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There were facts concerning Lewis’s birth, his life in various places, his join-
ing the Dunker church, followed by the statement that unless some brother of his 
own denomination could preach his funeral sermon he wished his body to be buried 
without ceremony, as he did not recognize as Christians any who did not follow the 
explicit teaching of the Lord.

This was a surprise, there was a chill, a silence, and for an instant i felt excluded 
from all possibility of future rescue.

A Psalm and the Lord’s Prayer closed the simple, suitable service.
Think of it! A will strong enough to exclude all but the Dunkers! still, Lewis 

prayed for you and Mr. Rogers, and you may be Dunkers yet.
He was deeply and sincerely grateful to you, and had this not been as true as it 

was, yours was a good, a beautiful thought, faithfully put into action, year after year 
when you were unable to see the comfort, the blessing you were conferring. This has 
been my privilege, and i am thankful the struggles are ended for the lonely man.

The old hill folks are nearly all gone.
   Most lovingly yours,
    Susan L. Crane.

i am glad he prayed for Henry Rogers; and it would have been well enough if he had 
given Carnegie a lift, too.

Lewis’s last estate reminds me of David Gray’s, and is an impressive revelation of the 
strength and persistency of impressions made upon the human mind in the early years, 
when its feelings and emotions are fresh, young, and strong, and before it is capable of 
reasoning. At five years of age David Gray was a strenuous Presbyterian; at thirty-five 
he had long been a pronounced agnostic— not to put it stronger. He died as strenuous a 
Presbyterian as he had been when he was five years old and an expert theologian.

This morning’s cables contain a verse or two from Kipling, voicing his protest against 
a liberalizing new policy of the British Government which he fears will deliver the bal-
ance of power in South Africa into the hands of the conquered Boers. Kipling’s name, 
and Kipling’s words always stir me now— stir me more than do any other living man’s. 
But i remember a time, seventeen or eighteen years back, when the name did not sug-
gest anything to me, and only the words moved me. At that time Kipling’s name was 
beginning to be known here and there, in spots, in india, but had not traveled outside 
of that empire. He came over and traveled about America, maintaining himself by cor-
respondence with indian journals. He wrote dashing, free-handed, brilliant letters, but 
no one outside of india knew about it.

on his way through the State of new york, he stopped off at Elmira and made a 
tedious and blistering journey up to Quarry Farm in quest of me. He ought to have 
telephoned the farm first; then he would have learned that i was at the Langdon home-
stead, hardly a quarter of a mile from his hotel. But he was only a lad of twenty-four, 
and properly impulsive— and he set out, without inquiring, on that dusty and roasting 
journey up the hill. He found Susy Crane and my little Susy there, and they came as 
near making him comfortable as the weather and the circumstances would permit— — 
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monday, august 13, 1906

Kipling’s visit to Mr. Clemens’s in Elmira, continued—  
Some of his books mentioned.

The group sat on the veranda, and while Kipling rested and refreshed himself he 
refreshed the others with his talk— talk of a quality which was well above what they 
were accustomed to; talk which might be likened to footprints, so strong and definite 
was the impression which it left behind. They often spoke wonderingly of Kipling’s talk, 
afterward, and they recognized that they had been in contact with an extraordinary 
man; but it is more than likely that they were the only persons who had perceived that 
he was extraordinary. it is not likely that they perceived his full magnitude; it is most 
likely that they were Eric Ericsons who had discovered a continent but did not suspect 
the horizonless extent of it. His was an unknown name, and was to remain unknown for 
a year yet; but Susy kept his card and treasured it as an interesting possession. its address 
was Allahabad. no doubt india had been to her an imaginary land, up to this time; a 
fairyland, a dreamland, a land made out of poetry and moonlight for the Arabian nights 
to do their gorgeous miracles in; and doubtless Kipling’s flesh and blood and modern 
clothes realized it to her for the first time, and solidified it. i think so because she more 
than once remarked upon its incredible remoteness from the world that we were living in, 
and computed that remoteness and pronounced the result with a sort of awe— fourteen 
thousand miles, or sixteen thousand, whichever it was. Kipling had written upon the 
card a compliment to me. This gave the card an additional value in Susy’s eyes, since as a 
distinction it was the next thing to being recognized by a denizen of the moon.

