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      Enter the SF Gateway …


      In the last years of the twentieth century (as Wells might have put it), Gollancz, Britain’s oldest and most distinguished science fiction imprint, created the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series. Dedicated to re-publishing the English language’s finest works of SF and Fantasy, most of which were languishing out of print at the time, they were – and remain – landmark lists, consummately fulfilling the original mission statement:


      

      ‘SF MASTERWORKS is a library of the greatest SF ever written, chosen with the help of today’s leading SF writers and editors. These books show that genuinely innovative SF is as exciting today as when it was first written.’


      


      Now, as we move inexorably into the twenty-first century, we are delighted to be widening our remit even more. The realities of commercial publishing are such that vast troves of classic SF & Fantasy are almost certainly destined never again to see print. Until very recently, this meant that anyone interested in reading any of these books would have been confined to scouring second-hand bookshops. The advent of digital publishing has changed that paradigm for ever.


      The technology now exists to enable us to make available, for the first time, the entire backlists of an incredibly wide range of classic and modern SF and fantasy authors. Our plan is, at its simplest, to use this technology to build on the success of the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series and to go even further.


      Welcome to the new home of Science Fiction & Fantasy. Welcome to the most comprehensive electronic library of classic SFF titles ever assembled.


      Welcome to the SF Gateway.


      




Preliminary Remarks




Charm’d magic casements, opening on the foam


Of perilous seas, in faery lands forlorn.


 


Keats





I use the above heading because other more usual designations seem rather too formal, and would indicate a literary structure which I doubt will be anywhere evident in the following. In the preparation of this memoir I have attempted a new and unfamiliar form of communication: namely dictation, which I find unpredictable and which calls for its own unique species of discipline. All the material in this book was recorded to tape, then transcribed by my friend Jeremy Cavaterra.


This autobiographical sketch is perhaps more of a landscape than a self-portrait—or at least a ramble across the landscape that has been my life. I recognize that my reputation, such as it is, derives from literary production; however, writing has not been the sole function of my life and I am bound to report that this book offers little on the subject in the way of shop-talk. Like any craft, writing is mastered by practice and patience, and if one has any “knack” for it at all, that very knack—paradoxically—can explicate everything under the sun but itself.


However, many remarkable persons have wandered in and out of my life, and I have been fortunate enough to live through what is certainly an interesting and eventful epoch. I have attempted to detail these persons and events, while at the same time perhaps conveying something of my attitudes toward life. The latter I have not done vehemently, nor even consciously; such is merely the inevitable by-product of telling one’s own story.




Chapter 1







On we rode, the others and I,


Over the mountains blue, and by


The Silver River, the sounding sea,


And the robber woods of Tartary.


 


Robert Louis Stevenson





I was born in San Francisco, in the district known as Pacific Heights, halfway up the hills along the northern side of the city overlooking the bay. At this time—the year was 1916—San Francisco was known everywhere for its grace, charm, dignity, and for its beautiful prospects, fine restaurants, even respectability.


I am the middle of five children, with two older brothers (Albert and Louis), a younger brother (David) and sister (Patricia). My mother, Edith Vance (née Hoefler), was prominent in the social life of San Francisco. She attended the exclusive Miss Hamlin School, along with Lurline Matson of the Matson shipping lines. When she and my father were married they held a grand reception in the Fairmont Hotel, and the society section of the Chronicle devoted an entire page to the event. My mother was happy-go-lucky, good-natured, generous, and all my life I have not only loved her but admired and respected her.


During these early years I saw very little of my father, who was stationed in France, connected with the Red Cross in some capacity. On the other hand, I saw a great deal of my maternal grandfather, Ludwig Matthias Hoefler. He lived across the city in a splendid old Victorian mansion equipped with a wine cellar, a billiard room, and a dining room paneled in rosewood. He was a successful lawyer, a dabbler in politics, and evidently prominent in city affairs. I marvel to this day when I think of the streetcars grinding up the Haight Street hill, loaded with people on their way home from work, stopping halfway up the hill in front of my grandfather’s house to let him off before proceeding up to Laguna Street.


In 1920 or ‘21—I don’t remember the exact date—my grandfather was sent over to Germany as part of the Dawes Committee, the function of which was to improve the German economic situation. While he was abroad he visited Rome, where he saw a pair of massive marble statues representing ancient Greek pugilists. He was so taken by these statues that he ordered copies made, and these he shipped back to San Francisco as a gift to the Olympic Club, of which he was Vice President. There they stand to this day, on Post Street in front of the Olympic Club.


