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PREFACE

OPPORTUNITY to contribute to the knowledge of Joel
Chandler Harris came to the author, a native of Georgia,
while he was living in the city of Atlanta. “The Sign of the
Wren’s Nest” was thrown open to him by Mrs. Harris
just as she began setting things in order for the approaching
occupancy of the home by the Uncle Remus Memorial As-
sociation. She generously laid before him Mr. Harris’s
boyhood scrapbooks, an invaluable file of The Country-
man, letters, pertinent clippings, etc., and through leisurely
conversation from day to day afforded such illumination on
the life and character of her husband as could come from
no other source. Further researches were made in Eaton-
" ton, Forsyth, Savannah, and Atlanta, in each of which
places were still living those who had known Harris in his
boyhood or young manhood previous to the publication of
“Uncle Remus” and were glad to give facts that might
be got only from their memories. Especial mention must
be made of Mrs. George Starke, whose reminiscences were
strengthened by letters that she has permitted to be used.
The most valuable documentary sources of information
were the files of The Countryman and the Atlanta Con-
stitution, which were diligently searched page by page,
the former exhaustively and the latter from the year of
Harris’s first association with the paper down to 1881.

The author is under particular obligation to Professor
W. P. Trent, of Columbia University, who read the manu-
script, of this work and gave scholarly advice. He is also
indebted to Professor James Hinton, of Emory University,
for kindly criticisms and suggestions. A portion of the
work was submitted as a dissertation in partial fulfillment of
the requirements for the degree of doctor of philosophy at
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iv The Life of Joel Chandler Harris

‘\ the University of Virginia, where valuable assistance was
‘received from1 Professor C. Alphonso Smith. The repro-
duction of “The Romance of Rockville” would have been
impossible had not Miss Alice B. Wilson, of the Atlanta
Constitution, personally made a typewritten copy from the
carefully guarded file of the weekly Constitution. Permis-
sion for this to be done was generously granted by the ed-
itor, Mr. Clark Howell. The bibliography was prepared
with comparative ease on account of the previous work of
Misses Katherine Wooten and Tommie Dora Barker at
the Carnegie Library of Atlanta. From the beginning to the
close of his task extensive assistance, both in the me-
chanical work of preparing the manuscript and in literary
criticism, has been given by the author’s wife, "Gertrude
Holland, grateful acknowledgment of which is here made.
The Index was prepared by the Book Editor of the Meth-
odist Episcopal Church, South, Dr. Frank M. Thomas. The
volume is published in recognition of the value of Harris’s
contribution to our nation’s literature.  R. L. WicGGINs.

Birmingham, Ala.
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INTRODUCTION

HE fame and popularity of Joel Chandler Harris fol-

I lowed instantly upon the publication of his first book,

in 1880, and have steadily grown and spread until he

has attained a permanent place in the world’s literature.

His ability and talent are evident in all that he wrote as

poet, editor, historian, novelist, and short-story writer; but

his genius triumphs in his negro folk tales, and these are

carrying his name around the world.

“Uncle Remus : His Songs and His Sayings” had been off

the press only about two weeks when the publishers wrote:

Dear Mr. Harris: The firm are well pleased at the suc-
cess of “Uncle Remus.” We have sold two editions of fif-
teen hundred each, and the third edition of fifteen hundred
more will be in on Friday. Of these, some five hundred are
ordered. Mr. Charles A. Dana told me in my office last
week as follows: “Derby, ‘Uncle Remus’ is a great book. -
It will not only have a large, but 2 permanent, an enduring

Yours truly, J. C. Dezrsy.?

In 1915 the publishers reported fifty-two printings of this
book. “Nights with Uncle Remus” has passed through six
editions. “Uncle Remus and His Friends” has appeared in
editions of 1892, 1900, 1913, and 1914.

In England “Uncle Remus” was published very soon after

Mr. J. C. Derby, as representative of the publishers, went to At-
Janta and assisted Mr. Harris in selecting from the files of the At-
lanta Constitution those tales, sketches, songs, and proverbs that
make up the volume. ) :

()




2 The Life of Joel Chandler Harris

it appeared in this country, and its popularity there has
equaled its popularity here. Ten publishing houses in Lon-
don have produced editions. Rudyard Kipling has ex-
pressed his admiration of Harris’s work, acknowledging
indebtedness to him from the age of fifteen, when “Uncle
Remus” legends “ran like wildfire through an English pub-
lic school.”™” )

On April 24, 1914, W. Francis Aitken wrote: “So far as
I can gather from memory and from others who should
know, the Uncle Remus series is as well known in England
almost as the Fables’ of ZAsop, but no one has written
anything about him that stands out by reason of its intrinsic
importance.” Punch and Westminster Gazette have adapt-
ed the Uncle Remus idea to political caricature. A cable-
gram from London, published in the Atlanta Journal April
16, 1914, tells fully of * ‘Brer Rabbit and Mr. Fox,” which
was presented for the first time on any stage at the Aldwych
Theater to a delighted and astonished audience’” The
London Sunday Times of May 3, 1914, indicates the equal
success of the dramatization at the Little Theater.® The
“Cambridge History of American Literature,” now being
published, allots a chapter to Harris.

In Germany, the culture ground of folklore study, we
may presume that this author will be a growing figure. In
1910-11, as Roosevelt Professor in the University of Berlin,
Dr. C. Alphonso Smith, presenting a survey of American
literature, devoted two entire lectures out of thirty to “Joel

From a letter to Mr. Harris, dated Naulakha, Waite, Wendham
Co., Vermont, December 6, 1895. Mr. Kipling inquired especially as
to the source of “Miss Meadows and the Girls.”

*The Atlanta Journal, April 16, 1014

3The London Sunday Times, May 3, 1014; also Current Opinion,
July, 1914, Vol. LVIL, page 30, “Brer Rabbit and Mr. Fox as Foot-
light Favorites in London.” -
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Chandler Harris, eine Abhandlung uber den Neger als liter-
arisches Objekt” And he pronounced “Uncle Remus”
“the most important individual contribution to American
literature since 1870.”* Whereupon the German reviewers
responded with especial notice of Harris. Then followed
the first really acceptable history of American literature by
a German, Dr. Leon Kellner, professor in the University of
Czernowitz, who gives the “Tar Baby Story” in English and
translates it into German, declares that Harris has shown
the deepest insight into the soul of the American negro,
and accords him major writer’s space.®

In France translation of the Uncle Remus stories has
been included in a series known as “Les Livres Roses Pour
La Jeunesse.”® As stated in Smith’s bibliography of Harris:

W. T. Stead (London Review of Reviews) began in 1896
a series known as “Books for the Bairns,” of which “The
Wonderful Adventure of Old Brer Rabbit” (July-September,
1896) was No. 6, “More Stories about Old Brer Rabbit”
(January-March, 1898) No. 20, and “Brer Fox and Brer -
Rabbit” (January-June, 1901) No. 61. These three num-
bers included twenty-eight stories, fourteen [fifteen] from
“Uncle Remus” and fourteen [thirteen] from “Nights with
Uncle Remus.” No. 6 was translated into French as “Les
Merveilleuses Aventures du Vieux Frére Lapin,” Paris,
1910; No. 20, as “Nouvelles Aventures du Vieux Frére La-

*Die Amerikanische Literatur (Berlin, 1912), page 31: “Uncle
Remus: His Songs and His Sayings” (1880) (Seine Lieder und
Auspruche) ist der wichstigste einzelne Beitrag zur amerikanischen
Literatur seit 1870.”

*Geschichte dér nordamerikanischen Literatur (Berlin and Leipsic,
1913), Vol. IL, pages 75-82. “Den tiefsten Blick in die Seele des
amerikanischen Negers hat Joel Chandler Harris.” (Doubleday,
Page & Co. brought this work out in America, translated from the
German by Julia Franklie, May, 1915.)

*Librarie Larousse, Paris, 1910-11.
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pin,” Paris, 1911; and No. 61, as “Frére Renard et Frére
Lapin,” Paris, 1911.}

In Australia the booksellers carry “Uncle Remus” in their
regular stock.”

In India during 1917 a boys’ magazine called Balak (the
Bengali for boy), published at Calcutta, carried a series of
the legends translated into Bengali by C. E. Prior, a mis-
sionary.’

In Japan recently a guest in a Japanese home found
“Uncle Remus” the only book in English.

Finally, in their Harris form the tales are going back to
Africa.

In America, of course, “Uncle Remus” is a name through
which the ends of the continent may enter at once into
friendly acquaintance. Mr. Harris was loved by the little
children and honored by the great men of his country. Con-
temporary authors paid highest tribute to him and sought
association with him. President Roosevelt declared that
Georgia had done no greater thing than giving Harris to
American literature.® He afterwards prevailed upon the
“most modest writer in America” to be his guest at the
White House.® Andrew Carnegie visited Harsis in 1906

*Cambridge History of American Literature,

*Report of National Secretary Young Women's Christian Associa-
tion.

3C. E. Prior, in a letter to Mr. Harris from Calcutta, November 8,
1916, published in the Atlanta Georgian, January 16, 1917,

“Mrs. Myrta Lockett Avary. Introduction to the Visitors’ Edition
of “Uncle Remus and His Friends,” 1914.

*Banquet speech in Atlanta, 1905.

°Letters in possession of Mrs. Harris. Mr. Roosevelt, says Mrs.
A. McD. Wilson, President Uncle Remus Memorial Association,
made possible the Association's purchase of the Wren’s Nest by
donating to the purpose the proceeds of a lecture in Atlanta, about
$5,000. Later Mr. Carnegie contributed a like amournt.
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and later subscribed himself on a portrait presented to the
Wren’s Nest as “not only an admirer, but a loving friend,
of that rare soul” Mark Twain, in letter after letter,
entreated Harris to visit him* Riley spent some time
in genial and affectionate association with Mr. Harris and
his family in Atlanta. He afterwards wrote the following
letter:
PELADELPHIA, December 30, 1905.

Joel Chandler Harris, Esq.

Dear Friend: Your book of “New Stories of the Old
Plantation” is here from your generous hand, and I am as
tickled over it as old Brer Rabbit on the front cover. And
I think it’s the best of all Christmas books this year, just as
last Christmas your “Tar Baby Rhymes” led all the list. La!
but I want to see you and talk with you, loaf with you, me-
ander round with you, or set still, jes’ a-tradin’ laughs or
shut clean to a-sayin’ nothin’ ’cause we don’t haf to!

To-day I got off four books to your care (by express).
Nothin’ new but the pictures, which in spots at least I
know’ll please you. How in fancy I see us a-really a-meet-
in’ up again, after these long years, and a-throwin’ our
heads back, a-sorto’ teeterin’ on one foot and a-hittin’ the
ground with the t'other, same lak a-peltin’ a old dusty cyar-
pet with 2 wet umbrell!

And now, on the dawn of the new year, come to you the
heartfelt greetings and praises and gratefulness of

Your fraternal, ever-loving old Hoosier friend,

James WHITCOMB RILEY.

P. S.—To your household all fervent best wishes and con-
tinuous. Do write to me!l®

Thomas Nelson Page wished Harris to join him on a
lecture-reading tour® and declared: “No man who has ever
written-has known one-tenth part about the negro that Mr.

*Letters in possession of Mrs. Harris.
*Letter in possession of Mrs. Harris.
*Letter dated Richmond, Va., September 27, 1887.




6 The Life of Joel Chandler Harris

Harris knows.” And George W. Cable is said to have
“smiled at all Southern names except Uncle Remus.”

The Uncle Remus Memorial Association, organized in
Atlanta July 10, 1908 (one week after the great writer’s
death), purchased his home, “The Sign of the Wren’s Nest,”
January 18, 1913, and has equipped it as a permanent me-
morial. During the first year 1,300 visitors registered; and
from January to December, 1914, 2,523 registered, from
forty-five States and seven foreign countries.

Notwithstanding the fact that he has made a permanent
contribution to literature, is the most popularly read Amer-
ican author, and has been highly honored, no biography of
Joel Chandler Harris has ever been written nor any ade-
quate study of his career undertaken. Of the various inter-
esting biographical sketches that have appeared, the most
extensive was written by Mrs. Myrta Lockett Avary in
1913, published as a souvenir pamphlet by the Uncle Remus
Memorial Association. Especially has the earlier half of
the author’s life been hastily passed over. The present
volume, therefore, is based upon exhaustive researches, with
particular reference to formative influences in his career,
and covers Mr. Harris’s life from obscurity in boyhood to
fame in early manhood.

1As quoted by Baskervill in “Southern Writers.”
*New Orleans letter from Boston Post, Atlanta Constitution,
August 5, 1881,
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OEL CHANDLER HARRIS was born in Eatonton,

J Putnam County, Georgia, December 9, 1848, and died

at his home, “The Sign of the Wren’s Nest,” in Atlanta,
about 8 p.M., July 3, 1908.}

One hundred and fifteen years had afforded abundant
time for descendants of the Oglethorpe colony, together
with their immigrating neighbors from Virginia and North
Carolina, to transform wild hunting grounds and small
maize fields of the Creeks and Cherokees into great planta-
tions and wealthy towns. During the final decade of slav-
ery ease and leisure were promoting the advance of culture,
especially in Middle Georgia, and herein lies the significance
to-day of the phrase “one of the good old towns” that is
applied to Eatonton.

Still a small place of about two thousand people, preserv-
ing much of its ante-bellum character, it is near the geo-
graphical center of the State. It is certainly significant that
within a day’s drive of this village were born, before and
during the time of Harris, most of Georgia’s outstanding
leaders in religion, literature, government, and war. In the
same county was born L. Q. C. Lamar; in the adjoining
county of Jasper, Ben Hill; to the north, about forty miles,
Henry W. Grady and Atticus G. Hayggood ; to the northeast,
less than fifty miles, Alexander Stephens, James O. Andrew,
Robert Toombs, and, nearer by half, George F. Pierce; to
the southwest, within fifty miles, John B. Gordon; to the
south, less than forty miles, Sidney Lanier; and just across
the Hancock line, Richard Malcolm Johnston. Then we

*These dates are certified by the family.
(9)
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are prepared to note further that this town was the center
in Georgia about which were assembled the various educa-
tional institutions. Within the narrow circle (the radius of
which might be traversed on foot between one’s morning
and evening meals) were planted by the State its university;
by the Methodists, Emory College for boys and Wesleyan
for girls; by the Baptists, Mercer University (Institute);
by the Presbyterians, Oglethorpe University. Finally, the
capital of the State, Milledgeville, was not twenty miles
away. '

Thus favorably located, Eatonton was a wealthy, cultured
community ; and Joe Harris was its little poor boy, to whom
in many ways much assistance was given. Authentic ac-
count of his life begins when he was living with his mother
and grandmother in a little one-room house on the edge of
town in the early fifties. His mother pluckily earned a liv-
ing for the three with her needle. She was a woman of
strong character and quick mind, but, conscious of her pov-
erty, lived to herself, rarely leaving the work that confined
ker indoors, except to attend church.?

A chum of boyhood and a friend throughout life gives the
following account:

Our family moved to Eatonton about 1853, into a house
not far from where Joe Harris was living with his mother
and grandmother, It was very soon after our arrival that
Joe appeared one morning at our woodpile, where we soon
made acquaintance. In the days that followed we became
fast friends for life. Joe didn’t believe in work and always
sat on the fence while my brother and I worked in the gar-
den or elsewhere. Some years ago, when I read something
about his “Snap Bean Farm,” I laughed and said to myself,
“Yes, I bet he ain’t got two rows.”

1These facts are established by the testimony of John S. Reid and
other aged citizens of Eatonton.
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. Well, he'd wait until we got through work, and then we’'d
be off up the branch hunting lizards or doing something
else. Joe could run like a deer; and when we didn’t want
the company of my younger brother Jim [In the Savannah
News Joe used to refer to him as Hon. James Nathan
Leonard], he would hold him until I got a good start, throw
his hat away, and then run off from him. He could throw,
too, like a bullet. I remember one day he spied, hanging
right over my head, a wasp nest that I didn’t see. With one
rock he dropped that nest, full of wasps, square in my face
as I looked up. Joe was gone like a flash, but my face was
swollen so that I could hardly see for a week.

Mr. McDade’s livery stable was a great place for us.
Fine horses were often brought Irom Kentucky and Ohio,
and the drovers would let us ride them to the blacksmith
shop or for exercise. Collecting bird eggs was another
great amusement, and we had many kinds that nobody but
ourselves knew. But I suppose our biggest fun was in
running rabbits. Mr. Harvey Dennis, who lived across the
bottom and up on the hill from Joe’s house, had some very
fine fox hounds. We would get out and clap our hands and
yell until those dogs would rush down and follow us. Pret-
ty soon here would come Mr. Dennis after us; but he would
just say: “Well, boys, you've got my dogs running rabbits
again!” He had good reason not to get mad, because Joe
used to help him keep his dogs in training by dragging a
fox hide around through the fields and woods for three or
four miles and then sitting up in a tree till the dogs fol-
lowed the trail and treed him.

Nearly every time we hunted over in the neighborhood of
the graveyard we would see a rabbit run out through one
same hole. Not far away lived a fortune teller, who, I
remember, gave us a chase one day. It looked like the
very same rabbit, of course, that ran through the graveyard
each time, and Joe would declare it was that fortune teller
turned into a rabbit. Sometimes the rabbit we were after
would hop out in sight of us and appear to spit on his
front paws. When Joe saw that, he would say: “He’s gone
now; we'll never get him.” One day Joe and I came in
from a long tramp very hungry. His mother fixed up some
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batter and told Joe he could cook the cakes. After he had
turned them several times, he wheeled about and ran the
blunt side of the flapper around my neck. It burned so
that I thought my throat was cut, and I threw up my hands
in horror. His mother was so amused that she laughed as
if she couldn’t stop. There was a blistered ring around my
neck for several days. '

For a year or two we went to a mixed school taught by
a lady from the North, Miss Kate Davidson. Then we
went to the male academy. Joe, Hut Adams, a boy older
than either of us, and myself were boon friends, and we
rarely mixed with others. I remember how, coming to-
gether from school north along Washington Street, one
block from the town square, Hut would drop out at his
house first, then at McDade’s stable Joe would turn out
Marion Street a hundred yards to his house, while my house
was straight on out Washington Street about two hundred
yards from Hut’s. School seemed to be from sunup to
sundown, with only a dinner recess. But on our way to
and from school, on Saturdays, and sometimes on Sundays,
we had great times at marbles, tops, pole-jumping, stealing
watermelons® from Mr. Edmund Reid, and robbing Colonel
Nicholson’s and Aunt Betty Pike’s orchards. Hut was the
only man in the crowd that had a handkerchief, with which
we used to seine for minnows. He had a gun, too. Joe and
I would tramp all over the woods and fields with him, carry-
ing the game, in order to have one shot apiece. Hut got us
- into a lot of deviltry, of course. But Joe got off many a
good joke on him.

