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marsh at Cambridgeport, which house he built from
drain to chimney-top with his own hands? Tt toox
him a good many years to build it, and one could see
that it was a little out of plumb, and a Iittle wavy in
outline, and a little queer and uncertain in general
aspect. A regular hand ecould certainly have built a
better house: but it was a very good house for a
“self-made” carpenter’s house, and people praised it,
and said how remarkably well the Irishman had suc-
ceeded. They never thought of praising the fine
blocks of houses a little farther on.

Your self-made man, whittled into shape with his
own jack-knife, deserves more credit, if that is all,
than the regular engine-turned article, shaped by the
most approved pattern, and Fr nch-polished by soci-
ety and travel. But as to saying that one is‘m‘el’y
way the equal of the other, that is another matter.,
The right of strict social discrimination of all things
and persons, according to their merits, native or ac-
quired, is one of the most precious republican privi-
leges. T take the liberty to exercise it- when I say
that, other things being equal, in most relations of
life I prefer a man of family.

What do I mean by a man of family ?—0, 11
give you a general idea of what T mean. Let us give
him a first-rate fit out; it costs us nothing. =

Four or five generations of gentlemen and
Women ; among them a member of his Majesty’s
Council for the Province, a Governor or S0, one or
two Doctors of Divinity, a member of C(mgi’eﬁs, not
later than the time of long boots with tassels.

Family portraits.” The member of the Couneil, by

* The full-length pictures by Copley I was thinkine of are
such as may be seen in the Memorial Hall of lIill'\':erF[i!ni\'l‘I'
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Smibert. The great merchant-uncle, by Copley, full
length, sitting in his arm chair, in a velvet cap and
flowered robe, with a globe by him, to show the range
of his commereial transactions, and letters with large
red seals lying round, one directed conspicuously to
The Honorable, ete., ete. Great-grandmother, by the

gity, but many are to be met with in different parts of New Eng-
land, sometimes in the possession of the poor descendants of the
rich gentlefolks in lace ruffles and glistening satins, grandees
and grand dames of the ante-Revolutionary period. I remember
one poor old gentleman who had nothing left of his family pos-
sessions but the full-lencth portraits of his ancestors, the Coun-
sellor and his lady, saying, with a gleam of the pleasantry which
had come down from the days of Mather Byles, and ¢ Balch
the Hatter,’” and Sizourney, that he fared not so badly after
all, for he had a pair of caavas-backs every day through the
whole vear.

The mention of these names, all of which are mere traditions
to myself and my contemporaries, reminds me of the long sue-
cession of wits and humorists whose companionship has been the
delicht of their generation, and who leave nothing on record by
which they will be remembered; Yoricks who set the table in
a roar, story-tellers who gave us scenes of life in monologue
better than the stilted presentments of the stage, and those al-
ways welcome friends with social interior furnishings, whose
smile provoked the wit of others and whose rich, musical langh-
ter was its abundant reward. Who among us in my earlier
days ever told a story or carolled a rippling chanson so gayly,
so easily, so charmingly as John Sullivan, whose memory is like
the breath of a long bycone summer? Mr. Arthur Gilman has
left his monument in the stately stroctures he planned; M.
James T. Fields in the pleasant volumes full of precious recol-
leetions; but twenty or thirty years from now old men will tell
their boys that the Yankee story-teller died with the first, and
that the chief of our literary reminiscents, whose ideal portrait
gallery reached from Wordsworth to Swinburne, left us when
the second bowed his head and “fell on sleep,”” no longer to de-
licht the guests whom his hospitality gathered around him with
the pictures to which lis lips «ave life and action.
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same artist; brown satin, lace very fine, hands super-
lative; grand old lady, stiffish, but imposing. Her
mother, artist unknown; flat, angular, hanging
sleeves ; parrot on fist. A pair of Stuarts, viz., 1. A
superb, full-blown, medizval gentleman, with a fiery
dash of Tory blood in his veins, tempered down with
that of a fine old rebel grandmother, and warmed up
with the best of old India Madeira; his face is one
flame of ruddy sunshine; his ruffled shirt rushes out
of his bosom with an impetuous generosity, as if it
would drag his heart after it; and his smile is good
for twenty thousand dollars to the Hospital, besides
ample bequests to all relatives and dependants. 2.
Lady of the same : remarkable cap ; high waist, as in
time of Empire; bust @ la Josephine ; wisps of curls,
like celery-tips, at sides of forehead ; complexion clear
and warm, like rose-cordial. As for the miniatures
by Malbone, we don’t count them in the gallery.

