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along ifs course and dreams of the sky and of the cluster.
ing foliage, amid which fall showers of hroken sunlight,
Imparting speeks of vivid cheerfulness, in contrast with
the quiet depth of the prevailing tint.  Of all this scene,
the slumbering river has a dream-picture in its bosom.
Which, after all, was the most real, — the picture, or the
original * —the objects palpable to our Zrosser senses, or
their apotheosis in the stream heneath ? Surely the dis-
embodied images stand in closer relation to the soul. But
both the original and the reflection had here an ideal
charm; and, had it been a thought more wild, I could
have fancied that this river had strayed forth out of the
rich scenery of my companion’s inner world ; only the
vegetation along its banks should then have had an Ori-
ental character.

Gentle and unobtrusive as the river s, yet the tranquil
woods seem hardly satisfied to allow it passage. The
trees are rooted on the very verge of the water, and dip
their pendent branches into it. At one spot there is a
lofty bank, on the slope of which grow some hemlocks,
declining across the stream with outstretched arms, as if
resolute to take the plunge. In other places the banks
are almost on a level with the water ; so that the quiet
congregation of trees set their feet in the flood, and are
fringed with foliage down to the surface. Cardinal-
flowers kindle their spiral flames and illuminate the dark
nooks among the shrubbery. The pond-lily grows abun-
dantly along the margin, —that delicious flower which,
as Thorean tells me, opens its virgin bosom to the first
sunlight and perfects its being through the magie of that
genial kiss. He has beheld beds of them unfolding in
due suceession as the sunrise stole gradually from flower
to flower, —a sight not to be hoped for unless when a
poet adjusts his inward eve to a proper focus with the
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outward organ. Grapevines here and there twine them.
selves around shrub and trec and hang their clusters over
the water within reach of the boatman’s hand. Often-
times they unite two trees of alien race in an mextricable
twine, marrying the hemlock and the maple against their
will and enriching them with a purple offspring of which
neither is the parent. One of these ambitious parasites
has climbed into the upper branches of a tall white-pine,
and is still ascending from hough to bough, unsatisfied
till 1t shall erown the tree’s airy summit with a wreath of
its broad foliage and a cluster of its grapes.

The winding course of the stream continnally shut
out the scene behind us and revealed as calm and lovely
a one before. We glided from depth to depth, and
breathed new seclusion at every turn. - The shy king-
fisher flew from the withered branch close at hand {o
another at a distance, uttering a shrill cry of anger or
alarm. Ducks that had been floating there since the pre-
ceding eve were startled at our approach and skimmed
along the glassy river, breaking its dark surface with a
bright streak. The pickerel leaped from among the Lily-
pads. The turtle, sunning itself upon a rock or at the
root of a free, slid suddenly into the water with a plunge.
The painted Indian who paddled his cance along the
Assabeth three hundred years ago could hardly have
seen a wilder gentleness displayed upon its banks and
reflected in its bosom than we did. Nor could the
same Indian have prepared his noontide meal with more
simplicity. We drew up our skiff at some point where
the overarching shade formed a natural bower, and there
kindled a fire with the pine cones and decayed branches
that lay strewn plentifully around. Soon the smoke
ascended among the trees, impregnated with = S2VOry
meense, not heavy, dull, and surfeiting, like the steam
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of cookery within doors, but sprightly and piquant. The
smell of our feast was akin to the woodland odors with
which it mingled : there was no sacrilege committed by
our intrusion there: the sacred solitude was hospitable,
and granted us free leave fo copk and eat in the recess
that was at once our kitchen and bauqueuug-hlali. It is
strange what humble offices may be performed in a beau-
tiful scene without destroying its poetry. Our ‘ﬁre, 1:&(1
gleaming among the trees, and we heside it, busied with
culinary rites and spreading out our me_al on a moss-
grown ulog, all seemed in unison with the river gliding by
and the foliage rustling over us. And, what was stran-
est, neither did our mirth seem fo disturb the propriety
of the solemn woods ; although the hobgoblins of the o%d
wilderness and the will-of-the-wisps that glimmered in
the marshy places might have come Fi‘ooping to share
our table-talk and have added their shrill laughter to our
merriment. It was the very spot in which to utter the
extremest nonsense or the profoundest wisdom, or that
ethereal product of the mind which partakes of both, a}ld
may become one or the other, in correspondence with
the faith and insight of the auditor.