My family lived in San Francisco until I was five years old, and I remember many episodes of these early years. One night up in the bedroom I shared with my two older brothers there was a big moth fluttering around the ceiling, and it terrified me. I remember my older brothers jumping around from bed to bed, bravely trying to capture the moth, which to my relief they finally did.


We had a cook named Alice McKittrick, whom I loved very much. One day I declared to her, who knows why, that I would like some creamed onions. So Alice cooked me some lovely creamed onions. I can still see them, as I looked down at my tray in front of me, waving my spoon over the top of them. Ultimately I decided that I really didn’t want them after all. Alice watched me with pure Irish scorn on her face.


My brother David is interested in the genealogy of our family, and has acquired considerable information in this field. In the lowlands of Scotland, Wigtownshire to be precise, there is a castle now inhabited by a gentleman about whom I know nothing except that he has done much research in regard to the Vance ancestry. His findings indicate that a pair of Norman brothers by the name of de Vaux came over with William the Conqueror in 1066. They settled in the north of England; later a cadet branch moved on into Scotland. In 1745 they espoused the wrong side of the Jacobite Rebellion and fled to Ireland, so that the family became Scotch-Irish. The Wigtown gentleman traces the family further back to Aquitaine, to nobility even, and ultimately to a Gallo-Roman family called de Vallibus. This all sounds a bit far-fetched, but when I come to think about it, all names must originate somewhere, and there is no real reason for skepticism. The name Vance, like every other, evolved from some source in antiquity—why not from de Vallibus?


I have learned that I am also descended from William Clark of the Lewis & Clark expedition. Up in Montana, so the story goes, Clark got in bed with an Indian lady, who subsequently gave birth to a boy. It was the custom of this tribe to name the child after the first thing the mother saw upon waking. The first thing she saw was a stocking, so the boy was called Stocking Clark. In due course, after a generation or two, one of Stocking Clark’s descendents married into a certain Case family, which later owned a drugstore in Copperopolis, a town in the middle of California. (Oddly enough, Copperopolis figures in my own life story, but more on that later.) Case enters on my grandmother’s family, giving me a streak of indigenous blood lurking around somewhere. Such, as far as I know, are my antecedents.


When I was five I started kindergarten, and there I performed a disgraceful act. In front of me sat a little girl, dark-haired and wearing a pretty green dress. For no particular reason, I picked up a pair of scissors and began cutting triangles out of the fabric of her dress. I cut away four or five such triangles before the girl noticed what I was doing. She wasn’t alarmed, just rather puzzled, wondering what I had in mind. Of course there was a great hullabaloo, and my mother in shame offered to buy another dress for this little girl; but her mother said, “Oh no, don’t worry about it, it’s just childhood foolishness.” Some of my detractors have tried to imply that this was an indication of what might be my later predilections, but this I stoutly deny. Never again have I used scissors to cut at a girl’s dress!


Fifty miles east of San Francisco is the delta region, where three rivers—the Sacramento, the San Joaquin, and the Mokelumne—come together. They are intersected by dozens of inlets called sloughs, which create numerous islands. The word “slough” is something of a misnomer, since these waterways are extremely picturesque, with weeping willows and cottonwoods along the banks. In 1921, my grandfather acquired a property alongside one of these waterways, known as Little Dutch Slough. On the north side of this property was a dairy—with a barn, a shed, all the equipment, and lots of cows—which my grandfather leased out. Across the fields, about half a mile away, was another house, which my grandfather used as a weekend retreat. This was Green Lodge Ranch, a rambling old house surrounded by locust and pepper trees, with a water tower beside it supporting a tank.


In the summer of 1922 it was decided that the family—my mother and we five kids—should move up to Green Lodge Ranch and spend the summer there. This met with our approval, since there was a barn on the premises, housing a little Shetland pony, another horse, and an old-fashioned buggy. There was even a well on the property, but the pump was out of commission, and so for a while we had to hitch up the horse and buggy, drive to our neighbors’ about a mile away, fill up some barrels with water and drive back to the ranch. This went on for several months until we finally restored the well to working order and filled the tank, which made things a lot more convenient.