Books, too, with the names of old college-students
in them, — family names ; — you will find them at the
head of their respective classes in the days when stu-
dents took rank on the catalogue from their parents’
condition. Elzevirs, with the Latinized appellations
of youthful progenitors, and Hic liber est meus on the
title-page. A set of Hogarth’s original plates. Pope,
original edition, 15 volumes, London, 1717. Barrow
on the lower shelves, in folio. Tillotson on the upper,
in a little dark platoon of octo-decimos.

Some family silver; a string of wedding and funeral
rings; the arms of the family curiously blazoned ; the
same in worsted, by a maiden aunt.

If the man of family has an old place to keep
these things in, furnished with claw-footed chairs and
black mahogany tables, and tall bevel-edged mirrors,
and stately upright cabinets, his outfit is complete.
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No, my friends, I go (always, other things being
equal) for the man who inherits family traditions and
the cumulative humanities of at least four or five gen-
erations. Above all things, as a child, he should have
tumbled about in a library. All men are afraid of
books, who have not handled them from infancy. Do
you suppose our dear didascalos® over there ever read
Poli Synopsis, or consulted Castelli Lexicon, while
he was growing up to their stature? Not he; but
virtue passed through the hem of their parchment and
leather garments whenever he touched them, as the
precious drugs sweated through the bat’s handle in
the Arabian story. I tell you he is at home wherever
he smells the invigorating fragrance of Russia leather.
No self-made man feels so. One may, it is true, have
all the antecedents I have spoken of, and yet be a
boor or a shabby fellow. One may have none of them,
and yet be fit for councils and courts. Then let them
change places. Our social arrangement has this great
beanty, that its strata shift up and down as they
change specific gravity, without being clogged by lay-
ers of preseription. But I still insist on my demo-
cratic liberty of choice, and I go for the man with the
gallery of family portraits against the one with the
twenty-five-cent daguerreotype, unless I find out that
the last is the better of the two.

* % Our dear didascalos’’ was meant for Professor James
Russell Lowell, now Minister to England. It requires the
union of exceptional native cifts and generations of training to
bring the ‘ natural man”? of New Encland to the completeness
of scholarly manhood, such as that which adds new distinetion
to the name he bears, already remarkable for its successive sen-
erations of eminent citizens.

“Self-made” is imperfectly made, or education is a super
fluity and a failure.
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— I should have felt more nervous about the late
comet, if T had thought the world was ripe. But it is
very green yet, if I am not mistaken ; and besides,
there is a great deal of coal to use up, which I cannot
bring myself to think was made for nothing. If cer-
tain things, which seem to me essential to a millen-
nium, had come to pass, I should have been fright-
ened ; but they haven’t. Perhaps you would like to
hear my

LATTER-DAY WARNINGS.

When legislators keep the law,
When banks dispense with bolts and locks,
When berries, whortle — rasp — and straw —
Grow bigger downwards through the box, —

When he that selleth house or land

Shows leak in roof or flaw in right, —
When haberdashers choose the stand

Whose windew hath the broadest light, —

When preachers tell us all they think,
And party leaders all they mean, —
When what we pay for, that we drink,
From real grape and eoffee-bean, —

When lawyers take what they wonld give,
And doctors give what they would take, —
When city fathers eat to live,
Save when they fast for conscience’ sake, —

‘When one that hath a herse on sale
Shall bring his merit to the proof,
Without a lie for every nail
That holds the iron on the hoof, —

When in the usual place for rips
Our gloves are stitebed with special care,
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And guarded well the whalebone tips
Where first umbrellas need repair, —

When Cuba’s weeds have quite forgot
The power of suction to resist,

And claret-bottles harbor not
Such dimples as would hold your fist, —

When publishers no longer steal,

And pay for what they stole before,—
When the first locomotive’s wheel

Rolls throuch the Hoosac tunnel’s bore; * —

Tl then let Cumming blaze away,
And Miller’s saints blow up the globe;
But when you see that blessed day,
Then order your ascension robe!

