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JOHE HUIR

By Katharins Herrill Graydon

%hile the goldseskers of 49 were meking their perilous way by land and by
sea to California, thers came to our H¥iddle Yest s Scotchman with hiﬁ.little son
of eleven years. This lad, too, was bound for the great Golden State, though years
and toll and travel were %o intervene.

Knowing nothing of the 01d Vorld but his own birthplace in the land of bfown
heather, the little stranger wandered with unspeakable éeiighb over his father's
acres in unploughed, untrodden, undesecrated Yisconsin., 0Buch vastness, such color,
such glory, he had never dreamed of, Here were tall, widespre#ding, awful treésj
flowers that had been growing bthrough hundreds « through thousands - of springs
and summers, unscen by any but the wild éyes of savages and the heavenly eyes of
angels, and umolested by herds or flocks or men. 7o the amazed, enraptured boy it
was Paradise, | ‘

The top and the botbtom of acciety afaAalike self-indulgent, if not alike
luxurious. It is not from these unfortunate classes that great men usually cone,
noy did the parents of John Mulr belong to either of these classes, gigguﬁhe
pgrents»cf Burns ancl ofrcarlyla, they were intelligent, upright, pious, duly obe
servant of the laws of esrth and hesven, with will and strength for steady toil.

John Muir's mother, Anne Gilrye, was a representative Scotch woman, quiet,
conservative, affectionate, fond of poetry and painting. His father, laniel Muir,
was 8 man of marked eharacher, impebuous, enthusiastice, full of fiery energy, fond
of advenbure and new enterprise, whils his whole life was controlled and kept
in & steady glow'with the religion of thé 01d Covenanters,

In the Visconsin wilderness the adventurous father and mother, with their
eight children, applied themsélves with rélentlesﬁ vigor to the work bf ereating

a farm, = chopping, grﬁbbiﬁg, feneing, burning brush, plowing, sowing, even the
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72 = John Muir

boy of eleven doing & man's work. While following the plow, John's eager eyes,
like those of encther plowman, ceught glimpses of mouss and daisy, and loved them
both; they watched the coming and going and nesting of robins snd thrushes and
blusjays; they saw the 1ife of insects, frogs and snakes; they rested with overg
new @elight on the flowers as they arose from the dead at the erll of spring, -
and the boy learned the habits of all. Unawares he found and unconsciously he
accepted his voecation in life.

For hin there wes no school but the prairie and the forest, no diseipline but
toil and strict obedience to parental suthority. /After the day's work, the evening
meal and worship, the family promptly retired. But one of Fﬁrﬂ?ﬁﬁ%ﬁér’s boys had a
way of lingering behind by the firelight to catch, parchance; five minutes » or,
'aﬁ wnoBl, tén = for & book or for some self-imposed task of invention before the
father's not-to-be-discheyed voice called out, "John, go to beé. Hust you get
every alght a‘new commandnent to go o bed?" One night he chanced to add, "If you
will read, read in the morning. You may rise as s&fly a8 you like," « of course
with no idea of advantuge being taken of the permission. But it gave a new thought
to the boy; never before had the possibility of waking without the father's call
oceurred to him, and he mounted %o his room so charged with the brave purpose of
early rising that he found himsell down again at ono o'cloek. Five houss of time
all his owﬁ: What e treasureld Put it was winber, The thermonmeter was below zero.
A fire would rouse the father and would waste the wood. ¥With shivering body and
numb €ingers he could not sit down to & book, but to go baeck to bed and to lose
these precious hours was not to be thought of, He could warm himself with the
kind of work he loved.

At stolen intervals or in the hour of rest at noon, he had been trying to
caaaﬁruct a gelf-noting mill, By the feeble light of a tallow candle, he now

set to work in the cellar at this mill., 7The whole winter, from one or us early en
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#5 « John Bulr

hour a8 he could waken, until six, he worked at elther his books or his mechanieal
inventions, making for the latter even his own tools.

