scribner, Armstrong & Co.
DEAR SIRS: New Orleans, Jan. 16th, 1878.

I have your estd favor of 12th inst. and the book men-
tioned in it. In accepting your proposition I beg to say
that I think that you are doing as you would that men
would do to you.

I have not given the naming of the volume much
thought, but there was a name in my mind some weeks
ago that, it suddenly occurred to me, was the name for
my stories if ever they should be bound together. It
touches the Creole electrically just where he has a soft
spot common to all mankind. The name of the book, if
it please you, shall be Jadis. If you would like me to try
again, however, I will do so; I appreciate the importance
of a name that will, so to speak, go where it’s sent.

In order to give you the printed MS in good shape, I
shall have to trouble you to send me not only the back
numbers of the magazines containing the stories, but to
give me all the advice you can imagine necessary for the
guidance of one who, for a writer, is laughably ignorant
of the art of book-making.

I will merely mention to you the story of Posson
Jone’, published a year or so ago in Appleton’s magazine.
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It would go nicely with the others, I think; but I do not
wish to influence your judgment at all, and see no harm
in leaving it out.

With thanks for the volume of Mrs. Burnett’s stories,

I am, gentlemen, Yours truly,

Geo. W. CaBLE

To Scribner, Armstrong & Co.
DEAR SIBS: New Orleans, Feb'y oth, 1878.

Since my last postal to you I have been so closely oc-
cupied with the press of office-work usual with the first
of the month that, although I have done something on
the stories, I have not finished with them. I think another
week will see them on their way to you, as I shall give
them a good deal of time from this on. Please tell me how
it would do to date them; thus: Jean-ah Poquelin, 1805;
"Tite Poulette, 1810; Posson Jone’, 1815; Belles Demoi-
selles Plantation, 1820; Madame Délicieuse, 1830; Café
des Exilés, 1845; 'Sieur George, 1850. These dates would
be exactly correct, but maybe policy would dictate a more
marketable arrangement of the stories. Putting Madame
Délicieuse, for instance, as the best foot, foremost.

I have beat my brain for a title, almost the only result
being that the brain is well beaten. Jadis signifies, as near
as I can give it in English, once, in the fairy-tale sense;
“once upon a time,” or “in old times.” Jadis reignait en
Normandie un prince—etc. (Robert le diable.) My no-
tion that it is a good title is partly founded on the fact
that the word itself is a trifle antiquated ; has passed out
of conversational usage & belongs to the past; is used only
in narration & I think in prose is found almost always as
the initial word of the narrative. I would give—‘“what
wad I not?”’—for a Creole provincialism meaning the
same thing, but there is none to be found.

Now I will proceed to give a bad lot of unsatisfactory
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titles & hope to hit upon something good before it is too
late. PROSE IDYLS FOR HAMMOCK AND FAN.
HALF-HOURS FOR HAMMOCK AND FAN. THE
OLD REGIME. CREOLES ET CREOLES. A PE-
CULIAR PEOPLE. CREOLES. CREOLES DU
VIEUXTEMPS. HAMMOCK AND FAN.

I have a lot of old Creole songs gathered with great
difficulty & strangers to printer’s ink. How would it do
to quote from these at the head of each story?

With regrets that I am not able to send my work on
completed, I have the honor to remain

Yours truly,
Geo. W. CaABLE

To Charles Scribner’s Sons®

DEAR SiIrs: New Orleans, Octo. 17th, 1878.

Your esteemed favor of Octo. 10th found me in great
distress and affliction. Death has been thinning the ranks
of my kindred & of my own family and household. I
will not enter into particulars. In comparison with many
my lot has been an easy one. Moreover, it is the Lord!

There is nothing in your letter that my conjectures
had not pretty accurately anticipated, and I am ready to
say promptly that I think your course in relation to my
short stories is the best one for your interest and that
whatever is to your interest in the matter is obviously
also to mine. I am therefore ready to agree with you more
cordially than you seem to expect me to do, believing that
I forego only the pleasure of seeing my work in print a
few months sooner than might be best for it.

I hope, when the time comes, you will have been so
fortunate with the venture as to announce a credit on
your books to the author; for in the midst of bereave-
ments I have also not been without disaster, and would

1 This was the new name of the reorganized publishing house.
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like to find my old stories netting me here a little and
there a little toward the rebuilding of certain breaches
in my wall. Still, I shall be content if only you lose
nothing.

With sentiments of the highest esteem, I am, gentle-

men, Yours respectfully,
GEeo. W. CABLE

To R. W. Gilder
DEeAR GILDER: New Orleans, Octo. 17th, 1878.

Here is a little history of the last few days with me.
If I write this I shall afterward feel able to go into the
consideration of other matters.

On Saturday the sth inst., my two brothers-in-law
who live with me left town by two diverging railways to
spend Sunday with their little families in the country. I
remained with my family which thus reduced consisted
of my wife, three little girls, one little boy and an infant
(all our own children), myself, a nurse maid and a cook
to whom we were much attached.

On Monday morning before day my younger brother-
in-law knocked at my door and came in to lie down with
the yellow fever. He had felt himself struck with it while
with his children in the country, had gone to bed to wait
for a train, finally took a freight train on which he spent
8 hours of the night and came to my house to receive the
preliminary treatment of his disease 15 hours after the
attack of a fever that kills in seventy-two. We did what
we could and though despairing of his life fought for it
with our might.

The same day a telegram informed us that my other
brother-in-law’s youngest child was attacked with the
fever but was doing well. The next day a second despatch
announced her dying. The following day a third an-
nounced her dead, a second dying and the third and last
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very ill. The day after was Thursday and the brother-in-
law in our house was hanging between life and death.

On Thursday night at 10:15 o’clock, going to the
nursery to take a final inspection of heads and pulses for
the night, I found that my second child, a girl of six years,
had the fever—had had it for probably fifteen minutes.
In one hour and a half her pulse was 150 and her tem-
perature 105. A telegram informed us of the death of
my absent brother-in-law’s second child & his expectation
of losing the third.

On Friday morning at 10 o’clock my only son, a child
of 4% years, was found to be exhibiting the influence of
the fever, and symptoms were distinct indicating that the
brain was involved. At 1:30 P.M. my fourth child was
found to have the fever. My brother-in-law, on the other
hand, gave hope of recovery.

On Saturday my physican expressed plainly his doubt
that either my fourth or my third would recover, and on
Sunday the three children were showing the most alarm-
ing symptoms of black vomit, two of them even vomiting
signs of it. On Sunday night my little boy appeared to
be dying in one room and my smallest girl in the other.

On Monday morning our cook was attacked & I had
no room where I could put her. She went to her sister’s
house and took to bed. My little boy was fighting for his
life but had the black vomit and was losing ground
hourly. The second child was struggling against the same
thing, the fourth was barely alive and the house re-
sounded with the wailing, moaning & screaming of the
tortured children. At 6% o’clock P.M. my little son
breathed his last. The little girl younger than he was
shrieking with frenzy and the elder was retching and
gagging.

My eldest child had been long since sent off the prem-
ises and the infant continued well. The state of the
mother can be imagined.

On Tuesday my child was buried without any cere-
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monies under my roof, the body being carried out stealth-
ily to the corner and there consigned to the carriage which
bore us to the cemetery. That evening the infant’s nurse
appeared to have the fever, but time has proved that she
had nothing but fright.

Today is Thursday. The Lord has delivered us out of
much tribulation and my brother-in-law, my two little
girls and my elder brother-in-law’s last child are in a
measure safe. My cook will most likely die tonight of
black vomit or raving mad.

Such, my friend, is my short story. It may seem a little
strange that I can today sit down and write it; but I de-
sired to make this record in order to arrange in order the
terrible memories of the past ten days and I have used
you for the purpose.

Toward the end of these experiences I found one morn-
ing your letter in my pocket unopened. I thank you for
it. I believe the offer you make for my novel is a just one.
I cannot go into the merits of it, nor is it necessary. I
am satisfied you are giving all you think you can afford
and that you are doing as well by me as you would for
anybody of equal rank as a writer.

Please to remember me kindly to Mrs. Gilder & each of
my friends in “Scribner’s” personally.

Yours truly,
Geo. W. CABLE

I expect tomorrow to resume my work on the novel.

To Charles Scribner’s Sons

DEAR SIRS: New Orleans, June s5th, 1879.

I have today ordered by telegraph 50 copies, more or
less, O. C. Days. Have not yet rec’d the circulars. They
would be very useful. I do not see that I have any op-
portunity of pushing the sale of the books beyond New
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Orleans. It has been a matter of pride with me to secure
them a hearty welcome home & that is fairly well done
already. There is scarcely a copy in town for sale today.

Mr. Redwood is with me, sketching. We take a 24
hours run in among the Acadians tomorrow. Please send
me some Northern press notices.

' Yours truly,
Geo. W. CaBLE
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CHAPTER V

“THE GRANDISSIMES”: THE HOME ON
EIGHTH STREET
(1880-1882)

“I love tranguil solitude
And such society
As is quiet, wise and good.”

SHELLEY.
Toward the close of the year 1879, which had marked
the publication of my father’s first book, “Old Creole
Days,” and the appearance, in the magazine, of the be-
ginning of his first novel, “The Grandissimes,” occurred
the death of his employer, Wm. C. Black. “I never lost a
dearer friend,” he later wrote. “I tarried two or three
months to make his affairs intelligible to his executors
and then withdrew finally from counting-house work. I
hoped to make literature my sole calling.” And he adds:
‘“Literature meant, to me, belles lettres. Yet I made an odd
digression from belles lettres, for all that. The Govern-
ment had commissioned Col. Geo. E. Waring, Jr., to
gather the ‘social statistics of cities’ to consist of an un-
tabulated, encyclopedic report from a selected expert in
each of the great cities of the Union. On starting for New
Orleans a friend of his handed him ‘Old Creole Days’ to
read on the train. On reaching the scene of those tales he
sought their author and offered him the commission for
reporting New Orleans. It was accepted. Against every
effort the work expanded as I wrote. The editors of
Scribner's Monthly seeing me so deeply immersed, pro-
posed that on finishing for the Government I expand the
work into an illustrated history of the Louisiana Creoles.
“Again I consented, well pleased to write historically
64
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of a people whom I was accused of misrepresenting in
fiction, and wrote ‘The Creoles of Louisiana.’”

While engaged upon this work for the U. S. Census,!
he was also asked, through Col. Waring, to gather data
concerning the Acadians in Louisiana, for use in the same
Census. This work required another visit to the Acadian
country—that country of which, years before, he had
made his first careful study, during the months of con-
valescence in the surveyors’ camp.

To L. S.C.

Vermillionville, Nov. 21, 1880.

This, you see, is Sunday afternoon. I have been to
Sunday-school & church & to dinner. Now let us talk of
good things & good thoughts and so pass down the west-
ern decline of one more sabbath.

I never could have realized before as I do now what a
sad want the want of the word of God is to an other-
wise civilized people. The Bible would lift the community
in which I am sojourning out of the miry clay into which
it has fallen. If anything else would I know not. Rail-
roads will bring commercial development & wealth & for-
tunately the Bible with it. Tell our little girls they must
lose no time to see to it that their hearts are given to God
and their hands to His service, for had they a thousand
hands they could not do all that they will have oppor-
tunity to do.

