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YIRGIL.
PUBLIUS VERGILIUS MARO, greatest of Latin poets, and one
He was born on a farm on the
of the first poets of the world.
of Andes, near Mantua, October
district
in
the
the
banks of
Mincio,
He was
at
died
B.
c.
70
21, 19 B. c.
Brundusium,
September
19,
sent to school at Cremona, and soon after his sixteenth year he
;

where he continued his studies until he went to
studied rhetoric and philosophy.
In 37 B.C. the "Eclogues," ten pastorals modelled on those of
Theocritus, were published and were at once received with favor.
Soon after this he withdrew from Eome and went to Campania, re-

went

to Milan,

Eome two years later. At Eome he

He spent the
siding at Naples or at his country-house near Nola.
next seven years in the composition of the "G-eorgics, or Art of
"
Husbandry, which appeared in 30 B. c. The rest of his life, eleven
was
spent on the "JSneid," a work undertaken at the urgent
years,
of
the
request
Emperor.

THE FALL OF TKOY.
(From the "^Eneid.")
sacked, and the old king himself is slain, with his son, by
Pyrrhus Neoptolemus, Achilles's youthful heir. The episode is part of the long
story related by JEneas in Carthage to Dido the queen.]

[Priam's palace

FORWARD we

is

fare,

Called to the palace of Priam by war-shouts rending the

air.

Here of a truth raged battle, as though no combats beside
Eeigned elsewhere, no thousands about all Ilion died.
Here we beheld in his fury the war-god foemen the roof
;

Scaling, the threshold blocked with a penthouse, javelin-proof.
Ladders rest on the walls, armed warriors climb by the door

Stair upon stair, left hands, to the arrows round them that
pour,
Holding a buckler, the battlement ridge in the right held fast.
Trojans in turn wrench loose from the palace turret and tower
death's dark hour
Eeady with these, when the end seems visible,
to defend their lives to the last.
Closing around them now,
;

Gilded rafters, the glory of Trojan kings of the past,
VOL. XX.
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Koll on the enemy. Others, with javelins flashing fire,
Form at the inner doors, and around them close in a ring.
Hearts grow bolder within us to succor the palace, to bring
Aid to the soldier, and valor in vanquished hearts to inspire.

There was a gate with a secret door, that a passage adjoined
a postern planted behind.
Thridding the inner palace
Here Andromache, ill-starred queen, oft entered alone,
Visiting Hector's parents, when yet they sate on the throne
Oft to his grandsire with her the boy Astyanax led.

;

Passing the covered way to the roof I mount overhead,
Where Troy's children were hurling an idle javelin shower.
From it a turret rose, on the topmost battlement height
Eaised to the stars, whence Troy and the Danaan ships and the
white
Dorian tents were wont to be seen in a happier hour.
With bright steel we assailed it, and were high flo oring of tower
Offered a joint that yielded, we wrenched it loose, and below
Sent it a-drifting. It fell with a thunderous crash on the foe,
Carrying ruin afar. But the ranks close round us again,
Stones and the myriad weapons of war unceasingly rain.

Facing the porch, on the threshold itself, stands Pyrrhus in bright
Triumph, with glittering weapons, a flashing mirror of light.
As to the light some viper, on grasses poisonous fed,
Swollen and buried long by the winter's frost in his bed,
Shedding his weeds, uprises in shining beauty and strength,
Lifts, new-born, his bosom, and wreathes his slippery length,

High

to the sunlight darting a three-forked flickering tongue,

Periphas huge strides near, and the brave Automedon, long
Charioteer to Achilles, an armor-bearer to-day.
All of the flower of Scyros beside him, warriors young,
Crowd to the palace too, while flames on the battlement play.
Pyrrhus in front of the host, with a two-edged axe in his hand,
Breaches the stubborn doors, from the hinges rends with his brand
Brass-clamped timbers, a panel cleaves, to the heart of the oak
Strikes, and a yawning chasm for the sunlight gapes at his stroke.
Bare to the eye is the palace within long vistas of hall
Open: the inmost dwelling of Priam is seen of them all:
Bare the inviolate chambers of kings of an earlier day,
And they destroy on the threshold the armed men standing at bay.
:

Groaning and wild uproar through the inner palace begin
wailings are heard from the vaulted cloisters within.
Shrieks to the golden stars are rolled. Scared mothers in fear
Over the vast courts wander, embracing the thresholds dear,
;

Women's

HECTOR
Antonio Canova's

statue, Venice
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Clasping and kissing the doors. On strides, as his father in might,
no gate can stay him, nor guard withstand him to-night
Portals yield at the thunder of strokes plied ever and aye
Down from the hinges the gates are flung on their faces to lie.
Entry is broken the enemy's hosts stream inwards and kill
All in the van, each space with a countless soldiery fill.
Not so rages the river, that o'er its barriers flows
White with foam, overturning the earth-built mounds that oppose,

Pyrrhus

:

;

;

;

When

by meadow and wold,
These
eyes did behold
Sweeping
Pyrrhus maddened with slaughter; and marked on the sill of the gate
Both the Atridse brethren. I saw where Hecuba sate,
saw Priam with blood
Eound her a hundred brides of her sons,
Staining the altar-fires he had hallowed himself to his god.
each seeming a sweet
Fifty his bridal chambers within,
in dust all lie at his feet
Promise of children's children,
Doors emblazoned with spoils, and with proud barbarian gold,
Lie in the dust
Where flames yield passage, Danaans hold
on the

fields as a

mountain

it rolls,

to ruin the herd and the stall.

!

!

"

!

the fate," thou askest, " befell King Priam withal ? "
When he beholds Troy taken, his gates in confusion fall,
Foes in the heart of his palace, the old man feebly essays

What was

Eound

his trembling shoulders the armor of
forever, his sword once

bygone days
more to his side
Makes for the midst of the foremen, to die as a chieftain had died.
Deep in the palace heart, and beneath heaven's canopy clear,
Lay a majestic altar a veteran bay -tree near
Over it hung, and in shadow inclosed the Penates divine.
Hecuba here, and her daughters, in vain surrounding the shrine,
Like doves swooping from heaven in a tempest's gloom to the
Girds,

;

now harmless

;

;

ground.
all huddled, and clinging the god's
great images round !
When in the arms of his youth she beheld her Priam arrayed
" What wild
purpose of battle, my ill-starred husband," she said,
" Ails thee to don these
weapons, and whither fondly away ?
Not such succor as thine can avail us in this sad
Sate

day

No

:

man's weapons,
if even our Hector came at the call.
One shrine shall shelter us all,
Hither, I pray thee, turn.
Else one death overwhelm us." She
spake, then reaching her hand,
Gently the old man placed by the hallowed gods of his land.

Lo from the ravaging Pyrrhus, Polites flying for
life,
One of the sons of the king
Through foes, through weapons
!

!

strife,

Under the long colonnades, down

Wounded

to death.

On

halls

now empty, he

his traces aflame with

broke,

murderous stroke,

of
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the pursuerj Behold, each minute of flight,
behind
outstretching to hold him, and spear uplifted to smite
When in his parents' view and before their faces he stood,
Painting he fell j in a torrent his life poured forth with his blood

Pyrrhus

Hand

!

!

Then
though about and around him already the death-shade
hung
Priam held not his peace, gave rein to his wrath and his tongue
!

"Now may the

gods, thou sinner, for this impiety bold
If there still be an eye in the heaven these deeds to behold
" all thanks that are owed
he
dues

Paythee,"

cried,

thee,

that are

meet,
Thou hast made me witness mine own son die at my feet,
Yea, in the father's presence the earth with slaughter hast stained.
Not this wise did Achilles, the sire thou falsely hast feigned,
Deal with his enemy Priam. His heart knew generous shame,
Felt for a suppliant's honor, a righteous suppliant's claim,
Hector's lifeless body to lie in the tomb he restored
to my kingdom sent me, to reign once more as

;

Home

its lord."
spake, and his weapon, a harmless, impotent thing,
Hurled; on the brass of the buckler it smote with a hollow ring,
Hung from the eye of the boss all nerveless. Pyrrhus in ire
" Take these
tidings thou, and relate this news to my sire
Seek Pelides and tell him the shameless deeds I have done ;

The

old

man

:

Fail not to say his Pyrrhus appears a degenerate son !
Die mean whiles." And the aged king to the altar he haled,
Trembling, and sliding to earth in his own son's blood as he trailed

;

Twined

in the old man's tresses his left, with his right hand drew
Swiftly the sword, to the hilt in his heart then sheathed it anew.
This was the story of Priam,
the end appointed that came,

Sent by the Fates,
to behold as he died Troy's city aflame,
around
Pergama falling
him, who once in his high command
Swayed full many a people, in pride ruled many a land,
Asia's lord.
He is lying a giant trunk on the shore,
Head from his shoulders severed, a corpse with a name no more.

THE CURSE OF QUEEN
(From the

DIDO.

"

[Queen Dido, deserted by JEneas, curses him and his
foreshadows the career of Hannibal.]

Now

Roman

posterity.

She

from the saffron bed of Tithonus, morning again
Rises, and sprinkles with new-born light earth's every plain.
Soon as the sleepless Queen, from her watch-towers set on the steep,
Saw day whiten, the vessels with squared sails plowing the deep,
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thrice beating her fair
Desolate shores and abandoned ports,
Breasts with her hand, thrice rending her yellow tresses of hair
"Father of earth and of heaven! and shall this stranger," she cries,
" Wend on his treacherous
way, flout Dido's realm as he flies ?
the
?
Is Tyre not yet on his trail ?
from
scabbard
no
sword
Leaps
None of ye warping the ships from the dock-yards, hoisting the sail ?
To sea, and belabor the main
Forth with the flame and the arrow
madness
troubled her brain ?
Has
Dido
?
wild
words
Is
it
Ah,
Ah, too late, poor Dido ? the sin comes home to thee now
Then was the hour to consider, when thou wast crowning his brow.
The faith and the honor of him who still, as they say,
Look ye
Carries on shipboard with him his Trojan gods on the way
Ah had I not force
Bore on his shoulders his aged sire
!

!

!

!

!

!

!

!

Limb from limb

to have torn him, and piecemeal scattered his corse
Over the seas ? his crews to have slain, and, banquet of joy,
Served on the father's table the flesh of lulus the boy ?
death was at hand.
Even were chance in the battle unequal,
Whom had Dido to fear ? I had borne to the vessels the brand,
Filled with flames each deck, each hold,
child, people, and sire
Whelmed in the blazing ruin, and flung myself on the pyre
Sun, whose flaming torches reveal earth's every deed
Juno, witness of sad love's pains, who knowest my need
Name on the midnight causeways howled, thou, Hecate dire
Sister avengers, Genius of Dido, soon to expire,
Gently receive her and give to her crying misery heed
If the heavens' stern laws have
Listen and hear these prayers
!

;

;

;

;

!

decreed
base soul shall find him a harbor, and float to the land;
Thus Jove's destinies order, and so fate finally stand
Harassed in war by the spears of a daring people and wild,
Far from the land of his fathers and torn from the arms of his child,
May he in vain ask succor, and watch his Teucrian band
Dying a death untimely and when this warrior proud
Under the hard conditions of peace his spirit has bowed,
Neither of monarch's throne nor of sunlight sweet let him taste
Fall ere time overtakes him, and tombless bleach on the waste.
This last prayer as my life ebbs forth I pour with my blood ;
Let not thy hatred sleep, my Tyre, to the Teucrian brood ;
Lay on the tomb of Dido for funeral offering this
Neither be love nor league to unite my people and his
Rise thou Nameless Avenger from Dido's ashes to come,
Follow with fire and slaughter the false Dardanians home!
Smite them to-day, hereafter, through ages unexplored,

Yon

:

!

;

!

!

!

as thy strength sustains thee, and fingers cling to the sword
Sea upon sea wage battle for ever shore upon shore,
To the sires and the children strife evermore "
Spear upon spear

Long

!

!

!

!
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THE UNDERWORLD.
(From the "^neid.")

FACING the porch itself, in the jaws of the gate of the dead,
built their terrible bed.
Grief, and Eemorse the Avenger, have
There dwells pale-cheeked Sickness, and Old Age sorrowful-eyed,
Fear, and the temptress Famine, and Hideous Want at her side,
Grim and temendous shapes. There Death with Labor is joined,
Sleep, half-brother of Death, and the Joys unclean of the mind.
Murderous Battle is camped on the threshold. Fronting the door
The iron cells of the Furies, and frenzied Strife, evermore
Wreathing her serpent tresses with garlands dabbled in gore.
Thick with gloom, an enormous elm in the midst of the way
Spreads its time-worn branches and limbs: false Dreams, we are
told,

Make their abode thereunder, and nestle to every spray.
Many and various monsters, withal, wild things to behold,
the awful Centaurs of old;
Lie in the gateway stabled
and there with his hundred hands
Scyllas with forms half-human
Dwells Briareus and the shapeless Hydra of Lerna's lands,
Horribly yelling in naming mail the Chiinsera arrayed ;
Gorgons and Harpies, and one three-bodied and terrible Shade.
;

;

;

Clasping his sword, JSneas in sudden panic of fear
Points its blade at the legion and had not the Heaven-taught seer
Warned him the phantoms are thin apparitions, clothed in a vain
Semblance of form, but in substance a fluttering bodiless train,
Idly his weapon had slashed the advancing shadows in twain.
;

is the path to the river of Acheron, ever by mud
Clouded, forever seething with wild, insatiate flood
Downward, and into Cocytus disgorging its endless sands.
Sentinel over its waters an awful ferryman stands,
Charon, grisly and rugged a growth of centuries lies
Hoary and rough on his chin as a flaming furnace his eyes.
Hung in a loop from his shoulders a foul scarf round him he ties
Now with his pole impelling the boat, now trimming the sail,

Here

;

;

Urging his steel-gray bark with

Aged

Down

its

in years, but a god's old age

burden of corpses pale,
unwithered and hale.

is

to the bank of the river the streaming shadows
repair,
Mothers, and men, and the lifeless bodies of those who were
Generous heroes, boys that are beardless, maidens unwed,
Youths to the death pile carried before their fathers were dead.

j

VIRGIL.

10805

as forest leaves that in autumn's earliest frost
fall, or as birds that in bevies flock to the coast

Many

Flutter and

Over the sea's deep hollows, when winter, chilly and frore,
Drives them across far waters to land on a sunnier shore.
Yonder they stood, each praying for earliest passage, and each
Eagerly straining his hands in desire of the opposite beach.
Such as he lists to the vessel the boatman gloomy receives,
Ear from the sands of the river the rest he chases and leaves.

Moved

at the wild uproar, uEneas, with riveted eyes :
crowd to the water the shadows, priestess ? " he cries
" What do the
And why go some from the shore
spirits desire ?

"

Why thus

;

"
Sadly away, while others are ferried the dark stream o'er ?
Briefly the aged priestess again made answer and spake
"Son of Anchises, sprung most surely from gods upon high,
Yon is the deep Cocytus marsh, and the Stygian lake.
:

Even the Immortals

fear to attest its presence and lie
These are a multitude helpless, of spirits lacking a grave
Charon the ferryman yonder the buried, crossing the wave.
Over the awful banks and the hoarse-voiced torrents of doom
!

;

5

None may be taken

before their bones find rest in a tomb.

of years they wander, and flit round river and shore,
to the lake they long for are free to return once more."

Hundreds

Then

.

.

.

Feasting his eyes on the

wand

of the Fates,

Mighty oblation, unseen for unnumbered summers before,
Charon advances his dark-blue bows, and approaches the shore;
Summons the rest of the spirits in row on the benches who sate
Place to resign for the comers, his gangway clears, and on board
Takes ^Eneas. The cobbled boat groans under his weight.
Water in streams from the marshes through every fissure is poured.
Priestess and hero safely across Death's river are passed,

Land upon mud

unsightly,

and pale marsh sedges,

at last.

Here huge Cerberus bays with his triple jaws through the land,
Crouched at enormous length in his cavern facing the strand.
Soon as the Sibyl noted his hair now bristling with snakes,
Morsels she flings him of meal, and of honeyed opiate cakes.

Maddened with fury

of famine his three great throats unclose ;
Fiercely he snatches the viand, his monstrous limbs in repose
Loosens, and, prostrate laid, sprawls measureless over his den.
While the custodian sleeps, ^Eneas the entrance takes,

Speeds from the bank of a stream no traveller crosses again.
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Voices they heard, and an infinite wailing, as onward they bore,
Spirits of infants sobbing at Death's immediate door,
Whom, at a mother's bosom, and strangers to life's sweet breath,
Fate's dark day took from us, and drowned in untimeliest death.
Near them are those who, falsely accused, died guiltless, although
Not without trial, or verdict given, do they enter below
Here, with his urn, sits Minos the judge, convenes from within
Silent ghosts to the council, and learns each life and its sin.
Near them inhabit the sorrowing souls, whose innocent hands
Wrought on themselves their ruin, and strewed their lives on the
;

sands.

Hating the glorious sunlight. Alas! how willingly they
Now would endure keen want, hard toil, in the regions of day
Fate forbids it the loveless lake with its waters of woe
Holds them, and nine times round them entwined, Styx bars them
!

;

below.

THE VISION OF THE FUTUKE.
(From the "JEneid.")
[2Eneas meets in the Elysian Fields his father, Anchises, who shows him their
most illustrious descendants.]

TURNING his eyes, ^Eneas sees broad battlements placed
Under the cliffs on his left, by a triple rampart incased
Bound them in torrents of ambient fire runs Phlegethon

;

swift,

Kiver of Hell, and the thundering rocks sends ever adrift.
One huge po.rtal in front upon pillars of adamant stands
Neither can mortal might, nor the heavens' own warrior bands,
Bend it asunder. An iron tower rears over the door,
Where Tisiphone seated in garments dripping with gore
Watches the porch, unsleeping, by day and by night evermore.
Hence come groans on the breezes, the sound of a pitiless flail,
;

Battle of iron bands, and the clanking of fetters that trail.
Silent the hero stands, and in terror rivets his
eyes.
"What dire shapes of impiety these ? Speak, priestess !" he cries.
" What dread torment racks
them, and what shrieks yonder arise ? "
She in return " Great chief of the Teucrian hosts, as is
:

meet,

Over the threshold of sinners may pass no innocent feet.
Hecate's self, who set me to rule the Avernian glade,
Taught me of Heaven's great torments, and all their terror

dis-

played.

Here reigns dread Bhadamanthus, a king no
mercy that knows,
Chastens and judges the guilty, compels each soul to disclose

,

S3

"^

S

S

?
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he kept concealed from the eye,
Death brought punishment nigh.
the
then
Avenger
Tisiphone over them stands,
Straightway
Scourges the trembling sinners, her fierce lash arming her hands
Holds in her left uplifted her serpents grim, and from far
Summons the awful troop of her sisters gathered for war
Then at the last with a grating of hideous hinges uuclose
Dost see what warders are those
Hell's infernal doors.
Crouched in the porch ? What presence is yonder keeping the

Crimes of the upper

Proud of

air that

his idle cunning,

till

;

!

gate?

Know

that a Hydra beyond it, a foe still fiercer in hate,
Lurks with a thousand ravening throats. See Tartarus great
Yawning to utter abysses, and deepening into the night,
Twice as profound as the space of the starry Olympian height.
!

" Here the enormous
Titans, the Earth's old progeny, hurled
the lightning, are under the bottomless waters whirled.
Here I beheld thy children, Aloeus, giant of might,
Brethren bold who endeavored to pluck down heaven from

Low by

its

height,

Fain to displace great Jove from his throne in the kingdom of light.
Saw Salmoneus too, overtaken with agony dire
While the Olympian thunder he mimicked and Jove's own fire.
Borne on his. four-horse chariot, and waving torches that glowed,
Over the Danaan land, through the city of Elis, he rode,
Marching in triumph, and claiming the honors due to a god.
Madman, thinking with trumpets and tramp of the steeds that he
drove
He might rival the storms, and the matchless thunders of Jove
But the omnipotent Father a bolt from his cloudy abyss
no brand from the pine, no smoke of the torchlight
Launched
!

this

And with an awful whirlwind

blast hurled Pride to its fall.
of
the
Earth, great mother of all,
nursling
Tityos also,
Here was to see, whose body a long league covers of plain ;
One huge vulture with hooked beak evermore at his side
Shears his liver that dies not, his bowel fruitful of pain,
Searches his heart for a banquet, beneath his breast doth abide,

Grants no peace to the vitals that ever renew them again.
"

Why of Pirithous tell, and Ixion, Lapithse tall,
O'er whose brows is suspended a dark crag, ready to fall,
Ever in act to descend ? Proud couches raised upon bright
Golden feet are shining, a

festal table in sight

Laden with royal splendor. The Furies' Queen on her throne
forbids them to taste it
Sits at the banquet by
has flown
Now to prevent them with torch uplifted, and thundering tone.
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" All who have hated a brother in lifetime, all who have laid
Violent hands on a parent, the faith of a client betrayed
Those who finding a treasure have o'er it brooded alone,
a numerous band
Setting aside no portion for kinsmen,
Those in adultery slain all those who have raised in the land
Treason's banner, or broken their oath to a master's hand,
Prisoned within are awaiting an awful doom of their own.
;

;

;

" Ask me
what form of requital or
not, what their doom,
Whelms them below. Some roll huge stones to the crest of
Some on the spokes of a whirling wheel hang spread to the

ill

the

hill,

wind.

Theseus sits, the unblest, and will ever seated remain;
Phlegyas here in his torments a warning voice to mankind
Eaises, loudly proclaiming throughout Hell's gloomy abodes
Learn hereby to be just, and to think no scorn of the Gods
This is the sinner his country who sold, forged tyranny's chain,
Made for a bribe her laws, for a bribe unmade them again.
Yon wretch dared on a daughter with eyes unholy to look.
:

'

'

!

All some infamy ventured, of infamy's gains partook.
Had I a thousand tongues, and a thousand lips, and a speech
Fashioned of steel, sin's varying types I hardly could teach,
"
Could not read thee the roll of the torments suffered of each
!

Soon as the aged seer of Apollo her story had done,
"
"
Forward," she cries, on the path, and complete thy mission begun.
I behold in the distance battlements great,
Hasten the march
Built by the Cyclops' forge, and the vaulted dome at the gate
!

Where

the divine revelation ordains our gifts to be laid."
Side by side at her bidding they traverse the region of shade,
Over the distance hasten, and now draw nigh to the doors.
Fronting the gates ^Eneas stands, fresh water he pours
Over his limbs, and the branch on the portal hangs as she bade.

After the rite is completed, the gift to the goddess addressed,
Now at the last they come to the realms where Joy has her throne
Sweet green glades in the Fortunate Forests, abodes of the blest,
Fields in an ampler ether, a light more glorious dressed,
Lit evermore with their own bright stars and a sun of their own.
:

Some

are training their limbs on the wrestling-green, and compete
Gayly in sport on the yellow arenas some with their feet
Treading their choral measures, or singing the hymns of the god
While their Thracian priest, in a sacred robe that trails,
;

Chants them the

air

with the seven sweet notes of his musical

scales,

Now

with his fingers striking, and now with his ivory rod.
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Here are the ancient children of Teucer, fair to behold,
Generous heroes, born in the happier summers of old,
Ilus, Assaracus by him, and Dardan, Founder of Troy.
Far in the distance yonder are visible armor and car
Unsubstantial in earth their lances are planted and far
Over the meadows are ranging the chargers freed from employ.
All the delight they took when alive in the chariot and sword,
All of the loving care that to shining coursers was paid,
Follows them now that in quiet below Earth's breast they are
;

;

laid.

Banqueting here he beholds them to right and to left on the sward,
Chanting in chorus the Paean, beneath sweet forests of bay
Whence, amid wild wood covers, the river Eridanus, poured,
Eolls his majestic torrents to upper earth and the day.
;

Chiefs for the land of their sires in the battle wounded of yore,
whose purity lasted until sweet life was no more,

Priests

Faithful prophets who spake as beseemed their god and his shrine,
All who by arts invented to life have added a grace,
All whose services earned the remembrance deep of the race,

Bound
Then

their

shadowy foreheads the snow-white garland entwine.

as about

Turning

them the phantoms stream, breaks silence the seer,
for round him the shadows appear
Musseus,

first to

Thickest to crowd, as he towers with his shoulders over the throng,
" Tell
me, ye joyous spirits, and thou, bright master of song,
Where is the home and the haunt of the great Anchises, for whom
Hither we come, and have traversed the awful rivers of gloom ? "
" None has a home
Briefly in turn makes answer the hero
In fixed haunts. We inhabit the dark thick glades, on the brink
Ever of moss-banked rivers, and water meadows that drink
Living streams. But if onward your heart thus wills ye to go,
:

Climb this ridge. I will set ye in pathways easy to know."
Forward he marches, leading the way from the heights at the end
Shows them a shining plain, and the mountain slopes they descend.
;

There withdrawn to a valley of green in a fold of the plain
Stood Anchises the father, his eyes intent on a train,
Prisoned spirits, soon to ascend to the sunlight again,

Numbering over

his children dear, their myriad bands,
All their destinies bright, their ways, and the work of their hands.
When he beheld ^Eneas across those flowery lands
to meet him, fondly he strained both arms to his boy
Tears on his cheek fell fast, and his voice found slowly employ.

Moving

" Here thou comest at
last, and the love I counted upon
Over the rugged path has prevailed. Once more,
my son,

;

-
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and answer with mine thy voice as of yore.
Long I pondered the chances, believed this day was in store,
Beckoning the years and the seasons. Nor was my longing belied.
O'er how many a land, past what far waters and wide,
Hast thou come to mine arms What dangers have tossed thee, my
I

may behold

thee,

!

child

!

Ah, how I feared
" Thine

own

lest

shade,

harm should await thee

my

sire,

thine

own

in Libya wild

"
!

disconsolate shade,

Visiting oft my chamber, has made me seek thee," he said.
" Safe
upon Tuscan waters the fleet lies. Grant me to grasp
Thy right hand, sweet father withdraw thee not from its clasp."
;

So he replied ; and a river of tears flowed over his face.
Thrice with his arms he essayed the beloved one's neck to embrace j
Thrice clasped vainly the phantom eluded his hands in flight,
Thin as the idle breezes, and Hke some dream of the night.
:

There ^Eneas beholds in a valley withdrawn from the rest
Far-off glades, and a forest of boughs that sing in the breeze;
Near them the Lethe river that glides by abodes of the blest.
Round it numberless races and peoples floating he sees.
So on the flowery meadows in calm, clear summer, the bees
Settle on bright-hued blossoms, or stream in companies round
Fair-white lilies, till every plain seems ringing with sound.
with terror -suddenly pale,
Strange to the scene, JSneas,
of its meaning, and what be the streams in the distant vale,
Who those warrior crowds that about yon river await.
Answer returns Anchises " The spirits promised by Fate
Life in the body again.
Upon Lethe's watery brink

Asks

:

These of the fountain of rest and of long oblivion drink.
Ever I yearn to relate thee the tale, display to thine eyes,
Count thee over the children that from thy loins shall arise,
So that your joy may be deeper on finding Italy's skies."
"

father ! and are there, and must we believe it," he said,
from the dead ?
Spirits that fly once more to the sunlight back
Souls that anew to the body return, and the fetters of clay ?
Can there be any who long for the light thus blindly as they ? "

"

"

my

Listen, and I will resolve thee the doubt," Anchises replies.
in order the tale of the earth and the skies.

Then unfolds him

"In the beginning, the

earth,

and the sky, and the spaces of night,

Also the shining moon, and the sun Titanic and bright,
Fed on an inward life, and with all things mingled, a mind
Moves universal matter, with Nature's frame is combined.
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race, and the beast, and the bird that on pinions flies,
All wild shapes that are hidden the gleaming waters beneath,
Each elemental seed, has a fiery force from the skies
Each its heavenly being, that no dull clay can disguise,
Bodies of earth ne'er deaden, nor limbs long destined to death.
Hence their fears and desires their sorrows and joys for their

Thence man's

;

:

;

sight,

Blinds with the gloom of a prison, discerns not the heavenly light.
"

Now, when at last life leaves them, do all sad ills, that belong
Unto the sinful body, depart still many survive
Lingering with them, alas for it needs must be that the long
Growth should in wondrous fashion at full completion arrive.
;

!

So due vengeance racks them, for deeds of an earlier day
Suffering penance, and some to the winds hang viewless and thin,
Searched by the breezes from others the deep infection of sin
Swirling water washes, or bright fire purges, away.
Each, in his own sad ghost, we endure then pass to the wide
Eealms of Elysium. Few in the fields of the happy abide,
Till great Time, when the cycles have run their courses on high,
Takes the inbred pollution, and leaves to us only the bright
Sense of heaven's own ether, and fire from the springs of the sky.
When for a thousand years they have rolled their wheels through
;

;

the night,
to the Lethe river recalls this myriad train,
That with remembrance lost once more they may visit the light,
And, at the last, have desire for a life in the body again."

God

[The future heroes of Rome pass by among the last, the Marcelli. The death
young Marcellus, nephew and heir of Augustus, had recently occurred when
The bereft mother was said to have fainted
this book was read by Virgil at court.
:

of the

at this passage.]

"

Lo where decked in a conqueror's spoils Marcellus, my son,
war
How he towers o'er all of the warrior

Strides from the

!

train

!

When Rome reels with the shock of the wild invaders' alarm,
He shall sustain her state. From his war-steed's saddle his arm
Carthage and rebel Gaul shall destroy, and the arms of the slain
Victor a third time hang in his father Quirinus's fane."

Then tineas,

for near him a youth seemed ever to pace,
an aspect princely, with armor of glittering grace,
Yet was his forehead joyless, his eye cast down as in grief,
" Who can it
be, my father, that walks at the side of the chief ?

Fair, of

Is it his son, or perchance some child of his glorious race
Born from remote generations ? And hark, how ringing a cheer
What a noble presence is here
Breaks from his comrades round
"
Though dark night with her shadow of woe floats over his face
!

!

!
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Answer again Anchises began with a gathering tear
" Ask me
not,
my son, of thy children's infinite pain
:

!

Fate one glimpse of the boy to the world will grant, and again
Take him from life. Too puissant methinks to immortals on high

Eome's great children had seemed, if a gift like this from the sky
What wailing of warriors bold
Longer had been vouchsafed
Shall from the funeral plain to the War-god's city be rolled
What sad pomp thine eyes will discern, what pageant of woe,
!

!

When by his new-made tomb thy waters, Tiber, shall flow
Never again such hopes shall a youth of thy lineage, Troy,
Never a boy
Rouse in his great forefathers of Latium

!

!

Nobler pride shall inspire in the ancient Romulus-land!
Ah, for his filial love for his old-world faith for his hand
Unharmed what foemen had offered to stand
Matchless in battle
Forth in his path, when charging on foot for the enemy's ranks,
Or when plunging the spur in his foam-flecked courser's flanks
Child of a nation's sorrow if thou canst baffle the Fates
Bitter decrees, and break for a while their barrier gates,
I pray thee, bring me anon
Thine to become Marcellus
Handfuls of lilies, that I bright flowers may strew on my son,
Heap on the shade of the boy unborn these gifts at the least,
!

!

!

!

7

!

!

Doing the dead, though vainly, the

last sad service."
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VOLTAIRE.
VOLTAIRE, FRANCOIS MARIE AROUET DE, a celebrated French
and general writer born at Paris, November 21, 1694;
died there, May 30, 1778. He was educated at the Jesuit College
of Louis le Grand, and being introduced into the gay, witty, and
liceotious society of Paris, soon made himself famous by his biting
wit, historian,

;

One of these, written at twenty-one, entitled "I Have
the anger of the Eegent, the Duke of Orleans. Two
excited
Seen,"
was shut up in the Bastile, where he remained
later
Voltaire
days
" The
eleven months, and wrote the first part of his epic poem,
Henriade." Soon after being released from the Bastile Francois
satires.

Arouet took the name of Voltaire, from a small estate belonging to
the family. The tragedy " (Edipe," which he had written in the
Bastile, was produced, and was soon followed by the tragedies
"
" Artemise " and "
Marianne," the comedy L'Indiscret," a continuation of " The Henriade," and numerous small poems. In 1726 he
went to England, where he remained three years. Here he finished
"

The Henriade," which was published in London, under royal
patronage, and in 1729 was permitted to return to France. Before
three years had passed he published the commencement of his
"History of Charles XII. of Sweden," produced the tragedies of
"Brutus," "Eriphyle," "The Death of Csesar," and "Zaire."
But he soon fell into disfavor by the publication of his " Lettres
Philosophiques sur les Anglais." The Sorbonne directed the book
to be burned, and the Parlement of Paris ordered the arrest of the
author. Voltaire took refuge in one place and another; sometimes
in a French province, sometimes in
Switzerland, Holland, or Lorraine. He wrote numerous works
during these years, notable among
which are the tragedies of " Alzire," " Merope," and " Mahomet,"
and the series of essays on the "Philosophy of
History "the best of
all his

prose works.

He made innumerable enemies in every

quarter.

In 1746 he barely succeeded in his candidature for
membership in
the French Academy in 1750 he offered himself for the
Academy
of Sciences and the
Academy of Inscriptions, and was rejected by
both. He went to Berlin in 1750
he being then approaching
;

threescore, his residence there continuing nearly four years. Voltaire lived a quarter of a
century after this Prussian episode, finally

VOLTAIRE.

10814

taking up his residence at Ferney, on the lake of Geneva in SwitHe left Paris in 1750, and never saw it again until 1778.
zerland.
He arrived at Paris on February 10th. Never had a great writer
received such an ovation as awaited him. He died on May 30th.
His last appearance in public was at the representation of his own
tragedy of "Irene." The standard Life of Voltaire is that by

Gustave Desnoiresterres (1887).

THE IRREPRESSIBLE
(From the

To complete

"

KESTG.

History of Charles XII., King of Sweden.")

the misfortunes of Sweden, her King persisted
and still lived on the hope of aid

in remaining at Demotica,

from Turkey which he was never
Ibrahim-Molla, the haughty

to receive.
vizier

who decreed

the war

against the Muscovites, against the wish of the Sultan's favorite,
was suffocated between two doors. The place of vizier had
become so dangerous that no one dared fill it; it remained

vacant for six months at last the favorite, Ali Coumourgi, took
the title. Then all the hopes of the King of Sweden were
dashed: he knew Coumourgi the better because that schemer
had served him when their interests accorded with his own.
He had been eleven months at Demotica, buried in idleness
:

and neglect; this extreme inertia, following the most violent
had at last given him the malady that he feigned.
All Europe believed him dead the council of regency at Stockholm heard no news of him. The senate came in a body to
entreat his sister, Princess Ulrica Eleonora, to assume the
regency during his prolonged absence. She accepted it but
when she saw that the senate would constrain her to make
peace with the Czar Peter the Great, and with the King of
Denmark, who were attacking Sweden on all sides, she, rightly
thinking that her brother would never consent, resigned her
office, and sent to Turkey a detailed account of the affair.
The King received the packet from his sister at Demotica.
His inborn spirit of despotism made him forget that formerly
Sweden had been free, and that the senate had governed the
realm conjointly with the kings. He regarded this body as a
exertions,

;

;

troop of servants who aspired to rule the house in their master's
absence ; and wrote them that if they pretended to govern, he

would send them one

To

convey his orders
supposed attempts to defy his

of his boots to

forestall therefore these

!
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as he hoped
authority in Sweden, and to defend his country,
count only
and
could
the
Ottoman
from
further
Porte,
nothing
he informed the grand vizier that he wished to
on himself,

and to return home by way of Germany.
M. De'saleurs, the French ambassador, who had taken the
affairs of Sweden in hand, made the request in his own person.
" did I not
"Very good," said the vizier to Count De'saleurs
depart,

:

was out, the King of Sweden
rightly say that before the year
would ask leave to depart? Tell him to go or stay, as he
chooses but let him come to a decision, and fix the day of his
;

time into the embarrassdeparture, lest he plunge us a second
Bender."
at
us
ment he caused
Count De'saleurs softened this harsh message to the King.
set ; but Charles wished, before leaving Turkey, to
the
pomp of a great king, although he lived in the squalor
display
He gave to Grothusen the title of ambassador
of a fugitive.
sent him to take leave in due form at Conand
extraordinary,

The day was

stantinople, followed by eighty persons all superbly attired.
The secret springs which he touched to obtain the money for
this outlay were more humiliating than the embassy was magCount De'saleurs lent the King forty thousand pieces ;
nificent.

Grothusen had agents in Constantinople, who borrowed of a
at fifty per cent interest a thousand pieces, a hundred thousand pieces of an English merchant, a thousand francs of a Turk.
Thus were brought together the means of playing before the
divan the brilliant comedy of the Swedish embassy. Grothusen
received all the honors that the Porte is wont to show ambassadors extraordinary on their day of audience. The purpose of
all this performance was to obtain money from the grand vizier
but that minister was inexorable.
Grothusen proposed to borrow a million from the Porte the
vizier answered dryly that his master knew how to give when
he pleased, and that it was beneath his dignity to lend that the
King would be abundantly furnished with whatever was neces-

Jew

;

:

;

sary for his journey, in a manner worthy of the giver ; perhaps
the Porte would even make him some present in uncoined gold,

but he must not count upon it.
At last, on the 1st of October, 1714, the King of Sweden
started on his journey a grand chamberlain with six Turkish
officers came to escort him from the castle of Demirtash, where
he had passed several days ; he was presented in the name of
the Sultan with a large tent of scarlet embroidered in gold, a
:
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sabre with precious stones set in the hilt, and eight perfect Arab
Let
steeds, with superb saddles and spurs of massive silver.
that
the
Arab
in
observe
to
condescend
groom
charge
history
related their genealogy to the King this is a long-established
:

custom with these people, who seem to pay far more attention
and perhaps not
to the high breeding of horses than of men
altogether without reason, since animals that receive care and
are without mixture never degenerate.
Sixty chariots filled with all sorts of provisions, and three
hundred horses, formed the procession. The Turks, to show
greater regard for their guest, made him advance by brief stages ;
;

but this respectful rate of speed exasperated the King. He rose
during the journey at three o'clock in the morning, according to
his custom; as soon as he was dressed he himself awoke the
chamberlain and the officers, and ordered the march resumed in
complete darkness. Turkish conventionality was disturbed by
this new way of travelling but the King enjoyed the discomfort
of the Turks, and said that he was avenging in a measure the
affair of Bender.
Arrived on the borders of Germany, the King of Sweden
learned that the Emperor had ordered him to be received with
suitable magnificence in all lands under his authority ; the
towns and villages where the sergeants had marked out his
route in advance made preparations to receive him. All these
people looked forward with impatience to seeing the extraor;

man whose victories and misfortunes, whose least actions
and very repose, had made such a stir in Europe and in Asia.
But Charles had no wish to wade through all this pomp, nor to
he had even
furnish a spectacle as the prisoner of Bender
determined never to re-enter Stockholm without bringing better
"
" I have
fortunes.
left," he remarked to his intimates,
my
I
at
Stockholm
wish
to
and
slippers
buy no
dressing-gown
dinary

;

;

others

till

I return there."

When he reached Tergowitz on the Transylvanian frontier,
after bidding farewell to his Turkish escort he assembled his
suite in a barn ; and told them all to take no trouble for his person, but to make their
Baltic Sea, about three

they were.
He took with

to Stralsund in Pomerania, on the
hundred leagues from the place where

way

him only During, and gayly

plunged in astonishment, terror, and sadness.
perruque for a disguise, as he always wore his

left all his

He
own

suite

used a black
hair, put

on
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a hat embroidered with gold, a rough gray coat and a blue cloak,
took the name of a German officer, and made a rapid journey on
horseback with his travelling companion.
He avoided in his route as far as possible the soil of his

enemies, open and secret, going by way of Hungary, Moravia,
Austria, Bavaria, Wiirtemberg, the Palatinate, Westphalia, and
Mecklenburg thus making almost the circuit of Germany, and
prolonging his journey by half. At the end of the first day,
;

having galloped without respite, young During, who, unlike the
King of Sweden, was not inured to such excessive fatigue, fainted
The King, unwilling to waste a moment on
in dismounting.
the road, asked During, when he came to his senses, how much
money he had. During replying that he had about a thousand
" Give me half I see
pieces in gold, the King said,
clearly that
to
in
no
state
follow
are
me, and that I must finish the
you
journey alone." During besought him to condescend to take at
least three hours' rest, assuring him that he himself could then
mount again and follow his Majesty. The faithful fellow entreated him to think of the risk he must run; but the King,
:

inexorable,

demanded

made him hand over the five hundred pieces, and
Then the terrified During devised an

his horses.

innocent stratagem: he drew aside the master of the stables,
" That
" is
and
of
the
said

Sweden,
man,"
indicating
King
he,
my
cousin ; we are travelling together on the same business he
sees that I am ill, and will not wait for me three hours ; give
him, I pray you, the worst horse in your stable, and find me
some chaise or post-carriage."
:

He

put two ducats into the master's hand, and all his
lame and balky horse
requests were fulfilled to the letter.
was given to the King. Thus mounted, he set off alone, at ten
o'clock at night, in utter darkness, with wind, snow, and rain
beating on him. During, having slept several hours, began the
journey in a carriage drawn by vigorous horses. At the end of
a few miles he overtook the King travelling on foot to the next
post, his steed having refused to move further.
He was forced to take a seat in During' s carriage, where he
Afterwards they continued their journey,
slept on the straw.
racing their horses by day, and sleeping on a cart at night, with-

A

out stopping anywhere.
After sixteen days of rapid travel, not without danger of
arrest more than once, they at last arrived at the gates of the
town of Stralsund, an hour after midnight.
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The King

called to the sentinel that he

patched from Turkey by the King

Sweden

of

was a courier desand that he must
;

speak at once with General Duker, the governor of the place.
The sentinel replied that it was late ; the governor had retired,

and he must wait

till

daybreak.

came on important business, and
wake Diiker without delay, they
be punished next morning. The sergeant finally woke

rejoined that he
if they did not
that
declared

The King

would

all

Diiker thought that one of the King's generals
the governor.
the gates were thrown open, the courier was
have
arrived
might
:

brought

to his

room.

Diiker, half asleep, asked him for news of the King. Charles,
"
taking him by the arm, replied, Well, well, Diiker, have my
"
The general recognized
most faithful subjects forgotten me ?
him he could not believe his eyes he threw himself from the
bed, embracing the knees of his master, and shedding tears of
everybody
Instantly the news spread through the town
joy.
:

;

:

got up ; the governor's house was surrounded with soldiers, the
" Is the
streets filled with residents asking each other,
King
"
Windows were illuminated ; wine ran in the
really here ?
streets

by the light of a thousand torches

;

there was an in-

cessant noise of artillery.
Meanwhile the King was conducted to his room.

For sixteen

days he had not slept in a bed ; his legs were so badly swollen
from extreme fatigue that his boots had to be cut off. He had
neither underwear nor overgarments a wardrobe was improvised
from the most suitable materials the town afforded. After a few
hours' sleep he rose, only to review his troops, and visit the fortifications.
The same day he sent orders everywhere to renew
more hotly than ever the war against all his enemies.
;

WAR.
(From the

"

Philosophical Dictionary.")

ALL animals wage

perpetual war ; every species is born to
devour another. Not one, not even sheep or doves, that does
not swallow a prodigious number of invisible creatures. Males

make war

for the females, like Menelaus and Paris.
Air,
God having given reason
earth, water, are fields of carnage.
to men, this reason might teach them not to emulate the brutes,

particularly when nature has provided them neither with
to kill their fellows nor with a desire for their blood.

arms
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Yet murderous war is so much the dreadful lot of man, that
with two or three exceptions, all ancient histories represent them
full-armed against one another. Among the Canadian Indians
man and warrior are synonymous and we have seen in our
hemisphere, that thief and soldier are the same thing. ManiFrom the little that he may have
chasans behold your excuse
seen in army hospitals, or in the few villages memorable for
;

!

!

some

glorious victory, its

warmest apologist

always brings pestilence and famine in

will

admit that war

its train.

is a noble art which desolates countries, destroys
and causes the death of from forty to a hundred
In historic times this invention was first
thousand men a year
who
convened assemblies for their common
nations
cultivated by
Diet
of the Greeks declared to the Diet
the
For
instance,
good.
of Phrygia and neighboring nations their intention to depart on

Truly, that

habitations,

!

a thousand fishers' barks, for the extermination of these rivals.

The assembled Roman people thought

it

to

their interest to

destroy the people of Yeii or the Volscians. And afterwards, all
the Romans, becoming exasperated against all the Carthaginians,
fought them interminably on land and sea.

A

It is a little different at present.
genealogist proves to a
prince that he descends in a right line from a count whose parents three or four hundred years ago made a family compact
with a house the recollection of which, even, is lost. This house

had distant pretensions to a province whose last ruler died sudBoth the prince and his council at once perceive his
denly.
In vain does this province, hundreds of leagues dislegal right.
that
it knows him not, and has no desire to know
tant, protest
him that to govern it he must at least have its consent
these
;

;

objections reach only as far as the ears of this ruler by divine
He assembles a host of needy adventurers, dresses them
right.
in coarse blue cloth, borders their hats with a broad white binding, instructs

them how

and to the left,
Other princes hearing of this adventure come
it, each according to his power, and
cover the country with more mercenary murderers than Zenghis
Khan, Tamerlane, or Bajazet employed in their train. People
at a distance hear that
fighting is going on, and that by joining
the ranks they may earn five or six sous a day. They divide
themselves into bands, like reapers, and offer their services to
whoever will hire them. These hordes fall upon one another,
not only without having the least interest in the affray, but withand marches them

to wheel to the right

to glory.
to take part in
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out knowing the reason of it. There appear, therefore, five or
six belligerent powers, sometimes three against three, sometimes

two against

four,

and sometimes one against

five,

all

equally

supporting and attacking by turns
detesting one another,
all agreed in a single point only, that of doing as much harm as
;

possible.

The most amazing part

of this infernal enterprise is that each
his
chief
causes
colors to be blessed, and solemnly
murderous
invokes God, before he goes to exterminate his neighbors
If it
!

his luck to kill only two or three thousand men, he does not
return thanks for it ; but when he has destroyed say ten thouis

fire and sword, and to make a good job levelled some
town with the ground, then they sing a hosanna in four parts,
composed in a language unknown to the fighters, and full of barThe same paean serves for marriages and births, as well
barity.
as for murders which is unpardonable, particularly in a nation
famous for song-writing. Natural religion has a thousand times
prevented men from committing crime. A well-trained mind
is not inclined to brutality; a tender mind is appalled by it,
remembering that God is just. But conventional religion encour-

sand by

;

conspiracies,
ages whatever cruelties are practised in droves,
seditions, pillages, ambuscades, surprisals of towns, robberies,
and murder. Men march gayly to crime, each under the banner
of his saint.

A

certain

number

of dishonest apologists is

everywhere paid
in a long
black close coat, with a short cloak others have a shirt above a
gown some wear two variegated streamers over their shirts.
All of them talk a long time, and quote what was done of old in
to celebrate these

murderous deeds

:

some are dressed

;

;

The rest of
Palestine, as applicable to a combat in Yeteravia.
the year these people declaim against vice. They prove in three
arguments and by antitheses that ladies who lay a little carmine
on their cheeks will be the eternal objects of eternal vengeance ;
"
"
that " Polyeucte
and " Athalie are works of the evil one that
a man who for two hundred crowns a day furnishes his table
with fresh sea-fish
Lent, works out his salvation and that
;

during

;

a poor man who eats two and a half sous' worth of mutton will
You exclaim for
go to perdition. Miserable physicians of souls
!

an hour on some prick of a pin, and say nothing
Philosoon the malady which tears us into a thousand pieces
phers, moralists burn all your books, while the caprices of a
few men force that part of mankind consecrated to heroism, to
five quarters of

!

