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Boyroon In PorrLaNn

ouN Reep was born, October 2o, 1887, in his grandmother’s
mansion, Cedar 11ill, and there was another celebration in
a house that had come to be known for its festivitics. It
was a large house and possibly the most pretentious Portland
could boast. Henry . Green, who had not lived to sce the birth
of his first grandson, had built it ten years before on a spur of
the hills west of Portland, the first of the first citizens to move
away from the little cluster of wealthy homes on the flat Jand
near the river. Cedar ITill was the show-place of the city, a real
French chateau, people said, with formal gardens, stables, green-
houses, and a glass grape arbor.

The child was christened John Silas in fashionable Trinity
piscopal Church, and, while Mrs, Green entertained her friends
and the friends of the father and mother, Lee Sing, her cook,
celebrated in his own way in his cellar room. He lit joss sticks,
burned paper prayers, and gave a feast of dried shark-fins, sea-
soned chicken-gizzards, and sam-shui to his Chinese friends.
Later that evening his mistress found him alone in the pantry,
very drunk, with twelve of her Royal Worcester cups lined up
before him, drinking whiskey out of one after the other.

The chateau on Cedar Hill was the outward mark of Henry
Gircen’s eminence among the pioneer builders of Portland. He
was not quite among the first settlers, for the city had been
established in 1845, and the foundations of its first fortunes had
been laid in the carly fifties by Ienry W. Corbett, Henry Fail-
ing, William S. Ladd, and Simeon G. Reed. These were the

builders of the steamship lines, the banks, and the railroads. But
X



2 JOIIN REED

Green had his share of the profit and the glory. Te had rounded
the Iorn in 1853 to join his brother in Astoria, where John
Green and . C. Leonard had, three years carlier, established
the only competitor of the Tudson Bay Company’s trading-post
at the mouth of the Columbia River. And in 1856 he and his
brother had moved their business from Astoria to Portland.

Three years later the Greens founded the Portland Gaslight
Company and built the first gas works in Oregon--the third,
they boasted, to be constructed on the Pacific Coast. In 1861
they purchased the Portland water works from the original
grantce, whose plant consisted of one mile of wooden pipe and
a pump located on a small stream. Soon afterward they promoted
the Oregon Iron Works Company, the first company on the
Coast for smelting iron ores and manufacruring pig iron. With
these three enterprises, all highly successful as Portland grew,
. Mr. Green had reason to compete with the city’s best in the
splendor of his home.

All Portland was proud of Cedar ITill and proud of its builder.
Though it was common knowledge that Ilenry Green drank to
excess, everyone pointed out that he never appeared in public
when intoxicated and that, whatever his condition, he was 2
charming gentleman. He had died in 1885 in New York City,
whither he had gone on business after visiting the New Orleans
exposition and attending the inauguration of President Cleve-
land. A friend, who had been with him in Washington, wrote :
fulsome eulogy for the Portland paper. “In all the countless
throng of distinguished men that walked those strects, cmbrac-
ing the aristocracy of both continents,” he said, speaking of the
inaugural ceremonics, “there was no more graceful figure nor
flashing presence than the tall and sinewy figure of this repre-
sentative Oregon man, who moved through those courtly
throngs with the aplomb of Alcibiades himself. . . . He will be
missed by the hard-faring poor, whose sufferings he relieved
and kept his munificence a profound secret. He will be missed
by the rich, who know the value of that charity which gives no
alms but pours out tender words in hours of grief and mental
suffering. He was a self-poised character, a man who rose to
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wealth without resorting to oppression and one whose courage
was only cqualed by his modesty.”

This was John Reed’s grandfather. Tlis grandmother, like her
husband, was born in New York State. She was the granddaugh-
ter of Christian Wilmerding, a German merchant whose de-
scendants had married into the richest familics of the Fast. Char-
lotte Jones Gireen was quite as proud of her cousins—Paynes,
Fields, and Wilimerdings—as she was of her husband’s suceess in
pioncer Portland. Tler two daughters were educated in a finish-
ing school in New York Ciry, and she was the first woman in
Portland to have a carriage, and with a coachman and a foot-
man too.

After Mr. Green’s death, Cedar ITill became more famous
than ever for its hospitality. Portland was both delighted and
shocked by Charlotte Green’s partics. In the summer the guests
danced on the lawn, which was lighted by flaring gas-jets that
had been piped to the tops of the pointed firs, and in the winter
the ballroom on the third floor was crowded and gay. Everyone
wanted to be included in these parties, and almost everyone was.
The next day those who had been shocked had plenty to dis-
cuss; those who had not were usually recovering.

Portland was overwhelmingly conservative. Its carly settlers
had come cither from New England or the older southern states,
and it believed that it was less raw and western than other coast
towns. On the surface, at least, it was an orderly city, proud of
its churches, restrained in its manners, suspicious of gayety and
color. It obliterated as quickly as possible all traces of the fron-
tier and cultivated the decorum of a Massachusetts town. Social
snobbery quickly developed, and a sense of what should and
what should not be done. Charlotte Green—whom everyone
affectionately called Sudie—refused to conform. Exuberant, the
best of good company, liked even when not approved, she went
her own rather boisterous way, but at the same time insisted
upon and held her position of social prestige. It was an achieve-
ment that Portland marveled at.

Mrs. Green'’s children were almost as popular as she. There
were four of them, two boys and two girls. One of the sons,
Ray, was often away in far corners of the world, but returned
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to tell hilarious stories. Both of the daughters were married soon
after their father’s death: Katherine to an army officer, Licu-
tenant Edward Burr, who was transferred not long afterward to
the East, and Margaret to C. J. Reed, a promising young busi-
ness man, newly come to the city.

The young C. J. Reeds thought of themselves, without im-
modesty, as belonging to Portland’s best. Margaret Reed, though
less unconventional than her mother, was quite as gifted a host-
ess, 2 well-bred, charming, rather dainty woman, fastidious and
a little proud. Charles Jerome Reed—always called C. J.—had,
during his few years in the city, won a reputation both as a
sound business man and as a wit. He had come to Portland as
the representative of the D. M. Osborne Company of Auburn,
New York, which was his birthplace, and he supervised the sale
of their agricultural implements throughout the Northwest. The
business was prosperous, and he was personally so well liked that
he was made a member and then the president of the exclusive
Arlington Club. Presiding at the daily lunch table of the club,
- he jeered at all comers, and his sallies at the expense of the city’s
dignitaries were quoted for many years. Indeed, his fame trav-
eled up and down the Coast, and he became a member of the
Bohemian Club of San Francisco and a great favorite at its meet-
ings.