So, amid sunshine and shadow, rustling leaves and
sighing waters, up gushed our talk like the babble of_a
fountain. The evanescent spray was Ellery’s ;‘aud ].115,
too, the lumps of golden thought that lay glimmering
in the fonntain’s bed and brightened both our faces by
the reflection. Could he have drawn out that virgin
gold, and stamped if with the mint-mark that alone
gives currency, the world might have had the profit, and
he the fame. My mind was the richer merely by the
knowledge that it was there. But the chief profit .of
those wild days, to him and me, lay not in any definite
idea, not in any angular or rounded truth, which we dug
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out of the shapeless mass of problematical stuff, but in
the freedom which we thereby won from all eustom
and conventionalism and fettering influences of man on
man. We were so free to-day that it was impossible to
be slaves again to-morrow.  When we erossed the thresh.
old of the house or trod the thronged pavements of a city,
still the leaves of the trees that overhang the Assabeth
were whispering to us, “ Be free! be free ! ” Therefore
along that shady river-bank there are spots, marked with
a heap of ashes and half-consumed brands, only less
sacred in my remembrance than the hearth of a houge-
hold fire.

And yet how sweet, as we floated homeward adown
the golden river at sunset, — how sweet was it to return
within the system of human society, not as to a dungeon
and a chain, but as to a stately edifice, whenee we could
go forth at will info statelier simplicity! How gently,
too, did the sight of the Old Manse, best seen from the
river, overshadowed with its willow and all environed
about with the foliage of its orchard and avenue, — how
gently did its gray, homely aspect rebuke the speculative
extravagances of the day ! It had grown saered in con.
nection with the artificial life against which we inveighed ;
it had been a home for many years, in spite of all; it
was my home too; and, with these thoughts, it seemed
to me that all the artifice and conventionalism of life was
but an impalpable thinness upon its surface, and that the
depth below was none the worse for it. Once, as we turned
our boat to the bank, there was a cloud, in the shape of
an immensely gigantic figure of a hound, conched above
the house, as if keeping guard over it Gazing at this
symbol, I prayed that the upper influences might long

protect the instifutions that had grown out of the heart
of mankind,
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If ever my readers should decide to give up civilized

life, cities, houses, and whatever moral or material enor-
mifies in addition to these the perverted ingenuity of our
race has contrived, let it be in the early antumn. Then
Nature will love him better than at any other season,
and will take him to her bosom with: a more motherly
tenderness. T could scarcely endure the roof of the old
house above me in those first autumnal days. How early
in the summer, too, the prophecy of autumn: comes!
Earlier in some years than in others ; sometimes even in
the first weeks of July. There 15 no other feeling like
what is'caused by this faint, doubtful, yet real perception
—if it be not rather a foreboding — of the year’s decay,,
s0 blessedly sweet and sad in the same breath.

Did T say that there was no feeling like it 2 Ah, but
there is a half-acknowledged melancholy like to this when
we stand in the perfected vigor of our life and feel that
Time has now given us all his flowers, and: that the next
work of his never-idle fingers must be to steal them one
by one away.

I have forgotten whether the song of the ericket be
not as early a token of antumn’s approach as any other,
— that song which may be called an audible stillness ;
for though very loud and heard afar, yet the mind does
nof take note of it as a sound, so completely is its indi-
vidnal existence merged among the accompanying charac-
teristies of the season. Alas for the pleasant summer-
time! In August the grass is still verdant on the hills
and in the valleys; the foliage of the trees is as dense
as ever and as green ; the flowers gleam forth in richer
abundance along the margin of the river and by the stone
walls and deep among the woods ; the days, too, are as
fervid now as they were a month ago; and yet in every
breath of wind and in every beam of sunshine we hear:
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the whispered farewell and behold the parting smile of
a dear friend. There is a cooluess amid all the heat, a
mildness in the blazing noon. Not a breeze ean stir but
it thrills us with the breath of antumn. A pensive glory
is seen in the far, golden gleams, among the shadows of
the trees. The flowers—even the brightest of them,
and they are the most gorgeous of the year — have this
gentle sadness wedded to their pomp, and typify the
character of the delicious time each within itself. The
brilliant cardinal-flower has never seemed gay to me.
Still later in the season Nature’s tenderness waxes
stronger. It is impossible not to be fond of our mother
now; for she is so fond of us! At other periods she
does not make this impression on me, or only at rare
intervals; but in those genial days of autumn, when
she has perfected her harvests and accomplished every
needful thing that was given her to do, then she over-
flows with a blessed superfluity of love. She has leisure
to caress her children now. Tt is good to be alive and
at such times. Thank Heaven for breath — yes, for
mere breath— when it is made up of a heavenly breeze
like this! It comes with a real kiss upon our cheeks;
it would linger fondly around us if it might; but, since
it must be soue, it embracessus with its whole kindly
heart and passes onward to embrace likewise the next
thing that it meets. A blessing is flung abroad and seat-
tered far and wide over the earth, to be gathered up by
all who choose. I recline upon  the still unwithered
grass and whisper to myself, “O perfect day! O heau.
iiful world ! O beneficent God!” And it is the promise
of a blessed eternity; for our Creator would never have
made such lovely days and have given us the deep hearts
to enjoy them, above and beyond all thought, unless we
were meant fo be immortal. This sunshine is the golden
2% C
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pledge thereof. It beams through the gates of paradise
and shows us glimpses far inward.

