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Occasionally one or another recently published 
work is touted as "seminal," arousing skepticism almost 
reflexly. Among other things seminal pertains to, 
contains, or consists of semen. The chance for a 
single unit of any ejaculate having to do with the 
future is just about nil. So too with books; I have 
rarely met a modern publication meriting the . 
imprimatur. I want to cite one such and say somethlng 
about the nature of its insemination. 

While on the faculty of the University of 
California (San Francisco) I became acquainted with the 
bookseller to the university. During the course of a 
social evening he remarked about an unusual book that 
had appeared recently which he rated much above those 
then current. For what it was worth he said that the 
President of the University kept it at his bedside for 
browsing, and also that he would like to forward a 
copy. It turned out to be a sparkling autobiography of 
a mind in relation to the society in which it found 
itself. I was so taken with it that I had him send 
copies to some dozen friends here and abroad, which 
perhaps was his intent in the first place. Their 
response was unanimously enthusiastic. The title of 
this work, since referred to as a minor classic, is 
Memoirs of a Superfluous Man. 

Over the years I have pursued for pleasure and 
instruction the publications of the author, Albert J. 
Nock. The breadth of his knowledge and his impeccable 
literary style tinged with subtle humor, made him a 
superb model and inspiration. In this last work 
(Memoirs) he sought to bring into balance the prevalent 
and oppressive social philosophy of economism, which 
interprets the whole sum of human life in terms of 
production, acquisition, and distribution of wealth. 



62 

Nock strove to marshal the var ious aspects of life into 
a harmon ious whole, a lways measuring the value of 
anything by its effect on the spirit and quality of 
life. 

On occasion I have reread and indexed the Memoirs 
to make available its isdo, humor, felicitous 
phrasing and wise saws. I regard it as the book that 
had the most to do with fl eshing out what up to then 
had passed for a liberal education. The author's 
considerations about the best that had been thought and 
said in the world and ho these improve one's outlook 
have been most useful to e. Thereon hangs the tale I 
am about to tell. 

But first let me i lustrate how Nock casually and 
gracefully insinuates hat h e considers worth the 
reader's time. In one of his essays entitled "Ireland 
and the Great Tradition," h e comments on the visit of 
the wise and charming Irish humanist, George Russell, 
better known as AE to this country for a lecture tour. 
He continues: "perhaps AE' s visit will set us all to 
re-reading Edmund Spencer's View of the State of 
Ireland. That book is a first-rate starting-point for 
anyone interested in the question of why Ireland and 
the Irish, in spite of their poverty, sufferings and 
obscurity, have always aged to keep a hold on the 
whole world's imagination, and to a great extent on its 
affections." 

In another essay, ock mentions Wilhelm Dibelius's 
England, which Harper and Brothers had just published 
in an admirable trans lation from the German. Nock said 
(it) "is, I believe, the soundest, most thorough, and 
at the same time most excellently readable study of 
English character and genius that has ever been made. 
It is the first of three books that I should put into 
the hands of a person who wished to know as much as any 
alien can ever know about this extraordinary and 
difficult people. The other two are Justin McCarthy's 
History of Our Own Times and Macmillan's volume 
containing Matthew Arno l d's two essays, "Culture and 
Anarchy" and Friendship's Garland." They are all he 
would need to know." 
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Nock's favorable mention of it was how I came upon 
the book Flowers of Our Lost Romance. It appeared in 
1929 and I think was out of print by the time I read 
Nock's comments, among which was that if it was out of 
print, and if one can find a copy of it anywhere it 
will be worth all the trouble one has had to look for 
it. My efficient bookseller friend was able to locate 
a second-hand copy. In the confusion of our move from 
San Francisco to Cincinnati it became submerged on my 
shelves, and it was only with one of our subsequent 
moves that I read it, one of the few compensations in 
what was otherwise a confounded nuisance. 

Many of the books recommended by Nock are not 
ordinary and Flowers of Our Lost Romance is one of 
these. It contains essays on a variety of topics: 
pioneer transportation in America, digging among the 
Mayan artifacts in the Guatemalan jungle, exploring 
Pueblo Indian ruins (cliff dwells), and a disquisition 
on what pure sagacity and pure cleverness have done for 
mankind, as well as some intimate tales of life in the 
southwest. 