John Reed was born, as he was eventually to realize, into a
position of privilege. Throughout his youth, though his father’s
fortunes varied, there was never a time when he was conscious
of deprivation of any sort. Without being wealthy, his mother
and father were able to give him anything that 2 rich man’s son
in the Portland of that day was likely to have. They could give
him, too, the sense of being well-born, respected, superior to the
mass of people. The desirability of wealth and social position was
taken for granted by the Reeds. But at the same time there was a
feeling that nothing could justify the sacrifice of independence.
John Reed had the example of his grandmother, who insisted on
living her own life as she saw fit. More important was the ex-
ample of his father, a business man and a successful one, who
never hesitated to say what he thought, a born fighter, though as
yet he had found no cause worth fighting for. There were tradi-
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tions of conformity and traditions of rebellion. In their genera-
tion Jack’s younger brother Harry became the conformist and
Jack the rebel. “Harry is a lamb,” Mrs. Green once said, “but
Jack is a lion. I prefer lions.”

WaEN the young Reeds moved to a house down in the city,
there were still gay parties and many guests, and they maintained
an establishment appropriate to their position. Jackie had a nurse,
of course; in fact, there was a succession of them, for Mrs. Reed
was not easy to work for. One of them, who remained for ten
days, always remembered the little boy as affectionate, lovable,
and bright. She left because Mrs. Reed rebuked her for letting
a little girl from a poorer section kiss Jackie, and because she
was required to wear a cap and apron.

The servants John Reed best remembered were Chinese.
There was a cook whom his father particularly liked, and with
whom he discussed business and politics. The Chinese fascinated
the little boy with their tales of ghosts, their superstitions, and
the rumors of their bloody feuds. He was curious about their
food and drink and all their customs. And later he attributed to
his intimacy with them his easy acceptance of what was different
from himself, his zest for foreign food and strange customs, his
happy sharing in other ways of life than his own.

The Chinese seemed romantic to John Reed. He felt, looking
back, that there was something a little fantastic about his whole
boyhood: pigtails and gongs and fluttering red paper, and his
grandmother’s glamorous chateau with dancing under the flaring
trees, and the carriage with the blooded horses and the footman.
Then there was his Uncle Ray, who was interested in coffee
plantations in South America, and came home with strange tales
of revolutions, battles, and treasures. Once he told how he had
been a leader of a successful revolution in Guatemala, and had
been made secretary of state. His first act, he said, was to appro-
priate the funds of the national treasury to give a grand state
ball; his second was to declare war on Germany because he had
flunked his German course in college.

When John Reed discovered books, he surrendered to ro-
mance. From fairy tales, he went on to the stories of King
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Arthur, and then to history. The histories of the crusades—noble
kings, knights in armor, brave crosshowmen—gripped him. Ilc
began to invent stories of his own, telling them to the children
of the neighborhood, whom he terrified with his accounts of the
monster called the Hormuz—and terrified himself too. And in
time he wrote his stories down, planned a comic history of the
United States, and wrote and staged his own plays.

He began to discover Portland. The Willamette River divided
the city, though the area on the eastern side was largely ignored
by such people as the Reeds. Its streets were muddy; some of its
houses poised uncertainly on the edges of gulleys; it could be
reached only by ferry. C. J. Reed, in common with other saga-
cious business men, predicted that East Portland was destined to
grow with the city, and he talked about the wisdom of investing
in its real estate; but he would not have thought of living there.

The principal stores and office buildings—some of them six
and seven stories high—were crowded together on the west side
of the river. John Reed could not help noticing that most of
them bore the names of his playmates—Ladd, Failing, Corbett.
To the north, towards the junction of the Willamette and the
Columbia, were the grain elevators and the store houses, sym-
bols of the commerce that had given Portland its fifty thousand
inhabitants. To the south were the lumber mills and the woolen
factories and the other industries that were beginning to change
the nature of the city. Often John Reed heard his father talk
about these businesses and about the great railroads and their
makers, Henry Villard, E. H. Harriman, and, as time went on,
James J. Hill. Not everything that C. J. Reed said about these
men and their local associates—W. S. Ladd, Simeon Rced, and
the others—was flattering, but his pride in Portland was unmis-
takable.

If John Reed wanted to go from the apartment hotel in which
he spent part of his boyhood to his grandmother’s mansion, he
walked up from the river-bank towards the fir-clad hills on the
western horizon. From the narrow streets and the low, compact
buildings, he mounted to the region of churches and middle-class
homes. Portland was proud of its churches, dozens of them, rep-
resenting almost every denomination in the country. Churches,
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schools, hospitals—the marks of the culture the city coveted.
And at last Reed would come to the West End, where some of
the wealthy lived in decorous Queen Anne houses, and above
them all his grandmother’s house.

Now, looking back, he gazed over the city to Mount Hoed,
Mount St. Helens, and Mount Adams, their white peaks always
dominating the city on the east and the north. The whole city
spread before him, neat roofs, green lawns, proud spires, sloping
down to the curving river. And to the north there was the Co-
lumbia, bearing the boats of the Pacific trade. It was a beautiful
city, though it touched John Reed’s imagination far less than
other cities he was to know.

His mother and father sent him and his brother to the Port-
land Academy, a private school with a good reputation. For the
first two or three years school excited him, for he scemed to be
learning so much that he had wanted to know, but then it grew
dull, and thereafter only an unusual subject or a rare teacher
aroused John Reed’s interest. He was bright enough to pass, but
he would not be bothered to get good marks. Later on he mar-
veled that he had tolerated the dull routine of the educational
system as well as he had. “Why should I have been interested in
the stupid cducation of our time?” he asked. “We take young,
soaring imaginations, consumed with curiosity about the life
they sec all around, and feed them with dead technique: the
flawless purity of Washington, Lincoln’s humdrum chivalry,
our dull and virtuous history and England’s honest glory; Addi-
son’s graceful style as an essayist, Goldsmith celebrating the
rural clergy of the eighteenth century, Dr. Johnson at his most
vapid, and George Eliot’s Silas Marner; Macauley and the sono-
rous oratings of Edmund Burke; and in Latin, Caeser’s Gallic
guide-book and Cicero’s mouthings about Roman politics. And
the teachers! Men and women—usually women—whose chief
qualification is that they can plough steadily through a dull
round of dates, acts, half-truths, and rules for style, without ques-
tioning, without interpreting, and without seeing how ridicu-
lously unlike the world their teachings are. I have forgotten most
of it, forced on me before I was ready; what I do know came
mostly from books I had the curiosity to read outside school
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hours. And many fine things I have had to force myself to ex-
plore again because school once spoiled them for me.”

In those early years Reed was small for his age and not alto-
gether well, and he could not take an cffective part in the games
that went on around the school. FHe had neither the physical
equipment nor the temperament for organized sports. But when
he could make his own rules, he was a good companion, and he
often led his schoolmates in fighting Indians or hunting bears in
the woods back of town. The more scope a game gave to his
imagination, the better he liked it, and his imagination was auda-
cious. After his first reading of Roman history, he was inspired
to give a banquet in the imperial manner. Arranging couches
about the table, he invited his friends to recline and eat. The
Chinese cook had given place by now to a Negro, and Reed,
clapping his hands, called, “Ho, slave, bring on the repast!” Out-
raged, the cook gave notice and left.

