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In "The Silver Arrow," Elbert Hubbard presents a captivating allegorical tale steeped in the themes of individuality and the quest for truth. Written in a style reminiscent of philosophical fables, the narrative unveils the journey of a young man who, equipped with a unique arrow'Äîsymbolizing insight and self-awareness'Äîsets out to confront societal mores and the conformity that shrouds his existence. Hubbard's prose is imbued with sincerity and wit, drawing from his belief in the power of personal vision and the importance of seeking one's path amidst a culture of sameness. Elbert Hubbard, a prominent American writer and philosopher of the early 20th century, was known for his advocacy of arts and crafts movements. His experiences as a social reformer and entrepreneur informed his belief in self-reliance and the significance of individual thought, motivating him to craft narratives that challenge the status quo. Through his writing, he sought to impact readers'Äô lives, urging them to embrace their uniqueness and question societal constraints. "The Silver Arrow" is not merely a story but a call to introspection and authenticity, making it an essential read for anyone seeking inspiration to break free from societal shackles. Hubbard's timeless message resonates with contemporary readers grappling with the complexities of identity and conformity, urging them to reflect on their own journeys toward self-discovery.
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In 'Love, Life & Work,' Elbert Hubbard presents a profound exploration of the intricacies of human existence, intertwining themes of love, labor, and self-empowerment. The work is characterized by Hubbard's distinctive literary style, which blends eloquent prose with aphoristic wisdom and a conversational tone. This book, published in the early 20th century, stands as a reflection of the emerging American ethos of individualism and the pursuit of one's passions, significantly influenced by the Arts and Crafts Movement, which prioritized craftsmanship and personal expression. Hubbard's insights encourage readers to cultivate purpose and joy in both personal and professional realms. Elbert Hubbard (1856-1915) was a prolific American writer, publisher, and artist whose philosophies were shaped by the evolving societal landscape of his time. His experiences in the burgeoning industrial economy and his disdain for mass production informed his belief in purposeful work and the importance of nurturing one's passions. Hubbard founded the Roycroft community, a center for craftsmanship and intellectual exchange, which further reinforced his commitment to the ideals presented in 'Love, Life & Work.' This book is an essential read for anyone seeking to guide their life through love and purpose. Hubbard's timeless wisdom speaks to the contemporary pursuit of fulfillment, making it a valuable resource for readers eager to enhance their understanding of meaningful existence. Whether you are at a crossroads in your career or are searching for deeper emotional connections, 'Love, Life & Work' offers profound insights that resonate to this day.
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In "John Jacob Astor," Elbert Hubbard delivers a compelling biographical account of the life and legacy of one of America's foremost entrepreneurs and the first multi-millionaire in the United States. Capturing the essence of Astor's ambitious spirit, Hubbard employs a highly accessible yet eloquent literary style, blending narrative storytelling with incisive commentary. The book reflects the Gilded Age's socio-economic complexities, positioning Astor as a pivotal figure whose relentless drive and innovative strategies in fur trading and real estate not only shaped his fortune but also influenced the American economy at large. Elbert Hubbard, an influential American writer, philosopher, and founder of the Roycroft artisan community, was deeply drawn to the stories of dynamic figures who challenged conventional norms. His pursuit of individualism and appreciation for self-made success underscore his fascination with Astor's life. Hubbard's own experiences as a businessman and his advocacy for the Arts and Crafts movement inform the biographical narrative, emphasizing themes of entrepreneurship and creativity. "John Jacob Astor" is a must-read for anyone intrigued by the interplay of ambition and innovation in American history. Hubbard's insightful portrayal invites readers to reflect on the complexities of wealth, success, and the transformative power of vision, making it a relevant and enriching addition to both business literature and historical biography.
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In "A Message to Garcia," Elbert Hubbard presents a compelling narrative that valorizes individual initiative and the relentless pursuit of duty. Set against the backdrop of the Spanish-American War, Hubbard recounts the tale of Lieutenant Andrew Rowan's mission to deliver a critical message to General Garcia in Cuba. Through a concise and powerful prose style, Hubbard emphasizes the importance of personal responsibility, self-reliance, and the willingness to act decisively without waiting for further instructions. The essay resonates within the context of American pragmatism, underscoring the values of perseverance and accountability during a period of nationalistic fervor. Elbert Hubbard, an influential American writer, philosopher, and social critic of the late 19th and early 20th centuries, was known for his advocacy of individualism and self-help. His experiences in business and his philosophical beliefs shaped his writings, making his work both practical and motivational. Hubbard's unique views, particularly on labor and the human spirit, found expression in this succinct treatise, inviting readers to reflect on their own commitments to duty. "A Message to Garcia" is a timeless call to action that encourages readers to embody the very principles of diligence and personal responsibility. It serves as an essential guide for anyone seeking to inspire themselves or others, making it a must-read for those who value determination and the power of initiative in achieving success.
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In "The Mintage: Being Ten Stories & One More," Elbert Hubbard presents a collection of ten compelling narratives that explore the complexities of human experience and character. Written in his characteristic style that combines wit, philosophical insight, and a keen observational skill, these stories delve into themes of individuality, creativity, and the struggle for authenticity amidst societal pressures. Set against the backdrop of the early 20th century, Hubbard's prose embodies both the optimism of the American Renaissance and the emerging modernist sensibilities, making it a significant contribution to American literature of its time. Elbert Hubbard, a prominent figure in the Arts and Crafts movement and a successful publisher, was known for his unconventional views on life and work. His experiences as an entrepreneur and a critic of the industrial age propelled him to articulate the value of craftsmanship and the importance of self-expression. This rich background infuses his stories with a unique perspective that reflects his belief in the transformative power of individuality and the human spirit. Readers seeking a thought-provoking exploration of the human condition will find "The Mintage" to be an invaluable addition to their literary collection. Hubbard's insightful narratives not only entertain but also challenge societal norms, encouraging readers to reflect on their own lives while appreciating the artistry of storytelling.
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CHAPTER I.