I had never heard of Charles Lummis, and I became 
curious about the ranging interests displayed in this 
final of his many publications. Reading his books 
revealed him to be among other things a vigorous 
champion of racial minorities: Negro, Spanish
American, Indian, Jew, and quite objective in matters 
of religion and politics, recommendations in 
themselves. I found that his life work defied 
categorization; he served as journalist, historian, 
promoter, ethnologist, writer, archeologist, poet, 
scholar and folklorist. Those able to transcend their 
formal training are generally quite interesting people. 

Lummis's talents were many but his sophistication 
about matters of health quite naturally attest the 
attention of a physician. courage and tenacity were 
among his most attractive traits. He did with physical 
ailment what he termed "wearing it out," proceeding as 
if the symptom did not exist until it disappeared. 
Mind you, Lummis lived the greater part of hi~ ~ife 
prior to the contact between patient and phys~c~an 
characterized by Lawrence J. Henderson as follows: 
"Somewhere between 1910 and 1912 in this country, a 
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random patient, with a random disease, consulting a 
doctor chosen at random, had for the first time in the 
history of mankind , a better than fifty-fifty change of 
profiting from the encounter." In due course I will 
relate some health matters as Lummis managed them. 

But first a word about the man himself. Charles 
Lummis was born in 1859 in Lynn , Massachusetts. His 
father, an educator, took on the education of his son. 
As a result he entered Harvard in 1877 at the age of 18 
with a solid grounding in Latin, Greek and Hebrew. His 
classical education had been such that before entering 
college, he had read in Latin and Greek nearly 
everything on the college's elective list. While at 
Harvard he translated Gernan, Greek and French verse 
into English. During his sophomore year he published a 
book of verse of his own entitled Birch Bark Verses. 
The sale of some 14,000 copies helped finance him 
through college. 

His mother had s uccucbed to tuberculosis when he 
was three. Somewhat puny himself, before entering 
college he embarked on a program of physical training, 
becoming a highly competent athlete by twenty. His 
specialties were boxing, wrestling, running and 
walking. As we shall see his physical prowess was to 
be crucial on more t han a few occasions. 

After leaving Harvard in 1881, Lummis supervised 
his father-in-law's 7000-acre farm in the Scioto Valley 
in Ohio, hardly a fulf illing occupation for a person of 
his disposition. In 1882 he became editor of the 
Scioto Gazette, the oldest newspaper west of the 
Alleghenies and held this post until 1884 when he 
decided to move to California where he had the 
tentative offer of a post with the Los Angeles Times. 
He had been in correspondence with the publisher, 
Harrison Gray otis, and the position was somewhat 
contingent on Lummis's sending satisfactory weekly 
dispatches to the Times during his journey west. 

This was to be no ordinary travel since he 
proposed to walk. Among his motives was one that still 
pertains. Just as today's journey by bus or train 
allows infinitely more familiarity with the country and 
its people than travel by a i r, how much more was this 
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the case on foot. It was John Ruskin's observation 
that "travel becomes uninteresting in exact proportion 
to its rapidity." Lummis took the train from 
Chillicothe to Cincinnati, when he launched his trek on 
September 12, 1884 at the age of 25-1/2. He wore a 
knickerbocker suit, flannel shirt, low-cut light Curtis 
and Wheeler shoes. (I mentioned the make since they 
would have survived the journey had he not forgotten 
them one day after having walked 3300 miles). His long 
canvas coat had capacious pockets stuffed with such 
things as writing materials, fishing tackle, matches, 
tobacco and a revolver. He had a hunting knife on his 
belt, and $300 in $2.50 gold pieces buttoned in a money 
pouch next to his skin. One small valise and a roomy 
knapsack were expressed ahead to the towns where he 
planned stops. 

Lummis's walk was to take him across eight states 
and territories. He related the experience in the book 
entitled A Tramp Across the continent published by 
Scribner's in 1893. The remainder of this presentation 
will deal with some of his most exciting adventures. 
It is only possible to highlight this fascinating 
journey into the southwest, a record I recommend to 
anyone interested in travel and exploration. On a 
small scale, it is somewhat reminiscent of the famous 
Lewis and Clark expedition into the northwest in the 
early years of the 19th century. 