The Roman church is very inert out here & its results
meager. The people, but for practice of one or two vir-

1 A foot-note to the “Historical Sketch”—a part of the Social Sta-
tistics of New Orleans in the U. S. Census for 1880—reads: “In the
preparation of the report on the city of New Orleans, the local assist-
ant, George W. Cable, Esq., not only secured and transmitted a very
large portion of the detailed information concerning the present and
the past condition of the city, in response to schedules of interroga-
tories, but to him alone is due the careful and elaborate historical
sketch with which the report is introduced.”
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tues absolutely essential to the framework of social order,
are without religion, superstitious and densely ignorant.
God spread the love of souls among His favored people
whose myriad advantages spring from the possession of
the English Bible!

This is the hour when I generally meet our fellow-
workers in the little mission on 3d street. What a drop in
the bucket, what a grain of dust in the balance, does that
feeble little enterprise seem compared to the work that
is crying to be done even at our doors—at the gates of our
city.
It is by these littles, however, that God’s work is done.
I suppose it ever will be so until we learn to give our
means & strength as we should, throughout the church to
the advancement of the Kingdom.

Let me turn our thoughts to our loved ones. Speak
an affectionate word to each of them for me—all yours
& all mine. I have lost a great deal of time in this world,
loving less than I should have done. A man lives more by
loving more. So does a woman.

In 1881 my father took his family—his wife and four
little girls—from New Orleans to Franconia, in the
White Mountains, for the summer. My mother’s health
was very frail and the journey to a cooler climate had
become a necessity if she was to live at all. On his way
back to New Orleans he stopped in New York, to see his
publishers, who had become also his warm friends.

To L. S. C.
New York, June 4, 1881.

I arrived in New York only 14 hours after leaving
you, coming through from Springfield with a whirl and a
hum that was the sort of excitement you know I like,

I dropped in for a moment on the Gilders, it being
their night. Mrs. G. sends love to you. They have now
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gone out of town. The Johnsons are gone. At Spring-
field I dispatched to Col. Waring to know if he had got
home. He answers ‘“Yes—Come at once to my house.”* I
go there on the Sound steamer Monday night.

Drake expected me Friday & had a nice teaparty for
me at his house. Richd. Whiting was there.

I am tonight at the Century Club. It is “Strawberry
Night,” one of the big nights.

I have been for four hours today sitting for my por-
trait, which is being painted by the artist Thayer, for
Scribner & Co. to be engraved by Cole or somebody else.

To his mother

DEAR DEAR MOTHER: New York, June 4, 1881.

I write this at the Century Club, sitting a few feet
away from the corner where Thackeray used to sit. If
God wills it I may one day venture to go and sit down
there.

I shall not attempt now to give any account of my ex-
periences even in a cursory way. I only write to say, dear
mother! and precious mother! and beloved mother! and
God-blessed mother! I would I had your dear, hardened,
shrunken hand in my own to cover it with kisses and
tears of gratitude for the life you have given me & the
sacrifices without number you have made to make that
life what it is.

Tonight is a great night in this ancient club: “Straw-
berry Night”; and Mr. Scribner has invited me specially
to be here. He and Mr. Burlingame, (son of the Min-
ister Burlingame, late Minister to China & then Chinese
Ambassador [for] the United States) met me here last
Saturday night & made it delightful for me.

I have met many fine men of late, John Hay, for one;
and none I was better pleased with than St. Gaudens, the
maker of the new statue of Farragut. I was pleased, too,

1In Newport, Rhode Island.
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with Hay. Also, especially, with Hovenden, a great
artist.

I hope this evening to meet Stedman.—I like Charles
De Kay, Gilder’s brother-in-law; a prince in appearance
and manner. Mrs. Herrick has been most kind & hos-
pitable. So has Mrs. Gilder. Good-bye—love to all.

Your aff. son,
GEORGE

To L. S. C.
Newport, June 7, 1881.

I am about done with this precious day of delights.
I drove yesterday afternoon with Mr. Roswell Smith in
Central Park, then took boat for Newport, steamed out
through the thousand beauties of New York harbor, East
river and Long Island Sound, and at four o’clock in the
morning turned the key in the door at “The Hypothe-
nuse” (Col. Waring’s home) and putting out the dim gas-
lights as I followed the way that led to my bedchamber,
silently went to bed and fell asleep.

Did ever anything happen so droll! I send you Col
Waring's letter to show how it was done. This morning,
about 84 o’clock Col. W. came and woke me. I break-
fasted with Col. & Mrs. Waring and went out with Col.
W. to his office. Took a walk by myself & saw an old
graveyard containing the graves of men who died long
before the revolution. Came back with Col. W. to the
house & met a company at lunch invited to meet me. The
“lunch” consumed nearly four hours. One of the gentle-
men was—to my great surprise—MTr. Le Bourgeois, with
whom I spent the night last fall in St. James parish.

Also met accidentally, & enjoyed it greatly, Miss Tick-
nor the head of the “Women’s Society for the Promotion
of Study at Home.”

Then to the R.R. station & rec’d Mr. James Osgood
the publisher, who, en route for N. York stopped pur-
posely to meet me.
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We all dined at Col. W.’s & I had a splendid business
talk with Mr. Osgood. Will tell you about it some time.
It relates to the distant future & I don’t like to write it
down.

To the same

New York, June 14, 1881.

I think my last line was Sat’y morning. After writing® I
went to the office of J. R. Osgood & Co. & made the ac-
quaintance of Mr. Osgood’s brother, E. L. Osgood & of
the two Messrs. Ticknor. Then I went & bade my dear
Col. Fairchild goodbye (as I had already done Howells
& Col. F.’s sister, Mrs. Dean), and so on the cars and
away for Hartford.

I went to see Charles Dudley Warner. Found him, his
brother George & Mrs. George Warner. It is hard to
realize now that I have known these kind, gentle, hearty
friends only four days. They telegraphed at once to Mr.
Clemens (Mark Twain) to come up—from somewhere
beyond New Haven. On Monday they came—taking the
first train that started after their rec’t of telegram. We
doubted its reaching them & I was out inspecting the
insane asylum & then seeing the marvellous beauties of
the state-house (inside & outside). Both Mr. & Mrs.
Clemens came, Mrs. Clemens “inviting herself,” as she
said.

And so I met Mark Twain. We all lunched together &
“Mark” & Mr. Warner were ever so funny. But soon the
Clemenses had to bid us good-bye & return to the cars &
to New Haven. I will tell you all about it some day, from
the hearty meeting to the pleasant but regretful parting.
George Warner took me out again in the afternoon, driv-
ing in & out of the beautiful town.

In the evening I dined with them. Met Charles Dudley
Warner, Rev. Jos. Twichell, Rev. Ed. Parker, Mr. & Mrs.
Geo. Warner & Gen’l Hawley. A brilliant company.

1From Boston, Mass.
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But I have entirely omitted to tell you of my Sunday
evening with Mrs. Harriet Beecher Stowe. We had a
long, & to me delightful, talk about the South.

How happy it makes me to hear of the good conduct
of my four little daughters!

Haven’t I had a big time! And now it draws to a close.
Drove in Central Park this evening with Roswell Smith
again. He doesn’t like Osgood’s having flanked him.

To the same

En route at Dalton, Ga,,
June 22d, 1881.

Well, the greatest holiday of my life is about over. It
was a little dashed with the necessity of doing business
with friends (always an awkward task), but it is all done
& I believe without losing the kind feeling of anyone. Mr.
Scribner acknowledges himself rather harshly disap-
pointed at my giving my next novel to Osgoods, but I ex-
plained it so as to make it plain that it was not because
of dissatisfaction & Mr. Burlingame & he are mollified.
I like them both very much and would feel very bad to
have any estrangement spring up between us.

The friends I have made are many and of the best—
I mean God'’s best.

To the same*
New Orleans, June 24, 1881.

Your contact with people different from yourself and
those with whom you have been commonly thrown can be
made to be an advantage to you. For we must remember
we belong to nothing less than the whole human race and
that these people are our brethren. It should teach us how
much patience we ourselves may be taxing from others
strangers to our ways.

1 Stopping for the summer in a farm-boarding-house in the White
Mountains.

Google



THE HOME ON EIGHTH STREET 71

You must be friendly with the new people when they
come in. The Yankee general will probably turn out to be
a pleasant person with very little war talk. If they talk
about the war tell them you are—you know you are—
an abolitionist.

Now the boarders are, coming—see how much good
you can do them. Life isn’t long—seize its opportunities.

To the same

New Orleans, July 2, 1881.

I have today, from London, a handsome little red,
cloth-bound volume called “Madame Delphine, etc., etc.”
—containing, (with Madame Delphine) Mad. Délicieuse,
Belles Demoiselles Plantation, & Posson Jone’, published
by Frederick Warne & Co., Bedford St., Strand, (Lon-
don) (by George W. Cable, author, etc.)?

To William Dean Howells
My pEAR MR, HOWELLS New Orleans, July 12, 1881.

If I made claim not to be a savage I should apologize
for not having written earlier after my return home ; and
indeed I should have written (or might, could, would) if
I hadn’t intended launching the Grandissimes at you
simultaneously. I send my book by this mail. [A fiendish
laugh under the platform.] If you ever forgive me this
* act I shall be ever so happy to know it.

Please kiss Mrs. Howells’ hand for me. I see her at
this moment in the midst of her treasures new and old in
the beautiful home whose interiors she did me the honor
to show to my “raptured vision.”

Yours truly,
Geo. W. CaBLE

1 This was the first edition of his writings to be published in Eng-
land.
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To the same

DEAR MR, HOWELLS : New Orleans, July 30, 1881.

I don’t any more know where your copy of the Gran-
dissimes is than I know who sent the infernal machines
to England. I haven’t the stamina to attempt another ship-
ment; I should find I had sent Madame Delphine to the
Grandissimes and Mrs. Mary Hallock Foote to you.

I hear with delight that when this engine-room atmos-
phere has blown southward from New Orleans I may ex-
pect you and Mr. Clemens down this way. Happy day!
You think you have seen people behave foolishly over a
man—just wait!!

Yours truly,
Geo. W. CABLE

To the same
DEAR MR. HOWELLS : New Orleans, October 8, 1881.

I am quite happy in your letter of the 2nd inst. But
what shall I say? Your broadsides of compliment have
silenced my batteries before I could return a shot. I am
utterly helpless, Take me along; tow me in and dismantle
me. I have quaffed your sweet praise until I am simply
in no condition to attend to business.

Blessings on you for your kind words. But to think
that you should like my offspring one by one, all the way
from Agncole to Raoul.

Alasl Poor F rowenfeld I knew I should never raise that
child. The goody-goody die young. But—speaking in
earnest—it was my chagrin over my partial failure with
him that determined me to write out a character who
should be pious and yet satisfactory to the artistic sense;
hence Pére Jerome in the story of Madame Delphine.