By and by, in a little time, the ontward world puts on
a drear austerity. On some October morning ‘there is a
heavy hoarfrost on the grass and along the tops of the
fences; and at sunrise the leaves fall from the trees of
our avenue, without a breath of wind, quietly descend-
ing by their own weight. All summer long they have
murmured like the noise of waters; they have roared
loudly while the branches were wrestling with the thun-
der-gust; they have made music both glad and solenn ;
they have attuned my thoughts by their quiet sound as
I paced to and fro beneath the arch of intermingling
boughs. Now they can only rustle under my feet.
Henceforth the gray parsonage begins to assume a larger
importance, and draws to its fireside, — for the abomina-
tion of the air-tight stove is reserved till wintry weather,
— draws closer and closer fo its fireside the vagrant
impulses that had gone wandering about through the
summer,

When summer was dead and buried the Old Manse
became as lonely as a hermitage. Not that ever — in
my time at least—it had been thronged with company ;
but, at no rare intervals®we welcomed some friend out
of the dusty glare and tumult of the world, and rejoiced
to share with him the transparent obscurity that was
floating over us. In one respect our precinets were like
the Enchanted Ground through which the pilgrim trav-
elled on his way to the Celestial City. The guests, each
and all, felt a slumberous influence upon them ; they fell
asleep in chairs, or took a more deliberate siesta on the
sofa, or were seen stretched among the shadows of the
orchard, looking up dreamily through the boughs. They
could not have paid a more acceptable compliment to my
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abode nor to my own qualities as a host. T held it as
a proof that they left their cares behind them as they
passed between the stone gate-posts at the entrance of
our avenue, and that the so powerful opiate was the
abundance of peace and quiet within and all around us,
Others could give them pleasure and amusement or in-
struction, —these could be picked up anywhere ; but it
was for me fo give them rest, —rest in a life of trouble.
What better could be done for those weary and world-
worn spirits F — for him whose career of perpetual action
was impeded and harassed by the rarest of his powers
and the richest of his acquirements ? — for another who
had thrown his ardent heart from earliest youth into the
strife of politics, and now, perchance, began to suspeet
that one lifetime is too brief for the accomplishment of
any lofty aim ? —for Ler on whose feminine nature had
been imposed the heavy gift of intellectual power, such
as a strong man might have staggered under, and with
it the necessity to act upon the world ? —in a word, not
to multiply instances, what better could be.done for any-
body who came within our magic circle than to throw
the spell of a tranquil spirit over him? And when it
had wrought its full effect, then we dismissed him, with
but misty reminiscences, as if he had been dreaming
of us.

Were-I to adopt 2 pet idea as so many people do, and
fondle it in my embraces to the exclusion of all others,
it would be, that the great want which mankind labors
under at this present period is sleep. The world should
recline its vast head on the first convenient pillow and
take an age-long nap. It has gone distracted through a
morbid aetivity, and, while preternaturally wide awake,
is nevertheless tormented by visions that seem real to it
10w, but would assume their true aspect and character




36 MOSSES FROM AN OLD MANSE,.

were all things once set right by an interval of sound
repose. This is the only method of getting rid of old
delusions and avoiding new ones; of regenerating our
race, so that it might in due time awake as an nfant out
of dewy slumber; of restoring to us the simple percep-
tion of what is right and the single-hearted desire to
achieve it, both of which have long been lost in conse-
quence of this weary activity of brain and torpor or pas-
sion of the heart that now affiict the universe. Stimu-
lants, the only mode of treatment hitherto attempted,
cannot quell the disease ; they do but heighten the de.
lirium.