I remember once we were in Colonel Nicholson’s orchard.
Hut was high up in a tree. Joe saw the Colonel at a dis-
tance, walking with his stick, and called up to Hut: “Yon-
der comes Colonel Nicholson with his gun.” Hut dida’t
stop to look, but let loose and fell to the ground. Then
such a scramble he made ahead of us through the thick,
high weeds! The best one of all, Joe pulled off one day
when we were on our way back to school from dinner.
Near the street were the remains of an old log barn, with

3See editorial page, Atlanta Constitution, August 17, 1884. -
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only the walls standing, some eight feet high, possibly.. Joe
had observed through the cracks that hogs had for a long
time made their beds inside. So, while we were all jumping
with our poles, he dared Hut to jump over one of the walls.
Hut leaped and tumbled over. When he had recovered
himself and come out, he began madly scratching his legs;
and in a moment we all saw his light-colored breeches sim-
ply peppered with giant hog fleas. Hut made for Joe; but
Joe was quick enough to get away home, where he stayed
until the next day. Hut had to go home and change his
clothes before he went back to school.*

Leading from near Joe’s house toward mine was a big
gully, which, with its tributaries, was our favorite play-
ground. We organized the “Gully Minstrels.” Joe had a
fiddle that he couldn’t play, and he made a most ridiculous
clown. Aunt Betsy Cuthbert, an old free negro, lived just
above the gully toward the stable. We thought there was
nobody like old Aunt Betsy, especially because she gave us
such good ginger cakes and pies.”

Those good times before the war passed swiftly. I shall
never forget when Joe left us to begin work in the printing
shop on Mr. Turner’s plantation. When the negro drove by
with his little trunk, I told Joe good-by as he got in the
wagon and was driven away.’ :

The attention of kindly friends in Eatonton was drawn
to Joe Harris when, having learned to read at six years of
age, he appeared at Sunday school, clean and neatly dressed,

"mentally alert and active.* His mother kindled in him the

10On the afternoon of September 5, 1916, Mrs. Harris told the au-
thor of how Mr. Leonard and Mr. Harris recalled and laughed over
this incident during one of Mr. Leonard’s visits to his old friend in
West End (Atlanta).

2See editorial page, Atlanta Constitution, August 17, 1884

*This account was given the author by Mr. Charlés D. Leonard in
Eatonton August 31-September 1, 1916.

*Mr. Harris often spoke of the Eatonton friends who were kind
to him. . He is quoted as to this in the Children’s Visitor (Nashville,
Tenn.), November 23, 1902,
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intellectual and literary flame by reading aloud at least one
book, Goldsmith’s “Vicar of Wakefield,” until he held ex-
tensive passages in memory. So it came about, says Mrs.
B. W. Hunt, an intimate friend who sometimes studied
from the same book with him, that, when a little private
school for girls and boys was organized by a teacher from
Connecticut, Joe was entered probably at the expense of
some friend and kept in attendance for three or four years,
until he was old enough to enter the private school for boys.’
Capt. John S. Reid, now Ordinary of Putnam County, says
that he taught Joe in this boys’ school, where he was in at-
tendance for about a year and a half, being charged nothing
for his tuition. Captain Reid says, further, that he was the
best composition writer in his grade.® According to Har-
ris’s own statement in later life, he had followed the reading
of the “Vicar of Wakefield” with some attempts at writing
after the fashion of that book.® He had become fond of
reading, and from the libraries of cultured friends came to
him very stimulative literature. Mrs, Hunt recalls his es-
pecial interest in Scott, Smollet, and Lamb.

Some way might have been found for this promising boy
to continue his education had not the war come. However,
it was to some purpose that the colleges were hard by. He
may well have known that during the first six years of his
life Emory College had as its president George F. Pierce,
from just across the Oconee River, and during six years of
his later life J. R. Thomas, from the adjoining county of

*Lippincott’'s Monthly Magazine, April, 1886, “An Accidental Au-
thor,” J. C. Harris.

*Mrs. B. W. Hunt (née Louise Prudden), of Eatonton, Ga. (Oral
statement.)

3Capt. John S. Reid, of Eatonton, Ga. (Oral statement.)

‘Ray Stannard Baker, “Joel Chandler Harris,” Outlook, Novem—
ber 5, 1904, Vol. LXXVIIL, pages 504-603.
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Hancock. He may well have heard how Mercer had been
founded by Rev. Jesse Mercer, the great Baptist preacher
of the preceding generation, who had been famous for his
long and powerful ministry in adjoining counties and who
had organized and for six years been pastor of a Church in
Eatonton. But the direct and certain influence fell upon
him from Oglethorpe University, at Milledgeville. For
when, in the alternating order of the village Church serv-
ices, came Presbyterian Sunday at the little union church,
there were often had from Oglethorpe eloquent preachers,
notable among whom were the learned professor of science,
afterwards president of the University of South Carolina,
James Woodrow, uncle of Woodrow Wilson, and the presi-
dent, S. K. Talmage, uncle of DeWitt Talmage. Doubt-
less Emory also, and possibly Mercer, furnished equally in-
spiring preachers for the Eatonton congregation. In “Sister
Jane,” written in the first person and partly autobiograph-
ical,* Mr. Harris, after drawing on his clear memory doubt-
less as much as imagination in describing a certain church,
preacher, and sermon, records, in effect at least, a very im-
portant section of his own experience when he writes:

I found myself, therefore, with a good many other men,
sitting in the pews usually reserved for the women. I was
one pew behind that in which Sister Jane sat—on the very
seat, as I suddenly discovered, that I had sometimes occu-
pied when a boy, not willingly, but in deference to the com-
mands of Sister Jane [his mother, probably], who, in those
days long gone, made it a part of her duty to take me pris-
oner every Sunday morning and carry me to church, wheth-
er or no.’ ‘

There is, of course, no possibility of determining just
what good seeds were sown by some of these preachers in

*So says Mrs. Harris.  *“Sister Jane,”
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the receptive mind and heart of this more or less recalcitrant
young hearer, but we are probably apt to underestimate the
influence. Religious touches in “Sister Jane” and in his
writings elsewhere show that he was familiar with the
Scriptures, evidently from his youth. And his vigorous
mind must have reacted as, through the persons as well as
through the words of these prominent men, secular interests
and ambitions were gratuitously borne in upon him with
matters of divine concern. For the thoughtful student of
his life there is much left unsaid in this playful account of
the hour at church after Sister Jane had gathered in the
youngster:

I used to sit and wish for the end, until the oblivion of
sleep lifted me beyond the four walls and out into the free-
dom of the woods and fields. Sometimes the preacher,
anxious to impress some argument upon the minds of his

hearers, would bring his fist down on the closed Bible with
a bang that startled me out of dreamland.

Out of one dreamland he was doubtless swept by the elo-
quence of the orator into another, truly beyond the four
walls out into the world of men and affairs. For that was
still the regnant day of the orator, especially the preacher,
when the pulpit reached farther than the press.

But the press too was moving upon his awakened mind
and was the immediate agency that started him upon his
career. He is recalled by Mrs. Hunt as “a shy little re-
cluse,” who seemed to find often a desirable retreat in the
post office, where Mrs. Hunt’s father, Mr. Prudden, was
the kindly postmaster, who gave Joe access to various news-
papers, particularly the “every Tuesday” Recorder and Fed-
eral Union, from the capital city of the State. A vivid de-
scription of the post office is made the starting point for Mr.
Harris’s narrative, most completely autobiographical, “On
the Plantation.” (In this book Mr. Harris presents himself
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under the name of Joe Maxwell.) Much in the same vein
as. he wrote of the long sermons, of these papers he writes:

What he found in those papers to interest him it would
be hard to say. They were full of political essays that were
popular in those days, and they had long reports of political
conventions and meetings from all parts of the State. They
were papers for grown people, and Joe Maxwell was only
twelve years old and small for his age.!

But there came a paper on February 25, 1862, when he
had reached the age of fourteen, in which his quick eye
found down among the advertisements an announcement
certain to be eagerly seized upon by his mind, now prepared
for a thing of this nature. Within nine miles of his home,
right out on a plantation, was to be established by a planter
whom he knew (so read the advertisement) a weekly paper
that was to be modeled after his beloved Goldsmith’s paper,
the Bee, Addison’s little paper, the Spectator, and Johnson’s
little paper, the Rambler, and was to be distributed from
this his very own post office. Recalling his tremendous
shock of joy on reading this announcement, Mr. Harris
wrote in later life: “Joe read this advertisement over a doz-
en times, and it was with a great deal of impatience that he
waited for the next Tuesday to come.” Tuesday came and
brought the first issue of the promised paper, called The
Countryman, to that boy, whose careful and exhaustive pe-
rusal of it brought him to his life’s crisis. Again it was
down among the advertisements that he found the matter of
moment: - .

WANTED—An active, intelligent white

boy, fourteen or fifteen years of age, is wanted
at this office to learn the printing business.”

1“On the Old Plantation.”  *The Countryman, March 4, 1862.
2
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Here faced him his crucial opportunity. Trembling with
mingled timidity and delight, he arose to meet it. From “On
the Plantation” we take the following reminiscence:

Joe borrowed pen and ink and paper from the friendly
postmaster and wrote a letter to the editor, saying that he
would be glad to learn the printing business. The letter was
no doubt an awkward one, but served its purpose, for when
the editor of The Countryman came to Hillsboro [Eaton-
ton] he hunted Joe up and told him to get ready to go to

.the plantation. The lad, not without some misgivings, put
away his tops and marbles, packed his little belongings in
an old-fashioned trunk, and set forth on what turned out to
be the most important journey of his life."

So came Joe Harris, with the bent of his genius well
shaped, to the occasion of leaving his first home. The ap-
parent influences that had upbuilt him in that home were
his mother, friends, reading, school, atmospheric inspiration,
the pulpit, and the press. And the post office, that medium
through which the world outside came into the village and
the village went forth into the world beyond, was a fitting
place for him to spend his leisure hours, awaiting the vision
of his future.

*Mr. Harris’s account of this experience was given also in an in-
terview for the Atlanta News. (See Lee’§ “Uncle Remus,” page 25.)




II

ATONTON had done all it could toward the making
E of Harris. Under the favoring influences that this
little Middle Georgia town contributed, he had well
prepared for the decisive hour of his career, whose future
success demanded now that he leave his childhood home for
" another more favorable to his maturing years. A drive of
less than two hours carried him to Turnwold, the plantation
home of Mr. J. A. Turner, editor of The Countryman. A
most extended journey could no more surely have carried
him into a new world.

Happily removed from the various warlike activities of
the town to the calm of the country, he was, by the nature
of his employment, perhaps saved from later conscription.
In The Countryman of October 4, 1864, Mr. Turner wrote:

In our office we have one or, at most, two able-bodied
men. Yet some liar told the enrolling officer of this county
that every employee in our office was a large, strong, able-
bodied man. An effort was made to take the lame and the
halt [Mr. Turner] and even an infant (in the eye of the
law) [probably a boy employed later than Harris] out of
our office and put them into military service. We have in
The Countryman office only one, or at most two [possibly
includes Harris], able to do military service.

Then follows an assertion of the need of men to keep up the
publication of newspapers. On October 15, 1864 (?),a young
friend of Harris's, W. F. Williams, wrote him from Colum-
bus, Georgia, a most interesting letter about dodging con-
script officers. His papers (he, too, was a printer) had not
been properly made out by the “wooden-headed enrolling
officer” in Eatonton. “You can tell Smith,” he concludes,

(19)
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“if you should see him, he is a jackass.” Conscription or
any active concern with the affairs of the war would possi-
bly have precluded such literary work as Harris later gave
to our country and to the world. Here, then, is our first
debt to the Turnwold home.

During these four years, when practically every man and
youth in the South was torn away alike from trade and
~ study, how must Providence have taken in care Joe Harris,
binding him in such a fortunate apprenticeship to the print-
er’s trade as would possibly surpass even the college, whose
doors were then closed, in preparing an author for the fu-
ture! With Mr. Turner as the faculty, with his library of a
thousand volumes, with the printing office as the literary
laboratory, and with the whole plantation as the campus, he -
was, indeed, to pass through a most wonderful four-year
curriculum, coming thence into the world with his talents
developed and his career prepared for. Here we discover
the supreme formative influences upon the life of Joel
Chandler Harris. An adequate study of these influences
will bring us to thoroughly established conclusions as to the
preparation of Harris for his great life work.

Mr. Joseph Addison Turner was a highly cultured law-
yer-planter of the old school. He was born in Putnam
County, Georgia, September 23, 1826. His formal educa-
tion was limited to a brief period in the local Pheenix Acad-
emy and a fall term (1845) at Emory College, Oxford,
Georgia. But his father, William Turner, who had begun
teaching him while with lameness from necrosis the boy
was yet confined to his bed, must have led him judiciously
along the path of learning to where he might travel alone.
That he went forward until he might soon be called a liber-
ally educated man is seen by a glance at his later intellectual
accomplishments. Upon his return from Emory College he
was put in charge of Pheenix Academy and gave full satis-
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faction during the year of his teaching. In 1847 he took
up in Eatonton the reading of law under a relation, Col.
Junius Wingfield, and was after a few months admitted to
the bar. Beginning to write for publication at the age of
twenty, he was for the remainder of his life exceedingly
active in literary production. He had published volumes of
poetry and prose and undertaken the publication of more than
one magazine previous to establishing The Countryman.®

The personality and character of this man may well be
noted before approaching directly his influence as a man of
letters upon Harris, because the young apprentice was taken
into Mr. Turner’s home as a member of the family. Mr.
Turner was to him a congenial spirit, and in his later life
there is reflected at more than one point the moral influence
that then fell upon him. The brusque manner of the editor
must appear very vividly in a few words from his prospec-
tus in The Countryman of September 15, 1863 :

Now, if you like my terms . . .; if not, keep away, and
be sure not to get into any palaver or argument with me
about my terms, nor to think you are doing me a favor, for
the favor is the other way. I don’t do business of any kind
but one way, and every one must conform to my rules.’

At the same time he was full of humor. And when we
come to consider his literary influence upon Harris, we shall
be reminded of this assertion about himself:

Both in my writings and conversations I am compelled by
nature to be-an inveterate joker and humorist and indulge
my humor, repartee, or joke at the risk of offending my best
friend. I cannot possibly help it. But there is no sting nor
malice in my jokes; and if they offend, I am sure to ask
forgiveness.® :

*Autobiographical sketch by Mr. Tumer in The Countryman,
February, 1866
_’The Countrymun, September 15, 1863. - *Autobiographical sketch.
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To many who merely met Mr. Harris after he became
famous, especially to those misguided individuals, as he
called them, who sought autographs, and to those who ex-
ercised too little discretion and tact in seeking “an inter-
view,” he certainly appeared quite as brusque as Mr. Tur-
ner; yet every one knew that no malice had place in his
heart. And he was always fond of a joke. Joe Turner and
Joe Harris must have been often as boys together in their
fun, and doubtless the younger boy won forever the heart
of the older one when in the old printing office he perpe-
trated a splendid piece of mischief upon a tramp printer.
It was on publication day that the wandering printer came
by. In return for his dinner he agreed to help “run off” the
paper. He was unwilling to go to the house. So Harris
brought his dinner to him and told him that some ladies
were later coming out to look through the office. It was in
August, and the tramp had discarded his shirt in order to
work with more comfort at the hand press. Suddenly Joe
Harris called, “Here they come!” and rushed to the door,
leaving the other to clamber out of a rear window upon an
adjoining tin-covered shed. Joe at once struck up a conver-
sation, saying: “I shall first show you the press—how you
ink the forms, pull down the lever, etc.” Slowly he pro-
ceeded to the type cases and there began a detailed descrip-
tion of typesetting. The tramp, after sweltering for some
time under the fierce sun’s rays, with his naked body fairly
baking against the tin roof, ventured to a crack in the wall
and discovered that Joe’s guests were all imaginary.

Mr. Julian Harris tells of how, while he was once riding
on an Atlanta street car with his father, Mr. Harris nudged
him and, with that famous twinkle in his eye, directed his
attention across the aisle to a nodding neighbor whose meal,

*Account given by Mr. J. T. Manry. (See page 8s.)
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in a sack pressed between his knees, was gradually slipping
out through a hole in the bottom of the sack. With the
giving away of the sack the sleepy fellow was aroused and
thought he detected the fun lurking in Mr. Harris’s face.
“Harris, you scamp,” said he, “why didn’t you tell me?”
“I thought possibly you had a purpose in doing that,” re-
plied Harris.

These incidents reveal the real Harris, although only the
fortunate few knew him so. Sometimes he would come
into the editorial offices of the Constitution, says Frank
Stanton, and, finding too serious and heavy an air upon his
associates, jump up, crack his heels together, and do the
old-fashioned cornfield negro shuffle so perfectly that good
humor prevailed for the rest of the week.”

We think at once of Mr. Harris’s unwillingness to make
any claims for the literary value of his work when we read
from Mr. Turner the following:

It is entirely foreign to the nature of a Southern gentle-
man to advertise himself or to drum for subscribers. This
is one reason why so few Southern literary or miscellaneous
journals succeed. But it is absolutely necessary that the
Southern people should have these kinds of journals, and
to some extent these must use the means to success. I have
got my consent to advertise; but to drum, never! I could
not under any circumstances ask men to subscribe for my
paper. It is not genteel to do so.*

Mr. Turner was not a member of any Church, though he
was a Sunday school teacher and certainly a religious man.*
“The Countryman,” he declared (Vol. IL., No. 2), “is what
self-styled ‘orthodoxy’ calls ‘heterodoxy’—stands for liber-

*Qral account by Mr. Julian Harris.

2Qral statement of Frank L. Stanton, of the Atlanta Constituiion.
*The Countryman, Vol. 11, No. 1.

*The Countryman, July 12, 1862,
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al and enlightened religion, as opposed to sectarian creed-
ism.” (September 15, 1863.) Writing of an incident when
Stonewall Jackson, after a sermon, administered the sac-
rament to members of all denominations, he wished that
Jackson had invited everybody instead of Church members
only, adding: “I would have liked myself, even I, who am
no Church member and never expect to be one—I would
have liked to have the privilege granted me of communing
with the Christians,” (October 20, 1862.) But he also
wrote: “The Church as founded by our Saviour is a good
and sufficient society of itself for the amelioration and mos-
al government of mankind. The blood of Christ saves
souls.” (July 12, 1862.) “The Church and Christianity
must and will survive the wreck of bigotry and intolerance.
We know not what to do without the Church and Chris-
tianity,” (April 7, 1863.) Of the Catholic Church he
wrote that he had been trained to oppose it, but had over-
come all prejudice. (September 13, 1864.) On one occa-
sion he served as preacher, publishing his sermon in The
-Countryman, March 13, 1866:

PEACE

TaE OriciN AND END oF CHRISTIANITY—A. SERMON
BY J. A. TURNER

Preached at an examination at Union Academy, Putnam
County, Georgia, July 27, 1865. “Glory to God in the high-
est, and on earth peace, good will to men.” (Luke ii. 14.)