!
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Can there be
murder without question millions of our brethren
anything more horrible in all nature ? What becomes of, what
signifies to me, humanity, beneficence, modesty, temperance, mildness, wisdom, and piety, whilst half a pound of lead, sent from
the distance of a hundred steps, pierces my body, and I die at
!

twenty years of age in inexpressible torments, in the midst of
five or six thousand dying men.

PASSAGES FROM THE PAMPHLETS.
LOVE
a

is still

The mortal who goes astray
Be wise for thyself alone
Achieve thine own welfare by blessing

truth, but pardon error.
man and thy brother.

compassionate for him.

;

others.

TAKE revenge upon

a rival by surpassing him.

To

mark

desire all is the

Moderation

is

of a fool.

the treasure of the wise

:

Excess
he knows

is his

how to

portion.
control

his tastes, his labors, his pleasures.

WORK

is

good that nature
world

!

of his

own

leisure.

man

over-

Happiness

is

a

sells us.

said to one another, "

ONE day some mice
this

I pity the

often the father of pleasure.

whelmed with the weight

What an empire

is

ours

!

How

charming

is

This palace so superb

from all eternity God made for us these large
;
see those fat hams under that dim ceiling ? they
were created there for us by Nature's hands those mountains

was

built for us

holes.

Do you

;

of lard, inexhaustible aliment, will be ours till the

end

of time.

Yes, we are, great God, if our sages tell us the truth, the masterCats are dangerous
piece, the end, the aim, of all thy works
and prompt to devour, but it is to instruct and correct us "
!

!

MIRACLES are good but to relieve a brother, to draw a
from the depths of misery, to pardon the virtues of our
enemies
these are greater miracles.
;

friend

THE
THE

secret of wearying your reader is to tell him everything.
"
a new word in the
true virtue then is " beneficence ;

French language, but the whole universe ought to cherish the
idea.
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SOULS communicate with souls, and can measure one another
without need of an intermediate body. It is only the greatness
or the worth of a soul that ought to frighten or intimidate us.

To

fear or to respect the body
is

office

royalty, rank,
and die equal.
souls,

and

its

accessories

Men

pure imbecility.

force, beauty,
are born equal

Let us respect the virtue, the merit
and pity the imperfections of these souls.

of their

DOUBTLESS we should by prudence avoid the evil which that
physical force [of rulers] can do us, as we should guard ourselves against a crowned bull, an enthroned monkey, a savage
dog, let loose upon us. Let us beware of such. Let us even
endeavor, if possible, to moderate them, to soften them but this
sentiment is very different from the esteem and respect which
we owe to souls.
;

it clearly in your heart that all men are equal, and
head that the exterior distinguishes them, you can get

HAVING
in your

on very well in the world.

wisdom the Most High has, with
bottom of thy heart natural reliBelieve that the native candor of thy soul will not be the

BELIEVE that
his

in his eternal

own hand, engraved

gion.

at the

Believe that before his throne, in
object of God's eternal hate.
all times and in all places, the heart of the just person is preBelieve that a modest bonze, a charitable dervish, finds
cious.

favor in his eyes sooner than a pitiless Jansenist or an ambitious pontiff.
God judges us according to our virtues, not our
sacrifices.

AFTER

all, it is

It is a flame that

with all that
into our existence
it

the soul to

all

right to give every possible form to our soul.
we are bound to feed

God has intrusted to us
we find most precious.

:

We

should introduce

imaginable modes, and open every door of
sorts of knowledge and all sorts of feelings
so
all

long as it does not
for everything.

:

all

go in pell-mell, there

ONE who has many witnesses

is

of his death

plenty of

room

can die with

courage.
I ENVY the beasts two things,
their ignorance of
come, and their ignorance of what is said about them.

is

evil to

DOES not experience prove that influence over men's minds
gained only by offering them the difficult, nay, the impossible,
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Offer only things that are reasonable,

and all the world will answer, " We knew as much as that."
But enjoin things that are hard, impracticable; paint the Deity
make blood run before the
as ever armed with the thunder
and you will win the multitude's ear, and everybody will
altars
"
say of you, He must be right, or he would not so boldly pro;

;

claim things so marvellous."

to

A SURE means of not yielding to the desire to
have always something to do.
OPINION rules the world, and wise

ALL

nature

is

men

kill yourself is

rule opinion.

nothing but mathematics.

To make

a good book, one must have a prodigious length
the
and
time
patience of a saint.

to

of

THE human race would be too unhappy if it were as common
commit atrocious things as it is to believe them.
MOST men

WHO
I

die without having lived.

ought to be the king's favorite ?

KNOW no

services to the

men except
human race.

great

those

The

people.

who have rendered

great

YES, without doubt, peace is of more value than truth ; that
we must not vex our neighbor by arguments but it is
necessary to seek the soul's peace in truth, and to tread under
foot the monstrous errors which would perturb it, and render it
is

to say,

:

the prey of knaves.

CONTROVERSY never convinced any man ; men can be influenced by making them think for themselves, by seeming to
doubt with them, by leading them as if by the hand, without
their perceiving it.
A good book lent to them, which they read
at leisure, produces upon them surer effects, because they do
not then blush to be subjugated by the superior, reason of an
antagonist.

WE are

in this world only to

THE more you know,

do good in

it.

the less sure you are.
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To A LADY.
You wonder how

time ne'er subdues

(Though eighty years have left their chill)
My superannuated Muse,
That hums a quavering measure still.
In wintry wolds a tuft of bloom
Will sometimes through the snowdrifts smile,
Consoling nature in her gloom,
But withering in a little while.

A bird will trill a chirping note,
Though summer's leaves and
But melody forsakes his throat

He
?

T is

light be o'er,

sings the song of love no more.

thus I

still

my

harp entune,

Whose

strings no more my touch obey
?
T is thus I lift
voice, though soon
That voice will silent be for aye.

;

my

Tibullus to his mistress said,
" I would thus breathe
my last adieu,

My eyes still with your glances fed,
My dying hand caressing you."
But when

this world grows all remote,
with the life the soul must go,
Can yet the eye on Delia dote ?
The hand a lover's touch bestow ?

When

Death changes, as we pass

What

Who

knew

:

would with joy anticipate

At

And

his gate,
in our days of strength we

his last gasp love's rendezvous ?

Delia, in her turn, no less
into eternal night,

Must pass

Oblivious of her loveliness,
Oblivious of her youth's delight.

We enter life, we play our part,
We die nor learn the reason here
From

;

unknown void we start,
And whither bound ? God knows, my
out the

dear.

10825

VAN DEN YONDEL.

JOOST

born at
VONDEL, JOOST VAN DEN, a Dutch dramatic poet
Cologne, November 17, 1587; died at Amsterdam in 1679. He
is the most celebrated Dutch poet and
dramatist, and is often
His works include metrical transcalled the Dutch Shakespeare.
lations of the Psalms, of Virgil, of Ovid, and satires and tragedies.
The most celebrated plays are " Gijsbrecht van Aemstel," "Luci7
" Palamedes."
The best edition of his works contains
fer/ and
;

twenty-one volumes (Amsterdam, 1820). An English translation,
by Charles Van Noppen, appeared in 1898.

FKOM

"

LUCIFER."

[The scene of the drama is laid throughout in heaven. The actors are the
Lucifer has sent Apollyon to Eden to view the new-made man and
woman, and to inquire into their state. Apollyon thus describes Eve :]
angels.

SEARCH all our angel bands, in beauty well arrayed,
They will but monsters seem, by the dawn-light of a maid.
BEELZEBUB. It seems you burn in love for this new womankind
APOLLYON. My great wing-feather in that amorous flame, I find
T was hard indeed to soar up from below,
I 've singed
To sweep, and reach the verge of Angel-borough so

t

?

!

;

and three times looked around
There shines no seraph form in all the ethereal bound
Like hers, whose hanging hair, in golden glory, seems
To rush down from her head in a torrent of sunbeams,
And flow along her back. So clad in light and grace,
Stately she treads, and charms the daylight with her face
Let pearls and mother o' pearl their claims before her furl,
I parted, but with pain,

:

:

Her

brightness passes far the beauty of a pearl

!

BEELZEBUB. But what can profit man this beauty that must
And wither like a flower, and shortly be decayed ?
[Lucifer's jealousy
attendant angels :]

Swift

spirits, let

of

the

new

race being aroused,

us stay the chariot of the

For high enough, in sooth, God's morning

dawn

fade,

he thus addresses his

;

star is drawn,
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Yea, driven up high enough 't is time for my great car
To yield before the advent of this double star,
!

rises from below, and seeks, in sudden birth,
tarnish heaven's gold with splendor from the earth
Embroider no more crowns on Lucifer's attire,

That

To

!

And

gild his forehead not with eminent dawn-fire
Of the morning star enrayed, that rapt archangels prize
For see another blaze in the light of God arise
The stars grow faint before the eyes of men below
'T is night with angels, and the heavens forget to glow.

;

!

;

[The loyal angels, perceiving that
order, inquire into its cause.]

a change has come over a number of their

seem the courteous angel-faces
So red ? Why streams the holy light
So red upon our sight,
Through clouds and mists from mournful places

Why

What

?

vapor dares to blear

The

pure, unspotted, clear

And

luminous sapphire ?

The flame, the blaze, the fire
Of the bright Omnipotence ?

Why

does the splendid light of

God

Glow, deepened to the hue of blood,
That late, in flowing hence,
Gladdened all hearts ?
[The chorus answers

:]

When

we, enkindled and uplifted
Gabriel's trumpet, in new ways
Began to chant God's praise,
perfume of rose-gardens drifted

By
The

Through paths of Paradise,
such a dew and such a spice

And

Distilled, that all the flowery grass
Kejoiced, but Envy soon, alas
!

From

the underworld came sneaking.

A mighty

crowd of

spirits, pale

And dumb and wan,

came, tale on

tale,

Displeased, some new thing seeking
With brows that crushed each scowling eye,
And happy foreheads bent and wrinkled
;

:

The doves

Whose

of heaven, here on high,

innocent pinions swsetly twinkled,

Are struck with mourning, one and all,
As though the heavens were far too small
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For them, now Adam 's been elected,
And such a crown for man selected.
This blemish blinds the light of grace,
dulls the naming of God's face.

And

[Beelzebub, feigning submission to Deity, thus addresses the rebel angels

:]

Oh, cease from wailing rend your badges and your robes
No longer without cause, but make your faces bright,
And let your foreheads flash, children of the light
;

!

sweet throats, that thank the Deity with song,
Behold, and be ashamed that ye have mixed so long
Discords and bastard tones with music so divine.

The

shrill

[They appeal from him

to Lucifer.]

nor suffer that our ranks
it, Lucifer,
mortified so low and sink without a crime,

Forbid

Be

raised, may flash and beam sublime
In the very core of light, from which we seraphim
Pass quivering, full of pain, and fade like shadows dim.
We swear, by force, beneath thy glorious flag combined,
To set thee on the throne for Adam late designed
We swear, with one accord, to stay thine arm forever

While man, above us

.

.

.

!

:

Lift high thy battle-axe

!

our wounded rights deliver

!

[Gabriel relates to Michael the effect which the knowledge of the rebellion produced at the throne of God himself.]

saw God's very gladness with a cloud of woe
Overshadowed and there burst a flame out of the gloom
That pierced the eye of light, and hung, a brand of doom,
Ready to fall in rage. I heard the mighty cause
Where Mercy pleaded long with God's all-righteous laws
Grace, soothly wise and meek, with Justice arguing well.
I saw the cherubim, who on their faces fell,
I

;

;

And
But

"
cried out, " Mercy, mercy
God, let Justice rest
even as that shrill sound to his great footstool pressed,
!

!

And God seemed

almost moved to pardon and to smile,
smoke of incense harsh and vile,
Burned down below in praise of Lucifer, who rode
With censers and bassoons and many a choral ode

Up

curled the odious

:

The heaven withdrew its face from such impieties,
Cursed of God and spirits and all the hierarchies.
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ALFRED RUSSEL WALLACE.
WALLACE, ALFRED RUSSEL, a

celebrated English naturalist and
born at Usk, Monmouthshire, January 8, 1822. After
education at the grammar school of Hertford, he became a landsurveyor and architect. In 1848 he travelled in the valley of the
Amazon, and from 1854 to 1862, in the Malay Islands, where he independently originated the theory of natural selection. His paper
" On the
Tendency of Varieties to Depart Indefinitely from the
"
Original Type was read before the Linnsean Society, July 1, 1888,
on which occasion was read Darwin's, to the same effect. Dr. Wallace, however, magnanimously yielded to Darwin the privilege of a
His books are "Travels on the Amazon
first book on the subject.
and Rio Negro " (1852) " Palm Trees of the Amazon, and their
Uses" (1853); "The Malay Archipelago" (1869); "Contribu"
" On Miracles
tions to the Theory of Natural Selection
(1870)
and Modern Spiritualism " (1875) " The Geographical Distribution,
of Animals" (1876); "Tropical Nature" (1878); "Australasia"
traveller

;

;

;

;

" Island Life "
" Land Nationalization "
(1880) ;
(1882) ;
(1879-94) ;
"
Years
of
Registration Statistics, Proving Vaccination to be
Eorty

Both Useless and Dangerous," and "Bad Times" (1885); "Darwinism" (1889); " The Wonderful Century" (1898).

LIFE IN THE

MALAY ARCHIPELAGO.

"
(From the Malay Archipelago.")

A

VISIT TO

THE CHIEF (ORANG KAYA) OF A BORNEO VILLAGE.

IN the evening the orang kaya came in full dress (a spangled velvet jacket, but no trousers), and invited me over to his
house, where he gave me a seat of honor under a canopy
of white calico and colored handkerchiefs.
The great veranda
was crowded with people and large plates of rice, with cooked
and fresh eggs, were placed on the ground as presents for me. A
very old man then dressed himself in bright-colored clothes and
many ornaments, and sitting at the door, murmured a long prayer
of invocation, sprinkling rice from a basin he held in his hand,
;
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while several large gongs were loudly beaten, and a salute of
muskets fired off. A large jar of rice wine, very sour, but with
an agreeable flavor, was then handed round, and I asked to see
some of their dances. These were, like most savage performances, very dull and ungraceful affairs the men dressing themselves absurdly like women, and the girls making themselves as
All the time six or eight large
stiff and ridiculous as possible.
Chinese gongs were being beaten by the vigorous arms of as
many young men producing such a deafening discord that I
was glad to escape to the round-house, where I slept very comfortably, with half a dozen smoke-dried human skulls suspended
;

;

over

my

head.

THE DUKION.
The banks of the Sarawak River are everywhere covered
with fruit-trees, which supply the Dyaks with a great deal of
The mangosteen, lansat, rambutan, jack, jambou, and
their food.
blimbing are all abundant; but most abundant and most esa fruit about which very little is known
teemed is the durion,
in England, but which both by natives and Europeans in the
Malay Archipelago is reckoned superior to all others. The old
traveller Linschott, writing in 1599, says, u It is of such an excellent taste that it surpasses in flavor all the other fruits of the
world, according to those who have tasted it." And Doctor
Paludanus adds, " This fruit is of a hot and humid nature. To
those not used to it, it seems at first to smell like rotten onions,
but immediately they have tasted it they prefer it to all other
The natives give it honorable titles, exalt it, and make
food.
verses on it."
When brought into a house the smell is often so
This was
offensive that some persons can never bear to taste it.
my own case when I first tried it in Malacca but in Borneo I
found a ripe fruit on the ground, and eating it out of doors, I at
once became a confirmed durion eater.
The durion grows on a large and lofty forest-tree, somewhat
resembling an elm in its general character, but with a more
smooth and scaly bark. The fruit is round or slightly oval, about
the size of a large cocoanut, of a green color, and covered all
over with short stout spines, the bases of which touch each other,
and are consequently somewhat hexagonal, while the points are
;

very strong and sharp.
stalk is broken

off, it is

It is so

a

completely armed that if the
matter to lift one from the

difficult
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ground. The outer rind is so thick and tough that from whatever height it may fall, it is never broken. From the base to
the apex five very faint lines may be traced, over which the
spines arch a little ; these are the sutures of the carpels, and show
where the fruit may be divided with a heavy knife and a strong
hand. The five cells are satiny- white within, and are each filled
with an oval mass of cream-colored pulp, imbedded in which are
two or three seeds about the size of chestnuts. This pulp is the

A

eatable part, and its consistence and flavor are indescribable.
rich butter-like custard highly flavored with almonds gives the

best general idea of it ; but intermingled with it come wafts of
flavor that call to mind cream cheese, onion sauce, brown sherry,

and other incongruities. Then there is a rich glutinous smoothness in the pulp, which nothing else possesses, but which adds
It is neither acid, nor sweet, nor juicy, yet one
to its delicacy.
feels the want of none of these qualities, for it is perfect as it is.
It produces no nausea or other bad effect, and the more you eat

of

a

it

In fact, to eat durions is
the less you feel inclined to stop.
sensation worth a voyage to the East to experience.

new

When

the fruit is ripe it falls of itself ; and the only way
in perfection is to get them as they fall, and the
durions
to eat
smell is then less overpowering.
When unripe, it makes a very

good vegetable if cooked, and it is also eaten by the Dyaks raw.
In a good fruit season large quantities are preserved salted, in
when it acquires a
jars and bamboos, and kept the year round
most disgusting odor to Europeans, but the Dyaks appreciate it
highly as a relish with their rice. There are in the forest two
varieties of wild durions with much smaller fruits, one of them
orange-colored inside ; and these are probably the origin of the
It would
large and fine durions, which are never found wild.
not, perhaps, be correct to say that the durion is the best of all
fruits, because it cannot supply the place of the subacid juicy
kinds, such as the orange, grape, mango, and mangosteen, whose
refreshing and cooling qualities are so wholesome and grateful
but as producing a food of the most exquisite flavor it is unsurIf I had to fix on two only as
passed.
representing the perfection of the two classes, I should certainly choose the durion and
the orange as the king and queen of fruits.
The durion is however sometimes dangerous. When the fruit
begins to ripen, it falls daily and almost hourly, and accidents
not unfrequently happen to persons walking or working under
the trees. When the durion strikes a man in its fall, it produces
;

;
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a dreadful wound, the strong spines tearing open the flesh, while
is very heavy ; but from this very circumstance

the blow itself

death rarely ensues, the copious effusion of blood preventing the
inflammation which might otherwise take place. A Dyak chief
informed me that he had been struck down by a durion falling
on his head, which he thought would certainly have caused his
death, yet he recovered in a very short time.
Poets and moralists, judging from our English trees and
fruits, have thought that small fruits always grew on lofty trees,
so that their fall should be harmless to man, while the large
ones trailed on the ground. Two of the largest and heaviest
the Brazil-nut fruit (Bertholletia) and
known, however,
durion,
grow on lofty forest-trees, from which they fall as soon
as they are ripe, and often wound or kill the native inhabitants.
From this we may learn two things first, not to draw general
conclusions from a very partial view of nature and secondly,
that trees and fruits, no less than the varied productions of the
animal kingdom, do not appear to be organized with exclusive
reference to the use and convenience of man.
fruits

:

;

CAT'S-CRADLE IN BORNEO.

am

Dyaks above the Malays in mental
character
moral
in
while
they are undoubtedly superior
capacity,
to them.
They are simple and honest, and become the prey
of the Malay and Chinese traders, who cheat and plunder them
I

inclined to rank the

continually.

They are more

lively,

more

talkative, less secretive,

and less suspicious than the Malays, and are therefore pleasThe Malay boys have little inclination for
anter companions.
active sports and games, which form quite a feature in the life
of the Dyak youths
who, besides outdoor games of skill and
One wet
a
variety of indoor amusements.
strength, possess
;

day in a Dyak house, when a number of boys and young men
were about me, I thought to amuse them with something new,
"
and showed them how to make " cat's-cradle with a piece of
Greatly to my surprise, they knew all about it, and more
string.
than I did; for after Charles and I had gone through all the
changes we could make, one of the boys took it off my hand, and
made several new figures which quite puzzled me. They then
showed me a number of other tricks with pieces of string, which
seemed a favorite amusement with them.
VOL. XX.
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THE TRIAL OF A THIEF IN JAVA.
One morning as I was preparing and arranging my specimens,
was told there was to be a trial and presently four or five
men came in and sqatted down on a mat under the audience shed in the court. The chief then came in with his clerk, and
Each spoke in turn, telling his own
sat down opposite them.
and then I found out that those who first entered were the
tale
prisoner, accuser, policemen, and witness, and that the prisoner
was indicated solely by having a loose piece of cord twined
round the wrists, but not tied. It was a case of robbery and
after the evidence was given and a few questions had been asked
by the chief, the accused said a few words, and then sentence was
pronounced, which was a fine. The parties then got up and
walked away together, seeming quite friendly and throughout
there was nothing in the manner of any one present indicating
I

;

;

;

;

passion or ill-feeling,
type of character.

a very good illustration of the Malayan

ARCHITECTURE IN THE CELEBES.

My house, like all bamboo structures in this country, was a
leaning one, the strong westerly winds of the wet season having
set all its posts out of the perpendicular to such a degree as to
make me think it might some day possibly go over altogether.
It is a remarkable things that the natives of Celebes have not
discovered the use of diagonal struts in strengthening buildings.
I doubt if there is a native house in the country, two years old,
and at all exposed to the wind, which stands upright ; and no

wonder, as they merely consist of posts and

joists all

placed up-

and fastened rudely together with rattans.
They may be seen in every stage of the process of tumbling
down, from the first slight inclination to such a dangerous slope
that it becomes a notice to quit to the occupiers.
The mechanical geniuses of the country have only discovered
two ways of remedying the evil. One is, after it has commenced,
to tie the house to a post in the ground on the windward side
right or horizontal,

by a rattan or bamboo cable. The other is a preventive but
how they ever found it out and did not discover the true way is
a mystery. This plan is to build the house in the usual way, but
;

instead of having

all

the principal supports of straight posts, to
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have two or three of them chosen as crooked as possible. I had
often noticed these crooked posts in houses, but imputed it to the
scarcity of good straight timber till one day I met some men
carrying home a post shaped something like a dog's hind leg,
and inquired of my native boy what they were going to do with
such a piece of wood. " To make a post for a house," said he.
" But
why don't they get a straight one ? there are plenty here,"
;

"

"

they prefer some like that in a
"
evidently imputing the effect
to some occult property of crooked timber.
little consideration and a diagram will, however, show that the effect imputed
to the crooked post may be really produced by it.
true square
said

I.

Oh," replied he,
house, because then it won't

fall

;

A

A

changes its figure readily into a rhomboid or oblique figure ; but
when one or two of the uprights are bent or sloping, and placed
so as to oppose 'each other, the effect of a strut is produced,
hough in a rude and clumsy manner.
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WALLACE, LEWIS, an American lawyer,

soldier, diplomatist

and

born at Brookville, Indiana, April 10, 1827. After receiving a common-school education, he began the study of law but on
the breaking out of the Mexican war he volunteered in the army as
In 1848 he took up his prolieutenant in an Indiana company.
At the beginning of the civil war he became colonel of a
fession.
volunteer regiment
was made a brigadier-general and a majorHe was mustered out of service in 1865 ; resumed the
general.
practice of law at Crawfordsville, Ind. was made Governor of New
Mexico in 1878 Minister to Turkey in 1881 and in 1885 resumed
the practice of law at Crawfordsville. The works of General Wallace are " The Fair God," a story of the conquest of Mexico (1873)
"
"
"
" The
Ben-Hur, a Tale of the Christ (1880)
Boyhood of Christ
"Life
of
Harrison"
and
"The
General
Benjamin
(1888);
(1888),
Prince of India" (1893).
novelist

;

;

;

;

;

;

;

;

RACING WITH A STORM.*
(From

"

The Prince

of India/')

the boats in which fishermen now work
waters of the Bosphorus will not require a
description of the vessel the Prince and Lael stepped into when
they arrived at the Grand Gate of Blacherne. He need only be

ONE who has seen

the eddies and

still

told that instead of being pitch-black outside

and

in, it

was white,

except the gunwale, which was freshly gilt. The untravelled
reader, however, must imagine a long narrow craft, upturned at
both ends, graceful in every line, and constructed for speed and

Well

aft there was a box without cover, luxuriously
lined
with chocolate velvet, and wide enough to seat
cushioned,
two persons comfortably ; behind it, a decked space for a ser-

beauty.

This arrangement left
vant, pilot, or guard.
rowers, each handling two oars.
1

Copyright, 1893, by Harper

&

all

Brothers.

forward for the
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Ten

rowers, trained, stout, and clad in white headkerchiefs,
of the same hue, and Greek jackets of brilliant scarlet, profusely figured over with yellow braid, sat stolidly,
shirts

and trousers

blades in hand and ready dipped, when the passengers took their
places, the Prince and Lael in the box, and Nilo behind them as
guard.

The

vessel

was too

light

to

permit a ceremonious

reception.

In front of the party, on the northern shore of the famous
The ravines and grass-green
harbor, were the heights of Pera.
benches into which they were broken, with here and there a
for Pera was
garden hut enclosed in a patch of filbert bushes
were of no interest to the Prince ;
not then the city it now is
dropping his eyes to the water, they took in a medley of shipping,
then involuntarily turned to the cold gray face of the wall he was
And while seeing in vivid recollection the benignant
leaving.
countenance of Constantine bent upon him from the chair in the
street, he thought of the horoscope he had spent the night in
taking and the forenoon in calculating. With a darkened brow,
he gave the word, and the boat was pushed off and presently
seeking the broader channel of the Bosphorus.
The day was delightful.
breeze danced merrily over the
surface of the water. Soft white summer clouds hung so sleepily
in the southwest they scarce suggested motion. Seeing the color
deepen in Lael's cheeks, and listening to her questions, he surrendered himself to the pleasures of the situation, not the least
being the admiration she attracted.

A

By

ships at anchor, and through lesser craft of every variety,

they sped, followed by exclamations frequently outspoken
" Who is she ? Who can she be ? "

:

Thus pursued, they flew past the gate of St. Peter, turned
the point of Galata, and left the Fish Market port behind ; proceeding then in parallelism with the north shore, they glided
under the great round tower so tall and up so far overhead it
seemed a part of the sky. Off Tophane', they were in the Bosphorus, with Scutari at their right, and Point Serail at their
backs.

Viewed from the harbor on the sea, the old historic Point
leaves upon the well informed an impression that in a day long
gone, yielding to a spasm of justice, Asia cast it off into the
waves. Its beauty is Circean. Almost from the beginning it
has been the chosen place in which men ran rounds gay and
grave, virtuous and wanton, foolish and philosophic, brave
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where love, hate, jealousy, avarice, ambition
and cowardly
and envy have delighted to burn their lights before Heaven
where, possibly with one exception, Providence has more frequently come nearer lifting its veil than in any other spot of
earth.

Again and again, the Prince, loth to quit the view, turned
and refilled his eyes with Sancta Sophia, of which, from his
position, the wall at the water's edge, the lesser churches of the
Virgin Hodegetria and St. Irene, and the topmost sections far

extending of the palaces of Bucoleon seemed but foundations.
edifice, as he saw it then, depended on itself for effect,
the Turk having not yet, in sign of Mohammedan conversion,
broken the line of its marvellous dome with minarets. At
length he set about telling stories of the Point.
Off the site of the present palace of Dolma-Batchi he told

The

of Euphrosyne, the daughter of the Empress IrenS ; and seeing
the sorrowful fortune of the beautiful child engaged Lael's

how

sympathies, he became interested as a narrator, and failed to
notice the unusual warmth tempering the air about Tchiragan.
Neither did he observe that the northern sky, before so clear

and blue, was whitening with haze.
To avoid the current running past Arnoot-Kouy, the rowers
crossed to the Asiatic side under the promontory of Candilli.
Other boats thronged the charming expanse but as most
of them were of a humbler class sporting one rower, the
Prince's, with its liveried ten, was a surpassing attraction.
Sometimes the strangers, to gratify their curiosity, drew quite
;

him knowing the homage
was to Lael, he was happy when it was effusively rendered.
His progress was most satisfactory until he rounded Candilli.
Then a flock of small boats came down upon him pell-mell, the
near, but always without affronting

;

rowers pulling their uttermost, the passengers in panic.
The urgency impelling them was equally recognized by the

and larger vessels out in the channel. Anchors were
going down, sails furling, and oars drawing in. Above them,
moreover, much beyond their usual levels of flight, troops of
gulls were circling on rapid wings, screaming excitedly.
The Prince had reached the part of greatest interest in the
how the cruel and remorseless Emperor
story he was telling
Michel, determined to wed the innocent and helpless Euphrosyne,
when
shamelessly cheated the Church and cajoled the Senate
Nilo touched his shoulder, and awoke him to the situation. A
ships
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another at the sky
and he comglance over the water
prehended danger of some kind was impending. At the same
moment Lael commenced shivering and complaining of cold.
The air had undergone a sudden change. Presently Nile's red
cloak was sheltering her.
The boat was in position to bring everything into view, and
he spoke to the rowers
"
storm is
:

A

rising."

They ceased work, and looked over
himself.
"
blow

A

do

is

for

The

their shoulders, each for

What we shall
sea, and it comes fast.
to say," one of them returned.
Prince grew anxious for Lael. What was done must be
from the

my Lord

he had no thought

for her

else.

A

cloud was forming over the whole northeastern quarter of
the sky, along the horizon black, overhead a vast gray wave, in

heart copper-hued, seething, interworking, now a distended
sail, now a sail bursted ; and the wind could be heard whipping

its

the shreds into fleece, and whirling them a confusion of vaporous banners. Yet glassy, the water reflected the tint of the

The hush holding it was like the drawn breath of a
cloud.
victim waiting the first turn of the torturous wheel.
The Asiatic shore offered the Prince a long stretch, and he
persisted in coasting it until the donjon of the White Castle
arrested his eye.
There were houses
that terror to Christians

much

nearer, some of them actually overhanging the water ; but
the donjon seemed specially inviting ; at all events, he coolly
reflected, if the Governor of the Castle denied him refuge, the
river near by, known as the Sweet Waters of Asia, would
receive him, and getting under its bank, he might hope to escape
He shouted resolutely
the fury of the wind and waves.

little

:

"

To

the White Castle

men, and
"

!

Make

it

before the wind strikes,

my

I will double your hire."

We may make

it,"

the rower answered, somewhat sullenly,

"but"
"

What

"

The

?

"

asked the Prince.

devil has his lodgings there.
Many men
into its accursed gates on errands of peace, and never

have gone
been heard

of again."

The Prince laughed.
"

We lose time forward If there be a fiend in the Castle,
promise you he is not waiting for us."
!

I
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The twenty oars fell as one, and the boat jumped
under a stab of the spur.
Thus boldly the race with the storm was begun.

like a steed

The

judg-

ment

of the challenger, assuming the Prince to be such, may be
The river was the goal. Could he reach it before
questioned.

the wind descended in dangerous force

That was the very

?

point of contest.
The chances, it

is to be remembered next, were not of a kind
with
admit
to
any approach to certainty it was diffiweighing
The distance was
cult even to marshal them for consideration.
somewhat less than three-quarters of a mile on the other part,
the competing cloud was wrestling with the mountain height of
Alem Daghy, about four miles away. The dead calm was an
advantage ; unfortunately it was more than offset by the velocity
of the current, which, though not so strong by the littoral of
Candilli as under the opposite bluffs of Roumeli-Hissar, was still
a serious opposing force. The boatmen were skilful, and could
be relied upon to pull loyally for, passing the reward offered
in the event of their winning, the dangers of failure were to
them alike. Treating the contest as a race, with the storm and
the boat as competitors, the Prince was not without chances of
;

;

;

success.

But whatever the outcome of the venture, Lael would be
put to discomfort. His care of her was so habitually marked
by tender solicitude one cannot avoid wondering at him now.
After all he may have judged the affair more closely than
The sides of the boat were low, but danger
at first appears.
from that cause might be obviated by the skill of the rowers and
then Alem Daghy was not a trifling obstacle in the path of the
It might be trusted to hold the cloud awhile
after which
gale.
a time would be required by the wind to travel the miles
;

;

intervening.

Certainly it had been more prudent to make the shore, and
seek refuge in one of the houses there. But the retort of the
spirited Jew of that day, as in this, was a contemptuous refusal
of assistance ; and the degree to which this son of Israel was
governed by the eternal resentment can be best appreciated by
recalling the number of his days on earth.
At the first response to the vigorous pull of the oarsmen,
Lael drew the red cloak over her face, and laid her head against

He put his arm around her, and seeing nothing
and saying nothing, she trusted in him.

the Prince.
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The rowers, pulling with strength from the start, gradually
quickened the stroke, and were presently in perfect harmony
A short sough accompanied each dip of the blades
of action.
an expiration, like that of the woodman striking a blow with his
;

movement completed. The cords of their
necks
brawny
played fast and free the perspiration ran down
their faces like rain upon glass.
Their teeth clinched. They
turned neither right nor left ; but with their straining eyes fixed
upon him, by his looks they judged both their own well-doing
axe, announced the

;

and the progress of their competitor.
Seeing the boat pointed directly toward the Castle, the
Prince watched the cloud. Occasionally he commended the
rowers.
" Well

The
ment.

my men

His was the only vessel
lying

"

to that, and we will win !
unusual brightness of his eyes alone betrayed exciteOnce he looked over the yet quiet upper field of water.

done,

!

Hold

in motion.

Even the great

ships were

No
there was another small boat like his own
down along the Asiatic shore as if to meet him. Its

to.

coining

position appeared about as far above the mouth of the river as
his was below it ; and its three or five rowers were plainly doing
their best.

With grim

pleasure, he accepted the
in
the
race.
competitor

stranger as another

The friendly heights of Alem, seen from the Bosphorus, are
one great forest always beautifully green. Even as the Prince
looked at them, they lost color, as if a hand out of the cloud had
suddenly dropped a curtain of white gauze over them. He
glanced back over the course, then forward. The donjon was
showing the loopholes that pitted its southern face. Excellent
Half the distance
as the speed had been, more was required.
and the enemy not four miles away.
remained to be overcome
"
"
he called out. " The gust has broken from
Faster, men
the mountain. I hear its roaring."
They turned involuntarily, and with a look measured the
space yet to be covered, the distance of the foe, and the rate at
which he was coming. Nor less did they measure the danger.
They too heard its warning, the muffled roar as of rocks and
trees snatched up and grinding to atoms in the inner coils of the
!

cloud.

"
It is not a blow," one said, speaking quick, " but a
" Storm."

"
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The word was the

Prince's.

"

Yes, my Lord."
Just then the water by the boat was rippled by a breath,
purring, timorous, but icy.
The effect on the oarsmen was stronger than any word from

They finished a pull long and
swung forward taking reach for
their feet, paused a moment, dipped

the master could have been.
united ; then while the oars

another, they all arose to
the blades deeper, gave vent to a cry so continuous it sounded
like a wail, and at the same time sunk back into their seats,
jet
pulling as they fell. This was their ultimate exertion.

A

water spurted from the foot of the sharp bow, and the bubbles
and oar eddies flew behind indistinguishably.
" Well done " said the
Prince, his eyes glowing.
Thenceforward the men continued to rise at the end of a
Their
stroke, and fall as they conimenced delivery of another.
action was quick, steady, machine-like
they gripped the water
deep, and made no slips with a thought of the exhilaration an
of

!

;

;

eagle must feel when swooping from his eyrie, the Prince looked
Each moment the
at the cloud defiantly as a challenger might.
He
saw
more
loomed
plainly.
now, not merely the
up
donjon

windows and loopholes, but the joinery of the stones. Suddenly
an army of men mounted and galhe beheld another wonder
loping along the river bank toward the Castle.
The array stretched back into the woods. In its van were
two flags borne side by side, one green, the other red. Both
were surrounded by a troop in bright armor. No need for him
to ask to whom they belonged.
They told him of Mecca and
on the red, he doubted not seeing the old Ottomanic
Mahomet
symbols, in their meaning poetic, in their simplicity beautiful as
any ever appropriated for martial purposes. The riders were
Turks. But why the green flag ? Where it went somebody
more than the chief of a sanjak, more than the governor of a
castle, or

even a province, led the way.

The number

trailing after the flags was scarcely less mysThere were too many to be of the garrison and then
the battlements of the Castle were lined with men also under
arms. Not daring to speak of this new apparition lest his oars-

terious.

;

men might

take alarm, the Prince smiled, thinking of another
a fourth competitor.
the
sought
opposing boat next. It had made good time.

party to the race

He

There were

five

oarsmen in

it

;

and, like his own, they were

ris-
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ing and falling with each stroke. In the passengers' place, he
could make out two persons whom he took to be women.
roll of thunder from the cloud startled the crew.
Clear,

A

angry, majestic, it filled the mighty gorge of the Bosphorus.
Under the sound the water seemed to shrink away. Lael looked
out from her hiding, but as quickly drew back, crowding closer
to the Prince.
To calm her he said, lightly
" Fear
nothing,
pretty race we are havmy Gul-Bahar
ing with the cloud yonder ; we are winning, and it is not pleased.
:

!

A

There is no danger."
She answered by doubling the folds of the gown about her
head.

and with never an error the rowers drove
steadily, and in exact time, their cry arose
stroke.
each
They did their part truly. Well might
cadencing
the master cry them, " Good, good." But all the while the wind
was tugging mightily at its cloudy car every instant the rattle
The trees on the hills behind the
of its wheels sounded nearer.
Castle were bending and bowing; and not merely around the
boat, but far as could be seen, the surface of the ancient channel
was a-shirr and a-shatter under beating of advance gusts.
And now the mouth of the Sweet Waters, shallowed by a
wide extended osier bank, came into view and the Castle was
visible from base to upper merlon, the donjon, in relief against
the blackened sky, rising more ghostly than ever. And right at
hand were the flags, and the riders galloping with them. And
there, coming bravely in, was the competing boat.
Over toward Roumeli-Hissar the sea birds congregated in
noisy flocks, alarmed at the long line of foam the wind was
whisking down the current. Behind the foam, the world seemed
Steadily, lithely,

through the waves

;

;

dissolving into spray.
Then the boats were seen

from the Castle, and a company of
and down the bank. A noise like the rushing
of a river sounded directly overhead.
The wind struck the
Castle, and in the thick of the mists and flying leaves hurled at

soldiers ran out

the donjon disappeared.
" We
win, we win, my
brave
age
good spirit
"
wassail to morrow

it,

men

"
!

work

the Prince shouted.
treble

wages

!

" Cour-

Wine and

!

The boat, with the last word, shot into the little river, and up
to the landing of the Castle just as the baffled wind burst over
the refuge.
And simultaneously the van of the army galloped
under the walls and the competing boat arrived.
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IN THE
(From

"

WHITE CASTLE.
The Prince

of India.")

THE landing was in possession of dark-faced, heavily bearded
and gathered at
men, with white turbans, baggy trousers, gray
and cimeters.
of
arms
and
bows,
kind,
javelins,
every
the ankles,
The Prince, stepping from his boat, recognized them as Turkish soldiers.
as

it

He had

was, before an

hardly time to
officer,

make

the inspection, brief

distinguished by a turban kettle-

him.
shaped and elaborately infolded, approached
" You will
said.
he
go with me to the Castle,"
The official's tone and manner were imperative. Suppressing
his displeasure, the Prince replied, with dignity
" The Governor is courteous.
Return to him with my thanks,
:

and say that when I decided to come on in the face of the storm,
I made no doubt of his giving me shelter until it would be safe
I fear, however, his accommodations
to resume my journey.
and since the river is protected from the
will be overtaxed
me to rewind, it would be more agreeable if he would permit
main here."
The response betrayed no improvement in manner
"
My order is to bring you to the Castle."
Some of the boatmen at this raised their eyes and hands toward heaven others crossed themselves, and, like men taking
"
u
leave of hope, cried out,
Holy Mother of God
He saw contention
Yet the Prince restrained himself.
would be useless, and said, to quiet the rowers " I will go
with you. The Governor will be reasonable. We are unfortunates blown to his hands by a tempest, and to make us prisoners under such circumstances would be an abuse of one of the
first and most sacred laws of the Prophet.
The order did not
comprehend my men they may remain here."
Lael heard all this, her face white with fear.
The conversation was in the Greek tongue. At mention of
;

:

;

!

:

;

the law, the Turk cast a contemptuous look at the Prince, much
as to say, Dog of an unbeliever, what dost thou with a saying of
?
Then dropping his eyes to Lael and the boatmen,
he answered in disdain of argument or explanation
" You
all must go."
they
With that, he turned to the occupants of the other boat, and
raising his voice the better to be heard, for the howling of the
wind was very great, he called to them

the Prophet

:

t

:
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out."

They were a woman

in rich attire, but closely veiled, and a
he gazed with astonishment. The costume
of the latter perplexed him
indeed, not until that person, in

companion

at

whom

;

obedience to the order, erected himself to his full stature upon
the landing, was he assured of his sex.
They were the Princess Iren and Sergius the monk.
The conversation between them in the Homeric palace has
only to be recalled to account for their presence. Departing

from Therapia

at noon, according to the custom of boatmen
wishing to pass from the upper Bosphorus, they had been carried obliquely across toward the Asiatic shore where the current,
because of its greater regularity, is supposed to facilitate descent.
When the storm began to fill the space above Alem Daghy,
they were in the usual course and then the question that had
been put to the Prince of India was presented to the Princess
Irene\
Would she land in Asia or recross to Europe ?
;

The general Greek distrust of the Turks belonged to her.
From infancy she had been horrified with stories of women
in their hands.
She preferred making Roumelibut the boatmen protested it was too late ; they said
the little river by the White Castle was open, and they could
reach it before the storm ; and trusting in their better judgment, she submitted to them.

prisoners

Hissar

;

Sergius, on the landing, pushed the cowl back, and was
about to speak, but the wind caught his hair, tossing the long
locks into tangle.
Seeing him thus in a manner blinded, the
Princess took up the speech. Drawing the veil aside, she
addressed the officer
Art thou the Governor of the Castle ? "
" No."
" Are we to
"
be held guests or prisoners ?
" That is
not for me to say."
"
Carry thou then a message to him who may be the Governor.
Tell him I am the Princess Irene?, by birth near akin to
:

Constantine, Emperor of the Greeks and Romans ; that, admitting this soil is lawfully the property of his master the
Sultan, I have not invaded it, but am here in search of temTell him if I go to his Castle a prisoner, he must
answer for the trespass to my royal kinsman, who will not fail
to demand reparation
on the other hand, if I become his guest,

porary refuge.

;

it

must be upon condition that

I shall

be free to depart as I
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came, with my friend and my people, the instant the wind and
waves subside. Yes, and the further condition, that he wait
me as becomes my station, and personally offer such

upon

hospitality
here."

his

as

affords.

Castle

I

shall

receive

his

reply

The officer, uncouth though he was, listened with astonishment not in the least disguised and it was not merely the
;

with which it was
speech which impressed him, nor yet the spirit
in his best
Never
face.
unveiled
the
in
was
the
spell
given
dream of the perfected Moslem Paradise had he ever seen loveliness to compare with it. He stood staring at her.
" There will be rain
"
she
;

Go,"

repeated.
I to say thou art

"

Whom am

"

The Princess

?

"

presently."

he asked.

kinswoman

Irene,

of

the

Emperor Con-

stantine."

The

officer

made a low salaam

to her,

and walked hurriedly

off to the Castle.

His soldiers stood in respectful remove from the prisoners
such the refugees must for the present be considered
leaving
them grouped in close vicinity, the prince and the monk ashore,
the Princess and Lael seated in their boats.
Calamity is a rough master of ceremonies it does not take
its victims by the hand, and name them in words, but bids them
;

look to each other for help.

two parties now

And

that

was

what the

precisely

did.

Unsophisticated, and backward through inexperience, Sergius
was nevertheless conscious of the embarrassing plight of the
He had also a man's quick sense of the uselessness
Princess.
To measure the
of resistance, except in the way of protest.
stranger's probable influence with the Turks, he looked first at
the Prince, and was not, it must be said, rewarded with a return
on which to found hope or encouragement. The small, stoop-

shouldered old man, with a great white beard, appeared respectable and well-to-do in his black velvet cap and pelisse his eyes
were very bright, and his cheeks hectic with resentment at the
annoyance he was undergoing but that he could help out of the
difficulty appeared absurd.
;

;

this time rescued his hair from the wind, and
under his cowl, he looked next at Lael. His first
thought was of the unfitness of her costume for an outing in a
boat under the quietest of skies. A glance at the princess, how-

Having by

secured

it

ever, allayed the criticism

;

while the display of jewelry was less
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It
conspicuous, her habit was quite as rich and unsubstantial.
dawned upon him then that custom had something to do with the
attire of Greek women thus upon the water.
That moment
Lael glanced up at him, and he saw how childlike her face was,
and lovely despite the anxiety and fear with which it was overHe became interested in her at once.
cast.
The monk's judgment of the little old man was unjust. That
master of subtlety had in mind run forward of the situation, and
was already providing for its consequences.
He shared the surprise of the Turk when the Princess raised
4

her veil. Overhearing then her message to the Governor, delivered in a manner calm, self-possessed, courageous, dignified, and
withal adroit, he resolved to place Lael under her protection.
"
Princess," he said, doffing his cap unmindful of the wind,

and advancing to the side of her boat, " I crave audience of you,
and in excuse for my unceremoniousness, plead community in
misfortune, and a desire to make my daughter here safe as can
be."

She surveyed him from head to foot then turned her eyes
toward Lael, sight of whom speedily exorcised the suspicion
which for the instant held her hesitant.
;

"I
acknowledge the obligation imposed by the situation,"
she replied ; " and being a Christian as well as a woman, I cannot without reason justifiable in sight of Heaven deny the help

But, good sir, first tell me your name and country."
a Prince of India exercising a traveller's privilege of

you ask.
"I

am

sojourning in the imperial city."
u The answer is well
given ; and if hereafter you return to
this interview,
Prince, I beg you will not lay my inquiry to

common

curiosity."

" Fear
" for I learned
not," the Prince answered ;
long ago
that in the laws prescribed for right-doing prudence is a primary
virtue
and making present application of the principle, I sug;

gest, if it please you to continue a discourse which must be
necessarily brief, that we do so in some other tongue than

Greek."
u

Be

soldiers,

it

in Latin then," she said, with a quick glance at the
his bow of acquiescence, continued, " Thy

and observing

reverend beard,
Prince, and respectable appearance, are warranties of a wisdom greater than I can ever attain ; wherefore

pray

tell

me how

release herself

I,

a feeble

woman, who may not be

from these robbers, remorseless from

able to

religious

.
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prejudice, can be of assistance to thy daughter,
sister in affliction."

now my younger

She accompanied the speech with a look at Lael so kind and
could not be misinterpreted.
fair and gentle Princess, I will straight to the matter.
Out on the water, midway this and the point yonder, when too
late for me to change direction or stay my rowers, I saw a body
of horsemen, whom I judged to be soldiers, moving hurriedly

tender
"

it

Most

A

band richly caparithe river bank toward the Castle.
soned, carrying two flags, one green, the other red, moved at their
The former, you may know, has a religious signification,
head.
and is seldom seen in the field except a person of high rank be

down

It is my opinion, therefore, that our arrest has some
present.
In confirmation
reference to the arrival of such a personage.

you may yet hear the musical flourish in his honor."
" and admit the
" I hear drums and
trumpets," she replied,
surmise an ingenious accounting for an act otherwise unaccountable."
"

Nay, Princess, with respect to thyself at
and loud with provocation."

least, call it a

deed

intolerable,

"

From your

Prince, I infer familiarity with these
Perhaps you can make your knowledge of
them so far serviceable as to tell me the great man's name."
"
Yes, I have had somewhat to do with Turks yet I cannot
venture the name, rank, or purpose of the newcomer. Pursuing
the argument, however, if my conjecture be true, then the message borne the Governor, though spirited, and most happily
accordant with your high degree, will not accomplish your
speech,

faithless barbarians.