MYSELF.
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What I have to write is of such great value, the circumstances so peculiar, the record so strange, and the truths so startling, that it is but proper I should explain who and what I am, in order that any person, so disposed, may fully verify for himself the things I am about to relate.

Just at that most quiet hour of all the twenty-four, in the city, on a summer’s morning, when the darkness is stubbornly giving way to daylight, there came a violent ring at Mr. Hobbs’ door-bell, followed up with what seemed to be quite an unnecessary knocking.

Mr. Hobbs was interested in an elevator, and when he heard that ring he was sure the elevator had burned—in fact, he had a presentiment that such would be the case; besides this, Mr. Hobbs always carried a goodly assortment of fears ready to use at any moment.

“There, didn’t I tell you!” he excitedly exclaimed to his wife, as he rushed down the stairs—he hadn’t told his wife anything, just bottled up his fears in his own bosom and let them ferment, but that made no difference—“Didn’t I tell you!” and he hastily unlocked and opened the door. No one there!

He looked up the street and down the street. Nothing but a clothes-basket, covered over with a threadbare shawl, which evidently a long time ago had been a costly one. Mr. Hobbs expected a messenger with bad news and Mr. Hobbs was disappointed, in fact was mad; and he snatched that shawl from the basket, staggered against the door, and a voice, like unto that of a young and lusty bull, went up the stairway where Mrs. Hobbs stood peering over the banisters:

“Maria, for God’s sake come quick! There’s something awful happened! Quick, will you!”

Mrs. Hobbs was not very brave, but curiosity often reinforces courage; so the good lady came down the stairs two steps at a time, and stood by the side of her liege, who had got his breath by this time and stood peering over the basket.

And there they stood together, all in white, with bare feet, on the front porch, and nearly broad daylight.

In the basket, all wrapped up in dainty flannel, smiling, cooing and kicking up its heels, lay a baby—well, perhaps two months old, and on a card written with pencil were these words:

“God knows.”

Mr. and Mrs. Hobbs had no children, and they each looked upon this as a gift from providence—basket and all. They cared for the waif as their own child, and if their reward does not come in this life, I am sure it will in another.

“Her name shall be Aspasia Hobbs, for I always said my first girl (Mr. and Mrs. Hobbs had been married five years, and had no children, but the babies were already named; which, I am told, is the usual custom) should be named Aspasia, after your mother, dear,” said Mrs. Hobbs.

And Aspasia Hobbs it was, and is yet: and I am Aspasia Hobbs: and Mr. and Mrs. Hobbs are the only parents I have ever known.

I am now an old maid, aged thirty-seven (I must tell the truth). I am homely and angular, and can pass along the street without a man turning to look at me. From five years’ constant pounding on a caligraph my hands have grown large and my knuckles and the ends of my fingers are like knobs. I can walk twenty miles a day, or ride a wheel fifty.

The bishop of Western New York, in a sermon preached recently, said riding bicycles is “unladylike” (and so is good health for that matter)—but if the good bishop would lay aside prejudice and robe and mount a safety, he could still show men the right way as well as now—possibly better, who knows?