That Harris was indelibly impressed by the religious doc-
trines and eccentricities of Mr. Turner cannot be doubted.
Although he came from a Methodist home and, as we have
seen, was carried regularly to Sunday ‘'school and preaching
as long as he was in Eatonton, yet, like Mr. Turner, he al-
lied himself with no Church until on his deathbed, shortly
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‘before the end, he was received into the Catholic Church,
the Church of his wife? There is abundant evidence, how-
ever, that he was a very devout man. Rev. J. W, Lee,
preaching in Trinity Methodist Church (Atlanta) a memo-
rial sermon after Mr. Harris’s death, said: “He was a
devoted follower of the Lord Jesus Christ. He told me
not long ago that all the agnostics and materialists in crea-
tion could never shake his faith.” Mr. Harris once said:
“The most important conviction of my life was when I
came fully to realize that a personal Providence watched
over me from day to day. With me it is no longer a belief,
but a fact. I have been on the brink of ruin many times,
and God has always rescued me.”

In politics Mr. Turner was prominent. He was elected
to the State Senate on an independent ticket. Of The Coun-
tryman he declared that it was not a party paper, but that
its purpose in politics would be to “oppose radicalism and
favor conservatism.”® So far as Harris was concerned, Mr.
Turner’s attitude toward the war is the matter of chief con-
cern, and we find that his influence must have been such as
to contribute to the peace-breathing atmosphere of our post-
bellum author. It is good to have from him the following
words:

In 1860, upon resuming my seat in the Senate, I found
myself without a party with which to act; and consequently,
so far as the great question of secession was concerned, 1
bore no prominent part. One party was, I thought, in favor
of secession in any event, and the other I comsidered in
favor of unconditional submission. Hence I could decide

*Oral statement of Mrs. Harris.

*Boston Globe, November 3, 1907. James B, Morrow.

3See The Countryman, April 7, 1863, December 22, 1862, and Vol
IL, Nos. 2and 5.
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with neither. I looked upon both parties as infatuated—one
driven by madness upon the trail of blood and the other im-
becile with fear and insane with a blind attachment to a
Union already in spirit gone. I am not a man for war, but
emphatically a peace man. I wrote an article for the Fed-
eral Union urging the appointment of Northern and South-
ern commissioners to arrange for a peaceable dissolution of
the Union. I also wrote a resolution to the same effect,
which was introduced into the Senate by Hon. H. C. Fulton
of Columbia County.

During the war the Turner plantation did not remain
untouched. The Countryman published correspondence
from the battle front. Again and again were recorded, in
the list of slain, names of friends who had marched away
from Putnam; and often upon the editor and his printers
fell the duty of carrying in person the sad news to the be-
reaved families and of ministering as they were able to
those left in need. And the editor suffered in person and
property from the war. Upon charge of publishing disloyal
articles, he was on one occasion somewhat roughly seized
and held for a time under military arrest by General Wilson
in Macon, Georgia. The paper was then placed under such
restrictions that no publication was undertaken between
. June 27, 1865, and January 30, 1866. The following items
appear in The Countryman of December 6, 1864:

Sun., 20th Nov.—Sent nine [mules and negroes] to
the swamp, but stayed at home myself. About one or two
o’clock four or five Yankees came, professing they would
behave as gentlemen. These gentlemen, however, stole my
gold watch and silver spoons. . . . Four more [Yankees],
. « . two Dutchmen. These raided the hat factory.
A mob of savage Yankees and Europeans, surrounding
us with the pistol and the torch, . . . our children fright-
ened and weeping about us.

*Autobiographical sketch.
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It is not surprising that Mr. Turner himself sometimes
took to the swamp. But he saw the humor of it, being able
to refresh his readers with such accounts as the following,
in The Countryman, August 2, 1864 :

THE RAIDERS AT HAND

One o’clock p.M., Tuesday, August 2—After writing the
above [an account of the presence of Yankees in the neigh-~
borhood], it seemed to be made evident that we must be-
come non comeatibus in swampo (whither we retired) or
become ourselves prisoners. The female portion of our
family decided the former was better for us, and we acted
upon this suggestion. To-day Wheeler’s cavalry possessed
attraction enough to draw us from our covert, and so we
have emerged to finish our notes in our sanctum.

In his “Autobiography” he reviews his experiences of
those days thuc:

After the commencement of the war I did all T could to
feed and clothe the soldiers and the soldiers’ families. I
organized a hat factory on my plantation during the war
and never turned off any one, especially a soldier, hatless.
If the applicant said he was unable to purchase a hat, then
1 gave him one. And now I hold an account of several
thousand dollars against the deceased Confederacy for hats
purchased by it for its soldiers. Not only have I lost heavily
in this way, but lost very heavily by Sherman’s invasion.
And yet at the same time I was spending not only my in-
come, but my capital and my time and energies, to serve,
people maddened by the insane cry of speculation and ex-
tortion raised by demagogues . . . denounced me as a
“speculator and extortioner.” I, however, tried to make a
joke of my losses, as my nature requires me to do of almost
everything. I gave a humorous account in my paper of the
Yankee visit to my house; and I published in The Country-
man a humorous letter to General Sherman, touching the
destruction of my property, which was copied into nearly
every paper throughout the land and declared by the Augus-
ta Constitutionalist to be unsurpassed for rollicking humor.
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Eloquent are the changing mottoes adopted by the editor
for his paper as the war progressed to its conclusion. First:
“Brevity is the soul of wit.” After September 22, 1863:
“Independent in Everything, Neutral in Nothing.” After.
June 6, 1865: “Independent in Nothing, Neutral in Every-
thing.” After June 30, 1866: “Devoted to the Editor’s
Opinions.” At the close of the war he was able to make a
clear declaration of peace in The Countryman, June 6, 1865:
“Reunion—Henceforth we desire to know no North, no
South, no East, no West, but one common country.”

Joe Harris, situated as he was at this time, was bound to
see the various aspects of affairs largely through the eyes of
Mr. Turner. The sentiments of The Countryman are re-
flected wherever is given in “On the Plantation” any ac-
count of the war. Apropos of one of the items quoted
above is to be read from this book of Mr. Harris’s the fol-
lowing:

Joe saw a good deal of these foragers; and he found
them all, with one exception, to be good-humored. The
exception was a German, . . . [who] came to the store-
room where the hats were kept, wanted to take off as many
as his horse could carry, and . . . became angry when
Joe protested. He grew so angry, in fact, that he would

~ have fired the building—and was in the act—when an officer
ran in and gave him a tremendous paddling with the flat of
his sword. It was an exhibition as funny as a scene in a
circus.’

In the 'same chapter (page 228) he recalls ludicrously his
predicament when, having wandered one day along the road
to Milledgeville, and having climbed upon a rail fence to
rest, there came by, all unexpectedly, the Twentieth Army
Corps of Federals, commanded by General Slocum. He
writes: .

140 the Plantation,” page 226.
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They splashed through the mud, cracking their jokes and
singing snatches of songs. Joe Maxwell [Harris], sitting on.
the fence, was the subject of many a jest as the good-
humored men marched by:

“Hello, Johnny! Where’s your parasol?”
“Jump down, Johnny, and let me kiss you good-by!”
“Johnny, if you are tired, get up behind and ride!”’

. . -

“Where’s the rest of your regiment, Johnny?”
“If there was.another one of ’em a-setting on the fence
on t'other side, I'd say we was surrounded.”

Here was Sherman’s march through Georgia as seen by
Joel Chandler Harris, a boy on the plantation. There fol-
lowed the passing of the Yankees an incident whose pathos
was so powerful as almost alone to have determined the
spirit of Harris’s later writing about the negro. His account
of it is given its rightful place near the close of his book:

This incident has had many adaptations. It occurred just
as it is given here, and was published afterwards in The
Countryman. In the corner of the fence, not far from the
road, Joe found an old negro woman shivering and moaning.
Near her lay an old negro man, his shoulders covered with
an old ragged shawl.

“Who is that lying there?” asked Joe.

“It my ole man, suh.”

“What is the matter with him?”

“He dead, suh; but, bless God, he died free!”’

It was a pitiful sight and a pitiful ending of the old cou-
ple’s dream of freedom. Harbert and the other negroes
buried the old man, and the old woman was made comfort-
able in one of the empty cabins. She never ceased to bless
“little marster,” as she called Joe, giving him the credit for
all that was done for her. Old as she was, she and her
husband had followed the army for many a weary mile on
the road to freedom. The old man found it in the fence
corner, and a few weeks later the old woman found it in the
humble cabin,
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We need extend our view of Mr. Turner’s politics and
the effects of the war experiences upon him only to note his
attitude toward the freed negro. He promptly announced
to his one hundred slaves that the war had freed them from
any bondage to him and that henceforth they were their
own masters. But he said also to them that they need not
wander homeless away, but that the old doors were open
still, and that they might, if they wished, remain in their
homes with him. No slave of Mr. Turner’s was suffered
to experience that exiledom and want which seemed a likely
Iot for the negroes upon their emancipation. And so Har-
ris, remaining on the plantation until The Countryman
ceased to be published, saw many of the old slaves taken
under the protection and care of their former master, who
also gave employment to others who had fled from less fa-
vorable conditions. One of the last editorials that he set in
type for Mr. Turner, February 13, 1866, might well have
been written by Henry Grady when the lingering clouds of
war were finally disappearing many years later. With all of
Grady’s longing for peace and willingness to do his share,
Mr. Turner wrote:

11 the negro is forced upon us as a citizen, we go for edu-
- cating him, inducing him to accumulate property and to do
other things which make 2 good citizen. In his attempts at
elevating himself he should receive all the aid and encour-
agement in the power of our people to give him*

Thus, while Mr. Turner was a most ardent Southerner
and had his hatred of the Yankees, the prevailing influence
that he exerted upon Harris from 1862 to 1866 was season-
ing the young man’s mind and heart with sympathy for the
negro and a longing for-peace for the nation.

Here we are led from our consideration of the teacher—

*The Countryman, February 13, 1866.
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the faculty, as we have called Mr. Turner in characterizing
Mr. Harris’s four-year educational course at Turnwold—
to a consideration of the campus, as we have called the plan-
tation. We have only to note those things that have a dis-
tinct bearing upon Harris’s later work, and they stand out so
clearly that we can present them briefly.

Everything worth while was made possible through that
relationship of Mr. Turner with his slaves, the character of
which has already been shown. The interracial atmosphere
of the plantation determined the character of Harris’s great
literary work. Had such conditions existed here as Mrs.
Stowe found where she chanced to be for a short time, the
world to-day would not know Uncle Remus. Had Mr., Tur-
ner as a heartless master allowed some overseer, such as
was occasionally found on the plantations, to stir his ne-
groes with fear and anger, there might have grown prejudice
in the mind of young Harris, unfitting him for that calm
representation of normal plantation life in the South which,
along with the writings of Page and others, has well-nigh
corrected the false impression that had previously been so
widely made in other sections of the country. Had lack of
confidence in their master caused to creep into the minds of
the negroes the faintest suspicions, Joe Harris would never
have been favored with the recital of those wonderful folk
tales reserved by the Africans for the children whom they
fancied. When during the war rumors of a general slave
uprising spread terror through scores of plantations, there
was no uneasiness at Turnwold. Mr. Turner knew his
slaves too well and felt too steadily their confidence in him
for any such rumor to disturb him. Masters and overseers
on other plantations, in dread of massacre, might organize a
patrol system and hold the negroes under terror, but no
“patter-rollers” dared trespass upon the peaceful slave quar-
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ters at Turnwold.® Fortunately enough, “Marster” so treat-
ed his negroes that “Little Marster” came into an inherit-
ance of affection that he knew how to appreciate and quickly
learned how to nourish, until every black on the plantation
was bound in his friendship, and his acquaintance was ex-
tended among those on neighboring plantations.®

There were two things in particular that caused Joe Har-
ris to cultivate the friendship of the negroes. It will be re-
called that in Eatonton he was a “shy little recluse.” Such
was his character everywhere else, but the good old slaves
made him forget all his shyness. He felt relieved of all
restraint when in their company. He has told us how pain-
fully sensitive he was from early boyhood; but who can
conceive of an old slave’s injuring any one’s feelings? As
he grew older his occasional visits to his mother in Eatonton
must have developed his consciousness of her loneliness and
his humble fortune, and doubtless he went downcast and
melancholy many times to some old soothing “mammy” who
knew just how to meet the occasion. He could not always
talk out of his heart to the other printers and to Mr. Tur-
ner ; but when hunting with a simple-minded black compan-
ion, he was assured of a sympathetic listener to whatever he
might say, and so could unburden his soul or set his fancy
free. For this reason, then, he sought the companionship of
well-chosen friends among the negroes. Again, there were
the Turner children, boys and girls of eight and ten and
twelve. Children, no less than friendly old slaves, brought
relief and happiness to Joe Harris. Many a glad hour, the
happiest of his life he would undoubtedly have declared,
must he have spent rollicking with these little chums. “I

Compare the Abercrombie plantation in “Aaron in the Wild
Woods,” especially page 213.

2Note the story of Mink in “On the Plantation'” Aaron in “Aaron
in the Wild Woods,” etc.
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was fond of children,” he says, “but not in the usual way,
which means a hug, a kiss, and a word in passing. I get
down to their level—think with them and play with them.”™
Mrs. Harris says he would not tell stories to his children,
because that would lift him above them, but rather would
sometimes roll on the floor with them.* At Turnwold began
this love of children, which was the incentive to much of
his work as an author. These children were much of the
time in the affectionate care of devoted slaves, to whom on
this account Joe was drawn more closely. In Chapter VIIL.
of “On the Plantation” we have Mr. Harris’s own account,
as follows:

Harbert’s house on the Turner place was not far from the
kitchen, and the kitchen itself was only a few feet removed
from the big house—in fact, there was a covered passage-
way between them. From the back steps of the kitchen two
pieces of hewn timber, half buried in the soil, led to Har-
bert’s steps, thus forming, as the negro called it, a wet-
weather path, over which Mr. Turner’s children could run

- when the rest of the yard had been made muddy by the fall
and winter rains. Harbert used to sit at night and amuse
the children with his reminiscences and his stories. The
children might tire of their toys, their ponies, and every-
thing else; but they could always find something to interest
them in Harbert’s house. There were few nights, especially
during the winter, that did not find them seated by the ne-
gro’s white hearthstone. Frequently Joe Maxwell [Harris]
would go there and sit with them, especially when he was
feeling lonely and homesick. '

Thus we understand how Mr. Harris could say in his
introduction to “Nights with Uncle Remus” that he had
been familiar with the tales from his boyhood. The negro
songs, too, became familiar to him at this time. Mr. Turner

*Boston Globe, November 3, 1907. James B. Morrow.
?Qral statement of Mrs. Harris,

3
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tells how his youngest son, Joe Syd, had learned songs from
the negroes. He specifies one, called “Have My Way.* Of
“Uncle Remus,” who, Mr. Harris declared,” was 2 kind of
“human syndicate” of several old negroes he had known,
Mr. Ivy Lee writes:

The original was in many respects “Ole Uncle” George
Terrell, a negro owned before the war by Mr. J. A. Turner.
In the ancient days “Uncle” George Terrell owned an old-
fashioned Dutch oven. On this he made most wonderful
ginger cakes every Saturday. He would sell these cakes
and persimmon beer, also of his own brew, to children of
planters for miles around. He was accustomed to cook his
own supper on this old oven every evening. And it was at
twilight, by the light of the kitchen fire, that he told his
quaint stories to the Turner children and at the same time
to Joel C. Harris. Men now, who were boys then, still re-
late their joy at listening to the story of “The Wonderful
Tar Baby” as they sat in front of that old cabin munching
ginger cakes while “Uncle” George Terrell was cooking
supper on his Dutch oven.*

The negroes, the children, and the animals made the three
angles of the triangle into the magic of which Harris entered
in 1862, to come forth himself the master magician in 1880.
His close and constant contact with domestic and wild ani-
mals was a part of the normal life on the plantation. What
boy from the town would not have found an immediate in-
terest in horses called Butterfly, Tadpole, Bullfrog, and
dogs called Hell Cat, Biscuit, and Devil? These names, in-
deed, are a commentary on the more than mere property
interest of Mr. Turner himself in his domestic animals. A

*The Countryman, April 4, 1865.

*Boston Globe, November 3, 1907. James B. Morrow.

3“Uncle Remus,” Ivy Lee. The facts as quoted are confirmed by
old citizens, who recall also Harris’s early association with “Uncle”
Bob Capers, an Eatonton teamster owned by the Capers family,
-“Aunt” Betsy Cuthbert, and other good old slaves.
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quarter of a century afterwards Mr. Harris sought to repre-
sent the character of Mr. Turner in this respect and at the
same time revealed his own heart by means of an idealized
account of his going from Eatonton to begin his residence
at Turnwold. He wrote that as he and Mr. Turner drove
together along the way “the editor in a fanciful way went
on to talk'about Ben Bolt and Bob Roy as if they were per-
sons instead of horses; but it did not seem fanciful to Joe,
who had a strange sympathy with animals of all kinds, es-
pecially horses and dogs. It pleased him greatly to think
that he had ideas in common with a grown man who knew
how to write for the papers.” Probably one of the first of
the editor’s notes given to Harris to be set in type for The
Countryman (April 29, 1862) was significant:

THE RETURN OF THE BIRDS

For a number of years past we have kept a record of
the return of the birds that migrate south at the approach
of [winter?]. We give here the date of their appearance
this spring, as taken from our notebook. [Eight entries fol-
low, as various birds had been first noticed in April.]

Flocking in the woods about the printing office, the birds,
along with the squirrels that played on the roof, sometimes
afforded the little typesetter his only company. Butterfly
became Joe’s favorite pony. The harriers were at his com-
mand when his work was done in the afternoons. The
young negroes were anxious to “run rabbits” with him
whenever he chose company. In addition to the sport, there
came through The Countryman, January 26, 1863, another
incentive to learn the ways of animals (and to the boy who
was receiving by way of visible return for his work only
his board and clothes this was a certain incentive®) :

On the Plantatiou,” Chapter 1.
*Boston Globe, November 3, 1007. James B. Morrow.
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FUR WANTED.—I will pay 10 cents apiece for every
good rabbit skin delivered at my hat shop; 50 cents for ev-
ery good coonskin; $3.00 for every good otter skin; $5.00
for every beaver skin; and for mink, fox, and muskrat fur
in proportion. The animal must be killed between the 15th
of October and the 15th of March. J. A. TurNER.

January 26, 1863.

A series of articles on foxes, fox hounds, and fox-hunting
was published in The Countryman during 1863 and 1864.
Mr. Turner was always very fond of fox-hunting. Often
parties of friends spent several days as his guests for hunt-
ing festivals. Mr. Harris recalls this custom in a chapter
of “On the Plantation,” entitled “A Georgia Fox Hunt.”
His realistic accounts of fox hunts written soon after he left
Turnwold first indicated his talent in the field of narrative
fiction But while fox-hunting had its excitement, coon- and
possum-hunting had their charm. His favorite black com-
panions for this sport had never worked so hard during the
day that they were not ready to accompany “Little Marster”
at night. Then it was—when the coon was located in his
hollow, or the eyes of the possum shined in the tree top, and
the old negro began to carry on a conversation with the ani-
mal—that Joe Harris captured, along with the possum and
the coon, the spirit of the negroes that moves through their
animal tales, making easy the way for himself to become the
supreme haster of his craft.”

