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Introduction

“No good woman wants to live here, and we don’t want more bad
women in this camp!”

This was not kind to the baby’s mother, but it was the start of a better
life at Roaring Camp.

The Luck of Roaring Camp and Other Stories (1870) are short
stories about life in California when many people went west.
They wanted to find gold and be rich. After Bret Harte wrote
these stories, he was famous in America and England.

In The Luck of Roaring Camp a baby boy is born in the camp.
His mother dies and the big, strong men in the camp take care of
the baby. He brings them good luck—they say. So, they call him
“The Luck.” But does he really bring good luck to the camp?

In Miss Mullins of the Sierras we meet the driver of a coach,
Yuba Bill. He is taking some passengers across the mountains at
night. They are afraid because Ramon Martinez and his men stop
coaches. The coaches carry gold and these men want to take it.
Miss Mullins wants to help these men, but does she really help
Martinez?

A Portrait of Jack Hamlin is about a girl. She leaves her family
because she wants to marry an older man—a gambler. But, he
leaves her. Another gambler, Jack Hamlin, helps her and changes
her life. But is he a good man or a bad man?

Bret Harte also wrote Mrs. Scagg’s Husbands (1873), An Heiress of
Red Dog, and Other Sketches (1878), and Colonel Starbottle’s Client,
and Some Other People (1892).



About one hundred men waited in front of Cherokee Sal’s cabin at
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The Luck of Roaring Camp

About one hundred men waited in front of Cherokee Sal’s cabin
at Roaring Camp. Everybody talked excitedly, but they spoke
quietly.

Cherokee Sal was the only woman at Roaring Camp. She was
an Indian, but she lived with white men. She knew about life,
about men, but I won’t say anything more about that. Today,
inside the cabin on a hard bed, she cried. There were no other
women, and she wanted a woman—maybe her mother—to help
her. She wanted somebody to take her hand and speak kindly.
Some of the men felt sorry for Cherokee Sal. Men often died at
Roaring Camp, but this was the camp’s first baby.

“Go in there, Stumpy,” said Kentuck. “Go in there and help
her.You know something about babies.”

It was a good idea. Stumpy had two families, so he knew about
new mothers and new babies. He went inside. The other men
smoked cigars outside and waited.

Some of these men were really bad and lived dangerously.
Some of the men were not very bad, but they weren'’t very good.
And some men didn’t have all of their fingers, but the man with
one eye was the best with a gun.

They stood around the fire and talked about Cherokee Sal:
“Will she live? Will she die?” Then, they heard the new baby’s
cry. The trees were suddenly quiet. The river stopped. The fire
didn’t make a sound. One hundred men stood up at the same
time.

“Let’s do something for the baby’s birthday!” shouted one man.

“Let’s shoot our guns!” said another man excitedly.

Cherokee Sal was very unwell. Two hours later, she died.

“What'll happen to the baby?” asked one man.
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“Can he live now?” asked another man.

“I don’t know,” answered Stumpy. “The only other female
around here is a horse!”

They gave the horse’s milk to the baby. It wasn’t the same as
mother’s milk, but it was food.

Then, the men went quietly into the cabin and visited
Cherokee Sal for the last time. She was on a table. The baby boy
was next to her in a box. And next to the box, there was a hat.

“Please walk around the table, and go out the back door,” said
Stumpy. “You can put money in the hat for the baby.”

The first man came in—his hat on his head. He looked around
and quickly took it off. The other men did the same. Everybody
gave something to the baby. One man gave a cigar box. Another
man gave a gun. Other men gave a beautiful watch, five dollars,
and $200 in gold. Stumpy was as quiet as Cherokee Sal.

Kentuck looked at the baby. Suddenly, the little boy caught
Kentuck’s finger and held it for a minute. Kentuck’s face turned
red. He pulled his finger away from the baby and looked at it
carefully. “He held my finger!” he said happily.

At four o’clock in the morning, the men went to sleep. But
Stumpy and Kentuck couldn’t sleep. They drank and talked about
the baby.

The next day, they put Cherokee Sal under the ground.
Everybody talked about the baby’s future.

“What’ll we do with him?” some men asked.

“We’ll take care of him,” said some of the other men.

“We can bring a woman here,” said one man.

“No good woman wants to live here, and we don’t want more
bad women in this camp!”

This was not kind to the baby’s mother, but it was the start of
a better life at Roaring Camp.

“Jinny and I can take care of the baby,” said Stumpy. Jinny was
the horse’s name.
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The baby lived and was strong. “Me and that horse are father
and mother to that boy,” said Stumpy.

After one month, they wanted to give a name to the baby.
“Stumpy’s boy” was not a good name. Then one man said, “This
baby brought good luck to the camp.” So, they gave the baby the
name Luck. Tom Luck. Nobody said anything about the baby’s
mother or her name. And nobody knew the father.

Roaring Camp started to change. The cabin for Tommy
Luck—or The Luck—was clean and pretty. The men went to the
city and bought a new bed for the baby.

Stumpy told the men, “You can’t hold Tommy with dirty
hands and dirty clothes.” So the men washed their hands and
changed their clothes.

Stumpy said, “The Luck has to sleep, so be quiet around here.”
The men stopped shouting. They spoke quietly and stopped
using bad language. They sang to Tommy.

On long summer days, Stumpy took The Luck to the river
when he looked for gold. The men brought back flowers and
beautiful things from the river for him.