But, in the language of Spartacus, “I was not always thus.” Thank Heaven, I am strong and well! They used to say, “She is such a delicate, sensitive child, we can not keep her without we take very, v-e-r-y good care of her.” Some fool has said that hundreds of people die every year because they have such “very good care.”

My father was a member of the firm of Hobbs, Nobbs & Porcine, was a Board of Trade man, and, therefore, had no time to give to his children; but he was a good provider, as the old ladies say, and used to remind us of it quite often. “Don’t I get you everything you need?” he once roared at my mother, when she hinted that an evening home once in a while would not be out of place. “Here you have an up-stairs girl, a cook, a laundress, a coachman, a gardener, a tutor for Aspasia, and don’t I pay Doctor Bolus just five hundred dollars a year to call here every week and examine you all so as to keep you healthy? Great Scott, the ingratitude of woman! they are getting worse and worse every day!”

My father was a good man—that is he was not bad, so he must have been good. He never used tobacco, and I never heard him swear but once, and that was when Professor Connors brought in a bill reading:

“Debtor, to calisthenics for wife and daughter, $50.”

“I’ll pay it,” said my father grimly, “but I will deduct it from Bolus’ check, for you say it’s for the health and therefore it belongs to Bolus’ department and he should have furnished the goods.”

We lived on Delaware avenue, in one of the finest houses, which my father bought and had furnished throughout before my mother or any one of us were allowed to enter. He was a good man, and wanted to astonish—that is to say, surprise us. So one Saturday night, at dinner, he said,

“On Monday, my dears, we will leave this old Michigan street for a house on the ‘Avenue.’ I have given up our pew in Grace Church, and to-morrow, and hereafter, Rev. Fred. C. Inglehart and Delaware avenue are plenty good enough for us.”

Our family have the finest monument in Forest Lawn, and father assured us that if Methusalah was now a boy this monument would be new when his great grandchildren died of old age. He waxed enthusiastic, and added, as he lapsed into reverie,

“It’s a regular James Dandy, and knocks out Rodgers and Jowette in one round.”

I am a graduate of Dr. Chesterfield’s academy, and also of the high-school. I have studied music with Mr. McNerney and Senor Nuno, elocution with Steele Mackaye; and father once offered to wager Mr. Porcine that “Aspasia could do up any girl on the avenue or Franklin street at the piano.”

I was a rich (alleged) man’s daughter, and as I had a managing mamma and went in society I had the usual love (how that word is abused!) experiences. I am not writing an autobiography, but merely telling what is absolutely necessary for you to know of me; otherwise, I would relate some insipid mush about flirtations with several gilded youths, who waltzed delightfully and made love abominably—just as if a man could make love! But suffice it to say, I never, in those old days, met a man I could not part with and feel relieved when he had taken his “darby” and slender cane and hied him down the steps. Mamma said I was heartless and didn’t know a good chance when I saw it.

One little affair of the pocket-book—that is, I mean of the heart—might be mentioned. A certain attorney, Pygmalion Woodbur by name—old Buffalonians know him well—paid his respects to me in an uneasy and stilted fashion. He was ten years my senior, had a monster yellow moustache generally colored black, which he combed down over the cavern in his face. He dressed in the latest, and was looked upon as a great catch. How these old bachelor men-about-town are lionized by a certain set of women!

He called several times, invited himself to dinner, took mamma riding and threw out side glances—grimaces—in my direction. One fine evening I sat reading in the parlor, alone, and in walked Mr. Woodbur and began about thusly:

“Aspasia—I may call you by your first name, now can’t I?—and you must call me Pyggie, for short. I have just spoken to your father and he says it’s all right,” etcetera, etcetera, etcetera.

He slid off from the sofa on his knees, and seized my left hand and kissed it violently.

Fair lady, have you ever been kissed with a rush, by a man with a large yellow moustache colored black? Well it’s just like being jabbed with a paint brush!

OEBPS/text/00001.jpg
Elbert Hubbard






OEBPS/BookwireInBookPromotion/4057664630995.jpg
Elbert Hubbard

Y

Love, Life
& Work






OEBPS/text/00002.png





OEBPS/BookwireInBookPromotion/4057664647610.jpg
Elbert Hubbard

NN

N\
"N \

| jhe Silver
Arrow





OEBPS/BookwireInBookPromotion/4057664585141.jpg
Elbert Hubbard
~ e
b

-

e

The Mintage:
Being Ten Stories
© One More





OEBPS/BookwireInBookPromotion/4057664139177.jpg
to ; Gaq;gm






OEBPS/BookwireInBookPromotion/4057664622273.jpg
]ohn. Jacob
Astor