Let not the ahove paragraph ever be quoted against
the author; for, though tinctured with its modicum of
truth, it is the result and expression of what he knew,
while he was writing, to be but a distorted survey of the
state and prospects of mankind. There wers circum-
stances around me which made it difficult to view the
world precisely as it exists ; for, severe and sober as
was the Old Manse, it was necessary to go but a little
way beyond its threshold before meeting with stranger
moral shapes of men than might have heen encountered
elsewhere in a eireuit of a thousand miles,

These hobgoblins of flesh and blood were attracted
thither by the widespreading influence of a great original
thinker, who had his earthly abode at the opposite ex-
tremity of our village. His mind acted upon other minds
of a certain constitution with wonderful magnetism, and
drew many men' upon long pilerimages to speak with
him face to face. Young visionaries — to whom Just so
much of insight had been imparted as to make life all
a labyrinth around them — came to seek the clew that
should. guide them out of their self-involved bewilder-
ment. Gray-headed theorists — whose systems, at first

THE OLD MANSE. 37

air, had finally imprisoned them in an iron framework —
travelled painfully fo his door, not to ask deliverance,
but to invite the free spirit into their own thraldom.
People that had lighted on a new thought or a ihoughtl
that they fancied new, came to Emerson, as the finder of
a glitterging gem hastens fo a lapidary, to ascertain its
quality and value. Uncertain, troubled, earnest wan-
derers throngh the midnight of the moral world beheld
his intellectnal fire as a beacon burning on a hill-top,
and, climbing the difficult ascent, looked forth into the
sm'mumlinguohs(:uri[y more hopefully than 111'“1(?]..‘1.0.
The light revealed objects unseen before, — mountains,
gleaming lakes, glimpses of a creation among the chaos ;
but also, as was unavoidable, it attracted bats and owls
and the whole host of night birds, which flapped their
dusky wings against the gazer’s eyes, and sometimes
were mistaken for fowls of angelic feather. Such de-
lusions always hover nigh whenever a beacon-fire of truth
is kindled.

For myself, there had been epochs of my life when
I, too, niigm have asked of this prophet the master
word that should solve me the riddle of the universe:
but now, being happy, I felt as if there were no question
to be put, and therefore admired Emerson as a poet of
deep beauty and austere tenderness, but sought nothing
from him as a philosopher. Tt was good, nevertheless,
to meet him in the woodpaths, or sometimes in our
avenue, with that pure, intellectual gleam diffused about
his presence like the garment of a shining one; and
he, so quiet, so simple; so without prctensmn,_ encoun-
tering each man alive as if expecting to receive more
than he could impart. And, in truth, the heart of many
an ordinary man had, perchance, inseriptions which he
could not read. But it was impossible to dwell in his
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vicinity without inhaling more or less the mountain at-
mosphere of his lofty thought, which, in the brains of
some people, wrought a singular giddiness, — new truth
being as heady as new wine. Never was a poor little
country village infested with such a variefy of queer,
strangely dressed, oddly behaved mortals, most of whom
took upon themselves to be important agents of the
world’s destiny, yet were simply bores of a very in-
tense water. Such, T imagine, is the invariable charac-
ter of persons who crowd so closely about an original
thinker as to draw in his unuttered breath and thus
become imbued with a false originality. This triteness
of novelty is enough to make any man of common-
sense blaspheme at all ideas of less than a century’s
standing, and pray that the world may be petrified and
rendered immovable in precisely the worst moral and
physical state that it ever yet arrived at, rather than be
benefited by such schemes of such philosophers.