So far I haven’t mentioned my aunt, Nellie Holbrook. Our house in San Francisco was 2660 Filbert Street, and she lived at 2664 Filbert Street, next door. Aunt Nellie was prim and prudish, to the degree that whenever I would play one of my records, she refused to use the word “jazz”, but instead referred to the music as “zazz”. I won’t go into further detail with regard to her, except to say that over the years, she caused my mother a great deal of trouble. She was my father’s sister, and had an almost unnatural devotion to him; she was wildly jealous of my mother. While we were up at Green Lodge Ranch, she took occasion to rent our house to some people who paid a very handsome rent. At the end of the summer, when we had been scheduled to move back to the city, my aunt urged us to stay where we were. It was very healthy for us children up at the ranch, she said, so why not stay put? The family would profit, she went on, by renting the house, and we children could go to school there and lead a wholesome country life. My mother, under pressure from my father, finally agreed to this situation.


About half a mile east of Green Lodge Ranch was a quaint old-fashioned two-room school, The Iron House School. It must have been at least fifty years old at the time. I started first grade there, and my brothers and sister took up their appropriate grades.


When I was in second grade, the teacher Miss Lawson formed a harmonica club. She taught us all how to play Marine Band harmonicas, which at the time cost 50¢. I still play the harmonica, thanks to Miss Lawson.


During these times my father resided at Green Lodge Ranch only occasionally, and was just more often elsewhere, on business ventures or in San Francisco at my aunt’s house. This did not bother us kids too much, because he was a rather bluff, boisterous, self-righteous chap, and, if I must say so, a bit of a bully. When my two older brothers graduated from Iron House, my father and my aunt persuaded them into moving to San Francisco to go to high school, where, so my aunt was convinced, they would enjoy social advantages unavailable in their rural environment. My mother disapproved strongly, but she was outvoted by my two brothers, my father and my aunt, and so the household became further divided.


As for me, I didn’t care much one way or the other. At the time, I was a weedy young fellow, rather bookish, with short dark hair, glasses—my eyes even in those days were bad—and not particularly gregarious. My grandfather used to call me Steinmetz, which did not please me especially, since Steinmetz was no Tom Mix or Douglas Fairbanks.


My grandfather used to drive up from the city every weekend, in a beautiful Twin Six Packard Saloon. He himself could not drive, so the car was driven by George Slade, his chauffeur. George had his quarters on the top floor of the house on Haight Street, where during his off-hours he could be heard practicing the saxophone.


Every Friday my brother David, my sister Pat and I were supposed to tidy up the front yard: rake it, make sure there weren’t any leaves in the driveway, and generally make the place look spruce. About three-o’-clock in the afternoon we would start looking up and down the road. Pretty soon we would see the Packard come trundling down, and with excitement, because out of the car would come first of all my grandfather, followed by his mother my great-grandmother, then my grandmother, and often guests that he would bring up to spend the weekend at the ranch. His guests were of all descriptions: sometimes a little flaky, sometimes business people. Regardless, we always enjoyed these weekends. On Saturday mornings, my grandmother and my mother would chop up kidneys for the kidney sauté; that was our usual Saturday breakfast. Sunday dinner was a three- or four-rib roast beef, or occasionally roast lamb or pork, but always a noteworthy occasion, after which my grandfather and his family and guests would climb aboard the Packard and return to San Francisco, and my mother would sigh with relief. Then life would proceed quietly until the next Friday afternoon, when it all began again.


On his trips to the country my grandfather was accustomed to stop by Johnny Heinhold’s saloon in Oakland, in what is now Jack London Square. Heinhold knew Jack London, and although this was the time of Prohibition, he and my grandfather would quietly enjoy a few belts of contraband. Then my grandfather would drive to the Hunt Hatch warehouse, in which he had a partial interest, and there would load the Packard with sacks of oranges, apples or other fruit, and bring these to the ranch.


I spent a very pleasant childhood, naturally with its ups and downs. The window of my bedroom commanded a beautiful view to the west, and it was especially beautiful at dusk. Far, far, far to the north, I could see the Coast Range starting up, which as it came down to the south got larger and larger and culminated in Mt. Diablo before dwindling away into the far, far south, so that you had to turn your head to take it all in. Every evening about the middle of dusk the Santa Fe train went past about two miles west, and whistled at the crossing—”Woo-wooooo, woo-wooooo!”—the most lonesome sound there is. It affects me even now as I remember it.