The summer that he was ten, his mother took him and his
brother to the East. The Osbornes had sold their business to the
International Harvester Company, and for a time the Reeds had
very little money, but C. J. Reed had established himself in the
insurance business, and once more they were people of means.
Mrs. Reed wanted the boys to know their grandfather and
grandmother Reed, and to meet the Jones and Wilmerding cous-
ins. And after the round of visits had been made, she took them
to Plymouth for a month at the seashore. They went on to
Washington, and were there when the Maine was blown up.
Soon Uncle Ray was off for the Philippines, and came back with
a fine new story about how he had been made King of Guam.

The trip to the East set a date that stood out in the timeless-
ness of childhood memories, but John Reed had another reason
for remembering his eleventh year. He had never been very
well, and now he began to speak of a severe pain in his left side.
The doctor traced the trouble to the kidney, but could find no
cure. For the next six years Reed was periodically visited by
attacks of the pain, and often he was kept in bed for a week or
two at a time. His mother’s friends spoke of him as a delicate
child.

At school it was generally recognized that he was brilliant but
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likely to be difficult. In the last year of the lower division of the
academy he came under Miss Addison Jewell, most illustrious
and most feared of its teachers. Piqued by her reputation as a
disciplinarian, he refused to study, refused to pay attention, re-
fused to keep order. Knowing that he was the brightest student
in the class, she cajoled, commanded, and disciplined, but with
no result. One morning Harry, who was deeply concerned by
his brother’s behavior, came to school without him. Questioned,
he reported that Jack had said to him, “Don’t disturb me; I'm
composing a melodrama.” Jack found ways of bothering Miss
Jewell: one day, when some point about civics was raised, and
he was called upon to recite, he used as illustration his grand-
mother’s smuggling of silks from Japan. Miss Jewell, despairing
of overcoming his hostility, had no choice but to give him the
low grades he deserved. He took them with indifference. Then
one day a visiting authority on education announced to the class
that he had a new kind of test, one that actually tested intelli-
gence. Miss Jewell noticed that Jack’s eyes were shining, as he
wrote furiously. This was his opportunity for revenge, and he
took it.

Gradually he found it easier and easier to get on with his
fellow-students. He seldom took part in baseball or football, but
he excelled in swimming. All summer long he would go to the
beach in the Willamette River, swimming farther than any other
boy, diving from greater heights, doing tricks they could not
do. But what made it easier for him to mingle with his associates
was that physical prowess no longer seemed all-important. He
and Harry builc a theatre in their attic, and there were always a
few boys who were willing to come and take part in the plays
that Jack composed. He was business manager as well as play-
wright and producer, carefully calculating the profits of the
enterprise. The parents of the actors attended, often with their
friends. Once a man came who was professionally interested in
the theatre, and he suggested that the plays and the actors were
amusing enough for public performances. The boys were ex-
cited by the prospect of making a fortune, and their fathers
and mothers had trouble in dissuading them.

Much of the time Jack did not care whether he had playmates
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or not. He could always read, and he read everything he could
find, from Marie Corelli to Scott, Stevenson, and Sir Thomas
Mallory. Reading and writing were occupation enough. From
the age of nine he had been determined to be a writer, and he
never wanted to be anything else. Nothing interested him so
much as the editing of newspapers; at fourteen or fifteen he had
theories of publishing, financing, and advertising. He began to
write poetry, and to look up to Colonel Charles Erskine Scott
Wood, with whose sons he played, because Wood was a poet.

All this, though he seemed to get on well enough with his
schoolmates, set him apart from them. “I wasn’t much good at
the things other boys were,” he explained, “and their codes of
honor and conduct didn’t hold me. They felt it, too, and had a
sort of good-natured contempt for me. I was neither one thing
nor the other, neither altogether coward nor brave, neither
manly nor sissified, neither ashamed nor unashamed. I think that
is why my impression of my boyhood is an unhappy one, and
why I have so few close friends in Portland, and why I don’t
want ever again to live there.”

“I 'was a good deal of a physical coward,” he wrote, “I would
sneak out over the back fence to avoid boys who were ‘laying’
for me or who I thought were ‘laying’ for me. Sometimes I
fought, when I couldn’t help myself, and sometimes even won;
but I preferred to be called a coward than fight. My imagination
conjured up horrible things that would happen to me, and I
simply ran away. One time, when I was on the editorial board
of the school paper, a boy I was afraid of warned me not to
publish a joking paragraph I had written about him—and I didn’t.
My way to school lay through a sort of slum district called
‘Goose Hollow,” peopled with brutal Irish boys, many of whom
grew up to be prize-fighters and baseball stars. I was literally
frightened out of my senses when I went through Goose Hol-
low. Once a Goose Hollowite made me promise to give him a
nickel if he didn’t hit me, and walked up to my house with me
while I got it for him. The strange thing was that when I was
cornered, and fought, even a licking wasn’t a hundredth time as
bad as I thought it would be; but I never learned anything from
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that—the next time I ran away just the same, and suffered the
most ghastly pangs of fear.”

Often he felt that his mother and father must be ashamed of
him. Neither was opposed to his reading and writing, and his
mother rather rejoiced in his quietness, but both of them wanted
him to be a leader, and his father had only contempt for a cow-
ard. John Reed, more intimate with his parents than were most
boys of his generation, was sensitive to their opinions. They
rarely coerced him in any way, and the friendliness and grati-
tude that he felt towards them made him eager to justify their
hopes. [He would have liked to be the self-assured, fearless boy
that his father wanted him to be, and the gracious, respected
young gentleman that was his mother’s ideal, and it grieved him
to fall so far below their expectations.

Armost certainly John Reed exaggerated the disappointment of
his parents and the disapproval of his fellows. His mother and
father were proud of his achievements, and it was easy—and
not far wrong—to attribute his shortcomings to his bad health.
His schoolmates noticed, of course, that his tastes were not al-
ways theirs. When Mr. Ladd gathered a group of boys to go
hunting, John Reed was not likely to be among them. Colonel
Wood’s sons discovered that Jack was happier talking with their
father than he was playing football with them. Sometimes when
he did join in some game, he would quietly walk off in the very
midst of it, and no one could tell whether he was in pain or
merely bored. The boys knew that he was different from them,
certainly, but they attached less importance to the fact than he
suspected.

As he grew into his teens, curiosity and high spirits often over-
came timidity. The vivid interest in places and people that was
to dominate his life sent him into every corner of the city. Be-
neath the surface of respectable business enterprise, he found
that some of the turbulence of frontier days remained. One did
not have to go far from Portland to see cow-punchers and pros-
pectors, and there was always the romance of lumbermen in
their spiked boots, brakemen walking swaying freight trains,
and rangers fighting forest fires. Chinatown still fascinated him,
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and he loved to lead a crowd of whooping boys through the red-
“light district. Occasionally his father took him to the occan, and
the blazing sunsets over the Pacific set him to writing verses.
Sometimes they went to the mountains, and, hearing the wail of
a cougar, he imagined himself back in the pioncering days of his
grandfather.

