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“AaBoy’sRecollections -
of William James”

Harvard Philoscipher
Applauded Youth’s
oice of Yale
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. SUCCESSOR TO THE HORSE CAR—This Beacon st,
! Brookline, trolley was probably one of those used by
“Rev. Sidney Lovett to commute to school in Cambridge.
¥ The round trip consumed two hours. I

Boston-born Rev. Siduev Lovett, D.D.. chaplmin of Yale!
University since 1932 and forn:er pastor of Mi. Vernon Church..
Boston, ttriies of “.4 Bov's Recollections of Wilham Jasnies”
én the current issue of The Yale Review. Pernussion fo reprd
the boyhood expertences Dr. Lotell shared with the great Amers-
can philosopher and tie James fawily 1n Cambridge has been
granted by the Yale Unicersity Press.

By REV. SIDNEY LOVETT, D.D.

Sometime in the Spring of 1904, my parents deter-
mined that I should take up college preparation at the
Browne and Nichols School in Cambridge, Mass. It was
a strictly unilateral decision, undertaken by two strong
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domestic powers acting in con-

cert,
with

and without consultation
the weaker partv. I had

overheard some mention of An-
dover and Exeter.
the least sense of interest or antic-
: ipation.

In those davs one expected
} to have no more voice in the

but without

Y selection of the school he should

Why

DR, LOVETT

attend than in the choice of the
‘home into which he was born.

the local high school in

Brookline was by-passed, in this
strictly parental decision, I cannot imagine, since I was
a dubious scholastic risk, on the basis of previous show-

ing in grammar school, and hardly worth a tuition

payment when good educational provender was to be :

had free of charge.

Perhaps it was hoped by my elders that the proxim-

ity of Browne and Nichols

School to Harvard College

would provide some miraculous incentive to my mental
capacities, hitherto tried and found wanting.
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In September, 1904, I presented
myself at the dooxr of a very
nustere brick building located at
20 Garden st., Cambridge,

The journey from my home in
Brookline was by trolley, and the
;ound trip consumed about twe

ours.

The Boston Elevated System
provided, in those days, no shel-
ter for its passengers at transfer
points. The corner of Beacon st.
and Massachusetts av., hard by
the Harvard Bridge, resembled
the Arctic regions, espetially
during the long Winier months.

By a sirange coincidence, I took
refuge almost daily in the door-
way of Mt. Vernon Church, all
unsuspecting of the fact that 1
wotld ote day be its minister.

Harvard sq. was the terminus
of my morning progress, a place
which William Dean Howells
once described as the ugliest spot
in the universe of God. Over its
cobblestones rattled wagons
bringing produce into Boston
from farms roundabout Cam-
bridge. An occasional Stanley
stegmer might chug through the
square at the reckless rate of 15
miles an hour, more subject to
amusement than wonder on the
part of pedestrians, Few there
were who believed that such

 contraptions were come to_stay.,

The short walk from the square
to the school led past the First
Parish Chureh, Unitarian, with is
well populated burying ground;
Christ Church, Episcopal, with its
granite marker testifying that
Gearge Washington once wor-
shipped (not slept) there, and the
First Congregational Church,
ndjacent to the wooden buildings
that then composed Radcliffe Col-

lege. A ghostly colloquy amang
the bells of these three churches
would pretty well have rung the
changes on New England theol-
ogy since its inception.

The Washington Elm still oc-"j
cupied its sacred delta at the ]

conjunction of Mason and Garden !

sts., though its shadow was les-
sened with the passage of each
Winter's storms, Tourists could
be seen in the Fall, picking up
bright colored maple leaves of
unhistoric origin, as souvenirs of
their patriotic pilgrimage.

President Charles W. Eliot
might be counted upon with
clocklike certainty, to ride past
on his bicycle, on his way 1o
University Hall in the Yard, pro-
pelling himself with something of
“deliberate speed, majestic in-
stancy.” Dean Le Baron Russell
Briggs, at some distance, could
be identified by his peculiar gait
and on nearer approach by his
battered brown felt hat, of a
style and vintage widely affected
by Cantabrigians, then and for
some years thereafter, He always
had a friendly “Gooed morning”
for anyone. boy or mian, who had
a green baize bag of books slung
over his shoulder, the sure badge
of association with schoeol or col-
lege. " With each year there came
to ba something more precious
about the morning blessing of
this good man, “who wist not
that his face shone.”
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Well, more than apples mel-
lowed in thet New England Au-
tumn season of 1904, Almost from.
my first day at school, friend-
ship formed and ripened between
myself and a young lad whose
freckled face bore as clear blue

eyes and finely wrought features

as one could wish to see. He
carried also the imposing name
of Francis Alexander Robertson
James, and was the youngest of
the four children of professor
and Mrs. William James. It was
my four years of close assocation
with Alec. subsequently an artist
of wide repute, that led to my
association with the James tam-
ily., and in particular with the
subject of these stray reminis-
cences,