*See Iater account of his life in Forsyth, Georgia; also Part IL
*The old negro’s talking to the coon or possum is still a familiar
source of fun to those who hunt in the South.
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T now remains to discover what direct literary influ-
ences were moving upon Harris during his years on the
Turner plantation. Can we find something of his first

inclination to write, whether from his observation, study, or
imagination, while he was a printer in The Countryman of-
fice? Did he receive at this time any encouragement and
assistance? Did he produce anything worth while during
the four years? Happily, we are able to give to each of
these questions full answer, based upon detailed and specific
evidence. ' . .

In all the sketches of Harris that have so far appeared
much has been made of his contributions to The Country-
man signed “Countryman’s Devil.” As a matter of fact, he
did put some things in The Countryman over that signature,
but they gave little evidence of literary possibilities. Indeed,
they were only a series of puns; and the evidence of any-
thing literary about Harris, so far as they are concerned,
lies perhaps in the fact that his critical judgment would not
allow him to sign his own name. However, it must not be
overlooked that he was here finding new expression for that
same spirit of fun which was manifest in his boyish pranks
already written of. And the successful paragraphist of the
next decade was here in the making. A few examples of
these efforts at wit, selected from the whole, follow:

Why must Governor Brown’s reputation as commander-
in-chief of our forces grow less?

Because for all his military reputation he is obliged to
Wayne—Countryman’s Devil.

‘Why would it be highly criminal to make C hard in the
name of one of the Alabama Confederate senators?

37
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Because Alabama would then be represented in the Senate
by a Yankey.

Why would it be criminal to make C soft in the other
Alabama senator’s name?

Because it would make him Slay, when the Bible says:
“Thou shalt not kill.”

Why are women opposed to the repeal of the Stay law?
Because a great many of them consider stays their chief
support.—Countryman’s Devil.

Harris found amusement in this way chiefly during his
second year (1863) at Turnwold. Other papers that year
took notice of his paragraphs. The Augusta Constitutional-
ist, for instance, carried the following: “Our brother of
The Countryman has been publishing a number of sharp
sayings of late which he uniformly ascribes to ‘our devil.’”
Whereupon the Confederate Union propounds as follows:

Why is the editor of The Countryman like the enemy’s
fleet when they attacked Charleston? .
Because he puts his “devil” foremost.

The first pieée that appeared in The Countryman over his
name follows:
GRUMBLERS

I was reading yesterday in a very remarkable book which
some over-ignorant people aver never existed; but as to
whether it exists or not, I leave for the common sense of
the reader to judge. The copy of the work which I have
before me was procured for me by a friend at a great cost
from the Caliph Haroun Al Rascid. The name of the cu-
rious book is the “Tellmenow Isitsoornot,” written by that
justly celebrated Grand Vizier, Hopandgofetchit. The read-
er will think all this highly nonsensical and, at the same time,
foreign to my subject; but, nevertheless, it is necessary that
I give some account of this book, as there are but two cop-
ies of it in the new world, one of which I own [at] the pres-
ent period. In this book, beginning on the second page of
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Chapter I., will be found a very minute account of the dif-
ferent classes of men. It speaks of grumblers as follows:
“These are the delicate morsels of humanity who cannot be
pleased, who are so fastidious and dissatisfied that all the
world cannot reconcile them to their lot. They grumble at
the providence of God.” (The reader will bear in mind that
I translate verbatim et literatim.) “These men who are
dissatisfied with the state in which God has placed them,”
the work goes on to state, “are mostly idlers and vagabonds,
though they are formed of all classes—the rich, the poor,
the black, the white, and all. These are a distinct race of
the genus homo. Their dialect has a monotonous nasal
twang, sometimes loud and emphatic, at others low and
moaning. Their grammars indicate a frequent use of the
pronoun we and such interrogations as these: ‘What shall
we do? and ‘How are we to live such times as these?’”
They use such interrogations as these to great redundancy.
“The present war” (the war waged by Mahomet?) “has de-
veloped their strikingly deformed character. . . . So this
race now stands at the head of everything that is remarka-
ble or in the least curious.” And to prove how curious and
yet how common they are, let me relate a short anecdote.
“This race,” the book continues, “wete first found in the
Eastern Hemisphere, and the news of their discovery spread
so fast that it reached the barbarians of the Western World
in a few days. But before we were aware that the tidings
had left our own country, one of the American savages had
already landed and was endeavoring to procure a specimen
of these ‘grumblers’ to place in a museum. Burn him” (the
writer evidenty means Barnum) “soon procured a fine spec-
imen; but as soon as he saw him he turned off with: ‘O
pshaw! Plenty of them at home! So you see how common,
as well as-curious, they are.” Here the chapter on grum-
blers ends, and here my quotation ends. It is highly impor-
tant that every one should read “Tellmenow Isitsoornot,” as
it contains many valuable lessons; but as every one cannot
procure a copy of it, I shall content myself by occasionally
presenting a chapter to the readers of The Countryman.
J. C. Harris.?

1The Countryman, December 15, 1862,




40 The Life of Joel Chandler Harris

“Grumblers” was published nine months after Harris’s
arrival at Turnwold, when he had just passed his four-
teenth birthday. In addition to showing his inclination to
write, it shows an early acquaintance with the “Arabian
Nights” and taste for imaginative writing. May we not,
too, foresee the mischievous boy of the playground becom-
ing the humorist of literature?

Along with his puns of the next year he contributed sev-
eral articles that revealed his more sober nature. Two of
the longer ones, and the best, are given here.' As may be
seen elsewhere, there is seen in the first piece evidence of
his reading Bryant, and likely he was writing something of
his own experience:

SABBATH EVENING IN THE COUNTRY

People who live in the crowded cities, as a general thing,
have no idea of the beautiful stiliness of a Sabbath evening
in the country, far away from the bustle and turmoil attend-
ant on city life. In a city one cannot read or worship God
as he would choose. He must needs be interrupted; while -
in the country it is just the reverse. One can go out into
the open fields, or glide into the dark foliage of the screen-
ing forest, and seat himself at the foot of some cloud-
capped vine, and read his Bible or reflect or give utterance
to his thoughts in words—hold converse, as it were, with na-
ture’s God or listen to the lays of the lark as she ascends
heavenward. He can hark to the merry piping of the tree-
frog and various other beautiful sounds without fear of
being disturbed. He can hear the mournful cadence of
the evening zephyr as it whispers its tale of love to the
pine tree tops, tossing to and fro, as it mournfully chants the
requiem of departing day.

It reminds us of the evening of life, when gently we are
swayed to and fro by the hand of time, gently we go down
the billowy tide of life, gently we sink into the tomb, all
nature chanting our requiem.

*For his other contributions to The Countryman, see Part 1L
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Is it not a beautiful thought to easc us down into the
grave, to think that the evening wind sighing among the
pines is mourning the death of man? Is it not a comfort
to those who have no one to love them—the orphan or the
childless widow—to think that God has provided one thing
to mourn our fall, and that it has been provided ever since
the creation of our first parents? Harris.

The other piece, published a few months later, shows
his imagination again at free play and may show, too, a
familiarity with Poe, possibly with Chivers:

LOST

‘Was I dreaming, or was it the shadow of a cloud passing
between my barred window and the moon that flitted before
my vision? Or was it in reality the form of Eloele? Ah!
no; nothing but the phantasm of a grief-stricken and gloomy
mind. ’'Twas long ago when I knew Eloele—long ago!
But I thought I saw her last night as once I saw her in days
long past and gone—saw her pass before me as of yore;
saw her in her gentle beauty, with her loving blue eyes upon
me, with her golden curls floating in the evening breeze, as,
in auld lang syne.

Yes, I know it must have been her; for she beckoned me
on, and I tried to clasp her airy form to keep her with me;
but something whispered, “Lost!” and she was gone.

People come to visit me in my cell and look pityingly on
me. They fasten me down to the floor with a cruel chain
to keep me quiet, they say; but I would hurt no one—O no!
Why do they not tell me of my wife, my Eloele? I would
be quiet, very quiet. I have asked them of her, but they
. say nothing and only shake their heads. : '

Something tells me she is murdered; and when she comes
to me in my slumber she has a cruel gash across her
throat and another on her head. But I never struck her!
I never inflicted those cruel wounds upon her—O no! I
loved her too well for that.

Why do»’t they let her come to me? Because they think

2The Countryman, February 17, 1863.
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me mad? I will not live long; and then, if she is dead, I
will see her again, and she will be no longer a shadow. But
while I live every voice and passing wind will whisper:
“Lost Eloele!” J. C. Hagris.?

Harris had now been contributing to The Countryman
for about a year. He had probably drawn no praise or com-
ment from the various papers for his more serious efforts.
But he had attracted the attention of one whose words
would mean far more to him than any newspaper notoriety.
The editor of The Countryman had observed his young
apprentice with care. In the first place, he was impressed
with Harris’s performance of the duties to which he had
been assigned. Nearly a year had passed, when Christmas
brought the editor’s employees their first holidays, and Mr.
Turner wrote in The Countryman of December 22, 1862:
“The printers in The Countryman office have served the
editor and subscribers of this journal faithfully during the
present year, and Mr. Wilson and Joe and Jim® deserve the
thanks of us all. Certainly, then, they ought to have a
Christmas holiday.” About six months further passed, and
the editor wrote of Harris: “The Confederate Union is dis-
posed to undervalue the services of The Countryman’s devil.
If it only knew what a smart devil The Countryman has, it
would not do so. Just ask your ‘Jim’ about it, Brother Nis-
bet. He knows ‘our devil.”” (The Countryman, May 3,
1863.) On September 8, 1863, he made this acknowledg-
ment through The Countryman: “We have received from
‘T. C. H. a critique to show that ‘“Hindoo’ is not a rhyme
to ‘window.”” He followed this with a half-column discus-
sion. However, had Mr. Turner given no further atten-

1The Countryman, June 30, 1863.
*Tames P. Harrison, a most valuable friend of Harris’s later life
in Forsyth and in Atlanta.
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tion, or attention only of this kind, to the young writer, very
little importance could be attached to his literary influence
upon Harris. He did not stop here. The older writer, full
of experience and skilled by practice, took the younger un-
der private care in a personal effort, by unobtrusive assist-
ance and timely counsel, to develop the talent that had shown
itself.

In order to show that Mr. Turner was qualified to recog-
nize literary talent and to aid in its cultivation, something
further may be added about his own literary work. Both
at the old Pheenix Academy and at Emory College he had
been distinguished for his ability to write. Two years be-
fore the birth of Harris he had first appeared in print
through several articles, signed “Orion,” in the Temperance
Banner, Augusta, Georgia (?). He had for some years been
attempting verse and, under the assumed name of Frank
Kemble, published in 1847, through James M. Cafferty (?),
Augusta, Georgia, a volume entitled “Kemble’s Poems.”
Ten years later “The Discovery of Sir John Franklin and
Other Poems,” by J. A. Turner, came from the press of
S. H. Goetzell & Co., Mobile. He wrote, in addition, a
considerable amount of political verse satire. “On the 17th
day of July, 1859, I completed,” he writes in his “Autobiog-
raphy,” “my poem, ‘The Old Plantation,” and wrote the
preface to it, having been industriously engaged on the poem
for about eighteen months.” It was first published in The
Countryman (1862), and from the press of that paper was
issued in pamphlet form. He left in manuscript three long
poems—“The Maid of Owyhee,” “Jonathan,” and “The
Nigger: A Satire.” In 1848 (the year of Harris’s birth)
Mr. Turner was a contributor to the Southern Literary Mes-
senger and the Southern Literary Gazette. Later (1851-53)
he wrote miscellaneous articles also for DeBow's Review,
Godey’s Lady’s Book, Petersow's Magazine, the Southern
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Record, Federal Uniom, Augusta Constitutionalist, New
- York Day Book, Spirit of the Times, etc. As publisher he
had much experience. It was in 1848, again, when he was
only twenty-two, that he undertook his first magazine, Tur-
ner’s Monthly. It failed after three months’ publication at
Madison, Georgia. In 1853 Benjamin F. Griffin published
for him one number of a second magazine, styled The Tom-
ahawk. In 1854-55, while practicing law in Eatonton, Mr.
Turner published “a weekly miscellaneous journal,” the In-
dependent Press, which, says the “Autobiography,” “ob-
tained considerable circulation and great popularity, owing
to its independent and fearless tone.” In 1860, while living
at Turnwold, he had published by Pudney & Russell, New
York, The Plantation: A Quarterly Review, which the war
cut off after four numbers. Finally, in 1862, came that
wonderful little paper whose “devil” has lent to it immor-
tality. Through its immediate agency Joel Chandler Har-
ris was lifted out of obscurity and drawn into his prepara-
* tion for fame. It must, therefore, receive distinct attention.

The first issue of The Countryman appeared March 4,
1862; the last issue May 8, 1866. Mr. Harris said: “The
type was old and worn; and the hand press, a Washington,
No. 2, had seen considerable service.” But, perhaps to the
greater credit of the printers, not an issue of the paper ap-
peared whose print was not clear and general mechanical
appearance not neat. The first issue was a sheet folded
once, giving four pages, each with four columns eighteen by
three inches. Under the vicissitudes of the time; the size
varied from four to sixteen pages, with a fluctuating sub-
scription price.” The editor had fixed a high ideal for this

1“On the Plantation,” page 21.

*The changes made in the paper during the four years of its pub-
lication were as follows: Volume V., No. 3, four pages and reduced
print, on account of the burning of the Bath Paper Factory. Price
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journal. This is fully set forth in the prospectus of an early
issue (April 15, 1862) and reads:

The Countryman is a little paper published on the edi-
tor’s plantation, nine miles from Eatonton, at one dollar per
annum, invariably in advance. We do not profess to pub-
lish a newspaper, for, under the circumstances that is im-
possible. Qur aim is to mold our journal after Addison’s
little paper, The Spectator, Steele’s little paper, The Tatler,
Johnson’s little papers, The Rambler and The Adventurer,
and Goldsmith’s little paper, The Bee, neither of which, we
believe, was as large as The Countryman. It is our aim to
fill our little paper with essays, poems, sketches, agricultural
articles, and choice miscellany. We do not intend to pub-
lish anything that is dull, didactic, or prosy. We wish to
make a neatly printed, select little paper, a pleasant com-
panion for the leisure hour, and to relieve the minds of our

advanced from $2 to $3 a year. (There had been a previous advance
from $1 to $2 a year.) Vol. V., No. 13, return to full sheets, $3 per
_annum. Vol VI, No. 5 (on or before), $5 per annum. Vol. VI,
No. 12, change of motto from “Brevity Is the Soul of Wit” to “In- _
dependent in Everything, Neutral in Nothing.” Vol. VIL, No. 1,

W. W. Turner, brother of J. A. Turner, is called in as associate

editor. Vol. VII, No. 1, is followed by Vol. IX,, No. 1, Vol. X,, No.

1, Vol. X1, No. 1, and so on to Vol. XVIIL, the volume number

. being changed each week instead of the issue number. The dates

are regular. January 5, 1864, $10 per annum. Pages doubled after

first issue. Vol XIX., No 18 (May 3, 1864), $5 for four months.

Vol. XIX.,, No. 21, drops back to eight pages (lack of paper). Vol

XIX,, No. 30, $5 for three months. Vol. XX,, No. 21, $3 per annum.

Size reduced to four pages. Vol XX., No. 23, Motto, “Independent -
in Nothing, Neutral in Everything.” Just at this time (June, 1865)

Mr. Turner was placed under military arrest and put under such

restrictions in publication that the paper was suspended between
June 27, 1865, and January-30, 1866. Vol. XXL, No. 1 (January 30,

1866), motto, “Devoted to the Editor’s Opinions.” $2 per annum.

Vol XXI., No. 3, $3 per annum. Vol. XXI,, No. 15 (May 8, 1866),
last issue. Vol I, Nos. 12, 13, 14, Vol. 11, Nos. 3, 7, 8 and Vol

XIX., No. 24, are missing from Mr. Harris's file.
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people somewhat from the engrossing topic of war news.
Write the following address in full: J. A. TurNER, Turn-
wold, Putnam County, Georgia.

He had earlier taken his entire first page for a discussion
of little papers, with especial reference to Steele, Addison,
Goldsmith, Johnson, Washington Irving, and James K.
Paulding. He was extremely anxious to make his, too, a lit-
tle paper that would be preserved as permanent literature.
The contents might be matter written immediately for the
paper, or it might be something carefully selected from va-
rious sources. For example, in the eighth issue (April 22,
1862) there appears an article on “De La Rochefoucauld,”
from D’Israeli’s account of Rochefoucauld in “Curiosities
of Literature,” followed by the editor’s statement of his in-
tention to “lay before our readers many of the maxims of
the noble French author,” the truth to be embraced, the
error rejected by the reader’s own judgment. While it was
not possible to keep the contents of the paper literary to the -
full extent of the editor’s desire, each issue carried much
of more than temporary worth. It is exceedingly interest-
ing to know that in what turned out to be the last issue of
The Countryman Mr. Turner began to publish an English
grammar of his own construction. The front page of the
issue of March 18, 1862, was used for the editor’s review
of Dickens’s “Hard Times.” The same issue carried a full
column on Chaucer. Some other of his personal contribu-
tions have already been noted. His interest in a distinctly
Southern literature is seen constantly. The Countryman of
February 14, 1863, publishes a list of about one hundred
Southern poets. April 1, 1862, appeared Henry Timrod’s
“A Cry to Arms,” with this editorial comment: “We copy
the . . . spirited lines from the Charleston Courier. They
have no superiors in English nor in any other language.”
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February 13 and March 13, 1866, Edgar Allan Poe was un-
der discussion, with particular reference to the ill-received
Griswold’s “Life of Poe.” The Countryman prospectus,
September 13, 1864, declares the editor’s desire in this pa-
per to revive Nile’s Register, having as an additional fea-
ture “a department of elegant literature, rejecting the style
of the Yankee literary journals and modeling itself after
the best English miscellaneous weeklies, but, at the same
time, being stamped with an independent Southern tone
original with and peculiar to itself.” At another time (The
Countryman, Vol. II, No. 1) he wrote: “So few Southern
literary or miscellaneous journals succeed. But it is abso-
lutely necessary that the Southern people should have these
kinds of journals.” In the issue of September 29, 1862, we
read : “With the beginning of the third volume of this jour-
nal its form is changed, so as to make it more convenient
for binding.” To this purpose an additional fold was made,
giving the page a size nine by twelve inches. How anxious
was this ambitious man to have his publication preserved!
This was his final effort in behalf of Southern literature.
When this effort had bravely spent itself, and he realized
that he must soon give up publishing The Countryman, he
wrote in its columns of February 13, 1866:

Scarcely any one has been a more industrious writer than
I, and scarcely any one has made greater sacrifices: for
Southern literature than I. I have not only expended large
sums of money in the cause; but while I might have made a
fortune, perhaps, by falling into the Yankee style of litera-
ture, and might have gained notoriety, if not fame, at the
hands of the Yankee critics by pandering to their vicious
tastes, I refused to make money and accept such fame in
order to remain peculiarly and entirely Southern.