;

release, simply because the

reason of the capture in the

first

for detaining you in the next.
brief, you may anticipate rejection of the protest."
"
"
What, think you they will hold me prisoner ?

In

place

must remain a reason

"

They are crafty."
"
and the Princess' cheek reddened with
They dare not
kinsman
is not powerless
and even the
indignation.
"My"
great Amurath
Forgive me, I pray but there was never mantle to cover
"

!

;

so

many

state.'

"

crimes

as

the conveniences kings call 'reasons of

She looked vaguely up the river which the tempest was
covering with promiscuous air-blown drifting; but recovering,
she said " It is for me to
pray pardon, Prince. I detain you."
:
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" I have to remark
next,

if

my

conjecture prove correct, a lady of imperial rank might find herself ill at ease and solitary in a hold like this Castle, which,
is now kept to serve some
design of war to
come more particularly than domestic or social life."
The imagination of the Princess caught the idea eagerly,
and, becoming active, presented a picture of a Moslem lair without women or apartments for women. Her mind filled with

speaking by report,

alarm.
"

"
she exclaimed. " I
Oh, that I could recall the message
should not have tempted the Governor by offering to become his
guest upon any condition."
"
Nay, do not accuse yourself. The decision was brave and
excellent in every view," he said, perceiving his purpose in such
" For see
the storm increases in strength ; yonder "
fair way.
" the rain
he pointed toward Alem Daghy
comes. Not by
"
but
will
the
of
thou
art here
Princess,
thy choice,
God,
He spoke impressively, and she bent her head, and crossed
!

!

herself twice.

A

"

sad plight truly," he continued.

"

Fortunately it may be
my daughter, Lael by name.
The years have scarcely outrun her childhood. More at mercy
than thyself, because without rank to make the oppressor careful, or an imperial kinsman to revenge a wrong done her, she is
a cell in this infidel strongsubject to whatever threatens you
hold, ruffians for attendants, discomforts to cast her into fever,
separation from me to keep her afraid.
Why not suffer her to
go with you ? She can serve as tirewoman or companion. In

Here

in a measure relieved.

is

villainy the boldest often hesitate

The speech was

when two

are to be overcome."

effective.

"

Prince, I have not words to express my gratitude. I am
debtor.
Heaven may have brought this crisis, but it has not
thy
See
deserted
me
And in good time
my mesaltogether
!

Let thy daughter come, and sit with
senger, with a following
me now and do thou stand by to lend me of thy wisdom in
case appeal to it become necessary.
Quick
Nay, Prince,
Permit him to bring the child to
Sergius is young and strong.
!

!

me."

The monk made

Drawing the boat

haste.

close to the shore,

he gave Lael his strong hand. Directly she was delivered to
the Princess, and seated beside her.
" Now
come "
they

VOL. XX.
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!
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Thus the Princess acknowledged the strength derivable from
companionship. The result was perceptible in her voice once
more clear, and her face actually sparkling with confidence and
courage.

Then, drawn together in one group, the refugees awaited the
officer.

" The Governor

is

coming," that worthy said, saluting the

Princess.

Looking toward the Castle, the expectants beheld a score or
more men issuing from the gate on foot. They were all in
armor, and each complemented the buckler on his arm with a
lance from which a colored pennon blew out straight and stiff
One walked in front singly, and immediately the
as a panel.
Prince and Princess fixed upon him as the Governor, and kept
him in eye curiously and anxiously.
That instant rain in large drops began to fall. The Governor appeared to notice the premonition, for looking at the
angry sky he halted, and beckoned to his followers, several of
whom ran to him, received an order, and then hastily returned
He came on in quickened gait.
to the Castle.
Here the Prince, with his greater experience, noticed a point
which escaped his associates and that was the extraordinary
homage paid the stranger.
At the landing the officer and soldiers would have prostrated
;

themselves, but with an imperious gesture, he declined the
salutation.

The

observers,

it

may

be well believed, viewed the

man

afar

near, they scanned him as persons under
the
arraignment study
judge, that from his appearance they may
of
his
He was above the average
disposition.
glean something
in
and
armor
of
the armor of the East,
men,
slender,
height
adapted in every point to climate and light service. A cope or
hood, intricately woven of delicate steel wire, and close enough
to refuse an arrow or the point of a dagger, defended head,
throat, neck, and shoulders, while open at the face a coat, of
the same artistic mail, beginning under the hood, followed
closely the contour of the body, terminating just above the knees
as a skirt.
Amongst Teutonic and English knights, on account
of its comparative lightness, it would have been distinguished
A
from an old-fashioned hauberk, and called haubergeon.

with interest

;

when

;

sleeveless surcoat of velvet, plain green in color, overlaid the
mail without a crease or wrinkle, except at the edge of the skirt.
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Chausses, or leggins, also of steel, clothed the nether limbs,
ending in shoes of thin lateral scales sharply pointed at the toes.
slight convexity on top, and the bright gold-gilt band by

A

which, with regular interlacement, the cope was attached, gave
the cap surmounting the head a likeness to a crown.
In style this armor was common. The preference Eastern
cavaliers showed it may have been due in part at least to the
fact that when turned out by a master armorer, after years of
painstaking, it left the wearer his natural graces of person.

Such certainly was the case here.
The further equipment of the man admits easy imagining.
There were the gauntlets of steel, articulated for the fingers and
thumbs a broad flexible belt of burnished gold scales, intended
for the cimeter, fell from the waist diagonally to the left hip
;

;

light spurs graced the heels

was

his sole weapon,

and

it

;

a dagger, sparkling with jewels,
served principally to denote the

peacefulness of his errand. As there was nothing about him to
rattle or clank, his steps were noiseless, and his movements agile

and easy.
These martial points were naturally of chief attraction to
the Prince of India, whose vast acquaintanceship with heroes
and famous warriors made comparison a habit. On her side,
the Princess, to whom accoutrement and manner were mere
accessories, pleasing or otherwise, and subordinate, sought the
She saw brown eyes, not very large, but exstranger's face.
ceedingly bright, quick, sharp, flying from object to object with
a round
flashes of bold inquiry, and quitting them as instantly
forehead on brows high-arched a nose with the curvature of a
Roman's; mouth deep-cornered, full-lipped, and somewhat imperfectly mustached and bearded; clear, though sunburned
;

;

complexion

in

brief,

a

countenance

haughty,

handsome,

refined, imperious, telling in every line of exceptional birth,

Most
royal usages, ambition, courage, passion, and confidence.
amazing, however, the stranger appeared yet a youth. Surprised,
hardly knowing whether to be pleased or alarmed, yet attracted,
she kept the face in steady gaze.
Halting when a few steps from the group, the stranger looked
at

them as if seeking one in especial.
" Have a
This
Princess
care,
!

As

whom

is

not the Governor, but

the great man."
The warning was from the Prince of India and in Latin.
if to thank him for a service done
possibly for identifying

he of

I spoke
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the subject of the warning slightly
the person he sought
bowed to him, then dropped his eyes to the Princess. A light
blown out does not vanish more instantly than his expression

admiration
astonishment
incredulity
changed. Wonder
chased each other over his face in succession. Calling them
emotions, each declared itself with absolute distinctness, and
Thus he
the one last to come was most decided and enduring.
met her gaze, and so ardent, intense, and continuous was his,
that she reddened cheek and forehead, and drew down the veil ;
but not, it should understood, resentfully.

The disappearance

of

the countenance, in effect like the

sudden extinguishment of a splendor, aroused him. Advancing
a step, he said to her, with lowered head and perceptible embarrassment
:

" I corne to offer
hospitality to the kinswoman of the Emperor
The storm shows no sign of abatement, and until
Constantine.
it does, my Castle yonder is at her order.
While not sumptu-

ous in appointment as her own palace, fortunately there are
comfortable apartments in it where she can rest securely and
with reserve. The invitation I presume to make in the name
of my most exalted master Sultan Amurath, who takes delight
in the amity existing between him and the Lord of Byzantium.

To lay all fear, to dispel hesitation, in his name again, together
with such earnest of good faith as lies in an appeal to the most
holy Prophet of God, I swear the Princess Irene shall be safe
from interruption while in the Castle, and free to depart from
it at her pleasure.
If she chooses, this tender of courtesy may,
in
here
the presence of these witnesses, be taken
by agreement,
as an affair of state. I await her answer."
The Prince of India heard the speech more astonished by
the unexceptional Latin in which it was couched than the
propriety of the matter or the grace of its delivery, though, he
was constrained to admit, both were very great. He also understood the meaning of the look the stranger had given him at
the conclusion of his warning to the Princess, and to conceal
his vexation, he turned to her.
That moment two covered chairs, brought from the Castle,
were set down near by, and the rain began to fall in earnest.
"
" the evidence of
See," said the Governor,
my care for the
comfort of the kinswoman of the most noble Emperor ConstanI feared it would rain before I could present myself to
tine.
her nor that alone, fair Princess
the chair must convict me
;
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wholesome dread of accusation in Constantinople for what
worse could be said than that I, a faithful Moslem, to whom
hospitality is an ordination of religion, refused to open my gates
to women in distress because they were Christians.
Most noble
and fair lady, behold how much I should esteem acceptance of
of a

my

invitation

;

"

!

Irend looked at the Prince of India, and seeing assent in
his face, answered
" I will ask leave to
report this courtesy as an affair of state
:

my royal kinsman may acknowledge it becomingly."
The Governor bowed very low while saying

that

:

" I
myself should have suggested the course."
"
" Also that
she pointed to the Prince of
my friends
"and all the boatmen, be included in
India, and the monk
the safeguard."

This was also agreed

whereupon she arose, and for
was next helped
two
were carried
Then,
followed by the Prince and the monk afoot.

assistance offered her

from the boat.
into the Castle,

to

hand

;

to Sergius.
Lael
to
the
taking
chairs, the
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EDMUND WALLER.
WALLER, EDMUND, an English poet born at Coleshill, Buckinghamshire, March 3, 1605 died at Beaconsfield, October 21, 1687.
He inherited wealth, and was related to the patriot Hampden and
to Cromwell.
At eighteen years of age he entered Parliament. At
His poems,
eighty he was still in Parliament, under James II.
in
and
are
some
1645
of
them
sweet
and
1664,
published
simple,
but are chiefly remarkable for their polish.
;

;

ON A

GIRDLE.

THAT which her slender waist confined
Shall now my joyful temples bind
;

No monarch

but would give his crown,
His arms might do what this hath done.
It

was

my heaven's extremest sphere,
pale which held that lovely deer.

The

My joy, my
Did

all

grief,

A narrow compass
Dwelt

my

hope,

my

love,

within this circle move.

all

Give

me

Take

all

that

's

and yet there
good, and all that
!

?

s fair.

but what this ribbon bound,
the rest the sun goes round

!

Go, LOVELY ROSE.
Go, lovely rose
Tell her that wastes her time and me,
That now she knows,
!

When I resemble her to
How sweet and fair she

thee,

seems to be.

Tell her that 's young,
shuns to have her graces spied,
That hadst thou sprung
In deserts, where no men abide,
Thou must have uncommended died.

And

EDMUND WALLER.
Small is the worth
Of beauty from the light retired
Bid her come forth,
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:

Suffer herself to be desired,
not blush so to be admired.

And

Then die that she
The common fate of all things
!

rare
read in thee
How small a part of time they share
That are so wondrous sweet and fair

May

!

!

FROM "A PANEGYRIC TO MY LORD PROTECTOR."
WHILE with a strong and yet a gentle hand,
You bridle faction, and our hearts command,
Protect us from ourselves, and from the foe
Make us unite, and make us conquer too.

Let partial

spirits still

;

aloud complain,

Think themselves injured that they cannot
And own no liberty, but where they may
Without control upon their fellows prey.

reign,

Above the waves, as Neptune showed his face,
To chide the winds and save the Trojan race,
So has your Highness, raised above the rest,
Storms of ambition tossing us repressed.

Your drooping country, torn with civil hate,
Restored by you, is made a glorious State
The seat of empire, where the Irish come,
;

And

the unwilling Scots, to fetch their doom.
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HORACE WALPOLE.
of Orford, an English literary
and wit; born at Houghton, in Norfolk, October 5, 1717;
He
died at Strawberry Hill, near Twickenham, March 2, 1797.
was educated at Eton and Cambridge, entered Parliament, and continued to be a member of it twenty-seven years. His fame rests
on his letters, descriptive of people and events of his time, and
numbering nearly three thousand. Besides these, he was author of
"
" Anecdotes of
"
Catalogue of Noble and Eoyal Authors
(1758)
Painting" (1761-71); "Catalogue of Engravers" (1763); "The
Castle of Otranto" (1764); "The Mysterious Mother," a tragedy
" Historic Doubts on the Life and
Eeign of Richard III."
(1768)
"
" Reminiscences of the Courts
" ^Edes
Walpolianse
(1774)
(1768)
of George I. and George II.," and memoirs and journals relating
to the reigns of the second and the third Georges.

WALPOLE, HORACE, fourth Earl

critic

;

;

;

;

COCK-LANE GHOST AND LADY MARY WOKTLEY MONTAGU.
(From Letter

to Sir

Horace Mann.)

to tell you that we are again dipped into an
The reigning fashion is a ghost,
of
scene
folly.
egregious
a ghost that would not pass muster in the paltriest convent in
It only knocks and scratches; does not prethe Apennine.
The clergy give it their benedictend to appear or to speak.
tion; and all the world, whether believers or infidels, go to
hear it. I, in which number you may guess, go to-morrow;
for it is as much the mode to visit the ghost as the Prince of
Mecklenburg, who is just arrived. I have not seen him yet,
though I left my name for him. But I will tell you who is
I

come
her

me

AM ashamed

too,
I give

Lady Mary Wortley.

I

went

last night to visit

you my honor (and you who know her would credit it
without it), the following is a faithful description. I found
;

her in a little miserable bedchamber of a ready-furnished
house, with two tallow candles, and a bureau covered with pots
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and pans. On her head, in full of all accounts, she had an old
black-laced hood, wrapped entirely round, so as to conceal all
No handkerchief, but up to her chin a
hair or want of hair.
kind of horseman's riding-coat, calling itself a pet-en-1'air,

made

of a dark green (green I think it had been) brocade, with
colored and silver flowers, and lined with furs; boddice laced,
a foul dimity petticoat sprig'd, velvet muffeteens on her arms,
Her face less changed in twenty
gray stockings and slippers.

years than I could have imagined I told her so, and she was
not so tolerable twenty years ago that she needed have taken it
for flattery but she did, and literally gave me a box on the
She is very lively, all her senses perfect, her languages
ear.
She entertained me
as imperfect as ever, her avarice greater.
at the first with nothing but the dearness of provisions at
With nothing but an Italian, a French, and a PrusHelvoet.
:

;

sian, all men-servants,
tary, but whose age

till

and something she calls an old secrehe appears will be doubtful,
she

receives all the world, who go to homage her as Queen Mother,
and crams them into this kennel. The Duchess of Hamilton,

who came

in just after me, was so astonished and diverted that
She says that she has
she could not speak to her for laughing.
left all her clothes at Venice.

A

YEAR OF FASHION
(From Letter

You

IN

WALPOLE 's DAY.

to the Earl of Hertford.)

my dear lord, that any amusement from
must
my
depend upon times and seasons. We are a
absurd
nation
very
(though the French are so good at present
are sensible,

letters

as to think us a very wise one, only because they themselves
are now a very weak one) but then that absurdity depends
;

Posterity, who will know nothing of our
intervals, will conclude that this age was a succession of events.
I could tell them that we know as well when an event, as when

upon the almanac.

Easter, will happen.

Do

but recollect these last ten years.

The beginning of October, one is certain that everybody will be
at Newmarket, and the Duke of Cumberland will lose, and
After that, while
Shafto win, two or three thousand pounds.
are
to
for
to
come
town
the
winter, the minispeople
preparing
and
all
to learn how
is
the
world
comes
suddenly changed,
try
and fully
it happened, a fortnight sooner than they intended
The
month.
the
new
a
that
last
cannot
persuaded
arrangement
;
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everybody is bribed and the new establishNovember
perceived to be composed of adamant.
three
and
a
new
Christor
two
with
self-murders,
play.
passes
mas arrives: everybody goes out of town; and a riot happens
The Parliament meets again, taxes are
in one of the theatres.

Parliament opens

ment

:

;

is

warmly opposed; and some citizen makes his fortune by a
The Opposition languishes; balls and assemsubscription.
blies begin; some master and miss begin to get together, are
talked of, and give occasion to forty more matches being invented

;

an unexpected debate starts up at the end

of the ses-

sion, that makes more noise than anything that was designed
to make a noise, and subsides again in a new peerage or two.
Ranelagh opens, and Vauxhall one produces scandal, and
t' other a drunken quarrel.
People separate, some to Tunbridge, and some to all the horse-races in England; and so the
:

year comes again to October.

FUNERAL OF GEORGE
(From Letter

to

II.

George Montagu, Esq.)

Do you know, I had the curiosity to go to the burying
I had never seen a royal funeral ; nay, I walked
other night,
as a rag of quality, which I found would be, and so it is, the
It is absolutely a noble sight.
The
easiest way of seeing it.
Prince's chamber, hung with purple, and a quantity of silver
t'

lamps, the coffin under a canopy of purple velvet, and six vast
chandeliers of silver on high stands, had a very good effect.
The Ambassador from Tripoli and his son were carried to see

The procession through a line of foot-guards,
man
seventh
bearing a torch, the horse-guards lining
every
the outside, their officers with drawn sabres and crape sashes
on horseback, the drums muffled, the fifes, bells tolling, and
But the charm was
all this was very solemn.
minute-guns,
the entrance of the Abbey, where we were received by the dean
that chamber.

and chapter in rich robes, the choir and almsmen bearing
torches; the whole abbey so illuminated that one saw it to
the tombs, long aisles, and
greater advantage than by day,
fretted roof all appearing distinctly and with the happiest
There wanted nothing but incense, and little
here
and
chapels
there, with priests saying mass for the repose
of the defunct; yet one could not complain of its not being
I had been in dread of being coupled with
Catholic enough.

chiaroscuro.
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of ten years old; but the heralds were not very
I walked with George Grenville, taller and
and
accurate,
When we came to the
older, to keep me in countenance.
chapel of Henry the Seventh, all solemnity and decorum
ceased no order was observed, people sat or stood where they
could or would the yeomen of the guard were crying for help,

some boy

;

;

oppressed by the great weight of the coffin; the bishop read
sadly and blundered in the prayers; the fine chapter "Man
that is born of a woman" was chanted, not read; and the
anthem, besides being immeasurably tedious, would have served
The real serious part was the figure of
as well for a nuptial.
the Duke of Cumberland, heightened by a thousand melancholy
He had a dark -brown Adonis, and a cloak of
circumstances.
black cloth, with a train of five yards.
Attending the funeral
of a father could not be pleasant ; his leg extremely bad, yet
forced to stand upon it nearly two hours his face bloated and
distorted with his late paralytic stroke, which has affected, too,
one of his eyes ; and placed over the mouth of the vault, into
which, in all probability, he must himself so soon descend:
think how unpleasant a situation
He bore it all with a firm
and unaffected countenance. This grave scene was fully contrasted by the burlesque Duke of Newcastle.
He fell into a fit
of crying the moment he came into the chapel, and flung himself back in a stall, the archbishop hovering over him with a
smelling-bottle; but in two minutes his curiosity got the
better of his hypocrisy, and he ran about the chapel with his
glass to spy who was or was not there, spying with one hand
and mopping his eyes with the other. Then returned the fear
of catching cold
and the Duke of Cumberland, who was sinking with heat, felt himself weighed down, and turning round,
found it was the Duke of Newcastle standing upon his train to
avoid the chill of the marble.
It was very theatric to look
down into the vault where the coffin lay, attended by mourners
with lights.
Clavering, the groom of the bedchamber, refused
to sit up with the body, and was dismissed by the King's
;

!

;

order.

THE ENGLISH
(From Letter

to George

CLIMATE.
Montagu, Esq.)

STRAWBERRY HILL, June

15th, 1768.

No, I cannot be so false as to say I am glad you are pleased
with your situation. You are so apt to take root, that it re-
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quires ten years to dig you out again when you once begin to
As you go pitching your tent up and down, I wish you
were still more a Tartar, and shifted your quarters perpetually.
settle.

Yes, I will come and see you but tell me first, when do your
Duke and Duchess (the Argylls) travel to the North ? I know
that he is a very amiable lad, and I do not know that she is
;

not as amiable a laddess, but I had rather see their house comfortably when they are not there.
I perceive the deluge fell upon you before it reached us.
It
and
on
then
but
rained
near
here
Monday last,
began
eight-andMy poor hay has not a dry
forty hours without intermission.
I have had a fire these three days.
thread to its back.
In
short, every summer one lives in a state of mutiny and murmur,
and I have found the reason it is because we will affect to
have a summer, and we have no title to any such thing.
Our
poets learnt their trade of the Romans, and so adopted the
terms of their masters. They talk of shady groves, purling
:

and cooling breezes, and we get sore throats and

streams,

Master Damon
agues with attempting to realize these visions.
writes a song, and invites Miss Chloe to enjoy the cool of the
evening, and the deuce a bit have we of any such thing as a
cool evening.
Zephyr is a northeast wind, that makes Damon
button up to the chin, and pinches Chloe's nose till it is red
and blue and then they cry, This is a bad summer ! as if we
ever had any other.
The best sun we have is made of Newcastle coal, and I am determined never to reckon upon any
We ruin ourselves with inviting over foreign trees, and
other.
our
houses clamber up hills to look at prospects.
How
making
our ancestors would laugh at us, who knew there was no being
comfortable unless you had a high hill before your nose, and a
thick warm wood at your back
Taste is too freezing a com;

!

modity for

us,

and, depend upon

it,

will

go out of fashion

again.

There is indeed a natural warmth in this country, which,
as you say, I am very glad not to enjoy any longer ; I mean the
hot-house in St. Stephen's chapel.
My own sagacity makes

me

I had
very vain, though there is very little merit in it.
seen so much of all parties, that I had little esteem left for

any it is most indifferent to me who is in or who is out, or
which is set in the pillory, Mr. Wilkes or my Lord Mansfield.
I see the country going to
ruin, and no man with brains enough
to save it.
That is mortifying; but what signifies who has the
;
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it ?
I seldom suffer myself to think on this subject
patriotism could do no good, and my philosophy can make
be at peace.
I am sorry you are likely to lose your poor cousin Lady

undoing

my
me

:

Hinchinbrook

;

I

heard a very bad account of her when I was
letter to Madame Roland shall be taken

Your

last in town.

making me pay postmust remember not to overcharge you, as I can frank my
idle letters no longer therefore, good-night
I was in town last week and found Mr. Chute still
P. S.
confined.
He had a return in his shoulder, but I think it more
rheumatism than gout.

care of ; but as you are so scrupulous of
age, I

!

;

THE AMERICAN WAR.
(From Various

Letters.)

THE Cabinet have determined on

a civil war.
There
Will the French you converse with be
civil and keep their countenances ?
Pray remember it is not
decent to be dancing at Paris, when there is civil war in your
own country. You would be like the country squire, who
passed by with his hounds when the battle of Edgehill began.
is

food for meditation

.

.

.

!

(1775, January 22.)
I forgot to tell you that the

town

Birmingham has petiAmerican Acts, that is,
they have a manufacture of swords and musof

tioned the Parliament to enforce the

make war;
kets.

for

(1775,

January 27.)

The war with our Colonies, which is now declared, is a
A
proof how much influence jargon has on human affairs.
war on our own trade is popular! Both Houses are as eager
were for conquering the Indies

which acquits
are as glad of what will impoverish them as of what they fancied was to enrich them.
(1775, February.)
You will not be surprised that I am what I always was, a
zealot for liberty in every part of the globe, and consequently
that I most heartily wish success to the Americans.
They

for it as they

them a

little of rapine,

when they

have hitherto not made one blunder; and the Administration
have made a thousand, besides two capital ones, of first proThe latter seem to
voking, and then uniting the Colonies.
have as good heads as hearts, as we want both. (1775, September 7.)
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IZAAK WALTON.
and miscellaneous
WALTON, IZAAK, an English, biographer
known as the " father of angling " born at Stafford, August

writer,

;

1593; died at Winchester, December 15, 1683. He went to London at an early age, where he entered into the business of " sempster,"
or linen-draper, and at fifty retired with a competency, and passed
9,

the remaining forty years of his life in easy quiet. His principal
works are " Life of Dr. Donne " (1640) ; " Life of Sir Henry Wotton " (1651) ; " The Complete Angler, or the Contemplative Man's
" Life of
Eecreation " (1653), one of the great English classics
Eichard Hooker " (1662) " Life of George Herbert" (1670) ; " Life
of
Sanderson "
and two letters on " The
;

;

Bishop

of the

Distempers

(1678),

Times"

(1680).

IN PRAISE OF FISHING.
(From "The Complete ADgler.")

Gentlemen, let not prejudice prepossess you. I
discourse is like to prove suitable to my recreation,
calm and quiet; we seldom take the name of God into our
mouths, but it is either to praise him or pray to him if others
PISCATOR.

confess

my

:

vainly in the midst of their recreations, so vainly as if
meant
to conjure, I must tell you it is neither our fault
they
nor our custom ; we protest against it.
But pray remember, I

use

it

accuse nobody; for as I would not make a "watery discourse,"
so I would not put too much vinegar into it; nor would I raise
the reputation of my own art by the diminution or ruin of
another's.

And

so

much

for the prologue to

what

I

mean

to

say.

And now for the Water, the element that I trade in. The
Water is the eldest daughter of the creation, the element upon
which the Spirit of God did first move, Gen. i. 2, the element
which God commanded to bring forth living creatures abundantly and without which, those that inhabit the land, even all
creatures that have breath in their nostrils, must suddenly
return to putrefaction.
Moses, the great lawgiver and chief
;
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philosopher, skilled in all the learning of the Egyptians, who
was called the friend of God, and knew the mind of the
Almighty, names this element the first in the creation ; this is

the element upon which the Spirit of God did first move, and
is the chief ingredient in the creation: many philosophers
have made it to comprehend all the other elements, and most
allow it the chiefest in the mixtion of all living creatures.

There be that profess to believe that all bodies are made of
may be reduced back again to water only; they
endeavor to demonstrate it thus

water, and

:

Take a willow, or any

like

speedy-growing plant, newly

rooted in a box or barrel full of earth, weigh them all together
exactly when the trees begin to grow, and then weigh all together after the tree is increased from its first rooting to weigh

an hundred pound weight more than when it was first rooted
and weighed and you shall find this augment of the tree to be
without the diminution of one drachm weight of the earth.
Hence they infer this increase of wood to be from water of rain,
And they
or from dew, and not to be from any other element.
affirm, they can reduce this wood back again to water; and
they affirm, also, the same may be done in any animal or vege;

And

table.

of

this I take to be a fair testimony of the excellency

element of Water.

my

The Water is more productive than the earth. Nay, the
earth hath no fruitfulness without showers or dews; for all
the herbs and flowers and fruits are produced and thrive by the
water and the very minerals are fed by streams that run underground, whose natural course carries them to the tops of many
high mountains, as we see by several springs breaking forth on
;

the tops of the highest hills and this is also witnessed by the
daily trial and testimony of several miners.
Nay, the increase of those creatures that are bred and fed
in the water are not only more and more miraculous, but more
;

advantageous to man, not only for the lengthening of his life,
but for the preventing of sickness; for 'tis observed by the
most learned physicians, that the casting off of Lent and other
which hath not only given the lie to so many
fish days,
learned, pious, wise founders of colleges, for which we should
hath doubtless been the chief cause of those
be ashamed,
many putrid, shaking, intermitting agues, unto which this
nation of ours is now more subject than those wiser countries
that feed on herbs, salads, and plenty of fish; of which it is
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observed in story, that the greatest part of the world now do.
it may be fit to remember that Moses, Lev. xi. 9, Deut.
xiv. 9, appointed fish to be the chief diet for the best commonwealth that ever yet was.
as
And it is observable, not only that there are fish,
three
times
as
the
as
the
Whale,
big
mighty Elephant,
namely,
but that the mightiest feasts have
that is so fierce in battle,
been of fish. The Romans in the height of their glory have
made fish the mistress of all their entertainments ; they have
had music to usher in their Sturgeons, Lampreys, and Mullets,
which they would purchase at rates rather to be wondered at
He that shall view the writings of Macrobius,
than believed.
or Varro, may be confirmed and informed of this, and of the

And

incredible value of their fish and fish-ponds.

But, Gentlemen, I have almost lost myself, which I confess
may easily do in this philosophical discourse; I met with
most of it very lately, and, I hope, happily, in a conference
I

with a most learned physician, Dr. Wharton, a dear friend,
me and my art of Angling. But, however, I
will wade no deeper in these mysterious arguments, but pass
to such observations as I can manage with more pleasure, and
But I must not yet forsake the
less fear of running into error.
we
have
so
whose
waters, by
many known advantages.
help
And first, to pass by the miraculous cures of our known
baths, how advantageous is the sea for our daily traffic, without
which we could not now subsist ? How does it not only furnish
us with food and physic for the bodies, but with such observations for the mind as ingenious persons would not want
How ignorant had we been of the beauty of Florence, of the
monuments, urns, and rarities that yet remain in and near
unto old and new Rome, so many as it is said will take up a
year's time to view, and afford to each of them but a convenient consideration and therefore it is not to be wondered at,
that so learned and devout a father as St. Jerome, after his
wish to have seen Christ in the flesh, and to have heard St.
Paul preach, makes his third wish to have seen Rome in her
glory and that glory is not yet all lost, for what pleasure is it
that loves both

!

;

;

to see the

monuments

of Livy, the choicest of the historians;

of Tully, the best of orators ; and to see the bay-trees that now
grow out of the very tomb of Virgil
These, to any that love
But what pleasure is it to a delearning, must be pleasing.
!

vout Christian to see there the humble

house in which

St.
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Paul was content to dwell, and to view the many rich statues
made in honor of his memory
Nay, to see the
buried
St.
Peter
and
he
lie
in
which
together!
very place
These are in and near to Rome. And how much more doth it
please the pious curiosity of a Christian, to see that place on
which the blessed Saviour of the world was pleased to humble
himself, and to take our nature upon him, and to converse
to see Mount Sion, Jerusalem, and the very Sepulwith men,
How may it beget and heighten the
chre of our Lord Jesus
that are there

!

!

zeal of a Christian, to see the devotions that are daily paid to
him at that place
Gentlemen, lest I forget myself I will stop
!

here,

and remember you,

that, but for

element

my

of

Water,

the inhabitants of this poor island must remain ignorant that
such things ever were, or that any of them have yet a being.

Gentlemen, I might both enlarge and lose myself in such
like arguments I might tell you that Almighty God is said to
have spoken to a fish, but never to a beast that he hath made
a Whale a ship to carry and set his prophet Jonah safe on the
Of these I might speak, but I must in manappointed shore.
I cry you mercy
ners break off, for I see Theobald's house.
for being so long, and thank you for your patience.
;

;

O

an art is it not an
a Trout that is
more sharp-sighted than any Hawk you have named, and more
watchful and timorous than your high-mettled Merlin is bold ?
and yet I doubt not to catch a brace or two to-morrow, for a
friend's breakfast: doubt not, therefore, Sir, but that Angling
is an art, and an art worth your learning: the question is
rather, whether you be capable of learning it ? for Angling is
somewhat like Poetry, men are to be born so: I mean with
Sir,

doubt not but that Angling

is

art to deceive a Trout with an artificial fly

;

?

!

it, though both may be heightened by discourse
and practice but he that hopes to be a good Angler must not
only bring an inquiring, searching, observing wit, but he must
bring a large measure of hope and patience, and a love and
propensity to the art itself but having once got and practised

inclinations to
;

;

then doubt not but Angling will prove to be so pleasant,
that it will prove to be like virtue, a reward to itself.
it,

Then first, for the antiquity of Angling, of which I shall
not say much, but only this: some say it is as ancient as
Deucalion's flood others, that Belus, who was the first inventor
;
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of godly and virtuous recreations, was the first inventor of
Angling; and some others say, for former times have had
their disquisitions about the antiquity of it, that Seth, one of
the sons of Adam, taught it to his sons, and that by them it
was derived to posterity ; others say, that he left it engraven
on those pillars which he erected, and trusted to preserve the
knowledge of the mathematics, music, and the rest of that precious knowledge, and those useful arts which by God's appointment or allowance and his noble industry were thereby preserved from perishing in Noah's flood.
These, Sir, have been the opinions of several men, that have
possibly endeavored to make Angling more ancient than is
needful, or may well be warranted but for my part, I shall
;

content myself in telling you, that Angling is much more ancient than the incarnation of our Saviour; for in the Prophet
Amos mention is made of fish-hooks; and in the Book of Job,
which was long before the days of Amos, for that book is said

mention is made also of fish-hooks, which
must imply Anglers in those times.
But, my worthy friend, as I would rather prove myself a
gentleman by being learned and humble, valiant and inoffensive, virtuous and communicable, than by any fond ostentation
to be writ by Moses,

of riches, or, wanting those virtues myself, boast that these
and yet I grant that where a noble
were in my ancestors,
and ancient descent and such merits meet in any man, it is a

double dignification of that person:
so if this antiquity of
for
I
which
have
not
my
part
Angling,
forced, shall, like an
ancient family, be either an honor or an ornament to this virtuous art which I profess to love and practise, I shall be the
gladder that I made an accidental mention of the antiquity of
it ; of which I shall say no more, but proceed to that just commendation which I think it deserves.

And

for that I shall tell you, that in ancient times a debate

hath risen, and

it remains yet unresolved, whether the happiness of man in this world doth consist more in contemplation
or action.

Concerning which, some have endeavored to maintain their
first, by saying, that the nearer we mortals come
to God by way of imitation, the more happy we are.
And they
say, that God enjoys himself only by a contemplation of his
own Infiniteness, Eternity, Power, and Goodness, and the like.
opinion of the

And upon

this ground,

many

cloisteral

men

of great learning
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and devotion prefer contemplation before action. And many
seem to approve this opinion, as may appear in
their commentaries upon the words of our Saviour to Martha,
of the fathers

Luke x. 41, 42.
And, on the

contrary, there want not men of equal authority
that
credit,
prefer action to be the more excellent: as
namely, experiments in physic, and the application of it, both

and

and prolongation of man's life; by which each
enabled to act and do good to others, either to serve his
country, or do good to particular persons and they say also,
that action is doctrinal, and teaches both art and virtue, and
and for these, and other
is a maintainer of humane society
like reasons, to be preferred before contemplation.
Concerning which two opinions 1 shall forbear to add a
third by declaring my own, and rest myself contented in telling you, my very worthy friend, that both these meet together,
and do most properly belong to the most honest, ingenuous,
quiet, and harmless art of Angling.
And first, I shall tell you what some have observed, and I
have found it to be a real truth, that the very sitting by the
river's side is not only the quietest and fittest place for contemplation, but will invite an Angler to it; and this seems to
be maintained by the learned Peter Du Moulin, who, in his

for the ease

man

is

:

;

discourse of the Fulfilling of Prophecies, observes, that when
God intended to reveal any future events or high notions to
his prophets, he then carried them either to the deserts or the
sea-shore, that having so separated them from amidst the press
of people and business, and the cares of the world, he
settle their mind in a quiet repose, and there make them
*

might
fit

for

revelation.

And

this

seems also

to be intimated

by the children of

Israel, Psal. 137, who, having in a sad condition banished all
mirth and music from their pensive hearts, and having hung

up their then mute harps upon the willow-trees growing by
the rivers of Babylon, sat down upon those banks bemoaning
the ruins of Sion, and contemplating their own sad condition.
And an ingenious Spaniard says, that " rivers and the inhabitants of the watery element were made for wise men to contemplate, and fools to pass by without consideration." And
though I will not rank myself in the number of the first, yet
give me leave to free myself from the last, by offering to you a
short contemplation, first of rivers and then of fish ; concerning
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which

I doubt not but to give

appear very considerable

:

I

you many observations that will
sure they have appeared so to

am

me, and made many an hour pass away more pleasantly, as I
have sat quietly on a flowery bank by a calm river, and contemplated what I shall now relate to you.
And first concerning Rivers there be so many wonders reported and written of them, and of the several creatures that
be bred and live in them, and those by authors of so good
credit, that we need not to deny them an historical faith.
;

As namely

of a river in Epirus, that puts out any lighted
and
kindles
torch,
any torch that was not lighted. Some
waters being drank cause madness, some drunkenness, and some
The river Selarus in a few hours turns a
laughter to death.
rod or wand to stone; and our Camden mentions the like in
England, and the like in Lochmere in Ireland. There is also
a river in Arabia, of which all the sheep that drink thereof
have their wool turned into a vermilion color. And one of no
less credit than Aristotle tells us of a merry river, the river
Elusina, that dances at the noise of music, for with music it
bubbles, dances, and grows sandy, and so continues till the
music ceases, but then it presently returns to its wonted calmAnd Camden tells us of a well near to
ness and clearness.
in
Westmoreland, that ebbs and flows several times
Kirby
every day; and he tells us of a river in Surrey, it is called
Mole, that after it has run several miles, being opposed by
hills, finds or makes itself a way under ground, and breaks out

again so far 01% that the inhabitants thereabouts boast, as the
Spaniards do of their river Anus, that they feed divers flocks of
And lastly, for I would not tire your
sheep upon a bridge.
one
of
no
less
patience,
authority than Josephus, that learned
us
of
a
river
in
Judaea that runs swiftly all the six
tells
Jew,
of
and
the
stands
still and rests all their Sabbath.
week,
days
But 1 will lay aside my discourse of rivers, and tell you
of the monsters, or fish, call them what you will,
that they breed and feed in them.
Pliny the philosopher says,
in the third chapter of his ninth book, that in the Indian Sea
the fish called the Balasna, or Whirlpool, is so long and broad

some things

as to take up

ground, and

more in length and breadth than two acres of
two hundred cubits long and that

of other fish of

;

in the river Ganges, there be Eels of thirty foot long.
He says
that
these
when
the
in
monsters
that
sea
there,
only
appear
winds
from
the
of
waters
torrents
tempestuous
oppose
falling
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the rocks into it, and so turning what lay at the bottom to be
seen on the water's top.
And he says, that the people of
an
island
near
this
Cadara,
place, make the timber for their
houses of those fish-bones.
He there tells us, that there are
sometimes a thousand of these great Eels found wrapped or

interwoven together. He tells us there, that it appears that
Dolphins love music, and will come, when called for, by some
men or boys, that know and use to feed them, and that they
can swim as swift as an arrow can be shot out of a bow; and

much of this is spoken concerning the Dolphin, and other fish,
as may be found also in learned Dr. Casaubon's discourse " Of
Credulity and Incredulity," printed by him about the year 1670.
I know we islanders are averse to the belief of these wonders but there be so many strange creatures to be now seen,
many collected by John Tradescant, and others added by my
friend Elias Ashmole, Esq., who now keeps them carefully
and methodically at his house near to Lambeth near London,
as may get some belief of some of the other wonders I menI will tell you some of the wonders that
tioned.
you may now
;

and not

then believe, unless you think fit.
there see the Hog-fish, the Dog-fish, the Dolphin,
the Coney -fish, the Parrot-fish, the Shark, the Poison-fish,
see,

till

You may

Sword-fish, and not only other incredible fish, but you may
there see the Salamander, several sorts of Barnacles, of Solan
geese, the Bird of Paradise, such sorts of Snakes, and such
birds'-nests, and of so various forms, and so wonderfully made,
as may beget wonder and amusement in any beholder and so
:

many hundred

of other rarities in that collection, as will make
the other wonders I spake of the less incredible ; for you may

note, that the waters are

Nature's storehouse, in which she

locks up her wonders.

But, Sir, lest this discourse may seem tedious, I shall give
a sweet conclusion out of that holy poet, Mr. George Herbert, his divine "Contemplation on God's Providence.''
it

" Lord

who hath praise enough ? Nay, who hath any ?
None can express thy works but he that knows them
And none can know thy works, they are so many
And so complete, but only he that owes them
!

!

"

We

acknowledge both thy power and love
exact, transcendent, and divine ;
Who dost so strongly and so sweetly move,
Whilst all things have their end, yet none but thine.
all

To be

;
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"

Wherefore, most sacred Spirit, I here present
For me, and all my fellows, praise to thee ;
And just it is that I should pay the rent,
Because the benefit accrues to me."

Fishing with a dead-rod, and laying night-hooks, are like
putting money to use for they both work for the owners when
they do nothing but sleep, or eat, or rejoice as you know we
have done this last hour, and sat as quietly and as free from
cares under this sycamore, as Virgil's Tityrus and his MeliNo life, my honest
boeus did under their broad beech-tree.
Scholar, no life so happy and so pleasant as the life of a wellgoverned Angler; for when the lawyer is swallowed up with
business, and the statesman is preventing or contriving plots,
then we sit on cowslip banks, hear the birds sing, and possess
;

;

much

quietness as these silent silver streams,
us.
Indeed, my good
Scholar, we may say of Angling, as Dr. Boteler said of straw"
berries
Doubtless God could have made a better berry, but
"
and so, if I might be judge, " God
doubtless God never did
ourselves in as

which we now see glide so quietly by
:

:

never did make a more calm, quiet, innocent recreation than
Angling."
I '11 tell you, Scholar, when I sat last on this primrose-bank,
and looked down these meadows, I thought of them as Charles
the Emperor did of the city of Florence,
"that they were too
"
on
as I then
to
be
looked
but
on,
pleasant
only
holy-days
sat on this very grass, I turned my present thoughts into verse
:

:

?

t

was a Wish, which

I

'11

repeat to you.

THE ANGLER'S WISH.
meads would be
These crystal streams should solace me
To whose harmonious, bubbling noise
I with my angle would rejoice
Sit here, and see the turtle-dove
Court his chaste mate to acts of love
I IN these flowery

;

;

:

:

Or, on that bank, feel the west wind
Breathe health and plenty please my mind
To see sweet dew-drops kiss these flowers,
And then washed off by April showers
J
Here, hear my Kenna sing a song
There, see a blackbird feed her young,
;

:

;

1

Like Hermit poor.

s

&

I

t
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Or a leverock build her nest
my weary spirits

Here, give

And
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;

rest,

low-pitched thoughts above
Earth, or what poor mortals love
Thus free from lawsuits, and the noise
raise

my

:

Of

princes' courts, I

would

rejoice

:

Or, with my Bryan, and a book,
Loiter long days near Shawford Brook
There sit by him, and eat my meat,
There see the sun both rise and set
There bid good morning to next day,
There meditate my time away

;

:

:

And

A

angle on, and beg to have
quiet passage to a welcome grave.

When I had ended this composure, I left this place, and
saw a Brother of the Angle sit under that honeysuckle hedge,
one that will prove worth your acquaintance.
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WHAT
(From

"

is

HEAVEN? 1

The Gates

Ajar.")
30th.

AUNT WINIFRED was weeding her day-lilies this morning, when
the gate creaked timidly, and then swung noisily, and in walked
Abinadab Quirk, with a bouquet

of

China pinks in the button-hole

of his green-gray linen coat.
He had taken evident pains to
smarten himself up a little, for his hair was combed into two

horizontal dabs over his ears, and the green-gray coat and bluechecked shirt-sleeves were quite clean ; but he certainly is the

most uncouth specimen
privilege to behold.
1

By

of six feet five that it

I feel sorry for
permission of

has ever been my
I heard Meta

him, though.
Houghton, Mifflin, & Co.
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Tripp laughing at him in Sunday school the other day,
"
Quadrangular Quirk," she called him, a little too loud, and the
poor fellow heard her. He half turned, blushing fiercely ; then
slunk down in his corner with as pitiable a look as is often seen

upon a man's

face.

He came up

Auntie awkwardly,

to

a part of the scene I

saw from the window, and the rest she told me,
head hanging,
and the tiny bouquet held out.
" Clo sent these to
"
you," he stammered out,
my cousin
I was coming 'long, and she thought, you know,
Clo.
she 'd
get me, you see, to
let
that is

her

to

me

that

is, to
bring them. She sent
She sent her respect
ful
rethat was it.
She sent her love 'long

see.

no, her love ;
with 'em."
Mrs. Forceythe dropped her weeds, and held out her white,
shapely hands, wet with the heavy dew, to take the flowers.
u
Clo knows my fancy for pinks. How kind
0, thank you
in you to bring them
Won't you sit down a few moments ? I
was just going to rest a little. Do you like flowers ? "
Abinadab eyed the white hands, as his huge fingers just
touched them, with a sort of awe ; and, sighing, sat down on the
very edge of the garden bench beside her. After a singular
variety of efforts to take the most uncomfortable position of
which he was capable, he succeeded to his satisfaction, and,
growing then somewhat more at his ease, answered her
spectful

!

!

question.

"Flowers are such gassy things.

They

blow out and

just

that 's the end of 'em. / like machine-shops best."
" Ah
Do you ever invent
well, that is a very useful liking.
"
machinery yourself ?
" There 's
"
Sometimes," said Abinadab, with a bashful smile.
a little improvement of mine for carpet-sweepers up before the
!

Don't know whether they '11 run it through.
patent-office now.
Some of the chaps I saw in Boston told me they thought they
I 'm
would do 't in time ; it takes an awful sight of time.
alwers fussing over something of the kind alwers did, sence I
had my little wind-mills and carts and things ;
;
used to sell 'em to the other young uns. Father don't like it.
He wants me to stick to the farm. I don't like farming. I feel
"
like a fish out of water.
Mrs. Forceythe, marm
He turned on her with an abrupt change of tone, so funny
that she could with difficulty retain her gravity.
;

was a baby

!
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" I heard
you saying a sight of queer things the other day
about heaven. Clo, she 's been telling me a sight more. Now,
"
I never believed in heaven
!

Why

"
?

" Because 1 don't believe," said the poor fellow, with sullen
" that a benevolent God ever would ha' made sech a
decision,
"
derned awkward chap as I am
Aunt Winifred replied by stepping into the house, and bring!

of the best of the St. Georges,
ing out a fine photograph of one
a rapt, yet very manly face, in which the saint and the hero
"I
are wonderfully blended.
suppose," she said, putting it into
"
that if you should go to heaven, you would be as
his hands,
much fairer than that picture as that picture is fairer than you

are now."

"

No

!

Why, would

I,

be worth going for, would

The words were no

though
n't it ?

?

"

Jim-miny

less reverently

!

Why, it would

spoken than the vague

rhapsodies of his father ; for the sullenness left his face, and
which are pleasant, and not unmanly, when one fairly
his eyes
sees them
sparkled softly, like a child's.
"
" the
" Make it all
girls laughing
up there, maybe ? musing,
at you all your life, and all ? That would be the bigger heft of the

two then, would n't it ? for they say there ain't any end
up there. Why, so it might be fair in Him after all
fair,

perhaps.