In my baoks William James
was for a long time written down
simply as Alec’s father, who was
professor of something or other
in Harvard College. Ouly by de-

grees was it disclosed to me that'

he possessed other snd more uni-
versal claims to distinction,
» ]

During my four vears at
Browne and Nichols School it
was my-good fortune to be a fre-
quent Juncheon guest at the
James home, located at 95 Irving
st., Cambridge. The house with
its exterior of brown shingles and
dark green trim stood behind a
hedge and close to the street. and
near the residence of William
James’s friend and colleague, Jo-
siah Royce.

There was mnothing unusual
about the interior of the house
and its appointments, save the
fact that I had never seen so many
books outside a public library as
reposed in the professor’s ample
study. Arranged upon shelves,
tier upon tier, they lined the four
walls from floor to ceiling.

A huge flat-topped desk, piled
high with papers and periodicals,
occupied the center of the room,
and a very capacious couch faced
a generous fireplace. There was
no aura of privacy about this aca-
demic workshop. Alec and I would
settle ourselves on the couch, be-
fore or after lunch, and denounce
our teachers, criticize certain of
our mates, and plan some new dev-
iation from_.the rules and regula-
tions of the school.

I well remember, after a con-
certed outburst of disparagement,
pat the expense of our French
teacher, a voice boomed out from
behind the desk, “Don’t forget,
boys, Christ died for him, toe.,”

Now 1 had hitherto associated

such a pious sentiment with Sun- .

day School or church. This mat-

ter-of-fact reference to a sacred ;
theme, this sudden intrusion of a :

holy admonition into the midst of
one’s daily conduct came as a
shock to my unregenerate sensi-
bilities.  Could Alec’s father be

»some- kind of a preacher, as well
as professor of a recondite subject
- called philosophy? But that par-
ticular ejaculation must have
! etched itself deep in the grain of !
imy consciousness, for though 1

| have never fulfilled its command-

| ment, I have never forgotten it

‘from that day to this, and its prop-
or intention grows upon me with
he years.
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Luncheons al 95 Irving st. were
IVger:,' informal. Between William-
James at one end of the table
ana his wife at the other ranged
Alec and myself, and occasionally
other children or guests. Of the
. oldest son, Henry. I have no clear
remembrance. William Jr. was
at that time a student in Harvard
and a varsity carsman and later
~captain of the crew. 1 do not
“associate him with the family
board, but 1 can still recall my
e;cltemcnt when he would ocea-
sionally turn up at the school
“gymnaisum and direct our prat-
fice on {he rowing inachines.
Margaret, the only daughter. was
as 1 recall, engaged to marry
someone connected with the Pull-
. man Company. On one occasion
at lunch Alec and I provided her
' with names for inscription on par-
:Jor and sleeping cars, some quite
. proper like our own, and others
i not so decent.

The paternat ¢nd of the {abie

" was all animation. From his .
abundant energy and zest one
* would never have guessed that
- Willlam James was then subject
to 2 heart aflment, incurred in the
' Adirondacks in 1899, He was an

* jnveterate questioner, and none of |

' our juvenile interests was be- .
yond his range of inguiry. .

Mrs. James was an ampie,
white-haired matron, as I remen-
ber her; whose calmness was the
perfect counterfoil to her hus-
band’s vivacity. Among other
viands she would dispénse bread
from her end of the table, cutting
generous portions with a huge X
knife from the loat reposing on 2
round wooden base, a procedure
1 had associated « with the
kitchen, until travel on the Con-
tinent in later years revealed its
complete propriety.
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Two luncheon occasions stand
out clearly in iny memory. One
‘was at noon of the day when Wil-
liam James had taught his last
class in Harvard College. This
was in Febpnary, 1907, and he was
coaxed to fetch and place on the
table the silver loving cup pre-
sented him by his undergraduate
students, and a huge inkwell, the
gift of his graduate students and
assistants.

The subdued demeanor of the
man was evidence of the degree
to which he was moved by these
marks of affection on the part
of his students.