Such was the character of The Countryman, and the tre-
mendously stimulative influence that his intimate connection
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with it exerted upon Harris was greater than can be well
understood to-day. The typesetter at the modern linotype
machine does his work mechanically, with often a stupefy-
~ ing effect upon his mind, so far as the matter before him is
concerned. But very different, surely, was the effect upon
the mind of young Harris as he sat, sometimes alone, at his
case in the quiet little plantation printing shop, studying the
learned matter contained in the voluminous editorial manu-
script and reflecting upon the selections from standard lit-
erature marked for him to set in type for the paper. He
took time to think; to chuckle over the paragraphs, compli-
mentary and otherwise, that passed back and forth between
the editor of The Countryman and other editors ; to develop
his critical ability as his eye ran over the contributions prof-
fered by ambitious writers from the country around; to
form his own picture of the war and draw his own conclu-
sions as he followed the weekly letters from correspondents
at the battle front. He knew each week everything that
was in the paper, coming soon to take a proprietary interest
in it and to measure the various exchanges by it as standard.
His affection for the paper appears in a note written with
. pencil on the margin of the last issue, carefully preserved
to the end of his life:

This is the very last number of The Countryman ever 1s-
sued. I mean this is the last paper printed; and it was
printed by my hand May 9, 1866. It was established March
4, 1862, having lived four years, two months, and four days.

J. C. Harris?

From the record of Mr. Turner’s creative work in litera-
ture, it is clear that he was abundantly able to teach a young
writer. And we are not left merely to imagine that he per-
sonally instructed Harris. One of the most valuable results

*Paper in possession of Mrs. Harris.
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of the present research was accomplished when there was
found, in Mr. Turner’s own handwriting, dated when Har-
ris had been with him two years and had yet two years of
apprenticeship, a note that bespeaks the relationship of
teacher and pupil as follows:

For the first time since you sent in this article I have
found time to examine it; and though it has merit, I regret
that I have to reject it, because it is not up to the standard
of The Countryman.

In the first place, you have made a bad selection in the
article you have chosen for a subject. That article is con-
temptible and beneath criticism. Captain Flash did his pa-
per injustice in publishing it.

In the next place, there is want of unity and condensation
in your article. It is headed “Irishmen: Tom Moore,” and
then goes off on a great variety of subjects, and is too dif-
fuse on everything it touches.

In writing hereafter, first select a good, worthy subject;
second, stick to that subject; and, third, say what you have
to say in as few words as possible. Study the “nervous
condensation” which you so much admire in Captain Flash.

All this is for your good. J. A. Tur~NER?

August 21, 1864

‘The first sentence of this note shows that whatever Harris
wrote—for The Countryman, at least—passed under Mr.
Turner’s supervision and at times received his specific criti-
cism. We are fortunate in having this note that accompa-
nied a rejected article. It shows that Mr. Turner was not
the man to accept whatever came from the pen of his proté-
gé. Such an attitude on his part would have been, as he well
knew, poison to the young writer. But how was he to avoid
discouraging forever one whose fearful sensitiveness char-

*This note was found loose among various old papers in one of
Mr, Harris’s scrapbooks in the possession of Mrs, Harris.

4
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acterized him from his earliest days?* This note exhibits
that splendid tact which during the four years must have
wrought unfailing effect upon Harris. First, he places the
burden of the trouble on the subject selected, rather than on
the article itself ; then he tells just where the article is weak
in composition ; then, constructively, he suggests three defi-
nite principles for all writing and joins hands with the young
writer on the principle of “nervous condensation,” which
Harris had already discovered. In a manner of parental
affection he closes with: “All this is for your good.” We
are to understand the spirit of confidence and thankful grat-
itude in which this instruction from the older writer was
received from the fact that until this day the note here
quoted is preserved in a precious old scrapbook of Mr. Har-
ris’s. But had the rejection of the article given offense,
palliation was to follow through a complimentary paragraph
from the editor in The Countryman of the next week Au-
gust 30, 1864:
WHY IS IT?

That gentleman (we forget his name) who is writing
some articles for the Raleigh Mercury on the literature of
the South does not give proper credit when credit is due.

In his notice of Henry Lynden Flash he uses pretty freely
an article of our young correspondent, Joel C. Harris, and
yet never gives that correspondent the credit which is his
due.

The editor in his own composition, too, set an example
for his pupil. Says he: “We read our own proof—reading
and re-reading, revising and re-revising.”” Here was a
writer not under the necessity of abiding by the original

3Mr. Harris, in a personal letter to Mrs, Georgia Starke, once
wrote with deep pathos of the painful sensitiveness with which he
had always been afflicted. See this letter on page 95.

2The Countryman,
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copy. Being proprietor and publisher, as well as editor, he
made every change and revision that judgment, taste, and
fancy might suggest. And Harris, having set up in type the
first copy, carried the proof to the editor’s study, where, as
the latter read, marked, and revised, the pupil could well-
nigh see the master’s mental processes. How with a most
commendable curiosity he must have returned to the quiet
little shop and studied the results of the editor’s latest revi-
sions! Mr. Turner’s brother, the associate editor, also as-
sisted the young man. Among Mr. Harris’s books is an old,
well-worn copy of the twentieth edition of Parker’s “Aids
to English Composition,” marked “William W. Turner to
J. C. Harris.”

A good library was the one thing needed to complete the
equipment for literary training at Turnwold. It wag at
hand, above a thousand well-chosen books, one of the valu-
able private libraries of the time.® Having, in a way, grad-
uated from the smaller libraries of his Eatonton friends,
Harris now found provided for him books of all kinds and
times. And at his side was his eager guardian fully compe-
tent and more than willing to guide his reading.® We have
already seen how the “Arabian Nights” had taken his fancy
from the first. Grimm’s “Fairy Tales,” too, was a compan-
ion favorite. It was no surprise after his death to find in"
the library of his own home that the most worn book was
“Mother Goose’s Rhymes and Fairy Tales.” It was such
matter in books that sank deep into this boy’s mind along
with the tales listened to in the negro cabins. Mr. Wallace
P. Reed, doubtless from conversation with Mr. Harris,
writes that Elizabethan literature became the general field

2“On the Plantation.”
*Most of this library is still kept by the Turner family.
*Mrs, Harris confirms this assertion.
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of his early interest.® During these years, when his mind
was most impressible and memory strongest, he became fa-
miliar with the best authors and developed an abiding taste
for such reading. So was he preparing to be in after years
literary critic for the Atlanta Constitution. And, despite
his lack of formal training in the schools, he was absorbing
those excellencies of style and diction that characterize his
own writing.

“Literature,” October 27, 1838. W. P. Reed.
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HAT Mr. Harris took advantage of his opportunities
and made steady progress under Mr. Turner’s tute-
lage is shown by the increase in number and advance

in quality of his contributions to The Countryman. Like
his teacher, Mr. Harris early attempted poetry; but in later
life he declared his efforts were only doggerel. The influ-
ence of Poe, again, seems to appear in the first two poems
that follow. The third is given to show his experimentation
with the sonnet. The last is quite possibly a tribute to his
mother, whose name was Mary. “Minnie Grey,” too, may
be a tribute to Mr. Turner’s eldest daughter, who died in
February, 1864 Mr. Turner, in his poem, “The Old Plan-
tation,” himself honored his little idol, Anne Watson, by
calling Turnwold “Glen Wattie.””

MOSELLE®
BY JOEL C. HARRIS

I read your name upon this stone,
And, weeping, I deplore

That the Fate that made you proud and rich
Should have made me proud and poor.

- . . - - .

I dreamed to-day that I roamed again
In a bright sun-lighted dell;

*Harris’s contributions to The Countryman were sometimes writ-
ten long before their publication, as is shown by the date occasional-
ly given with his signature.

2“The Old Plantation,” J. A. Turner. (Published in The Coun-
tryman, 1862, and in pamphlet form.)

3The Countryman, February 20, 1866.
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Alas for the dreamer’s waking sigh!
Alas for the dream, Moselle!

I dreamed that you and I were wed,
And the dream seemed all so true;
. And O what a happy thing it was
‘To be beloved by you!

Your raven hair was just as dark,
Your eye had just the gleam,
As when we met in the long ago;

I'm sure that was no dream.

You said you loved me then, I know,
‘While your bosom rose and fell;

Alas for the boy that happy heard!
Alas for the past, Moselle!

Ah!you were rich, and I was poor,
And the poor are born to sigh;

But alas for the rich or poor who weep
When the vows 6f « woman die!

T've often wondered how it is
That hearts are bought and sold;
But surely yours was bought, Moselle,
With the gray-beard miser’s gold.

I was not dreaming when I heard
Your happy marriage bell.

Alas for your husband’s doting pride!
And alas for mine, Moselle!

I celebrate that bitter day
Through all the growing years,
And bow me low in the evening gloom
To keep the day with tears.

In promising once you cheated me,
And in giving you cheated him;
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- And the phantom of love is haunting us both
' With features paie and dim.

You loved me well enough, I know;
But your love for him was sold;

And you wore your husband’s wedding ring
Because the ring was gold.

Your gray-beard lover was deceived in you,
For he thought you loved him well.

Alas for the blinded eyes of love!
And alas for mine, Moselle!

In journeying on with Memory
Among our former years,

A phantom promise hides itself
In a heavy mist of tears.

Those tears were shed by me, Moselle,
‘When we parted long ago;

And you made a promise then that you

Would live for me, you know.

- -

I heard the ghoul-like sexton sound
Your solemn funeral knell,

But it jarred not my heart with so much pain
As did your marriage bell.

They say you died of a broken heart,
. That you called and called for me,
And your husband hobbled from off his chair
And stood where you could see.

But lovers all must part, you know,
© And all must say, “Farewell.”
Alas for the pale lips speaking it!
And alas for mine, Moselle!

TurNwoLD, GEORGIA.
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OUR MINNIE GREY?
BY JOEL C. HARRIS

We cozily sit around the hearth
And chat on a winter day,

But sad sighs check our smiling mirth
As we think of our Minnie Grey.

For she was the pride of our fond hearts;
How we loved her none can tell.

We might wear black for the youthful dead,
But a tear does just as well. .

It seemed to us as if no cloud
Could come with its dismal shade

Where with prattling talk and laughter loud
Our darling Minnie played.

But the cloud did come in the shape of Death,
And we heard his stern voice say:

“Ye are too happy here with her;
I want your Minnie Grey.” .

And so she closed her loving eyes
And folded her hands so white

Meekly across her pure young breast
And slept with Christ that night.

So now we sit around the hearth
And wait for a coming day -
When we may leave this dreary earth
And live with our Minnie Grey.
TurNwoLD, GEORGLA.
NATURE®
BY JOEL C. HARRIS

I see the dark old woods their heads uprear,
Standing embattled against the deep blue sky.
Their fauns—almost see them sporting by,

And hear the dryads whispering softly near.

3The Countryman, March 6, 1866. *The Countryman, March 13, 1866,




Biographical 57

Feronia’s oracles I almost hear

Mingling their deep tones with the zephyr’s sigh.
An echo’s voice in sportive mimic cry

Comes down the hill to rouse the feeding deer.
Up through the woodland to the mountain’s brow,

Down in the valley, o’er the sweeping plains,

Where ne’er hath been the devastating plow—

"Tis here, and here alone, that Nature reigns;

And when we come, our stubborn knee must bow

And bend to her within her woody fanes.

TurNwoLp, GEORGIA, 1864.

MARY*
BY JOEL C. HARRIS

Though other lips shall tell their love
In softer strains than mine,

Though prouder forms deceitful bend
And bow at Cupid’s shrine—

Turn, Mary, from their empty vows
To one whose heart is thine.

Like echoes of the mermaid’s sigh
Or of the ocean’s swell,

Which poets say forever hide
Within the bright sea shell,

Thy image in my inmost heart
Will ever fondly dwell.

Thou art my thoughts each weary day,
* My dreaming all the night,
And still I see thy gentle smile
And hear thy footstep light—
But tears are gathering in my eyes; -
I cannot see to write.

TUrRNWOLD, GEORGIA.

The Countryman, March 13, 1866. -
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From his last year’s prose contributions two are given.
“Christmas” bespeaks his love of "children and anticipates
his Chapter VIIIL., “Something about Sandy Claus,” in “On
the Plantation.” And in this connection it will be remem-
bered how he would never tell tales to his children nor to
any others, because then they would look up to him, he said,
and he could no longer be as he wished always to be—one
of them.” “Macaria” is at once the best evidence found of
his contact with contemporary literature and of his own
best writing for The Countryman. It was his first effort at
critical literary review, which was in the days of his ma-
turity to be a regular feature of his editorial work for the
Atlanta Constitution.

CHRISTMAS®

There is an invisible chain connecting all my ideas of
happiness with Christmas. It is with a kind of religious
awe, a half-subdued feeling of enthusiasm, that I look for-
ward to each successive return of the anniversary of the
birth of our Saviour.

From time immemorial the return of his birth nights has
been celebrated with a succession of holidays and festivals.
In the olden times the yule log was burned amid dancing
and joy, the maidens were crowned with myrtle and holly,
the branch of mistletoe was hung in the middle of the room,
and all gave themselves up to innocent mirth.

With the idea of Christmas comes a vision of the bright-
eyed St. Nicholas—or Santa Claus, as the children call him
—that merry old sprite with his tiny reindeer and toy sleigh.
How he loves the children! What trouble he takes to bring
them good things from his ice-bound home! And the chil-
dren, how they dream of the good things in store for them!

1See Harris’s contributions to the Atlanta Constitution in Part IL
*Oral statement of Mrs. Harris.
3The Countryman, February 20, 1866.
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What a pity that children ever grow up to be men and
women! What a pity that reason tears to pieces the time- -
bonored legend of St. Nicholas! As for me, I have always
held on to my childish belief in the existence of the good
old elf with a tenacity that defied reason. I would not give
up that one belief for all the philosophy in the world. Noth-
ing can shake it. Why, my grandmother used to hang up
her stocking with my own and say that it was the only way
she could call up the faces of her dead children and re-
membrances of her dear friends. And when we rose and
found the good things awaiting us and the marks upon the
back of the chimney, where good old Santa Claus came
down in the dead hours of the night, it was hard to tell
which was the most overjoyed, my grandmother or myself.

It quite awed my childish fancy, I confess, to see the
evidence of St. Nicholas upon the chimney back, and it is
no wonder that this fact quite overcame all my doubts. I
like to see grown-up people relying upon these traditions of
their childhood. It is evidence that at least a portion of
their hearts remains untainted and uncorrupted by the
world. Such an example of childish faith is worth all the
cold reasoning of philosophy. Not only do I still retain my
belief in the legend of St. Nicholas, but I go further. 1
have, in my own mind, personified Santa Claus with Christ
himself; and who will dare to impeach my religion? It is
not difficult, I opine, to imagine the form of our Saviour
descending upon earth at the anniversary of his birth and -
scattering his blessings among little children whom he loves.
It is easy to imagine, I say, the form of our Saviour gliding
about from house to house, the palace and the cottage,
through the dim mists of midnight, giving his little lambs a
token that he was near them, leaning over the couches of
the infants, perchance kissing them and repeating the words
spoken by him one thousand years ago: “Suffer the little
children to come unto me, and forbid them not; for of such

is the kingdom of heaven.”
God bless the little ones who believe in Santa Claus, and

a merry Christmas to them alll J.CH
December 25, 1865. -
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“MACARIA™

Several years ago the author of “Macaria,” Miss Augusta
J. Evans, of Mobile, wrote “Beulah.” Critics were profuse
in their laudations of this work, some of them going so far
as to compare it to “Jane Eyre.” Their admiration of the
book was well grounded. “Beulah” is, indeed, a work of
which any author might justly be proud, surpassing many of
the standard English and American novels. The plot was
connected, the characters well supported, and the whole
story grand and thrilling. It being Miss Evans’s first work,
the critics and the reading public generally very naturally
expected in her next work something better—more mature,
if I be allowed so to speak.

After a long silence the distinguished authoress again
condescends to favor her friends with a work entitled “Ma-
caria; or, The Altar of Sacrifice.”

For the benefit of those who have not perused this work
I wish to dissect several of the more prominent chapters of
“Macaria.” The authoress opens her story with a descrip-
tion of her hero, Russell Aubrey. This character is an
ambitious youth, who has to contend with the odium of his
father’s name, who died upon the gallows, as well as several
minor difficulties and misfortunes. This character is well
supported throughout the narrative, though the reader ¢an-
not help thinking that all the more refined and tender feel-
ings of Aubrey’s nature are swallowed up in his desire to
win in his thirst after fame. His ambition, in many places,
. is made to appear selfish—that is, he desires fame merely as
a vehicle by which to revenge himself upon those who have
calumniated his own and his father’s name. A selfish ambi-
tion never accomplishes any noble end. This being known
to every reader, the character of Russell Aubrey appears
smaller in our estimation than otherwise it would.

The heroine, Irene Huntingdon, is not so well drawn,
though better supported as a character than Aubrey. Some-
times she assimilates to Beulah, and again she is like no one;
sometimes a mere woman with a woman’s heart and feeling,
and sometimes as cold and calm as the

Pallid bust of Pallas—

1The Countryman, January 24, 1865.
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a living contradiction of herself, as well as the contradiction
of the feelings natural to a woman. Having formed the
standard of right peculiar to her peculiarities, of course she
bases many of her actions upon incorrect principles. At one
time she disobeys her father where it was right that she
should obey him. And, again, she obeys him with a tenacity
altogether unnatural to any person, where everything goes
to show that his commands are the result of mere prejudice
and malice, where every principle of nature rebels against
it, and even where instinct and Holy Writ teach her that she
is right and her father wrong. I allude to her father’s ha-
tred of Russell Aubrey and his wishes that Irene and Rus-
sell should never meet, leaving marriage out of the ques-
tion. They do meet, however, at a ball. Irene leaves the
ball to administer to the sick. Russell follows her to the
the domiciles of “poverty, hunger, and dirt” and confesses
love for her. Although Irene adores him, she listens as
coolly as if she were a statue instead of 2 woman and,
when he has done, tells him that she is a friend to him, but
henceforth their paths widely diverge. This is an unnatural,
heartless scene. About this time the “clarion of war”
resounds throughout the South. Russell Aubrey organizes
a company, is chosen captain, and prepares to enter service.
Irene learns the facts and indites Captain Aubrey a note to
the effect that she wishes to see him. He attends her sum-
mons, and Irene coniesses her love for him. If this scene
is not indelicate, it is certainly unwomanly. Though she
confesses her love for Russell, she has no idea of marrying.
him and tells him again that they must occupy very different
spheres in life. '

Mr. Huntingdon, Irene’s father, goes to war and in one
of the first battles gets killed. Irene henceforth devotes
her life to administering to the wants of the sick and
wounded soldiers. Here occurs one of the most beautiful,
heart-touching scenes I ever read. A sick youth who was
wounded in battle is put under Irene’s care. Being delirious,
the boy imagines her to be his mother. Let the reader pe-
ruse the following extract:

“‘I have not said my prayers to-night. Mother, hold my
musket a minute.’
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“He put out his arm as if to consign it to her care and
folded his hands together. :

“ ‘Our Father who art in heaven, hallowed be thy name’—
His voice sank to a whisper, inaudible for some seconds,
then he paused as if confused. . . .

““Jessie knows it all; I don’t.” Then came, indistinctly,
snatches of the infant prayer which had been taught him at
his truckle-bed in the nursery.

