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To my father—

      Forever my inspiration,
      and the first man in my life.
      I love you, Dad.
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Foreword

by Louis L’Amour

Characters have a way of taking on a life on their own, expressing themselves in the simple philosophy of their times, and expressing beliefs acquired through living, working, and being. Once characters are established, they become their own persons and the ideas of the characters are such ideas as they might have acquired in the circumstances of their daily existence. Yet, I suppose it is virtually impossible to entirely free the character from the creator, so I cannot disclaim responsibility for the quotations that follow.

When I write, the story takes over, and when first I read or heard quotations from my work, I recognized none of them, isolated as they were. They were created in the natural course of writing, without forethought or planning, and in many cases are better understood as a part of a story’s progression and of character development.

My daughter, Angelique, compiled this collection, and the idea of doing so was hers. Here and there I might have wished to leave out a few quotations but she said no, and our publisher agreed with her. A lot of reading and hard work was involved, and I believe that in a few cases she read books of mine for the first time. In the process of her finishing school and becoming an actress, there was never enough time for her to do much outside reading.

So we must share together the responsibility for what follows: I for writing these words, and she for gathering them together for those interested readers.


Introduction

by Angelique L’Amour


“You’ve heard him talk. He’s got a way about him, a way with words. He can make the temple bells tinkle for you, and you can just hear them big old elephants shuff-shuffling along, the priests callin’ folks to prayer and the like.”

The Lonesome Gods



Every morning from the time I was a little girl until I left for college I would sit down at the breakfast table with my father, my mother, and my older brother Beau, and Dad would read to us. It was a wonderful time of day. The books he read to us were generally ones he needed to read for his research, but there were others—biographies and histories and the H.M.S. Hornblower naval adventure series. There were also the times he read his own books to us. This didn’t happen too often, maybe six or seven times as I grew up. There was magic when he read his own words, for I believe he writes to be read aloud. Not many authors write prose so poetic that it is as easy to listen to as it is to read.

Because of this daily breakfast ritual, and my mother reading children’s books to me at night (“I read you the fun stuff,” she always said), I developed a love of books and reading, of language and learning. This is perhaps the single most important lesson I learned from my parents.

When I was very young Dad explained to me that he had a time machine in his office. Through books, he said, I could go anywhere at any time and be anyone at all without leaving the room. That is the magic of reading. It inspires the imagination. That is what he does in his books: He creates a time and a place and transports the reader there. His office is lined wall to wall and floor to ceiling with books—all of them opportunities to learn and experience life through words.

I remember as a little girl going into his office. He’d sit me down in his big black chair and tell me stories. Sometimes we’d both be characters in them, having some marvelous adventure together. Perhaps that is where my love for acting came from: playing a character in one of these stories. Listening to his exciting tales led me to see my father as quite a hero. Later, as I got older, I would hear stories about his own growing up, and I realized that in his own way my father was an adventurer as well as a hero. That is one of the reasons the fights in his books seem so real. I get the feeling Dad actually delivered and received those punches. Recently, he told me about times during his yondering days when he was walking through the mountains in Tibet. The trail had narrowed to three inches wide, with a couple-hundred-foot drop on one side, and he’d wondered just what in the world he was doing there. His early life seemed to us a series of adventures, not all of them fun. But Dad has said many times, “Adventure is just a romantic name for trouble.”

In part, I learned to read by watching and listening to my father. Starting from the time I could get out of a chair by myself, I would stand behind him and read over his shoulder. He would show me where he was on the page and I would follow along as he read aloud. Soon I started to read by myself.

When I first began to read my father’s books I read for pure enjoyment. Later, I finally understood what some of his fan mail had meant. Women who were raising children without husbands had written to him that they were raising their children on the teachings in his books. They’d told their sons that if they grew up to have the morals and values of his characters, they would be good men. Men to be proud of, men to shape the world.

Many of the things my father’s characters think are important to growing and learning are the beliefs Dad has tried to instill in both my brother and me. These ideas started jumping off the page at me as I read. Finally, I went to my father and read a few to him, and he told me about something that had happened to him a little while earlier. He had been invited as one of three writers to speak at a teachers’ conference. The moderator began introducing the first speaker by reading some quotes from one of the author’s books. The ideas expressed were intelligent and primarily about learning. Dad waited to find out who had written them and was surprised when he was introduced as the author of those words. He hadn’t remembered writing them, and until that point, hadn’t quite realized the magnitude of the lessons taught to his readers.

The quotations that follow are ones that have affected me and my life. They focus on things that my father stressed as important as I was growing up. They cover a broad range of topics, from learning and loving to self-defense and survival in the wilderness. My father made sure that my brother and I learned about survival at an early age, because we were always way out in the middle of nowhere on school vacations traveling with Dad while he did research for his books.

Many of my father’s readers have expressed an interest in his autobiography. But by reading his words, each reader has met a part of my father. Each hero has a bit of Dad’s experience that makes him who he is. With Lando it was all those boxing matches as Dad grew up. With Barnabas Sackett it is the sailor and explorer in my father. Each of his heroines has a bit of my mother
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