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I w a s just g o i n g to say, when i w a s inter-
rupted, that one of the m a n y w a y s of c l a s s i f y i n g 
m i n d s is under the h e a d s of ar i thmet ica l and 
a lgebra ica l intellects. A l l economical and prac-
tical wisdom is an extension or variat ion of the 
f o l l o w i n g ar i thmetical f o r m u l a : 2-1-2=4. E v e r y 
phi losophical proposit ion has the more g e n e r a l 
character of the expression a - } - b = c . W e are 
mere operat ives , empirics, and egotists , unti l w e 
learn to think in letters instead of figures. 

T h e y all s tared. T h e r e is a d iv in i ty s tud-
ent lately c o m e a m o n g ' u s to w h o m I com-
monly address remarks l ike the above , a l l o w i n g 
him to take a certain share in the conversat ion, 
so far as assent to perfinerfit quest ions a r e 
involved. H e abused his l iberty on this occasion 
by p r e s u m i n g to say that L e i b n j t z had the s a m e 
observat ion. No, sir, I replied, he has not. 
But he said a m i g h t y g o o d th ing a b o u t m a t h e -
matics, that sounds something like it, and y o u 



f o u n d it, not in the original, b u t quoted by D r . 
T h o m a s R i d . I will tell the c o m p a n y w h a t he 
did say, one of these d a y s . 

If I b e l o n g to a Soc ie ty of Mutua l A d m i r a -
tion, I blush to say that I d o not at this present 
m o m e n t : I once d id , however . It was the first 
associat ion to which I e v e r heard the term 
appl ied; a b o d y of scientific y o u n g men in a 
g r e a t fore ign c i ty who admired their teacher, 
and to some extent each o t h e r . Many of them 
deserved it; they have b e c o m e f a m o u s since. I t 
amuses m e to hear the talk of one of those be ings 
descr ibed by T h a c k e r y — 

" L e t t e r s four do form his n a m e — " 

a b o u t a social d e v e l o p m e n t which be longs to 
the very noblest s tage of c iv i l izat ion. A l l gen-
e r o u s companies of artists, authors , philanthro-
pists, men of science, are, or o u g h t to be, 
Societ ies of Mutua l A d m i r a t i o n . A man of 
g e n i u s , or a n y kind of superior i ty , is not 
debarred f rom a d m i r i n g the same qual i ty in 
another, nor the other from returning his admi-
ration. T h e y m a y even associate t o g e t h e r and 
continue to think h i g h l y of each other. A n d so 
of a dozen such men, if any one place is fortu-
nate e n o u g h to hold so m a n y . T h e being 
referred to a b o v e a s s u m e s several false prem-
ises. First , that men of talent necessarily hate 
c a c h other. S e c o n d l y , that int imate k n o w l e d g e 
or habitual association destroys o u r admirat ion 
of persons w h o m we esteemed h i g h l y at a dis. 
tance. T h i r d l y , that a c ircle of c lever fe l lows, 
w h o meet t o g e t h e r to dine and have a good 
t ime, have s igned a const i tut ional compact to 

g l o r i f y themselves and p u t d o w n him and the 
fract ion of the h u m a n race not b e l o n g i n g to 
their number . F o u r t h l y , that it is an o u t r a g e 
that he is not asked to join them. 

H e r e the c o m p a n y l a u g h e d a g o o d deal, and 
the old g e n t l e m a n w h o sits opposite said, 
" T h a t ' s i t ! that's i t ! " 

I cont inued, for 1 w a s in the ta lk ing vein. A s 
to c lever people 's h a t i n g each other, I think a 
little ex tra ta lent does sometimes m a k e people 
jealous. T h e y b e c o m e irritated by perpetual 
a t t e m p t s and fa i lures , and it hurts their tem-
pers and disposit ions. U n p r e t e n d i n g medioc-
rity is g o o d , and genius is g lor ious; b u t a weak 
flower of genius in an essential ly common per-
son is detestable . It spoi ls the g r a n d neutral-
ity of a c o m m o n p l a c e character, as the rinsings 
of an unwashed wineglass spoil a d r a u g h t of 
fa i r water. N o w o n d e r the poor fe l low w e 
spoke o f , w h o a l w a y s b e l o n g s to this class of 
s l ight ly flavored mediocrities, is puzz led and 
v e x e d by the strange s ight of a dozen men of 
c a p a c i t y w o r k i n g and p l a y i n g together in har-
m o n y . H e and his fe l lows are a l w a y s fighting. 
W i t h them famil iar i ty natural ly breeds con-
tempt. If they ever praise each other's bad 
d r a w i n g s , or broken-winded novels , or spavined 
verses, n o b o d y ever supposed it was from admi-
rat ion; it w a s s imply a contract between them-
selves and a publ isher or dealer. 

If the Mutuals have real ly noth ing a m o n g 
them worth admir ing, that alters the quest ion. 
B u t if they are men with noble p owers and qual-
ities, let me tell y o u , that , next to y o u t h f u l love 
and family affections, there is no human senti-



m e n t better than t h a t w h i c h unites the Societ ies 
of M u t u a l Admirat ion. A n d what would litera-
ture or art be w i t h o u t s u c h associat ions ? W h o 
can tell what we o w e to the Mutua l Admirat ion 
Soc ie ty of which Shakspeare , and Ben Jonson, 
and B e a u m o n t and F le tcher were m e m b e r s ? O r 
to that of w h i c h A d d i s o n and Steele formed the 
center, and which g a v e us the S p e c t a t o r ? O r 
to that where Jonson, and G o l d s m i t h , and 
Burke, and R e y n o l d s , and Beauclerk , and Bos-
wel l , most a d m i r i n g a m o n g all admirers, met 
together ? W a s there any g r e a t harm in the 
fac t that the Irv ings and P a u l d i n g wrote in com-
p a n y ? or any unpardonable cabal in the l iterary 
union of V e r p l a n c k and B r y a n t and Sands, and 
as m a n y more as they chose to associate with 
them ? 

T h e poor creature does not k n o w w h a t he is 
t a l k i n g a b o u t when he abuses this noblest of in-
stitutions. L e t him inspect i ts myster ies 
t h r o u g h the knot-hole he has secured, but not 
use that office as a medium for his p o p g u n . 
Such a society is the crown of a l i terary metrop-
olis ; if a town has no material for it, and spirit 
and good fee l ing e n o u g h to o r g a n i z e it, it is a 
mere carava'nsarv, fit for a man of genius to 
l o d g e in, but not to l ive in. Fool ish people 
hate and dread and e n v y such an association of 
men of varied powers and influences, because it 
is lo f ty , serene, impregnable , and by the neces-
si ty of the case, exclusive. W i s e ones are 
prouder of the l ittle M . S. M. A . than of al l 
their other honors put t o g e t h e r . 

A l l generous minds have a horror of what are 
c o m m o n l y cal led " f a c t s . " T h e y are the brute 

beasts of the intel lectual domian. W h o does not 
know fe l lows that a l w a y s have an i l l -conditioned 
fact or t w o t h a t they lead af ter them into decent 
c o m p a n y like so m a n y bul l -dogs, ready to let 
them sl ip at every ingenious suggest ion, o r con-
venient genera l i za t ion , or pleasant f a n c y ? I 
a l low no " f a c t s " at this table. W h a t ! B e c a u s e 
bread is good and w h o l e s o m e shall y o u thrust a 
c r u m b into my windpipe whi le I am t a l k i n g ? D o 
not these muscles of mine represent a h u n d r e d 
loaves of bread ? and is not m y t h o u g h t the ab-
stract of ten thousand of these c r u m b s of t ruth 
with which y o u would c h o k e off m y speech ? 

(The above remark m u s t be condit ioned and 
qualified for the v u l g a r mind. T h e reader wi l l 
of course understand the precise a m o u n t of sea-
soning which must be added to it before he 
a d o p t s it as one of the a x i o m s of his l ife. T h e 
speaker disclaims all responsibi l i ty for its a b u s e 
in incompetent h a nds . ) 

T h i s business of conversat ion is a very serious 
mat ter . T h e r e are men that i t w e a k e n s one to 
talk with an hour more than a d a y ' s fast ing 
would do. Mark this that I am g o i n g to say, 
for i t is as g o o d as a w o r k i n g professional man's 
advice , and costs y o u n o t h i n g : It is better to 
lose a p int of blood from y o u r veins than to-have 
a. nerve tapper . N o b o d y measures y o u r nervous 
force as it runs a w a y , nor b a n d a g e s y o u r brain 
and m a r r o w a f t e r the operat ion. 

T h e r e are men of esprit w h o are excess ively 
e x h a u s t i n g to some people. T h e y are the talk-
ers that have what m a y be called jerky minds. 
T h e i r t h o u g h t s d o not run in the natura l order 
of sequence . T h e y say b r i g h t t h i n g s on all 



possible subjects , b u t their z i g z a g s rack y o u t o 
death . A f t e r a j o l t i n g hal f -hour w i t h one of 
these j e r k y companions , t a l k i n g w i t h a dull 
fr iend affords great relief. It is like t a k i n g the 
c a t in y o u r lap a f t e r h o l d i n g a squirrel. 

W h a t a c o m f o r t a dul l b u t k indly person is, to 
be sure, at t imes! A g r o u n d glass shade over a 
g a s - l a m p does not b r i n g more solace to our daz-
z led eyes than such a one to our minds. 

" D o not dull people bore y o u ? " said one of 
the l a d y - b o a r d e r s - - t h e same that sent m e her 
a u t o g r a p h - b o o k last week with a request for a 
f e w or ig inal stanzas, not r e m e m b e r i n g that 
" T h e Pactol ian " pays me five dol lars a l ine for 
e v e r y t h i n g I write in its c o l u m n s . 

" M a d a m , " said I (she and the century were in 
their teens together) , " all men are bores, except 
w h e n we w a n t them. T h e r e never was b u t one 
man that I would trust w i t h my l a t c h - k e y . " 

" W h o might that favored person b e ? " 
" Z i m m e r m a n n . " 
T h e men of g e n i u s that I fancy most have 

erect i le heads l ike the cobra-di-capel lo. Y o u 
r e m e m b e r w h a t they tell of Wi l l iam P i n c k n e y , 
the g r e a t p l e a d e r ; how in his e loquent parox-
ysms the veins of his neck would swel l and his 
face flush and his eyes g l i t ter unti l he seemed 
on the verge of a p o p l e x y . T h e hydraul ic 
a r r a n g e m e n t s f o r s u p p l y i n g the brain with 
blood are only second in importance to its o w n 
o r g a n i z a t i o n . T h e bulbous-headed fe l lows that 
steam well w h e n they are at w o r k are the men 
t h a t draw b i g audiences and g i v e us m a r r o w y 
b o o k s and pictures. It is a g o o d sign to have 
one's feet g r o w cold when he is wr i t ing . A g r e a t 

ii-riter ¿.nd speaker once told m e that he often 
wrote with his feet in hot w a t e r ; but f o r this, 
ill his b lood would have run into his head, as 
the m e r c u r y somet imes w i t h d r a w s into the ball 
of a t h e r m o m e t e r . 

Y o u don ' t suppose that my remarks m a d e 
at this table are l ike so m a n y postage-s tamps, 
do y o u — e a c h to be only once uttered ? If y o u 
do, y o u are mistaken. H e must be a poor creat-
ure that does not often repeat himself . Imag ine 
the a u t h o r of the excel lent piece of advice , 

K n o w t h y s e l f , " never a l l u d i n g to that senti-
ment again dur ing the course of a protracted 
existence! W h y , the t ruths a man carries a b o u t 
with him are his tools; and do y o u think a car-
penter is b o u n d to use the same plane but once 
to smooth a knotty board with, or t o h a n g u p 
his h a m m e r a f t e r it has driven its first nail ? I 
shall never repeat a conversat ion, b u t an idea, 
of ten. I shall use the same types when I like, 
but not c o m m o n l y the same stereotypes. A 
t h o u g h t is often or ig inal , t h o u g h y o u have 
uttered it a hundred t imes. It has come to 
y o u over a new route, b y a new and express 
train of associations. 

Somet imes , b u t rarely, one m a y be c a u g h t 
m a k i n g the same speech twice over , and y e t be 
held blameless. T h u s a certain lec turer , a f t e r 
p e r f o r m i n g in an inland city , where dwel ls a 
litteratrice of note, w a s invited to meet her and 
others over the social teacup. She p leasant ly 
referred to his m a n y w a n d e r i n g s in his own 
occupation. " Y e s , " he replied, " I a m like the 
huma, the bird that never l ights , b e i n g a l w a y s 
in the cars, as he is a l w a y s on-the w i n g . " Y e a r s 



elapsed. T h e lec turer vis i ted the same place 
once more for the same purpose. A n o t h e r so-
cial cup af ter the lecture, and a second m e e t i n g 
with the dist inguished lady. " Y o u are con-
stantly g o i n g from place to p lace , " she said. 
" Y e s . " he a n s w e r e d , " I am like the h u m a , " — 
and finished the sentence as before . 

W h a t horrors, when it flashed over him that 
he had m a d e this fine speech, word for w o r d , 
twice over! Y e t it w a s not true, as the lady 
might perhaps have fair ly inferred, that he had 
embell ished his conversat ion w i t h the h u m a 
sal ly d u r i n g the whole interval of years. On the 
contrary , he had never once t h o u g h t of the odi-
ous fowl unti l the recurrence of precisely the 
same c i rcumstances b r o u g h t up precisely the 
same idea. H e o u g h t to have been proud of 
the accuracy of his mental adjustments . G i v e n 
certain factors, and a sound brain should 
a l w a y s evolve the same fixed product with the 
cer ta inty of B a b b a g e ' s c a l c u l a t i n g machine. 

W h a t , a satire, by the w a y , is that machine 
on the mere mathemat ic ian! A Frankenstein-
monster, a t h i n g w i t h o u t brains and w i t h o u t 
heart, too stupid to m a k e a b l u n d e r ; that turns 
out formulae l ike a corn-sheller, and never 
g r o w s any wiser or better, t h o u g h it gr ind a 
thousand bushels of t h e m ! 

I have an immense respect of a man of talents 
plus " t h e m a t h e m a t i c s . " B u t the c a l c u l a t i n g 
p o w e r alone should seem to be the least human 
of qualit ies, and to have the smallest a m o u n t of 
reason in it; s ince a machine can be m a d e to d o 
the work of three or four calculators, and better 
than any of thero S o m e t i m e s I have been 

troubled that I had not a deeper intuit ive 
apprehension of the relat ions of numbers . B u t 
the tr iumph of the c i p h e r i n g hand-organ has 
consoled me. I a l w a y s f a n c y I can hear the 
wheels c l i c k i n g in a ca lculator 's brain. T h e 
p o w e r of dea l ing with numbers is a kind of 
" d e t a c h e d l e v e r " a r r a n g e m e n t w h i c h m a y be 
put into a m i g h t y poor w a t c h . I suppose it is 
a b o u t as c o m m o n as the p o w e r of m o v i n g the 
ears voluntar i ly , w h i c h is a moderate ly rare 
e n d o w m e n t . 

L i t t le local ized powers , and l i tt le narrow 
streaks of special ized k n o w l e d g e , are t h i n g s 
men are very apt to be conceited a b o u t . N a t u r e 
is very wise; b u t for this e n c o u r a g i n g principle, 
how many small talents and l i tt le accomplish-
ments would be neglected! T a l k about conceit 
as much as y o u like, i t is to h u m a n character 
w h a t salt is to the o c e a n ; it keeps it sweet and 
renders it endurable . S a y rather is it l ike the 
natural u n g u e n t of the sea fowl ' s p l u m a g e , 
which enables him to shed the rain that falls on 
him and the waves in which he dips. W h e n 
one has had all his conceit taken out of him, w h e n 
he has lost all his i l lusions, his feathers wi l l soon 
soak through, and he wi l l fly no more. 

So y o u admire conceited people d o y o u ? said 
the y o u n g lady who had c o m e to the c i ty to b e 
finished off f o r — t h e duties of l ife. 

I am afra id y o u d o not s tudy log ic a t y o u r 
school, m y dear . It does not fo l low that I wish 
to be pickled in brine because I l ike a sal t-water 
p lunge a t N a h a n t . I say that conceit is just as 
natural a t h i n g to human minds as a centre is to 
a circle. B u t l ittle minded people 's t h o u g h t s 



move in such small circles that five minutes ' con-
versation g ives y o u an arc l o n g e n o u g h to deter-
mine their whole curve. A n arc in the move-
ment of a l a r g e intel lect does not sensibly dif-
fer from a s tra ight line. E v e n if it have the 
third vowel as its center, it does not soon betray 
it. T h e highest t h o u g h t that is, is the m o s t 
seemingly i m p e r s o n a l ; it does not o b v i o u s l y 
employ a n individual centre. 

A u d a c i o u s self-esteem, with g o o d g r o u n d f o r 
it, is a l w a y s i m p o s i n g . W h a t resplendent b e a u t y 
there m u s t have been w h i c h could have author-
ized P h r y n e to " p e e l " in the w a y she did! 
W h a t fine speeches are those t w o : " Non omnis 
mortar," and " I have taken all k n o w l e d g e to be 
my p r o v i n c e " ! E v e n in c o m m o n people , con-
ceit has the v i r tue of m a k i n g them c h e e r f u l ; the 
man who thinks his w i f e , his b a b y , h i s house, his 
horse, his d o g and himself several ly unequal led, 
is a l m o s t sure to be a g o o d h u m o r e d person, 
t h o u g h l iable to be tedious a t t imes. 

W h a t are the g r e a t faul ts of conversat ion? 
W a n t of ideas, w a n t of words , w a n t of manners , 
are the principal ones, I suppose y o u think. I 
d o n ' t d o u b t it, but I will tell y o u w h a t I have 
found spoil more g o o d talks than a n y t h i n g else; 
l o n g a r g u m e n t s on special points b e t w e e n people 
w h o differ on the f u n d a m e n t a l principles on 
which these points depend. N o men can have 
sat isfactory relat ions with each other unti l they 
have agreed on certain ultimata of belief not to 
be disturbed in ordinary conversat ion, and unless 
they have sense e n o u g h to trace the secondary 
quest ions d e p e n d i n g upon these ult imate beliefs 
to their source. In short, jus t as a wri t ten con-

stirution is essential to the best social order, so 
a c o d e of finalities is a necessary condit ion of 
profitable ta lk between t w o persons. T a l k i n g 
is like p l a y i n g on the h a r p ; there is as m u c h in 
l a y i n g the h a n d on the s t r ings to s top a vibra-
tion as in t w a n g i n g them to b r i n g out their 
music. 

Do y o u mean to say the pun quest ion is not 
c lear ly settled in y o u r minds ? L e t me lay d o w n 
the law upon the subject . L i f e and l a n g u a g e 
are a l ike sacred. H o m i c i d e and verbicide—that 
is, v iolent t reatment of a word w i t h fata l results 
to its leg i t imate meaning, w h i c h is its l i f e — a r e 
alike forbidden. Man s laughter , w h i c h is the 
m e a n i n g of the o n e , is the same as man's laugh-
ter, which is the end of the other. A pun is 
prima facia an insult to the person y o u are talk-
i n g with. It implies ut ter indifference to or 
subl ime c o n t e m p t for his remarks , n o matter 
how serious. I speak of total deprav i ty , and 
one s a y s all that is wri t ten on the subject is 
deep-raving. I have commit ted my self-respect 
by t a l k i n g w i t h such a person. I should l ike to 
c o m m i t him, but cannot, because he is a nuis-
ance. O r I speak of geo log ica l convuls ions and 
he asks me what w a s the cuisine of N o a h ' s A r k ; 
a lso w h e t h e r the D e l u g e w a s not a d e a l h u g e r 
than a n y modern inundat ion. 

A p u n does not c o m m o n l y j u s t i f y a b l o w ii 
return. B u t if a blow were g iven for such 
cause and d e a t h ensued, the j u r y would be the 
j u d g e s both of the fac t and of the pun, and 
m i g h t , if the latter were of an a g g r a v a t e d char-
acter, return a verdic t of just i f iable homicide. 
T h u s , in a case lately decided before Mil ler, J. 



D o e presented R o e a subscript ion paper, and 
urged the c la ims of suf fer ing h u m a n i t y . Roe 
replied by asking, " W h e n char i ty w a s l ike a 
t o p ? " It w a s in evidence that D o e preserved a 
dignif ied si lence. R o e then said, " W h e n it be-
g ins to h u m . " D o e then, and not until then 
struck R o e , and his head h a p p e n i n g to strike a 
bound vo lume of the m o n t h l y r a g b a g and stolen 
miscel lany, intense mortif ication ensued, w i t h a 
fata l result . T h e chief laid d o w n the notions 
of the law to his brother Justices, w h o unani-
m o u s l y repl ied, " Jest s o . " T h e chief rejoined 
that n o man should jes t so, w i t h o u t being pun-
ished for it, and c h a r g e d for the prisoner, w h o 
w a s acquit ted, and the pun ordered to be burned 
by the sheriff. T h e bond w a s f o r m e d as a deo-
dand, b u t not c laimed. 

People that m a k e p u n s a r e l ike wanton b o y s 
that p u t coppers on the railroad tracks. T h e y 
a m u s e themselves and other chi ldren but their 
l ittle trick may upset a f r e i g h t train of conver-
sat ion for the sake of a battered witt ic ism. 

I wi l l thank y o u , B . F., to b r i n g d o w n t w o 
b o o k s , of which I wi l l mark the places on this 
s l ip of paper. (Whi le he is g o n e I may say thai 
his boy , our landlady 's y o u n g e s t , is called Benja-
min F r a n k l i n , a f t e r the ce lebrated phi losopher 
of that name. A highly merited compl iment . ) 

I wished to refer to t w o eminent authorit ies. 
N o w , be so g o o d as to listen. T h e great moral-
ist says : " T o trifle w i t h the v o c a b u l a r y which 
is thé vehicle of intercourse is to tamper with 
the currency of h u m a n intel l igence. H e w h o 
would v io late the sancti ty of his m o t h e r t o n g u e 
w o u l d invade the recesses of the paternal til) 

wi thout remorse, and repeat the b a n q u e t of Sat-
urn w i t h o u t an indigest ion." 

A n d , once more listen to the historian. " T h e 
Puri tans hated puns. T h e Bishops were notor-
iously addicted to them. T h e L o r d s T e m p o r a l 
carried them to the v e r g e of l icense. Majes ty 
itself must have its R o y a l quibble . ' Y e be Bur-
ley, of m y L o r d of B u r l e y , ' said Q u e e n Eliza-
beth, 'but ye shall m a k e less stir in our realm 
than'my L o r d of L e i c e s t e r . ' T h e g r a v e s t wisdom 
and the h i g h e s t b r e e d i n g lent their sanction to 
the practice. L o r d B a c o n p l a y f u l l y dec lared 
himself a descendent of O g , the K i n g of B a s h a n . 
Sir P h i l i p S i d n e y , w i t h his last breath, re-
proached the soldier w h o b r o u g h t him water , 
for w a s t i n g a casquefu l upon a d y i n g man. A 
court ier , w h o saw O t h e l l o performed a t the 
G l o b e T h e a t r e , remarked, that the b l a c k a m o o r 
was a bruit and not a man. ' T h o u hast reason, ' 
replied a g r e a t lord, ' a c c o r d i n g to P l a t o his say-
ing ; for this be a t w o - l e g g e d animal with feath-
ers.' T h e fata l habit b e c a m e universal . T h e 
l a n g u a g e was corrupted. T h e infect ion spread 
to the nat ional conscience. Pol i t ical double-
deal ings natural ly g r e w out of verbal d o u b l e -
meanings. T h e teeth of the new d r a g o n were 
sown by the C a d m u s w h o introduced the a lpha-
bet of equivocat ion. W h a t w a s levity in the 
time of the T u d o r s g r e w to reg ic ide and revolu-
tion in the t ime of the S t e w a r t s . " 

W h o w a s that b o a r d e r that j u s t whispered 
s o m e t h i n g a b o u t the M a c a u l a y — f l o w e r s of liter-
a t u r e ? — T h e r e w a s a dead s i l e n c e . — I said c a l m l y , 
I shal l henceforth consider a n y interruption by 
a pun as a hint to c h a n g e m y b o a r d i n g h o u s e . 



D o not plead m y e x a m p l e . If / have used any 
ruch, it has only been as a Spartan father would 
show up a drunken Helot . W e h a v e done with 
them. 

If a log ica l mind e v e r f o u n d out a n y t h i n g 
with its l o g i c ? — I should say that i u most fre-
q u e n t w o r k w a s to b u i l d a pons asinorium o v e r 
chasms that shrewd people can bestr ide w i t h o u t 
such a structure. Y o u can hire log ic , in the 
shape of a l a w y e r , to prove a n y t h i n g that y o u 
w a n t to prove. Y o u can b u y treatises to show 
that Napoleon never l ived, and that no batt le of 
Bunker Hi l l w a s e v e r f o u g h t . T h e g r e a t minds 
are those w i t h a r/ide span, that couple truths 
related to. but far r e m o v e d f rom each other . 
L o g i c i a n s carry the surveyor ' s chain o v e r the 
track of which these are the true explorers . I 
va lue a man mainly f o r his p r i m a r y relat ions 
with truth, as I understand t r u t h , — n o t for a n y 
secondary artifice in h a n d l i n g his ideas. S o m e 
of the sharpest men in a r g u m e n t are notoriously 
unsound in j u d g m e n t . I should not t rust the 
counsel of a smart debater , a n y m o r e than that 
of a g o o d chess-player. E i t h e r m a y of course 
advise wisely , but not necessari ly because he 
wrangles or p lays wel l . 

T h e old g e n t l e m a n w h o sits opposite g o t his 
hand up, as a pointer l i f ts his fore foot , at the 
expression, " His relations with truth as I 
understand t r u t h , " a n d when I had done, sniffed 
audib ly , and said I talked l ike a transcenden-
talism For his part , c o m m o n sense w a s g o o d 
enough for him. 

Prec ise ly so, my dear sir, I replied ; c o m m o n 
sense, as you understand it. W e all have to 

assume a s tandard of j u d g m e n t in our o w n 
minds, w h e t h e r of th ings or persons. A man 
w h o is wi l l ing to take another 's opinion has to 
exercise his j u d g m e n t in the choice of w h o m t o 
fo l low, which is o f ten as nice a m a t t e r as to 
j u d g e of t h i n g s for one 's self. O n the w h o l e , I 
had rather j u d g e men's minds by c o m p a r i n g 
their thoughts w i t h m y o w n than j u d g e of 
t h o u g h t s b y k n o w i n g w h o ut ter t h e m . I m u s t 
d o one or the other. It does not fo l low, of 
course, that I m a y not recognize another m a n ' s 
thoughts as b r o a d e r a n d deeper than m y o w n ; 
but t h a t d o e s not necessari ly c h a n g e m y opinion, 
otherwise this would b e at the m e r c y of e v e r y 
superior mind that held a different one. H o w 
m a n y of o u r most cherished beliefs are l ike those 
dr inking-g lasses of the ancient pattern, t h a t 
serve u s wel l so l o n g as we k e e p them in o u r 
hand, b u t spil l all if w e a t t e m p t to set them 
down. I have somet imes c o m p a r e d conversa-
tions to the Italian g a m e of Mora, in which one 
p layer l i f ts his hand w i t h so m a n y fingers ex-
tended, and the other matches or misses the 
number , as the case m a y be, w i t h his o w n . I 
show m y t h o u g h t , another his ; if they a g r e e , 
w e l l ; if t h e y differ, w e find the largest c o m m o n 
factor , if we c a n , b u t at any rate avoid disput-
i n g a b o u t remainders and fractions, which is to 
real talk w h a t t u n i n g an instrument is to p lay-
i n g on it. 

W h a t if , instead of t a l k i n g this morning, I 
should read y o u a c o p y of verses, with cr i t ical 
remarks b y the a u t h o r ? A n y of the c o m p a n y 
can retire that like. 



When Eve had led her Lord a w a y . 
A n d Cain had killed his brother. 

The stars and flowers, the poets say, 
Agreed with one another. 

T o cheat the cunning tempter's art. 
And teach the race its duty. 

B y keeping on its wicked heart. 
Their eyes of light and beauty. 

A million sleepless lids, they say, 
Will be at least a warning; 

A n d so the flowers would watch by day, 
The stars from eve to morning. 

On hill and prairie, field and lawn. 
Their d e w y eyes are turning. 

T h e flowers still watch from reddening dawa 
Ti l l western skies are burning. 

A las ! each hour of daylight tells 
A tale of shame so crushing. 

That some turn as white as sea-bleached shells, 
And some are a lways blushing. 

But when the patient stars look down 
On all their light discovers. 

The traitors smile, the murders f rown. 
The lips of lying lovers. 

They try to shut their saddening eyes, 
And in the vain endeavor 

W e see them twinkling in in the skies, 
And so they wink forever. 

W h a t d o you think of these verses, m y friends? 
.—Is that p iece an i m p r o m p t u e ? said m y land-
l a d y ' s d a u g h t e r . (Act . 19. T e n d e r - e y e d blond. 
L o n g ringlets . C a m e o pin. G o l d pencil-case, 
on a chain. L o c k e t , Bracelet , A l b u m . A u t o -
g r a p h b o o k . A c c o r d i a n . R e a d s Byron, T u p -
per , and S y l v a n u s C o b b , junior , whi le her 
m o t h e r makes the p u d d i n g s . Says , " y e s " 

when you tell her a n y t h i n g . — O u t et non, ma 
petite,—Yes and no, m y chi ld. F i v e of the 
seven verses were wr i t ten off-hand; the other 
t w o took a w e e k , — t h a t is, were h a n g i n g a r o u n d 
the desk in a r a g g e d , forlorn, u n r h y m e d condi-
tion as l o n g as that. A l l poets wi l l tell y o u 
just such stories. C'est le dernier pas qui coute. 
D o n ' t y o u know h o w hard it is for some people 
to g e t out of a room a f t e r their v is i t is real ly 
over ? T h e y w a n t to be off, and y o u w a n t to 
have t h e m off, b u t they don ' t k n o w how to 
m a n a g e it. O n e would think t h e y had been 
built in y o u r parlor or s tudy , and were w a i t i n g 
to be launched. I have contr ived a sort of cere-
monial incl ined plane for such visitors, which 
being lubr icated with certain smooth phrases, I 
back them d o w n metaphorica l ly speaking, 
stern-foremost, into their " native e lement , " the 
great ocean of out-doors. Wel l , n o w , there are 
poems as hard to g e t rid of as these rural visi-
tors. T h e y c o m e in g l ib ly , use u p all the ser-
vicible r h y m e s , d a y , r a y , be a uty , d u t y , skies, 
eyes, other, brother , mounta in , fountain, and 
the l ike ; and so they g o on until y o u think it 
time for the wind-up, and the w i n d - u p won' t 
c o m e on any terms. S o they lie a b o u t unti l 
y o u g e t sick of the s ight of them and end by 
thrust ing some cold scrap of a final couplet on 
them, and t u r n i n g them out of doors. I suspect 
a good many " impromptues " could tell jus t 
such a s tory as the a b o v e . H e r e t u r n i n g 
to o u r l a n d l a d y , I used an i l lustration w h i c h 
pleased the c o m p a n y much at the time, and has 
since been highly c o m m e n d e d . " M a d a m , " I 
said, " Y o u can p o u r three g i l ls and three quar-



ters of h o n e y f rom that pint j u g if it is ful l , in 
less than one minute, but , Madam, y o u could not 
empty that last quarter of a gi l l , t h o u g h y o u 
were turned into a marble Hebe, and held the 
vessel upside d o w n for a thousand y e a r s . " 

O n e gets tired to death of the o ld , old rhymes, 
such as y o u see in that copy of v e r s e s — w h i c h I 
don ' t mean to a b u s e or to praise either. I al-
w a y s feel as if I were a cobbler , p u t t i n g new 
top-leathers to an old pair of boot-soles, and 
bodies, w h e n I a m fitting sentiments to these 
venerable j ing les . 

. y o u t h 
morning 
truth 

• • • warning . 
Nine-tenths of the " juveni le poems " written 

s p r i n g out of the a b o v e musical and s u g g e s t i v e 
coincidences. 

" Y e s , " said o u r landlady 's d a u g h t e r . 
I did not a d d r e s s the f o l l o w i n g remark to hef, 

and I trust from her l imited r a n g e of reading, 
she will never see i t ; I said it so f t ly to m y n e x t 
neighbor . 

W h e n a y o u n g female w e a r s a flat c ircular s ide 
curl , g u m m e d on each t e m p l e — w h e n she w a l k s 
a male, not arm in arm, but his arm a g a i n s t t h e 
back of hers, and w h e n she says " y e s ? " with 
the note of interrogat ion, y o u are g e n e r a l l y sa fe 
in a s k i n g her w h a t w a g e s she gets, and w h o the 
' f e l l e r " was you s a w her with. 

" W h a t were y o u w h i s p e r i n g ? " said the 
•daughter of the house, moistening her lips as 
she s p o k e , in a very e n g a g i n g manner. 

" I w a s o n l y g i v i n g some hints on the fine 
arts ." 

" Y e s ? " 
— I t is curious to see h o w the same w a n t s and 

tastes find the same implements and modes of 
expression in all t imes and places. T h e y o u n g 
ladies of O t a h e i t e , as y o u see in C o o k ' s voyages, 
had a sort of crinoline a r r a n g e m e n t ful ly equal 
in radius to the largest spread of our own lady-
baskets. W h e n I fling a B a y State shawl over 
my shoulders, I a m only t a k i n g a lesson from the 
c l imate that the Indian had learned before me. 
A blanket-shawl we call it, and not a p la id; and 
wear it l ike the abor ig ines and not l ike the 
Highlanders . 

W e are R o m a n s of the m o d e r n w o r l d — t h e 
great ass imi lat ing people. C on f l i c t s and con-
quests are of course necessary accidents with 
us, as with o u r prototypes. A n d so w e c o m e to 
their s t y l e of w e a p o n . O u r army sword is the 
short , stiff pointed gladius of the R o m a n s ; and 
the A m e r i c a n bowie-kni fe is the same tool, m o d -
ified to meet the dai ly w a n t s of civil soc iety . I 
a n n o u n c e at this table an a x i o m not to be found 
in Montesquieu or the journals of C o n g r e s s : 

T h e race that shortens its w e a p o n s lengthens 
its boundaries . 

Corollary. It w a s the Pol ish lance that left 
Poland at last w i t h n o t h i n g of her own to 
bound. 
' Dropped from her nerveless grasp the shattered spear." 

W h a t business had Sarmatia tc be fighting 
for l iberty w i t h a fifteen foot pole b..*ween her 
and the breasts of her e ne m i e s? If she had but 
touched the old R o m a n and y o u n g A m e r i c a n 



weapon and c o m e to close quarters , there m i g h t 
have been a chance for her; b u t it w o u l d have 
spoiled the best passages in " T h e Pleasures of 
H o p e . " 

Se l f -made men ? well yes . O f course every-
body likes and respects sel f-made men. It is a 
g r e a t deal better to be made in that w a y than 
not to be made at all. A r e any of y o u y o u n g e r 
people old e n o u g h to r e m e m b e r that Ir ishman's 
house on the maTsh at C a m b r i d g e p o r t , which 
house he built from drain to c h i m n e y - t o p w i t h 
his own h a n d s ? It took him a good many years 
to build it, and one could see that it w a s a l ittle 
ouc of p lumb, and a little w a i v y in outl ine, and 
a little q u e e r and uncertain in general aspect . 
A regular hand could certainly have built a bet-
ter house; but it w a s a v e r y g o o d house for a 

" s e l f - m a d e " carpenter 's house, and people 
praised it , aud said how r e m a r k a b l y wel l the 
Irishman had succeeded. T h e y never t h o u g h t 
of prais ing the fine b locks of houses a l ittle 
farther on. 

Y o u r sel f-made man whi t t led in fo shape w i t h 
his own jack-kni fe , deserves more credit , if that 
is all , than the r e g u l a r engine-turned article, 
shaped by the most approved .pat tern and 
French-pol ished by society and travel . B u t as 
so s a y i n g that one is e v e r y w a y the equal of the 
other , that is a n o t h e r matter . T h e r ight of 
strict, social discr imination of all t h i n g s and 
persons, a c c o r d i n g to their merits, native or 
acquired, is one of the most precious republ ican 
privi leges. I take the l iberty to exercise it 
when I say that, other things bein% equal, in most 
relations of l ife I prefer a man of f a m i l y . 

W h a t d o I mean b y a m a n of fami ly? 
O , I'll g i v e y o u a g e n e r a l idea of w h a t 1 

m e a n . L e t us g i v e him a first-rate fit o u t ; i t 
costs us n o t h i n g . 

F o u r or five g e n e r a t i o n s of g e n t l e m e n and 
g e n t l e w o m e n ; a m o n g them a m e m b e r of H i s 
M a j e s t y ' s C o u n c i l for the province , a G o v e r n o r 
or so, one or t w o doctors of d i v i n i t y , a m e m b e r 
of C o n g r e s s — n o t later than the time of t o p -
foots w i t h tassels. 

F a m i l y portraits . T h e m e m b e r s of the C o u n -
ci l , by Smibert . T h e g r e a t merchant-uncle , by 
C o p l e y , f u l l - l e n g t h e n e d , s i t t i n g in his armchair , 
in a ve lvet c a p and flowered robe, w i t h a g l o b e 
by him, to show the r a n g e of his c o m m e r c i a l 
transact ions, a n d letters with l a r g e red seals 
ly ing round, one directed c o n s p i c u o u s l y to T h e 
Honorable , e t c . , etc . G r e a t - g r a n d m o t h e r , by 
the same art is t ; b r o w n satin, lace very fine, 
hands s u p e r l a t i v e ; g r a n d old l a d y , stiffish b u t 
imposing. H e r mother , art ist u n k n o w n ; flat, 
angular , h a n g i n g sleeves, parrot on fist. A 
pair of S tewarts , viz. i . A superb fu l l -b lown, 
medeiaeval gent leman, w i t h a fiery dash of T o r y 
blood in his veins, tempered d o w n with that of 
a fine old rebel grand-mother , and w a r m e d up 
with the best of old M a d e r i a ; his f a c e is one 
flame of r u d d y sunshine; his ruffled shirt rushes 
out of his b o s o m with an i m p e t u o u s generosi ty , 
as if it w o u l d d r a g his heart a f t e r it; and his 
smile is g o o d f o r t w e n t y thousand dollars to the 
H o s p i t a l , besides ample bequests to all relatives 
and dependants . 2. L a d y of the s a m e ; remark-
able c a p ; h igh waist , as in t ime of E m p i r e ; bust 
a la Josephine, wisps of curls , l ike ce lery tips, at 



sides of f o r e h e a d ; c o m p l e x i o n c lear and warm, 
l ike rose-cordial . A s for the miniatures by 
Malbone, w e don ' t c o u n t them in the g a l l e r y . 

B o o k s , too, w i t h the names of old col lege 
s t u d e n t s in t h e m — f a m i l y n a m e s ; y o u will find 
them a t the head of their respect ive classes in 
the d a y s when s tudents took rank on the cata-
l o g u e ' f r o m their parents ' position. Elzevirs , 
with the lat inized appel lat ions of y o u t h f u l prog-
enitors, and hie leiber est mens on the tit le page. 
A set of H o g a r t h ' s or ig inal plates. P o p e , or ig-
inal edition, 15 v o l u m e s , L o n d o n , 1717. B a r r o w 
on the l o w e r shelves in fo l io . T i l lotson on the 
upper , in a l ittle dark platoon of octo-decimos. 

S o m e family s i lver; a spring of w e d d i n g and 
funera l r ings, the a r m s of the f a m i l y cur ious ly 
b l a z o n e d ; the same in w o r s t e d by a maiden 
aunt. 

If the man of family has an old place to k e e p 
these t h i n g s in. furnished w i t h c l a w - f o o t cha ir 
and black m a h o g a n y tables, and tal l beveled-
e d g e d mirrors, and s tate ly u p r i g h t cabinets , his 
outf i t is complete . 

N o , m y friends, I g o ( a l w a y s other t h i n g s 
b e i n g equal) for the man that inherits f a m i l y 
tradit ions and a c c u m u l a t i v e humanit ies of at 
least f o u r or five generat ions. A b o v e all things, 
as a chi ld, he should have tumbled a b o u t in a 
l ibrary . A l l men are afraid of books , that have 
r o t handled them from infancy. D o y o u sup-
pose our D e a r Professor over there ever read 
Poli Synopsis , or consul ted Castel l i L e x i c o n , 
whi le he w a s g r o w i n g up to their stature? N o t 
h e ; b u t v ir tue passed t h r o u g h the h e m of their 
p a r c h m e n t s and leather g a r m e n t s w h e n e v e r he 

touched them, as the precious d r u g s sweated 
t h r o u g h the bat's handle in the A r a b i a n s tory . 
I tell you, he is at home w h e n e v e r he smells the 
i n v i g o r a t i n g f r a g r a n c e of Russ ia leather. N o 
sel f-made man feels so. O n e m a y , it is true, 
have all the antecedents I have spoken of, and 
yet be a poor or a s h a b b y fe l low. O n e m a y 
have none of them and y e t be first for counci ls 
and courts . T h e n let them c h a n g e places. O u r 
social a r r a n g e m e n t has this g r e a t b eauty , that 
its s trata shi f t up and d o w n as they c h a n g e 
specific g r a v i t y , w i t h o u t b e i n g c l o g g e d b y lay-
ers of prescription. B u t I still insist on m y 
democrat ic l iberty of choice, and I g o for the 
man with the ga l lery of f a m i l y portrai ts a g a i n s t 
the one with the twenty-f ive-cent d a g u e r r e o t p y e , 
unless I find o u t t h a t the last is the better of 
the t w o . 

I should have felt m o r e nervous a b o u t the late 
comet if I had t h o u g h t the world w a s ripe. B u t 
it is v e r y green yet , if I am not mistaken ; and 
besides, there is a g r e a t deal of coal, to use u p , 
which I cannot b r i n g myself to think w a s m a d e 
for n o t h i n g . If certain things w h i c h seem to 
me essential to a mil lenium had come to pass, I 
should have been f r i g h t e n e d ; b u t t h e y haven't . 
P e r h a p s y o u would l ike to hear my 

When legislators keep the law, 
When banks dispense with bolts and locks, 

W h e n berries—hurtle, rasp, and s t r a w — 
Grow bigger downwards through the b o x — 

When he that selleth house or land 
Shows leak in roof or flaw in light, 

When haberdashers choose the stand 
Whose window hath the broadest light. 



When preachers tell us all they think. 
And party leaders all they mean. 

When what we pay for, what we drink. 
From real grape and coffee bean, 

When one that hath a horse 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 slitched witn special c&re^ 

A n d guarded well the whalebone tips 
When 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 through the Hoosac tunnel's bore. 

Till then let Cumming blaze away. 
A n d Miller's saints blow up the globe; 

But when you see that blessed day . 
T h e n order your ascension robe! 

T h e c o m p a n y seemed to l ike the verses, and 
I promised to read them others occas iona l ly , 
if they had a mind to hear them. O f course 
they did not e x p e c t it e v e r y morning. N e i t h e r 
m u s t the reader suppose that all these things I 
have reported were said at any one b r e a k f a s t 
table. I have not taken the trouble to date 
them, as Raspai l , Pere, used to date e v e r y 
proof he sent to the pr inter; but they were 
scattered over several b r e a k f a s t s ; and I have 
said a g o o d m a n y m o r e t h i n g s since, w h i c h I 

shall verv possibly print s o m e t i m e or other , if I 
am u r g e d to do it by judic ious f r iends . 

I real ly be l ieve some people save their br ight 
t h o u g h t s , as b e i n g too precious f o r conversa-
tion. W h a t do y o u think an a d m i r i n g fr iend 
said the o t h e r d a y to one that w a s t a l k i n g g o o d 
t h i n g s , — g o o d e n o u g h to p r i n t ? " W h y , " said 
he, " y o u are w a s t i n g m e r c h antab le l i terature, 
a cash art ic le , a t the rate, as nearly as I can tel l , 
of fifty dol lars an h o u r . " T h e t a l k e r took him 
to the w i n d o w and asked him to l o o k out and 
tell w h a t he s a w . 

" N o t h i n g b u t a very d u s t y s t r e e t , " he said, 
" a n d a man d r i v i n g a s p r i n k l i n g m a c h i n e t h r o u g h 
i t . " 

" W h y d o n ' t y o u tel l the man he is w a s t i n g 
that w a t e r ! W h a t w o u l d be the state of the 
h i g h w a y s of l i fe, if w e did not drive o u r thought-
sprinklers t h r o u g h them w i t h the v a l v e s open, 
somet imes ? 

" Bes ides , there is a n o t h e r t h i n g a b o u t this 
ta lk ing , w h i c h y o u forget . It shapes o u r t h o u g h t s 
for u s ; the w a v e s of conversat ion rol l them as 
the surf rol ls the pebbles on the shore . L e t m e 
m o d i f y the i m a g e a l ittle. I r o u g h out m y 
thoughts in talk as an art is t models in c l a y . " 
S p o k e n l a n g u a g e is so p l a s t i c , — y o u can pat and 
c o ? x , and spread and s lave , and rub out , and 
fill up, and stick on so e a s i l y , w h e n you w o r k 
that soft material , that there is n o t h i n g l ike it 
for model l ing. O u t o f it c o m e the shapes w h i c h 
y o u turn into marble or bronze in y o u r im-
mortal b o o k s , if y o u happen to wr i te s u c h . O r , 
to use another i l lustrat ion, w r i t i n g or p r i n t i n g 
is like s h o o t i n g with a rifle ; y o u m a y hi t y o u r 



reader s mind, or miss i t ; — b u t t a l k i n g is l ike 
p l a y i n g at a mark with the pipe of an e n g i n e ; 
if it is within reach, and y o u have time e n o u g h , 
you can't help h i t t ing i t . " 

T h e c o m p a n y agreed that this last i l lustration 
w a s of superior excel lence, or, in the phrase 
used by them, " F u s t ra te . " I a c k n o w l e d g e d 
the c o m p l i m e n t , but g e n t l y r e b u k e d the expres-
sion. " F u s t r a t e , " " p r i m e , " " a pr ime art ic le ," 
'a super ior piece of g o o d s , " "a handsome gar-

m e n t , " " a g e n t in a flowered v e s t , " — a l l such ex-
pressions are final. T h e y blast the l ineage of 
him or her w h o utters them, for generat ions u p 
and d o w n . T h e r e is one other phrase w h i c h 
wi l l soon c o m e to be decis ive of a man's social 
status, \i it is not a l r e a d y : " t h a t tel ls the w h o l e 
s t o r y . " It is an expression which v u l g a r and 
conceited people part icular ly affect, and which 
w e l l - m e a n i n g ones, w h o k n o w better , catch 
from them. It is intended to s top all debate , 
l ike the p r e v i o u s quest ion in the G e n e r a l C o u r t . 
O n l y it d o n ' t ; s i m p l y because " t h a t " does not 
u s u a l l y tell the whole , n o r one-half of the whole 
s t o r y . 

It is an odd idea, that a lmost a l l o u r people 
have had a professional educat ion . T o b e c o m e 
a d o c t o r a man must s t u d y some three years 
and near a thousand lectures, more or less 
Just h o w m u c h s t u d y it takes to m a k e a l a w y e r 
I cannot say, b u t p r o b a b l y not more than this. 
N o w m o s t decent people hear one hundred lec-
tures or sermons (discourses) on t h e o l o g y e v e r y 
y e a r , — a n d this, t w e n t y , th ir ty , fifty years 
cogether. T h e y read a g r e a t m a n y rel igious 
books besides. T h e c l e r g y , however , rarely hear 

any sermons except w h a t they preach them-
selves. A dull preacher m i g h t be c o n c e i v e d , 
therefore, to lapse into a state of quasi heathen-
ism, s imply for want of re l ig ious instruct ion. 
And on the other h a n d , an attentive and intelli-
g e n t hearer, l i s tening to a succession of wise 
teachers, m i g h t become actual ly better educated 
in t h e o l o g y than any one of them. W e are all 
theological students, and m o r e of us qualif ied 
as d o c t o r s of div ini ty than have received degrees 
at any of the universities. 

It is not s t r a n g e , therefore , that v e r y g o o d 
people should of ten find it difficult, if not im-
possible, to k e e p their attent ion fixed upon a 
sermon t reat ing f e e b l y a s u b j e c t which they 
have t h o u g h t v i g o r o u s l y a b o u t for years, and 
heard able men discuss scores of t ime. I have 
often not iced, h o w e v e r , that a hopelessly dul l 
discourse acts inductively, as electricians would 
say, in d e v e l o p i n g s t r o n g mental currents. I 
am a s h a m e d to think with what a c c o m p a n i m e n t s 
and var iat ions and fioriture I have somet imes 
fo l lowed the d r o n i n g of a heavy speaker , not 
w i l l i n g l y , for that habit is reverential , b u t as a 
necessary resul t of a s l ight cont inuous impres-
sion on the senses of the mind, which k e p t both 
in action w i t h o u t f u r n i s h i n g the food t h e y re-
quired to w o r k upon. If y o u e v e r s a w a crow 
with a king-bird a f ter him, y o u wi l l g e t an 
image of a dul l speaker and a l ively l istener. 
T h e bird in sable p l u m a g e flaps heavi ly a l o n g 
his s t ra ight- forward course, whi le the other 
sails around him, over him, under him, leaves 
him. comes back again, t w e a k s out a b lack 
feather, shoots a w a y once more, n e v e r los ing 



s i g h t of him, and finally reaches the c r o w ' s 
perch a t the same t ime the crow does, h a v i n g 
c u t a perfect l a b y r i n t h of loops and knots and 
spirals whi le the slow f o w l w a s pa infu l ly work-
i n g f rom one end of his s tra ight l ine to the 
other . 

I think these remarks were received rather 
c o o l l y . A t e m p o r a r y b o a r d e r from the c o u n t r y , 
consis t ing of a s o m e w h a t more than middle-
a g e d female , w i t h a p a r c h m e n t forehead and a 
d r y little " f r i s e t t e " s h i n g l i n g it, a sal low neck 
w i t h a n e c k l a c e of go ld beads, a b lack dress too 
rusty for recent gr ie f , and contours in basso-re-
lievo, le f t the table p r e m a t u r e l y , and w a s re-
ported to have been v e r y v irulent about w h a t I 
said. S o I went to m y g o o d old minister, and 
r e p e a t e d the remarks , as nearly as I could re-
m e m b e r them, to him. H e l a u g h e d good-na-
t u r e d l y , and said there w a s considerable truth 
in them. H e t h o u g h t he c o u l d tell when peo-
ple's minds were w a n d e r i n g , by their looks. In 
the earlier years of his ministry he had some-
t imes noticed this, when he w a s p r e a c h i n g : — 
v e r y little of late years . S o m e t i m e s , when his 
c o l l e a g u e was preaching , he observed this k ind 
of inattention; b u t a f ter all , it w a s not so very 
unnatural . I will say , by the way , that it is a 
rule I have l o n g fo l lowed, to tell m y worst 
t h o u g h t s to my minister, and m y best thoughts 
to the y o u n g people I ta lk with . 

I w a n t to m a k e a l i terary confession now, 
w h i c h I believe n o b o d y has made before me. 
Y o u k n o w v e r y wel l that I wr i te verses some-
times, because I have read some of them at this 
tab le . T h e c o m p a n y a s s e n t e d , — t w o or *hree 

of them in a resigned sort of w a y , as I t h o u g h t , 
as if they supposed I had an epic in m y pocket , 
and w a s g o i n g to read half a dozen b o o k s or so 
for their benefit. I cont inued. O f course I 
write some lines or passages which a r e b et ter 
than others , some which, c o m p a r e d w i t h the 
others , m i g h t be cal led re lat ively excel lent . It 
is in the nature of things that I should consider 
these relat ively excel lent lines or passages as 
abso lute ly g o o d . S o m u c h must be pardoned 
to h u m a n i t y . N o w I never w r o t e a " g o o d " 
l ine in my l i fe , but the m o m e n t a f t e r it was 
written it seemed a h u n d r e d years o l d . V e r y 
c o m m o n l y I had a sudden convict ion that I had 
seen it somewhere . P o s s i b l y I m a y have some-
t imes unconsc ious ly stolen it, but I d o not 
r e m e m b e r that I ever once detected any histor-
ical truth in these sudden convict ions of the 
ant iqui ty of m y new t h o u g h t or phrase. I have 
learned utterly to distrust them, and never al low 
them to bully me out of a t h o u g h t or l ine. 

T h i s is the phi losophy of it. (Here the number 
of the c o m p a n y w a s diminished by a small 
secession.) A n y new f o r m u l a which s u d d e n l y 
e m e r g e s in our consciousness has its rocts in 
l o n g trains of t h o u g h t ; it is v ir tual ly old when 
it first makes its appearance a m o n g the recog-
nized g r o w t h s of our intel lect . A n y crystal l ine 
g r o u p of musical w o r d s has had a l o n g and still 
period to form in. Here is one theory . 

B u t there is a larger law which perhaps com-
prehends these facts. It is this . T h e rapidity 
with which ideas g r o w old in our memories is in 
a direct rat io to the squares of their importance . 
T h e i r apparent a g e runs up miraculous ly , like 



the value of d iamonds , as they increase in mag-
nitude. A g r e a t c a l a m i t y , for instance, is as 
old as the tr ibol i tes an hour a f t e r it has hap-
pened. It strains b a c k w a r d t h r o u g h a l l the leaves 
we have turned over in the book of life, before 
its blood of tears or of b lood is dry on the page 
we are turning. F o r this w e seem to have lived : 
it w a s foreshadowed in d r e a m s that we leaped 
out of in the cold sweat of terror ; in the " dis-
so lv ing v iews " of dark day-vis ions ; all omens 
pointed to i t ; all paths led to it. A f t e r the 
tossing hal f - forget fu lness of the first sleep that 
fo l lows such an event, it comes upon us afresh, 
as a surprise, at w a k i n g ; in a f e w m o m e n t s it is 
old a g a i n , — o l d as e terni ty . 

(I wish I had not said all this then and there. 
I m i g h t have known better. T h e pale school-
mistress. in her m o u r n i n g dress, w a s looking at 
me, as I noticed, with a wi ld sort of expression. 
A l l at once the blood dropped out of her cheeks 
as the mercury drops f rom a broken barometer-
tube, and she melted a w a y from her seat like an 
i m a g e of snow ; a s lung-shot could not have 
b r o u g h t her d o w n better. G o d forg ive me !) 

A f t e r this l ittle episode, I cont inued, to some 
f e w that remained b a l a n c i n g tea-spoons on the 
edges of cups, twir l ing knives , or t i l t ing upon 
the hind legs of their chairs until their heads 
reached the wal l , where they left g r a t u i t o u s ad-
vertisements of various p o p u l a r cosmetics . ) 

W h e n a person is s u d d e n l y thrust into any 
strange, new posit ion of trial, he finds the place 
fits him as if he had been measured for it. H e 
has commit ted a great cr ime, for instance, and 
is sent to the State Pr ison. T h e tradit ions, 

prescriptions, l imitations, pr iv i leges , al l the s h a r p 
condit ions of this new l i fe, s t a m p themselves 
upon his consciousness as the s ignet on soft 
w a x ; — a s ingle pressure is e n o u g h . L e t m e 
s trengthen the i m a g e a little. Did you ever 
happen to see that most sof t -spoken and velvet-
handed steam-engine at the M i n t ? T h e smooth 
piston slides b a c k w a r d and forward as a lady 
m i g h t slip her de l icate finger in and out of a 
r ing. T h e engine l a y s one of its fingers ca lmly , 
b u t firmly, upon a bit of m e t a l ; i t is a coin n o w , 
and wi l l r e m e m b e r t h a t t o u c h , and tell a new 
race a b o u t it , w h e n the date upon it is crusted 
over with t w e n t y centuries . S o it is that a 
g r e a t s i lent-moving misery p u t s a new s t a m p 
on us in an h o u r or a m o m e n t , — a s s h a r p an im-
pression as if it had taken half a l i fe t ime to 
e n g r a v e it. 

It is a w f u l t o b e in the hands of the wholesa le 
professional dea lers in m i s f o r t u n e ; u n d e r t a k e r s 
and jai lers m a g n e t i z e y o u in a m o m e n t , and y o u 
pass o u t of the indiv idual life y o u were l i v i n g 
into the r h y t h m i c a l m o v e m e n t s of their horr ible 
machinery . D o the worst t h i n g y o u can, or suf-
f e r the worst that can be t h o u g h t of, y o u find 
yoursel f in a c a t e g o r y of h u m a n i t y t h a t stretches 
b a c k as far as C a i n , and w i t h an e x p e r t at y o u r 
e l b o w that has s tudied y o u r case all o u t before-
hand, and is w a i t i n g for y o u w i t h his imple-
ments of h e m p or m a h o g a n y . I bel ieve, if a 
man were to be burned in any of o u r cit ies to-
m o r r o w f o r heresy, there w o u l d b e found a 
master of ceremonies that k n e w jus t h o w m a n y 
f a g o t s were necessary , and the best w a y of ar-
r a n g i n g the whole matter . 



S o we have not won the G o o d w o o d c u p ; au 
contraire, we were a " bad fifth," if not worse 
than that ; and t r y i n g it again, and the third 
time, has not y e t bettered the matter . N o w i 
am as patriotic as any of my fe l low-c i t i zens ,— 
too patriotic in fact, for I have g o t into hoi 
w a t e r by l o v i n g too much of my c o u n t r y ; in 
short , if any man, whose fighting w e i g h t is not 
more than e i g h t stone four pounds, dispute it, i 
am ready to discuss the point with him. I should 
have gloried to see the stars and str ipes in f ront 
at the finish. I love m y c o u n t r y , and I love 
horses. S t u b b s ' s old mezzot int of Ecl ipse h a n g s 
o v e r my desk, and H e r r i n g ' s portrait of Pleni-
p o t e n t i a r y , — w h o m I saw run at E p s o m , — o v e r 
m y fireplace. Did I not e lope from school to 
see R e v e n g e , and P r o s p e c t , and L i t t l e John, 
and P e a c e m a k e r run over the race-course where 
now yon suburban v i l lage f lourishes, in the yeai 
e ighteen hundred and ever-so-few ? T h o u g h 1 
never owned a horse, have I not been the pro-
prietor of s ix equine females , of which , one 
was the prett iest l ittle " M o r g a n " that e v e r 
stepped ? Listen, then, to an opinion I have 
of ten expressed l o n g before this v e n t u r e of ours 
in E n g l a n d , Horsc-racing is not a republican 
inst i tut ion; horse-trotting is. O n l y very rich 
persons can keep race horses, and e v e r y b o d y 
k n o w s they are k e p t mainly as g a m t l ing imple-
ments. Al l that matter about blood and speed 
we won' t discuss; we understand all that; use-
f u l ; v e r y , — o f c o u r s e , — g r e a t o b l i g a t i o n s to the 
G o d o l p h i n " A r a b i a n , " and the rest. I say rac-
i n g horses are essential ly g a m b l i n g implements , 
as much as roulette tables. N o w I a m not preach-

ing at this m o m e n t ; 1 m a y read you one of m y 
sermons some other m o r n i n g ; but I maintain 
that g a m b l i n g , on the g r e a t scale, is not repub-
lican. It be longs to t w o phases of s o c i e t y , — a 
cankered over-c iv i l izat ion, such as exists in rich 
aristocracies, and the reckless l ife of borderers 
and adventurers , or the semi-barbarism of a civ-
i l ization resolved into its pr imit ive elements. 
Real republ icanism is stern and severe; its 
essence is not in f o r m s of g o v e r n m e n t , b u t in 
the omnipotence of publ ic opinion which g r o w s 
out of it. T h i s publ ic opinion cannot prevent 
gamblir g with dice or stocks, but it can and 
does compel i t to k e e p comparat ive ly quiet. 
B u t horse r a c i n g is the most publ ic way of 
g a m b l i n g ; and with all its immense attract ions 
to the sense and the f e e l i n g , — t o which I plead 
very s u s c e p t i b l e , — t h e d isguise is too thin that 
covers it , and e v e r y b o d y k n o w s w h a t it means. 
Us supporters are the S o u t h e r n g e n t r y , — f i n e 
fe l lows, no doubt, b u t not republ icans e x a c t l y , 
as we understand the t e r m , — a f e w Northern 
mil l ionaires m o r e or less t h o r o u g h l y mill ioned, 
who do not represent the real people, and the 
m o b of s p o r t i n g men, the best of w h o m are 
commonly idlers, and the w o r s t very bad neigh-
bors to have near one in a c r o w d , or to meet in 
a dark a l ley . In E n g l a n d , on the other hand, 
with its ar is tocrat ic institutions, racing is a nat-
ural g r o w t h e n o u g h ; the passion f o r it spreads 
d o w n w a r d t h r o u g h all classes, from the queen 
to the costermonger . L o n d o n is l ike a shelled 
corn-cob on the D e r b y d a y , and there is not a 
clerk w h o could raise the money to hire a 
saddle with an old hack under it that can sit 



d o w n on his office stool the n e x t d a y without 
winc ing . 

N o w just c o m p a r e the racer with the trotter 
for a moment . T h e racer is incidental ly useful , 
b u t essential ly s o m e t h i n g t o be* upon, as much 
a s the thimble-r igger 's " l i t t l e j o k e r . " T h e trot-
t e r is essential ly and d a i l y useful , and only in-
c identa l ly a tool for s p o r t i n g men. 

W h a t better reason do y o u w a n t for the fact 
that the racer is most cu l t ivated and reaches his 
g r e a t e s t perfect ion in England, and that the 
t r o t t i n g horses 01 Amer ica beat the world ? A n d 
w h y should we have expected that the p i c k — i f 
i t w a s the p i c k — o f our few and far-between rac-
i n g stables should beat the pick of E n g l a n d and 
F r a n c e ? T h r o w over the fa l lac ious time-test, 
and there w a s noth ing to show f o r it b u t a nat-
ural kind of patr iot ic feel ing, w h i c h we all 
have, with a t h o r o u g h l y provincial conceit , 
w h i c h some of us must plead g u i l t y to. 

W e may beat y e t . A s an A m e r i c a n , I hope 
we shall. A s a moral ist and occasional sermon-
izer. I am not s o anxious about it. W h e r e v e r 
the trot t ing horse g o e s , he carries in his train 
brisk omnibuses , l ively bakers ' carts, and there-
fore hot rolls, the jo l ly butcher 's w a g o n , the 
cheer fu l g i g , the wholesome af ternoon drive 
with wi fe and child, all the forms of moral ex-
cel lence, e x c e p t truth, which does not agree 
with any kind of horse-flesh. T h e racer brings 
with him g a m b l i n g , curs ing, swear ing, drink-
ing, the e a t i n g of oysters, and a distaste for 
mob-caps and the middle-aged virtues . 

A n d by the w a y , let me b e g y o u not to cal l a 
trotting match a race, and not to speak of a 

" t h o r o u g h b r e d " as a "blooded" horse, unless he 
has been recently p h l e b o t o m i z e d . I consent to 
y o u r s a y i n g " b l o o d h o r s e , " if y o u l ike . A l s o , 
if, next year, we send our P o s t e r i o r and Poster-
ioress, the winners of the g r e a t national four-
mile race in 7.18^4, and they h a p p e n to g e t 
beaten, pay y o u r debts , and behave l ike men 
and gent lemen about it, if y o u k n o w how. 

(I felt a g r e a t deal better a f t e r b l o w i n g off the 
i l l-temper .condensed in the a b o v e paragraph. 
T o b r a g l itt le, to show wel l , to c r o w gent ly , if 
in luck, to p a y up, to o w n up, and to shut up, if 
beaten, are the v irtues of a s p o r t i n g m a n , and 
I can ' t say that I think w e have shown them 
in any g r e a t perfect ion of late.) 

A p r o p o s of horses. D o y o u k n o w how im-
portant g o o d j o c k e y i n g is to authors? Judi-
c ious m a n a g e m e n t ; let t ing the publ ic see y o u r 
animal just e n o u g h , and not too m u c h ; h o l d i n g 
him up hard when the m a r k e t is too f u l l of him; 
le t t ing him out at jus t the r ight b u y i n g inter-
vals; a l w a y s g e n t l y fee l ing his m o u t h ; never 
s l a c k i n g and never j e r k i n g the rein; this is what 
I mean by j o c k e y i n g . 

W h e n an a u t h o r has a n u m b e r of b o o k s out, a 
c u n n i n g hand wil l k e e p them all spinning, as 
S i g n o r Bl i tz does his dinner-plates; fe tching 
each one up, as it begins to " w a b b l e , " by an ad-
ver t i sement , a puff , or a quotat ion. 

W h e n e v e r the extracts f rom a l iv ing wri ter 
begin to m u l t i p l y fast in the papers, w i t h o u t 
o b v i o u s reason, there is a new book or a new 
edit ion c o m i n g . T h e e x t r a c t s arground-bait . 

L i t e r a r y life is ful l of cur ious phenomena. I 
don ' t k n o w that there is a n y t h i n g more notice-



able than w h a t we m a y cal l conventional reputa-
tions. T h e r e is a tacit u n d e r s t a n d i n g in e v e r y 
c o m m u n i t y of men of letters that they wi l l not 
d is turb the popular fa l lacy respect ing this or that 
e lectro-gi lded celebri ty . T h e r e are v a r i o u s 
reasons for this forbearance:one is old ;one is r ich; 
one is g o o d - n a t u r e d ; one is such a favori te w i t h 
the pit that it w o u l d not be safe to hiss him from 
the manager ' s b o x . T h e venerable a u g u r s of the 
l i terary or scientif ic t e m p l e m a y smile fa int ly 
w h e n one of the tr ibe is m e n t i o n e d ; but the 
farce is in g e n e r a l k e p t up as wel l as the Chinese 
c o m i c scene of entreat ing and i m p l o r i n g a m a n 
to stay w i t h y o u , w i t h the implied c o m p a c t be-
tween y o u that he shall b y n o means think of 
d o i n g it. A poor wretch he must be w h o w o u l d 
w a n t o n l y sit d o w n on one of these b a n d b o x rep-
utations. A P r i n c e Rupert ' s -drop, which is a 
tear of annealed g lass , lasts indefinitely, if 
y o u k e e p it f r o m m e d d l i n g hands; but break its 
tail off , and it e x p l o d e s and resolves itself into 
p o w d e r . T h e s e celebrit ies I speak of are the 
Pr ince R u p e r t ' s - d r o p s of the learned ?oi£ie 
world. See h o w the papers treat t h e m ! W h a t 
an array of pleasant kale idoscopic phrases, t h a t 
can be arranged in ever so many c h a r m i n g pat-
terns, is a t their service! H o w kind the "Cr i t i -
cal N o t i c e s " — w h e r e small authorship comes to 
pick up chips of praise, f ragrant , s u g a r y , and 
s a p p y — a l w a y s are to t h e m ! Well , life would be 
noth ing wi thout paper-credit and other fictions; 
so let them pass current . D o n ' t steal their 
chips; don't p u n c t u r e their s w i m m i n g - b l a d d e r s ; 
don't c o m e d o w n on their pasteboard b o x e s ; 
don ' t break the ends of their britt le and unstable 

reputations, y o u f e l l o v s w h o all feel sure that 
y o u r names wi l l be household words a thousand 
years from now. 

" A thousand years is a good w h i l e , " said the 
old g e n t l e m a n w h o sits opposi te , t h o u g h t f u l l y . 

W h e r e h a v e I been for the last three or four 
d a y s ? D o w n at the Island, deer-shooting. H o w 
m a n y did I b a g ? I b r o u g h t home one b u c k 
shot. T h e is land is where ? N o matter . It is 
the most splendid domain that any man looks 
upon in these lat i tudes. B l u e sea around it, and 
r u n n i n g up into into its heart, so that the little 
boa t s lumbers l ike a b a b y in lap, whi le the tall 
ships are s t r i p p i n g naked to fight the hurricane 
outs ide, and storm-stay-sai ls b a n g i n g and flying 
in r ibbons. Trees , in stretches of miles; beeches, 
oaks , most n u m e r o u s ; — m a n y of them hung 
with moss, l o o k i n g l ike bearded D r u i d s ; some 
coi led in the c lasp of h u g e d a r k - s t e m m e d grape-
vines. O p e n patches where the sun gets in and 
g o e s to sleep, and the winds come so finely 
si fted that they are as soft as swan's down. 
R o c k s scattered a b o u t , — S t o n e h e n g e - l i k e mono-
liths. F r e s h - w a t e r lakes ; one of them, Mary 's 
lake, crystal-clear, ful l of flashing pickerel l y i n g 
under the l i ly-pads l ike t igers in the jungle . 
S ix pounds of d i t t o one m o r n i n g for breakfast . 
Ego fecit. 

T h e d iv in i ty-s tudent looked as if he would 
l ike to quest ion m y L a t i n . N o , sir, I s a i d . — 
y o u need not trouble yoursel f . T h e r e is a 
h igher law in g r a m m a r , not to be p u t d o w n by 
A n d r e w s and Stoddard. T h e n I went on. 

S u c h hospital i ty as that island has seen there 
l ias not been the l ike of in these o u r N e w E n g -



land sovereignties . T h e r e is noth ing in the 
shape of k indness and courtesy that can make 
life beaut i fu l , which has not found its home in 
that ocean-principal i ty . It has w e l c o m e d all 
w h o w e r e worthy of w e l c o m e , from the pale 
c l e r g y m a n w h o came to breathe the sea-air with 
its medicinal salt and iodine, to t h e g r e a t states-
man w h o turned his back on the affairs of 
empire, and smoothed his O l y m p i a n forehead, 
and flashed his white teeth in merriment o v e r 
the long table , w h e r e his wit w a s the keenest 
and his s tory the best, 

(I don't believe a n y man ever t a l k e d l ike that 
in this w o r l d . I don ' t believe I jus t talked s o ; 
but the fac t is, in r e p o r t i n g one's conversat ion, 
one cannot he lp Blair-ing it u p m o r e or less, 
i roning o u t c r u m p l e d p a r a g r a p h s , s t a r c h i n g 
l imp ones, and c r i m p i n g and pla i t ing a little 
s o m e t i m e s ; it is as natural as pr inking a t the 
looking-glass . ) 

H o w can a man he lp w r i t i n g poetry in such a 
place ? E v e r y b o d y does wr i te poetry that g o e s 
there. In the state archives , k e p t in the l ibrary 
of the L o r d of the Isle, are w h o l e vo lumes of 
unpublished v e r s e , — s o m e by wel l -known hands, 
and others , quite as g o o d , by the last people 
you would think of as versi f iers ,—men w h o c o u l d 
pension off all the g e n u i n e poets in the c o u n t r y , 
and buy ten acres of Boston C o m m o n , if it was 
for sale, with what they had left . O f course I 
had to wr i te m y little c o p y of verses with the 
r e s t ; here it is, if y o u will hear me read it . 
W h e n the sun is in the west , vessels sai l ing in 
an easter ly direction look b r i g h t or d a r k to one 
w h o observes them from the north or south, 

a c c o r d i n g to the tack they are sai l ing upon. 
W a t c h i n g them f r o m one of the w i n d o w s of the 
great mansion, I saw these perpetual changes* 
and moral ized t h u s : 

A s I look from the isle, o'er the billows of green 
T o the billows of foam-crested blue, 

Yon bark, that afar in the distance is seen. 
Half dreaming, my eyes will pursue; 

Now dark in the shadow, she scatters the spray 
A s the chaff in the stroke of the flail; 

Now white as the sea-gull, she flies on her way , 
T h e sun gleaming bright on her sail. 

Yet her pilot is thinking of dangers to shun, 
Of breakers that whiten and roar; 

How little he cares, if in shadow or sun 
They see him that gaze from the shore! 

H e looks to the beacon that looms from the reef, 
T o the rock that is under his lee. 

A s he drifts on the blast, like a wind-wafted leaf, 
O'er the gulfs of the desolate sea. 

T h u s drift ing afar to the dim-vaulted caves 
Where life and its ventures are laid. 

T h e dreamers who gaze while we battle the waves, 
May see us in sunshine or shade. 

Y e t true to our course, though our shadow grow dark» 
We'l l trim our broad sail as before. 

A n d stand by the rudder that governs the bark, 
Nor ask how we look from the shore! 

Insanity is often the log ic of an accurate mind 
overtasked. G o o d mental machinery o u g h t t o 
break its o w n w h e e l s and levers, if a n y t h i n g is 
thrust a m o n g them suddenly w h i c h tends t o 
stop them or reverse their motion. A weak 
mind does not a c c u m u l a t e force e n o u g h to start 
itself; s tupidi ty often saves a man f rom g o i n g 
mad. W e f r e q u e n t l y see persons in insane hos-
pitals, sent there in consequence of what are 



cal led religious menta l d i s t u r b a n c e s . I confess 
that I think better of them than of m a n y w h o 
hold the same not ions, and keep their wits and 
a p p e a r to e n j o y life v e r y well , outs ide of the 
asy lums. A n y decent person o u g h t to g o mad, 
if he really holds such or such opinions. It is 
very m u c h to his discredit in e v e r y point of 
v iew, if he does not. W h a t is the use of my 
s a y i n g w h a t some of these opinions a r e ? Per-
haps more than one of y o u hold such as I should 
think o u g h t to send y o u s t r a i g h t over to Somer-
vi l le , if y o u have any logic in y o u r heads or any 
human fee l ing in y o u r hearts . A n y t h i n g that 
is brutal , cruel , heathenish, that makes life 
hopeless f o r the most of m a n k i n d and perhaps 
for entire races, a n y t h i n g that assumes the 
necessity of the exterminat ion of instincts which 
were g iven to be r e g u l a t e d , no m a t t e r by w h a t 
name y o u cal l it, no matter w h e t h e r a fakir , or 
a m o n k , o r a deacon bel ieves it , if received, 
o u g h t to p r o d u c e insanity in e v e r y wel l - regu-
lated mind. T h a t condit ion becomes a normal 
one, under the c i rcumstances . I am v e r y much 
ashamed of some people for reta ining their 
reason, w h e n they k n o w per fect ly wel l that if 
they were not the m o s t s tupid or the most sel-
fish of human beings, they w o u l d b e c o m e non-
compotes at once. 

( N o b o d y understood this but the theological 
s tudent and the schoolmistress. T h e y looked 
inte l l igent ly a t each o t h e r ; b u t w h e t h e r they 
were t h i n k i n g a b o u t m y p a r a d o x or not, I am 
not c l e a r . — I t would be natural e n o u g h . Strang-
er th ings have happened. L o v e and death enter 
b o a r d i n g houses wi thout a s k i n g the price of 

board, or w h e t h e r there is room for them. A l a s 
these y o u n g people are poor and pal l id! L o v e 
should be both rich and rosy, but must be either 
rich or rosy. T a l k a b o u t mil i tary d u t y ! W h a t 
is that to the w a r f a r e of a marr ied maid-of-al l-
w o r k , with the title of mistress, and an A m e r -
ican f e m i l e const i tut ion, w h i c h col lapses jus t 
in the mi Idle third of l ife, and comes out vul-
canized India rubber, if it happen to l ive t h r o u g h 
the period when health and s t rength are most 
wanted 

H a v e I e v e r acted in pr ivate theatr ica ls? 
Otten. I have p layed the part of the " P o o r 
G e n t l e m a n , " before a great m a n y audiences — 
more, I trust , than I shal l e v e r face a g a i n . ' I 
did not w e a r a s tage costume, nor a w i g , nor 
moustaches of b u r n t c o r k ; but I was placarded 
and announced as a publ ic per former , and at 
the proper hour I came f o r w a r d with the ballet 
dancer ' s smile upon m y countenance , and made 
m y bow and acted m y part. I have seen my 
name stuck u p in letters so b i g that I was 
ashamed to s h o w myself in the place by day-
l ight . I have g o n e to a t o w n with a sober liter-
a r y essay m my pocket , and seen myself every-
where announced as the most desperate oi bufos, 
— o n e w h o was ob l iged to restrain himself in the 
fu l l exercise of his powers, from prudentia l con-
siderations. I have been t h r o u g h as m a n y hard-
ships as Ulysses , in the pursuit of m y historical 
vocat ion. I have travel led in cars until the 
conductors a l l k n e w me like a brother. I have 
run off the raiis, and stuck all n ight in snow-
dr i f ts , and sat behind females that would have 
the w i n d o w open when one could, not wink with* 



out his eyel ids f r e e z i n g together . P e r h a p s 1 
shal l g ive y o u some of m y exper iences one of 
these d a y s ; — I wi l l not now, for I have some-
t h i n g else for y o u . 

Pr ivate theatr ica ls as I have figured in them 
in country lyceum-hal ls , are one t h i n g , — a n d 
private theatricals , as they m a y be seen in certain 
g i lded and f rescoed saloons of o u r metropol is , 
are another. Y e s , it is p leasant to see real gen-
t lemen and ladies, w h o do not think it necessary 
to mouth and rant, and str ide, l ike most of o u r 
s t a g e heroes and heroines , in the characters 
w h i c h show off their g r a c e s and ta lents ; most of 
a l l to see a fresh, u n r o u g e d , u n s p o i l e d , h igh-
b r e d y o u n g maiden, with a lithe figure, and a 
pleasant voice, ac t ing in those love-dramas that 
m a k e us y o u n g a g a i n to look upon, w h e n real 
y o u t h and b e a u t y will p l a y them for u s . 

Of course I wrote the p r o l o g u e I was asked to 
wri te . I did not see the p l a y , t h o u g h . I knew 
there w a s a y o u n g lady in it, and that s o m e b o d y 
w a s in love w i t h her, and she w a s in love w i t h 
him, and s o m e b o d y (an o ld tutor, I bel ieve) 
w a n t e d to interfere , a n d , very natural ly , the 
y o u n g lady w a s too sharp for him. T h e p l a y of 
c o u r s e ends c h a r m i n g l y ; there is a general rec-
onci l iat ion, and all concerned form a line and 
take each others ' hands as people a l w a y s do a f t e r 
they have m a d e u p their q u a r r e l s , — a n d then the 
curtain fal ls ,—if it does not st ick, as it c o m m o n l y 
does at pr ivate theatrical exhibit ions, in w h i c h 
case a boy is detailed to pul l it d o w n , which he 
does, b l u s h i n g v io lent ly . 

N o w , then, for my pro logue . I am not g o i n g 
t o change my,caesuras and cadences for any-

b o d y ; so if if y o u do not l ike the heroic , or iam-
bic tr imeter brachy-cata lect ic , y o u had b et ter 
not w a i t to hear it. 

T H I S IS I T . 

A Prologue? Well , of course the ladies know ; 
I have m y doubts. No matter ,—here we g o ! 
What is a Prologue? Let our tutor teach : 
Pro means beforehand ; logos stands for speech. 
'T is l ike the harper's prelude the strings, 
The prima donna's courtesy ere she sings : 
Prologues in metre are to other pros 
A s worsted stockings are to engine-hose. 

" The world's a stage," as Shakespeare said, one day ; 
T h e stage a world—was what he meant to say. 
The outside world's a blunder, that is clear ; 
The real world that Nature meant is here. 
Here every foundling finds its lost mamma ; 
Each rogue, repentant, melts his stern papa ; 
Misers relent, the spendthrift's debts are paid ; 
T h e cheats are taken in the traps they laid ; 
One aftei one the troubles all are past 
Ti l l the fifth act comes right side up at last. 
When the y o u n g couple, old folks, rogues, and all 
Join hands, so happy at the cm tain's fal l . 
Here suffering virtue ever finds relief, 
And black-browed ruffians always come to grief. 
When the lorn damsel, with a frantic screech. 
And cheeks as hueless as a brandy-peach. 
Cries, " Help, kind Heaven ! " and drops upon her knee» 
On the green-baize,—beneath the (canvas) trees, 
See to her side a v e n g i n g Valor fly, 
" H a ! V i l la in! D r a w ! Now, Traitor, yield or die !" 
When the poor hero flounders in despair, 
Some dear lost uncle turns up millionaire, 
Clasps the y o u n g scapegrace with paternal j o y . 
Sobs on his neck, "My Boy ! MY BOY ! M Y B O Y ! ! ! 1 * 

Ours, then, sweet friends, the real world to-night 
Of love that conquers in disaster's spite. 
Ladies, attend ! While woful cares and doubt 
Wrong the soft passion in the world without. 



Though fortune scowl, though prudence interfere. 
One thing is certain ! L o v e will triumph here ! 
Lords of creation, whom your ladies rule. 
T h e world's great masters, when you're out of school. 
Learn the brief moral of our evening's play: 
Man has his will, but woman has her w a y ! 
While man's dull spirit toils in smoke and fire. 
Woman's swift instinct threads the electric wire. 
T h e magic bracelet stretched beneath the waves . 
Beats the black giant with his score of slaves. 
A l l earthly powers confess your sovereign art 
But that one rebel—woman's wilful heart. 
A l l foes you master; but a woman's wit 
Lets daylight through y o u ere you know you're hit. 
So, just to picture what her art can do. 
Hear an old story made as good as new. 

Rudolph, professor of the headsman's trade, 
A l ike w a s famous for his arm and blade, 
One day a prisoner Justice had to kill 
Knelt at the block to test the artist's skill. 
Bare-armed, swart-visaged, gaunt, and shaggy-browed, 
Rudolph, the headsman, rose above the crowd. 
H i s falchion lightened with a sudden gleam, 
A s the pike's armor flashes in the stream, 
H e sheathed his blade; he turned as if to g o ; 
The victim knelt, still waiting for the blow. 
" W h y strikest not? Perform thy murderous act ," 
The prisoner said. (His voice was slightly cracked.) 
' Friend, I hive s t ruck," the artist straight replied; 
" W a i t but one moment, and yourself decide." 
He held bis s n u f f - b o x , — " N o w then, if you please!" 
T h e prisoner sniffed, and, with a crashing sneeze, 
Off his head tumbled, bowled along the floor. 
Bounced down the steps; the prisoner said no more! 

Woman! T h y falchion is a glittering eye; 
If death lurks in it, oh, how sweet to die! 
Thou takest hearts as Rudolph took the head; 
W e die with love, and never dream we're deadl 

T h e p r o l o g u e w e n t o f f v e r y w e l l , a s I h e a r . 
N o a l t e r a t i o n s w e r e s u g g e s t e d b y t h e l a d y t o 

w h o m i t w a s s e n t , s o f a r a s I k n o w . S o m e t i m e s 
p e o p l e c r i t i c i s e t h e p o e m s o n e s e n d s t h e m , a n d 
s u g g e s t a l l s o r t s o f i m p r o v e m e n t s . W h o w a s 
t h a t s i l l y b o d y t h a t w a n t e d B u r n s t o a l t e r 
" S c o t s w h a h a e , " s o a s t o l e n g t h e n t h e l a s t l i n e , 
t h u s ? — 

"Edward!" C h a i n s a n d s l a v e r y ! 
H e r e i s a l i t t l e p o e m I s e n t a s h o r t t i m e s i n c e 

t o a c o m m i t t e e f o r a c e r t a i n c e l e b r a t i o n . I 
u n d e r s t o o d t h a t i t w a s t o b e a f e s t i v e a n d c o n -
v i v i a l o c c a s i o n , a n d o r d e r e d m y s e l f a c c o r d i n g l y . 
I t s e e m s t h e p r e s i d e n t o f t h e d a y is w h a t is 
c a l l e d a " t e e t o t a l l e r . " I r e c e i v e d a n o t e f r o m 
h i m in t h e f o l l o w i n g w o r d s , c o n t a i n i n g t h e c o p y 
s u b j o i n e d , w i t h t h e e m e n d a t i o n s a n n e x e d t o i t . 