“After a short silence he shivered and murmured:

““Corporal of the guard, post No. 9! Mother, it is cold
standing guard to-night, but the relief will soon be round.
Standing guard—mother'—

“His eyes wandered around the dim room, then slowly
closed as he fell into sleep that knows no earthly waking.”

Such scenes as the above find an echo in every bosom—
so natural, so touching! It does honor to the feelings of
Miss Evans'’s heart.

‘While Irene is engaged in attending the wants of the sick
soldiers Russell Aubrey is mortally wounded. As soon as
she hears of his misfortune Irene hastens to him, and he dies
with her arms about him. Why did not Miss Evans cause
Russell to marry Irene on his deathbed? There is some-
thing so solemn and impressive in a deathbed marriage!

The character of Electra Grey is by far the best drawn
“in Miss Evans’s book, though, when compared with “Beu-
1ah,” it-is but a feeble imitation. Why do Miss Evans’s
characters deal so much in the doctrine of the mystics?

That “Macaria” is a great novel I will not pretend to
deny; but that it is not at all comparable with “Beulah”
every candid reader will admit. “Macaria” will never be a
popular novel, for the reason that the mass of readers will
not understand her classical allusions; and but few, I ween,
will define with her the asthetics of politics and religion.
If Miss Evans is not actually pedantic, she is certainly ob-
scure. For instance, how many readers will understand
such language as the following? “Perish the microcosm in
the limitless macrocosm and sink the feeble earthly segre-.
gate in the boundless, rushing, choral aggregation!” And
even when the reader has found the meaning of the “hard
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words,” their connection with what goes before is so in-
distinctly seen he does not know how to apply the sentences.

Miss Evans has been compared to Madame de Staél.
Though she says herself that perhaps once in a thousand
years a Corinne might be found, it is doubtful if she will
ever be found in one day. And I agree with her. If Co-
rinne ever visits us, it will be in her imbecility.

The authoress of “Macaria,” through her characters, ad-
vances some very specious points with regard to our future
independence. She advances the idea that either slavery or
home manufactures should be done away with and is an
advocate of free trade. This would be glorious. Dependent
independence! Miss Evans looks aghast at what she terms
the “gross utilitarianism” of the age. She forgets that even
religion is utilitarian, and that instead of our people being
gross utilitarians they are only in favor of utile cum dulce
(the useful with the agreeable). Everything is liable to
progress, and utilitarianism is only another word for im-
provement. I am not in favor of that improvement which
would subject the “falls of Niagara to turning a mill”; but
I am for the utile cum dulce, and God grant that our people
may never make true that proverb which has been such a°

curse to Italy, “Dolce far niente”!

* Miss Evans’s political disquisitions are just what one
would expect of a woman—weak and diffuse. And if she
does not pointedly suggest an oligarchy, she is certainly in
favor of an aristocracy. I have always thought a woman’s
opinions and suggestions with regard to politics were super-
fluous, that ‘it savored too much of the Puritan strong-
minded females. Let women, instead of giving their opin-
ions in State affairs, personally instill correct principles into
the minds of their sons, whom they may “raise up to the
councils of the nation.” J.C.H.

Mr. Turner found comfort in the progress that he ob-
served in the literary efforts of his apprentice. In the
words last quoted from him, giving an account of his efforts
in behalf of Southern literature, we read the realization of
the fact that his own efforts have reached their limits. He
has done what he could and must leave to others the task at
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which he has labored. Joel Harris was one to whom he
looked as a future writer for the South. It now seems pro-
phetic when he laid one hand on a promising young girl*
and the other on Harris, saying to them: “You will do the
writing for the South that I shall be unable to do.” Flip-
pant and insignificant to some may seem the young man’s
answer to the question that came a little later from the young
lady, but others may read therein the modesty and humor
characteristic of the future author. “What are you going
to write about, Joe,” she asked. “Bumblebees and jay
birds,” he seemed to mumble.

Harris responded with all the fire of youth to the inspiring
call of his teacher. He became exceedingly zealous in the
work of building up a Southern literature. He, too, decried
the dependence of nearly all writers and publishers in the
South and their poor imitation of “Yankee standards.” As
the weeks passed he marked the content and spirit of the
numerous publications that came to The Countryman office.
Book reviews, and occasionally new books themselves, thus
reached him. His review of “Macaria” has been given.
With strong feeling he opens 3 brief review of Griswold’s
“Poe” in these words: “One of the most miserably gotten-
up affairs, perhaps, that ever intruded itself upon the read-
ing public of America was Griswold’s ‘Biography of Edgar
Allan Poe,’ affixed to the works of that lamented genius.”
He concludes: “Upon the whole, it is to be regretted that the
writing of Poe’s biography fell into the hands of Griswold;
and I hope even yet that we may have an edition of the
works of that great genius honorable alike to his memory
and to us, an honest people—J. C. H* Thus it was, with
some acquaintance of his own with the periodicals and books

IMrs. B. W. Hunt (née Louise Prudden), of Eatonton, who tells
this incident.
*The Countryman, February 13, 1866.
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issued from the American press, that he began to write lit-
erary criticisms along with the editor. And the creative
impulse also had moved him, so that he was no longer merely
devil, but also regular contributor to the plantation paper.
Nor was there space sufficient in this paper for him to do all
that he had an ambition to attempt for Southern literature.
His vision was extended, and, with the realization of his
growing powers, he began to offer contributions to other
publications, as seen in the following letters:’

CountryMaN OFFICE,
Turnworp (NEar EaToNTON), GEORGIA,
June 2, 1863.
Editors Commonwealith.

Sirs: I send you an article for the Commonwealth, which,
if you see fit, publish; otherwise burn it up. On no ac-
count let my name be known.

Hoping that you may soon receive 2 thousand reams of
nice paper (which is the best wish that any newspaper can
receive nowadays), I remain,

Your friend, J. C. Harris.

P. S.—I have an original tale for the Commonwealth en-
titled “A: Night's Hunt.” Must I send it? J. C. HARRIS.

EaToNTON, GEORGIA, October 25.

Editor INlustrated Mercury?

1 am anxious for the Mercury to succeed, as I believe itis .
the only publication extant in the South, with the exception
of The Countryman, which does not model itself after the
vile publications of the North—as, for instance, the Farm
and Fireside. 1 am afraid also that our Southern writers
are giving way to the wholesale imitation of Yankee authors,
especially the younger portion of those afflicted with cacoé-
thes scribendi. . . . [He will write articles to help the

3] etters found among papers in the possession of Mrs. Harris.
There is good reason to believe that he sent verses and prose pieces
to several Southern papers whose files are not available.

*Probably published at Raleigh, North Carolina.

5
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Mercury.] I hope you may succeed in all your endeavors
to establish an undefiled Southern literature.
JoeL C. Harris.,

But had Harris never gotten beyond this sectional animosi-
ty, his literary work would have been dwarfed. Had he nev-
er come to feel an inspiration deeper than sectional jealousy,
his work would have been ignoble. Had Mr. Turner gone
no further than to implant sectional bitterness in the writing
of his pupil, we should be very ungrateful to him. How-
ever, the unpleasant and unworthy in his sectional feeling
was, of course, soon to pass away. It took but a short time
for the brilliant young man to find himself. Nor in doing $o
was it necessary for him to turn his back upon his teacher,
who was impetuous, but wise withal. In the first fire of his
youth he had been moved too much merely by the slave-
holder’s hatred for the Yankee in Mr. Turner’s declarations
for Southern literature. But Mr. Turner had, underneath
his bitterness, proclaimed the fundamental principle upon
which this literature must be created. And before Uncle
Remus was able to become a citizen of the literary world,
Mr. Harris had penetrated the thin surface of hatred and
pride veiling Mr. Turner’s thought to grasp this underlying
principle. On December 22, 1862, one week after the young
apprentice had made his first contribution to The Country-
man, Mr. Turner published the following editorial :

I do emphatically wish us to have a Southern literature.
And prominent in our books I wish the negro placed. The
literature of any country should be a true reflex in letters of
the manners, customs, institutions, and local scenery of that
country. Hence when our authors write I don’t believe
- they ought to run off to Greece, Rome, the Crusades, Eng-
land, or France for things for their pens. Let them write
about things at home and around them. We may talk about
Southern literature until doomsday; but so long as every-
thing we write is based upon English and Yankee models,
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so long we shall have no Southern literature. Qur books
and journals should be the outgrowth of the vigorous, manly
Southern mind and habit of thought.

Here, indeed, was outlined distinctly and completely Har-
ris’s great literary work. How often in conversation he
heard these same convictions expressed by the editor we
can only imagine. It is not at all unlikely that when he had
made his home in Forsyth and again in Savannah and final-
ly in Atlanta, following in the steps of Mr. Turner as an
editor, he reviewed again and again the file of The Country-
man that he had carefully and affectionately preserved.
And this earliest editorial on Southern literature must have
remained firm in his memory and active in his thought, for
again and again the same doctrine echoes through his own
editorials in the Atlanta Constitution.* And not the Uncle
Remus matter alone, but also practically everything that he
wrote after his maturity, bespeaks its source. Indeed, his
material was drawn almost wholly from his own observation
of life in and near old Putnam County.* Rockville,® Shady
Dale, and Hillsborough, for instance, appear on the map, so
-named, to-day; and it is easy to identify Halcyondale and
many other places with only their fanciful names to ob-
scure them. Likewise his characters often bear their true
names—“Deomotari” (“On the Plantation”), for example—
while others are thinly veiled. His fiction everywhere is
true interpretation. Of most of his books Harris might
have written as he did of “Plantation Pageants”: “Glancing

*For example, November 30, 1879, “Literature in the South,” and
January 25, 1880, “Provinciality in Literature.” See later quotations,
- and compare March 4. 1830, review of “The Georgians, in Part II.

*See Part II. and quotation from J. T. Manry, page 8.

*This name has lately been usurped by another community near to
the earlier one.
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back over its pages, it seems to be but a patchwork of mem-
ories and fancies, a confused dream of old times.”™

It is the crowning glory of Mr. Turner’s association with
Harris to have implanted in the mind of the young writer
‘the principle of literature that became the implicit guide of
. his genius, leading it in later years to its own splendid ex-
pression.

1«Plantation Pageants,” the closing paragraph.
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NFLUENCES that bore upon Harris at Eatonton and
at Turnwold have been clearly discovered. In Eaton-
ton his love of nature had manifested itself; and, de-

spite the humble circumstances under which he was born,
his intellectual life had been awakened before he had
reached his teens. On the plantation he learned negroes,
animals, and children, especially in their association. By
precept and example Mr. Turner taught him to write,
through his library taught him to read with profit, and by
throwing open to him the columns of The Countryman
stimulated his efforts at original composition. Mr. Turner
had gone so far as to point out to him the literary way that
he should take, But it was Harris’s own genius that deter-
mined what should be the significance of his journey. Mr.
Turner wrote nothing of importance for publication after
the downfall of the Confederacy, which drew from him a
sad farewell to his readers in the last issue of The Country-
man,' and two years later (1868) he died broken-hearted
in poverty. Harris had left Turnwold to enter upon a dec-
ade of hard work and quiet study, after which—accidental-
ly, he says,” but naturally and distinctively—he took his -
place among men of letters. )

The Countryman ceased after the issue of May 8, 1866.
Joe Harris was eighteen years old, and his apprenticeship as

#The Editor’s Adien,” May 8, 1866. Contributions to Scott’s
Monthly later.
2Lippincott’s Monthly Magazine, April, 1866 (Vol. XXXVTIL, pages
417-420), “An Accidental Author.” Joel Chandler Harris. (Literary
autobiography.)
(69)
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typesetter was completed. He must now break more en-
tirely away from home and among strangers try his ability.
Two years earlier he had been anticipating removal from
Turnwold. His friend Williams had at that time replied to
a letter from him as follows:

Corumsyus, GEORGIA, February 25, 1864.

Yours dated February 14th. . . . You say you want
work down here. I should be delighted if you would come,
as I am bored to death with the society with which I am
compelled to associate. The boys are clever (in the Ameri-
can sense of the word) enough, but, with a few exceptions,
stupid woodenheads. . . . [No opening just then.] You
can get a “sit” in Macon, no doubt; but you will have to
work, work all the time, day and night, and you will soon
get tired of it. . . . I remain

Truly your friend, F.w!

Whatever may have been the circumstances, it was to
Macon that Harris went when the occasion for a change of
his residence now came. He was employed as typesetter for
the Macon Telegraph for three or four months. His card
of membership in the printers’ union is preserved and reads:

Macox TyprocrapHICAL UNION, No. 64,
Macoxn, GEORGIA, August 7, 1866.

Mzr. J. C. Harris has paid dues and fines to date and is
entitled to work in any fair office until November 1, 1866,
when this permit must be renewed.

($2.50.) James H. SMITH, Rec. Sec.

Nothing is known of any literary work on his part during
these months, But Macon was the home of Sidney Lanier,
and it is quite certain that Harris made use of his opportu-
nity to learn at first hand something of this rising figure
among Southern literary men. In a letter of April, 1868, he
wrote:

*W. F. Williams. Letter in Mr. Harris's scrapbook.
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Sidney and Clifford Lanier are brothers, born and raised
in Macon, Georgia. . . . [Sidney] is the most accom-
~ plished flute player in America. There is something weird
and mysterious, ravishing and entrancing in his manner of
playing. It is absolutely impossible for me to describe it to
you. One of his descriptions of flute-playing in “Tiger
Lilies” comes near telling it, but you should hear him to
appreciaxte. He is a good, modest young man, charming in
manner.

That Harris was reading and alert as to literary affairs is
shown by the presence to-day among his books of the fourth
number of the first volume of the Crescent Monthly (Octo-
ber, 1866), marked : “J. C. Harris, Telegraph Office, Macon,
Ga.” Within a month or two he had secured a position as
secretary to Mr. Evelyn, editor of the magazine just men-
tioned. The Crescent Monthly was published by William
Evelyn & Co., New Orleans (William B. Smith & Co.,
Raleigh, North Carolina) as a “magazine of literature,
science, art, and society, . . . gotten up in the style of
the London Society Magazine.” The editor was an Eng-
lishman, an eccentric character, whom Harris did not learn
to love. But as his secretary the young man came to have
more than the ordinary reader’s interest in the contributors,
who were prominent literary figures—L. Q. C. Lamar, Paul
Hamilton Hayne, Henry Timrod, John Esten Cooke, Augus-
ta Evans. He was, indeed, now occupying something of an
official position in a literary world. It was here that he
came into pleasant association with H. L. Flash, whose
“nervous .condensation” in style he had earlier learned to
admire.® His own writing, too, was continued, verses being
published often anonymously in the New Orleans papers.’
The credit for some of his best work, patiently done, was

Charles A. Pilsbury, in (Southem) Home Journal.
*See page 50.
3Charles A. Pilsbury, as above,
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stolen from him by another man, according to Sam Small.’
For the first day of the new year 1867 he had prepared the
following stanzas, which appeared in the New Orleans Sun-
day Times: '
THE OLD AND THE NEW?
I

Clasp hands with those who are going,
Kiss the lips that are raised to be kissed,

For the life of the Old Year is flowing
And melting away in the mist.

i
A shadow lies black on the water,
A silence hangs over the hill,
And the echo comes fainter and shorter
From the river that runs by the mill.

I
Greet the New Year with music and laughter,
Let the Old shrink away with a tear!
But we shall remember hereafter
The many who die with the year.

o'
Aye! we shall regret and remember
Mary and Maud and Irene,
Though the swift-falling snow of December
Lies over them now as a screen;

v

And the alternate sunshine and shadow
Sweep over their graves with a thrill—
Irene lies asleep in the meadow
" And Mary and Maud on the hill.

i

Clasp hands with those who are going,
Kiss the lips that are raised to be kissed,

*Atlanta Constitution, April 2p, 1879.
®New Orleans Sunday Times, January 1, 1867,
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For the life of the Old Year is flowing
And melting away in the mist.

These lines were revised and extended into ten stanzas for
the Savannah Morning News January 1, 1874, and pub-
lished again in the Atlanta Constitution January 1, 1878.
He first wrote for The Countryman on this theme, “Mid-
night, December 31, 1865.”

Another poem was published in the Times shortly after
the above:

THE SE4 WIND

O sweet south wind! O soft south wind!
O wind from off the sea!

‘When you blow to the inland ports of home,
Kiss my love for me.

And when you have kissed her, sweet south wind,
Tell her I never forget;

For the pale white mists of parting tears
Are floating round me yet.

Tell her I sit all day and dream
Of the joys that time may bring,
- Till the old love poems afloat in my heart
Meet together and sing.

And the tune, O wind, that they sing and ring
(With a burst of passionate rhyme)

Is “The Lover’s Prayer,” a sweet, sad air,
A song of the olden time.

Touch her lips lightly, sweet south wind,
As I should were I there,

And dry up the tears in her violet eyes
And play with her purple hair.

1See i)age 107.  ?See Part IL
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O soft south wind! O sweet south wind!
O wind from off the sea!

When you blow to the inland ports of home,
Kiss my love for me.

And the following verses, written about the same time,
should be compared with “Katie,” by Timrod (d. 1867) :

AGNES*

1
She has a tender, winning way
And walks the earth with gentle grace,
And roses with the lily play
Amid the beauties of her face.

-II
Whene’er she tunes her voice to sing,
The song birds list with anxious looks;
For it combines the notes of spring
With all the music of the brooks.

I
Her merry laughter, soft and low,
Is as the chimes of silver bells,
That, like sweet anthems, float and flow
Through woodland groves and bosky dells.

v
And when the violets see her eyes,
They flush and glow with love and shame;
. They meekly droop with sad surprise,
As though unworthy of the name.

v
But still they bloom where’er she throws
Her dainty glance and smiles so sweet,
And €’en amid stern winter’s snows
The daisies spring beneath her feet.’

*Reproduced, along with the two preceding poems, by Davidson
in his “Living Writers of the South” and probably published ﬁrst in
a New Orleans paper, 1867.

*Timrod: “And daisies spring about her feet”
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VI
She wears a crown of punty,

Full set with woman’s brightest gem,
A wreath of maiden modesty,

And virtue is the diadem.

viI
And when the pansies bloom again
And spring and summer intertwine,
Great joys will fall on me like rain,
For she will be forever mine!

For six months or more Harris’s intellectual growth was
broadened and deepened and his talent cultivated through his
literary associations in New Orleans. Falling sick in May,
1867, he left for his home in Eatonton. Soon afterwards
Mr. Evelyn gave up his publication and returned to England.

On his way back to Georgia——perhaps in Macon, Georgia
—Mr. Harris met with Mr. J. P. Harrison, who had been
for a while his genial associate in the old Countryman office. -
Mzr. Harrison had married and become editor of a weekly
newspaper at Forsyth, Georgia. He was now happy to se-
cure a promise from the sometime Couniryman’s devil to
become the Monroe Advertiser’s devil. And during the
next three years our author’s talents were developed under
uplifting influences in the town of Forsyth, within fifty
miles of his birthplace. .