Lummis was to regard his cross-country hike as the 
most effective physical conditioning he ever underwent. 
The contact with the southwest and its peoples brought 
into perspective his New England sense of superiority. 
The simplicity and charm of the inhabitants, Indian and 
Mexican alike, roused his liking and respect, and the 
country's romantic history fascinated him and fired his 
imagination, with the result that he was to become a 
self-appointed authority and missionary in its name. 

The long walk reinforced his rather remarkable 
attitude to illness. An example is entered out of 
chronological order. Some half-dozen years after the 
long trek, he suffered what was said to be three 
strokes. The last of these left him unable to speak or 
walk for some three years. Refusing to stay in bed 
after the first three months, he began a strenuous 
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program of riding rseback , fishing, hunting and 
exploring, as he s to g et his mind off himself. It 
was slow going; be t h imself to handle a rifle 
like a revolver and roll a cigarette with one hand. 
Recovery was not a stea p rocess. After the first 
hemiparesis (left ) e suffered two more, the last 
rendering him unab 0 speak or walk. He would have 
himself hoisted on e back of a horse where he found 
he could ride successfu~ly . He would ride out to a 
stream falling fro i s horse and fishing most of the 
day fr~m a prone s · ion . One day, after humming a 
fragment of a Span · s song he began to regain his 
speech, and thereafter e ~adual~y recovered t~e 
ability to move his eft 1 1mbS, f1nally recover1ng 
completely. But a i s was after he had tested his 
metal on the long ~ As we shall see, among the 
other trials of the j ourney, he was to lose the use of 
an upper limb f or e final 700 miles of it. 

He began his lk across the country at 9 o'clock 
on Friday morning, September 12, 1884, when he departed 
from Cincinnat i en route to Lawrenceburg. Along the 
route he noted the s cars of the stupendous flood of the 
Ohio River of February 1884. An early observation that 
he made was about the c are of the feet. He noted that 
one should be as lightly shod as possible for the best 
long distance wa lking, so that the soles and ankles 
toughen and strengthen wi t h out "crutches," by which he 
meant artificial s upport . He had always walked a good 
deal. But now the hot weat her and walking constantly 
day after day quickly ade each foot as sore as a large 
boil. He observed t h a t the experienced walker does not 
nurse the blisters s ince if one rests to cure them, 
they return when t h e arc h i s resumed. If the pain can 
be borne for a few day s , t h e soles gradually toughen 
into self-cure which r e a ins permanent throughout the 
journey. So he limped a l o ng and by the time he had -
reached the Mississ ippi River, he noted that his feet 
were as happy as t h e rest of him. 

The weather was oppressively hot crossing the 
states of Ohio and I ndiana. he spent several of the 
early days trudging a l ong in pouring rain. In the back 
country of Missouri a little west of Warrensburg he 
met his first serious challenge when a huge, sav~ge dog 
sprang over a hedge of a farmhouse and took out after 



67 

him. As Lummis said, " ... he evidently liked strangers 
and liked them raw. II The dog made straight for him and 
when close leapt for the throat. Lummis had his 
hunting knife at the ready and the dog caught at it 
with big jaws. At the same instant, he said, "with the 
instinct of a boxer, I gave a desperate uppercut with 
the knife." The strong, double-edged, eight-inch blade 
caught him squarely under the throat, and the point 
coming out of his of his forehead, such was the force 
of the blow. He never made a sound beside a dying 
gurgle. Tugging out the deeply imbedded blade required 
his full effort. This encounter is some illustration 
of his readiness to cope. 

It was to be only a couple of days later that two 
tramps held him up during one of his forays to the 
railroad track, which he used somewhat as a Pole star 
during the entire journey. Both men were bigger than 
he and one of them grabbed his coat with the confidence 
that here was an easy mark. The larger of the two was 
standing just in front of the rail and as he reached 
for his watch, Lummis hit him with a left, then a 
right, like the good boxer he was. His heels caught in 
the rail and he went down. Then Lumis whipped out his 
knife and started after them. They fled down the track 
as fast as they could go, their rags flapping behind. 
He felt in no real danger with these amateurs since he 
was armed and they were not. 