" D e a r S i r , — Y o u r p o e m g i v e s g o o d s a t i s f a c -
t i o n t o . t h e c o m m i t t e e . T h e s e n t i m e n t s e x -
p r e s s e d w i t h r e f e r e n c e t o l i q u o r a r e n o t , h o w -
e v e r , t h o s e g e n e r a l l y e n t e r t a i n e d b y t h i s c o m -
m u n i t y . I h a v e t h e r e f o r e c o n s u l t e d t h e c l e r g y -
m a n o f t h i s p l a c e , w h o h a s m a d e s o m e s l i g h t 
c h a n g e s , w h i c h h e t h i n k s w i l l r e m o v e a l l o b j e c -
t i o n s , a n d k e e p t h e v a l u a b l e p o r t i o n s o f t h e 
p o e m . P l e a s e t o i n f o r m m e o f y o u r c h a r g e s f o r 
s a i d p o e m . O u r m e a n s a r e l i m i t e d , e t c . , e t c . , e t c . 

" Y o u r s w i t h r e s p e c t . " 

H e r e i t is , w i t h s o m e s l i g h t a l t e r a t i o n s . 

Come fill a fresh bumper.—for why should we g o 
While the logwood still reddens our cups as they flow? 
Pour out the decoction still bright with the sun, 
Ti l l o'er the brimmed crystal the dye i/«^shallrun. 

The half-ripened apples their life-dews have bled; 
How sweet is the taste of the sugar of lead! 
For summer's rank poisons lie hid in the wines!!! 
T h a t were garnered by stable boys smoking long-nines. 



Then a scow, and a howl, and a scoff, and a sneer, 
For strychnine and whisky, and ratsbane and beer. 
In cellar, in pantry, in attic, in hall. 
Down, down with the tyrant that masters us all! 

T h e c o m p a n y said I had been shabbi ly t reated, 
and advised me to c h a r g e the commit tee double , 
which I did. B u t as I never g o t m y p a y , I 
don ' t know that it made much dif ference. I 
am a very part icular person a b o u t h a v i n g all I 
write printed as I write it. I require to see a 
proof , a revise, a re-revise and a d o u b l e re-revise 
o r f o u r t h proof rectified impression of al l m y 
product ions, especial ly verse. Manuscr ipts are 
s u c h puzz les! W h y , I w a s reading some lines 
near the end of the last numbe r of this j o u r n a l , 
when I came across one b e g i n n i n g : 

" T h e stream that flas"hes b y , " — 

N o w as n o stream had been ment ioned, I w a s 
perplexed to k n o w w h a t it meant. It proved on 
inquiry, t o be only a misprint for " d r e a m . 
Think* of it! N o w o n d e r so many poets die 
y o u n g . 

I have n o t h i n g m o r e to report at this t ime, 
except t w o pieces of adv ice I g a v e to the y o u n g 
women at tab le . O n e relates to a v u l g a r i s m of 
l a n g u a g e , which I g r i e v e to say is somet imes 
heard even f rom f e m a l e lips. T h e other is of 
more serious purport , and applies to such as 
contemplate a c h a n g e of c o n d i t i o n , — m a t r i m o n y , 
in fact . 

T h e w o m a n w h o " c a l c ' l a t e s " is lost . 

P u t not y o u r t rust in m o n e y , b u t p u t y o u r 
m o n e y in trust . . 

( T h e " A t l a n t i c " o b e y s the moon, and its 
Luttiversary has c o m e around aea in . I have 

/ 

g a t h e r e d u p some hasty notes of m y r e m a r k s 
m a d e since the last h igh tides, w h i c h I respect-
fu l ly submit . Please to r e m e m b e r this is talk-, 
j u s t as easy and jus t as formal as I choose to 
m a k e it.) 

I never s a w an author in m y l i f e — s a v i n g , per-
haps, o n e — t h a t did not purr as a u d i b l y as a fu l l -
g r o w n domest ic cat, (Felts Catus, Linn.,) on hav-
i n g his fur smoothed in the r ight way b y a ski l l -
f u l hand. 

B u t let me g i v e y o u a caut ion. B e v e r y c a r e -
f u l h o w you tell an a u t h o r he is drell. T e n to 
one he wi l l hate y o u ; and if he does, be sure h e 
c a n d o y o u a mischief , and very probably will . 
S a y y o u cried over his romance or his verses, a n d 
he will love y o u and send y o u a c o p y . YOM can 
laugh o v e r that as much as you l i k e — i n private. 

W o n d e r w h y authors and actors are ashamed 
of be ing f u n n y ? W h y , there are a r e o b v i o u s 
reasons, and d e e p phi losophical ones. T h e 
c l o w n k n o w s v e r y wel l that the w o m e n are n o t 
in love with him, but w i t h H a m l e t , the fe l low in 
black c loak and plumed hat. Passion never 
l a u g h s . T h e wit k n o w s t h a t his p lace is at t h e 
tail of a procession. 

If y o u want the d e e p u n d e r l y i n g reason, I 
must take more t ime to tell it. T h e r e is a per-
fect consciousness in e v e r y form of w i t — u s i n g 
that term in its g e n e r a l s e n s e — t h a t its essence 
consists in a partial and incomplete v i e w o f 
w h a t e v e r it touches. It t h r o w s a s ingle r a y , 
separated f rom the res t ,—red, y e l l o w , b lue , or 
any intermediate s h a d e , — u p o n an o b j e c t ; n e v e r 
w h i t e l i g h t ; that is the province of wisdom. 
W e g e t beaut i fu l effects f rom w i t . — a l l the pris-



matic c o l o r s , — b u t never the ob jec t as it is in fair 
day l ight . A pun, w h i c h is kind of wit , is a dif-
ferent and much shal lower trick in mental 
opt ics ; t h r o w i n g the shadows of t w o objects so 
that one overlies the other. P o e t r y uses the 
rainbow tints for special effects, but a l w a y s 
keeps i ts essential ob jects in the purest w h i t e 
l ight of truth. W i l l y o u a l l o w me to pursue this 
subject a l i t t le f u r t h e r ? 

( T h e y didn' t al low me at that t ime, for some-
b o d y happened to scrape the floor with his chair 
just then; w h i c h acc identa l s o u n d , as all must 
have noticed, has the instantaneous effect thai 
Proserpina c u t t i n g the y e l l o w hair had upon 
infel ix Dido. It broke the charm, and thai 
breakfast was over.) 

Don' t flatter yourse l f that fr iendship author, 
izes y o u to say d isagreeable things to y o u r in. 
t imates. O n the c o n t r a r y , the nearer y o u c o m e 
into relation w i t h a person, the more necessary 
d o tact and courtesy b e c o m e . E x c e p t in cases 
of necessity, which are rare, leave y o u r friend to 
learn unpleasant truths from his enemies; they 
are ready e n o u g h to tell them. G o o d - b r e e d i n g 
never forgets that amour-propre is universal . 
W h e n you read the story of the A r c h b i s h o p and 
G i l Bias, y o u m a y l a u g h , if you wi l l , a t the poor 
old man's delusion; b u t don't f o r g e t that the 
youth was the greater fool of the t w o , and that 
his master served such a b o o b y r i g h t l y in turn-
ing him out of doors. 

Y o u need not g e t u p a rebell ion a g a i n s t w h a t 
I say if y o u find e v e r y t h i n g in m y s a y i n g s is not 
e x a c t l y new. Y o u can't possibly mistake a man 
w h o means to be honest for a l iterary p i c k p o c k e t . 

I once read an introductory lecture that looked 
to m e too learned for its la t i tude. O n e x a m i n a -
t ion, I found all its erudit ion w a s taken ready-
m a d e f rom D'Israel i . If I had been i l l -natured 
I should h a v e s h o w n u p the Professor , w h o had 
once be labored me in his f e e b l e w a y . B u t one 
c a n genera l ly tell these w h o l e s a l e thieves easily 
e n o u g h , and t h e y are not worth the trouble of 
p u t t i n g them in the p i l l o r y . I d o u b t the entire 
novel ty of m y remarks just m a d e on te l l ing un-
pleasant truths, y e t I am not conscious of a n y 
larceny. . 

Nei ther m a k e too m u c h of flaws and occasional 
overstatements . S o m e persons seem to think 
that absolute truth, in the form of r ig id ly stated 
proposit ions, is al l that conversat ions admit . 
T h i s is precisely as if a music ian should insist 
on h a v i n g n o t h i n g b u t perfect chords and simple 
melodies, n o diminished fifths, no flat sevenths, 
no flourishes, on any a c c ou nt . N o w it is fair to 
say, that , jus t as music m u s t have all of these, 
so conversat ion must have its part ia l truths, its 
enbel l ished truths, i ts e x a g g e r a t e d t r u t h s . It is 
in its h igher f o r m s an art ist ic product , and 
a d m i t s the ideal e lement as m u c h as pictures or 
statues. O n e man w h o is a li^de too literal 
can spoil the talk of a w h o l e t a b l e f u l of men of 
esprit. " Y e s , " y o u say, " b u t w h o w a n t s to hear 
fanci fu l people 's nonsense? P u t the facts to i t , 
and then we see w h e r e it i s ! " C e r t a i n l y , if a 
man is too f o n d of p a r a d o x , if he is flighty and 
e m p t y , if, instead of s tr ik ing those fifths and 
sevenths, those harmonious discords , o f t e n s o 
much better than the twinned octaves, in the 
music of t h o u g h t , i f , instead of s t r ik ing these, 



he jangles the chords, st ick a fact into him like a 
sti letto. B u t r e m e m b e r that t a l k i n g is one of 
the fine arts, the noblest, the most important , 
and the most difficult, and that its fluent har-
monies m a y be spoiled b y the intrusion of a 
s ingle harsh note . T h e r e f o r e conversat ion w h i c h 
is s u g g e s t i v e rather than a r g u m e n t a t i v e , which 
'ets o u t the most of each ta lker 's results of 
•Jiought, is c o m m o n l y the pleasantest and the 
most profitable. It is not easy , at the best, for 
t w o persons t a l k i n g t o g e t h e r to m a k e the most 
of each other 's thoughts , there are so m a n y of 
them. 

( T h e c o m p a n y looked as if t h e y wanted an 
explanat ion. ) 

W h e n John and T h o m a s , for instance, are 
t a l k i n g together , it is natural enough that 
a m o n g the s i x there should be more or less con-
fusion and misapprehension. 

( O u r l a n d l a d y turned p a l e ; — n o d o u b t she 
t h o u g h t there w a s a screw loose in my intellect, 
— a n d that involved the p r o b a b l e loss of a 
boarder . A severe- looking person, w h o w e a r s 
a Spanish c loak and a sad c h e e k , fluted by the 
passions of the m e l o d r a m a , w h o m I understand 
to be the professional ruffian of the n e i g h b o r i n g 
theater , a l luded, w i t h a certain l i f t i n g of the 
b r o w , d r a w i n g d o w n of the corners of the 
mouth, and s o m e w h a t r a s p i n g voce di petto, to 
Falstaf f ' s nine men in b u c k r a m . E v e r y b o d y 
looked up. I bel ieve the old gent leman opposite 
w a s afraid I should seize the c a r v i n g - k n i f e ; a t 
any rate, he slid it to one side, as it were , care-
lessly.) 

I think, I said, I can m a k e it plain to Benja-

T h r e e Johns. 

min F r a n k l i n here , that there are at least s i x 
personalit ies dist inct ly to be be recognized as 
t a k i n g part in that d i a l o g u e b e t w e e n John and 
T h o m a s 

1. T h e real John; k n o w n only to 
his Maker . 

2. John's ideal John; never the 
real one, and of ten v e r y unl ike 
h im. 

3. T h o m a s ' s ideal J o h n ; never 
the real John, nor John's John, 
b u t o f ten very u n l i k e e i ther . 

Si . T h e real T h o m a s . 

2. T h o m a s ' s ideal T h o m a s . 
3. John's ideal T h o m a s . 

O n l y one of the three Johns is t a x e d ; o n i y 
one can be w e i g h e d on a p lat form b a lance ; b u t 
the other t w o are jus t as i m p o r t a n t in the con-
versat ion. L e t us suppose the real John to be 
old, dul l , and i l l - looking. B u t as the H i g h e r 
P o w e r s have not conferred on men the g i f t of 
s e e i n g themselves in the t rue l ight , John very 
possibly conce ives himself to be y o u t h f u l , w i t t y , 
and fascinat ing, and ta lks f r o m the point of 
this ideal. T h o m a s , a g a i n , bel ieves him to be 
an a r t f u l rogue, w e wi l l s a y ; therefore he is, as 
far as T h o m a s ' s a t t i t u d e in the conversat ion is 
concerned, an ar t fu l r o g u e , t h o u g h really s imple 
and stupid. T h e same condit ions a p p l y to the 
three T h o m a s e s . It fo l lows, that, until a man 
can be f o u n d w h o k n o w s himself as his M a k e r 
k n o w s him, or w h o sees himself as others see 
him, there must be at least s ix persons e n g a g e d 
in e v e r y d i a l o g u e between t w o . O f these, the 
least important, phi losophical ly s p e a k i n g , is the 



one that we have cal led the real person. N o 
w o n d e r t w o d isputants often g e t a n g r y , w h e n 
there are six of them t a l k i n g and l i s tening all at 
the same t ime. 

(A v e r y unphi losophica l appl icat ion of the 
a b o v e remarks w a s made by a y o u n g fe l low an-
s w e r i n g to the name of John, w h o sits near m e 
a t tabie. A certain basket of peaches, a rare 
vegetab le , little k n o w n to boarding-houses , w a s 
on its w a y to m e via this unlettered Johannes 
H e appropr iated the three that remained in the 
basket , r e m a r k i n g t h a t there w a s jus t one apiece 
for him. I convinced him that his pract ical in-
ference w a s hasty and i l logical , but in the mean 
t ime he had eaten the peaches.) 

T h e opinions of relat ives as to a man's p o w e r s 
are very c o m m o n l y of l ittle v a l u e ; not merely 
because they overrate their o w n flesh and blood 
as some m a y suppose; on the c o n t r a r y , they are 
quite as l ikely to underrate those w h o m they 
have g r o w n into the h a b i t of cons ider ing l ike 
t h e m s e l v e s T h e advent of genius is l ike w h a t 
florists s ty le the breaking of a seedl ing tu l ip into 
w h a t we m a y cal l h igh-caste co lors ,—ten thou-
sand d i n g / flowers, then one w i t h the divine 
¿ treak; o i . i f y o u prefer it, l ike the c o m i n g u p 
in old Jacob's g a r d e n of t h a t most g e n t l e m a n l y 
l ittle f rui t , the Secke l pear , w h i c h I have some-
t imes seen in s h o p - w i n d o w s . It is a surprise, 
— t h e r e i? noth ing to account for i t . A l l at once 
w e find tiiat twice t w o m a k e five.' Nature is fond 
of what are called "g i f t -enterpr ises . " T h i s l ittle 
book of ' i fe w h i c h she has g iven into the hands 
of its joint possessors is c o m m o n l y one of the 
o ld storv-*>ooks bound o v e r again . O n l y once 

in a g r e a t while there is a stately poem in it, or 
its leaves are i l luminated with the g lor ies of art , 
or t h e y enfold a d r a f t for untold va lues s igned 
by the mil l ionfold mil l ionaire old m o t h e r her-
self. B u t s trangers are c o m m o n l y the first to 
find the " g i f t " that came w i t h the little b o o k . 

It may be quest ioned w h e t h e r a n y t h i n g can 
be consc ious of its o w n flavor. W h e t h e r the 
musk-deer, or the civet-cat , or even a still more 
e loquent ly si lent animal that m i g h t be men-
tioned, is a w a r e of any personal pecul iar i ty , 
m a y well be d o u b t e d . N o man knows his o w n 
voice ; m a n y men d o not k n o w their o w n pro-
files. E v e r y one remembers C a r l y l e ' s f a m o u s 

Character is t ics " article; a l low f o r e x a g g e r a -
tions, and there is a great deal in his doctr ine 
of the sel f-unconsciousness of genius . It comes 
u n d e r the g r e a t law just s tated. T h i s incapac-
ity of k n o w i n g its o w n traits is o f ten found in 
the f a m i l y as well as in the individual. S o 
never mind what y o u r cousins, brothers , sisters, 
uncles, aunts, and the rest, say a b o u t that fine 
poem you have wri t ten, but send it (postage 
paid) to the editors, if there are any , of the 
" At lant ic " — w h i c h , by the way , is not so cal led 
because it is a notion, as some dull wits wish 
they had said, b u t they are too late. 

— S c i e n t i f i c k n o w l e d g e , even in the most mod-
est persons, has mingled w i t h it a s o m e t h i n g 
w h i c h partakes of insolence. A b s o l u t e , peremp-
tory facts are bull ies, and those w h o k e p com-
p a n y with them are apt to g e t a b u l l y i n g habit 
of m i n d ; — n o t of manners, perhaps; they m a y 
be s o f t and smooth, but the smile they carry 
has a quiet assertion in it, such as the C h a m -



pion of the H e a v y Weights , c o m m o n l y the best-
natured. but not the most diffident of men, 
w e a r s upon what he very ine legant ly cal ls his 
" m u g . " T a k e the man, for instance, w h o deals 
in the mathematica l sciences. T h e r e is n o elas-
t ic i ty in a mathemat ica l fac t ; if y o u b r i n g u p 
a g a i n s t it, it never yield's a hair's b r e a t h ; every-
t h i n g must g o to pieces that comes in collision 
with it . W h a t the mathematic ian k n o w s being 
absolute , uncondit ional , incapable of suf fer ing 
quest ion, it should tend, in the nature of things, 
to breed a despot ic w a y of t h i n k i n g . So of 
those w h o deal with the palpable and of ten un-
mistakable facts of e x t e r n a l nature; o n l y in a 
less degree. E v e r y p r o b a b i l i t y — a n d most of 
our common, w o r k i n g beliefs are probabi l i t ies—is 
provided with buffers at both ends, w h i c h break 
the force of opposite opinions c lashing a g a i n s t 
it; but scientific certainty has no spr ing in it , no 
courtesy , no possibi l i ty of y ie lding. Al l this 
m u s t react on the minds that handle these forms 
of t ruth. 

O h , y o u need not tell me that Messrs. A. and 
B. are the most gracious, u n a s s u m i n g people in 
the world, and yet p r e e m i n e n t in the ranges of 
science I am referr ing to. I k n o w that as well 
as y o u . B u t mark this w h i c h I am g o i n g to 
say once for all . If I had not force e n o u g h to 
p r o j e c t a principle fu l l in the face of the half 
dozen most o b v i o u s facts which seem to contra-
dict it, I would think only in s ingle file from 
this d a y forward . A rash man, once v i s i t i n g a 
certain noted institution at S o u t h Boston, ven-
tured to express the sent iment , that man is a 
rational be ing . A n old w o m a n w h o w a s an 

a t tendant at the Idiot School contradicted the 
statement, and appealed to the facts b e f o r e the 
speaker to disprove it . T h e rash man stuck to 
his hasty genera l izat ion, n o t w i t h s t a n d i n g . 

( — I t is m y desire to be u s e f u l to those with 
svhom I am associated in m y dai ly relations. I 
not unfrequent ly practice the divine art of music 
in c o m p a n y w i t h o u r landlady 's d a u g h t e r , w h o , 
as I mentioned before, is the o w n e r of an accor-
dion. H a v i n g myself a wel l -marked baritone 
voice of m o r e than half an octave in compass , I 
somet imes a d d my vocal powers to her execu-
tion of 

" T h o u , thou reign'st in this b o s o m , " — 

not, however , unless her m o t h e r or some other 
discreet f e m a l e is present, to prevent misinter-
pretation or remark. I have also taken a good 
deal of interest in B e n j a m i n Frankl in , before 
referred to, sometimes called B. F . , or more 
f requent ly F r a n k , in imitation of that fe l ic i tous 
abbreviat ion, c o m b i n i n g d i g n i t y and conveni-
ence, a d o p t e d by some of his betters. My 
a c q u a i n t a n c e w i t h the French l a n g u a g e is very 
imperfect , I have studied it a n y w h e r e but in 
Paris , w h i c h is a w k w a r d , as B. F . devotes him-
self to it with the pecul iar a d v a n t a g e of an 
Alsacian teacher. T h e boy, I think, is d o i n g 
wel l , between us, n o t w i t h s t a n d i n g . T h e fol-
lowing is an uncorrected F r e n c h exerc ise , wri t ten 
by this y o u n g gent leman. His mother thinks it 
v e r y credi tab le to his abil i t ies; t h o u g h , b e i n g 
unacquainted with the French l a n g u a g e , her 
j u d g m e n t cannot be considered final. 
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L E R A T DES SALONS, A L E C T U R E . 

C e rat ci est un animal fort s ingul ier . Il a 
d e u x pattes de derr ière sur lesquelles il marche, 
et d e u x pattes de devant d o n t il fait u sa ge p o u r 
tenir les j o u r n a u x . C e t an imal a la peau noir 
p o u r la p lupart , et porte un cercle blanchâtre 
autour de son c o u . O n le trouve tous les j o u r s 
a u x dits salons, ou il d e m e u r e , d i g e r e , s'il y a de 
quoi dans son intérieur, respire, tousse, eternue, 
dort , et ronfle quelquefo is , a y a n t toujours le 
seinblance de lire. O n ne sait pas s'il a une 
autre g i te que celà. Il a l 'air d 'une bête très 
s tupide, mais il est d ' u n e sagaci té et d 'une vi-
tesse extraordinaire q u a n d il s 'ag i t d e saisir un 
journal nouveau. O n ne sait pas pourquoi il l it , 
parcequ' i l ne parait pas avoir des idées. Il vocal-
ise rarement, mais en ravanche, il fait des bruits 
nasaux divers. Il porte un c r a y o n dans une d e 
ses poches pectorales, avec lequel il fait des 
marques sur les bords des j o u r n e a u x et des 
livers, semblable a u x suivans: ! ! ! — B a h ! P o o h ! 
Il ne faut pas cependant les prendre pour des 
s ignes d ' intel l igence. Il ne vo le pas, ordinaire-
ment; il fa i t rarement m ê m e des é c h a n g é s d e 
parapluie , et j a m a i s de c h a p e a u , parceque son 
chapeau a toujours un caractère spécif ique. O n 
ne sait pas au juste ce dont il se nourrit . F e u 
C u v i e r éta i t d 'avis que c 'était de l 'odeur du cuir 
des rel iures; ce qu'on lit d 'être une nourri ture 
animale fort saine, et peu chère . Il v i t htein 
longtems. Enfin il meure, en laissant à ses 
hérit iers une carte d u Salon à L e c t u r e ou il 
ava i t existé pendant sa v ie . O n pretend qu' i l 
revient toutes les nuits, a p r è s la mort, v is i ter le 
Salon. O n peut le voir, d i t on, à minuit , dans 

sa place habituel le , tenant le journal du soir, et 
a y a n t à sa main un c r a y o n de charbon. L e 
lendemain on trouve des caractères inconnus 
sur les bords du journal . C e qui prouve que le 
spir i tual isme est vrai , et que Messieurs les Pro-
fesseurs de C a m b r i d g e sont des imbeci les qui 
ne savent rien d u tout 

I think this exercise, which I have not cor-
rected, or a l l o w e d to be touched in any w a y , is 
very credi table to B. F . Y o u observe that he 
is a c q u i r i n g a k n o w l e d g e of z o o l o g y at the same 
time that he is learning French. Fathers of 
famil ies who t a k e this periodical will find it 
profitable to their chi ldren, and an economical 
mode of instruction, to set them to revis ing and 
a m e n d i n g this boy 's exercise. T h e passage was 
or ig ina l ly taken f rom the " H i s t o i r e Nature l le 
des B ê t e s R u m i n a n s et R o n g e u r s , B i p è d e s e t 
A u t r e s , " lately publ ished in P a r i s . This was 
translated into Engl ish and published in L o n -
don. It was re-published at G r e a t P e d l i n g t o n , 
w i t h notes and addi t ions by the A m e r i c a n edi-
tor. T h e notes consist of an interrogat ion-mark 
on page 53, and a reference (p. 127th) to another 
book " e d i t e d " b y the same hand. T h e addi-
t ions consist of the editor 's name on the title-
p a g e and back, with a c o m p l e t e and authent ic 
l ist of said editor 's honorary t it les in the first of 
these localities. O u r boy translated the trans-
lation back into French. This m a y be compared 
with the or ig inal , to be f o u n d on Shelf 13, Di-
vision X, of the Publ ic L i b r a r y of this metrop-
olis.) r 

S o m e of y o u boarders ask me f r o m time to 
t ime w h y I don ' t write a story, or a novel, or 



e^mPthincr of that k ind. Instead of answer ing 
eacl f one of y o u separately , I wi l l thank y o u to 
S e p u p I n t o the wholesale d e p a r t m e n t or a f e w 
moments , w h e r e I deal in answers by the piece 

anThbayt ehverya larticulately-speaking h u m a n b e i n g 
has in him stuff for novel in three v o l u m e s d u o 
d S i m o has long been with m e a c h e n s h e d behef 
It t w been maintained, on the other h a n d that 
manv persons cannot wr i te more than one 
n o v e l - t h a t all a f t e r that are l ikely to be fail-
5 ? e s . L i f e is so m u c h m o r e t reme ndou s a t h i n g 
Tn its heights and depths than any transcript of 
" c a n b e f t h a t all records of h u m a n exper ience 
are as so m a n y b o u n d Herbaria to the mnumer-
able g lowing , g l i t ter ing , rust l ing , breathing , 
f ragrance- laden, poison-sucking, M e - g m n , 
death-dist i l l ing leaves and flowers ° f the forest 
and the prairies. A l l we c a n d o w i t h books of 
h u m a n exper ience is to m a k e them alive= again 
w i t h s o m e t h i n g borrowed f rom o u r o w n li^es. 
W e can m a k e a book al ive for us j u s t in^^pro-
port ion to its resemblance in essence or-ini 'orm 
to our o w n experience. N o w an a u t h o r ' , first 
novel is natura l ly drawn, to a g r e a t extent f rom 
his personal experiences; that is, is a literal copy 
of nature u n d e r var ious s l ight diSguises. B u t 
the moment the author gets out of his person-
a l i ty , he must have the creat ive power , as well 
as the narrat ive ar t and the sentiment, in order 
to tell a l iv ing s t o r y ; and this is rare 

Besides, there is great d a n g e r that a man s 
first l i fe-story shall clean him o u t s o o s p e a k , 
of his best t h o u g h t s . Most l ives, t h o u g h the r 
s tream is loaded with sand and turbid with allu-

vial w a s t e , d r o p a f e w g o l d e n grains of w i s d o m , 
as they flow a long . O f t e n t i m e s a s ingle cradling 
gets them al l , and a f t e r that the poor man's labor 
is only r e w a r d e d b y m u d and worn pebbles. A l l 
which proves that I, as an indiv idual of the hu-
man f a m i l y , could wr i te one novel or s tory a t 
any rate, if I would. 

W h y don ' t I, then? W e l l , there are several 
reasons a g a i n s t i t . In the first place, I should 
tell all m y secrets, and I maintain that verse is 
the proper medium for such revelat ions. R h y t h m 
and r h y m e a n d the harmonies of musical lan-
g u a g e , the play of f a n c y , the fire of imagination, 
the flashes of passion, so hide the nakedness of a 
heart laid open, that hardly any confession, 
transf igured in the luminous halo of poetry , is 
reproached as sel f-exposure. A b e a u t y s h o w s 
herself u n d e r the chandel iers , protected by the 
g l i t t e r of her d iamonds , with such a broad snow-
dr i f t of white a r m s and shoulders la id bare, that, 
were she unadorned and in plain ca l ico ,she would 
b e u n e n d u r a b l e — i n the opinion of the ladies. 

A g a i n , I am terr ibly a fra id I should show up 
all m y friends. I should l ike to k n o w if all 
story-tel lers d o not d o this? N o w I am afraid 
all m y fr iends w o u l d not bear s h o w i n g u p very 
wel l ; for they h a v e an a v e r a g e share of the com-
mon weakness of h u m a n i t y which I am pretty 
certain w o u l d come out . O f all that have told 
stories a m o n g us there is hardly one I can reca l l 
that has not d r a w n too fa i th fu l ly some l i v i n g 
portrai t that m i g h t better have been spared . 

O n c e more, I have sometimes t h o u g h t it p o s . 
sible I m i g h t be too dul l to wr i te such a story 
as I should wish to wri te . 



A n d finally, I think i t v e r y l ike ly I shall w r i t e a 
story one of these d a y s . D o n ' t be surprised a t 
a n y t ime, if y o u see m e c o m i n g o u t w i t h " T h e 
S c h o o l m i s t r e s s , " o r " T h e O l d G e n t l e m a n O p p o -
site ." (Our schoolmistress a n d o u r old g e n t l e -
m a n that sits oppos i te had l e f t t h e t a b l e before I 
said this.) I w a n t m y g l o r y f o r w r i t i n g the 
same d iscounted now, on the spot , if y o u please. 
I will w r i t e w h e n I g e t r e a d y . H o w m a n y 
people l ive on t h e r e p u t a t i o n of the reputat ion 
they m i g h t h a v e made. 

I saw y o u smiled w h e n I s p o k e a b o u t the 
possibi l i ty of m y b e i n g t o o d u l l to w r i t e a g o o d 
s t o r y . I d o n ' t pretend to k n o w w h a t y o u m e a n t 
b y it, b u t I take occas ion t o m a k e a remark that 
m a y h e r e a f t e r prove of v a l u e to s o m e a m o n g 
y o u . W h e n o n e of us w h o h a s been led by na-
t ive v a n i t y or senseless flattery t o think himsel f 
o r herself possessed of ta lent , arr ives at the f u l l 
and final c o n c l u s i o n that h e or she is real ly dul l , 
i t is one of the most t r a n q u i l l i z i n g and blessed 
convic t ions that can e n t e r a morta l ' s mind. A l l 
o u r fa i lures , o u r ' s h o r t - c o m i n g s , our s t r a n g e dis-
a p p o i n t m e n t s in the ef fect of o u r ef forts are 
l i fted f r o m our bruised shoulders , and fal l , l ike 
C h r i s t i a n ' s p a c k , at the feet of that O m n i p o t e n c e 
w h i c h has seen fit t o deny us the pleasant g i f t of 
h igh i n t e l l i g e n c e , — w i t h w h i c h one look m a y 
o v e r f l o w us in s o m e w i d e r sphere of b e i n g . 

H o w sweet ly a n d honest ly one said to m e 
the o t h e r d a y , " I hate b o o k s ! " A g e n t l e m a n , — 
s i n g u l a r l y free f r o m a f f e c t a t i o n s , — n o t learned, 
of course , b u t of per fec t b r e e d i n g , w h i c h is 
o f t e n so m u c h better than l e a r n i n g , — b y no 
means dul l , in the sense of k n o w l e d g e of t h e 

wor ld and s o c i e t y , b u t certa inly not c lever e i ther 
in the arts or sc iences ,—his c o m p a n y is p leas ing 
t o al l w h o k n o w him. I did not r e c o g n i z e in 
h im infer ior i ty of l i terary taste half so d is t inct ly 
a s I did s impl ic i ty of character and fearless ac-
k n o w l e d g m e n t of his inapt i tude for scholarship. 
In fact, I th ink there are a g r e a t m a n y g e n t ' e -
men a n d others , w h o read with a mark to k e e p 
their place, that real ly " hate b o o k s , " but never 
had the wi t to find it o u t , or the manl iness to 
o w n it. (JEntre nous, I a l w a y s read with a m a r k . ) 

W e g e t into a w a y of t h i n k i n g as if w h a t w e 
call an " intel lectual man " was , as a m a t t e r of 
c o u r s e , m a d e u p of nine-tenths, or thereabouts , 
of book- learning , and one-tenth himself . B u t 
even if he is a c t u a l l y so c o m p o u n d e d , he need 
not read m u c h . Soc ie ty is a s t r o n g solut ion 
of books . It d r a w s the v i r tue out of w h a t is 
best w o r t h r e a d i n g , as h o t w a t e r d r a w s the 
s t r e n g t h of tea-leaves. If I were a prince, I 
w o u l d hire or b u y a pr ivate l i terary tea-pot , in 
w h i c h I w o u l d s teep all the leaves of n e w b o o k s 
that promised wel l . T h e infusion w o u l d do f o r 
me w i t h o u t the v e g e t a b l e fibre. Y o u under-
s tand m e ; I w o u l d h a v e a person whose sole 
bus iness s h o u l d be to read d a y and night , and 
talk to me w h e n e v e r I w a n t e d him to. I k n o w 
the man I w o u l d h a v e : a q u i c k - w i t t e d , cut -
s p o k e n , incisive f e l l o w ; k n o w s history, or at a n y 
rate has a shelf ful l of b o o k s a b o u t i t , w h i c h he 
can use handi ly , and the same of al l useful arts 
a n d sciences; k n o w s all the c o m m o n plots of 
p l a y s and novels, and the stock c o m p a n y of 
characters that are c o n t i n u a l l y c o m i n g on in 
n e w c o s t u m e ; can g i v e y o u a crit icism of an 



o c t a v o in an e p i t h e t a n d a w i n k , a n d y o u c a n 
d e p e n d on i t ; cared f o r n o b o d y e x c e p t f o r t h e 
v i r t u e t h e r e is in w h a t h e s a y s ; d e l i g h t s in tak-
i n g off b i g w i g s a n d p r o f e s s i o n a l g o w n s , and in 
the d i s e m b a l m i n g a n d u n b a n d a g i n g of a l l l i t e r -
a r y m u m m i e s . Y e t he is as t e n d e r a n d reveren-
tial t o a l l that b e a r s the m a r k of g e n i u s — t h a t 
is, of a n e w i n f l u x of t r u t h or b e a u t y , — a s a n u n 
o v e r her missa l . In short , he is o n e of those 
m e n t h a t k n o w e v e r y t h i n g e x c e p t h o w to m a k e 
a l i v i n g . H i m w o u l d I k e e p on the s q u a r e n e x t 
m y o w n r o y a l c o m p a r t m e n t on l i fe 's c h e s s b o a r d . 
T o h im I w o u l d p u s h u p a n o t h e r p a w n , in the. 
shape of a c o m e l y and wise y o u n g w o m a n , w h o m 
he w o u l d of c o u r s e t a k e — t o w i f e . F o r all con-
t i n g e n c i e s I w o u l d l i b e r a l l y p r o v i d e . In a w o r d . 
I w o u l d , in t h e p lebeian, b u t e x p r e s s i v e phrase , 
« p u t him t h r o u g h " all the m a t e r i a l p a r t of l i f e ; 
see h im shel tered, w a r m e d , f e d , b u t t o n - m e n d e d , 
a n d all that , j u s t t o be a b l e to lay on his ta lk 
w h e n I l iked , w i t h t h e p r i v i l e g e of s h u t t i n g it 
off a t wi l l . 

A c l u b is the n e x t b e s t t h i n g t o th is , s t r u n g 
l ike a h a r p , w i t h a b o u t a d o z e n r i n g i n g intell i-
g e n c e s , e a c h a n s w e r i n g t o s o m e c h o r d of t h e 
m a c r o c o s m . T h e y d o w e l l to d i n e t o g e t h e r 
once in a w h i l e . A d i n n e r - p a r t y m a d e u p of 
s u c h e l e m e n t s is t h e las t t r i u m p h of c i v i l i z a t i o n 
o v e r b a r b a r i s m . N a t u r e a n d a r t c o m b i n e t o 
c h a r m t h e senses ; t h e e q u a t o r i a l z o n e of t h e 
s y s t e m is s o o t h e d b y w e l l - s t u d i e d ar t i f i ces ; t h e 
f a c u l t i e s are off d u t y , a n d fa l l into t h e i r n a t u r a l 
a t t i t u d e s ; y o u see w i s d o m in s l i p p e r s a n d sci-
e n c e in a s h o r t j a c k e t . 

T h e w h o l e f o r c e of c o n v e r s a t i o n d e p e n d s o n 

h o w m u c h y o u c a n t a k e f o r g r a n t e d . V u l g a r 
c h e s s - p l a y e r s h a v e t o p l a y t h e i r g a m e o u t ; noth-
i n g short of the bruta l i ty of an a c t u a U - h e c k m a t e 
satisf ies their d u l l a p p r e h e n s i o n s . B u t l o o k a t 
t w o m a s t e r s of that n o b l e g a m e ! W h i t e s t a n d s 
wel l e n o u g h so far as y o u c a n see, b u t R e d s a y s 
" M a t e in s ix m o v e s . " W h i t e looks , n o d s ; — t h e 
g a m e is o v e r . Just so in t a l k i n g w i t h first-
rate m e n ; e s p e c i a l l y w h e n t h e y a r e g o o d - n a t -
ured a n d e x p a n s i v e , a s t h e y are a p t t o b e a t 
tab le . T h a t t lessed c l a i r v o y a u c e w h i c h sees 
into t h i n g s w i t h o u t o p e n i n g t h e m , — t h a t g l o r i -
o u s l icense, w h i c h , h a v i n g s h u t t h e d o o r a n d 
d r i v e n t h e r e p o r t e r f r o m its k e y h o l e , ca l l s u p o n 
t r u t h , m a j e s t i c v i r g i n ! T o g e t off f r o m her ped-
esta l a n d d r o p her a c a d e m i c poses , a n d t a k e a 
f e s t i v e g a r l a n d a n d t h e v a c a n t p l a c e on t h e 
medius lectus—that c a r n i v a l - s h o w e r of q u e s t i o n s 
a n d repl ies a n d c o m m e n t s , l a r g e a x i o m s b o w l e d 
o v e r the m a h o g a n y l ike b o m b s h e l l s f r o m pro-
fess ional m o r t a r s , a n d e x p l o s i v e w i t d r o p p i n g 
its t ra ins o f m a n y - c o l o r e d fire, a n d the mischie f -
m a k i n g rain of b o n - b o n s p e l t i n g e v e r v b o d y 
j.hat s h o w s h i m s e l f — t h e p i c t u r e of a t ru ly intel-
l e c t u a l b a n q u e t is o n e that the old Div in i t ies 
m i g h t wel l h a v e a t t e m p t e d to r e p r o d u c e in 
their 

" O h , o h , oh ! " cr ied t h e y o u n g f e l l o w w h o m 
t h e y c a l l e d J o h n , " t h a t is f r o m o n e of y o u r lec-
t u r e s ! 

I k n o w it, I r e p l i e d , — I c o n c e d e it , I c o n f e s s i t 
I p r o c l a i m it. 

" T h e trail of the s e r p e n t is o v e r t h e m a l l ! " 
A l l l ec turers , a l l p r o f e s s o r s , a l l school-masters , 
h a v e r u t s a n d g r o o v e s in their m i n d s into w h i c h 



their conversat ion is perpetua l ly s l id ing . D i d 
y o u never, in r i d i n g t h r o u g h the w o o d s of a still 
June evening, s u d d e n l y feel that y o u had passed 
into a w a r m stratum of air, and in a minute or 
t w o strike the chi l l layer of a t m o s p h e r e beyond? 
Did y o u never, in c l e a v i n g the g r e e n w a t e r s of 
the B a c k B a y — w h e r e the provincial blue-noses 
are in the habit of b e a t i n g the " M e t r o p o l i t a n 
b o a t - c l u b s , — f i n d yoursel f in a tepid s treak, a 
narrow, local gu l f -s t ream, a g r a t u i t o u s w a r m 
bath a l i t t le underdone , t h r o u g h w h i c h y o u r 
^l istening shoulders soon flashed, to b r i n g y o u 
back to the cold realit ies of ful l-sea temperature? 
Just so, in t a l k i n g to any of the characters a b o v e 
referred to, one not u n f r e q u e n t l y finds a sudden 
c h a n g e in the s t y l e of the conversat ion. T h e 
lack-lustre e y e , ray less as a Beacon-street door-
plate in A u g u s t , al l a t once fills w i t h l i g h t ; the 
face flings itself w i d e open like the church-por-
tals when the br ide and br idegroom enter; the 
little man g r o w s in s ta ture b e f o r e y o u r eyes, l ike 
the smal l prisoner w i t h hair on end, b e l o v e d y e t 
dreaded of early c h i l d h o o d ; y o u were t a l k i n g 
w i t h a dwarf a n d a n i m b e c i l e , — y o u have a g i a n t 
a n d a t r u m p e t - t o n g u e d angel before y o u ' . — N o t h -
ing b u t a s treak out of a fifty-dollar l e c t u r e . 

A s when, at s o m e unlooked- for m o m e n t , the 
m i g h t v founta in-co lumn s p r i n g s into the air, 
before' the astonished passer-by ,—si lver- footed 
d iamond-crowned, r a i n b o w - s c a r f e d , — f r o m the 
bosom of that fa i r sheet, sacred to the h y m n s of 
quiet batrachians a t h o m e , the e p i g r a m s of a 
less amiable and less e levated order of reptilia in 

other lat i tudes. 
W h o w a s that person w h o w a s so abused some 

t ime since for s a y i n g that in the confl ict of t w o 
races our sympathies natural ly g o w i t h the 
higher? N o matter w h o he was. N o w look ac. 
w h a t is g o i n g on in I n d i a , — a white , superior 
" C a u c a s i a n " race, against a dark-skinned, in-
ferior, but still " C a u c a s i a n " race ,—and where 
are Engl ish and American s y m p a t h i e s ? W e 
can't stop to settle al l the d o u b t f u l quest ions; 
al l we k n o w is, that the brute nature is sure to 
come out most s t rongly in the lower race, and it 
is the genera l law that the human side of hu-
manity should treat the brutal s ide as it does the 
same nature in the inferior a n i m a l s , — t a m e it or 
c r u s h it. T h e Indian mail brings stories of 
w o m e n and chi ldren o u t r a g e d and murdered • 
the royal s tronghold is in the hands of the b a b e ' 
ki l lers . England takes d o w n the M a p of the 
World, which she has g i rd led with empire, and 
makes a correction t h u s : Delhi. Dele. T h e 
civi l ized world says, A m e n . 

D o not think because I talk to y o u of many 
subjects briefly, that I should not find it much 
lazier work to take each one of them and dilute 
it down to an essay. B o r r o w some of m y old 
col lege themes and w a » e r m y remarks to suit 
yourselves , as the H o m e r i c heroes did with their 
melas oinos, that black, sweet , s v r u p y wine (>) 
which they used to a l loy with three parts or more 
of the flowing stream. ( C o u l d it have been me-
lasses, as W e b s t e r and his provincials spell it, or 

, T J ' a?, d e a r o l d »mattering, chat ter ing , 
would-be col lege-president, C o t t o n Mather, has 
it in the " M a e n a l i a ?" P o n d e r thereon, ve small 
antiquaries , who make barn-door-fowl flights of 
learning in " N o - e s and Quer ies ! " — y e Histori-



cal Societies, in one of whose venerable tr iremes 
I, too, ascend the stream of T i m e while other 
hands t u g at the o a r s ! — y e A m i n e s of parasitical 
l i terature, w h o pick u p y o u r gra ins of native-
g r o w n food with a bodkin, h a v i n g g o r g e d upon 
less honest fare until, l ike the great minds 
G o e t h e speaks of, y o u have '-'made a G o l g o t h a " 
of your pages! P o n d e r thereon!) 

Before y o u g o , this morning, I w a n t to read 
y o u a copy of verses. Y o u wi l l understand by 
the title that they are wri t ten in an imaginary 
character . I don't d o u b t they wi l l fit some 
fami ly-man well e n o u g h . I send it forth as 
" O a k H a l l " projects a coat , on a priori g r o u n d s 
of convict ion that it will suit s o m e b o d y . T h e r e 
is no loftier i l lustration of fai th than this. It 
be l ieves that a soul has been clad in flesh; that 
tender parents have fed and nurtured it; that its 
myster ious compages or f rame-work has survived 
its myriad exposures and reached the stature of 
m a t u r i t y ; that the Man, n o w self-determining, 
has g iven in his adhesion to the tradit ions and 
habits of the race in favor of artificial c lo th ing; 
that he wi l l , h a v i n g all the w o r l d to choose 
f r o m , select the very local i ty where this auda-
c ious genera l izat ion has been acted upon. It 
bui lds a g a r m e n t cut to the pattern of an Idea, 
and trusts t h a t N a t u r e will model a material 
shape to fit it. T h e r e is a prophecy in every 
seam, and its pockets are fu l l of i n s p i r a t i o n . — 
N o w hear the verses. 

T H E O L D M A N D R E A M S . 
O for one hour of youthful joy! 

Give back my twentieth spring! 
I'd rather laugh a bright-haired boy 

Than reign a gray-beard king! 

Off with the wrinkled spoils of age! 
A w a y with learning's crown! 

Tear out life's wisdom written page, 
A n d dash its trophies down! 

One moment let my life-blood stream 
From boyhood's fount of flame! 

Give me one giddy, reeling dream 
Of l ife all love and fame! 

M y listening angel heard the prayer, 
And calmly smiling said, 

" I f I but touch thy silvered hair, 
T h y hasty wish hath sped. 

" B u t is there nothing in thy track 
T o bid thee fondly stay, 

While the swift seasons hurry back 
T o find the wished-for day?'' 

A h . truest soul of womankind! 
Without thee, what were life? 

One biiss I cannot leave behind: 
I'll take—my—precious—-wife! 

The angel took a sapphire pen 
And wrote in rainbow dew, 

" T h e man would be a boy again, 
And be a husband too!" 

" A n d is there nothing yet unsaid 
Before the change appears? 

Remember, all their gifts have fled 
With those dissolving years!" 

W h y , yes; for memory would recall 
M y fond paternal j o y s ; 

I could not bear to leave them all: 
I'll t a k e — m y — g i r l — a n d — b o y s ! 

T h e smiling angel dropped his pen, 
" W h y this will never do; 

The man would be a boy again, 
And be a father too!" 
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And so I laughed.—my laughter woke 
The household with its noise .— 

And wrote my dream, when morning broke, 
To please the gray-haired boys. 

(I am s o well pleased with m y boarding-house 
that I intend to remain there, perhaps for years . 
O f course , I shall have a great m a n y conversa-
t ions to report, and they will necessari ly b e of 
different tone and on dif ferent subjects . T h e 
ta lks are l ike the b r e a k f a s t s , — s o m e t i m e s d ipped 
toast , and somet imes d r y . Y o u must take them 
as they come. H o w can I do w h a t all these 
letters ask m e to? No. i w a n t s serious and 
earnest t h o u g h t . N o . 2 (letter smells of bad 
cigars) must have more j o k e s ; w a n t s m e to te l l 
a " g o o d s t o r y " that he has copied out for m e . 
(I suppose t w o letters before the w o r d " g o o d " 
- e f e r to some D o c t o r of Div in i ty w h o told the 
s t o r y . ) N o . 3 (in female hand) more poetry . 
No. 4 wants s o m e t h i n g that would be of use to 
a practical man. (Prahctical mahn he p r o b a b l y 
pronounces it.) No. 5 ( g i l t - e d g e d , sweet-
scented) — " more s e n t i m e n t , " — " heart 's out-
p o u r i n g s . " 

My dear friends, one and all , I can d o noth ing 
b u t report such r e m a r k s as I happen to have 
made at our breakfast-table . T h e i r character 
wi l l depend on m y a c c i d e n t s , — a g o o d deal on 
the part icular persons in the company to w h o m 
they were addressed. It so happens t h a t those 
which fol low were mainly intended for the 
div ini ty-student and the school-mistress; t h o u g h 
others , w h o m I need not mention, saw fit to 
interfere, with more or less propriety , in the 
conversat ion. T h i s is one of m y privi leges as a 

ta lker; and of course, if I w a s not t a l k i n g for 
o u r whole c o m p a n y , I don't expect all the read-
ers of this periodical to be interested in my 
notes of w h a t w a s said. Still, I think there 
m a y be a f e w that will rather l ike this v e i n , — 
possibly prefer it to a l ivelier o n e , — s e r i o u s 
y o u n g men, and y o u n g w o m e n general ly , in 
l i fe 's roseate parenthesis f rom years of a g e 
to inclusively. 

A n o t h e r priv i lege of t a l k i n g is to misquote. 
O f course it wasn't Proserpina that ac tua l ly c u t 
the ye l low h a i r , — b u t Iris. It w a s the former 
lady's regular business, but D i d o has used her-
self ungentee l ly , and M a d a m e d ' E n f e r stood 
firm on the point of et iquette . S o the bathy-
colpian H e r e — J u n o , in L a t i n — s e n t d o w n Iris 
instead. B u t I w a s m i g h t i l y pleased to see that 
one of the gent leman that d o the heavy articlef 
for this magaz ine misquoted C a m p b e l l ' s linw 
w i t h o u t any excuse. " W a f t us home the mes-
sage " of course it o u g h t to be. Will he be duly 
g r a t e f u l for the correct ion ?) 

T h e more we s tudy the b o d y and the mind, 
the more we find both to be g o v e r n e d , not by, 
b u t according to laws, such as we observe in the 
l a r g e r universe. Y o u think you k n o w all about 
walking,—don't y o u , now? Wel l , h o w d o you 
suppose y o u r lower l imbs are held to y o u r body? 
T h e y are sucked u p by two c u p p i n g vessels 
( " c o t y l o i d " — c u p - l i k e — c a v i t i e s ) , and held there 
as l o n g as y o u live, and longer. A t any rate, 
y o u think y o u move them b a c k w a r d and for-
w a r d at such a rate as y o u r will determines, 
don ' t you? O n the contrary , they s w i n g just 
as any other p e n d u l u m s s w i n g , at a fixed rate, 



determined b y their length. Y o u can alter this 
by muscular power , as y o u can take hold of the 
pendulum of a clock and make it move faster or 
s lower; but y o u r ordinary gait is t imed by the 
same mechanism as the m o v e m e n t s of the solar 
system. 

(My friend, the Professor , told m e all this, re-
ferr ing me to a certain G e r m a n physiologist b y 
the name of W e b e r for proof of the facts, which, 
however , he said he had often verified. I ap-
propriated it to m y o w n use. W h a t can one d o 
better than this, w h e n one has a friend that tel ls 
him a n y t h i n g worth r e m e m b e r i n g ? T h e Pro-
fessor seems to think that man and the general 
powers of the universe are in partnership. S o m e 
one w a s s a y i n g that it cost nearly half a million 
to move the L e v i a t h a n o n l y so far as they had 
g o t it a l r e a d y . " W h y , " said the Professor , 
" t h e y m i g h t have hired an earthquake for less 
m o n e y ! ' ) 

Just as we find a mathematica l rule at the 
bottom of m a n y of the bodi ly movements , jus t 
so t h o u g h t m a y be supposed to h a v e its regular 
cycles . S u c h or such a t h o u g h t comes round 
periodically in its turn. A c c i d e n t a l suggest ions , 
however , so far interfere with the regular cyc les 
that we may find them practical ly beyond o u r 
power of recognit ion. T a k e all this for what it 
is worth, but at any rate y o u will a g r e e that 
there are certain part icular thoughts that do not 
c o m e up once a d a y , nor once a week, but that 
a y e a r would hardly g o round without y o u r hav-
i n g them pass t h r o u g h v o u r mind. Here is one 
that comes u p at intervals in this w a y : S o m e 
one speaks of it and there is an instant and eager 

smile of assent in the l istener or listeners. Yes, 
indeed; they have of ten been struck by it. 

All at once a conviction flashes through us that we 
have been in the same precise circumstances as at the 
present instant, once or many times before. 

" O , dear , y e s ! " said one of the c o m p a n y ; 
" e v e r y b o d y has had that f e e l i n g . " 

T h e landlady didn't k n o w a n y t h i n g a b o u t such 
notions; in w a s an idee in fo lks ' heads, she ex-
pected. 

T h e schoolmistress said, in a hes i tat ing sort of 
way, that she knew the fee l ing wel l , and didn' t 
l ike to exper ience i t ; it m a d e her think she w a s 
a g h o s t , sometimes. 

T h e y o u n g fe l low w h o m they call John said 
he knew all a b o u t it; he had jus t l ighted a 
cheroot the other d a y when a t remendous con-
viction all at once came o v e r him that he had 
done jus t that same t h i n g e v e r so m a n y t imes 
before. I looked severely at him, and his coun-
tenance immediate ly fe l l—on the side toward me; 
I cannot answer for the other, f o r he can wink 
or l a u g h with either half of his face w i t h o u t the 
other hal f 's k n o w i n g it. 

I have n o t i c e d — I w e n t on to s a y — t h e fol low-
i n g c ircumstances connected w i t h these sudden 
impressions. First , that the condit ion which 
seems to be the dupl icate of a f o r m e r one is 
o f ten v e r y t r iv ia l ,—one that might have pre-
sented itself a h u n d r e d times. S e c o n d l y , that 
the impression is very evanescent , and that it is 
rarely , if ever, recalled by any v o l u n t a r y effort , 
at least a f t e r any time has e lapsed. T h i r d l y , 
that there is a disincl ination to record the cir-
cumstances , and a sense of incapacity to repro-



duce the state of mind in words. F o u r t h l y , 1 
have of ten felt the dupl icate condit ion had not 
only occurred once before, b u t that it w a s 
famil iar , and, as it seemed, habi tual . L a s t l y , I 
h a v e had the same convic t ions in m y dreams. 

H o w do I a c c o u n t for i t ? — W h y , there are 
several w a y s that I can mention, and y o u m a y 
t a k e y o u r choice. T h e first is that which the 
y o u n g lady hinted a t ; — t h a t these flashes are 
sudden recol lect ions of a previous existence. I 
d o n ' t bel ieve that ; for I r e m e m b e r a poor stu-
d e n t I used to k n o w told me he had such a con-
v ic t ion one d a y when he w a s b l a c k i n g his boots, 
and I can't think he had ever lived in another 
w o r l d where t h e y use D a y and Martin. 

S o m e think that Dr . W i g a n ' s doctr ine of the 
brain's be ing a double o r g a n , its hemispheres 
w o r k i n g t o g e t h e r l ike the t w o eyes, accounts for 
it. O n e of the hemispheres h a n g s fire, they 
suppose, and the small interval between the 
perceptions of the nimble and the s luggish half 
seems an indefinitely l o n g period, and therefore 
the second percept ion appears to be the copy of 
another, ever so o ld . B u t even a l l o w i n g the 
centre of percept ion to b e double , I can see no 
good reason for s u p p o s i n g this indefinite length-
e n i n g of the t ime, nor a n y a n a l o g y that bears it 
out . It seems to m e most l ikely that the coinci-
dence of c i rcumstances is very part ial , but that 
we take this partial resemblance for identity, as 
w e occasional ly do resemblances of persons. A 
m o m e n t a r y posture of c i rcumstances is so far 
l ike some p r e c e d i n g one that we accept it as 
e x a c t l y the same, just as we accost a s t ranger 
occas ional ly , m i s t a k i n g him for a fr iend. T h e 

apparent similarity m a y be o w i n g , perhaps, 
quite as much to the mental state at the time as 
to the o u t w a r d c ircumstances . 

H e r e is another of these cur iously recurring 
r e m a r k s . I have said it and heard it many 
t imes, and occasional ly met with s o m e t h i n g like 
it in b o o k s — s o m e w h e r e in B u l w e r ' s novels , I 
think, and in one of the works of M r . O l m s t e d , 
I k n o w . 

Memory, imagination, old sentiments and associa-
tions, are more readily reached through the sense of 
smell than by almost any other channel. 

O f course the particular odors which act upon 
each person's susceptibi l i t ies differ. O , yes , I 
wi l l tell some of mine. T h e smell of phosphorus 
is one of them. D u r i n g a y e a r or t w o of ado-
lescence I used to be d a b b l i n g in chemistry a 
good deal , and as a b o u t that t ime I had m y lit-
tle aspirat ions and passions l ike another, some 
of these things g o t m i x e d u p with each other; 
orange-colored f u m e s of ni trous acid, and 
visions as br ight and transient; r e d d e n i n g lit-
m u s paper and b l u s h i n g cheeks; eheul 

" Solus occidere redire possunt," 
b u t there is no r e a g e n t t h a t will redden the 
f a d e d roses of e ighteen hundred a n d — s p a r e 
t h e m ! But , as I w a s s a y i n g , phosphorus fires 
this train of associations in an instant; i ts lu-
m i n o u s vapors with their penetrat ing o d o r throw 
me into a t rance ; it comes to m e in a double 
sense " t ra i l ing clor.ds of g l o r y . O n l y the con-
f o u n d e d V i e n n a matches , ohne phosphor geruch, 
have worn m y sensibilities a l ittle. 

T h e n there is the m a r i g o l d . W h e n I w a s of 
smal lest dimensions, and w o n t to ride impacted 



b e t w e e n the knees of f o n d parental pair , w e 
w o u l d somet imes cross the b r i d g e to the n e x t 
v i l lage-town and s top opposite a low, b r o w n , 
" gambre l -roofed " c o t t a g e . O u t of i t would 
c o m e one Sa l ly , sister of its s w a r t h y tenant, 
s w a r t h y herself , shady- l ipped, sad-voiced, and, 
b e n d i n g over her flower-bed, would gather a 
" p o s y , " as she cal led it, for the l ittle b o y . Sa l ly 
lies in the c h u r c h y a r d w i t h a s lab of blue s late 
a t her head, l ichen-crusted and leaning a l ittle 
the last few years. C o t t a g e , ga r de n- be ds , 
posies, grenadier- l ike r o w s of seedl ing onions—\ 
stat l iest of v e g e t a b l e s — a l l are gone , but the 
breath of a mar igo ld br ings them all back to 
me. 

Perhaps the herb everlasting, the f r a g r a n t im-
mortelle of o u r autumn fields, has the most sug-
gest ive odor to me of all those that set me dream-
ing. I can hardly descr ibe the s trange t h o u g h t s 
and emotions that c o m e to me as I inhale the 
a r o m a of its pale, d r y , rust l ing flowers. A some-
t h i n g it has of sepulchral sp icery , as if it had 
been b r o u g h t from the core of some great pyra-
mid, where it had lain on the breast of a mum-
mied Pharoah. Something , too, of immorta l i ty 
m the said, fa int sweetness l i n g e r i n g so long in 
its lifeless petals. Y e t this does not tell w h y it 
fills my eyes with tears , and carries me in bliss-
f u l t h o u g h t to the b a n k s of asphodel that border 
the R i v e r of L i fe . 

I should not have ta lked so much a b o u t these 
personal susceptibi l i t ies if I had not a remark 
to make a b o u t them that I bel ieve is a new o n e . 
It is this. T h e r e m a y be a physical reason for 
the s trange connection between the sense of 

smell and the mind. T h e o l f a c t o r y nerve — so 
m y fr iend, the Professor , tells me — is the o n l y 
one direct ly connected with the hemispheres of 
the brain, the parts in w h i c h , as we have e v e r y 
reason to believe, the inte l lectual processes are 
per formed. T o speak more truly, the o l fac tory 
" nerve" is not a nerve at all , he says, b u t a part 
of the brain, in int imate connection w i t h its an-
terior lobes. W h e t h e r this anatomical arrange-
ment is at the bottom of the facts I have men-
tioned, I wi l l not decide , b u t it is curious e n o u g h 
to be worth r e m e m b e r i n g . C o n t r a s t the sense 
of taste, as a source of s u g g e s t i v e impressions, 
with that of smell . N o w the Professor assures 
m e that y o u will find the nerve of taste has no 
immediate connect ion with the brain proper , 
b u t only w i t h the pro longat ion of the spinal 
cord. 

( T h e old g e n t l e m a n opposite did not pay 
m u c h attention, I think, to this hypothes is of 
mine. B u t whi le I w a s s p e a k i n g a b o u t the 
sense of smell he nestled a b o u t in his seat , and 
present ly succeeded in g e t t i n g out a l a r g e red 
bandanna handkerchief . T h e n he lurched a 
little to the other side, and a f t e r m u c h tr ibu-
lation at last extr icated an ample round snuff-
box. I looked as he opened it and felt for the 
wonted pugi l . Moist rappee, and a T o n k a - b e a n 
l y i n g therein. I made the manual s ign under-
stood of all mankind that use the precious d u s t , 
and presently m y brain, too, responded to the 
l o n g unused s t i m u l u s . — O , b o y s , — t h a t w e r e , — 
actual papas and possible g r a n d - p a p a s , — s o m e 
of y o u with crowns l ike bil l iard-balis, some in 
locks of sable s i lvered, and some of s i lver sa-



b l e d , — d o y o u remember, as you d o z e over this, 
those after-dinners at the T r o i s F r è r e s ; w h e n 
the Scotch-pla ided snuff-box went round, and 
the dry L u n d y - F o o t t ickled its w a y a l o n g into 
o u r h a p p y sensoria? T h e n it w a s that C h a m -
bertin or the C l ô t V o u g ê o t came in, s l u m b e r i n g 
in its straw cradle. A n d one a m o n g y o u , — d o 
y o u r e m e m b e r h o w he would have a bit of ice 
a l w a y s in his B u r g u n d y , and sit t ink l ing it 
a g a i n s t the sides o,f the bubble- l ike g l a s s , say-
i n g that he w a s h e a r i n g the cow-bel ls as he 
used to hear them, w h e n the d e e p - b r e a t h i n g 
kine came home a t twi l ight from a h u c k l e b e r r y 
pasture, in the old home a thousand l e a g u e s 
t o w a r d s the sunset?) 

A h , me! w h a t strains and strophes of unwri t -
ten verse pulsate t h r o u g h my soul when I open 
a certain c loset in the ancient house where I 
w a s born! O n its shelves used to lie bundles of 
s w e e t - m a r j o r a m and p e n n y r o y a l and lavender 
and mint and catnip; there apples were stored 
until their seeds should g r o w black, w h i c h 
h a p p y period there were sharp little milk-teeth 
a l w a y s ready to ant ic ipate; there peaches lay in 
the dark, t h i n k i n g of the sunshine they h a d 
lost . until , l ike the hearts of saints that d r e a m 
of heaven in their sorrow, they g r e w f r a g r a n t 
as the breath of a n g e l s . T h e ordorous e c h o of a 
score of dead summers l ingers y e t in those d i m 
recesses. 

D o I r e m e m b e r B y r o n ' s l ine a b o u t " s t r i k i n g 
the electric chain?" T o be sure I do. I some-
times think the less the hint that stirs the auto-
matic machinery of association, the more easily 
this moves us. W h a t can be more trivial than 

that old story of o p e n i n g the fo l io S h a k s p e a r e 
that used to lie in some ancient Engl i sh hall and 
finding the flakes of Chr is tmas pastry between 
its leaves, shut up in them perhaps a hundred 
years ago? A n d , lo! as one looks on these poor 
relics of a b y g o n e generat ion, the universe 
c h a n g e s in the t w i n k l i n g of an e y e ; old G e o r g e 
the Second is back again, and the e lder P i t t is 
c o m i n g into power , and G e n e r a l W o l f e is a fine, 
promis ing y o u n g man, and over the C h a n n e l 
t h e y are p u l l i n g the S i e u r D a m i e n s to pieces 
w i : h wi ld horses, and across the At lant ic the 
Indians are t o m a h a w k i n g H i r a m s and Jonathans 
and Jonases at F o r t Wil l iam H e n r y ; al l the 
dead people that have been in the d u s t so l o n g 
even to the s tout-armed cook t h a t made the 
pastry ,are al ive a g a i n ; the planet unwinds a 
hundred of its luminous coi ls ,and the procession 
of the equinoxes is retraced on the dial of heaven 
A l l this for a bit of pie crust ! 

I will thank you for that pie, said the provok-
i n g y o u n g fe l low w h o m I have named repeatedly . 
H e looked at i t for a m o m e n t , and p u t his hands 
to his e y e s as if moved. I w a s th inking, he said, 
i n d i s t i n c t l y — 

H o w ? W h a t is't? said o u r landlady. 
I w a s th inking, said he, w h o w a s k i n g of E n g -

land w h e n this old pie w a s b a k e d , and it m a d e 
me feel bad to think h o w l o n g he m u s t have 
been dead. 

( O u r landlady is a decent b o d y , poor, and a 
w i d o w , of course; cela va sans dire. She told me 
her story once; it w a s as if a gra in of corn that 

h a d been g r o u n d and bolted had tried to indi-
v idual ize itself by a special narrative. T h e r e 



w a s the w o o i n g and the w e d d i n g — t h e start in 
l i f e — t h e d i s a p p o i n t m e n t , — t h e chi ldren she had 
b u r i e d , — t h e s t r u g g l e a g a i n s t f a t e , — t h e dis-
m a n t l i n g of l i fe, first of its small luxuries , and 
then of its c o m f o r t s , — t h e broken sp i r i t s ,—the 
altered character of the one on w h o m she leaned 
— a n d a t last the death that came and drew the 
b lack curtain between her and all her earthly 
h o p e s . 

I never l a u g h e d a t m y l a n d l a d y a f t e r she had 
told me her s tory , b u t I o f t e n c r i e d , — n o t those 
p a t t e r i n g tears that run off the eaves u p o n our 
ne ighbors ' g r o u n d s , the stillicidium of self-con-
scious sentiment, b u t those which steal noise-
lessly t h r o u g h their c o n d u i t s until they reach 
the cisterns l y i n g r o u n d a b o u t the h e a r t ; those 
tears that we w e e p inwardly with u n c h a n g i n g 
f e a t u r e s ; — s u c h I did shed for her o f ten when 
the imps of the boarding-house Inferno t u g g e d 
a t her soul w i t h their red-hot pincers.) 

Y o u n g m a n , — I s a i d , — t h e pasty y o u speak 
l ight ly of is not old, but courtesy to those w h o 
labor to serve us, especial ly if they are of the 
w e a k e r sex, is very o ld , and y e t wel l worth re-
taining. T h e pasty looks to me as if it were 
tender, but I k n o w that the hearts of women 
are so. May I r e c o m m e n d to y o u the f o l l o w i n g 
c a u t i o n , as a g u i d e , w h e n e v e r y o u are dea l ing 
with a w o m a n , or an artist, or a p o e t ; — i f y o u 
are h a n d l i n g an editor or politician, it is super-
fluous advice. I take it f rom the back of one 
of those little French t o y s which contain past-
board figures moved by a small r u n n i n g stream 
of fine sand ; Benjamin Frankl in will translate 
it for y o u : "Quoiqu'elle scit tres solidemrnt montee. 

it faut Tie pas brutaliser la machine." I will thank 
you for the pie, if you please. 

(I took more of it than w a s g o o d for m e , — a s 
m u c h as 85°, I should t h i n k , — a n d had an indi-
gest ion in consequence. W h i l e I w a s suf fer ing 
from it, I wrote some sadly d e s p o n d i n g poems, 
and a theological essay w h i c h took a very melan-
c h o l y v iew of creat ion. W h e n I g o t better I 
label led them all " Pie-crust ," and laid them b y 
as scarecrows and solemn w a r n i n g . I have a 
n u m b e r of books on m y shelves t h a t I should 
l ike to label with some such t i t l e ; but , as they 
have great names on their title p a g e s , — D o c t o r s 
of D i v i n i t y , some of t h e m — i t w o u l d n ' t do.) 

M y friend, the Professor , w h o m I have men-
tioned to y o u once or twice, told m e yesterday 
that s o m e b o d y had been a b u s i n g him in some of 
the journals of his ca l l ing . I told him that I 
d idn ' t d o u b t he deserved it; that I h o p e d he did 
deserve a l ittle a b u s e occas ional ly , and would for 
a nu m be r of years to c o m e ; that n o b o d y could 
d o a n y t h i n g to made his ne ighbors wiser or 
be t t e r w i t h o u t b e i n g l iable to abuse for it; espec-
ial ly that people hated to have their little mis-
takes m a d e fun of , and perhaps he had been do-
i n g s o m e t h i n g of the k i n d . - T h e Professor 
s m i l e d — N o w , said I, hear what I am g o i n g to 
say. It will not take y o u many years to br ing 
you to the period or l ife when men, a t least the 
m a j o r i t y of w r i t i n g and t a l k i n g men, d o noth ing 
b u t praise. Men, like peaches and pears, g r o w 
sweet a l ittle while before they begin to d e c a y . 
I don't k n o w w h a t it i s , — w h e t h e r a s p o n t a n e o u s 
change , mental or bodi ly , or w h e t h e r it is 
f h r o u g h the experience thanklessness of cr i t ical 



h o n e s t y , — b u t it is a fact , that m o s t writers, 
e x c e p t sour and unsuccessful ones, g e t tired of 
finding faul t a t a b o u t the t ime when they are 
b e g i n n i n g to g r o w old. A s a g e n e r a l thing, I 
w o u l d not g i v e a g r e a t deal for the fa ir w o r d s 
of a cr i t ic , if he is himself an a u t h o r , over fifty 
years of a g e . A t thirty w e are all t r y i n g to c u t 
o u r names in b i g letters upon the w a l l s of this 
tenement of l i fe; t w e n t y years later w e have 
carved it, or shut up o u r jack-knives . T h e n w e 
are ready to help others, and care less to hinder 
any , because n o b o d y ' s e l b o w s are in our w a y . 
So I am g l a d y o u have a l ittle l ife le f t ; you will 
be saccharine e n o u g h in a f e w years. 

S o m e of the s o f t e n i n g effects of a d v a n c i n g 
a g e have s truck m e v e r y much in w h a t I have 
heard or seen here and e lsewhere. I just n o v 
spoke of the s w e e t e n i n g process that authors 
u n d e r g o . D o y o u k n o w that in the g r a d u a l 
passage from m a t u r i t y to helplessness the harsh-
est characters sometimes have a period in which 
they are g e n t l e and placid as y o u n g children? 
I have heard it said, b u t I cannot be sponsor 
for its truth, that the f a m o u s chieftain, Lochie l , 
w a s rocked in a cradle l ike a b a b y , in his old 
age . A n old man, whose studies had been of 
the severest scholastic k ind, used to love to hear 
little nursery-stories read over and over to him. 
O n e w h o saw the D u k e of Wel l ington in his last 
years describes him as v e r y gent le in his aspect 
and demeanor . I r e m e m b e r a person of sin-
gular ly stern and l o f t y - b e a r i n g w h o became re-
m a r k a b l y g r a c i o u s and easy in all his w a y s in 
the later period of his l i fe . 

A n d that leads me to say that men o f t e n re-
mind me of pears in their w a y of c o m i n g to ma-
turity . S o m e are ripe a t twenty , l ike human 
Jargonel les , and must be m a d e the most of, for 
their d a y is soon over . S o m e come into their 
perfect condit ion late , l ike the autumn kinds, 
and they last better than the s u m m e r fruit . A n d 
some, that l ike the Winter-Nel is , have been hard 
and uninvi t ing unti l al l the rest have had their 
season, g e t their g l o w and p e r f u m e l o n g a f t e r the 
frost and snow have done their w o r s t with the 
orchards. B e w a r e of rash crit icisms; the r o u g h 
and str ingent fruit y o u c o n d e m n m a y be an a u -
tumn or a winter pear , and that which y o u picked 
u p beneath the same b o u g h in A u g u s t m a y have 
been only its w o r m e a t e n windfa l l s . Milton w a s 
a S a i n t - G e r m a i n with a g r a f t of the roseate 
E a r l y - C a t h e r i n e . R i c h , j u i c y , l ively, f ragrant , 
russet-skinned old C h u a c e r w a s an Easter-
B e u r r e ; the buds of a n e w s u m m e r were swel l ing 
when he r ipened. 

T h e r e is n o p o w e r I e n v y so m u c h — s a i d the 
d i v i n i t y - s f i d e n t — a s that of see ing analogies 
and m a k i n g comparisons. I don ' t understand 
h o w it is that some minds are cont inual ly coup-
l i n g t h o u g h t s or objects that seem not in the 
least related to each other , unti l all at once they 
are p u t in a certain l ight , and y o u w o n d e r t h a t 
y o u did not a l w a y s see that they were as l ike as 
a pair of twins. It appears to me a sort of mi-
r a c u l o u s g i f t . 

( H e is rather a nice y o u n g man, and I think 
has an appreciat ion of the h i g h e r mental quali-
t ies remarkable for one of his years and train-
ing . I try his head occasional ly as housewives 



try e g g s , — g i v e it an intel lectual shake and hold 
it u p to the l ight, so to speak, to see if it has l ife 
in it, a c t u a l or potentia l , or o n l y contains l i fe-
less a l b u m e n . ) 

Y o u cal l it miraculous,—I r e p l i e d , — t o s s i n g the 
expression w i t h m y fac ia l eminence , a l i t t le 
s m a r t l y , I fear. T w o men are w a l k i n g b y the 
polyphloesboean ocean, one of them h a v i n g a 
smal l tin c u p w i t h which he can scoop up a gi l l 
of sea-water when he wil l , and the other noth-
i n g b u t his hands, which will hardly hold water 
at a l l , — a n d y o u cal l the tin c u p a m i r a c u l o u s 
possession! It is the ocean t h a t is the miracle, 
m y infant apost le ! N o t h i n g is c learer than that 
all th ings are in all things, a n d t h a t jus t accord-
i n g to the intensity and extens ion of our mental 
be ing we shall see the m a n v in the one and the 
one in the m a n y . Did Sir Isaac think w h a t he 
w a s s a y i n g w h e n he m a d e his speech a b o u t the 
o c e a n , — t h e child and the pebbles, y o u k n o w ? 
Did he mean to speak s l i g h t l y of a pebble? O f 
a spherical solid which s tood sentinel o v e r its 
c o m p a r t m e n t of space before the stone that be-
came the pyramids had g r o w n solid, and has 
watched it until n o w ! A b o d y w h i c h k n o w s all 
the currents of force that traverse the g l o b e : 
which holds by invisible threads to the r ing of 
Saturn and the belt of O r i o n ! A b o d y f rom the 
contemplat ion of which an arch-angel could in-
fer the entire inorganic universe as the simplest 
of corollaries! A throne of the a l l -pervading 
D e i t y , w h o has g u i d e d its every a tom since the 
rosary of heaven was s t r u n g w i t h beaded stars: 

S o , — t o return to our walk by the ocean, if all 
that Doetry has dreamed, all that insanity has 

raved, all that m a d d e n i n g narcotics have driven 
t h r o u g h the brains of men, or smothered passion 
nursed in the facies of w o m e n , — i f the dreams of 
co l leges and convents, and boarding-schools ,-^ 
if every h u m a n fee l ing t h a t s ighs , or smiles, or 
curses , shr ieks , or g r o a n s , should b r i n g all their 
innumerable i m a g e s , such as c o m e w i t h every 
hurried h e a r t - b e a t , — t h e epic that held them a l l , 
t h o u g h its le t ters filled the zodiac , w o u l d be t ut 
a c u p f u l f r o m the infinite ocean of s imi l i tudes 
and analogies t h a t rolls t h r o u g h the universe. 

[ T h e div ini ty-student honored himself by the 
w a y in w h i c h he received this. H e did n o t 
swal low it a t once, neither did he r e j e c t it; b u t 
he t o o k it as a pickerel takes the bait , and car-
ried it off w i t h him to his hole (in the f o u r t h 
s tory) to deal w i t h it a t his le isure.] 

H e r e is another remark made for his especial 
b e n e f i t . — T h e r e is a natural t e n d e n c y in many 
persons to run their ad jec t ives t o g e t h e r in triads, 
as I have heard them c a l l e d , — t h u s : H e w a s 
honorable , c o u r t e o u s and brave; she w a s grace-
fu l , p leas ing and v ir tuous. D r . Johnson is 
f a m o u s f o r this; I think it was B u l w e r w h o said 
y o u could separate a p a p e r in the " R a m b l e r " 
into three dist inct essays. M a n y of our wri ters 
show the same t e n d e n c y — m y fr isnd, the Pro-
fessor, especial ly . S o m e think it is in h u m b l e 
imitation of Johnson,—some that i t is f o r the 
sake of the stately sound only . I don ' t think 
they g e t to the bottom of it. It is, I suspect , an 
instinctive and involuntary ef fort of the mind to 
psesent a t h o u g h t or image w i t h the three dimen-
sions xh&t be long to every s o l i d , — a n unconscious 
handl ing of an idea as if it had length, breadth 



and thickness. It is a g r e a t deal easier to say 
this than to prove it, and a g r e a t deal easier to 
d i s p u t e it than disprove it. B u t mind this, the 
more w e observe and s t u d y , the wider we find 
the r a n g e of the automat ic and instinctive prin-
c ip les in b o d y , mind and morals , and the nar-
r o w e r the limits of the se l f -determining conscious 
movement . 

I have o f t e n seen piano-forte p l a y e r s and 
s ingers m a k e s u c h s t r a n g e mot ions o v e r their 
instruments or song-books that I w a n t e d to 
l a u g h a t them. " Where did o u r fr iends pick 
u p all these fine ecstat ic airs ? " I w o u l d say to 
mysel f . T h e n I w o u l d r e m e m b e r M y L a d y in 
" M a r r i a g e & la Mode," and a m u s e mysel f with 
th inking h o w affectat ion w a s the s a m e t h i n g in 
H o g a r t h ' s t ime and in o u r o w n . B u t one d a y 
I b o u g h t me a C a n a r y - b i r d and h u n g him u p in 
a c a g e at m y w i n d o w . B y - a n d - b y he found 
himself a t h o m e , and b e g a n to pipe his l i t t le 
tunes ; and there he w a s , sure e n o u g h , swim-
m i n g and w a v i n g a b o u t , w i t h all the d r o o p i n g s 
and l i f t ings and l a n g u i s h i n g s ide-turnings of 
the head that I had l a u g h e d at . A n d now I 
should l ike to a s k , Who t a u g h t him al l this ? — 
and me, t h r o u g h him, that the fool ish h e a d w a s 
not the one s w i n g i n g itself f rom side to side and 
b o w i n g and n o d d i n g o v e r the music , b u t that 
other w h i c h w a s p a s s i n g its shal low and self-
satisfied j u d g m e n t on a creature made of finer 
c lay than the f r a m e which carried t h a t same 
head upon its shoulders ? 

D o y o u w a n t an image of the human will , or 
the se l f -determining principle, as compared with 
its prearranged and impassable restrict ions ? 

A drop of water, imprisoned in a crystal ; y o u 
m a y see such a one in any mineralogical col lec-
tion. O n e little fluid part ic le in the crystal l ine 
prism of the solid universe ! 

W e a k e n moral obl igat ions ? N o , not w e a k e n , 
b u t define them. W h e n I preach that sermon I 
spoke of the other d a y I shal l have to lay down 
some principles not f u l l y recognized in some of 
y o u r text-books . 

I should have to b e g i n w i t h one most f o r m i d -
a b l e pre l iminary . Y o u saw an art ic le the other 
d a y in one of the journals, perhaps, in which 
some old doctor or other said quiet ly t h a t pa-
tients were very apt to be fools and cowards . 
B u t a g r e a t m a n y of the c l e r g y m a n ' s pat ients 
are not only fools and cowards, b u t also liars. 

[ Immense sensation at the table,—-sudden re-
t i rement of the a n g u l a r female in o x y d a t e d bom-
baz ine . M o v e m e n t of a d h e s i o n — a s they say in 
the C h a m b e r of D e p u t i e s — o n the part of the 
y o u n g fe l low they cal l John. F a l l i n g of the 
o ld-gent leman-opposi te 's lower j a w — ( g r a v i t a -
tion is beg inning to g e t the better of him.) O u r 
landlady to B e n j a m i n Frankl in , b r i s k l y , — G o 
to school r ight off, there's a g o o d boy ! School-
mistress curious, takes a quick g l a n c e a t d iv ini ty-
s tudent . Div ini ty s tudent s l ight ly flushed; 
d r a w s his shoulders back a little, as if a b ig 
f a l s e h o o d — o r t r u t h — h a d hit him in the fore-
head. Mvself c a l m . ] 

I should not m a k e such a speech as that, y o u 
k n o w , w i t h o u t h a v i n g pret ty substantial indor-
sers to fall back upon, in case m y credit should 
b e d isputed. Will y o u run upstairs , B e n j a m i n 
Frankl in (for B . F . had not g o n e r ight off, of 



course,) and b r i n g d o w n a small v o l u m e f rom the 
left u p p e r corner of the r ight-hand shelves. 

[ L o o k a t the precious, little black r ibbed-back , 
c lean-typed, ve l lum-papered 321110. "Desidetit 
Erasmi Colloquia. Amstelodami. Typis Ludovici 
Elzevir ii, 1650." V a r i o u s names wri t ten on title-
page. Most conspicuous this; G u l . C o o k e s o n : E. 
C o l l . O m n . Anim. 1725. O x o n . 

O ! Wil l iam C o o k e s o n , of A l l - S o u l s C o l l e g e , 
O x f o r d , — t h e n w r i t i n g as I now w r i t e — n o w in 
the dust , w h e r e I shall l i e , — i s this line all that 
remains to thee of earthly r e m e m b r a n c e . T h y 
n a m e is at least once m o r e spoken by l iv ing 
m e n ; — i s it a pleasu re to thee? T h o u shall share 
with me my little d r a u g h t of i m m o r a l i t y , — i t s 
week, its month, its y e a r , — w h a t e v e r it m a y be, 
— a n d then we will g o t o g e t h e r into the solemn 
archives of Obl iv ion 's U n c a t a l o g u e d L i b r a r y . ] 

If y o u think I have used rather s t r o n g lan-
g u a g e , I shall have to read s o m e t h i n g to you' 
out of the book of this keen and wi t ty scholar, 
the g r e a t E r a s m u s , w h o '- laid the e g g of R e f o r -
mation which L u t h e r h a t c h e d . " O h , you never 
read his Naufragium, or " S h i p w r e c k , " did you? 
O f course not ; for, if y o u had, I don ' t think you 
would have g iven me credi t or d i s c r e d i t — f o r 
entire or ig inal i ty in that speech of mine. T h a t 
men are c o w a r d s in the contemplat ion of f u t u r -
ity be i l lustrated b y the extraordinary antics of 
m a n y on board the s i n k i n g vessel ; that they are 
fools, by their p r a y i n g to the sea, and m a k i n g 
promises to bits of w o o d from the true cross, 
and all the manner of s imilar nonsense; that 
they are fools , c o w a r d s , and l iars all at once, 
by this s tory : I will put it into rough Engl ish 

for y o u . — " I couldn ' t he lp l a u g h i n g to hear one 
fe l low b a w l i n g out , so that he m i g h t be sure to 
be heard, a promise to Saint C h r i s t o p h e r of 
P a r i s — t h e monstrous statue in the g r e a t church 
t h e r e — t h a t he would g i v e him a w a x taper as 
b i g as himself . 'Mind what y o u promise !' said 
an acquaintance that stood near him, p o k i n g 
him with his e l b o w ; 'you w o u l d n ' t p a y for it, if 
y o u sold all y o u r things at auct ion. ' ' H o l d 
y o u r t o n g u e , y o u d o n k e y ! ' said the fe l low, but 
so f t ly , so that Saint C h r i s t o p h e r should not hear 
h i m . — ' d o y o u think I 'm in earnest? If I once 
g e t m y foot on d r y g r o u n d , catch m e g i v i n g him 
so much as a t a l l o w candle! ' 

N o w , therefore, r e m e m b e r i n g that those w h o 
have been loudest in their talk about the great 
subject of which we were s p e a k i n g have not 
necessari ly been wise, brave , and true men, but , 
on the c o n t r a r y , have v e r y o f ten been w a n t i n g 
on one or t w o or all of the qual i t ies these w o r d s 
imply , I should expect to find a g o o d many doc-
trines current in the schools which I should be 
o b l i g e d to cal l foolish, c o w a r d l y and false. 

S o y o u would abuse other people 's beliefs, sir, 
and y e t not tell us y o u r o w n creed !—said the 
d iv in i ty s tudent , c o l o r i n g up with a spirit for 
w h i c h I l iked him all the better. 

