


3

Part I
Glenyan & Yan

I. Glimmerings
Yan was much like other twelve-year-old boys in 

having a keen interest in Indians and in wild life, but he 
diff ered from most in this, that he never got over it. 
Indeed, as he grew older, he found a yet keener pleasure 
in storing up the little bits of woodcraft and Indian lore 
that pleased him as a boy.

His father was in poor circumstances. He was an 
upright man of refi ned tastes, but indolent — a failure 
in business, easy with the world and stern with his fam-
ily. He had never taken an interest in his son’s wild-
wood pursuits; and when he got the idea that they 
might interfere with the boy’s education, he forbade 
them altogether.

Th ere was certainly no reason to accuse Yan of ne-
glecting school. He was the head boy of his class, al-
though there were many in it older than himself. He 
was fond of books in general, but those that dealt with 
Natural Science and Indian craft were very close to his 

Because I have known the torment 
of thirst I would dig a well where 
others may drink.

E. T. S.
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heart. Not that he had many — there were very few in 
those days, and the Public Library had but a poor rep-
resentation of these. “Lloyd’s Scandinavian Sports,” 
“Gray’s Botany” and one or two Fenimore Cooper nov-
els, these were all, and Yan was devoted to them. He 
was a timid, obedient boy in most things, but the un-
wise command to give up what was his nature merely 
made him a disobedient boy — turned a good boy into 
a bad one. He was too much in terror of his father to 
disobey openly, but he used to sneak away at all oppor-
tunities to the fi elds and woods, and at each new bird 
or plant he found he had an exquisite thrill of mingled 
pleasure and pain — the pain because he had no name 
for it or means of learning its nature.

Th e intense interest in animals was his master pas-
sion, and thanks to this, his course to and from school 
was a very crooked one, involving many crossings of 
the street, because thereby he could pass fi rst a saloon 
in whose window was a champagne advertising chromo 
that portrayed two Terriers chasing a Rat; next, direct-
ly opposite this, was a tobacconist’s, in the window of 
which was a beautiful effi  gy of an Elephant, laden with 
tobacco. By going a little farther out of his way, there 
was a game store where he might see some Ducks, and 
was sure, at least, of a stuff ed Deer’s head; and beyond 
that was a furrier shop, with an astonishing stuff ed 
Bear.

At another point he could see a livery stable Dog 
that was said to have killed a Coon, and at yet another 
place on Jervie Street was a cottage with a high veran-
da, under which, he was told, a chained Bear had once 
been kept. He never saw the Bear. It had been gone for 
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years, but he found pleasure in passing the place. At the 
corner of Pemberton and Grand streets, according to a 
schoolboy tradition, a Skunk had been killed years ago 
and could still be smelled on damp nights. He always 
stopped, if passing near on a wet night, and sniff ed and 
enjoyed that Skunk smell. Th e fact that it ultimately 
turned out to be a leakage of sewer gas could never rob 
him of the pleasure he originally found in it.

Yan had no good excuse for these weaknesses, and 
he blushed for shame when his elder brother talked 
“common sense” to him about his follies. He only knew 
that such things fascinated him.

But the crowning glory was a taxidermist’s shop 
kept on Main Street by a man named Sander. Yan 
spent, all told, many weeks gazing spellbound, with his 
nose fl at and white against that window. It contained 
some Fox and Cat heads grinning ferociously, and 
about fi fty birds beautifully displayed. Nature might 
have got some valuable hints in that window on show-
ing plumage to the very best advantage. Each bird 
seemed more wonderful than the last.

Th ere were perhaps fi fty of them on view, and of 
these, twelve had labels, as they had formed part of an 
exhibit at the Annual County Fair. Th ese labels were 
precious truths to him, and the birds:

Osprey

Kingfi sher

Bluejay

Rosebreasted Grosbeak

Woodthrush

Scarlet Tanager

Partridge or Ruff ed 

Grouse

Bittern

Highholder

Sawwhet Owl

Oriole

* * * * * * *
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were, with their names, deeply impressed on his mem-

ory and added to his woodlore, though not altogether 

without a mixture of error. For the alleged Woodthrush 

was not a Woodthrush at all, but turned out to be a 

Hermit Th rush. Th e last bird of the list was a long-

tailed, brownish bird with white breast. Th e label was 

placed so that Yan could not read it from outside, and 

one of his daily occupations was to see if the label had 

been turned so that he could read it. But it never was, 

so he never learned the bird’s name.

After passing this for a year or more, he formed a 

desperate plan. It was nothing less than to go inside. It 

took him some months to screw up courage, for he was 

shy and timid, but oh! he was so hungry for it. Most 

likely if he had gone in openly and asked leave, he 

would have been allowed to see everything; but he 

dared not. His home training was all of the crushing 

kind. He picked on the most curious of the small birds 

in the window — a Sawwhet Owl, then grit his teeth 

and walked in. How frightfully the cowbell on the door 

did clang! Th en there succeeded a still more appalling 

silence, then a step and the great man himself came.