1 Mr. Howells had written him: “Those Hartford people made me

furious with their praises of you. I hate to see people foolish about a
man, even if he is a great artist and every way charming.”
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If ever you do me the honor to read that tale please
note this intention. I think I succeeded. I know—I feel—
that there is no sound reason why goodness should not
be artistically wrought. It is only our wretched ideas of
goodness that make such walking mummies as blast the
fond parental hopes of most female and many male fic-
tionists. Where we hoped to make demigods we make
dervishes,—Excuse the alliteration.

My dear wife comes in and sees me writing to you and
asks when are you coming. Ah! c’est ¢a, ous! When! How
soon? Only let it be soon and we will not care how soon.

Shall I tell you what I have done today? I have re-
nounced the world—of commerce. “The last link is bro-
ken”—TI have resigned from my secretaryship in the cotton
exchange and closed up my office. Nothing now for of-
fense or defense but my grey goose quill!

I think of the good Fairchilds—sweet thought. Now,
it may be long—long—before I can see them again, yet
it is most pleasing to know that I can go even to Belmont!
without asking leave of the President, the Treasurer and
the Finance Committee.

Oh! come and help me talk to my friends and fellow-
citizens. Bring the man of solemn jest with you and clear
my atmosphere. It is now approaching bedtime and the
thermometer at my back says 83 degrees by the open win-
dow. Bring your own ice.

Adieu! I feel as if I had you by the hand. Write fast—
not too fast—but still—not too slow. Much love to Mrs.
Howells.

Good-bye. Yours truly,

Geo. W. CaBLE

1 “Belmont” was then the country home of William Dean Howells,
where my father had recently visited him.
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To Mrs. Mary Hallock Foote
DeAR Mgs. FooTE: New Orleans, Novr. 15, 1881.

I have two letters before me from you, one of Sepr.
last and one of the present month. Both have given me
great pleasure and one should have been answered some
time ago. But I have had a trying time—not of afflictions,
but of sad vexations and disappointments—and have not
been fit for writing letters.

I do not intend to burden you with an account of my
tedious summer toil to complete my government report;
of how on turning at its completion to my office affairs
I was confronted with confusion and falsification of ac-
counts and the peculations of my employees; of my time
consumed in restoring order and recovering a part of my
losses; of my long efforts, and struggle with a set of
ward politicians, in a project for the amelioration & re-
form of our public prisons and asylums, or of my com-
plete discomfiture (at least for the time being) only yes-
terday.

Over against this I had the sweet pleasure (yet care,
too,) of getting my loved ones home and the domestic or-
der restored. With these occupations I have mixed an en-
deavor to write something for ‘“The Century” and am
getting on with it now, though slowly. Alas! what snails
we get to be when we most feel the need of making haste.

You mention Madame Delphine. I thought you had
her all along. I had the pain of receiving a day or two ago
a Boston paper containing a notice of the book and call-
ing it bad in morals and weak in art, and underscored all
through in red ink by someone who could probably take
no other revenge on me. It isn’t pleasant to be hated,
though I dare say it is safer than praise.

Yours truly,
Geo. W. CaBLE
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When the time came for the visit to New Orleans,
mentioned in the letter of October 8, Mr. Howells was in
Europe; but the “man of solemn jest”* took with him in-
stead to the South, James R. Osgood, the Boston publish-
er. The story of their meeting there with Joel Chandler
Harris and of their call upon my father at our home in
Eighth Street, were best told in Mark Twain's own
words 2

“Mr. Joel Chandler Harris (‘Uncle Remus’) was to
arrive from Atlanta at seven o’clock Sunday morning;
so we got up and received him. We were able to detect
him among the crowd of arrivals at the hotel-counter by
his correspondence with the description of him which had
been furnished us from a trustworthy source. He was
said to be undersized, red-haired, and somewhat freckled.
He was the only man in the party whose outside tallied
with this bill of particulars. He was said to be very shy.
He is a shy man. Of this there is no doubt. It may not
show on the surface, but the shyness is there. After days
of intimacy one wonders to see that it is still in about as
strong force as ever. There is a fine and beautiful nature
hidden behind it, as all know who have read the Uncle
Remus book; and a fine genius, too, as all know by the
same sign. . . .

‘“He deeply disappointed a number of children who had
flocked eagerly to Mr. Cable’s house to get a glimpse of
the illustrious sage and oracle of the nation’s nurseries.
They said :(—

“ ‘Why, he’s white!’

“They were grieved about it. So, to console them, the
book was brought, that they might hear Uncle Remus’s
Tar-Baby story from the lips of Uncle Remus himself—
or what, in their outraged eyes, was left of him. But it
turned out that he had never read aloud to people, and
was too shy to venture the attempt now. Mr. Cable and I
read from books of ours, to show him what an easy trick

1 Mark Twain, 2 “Life on the Mississippi,”
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it was; but his immortal shyness was proof against even
this sagacious strategy, so we had to read about Brer
Rabbit ourselves.”

It was Mark Twain who read the story, to the exquisite
enjoyment not only of the children, but of “Uncle Re-
mus”’ himself.

The house in Eighth Street was the first home, with
any sense of permanence, that my father had had since
his early boyhood, when the family had been compelled
to give up the home in Annunciation Square. Built in
1874, under his own direction, it became a well-loved
home for him for the time that he was to remain a resi-
dent of New Orleans. Here he wrote his first novel, “The
Grandissimes”; and later, “Madame Delphine,” “Dr.
Sevier” and “The Creoles of Louisiana.”

It was not an imposing house; it was, indeed, mod-
estly simple and of cottage proportions, although it bore
a strong suggestion of the old type of the Creole man-
sion; but, newly built as it was, the semi-tropical growth
of vegetation had soon given it a luxuriance of surround-
ing garden that softened any rawness of outline and lent
a natural beauty to its architectural simplicity.!

Standing in what was then known as the “garden dis-
trict” of New Orleans—opposite the Creole end of the
city—its low picket-fence enclosing from the street its
lawns and flower-borders, the house was raised upon
square brick pillars, ten feet from the ground, over an

1During the winter of 1884-85—the first winter that my father
and his family spent in New England—this house was occupied by the
California poet, Joaquin Miller. He had gone to New Orleans as the
“special correspondent” of several newspapers, at the time of the New
Orleans Exposition. From here he wrote: “I am living in the home of
George W. Cable, and every morning my table is made beautiful by
my black servant with flowers of all kinds and colors gathered from
the open garden. I can at this moment step out from my porch and
pull from among the friendly green orange boughs a bushel of golden
oranges of the sweetest kind, and the orange blossoms are bursting
and breathing their fragrance all over my porch from these same
boughs that are borne down with the golden apples of Hesperides.”
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open, cement-floored basement. A broad flight of railed
steps, flanked by two immense orange-trees, led up to
a vine-covered verandah or galérie—as the New Orleans
term is—and to the front door. Surrounding the house
lay the garden, a constant profusion of flowers; and at
the back were a number of fig-trees, the favorite playing-
places of the children.

The most important room in the house was the study,
for, notwithstanding the long hours of work there, it was
always the meeting-place for family and friends—a room
of many windows, and all opened wide to the garden. Be-
sides its principal furniture—a square, old-fashioned,
roomy desk and low book-cases against the walls—it con-
tained a curious assemblage of objects picked up by my
father in the quaint old corners of the city, where he
loved to roam: a large glass case of moths and butterflies,
given him by the old Baron von Reizenstein, the Ento-
mologist of his later story; a peculiar and beautiful shell;
a great snowy owl, mounted by his friend the Taxider-
mist, but originally brought alive into the room, where it
had acquired the habit of perching on his shoulders as he
sat at his desk. And on that desk a slender glass vase
holding a rose or two from the garden.

Underneath the study, but projecting from the side of
the open basement, was a greenhouse, and when one day
my father came home carrying tenderly in his hands two
wounded rice-birds—the Northern bobolink—which he
had rescued from a vender’s crippling string, the green-
house became a bird-sanctuary. A few days later, some
young mockingbirds, that had fallen from the nest, were
adopted and fed by the children; and the greenhouse was
turned into an aviary. This became a great delight to my
father, as he added from time to time other birds caught
in similar ways ; until one day a hail-storm crashed against
the glass sides of it, and what birds had not been killed
by broken glass or escaped of their own will, my father
let go, and the aviary was reluctantly abolished. One of
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his chief pleasures in it had been to put into musical nota-
tion certain of the bird-songs, particularly that of the
mockingbird; for he had a keenly correct musical ear,
doubtless inherited, as was his clear tenor voice, from his
father.!

The study was, as I have said, the meeting-place of the
house. Here—though on warmer evenings it might be
on the galérie—would gather groups of friends for pleas-
ant talk; or my father would read aloud, either from his
own manuscript or from some printed page that he had
himself enjoyed—Artemas Ward, or a recent poem by
Robert Browning or Tennyson, or a story of Frank
Stockton, as the mood of the moment demanded; or he
would sing, accompanying himself upon his guitar, some
Creole or African-Creole song or an English or Scottish
folksong. In a corner, withdrawn, Lafcadio Hearn might
sit, moodily nursing a cherished grievance, or in sheer
timidity refusing to be beguiled into the conversation.
Here came one afternoon Oscar Wilde, in all the oddity
of velvet coat and silken knee-breeches, and flowing hair;
and here, too, were Mark Twain, Richard Watson Gilder,
Charles Dudley Warner, Edward King, “Uncle Remus”

1 The following story was often told of my father’s father: During
the early eighteen-forties, while engaged in supplying wholesale West-
ern produce to hotels and steamboats, he had allowed some small Red
River boats to fall deeply into his debt. One of these was surrendered
by its owner, and my grandfather put it into the charge of his cousin,
James Cable, but himself accompanied him when the young captain
took the boat upon its first journey into the wilderness up the river.
It was not long before the crew of Irishmen began to show discon-
tent. The trouble grew until their overwrought tempers threatened
mutiny, Anger and indignation were at a dangerous pitch when sud-
denly a rich, clear voice was heard above the imprecations, singing
the strains of a song that no Irishman can hear and his heart not
grow tender within him. Not a man of them stirred while “The Exile
of Erin” was sung to its end, and when the last words, “Erin go
bragh,” died away, the singer was surrounded, lifted with shouts to
the shoulders of the crew and carried around the deck in a tumult of
appreciation. At last, raising his hand for silence, he laid matters
before the men, and, confidence in the new captain being restored, the
rest of the journey was made in safety.
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and others of that fellowship of American writers, into
whose circle my father had but lately been received. Also,
in the spring of 1882, came Joseph Pennell.

During the winter of 1881-82, the history of the
Louisiana Creoles, which had been begun a full year back,
was completed and Charles Scribner’s Sons, having de-
cided to bring it out in illustrated form, commissioned Mr.
Pennell to go to New Orleans for the purpose of study-
ing the Creole city and making a number of accompany-
ing etchings. Mr. Pennell, who was then making his name
known, through his unique and beautiful work, in this
country and in England, speaks of this visit in his “Ad-
ventures of an Illustrator,” as “one of the first of my ad-
ventures.”