I have a creed, I repl ied; none better, and 
none shorter. It is told in t w o w o r d s , — t h e t w o 
first of the Paternoster . A n d when I say these 
w o r d s I mean them. A n d when I compared the 
h u m a n will to a drop in a crystal , and said I 
m e a n t to define moral obl igat ions, and not weak-
en them, this w a s what I intended to e x p r e s s ; 
that the fluent, se l f -determining p o w e r of human 



beings is a very strictly l imited a g e n c y in the 
universe. T h e chief planes of its enc los ing solid 
are, of course, organizat ion, educat ion, condi-
tion. O r g a n i z a t i o n m a y reduce the p o w e r of 
the will to nothing, as in some idiots; and f r o m 
this zero the scale mounts u p w a r d s by s l ight 
graduat ions . Educat ion is only second to 
nature , hmagine all the infants born this y e a r 
in Boston and T i m b u c t o o to c h a n g e places. 
Condi t ion does less, but " G i v e me neither pov-
erty nor riches," w a s the p r a y e r of A g u r , and 
with good reason. If there is any improvement 
in modern theology , it is in g e t t i n g out of the 
region of pure abstract ions and t a k i n g t h f s e 
every-day w o r k i n g forces into account. T h e 
great theological quest ion n o w h e a v i n g and 
throbbing in the minds of Christ ian men in this: 

No, I w o n t talk a b o u t these things now. My 
remarks m i g h t be repeated, and it would g i v e 
my fr iends pain to see with w h a t personal in-
civilities I should be vis i ted. Besides, w h a t busi-
ness has a mere b o a r d e r to be ta lk ing about such 
things at a breakfast-table ? L e t him m a k e 
puns. T o be sure, he w a s b r o u g h t up a m o n g 
the Christ ian fathers, and learned his a lphabet 
out of a quarto " Conc i l ium T r i d e n t i n u m . " H e 
has a lso heard m a n y thousand theologica l lec-
tures by men of various denominat ions ; and it 
is not at al l to the credit of these teachers, if he 
is not fit by this t ime to express an opinion on 
theological matters. 

I know well e n o u g h that there are some of 
you w h o had a g r e a t deal ra ther see me stand 
on my head than use it for any purpose of 
t h o u g h t ! D o e s not m y fr iend, the Professor , 

receive at least t w o letters a week, request ing 
him to , — o n the 
s t rength of some y o u t h f u l ant ics of his, whifch, 
no d o u b t , author izes the inte l l igent const i tuency 
of autogjraph-hunters to address him as a harle-
quin ? 

Wei l , I can't be s a v a g e w i t h y o u f o r w a n t i n g 
to laugh, and I l ike to m a k e y o u l a u g h , well 
e n o u g h , w h e n I can. B u t then observe this; if 
the Sense of the r idiculous is one side of an im-
pressible nature, it is very w e l l , b u t if that is al l 
there is in a m a n , he had better have been an a p e 
a t once, and so h a v e stood at the head of the pro-
fession. L a u g h t e r and tears are m e a n t to turn 
the wheels of the same machinery of sensibi l i ty; 
one is wind-power, and the other water-power; 
that is all. I have o f t e n heard the Professor 
ta lk a b o u t hyster ics as b e i n g N a t u r e ' s c leverest 
i l lustrat ion of the rec iprocal convert ib i l i ty of the 
t w o states of which these acts are the manifesta-
tions; but y o u m a y see it every d a y in ch i ldren; 
and if y o u w a n t to c h o k e w:th stifled tears a t 
s i g h t of the transit ion, as i t s h o w s itself in older 
years, g o and see Mr. B l a k e play Jesse Rural. 

It is a very d a n g e r o u s t h i n g f o r a h t e r r r y man 
to i n d u l g e his love f o r the r idiculous. P e o p l e 
l a u g h with h im jus t so l o n g as he a m u s e s t h e m ; 
but if he a t t e m p t s to be serious, t h e y must still 
have their l a u g h , and so they laugh at him. 
T h e r e is in addi t ion , h o w e v e r , a deeper reason 
for this than would a t first appear . D o y o u 
k n o w that y o u feel a l i t t le superior to every 
man w h o makes y o u l a u g h , w h e t h e r b y m a k i n g 
faces or verses? A r e y o u aware that y o u have a 
p leasant tense of patroniz ing him, w h e n you con-



descend so far as to let him turn somersets, lit-
eral or l i terary , for y o u r r o y a l del ight . N o w if 
a man can only be a l lowed to stand on a dias, or 
raised p lat form, and look d o w n on his ne ighbor 
w h o is e x e r t i n g his ta lent for him, oh- it is al l 
r ight !—f i rs t - ra te p e r f o r m a n c e ! — a n d a j l the rest 
of the fine phrases. B u t if all a t once the per-
f o r m a n c e asks the g e n t l e m a n to c o m e upon the 
floor, a n d , s t e p p i n g upon the p l a t f o r m , begins 
to ta lk d o w n a t h i m , — a h , that wasn ' t in- the 
p r o g r a m m e ! 

I have never f o r g o t t e n w h a t h a p p e n e d w h e n 
S y d n e y S m i t h — w h o , as e v e r y b o d y knows, w a s 
an e x c e e d i n g l y sensible m a n , and a g e n t l e m a n , 
e v e r y inch of h i m — v e n t u r e to preach a sermon 
on the D u t i e s of R o y a l t y . T h e " Q u a r t e r l y , " 
" s o s a v a g e and t a r t a r l y , " came d o w n upon him 
in the most c o n t e m p t u o u s s ty le , as " a j o k e r of 
j o k e s , " a " d i n e r - o u t of the first w a t e r , " in one 
of his o w n phrases; sneer ing a t h im, insul t ing 
h i m , as n o t h i n g b u t a t o a d y of a court , sneak-
i n g behind the a n o n y m o u s , w o u l d ever have 
been mean e n o u g h to d o a man of his posit ion 
and genius, or t o a n y d e c e n t person even. If I 
were g i v i n g advice t o a y o u n g fe l low of talent, 
with t w o or three facets to his mind, I would 
tell h i m b y all means to k e e p his w i t in the 
b a c k g r o u n d unti l a f t e r he had m a d e a reputa-
t ion b y his more solid qualit ies. A n d so to an 
ac tor : Hamlet first, and Bob Logic a f t e r w a r d s , if 
y o u l ike; b u t don ' t th ink, as they say poor 
L i s t o n used t o , that people wi l l be ready to 
a l low that y o u can d o a n y t h i n g g r e a t with 
Macbeth's d a g g e r a f ter flourishing a b o u t with 
Paul Pry's umbre l la . D o y o u k n o w , too, that 

the m a j o r i t y of men look upon all w h o chal-
lenge their a t t e n t i o n , — f o r a whi le , a t l e a s t , — a s 
b e g g a r s and nusiances? T h e y a l w a y s try to g e t 
off as cheaply as they c a n ; and the cheapest of 
al l th ings they can g i v e a l i terary m a n — p a r -
don the for lorn p l e a s a n t r y — i s the funny-bone. 
T h a t is al l v e r y well so f a r as i t g o e s , but 
satisfies no m a n , and makes a good m a n y 
a n g r y , as I told y o u on a f o r m e r occasion. 

O h , indeed, no ! I am not ashamed to m a k e 
y o u l a u g h , occasional ly . I think I could read 
y o u s o m e t h i n g I h a v e in m y desk t h a t w o u l d 
probably m a k e y o u smile. P e r h a p s I will read 
it one of these d a y s , if y o u are pat ient with m e 
when I am sentimental a n d ref lective ; not j u s t 
now. T h e ludicrous h a s its p lace in the uni-
verse ; it is not a h u m a n invention, b u t o ne of 
the D i v i n e ideas, i l lustrated in the pract ical 
jokes of k i t tens and m o n k e y s l o n g before Aris-
tophanes or Shakespeare . H o w curious it is 
that w e a l w a y s consider solemnity and the ab-
sence of al l g a y surprises and encounters of 
wits as essential to the idea of the f u t u r e life of 
those w h o m we thus depr ive of half their facul-
ties and then ca l l blessed! T h e r e are not a f e w 
w h o , even in this life, seem to b e prepar ing 
themselves for that smileless eternity to which 
t h e y look f o r w a r d , b y banishing all g a y e t y f rom 
their hearts and all joyousness f r o m their coun-
tenances. I meet one such in the street not un-
f r e q u e n t l y , a person of intel l igence a n d educa-
tion, b u t w h o g ives me (and all that he passes) 
such a ravless and chi l l ing look of recogni t ion , 
— s o m e t h i n g as if he were one of Heaven 's as-
sessors, c o m e d o w n to " doom " e v e r y acquain-



tance he m e . , — t h a t I have somet imes begun to 
sneeze on the spot, and g o n e home w i t h a violent 
cold , d a t i n g f rom that instant. I don ' t d o u b t 
he w o u l d c u t his k i t ten 's tail off, if he c a u g h t 
her p l a y i n g w i t h it . P lease tell me w h o t a u g h t 
her to p lay w i t h it ? 

N o , n o ! — g i v e m e a chance to ta lk to y o u , m y 
fe l low-boarders , and y o u need not be a fra id that 
I shal l have any scruples a b o u t enter ta in ing y o u , 
if I can d o it, as w e l l as g i v i n g y o u some of m y 
serious t h o u g h t s , and perhaps m y sadder fan-
cies. I k n o w n o t h i n g in E n g l i s h or any other 
l i terature m o r e a d m i r a b l e than that sent iment 
of S i r T h o m a s B r o w n e : " E v e r y man truly lives, 
so long as he acts his nature, or some way makes good 
the faculties of himself." 

I find the g r e a t t h i n g in this w o r l d is not so 
m u c h w h e r e w e s tand, as in what direct ion w e 
a r e m o v i n g . T o reach the port of heaven, we 
m u s t sai l somet imes w i t h the w i n d and some-
t imes a g a i n s t i t . — b u t w e m u s t sail, and not dri f t , 
n o r lie a t anchor . T h e r e is one very sad t h i n g 
in old friendships, to e v e r y mind that is really 
m o v i n g o n w a r d . It is this : T h a t one cannot 
he lp u^ing his ear ly f r i e n d s as the seaman uses 
the l o g , to m a r k his progress. E v e r y now and 
then w e throw a n old schoolmate over the stern 
w i t h a s t r i n g of t h o u g h t tied to him, and look 
— I am afraid w i t h a kind of l u x u r i o u s and sanc-
t imonious c o m p a s s i o n — t o see the rate a t w h i c h 
the s tr ing reels off, whi le he lies there b o b b i n g 
u p and down, poor fe l low ! and we are d a s h i n g 
a l o n g w i t h the w h i t e f o a m and b r i g h t sparkle at 
our b o w s ; — t h e ruffled bosom of prosperi ty and 
progress , with a spr ing of d iamonds stuck in it ! 

B u t this is o n l y the sent imental side of the matter; 
for g r o w we must, if we o u t g r o w all that we love. 

D o n ' t misunderstand that metaphor of heav-
i n g the log, I b e g y o u . It is m e r e i y a s m a r t w a y 
of s a y i n g that we cannot avoid m e a s u r i n g our 
rate of m o v e m e n t by those with w h o m we have 
long been in the habit of c o m p a r i n g ourse lves; 
and when they once b e c o m e stat ionary, w e can 
g e t our reckoning f rom them with painful ac-
curacy . We see jus t w h a t w e w e r e when they 
were our peers, and can str ike the balance be-
tween that and w h a t e v e r w e m a y feel ourselves 
to be n o w . N o d o u b t we m a y somet imes be 
mistaken. If we c h a n g e o u r last simile to that 
very old and famil iar one of a fleet leav ing the 
harbor and sai l ing in c o m p a n y for some distant 
region, w e can g e t w h a t we w a n t out of it. 
T h e r e is one of our c o m p a n i o n s ; — h e r streamers 
were torn into rags before she had g o t into the 
open sea, then by and b y her sails b l e w out of 
the ropes one a f t e r another, the w a v e s swept her 
deck, and as n ight came on w e lef t her a seem-
i n g wreck , as we flew u n d e r o u r pyramid of 
canvas . But lo ! a t d a w n she is still in s i g h t , — 
it may be in advance of us. S o m e deep ocean-
current has been m o v i n g her on, s trong, b u t 
s i l e n t , — y e s , s tronger than these noisy winds that 
puff our sails until they are swollen as the cheeks 
of jubi lant cherubim. And when at last the 
black steam t u g w i t h the skeleton arms, that 
comes out of the mist sooner or later and takes 
us all in tow, grapples her and g o e s off p a n t i n g 
and g r o a n i n g w i t h her, it is to that harbor 
w h e r e all w r e c k s are refitted, and where, a las ! 
we, t o w e r i n g in o u r pride, m a y neve*- come. 



S o y o u wi l l not think I mean to speak l i gh t l y 
of old fr iendships, because we cannot help in 
st i tut ing comparisons between our present and 
f o r m e r selves by the aid of those w h o were w h a t 
we are, noth ing strikes me more, in the race of 
l ife, than to see how m a n y g i v e out in the first 
half of the course. " C o m m e n c e m e n t d a y " al-
w a y s reminds me of the start for the " D e r b y , " 
when the beaut i fu l high-bred three-year olds of 
the season are b r o u g h t u p for trial. T h a t d a y 
is the start, and life is the race. H e r e we are 
a t C a m b r i d g e , and a class is j u s t " g r a d u a t i n g . " 
P o o r H a r r y ! he w a s to have been there too, 
b u t he has paid f o r f e i t ; s tep out here into the 
grass back of the church ; ah ! there it is : 

" Hunc lapidem posuerunt 
Sock Moerentes." 

B u t this is the start, and here they a r e , — c o a t s 
br ight as silk, and manes as smooth as eau lus-
trale can m a k e them. S o m e of the best of 
the colts are pranced round, a f e w minutes 
each, to show their paces. W h a t is that old 
gent leman c r y i n g about? and the old lady by 
him, and the three g ir ls , al l c o v e r i n g their eyes 
for? O h , that is tlicir co l t that has just been 
trotted u p on the stage. D o they real ly think 
those little thin legs can d o a n y t h i n g in such a 
s lashing sweepstakes as is c o m i n g off in the next 
for ty years? O h , this terrible g i f t of second-
s ight that comes to some of us when we begin 
to look t h r o u g h the si lvered r ings of the arcus 
senilis. 

Ten years gone. F i r s t turn in the race. A few 
broken d o w n ; t w o or three bolted. Several 

show in a d v a n c e of the ruck. Cassock, a b lack 
colt , seems to be ahead of the rest; those b lack 
colts c o m m o n l y g e t the start, I have not iced, of 
the others , in the first quarter . Meteor has 
pulled up. 

Twenty years. Second corner turned. Cassock 
has dropped from the front , and Judex, an iron-
g r a y , has the lead. B u t look! h o w they have 
thinned out? D o w n fiat,—five,—six,—how 
many? T h e y lie still e n o u g h ! t h e y wi l l not g e t 
up a g a i n in this race, be very sure! A n d the 
rest of them, what a " t a i l i n g o f f " ! A n y b o d y 
can see w h o is g o i n g to w i n , — p e r h a p s . 

Thirty years. T h i r d corner turned. Dives, 
b r i g h t sorrel, r idden b y the fe l low in a ye l low 
lacket , begins to m a k e play f a s t ; is g e t t i n g to 
De the favori te with m a n y . B u t w h o is that 
other one that has been l e n g t h e n i n g his stride 
from the first, and now shows close u p to the 
f r o n t ? D o n ' t you r e m e m b e r the quiet brown 
colt Asteroid, with the star in his f o r e h e a d ? 
r h a t is h e ; he is one of the sort that l a s t s ; 
loook out for h i m ! T h e black " c o l t , " as we 
used to cal l h im, is in the b a c k g r o u n d , t a k i n g it 
easy in a g e n t l e trot . T h e r e is one t h e y used to 
call, the Filly, on account of a certain feminine 
air he had ; well up, y o u see ; the F i l l y is not to 
be despised, my boy ! 

Forty years. More d r o p p i n g o f f , — b u t places 
much as before. 

Fifty years. R a c e over. Al l that are on the 
course are c o m i n g in at a walk; no m o r e run-
ning. W h o is a h e a d ? A h e a d ? W h a t ! and 
the winning-post a s lab of white or g r a y stone 
s t a n a i n g out from that turf where there is no 
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more j o c k e y i n g or straining for v ic tory ' Wel l 
the world marks their places in its bett ing-book-
but be sure that these matter very little, if thev 
have run as well as they knew how ' 

Did I not say to y o u a l ittle while a g o that the 
universe swam m an ocean of s imil i tudes and 
analogies? I will not q u o t e C o w l e y , or B u r n s 
or W o r d s w o r t h , jus t now; to show y o u what' 
t h o u g h t s were s u g g e s t e d to them by ihe s imp-

hut T w i i i ° i J e C t S ' SU<Ch a s a flower or a leaf 
but I will read y o u a f e w l ines, if y o u do no 
of i h n ' S U f g T d ? 0 0 k i n S a t a section of one 
of those c h a m b e r e d shells to w h i c h is g iven the 
name of P e a r l y Naut i lus . W e need not t r o u b l l 
ourselves about the dist inction between this and 
the P a p e r N a u t i l u s , the Argonauta of the 

Z T T , T h e " a m e appl ied to both s h o w s that 
each has l o n g been compared to a ship, as y o u 
m a y see m o r e fu l ly in Webster ' s Dict ionary or the 
E n c y c l o p e d i a to which he refers. If you will look 
into K o g e t s B n d g e w a t e r Treat ise , y o u will find 
a figure of one of these shells, and a section of 
|t. 1 he last will show you the series of enlarg-
m g c o m p a r t m e n t s successful ly d w e l t in by the 
animal that inhabits the shell, which is built in 

this? S p i r a L C a n y ° U find n o l e s s o n i n 

T H E C H A M B E R E D N A U T I L U S . 

This is the ship of pearl, which, poets feign, 
Sails the unshadowed main, 
T h e venturous bark that flings 

j th.e. s w e e } summer wind its purpled wings 
In gulfs enchanted, where the siren sings 

n d c o r a l r e e f s l i e bare 
Where the cold sea-maids rise to sun their streaming halx 

12 webs of l iving gauze no more unfurl; 
Wrecked is the ship of pearl! 
And every chambered cell, 

Where its dim dreaming life w a s wont to dwell, 
A s the frail tenant shaped his growing shell, 

Before thee lies revealed,— 
Its irised ceiling rent, its sunless crypt ensealed. 

Year after year behold the silent toil 
That spread his lustrous coil; 
Still, as the spiral grew, 

He lefc the past year's dwelling for the new. 
Stole with soft step its shining archway through. 

Built up its idledoor. 
Stretched in his last-found home, and knew the old no more 

T h a n k s for the heavenly message brought by thee, 
Child of the wandering sea. 
Cast from her lap forlorn! 

From thy dead lips a clearer note is born 
Than ever Triton blew from wreathed horn! 

While on mine ear it rings, 
Through the deep caves of thought I hear a voice that s l o g » 

Build thee more stately mansions, O my soul ! 
A s the swift seasons roll ! 
Leave thy low-vaulted p a s t ! 

Let each new temple, nobler than the last, 
Shut thee from heaven with a dome more vast , 

Ti l l thou at length art free, 
Leaving thine outgrown shell by life's unresting sea I 

A Lyric c o n c e p t i o n — m y fr iend, the P o e t , 
s a i d — h i t s me l ike a bul let in the forehead. I 
have often had the blood d r o p from m y cheeks 
when it s t r u c k , and felt that I turned as w h i t e 
as death. T h e n c o m e s a creeping as of centi-
pedes running d o w n the s p i n e , — t h e n a g a s p and 
a g r e a t j u m p of the h e a r t , — t h e n a sudden flush 
and a b e a t i n g in the vessels of the h e a d , — t h e n a 
l o n g s i g h , — a n d the poem is writ ten. 



It is an impromptu , I suppose, then, if y o u 
write it s u d d e n l y , — I repl ied. 

N o , — s a i d h e , — f a r from it . I said writ ten, 
out I did not say copied. E v e r y such poem h a s 
a soul and a b o d y , and it is the b o d y of it , or 
the c o p y , that men read and publ ishers p a y for . 
T h e soul of it is born in an instant in the poet 's 
soul. It c o m e s to him a t h o u g h t , tangled in the 
meshes of a f e w s w e e t w o r d s , — w o r d s that h a v e 
loved each other f rom the cradle of the l a n g u a g e , 
b u t have never been wedded unti l now. W h e t h -
e r it wi l l e v e r fu l ly e m b o d y itself in a bridal 
train of a dozen s tanzas or not is uncertain- b u t 
it ex is ts petent ia l ly f r o m the instant that the 
poet turns pale with it . It is e n o u g h to s t u n 
and scare a n y b o d y , to have a hot t h o u g h t c o m e 
crashing t h r o u g h his brain, and p l o u g h i n g u p 
those paral lel ruts where the w a g o n trains of 
c o m m o n ideas were j o g g i n g a l o n g in their regu-
lar sequences of association. N o w o n d e r the 
ancients m a d e the poet ical impulse w h o l l y e x -
ternal G o d d e s s , — M u s e , — d i v i n e a f f l a t u s , — 
s o m e t h i n g outs ide a l w a y s . I never w r o t e a n y 
verses worth reading. I can't . I am too stupid. 
If 1 ever copied a n y that were worth r e a d i n g , I 

w a s only a medium. 
[I w a s t a l k i n g all this t ime to our b o a r d e r s , 

you u n d e r s t a n d , — t e l l i n g them w h a t this poet 
told me. T h e c o m p a n y l istened rather atten-
t ively , I thought , cons ider ing the l iterary char-
acter of the remarks . ] 

T h e old g e n t l e m a n opposite ail a t once a s k e d 
m e if I e v e r read a n y t h i n g better than P o p e ' s 

Essay on Man ?" H a d I ever perused M c F i n -
g a l ? H e w a s fond of poetry when he w a s a 

b o y , — h i s m o t h e r t a u g h t him to say m a n y l i t t le 
p i e c e s , — h e remembers one beaut i fu l h y m n ; — 
and the old gent leman b e g a n , in a c lear , loud 
vo ice , for his y e a r s : 

" T h e spacious firmament on htgh, 
With all the blue ethereal sky . 
A n d spangled H e a v e n s . " 

H e stopped, as if startled b y o u r s i lence, and a 
fa int flush ran u p beneath the thin w h i t e hairs 
that fe l l upon his cheek . A s I l o o k e d round, I 
w a s r e m i n d e d of a show I once s a w a t the Mu-
s e u m , — t h e S l e e p i n g B e a u t y , I think they cal led 
i t . T h e old m a n ' s sudden b r e a k i n g out in this 
w a y t u r n e d e v e r y f a c e t o w a r d s him, and each 
k e p t his posture as if c h a n g e d to stone. 

O u r C e l t i c B r i d g e t , o r B i d d y , is not a fool ish 
f a t scull ion to b u r s t o u t c r y i n g f o r a sentiment. 
S h e is one of the serviceable , red-handed, broad-
and-high-shouldered t y p e ; one of those imported 
f e m a l e servants w h o are k n o w n in publ ic b y 
their a m o r p h o u s style of person, their s toop for-
w a r d s , and a h e a d l o n g as it were precipitous 
w a l k , — t h e w a i s t p l u n g i n g d o w n w a r d s into the 
r o c k i n g pe lv is a t e v e r y h e a v y f o o t f a l l . B r i d g e t , 
c o n s t i t u t e d for act ion, n o t f o r emot ion, w a s 
a b o u t to depos i t a p late h e a p e d w i t h s o m e t h i n g 
u p o n the table , w h e n I s a w the coarse arm 
s t r e t c h e d b y m y shoulder a r r e s t e d , — m o t i o n l e s s 
as the arm of a terra-cotta c a r y a t i d ; she couldn ' t 
se t the plate d o w n while the old g e n t l e m a n was 
s p e a k i n g ! 

H e w a s qui te si lent a f t e r this, still w e a r i n g 
the s l ight flush on his cheek . D o n ' t ever think 
the p o e t r y is d e a d in an old -nan b e c a u s e his 



f o r e h e a d is w r i n k l e d , or that his m a n h o o d h a s 
l e f t him w h e n his h a n d t r e m b l e s » If t h e y 
e v e r were there, they are there s t i l l ! 

B y a n d by w e g o t t a l k i n g a g a i n . - D o e s a p o e t 
l o v e the verses w r i t t e n t h r o u g h him, d o y o u 
t i i ink, S i r ?—said the d i v i n i t y s tudent . 

S o l o n g as t h e y are w a r m f r o m his mind 
c a r r y a n y of his a n i m a l heat a b o u t them, I 
Know he loves t h e m , — I a n s w e r e d . W h e n t h e y 
h a v e had t ime to cool , he is m o r e indif ferent . 

A g o o d deal as it is w i t h b u c k w h e a t c a k e s , — 
S a i u t h ? > ' o u n g f e l l o w w h o m t h e y ca l led JohiL 

1 he last w o r d s , o n l y , r e a c h e d the e a r of the 
e c o n o m i c a l l y o r g a n i z e d f e m a l e in b l a c k b o m b a -
z i n e . — B u c k w h e a t is s k e r c e and h i g h , she re-
m a r k e d . [ M u s t b e a p o o r re lat ion s p o n g i n g on 
o u r l a n d l a d y , — p a y s n o t h i n g , — s o she m u s t s tand 
b y the g u n s a n d b e r e a d y to repel b o a r d e r s . ] 

I l iked the turn the c o n v e r s a t i o n had t a k e n , 
for I had s o m e t h i n g s I w a n t e d to s a v , and so 
a f t e r w a i t i n g a m i n u t e , I b e g a n a g a i n . — I d o n ' t 
think the p o e m s I read y o u s o m e t i m e s can be 
fa i r ly a p p r e c i a t e d , g i v e n t o y o u a s t h e y a r e in 
the g r e e n s t a t e . 

Y o u d o n ' t k n o w w h a t I mean b y t h e green 
state? W e l l , then, I wi l l te l l y o u . C e r t a i n t h i n g s 
are g o o d f o r n o t h i n g unt i l t h e y h a v e b e e n k e p t 
a l o n g w h i l e ; and s o m e a r e g o o d f o r n o t h i n g 
unt i l t h e y h a v e been l o n g k e p t and used. O f 
the first, w i n e is the i l lustr ious a n d i m m o r t a l e x -
a m p e. O f those w h i c h m u s t b e k e p t a n d used 
1 wi l l n a m e t h r e e — m e e r s c h a u m pipes, v i o l i n s 
and p o e m s . T h e m e e r s c h a u m is b u t a p o o r a f -
fa ir unti l it has b u r n e d a t h o u s a n d o f f e r i n g s to 
the c l o u d - c o m p e l l i n g de i t ies . I t c o m e s t o u s 

w i t h o u t c o m p l e x i o n or flavor,—born of the sea-
f o a m , l ike A p h r o d i t e , birt co lor less as pallida 
Mors hersel f . T h e fire is l i g h t e d in its c e n t r a l 
shrine, and g r a d u a l l y the j u i c e s w h i c h the b r o a d 
l e a v e s of the G r e a t V e g e t a b l e had s u c k e d u p 
f r o m an a c r e and c u r d l e d into a d r a c h m a r e dif-
f u s e d t h r o u g h its th i rs t ing pores . F i r s t a d is -
co lorat ion , then a stain, a n d a t last a r ich, g l o w -
i n g u m b e r t int , s p r e a d i n g o v e r the w h o l e sur-
f a c e . N a t u r e , t rue t o h e r o ld b r o w n a u t u m n a l 
hue , y o u s e e , — a s t r u e in the fire of the m e e r -
s c h a u m as in t h e sunshine of O c t o b e r ! A n d 
then the c u m u l a t i v e w e a l t h of its f r a g r a n t rem-
iniscences! he w h o inhales its v a p o r s takes a 
t h o u s a n d w h i f f s in a s i n g l e b r e a t h ; a n d one can-
n o t touch it w i t h o u t a w a k e n i n g the old j o y s 
t h a t h a n g a r o u n d it, a s t h e smel l of flowers c l i n g s 
t o the dresses of the d a u g h t e r s of the h o u s e 
of F a r i n a . 

[ D o n ' t th ink I use a m e e r s c h a u m m y s e l f , f o r 
I do not, t h o u g h I h a v e o w n e d a c a l u m e t s ince 
m y c h i l d h o o d , w h i c h f r o m a n a k e d P i c t (of M o -
h a w k species) m y g r a n d s i r e w o n , t o g e t h e r w i t h 
a t o m a h a w k and b e a d e d k n i f e - s h e a t h ; p a y i n g 
f o r the lot w i t h a b u l l e t - m a r k on his r ight c h e e k . 
O n the m a t e r n a l side I inheri t the lov l ies t sil-
v e r - m o u n t e d tobacco-stopDer y o u e v e r s a w . It 
is a l i t t le b o x - w o o d T r i t o n , c a r v e d w i t h charm-
i n g l ivel iness a u d t r u t h ; I have o f t e n c o m p a r e d 
it t o a figure in R a p h a e l ' s " T r i u m p h of G a l -
a t e a . " It c a m e to me in an a n c i e n t s h a g r e e n 
c a s e , — h o w old it is I d o not k n o w , — b u t it m u s t 
h a v e been m a d e since S i r W a l t e r R a l e i g h ' s t ime. 
If y o u a r e cur ious , y o u shal l see it a n y d a y . 
N e i t h e r will I pretend that I am so unused to the 



m o r e perishable s m o k i n g contr ivance , that a few 
w h i f f s would m a k e me feel as if I lay in a g r o u n d -
s w e l l on the B a y of B i s c a y . I am not un-
acquainted w i t h t h a t f u s i f o r m , spiral-wound 
b u n d l e of c h o p p e d stems and miscel laneous in-
c o m b u s t i b l e s , the cigar, so cal led, of the shops, 
— w h i c h to " d r a w " asks the suct ion-power of a 
n u r s l i n g infant H e r c u l e s , and to relish, the 
leathery pa la te of an o ld Si lenus. I d o not ad-
v ise y o u , y o u n g man, even if m y i l lustration 
str ikes y o u r f a n c y , to consecrate the flower of 
y o u r l i fe to p a i n t i n g the b o w l of a pipe, for , let 
m e assure y o u , the stain of a rever ie-breeding 
narcot ic m a y strike d e e p e r than y o u think for. 
I have seen the g r e e n leaf of early promise g r o w 
b r o w n before its t ime u n d e r such Nicot ian regi-
men, and t h o u g h t the umbered meerschaum w a s 
•dearly b o u g h t a t the cost of a brain enfeebled 
and a will ens laved.] 

Vio l ins , too, the s w e e t old A m a t i ! the divine 
S t r a d u a r i u s ! P l a y e d on b y ancient maestros 
until the bow-hand lost its p o w e r and the flying 
fingers st i f fened. B e q u e a t h e d to the passionate 
y o u n g enthusiast , w h o m a d e it w h i s p e r his hid-
d e n love, and cry his inart iculate longings , and 
scream his untold agonies, and wai l his mono-
tonous despair. Passed f rom his d y i n g hand to 
the cold virtuoso, w h o let i t s l u m b e r in its cause 
f o r a generat ion, till, w h e n his hoard w a s broken 
u p , it came forth once m o r e and rode the s tormy 
s y m p h o n i e s of royal orchestras, beneath the 
rushing bow of their lord and leader. I n t o 
lonely prisons with improvident a r t i s t s ; into 
convents from w h i c h arose, d a y and night, the 
holy hymns with which its tones were blended ; 

and back again to orgies in w h i c h it learned to 
h o w l and laugh as if a legion of devi ls were 
shut up in it ; then a g a i n to the gent le dilettante-
w h o calmed it down w i t h easy melodies unti l it 
answered him s o f t l y as in the d a y s of the old 
maestros. A n d so g i v e n into o u r hands , its pores 
all ful l of music : s ta ined, l ike the m e e r s c h a u m , 
t h r o u g h and t h r o u g h , w i t h the concentrated hue 
and sweetness of a l l the harmonies that have 
k indled and f a d e d on its strings. 

N o w I tell y o u a poem m u s t be k e p t and used, 
l ike a meerschaum, or a v iol in. A poem is j u s t 
as porous as the m e e r s c h a u m ; the m o r e p o r o u s 
it is, the better. I mean to say t h a t a genuine 
poem is c a p a b l e of a b s o r b i n g an indefinite 
a m o u n t of the essences of c u r o w n h u m a n i t y , — 
its tenderness, its heroism, i ts regrets , its a s p i r a -
tions, so as to be g r a d u a l l y stained t h r o u g h with 
a divine secondary color derived f rom ourse lves . 
S o v o u see it m u s t take t ime to b r i n g the senti-
m e n t of a poem into h a r m o n y w i t h o u r nature, 
b y s ta ining ourselves t h r o u g h e v e r y t h o u g h t and 
i m a g e o u r b e i n g can penetrate . 

T h e n a g a i n as to the mere music of a new 
p o e m ; w h y , w h o can e x p e c t a n y t h i n g more from 
that than f rom the music of a vioi in fresh f rom 
the m a k e r ' s hands? N o w , y o u k n o w v e r y wel l 
that there are no less than fifty-eight di f ferent 
pieces in a v iol in. T h e s e pieces are s t rangers 
to each other , and it takes a c e n t u r y , more or 
less, to m a k e them t h o r o u g h l y a c q u a i n t e d . A t 
last they learn to v ibrate in h a r m o n y , and the 
instrument becomes an organi t w h o l e , as if it 
were a great seed-capsule that had g r o w n f r o m 
a garden-bed in C r e m o n a , or e lsewhere . Be-



sides, the w o o d is j u i c y and fu l l of sap for fifty 
years or so, but at the end of fifty or a h u n d r e d 
m o r e g e t s to lerably d r y and comparat ive ly 
resonant . 

D o n ' t y o u see that all this is just as t rue of a 
poem? C o u n t i n g each word as a piece, there 
are more pieces in an a v e r a g e c o p y of verses 
than in a violin. T h e poet has forced all these 
words together , and fastened them, and they 
don't understand it at first. B u t let the poem 
be repeated a loud and m u r m u r e d o v e r in the 
mind's muffled w h i s p e r o f ten enough, and at 
l e n g t h the parts become knit together in such 
absolute sol idar i ty that y o u could not c h a n g e 
a s y l l a b l e w i t h o u t the whole wor ld 's cry-
i n g out against y o u for m e d d l i n g with the har-
monious fabric . O b s e r v e , too, h o w the d r y i n g 
process takes place in the stuff of a poem just as 
in that of a viol in. H e r e is a T y r o l e s e fiddle 
that is jus t c o m i n g to its h u n d r e t h b i r t h d a y , — 
( P e d r o Klauss , T y r o l i , fec i t , 1760,)—the sap is 
pret ty well out of it. A n d here is the s o n g of 
an old poet w h o m N e a e r a c h e a t e d : — 

" N o x erat. et coelo fulgebal Luoa sereno 
Inter Minora sidera. 

Cum tumagnorum numen laesuia tteorum 
In verba jurabas m e a . " 

D o n ' t y o u perceive the sonorousness of these 
old L a t i n phrases? N o w , I tell you that e v e r y 
word fresh from the dict ionary br ings with it a 
certain succulence: and t h o u g h I cannot e x p e c t 
the sheets of the " P a c t o l i a n , " in which, as I told 
y o u , I sometimes print m y verse, to g e t so d r y 
a s the crisp p a p y r u s that heid those w o r d s of 

Horat ius Flaccus, y e t y o u may be sure, that , 
whi le the sheets are d a m p , and while the l ines 
hold their sap, y o u can't fa i r ly j u d g e of my per-
formances , and that, if made of the t rue stuff , 
t h e y will r ing better a f t e r awhi le . 

[ T h e r e was silence for a brief space, a f t e r m y 
s o m e w h a t e laborate exposit ion of these self-evi-
d e n t analogies . P r e s e n t l y a person turned to-
w a r d s m e — I d o not choose to designate the in-
d i v i d u a l — and said that he rather expected m y 
pieces had g i v e n pret ty g o o d " s a h t i s f a h c t i o n . " — 
I h a d , u p to this m o m e n t , considered this com-
pl imentary phrase as sacred to the use of secre-
taries of l y c e u m s , a n d , as it has been u s u a l l y ac-
companied by a small pecuniary test imonal , k a v e 
acquired a certain relish for this moderate ly 
tepid and s t imulat ing expression of enthusiasm. 
B u t as a reward for g r a t u i t o u s services, I confess 
1 t h o u g h t it a l i t t le b e l o w that blood-heat stan-
dard which a man's breath o u g h t to have, 
whether si lent, or vocal and art iculat ive. I 
wai ted for a fa vor a ble o p p o r t u n i t y , however , be-
fore m a k i n g the remarks which f o l l o w . ] 

T h e r e are s ingle expressions, as I have told 
y o u a lready, that fix a m a n ' s posit ion for y o u 
before y o u h a v e done s h a k i n g hands w i t h him. 
A l l o w me to e x p a n d a l i t t le . T h e r e are several 
things, v e r y s l ight in themselves, y e t i m p l y i n g 
other t h i n g s not so u n i m p o r t a n t . T h u s , y o u r 
French servant has dcvalise y o u r premises and 
g o t c a u g h t . Excuses, s a y s the sergent-de-ville, as 
he pol i te ly rel ieves him of his upper g a r m e n t s 
and displays his bust in the ful l d a y l i g h t . G o o d 
shoulders e n o u g h , — a little m a r k e d , — t r a c e s of 
smal lpox, p e r h a p s , — b u t w h i t e . . ..Qrac! f rom 



the sergent-de-ville's broad palm on the white 
shoulder ! N o w look ! Vogue la galere! O u t 
c o m e s the b i g V — m a r k of the hot i r o n ; — h e had 
blistered it o u t pret ty n e a r l y , — h a d n ' t he ? — t h e 
old rascal Voleur, branded in the g a l l e y s a t 
Marsei l les ! [ D o n ' t ! W h a t if he has g o t some-
t h i n g l ike this ? — n o b o d y supposes I invented s u c h 
a s t o r y . ] 

M y man John, w h o used to drive t w o of those 
s ix equine females which I told y o u I had o w n e d , 
— f o r , look y o u , m y fr iends, s imple t h o u g h I 
stand here, I am one that has been dr iven in his 
" k e r r i d g e , " — n o t u s i n g that term, as l iberal 
shepherds do, for any battered old shabby-gen-
teel go-cart that has m o r e than one wheel , b u t 
m e a n i n g thereby a four-wheeled vehicle with a 
pole,—my man John, I say, w a s a retired soldier. 
H e retired unostent ious ly , as m a n y of H e r Maj-
esty 's modest servants h a v e d o n e b e f o r e a n d since. 

John told me, that w h e n an officer thinks he 
recognizes one of these ret i r ing heroes, and 
w o u l d k n o w if he h a s real ly been in the service, 
that he m a y restore h i m , if possible, to a grate-
f u l c o u n t r y , he comes s u d d e n l y u p o n him, a n d 
says , sharply, " S t r a p !" If he has ever w o r n 
the shoulder-strap, he has learned the repr imand 
for its ill a d j u s t m e n t . T h e old w o r d of com-
m a n d flashes t h r o u g h his muscles, and his h a n d 
g o e s u p in an instant to the place w h e r e the s t r a p 
used to be. 

[I w a s all the t i m e p r e p a r i n g for m y g r a n d 
coup, y o u understand ; but I saw they were not 
qui te ready for it, and so c o n t i n u e d — a l w a y s in 
i l lustration of the genera l or inciple I had laid 
d o w n . ] 

Y e s , odd t h i n g s c o m e out in w a y s that n o b o d y 
t . i inks of . T h e r e was a legend, that, when the-
D a n i s h pirates made descents upon the Engl i sh 
coast, they c a u g h t a few T a r t a r s occas ional ly , 
in the shape of S a x o n s , that w o u l d not let them 
g o , — o n the c o n t r a r y , insisted on their s t a y i n g , 
a n d , to m a k e sure of it, treated them as A p o l l o 
t reated Marsyas, or as Barthol inus has treated 
a fe l low-creature in his t i t le-page, and, h a v i n g 
d ives ted them of the one essential and per fect ly 
fitting g a r m e n t , indispensable in the mildest 
c l imates , nailed the s a m e on the church-door as 
w e d o the banns of marriage, in terror em. 

( T h e r e w a s a laugh at this a m o n g some of the 
y o u n g fo lks ; b u t as I looked a t our landlady, I 
s a w that " t h e water stood in her e y e s , " as it did 
in Chris t iana 's when the interpreter asked her 
a b o u t the spider, and that the school-mistress 
b lushed, as M e r c y did in the s a m e conversat ion, 
as y o u r e m e m b e r . ) 

T h a t s o u n d s l ike a cock-and-bul l s t o r y , — s a i d 
the y o u n g fe l low w h o m t h e y cal l John. I ab-
stained f rom m a k i n g Hamlet ' s r e m a r k to H o r a -
tio, arid cont inued. 

N o t l o n g since the church-wardens were re-
pair ing and b e a u t i f y i n g an old S a x o n church in 
a certain Engl ish v i l lage , and a m o n g o t h e r 
things t h o u g h t the doors should be at tended to. 
O n e oi them part icular ly , the front-door, looked 
v^ry b a d l y , crusted , as it were , and as if i t 
wc -ild t>e all the better for scraping. T h e r e hap-
pened eo be a micropist in the v i l l a g e w h o had 
heai i tne old pirate s tory , and he took it in to 
his Tî <id to examine the crust on this door . 
T h e r t v/as no mistake a b o u t i t ; it w a s a g e n u i n e 



historical document , of the Ziska drum-head 
p a t t e r n , — a real cutis humana, s tr ipped f rom 
some old Scandinavian filibuster,—and the le-
g e n d was true. 

My fr iend, the Professor , settled an i m p o r t a r t 
historicai and financial quest ion once b y the aid 
of an e x c e e d i n g l y minute f r a g m e n t of a similar 
d o c u m e n t . Behind the pane of plate-glass 
w h i c h bore his name and title burned a modest 
lamp, s i g n i f y i n g to the passers-by that at all 
h o u r s of the n i g h t the s l ightest favors (or fevers) 
were w e l c o m e . A y o u t h w h o had freely par-
taken of the c u p which cheers and l ikewise in-
ebriates , f o l l o w i n g a moth-l ike impulse very nat-
ural under the c i rcumstances , dashed his fist at 
the l ight and quenched the meek l u m i n a r y , — 
b r e a k i n g t h r o u g h the plate-glass, of course, to 
reach it. N o w , I don ' t want to g o into minutiae 
at table, you k n o w , b u t a naked hand can n o 
more g o t h r o u g h a pane of thick g lass w i t h o u t 
leav ing some of its cut ic le , to say the least, be-
hind it, than a butter f ly can g o t h r o u g h a sau-
sage-machine w i t h o u t l o o k i n g the worse for it. 
T h e Professor gathered up the f r a g m e n t s of 
glass, and with them certain v e r y minute but en-
tirely sat is factory d o c u m e n t s which w o u l d have 
identified and h a n g e d any r o g u e in C h r i s t e n d o m 
w h o had parted with t h e m . — T h e historical 
quest ion, Who did it? and the financial quest ion, 
Who paid for it? were both sett led before the 

new lamp was l ighted the next evening. 

Y o u see, m y friends, w h a t immense conclu-
sions, t o u c h i n g our l ives, our for tunes , and our 
sacred honor, m a y be reached by means of very 
insignif icant premises. T h i s is eminent ly true 

of manners and forms of speech; a m o v e m e n t or 
a phrase o f ten tells y o u all you want to k n o w 
a b o u t a person. T h u s , " H o w ' s y o u r health?" 
(commonly pronounced hadlth)--instead of " H o w 
do y o u do?" or, " H o w are you?" or, ca l l ing y o u r 
l ittle dark entry a " h a l l , " and y o u r old r ickety 
one-horse w a g o n a " k e r r i d g e . " O r tel l ing a 
person w h o has been t r y i n g to please you that 
he has g iven y o u pretty g o o d satisfact ion. O r 
s a y i n g that y o u " r e m e m b e r o f " such a thing, 
or that y o u have been " s t o p p i n g " at Deacon 
S o m e b o d y ' s and other such expressions. O n e 
of my fr iends had a l ittle marble s tatuette of 
C u p i d in the parlor of his c o u n t r y - h o u s e , — b o w 
arrows, wings , and all complete . A visitor, in-
d i g e n o u s to the region, l o o k i n g pensively at the 
figure, asked the lady of the house " i f that w a s 
a s tatoo of her deceased infant?" W h a t a de-
licious, t h o u g h s o m e w h a t vo luminous b iography , 
social, educational , and aesthetic in that brief 
question! 

(Please observe with w h a t Machiavel l ian as-
tuteness I s m u g g l e d in the part icular offence 
which it w a s m y objec t to hold u p to m y fe l low-
boarders, wi thout too personal an a t t a c k on the 
individual at whose door it lay .) 

T h a t w a s an e x c e e d i n g l y dull person w h o 
made the remark , Expede Herculem. H e might 
nave said, " F r o m a peck of apples y o u m a y 
j u d g e of the barrel . " Ex pede, to be sure ! R e a d , 
instead, Ex ungue minimi digiti pedis, Herculem, 
ejusque patren, matren, avos etproavos, filios, nepotes 
at pronepotes/ T a l k to me a b o u t y o u r despon 
oro! Te l l me about C u v i e r ' s g e t t i n g up a 
m e g a t h e r i u m from a tooth, or Agass iz ' s d r a w i n g 



a portrai t of an undiscovered fish from a single 
scale ! A s the " O " revealed G i o t t o , — a s the 
one \ v o r d " m o i " betrayed the Strat ford-atte-
B o w e - t a u g h t A n g l a i s , — s o all a man's anteced-
ents and possibilit ies are s u m m e d u p in a s ingle 
utterance which g ives at once the g a u g e of his 
educat ion and his mental organizat ion. 

Possibil i t ies, S i r ? said the d i v i n i t y - s t u d e n t ; 
can ' t a man w h o says H a o w ? arrive a t dist inc-
tion ? 

S i r , — I r e p l i e d , — i n a republ ic al l t h i n g s are 
possible. B u t the man with a future has almost 
of necessity sense e n o u g h to see t h a t a n y odious 
trick of speech or manners must be g o t rid of. 
Doesn' t S i d n e y Smith say that a public man In 
England never g e t s o v e r a false quant i ty uttered 
in eariy l i fe? Our publ ic men are in little 
d a n g e r of this fatal mis-step, as f e w of them 
a r e in the h a b i t of i n t r o d u c i n g L a t i n into their 
s p e e c h e s , — f o r g o o d and sufficient reasons. B u i 
t h e y are b o u n d to speak decent E n g l i s h , — u n -
less, indeed, t h e y are r o u g h old c a m p a i g n e r s , 
l ike G e n e r a l Jackson or G e n e r a l T a y l o r ; in 
which case, a f e w scars on Prisciam's head are 
pardoned to old fe l lows that have quite as m a n y 
on their o w n , and a const i tuency of thirty em-
pires is not at all part icular, provided they d o 
not swear in their Presidentia l Messages. 

H o w e v e r , it is not for me to ta lk . I h a v e 
m a d e mistakes e n o u g h in conversat ion and print. 
" D o n ' t " for d o e s n ' t , — b a s e misspel l ing of C l o s 
V o u g e o t , (I wish I saw the label on the bottle a 
l ittle o f t e n e r , ) — a n d I don't k n o w h o w m a n y 
more. I never find them out unt i l they are stereo-
typed, and then I think they rarely escape me. 

I have no d o u b t I shall m a k e half a dozen s l ips 
before this breakfast is over , and remember 
them all before another . H o w one does tremble 
with rage at his o w n intense mo mentary stu-
pid i ty a b o u t things he k n o w s per fect ly wel l 
and to think how he lays himself open to the 
impert inences of the captatores verborum, those 
useful but h u m b l e scavengers of the l a n g u a g e , 
whose business it is to p ick u p w h a t m i g h t 
offend or injure, and r e m o v e it, h u g g i n g a n d 
f e e d i n g on it as t h e y g o ! I don't w a n t to speak 
too s l ight ingly of these verbal c r i t i c s ; — h o w can 
1, w h o am s o fond of t a l k i n g a b o u t errors and 
v u l g a r i s m s of speech? O n l y there is a differ-
ence between those clerical b lunders which 
a l m o s t every man c o m m i t s , k n o w i n g better, and 
that habitual grossness or meanness of speech 
which is u n e n d u r a b l e to educated persons, f rom 
a n y b o d y that wears silk or broadcloth. 

L1 write d o w n the a b o v e remarks this morn-
ing, January 26th, m a k i n g this record of the 
date that n o b o d y may think it was wri t ten in 
wrath, on a c c o u n t of any part icular g r i e v a n c e 
suffered f rom the invasion of a n y individual 
scarabaeus grammaticus. ] 

— I w o n d e r if a n y b o d y ever finds fault w i t h 
a n y t h i n g I say at this table w h e n it is repeated? 
I hope they c\o, I am sure. I s h o u l d be very 
certain that I had said n o t h i n g of m u c h signifi-
cance, if they did not. 

Did y o u never in w a l k i n g the fields, c o m e 
across a large flat stone, which has lain, n o b o d y 
k n o w s how long , jus t where y o u found it. with 
the grass f o r m i n g a l ittle hedge, as it w e r e , c lose 
to i ts e d g e s , — a n d have y o u not, in obedience t o 



a kind of fee l ing that told y o u it had been l y i n g 
there l o n g enough, insinuated y o u r stick or y o u r 
foot or y o u r fingers u n d e r its e d g e and turned it 
over as a housewi fe turns a cake , w h e n she says 
to herself, " It 's done b r o w n e n o u g h by this 
t i m e " ? W h a t an odd revelat ion, and what an 
unforeseen and unpleasant surprise to a small 
c o m m u n i t y , the v e r y ex is tence of which y o u had 
not suspected, unti l the sudden d ismay and 
scat ter ing a m o n g its m e m b e r s p r o d u c e d by y o u r 
t u r n i n g the old stone o v e r ! B l a d e s of grass 
flattened down, colorless, matted together , as if 
they had been b leached and ironed; hideous 
c r a w l i n g creatures , s o m e of them coleopterous 
or h o r n y - s h e l l e d , — t u r t l e - b u g s one w a n t s to cal l 
t h e m ; some of them softer, but c u n n i n g l y 
spread o u t and compressed l ike L e p i n e watches; 
(Nature never loses a c r a c k or a crevice, mind 
y o u , or a jo int in a tavern bedstead, b u t she 
a l w a y s has one of her flat-pattern l ive timekeep-
ers t o slide into it;) b l a c k , g lossy crickets, with 
their l o n g filaments s t ick ing o u t l ike the w h i p s 
of four-horse s t a g e c o a c h e s ; motionless, slug-
l ike creatures, larvee, perhaps, m o r e horrible in 
their pulpy stil lness than even in the infernal 
w r i g g l e of m a t u r i t y ! B u t n o sooner is the 
stone turned and the w h o l e s o m e l ight of d a y 
let upon this compressed and bl inded commun-
ity of c reeping things, than all of them that enjoy" 
the l u x u r y of l e g s — a n d some of them have a g o o d 
m a n y — r u s h round wi ld ly , b u t t i n g each other 
and e v e r y t h i n g in their w a y , and end in a gen-
eral s tampede for u n d e r g r o u n d retreats from 
the region poisoned b y sunshine. Next year y o u 
will find the grass g r o w i n g tall and g r e e n w h e r e 

the stone l a y ; the g r o u n d - b i r d bui lds her nest 
where the beetle had his hole; the dandel ion 
and the b u t t e r c u p are g r o w i n g there, and the 
broad fans of insect-angels open and shut over 
their go lden disks, as the r y t h m i c w a v e s of 
bl issful consciousness pulsate t h r o u g h their glo-
rified being. 

T h e y o u n g fe l low w h o m t h e y call John saw fit 
to say, in his fami l iar w a y , — a t w h i c h t ime I do 
not choose to take offence, b u t w h i c h I some-
times think it necessary to repress ,—that I w a s 
coming it rather s trong on the butterfl ies. 

N o , I repl ied; there is m e a n i n g in each of those 
i m a g e s , — t h e butter f ly as well as the others. T h e 
stone is ancient error. T h e grass is human 
nature borne d o w n and bleached of all its color 
by it. T h e shapes that are found beneath are 
the c r a f t y beings t h a t thrive in darkness, and 
the weaker o r g a n i s m s k e p t helpless by it. H e 
w h o turns the stone over is whosoever puts the 
staff of truth to the old l y i n g incubus, n o mat-
ter whether he d o it w i t h a serious- face or a 
l a u g h i n g one. T h e n e x t y e a r s tands for the 
c o m i n g time. T h e n shall the nature w h i c h has 
lain blanched and broken rise in i ts fu l l s tature 
and notice hues in the sunshine. T h e n shall 
G o d ' s minstrels bui ld their nests in the hearts of 
a new-born h u m a n i t y . T h e n shall b e a u t y -
Div in i ty t a k i n g out l ines and c o l o r — l i g h t upon 
the souls of men as the butterf ly , i m a g e of the 
beautif ied spirit r is ing f r o m the d u s t , soars f rom 
the shell that held a poor g r u b , w h i c h w o u l d 
never have f o u n d wings , had not the s tone been 
l i f ted. 

Y o u never need think y o u can turn over any 



old fa lsehood w i t h o u t a terr ib le s q u i r m i n g and 
scatter ing of the horrid l i t t le populat ion that 
dwel ls u n d e r it. 

E v e r y real t h o u g h t on e v e r y real subject 
k n o c k s the wind out of s o m e b o d y or other. As 
soon as his breath comes b a c k , he v e r y probably 
beg ins to e x p a n d it in hard words. T h e s e are 
the best ev idence a man can have that he has 
said s o m e t h i n g it w a s t ime to say. D r . Johnson 
w a s disappointed in the effect of one of his 
pamphlets . " I think I have not been at tacked 
e n o u g h for i t , " he s a i d ; — " at tack is the reaction 
I never think I have hit hard unless it r e b o u n d s . " 

i f a fe l low at tacked m y opinions in print 
w o u l d I reply? A . N o t I. D o y o u think I don't 
understand w h a t m y fr iend, the Professor , iong 
a g o cal led the hydrostatic paradox of controversy! 

D o n ' t k n o w w h a t that m e a n s ? — W e l l , I will tell 
y o u . Y o u k n o w that if y o u had a bent tube, 
one arm of w h i c h w a s of the size of a pipe-stem, 
and the other b i g e n o u g h to hold the ocean 
w a t e r w o u l d stand at the same" height in one as 
in the other. C o n t r o v e r s y equal izes fools and 
wise men in the same w a y a n d the fools know it. 

N o , b u t I o f ten read w h a t they say a b o u t 
o t h e r people . T h e r e are a b o u t a d o z e n phrases 
that all c o m e t u m b l i n g a l o n g together , l ike the 
tongs, and the shovel, and the poker , and the 
brush, and the bel lows, in one of these domest ic 
ava lanches that e v e r y b o d y knows. If y o u g e t 
one, y o u g e t the w h o l e lot. 

W h a t are they ? — O h that depends a g o o d 
deal on lat i tude and longitude. Epi thets fol-
low the isothermal l ines pret ty accurate ly . 
U r o u p i n g them in t w o famil ies , one finds hiro-

self a c lever, genial , w i t t y , wise, br i l l iant spark-
ling, t h o u g h t f u l , d is t inguished, celebrated illus-
trious scholar and p e r f e c t g e n t l e m a n , and first 
writer of the a g e ; or a dul l , fool ish, wicked, 
pert , shal low ignorant , insolent, traitorous, 
b lack-hearted out-cast and d i s g r a c e to civi l iza-
tion- , r t. 

W h a t d o I think determines the set of phrases 
a man g e t s ? — W e l l , I should say a set of influ-
ences s o m e t h i n g l ike these : — i s t . Relat ion-
ships, pol i t ical , re l ig ious , social , domest ic . 2nd. 
O y s t e r s ; in the form of suppers g i v e n to gent le-
men c o n n e c t e d w i t h cr i t ic ism. I bel ieve in the 
school , the col lege, and the c l e r g y ; b u t m y sov-
ereign logic for r e f u t i n g publ ic o p i n i o n — 
w h i c h means c o m m o n l y the opinion of half a 
dozen of the cr i t ical g e n t r y — i s the f o l l o w i n g : 
Major proposition. O y s t e r s au naturel. Minor 
proposition. T h e s a m e " s c a l l o p e d . " Conclusion. 
T h a t — ( h e r e insert entertainer 's name) is c lever , 
w i t t v , wise, br i l l iant ,—and the rest. 

N o , i t isn't e x a c t l y br ibery . O n e man h a s 
oysters , and a n o t h e r epithets . It is an e x c h a n g e 
of hospital i t ies; one g i v e s a " s p r e a d " on linen, 
and the other on paper, t h a t is all . D o n t y o u 
think y o u and I should be a p t to d o jus t so, if 
we w e r e in the crit ical line? I am sure I 
c o u l d n ' t resist the s o f t e n i n g inf luences of hos-
pita l i ty . I don ' t l ike to dine o u t , y o u k n o w , I 
d ine so wel l a t o u r o w n table (our l a n d l a d y 
l o o k e d radiant) , and the c o m p a n y is so pleasant 
(a rust l ing m o v e m e n t of sat isfact ion a m o n g 
the boarders) ; b u t if I did p a r t a k e of a man's 
salt , w i t h such addi t ions as that art ic le of f o o d 
requires to m a k e it pa latable , I could never 



abuse him, and if I had to speak of him, I s u p . 
pose I should h a n g m y set of j i n g l i n g epi thets 
round him l .ke a s tr ing of sleigh-bells. G o o d 
fee l ing helps society to m a k e liars of most of us, 
not absolute liars, but such careless handlers of 
truth that its sharp corners g e t terribly rounded. 
I love truth as chiefest a m o n g the virtues- I 
trust it runs in m y blood; b u t I would n e v e r ' b e 
a crit ic, because I k n o w I could not a l w a y s tell 
i t . I might write a crit icism of a book that 
Happened to please me; that is another matter . 

L is ten, B e n j a m i n F r a n k l i n ! T h i s is for y o u , 
and such others of tender a g e as y o u m a y tell it 

W h e n we are as y e t small chi ldren, l o n g be-
fore the time when those t w o g r o w n ladies offer 
us the choice of Hercules , there comes u p to us 
a y o u t h f u l angel , h o l d i n g in his r ight hand c u b e s 
l ike dice, and in his le f t spheres l ike marbles, 
t h e cubes are of stainless ivory, and on each is 
written in letters of g o l d — Truth. T h e spheres 
are veined and streaked and spotted beneath, 
w i t h a dark cr imson flush above , where the l i g h t 
fal ls on them, and in a c e r t a i n aspect y o u can m a k e 
out upon every one of them the three letters L . 
1. Is. T h e child to w h o m they are offered v e r y 
probably c lutches at b o t h . T h e spheres are the 
most convenient th ings in the world ; they rol l 
w i t h the least possible impulse just where the 
child would have them. T h e cubes will not rol l 
at a l l ; they have a g r e a t ta lent for s t a ndi ng still , 
and a l w a y s k e e p r ight side up. B u t verv soon 
the y o u n g philosopher finds that t h i n g s ' w h i c h 
roll so easily are very apt to roll into the w r o n g 
corner, and to g e t o u t of his w a y when he mos* 

w a n t s them, whi le he a l w a y s k n o w s w h e r e to 
find the others , which stay where they are left . 
T h u s he l e a r n s — t h u s w e l e a r n — t o d r o p the 
s treaked and speckled g l o b e s of fa lsehood and 
and to hold fast the white a n g u l a r b locks of 
truth. B u t then comes T i m i d i t y , and a f t e r her 
G o o d - n a t u r e , and last of al l Pol i te-behavior , al l 
insist ing t h a t truth must roll or n o b o d y can d o 
a n y t h i n g with i t ; and so the first w i t h her coarse 
rasp, and the second w i t h her b r o a d file, and the 
th ird with her si lken sleeve, d o so r o u n d off and 
smooth and polish the snow-whi te cubes'of t ruth, 
that , when they have g o t a l i t t le d i n g y b y use, it 
becomes hard to tell them from the ro l l ing 
spheres of fa lsehood. 

T h e schoolmistress w a s pol i te e n o u g h to say 
that she was pleased w i t h this, and that she 
w o u l d read it to her l ittle flock t h e next d a y . 
B u t she should tell the children, s h e sa id , that 
there were better reasons for truth than c o u l d 
be found in mere exper ience of i ts convenience 
and the inconvenience of ly ing . 

Yes , I said, b u t education a l w a y s begins 
t h r o u g h the senses, and w o r k s u p to the idea of 
absolute r ight and w r o n g . T h e first t h i n g the 
child has to learn a b o u t this m a t t e r is , t h a t l y i n g 
is u n p r o f i t a b l e , — a f t e r w a r d s , that i t is against 
the peace and d i g n i t y of the universe, 

D o I think that the part icular form of ly ing 
o f t e n seen in newspapers, u n d e r the tit le, 
" F r o m o u r F o r e i g n C o r r e s p o n d e n t , " does any 
harm ? W h y , n o , — I don ' t k n o w t h a t it does. I 
suppose it doesn't real ly deceive people any more 
than the " A r a b i a n N i g h t s " or " Gul l iver ' s 
T r a v e l s ' ' d o . S o m e t i m e s the wri ters compi le 



too carelessly, t h o u g h , and m i x u p f a c t s out oi 
g e o g r a p h i e s , and stories out of the penny papers, 
so as to mislead those w h o are desirous of in-
formation. I c u t a piece out of one of the 
papers, the other d a y tUat contains a n u m b e r of 
impossibil i t ies, a n d , I suspect , misstatements. 
I will send up and g e t it f o r y o u , if y o u w o u l d 
l ike to near it . A h , this is i t ; it is headed 

' •Our S u m a t r a C o r r e s p o n d e n c e . — T h i s island 
is n o w the property of the S t a m f o r d f a m i l y , hav-
i n g been won, it is said, b y Sir S t a m f o r d 
d u r i n g the s t o c k - g a m b l i n g mania of the South-
S e a scheme. T h e history of this g e n t l e m a n 
m a y be f o u n d in an interest ing series of ques-
t ions (unfortunate ly not yet answered) contained 
in ' N o t e s and Q u e r i e s . ' T h i s island is entirely 
surrounded by the ocean, w h i c h here contains a 
l a r g e a m o u n t of saline substance, crysta l l i z ing 
in c u b e s remarkable for their s y m m e t r y and fre-
q u e n t l y displays on its surface, d u r i n g ca lm 
weather , the r a i n b o w tints of the celebrated 
S o u t h - S e a b u b b l e s . T h e s u m m e r s are oppres-
sively hot, and the winters very probably c o ' d ; 
b u t this fac t c a n n o t be ascertained prec ise ly , as 
for some pecul iar reason the m e r c u r y in these 
la t i tudes never shrinks, as in m o r e northern re-
gions, and thus the thermometer is rendered 
useless in winter . 

'* T h e principal v e g e t a b l e product ions of the 
island are the pepper tree and the bread-fruit 
tree. P e p p e r b e i n g v e r y a b u n d a n t l y produced, 
a benevolent society w a s organized in L o n d o n 
d u r i n g the last c e n t u r y for s u p p l y i n g the natives 
w i t h v inegar and oysters, as an addit ion to this 
d e l i g h t f u l condiment . [ N o t e received f rom Dr. 

D. P . ] It is said, however, that, as the oysters 
were of the kind cal led natives in E n g l a n d , the 
nat ives of Sumatra , in obedience to natural in-
stinct, refused to touch them, and confined 
themselves ent ire ly to the crew of the vessel in 
w h i c h they were b r o u g h t over . T h i s informa-
tion w a s received f rom one of the o ldest inhab-
itants, a nat ive himself and e x c e e d i n g l y f o n d of 
missionaries. H e is said also to be very sk i l l fu l 
in the cuisine pecul iar to the is land. 

' • D u r i n g the season of g a t h e r i n g the pepper , 
the persons e m p l o y e d are s u b j e c t to v a r i o u s 
incommodit ies , the chief of w h i c h is v io lent and 
long-cont inued sternutat ion, or sneez ing . S u c h 
is tne v e h e m e n c e of these a t tacks , that the 
u n f o r t u n a t e s u b j e c t s of them are o f ten dr iven 
b a c k w a r d s for g r e a t d is tances at immense 
speed, on the w e l l - k n o w n principle of the aeoli-
pile. N o t b e i n g able to see w h e r e they are 
g o i n g , these poor c r e a t u res dash themselves to 
pieces a g a i n s t the rocks or are precipi tated o v e r 
the cliffs, and thus m a n y v a l u a b l e l ives are lost 
a n n u a l l y . A s , d u r i n g the w h o l e pepper-harvest , 
they feed exc lus ive ly on this s t imulant , they 
b e c o m e e x c e e d i n g l y irr i table. T h e smallest 
i n j u r y is resented with u n g o v e r n a b l e rage . A 
y o u n g man suf fer ing from the pepper-fever, as i t 
is c a l l e d , c u d g e l l e d another most severely for 
a p p r o p r i a t i n g a superannuated relat ive of tri-
fling va lue , and w a s o n l y pacified b y h a v i n g a 
present m a d e him of a p i g of that pecul iar 
species of swine cal led the Peccavi b y the Catho-
lic J e w s , . w h o , i t is wel l -known, abstain f rom 
swine's flesh in imitation of the M a h o m e t a n 
Buddhists . 



" T h e bread-tree g r o w s a b u n d a n t l y . Its 
branches are wel l k n o w n to E u r o p e and A m e r -
ica u n d e r the fami l iar name of maccarom. T h e y 
have a d e c i d e d animal flavor, as may be observ-
ed in the s o u p s c o n t a i n i n g them. ' M a c c a r o n i , 
b e i n g tubular , is the f a v o r i t e habitat of a very 
d a n g e r o u s insect, which is rendered pecul iar ly 
ferec ious b y b e i n g boi led. T h e g o v e r n m e n t of 
the is land, therefore , never a l l o w s a st ick of it 
to be e x p o r t e d w i t h o u t b e i n g accompanied b y 
a piston w i t h w h i c h its cav i ty m a y at any t i m e 
be t h o r o u g h l y s w e p t out . T h e s e are c o m m o n l y 
lost or stolen before the maccaroni arrives 
a m o n g us . It therefore a l w a y s contains m a n y 
of these insects, w h i c h , h o w e v e r , genera l ly die 
of old age , in the shops, so that acc idents from 
this source are c o m p a r a t i v e l y rare. 

" T h e f rui t of the bread-tree consists princi-
pal ly of hot roots. T h e buttered-muff in variety 
is supposed to be a h y b r i d with the cocoa-nut 
palm, t h e cream f o u n d on the milk of the cocoa-
nut e x u d i n g f rom the h y b r i d in the shape of 
butter , jus t as the r ipe f r u i t is spl i t t ing, so as to 
fit it for the tea-table , w h e r e it is c o m m o n l y 
served u p c o l d . " 

T h e r e , — I d o n ' t w a n t to read a n y m o r e of it. 
Y o u see that m a n y of these s tatements are highly 
i m p r o b a b l e . — N o , I shal l not mention the paper. 
N o , neither of them wrote it , t h o u g h it reminds 
m e of the s t y l e of these p o p u l a r writers. I think 
the fe l low that w r o t e it m u s t have been reading 
some of their stories, and g o t them m i x e d up 
with his history and g e o g r a p h y . I don ' t sup-
pose he l ies ; — h e sells it tot>-e editor , w h o k n o w s 
h o w many squares off " S u m a t r a " is. T h e edi-

t o r , — w h o sells it to the p u b l i c — B y the w a y , 
the papers have been very c i v i l — h a v e n ' t t h e y ? — 
t o t h e — t h e — w h a t d 'ye cal l it ? — " N o r t h e r n Mag-
azine^'—isn' t i t ? — g o t u p by some of those C o m e -
outers , d o w n East , as an organ for their local 
peculiarit ies. 

T h e Professor has been to see me. C a m e in 
glorious, at a b o u t t w e l v e o 'c lock, last n i g h t 
Said he had been with " t h e boys ." On inquiry , 
found that " t h e b o y s " were certain baldish and 
gray ish ola gent lemen that one sees and hears 
of in var ious important stat ions of society. T h e 
Professor is one of the same set, but he a l w a y s 
ta lks as if he had been out of C o l l e g e about ten 
years, whereas [ E a c h 
of these dots was a l ittle nod, which the com-
pany understood, as the reader will , no d o u b t . ] 
H e calls them sometimes " t h e b o y s " and some-
t imes " t h e old f e l l o w s . " C a l l him b y the latter 
tit le, and see how he l ikes i t . — W e l l , he came in 
last night, g lor ious, as I w a s say ing . O f course I 
don't mean v inously exa l ted; he drinks l ittle 
wine on such occasions, and is well k n o w n to 
all the Johns and Patr icks , as the gent leman 
that a l w a y s has indefinite quantit ies of black 
tea to kill any extra g lass of red claret he may 
have swal lowed. B u t the Professor says he 
a l w a y s gets t ipsy on old memories at these 
gather ings . H e was, I f o r g e t how many years 
old when he went to the m e e t i n g ; just turned of 
t w e n t y now, he said. H e made various y o u t h -
ful proposals to me, i n c l u d i n g a d u e t under the 
landlady 's daughter ' s w i n d o w . H e had just 
learned a trick, he said, of one of " the b o y s , " 
of g e t t i n g a splendid bass o u t of a door-panel 



b y r u b b i n g it with the palm of his hand,—of fered 
to s ing, " T h e s k y is b r i g h t , " a c c o m p a n y i n g 
himself on the front-door, if I w o u l d g o d o w n 
and help in the chorus. Said there never w a s 
such a set of f e l lows as the old b o y s of the set 
he has been w i t h . J u d g e s , mayors , congress-
men, Mr. Speakers , leaders in science, c lergy-
men, better than f a m o u s , and f a m o u s too, poets 
b y the half-dozen, s ingers w i t h voices l ike 
angels , financiers, wits, three of the best laughers 
in the commonweal th , engineers , agr iculturists , 
al l f o r m s of ta lent and k n o w l e g e he pretended 
were represented in that meet ing . T h e n he be-
g a n to q u o t e B y r o n a b o u t Santa C r o c e , and 
maintained that he could " furnish out crea-
t i o n " in all its detai ls from that set of his. H e 
would l ike to have the w h o l e boodle of them, 
(I remonstrated against this w o r d , but the Pro-
fessor said it w a s a diabol ish g o o d w o r d , and 
he would have no o t h e r ) , with their wives and 
chi ldren, shipwrecked on a remote island, jus t 
to see h o w s p l e n d i d l y t h e y w o u l d reorganize 
soc iety . T h e y could bui ld a c i ty , they have 
done it; makes const i tut ions and laws; establish 
churches and l y c e u m s ; teach and pract ice the 
hea l ing ar t ; instruct in e v e r y d e p a r t m e n t ; 
found observator ies ; create commerce and m a n u -
factures; wr i te songs and h y m n s , and sing 'em 
and m a k e instruments to a c c o m p a n y the songs 
w i t h ; last ly , publ ish a j o u r n a l a lmost as g o o d 
as the Northern Magazine, edited by the C o m e -
outers . T h e r e w a s n o t h i n g they were not up 
to, f rom a chr is tening to a h a n g i n g ; the last, 
to be sure, could never be called for , unless 
some stranger g o t in a m o n g them. 

— I let the Professor ta lk as l o n g as he l iked; 
it d idn ' t m a k e much dif ference to m e whether it 
w a s all truth, or part ly made u p of pale S h e r r y 
anu similar elements. Al l at once he j u m p e d u p 
and s a i d , — 

D o n ' t y o u w a n t to hear w h a t I jus t read to 
the boys? 

I have had quest ions of a s imilar c h a r a c t e r 
asked me before, occas ional ly . A man of iron 
mould m i g h t perhaps say , N o ! I am not a man 
of iron mould, and said t h a t I s h o u l d be 
de l ighted. 

T h e Professor then r e a d — w i t h t h a t s l i g h t l y 
s i n g - s o n g cadence w h i c h is observed to be com-
mon in poets r e a d i n g their o w n v e r s e s — t h e fo l -
l o w i n g stanzas; h o l d i n g them a t a focal d is tance 
of a b o u t t w o feet and a half , with an occasional 
m o v e m e n t back or forward for better a d j u s t -
ment, the appearance of which has been l ikened 
by some impert inent y o u n g f o l k s to that of the 
act of p l a y i n g on the t rombone. His eyesight 
w a s never bet ter ; I have his w o r d for it . 

M A R E R U B R U M . 

Flash out a stream of blood-red wine ! 
For I would drink to other days ; 

And brighter shall thy memory shine, 
Seen flaming through its crimson blaze. 

T h e roses die, the summers fade ; 
But every ghost of boyhood's dream 

B y nature's magic power is laid 
T o sleep beneath this blood-red stream. 

It filled the purple grapes that lay 
And drank the splendors of the sun, 

Where tl]e long summer's cloudless day 
Is mirrored in the broad Garonne; 
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M A R E R U B R U M . 

Flash out a stream of blood-red wine ! 
For I would drink to other days ; 

And brighter shall thy memory shine, 
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It pictures still the bacchant shapes 
That saw their hoarded sunlight shed, 

The maidens dancing on the grapes, 
Their milk-white ankles splashed with red-

Beneath these waves of crimson lie, 
In rosy fetters prisoned fast. 

Those flitting shapes that never die, 
The swift-winged visions of the past. 

Kiss but the crystal's mystic rim, 
Each shadow rends its flowery chain. 

Springs in a bubble from its brim, 
And walks the chambers of the brain. 

Poor Beauty! time and fortune's wrong, 
No form nor feature may withstand, 

Thy wrecks are scattered all along. 
Like emptied sea-shells on the sand; 

Yet sprinkled with this blushing rain. 
The dust restores each blooming girl, 

As if the sea-shells moved again 
Their glistening lips of 'pink and pearl. 

Here lies the home of school-boy life, 
With creaking stair and wind-swept hall. 

And. scarred by many a truant knife. 
Our old initials on the wall; 

Here rest, their keen vibrations m u t e — 
The shout of voices known so well . 

The ringing laugh, the wailing flute. 
The chiding of the sharp-tongued bell. 

Here, clad in burning robes, are laid 
Life's blossomed joys , untimely shed; 

And here those cherished forms have strayed 
We miss awhile, and call them dead. 

What wizard fills the maddening glass? 
What soil the enchanted clusters grew, 

That buried passions wake and pass 
In beaded drops of fiery dew? 

Nay, take the cup of blood-red wine. 
Our hearts can boast a warmer g low. 

Filled from a vintage more divine. 
Calmed, but not chilled by winter's snow! 

To-night the palest wave we sip 
Rich as the priceless draught shall be 

T h a t wet the bride of Cana's lip. 
The wedding wine of Galilee! 

S i n h a s m a n y t o o l s , b u t a l i e is t h e h a n d l e 
w h i c h fits t h e m a l l . 

I t h i n k S i r , — s a i d t h e d i v i n i t y s t u d e n t , — y o u 
m u s t i n t e n d t h a t f o r o n e o f t h e s a y i n g s o f t h e 
S e v e n W i s e m e n o f B o s t o n y o u w e r e s p e a k i n g 
o f t h e o t h e r d a y . 

I t h a n k y o u , m y y o u n g f r i e n d , — w a s t h e re-
p l y , — b u t I m u s t s a y s o m e t h i n g b e t t e r t h a n 
t h a t , b e f o r e I c o u l d p r e t e n d t o fill o u t t h e 
n u m b e r . 

T h e s c h o o l m i s t r e s s w a n t e d t o k n o w h o w 
m a n y o f t h e s e s a y i n g s t h e r e w e r e o n r e c o r d , a n d 
w h a t , a n d b y w h o m s a i d . 

W h y , l e t u s s e e , — t h e r e i s t h a t o n e o f B e n j a -
m i n F r a n k l i n , " t h e g r e a t B o s t o n i a n , " a f t e r w h o m 
t h i s l a n d w a s n a m e d . T o b e s u r e , h e s a i d a 
g r e a t m a n y w i s e t h i n g s , — a n d I d o n ' t f e e l s u r e 
h e d i d n ' t b o r r o w t h i s , — h e s p e a k s a s if i t w e r e 
o l d . B u t t h e n h e a p p l i e d it s o n e a t l y ! — 

" H e t h a t h a s o n c e d o n e y o u a k i n d n e s s w i l l b e 
m o r e r e a d y t o d o y o u a n o t h e r t h a n h e w h o m 
y o u y o u r s e l f h a v e o b l i g e d . " 

T h e n t h e r e i s t h a t g l o r i o u s E p i c u r e a n p a r a -
d o x , u t t e r e d b y m y f r i e n d , t h e H i s t o r i a n , i n o n e 
o f h i s flashing m o m e n t s : — 

" G i v e u s t h e l u x u r i e s o f l i f e , a n d w e w i l l d i s -
p e n s e w i t h i t s n e c e s s a r i e s . " 

T o t h e s e m u s t c e r t a i n l y b e a d d e d t h a t o t h e r 
s a y i n g o f o n e o f t h e w i t t i e s t o f m e n : — 

" G o o d A m e r i c a n s , w h e n t h e y d i e , g o t o 
P a r i s . " 



— T h e divinity s tudent looked g r a v e a t this, 
b u t said nothing. 

T h e schoolmistress spoke out , and said she 
didn' t think the wit m e a n t any irreverence. It 
w a s only a n o t h e r w a y of s a y i n g , P a r i s is a 
heavenly place a f t e r N e w Y o r k or Boston. 

A j a u n t y l o o k i n g person, w h o had come in 
w i t h the y o u n g fe l low they cal l J o h n , — e v i d e n t l y 
a s t r a n g e r , — s a i d there was one more wise man's 
s a y i n g that he had heard; it w a s about o u r place, 
b u t he didn' t k n o w w h o said i t . — A civil curi-
os i ty w a s manifested by the c o m p a n y to hear 
the fourth wise s a y i n g . I heard him dist inctly 
w h i s p e r i n g to the y o u n g fe l low w h o brought 
him to dinner, Shall I tell itî T o which the 
a n s w e r was, Go ahead!—Well,—he s a i d , — t h i s 
w a s w h a t I h e a r d : — 

" B o s t o n S t a t e - H o u s e is the h u b of the solar 
system. Y o u couldn ' t p r y that o u t of a Boston 
man, if y o u had the t ire of a l l creat ion straight-
ened out for a c r o w - b a r . " 

S i r ,—said I , — I am grat i f ied with y o u r remark. 
It expresses with pleasing v ivac i ty that w h i c h I 
have sometimes heard uttered w i t h mal ignant 
dul lness . T h e satire of the r e m a r k is essential ly 
true of B o s t o n , — a n d of all other c o n s i d e r a b l e — 
and incons iderable—places with w h i c h I have 
had the priv i lege of b e i n g acquainted. C o c k -
neys think L o n d o n is the only place in the wor ld . 
F r e n c h m e n — y o u r e m e m b e r the line a b o u t 
Paris , the C o u r t , the W o r l d , e t c . — I recollect 
weil, b y the w a y , a s ign in that city which ran 
thus: " H o t e l de l 'Univers et des É t a t s U n i s " ; 
and as Paris is the universe to a F r e n c h m a n , of 
course the United States are outs ide of i t . — 

•'See N a p l e s and then d i e . " — I t is quite as bad 
w i t h smaller places. I have been a b o u t lectur-
ing, y o u k n o w , and have f o u n d the f o l l o w i n g 
proposi t ions to hold t rue of al l of them. 

1. T h e ax is of the earth s t icks out v is ib ly 
t h r o u g h the center of each and every town or 
c i t y . 

2. If m o r e than fifty years have passed since 
its foundat ion, it is a f fect ionate ly s ty led by the 
inhabitants the "good old t o w n of " 
( w h a t e v e r its name m a y happen to be). 

3. E v e r y col lect ion of its inhabitants that 
comes together to listen to a s t ranger is invari-
ably declared to be a " r e m a r k a b l y intel l igent 
a u d i e n c e . " 

4. T h e c l imate of the place is part icularly 
fa vor a bl e to longevi ty . 

5. It contains several persons of vast talent 
l ittle k n o w n to the w o r l d . ( O n e or t w o of them, 
y o u m a y perhaps chance to remember, sent 
short pieces to the ' •Pacto l ian" some time since, 
which were "respect fu l ly dec l ined.") 

Boston is just like other places of its s i z e — 
o n l y , perhaps, cons ider ing its exce l lent fish-
market , paid fire department , superior monthly 
publ icat ions, and correct habit of spel l ing the 
Engl i sh l a n g u a g e , it has some right to look d o w n 
on the m o b of cities. I'll tell y o u , though, if 
y o u w a n t to know it , w h a t is the real offense of 
Boston. It drains a large water-shed of its 
; rjtellect, and will not itself be drained. If it 
w o u l d only send a w a y its first-rate men instead 

•of its second-rate ones (no offense to the well-
k n o w n exceptions, of which we are a l w a y s 
p r o u d ) , we should be spared such e p i g r a m m a t i c 



r e m a r k s as t h a t t h e g e n t l e m a n h a s q u o t e d . 
T h e r e c a n n e v e r b e a real m e t r o p o l i s in th is 
c o u n t r y u n t i l t h e b i g g e s t c e n t r e c a n dra in t h e 
lesser o n e s of their t a l e n t a n d w e a l t h . I h a v e 
o b s e r v e d , b y t h e w a y , t h a t t h e p e o p l e w h o r e a l l y 
l ive in t w o g r e a t c i t ies a r e b y n o m e a n s so j e a l o u s 
of e a c h o t h e r , as a r e t h o s e of s m a l l e r c i t ies situ-
a t e d w i t h i n the i n t e l l e c t u a l b a s i n , or suction. 
r a n g e , of o n e l a r g e o n e , of t h e p r e t e n s i o n s of 
a n y o t h e r . D o n ' t y o u see w h y ? B e c a u s e their 
p r o m i s i n g y o u n g a u t h o r a n d r is ing l a w y e r a n d 
l a r g e c a p i t a l i s t h a v e been d r a i n e d off to t h e 
n e i g h b o r i n g b i g c i t y , — t h e i r p r e t t i e s t g i r l s h a v e 
e x p o r t e d to t h e s a m e m a r k e t ; al l t h e i r a m b i t i o n 
p o i n t s t h e r e , a n d a l l t h e i r th in g i l d i n g o f g l o r y 
c o m e s f r o m there . I h a t e l i t t le , t o a d - e a t i n g 
c i t ies . 

W o u l d I b e so g o o d a s t o s p e c i f y a n y part ic-
u l a r e x a m p l e ? — O h , — a n e x a m p l e ? D i d y o u 
e v e r see a bear t r a p ? N e v e r ? W e l l , s h o u l d n t 
y o u l ike to see m e p u t m y f o o t i n t o o n e ? W i t h 
s e n t i m e n t s of t h e h i g h e s t c o n s i d e r a t i o n I m u s t 
b e g leave to b e e x c u s e d . 