. The other memorable instance
was & noonday meal when there
'appeared at table a large mai,
with a heavy florid counienance,
and wearing a decidely loud,
waistcoat. I was introduced to’
him as to Alec’s “Uncle Henry”’]
and thought no more about any-.
thing but the waistcoat until din- |
per at home that evening. In;
recounting the day's happenings ’
to my mother, I mentioned that

1 had lunched at the Jarhes” and
added casually that there was
present an uncle of Alec’s whon
1 had never seen before abuui
lhe premises.

" ‘Thix sdmiseion had the eflect

of an electric shnck upen my
older sister and some friends of
hers who were dining with us,
all of them not long removed
from their English majors at
Radelifie. 1 became at once the
cynostre of severaf pairs of cyes
and the center of a barrage of
questions. “What did he say?”
“IJow was be dressed?” “Did you
sit next him?”

.. Quite unaccustomed to being &
Yogal point of interest on the part
of such highbrows: I made the
most of the situation, and was
very extravagant in my replies,
intending to give, and for a few
moments almost succeeding

giving, the impression that Henry
James, who manifestly was some-,
body to them but nobody save
Alec's uncle to me, had taken a)
oreat shine to me, had added an-
tis collection of personal

o

other to
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WILLIAM JAMES

portraits. Only.in due time did
[ reveal the true dimensions of
our verbal commerce.

He had asked me ln “Plcase
pass the butter.” and on learn-
jng that 1 commuted daily to
Cambridge by  trolley, had
promptly made some disparaging
vemark ahout the subhway to
Park st., then a source of great
tocal pride, in that it was the
lirst underground transit in this
country.

Just as 1 was long jearning

" about William James' repute as a
] so there was a con-,
. siderable delay in my apprecia-

philosopher,

tion of Henry James as a man ot

letters.

really something to behold.
. L N »

 confidence, for he

But his waistcoat was

It was my pgreat pleasurc to
spend 2 Junc week with the
Jameses at their Summer hoinc
in Chocorug, N. H. In 1887 Wil-
jiam James purchased and re-
modeled an »nld house near the
lake. and commanding a glorious
view of “the Mountain” as this
ancient elevation 15 ramiliarly
Eaown to those who Winter of

Sﬁmmer withi; siéht of its rocky

_cone.

Climbing Chocorua and White-
face was left to Alec and me, but
Prof. James would include us in
his tramps about the woods
which surround the lake. His
constant companion was 2 big,
benevolent airedale named Reilly,
who was a respected and priv-
ileged member of the James
household whether in the city or
jn the country.

During my visit at Chocorua I
developed the one and only boil
1 have ever entertained.

To this day, there is a slight de- '
pression at the base of my left
forefinger reminiscent of William
James’ successful lancinf and
treatment of this particular af-
fiiction. This he did with full
had earlier
stndied medicine as well as art,
before devoting himself to philos-
ophy.

1 feel myself in his debt both
as healer and writer. as these two
vocations were happily blended
in this amazingly vivid and ver-
satile persona:lita/. .

Wiltiami  James loved lo re-
count anecdotes of a type that
can be called earthy but not
dirty. The obscene joke or the
salacious story, with _its double
entendre, was not in his books.
My observations on this matter
are for the most part second-hand
and derive from Alec, who would
regale me in private wit his
most recent acquisition from the
paternal storc.

No Sunday School items, these,
to be sure, but neither were they
morally subversive, celebrating as
they usually did the common bio-
logical transactions of the bath-
room or the barnyard.

In retrospect, 1 should judge

‘ that William James’s sense of

humor had been shaped by his
lively association. with his crony, -
“Wendell” Holmes.

~ Certainly it was not fashioned

-y his discourses with his more
puritan colleagues, Josiah Royce
or George Herbert Palmer. But
enough of this somewhat banal
digression.  There are still one
or two important items of boyish
memory to be set forth.

L4 L] -

[ have referred to William
James's great curiosity; it did not .
exclude the glad identification of °
himself with a boy's momentary
concerns, including sports. 1 have |
no record of the professor’s per- |
sonal participation in such games
as tennis and golf. My acquaint- .
ance with him was subsequent to




the heart afiliction, whicii must
have necessarily precluded bodily
exercise of a strenous nature.

But I can testify to his satis-
faction in his son William’s prow-
ess on the river, and also to his
somewhat more surprising inter-
est in the fortunes of the Browne
and Nichols baseball club, of
which Alec James was manager
and I & member.

We used to practice on the

Cambridge Common under the
tutelage of a Harvard Law School
student named Eddie Grant, who
broke into major league baseball
with the New York Giants. “Har-~

vard Eddic” he was dubbed by
the sports writers of that earlier
day. and there is a bronze plaque
to be scen in the ball grounds
under Coogan's Blufl. commemo-
rating his gallant death in the
first World War.