See here, Mrs. Forceythe,

I'm not

of things
more 'n

;

a church-

member, you know, and father, he's dreadful troubled about
me; prays over me like a span of ministers, the old gentleman
does, every Sunday night. Now, I don't want to go to the other
place any more than the next man, and I 've had my times, too,
of thinking I 'd keep steady and say my prayers reg'lar,
it
makes a chap feel on a sight better terms with himself,
but I
don't see how J'm going to wear white frocks and stand up in a
never could sing no more 'n a frog with a cold in his
choir,
head.
it tires me more now, honest, to think of
it, than it does
to do a week's mowing.
Look at me
Do you s'pose I 'm fit
for it ?
Father, he 's always talking about the thrones, and the
wings, and the praises, and the palms, and having new names in
!

your foreheads (should n't object to that, though, by any means),
till he drives me into the tool-house, or off on a
I tell
spree.
him if God ain't got a place where chaps like me can do something He 's fitted 'em to do in this world, there 's no use thinking about it anyhow."

ELIZABETH STUART WARD.

10873

So Auntie took the honest fellow into her most earnest
thought for half an hour, and argued, and suggested, and reproved, and helped him, as only she could do ; and at the end
of it seemed to have worked into his mind some distinct and not
unwelcome ideas of what a Christ-like life must mean to him,
and of the coming heaven which is so much more real to her
than any life outside of it.
" And
" I
then," she told him,
imagine that your fancy for
in
will
be
some
machinery
way. Perhaps you will do
employed
a great deal more successful inventing there than you ever will
here."

"
"

You
God

that you
"I

don't say so

"

!

will give you
will like."

said radiant Abinadab.
something to do, 'certainly, and something

"
might turn it to some religious purpose, you know
u
said Abinadab, looking bright.
Perhaps I could help 'em
build a church, or hist some of their pearl gates, or something

like

!

"

!

Upon

that he said that

it

was time

to be at

home and

see to

the oxen, and shambled awkwardly away.
Clo told us this afternoon that he begged the errand and the
" 'Bin thinks there never was
flowers from her. She says
anybody like you, Mrs. Forceythe, and 'Bin is n't the only one,
At which Mrs. Forceythe smiles absently, thinking
either."
:

I

wonder

of what.

Monday
as pretty a bit of a
as I have seen for a long time.
I

saw as funny and

drama

night.

this afternoon

Faith had been rolling out in the hot hay ever since three
o'clock, with one of the little Blands, and when the shadows
grew long they came in with flushed cheeks and tumbled hair,

and cool upon the door-steps. I was sitting in the parlor,
sewing energetically on some sun-bonnets for some of Aunt
I found the heat to be more
Winifred's people down town,
bearable it I kept busy,
and could see, unseen, all the little
tableaux into which the two children grouped themselves a new
now in a quiver of
one every instant in the shadow now,
hair
their
wind
the
about, and their
golden glow;
tossing

to rest

;

;

chatter chiming down the hall like bells.
"
0, what a funny little sunset there 's going to be behind
the maple-tree," said the blond-haired Bland, in a pause.
"
Funny enough," observed Faith, with her superior smile,
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" but

it 's

going to be a great deal funnier up in heaven, I

tell

you, Molly Bland."

heaven ? Why, Faith " Molly drew herself up
with a religious air, and looked the image of her father.
"
Yes, to be sure. I 'm going to have some little pink blocks
made out of it when I go pink and yellow and green and purple
I 'in going to have a little red cloud
and
0, so many blocks
to sail round in, like that one up over the house, too, I should n't
wonder."
"
0, 1 don't believe it."
Molly opened her eyes.
" I
" You don't know much " said Miss
Faith, superbly.
should n't s'pose you would believe it. P'r'aps I '11 have some
I'm not going to
strawberries too, and some ginger-snaps,
have any old bread and butter up there,
0, and some little
nicer playthings
why,
gold apples, and a lot of playthings
nicer than they have in the shops in Boston, Molly Bland!
God 's keeping 'em up there a purpose."
" I should
" Dear me " said incredulous
Molly,
just like to
know who told you that much. My mother never told it at me.
Did your mother tell it at you ? "
"
0, she told me some of it, and the rest I thinked out
li

Funny

in

!

;

!

!

;

!

myself."

"Let's go and play One Old Cat," said Molly, with an
uncomfortable jump " I wish I had n't got to go to heaven "
"
Why, Molly Bland why, I think heaven 's splendid I 've
!

;

!

!

'

Here 's my little girl
got my papa up there, you know.
That 's what he 's going to say. Mamma, she '11 be there, too,
and we 're all going to live in the prettiest house. I have dreadful hurries to go this afternoon sometimes when Phoebe 's cross
and won't give me sugar. They don't let you in, though, 'nless
'

!

you 're a good
"

Who

gets

girl."
it all

"Jesus Christ

up

?

"

asked puzzled Molly.

will give

me

all

these beautiful fings," said

the only cateFaith, evidently repeating her mother's words,
chism that she has been taught.
" And what will
He do when He sees you ? " asked her

mother, coming down the stairs and stepping up behind her.
" Take me
up in His arms and kiss me."
" And
what will Faith say ?"
"

Fank

"

said the child, softly.
you !
In another minute she was absorbed, body and
mysteries of One Old Cat.

soul, in the
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" But I don't think she will feel much like
being naughty for
" hear how
half an hour to come," her mother said
pleasantly
Such a talk quiets her, like a hand laid on her
her words drop
head. Mary, sometimes I think it is His very hand, as much as
when He touched those other little children. I wish Faith to
feel at home with Him and His home.
I really
Little thing
do not think that she is conscious of any fear of dying I do not
think it means anything to her but Christ, and her father, and
pink blocks, and a nice time, and never disobeying me or being
cross.
Many a time she wakes me up in the morning talking
to
herself, and when I turn and look at her, she says
away
mamma, won't we go to heaven to-day, you fink ? When will we
;

!

!

;

4

:

mamma ?

go,

'

:

"If there had been any pink blocks and ginger-snaps for
I was at her age, I should not have prayed every night
I think the horrors of death that children live
to die out.'
through, unguessed and unrelieved, are awful. Faith may thank
you all her life that she has escaped them."
" I should feel answerable to God for the child's
soul, if I
had not prevented that. I always wanted to know what sort of
mother that poor little thing had, who asked, if she were very
good up in heaven, whether they would n't let her go down to
"
hell Saturday afternoons, and play a little while
"
" I know.
But think of it,
blocks and ginger-snaps

me when
'

!

!

" I treat Faith
just as the Bible treats us, by dealing in picI can make Clo and
tures of truth that she can understand.

Abinadab Quirk comprehend that their pianos and machinery
may not be made of literal rosewood and steel, but will be some
synonyme of the thing, which will answer just such wants of
their changed natures as rosewood and steel must answer now.
There will be machinery and pianos in the same sense in which
Whatever enjoyment any
there will be pearl gates and harps.
or all of them represent now, something will represent then.
" But
Faith, if I told her that her heavenly ginger-snaps
would not be made of molasses and flour, would have a cry, for
fear that she was not going to have any ginger-snaps at all
so,
;

The
until she is older, I give her unqualified ginger-snaps.
Faith
in
begins,
eating.
principal joy of a child's life consists
as soon as the light wanes, to dream of that gum-drop which
she is to have at bedtime. I don't suppose she can outgrow

She must
that at once by passing out of her little round body.
but
a
left
she
where
baby, though it will
off,
nothing
begin
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When she
be as holy and happy a baby as Christ can make it.
'
I shall be hungery and want my dinner, up
Mamma,
says
there,' I never hesitate to tell her that she shall have her dinner.
She would never, in her secret heart, though she might not have
:

the honesty to say so, expect to be otherwise than miserable in
a dinnerless eternity."
"
" You are not afraid of
misleading the child's fancy ?
" Not so
the two ideas
as I can
that Christ is

keep
long
her best friend, and that heaven is not meant for naughty girls
pre-eminent in her mind. And I sincerely believe that He
would give her the very pink blocks which she anticipates, no
less than He would give back a poet his lost dreams, or you

your brother. He has been a child perhaps, incidentally to the
that
unsolved mysteries of atonement, for this very reason,
He may know how to prepare their places for them, whose
angels do always behold His Father. Ah, you may be sure that,
if of such is the happy Kingdom, He will not scorn to stoop
;

'

'

and

fit it to their little needs.
" There was that
poor little fellow whose guinea-pig died,
"
do you remember ?
"
"

Only half

"

what was

;

it ?

mamma,' he sobbed

6

out,

great big elephants have souls
"
son.'
'

"

'

"

No,

?

behind his handkerchief,

'

don't

"

my

Nor camels,

mamma ?

'

No.'

"

'

"

4

"

'

Nor

bears, nor alligators, nor chickens

'

?

no, dear.'

mamma, mamma Don't little CLEAN white guineasouls ?
have
pigs
" I never should have had the heart to
say no to that especially as we have no positive proof to the contrary.
!

'

;

"

Then

that scrap of a boy

morning he bought
whether it had gone

who

lost his little red balloon the

and, broken-hearted, wanted to know
Don't I suppose if he had been
to heaven.
it,

taken there himself that very minute, that he would have found
a little balloon in waiting for him ? How can I help it ?"
"It has a pretty sound. If people would not think it so
"

material and shocking
" Let
people read Martin Luther's letter to his

little boy.
the testimony of a pillar in good and regular standing
I don't think you need be afraid of my balloon after that."

There

is

!
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letter of his

hunted for

it

"Grace and peace in Christ, my dear little son. I see with
pleasure that thou learnest well, and prayed diligently. Do so,
my son, and continue. When I come home I will bring thee a
pretty fairing.
" I know a
pretty, merry garden wherein are

many

children.

golden coats, and they gather beautiful apples
under the trees, aud pears, cherries, plums, and wheat-plums
they sing, and jump, and are merry. They have beautiful little
horses, too, with gold bits aud silver saddles. Aud I asked the man
to whom the garden belongs, whose children they were.
And he

They have

little

;

They are the children that love to pray and to learn, and are
Then said I
Dear man, I have a son, too his name is
Johnny Luther. May he not also come iuto this garden and eat
these beautiful apples and pears, and ride these fine horses ?
Then
'

said

:

'

good.'

:

;

'

man

the

'

:

come
come together, they
sorts of music, aud they

shall

all

they
all

If he loves to pray and to learn, and is good, he
into this garden, aud Lippus and Jost too ; and when

said

bows.'
" And he

showed me a

shall

have

fine

and trumpets, lutes and
and shoot with little cross-

fifes

shall dance,

meadow

there in the garden,

made

for dancing. There hung nothing but golden fifes, trumpets, and
But it was early, and the children had not
fine silver cross-bows.
I
not wait the dance, and I said to the
could
therefore
eaten
;
yet

man

Ah, dear sir I will immediately go and write all this to my
sou Johnny, and tell him to pray diligently, aud to learn well,
and to be good, so that he also may come to this garden. But he
has an Aunt Lehne, he must bring her with him.' Then the man
It shall be so
said
go, and write him so.'
"
little son Johnny, learn and pray away
dear
Therefore, my
'

!

:

little

<

:

;

!

Lippus and Jost, too, that they must learn and pray. And
then you shall come to the garden together. Herewith I commend
thee to Almighty God. And greet Aunt Lehne, and give her a kiss

and

for

tell

my

sake.

"ANNO

"

1530."

Thy

dear Father,
"

MARTINUS LUTHER.
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;

;

;

;

;

A
(From

"

CRISIS.

Robert Elsmere.")

THE Rector felt himself alone on a wide earth. It was
almost with a start of pleasure that he caught at last the barking of dogs on a few distant farms, or the dim thunderous rush
of a train through the wide wooded landscape beyond the
Behind that frowning mass of wood lay the rectory.
The lights must be lit in the little drawing-room Catherine
must be sitting by the lamp, her fine head bent over book or
work, grieving for him perhaps, her anxious expectant heart
He thinks of the village
going out to him through the dark.
heath.

;

lying wrapped in the peace of the August night, the lamp rays
from shop-front or casement streaming out on to the green he
thinks of his child, of his dead mother, feeling heavy and bitter
within him all the time the message of separation and exile.
But his mood was no longer one of mere dread, of helpless
Contact with Henry Grey had
pain, of miserable self -scorn.
;

brought him that rekindling of the flame of conscience, that
medicinal stirring of the soul's waters, which is the most
In that sense which
precious boon that man can give to man.
attaches to every successive resurrection of our best life from
the shades of despair or selfishness, he had that day, almost
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He was no longer filled mainly
that hour, been born again.
with the sense of personal failure, with scorn for his own
blundering, impetuous temper, so lacking in prescience and in
balance or, in respect to his wife, with such an anguished imHe was nerved and braced; whatever oscilpotent remorse.
lations the mind might go through in its search for another
;

moment of calm. The earth
him was once more full of God, existence full of value.
"
The things 1 have always loved, I love still " he had said

equilibrium, to-night there was a
to

!

to Mr. Grey.
And in this healing darkness it was as
loves, the old familiar images of thought, returned to

if

the old

him new-

clad, re-entering the desolate heart in a white-winged procesOn the heath beside him Christ stood once
sion of consolation.
the
and
as
disciple felt the sacred presence, he could
more,

bear for the

first

love flow into the

time to

let the chafing,

pent-up current of

new

channels, so painfully prepared for it by
"Either God or an impostor. 11 What
the toil of thought.
scorn the heart, the intellect, threw on the alternative
Not
in the dress of speculations which represent the product of
!

long past, long superseded looms of human thought, but in the
guise of common manhood, laden like his fellows with the
pathetic weight of human weakness and human ignorance,
the Master moves toward him
"
Like you, my son, I struggled and 1 prayed. Like you,
I had my days of doubt and nights of wrestling. I had my
dreams, my delusions, with my fellows. I was weak; I suffered ;

I died. But
love He gave

G-od was in me,

me ;

and

the courage, the patience, the
poor human life He in-

the scenes of the
have
become
spired ;
by His will the

world

man's primer of Divine

high in the eyes of

to

1

s eternal lesson

things, hung
all,
Take it
wise, that all may see and all may learn.
to your heart again
that life, that pain, of mine !
Use it to
new ends ; apprehend it in new ways ; but knowledge shall not

simple

and

take

from you ; and

if

it

it

love,

instead of weakening or forgetting,

be but faithful, shall find ever fresh

power of realizing and

11

renewing

itself.

So said the vision ; and carrying the passion of it deep in
his heart the Rector went his way, down the long stony hill,
past the solitary farm amid the trees at the foot of it across
the grassy common beyond, with its sentinel clumps of beeches,
past an ethereal string of tiny lakes just touched by the moonrise,

beside some of the
VOL. XX.
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cottages of Murewell, up the hill,

HUMPHRY WARD.

MRS.

10880

with pulse beating and step quickening, and round into the
stretch of road leading to his own gate.
As soon as he had passed the screen made by the shrubs on
the lawn, he saw it all as he had seen it in his waking dream
the lamp-light, the open windows, the white
on the common
muslin curtains swaying a little in the soft evening air, and
Catherine's figure seen dimly through them.
of the steps on the drive
The noise of the gate, however
had startled her. He saw her rise quickly from her low chair,
put some work down beside her, and move in haste to the

window.
" Robert " she cried in amazement.
"Yes," he answered, still some yards from her, his voice
"
I did
coming strangely to her out of the moonlit darkness.
"
I
I
I
and
here
am.
found
could
back
errand
;
get
early
my
She flew to the door, opened it, and felt herself caught in
!

;

his arms.
"

"
she said, fluttering and
Robert, you are quite damp
all
for
her
sweet
habitual
was
shrinking,
gravity of manner
"
" Have
it the passion of that yearning embrace ?
you walked ?
" Yes.
The grass
It is the dew on the common I suppose.
!

was drenched."
" Will
you have

some food

?

They can bring back the

supper directly."

"I don't want any food now," he said, hanging up his hat;
"I
got some lunch in town, and a cup of soup at Reading comnot yet. "
Perhaps you will give me some tea soon
ing back.

He came up

to her, pushing back the thick disordered locks
from his eyes with one hand, the other held out to her.
As he came under the light of the hall lamp she was so startled
of hair

by the gray pallor of the face that she caught hold of his outWhat she said he never knew
stretched hand with both hers.
her look was enough.
He put his arm round her, and as he
opened the drawing-room door holding her pressed against him,
she felt the desperate agitation in him penetrating, beating

He shut the
against an almost iron self-control of manner.
door behind them.
"Robert! dear Robert," she said, clinging to him
"there
is bad news,
tell me
there is something to tell me
Oh
!

what
It
still

is it

what

is it ?

!

"

was almost like a
more painfully.

child's wail.

His brow contracted

MRS.

HUMPHRY WARD.

10881

darling," he said; "my darling
my dear, dear
and he bent his head down to her as she lay against his
breast, kissing her hair with a passion of pity, of remorse, of
tenderness, which seemed to rend his whole nature.
"
"
Tell me
tell me
Robert
He guided her gently across the room, past the sofa over
which her work lay scattered, past the flower-table, now a
many-colored mass of roses, which was her especial pride, past
the remains of a brick castle which had delighted Mary's wondering eyes and mischievous fingers an hour or two before, to
a low chair by the open window looking on the wide moonlit
expanse of cornfield. He put her into it, walked to the window
on the other side of the room, shut it, and drew down the
Then he went back to her, and sank down beside her,
blind.
kneeling, her hands in his
"
"
My dear wife you have loved me you do love me ?
She could not answer, she could only press his hands with
her cold fingers, with a look and gesture that implored him to

"My
"

wife

!

!

speak.

"Catherine"
he said, still kneeling before her
"you
remember that night you came down to me in the study, the
night I told you I was in trouble and you could not help me.
Did you guess from what I said what the trouble was ? "
"Yes," she answered, trembling, "yes, I did, Robert; I
troubled
about religion."
thought you were depressed
"And I know," he said with an outburst of feeling, kiss"I know very well that you
ing her hands as they lay in his
went upstairs and prayed for me, my white-souled angel But,
it got blacker and blacker.
You
Catherine, the trouble grew
were there beside me, and you could not help me. I dared
not tell you about it; I could only struggle on alone, so terribly
!

And I come
alone, sometimes ; and now I am beaten, beaten.
to you to ask you to help me in the only thing that remains to
to follow conme. Help me, Catherine, to be an honest man
science

to say

and do the truth "
!

"Robert," she said piteously, deadly pale; "I don't understand."
"
"
he cried, with a kind of moan 01
Oh, my poor darling
Then still holding her, he said, with strong
pity and misery.
the
deliberate emphasis, looking into the gray -blue eyes
!

quivering face so full of austerity and delicacy,
"For six or seven months, Catherine
really for

much
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I have been fighting with
knew it
doubt of what the
doubt of orthodox Christianity
of what I have to say and preach every SunChurch teaches
Then the weight
First it crept on me I knew not how.
day.
grew heavier, and I began to struggle with it. I felt I must
Many men, I suppose, in my position would
struggle with it.
would have regarded them as
have trampled on their doubts
sin in themselves, would have felt it their duty to ignore them
I could
as much as possible, trusting to time and God's help.
The thought of questioning the most sacred
not ignore them.
"
and his voice faltered a moment
beliefs that you and I
"held in common, was misery to me. On the other hand, I
knew myself. I knew that I could no more go on living to any
purpose, with a whole region of the mind shut up, as it were,
barred away from the rest of me, than I could go on living with
I could not hold my faith
a secret between myself and you.
of
and
fear.
Faith that is not free
a
mere
tenure
tyranny
by
that is not the faith of the whole creature, body, soul, and
intellect
seemed to me a faith worthless both to God and

longer, though I never

doubt

man

"
!

Catherine looked at him stupefied.
The world seemed to be
Infinitely more terrible than his actual
turning round her.
words was the accent running through words and tone and gesthe accent of irreparableness, as of something dismally
ture
done and finished.
What did it all mean ? For what had he
brought her there ? She sat stunned, realizing with awful
force the feebleness, the inadequacy, of her own fears.
He, meanwhile, had paused a moment, meeting her gaze
with those yearning, sunken eyes. Then he went on, his
voice changing a

"But

little.

had wished

it ever so much, I could not have
The process, so to speak, had gone too far by
helped myself.
I think the change must have
the time I knew where I was.
begun before the Mile End time. Looking back, I see the
in
foundations were laid in
the work of last winter."
She shivered. He stooped and kissed her hands again, pas"
I poisoning even the memory of our past for
sionately.
"
?
he
cried.
Then, restraining himself at once, he hurried
you
"
on again
After Mile End you remember I began to see
much of the Squire. Oh, my wife, don't look at me so! It
was not his doing in any true sense. I am not such a weak
shuttlecock as that
But being where I was before our intiif

I

Am

!
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his influence hastened everything. I don't wish to
"
I was not made to stand alone
!

And
own

again that bitter, perplexed, half-scornful sense of his
pliancy at the hands of circumstance as compared with

Catherine
the rigidity of other men, descended upon him.
made a faint movement as though to draw her hands away.

"Was

it

harsh echo

of

well," she said, in a voice which sounded like a
her own, " was it right for a clergyman to discuss
"

with such a man ?
sacred things
He let her hands go, guided for the

moment by a delicate
imperious instinct which bade him appeal to something else
than love.
Rising, he sat down opposite to her on the low
window seat, while she sank back into her chair, her fingers
clinging to the arm of it, the lamp-light far behind deepening
all the shadows of the face, the hollows in the cheeks, the line
The stupor in which
of experience and will about the mouth.
Wild
she had just listened to him was beginning to break up.
forces of condemnation and resistance were rising in her; and
he knew it. He knew, too, that as yet she only half realized
the situation, and that blow after blow

still

remained to him to

deal.

"

Was it right that I should discuss religious matters with
"
he repeated, his face resting on his hands.
the Squire ?
"
What are religious matters, Catherine, and what are not ? "
Then still controlling himself rigidly, his eyes fixed on the
shadowy face of his wife, his ear catching her quick uneven
breath, he went once more through the dismal history of the
last few months, dwelling on his state of thought before the
intimacy with Mr. Wendover began, on his first attempts to
escape the Squire's influence, on his gradual pitiful surrender.
Then he told the story of the last memorable walk before
the Squire's journey, of the moment in the study afterward,
and of the months of feverish reading and wrestling which had

Half-way through it a new despair seized him.
the good of all he was saying ? He was speaking a
What were all these
language she did not really understand.
critical and literary considerations to her ?

followed.

What was

rigidity of her silence showed him that her sympathy
was not with him, that in comparison with the vibrating protest of her own passionate faith which must be now ringing

The

through her, whatever he could urge, must seem to her the
In
merest culpable trifling with the soul's awful destinies.
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an instant of tumultuous speech he could not convey to her the
temper and results of his own complex training, and on that
training, as he very well knew, depended the piercing, conThere were gulfs bevincing force of all that he was saying.
tween them
gulfs which as it seemed to him, in a miserable
Oh! the frightful
insight, could never be bridged again.
separateness of experience!
He brought the story down to the
Still he struggled on.
in broken words of fire
conversation at the Hall, described
and pain
the moment of spiritual wreck which had come
upon him in the August lane, his night of struggle, his resolve
to go to Mr. Grey.

And

all

through he was not so

much

nar-

rating as pleading a cause, and that not his own, but Love's.
Love was at the bar, and it was for love that the eloquent
voice, the pale varying face, were really pleading,
the long story of intellecual change.

through

all

At

the mention of Mr. Grey, Catherine grew restless, she
up suddenly, with a cry of bitterness.
"
I
Robert, why did you go away from me ? It was cruel.
should have known first.
He had no right no right "
She clasped her hands round her knees, her beautiful mouth
set and stern.
The moon had been sailing westward all this
time, and as Catherine bent forward the yellow light caught
her face, and brought out the haggard change in it.
He held
out his hands to her with a low groan, helpless against her
He dared not speak of what Mr. Grey
reproach, her jealousy.
had done for him, of the tenderness of his counsel toward her
He felt that everything he could say would but
specially.
torture the wounded heart still more.
But she did not notice the outstretched hands. She covered
sat

!

moment as though trying to see her
the
mazes of disaster ; and he waited.
clearly through
last she looked up.

her face in silence a

more

"I cannot follow

all

"I

you have been saying," she

said,

way
At

almost

know so little of books, I cannot give them the
You say you have convinced yourself the Gosyou do.

harshly.

place
pels are like other books, full of mistakes, and credulous, like
the people of the time and therefore you can't take what they
But what does it all quite mean ?
say as you used to take it.
;

I cannot see my way clear from thing to
Oh, I am not clever
as
do.
If
so
there
are mistakes, does it matter so
thing
you
"
to
?
and
she
faltered.
"Do
think
terribly
you
nothing
you
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is true because something may be false ?
Did not
did not
Jesus still live, and die, and rise again ?
can you doubt
do
that He rose
that He is God
that He is in
you doubt
heaven
that we shall see Him ? "

She threw an intensity into every word, which made the
short, breathless questions thrill through him, through the
nature saturated and steeped as hers was in Christian associaBut he did not flinch from
tion, with a bitter accusing force.
them.

"I can believe no longer in an incarnation and resurrec"Christ
tion," he said slowly, but with a resolute plainness.
is risen in our hearts, in the Christian life of charity.
Miracle
is a natural product of human feeling and imagination; and

God was in Jesus
but not otherwise

pre-eminently, as He is in all great souls,
not otherwise in kind than He is in me

or you."
His voice dropped to a whisper. She grew paler and paler.
"
So to you, " she said presently in the same strange altered
"
voice,
my father when I saw that light on his face before

he died, when

heard him

'

'

Master, 1 come ! was dying
deceived
deluded.
Perhaps even," and she trembled,
"
think
it
ends
here
our life
our love ? "
you
It was agony to him to see her driving herself through this
The lantern of memory flashed a moment
piteous catechism.
on to the immortal picture of Faust and Margaret. Was it not
I

cry,

only that winter they had read the scene together ?
Forcibly he possessed himself once more of those closely
locked hands, pressing their coldness on his own burning eyes
and forehead in hopeless silence.
"Do you, Robert?" she repeated insistently.
"I know nothing," he said, his eyes still hidden. "1
know nothing
But I trust God with all that is dearest to me,
with our love, with the soul that is His breath, His work
"
in us
The pressure of her despair seemed to be wringing his
own faith out of him, forcing into definiteness things and
thoughts that had been lying in an accepted, even a welcomed,
!

!

obscurity.
She tried again to
"
let

them

And

go.
of it?"

draw her hands away, but he would not
the end of

it all,

Robert

?

"

she said

"the end
Never did he forget the note of that question, the desolation
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of it, the indefinable change of accent.
harsh abruptness of reply
" The end of it
must be,
so far

It

drove him into a

if I remain an honest
must give up my living, that I must cease to be a
What the course of our
minister of the Church of England.
"
life after that shall be, is in your hands
absolutely.
His
her
breath
heart
was
She caught
painfully.
breaking
for her, and yet there was something in her manner now which
kept down caresses and repressed all words.

man, that

I

Suddenly, however, as he sat there mutely watching her, he
found her at his knees, her dear arms around him, her face
against his breast.
"Robert, my husband,' my darling, it cannot be! It is a
You canGod is trying you, and me
a delusion.
madness
not be planning so to desert Him, so to deny Christ
you canCome away with me, away from books and
not, my husband.
!

work, into some quiet place where He can make Himself heard.
You are overdone, overdriven. Do nothing now say nothing
Be patient a little, and He will give you
except to me.
What can books and arguments matter to you
back Himself
have we
or me ? Have we not known and felt Him as He is
Come "
not, Eobert ?
She pushed herself backward, smiling at him with an exThe tears were streaming down her
quisite tenderness.
cheeks.
They were wet on his own. Another moment and
Robert would have lost the only clew which remained to him
through the mists of this bewildering world. He would have
yielded again as he had many times yielded before, for in!

!

finitely less reason, to the

urgent pressure of another's indi-

viduality, and having jeopardized love for truth, he would now
or tried to murder
have murdered
in himself, the sense of
truth, for love.

But he did neither.
Holding her close pressed against him, he said in breaks
" If
of intense speech
I
you wish, Catherine, I will wait
will wait till you bid me speak
but I warn you
there is
something dead in me
something gone and broken. It can
never live again
except in forms which now it would only
It is not that I think differently of
pain you more to think of.
this point or that point
but of life and religion altogether.
I see God's purposes in quite other proportions, as it were.
Behind
Christianity seems to me something small and local.
:
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drama

of

the

led by God
from change to change,
world, sweeping on
from act to act. It is not that Christianity is false, but that it
is only an imperfect human reflection of a part of truth.
Truth
has never been, can never be, contained in any one creed or

"

system
She heard, but through her exhaustion, through the bitter
sinking of hope, she only half understood.
Only she realized
both struggling in the
that she and he were alike helpless
!

grip of some force outside themselves, inexorable, ineluctable.
Robert felt her arms relaxing, felt the dead weight of her
form against him. He raised her to her feet, he half carried

She was nearly fainting,
her to the door, and on to the stairs.
He threw open the door of their
but her will held her at bay.
on to the bed.
room, led her in, lifted her
unresisting
Then her head fell to one side, and her lips grew ashen. In
an instant or two he had done for her all that his medical
knowledge could suggest with rapid, decided hands. She was
not quite unconscious she drew up round her, as though with
a strong vague sense of chill, the shawl he laid over her, and
gradually the slightest shade of color came back to her lips.
But as soon as she opened her eyes and met those of Robert
;

fixed
"

upon her, the heavy

Would you

lids

dropped again.
"
?
he said to her, kneeling

rather be alone

beside her.

She made a faint affirmative movement of the head, and the
cold hand he had been chafing tried feebly to withdraw itself.
He rose at once, and stood a moment beside her, looking down
at her,
Then he went.

He

It
shut the door softly, and went downstairs again.
The lights in the lower passage
were just extinguished every one else in the house had gone
to bed.
Mechanically he stooped and put away the child's
bricks, he pushed the chairs back into their places, and then
But there was not
he paused awhile before the open window.
a tremor on the set face.
He felt himself capable of no more
The fount of feeling, of pain, was for the moment
emotion.
dried up.
What he was mainly noticing was the effect of some
occasional gusts of night-wind on the moonlit cornfield; the
silver ripples they sent through it; the shadows thrown by
some great trees in the western corners of the field ; the glory
of the moon itself in the pale immensity of the sky.

was between ten and eleven.
;
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Presently he turned away, leaving one lamp

still

burning

in the room, softly unlocked the hall door, took his hat, and
went out. He walked up and down the wood-path or sat on the

bench there for some time, thinking indeed, but thinking with
Whenever he felt the thrill
a certain stern practical dryness.
of feeling stealing over him again, he would make a sharp
effort at repression.
Physically he could not bear much more,
and he knew it. A part remained for him to play, which must
be played with tact, with prudence, and with firmness.
Strength and nerves had been sufficiently weakened already.
For his wife's sake, his people's sake, his honorable reputation's sake, he must guard himself from a collapse which might
mean far more than physical failure.
So in the most patient, methodical way he began to plan out
As to waiting, the matter was still in
the immediate future.
Catherine's hands but he knew that finely tempered soul, he
knew that when she had mastered her poor woman's self, as
she had always mastered it from her childhood, she would not
;

him wait. He hardly took the possibility into consideraThe proposal had had some reality in his eyes when he
went to see Mr. Grey now it had none, though he could hardly
bid

tion.

;

have explained why.

He had already made arrangements with an old Oxford
friend to take his duty during his absence on the Continent.
had been originally suggested that this Mr. Armitstead
should come to Murewell on the Monday following the Sunday
they were now approaching, spend a few days with them before
their departure, and be left to his own devices in the house and
An intense desire now
parish, about the Thursday or Friday.
seized Robert to get hold of the man at once, before the next
It was strange how the interview with his wife
Sunday.
It

seemed

to have

infinitely

more

How

crystallized, precipitated everything.
real the whole matter looked to him since the

afternoon
at any rate for the time
It had passed
out of
the region of thought, into the hurrying evolution of action, and
as soon as action began it was characteristic of Robert's rapid
energetic nature to feel this thirst to make it as prompt, as
!

The fiery soul yearned for a fresh conthough it were a consistency of loss and renunciation.
To-morrow he must write to the Bishop.
The Bishop's
residence was only eight or ten miles from Murewell he supposed his interview with him would take place about Monday
complete, as possible.
sistency,

;
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He could see the tall stooping figure of the kindly
or Tuesday.
he knew exactly the sort of arguold man rising to meet him
ments that would be brought to bear upon him. Oh, that it
this wearisome dialectical necessity
were done with
His
If he were but
life for months had been one long argument.
left free to feel, and live again.
The practical matter which weighed most heavily upon him
was the function connected with the opening of the new Instithe next day but
tute, which had been fixed for the Saturday
one.
How was he but much more how was Catherine to
get through it ? His lips would be sealed as to any possible
withdrawal from the living, for he could not by then have seen
He looked forward to the gathering, the crowds,
the Bishop.
the local enthusiasm, the signs of his own popularity, with a
The one thing real to him through it
sickening distaste.
all would be Catherine's white face, and their bitter joint
!

consciousness.

And then he said to himself, sharply, that his own feelings
counted for nothing.
Catherine should be tenderly shielded
from all avoidable pain, but for himself there must be no flinchDid he not owe every last
ing, no self-indulgent weakness.
hour he had to give to the people among whom he had planned
to spend the best energies of life, and from whom his
was about to part him in this lame, impotent fashion.

own

act

The sounds rolled silverly out, effacing the soft
Midnight
murmurs of the night. So the long interminable day was over,
and a new morning had begun. He rose, listening to the
!

echoes of the bell, and

upon him

-

passionately

as the tide of feeling surged back
the new-born day to

commending

God.

Then he turned toward the house, put the light out in the
He
drawing-room, and went upstairs, stepping cautiously.
was
the
door
The
of
room.
Catherine's
moonlight
opened
streaming in through the white blinds.
Catherine, who had
undressed, was lying now with her face hidden in the pillow,
and one white-sleeved arm flung across little Mary's cot. The
night was hot, and the child would evidently have thrown off
all its

coverings had

it

not been for the mother's hand, which

lay lightly on the tiny shoulder, keeping one thin blanket in
its place.

"Catherine," he whispered, standing beside her.
She turned, and by the light of the candle he held shaded
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from her, he saw the austere remoteness of her look, as of one
who had been going through deep waters of misery, alone with
His heart sank. For the first time that look seemed to
God.
exclude him from her inmost life.
He sank down beside her, took the hand lying on the child,
and laid down his head upon it, mutely kissing it. But he
Of what further avail could words be just then
said nothing.
to either of them ?
Only he felt through every fibre the coldness, the irresponsiveness of those fingers lying in his.

"Would
"

it

prevent your sleeping," he asked her presently,

to read here, as I used to when
"
could shade the light from you, of course.
if

I

came

you were

ill ?

I

She raised her head suddenly.
"
"
But you
you ought to sleep.
Her tone was anxious, but strangely quiet and aloof.
"
"
he said, pressing his hand over his eyes as
Impossible
!

he

rose.

"

At any

rate I will read

first.

"

His sleeplessness at any time of excitement or strain was
so inveterate, and so familiar to them both by now, that she
She turned away with a long sobbing
could say nothing.
breath,
stood a

which seemed

to go through her

from head

to foot.

He

moment

and passion,

beside her, fighting strong impulses of remorse
and ultimately maintaining silence and self-

control.

In another minute or two he was sitting beside her feet, in
a low chair drawn to the edge of the bed, the light arranged
so as to reach his book without touching either mother or
child.
He had run over the book-shelf in his own room,
shrinking painfully from any of his common religious favorites
as one shrinks from touching a still sore and throbbing nerve,
and had at last carried off a volume of Spenser.

And so the night began to wear away. For the first hour
or two, every now and then, a stifled sob would make itself
It was a sound to wring the heart, for what
just faintly heard.
it meant was that not even Catherine Elsmere's
extraordinary
of self-suppression could avail to check the outward
Each time it came and went,
expression of an inward torture.
it seemed to Elsmere that a fraction of his
youth went with it.
At last exhaustion brought her a restless sleep. As soon
as Elsmere caught the light breathing which told him she was
not conscious of her grief, or of him, his book slipped on to his
knee.

powers
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Open the temple gates unto my love,
Open them wide that she may enter
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in,

And all the posts adorn as doth behoove,
And all the pillars deck with garlands trim,
For to receive this saint with honor due
That cometh in to you.
With trembling steps and humble reverence,
She cometh in before the Almighty's view."

The

leaves fell over as the book dropped, and these lines,
to him, as to other lovers, the utterance of his
bridal joy, emerged.
They brought about him a host of

which had been

own

a little gray church penetrated everywhere by the
roar of a swollen river; outside, a road filled with empty
farmers' carts, and shouting children carrying branches of
mountain-ash
winding on and up into the heart of wild hills

images

dyed with reddening fern, the sun-gleams stealing from crag
and shoulder to shoulder; inside, row after row of
intent faces, all turned toward the central passage, and, moving toward him, a figure "clad all in white, tbat seems a
virgin best,'' whose every step brings nearer to him the heaven
to crag,

desire.
Mrs.
Everything is plain to him
and
round
marvellous
cheeks
curls
and
Thornburgh's
jubilant
Mrs. Leyburn's mild and tearful pleasure, the Vicar's
airs,
With what confiding joy had those who
solid satisfaction.
And he knows well that out of all
loved her given her to him
griefs, the grief he has brought upon her in two short years is
the one which will seem to her hardest to bear.
Very few

of his

heart's

!

women

of the present day could feel this particular calamity as
Catherine Elsmere must feel it.
"
Was it a crime to love and win you, my darling ? " he
"
cried to her in his heart.
Ought I to have had more selfI
could
have
knowledge,
guessed where I was taking you ? Oh
how could I know
how could I know "
But it was impossible to him to sink himself wholly in the
past.
Inevitably such a nature as Elsmere's turns very quickly
!

from despair

to hope; from the sense of failure to the pasIn time will he not be able to
sionate planning of new effort.
comfort her, and, after a miserable moment of transition, to
repair her trust in him and make their common life once more

rich toward

ment and

God and man

friction

truly are, fighting

?

no doubt.

There must be painful readjust-

He

against his

tries to see the facts as they

own

optimist tendencies, and
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realizing as best he can all the changes which his great change
must introduce into their most intimate relations. But after

can love, and honesty, and a clear conscience do nothing to
bridge over, nay, to efface, such differences as theirs will be ?
At this moment he
Oh to bring her to understand him
his
shrinks painfully from the thought of touching her faith
own sense of loss is too heavy, too terrible. But if she will
still give him her deepest heart,
only be still open with him
difference
between
them will surely be impossible.
any lasting
Each will complete the other, and love knit up the ravelled
strands again into a stronger unity.
Gradually he lost himself in half-articulate prayer, in the
solemn girding of the will to this future task of a re-creating
And by the time the morning light had well established
love.
When he became sensible of
itself sleep had fallen on him.
the longed-for drowsiness, he merely stretched out a tired hand
and drew over him a shawl hanging at the foot of the bed. He
was too utterly worn out to think of moving.
When he woke the sun was streaming into the room, and
behind him sat the tiny Mary on the edge of the bed, the
rounded apple cheeks and wild-bird eyes aglow with mischief
and delight. She had climbed out of her cot, and, finding no
check to her progress, had crept on, till now she sat triumphantly, with one diminutive leg and rosy foot doubled under
her, and her father's thick hair at the mercy of her invading
fingers, which, however, were as yet touching him half timidly,
as though something in his sleep had awed the baby sense.
But Catherine was gone.
He sprang up with a start. Mary was frightened by the
abrupt movement, perhaps disappointed by the escape of her
prey, and raised a sudden wail.
He carried her to her nurse, even forgetting to kiss the
little wet cheek, ascertained that Catherine was not in the
house, and then came back, miserable, with the bewilderment
of sleep still upon him.
A sense of wrong rose high within
him.
How could she have left him thus without a word ?
It had been her way sometimes, during the summer, to go
out early to one or other of the sick folk who were under her
especial charge.
Possibly she had gone to a woman just conall

!

on the further side of the village, who yesterday had
been in danger.
But, whatever explanation he could make for himself, he

fined,
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was none the less irrationally wretched. He bathed, dressed,
and sat down to his solitary meal in a state of tension and agiAll the exaltation, the courage of the

tation indescribable.

night, was gone.
Nine o'clock, ten o'clock, and no sign of Catherine.
"
" Your
mistress must have been detained somewhere, he
said as quietly and carelessly as he could to Susan, the parlor"
Leave
maid, who had been with them since their marriage.
"

breakfast things for one.
"Mistress took a cup of milk when she went out, cook
says," observed the little maid with a consoling intention, wondering the while at the Rector's haggard mien and restless

movements.

"Nursing other people, indeed!" she observed
downstairs, glad, as

we

all are at times, to

severely,

pick holes in ex-

"Missis had a deal
cellence, which is inconveniently high.
99
better stay at home and nurse him/
The day was excessively hot. Not a leaf moved in the garden; over the cornfield the air danced in long vibrations of
heat; the woods and hills beyond were indistinct and colorless.
Their dog Dandy lay sleeping in the sun, waking up every now

and then to avenge himself on the

flies.

On

the far edge of

Robert stood on the
the cornfield reaping was beginning.
edge of the sunk fence, his blind eyes resting on the line of
men, his ear catching the shouts of the farmer directing opera-

from his gray horse. He could do nothing. The night
he had clearly mapped out the day's
A mass of business was waiting, clamoring to be done.
work.
He tried to begin on this or that, and gave up everything with
a groan, wandering out again to the gate on the wood-path to

tions

before, in the wood-path,

sweep the distances

of

road or

field

with hungry, straining

eyes.

The wildest fears had taken possession of him. Running
was a passage from "The Confessions," describing
Monica's horror of her son's heretical opinions.
"Shrinkng

in his head

from and detesting the blasphemies of his error, she began to
doubt whether it was right in her to allow her son to live in
"
and the
her house and to eat at the same table with her
mother's heart, he remembered, could only be convinced of
;

the lawfulness of its
youth's conversion.
life of

own yearning by

He

Madame Guyon,

a prophetic vision of the
with
a shiver, how, in the
recalled,

after describing the painful

and agoniz-
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ing death of a kind but comparatively irreligious husband, she
quietly adds, "As soon as I heard that my husband had just
my God, Thou hast broken
my
expired, I said to Thee,
offer
to
Thee
a sacrifice of praise " He
I
will
and
bonds,
thought of John Henry Newman, disowning all the ties of kinship with his younger brother because of divergent views on
the question of baptismal regeneration; of the long tragedy of
Blanco White's life, caused by the slow dropping-off of friend
What right had
after friend, on the ground of heretical belief.
he, or any one in such a strait as his, to assume that the faith
!

present is no longer capable of the same stern selfdestructive consistency as the faith of the past ? He knew that
to such Christian purity, such Christian inwardness as Cathof the

erine's, the ultimate sanction and legitimacy of marriage rest,
both in theory and practice, on a common acceptance of the
definite commands and promises of a miraculous revelation.
He had had a proof of it in Catherine's passionate repugnance
to the idea of Rose's marriage with Edward Langham.
He walked
Eleven o'clock striking from the distant tower.
desperately along the wood-path, meaning to go through the
He
copse at the end of it toward the park, and look there.
had just passed into the copse, a thick interwoven mass of
young trees, when he heard the sound of the gate which on the
He hurried on the trees
further side of it led on to the road.
closed behind him; the grassy path broadened; and there,
under an arch of young oak and hazel, stood Catherine, arrested
by the sound of his step. He, too, stopped at the sight of her ;
he could not go on. Husband and wife looked at each other
one long, quivering moment.
Then Catherine sprang forward
with a sob and threw herself on his breast.
tears
They clung to each other, she in a passion of tears
of such self-abandonment as neither Robert nor any other
As
living soul had ever seen Catherine Elsmere shed before.
for him he was trembling from head to foot, his arms scarcely
strong enough to hold her, his young worn face bent down
over her.
;

"

"
she sobbed at last, putting up her hand
Oh, Robert
and touching his hair, " you look so pale, so bad. "
"
I have you again " he said,
simply.
A thrill of remorse ran through her.
"I went away," she murmured, her face still hidden
"I
went away because when I woke up it all seemed to me, sud!

!
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denly, too ghastly to be believed; I could not stay still and
I was
bear it.
But, Robert, Robert, I kissed you as I passed
*
so thankful you could sleep a little and forget.
I hardly know
where I have been most of the time
I think I have been sitin
a
corner
of
the
no
one
I began
where
ever comes.
ting
park,
to think of all you said to me last night
to put it together
!

it, and it seemed to me more and more
thought of what it would be like to have to hide
my prayers from you my faith in Christ my hope of heaven.
I thought of bringing up the child
how all that was vital to
me would be a superstition to you, which you would bear with
I thought of death," and she shuddered
for my sake.
"your
or
death,
my death, and how this change in you would cleave a
And then I thought of losing my
gulf of misery between us.

to try

and understand

horrible

own

!

I

of denying Christ.
It was a nightmare
I saw
on
a
with
in
myself
long road, escaping
Mary
my arms, escapand
Oh, Robert it was n't only for myself,"
ing from you
she clung to him as though she were a child, confessing, ex"I
plaining away, some grievous fault, hardly to be forgiven.
was agonized by the thought that I was not my own
I and
my child were Christ's. Could I risk what was His ? Other
faith,

!

!

men and women had

died,

had given up

now strong enough

there no one

love itself rather than deny
"
afresh ?

all for

His sake.

Is

to suffer torment, to kill even

Him

rather than crucify

Him

She paused, struggling for breath. The terrible excitement
bygone moment had seized upon her again and commu-

of that

nicated itself to him.

and then," she said, sobbing, "I don't know
I was sitting up looking straight
before me, without a tear, thinking of what was the least I
of all
must do, even
if you and I stayed together
even
the hard compacts and conditions I must make
judging you
all the while from a long, long distance, and feeling as though
forever
I had buried the old self
sacrificed the old heart
And the next I was lying on the ground crying for you, Robert,
Your face had come back to me as you lay
crying for you
I thought how I had kissed
there in the early morning light.
how pale and gray and thin you looked. Oh, how I
you
loathed myself! That I should think it could be God's will
I
that I should leave you, or torture you, my poor husband
had not only been wicked toward you
I had offended Christ.

"And

how

it

then

One moment

was.

!

!

'

!
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ist
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Divinity School in 1819, he was pastor of Unitarian churches in
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His "Letters from Palmyra " (1837) were pubin New York City.
;

;

"Probus"
lished in 1868, as "Zenobia, or the Fall of Palmyra."
" Aurelian."
"Julian, or Scenes in
(1838), was afterward entitled
judea," appeared in 1841. His other works are "American Unitarian Biography " (1850-51); "Sketches of European Capitals"
(1851); "Lectures on the Works and Genius of Washington All"
ston (1852) " Memoir of Nathaniel Bacon," in Sparks's American
"
Biography (1841). From 1839 to 1844 he edited the Christian
;

Examiner."

THE GAMES OF PALMYBA.
(From

"

Zenobia.")

IF the gods, dear Marcus and Lucilia, came down to dwell
upon earth, they could not but choose Palmyra for their seat,

both on account of the general beauty of the city and its surrounding plains, and the exceeding sweetness and serenity of
The air,
its climate. It is a joy here only to sit still and live.
loaded
with
to
seems
essential
nutriperfume,
convey
always
ment to those who breathe it; and its hue, especially when a
morning or evening sun shines through it, is of that golden
Never
cast, which, as poets feign, bathes the tops of Olympus.
do we tremble here before blasts like those which from the

Apennines sweep along the plains and cities of the Italian
coast.
No extremes of either heat or cold are experienced in
In winter, airs, which in other places equally
this happy spot.
far to the north would come bearing with them an icy coldness, are here tempered by the vast deserts of sand which
stretch away in every direction, and which it is said never

1n^BBB9hl
'

XT'.
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wholly lose the heat treasured up during the

summer

sun.