B e s i d e s , s o m e of t h e s m a l l e r c i t ies a r e c h a r m -
i n g . If t h e y h a v e an o l d c h u r c h or t w o , a f e w 
s ta te ly m a n s i o n s of f o r m e r g r a n d e e s , h e r e a n d 
t h e r e a n old d w e l l i n g wi th t h e s e c o n d s t o r y 
p r o j e c t i n g , ( for t h e c o n v e n i e n c e of s h o o t i n g t h e 
I n d i a n s k n o c k i n g a t t h e f r o n t - d o o r w i t h their 
t o m a h a w k s ) — i f t h e y h a v e , s c a t t e r e d a b o u t , 
those m i g h t y s q u a r e h o u s e s b u i l t s o m e t h i n g 
m o r e t h a n half a c e n t u r y a g o , a n d s t a n d i n g 
l i k e a r c h i t e c t u r a l b o u l d e r s d r o p p e d b y the 
f o r m e r d i l u v i u m of w e a l t h , w h o s e r e f l u e n t w a v e 
has i e f t them as i ts m o n u m e n t , — i f t h e y h a v e 

g a r d e n s w i t h e l b o w e d a p p l e - t r e e s t h a t p u s h 
their b r a n c h e s o v e r t h e h i g h b o a r d - f e n c e a n d 
d r o p their f r u i t on t h e s i d e - w a l k , — i f t h e y h a v e 
a l i t t le g r a s s in their s ide-streets , e n o u g h t o 
b e t o k e n q u i e t w i t h o u t p r o c l a i m i n g d e c a y , — I 
th ink I c o u l d g o t o p i e c e s , a f t e r m y l i f e ' s t ran-
q u i l p laces , a s s w e e t l y as in a n y c r a d l e that a n 
old m a n m a y b e r o c k e d to s l e e p in. I v i s i t 
s u c h s p o t s a l w a y s w i t h infinite d e l i g h t . M y 
f r i e n d , the P o e t , s a y s , t h a t r a p i d l y g r o w i n g 
t o w n s a r e m o s t u n f a v o r a b l e to t h e i m a g i n a t i v e 
a n d r e f l e c t i v e f a c u l t i e s . L e t a m a n l ive in o n e 
of these o l d q u i e t p laces , he says , a n d t h e w i n e 
of h is s o u l , w h i c h is k e p t t h i c k a n d t u r b i d b y 
t h e r a t t l e o f b u s y s treets , set t les , a n d a s y o u 
h o l d it u p , y o u m a y see t h e sun t h r o u g h it b y 
d a y a n d t h e s tars b y n i g h t . 

D o I th ink t h a t t h e l i t t le v i l l a g e s h a v e t h e 
c o n c e i t of t h e g r e a t t o w n s ? I d o n ' t be l ieve 
t h e r e is m u c h d i f ference . Y o u k n o w h o w t h e y 
r e a d P o p e ' s l ine in t h e s m a l l e s t t o w n in o u r 
S t a t e of M a s s a c h u s e t t s ? W e l l , t h e y r e a d i t , — 

" A l l are but parts of one stupendous Hull!" 

E v e r y p e r s o n ' s f e e l i n g s h a v e a f r o n t - d o o r a n d 
a s i d e - d o o r b y w h i c h t h e y m a y b e e n t e r e d . • T h e 
f r o n t - d o o r is on t h e s t r e e t . S o m e k e e p it a l w a y s 
o p e n ; s o m e k e e p i t l a t c h e d ; s o m e , l o c k e d ; s o m e , 
b o l t e d — w i t h a chain t h a t w i l l le t y o u p e e p ki , 
but not g o i n — a n d s o m e nai l it u p so t h a t noth-
i n g can pass i ts t h r e s h o l d . T h i s f r o n t - d o o r l e a d s 
i n t o a p a s s a g e w h i c h o p e n s into a n a n t e - r o o m , 
a n d th is i n t o the i n t e r i o r a p a r t m e n t s . T h e side-
door o p e n s at o n c e into t h e s a c r e d c h a m b e r s . 

T h e r e is a l m o s t a l w a y s a t least o n e k e y to th is 



side-door. T h i s is carried for years h idden in 
a mother ' s b o s o m . Fathers , brothers , sisters, 
and friends, of ten, b u t b y n o means so univer-
sal ly , have dupl icates of it . T h e w e d d i n g - r i n g 
c o n v e y s a r ight to one; a las , if none is g i v e n 
w i i h i t ! •* 

If nature or acc ident has p u t one of these k e y s 
into the hands of a person w h o has the t o r t u r i n g 
instinct, I can o n l y p r o n o u n c e the w o r d s that 
Justice utters o v e r i ts d o o m e d v i c t i m : The Lord 
have mercy on your soul! Y o u wi l l probably g o 
mad within a reasonable t ime, or , if y o u are a 
m a n , run off and die w i t h y o u r h e a d on a curb-
stone, in M e l b o u r n e or S a n ' F r a n c i s c o ; or, if y o u 
a r e a w o m a n , quarre l and break y o u r heart , o r 
turn into a pale, jo inted petrif ication that m o v e s 
a b o u t as if it were a l ive , "or p l a y some real l i fe-
t r a g e d y or other. 

B e very c a r e f u l to w h o m y o u trust one <4f 
these keys of the s ide-door . T h e f a c t of pos-
sessing one renders those even w h o are dear t o 
you very terr ible a t t imes. Y o u can k e e p the 
world out f rom y o u r front-door, or receive 
visitors o n l y w h e n y o u a r e ready for t h e m ; b u t 
those of y o u r o w n flesh and b lood, or of certain 
g r a d e s of int imacy, can c o m e in a t the side-door, 
if t h e y wi l l , at any hour and in a n y mood. 
S o m e of them have a scale of y o u r w h o l e n e r v o u s 
system, and can play all the g a m u t of y o u r sen-
s ibi l i t ies in semitones, t o u c h i n g the naked 
nerve-pulps as a pianist strikes the k e y s of his 
instrument. I a m satisfied that there are as 
great masters of this n e r v e - p l a y i n g as V i e u x -
temps or T h a l b e r g in their lines of performance. 
Married life is the school in w h i c h the most 

accompl ished art ists in this d e p a r t m e n t are to 
be f o u n d . A del icate w o m a n is the best instru-
m e n t ; she h a s such a magni f icent compass oi 
sensibi l i t ies! F r o m the d e e p inward moan 
w h i c h f o l l o w s pressure on the nerves of s ight , to 
the sharp cry as the filaments of taste are struck 
w i t h a c r a s h i n g sweep, is a range which no other 
ins trument possesses. A f e w exercises on it 
dai ly a t home fit a man w o n d e r f u l l y for his 
habi tua l labors, and refresh him immensely as he 
returns f rom them. N o stranger can g e t a great 
m a n y notes of torture out of a human soul ; it 
takes one t h a t k n o w s it w e l l , — p a r e n t , chi ld, 
brother , sister, int imate. B e very c a r e f u l to 
w h o m y o u g i v e a s ide-door k e y ; too m a n y have 
them already. 

— Y o u r e m e m b e r the old story of the tender-
hearted man, w h o placed a frozen viper in his 
Dosom, and w a s s t u n g by it when it became 
t h a w e d ? If w e take a co ld-blooded creature into 
o u r bosom, better that it should s t i n g us and that 
w e should die than that its chill should s lowly 
steal into o u r hearts; w a r m it we never can! I 
have seen faces of w o m e n that were fair to look 
upon, y e t one c o u l d see that the icicles were 
f o r m i n g round these women's hearts. I knew 
w h a t f r e e z i n g i m a g e lay on the white breasts 
b e n e a t h the laces ! 

A v e r y s imple intellectual m e c h a n i s m answers 
the necessities of fr iendship, and even of the 
most int imate relations of l ife. If a w a t c h tells 
us the hour and the minute , w e can be content 
to carry it a b o u t w i t h us for a l i fe-t ime, t h o u g h it 
has no second-hand, a n a is n o t a repeater , nor a 
musical watch , — t h o u g h it is not enamelled nor 



jewel led ,—in short , t h o u g h it has little b e y o n d 
the wheels required for a t r u s t w o r t h y instru-
ment, a d d e d to a good face and a pair of useful 
hands. T h e more wheels there are in a watch 
or a brain, the m o r e trouble they are to take 
care of. T h e m o m e n t s of exaltat ion which 
b e l o n g to g e n i u s are egotist ic b y their very 
nature. A calm, c lear mind, not s u b j e c t to the 
spasms and crises t h a t are so o f t e n met w i t h in 
creat ive or intensely percept ive natures , is the 
best basis for love or f r i e n d s h i p . — O b s e r v e , I am 
t a l k i n g about minds. I w o n ' t say, the more in-
tellect, the less capaci ty for l o v i n g ; for that 
w o u l d do w r o n g to the undei s t a ndi ng and 
reason; but, on the o t h e r hand, that the brain 
of ten runs a w a y with the heart 's best blood, 
which g ives the world a f e w pages of wisdom 
or sent iment or poetry , instead of m a k i n g one 
other heart h a p p y , I have no quest ion. 

If one 's intimate in love or f r iendship cannot 
or does not share a l l one 's intel lectual tastes or 
pursuits , that is a small matter . Intel lectual 
c o m p a n i o n s can b e f o u n d easily in men and 
books. A f t e r al l , if we think of it , m o s t of the 
wor ld 's loves and fr iendships have been between 
people l h a t could n o t read nor spell . 

B u t to radiate the heat of the affect ions into 
a clod, which absorbs all that is poured into it, 
b u t never w a r m s b e n e a t h the sunshine of smiles 
or the pressure of hand or l i p , — t h i s is the great 
m a r t y r d o m of sensit ive b e i n g s , — m o s t of al l in 
that perpetual auto da fe w h e r e y o u n g woman-
hood is the sacrifice. 

Y o u not iced, perhaps, w h a t 1 jus t said a b o u t 
the loves and fr iendships of i l l i terate persons ,— 

that is, of the h u m a n race, w i t h a f e w excep-
tions here and there. I l ike b o o k s , — I was born 
and bred a m o n g them, and have the easy feel-
ing , when I g e t into their presence, that a stable 
boy has a m o n g horses. I don ' t th ink I under-
v a l u e them either as c o m p a n i o n s or as instruc-
tors. B u t I can't he lp r e m e m b e r i n g that the 
w o r l d ' s g r e a t men have not c o m m o n l y been 
g r e a t scholars, nor its g r e a t scholars g r e a t men. 
T h e H e b r e w patriarchs had small l ibraries, I 
think, if a n y ; y e t they represent to o u r imagina-
tion a very c o m p l e t e idea of manhood and, I 
th ink, if w e could ask in A b r a h a m to dine w i t h 
us men of letters n e x t S a t u r d a y , w e should feel 
honored b y his c o m p a n y . 

W h a t I wanted to say about b o o k s is this: 
T h a t there are t imes in w h i c h every act ive mind 
feels itself a b o v e any and all h u m a n books. 

I think a man m u s t have a g o o d opinion of 
himself , S i r , — s a i d the d iv in i ty s t u d e n t , — w h o 
should feel himself a b o v e Shakespeare a t any 
time. 

M y y o u n g f r i e n d , — I rep l ied ,—the man w h o is 
n e v e r conscious of any state of fee l ing or of intel-
lectual e f fort ent ire ly b e y o n d expression by any 
form of w o r d s w h a t s o e v e r is a mere creat-
ure of l a n g u a g e . I can hardly bel ieve there 
are a n y such men. W h y , think for a moment 
of the p o w e r of music. T h e nerves t h a t m a k e 
us a l ive to it spread o u t (so the P r o f e s s o r tells 
me) in the most sensit ive reg ion of the marrow, 
just w h e r e it is w i d e n i n g to run u p into the h e m -
ispheres. It has its seat in the region of sense 
rather than of thought . Y e t it produces a con-
t inuous, a n d , as it were, logical sequence of 



emotional and intel lectual c h a n g e s ; b u t h o w 
different f rom trains of t h o u g h t p r op e r ! h o w 
entirely beyond the reach of s y m b o l s ! T h i n k 
of human passions as c o m p a r e d w i t h all 
phrases! Did y o u ever hear of a man's g r o w i n g 
lean by the r e a d i n g of " R o m e o a n d J u l i e t , " or 
b l o w i n g his brains o u t because D e s d e m o n a w a s 
m a l i g n e d ? T h e r e a r e a g o o d many symbols , 
even, that arc* more express ive than words . I 
r e m e m b e r a y o u n g wi fe w h o had to part w i t h 
her husband for a time. S h e did not write a 
m o u r n f u l peon ; indeed, she w a s a si lent person, 
and perhaps h a r d l y said a word a b o u t i t ; but 
she quiet ly turned of a d e e p o r a n g e color with 
jaundice . A g r e a t m a n y people in this world 
have b u t one form of rhetoric f o r their pro-
f o u n d e s t e x p e r i e n c e s , — n a m e l y , to w a s t e a w a y 
a n d die. W h e n a man ean read, h is p a r o x y s m 
of feel ing is passing. W h e n he can read, his 
t h o u g h t has s lackened its hold. Y o u talk a b o u t 
r e a d i n g Shakespeare , u s i n g him as an expression 
for the highest intellect, and y o u w o n d e r that 
a n y c o m m o n person should be so p r e s u m p t u o u s 
as to suppose his t h o u g h t can rise a b o v e the 
text which lies before him. B u t th ink a 
moment . A child's r e a d i n g of S h a k e s p e a r e is 
one thing, and C o l e r i d g e ' s or Schlege l ' s reading 
of him is another . T h e saturat ion-point of each 
mind differs f rom that of e v e r y other . B u t I 
think it is as t rue for the small mind w h i c h can 
o n l y take u p a l ittle as for the g r e a t one w h i c h 
takes up much, that , the s u g g e s t e d trains of 
t h o u g h t and fee l ing o u g h t a l w a y s to rise a b o v e 
— n o t the a u t h o r , but the reader's mental version 
of the author , w h o e v e r he m a y be. 

I think most readers of Shakespeare somet imes 
find themselves t h r o w n into exal ted mental con-
dit ions l ike those produced b y music . T h e n 
they m a y d r o p the b o o k , to pass a t once into the 
reg ion of t h o u g h t w i t h o u t words . W e m a y hap-
pen to b e v e r y dul l fo lks , y o u and I, and prob-
a b l y are, unless there is some p a r t i c u l a r reason 
to suppose the contrary . B u t w e g e t g l i m p s e s 
n o w and then of a sphere of spir i tual possibil i-
ties, w h e r e w e , d u l l as we are n o w , m a y sail in 
vast c ircles round the largest c o m p a s s of earthly 
intel l igences. 

I confess there are t imes w h e n I feel l ike the 
fr iend I mentioned to y o u some t ime a g o . I 
hate the v e r y s ight of a b o o k . S o m e t i m e s it be-
c o m e s a l m o s t a phys ica l necessi ty to talk out 
w h a t is in the mind before p u t t i n g a n y t h i n g else 
into it. I t is very bad to have t h o u g h t s and 
f e e l i n g s w h i c h were m e a n t to c o m e out in ta lk , 
strike in, as they say of some c o m p l a i n t s that 
o u g h t to show o u t w a r d l y . 

I a l w a y s bel ieved in l i fe rather than in books . 
I suppose e v e r y d a y of earth, w i t h its h u n d r e d 
thousand deaths and s o m e t h i n g m o r e of births, 
w i t h its loves and hates, i ts t r i u m p h s and de-
feats, i t p a n g s and blisses, has m o r e of h u m a n i t y 
in it than a l l the b o o k s that were ever wr i t ten , 
p u t together . I bel ieve the flowers g r o w i n g a t 
this m o m e n t send up more f r a g r a n c e to heaven 
than w a s ever exhaled f rom all the essences 
e v e r dist i l led. 

D o n ' t I read u p var ious matters to ta lk a b o u t 
at this table or e lsewhere ? No, that is the least 
thing I w o u l d d o . I wi l l tell y o u m y rule . 
T a l k a b o u t those subjects y o u have had l o n g in 



y o u r mind, and listen to w h a t others say a b o u t 
s u b j e c t s y o u have studied b u t recently. K n o w l -
e d g e and t imber shouldn ' t be much used til l 
they are seasoned. 

P h y s i o l o g i s t s and metaphysic ians have had 
their a t tent ion turned a g o o d deal of late to 
the a u t o m a t i c and involuntary act ions of the 
mind. P u t an idea into y o u r inte l l igence and 
leave it there an hour , a d a y , a year , w i t h o u t 
ever h a v i n g occasion to refer to it. W h e n , at 
last, y o u return to it, y o u d o not find it as i t 
was when a c q u i r e d . It has domici l iated itself, 
so to speak , b e c o m e at home, entered into 
relations with y o u r other t h o u g h t s , and inte-
g r a t e d itself with the w h o l e fabr ic of the mind. 
O r take a s imple and famil iar example. Y o u 
f o r g e t a name, in conversat ion, g o on ta lk ing, 
wi thout m a k i n g any effort to recall it, and 
presently the mind evolves it by its o w n invol-
untary and unconscious act ion, whi le y o u w e r e 
p u r s u i n g another train of t h o u g h t and the 
name rises of itself to y o u r lips. 

T h e r e are some cur ious observat ions I should 
l ike to make a b o u t the mental m a c h i n e r y , but I 
think we are g e t t i n g rather d idact ic . 

I s h o u l d be grat i f ied , if B e n j a m i n F r a n k l i n 
would let me k n o w s o m e t h i n g of his progress in 
the French l a n g u a g e . I rather l iked that exer-
cise he read us the o t h e r day, t h o u g h I must 
confess I should h a r d l y dare to translate it, for 
fear some people in a remote c i ty w h e r e I once 
l ived m i g h t think I w a s d r a w i n g their portraits. 

Y e s , Paris is a f a m o u s place for societies. I 
don ' t k n o w w h e t h e r the piece I mentioned f r o m 
the French a u t h o r was intended, s imply as N a t -

ural H i s t o r y , or whether there w a s not a l ittle 
malice in his descript ion. A t a n y rate, w h e n I 
g a v e m y translat ion to B . F . to turn back a g a i n 
into French, one reason was that I t h o u g h t it 
w o u l d sound a l ittle bald in E n g l i s h , and some 
people might think it w a s meant to have some 
loca l bear ing or o t h e r , — w h i c h the a u t h o r , of 
course , didn't mean, inasmuch as he could not 
be acquainted with a n y t h i n g on this side the 
w a t e r . 

[ T h e above remarks were addressed to the 
schoolmistress, to w h o m I handed the paper 
a f t e r looking it over. T h e divinity s tudent came 
and read o v e r her s h o u l d e r , — v e r y curious, ap-
parent ly , but his eyes w a n d e r e d , I thought . 
S e e i n g that her breathing w a s a l ittle hurried, 
and high, or thoracic, as m y fr iend, the Professor, 
cal ls it, I watched her a l i t t le more c losely. It 
is none of my business. A f t e r al l , i t is the im-
ponderables that m o v e the w o r l d — h e a t , electric-
i ty , l o v e . — H u b et.] 

T h i s is the piece that B e n j a m i n Frankl in made 
into boarding-school French, such as y o u see 
here ; don't expect too m u c h — t h e mistakes g i v e 
a relish to it, I th ink: 

Les Sociétés Polyphysiophilosophiques. 
— C e s sociétés là sont une Inst i tut ion pour 

s u p p l é e r a u x besoins d 'esprit et de coeur de ces 
indiv idus qui ont survécu à leurs émot ions à 
l ' é g a r d d u beau sexe , et qui n 'ont pas la distract 
ion d e l 'habi tude de boire. 

P o u r devenir m e m b r e d' une d e ces Sociétés, 
on doit avoir le moins de c h e v e u x possible. S'i l 
y en reste plusieurs qui résistent a u x dépi latoires 
naturel les et autres, on doit avoir q u e l q u e s con-



naissances, n ' importe dans quel genre . D è s le 
m o m e n t qu 'on ouvre l a porte d e la Société , on 
a un g r a n d intérêt dans toutes les choses dont 
on ne sait rien. Ains i , un microscopiste de-
montre un nouveau Jiexor d u tarse d ' u n mel-
olantka vulgaris. D o u z e savans improvises, 
portants des besicles, et q u i ne connais-
sent rien des insectes, si ce n'est les 
morsures d u culex, se préc ipi tent sur l'in-
strument, et v o i e n t — u n e g r a n d e bulle d'air, dont 
ils s 'émervei l lent avec ef fusion. C e qui est un 
spectacle plein d ' i n s t r u c t i o n — p o u r c e u x qui ne 
sont pas d e ladite Société . T o u l s les m e m b r e s 
r e g a r d e n t les chimistes en particulieriavec un air 
d ' inte l l igence par fa i te pendant qu ' i ls prouvent 
dans un discours d 'une demiheure que O e N 3 H 5 C 6 

etc. font q u e l q u e chose qui n 'est bonne à rien, 
mais qui p r o b a b l e m e n t a une o d e u r très d é s a g r é -
able , selon l 'habitude des p r o d u t i s chimiques. 
A p r è s celà vient un mathémat ic ien qui v o u s 
bourre avec des a - f b et v o u s rapporte enfia un 
x + y , d o n t vous n 'avez p a s besoin et que ne 
c h a n g e n u l l e m e n t vos relat ions avec la v ie . U n 
naturl iste v o u s parle des formations spèeciales 
des a n i m a u x excess ivement incomus, d o n t v o u s 
n 'avez jamais soupçonné l 'existence. Ainsi il 
vous d è crit les follicules de l'appendix vermiformis 
d ' u n dzigguetai. V o u s ne savez pas ce q u e c 'est 
qu 'un follicule. V o u s ne savez pas ce que c 'est 
qu 'un appendix vermiformis. V o u s n 'avez j a m a i s 
entendu parler du dzigguetai. A ins i vous g a g n e z 
toutes ces connaissances â la fois, qui s 'a t tachent 
à v o t r e esprit c o m m e l 'eau a d h è r e a u x p lumes 
d 'un canard. O n ' connai t toutes les langues ex 
officio en devenant m e m b r e d ' u n e de ces Soci-

étés. Ainsi quand on entend lire un Essai surles 
dialectes T c h u t c h i e n s , on c o m p r e n d tout ce là d e 
suite, ets ' instruit è n o r m è n t . 

Il y a d e u x e x p è c e s d ' i n d i v i d u s qu 'on trouve 
toujours à ces S o c i é t é s : i° L e m e m b r e â ques-
tions! 2° L e m e m b r e à ' - B y l a w s " 

L a Question une spécial i té C e l u i qui en fai t 
métier ne fai t j a m a i s des réponses. L e ques-
tion est une manière très c o m m o d e de dire les 
choses s u i v a n t e s : " M e voi la ! Je ne suis pas 
fossil , m o i , — j e respire encore! J'ai des i d é e s , — 
v o y e z mon intel l igence! V o u s ne croy iez pas, 
v o u s autres , q u e je savais q u e l q u e chose de celà! 
A h , nous, avons un peu de s a g a c i t é , v o y e z v o u s ! 
N o u s ne s o m m e s n u l l e m e n t la bête qu'on pense!" 
Le faiseur de questions donne peu d'attention aux ré-
ponses qu'on fait; ce n'est pas là dans sa spécialité. 

L e membre à " B y l a w s " est le bouchon de 
toutes les émot ions mousseuses et généreuses 
qui se montrent d a n s la Soc ié té . C ' e s t un em-
pereur m a n q u e , — u n tyran à la troisième tritura-
tion. C ' e s t un esprit d u r , borne, e x a c t , g r a n d 
dans les petitesses, petit dans les g r a n d e u r s , 
selon le mot du g r a n d Jefferson. O n ne l 'aime 
pa3 d a n s la Société , m a i s on le respecte et on le 
craint. Il n'y a qu 'un mot p o u r ce m e m b r e au-
dessus d e " B y l a w s . " C e mot est pour lui ce 
que l O m est a u x H i n d o u s . C ' e s t sa re l ig ion; 
il n 'y a rien audela . C e mot la c 'est la C O N -
S T I T U T I O N ! 

Lesdi tes Sociétés publ ient des feui l le tons d e 
t e m s en tems. On les trouve a b a n d o n n e s à sa 
porte, nus c o m m e des enfans nouveaunes, faute 
d e m e m b r a n e cutanee, o u mène papyracee. Si 
on aime la botanique, on y trouve une memoire 



sur les coqui l les ; si on fai t des e tudes zoolo-
g i q u e s , on t rouve un g a n d tas de qZ—i, ce qu: 
do i t etre inf iniment plus c o m m o d e que les ency-
c lupedies . Ains i il est clair c o m m e la métaphy-
s ique q u ' o n doi t devenir m e m b r e d 'une Société 
telle q u e nous décr ivons. 

Recette pour le Depilatoire Physiophilosophique. 

C h a u x v i v e lb. ss. Eau boui l lante O j . 
D é p i l e z avec. Pol issez ensuite. 

I told the boy that his translation into French 
w a s credi table to him ; and some of the com-
p a n y w i s h i n g to hear w h a t there w a s in the piece 
t h a t m a d e me smile, I turned it into E n g l i s h for 
them, as well as I c o u l d , on the spot . 

T h e landlady 's d a u g h t e r seemed to be much 
a m u s e d by the idea that a depi latory could take 
the place of l i terary and scientific accomplish-
ments ; she wanted me to print the p iece ,so thai: 
she m i g h t send a c o p y of it to her cousin, in 
M i z z o u r a j ; she didn' t think he'd have to d o any-
t h i n g to the outs ide of his head to g e t into a n y 
of the societies ; he had to w e a r a w i g once, 
w h e n he p layed a p a r t in a tabul lo . 

N o , — s a i d I , — I shouldn ' t think of p r i n t i n g 
that in E n g l i s h . I'll tell y o u w h y . A s soon as 
y o u g e t a f e w thousand people t o g e t h e r in a 
t o w n there is s o m e b o d y that every sharp th ing 
y o u say is sure to hit. W h a t if a t h i n g w a s wri t -
ten in Par is or in P e k i n ?—that makes no differ-
ence. E v e r y b o d y in those cit ies, or a lmost every-
b o d y , has his counterpart here, and in all large 
p l a c e s . — Y o u never s t u d i e d averages, as I have 
had occasion to. 

IH tell y o u h o w I came to k n o w so m u c h 
a b o u t averages . T h e r e w a s one season when I 
was lectur ing, c o m m o n l y , five e v e n i n g s in the 
week, t h r o u g h most of the lectur ing period. I 
soon f o u n d as most speakers d o , that it w a s 
pleasanter to w o r k one lecture than to k e e p 
several in hand. 

D o n ' t y o u g e t sick to death of one lecture? 
said the landlady 's d a u g h t e r , w h o had a new 
dress on that d a y , and w a s in spirits for conver-
sat ion. 

I w a s g o i n g to ta lk a b o u t averages , I sa id , 
but I have no object ion to te l l ing y o u a b o u t 
lectures to begin with. 

A new lecture a l w a y s has a certain excite-
ment connected with its de l ivery . O n e thinks 
well of it, as of m o s t th ings fresh f rom his mind. 
A f t e r a few del iveries of it , one gets tired and 
then disgusted with its repetit ion. G o on de-
l iver ing it, and . the d i s g u s t passes off, until, 
a f t e r one has repeated it a h u n d r e d or a hun-
dred and fifty t imes, he rather e n j o y s the hun-
dred and first or hundred and fifty-first t ime, 
before a new audience . B u t this is on one 
condit ion, that he never lays the lecture d o w n 
and lets it cool . If he does, there comes on a 
loath ing for it w h i c h is intense, so that the s ight 
of the old battered manuscr ipt is as bad as sea-
sickness. 

A new lecture is l ike any other n e w t o o l . W e 
use it for a w h i l e w i t h pleasure. T h e n it blis-
ters our hands and we hate to t o u c h it. B y - a n d -
by o u r hands g e t ca l lous, and then we have no 
l o n g e r a n y sensit iveness a b o u t it. But if we 
g i v e it u p the cal louses d isappear; and if w e 



meddle with it again, w e miss the novel ty and 
g e t the blisters. T h e story is o f t e n q u o t e d of 
Whitf ie ld that he said a sermon was g o o d for 
noth ing unti l it had been preached f o r t y t imes. 
A lecture doesn ' t begin to be old unt i l it has 
passed its h u n d r e d t h d e l i v e r y ; and some, I 
think, have doubled, if not q u a d r u p l e d that 
n u m b e r . T h e s e old lectures are a man's best , 
c o m m o n l y ; they improve by age , a l s o , — l i k e the 
pipes, fiddles, and poems I told y o u of the other 
d a y . O n e learns to m a k e the most of their 
s t r o n g points and to carry off their weak ones, 
— to take out the real ly good t h i n g s w h i c h don ' t 
tell on the audience , and put in cheaper things 
that do. Al l this d e g r a d e s him, of course , b u t 
it improves the lecture for genera l d e l i v e r y . A 
t h o r o u g h l y popular lecture o u g h t to have noth-
i n g in it which five h u n d r e d people c a n n o t all 
take in a flash, just as it is uttered. 

N o , indeed; I should be v e r y sorry to say 
a n y t h i n g d isrespect fu l of audiences . I have 
been kindly treated by a great m a n y , and may 
occasional ly face one hereafter . B u t I tell y o u the 
average intellect of five hundred persons, taken as 
they c o m e , is not very high. It m a y be sound and 
safe, so far as it g o e s , but it is not v e r y rapid or 
profound. A lecture o u g h t to be s o m e t h i n g 
which all can understand, a b o u t s o m e t h i n g 
which interests e v e r y b o d y . I th ink that, if any 
experienced lecturer g i v e s y o u a different 
account f r o m t h i s , i t wi!l p r o b a b l y be one of 
those e loquent or forcible speakers w h o hold an 
audience by the c h a r m of their m a n n e r , what-
ever they talk a b o u t , — e v e n when they don ' t 
ta lk very well . 

B u t an average, which w a s w h a t I m e a n t to 
speak a b o u t , is one of the most e x t r a o r d i n a r y 
subjects of observat ion and s tudy . It is a w f u l 
in i ts uni formity , in its a u t o m a t i c necessity of 
action. T w o communit ies of ants or bees are 
exact ly a l ike in all their act ions, so far as we can 
eee. T w o lyceum assemblies , of five hundred 
each, are so nearly alike, that they are absolute ly 
undis t inguishable in m a n y cases by any definite 
mark , and there is noth ing b u t the place and 
t ime by which one can tell the " r e m a r k a b l y in-
te l l igent audience " of a town in N e w Y o r k or 
O h i o f r o m one in any N e w E n g l a n d town of 
s imilar size. O f course, if any principle of selec-
tion h a s come in, as in those special associat ions 
of y o u n g men which are common in cit ies, it 
d e r a n g e s the uni formity of the assemblage . B u t 
let there be no such interfer ing c i rcumstances , 
and one k n o w s pret ty well even the look the 
audience wi l l have before he g o e s in. F r o n t 
seats : a few old f o l k s , — s h i n y - h e a d e d , — s l a n t u p 
best ear towards the s p e a k e r , — d r o p off as leep 
af ter a whi le , w h e n the air beg ins to g e t a little 
narcotic with carbonic acid. B r i g h t w o m e n ' s 
faces, y o u n g and middle-aged, a little behind 
these, but toward the f r o n t — ( p i c k out the best, 
and lecture mainly to that). H e r e and there a 
countenance sharp and scholar l ike , and a dozen 
p r e t t y female ones sprinkled about . A n indefinite 
nu m be r of pairs of y o u n g p e o p l e , — h a p p v , b u t 
not a l w a y s very attentive. B o y s in the back-
g r o u n d , more or less quiet . D u l l faces here, 
t h e r e , — i n how m a n y p l a c e s ! I don ' t say dull 
people, b u t faces wi thout a ray of s y m p a t h y or a 
m o v e m e n t of expression. T h e y are w h a t kil l 



the lecturer. T h e s e negat ive faces with their 
v a c u o u s eyes and s tony l ineaments p u m p and 
suck the w a r m soul o u t of h i m ; — t h a t is the 
chief reason w h y lecturers g r o w so pale before 
the season is over . T h e y render latent any 
a m o u n t of v i ta l ca lor ic ; they ac t on o u r minds 
as those cold-blooded creatures I w a s t a l k i n g 
a b o u t act on o u r hearts. 

O u t of all these inevitable e l e m e n t s the audi-
ence is g e n e r a t e d — a g r e a t c o m p o u n d vertebrate , 
as mucn like f i f ty others y o u have seen as any 
t w o m a m m a l s of the same species are l ike each 
other. E a c h audience laughs , and each cries, in 
jus t the same places of y o u r lecture; that is, if 
y o u make one laugh or c r y , y o u m a k e all . Even 
those little, indescribable m o v e m e n t s which a 
lecturer takes c o g n i z a n c e of , just as a d r i v e r no-
tices his horse's c o c k i n g his ears, are sure t<> 
c o m e in e x a c t l y the same place of y o u r lecture, 
a l w a y s . I declare to y o u that , as the monk said 
a b o u t the picture in the convent , that he some-
t imes t h o u g h t the l i v i n g tenants were the shad-
o w s and the painted figures the realities, I have 
sometimes felt as if I were a w a n d e r i n g spirit , 
and this great u n c h a n g i n g mult ivertebrate which 
I faced night a f t e r night, was one ever- l istening 
animal , which writhed a l o n g a f t e r me w h e r e v e r 
I fled, and coiled at m y feet e v e r y evening, turn-
i n g up to me the same sleepless eyes which I 
t h o u g h t I had closed w i t h m y last drowsy incan-
tation! 

O h , yes ! A thousand k indly and courteous 
acts , a thousand faces that melted individual ly 
out of my recollection as the A p r i l snow melts, 
but only to steal a w a y and find the beds of 

flowers whose roots a r e m e m o r y , b u t which 
blossom in poetry and 'dreams. I a m not un-
g r a t e f u l , nor unconscious of a l l the g o o d fee l ing 
and intel l igence e v e r y w h e r e to be met w i t h 
t h r o u g h the vast parish to which the . lecturer 
ministers. B u t when I set for th , l e a d i n g a s t r i n g 
of m y mind 's d a u g h t e r s to m a r k e t , as the coun-
try- folk fetch in their s tr ings of h o r s e s — p a r d o n 
me, that w a s a coarse fe l low w h o sneered a t the 
s y m p a t h y wasted; on an u n h a p p y lecturer, as if , 
because he w a s decent ly paid for his services, he 
had therefore sold his sensibil it ies. F a m i l y men 
g e t dreadfu l ly homesick. In the remote and 
bleak v i l l a g e the heart returns to the red b laze 
of the logs in one's fireplace a t home. 

" T h e r e are his y o u n g barbarians all at p l a y , " 
— i f he o w n s any y o u t h f u l s a v a g e s . — N o , the 
world has a mill ion roosts for a man, but o n l y 
one nest. 

It is a fine t h i n g to be an oracle to which an 
appeal is a l w a y s m a d e in a l l discussions. T h e 
men of facts wait their turn in g r i m silence, 
w i t h that s l ight tension a b o u t the nostrils, 
w h i c h the consciousness of c a r r y i n g a " s e t t l e r " 
in the form of a fac t or a revolver g ives the in-
div idual t h u s armed. W h e n a person is real ly 
fu l l of information, and does not abuse it to 
crush conversat ion, his part is to that of the 
real talkers what the instrumental accompani-
ment is in a tr io or quartet te of vocal ists . 

W h a t d o I mean b y the real ta lkers ? — W h y , 
the people with fresh ideas, of course, and 
plenty of good w a r m words to dress them in. 
F a c t s a l w a y s y ie ld the place of honor, in con-
versation, to t h o u g h t s about f a c t s ; but if a false 



note is u t tered , d o w n c o m e s the finger on the 
k e y and the man of facts-asserts his true d i g n i t y . 
I have k n o w n three of these men of facts , a t 
least, w h o were a l w a y s f o r m i d a b l e , — a n d one of 
them w a s tyrannica l . 

Y e s , a man somet imes makes a g r a n d appear-
ance on a part icular occasion ; b u t these men 
k n e w s o m e t h i n g a b o u t a l m o s t e v e r y t h i n g , and 
never m a d e m i s t a k e s . — H e ? Veneers in first-rate 
sty le . T h e m a h o g a n y scales off n o w and then 
in spots, and then y o u see the c h e a p l i g h t stuff . 
•—I found v e r y fine in conversat ional 
information, the other d a y , w h e n w e w e r e in 
company. T h e talk ran upon mountains . H e 
w a s w o n d e r f u l l y w e l l a c q u a i n t e d w i t h the lead-
i n g facts a b o u t the A n d e s , the A p e n n i n e s , and 
the A p p a l a c h i a n s ; he had nothing in part icular 
to say a b o u t A r a r a t , B e n Nevis , and v a r i o u s 
other mountains that w e r e ment ioned. B y a n d 
b y some R e v o l u t i o n a r y a n e c d o t e c a m e u p and 
he s h o w e d s i n g u l a r fami l iar i ty w i t h the l ives of 
the A d a m s e s , and g a v e m a n y detai ls re lat ing to 
M a j o r A n d r e . A point of N a t u r a l H i s t o r y b e i n g 
s u g g e s t e d , he g a v e an exce l lent account of the 
air-bladder of fishes. H e w a s v e r y fu l l upon 
the subject of a g r i c u l t u r e , b u t ret ired from the 
conversat ion w h e n hort icul ture w a s introduced 
in the discussion. S o he seemed wel l acquainted 
with the g e o l o g y of anthracite , b u t d i d not pre-
tend to k n o w a n y t h i n g of other k inds of coal . 
T h e r e w a s something so o d d a b o u t the extent 
and l imitat ions of his k n o w l e d g e , t h a t I suspected 
all at once w h a t m i g h t be the m e a n i n g of it, and 
waited till I g o t an o p p o r t u n i t y . — H a v e y o u 
seen the " N e w A m e r i c a n C y c l o p a e d i a ? " said I. 

I have, h e replied ; I received an early c o p y . 
H o w f a r does it g o ? H e turned red, and an-
s w e r e d , t o A r a g u a y . O h , said I to myse l f , not 
qui te so f a r as A r a r a t ; that is the reason he 
k n e w n o t h i n g a b o u t i t ; but he must have read 
all the rest s tra ight t h r o u g h and, if he can re-
m e m b e r w h a t is in this v o l u m e unti l he has read 
all those that are to come, he wi l l know more 
than I ever t h o u g h t he would. 

S ince I had this exper ience , i heard t h a t s o n r 
b o d y eise has related a s imilar s tory . I didn't 
borrow it, tor all that. I m a d e a comparison at 
table, some t ime since, w h i c h has o f ten been 
q u o t e d and received m a n y compl iments . It was 
t h a t of the mind of a b igot to the pupil of the 
e y e ; the more l ight y o u p o u r on it , the more it con-
tracts. T h e simile is very obvious , and, I sup-
pose I m a y now say, a very h a p p y one; for it has 
j u s t been shown m e t h a t it occurs in a preface 
to certain political p o e m s of T h o m a s Moore's , 
publ ished l o n g before m y remark w a s repeated. 
W h e n a person of fair character f o r l i terary hon-
esty uses an i m a g e such as a n o t h e r has em-
ployed before him, the p r e s u m p t i o n is that he 
has s truck upon it i n d e p e n d e n t l y , or uncon-
sciously recal led it, s u p p o s i n g it to be his o w n . 

It is impossible to tell , in a g r e a t many cases, 
w h e t h e r a comparison w h i c h suddenly s u g g e s t s 
itself is a new concept ion or a recol lect ion. I 
told y o u the other d a y that I never wrote a line 
of verse that seemed to me c o m p a r a t i v e l y g o o d , 
b u t it appeared old at once, and of ten as if it had 
been borrowed. B u t I confess I never suspected 
the a b o v e comparison of b e i n g o l d , e x c e p t f rom 
the fac t of its obviousness. It is proper, h o w -



ever, that I proceed b y a formal instrument to 
rel inquish all c la im to any property in an idea 
g iven to the world a t a b o u t the t i m e when I had 
jus t joined the c lass in w h i c h Master T h o m a s 
Moore was then a s o m e w h a t a d v a n c e d scholar. 

I, therefore, in fu l l possession of m y nat ive 
honesty , but k n o w i n g the l iabi l i ty of all men to 
be elected to publ ic office, and for that reason 
f e e l i n g uncertain how soon I m a y be in d a n g e r 
of losing it, d o h e r e b y renounce all c la im to 
b e i n g considered the first person w h o g a v e utter-
ance to a certain simile or comparison referred 
to in the a c c o m p a n y i n g documents , and re lat ing 
to the pupi l of the eye, on the one part and the 
mind of the b igot on the other . I hereby relin-
quish all g l o r y and. profit , and especial ly all 
c la ims to letters f rom a u t o g r a p h col lectors , 
f o u n d e d u p o n m y s u p p o s e d p r o p e r t y in the 
a b o v e c o m p a r i s o n , — k n o w i n g well , that , accord-
i n g to the laws of l i terature, they w h o speak 
first hold the fee of the t h i n g said. I do a lso 
a g r e e that all Edi tors of C y c l o p e d i a s and Bio-
graphica l Dict ionaries, a l l Publ i shers of R e v i e w s 
and Papers , and all Cr i t i cs w r i t i n g therein, shall 
be at l iberty to retract or q u a l i f y any opinion 
predicated on the supposi t ion that I was the 
sole and undisputed author of the a b o v e com-
parison. But , inasmuch as I do affirm that the 
comparison aforesaid was uttered by me in the 
firm belief that it w a s new and w h o l l y m y o w n , 
and as I have g o o d reason to think that I had 
never seen or heard it when first expressed by 
me, and as it is wel l k n o w n that different per-
sons m a y independent ly utter the same idea,—• 
as is evinced by that famil iar l ine from D o n a t u s , — 

'Pereant illi qui ante nos nostra d i x e r u n t , " 
now, therefore, I do request by this instrument 
that all well-disposed persons will abstain from 
assert ing or i m p l y i n g that I am open to a n y ac-
cusat ion whatsoever t o u c h i n g the said Compari-
son, and, if they have so asserted or implied, that 
they will have the manliness for thwith to retract 
the same assertion or insinuation. 

I think few persons have a greater d i s g u s t for 
p larg iar ism than myse l f ; if I hadeven suspected 
that the idea in question w a s borrowed, I should 
have disclaimed original i ty , or mentioned the 
coincidence, as I once did in a case where I had 
happened to hit on an idea of S w i f t ' s . — B u t what 
shall I do about these verses I was g o i n g to read 
y o u ? I am afraid that half mankind would ac-
c u s e me of s tea l ing their- thoughts , if I printed 
them. I am convinced that several of y o u , 
especia l ly if y o u are g e t t i n g a little on in life, 
will recognize some of these sentiments as hav-
ing passed t h r o u g h y o u r consciousness at some 
time. I can't help i t , — i t is too late now. T h e 
verses are written, and y o u m u s t have them. 
L i s t e n , then, and y o u shall hear. 

W H A T W E A L L T H I N K . 

That age was older once than now; 
Ir. spite of locks untimely shed. 

Or silvered on the youthful brow; 
That babes make love and children wed. 

That sunshine had a heavenly g low. 
Which faded " i t h those " g o o d old d a y s , " 

When winters c a .ne with deeper snow. 
And autumns with a softer haze. 
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That—mother, sister, wife or ch i ld— 
The " best of women" each has known. 

Were schoolboys ever half so wild; 
H o w y o u n g the grandpapas have grownl 

T h a t but for this our souls were free. 
And but for that our lives were blest; 

That in some season yet to be 
Our cares will leave us time to rest. 

Whener'er we groan with ache or pain. 
Some common ailment of the race, 

T h o u g h doctors think the matter plain— 
T h a t ours is a "peculiar case." 

That when 'ike babes with fingers burned 
We coun. one bitter maxim more. 

Our lesson all the world has learned, 
A n d men are wiser than before. 

That when we sob o'er fancied woes, 
The angels hovering overhead 

Count every pitying drop that flows. 
A n d love us for the tears we shed. 

That when we stand with tearless eye, 
And turn the beggar from our door, 

T h e y still approve us when we sigh, 
" A h , had I but one thousand more 1" 

That weakness smoothed the path of sin, 
In half the slips our youth has k n o w n ; 

A n d whatsoe'er its blame has been, 
That Mercy flowers on faults outgrown. 

Though temples crowd the crumbled brink 
O'erhanging truth's eternal flow. 

Their tables bold with what we think. 
Their echoes dumb to what we know. 

That one unquestioned text we read, 
Al l doubt beyond, all fear above. 

Nor crackling pile nor cursing creed 
Can burn or blot it: G O D IS L O V E ! 

[ T h i s part icular record is n o t e w o r t h y princi-
pal ly for c o n t a i n i n g a paper b y my friend, the 
f rofessor, with a poem or t w o annexed or inter-
c a l a t e d . I w o u l d s u g g e s t to y o u n g persons that 
they should pass o v e r it for the present, and 
read, instead of it , that s tory about the y o u n g 
man w h o w a s in love with the y o u n g lady and 
in g r e a t trouble for s o m e t h i n g l ike nine pages , 
b u t h a p p i l y married on the tenth p a g e or there-
abouts, which, I take it for granted , will be con-
tained in the per iodical where this is f o u n d , 
unless it differ f rom all o ther publ icat ions of the 
kind. P e r h a p s , if such y o u n g people wi l l lay 
the n u m b e r aside, and take it u p ten years, or a 
l ittle more, from the present time, they may find 
s o m e t h i n g in it for their a d v a n t a g e . T h e y can't 
possibly understand it all n o w . ] 

M y fr iend, the Professor , b e g a n t a l k i n g w i t h 
me one d a y in a dreary sort of w a y . I couldn ' t 
g e t at the diff iculty for a g o o d whi le , but at last 
it turned out that s o m e b o d y had been c a l l i n g 
him an old m a n . — H e d idn ' t mind his s tudents 
c a l l i n g him the old man, he said. T h a t w a s a 
technical expression, and he t h o u g h t that he 
remembered h e a r i n g it appl ied to himself w h e n 
he w a s a b o u t twenty-f ive. It m a y be considered 
as a fami l iar and sometimes e n d e a r i n g appel la-
tion. A n Ir ish-woman calls her husband " the 
old m a n , and he returns the caress ing e x p r e s -
sion by s p e a k i n g of her as " the old w o m a n . " 
B u t now said h e , jus t suppose a case l ike one of 
these. A y o u n g stranger is overheard t a l k i n g 
of y o u as a very nice old g e n t l e m a n . A f r iendly 
and genia l crit ic s p e a k s of y o u r green old a g e as 
i l lustrat ing the truth of some ax iom y o u had 



uttered w i t h reference t o t h a t period of l ife. 
W h a t / ca l l an old man is a person with a 
smooth, shining c r o w n and a f r i n g e of scattered 
white hairs, seen in the streets on sunshiny days , 
s t o o p i n g as he walks, bear ing a cane, m o v i n g 
caut ious ly and s l o w l y ; te l l ing old stories, smil-
i n g at present fol l ies, l iv ing in a narrow w o r l d 
of d r y habits ; one that remains w a k i n g when 
others have dropped asleep, and keeps a l ittle 
night- lamp-f lame of l ife b u r n i n g year a f t e r year, 
if the lamp is not upset, and there is only a care-
f u l hand held round it to prevent the puffs of 
wind from b l o w i n g the flames out. T h a t ' s what 
I call an old man. 

N o w , said the Professor , y o u don ' t mean to 
tell me that I have g o t to that yet ? W h y , bless 
y o u , I am several years short of the time w h e n — 
[I knew what w a s c o m i n g , and could hardiy 
k e e p f rom l a u g h i n g ; t w e n t y years a g o he used 
to q u o t e it as one of those absurd speeches men 
of genius will make, and now he is g o i n g to 
a r g u e f rom i t ] — s e v e r a l years short of the t ime 
when B a l z a c says that, men a r e — m o s t — y o u 
k n o w — d a n g e r o u s t o — t h e hearts o f — i n short, 
most to be dreaded b y duennas that have c h a r g e 
of suscept ible females . W h a t a g e is that, said 
I, s t a t i s t i c a l l y . — F i f t y - t w o years , answered the 
P r o f e s s o r . — B a l z a c o u g h t to know, said I, if it is 
true that G o e t h e said of him, that each of his 
stories must have been d u g out of a w o m a n ' s 
heart. B u t fifty-two is a h igh figure. 

Stand in the l ight of the w i n d o w , Professor , 
said I , — T h e Professor took up the desired po-
s i t i o n . — Y o u have white hairs, I s a i d . — H a d 'em 
a n y t ime these t w e n t y years , said the Professor . 

— A n d the c r o w ' s - f o o t , — ^ « anserinus, r a t h e r . — 
T h e Professor smiled, as I w a n t e d him to, and 
the folds radiated like the r idges of a half-open-
ed fan, from the o u t e r corner of the eyes to the 
t e m p l e s . — A n d the calipers, said I . — W h a t are 
the calipers? he asked, c u r i o u s l y . — W h y , the 
parenthesis, said I.—Parenthesis ? said t h e ' P r o -
fessor ; what 's that ? — W h y look in the g lass 
when you are disposed to l a u g h , and see if y o u r 
mouth isn't f ramed in a couple of cres^nt l ines 
— s o , my b o y ( ) . — I t ' s all nonsense, said the 
Professor; just look at m y biceps;—and he b e g a n 
p u l l i n g off his c o a t to show m e his a r m . — B e 
careful , said I; you can't bear e x p o s u r e to the 
air; at y o u r time of life, as you c o u l d o n c e . — I 
will box with you, said the Professor, row w i t h 
y o u , walk with y o u , r ide with y o u , swim w i t h 
y o u , or sit at table with y o u , for fifty dollars a 
side. — P l u c k survives stamina, I answered, 

T h e Professor went off a little out of humor . 
A f e w w e e k s a f t e r w a r d s he c a m e in, l o o k - n g v e r y 
good-natured, and b r o u g h t m e a paper, which I 
have here, and from w h i c h I shall read y o u some 
portions, if y o u don't object . H e had been 
th inking the matter over , he s a i d , — h a d read 
Cicero " De S e n e c t u t e , " and m a d e u p his mind 
to meet old a g e half w a y . T h e s e were some of 
his ref lections that he had wri t ten down : s o 
here you have 

t h e p r o f e s s o r ' s p a p e r . 

T h e r e is no d o u b t when old a g e begins. T h e 
human b o d y is a f u r n a c e w h i c h keeps in b last 
three score years and ten, more or less. I t 
burns a b o u t three h u n d r e d pounds of carbon a 
y e a r (besides other fuel) when in fair w o r k i n g 



order , a c c o r d i n g t o a g r e a t chemist ' s est imate. 
W h e n the fire s lackens, l i fe dec l ines; when it 
g o e s out, we are dead. 

It has been shown b y some noted F r e n c h 
exper imenters that the a m o u n t of combust ion 
increases u p to a b o u t the thirt ieth year , remains 
s tat ionary to a b o u t forty- f ive , and then dimin-
ishes. T h i s last is the point where o l d a g e starts 
f r o m . T h e g r e a t f a c t of physical l i fe is the per-
petual c o m m e r c e w i t h the elements, and the 
fire is the measure of it. 

A b o u t this t ime of l i fe, if food is p lenty w h e r e 
y o u l i v e , — f o r that , y o u k n o w , r e g u l a t e s matri-
m o n y , — y o u m a y be e x p e c t i n g to find yoursel f a 
g r a n d f a t h e r some fine morning; a k ind of 
domest ic fe l ic i ty t h a t g ives one a co ld shiver of 
d e l i g h t to think of , as a m o n g the not remotely 
possible events. 

I don ' t mind m u c h those sl ipshod lines Dr. 
Johnson w r o t e to T h r a l e , te l l ing her a b o u t l i fe 's 
d e c l i n i n g from thirty-five; the f u r n a c e is in 
fu l l blast for ten years longer , as I have said. 
T h e R o m a n s c a m e v e r y near the m a r k ; their a g e 
of enl istment reached from seventeen to f o r t y -
six years . 

W h a t is the use of fighting against the seasons, 
or the tides, or the m o v e m e n t s of the planetary 
bodies, or this ebb in the w a v e of l i fe that flows 
t h r o u g h us ? W e are old fe l lows f r o m the m o m -
ent the fire beg ins to g o out. L e t us a l w a y s be-
have like gent lemen when w e are introduced to 
new acquaintance . 

Incipit Allegoria Setiectutis. 
Old A g e , this is Mr. P r o f e s s o r ; Mr. Professor , 

this is O l d A g e . 

r T M r - Professor , I hope to see y o u 
we. . . I have k n o w n y o u for some time, though 
I think y o u did not know me. Shal l we w ^ k 
down the street t o g e t h e r ? 

Professor ( d r a w i n g back a l i t t l e ) . — W e can talk 
more q u i e t l y , perhaps, in m y s t u d y . Wil l you 
tell me h o w it is y o u seem to be acquainted with 
e v e r y b o d y y o u a r e introduced to , t h o u g h he evi-
dent ly considers y o u an entire stranger. 

Old Age.—I m a k e it a rule never to force 
myself upon a person's recognit ion unti l I have 
k n o w n him a t least five years. 

Professor.—Do y o u mean to say that y o u have 
k n o w n m e so l o n g as that? 

Old Age.—I d o . I le f t m y c a r d on y o u l o n g e r 
a g o than that , b u t I a m afra id y o u never read 
it; y e t I see y o u have it w i t h you. 

Professor.—Where? 
Old Age.—There, between y o u r eye-brows , 

three s t r a i g h t l ines r u n n i n g u p and d o w n ; all 
the probate c o u r t s k n o w that t o k e n , — " O l d A g e 
his m a r k . " P u t y o u r fore f inger on the inner end 
of one eye-brow, and y o u r m i d d l e finger on the 
inner end of the other e y e - b r o w ; n o w separate 
the fingers, and y o u wi l l smooth out m y sign-
m a n u a l ; that 's the w a y y o u used to look before 
1 le f t m y card on y o u . 

Professor.—What message d o people genera l ly 
send back when y o u first cal l on them? 

Old Age.—Not at home. T h e n I leave a card 
and g o . N e x t year , I cal l ; g e t the same answer; 
leave another card . S o for five or s i x , — s o m e -
times ten years or more. A t last, if they don ' t 
let me in, I break in t h r o u g h the f ront d o o r or 
the w i n d o w s . 



W e ta lked together in this w a y some t ime. 
T h e n O l d A g e said a g a i n , — C o m e , le t us w a l k 
d o w n the street t o g e t h e r , — a n d offered me a 
cane, an e y e - g l a s s , a t ippet , and a pair of over-
shoes. N o , m u c h obl iged to y o u , said I. 1 
don ' t w a n t those things , and I had a l ittle 
ra ther talk with y o u here, pr ivate ly , in m y s tudy 
S o I dressed myself u p in a j a u n t y w a y and 
w a l k e d out a l o n e ; — g o t a fa l l , c a u g h t a cold, w a s 
laid u p w i t h a l u m b a g o , and had t ime to think 
over this whole mat ter . 

Explicit Allegoria Senectutis. 

W e have sett led w h e n old a g e begins. L i k e 
all Nature ' s processes, it is gent le and g r a d u a l 
in i ts approaches , s t rewed with il lusions, and 
all its little gr ie fs soothed b y natural sedatives. 
B u t the iron hand is not less irresistible because 
it w e a r s the velvet g l o v e . Tht? but ton-wood 
throws off its bark in l a r g e flakes, w h i c h one 
m a y find l y i n g at its foot , pus'-ed out , and at 
last pushed off by that t ranqui l m o v e m e n t f rom 
beneath, which is too s low to be seen, b u t too 
p o w e r f u l to b e arrested. O n e finds them al-
ways , but one rarely sees them fall. S o it is 
o u r youth drops f rom u s — s c a l e s off, sapless and 
lifeless, and lays bare the tender and immature 
fresh g r o w t h of old a g e . L o o k e d at collect-
ively, the c h a n g e s of old a g e appear as a series 
of personal insults and indignit ies, terminat ing 
a t last in death, which Si»- T h o m a s B r o w n e has 
called " the very d isgrace a n d i g n o m i n y of our 
natures . " 

My lady's cheek can boast no more 
The cranberry white and pink it wore; 
And where her shining locks divide, 
T h e parting line is all t-'. i wide 

N o , n o — t h i s will never d o . T a l k a b o u t men, 
if you will , b u t spare the poor w o m e n . 

W e have a brief description of seven stages of 
l ife by a remarkably g o o d observer . It is very 
p r e s u m p t u o u s to a t t e m p t to a d d to it, y e t I 
have been s truck w i t h the fact that l ife admits 
of a natural analysis into no less than fifteen 
dist inct periods. T a k i n g the five primary di-
visions infancy, chi ldhood, youth, manhood, old 
a g e , each of these has its o w n three periods of 
immatur i ty , c o m p l e t e deve lopment , and decline. 
I recognize an old b a b y at o n c e , — w i t h its " p i p e 
and m u g , " (a st ick of c a n d y and a porringer) 
so does e v e r y b o d y ; and an old child s h e d d i n g 
its milk teeth is only a l ittle p r o t o t y p e of the 
old man s h e d d i n g his permanent ones. F i f t y 
o r thereabouts is o n l y the chi ldhood, as it were , 
of old a g e ; the g r a y b e a r d y o u n g s t e r must be 
weaned from his late suppers now. S o y o u will 
see that y o u have to m a k e fifteen stages at any 

, rate, and that it would be hard to m a k e twenty-
five; five p r i m a r y , each w i t h five secondary di-
visions. . 

T h e infancy and chi ldhood of c o m m e n c i n g 
old a g e have the same i n g e n u o u s s implici ty and 
d e l i g h t f u l unconsciousness about them that the 
first s tage of the earlier periods of l ife shows. 
T h e g r e a t delusion of mankind is in s u p p o s i n g 
that to be individual and except ional which is 
universal and a c c o r d i n g to law. A person is 
a l w a y s startled when he hears himself seriously 
cal led an old man for the first t ime. 

N a t u r e g e t s us out of youth into m a n h o o d , as 
sai lors are hurried on board of vesse ls—in a state 
of intoxicat ion. W e are hustled into maturi ty 



ree l ing w i t h o u r passions and imaginations, and 
w e have dr i f ted far a w a y f rom port before we 
awake o u t of our i l lusions. B u t to carry us out 
of maturi ty into old age , w i t h o u t our k n o w i n g 
where we are g o i n g , she d r u g s us with s trong 
opiates, and so we s t a g g e r a l o n g with w i d e open 
e y e s that see noth ing unti l snow e n o u g h has 
fal len on our heads to rouse our comatose brains 
out of their stupid trances. 

T h e r e is one mark of a g e that strikes me more 
than any of the physical o n e s ; — I mean the 
format ion of Habits. A n old man w h o shrinks 
into himself fal ls into w a y s that become as posi-
t ive and as much b e y o n d the reach of outs ide 
influences as if they were g o v e r n e d by clock-
w o r k . T h e animal functions, as the physiolo-
gists cal l them, in dist inction from the organic, 
tend, in the process of deteriorat ion, to which 
a g e and neglect united g r a d u a l l y lead them t to 
assume the periodical or rythmical t y p e of 
movement . E v e r y man's heart (this o r g a n be-
longs , you know, to the organic system) has a 
regular m®de of a c t i o n ; but I know a g r e a t 
m a n y men whose brains and all their v o l u n t a r y 
existence flowing from their brains, have a 
systole and diastole as r e g u l a r as that of the heart 
itself. H a b i t is the a p p r o x i m a t i o n of the ani-
mal system to the organic . It is a confession of 
fai lure in the highest funct ion of being, w h i c h 
involves a perpetual sel f-determination in fu l l 
v iew of all e x i s t i n g c ircumstanees. It is substi-
t u t i n g a vis a tergo for the evolut ion of l iv ing 
force. 

W h e n a m a n , instead of b u r n i n g three hun-
dred p o u n d s of carbon a y e a r , has g o t d o w n to 

t w o hundred and fifty, it is plain enough he must 
economize force s o m e w h e r e . N o w , habit is a 
labor-saving invention, which enables a man to 
g e t a l o n g with less f u e l , — t h a t is a l l ; for fue l is 
force, y o u k n o w , jus t as m u c h in the p a g e I am 
w r i t i n g , for y o u as in the locomot ive or the iees 
that carry it to y o u . C a r b o n is the same t h i n j , 
w h e t h e r y o u call it w o o d , or coal, or bread and 
cheese . A reverend g e n t l e m a n d e m u r r e d to this 
s t a t e m e n t , — a s if, because combust ion is asserted 
t o be the sine qua non of t h o u g h t , therefore 
t h o u g h t is a l leged to be a pure ly chemical pro-
cess. F a c t s of chemistry are one thing, I told 
him, and facts of conscious another. It can be 
proved to him, by a v e r y simple analysis of some 
ot his spare elements, that every S u n d a y , when 
he does his duty fa i th fu l ly , he uses up more 
phosphorus out of his brain and nerves than on 
ord inary days . B u t then he had his choice 
w h e t h e r to d o his d u t y , or to neg lect it, and save 
his phosphorus and other combust ib les . 

It fo l lows f rom all this that the formation of 
habits o u g h t natural ly to be, as it is, the special 
characterist ic of age. A s for the muscular powers , 
they pass their m a x i m u m long before the time 
when the true decl ine of l ife begins , if we m a y 
j u d g e by the exper ience of the r ing. A man is 
" s t a l e , " I think, in their l a n g u a g e soon a f t e r 
t h i r t y , — o f t e n , no doubt , m u c h earl ier , as gen-
tlemen of the pugi l is t ic profession are apt to 
k e e p their vital fire burning; with the blower up. 

S o far wi thout T u l l y . B u t in ihe meant ime I 
have been reading the treatise, " D c S e n e c t u t e . " 
T h e old gent leman w a s s ixty-three vears of a g e 
when he addressed it to his fr iend. T . P o m 



ponius A t t i c u s , Esq. , a person of distinction, 
some t w o or three years older . We read i* 
w h e n we are schoolboys , f o r g e t all a b o u t it for 
th ir ty years , and then t a k e it u p again by a 
natural ins t inct ,—provided a l w a y s that we read 
L a t i n as we dr ink w a t e r w i t h o u t s t o p p i n g to 
taste it, as all of us w h o ever learned it at school 
or col lege o u g h t to do. 

C a t o is the chief speaker in the d ia logue . A 
g o o d deal of it is w h a t would be cal led in vulgar 
phrase " s l o w . " It u n p a c k s and unfo lds inci-
denta l i l lustrations which a modern wri ter would 
look at the back of , and toss each to its pigeon-
hole. I think ancient classics and ancient 
people a r e a l ike in the tendency to this k ind of 
expans ion . 

A n old d o c t o r c a m e to m e once (this is literal 
fact) with some contr ivance or other for people 
with broken kneepans. A s the patient w o u l d 
be confined for a good whi le , he might find it 
dul l w o r k to sit with his hands in his lap. Read-
ing, the ingenious inventor s u g g e s t e d , would be 
an a g r e e a b l e mode of passing the the t ime. H e 
ment ioned, in his wr i t ten account of his con-
tr ivance, v a r i o u s w o r k s that m i g h t a m u s e the 
weary hour . I r e m e m b e r only t h r e e , — D o n 
y u i x o t e , T o m Jones and Watts on the Mind. 

It is genera l ly understood that Cicero 's essay 
w a s del ivered as a l y c e u m lecture (coneiopopu-
larise at the T e m p l e of Mercury . T h e journals 
(papyri) of the d a y ("Tempora" Q u o t i d i a n a , " — 

T n b u n u s Q u i r i n a l i s , " — - ' P r a i c o R o m a n u s , " 
and the rest) g a v e abstracts of it, one of which I 
have translated and modernized, as b e i n g a sul> 
Stitute for the analys is I intended to make. 

I V . K a l Mart . 
T h e lecture a t the T e m p l e of Mercury , last 

evening, w a s wel l a t tended b y the elite of our 
g r e a t c i ty . T w o hundred thousaud sestertia 
were t h o u g h t to have been represented in the 
house. T h e doors were beseiged by a mob of 
s h a b b y fe l lows, (illotum vulgus,) w h o were at 
l e n g t h quieted a f t e r t w o or three had been 
s o m e w h a t r o u g h l y handled (gladio jugulati.) T h e 
speaker w a s the wel l -known Mark T u l l y . E s q . , 
the subject , O l d A g e . Mr. T . has a lean and 
s c r a g g y person, with a v e r y unpleasant excres-
cence upon his nasal feature , from which his 
n ickname of Chick-pea (Cicero) is said by some 
to be derived. A s a lecturer is publ ic property , 
we m a y remark that his o u t e r g a r m e n t (toga) 
w a s of c h e a p stuff and s o m e w h a t w o r n , and that 
his genera l s ty le and appearance of dress and 
manner (habitus, vestitusque) w e r e s o m e w h a t 
provincial . 

T h e lecture consisted of an i m a g i n a r y d i a l o g u e 
between C a t o and Lae l ius . W e found the first 
portion rather heavy and retired a f e w moments 
for refreshment (pocula qucedam vini.) A l l 
w a n t to reach old a g e , says C a t o , and g r u m b l e 
w h e n they g e t it; therefore they are d o n k e y s ; — 
T h e lect?urer will a l low us to say that he is the 
d o n k e y ; we k n o w we shall g r u m b l e at old age , b u t 
we w a n t to live t h r o u g h youth and m a n h o o d , in 
spite of the troubles w e shall g r o a n o v e r . — T h e r e 
w a s considerable prosing as to w h a t old a g e can 
do and c a n ' t . — T r u e , b u t not new. Cer ta in ly , 
old folks can't j u m p , — b r e a k the necks of their 
thigh-bones, (femorum cervices,) if they do, can't 
crack nuts with their tee th; can't c l imb a greas-



e d p o l e {malum inunctum scandere non fiossunt \ 

y o u r m i n d t o d o w h e n y o u ask t h e m All 

mmmEi 

r e p o r t e r g o e s on to s tate that t h e r e w m ' b e no 
l e c t u r e n e x t w e e k , on a c c o u n t of t h r e U e c t e d 
c o m b a t b e t w e e n t h e b e a r a n d t h e b a r b a r i a n 

B e t t i n g (sponsio) t w o to o n e {duo ad unutti) on the 
b e a r . 

A f t e r a l l , t h e m o s t e n c o u r a g i n g t h i n g s I find 
in t h e t reat ise , " D e S e n e c t u t e , " a r e t h e s tor ies 
of m e n w h o h a v e f o u n d n e w o c c u p a t i o n s w h e n 
g r o w i n g o l d , o r k e p t u p t h e i r c o m m o n p u r s u i t s 
in t h e e x t r e m e per iod of l i f e . C a t o l e a r n e d 
G r e e k w h e n he w a s o ld , a n d s p e a k s of w i s h i n g 
to learn the fiddle, o r s o m e s u c h i n s t r u m e n t 
(fidibus), a f t e r t h e e x a m p l e of S o c r a t e s . S o l o n 
Jearned s o m e t h i n g n e w , e v e r y d a y , in his old 
a g e , as he g l o r i e d t o p r o c l a i m . C y r u s p o i n t e d 
o u t w i t h p r i d e a n d p l e a s u r e t h e t r e e s he h a d 
p l a n t e d w i t h his o w n h a n d . [I r e m e m b e r a pil-
lar o n t h e D u k e of N o r t h u m b e r l a n d ' s e s t a t e a t 
A l n w i c k , w i t h an i n s c r i p t i o n in s i m i l a r w o r d s , if 
n o t t h e s a m e . T h a t , l ike o t h e r c o u n t r y p leas-
u r e s , n e v e r w e a r s o u t . N o n e is t o o rich, n o n e 
t o o poor , n o n e t o o y o u n g , n o n e t o o o l d to e n j o y 
i t . ] T h e r e is a N e w E n g l a n d s t o r y I h a v e h e a r d 
m o r e t o t h e p o i n t , h o w e v e r , t h a n a n y of C i c e r o ' s . 
A y o u n g f a r m e r w a s u r g e d t o se t o u t s o m e a p p l e 
trees. N o , sa id he, t h e y a r e t o o l o n g g r o w i n g , 
a n d I d o n ' t w a n t to p l a n t f o r o t h e r p e o p l e . T h e 
y o u n g f a r m e r ' s f a t h e r w a s s p o k e n to a b o u t i t ; 
b u t he, w i t h b e t t e r reason, a l l e g e d that a p p l e -
t r e e s w e r e s l o w a n d l i fe w a s fleeting. A t last 
s o m e o n e m e n t i o n e d it to the o l d g r a n d f a t h e r of 
the y o u n g f a r m e r . H e h a d . n o t h i n g else to d o , 
so h e s t u c k in s o m e trees. H e l ived l o n g e n o u g h 
to d r i n k b a r r e l s of c i d e r m a d e f r o m t h e a p p l e s 
t h a t g r e w on t h o s e trees. 

A s f o r m y s e l f a f t e r v i s i t i n g a f r i e n d l a t e l y , — 
[ D o r e m e m b e r all t h e t ime that this is t h e P r o -
f e s s o r ' s p a p e r . ] I satisf ied myse l f t h ? t I had bet-



ter concede the fac t t h a t — m y contemporaries 
a r e not so y o u n g as they have been,-^and that 
a w k w a r d as it i s ,—science and history a g r e e 
in te l l ing m e that I can c laim the immuni-
ties and must o w n the humil iat ions of the ear ly 
s tage of senil i ty. A h ! b u t we have all g o n e 
d o w n the hill together . T h e dandies of my t i m e 
have split tneir w a i s t b a n d s and taken to high-
l o w shoes. T h e beaut ies of m y r e c o l l e c t i o n s ^ 
w h e r e are they? T h e y have run the gaunt le t 
of the years as well as I. F i r s t the years pelted 
them with red roses til l their cheeks were all on 
fire. B y and by they b e g a n t h r o w i n g white 
roses, and that m o r n i n g flush passed a w a y A t 
last one of the years threw a snow-ball , and af-
ter that no y e a r let the poor g ir l s pass wi thout 
t h r o w i n g snow-balls. A n d then came rougher 
miss i les ,—ice and stones; and from time to t ime 
an arrow whist led, and d o w n went one of the 
poor g . r l s S o there are but few lef t ; and we 
don ' t call those f e w * * * , but A h , me! here 7m 

ft o g J U S t ^ , t h e o l d G r e e k s i S h e d A i a i ' and 
the old R o m a n Ehue! I have no doubt we should 
die of shame and grief a t the indignities offered 
us by a g e , if it were not that we see so many others 
as badly or worse off than ourselves. W e a l w a y s 
c o m p a r e ourselves with o u r contemporaries. 

II was interrupted in m y reading just here. 
Before I b e g a n a t - t h e next breakfast , I read 
them these v e r s e s ; — I nope you will like them 
and g e t a useful lesson from them.] 

T H E L A S T B L O S S O M . 
Though y o u n g no more, we still would dream 

Of beauty's dear deluding wiles; 
The leagues of life to graybeards seem 

Shorter than boyhood's lingering: smiles. 

Who k n o w s a woman's wild caprice? 
It played with Goethe's silvered hair. 

And many a Holy Father's " n i e c e " 
Has softly smoothed the papal chair. 

When sixty bids us s igh in vain 
T o melt the heart of sweet sixteen, 

We think upon those ladies twain 
Who loved so well the tough old D e a a . 

We see the Patriarch's wintry face, 
The maid of Egypt's dusky glow. 

And dream that Youth and A g e embrace) 
A s Apri l violets fill with snow. 

Traced in her Lord's Olympian smile 
His lotus-loving Memphian l i es ,— 

The m u s k y daughters ot the Nile 
With plaited hair and almond eyes. 

Might we but share one wild caress 
Ere life's autumnal blossoms fall, 

And Earth's brown, cl inging lips impress 
T h e long cold kiss that waits us all I 

My bosom heaves, remembering yet 
The morning of that blissful day 

When Rose, the flower of spring, I met, 
And g a v e my raptured soul away. 

F lung from her eyes of purest blue, 
A lasso, with its leaping chain 

Light as a loop of larkspurs, flew 
O'er sense and spirit, heart and brain. 

Thou com'st to cheer m y waning age, 
Sweet vision, waited for so long! 

Dove that wouldst seek the poet's cage, 
Lured by the magic breath of song! 

She blushes! A h , reluctant maid 
Love's drapeau rouge the truth has told! 

O'er g i r l h o o d s yielding barricade 
Floats the great Leveller's crimson f o l d ! 
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Come to my arms !—love heeds not years; 
No frost the bud of passion k n o w s . — 

H a ! what is this my frenzy hears? 
A voice behind me uttered,—Rosel 

Sweet was her smilo.—but not for me ; 
Alas, when woman looks too kind, 

Just turn your foolish head and s e e , — 
Some youth is walking close behind I 

A s to giving up because the a l m a n a c or the 
F a m i l y Bible says that it is a b o u t t ime to d o it, 
I have no intention of d o i n g any such thing. I 
g r a n t y o u that I burn less carbon than some 
years a g o . I see people of m y s t a n d i n g real ly 
g o o d for nothing, decrepit , effete, la livre inféri-
eure dija pendante, w i t h what l ittle l ife t h e y have 
left mainly concentrated in their epigastr ium. 
B u t as the disease of old a g e is ep idemic , en-
demic, and sporadic , and e v e r y b o d y that l ives 
long enough, is sure to catch it, I am g o i n g to 
s a y , for the e n c o u r a g e m e n t of such as need it, 
h o w I treat the m a l a d y in m y o w n case. 

F i rs t ly . A s I feel , that , when I have a n y t h i n g 
to do, there is less t ime for it than when I was 
y o u n g e r , I find that I g i v e m y attention more 
t h o r o u g h l y , and use my time more economical ly 
than ever before; so that I can learn a n y t h i n g 
twice as easily as in my earlier drys . I am not, 
therefore, afraid to attack a new study. I took 
u p a difficult l a n g u a g e a very few years a g o with 
g o o d success, and think of m a t h e m a t i c s and 
metaphys ics bv-and-by. 

S e c o n d l y . I have opened m y eyes to a g o o d 
m a n y neglected privi leges and pleasures within 
m y reach, and requir ing only a little c o u r a g e to 
e n j o y them. Y o u may well suppose it pleased 

me to find that old C a t o w a s t h i n k i n g of learn-
ing to p lay the fiddle, when I had de l iberate ly 
taken it up in m y old a g e and satif ied m y s e l f 
that I could g e t much comfort , if not much 
music , out of it. 

T h i r d l y . I have f o u n d that some of those 
a c t i v e exerc ises , w h i c h are c o m m o n l y t h o u g h t 
to b e l o n g to y o u n g f o l k s only , m a y be e n j o y e d 
at a m u c h later per iod . 

A y o u n g fr iend has late ly wri t ten an admir-
able art ic le in one of the journals , ent i t led, 
" S a i n t s a n d their B o d i e s . " A p p r o v i n g of his 
genera l doctr ines , and g r a t e f u l f o r his records of 
personal exper ience , I cannot refuse to add m y 
o w n exper imenta l conf irmation of his e u l o g y of 
one part icular f o r m of act ive exerc ise and amuse-
ment, namely , boating. F o r the past nine years , 
I have r o w e d , on fresh or salt water . M y pres-
ent fleet on the r iver C h a r l e s consists of three 
row-boats , i . A small flat-bottomed skiff of 
the shape of a flat-iron, k e p t mainly to lend to 
boys. 2. A fancy " d o r y " for t w o pairs of 
sculls, in which I somet imes g o out with m y 
y o u n g fo lks . 3. M y o w n part icular w a t e r 
sulky , a ' ' s k e l e t o n " or " s h e l l " race-boat , 
t w e n t y - t w o feet long , w i t h h u g e o u t r i g g e r s , 
which boat I pull w i t h ten-foot s c u l l s , — a l o n e , 
of course, as it holds b u t one, and tips him o u t , 
if he doesn't mind what he is a b o u t . In this I 
g l ide around the Back Bay, d o w n the stream, u p 
the C h a r l e s to C a m b r i d g e , and W a t e r t o w n , u p 
the Myst ic , round the wharves , in the w a k e of 
s t e a m b o a t s — w h i c h have a swell a f ter them de-
l i g h t f u l to rock upon; I l inger under t h e b r i d g e s , 
— t h o s e " caterpi l lar b r i d g e s , " as my brother 



P r o f e s s o r so happi ly cal led them; rub against 
the black sides of old wood-schooners: cool 
d o w n u n d e r the o v e r h a n g i n g stern of some tall 
India m a n ; stretch across to the N a v y - Y a r d , 
where the sentinel warns me off f rom the Ohio! 
— j u s t as if I s h o u l d hurt her by l y i n g in her 
s h a d o w ; then str ike out into the harbor, where 
the water ge ts c lear and the a ir smells of the 
o c e a n , — t i l l all a t once I remember, that, if a 
w e s t wind blows up of a sudden, I shall dr i f t 

p a s t t h e i s l a n d s , o u t o f s i g h t o f t h e d e a r 
o l d S t a t e - h o u s e , — p l a t e , t u m b l e r , k n i f e a n d f o r k 
a l l w a i t i n g a t h o m e , b u t n o c h a i r d r a w n u p a t 
t h e t a b l e , — a l l t h e d e a r p e o p l e w a i t i n g , w a i t i n g , 
w a i t i n g , w h i l e t h e b o a t i s s l i d i n g , s l i d i n g , s l i d -
i n g i n t o t h e g r e a t d e s e r t , w h e r e t h e r e i s n o t r e e 
a n d n o f o u n t a i n . A s I d o n ' t w a n t m y w r e c k t o 
b e w a s h e d u p o n o n e o f t h e b e a c h e s i n c o m p a n y 
w i t h d e v i l s - a p r o n s , b l a d d e r , w e e d s , d e a d h o r s e , 
s h o e s a n d b l e a c h e d c r a b - s h e l l s , I t u r n a b o u t 

P m X l o n g ' n a r r o w w i n g s f o r home. 
W h e n the t ide is r u n n i n g out swi f t ly , I have a 
splendid fight to g e t t h r o u g h the bridges, b u t 
a l w a y s make it a rule to b e a t , — t h o u g h I h a v e 
been j a m m e d u p into p r e t t y t i g h t places a t 
t imes , and w a s c a u g h t once between a vessel 
s w i n g i n g round and the pier, until o u r bones 
( the boat s that is) cracked as if we had been in 
the j a w s of Behemoth. T h e n back to m y moor-
ings at the foot of the C o m m o n , off with the 
rowing-dress ,dash under the green translucent 
wave, return to the g a r b of c iv i l izat ion, w a l k 
t h r o u g h the G a r d e n , take a look a t my elms on 
the C o m m o n , a n d , reaching my habitat , in con-
s iderat ion of m y a d v a n c e d period of life, in-

d u l g e in the E lys ian a b a n d o n m e n t of a h u g e re-
c u m b e n t chair. 

W h e n I have establ ished a pair of well-pro-
nounced feather ing-cal louses on m y thumbs, 
when I am in tra ining so that I can d o m y fif-
teen miles a t a s tretch w i t h o u t c o m i n g to grief 
in any w a y , w h e n I can per form m y mile in 
e ight minutes or a l ittle less, then I feel as if I 
had old T i m e ' s head in C h a n c e r y , and c o u l d 
g i v e it to him at m y leisure. 

I d o not deny the attract ion of w a l k i n g . I 
have bored this ancient t h r o u g h and t h r o u g h in 
m y dai ly travels , unti l I k n o w it as an old inhab 
i tant of i C h e s h i r e k n o w s his cheese. W h y , it 
was I, w h o in the c o u r s e of these rambles, dis-
covered that remarkable a v e n u e cal led Myrtle 
street, s t r e t c h i n g in one l o n g line f rom east of 
the Reservoir to a precipitous and rude ly paved 
cliff which looks d o w n on the g r i m abode of 
Sc ience, and beyond it to the far hills; a prom-
enade so del ic ious in its repose, so c h e e r f u l l y 
varied with g l i m p s e s d o w n the Northern slope 
into busy C a m b r i d g e Street , with its iron river 
of the horse-railroad, and wheeled b a r g e s g l id-
ing back and forward, over i t , — s o d e l i g h t f u l l y 
c los ing at its western e x t r e m i t y in s u n n y courts 
and passages where I k n o w peace and beauty , 
and virtue, and serene old a g e m u s t be perpe-
tual tenants , — s o a l lur ing to all w h o desire to 
take their d a i l y stroll, in the w o r d s of D r . 
W a t t s , — 

" A l i k e unknowing and u n k n o w n . " — 
that n o t h i n g but a sense of d u t y w o u l d h a v e 
p r o m p t e d m e to reveal the secret of its exist-
ence. I concede, therefore , that w a l k i n g is an 



i m m e a s u r a b l y fine invention, of which old a g e 
o u g h t constant ly to avai l itself. 

Saddle- leather is in some respects ever pre-
ferable to sole-leather. T h e principal object ion 
to it is of a financial character . B u t y o u m a y 
be sure that B a c o n and S u y d e n h a m did not 
r e c o m m e n d it for nothing. O n e ' s hepar, or in 
v u l g a r l a n g u a g e , l i v e r , — a po nde r ou s o r g a n , 
w e i g h i n g some three or f o u r pounds, g o e s up and 
d o w n like the d a s h e r of a churn in the midst of 
the other vital a r r a n g e m e n t s at every step of a 
t ro t t ing horse. T h e brains a lso are shaken u p 
like coppers in a m o n e y - b o x . R i d i n g is g o o d for 
those that are born with a s i lver-mounted bridle 
in their hand, and can ride as m u c h and as o f ten 
as they l ike, w i t h o u t th inking all the t ime they 
hear that s teady g r i n d i n g sound as the horse's 
j a w s tr i turate with calm lateral m o v e m e n t the 
bank bills and promises to pay UDon w h i c h it 
is notorious that the prof l igate animal in ques-
tion f e e d s d a y and night . 

Instead, h o w e v e r , of consider ing these k inds 
of exercise in this empirical w a y , I will devote a 
brief space to an examinat ion of them in a more 
scientif ic f o r m . 

T h e pleasure of exercise is due first to a pure ly 
physical impression, and secondly to a sense of 
p o w e r in act ion. T h e first source of pleasure 
varies, of course, with o u r condit ion and the 
state of the s u r r o u n d i n g c i rcumstances ; the sec-
ond with the a m o u n t and kind of power, and the 
e x t e n t and kind of act ion. In a l l f o r m s of 
act ive exercise there are three p ow e r s s imultan-
eously in a c t i o n — t h e wi l l , the muscles , and the 
intellect. E a c h of these predominates in differ-

ent kinds of exerc ise . In w a l k i n g , the wi l l aud 
muscles are so a c c u s t o m e d to w o r k t o g e t h e r , 
and per form their t a s k w i t h s o l ittle expendi ture 
of force, that the inte l lec t is l e f t c o m p a r a t i v e l y 
free . T h e mental p l e a s u r e in walking, as such, 
is in the sense of p o w e r o v e r a l l our m o v i n g ma-
c h i n e r y . B u t in r i d i n g , I have the addi t ional 
pleasure of g o v e r n i n g a n o t h e r wil l , and m y mus-
cles extend to the t i p s of the animal 's ears and 
to his f o u r hoofs , instead of s t o p p i n g a t m y 
h a n d s and feet . N o w in this extension of m y 
vol i t ion and m y p h y s i c a l f r a m e into another an-
imal , m y tyrannica l inst incts and m y desire for 
heroic s t rength are a t once grat i f ied. W h e n the 
horse ceases to h a v e a wi l l of his o w n and 
his musc les r e q u i r e no special a t tent ion on 
y o u r part, then y o u m a y l ive on horse-back, 
as W e s l e y d id , and w r i t e sermons, or take naps , 
as y o u l ike. B u t , y o u will observe , t h a t in rid-
i n g on h o r s e b a c k , y o u a l w a y s h a v e a f e e l i n g 
that , a f t e r al l , i t is n o t y o u t h a t do the woak, but 
the animal , and t h i s prevents the sat isfact ion 
f rom b e i n g c o m p l e t e . 

N o w , let us look a t the condit ions of r o w i n g . 
I w o n ' t suppose y o u t o be d i s g r a c i n g yourse l f 
in one of those m i s e r a b l e t u b s , t u g g i n g in w h i c h 
is to r o w i n g the t r u e b o a t w h a t r i d i n g a c o w is 
to bestr id ing an A r a b . Y o u k n o w the Esqui-
m a u x kayak, (if t h a t is the n a m e of it,) don ' t 
y o u ! L o o k a t t h a t m o d e l of one o v e r m y door. 
S h a r p rather ? — O n t h e c o n t r a r y it is a l u b b e r 
t o the one y o u and I must h a v e ; a D u t c h fish-
w i f e to P s y c h e , c o n t r a s t e d w i t h w h a t I will tell 
y o u a b o u t — O u r b o a t then, is s o m e t h i n g of the 
s h a p e of a p i c k e r e l , as you look d o w n upon his 



b a c k , he l y i n g in the sunshine just w h e r e the 
sharp e d g e of the water c u t s in a m o n g the lily-
pads. It i s a k ind of a g iant pod, as one m a y 
s a y , — t i g h t e v e r y w h e r e , e x c e p t in a l ittle place 
in the middle, where y o u sit. Its l e n g t h is from 
seven to ten y a r d s , and as it is only f rom sixteen 
to thirty inches wide , in i ts widest part, y o u un-
derstand w h y y o u w a n t those " o u t r i g g e r s / ' or 
p r o j e c t i n g iron-frames w i t h the row-locks, in 
w h i c h the oars p lay . M y row-locks are five feet 
a p a r t ; double or more than d o u b l e the greatest 
w i d t h of the boat . 