The summer that he was fifteen he and four other boys went
on a camping trip, and Reed, competing for a prize offered by a
local newspaper, wrote an account of the expedition. If one can
judge from this, he not only seemed more normal than he
thought himself but actually was a good deal like other boys.
“On Tuesday, June 24, 1903,” the essay begins, “five boys, Cliff,
Sox, Bates, Pat, and myself, to use their popular names, set out
on a camping trip. Cliff had a sailboat, and we had determined
to go camping somewhere along the Willamette with the boat
to carry our provisions and other equipment. Our parents’ per-
mission having been secured, we embarked on Tuesday morning
at half-past nine from Portland. We were a tough-looking
crowd, Cliff wearing a soft felt sombrero, a blue cotton shirt
with an old bandana knotted around his neck, and old trousers,
with a revolver in his hind pocket and a murderous-looking
bowie-knife hanging from his cartridge-belt. . . . For equipment
we carried a canvas wagon-sheet for a tent, five rolls of blankets,
six valises of duds, and provisions enough to last us about a day,
with a frying pan, sauce pan, lard can, and three coffee pots,
because Cliff, Sox, and Pat drank coffee, Bates cocoa, and I
cereal coffee.”

The wind died down soon after they started, and they had to
take turns paddling with the only oar on board. “This work,”
he observed, “soon made us cross and sulky, and when we had
eaten our lunch we went in swimming from the boat.” “Much
refreshed,” they went on until they came to an island, about
twelve miles from Portland and two miles from Oregon City.
Here they pitched their camp, which they christened, “with
three rousing cheers,” High Five’s Camp. After dinner, they “sat
around the camp-fire and sang and told stories until way into
the night.”

They spent more than a week, exploring the island, shooting
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at rabbits and grouse, swimming, fishing, and sailing on the river.
Twice they had to go to Oregon City for provisions. There was
one day when “the rain came down like everything,” and they
stayed in bed, playing cards, eating cold meals, and trying to
keep dry. Two of the boys had to leave the first of the follow-
ing week. On the Wednesday after they left, the other three
went sailing. “There was a very high wind, almost like a gale,”
Reed wrote, “and we expected any moment to be tipped over.
As it was, when I was pulling at the center-board rope, it broke,
and I hurt my back against the side of the cock-pit.”

The next day his back pained him and he felt sick to his stom-
ach. His mother arrived, a day carlier than she had been ex-
pected, and he was glad to sec her. “She said right away that she
thought the river water which we drank had made me ill, be-
causc the river was going down, and she said I had to go right
home, which I did. . . . And thus ended the memorable outing
of the High Five’s Camp. The cost of this expedition, besides of
course what we took from our homes, was between $8.50 and
’$9.”

The following autumn Reed entered his last year at Portland
Academy. His family had decided that the two final years of
college preparation should be spent in the East, and already they
were studying the catalogs of the various schools. In the course
of the ycar, apparently as a result of a diet that had been ordered
for him, the attacks of pain in his left side ceased, and for the
next ten years his kidney gave him no trouble. He felt stronger
than he ever had before. The restless energy that drove him for
the remainder of his life welled up within him, and, without losing
his interest in books and in writing, he began to crave more
active forms of expression and a more vigorous part in the life
of his contemporaries. But the habits Portland had formed and
the attitudes of others towards him could not easily be changed.
Tt was in a different world, among new friends, that John Reed,
the leader, fighter, playboy, would be born.

The change would be great, but the influence of the seventeen
Portland years would persist. Memory of past cowardice would
always encourage recklessness in defying danger. Independence
would become his highest ideal because he had known too well
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the protecting care of a devoted mother. He would demand not
merely power but also recognition because for so long he had
felt cast out and scorned.

His boyhood, however, would shape his manhood positively
as well as negatively. He would always be romantic, cager for
the unknown, chivalrous and even quixotic. He would always be
sensitive, feeling the suffering of others and easy to hurt. That
sensitiveness he would try to conceal, succeeding well enough so
that many would think him ruthless, but it would endure and
be potent in molding his life. With sensitiveness went sympathy.
No amount of recognition could make him forget the unhappi-
ness of failure or alter his conviction that success came at the
hands of fortune to the very few. He would never be in danger
of complacence, nor would egotism harden into callousness.

He was potentially a poet. It was not merely that he had
romantic dreams and had learned to play with words. There
was a kind of singleness in his nature, despite all its many con-
tradictions. Thought, feeling, and action were fused in him. He
went from experience to experience, seizing what belonged to
him and eventually rejecting all else. Of conscious purpose he
had little, but he acted without hesitation, obeying impulse with
a loyalty that might temporarily lead him into folly but was
nevertheless wise.

So, in the winter of 1904, he went about the streets of Port-
land, a nice-looking boy, grown tall now, well-dressed, orderly
except for his hair. His face was taking shape, rather long, the
upper half of it uncommonly symmetrical: a good broad fore-
head; greenish brown eyes, well set, by turns friendly, curious,
and intense, with a little scar, the result of a swimming accident,
in the corner of one of them; an even, intelligent nose. Sym-
metry vanished, however, below the nose: the mouth was large
and irregular, and the heavy chin did not belong to the rest of
the face. But at sixteen, before his cheeks filled out, it was the
delicate eyes and forehead one noticed, and the boy seemed
singularly handsome.

Everybody knew him. The son of C. J. Reed, the famous wit;
C. J. Reed, the insurance man who was always talking about
Teddy Roosevelt and saying too much about trust-busting for



BOYHOOD IN PORTLAND 15

his own good. The son of Margaret Reed, one of Portland’s
accomplished hostesses, a favorite at teas and card parties. The
grandson of old Mrs. Green, who still gave hilarious dances and
was always traveling about the world. Everybody knew him,
and knew he was going away to school. Good Portlanders al-
ways sent their children east for their education.

All through his last year in Portland, John Reed looked for-
ward to the time when he would be leaving. Not that he disliked
the city or was acutely unhappy; but he had a sense that life
would begin when he got away from it. In spite of the failures
he could not ignore, his adolescent sense of glory to come was
strong, and he was impatient for something to happen. After
seventeen years of marking time he wanted to march.



II

RELEASE

J. ReED, who had seen his schoolboy friends go away to
college and been unhappy becausc he could not join
¢ them, was determined not only that his sons should be
educated at Harvard but that they should enter college with the
prestige that a respectable preparatory school could give. Mor-
ristown, in New Jersey, which he and Mrs. Reed selected, was
a school of fifty or sixty students, rather expensive and a little
pretentious. Founded under Episcopalian auspices, it had subse-
quently been taken over by three young Harvard men, class of
1888, Butler, Woodman, and Browne. For the most part, only
boys from well-to-do families came there, boys with strong opin-
lons about micks and rowdies and high school students.