He was now a youth of nineteen. Not stoutly grown, red-
haired, freckle-faced, and of stammering speech, he was, as
ever, shy and reserved with strangers. But to his little circle
of town chums, among whom he was called “Red Top,” he
contributed fun and sense that drew them to him." And his

3Says Mr. H. H. Cabaniss, now of Atlanta: “I was an associate of
his in Forsyth. We passed many evenings together, In his inter-
course with other boys he was bright and witty, just as later in news-
paper work. It was in him, and he just couldn’t help it.” (Letter of .
November 17, 1915.)
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splendid mind, knowledge, and literary predilections com-
pelled the recognition of the most cultured people. Yet
then, as always, he was extremely modest and would appear
quite uncouth when any one sought directly a show of his
genius. Ilustrative of this element in his nature, there is
still told by certain elderly people in Forsyth the following
story: A sister of Mr. Harrison, Nora, was one afternoon
walking with Mr. Harris. The heavens were hanging in
wonderful beauty against the setting sun. Miss Harrison-
directed the young man’s attention to the view and urged
an expression of his appreciation. “Why,” said the elusive
one, “I am reminded of a dish of scrambled eggs.” The use
of such earthy language was often in later years his modest
method of protecting his honest soul from the approaches
of insincerity, which he seemed to detect in every departure
from simple, natural, spontaneous expression. Any refer-
ence to his literary merits was invariably met with a quick
reply at once deprecatory and decisive. Throughout his life
" he was particularly sensitive to sham and false pretense
abroad in the land, which restrained him from self-asser-
tion.

Of course to be merely a printer was for Harris impossi-
ble. Already, as we have seen, his writing, both in prose
and verse, had reached considerable volume. He began at
once to contribute to the Advertiser. First there broke forth
from his active and mischievous brain bright thoughts, witty
“personal notes,” and sarcastic “news items,” each expressed
in a few succinct lines full of fun. These clever little para-
graphs were in direct line of descent from the conundrums,
puns, and smart sayings of The Couniryman’s devil. Mr.
H. H. Cabaniss, a pioneer newspaper man in Georgia, who
lived during those years in Forsyth and succeeded Mr. Har-
rison as editor of the Advertiser, says:
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It was while setting type at the case that Harris would
run in some of the bright things dancing in his brain; and,
in my opinion, he thus originated the newspaper paragraph
of wit. It was his custom to have them appear in a column
to themselves, usually in the first column of the editorial
page. The proprietor of the paper encouraged him in this
work, and it soon became a feature of the paper. Fitch was
then editor of the Griffin Star and was quite a character in
Georgia journalism and politics. I recall how Harris would
give him a thrust once in a while,

It was on the 12th of July, 1868, that Mr. Harris himself
wrote in a letter how he thought he was “cut out for a
paragraphing journalist.”™ Long before he became person-
ally known to the newspaper men at the State press con-
ventions his pungent lines drew comment and praise from
all sides. While he was still with the Advertiser there was
hardly a paper in the State that did not repeatedly turn

~some pleasantry upon “Red Top” or “Sorrel Top” Harris.”
In the summer of 1868 the Atlanta Constitution was pro-
- jected, and there was an understanding that Harris should -
have a place on the staff.’ However, he did not at that
time leave the Advertiser.

But Mr. Harris had an ambition to be more than a news-
paper editor. Force of circumstances alone was to bind him
to the hack work of journalism until his talent and genius
should lift into literature his mere newspaper matter. He
was a serious student of literature. Magazines and béoks
were placed on his table by Mr. Harrison,* in whose home

iCharles A. Pilsbury, in (Southern) Home Journal.

*One of Mr. Harris’s scrapbooks has many clippings of these
newspaper references to him. Unfortunately, the name of the paper
and date of publication are often lacking. The service of the clip-
ping burean was not had until later.

3See quotation from J. T. Manry, page 87.

“Mrs. G. A. Starke, sister of Mr. Harrison, in a letter of March

19, 1915,
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be lived, and he had access to the little town library. There
is preserved in his youthful scrapbook a loose sheet of paper
upon which, while at Forsyth or probably earlier, he indi-
cated his conception of a novel of “domestic life rather than
of adventure”—so his note reads. Under “Chapter 1.” there
appears the melancholy quotation:

An orphan’s curse would drag to hell
A spirit from on high.

In personal letters quoted by Mr. Charles A. Pilsbury
appear Mr. Harris’s literary visions. During 1867 he
“nursed a novel in his brain.” On December 27, 1867, he
writes to a friend from Forsyth: “I shall probably turn my
attention wholly to prose, as it pays better. Shall try a
tale after the new school of English fiction.” In February,
1868, he expresses his purpose to follow literature as a pro-
fession. He has chosen prose and will trust his impulses to
direct him. Four months later, still subordinating his ef-
forts in poetry to his prose work, he proposes to cultivate
the tale, the essay, and the review, and he is contemplating
a novel. In this letter of June and in another of October
of the same year, 1868, his ambition is suggesting a literary
career in a great city, such as New York. Yet he would
“give up ruralizing with regret.”

So far as the records can be found, Mr. Harris’s most
considerable accomplishment in prose during his residence
in Forsyth (1867-70) was perhaps a series of contributions
to the Advertiser in the nature of short stories of fox-hunt-
ing and discussions of the different kinds of fox hounds.
This matter was not written out with pen, but, as he sat at
the printer’s case, was set in type. Mrs. Mary Cabaniss, of

*Nothing further is to be gotten from this scrap of paper.
*Charles A. Pilsbury, in (Southern) Home Journal.
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Forsyth, says that “early after he came into the office as
printer’s devil he showed his ability in short-story writing,
producing graphic descriptions of fox hunts, etc., drawn
wholly from imagination, but so real that it seemed as if he
had indeed been in the chase.”* We now know, of course,
how he had played the part of the fox in training Mr. Har-
vey Dennis’s hounds in Eatonton, and that he had often
been in the chase on the Putnam County plantations; and it
will be recalled that The Countryman, in 1863-64, carried a
series of contributed articles from some connoisseur of fox
hounds. Mr. Harris again wrote of the fox hunt when he
began publishing short stories in the Atlanta Constitution.®

However much or little verse he may have himself writ-
ten at this time, his interest in poetry was keen, and his
knowledge of contemporary Southern poets was intimate.
Mr. Pilsbury records some expressions from him. When a
friend praised a poem of his as superior to any written by
Flash or Timrod, Mr. Harris protested:

Flash may not please every one; but there is not that man
living who, possessing any literary taste, can read some of
Timrod’s happier efforts and not give him the palm for be-
ing the first poet of the South. Poor Timrod! He is dead
now, but his name will live while there is true taste extant. -
As a man of the world he was nothing; as a poet he was
everything. He was a poet by nature and culture, one of
the few who sing for their own edification and not for
fame; Philomela in the desert; and I might pursue the fig-
ure further.and speak of the heart against the thorn, for
poor Timrod had troubles. But these only made him sing
the louder.

*Mrs. Mary Cabaniss, in written response to inquiry. The Adver-
tiser files have been lost.

?In the Atlanta Constitution, December 16, 1877, appeared “A
Georgia Fox Hunt,” which was rewritten for publication in “On the
Plantation.” See Part IL
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Again, while at Forsyth, Georgia, April, 1868, he wrote of
the Laniers:

Sidney and Clifford Lanier are brothers, born and raised
in Macon, Georgia. Clifford is very young, but promises
good things. Sidney is the cleverest, as you say—in fact,
he is a2 man of genius. His novel, “Tiger Lilies,” is original
and good. His poems, published from time to time in the
“Round Table,” are poems—quaint, unique, and character-
1stic.

When Mr. J. W. Davidson was preparing his “Living
Writers of the South,”™ he sought the judgment of the
twenty-year-old printer as to the authorship of the famous
national poem, “All Quiet along the Potomac.” Mr. Har-
ris had been for some time investigating the matter, and
there is record of his correspondence upon the subject in
March, 1868, with Dr. A. H. Guernsey, editor of Harper’s
Magazine. As a commentary on his literary interest at this
time, his reply to Mr. Davidson, dated June 8, 1868, is given
as it was published :

After a careful and impartial investigation of all the
facts in my reach, I have come to the conclusion that Mrs.
Beers, and not Mr. Fontaine, wrote the poem in question.

In your sketch of Lamar Fontaine, published in January,
1866, I distinctly remember that you do not, except upon
the strength of his own testimony, claim the poem for him;
but with evident design you avoid saying that he wrote it.
My reasons for believing that Mr. Fontaine is not the author
of “All Quiet” are several : _

1. The poem appeared in Harper’'s Weekly for November
30, 1861, as “The Picket Guard,” over the initials of Mrs.
Ethel Beers, of New York.

2. It did not make its appearance in any Southern paper
until about April or May, 1862. '

3Living Writers of the South,” J. W. Davidson. Carleton, New
York, 1869. Mr. Harris prepared the index for this book. See page
8.
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3. It was published as having been found in the pocket of
a dead soldier on the battle field. It is more than probable
that the dead soldier was a Federal and that the poem had
been clipped from Harper’s.

4. I have compared the poem in Harper’s with the same
as it first appeared in the Southern papers and find the punc-
tuation to be precisely the same.

5. Mr. Fontaine, so far as I have seen, has given else-
where no evidence of the powers displayed in that poem.
I, however, remember noticing in the Charleston Courier,
in 1863 or 1864, 2 “Parodie” (as Mr. L. F. had it) on Mrs.
Norton’s “Bingen on the Rhine,” which was positively the
poorest affair I ever saw. Mr. Fontaine had just come out
of a Federal prison; and some irresponsible editor, in speak-
ing of this “Parodie,” remarked that the poet’s Pegasus had
probably worn his wings out against the walls of his North-
ern dungeon. . . ,

_You probably know me well enough to acquit me, in this
instance at least, of the charge of prejudice. I am jealous
of Southern literature; and if I have any partiality in the
matter at all, it is in favor of Maj. Lamar Fontaine. I
should like to claim this poem for that gentleman. I should
be glad to claim it as a specimen of Southern literature.
But the facts in the case do not warrant it.*

It was in this volume of Mr. Davidson’s (New York,
1869) that the first sketch of our author was published, -
when he was just of age. We discover in it grievous er-
rors, such as occurs in the startling assertion that Mr. Har-
tis was practicing law. But, although the sketch is not
wholly trustworthy, the fact of importance is that there was
at that time any sketch at all published; while, if no more,
we can draw very substantial inference from Mr. David-
son’s high ranking of “Chandler Harris” among the young

In later years, according to Prof. C. Alphonso Smith, Mr. Harris
came to believe that Thaddeus Oliver, of Buena Vista, Georgia, was
the author of this poem. See “Library of Southern Literature”; also
Atlanta Constitution, May 19, 18%0.

6
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writers that were surely to become “men of mark in let-
ters” and from his statement that Mr. Harris was preparing
a work to be entitled “Gems of Southern Poetry,” illustra-
tive poems from the best Southern poets and biographical
sketches."

Mr. Davidson speaks of Mr. Harris chiefly as a poet,
comparing two of his New Orleans poems with Flash’s and
Timrod’s.* It was about a year later that Mr. Harris pro-
duced two little poems that have the genuine ring. We are
not surprised that a little child was the source of his inspi-
ration, as we learn from the following letter to a sister of
Mr. Harrison:

ForsyTH, GEORGIA, 20 June, 1870.

Dear Mrs. Starke: . . . 1 have been trying to write a
few verses for Nora Belle; and I thought I would finish .
them, print them, and write at the same time. I find, how-
ever, it is quite useless to wait any longer. I have written
twenty different trifles for my little sweetheart; but none of
them come up to my standard of merit or do justice to the
subject, and I have destroyed them all in despair. The inspi-
ration—or whatever you may please to call it—doesn’t come
to me as usual, and I find myself in that most perplexing of
positions—namely, the desire to write without the ability.
Don’t laugh at me, please. My judgment has outgrown my
power to perform, and I dare say that I shall never be as
well pleased with anything I may hereafter write as I was
with the first doggerel I ever wrote. . . .

Very truly your friend, JoeL CeANDLER Harris.®

Happily, the poet made a twenty-first trial, producing a
beautiful tribute to little Nora Belle Starke.* 1In a letter
from Savannah, dated June 4, 1872, to Mrs. Starke, Mr.

*No such work was published by Harris.

*See these poems on pages 72-74, above,

*Letter in possession of Mrs. G. A. Starke, Atlanta, Georgia.

‘Miss Starke is now a member of the faculty of Washington Semi-
nary, Atlanta.
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Harris tells of how the verses had been copied from one end
of the South to the other and how the Western papers were
then taking them up. Paul Hamilton Hayne, he says, con-
sidered them “very fine.”* As first published in the Monroe
Advertiser, the lines are here reproduced through the cour-
tesy of Mrs. Starke:

NORA BELLE

To the mother of little Nora Belle, the purity of whose everyday
life is a grander poem than man has ever yet written, I dedicate the
following unpretending lines.

Of all the little fairies
That ever love caressed,
I know our little darling
Is the brightest and the best.
O the neatest and the sweetest!
No tongue can ever tell
How much of love we lavish
On little Norza Belle.

She cannot reach the roses
That grow about her way,
But in her face are flowers
More beautiful than they;
And the sunlight falling round her
Glows with a magic spell,
Shedding a golden glory
On little Nora Belle.

_.She is winsome, she is winning,
She is blithe, and she is gay,
And she asks the wisest questions

In the most old-fashioned way;
And the lilies in the valley

And the daisies in the dell
Are not so pure and tender

As little Nora Belle. .

*See letter to Mrs. Starke, quoted later, page 98.
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For years ago our Saviour
" Blessed children with a touch,

Ang still his words are ringing:
“My kingdom is of such.”

Flushed with his holy meaning,
They stand outside of sin;

And with his hand to guide them,
They may not enter in.

O rare sunshine and shadow,
That chase each other so,
That fall and flit and flicker
And restless come and go!
O winds from o’er the ocean,
Q breezes from the dell,
Bring nought but health and pleasure
To little Nora Belle.

JoeL CuANDLER HaARRIS.

This is probably the best of all his poetic efforts. “A
. Christmas Regret” also was written about this time, marked
by appropriate structure, rhythm, and diction:

A CHRISTMAS REGRET* ~
TO NORA BELLE

You were not here that day

When the Christmas songs were sung,
And you were ever so far away

‘When New Year’s bells were rung.

The music and the dancing were fine,
And the children were full of glee,
When they stood drawn up in line
- Around the Christmas tree.

Ah! the music and the dancing were fine;
But something was lacking there—

I missed the light and the shine
Of a little girl’s golden hair.

*Copy supplied by Mrs. Starke.
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Every heart was full of glee,

But my words and smiles were few;
No joy was there for me—

My thoughts were all for you.

I’d have given all the music so fine,
Every song that was sung, every jest,

For your soft little cheek against mine,
For your dear little head on my breast.

JoeL CEANDLER HaRRIs.

A very full account of Mr. Harris in Forsyth, based upon
personal recollections, has been secured from J. T. Manry,
now living in Louisiana, who was not only a fellow printer
in the Advertiser office, but was also Mr. Harris’s room-
mate in the home of the editor. Mr. Manry writes:

On the third day of March, 1868, I entered the Advertiser

office as an apprentice, walking from my father’s home, sev-
en miles west. I was met at the office door by Mr. J. P.
Harrison, then, and for some years, editor and proprietor of
the paper. He soon introduced me to Mr. Harris, who was
working, setting long-primer type, on a double rack, or case.
I was carried immediately to his right, where I was shown
the first case of type I had ever seen. I could not help ob-
serving Mr. Harris closely, and now his picture stands out
-perfectly before me. He had the reddest hair I had ever
seen, I thought, and had less to say than any one with whom
I have ever been thrown in contact. He stammered badly
in his speech, and it was apparently an effort for him to
meet a stranger.

I remained three years in the office, being with Mr. Harris
constantly both night and day, as we occupied the same
small room at Mr. J. P. Harrison’s. And I would like to
say right here that I never knew of one act of injustice com-
mitted by Mr. Harris during that time. He was always kind
and considerate of the feelings of others and doubly so to
me. . When he was offered the position on the Savannah
News, he had to make a hurried departure; and he asked
me to pack his trunk and express it to him, as his clothes
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were then out being washed. I recall the nice letter I
afterwards received from him, in which he spoke of Colonel
Thompson as “gentle as a morning zephyr.”

On entering the Advertiser office I had read but one novel.
The question about my reading came up between Mr. Harri-
son and Mr. Harris. I requested Mr. Harris to select such
books as I should read and subscribed to a circulating libra-
ry kept at Dr. Jayne’s drug store. I have Mr. Harris to
thank for what knowledge of books I got for the three years
I was with him. He wrote me from Savannah to let him
know of any books that I wished; and, at my request, he
sent me Josh Billings’s “Family Tree.”

When I had been in the office for a few weeks, Mr. Har-
1is began to get out a column of news run solid (not lead-
ed), that it was my duty to put in type. He began to pub-
lish, too, short witticisms and personal notes, which at once
attracted notice. He could say more in a few lines than
almost any other writer. He never wrote out these items,
but set them in type at once. The fox-hunting articles,
signed “Towaliga,” were composed the same way. I re-
member that I had to correct from reading the type all of
his matter. His fox-hunting stories brought out the virtues
of the different breeds of fox hounds—the Birdsong and
others. I remember his telling me his reason for the publi-
cation of this series of articles. He said he believed that the
Monroe County people would take more interest in the pa-
per. And they did. .

It was then the custom for every county newspaper to
have a lengthy editorial ; but when the readers found infor-
mation, and a hearty laugh as well, in Harris’s short, witty,
occasionally sarcastic lines, the Advertiser was eagerly read
and in demand. I remember one of his witticisms about the
Kimball House, erected in Atlanta near 1870 by H. I. Kim-
ball and R. B. Bullock. It was then probably the highest
building in the State. Mr. Harris referred to it as the “Hi
Kimball.” The papers of the State took up the play, until
the hotel received immense free advertising. I have been
told that Mr. Kimball introduced himself to Mr. Harris and
told him that boarding at the Kimball would cost him noth-
ing, that his bills should be referred to H. I. Kimball. I
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have also been told that in the hotel office is an engraving,
“Hi Kimball House.” The presswork for the Monroe 4d-
vertiser was done entirely by Mr. Harris. I have yet to
find his superior as a pressman. The Advertiser took a
fifty-dollar prize at the Georgia State Fair as the best-
printed county weekly.® The press was an old-time Wash-
ington hand press, and I frequently rolled the forms. There
were about five hundred subscribers. I can recall various
witticisms of Mr. Harris as the different post offices were
called. When Culloden, for instance, was called, he would
say: “The field of Culloden rises red in my sight.”

The first literary work that he did, to my knowledge, was
in preparing the index for “Living Writers of the South.”
I cannot just now recall the author [See page 80] of the
book, though I gave a copy of it to his son Julian some two
years ago. I presume you have read his “Aunt Minerva
Ann.” 1 can name nearly every one of the characters, as
they were taken in Forsyth, where the scene is laid. There
is a correct portrayal of the old Advertiser office as I knew
it. The rose hedge is on the Indian Springs road, about one

-mile from Forsyth. The lane was covered with the Chero-
kee rose for a long distance. This is where the Gosset boys
had the fight. I have the margins of the book scribbled all
over. The Samantha character is Sallie Watkins, who was
cook in the Harrison home. Two years ago, after learning
that I had mentioned her in a newspaper article, she sent me

" word that she was still alive.? .