H e r e you are, then, af loat w i t h a b o d y a rod 
and a half long, w i t h a r m s or w i n g s , as y o u may-
choose to cal l them, s t re tching more than 
twenty-f ive feet f rom t ip to t ip; every volition of 
yours e x t e n d i n g as perfect ly into them as if 
y o u r spinal cord ran d o w n the centre strip of 
y o u r boat, and the nerves of y o u r a r m s t ingled 
as far as the broad b lades of y o u r oars,—oar», 
of spruce, ba lanced , leathered, and r inged under 
y o u r o w n special direction. T h i s , in sober 
earnest , is the nearest a p p r o a c h to flying that 
man has ever m a d e or perhaps ever will make. 
A s the h a w k sails, w i t h o u t flapping his pinions, 
so y o u dr i f t w i t h the tide when you will , in the 
most l u x u r i o u s form of locomotion indulged to 
an embodied spirit. B u t if your blood w a n t s 
rousing, turn round that s take in the river, 
w h i c h you see a mile f rom here and when y o u 
c o m e in in s ixteen minutes, (if y o u do. for we 
are old boys , and not c h a m p i o n scullers, y o u 
remember . ) then say if y o u begin to feel a little 
w a r m e d up or not! Y o u can row easily and 
g e n t l y all day. and y o u can row yoursel f blind 

and black in the face in ten minutes, just as y o u 
like. It has been l o n g a g r e e d that there is no 
way in which a man can accomplish so m u c h 
labor with his muscles, as in rowing . It is in 
the boat, then, that man finds the largeat exten-
sion of his vol i t ional and muscular ex is tence; 
and y e t he m a y tax both of them so s l ight ly , in 
that most del ic ious of exercises, that he shall 
menta l ly write his sermon, or his p o e m , or re-
cal l the remarks he has m a d e in c o m p a n y and 
put them in form for the publ ic , as wel l as in 
his easy chair. 

I dare not publ ic ly name the rare joys , the in-
finite del ights , that intoxicate me on some s w e e t 
June morning, when the river and b a y are 
smooth as a sheet of beryl-green silk, and I run 
a l o n g r ipping it u p with my knife-edged shell of 
a boat, the rent c los ing a f t e r m e l ike those 
w o u n d s of A n g e l s which Milton tells us of, b u t 
the seam still shining for many a l o n g rood be-
hind me. T o lie still over the Flats , where the 
waters are shal low, and see the crabs c r a w l i n g , 
and the sculpins g l i d i n g busi ly and si lently be-
neath che b o a t , — t o rustle in t h r o u g h the long, 
harsh grass , that leads u p some tranquil creek, 
— t o take shelter from the s u n b e a m s under one 
of the thousand-footed br idges , and look d o w n 
its interminable colonnades, crusted with g r e e n 
and o o z y g r o w t h s , s tudded with minute barna-
cles, and belted with r ings of dark mussels, 
whi le overhead streams and thunders that other 
r iver whose e v e r y wave is a h u m a n soul flowing 
to eternity, as the river be low flows to the ocean, 
— l y i n g there moored unseen, in loneliness s o 
profound that the c o l u m n s of T a d m o r in the 



Desert could not seem more remote f rom l i f e , — 
the cool breeze on o n e ' s forehead, the stream 
whisper ing against the hal f-sunken p i l l a r s , — 
w h y should I tell of these t h i n g s , that I should 
live to see m y beloved haunts invaded and "the 
w a v e s blackened with boats as with a s w a r m of 
water beetles ? W h a t a city of idiots we must 
be not to have covered this g l o r i o u s bay with 
g o n d o l a s ancl wherries, as we have jus t l e a r n e d ' 
to c o v e r the ice in winter w i t h skaters! 

I am satisfied that such a set of black-coated, 
st i f f - jointed, sof t -musc led, paste-complexioned 
y o u t h as we can boast in our At lant ic cities never 
before s p r a n g from loins of A n g l o - S a x o n l ineage. 
O f the females that are the mates of these males 
I d o not here speak . I preached my sermon 
from the lay-pulpi t on this matter a g o o d whi le 
ago. O f course , if y o u heard it, y o u k n o w that 
my belief is that the total c l imatic influences 
here are g e t t i n g up a n u m b e r of new patterns of 
humani ty , some of which are not an i m p r o v e m e n t 
on the old model . C l i p p e r - b u i l t , sharp in the 
bows, long in the spars, s lender to look at and 
fast to g o , the ship, w h i c h is the present great 
organ of our national l ife of relation, is but a re-
product ion of the typical form w h i c h the ele-
ments i m p r e s s u p o n its bui lder . A l l this w e can-
not he lp; b u t we can m a k e the best of these in-
fluences, such as they are. W e have a few g o o d 
b o a t m e n , — n o g o o d horsemen t h a t I hear o f , — 
nothing remarkable , I believe, in c r i c k e t i n g , — 
and as for any g r e a t athlet ic feat performed by 
a g e n t l e m a n in these lat i tudes, society w o u l d 
drop a man w h o should run round the C o m m o n 
in five minutes. S o m e of o u r amateur fencers, sin-

g l e st ick players, and »boxers, we have n o reason 
to be ashamed of. B o x i n g is r o u g h play, but 
not too r o u g h for a hearty y o u n g fe l low. A n y -
thing is better than this whi te-b looded degenera-
tion to which we all tend. 

I d r o p p e d into a g e n t l e m e n ' s s p a r r i n g exhibi-
t ion only last evening. It did m y heart g o o d tc 
see that there were a few y o u n g and y o u n g i s h 
y o u t h s le f t w h o could take care of their o w n 
heads in case of e m e r g e n c y . It is a fine s ight , 
t h a t of a gent leman r e s o l v i n g himself into the 
pr imit ive const i tuents of his h u m a n i t y . H e i e 
is a del icate y o u n g man n o w , w i t h an* intellec-
tual countenance , a s l ight figure, a sub-pal l id 
c o m p l e x i o n , a most u n a s s u m i n g d e p o r t m e n t , a 
mild adolescent in fact , that any H i r a m or Jona-
than f rom between the plough-tai ls w o u l d , of 
course, e x p e c t to handle w i t h perfect ease. 
O h , he is t a k i n g off his g o l d - b o w e d spectacles ! 
A h , he is d ivest ing himself of his cravat ! W h y , 
he is s t r ipping off his coat ! W e l l , here he is, 
sure enough, in a t i g h t silk shirt , and w i t h t w o 
t h i n g s that look l ike bat ter-puddings in the 
place of his fists. N o w , see that other fe l low 
w i t h another pair of b a t t e r - p u d d i n g s — H i e b ig 
one with the broad shoulders ; he will certa inly 
knock the little man's head off , if he strikes him'. 
F e i n t i n g , s topping, d o d g i n g , h i t t ing, c o u n t e r i n g , 
— l i t t l e man's head not off y e t . Y o u m i g h t as 
well try to j u m p upon y o u r o w n shadow as to 
hit the l ittle man's intel lectual features . H e 
needn't have taken off the g o l d - b o w e d spec-
tacles at all . Q u i c k , caut ious , s h i f t y , n imble , 
cool, he catches all the fierce lunges or g e t s out 
of their reach, till his turn comes, and then, 



w h a c k g o e s one of the b a t t e r - p u d d i n g s a g a i n s t 
the b i g one's ribs, and b a n g g o e s the other into 
the b ig one's face, and s t a g g e r i n g , shuffl ing, 
s l ipping, t r ipping, co l lapsing, sprawl ing , d o w n 
g o e s the b i g one in a miscel laneous b u n d l e . — I f 
my y o u n g fr iend, w h o s e excel lent article I have 
referred to, c o u l d o n l y intodruce the manly ar t 
of self-defence a m o n g the c l e r g y , I am satisfied 
that we should have better sermons and an in-
finitely less quarre lsome church mil i tant . A 
b o u t with the g l o v e s w o u l d let off the i l l-nature, 
and cure the indigest ion, which , united, have 
embroi led their s u b j e c t s in a bitter controversy . 
W e should then of ten hear that a point of dif-
ference between an infal l ible and a heretic, in-
stead of be ing v e h e m e n t l y discussed in a series 
of n e w s p a p e r art ic les , had been sett led by a 
f r iendly contest in several rounds, a t the close 
of which the part ies shook hands and appeared 
cordia l ly reconci led. 

B u t b o x i n g y o u and I are too old f o r , I am 
afraid. I w a s for a m o m e n t t e m p t e d , b y the 
contag ion of m u s c u l a r e lectr ic i ty last evening, 
to try the g l o v e s w i t h the Benic ia B o y , w h o 
looked in as a f r iend to the noble ar t ; b u t re-
m e m b e r i n g t h a t he had twice m y w e i g h t and 
half my age , besides the a d v a n t a g e of his train 
ing , I sat still and said nothing. 

T h e r e is one other del icate point I wish to 
speak of w i t h re ference to old a g e . I refer to 
the use of dioptric media w h i c h correct the di-
m i n i s h i n g r e f r a c t i n g p o w e r of the h u m o r s of 
the e y e , — i n other words , spectac les . I don't 
use them. A l l I ask is a large, fair type , a s trong 
d a y l i g h t or g a s l ight , and one y a r d of foca l dis-

tance, and m y eyes are as g o o d as ever . B u t if 
your eyes fail, I can tell y o u s o m e t h i n g encour-
a g i n g . T h e r e is now l iv ing in N e w Y o r k , 
states an old gent leman, w h o , perce iv ing his 
s i g h t to fail, immediate ly took to exerc is ing it 
on the finest print, and in this way fair ly bull ied 
N a t u r e out of her fool ish habit of t a k i n g l iber-
ties at five and f o r t y — o r thereabout. A n d now 
this old g e n t l e m a n performs the most extra-
ordinary fe'ats with his pen, s h o w i n g that his 
eyes must be a pair of microscopes. I should 
be-afraid to say to y o u how m u c h he wri tes in 
the c o m p a s s of a h a l f - d i m e , — w h e t h e r the 
P s a l m s or the Gospe ls , I won' t be positive. 

B u t n o w , let me tell you this. If the time 
comes when y o u m u s t lay down the fiddle and 
the bow, because your fingers are too stiff, and 
drop the ten-foot scul ls , because y o u r a r m s are 
too weak, and a f t e r d a l l y i n g awhi le w i t h eye-
glasses, c o m e at last to the undisguised real i ty 
of spectac les ,—if the t ime comes when that fire 
of l ife we spoke of has burned so low t h a t 
where its f lames reverberated there is only l h e 
sombre stain of regret, and where i ts coals 
g l o w e d , only the white ashes that covered the 
e m b e r s of m e m o r y , — d o n ' t let y o u r heart g r o w 
cold, and you m a y carry cheerfulness and love 
w i t h y o u into the teens of y o u r second c e n t u r y , 
if y o u can last so long . A s o u r fr iend, the Poet , 
once said in some of those old-fashioned heroics 
of his w h i c h he keeps for his private r e a d i n g . — 

Call him not old, whose visionary brain 
Holds o'er the past its undivided reign. 
For him in vain the envious season roll 
W h o bears eternal summer in his soul. 



If yet the minstrel's song, the poet's lay 
Spring with her birds, or children with their plav. 
Or maiden s smile, or heavenly dream of art 
Stir the few life-drops-creeping round his heart ,— 
t u r n to I he record where his years are t o l a -

Count his gray hairs,—they cannot make him old! 

E n d o f t h e P r o f e s s o r ' s P a p e r . 

[ T h e a b o v e e s s a y w a s n o t r e a d a t o n e 
( n m e , b u t m s e v e r a l i n s t a l m e n t s , a n d a c c o m -
p a n i e d b y v a r i o u s c o m m e n t s f r o m d i f f e r e n t 
p e r s o n s a t t h e t a b l e . T h e c o m p a n y w e r e i n 
t h e m a i n a t t e n t i v e , w i t h t h e e x c e p t i o n o f a 
l i t t l e s o m n o l e n c e o n t h e p a r t o f t h e o l d g e n t l e -
m a n o p p o s i t e a t t i m e s , a n d a f e w s l y , m a l i c i o u s 
q u e s t i o n s a b o u t t h e « o l d b o y s " o n t h e p a r t o f 
t h a t f o r w a r d y o u n g f e l l o w w h o h a s figured o c -
c a s i o n a l l y , n o t a l w a y s t o h i s a d v a n t a g e , in t h e s e 
r e p o r t s . ° 

O n S u n d a y m o r n i n g s , in o b e d i e n c e t o a f e e l -
i n g I a m n o t a s h a m e d o f , I h a v e a l w a y s t r i e d t o 
g i v e a m o r e a p p r o p r i a t e c h a r a c t e r t o o u r c o n -
v e r s a t i o n I h a v e n e v e r r e a d t h e m a n y s e r m o n 

J f c L • u d ° n 1 k n o w t h a t 1 s h a 1 1 ' s o m e o f 
t h e m m i g h t t a k e m y c o n v i c t i o n s a s a p e r s o n a l 
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T H E L I V I N G T E M P L E . 

Not in the world of light alone. 
Where God has built his blazing throne, 

l ior yet alone in earth below, 
With belted seas that come and go, 
And endless isles of sun-lit green, 
Is all thy Maker's glory seen; 
Look in upon thy wondrous f rame,— 
Eternal wisdom still the same! 

T h e smooth, soft air with pulse-like w a v e s 
F l o w s murmuring through its hidden cave^ 
Whose streams of brightening purple rush 
Fired with a new and livlier blush. 
While all their burden of decay 
T h e ebbing current steals a w a y , 
A n d red with Nature's flame they start 
From the warm fountains of the heart. 

No rest that throbbing slave may ask, 
Forever quivering o'er his task. 
While far and wide a crimson jet 
Leaps forth to fill the woven net 
W h i c h in unnumbered crossing tides 
T h e flood of burning life divides, 
T h e n kindling each decaying part 
Creeps back to find the throbbing heart. 

But warmed with that unchanging flame 
Behold the outward moving frame, 
Its l iving marbles jointed strong 
With glistening band and silvery thong. 
A n d linked to reason's guiding reins 
B y myriad rings in trembling chains. 
Each graven with the threaded zone 
Which claims it as the master's own. 

See how yon beam of seeming white 
Is braided out nf seven-hued l ight, 
Yet in those lucid globes no ray 
B y any chance shall break astray. 
Hark how the rolling surge of sound, 
Arches and spirals circling round, 
Wakes the hushed spirit through thine ear 
With music it is heaven to hear. 

T h e n mark the cloven sphere that holds 
A l l thought in its mysterious folds. 



That feels sensation's faintest thrill 
And flashes forth the sovereign will: 
Think on the stormy world that dwells 
Locked in its dim and clustering cells 
The lightening gleam of power it sheds 
Along its hollow glassy threads! 

O Father! grant thy love divine 
T o make these mystic temples thinel 
When wasting age and wearying strife 
Have sapped the leaning waiis ot life, 
When darkness gathers over all 
And the last tottering pillars fall. 
Take the poor dust thy mercy warms 
And mould it into heavenly forms! 

^ i K p r f ' n % h a S C o m e - Y o u w i H find s o m e verses 
to that effect at the end of these notes. If y o u 
are an impat ient reader, skip to them a t once. 
In reading aloud, omit , if y o u please, the s ixth 
and seventh verses. T h e s e are parenthetical and 
digressive, and unless y o u r audience is of supe-
rior intell igence, will c o n f u s e them. Manv 
people can ride on horseback w h o find it hard to 
g e t on and to g e t off w i t h o u t assistance. O n e 
has to d i s m o u n t f rom an idea and g e t into the 
saddle a g a i n a t e v e r y parenthesis .) 

t h i t g u n ^ l e f m a ? w h o s i t s 0 PPosi te , finding 
that spr ing had fair ly come, mounted a w h i t ! 

h 3 7 K n d W 3 l k e d i n t ° t h e street. It 
c e n r i n n ? h i a V S P r e m a t u r e or otherwise ex-
2 h k ^ f 1 1 5 1 1 ! , ? ' n o t u n l i k e t h a t c o m m e m -
orated by the late Mr. B a y l e y . W h e n the old 
g e n t l e m a n c a m e h o m e he looked red in the f a c e 
and compla ined that he had been " m a d e sport 
? ' t , B y s y m p a t h i z i n g quest ions I learned from 
him that a boy had cal led him " o l d d a d d y , " and 
asked him when he had his hat whi tewashed. 

T h i s incident led m e to m a k e some observa-
tions at table the next morning, ' which I here re-
peat for the benefit of the readers of this record. 

T h e hat is the vulnerable point of the artificial 
i n t e g u m e n t . I learned this in early b o y h o o d . 
I w a s once equipped in a hat of L e g h o r n straw, 
h a v i n g a brim of much wider dimensions than 
were usual at that time, and sent to school in 
t h a t port ion of my nat ive town w h i c h lies near-
est to this metropolis . O n m y w a y I was met 
b y a " P o r t - c h u c k , " as w e used to cal l the y o u n g 
g e n t l e m e n of that local i ty , and the f o l l o w i n g 
d i a l o g u e ensued : 

The Port-chuck. Hul lo , you-sir , did you know 
there was g o n - t o be a race to-morrah? 

Myself. N o . W h o ' s gon-to run, V wher 's ' t 
g o n - t o be? 

The Port-chuck. S q u i r e M i c o and D o c t o r 
Wi l l iams, round the brim o ' y o u r hat. 

T h e s e t w o much-respected gent lemen being 
the oldest inhabitants at that t ime, and the 
a l leged race-course b e i n g out of the question, 
the Port-chuck also w i n k i n g and thrust ing his 
t o n g u e into his cheek, I perceived that I had 
been trifled with, and the effect has been to m a k e 
me sensit ive and observant respect ing this article 
of dress ever since. H e r e is an a x i o m or two 
re lat ing to i t : 

A hat that has been popped, or e x p l o d e d by b t -
m g sat d o w n upon, is never itself again after-
wards . 

It is a f a v o r i t e i l lusion of sanguine natures to 
bel ieve the c o n t r a r y . 

S h a b b y gent i l i ty has n o t h i n g so characterist ic 
as its hat . T h e r e is a l w a y s an unnatura l calm-



ness a b o u t its n a p , and an u n w h o l e s o m e g l o s s , 
s u g g e s t i v e of a w e t brush 

T h e last ef fort of d e c a y e d f o r t u n e is e x p e n d e d 
in s m o o t h i n g its d i l a p i d a t e d castor . T h e h a t is 
t h e ultimum moriens of " r e s p e c t a b i l i t y . " 

T h e old g e n t l e m a n t o o k all these r e m a r k s and 
m a x i m s very p leasant ly , s a y i n g , h o w e v e r , that 
he had f o r g o t t e n m o s t of h i s F r e n c h , e x c e p t the 
w o r d for potatoes,—-pummies de tare. Ultimum 
moriens, I told h i m is o l d I ta l ian, and s ignif ies last 
thing to die. W i t h this e x p l a n a t i o n h e w a s w e l l 
c o n t e n t e d , and l o o k e d q u i t e c a l m w h e n I s a w 
him a f t e r w a r d s in the e n t r y w i t h a b l a c k hat on 
his head and the whi te o n e in his h a n d . 

I th ink m y s e l f f o r t u n a t e in h a v i n g the P o e t 
and the P r o f e s s o r f o r m y i n t i m a t e s . W e a r e so 
m u c h t o g e t h e r , t h a t w e no d o u b t th ink and talk 
a g o o d deal a l i k e ; y e t o u r points of v i e w are in 
m a n y respects i n d i v i d u a l and pecul iar . Y o u 
k n o w me w e l l e n o u g h b y this t ime. I h a v e not 
t a l k e d w i t h y o u so l o n g for n o t h i n g , and there-
fore , I d o n ' t th ink it n e c e s s a r y to d r a w m y o w n 
p o r t r a i t . B u t let m e say a w o r d or t w o a b o u t 
m y fr iends. 

T h e P r o f e s s o r c o n s i d e r s h i m s e l f , and I con-
s ider him, a v e r y u s e f u l a n d w o r t h y k i n d of 
d r u d g e . I th ink he has a p r i d e in his smal l 
technica l i t ies . I k n o w t h a t he h a s a g r e a t idea 
of fidelity; and t h o u g h I suspect he l a u g h s 
a l i t t le i n w a r d l y a t t imes a t the g r a n d airs 
" S c i e n c e " p u t s on, as she s t a n d s m a r k i n g t ime, 
b u t n o t g e t t i n g on, w h i l e the t r u m p e t s are b l o w -
i n g and the b i g d r u m s b e a t i n g , — y e t I a m sure 
h e has a l i k i n g for his spec ia l ty , a n d a respect 
f o r its cu l t ivators-

B u t I'll tell y o u w h a t the P r o f e s s o r said to 
the P o e t the o t h e r d a y . — M y b o y , said he , I can 
w o r k a g r e a t deal c h e a p e r than you, b e c a u s e I 
k e e p al l m y g o o d s in the l o w e r s t o r y . Y o u h a v e 
to hoist y o u r s in to the u p p e r c h a m b e r s of the 
brain, a n d let them d o w n a g a i n to y o u r c u s t o m -
ers. I t a k e mine in a t the leve l of the g r o u n d , 
and send them off f r o m m y d o o r s t e p a l m o s t 
w i t h o u t l i f t i n g . I tell y o u , the h i g h e r a 
m a n h a s t o c a r r y the r a w m a t e r i a l of t h o u g h t 
b e f o r e he w o r k s it up, the m o r e it c o s t s him in 
b l o o d , n e r v e and m u s c l e . C o l e r i d g e k n e w al l 
this v e r y w e l l w h e n he a d v i s e d e v e r y l i t e r a r y 
m a n to have a profess ion. 

S o m e t i m e s I l ike t o ta lk w i t h one of t h e m , 
and s o m e t i m e s w i t h the o t h e r . A f t e r a w h i l e Í 
g e t t i red of b o t h . W h e n a fit of inte l lectual 
d i s g u s t c o m e s o v e r me, I wi l l te l l y o u w h a t I 
h a v e f o u n d a d m i r a b l e as a d i v e r s i o n , in addi t ion 
to b o a t i n g and o t h e r a m u s e m e n t s w h i c h I h a v e 
s p o k e n o f , — t h a t is, w o r k i n g a t m y carpenter ' s 
bench. S o m e m e c h a n i c a l e m p l o y m e n t is the 
g r e a t e s t possible re l ie f , a f t e r the p u r e l y intel lec-
tual facul t ies beg in to t ire . W h e n I w a s q u a r -
a n t i n e d once at Marsei l les , I g o t to w o r k i m m e -
d i a t e l y at c a r v i n g a w o o d e n w o n d e r of loose 
r ings on a s t ick , and g o t so interested in i t , t h a t , 
w h e n w e w e r e set loose, I " r e g a i n e d m y free-
d o m w i t h a s i g h , " b e c a u s e m y t o y w a s unfin-
i s h e d . 

T h e r e are l o n g seasons w h e n I ta lk o n l y w i t h 
the F r o . e s s o r a n d o t h e r s w h e n I g i v e m y s e l f 
w h o l l y u p to the P o e t . N o w t h a t m y w i n t e r ' s 
work is o v e r , and s p r i n g is w i t h us I feel natur-
al ly d r a w n to the P o e t ' s c o m p a n y . I don ' t 



k n o w a n y b o d y more al ive to l ife than he is. 
T h e passion of poetry seizes on him every spr ing, 
he s a y s , — y e t o f tent imes he complains , that , 
when he feels most , he sings least. 

T h e n a fit of d e s p o n d e n c y comes o v e r h i m , — I 
feel ashamed, s o m e t i m e s , — s a i d he the other 
d a y , — t o think h o w far my worst songs fal l be-
l o w m y best. It somet imes seems to me, as 
I k n o w it does to others w h o have told m e so, 
that t h e y o u g h t to be all best,—if not in a c t u a l 
execut ion, a t least in plan and motive . I am 
g r a t e f u l , — h e c o n t i n u e d , — f o r a l l such criticisms. 
A man is a l w a y s pleased to h a v e his most seri-
ous efforts praised, and the highest aspect of his 
nature get the m o r e sunshine. 

Y e t I am sure, that in the nature of th ings , 
m a n y minds must c h a n g e their k e y now 
and then, on penal ty of g e t t i n g o u t of tune 
or los ing their voices. Y o u k n o w , I s u p p o s e , he 
s a i d , — w h a t is m e a n t by c o m p l e m e n t a r y colors? 
Y o u know the effect too, t h a t the pro longed im-
pression of any one c o l o r h a s on the retina. If 
y o u close y o u r eyes a f t e r l o o k i n g steadi ly at 
a red ob ject , y o u see a green i m a g e . 

It is so with m a n y m i n d s , — I will not say with 
a l l . A f t e r l o o k i n g a t one aspect of external na-
t u r e ; or of any form of b e a u t y or truth, w h e n 
they turn a w a y , the complementary aspect of the 
s a m e o b j e c t s t a m p s itself irresist ibly and auto-
mat ica l ly upon the mind. Shal l t h e y g i v e ex-
pression to their secondary mental state or not? 

W h e n I c o n t e m p l a t e — s a i d my fr iend, the P o e t 
— t h e infinite largeness of comprehension be-
l o n g i n g to the C e n t r a l Inte l l igence, h o w remote 
the creat ive concept ion is f rom al l scholast ic and 

ethical f o r m u l a e , I a m led to think that a healthy 
mind o u g h t to c h a n g e its mood from t ime to 
t ime and c o m e d o w n from its noblest condit ion, 
— n e v e r of course to d e g r a d e itself by d w e l l i n g 
upon w h a t is itself debas ing , but to let its lower 
facult ies have a chance to air and exercise them-
selves. A f t e r the first and second floor have 
been out in the b r i g h t street dressed in all their 
splendors, shall not our h u m b l e fr iends in the 
basement have their hol iday, and the cot ton ve l -
vet and the thin-skinned j e w e l r y — s i m p l e orna-
ments, but bef i t t ing the station of those w h o 
wear t h e m — s h o w themseives to the c r o w d , w h o 
think them beaut i fu l as they o u g h t to, t h o u g h 
the people upstairs k n o w that they a r e cheap 
and per ishable? 

I don't k n o w but t h a t I m a y b r i n g the P o e t 
here, some d a y or other , and let him speak for 
himself. Stil l I think I can tell y o u what he says 
quite as wel l as he could d o i t . — O h , — h e said to 
me, one d a y , — I am b u t a h a n d - o r g a n m a n , — s a y 
rather a h a n d - o r g a n . L i f e turns the winch and 
f a n c y or acc ident pulls o u t the stops. I c o m e 
under y o u r w i n d o w s , some fine s p r i n g m o r n i n g , 
and play y o u one of my adagio movements , a n a 
some of y o u s a y , — T h a t is g o o d , — p l a y to us s o 
a l w a y s . 

But , dear fr iends, if I did not c h a n g e the stop 
sometimes, the m a c h i n e w o u l d w e a r o u t in one 
part and rust in another . H o w easily this or 
that tune flows! y o u say , there m u s t be n o end 
of just such melodies in him. I wi l l open the 
poor machine for y o u one m o m e n t , and y o u 
shall look. A h ! E v e r y note m a r k s where a 
s p u r of steel has been dr iven in. It is e a s y t o 



gr ind out the song , b u t to p l a n t these brist l ing 
points which m a k e it was t h e pa infu l task of 
t ime. 

I don't l ike to say it, he c o n t i n u e d , b u t poets 
c o m m o n l y have no larger s tock of tunes than 
hand-organs ; a n d w h e n y o u hear them piping 
u p under y o u r w i n d o w , y o u k n o w p r e t t y well 
w h a t to expect . T h e more stops, the better-
D o let them all be pul led o u t in their turn ! 

S o spoke my fr iend, the Poet , and read me 
one of his statel iest s o n g s , and a f t e r it a g a y 
chanson, and then a s t r i n g of e p i g r a m s . Al l 
t rue , he said, al l flowers of his soul ; only one 
w i t h the corol la spread, and another with its 
d isk half opened, and the third with the heart-
leaves covered u p and only a petal or t w o show-
i n g its t ip t h r o u g h the c a l y x . T h e w a t e r lily is 
the t y p e of the p o e t ' s soul, he told me. 

W h a t d o y o u think, Sir , said the div ini ty-
s tudent , opens the soul s of poets most f u l l y ? 

W h y , there m u s t be the internal force and the 
external s t imulus . N e i t h e r is e n o u g h b y itself. 
A rose wi l l not flower in the d a r k , and a fern 
wi l l not flower a n y w h e r e . 

W h a t do I th ink is the true sunshine that 
opens the poet 's corol la ?—I don ' t l ike to say. 
T h e y spoil a g o o d m a n y , I a m a f r a i d ; or a t least 
they shine on a g o o d many that never c o m e to 
a n y t h i n g . 

«1 Who are they ?" said the schoolmistress. 
W o m a n . T h e i r love first inspires the poet, 

and their praise is his best r e w a r d . 
T h e schoolmistress reddened a l i tt le, but 

looked p leased. D i d I real ly think s o ? I d o 
think so: I never feel safe until I h a v e pleased 

them; I don ' t think they a r e the first t o see one's 
defects , b u t they are the first to catch the color 
and f r a g r a n c e of a t rue poem. F i t the same in-
tellect to a man and it is a bow-str ing, to a 
w o m a n , and it is a harp-str ing. She is vibrati le 
and resonant all over, so she stirs with s l ighter 
musica l t r e m b l i n g s of the air a b o u t her. A h 
m e ! — s a i d m y fr iend, the Poet , to me the other 
d a y , — w h a t color w o u l d it not have g iven to m y 
t h o u g h t s , and what thr ice-washed whiteness to 
m y w o r d s , had I been fed on w o m a n ' s praises! 
I shouid have g r o w n like Marvel l ' s f a w n , — 

" L i l l i e s without; roses wi th in!" 

But t h e n , — h e a d d e d , — w e all think of so and 
so, w e should have been this or that , as y o u 
were s a y i n g the o t h e r d a y , in those r h y m e s of 
yours. 

I don ' t think there are m a n y poets in the sense 
of creators; but of those sensit ive natures which 
reflect themselves natural ly in soft and melodi-
ous words , p l e a d i n g for s y m p a t h y with their 
j o y s and sorrows, every l i terature is full . Na-
ture carves w i t h her o w n hands the brain which 
holds the creat ive imaginat ion , b u t she casts the 
ever sensi t ive creatures in scores f rom the same 
mould. 

T h e r e are t w o k inds of poets, just as there are 
t w o k inds of blondes. ( M o v e m e n t of curiosi ty 
a m o n g our ladies a t table. P lease t o tell us 
a b o u t those blondes, said the schoolmistress .) 
W h y , they are b londes w h o are such s i m p l y b y 
def ic iency of c o l o r i n g matter,—negative or washed 
blondes. arrested b y N a t u r e or. the w a y to b e c o m e 
albinesses. T h e r e are others that are shot 



t h r o u g h w i t h g o l d e n l i g h t , w i t h t a w n y or fu l -
v o u s t i n g e s in v a r i o u s degrees,—posit ive o r statned 
b l o n d e s , d i p p e d in y e l l o w s u n b e a m s , a n d as u r -
l ike in their m o d e of b e i n g to the o t h e r s as an 
o r a n g e is u n l i k e a s n o w b a l l . T h e a l b . n o - s t y l e 
c a r r i e s w i t h it a w i d e p u p i l a n d a sensi t ive re-
t ina . T h e o t h e r , or the l e o n i n e b l o n d e , has a n 
o p a l i n e fire in h e r c l e a r e y e , w h i c h the b r u n e t t e 
c a n h a r d l y m a t c h w i t h h e r q u i c k , g l i t t e r i n g 
g l a n c e s . • , . 

J u s t as w e h a v e t h e g r e a t s u n - k i n d l e d , con-
s t r u c t i v e i m a g i n a t i o n s , a n d a f a r m o r e n u m e r o u s 
c lass of p o e t s w h i c h h a v e a certa in k i n d of 
m o o n l i g h t g e n i u s g i v e n t h e m t o c o m p e n s a t e f o r 
t h e i r i m p e r f e c t i o n of n a t u r e . T h e i r w a n t of 
m e n t a l c o l o r i n g m a t t e r m a k e s t h e m sensi t ive to 
t h o s e i m p r e s s i o n s w h i c h s t r o n g e r m i n d s n e g l e c t 
or never fee l a t all . M a n y of t h e m die y o u n g , 
a n d all of t h e m are t i n g e d w i t h m e l a n c h o l y . 
T h e r e is no m o r e b e a u t i f u l i l lustrat ion of t h e 
p r i n c i p l e of c o m p e n s a t i o n w h i c h m a r k s the D i -
v ine b e n e v o l e n c e t h a n the f a c t that s o m e of t h e 
h o l i e s t l ives a n d s o m e of the s w e e t e s t s o n g s a r e 
t h e g r o w t h of t h e i n f i r m i t y w h i c h unfits its s u b -
j e c t f o r the r o u g h e r d u t i e s of l i fe. W h e n o n e 
r e a d s t h e l i fe of C o w p e r , or of K e a t s , or of L u -
c r e t i a a n d M a r g a r e t D a v i d s o n , of so m a n y g e n -
t le s w e e t natures , b o r n to w e a k n e s s , a n d m o s t l y 
d y i n g b e f o r e t h e i r t i m e , o n e c a n n o t h e l p th ink-
i n g that t h e h u m a n race d i e s o u t s i n g i n g , l i k e 
t h e s w a n in t h e o l d s t o r y . T h e F r e n c h poet , 
G i l b e r t , w h o died at t h e H o t e l D i e u , a t the a g e 
of t w e n t y - n i n e — ( k i l l e d b y a k e y in his t h r o a t , 
w h i c h he h a d s w a l l o w e d w h e n d e l i r i o u s in con-
s e q u e n c e of a fal l , ) this p o o r f e l l o w w a s a very 

g o o d e x a m p l e of the p o e t b y e x c e s s of sens ib i l i ty 
I f o u n d , t h e o t h e r d a y , that s o m e of m y l i terary 
f r i e n d s had n e v e r heard of him, t h o u g h I sup-
p o s e f e w educate^. F r e n c h m e n d o not k n o w tiie 
l ines w h i c h he w r o t e , a w e e k b e f o r e his d e a t h , 
u p o n a m e a n bed in t h e g r e a t h o s p i t a l of Paris . 

" A u banquet ae la vie^infortune convive, 
J'apparus un jour, et je meurs; 

Je meurs. et sur ma toni. e, ou lentement j'arrive, 
Nul ne viendra verser des pleurs." 

" At life's gay banquet placed, a poor unhappy guest, 
One day I pass then disappear; 

I die and on the tomb where I at length shall rest 
No friend shall come to shed a tear." 

Y o u r e m e m b e r t h e s a m e t h i n g in o t h e r w o r d s 
s o m e w h e r e in K i r k e W h i t e ' s p o e m s . It is the 
b u r d e n of the p l a i n t i v e s o n g s of all these s w e e t 
a lb ino poets . " I shall d ie a n d b e f o r g o l t e n a n d 
the w o r l d w i l l g o o n j u s t as if I h a d n e v e r b e e n ; 
— a n d y e t h o w I h a v e l o v e d ! H o w I h a v e 
l o n g e d ! H o w I h a v e aspired ! " A n d so s ing-
ing, t h e i r e y e s g r o w b r i g h t e r a n d b r i g h t e r , a n d 
their f e a t u r e s t h i n n e r a n d th inner , unt i l a t last 
the vei l of flesh is t h r e a d b a r e , a n d , st i l l s i n g i n g , 
t h e y d r o p it a n d p a s s o n w a r d . 

O u r bra ins a r e s e v e n t y - y e a r c l o c k s . T h e 
A n g e l of L i f e w i n d s t h e m u p o n c e f o r a l l , then 
c loses t h e case, a n d g i v e s t h e k e y into t h e h a n d 
of the A n g e l of t h e R e s u r r e c t i o n . 

T i c - t a c ! t ic- tac! g o the w h e e l s of t h o u g h t ; o u r 
wi l l c a n n o t s t o p t h e m ; t h e y c a n n o t s t o p t h e m -
se lves ; s l e e p c a n n o t sti l l t h e m ; m a d n e s s o n l y 
m a k e s t h e m g o f a s t e r ; d e a t h a l o n e can b r e a k 
into t h e c a s e , a n d s e i z i n g t h e e v e r - s w i n g i n g 
p e n d u l u m , w h i c h w e cal l t h e h e a r t , s i l e n c e a t 



last the c l i c k i n g of the terr ible escapement w e 
h a v e carried so l o n g beneath our wr inkled fore-

p S s I S S ^ i - t e 

nfernal machine w i t h g u n p o w d e r ? W h a t a pas-
s i o n comes over us s o m e t i m e s for silence and 
Sre°st I t h a t this d r e a d f u l mechanism, u n w i n d i n g 
[he endless tapestry of t ime, embroidered w i t h 
spectral figures of l ife and death, could have but 
one brief h o l i d a y ! W h o can w o n d e r that men 
s w i n g themselves off f rom b e a m s in hempen 
lassos?—that they j u m p off f rom parapets into 
the s w i f t and g u r g l i n g w a t e r s b e n e a t | ? - t h a t 
t h e y take counsel of the g r i m friend w h o has 
b u t to utter his one peremptory monosy l lab le 
and the restless machine is shivered as a vase 
that is dashed upon a marble floor? U n d g that 
b u i l d i n e which we pass every d a y there are 
s t r o n g d u n g e o n s , where neither hook, nor bar 
nor b i d - c o r d , nor drinking-vessel f rom which a 
sharp f r a g m e n t may be shattered, shall by any 

ChTnhCereb?snoetnhing for it, when the brain is on 
fire w i t h the whir l ing of its wheels , b u t to spring 
against the stone wal l and silence them with 
one crash. A h , they remembered t h a t , - t h e 
kind city f a t h e r s , - a n d the walls are nicely 
p a d d e d , so that one can take such exercise as 
he l ikes wi thout d a m a g i n g himself on the v e 
plain and serviceable upholstery . If a n y b o d y 

w o u l d only contrive some kind of a lever that 
one could thrust in a m o n g the w o r k s of this 
horrid a u t o m a t o n and check t h e m , or a l ter their 
rate of g o i n g , what w o u l d the w o r l d g i v e for 
the discovery I,. 

F r o m half Jf dime to a dime, a c c o r d i n g to the 
s ty le of the place, and the qua l i ty of the l iquor , 
— s a i d the y o u n g fe l low w h o m they ca l l John. 

Y o u speak tr ivial ly , b u t not u n w i s e l y , I said. 
Unless the will maintain a certain control o v e r 
these movements , which it c a n n o t stop, b u t can 
to some extent regulate , men are very apt to 
try to g e t a t the m a c h i n e by some indirect sys-
tem of leverage on other. T h e y c lap on the 
breaks by means of o p i u m ; they c h a n g e the 
m a d d e n i n g m o n o t o n y of the r h y t h m by means of 
fermented l iquors. It is because the brain is 
locked up and we cannot touch its m o v e m e n t 
d irect ly , that we thrust these coarse tools in 
t h r o u g h any crevice by which they m a y reach 
the interior, and so a l ter i ts rate of g o i n g for a 
while, and at last spoil the machine . 

Men who exercise chiefly those facult ies of the 
mind which w o r k independent ly of the wil l , 
poets and artists, for instance, w h o fo l low their 
imaginat ion in the creat ive movements , instead 
of k e e p i n g it in hand as y o u r logic ians and prac-
tical men d o with their reasoning facul ty , such 
men are too apt to call in the mechanical appli-
ances to help them govern their intellects. 

H e means they g e t d r u n k , said the y o u n g fel-
low a lready a l l u d e d to b y name. 

D o you think men of true genius are a p t to 
indulge in the use of inebriat ing fluids ? said the 
divinity-student . 



If y o u think y o u are s t r o n g e n o u g h to bear 
what I am g o i n g to say , I replied, I wi l l ta lk 
to y o u a b o u t this. B u t mind, n o w , these are the 
things that some foolish people cal l dangerous 
s u b j e c t s , — a s if these voices which burrow into 
people's souls, as the G u i n e a - w o r m b u r r o w s into 
the naked feet of W e s t Indian slaves, would be 
more mischievous when seen than out of s ight. 
N o w the true w a y to d e a l w i t h these obst inate 
animals, which are a dozen feet long, some of 
them, and no b i g g e r than a horse-hair, is to g e t 
a piece of silk a r o u n d their heads, and pul l them 
out ver.y caut ious ly . If y o u only break them off, 
they g r o w worse than ever , and somet imes kil l 
the person that has the mis for tune of harbor ing 
one of them. W h e n c e it is plain that the first 
th ing to do is to find o u t w h e r e the head lies. 

Just so of al l the vices, and part icularly of this 
vice of intemperance. W h a t is the head of it, 
and where does it l ie? F o r y o u m a y depend 
upon it, there is not one of these v ices that has 
not a head of its o w n , — a n i n t e l l i g e n c e , — a mean-
i n g , — a certain yirtue, I w a s g o i n g to s a y , — b u t 
that might, perhaps, sound paradoxical . I have 
heard an immense number of moral physic ians 
lay d o w n the treatment of moral G u i n e a - w o r m s , 
and the vast m a j o r i t y of them would a l w a y s in-
sist that the creature had no head at all , but was 
all body and tail. So I have f o u n d a very com-
mon result of their method to be that the str ing 
s l ipped, or that a piece only of the creature was 
broken off, and the w o r m soon g r e w again, as 
bad as ever . T h e truth is, if the Devi l could 
only appear in church by a t t o r n e y , and make 
the best s ta tement that the facts would bear him 

out in d o i n g on behalf of his special v i r tues , 
(what we c o m m o n l y cal l v ices ,) the inf luence of 
g o o d teachers would be m u c h greater than it is. 
F o r the a r g u m e n t s by which the Devi l prevails 
are precisely the ones that the Devi l -quel ler most 
rarely answers . T h e w a y to a r g u e d o w n a vice 
is not to tell liée a b o u t i t , — t o say that it has n o 
attract ions, when e v e r y b o d y k n o w s that it has, 
— b u t rather to let it make out its case just as it 
certainlv will in the moment of temptation, and 
then meet it with the w e a p o n s furnished by the 
Div ine a r m o r y . Ithuriel did not spit the toad 
cn his spear, y o u remember , b u t touched him 
w i t h it, and the blasted a n g e l took the sad 
glories of his true shape. If he had shown 
r ight then, the fair spirits w o u l d have k n o w n 
h o w to deal with him. 

T h a t all spasmodic cerebral act ion is an evil 
is not per fect ly c lear . Men g e t fa ir ly intoxica-
ted with music; with p o e t r y , with re l ig ious ex-
c i t e m e n t , — o f t e n set so with love. Ninon d e 
TEncols said she was so easily exci ted that her 
s o u p intoxicated her, and convalescents have 
been made tipsy by a beef-steak. 

T h e r e are forms and stages of alcoholic exal-
tat ion, w h i c h , in themselves, and wi thout regard 
to their consequences m i g h t be considered as 
positive improvement« of the persons affected. 
W h e n the s l u g g i s h intelect is roused, the s low 
speech quickened, the cold nature w a r m e d , the 
latent s y m p a t h y d e v e l o p e d , the flagging spirit 
k i n d l e d , — b e f o r e the trains of t h o u g h t become 
confused, or the will p c v e r t e d , or the muscles 
r e l a x e d , — j u s t at the moment when the whole 
human z o o p h y t e flowers out l ike a fu l l -b lown 



rose, and is ripe for the subscript ion-paper or 
the c o n t r i b u t i o n - b o x , — i t would be hard to say 
that a man was, a t that very time, worse, or less 
to be loved, than when d r i v i n g a hard bargain 
with all his meaner wits a b o u t him. T h e diffi-
c u l t y is, that the a lcohol ic virtues don ' t wash-
b u t until the water takes their colors out the' 
tints are very m u c h l ike those of the true celes-
tial stuff. 

(Here I w a s interrupted b y a question which 
1 a m very u n w i l l i n g to report , but have confi-
d e n c e e n o u g h in those fr iends w h o examine 
these records to c o m m i t to their candor. 

A person at table asked me w h e t h e r I " w e n t in 
for rum as a s teady drink ? " — H i s manner made 
the question h i g h l y offensive, but I restrained 
myse l f , and answered t h u s : — ) 

R u m I take to be the name w h i c h unwashed 
moralists a p p l y a l ike to the p r o d u c t distil led 
f rom molasses and the noblest juices of the 
v i n e y a r d . B u r g u n d y " i n all its sunset g l o w " 
is rum. C h a m p a g n e , " t h e f o a m i n g wine of 
Eastern F r a n c e , " is rum. H o c k , Which our 
f r iend, the P o e t , s p e a k s of as 

" T h e Rhine's breastmilk. gushing cold and 
bright, 

Pale as the moon, and maddening as her 
light " 

is rum. Sir, I repudiate the loathsome vul-
gar ism as an insult to the first miracle w r o u g h t 
by the F o u n d e r of our rel igion ! I address mv-
self to the c o m p a n y . — I believe in temperance , 
nay , a lmost in abst inence, as a rule for heal thy 
people. I trust that I practice b o t h . B u t let 
m e tell y o u , there are companies of men of 

genius into which I somet imes g o , where thd 
atmosphere of intel lect and sent iment is so 
much more s t i m u l a t i n g than alcohol , that, if I 
t h o u g h t fit to take wine, i t w o u l d be to k e e p me 
sober. 

A m o n g the gent lemen that I have k n o w n , f e w , 
if any, were ruined by dr inking. M y f e w 
drunken acquaintances were g e n e r a l l y ruined 
before they become d r u n k a r d s . T h e habit of 
d r i n k i n g is often a vice, n o d o u b t , — s o m e t i m e s 
a m i s f o r t u n e , — a s when an a l m o s t irresist ible 
hereditary propensity exists to i n d u l g e in i t , — 
but of tenest of al l a punshment. 

E m p t y h e a d s , — h e a d s w i t h o u t ideas in whole-
some variety and sufficient n u m b e r to furnish 
food for the mental c l o c k w o r k , — i l l - r e g u l a t e d 
heads, where the facult ies are not under the 
control of the w i l l , — t h e s e are the ones that 
hold the brains which their owners are so apt to 
tamper with, b y i n t r o d u c i n g the appl iances w e 
have been t a l k i n g about . N o w , when a gent le-
man's brain is e m p t y or i l l -regulated, it is, to a 
great extent , his o w n faul t ; and so it is s imple 
retr ibution, that , whi le he lies s lothful ly sleep-
i n g or aimlessly dreaming, the fata l habit set-
tles on him like a v a m p y r e , and sucks his 
blood, f a n n i n g him all the whi le with its hot 
w i n g s into deeper s l u m b e r or idler dreams! I am 
not such a hard-souled being as to a p p l v this to 
the neglected poor, w h o have had no chance to 
fill their heads with w h o l e s o m e ideas, and to be 
t a u g h t the lesson of se l f -government . I trust 
the tariff of H e a v e n has an ad valorem scale for 
t h e m , — a n d all of us. 

B u t to c o m e back to poets and ar t i s ts ;—i f 



they real ly are more prone to the a b u s e of st imu-
l a n t s , — a n d I fear that this is t r u e , — t h e reason 
of it is o n l y too clear. A man abandons himself 
to a fine f r e n z y , and the p o w e r which flows 
through him, as I once expla ined to y o u , m a k e s 
him the medium of a g r e a t poem or a great 
picture. T h e creat ive act ion is not vo luntary at 
all , but a u t o m a t i c ; we can only p u t the mind 
into the proper a t t i t u d e , and w a i t for the wind, 
that blows where it l isteth, to breathe over it. 
T h u s the true state of creat ive genius is al l ied 
to reverie, o r dreaming. If mind and b o d y were 
both heal thy, and had f o o d e n o u g h and fair play, 
I d o u b t w h e t h e r any men would be more tem-
perate than the imaginat ive classes. B u t b o d y 
and mind of ten flag,—perhaps they are i l l -made 
to begin with, underfed with bread or ideas, 
overworked, or abused in some w a y . T h e auto-
matic action, by which genius w r o u g h t its w o n -
ders, fails. T h e r e is only one t h i n g which can 
rouse the machine; not w i l l , — t h a t cannot reach 
it; noth ing but a ruinous agent , which hurries 
the wheels awhi le and soon eats out the heart of 
¡.he mechanism. T h e d r e a m i n g facult ies are 
a l w a y s the dangerous ones, because their mode 
of action can be imitated by artif icial excite-
m e n t ; the reasoning ones are safe, because they 
imply cont inued v o l u n t a r y effort . 

I think y o u will find i t ' t rue , that, before any 
vice can fasten on a man, b o d y , mind, or moral 
nature must be debi l i ta ted. T h e mosses and 
f u n g i gather on s ickly trees, not thr iv ing ones; 
and the odious parasites which fasten on the 
human f rame choose that which is a l r e a d y en-
feebled. Mr. W a l k e r , the hyge ian humoris t , de 

clared t h a t he had such a hea l thy skin it w a s im-
possible for any i m p u r i t y to st ick to it, and 
it w a s a n absurdi ty to w a s h a f a c e which w a s of 
necessity a l w a y s clean. I don ' t k n o w h o w much 
fancy there w a s in this; b u t there is no f a n c y in 
s a y i n g that the lass i tude of t ired-out operat ives , 
and the l a n g u o r of i m a g i n a t i v e natures in their 
periods of col lapse, and the v a c u i t y of minds 
untrained to labor and discipl ine, fit the soul 
and body for the g e r m i n a t i o n of the seeds of 
intemperance. 

W h e n e v e r the w a n d e r i n g d e m o n of Drunk-
enness finds a ship a d r i f t , — n o s t e a d y wind in 
its sails, no t h o u g h t f u l pilot d i rect ing its course, 
he steps on board, t a k e s the helm, and steers 
s tra ight for the maels trom. 

I w o n d e r if y o u k n o w the terrible smile? ( T h e 
y o u n g fe l low w h o m t h e y ca l l John winked very 
hard , and made a j o c u l a r remark , the sense of 
which seemed to d e p e n d on some d o u b l e mean-
i n g of the word smile. T h e c o m p a n y w a s cur-
ious to k n o w w h a t I meant.) 

T h e r e are p e r s o n s — I s a i d — w h o n o sooner 
c o m e within s ight of y o u than they begin to 
smile w i t h a n uncerta in m o v e m e n t o f the m o u t h , 
which c o n v e y s the idea that t h e y are t h i n k i n g 
a b o u t t h e m s e l v e s , — a n d t h i n k i n g , too, that y o u 
are th inking they are t h i n k i n g about themselves, 

a n d so look a t y o u with a wretched mixture 
of self-consciousness, a w k w a r d n e s s , and at tempts 
to carry off both, w h i c h are betrayed b y the 
c o w a r d l y behaviour of the e y e and the tell-tale 
weakness of the lips t h a t c h a r a c t e n z e these 
u n f o r t u n a t e beings . 



W h y d o y o u ca l l them unfor tunate , S i r , — 
asked the divinity s tudent . 

B e c a u s e it is e v i d e n t that the consciousness of 
some imbeci l i ty or other is at the bot tom of 
this e x t r a o r d i n a r y express ion. I don ' t think, 
however , that these persons are c o m m o n l y fools . 
I have k n o w n a n u m b e r , and all of them were 
intel l igent . I think n o t h i n g c o n v e y s the idea of 
underbreeding more than this s e l f - b e t r a y i n g 
smile. Y e t I think this pecul iar habit , as well 
as that of meaningless blushing, m a y be fa l len into 
b y very g o o d people, w h o meet o f ten or sit 
o p p o s i t e each o t h e r at table. A t rue gent leman's 
face is infinitely r e m o v e d f rom all such paltriness, 
c a l m - e y e d , firm-mouthed. I th ink T i t ian u n d e r 
s tood the look of a g e n t l e m a n as wel l as a n y b o d y 
that ever l ived. T h e portrait of a y o u n g man 
h o l d i n g a g l o v e in his hand, in the G a l l e r y of the 
L o u v r e , if any of y o u have seen that col lect ion, 
wi l l remind y o u of w h a t I mean. 

— D o I think these people k n o w the pecul iar 
look they have ?—I c a n n o t s a y ; I h o p e not; I 
am afraid they w o u l d never f o r g i v e me, if they 
did. T h e worst of it is, the trick is c a t c h i n g ; 
when one meets o n e of these fellows, he feels a 
t e n d e n c y to the s a m e manifestat ion. T h e Pro-
fessor tells me there is a m u s c u l a r slip, a de-
pendence of theplatysma myoides, which is ca l led 
the risorius Santorini. 

— S a y that once m o r e , — e x c l a i m e d the y o u n g 
fe l low mentioned above . 

T h e P r o f e s s o r s a y s there is a l ittle f leshy sl ip 
called Santor in i ' s l aughing-musc le . I w o u l d 
have it c u t o u t of my face , if I were born 
with one of those const i tut ional g r i n s upon it. 

Perhaps I am uncharitable in m y j u d g m e n t of 
those sour- looking people I told y o u of the other 
day, and of these s m i l i n g folks . It may be that 
they are born with these looks , as other people 
are w i t h more general ly recognized deformities . 
B o t h are bad e n o u g h , but I had rather meet 
one of the scowlers than one of the smilers. 

T h e r e is another u n f o r t u n a t e w a y of looking, 
which is pecul iar to that a m i a b l e sex we d o not 
l ike to find fault w i t h . T h e r e are some very 
p r e t t y , but , u n h a p p i l y , very i l lbred w o m e n , w h o 
don ' t understand the law of the road w i t h re-
g a r d to h a n d s o m e faces . N a t u r e and custom 
would, no doubt , a g r e e in c o n c e d i n g to all males 
the r ight of a t least t w o dist inct looks a t e v e r y 
c o m e l y f e m a l e countenance , w i t h o u t any infrac-
t ion of the rules of courtesy or the sentiment of 
respect . T h e first look is necessary to define 
the person of the indiv idual o ne meets so as to 
avoid it in pass ing. A n y u n u s u a l at tract ion de-
tected in a first g l a n c e is a sufficient a p o l o g y for 
a s e c o n d , — n o t a p r o l o n g e d and impertinent 
s tare; b u t an a p p r e c i a t i n g h o m a g e of the eyes , 
such as a s t ranger m a y inoffensively y ie ld to a 
pass ing i m a g e . It is astonishing h o w m o r b i d l y 
sensit ive some v u l g a r beaut ies are to the s l ight-
est demonstrat ion of this k ind. W h e n a lady 
walks the streets, she leaves her virtuous-indig-
nation c o u n t e n a n c e a t h o m e ; she k n o w s wel l 
e n o u g h that the street is a p icture-gal lery , w h e r e 
pretty faces f r a m e d in pret ty bonnets are meant 
to be seen, and e v e r y b o d y has a r ight to see 
them. 

W h e n we observe h o w the same features and 
style of person and character descend f rom 



generat ion to generat ion, we c a n bel ieve that 
some inherited weakness m a y a c c o u n t for these 
pecul iar i t ies . L i t t l e snapping-turt les s n a p — s o 
the g r e a t natural ist tells u s — b e f o r e they are 
out of the egg-shel l . I am satisfied, that, much 
h i g h e r up in the scale of l i fe, c h a r a c t e r is dis-
t inct ly shown at the a g e o f — 2 o r — 3 months. 

M y fr iend, the Professor , has been ful l of 
e g g s lately . ( T h i s remark exci ted a burst of 
h i lar i ty , which I did not a l low to interrupt the 
course of m y observat ions.) H e has been read-
i n g the g r e a t book w h e r e he found the fact 
a b o u t the little snapping-turt les mentioned 
above . S o m e of the t h i n g s he has told me have 
s u g g e s t e d several odd analogies enough. 

T h e r e are half a dozen men, or so, w h o carry 
in their brains the ovarian eggs of the next g e n -
eration's or century 's c ivi l izat ion. T h e s e e g g s 
a r e not ready to be laid in the form of b o o k s 
as y e t ; some of them are hardly ready to be p u t 
into the form of talk. But as rudimentary ideas 
or inchoate tendencies, there they are; and these 
are what must form the future . A man's gen-
eral notions are not g o o d for much, unless he 
has a crop of these intellectual ovarian e g g s in 
his o w n brain, or knows them as they exist in 
the minds of others . O n e must be in the habit 
of ta lk ing with such persons to g e t at these ru-
d i m e n t a r y g e r m s of t h o u g h t ; for their develop-
ment are necessari ly imperfect , and they are 
m o u l d e d on new patterns, which must be l o n g 
and closely s tudied . B u t these are the men to 
talk with. N o fresh t ruth ever ge ts into a book. 

A g o o d m a n y fresh lies g e t in a n y h o w . — s a i d 
one of the company. 

I proceded in spite of the interruption. 
A l l uttered t h o u g h t , m y fr iend, the Professor , 

says, is of the nature of an e x c r e t i o n . Its. 
materials have been taken in, a n d have acted 
upon the system, and been reacted on by i t ; it 
has circulated and done its office in one mind 
before it is g iven o u t for the benefi t of others. 
It m a y be milk or v e n o m to o t h e r minds; but , 
in either case, it is something w h i c h the pro-
d u c e r has had the use of and can part with . A 
man inst inct ively tries to g e t rid of his t h o u g h t 
in conversation or in print so soon as it is ma-
t u r e d ; b u t it is hard to g e t a t it as it lies imbed-
ed, a mere potent ia l i ty , the g e r m of a g e r m , in 
his intel lect . 

— W h e r e are the brains that are ful lest of 
these ovarian e g g s of t h o u g h t ? — I decl ine men-
t i o n i n g individuals . T h e p r o d u c e r s of t h o u g h t , 
who are f e w , the " j o b b e r s " of t h o u g h t , w h o are 
many, and the retailers of t h o u g h t , w h o are 
numberless , are so m i x e d u p in the popular ap-
prehension, that it would be hopeless to try to 
separate them before opinion has had t ime to 
settle. F o l l o w the course of opinion on the 
g r e a t s u b j e c t s of h u m a n interest for a few g e n -
erat ions or centuries, g e t its para l lax , m a p out 
a small arc of its m o v e m e n t , see w h e r e it tends , 
and then see w h o is in advance of it or even 
w i t h i t ; the w o r l d cal ls him hard names, prob-
ably , b u t if y o u w o u l d find the ova of the f u -
ture. y o u must look into the folds of his cerebra l 
convolutions. 

( T h e d iv in i ty-s tudent looked a l i t t le p u z z l e d 
at this s u g g e s t i o n , as if he d i d n o t see e x a c t l y 
where he was to c o m e o u t , if he c o m p u t e d his 



a r c t o o n i c e l y . I t h i n k i t p o s s i b l e i t m i g h t c u t 
o f f a f e w c o r n e r s o f h i s p r e s e n t b e l i e f , a s i t h a s 
c u t of f m a r t y r - b u r n i n g a n d w i t c h - h a n g i n g ; — 
b u t t i m e w i l l s h o w , — t i m e w i l l s h o w — a s t h e o l d 
g e n t l e m a n o p p o s i t e s a y s . ) 

O h . — h e r e i s t h a t c o p y o f v e r s e s I t o l d j ' j u 
a b o u t . 

S P R I N G H A S C O M E . 

Intra Muros. 
The sunbeams, lost for half a year, 

Slant through my pane their morning rays ; 
For dry Northwestern cold and clear. 

The East blows in its thin blue haze. 

And first the snowdrop's bells are seen, 
Then close against the sheltering wall 

The tulip's horn of dusky green. 
The peony's dark unfolding ball. 

The golden-chaliced crocus burns; 
The long narcissus blades appear; 

The cone-beaked hyacinth returns. 
A n d lights her blue flamed chandelier. 

The willow's whistling lashes, wrung 
By the wild winds of gusty March, 

With sallow leaflets l ightly strung. 
Are swaying by the tufted larch. 

T h e elms have robed their slender spray 
With full-blown flower and embryo leaf; 

Wide o'er the clasping arch of day 
Soars like a cloud their hoary chief. 

(See the proud tulip's f launting cup, 
That flames in glory for an h o u r , — 

Behold it withering.—then look u p , — 

How meek the forest-monarch's flower! 

When wake the violets. Winter dies; 
When sprout the elm-buds. Spring is near; 

When ¡¡lacs blossom. Summer cries, 
" B u d , little roses! Spring is here!") 

The windows blush with fresh bouquets, 
Cut with the May-dew on their lips ; 

The radish all its bloom displays 
Pink as Aurora's finger-tips. 

Nor less the flood of light that showers 
On beauty's changed corolla shades,— 

The walks are gay as' bridal bowers 
With rows of many-petalled maids. 

The scarlet shell-fish click and clash 
In the blue barrow where they slide ; 

The horseman, proud of streak and splash, 
Creeps homeward from his morning ride. 

Here comes the dealer's awful string, 
With neck in rope and tail in knot ,— 

Rough colts, with careless country-swing, 
In lazy walk or slouching trot. 

Wild filly from the mountain-side. 
Doomed to the close and chafing thills, 

Lend me thy long, untiring stride 
T o seek with thee thy western hills. 

I hear the whispering voice of Spring, 
The thrush's trill, the cat-bird's cry, 

Like some poor bird with prisoned wing 
That sits and sings, but longs to fly. 

Oh f o j one spot of living g r e e n , — 
One little spot where leaves can g r o w — 

To love unblamed, to walk unseen, 
T o dream above, to sleep below ! 

{Aqui estd encerrada el alma del licenciado Pedro 
Garcias.) 

I f I s h o u l d e v e r m a k e a l i t t l e b o o k o u t o f t h e s e 
p a p e r s , w h i c h I h o p e y o u a r e n o t g e t t i n g t i r e d 
o f , I s u p p o s e I o u g h t t o s a v e t h e a b o v e s e n t e n c e 
f o r a m o t t o o n t h e t i t l e - p a g e . B u t I w a n t i t 
n o w a n d m u s t u s e i t . I n e e d n o t s a y t o v o u 
t h a t t h e w o r d s a r e S p a n i s h , n o r t h a t t h e y a r e t o 
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be found in the short introduct ion to " G i l Bias ," 
nor that they mean, " H e r e lies buried the soul 
of the l icentiate P e d r o G a r c i a s . " 

I warned all y o u n g people off the premises 
when I began m y notes re ferr ing to old a g e . I 
must be e q u a l l y fair with old people now. T h e y 
are earnest ly requested to leave this paper t o 
y o u n g persons f rom the a g e of twelve to that of 
four-score years and ten, a t w h i c h latter per iod 
of l ife I a m sure that I shall have a t least one 
y o u t h f u l reader. Y o u k n o w well e n o u g h what 
I mean b y y o u t h and a g e ; — s o m e t h i n g in the 
soul , w h i c h has no m o r e to d o with the color of 
the hair than the vein of g o l d in a rock has to 
d o with the grass a thousand feet above it. 

I am g r o w i n g bolder as I write. I think it re* 
quires not only youth, but genius , to read this 
paper. I don ' t mean to imply that it required 
any w h a t s o e v e r to ta lk w h a t I have here wri t ten 
d o w n . It did d e m a n d a certain a n o u n t of mem-
o r y , and such c o m m a n d of the Engl ish t o n g u e 
as is g iven by a c o m m o n school educat ion. S o 
much I d o claim. B u t here I have related, at 
length, a s tr ing of trivialities. Y o u must have 
the imaginat ion of a poet to transf igure them. 
T h e s e l i t t le co lored patches are stains upon the 
w i n d o w s of a h u m a n soul ; stand on the outside, 
they are but dul l and meaningless spots of color ; 
seen, f rom within, they are g lor i f ied shapes w i t h 
e m p u r p l e d w i n g s and s u n b r i g h t aureoles. 

M y hand t r e m b l e s when I offer y o u this. 
M a n y t imes I have come b e a r i n g flowers such as 
my g a r d e n g r e w ; b u t now I of fer y o u this poor, 
brown, h o m e l y g r o w t h , y o u m a y cast it a w a y as 
worthless. A n d y e t — a n d y e t — i t is s o m e t h i n g 

better than flowers; it is a seed-capsule. M a n y a 
g a r d e n e r will c u t y o u a b o u q u e t of his choicest 
b lossoms for small fee, b u t he does n o t love to 
let the seeds of his rarest variet ies g o out of his 
own hands. 

It is I y l ittle th ings that w e k n o w ourse lves ; 
a soul would very p r o b a b l y mistake itself f o r 
another, when once d isembodied, were it not for 
individual experiences that di f fered f rom those 
of others only in detai ls s e e m i n g l y tr i f l ing. A l l 
of us have been thirsty thousands of t imes, and 
felt , with P indar , t h a t w a t e r w a s the best of 
things. I a lone, as I think, of al l m a n k i n d , re-
m e m b e r one part icular pai l fu l of water , flavored 
w i t h the white-pine of w h i c h the pail w a s made, 
and the brown m u g out of w h i c h one E d m u n d , 
a red-faced and curly-haired b o y , w a s averred 
to have bitten a f r a g m e n t in his haste to drink ; 
it b e i n g then h igh s u m m e r , and little full-
b looded boys f e e l i n g very w a r m and p o r o u s in 
the low " s t u d d e d " school-room w h e r e D a m e 
Prentiss , dead and g o n e , ruled over y o u n g chil-
dren, m a n y of w h o m are old g h o s t s n o w , and 
have k n o w n A b r a h a m for twenty or th ir ty years 
of our mortal t ime. 

T h i r s t b e l o n g s to h u m a n i t y , e v e r y w h e r e , in 
all a g e s ; but that white-pine pail and that b r o w n 
m u g b e l o n g to me in part icu lar ; and just so of 
m y special relat ionships with other things and 
w i t h m y race. O n e could never remember him-
self in eternity b y the mere fac t of h a v i n g loved 
or hated a n y m o r e than b y that of having 
thirsted; love and hate have no more individu-
a l i ty in them than s ingle w a v e s in the ocean; 
b u t the acc idents or trivial m a r k s which distin-



guished those w h o m w e loved or hated m a k e 
their m e m o r y our o w n forever , and with it that 
of o u r o w n personal i ty also. 

T h e r e f o r e , m y a g e d fr iend of five-and-twentv, 
o r thereabouts , pause at the threshold of this 
p a r t i c u l a r record, and ask yoursel f ser iously 
w h e t h e r y o u are fit to read such revelat ions as 
a r e to fo l low. F o r observe , you have here no 
splendid array of petals such as poets offer y o u , 
n o t h i n g but a d r y shell , conta in ing , if y o u wi l l 
g e t out w h a t is in it, a few smal l seeds of poems. 
Y o u may laugh at them, if y o u l ike. I shall 
never tell you what I think of y o u for so d o i n g . 
B u t if y o u can read into the heart of these 
things, in the l ight of o t h e r memories as slight, 
y e t as dear to y o u r soul, then y o u are neither 
more nor less than a P O E T , and can afford to 
wr i te no m o r e verses d u r i n g the rest of y o u r 
natural l i f e , — w h i c h abst inence I take to be one 
of the surest m a r k s of y o u r meri t ing the divine 
name I have jus t bes towed upon y o u . 

M a y I beg of y o u w h o have begun this paper, 
nobly t rust ing to y o u r o w n imaginat ion and 
sensibil it ies to g i v e it the signif icance which it 
does not lay c laim to w i t h o u t y o u r kind assist-
ance, m a y I b e g of y o u , I say, to pay part icular 
attention to the brackets which enclose certair-
p a r a g r a p h s ? I w a n t m y " as ides ," y o u see, to 
whisper loud to y o u w h o read m y notes, and 
somet imes I talk a p a g e or t w o to y o u w i t h o u t 
p r e t e n d i n g that I said a w o r d of it to our 
boarders. Y o u wi l l find a very l o n g " aside " to 
to y o u a lmost as soon as y o u b e g i n to read. A n d 
so, d e a r y o u n g friend, fal l to at once, t a k i n g 
such things as 1 have provided for y o u ; and if 

y o u turn them, by the aid of y o u r p o w e r f u l im-
aginat ion, into a fa ir banquet , w h y , then, peace 
be with you, and a s u m m e r by the still w a t e r s 
of some quiet river, or b y some y e l l o w beach, 
where, as my friend, the Professor says , you can 
sit with N a t u r e ' s wr is t in y o u r h a n d and count 
her ocean-pulses. 

I should l ike to m a k e a f e w int imate revela-
tions re lat ing especial ly to m y early l i fe, if I 
t h o u g h t you would like to hear them. 

( T h e schoolmistress turned a l ittle in h e r chair, 
and sat w i t h her face directed par t ly toward me. 
H a l f - m o u r n i n g now ; — p u r p l e r ibbon. T h a t 
breastpin she wears has gray hair in i t ; her 
mother 's , no d o u b t ; — I r e m e m b e r o u r landlady's, 
d a u g h t e r te l l ing me, soon af ter the schoolmis-
tress c a m e to board with us, that she had lately 
" b u r i e d a p a y r e n t . " T h a t ' s w h a t made her look 
so p a l e , — k e p t the poor sick t h i n g alive with her 
o w n blood. A h ! l o n g il lness is the real vam-
pyrism ; think of l iv ing a y e a r or t w o af ter one 
is dead, by s u c k i n g the l i fe-blood o u t of a frail 
y o u n g creature a t one's bedside! Wel l , souls 
g r o w white , as wel l as cheeks, in these holy du-
ties; one that g o e s in a nurse may c o m e out an 
angel . G o d bless all g o o d w o m e n ! — t o their 
soft hands and p i t y i n g hearts we must all c o m e 
at last! T h e schoolmistress has a better color 
than when she came. T o o l a t e ! — " I t might, 
have b e e n . " A m e n ! 

H o w m a n y thoughts g o to a dozen heart-beats, 
sometimes! T h e r e w a s no l o n g pause a f t e r m y 
remark addressed to the c o m p a n y , but in t h a t 
t ime I had the train of ideas and fee l ings I have 
j u s t g i v e n flash t h r o u g h my consciousness sud-



den and sharp as the c r o o k e d red streak thai 
spr ings out of its b lack sheath l ike the creese ol 
a Malay in his death-race, and stabs the earth 
r ight and lef t in its blind rage. 

I don't d e n y that there w a s a p a n g in i t ,—yes 
a s tab; but there was a prayer , t o o , — t h e " A m e n ' ; 

belonged to t h a t . — A l s o , a vision of a four-story 
brick house, nicely f u r n i s h e d , — I actual ly saw 
m a n y specific a r t i c l e s , — c u r t a i n s , sofas, tables, 
and others, and could d r a w the patterns of then5 

at this m o m e n t , — a br ick house, I say, l o o k i n g 
out on the w a t e r , w i t h a fair parlor, and b o o k s 
and busts and pots of flowers and bird-cages, 
al l complete ; and at the w i n d o w , looking on the 
water , t w o of u s . — " M a l e and female created H e 
t h e m . " — T h e s e t w o were s ta ndi ng a t the win-
dow, when a l i t t le boy that w a s p l a y i n g near 
them looked up at me w i t h such a look that I — 
I — p o u r e d out a g lass of water , d r a n k it al l d o w n , 
and then cont inued. ) 

I said I should l ike to tell y o u some things, 
such as people c o m m o n l y n e v e r tell , about m y 
early recol lect ions. S h o u l d y o u l ike to h e a l 
them? 

Should w e like to hear them?—said the school-
m i s t r e s s ; — n o , b u t w e should love to. 

( T h e voice w a s a sweet one, natural ly , and 
had s o m e t h i n g very pleasant in its tone, jus t 
then. T h e four-story brick house, which had 
g o n e out l ike a t ransparency w h e n the l ight 
behind it is q u e n c h e d , g l immered again for a 
m o m e n t ; parlor, books, busts, flower-pots, bird-
cages, all complete , and the figures as before.) 

W e are w a i t i n g w i t h eagerness , S i r , said the 
divinity-student . 

T h e t ransparency went out as if a flash of 
b lack l i g h t n i n g had s truck it .) 

If y o u w a n t to hear m y confessions, the next 
thing, I said, is to k n o w w h e t h e r I can trust y o u 
w i t h them. It is only fa ir to say that there are 
a great m a n y people in the world that l a u g h at 
such things. I think they are fools, but perhaps 
y o u don ' t all a g r e e with me. 

H e r e are chi ldren of tender a g e ta lked to as 
if they were capable of u n d e r s t a n d i n g Calv in ' s 
" I n s t i t u t e s , " and n o b o d y has honesty or sense 
e n o u g h to tell the plain truth a b o u t the l ittle 
w r e t c h e s ; that they are as superst i tous as naked 
s a v a g e s , and such miserable spiritual c o w a r d s — 
that is, if they have any i m a g i n a t i o n — t h a t they 
wi l l believe a n y t h i n g w h i c h is t a u g h t them, and 
a g r e a t deal m o r e w h i c h they teach them-
selves. 

I w a s born and bred, as I have told y o u 
t w e n t y t imes, a m o n g b o o k s and those who knew 
w h a t w a s in books. I w a s c a r e f u l l y instructed 
in t h i n g s temporal and spir i tual . B u t u p to a 
considerable matur i ty of c h i l d h o o d I bel ieved 
R a p h a e l and Michael A n g e l o to have been 
superhuman beings. T h e central doctr ine of 
the prevalent rel igious faith in C h r i s t e n d o m w a s 
utter ly confused and neutral ized in my mind 
for years by one of those too c o m m o n stories of 
actual life, which I overheard repeated in a 
w h i s p e r . — W h y did I not ask? you will s a y . — 
Y o u don't r e m e m b e r the rosy p u d e n c v of sen-
sitive children. T h e first instinctive m o v e m e n t 
of the l ittle creatures is to m a k e a cache, and 
bury in it beliefs, doubts , hopes and terrors. I 
am u n c o v e r i n g one of these r - f t . D o y o u 



think I w a s necessari ly a greater foo l and coward 
than another? 

I was afraid of ships. W h y , I c o u l d never 
tell. T h e masts looked f r i g h t f u l l y tall , b u t 
they were not so tal l as the steeple of o u r old yel-
low meet ing-house . A t a n y rate, I used to hide 
m y eyes from the s loops and schooners that 
were wont to lie a t the end of the br idge, and I 
confess that traces of this undefined terror lasted 
v e r y long . O n e o t h e r source of a larm had a 
still more fear fu l s ignif icance. T h e r e w a s a 
w o o d e n hand,—a g l o v e - m a k e r ' s s ign , which used 
to s w i n g and creak in the blast , as it h u n g 
f rom a pil lar before a certain s h o p a mile or 
t w o outside of the c i ty . O h , the d r e a d f u l hand? 
A l w a y s h a n g i n g there r e a d y to c a t c h up a l ittle 
b o y , w h o w o u l d c o m e h o m e to supper no more, 
nor y e t to b e d , whose porr inger w o u l d be laid 
a w a y e m p t y thencefor th , and his half-worn 
shoes w a i t until his smal l brother g r e w to fit 
them. 

A s for all m a n n e r of superst i t ious observances , 
I used once to th ink I must have been pecul iar 
in h a v i n g such a list of t h e m , b u t I now bel ieve 
that half the chi ldren of the same a g e g o 
t h r o u g h the same experiences. N o R o m a n 
sooth-sayer ever had such a c a t a l o g u e of omens 
as I found in the S iby l l ine leaves of my chi ldhood. 
T h a t tr ick of t h r o w i n g a stone at a tree and at-
t a c h i n g some m i g h t y issue to h i t t ing or missing, 
which y o u will find mentioned in one or more 
biographies , I well remember. S t e p p i n g on or 
over certain part icular th ings or s p o t s — D r . 
Johnson's especial w e a k n e s s — I g o t the habit 
3f at a very early age. I w o n ' t sweat that I 

have not some t e n d e n c y to these not wise prac-
tices even at this present date . ( H o w m a n y of 
y o u that read these notes can say the s a m e 
thing!) 

W i t h these fol l ies mingled s w e e t delusions, 
which I loved so well I would not o u t g r o w t h e m , 
even when it required a v o l u n t a r y effort to p u t 
a m om e nt a r y trust in them. H e r e is one w h i c h 
I cannot help te l l ing y o u . 

T h e firing of the g r e a t g u n s a t the N a v y - y a r d 
is eabily heard a t the place where I w a s born and 
l ived. " T h e r e is a ship of war c o m e i n , " t h e y 
used to say, when they heard them. O f course 
I supposed that such vessels c a m e in unexpect-
e d l y , a f ter indefinite years of a b s e n c e , — s u d d e n l y 
as fa l l ing stones; and that the g r e a t g u n s roared 
in their astonishment and d e l i g h t a t the s ight of 
the old warship spl i t t ing the bay with her cut-
water . N o w , the s loop-of-war the W a s p , C a p -
tain B l a k e l y , a f t e r g l o r i o u s l y c a p t u r i n g the 
R e i n d e e r and the A v o n , had disappeared f rom 
the face of the ocean, and w a s supposed to be 
lost. B u t there w a s n o proof of it, and, of 
c o u r s e , for a t ime, hopes were entertained that 
she m i g h t be heard f r o m . L o n g af ter the last 
real chance had ut ter ly vanished, I pleased my-
self with the fond il lusion that s o m e w h e r e on 
the waste of waters she was still floating, and 
there were years d u r i n g which I never heard the 
sound of the great g u n s b o o m i n g inland f rom 
the N a v y - y a r d w i t h o u t s a y i n g to m y s e l f , " T h e 
W a s p has c o m e ! " and a l m o s t t h i n k i n g I c o u l d 
see her, as she rolled in, c r u m p l i n g the w a t e r 
before her, weather-beaten, barnacled, with shat-
tered spars and threadbare canvas, w e l c o m e d 



b y the shouts and tears of thousands. T h i s w a s 
one of those dreams that I nursed and never 
told. L e t m e m a k e a c lean breast of it now, 
and say, that, so late as to have o u t g r o w n child-
hood, perhaps to have g o t far on t o w a r d s man-
hood, when the roar of the cannon has s truck 
suddenly on my ear, I have started w i t h a thri l l 
of v a g u e e x p e c t a t i o n and t r e m u l o u s de l ight , 
and the l o n g - u n s p o k e n w o r d s have art iculated 
themselves in the m i n d ' s d u m b whisper , The 
Wasp has come! 

Y e s , children bel ieve plenty of queer things. 
I suppose all of y o u h a v e had the pocket-book 
fever when y o u were l i t t le ? — W h a t d o I mean ? 
W h y , r i p p i n g u p old pocket -books in the firm 
belief that bank-bi l ls to an immense a m o u n t 
were hidden in t h e m . — S o , too, y o u m u s t a l l 
r e m e m b e r s o m e splendid unfulf i l led promise of 
s o m e b o d y or other , w h i c h fed you w i t h hopes 
perhaps for years , and which left a b lank in 
y o u r life which n o t h i n g has e v e r filled u p . — O . 
T . qui t ted o u r household c a r r y i n g w i t h him 
the passionate regrets of the m o r e y o u t h f u l 
members. H e as an ingenious y o u n g s t e r ; 
w r o t e w o n d e r f u l copies , and carved the t w o 
initials g i v e n a b o v e w i t h g r e a t skill on all avail-
able surfaces. I t h o u g h t by the w a y , they w e r e 
all gone, b u t the other d a y I f o u n d them on a 
certain d o o r which I will show y o u some t ime. 
H o w it surprised me to find them so near the 
ground ! I had t h o u g h t the b o y of no trivial 
dimensions* W e l l , O . T . when he went, m a d e 
a solemn promise to t w o of us. I w a s to have 
a ship, and the other a mar//«-house (last syl-
lable pronounced as in the word tin.) Nei ther 

ever came; but , oh, h o w m a n y and many a t ime 1 
have stolen to the c o r n e r , — t h e cars passed c lose 
by it at this t i m e , — a n d looked u p that l o n g 
a v e n u e , th inking that he must be c o m i n g now, 
almost sure, as I turned to look n o r t h w a r d , that 
there he would be, t r u d g i n g toward me, the ship 
in one hand and the mar/Mz-house in the other ! 

[ Y o u must not suppose that all I am g o i n g to 
say , as wel l as all 1 have said, w a s told to the 
w h o l e c o m p a n y . T h e y o u n g fe l low w h o m they 
ca l l John w a s in the y a r d , s i t t ing on a barrel 
and s m o k i n g a cheroot, the f u m e s of which c a m e 
in, not u n g r a t e f u l , t h r o u g h the open w i n d o w . 
T h e divinity s tudent d isappeared in the midst of 
o u r talk. T h e poor relation in black b o m b a z i n e , 
w h o looked and m o v e d as if all her art iculat ions 
w e r e e lbow-joints , had g o n e off to her c h a m b e r , 
a f t e r w a i t i n g w i t h a look of s o u l - s u b d u i n g 
d e c o r u m at the foot of the stairs unti l one of the 
male sort had passed her, and ascended into the 
u p p e r regions. T h i s is a f a m o u s point of eti-
q u e t t e in o u r boarding-house ; in f a c t , between 
ourselves, they m a k e such an a w f u l f u s s a b o u t 
it , that I, for one, had a g r e a t deal rather have 
them s imple e n o u g h not to think of such mat-
ters a t all . O u r l a n d l a d y ' s d a u g h t e r said, the 
other e v e n i n g , that she w a s g o i n g to " retire ; " 
whereupon the y o u n g fe l low they cal led John 
took a l a m p and insisted on l i g h t i n g her to the 
foot of the staircase. N o t h i n g would induce her 
to pass b y him, until the schoolmistress, s a y i n g 
in g o o d plain Engl i sh that it w a s her bedtime, 
walked straight b y them both, not s e e m i n g to 
trouble herself a b o u t e i ther of them. 

I have been led a w a y f rom what I m e a n t the 



portion inc luded in these brackets to inform m y 
readers a b o u t . I say , then, most of the board-
ers had lef t the table a b o u t the t ime w h e n I 
b e g a n te l l ing some of these secrets of m i n e , — 
all of them, in fact , b u t the old g e n t l e m a n oppo-
site and the schoolmistress! I understand w h y 
a y o u n g w o m a n s h o u l d l ike to hear these h o m e l y 
b u t g e n u i n e exper iences of early l i fe, w h i c h are, 
as I have said, the l i t t le brown seeds of w h a t 
m a y y e t g r o w to be p o e m s with leaves of a z u r e 
and g o l d ; b u t when the old g e n t l e m a n pushed 
u p his cha ir nearer to me, and slanted round his 
best ear , and once, when I w a s s p e a k i n g of s o m e 
tr i f l ing , tender reminiscence, d r e w a l o n g 
breath, w i t h such a t r e m o r in it that a l i t t le 
m o r e and it w o u l d have been a sob, w h y , then I 
fe l t there m u s t b e s o m e t h i n g of nature in them 
w h i c h redeemed their s e e m i n g insignif icance. 
T e l l me, man or w o m a n with w h o m I am whis-
pering, have y o u not a smal l s tore of recollec-
tions, such as these I a m u n c o v e r i n g , buried 
beneath the d e a d leaves of m a n y summers , per-
haps under the u n m e l t i n g snows of fast-return-
i n g w i n t e r s , — a f e w such recollections, w h i c h , 
if you should wri te them all out , w o u l d be s w e p t 
into some careless editor 's drawer , and m i g h t 
cost a hal f -hour 's lazy r e a d i n g to his subscr ib-
e r s , — a n d y e t , if D e a t h should cheat y o u of 
them, y o u w o u l d not k n o w yourse l f in eternity ?] 