Journeying partly by rail, he says, and partly by boat,
he arrived in New Orleans late in January and went—as
almost every newcomer to the city did go, in those days—
to the St. Charles Hotel. “Into the office of the hotel in
the morning—a big room with big chairs, big slouch-
hatted men, and big spittoons all about—there came a little
man with a black beard. That was Cable. He was charm-
ing, and he carried me off at once to find a place to stay
in, and, as the work was mostly to be about the Creoles,
he chose the French Quarter. We walked over to Canal
Street and turned down the Rue Royale, and right into
old France. America stopped in the middle of Canal
Street. The people on one side were Americans, and on
the other were Creoles. The signs on one side were Eng-
" lish, and on the other French, and newsboys yelled “The
Picayune” on the left and “L’Abeille” on the right. As
soon as we got into the Rue Royale, we stepped right into
Cable’s stories. . . .

“Those were delightful days that I spent over my
drawings, in courts, on plantations, on the levee, up the
bayous in the sunlight. . . . Then there was a grand ex-
cursion when a schooner was hired. We picked her up on
Lake Ponchartrain, and meant to sail up and down the
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bays and bayous ; but the wind and tide didn’t mean us to,
and we spent days among islands inhabited only by dis-
tant flamingoes and near pelicans and everlasting alliga-
tors. In the evening we would pull up by an island, and
the captain would make some wonderful gumbo soup and
mix things out of cans, and then Cable would sing, and
sometimes tell a new story. Finally we gave in to the head
winds and boarded a steamer, and so got back to town.”?

To L. S.C.
The Open Gulf,
Apl. 18, 1882,

The waves are running and glittering as you have seen
them when sitting by my side. But our beautiful yacht
bounds over them, not like the great steamers but like a
deer on the hills. I know of nothing I have ever experi-
enced in the nature of going that equals this.

No land in sight. Only the vast blue sky and the crum-
pled, silken sea casting back the glorious sunshine. The
spray wets the paper as I write. Huge pelicans fly back
and forth by threes and fives from one fishing ground to
another.

One always finds one has forgotten how beautiful is
the sea.

~ As I write the low line of the Chandeleurs? rises faintly
to view. The yacht takes a dazzling wave every now &
then as a thoroughbred horse takes a green hedge.

Where are my loved ones? In God’s hands, and I also.
So be it ever. .

I fear this S.E. wind is making sad work with the poor
in the suburbs of the city.

In September of this same year, when Mr. Pennell had
finished his sketching and had returned to his home, my

1 “Adventures of an Illustrator.”
3A group of small islands in the Gulf of Mexico.
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father journeyed again to New York, in one of the peri-
odical attempts to recover his health and working powers
in a more bracing climate. During the year past he had
been very hard at work not only in writing his novel of
“Dr. Sevier” and in bringing to completion his article
for the United States Census and his history of the Loui-
siana Creoles, but he had entered with characteristic ener-
gy upon a sort of work widely differing from any of this,
that of prison and asylum reform in his native city—a
work which was greatly to influence his writing and his
life in the years closely following this.

To L. S.C.
New York, Sepr. 25, 1882,

Went to church, then to Gilder’s, where I dined. In-
vited back to tea. Went out & secured a lodging-place—
same old Union Square Hotel—merely for the night.
Went to church. After church went to my room, fell
asleep & awoke an hour after Mrs. Gilder’s tea-time. No
choice but to run over & apologize. They had not waited.
Met Charles DeKay. They made me a cup of delicious
tea. Just as I was dropping sugar in, in walks Mr. Joe
Jefferson, the comedian. We had a three hours’ talk. I
like him extremely. He seems good and sweet. He said—
I—I—I have done things in my life I'm ashamed of—we
all do that; but I have no secret. I can’t lie, or cheat, or
steal; yet I am the fifth generation of an unbroken line
of comedians. I have promised to go & visit him on his
island? if I possibly can next Spring.

To the same
N. Y., Sep. 28, 1882,

Worked yesterday from 8 A M. to 372 P.M. Mr. Os-
good called. He invites me to Boston & evidently has

1Céte Gelée, a small island in one of the bayous of the Acadian
country, Louisiana.
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some social conspiracy fixed up for me there. Went to 4
o’clock tea at Gilder’s, met Joe Jefferson, one of the
sweetest, noblest, highest-toned men I ever saw; and Ma-
dame Modjeska the great tragedienne, a sweet, handsome,
witty, gentle woman who impresses one as being lovely
& lastingly so, as her friends say she is. The conversation
 was brilliant. Also her husband was there, a Polish noble-
man, extremely bright & keenly correct in matters of
criticism. Oh! such a talk as we had about Shakspeare!
Went thence to see Mrs. Holland, who had sent for me,
although the floral decorations for the wedding were still
on the walls & tables & the bride’s gifts still spread. Of
course the wedding had been “very quiet.” She showed
me all over the house to try to make me acquainted with
all her precious, lost husband’s associations.!

(Later, same date)

Wrote today, all day long. Then, at 6, to dinner with
Prof. & Mrs. Boyesen. She is beautiful & has three beau-
tiful boys. Gilder was with us; also Mr. Thomas Apple-
ton, of Boston; a famous conversationalist; one of the
most wonderful talkers. Intimately acquainted with Mrs.
Browning, the Darwins, Carlyle—of whom he gave
charming anecdotes; it was delightful—such stories of
Victor Hugo & Daudet & Hans Christian Andersen and
many others.

Tomorrow I write & read to Gilder. The Gilders are
the nicest of all.

To the same

[New York,] Sep. 29, 1882,

All day at work in the little room I have taken that
overlooks the vast roaring city; writing hard. At sunset
went out into Broadway. What a mighty throng of cheer-

1Dr. J. G. Holland, Editor of Scribner’'s Monthly, died Oct. 13,
1881.
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ful faces! You know how I prize a cheerful face—& here
are thousands. What glitter ! what elegance! what wealth!
what beauty!

To the same
N. York, Octo. 8, 1882.

I haven't told you about night before last—Friday
night.! Johnson & his wife were there—two sweet people,
sweet-looking, too, though Johnson, as you know, very
manly & strong. Mrs. Gilder shone with her gentle, love-
ly light. Gilder the same—two most lovable ones. Kate?
& Joe Gilder, ed’rs of The Critic were there, also; two
strong, unassuming people, full of humane feeling and
art feeling, upright in both—as they seem to me, & so I
am told they are. Such was the setting: the gem was Miss
Kellogg.® She played on the banjo and sang. What a
voice !—Though she only gave us glimpses of it. She was
delighted with my chansons Créoles. Pov’ piti’ Momselle
Zizi, she says is—the music of course—by Haydn. What
delighted her most was the song of the steamboat rousta-
bouts—*“Rock me, Julie, rock me.” She made me sing
it over & over. She sang negro melodies and accompanied
herself on the banjo. “The Yalla Gal,” was something
delicious. After my Mississippi river song she sang a
song of the sailors on the ocean steamers. She truly said
it is a glorious thing, for she sang it gloriously.

“Hey, yea, roll a man down!
O give me some time to roll a man down!”

She and Kate Gilder are great cronies. They call our ex-
alted friend Gilder, “Watsy.” The other Gilders & I
walked home with her. The clock struck twelve. We
1 At the Gilders’ house.
2 An obvious error; Miss Jeanette Gilder was known to her friends

as Jean, or “Jen.”
8 Clara Louise Kellogg, the opera singer.
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promised to meet at her home in a few days. She has a
piano, of course. What a time we’ll have!

[

To the same
New York, Octo. 11, 1882.

Met John Burroughs at the Century office and by ap-
pointment spent the evening with him at the Gilders’.
DeKay was there. Burroughs and all of us had a sweet
talk about birds in England, New England & the South.
He enjoyed my account of the mockingbird, & I his con-
cerning a hunt (search) for the nightingale. He will write
a paper on the subject of this search.?

Early in 1882, my father had been invited to deliver an
address to the graduating class of the University of Mis-
sissippi, at Oxford, Mississippi, and in June of that year
he had made the address—in his first appearance as a
public speaker—calling it ‘Literature in the Southern
States.” His method of approach to this subject indicated
his first public attempt to reach beyond the confines of
thought of his native Southwest—to think nationally in-
stead of locally—as he dwelt earnestly upon the necessity
and value of regarding Southern literature from a na-
tional point of view, of incorporating it into American
literature, as Hawthorne, Emerson, Bret Harte and Poe
are incorporated. “Let us cease,” he said, “to be a unique
people. . . . We want to write, as well as read, our share
of the nation’s literature.”?

14A Hunt for the Nightingale,” by John Burroughs; Century
Magasine, March, 1884.

2In reporting this address, the Boston Literary World of July 1s,
1882, said: “The author of ‘The Grandissimes’ pointed out how com-
pletely those had failed to contribute anything permanent to American
literature who had kept out of the main current of American thought.
He urged the propriety and importance of treating home subjects—
State histories, State geologies, botany, archmology, etc., and even
State belles lettres. ‘Only let them be written,” he said, ‘to and for the
whole nation, and you shall put your own State not the less, but the
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Strange and new as was this his first public utterance,
it met with favor in the South® as well as in the North,
and a few months later he was asked by the Johns Hop-
kins University to prepare a series of lectures on litera-
ture, to be delivered in Baltimore the following year. In
that same June of 1882, another Southern University,
Washington and Lee, had conferred upon him the honor-
ary degree of Doctor of Letters, “in recognition of your
claims as an accomplished Southern litterateur” ; and the
following year he was similarly honored by Yale Uni-
versity with an honorary Master of Arts, “with the de-
sire of recognizing publicly the eminent success which you
have achieved in embalming in literature a unique phase
of American social life which is rapidly passing away.”

TolL.S.C.
N. York, Oct. 21, '82.

Have been to Balto & returned. Had a delightful time
with delightful people, Prof. Gilman, wife, & daughter;
Profs. Gildersleeve & Adams, Mr. Innes Randolph, Edr
Balto American. Also my dear old Gilder. We made the
visit together.

I doubt if the Johns Hopkins Univ'y really has an
equal in some things in the U. S, Its only real rivals are
Harvard & Yale. If nothing happens to prevent, I shall
deliver 8 lectures there in the month of March next.

I spent a glorious evening yesterday with the 4 Gilders,
Johnson, Ed Holland, Lathrop, and Clara Louise Kel-
logg. Ah, me! Ah me!!l Such singing! She sang from
Carmen, & Faust,—you know she has played those in the

more, in your debt; earn a double portion of her gratitude and love;
add to these the general thanks of a vast country, and give the sister-
hood of States a new interest in that sister whom you delight to call
your mother and who will be proud to call you her son.’”

1 Concerning this address, my father wrote several years later: “I
had been told on leaving the platform that I would not have been al-
lowed to make that speech there five years earlier.”
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prima donna parts. She acted as she sang. Then she
danced with castanets a slow, superb Spanish dance in
which the toes never leave the floor. What a sight it was!
Then she played on a Japanese banjo & sang two per-
fectly entrancing Japanese songs. She sang again some
negro melodies. Then they had me sing my Creole &
African things. Some came back that I had forgotten.
She sang “Hey, yea, roll a man down.” Well, well, I feel
as though I had spent the night in fairyland. One of her
Irish songs filled my eyes with tears.

Breakfasted this morning at Union League Club House
with Col. Waring. Shall dine with Burlingame & then to
Gilder’s to meet Eggleston, DeKay, Brander Matthews &
others, to found a literary club.?