Jack Reed, tense with curiosity and the zeal for achievement,
caught at once the atmosphere of the place. “The ordered life
of the community interested me,” he afterwards wrote; “I was
impressed by its traditional customs and dignities, school patri-
otism, and the sense of a long-settled and established civilization.”
He might have been too much impressed. By no means sure of
himself with boys of his own age, even in his native Portland, he
could easily have withdrawn in solitary consciousness of his in-
feriority to the stolid complacence of eastern breeding. The
boys were not uncommonly brilliant in studies or gifted in
sports, but they belonged together, and Reed had always hated
to be an outsider.

What saved him was the seething energy that good health had
released. He was so driven to action that he could not stop to
distrust himself. The first day of football practice found him

16 :
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on the field, plunging about with a kind of inept but irresistible
fury. The coach laughed at the gawky boy—he was almost six
feet tall and weighcd only one hundred and thirty-four pounds
—but commended him. The other players were too concerned
with their own difficulties to pay much attention to the new-
comer. Reed suddenly discovered that he could play football
and that he wasn’t afraid of being hurt. Before the first game,
he was regularly playing at left guard, and he took part in all
seven of the team’s games with other small schools. “Reed, L.
G.,” wrote the critic in the Morristonian, “has played for the
first time, and has made great progress in knowledge of the
game. He is a good tackler, runs well with the ball . . . and
ought to make a fast man. He is a little slow in starting, but can
easily remedy that fault.” Reed marked the paragraph when he
sent the paper home to his mother.

The happiness that he felt in the rough physical combat of
the game and the recognition that came with his mild success
gave John Reed all that he needed to become not merely one of
the Morristown boys but 2 leader. In the compact little life of a
small, isolated school, it took him only a few weeks to win the
respect, whole-hearted or grudging, of the sixty boys. When
a few of them gathered in some one’s room, it was Jack Reed
who uttered the boldest, most crushing arguments in the discus-
sions of sex, religion, and politics. It was Jack Reed, too, who
could tell the most spectacular stories, building fantasies around
the Green chateau, describing raids into forbidden streets, imi-
tating Indian war-whoops and the cries of a wounded cougar.

His ingenuity and fearlessness in mischief added to his reputa-
tion. There was nothing particular to do in the village of Morris-
town, a mile or two away, but, because pupils were permitted
to go there only on Wednesday and Saturday afternoons, he or-
ganized expeditions that left the dormitories, after the retiring
hour, by fire escapes and ropes, and returned before dawn in the
same clandestine way. More exciting were the secret visits to
country dances. There would be the smirking surprise that went
around the hall when the three or four boys, whom the dancers
immediately identified as aliens from the school, swaggered i,
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and then the supreme audacity of walking up, before resentful
eyes, and asking some girl to dance.

“His powers as a boy,” one of the three masters remembers,
“were turned too much toward mischief and disorder. He was a
difficult and rather disturbing influence in the school.” “He was
free from ordinary restraints,” says another, “but was amiable
and had no serious disciplinary trouble.” There was one time, it
is true, when he offended against Morristonian canons of good
taste. An entertainment was going on to which only members
of the sixth form and their guests were invited. Between the first
and second floors of the main building stood a suit of armor, and
on its helmet Reed set a chamber pot—in full sight of the women
guests. He was put on bounds, lost all privileges, and was de-
prived of his room in the Harvard dormitory and given an al-
cove In the Columbia dormitory under the charge of the teacher
he liked least.

Football and mischief were all very well, but Reed could
never be happy long unless he was writing. The school had a
monthly magazine, the Morristonian, to which he immediately
contributed. He wanted nothing less, however, than a magazine
of his own. The school had once had a comic paper, suppressed
because its humor was too personal. Reed revived it, a thin little
paper, published twice a month, the Rooster. It avoided person-
alities well enough to survive the year, but that was its principal
achievement. Twelve issues of dismal schoolboy humor were
enough, and the paper was not continued the next year. It had
served its purpose as a vehicle for John Reed’s urgent need not
so much to create as to organize.

Creation, such as it was, found outlet in the Morristonian. His
first contribution was a labored piece of exaggeration, a type of
humor to which for more than a decade he frequently recurred.
His other two stories were purely romantic, one of them the
story of the destruction of Atlantis. His verse, no more original
than could have beenexpected, tried to say what was going on
within him, that private life of surging hope, vague desire, occa-
sional despair, that persisted underneath the agitated public life

of schoolboy activity. He strove to be literary in describing a
storm and ended: ;
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An atom in this world of might and night
I stand alone.

He wrote of a violin:

Sobbing through the still night places,
Like a little child a-weeping,

Singing happily, and laughing,
Laughter like the bells of silver
Which are rung in Paradise.

Then it dies away and leaves us
Something wanting in the night.

The year went by. He spoke on behalf of Alton B. Parker in
a mock election campaign. His mother visited the school. He
went home with a classmate, Frank Damrosch, for Thanksgiving
Day. In the spring he was elected to the board of the Morristo-
nian, made vice-president of the athletic association, chosen man-
ager of the football team. He won the Scribner prize for the best
historical thesis. He began to call on girls in the town and to
think of himself as a “fusser.” “Busy, happy, with lots of friends
I expanded into self-confidence. Without trying I found myself;
and since then I have never been very much afraid of men.”

WaEN he returned to Portland, he found his father entering
upon his duties as United States Marshal. The appointment had
come in a strange way. Several years earlier, Ethan Hitchcock,
Secretary of the Interior, had come to suspect the existence of
land frauds in the West. A preliminary investigation by William
J. Burns showed that the public land in Washington, Oregon,
and California was being seized by lumber companies and rail-
road interests. To be granted a section of public land, a claimant
swore that he had occupied the land for five years and had im-
proved it. A ring of politicians, with the aid of government offi-
cials, including the Commissioner of the Land Office himself, had
systematically falsified the records and taken the land. Lumber
interests, railroads, and insurance companies were all involved.

Francis J. Heney, who had fought graft in Arizona, was made
special prosecutor. When he went to Portland, he called on C. J.
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Reed, whom he had known in the Bohemian Club in San Fran-
cisco. Mr. Reed, with a kind of good-natured cynicism, took
him around the city, introducing him to the leading men and
letting him learn what he could from their gossip. Heney soon
realized that the lumber companies controlled the land office, the
senators and representatives, and even the federal judges. Al-
though his first cases were against men and women with criminal
records, respectable citizens of Portland came to him and tact-
fully suggested that conviction would be unwise. The frauds
affected the politics and business of the entire state, and Heney
saw that he would have to fight the good men as well as the bad.