I m a d e three a c q u a i n t a n c e s at a very early 
period of m y l i fe, m y introduct ion to w h o m w a s 
never to be forgot ten . T h e first u n e q u i v o c a l 
ac t of w r o n g that has le f t its trace in m y m e m -
o r y w a s this: it w a s r e f u s i n g a small favor asked 
of m e , — n o t h i n g more than tel l ing w h a t had hap-

pened at school one morning. N o matter w h o 
asked it ; but there were c i rcumstances which 
saddened and a w e d me. I had n o heart to s p e a k ; 
— I fal tered some miserable, perhaps petulant 
excuse, stole a w a y , and the first bat t le of l i fe 
w a s lost. W h a t remorse f o l l o w e d I need not 
tell . T h e n and there, to the best of my k n o w -
ledge, I first consc ious ly took Sin b y the hand 
and turned m y b a c k on D u t y . T i m e has led 
m e to look upon m y offence more leniently ; I 
d o not bel ieve it or any other chi ldish w r o n g is 
infinite, as some have pretended, but infinitely 
finite. Y e t , oh, if I had but w o n that batt le ! 

T h e g r e a t D e s t r o y e r , whose a w f u l s h a d o w it 
w a s that had si lenced me, came near m e , — b u t 
never, s o as to be dis t inct ly seen and remem-
bered, d u r i n g m y tender years. T h e r e flits d imly 
before m e the i m a g e of a little g i r l , whose n a m e 
even I have forgot ten , a schoolmate , w h o m we 
missed one d a y , a n d were told that she had died. 
B u t w h a t death w a s I never had any very dis-
t inct idea, until one d a y I c l imbed the low stone 
wal l of the old buria l-ground and mingled w i t h 
a g r o u p that were l o o k i n g into a very deep, long , 
narrow hole, d u g d o w n t h r o u g h the green sod, 
d o w n t h r o u g h the brown loam, d o w n t h r o u g h 
the*yellow g r a v e l , and there a t the bottom w a s 
an o b l o n g red b o x , and a still, sharp, white face 
of a y o u n g man seen t h r o u g h an o p e n i n g at one 
end of it. W h e n the lid w a s c losed, and the 
g r a v e l and stones rattled d o w n pell-mell , and 
the w o m a n in black, w h o w a s c r y i n g and wring-
i n g her hands, went off with the o t h e r mourners , 
and lef t h i m , then I felt that I had seen D e a t h , 
and should never f o r g e t him. 



O n e o t h e r acquaintance I m a d e a t an earl ier 
period of l i fe than the habit of romancers author-
i z e s . — L o v e , of course. S h e w a s a famous b e a u t y 
a f terwards . I am satisfied that m a n y children 
rehearse their parts in the d r a m a of l ife before 
they have shed all their milk-teeth. I think I 
won' t tell the story of the g o l d e n b l o n d e . — I 
suppose e v e r y b o d y has had his childish fancies; 
but somet imes they are passionate impulses, 
which ant ic ipate all the t remulous emot ions be-
l o n g i n g to a later period. Most chi ldren remem-
ber seeing and a d o r i n g an a n g e l before they were 
a dozen years o ld . 

( T h e old g e n t l e m a n had lef t his cha ir opposite 
and taken a seat b y the schoolmistress and my-
self , a little w a y f r o m the t a b l e . — I t ' s true, i t 's 
t r u e , — s a i d the old g e n t l e m a n . — H e t o o k hold 
of a steel watch-chain, w h i c h carred a large, 
square g o l d key at one end and w a s supposed 
to have some kind of t imekeeper a t ttie other. 
W i t h some trouble he d r a g g e d up an ancient-
looking, thick, s i lver , bul l 's-eye w a t c h . H e 
looked a t it for a m o m e n t , — h e s i t a t e d , — t o u c h e d 
the inner corner of his r ight eye wiih the p u l p 
of his middle finger,—looked a t the face of the 
w a t c h , — s a i d it was g e t t i n g into the f o r e n o o n , — 
then opened the w a t c h and handed me a loose 
outside case w i t h o u t a w o r d . — T h e watch-paper 
had been pink once, and had a fa int t inge still, 
as if al l its l ife had not yet qui te faded out. T w o 
little birds, a flower, and, in small school-gir l let-
ters, a d a t e — 1 7 , — n o m a t t e r . — B e f o r e I w a s thir-
teen years o l d , — s a i d the old g e n t l e m a n . — I don ' t 
k n o w w h a t w a s in that y o u n g schoolmistress 's 
head, nor why she s h o u l d have done it; but s h e 

took o u t the watch-paper and p u t it so f t ly to her 
lips, as it she were k iss ing the poor t h i n g that 
made it so l o n g a g o . T h e old g e n t l e m a n took the 
w a t c h - p a p e r c a r e f u l l y f rom her, replaced it, 
turned a w a y and w a l k e d o u t , h o l d i n g the w a t c h 
in his h a n d . I s a w him pass the w i n d o w a 
moment a f t e r with that fool ish w h i t e h a t on his 
head; he couldn ' t have been t h i n k i n g w h a t he 
w a s about w h e n he p u t it on. S o the school-mis-
tress and I were le f t a lone. I d r e w m y chair a 
shade nearer to her and cont inued. ) 

A n d since I am t a l k i n g of ear ly recol lect ions, 
I don ' t know w h y I shouldn' t ment ion some 
others that still c l i n g to me, not that y o u will 
a t tach a n y very part icular m e a n i n g to these 
same i m a g e s so fu l l of s ignif icance to m e , but 
that y o u will find s o m e t h i n g parallel to them in 
y o u r o w n m e m o r y . Y o u remember , perhaps, 
w h a t I said one d a y a b o u t smells . T h e r e were 
certain sounds a lso w h i c h had a myster ious s u g -
gest iveness to me, not so intense, p e r h a p s , as 
that connected w i t h the other sense, b u t y e t 
pecul iar , and never to b e f o r g o t t e n . 

T h e first w a s the c r e a k i n g of the wood-sleds, 
b r i n g i n g their loads of oak and w a l n u t f rom the 
c o u n t r y , as the s l o w - s w i n g i n g oxen trai led them 
a l o n g o y e r the c o m p l a i n i n g s n o w , in the cold, 
brown l ight of early morning. L v i n g in bed 
and l is tening to their dreary music had a pleas-
ure in it akin to t h a t w h i c h L u c r e t i u s descr ibes 
in wi tness ing a ship toi l ing t h r o u g h the waves 
whi le we sit a t ease on shore, or that w h i c h 
B v r o n speaks of as *o be e n j o v e d in l o o k i n g on 
at a battle by one u w h o hath no f r iend, n o 
brother t h e r e . " 



T h e r e w a s a n o t h e r sound, in itself so sweet, 
and s o c o n n e c t e d w i t h one of those s imple and 
cur ious superst i t ions of c h i l d h o o d of which I 
have spoken, that I can never cease to cherish a 
sad sort of love for i t . — L e t m e tell the super-
st i t ious f a n c y first. T h e P u r i t a n S a b b a t h , " a s 
e v e r y b o d y knows, began at " s u n d o w n " on Sat-
u r d a y e v e n i n g . T o such observance of it I w a s 
born and bred. A s the l a r g e , round d i s k o f d a y 
decl ined, a stil lness, a s o l e m n i t y , a s o m e w h a t 
m e l a n c h o l y hush c a m e over us all . It w a s t i m e 
for w o r k to cease, and for p layth ings to be p u t 
a w a y . T h e w o r l d of act ive life passed into the 
s h a d o w of an ecl ipse, not to e m e r g e unt i l the sun 
s h o u l d sink a g a i n beneath the horizon. 

It w a s in this sti l lness of the w o r l d w i t h o u t 
and of the soul within that the p u l s a t i n g lu l laby 
of the e v e n i n g cr ickets used to m a k e itself most 
dist inct ly heard, so t h a t I wel l r e m e m b e r I used t o 
l.hink the p u r r i n g of these l ittle creatures, w h i c h 
m i n g l e d w i t h the batrachian h y m n s f rom the 
n e i g h b o r i n g s w a m p , was peculiar to Saturday 
evenings. I d o n ' t k n o w that a n y t h i n g could g i v e 
a c learer idea of the q u i e t i n g and s u b d u i n g 
ef fect of the old habit of observance of w h a t w a s 
considered h o l y t ime, than this s t range , chi ldish 
f a n c y . 

Y e s , and there w a s still a n o l h e r sound w h i c h 
mingled its so lemn c a d e n c e s w i t h the w a k i n g 
and s leeping d r e a m s of m v b o y h o o d . It w a s 
heard o n l y at t imes, a d e e p muffled roar, w h i c h 
rose and fel l , not loud, b u t vast , a w h i s t l i n g b o y 
w o u l d h a v e d r o w n e d it for his n e x t ne ighbor , 
b u t it m u s t have been heard o v e r the space of a 
hundred square miles. I used to w o n d e r what 

this m i g h t be. C o u l d it b e the roar of the thou-
sand wheels and the ten thousand foots teps jar-
r ing and t r a m p i n g a l o n g the stones of the 
n e i g h b o r i n g c i t y ? T h a t w o u l d be cont inuous 
but this, as I have said, rose a n d fell in regular 
rhythm. I r e m e m b e r b e i n g told, and I suppose 
this to have been the true solution, that it w a s 
the sound of the w a v e s , a f t e r a h igh wind, 
b r e a k i n g on the l o n g beaches m a n y miles dis-
tant. I should real ly l ike to k n o w w h e t h e r anv 
observ ing people l iv ing ten miles, more or less, 
inland f rom l o n g beaches, in such a t o w n , f o r 

instance, as C a n t a b r i d g e , in the eastern part 
°L t h e T e r r i t o r y Massachusetts , h a v e e v e r 
observed a n y such sound, and w h e t h e r it w a s 
r i g h t l y a c c o u n t e d f o r as above . 

M i n g l i n g w i t h these inart iculate s o u n d s in 
the l o w m u r m u r of m e m o r y , are the echoes of 
certain voices I h a v e heard at rare intervais . I 
g r i e v e to say it, b u t o u r people , I t h i n k , have 
not g e n e r a l l y a g r e e a b l e voices . T h e m a r r o w y 
o r g a n i s m s , w i t h sk ins that shed w a t e r l ike the 
backs of ducks , w i t h s m o o t h surfaces neat ly 
padded beneath, a n d ve lvet l in ings to their 
s inging-pipes , are not so c o m m o n a m o n g us as 
that other pattern of h u m a n i t y w i t h a n g u l a r 
out l ines and plane surfaces , arid i n t e g u m e n t s , 
hair like the fibrous c o v e r i n g of a coca-nut in 
g l o s s and suppleness as wel l as color , and voices 
a t once thin and s t r e n u o u s , — a c i d u l o u s 
e n o u g h to produce ef fervescence with alkalis , 
and str idulous e n o u g h to s ing d u e t s with the 
k a t y d i d s . I think o u r conversat ional soprano, 
as somet imes ove r h e a r d in the cars, a r i s i n g 
f rom a g r o u p of y o u n g persons, w h o m a y h a v e 



taken the train at one of our g r e a t industr ial 
centres, for i n s t a n c e , — y o u n g persons of the 
female sex, we will say , w h o have bustled in fu l l , 
dressed, e n g a g e d in loud str ident speech, and 
who, a f ter free discussion, have fixed on t w o or 
more double seats, w h i c h h a v i n g secured, they 
proceed to eat apples and hand round daguer-
r e o t y p e s , — I say , I think the conversat ional 
soprano, heard u n d e r these c i rcumstances , 
would not be a m o n g the a l lurements the old 
enemy would put in requisit ion, were he g e t t i n g 
u p a n e w temptat ion of St . A n t h o n y . 

T h e r e are sweet voices a m o n g us, we all k n o w , 
and voices not musical , it m a y be, to those w h o 
hear them for the first time, y e t sweeter to us 
than a n y w e shall hear unti l we listen to s o m e 
w a r b l i n g a n g e l in the over ture to that e t e r n i t y 
of bl issful harmonies w e hope to e n j o y . B u t 
w h y should I tell lies? If m y fr iends love me, 
it is because I t r y to tell the truth. I never 
heard b u t t w o voices in my l i fe that f r ightened 
me by their sweetness . 

— F r i g h t e n e d you?—said the s c h o o l m i s t r e s s . — 
Y e s , f r ightened me. T h e y m a d e me feel as if 
there m i g h t be const i tuted a creature with s u c h 
a chord in her vo ice to some str ing in another 's 
soul, that , if she b u t spoke, he would leave all 
and fo l low her, t h o u g h it were into the j a w s of 
Erebus . O u r only chance to keep our wits is, 
that there are so f e w natural chords between 
others ' voices, and this s tr ing in our souls, and 
that those which a t first m a y have jarred a l ittle 
by and b y c o m e into h a r m o n y w i t h i t . — B u t I 
tell y o u this is no fiction. Y o u m a y call the 
s tory of Ulysses and the Sirens a fab le , but 

w h a t wi l l y o u say to Mar io and the poor lady 
w h o f o l l o w e d him? 

W h o s e were those t w o voices that bewitched 
me so? T h e y both be longed to G e r m a n w o m e n . 
O n e w a s a c h a m b e r m a i d , not otherwise fas-
c inat ing . T h e key of my room a t a certain 
great hotel w a s missing, and this T e u t o n i c 
maiden w a s s u m m o n e d to g i v e information 
r e s p e c t i n g it. T h e s imple soul w a s ev ident ly 
not l o n g from her mother- land, and spoke w i t h 
sweet uncerta inty of dia lect . B u t to hear her 
wonder , and lament and s u g g e s t , with soft, 
l iquid inf lexions, and l o w , sad m u r m u r s , in 
tones as ful l of serious tenderness f o r the fate 
of the lost k e y as if it had been a chi ld that had 
s t rayed f rom its mother , w a s so w i n n i n g , that , 
had her features and figure been as del ic ious 
as her a c c e n t s , — i f she had looked l ike the 
marble C l y t i e , f o r i n s t a n c e — w h y , all I can say 

(The schoolmistress opened her eyes so wide, 
t h a t I s topped short . ) 

I w a s only g o i n g to say t h a t I should have 
d r o w n e d myself . F o r L a k e Erie w a s c lose by, 
and it is so m u c h better to a c c e p t a s p h y x i a , 
which takes only three minutes b y the watch, 
than a mesalliance, that lasts fifty years to begin 
with, and then passes a l o n g d o w n the line of 
descent, ( b r e a k i n g out in all manner of boorish 
manifestat ions of feature and manner, which, if 
men were only as short-l ived as horses, could 
be readily traced back t h r o u g h the square-roots, 
and the cube-roots of the family stem, on w h i c h 
y o u have h u n g the armorial b e a r i n g of the D e 
C h a m p i g n o n s or the D e la Morues , unti l o ne 



came to b e i n g s t h a t ate w i t h k n i v e s and said, 
" H a o w ! " ) that no person of r ight f e e l i n g c o u l d 
have hesitated for a s ingle moment . 

T h e second of the ravishing voices I have 
heard was, as I have sa id , that of another Ger-
man w o m a n . I suppose I shal l ruin myself by 
s a y i n g that such a vo ice c o u l d not have c o m e 
f rom any A m e r i c a n i z e d h u m a n being. 

W h a t w a s there in it? said the schoolmistress, 
— a n d , upon m y w o r d , h e r tones were so very 
musical , that I a l m o s t wished I had said three 
voices instead of two, and not m a d e the unpa-
triotic remark a b o v e reported. O h , I said, it 
had so m u c h woman in it,—muliebrity, as wel l as 
femineity;—no self-assertion, such as free suf frage 
introduces into e v e r y w o r d and m o v e m e n t ; 
large, v i g o r o u s nature , running back to those 
huge- l imbed G e r m a n s of T a c i t u s , b u t s u b d u e d 
b y the reverential t ra ining and t u n e d b y the 
k i n d l y c u l t u r e of fifty g e n e r a t i o n s . Sharp busi-
ness habits , a lean soi l , independence , enter-
prise, and east winds , are not the best th ings for 
the l a r y n x . Sti l l , y o u hear noble voices a m o n g 
u s , — I have k n o w n famil ies f a m o u s for t h e m , — 
but ask the first person y o u m e e t a quest ion, and 
ten to one there is a hard, sharp, metal l ic , mat-
ter-of- fact business c l ink in the accents of the 
answer , that produces the effect of one of those 
bel ls w h i c h small trades-people connect with 
their shop-doors, and w h i c h s p r i n g upon y o u r 
ear w i t h such v i v a c i t y , as y o u enter , that y o u r 
first impulse is to retire a t once f rom the pre-
c incts . 

— A h , b u t I must not f o r g e t that dear l ittle 
chi ld I s a w and heard in a F r e n c h hospital . 

Between t w o and three years old. Fe l l o u t of 
her chair and snapped both thigh-bones . L y i n g 
in bed, patient, g e n t l e . R o u g h students round 
her, some in white aprons, l o o k i n g f e a r f u l l y 
business-l ike; but the child placid, perfect ly 
st i l l . I spoke to her, and the blessed little 
c r e a t u r e answered m e in a vo ice of such heav-
enly sweetness, w i t h that r e a d y thrill in it 
which y o u have heard in the thrush's even-song, 
i h a t I hear it at this m o m e n t , whi le I am writ-
ing , so m a n y , many years a f t e r w a r d s . — C ' e s t tout 
ivmmeun serin, said the French student at m y side. 

T h e s e are the voices which struck the k e y -
i,iote of m y concept ions as to w h a t the s o u n d s 
<ve are to hear in heaven wi l l be , if w e shall 
enter t h r o u g h one of the t w e l v e g a t e s of pearl . 
There must be o t h e r things besides aerolites that 
wander f rom their o w n spheres to ours ; and 
when we speak of celestial sweetness or b e a u t y , 
we m a y be nearer the l iteral truth than we 
dream. If mankind genera l ly are the ship-
wrecked survivors of some p r e - A d a m i t i c cata-
clysm, set adr i f t in these l ittle open boats of 
humanity to m a k e one more trial to reach the 
shore,—as some g r a v e theologians have main-
t a i n e d , — i f , in plain E n g l i s h , men are the g h o s t s 
of dead devi ls w h o have " d i e d into l i f e " (to 
borrow an expression from Keats) and walk the 
earth in a suit of l iv ing rags that lasts three or 
four score s u m m e r s , — w h y , there m u s t have 
been a f e w g o o d spirits sent to keep them com-
pany, and these sweet voices I speak of must 
b e l o n g to them. 

I wish y o u could hear m y sister's v o i c e — s a i d 
the schoolmistress. 



If it is l ike yours, i t m u s t be a pleasant o n e , — 
said I. 

I never t h o u g h t mine was a n y t h i n g , — s a i d the 
schoolmistress. 

H o w should y o u k n o w ?—said I . — P e o p l e 
never hear their o w n v o i c e s , — a n y more than 
they see their o w n faces. T h e r e is not even a 
looking g lass for the vo ice . O f course, there is 
s o m e t h i n g audible to us when we s p e a k ; but 
that something is not our o w n voice as it is 
k n o w n to all o u r acquaintances . I th ink, if an 
i m a g e spoke to us in our o w n tones, we should 
not know them in the l e a s t . — H o w pleasant it 
w o u l d be, if in another state of b e i n g we could 
have shapes l ike our former selves for p laythings , 
— w e standing outside or inside of them as we 
l iked, and they b e i n g to us jus t w h a t we used to 
be t o o t h e r s . 

I w o n d e r if there will be n o t h i n g like what 
we cal l " play " a f t e r our earthly toys are broken, 
— s a i d the schoolmistress. 

H u s h , — s a i d I , — w h a t will the div ini ty-student 
say ? 

(I t h o u g h t she w a s hit, that t i m e ; — b u t the 
shot must have g o n e over her, or on one side of 
her; she did not flinch. 

O h , — s a i d the schoolmistress—he must look 
out for my sister's heresies; I am afraid he wi l l 
be too b u s y with them to take care of mine. 

D o y o u mean to s a y — s a i d I — t h a t it is your 
sister w h o m that s tudent 

(The y o u n g fe l low c o m m o n l y k n o w n as John, 
w h o had been s i t t ing on the barrel , smoking , 
j u m p e d off jus t then, k icked over the barel, g a v e 
it a push with his foot that set it rol l ing, and 

s tuck his s a u c y - l o o k i n g face in at the w i n d o w so 
as to c u t my question off in the middle ; and the 
schoolmistress l e a v i n g the room a few minutes 
a f terwards , I did not have a chance to finish it. 

T h e y o u n g fe l low came in and sat d o w n in a 
chair, p u t t i n g his heels on the top of another . 

P o o t y g i r l ,—said he. 
A fine y o u n g l a d y , — I repl ied. 
K e e p s a fust-rate school , a c c o r d i n g to ac-

c o u n t s , — s a i d h e , — t e a c h e s all sorts of t h i n g s , — 
Lat in and L a l i a n and music . F o l k s rich once, 
— s m a s h e d up. S h e went r ight ahead as smart 
as if she'd been born to w o r k . T h a t ' s the kind 
of girl I g o for. I 'd m a r r y her, only t w o or 
three other gir ls would d r o w n themselves if I 
did. 

i think the above is the longest speech of this 
y o u n g fe l low's which I have p u t on record. I d o 
not l ike to c h a n g e his pecul iar expressions, for 
this is one of those cases in w h i c h the style is 
the man, as M. d e Buffon says. T h e fact is, the 
y o u n g fe l low is a g o o d - h e a r t e d creature enough, 
only too fond of his j o k e s , — a n d if it were not 
for those heat- l ightning w i n k s on one side of his 
face, 1 should not mind his fun m u c h . ] 

(Some days a f ter this, when the c o m p a n y were 
together again, I talked a l itt le.) 

I don't think I have a genuine hatred f o r any-
body. I am well a w a r e that I differ herein f rom 
the s turdy Engl ish moral ist and the s t o u t Amer-
ican t ragedian. I don ' t deny that I hate the sight 
of certain people; but the qual i t ies w h i c h m a k e 
me tend to hate the man himself are such as I 
am so much disposed to pity, that , e x c e p t under 
immediate a g g r a v a t i o n , I feel k indly e n o u g h t o 



the worst of them. It is such a sad t h i n g to be 
born a s n e a k i n g fe l low, so m u c h worse than to 
inherit a h u m p - b a c k or a c o u p l e of club-feet-
that I somet imes feel as if w e o u g h t to love the 
cr ippled souls, if I m a y use this expression, with 
a certain tenderness w h i c h w e need not waste 
on noble natures. O n e w h o is born w i t h such 
congenita l incapaci ty that n o t h i n g can m a k e a 
g e n t l e m a n of him is entit led, not to o u r wrath , 
but to o u r profoundest s y m p a t h y . B u t as we 
cannot help h a t i n g the s ight of these people , 
just as w e d o that of physical deformities, we 

- g r a d u a l l y e l iminate them f r o m o u r s o c i e t y , — 
we love them, but open the w i n d o w and let them 
g o . B y the time decent people reach middle 
a g e they have weeded their c ircle pret ty wel l of 
these unfortunates , unless they have a taste for 
such animals ; in which case, no matter what 
their posit ion m a y be, there is som e t h i ng , y o u 
m a y be sure, in their natures ak in to that of 
their w r e t c h e d parasites. 

T h e d iv in i ty s tudent wished to know w h a t I 
t h o u g h t of affinities, as well as of ant ipathies ; 
did I be l ieve in love at first s ight . 

Sir, said I, al l men love a l l w o m e n . T h a t is 
the prima-facie aspect of the case. T h e C o u r t 
of N a t u r e assumes the law to be, that all men d o 
so; and the individual man is bound to show 
cause w h y he does not love any part icular woman. 
A man, says one of m y old black-letter l a w -
books , m a y show divers g o o d reasons, as thus: 
H e hath not seen the person named in the in-
d i c t m e n t ; she is of tender a g e , or the reverse of 
that ; she hath certain personal disqual i f icat ions, 
— a s , for instance, she is a b l a c k a m o o r , or hath 

an i l l - favored countenance; or, his capac i ty of 
l o v i n g b e i n g l imited, his affections are engrossed 
by a previous comer; and so of o ther condit ions. 
N o t the less is it t rue that he is b o u n d b y d u t y 
and incl ined by nature to love each a n d every 
w o m a n . T h e r e f o r e it is that each w o m a n virtu-
a l l y s u m m o n s e v e r y man to show cause w h y he 
d o t h not love her. T h i s is not b y wri t ten docu-
ment , or d irect speech, for the m o s t part , b u t by 
pertain s igns of silk, g o l d , and other materials , 
«which say to all m e n , — L o o k on me and love, as 
in d u t y b o u n d . T h e n the man pleadeth his 
special incapac i ty , w h a t s o e v e r that m a y b e , — 
AS, for instance, impecunios i ty , o r that he hath 
o n e or m a n y wives in his household, or that he 
is of mean figure, or small c a p a c i t y ; of w h i c h 
reasons it m a y be noted, that the first is , accord-
ing to late decis ions, of chiefest author i ty . S o 
far the old law-book. B u t there is a note f rom 
an older a u t h o r i t y , s a y i n g that e v e r y w o m a n 
doth love each and every man, except there be 
s o m e g o o d reason to the c o n t r a r y ; and a v e r y 
o b s e r v i n g fr iend of mine, a y o u n g unmarr ied 
c lergyman, tells me, that , so far as his experi-
ence g o e s , he has reason to think the ancient 
author had fact to j u s t i f y his s ta tement . 

I'll tell y o u h o w it is w i t h the pictures of 
women we fa l l in love with a t first s ight . 

W e a in ' t ta lk ing a b o u t p ictures ,—said the land-
lady 's d a u g h t e r , — w e ' r e t a l k i n g a b o u t w o m e n . 

I understood that we were s p e a k i n g of love 
at s ight , I remarked, mi ldly . N o w , as all a 
man k n o w s a b o u t a w o m a n w h o m he looks at is 
just w h a t a picture as b i g as a copper , or a 
" n i c k e l , " rather, a t the bot tom of his e y e c a o 



teach him, I think I am r ight in s a y i n g w e are 
t a l k i n g a b o u t the pictures of w o m e n . Wel l , 
now, the reason w h y a man is not desperate ly 
in love w i t h ten thousand women at once is jus t 
that which prevents all o u r portrai ts b e i n g dis-
t inct ly seen upon that wall . T h e y all are painted 
there by reflection f rom o u r faces, but because 
all of them are painted on each spot, and each 
on the same surface , and m a n y other objects a t 
the same t ime, n o one is seen as a p ic ture . B u t 
d a r k e n a c h a m b e r and let a s ingle penci l of 
rays in t h r o u g h a key-hole , then y o u have a 
picture on the wall . W e never fall in love w i t h 
a w o m a n in distinction f rom w o m e n , unti l we 
can g e t an i m a g e of her t h r o u g h a pin-hole; and 
then w e c a n see n o t h i n g else, and n o b o d y b u t 
ourse lves can see the i m a g e in o u r mental c a m -
era-obscura. 

M y fr iend, the P o e t , tells m e he has t o leave 
t o w n w h e n e v e r the anniversaries c o m e round. 

W h a t ' s the diff iculty? W h y , t h e y all w a n t him 
to g e t up and m a k e speeches, or songs , or toasts ; 
which is jus t the v e r y t h i n g he doesn't w a n t to 
do. H e is an old s tory , he says, and hates to 
show off on these occasions. B u t they tease him, 
and coax him, and can't d o wi thout him, and 
feel al l o v e r his poor weak head until they g e t 
their fingers on the fontanelle ( the Professor will 
tell y o u w h a t this m e a n s , — h e says the one a t 
the t o p of the head a l w a y s remains open in 
poets) , until , by gent le pressure on that soft 
p u l s a t i n g spot, they s t u p e f y him to the point 
of acquiescence. 

T h e r e are times, t h o u g h , he says, when it is 
a pleasure, before g o i n g to some a g r e e a b l e 

meet ing , to rush o u t into one's g a r d e n and 
c lutch up a handful of w h a t g r o w s t h e r e , — 
weeds and violets t o g e t h e r , — n o t c u t t i n g them 
off, b u t pul l ing them u p by the roots w i t h the 
brown earth they g r o w in s t i c k i n g to them. 
T h a t ' s his idea of a post-prandia l per formance . 
L o o k here, now. T h e s e verses I am g o i n g t o 
read y o u , he tells me, were pul led u p by the 
roots jus t in that way , the other d a y . — B e a u t i f u l 
e n t e r t a i n m e n t , — n a m e s there on the plates that 
flow f rom all E n g l i s h - s p e a k i n g t o n g u e s as 
fami l iar ly as and or the; entertainers k n o w n 
w h e r e v e r g o o d poetry and fair t i t le-pages are 
held in es teem; g u e s t a k ind-hearted, modest , 
genial , hopeful poet , w h o s ings to the hearts of 
his c o u n t r y m e n , the Brit ish people , the s o n g s of 
g;ood c h e e r which the better d a y s to come, as 
a.ll honest souls trust and bel ieve, wi l l turn into 
the prose of common l i fe. M y friend, the Poet , 
s a y s y o u must not read such a s t r i n g of verses 
too l i teral ly. If he t r immed it nicely b e l o w , 
y o u w o u l d n ' t see the roots, he says , and he l ikes 
to keep them, and a l i t t le of the soil c l i n g i n g to 
them. 

T h i s is the farewel l m y fr iend, the P o e t , read 
to his and o u r f r i e n d , t h e P r o f e s s o r : — 

A G O O D T I M E G O I N G * 

Brave singer of the coming time. 
Sweet minstrel of the joyous present. 

Crowned with the noblest wreath of rhyme, 
The holly-leaf of Ayrshire 's peasant. 

Good-bye ! Good-bye !—Our hearts and hand 
Our lips in honest Saxon phrases. 

C r y , God be with him, till he stands 
His feet among the English daisies ! 
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Good-bye ! Good-bye !—Our hearts and hand 
Our lips in honest Saxon phrases. 

C r y , God be with him, till he stands 
His feet among the English daisies ! 



'T i s here we part;—for other eyes, 
The busy deck, the fluttering streamer. 

T h e dripping arms that plunge and rise. 
The waves in foam, the ship in tremor, 

T h e kerchiefs waving from the pier. 
The cloudy pillar gliding o'er him. 

The deep blue desert, lone and drear. 
With heaven above and home before him I 

His home!—the Western giant smiles. 
And twirls the spotty globe to find i t ; — 

This little speck the British Is les? 
'Tis but a Ireckle,—never mind i t ! 

H e laughs, and all his prairies roll, 
Each gurgl ing cataract roars and chuckles, 

A n d ridges stretched from pole to pole 
Heave till they crack their iron knuckles I 

But Memory blushes at the sneer. 
And Honor turns with frown defiant, 

A n d Freedom, leaning on her spear, 
Laughs louder than the laughing g iant ;— 

' A n islet is a world," she said, 
" W h e n glory with its dust has blended, 

A n d Britain keeps her noble dead 
Till earth and seas and skies are rended ! " 

Beneath each swinging forest-bough 
Some arm as stout in death reposes,— 

From wave washed foot to heaven-kissed b r c ^ 
Her valor's life-blood runs in roses; 

Nay, let our brothers of the West 
Write smiling in their florid pages 

One half her soil has walked the rest 
In poets, heroes, martyrs, sages ' 

Hugged in the cl inging billow's clasp, 
From sea-weed fringe to mountain heather, 

T h e British oak with looted grasp 
Her slender handful holds together;— 

With cliffs of white and bowers of green. 
And Ocean narrowing to caress her. 

A n d hills and treated streams b e t w e e n , — 
Our little mother isle, God bless her! 

In earth's broad temple where we stand. 
Fanned by the eastern gales that brought us, 

We hold the missal in our hand. 
Bright with the lines our Mother taught us ; 

Where'er its blazoned page betrays 
The glistening links of gilted fetters, 

Behold, the half-turned leaf displays 
Her rubric stained in crimson letters! 

Enough! T o speed a parting friend 
'Tis vain alike to speak and l isten;— 

Yet stay,—these feeble accents blend 
With rays of light from eyes that glisten. 

Good bye! once more ,—and kindly tell 
In words of peace the young world's s tory,— 

And say. besides,— we love too well 
Our mother's soil, our father's g lory! 

W h e n m y f r i e n d , t h e P r o f e s s o r , f o u n d t h a t m y 
f r i e n d , t h e ' P o e t , h a d b e e n c o m i n g o u t i n t h i s 
f u l l - b l o w n s t y l e , h e g o t a l i t t l e e x c i t e d , a s y o u 
m a y h a v e s e e n a c a n a r y , s o m e t i m e s , w h e n a n -
o t h e r s t r i k e s u p . T h e P r o f e s s o r s a y s h e k n o w s 
h e c a n l e c t u r e , a n d h e t h i n k s h e c a n w r i t e 
v e r s e s . A t a n y r a t e , h e h a s o f t e n t r i e d , a n d 
n o w h e w a s d e t e r m i n e d t o t r y a g a i n . S o w h e n 
s o m e p r o f e s s i o n a l f r i e n d s o f h i s c a l l e d h i m u p , 
o n e d a y , a f t e r a f e a s t o f r e a s o n a n d a r e g u l a r 
" f r e s h e t " f o r t h e s o u l w h i c h h a d l a s t e d t w o o r 
t h r e e h o u r s , h e r e a d t h e m t h e s e v e r s e s . H e i n -
t r o d u c e d t h e m w i t h a f e w r e m a r k s , h e t o l d m e , 
o f w h i c h t h e o n l y o n e h e r e m e m b e r e d w a s t h i s : 
t h a t h e h a d r a t h e r w r i t e a s i n g l e l i n e w h i c h o n e 
a m o n g t h e m s h o u l d t h i n k w o r t h r e m e m b e r i n g 
t h a n s e t t h e m a l l l a u g h i n g w i t h a s t r i n g o f e p i -
g r a m s . I t w a s a l l r i g h t , I d o n ' t d o u b t ; a t a n y r a t e , 
t h a t w a s h i s f a n c y t h e n , a n d p e r h a p s a n o t h e r 
t i m e h e m a y b e o b s t i n a t e l y h i l a r i o u s ; h o w e v e r , 
i t m a y b e t h a t h e is g r o w i n g g r a v e r , f o r t i m e i s 



a f a c t s o l o n g a s c l o c k s a n d w a t c h e s c o n t i n u e t o 
g o , a n d a c a t c a n ' t b e a k i t t e n a l w a y s , a s t h e 
o l d g e n t l e m a n o p p o s i t e s a i d t h e o t h e r d a y . 

Y o u m u s t l i s t e n t o t h i s s e r i o u s l y , f o r I t h i n k 
t h e P r o f e s s o r w a s v e r y m u c h i n e a r n e s t w h e n h e 
w r o t e i t . 

T H E T W O A R M I E S . 

A s Life 's unending column pours. 
T w o marshalled hosts are s e e n , — 

T w o armies on the trampled shores 
That Death flows back between-

One marches to the drum-beat's roll, 
The wide-mouthed clarion's bray, 

And bears upon a crimson scroll, 
" O u r glory is to s l a y . " 

One moves in silence by the stream, 
With sad, yet watchful eyes, 

Calm as the patient planet's g leam 
T h a t waiks the clouded skies. 

A l o n g its front no sabres shine, 
No blood red pennons wave; 

It's banner bears the single line, 
" O u r duty is to save ." 

For those no death-bed's lingering shadei 
At Honor's trumpet-call. 

With knitted brow and lifted blade 
In Glory's arms they fall. 

F o r these no clashing falchions bright. 
No stirring battle-cry; 

T h e bloodless stabber calls by night — 
Each answers, " H e r e am I !" 

For those the sculptor's laurelled bust 
The builder's marble piles, 

The anthems pealing o'er their dust 
Thr-nieh long cathedral aisles. 

F o r these the blossom-sprinkled turf 
That floods the lonely graves. 

When Spring roses in her sea-green surf 
In flowery-foaming waves. 

T w o paths lead upward from below. 
And angels wait above, 

W h o count each burning life-drop's flow 
Each falling tear of Love. 

Though from the Hero's bleeding breast 
Her pulses Freedom drew. 

Though the white lillies in her crest 
Sprang from that scarlet d e w , — 

While Valor's haughty champions wait 
Ti l l all their stars are shown, 

L o v e walked unchallenged through the gate , 
T o sit beside the Throne ! 

[ T h e s c h o o l m i s t r e s s c a m e d o w n w i t h a r o s e i n 
h e r h a i r , — a f r e s h J u n e r o s e . S h e h a d b e e n 
w a l k i n g e a r l y ; s h e h a s b r o u g h t b a c k t w o 
o t h e r s , — o n e o n e a c h c h e e k . 

I t o l d h e r s o , i n s o m e s u c h p r e t t y p h r a s e a s I 
c o u l d m u s t e r f o r t h e o c c a s i o n . T h o s e t w o 
b l u s h - r o s e s I j u s t s p o k e o f t u r n e d i n t o a c o u p l e 
o f d a m a s k s . I s u p p o s e a l l t h i s w e n t t h r o u g h 
m y m i n d , f o r t h i s w a s w h a t I w e n t o n t o s a y : — ] 

I l o v e t h e d a m a s k r o s e b e s t o f a l l . T h e flow-
e r s o u r m o t h e r s a n d s i s t e r s u s e d t o l o v e a n d 
c h e r i s h , t h o s e w h i c h g r o w b e n e a t h o u r e a v e s 
a n d b y o u r d o o r - s t e p , a r e t h e o n e s w e a l w a y s 
l o v e b e s t . I t t h e H o u y h n h n m s s h o u l d e v e r 
c a t c h m e , a n d , finding m e p a r t i c u l a r l y v i c i o u s 
a n d u n m a n a g e a b l e , s n d a m a n - t a m e r t o R a r e v f y 
m e , I ' l l t e l l y o u w h a t d r u g s h e w o u l d h a v e ' t o 
t a k e a n d h o w h e w o u l d h a v e t o u s e t h e m 
I m a g i n e y o u r s e l f r e a d i n g a n u m b e r o f t h e 
H o u y h n h n m s G a z e t t e , g i v i n g a n a c c o u n t o f 
s u c h a n e x p e r i m e n t . 



" Man- Taming Extraordinary. 
" T h e sof t -hoofed, s e m i - q u a d r u p e d recently 

c a p t u r e d w a s s u b j e c t e d to the ar t of our distin-
g u i s h e d man-tamer in presence of a numerous 
assembly . T h e a n i m a l w a s led in b y t w o stout 
ponies, c losely confined by straps to prevent his 
sudden and d a n g e r o u s tr icks of shoulder-hi t t ing 
and foot-s tr ik ing . H i s countenance expressed 
the utmost d e g r e e of feroc i ty and c u n n i n g . 

" T h e operator took a h a n d f u l of budding lilac-
leaves and c r u s h i n g t h e m s l ight ly between his 
hoofs , so as to b r i n g o u t their pecul iar fra-
g r a n c e , fastened them to the end of a long p o l e 
and held them t o w a r d s the creature. Its expres • 
sion c h a n g e d in an i n s t a n t , — i t d r e w in theii 
f r a g r a n c e e a g e r l y , and a t t e m p t e d to seize them 
w i t h its soft , spl it hoofs . H a v i n g thus quieted 
his suspic ious subject , the operator proceeded 
to tie a blue hyacinth to the end of the pole, and 
held it out t o w a r d s the wild animal . T h e effect 
w a s m a g i c a l . Its e y e s filled as if w i t h rain-
drops , and its l ips t rembled as it pressed them 
to the flower. A f t e r this it w a s p e r f e c t l y quiet , 
and b r o u g h t a measure of c o r n to the man-
tamer, w i t h o u t s h o w i n g the least disposit ion to 
etrike w i t h the feet or hit f rom the s h o u l d e r . " 

T h a t wi l l d o for the H o u y h n h n n s G a z e t t e . — 
D o y o u w o n d e r w h y poets ta lk s o m u c h a b o u t 
flowers ? D o n ' t y o u think a p o e m , w h i c h , for 
the sake of b e i n g or ig inal , should leave them 
o u t , w o u l d be l ike those verses w h e r e the letter 
a or e ox some other is omit ted ? N o , — t h e y w d l 
b l o o m over and o v e r a g a i n in p o e m s as in the 
s u m m e r fields, to the end of t ime, a l w a y s old 
and a l w a y s new. W h y should w e be more shv 

of repeat ing ourselves than the spring be tired 
of b lossoms or the night of stars ? L o o k at 
Nature . She never wearies of s a y i n g over her 
floral pater-noster. In the crevices of C y c l o p e a n 
w a l l s , — i n the d u s t w h e r e men lie, dust a l s o , — 
on the mounds that b u r y h u g e c i t ies ,—the Birs 
N e n r o u d and the B a b e l - h e a p , — s t i l l that s a m e 
sweet prayer and benedict ion. T h e A m e n ! of 
N a t u r e is a l w a y s a flower. 

A r e y o u tired of m y trivial personal i t ies ,— 
those splashes and streaks of s e n t i m e n t a l i t y , 
w h i c h y o u may see w h e n I show y o u my heart 's 
corol la as if i t were a tul ip ? P r a y do not g i v e 
yourself the t rouble to fancy m e an idiot w h o s e 
conceit i t is to treat himself as an except ional 
be ing . It is because y o u are jus t l ike me that 
I ta lk and k n o w that y o u will l isten. We are 
all splashed and s treaked with s e n t i m e n t s , — n o t 
precisely with the same tints, or in exact ly the 
same patterns, b u t by the same hand and from 
the same palette. 

I don't bel ieve any of y o u h a p p e n to have j u s t 
the same passion for the blue hyacinth which I 
h a v e , — v e r y certa inly not for the crushed lilac-
leaf b u d s ; m a n y of you d o not k n o w h o w sweet 
they are. Y o u love the smell of the sweet-fern 
and bay-berry leaves, I don't d o u b t ; b u t I hardly 
think that the last bewitches y o u with y o u n g 
memories as it does me. For the same reason I 
c o m e back to d a m a s k roses, a f t e r h a v i n g raised 
a g o o d m a n y of the rarer varieties. I like to g o 
to operas and concerts, but there are queer l ittle 
old h o m e l y sounds that are better than music to 
me. H o w e v e r , I suppose it's fool ish to tell such 
things. 



5 ¡s pleasant to be fool ish at the r ight t ime -
smd the divinity s tudent ; - s a y i n g i t* h o w e v e r 
m one of the dead l a n g u g e s , which, I t h , n k ? a r e 
u n p o p u l a r for summer reading, and therefore 
d o not bear quotat ion as such therefore, 

Well , n o w , — s a i d I , — s u p p o s e a g o o d , clean 
wholesome- looking countryman's cart s t o o T o p 
posite m y d o o r — D o I w a n t huckleberr ies > - I f 

J f ? h 0 t ' 3 r , e t h ° S e t h a t d a T h e r e u p o n m y 
soft-hearted hand-maiden bears out a l a r e e tin 

t h , 6 n t h C w h ° l e s o m e countryman, heap-

a r f u n i , P t f i " m e 3 S U r e ' S p r e a d s h i s b r o a d hands aroundI its lower arc to confine the wi ld and 
fr isky berries, as they run nimbly alon J he nar 

m a black cascade and t inkle on the r e s o L d i n i 

S e b ^ T v f e 1 , W ° n ' L Sa>' t h a t ^ i s r u s h i n f 

A ^ o S ™ 3 1 m ° r e m U S i C f ° f 

th?sIu°mm rerh O W m y ^ a r e 

d i v T n i ^ s ? u r e d e r r ^ t r e C S ' S i r ? ~ S a i d 

O h , all around N e w E n g l a n d . I cal l all tre P * 
mine that I have p u t m y ! e d d i n g - r " g on and 

b o ? r d e r S e ^ a S K g r e e n 3 5 t h e o t h e r , - e x c l a i m e d a 
boarder, who has never been identified. 

caHecf John B I ° ° m e r s ' - s a i d the y o u n g fel low 

[I should have r e b u k e d this tri f l ing w i t h lan-

m e fust th°enr , £ l n d I T d y ' S d a u S h t e r h a L o t a s k e d 
d i " g - r i n g on a^tree ] m e a n i ^ P « « i n g m y wed-

W h y , m e a s u r i n g it with m y th i r ty- foot tape, 
m y d e a r , — s a i d I . — I have worn a t a p e a lmost 
out on the rough b a r k s of our old N e w E n g l a n d 
elms and other b i g t r e e s . — D o n ' t y o u w a n t to 
hear me talk trees a l i t t le now? T h a t is one of 
m y specialt ies. 

[ S o they all agreed that they should l ike to 
hear me talk a b o u t trees ] 

I w a n t y o u to understand, in the first place, 
that I have a most intense, passionate fondness 
for trees in genera l , and have had several 
romant ic a t t a c h m e n t s to certain trees in par-
t icular . N o w , if y o u expect me to hold forth 
in a "sc ient i f ic" w a y a b o u t m y t ree- loves ,—to 
talk, for instance, U l m u s Americana, and 
describe the c i l iated e d g e s of its samara , and all 
t h a t , — y o u are an anserine indiv idual , and I 
must refer y o u to a dul l fr iend w h o will dis-
course to y o u of such matters. W h a t should 
y o u think of a l o v e - w h o should describe the 
idol of his heart in the l a n g u a g e of science, 
thus: Class , M a m m a l i a ; O r d e r , P r i m a t e s ; G e n u s , 
H o m o ; Species, S u r o p e u s ; V a r i e t y , B r o w n ; 
Indiv idual , A n n E l i z a ; Denta l F o r m u l a , / 

1 - 1 2 - 2 3 - 3 , , 2 - 3 

i=T/ c 2=2 m 3=3, and so on? 
N o , m y fr iends, I shall speak of trees as we 

see them, love them, adore them in the fields, 
w h e r e they a r e al ive, h o l d i n g their g r e e n sun-
shades over o u r heads, t a l k i n g to us w i t h their 
hundred thousand w h i s p e r i n g tongues , l o o k i n g 
d o w n on us with that sweet meekness which 
belongs to h u g e , b u t l imited o r g a n i s m , — w h i c h 
one sees in the b r o w n eyes of o x e n , b u t most 
in the pat ient posture , the outstreched arms. 



and the h e a v y d r o o p i n g robes of these vast 
beings e n d o w e d with l i fe, b u t not w i t h s o u l — 
w h i c h o u t g r o w us and out l ive us, b u t stand 
h e l p l e s s , — p o o r t h i n g s ! — w h i l e nature dresses 
and undresses them, l ike so m a n y full-sized b u t 
underwit ted chi ldren. 

D i d y o u ever read old D a d d y Gi lp in? S low-
est of men, even of Engl i sh m e n ; y e t delicious 
in his s lowness , as is the l i g h t of the s leepy e y e 
in w o m a n . I a l w a y s supposed " D r . S y n t a x " 
w a s wri t ten to m a k e f u n of h im. I have a whole 
set of his w o r k s , and a m v e r y proud of it, with 
its g r a y paper, and open type , and long ff, and 
orange- ju ice landscapes. T h e P e r e G i l p i n had 
the kind of science I l ike in the s tudy of nature 
— a little less observat ion than White of Sel-
borne, b u t a l i t t le more poetry . Just think of 
a p p l y i n g the L i n a e a n sys tem to an e lm! W h o 
c a r e s h o w m a n y s t a m e n s or pistils that l ittte 
brown flower, which comes out before the leaf , 
m a y have to c lass i fy it by? W h a t w e want is 
the meaning, the character , the expression of a 
tree, as a kind and as an individual . 

T h e r e is a mother- idea in each part icular kind 
of t ree , w h i c h , if well marked, is probably em-
bodied in the poetry of e v e r y l a n g u a g e . T a k e 
the oak, for. instance, and we find it a l w a y s 
s tanding as a t y p e of s trength and endurance , 
i w o n d e r if y o u e v e r t h o u g h t of the single mark 
of s u p r e m a c y which dist inguishes this tree f rom 
all our other forest trees? A l l the rest of them 
shirk the w o r k of resist ing g r a v i t y ; the oak alon*f 
defies it. It chooses the horizontal direct ion f o f 
its l imbs, so that their whole weight may tell,— 
and then stretches them out fifty or s ixty feet 

so t h a t the strain m a y be m i g h t y enough to be 
worth resisting. Y o u wi l l find, that , in passing 
f rom the e x t r e m e d o w n w a r d d r o o p of the 
branches of the w e e p i n g w i l l o w to the e x t r e m e 
upward inclination of those of the p o p l a r , they 
s w e e p nearly half a circle. A t n inety d e g r e e s 
the oak stops s h o r t ; to slant u p w a r d another de-
g r e e would m a r k inf irmity of p u r p o s e ; to bend 
d o w n w a r d s , w e a k n e s s of organizat ion . T h e 
A m e r i c a n elm b e t r a y s s o m e t h i n g of both; ye t , 
sometimes, as w e shall see, puts on a certain re-
semblance to i ts s turdier ne ighbor . 

It won' t do to be e x c l u s i v e in o u r taste a b o u t 
trees. T h e r e is h a r d l y one of them which has 
not pecul iar beaut ies in some fitting place for it. 
I r e m e m b e r a tali p o p l a r - o f m o n u m e n t a l pro-
port ions and aspect, a vast pi l lar of g lossy 
green, placed on the s u m m i t of a l o f t y hill , and 
a beacon to all the c o u n t r y round. A nat ive of 
that region saw fit to build his house very near 
it , and h a v i n g a f a n c y that it m i g h t b l o w d o w n 
somet ime or other, and e x t e r m i n a t e himself and 
a n y incidental relat ives w h o m i g h t be " stop-
p i n g " or " t a r r y i n g " with h i m — a l s o l a b o r i n g 
u n d e r the delusion that human life is u n d e r all 
c i rcumstances to be preferred to v e g e t a b l e exist-
e n c e , — h a d the great poplar c u t d o w n . It is so 
easy to say , " It is o n l y a poplar ! " and so m u c h 
harder to replace its l i v i n g cone than to build a 
grani te obel isk . 

I must tell y o u a b o u t some of m y tree-wives . 
I w a s at one period of m y life m u c h devoted to 
the y o u n g lady populat ion of R h o d e Is land, a 
small b u t d e l i g h t f u l S t a t e in the n e i g h b o r h o o d 
of P a w t u c k e t . T h e n u m b e r of inhabitants not 



b e i n g v e r y large , I had leisure, d u r i n g m y visits 
to the P r o v i d e n c e Plantat ions , to inspect the 
face of the c o u n t r y in the intervals of more fas-
c i n a t i n g studies of p h y s i o g n o m y . I heard some 
talk of a g r e a t elm a short distance from the 
local i ty jus t ment ioned. " L e t us see the g r e a t 
e l m , " I said, and proceeded to find i t , — k n o w i n g 
that it was on a certain farm in a place called 
Johnston, if I r e m e m b e r rightly. I shall never 
f o r g e t my ride and m y introduct ion to the great 
Johnston elm. 

I a l w a y s tremble for a ce lebrated tree when 1 
approach it for the first t ime. Provincial ism 
has no scale of excel lence in m a n or vegetable ; 
it never k n o w s a first-rate article of either kind 
when it has it , and is constant ly t a k i n g second 
and third-rate ones for Nature ' s best. I have 
of ten fancied the tree was afraid of me, and that 
a sort of shiver came o v e r it as over a betrothed 
maiden when she first stands before the u n k n o w n 
to w h o m she has been p l i g h t e d . Before the 
m e a s u r i n g tape the proudest tree of them all 
quai ls and shrinks into itself . A l l those stories 
of four or five men s tre tching their arms around 
it and not t o u c h i n g each other 's fingers,of one's 
p a c i n g the shadow at noon, and m a k i n g it so 
many hundred feet , die upon its l ea fy lips in the 
presence of the a w f u l ribbon which has stran-
g led so m a n y fa lse pretensions. 

A s I rode a l o n g the pleasant w a y , w a t c h i n g 
e a g e r l y for the o b j e c t of m y j o u r n e y , the round-
ed tops of the elms rose from time to t ime at 
the roadside. W h e r e v e r one looked taller and 
ful ler than the rest, I asked mysel f , " I s this i t ? " 
B u t as I d r e w nearer, they g r e w s m a l l e r , — o r it 

p r o v e d , perhaps, that t w o , s tanding in a l ine, 
had looked like one, and so deceived me. A t 
last, al l at once, w h e n I w a s not t h i n k i n g of 
i t , — I declare to y o u it m a k e s m y flesh creep 
w h e n I think of it n o w , — a l l a t once I saw a 
g r e a t , green c loud s w e l l i n g in the horizon, so 
vast , so symmetrical , of such O l y m p i a n majes ty 
and imperia l s u p r e m a c y a m o n g the lesser forest 
g r o w t h s , that m y heart s t o p p e d short, then 
j u m p e d at m y ribs as a hunter spr ings at a five-
barred g a t e , and I felt all t h r o u g h me, w i t h o u t 
need of ut ter ing the w o r d s , — " T h i s is i t . " 

Y o u will find this tree described, with many 
others , in the excel lent R e p o r t upon the T r e e s 
and S h r u b s of Massachusetts . T h e author has 
g iven my fr iend, the Professor , credit for some 
of his measurements , but measured this tree 
himsel f , care fu l ly . It is a g r a n d elm for s ize of 
t r u n k , spread of l imbs, and muscular develop-
m e n t , — o n e of the first, perhaps the first, of the 
first-class of N e w E n g l a n d elms. 

T h e largest actual g ir th I have ever found at 
five feet from the g r o u n d is in the great elm 
l y i n g a stone's t h r o w or t w o north of the main 
r o a d . ( i f m y points of c o m p a s s are r ight) in 
Spr ingf ie ld . B u t this has m u c h the appearance 
of h a v i n g been f o r m e d b y the union of t w o 
trunks g r o w i n g side b y side. 

T h e W e s t Springf ie ld e l m and one upon 
N o r t h a m p t o n M e a d o w s b e l o n g also to the first-
class of trees. 

T h e r e is a noble o l d w r e c k of an elm a t Hat-
field, w h i c h used to spread its c l a w s out o v e r a 
c i rcumference of thirty-f ive feet or more before 
they covered the f o o t of its bole u p with earth. 



T h i s is the A m e r i c a n e lm m o s t l ike an oak ot 
a n y I have ever seen. 

T h e Sheffield elm is e q u a l l y r e m a r k a b l e ' for 
size and perfect ion of f o r m . I have seen noth-
ing that comes near it in Berkshire county , and 
new to c o m p a r e w i t h it a n y w h e r e . I am not 
sure that I r e m e m b e r any other first-class e lms 
if N e w E n g l a n d , b u t there m a y be m a n y . 

W h a t makes a first-class e lm ? — W h y , size in 
the first place, and chief ly . A n y t h i n g o v e r 
twenty feet of c lear g ir th , five feet above the 
g r o u n d , w i t h a spread of brances a hundred feet 
across, m a y c la im that title occording to m y 
scale. A l l of them, with the quest ionable 
except ion of the S p r i n g f i e l d tree above referred 
to, stop, s o f a r as m y exper ience g o e s , a t a b o u t 
t w e n t y - t w o or t w e n t y - t h r e e feet of g i r t h and 
a hundred and t w e n t y of spread. 

E l m s of the second-class genera l ly r a n g i n g 
from fourteen to e ighteen feet , are compart ive ly 
c o m m o n . T h e q u e e n of them all is that glori-
ous tree near one of the churches in Springf ie ld. 
B e a u t i f u l and s tate ly she is beyond all praise. 
T h e " g r e a t tree " on Boston C o m m o n comes in 
the second rank, as does the one at Cohasset , 
w h i c h used to have, and p r o b a b l y has still, a 
head as r o u n d as apple-tree, and that at N e w -
b u r y p o r t , with scores of others which might be 
mentioned. T h e last t w o have perhaps been 
over-celebrated. Both , however, are pleasing 
v e g e t a b l e s . T h e poor old Pittsfield elm lives on 
its past reputat ion. A w i g of false leaves is in-
dispensible to m a k e it presentable . 

[I don t d o u b t there m a y be some monster 
elm or other , v e g e t a t i n g green, b u t inglor ious . 

in some remote N e w E n g l a n d v i l lage , w h i c h only 
wants a sacred s inger to m a k e it ce lebrated. 
Send us y o u r m e a s u r e m e n t s , — ( c e r t i f i e d by the 
postmaster , to avoid possible imposi t ion) ,—cir -
c u m f e r e n c e five feet f rom soi l , length of l ine 
from b o u g h - e n d to b o u g h - e n d , and w e wi l l see 
w h a t can be done for y o u . ] 

I w i s h s o m e b o d y wonld g e t us u p the f o l l o w -
w o r k : — 

Sylva Novanglica. 
P h o t o g r a p h s of N e w E n g l a n d E l m s and o t h e r 

Trees , taken upon the same scale of M a g n i t u d e . 
W i t h L e t t e r - P r e s s Descr ipt ions b y a Dist in-
guished L i t e r a r y G e n t l e m a n . Boston-

& C o . 185-. 
T h e same c a m e r a should b e u s e d , — s o f a r as 

p o s s i b l e , — a t a fixed distance. O u r friend, w h o 
is g i v i n g us so m a n y interest ing figures in his 
" T r e e s of A m e r i c a , " must not think this pros-
pectus invades his province; a dozen portraits , 
with l ively descr ipt ions, w o u l d be a pret ty com-
plement to his larger w o r k , w h i c h , so f a r as pub-
l ished, I find exce l lent . If m y plan were carried 
out , and another series of a d o z e n Engl i sh trees 
p h o t o g r a p h e d on the same scale, the comparison 
would be c h a r m i n g . 

It has a l w a y s been a favori te idea of mine to 
b r i n g the l i fe of the O l d and the N e w W o r l d 
face to face, b y an accurate compar ison of their 
various types of organizat ion. W e should be-
gin w i t h m a n , of course ; inst i tute a large and 
exact comparison b e t w e e n the dev e lo pment of 
la pianta umana, as Alfieri cal led it, in different 
section of each c o u n t r y , in the different cal l ings, 
a t different ages , e s t i m a t i n g height , w e i g h t , * 



f o r c e by the d y n a n o m e t e r and the spirometer , 
and finishing off with a series of typical photo-
g r a p h s , g i v i n g the principal national physiog-
nomies. Mr. Hutchinson has g i v e n us some 
excel lent Engl i sh data to begin with 

T h e n I would fo l low this up by c o n t r a s t ^ 
the various parallel forms of life in the t w o con-
tinents. O u r naturalists have of ten referred to 
this incidental ly or e x p r e s s l y ; but the animus of 
nature in the t w o hal f-g lobes of the planet is 
s o momentous a point of interest to our race 
that it should be made a s u b j e c t of express and 
e laborate s tudy . G o out with me into that 
w a l k which we call The Mall and look at the 
Engl i sh and A m e r i c a n e l m . T h e American elm 
is tall grace fu l , s lender-sprayed, and drooping , 
as if from languor . T h e Engl i sh elm i s c o m l 
pact, robust , holds its branches u p , and carries its 
leaves for w e e k s longer than our o w n native tree 

Is this typical of the creat ive force on the t w o 
sides of the ocean, or not ? N o t h i n g but a care-
ful comparison t h r o u g h the whole realm of life 
can answer this quest ion. 

T h e r e is paral lel ism w i t h o u t ident i ty in the 
animal and vegetable l ife of the t w o continents, 
which favors the task of comparison in an e x t r a ! 
ordinary manner. Just as we have t w o trees 

v L ? e J c i m a ^ W 3 y S ' - y e t n o t t h e s a m e > both e lms, 
r n m o ? i fl j u s t s o w e have a 
c o m p l e t e flora and a fauna , which part ing f rom 
the same ideal, e m b o d y it w i t h v a r i o u s modifi-
cations. Invent ive p o w e r is the o n l v qua l i ty of 
which the C r e a t i v e Intel l igence seems to be eco-
n o m i c a l j j u s ^ a s with o u r largest human minds, 

1S t h e d iv inest of facult ies, and the onk 

that most exhausts the mind which exercises it. 
A s the same patterns have v e r y c o m m o n l y been 
fo l lowed, we can see which is worked out in the 
largest spirit , and determine the exact l imita-
tions under which the C r e a t o r places the m o v e -
ment of life in all its manifestat ions in e i ther 
local i ty . W e should find ourselves in a very 
fa lse position, if it should prove that A n g l o -
S a x o n s can ' t live here, but die o u t , if not kept 
u p by fresh supplies as Dr. K n o x and other more 
or less wise persons have maintained. It may 
t u r n out the other w a y , as I have heard one of 
o u r l iterary celebrit ies a r g u e , — a n d t h o u g h I 
took the other side, I l iked his b e s t , — t h a t the 
American is the Engl i sh reinforced. 

W i l l y o u walk out and look a t those e lms 
with me a f t e r breakfast ?—I said to the school 
mistress. 

[I am not g o i n g to tell lies a b o u t it, and say 
t h a t she b l u s h e d , — a s I suppose she o u g h t to 
have done at such a t remendo us piece of gal-
lantry as that was for our b o a r d i n g house. O n 
the contrary , she turned a little pa le ,—but 
smiled br ight ly and s a i d , — Y e s , with pleasure, 
b u t she must vralk towards her school. She 
w e n t f o r her bonnet . T h e old gent leman oppo-
site fo l lowed her w i t h his eyes, and said he 
wished he w a s a y o u n g fel low. Present ly she 
c a m e d o w n , looking very pret ty in her half-
m o u r n i n g bonnet, and c a r r y i n g a school-book 
in her h a n d . ] 

My First Walk with the School-Mistress. 

T h i s is the shortest w a y , — s h e said, as we came 
to a corner . T h e n w e w o n ' t t a k e i t , — s a i d I. 



T h e schoolmistress l a u g h e d a little, and said she 
w a s ten minutes ear ly , so she could g o around. 

W e walked around Mr. P a d d o c k ' s row of E n g -
lish elms. T h e g r a y squirre ls were out looking 
for their breakfasts , and one of them came 
t o w a r d s us in l g h t , sof t , intermittent leaps, 
unti l he was close to the rail of the burial g r o u n d . 
H e was on a g r a v e with a broad blue slate-stone 
at its head, and a s h r u b g r o w i n g on it. T h e 
stone said this w a s the g r a v e of a y o u n g man 
w h o w a s the son of an honorable gent leman, and 
w h o died a hundred years a g o and m o r e . — O h , 
y e s , died,—with a small t r iangular mark in one 
breast , and another smaller opposite , in his back, 
where another y o u n g man's rapier had slid 
t h r o u g h his b o d y ; and so he lay down out there 
on the C o m m o n , and w a s found cold the next 
m o r n i n g , with the n ight-dews and the death-
d e w s mingled on his forehead. 

L e t us have one look at poor B e n j a m i n ' s 
g r a v e , — s a i d I , — H i s bones lie where his b o d y 
w a s laid so l o n g a g o , and where the stone says 
t h e y l i e , — w h i c h is more than can be said of 
most of the tenants of this and several other 
bur ia l -grounds. 

[ T h e most accursed act of vandal i sm ever 
c o m m i t t e d within my k n o w l e d g e w a s the up-
r o o t i n g of the ancient gravestones in three, at 
least, of our c i ty bur ia l -grounds , and one, at 
least, j u s t outside the c i ty , and p lant ing them in 
r o w s to suit the taste for s y m m e t r y of the per-
petrators. M a n y years ago, when this disgrace-
ful process w a s g o i n g on u n d e r m y eyes, I ad-
dressed an indignant remonstrance to a l eading 
journal . I suppose it w a s deficient in l i terary 

e legance , or too warm in its l a n g u a g e ; for no 
• notice was taken of it, and the hyena-horror w a s 
a l lowed to c o m p l e t e itself in the face of day-
l ight . .1 have never g o t over it. T h e bones of 
m y o w n ancestors, b e i n g e n t o m b e d , lie beneath 
their own tablet ; but the upr ight stones have 
been shuffled a b o u t like chessmen, and nothing 
short of the D a y of J u d g m e n t will tell whose dust 
lies beneath any of those records, meant by af-
fect ion to mark one small spot as sacred to some 
cherished m e m o r y . S h a m e ! shame! shame ! — 
that is al l I can say. It was on public thorough-
fares, under the e y e of a u t h o r i t y , that the in-
f a m y was enacted. T h e red Indians would have 
k n o w n better; the select-men of an A f r i c a n 
kraal-v i l lage would have had more respect for 
their ancestors. I should like to see the g r a v e 
stones which have been disturbed all remo v ed, 
and the g r o u n d levelled, leaving the flat tomb-
stones; epi taphs were never f a m o u s for truth, 
but the old reproach of " H e r e lies" never had 
such a wholesome i l lustation as in these out-
raged burial places, w h e r e the stone does lie 
above , and the bones d o not lie beneath. ] 

S t o p before w e turn a w a y and breathe a 
w o m a n ' s s igh over poor B e n j a m i n ' s dust , love 
killed him, I think. T w e n t y years o ld , and out 
there fighting another y o u n g fel low on the com-
mon, in the cool of that old Ju ly e v e n i n g ; — y e s , 
there must have been love at the bottom of it. 

T h e schoolmistress d r o p p e d a rosebud she 
had in her hand t h r o u g h the rails, upon the 
g r a v e of Benjamin W o o d b r i d g e . T h a t was all her 
c o m m e n t upon what I told h e r . — H o w w o m e n 
love L o v e ? said I ; — b u t she did not speak. 



W e c a m e opposite the head of a place or court 
r u n n i n g eas tward f r o m the main s t r e e t . — L o o k 
down t h e r e , — I s a i d . — M y fr iend, the Professor 
lived in that house, a t the left hand, next the 
fur ther corner, for years and years . H e died 
out of it, the other d a y . — D i e d ?—said the school-
m i s t r e s s . — C e r t a i n l y , — s a i d I . — W e die o u t of 
houses, jus t as we die out of our bodies. A com-
mercial smash kil ls a hundred men's houses for 
them, as a railroad crash kil ls their mortal 
f r a m e s and drives o u t the immorta l tenants. 
Men s icken of houses unti l at last they quit 
them, as the soul leaves its b o d y when it is tired 
of its infirmities. T h e b o d y has been called 
" t h e house we live i n . " T h e house is quite as 
m u c h the b o d y we l ive in. Shal l I tell you some 
things the Professor said the other d a y ? — D o ! — 
said the schoolmistress. 

A man's b o d y , — s a i d the Professor ,—is what-
e v e r is occupied by his will and his sensibil ity. 
T h e small room d o w n there, where I wrote those 
papers you remember reading, w a s much more 
a portion of my b o d y than a paralyt ic 's senseless 
and motionless arm or l e g is of his. 

T h e soul of a man has a series of concentric 
envelopes a r o u n d it, l ike the core of an onion, 
or the innermost of a nest of boxes . First he 
has his natural g a r m e n t of flesh and blood. 
T h e n his art i f ic ia l integuments , with their true 
skin of solid stuffs, their cutic le of l ighter 
tissues, and their var ious ly tinted pigments. 
T h i r d l y , his domici le , be it a s ingle c h a m f e r or 
a stately mansion. A n d then, the whole visible 
world, in which T i m e buttons him up as in a 
loose outside wrapper . 

Y o u shall o b s e r v e , — t h e Professor s a i d , — f o r , 
l ike Mr. John H u n t e r and other g r e a t men, he 
brings in that shall with g r e a t effect sometimes, 
— y o u shall observe that a man's c l o t h i n g or 
series of envelopes do a f t e r a certain t ime mould 
themselves upon his individual nature. W e 
k n o w this of our hats, and are a l w a y s reminded 
of it w h e n we happen to put them on w r o n g side 
foremost . W e soon find that the beaver is a 
hol low cast of the skul l , w i t h all its i rregular 
b u m p s and depressions. Just so all that c lothes 
a man, even to the blue sky w h i c h c a p s his 
h e a d , — a little l o o s e l y . — s h a p e s itself to fit each 
part icular being beneath it. Farmers , sailors, 
astronomers, poets, lovers, condemned crimin-
als , all find it different, a c c o r d i n g to the e y e s 
with which they several ly look. 

B u t our houses shape themselves pa lpably on 
our inner and outer natures. See a householder 
b r e a k i n g up and y o u wi l l be sure of it. T h e r e 
is a shell fish which bui lds all manner of 
smaller shells into the walls of its o w n . A 
house is never a home unti l we have crusted it 
w i t h the spoils of a hundred lives besides those 
of our o w n past. See w h a t these are, and y o u 
can tell w h a t the o c c u p a n t is. 

I had no i d e a — s a i d the P r o f e s s o r — u n t i l I 
pulled ud m y domest ic establ ishment the othei 
d a y , w h a t an e n o u r m o u s quant i ty of roots I had 
been m a k i n g d u r i n g the years I was planted 
there. W h y , there wasn ' t a nook or a corner 
that some fibre had not w o r k e d its way into; 
and when I g a v e the last wrench, each of them 
seemed to shriek l ike a mandrake , as it broke 
i ts hold and came a w a y . 



T h e r e is n o t h i n g that happens , y o u k n o w , 
which must not inevi tably , and which does 
not actual ly , p h o t o g r a p h itself in every conceiv-
able aspect and in all dimensions. T h e infinite 
gal leries of the P a s t a w a i t b u t one brief process 
and all their pictures wi l l be ca l led o u t and fixed 
forever. W e had a cur ious i l lustration of the 
g r e a t fac t on a very h u m b l e scale. W h e n a cer-
tain book-case, l o n g s t a n d i n g in one place, for 
which it w a s built , w a s removed, there was the 
exact i m a g e on the wal l of the whole, and m a n y 
of its portions. B u t in the midst of this picture 
w a s a n o t h e r , — t h e precise out l ine of a m a p 
which had h u n g on the wal l before the book-
case was built . W e had all f o r g o t t e n e v e r y t h i n g 
a b o u t the m a p unti l we saw its p h o t o g r a p h on 
the wal l . T h e n w e remembered it, as some d a y 
or other we m a y r e m e m b e r a sin which has been 
bui l t over and covered up, w h e n this lower uni-
verse is pul led a w a y f rom the wal l of Inf inity , 
where the w r o n g - d o i n g stands, self-recorded. 

T h e P r o f e s s o r l ived in that house a l o n g time, 
— n o t t w e n t y years , b u t p r e t t y near it. * W h e n 
he entered that door , t w o s h a d o w s g l ided over 
the threshold; five l ingered in the door-way 
when he passed t h r o u g h it for the last t i m e , — 
and one of the s h a d o w s w a s c laimed by its 
o w n e r to be l o n g e r than his o w n . W h a t c h a n g e s 
he saw in that quiet place! D e a t h rained t h r o u g h 
every roof but his; chi ldren c a m e into life, grew 
to m a t u r i t y ; w e d d e d , faded a w a y , t h r e w them-
selves a w a y ; the w h o l e d r a m a of life was played 
m that s tock-company 's theatre of a dozen houses, 
one of w h i c h was his, and no deep sorrow or se-
vere ca lamity ever entered his dwel l ing . P e a c e 

be to those walls f o r e v e r , — t h e Professor s a i d , — 
for the many pleasant years he has passed with-
in them. 

T h e Professor has a fr iend, now l i v i n g at a 
distance, who has been with him in m a n y of 
his c h a n g e s of place, and w h o fo l lows him in 
imaginat ion w i t h tender interest w h e r e v e r he 
g o e s . — I n that l ittle court , w h e r e he l ived in 
g a y loneliness so l o n g . — 

In his a u t u m n a l so journ b y the C o n n e c t i c u t , 
w h e r e it comes lo i ter ing d o w n f rom its moun-
tain fastness, l ike a g r e a t lord, s w a l l o w i n g u p 
the small proprietary rivulets v e r y quiet ly as it 
goes , unti l it g e t s proud and swollen and wan-
tons in h u g e l u x u r i o u s o x b o w s a b o u t the fair 
N o r t h a m p t o n m e a d o w s , and at last over f lows 
the oldest inhabitant 's m e m o r y in prof l igate 
freshets a t H a r t f o r d and all a l o n g its l o w e r 
s h o r e s , — u p in that c a r a v a n s a r y on the b a n k s of 
the stream where L e d y a r d launched his l o g 
canoe, and the jovial old Colonel used to lead 
the c o m m e n c e m e n t process ions ,—where blue 
A s c u t n e y looked d o w n from the far distance, 
and the hills of Beulah, as the Professor a l w a y s 
cal led them, rolled up the opposite horizon in 
soft c l i m b i n g masses, so s u g g e s t i v e of the Pi l -
g r i m ' s H e a v e n w a r d P a t h , that he used to look 
t h r o u g h his old " D o l l a n d " to see if the S h i n i n g 
Ones were not within r a n g e of s ight , sweet vis-
ions, sweetest in those S u n d a y w a l k s that carried 
them by the peaceful co mmo n, t h r o u g h the 
solemn v i l l a g e l y i n g in cata lept ic sti l lness u n d e r 
the shadows of the rod of Moses, to the terminus 
of their harmless s tro l l ,—the patulous f a g e , in 
the Professor ' s classic d i a l e c t , — t h e s p r e a d i n g 



beech, in more famil iar p h r a s e , — [ s t o p and 
breathe here a moment , for the sentence is not 
not done yet , and we have another l o n g journey 
before u s . ] 

— a n d a g a i n once more up a m o n g those other 
hills that shut in the a m b e r - f l o w i n g Housatonic , 
— d a r k stream, but clear, l ike the lucid orbs that 
shine beneath the l ids of auburn-haired, sherry-
wine-eyed demi-b londes ,—in the home over-
l o o k i n g the w i n d i n g stream and the smooth, 
flat m e a d o w ; looked d o w n upon by wild hills, 
where the tracks of bears and c a t a m o u n t s m a y 
yet sometimes be seen upon the winter s n o w ; 
fac ing the twin summits which rise in the f a r 
N o r t h , the highest w a v e s of the great land 
storm in all this b i l lowy r e g i o n , — s u g g e s t i v e to 
m a d fancies of the breasts of a half-buried 
Titaness , stretched out b y a stray thunder-bolt , 
and hastily hidden a w a y beneath the leaves of 
the f o r e s t , — i n that home where seven blessed 
summers were passed, which stand in m e m o r y 
l ike the seven golden candle-st icks in the beatif ic 
vision of the holy d r e a m e r , — 

— i n that modest d w e l l i n g we were just look-
i n g at , not g lor ious, yet not unlovely in the 
youth of i ts d r a b and m a h o g a n y , — f u l l of g r e a t 
and little boys ' p l a y t h i n g s f rom top to bottom, 
— i n all these s u m m e r or winter nests, he w a s 
a l w a y s at home and a l w a y s welcome. 

T h i s l o n g art iculated s igh of reminiscences ,— 
this ca lenture which s h o w s me the maple-shad-
owed plains of Berkshire, and the mountain-cir-
cled green of G r a f t o n beneath the salt w a v e s 
that c o m e fee l ing their w a y a l o n g the wal l a t 
my feet , restless and sof t - touching as blind men's 

busy fingers;—is for that f r iend of mine w h o 
looks into the waters of the P a t a p s c o and sees 
beneath them the same visions that paint them-
selves for me in the green depths of the C h a r l e s . 

Did I talk all this off to the schoolmistress ?— 
W h y , n o , — o f course not . I have been t a l k i n g 
with y o u , the reader, for the last ten minutes . 
Y o u don't think I should expect any w o m a n to 
listen to such a sentence as that long one, with-
out g i v i n g her a chance to p u t in a w o r d . 

W h a t did I say to the s c h o o l m i s t r e s s ? — P e r -
mit me one m o m e n t . I don't d o u b t y o u r deli-
cacy and g o o d - b r e a d i n g ; but in this part icular 
case, as I was a l lowed the pr iv i lege of w a l k i n g 
a lone with a very interest ing y o u n g woman, y o u 
m u s t a l low m e to remark , in the classic version 
of a famil iar phrase, used by o u r Master Ben-
jamin Frankl in , it is nullum tuinegotii. 

W h e n the school-mistress and I reached the 
school-room door , the d a m a s k roses I spoke of 
were so much heightened in color b y exercise that 
I felt sure it would be useful to her to take a strol 
l ike this e v e r y m o r n i n g , and m a d e up m y mind 
I would ask her to let m e join her again . 

E x t r a c t F r o m M y P r i v a t e J o u r n a l . 

( To be burned unread.) 

I am afra id I have been a foo l ; for I have told 
as m u c h of myself to this y o u n g person as 
if she were of that ripe and discreet a g e which 
invites conf idence and expans ive utterance. I 
have been low spirited and listless, l a t e l y , — i t is 
coffee, I t h i n k , — ( I observe that w h i c h is b o u g h t 
ready ground never af fects the head, )—and I no-



beech, in more famil iar p h r a s e , — [ s t o p and 
breathe here a moment , for the sentence is not 
not done yet , and we have another l o n g journey 
before u s . ] 

— a n d a g a i n once more up a m o n g those other 
hills that shut in the a m b e r - f l o w i n g Housatonic , 
— d a r k stream, but clear, l ike the lucid orbs that 
shine beneath the l ids of auburn-haired, sherry-
wine-eyed demi-b londes ,—in the home over-
l o o k i n g the w i n d i n g stream and the smooth, 
flat m e a d o w ; looked d o w n upon by wild hills, 
where the tracks of bears and c a t a m o u n t s m a y 
yet sometimes be seen upon the winter s n o w ; 
fac ing the twin summits which rise in the f a r 
N o r t h , the highest w a v e s of the great land 
storm in all this b i l lowy r e g i o n , — s u g g e s t i v e to 
m a d fancies of the breasts of a half-buried 
Titaness , stretched out b y a stray thunder-bolt , 
and hastily hidden a w a y beneath the leaves of 
the f o r e s t , — i n that home where seven blessed 
summers were passed, which stand in m e m o r y 
l ike the seven golden candle-st icks in the beatif ic 
vision of the holy d r e a m e r , — 

— i n that modest d w e l l i n g we were just look-
i n g at , not g lor ious, yet not unlovely in the 
youth of i ts d r a b and m a h o g a n y , — f u l l of g r e a t 
and little boys ' p l a y t h i n g s f rom top to bottom, 
— i n all these s u m m e r or winter nests, he w a s 
a l w a y s at home and a l w a y s welcome. 

T h i s l o n g art iculated s igh of reminiscences ,— 
this ca lenture which s h o w s me the maple-shad-
owed plains of Berkshire, and the mountain-cir-
cled green of G r a f t o n beneath the salt w a v e s 
that c o m e fee l ing their w a y a l o n g the wal l a t 
my feet , restless and sof t - touching as blind men's 

busy fingers;—is for that f r iend of mine w h o 
looks into the waters of the P a t a p s c o and sees 
beneath them the same visions that paint them-
selves for me in the green depths of the C h a r l e s . 

Did I talk all this off to the schoolmistress ?— 
W h y , n o , — o f course not . I have been t a l k i n g 
with y o u , the reader, for the last ten minutes . 
Y o u don't think I should expect any w o m a n to 
listen to such a sentence as that long one, with-
out g i v i n g her a chance to p u t in a w o r d . 

W h a t did I say to the s c h o o l m i s t r e s s ? — P e r -
mit me one m o m e n t . I don't d o u b t y o u r deli-
cacy and g o o d - b r e a d i n g ; but in this part icular 
case, as I was a l lowed the pr iv i lege of w a l k i n g 
a lone with a very interest ing y o u n g woman, y o u 
m u s t a l low m e to remark , in the classic version 
of a famil iar phrase, used by o u r Master Ben-
jamin Frankl in , it is nullum tuinegotii. 

W h e n the school-mistress and I reached the 
school-room door , the d a m a s k roses I spoke of 
were so much heightened in color b y exercise that 
I felt sure it would be useful to her to take a strol 
l ike this e v e r y m o r n i n g , and m a d e up m y mind 
I would ask her to let m e join her again . 

E x t r a c t F r o m M y P r i v a t e J o u r n a l . 

( To be burned unread.) 

I am afra id I have been a foo l ; for I have told 
as m u c h of myself to this y o u n g person as 
if she were of that ripe and discreet a g e which 
invites conf idence and expans ive utterance. I 
have been low spirited and listless, l a t e l y , — i t is 
coffee, I t h i n k , — ( I observe that w h i c h is b o u g h t 
ready ground never af fects the head, )—and I no-



tice that I tell my secrets too easi ly when I am 
downhearted . 

T h e r e are inscript ions on out hearts , w h i c h ; 
l ike that on D i g h t o n R o c k , are never to be seen 
e x c e p t at dead- low t ide. 

T h e r e is a w o m a n ' s footstep on the sand a t 
the side of m y deepest ocean-buried inscription. 

— O i l , no, no, no! a thousand t imes, no! Y e t , 
w h a t is this w h i c h has been s h a p i n g itself in m y 
soul?—Is . i t a t h o u g h t ? — i s it a dream?—is it a 
p a s s i o n ? — T h e n I k n o w what comes next . 

T h e a s y l u m stood on a br ight and breezy hi l l ; 
those g lazed corridors are p leasant to walk in, 
in bad weather. B u t there are iron bars to all 
the windows. W h e n it is fair , some of us can 
strol l outside that very high fence. B u t I never 
see m u c h life in the g r o u p s I somet imes m e e t ; 
and then the c a r e f u l man watches them so 
c lose ly! H o w I r e m e m b e r that sad c o m p a n y I 
used to pass on fine mornings, when I was a 
s c h o o l b o y ! — B . , w i t h his a r m s ful l of ye l low 
w e e d s , — o r e from the go ld mines which he dis-
covered long before we heard of C a l i f o r n i a , — 
Y . , born to millions, crazed b y too m u c h plum-
cake , (the b o y s said,) d o g g e d , e x p l o s i v e , — m a d e 
a P o l y p h e m u s of m y w e a k - e y e d schoolmaster , 
b y a v ic ious flirt with a s t i c k , — ( t h e multi-mil-
l ionaires sent him a trifle, it w a s said, to b u y 
a n o t h e r e y e w i t h ; but boys are jea lous of rich 
folks, and I don ' t d o u b t the g o o d people m a d e 
him easy for l i f e . ) — h o w I r e m e m b e r them al l ! 

I recollect , as all do, the story of the Hal l of 
Ebl is , in " V a t h e k , " and how each shape, as it 
l i f ted its h a n d f rom its breast , s h o w e d its h e a r t , 
— a b u r n i n g coal . T h e real Hal l of Ebl is s tands 

on y o n d e r summit . G o there on the n e x t visit-
i n g d a y , and ask that figure c r o u c h e d in the 
corner , huddled up like those Indian m u m m i e s 
and skeletons found buried in the s i t t ing po^ 
turem, to l i f t its h a n d , — l o o k upon its heart and 
behold, not fire, but a s h e s . — N o , I must not 
think of such an ending? D y i n g w o u l d be 
a m u c h m o r e g e n t l e m a n l y w a y of m e e t i n g the 
dif f iculty. M a k e a will and leave her a house or 
t w o and some stocks, and other l i t t le financial 
conveniences to take a w a y her necessi ty f o r 
k e e p i n g s c h o o l . — I w o n d e r w h a t nice y o u n g 
man's feet w o u l d be in m y F r e n c h sl ippers be-
fore s ix m o n t h s w e r e o v e r ! Wel l , w h a t then? 
If a man real ly loves a w o m a n , of c o u r s e he 
w o u l d n ' t m a r r y her for the w o r l d , if he were 
not qui te sure that he w a s the best person that 
c o u l d by any possibi l i ty m a r r y . 

It is odd e n o u g h to read over w h a t I have just 
been w r i t i n g . — I t is the merest f a n c y that ever 
w a s in the world. I shall never be married. S h e 
wi l l ; and if she is as pleasant as she has been so 
f a r , I wi l l g i v e her a si lver tea-set, and g o and 
t a k e tea with her and her husband, sometimes. 
N o coffee, I hope, t h o u g h , — i t depresses m e 
sadly . I feel very miserably ; they m u s t h a v e 
been g r i n d i n g it a t h o m e . — A n o t h e r m o r n i n g 
w a l k will be g o o d for me, and I don't d o u b t the 
schoolmistress wi l l be g l a d of a l ittle fresh a ir 
before school . 