These were pleasant years, and I had much to keep me occupied. I rode the pony all around the countryside, and in summertime we would swim almost every day at the swimming hole. There was also a rowboat which we were privileged to use; on occasion we would take it out onto the beautiful sloughs among the islands and along the levees where the willows and cottonwoods grew. Occasionally, on the weekends, and at my grandfather’s instigation, the whole family would go out mushroom-hunting. We would range the nearby fields and would seldom fail to come home with a basketful. During one of these mushroom hunts one of my grandfather’s cronies, Adolph Schroeder, discovered an enormous mushroom measuring a foot across the cap. His find made the papers in San Francisco.


I became interested in kite-flying, and I used to make all manner of kites: box kites, airplane kites, plain old-fashioned diamond-shaped kites. I’d take these out into the alfalfa fields adjacent to our house, lie down and fly them. All afternoon, lying in the fragrant alfalfa, I’d watch my kite move across the sky.


Around this time I also took up stiltwalking. I started very modestly, on six-inch stilts, then grew bolder and went up to a foot, then two feet, and finally to the extreme of eight-foot stilts, which I could only mount by climbing a tree and getting aboard from there. As anyone who has walked on stilts knows, it’s not all that difficult as long as the stilts are kept moving.


The house at Green Lodge Ranch was full of books, which my mother had brought up with her from San Francisco. My mother had catholic tastes, and among these books were fantasy novels by Robert W. Chambers, such as Tracer of Lost Persons, The King In Yellow, Maker of The Moons. There were also works by Edgar Rice Burroughs. My mother described how, about 1915 in the magazine Blue Book, there appeared the first installment of a serial called Tarzan Of The Apes. She said that this story instantly had become a fad among all of her acquaintances. So at the ranch, we had not only Tarzan of The Apes, but also The Son of Tarzan and other Burroughs books, including the Barsoom books—John Carter of Mars, Princess of Mars, Warlord of Mars—all of which I read and re-read. We also had all the Oz books by L. Frank Baum, as well as several series of boys’ books, emanating from the Edward Stratemeyer fiction factory: Motor Boys, Dave Porter, Tom Swift, and the Roy Rockwood books—which I now perceive to be precursors of modern science fiction.


About three miles west of us was the town of Oakley. In the drugstore was a magazine rack, and there I came upon the Amazing Stories quarterly, edited by Hugo Gernsback, and also the Amazing Stories monthly. I subsequently discovered Weird Tales and subscribed to it. It was a banner day of the month when I ran down to the mailbox in front of Iron House School to find it there. Of the authors I read in Weird Tales I recall the names Seabury Quinn, H. P. Lovecraft, C. L. Moore, and one which I assumed to be a pseudonym: Nictzin Dyalhis. I was amused to think that this chap had gone to such pains to give himself a memorable identity. Later I learned that this had been his real name! His father, a Welshman, had been obsessed by the Aztecs, and so had given him the name Nictzin.


Another resource was the public library in Oakley, where I read anything that seemed interesting.


The years went past, these golden years of the ‘20s. At Iron House School I had no friends to speak of; in fact I was thought to be rather eccentric. But I was not overly concerned. One afternoon, two girls came up to me. These were the prettiest girls in the school: one dark, the other blonde. They cornered me, menacingly, and said: “We hear you’ve been talking about us.” I said no, I had not. They said, “Yes! You said that when you grow up you’re going to have one of us for a wife and the other for a girlfriend. And we can tell you—you’d better change your mind!”


“No, no, no!” I said. “I never said any such thing.”


“Don’t try to fool us,” they said, “this is definitely what we heard.”


For a fact, at that stage in my life, I entertained no such thoughts.


At the ranch we had many visitors, some of whom were down on their luck. There was Jack Blossom, the golf pro, currently employed in laying out miniature golf courses. Another was Eddie Carroll, who had something to do with baseball, and who was also a chemist; he had invented a method for detecting how much water there was at the bottom of an oil tank. Others came from dubious backgrounds. There was a pair of gentlemen whose occupation was selling Tsarist Russian bonds to investors who were innocent enough to believe that Stalin was anxious to redeem old Romanoff securities. But the most important, as far as I was concerned, and the one who had the greatest influence on me, was George Gould, a pianist of remarkable abilities. My mother was also a good pianist; she could sight-read but could not improvise. George played music which utterly captivated me: he played jazz, as I was to learn. At one time, George Gould’s orchestra was the best in San Francisco, better than Paul Whiteman’s or Art Hickman’s*.