Despite exposure to hazards such as this, Lummis 
seemed quite fearless. He was prone to trust people 
and animals until they proved untrustworthy. During 
the journey he met as well with a host of interesting 
people, his friendly, unpretentious demeanor allowing 
him to gather a store of information about them, to say 
nothing of the flora and fauna. He took game as 
necessary along the way and became an expert huntsman. 
At Wa Keeny, Kansas he took up his rifle which he had 
shipped ahead and also bought a blanket as the nights 
were growing cold. He camped out most nights. On 
occasion he spent the night in a railroad bunkhouse or 
telegraph station. During evenings, usually by the 
light of his camp fire, he recorded the day's 
experiences and every week mailed a dispatch to the Los 
Angeles Times. 
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Near Magdalena, Co orado, h e met up with another 
robber who with a str ing of o aths stuck a cocked 
revolver under this nose i th the demand that he hand 
over his stuff. Lummis responded that he didn't have 
very much but that he was ' e come to it. Deliberately 
unbuttoning his coat as if for a pocketbook he jerked 
out his big forty-four ocked away the smaller 
pistol in the same maneu er. The robber became as 
craven as he had been a b · ve and knelt and begged and 
blubbered. His pisto l was pocketed by Lummis and he 
administered a few hearty "cks and cuffs in recompense 
for the abuse he had handed 0 t when he was "in power," 
and left him grovelling on e ground. 

He joined his family in Denver on october 23, 
spending four days with t h before again donning his 
knapsack and turning his to ghened feet southward. 
There is no time to tell of all the sights and sounds 
and the people he met in the beautiful country on his 
way through the Rockies. Suffice it to say he was 
deeply appreciative of nature and was in the way of 
becoming an authority o n the southwestern region and 
its people. 

His next brush with disaster was on the road to 
explore the Grand Canyon of Arkansas. In the distance 
against the side of a hill of limestone he saw a huge 
stone building. without the foggiest notion of what it 
could be, he found as he approached, watchful men 
pacing with six-shooters on their hips and double
barreled shotguns over their shoulders. swarming about 
kilns and engaged in a variety of tasks were hundreds 
of men in black and white stripes which marked the huge 
building as the Colorado Penitentiary housing 350 
convicts. As it turned o u t most of them were murderers 
and rustlers. 

His progress in the vicinity of the men at work 
evidenced considerable excitement for reasons that he 
could not immediately fathom. He was proceeding 
westward with the sun behind his back. As he stopped 
to gaze at the workers, he happened to glance at the 
ground and noted beside his own shadow that of another 
man swinging a heavy stone hammer above his head. With 
a leap he sprang to one side. Jerking his forty-four 
from its scabbard he froze the convict in his tracks. 
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One of the mounted guards came up on the.double,and 
told him in no uncertain terms that walklng besld7 
life-term desperados with a holstered ~n was asklng 
for it since to obtain the gun was thelr only chance 
of lib~rty. To contain this b~dy of desperate men 
there were 38 guards on foot wlth double-barreled . 
shotguns with 9 buckshot in each barrel and forty-fl~e 
calibre six-shooters. Three mounted patrolmen carrYlng 
two big Colt revolvers apiece constantly rod7 about the 
premises. In stone sentry boxes along the hlgh wall, 
enclosure were several expert ~arksmen, ea~h a~med wlth 
the finest long-range rifles wlth telescoplC s~ghts. 
Despite these tremendous odd~ the unarmed con~1cts 
sometimes made a break for llberty. After thls close 
call the exploration of the Grand canyon was as an 
antidote for his bruised feelings. 