To Mrs. Pitts Burt

My DEAR MRgs. BURT: New Orleans, Dec 26, 1882.

Do you simply love to get your friends into trouble?
Didn’t I tell you plainly that Mrs. Cable has forbidden
us all to bring a dog upon the place? And here’s one that
proposes to sit on the table and watch us eat!?

Valuable dog! The household at Mt. Auburn are not
going to be forgotten while this animal’'s metal holds
out !—or mine either. I mean my metal.

Well you are just too good! It's your only fault, as
far as I know. A merry Christmas & a happy new year to
you and yours and all “sich.”

I can’t say yet which way I shall go from here to Balto,
but I think I may come back via Cincinnati—which al-

1The Authors Club had its beginning at this meeting, though for
some reason, which I have not been able to find among his papers, my
father did not become a member of it until years later.

2“A little metal salt-shaker which took his fancy,” writes Mrs
Burt on the margin of the letter.
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ways means Mt. Auburn to me—or me to Mt. Auburn,
rather.
Adieu. I make you a low bow—wow.

Yours truly, Geo. W.. CABLE

Mrs. Cable desires me to thank you cordially for in-
cluding her in the invitation to Mt. Auburn. She has no
hope of going with me to Balto. Too many blessings to
take care of at home. And now here’s the little dog added
to the rest—he has taken her heart completely.

G W.C
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CHAPTER VI

LECTURES AT JOHNS HOPKINS UNIVERSITY:
FIRST READINGS IN NEW YORK, HARTFORD
AND BOSTON

(1883)

“Methinks I hear, methinks I see,
Sweet music, wondrous melody;
Towns, palaces, and cities fine,
Here now, then there; the world is mine;
Rare beauties, gallant ladies shine.”
ROBERT BURTON

To Daniel C. Gilman

My DEAR DR. GILMAN : New Orleans, Jan'y 18, 1883.

I have just written the last line of my 4th lecture—no,
in truth I have begun the sth, but lay it aside to commence
on when I feel fresher than I can on a murky day with
thermometer 75° F and an electric storm pending.

The six lectures would have been finished before this
but for earlier engagements. Now nothing intervenes and
I expect to finish the 6th by Feb. 1.

I thank you for J.H. circulars. The last rec’d announces
me for Eng. Literature. Maybe I can give you a better
form of announcement. The subject as chosen by us joint-
ly when we were together was The Relations of Literature
to Modern Society. Extensive subject! I felt, when I first
got back to my study and began to look into it, as a man
may who peeps over into the crater of an extinct volcano.
However I soon found that the ocean is as easy to swim
in as a pond. (I use better grammar when I lecture.)

Here is the way I divided my subject:

(1) The necessities from which literature springs.

(2) Its influence on Man’s public life.

(3) Its operations and effects in the private life.

88
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(4) The attitudes of modern society toward literature.

(5) The reciprocal duties of literature and society.

(6) The literary art and artist.

I have had great trouble to cram the matter of each lec-
ture into 55 minutes space, but I have succeeded. (I speak
of the four that are written.)

Being required to make an address the other evening,
I took the opportunity to try timing myself, prepared a
55 minutes address and delivered it in just 55 minutes.
So I shan’t be able to get off anything funny about the
Gaul being at the gate when I stand up in Hopkins Hall

I suppose you see that I am writing a tired man’s letter
—wandering on after I have really come to the end of it.
I would beg to be remembered to the ladies of your house-
hold & to Dr’s Gildersleeve & Adams. Tomorrow morn’g
I hope to have my little girls gather some outdoor violets
& mail them to you for Miss Gilman. I sent some to
Gilder a day or two ago & gave those around him much

pleasure. They may be less of a rarity in Balto.—I don’t

know. Yours truly,

Geo. W. CaBLE

To William Dean Howells

My DEAR MR. HOWELLS : New Orleans, Jan. 27, 1883.

It’s come at last—the courage to write to you and tell
you how proud I am of the “Modern Instance.” I suppose
if you do this letter the honor to file it away you will back
it “Tenth Thousand.” But I couldn’t write sooner; I was
simply too pusillanimous a coward.

I followed the story month by month as fast as I could
get my hands upon it. I saw divorce in its sky at the third
instalment and thanked you for your fine, clear exposition
of our national “smart Aleck” and his results ever as the
story unfolded.

Ah! if you knew what I have suffered from the un-
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challenged predominance of America’s Bartley Hubbards
you could understand the grateful delight with which I
behold them with a ring in their nose at last!

Marcia—poor child! poor ill-rassed thing! I shall never
forget her. She was a revelation to me. You're a wizard in
your knowledge of women.

Well, well, well! you did manage the whole thing so
skilfully. What next? Can you hold yourself up to your-
self in “A Woman's Reason”? I suppose so. I was about
to take up the magazine just now, to read the first in-
instalment, when thinks I, “I’ll write to him—TI'll confess—
I’ll make a clean breast of my indebtedness and throw
myself upon his generosity!”

Today a young cousin of Mrs. Cable’s—a young, sweet
woman—took up “A Woman'’s Reason” in my study as I
was about leaving the room. When I came back it had
done its work; she sat looking out the window, all trouble,
and seeing me, tried to smile naturally but failed and then
rose quickly and went out. You cruel man! What is it in
that tale that does this? I shall see when I have written
this.

I was in Boston last October, and in Hartford at Clem-
ens’s house. Saw Warner and Fairchild and Osgood and
had a brave time, but missing you every hour. Made Mr.
Aldrich’s acquaintance. What a wit he is!

Pennell is soon to be with you. You will like him. Give
him my very best wishes.

I was very sorry you could not be in New Orleans last
winter—spring, I mean. I wonder where we shall meet
again, and when. For Europe is still beyond my reasonable
hopes, and I know the chances must be slender of your
floating out southwestward.

Shall T mention my present occupation? I am preparing
some lectures. The Johns Hopkins Univ'y, at Balto., has
me down in its circular for six lectures in March. I am
ashamed to tell you their subject. Please find out some
other way. Suffice it to say it is something I know nothing
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about—just what any other subject would have been.
Well, it’s large enough, no fear but I shall rattle about in
it—not the least.

I have a novel partly written, which is to appear next
October in the Century.! O, my friend, please tell me how
to write a little faster, and “while you're up” you might
add something on how to write better. If I could only do
these two things I should—proceed to do it.

Please give my kind regards to Mrs. Howells, and be-

lieve me Yours truly,

GEo. W. CABLE

To L. S.C.
Baltimore, Mar. 5, 1883.

I have finished my day. My first lecture is delivered.
The house was just as full as the aisles could be packed
with extra chairs. There wasn’t a vacant seat nor a place
where another chair might be pushed in. I never did quite
so poorly; but the attention of the audience was perfect.
Well, it is anyhow the worst of the lot, and it’s over. I
occupied just 55 minutes.

God bless my children. I want you to tell them that
away off here in Baltimore it makes me happy to hear of
their good behaviour. ‘

To his sister, Mary Louise Cable

DEAR SISTER: Baltimore, Mar. 5, 1883.

Only a moment, late at night, to say I have delivered my
first lecture and am safely through it. I seem to have
pleased others better than myself. Shall know better when
I hear more—say tomorrow or next day.

Now that the ice is broken I have no doubt of doing
much better from time to time—I mean better each suc-
ceeding time.

1“Dr. Sevier.”
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Kiss the dear precious little mother that made the poor
little stick of phosphorus I am and if she isn’t ashamed of
the job kiss her again.

Your loving brother
GEORGE.

ToL.S.C.
Balto., Mch 15, 1883.

I sit down to write you a few lines after saying good
night to one of the young doctors of the university who
has been sitting and talking to me all the evening. Nothing
touches me so much as to see the brave, learned young
fellows full of new life and hope and promise, so hand-
some & so manly, sitting and catching every word I utter
every time I lecture. (They hold the reserved seats just
under the platform.)

This one has been talking over his plans and discussing
with me some of his half-matured intentions. I must be
getting old, for I am beginning to fall in love with young
men, and they call me “Sir,” & “Sir,” & “Sir.”

I deliver my last lecture tomorrow. Monday, if I am
rightly informed, I am to give a reading from my Creole
sketches, in Johns Hopkins Hall, to be in all respects as
though it were my seventh lecture.!

On the following day he wrote, “The greatest effort of
my life is finished successfully. The 6th & last lecture is
delivered.”

To L. S.C.
Balto., Mch 18, 1883.

I am in my room again after a pleasant and profitable
Sabbath morning. Dr. Leftwich only 1 square away is
Prest. Gilman’s pastor & I went to hear him. He preached
on the sanctity of the Sabbath, & especially the State’s

1This was upon the suggestion and special request of President
Gilman, of Johns Hopkins University.
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duty to observe it & preserve it. A strong—very strong
sermon.

Before church I went to the Sunday school & heard &
saw what was there. A good large school, but unable to
congregate in one room. Went into a small room where
a gentlemen’s Bible-class was sitting & enjoyed their
study, taking part. A young man wanted to insist that the
later revelations of God’s word give us a more ‘‘temper-
ate” view of His justice.

Ah, me! how our poor human nature does wish that
God would slacken up His justice! But what respect would
He command who was merciful but not just?

To the same
Balto., Mch 20, 1883.

I dined last night with Mr. Wallis.! The dinner was
a little affair of five covers only, but one of the most
elegant I ever saw. The persons present were Mr. Wallis,
his two nephews, Judge Geo. Wm. Brown and myself.

Judge Brown is the gentleman who desired me to dine
with him Sunday. He is a very distinguished Baltimore
man; was the mayor of Balto. in the time of the riots of
’61 when the first blood of the war was shed, in the streets
of this city. He is a man of splendid record & now over
seventy seems barely 50 & one of the most entertaining
persons I ever met.

Teackle Wallis is a man of extremely interesting face.
Gentle eyes, aquiline nose, large brows, silver hair ending
in a soft ripple just across the temples. He is intellectually
all that his face and voice promise. I do not know how to
say which of the two men was most entertaining. They
know & have known through their long lives all the head

1 Mr. S. Teackle Wallis, a distinguished member of the Baltimore
bar. His brother, Mr. John Samuel Wallis, was the owner of Belle
Alliance plantation, and it is he who is referred to in the oft-repeated

question to the Grande Pointe schoolmaster, Bonaventure, as he en-
ters the Acadian country: “Is Mistoo Wallis big-in to gryne?”
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men of the nation; and I heard more inside history of the
United States govt. last night than in all my life before.
Both these men were prisoners in Fort Warren during
part of the war. We did not rise from the table till after
eleven o’clock. I ate & enjoyed the famous Baltimore dish
—Terrapin.

But I have commenced at the wrong end. My reading
was a great success; the hall was absolutely packed & the
doors shut with others outside unable to enter; & when I
sat down at the close of their severe 60 minute limit Prest.
Gilman said, “That’s nothing, go on,” & I went on, & read
Joseph’s visit to the Nancanou ladies.

The reading over, a select few (subscribers) ladies &
gentlemen adjourned to another room where a tablet to
Sidney Lanier was shown on an easel and a pretty little
address was made by Mr. Tait, an artist here, & some
remarks (very good) by Prest. Gilman & a few words
by myself. Then to the dinner, then back to my room &
to bed. Woke this morning with a faint impression that
one of the terrapins had died during the night.