A mile south of the ranch was a town called Knightsen. At the farm center every Friday night there would be a whist party followed by dancing. My mother would play piano for this dancing, sometimes with a saxophone and drum, but just as often alone. When George was with us, she would take him up there to play the piano, and it was wonderful to see the dancers respond to the way he swung that music. George at this time was past his first youth, and clearly not in good health. He left the ranch to take a job at Stockton, and several months later we learned that he had died there.


Along about this time, I read a book by Sir James Jeans, The Universe Around Us. I became involved with a new preoccupation: namely, identifying the stars. I obtained star charts. I would take a flashlight, cover it over with a red bandana, lie out in the sand a few hundred feet from the house, stare up into the sky and trace out the constellations. In due course I learned all the constellations and all the first magnitude stars, and many of the second magnitude stars. I find it hard to convey how much pleasure this pursuit gave me. The stars all became familiar, friends almost, and I rejoiced when, in the middle of the summer, Fomalhaut would appear over the southern horizon. Even now, as I write this, I can envision how the skies looked, aglow with those wonderful stars: Arcturus, Vega, Betelgeuse, Antares, Sirius, Achernar, Algol, Polaris.


During these years, my father was not much in evidence. He had acquired a hacienda of three thousand acres near Tepic, in Mexico, not far from Puerto Vallarta. He left San Francisco and went to live on this hacienda, where he remained, and we saw no more of him. In effect my mother and father were separated, although the divorce did not occur until some years later.


We still received income from the rental of our house in San Francisco, but my aunt managed to keep this to a minimum, so that we were obliged to rely upon the largesse of my grandfather, who himself was encountering financial difficulties. Breweries were his principal clients, but with the coming of Prohibition the breweries declined, and so correspondingly did my grandfather’s income.


In 1928 I was graduated from Iron House and started high school. I was then eleven years old. I was small and thin, without any social graces. As a consequence I was not particularly popular; the girls never looked twice at me.


This was about the time that my aunt convinced my two older brothers that life in San Francisco was far more exciting than life at the ranch, and far more sophisticated. She lured them away to live with her in San Francisco and so split up the family. My mother was left at the ranch with her three younger children: myself, Patricia and David.


My grandfather continued to be on hand on weekends, with all the usual excitement. He liked to rise early in the morning, and would take himself into the kitchen, make himself coffee, pour the coffee into a mug, followed by cream from a pitcher. One morning he poured himself a second cup of coffee, then cream—and along with the cream came a dead mouse, which plopped into the cup.


My grandfather was not a man to stifle his emotions, and on this occasion the remarks were loud and profane.


I recall my grandfather’s favorite imprecation, which predictably came in response to some mischief or misfortune. He spoke always with dramatic fervor, in a measured and staccato style, using a rasping, almost lyrical cadence: “God damn the world, by quarter-sections!”


When my brother Louis departed for San Francisco he left behind a bright orange Model T Ford Roadster, which he sold to me for $5. I had no driving license, but still I drove this Model T around the countryside without remorse.


This Model T figures in many of my adventures. On one occasion I took it to the high school baseball diamond, and there met my friend Lewis Berry, who drove a Model T of his own. We drove back and forth, circled, slid, stirred up a lot of dust, and left the diamond in a sorry state indeed. On the following Monday, Lewis and I were summoned to the principal’s office, where he gave us what-for, and sent us out to rake the baseball diamond until it was smooth as a billiard table. Lewis and I toiled in the heat for several hours until the job was done.


One night I had a flat tire, and while I was fixing it, I stood in front of the tail light. A car came up behind and tossed me into a ditch. Luckily the car was being driven very slowly by an old Italian farm worker. Still, I can’t imagine how I escaped that collision without broken bones.


The Model T also provided a more amusing function of which I am not particularly proud. I attached a spark coil and a chain which, when lowered, provided a ground. When I touched a button, anyone standing with their hands on the car would receive the most amusing jolt of high-voltage electricity. On one occasion, this ploy backfired. I had raised the hood and was working on the motor when my brother David pressed the button and I jumped six feet in the air. While he sat grinning, I realized that the ploy no longer amused me.