The nights became colder as he proceeded westward. 
Some 15 miles to the west of Pueblo, as he strode up to 
the section house of the rail line at San Carlos, a 
black greyhound flew at him savagely. One of the 
section hands cursed the dog and gave him a boot with 
his heavy brogan. It developed that the dog had been 
left friendless at the death of his master and if 
Lummis wanted him, he was told to take him. The dog, 
wild as a deer, was a fine specimen of a beautiful, 
young greyhound. Used to starvation and brutal blows, 
it required a while to break him on a rope lead. One 
day as they were becoming better acquainted, with the 
leash tied to Lummis's wrist, the dog started as he 
pulled the trigger while firing at an antelope. Lummis 
was a good shot but missed by a hundred yards from aim 
because of being hobbled with the dog. He said that 
this was the only disservice that this good companion 
ever was to render him. 

Shadow, as he named the black dog, shared the long 
journey of pleasures, privations and deadly dangers for 
1500 miles, considerable more than those human 
companions who on occasion attached themselves to 
Lummis along the road. Man and dog became fast 
friends; Shadow prancing at least three miles in his 
explorations to every two that Lummis walked. The 
relationship established, the dog would not leave him 
out of sight and they shared provisions and sleeping 
arrangements. 
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On a morn i ng in "d- December they departed Golden, 
New Mexico where e ig t pleasant days had been passed 
among the Pueblo Indi ans in the l and of the adobe and 
in the minera l belt . c ding the pre-historic gold 
mines and turquoise f Oelds . There had bee~ time to d~ 
a bit of mining wi odest results. LummlS began thls 
part of the t rek i a oad of s ome 40 pounds on his 
back. As they proceeded, the y entered snow country, 
the snow becoming d e eper as the y progressed making it 
the longest, hardest e a s ever to attempt. The 
snow finally reached above the dog's belly who could 
proceed only with a s eries of exhausting bounds. They 
wer e traveling in and of the foothills of the San 
Ys i dro range, the s no gro 0 g ever deeper as they 
gained altitude. There ere ominous sheet-like clouds 
and a rising wind a nd after some five or six hours, 
fine particles of dry , ~ y f alling snow began to blow 
northward. 

They found t h eQSe ves l ost in a trackless 
wilderness, far fro e p, with no more than the 
remotest idea in wha t direct i on there might be f ood and 
warmth, and night not far away_ The wind increased 
suddenly, scooping up great sheets of snow in blinding 
valleys. It was a fearful struggle against head winds 
and snow. Shadow gave up a nd after leading him for a 
mile or so, he c ould only be dragged limply over the 
snow like a sled . L ' s finally took him over his 
shoulders as one carries a sheep. The load was 
crushing and the drifts grew more impassable and the 
winds more cruel . It was several degrees below zero. 
Lummis's outer c l o t hing s weat-soaked for hours had 
frozen stiff. To stop meant death. He struggled on 
despite ringing ears , unseeing eyes and a general 
feeling of a strange but pleasant numbness. Then he 
stepped into a burrow a nd fell backward unable to rise, 
lost in the trackless s nows of the Sandias. The 
drowsiness of mind a nd body was like an anesthetic 
against the dread that otherwise would have been 
unbearable. 

Shadow did not move under his neck and Lurnrnis lay 
as though propped up on a pillow, which allowed f or 
forward vision. But finally the storm was passing and 
on the western horizon the half-submerged sun could be 
seen. suddenly two tiny specks of light moved across 
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the sinking disk, rousing the drowsy man like a douche 
of ice water. Those two specks meant life ahead and to 
a hunte r's trained eye their motion mov9d only as men 
move. 

Though weak as a,kitten, he staggered to his feet, 
threw Shadow across hlS shoulders and plunged through 
the heavy drifts, and started moving toward those 
lights, estimated to be some five miles distant. At 
long last in the cold, still of the night, guided by a 
lighted window, he staggered into the hamlet of San 
Antonio and fell fainting across the threshold of the 
first house. 

A kindly German trader took them in and succored 
them before a roaring fire. with food, wine and bed, 
Lummis was fully recovered on the morrow except for a 
strange lassitude that did not wear off for som9 days. 
Shadow was in good trim, except for badly frozen ears 
that never fully recovered. 