T h e t h r o b b i n g flushes of the poet ical inter-
mit tent have been c o m i n g over me from time to 
t ime of late. Did y o u ever see that e lectr ical 
e x p e r i m e n t which consists in passing a flash 
t h r o u g h letters of gold- leaf in a darkened i u u m , 



w h e r e u p o n s o m e n a m e o r l e g e n d s p r i n g s o u t o f 
t h e d a r k n e s s i n c h a r a c t e r s o f fire ? 

T h e r e a r e s o n g s a l l w r i t t e n i n m y s o u l , 
w h i c h I c o u l d r e a d , i f t h e f l a s h m i g h t b u t p a s s 
t h r o u g h t h e m , — b u t t h e fi.e m u s t c o m e d o w n 
f r o m h e a v e n . A h ! b u t w h a t i f t h e s t o r m y nim-
bus o f y o u t h f u l p a s s i o n h a s b l o w n b y , a n d o n e 
a s k s f o r l i g h t n i n g f r o m t h e r a g g e d cirrus o f d i s -
s o l v i n g a s p i r a t i o n s , o r t h e s i l v e r e d cumulus o t 
s l u g g i s h s a t i e t y ? I w i l l c a l l o n h e r w h o m t h e 
d e a d p o e t s b e l i e v e d i n , w h o m l i v i n g o n e s n o 
l o n g e r w o r s h i p , — t h e i m m o r t a l m a i d , w h o , 
n a m e h e r w h a t y o u w i l l , — G o d d e s s , M u s e , S p i r i t 
o f B e a u t y , — s i t s b y t h e p i l l o w o f e v e r y y o u t h f u l 
p o e t , a n d b e n d s o v e r h i s p a l e f o r e h e a d u n t i l h e r 
t r e s s e s l i e u p o n h i s c h e e k a n d r a i n t h e i r g o l d 
i n t o h i s d r e a m s . 

M U S A . 

O my lost b e a u t y ! — h a s t thou folded quite 
T h y wings of morning l ight 
Beyond those iron gates 
Where life crowds hurry ing to the haggard Fates, 
A n d a g e upon his mound of ashes waits 
T o chill our fiery dreams. 
Hot from the heart of youth plunged in his icy 

streams? 

Leave me not fading in these weeds of care, 
Whose flowers are silvered hair! 
Have I not loved thee l o n g . 
T h o u g h my y o u n g lips have often done thee wroag 
A n d v e x - d thy heaven-tuned ear with careless 

song? 
A h , wilt thou yet return, 
Bear ing thy rose-bud torch, and bid thine altar 

burn? 

Come to me .'—I will flood thy silent shrine 
With m y soul's saerert win* 

And heap thy marble floors 
A s the wild spice" trees waste their fragrant stores 
In leaiy islands walled with madrepores 
And lapped J t i ' O r i e n t seas. 
When all their feiwhery palms toss, plumelike 

in the breeze, u 

Come to me !—thou shalt feed on honeyed words. 
Sweeter than song of birds ; — 
No wail ing buibul's throat. 
No melting dulcimer's melodious note: 
When o'er the midnight w a v e its murmurs float, 
Thy ravished sense might soothe 
With flow so liquid-soft, with strain so velvet-smooth. 

Thou shalt be decked with jewels, like a queen, 
Sought in those bowers of green, 
Where loop the clustered vines 
And the close-clinging dulcamara twines .— 
Pure pearls of Maydew where the moonlight shines, 
A n d summer's fruited gems. 
And coral pendants shorn from Autumn's berried 

stems. 

Sit b y me drifting on the sleepy w a v e s , — 
Or stretched by grass-grown graves. 
Whose gray, high-shouldered stones. 
Carved with old names life's time-worn roll disowns. 
Lean, lichen-spotted, o'er the crumbled bones 
Still slumbering where they lay 
While the sad pilgrim watched to scare the wolf away? 

Spread o'er my couch t h y visionary wing! 
Still let me dream and sing. 
Dream of that winding shore 
Where scarlet cardinals b l o o m , — f o r me no more, 
T h e stream which heaven beneath its liquid floor. 
And clustering nenuphars 
Sprinkling its mirrored blue like golden-chaliced starsj 

Come while their balms the l inden-biossoms shed! 
C o m e while the ros?* is red. 
While blue eyed summer smiles 
O'er the green ripples round yon sunken piles 



Washed by the moon-wave warm from Indian isles 
And on the sultry air 
The chestnuts spread their palms like holy men in 

prayer! 

Oh. forthe burning lips to fire my brain 
With thrills of wild sweet pain! 
On life's autumnal blast. 
Like shrivelled leaves, youth s passion-flowers are cast 
Once loving thee, we love thee to the last! 
Behold thy new-decked shrine, 
And hear once more the voice that breathed " Forever 

th ine!" 

[ T h e c o m p a n y looked a l ittle flustered one 
m o r n i n g when I came in, s o much so, that I en-
quired of m y ne ighbor , the div ini ty-student , 
w h a t had been g o i n g on. It appears that the 
y o u n g fe l low w h o m they cal l John had taken 
a d v a n t a g e of m y b e i n g a l ittle late (I h a v i n g 
been rather longer than usual dressing that 
morning) to c irculate several quest ions involv-
i n g a q u i b b l e or p lay upon w o r d s , — i n short 
c o n t a i n i n g that indigni ty to the human under-
s tanding, c o n d e m n e d in the passages from 
the d is t inguished moralist of the last c e n t u r y 
and the i l lustrious historian of the present, which 
I cited on a former occas ion, and known as a 
Pun. A f t e r breakfast , one of the boarders 
handed me a small roll of paper conta in ing some 
o f the quest ions and their answers. I subjoin 
t w o or three of them, to show what a tendency 
there is to fr ivol i ty and meaningless talk in 
y o u n g persons of a certain sort, when not re-
strained by the presence of m o r e reflective 
natures. It w a s asked, « 'Why tertian and 
quartan fevers w e r e l ike certain short-l ived in-
sects " S o m e interest ing physiological relation 

would be natural ly s u g g e s t e d . T h e inquirer 
blushes to find that the answer is in the pal try 
equivocat ion, that they skip a d a y or two. 
" W h y an E n g l i s h m a n must g o to the continent to 
weaken his g r o g or p u n c h . " T h e answer proves 
to have-no relation w h a t e v e r to the temperance-
m o v e m e n t , as no better reason is g iven than 
that i s l a n d — ( o r as it is a b s u r d l y written, ileand) 
w a t e r won' t mix. B u t when I came to the next 
question and its answer, 1 felt that pat ience 
ceased^to be a virtue. " W h y an onion is l ike a 
p i a n o " is a query that a person of sensibil i ty 
would be s low to propose; but that in an edu-
cated c o m m u n i t y an individual could be f o u n d 
to a n s w e r it in these w o r d s , — ' - Because it smell 
o d i o u s , " quasi, it's m e l o d i o u s , — i s not credible , 
b u t not true. 1 can show you the paper. 

D e a r reader, I b e g y o u r pardon for repeat ing 
such things. I know most conversat ions re-
ported in b o o k s are a l together a b o v e such trivial 
details, but fol ly will c o m e up at e v e r y table as 
surely as purslain and chickweed and sorrel wi l l 
c o m e up in gardens . T h i s y o u n g fe l low o u g h t 
to have talked phi losophy, I k n o w perfect ly 
wel l ; but he d i d n ' t , — h e made jokes. 

I am w i l l i n g , — I s a i d , — t o exercise y o u r in-
g e n u i t y in a rational and contemplat ive manner. 
— N o , I d o not prescribe certain forms of philo-
sophical speculat ion which involve an a p p r o a c h 
to the absurd or ludicrous , such as y o u m a y 
find, for example , in the fo l io of the R e v e r e n d 
F a t h e r T h o m a s Sanchez , in his f a m o u s tractate , 
" D e S a n c t o M a t r i m o n i o . " I wi l l therefore turn 
this levity of y o u r s to profit by reading y o u a 



r h y m e d problem, w r o u g h t o u t b y my friend* 
the P r o f e s s o r . 

T H E D E A C O N ' S M A S T E R P I E C E . 

O R T H E W O N D E R F U L " O N E - H O S S - S H A Y , " 

A Logical Story. 

H a v e you heard of the wonderful one-hoss-shajt. 
T h a t was built in such a logical w a y 
It ran a hundred years to a day. 
And then, of a sudden, it—ah. hut stay, 
I'll tell you what happened without delay, 
Scaring the parson into fits, 
Frightening people out of their w i t s , — 
H a v e you ever heard of that, 1 say? 

Seventeen hundred and fifty-five. 
Ceorgius Secundus was then alive — 
Snuffy old drove from the German hive! 
That was the year when Lisbon-town 
Saw the earth open and g u l p her down. 
A n d Braddock's army was done so brown. 
Left without a scalp to its crown. 
It was on the terrible Earthquake day 
That the Deacon finished the one-horse-shay. 

Now in building of chaises. I tell you what, 
There is a lways somewhere a weakest spot ,— 
In hub. tire, felloe, in spring or thill. 
In panel or cross-bar. or floor or sill. 
In screw, bolt, thoroughbrace.—lurking still 
Find it somewhere you must and will, 
Above or below, or within or without. 
And that's the reason, beyond a doubt. 
A chaise breaks down, but doesn't wear out. 

But the Deacon swore (as Deacons do. 
With an " I dew r u m " or an ' I tel lyeou\" 
He would build one shay to beat the taown 
'N' the keounty V all the bentry raoun'; 
It should be so built that it couid'n break daown; 
" F u r , " said the Deacon, " Y s mighty plain 

That the weakes' place mu' stan' the strain; 
'N the way t' fix it, uz I maintain. 
Is only Jest 
To make that place uz strong uz the rest." 

So the Deacon inquired of the village folk 
Where he could find the strongest oak. 
That couldn't be split, nor bent, nor broke, 
That was for spokes and floors and sills; 
He sent for lancewood to make the thills; 
The crossbars were ash, from the straightest trees; 
The panels of white-wood, that cuts like cheese. 
But lasts like iron for things like these 
The hubs of logs from the "Settler 's e l lum," 
Last of its timber, they couldn't sell 'em 
Never an axe had seen their chips. 
And the wedges flew from between their lips, 
Their blunt ends frizzled like celery tips; 
Step and pop iron, bolt and screw. 
Spring. tire, axle, and linchpin too. 
Steel of the finest, bright and blue; 
Thoroughbrace bison-skin; thick and wide; 
Boot-top dasher, from tough old hide 
Found in the pit when the tanner died. 
That was the way he " p u t her through." 
"TJitre!" said the Deacon, "naow she'll d e w ? 

Do! I f i l l you, I rather guess 
She w a s a vronder and nothing less! 
Colts gttw hctses, beards turned gray, 
Deacon ai.d Deaconess dropped away. 
Children and grar-d-children—where were they? 
B u t there stood the stcut old one hoss shay 
As fresh as on Liseoc-Earthquake-day ! 

E I G H T E E N H U N D R E D ; — i t came and found 
The Deacon's Masterpiece .strong and sound. 
Eighteen hundred increased \ y ten:— 
" H a h n s u m kerridge" they caHed it then; 
Eighteen hundred and twenty c a m e ; — 
Running as usual; much the s a w . 
Thirty and Forty at last arrive 
And then came fifty, and F I F T Y - F i ^ £ . . 



Little of all we value here 
Wakes on the morn of its hundredth year 
Without both feeling and looking queer. 
In fact, there's nothing that keeps its youth, 
So far as I know, but a tree and truth. 
(This is a moral that runs at large; 
T a k e i t .—You're we lcome.—No extra charge.) 

F I R S T O F N O V E M B E R — t h e Earthquake day 
There are traces of age in the one-hoss-shay, 
A general flavor of mild delay. 
B u t nothing local, as one may say. 
There couldn't be ,—for the Deacon's art 
H a s made it so like in every part 
That there wasn't a chance for one to start. 
For the wheels were just as strong as the thills. 
A n d the floors were just as strong as the sills, 
A n d the panels just as strong as the floor, 
And the whippletree neither less nor more, 
A n d the back crossbar as strong as the fore, 
A n d spring and axle and hub encore. 
A n d yet, as a whole, it Is past a doubt 
In another hour it will be worn out! • 

First of November. 'Fifty-five! 
This morning the parson takes a drive. 
Now, small boys, get out of the w a y ! 
Here comes the wonderful one hoss shay, 
Drawn by a rat-tailed, ewe-necked bay. 
" H u d d u p ! " said the parson.—Off went they, 

The parson was working his Sunday's t e x t , — 
Had got to fifthly, and stopped perplexed 
At what t h e — M o s e s — w a s coming next. 
Al l at once the horse stood still. 
Close by the meet'n-house on the hill. 
First a shiver and then a thrill. 
Then something decidedly like a spi l l ,— 
And the parson was sitting upon a rock, 
A t half past-nine by the meet'n house c l o c k , — 
Just the hour of the earthquake-shock! 
— W h a t do you think the parson found. 

When he g o t up and stared around? 
The poor old chaise in a heap or mound, 
As if it had been to the mill and ground! 
You see of course, if you're not a dunce, 
How it went to pieces all at o n c e , — 
Al l at once, and nothing first,— 
Just as bubbles do when they burst. 

End of the wonderful one-hoss-shay. 
Logic is logic. That 's al l I say. 

I t h i n k t h e r e is o n e h a b i t , — I s a i d t o o u r c o m -
p a n y a d a y o r t w o a f t e r w a r d s , — w o r s e t h a n t h a t 
o f p u n n i n g . I t is t h e g r a d u a l s u b s t i t u t i o n o f 
c a n t o r flash t e r m s f o r w o r d s w h i c h t r u l y c h a r -
a c t e r i z e t h e i r o b j e c t s . I h a v e k n o w n s e v e r a l 
v e r y g e n t e e l i d i o t s w h o s e w h o l e v o c a b u l a r y h a d 
d e l i q u e s c e d i n t o s o m e h a l f d o z e n e x p r e s s i o n s . 
A l l t h i n g s f e l l i n t o o n e o f t w o g r e a t c a t e g o r i e s , 
—fast o r slow. M a n ' s c h i e f e n d w a s t o b e a 
brick. W h e n t h e g r e a t c a l a m i t i e s o f l i f e o v e r -
t o o k t h e i r f r i e n d s , t h e s e l a s t w e r e s p o k e n o f 
a s b e i n g a good deal cut up. N i n e - t e n t h s o f 
h u m a n e x i s t e n c e w e r e s u m m e d u p i n t h e s i n g l e 
w o r d , bore. T h e s e e x p r e s s i o n s c o m e t o b e t h e 
a l g e b r a i c s y m b o l s o f m i n d s w h i c h h a v e g r o w n 
t o o w e a k o r i n d o l e n t t o d i s c r i m i n a t e . T h e y a r e 
t h e b l a n k c h e c k s o f i n t e l l e c t u a l b a n k r u p t c y ; — 
y o u m a y fill t h e m u p w i t h w h a t i d e a y o u l i k e ; i t 
m a k e s n o d i f f e r e n c e , f o r t h e r e a r e n o f u n d s i n 
t h e t r e a s u r y u p o n w h i c h t h e y a r e d r a w n . C o l -
l e g e s a n d g o o d - f o r - n o t h i n g s m o k i n g - c l u b s a r e 
t h e p l a c e s w h e r e t h e s e c o n v e r s a t i o n a l f u n g i 
s p r i n g u p m o s t l u x u r i a n t l y . D o n ' t t h i n k I u n -
d e r v a l u e t h e p r o p e r u s e a n d a p p l i c a t i o n o f a 
c a n t w o r d o r p h r a s e . I t a d d s p i q u a n c y t o c o n -
v e r s a t i o n , a s a m u s h r o o m d o e s t o a s a u c e . B u t 



it is no better than a toadstool , odious to the 
sense and poisonous to the intellect, when it 
spawns itself al l o v e r the talk of men and y o u t h s 
capable of talking, as it somet imes does. A s w e 
hear flash p h r a s e o l o g y , it is c o m m o n l y the dish-
water from the w a s h i n g s of Engl ish d a n d y i s m , 
schoolboy or ful l g r o w n , w r u n g o u t of a three-
vo lume novel which had sopped it up, or de-
canted f rom the pictured urn of Mr. V e r d a n t 
Green, and di luted to suit the provincial c l i m a t e . 

T h e y o u n g fe l low cal led John spoke u p 
sharply and said it w a s " r u m " to hear m e 
"pitchin* into fe l lers" for " g o i n ' it in the s l a n g 
l ine," when I used all the flash words mysel f 
just when I pleased. 

I replied with m y usual f o r b e a r a n c e . — C e r -
tainly to g i v e u p the A l g e b r a i c S y m b o l , because 
a or b is often a cover for ideal nihility, would 
be unwise . I have heard a child labor ing to ex-
press a certain condit ion, involv ing a hitherto 
undescribed sensation, (as it supposed,) all of 
which could have been sufficiently explained b y 
the participle bored. I have seen a c o u n t r y 
c lergyman, with a one-story intellect and a one-
horse v o c a b u l a r y , w h o has consumed his valu-
able time (and mine) freely , in d e v e l o p i n g an 
Opinion of a brother-minister 's discourse w h i c h 
w o u l d have been a b u n d a n t l y character ized by a 
peach-down-l ipped sophomore in the one word 
—slow. L e t us discriminate, and be s h y of abso-
lute proscription. I am omniverous by nature 
and training. P a s s i n g b y such w o r d s as are 
poisonous, 1 can s w a l l o w most others, and c h e w 
such as I r a n n o t swal low. 

Dannie/ are not g o o d for much, b u t they are 

good f o r something. T h e y invent or k e e p in 
c irculat ion those conversat ional blank checks or 
counters jus t spoken of , which intel lectual cap-
italists may somet imes find it worth their while 
to borrow of them. T h e y are useful , too, in 
k e e p i n g up the standard of dress, which , but for 
them, would deteriorate, and become, w h a t 
some old fools would have it, a m a t t e r of con-
venience, and not of taste and art. Yes , I l ike 
d a n d i e s well e n o u g h , — o n one c o n d i t i o n . ' 

W h a t is that, S ir?—said the div ini ty-student 
T h a t they have p luck . I find that lies at the 

bottom of all t rue d a n d y i s m . A little boy 
dressed up very fine, w h o puts his finger in his 
mouth and takes to c r y i n g , if o ther b o y s make 
fun of him, looks very si l ly. B u t if he turns red 
in the face and k n o t t y in the fists, and makes an 
e x a m p l e of the b igges t of his assai lants, throw-
ing off his fine L e g h o r n and his th ick ly-buttoned 
jacket , if necessary, to c o n s u m m a t e the act of 
justice, his small t o g g e r y takes on the splendors 
of the crested helmet that f r ightened A s t y a n a x . 
Y o u remember that the D u k e said his d a n d y 
officers were his best officers. T h e " S u n -
d a y blood," the superb sartorial equestr ian 
oi o u r annual Fast -day , is not impos ing or 
dangerous . B u t such fellows as B r u m m e l and 
L) O r s a y and B y r o n are not to be snubbed 
quite so easi ly . L o o k out for " l a main de fer 
sous le gant de v e l o u r s " (which I printed in En-
glish the other d a y w i t h o u t quotat ion-marks, 
t h i n k i n g w h e t h e r any scaraboeus criticus would 
add this to his g l o b e and roll in g l o r y with it 
into the n e w s p a p e r s , — w h i c h he didn' t d o ; in the 
c h a r m i n g pleonasm of the L o n d o n l a n g u a g e , 



and therefore I c la im the sole merit of expos-
i n g the same.) A g o o d m a n y p o w e r f u l and 
d a n g e r o u s people have had a d e c i d e d dash of 
d a n d y i s m a b o u t them. T h e r e w a s Alc ib iades , 
the " c u r l e d son of C l i n i a s , " an accompl ished 
y o u n g man, but w h a t would be cal led a " s w e l l " 
in these d a y s . T h e r e w a s Aris tot le , a very dis-
t inguished writer , of w h o m you have h e a r d , — a 
philosopher, in short, w h o m it took centuries to 
learn, centur ies to unlearn, and is now g o i n g to 
take a generat ion or more to learn o v e r again . 
R e g u l a r d a n d y , he was. S o w a s Marcus An-
tonius; and t h o u g h he lost his g a m e , he p layed 
for b ig stakes, and it wasn't his d a n d y i s m that 
spoiled his chance . P e t r a r c a w a s not to be de-
spised as a scholar or a poet , but he w a s one of 
the same sort. S o was Sir H u m p h r e y D a v y ; so 
w a s L o r d P a l m e r s t o n , f o r m e r l y ; if I am not for-
g e t f u l . Y e s , — a d a n d y is g o o d for something as 
s u c h ; and dandies such as I w a s jus t s p e a k i n g 
of have rocked this planet l ike a c r a d l e , — a y e , 
and lef t it s w i n g i n g to this day. St i l l , if I were 
y o u , I w o u l d n ' t g o to the tailor 's on the s trength 
of these remarks, and run u p a l o n g bill which 
wi l l render pockets a superf lui ty in y o u r n e s t 
sui t . Elegans "nascitur, non fit." A man is born 
a d a n d y as he is born a poet. T h e r e are 
heads that can't wear hats; there are necks that 
can ' t fit cravats; there are j a w s that can't fill out 
c o l l a r s — ( W i l l i s touched this last point in one of 
his earlier a m b r o t y p e s , if I remember r ight ly) , 
there are toumures noth ing can h u m a n i z e , and 
movements noth ing can s u b d u e t o the g r a c i o u s 
suavi ty or e legant l a n g u o r or stately "serenity 
w h i c h b e l o n g to di f ferent s ty les of dandyism. 

W e are f o r m i n g an ar is tocracy, as y o u m a y 
observe , in this c o u n t r y , — n o t a gratia-Dei, nor a 
jVre-divino o n e , — b u t a de-facto upper stratum of 
be ing , w h i c h floats o v e r the turbid waves of 
c o m m o n life as the ir idescent film you may have 
seen spreading over the water a b o u t our wharves , 
— v e r y splendid, t h o u g h its origin m a y have 
been tar, tal low, train-oil , or other such unc-
tuous commodit ies , I say, then, w e are forming 
an ar is tocracy; and, t ransi tory as its individual 
l i fe often is, it maintains itself to lerably , as a 
whole . O f course , money is its corner-stone. 
B u t now observe this. M o n e y kept for t w o or 
three generat ions t ransforms a r a c e , — I don ' t 
mean merely in manners and hereditary cul ture , 
but in blood and bone. M o n e y buvs air and 
sunshine, in w h i c h chi ldren grovv up m o r e 
kindly, of course, than in close, back streets; it 
b u y s country-p laces to g i v e them h a p p y and 
heal thy summers , g o o d nursing, good doctor-
ing, and the best cuts of beef "and mutton, 
w h e n the s p r i n g chickens c o m e to m a r k e t — I 
b e g y o u r p a r d o n , — t h a t is not what I w a s g o i n g 
to speak of. A s the y o u n g females of each suc-
cessive season come on, the finest specimens 
a m o n g them, other things b e i n g equal , are a p t 
to a t tract those w h o c a n afford the expensive 
l u x u r y of b e a u t y . T h e physical character of 
the next generat ion rises in consequence . It is 
plain that certain famil ies have in this w a y ac-
quired an-e levated type of face and figure', and 
that in a small c ircle of c i ty-connect ions one 
m a y sometimes find models of b nil sexes w h i c h 1 

one of the rural count ies would find it hard to 
match f rom all its townships put together . Be-



c a u s e there is a g o o d deal of running d o w n , 
of d e g e n e r a t i o n and waste of l i fe, a m o n g tne 
r icher classes, y o u must not over look the e q u a l l y 
o b v i o u s fac t I have just s p o k e n o f , — w h i c h in 
one or t w o generat ions more wi l l be, I think, 
m u c h more patent than just now. 

T h e weak point in o u r chryso-ar istocracy is 
the same I have a l l u d e d to in connect ion w i t h 
c h e a p d a n d y i s m . Its t h o r o u g h manhood, i ts 
high-caste g a l l a n t r y , are not so manifest as the 
p late 5 glass of its w i n d o w s and the more or less 
l eg i t imate hera ldry of its coach-panels. It is 
very curious to observe of how small account mili-
tary fo lks are held a m o n g o u r Northern people. 
O u r y o u n g men must g i ld their spurs, b u t they 
need not win them. T h e e q u a l division of 
property keeps the y o u n g e r sons of rich people 
a b o v e the necessity of mi l i tary service. T h u s 
the a r m y loses an e lement of ref inement, and 
the m o n e y e d upper-class forgets what it is to 
c o u n t heroism a m o n g its virtues. Stil l I don't 
bel ieve in any ar is tocracy w i t h o u t p l u c k as its 
back-bone. O u r s m a y show it w h e n the t ime 
comes , if it ever does come. T h e s e U n i t e d States 
furnish the greatest m a r k e t for intellectual green 
fruit of al l the places in the wor ld . I think so, 
at any rate, T h e d e m a n d for intel lectual labor 
is so enormous and the market so far from nice, 
that y o u n g ta lent is a p t to fare l ike unripe 
g o o s e b e r r i e s , — g e t p lucked to m a k e a fool of. 
T h i n k of a c o u n t r y which b u y s e i g h t y thousand 
copies of the " P r o v e r b i a l P h i l o s o p h y , " whi le 
the author 's a d m i r i n g c o u n t r y m e n have been 
b u y i n g t w e l v e thousand! H o w can one let his 
f rui t h a n g in the sun unii l it g e t s f u l l y r ipe, 

whi le there are e i g h t y thousand such h u n g r y 
m o u t h s ready to s w a l l o w it and proc la im its 
praises? C o n s e q u e n t l y there never w a s such a 
col lect ion of c r u d e pippins and h a l f - g r o w n 
wind-fal ls as o u r nat ive l i terature displays 
a m o n g its f rui ts . T h e r e are l i terary green-gro-
ceries at e v e r y corner, which will b u y a n y t h i n g , 
f rom a button-pear to a pine-apple. It takes a 
l o n g apprent iceship to train a w h o l e people to 
r e a d i n g and wr i t ing . T h e temptat ion of money 
and fame is too g r e a t for y o u n g people. D o I 
not r e m e m b e r that g lor ious m o m e n t when the 
late Mr. . we w o n ' t say w h o , editor of 
the , w e w o n ' t say w h a t , offered m e the 
sum of fifty cents per double-co lumned q u a r t o 
p a g e for s h a k i n g m y y o u n g b o u g h s over his 
fool 's c a p apron? W a s it not an intox icat ing 
vision of g o l d and g l o r y ? I should doubt less have 
revel led in i ts weal th and splendor, but f c r learn-
i n g the fact that the fiftycents w a s to be consider-
ed a rhetorical embel l i shment and by no means a 
literal expression of past fact or present intention. 

B e w a r e of m a k i n g y o u r moral staple consist 
of the n e g a t i v e v ir tues . It is g o o d to abstain, 
and teach others to abstain, f rom all that is sin-
f u l or hurtful . B u t m a k i n g a business of it 
l eads to enunciat ion of character , unless one 
feeds l a r g e l y a lso on the more nutr i t ious diet of 
act ive s y m p a t h e t i c benevolence. 

I don ' t bel ieve one word of w h a t y o u are say-
i n g , — s p o k e u p the a n g u l a r f e m a l e in black 
b o m b a z i n e . 

I am sorry you disbel ieve it, M a d a m , — I said, 
and added sof t ly to m y next n e i g h b o r . — b u t y o u 
p r o v e it. 



T h e y o u n g fe l low s i t t ing near me w i n k e d ; and 
the d iv in i ty-s tudent said in an u n d e r t o n e , — 
Uptime dictum. 

Y o u r t a l k i n g L a t i n , — s a i d I , — r e m i n d s me of 
an odd trick of one of m y old tutors . H e read 
s o much of that l a n g u a g e , that his Engl i sh half 
turned into it. H e g o t c a u g h t in town, one hot 
s u m m e r ; in p r e t t y c lose quarters , and w r ot e , or 
b e g a n to write, a series of c ity pastorals . 
E c l o g u e s he cal led t h e m , and meant to have 
published them b y subscript ion. I r e m e m b e r 
s o m e of his verses, if y o u w a n t to hear t h e m . — 
y o u , sir, (address ing mysel f to the divinity-
student) and all such as have been t h r o u g h col-
lege, or , w h a t is the same thing, received an 
honorary d e g r e e , will u n d e r s t a n d them w i t h o u t 
a d i c t i o n a r y . T h e old man had a g r e a t deal to 
say a b o u t " a e s t i v a t i o n , " a s he cal led it , in oppo-
sition, as one m i g h t s a y , to hibernation. Intra-
mural aest ivat ion, or town-l i fe in summer, he 
would say , is a pecul iar form of suspended ex-
istence, or semi a s p h y x i a . O n e w a k e s up f rom 
it a b o u t the b e g i n n i n g of the last week in Sep-
t e m b e r . T h i s is w h a t I r e m e m b e r of his noems 

A E S T I V A T I O N . ' 
A n Unpublished Poem, by my late Latin Tutor. 

In candent ire the solar splendor flames: 
T h e foles. languescent. pend from arid rames; 
His humid front the cive, anheling. wipes. 
And dreams of erring on ventiiercus ripes. 

How dulce to vive occult to mortal eyes. 
Dorm of the herb with none to supervise. 
Carp che suave berries from she crescent-vine. 
And bibe tht flot\ from long-caudate kinel 

T o me, alas! no vendurous visions come, 
Save yon exiguous pool's conferva-scum,— 
No concave vast repeats the tender hue 
That laves my milk-jug with celestial blue! 

Me wretched! Let me curr to quercine shades! 
Effund your albid hausts, lactiferous maids! 
Oh, might I vole to some umbrageous c l u m p -
Depart ,—be of f ,—excede,—evade.—erump! 

\ have l ived b y the sea-shore and b y the moun-
t a i n s . — N o , I am not g o i n g to say w h i c h is best. 
T h e one where y o u r place is is the best for you. 
B u t this dif ference there is: y o u can domest icate 
mountains , but the sea is feroe naturoe. Y o u 
m a y have a hut , or k n o w the o w n e r of one, on 
the mountain-s ide; y o u see a l ight ha l f -way u p 
its ascent in the e v e n i n g , and y o u k n o w there is 
a h o m e , and y o u m i g h t share it. Y o u have 
noted certain trees, perhaps: y o u k n o w the par-
t icular zone w h e r e the hemlocks look so b lack in 
O c t o b e r , w h e n the maples and beeches have 
faded. A l l the rel iefs and intagl ios h a v e elec-
t r o t y p e d themselves in the medai l lons that h a n g 
round the wal ls of y o u r m e m o r y ' s c h a m b e r . — 
T h e sea remembers nothing. It is feline. It 
l icks y o u r f e e t , — i t s h u g e flanks purr very pleas-
ant ly f o r y o u ; but it wi l l crack y o u r bones and 
e a t y o u , for all that , and wipe the crisomed f o a m 
from its j a w s as if nothing had happened. T h e 
mountains g i v e their lost chi ldren berries and 
w a t e r ; the sea mocks their thirst and lets them 
die. T h e mountains have a grand, s tupid , lov-
a b l e t r a n q u i l i t y ; the sea has a fasc inat ing, 
t reacherous intel l igence. T h e mountains lie 
a b o u t l ike h u g e ruminants , their broad backs 
a w f u l to look upon, but safe to handle . T h e 
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Effund your albid hausts, lactiferous maids! 
Oh, might I vole to some umbrageous c l u m p -
Depart ,—be of f ,—excede,—evade.—erump! 

\ have l ived b y the sea-shore and b y the moun-
t a i n s . — N o , I am not g o i n g to say w h i c h is best. 
T h e one where y o u r place is is the best for you. 
B u t this dif ference there is: y o u can domest icate 
mountains , but the sea is feroe naturoe. Y o u 
m a y have a hut , or k n o w the o w n e r of one, on 
the mountain-s ide; y o u see a l ight ha l f -way u p 
its ascent in the e v e n i n g , and y o u k n o w there is 
a h o m e , and y o u m i g h t share it. Y o u have 
noted certain trees, perhaps: y o u k n o w the par-
t icular zone w h e r e the hemlocks look so b lack in 
O c t o b e r , w h e n the maples and beeches have 
faded. A l l the rel iefs and intagl ios h a v e elec-
t r o t y p e d themselves in the medai l lons that h a n g 
round the wal ls of y o u r m e m o r y ' s c h a m b e r . — 
T h e sea remembers nothing. It is feline. It 
l icks y o u r f e e t , — i t s h u g e flanks purr very pleas-
ant ly f o r y o u ; but it wi l l crack y o u r bones and 
e a t y o u , for all that , and wipe the crisomed f o a m 
from its j a w s as if nothing had happened. T h e 
mountains g i v e their lost chi ldren berries and 
w a t e r ; the sea mocks their thirst and lets them 
die. T h e mountains have a grand, s tupid , lov-
a b l e t r a n q u i l i t y ; the sea has a fasc inat ing, 
t reacherous intel l igence. T h e mountains lie 
a b o u t l ike h u g e ruminants , their broad backs 
a w f u l to look upon, but safe to handle . T h e 



sea smooths its si lver scales unt i l y o u cannot see 
their j o i n t s , — b u t their sh i n i ng is that of a 
snake 's bel ly , a f t e r a l l . — I n deeper suggest ive-
ness I find as g r e a t a dif ference. T h e moun-
tains d w a r f mankind and foreshorten the pro-
cession of its l o n g generat ions . T h e sea drowns 
out h u m a n i t y and t ime; it has n o s y m p a t h y w i t h 
either; for it b e l o n g s to e terni ty ; and of that it 
s ings its m o n o t o n o u s s o n g forever and e v e r . 

Y e t I should love to have a l ittle box by the 
seashore. I should love to g a z e o u t on the wi ld 
fe l ine e lement f rom a f ront w i n d o w of m y o w n , 
just as I should love to look on a c a g e d panther, 
and see it stretch its sh in i ng length, and then 
curl over and lap its smooth sides, and b y and 
by begin to lash itself into rage and show its 
white teeth and s p r i n g a t its bars, and howl the 
cry of i ts mad, but, to me, harmless f u r y . — A n d 
t h e n , — t o look a t i t with that i n w a r d e y e , — w h o 
does not love t o shuffle off t ime and its concerns, 
at i n t e r v a l s , — t o f o r g e t w h o is Pres ident and 
who is G o v e r n o r , w h a t race he be longs to, w h a t 
l a n g u a g e he speaks, w h i c h go lden-headed nail of 
the firmament his part icular p lanetary system is 
h u n g upon and listen to t h e g r e a t liquid' metro-
nome as it beats its solemn measure , s teadi ly 
s w i n g i n g w h e n the solo or d u e t of h u m a n life 
b e g a n , and to s w i n g j u s t as s teadi ly a f t e r the 
h u m a n chorus has d ied o u t and man is a fossil 
on its shores? 

W h a t should decide one, in c h o o s i n g a sum-
mer residence? Const i tut ion, first of all . H o w 
m u c h snow could y o u melt in an hour, if you 
were planted in a hogshead of it? C o m f o r t is 
essential to e n j o y m e n t . Al l sensitive people 

should r e m e m b e r t h a t persons in easy c ircum-
stances suffer much more f rom co ld in s u m m e r — 
t h a t is, the warm half of the y e a r — t h a n in win-
ter, or the other half. Y o u m u s t c u t y o u r cli-
mate to y o u r const i tut ion, as m u c h as y o u r 
c l o t h i n g to y o u r shape. A f t e r this, c o n s u l t y o u r 
taste and convenience. B u t if y o u w o u l d be 
h a p p y in Berkshire, y o u m u s t c a r r y mountains 
in y o u r brain; and if y o u w o u l d e n j o y Nahant , 
y o u must have an ocean in y o u r soul. N a t u r e 
p lays a t dominos with y o u ; y o u m u s t m a t c h her 
piece, o r she wi l l never g i v e it u p to y o u . 

T h e schoolmistress said, in ra ther a mischiev-
o u s w a y , that she w a s afraid some m i n d s or souls 
w o u l d be a l ittle c r o w d e d , if they t o o k in the 
R o c k y Mounta ins or the At lant ic . 

H a v e y o u ever read the l i t t le b o o k cal led 
:< T h e S t a r s and the Earth ? " — s a i d I . — H a v e y o u 
seen the Declarat ion of I n d e p e n d e n c e photo-
g r a p h e d in a sur face that a fly's f o o t w o u l d 
c o v e r ? T h e f o r m s o r condit ions of T i m e and 
Space , as K a n t wi l l tell y o u , are n o t h i n g in 
t h e m s e l v e s , — o n l y o u r w a y of l o o k i n g at things. 
Y o u a r e r ight , I th ink, however , in r e c o g n i z i n g 
the c a t e g o r y of S p a c e as b e i n g qui te as appl ica-
ble to minds as to the o u t e r wor ld . E v e r y man 
of reflection is v a g u e l y consc ious of an imper-
fect ly defined circle which is d r a w n a b o u t his in-
te l lect . H e has a perfect ly c lear sense that the 
f r a g m e n t s of his intel lectual c i rc le include the 
curves of m a n y other minds of w h i c h he is cog-
nizant. H e often recognizes these as mani fes t ly 
concentr ic with his o w n , b u t of less radius. O n 
the other hand, w.hen we find a port ion of an arc 
outs ide of our o w n , w e say it intersects ours, but 



are v e r y s low to confess or to see that it circum-
scribes it. E v e r y now and then a man's mind is 
stretched by a new idea or sensation, and nevei 
shrinks back to its f o r m e r dimensions. A f t e r 
l o o k i n g at the A l p s , I fe l t that m y mind had 
been stretched b e y o n d the l imits of i ts elasticity, 
and fitted so loosely on m y old ideas of space 
that I had to spread these to fit it. 

If I t h o u g h t I s h o u l d ever see the A l p s : — s a i d 
the schoolmistress . 

P e r h a p s y o u wil l , some time or o t h e r , — I said. 
It is not v e r y l i k e l y , — s h e a n s w e r e d . — I have 

had one or t w o opportuni t ies , b u t I had rather 
be a n y t h i n g than g o v e r n e s s in a rich f a m i l y . 

[ P r o u d , too, y o u l i tt le soft-voiced w o m a n ! 
W e l l , I can ' t say I l ike y o u any the worse for it. 
H o w l o n g wi l l S c h o o l - k e e p i n g take to ki l l y o u ? 
Is it possible the poor th ing w o r k s w i t h her 
neeule , too? I don ' t l ike those marks on the side 
of her forefinger. 

Tableau. C h a m o u n i . M o n t B lanc in fu l l 
v iew. F i g u r e s in the f o r e g r o u n d ; t w o of them 
s t a n d i n g apart ; one of them a g e n t l e m a n o f — 
o h — a h , — y e s ! the other a lady in a white cash-
m e r e , l e a n i n g on his s h o u l d e r . — T h e i n g e n u o u s 
reader will understand that this w a s an internal , 
pr ivate , personal , subject ive d i o r a m a , seen for 
one instant on the b a c k - g r o u n d of my o w n con-
sciousness and abol ished into b lack nonentity 
b y the first quest ion which recal led m e to actual 
l i fe, as suddenly as if one of those iron shop-
blinds (which I a l w a y s pass a t d u s k with a 
shiver, e x p e c t i n g to s tumble o v e r s o m e poor but 
honest shop-boy's head, just tal^en off by its sud-
den and unexpected descent , and l e f t outs ide 

upon the s idewalk) had c o m e d o w n " b y the 
r u n . " ] 

— S h o u l d y o u like to hear w h a t m o d e r a t e 
wishes life brings one to at last? I used to be 
very ambit ious , w a s t e f u l , e x t r a v a g a n t , and lux-
urious in all m y fancies. R e a d too much in the 
" A r a b i a n N i g h t s . " M u s t have the lamp, 
couldn ' t do w i t h o u t the ring. E x e r c i s e e v e r y 
m o r n i n g on the brazen horse, P l u m p down in-
to castles as ful l of l ittle mi lk-white princesses 
as a nest is of y o u n g sparrows. Al l love me 
dear ly a t once — C h a r m i n g idea of l ife, but too 
high-colored for the realitv. I have o u t g r o w n 
all this; m y tastes have b e c o m e e x c e e d i n g l y 
pr imit ive .—almost , perhaps, ascetic. W e carry 
happiness into o u r condit ion, but must not hope 
to find it there; I think y o u will be wi l l ing to 
hear some lines which e m b o d y the subdued and 
l imited desires of m y m a t u r i t y . 

C O N T E N T M E N T . 
" Man wants but little here below.' 

Little I ask ; my wants are few ; 
I only wish a hut of stone, 
(A very plain brown stone will do,) 
That I may call my own ;— 
And-close at hand is such a one, 
In yonder street that fronts the sun. 

Plain food is quite enough for me ; 
Three courses are as good as ten ; 
If Nature can subsist on three, 
Thank Heaven for three. Amen ! 
I always thought cold victuals n ice ,— 
My ckoice would be vanilla ice. 

I care not much for gold or land ; — 
Give me a mortgage here and there ,— 
Some good bank-stock,—some note on hand. 
Or trifling railroad share ;— 



I only ask that Fortune send 
A little more than I shall spend. 

Honors are silly toys, I know, 
A n d titles are but empty names; 
I would perhaps, be Plenipo, 
But only near St. James; 
I 'm very sure I should not care 

To'fil l our Gubernator's chair. 

Jewels are baubles; 'tis a sin 
T o care for such unfruitful things, 

O n e good-sized diamond in a pin, 
Some, not so large, in rings, 

A ruby, and a pearl, or so. 
Will do for me,—I laugh at show. 

M y dame should drefs in cheap attire; 
(Good, heavy silks are never dear;) 

I own perhaps I might desire . 
Some shawls of true cashmere, 

Some marrowy crapes of China si lk. 
L ike wrinkled skins on scalded milk. 

I would not have the horse I drive 
So fast that folks must stop and stare; 

A n easy gait,—two-forty five— 
Suits me, I do not care; 

Perhaps, for just a single spurt 
Some seconds less would do no hurt. 

Of pictures, I should like to own 
Titians and Raphaels three or four, 
I love so much their style and tone, 

One Turner, and no more 
( A landscape, foreground golden dirt; 
T h e sunshine painted with a squirt). 

Of books, but few. some fifty score 
For daily use, and bound to wear; 
T h e rest upon an upper floor; 

Some little luxury there 
Of red morocco's gilded gleam, 
And vellum rich as country cream. 

Busts, cameos, gems,—such things as these. 
Which others often show for pride, 
I value for their power to please, 

And selfish churls deride; 
One Stradivarius, I confess. 
Two Meerschaums. I would fain possess. 

Wealth's wasteful tricks I will not learn, 
Nor ape the glittering upstart fool; 
Shall not carved tables serve my turn? 

But all must be of buhl. 
Give grasping pomp its double share, 
I ask but one recumbent chair. 

Thus humble let me live and die. 
Nor long for Midas' golden touch; 

If Heaven more generous gifts deny, 
I shall not miss them much. 

Too grateful for the blessing lent 
Of simple tastes and mind content • 

M Y L A S T T A L K W I T H T H E S C H O O L -
M I S T R E S S . 

( A Parenthesis.) 
I c a n ' t s a y j u s t h o w m a n y w a l k s s h e a n d I h a d 

t a k e n t o g e t h e r b e f o r e t h i s o n e . I f o u n d t h e 
e f f e c t o f g o i n g o u t e v e r y m o r n i n g w a s d e c i d e d l y 
f a v o r a b l e o n h e r h e a l t h . T w o p l e a s i n g d i m p l e s , 
t h e p l a c e s f o r w h i c h w e r e j u s t m a r k e d w h e n s h e 
c a m e , p l a y e d , s h a d o w y , in h e r f r e s h e n i n g c h e e k s 
w h e n s h e s m i l e d a n d n o d d e d g o o d - m o r n i n g t o 
m e f r o m t h e s c h o o l h o u s e - s t e p s . 
. 1 a m a f r a i d I d i d t h e g r e a t e r p a r t o f t h e t a l k -
i n g . A t a n y r a t e , i f I s h o u l d t r y t o r e p o r t a l l 
t h a t I s a i d d u r i n g t h e first h a l f - d o z e n w a l k s w e 
t o o k t o g e t h e r , I f e a r t h a t I m i g h t r e c e i v e a 
g e n t l e h i n t f r o m m y f r i e n d s t h e p u b l i s h e r s , t h a t 
a s e p a r a t e v o l u m e , a t m y o w n r i s k a n d e x p e n s e , 
w o u l d b e t h e p r o p e r m e t h o d o f b r i n g i n g t h e m 
b e f o e t h e p u b l i c . 



I would have a w o m a n as true as D e a t h . A t 
the first real lie w h i c h w o r k s f rom the heart out-
w a r d , she should be tenderly ch loroformed into 
a better wor ld , where she c a n have an a n g e l for 
a governess , and feed on s trange fruits w h i c h 
will m a k e her all over again, even to her bones 
and m a r r o w . — W h e t h e r g i f t e d with the acc ident 
of beauty or not , she should have been moulded 
in the rose-red clay of L o v e , before the breath 
of life made a m o v i n g mortal of her. Love-ca-
pac i ty is a congenita l e n d o w m e n t ; and I th ink, 
a f t e r a whi le , one gets to know the warm-hued 
natures it b e l o n g s to f rom the pretty pipe-clay 
counter fe i t s of i t . — P r o u d she may be in the 
sense of respect ing herself ; but pride, in the 
sense of c o n t e m n i n g others, less g i f t e d than her-
self , deserves the t w o lowest c ircles of a v u l g a r 
w o m a n ' s I n f e r n o , w h e r e the punishments are 
S m a l l - P o x and B a n k r u p t c y . — S h e w h o nips off 
the end of a britt le c o u r t e s y , as one breaks the 
tip of an icicle, to bestow upon those w h o m she 
o u g h t cordial ly and kindly to recognize , pro-
claims the fac t that she comes not merely of low 
blood, b u t of bad b lood. Consciousness of un-
q u e s t i o n e d posit ion makes people g r a c i o u s in 
proper measure to a l l ; b u t if a w o m a n puts 
on airs with her real equals , she has something 
a b o u t herself or her f a m i l y she is ashamed of, 
o r o u g h t to be. Middle , and more than middle-
a g e d people , w h o k n o w family histories, gener-
al ly see t h r o u g h it. A n official of s t a ndi ng was 
r u d e to m e o n c e . O h , that is the maternal 
g r a n d f a t h e r , — s a i d a wise old fr iend to m e , — h e 
w a s a b o o r . — B e t t e r too f e w words , from the 
w o m a n we love, than too m a n y ; while she is 

s i lent, N a t u r e is w o r k i n g for her; while she 
ta lks , she is w o r k i n g for h e r s e l f . — L o v e is spar-
i n g l y soluble in the w o r d s of m e n ; therefore 
they speak much of it; but one s y l l a b l e of wo-
man's speech can dissolve more of i t than a 
man's heart can hold. 

— W h e t h e r I said a n y or all these things t© 
the schoolmistress or n o t , — w h e t h e r I stole them 
o u t of L o r d B a c o n , — w h e t h e r I cr ibbed them 
from B a l z a c , — w h e t h e r I d ipped them from 
the ocean of T u p p e r i a n w i s d o m , — o r w h e t h e r I 
have jus t found them in my head, laid there by 
that solemn fowl , E x p e r i e n c e , ( w h o a c c o r d i n g 
to my observat ion, cackles o f t e n e r than she 
drops real l ive e g g s . ) — I cannot say. Wise men 
have said more foolish t h i n g s , — a n d foolish 
men, I don't d o u b t have said as wise things. 
A n y h o w , the schoolmistress and I had pleasant 
walks and long talks, al l of which I d o not feel 
bound to report . 

— Y o u are a s tranger to me, M a ' a m : — I don't 
d o u b t y o u would l ike to k n o w all I said to the 
s c h o o l m i s t r e s s . — I shan't d o i t ; — I had rather 
g e t the publishers to return the m o n e y you have 
invested in this. Besides, I have forgot ten a 
g o o d deal of it. I shall tell only what I l ike of 
what I remember. 

M y idea w a s , in the first place, to search out 
the picturesque spots which the city af fords a 
s i g h t o f , to those w h o have eyes. I had a g o o d 
m a n y , and it was a pleasure to look at them in 
c o m p a n y with m y y o u n g fr iend. T h e r e were 
the shrubs and flowers in the Frankl in P l a c e 
f ront-yards or borders; c o m m e r c e is just p u t t i n g 
his grani te foot upon them. T h e n there are 



certa in smal l seragl io gardens, into which one 
can g e t a peep t h r o u g h the crevices Of h igh 
f e n c e s , — o n e in M y r t l e Street , or b a c k i n g on it, 
— h e r e and there one at the N o r t h and S o u t h 
Ends . T h e n the g r e a t elms in Essex Street , 
T h e n the s tate ly horse-chestnut in that vacant 
lot in C h a m b e r s Street , which hold their out 
spread hands o v e r y o u r head, (as I said in my 
poem the other d a y , ) and look as if they were 
whisper ing , " M y y grace , m e r c y , and peace be 
with y o u ! " — a n d the rest of that benedict ion 
N a y , there are certain patches of g r o u n d , which , 
h a v i n g lain neglected for a t ime, Nature , w h o 
a l w a y s has her pockets f u l l of seeds, and holes 
in all her pockets, h a s covered w i t h h u n g r y 
plebian g r o w t h s , w h i c h l ight f o r l ife with each 
other , until some of them g e t broad-leaved and 
succulent, and y o u have a coarse v e g e t a b l e ta-
tapestry w h i c h R a p h a e l would not have dis-
dained to spread o v e r the f o r e g r o u n d of his 
masterpiece . T h e Professor pretends that 
he f o u n d such a one in C h a r l e s Street , 
which, in its dare-devil i m p u d e n c e of rough-
and-tumble v e g e t a t i o n , b e a t the pret tv-behaved 
flower-beds of the P u b l i c G a r d e n as "ignomini-
ously as a g r o u p of y o u n g tat terdemal ions play-
ing pitch-and toss beats a row of Sunday-school 
boys with their teacher at their head. 

B u t then the Professor has one of his b u r r o w s 
in that reg ion, and puts e v e r y t h i n g in h i g h 
colors re lat ing to it. T h a t is "his way about 
e v e r y t h i n g . — I hold any man c h e a p , — h e s a i d , — 
of w h o m n o t h i n g s t r o n g e r can be uttered than 
that all his geese are s w a n s . — H o w is that, Pro-
fessor?—said I ; — I should have set y o u d o w n for 

one of that s o r t . — S i r , — s a i d h e , — I am p r o u d to 
say , that N a t u r e has so far enriched me, that I 
cannot o w n so much as a duck w i t h o u t s e e i n g in 
it as pret ty a swan as ever s w a m the basin in the 
g a r d e n of the L u x e m b o u r g . A n d the Professor 
s h o w e d the w h i t e s of his e y e s d e v o u t l y , l ike one 
r e t u r n i n g thanks a f t e r a dinner of m a n y courses. 

I don ' t k n o w a n y t h i n g sweeter than this leak-
i n g in of N a t u r e t h r o u g h all the cracks in the 
wal ls and floors of c i t ies . Y o u heap u p a mil-
lion tons of hewn rocks on a s q u a r e mile or t w o 
of earth w h i c h w a s green once. T h e trees 
look d o w n from the hill-sides and ask each 
o t h e r , as t h e y stand on t i p t o e , — " W h a t are 
these people about?" A n d the small herbs at 
their feet look u p a n d whisper b a c k , — " W e wil l 
g o and s e e . " So the smal l herbs pack themselves 
u p in the least possible b u n d l e s , and wait unti l 
the wind steals to them at n i g h t and w h i s p e r s , — 
' C o m e with m e . " T h e n t h e y g o soft ly within 
into the g r e a t c i t y , — o n e to a c l e f t in the pave-
ment, one to a spout on the roof , one to a seam 
in ¿ h e m a r b l e s o v e r a rich g e n t l e m a n ' s bones , 
and one to the g r a v e w i t h o u t a stone where 
noth ing but a man is b u r i e d , — a n d there .they 
g r o w , l o o k i n g d o w n on the g e n e r a t i o n s of men 
from m o u l d y roofs, l o o k i n g u p f rom between 
the less-trodden pavements , l o o k i n g ,ut t h r o u g h 
iron cemetery-rai l ings. Listen to them, w h e n 
there is o n l y a l ight breath st irr ing, and y o u 
will hear them s a y i n g to each o t h e r , — " W a i t 
a w h i l e ! " T h e w o r d s run a l o n g the te legraph 
of the narrow green l ines that b o r d e r the r o a d s 
leading f rom the city , until they reach the s lope 
of the hills, and the trees repeat in l o w m u r m u r s 



t o each o t h e r , — " W a i t a w h i l e ! " By-and-by the 
flow of life in the streets ebbs , and the old leafy 
i n h a b i t a n t s — t h e smaller tr ibes a l w a y s in f ront 
— s a u n t e r in, one b y one, v e r y careless seem-
i n g l y , but very tenacious, unti l they s w a r m so 
that the g r e a t stones g a p e f rom each other with 
the c r o w d i n g of their roots, and the f e l d s p ar be-
g ins t o be p icked out of the g r a n i t e to find 
them food. A t last the trees take up their 
l ine of march, and never rest unt i l they have en-
c a m p e d in the market-place. W a i t l o n g e n o u g h 
and y o u will find an old d o t i n g o a k h u g g i n g a 
h u g e worn block in its y e l l o w u n d e r g r o u n d 
a r m s ; that w a s the corner-stone of the S t a t e 
House . O h , so patient she is, this imperturbable 
N a t u r e ! 

— L e t us c r y ! — 
B u t all this has n o t h i n g t o d o w i t h m y w a l k s 

and ta lks w i t h the schoolmistress . I did not 
say t h a t I w o u l d not te l l y o u s o m e t h i n g a b o u t 
them. L e t me alone, and I shall talk to y o u 
m o r e than I o u g h t to, p r o b a b l y . W e never tell 
o u r secrets t o people that p u m p for them. 

B o o k s w e talked a b o u t , and educat ion. ' I t 
w a s her d u t y to k n o w s o m e t h i n g of these, and 
of course she d id . P e r h a p s I w a s s o m e w h a t 
more learned than she, b u t I f o u n d that the 
difference b e t w e e n her r e a d i n g and mine w a s 
l ike t h a t of a man's a n d a w o m a n ' s d u s t i n g a 
l ibrary . T h e man flaps a b o u t with a bunch of 
feathers ; the w o m a n g o e s to w o r k sof t ly , w i l h 
a c loth. S h e does not raise half the dust, nor 
fill her o w n eyes and m o u t h with i t , — b u t she 
g o e s into all the corners and a t t e n d s to the 
leaves as much as the c o v e r s . — B o o k s are the 

negative p ic tures of t h o u g h t , and the m o r e sen-
sit ive the mind that receives their images, the 
m o r e nice ly the finest l ines are reproduced. A 
w o m a n (of the r ight k ind, ) r e a d i n g a f t e r a 
m a n , fo l lows him as R u t h fo l lowed the reapers 
of B o a z , and her g l e a n i n g s are o f t e n the finest 
of the w h e a t . 

B u t it w a s in t a l k i n g of l ife that w e c a m e 
m o s t near ly t o g e t h e r . I t h o u g h t I k n e w some-
t h i n g a b o u t t h a t , — t h a t I could speak or w r i t e 
a b o u t it s o m e w h a t to the purpose. 

T o t a k e u p this fluid earthly b e i n g of o u r s as 
a s p o n g e s u c k s u p w a t e r , — t o be steeped and 
soaked in its realit ies a s a hide fills its pores 
l y i n g seven y e a r s in a t a n - p i t , — t o h a v e win-
nowed e v e r y w a v e of i t as a mi l l -wheel w o r k s 
u p the s tream that runs t h r o u g h the flume u p o n 
upon its float-boards,—to have cur led u p in the 
keenest spasms and flattened o u t in the laxest 
languors of this breathing-s ickness w h i c h k e e p s 
certain parcels of matter u n e a s y for three or four-
score y e a r s , — t o have f o u g h t all the devi ls a n d 
c lasped a l l the a n g e l s of its d e l i r i u m , — a n d then, 
jus t a t the point when the white-hot passions 
have cooled d o w n to cherry-red, p l u n g e o u r 
exper ience into the ice-cold s tream of s o m e 
hum-in l a n g u a g e o r other, one m i g h t t h i n k 
w o u l d end in a r h a p s o d y w i t h s o m e t h i n g of 
spr ing and temper in it. A l l this I t h o u g h t m v 
p o w e r and province. 

T h e schoolmistress had tried life, too. O n c e 
in a while one meets w i t h a s ingle soul g r e a t e r 
than all the h v i n g p a g e a n t that passes b e f o r e i u 
A s the pale as t romoner sits in his s t u d y , w i t h 
sunken eyes and thin fingers, and weighs U r a n u s 



or N e p t u n e as in a ba lance , so there are m e e k , 
s l ight women w h o have w e i g h e d all this planet-
ary life can offer, and hold it l ike a b a u b l e in 
the palm of their s lender hands. T h i s w a s one 
of them. F o r t u n e had lefc her. sorrow had bap-
tized her; the rout ine of labor and the loneli-
ness of a l m o s t f r iendless c i ty- l i le were b e f o r e 
her. Yet , as I looked upon her t r a n q u i l face , 
g r a d u a l l y rega in ing a cheer fu lness that w a s 
of ten spr ight ly , as she became interested in t h e 
var ious matters we ta lked a b o u t and places w e 
visited, I saw that e y e and lip and every s h i f t i n g 
l ineament were made for l o v e , — u n c o n s c i o u s of 
their sweet office as yet , and m e e t i n g the co ld 
aspect of D u t y with the natural g r a c e s w h i c h 
were meant for the reward of n o t h i n g less than 
the G r e a t Passion. 

I never spoke one word of love to the school-
mistress in the course of these pleasant walks . 
It seemed to me that w e ta lked of e v e r y t h i n g 
b u t love on that part icular m o r n i n g . T h e r e 
w a s , perhaps, a l i t t le more t imidi ty and hesi-
tancy on my part than I have c o m m o n l y shown 
a m o n g o u r people a t the boarding-house. In 
fact , I considered myself the master at the 
breakfast- table ; b u t , s o m e h o w , I could not 
c o m m a n d myself j u s t then so wel l as usual. 
T h e truth is, I had secured a p a s s a g e to L i v e r -
pool in the s teamer w h i c h was to leave a t noon, 
— w i t h the condit ion, h o w e v e r , of be ing released 
in case c i rcumstances occurred to detain me. 
T h e schoolmistress k n e w nothing about all this , 
of course , as y e t . 

I t was on the C o m m o n that we were w a l k i n g . 
T h e mall, or b o u l e v a r d of o u r c o m m o n , y o u 

k n o w , has var ious branches leading fro«« it in 
di f ferent directions. O n e of these runs d o w n -
w a r d f rom opposite Joy Street s o u t h w a r d across 
the whole length of "the C o m m o n to B o y l s t o n 
Street . W e cal led it the l o n g path, and were 
fond of it. 

I fe lt very w e a k indeed ( though of a toler-
a b l y robust habit) as w e c a m e opposi te the head 
of this patch on that m o r n i n g . I think I tried 
to speak twice w i t h o u t m a k i n g mysel f dist inct ly 
a u d i b l e . A t last I g o t out the q u e s t i o n , — W i l l 
y o u take the l o n g path w i t h me. C e r t a i n l y , — 
said the s c h o o l m i s t r e s s , — w i t h m u c h pleasure. 
T h i n k , I said, before y o u a n s w e r ; if y o u take the 
l o n g path with me now, I shall interpret i t that 
we are to part n o more! T h e schoolmistress 
s tepped back w i t h a sudden m o v e m e n t , as if an 
a r r o w had struck her. 

O n e of the l o n g g r a n i t e b l o c k s used as seats 
w a s hard b y , — t h e one y o u m a y still see close 
by the G i n g k o tree. P r a y sit d o w n , I said. 
N o , no, she a n s w e r e d , s o f t l y , I will w a l k the 
lung path w i t h y o u . 

T h e old g e n t l e m a n w h o sits opposi te m e t us 
w a l k i n g , a r m in arm, a b o u t the m i d d l e of the 
l o n g path, and said very c h a r m i n g l v : " G o o d 
morning, m y d e a r s ! " 

[I did not think it probable that 1 should 
have a g r e a t m a n y m o r e ta lks w i t h o u t c o m p a n y , 
and therefore I w a s a n x i o u s to g e t as much as I 
c o u l d into e v e r y conversat ion. T h a t is the rea-
son w h y y o u will find some odd, miscel laneous 
facts here, which I wished to tell at least o n c e , 
as I should not have a chance to tell them habit-
u a l l y , at o u r b r e a k f a s t - t a b l e . — W e ' r e v e r y f ree 



and easy, y o u k n o w ; we don ' t read w h a t w e 
don ' t l ike. O u r parish is so l a r g e , one can ' t 
pretend to preach to all the p e w s at once. Be-
sides, one can ' t be all the t ime t r y i n g to d o the 
best of one 's best ; if a c o m p a n y w o r k s a steam 
fire-engine, the firemen needn't try b y s tra ining 
themselves all d a y to squir t o v e r the f lagstaff . 
L e t them w a s h some of those l o w e r - s t o r y win-
d o w s a l i tt le. Bes ides , there is n o use in o u r 
q u a r r e l i n g now, as y o u wi l l find out when y o u 
g e t t h r o u g h this p a p e r . ] 

— T r a v e l , a c c o r d i n g to m y experience, does 
n o t e x a c t l y correspond to the idea one g e t s of i t 
o u t of most b o o k s of travels . I am th inking of 
travel as i t w a s w h e n I made the Gr a nd T o u r , 
especial ly in I ta ly . M e m o r y is a net: one finds 
it ful l of fish w h e n he takes it f rom the b r o o k ; but 
a dozen miles of w a t e r have run through it with-
o u t s t ick ing. I can p r o v e some facts a b o u t travel ' 
l ing b y a story or two. T h e r e are certain principles 
t o be a s s u m e d , — s u c h as t h e s e : — H e w h o is car-
ried b y horses m u s t d e a l with r o g u e s . — T o - d a y ' s 
d inner subtends a larger visual a n g l e than yes-
t e r d a y ' s revolut ion, A m o t e in my e y e is b i g g e r 
to me than the b i g g e s t of Dr . G o u l d ' s pr ivate 
planets. E v e r y travel ler is a se l f - taught entom-
ologis t . O l d jokes are d y n a m o m e t e r s of mental 
tension; an old j o k e tells better a m o n g f r iends 
travel l ing than a t home, w h i c h s h o w s t h a t their 
m i n d s are in a state of d iminished, rather than 
increased vital i ty . T h e r e w a s a s tory a b o u t 
" s t r a h p s to y o u r p a h n t s , " which w a s vast ly 
f u n n y to u s f e l l o w s — o n the road f rom Milan t o 
Venice. Coelum, non animum, travel lers c h a n g e 
their guineas, but not their characters . T h e 

b o r t is the same, e a t i n g dates under the cedars 
of L e b a n o n , as o v e r a p late of baked beans in 
B e a c o n street. Part ies of travellers have a mor-
bid instinct f o r " establ ishing raws " upon each 
other . A man shall sit d o w n w i t h his fr iend at 
the foot of the G r e a t P y r a m i d and they will take 
u p the quest ion they had been t a l k i n g a b o u t 
u n d e r " the g r e a t e l m , " and f o r g e t a l l a b o u t 
E g y p t . W h e n I w a s cross ing the Po, we were 
all fighting a b o u t the propriety of one fe l low's 
te l l ing another that his a r g u m e n t was absurd; 
one mainta in ing it to be a per fect ly admissible 
logical term, as proved b y the phrase, " reduct io 
ad a b s u r d u m ; " the rest b a d g e r i n g him as a con-
versat ional bul ly . M i g h t y l ittle we troubled 
ourselves for Padus, the P o ; "a r iver broader 
and more rapid than the R h o n e , " a n d the times 
when H a n n i b a l led his g r i m A f r i c a n s to its 
banks, and his e lephants thrust their trunks 
into the y e l l o w waters over w h i c h that pendu-
lum ferry boat w a s s w i n g i n g back and f o r w a r d 
e v e r y ten minutes ! 

H e r e are some of those reminiscences , with 
morals pref ixed, or a n n e x e d , or implied. 

L i v e l y emot ions very c o m m o n l y do not s tr ike 
us fu l l in front , but obl iquely from the s ide; a 
scene or incident in undress o f ten af fects more 
than one in f u l l costume. 

" I s this the mighty ocean? is this all?" 

savs the Princess in Gebir . T h e rush t h a t 
should have floooded m y soul in the C o l o s e u m 
did not come. Bnt w a l k i n g one d a y in the fields 
about the city I s t u m b l e d o v e r a f r a g m e n t of 
broken masonry , and lo! the World ' s Mistress in 



her stone g irdle—alta moenia Ronwe—rose before 
us and w h i t e n e d m y cheek with her pale s h a d o w 
as never before or since. 

I used very often, when c o m i n g h o m e f rom m y 
morning ' s w o r k at one of the publ ic institutions 
of Paris , to s top a t the dear old church of St. 
Et ienne du Mont. . T h e t o m b of St . Geneviev«, 
s u r r o u n d e d by b u r n i n g candles and vot ive tab-
lets was there; the m u r a l tablet of J a c o b u s 
B e n i g n u s W i n s l o w w a s there ; there w a s a no-
ble o r g a n with carved figures; the pulp i t w a s 
borne on the o a k e n shoulders of a s t o o p i n g 
S a m s o n ; and there w a s a m a r v e l o u s staircase 
like a coi l of lace. T h e s e things I mention from 
memory , but not all of them together impressed 
me so much as an inscription on a small s lab of 
marble fixed in one of the walls. It told how 
this church of St . Stephen w a s repaired and 
beautif ied in the y e a r 16**, and how, d u r i n g the 
celebration of its reopening, t w o . gir ls of the 
parish (filles de la paroisse) fell f rom the g a l l e r y , 
c a r r y i n g a part of the balustrade w i t h t h e m , to 
the pavement , but by a miracle escaped unin-
jured. T w o y o u n g g ir ls , nameless, b u t real 
presences to m y imagination, as much as w h e n 
they came fluttering down on the tiles with a e r y 
that outscreamed the sharpest treble in the T e -
D e u m ! ( L o o k a t Car ly le ' s art ic le on Boswel l , 
and see how he speaks of the poor y o u n g woman 
Johnson talked with in the streets one e v e n i n g . ) 
Al l the c r o w d gone but these t w o " filles d e la 
p a r o i s s e , " — g o n e as utter ly as the dresses they 
wore, as the shoes that were on their feet , as 
the bread and meat that were in the market on 
t h a t d a y . 

N o t the great historical events, b u t the per-
sonal incidents that cal l up single snarp pic-
tures of some h u m a n b e i n g in its p a n g or strug-
g le , reach us most nearly. I r e m e m b e r the 
p lat form at Berne, o v e r the parapet of which 
T h e o b a l d Weinzapf l i ' s rest ive horse s p r u n g with 
him and landed him m o r e than a hundred feet 
beneath in the lower t o w n , not dead, but sorely 
broken, and no l o n g e r a wild y o u t h , but G o d ' s 
servant f rom that d a y f o r w a r d . I have forgot-
ten the f a m o u s bears, and all else. I remember 
the P e r c y lion on the b r i d g e o v e r the l ittle river 
at A l n w i c k , — t h e leaden lion w i t h his tail 
stretched out straight l ike a p u m p - h a n d l e , — a n d 
w h y ? Because ©f the story of the v i l l a g e boy 
w h o must fain bestr ide the leaden tail, s tanding 
out o v e r the w a t e r , — w h i c h breaking , he 
dropped into the s tream far be low, and was 
taken out an idiot for the rest of his l i fe . 

Arrow-heads must be b r o u g h t to a sharp point, 
and the gui l lot ine-axe m u s t have a s lant ing e d g e . 
S o m e t h i n g intensely h u m a n , narrow, and defi-
nite pierces to the seat of o u r sensibil it ies more 
readily than h u g e occurrences and catastrophes. 
A nad will pick a lock that def ies hatchet and 
hammer. " T h e R o y a l G e o r g e " w e n t d o w n with all 
her crew, and C o w p e r wrote an exquis i te ly sim-
ple poem a b o u t it; but the leaf that holds it is 
smooth while that which bears the lines on his 
mother 's portrait is blistered with tears. 

M y te l l ing these recol lect ions sets me thinking 
of others of the same kind that strike the imag-
ination, especial ly when one is still v o u n g . Y o u 
r e m e m b e r the m o n u m e n t in D e v i z e s market to 
the w o m a n struck dead with a iie in her mouth. 



I never s a w that , but. it is in the books . H e r e is 
one I never heard m e n t i o n e d ; — i f any of the 
" N o t e and Q u e r y " tribe c a n tell the s tory , I hope 
they wil l . W h e r e is this monument? I w a s rid-
ing on an Engl i sh s tage-coach when we passed 
a handsome marble co lumn (as I r e m e m b e r it) 
of considerable size and pretensions. W h a t is 
that?—I said. T h a t , — a n s w e r e d the c o a c h m a n , — 
is the hangman's pillar. T h e n he told m e how a 
man went out one n ight , m a n y years a g o , to steal 
sheep. H e c a u g h t one, tied its l e g s together , 
passed the rope o v e r his head, and started for 
h o m e . In c l i m b i n g a fence , the rope s l ipped, 
c a u g h t him by the n e c k , and s trangled him. 
N e x t m o r n i n g he w a s f o u n d h a n g i n g dead on 
the one side of the fence and the sheep on the 
o t h e r ; in m e m o r y whereof the lord of the manor 
caused this m o n u m e n t to be erected as a warn-
ing to all w h o love m u t t o n better than v ir tue . 1 
will send a c o p y of this record t o h i m o r her w h o 
shall first set m e r ight a b o u t this c o l u m n and its 
local i ty . 

A n d t e l l i n g over these old stories reminds me 
that I have s o m e t h i n g that m a y interest archi-
tects and perhaps some other persons. I once 
ascended the spire of S t r a s b u r g C a t h e d r a l , w h i c h 
is the highest , I think, in Europe . It is a shaft 
of stone filigree-work, f r i g h t f u l l y open, so that 
the g u i d e p u t s his a r m s behind y o u to keep 
you from fa l l ing . T o c l imb it is a n o o n d a y 
nightmare , and to think of h a v i n g c l imbed it 
cr isps all the fifty-six joints of one's t w e n t y 
d ig i ts . W h i l e I w a s on it, " p i n n a c l e d dim ir. 
the intense i n a n e , " a s t r o n g w i n d was b l o w i n g , 
a n d I felt sure that the spire w a s rocking . It 

s w a y e d back and forward like a stalk of r y e or 
a cat-o'nine-tails (bulrush) with a bobol ink on 
it. I mentioned it to the g u i d e and he said that 
the spire did real ly s w i n g back and f o r w a r d , — 
I think he said some feet. 

K e e p any line of k n o w l e d g e ten years and 
s o m e o t h e r l ine wi l l intersect it. L o n g a f t e r -
wards , I w a s h u n t i n g out a paper of D u m e r i l ' s 
in an old j o u r n a l . — t h e " M a g a z i n E n c y c l o p é -
d i q u e " for l'an troisiene, (1795), when I s t u m b l e d 
upon a brief art ic le on the vibrat ions of the 
spire of S t r a s b u r g C a t h e d r a l . A man can 
shake it so that the m o v e m e n t shall be shown in 
a vessel of w a t e r near ly seventy feet below the 
s u m m i t , and h i g h e r up the v ibrat ion is like that 
of an earthquake. I have seen one of those 
wretched w o o d e n spires with which we very 
shabbi ly finish some of o u r stone churches 
( th inking that the l idless blue e y e of heaven 
cannot tell the counter fe i t w e try to pass on it) 
s w i n g i n g like a reed, in a wind, b u t one would 
hardly think of such a thing 's happening in a 
stone spire. Does the B u n k e r - H i l l m o n u m e n t 
bend in the blast l ike a blade of grass? I sup-
pose so. 

Y o u see, of course , that I am t a l k i n g in a 
c h e a p w a y ; — p e r h a p s w e wi l l have some phi-
losophy by and b y ; — l e t me w o r k out this thin 
mechanical v e i n . — I h a v e s o m e t h i n g more to 
say a b o u t trees. I h a v e b r o u g h t d o w n this 
slice of hemlock to show y o u . T r e e blew d o w n 
in my w o o d s (that were) in 1852. T w e l v e feet 
and a half round, fair g i r t h ; — n i n e feet , where I 
g o t m y section, h igher up. T h i s is a w e d g e , 
g o i n g to the centre, of the g e n e r a l shape of 



a slice of apple-pie in a l a r g e and not opulent 
f a m i l y . L e n g t h , a b o u t e ighteen inches. I have 
studied the g r o w t h of this tree by its r ings, and 
it is curious. T h r e e h u n d r e d a n d f o r t y - t w o 
rings. S tar ted , therefore , a b o u t 1510. T h e 
thickness of the r ings tel ls the rate at w h i c h it 
g r e w . F o r five or s ix years the rate was slow,—-
then rapid for t w e n t y years . A l i t t le before the 
y e a r 1550 it b e g a n to g r o w very s lowly , and so 
continued f o r a b o u t seventy years . In 1620 it 
took a new start and g r e w fast until 1714; then 
for the most part s l o w l y unti l 1786, when it 
started a g a i n and g r e w pret ty wel l and uni-
f o r m l y until within the last dozen years , when it 
seems to have g o t on s l u g g i s h l y . 

L o o k here. H e r e are some human lives laid 
d o w n a g a i n s t the periods of its g r o w t h , to w h i c h 
they corresponded. T h i s is S h a k e s p e a r e ' s . T h e 
tree was seven inches in d i a m e t e r when he w a s 
b o r n ; ten inches when he died. A little less 
than ten inches w h e n Milton was born ; seven-
teen w h e n he died. T h e n comes a long interval , 
and this thread marks out Johnson's life, d u r i n g 
which the t ree increased f r o m t w e n t y - t w o to 
twenty-nine inches in diameter . H e r e is the 
span of Napoleon 's c a r e e r : — t h e tree doesn't 
seem to have minded i t . 

I never s a w the man yet w h o w a s not start led 
at look ing on this section. I have seen m a n y 
w o o d e n p r e a c h e r s , — n e v e r one l ike this. H o w 
m u c h m o r e s t r i k i n g would be the ca lendar 
counted on the r ings of one of those a w f u l trees 
which were s t a n d i n g when C h r i s t w a s on earth, 
and where that brief mortal life is chronicled 
with the stolid a p a t h y of vegetable be ing , which 

remembers all h u m a n history as a t h i n g of yes-
terday in its o w n dateless existence ! 

I have s o m e t h i n g more to say a b o u t e lms. A 
relat ive tells m e there is o ne of g r e a t g l o r y in 
A n d o v e r , near B r a d f o r d . I have some recollec-
t ions of the f o r m e r place, pleasant and otherwise . 
[I w o n d e r if the old S e m i n a r y c lock strikes as 
s l o w l y as it used to. M y room-mate thought , 
when he first c a m e , it w a s the bell to l l ing 
deaths, and people 's ages , as they d o in the 
c o u n t r y . H e s w o r e — ( m i n i s t e r ' s sons g e t so 
famil iar with g o o d words that they are apt to 
handle them c a r e l e s s l y ) — t h a t the chi ldren were 
d y i n g by the dozen, of all ages , from one to 
t w e l v e , and ran off next d a y in recess, when it 
began to strike eleven, but w a s c a u g h t before 
it g o t t h r o u g h str iking.] A t the foot of " t h e 
h i l l , " d o w n in t o w n , is, or was, a t idy old elm 
which was said to have been hooped w i t h iron 
to protect it from Indian t o m a h a w k s , (Credat 
Hahntmannus,) and to have g r o w n round its 
h o o p s and buried them in its wood. O f course 
this is not the tree my relat ive means. 

A l s o I have a very pret ty letter f rom Nor-
w i c h , C o n n e c t i c u t , te l l ing me of t w o noble elms 
which are to be seen in that town. O n e hun-
dred and twenty-seven feet f rom bough-end to 
bough-end ! W h a t d o you say to that ? And 
gent le ladies beneath it, that love it and cele-
brate its praises ! A n d that in a t o w n of such 
supreme, audac ious , A l p i n e loveliness as Nor-
wich . '—Only the d e a r people there must learn 
to cal l it N o r r i d g e , and not be misled bv the 
-nere acc ident of spel l ing. 



Norwich, 
P o r t s m o u t h . 
C i n c i n n a t i . 

W h a t a sad p i c t u r e of o u r c iv i l i za t ion . 
I d i d n o t speak t o y o u of the g r e a t tree on 

•what used to be the C o l e m a n farm, in D e e r f i e l d , 
s i m p l y b e c a u s e I had not seen it for m a n y y e a r s , 
and did n o t l ike to trust m y recol lect ion. B u t I 
had it in m e m o r y , and even noted d o w n , as one 
of t h e finest t rees in s y m m e t r y and b e a u t y I had 
e v e r seen. I h a v e rece ived a d o c u m e n t , s igned 
b y t w o c i t i z e n s of a n e i g h b o r i n g t o w n , cert i f ied 
b y the p o s t - m a s t e r a n d a s e l e c t m a n ; and these 
a g a i n c o r r o b o r a t e d , re inforced, and s w o r n to b y 
a m e m b e r of t h e e x t r a o r d i n a r y col lege-c lass t o 
w h i c h it is the f o r t u n e of m y f r iend the P r o -
fessor to b e l o n g , w h o , t h o u g h he has formerly 
been a m e m b e r of C o n g r e s s , is, I be l ieve , f u l l y 
w o r t h y of c o n f i d e n c e . T h e tree " g i r t s " e igh-
teen and a half feet , and s p r e a d s o v e r a h u n d r e d , 
and is a real b e a u t y . I h o p e t o m e e t m y fr iend 
u n d e r its b r a n c h e s y e t ; if w e d o n ' t h a v e " y o u t h 
at th • p r o w , " w e will h a v e " p leasure at the ' e l m . " 

A n d jus t n o w , a g a i n , I h a v e g o t a l e t ter a b o u t 
some g r a n d w i l l o w s in M a i n e , a n d a n o t h e r a b o u t 
an e l m in W a y l a n d , b u t too late f o r a n y t h i n g 
b u t t h a n k s . 

[ A n d this l e a d s me t o s a y , t h a t I h a v e re-
c e i v e d a g r e a t m a n y c o m m u n i c a t i o n s , in prose 
a n d verse , s ince I b e g a n p r i n t i n g these n o t e s . 
T h e last c a m e this v e r y m o r n i n g , in the s h a p e 
of a neat and brief p o e m , f r o m N e w O r l e a n s . I 
c o u l d not m a k e a n y of them p u b l i c , t h o u g h 
s o m e t i m e s r e q u e s t e d to d o so. S o m e of them 
h a v e g i v e n m e g r e a t p leasure , and e n c o u r a g e d 

m e t o bel ieve I had f r iends w h o s e f a c e s I h a d 
n e v e r seen. If y o u are p leased w i t h a n y t h i n g a 
wr i ter says , and d o u b t w h e t h e r to tell him of it, 
do not h e s i t a t e ; a p leasant w o r d is a cordia l t o 
o n e , w h o p e r h a p s th inks he is t i r i n g y o u , and so 
b e c o m e s t ired h imsel f . I p u r r v e r y l o u d o v e r a 
g o o d , honest l e t ter that s a y s p r e t t y t h i n g s to 
m e . ] 

— S o m e t i m e s v e r y y o u n g p e r s o n s send c o m -
m u n i c a t i o n s , w h i c h t h e y w a n t f o r w a r d e d to ed i -
tors ; a n d these y o u n g persons d o not a l w a y s 
s e e m to h a v e r i g h t c o n c e p t i o n s of these s a m e 
edi tors , and of the publ ic , a n d of t h e m s e l v e s . 
H e r e is a letter I w r o t e to one of these y o u n g 
fo lks , b u t , on the w h o l e , t h o u g h t it best not t o 
send. I t is not fa ir to s ing le o u t one for s u c h 
s h a r p a d v i c e , w h e r e there are h u n d r e d s that a r e 
in need of it. 

D e a r S i r : — Y o u seem to be s o m e w h a t , b u t 
not a g r e a t dea l , w i s e r than I w a s at y o u r a g e . 
I d o n ' t w i s h to b e u n d e r s t o o d a s s a y i n g t o o 
m u c h , f o r I th ink , w i t h o u t c o m m i t t i n g mysel f t o 
a n y opinion o n m y p r e s e n t state , that I w a s not 
a S o l o m o n at that s t a g e of d e v e l o p m e n t . 

Y o u l o n g to " l e a p at a s ing le bound into ce leb-
r i t y . " N o t h i n g is so c o m m o n - p l a c e as to w i s h 
to b e r e m a r k a b l e . F a m e u s u a l l y c o m e s to t h o s e 
w h o are t h i n k i n g a b o u t s o m e t h i n g e l s e . — v e r y 
r a r e l y to those w h o say t o t h e m s e l v e s , " G o to , 
n o w , let u s be a c e l e b r a t e d i n d i v i d u a l ! " T h e 
s t r u g g ' e * o r f a m e , as such , c o m m o n l y e n d s in 
n o t o r i e t y , — t h a t l a d d e r is e a s y to c l i m b , b u t it 
l e a d s to the p i l lory w h i c h is c r o w d e d w i t h f o o l s 
w h o could n o t hold their t o n g u e s , and r o g u e s 
w h o c o u l d not hide the ir t r icks . 



If y o u have the consciousness of genius, d o 
s o m e t h i n g to show it. T h e world is pret ty 
quick, n o w a d a y s , to catch the flavor of true 
or ig ina l i ty ; if y o u write a n y t h i n g remarkable , 
the magaz ines and newspapers will find y o u out, 
as the school-boys find out where the ripe apples 
and pears are. P r o d u c e a n y t h i n g real ly g o o d , 
and an inte l l igent editor will j u m p at it . D o n ' t 
flatter yoursel f t h a t any art ic le of y o u r s is re-
jected because y o u are u n k n o w n t o fame. N o -
t h i n g pleases an edi tor more than to g e t any-
t h i n g worth h a v i n g f rom a n e w hand. T h e r e is 
a l w a y s a dearth of real lv fine art ic les for a first-
rate journal ; for , of a h u n d r e d pieces received, 
ninety a r e at or be low the sea-level; some have 
water e n o u g h , but no h e a d ; some head e n o u g h , 
but no w a t e r ; only t w o or three are from ful l 
reservoirs, h igh u p that hill which is s o hard to 
cl imb. 

Y o u m a y h a v e genius . T h e c o n t r a r y is of 
course probable , b u t it is not demonstrated. If 
you have, the w o r l d w a n t s y o u m o r e than y o u 
w a n t it. It has not o n l y a desire b u t a passion, 
for e v e r y spark of g e n i u s that s h o w s itself 
a m o n g us ; there is not a bull-calf in o u r national 
pasture that can bleat a r h y m e b u t it is ten to 
one, a m o n g his fr iends, and no takers, t h a t he is 
the real, g e n u i n e , no-mistake Osir is . 

Qu'est ce qu'il a fait ? W h a t has he d o n e ? T h a t 
w a s Napoleon 's test. W h a t have y o u d o n e ? 
T u r n u p the faces of y o u r picture-cards, my 
b o y ! Y o u need not m a k e mouths at the publ ic 
because it has not accepted y o u a t y o u r o w n 
fancy-va luat ion . D o the prettiest t h i n g y o u 
can and wait y o u r t ime. 