His book hunger was insatiable., Agaln and again he read the meager home
library. To buy a book he saved his pennies for a year., WVealth geened to come with
vood's Hetural Hisbory, or Plutarch's Lives, or Josephus, Or Hollin, At the age
of fifteen, amid the dreary work of the farm, the realm of poetry began to open to
him like the dawn of a glorious day, and he found new joy in Burns, in ﬁikanside,
in Cowper, in Hilton, in Shakespeare, and in the language, the imagery, the nobler
thoughts of Job, Isaiah, Davide Iin addition to hisbory and poa&ry, he eagerly
studied mathematios without the slightést incitement or assistance from beacher
or friend, carrying knotty problems to the field in his mind and solving then as
he swung him axe or scythe, or as he followed the plow.

Thus, while the boy was giving time and sbtrength toward reducing the farm %o
ecultivation, his mind pondered the thought of his books, and his soul grew upon the

beauty which Hature had scattered aboubt him.

The scene has changed. dJohn Hulr is egein in a8 strange land. The {lowery
wildernesa of ¥Yisconsin has given way to the mountains of California; to Aleasks,
and to the dark forests where rolls the Oregons In these marvelous reglons he wande
ers and wonders and wishses %o live fbrevér. The boy has grown to bhe & man, tall,
fair, nob very Scotech in appearance, The farm gave health and strength and manly
besuty. The University of “isconsin added to his store of knowledgse, gave hin .
mental discipline and discretion, and bestowed on him what perhaps was betber
s£i1l, the ablding friendship of Professor James javie Euti@r¢

%hile in college, his atrongest bent seemed toward mecheanigal contrivances.

To this day, traditions of his inventions linger about the university. He soomed

ponsessed with the desire to make a machine with voluntary powers, not a monster
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1ike Mrs., Ghelley's, but a thing to be of use; and he very nearly suéeeeﬁsd¢

Had John Hulr lived in the Middle ipes, he might have paid dearly for his
ingenuity. In connection with one of his wooden clocks, he contrived a bed

that at & gertain hour would place its occupant upon ﬁis feet, a lamp that would
light itself, and a desk thad at proper intervals would present & chemistry for
study, a volums of matheratics, a Labtin work, or whatever else Formed the day's
routine, allowing time for mesrls and recrestion.

Afber working his way through college, young Huir set out on long betanieal
and gaoléﬁic&l rambles in ¥isconsin, lown, Michigen, Censuds, and around the Greuwd
lakes, roving free as a bird over prairies and bogs, and through wild, majaaﬁic
forests, supporting himself by any farm work or mill work that ceme in his %&y.

4 yenr or two in Indianapolis, where he worked in factory or foundry, offered
epportunity for acquaintsance with the trees and flowers of this vicinity. This
was the very time that Dr, Schliemenn found a btransient home in our eity. Videly :
different were the two men and their destinies; one learned in the language bf
men, severely trained in ancient and modern liderature; the other unsurpassed in
knowledze of the various language and form and dress of %aturs} ong wlth pride and
circumstance, unearthing citles and investigating enchanbing ruins of the child- |
nood of the world, the other wandering alone and unknown In primeval forests,
disgovering with unutterable joy some frail flower or curious fern or mighty river
of icwe,

it was in o workshop in our town thet in one unhappy dusk the skilled hend
of John Hulr slipped and that his keen, clear eye was plerced by a sharp
instrunent, which, in the zame moment, pierced his heart, for all the plory of
the world he mizht never see sgaln flashed swifter than lightaning before hinme
For weoks the stranger suffered in & dark room, where he was visited by liss
Cathatine Herrill, introduced to him by Professor James [. Bukler, who wrote,

“7alk inte the fislds with thiz younp man and you will find hiw wiser than
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#6 John Muir

Solomone”