Despite the terribly close call, they were off 
again early the next morning since Lummis was anxious 
to reach a post office and he knew that several Mexican 
hamlets along the way promised a modicum of safety. 
After three miles steeply uphi l l in waist high snow, 
they crossed the divide and thence had a long rough 
declivity. The further they descended the less snow 
they encountered and after a couple of thousand feet, 
Lummis picked up a beautiful nugget of placer gold, 
perhaps some reward for his trying experiences. At 
sunset they came to two houses which comprised the 
hamlet of Carnoe and were hospitably taken in by a poor 
Mexi can. From Carnoe it was a short, dry morning's 
walk across the upland slope from the mountains to the 
Rio Grande at the enterprising little American city of 
Albuquerque, where Lummis halted for a day to catch up 
with his correspondence. 

I will skip his many interesting experiences, 
among others, the celebration of the Feast of the Dead 
in a Pueblo town, Christmas at the section house at EI 
Rito, the most wonderful aboriginal city of cliff-built 
Acoma the home of sky-dwellers on a butte or rock 
nearly 400 feet tall and 70 acres in ar7a, of hi~ 
becoming acquainted with those surroundlng fanatlcs, 
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the Penitentes, and with the Navahos and their silver 
work, to get to what was perhaps the most fantastic 
experience of the entire journey. 

On a morning in early J anuary they left Manuelito 
and crossed into Arizona. They passed Billings with 
its wonderful petrified forest, covered with giant 
trunks and brilliant chips of trees turned to stone. 
In the raw grey dawn they soon ran across the trial of 
a deer. Hoping to head it off Lummis began the ascent 
of a 50 ft. mesa of shale while Shadow sat whimpering 
at the base. He cautiously climbed the crumbling 
ledges. Half-way up, the shelf of rock on which he was 
standing suddenly broke beneath his feet, as did a 
second ledge at which h e grasped. In a shower of rock 
he fell backward, landing upon the jagged debris, and 
was rendered ' ediately unconscious. 

When he came to, Shadow was licking his face and 
whining. His left arc was doubled beneath him and 
twisted between two rocks. When at last he was able to 
arise, he found that the forearm was fractured two 
inches below the elbow, with the sharp, slanting lower 
end of the large bone (probably the radius) protruding 
from the skin. He had a host of lacerations and 
bruises. In terrible pain , far from any medical help, 
he contemplated the problem and arrived at the 
conclusion that the arm bad to be set right there. But 
how? 

His first attempt to reduce the fracture consisted 
in placing the discolored hand between his feet to try 
to tug the broken bone back i nto place, but he could 
not bear the pain of this maneuver. He then took a 
long and broad leather strap which had held his canteen 
and gave it two flat turns about the wrist of the 
broken forearm, and buckled it around a cedar tree. 
Beside the tree was a b ig squarish rock which he 
mounted. Facing the tree he set his heels on the very 
edge, and threw himself backward very hard. The agony 
was indescribable, in fact he immediately fainted . But 
when he recovered consciousness the arm was straight 
and the fracture apparently set. He cut branches and 
holding them between his teeth, trimmed them with the 
hunting knife and made crude splints. Then with the 
sympathetic Shadow plodding at his side, now heedless 
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He was cut and bruised from head to foot and the 
pain in the arm was agonizing and made worse by the 
jolt of every step. He was weak with pain ~nd lo~s of 
blood and his cold wet feet continually sllpped ln the 
mud a~d snow. At the railroad track he found an old 
spike keg. One of its broad staves cut in hal~ 
crosswise and trimmed a little made a good spllnt to 
replace the cruder one. This splint was not removed 
until the fracture healed. 

Although he knew how unpleasant it was going to be 
to carry his equipment and walk with a broken arm, the 
thought flashed through his head that it might be worse 
to be confined to bed by it. So after due 
consideration he decided to push on. And so it was 
with one arm rendered useless he began the walk of the 
remaining 700 miles to Los Angeles. 

On that day, which was January 6, he felt it was 
necessary to get to where there would be care available 
if needed. He also was to obtain money at the Winslow 
post office. His walk to Winslow without rest covered 
some 52 miles. There was a cold drenching rain all 
that day and during a shivering night. When at last he 
reached the Arizona Central Hotel at Winslow, he had 
been walking 30 continuous hours and in a little more 
than 48 hours had walked 115 miles. He and the 
faithful Shadow rested at Winslow for three days 
eating copiously and sleeping to make up for their 
trials and privation. 