One of the principal obstacles to Heney’s success was Jack
Matthews, United States Marshal and Republican boss of Port-
land. Matthews, in impaneling juries and in whatever other ways
were possible, obstructed Heney’s course. Heney appealed to
Roosevelt, and Matthews was ousted. When Heney asked C. J.
Reed to take his place, Reed could scarcely believe he was seri-
ous, but Heney argued, and Reed caught fire. He had always
been shocked by the calm predacity of his associates, but he had
been satisfied to make the discrepancies between pretense and
practice the butt of his wit. Now cynicism vanished, and he be-
came a crusader.

It was a new experience to John Reed to find his father so full
of conviction and passion, and he responded to the air of excite-
ment that swept through the house. He loved to go to the office
and see his father poking fun at William J. Burns’ solemn hawk-
shaw manners or talking strategy with Frank Heney. C. ].s en-
thusiasm entered the boy, who began to talk hotly of busting
trusts and jailing grafters. But the impression that lasted longest
was of his father’s fearlessness, for there was actual physical dan-
. .ger i this crusade and there was the intense pressure of respect-
able opinion. The Arlington Club elected a new president, and
some of its members would not speak to the man they had so
often applauded. As the prosecution went on, reaching a United
States Senator, touching the Northern Pacific Railroad and the
Southern, leading to the death in New York of the president of
an insurance company, Portland saw Frank Heney as an enemy
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of society and C. J. Reed as a traitor. And all the time the man
grew bolder, stronger in his convictions, sharper in his wit.

John Reed went back to Morristown with 2 new admiration
and a new friendship for his father, and with even greater confi-
dence in himself. He had been chosen to the committee of seven,
a harmless concession to the theory of student democracy. He
was manager of the football team as well as a player. The boys
called him Rooster and Farmer, the first because of the now
defunct paper, the second because of his gangling body, his
round, unfirm face, and his unkempt hair. The masters found
him more troublesome than ever, for defiance of discipline had
become instinctive. For two months he was removed from the
school committee, and later he was made to resign from the edi-
torial board of the Morristonian. The latter action brought an
indignant, self-righteous petition from Reed and Damrosch, his
fellow-offender, and they were restored to the board.

His own experience and his admiration for his father strength-
ened his belief that concessions were wrong, that he must always
do cxactly what he wanted and say exactly what he thought.
He would win recognition, but only on his own terms. He
began to associate with an older boy in his class, a southerner
who subsequently flunked out. Reed liked the boy because he
was so completely honest, and he made up his mind to emulate
his candor. They went to New York together for a weekend,
fabricating some sort of excuse. “I'm going to get a girl,” his
friend said, and he did, and brought her to his room and slept
with her. Reed, though not quite ready to emulate him, admired
his audacity. And when they were coming home, crossing on the
ferry to take the Morristown train, the boy said, “I feel good. I
fecl like singing.” So he sang, sitting on the rail, paying no atten-
tion to the passengers who gaped at him. Candor, audacity, un-
self-consciousness—Reed placed them at the top of his hierarchy
of virtues.

Candor and audacity he could cultivate and the appearance of
un-self-consciousness, but he was too complex a person to be en-
tirely free from awareness of what other people were thinking
about him. He became, instead, something of an actor, casting
himself in roles that he admired. And all the time he led an in-



22 JOHN REED

tense emotional life that he revealed to no one cxcept insofar as
he clumsily hinted at it in his poetry. The growth of strong sex-
ual impulses fostered his romanticism, and each girl that inter-
ested him was a Guinevere or an Elaine. Though he craved
every form of eminence, he was at heart convinced that he was
to be a great poet, for he thought of himsclf, in spite of all his
activity, as a dreamer. There was a strange experience one Sat-
urday afternoon, when, in the midst of a game, he looked up
and for a moment believed he saw a vision of Galahad and the
Holy Grail. He remained the romantic boy whose early years
had been so much a matter of solitary dreaming. His new confi-
dence in himself was expressed in warm-hearted sociability and
constant action, but he continued to dream.

He did not know how to convey the intensity of his feelings,
even if he had been willing to attempt it. He was prolific, how-
ever, in his writing. He liked the spectacular; one of his stories
in the Morristonian, “The Iind of the World,” closes with New
York City falling into a pit and the prophet from the deserr,
who had announced the disaster, leaping in after it. Of his verses
none has more than personal significance, and only two or three
have that. There is a poem called “T'wilight” that suggests a
nostalgia for the West:

That wind has stirred the mighty pines
That cling along Mt. Shasta’s side

Has hurled the broad Pacific surf
Against the rocks of Tillamook;

And o’er the snow-fields of Mt. Hood
Has caught the bitter cold and roared
Across the prairies, piling high

The huge white drifts of swirling snow.

- . . . - - . - -

And yet, although the bitter wind
Bites deep into my shrinking flesh,

I seem to see against the sky

The mountains of the white cascades;
And grandly through the mighty range
The vast Columbia flowed down

Unto the sea forevermore.
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There is also a rather extraordinary poem to Tennyson:

Singer of the kingly Arthur,
Deathless song which cannot die.

To thy truth I'd fall a martyr,
Truth from lips that will not lie.

Give to me thine inspiration,
Let thy soul my soul immerse

Till through swectest meditation
I can sing my soul in verse.

He was not very different from other prep school boys. Like
most pre-college students who have any literary inclinations at
all, he wrote in imitation of the author he had most recently
read and was capable of the most naive enthusiasms. He was be-
low the average as a scholar, and he barely passed his entrance
examinations to Harvard. In athletics he was only fairly good,
though he won his letter two years in football and one year in
track. He made the masters miserable with his tricks, but he was
neither an incorrigibly bad boy nor a thoughtful rebel.

Yet Reed is remembered by the masters of Morristown School
and by the boys who were there with him, more than thirty
years ago. A tremendous explosive energy was released on that
stodgy lictle campus, and, though it accomplished nothing, it left
its mark. Reed made himself felt as a force. And he succeeded,
even then, in dividing his associates into two camps, those who
loved him and those who hated him. Thirty years later two men
who were in the class below Reed’s wrote about him. “He
seemed to delight,” said one of them, “in showing his authority
over the new boys. I happened to be a new boy and I suppose
that may have prejudiced me.” “At that time there was a certain
amount of hazing in the school,” said the other, “and I remem-
ber Jack particularly because he was especially friendly to me
as a new boy and refused to take part in any of the hazing ac-
tivities.” Whether he bullied the new boys or not, they did not
forget him.
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“PaiNn or GrowiNG, Ecstasy oF UNroLpING”

Cambridge, Boston were romantic names to the boy from

Oregon. There was the Yard, open and spacious, laid out
with elm-shaded paths. There were the old halls, built a century
and more ago, Massachusetts, IHarvard, Hollis, Stoughton. There
was Bulfinch’s administration building, University Hall. There
were Sever and Emerson, where classes met. There were Gore
Hall and the squat-spired, incongruous little chapel. This was the
Yard, the old, the essential Harvard. To the north were mu-
seums, the gymnasium, the law and divinity schools; to the
south, one block away, on Mt. Auburn Street, the private dormi-
tories, the Gold Coast.