“How — how — how much is that Owl?”

“Two dollars.”

Yan’s courage broke down now. He fl ed. If he had 

been told ten cents, it would have been utterly beyond 

reach. He scarcely heard what the man said. He hurried 

out with a vague feeling that he had been in heaven but 

was not good enough to stay there. He saw nothing of 

the wonderful things around him.
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II. Spring
Yan, though not strong, revelled in deeds of brawn. 

He would rather have been Samson than Moses — Her-
cules than Apollo. All his tastes inclined him to wild 
life. Each year when the spring came, he felt the inborn 
impulse to up and away. He was stirred through and 
through when the fi rst Crow, in early March, came 
barking over-head. But it fairly boiled in his blood when 
the Wild Geese, in long, double, arrow-headed proces-
sion, went clanging northward. He longed to go with 
them. Whenever a new bird or beast appeared, he had 
a singular prickling feeling up his spine and his back as 
though he had a mane that was standing up. Th is feel-
ing strengthened with his strength.

All of his schoolmates used to say that they “liked” 
the spring, some of the girls would even say that they 
“dearly loved” the spring, but they could not under-
stand the madness that blazed in Yan’s eyes when 
springtime really came — the fl ush of cheek — the 
shortening breath — the restless craving for action — 
the chafi ng with fl ashes of rebellion at school restraints 
— the overfl ow of nervous energy — the bloodthirst in 
his blood — the hankering to run — to run to the 
north, when the springtime tokens bugled to his every 
sense.

Th en the wind and sky and ground were full of 
thrill. Th ere was clamour everywhere, but never a 
word. Th ere was stirring within and without. Th ere was 
incentive in the yelping of the Wild Geese; but it was 
only tumult, for he could not understand why he was 
so stirred. Th ere were voices that he could not hear — 
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messages that he could not read; all was confusion of 
tongues. He longed only to get away.

“If only I could get away. If — if — Oh, God!” he 
stammered in torment of inexpression, and then would 
gasp and fl ing himself down on some bank, and bite the 
twigs that chanced within reach and tremble and won-
der at himself.

Only one thing kept him from some mad and sui-
cidal move — from joining some roving Indian band up 
north, or gypsies nearer — and that was the strong 
hand at home.

III. His Adjoining Brothers
Yan had many brothers, but only those next him in 

age were important in his life. Rad was two years older 
— a strong boy, who prided himself on his “common 
sense.” Th ough so much older, he was Yan’s inferior at 
school. He resented this, and delighted in showing his 
muscular superiority at all opportunities. He was in-
clined to be religious, and was strictly proper in his life 
and speech. He never was known to smoke a cigarette, 
tell a lie, or say “gosh” or “darn.” He was plucky and 
persevering, but he was cold and hard, without a hu-
man fi ber or a drop of red blood in his make-up. Even 
as a boy he bragged that he had no enthusiasms, that he 
believed in common sense, that he called a spade a 
spade, and would not use two words where one would 
do. His intelligence was above the average, but he was 
so anxious to be thought a person of rare sagacity and 
smartness, unswayed by emotion, that nothing was too 
heartless for him to do if it seemed in line with his as-
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sumed character. He was not especially selfi sh, and yet 

he pretended to be so, simply that people should say of 

him signifi cantly and admiringly: “Isn’t he keen? 

Doesn’t he know how to take care of himself?” What 

little human warmth there was in him died early, and 

he succeeded only in making himself increasingly de-

tested as he grew up.

His relations to Yan may be seen in one incident.

Yan had been crawling about under the house in the 

low wide cobwebby space between the fl oor beams and 

the ground. Th e delightful sensation of being on an ex-

ploring expedition led him farther (and ultimately to a 

paternal thrashing for soiling his clothes), till he dis-

covered a hollow place near one side, where he could 

nearly stand upright. He at once formed one of his 

schemes — to make a secret, or at least a private, work-

room here. He knew that if he were to ask permission 

he would be refused, but if he and Rad together were to 

go it might receive favourable consideration on account 

of Rad’s self-asserted reputation for common sense. For 

a wonder, Rad was impressed with the scheme, but was 

quite sure that they had “better not go together to ask 

Father.” He “could manage that part better alone,” and 

he did.

Th en they set to work. Th e fi rst thing was to deepen 

the hole from three feet to six feet everywhere, and get 

rid of the earth by working it back under the fl oor of 

the house. Th ere were many days of labour in this, and 

Yan stuck to it each day after returning from school. 

Th ere were always numerous reasons why Rad could 

not share in the labour. When the ten by fourteen-foot 