With Miss Merrill wers oftentines children whom he charmed with sccounts of
the things he had seen and had henrd. Through the years which have brought mane
hood and womanhood to his childish hearers, they heve cherished the memory of that
dark room and of those beautiful stories, and they have never ceased to lisbten %o
the tales still as wonderful - to the volee $till as beloved,

ihe sceident, agonizing thoush it was, gave light for darkness, and he now
made the decision that his work should no longer lie along the line of mechanies
and invention, but he spent in the study of Nature. 8o, from Indisnapolis
lir. Mulr seh out afoot on & thoussndemile ramble o the Sulf of Hexico, studying the
flora of Kentucky, Tennessce, Forth farolina, Jeorgia sand Florida. Yet the plants
end the animals and the rocks were not his only acﬁpénicns; very small copies of
Burns, of Milton, of the New Ilestament, he carried, snd made them a part of the
very fiber and essence of his being.

With apretite whetted by the exuberant vegetation of the Southern Stotes,
he pushed his way further south, salling for Cuba, whers he enjoved the glnrio§a
plant life and scenery of the tropies., All the while quite uneware whither his
path was leading, he w#g pushing on toward the Lovd's garden of California.

Hig own words best iall the atory of his arrivel: “After leaving the Florida
swainps I ceame here, All the world was before me, and every day was a holiday,

I stopped one day in San Francisco, and then asiked the nearest way out to the un=
trampled part of the countrys ‘'But where do you want o go?' asked the man ﬁa
whom I had applied for this imporisnt informmtion. 'lo any place that is wild,?

1 said, This reply startled him, and he seemed to fear that I might be orazy, and .
that, therefore, the sooner I got out of town the betterj so he directed me tb the
Onkland ferry. From Mast Oakland I started up the Santa Clara Valley on the first

of April, after a wet winter. The warm, sunny air was fadly throbbing with lark
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-song, and the hills back of the cultivated fields were coversd with bloom, making
bright masses of color side by side and interblending blue and purple and yollow
from mony species of giliae, lupines, compositoe, etc., now mostly lost, OFf
course with such an advertisement of plant wealth, I was soon on those hilla; and
the glowlng days went by uncounteds

®Inquiring the way to Yosemite, I was directed through the Pacheco Fass, and
from the suamit of this pass I geined my Pirst view of the Sierra with its belt
ot faraats,.ané of the great San Joaquin snd Sacramente valleys. It was one of
those perfectly pure, tieﬁ, ripe days of California sun-gold, where distent views
seoned as close ae nesr ones, and I have always thanked the Lord thet I came here
before the dust and smoke of oivilization had dimmed the sky, and before the wild
ﬁleom had vanished from %hé plaine Vescending the pass, I waded out into the
marvelous bloom of the San Joaquin when it was in its ?rima. Iy was all one aen
of golden and purple bleom, so deep snd dense that in walking through it you wbuidA
press more than & hundred bloons at every step. In this fléwer-baﬁ, five hundraé :
wmiles long, I used to camp by just lying down wherever night overtook me, as if I
had sunk beneath the waters of a lake; the radiant heads of compositas touching
each other, ray to ray, shone nbove me like the thickest star-glusters of the
sky; end, in the morning, I sometimes found plants that were new looking me in
the face, so that my botmnical studies would begin before 1 wes ﬁp,

Uit Crane Flat I remched the main forest beld, and there for the first time
I auw the giantslef the Sierra woods in all thelr glory: sugar pines more then
two hug&rsﬁ feet high, with their long arme outstretchéd over the spiry silver
firs, and yellow pine, libocedrus and Douglas spruce. This was in 1868, 1T was
perfectly free, and I scon saw it would be long ere 1 could get out of those woods,
and, a8 you imow, I mm not out of them yet. Then the sugar pine seemed to me the

prigst of the woods, ever addressing the surrounding trees, - and calling upon
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everybody with ears o hear,~ and blessing them."