This, Reed confidently believed, was to be the scene of his
new triumphs. In his good-natured, casual way he was ambitious,
wanted the best that Harvard offered, and could see no reason
why he should not have it. After the conquest of Morristown,
the conquest of Harvard seemed inevitable. There was nothing,
certainly, that he was afraid to try. A day or two after college
opened, he walked up to Bob Hallowell. “I hear that you draw,”
he said. “Why don’t we do a book about Harvard? I'll do the
text and you do the pictures.”

“But,” Hallowell objected, “we don’t know anything about
the place.”

“Hell,” Reed replied, “we’ll find out doing the thing!”

It was only one of thousands of ideas that momentarily swept
Reed off his feet and then came to nothing. If, however, he had
set out to discover what kind of institution it was in which he

24

IN SEPTEMBER, 1906, John Reed entered IHarvard. Harvard,
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planned to spend four years, he might have understood why its
conquest was not going to be easy and why, to the end, his vic-
tory would be equivocal.

Harvard was the oldest, largest, richest, and by general con-
sent the greatest university in the United States. The man who
had presided over it during its rise to greatness was Charles W.
Eliot, who was seventy-two when Reed entered college and who
retired before he graduated. During the forty years that he was
president Harvard changed from a provincial college with
barely a thousand students to an internationally famous univer-
sity with a faculty of more than five hundred, an undergraduate
body of more than two thousand, and a graduate enrollment in
its half-dozen professional schools of sixteen hundred. Its en-
dowment increased from two million to twenty-two, and its
annual expenses from a quarter of a million to two million and
a half.

Charles W. Eliot was not a minister, and to that extent his
appointment in 1869 was revolutionary. He was a chemist. But
he was also a Boston Eliot. His paternal grandfather, a merchant,
was probably the richest man in Boston when he died in 182o0.
His mother’s father had made a considerable fortune in the
northwestern fur and East India trades, a fortune augmented by
investment in the infant textile industry. His father, thus en-
dowed, had devoted himself to public service, first as Mayor of
Boston and Congressman from Massachusetts, then as philan-
thropist. The family fortune was materially diminished by dis-
astrous investment in 1857, but the family position was never
threatened. At a time when his academic future seemed dubious,
Eliot seriously considered becoming superintendent of the Mer-
rimack Company’s textile mills. There were always opportunities
for an Eliot.

Eliot was a democrat and a liberal. He spoke cordially to gar-
bage collectors and brusquely to ambassadors. He never con-
sciously bowed down before wealth, and he honestly believed
that America was a land of opportunity. He criticized trade
unionism because it restricted individual freedom; a scab might,
he said, be a hero. He favored segregation for Negroes, but he
desired equal treatment, in their separate compartments, for black
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and white. The processes of colonial expansion should be hu-
mane and educational. e was carefully fair-minded, graciously
tolerant, and he prescrved intact the prejudices of his Beacon
Street birthplace.

President Eliot brought to Cambridge some of the finest minds
in America. There were James, Royce, Santayana, and Palmer
in philosophy; Miinsterberg in psychology; Kittredge, Neilson,
Wendell, and Baker in English; Channing and Hart in history;
Taussig in economics. Since the undergraduate, once he had
passed the required freshman course in English and had satisfied
the authorities that he had a reading knowledge of French and
German, was free to take any courses that suited his fancy, he
could, if he chose and if other considerations such as convenient
hours and reputations for leniency did not weigh too heavily
with him, listen to men who had no superiors in America.

John Reed could have learned all this; indeed, in a vague way
he knew it already. He knew what Eliot stood for, ard he ap-
proved. The liberalism of Charles W. Eliot was the creed in
which C. J. Reed had been raised, though at the moment he was
engaged in belligerent enforcement rather than abstract affirma-
tion of middle-class rights. John Reed would not even have ob-
jected to the fact that the Corporation, the governing body of
Harvard University, was dominated by Henry Lee Higginson,
Boston’s leading financier and patron of the arts. It was only the
predatory business men, the malefactors of great wealth, as C.
J. Reed’s new idol called them, that the Reeds condemned. They
believed in business itself, in competition, in capitalism.

In fact, the way in which the university was run must have
seemed so natural and so unimportant to John Reed that, if he
had written about Harvard, he would not have bothered to
mention it. He was impressed when Eliot told the class of 1910
that the purpose of the university “is to allow each man to think
and do as he pleases, and the tendency is to allow this more and
more.” And when Eliot asked the freshmen if they were afraid
of this liberty, Reed could have answered with a ringing “No!”
"That was all that really concerned him: he was free to think and

do as he pleased, and he did not care to whom he owed the
privilege.
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Much more interesting to him than the official administration
of the university was the world of the college undergraduates.
So far as John Reed was concerned, the great men Eliot had
brought to Harvard and the millions of dollars he had added to
its endowment were simply a background for the exploits of
some two thousand young men like himself. What he did not
realize, in those early days when he made his audacious proposal
to Hallowell, was that the undergraduate world was quite as
complicated as the world of academic officialdom, and just as
alien from anything he had ever known. He saw scores of op-
portunity for achievement: the various sports, the managerships
of the various sports, the magazines, and all the clubs. He did
not see that Harvard had its own ways of judging fitness for the
prizes of its little world. Morristown had taught him more about
class distinctions and social hierarchies than he had known in
Portland, but it had also convinced him that they were only of
secondary importance. Harvard was to teach him how important
they could be.

As soon as his first ebullience had died away, he found that he
was extraordinarily lonely. “In 1906,” he afterwards wrote, “I
went up to Harvard almost alone, knowing hardly a soul in the
university. My college class entered over seven hundred strong,
and for the first three months it seemed to me, going around to
lectures and meetings, as if every one of the seven hundred had
friends but me. I was thrilled with the immensity of Harvard, its
infinite opportunities, its august history and traditions—but des-
perately lonely.”

Without much thought, he elected Latin, English literature,
elementary French and German, history, and philosophy. There
was nothing in the insipid routine of freshman courses to arouse
his imagination, and he quickly learned how little work was
necessary to win a passing grade. In the classrooms he made ac-
quaintances, and perhaps walked with them across the Yard,
but they never asked him to their rooms, and, indeed, they
scarcely recognized him if he met them at some undergraduate
gathering. So many of the men seemed to have been together at
one of the larger preparatory schools, St. Mark’s or Groton or
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Exeter or Andover. They knew each other, and they knew
upper-classmen, whose familiarity with college traditions they
soon absorbed. And they found Reed’s impetuous cordiality a
little embarrassing. If this man was some one they wanted to
know, they would soon cnough find out; meanwhile he would
do well not to thrust himself forward.

Loneliness would have driven Reed to engage in as many
undergraduate activities as possible, even if ambition had not
pushed him on. He had to show these fellows. Football, crew,
managerial positions, the magazines—he went out for them all.
He was not good enough for the freshman football team, though
he now weighed twenty pounds more than he had at Morris-
town, and he was soon eliminated. Disappointed, he began to
spend more of his time in writing for the magazincs.