To the same

Balto., Mch 20, 1883.

Spent the morning in an insane asylum.! Must go out
now paying parting calls. Then to dinner at Judge
Brown’s.

Have just rec’d from Charles Dudley Warner the for-
mal invitation to lecture in Hartford,® signed by him,

1This was in connection with his work in prison and asylum re-
form in New Orleans.
2The “formal invitation” read as follows:

Hartford, Mch. 10, 1883.
George W. Cable, Esq.
Dear Sir:
In behalf of the many admirers of your writings in this city, and
in furtherance of a general desire to hear you in public, we take ad-
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Mark Twain, J. Hammond Trumbull, Gen’l Hawley,
Gen’l Franklin, Dr. Parker & all that crowd.

Will lecture there on the 3d of Apl. There’s no telling
what day I shall start home, for Mark Twain writes, that
he has a big idea & I must make no engagement until I see
him.

To the same
New York, Mch 29, 1883.

Nothing but scrawls these days. Went to Prayer Meet-
ing last night. “Spoke in meeting” at Dr. Robinson’s re-
quest. Went thence with Mr. Roswell Smith to the meet-
ing of Authors’ Club at Stedman’s house. Enjoyed both
the prayer meeting & the club.

Let me see if I can give a partial list of those at the
club: Roswell Smith, E. C. Stedman, John Albee, Joaquin
Miller, Charles DeKay, George P. Lathrop, H. C. Bun-
ner, J. Brander Matthews, Richard Grant White, Julian
Hawthorne, R. W. Gilder, & many others with whom I
have little or no acquaintance.

Am working on my Hartf’d lecture today & shall be
straight along until it is delivered. I enclose you a ticket
to my lecture. Don’t it look—funny? It’s in the papers
here in N. York as well as in Hartford. O, dear! “It’s
very funny!”

vantage of your presence in the North to ask you to deliver a lecture
in Hartford on any evening that will be convenient to you.
Hoping that your engagements will permit you to comply with

our earnest request, we remain Yours sincerely,

(Signed) Samuel L. Clemens Jas. B. Patterson
Chas. Dudley Warner Wm. B. Franklin
Joseph R. Hawley Jos. H. Twichell
J. Hammond Trumbull Henry C. Robinson
R. D. Hubbard Wm. Hammersley
A. C. Dunham A. E. Burr
E. P. Parker Edwin E. Johnson

N. Shipman
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To the same
Hartford, Conn., Ap'l 3, 1883.

Dear old Mark Twain sends kindest word to all of you,
beginning, of course, with Nellie.

We have had a beautiful day today. I ventured over to
M.T.’s house without my overcoat & felt comfortable; but
on starting away from his house he cried out at the idea
of no overcoat.

I said, “The air is full of a soft, warm glow.”

“Soft, warm glow! It’s full of the devil!'—the devil of
pneumonia! That’s what it’s full of!” and so I had to
wear one of his overcoats back to Warner’s.

Here’s another characteristic speech. “Yes, sir, my poor
wife must get sick, & have a pulse that ran up to—150 in
the shade!”

He began to d—n Roswell Smith (whom he likes very
well, I believe). I said I don’t allow my friends to abuse
each other. “Yes, that’s all right; I know it. That’s the
reason I forbear as I do. You see how mild my abuse is
compared to what it would be if you were not here.”

He strode up & down the room holding his headachy
forehead & brandishing his arms, scolding over the various
miscarriages of our schemes concerning the reading.

I said, “I didn’t come over here to torment you before
your time.” He answered—

“Oh, you'’re not tormenting me; only give me room to
swear !” But he did not swear—much.

To the same
Hartford, April 5, 1883.

The reading here is done. It was a decided success and
was delivered to a full house. Osgood & Waring & Gilder,
& Roswell Smith & Hutton and Warner were there, (all
but R. Smith being on the platform) & Mark Twain in-
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troduced me. He was immensely funny. However, 1 sup-
pose you’ll see all this in the papers.

After the lecture Mark gave us (the above party) a
supper at the Hartford Clubhouse. Rev. Joe Twichell was
there & there was abundance of innocent fun. There were
a hundred good things said that I suppose I'll never recall.

This morning I must read to the Saturday-Morning
Club (of young ladies) & at 1 P.M. go to the lunch given
me by the Monday Club.

(Later, same date)

This morning I went to the Saturday-Morning Club
meeting at the residence of Mr. Chas. Perkins and read
them “Posson Jone’.” There were many invited guests.
Gilder was among them. Mark Twain had offered last
night as we were coming home in the carriage, to intro-
duce me with a short speech. I didn’t accept the offer. But
this morning I asked him, the moment we met, to do as he
had offered. I knew he would do something good &
guessed that he had some special thought. So it was. He
represented me as an impostor & charlatan—oh, pshaw! if
I try to tell it I shall only make it seem stupid, whereas it
was royally funny and kind & affectionate by innuendo.

“He will now read you one of his stories—not to call
them by any harder name. But if any of you are offended
at his pernicious utterances you have only to rise in your
place & I'll stop him at once.”

The reading was the greatest success I have ever made
in my life.

From the club we took carriage and went to the lunch
in my honor at the Hartford Clubhouse by members of the
Monday Evening Club. It was the maddest, merriest three
hours—the wittiest uproar that ever I heard in my life. It
beat the Boston dinner of last fall.

“Well,” cried Mark Twain at last when they were all
weary with laughing, drawing a sigh, “we might as well
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leave here; I can’t think of anything else to say,—that is,
anything that’s decent.” It was a slam at me, of course.
So we dispersed.

To the same
New York, Ap’l 13, 1883.

Yesterday it rained nearly all day. I went, however, in
the pouring rain to find Morris Jesup, the banker, to
whom I had a letter from Pres’t. Gilman. He is much en-
grossed in benevolent schemes & Pres’t. G. wanted us to
have the benefit of each other’s talk. I found him much
such a man as Pres’t G. himself, tho’ larger & handsomer,
with the same alert eye and smile of perfect self-command
& clear discernment.

He invited me to dine with him. I went. Well, 1 found
them very pleasant, graceful, hearty people. I could cover
many pages telling you about the paintings alone in the
dining-room & library.

I departed at 10 P.M., promising to go to church with
him on Sunday next and thence to his house to lunch,
thence to the Dewitt Memorial Church, (a mission built
by himself at a cost, I have been told, of $40,000,) thence
to the 5-Points House of Industry & thence to the Cooper
Institute Sunday afternoon service.

I said to Gilder yesterday, “I wish I could see more of
Henry James, Jr. I should like to know him better.” He
replied, “Well, you never will. Nobody ever does. My
wife has known him 20 years & knows him no better to-
day than you do.” This disappoints me very much.

Edward King has a much-praised novel on the tapis,
called “The Gentle Savage.” The dear fellow!

Good-bye, daughter Louise!

“ ‘ Mary,girll
“ % Lucy, bird!
“ * Margaret, toad!
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To the same
New York, Apl 16, 1883.

Another work-day week is begun. I have a great deal to
do this week, the last of my northern stay.

I had a wonderful day yesterday. Breakfast with the
Footes—or rather they with me. Church at 11 o’clock in
the sth Ave. Presb’n. Church, the famous Dr. John Hall.
Lunch with Mr. & Mrs. Jesup at their home in Madison
Avenue. Then off with Mr. J. to Mt. Olivet Mission down
in the poor district of N. York, near the Bowery, where
we saw the opening exercises of a Sunday-school of 8c0
in number, conducted with a perfection of system, a
beauty, an intelligence & an enthusiasm that was wonder-
ful to see. Thence to the 5-Points House of Industry,
where the wonder was doubled. Saw hundreds of little
waifs enter in order singing a processional—it would
be a long story to tell—my eyes were big with tears again
& again.—When they sang, when they prayed, when they
said the creed. Mr. Jesup & I sat alone on a large plat-
form with the tiers on tiers of children in front of us & an
adult congregation behind. He presided & took part in
the exercises. I addressed them for 12 minutes. They sang
about 15 hymns. Such singing I never heard before from
children.

Afterward we went all over the house. Saw the same
little army sitting at their supper-tables, in a great room
(or rather hall) full of long tables in ranks.

Thence we went back to Mr. Jesup’s house. Mr. Wm.
E. Dodge, the 2d of that famous name, had met me at
Mr. J’s just before lunch. He invited me to dine with him
& go after dinner to a wonderful meeting of poor non-
churchgoers held weekly in Cooper Institute. I went to his
house to dinner. My! such a beautiful table! yet a true
& proper Sunday repast, good as a prince need want, but
prepared without appreciable effort. And in the midst of
all this display of this world’s riches we all knelt down to

Google



100 GEORGE W. CABLE: HIS LIFE AND LETTERS

evening prayer, servants & all. It was very, very beautiful.

The son (a 3d W. E. Dodge) hurried away as soon as
we were in our seats again, going ahead of his father &
me to Cooper Institute to lead the music. The music, by
the way, was Moody & Sankey hymns played on a grand
piano with the top off & accompanied by a cabinet organ
of very fine quality. The congregation numbered nearly
2000. It was like angels singing in heaven—a thunder
of voices.

To the same
New York, April 20, 1883.

It is evening. I am looking out of my window in the
hotel, far over the countless roofs of New York city—
an inspiring, a wonderful sight. I am well again. Was to
have dined today with Mr. & Mrs. Burton-Harrison (the
latter the adapter of the pretty little 2-act play now on the
Madison Sq. theatre boards, ““A Russian Honeymoon.”)
Expected to meet the Gilders & Footes, etc. Had to excuse
myself—too unwell ; but have grown so much better that I
shall drop in upon them after dinner. The affair was gotten
up specially for me & I must do my duty; it will be a very
pleasant one.

The head chambermaid of the hotel comes in & goes
into subdued ecstasies over the children’s picture. A waiter
downstairs in the restaurant says, in a conscious venture-
some tone, “ ’Aven’t I see’ you ’ere before—in the other
’otel—on the corner?”’ 1 tell him, yes, & he calls to mind
with immense delight the four little girls,—"“An’ verry
pleasing they was, sir,—and ’ow well they be’aved their-
selves, sir!”

During this stay in New York my father had put him-
self under the direction of Franklin Sargent, for a serious
course in voice-training. He realized he could not go on
with the readings and lectures that he wished to give with-

Google



FIRST LECTURES AND READINGS 101

out first learning how to use a voice that possessed natural-
ly no great strength or carrying power for public speaking.
This work detained him in the North for two months or
more, and in the meantime he was busy in bringing to
completion his second novel, “Dr. Sevier,” in arranging
with his publishers for a new American edition of “The
Grandissimes’ and in beginning his story of the Grande
Pointe schoolmaster, “Bonaventure.”

The brothers Mallory, under whose management he had
given, in Madison Square Theatre, one of his earliest
readings from his own stories, were now urging him to
write a play. This he had been holding under serious con-
sideration, notwithstanding anxious questionings and pro-
tests from members of his family, far away in the South,
who were aghast at the thought of such familiarity with
the theatre. The theatre, with all belonging to it, was then
looked upon by good Presbyterians—though not by them
alone—as being a great moral evil.