The company seemed to like the verses, and I prom-
jsed them to read others occasionally, if they had a
mind to hear them. Of course they would not expect
it every morning. Neither must the reader suppose
that all these things I have reported were said at any
one breakfast-time. I have not taken the trouble to
date them, as Raspail, pere, used to date every proof
he sent to the printer; but they were scattered over
several breakfasts; and I have said a good many
more things since, which T shall very possibly print
some time or other, if I am urged to do it by judicious
friends.

“ This hoped for, but almost despaired of, event, occurred on
the 9th of February, 1875. The writer of the above lines was
as much pleased as his fellow-citizens at the termination of an
enterprise which gave constant occasion for the most inveterate
pun on record. When the other conditions referred to are as
happily fulfilled as this has been, he will still say as before,
that it is time for the ascension garment to be ordered.
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I finished off with reading some verses of my friend
the Professor, of whom you may perhaps hear more
by and by. The Professor read them, he told me, at
a farewell meeting, where ths youngest of our great
historians * met a few of his many friends at their in-
vitation.

Yes, we knew we must lose him,— though friendship may
claim

To blend her green leaves with the laurels of fame ;

‘Though fondly, at parting, we call him our own,

’T is the whisper of love when the bugle has blown.

As the rider who rests with the spur on his heel, —

As the guardsman who sleeps in his corselet of steel, —
As the archer who stands with his shaft on the string,
He stoops from his toil to the garland we bring.

What pictures yet slumber unborn in his Joom
Till their warriors shall breathe and their beauties shall bloom,

Wilile the tapesiry lencthens the life-clowing dyes
That caught from our sunsets the stain of their skies!

In the alcoves of death, in the charnels of time,
Where flit the gaunt spectres of passion and erime,
There are triumphs untold, there are martyrs unsung,
There are heroes yet silent to speak with his tongue!

Let us hear the proud story which time has bequeathed

From lips that are warm with the freedom they breathed!

Let him summon its tyrants, and tell us their :loom,

Though he sweep the black past like Van Tromp with his broom!

* * * * *

¢ ¢ The youngest of our great historians,”” referred to in the
poem, was John Lothrop Motley. His eareer of authorship was
as successful as it was noble, and his works are among the chief
ornaments of our national literature. Are Republics still un-
grateful, as of old ?
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The dream flashes by, for the west-winds awake
On pampas, on prairie, o’er mountain and laks-.,
To bathe the swift bark, like a sea-girdled shrine,
With incense they stole from the rose and the pine.

So fill a bricht cup with the sunlizht that gushed

When the dead summer’s jewels were trampled and crushed :

Tae TruE KNIGHT OF LEARNING,— the world holds him
dear, — |

Love bless him, Joy crown him, God speed his career!

II.

I rEaLLY believe some people save their bright
thoughts as being too precious for conversation.
What do you think an admiring friend said the other
day to one that was talking good things,— good
en:mgh to print? * Why,” said he, ¢ you are wasting
merchantable literature, a cash article, at the rate, as
nearly as I can tell, of fifty dollars an hour.” The
talker took him to the window and asked him to look
out and tell what he saw.

“Nothing but a very dusty street,” he said, “and a
man driving a sprinkling-machine through it.”

“ Why don’t you tell the man he is wasting that
water? What would be the state of the highways of
life, if we did not drive our thought-sprinklers
through them with the valves open, sometimes ?

¢ Besides, there is another thing about this talking,
which you forget. It shapes our thoughts for us;—
the waves of conversation roll them as the surf rolls
the pebbles on the shore. Let me modify the image
a Little. I rough out my thonghts in talk as an artist
models in clay. Spoken language is so plastie, — you