Prof. James and the faithful
Reilly would often include our
practice sessions in an afternoon
walk. The “hook-slide” had not
come into vogue at that time, A
stolen base was purchased by a
head-first belly-slide, with arms
extended 1o grasp the bag. Eddie
Grant taught us in the same mo-
tion to swing one’s body out of
the base path and the down
reach of the baseman bent on
tagging one out.

This refinement of the “slide”
was not lost upon William James's
natural scent for novelty, and 1
can remember Eddie’s explain-
ing it to him and my demonstrat-
ing the same for his benefit, at
some cosi to my epidermis in this
particular instance,

We played one or two impor-
tant games at the old Locust-st.
grounds of the Boston Nationals.
and from my vantage point at
second base, 1 could sce the soli-
tary figure of William James, sit-
ting in the cavernous grandstand
and braving the treacherous east
wind in his enthusiastic support
of his favorite school team.

- - L]

William James was a birthright
member of what Fr. George Ty-
réll once called “the great socie-
ty of encouvagers.” There are
many who will rise up and call
him blessed a¢ the reriembrance
of his rare ability to rally the
i fainting student and the dispirit-
‘ed colleague.

He it was who came to my sup-
. port in my decision to apply for
,.admission to Yale rather than to
‘;!larvard.

- Messrs Browne and Nichols re-
ceived the announcement of my
,intentions in this matter first with
incredulity and then with ill-
concealed disapproval. Up to that

time, no boy under their tutelage .

had gone elsewhere than to Har-
vard. My determination to

" break this educational lockstep -
was an affront to their pride as

schoolmasters, in excellent stand-

ing with the dean’s oflice at Har-
vard. Their immediate reaction
was to waste as little further ef-.
fort as possible upon my prepa-

ration. To be sure, when Mr.
Nichols died very suddenly in .
the Spring of my senior vear at

school, there was no attempt to

assocate his untimely passing with

my decision, and I'm bound to-
say that time greatly mellowed

George Browne's disappointment .
in my choice of a college.

Yale men at that time were all. .
“muckers” in the opinion of Har-
vard students and alumni. Even !

in my home circle in Brookiine
this view was generally held,
Hadn't Deacon Wrightington’s |
son, Edgar, had his leg. broken
deliberately by the wicked Frank
Hinkey, in a notorious football
match between Harvard and Yals
ai Springfield, Mass.? -

Now it was at this juncture
that William James came to my
aid. 1 confided my intentions tb
him, with reference (o all the
factors involved. such as school
disapprobation and social ostrae
cism. He was ever minded to
side with the heretic and the out-
cast. Few men had more com-
pletely met and taken the-
measure of “the pain of change”
in his own chosen fleld of phil-
osophy.

“Good for you, There's nothing
so exXciting as breaking out new
paths,” was his exuberant ver-
dict, which did more than he
ever knew to confirm me in my
choice of a college which T have
never had the least occasion to
regret. '

- L] -

During the Christmas vacation
of my freshman year, 1909. T went
over to Cambridge to see Williarh
James, and to give him an ac-
count of my recent introduction
and bricf experience in New
Haven. 1t was the last time I
was to see him in the flesh,

He presented the same ani.
mated concern with my ' Wielfare,
His “irascible blue eyes,” as 2
portrait painter called them, stiti
flashed from beneath their heavy
brows, with dome-shaped fore-
head above and the bushy beard
below. His dress was informal,
fopprd off as usual by the Nog-
folk jacket and a festive necktle. -

I think it was on that occasion
that T told him of my desire in
due course to enter the Christian
ministry. Again his approval
was immediate and reassuring,
“You must take some philosophy
s soon as you can, with my pupil,
Bakevge]l." to whom he. promised
te: write a word of introduction,
_In the course of our conversa
tion, I spoke of my interest in
the Yale Hope Mission and its
ministry of reclamation to downe
and-out men. From his absorp-
tion in my story you would
never have dreamed he knew
anything about the psychology of
conversion. . N

Before 1 eft he gave mé -a
copy of a book, whose author-
ship he modestly professed, and
which he thought might be - of
interest to me, It was the volume
containing his famous Gifford
Lectures of 19011802, “The Va-
rieties of Religious Experience.”

Needless to say, 1 have treas.
ured this book ever since, as -a
kind of final testament of William
James’s friéhdship for a young
boy who had nothing to give in
veturn, save a measure of devd-
tion which has increased -with

rthe years, and to which these

recollections bear true though

" inadequate witness. <3

‘From The Yale Review a Nainonai
uarterly.  Copyright, 1954,
niversity Press.) ) o4 Yals