Kipling came down, that afternoon, and spent a couple of hours with me, and at the 
end of that time i had surprised him as much as he had surprised me— and the honors 
were easy. i believed that he knew more than any person i had met before, and i knew 
that he knew i knew less than any person he had met before— though he did not say it; 
and i was not expecting that he would. When he was gone, Mrs. Langdon wanted to 
know about my visitor. i said,

“He is a stranger to me, but he is a most remarkable man— and i am the other one. 
Between us, we cover all knowledge; he knows all that can be known, and i know the 
rest.”

He was a stranger to me, and to all the world, and remained so for twelve months; 
then he became suddenly known, and universally known. From that day to this he has 
held this unique distinction: that of being the only living person, not head of a nation, 
whose voice is heard around the world the moment it drops a remark; the only such voice 
in existence that does not go by slow ship and rail but always travels first-class— by cable.

About a year after Kipling’s visit in Elmira, George Warner came into our library one 
morning, in Hartford, with a small book in his hand, and asked me if i had ever heard 
of Rudyard Kipling. i said,

“no.”
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He said i would hear of him very soon, and that the noise he was going to make 
would be loud and continuous. The little book was the “Plain Tales,” and he left it for 
me to read, saying it was charged with a new and inspiriting fragrance and would blow a 
refreshing breath around the world that would revive the nations. A day or two later he 
brought a copy of the London World which had a sketch of Kipling in it, and a mention 
of the fact that he had traveled in the united States. According to this sketch, he had 
passed through Elmira. This remark, added to the additional fact that he hailed from 
india, attracted my attention— also Susy’s. She went to her room and brought his card 
from its place in the frame of her mirror, and the Quarry Farm visitor stood identified.

i am not acquainted with my own books, but i know Kipling’s— at any rate i know 
them better than i know anybody else’s books. They never grow pale to me; they keep 
their color; they are always fresh. Certain of the ballads have a peculiar and satisfying 
charm for me. To my mind, the incomparable Jungle Books must remain unfellowed 
permanently. i think it was worth the journey to india to qualify myself to read “Kim” 
understandingly and to realize how great a book it is. The deep and subtle and fascinating 
charm of india pervades no other book as it pervades “Kim;” “Kim” is pervaded by it as 
by an atmosphere. i read the book every year, and in this way i go back to india without 
fatigue— the only foreign land i ever day-dream about or deeply long to see again.

wednesday, august 15, 1906

First school days— Praying for gingerbread.

My school days began when i was four years and a half old. This was at Hannibal, 
Missouri, a place which at that time was either a large village or a small town, i hardly 
know which. There were no public schools in Missouri in those early days, but there 
were two private schools in Hannibal— terms twenty-five cents per week per pupil, 
and collect it if you can. Mrs. Horr taught the children, in a small log house at the 
southern end of Main street; Mr. Sam Cross taught the young people of larger growth 
in a frame schoolhouse on the hill. i was sent to Mrs. Horr’s school, and i remember 
my first day in that little log house with perfect clearness, after these sixty-five years 
and upwards; at least i remember an episode of that first day. i broke one of the rules, 
and was warned not to do it again, and was told that the penalty for a second breach 
was a whipping. i presently broke the rule again, and Mrs. Horr told me to go out and 
find a switch and fetch it. i was glad she appointed me, for i believed i could select 
a switch suitable to the occasion with more judiciousness than anybody else. in the 
mud i found a cooper’s shaving of the old-time pattern— oak, two inches broad, a 
quarter of an inch thick, and rising in a shallow curve at one end. There were nice new 
firm-bodied shavings of the same breed close by, but i took this one, although it was 
rotten. i carried it to Mrs. Horr, presented it, and stood before her in an attitude of 
meekness and resignation which seemed to me calculated to win favor and sympathy; 