And

in

fierce reign of the

summer, the winds which as they pass

over the deserts are indeed like the breath of a furnace, long
before they reach the city change to a cool and refreshing
breeze by traversing as they do the vast tracts of cultivated
ground, which, as I have already told you, surround the capia very great extent on every side.
Palmyra is the very
heaven of the body. Every sense is fed to the full with that
tal to

which it chiefly covets.
But when I add to this, that

its

unrivalled position, in re-

spect to a great inland traffic, has poured into the lap of its
inhabitants a sudden and boundless flood of wealth, making
every merchant a prince, you will truly suppose, that however
heartily I extol it for its outward beauties, and all the appliances of -luxury, I do not conceive it very favorable in its influences upon the character of its population.
Palmyrenes,

charming as they are, are not Romans. They are enervated
by riches, and the luxurious sensual indulgences which they
all their evil power
bring along by necessity in their train
being here increased by the voluptuous softness of the climate.
I do not say that all are so.
All Rome cannot furnish a
woman more truly Roman than Fausta, nor a man more worthy
that name than Gracchus.
It is of the younger portion of the
inhabitants I now speak.
These are without exception effeminate.
They love their country, and their great queen, but they
are not a defence upon which in time of need to rely.
Neither
do I deny them courage.
want
more
vital
They
something
still
and
martial
Were
it
not
for
bodily strength
training.
I
should
fear
for
almost
the
issue
of
encounter
bethis,
any
tween Rome and Palmyra. But as it is, notwithstanding the
'great achievements of Odenatus and Zenobia, I cannot but
deem the glory of this state to have risen to its highest point,
and even to have passed it. You may think me to be hasty in
forming this opinion, but I am persuaded you will agree with
me when you shall have seen more at length the grounds upon

which

I rest

it,

as they are laid

down

in

my

last letter to

Portia.

not mean to say these things when I sat down to
but
rather to tell you of myself, and what I have
my tablets,
seen and done since I last wrote.
I have experienced and en-

But

I did

How indeed could it be otherwise, in the house
joyed much.
of Gracchus, and with Gracchus and Fausta for rny compan-
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ions ?
Many are the excursions we have together taken into
the country, to the neighboring hills whence the city derives
its ample supply of water, and even to the very borders of the
I have thus seen much of this people, of their purdesert.

and I have found that whether they
suits, and modes of life,
Persian or
have been of the original Palmyrene population
Parthian emigrants
Jews, Arabians, or even Romans
they
agree in one thing, love of their queen, and in a determination
to defend her and her capital to the last extremity, whether
Independence
against the encroachments of Persia or Rome.
is their watchword.
They have already shown, in a manner
the most unequivocal, and to themselves eternally honorable,
that they will not be the slaves of Sapor, nor dependents upon
And in that they have given at the same time the
his power.
clearest proof of their kindly feeling toward us, and of their
I truly hope that no
earnest desire to live at peace with us.
her too-ambitious
the
or
of
on
the
Queen,
part
extravagances
advisers, will endanger the existing tranquillity; yet from a
late occurrence of which I was myself a witness among other

excited thousands, I am filled with apprehensions.
That to which I allude happened at the great amphitheatre,

during an exhibition of games given by Zenobia on the occasion of her return, in which the Palmyrenes, especially those
I care, as you
of Roman descent, take great delight.
know,
nor
abhor
them
for their power
for
them,
only that,
nothing
to imbrute the people accustomed to their spectacles more
and more. In this instance I was persuaded by Fausta and
Gracchus to attend, as I should see both the Queen and her
subjects under favorable circumstances to obtain new knowledge
of their characters and I am not sorry to have been there.
The show could boast all the magnificence of Rome. NothIts
ing could exceed the excitement and tumult of the city.
whole population was abroad to partake of the general joy.
Early in the day the streets began to be thronged with the
multitudes who were either pouring along toward the theatre,
to secure in season the best seats, or with eager curiosity pressing after the cages of wild animals drawn by elephants or
camels toward the place of combat and slaughter. As a part
of this throng, I found myself, seated between Gracchus and
Fausta, in their most sumptuous chariot, themselves arrayed
Our horses could scarcely do
in their most sumptuous attire.
more than walk, and were frequently obliged to stand still,
;
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crowds of men on horse, on foot, and in vehicles
which filled the streets. The roaring of the imprisoned animals, the loud voices of their keepers, and of the
drivers of the cumbrous wagons which held them, the neigh-

owing

to the

of every sort,

ing, or

screaming

I

might

now and then brought

say, of the affrighted horses every

immediate contact with the wild
beasts of the forests, lions, tigers, or leopards, made a scene
of confusion, the very counterpart of what we have so often
into

witnessed in Rome, which always pains more than it pleases
I now describe at all, only that you may believe
what Romans are so slow to believe, that there are other cities

me, and which
in the world

own.
desire

where great actions are done as well as in their
are as quick as you could
vices and fashions of the

The inhabitants of Palmyra
them to be, in catching the

great metropolis.

"
Scipio, Scipio, cried Gracchus suddenly to his charioteer,
"
be not in too great haste.
It is in vain to attempt to pass
"

nay, unless you shall be a little more reserved in
your approaches, the paw of that tawny Numidian will find its
way to the neck of our favorite Arab. The bars of his cage
"
are over far apart.

that

wagon

;

"1 almost wish they were yet farther apart," said I, "and
that he might fairly find his way into the thickest of this foolish crowd, and take a short revenge upon his civilized torment-

What

more strange and savage, I
a spectacle is this
than
that
which we are going to
looked
aright,
upon
think,
of
a
a
of
Gracchus,
great kingdom; of me,
pillar
you,
enjoy
of a greater
a lesser one, indeed, but still a pillar
a pillar
kingdom and of you, Fausta, a woman, all on our way to see
wild beasts let loose to lacerate and destroy each other, and
what is worse, gladiators, that is, educated murderers, set upon
ors.

;

one another, to die for our entertainment. The best thing I
have heard of the Christian superstition is, that it utterly denounces and prohibits to its disciples the frequenting of these
shows.
Nothing to me is plainer than that we may trace the
cruelties of Marius, Sylla, and their worthy imitators through
the long line of our Emperors, to these schools where they had
their early training.
Why were Domitian and his fly worse
than Gracchus, or Piso, or Fausta, and their gored elephant,
"
or dying gladiator ?
"You take this custom too seriously," replied Gracchus.
"I see in it, so far as the beasts are concerned, but a lawful
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If they tore not one another in pieces for
source of pleasure.
our entertainment, they would still do it for their own, in their
native forests ; and if it must be done, it were a pity none enThen for the effects upon the beholding crowd, I am
joyed it.

inclined to think they are rather necessary and wholesome
than otherwise.
They help to render men insensible to danand
death and as we are so often called upon
ger, suffering,
to fight each other, and die in defence of our liberties, or of
our tyrants and oppressors, whichever it may be, it seems to
me we are in need of some such initiatory process in the art of
seeing blood shed unmoved, and of some lessons which shall
As for the gladiators,
diminish our love and regard for life.
than
alive and to die
dead
who
are
better
are
wretches
they
in the excitement of a combat is not worse, perhaps, than to
expire through the slow and lingering assaults of a painful disease.
Besides, with us there is never, as with you, cool and
deliberate murder perpetrated on the part of the assembly.
There is here no turning up of the thumb. It is all honorable
What, moreover, shall be
fighting, and honorable killing.
done to entertain the people ? We must feed them with some
such spectacles, or I verily think they would turn upon each
;

;

other for amusement, in civil broil and slaughter."
"Your Epicurean philosophy teaches you, I am aware,"
said I in reply, "to draw happiness as you best can from all

not to
the various institutions of Providence and of man
contend but to receive, and submit, and be thankful. It is a
philosophy well enough for man's enjoyment of the passing
hour, but it fatally obstructs, it appears to me, the way of

improvement. For my own part, though I am no philosopher,
yet I hold to this, that whatever our reason proves to be wrong
or defective, it at the same time enforces the duty of change

and reform

that no palpable evil, either in life or governIn these
be passively submitted to as incurable.
I
a
terrific
behold
an
enormous
evil; and
spectacles
wrong,
I
the evil
nor
be
see
not
how
the
is
to
redressed,
though
wrong
to be removed, I none the less, but so much the more, conceive
it to be my part, as a man and a citizen, to think and converse,
as now, upon the subject, in the hope that some new light may
dawn upon its darkness. What think you, Fausta ? I hope
you agree with me
nay, as to that, I think Gracchus, from
his tone, was but half in earnest. "
"
"
" as a foolish cusIt has struck me chiefly,
said Fausta,

ment,

is to
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It is to
not so much in itself very wrong, as childish.
;
indeed attended with pain, but that I suppose is a weakit seems not to be so in the case of others.
ness of my own
I have thought it a poor, barren entertainment, fit but for children, and those grown children whose minds, uninstructed in
high3r things, must seek their happiness in some spring of
Women frequent the amphitheatre, I am
mere sensual joy.
make
a show of their beauty, their dress, and
rather
to
sure,
than
for
anything else; and they would, I believe,
equipage,
in
to
any change, so it should leave them an equally
easily give
But so far as attending the spectacles
fair occasion of display.
tends to make better soldiers, and stouter defenders of our
Queen, I confess, Lucius, I look upon them with some favor.
But come, our talk is getting to be a little too grave. Look,
Lucius, if this be not a brave sight ? See what a mass of life
And its vast walls, from the lowest
encompasses the circus
entrances to its very summit, swarm as it were with the whole
It is not so large a building as your
population of Palmyra.
"
not
it
is
but
wholly unworthy to be compared with it.
Flavian,
"It is not, indeed," said I; "although not so large, its
architecture is equally in accordance with the best principles,
both of science and taste, and the stone is of a purer white,

torn

me

!

and more

We

finely

worked."

carriage, and made our way
the
narrow
and
through
passages
up the narrow stairways to
the interior of the theatre, which was already much more than
half filled.
The seats to which we were conducted were not
far from those which were to be occupied by the Queen and her

now descended from our

I need not tell you how the time was passed which intervened between taking our seats, the filling of the theatre,
and the commencement of the games
how we all were amused
by the fierce strugglings of those who most wished to exhibit
themselves, for the best places by the efforts of many to cause
themselves to be recognized by those who were of higher rank
than themselves, and to avoid the neighborhood and escape
the notice of others whose acquaintance would bring them no
credit ; how we laughed at the awkward movements and labors
of the servants of the circus, who were busying themselves in
giving its final smoothness to the saw-dust and hurrying
through the last little offices of so vast a preparation, urged
on continually by the voices or lashes of the managers of the

train.

;

games

;

nor how our ears were deafened by the fearful yellings
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maddened beasts confined in the vivaria, the grated
doors of which opened, as in the Roman buildings of the same
Neither will I inflict wearikind, immediately on the arena.
ness upon myself or you, by a detailed account of the kind and
order of the games at this time exhibited for the entertainment
The whole show was an exact copy from the
of the people.
I could hardly believe myself in the heart
usages of Rome.
of Asia.
Touching only on these things so familiar to you, I
will relate what I was able to observe of the Queen and her
demeanor, about which I know you will feel chiefly desirous
of information.
It was not till after the games had been some time in progress, and the wrestlers and mock -fighters having finished their
foolish feats, the combats of wild animals with each other had
commenced, that a herald announced by sound of trumpet the
of the

The moment that sound, and the loud
approach of the Queen.
clang of martial music which followed it, was heard, every eye
of the vast multitude was turned to the part of the circus where
we were sitting, and near which was the passage by which
Zenobia would enter the theatre. The animals now tore each
other piecemeal, unnoticed by the impatient throng. A greater
And no sooner did the object of this
care possessed them.
universal expectation reveal herself to their sight, led to her
seat by the dark Zabdas, followed by the Princess Julia and
Longinus, and accompanied by a crowd of the rank and beauty
of Palmyra, than one enthusiastic cry of loyalty and affection
rent the air, drowning all other sounds, and causing the silken
canopy of the amphitheatre to sway to and fro as if shaken by
The very foundations of the huge structure seemed
a tempest.
With what queenly dignity, yet
to tremble in their places.
with what enchanting sweetness, did the great Zenobia acThe color of her cheek
knowledge the greetings of her people
mounted and fell again, even as it would have done in a young
girl, and glances full of sensibility and love went from her to
every part of the boundless interior, and seemed to seek out
every individual and to each make a separate return for the
These
hearty welcome with which she had been received.
mutual courtesies being quickly ended, the games again went
on, and every eye was soon riveted on the arena where animals
were contending with each other or with men.
The multitude being thus intently engaged, those who
chose to employ their time differently were left at full liberty
!
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amuse themselves with conversation or otherwise, as it
pleased them. Many a fat and unwieldy citizen we saw soundly
sleeping in spite of the roarings of the beasts and the shouts
to

of the spectators.

Others, gathering together in little socieown, passed all the intervals between the games,
as well as the time taken up by games which gave them no
ties of their

pleasure, in discussing with one another the fashions, the
Of these parties we were
news, or the politics of the day.
one; for neither Gracchus, nor Fausta, nor I, cared much for
the sports of the day, and there were few foolish or wise things
that were not uttered by one of us during the continuance of
those tedious never-ending games.
"Well, Lucius," said Fausta, "and what think you now of
For the last half-hour your eyes having
our great Queen ?

must by this time be prepared
with an opinion."
"There can be little interest," said I, "in hearing an
I
opinion on a subject about which all the world is agreed.
can only say, what all say. I confess I have never before seen
I am already prepared to love and worship her with
a woman.
you, for I am sure that such pre-eminent beauty exists in company with a goodness that corresponds to it. Her intellect too
we know is not surpassed in strength by that of any philosopher of the East. These things being so, where in the world
can we believe there is a woman to be compared with her ?
As for Cleopatra, she is not worthy to be named."
As I uttered these things with animation and vehemence,
scarcely wandered from her, you

suppose in my manner how deeply I felt all that I
perceived Fausta's fine countenance glowing with emoand
tears of gratified affection standing in her eyes.
tion,
Gracchus spoke. " Piso, " said he, " I do not wonder at the
Chilled as my blood is
enthusiastic warmth of your language.
by the approaches of age, I feel even as you do nay, I suppose
I feel much more for to all your admiration, as a mere philo-

showing

I

said, I

:

;

sophical observer, there

is

added in

my

case the fervid attach-

ment which springs from long and intimate knowledge, and
from an intercourse, which not the coolness of a single hour
It would be strange indeed if there were
has ever interrupted.
not one single flaw in so bright an emanation from the very
soul of the divinity, wearing as it does the form of humanity.
I allude to

her ambition.

Caesar himself was not

It

is

boundless,

more ambitious.

almost insane.

But in her even

this
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partly a virtue, even in its wildest extravagance; for it is
never for herself alone that she reaches so far and so high, but
She never separates herself
as much or more for her people.
is

from them, even in thought, and

all her aspirings are, that she
but
that her country may with
be
great indeed,
may
and through her be great also, and her people happy. When I
see her as now surrounded by her subjects, and lodged in their
and fervently would I pray, were
very heart of hearts, I wish
that her restless spirit may be at peace,
there gods to implore
and that she may seek no higher good either for herself or her

herself

But I confess myself to
people than that which we now enjoy.
And yet
I tremble for my country.
be full of apprehension.
here is my little rebel, Fausta, who will not hearken to this,
but adds the fuel of her own fiery spirit to feed that of her
It were beyond a doubt a good law which
great mistress.
should exclude women from any part in public affairs."
"
Dear father, how do you remind me of the elder Cato, in
the matter of the Oppian Law while women interfered in pub:

only to promote the interests of their worthy husbands, the lords of the world, the great Cato had never thought
but to commend them but no sooner did they seek to secure
some privileges very dear to them as women, and clamor a
little in order to obtain them, than straightway they were
nuisances in the body politic, and ought to be restrained by
lic affairs,

;

enactments from having any voice in the business of the state.
Truly I think this is far from generous treatment. And happy
am I, for one, that at length the gods in their good providence
have permitted that one woman should arise to vindicate her
sex against the tyranny of their ancient oppressors and traducers.

If I might appoint to the spirits of the departed their
could wish nothing merrier than that that same Cato
should be made the news-carrier from the kingdom of Zenobia
to the council of the gods.
How he would enjoy his occupaoffices, I

But seriously, dear father, I see not that our Queen has
any more of this same ambition than men are in a similar
position permitted to have, and accounted all the greater for
it.
Is that a vice in Zenobia which is a glory in Aurelian ?
Longinus would not decide so. Observe how intent the Queen

tion

!

upon the games."
"
I would rather, " said I, " that she should not gaze upon
so cruel a sight.
But see the Princess Julia has hidden her
head in the folds of her veil. "
is

!
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"Julia's heart," said Fausta, "is even tenderer than a
Besides, if I mistake not, she has on this point at
Paul of
least adopted some of the notions of the Christians.
Antioch has not been without his power over her. And truly

A stronger intellect than
hers might without shame yield to his.
the
Look, look
after
all.
will
The
surely conquer
elephant
gods grant he
but
a
noble
how
He
is
creature
Three
;
cruelly beset
may
such foes are too much for a fair battle. How he has wreathed
his genius is wellnigh irresistible.

!

!

!

his trunk round that tiger, and now whirls him in the air!
"
But the rhinoceros sees his advantage ; quick
quick
!

Fausta, too, could not endure the savage sight, but turned
her head away ; for the huge rhinoceros, as the elephant lifted

the tiger from the ground, in the act to dash him again to the
earth, seized the moment, and before the noble animal could
recover himself, buried his enormous tusk deep in his vitals.
It

was

fatal

to both, for the assailant, unable to extricate his

horn, was crushed through every bone in his body, by the
weight of the falling elephant. A single tiger remained master of the field, who now testified his joy by coursing round
and round the arena.
"
"
"
Well, well, said Gracchus, they would have died in the
But why is this blast of trumpets?
forest; what signifies it?
royal flourish! Ah! I see how it is; the sons of
Zenobia, whom none miss not being present, are about to enter
the theatre.
They make amends by the noise of their approach
for their temporary absence.
Yet these distant shouts are
more than usual. The gods grant that none of my fears may
"
turn true
No sooner had Gracchus ended these words, while his face
grew pale with anxious expectation, than suddenly the three
sons of the Queen made their appearance, and
how shall 1
it
?
and
in all rein
habited
say
arrayed
imperial purple,
It is the

!

It seemed to me as if at that very moment
spects as Cassars.
the pillars of this flourishing empire crumbled to their foundation.
And now while I write, and the heat of that moment is

passed, I cannot but predict disaster and ruin, at least fierce
and desolating wars, as the consequence of the rash act. I

know
it

the soul of Aurelian, and that it will never brook what
much as dream to be an indignity
never endure

shall so

much as the thought of rivalry in another, whether Roman
or foreigner, man or woman.
To think it is treason with him
a crime for which blood only can atone.

so
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Having entered thus the amphitheatre, assuming a high
and haughty bearing, as if they were already masters of the
world, they advanced to the front railing, and there received
A thousand difthe tumultuous acclamations of the people.
Each uttered the sentiment which
ferent cries filled the air.
possessed him, regardless of all but testifying loyalty and
Much of the language was
devotion to the reigning house.
directed against Rome, which, since the circulation of the
rumors of which I have already spoken, has become the object
Aurelian'& name was coupled
of their most jealous regard.
"Is Aurelian to possess the
with every term of reproach.
whole earth ? " cried one. " Who are Romans ? " cried another
"the story of Valerian shows that they are not invincible."
"
We will put Zabdas and Zenobia against the world " shouted
;

!

"

The conqueror of Egypt forever
long live the
"
rose from every quarter.
It were in vain to
great Zabdas
attempt to remember or write down half the violent things
which in this hour of madness were uttered.
The games were
others.

!

!

for a long time necessarily suspended, and the whole amphitheatre was converted into an arena of political discussion,
from which arose the confused din of unnumbered voices, like
I looked at Zenobia; she was
So like
Pride was upon her lip and brow.
a god was the expression of her whole form, that for a moment
I almost wished her mistress of the world.
She seemed worthy
to reign.
Julia was evidently sad, and almost distressed;
Longinus, impenetrable as marble; Zabdas, black and lower-

the roar of the angry ocean.

calm

satisfied.

ing as night.
Quiet was at length restored, and the games went on. ...
A more gorgeous show than this vast assembly presented, I
think I never before beheld
no, not even in the Flavian.

Although in Rome we seem to draw together people of all
regions and all climes, yet after all the North and West preponderate, and we lack the gayer costumes which a larger proNot to
portion of these Orientals would add to our spectacles.
say too, that here in the East the beauty of woman is more
transcendent, and the forms of the men cast in a finer mould.
Every variety of complexion is here also to be seen, from the
jet black of the slender Ethiopian, to the more than white of
the women of the Danube.
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Just before the breaking out
his profession at Chicago until 1860.
of the civil war he became assistant editor of the " Evening Post," at
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;

;

;

;

;

;

;

;

;

A

;

;

We

"As
"

We Go"

"The Work

of Washington Irving" (1893)
The Relation of Literature to
In 1873 he wrote " The Gilded Age," in conjunction

(1893)

;

The Golden House " (1895)

Life " (1896).

with

;

"

;

"Mark Twain."

THIRD STUDY. 1
(From

"

Backlog Studies.")

NOTHING is more beautiful than the belief of the faithful wife
that her husband has all the
talents, and could, if he would, be
distinguished in any walk in life and nothing will be more
;

beautiful

unless this

than the husband's belief that his wife is capable of
taking charge of any of
the affairs of this confused
There is no woman but
is

a dry time for signs
planet.

1

By

permission of Houghton, Mifflin

& Co.
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thinks that her husband, the green-grocer, could write poetry if
he had given his mind to it, or else she thinks small beer of
poetry in comparison with an occupation or accomplishment
purely vegetable.

touching to see the look of pride with

It is

which the wife turns

to her

husband from any more

brilliant

personal presence or display of wit than his, in the perfect confidence that if the world knew what she knows there would be
one more popular idol. How she magnifies his small wit, and
dotes upon the self-satisfied look in his face as if it were a sign

man would make
What
There are a great many corporals in
their retired homes who did more for the safety and success of
of

wisdom

!

What

a councillor that

a warrior he would be

!

!

our armies in critical moments, in the late war, than any of the
"
"
high-cock-a-lorum commanders. Mrs. Corporal does not envy
the reputation of General Sheridan ; she knows very well who
really won Five Forks, for she has heard the story a hundred
times, and will hear it a hundred times more with apparently
unabated interest. What a general her husband would have
made and how his talking talent would shine in Congress
HERBERT. Nonsense. There is n't a wife in the world who
has not taken the exact measure of her husband, weighed him
and settled him in her own mind, and knows him as well as if
she had ordered him after designs and specifications of her own.
That knowledge, however, she ordinarily keeps to herself, and
she enters into a league with her husband, which he was never
admitted to the secret of, to impose upon the world. In nine
out of ten cases he more than half believes that he is what his
At any rate, she manages him as easily as
wife tells him he is.
the keeper does the elephant, with only a bamboo wand and a
sharp spike in the end. Usually she flatters him, but she has
the means of pricking clear through his hide on occasion. It is
the great secret of her power to have him think that she
!

;

thoroughly believes in him.

THE YOUNG LADY STAYING WITH Us. And you call this
who thought themselves sly

hypocrisy ? I have heard authors,
observers of women, call it so.

HERBERT. Nothing of the

sort.

It

is

the basis on which

If society is about
society rests, the conventional agreement.
Women are beginning to
to be overturned, it is on this point.

men what

they really think of them ; and to insist that the
relations of downright sincerity and independence that
Absoexist between men shall exist between women and men.

tell

same
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between souls, without regard to sex, has always been
of the poets.
THE MISTRESS. Yes but there was never a poet yet who
would bear to have his wife say exactly what she thought of his
poetry, any more than he would keep his temper if his wife beat
him at chess and there is nothing that disgusts a man like
lute truth

the ideal

life

;

;

getting beaten at chess by a

woman.

women know how to win by losing. I think
why most women do not want to take the ballot,

HERBERT. Well,

that the reason
and stand out in the open for a free trial of power, is that they
are reluctant to change the certain domination of centuries, with

weapons they are perfectly competent
ment.

I think

we should be

to handle, for

better off

if

an experi-

women were more

transparent, and men were not so systematically puffed up by
the subtle flattery which is used to control them.
MANDEVILLE. Deliver me from transparency
When a
woman takes that guise, and begins to convince me that I can
!

see through her like a ray of light, I must run or be lost.
Transparent women are the truly dangerous. There was one
on shipboard [Mandeville likes to say that ; he has just returned

from a little tour in Europe, and he quite often begins his
"
the Young Lady
remarks with " on the ship going over
declares that he has a sort of roll in his chair, when he says it,
that makes her seasick] who was the most innocent, artless,
she
guileless, natural bunch of lace and feathers you ever saw
was all candor and helplessness and dependence she sang like
a nightingale, and talked like a nun.
There never was such
There was n't a sounding-line on board that would
simplicity.
have gone to the bottom of her soulful eyes. But she managed
the captain and all the officers, and controlled the ship as if she
had been the helm. All the passengers were waiting on her,
fetching this and that for her comfort, inquiring of her health,
talking about her genuineness, and exhibiting as much anxiety
to get her ashore in safety as if she had been about to knight
them all and give them a castle apiece when they came to
;

;

;

land.

THE

MISTRESS.

What harm

?

said, that the service of a noble

It

shows what I have always
is the most ennobling

woman

influence for men.

MANDEVILLE. If she is noble, and not a mere manager. I
watched this woman to see if she would ever do anything for
any one else. She never did.
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Did you ever see her again ? I presume
some purpose.
MANDEVILLE. No purpose. But we did see her on the Rhine
she was the most disgusted traveller, and seemed to be in very

THE FIRE-TENDER.

Marideville has introduced her here for

;

I judged that her happiness depended
upon establishing controlling relations with all about her. On
And
this Rhine boat, to be sure, there was reason for disgust.
that reminds me of a remark that was made.
THE YOUNG LADY. Oh
MANDEVILLE. When we got aboard at Mayence we were
conscious of a dreadful odor somewhere as it was a foggy morning, we could see no cause of it, but concluded it was from something on the wharf. The fog lifted, and we got under way, but
We went to every
the odor travelled with us, and increased.

ill-humor with her maid.

!

;

It occasionally
part of the vessel to avoid it, but in vain.
reached us in great waves of disagreeableness. We had heard
of the odors of the towns on the Rhine, but we had no idea that

the entire stream was infected. It was intolerable.
The day was lovely, and the passengers stood about on deck
You might see a
holding their noses and admiring the scenery.

row

of

them leaning over the

side, gazing

up

at

some old ruin or
and all

ivied crag, entranced with the romance of the situation,
holding their noses with thumb and finger. The sweet

Rhine
that
the
odor
discovered
came
from
a pile
and
by somebody
By
it seemed
of cheese on the forward deck, covered with a canvass
!

;

that the Rhinelanders are so fond of it that they take it with
them when they travel. If there should ever be war between us

and Germany, the borders of the Rhine would need no other
defence from American soldiers than a barricade of this cheese.
I went to the stern of the steamboat to tell a stout American
traveller what was the origin of the odor he had been trying to
dodge all the morning. He looked more disgusted than before
when he heard that it was cheese but his only reply was " It
must be a merciful God who can forgive a smell like that "
:

;

!

The above

is

introduced here in order to illustrate the usual

an anecdote on conversation. Commonly it kills it.
That talk must be very well in hand, and under great headway,
that an anecdote thrown in front of will not pitch off the track
and wreck. And it makes little difference what the anecdote is
a poor one depresses the spirits and casts a gloom over the coma good one begets others, and the talkers go to telling
pany
effect of

:

;
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which is very good entertainment in moderation, but is
stories
not to be mistaken for that unwearying flow of argument, quaint
;

remark, humorous color, and sprightly interchange of sentiments

and opinions, called conversation.

The reader will perceive that all hope is gone here of deciding whether Herbert could have written Tennyson's poems, or
whether Tennyson could have dug as much money out of the
Heliogabalus Lode as Herbert did. The more one sees of life, I
think the impression deepens that men, after all, play about the
parts assigned to them, according to their mental and moral
gifts, which are limited and preordained, and that their entrances
and exits are governed by a law no less certain because it is
hidden. Perhaps nobody ever accomplishes all that he feels lies
but nearly every one who tries his powers touches
in him to do
the walls of his being occasionally, and learns about how far to
;

attempt to spring. There are no impossibilities to youth and
inexperience ; but when a person has tried several times to reach
high C and been coughed down, he is quite content to go down
among the chorus. It is only the fools who keep straining at

high C all their lives.
Mandeville here began to say that that reminded him of
something that happened when he was on the
But Herbert cut in with the observation that no matter

what a man's single and several capacities and talents might
be, he is controlled by his own mysterious individuality, which
is what metaphysicians call the substance, all else being the
mere accidents of the man. And this is the reason that we
cannot with any certainty tell what any person will do or
amount to, for, while we know his talents and abilities, we do
not know the resulting whole, which is he himself.
THE FIRE-TENDER.. So if you could take all the first-class
qualities that we admire in men and women, and put them
together into one being, you would n't be sure of the result ?
HERBERT. Certainly not.
You would probably have a monIt takes a

ster.

cook of long experience, with the best mate-

make a

dish "taste good;" and the "taste good" is
the indefinable essence, the resulting balance or harmony
which makes man or woman agreeable, or beautiful, or effective in the world.
rials, to

THE YOUNG LADY. That must be

the reason why novelists
in
all
in
almost
cases
lamentably
creating good characters.
real
in
traits, talents, dispositions, but the result of
put

fail so

They

the synthesis is something that never was seen on earth before.
VOL. XX.

8
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THE

Oh, a good character in fiction

FIRE-TENDER.

is

an

We

admit this in poetry. It is as true of such
inspiration.
creations as Colonel Newcome, and Ethel, and Beatrix Esmond.
There

is

no patchwork about them.

THE YOUNG LADY. Why was n't Thackeray ever inspired
to create a noble woman ?
THE FIRE-TENDER. That is the standing conundrum with
all the women.
They will not accept Ethel Newcome even.
have to admit that Thackeray was a writer
shall
we
Perhaps
for

men.

Scott and the rest had drawn so many perfect
women that Thackeray thought it was time for a real one.
THE MISTRESS. That's ill-natured. Thackeray did, how-

HERBERT.

make

ever,

pen, any
it

ladies.

If

of us just as

much.
MANDEVILLE.

That

he had depicted, with his searching
are, I doubt if we should have liked

we
's

just

it.

Thackeray never pretended

make ideals, and if the best novel is an idealization of
human nature, then he was not the best novelist. When I was
to

crossing the Channel
THE MISTRESS. Oh dear, if we are to go to sea again, Mandeville, I move we have in the nuts and apples, and talk about

our friends.

There is this advantage in getting back to a wood fire on
the hearth, that you return to a kind of simplicity; you can
scarcely imagine any one being stiffly conventional in front of
thaws out formality, and puts the company who sit
it into easy attitudes of mind and body,
lounging
attitudes, Herbert said.
it.

It

around

And

this brought up the subject of culture in America,
The backlog period having passed,
especially as to manner.

are beginning to have in society people of the cultured manit is called, or polished bearing, in which the polish is
Not the courtliness,
the most noticeable thing about the man.

we

ner as

the easy simplicity of the old-school gentleman, in whose presence the milkmaid was as much at her ease as the countess,
but something far finer than this.
These are the people of

who never

forget it for a moment, and
Their
you forget
presence is a constant rebuke to
are
never
society.
They
"jolly;" their laugh is never anything more than a well-bred smile; they are never betrayed
unruffled demeanor,

never

let

it.

CHARLES DUDLEY WARNER.
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of ignorance, of

want

Enthusiasm
of culture.

is
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a sign of inexperience,
lose themselves

They never

in any cause ; they never heartily praise any man or woman or
book ; they are superior to all tides of feeling and all outbursts
of passion.
They are not even shocked at vulgarity. They

are simply indifferent.

They are calm,

visibly calm, painfully

calm; and it is not the eternal, majestic calmness of the
Sphinx either, but a rigid, self-conscious repression. You
would like to put a bent pin in their chair when they are about
calmly to sit down.
A sitting hen on her nest is calm, but hopeful; she has
These people appear to be
faith that her eggs are not china.
Perfect culture has refined all blood,
sitting on china eggs.
warmth, flavor, out of them. We admire them without envy.
They are too beautiful in their manners to be either prigs or
snobs.
They are at once our models and our despair. They
are properly careful of themselves as models, for they know
if they should break, society would become a scene of
mere animal confusion.

that

MANDEVILLE.

I

think that the best-bred people in the world

are the English.

THE YOUNG LADY. You mean at home.
MANDEVILLE. That's where I saw them. 1
There is no
nonsense about a cultivated English man or woman.
They
express themselves sturdily and naturally, and with no subThere 's a sort of hearty
servience to the opinions of others.
sincerity about them that I like. Ages of culture on the island
have gone deeper than the surface, and they have simpler and
more natural manners than we. There is something good in
the full, round tones of their voices.
HERBERT. Did you ever get into a diligence with a growling Englishman who had n't secured the place he wanted ?
THE MISTRESS. Did you ever see an English exquisite at
"
the San Carlo, and hear him cry " Bwavo ?
MANDEVILLE. At any rate, he acted out his nature, and
wasn't afraid to.
THE FIRE-TENDER. I think Marideville is right, for once.
The men of the best culture in England, in the middle and
higher social classes, are what you would call good fellows,
easy and simple in manner, enthusiastic on occasion, and de1 Mandeville once
spent a week in London,
omnibuses.

riding about on

the tops of
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cidedly not cultivated into the smooth calmness of indifference
to regard as the sine qua non of
Their
position is so assured that they do not
good breeding.

which some Americans seem

need that lacquer of calmness of which we were speaking.
THE YOUNG LADY. Which is different from the manner

who

live a great deal in American hotels ?
Or the Washington manner ?
HERBERT. The last two are the same.
THE FIRE-TENDER. Not exactly. You think you can always

acquired by those
THE MISTRESS.

man

has learned his society carriage of a dancingWell, you cannot always tell by a person's manner
whether he is a habitue of hotels or of Washington. But
these are distinct from the perfect polish and politeness of
tell if

a

master.

indifferentism.

Daylight disenchants.

It

draws one from the

fireside,

and

dissipates the idle illusions of conversation, except under cerLet us say that the conditions are a house
tain conditions.
:

in the country, with some forest-trees near, and a few evergreens, which are Christmas-trees all winter long, fringed

with snow, glistening with ice-pendants, cheerful by day and
grotesque by night ; a snow-storm beginning out of a dark sky,
falling in a soft profusion that fills all the air, its dazzling
whiteness making a light near at hand, which is quite lost in

the distant darkling spaces.
If one begins to watch the swirling flakes and crystals, he
soon gets an impression of infinity of resources that he can
have from nothing else so powerfully, except it be from Adi-

rondack gnats. Nothing makes one feel at home like a great
Our intelligent cat will quit the fire and sit for
snow-storm.
low
in
the
hours
window, watching the falling snow with a
His thoughts are his own, but he
serious and contented air.
on such a
is in accord with the subtlest agencies of Nature
run
a
with
to
he
is
enough electricity
charged
telegraphic
day
The connection between
battery, if it could be utilized.
thought and electricity has not been exactly determined, but
;

mentally very alert in certain conditions of the atmosphere. Feasting his eyes on the beautiful out-doors does
not prevent his attention to the slightest noise in the wainscot.
And the snow-storm brings content, but not stupidity, to all

the cat

is

the rest of the household.
I

can see Mandeville now, rising from his arm-chair and
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swinging his long arms as he strides to the window, and looks
"
"
out and up, with Well, I declare
Herbert is pretending to
read Herbert Spencer's tract on the philosophy of style; but
he loses much time in looking at the Young Lady, who is
one of her
writing a letter, holding her portfolio in her lap,
letters
to
one
of
her
friends.
She
everlasting
fifty everlasting
is one of the female patriots who save the post-office
department from being a disastrous loss to the treasury. Herbert is
thinking of the great radical difference in the two sexes, which
legislation will probably never change, that leads a woman
a
always to write letters on her lap and a man on a table,
!

distinction

which

is

commended

to the notice of the

anti-

suffragists.

The Mistress, in a pretty little breakfast-cap, is moving
about the room with a feather-duster, whisking invisible dust
from the picture-frames, and talking with the Parson, who has
just come in, and is thawing the snow from his boots on the
The Parson says the thermometer is 15, and going
down; that there is a snow-drift across the main church entrance three feet high, and that the house looks as if it had
There were only
gone into winter quarters, religion and all.
ten persons at the conference meeting last night, and seven of
hearth.

those were

women he wonders how many weather-proof
;

Chris-

tians there are in the parish, anyhow.
The Fire-Tender is in the adjoining library, pretending to
write; but it is a poor day for ideas. He has written his wife's

name about

eleven hundred times, and cannot get any farther.
hears the Mistress tell the Parson that she believes he is
trying to write a lecture on the Celtic Influence in Literature.
The Parson says that it is a first-rate subject, if there were
any such influence, and asks why he does n't take a shovel and
make a path to the gate. Mandeville says that, by George he
himself should like no better fun, but it would n't look well for
a visitor to do it.
The Fire-Tender, not to be disturbed by

He

!

this sort of chaff,

keeps on writing his wife's name.

Then the Parson and the Mistress fall to talking about the
soup-relief, and about old Mrs. Grumples in Pig Alley, who
had a present

of one of Stowe's Illustrated Self-Acting Bibles
on Christmas, when she hadn't coal enough in the house to
heat her gruel ; and about a family behind the church, a widow
and six little children and three dogs, and he did n't believe
that any of them had known what it was to be warm in three
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weeks, and as to food, the woman said, she could hardly beg
cold victuals enough to keep the dogs alive.
The Mistress slipped out into the kitchen to fill a basket
with provisions and send it somewhere; and when the Fire-

Tender brought in a new forestick, Mandeville, who always
wants to talk, and had been sitting drumming his feet and
drawing deep sighs, attacked him.
MANDEVILLE. Speaking about culture and manners, did you
ever notice how extremes meet, and that the savage bears himself very much like the sort of cultured persons we were talking of last night ?
THE FIRE-TENDER.

In what respect

?

MANDEVILLE. Well, you take the North American Indian.
He is never interested in anything, never surprised at anyHe has by nature that calmness and indifference which
thing.
If he should go into
your people of culture have acquired.
literature as a critic, he would scalp and tomahawk with the
same emotionless composure, and he would do nothing else.
THE FIRE-TENDER. Then you think the red man is a born

gentleman of the highest breeding ?
MANDEVILLE. I think he is calm.
THE FIRE-TENDER. How is it about the war-path and
that

all

?

MANDEVILLE. Oh, these studiously calm and cultured people
may have malice underneath. It takes them to give the most
effective

"

little

"

digs

;

they

splinters and

set fire to them.

HERBERT.
bring a red

But there

is

know how

more

to stick in the pine-

in Mandeville's idea.

You

man

into a picture-gallery, or a city full of fine
architecture, or into a drawing-room crowded with objects of
art and beauty, and he is apparently insensible to them all.

Now
don't

I

have seen country people,

mean

who

and by country people

I

live in the country, for
some of the best people

people necessarily
everything is mixed in these days,
in the world, intelligent, honest, sincere, who acted as the
Indian would.
THE MISTRESS. Herbert, if I did n't know you were cynical,
I should say you were snobbish.
HERBERT. Such people think it a point of breeding never
to speak of anything in your house, nor to appear to notice
it, however beautiful it may be; even to slyly glance around
strains their notion of etiquette.
They are like the country-
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confessed afterwards that he could hardly keep from
Yankee Hill's entertainments.

laughing at one of

THE YOUNG LADY. Do you remember those English people
Flushing last summer, who pleased us all so
much with their apparent delight in everything that was artistic or tasteful, who explored the rooms and looked at everyat our house in

and were so interested ?
I suppose that Herbert's
country relations, many of whom live in the city, would have
thought it very ill-bred.
MANDEVILLE. It 's just as I said. The English, the best of
them, have become so civilized that they express themselves,
in speech and action, naturally, and are not afraid of their
emotions.
THE PARSON. I wish Mandeville would travel more, or
that he had stayed at home.
It's wonderful what a fit of
Atlantic sea-sickness will do for a man's judgment and culthing,

tivation.
He is prepared to pronounce on art, manners, all
kinds of culture.
There is more nonsense talked about culture
than about anything else.
HERBERT. The Parson reminds me of an American counYou
try minister I once met walking through the Vatican.
could n't impose upon him with any rubbish he tested everything by the standards of his native place, and there was little
that could bear the test.
He had the sly air of a man who
could not be deceived, and he went about with his mouth in a
;

There is nothing so placid as rustic
pucker of incredulity.
conceit.
There was something very enjoyable about his calm
superiority to all the treasures of art.
MANDEVILLE. And the Parson reminds
ican minister, a consul in an Italian city,

me of another Amerwho said he was go-

Rome to have a thorough talk with the Pope, and
Ministers seem to think that is
give him a piece of his mind.
their business.
They serve it in such small pieces in order to
ing up to

make it go round.
THE PARSON. Mandeville
some music; nothing
lunch-time.

.

.

is

else will

an infidel. Come, let's have
keep him in good humor till

.

Mandeville settles himself in a chair and stretches his long
legs nearly into the fire, remarking that music takes the tangles
out of him.
After the piece is finished, lunch is announced.
It is still

snowing.
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UNPLEASANT MEETING.
(From "Queechy.")

MR. CARLETON went to Mme.

Fouche*'s,

who

received most

graciously, as any lady would, his apology for introducing himself unlooked-for, and begged that he would commit the same
fault often.

As soon

and invited him

made his way to Charlton
him the next morning.
never was known that Guy was

as practicable he

to breakfast with

Mrs. Carleton always said
refused anything he had a

it

mind

to ask.
Charlton, though taken
by surprise, and certainly not too much prepossessed in his favor,
was won by an influence that where its owner chose to exert it
was generally found irresistible and not only accepted the in;

vitation, but was conscious to himself of doing it with a good
deal of pleasure.
Even when Mr. Carleton made the further re-

quest that Capt. Rossitur would in the mean time see no one on
business, of any kind, intimating that the reason would then be
given, Charlton, though startling a little at this restraint upon
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freedom of motion, could do no other than give the desired
promise, and with the utmost readiness.
It was by this time not
Guy then went to Mr. Thorn's.

his

early.

" Mr. Lewis
" He

Thorn

is, sir,"

ingly.
"I

" It

is

he at home

?

"

said the servant, admitting

him rather

hesitat-

wish to see him a few moments on business."
is no hour for business," said the voice of Mr. Lewis from

"I can't see anybody to-night."
over the balusters
" It
" I ask but a few
minutes," said Mr. Carleton.
;

portant."
" It

may

be anything

"
!

said Thorn.

is

im-

" I won't do business

after twelve o'clock."

Mr. Carleton desired the servant to carry his card, with the
to Mr. Thorn the elder.
"What's that?" said Thorn as the man came upstairs,

same request,
"

?
Pshaw he can't attend to it
Well, walk up,
you please
may as well have it over and done with it."
Mr. Carleton mounted the stairs and followed the young gentleman into an apartment to which he rapidly led the way.
"
" You 've no
Thorn remarked
objections to this, I suppose ?
as he locked the door behind them.
"
Certainly not," said Mr. Carleton coolly taking out the key
"
and putting it in his pocket
my business is private it
needs no witnesses."

my

father

!

sir, if

!

,

;

"

Especially as

sneeringly
" Which

it

so nearly concerns yourself," said

Thorn

with admirable
it, sir?" said Mr. Carleton,
Thorn.
it
constrained
that
time
vexed
at
the
same
breeding.
"
" I '11 let
he
know
said,
proceeding
hurriedly
you
presently
to the lower end of the room where some cabinets stood, and unlocking door after door in mad haste.
The place had somewhat the air of a study, perhaps Thorn's
A long table stood in the middle of the floor, with
private room.
materials for writing, and a good many books were about the
room, in cases and on the tables, with maps and engravings and
portfolios, and a nameless collection of articles, the miscellaneous
gathering of a man of leisure and some literary taste.
Their owner presently came back from the cabinets with
tokens of a very different kind about him.
"
"
he said, offering to his guest a brace of most
There, sir
part of

It

!

!
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" take
one, and take your stand,
inhospitable-looking pistols,
"
like
as soon as you please
nothing
coming to the point at once
He was heated and excited even more than his manner in!

Mr. Carleton glanced at him and stood quietly exdicated.
amining the pistol he had taken. It was all ready loaded.
" This is a business that comes
upon me by surprise," he said
"I don't know what I have to do with this, Mr.
calmly,
Thorn."
"
Well, I do," said Thorn, and that 's enough. Take your
and he gave his words
You escaped me once, but "
place, sir
"
do
it
won't
the
second time "
dreadful emphasis,
you
"
" You do not
mean," said the other, that your recollection
"
of such an offence has lived out so many years ?
!

!

"
" it is not that.
I despise
said Thorn,
No, sir no, sir
You have touched me more nearly."
it, as I do the offender.
"Let me know in what," said Mr. Carleton, turning his
pistol's mouth down upon the table and leaning on it.
" You know
what do you ask me for ? " said Thorn,
already,

"

!

!

" if
you say you don't you lie heartily. I '11
"
this
but
out
of
you nothing
u I have not
in a whit."
knowingly injured you, sir,
"
" Then a Carleton
be
a
s#id
Thorn, and you are
liar,"
may

who was foaming,
tell

one

I dare say not the

first.

Put yourself there,

sir,

will

you?"
"

"
Well," said Guy carelessly, if it is decreed that I am to
fight, of course there 's no help for it ; but as I have business on
hand that might not be so well done afterwards I must beg your
attention to that in the first place."
"
I '11 attend to nothing
I '11 hear
No, sir," said Thorn,
I
from
know
I
'11
not
a
I '11 see
hear
word.
nothing
you.
ypu
to the business
Take your stand."
16
1 will not have anything to do with pistols," said Mr. Carle"
ton coolly, laying his out of his hand ;
they make too much
!

!

noise."

"

Who

cares for the noise

?

"

said Thorn.

" It won't hurt

and the door is locked."
;
" But
people's ears are not," said Guy.
Neither tone nor attitude nor look had changed in the least
calm gracefulness. It began to act upon Thorn.
"
Well, in the devil's name, have your own way," said he,

you

its

throwing down his pistol too, and going back to the cabinets at
" there are
the lower end of the room,
rapiers here, if you like
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the shortest the best for me,

but

take your choice."

Guy examined them
them

laid

carefully for a few minutes, and then
both, with a firm hand upon them, on the table.

" I will choose
neither, Mr. Thorn, till you have heard me.
I came here to see you on the part of others
I should be a recreant to my charge if I allowed you or myself to draw me into

anything that might prevent

my

fulfilling

That must be done

it.

first."

Thorn looked with a lowering brow on the indications of his
opponent's eye and attitude they left him plainly but one course
;

to take.

"
Well, speak and have done," he said, as in spite of himself;
" but I know it
already."
" I am here as a friend of Mr. Rossitur."
"

Why

come

don't you say a friend of somebody else, and
"
?
said Thorn.

nearer the truth

There was an intensity of expression in his sneer, but pain
was there as well as anger and it was with even a feeling of
;

pity that Mr. Carleton answered,
"The truth will be best reached, sir,

if

I

am

allowed to

my own words."

choose

There was no haughtiness in the steady gravity of this
speech, whatever there was in the quiet silence he permitted to
follow.
Thorn did not break it.
" I am informed of the
particulars concerning this prosecution of Mr. Rossitur
I am come here to know if no terms can
be obtained."
"

The
jail,

"

"

" no terms
said Thorn,
matter will be followed up now

No

!

