CHAPTER VI
Those Famous White Clothes

From the earliest moment that I can remember, Father

wore white linen suits in summer, and it was a bright
picture to see him start off in the morning for his “study”

with a quick, short step and a pile of pads or papers under )
his arm. He often gave a little caper of delight as he
eft the house, and laughed one of his affectionate laughs.
One knew that that was good-by for the day unless some-
thing out of the ordinary were to happen, like the arrival
of an unusual guest—Henry W. Beecher, Kipling, or
some one else of equal importance.

Aunt Sue tried many times to prevail on Father to
return to the house at noon and eat his favorite “dishes”
cooked in the old Southern way by her colored cook, but
even this great temptation rarely proved strong enough
to wean him away from his work. In fact, eating never
seemed of much importance to him. Once he wrote
a letter to Mother:

“I take only one meal a day just now and would k
this up if you permitted it. It consists of four boiled €
and coffee. I stir in a /ot of salt and then keep on di
ing and stirring in black pepper till the eggs look d
—then they’re booming with fire and energy and you
taste them all the way down and even after they
there.”
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He had no determined method of writing. Sometimes
he made out the skeleton of a plot beforehand. Again,
he allowed the plot to grow as he wrote. Once he said
in a letter to Mother:

“I am trying to think out a short story. I've got the
closing sentence of it all arranged and it is good and
strong, but I haven’t got any of the rest of the story yet.
I don’t know where to locate it, nor what it is to be
about.”

In another letter, he says:

“Yesterday I worked all day on a plan for a story.
I got the plan all written down—two pages of note-
paper and it was a very satisfactory day’s work. I got to
work at two in the afternoon and by six-thirty had writ-
ten 2,500 words, the first chapter and part of the second,
and the story already under swift movement. I read over
the M.S. and made scarcely a correction in it; it read as
I wanted it to, although written so fast.”

Father’s mind, always alive with some interest, took
pleasure in making little inventions, also. Among others,
he thought up an instructive game whereby my sisters
and I might learn the dates of the reigns of the kings of
England. He made use of a large circular plot of ground
in_front of the house which was bounded by a road.
> iven | t vatying intervals,
suggesting the longer or shorter reigns of kings, and each
stake bore the name of a king. Now the game consisted
in racing past the stakes and calling out names and dates
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of the numerous kings mb.m their reigns. The Panting
aspirant was pronounced victor according to the Jac) of
Bmﬁw@ his voice made é?_m his feet led the Pace. We
used to get very much excited over &mn game and were
willing to play it by the hour. Father’s .QE% rm: Waved
in the breeze, caused by the speed of his rapid fee. He
was picturesque in all circumstances.

He also thought out a very practical scrapbook which,
was even put on the market. A little later, he wrote about
it in a letter to Mother:

“Well, Sweetheart, I am full of business today, on the
Slote-scrapbook matter; it is coming along pretty promis-
ingly. In fact, if that firm do not go back on the verba]
agreement just this moment entered into with me in the w
presence of Webster and my lawyer, we shall close that
old sore up Monday morning with a new contract which

will give me my rights, That is to say, they have this
morning agreed to

o

ut of my attempts to_reconstruct the Scrapbook

ay all my lawyers’ bills and other expense growing

contract,

“And, from this day henceforth and forever they will

_Pay over to me one-third of the profits on mmnm’m:m
<Y€y Scrapbook sold by them.

It's a fine stroke of business and worth coming to
New Yok 15

I, although it does not give me all my

.
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third of the wn.omﬁmw g.: a cracking steam-radigroy woke
me at dawn this morning, and at once my anger sought
an object to é.nmmw itself upon. My thoughts fel] upon the
Scrapbook swindle and at the end of an hoys I was in
a fine rage. As a result I went to the

. ' the appointed confer-
ence determined to require a third of the profits and

m:oﬂDoﬁrwnmﬂoEBBomHoB&mﬂannEoPgmwo g
stood through all ar S0_

tation engendered by that confounded radiator.”

Father was always happiest when at work, and though
he insisted upon calling EBm&.m a lazy man because
he considered nothing work which was a w_nmmﬁ.ﬁ my
impression is very strong that he om.nmb forced himself
to go to work when he was not at &._ in the mood. Naru-
rally, once he started the machine going, he found delight
in its action. Apropos of this question, he wrote a letter
to Mother:

“I'm glad Clara is banging away on the %Ewolwmmw
is the darlingest recreation in n.ra world and w MMHM el
Nature has fitted to love it, is armed against
sorrow.”

In order more thoroughly to refute his oénr_wmw %Mﬂ:wm
was lazy, I can point to the fact that &nro_mm ced himself
practical or business-like by nature, he M Hm esetting
to such continued attention to the Bnﬁam o%aamw fnally
machine which Mr. Paige had 5<m=% "micked up busi-
arrived at a point when his B:.&. mmw_ y Mm As proof of
ness ideas and even formed orignal on rote Mother in
this I will quote from a letter Father w
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hich he repeats words of praise he had received op his
Manmwm capacity from no less a person than the great
m magnate, H. H. Rogers. Father writes:
0 )

“Do you remember how we laughed, upwards of
twenty years ago when Twichell told us Henry W, Sage
had warmly praised me to him as a person of extraoy.
dinary business ability? Well, the other day Mr. Rogers
said to Dr. Rice in substance—'Clemens has a very re.
markable business head for large things, but %858@
none for small. He has an eagle-vision for wide businesc

Al

horizons, but he can’t take in the details that lie between
and it Frets him to try. To see his mind go to wreck and

ruin over a poor little complexity that wouldn’t puzzle
a child—why, it’s pathetic!” ”

It may be that any fine intellect can grasp certain big,
practical or business ideas without effort. Yet my con-
viction is that my father conquered a part of this intel-
lectual area through labor more than innate talent. His
energy was always of cosmic quality—fiery, determined,
possessive. His relations with Mr, H. H. Rogers were of
the most delightful. He enjoyed his ready sense of humor.
He profoundly admired him as 2 man and appreciated
his intellectual gifts. The great generosity Mr. Rogers
showed in lavish expenditure of time and thought on
Father’s troubles could not be surpassed. The valuable
advice which Father received from him at the time when
his business affyirs were in bad shape, saved him from

complete financial defeqt, The proofs of friendship Mr.
Rogers 8ave were innum,
any member of hjg family could fai] to thrill at the name
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mmmna\womma85@&:?%8_3»% H.
mHoB a letter of Father’s to Mother: will quote

“Who achieved the miracle for ys? Who has saved
us from separations, unendurable toi] op the platform
and public _umpwEan..v HENRY ROGERS, And he was
the only man in America who both could and cheerfully
would. His name is music in my ear.”

This did not mean that Father was saved from al]
platform labor, for he was obliged to tour the world,
lecturing, in order to recover some of his losses. But it
did mean that Mr. Rogers, by giving him expert advice
and counsel, had saved him from having to sacrifice the
rest of his life that way. .

Usually we spent about three and a half months at
Quarry Farm, Elmira, arriving there the middle of June.

Those days were happy and serene. It seems remarkable

to me now that such peace could reign in a house full of
varying temperaments and even races. My mother
brought German and Irish maids with her, while my
aunt_employed colored and American servants., There

were perhaps two causes for the organ-point of serenity,
holding up the symphonic structure of our lives. These
causes were Aunt Sue and my mother. This makes me
think of a letter written by our good friend the MM__-
known manager, Major Pond, who so successtuly
directed Father’s lecture tours. I will give a quotation
from his letter:

. is seldom 2
party sets out for a tour that there 1s ot S0
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