To L. S.C.
New York, October 27, 1883.

When I found that I must decide in my own mind
whether the theatre was necessarily a moral evil I in-
quired into the subject closely. I talked with three good
and wise ministers of the gospel on the subject & bor-
rowed & read such books as I could get. I looked into it
entirely from the standpoint of an opponent & never went
near the theatre until I thought I had discovered clearly
the flaws in the argument against it.

I talked with theatre people, & heard their side. I talked
only with men of good record & good life. I found that if
the drama is to be sweepingly condemned it must be on
grounds not thus far set forth to my knowledge.

But I didn’t thereupon begin running to the theatre. I

1In this edition of “The Grandissimes” some of the Creole dialect
was taken out.
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thrust away what was in all likelihood my only chance of
ever hearing the immortal Salvini. I refused to go & hear
Jefferson. Finally I went to a little theatre to hear a poor
play, with one of the noblest & most active Christians I
ever have had the fortune to know. I mean Roswell Smith.

When [your] Mother says the theatre is bad I must
admit it generally is. When she says it is wrong,—that is,
cannot be right,—I doubt her ability to show it. But I shall
not neglect to hear all she has to say about it & give it full
weight. I am not seeking opportunity to jump the fence of
moral proprieties; I am trying to settle a great moral
question.

I was invited yesterday by a gentleman who began life
with the distinct intention of studying for the pulpit & of
giving his life-labor through it to the reformation of the
stage. He is now a pious man, full of noble motives, a man
of family & the author of a play, soon to appear on the
boards, the intention of which is to impress upon the hear-
er’s mind the loveliness & sanctity of home. He is a regu-
lar, salaried theatre man; a reader of MS. plays.

I was invited, I say, by him to go & hear Joseph Jeffer-
son play the “Cricket on the Hearth.” I did so. And if
there is anything worse in that—no, I’ll not put it that way
—If it isn’t as pure & sweet & refreshing & proper a
diversion as spending the same length of time over a
pretty, sweet, good story-book, then I'm a dunce. .

Almost all theatres are conducted merely for making
money—as almost all stores & hotels are conducted. Some
—many—are corruptly managed just as many hotels,
boarding-houses, railroads, etc., are.

But if these are without excuse—if there is no good
reason why theatres shouldn’t be managed so as to be as
free from immoral tendencies as a restaurant or a millinery
establishment, what then? Haven’t those who are believed
to be full of ability to produce good, clean plays & good,
clean acting a duty to perform somewhat different to the
unreasonable denunciation that is the old fashion?

I shall positively make no engagement to write a play
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till I come back & see you. Don’t fear. I doubt that I shall
go to see another play while I am here; but I think I was
right to see this one as a part of the sincere inquiry I am
making into both sides of the question.

Well! I've neither time nor space left to tell you how
lovely—how lovely—Jefferson is in the play. I feel this
morning as if I had had a bath in pure, cool water. I am
fitted anew for working & loving & doing good. I thank
God for the pleasure I have had—now let me see if I can-
not make some feeble return for it before this rising sun
goes down.

To the same
New York, Octo. 28, 1883.

Yesterday I finished & handed in to Johnson my paper
on the Acadians. I don’t know whether it’s good or poor.
Bad sign; I may have to remodel it. Last evening dined
with Johnson & wife & met Boyesen as my vis-a-vis.
Never enjoyed Boyesen’s company so much. Went thence
with Johnson & Boyesen to the Matthew Arnold reception
at the Windsor Hotel. It was quite a swell affair. Must
have been 250 persons there. Am beginning to enjoy these
affairs immensely, because my acquaintances multiply so
fast that I now find them at every turn. Last night met
for the first time, besides Matthew Arnold—who is much
finer & stronger-looking than his picture in Apl ‘82 Cen-
tury—& Mrs. & Miss Arnold, Dr. Robert Collyer, Court-
land-Palmer, Mrs. Youmans & others.

The host was Mr. Andrew Carnegie who drove the
four-in-hand through England—you may remember the
pleasant book on the journey.

To the same
New York, Oct. 30, 1883.

What a night was yesterday’s! I was in Gilder’s parlor.
The company was made up of those whom you have met
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& a few others—Godkin, Bishop Potter, John Burroughs,
St. Gaudens, Maud Howe, Chas. DeKay, &c, &c.

At 9 o’clock came in Andrew Carnegie & Matthew
Arnold.

Mr. Arnold is tall, commanding, kindly, intellectual in
expression, with great breadth of forehead. There is a
certain brokenness of surface in his white brows that gives
them a look of tremendous thinking power and immense
strength of conviction. You would say a bull, butting it,
would crack his own skull.

I was sorry not to succeed in an effort or two to get
into close conversation with him,—the changes from per-
son to person were too rapid. I liked him as far as we
went in our talk, but it wasn’t much more than to get it
said that he was sorry not to visit New Orleans, &c, &c.

He went away at 11 o’clock. Others left—the company
thinned out. But some choice spirits remained & at 11:30
came Joe Jefferson from his play. Oh! then we had a good
time. We sat down together at once & had it good.

We talked about the principle of the subordination of
details in art. Every art except music was represented by
some one or two of noted ability. It was a night to remem-
ber all one’s days.

To the same
New York, Novr. 2, 1883.

Are you not tired of my accounts of my daily experi-
ences? I write them because they are vividly in my mind;
but they must sound selfish and self-occupied. I'll try &
put another tone into them.

This morning practised & studied & wrote till 12 o’clock.
Then to Cent’y Co.—thence to lunch, then to C. Scribner’s
Sons, thence to the Tribune office. Saw Nassau street—
very shady & narrow—with huge buildings on either side
—very interesting, with its hurrying hundreds. Went with
Mr. Krehbiel, musical editor of the Tribune, to Fulton
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ferry. Passed by water almost under the vast Bridge.
What grandness of human achievement! The eye refuses
to take in its magnitude. Hurried away to the “Academy
of Music” in Brooklyn to hear Theodore Thomas & his
orchestra. The music was sublime. The great house was
full to the walls & the ceiling.

The music was marvellous. O Margaret, my little girl,
if you could have heard those forty violins saying tweedle-
dee at once!—& the horns & trumpets & viols & contra-
basses & clarionets & flutes & harps & oboes & bassoons
and trombones! I did so long for you to be there, & also
for Louise & Mary.

Madame Trebelli sang Gliick’s “Che faro.” It was all
superb. At last! at last! after almost 40 years of waiting,
I hear the best music!

The ferry had just started out for New York when
the whole great fleet of Sound steamers, the finest and
largest in America, came up the harbor one behind an-
other—compelling the ferry-boat to back in again into her
slip while they glided majestically under the Bridge and
passed away up the East river and around the point. I can-
not begin to tell you what a sight it was.

To the same
New York, Nov. 4, 1883.

I wish you could enjoy this bracing air. It gives one
a physical pride. It straightens the form & makes the step
firm and the eye clear & alert. I believe it really makes
the moral fibre stronger. One seems to tighten up into tune
with the right order of all things.

I had a great day yesterday. Three weeks ago I did a
dreadful thing—I forgot an invitation to dinner. But my
kind friends forgave me & invited me, anew, to a break-
fast. I hated much to lose the working hours, but there
was no avoiding this claim. And, moreover, in this fine
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air any hour is a working-hour. I can come into my room
at 10 P.M. and fall to work.

It was a delightful affair. All nice people. Had some
delightful chats with Jefferson, who can talk about a great
many things & always with taste & sweet modesty. Yet
when he closes his mouth it comes together with a firm-
ness up & down & a sweetness across that is pretty to see.
His eyes & brows do the same thing at the same time.
Wish you could see it. He invariably refuses all kinds of
alcoholic drink with gentle firmness—a laugh in his eye and
a self-command in his lower jaw. Coffee seems to be his
outer limit of indulgence. He delights to talk about paint-
ing, not excepting his own painting, which he distinctly be-
lieves in & works hard on whenever he is not in the the-
atrical season.

A very funny and pretty thing happened. I noticed that
the two waitresses were extremely pretty; but in passing
dishes, scraping crumbs off the cloth, &c, &c, they were a
little raw and slow. After dinner, as Mr. Jefferson & my-
self were sitting side by side with one or two others, talk-
ing, Mrs. Morse® approached & said they had all had such
immeasurable enjoyment in seeing Mr. Jefferson’s plays
that they thought it but right to reciprocate & act a little
farce for his amusement. I saw him try to hold back the
dismay that began to gather in his face. (For his time was
limited—he had a matinée at 2.) Mrs. Morse, however,
nothing loath, turned & opened the door into the hall &
called for the “actors to enter.” The two waitresses came
in, & she proceeded to introduce them by name to the
ancient Joseph. This looked like the prologue. Bless you,
’twas the epilogue! They were two society girls & the farce
had already been played in the dining-room. It was a hit.
The laugh was long and hearty.

1Mrs. William Herbert Morse, his hostess.
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To the same

New York, Nov. 8, 1883.

I have rec’d no “call” yet from the good citizens of
Boston, but shall in due time. I am to give 3 read’gs in that
place in the new Chickering Hall. It holds only about 460
persons, & of course there’s no “big money” in the enter-
prise. But it’s best as it is. The hall is engaged for Nov.
26, 28, & Dec. 4. I read before XIX Cent’y Club, N.
York, on Dec. 6, & expect to start for Buffalo immedi-
ately afterward.?

I don’t fancy this reading business overmuch. It looks
too much like working merely to get money, & that hasn’t
been my way. I shouldn’t feel so, I suppose, for I shall
greatly increase the sale of my books, & I do think my
books ought to do good. It also lets me into the lecture
field. For example the lecture I propose to give to the
XIX Cent’y Club is just what I think it a Christian’s duty
to say to just such a lot of free thinkers & doubters as I
am told that club principally comprises.?

I am happy to hear that Sargent has been saying nice
things about my voxce—that it is going to be very power-
ful &c, &c.

To the same
New York, Nov. 17, 1883.

Feb. 1, I am to have issued by C. Scribner’s Sons a
handsome parlor-table book entitled

THE CREOLES
OF
LOUISIANA
with nearly fifty illustrations (the Pennell things). Isn’t
that nice!

1At that time the route was apparently from New York to Buffalo
and from there to New Orleans.

2This lecture had for its subject, “The Ideal Life and Art of the
Fictionist.”
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Went this evening & heard the grandest music that
ever my ears listened to—Beethoven’s 7th Symphony.
Was with Krehbiel. Took dinner with him. On leaving
there went into the Gilders’ to say good-bye & found John
Hay had been looking for me. He had left word I could
find him in the Century Club, & as Mrs. Gilder had given
him my address wrong, I went in. Saw him; had a long,
pleasant talk with him. Promised to visit him in Cleveland
if possible on my way home, & to lunch with him & Mrs.
Hay at the Brunswick on Monday.

To Daniel C. Gilman

Springfield, Mass.
MY DEAR PRES’T. GILMAN: Nov. 23, 1883.

I have been some days in rec’t of your letter enclosing
one written to you in Balto. on the subject of my read-
ings, and have kept it, waiting until I could write you
from this point after reading here.