Mr. Harris was paid, 1 think, only forty dollars 2 month
for his services to the Advertiser. As to the price Colonel
Thompson was to pay him on the Morning News staff, I do
not know. .But I do know that he was to have had a posi-
tion on the Atlanta Constitution when it should be estab-
lished. Mr. J. P. Harrison, S. F. Fitch, of Griffin, Cary W.
Stiles, of Albany, and the editor of the Americus Recorder
were present at Indian Springs, where the establishment of
the Constitution was planned. I carried from the post office

IRecall the neat appearance of The Countryman, page 44.
*As to Harris's taking his characters and incidents from life, see
page 67 and Part IL

e
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the second issue of the paper, and I remember with what
eagerness Mr. Harris received it.

I think Mr. Harris was more influenced by Mrs. J. P.
Harrison and her sister-in-law, Mrs. Starke, than by any one
else. Mrs. Harrison was a member of the Methodist Church
and was a noble woman. The first poem I ever knew Mr.
Harris to write was inscribed to Mrs. Starke’s little daugh-
ter, Nora Belle. He sent nearly all of his salary to his
mother, who lived in Eatonton. I carried the mail to and
from the post office, and I believe that I could swear to his
mother’s handwriting. I know he was always glad to re-
ceive her letters.

When summing up the formative influences upon Har-
ris’s career, one must place the three years in Forsyth as
second only to the four years at Turnwold. In Forsyth the
youth became the man., He entered the Advertiser office
before he was nineteen and left after he was twenty-one.
In 1867 he was employed to set type and prepare the forms
for the press. For some time such contributions as he made
to the contents of the paper were gratuitous. But erelong
he was preparing a regular column that was gladly account-
ed for by the proprietor-editor in the salary paid him.?
From being only a member of the typesetters’ union, Joe
Harris within three years became a marked figure among
the editors, correspondents, and, reporters at thé press con-
ventions of the State. His pen was magnetic. Newspaper
men from every county were drawn to him and published
their recognition of his merits. The bright office boy had
become .the accomplished journalist. His more distinctly

2The author has compiled this account from a letter dated Plain
Dealing, Louisiana, August 26, 1915, written by J. T. Manry to Miss
S. S. Center, of Forsyth and New York, and from Mr. Manry’s cor-
respondence to the Monroe Advertiser, issues of June 15, 1906, and
December &, 1912,

*Mrs. Starke, letter of March 19, 1915,
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literary progress, too, was decisive. He had his visions, he
worked diligently, and he produced no uncertain results.
Appreciation of his writing was manifested by the cultured
people of his community, and his name was enrolled among
men of letters in the South.

Best of all, moreover, Joe Harris learned in Forsyth what
it means to have friends. He had left Eatonton at twelve,
too young to realize the significance of friendship. At
Turnwold there was small chance for him to have the full
experience. Mr. Turner was too much his senior, and there
was not opportunity sufficient to prove true friendship be-
tween himself and others with whom he may have been for
a part of the time associated. His residence in Macon and
in New Orleans was too brief for friendships, but sufficient,
doubtless, for him to feel himself alone in the city’s cold
crowd. So into Forsyth came this lone son of a poor seam-
stress, lately taken by sickness from his honorable position
in gay and cultured New Orleans back to rural Eatonton,
into the most poignant realization and immediate sharing.of
his mother’s bitter poverty and loneliness. Now came into
" his life the blessing of friends whose tender sympathy and
intelligent encouragement eased his disconsolate mind and
uplifted his heart. Intimate and valuable associations were
developed with H. H. Cabaniss and other young men of the
town. Mr. Harrison took him into his home, where friend~
ships for life were cemented. Mrs. Harrison took the deep-
est personal interest in him. An older sister of Mr. Harri-
son, Mrs. Georgia Starke, who regularly visited her brother
and sometimes had Mr. Harris as a guest in her mother’s
home, must have received his confidences and influenced his
life as did no one else at that time. It was her little daugh-
ter for whom Mr. Harris cherished such affection as was

1Gee reference to H. H. Cabaniss, pages 75, 76.
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shown in the verses already quoted. Published with the
lines to Nora Belle, too, was his significant tribute to the
mother! A younger sister became a friend about whom
possibly gathered something of a romance” We may well
believe that Mr. Harris left Forsyth very hastily, as Mr.
Manry tells us, because he dared not undergo leave-taking
from his friends. He went to Savannah in response to an
offer that came to him, not as the result of an application
on his part, but as the result of a recognition on the part of
the News proprietor of his value and possibilities. Just
after this fashion he had gone to Forsyth; and so, when he
had proved himself in Savannah, was he to be called to the
Atlanta Constitution.

1See the poem as given on page 83; also see letters quoted here-
after, pages gz2ff. .
2See the little poem, “A Rembrance,” page 99.
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T was probably in October of 1870 that Mr. Harris ac-
I cepted a call to the associate editorship of the Savannah
Morning News. This was a phenomenal promotion,
conclusive evidence of the faithfulness and rapidity with
which he had built upon the foundation laid at Turnwold.
Forsyth was but a village of fifteen hundred people; Sa-
vannah, with a population of twenty-eight thousand, was
the oldest and largest city in the State. The News was, next
'to the Augusta Chronicle, the first newspaper established in
Georgia and was read by thousands where the Advertiser
was read by hundreds. It was generally considered the best
all-round paper in the Southeastern States. Col. W. T.
Thompson, editor from its beginning, in 1850, had achieved,
in addition to the honor of his long and excellent journalistic
work, literary fame as a humorist of first rank. Young Har-
ris, knowing these facts, moved into his new position with
bounding pulse and a heart filled with song of high success.
Within a few months he wrote in a personal letter that
he had found life in Savannah unexpectedly pleasant and
- that his success seemed assured. He said that Mr. Harri-
son had endeavored to attract him to the Advertiser again.
However, he intimated, New York would probably be the
scene of his later conquest. But his letter was devoted
chiefly to the precious memory of the old friends.in For-
syth. He had left them only because it appeared his duty
to accept the superior offer made to him by the News.
Except for his brief sojourns in Macon and New Orleans,
he was now for the first time absolutely among strangers,
farther from the home of his childhood than he was
ever to live again. He was no longer in a friend’s home as

(91)
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one of the family, but eating and sleeping in a boarding
house. He was not a co-worker on a paper to him much as
his own, but was one employed to do a certain amount of
labor on a great daily whose ownership was of small per-
sonal concern to him. And he gave small occasion for any
one to take interest in him. A venerable citizen of Savan-
nah who saw him daily during those years recalls that he
was retiring and hard to approach, seeming content to live
his life very much to himself; that he attended no church
regularly; that he was not given to joking or story-telling,
but rather was very quiet and added few comments to the
conversation around him; that he was “homely, red-haired,
freckle-faced—in general appearance a veritable “crack-
er’”? So, after the novelty of his new situation had worn
off during the months of autumn, and after dreary winter
had come, he was in a melancholy mood when, on the eve
of his twenty-second birthday anniversary, there greeted
him a letter from his dear friend, Mrs. Starke. Immediate
response poured forth from his soul, revealing a conception
of life and an ambition that would have startled the unsus-
pecting stranger, sentiments and emotions that the world
might not perceive, until it read through -the character of
Uncle Remus:

Orrice MorRNING NEWS, SAVANNAE, GEORGIA,
- 9 Dec., 18;0.

Dear Mrs. Starke: You cannot imagine how glad I was to
receive your letter yesterday. It is something to be remem-
bered by one’s friends, isn’t it? And such remembrances as
your letter are very precious. It came just in time to relieve
me from a serious attack of the blues; and in order to se-
cure a repetition of the remedy, I write at once.

About myself there is, indeed, very little to be said. I
left Forsyth with much regret and only after the most seri-

*Oral statement of Mr. A. McC, Duncan, August, 1915.
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ous deliberation. If I had consulted my desires—my per-
sonal feelings, I mean—I would have remained on the Ad-
vertiser; but in this miserable world personal predilections
are often sacrificed for gain. It is a sad confession to
make; but, in my case at least, it is true. The personal
relations between Mr. Harrison and myself have been
throughout of the kindest and the most intimate character.
There have been occasions undoubtedly when his impatient
temper rendered me uncomfortable, because I am extremely
sensitive; but I dare say that my shortcomings, together
with the thousand and one imperfections which, through
some bitter destiny, are a part of my nature, have to an in-
finite degree overbalanced everything. The cause of my
leaving Forsyth was a matter.of business simply and had
nothing to do with my friendship or personal feelings. I
was offered a position as associate editor on the News at a
salary that I could not refuse, and I therefore concluded to
accept. . . . I spoke fully and freely of my hopes and
prospects and asked his (Mr. H.) advice in the matter.
. . . The position of associate editor on a leading paper
like the News is not often tendered to a person as young
and inexperienced as myself, and I could not refuse. In
speaking with Mr. H. I had insisted upon and emphasized
the fact that it was my desire to remain in Forsyth, but
that I considered it my duty to come to Savannah, . . .
what I conceived to be a perfectly plain distinction between
- duty and desire. He afterwards came to Savannah to see
me and to offer a proposition, the acceptance of which would
take me back to Forsyth. . . . If you have received even
so much as a hint that I left Forsyth on account of a mis-
understanding, I assure you it is a mistake. . . . I never
knew what a real friend was until I went to Forsyth; and it
is no wonder that I look back upon my life there with ten-
derest and most sincere regrets—regrets that I was compelled
to give it up. My history is a peculiar and unfortunate one,
and those three years in Forsyth are the very brightest of
my life. They are a precious memorial of what would oth-
erwise be as bleak and desolate as winter; and the friends
whom I knew and loved there, whom I still know and love,
will never lose their places in my heart—those dear friends
who were so gentle, so kind, and so good, who were always .
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ready to overlook my shortcomings and to forgive my awk-
ward blunders. There is pathos enough in the recoilection
of these things to form an immortal poem, if one could only
fashion it aright. But, for my part, I will not try. Words
are weak at best, and it is only once in a century that they
should be employed on such a sacred subject. That part of
my life which is still in the future I am willing to trust en-
tirely to fate or Providence, but I know that the coming
years hold for me no such happiness and will duplicate no
such dear days. I know in my soul that I will never again
find such friends, tender and true-hearted, faithful and for-
giving. . . . I do not easily forget. My surroundings
here are pleasant to a degree that I could not have hoped
for, and my success seems to be assured. But there is
Something wanting—something, I cannot tell what. I do
not feel at home. The place lacks something.

After all, though, these objections are only nominal. The
main point is success and advancement. Whether I shall
succeed ultimately, I cannot tell. I will do my best, and
then if I fail I will have the satisfaction of knowing pre-
cisely of what I am capable; and you will agree with me
that, in the vanities and egotisms of youth, knowledge of
that sort is invaluable. In case of failure I give place sim-
ply to some one who perhaps is infinitely better and wor-
thier.

Don’t fail to write to me. I have been without sympathy
a good portion of my life; and your letters are very highly
prized, I do assure you. Please remember when you write
to a “lonesome” boy like me you are doing missionary work.

I have no idea how long I shall remain in Savannah, the
probability being that I shall gravitate toward that shining
Sodom called New York; but, here, there, or elsewhere,
please remember that I am always the same and always your
friend. J. C. Harris.!

With a mother’s tender heart, Mrs. Starke sat right down

ILetter from Mr. Harris to Mrs, Georgia Starke, dated Savannah,
Georgia, December 9, 1870.
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and wrote the forlorn young man a long letter. She urged
him to make friends among the new people. But, writing
again at once of his consuming affection for his old friends,
he declared his “absolute horror of strangers” and wrote
pathetically of his “morbid sensitiveness,” that caused him
more mortification and grief than anything in the world.
These two elements in his nature largely explain why Mr.
Harris, the “shy little recluse” of Eatonton, remained
throughout his life a shy recluse. He would not try now to
make friends, he said, for another reason: he desired to be
thrown entirely upon his own resources, in order that he
might know truly of what he was capable.

MorninGg NEws OFFICE, SAVANNAH, GEORGIA,
18 Dec., 1870.

Dear Mrs. Starke: . . . [Appreciation of a long let-
ter.]

I don’t expect to make any friends here, for the simple
reason that I shall not try. I haven’t room in my heart for
them. My love, my friendship, and my esteem are ex-
hausted on the few friends that I already have. You see, I
am conservative in my disposition and suspicious of new
faces. I wouldn’t give even the memory of my friends for
the balance of the world. I have an absolute horror of
strangers; and as for making friends of them now, it is not
to be thought of. Iam determined to put myself to the test
at once, so that I may know exactly what is in me. In order
to do this I will have to trust entirely to merit for success
instead of -depending upon the biased judgment of friends.
By this means my capabilities, if I have any, will show
themselves. '

My letters are exact transcripts of my thoughts. They
stand me instead of a “gift of gab,” which, most unfortu-
nately, I do not possess. . . .

The truth is, I am morbidly sensitive. With some people
the quality of sensitiveness adds to their refinement and is
quite a charm. With me it is an affliction, a disease that has
cost me more mortification and grief than anything in the
world or everything put together. The least hint, 2 word, a
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gesture is enough to put me in a frenzy almost. The least -
coolness on the part of a friend, the slightest rebuff tortures
me beyond expression; and I have wished a thousand times
that I was dead and buried and out of sight. You cannot
conceive to what extent this feeling goes with me. It is
worse than death itself. It is HORRIBLE. My dearest friends
have no idea how often they have crucified me. Of course
no one can sympathize with such an inexplicable disposition.
I can see how foolish it is; but the feeling is there, neverthe-
less, and I can no more control it than I can call into life
the “dry bones” or bid the moon to stand still “over the
valley of Ajalon.” . . . Her treatment of me was perhaps
the best, after all; for it showed me, more completely than
a thousand years’ experience could have done, what a coarse,
ungainly boor I am—how poor, small, and insignificant.

"This letter is all about self, self, self. That is the bur-
then, the chorus, and the refrain—self, self, self. I beg that
you will pardon such dreary dribble and consider it confi-
dential. I do not often tell my thoughts so precisely and do
not care to do so.

Most sincerely and faithfully your friend,

J. C. Harris?

During the months that followed it was often letters from’
Mrs. Starke, undoubtedly, that kept the divine fire burning
in his soul. Sympathy, counsel, encouragement, good cheer, _
and inspiration came to him from this unfailing source. He
always gratefully acknowledged that she saved him from
New York., Thirty years later he wrote of the abiding in-
fluence-of this friendship through all the years, attributing
to it his best work.® When he had been in Savannah for
ncarly two years, the following letter was written:

*Letter to Mrs. Starke, dated Savannah, Georgia, December 18,
1870,

“Letter to Mrs. Starke, dated Atlanta, December 23, 1901, and let-
ter to Miss Nora Belle Starke, dated Atlanta, December 26, 1906,
both in possession of Mrs. Starke.
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SAvANNAH, June 4, 1872.
My Dear Friend:

- .

I have often thought that my ideas were in some degree
distorted and tinged with a coloring of romance fatal to any
practical ambition. But if it is to be so, so be it. You may.
be sure that I will cling to my idiosyncrasies. They are a
part of me, and I am a part of them. They are infinitely
soothing, and I would not be without them for the world.
‘Why, sometimes, do you know, I give myself up to the
sweet indolence of thinking for hours at a time, and at such
times I am supremely and ineffably happy—happy whether
my thoughts are tinged with regret or flushed with hope.
Not the least of my pleasures is the pleasure of melancholy.
Sorrow is sometimes sweet—always sweet when it brings
back to us, through the unexplorable caverns of the nights
that have fled, some dear dead face, the tone of some silent
voice. Those who have not groped through the mystery of
pain, who have not been wrapped about with the amber fogs
of sorrow, have not experienced the grandest developments
of this life, and from my soul I pity them. )

Nearly akin to these things is another experience of mine,
and it is very curious. When I was about six years old, I
went with my mother to the funeral of my grandmother;
and the first words that the preacher said—and the only ones
that I remember—have sung in my ears from that day to
this. I have never forgotten them for a single moment.
They are present with me at all times and under all circum-
stances, No matter what I do, what I say, nor where I
turn, these words are running in my mind like an undertone
of sweet music: “I am the resurrection and the life, saith
the Lord” 1 often say it aloud, unintentionally and uncon-
sciously. In my copy books which I used at school it is
written hundreds of times. In my composition book it oc-
cupies every available place: “I am the resurrection and the
life, saith the Lord” . . .

If you only knew how precious your letters are, how they
are read and reread, you would not think the time spent in
writing them altogether thrown away.

I inclose you a copy of “A Remembrance.” It is crude
7
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enough, both in thought and in expression; but the invaria-
ble result of all of my attempts at elaboration is to consign
everything to the wastebasket. Speaking of attempts at
verse-building reminds me to tell you that “Nora Belle” has
been copied from one end of the South to the other, and
the Western papers are now taking it up. I learn through a
friend that General Toombs has spoken very highly of i,
and through another that Paul Hayne, the poet, character-
ized it as “very fine.”

I am never more lonely than when in a crowd.

- - . . .

Now, as always, faithfully your friend, J. C. Harsis.*

These letters to Mrs. Starke indicate the powerful period
of introspection through which he was passing. The expe-
rience was essential, but he must be saved from morbidness.
While he was assured of success in his profession, and his
ambition and hope were high, still he was conscious of
“something wanting”; the place “lacked something.” It
was something to lift him out of himself that was needed.
The lack was in his heart; and there was wanting, not some-
thing, but some one. Romance, which had “tinged his
ideas,” should now become part of his life. He needed now

"moré than friendship alone; he needed love. But the soci-
ety of young ladies was for him a thing unknown and not
to be contemplated. Feeling that he had no personal attrac-
tions, having a horror of strangers, and afflicted with sensi-
tiveness, social embarrassment was the dread of his life,
and habitually he sought the seclusion of his daily and
nightly newspaper work. “ ‘Mingled in society?’ ” replies
Mrs. Starke. “That is a joke, if it were not so serious.”

Yet, as the world has since come to know, he had a heart

*Letter to Mrs. Starke, dated Savannah, Georgia, June 4, 1872
“Letter dated Atlanta, March 19, 1915,
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fashioned only to love. This we see through these letters,
and from such a heart occasionally flowed revealing lyrics.
Of “A Remembrance” Mrs. Starke writes: “Mr. Harris
was visiting my mother on Capitol Avenue [Atlanta]; and
one moonlight evening, while he was lying out on the lawn,
the singing of my sister, Miss Nora Harrison, must have
touched him,”

A REMEMBRANCE?
(Atlanta, 1871)

1
Soft, low, and sweet, yet clear and strong,
Rose the rich volume of your song;
While on the languid August air,
That swept your face and stirred your hair,
Invoked as by some magic spell,
Wild gusts of music rose and fell.
In the vague hollows of the night
The calm stars swung steadfastly bright;
A bird, belated in the gloom,
Flew nestward with bedraggled plume;
A star shook loose her fiery train
And swept across the sapphire plain—
Then all was still, except the strong,
Rich distone of your sweet song.

I
T stood entranced ; my soul was bound;
Melodious thralls enwrapt me round.

1