One morning David and I, with a boy named Wendell Pond, drove to the base of Mt. Diablo, where we parked the Model T and climbed to the summit of the south peak. Then we returned to the car and started to drive home. Along the way the transmission developed some alarming grinding noises and we were barely able to limp back to Green Lodge Ranch. My grandfather refused to finance repairs, stating that he had already put too much money into the wretched vehicle, so it was rolled into the barn to await a time when funds became available. Such time never came, and the Model T languished in the barn and I drove it no more.


At school, one year followed another. I played a great deal of tennis, and spent much of my time in the science laboratory. Sometimes I tried to formulate substances of my own contrivance, hoping to hit upon some interesting chemical reaction. Luckily I failed, since the science teacher had the forethought to include no fuming nitric acid among the chemicals available to the students.


As the years passed, I gradually came to realize that the girls no longer regarded me as a pariah, and even, so I was told, thought me rather engaging. I developed a crush upon a pretty girl named Helen Ricks, who occasionally consented to accompany my on romantic drives through the moonlight. In the senior year book, members of the graduating class were listed along with their foibles. There it was reported that my favorite remark was: “Do you want to go for a ride, Helen?”


My high school was not large, and there were only thirty-eight students in the graduating class. Many of these went on to live lives which, at the time of graduation, we would have considered unpredictable and astonishing, if not worse. Richard Townsley almost immediately was stricken by some rare disease and died. Two of the group committed suicide: one was Jimmy Cooper, a casual young scapegrace with an impenetrable personality. He was thin, sandy-haired, nonchalant, and he took no interest whatever in school activities. He was also seen smoking cigarettes, which at the time was not fashionable. The other was Nola Frye, a strikingly beautiful girl, who was also very proper and even prim. I remember an occasion when she was playing tennis, while my friend Henry White and I were sitting on a bench nearby. Henry, who was usually restrained in his conduct, now was prompted to call out: “Nola, by golly but you’ve got a beautiful figure!”


Nola, flustered and blushing, swung around and regarded Henry with disapproval. “Henry, you shouldn’t say such things,” she told him. A year or two after graduation, she killed herself, and no one knows why, although there were rumors of an unhappy love affair.


Kyla Moore married a jockey who was later sent to jail on grounds of doping racehorses. Another girl, whose name I won’t mention, by rumor had taken herself to Reno, where she engaged in a rather scandalous profession.


The strangest of all was what happened to Henry White. Henry, in addition to being my best friend at the time, was a good-natured, lanky chap; his hair was so blond as to be almost white, and he carried himself with a jaunty swagger. He was universally popular. After high school, I lost track of him for several years, during which time he married a girl with extravagant tastes, who later divorced him.


I next came upon Henry almost by accident. We brought each other up to date as to what was going on in our lives. He mentioned that he’d been divorced, but said that at the moment, his ex-wife had gone off on a trip somewhere, and that he’d undertaken to look after her dogs. She had eight miniature French poodles. Henry was supposed to go to her house every day to feed and water them, groom them, and comb their fur. A week went by, and I failed to hear from Henry. Then the news came: Henry had been found murdered in the driveway of his ex-wife’s house. All eight of the poodles had also been killed; four were arranged along one side of his body, and four on the other side. The perpetrator remained unknown.


As for me, my life had slanted off in a different direction. During my last year of high school, I became friendly with one Glen Douglas. This was the year 1932, the heart of the Great Depression. Glen and his family were among the migrants who had come out in great numbers from Oklahoma, Kansas, Texas and elsewhere. Glen was intelligent and easy to get along with. He and I used to discuss cosmology, philosophy, and the way the world goes, at great length. After graduation he planned to attend junior college in Porterville, a town far to the south, half under the first rise of the Sierra Nevada and surrounded by orange groves. I had no hopes of immediately starting university, and so I became intrigued with Glen’s program.


In the fall, we set off to the south. We traveled by hitchhiking and riding the Santa Fe box cars. The Santa Fe was easy in this respect, and allowed hobos and bums to ride box cars without too much trouble. Southern Pacific, however, was very strict, and the railroad bulls were not at all kind to this sort of passenger. Nevertheless, we arrived in Porterville, rented a cabin among several other such cabins in a compound where agricultural workers lived, and started at junior college. We had very little money, and were forced to live in spartan style. We ate a lot of beans, and a dish called “slumgullion”. This is actually quite good: it consists of canned corned beef, shredded and fried to a frizzle, hashed potatoes, and lots of onions, all browned together in a skillet. It’s a lot better than it sounds, I assure you.
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