After he broke his forearm, if he slept under roof 
it was upr~ght in a chair because of pain. The pain 
was unceaslng. For the rest of the journey until the 
day before he reached Los Angeles there were but six 
towns, . two of which were passed in the night. Lodgings 
wer7 elther the bare ground or a chair tilted back 
agalns~ the s~ove of some lone telegraph station, since 
bunks ln sectlon houses were a bit too filthy for even 
so hardened a traveler. 

For the next 150 miles they were never out of the 
snow. They explored the Grand Canyon of the Colorado 
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mud and snow. At the railroad track he found an old 
spike keg. One of its broad staves cut in half 
crosswise and trimmed a little made a good splint to 
replace the cruder one. This splint was not removed 
until the fracture healed. 

Although he knew how unpleasant it was going to be 
to carry his equipment and walk with a broken arm, the 
thought flashed through his head that it might be worse 
to be confined to bed by it. So after due 
consideration he decided to push on. And so it was 
with one arm rendered useless he began the walk of the 
remaining 700 miles to Los Angeles. 

On that day, which was January 6, he felt it was 
necessary to get to where there would be care available 
if needed. He also was to obtain money at the Winslow 
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some 52 miles. There was a cold drenching rain all 
that day and during a shivering night. When at last he 
reached the Arizona Central Hotel at Winslow, he had 
been walking 30 continuous hours and in a little more 
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day before he reached Los Angeles there were but six 
towns, ,two of which were passed in the night. Lodgings 
were elther the bare ground or a chair tilted back 
against the stove of some lone telegraph station, since 
bunks in section houses were a bit too filthy for even 
so hardened a traveler. 

For the next 150 miles they were never out of the 
snow. They explored the Grand Canyon of the Colorado 
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which he character ized as inco parably the.great7st 
abyss on earth. He was forced to make ~n lncr7dlble 
leap in the canyon ~ whic . e described.ln.detall ~nd. 
which he came with ln a ha1r of n~t achlevlng: Sklpplng 
many more adventures , e ext 11f7-threate~lng 
situation was the water roblem whlle cros~lng the 
desert. Crippled as s ~d.burdened.wlth 
revolvers cartridge , wrltlng materlals and 
everything else esse ,' t was impossible to carry, 
in addition, a canteen. e ost that could ~e . 
afforded was a quart ~ e of water as a day s ratlon 
for himself and Shado , e ion 's share going to the 
dog because he seeced to require it. 

exico, a quart of water a day 
og and man from severe 
to 0 miles a day in the 

irst began to tell on 
re but trudged along at heel 

orning four miles down the 
f l ed back to the town of 
e suffering miles back to 

ying in the shade of the 
railroad water tank, gr . g at his approach. A strap 
around his neck and e fol 0 ed along dejectedly for a 
couple of miles. i a savage snarl he launched 
himself and came i six inches of Lummis's throat 
with a wide, froth ing Shadow had gone berserk. 

Lummis's athlet ' c abi ity again came into play. 
Pulling his head back to odge the attack, he threw his 
whole force ous kick and a simultaneous 
wild thrust ead strap of the dog, His 
foot caught Shadow glancLngly in the chest and rolled 
him down a 30 ft. e But the dog was soon on 
his feet again and ceo for another attack. Lummis 
snatched at his six-shooter, t it had worked around 
to the middle of his bac e was hampered by the 
heavy-pocketed long duc t. Springing to the edge 
of the bank he aga in p ted, catChing Shadow squarely 
under the chin, a nd rol ed once more to the bottom 
of the embankment. Up and bac h e came and as he was 
within four feet the Co t wrest l ed loose, and with 
the switch instinct ive air ong practice he pulled 
the trigger even as the zz e fell , The flame 
burnt his face and h e dr e was up in an 
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instant and fled shrieking across the barren,pla~n. 
The heavy ball had creased his skull and bur~ed ~tself 
in his flank. Knowing the horrors of a gunshot wound 
and that the poor dog should never be allowed to gO,and 
die by inches the hideous death of the desert, Lumm~s 
dropped to one knee and at a full 150 yards ano~her 
bullet threw Shadow into a wild somersault of h1S own 
momentum, killing him. 