I won't
till

speak of terms.
is lodged in

the fellow

where he deserves to be."
Are you aware, sir, that this,

if done, will be the cause of
"
very great distress to a family who have not deserved it ?
" That can't be
"
Of course
it
helped," said Thorn.
must cause distress, but you can't act upon that. Of course
!

when

a

man

turns rogue he ruins his family
that 's part of
a
and
one."
punishment
just
" The law is
" but a friend
just," said Mr. Carleton,
may
be merciful."
" I don't
pretend to be a friend," said Thorn viciously, " and I have no cause to be merciful.
I like to bring a man to

his

public

shame when he has

forfeited his title to anything else

;
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I intend that Mr. Rossitur shall become intimately acquainted with the interior of the State's Prison."
" Did it ever occur to
you that public shame might fall upon
"
other than Mr. Rossitur ? and without the State Prison ?
Thorn fixed a somewhat startled look upon the steady,
powerful eye of his opponent, and did not like its meaning.

and

"

You must

explain yourself, sir," he said haughtily.
acquainted with all the particulars of this proceeding,
Mr. Thorn. If it goes abroad, so surely will they."
"
" She told
said Thorn in a sudden flash of
you, did she ?
"I

am

fury.

Mr. Carleton was
serve, telling

silent,

with his air of imperturbable

re-

and expressing nothing but a cool independence

that put the world at a distance.
"Ha " said Thorn, " it is easy to see why our brave Englishman comes here to solicit ' terms for his honest friend,
!

'

he would not like the scandal of franking letters to
"our
Sing Sing. Come, sir," he said, snatching up the pistol,
business is ended
come, I say or I won't wait for you."
But the pistol was struck from his hand.
" Not
" You shall have
yet," said Mr. Carleton calmly,
but my business
mind, I promise you ;
your turn at these,
"
till then, let them alone
must be done first
"
"
" Rossitur will
Well, what is it ? said Thorn, impatiently.
be a convict, I tell you ; so you '11 have to give up all thoughts
What more
of his niece, or pocket her shame along with her.
have you got to say ? that 's all your business, I take it."
" You are
mistaken, Mr. Thorn," said Mr. Carleton gravely.
"Ami? In what?"
" In
every position of your last speech."
" It don't affect
your plans and views, I suppose, personally,
"
whether this prosecution is continued or not ?
" It does not in the least."
" It is indifferent to
you, I suppose, what sort of a queen
consort you carry to your little throne of a provinciality down

Rossitur

!

!

yonder

?

"

" I will
reply to you, sir, when you come back to the subsaid
Mr.
Carleton coldly.
ject,"
" You mean to
say that your pretensions have not been in
the way of mine?"
" I have made
none, sir."
"Does n't she like you ?"
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" I have never asked her."
"
" Then what
possessed her to tell you all this to-night ?
"
Simply because I was an old friend and the only one at

hand, I presume."
" And
you do not look for any reward of your services, of
"

course ?
" I wish for
none, sir, but her relief."
"
Well, it don't signify," said Thorn, with a mixture of ex" If 1 believed
it
you, which I don't,
pressions in his face,
don't signify a hair what you do, when once this matter is

known.

I

should never think of advancing

my

pretensions into

a felon's family."

"You know

that the lady in whose welfare you

take so

much

interest will in that case suffer aggravated distress as
having been the means of hindering Mr. Rossitur's escape."

" Can't
help

said Thorn, beating the table with a ruler
she must suffer for it. It is n't my fault."
" You are
willing then to abide the consequences of a full
for part will not come
disclosure of all the circumstances?
"
out without the whole ?

"so she has

" There

is

it,"

;

;

happily nobody to

tell

them," said Thorn, with a

sneer.

" Pardon

me

they will

thoroughly in all the

circles

not

only be

told,

known
know Mr.

but

in this country that

Thorn's name."
" The
"
lady" said Thorn in the same tone, would hardly
relish such a publication of her name
her welfare would be
scantily advantaged by it."
" I will take the risk of that
upon myself," said Mr. Carleton
" and the
of
the
other."
;
charge
quietly
" You dare not " said Thorn.
" You shall not
go alive out
!

of

this

wou ld

room

do

to

"

it

!

Let

me have

it,

sir

!

you said you

His passion was at a fearful height, for the family pride
which had been appealed to felt a touch of fear, and his other
thoughts were confirmed again, besides the dim vision of a
Desire almost concentrated
possible thwarting of all his plans.
itself upon revenge against the object that threatened them.

He had thrown

himself again towards the weapons which lay
his
reach, but was met and forcibly withheld from them.
beyond
" Stand back " said Mr. Carleton. " I said I
would, but I
!

am

not ready

;

finish this business first."

SUSAN WARNER.

10924

"

What

is

there to finish

never

are

mocking yourself."
"

My

life

matter before

is

I

"

said

Thorn

furiously

"
;

do anything out of these doors again

will

live to

?

you
you

not in your hands, sir, and I will settle this
If not with you, with Mr. Thorn,
it in peril.

put

your father, to whom it more properly belongs."
" You cannot leave the room to see
him," said Thorn sneeringly.

" unless hindered

" That is at
my pleasure," said the other,
not
think you will use."
I
do
means
by
Thorn was silent.

" Will
you yield anything of justice, once more, in favor of
"
this distressed family ?
" That
is, yield the whole, and let the guilty go free."
" When the
of the offender would involve that

punishment

of so

many

who

unoffending,

in this case

would

feel

it

with

peculiar severity."
" He deserves
it,

if it was only for the money he has kept me
he ought to be made to refund what he has stolen, if
"
it took the skin off his back
"That part of his obligation," said Mr. Carleton, "I am
authorized to discharge, on condition of having the note given
I have a cheque with me which I am commissioned to fill
up.
one of the best names here. I need only the date of
from
up,
the note, which the giver of the cheque did not know."
Thorn hesitated, again tapping the table with the ruler in a
troubled manner. He knew by the calm erect figure before him
and the steady eye he did not care to meet that the threat of
disclosure would be kept.
He was not prepared to brave it,
in case his revenge should fail
and if it did not
" It is deuced
folly," he said at length with a half laugh,
" for I shall have it back
again in five minutes, if my eye don't
a
me
I don't
trick,
however, if you will have it so
play
"
There are chances in all things
care.

out of

!

;

He went
dorsed note.
tion,

to

again to the cabinets, and presently brought the enMr. Carleton gave it a cool and careful examina-

to

its being the true one; and then
the blank duly filled up.
nothing, sir," he said, as he proceeded

satisfy himself of

delivered him the cheque
" There are chances in

;

burn the note effectually
"
" What do
you mean ?
" I mean that there is a

in the candle.

Supreme Disposer

of all things,

who
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the rest has our lives in his hand. And now, sir, I will
give you that chance at my life for which you have been so
eagerly wishing."
"Well, take your place," said Thorn, seizing his pistol,
"
" and take
your arms
put yourself at the end of the table
" I shall stand
here," said Mr. Carleton, quietly folding his
"
arms
you may take your place where you please."
"
" But
"
said Thorn impatiently,
you are not armed
why
"
don't you get ready ? what are you waiting for ?
" I have
nothing to do with arms," said Mr. Carleton, smil"I
no wish to hurt you, Mr. Thorn ; I bear you
have
ing ;
no ill-will. But you may do what you please with me."
"
" But
said Thorn in desperation.
you promised
" I abide
by my promise, sir."
Thorn's pistol hand fell ; he looked dreadfully. There was

among

!

;

!

!

a silence of several minutes.
" Well ? "
said Mr. Carleton, looking up and smiling.
" I can do
nothing unless you will," said Thorn hoarsely, and
looking hurriedly away.
" I

am at your pleasure, sir But on my own part I have
none to gratify."
There was silence again, during which Thorn's face was piti!

He did not stir.
able in its darkness.
" I did not come here in
enmity, Mr. Thorn," said Guy, after
"I have none now. If you believe
a little, approaching him
;

me you

will

throw away the remains of yours and take

my hand

in pledge of it."

Thorn was ashamed and confounded, in the midst of passions
made him at the moment a mere wreck of himself. He inwardly drew back exceedingly from the proposal. But the grace
with which the words were said wrought upon all the gentlemanly character that belonged to him, and made it impossible
not to comply. The pistol was exchanged for Mr. Carleton's hand.
that

" that
" I need not assure
nothing of
you," said the latter,
what we have talked of to-night shall ever be known or suspected
in any quarter unless by your means."

Thorn's answer was merely a bow, and Mr. Carleton withdrew, his quondam antagonist lighting him ceremoniously to the
door.
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TITTLEBAT TITMOUSE DYES HIS HAIR.
(From "Ten Thousand a Year.")

MANY most important considerations arising out of recent
were mohis altering circumstances
and coming events
The
mentarily forcing themselves upon Titmouse's attention.
first of these was his hair ; for Heaven seemed to have suddenly
given him the long-coveted means of changing its detested hue
and the next was an eyeglass, without which, he had long felt
his appearance and appointments to be painfully incomplete.
Early in the afternoon, therefore, on the readily admitted plea
;

of important business, he obtained the permission of the obsequious Mr. Tag-rag to depart for the day and instantly directed

his steps to the well-known shop of a fashionable perfumer and
well known to those, at least,
perruquier, in Bond Street

who were

in the habit of glancing at the enticing advertise-
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ments in the newspapers. Having watched through the window till the coast was clear (for he felt a natural delicacy in
asking for a hair dye before people who could in an instant
perceive his urgent occasion for it), he entered the shop, where
a well-dressed gentleman was sitting behind the counter readHe was handsome and his elaborately curled hair was
ing.
of a heavenly black (so at least Titmouse considered it) that
was better than a thousand printed advertisements of the celebrated fluid which formed the chief commodity there vended.
Titmouse, with a little hesitation, asked this gentleman what
was the price of their article " for turning light hair black "
"
and was answered
only seven and sixpence for the smaller"
One was in a twinkling placed upon the counsized bottle.
ter, where it lay like a miniature mummy, swathed, as it were,
"You'll find the fullest direcin manifold advertisements.
tions within, and testimonials from the highest nobility to the
"
wonderful efficacy of the CYANOCHAITANTHROPOPOION.
"
"Sure it will do, sir ?
inquired Titmouse anxiously.
"Is my hair dark enough to your taste, sir ? " said the gen"
because I owe it
tleman, with a calm and bland manner
;

'

'

entirely to this valuable specific."

"Do

you, indeed, sir?" inquired Titmouse: adding with a
"
and lifting off
sigh,
but, between ourselves, look at mine
his hat for a moment, he exhibited a great crop of bushy, car"

!

roty hair.
"
Whew

"

exclaimed the gentlerather ugly that, sir
"
a
to be born with
serious
What
curse
man, looking very
such hair,
"

!

!

is n't it ?

Ton my

life I

"

think

so, sir

"
!

answered Titmouse mourn-

"and do you

really say, sir, that this
turned yours of that beautiful black ? "
" Think
?
Ton my honor, sir,
certain
fully;

what 's-its-name

no mistake, I
assure you! I was fretting myself into my grave about the
color of my hair
Why, sir, there was a nobleman in here (I
don't like to mention names) the other day, with a head that
;

!

seemed as

if it

had been dipped into water, and then powdered

with brick dust

;

but

I assure you, the

poion was too much for

it

it

Cyanochaitanthropoturned black in a very short

You should have seen his lordship's ecstasy
(the
speaker saw that Titmouse would swallow anything; so he
went on with a confident air)
and in a month's time he had
married a beautiful woman whom he had loved from a child,

time.
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who had vowed

she could never bring herself to marrj a
with such a head of hair."
"
" How
long does it take to do all this, sir ?
interrupted
Titmouse eagerly, with a beating heart.
"
sometimes three days.
Sometimes two
In four days'
I
for
'11
answer
it, your most intimate friend would not
time,
know you. My wife did not know me for a long while, and
"
Here another customer
would n't let me salute her
ha, ha
entered and Titmouse laying down the five-pound note he had

but

man

!

;

squeezed out of Tag-rag, put the wonder-working phial into his
pocket, and on receiving his change, departed, bursting with
eagerness to try the effects of the Cyanochaitanthropopoion.

Within half an hour's time he might have been seen driving a
hard bargain with a pawnbroker for a massive-looking eyeglass, which, as it hung suspended in the window, he had for
months cast a longing eye upon and he eventually purchased
it (his eyesight, I need hardly say, was perfect) for only fifAfter taking a hearty dinner in a little dusk/
teen shillings.
in
eating-house
Rupert Street, frequented by fashionable-looking foreigners, with splendid heads of curling hair and moustaches, he hastened home, eager to commence the grand
Fortunately, he was undisturbed that evening.
experiment.
Having lit his candle, and locked his door, with tremulouB
fingers he opened the papers enveloping the little phial; and
glancing over their contents, got so inflamed with the numberless instances of its efficacy, detailed in brief but glowing
the Countess of ...
terms
as: the "Duke of ...
the lovely Miss
the Earl of, etc., etc., etc., etc.,
the
celebrated Sir Little Bull's-eye (who was so gratified that he
all of whom, from having hair
allowed his name to be used)
of the reddest possible description, were now possessed of
raven-hued locks" -that he threw down the paper, and hurHaving turned up hig
riedly got the cork out of the bottle.
coat cuffs, he commenced the application of the Cyanochaitanthropopoion, rubbing it into his hair, eyebrows, and whiskers,
with all the energy he was capable of, for upwards of half an
hour.
Then he read over again every syllable on the papers in
which the phial had been wrapped; and about eleven o'clock,
having given sundry curious glances at the glass, got into bed
full of exciting hopes and delightful anxieties concerning the
success of the great experiment he was trying.
He could not
;

,

sleep for several hours.

He dreamed

a rapturous dream

that
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he bowed to a gentleman with coal-black hair, whom he fanand suddenly discovered that he was
cied he had seen before
This woke him. Up he
in
a
at
himself
glass
only looking
but ah merhis
little
to
glass breathlessly
sprung
jumped
His hair was
ciful Heavens he almost dropped down dead
there could be no mistake about it. He stood
perfectly green
there staring in the glass in speechless horror, his eyes and
mouth distended to their utmost for several minutes. Then he
threw himself on the bed, and felt fainting. Up he presently
rubbed his hair desperjumped again in a kind of ecstasy
there it
again looked into the glass
ately and wildly about
was, rougher than before but eyebrows, whiskers, and head
all were, if anything, of a more vivid and brilliant green.
What had all his past troubles been
Despair came over him.
what was to become of him ? He got into bed again
to this ?
and burst into a perspiration. Two or three times he got into
on each occasion
and out of bed, to look at himself again
terrible
confirmation
than
before of the
more
deriving only
After lying still for some
disaster that had befallen him.
minutes, he got out of bed, and kneeling down, tried to say his
and he rose half choked. It was
prayers but it was in vain
plain that he must have his head shaved, and wear a wig
that was making an old man of him at once.
Getting more
and more disturbed in his mind, he dressed himself, half determined on starting off to Bond Street, and breaking every
!

!

!

!

!

;

;

pane of glass in the shop window of the cruel impostor who
had sold him the liquid that had so frightfully disfigured him.
As he stood thus irresolute, he heard the step of Mrs. Squallop
approaching his door, and recollected that he had ordered her
to bring up his tea-kettle about that time.
Having no time to
take his clothes off, he thought the best thing he could do
would be to pop into bed again, draw his nightcap down to his
ears and eyebrows, pretend to be asleep, and, turning his back
towards the door, have a chance of escaping the observation of
No sooner thought of than done. Into bed he
his landlady.
not aware, however,
jumped, and drew the clothes over him
that in his hurry he had left his legs, with boots and trousers
an unusual spectacle to his landlady, who
exposed to view
had, in fact, scarcely ever known him in bed at so late an hour
before.

He

Mrs. Squallop, after
lay as still as a mouse.
glancing with surprise at his legs, happening to direct her eyee
towards the window, beheld a small phial, only half of whose
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oh gracious !
dark contents were remaining
of course it
In a sudmust be POISON, and Mr. Titmouse must be dead
den fright she dropped the kettle, plucked the clothes off the
"
Mr.
Oh, Mr. Titmouse
trembling Titmouse, and cried out
Titmouse what have you been
"
"
Well, ma'am, what the devil do you mean ? How dare
commenced Titmouse, suddenly sitting up, and looking furiAn inconceivably strange and horrid
ously at Mrs. Squallop.
He had all his day clothes on a white cotfigure he looked.
ton nightcap was drawn down to his very eyes, like a man going
to be hanged his face was very pale, and his whiskers were of
!

!

>:

!

;

;

a bright green color.
"

Lard a-mighty " exclaimed Mrs.

Squallop faintly, the
strange apparition presented itself; and,
sinking on the chair, she pointed with a dismayed air to the
Titominous-looking object standing on the window shelf.
mouse from that supposed she had found out the true state of
the case.
"Well
isn't it an infernal shame, Mrs. Squallop?" said
he, getting off the bed, and, plucking off his night-cap, exhib"What d'ye think of
ited the full extent of his misfortune.
that!" he exclaimed, staring wildly at her.
Mrs. Squallop
a
faint
and
turned
her
motioned him
head
gave
shriek,
aside,
!

moment

that this

away.

"I
shall go
hair.
green
" Oh Lord

mad

I

SHALL " cried Titmouse, tearing his
!

oh Lord " groaned Mrs. Squallop, evidently
expecting him to leap upon her.
Presently, however, she a
little recovered her presence of mind; and Titmouse, stutterAs he
ing with fury, explained to her what had taken place.
went on, Mrs. Squallop became less and less able to control
herself, and at length burst into a fit of convulsive laughter,
and sat holding her hands to her fat shaking sides, as if she
would have tumbled off her chair. Titmouse was almost on
!

!

the point of striking her! At length, however, the fit went
off; and, wiping her eyes, she expressed the greatest commiseration for him, and proposed to go down and fetch up some

and try what " a good hearty wash would
Scarce sooner said than done
but, alas, in vain.

soft soap

do."

and

flannel,

Scrub, scrub
lather, lather, did they both; but, the instant
the soap-suds were washed off, there was the head as green as

ever

!
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"

I to do, Mrs.

Squallop ?
groaned Titmouse, having taken another look at himself in
!

the glass.
"
Why really I 'd be off to a police-office, and have 'em
taken up, if as how I was you ! " quoth Mrs. Squallop.
"No See if I don't take that bottle, and make the fellow
that sold it me swallow what 's left
and I '11 smash in his
all

shop front besides
"Oh you won't
at

home

a

bit,

"
!

you must n't

and be

quiet, it

not on no account! Stop
off with all this wash-

may go

Soft soap is an uncommon
course of the day.
but
a
a
excuse me,
stong thing for getting colors out
Mr. Titmouse
why was n't you satisfied with the hair God
Almighty had given you ? D' ye think He did n't know a deal
better than you what was best for you ?
I 'm blest if I don't
"
think this is a judgment on you.
" What
's the use of your standing preaching to me in this
"
Mrs.
said Titmouse, first with amazement,
way,
Squallop ?
"
and then with fury in his manner
A'n't I half mad without
ing,

in the

or no judgment
where 's the harm of my
black
hair
more
than
black
trousers ? That a'n't
wanting
any
own
Mrs.
're
as gray as a badger
hair,
your
Squallop
you
underneath -- 'pon my soul! I've often remarked it."
"I '11 tell you what, Mr. himperance " furiously exclaimed
Mrs. Squallop, " you 're a liar
And you deserve what you 've

Judgment

it ?

!

!

It is a judgment, and I hope it will stick
so
got
by you
take that for sauce, you vulgar fellow " (snapping her fingers
!

!

at him).

"

Get rid

of

your green hair

carrot tops instead of carrot roots
the other
ha! ha! ha!"
"I

if you can
and some likes
!

It 's only

one,

some

"

'11 tell
he commenced, but she
you what, Mrs. Squ
had gone, having slammed to the door behind her with all her
force and Titmouse was left alone in a half frantic
state, in
which he continued for nearly two hours. Once again he read
over the atrocious puffs which had overnight inflated him to
such a degree, and he now saw that they were all lies.
This
is a sample of them
;

:

" This divine fluid
(as it

ventor,

was enthusiastically styled to the inby the lovely Duchess of Doodle) possesses the inestimable

and astonishing quality of changing hair, of whatever color, to a
dazzling jet black at the same time imparting to it a rich glossy
;
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appearance, which, wonderfully contributes to the imposing tout
That well-known ornaensemble presented by those who use it.
ment of the circle of fashion, the young and lovely Mrs. Fitzfrippery, owned to the proprietor that to this surprising fluid it was
that she was indebted for those unrivalled raven ringlets which
attracted the eyes of envying and admiring crowds,"

and so

forth.

A

little

further on

:

" This
exquisite effect is not in all cases produced instantaneously; much will of course depend (as the celebrated M. Dupuytren,
of the Hotel Dieu, at Paris, informed the inventor) on the physical
idiosyncrasy of the party using it, with reference to the constituent
particles of the coloring matter constituting the fluid in the capilOften a single application suffices to change the most
lary vessels.
hopeless-looking head of red hair to as deep a black but not unf requently the hair passes through intermediate shades and tints
all, however, ultimately settling into a deep and permanent black."
;

This passage not a little revived the drooping spirits of Titmouse.
Accidentally, however, an asterisk at the last word in
the above sentence, directed his eye to a note at the bottom of
the page, printed in such minute type as baffled any but the
strongest sight and most determined eye to read, and which
said note was the following
:

"
Though cases do, undoubtedly, occasionally occur, in which the
native inherent indestructible qualities of the hair defy all attempts
at change or even modification, and resist even this potent remedy
"
of which, however, in all his experience
(the wonderful specific
" the inventor has known
has been invented for about six
:

months)

but very few instances."

But to this exceedingly select class of unfortunate incurables,
poor Titmouse, alas entertained a dismal suspicion that he
belonged
"
Look
Look, sir
Only look here what your cussed
"
stuff has done to my hair
said Titmouse, on presenting himself soon after to the gentleman who had sold him the infernal
!

!

!

!

!

The
and, taking off his hat, exposed his green hair.
gentleman, however, did not appear at all surprised, or
discomposed.
"
Ah yes I see I see. You 're in the intermediate
liquid

;

!

It differs in different people
"Differs, sir! I 'm going

"

stage.

mad

key

Cuss

me

if I

don't

"

!

I

I look like a

green mon-
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" In
But, have you
me, now, the color was a strong yellow.
"
in
are
the
that
read the explanations
wrapper ?
given
"
" Read 'em ?
"I should think
echoed Titmouse, furiously
an im!
do
me
're
a
Much
so
Sir, you
humbug
good they
life
Look
for
of
to
be
seen
the
rest
a
I
'm
sight
my
postor
!

!

!

!

at me, sir!

Eyebrows, whiskers, and all!"

"Rather a singular appearance, just at present, I must
own," said the gentleman, his face turning suddenly red all
over with the violent effort he was making to prevent an exploHe soon, however, recovered himself, and
sion of laughter.

"If you '11 only persevere added, coolly,
"
"
d
Persevere be d
interrupted Titmouse, violently
clapping his hat on his head, "I'll teach you to persevere in
I '11 have a warrant out against you in
taking in the public
!

!

no time "
!

"
said the
Oh, my dear sir, I 'm accustomed to all this
gentleman, coolly.
"
"
are
devil
The
gasped Titmouse, quite aghast.
you
"
often, while the liquid is performing the first
Oh, often
stage of the change but, in a day or two afterwards, the parties
generally come back smiling into my shop, with heads as black
"
as crows
"
No But really
do they, sir ? " interrupted Titmouse,
"

!

!

;

!

!

drawing a long breath.
"
Hundreds, I may say thousands,

my dear sir And one
lady gave me a picture of herself, in her black hair, to make
up for her abuse of me when it was a puce color
Fact,
!

honor!"

"But do you recollect any one's hair turning green, and then
"
getting black ?
inquired Titmouse with trembling anxiety.
"
Recollect any ? Fifty, at least.
For instance, there was
Lord Albert Addlehead
but why should I name names ? I
But everything is honor and confidential

know hundreds!
here!"
"

And

did Lord what Vhis-name's hair go green, and then
and was it at first as light as mine ? "
" His hair
was redder, and in consequence it became greener,

black

;

blacker than ever yours will be. "
"Well, if I and my landlady have this morning used an
"
ounce, we 've used a quarter of a pound of soft soap in
"
"
Soft soap
soft soap
cried out the gentleman with an
"
air of sudden alarm
That explains all " (he forgot how well

and now

is

!

!
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had already been explained by him.)

"By Heavens, sir!
ruined your hair forever " Titmouse opened his eyes and mouth with a start of terror, it not
occurring to his reflecting mind that the intolerable green had
preceded and caused, not followed, the use of the soft soap.
"Go home, my dear sir! God bless you
go home, as you
value your hair; take this small bottle of DAMASCUS CKEAM,
and rub it in before it 's too late and then use the remainder
"
of the
soft soap

You may have

!

!

;

"

Then you don't think it 's already too late ? " inquired Titmouse faintly; and having been assured to the contrary
having asked the price of the Damascus cream, which was

"
he paid it with
only three-and-sixpence
(stamp included)
a rueful air, and took his departure.
He sneaked along the
"

streets

with the air of a pick -pocket, fearful that every one he
officer who had his eye on him.
He was not, in

met was an

very far off the mark; for many a person smiled, and
and turned round to look at him as he went along.
Titmouse slunk upstairs to his room in a sad state of depression, and spent the next hour in rubbing into his hair the

fact,

stared,

Damascus cream. He rubbed till he could hardly hold his
arms up any longer, from sheer fatigue. Having risen at length
to mark, from the glass, the progress he had made, he found
that the only result of his persevering exertions had been to
give a greasy shining appearance to the hair, that remained as
With a half-uttered groan he sunk down upon
green as ever.
a chair, and fell into a sort of abstraction, which was inter-

Titmouse started up,
rupted by a sharp knock at his door.
trembled, and stood for a moment or two irresolute, glancing
fearfully at the glass and then, opening the door, let in Mr.
Gammon, who started back a pace or two, as if he had been
It
shot, on catching sight of the strange figure of Titmouse.
was useless for Gammon to try to check his laughter; so,
leaning against the door-post, he yielded to the impulse, and
Titlaughed without intermission for at least two minutes.
;

felt desperately angry, but feared to show it; and
the timid, rueful, lackadaisical air with which he regarded
the dreaded Mr. Gammon, only prolonged and aggravated the
When at length he had a little
agonies of that gentleman.
recovered himself, holding his left hand to his side, with an

mouse

exhausted

air,

mouse what

he entered the little apartment, and asked Titname of heaven he had been doing to him-

in the
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"

(in the absurd slang of the lawyers) that
he suspected most vehemently all the while quite well what
Titmouse had been about; but he wished to hear Titmouse's
own account of the matter
Titmouse, not daring to hesitate,
Gammon listening in an agony of suppressed
complied
He looked as little at Titmouse as he could, and
laughter.

self

:

Without this

!

trifle more sedate, when Titmouse, in a truly
lamentable tone, inquired, " What 's the good, Mr. Gammon,
"
of ten thousand a year with such a horrid head of hair as this ?
On hearing which Gammon jumped off his chair, started to
the window, and laughed for one or two minutes without ceasThis was too much for Titmouse, who presently cried
ing.
aloud in a lamentable manner; and Gammon, suddenly ceasing
his laughter, turned round and apologized in the most earnest
manner after which he uttered an abundance of sympathy for
the sufferings which "he deplored being unable to alleviate."
He even restrained himself when Titmouse again and again
"
asked if he could not " have the law of the man who had so
imposed on him. Gammon diverted the thoughts of his suffer-

was growing a

;

ing client, by taking from his pocket some very imposing packFrom time to time,
ages of paper, tied round with red tape.
however, he almost split his nose with efforts to restrain his
laughter, on catching a fresh glimpse of poor Titmouse's
emerald hair.
When Titmouse rose the next morning (Saturday), behold
he found his hair had become of a variously shaded purple
or violet color!
Astonishment and apprehension by turns
he
as
stared into the glass, at this unlooked-for
possessed him,
of
and
color;
change
hastily dressing himself, after swallowing a very slight breakfast, off he went once more to the
scientific establishment in Bond Street, to which he had been
indebted for his recent delightful experiences.
The distinguished inventor and proprietor of the Cyanochaitanthropocalm and confident as
poion was behind the counter as usual
.

.

.

ever.

"

Ah

!

I see

of glee in his

as I said as 1 said
" Is
n't it ?
!

Really, I 'm selling

than usual

possibly make."
"

"
!

manner.

more

quoth he, with a sort

coming round quicker
of the article

than I can

- at length said Titmouse, as soon as he had reWell,
covered from the surprise occasioned by the sudden volubility
" then is it
with which he had been assailed on entering
"
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"
really going on tolerable well ?
taking off his hat, and looking
anxiously into a glass that hung close by.
"
Tolerable well, my dear sir
Perfect
Delightful
Could n't be better! If you 'd studied the thing, you 'd know,
!

!

!

that purple is the middle color between green and black.
Indeed, black 's only purple and green mixed, which explains
sir,

the whole thing

"

Titmouse listened with

!

to this philosophical statement.
"
hair is to
Remember, sir

my

Honor
recollect, sir ?
" I have
very little
it,

come

infinite satisfaction

like yours

eh

that was the bargain, you

know

doubt of
"

it

it,

sir

nay, I

am

?

you

"
!

certain of

knowing
by experience.
[The scamp had been hired expressly

for the purpose of
in
thus
of
the
support
Cyanochaitanthropopoion ; his own
lying
hair being a natural black.]
"I
'm going to a grand dinner to-morrow, sir, " said Titmouse, "with some devilish great people, at the west end of
eh ? you understand ? will it do by that time ?
the town
Would give a trifle to get my hair a shade darker by that time
most lovely girl
hem
eh ? you understand the
for
devilish anxious, and all that sort of thing, you
thing ?
!

know "
"Yes
!

do," replied the gentleman of the shop, in a
and opening one of the glass doors behind
out
a
took
bottle
considerably larger than the first, and
him,
handed it to Titmouse.
"This," said he, "will complete
the thing; it combines, chemically, with the purple particles,
and the result is
generally arrived at in about two days'
"
time
"
" But it will do
eh?
something in a night's time
surely,
"I
it is called the TETABut here it is
should think so
I

confidential tone

;

!

RAGMENON ABRACADABRA. "
"

What

name

"

exclaimed Titmouse with a kind of awe.
"
almost
takes one's breath away
honor,
"
It will do more, sir
it will take your red hair away
By
the way, only the day before yesterday, a lady of high rank (between ourselves, Lady Caroline Carrot), whose red hair always
seemed as if it would have set her bonnet in a blaze
ha, ha
-came here, after two days' use of the Cyanochaitanthropopoion, and one day's use of this Tetaragmenon Abracadabra
and asked me if I knew her. Upon my soul 1 did not, till she
"
solemnly assured me she was really Lady Caroline
"

Ton

a

!

it

!

;

!

!
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eagerly inquired Titmouse, thrusting

hand into his pocket, with no little excitement.
"Only nine-and-sixpence."
"
Nine-and-six
Oh, my stars, what a price
"
This extraorbelieved
would
have
but
it, sir ?
Ah,
you
!

dinary fluid cost a great German chemist his whole life to
bring to perfection ; and it contains expensive materials from
"
all the four corners of the world
I 've laid out a large figure
but really
"That may be
"
Could n't you say eight sh
with you, sir, this day or two
"
"
We never abate, sir it 's not our style of doing business,
overawed poor
replied the gentleman, in a manner that quite
Titmouse, who at once bought this, the third abomination not
a little depressed, however, at the heavy prices he had paid for
the three bottles, and the uncertainty he felt as to the ultimate
That night he was so well satisfied with the progress
issue.
which the hair on his head was making (for, by candle-light,
it really looked much darker than could have been expected),
to leave well
at all events for the present
that he resolved
!

!

;

;

or at the utmost, to try the effects of the Tetaragmenon
Abracadabra only upon his eyebrows and whiskers. Into them
he rubbed the new specific which, on the bottle being opened,
surprised him in two respects first, it was perfectly colorless
However, it was no
secondly, it had a most infernal smell.
use hesitating he had bought and paid for it and the papers
it was folded in gave an account of its success that was really
irresistible and unquestionable.
Away, therefore, he rubbed;
into
had
he
and when
bed, in humble hope as to
finished, got
the result which would be disclosed by the morning's light.
When he looked at
But, alas! would you have believed it?
himself in the glass, about six o'clock (at which hour he
awoke), I protest it is a fact, that his eyebrows and whiskers
were as white tis snow which, combining with the purple color
of the hair on his head, rendered him one of the most astounding objects (in human shape) the eye of man had ever beheld.
There was the wisdom of age seated in his eyebrows and whiskers, unspeakable youthful folly in his features, and a purple
crown of WONDER on his head.
Really, it seemed as if the devil were wreaking his spite on
Mr. Titmouse nay, perhaps it was the devil himself who had
Or was it a mere
served him with the bottles in Bond Street.

alone

;

.

;

:

:

;

;

;

;

ordinary servant of the devil

some greedy, impudent, unprin-
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who, desirous of acting on the approved
had pitched on
Fiat experimentum in corpore vili
Titmouse (seeing the sort of person he was) as a godsend, quite
reckless what effect he produced on his hair, so as the stuff was
paid for, and its effects noted ? It might possibly have been
sport to the gentleman of the shop, but it was near proving
cipled

speculator,

maxim

death to poor Titmouse, who really might have resolved on
throwing himself out of the window, only that he saw it was
He turned aghast
not big enough for a baby to get through.

monstrous object which his little glass presented to him
and sunk down upon the bed with a feeling as if he were now

at the

fit

for death.

;
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GEORGE WASHINGTON.
first President of the United States
Westmoreland County, Va., February 22, 1732; died at
Mount Vernon, on the Potomac, December 14, 1799. The " Life of
Washington" has been written by John Marshall (1805), by Jared
Sparks, as a prefix to "The Writings of Washington" (1834), and,
There are numerous
best of all, by Washington Irving (1855).

WASHINGTON, GEORGE,

born

;

in

other Lives of Washington. Washington deserves a place in the
history of literature, although he wrote nothing especially designed
" to the
American
for publication except his " Farewell Address
"
Writings of George Washington," selected and edited
people. The

by Jared Sparks (12

vols., 1838-40), consist in great part of letters
of a public or private nature, and are of special historical and bio" The
Writings of George Washington, Including
graphical value.

His Diaries and Correspondence," edited by Worthington C. Ford,
appeared in 1889.

WASHINGTON'S FABEWELL ADDKESS.
FRIENDS AND FELLOW-CITIZENS:

THE period for a new election of a citizen to administer the
executive government of the United States being not far distant, and the time actually arrived when your thoughts must
be employed in designating the person who is to be clothed
with that important trust, it appears to me proper, especially
as it may conduce to a more distinct expression of the public
voice, that I should now apprise you of the resolution I have
formed, to decline being considered among the number of those
out of whom a choice is to be made.
I beg you, at the same time, to do me the justice to be
assured that this resolution has not been taken without a strict
regard to all the considerations appertaining to .the relation
which binds a dutiful citizen to his country; and that in withdrawing the tender of service which silence in my situation
might imply, I am influenced by no diminution of zeal for your
future interest, no deficiency of grateful respect for your past
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am supported by a full conviction that the step
both.
with
compatible
The acceptance of, and continuance hitherto in, the office
to which your suffrages have twice called me, have been a uniform sacrifice of inclination to the opinion of duty, and to a
deference to what appeared to be your desire.
I constantly
hoped that it would have been much earlier in my power, consistently with motives which I was not at liberty to disregard,
to return to that retirement from which I had been reluctantly
drawn.
The strength of my inclination to do this, previous to
the last election, had even led to the preparation of an address
to declare it to you; but mature reflection on the then perplexed and critical posture of our affairs with foreign nations,
and the unanimous advice of persons entitled to my confidence,
kindness

;

but

is

impelled

me

to

abandon the

idea.

that the state of your concerns, external as well as
no
internal,
longer renders the pursuit of inclination incompatible with the sentiment of duty or propriety ; and am perI rejoice

suaded, whatever partiality may be retained for my services,
that in the present circumstances of our country you will not

disappove my determination to retire.
The impressions with which I first undertook the arduous
In the discharge
trust were explained on the proper occasion.
of this trust, I will only say that I have, with good intentions,
contributed towards the organization and administration of the
government the best exertions of which a very fallible judgment
was capable. Not unconscious, in the outset, of the inferiority
qualifications, experience in my own eyes, perhaps still
in the eyes of others, has strengthened the motives to
diffidence of myself; and every day the increasing weight of
of

my

more

me more and more that the shade of retireSatisfied
necessary to me as it will be welcome.
that if any circumstances have given peculiar value to my services, they were temporary, I have the consolation to believe
that while choice and prudence invite me to quit the political
scene, patriotism does not forbid it.
In looking forward to the moment which is intended to
terminate the career of my public life, my feelings do not permit me to suspend the deep acknowledgment of that debt of

years admonishes

ment

is as

gratitude which I owe to my beloved country for the many
honors which it has conferred upon me still more for the
steadfast confidence with which it has supported me ; and for
;
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the opportunities I have thence enjoyed of manifesting my inviolable attachment by services faithful and persevering, though
If benefits have resulted to
in usefulness unequal to my zeal.
it always be remembered
and as an instructive example in our annals
agitated in
that, under circumstances in which the passions
were liable to mislead, amidst appearances
every direction
sometimes dubious, vicissitudes of fortune often discouraging,
in situations in which not infrequently want of success has
the constancy of your
countenanced the spirit of criticism,
of
the
was
the essential prop
efforts, and a guarantee
support
of the plans by which they were effected.
Profoundly pene-

our country from these services, let

to your praise;

it with me to the grave, as a
vows
that Heaven may continue
incitement
to
unceasing
strong
to you the choicest tokens of its beneficence ; that your union
and brotherly affection may be perpetual ; that the free constitution, which is the work of your hands, may be sacredly
maintained; that its administration in every department may
be stamped with wisdom and virtue
that, in fine, the happiness of the people of these States, under the auspices of liberty, may be made complete, by so careful a preservation and
so prudent a use of this blessing, as will acquire to them the
glory of recommending it to the applause, the affection, and
adoption of every nation which is yet a stranger to it.
Here, perhaps, I ought to stop: but solicitude for your welfare, which cannot end but with my life, and the apprehension
of danger natural to that solicitude, urge me, on an occasion
like the present, to offer to your solemn contemplation, and to

trated by this idea, I shall carry

;

recommend

your frequent review, some sentiments which
much reflection, of no inconsiderable observation; and which appear to me all-important to the permanency
of your felicity as a people.
These will be offered to you with
the more freedom, as you can only see in them the disinterested warnings of a parting friend, who can possibly have no
Nor can I forget an
personal motive to bias his counsels.
to

are the result of

encouragement to it,
your indulgent reception of my sentiments on a former and not dissimilar occasion.
Interwoven as is the love of liberty with every ligament of
your hearts, no recommendation of mine is necessary to fortify
or confirm the attachment.

The unity
is

also

of

now dear

government which constitutes you one people
to you.

It is justly so, for it is

a

main

pillar
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in the edifice of your real independence

:

the support of your

tranquillity at home, your peace abroad; of your safety; of
your prosperity in every shape ; of that very liberty which you
But as it is easy to foresee that from differso highly prize.

ent causes, and from different quarters,

much

pains will be

taken, many
employed, to weaken in your minds the
conviction of this truth as this is the point in your political
fortress against which the batteries of external and internal
artifices

;

enemies will be most constantly and actively (though often
covertly and insidiously) directed: it is of infinite moment
that you should properly estimate the immense value of your
national union to your collective and individual happiness,
that you should cherish a cordial habitual and immovable
attachment to it accustoming yourselves to think and speak of
it as of the Palladium of your political safety and prosperity;
watching for its preservation with jealous anxiety discountenancing whatever may suggest even a suspicion that it can, in
any event, be abandoned; and indignantly frowning upon the
;

;

attempt to alienate any portion of our
to enfeeble the sacred ties which now
or
rest,
link together the various parts.

first

dawning

of every

country from the

For this you have every inducement of sympathy and interCitizens by birth or choice of a common country, that
The name
country has a right to concentrate your affections.
of American, which belongs to you in your national capacity,
must always exalt the just pride of patriotism more than any
With slight
appellation derived from local discriminations.
shades of difference, you have the same religion, manners,
You have in a common cause
habits, and political principles.
The
and
independence and liberty
fought
triumphed together.
councils
and joint efforts,
work
of
are
the
you possess
joint
of common dangers, sufferings, and successes.
But these considerations, however powerfully they address
est.

themselves to your sensibility, are greatly outweighed by those
which apply more immediately to your interest. Here every
portion of our country finds the most commanding motives for
carefully guarding and preserving the union of the whole.
To the efficacy and permanency of your union, a govern-

No alliances, however
whole is indispensable.
between
an
can
be
the
strict,
They
adequate substitute.
parts,
must inevitably experience the infractions and interruptions
which all alliances in all times have experienced. Sensible of
ment

for the
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momentous truth, you have improved upon your first essay
the
adoption of a constitution of government better calculated
by
than your former for an intimate union, and for the efficacious
management of your common concerns. This government, the
this

offspring of your

upon

full

free in its

own

choice, uninfluenced

and unawed, adopted

investigation and mature deliberation, completely
principles, in the distribution of its powers, uniting

security with energy, and containing within itself a provision
for its own amendment, has a just claim to your confidence and

your support. Respect for its authority, compliance with its
laws, acquiescence in its measures, are duties enjoined by the
fundamental maxims of true liberty. The basis of our political systems is the right of the people to make and to alter
But the constitution which
their constitutions of government.
at any time exists, till changed by an explicit and authentic
act of the whole people, is sacredly obligatory upon all.
The

very idea of the power and the right of the people to establish
government, presupposes the duty of every individual to obey
the established government.
All obstructions to the execution of the laws; all combinations and associations, under whatever plausible character,
with the real design to direct, control, counteract, or awe the
regular deliberation and action of the constituted authorities,
are destructive of this fundamental principle, and of fatal
tendency.
They serve to organize faction, to give it an artificial

and extraordinary force;

to put in the place of the dele-

often a small
gated will of the nation, the will of a party,
but artful and enterprising minority of the
and
community,

according to the alternate triumphs of different parties, to
the public administration the mirror of the ill-concerted
and incongruous projects of faction, rather than the organ of

make

consistent and wholesome plans,
digested by common councils
and modified by mutual interests. However combinations or
associations of the above
description may now and then answer
popular ends, they are likely, in the course of time and things,
to become potent engines
by which cunning, ambitious, and
unprincipled men will be enabled to subvert the power of the
people, and to usurp for themselves the reins of government;

destroying afterwards the very engines which have lifted them
to unjust dominion.

Towards the preservation of your government and the permanency of your present happy state, it is requisite, not only
VOL. XX.
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that you steadily discountenance irregular oppositions to its
acknowledged authority, but also that you resist with care the
spirit of innovation upon its principles, however specious the
One method of assault may be to effect, in the forms
pretexts.
of the Constitution, alterations which will impair the energy

system and thus to undermine what cannot be directly
In all the changes to which you may be invited,
overthrown.
remember that time and habit are at least as necessary to fix
the true character of governments as of other human institutions that experience is the surest standard by which to test
the real tendency of the existing constitution of a country;
that facility in changes upon the credit of mere hypothesis and
of the

;

;

opinion exposes to perpetual change, from the endless variety
of hypothesis and opinion and remember, especially, that for
the efficient management of your common interests, in a country so extensive as ours, a government of as much vigor as is
consistent with the perfect security of liberty is indispensable.
:

Liberty itself will find in such a government, with powers
It is
properly distributed and adjusted, its surest guardian.
indeed little else than a name, where the government is too
feeble to withstand the enterprises of faction, to confine each
member of the society within the limits prescribed by the laws,
and to maintain all in the secure and tranquil enjoyment of

the rights of person and property.
I have already intimated to you the danger of parties in the
State, with particular reference to the founding of them on
Let me now take a more comgeographical discriminations.
warn
and
you in the most solemn manner
prehensive view,
against the baneful effects of the spirit of party generally.
There is an opinion that parties 'in free countries are useful
checks upon the administration of the government, and serve

This within limits is probto keep alive the spirit of liberty.
monarchical cast, patriota
of
in
true
and
;
governments
ably

ism may look with indulgence, if not with favor, upon the
But in those of the popular character, in govspirit of party.
ernments purely elective, it is a spirit not to be encouraged.

From

tendency, it is certain that there will
always be enough of that spirit for every salutary purpose ; and
there being constant danger of excess, the effort ought to be, by
force of public opinion, to mitigate and assuage it.
fire not to
their

natural

A

be quenched, it demands a uniform vigilance to prevent its bursting into a flame lest instead of warming, it should consume.
;
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It is important, likewise, that the habits of thinking in a
free country should inspire caution in those intrusted with its
administration, to confine themselves within their respective

constitutional spheres ; avoiding in the exercise of the powers
The spirit of
of one department to encroach upon another.

encroachment tends to consolidate the powers of all the departments in one, and thus to create, whatever the form of government, a real despotism.
and proneness to abuse

A
it,

just estimate of that love of power,

which predominates in the human

heart, is sufficient to satisfy us of the truth of this position.
The necessity of reciprocal checks in the exercise of political
power, by dividing it and distributing it into different deposi-

and constituting each the guardian of the public weal
against invasion by the others, has been evinced by experiments ancient and modern some of them in our country and
under our own eyes. To preserve them must be as necessary
tories,

:

as to institute them.
If, in the opinion of the people, the distribution or modification of the constitutional powers be in any

particular wrong, let it be corrected by an amendment in the
way which the Constitution designates. But let there be no
change by usurpation; for though this, in one instance, may
be the instrument of good, it is the customary weapon by which

governments are destroyed. The precedent must always
greatly overbalance in permanent evil any partial or transient
benefit which the use can at any time yield.
Of all the dispositions and habits which lead to political
prosperity, religion and morality are indispensable supports.
In vain would that man claim the tribute of patriotism, who
free

should labor to subvert these great pillars of human happiness,
these firmest props of the duties of men and citizens.
The
mere politician, equally with the pious man, ought to respect
and to cherish them. A volume could not trace all their connections with private and public felicity.
Let it simply be
asked, where is the security for property, for reputation, for
life, if the sense of religious obligation desert the oaths which
are the instruments of investigation in courts of justice ? And
let us with caution indulge the supposition that morality can
be maintained without religion.
Whatever may be conceded
to the influence of refined education on minds of peculiar
structure, reason and experience both forbid us to expect
that national morality can prevail in exclusion of religious
principle.
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substantially true that virtue or morality is a necesThe rule indeed extends
sary spring of popular government.
to
force
less
or
more
with
every species of free government.
Who that is a sincere friend to it can look with indifference

'T

is

upon attempts to shake the foundation of the fabric ?
Promote then, as an object of primary importance,

institu-

In proportion as
tions for the general diffusion of knowledge.
the structure of government gives force to public opinion, it is
essential that public opinion should be enlightened.