Por five winters end ten summers ir. Huir made the Yosemite Valley his
eenbral camp while studying the adjacent region = reading the mystic leaves of that
wondrous book of mountains and interpreting the mighty things written theree ﬁaeﬁ
observation, tireless study, and familiar acquaintance gave ho hin & knowledge
of the lece rivers that have sculpbured those mountains, grinding out canyons,
sharpening peaks, digging out domes from inclosing rocks, ocarving their pléin
sides into their present glorious forms. "o man living nnderastands glacial
siotion in the formabion of scenery us that young Bulr in California,” wrote
Professor Louls Apassiz.

Here he met many noted sclentists snd travelers, among the latber being
fiserson. Hr. Bmerson never forgot John Mulr and his letters veinly tried %o
bring the young man enstward,

For awhile at first he worked in the little mill he built for ifr. Hutchings
to make the fallen pines into lumber. In this way the man of fow wanis enrned
money enough in & year or two to last through ten yenrs of seclusion and solitude
while he studied the sculpture of the earth, the action ef'glaaierg, the growth
and distribution of forests.

For months, even years, he was separated from human 1life, living absolubtely
alone, with trees, flowers and rocks as companions. JHothing, in fact; seems to
heve set him apart {rom his bime move than this liking for solitude, yet it was
mingled with perfest sanity, kindiineas.and love of his kind. It was sald of

"kim that he cared less for & man than for a tree, bubt the countless friends he
made all over the world from Presidents of the United Htates and railway
magnates, literary and scientific men in many countries, to shesp-herders and
ranchers, disprove the assertions fle was known and loved everywhere in the

Sierras by men who would scarcely have been able to read his books, even if they
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had sver heard of their existences As there pathered that Degenber of 1914
sbout him open prave a nobted group of men and women, and remembrance was

gvident fron the universities which had honored him, from the leading nagazines
af the country and from wvarious soccieties of splence, there atood, the pleture
of loass and sorrow, & little old Chlnaman who for years had ssrved the lamily
with Uriental loyalty, and not a dry eye saw him hurn, when sll was over, %o his
cabin agross the vineyards JNr. Mulr was the truest of friends, constant and
1aving even %o children®s children of those who had ever helped him or for
whom‘he had ever cared.

In 1881 M¥r. ¥ulyr was eppointed botanist on the povermnment expedition sent
out for the relief of the Jeannebbte, and was thus ensbled o eoxtend his studies
into the frozen regions of Siberia and Alaska, sround the shores of Bering Sea
and the saretiec Ucean adjscent %o Bering Strait.

In 1893 he returned for the first time to his birthplace. The Bast
Lothisn fields on which his eyes had first looked are among the most fertile and
besutifl of all Scotland, snd few portions of the bast Coast are rockier or
more wildly beaten by the sea. The farna, the gardens, the heathy Lamermuir
fiills, the grand ses storms thundering and foaming on the black cavernous rooks,
made impressions that hed never grown dim. lere in histeric Iunber, smong the .
shore cliffs and the pictureaque ruins of the old castle which had afforded
shelter to Edward II on his flight from Baﬁnéckburn, had become the residence
of the widow of James I in the Fifteenth century, end had served several himes
as e refuge for vueen Mary during her troubles, lr. Juir's adventurous rock
olimbing had cormenced. 4t the old home he had had & litile garden of his own
in which he had diligently scratched and planteﬁ, declaring thet when he was &

wan he would have & big garden full of tulips and lilies and daisies. Here, on
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Saturdays, with or without leave, he had made truant ralde along the shore and inte
the country, robbing orcherds and turnip fields, seeking birds' nests, catching
butterfllies, wntching skylarks mounting and singing over the field of Cromwell's
famous battle and over the green meadows thet belonged to the Gray Frimrs!' lonastery.
He found still the old stone schoolhouse where &t three yeuars of apge the baby had been
started with his one little book; here istin and Fronch graremrs from cover to cover
had been commitbed to memory; the Shorter Uatechism likewlse, upon the slightest
stunbling over the reciial of which came the umaster's Tlogging, ss if some connection
existed between the skin and the memory; and here he had learned by heart the most

of the D1d Taséﬁasnt and all of the lew Testament, which knowledge he regarded as

his moat valuable aéﬁéel acquisition. John Ruskin esteemed as highly his knowledge
of the Bible, and surely no men are larger debtors to the mabtehless Book for style,
thought, and feeling.