Weak and faint and heavy-hearted, he dug a grave 
for his companion with his hunting knife and blazed a 
tattered Yucca tree to mark it and went alon~ down the 
bitter desert. Crossing the Mohave Desert ~lt~out 
Shadow was 200 miles of suffering far outwelghlng all 
that had gone before. There were five telegraph 
stations in that awful stretch, and the largest town 
had but three houses. His rations were a daily quart 
of water and a cake of chocolate, which was all he 
could carry. By night he covered himself with sand or 
slept in a wooden chair beside the stove of a little 
telegraph office, getting up a dozen times to replenish 
the fire. By day he trudged through the blinding glow, 
sUffering unspeakably from thirst and a good deal from 
the broken bone. The glare of the desert sun was 
murderous. He took to walking nights since there was 
a full moon, trying with scant success to sleep by day. 

Starting out from the little bunkhouse at Amboy at 
sunset, he inadvertently left behind the low shoes 
which had served him so well for 3300 miles. He had 
changed for the night walk since they gathered sand so 
badly. He had traveled 20 miles before missing the 
shoes from his belt and was never able to recover them. 
Next to Shadow, it was the loss that affected him most. 

On the next day a mirage nearly undid him. He had 
camped unable to reach a station, his water gone, and 
all d~y he had been half-dead with thirst. When he saw 
the m1rage he reasoned that was what it was, simply 
because so large a lake does not exist in the desert 
Running away from it he fell exhausted some two hour~ 
later under a tank by the railroad track. 

At Daggett a man asked to accompany him as he 
was ~eaded for Los Angeles, but he could only take 
50 ml1es of such travel. This was the third human 

too 
some 
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companion to join Lummis at some point on the long 
journey, the others lasted by 78 and 38 miles 
respectively, tes timony if it were needed to Lummis's 
courage and condition. 

On the last day of J a nuary he reached Southern 
California and lodge d a t Pomona. On February 1 he did 
a 30 mile walk through beautiful towns, past the old 
mission of San Gabrie l , arriving at midnight in Los 
Angeles. 

After leaving Ci ncinnati on September 12, this 
incredible wa lk had taken him a fraction over 3507 
miles. He had been out 143 days, and had crossed 8 
states and Territories, nearly all of them along their 
greatest length. his actual walking time was 112 days. 
He had made about 30 to 40 miles per day. His longest 
continuing hike was from Ellsworth to Ellis, Ka nsas, 79 
miles which he t rotted in 21 hours. He said that this 
record would have been better had he not fallen asleep 
for three hours when he sat down to rest. Major stops 
were made at St. Louis, Denver, Sante Fe, Albuquerque, 
and San Mateo, New Mexico. His broken arm had knitted 
perfectly a nd in a few days was out of bandages and as 
straight a nd s trong as its mate. On February 2, 1885 
at 9 o'clock on the morning of his midnight arr i val, h e 
assumed the post of city Editor of the Los Angeles 
Times. 

Coda: 

Lest you consider that Lummis's walk is the 
record, you reckon without one Edward Payson Weston 
the champion pedestrian of the world. Born in 1839' 
Mr. Weston's walks included the 443 miles from Bost~n 
to Washington in 1861, to attend Lincoln's first 
inauguration. In 1867, he walked 1326 miles between 
Portland, Maine, and Chicago. 

But these and many others were as moderation 
itself when compared to the walk begun on his 70th 
birthday when Weston traveled from New York city to San 
Francisco, a distance of 3900 miles in 105 days. Next 
year he walked back, covering the 3600 miles f r om Los 
Angeles to New York in 77 days. 
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However, all the experience he acquired failed to 
protect him from one of the main hazards of modern 
walking. Incredibly, at the age of 88, he was struck 
by a cab while crossing the street and thereafter was 
confined to a wheelchair until his death in 1919 at the 
age of 90. Memorializing him, it was written in the 
New York Times that at last he had gone on the perfect 
walk, the walk for which solitude is essential. 
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