As a very important source of strength and security, cherOne method of preserving it is to use it as
ish public credit.
as
possible avoiding occasions of expense by cultisparingly
:

vating peace, but remembering also that timely disbursements
to prepare for danger frequently prevent much greater disbursements to repel it; avoiding likewise the accumulation of
debt, not only by shunning occasions of expense, but by vigorous exertions in time of peace to discharge the debts which
unavoidable wars may have occasioned, not ungenerously throw-

ing upon posterity the burthen which we ourselves ought to
The execution of these maxims belongs to your representatives, but it is necessary that public opinion should coTo facilitate to them the performance of their duty,
operate.
it is essential that you should practically bear in mind that
towards the payment of debts there must be revenue ; that to
have revenue there must be taxes ; that no taxes can be devised
which are not more or less inconvenient and unpleasant; that
the intrinsic embarrassment inseparable from the selection of
the proper objects (which is always a choice of difficulties)
ought to be a decisive motive for a candid construction of the
conduct of the government in making it, and for a spirit of
acquiescence in the measures for obtaining revenue which the
public exigencies may at any time dictate.
Observe good faith and justice towards all nations cultivate peace and harmony with all.
Religion and morality enand
can
it
be
that
this
conduct,
good policy does not
join
It
will
be
of
a free, enlightened,
it
?
worthy
equally enjoin

bear.

;

no distant period, a great nation, to give to mankind
of a people always
Who can doubt
guided by an exalted justice and benevolence.
that in the course of time and things, the fruits of such a plan
would richly repay any temporary advantages which might be
lost by a steady adherence to it ?
Can it be that Providence

and

at

the

magnanimous and too novel example

GEORGE WASHINGTON.

10947

has not connected the permanent felicity of a nation with its
The experiment, at least, is recommended by every
virtue ?
sentiment which ennobles human nature ; alas is it rendered
!

impossible by its vices ?
In the execution of such a plan, nothing is more essential
than that permanent, inveterate antipathies against particular
nations, and passionate attachments for others, should be excluded and that in place of them, just and amicable feelings
The nation which indulges
towards all should be cultivated.
towards another an habitual hatred or an habitual fondness, is
;

in

some degree a

slave.

It is a slave to its

animosity or to

its

affection, either of which is sufficient to lead it astray from its
Antipathy in one nation against anduty and its interest.

other disposes each more readily to offer insult and injury, to
lay hold of slight causes of umbrage, and to be haughty and
intractable when accidental or trifling occasions of dispute

Hence frequent collisions,
obstinate, envenomed,
The nation prompted by ill-will and
and bloody contests.
resentment sometimes impels to war the government, contrary
The government sometimes
to the best calculations of policy.
in
the
national
participates
propensity, and adopts through
would
what
reason
passion
reject at other times it makes the
occur.

:

animosity of the nation subservient to projects of hostility instigated by pride, ambition, and other sinister and pernicious

The peace often, sometimes perhaps the liberty, of
nations has been the victim.
motives.

.

.

.

The great

is,

rule of conduct for us in regard to foreign nations
in extending our commercial relations, to have with them

as little political connection as possible.

So far as we have

already formed engagements, let them be fulfilled with perfect
Here let us stop.
good faith.
Europe has a set of primary interests, which to us have
Hence she must be engaged
none, or a very remote, relation.
in frequent controversies, the causes of which are essentially
Hence therefore it must be unwise
foreign to our concerns.
in us to implicate ourselves, by artificial ties, in the ordinary
vicissitudes of her politics, or the ordinary combinations
collisions of her friendships or enmities.

Our detached and distant
to pursue a different course.

an

efficient

and

situation invites and ennables us
If

we remain one

government, the period

is

not far

off

defy material injury from external annoyance

;

people, under

when we may
when we may
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take such an attitude as will cause the neutrality we may at
any time resolve upon to be scrupulously respected ; when belligerent nations, under the impossibility of making acquisitions

upon

us, will

not lightly hazard the giving us provocation
or war, as our interest, guided by

;

when we may choose peace
counsel.
justice, shall

Why forego the advantages of so peculiar a situation ?
Why quit our own to stand upon foreign ground ? Why, by
interweaving our destiny with that of any part of Europe,
entangle our peace and prosperity in the toils of European
ambition, rivalship, interest, humor, or caprice ?
It is our true policy to steer clear of permanent alliances
so far, I mean, as we
with any portion of the foreign world,
it
to
do
for
me
let
not
at
be understood as
now
are
liberty
;

capable of patronizing infidelity to
hold the maxim no less applicabe
affairs, that honesty is always the
therefore, let those engagements be
sense.

But in

my

opinion,

it

is

existing engagements.

I

to public than to private
I repeat it,
best policy.

observed in their genuine
unnecessary and would be

unwise to extend them.

Taking care always to keep ourselves, by suitable establishments, on a respectable defensive posture, we may safely trust
to temporary alliances for extraordinary emergencies.
Harmony, liberal intercourse with all nations, are recom-

But even our
policy, humanity, and interest.
commercial policy should hold an equal and impartial hand

mended by

:

neither seeking nor granting exclusive favors or preferences
consulting the natural course of things; diffusing and diversifying by gentle means the streams of commerce, but forc-

;

ing nothing

;

to give trade

in order
establishing with powers so disposed
a stable course, to define the rights of our

merchants, and to enable the government to support them
conventional rules of intercourse, the best that present circumstances and mutual 'opinion will permit, but temporary, and
liable to be from time to time abandoned or varied as experience and circumstances shall dictate
constantly keeping in
view that it is folly in one nation to look for disinterested
favors from another that it must pay with a portion of its independence for whatever it may accept under that character
that by such acceptance it may place itself in the condition of
:

;

;

having given equivalents for nominal favors, and yet of being
There can
reproached with ingratitude for not giving more.
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be no greater error than to expect or calculate upon real favors
from nation to nation. It is an illusion which experience must
cure, which a just pride ought to discard.
In ottering to you, my countrymen, these counsels of an
old and affectionate friend, I dare not hope they will make the
strong and lasting impression I could wish that they will control the usual current of the passions, or prevent our nation
;

from running the course which has hitherto marked the desBut if I may even flatter myself that they
tiny of nations.
be
may
productive of some partial benefit, some occasional
that
they may now and then recur to moderate the fury
good
of party spirit, to warn against the mischiefs of foreign in;

trigue, to guard against the impostures of pretended patriotism this hope will be a full recompense for the solicitude for
:

your welfare by which they have been dictated.

How far, in the discharge of my official duties, I have been
guided by the principles which have been delineated, the public
records and other evidences of my conduct must witness to you
and to the world. To myself, the assurance of my own conscience is, that I have at least believed myself to be guided by
them.

.

.

.

The duty

of holding a neutral conduct may be inferred,
without anything more, from the obligation which justice and
humanity impose on every nation, in cases in which it is free
to act, to maintain inviolate the relations of peace and amity
towards other nations.
The inducements of interest for observing that conduct will
With
best be referred to your own reflections and experience.
me, a predominant motive has been to endeavor to gain time
to our country to settle and nurture its yet recent institutions,
and to progress without interruption to that degree of strength

and consistency which
ing, the

command

is

of its

necessary to give

own

it,

humanly speak-

fortunes.

in reviewing the incidents of my administration,
unconscious of intentional error, I am nevertheless too
sensible of my defects not to think it probable that I may have

Though

I

am

committed many errors. Whatever they may be, I fervently
beseech the Almighty to avert or mitigate the evils to which
I shall also carry with me the hope that my
they may tend.
never
cease to view them with indulgence; and
will
country
that, after forty-five years of

with an upright

my

life

zeal, the faults of

dedicated to

its service

incompetent abilities will
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be consigned to oblivion, as myself must soon be to the mansions of rest.

Belying on its kindness in this as in other things, and
actuated by that fervent love towards it which is so natural to
a man who views in it the native soil of himself and his progenitors for several generations, I anticipate with pleasing
expectation that retreat, in which I promise myself to realize,
without alloy, the sweet enjoyment of partaking, in the midst
of my fellQW-citizens, the benign influence of good laws under
a free government, the ever-favorite object of my heart, and
the happy reward, as I trust, of our mutual cares, labors, and
dangers.

GEORGE WASHINGTON.
UNITED STATES, September

17th, 1796.

WASHINGTON'S TOUR TO THE OHIO.
(From

his Journal of

a Tour to the Ohio River

in 1770.)

WE

October 20th.
embarked in a large canoe, with sufficient store of provisions and necessaries. ... At two we dined
at Mr. Magee's, and encamped ten miles below, and four above
the Logstown.
passed several large islands, which appeared

We

to [be] very good, as the bottoms also did on each side of the
river alternately ; the hills on one side being opposite to the

bottoms on the other, which seem generally to be about three
or four hundred yards wide, and so vice versa.
21st.
Left our encampment about six o'clock, and breakfasted at the Logstown, where we parted with Colonel Croghan
and company about nine o'clock. At eleven we came to the
mouth of the Big Beaver Creek, opposite to which is a good
situation for a house, and above it, on the same side (that is,
the west), there appears to be a body of fine land.
From Raccoon Creek to Little Beaver Creek appears to me to be little
short of ten miles, and about three miles below this we encamped after hiding a barrel of biscuit in an island (in sight)
to lighten our canoe.
22c?.
As it began to snow about midnight, and continued
pretty steadily at it, it was about half after seven before we left
;

our encampment.
At the distance of about eight miles we
came to the mouth of Yellow Creek (to the west), opposite to,
or rather below, which appears to be a long bottom of very good
land, and the ascent to the hills apparently gradual.

There

i

GEORGE WASHINGTON.

10951

another pretty large bottom of very good land about two or
About eleven or twelve miles from
three miles above this.

and just above what is called the Long Island (which
though so distinguished is not very remarkable for length,
breadth, or goodness), comes in on the east side the river a
small creek, or run, the name of which I could not learn;
and a mile or two below the island, on the west side, comes in
Big Stony Creek (not larger in appearance than the other), on
neither of which does there seem to be any large bottoms or
bodies of good land. About seven miles from the last mentioned creek, twenty-eight from our last encampment, and
about seventy -five from Pittsburg, we came to the Mingo Town,
situate on the west side the river, a little above the Cross
This place contains about twenty cabins, and seventy
Creeks.
this,

inhabitants of the Six Nations.

Had we

set off early,

and kept

constantly at it, we might have reached lower than this place
to-day ; as the water in many places run pretty swift, in general

more so than yesterday. The river from Fort Pitt to the Logstown has some ugly rifts and shoals, which we found somewhat
difficult to pass, whether from our inexperience of the channel,

From the Logstown to the
or not, I cannot undertake to say.
Little
Beaver
much
the same kind of water ;
of
Creek
is
mouth
that

is,

rapid in some places, gliding gently along in others,

many. The water from Little Beaver Creek
Mingo Town, in general, is swifter than we found it the
preceding day, and without any shallows ; there being some one
part or another always deep, which is a natural consequence,
as the river in all the distance from Fort Pitt to this town has
not widened at all, nor doth the bottoms appear to be any
The hills which come close to the river opposite to
larger.
each bottom are steep and on the side in view, in many places,
rocky and cragged; but said to abound in good land on the
These are not a range of hills, but broken and cut in
tops.
two, as if there were frequent watercourses running through

and quite

still

in

to the

;

we did not perceive to be the case, consebe small if any).
must
The river along down
quently they

(which, however,

abounds in wild geese, and several kinds of ducks, but in no
great quantity.
our arrival at the

We

killed five wild

turkeys to-day.

Upon

Mingo Town, we received the disagreeable
news of two traders being killed at a town called the GrapeVine Town, thirty-eight miles below this which caused us to
hesitate whether we should proceed, or wait for further intelli;

gence.
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Several imperfect accounts coming in, agreeing that
23r?.
only one person was killed, and the Indians not supposing it
to be done by their people, we resolved to pursue our passage,
till we could get some more distinct account of this transaction.
Accordingly, about two o'clock we set out with the two
Indians, who were to accompany us, in our canoe, and in about
four miles came to the mouth of a creek called Sculp Creek on
the east side, at the mouth of which is a bottom of very good
The Cross Creeks
land, as I am told there likewise is up it.
(as they are called), are not large; that on the west side is

At the Mingo Town we found and left sixty and odd
warriors of the Six Nations, going to the Cherokee country to
About ten miles below
proceed to war against the Catawbas.
the town, we came to two other cross creeks ; that on the west
side largest, but not big, and called by Nicholson, French
Creek. About three miles, or a little better, below this, at the
biggest.

lower point of some islands, which stand contiguous to each
other, we were told by the Indians with us that three men from
Virginia (by Virginians they mean all the people settled upon
Redstone, etc.) had marked the land from hence all the way to
Redstone ; that there was a body of exceeding fine land lying
about this place, and up opposite to the Mingo Town, as also
down to the mouth of Fishing Creek. At this place we

encamped.
24th.

We

left

miles below

six

it

our encampment before
we came to the mouth

sunrise, and abou.t
of a pretty smart

creek, coming in to the eastward, called by the Indians SplitOn this
Island Creek, from its running in against an island.
creek there is the appearance of good land a distance up it.
Six miles below this again we came to another creek on the
west side, called by Nicholson, Wheeling; and about a mile
lower down appears to be another small water coming in on the
east side, which I remark, because of the scarcity of them, and
to

show how badly furnished

this country is with mill-seats.

Two

or three miles below this again is another run on the west
side, up which is a near way by land to the Mingo Town ; and
about four miles lower, comes in another on the east, at which

About
place is a path leading to the settlement at Redstone.
a mile and a half below this again, comes in the Pipe Creek,
so called by the Indians from a stone, which is found here, out
of which they make pipes.
Opposite to this, that is, on the
east side, is a bottom of exceeding rich land

;

but as

it

seems

GEORGE WASHINGTON.
to lie low, I
This
flowed.

am

apprehensive that

it is
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subject to be over-

bottom ends where the effects of a hurricane
Two or
appear, by the destruction and havoc among the trees.
three miles below the Pipe Creek is a pretty large creek on the
west side, called by Nicholson Fox-Grape-Vine, by others Captema Creek, on which, eight miles up, is the town called the
Grape-Vine Town and at the mouth of it is the place where
it was said the traders lived, and the one was killed.
To this
in
the
o'clock
three
came
about
we
and
afternoon,
place
finding
nobody there, we agreed to camp; that Nicholson and one of
the Indians might go up to the town, and inquire into the
truth of the report concerning the murder.
About seven o'clock, Nicholson and the Indian re25th.
turned; they found nobody at the town but two old Indian
women (the men being a hunting) from these they learnt that
the trader was not killed, but drowned in attempting to ford
the Ohio and that only one boy, belonging to the traders, was
;

;

;

in these parts the trader (father to him) being gone for horses
to take home their skins.
About half an hour after seven we
;

around which and up the creek
In our passage down to this we see
innumerable quantities of turkeys, and many deer watering
and browsing on the shore-side, some of which we killed.
Neither yesterday nor the day before did we pass any rifts, or
very rapid water, the river gliding gently along; nor did we
set out
is

from our encampment

;

a body of fine land.

perceive any alteration in the general face of the country,
except that the bottoms seemed to be getting a little longer and
wider, as the bends of the river grew larger.
About five miles from the Vine Creek comes in a very large
creek to the eastward, called by the Indians Cut Creek, from a

town or

tribe of Indians, which they say was cut off entirely
in a very bloody battle between them and the Six Nations.
This creek empties just at the lower end of an island, and is
seventy or eighty yards wide ; and I fancy it is the creek com-

called by the people of Redstone etc., Wheeling.
It
extends, according to the Indians' account, a great way, and
interlocks with the branches of Split-Island Creek ;

monly

abounding
and exceeding good land. Just below
this, on the west side, comes in a small run; and about five
miles below it, on the west side also, another
middling large
creek empties, called by the Indians Broken-Timber Creek so
named from the timber that is destroyed on it by a hurricane;
in very fine bottoms,

;
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on the head of this was a town of the Delawares, which is now
Two miles lower down, on the same side, is another
creek smaller than the last, and bearing (according to the InOpposite to these two creeks (on the
dians) the same name.
About
east side) appears to be a large bottom of good land.
two miles below the last mentioned creek, on the east side,
and at the end of the bottom aforementioned, comes in a small
Seven miles from this comes in Muddy
creek or large run.
of the river, a pretty large creek, and
on
the
east
side
Creek,
heads up against and with some of the waters of Monongahela
(according to the Indians' account), and contains some bottoms
of very good land; but in general the hills are steep, and
At the mouth of this creek is the
country broken about it.
largest flat I have seen upon the river; the bottom extending
two or three miles up the river above it, and a mile below; tho
it does not seem to be of the richest kind and yet is exceeding
good upon the whole, if it be not too low and subject to freshets.
About half way in the long reach we encamped, opposite to the
At this
beginning of a bottom on the east side of the river.
we
out
lines
and
threw
some
at
found
a
of
catfish,
night
place
the size of our largest river cats, hooked to it in the morning,
We found no rifts
though it was of the smallest kind here.
in this day's passage, but pretty swift water in some places,
and still in others. We found the bottoms increased in size,
both as to length and breadth, and the river more choked up
with fallen trees, and the bottom of the river next the shores
rather more muddy, but in general stony, as it has been all
the way down.
26^.
Left our encampment at half an hour after six
o'clock, and passed a small run on the west side about four
miles lower.
At the lower end of the long reach, and for some
distance up it, on the east side, is a large bottom, but low, and
covered with beach near the river-shore, which is no indication of good land.
The long reach is a straight course of the
river for about eighteen or twenty miles, which appears the
more extraordinary as the Ohio in general is remarkably
crooked.
There are several islands in this reach, some conan
hundred or more acres of land ; but all I apprehend
taining
left.

liable to be overflowed.

At the end of this reach we found one Martin and Lindsay,
two traders, and from them learnt, that the person drowned
was one Philips, attempting, in company with Rogers, another

GEORGE WASHINGTON.
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Indian trader, to swim the river with their horses at an imFive miles
proper place ; Rogers himself narrowly escaping.
lower down comes in a large creek from the east, right against
an island, of good land, at least a mile or two in length. At
the mouth of this creek (the name of which I could not learn,
except that it was called by some Bull's Creek, from one Bull
that hunted on it) is a bottom of good land, though rather too

much mixed with beech. Opposite to this island the Indians
showed us a buffalo's path, the tracks of which we see. Five
or six miles below the last mentioned creek we came to the
Three Islands, before which we observed a small run on each
Below these islands is a large body of flat
side coming in.
land, with a watercourse running through it on the east side,
hills back neither so high nor steep in appearance, as
On the other hand, the bottoms do not
they are up the river.

and the

appear so rich, though much longer and wider. The bottom
last mentioned is upon a straight reach of the river, I suppose
six or eight miles in length, at the lower end of which on the
east side comes in a pretty large run from the size of the mouth.
About this, above, below and back, there seems to be a very
large body of flat land with some little risings in it.
About twelve miles below the Three Islands we encamped,
just above the mouth of a creek, which appears pretty large at
the mouth, and just above an island.
All the lands from a
little below the creek, which I have distinguished
by the name
of Bull Creek, appear to be level, with some small hillocks inWe met
termixed, as far as we could see into the country.
with no rifts to-day, but some pretty strong water ; upon the
whole tolerable gentle. The sides of the river were a good
deal incommoded with old trees, which impeded our passage a
little.
This day proved clear and pleasant the only day since
the 18th that it did not rain or snow, or threaten the one or
;

other.

.

.

.

Left our encampment about seven o'clock.
28&.
Two
miles below, a small run comes in, on the east side, through a
piece of land that has a very good appearance, the bottom beginning above our encampment, and continuing in appearance
wide for four miles down, to a place where there comes in a
small run, and to the hills, where we found Kiashuta and his
hunting party encamped. Here we were under a necessity of
paying our compliments, as this person was one of the Six
Nation chiefs, and the head of them upon this river. In the
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person of Kiashuta I found an old acquaintance, he being one
of the Indians that went to the French in 1753.
He expressed
a satisfaction at seeing me, and treated us with great kindness,
He insisted upon our
giving us a quarter of very fine buffalo.
that
with
in
order
to retard us as
him, and,
night
spending
little as possible, moves his camp down the river about 6 miles
just below the mouth of the creek, the name of which I could
not learn, it not being large.
At this place we all encamped.
After much counselling the over night, they all came to my
fire the next morning with great formality; when Kiashuta,
rehearsing what had passed between me and the Sachems at
Colonel Croghan's, thanked me for saying, that peace and
friendship were the wish of the people of Virginia (with them),
and for recommending it to the traders to deal with them upon
a fair and equitable footing; and then again expressed their
desire of having a trade opened with Virginia, and that the
governor thereof might not only be made acquainted therewith,
but of their friendly disposition towards the white people.
This I promised to do.
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WILLIAM WATSON.
WATSON, WILLIAM, an English poet born
;

at Burley-in-Wharfe-

He was educated privately. In
dale, Yorkshire, August 2, 1858.
1876 he began his literary work by contributions of verse and prose
"
to the
In 1880
"The Prince's

appeared
Liverpool Argus."
Quest,"
a book of verse. It was not until " Wordsworth's Grave " appeared
in 1890 that he began to be looked upon as a poet of promise. He
became famous by his " Lachryrnse Musarum " (1893), an elegy on
the death of Alfred Tennyson. The year 1893 saw a large addition
to his published work. In 1896 appeared his sonnets on the Armenian massacres, published under the title " The Purple East." His
" Ver
other works are "
of
and Nature "

Art, Life,
Epigrams
(1884)
Tenebrosum " (a sonnet series attacking the English occupation of
"
" The
Egypt) (1885)
Eloping Angels (1893) "Excursions in Criticism " (1893) " Odes, and Other Poems " (1894)
The Father of
the Forest, and Other Poems " (1895)
The Year of Shame," includ"
"The Hope of the World" (1898).
ing The Purple East" (1897)
;

;

;

;

;

;

;

WORDSWORTH'S GRAVE.
THE

rude church, with bare, bald tower, is here ;
its shadow high-born Botha flows
Botha, remembering well who slumbers near,
And with cool murmur lulling his repose.
old,

Beneath

;

Botha, remembering well who slumbers near.
His hills, his lakes, his streams are with him yet.
Surely the heart that read her own h'eart clear
Nature forgets not soon 't is we forget.
:

We

that with vagrant soul his fixity

Have slighted faithless, done his deep faith wrong
Left him for poorer loves, and bowed the knee
To misbegotten, strange new gods of song.
;

Yet, led by hollow ghost or beckoning elf
Far from her homestead to the desert bourn,
The vagrant soul, returning to herself

Wearily wise, must needs

to

him

return.

;
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To him and

to the powers that with

him dwell

Inflowings that divulged not whence they came
And that secluded spirit unknowable,

The mystery we make darker with a name

;

;

The Somewhat which we name but cannot know,
Ev'n as we name a star and only see
His quenchless flashings forth, which ever show

And

ever hide him, and which are not he.

,

.

.

LACHRYMAE MUSARUM.
Low, like another's, lies the laurelled head
The life that seemed a perfect song is o'er

;

;

Carry the last great bard to his last bed.
that he loved, thy noblest voice is mute.
that he loved, that loved him nevermore
Meadow of thine, smooth lawn or wild sea-shore,
Gardens of odorous bloom and tremulous fruit,
Or woodlands old, like Druid couches spread,

Land
Land

!

The master's feet shall tread.
Death's little rift hath rent the faultless lute
The singer of undying songs is dead.

:

Lo, in this season pensive-hued and grave,
falls the doomed, reluctant leaf
From withered Earth's fantastic coronal,

While fades and

With wandering sighs of forest and of wave
Mingles the murmur of a people's grief
For him whose leaf shall fade

He
For

not, neither fall.

hath fared forth, beyond these suns and showers.
us,

the autumn glow, the autumn flame,

And soon the winter silence shall be ours
Him the eternal spring of fadeless fame

;

Crowns with no mortal flowers.
Rapt though he be from us,
Virgil salutes him, and Theocritus

;

Catullus, mightiest-brained Lucretius, each
Greets him, their brother, on the Stygian beach;

Proudly a gaunt right hand doth Dante reach
Milton and Wordsworth bid him welcome home;
Bright Keats to touch his raiment doth beseech
Coleridge, his locks aspersed with fairy foam
;

;

;
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Calm Spenser, Chaucer suave,
His equal friendship crave
;

And

godlike spirits hail him guest, in speech
Of Athens, Florence, Weimar, Stratford, Eome.

What

needs his laurel our ephemeral tears,

To save from visitation of decay ?
Not in this temporal sunlight, now. that bay
Blooms, nor to perishable mundane ears
Sings he with lips of transitory clay ;
For he hath joined the chorus of his peers
In habitations of the perfect day
His earthly notes a heavenly audience hears,
And more melodious are henceforth the spheres,
Enriched with music stol'n from earth away.
;

He hath returned to regions whence
Him doth the spirit divine

he came.

Of universal loveliness reclaim.
All nature is his shrine.
Seek him henceforward in the wind and sea,
In earth's and air's emotion or repose,
In every

star's august serenity,
in the rapture of the naming rose.
There seek him, if ye would not seek in vain,
There, in the rhythm and music of the Whole

And
'

Yea, and forever in the

Made
For

human

;

soul

stronger and more beauteous by his strain.

lo

!

creation's self is one great choir,

And what

is

nature's order but the

rhyme

Whereto the worlds keep time,

And

move with all things from their prime ?
expound the mystery of the lyre ?
In far retreats of elemental mind
Obscurely comes and goes
The imperative breath of song, that as the wind
Is trackless, and oblivious whence it blows.

Who

all

things

shall

Demand of lilies wherefore
they are white,
Extort her crimson secret from the
rose,
But ask not of the Muse that she disclose
The meaning of the riddle of her
might
Somewhat of all things sealed and recondite
;

Save the enigma of herself she knows.
The master could not tell, with all his
VOL. XX.
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lore,
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Wherefore he sang, or whence the mandate sped
Ev'n as the linnet sings, so I, he said

:

Ah, rather as the imperial nightingale,
That held in trance the ancient Attic shore,
And charms the ages with the notes that o'er
All woodland chants immortally prevail
And now, from our vain plaudits greatly fled,
He with diviner silence dwells instead,
And on no earthly sea with transient roar,
Unto no earthly airs, he trims his sail,
But far beyond our vision and our hail
Is heard forever and is seen no more.
!

No

never now,

more,

Lord of the lofty and the tranquil brow
Whereon nor snows of time

Have

fall'n,

nor wintry rime,

men behold

thee, sage and mage sublime.
Once, in his youth obscure,
The maker of this verse, which shall endure
By splendor of its theme that cannot die,
Beheld thee eye to eye,
And touched through thee the hand
Of every hero of thy race divine,
Ev'n to the sire of all the laurelled line,
The sightless wanderer on the Ionian strand,
With soul as healthful as the poignant brine,

Shall

Wide

as his skies and radiant as his seas,
Starry from haunts of his Familiars nine,
Glorious Mseonides.
Yea, I beheld thee, and behold thee yet
Thou hast forgotten, but can I forget ?
The accents of thy pure and sovereign tongue,
Are they not ever goldenly impressed
:

On memory's

palimpsest ?

I see thy wizard locks like night that hung,
I tread the floor thy hallowing feet have trod

;

I see the hands a nation's lyre that strung,

The eyes that looked through life and gazed on God.
The seasons change, the winds they shift and veer ;
The grass of yester-year
Is dead

;

the birds depart, the groves decay

Empires dissolve and peoples disappear
Song passes not away.
Captains and conquerors leave a little dust,
:

And

kings a dubious legend of their reign

;

;

WILLIAM WATSON.

10961

The swords of Caesars, they are less than rust
The poet doth remain.
Dead is Augustus, Maro is alive
And thou, the Mantuan of our age and clime,

:

;

Like Virgil, shalt thy race and tongue survive,
Bequeathing no less honeyed words to time,
Embalmed in amber of eternal rhyme,
And rich with sweets from every Muse's hive ;
While to the measure of the cosmic rune
For purer ears thou shalt thy lyre attune,
And heed no more the hum of idle praise
In that great calm our tumults cannot reach,
Master who crown'st our immelodious days

With

flower of perfect speech.

How WEARY

is

OUR HEART.

OF kings and courts, of kingly, courtly ways
In which the life of man is bought and sold,

How weary

is

our heart these

many days

!

Of ceremonious embassies that hold
Parley with Hell in fine and silken phrase,

How

weary

is

our heart these

many days

!

Of wavering counsellors neither hot nor cold,
Whom from His mouth God speweth, be it told
How weary is our heart these many days
!

is round the lands,
of all the imperial story.
of power, and its long trail of pain

Yea, for the ravelled night

And

sick are

we

The tramp
The mighty brows in meanest arts grown hoary
The mighty hands,
That in the dear affronted name of Peace
Bind down a people to be racked and slain
The emulous armies waxing without cease,
;

;

;

All-puissant all in vain ;
The pacts and leagues to murder by delays,
And the dumb throngs that on the deaf thrones gaze
The common, loveless lust of territory ;

The lips that only babble of their mart,
While to the night the shrieking hamlets blaze
The bought allegiance and the purchased praise,
;

5
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False honor, and shameful glory
Of all the evil whereof this is part,
How weary is our heart,
How weary is our heart these many days!

ENGLAND TO AMEEICA.
(From

"

The Purple

TOWERING daughter, Titan

East.")

of the West,

Behind a thousand leagues of foain secure
Thou toward whom our inward heart is pure
Of ill intent although thou threatenest
With most unfilial hand thy mother's breast,
Not for one breathing-space may earth endure
The thought of war's intolerable cure
For such vague pains as vex to-day thy rest
;

;

!

But

if thou hast more strength than thou canst spend
In tasks of peace, and find'st her yoke too tame,

Help us to smite the cruel, to befriend
The succorless, and put the false to shame.
So shall the ages laud thee, and thy name

Be

lovely

among

nations to the end.

THE AEMEMIAN HOEEOES.
(From

"

The Purple

East/')

craven England, nevermore
Prate thou of generous effort, righteous aim
Betrayer of a People, know thy shame
Summer hath passed, and Autumn's threshing floor
Been winnowed Winter at Armenia's door
Snarls like a wolf and still the sword and flame
Sleep not thou only sleepest and the same
Cry unto heaven ascends as heretofore
And the red stream thou mightst have stanched yet runs;
And o'er the earth there sounds no trumpet's tone
To shake the ignoble torpor of thy sous
But with indifferent eyes they watch, and see

NEVER,

!

!

;

;

;

;

;

;

Hell's regent sitting yonder, propped by thee,
his infernal throne.

Abdul the Damned, on

WILLIAM WATSON.
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you that drive the steeds
you that say unto our hosts
" Go
and from our coasts
thither," and they go
Bid sail the squadrons, and they sail, their deeds
Shaking the world lo from the land that pleads
For mercy where no mercy is, the ghosts
in high places

Of empire

;

;

;

:

Look

!

upon you faltering at your posts
Upbraid you parleying while a People bleeds
To death. What stays the thunder in your hand?
A fear for England ? Can her pillared fame
Only on faith forsworn securely stand ?

On

in

faith forsworn that

murders babes and

men ?

glory's tenure ? Then
Fall her accursed greatness, in God's name I

Are such the terms of

Heaped

in their ghastly graves they

lie,

the breeze

where others vainly wait
For burial and the butchers keep high state
In silken palaces of perfumed ease.
The panther of the desert, matched with these,
Is pitiful beside their lust and hate,
Fire and plague wind are compassionate,
Sickening o'er

fields

;

;

And

How

soft the deadliest fangs of ravening seas.
long shall they be borne ? Is not the cup

Of crime yet full ? Doth devildom still lack
Some consummating crown, that we hold back
The scourge, and in Christ's borders give them room ?

How long

shall they be borne,

England ?

Tempest of God, and sweep them

THE TURK
(From

WHAT

"

to their

Up,

doom

!

IN ARMENIA.

The Purple

East.")

profits it, O England, to prevail
In camp and mart and council, and bestrew
With argosies thy oceans, and renew
With tribute levied on each golden gale
Thy treasuries, if thou canst hear the wail
Of women martyred by the turbaned crew,
Whose tenderest mercy was the sword that slew,
And lift no hand to wield the purging flail ?
We deemed of old thou held'st a charge from Him
Who watches girdled by His seraphim,

WILLIAM WATSON.
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the wronger with thy destined rod.
Wait'st thou His sign ? Enough, the unanswered cry
Of virgin souls for vengeance, and on high
The gathering blackness of the frown of God

To smite

!

REPUDIATED RESPONSIBILITY.
(From

"

The Purple

East.")

HAD

not thought to hear it voiced so plain,
Uttered so forthright, on their lips who steer
This nation's course I had not thought to hear
That word re-echoed by an English thane,
Guilt's maiden speech when first a man lay slain,
" Yet full near
" Am I
my brother's keeper ?

I

:

and the syllables rang clear
the immortal rhetoric of Cain.

It sounded,

As

" Wherefore should
or they
we, sirs, more than they
Unto these helpless reach a hand to save?"
An English thane, in this our English air,
Speaking for England ? Then indeed her day

Slopes to its twilight,
Is needed but a requiem

A
(From

and for Honor there
and a grave.

BIRTHDAY.
" The

Purple East.")

is the birthday of the Prince of Peace
Full long ago He lay with steeds in stall,
And universal Nature heard through all
Her borders that the reign of Pan must cease.

IT

:

The fatness of the land, the earth's increase,
Cumbers the board the holly hangs in hall
Somewhat of her abundance Wealth lets fall,
;

;

It is the birthday of the Prince of Peace.
The dead rot by the wayside ; the unblest

Who

live, in

Trembling,

caves and desert mountains lurk
his foldless flock, shorn of their fleece.

Women
Are

in travail, babes that suck the breast,
spared not. Famine hurries to her work

It is the birthday of the Prince of Peace.

:
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THE PLAGUE OF APATHY.
(From

No

tears are left

:

"

The Purple

East.")

we have quickly spent

that store

!

Indifference like a dewless night hath come.
From wintry sea to sea the land lies numb.

With palsy of the spirit stricken sore,
The land lies numb from iron shore to

shore.

The unconcerned, they flourish ; loud are some,
And without shame. The multitude stand dumb.
The England that we vaunted is no more.
Only the witling's sneer, the worlding's smile,
The weakling's tremors, fail him not who fain

Would

And all the while,
in their mortal pain,

rouse to noble deed.

A homeless people,
Toward one

far

and famous ocean

isle

Stretch hands of prayer, and stretch those hands in vain,

A

TKIAL OF ORTHODOXY.
(

From "The

Purple East.")

THE clinging children at their mother's knee
Slain ; and the sire and kindred one by one
Flayed or hewn piecemeal and things nameless done,
Not to be told while imperturbably
The nations gaze, where Rhine unto the sea,
Where Seine and Danube, Thames and Tiber run,
;

:

And where great armies glitter in the sun,
And great kings rule, and man is boasted free
What wonder if yon torn and naked throng

!

Should doubt a heaven that seems to wink and nod,
"
"
having moaned at noontide, Lord, how long ?
Should cry, " Where hidest thou ? " at evenfall
At midnight, " Is he deaf and blind, our God ? "
And ere day dawn, " Is he indeed, at all ? "

And

;
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ISAAC WATTS.
WATTS, ISAAC, an English dissenting clergyman and hymnologist

:

born at Southampton, July

17,

1674

;

died near London,

He was a precocious child composed verses,
25, 1748.
as we are told, before he was three years old, began to study Latin
In 1698 he was chosen
at four, and could read easy authors at five.
assistant minister of the Independent congregation in Mark Lane,
November

;

London, of which he became pastor in 1702. Owing to feeble
health he resigned this charge, and in 1712 was invited by Sir
Thomas Abney, of Abney Park, near London, to enter his family
circle.
Here he lived during the remaining thirty-six years of his
life, preaching not unfrequently, and writing many books in prose
and verse. His poems are all of a religious character, many of
them written for children. He versified the Entire Book of
Psalms, "Psalms of David Imitated" (1719), and many of his
Hymns find a place in the hymn-books of all denominations of
Christians.

JESUS SHALL REIGN WHEEE'EK THE SUN.
JESUS shall reign where'er the sun
Does his successive journeys, run
His kingdom stretch from shore to shore,
Till moons shall wax and wane no more.
;

For him shall endless prayer be made,
princes throng to crown his head :
His name like sweet perfume shall rise
With every morning sacrifice.

And

People and realms of every tongue
Dwell on his love with sweetest song

And

;

infant voices shall proclaim

Their early blessings on his name.
Blessings abound where'er he reigns ;
The prisoner leaps to lose his chains ;
The weary finds eternal rest,
And all the sons of want are blest.

THE HOLY NIGHT
[

Joy to the world, the Lord is come
"
Let earth receive her King

From a

Painting by

H. Grass

!
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Let every creature rise and bring
Peculiar honors to our king ;
Angels descend with songs again,
And earth repeat the loud Amen.

JOY TO THE WORLD, THE LORD
JOY

to the world, the

Lord

is

come

is

COME.

!

Let earth receive her king
Let every heart prepare him room,
And heaven and nature sing.
;

Joy

to the earth, the Savior reigns

Let men their songs employ
While fields and flowers, rocks,

!

j

hills,

and plains

Repeat the sounding joy.

No more

let sins

and sorrows grow,

Nor thorns infest the ground
He comes to make his blessings
Far as the curse

is

;

flow

found.

He rules the world with truth and
And makes the nations prove
The

grace,

glories of his righteousness,
of his love.

And wonders

THOU WHOM MY SOUL ADMIRES ABOVE.
THOU whom my

soul admires labove
All earthly joy and earthly love,
Tell me, dear Shepherd, let me know
Where do thy sweetest pastures grow ?

Where

is the shadow of that rock
That from the sun defends thy flock ?
Fain would I feed among thy sheep,

Among them

rest,

among them

sleep.

Why should thy bride appear like one
Who turns aside to paths unknown ?
My constant feet would never rove,
Would never

seek another love.

ISAAC WATTS.

10968

WELCOME, SWEET DAY or REST.
WELCOME, sweet day
That saw the Lord

Welcome

And

of rest
arise

;

to this reviving breast,

these rejoicing eyes

The King himself comes

!

near,

And feasts his saints to-day;
Here may we sit and see him here,
And love and praise and pray.
One day amidst

this place

Where my dear God hath been
Is sweeter than ten thousand days

Of pleasurable

sin.

My

willing soul would stay
In such a frame as this,
And sit and sing herself away

To

everlasting bliss.

COME, HOLY SPIRIT, HEAVENLY DOVE.
COME, Holy

With

all

Spirit, heavenly Dove,
thy quickening powers

:

Kindle a flame of sacred love
In these cold hearts of ours.

Look how we grovel here below,
Fond of these trifling toys
Our souls can neither fly nor go
To reach eternal joys.
;

In vain we tune our formal songs,
In vain we strive to rise
Hosannas languish on our tongues,
And our devotion dies.
:

Come, Holy Spirit, heavenly Dove,
With all thy quickening powers
Come shed abroad a Savior's love,

And

that shall kindle ours.

:
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DELIGHT.

THERE is
Where

a land of pure delight
saints immortal reign ;
Infinite day excludes the night
And pleasures banish pain.

There everlasting spring abides,

And

never-withering flowers ;
narrow sea divides
This heavenly land from ours.

Death

like a

Sweet fields beyond the swelling flood
Stand dressed in living green
So to the Jews old Canaan stood,
While Jordan rolled between.
;

But tim'rous mortals start and shrink
To cross the narrow sea,

And linger shivering on the
And fear to launch away.
Oh

!

could

brink,

we make our doubts remove,

These gloomy doubts that rise,
And see the Canaan that we love
With unbeclouded eyes
;

Could we but climb where Moses stood,
And view the landscape o'er,
Not Jordan's stream nor death's cold flood
Should fright us from the shore.

WHEN

I

SURVEY THE WONDROUS CROSS.

WHEN

I survey the wondrous Cross
the Prince of Glory died,
richest gain I count but loss,

On which

My

And pour contempt on

all

my

pride.

Forbid it, Lord, that I should boast,
Save in the death of Christ my God
All the vain things that charm me most,
;

I sacrifice

them

to his blood.
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See from his head, his hands, his feet.
Sorrow and love flow mingled down
Did e'er such love and sorrow meet,
Or thorns compose so rich a crown ?

:

Were

the whole realm of nature mine,
That were a present far too small
Love so amazing, so divine,
:

Demands my

soul,

my

life,

my

all.

LET DOGS DELIGHT TO BAKK AND
(From

"

BITE,

Divine and Moral Songs for Children.")

LET dogs delight to bark and bite,
For God hath made them so
;

Let bears and lions growl and

For

't is

fight,

their nature, too.

But, children, you should never let
Such angry passions rise
Your little hands were never made
To tear each other's eyes.
;

Let love through all your actions run,
And all your words be mild
Live like the blessed Virgin's Son,
That sweet and lovely child.
;

His soul was gentle as a lamb

;

And

He

as his stature grew,
grew in favor both with

And God
Now, Lord

man,

his father, too.

of

all,

he reigns above

;

And from his heavenly throne
He sees what children dwell in love,
And marks them for his own.

How DOTH
(From

"

THE LITTLE BUSY BEE.

Divine and Moral Songs for Children.")

How

doth the little busy bee
Improve each shining hour,
And gather honey all the day

From every opening

flower.
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her

cell

;

the wax,
labors hard to store it well

With

the sweet food she makes.

In works of labor or of

skill,

I would be busy too
For Satan finds some mischief
;

For

idle

still

hands to do.

In books, or work, or healthful play,
Let my first years be passed
That I may give for every day
;

Some good account at

A

last.

CBADLE HYMN.

(Abbreviated from the original.)

HUSH my
!

dear, lie

still,

and slumber

;

Holy angels guard thy bed
Heavenly blessings without number
!

Gently falling on thy head.
thy food and raiment,
friends provide
All without thy care or payment,
All thy wants are well supplied.

Sleep,

my

babe

;

House and home, thy

How much
Than

;

7
better thou rt attended

the Son of

God

could be,

When from heaven He descended,
And became a child like thee.
Soft and easy

is

thy cradle

:

Coarse and hard thy Savior lay

:

When

His birthplace was a stable,
And His softest bed was hay.

See the kinder shepherds round Him,
Telling wonders from the sky
There they sought Him, there they found Him,
!

With His

virgin mother by.

See the lovely Babe a-dressing
Lovely Infant, how He smiled!
When He wept, the mother's blessing
Soothed and hushed the holy Child.
;
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He

slumbers in His manger,
the horned oxen feed
Peace, my darling, here 's no danger,
Here 's no ox anear thy bed.
Lo,

Where

;

May'st thou live to know and fear Him,
Trust and love Him all thy days
Then go dwell forever near Him,
See His face and sing His praise
;

!

I could give thee thousand kisses,

Hoping what I most desire
Not a mother's fondest wishes
Can to greater joys aspire.

;

FHOM ALL THAT DWELL.
FROM

all that dwell below the skies
Let the Creator's praise arise
Let the Redeemer's name be sung
;

Through every land by every tongue

!

Eternal are Thy mercies, Lord;
Eternal truth attends Thy word
Thy praise shall sound from shore to shore,
Till suns shall rise and set no more.
;
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DANIEL WEBSTER
WEBSTER, DANIEL, the celebrated American statesman and
born at Salisbury (now Franklin), 1ST. H., January 18, 1782;
died at Marshfield, Mass., October 24, 1852. He was graduated at
Dartmouth in 1801 commenced the study of law, was admitted to
the bar in 1805, and the next year entered upon practice at PortsIn 1812 he was elected to Congress from New
mouth, N. H.
was re-elected in 1814. In 1816 he removed to
and
Hampshire,
soon
and
acquired an extensive legal practice. In 1822
Boston,
he was elected to Congress from Boston, and in 1827 was chosen

orator

;

;

to the United States Senate, and held that position until 1841, when
he became Secretary of State in the administration of Mr. W. H.

Harrison, retaining that place during a portion of the administration
of Mr. Tyler, who became President upon the death of Mr. Harrison.
In 1850 he again became Secretary of State in the administration of
Mr. Fillmore. His health beginning visibly to decline, he tendered
his resignation of the secretaryship, which was declined by the
President. The closing months of his life were passed at his resi" Works " of
dence of Marshfield, a few miles from Boston. The
Daniel Webster consist of "Orations," "Discourses," and "Ad"
" "
" on various occasions "
dresses
Legal Arguments
Speeches
;

;

and "Debates" in Congress, and "Diplomatic Papers." Two
volumes of his " Private Correspondence," edited by his son, were
" Life " has been written
by several perpublished in 1858. His
sons, notably by George Ticknor Curtis (1869).

MASSACHUSETTS AND SOUTH CAROLINA.
(From the Speech

in the Senate,

January 26th, 1830.)

SIR, let me recur to pleasing recollections; let me indulge
in refreshing remembrance of the past ; let me remind you that
in early times no States cherished greater harmony, both of
principle and feeling, than Massachusetts and South Carolina.

Shoulder to
Would to God that harmony might again return
shoulder they went through the Revolution hand in hand they
stood round the administration of Washington, and felt his own
!

;
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arm lean on them

for support.
Unkind feeling, if it
alienation and distrust, are the growth, unnatural to
such soils, of false principles since sown.
They are weeds, the
seeds of which that same great arm never scattered.

great

exists,

Mr. President, I shall enter on no encomium upon MassaThere she is.
Behold her, and
chusetts: she needs none.

There is her history the world knows
judge for yourselves.
The past at least is secure. There is Boston,
it by heart.
and Concord, and Lexington, and Bunker Hill; and there they
The bones of her sons, falling in the
will remain forever.
;

great struggle for independence, now lie mingled with the soil
of every State from New England to Georgia; and there they

where American liberty raised its
youth was nurtured and sustained,
there it still lives, in the strength of its manhood and full of
If discord and disunion shall wound it, if
its original spirit.
and
blind
ambition shall hawk at and tear it, if
strife
party
if
uneasiness
under salutary and necessary
and
madness,
folly
restraint, shall succeed in separating it from that Union by
which alone its existence is made sure, it will stand in the end
by the side of that cradle in which its infancy was rocked it
will stretch forth its arm with whatever of vigor it may still
retain over the friends who gather round it and it will fall at
last, if fall it must, amidst the proudest monuments of its own
glory, and on the very spot of its origin.
will lie forever.

sir,

first voice,

its

And,
and where

;

;

LIBERTY AND UNION.
(From the Speech

in the Senate,

January 26th, 1830.)

IF anything be found in the national Constitution, either by
original provision or subsequent interpretation, which ought
If any
not to be in it, the people know how to get rid of it.
construction be established unacceptable to them, so as to be-

come

practically a part of the Constitution, they will amend it
own sovereign pleasure. But while the people choose

at their

to maintain it as it

is,

while they are satisfied

with

it

and

refuse to change it, who has given or who can give to the State
legislatures a right to alter it, either by interference, construcGentlemen do not seem to recollect that
tion, or otherwise ?

the

people have any power to do anything for themselves.
is no safety for them any longer than they

They imagine there
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are under the close

guardianship of the State legislatures.
people have not trusted their safety, in regard to the
general Constitution, to these hands.
They have required
other security, and taken other bonds.
They have chosen to
trust themselves, first, to the plain words of the instrument,
and to such construction as the government itself, in doubtful
cases, should put on its own powers, and under their oaths of
Sir, the

office,

and subject

people of

a State

to their responsibility to them ; just as the
trust their own State government with a

similar power.
Secondly, they have reposed their trust in the
of
elections; and in their own power to refrequent
efficacy
move their own servants and agents whenever they see cause.
Thirdly, they have reposed trust in the judicial power ; which,
in order that it might be trustworthy, they have made as respectable, as disinterested,

and as independent as was practi-

Fourthly, they have seen

fit to rely, in case of necessity,
or high expediency, on their known and admitted power to alter
or amend the Constitution, peaceably and quietly, whenever
And
experience shall point out defects or imperfections.

cable.