A great deal hung upon this, my first reading before
an audience after months of training, and now that I have
scored so complete a success I hasten to tell you of it, who
heard my first, crude effort and encouraged me to repeat
it. I shudder a little whenever I think of my Balto. ex-
perience. There is a class, said by the great Scotch dyspep-
tic to be numerous, that “rush in where angels fear to
tread.” I will not be too certain where I belong now, but
I know I was of that noble army of fearless ones last
Spring.

The reading last night came about by matters being
taken in hand by a very small club of ladies numbering
less than 20 of actual working force, & only about that
number in all. I enclose a clipping from the Sp. Repub’n
and the pretty little programme used. It looks short but
being more correctly rendered than you ever heard it from
me, it covered an hour & a half.

Pardon me for taking up your attention with these de-
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tails, but as I am enjoying the announcement that I am to
be recalled to Springfield as soon as possible to read to a
larger audience & as the matter is purely spontaneous, I
feel happy and—communicative.

Please give my kindest regards to your family & to
Dr’s Adams, Jameson and the rest, & believe me

Yours truly,
Geo. W. CaABLE.

To L. §S. C.

Adams House, Boston, Mass.,
Nov. 23, 1883.

I have just come in from dining with the Fairchilds.
Mrs. F. asks after you & all the children. She knows them
by heart. They are ever so nice.

Boston is the most picturesque place I've seen outside
of N. Orleans. Such queer old streets; such interesting
architectural confusion, that is not mere confusion but
very effective.

Spent an hour this morning with Mr. Osgood. Went &
saw the pretty, brand-new hall where I am to read,—New
Chickering Hall. Used up the day studying my readings.
At 5 P.M. Howells called. Oh! what a gentle, pleasant soul
he is! James is in Europe.

I dine tomorrow with Osgood at the Anthonys’, with
whom he lives. Thence to the St. Botolph Club where I
am to be the guest of the club. The evening is specially
Mr. Matthew Arnold’s, but it is very pleasant to know
that I am his junior partner in the honor.

Monday I read. Tuesday I go to an afternoon recep-
tion at Howells’s. Wednesday do. do. at the Anthonys’
and in the evening read the 2d time.

The afternon at the Anthonys’ is to meet Mr. & Mrs,
Lawrence Barrett.
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To the same
Boston, Novr. 24, 1883.

I am just in from a novel experience—that of being the
guest of a great club. Went the rounds of the newspaper
offices this morning and called on the editors with my
manager, Mr. Williams. Then to my work. Study, study,
study—maybe you think it’s easy.

Dressed & went to dinner at the Anthonys’. Then went
to the St. Botolph Club, where the fun began. Talk, talk,
talk, talk, talk, ad infinitum. Introductions again & again
& again; Francis Parkman, Thomas Wentworth Higgin-
son, Chas. Francis Adams, Jr., Matthew Arnold—who
said, “Oh! Mr. Cable! we've been reading your books—
perfectly delighted, sir; perfectly delighted!”—Artists,
Architects, Attorneys, Physicians, Judges, Generals, Pub-
lishers, Divines,—Phillips Brooks, Lawrence Barrett; &c,
&c, &c. As my dear Narcisse says,—"“You'd think I was a
Major-Gen'l, in fact, an’ I don’t like that, you know.”

Oh, no. We don’t like attention, do we? It makes us
pout, eh? We're not vain, and so it displeases us. And
when we’re waltzed out to the long supper-table at the head
of the column, of course it’s very unpleasant, & all that
sort o’ thing.

Help me to remember that pleasing as all this is, it’s not
the main thing. No, no. I read the proof of my prisons
article today.! Ah! there’s where I feel glad. When a man
feels that his sword has cleft Apollyon till he roars again.
That’s better than “Rabbi, Rabbi.”

To the same
Adams House, Boston,
Novem'r. 26, 1883.

I am just in from my reading. The hall would have
been—judging by the number who came in the face of the

1“The Convict Lease System in the U. S.” Centwry Moagasine,
Feb., 1884.

Google



FIRST LECTURES AND READINGS III

storm—full to overflowing had the night been clear. As
it was there was a good audience all the way back to the
doors.

Edwin Booth sat in the middle of the house, with
Aldrich; they are great friends to each other.

Today a newspaper interviewer, a very attractive young
gentleman named Warren, sat with me for two hours.
While he was here who should come to call but the aged
John Greenleaf Whittier, the poet. He talks the tender old
Quaker talk. Said—“I've read all thy writings. I've read
every line thee ever wrote, and I knew thee would be a
great writer as soon as I saw thy first productions.” No
wonder I thought he was a sweet old man.

Later Mr. Fairchild called & later, again, Howells; for
he was a little anxious about me, inasmuch as I took tea
with him & his family (nobody else) last night & felt so
unwell after attending church with him that he required
me to stay all night at his house.

Howells seems to be a most lovable man. It was he who
made that cdrd' that the Boston group signed, the other
day. Going down to tea this evening at 6 o’clock I fell in
with Burbank, the professional reader & Boyle O’Reilly,
the poet & Irish patriot. We took tea together. Tomor-
row afternoon Howells gives me a big reception; i.e., big
for me; and the next night I go to a reception at the
Anthonys’ to meet Mr. Barrett, whom I have, indeed, al-
ready met, at the St. Botolph.

Boston is a queer place. Streets narrow & irregular &
houses piled all sorts of ways—often extremely pictur-
esque. The new parts very broad, open, rich & beautiful.

1The “card” was a paragraph in the Boston newspapers, telling, in
terms of high praise, about the readings previously given in other
cities, and urging the good citizens of Boston not to miss the “treat
that is in store for you” To this were affixed the names of some
six or eight writers of prominence, among them William Dean
Howells and Oliver Wendell Holmes.
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To the same
Boston, Nov. 27, 1883.

The day has been beautiful. Edw’d Everett Hale called
to see me & would hardly take no for an answer, wanting
to take me to his house, trunk & all. I may go, yet, later.

The reception at the Howellses’ was a fine affair. I
stood for 2 hours receiving, shaking hands & talking. It’s
the nicest kind o’ thing. You can dash ahead & begin to
say any pretty thing you like, for you needn’t ever finish
it unless it comes perfectly handy. All you have to do is
just to turn around & receive the next one. There were
nearly a hundred persons present, of which fully 4/5 were
notables. Here are a few names: Oliver Wendell Holmes,
Francis Parkman, Gen’l Francis Walker, ex-Gov. Claflin,
Ernest Longfellow, his sister Mrs. Dana, Edwin Booth,
Mrs. Whitney the sculptor, T. B. Aldrich & wife, 4 Tick-
nors, 3 Osgoods, a daughter of Gov. Andrews, a senator
from Wisconsin, T. W. Higginson, Lawrence Barrett &
wife, Miss Booth, Rose (Hawthorne) Lathrop, Fair-
child and so on for a mile or two.

Just pause for a moment, will you? and think of the
generous kindness of Howells & his sunshiny wife to con-
coct all that for me.

To the same
New Haven, Dec. 9, 1883.

Arrived here last night from N. York. On Thursday
(6th) I read my lecture before the XIX Century Club
and its guests. The Boston Transcript printed it entire—
the N. Y. Tribune partially. The World was very com-
plimentary. It is the paper that passed such critical stric-
tures upon my last Spring’s reading.

On the 7th I went with Krehbiel & heard some glorious
music under the direction of Dr. Damrosch—among other
things the entire music of the “Midsummer Night’s
Dream,” with a chorus of about 150 female voices.
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In the evening dined with a Brooklyn party at the
famous old “Delmonico’s” down corner of Beaver &
William streets, N. York. Geo. Wm. Curtis was to have
been at the head of the table, but instead of him was only
a telegram explaining his inability to be present. Nice din-
ner. Lots of decent fun. Very pleasant to see how sparing-
ly the gentlemen sipped their wine. When cigars were
lighted they suddenly went into conclave upon the subject
of my appearance in Brooklyn & in a very few minutes
had arranged it all. I read in Brooklyn on the 17th.

On the 8th I went to Chas. Scribner’s office & saw the
new page for “The Creoles of Louisiana,” made a sug-
gestion or two & said good-bye. Had a very sweet & tender
parting with R/S.? He said, “Well, it has come at last.
Remember, we prayed to the Lord for this & He has
given it to us”—meaning my present success. I told him
yes, but that the thing to watch now is to see that success
makes a better man of me—not a worse one.

You'd laugh to read my Boston agent’s letter of the
6th. He says in one hour after the ticket office was opened
for my Boston matinée on the 11th, 4/5 of the hall was
sold & by 11 o'clock of the 7th there were but 2 seats for
sale in the house & they were putting chairs on the plat-
form. One of these days I hope to fill a large hall that
way.

Ah! dear! Every dog has his day, even the stump-
tailed ones. This is mine. God help me to use it for the
advancement of truth & righteousness & the blessed tid-
ings of salvation!

1Roswell Smith, president of the Century Company.
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CHAPTER VII

READINGS WITH MARK TWAIN:
“DR. SEVIER”

(1884)

“Man’s thoughts and loves and hates!
Earth is my vineyard, these grew there;
From grape o’ the ground I made or marred
My vintage; easy the task or hard,
Who set it—his praise be my reward!”
ROBERT BROWNING.

ToL.S.C.
N. York, Jan. 13, 1884.

I am just in from a long, quiet walk all the way from
Mr. Beecher’s in Brooklyn. You see I didn’t like to use
the cars or boats,! so yesterday afternoon at 614 o’clock
Major Pond & I set out for Brooklyn by the horse-cars,
to take tea with Mr. Moses Beach & family & I to stay all
night with them.

After tea went to Thomas’s Philharmonic. It was the
finest execution I've ever yet heard. Sat with Mr. & Mrs.
Elwell & near Krehbiel. Oh! it was glorious!

Back to the Beaches’ with the young ladies & Pond.
Breakfast at 8% o’clock and by and by off to Plymouth
Church. So at last I was to hear Mr. Beecher preach. I
found the rule about the admission of strangers much
better than elsewhere among the great favorite churches
where I have been. Every pew is rented annually with the
distinct understanding that at any time that it is not oc-
cupied ten minutes before service begins it is liable to be
occupied by strangers. Later, at dinner, I asked Mr.
Beecher if he had heard it said or implied—as I so often

1Travelling on Sunday by public conveyance was at that time some-
thing to be avoided by the strict Sabbatarian.
114
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had—that an admission fee was charged at the door of
his church. He was much amused & said no, he never had
heard of such a thing. The immense church was simply
crammed.

It was a fine, strong, manly, noble sermon. After ser-
vice I parted with the Beaches & went home with the
Beechers; Major Pond also, of course.

Well, there is one table—in 8th street, N. Orleans—
where there is as much fun & hard joking as at Mr.
Beecher’s, but I don’t know of any more. They're all a
happy, jolly, joyous crowd.

After dinner & as the afternoon wore along, we said
good-bye & walked over Brooklyn Bridge—Ah! Why try
to tell it! It is like sailing through the clouds.

Kiss my dear, dear little ladies five. Tell them to re-
member they’re on this earth to make it better. Isabel has
already done this.! Tell them all to remember me; & to
think of the Heavenly<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>