And now T begin to feel —and perhaps should have
sooner felt —that we have talked enough of the Old
Manse. Mine honored reader, it may be, will vilify the
poor author as an egotist for babbling through so many
pages about a mossgrown country parsonage, and his
life within its walls, and on the river, and in the woods,
and the influences that wrought upon him from all
these sources. My conscience, however, does not re-
proach me with betraying anything too sacredly individ-
nal to be revealed by a human spirit to its brother or
sister spirit. How narrow — how shallow and scanty
too—1is the stream of thought that has been flowing
from my pen, compared with the broad tide of dim
emaotions, ideas, and associations which swell around me
from that portion of my existence! How little have 1
told! and of that little, how almost nothing is even
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tinctured with any quality that makes it exclusively my
own! Has the reader gone wandering, hand in hand
with me, through the inner passages of my being ? and
have we groped together into all its chambers and ex-
amined their treasures or their rubbish? Not so. We
have been standing on the greensward, but just within
the cavern’s mouth, where the common sunshine is free
to penetrate, and where every footstep is therefore free
to come. I have appealed to no sentiment or sensibil-
ities save such as are diffused among us all. So far as
I am a man of really individual attributes T veil my
face; nor am I, nor have T ever been, one of those su-
premely hospitable people who serve up their own
hearts, delicately fried, with brain sauce, as a tidbit for
their beloved public.

Glancing back over what I have written, it seems but
the scatfered reminiscences of a single summer. In fairy-
land there is no measurement of time; and, in a spot so
sheltered from the turmoil of life’s ocean, three years
hastened away with a noiseless flight, as the breezy sun-
shine chases the cloud-shadows across the depths of a
still valley. Now came hints, growing more and more
distinet, that the owner of the old house was pining for
his native air. Carpenters next appeared, making a tre-
mendous rackef among the outbuildings, strewing the
green grass with pine shavings and chips of chestnut
joists, and vexing the whole antiquity of the place with
their discordant renovations. Soon, moreover, they di-
vested our abode of the veil of woodbine which had crept
over a lavge portion of its southern face. All the aged
Inosses were cleared unsparingly away; and there were
horrible whispers about brushing up the external walls
with a coat of paint,—a purpose as little 1o my taste
as might be that of rouging the venerable cheeks of one’s
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grandmother. But the hand that renovates is always
more sacrilegious than that which destroys. In fine, \;a
gathered up our household goods, drank a farewell cup
of tea in our pleasant little breakfast-room, — delicately
fragrant tea, an unpurchasable Iuxury, one of the many
angel gifts that had fallen like dew upon us, — and ].\ussrﬁ
forth between the tall stone gate-posts as uncertain as t
wandering Arabs where our fent might next be pitehed.
Providence took me by the hand, and — an oddity of dis-
Peusation which, T trust, there is no.irreverence in smil-
g at — has led me, as the newspapers announce while I
am writing, from the Old Manse info a custom-house,
As a story-teller, T have often contrived strange vicissic
tudes for my imaginary personages, but none like this.
: The treasure of intellectual gold which I hoped to find
m our secluded dwelling had never come to light, No
profound treatise of ethics, no philosophic hi;i.or"r, no
novel even, that could stand unsupported on its edges.
All that T had to show, as a man of letiers. were t!?ese
few tales and essays; which had blossomed out like flow-
ers in the calm summer of my heart and mind. Save
editing (an easy task) the Journal of my friend of many
years, the African Cruiser, I had done nothine else.
With these idle weeds and withering blossoms :i have
mtermixed some that were produced long ago,— old
faded things, reminding me of flowers prgsseé between
the leaves of a book, — and now offer the bouquet, such as
It 15, to any whom it may please. These fitful sketches
with so _liti]e of external life about them, yet claiming n(;
:‘{!fll}.ldli-}' of purpose, —so reserved, even while Thev
sometimes seem so frank, — often but half in earnes{,
and never, even when most S0, expressing satisfactorily
th‘e thoughts which they profess to image, — such
trifles, 1 truly feel, afford no solid basis for a literary
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reputation. Nevertheless, the public—if my Lmited
number of readers, whom I venture to regard rather as
a circle of friends, may be termed a public — will re-
ceive them the more kindly, as the last offering, the
last collection of this nature which it is my purpose
sver to put forth. Unless T could do better, I have
done enough in this kind. For mysell the book will
always retain one charm, —as reminding me of the
river, with its delightful solitudes, and of the avenue,
the garden, and the orchard, and especially the dear
Old Manse, with the little study on its western side, and
the sunshine glimmering through the willow branches
while T wrote.

et the reader, if he will do me so much honor, im-
agine himself my guest, and that, having seen what-
ever may be worthy of notice within and about the Old
Manse, he shas finally been ushered into my study.
There, after seating him in an antique elbow-chair, an
heirloom of the house, T take forth a roll of manuseript
and entreat his attention to the following tales, —an act
of personal inhospitality, however, which I never was
guilty of, nor ever will be, even to my worst enemy.