The Lampoon, he was excited to discover, accepted his jokes.
He was not aware that they were as inane as the jokes he had
written in abundance for the Rooster; he only rejoiced that they
found favor with the exacting, if not precisely discriminating,
young editors. Success with the Lazzpoon was important to him
because the magazine represented the essential Harvard, the
Harvard of the chosen few. It belonged to and defended the
complacent, self-assured, superior Harvard that vaguely dis-
tressed John Reed and yet of which he wanted to be a part. If
his inventiveness did not carry him beyond the classroom ex-
ploits of a student called “Mr. Grinda,” his work was acceptable
and was, indeed, on a level with most of the jokes that, stupid
as they individually were, made the Lamzpoon a bulwark of the
Harvardian status quo.

His work also proved acceptable to the editors of the Harvard
Monthly, which represented a different Harvard tradition, the
tradition of serious literary effort. Hermann Hagedorn was edi-
tor-in-chief Reed’s freshman year, and John Hall Wheelock and
Lucien Price were on the board. George Santayana, Edwin Ar-
lington Robinson, M. A. DeWolfe Howe, and William Vaughn
Moody had written for the Monthly in the past. The Monthly
affirmed nothing except the right of undergraduates to be as
mature as they could be. It offered no formal opposition, at least
in 1906, to the prejudices of the Lazpoon, but its values were not
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the Lampoon’s values. It summoned from John Reed the best
prose he had thus far written—a short, romantic, poetic story
called “Bacchanal”—and the best poetry, a sonnet, “Guinevere.”

The fact that he wrote with equal enthusiasm and success for
both the Lampoon and the Monthly indicates the inner confu-
sion that made Reed unhappy in his first year at Harvard. Wiser
men were content with what they could have, and Reed could
have a literary career. He wanted that, but he wanted more too;
he wanted popularity, acclaim, the glittering prizes that Harvard
offered. He thought longingly of his triumphs at Morristown,
and despaired because he could not immediately duplicate them
at Harvard.

In the spring he made a valiant try for a position on the fresh-
man crew, staying in Cambridge through the vacation to work
at a rowing machine in the empty boathouse. And when he was
dropped from the list of candidates, he entered the competition
for the assistant managership of the varsity crew, working day
and night to collect subscriptions. When the appointed date
came, it was found that Reed had easily won, but the manager
said that Reed was not the right sort of man, and he extended
the competition, permitting Raymond Belmont to go to New
York and get his father, a Morgan man, to help him. Belmont
was given the position.

Reed experienced other kinds of discrimination. One of the
social leaders of the class promised to room with him sophomore
year, and then, warned that Reed was not quite sound, drew
away from him. And Reed became snobbish himself: “I, too,
hurt a boy who was my friend.” The boy was a New York Jew,
“a shy, rather melancholy person,” Reed called him, but 2 boy
with a brilliant mind. Reed liked him and learned much from
him. But he began to reflect: “We were always together, we two
outsiders. I became irritated and morbid about it—it seemed I
would never be part of the rich splendor of college life with him
around—so I drew away from him. It hurt him very much, and it
taught me better.”

It was a rather troubled, distrustful boy who returned to Ore-
gon in June. But C. J. Reed, who had himself learned something
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about snobbishness, told him to keep on fighting. And, it became
clear the next fall, the defeats were less serious than they had
seemed. He was elected an editor of the Monthly, and, in Feb-
ruary, of the Lamzpoon. His old audacity, which even in his de-
spair he had maintained as a pose, returned in full ebullience. At
the Monthly’s initiation ceremony, when each of the prospec-
tive editors was required to recite an original poem, Reed sud-
denly gave voice to a parody of one of the sea poems John Hall
Wheelock, now editor-in-chief, had written:

Long have I longed about Longacre Square

For the sound of the sea and the loud yellow plunk
Of the breakers beating against the moonlight

And the desolate horizoned spaces.

O voiceless, murmurous sea,
Full of salt water and the great sad crabs. . ..

Wheelock interrupted, and Reed’s clection was unanimously
confirmed. It was perhaps a greater audacity that led Reed’s
fellow neophyte and friend, Edward Iunt, to read, on such an
occasion, a serious and moving poem on death; but that was a
kind of audacity John Reed had yet to learn.

Of course there were still defeats. Not satisfied with being on
two of the magazines, Reed joined the competition for the staff
of the Crimson, the college daily. Though even then he was a
good journalist, he was not elected. Such defeats did not come
because he was socially ineligible. He did not belong to one of
the best Boston families, nor had he attended St. Mark’s or Gro-
ton, but he did have behind him some money, a reputable ances-
try, and two years at an expensive preparatory school. With his
ability, which nobody doubted, he was precisely the sort of per-
son that the aristocracy would have been glad to adopt, as two
years later, it adopted his brother Harry, who knew how to play
the Harvard game. But there was something in Jack that the
social leaders feared. He wanted to be accepted, but it had to be
on his own terms, and his terms simply were not theirs. Much
as he longed to conform, he could not do it. He remained, in
spite of himself, defiant, belligerent, mocking. When good man-
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ners would have counted most, his manners were the worst he
could contrive. In dealing with contributors to the Lampoon and
the Monthly he was rude to men of influence and considerate to
nonentities. There were times when it seemed to the more sober
men of his class, men who went their own ways indifferent to
the aristocrats, that he was bootlicking. There were times, per-
haps, when he would have been willing to lick boots; but he did
not know how.

It was no wonder that he was not elected to any of the clubs
with social prestige. The complicated club system of Harvard
remains a mystery to thousands of undergraduates, who spend
their four years in satisfied unawareness of it, except when, at
various periods, the men chosen to the Institute go running
through the Yard in gray pants and blue shirts. Reed, however,
knew every detail of the club system and described it: “In soph-
omore year, the Institute of 1770 selects one hundred men from
the class, presumably fit social material, who thereafter regard
themselves as the socially elect. The waiting clubs, which are
final to one another (that is to say, a man can belong only to one
waiting club) elect a few more, and further refine the original
hundred. This group of what is supposed to be the best men in
the class composes the material with which the final clubs fill
their ranks in junior and senior years.”

It is a complicated system for the achievement of a simple ob-
ject. The majority of final club members are men whose families
have always controlled Harvard. These men as undergraduates
dominate, under ordinary circumstances, college activities. After
they graduate, they supply the university with directors of the
Alumni Association, Overseers, and members of the Corporation.
They admit outsiders to their ranks, but only such outsiders as
they are sure they can assimilate.

John Reed, not being assimilable, remained outside. Even the
' literary clubs, after his success in the magazines, blackballed him.
It probably would have done him no harm if he had been taken
into the clubs, for, once the prizes had been won, he would have
seen how trivial they were. Nevertheless, as he remarked, “the
effect of the system on its own members is deadly,” and it per-
haps was as well that he was not exposed.