In this visit he was happly to become acquainted with the publisher, lavid
Dougles of Edinburgh =~ thet wan of cholce memories of choice men -« and with Sir
Joseph Hooker of London.

the latter years of Ur. Huir's 1ife were spent upon a beautiful ranch in the
Sherra foot hills, His chief sctivities wore with his pen and in connechion with
the Torestry Comsission. Strongly influential was he in srousing the powers ai
Yashington to the fatality of tree destruction = to its criminality, and to the
desirability of preserving the most besutiful reglons of the Yest through esiablishment
of Tational Parks,

His winters wers apent largely in writing, for though he suceessfully declined
importunities for lechtures, he could not so wallveacapﬁ the pressure of nagazine
and book men. He did not like to write. So painstaking was he that he lookaed upon
the completion of an arkticle ss if he had arisen from a bed of illness, o nmoney
tempted him -- the lure was not there, even Bhough the itlantic Honbhly has paid

no contributor hbgher per page, and thcugh he was offered ten thousand dollars for
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§ series of letters on his insﬁ trip. Go friend evér sat in that large study of
his without fear lest the dado of unused notebooks, - the sceumulated record of
years of wandering and seelng and loving, = never be converted into 8 form and
read and known of men. 1t did seem ss if, with all that large Homeric lelsure,
more might have been written. PRut he stoutly maintained that people did not
heenly care for the tales he had %o tell, that he had no particulsr mission, and
that it did not mstter whether he wrote or mot. “Books and talks,” he used to
say, “end articles aboub Fnture are at lemat litkle more than advertisements,
hurrah invitaﬁiona, dinner bells, HNothing oan take the place of absolate.uqti
contacht, of seelng and feeding at God's table for oneself. The cold and perishe
ing cannot be warmed by descriptions of fire and sunéhiae, no%fﬁhe hungry fed
with books about bread, The Lord iHimself must snoint ayss to oo, ny pen ocan not.
fme can only see by loving; love maies things ?iaibla and &1l labor light,
: Robody can be smbitious to do anything wonderful, when God's wonders are in
"aight. Lvery deay we should all pray, 'O Lord, open Thou mine eyes.'™

fire Mulr's personal appearance was atitractive; the alen&ér, slightly stooped
figure, the shapely head coversd with curls, the froe on which was writien the
result of solitary and scant living, the beard streaked with gray, the oclear
blue eyes and rofined brow. Hany & traveler in the Golden State found himself
ahitracted to this inimiteble man. It was & conquest to entice hinm inte your
hone, &n& no gueat was held in higher estees by those who knew the privilege of
snteortaining him. IListeners were held Por hours by his rare conversation, ==
there was never anything like it, - nade up of spirited narrative and descriptions
so vivid that "Our forehesds felt the wind and vain,” spiced with irresistible
humor und gentle irény. Put though enjoying men and enjoyed by men, he cared not

to spend time in a city while he “might see Jod making a world,” "ind then there
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are your stupid shtreets,” he used Lo say. %% never can find my way. UVhy, in
ny mountains I am never lost. I drop my pack and at aidaisht cone back on my
trailless path to find it without Hrouble. You oupght not to live here., o up
& canyon, How is 1t possible to %each young people until you have absorbed the
magnetianm and mountaninism of the glscisl regions, nnﬁil you have been baptized
in Sod's shoreless atmosphere of besuty and love?®
. 4 lekter written by the light of his campfire closes with: "Here are a
fow green stems of prickly rubus and & tiny grass, God's tender prattle words
~of love which we so much nead in these mighty temples of power. low wholly
infused with God is this one big word of love we oall the worldl®