F o r the verses y o u send m e I wil l .not say they 
are hopeless, and I dare not affirm that they 
show promise. I a m not an editor , b u t I k n o w 
the standard of s o m e editors. Y o u must not 
expect to " l e a p w i t h a s ingle b o u n d " into the 
society of those w h o m it is not flactery to ca l l 
y o u r betters . W h e n " T h e Pacto l ian " has paid 
y o u for a c o p y of verses (I c a n furnish y o u a 
list of a l l i terat ive s ignatures , b e g i n n i n g w i t h 
A n n i e A u r e o l e and e n d i n g w i t h Zo6 Zenith) , 
when the " R a g - b a g " has stolen y o u r piece, a f t e r 
careful ly s c r a t c h i n g y o u r n a m e out , when the 

N u t - c r a c k e r " h a s t h o u g h t y o u worth shell ing, 
and s t r u n g the kernel of y o u r c leverest poem, 
then, and not till then, y o u m a y consider the 
presumption against y o u , f rom the fact of y o u r 
r h y m i n g tendency, as ca l led in quest ion, and let 
our fr iends hear from you, if y o u think it worth 
while. Y o u m a y possibly think me too c a n d i d , 
and even accuse me of inc iv i l i ty ; b u t let m e as-
sure y o u that I am not half so plain-spoken as 
N a t u r e , nor half s o r u d e as T i m e . If y o u prefer 
the l o n g jo l t ing of publ ic opinion to the gent le 
touch of fr iendship, t ry it l ike a m a n . O n l y re-
m e m b e r this, that , if a bushel of potatoes is 
shaken in a market-cart w i t h o u t spr ings t o it , 
the smal l potatoes a l w a y s g e t to the b o t t o m . 

— B e l i e v e me, e t c . , e tc . 
I a l w a y s think of verse-writers w h e n I a m in 

this r e i n ; for these are by far the m o s t exact-
ing, e a g e r , se l f - w e i gh i n g , restless, querulous , 
unreasonable l iterary persons one i s l i k e to meet 
with . Is a y o u n g man in the habit of w r i t i n g 
verses ? T h e n fthe presumption is that he is an 
Inferior person. For , look y o u , there a r e a t 



least nine c h a n c e s in ten that he writes poor 
verses. N o w the habit of c h e w i n g on r h y m e s 
w i t h o u t sense and soul t o match them is l ike 
that of u s i n g any other narcotic , at once a proof 
of feebleness and a debi l i tat ing a g e n t . A y o u n g 
man can g e t rid of the presumption a g a i n s t h i m 
af forded by his w r i t i n g verses only by convinc-
i n g u s that they are verses worth wr i t ing . 

A l l this sounds hard and r o u g h , but , o b s e r v e , 
f t is not addressed to a n y individual , and of 
c o u r s e does not refer to any reader of these 
pages. I w o u l d a l w a y s treat a n y g i v e n y o u n g 
person pass ing t h r o u g h the meteoric s h o w e r s 
w h i c h rain d o w n on the brief period of adoles-
cence with g r e a t tenderness. G o d f o r g i v e us, if 
w e ever speak harshly to y o u n g creatures on the 
s trength of these u g l y t ruths , and so, sooner or 
later, smite some tender-souled p o e t or poetess 
on the lips w h o m i g h t have s u n g the world into 
s w e e t trances, had w e not si lenced the matin-
s o n g in its first low breath ings ! Just as m y heart 
yearns o v e r the unloved, just so it s o r r o w s for 
the u n g i f t e d w h o are d o o m e d to the pangs of an 
undeceived self-estimate. I h a v e a l w a y s tried 
to be gent le with the m o s t hope less cases. M y 
exper ience , h o w e v e r , has not been e n c o u r a g i n g . 

X. Y . , aet. e i g h t e e n , a c h e a p l y - g o t - u p youth , 
w i t h narrow j a w s , and broad, bony , cold, red 
hands, h a v i n g been l a u g h e d a t b y the g ir l s in his 
v i l lage , and " g o t the m i t t e n " (pronounced mitt in) 
t w o or three t imes, fal ls to s o u l i n g and con-
trol l ing, and y o u t h i n g and t r u t h i n g , in the 
newspapers . S e n d s me some str ings of verses , 
candidates for the O r t h o p e d i c Inf i rmary , al l of 
t h e m , in w h i c h I learned for the mil l ionth t ime 

one of the f o l l o w i n g facts : e i ther that some-
thing a b o u t a chime is subl ime, or that some-
thing a b o u t t ime is subl ime, or t h a t some-
t h i n g a b o u t a c h i m e is concerned with t ime, or 
that s o m e t h i n g a b o u t a r h y m e is subl ime or con-
cerned with t ime or w i t h a c h i m e . W i s h e s m y 
opinion of the same, w i t h advice a s to his f u t u r e 
course. 

W h a t shall I d o a b o u t it? T e l l him the w h o l e 
truth, and send him a t icket of admission to the 
Institution for Id iots and Feeble-minded Y o u t h ? 
O n e doesn't l ike to be cruel , and yet one hates 
to lie. T h e r e f o r e one sof tens d o w n the u g l y 
central f a c t of d o n k e y i s m , — r e c o m m e n d s s tudy 

' of g o o d m o d e l s — t h a t w r i t i n g verse should be 
an incidental occupat ion only , not interfer ing 
w i t h the hoe, the needle, the lapstone, or the 
l e d g e r , a n d , a b o v e all , that there should be n o 
h u r r y in pr int ing w h a t is wr i t ten. N o t the 
least use in all this. T h e poetaster w h o has 
tasted t y p e is done for. H e is like the man 
w h o has once been a c a n d i d a t e for the Presi-
d e n c y . H e f e e d s on the madder of his delusion 
all his days , and his very bones g r o w red w i t h 
the g l o w of his fool ish fancy . O n e of these 
y o u n g bra ins is l ike a b u n c h of India crackers ; 
once touch fire to it and it is best to k e e p hands 
off unti l it has d o n e p o p p i n g — i f it ever stops. 
I have t w o letters on file; one is a pattern of 
adulat ion, the other of impert inence. M y 
reply to the first, c o n t a i n i n g the best adv ice I 
could g ive , c o n v e y e d in courteous language , had 
b r o u g h t out the second. T h e r e w a s some sport 
in this, but dul lness is not c o m m o n l v a g a m e 
fish, and only sulks a f t e r h e is s truck. Y o u 



may set it down as a truth which admits of few 
exceptions, that those who ask your opinion 
really w a n t y o u r praise, and will be contented 
with nothing else. 

T h e r e is another kind of application to which 
editors, or those supposed to have access to 
them, are liable, and which often proves t ry ing 
and painful . One is appealed to in behalf of 
some person in needy circumstance who wishes 
to make a l iving by the pen. A manuscript ac-
c o m p a n y i n g the letter is offered for publication. 
It is not commonly brilliant, too often lament-
ably deficient. If Rachel ' s say ing is true, that 
" fortune is the measure of intel l igence," then 
poverty is evidence of limited capaci ty , which it ' 
too frequently proves to be, notwithstanding a 
noble exception here and there. N o w an editor 
is a person under contract with the public to fur-

,nish them with the best things he can afford f o r 
his money. C h a r i t y shown by the publication 
of an inferior article would be like the generosty 
of C l a u d e Duval and the other gent lemen high-
waymen, who pitied the poor so much they rob 
bed the rich to have the means of rel ieving them. 

T h o u g h I am not and never was an editor, I 
know something of the trials to which thev are 
submitted. T h e y have nothing to do but to de-
velop enormous callouses at every point of con-
tact with authorship. T h e i r business is not a 
matter of sympathy , but of intellect. T h e y must 
reject the unfit productions of those w h o m they 
long to befriend, because it would be a prof l igate 
charity to accept them. One cannot burn his 
house down to warm the hands even of the 
fatherless and the widow. 

The Professor Under Chloroform. 
f J , h f e n ' t heard about my friend the P r o 
tessor s first experiment in the use of anaesthet-
cs, have y o u ? He was mighti ly pleased with 

ch e ais e e C e P H T ° i ^ P ° e m o f y h i ? about the 
S n i t l S p ° ? e . t 0 m e o n c e o r twice about 
¡ E S T P 0 £ m , 0 f r s l I ? i I a r character he wanted to 

crkicize.' h i m 1 W ° " l d I i s t e n t o a n d 

O n e d a y af ter dinner, he came in with his face 
tied u p looking very red in the cheeks and 
h e a v y about the e y e s , - H y V y e ? - h e said, and 
made for an arm-chair, in which he placed first 
S u u a n d t h e n h l s P e r s o n > g o i n g smack 
t t T r f M h e t C - 0 , W n ° f t h G f o ™ e r & a s Seatly as 
i u m n S i f h t n C k f t h G d r C U S - T h e P ^ f e s s o r 

n n i e e X P ' T a S i f h e h a d S a t down 
t h O S e S , T a " c a l t h ™ p s our grandfathers 

used i c sow round in the grass when there were 

¡ w f » ^ » - f o n stars, each ray a rusty 
thorn an inch and a half l o n g , - s t i c k through 
moccasins into f e e t , - c r i p p l e 'em on the spoU 
and g i v e 'em lock jaw in a day or t w o . P ' 

h . e S t 0 r , I e t o f f o n e o f t h o s e b J g words 
which lie at the bottom of the best man's voca-
bulary , but perhaps never turn u p in his life — 
just as every man's hair may stand on end, but 
in most men it never does. 

A f t e r he had g o t calm, he pulled out a sheet 
or two of manuscript, together wi th a smaller 
scrap, o n wh.ch as he said, he had just been 
wri t ing an introduction or prelude to the main 
performance A certain suspicion had come 
into my m,nd that the Professor was not quite 
r ight , which was confirmed by the way he 



t a l k e d ; b u t I let h i m b e g i n . T h i s is the w a y 
he read i t : — 

P R E L U D E . 
I'm the fellah that tole one day 
T h e tale of the won'erf ul one-hoss-shay. 
Wan' to hear another ? Say. 
— F u n n y , wasn't it? Made me l augh,— 
I'm too "modest, I am, by ha l f .— 
Made me laugh 's though I sh'd split,— 
Cahn' a fellah like fellah's own w i t ' 
—Fel lah's keep say i n ' , — " Well , now that's nice; 
Did it once, but cahn' do it twice ," 
Don' you b'lieve the'z no more f a t ; 
I.ots in the kitch'n 'z good 'z that. 
Fus'-rate throw, 'n' no mistake,— 
Han' us the props for another shake ; — 
Know I 11 try, 'n ' guess I'll win ; 
Here sh' goes for h i t ' m ag'in ! 

H e r e I t h o u g h t it n e c e s s a r y t o interpose . P r o -
f e s s o r , — I s a i d , — y o u are i n e b r i a t e d . T h e s t y l e 
of w h a t y o u cal l y o u r " P r e l u d e " s h o w s t h a t i t 
w a s w r i t t e n u n d e r c e r e b r a l e x c i t e m e n t . Y o u r 
a r t i c u l a t i o n is c o n f u s e d . Y o u h a v e told m e 
three t i m e s in s u c c e s s i o n , in e x a c t l y the s a m e 
w o r d s , t h a t I w a s t h e o n l y t r u e fr iend y o u h a d 
in t h e w o r l d t h a t y o u w o u l d u n b u t t o n y o u r heart 
to . Y o u smel l d i s t i n c t l y and d e c i d e d l y of spir-
its. I s p o k e a n d p a u s e d ; t e n d e r , b u t firm. 

T w o l a r g e t e a r s o r b e d t h e m s e l v e s b e n e a t h t h e 
P r o f e s s o r ' s l i d s . — i n o b e d i e n c e t o t h e pr inc iple 
of g r a v i t a t i o n c e l e b r a t e d in t h a t de l i c ious b i t o f 
b l a d d e r y p a t h o s , " T h e v e r y law t h a t m o u l d s a 
t e a r , " w i t h w h i c h the " E d i n b u r g h R e v i e w " at -
t e m p t e d t o p u t d o w n M a s t e r G e o r g e G o r d o n 
w h e n that y o u n g m a n w a s f o o l i s h l y t r y i n g t o 
m a k e himsel f c o n s p i c u o u s . 

O n e of these tears Deeped o v e r the e d g e of the 

l id unt i l it lost its b a l a n c e , — s l i d an inch a n d 
w a i t e d f o r r e i n f o r c e m e n t s , — s w e l l e d a g a i n — 
rol led d o w n a l i t t le f u r t h e r , — s t o p p e d , — m o v e d 
o n , — a n d at last fe l l on the back of the Profess-
or s h a n d . H e held it u p f o r me to look a t , and 
l i f t e d his e y e s , b r i m f u l , t i l l they met mine. 

I c o u l d n ' t s tand i t , — I a l w a y s b r e a k d o w n 
w h a n f o l k s c r y in m y f a c e , — s o I h u g g e d him 
a n d said ne w a s a d e a r old b o y , and asked h i m 
k i n d l y w h a t w a s the m a t t e r w i t h h im, and w h a t 
m a d e h i m s m e l l so d r e a d f u l l y s t r o n g of spirits . 

U p s e t his a l c o h o l l a m p , — h e s a i d , — a n d spi lt 
the a l c o h o l on his legs . T h a t w a s i t . — B u t w h a t 
h a d he been d o i n g to g e t his head into such a 
s t a t e ? — h a d he rea l ly c o m m i t t e d an excess? 
W h a t w a s the m a t t e r ? — T h e n it c a m e out that 
he had been t a k i n g c h l o r o f o r m t o h a v e a tooth 
o u t , w h i c h had l e f t him in a v e r y q u e e r s tate , 
in w h i c h he had w r i t t e n the " P r e l u d e " g i v e n 
a b o v e , a n d u n d e r the i n f l u e n c e of w h i c h he evi-
d e n t l y w a s sti l l . 

I t o o k the m a n u s c r i p t f r o m his h a n d s a n d 
r e a d the f o l l o w i n g c o n t i n u a t i o n of the l ines he 
Had b e g u n to read m e , w h i l e he m a d e u p f o r t w o 
or three n i g h t s ' lost s leep as he best m i g h t . 

P A R S O N T U R R E L L ' S L E G A C Y : 
Or, The President's Old Arm Chair. 

Facts respecting an old arm chair. 
A t Cambridge.—is kept in the College there, 
beems but little worse for wear, 
That's remarkable when I say ' 
It was old in President Holyoke's day. 
(One of his boys, perhaps you know, 
Uied, at one h-mared. years ago.) 
He took lodging for rain or shine 
Under green bed clothes in '69. 



Know old Cambridge? Hope you d o . — 
Born there? Don't say so ' I was too, 
(Born in a house with a gambrel-rcof ,— 
Standing still, if you must have proof .— 
"Gambrel?—Gambrel?' '—let me beg 
You'll look at a horse s hinder l e g , — 
First great angle above the hoof ,— 
That 's the Gambrel; hence gambrel-roof.) 
— N i c e s t place that ever was seen,— 
Colleges red and common green. 
Sidewalks brownish with trees between. 
Sweetest spot beneath the skies 
When the canker worms don't r i se ,— 
When the dust, that sometimes flies 
Into your mouth and ears and eyes, 
In a quiet slumber lies. 
Not in the shape of unbaked pies. 
Such as barefoot children prize? 

A kind of harbor it seems to be, 
Facing the flow of a boundless sea, 
Rows of gray old Tutors stand 
Ranged 'ike rocks above the sand; 
Rolling beneath them soft and green, 
Breaks the tide of bright s ixteen,— 
One wave, two waves, three waves, 
Sliding up the sparkling floor; 
Then it ebbs to flow no more. 
Wandering off from shore to shore 
With its freight of golden ore! 
—Pleasant place for boys to p l a y ; — 
Better keep your girls away, 
Hearts get rolled as pebbles do 
Which countless fingering waves pursue, 
And every classic beach is strewn, 
With heart-shaped pebbles of blood-red stone 

But this is neither here nor there; 
I'm talking about an old arm chair. 
You 've heard, no doubt, of Parson Tarrell? 
Over at Medford he used to dwel l ; 
Married one of the Mather's folk; 
Got with his wife a chair of oak. 

F u n n y old chair, with seat l ike wedge. 
Sharp behind and broad front edge, 
One of the oldest of human things, 
Turned all over with knobs and rings. 
B u t heavy, and wide, and deep and grand. 
Fit for the worthiest of the land. 
Chief Justice Sewall a cause to try in, 
O r Cotton Mather to s i t—and l ie—in, 
Parson Turrell bequeathed the same 
T o a certain student, Smith, by name; 
These were the terms as we are told: 
" Saide Smith saide chaire to have and holde; 
When he doth graduate, then to passe 
T o ye oldest Youth in ye Senior Classe, 
O n Payment of "—(naming a certain sum)— 
• 'By him to whom ye Chaire shall come; 
H e to y e oldest Senior next. 
A n d soe forever" (thus runs the text)— 
" B u t one Crown lessethan he g a v e to clainK, 
T h a t being his debte for use of same." 

Smith transferred it to one of the Browns, 
A n d took his money,—five silver crowns. 
Brown delivered it up to Moore, 
Who paid, it is plain, not five, but f o u r 
Moore made over the chair to Lee, 
W h o g a v e him crowns of silver three 
Lee conveyed it unto Drew. 
A n d now the payment of course, was tWT* 
Drew gave up the chair to Dunn,— 
A l l he got, as you see, was one. 
Dunn released the chair to Hall, 
A n d got by the bargain no crown at a l l 
A n d now it passed to the second Brown, 
Who took it and likewise claimed a crown 
When Brown conveyed it unto Ware, 
Having had one crown to make it fair, 
H e paid him two crowns to take the chair, 
And Ware, being honest, (as all Wares be,) 
H e paid one Potter, who took it three. 
Four got Robinson-, five got Dix\ 
Johnson primus demanded s ix ; 



A h d s o the sum kept gathering still 
Ti l l after the battle of Bunker's Hill. 
— W h e n paper money became so cheap. 
Folks wouldn't count it, but said " a heap," 
A certain Kichatds, the books declaie, 
(A. M. in '90 ? I 've looked with care 
Through the Triennial,—name not there,} 

T h i s person, Richards, was offered then 
Eight score pounds, but would have ten j 
Nine, I think, was the sum he took,— 
Not quite certain,—but see the book. 
By and by the wars were still, 
But nothing had altered the Parson's wilL 
The old arm-chair was solid yet, 
But saddled with such a monstrous debt I 
Things grew quite too bad to bear. 
Paying such sums to get rid of the chair ! 
But dead men's fingers hold awful tight. 
And there was the will in black and white, 
Plain enough for a child to spell. 
What should be done no man could tell, 
For the chair was a kind of nightmare curse, 
A n d every season but made it worse. 

A s a last resort, to clear the doubt. 
They got old Governor Hancock out. 
The Governor came with his Light-horse Troop^ 
And his mounted truckmen, all cock a-hoop; 
Halberds glittered and colors flew, 
French horns whinnied and trumpets blew. 
The yellow fifes whistled.between their teeth. 
A n d the bumble-bee bass-drums boomed beneathg 
So he rode with all his band. 
Til l the President met him, cap in hand. 
— T h e Governor "hefted" the crowns, and s a i d , « 
" A will is a will, and the Parson's déad." 
T h e Governor hefted the crowns. Said h e . — 
" T h e r e is your p'int. And here's my fee. 
These are the terms you must fulf i l .— 
On such conditions I break the will!" 
T h e Governor mentioned what these should be. 
(Just wait a minute and then you'll see ) 

The President prayed. Then all was still, 
A n d the Governor rose and broke the will! 
— " A b o u t those conditions?" Well, now you g o 
A n d do as I tell you, and then you'l l know. 

Once a year, on Commencement-day, 
If you'll only take the pains to stay, 
You' l l see the President in the chair. 
Likewise the Governor sitting there. 
T h e President rises;]both old and young 
May hear his speech in a foreign tongue. 
T h e meaning whereof, as lawyers swear, 
Is this: Can I keep this old arm-chair? 
A n d then his Excellency bows, 
A s much as to say that he allows. 
T h e Vice-Gub. next is called by name; 
He bows like t'other which means t h e s a m t 
A n d all the officers round 'em bow, 
A s much as to say that they allow 
And a lot of parchments about the chair 
Are handed to witnesses then and there. 
And then the lawyers hold it clear 
That the chair is safe for another year. 

God bless you, Gentlemen! Learn to g ive 
Money to colleges while you live, 
Don't be silly and think you'll try 
T o bother the colleges, when you die, 
With codicil this and codicil that. 
That Knowledge may starve while Law grows fat ; 
For there never was pitcher that wouldn't spill, 
And there's always a flaw in a donkey's will! 

H o s p i t a l i t y is a g o o d dea l a m a t t e r of l a t i t u d e , 
I s u s p e c t . T h e s h a d e of a p a l m - t r e e s e r v e s a n 
A f r i c a n f o r a h u t ; h i s d w e l l i n g is a l l d o o r a n d 
n o w a l l s ; e v e r y b o d y can c o m e in. T o m a k e a 
m o r n i n g ca l l on an E s q u i m a u x a c q u a i n t a n c e , 
o n e must c r e e p t h r o u g h a l o n g t u n n e l ; h is h o u s e 
is al l w a l l s a n d n o d o o r , e x c e p t s u c h a one as a n 
a p p l e wi th a w o r m hole has. O n e m i g h t , v e r y 
p r o b a b l y , t r a c e a r e g u l a r g r a d a t i o n b e t w e e n 



these t w o e x t r e m e s . In cit ies w h e r e t h e e v e n , 
i n g s are g e n e r a l l y hot , t h e people h a v e p o r c h e s 
a t t h e i r d o o r s , w h e r e t h e y s i t , a n d th is is, o f 
c o u r s e , a p r o v o c a t i v e to t h e i n t e r c h a n g e of c iv-
il ities. A g o o d d e a l , which in c o l d e r r e g i o n s 
ascr ibed t o m e a n d i s p o s i t i o n s , b e l o n g s r e a l l y to 
m e a n t e m p e r a t u r e . 

O n c e in a w h i l e , even in o u r N o r t h e r n cit ies, 
a t noon, in a v e r y hot s u m m e r ' s d a y , o n e m a y 
rea l i ze , b y a s u d d e n e x t e n s i o n in his s p h e r e of 
c o n s c i o u s n e s s , h o w c l o s e l y he is s h u t u p f o r t h e 
m o s t p a r t . D o y o u n o t r e m e m b e r s o m e t h i n g 
l ike this? July , b e t w e e n i a n d 2 P . M . F a h r e n -
h e i t 96°, o r t h e r e a b o u t . W i n d o w s all g a p i n g , 
l i k e t h e m o u t h s of p a n t i n g d o g s , L o n g , s t i n g -
i n g c r y of a l o c u s t c o m e s in f r o m a tree, hal f a 
mile of f ; h a d f o r g o t t e n t h e r e w a s s u c h a tree 
B a b y ' s s c r e a m s f r o m a h o u s e s e v e r a l b l o c k s dis-
t a n t ; — n e v e r k n e w of a n y b a b i e s in t h e n e i g h -
b o r h o o d b e f o r e . T i n - m a n p o u n d i n g s o m e t h i n g 
t h a t c l a t t e r s ' d r e a d f u 11 y , — v e r y d i s t i n c t , but d o n ' t 
k n o w of a n y t i n m a n ' s s h o p near b y . H o r s e s 
s t a m p i n g on a p a v e m e n t t o g e t off flies. W h e n 
y o u h e a r these fo.ur s o u n d s , y o u m a y set it d o w n 
a s a w a r m d a y . T h e n it is t h a t o n e w o u l d l ike 
t o imitate t h e m o d e of l i fe of t h e nat ive a t S i e r r a 
L e o n e , as s o m e b o d y h a s d e s c r i b e d i t : strol l into 
t h e m a r k e t in n a t u r a l c o s t u m e , — b u y a w a t e r -
m e l o n f o r a h a l f - p e n n y , — s p l i t it , a n d s c o o p o u t 
t h e m i d d l e , — s i t d o w n in o n e half o f t h e e m p t y 
r i n d , c l a p t h e o t h e r o n e on o n e ' s h e a d , a n d feast 
u p o n the p u l p . 

I see s o m e of t h e L o n d o n J o u r n a l s h a v e been 
a t t a c k i n g s o m e of t h e i r l i t e r a r y p e o p l e f o r lec-
t u r i n g , on t h e g r o u n d of i ts b e i n g a p u b l i c exhi-

bi t ion o f t h e m s e l v e s f o r m o n e y . A p o p u l a r 
a u t h o r c a n pr int his l e c t u r e ; if he d e l i v e r ^ , ! 
is a c a s e of quaestum corfore, or m a k i n g prof i t of 
his p e r s o n N o n e b u t " s n o b s " d o t h f t . P Ergo, 
etc. T o this I r e p l y , Negatur minor. H e r M o s t 
G r a c i o u s M a j e s t y , the Q u e e n , e x h i b i t s herse l 

she is paid W S 5 * * * ° f t h e S 6 r v i c e f o r w h i < * she is pa id . W e d o not c o n s i d e r it l o w - b r e d in 

Drefer° S T T ^ ^ T S p e e c h ' a n d s h ° u l d 
o r r U h e ^ n n % l t f r o m a n y o t h e r p e r s o n 

e l h i h f r S F ' , H l S G r a C e a n d h i s l o r d s h i p 
t l A u . t h ! m s e I v e s v e r y o f t e n f o r p o p u l a r i t y 
a n d t h e i r h o u s e s e v e r y d a y f o r m o n e y f N o $ 
a m a n s h o w s h i m s e l f o t h e r t h a n he is, if he be-
h t t l e s h imsel f b e f o r e an a u d i e n c e f o r h i r e t h e n 

he n o s U n n f W f t y ' B u t - 3 t r u e w o r d ' f r e s h f r o m the h p s of a t r u e m a n , is w o r t h p a y i n g for , a t 
the rate of e i g h t d o l l a r s a d a y , or e v e ? o f fifty 

b ? e a k n f a i l e f t U r e - T h e t a U n t m u s t be a n o u I 
Dreak of j e a l o u s y a g a i n s t the r e n o w n e d a u t h o r s 
w h o have the a u d a c i t y to be a l s o orators . T h l 

w r i t e r U a n d n a n t S f t h C - ? . r e S S S t i c k a t o ° P 0 P u l a r 
S e J d nf S P - ? u k 6 r W , t . h a n e P i t h e t in E n g l a n d , 
A l l Fncrl 7 - 3 r a P i e r ' a s i n F r a n c e . P o h ! 
A l l E n g l a n d is one g r e a t m e n a g e r i e , a n d a l l a t 

T t t t h e J f C i a 1 ' W h ° a d m i r e s g i l d e d c a g e 
e l i v o 7 t t m " s t P o t e s t a g a i n s t t h e v u U 
g a n t y o f t h e t a l k i n g - b i r d ' s a n d t h e n i g h t i n g a l e ' s 
b e i n g w i l l i n g to b e c o m e a par t of the S h l K n f 

T H E L O N G P A T H . 

(Last of the Parenthesis.') 

Y e s , that w a s m y last w a l k w i t h t h e school, 
mistress It h a p p e n e d to be the end o f a t e r m • 
a n d b e f o r e the n e x t b e g a n , a v e r y nice y o u n ^ 



w o m a n , w h o had been her ass is tant , w a s an-
n o u n c e d as h e r successor , a n d s h e w a s p r o v i d e d 
f o r e l s e w h e r e . S o it w a s no l o n g e r the school-
mistress that I w a l k e d w i t h , but L e t u s not 
b e in u n s e e m l y haste . I shal l ca l l h e r the school-
mistress s t i l l ; s o m e o f y o u l o v e her u n d e r that 
n a m e . 

W h e n it b e c a m e k n o w n a m o n g t h e b o a r d e r s 
that t w o of their n u m b e r h a d j o i n e d h a n d s to 
w a l k d o w n the l o n g p a t h of l i f e s i d e b y s ide, 
t h e r e was , a s y o u m a y s u p p o s e , no s m a l l sensa-
t ion. I confess I pit ied o u r l a n d l a d y . It t o o k 
h e r all of a s u d d e n , — s h e said. H a d not k n o w n 
t h a t w e w a s k e e p i n ' c o m p a n y , a n d n e v e r mis-
t r u s t e d a n y t h i n g part ic ' lar . M a ' a m w a s r i g h t 
t o b e t t e r herse l f . D i d n ' t l o o k v e r y r u g g e d to 
t a k e care of a f a m i l y , b u t c o u l d g e t hired haa lp , 
she c a l c ' l a t e d . T h e g r e a t m a t e r n a l inst inct c a m e 
c r o w d i n g u p in h e r s o u l j u s t t h e n , a n d her e y e s 
w a n d e r e d til l t h e y set t led on her d a u g h t e r . 

N o , poor , d e a r w o m a n , — t h a t could" not h a v e 
b e e n . B u t , I am d r o p p i n g o n e of m y interna l 
t e a r s f o r y o u , w i t h th is p l e a s a n t s m i l e o n m y 
f a c e a l l the t ime. 

T h e g r e a t m y s t e r y of G o d ' s p r o v i d e n c e is t h e 
p e r m i t t e d c r u s h i n g o u t of flowering inst incts . 
L i f e is m a i n t a i n e d b y the r e s p i r a t i o n of o x y g e n 
a n d o f s e n t i m e n t s . In t h e l o n g c a t a l o g u e of 
scienti f ic c r u e l t i e s , t h e r e is h a r d l y a n y t h i n g q u i t e 
so p a i n f u l to th ink of a s t h a t e x p e r i m e n t of put-
t i n g an a n i m a l u n d e r the bel l of an a i r - p u m p 
a n d e x h a u s n n g the a i r f r o m it. [I n e v e r s a w 
t h e a c c u r s e d tr ick p e r f o r m e d . Laus Deo!\ T h e r e 
c o m e s a t i m e w h e n t h e s o u l s of h u m a n b e i n g s , 
w o m e n , p e r h a p s m o r e even t h a n m e n , b e g i n to 

f a i n t f o r the a t m o s p h e r e o f t h e a f f e c t i o n s t h e y 
w e r e m a d e to b r e a t h e . T h e n it is that S o c i e t y 
p l a c e s i ts t r a n s p a r e n t b e l l - g l a s s o v e r t h e youno-
w o m a n w h o is to be the s u b j e c t of one of i t ! 

f h l h e X P f r ! - m e n t S - T h e e l e m e n t b y w h i c h o n l y 
t t w h V t S u 1 3 S U c k e d o u t o f h e r c r y s t a l l i n e 
P her" h t C h - h e [ t h r ° U g h i t S t r a n s P a r e n t w a l l s ! 

D e a t h is no'r irMl a v m ^ ' b u t it is a v a c u u m 
iJeath is no r i d d l e c o m p a r e d t o this. I r e m e m -
b e ^ a p o o r g i r l ' s s t o r y in t h e " B o o k o f M a r t y r s " 
T h e ' d r y - p a n a n d the g r a d u a l fire" w e r e t h e im-
a g e s that f r i g h t e n e d her most . H o w m i 
have= w i t h e r e d a n d w a s t e d u n d e r as s l o w a t o r ' 
^ c i n ^ R ^ - ^ ^ - ^ i o n w h i ^ 

f o o l i s h m n i , s u r f a c e ' c F i o u g h t l a u & h s a t y o u f o o l i s h , p la in o v e r d r e s s e d , m i n c i n g , c h e k p l y -

v o u ^ i a v h t rated y o u n g p e r s o n ; w h o e v e r 
y o u m a y be , n o w r e a d i n g t h i s , - l i t t l e t h i n k i n g 
y o u a r e w h a t I descr ibe , a n d in b l iss ful uncon? 
s c i o u s n e s s that y o u a r e d e s t i n e d to t h e l i n J S r 
a s p h y x i a o f soul w h i c h is t h e lot of s u c h S i ? 
t u d e s w o r t h i e r than y o u r s e l f . B u t it is o n h m v 

s u r f a c e t h o u g h t w h i c h l a u g h s . F o i S a t 2 " a t 

process ion o f t h e unloved, w h o n o t o n l y w a ? T h e 
c r o w n of thorns , b u t m u s t h i d e it L d e r the 
l o c k s o f b r o w n o r g r a y , - u n d e r the s n o w y d o 

t h e m s e l v e c ' n g t u r b a n , - h i d e it e v e 7 f r o S 

t h e m s e l v e s - p e r h a p s n e v e r k n o w t h e y w e a r it 
t h o u g h it k i l l s t h e m , - t h e r e is n o d e p t h of t e n . 
t ~ r r n a t u r e u t h a t p i t y has not^sounded. 
S m n e w h ^ , - s o m e w h e r e , - l o v e is in s tore f o r 
t h e m , — t h e u n i v e r s e m u s t not b e a l l o w e d to f o o l 

maTl h ° „ r e l , y - W h a t i n f i n i t e P ^ o s n t h e s m a l l , h a l f - u n c o n s c i o u s art i f ices b y w h i c h u n a t 



tract ive y o u n g persons seek to recommend»them-
selves to the favor of those to w h o m o u r dear 
sisters, the u n l o v e d , like the rest, are impelled 
b y their G o d - g i v e n instincts! 

R e a d w h a t the s i n g i n g w o m e n — o n e to ten 
thousand of the suf fer ing w o m e n — t e l l us, 
and think of the g r i e f s that die u n s p o k e n ! 
N a t u r e is in earnest when she m a k e s a w o m a n ; 
and there are w o m e n e n o u g h l y i n g in the next 
church-yard w i t h v e r y common-place blue 
slate-stones at their head and feet , for w h o m it 
w a s jus t as true that " a l l sounds of l i fe assumed 
one tone of love," as for L e t i t i a Land on, of 
w h o m El izabeth B r o w n i n g said i t ; b u t she 
could g ive words to her g r i e f , and they could 
n o t . — W i l l y o u hear a f e w stanzas of mine ? 

THE VOICELESS. 

We count the broken lyres that rest 
Where the sweet wailing singers slumber,— 

But o'er their silent sister's breast 
The wild flowers, who will stoop to number? 

A few can touch the magic string. 
And noisy fame is proud to win them;— 

Alas for those that never sing. 
But die with all their music in them! 

Nay, grieve not for the dead alone 
Whose song has told their hearts' sad story,—5 

Weep for the voiceless, who have known 
The cross without the crown of glory! 

Not where Leucadian breezes sweep 
O'er Sappho's memory-haunted pillow. 

But where the glistening night-dews weep 
On nameless sorrow's chu»chyard pillow. 

O hear^ that break and give no sign 
Save whitening lip and fading tresses. 

Till death pours out his cordial wine 
Slow-drcpped from Misery's crushing presses,— 

If singing breath or echoing chord 
To every hidden pang were given. 

What endless melodies were poured, 
As sad as earth, as sweet as heaven! 

h ! n h 0 p « I a n d l a d y ' s d a u g h t e r is not s o 
b a d l y off a f t e r all . T h a t y o u n g man f rom an-
other c i t y , w h o m a d e the remark w h i c h y o u re-
m e m b e r a b o u t B o s t o n S t a t e H o u s e and Boston 
folks, has appeared a t o u r table repeatedly of 
late, and has seemed to me rather at tent ive to 
this y o u n g l a d y . O n l y last e v e n i n g I s a w him 
l e a n i n g over her whi le she w a s p l a y i n g the ac-
c o r d i o n , — i n d e e d , I undertook to join them in a 
song , and g o t as far as, " C o m e rest in this boo-
00, w h e n , my voice g e t t i n g tremulous, I turned 
off, as one steps out of a procession, and lef t the 
basso and soprano to finish it. I see no reason 
w h y this y o u n g w o m a n should not be a very 
p r o p e r match for a man t h a t l a u g h s a b o u t Bos-
ton S t a t e house, H e can't be v e r y part icular 

T h e y o u n g fe l low w h o m I h a v e so o f ten men-
t ioned w a s a l ittle f ree in his r e m a r k s , but very 
g o o d - n a t u r e d . — S o r r y to have y o u g o , — h e 
s a i d . — S c h o o l m a ' a m m a d e a mistake not to 
w a i t for me. H a v e n ' t taken a n y t h i n g but 
mournin f rui t a t b r e a k f a s t since I heard of it — 
Mourning fruit,—said I , — w h a t ' s that ? — H u c k l e -
berries and b l a c k b e r r i e s , — s a i d he ; — c o u l d n ' t 
eat in colors, raspberries , currents, and such, 
a f t e r such a solemn t h i n g like this happening — 
T h e conceit seemed to please the y o u n g fe l low, 
i f y o u will believe it when w e c a m e d o w n to 
breakfast the next m o r n i n g , he had carried it 
out as fol lows. Y o u k n o w those odious little 

saas-plates " that figure so large ly at boarding-



houses, and especia l ly a t taverns, into which a 
s t renuous a t tendant f e m a l e trowels l ittle dabs, 
sombre of tint and heterogeneous of com-
posit ion, w h i c h m a k e y o u feel homesick to 
look at , and into w h i c h y o u poke the elastic 
coppery teaspoon w i t h the a ir of a cat dip-
p i n g her f o o t into a w a s h - t u b , — ( n o t that 
I mean to say a n y t h i n g a g a i n s t them, for , w h e n 
they a r e of t inted porce la in or starry many-
faceted crysta l , and hold c lean b r i g h t berries, 
or pale v irg in honey , or " l u c e n t s y r u p s t inct 
with c i n n a m o n , " and the teaspoon is of w h i l e 
si lver, with the T o w e r - s t a m p , solid, b u t not 
bruta l ly h e a v y , — a s people in the green s tage < if 
mil l ionism wi l l have t h e m , — I car. da l ly w i t h 
their a m b e r semi-f luids or g lossy spherules 
w i t h o u t a s h i v e r , ) — y o u k n o w these small , d e e p 
dishes, I s a y . W h e n we c a m e d o w n the n e x t 
m o r n i n g , each of these ( t w o only excepted) w a s 
covered w i t h a broad leaf . O n l i f t i n g this, each 
b o a r d e r f o u n d a small h e a p of solemn black-
huckleberr ies . B u t one of those plates held red 
currants , and w a s covered w i t h a red rose; the 
other held w h i t e currants , and w a s covered with 
a white rose. T h e r e w a s a l a u g h at this at first, 
and then a short silence, and I noticed that her 
l ip trembled, and the old g e n t l e m a n opposi te 
w a s in trouble to g e t a t his b a n d a n n a h a n d k e r -
chief . 

— " W h a t w a s the use in wai t ing? W e should 
b e too late for S w i t z e r l a n d , that season, if we 
w a i t e d m u c h l o n g e r . " — T h e h a n d I held trem-
bled in mine, and the e y e s fe l l m e e k l y , as Esther 
b o w e d herself before the feet of A h a s u e r u s . — 
S h e had been reading t h a t chapter , for s h e 

looked u p , — i f there w a s a film of moisture o v e r 
her eyes, there w a s a lso the fa intest s h a d o w of 
a d is tant smile s k i r t i n g her l ips, b u t not e n o u g h 
to accent the d i m p l e s , — a n d said, in her p r e t t y 
still w a y , — " I f it please the k ing , and if I have 
f o u n d f a v o r in his s ight , and the t h i n g seem r ight 
before the k i n g , a n d l b e p l e a s i n g i n hi s e y e s . " — 

I don ' t r e m e m b e r w h a t K i n g A h a s u e r u s did 
or said w h e n E s t h e r g o t jus t to that ooint of her 
sott , h u m b l e w o r d s , — b u t I k n o w what I did. 
1 hat q u o t a t i o n f r o m S c r i p t u r e w a s c u t short 

a n y h o w . W e c a m e to a compromise on the 
g r e a t quest ion, a n d the t ime was settled f o r the 
last d a y of s u m m e r . 

In the m e a n t i m e , I ta lked on w i t h o u r board-
ers much as usual , as y o u m a y see by w h a t I 
have reported. I m u s t say I w a s pleased with 
e certain tenderness t h e y all s h o w e d t o w a r d s us, 
a f t e r the first e x c i t e m e n t of the n e w s was over ' 

It c a m e out in trivial m a t t e r s , — b u t each one in 
his or her w a y , mani fested kindness. O u r land-
l a d y f o r instance, w h e n we had chicken, sent 
the liver instead of the gizzard, w i t h the w i n g 
f o r the schoolmistress . T h i s w a s not an acci-
d e n t ; the t w o are never mistaken, t h o u g h some 
landladies appear as if they did not know the 
dif ference. T h e w h o l e of the c o m p a n y were 
even m o r e respect fu l ly a t tent ive than usual. 
1 here w a s n o idle p u n n i n g , and v e r y l ittle wink-
i n g on the p a r t of that l ively y o u n g g e n t l e m a n , 
w h o , as the reader m a y remember , occas ional ly 
interposed some p l a y f u l question or remark 
which could h a r d l y be considered re levant — 
except when the least al lusion w a s made to 
m a t r i m o n y , when he would look a t the land-



l a d y ' s d a u g h t e r and wink with both sides of his 
face unti l she would ask w h a t he w a s pokin ' his 
fun at her for, and if he wasn ' t ashamed of him-
self. In fact , they all behaved v e r y handsomely , 
so that I real ly felt sorry at the t h o u g h t of leav-
i n g my boarding-house. 

I suppose y o u think, that , because I l ive at a 
plain w i d o w - w o m a n ' s plain table , I w a s of 
course more or less infirm in point of w o r l d l y 
fortune. Y o u m a y not be sorry to learn, that, 
t h o u g h not w h a t great merchants cal l very r ich, 
I w a s c o m f o r t a b l e , — c o m f o r t a b l e , — s o that most 
of those moderate l u x u r i e s I described in m y 
verses on Contentment—most of t h e m , I s a y , — w e r e 
within o u r reach, if we chose to have them. 
B u t I found out that the schoolmistress had a 
vein of chari ty a b o u t her, which had hi therto 
been worked on a smal l si lver and c o p p e r basis, 
w h i c h made her think less, perhaps of luxuries 
than even I d i d , — m o d e s t l y as I have expressed 
my wishes. 

It is ra ther a pleasant t h i n g to tell a poor 
y o u n g woman, w h o m one has contr ived to win 
wi thout s h o w i n g his rent-roll , that she h a s 
found w h a t the w o r l d values s o h i g h l y , in fol-
l o w i n g the lead of her af fect ions. T h a t w a s a 
l u x u r y I w a s n o w ready for. 

I began a b r u p t l y : — D o y o u k n o w that y o u a r e 
a rich y o u n g person ? 

" I k n o w that I am very r i c h , " she said. 
" H e a v e n has g i v e n me more than I ever a s k e d ; 
for I had not t h o u g h t love w a s ever m e a n t f o r 
m e . " 

It w a s a w o m a n ' s confession, and her vo ice 
fell to a w h i s p e r as it threaded the last words . 

I don't mean t h a t , — I s a i d , — y o u blessed little 
saint and s e r a p h ! — i f there's an a n g e l missing in 
the N e w Jerusalem, inquire f o r her a t this 
b o a r d i n g - h o u s e ! — I don ' t mean that; I mean 
that I — t h a t is, y o u — a m — a r e — c o n f o u n d i t : — I 
mean that you ' l l be w h a t most people call a lady 
of f o r t u n e . — A n d I looked ful l in her eyes for the 
effect of the a n n o u n c e m e n t . 

T h e r e wasn't a n y . She said she w a s t h a n k f u l 
that I had w h a t would save m e f rom d r u d g e r y , 
and that some o t h e r t ime I should tell her a b o u t 
i t . — I never m a d e a g r e a t e r fa i lure in an a t t e m p t 
to produce a sensation. 

S o the last d a y of s u m m e r came. It w a s o u r 
choice to g o to the c h u r c h , but we had a kind of 
reception at the boarding-house. T h e presents 
were all a r r a n g e d , and a m o n g them none g a v e 
more pleasure than the modest t r ibutes of o u r 
f e l l o w - b o a r d e r s , — f o r there w a s not one, I be-
lieve, w h o did not send s o m e t h i n g . T h e land-
l a d y would insist on m a k i n g an e l e g a n t bride-
cake , w i t h her o w n hands; t o which Master 
B e n j a m i n Frankl in wished to add certain em-
bel l ishments o u t of his pr ivate f u n d s , — n a m e l y , 
a C u p i d in a mouse-trap, d o n e in w h i t e sugar, ' 
and t w o miniature flags with the stars and 
stripes, which had a v e r y p l e a s i n g effect, I as-
sure y o u . T h e landlady 's d a u g h t e r sent a r ichly 
bound c o p y of T u p p e r ' s P o e m s . O n a blank 
leaf w a s the f o l l o w i n g , wri t ten in a v e r y del icate 
and careful h a n d : — 

Presented to . . . by . . . 
On the eve ere her union in holy matrimony. 

May sunshine ever beam o'er her 
Even the poor relat ive t h o u g h t she must d o 



something , and sent a c o p y of " T h e W h o l e 
D u t y of M a n , " b o u n d in very at tract ive varie-

fated sheepskin, the e d g e s nicely marbled, 
rom the d i v i n i t y - s t u d e n t c a m e the loveliest E n g -

lish edit ion of " K e b l e ' s Chr is t ian Y e a r . " I 
opened it, when it came, to Fourth Sunday in Lent, 
a n d read that ange l i c p o e m , sweeter than a n y -
t h i n g I can r e m e m b e r since X a v i e r ' s " M y G o d , 
I love t h e e . " — I a m not a C h u r c h m a n , — I don ' t 
beleive in p lant ing oaks in flower-pots.—but such 
a poem as " T h e R o s e - B u d " m a k e s one 's heart 
a proselyte to the c u l t u r e it g r o w s from. T a l k 
a b o u t it as m u c h as y o u l i k e , — o n e ' s breeding 
s h o w s itself n o w h e r e m o r e than in his reli-
g i o n . A man should be a g e n t l e m a n in his 
h y m n s and prayers ; the fondness for " scenes, ' 1 

a m o n g v u l g a r saints, contrasts s o meanly w i t h 
t h a t — 

" G o d only and good angels look 
Behind the blissful scene," 

A n d the o t h e r , — 

" H e could not trust his melting soul 
But in his Maker's s i g h t , " — 

that I hope some of them wil l see this, and read 
the poem and profit b y it. 

M y l a u g h i n g and w i n k i n g y o u n g fr iend under-
took to p r o c u r e and a r r a n g e the flowers for the 
table , and did it with immense zeal . I never 
s a w him look happier than when he came in, his 
h a t sauci ly on one side, and a cheroot in his 
m o u t h , w i t h a h u g e b u n c h of tea roses, which he 
said were for " M a d a m . " 

O n e of the last th ings that c a m e w a s an old 
square b o x , smel l ing of camphor , tied and sealed. 

¡ w ° - e ' r i n f a d e d i n k ' t h e m ^ k s , " C a l c u t t a , 
. ° p . e ° l n g w e found a white C a s h -

r i t f 1 , W l t h a V e r y b r i e f n o t e f r o r a the dear 
3 1 1 ° P P ? s ' t e > s a y i n g that he had kept 

this some years , th inking he m i g h t w a n t it and 

¡ E M R ' n 0 t k U O W m Z w h a t o o w i t h n , -
a vonno-3« n e V 6 r S C e n h u r | f o ' d e d since he w a s 

L r e a d i ? n n P l f r " C a r u g 0 ' - - a n d n o W ' i f s h e would 
f e e T t l n ^ h , e r , s h o u l d e r s , it w o u l d m a k e him 
teel y o u n g to look a t it 

of a ^ i n r M B , d d y ' o u r red-armed maid 

c o n n J h W h a t m u s t s h e d o b u t b u y a s m a l l 
c o p p e r breastpin and p u t it u n d e r S c h o o l m a ' a m ' s 
piate that m o r n i n g a t breakfast? A n d School-
m a am wouid w e a r i t , - t h o u g h I made h e r c o v e i 
i t , as well as I could , w i t h a tea rose. 

^ , , i H W a S , n ? y l a S C , b r e a k f a s t a s a boarder, and I 
c o u l d not leave them in ut ter si lence. 

G o o d - b y e , - I s a i d , — m y dear fr iends, one and 
I have been l o n g with y o u , and I 

nnd it hard part ing. I have to thank y o u for a 
thousands courtesies, and a b o v e all f o r the pa-
tience and indulgence w i t h which y o u have listen-
ed to m e w h e n I have tried to instruct or a m u s e 
you M y fr iend the Professor (who, as wel l as 
m y fr iend the P o e t , is u n a v o i d a b l y absent on 
' interest ing occas ion) has g i v e n m e reason 
to suppose that he w o u l d o c c u p y m y e m p t y 
chair a b o u t the first of J a n u a r y n e x t . If he 
comes a m o n g y o u , be kind to him, as y o u h a v e 
Deen to me. M a y the L o r d bless y o u a l l ! — A n d 
w e shook hands all round the t a b l e . 

Half an hour a f t e r w a r d s ¿he b r e a k f a s t t h i n g s 
and the c loth were g o n e . I looked u p and 
down the length of the bare boards, over w h i c h I 



h a d s o o f t e n u t t e r e d m y s e n t i m e n t s a n d e x p e r -
i e n c e s — a n d — Y e s , I a m a m a n , l i k e a n o t h e r . 

A l l s a d n e s s v a n i s h e d , a s , i n t h e m i d s t o f t h e s e 
o l d f r i e n d s o f m i n e , w h o m y o u k n o w , a n d 
o t h e r s a l i t t l e m o r e u p i n t h e w o r l d , p e r h a p s , t o 
w h o m I h a v e n o t i n t r o d u c e d y o u , I t o o k t h e 
s c h o o l m i s t r e s s b e f o r e t h e a l t a r f r o m t h e h a n d s 
of t h e o l d g e n t l e m a n w h o u s e d t o s i t o p p o s i t e , 
a n d w h o w o u l d i n s i s t o n g i v i n g h e r a w a y . 

A n d n o w w e t w o a r e w a l k i n g t h e l o n g p a t h 
i n p e a c e t o g e t h e r . T h e " s c h o o l m i s t r e s s " f i n d s 
h e r s k i l l i n t e a c h i n g c a l l e d f o r a g a i n , w i t h o u t 
g o i n g a b r o a d t o s e e k l i t t l e s c h o l a r s . T h o s e 
v i s i o n s o f m i n e h a v e a l l c o m e t r u e . 

I h o p e y o u a l l l o v e m e n o n e t h e l e s s f o r a n y -
t h i n g i h a v e t o l d y o u . F a r e w e l l ! 
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of the new faith. In descriptive beauty the work 
is fully equal to " Quo Vadis ." Cloth 12mo. 450 
pages." $1.00. 

M A N U A L OF M Y T H O L O G Y . For the use of Schools, 
A r t Students, and General Readers, by Alexander 
S. Murray, Department of Greek and Roman An 
tiquities, British Museum. W i t h Notes, Rev.s 
ions, and Additions by William H. Klapp, Head-
master of the Protestant Episcopal Academy, 
Philadelphia. W i t h 200 illustrations and an ex-
haustive Index. Large 12mo, 40 pages, $1.25. 

T H E A G E O F F A B L E ; OR, B E A U T I E S OF M Y T H -
O L O G Y . By Thomas Bulfinch, with Notes. Re-
visions and Additions by Will iam H. Klapp, Head-
master of the Protestant Episcopal Academy, 
Philadelphia. W i t h 200 illustrations and an ex-
haustive Index. Large 12mo, 450 pages, $1.25. 

This work has always been regarded as clas-ical 
authority. 



to S r i f ^ ^ V a D L a U n ' ' " u s t r a t e d with 
AJ tine photogravure portraits. Best English 
library edit,on, four volumes, cloth, f a F g i l T 
octavo, per set, $10.00. Half calf, per set §12 50 

onlv^''cloth pane' o f ^ ^ A S S 
S T F P H ^ T c m ^ , !,'168' P e r V-50-
S T E P H E N A SOLDIER OF T H E CROSS, by Flor-

ence Morse Kingsley, author of " T i t u s a Com 
rade of the Cross." " Since < Be„-Hur >'no sVoTy 

« T h f C i l i , P 0 ^ I ? i e d 1 . t h e t i m e s o f C h r i s t » -the M ^ p a ^ t 
Kingsley, author of " P a u l a n d Stephen " 

W ° m e n o f widely-varying Char: 
acter, he beholds at last in the terrible hour of 
Jerusalem's downfall " T h e Cross Trinmrtfc * « 
Cloth, 12mo, 364 pages §100 T r » ™ P b a n t . " 

P A U L . A H E R A L D OF T H E CTfilSK k pi 

A M E R I C A N P O L I T I C S ' ( ^ P a r t i s a n ) , b y H o n 
Thomas V . Cooper. A history of all the P n h S 
Parties with their views and records o n a m 
portant questions^ All political p la t foms from 
the beginning. Great Speeches on Great s 

torv „ f P a u l a m e , n t a r y , P r a c t i « tabulated hit 
tory of chronological events. A library without 

- s - p s a s . . : : 

t h o ™ n granddaughter of Nathaniel Haw-Ss-rssr^sr - - « 

AROU-ND T H E W O R L D I N E I G H T Y M I N U T E S . 
Contains over 100 photographs of the most famous 
places and edifices, with descriptive text. Cloth, 
50 cents. „ „ „ . , , -

S H A K S P E A R E ' S C O M P L E T E W O R K S , with a bio-
graphical sketch by Mary Cowden Clark, embel-
lished with 64 Boy dell, and numerous other illus-
trations, four volumes, over 2,000 pages. Half 
Morocco, 12mo, boxed, per set, §3.00. 

T H E C A R E OF C H I L D R E N , by Elisabeth R. Scovil. 
" An excellent book of the most vital interest. 

Cloth, 12mo, §1.00. 
P R E P A R A T I O N FOR MOTHERHOOD, by Elisabeth 

R. Scovil. Cloth, 12mo, 320 pages, §1.00. 
BA'BY'S R E Q U I R E M E N T S , by Elisabeth R. Scovil. 

Limp binding, leatherette, 25 cents. 
N A M E S FOR C H I L D R E N , by Elisabeth Robinson Sco 

vil, author of " The Care of Children," " Prepara-
tion for Motherhood," etc. In family life there is 
no question of greater weight or importance than 
naming the baby. The author gives much good 
advice and many suggestions on the subject. Cloth, 
12mo, 40 cents. 

T R I F A N D T R I X Y , by John Habberton, author of 
" Helen's Babies." The story is replete with vivid 
and spirited scenes, and is comparatively the hap-
piest and most delightful work Mr. Habberton has 
yet written. Cloth, 12mo, 50 cents. 

S H E W H O W I L L N O T W H E N SHE M A Y , by Eleanor 
G. Walton. Half-tone illustrations by C. P. M. 
Rumford. " A n exquisite prose idyl." Cloth, gilt 
top, deckle edges, §1.00. 

A SON OF T H E C A R O L I N A S , by C. E . Satterthwaite. 
A pure romance introducing a lifelike portrayal 
of life on the coast islands of the Palmetto State. 
Cloth, 12mo, 280 pages, 50 cents. 

T H E D A Y B R E A K E T H , by Fannie Alricks Shugert. 
A tale of Rome and Jerusalem in the time of 
Christ. Cloth, 12mo, 280 pages, 50 cents. 

W H A T W O M E N S H O U L D K N O W . A woman's book 
about women. By Mrs. E. B. Duffy. Cloth, 320 
pages, 75 cents. 



T H E « o f I S ' ? A L L E R Y ' A F " « * * P - o -
S i by L s ^ D o r e 8 ^ ~ 

* * 5 0 — engrav-
W t h 7 5 — ^ 

D A N T E ' S P L J R G A T O R Y A N D P A R A D I S E , with 60 

T r v v v S T ™ « 5 b>' Gustave Dore. 

2 1 * I D Y L 1 r S T H E with 37 full-
t h p b y Gustave Dore. 
T H E R I M E O F T H E A N C I E N T M A R I N E R , by Sam-

by GuJtave Dore^8 6 ' ^ 4 6 ^ 

C I ° t & 0 0 r n a m e n t a 1 , l a r g C q u a r t 0 i 9 * 1 2 inchea,), each 

B U N l A J h P ^ R I M ' S P R O G R E S S , with 100 engrav-
Z f n y F : e ' e r , n c k B a r n a r d a n d others. Cloth, 

T . ^ s m a 1 1 q u a r t 0 < 9 x l ° inches), SI 00 
D I C K E N S ' C H I L D ' S H I S T O R Y OF E N G L A N D , with 

e , n g r a ! " ; f b v fa"«>us artists. Cloth, small 
Dtt>T S. U a r t ^, b o x e d ( 9 x I 0 'nehes), $1.00. 
B I B L E P I C T U R E S A N D STORIES, 100 full-page en-

M Y O r a T l T T L E F m K 1 Q U a r t ° ( J X 9 m > . 
U ^ ' ,S°me F h y m e S a n d v e r s e 3 

about them, by Malcolm Douglass. Numerous 

I E ! V T ^ - C 1 ° t h ' S m 3 ] I (7x9 

P A U L w i t . f i > - V m G I N I A ' b y B e r n a r d i n d e S t" Pierre, 
«itl 12o engravings by Maurice Leloir. Cloth, 
small qnnrto (9x10). $1.00 

L I F E A N D A D V E N T U R E S OF R O B I N S O N C R U S O E 
with 120 ongmal engravings by Walter Paget. 
Cloth, octavo (7%>:9%), $1.50. 

A L T E M U S ' I L L U S T R A T E D L I B R A R Y OF 

S T A N D A R D A U T H O R S . 

Cloth, 12mo. Size 5 ^ x 7 % Inches. Each $1.00. 

T A L E S F R O M S H A K S P E A R E , by Charles and Mary 
Lamb, with 155 illustrations by famous artists. 
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P A U L A N D V I R G I N I A , by Bernardin de St. Pierre, 
with 125 engravings by Maurice Leloir. 

A L I C E ' S A D V E N T U R E S IN W O N D E R L A N D , A N D 
T H R O U G H T H E L O O K I N G - G L A S S A N D 
W H A T A L I C E F O U N D T H E R E , by Lewis Car-
roll. Complete in one volume with 92 engravings 
by John Tenniel. 

L U C I L E , by Owen Meredith, with numerous illustra-
tions by George Du Maurier, author of " Trilby.' ' 

B L A C K B E A U T Y , by Anna Sewell, with nearly 50 
original engravings. 

S C A R L E T L E T T E R , by Nathaniel Hawthorne, with 
numerous original full page and text illustrations. 

T H E H O U S E OF T H E S E V E N G A B L E S , by Nathan-
iel Hawthorne, with numerous original full-page 
and text illustrations. 

B A T T L E S OF T H E W A R FOR I N D E P E N D E N C E , by 
Preseott Holmes, with 70 illustrations. 

B A T T L E S OF T H E W A R FOR T H E UNION, by Pres-
eott Holmes with 80 illustrations. 

T H E S O N G OF H I A W A T H A , by Henry W . Longfel-
low, with 100 illustrations. 

A L T E M U S ' Y O U N G P E O P L E S ' L I B R A R Y . 

Price, 50 cents each. 

R O B I N S O N C R U S O E : (Chiefly in words of one sylla-
ble). His life and strange, surprising adventures, 
with 70 beautiful illustrations by Walter Paget. 

A L I C E ' S A D V E N T U R E S IN W O N D E R L A N D , with 
42 illustrations by John Tenniel. " The most de-
lightful of children's stories. Elegant and de-
licious nonsense."—" Saturday Review." 

T H R O U G H T H E L O O K I N G - G L A S S A N D W H A T 
A L I C E F O U N D T H E R E ; a companion to "Al ice 
in Wonderland," with 50 illustrations by John 
Tenniel. 

B U N Y A N ' S P I L G R I M ' S P R O G R E S S , with 50 full-page 
and text illustrations. 
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A l t e m u s ' Y o u n g Peoples ' L i b r a r y - C o n t i n u e d . 

A CHrSn°sRY of THE BIBLE' 72 

A C I G o d D ' L a L I F E , 0 E C H R I S T ' w i t h 4 9 illustrations. 
God has implanted in the infant heart a desire 
to hear of Jesus, and children are early attracted 
and s W e et ly „veted by the wonderful Story of he 
Master from the Manger to the Throne 

S W I S S F A M I L ^ ROBINSON, with 50 illustrations. 
lather ot the family tells thP „f 

vunssitudes through which he and his vife and 
children pass, the wonderful discoveries made and 
dangers encountered. The book is f,, „ n d 

and instruction. S i u ) 1 o f "Merest 

C H R I S T O P H E R C O L U M B U S A N D T H E DTSPOV 
E R Y OF A M E R I C A , with 70 i l i u s t r a t L f ' ï v ^ r y 
American boy and girl should be acquainted with 
the story of the l>fe of the great discoverer w h 
¡ts struggles, adventures, and trials. 

T H E S T O R Y OF E X P L O R A T I O N A N D D I S C O V E R Y 
I N A F R I C A , with 80 i l l u s t r a t e s . Records the 
experiences of adventures and discoveries in de-
ve.opmg the " D a r k Continent," from the early 
days of Bruce and Mungo Park down to Living-
stone and Stanley, and the heroes of our own 
times. No present can be more acceptable than 
such a volume as this, where courage, intrepid tv 
resource, and devotion ace so admirably mingied 

T H E F A B L E S OF J5SOP. Compiled from the best ac-
cepted sources. With 62 illustrations. The fables 
ot ^ s o p are among the very earliest compositions 
of tins kmd, and probably have never been sur-
passed for point and brevity 

m L L S f ^ - « >—* 
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A l t e m u s ' Y o u n g Peoples ' L i b r a r y — C o n t i n u e d . 

L I V E S OF T H E P R E S I D E N T S OF T H E U N I T E D 
S T A T E S , by Prescott Holmes. With portraits of 
the Presidents and also of the unsuccessful can-
didates for the office; as well as the ablest of the 
Cabinet officers. It is just the book for intelli-
gent boys, and it will help to make them intelli-
gent and patriotic citizens. 

T H E S T O R Y OF A D V E N T U R E IN T H E F R O Z E N 
SEAS, with 70 illustrations. By Prescott Holmes. 
W e have here brought together the records of the 
attempts to reach the North Pole. The book 
shows how much can be accomplished by steady 
perseverance and indomitable pluck. 

I L L U S T R A T E D N A T U R A L H I S T O R Y , by the Rev. 
J . G. Wood, with 80 illustrations. This author 
has done more to popularize the study of natural 
history than any other writer. The illustrations 
are striking and life-like. 

A C H I L D ' S H I S T O R Y OF E N G L A N D , by Charles 
Dickens, with 50 illustrations. Tired of listening 
to his children memorize the twaddle of old-
fashioned English history, the author covered the 
ground in his own peculiar and happy style for his 
own children's use. When the work was pub-
lished its success was instantaneous. 

B L A C K B E A U T Y : T H E A U T O B I O G R A P H Y OF A 
HORSE, by Anna Sewell, with 50 illustrations. 
A work sure to educate boys and girls to treat 
with kindness all members of the animal kingdom. 
Recognized as the greatest story of animal life ex-
tant. 

T H E A R A B I A N N I G H T S E N T E R T A I N M E N T S , with 
130 illustrations. Contains the most favorably 
known of the stories. 

GRIMM'S F A I R Y T A L E S . With 55 illustrations. 
The Tales are a wonderful collection, as inter-

esting, from a literary point of view, as they are 
delightful as stories. 

F L O W E R F A B L E S . By Louisa May Alcott. With nu-
merous illustrations, full-page and text. 

A series of very interesting fairy tales by the 
most charming of American story-tellers. 



A l t e m u s ' Y o u n g Peoples ' L i b r a r y - C o n t i n u e d . 

>ade these tales make these wonderful creations 

ceDtawJt fh C t i V e - t 0 t h e y ° U D g ' b u t equa'ly ac ceptable to those 01 mature years, who are able 
r e a l s '8nificance and apprec 

ciate the depth of their meaning. I P 

G R A N D F A T H E R ' S C H A I R ; A H I S T O R Y FOR 

lustrations. Hawthorne. With 60 £ 

p J r i l f V ?[ A m , e r i c a f r o m t h e ' ^ d i n g of the 
Tf t i r i n ^ i e / C k n 0 T , e < ! g m e n t w i t h o u t reserve 
with all t t P ? n C e ° f t h e U n i t e d S i a t e s - to'd with all the elegance, simplicity, grace clearne^ 
a n d f p r c e for which Hawthorn^'if 

A U N L ? t r T K A u S ^ ° R N E R C U P B O A R D , by Mary 

xes a b o u T & c f * ' ^ 6 0 s £ 
' ffee' S u g a r ' R i c e a n d Chinaware 

a n t other accessories of the well-kept C u p b o a r i 

of the^)oys. ° f * * * f ° r t h e 

B A T T b L v E p r ? i F 0 R I N D E P E N D E N C E , 
by Prescott Holmes, with 70 illustrations A 
graphic and full history of the Rebellion of the 

o r f n 7 l F O l ° T l J r 0 m t h e y o k e oppress on 
of England, with the causes that led thereto and 
including an account of the second war with Great 
Britain, and the W a r with Mexico. 

T H E W A R FOR T H E UNION, by Pres-
i^n " o l , m e S ' W l t h 80 illustrations. A correct and 
impartial account of the greatest civil war in the 
annals of history. Both of these histories of 

l T ' r , , W a r S „ a r e a n e c e s s a r y Part of the educa-
tion of all intelligent American boys and girls. 
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A L T E M U S ' K I P L I N G S E R I E S . 

Embracing the best known tales and stories of this 
popular writer. Presented in attractive handy volume 
size, and adapted for leisure moment reading. Large 
type, superior paper and attractive binding. Cloth, 35 
cents. 

1. T H E D R U M S OF T H E F O R E A N D A F T . 
2. T H E M A N W H O W A S . 
3. W I T H O U T B E N E F I T OF C L E R G Y . 
4. R E C R U D E S C E N C E OF I M R A Y . 
5. ON G R E E N H O W H I L L . 
6. W E E W I L L I E W I N K I E . 
7. T H E M A N W H O W O U L D B E K I N G . 
8. M Y O W N T R U E GHOST S T O R Y . 
9. T H E C O U R T I N G OF D I N A H SHADD. 

10. T H E I N C A R N A T I O N OF K R I S H N A M U L -
V A N E Y . 

11. H I S M A J E S T Y T H E K I N G . 
12. W I T H T H E M A I N G U A R D . 
13. T H E T H R E E M U S K E T E E R S . 
14. L I S P E T H . 
15. C U P I D ' S A R R O W S . 
16. IN T H E H O U S E OF SUDDHOO. 
17. T H E B R O N C K H O R S T D I V O R C E - C A S E . 
18. T H E J U D G M E N T OF D U N G A R A . 
19. G E M I N I . 
20. A T T W E N T Y - T W O . 
21. ON T H E C I T Y W A L L . 

A L T E M U S ' I L L U S T R A T E D O N E S Y L L A B L E 
S E R I E S FOR Y O U N G R E A D E A R S . 

Embracing popular works arranged for the young folks 
in words of one syllable. 

Printed from extra large clear type on fine enamelled 
paper and fully illustrated by famous artists. The hand-
somest line of books for young children before the pub-
lic. 

Fine English cloth; handsome, new, original designs, 
50 cents. 

1. yESOP'S F A B L E S . 62 illustrations. 
2. A C H I L D ' S L I F E O F CHRIST. 49 illustrations. 
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H E N R Y A L T E M U S ' P U B L I C A T I O N S . 

One S y l l a b l e Ser ies—Continued. 
3. A C H I L D ' S S T O R Y OF T H E B I B L E . 72 illustra-

tions. 
4. T H E A D V E N T U R E S O F R O B I N S O N C R U S O E . 

70 illustrations. 
5. B U N Y A N ' S P I L G R I M ' S PROGRESS. 46 illustra-

tions. 

7 r S - T V r T ? S , ™ Î , L Y R O B I N S O N . 50 illustrations. 
7. G U L L I V E R ' S T R A V E L S . 50 illustrations. 

H E N R Y A L T E M U S ' P U B L I C A T I O N S . 

A L T E M U S ' N E W I L L U S T R A T E D V A D E M E C U M 
SERIES. 

Masterpieces of English and American literature, 
handy volume size, large type editions. Each volume 
contains illuminated title pages, etched portrait of 
author or colored frontispiece and numerous engravings. 

-bull cloth, ivory finish, ornamental inlaid sides and 
back, boxed, 40 cents. 

1. A B B E C O N S T A N T I N . — H a ' e v y . 

O ^ ? t Y H T U R E S 0 F A BROWNIE.-Mulock. 
3. A L I C E ' S A D V E N T U R E S I N W O N D E R L A N D -

CarroH. 
4. A M E R I C A N N O T E S . - K i p l i n g . 
5. A U T O B I O G R A P H Y O F B E N J A M I N F R A N K -

L I N . 
6. A U T O C R A T OF T H E B R E A K F A S T T A B L E . -

Holmes. 
11. B A B B A L L A L D S A N D S A V O Y S O N G S . - G i l -

bert. 
12. BACON'S E S S A Y S . 
13. B A L Z A C ' S S H O R T E R S T O R I E S 
14. B A R R A C K - R O O M B A L L A D S A N D D I T T I E S . — 

Kipling. 
15. B A T T L E O F L I F E . - D i c k e n s 
16. BIG L O W PAPERS.—Lowel l 
17- B L A C K B E A U T Y . — S e w e l l . 
18. B L I T H E D A L E R O M A N C E , T H E - H a w t h o r n e 
19. B R A C E B R I D G E HALL.—Irving 
20. B R Y A N T ' S P O E M S 
26. CAMILLE.—Dumas, Jr. 
27. CARMEN.—Merimee. 
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H E N R Y A L T E M U S ' P U B L I C A T I O N S . 

V a d e m e e u m Ser ies—Cont inued. 

28. C H A R L O T T E TEMPLE.—Rowson. 
29. C H E S T E R F I E L D ' S L E T T E R S , S E N T E N C E S 

A N D M A X I M S . 
30. CHILD'S G A R D E N OF VERSES.—Stevenson. 
31. C H I L D E H A R O L D ' S P I L G R I M A G E . — B v r o n . 
32. CHIMES, THE.—Dickens. 
33. C H R I S T I E ' S OLD ORGAN.—Walton. 
34. C H R I S T M A S C A R O L , A.—Dickens. 
35. C O N F E S S I O N S OF A N O P I U M E A T E R . — D e 

Quincey. 
36. CRANFORD.—Gaskel l . 
37. C R I C K E T ON T H E HEARTH.—Dickens. 
38. C R O W N OF W I L D O L I V E , THE.—Ruskin. 
43. D A Y B R E A K E T H , T H E . - S h u g e r t . 
44. D A Y S W I T H SIR R O G E R D E C O V E R L Y . — 

• Addison. 
45. DISCOURSES, E P I C T E T U S . 
46. DOG OF F L A N D E R S , A.—Ouida. 
47. D R E A M LIFE.—Mitchell . 
51. E M E R S O N ' S E S S A Y S , F I R S T SERIES. 
52. E M E R S O N ' S E S S A Y S , S E C O N D S E R I E S . 
53. E N D Y M I O N . — K e a t s . 
54. E S S A Y S OF ELIA.—Lamb. 
55. E T H I C S O F T H E DUST.—Ruskin. 
56. EVANGELINE.—Longfe l low. 
61. F A I R Y L A N D O F SCIENCE.—Buckley. 
62. FANCHON.—Sand. 
63. F O R D A I L Y BREAD.—Sienkiewicz. 
67. G R A M M A R OF P A L M I S T R Y . — S t . Hill. 
68. G R E E K HEROES.—Kingslev. 
69. G U L L I V E R ' S T R A V E L ' S . ^ S w i f t . 
74. H A N I A.—Sienkiewicz. 
75. H A U N T E D M A N , T H E . - D i c k e n s . 
76. H E R O E S A N D H E R O W O R S H I P . - C a r l y l e . 
77. H I A W A T H A , T H E SONG OF.—Longfellow. 
78. H O L M E ' S POEMS. 
79. H O U S E OF T H E S E V E N GABLES.—Hawthorne. 
80. H O U S E O F T H E WOLF.—Weyman. 
81. HYPERION.—Longfel low. 
87. I D L E T H O U G H T S O F A N I D L E F E L L O W . — 

Jerome. 
88. I D Y L L S OF T H E KING.—Tennvson. 
89. I M P R E G N A B L E R O C K OF H O L Y SCRIPT-

URE.—Gladstone. 



V a d e m e e u m Ser ies—Cont inued. 

90. I N B L A C K A N D W H I T E . - K i p l i n g . 
91. I N MEMORIAM.—Tennvson. 
96. J E S S I C A ' S F I R S T P R A Y E R . - S t r e t t o n . 
97. J . COLE.—Gellibrand. 

101. K A V A N A G H . — L o n g f e l l o w . 
102. KIDNAPPED.—Stevenson. 
103. K N I C K E R B O C K E R ' S H I S T O R Y O F N E W 

YORK.—Irving. 
107. L A B E L L E N I V E R N A I S E . — D a u d e t . 
108. L A D D I E A N D MISS T O O S E Y ' S MISSION 
109. L A D Y O F T H E L A K E . - S c o t t . 
110. L A L L A ROOKH.—Moore 
111. L A S T E S S A Y S O F ELIA.—Lamb. 
112. L A Y S O F A N C I E N T ROME, T H E . - M a c a u l a y . 
113. L E T U S F O L L O W HIM.-Sienkiewicz . 
114. L I G H T O F ASIA.—Arnold. 
115. L I G H T T H A T F A I L E D , T H E . - K i p l i n g . 
116. L I T T L E L A M E PRINCE.—Mulock. 
117. L O N G F E L L O W ' S POEMS, V O L I 
118. L O N G F E L L O W ' S POEMS, V O K II. 
119. L O W E L L ' S POEMS. 
120. LUCILE.—Meredith. 
126. M A G I C N U T S . T H E . - M o l e s w o r t h . 
127. M A N O N LESCAUT.—Prevost . 
128. MARMION.—Scott . 
129. M A S T E R OF B A L L A N T R A E , T H E . - S t e v e n s o n 
130. M I L T O N ' S POEMS. - o w v e n s o n 
131. M I N E O W N PEOPLE.—Kipl ing 
132. M I N I S T E R O F T H E W O R L D . - M a s o n 
133. MOSSES F R O M A N OLD M A N S E . - H a w t h o r n e 
134. M U L Y A N E Y STORIES.—Kipling. 
140. N A T U R A L L A W I N T H E S P I R I T U A L 

WORLD.—Drummond. 
141. N A T U R E , A D D R E S S E S , A N D L E C T U R E S . -

Emerson. 
145. O L D CHRISTMAS.—Irving. 
146. OUTRE-MER.—Longfel low. 
150. P A R A D I S E LOST.—Milton. 
151. P A R A D I S E REGAINED.—Mil ton 
152. P A U L A N D V I R G I N I A . - S a i n te Pierre. 
153. P E T E R SCHLEMIHL.—Chamisso. 
154. P H A N T O M R I C K S H A W . - K i p l i n g . 
155. P I L G R I M ' S P R O G R E S S , T H E . - B u n y a n 
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V a d e m e c u m Series—Continued. 

156. P L A I N T A L E S F R O M T H E HILLS.—Kipling. 
157. P L E A S U R E S O F LIFE.—Lubbock. 
158. P L U T A R C H ' S L I V E S . 
159. P O E ' S POEMS. 
160. P R I N C E O F T H E H O U S E OF DAVID.—Ingra-

ham. 
161. P R I N C E S S A N D M A U D . - T e n n y s o n . 
162. P R U E A N D I . -Curt i s . 
169. Q U E E N O F T H E AIR.—Ruskin. 
172. R A B A N D HIS FRIENDS.—Brown. 
173. R E P R E S E N T A T I V E MEN.—Emerson. 
174. R E V E R I E S OF A BACHELOR.—Mitchell . 
175. R I P V A N W I N K L E . — I r v i n g . 
176. R O M A N C E O F A POOR Y O U N G M A N . -

Feuillet. 
177. R U B A I Y A T OF O M A R K H A Y Y A M . — 
182. S A M A N T H A A T SARATOGA.—Hol ley . 
183. S A R T O R RESARTUS.—Carlyle . 
184. S C A R L E T L E T T E R , THE.—Hawthorne. 
185. SCHOOL FOR S C A N D A L . - S h e r i d a n . 
186. S E N T I M E N T A L J O U R N E Y , A . - S t e r n e . 
187. S E S A M E A N L LILIES.—Ruskin. 
188. S H A K S P E A R E ' S HEROINES.—Jameson. 
189. S H E STOOPS TO CONQUER.—Goldsmith. 
190. S I L A S MARNER.—El iot . 
191. S K E T C H BOOK, THE.—Irving. 
192. SNOW I M A G E , THE.—Hawthorne. 
199. T A L E S F R O M S H A K S P E A R E . — L a m b . 
200. T A N G L E W O O D T A L E S . - H a w t h o m e . 
201. T A R T A R I N O F TARASCON.—Daudet . 
202. T A R T A R I N ON T H E ALPS.—Daudet. 
203. T E N N I G H T S I N A BAR-ROOM.—Arthur 
204. T H I N G S W I L L T A K E A T U R N . - H a r r a d e n . 1 

205. T H O U G H T S . — M A R C U S A U R E L I U S . 
206. T H R O U G H T H E L O O K I N G GLASS.-CarroII . 
207. TOM B R O W N ' S SCHOOL DAYS.—Hughes. 
208. T R E A S U R E ISLAND.—Stevenson. 
209. T W I C E T O L D TALES.—Hawthorne. 
210. T W O Y E A R S BEFORE T H E MAST.—Dana. 
217. U N C L E TOM'S C A B I N . - S t o w e . 
218. UNDINE.—Fouque. 
222. V I C ; T H E A U T O B I O G R A P H Y O F A FOX-

TERRIER.—Marsh. 
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H E N R Y A L T E M U S ' ir J B L I C A T 1 0 N S . 

Vaderaecum Series—Continued. 

223. V I C A R OF WAKEFIELD.—Goldsmith. 
226. WALDEN.—Thoreau. 
227. W A T E R BABIES.—Kingsley. 
228. W E I R D TALES.—Poe. 
229. W H A T IS A R T ? - T o l s t o i . 
230. W H I T T I E R ' S POEMS, VOL. I. 
231. W H I T T I E R ' S POEMS, VOL. II ^ 
232. W I N D O W IN THRUMS.—Barrie. 
233. W O M A N ' S W O R K IN T H E HOME.-Farrar 
234. W O N D E R BOOK, A.—Hawthorne. 
241. Y E L L O W P L U S H PAPERS, THE.-Thackerav 
244. Z O E . - B y author of « Laddie," etc. 

A L T E M U S ' I L L U S T R A T E D D E V O T I O N A L 
SERIES. 

Full White Vellum, handsome new mosaic design in 
gold and colors, gold edges. Boxed, 50 cents. 

1. A B I D E IN CHRIST.—Murray. 
2. A T T H E B E A U T I F U L G A T E . 
3. BEECH ER'S ADDRESSES. 
4. BEST THOUGHTS.—From Henry Drummond. 
5. B I B L E B I R T H D A Y BOOK. 
6. BROOKS' ADDRESSES. 
7. C H A M B E R OF P E A C E 
8. C H A N G E D CROSS, THE. 
9. C H R I S T I A N LIFE.-Oxenden. 

10. C H R I S T I A N LIVING.—Meyer. 
11. CHRISTIAN'S SECRET OF A H A P P Y L I F E 
12. CHRISTIE'S OLD ORGAN.—Walton. 
13. COMING TO CHRIST.—Havergal. 
14. D A I L Y FOOD FOR CHRISTIANS. 
15. D A Y B R E A K E T H , THE.-Shugert . 
16. D A Y S OF GRACE.—Murray. 
17. DRUMMOND'S ADDRESSES. 
18. E V E N I N G THOUGHTS.—Havergal. 
19. GOLD DUST. 
20. H O L Y IN CHRIST.—Murray. 
21. IMITATION OF CHRIST, THE.—A'Kempis. 
22. I M P R E G N A B L E ROCK OF H O L Y SCRIPTURE. 

—Gladstone. 

H E N R Y A L T E M U S ' P U B L I C A T I O N S . 

Devotional Series—Continued. 

23. JESSICA'S FIRST PRAYER.—Stretton. 
24. JOHN P L O U G H M A N ' S PICTURES.—Spurgeon. 
25. JOHN P L O U G H M A N ' S TALK.-Spurgeon. 
26. K E P T FOR T H E MASTER'S USE.—Havergal. 
27. K E B L E ' S CHRISTIAN Y E A R . 
28. L E T US FOLLOW HIM.-Sienkiewiez. 
29. L I K E CHRIST.—Murray. 
30. L I N E UPON LINE. 
31. M A N L I N E S S OF CHRIST, THE.—Hughes. 
32. MESSAGE OF PEACE, THE.-Churcb. 
33. MORNING THOUGHTS.—Havergal. 
34. MY K I N G A N D IIIS SERVICE.-Havergal . 
за. N A T U R A L L A W IN T H E S P I R I T U A L 

WORLD.—Drummond. 
зб. P A L A C E OF T H E K I N G . 
37. P A T H W A Y OF PROMISE. 
38. P A T H W A Y OF S A F E T Y . - O x e n d e n . 
39. P E E P OF D A Y . 
40. PILGRIM'S PROGRESS, THE.—Bunyan. 
41. P R E C E P T UPON P R E C E P T . 
42. PRINCE OF T H E HOUSE OF DAVID—Ingra-

ham. 
43. SHADOW OF T H E R O C K . 
44. S H E P H E R D P S A L M . - M e y e r . 
45. STEPS INTO T H E BLESSED LIFE.—Meyer 
46. STEPPING HEAVENWARD.—Prent iss 
47. THE THRONE OF G R A C E . 
48. U N T O THE DESIRED H A V E N . 
49. U P L A N D S OF.GOD. 
50. W I T H CHRIST.—Murray. 



Limp cloth binding, gold top, illuminated title and 
frontispiece, 35 cents. 

1. A L L ' S W E L L T H A T E N D S W E L L . 
2. A N T O N Y A N D C L E O P A T R A . 
3. A M I D S U M M E R N I G H T ' S D R E A M . 
4. A S Y O U L I K E IT. 
5. C O M E D Y OF E R R O R S . 
6. C O R I O L A N U S . 
7. C Y M B E L I N E . 
8. H A M L E T . 
9. J U L I U S CAESAR. 

10. K I N G H E N R Y I V . (Part I). 
11. K I N G H E N R Y I V . (Part II) . 
12. K I N G H E N R Y V . 
13. K I N G H E N R Y V I . (Part I). 
14. K I N G H E N R Y V I . (Part II). 
15. K I N G H E N R Y V I . (Part III). 
16. K I N G H E N R Y V I I I . 
17. K I N G JOHN. 
18. K I N G L E A R . 
19. K I N G R I C H A R D II . 
20. K I N G R I C H A R D III. 
21. L O V E ' S L A B O U R ' S LOST. 
22. M A C B E T H . 
23. M E A S U R E F O R M E A S U R E . 
24. M U C H ADO A B O U T N O T H I N G . 
25. O T H E L L O . 
26. P E R I C L E S . 
27. R O M E O A N D J U L I E T . 
28. T H E M E R C H A N T OF V E N I C E . 
29. T H E M E R R Y W I V E S O F W I N D S O R . 
30. T H E T A M I N G OF T H E S H R E W . 
31. T H E T E M P E S T . 
32. T H E T W O G E N T L E M E N O F V E R O N A . 
33. T H E W I N T E R ' S T A L E . 
34. TTMON OF A T H E N S . 
35. T I T U S A N D R O N I C U S . 
36. T R O I L U S A N D C R E S S I D A . 
37. T W E L F T H N I G H T . 
38. V E N U S A N D A D O N I S A N D L U C R E C E . 
39. S O N N E T S , P A S S I O N A T E P I L G R I M , ETC. 
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