Tommy was a happy baby, but he was very quiet. One day at
the river, he fell down into the wet ground. His head went down
and his legs went up. He was there for five minutes! He didn’t cry
or move. When the men found him, they pulled him out. But he
only looked at them and smiled.

It was a good summer at Roaring Camp—everybody had
good luck. The men found a lot of gold, so they enjoyed their
work. Tommy was a happy baby and he was never a problem.The
men at Roaring Camp didn’t like strangers, but people stopped
there sometimes. After they left, they told other people about the
pretty cabins, the flowers, the clean men, and the Indian baby. It
was a strange, but nice camp.

Some of the men wanted to build a hotel in Roaring Camp.
They wanted nice families to visit because then Tommy could
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On long summer days, Stumpy took The Luck to the river
when he looked for gold.



meet them. Not everybody liked this idea. A lot of the men
didn’t want changes. But changes came.

There was a lot of snow in the winter of 1851. The snow on
the mountains changed to water and the rivers were dangerously
full.

Men from Red Dog Camp told Stumpy, “Don’t be stupid!
Leave Roaring Camp.”

But Stumpy answered, “Water put gold in these rivers before
and it’ll bring gold here again.”’

That night, the river came suddenly into Roaring Camp. Trees
fell and the camp lost many cabins. In the morning, Stumpy’s
cabin wasn’t there. Higher up the river, some of the men found
Stumpy. He was dead. That day, the light went out of Roaring
Camp. It was a different place, a sadder place. The men walked
back slowly to the camp.

Suddenly, a man in a boat shouted to them, “I found a man
and a baby! Do you know them? Do they live near here?”

The men looked into the boat and saw Kentuck. His eyes
were closed, and the Luck of Roaring Camp was in his arms.
They looked at the baby. He was cold and he didn’t move.

“He’s dead,” said one man.

Kentuck opened his eyes. “Dead?” he asked weakly.

“Yes, my man, and you are dying too.”

Kentuck smiled. “Dying,” he repeated. “He’s taking me with
him—tell the boys. I have the Luck with me now””

And the strong man, with the dead baby in his arms, moved
away into that dark river in the sky.
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Miss Mullins of the Sierras*

We sat quietly and our eyes met in the dark night. Our coach
went very fast over Galloper’s Ridge. Yuba Bill took the cigar out
of the mouth of the passenger next to him. Were Ramon
Martinez and his men on Galloper’s Ridge? Could they see the
light from the cigar? We had to be careful. Ramon Martinez and
his men often stopped coaches on this road and took everything
from the passengers. Sometimes they took their lives.

Yuba Bill drove the coach as fast as he could. He could feel the
road, but he couldn't see it. It was dangerous, but Bill knew that.
The six horses galloped through the black night. And in a short
time, we were across Galloper’s Ridge and in the darker woods.
Bill drove fast through the woods.

“Maybe we’ll meet Ramon Martinez in these woods,” said
one passenger very quietly. He was afraid.

Bill heard this and answered, “He can run after me to the next
world.”

We felt happier when Bill broke the quiet of the night.
Suddenly, we could see the road in front of us. Now it was not as
dangerous as before.

“Do you think Martinez and his men are out tonight?” asked
the mailman on the coach.

“I didn’t see Martinez or his men on the road tonight, but
maybe they’re out. But why didn’t they come for us?” Bill said.
He couldn’t understand.

“Because they didn’t see our lights,” said one passenger.
“They’re waiting for us up there now!”

“Do you want to put money on that?” Bill asked him.

“No,” the passenger answered. He felt stupid.

“There’s a newspaper in San Francisco, and they pay

* Sierras: mountains in the American west.




Yuba Bill drove the coach as fast as he could.




money for funny stories,” said Bill. “Maybe they’ll buy yours.”

“Why did you put out the lights?” asked the passenger.

“Because you were afraid. Men do stupid things when they’re
afraid. And I didn’t want any shooting. Martinez could easily see
us then.”

We didn’t want to fight with Bill, so we laughed.

“Who got on the coach at the top of Galloper’s Ridge?” Bill
asked.

“Two men from Cold Spring,” answered the mailman.

“Don’t forget the girl from Dow’s Flat,” said another passenger.

“Does anybody know her?” asked Bill.

“Ask Judge Thompson. He helped her when she got on. She
sat next to the window,” said the first passenger.

“By the window?” repeated Bill.

“Yes, she wanted to see everything and she wasn’t afraid.”

“Judge Thompson was really nice to her. When she couldn'’t
find something, he lit a cigar. He held it for her and she found
her things. It was stupid. I saw it through the window. I was on
the left of the coach with my gun ready,” said a third passenger.

Bill said nothing.

Suddenly, a man on a horse came out of the woods. Bill
stopped the coach.

The stranger said, “I saw you go across Galloper’s Ridge.
Didn’t Martinez and his men stop you?”

“How did you see us? We had our lights out!” said Bill.

“Yes, but somebody signaled. There was something white in
the window—a woman’s hat, maybe. But, you’re across and
you’re OK. Good night!”

He left. We wanted Bill to say something, but Bill said
nothing. He stopped at the station, and the passengers got out.
The mailman started to leave, but Bill stopped him.

“Let’s look at the coach and our passengers very carefully.
Something strange happened tonight,” said Bill.
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