Hre. Muir hes been called "The Thoresu of California.” Yith love of
nature and renuncistion of worldy glory in common, one has bub %o glance at the
writings of each to see the differsncve between their lives and thelr aims. R. Le
Stevenson sayd: “Thoreau ¢id not wish virtue to go of hin to his fallowmén,
but shrunk in & corner to hoard it for himself.® lot so with John Muir. Yo
aan gave of his store more lavishly., Ignorant ears were fuvored with what would
delight the hearing of a 3ir Joseph Hooker, an Asa Uray, & Joseph Le Contes
The language in whioch to one or two or three listeners he %old of the sights
he had seen in unbrodden partas of the carth was simple cnough for the humblest
understanding, eloquent enough to charm the most scholarly. In thst upper study,
many and many & traveler aslong life's rugged way had had his path illumined, his
heart set at ease, hia hope renewed, his idea of the grestness of living reformed,
He had an indescribable way of showing men the tulngs that are resl; of stripping
from foverish self-secking those things that blind the vision and deter the
spul, of ﬁsclaring the eternal verities, |

Hrs Muir was axcéeéingly tenders If thers were one thing hateful to him,

it was cruelsy -- the cruelty of the sportsman who fiads pleasure in making & hole
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through a beautiful animal, of teering the fills out of & fishs In his early
sxperience in the wilds, he showed his inherited idea of *he necessity of
killing a rattlesnake when met by crushing the first to cross his path, ==
the only animal he ever teok the life of, and he hoped ever afker that he
would be forgiven for killing thet oreature "loved only by its iaker.®

Another impr&%aiva characteristic was his self-snerifice. Not often
wan reference made to this aspect of his work, but onice he aaid, "I have made
a tranmp of myself; I have gone hungry and cold; I have left bloody trails
on sharp, icy pesks, to see the wonders of earth.” How truly self in his
noble pursuit was lost sight of may be seen in most of his writingt, not
least in the little dog story, "Stickeen.” |

In Mre Huir keenness of observation, vivid imeginetion, and poetie feele
ing found well balanced expression. It is this that gives aﬁarm to his
aeienﬁific papers, body snd substence to his literary artiscles. lHore than
any one man did he influence the fovermment Yo set apart our great National
Parks. lore than any man's has his voice orying in the wilderness urged tired,
nerve-sheken, over-civilized people to turn %o the mountains - their home =
and shown thet wildness is a necessity and that the sole mgtive.of hi; writings
was to iﬁtarest men in and to educate then up %o aoée sort of apprecistion
of the garden our Lord has here placed us in, and our personal responsibility
in maintaining this high estate., Few things were ever so hard for lir. luir
to aéaapt as, SIS tée ruling of the Federal court to grant to
Ran Francisco the right %o use the Hetch-llstchy Valley, twin of and greater
then the Yosemite, s a reservoir for the city supply of water.

Far move than anything he did, was whet ir. uir was, That there are

favored men to whom Nature espeeislly discloses herself, - men who preach

S



the gospel Vordsworth cams to announce, = the world accepis. Their eyes are
not holden that they canncht ses, nor are thelr hearts dulled that they cannot
feel, nor their ears mo grossly closed in that they cannot hesr. The great
masn of men may never know the secrets of Hature, for the great mass of men
nust toil through life bearing the burden of the mystery of this unintelligible
wérlﬁ; and to such come gratefully the words of & seere Mr, Muir knew, as the
prophet of clé knew, that where there is no vision the people perish, and he
1ifted his voice apgninst the fatal pursult of the present for non-essentials,
for the things not really worth while and not eternal. A ray from the Trans
figuration Hount seemed to have been caught by him, also, - he had ssen the Truth,
and the truth had made him free of narrow convenbions and false ideals, of
pretense and shallowmess of all kinds, and of selfesesiking; the truth had led
him cut not only to see fGod making a world, but nlso to interpret the wonﬁroua

sight for you and for me.
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