United States have at no time, in no
or
indirectly, authorized any State legislature to
way, directly
construe or interpret their high instrument of government;

finally, the people of the

much

less to interfere

by their own power, to arrest

its

course

and operation.
If, sir, the people in these respects had done otherwise than
they have done, their Constitution could neither have been
And if
preserved, nor would it have been worth preserving.
its plain provisions shall now be disregarded, and these new

doctrines interpolated in it, it will become as feeble and helpless a being as its enemies, whether early or more recent,
could possibly desire.
It will exist in every State but as a
It must borrow leave to
poor Dependent on State permission.
and
will
no
than
State
be;
be,
longer
pleasure or State dis-

cretion sees

fit

to grant the indulgence,

and prolong

its

poor

existence.

although there are fears, there are hopes also.
this, their own chosen Constitution,
for forty years and have seen their happiness, prosperity, and
renown grow with its growth, and strengthen with its strength.
They are now, generally, strongly attached to it. Overthrown
by direct assault, it cannot be evaded, undermined, nullified,
it will not be, if we, and those who shall succeed us here as
But,

sir,

The people have preserved
;

;

TOL. XX.

12
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agents and representatives of the people, shall conscientiously
and vigilantly discharge the two great branches of our public
trust, faithfully to preserve and wisely to administer it.
Mr. President, I have thus stated the reasons of my dissent
to the doctrines which have been advanced and maintained.
I
am conscious of having detained you and the Senate much too
I was drawn into the debate with no previous deliberalong.
as is suited to the discussion of so grave and imporsuch
tion,
tant a subject.
But it is a subject of which my heart is full,

and

have not been willing to suppress the utterance of its
I cannot, even now, persuade myself
spontaneous sentiments.
to relinquish it, without expressing once more my deep conviction, that since it respects nothing less than the union of
the States, it is of most vital and essential importance" to the
I

public happiness.

I

profess,

sir,

in

my

career hitherto, to

have kept steadily in view the prosperity and honor of the
whole country, and the preservation of our federal Union. It
is to that Union we owe our safety at home, and our consideration and dignity abroad.
It is to that Union that we are
indebted
for
whatever
makes us most proud of our
chiefly
That
Union
we
reached
country.
only by the discipline of our
virtues in the severe school of adversity.
It had its origin in
the necessities of disordered finance, prostrate commerce, and
ruined credit.
Under its benign influences, these great interests immediately awoke as from the dead, and sprang forward
with newness of life. Every year of its duration has teemed
with fresh proofs of its utility and its blessings and although
our territory has stretched out wider and wider, and our population spread farther and farther, they have not outrun its proIt has been to us all a copious fountain
tection or its benefits.
of national, social, and personal happiness.
I have not allowed myself, sir, to look beyond the Union,
to see what might lie hidden in the dark recess behind.
I
have not coolly weighed the chances of preserving liberty when
the bonds that unite us together shall be broken asunder.
I
have not accustomed myself to hang over the precipice of disunion, to see whether, with my short sight, I can fathom the
depth of the abyss below; nor could 1 regard him as a safe
counsellor in the affairs of this government, whose thoughts
should be mainly bent on considering, not how the Union
;

should be best preserved, but how tolerable might be the condition of the people when it shall be broken up and destroyed.
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lasts, we have high, exciting, gratifying
out
before us,
for us and our children.
prospects spread
I
not
to
God grant that in
seek
the
veil.
that
penetrate
Beyond

While the Union

my
on

God grant that
day, at least, that curtain may not rise!
never
When
be
lies
behind
vision
what
may
opened
my
!

my eyes shall be turned to behold for the last time the sun in
heaven, may I not see him shining on the broken and dishonored fragments of a once glorious Union on States dissevered, discordant, belligerent; on a land rent with civil feuds,
or drenched, it may be, in fraternal blood! Let their last
feeble and lingering glance rather behold the gorgeous ensign
of the republic, now known and honored throughout the earth,
still full high advanced, its arms and trophies streaming in
their original lustre, not a stripe erased or polluted, nor a
single star obscured, bearing for its motto no such miserable
"
What is all this worth ? " nor those other
interrogatory as
words of delusion and folly, "Liberty first and Union afterwards " but everywhere, spread over all in characters of living light, blazing on all its ample folds, as they float over the
sea and over the land, and in every wind under the whole
heavens, that other sentiment, dear to every true American heart
Liberty and Union, now and forever, one and
;

;

inseparable

!

THE DRUM-BEAT OF ENGLAND.
(From Speech

in the Senate,

May

7th, 1834.)

THE Senate regarded

this interposition [the President's
an
encroachment
as
by the executive on other branches
Protest]
of the government ; as an interference with the legislative disIt was strongly and forcibly
position of the public treasure.
urged yesterday by the honorable member from South Caro-

lina, that the true and only mode of preserving any balance of
power in mixed governments is to keep an exact balance. This
and to this end encroachment must be resisted at
is very true
;

The question is therefore whether, upon the
true principles of the Constitution, this exercise of power by
the President can be justified.
Whether the consequences be
the

first

step.

prejudicial or not, if there be any illegal exercise of power it is
to be resisted in the proper manner.
Even if no harm or in-

convenience result from transgressing the boundary, the intrusion is not to be suffered to pass unnoticed.
Every encroach-
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great or small, is important enough to awaken the
attention of those who are intrusted with the preservation of a
are not to wait till great pubconstitutional government.

ment,

We

lic

mischiefs

come,

till

the

liberty itself put into extreme
worthy sons of our fathers were

government

is

We

jeopardy.

overthrown, or
should not be

we so to regard great questions
Those
freedom.
fathers accomplished the
the
general
affecting
The Parliament
Revolution on a strict question of principle.
Great Britain asserted a right to tax the colonies in all cases
whatsoever; and it was precisely on this question that they
The amount of taxation was
made the Revolution turn.
and
trifling, but the claim itself was inconsistent with liberty
of

;

that

was in

their eyes enough.

It

was against the

recital of

Parliament, rather than against any suffering under
enactments, that they took up arms.
They went to war
a
seven
They fought
years against a declapreamble.
against
out
their
and their blood like
treasures
ration.
They poured
an
which
in
a
assertion
contest
those less sagaagainst
water,
cious and not so well schooled in the principles of civil liberty
would have regarded as barren phraseology, or mere parade of
words.
They saw in the claim of the British Parliament a
seminal principle of mischief, the germ of unjust power; they

an act

of

its

detected

it,

dragged

it

forth

from underneath

its

plausible dis-

guises, struck at it; nor did it elude either their steady eye or

they had extirpated and destroyed it,
On this question of principle, while
actual suffering was yet afar off, they raised their flag against
a power to which, for purposes of foreign conquest and subjugation, Rome, in the height of her glory, is not to be compared
a power which has dotted over the surface of the whole globe
with her possessions and military posts whose morning drumbeat, following the sun and keeping company with the hours,
circles the earth with one continuous and unbroken strain of
the martial airs of England.

well-directed blow
to the

smallest

till

fibre.

:

;

IMAGINARY SPEECH OF JOHN ADAMS.
"
(From the Discourse on the Lives and Services of

August

IT

We

Adams and

Jefferson,"

2d, 1826.)

was for Mr. Adams to reply

to

arguments like these.

know his opinions, and we know his character. He would
commence with his accustomed directness and earnestness.
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" Sink

or swim, live or die, survive or perish, 1 give my
heart to this vote.
It is true, indeed, that in the
But there 's a
beginning we aimed not at independence.
The injustice of England has
divinity which shapes our ends.

hand and

my

driven us to arms; and blinded to her own interest for our
good, she has obstinately persisted, till independence is now
We have but to reach forth to it and it is
within our grasp.
should
we defer the declaration ? Is any
ours.
Why, then,
man so weak as now to hope for a reconciliation with England
which shall leave either safety to the country and its liberties,
or safety to his own life and his own honor V Are not you, sir,
is not he, our venerable colleague near
who sit in that chair,
are you not both already the proscribed and predestined
you,

Cut off from all
objects of punishment and of vengeance ?
hope of royal clemency, what are you, what can you be, while
the power of England remains, but outlaws ? If we postpone
independence, do we mean to carry on or to give up the war ?
Do we mean to submit to the measures of Parliament, Boston
Port Bill and all ? Do we mean to submit, and consent that
we ourselves shall be ground to powder, and our country and its
I know we do not mean to
rights trodden down in the dust ?
We never shall submit. Do we intend to violate
submit.
that most solemn obligation ever entered into by men,
that
before
of
our
sacred
honor
to
God,
Washington,
plighting,
when, putting him forth to incur the dangers of war as well as
the political hazards of the times, we promised to adhere to
him .in every extremity, with our fortunes and our lives ? I
know there is not a man here who would not rather see a general conflagration sweep over the land, or an earthquake sink
it, than one jot or tittle of that plighted faith fall to the ground.
For myself, having twelve months ago in this place moved you
that George Washington be appointed commander of the forces
raised, or to be raised, for defence of American liberty,
may

right hand forget her cunning and my tongue cleave to the
roof of my mouth, if I hesitate or waver in the support I give

my

him.

"The war, then, must go on. We must fight
And if the war must go on, why put off longer the
of

independence

?

That measure will strengthen

it

through.
declaration

us.

It will

The nations will then treat with
give us character abroad.
us which they never can do while we acknowledge ourselves
;

subjects, in

arms against our sovereign.

Nay, I maintain that
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treat for peace with us on the footthan consent, by repealing her acts, to
acknowledge that her whole conduct toward us has been a
Her pride will be less
course of injustice and oppression.
wounded by submitting to that course of things which now
predestinates our independence, than by yielding the points in
The former she would
controversy ,to her rebellious subjects.
fortune
result
of
the
latter
as
the
she would feel as her
regard
own deep disgrace. Why then, why then, sir, do we not as
soon as possible change this from a civil to a national war ?

England herself will sooner

ing of independence,

;

And

since we must fight it through, why not put ourselves in a
state to enjoy all the benefits of victory, if we gain the victory ?
" If we
But we shall not
fail, it can be no worse for us.

fail.

The cause will raise up armies; the cause will create
The people, the people, if we are true to them, will

navies.

carry us, and will carry themselves, gloriously through this
I care not how fickle other people have been found.
struggle.
I know the people of these colonies and I know that resistance
to British aggression is deep and settled in their hearts, and
cannot be eradicated.
Every colony, indeed, has expressed its
if
to
we but take the lead. Sir, the declarafollow,
willingness
tion will inspire the people with increased courage.
Instead of
a long and bloody war for the restoration of privileges, for
redress of grievances, for chartered immunities held under a
British king, set before them the glorious object of entire
independence, and it will breathe into them anew the breath of
Read this declaration at the head of the army: every
life.
sword will be drawn from its scabbard, and the solemn vow
Pubuttered to maintain it, or to perish on the bed of honor.
lish it from the pulpit: religion will approve it, and the love
of religious liberty will cling round it, resolved to stand with
;

Send it to the public halls; proclaim it
it.
them hear it who heard the first roar of the enemy's
cannon let them see it who saw their brothers and their sons
fall on the field of Bunker Hill and in the streets of Lexington
it

or fall with

there; let
;

and Concord, and the very walls will cry out in

its support.
the uncertainty of human affairs but I see,
I see clearly, through this day's business.
You and I, indeed,
this declaration
rue
it.
not
live
to
the
time
when
may
may

"

Sir, I

know

;

We

made good. We may die die colonists die slaves
Be it so.
die, it may be, ignominiously and on the scaffold.
Be it so. If it be the pleasure of Heaven that my country

shall be

;

;

;
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shall require the poor offering of my life, the victim shall be
ready at the appointed hour to sacrifice, come when that hour

may. But while I do live, let me have a country, or at least
the hope of a country, and that a free country.
" But whatever
may be our fate, be assured, be assured, that
It may cost treasure, and it may
this declaration will stand.
but it will stand, and it
Through the thick gloom

cost blood
both.

;

will richly compensate for
the present, I see the

of

We

shall make
brightness of the future, as the sun in heaven.
When we are in our graves,
this a glorious, an immortal day.
our children will honor it.
They will celefbrate it with thanks-

On
giving, with festivity, with bonfires and illuminations.
this annual return they will shed tears,
copious, gushing
not of subjection and slavery, not of agony and distears,
tress, but of exultation, of gratitude, and of joy.
Sir, before
God, I believe the hour is come.
My judgment approves this
All that I have, and
measure, and my whole heart is in it.
all that I am, and all that 1 hope, in this life, I am now ready
here to stake upon it and I leave off as I begun, that live or
It is my
die, survive or perish, I am for the declaration.
living sentiment, and by the blessing of God it shall be my
;

Independence

dying

sentiment,
"
FOREVER.

now,

and

INDEPENDENCE

And

so that day shall be honored, illustrious prophet and
patriot! so that day shall be honored; and as often as it
returns, thy renown shall come along with it; and the glory of
thy life, like the day of thy death, shall not fail from the

remembrance

of

men.

MURDER WILL
(Argument on the Trial

of F. J.

Knapp

OUT.

for the

Murder

of Joseph White.)

THE deed was executed with a degree of self-possession and
steadiness equal to the wickedness with which it was planned.
The circumstances now clearly in evidence spread out the
whole scene before us. Deep sleep had fallen on the destined

A

healthful old man, to
victim, and on all beneath his roof.
whom sleep was sweet, the first sound slumbers of the night
held him in their soft but strong embrace.
The assassin

through the window already prepared, into an unoccuWith noiseless foot he paces the lonely hall,
pied apartment.
half-lighted by the moon he winds up the ascent of the stairs,
enters,

;
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and reaches the door of the chamber. Of this, he moves the
lock, by soft and continued pressure, till it turns on its hinges
without noise and he enters, and beholds his victim before
;

The room

him.

The
and

is

uncommonly open

to the admission of light.

face of the innocent sleeper is turned from the murderer,
the beams of the moon, resting on the gray locks of his

The fatal blow is
aged temple, show him where to strike.
given and the victim passes, without a struggle or a motion,
from the repose of sleep to the repose of death! It is the
assassin's purpose to make sure work; and he plies the
dagger, though it is obvious that life has been destroyed by the
blow of the bludgeon. He even raises the aged arm, that he
may not fail in his aim at the heart, and replaces it again over
To finish the picture, he explores
the wounds of the poniard
!

!

He feels for it, and ascertains that it
the wrist for the pulse
It is accomplished.
The deed is done. He
beats no longer.
retreats, retraces his steps to the window, passes out through
!

it

as he

came

in,

and escapes.

He

has done the murder.

eye has seen him, no ear has heard him.

The

No

secret is his

own, and it is safe
Ah! gentlemen, that was a dreadful mistake.
Such a
The whole creation of God has
secret can be safe nowhere.
neither nook nor corner where the guilty can bestow it, and say
!

Not to speak of that eye which pierces through all
and
beholds everything as in the splendor of noon,
disguises,
such secrets of guilt are never safe from detection, even by
men. True it is, generally speaking, that "murder will out."
True it is that Providence hath so ordained, and doth so govern
things, that those who break the great law of Heaven by shedding man's blood seldom succeed in avoiding discovery.
Espeit is safe.

cially in a case exciting so much attention as this, discovery
must come, and will come, sooner or later.

A

thousand eyes turn at once to explore every man, every
thing, every circumstance, connected with the time and place;
a thousand ears catch every whisper; a thousand minds intensely dwell on the scene, shedding all their light, and ready
to kindle the slightest circumstance into a blaze of discovery.
Meantime the guilty soul cannot keep its own secret. It is
false to itself or rather it feels an irresistible impulse of conscience to be true to itself.
It labors under its guilty possesThe human heart
sion, and knows not what to do with it.
was not made for the residence of such an inhabitant. It finds
;
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preyed on by a torment, which it dares not acknowledge
or man.
A vulture is devouring it, and it can ask no

God

sympathy or assistance, either from heaven or earth.
The secret which the murderer possesses soon comes to
possess him; and, like the evil spirits of which we read, it
overcomes him, and leads him whithersoever it will. He feels
it beating at his heart, rising to his throat, and demanding
He thinks the whole world sees it in his face,
disclosure.
reads it in his eyes, and almost hears its workings in the very
It betrays
silence of his thoughts.
It has become his master.
his discretion, it breaks

prudence.

When

down

his courage, it conquers his

suspicions from without begin to embarrass

him, and the net of circumstances to entangle him, the fatal
It
secret struggles with still greater violence to burst forth.
must be confessed, it will be confessed there is no refuge from
confession but suicide, and suicide is confession.
;
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JOHN WEBSTER.
WEBSTER, JOHN, an English dramatist born, probably, in 1582 ;
died in 1638.
Little is known concerning his life.
He wrote in
collaboration with Ford and Dekker between 1601 and 1624.
His
"
individual plays are " The Duchess of Main " (1623)
Guise, or
the Massacre of France " " The Devil's Law-Case " " Appius and
"
Virginia;" and "The White Devil, or Vittoria Corombona (1612).
Webster has been called the "dramatist of terror and of pity."
Hazlitt calls him "the noble-minded."
"Webster possessed very
considerable powers," says Hallam, " and ought to be ranked, I
think, the next below Ford. With less of poetic grace than Shirley,
he had incomparably more vigor with less of nature and simplicity
than Heywood, he had a more elevated genius and a bolder pencil.
But the deep sorrows and terrors of tragedy were peculiarly his
;

;

;

;

;

provinces."
1830.

His plays were

first

published collectively by Dyce in

FROM "THE DUCHESS OF MALFI."
[The Duchess of Malfi, having secretly married her steward Antonio, arouses
thereby the wrath of her hrother, Duke Ferdinand, the heir of her great fortune
had she died childless. She is forced to separate from her husband, and by the
order of her brother she and her children and her attendant Cariola are put to
death.]

Scene

:

Room in the Duchess's Lodging. Enter Duchess and CARIOLA.

DUCHESS.
CARIOLA.

Of madmen,

What

hideous noise was that ?
>T

is

the wild consort

which your tyrant brother
Hath placed about your lodging this tyranny,
I think, was never practised till this hour.
DUCHESS. Indeed, I thank him nothing but noise and folly
Can keep me in my right wits whereas reason
And silence make me stark mad. Sit down
Discourse to me some dismal tragedy.
CARIOLA. Oh, 't will increase your melancholy.
DUCHESS.
Thou art deceived
To hear of greater grief would lessen mine.
lady,

:

:

;

;

This

is

a prison ?

:
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this

DUCHESS.

:

The robin-redbreast and the nightingale
Never live long in cages.
CARIOLA.

What

Pray, dry your eyes.

think you

of,

madam ?

Of nothing
thus I sleep.
CARIOLA. Like a madman, with your eyes open ?
DUCHESS. Dost thou think we shall know one another
In the other world ?
CARIOLA.
Yes, out of question.
DUCHESS.

;

When I muse

DUCHESS. Oh that it were possible we might
But hold some two days' conference with the dead
From them I should learn somewhat, I am sure,
I never shall
I

am

not

know

here.

mad

am

tell

'11

thee a miracle

my

The heaven
my
The earth of flaming
I

I

cause of sorrow
yet, to
head seems made of
o'er
sulphur, yet I

am

!

:

;

molten brass,

not mad.

acquainted with sad misery

As the tanned galley-slave is with his oar
Necessity makes me suffer constantly,
And custom makes it easy. Who do I look
:

like

now ?

CARIOLA. Like to your picture in the gallery,
A deal of life in show, but none in practice
Or rather like some reverend monument
Whose ruins are even pitied.
DUCHESS.
Very proper
And fortune seems only to have her eyesight
;

;

To behold my

What

noise

is

How now

tragedy.
that ?

!

Enter Servant.

am come to tell you
Your brother hath intended you some sport.
A great physician, when the Pope was^sick
Of a deep melancholy, presented him
With several sorts of madmen, which wild object,
Being full of change and sport, forced him to laugh,
SERVANT.

I

And

so the imposthume broke
The duke intends on you.

:

the selfsame cure

Let them come in.
DUCHESS.
SERVANT. There 's a mad lawyer and a secular priest
;

A doctor that hath
By

jealousy

;

forfeited his wits

an astrologian

;
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That in his works said such a day o' the month
Should be the day of doom, and, failing o't,
Kan mad an English tailor crazed i' the brain
;

the study of new fashions ; a gentleman-usher
Quite beside himself with care to keep in mind
The number of his lady's salutations
" she
" How do
him in each

With

'

Or

A.

employed
you
an excellent knave in grain,
'cause he was hindered transportation

farmer

Mad
And

morning ;

too,

:

one broker that 's mad loose to these,
You 'd think the Devil were among them.
Let them loose when you please,
DUCHESS. Sit, Cariola.
For I am chained to endure all your tyranny.
let

Enter Madmen.
[Here

this song is

Oh,

sung

let us

to

a dismal kind of music by a Madman."]

howl some heavy

note,

Some deadly dogged howl,
Sounding as from the threatening throat
Of beasts and fatal fowl
As ravens, screech-owls, bulls, and bears,
We '11 bell, and bawl our parts,
Till irksome noise have cloyed your ears
!

And corrosived your hearts.
And last, whenas our quire wants
Our bodies being

We

'11

And

sing, like

breath,

blest,

swans, to welcome death,

die in love

and

rest.

FIRST MADMAN. Doomsday not come yet
I '11 draw it nearer
by a perspective, or make a glass that shall set all the world on fire
upon the instant. I cannot sleep
my pillow is stuffed with a litter
!

of porcupines.

SECOND MADMAN. Hell is a mere glass-house, where the devils
women's souls on hollow irons, and the

are continually blowing up
fire never goes out.

FIRST

MADMAN.

I

have

skill in heraldry.

SECOND MADMAN. Hast ?
FIRST MADMAN. You do give for your crest a woodcock's head
with the brains picked out on 't you are a
very ancient gentleman.
THIRD MADMAN. Greek is turned Turk we are only to be saved
by the Helvetian translation.
;

:

FIRST MADMAN. Come on,

sir,

I will lay the law to you.
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SECOND MADMAN. Oh, rather lay a corrosive

:

the law will eat

to the bone.

THIRD MADMAN. He

that drinks

but to satisfy nature

is

damned.

FOURTH MADMAN.

I

have pared the Devil's nails forty times,

them in raven's eggs, and cured agues with them.
THIRD MADMAN. Get me three hundred milch bats, to make

roasted

possets to procure sleep.

[Here a dance of Eight Madmen, with music answerable thereto
after which BOSOLA, like an Old Man, enters."]

DUCHESS. Is he mad too
SERVANT.
BOSOLA. I am
DUCHESS. Ha

!

Thou

;

?

I '11 leave you.
Pray, question him.
and
Servant
Madmen.
[Exeunt
come to make thy tomb.

my tomb

!

speak' st as if I lay

upon

my

death-bed,

Gasping for breath dost thou perceive me sick ?
BOSOLA. Yes, and the more dangerously, since thy sickness
:

is

insensible.

DUCHESS. Thou art not mad, sure dost know me ?
BOSOLA. Yes.
DUCHESS. Who am I ?
BOSOLA. Thou art a box of worm-seed, at best but a salvatory of
green mummy. What 's this flesh ? A little crudded milk, fantastical puff-paste.
Our bodies are weaker than those paper prisons
:

v

boys use to keep flies in more contemptible, since ours is to preDidst thou ever see a lark in a cage ? Such
serve earth-worms.
is the soul in the body
this world is like her little turf of grass
and the heaven o'er our heads, like her looking-glass, only gives us
a miserable knowledge of the small compass of our prison.
DUCHESS. Am not I thy duchess ?
BOSOLA. Thou art some great woman, sure, for riot begins to sit
on thy forehead (clad in gray hairs) twenty years sooner than on
a merry milkmaid's. Thou sleepest worse than if a mouse should
be forced to take up her lodging in a cat's ear a little infant that
breeds its teeth, should it lie with thee, would cry out, as if thou
wert the more unquiet bedfellow.
DUCHESS. I am Duchess of Malfi still.
BOSOLA. That makes thy sleep so broken
;

:

;

:

:

Glories, like glow-worms, afar off shine bright,
But looked to near, have neither heat nor light.
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DUCHESS. Thou art very plain.
Bos OLA. My trade is to flatter the dead, not the
tomb-maker.
DUCHESS. And thou comest to make
BOSOLA. Yes.
DUCHESS. Let me be a little merry
it

I ain a

:

my tomb ?
of

:

make

living

what

stuff wilt

BOSOLA. Nay, resolve me first, of what fashion ?
DUCHESS. Why do we grow fantastical in our death-bed

we

thou

?

?

do

affect fashion in the grave ?

BOSOLA. Most ambitiously. Princes' images on their tombs do
lie, as they were wont, seeming to pray up to heaven; but
with their hands under their cheeks, as if they died of the toothache they are not carved with their eyes fixed upon the stars
but as their minds were wholly bent upon the world, the selfsame
way they seem to turn their faces.
DUCHESS. Let me know fully therefore the effect
not

:

;

Of this thy dismal preparation,
This talk fit for a charnel.

Now

BOSOLA.

Enter Executioners, with a

Here

I shall

:

coffin, cords,

and a

a present from your princely brothers
it arrive welcome, for it brings
Last benefit, last sorrow.
is

bell.
;

And may

Let

DUCHESS.
I have so

much obedience

in

me

my

see

it

:

blood,

I wish it in their veins to do them good.
BOSOLA. This is your last presence-chamber.
O my sweet lady
CARIOLA.
DUCHESS. Peace it affrights not me.
I am the common bellman,
BOSOLA.
That usually is sent to condemned persons

!

:

The night

before they suffer.

Even now thou

DUCHESS.

Thou wast a tomb-maker.
?

BOSOLA.

By

T was

to bring

degrees to mortification.

you

Listen,

Hark now everything is still.
The screech-owl and the whistler
Call upon our dame aloud,
!

shrill

And bid her quickly don her shroud
Much you had of land and rent

!

;

Your length in clay 's now competent
A long war disturbed your mind
Here your perfect peace is signed.
:

:

said'st
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is t fools make such vain keeping ?
Sin their conception, their birth weeping,
Their life a general mist of error,
Their death a hideous storm of terror.
Strew your hair with powders sweet,
Don clean linen, bathe your feet,

Of what

And

?

(the foul fiend

more

to check)

A crucifix let bless your neck
7

T is now

full tide

:

'tween night and day

;

End your groan and come away.
CARIOLA. Hence,

villains, tyrants,

murderers

!

What will you do with my lady ?
DUCHESS. To whom ? to our next neighbors

alas

!

Call for help.
? they are mad-

folks.

BOSOLA. Remove that noise.
DUCHESS.
Farewell, Cariola.
In my last will I have not much to give,
A many hungry guests have fed upon me
Thine will be a poor reversion.
I will die with her.
CARIOLA.
DUCHESS. I pray thee, look thou giv'st my little boy
Some syrup for his cold, and let the girl
;

Say her prayers ere she
is

[Cariola

sleep.

forced out by the Executioners.]

Now
What

what you please

:

death ?

BOSOLA.
Strangling
DUCHESS. I forgive them

;

here are your executioners.

:

The apoplexy,

Would do

as

catarrh, or cough o' the lungs
as they do.

much

BOSOLA. Doth not death fright you ?
Who would be afraid on
DUCHESS.
meet
such
to
excellent
Knowing
company
In the other world ?
BOSOLA.
Yet, methinks,
of your death should much afflict you
This cord should terrify you.
Not a whit
DUCHESS.
What would it pleasure me to have my throat cut
With diamonds ? or to be smothered
With cassia ? or to be shot to death with pearls ?
I know death hath ten thousand several doors
For men to take their exits and 't is found
They go on such strange geometrical hinges,

The manner

:

:

;

\
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You may open them both ways

;

any way, for Heaven

sake,

So I were out of your whispering. Tell my brothers
That I perceive death, now I am well awake,
Best gift is they can give or I can take.
I would fain put off my last woman's-f ault
:

I 'd not be tedious to you.

We are ready.
FIRST EXECUTIONER.
DUCHESS. Dispose iny breath how please you but my body
Bestow upon my women, will you ?
Yes.
FIRST EXECUTIONER.
DUCHESS. Pull, and pull strongly, for your able strength
Must pull down heaven upon me
Yet stay heaven-gates are not so highly arched
;

j

:

As princes' palaces they that enter there
Must go upon their knees. [Kneels.] Come,
;

death,

me sleep
am laid out,

Serve for mandragora to make

Go

tell

my

brothers,

They then may feed

when

I

in quiet.

[The Executioners strangle the Duchess.]

!

violent
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CHARLES WESLEY.
WESLEY, CHARLES, an English clergyman and hymnologist ;
torn at Epworth, Lincolnshire, December 18, 1708 died at London, March 29, 1788. He was a younger brother of John Wesley,
with whom he studied at Christ Church, Oxford, and with whom he
went to Georgia in 1735, returning with him to England after about
two years. He was an earnest co-laborer with John Wesley in the
so-called " Methodist " movement, was an eloquent preacher, and a
voluminous writer on theological topics. Charles Wesley is dis" the
tinctively known as
poet of Methodism," and many of his hymns
rank among the best in our language.
;

LOVE DIVINE, ALL LOVE EXCELLING.
LOVE
Joy

divine, all love excelling,
of heaven, to earth come

down

Fix in us thy humble dwelling
All thy faithful mercies crown.
Jesus, thou art all compassion,
Pure, unbounded love thou art
Visit us with thy salvation
Enter every trembling heart.

!

;

:

;

breathe thy loving Spirit
Breathe,
Into every troubled breast
Let us all in thee inherit,
Let us find that second rest.
Take away our bent to sinning ;
Alpha and Omega be
!

:

End

of faith, as its beginning,
Set our hearts at liberty.

Come, Almighty to deliver,
Let us all thy life receive
Suddenly return, and never,
Never more thy temples leave.
Thee we would be always blessing,
;

Serve thee as thy hosts above,
Pray, and praise thee without ceasing,

Glory in thy perfect love.
VOL. XX.
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Finish then thy

new

creation

;

Pure and spotless let us be
Let us see thy great salvation,
;

Perfectly restored in thee

Changed from glory

:

into glory,

heaven we take our place ;
cast our crowns before thee,
Lost in wonder, love, and praise.

Till in

Till

we

ETEHNAL BEAM OF LIGHT DIVINE.
ETERNAL Beam

of Light divine,
Fountain of unexhausted love,
In whom the Father's glories shine,
Through earth beneath and heaven above ;

Jesus, the weary wanderer's rest,
Give me thy easy yoke to bear

;

With steadfast patience arm my breast,
With spotless love and lowly fear.
Thankful I take the cup from thee,
Prepared and mingled by thy skill

;

bitter to the taste it be,
Powerful the wounded soul to heal.

Though

Rock of Ages, nigh
thou,
So shall each murmuring thought be gone,
And grief, and fear, and care shall fly,

Be

!

As

clouds before the midday sun.

"
"
Speak to my warring passions, Peace
" Be still "
to
my trembling heart,
Say
Thy power my strength and fortress is,
For all things serve thy sovereign will.
;

;

Death

!

where

is

thy sting

Where now

?

Grave ?
boasted victory,
Who shall contend with God ? or who
Can hurt whom God delights to save ?

Thy

GENTLE

JESUS,

MEEK AND

MILD.

GENTLE Jesus, meek and mild,
Look upon a little child
;

Pity

my

simplicity,
Suffer me to come to Thee.
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Fain I would to thee be brought:
Dearest God, forbid it not
Give me, dearest God, a place
In the kingdom of thy grace.
;

Put thy hands upon my head,
Let me in thine arms be stayed ;
Let me lean upon thy breast,
Lull me, lull me, Lord, to rest.

Hold me fast in thy embrace,
Let me see thy smiling face.
Give me, Lord, thy blessing give
Pray for me, and I shall live.
I shall live the simple

Tree from

sin's

uneasy

;

life,

strife,

Sweetly ignorant of ill,
Innocent and happy still.
Oh, that I

may

never

know

What

the wicked people do

Sin
Sin

contrary to thee.
the forbidden tree.

is
is

Keep me from

!

the great offence,

Guard my helpless innocence
Hide me, from all evil hide,
Self, and stubbornness, and pride.
;

Lamb

of God, I look to thee

;

Thou shalt my example be
Thou art gentle, meek, and mild,
Thou wast once a little child.
;

Fain I would be as thou art
Give me thy obedient heart.
Thou art pitiful and kind
Let me have thy loving mind.
;

:

Meek and lowly may

I be

:

Thou
Let

art all humility..
me to my betters bow

:

Subject to thy parents thou.
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Let

me

above

all fulfil

God my heavenly

Father's will

;

Never his good Spirit grieve,
Only to his glory live.

Thou didst live to God alone,
Thou didst never seek thine own
Thou thy self didst never please,
God was all thy happiness.

;

Loving Jesu, gentle Lamb,
In Thy gracious hands I am.
Make me, Savior, what thou art,
Live thyself within my heart.
I shall then show forth thy praise,
Serve thee all my happy days
Then the world shall always see
Christ, the holy Child, in me.
:

THOU VERY PRESENT

AID.

THOU

very present aid
In suffering and distress,
The soul which still on thee is stayed
Is kept in perfect peace.

The

soul

On

by faith reclined

his Redeemer's breast

Midst raging storms exults to find

An

everlasting rest.

Sorrow and fear are gone,
Whene'er thy face appears
It stills the sighing orphan's moan,
;

And

dries the widow's tears.

It hallows every cross
It sweetly comforts

;

me
And makes me now forget my
And lose myself in thee.
;

loss,

Peace to the troubled heart,
Health to the sin-sick mind,
The wounded spirit's Balm thou
The Healer of mankind.

art,

CHARLES WESLEY.
In deep

affliction blest,

With thee

And

I

mount above,

triumphantly

sing,

Thine
Jesus, to

Doth
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distrest,
all-sufficient love.

whom I fly,
my wishes

all

fill

;

In vain the creature-streams are dry
I have the Fountain still.

:

Stript of my earthly friends,
I find them all in One ;

And

and joy that never ends,
heaven, in Christ alone.

peace,

And

HAIL! HOLY, HOLY, HOLY LOED.

HAIL

!

holy, holy, holy Lord,
One in Three we know

Whom

;

By all thy heavenly host adored,
By all thy Church below
!

One undivided Trinity
With triumph we proclaim
The universe is full of thee,

And

:

speaks thy glorious name.

Thee, holy Father we confess
Thee, holy Son adore
Thee, Spirit of true holiness
We worship evermore.

;

;

Thine incommunicable

right,

Almighty God,

Which

And

receive,
angel-choirs and saints in light
saints embodied give.

Three Persons equally divine
We magnify and love
And both the choirs ere long shall join
To sing thy praise above.
Hail
holy, holy, holy Lord
;

!

(Our heavenly song shall be),
Supreme, essential One adored
In coeternal Three
!
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A CHARGE

TO KEEP

I

HAVE.

A CHARGE to keep I have,
A God to glorify
j

A never-dying soul to
And
To

save,
for the sky ;

fit it

serve the present age,
calling to fulfil

My

:

may it all my powers engage
To do my Master's will

Oh,

!

Arm me
As

with jealous care,

thy sight to live
oh, thy servant, Lord, prepare
strict account to give

And

in

;

A

!

Help me to watch and
And on thyself rely

pray,
;

if I my trust betray,
I shall forever die.

Assured,

JESUS,

LOVER OF MY SOUL.

JESUS, lover of

Let

me

my

to thy

soul,

bosom

fly,

While the nearer waters roll,
While the tempest still is high,
Hide me, O my Savior, hide,
Till the storm of life is past
Safe into the haven guide ;

Oh, receive

my

;

soul at last.

Other refuge have I none ;
helpless soul on thee.
leave
me not alone,
ah,
Leave,

Hangs my

Still support and comfort me.
All my trust on thee is stayed,
All my help from thee I bring

Cover

;

defenceless head
the shadow of thy wing.

my

With

Wilt thou not regard my call ?
Wilt thou not accept my prayer ?
Lo, I sink, I faint, I fall
Lo, on thee I cast my care.
!
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Keach me out thy gracious hand
While I of thy strength receive
Hoping against hope I stand
!

:

;

Dying, and behold I live

Thou,

!

Christ, art all I want ;
all in thee I find :

More then
Eaise the

fallen,

cheer the faint,

Heal the sick, and lead the
Just and holy is thy name

blind.

;

I am all unrighteousness
False and full of sin I am
Thou art full of truth and grace.
:

;

Plenteous grace with thee is found,
Grace to cover all my sin
Let the healing streams abound,
;

Make and keep me pure within.
Thou of life the fountain art
:

Freely let me take of thee ;
Spring thou up within my heart,
Rise to all eternity.

10998

JOHN WESLEY.
WESLEY, JOHN, an English divine, the founder of Methodism
Epworth, June 28, 1703 ; died at London, March 2, 1791.
He was placed, at the age of eleven, in the Charterhouse School
At sixteen he was elected to Christ Church College,
at London.
Oxford, and at twenty-three was chosen a Fellow of Lincoln ColHe was admitted to deacon's orders in the Anglican Church
lege.
in 1725, and to priest's orders in 1728. At Oxford, John Wesley,
his brother Charles, and several other students formed themselves
into a club, for religious study, the members of which were jeeringly
"
styled Methodists." This name has been adopted by his followers
in the United States, but in Great Britain they usually style themIn 1735 he was invited by General Ogleselves "Wesleyans."
thorpe to go out with him as missionary chaplain to his colony of
Georgia. He remained here more than two years, when he returned
to England. In July, 1740, he made a formal church organization in
London, and began his work as an independent minister. His min;

T)orn at

He continued his active labors
istry continued for fully fifty years.
to the very close of his life ; his last sermon being delivered only
eight days before his death, in his eighty-eighth year. He extended
This supervision
his spiritual jurisdiction over the British colonies.
was continued after the colonies in America had become independent, and in 1784 he organized the Methodists in the United States
The works of Wesley are very
into a separate Episcopal body.

numerous.
ments,

They embrace sermons, essays, translations, and abridgof them designed for text-books in the schools of his

many

societies.

He

also wrote

many hymns,

in part free translations

from German hymnists.

THE KINGDOM OF HEAVEN.
(From

"
the First Discourse upon the

Sermon on the Mount.")

THIS is that kingdom of heaven, or of God, which is within
us: even "righteousness, and peace, and joy in the Holy
Ghost." And what is "righteousness," but the life of God in
the soul; the mind which was in Christ Jesus; the image of
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,

God stamped upon the heart now renewed after the likeness
him that created it? What is it but the love of God,
because he first loved us, and the love of all mankind for his
of

sake

?

And what

is this

"

"

peace,

the peace of God, but that calm

serenity of soul, that sweet repose in the blood of Jesus, which
leaves no doubt of our acceptance in him ; which excludes all
fear,
is

but the loving,

in heaven

fear of offending our Father

filial

which

?

This inward kingdom implies also " joy in the Holy Ghost "
who seals upon our hearts "the redemption which is in Jesus,"
the righteousness of Christ imputed to us "for the remission of
;

"

who giveth us now " the earnest of
the sins that are past ;
our inheritance," of the crown which the Lord, the righteous

And well may this be termed
Judge, will give at that day.
"the kingdom of heaven;" seeing it is heaven already opened
in the soul the first springing up of those rivers of pleasure
which flow at God's right hand for evermore.
"Theirs is the kingdom of heaven." Whosoever thou art
to whom God hath given to be "poor in spirit," to feel thyself
lost, thou hast a right thereto, through the gracious promise of
Him who cannot lie. It is purchased for thee by the blood of
It is very nigh thou art on the brink of heaven
the Lamb.
Another step, and thou enterest into the kindgom of righteousArt thou all sin ? " Behold the
ness, and peace, and joy
Lamb of God, who taketh away the sin of the world " All
"
Advocate with the Father, Jesus Christ
unholy ? See thy
"
the righteous
Art thou unable to atone for the least of thy
"
sins ?
He is the propitiation for [all thy] sins. " Now beon
the Lord Jesus Christ, and all thy sins are blotted
lieve
out! Art thou totally unclean in soul and body ? Here is the
"fountain for sin and uncleanness "
"Arise, and wash away
"
thy sins
Stagger no more at the promise through unbelief
Give glory to God
Dare to believe
Now cry out from the
;

:

!

!

!

!

!

!

!

!

ground

!

of thy heart,

"

Yes, I yield, I yield at last,
Listen to thy speaking blood
Me, with all my sins, I cast
On my atoning God "

;

!

Then thou

learnest of

him

to be "lowly of heart."
which flows

this is the true, genuine, Christian humility,

And
from
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a sense of the love of God, reconciled to us in Christ Jesus.
spirit, in this meaning of the word, begins where
a sense of guilt and of the wrath of God ends and is a continual
sense of our total dependence on him for every good thought,
of our utter inability to all good, unless
or word, or work,

Poverty of

;

"
he " water us every moment, and an abhorrence of the praise
that
all
of men, knowing
With
praise is due unto God only.
this is joined a loving shame, a tender humiliation before God,
even for the sins which we know he hath forgiven us, and for
the sin which still remaineth in our hearts, although we know
it is not imputed to our condemnation.
Nevertheless, the conviction we feel of inbred sin is deeper and deeper every day.
The more we grow in grace, the more do we see of the desperThe more we advance in the
ate wickedness of our heart.
knowledge and love of God through our Lord Jesus Christ (as
great a mystery as this may appear to those who know not the
power of God unto salvation), the more do we discern of our
of the enmity that is in our carnal
alienation from God,
and
the
mind,
necessity of our being entirely renewed in

righteousness and true holiness.

THE LOVE THAT HOPETH AND ENDURETH ALL
(From the

"

THINGS.

Second Discourse upon the Sermon on the Mount.")

AND when it can no longer believe, then love "hopeth all
Love hopes that
Is any evil related of any man?
things."
the
related
was never done.
that
not
is
the relation
thing
true,
" But
it
was
not
done with such
Is it certain it was ?
perhaps
circumstances as are related; so that allowing the fact, there
Was
is room to hope it was not so ill as it is represented."
the action apparently, undeniably evil ? Love hopes the inten"Yet
Is it clear the design was evil too?
tion was not so.
of
the
settled
the
not
from
not
it
heart^
temper
might
spring,

but from a start of passion, or from some vehement tempta"
And even
tion, which hurried the man beyond himself ?
when it cannot be doubted but all the actions, designs, and

tempers are equally

evil, still

love hopes that

God

will at last

make

bare his arm and get himself the victory ; and that there
shall be " joy in heaven over [this] one sinner that repenteth,

more than over ninety and nine
"

repentance.

just persons

that need no
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"
" endureth all
things.
that is truly merciful.

This completes the charHe endureth not some,
only, not most, but absolutely all things.
Whatever the injustice, the malice, the cruelty of men can
He calls nothing intolerable he
inflict, he is able to suffer.
never says of anything, "This is not to be borne." No: he
Lastly

:

It

him
not many things
acter of

;

cannot only do but suffer all things through Christ which
And all he suffers does not destroy his
strengtheneth him.
It is
It is proof against all.
in
it
the least.
nor
love,
impair
"
a flame that burns even in the midst of the great deep.
Many
"
"
waters cannot quench his love, neither can the floods drown
It "never faileth," either in time
It triumphs over all.
it."
or in eternity.
" Thus in obedience to what

Heaven

decrees,

Knowledge shall fail, and prophecy shall cease
But lasting charity's more ample sway
Nor bound by time, nor subject to decay
In happy triumph shall forever live,
And endless good diffuse, and endless praise receive."
;

So shall "the merciful obtain mercy:" not only by the
blessing of God upon all their ways, by his now repaying the
love they bear to their brethren a thousandfold into their own
bosom ; but likewise by " an exceeding and eternal weight of

glory," in the
of the world."

"kingdom prepared

for

them from the beginning
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;
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King's School, Chester, read law, and was admitted to the bar in 1881,
and practised until 1890. His first writings appeared in the " Corn" in 1883. His works are "The House of the Wolf "
hill
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:

" The New Eector "
" Francis Cludde "
"
(1891)
(1891)
Gentleman of France " (1893) " Under the Red Kobe " (1894) ;
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;

;

;

A

;

;

Inn"

(1898).

THE EVE OF
(From

"

BARTHOLOMEW.

ST.

The House

of the Wolf.")

The gates were almost down
WAITING, and waiting alone
now. The gang of ruffians without, reinforced each moment
by volunteers eager for plunder, rained blows unceasingly on
hinge and socket; and still hotter and faster through a dozen
rifts in the timbers came the fire of their threats and curses.
Many grew tired, but others replaced them. Tools broke, but
They had
they brought more and worked with savage energy.
shown at first a measure of prudence looking to be fired on,
and to be resisted by men, surprised, indeed, but desperate;
and the bolder of them only had advanced. But now they
They would
pressed round unchecked, meeting no resistance.
but
hallooed
let
the
have
stand
to
back
swing
sledges
scarcely
and ran in on the creaking beams and beat them with their
fists, whenever the gates swayed under a blow.
One stout iron bar still held its place. And this I watched
!

.

;

;

as

a

if

I was alone in the empty courtyard, standing
sheltered by one of the stone pillars from which

fascinated.

little aside,
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Behind me the door of the house stood ajar.
the gates hung.
which
the
Candles,
daylight rendered garish, still burned in
the rooms on the first floor, of which the tall, narrow windows
were open. On the wide stone sill of one of these stood Croia boyish figure, looking silently down at me, his hand
on the latticed shutter. He looked pale, and I nodded and
smiled at him. I felt rather anger than fear myself; remembering, as the fiendish cries half deafened me, old tales
of the Jacquerie and its doings, and how we had trodden
sette,

out.

it

Suddenly the din and tumult flashed to a louder note as
I turned
when hounds on the scent give tongue at sight.
to
a
of
recalled
the
the
from
sense
house,
position and
quickly
;

The iron bar was yielding to the pressure.
Slowly
wing of the gate was sinking inwards. Through the
widening chasm I caught a glimpse of wild, grimy faces and
peril.
the left

bloodshot eyes, and heard above the noise a sharp cry from
a cry of terror.
Then I turned and ran, with a
Croisette
defiant gesture and an answering yell, right across the forecourt and up the steps to the door.
I ran the faster for the sharp report of a pistol behind me,
and the whirr of a ball past my ear. But I was not scared by
and as my feet alighted with a bound on the topmost step,
it
;

The dogs were half-way across the court. I
glanced back.
made a bungling attempt to shut and lock the great door
failed in this and heard behind me a roar of coarse triumph.
I waited for no more.
I darted up the oak staircase four steps
at a time, and rushed into the great drawing-room on my left,
banging the door behind me.
The once splendid room was in a state of strange disorder.
Some of the rich tapestry had been hastily torn down. One
window was closed and shuttered no doubt Croisette had done
The other two were open
it.
as if there had not been time
to close them
and the cold light which they admitted contrasted in ghastly fashion with the yellow rays of candles still
The furniture had been huddled aside
burning in the sconces.
or piled into a barricade, a chevaux defrise of chairs and tables
stretching across the width of the room, its interstices stuffed
I

;

;

with, and its weakness partly screened by, the torn-down hangBehind this frail defence, their backs to a door which
ings.
seemed to lead to an inner room, stood Marie and Croisette,

pale and defiant.

The former had a long pike

;

the latter lev-
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elled a heavy, bell-mouthed arquebuse across the back of a
Both had in addichair, and blew up his match as I entered.
I darted like a rabbit through a little
tunnel left on purpose for me in the rampart, and took my
stand by them.

tion procured swords.

"

Is all right

?

"

ejaculated Croisette, turning to

me

ner-

vously.

"All

"You

right, I think," I answered.

are not hurt

I

was

breathless.

?"

"Not touched!"
had just time then to draw my sword before the assailants
streamed into the room, a dozen ruffians, reeking and tattered,
with flushed faces and greedy, staring eyes.
Once inside,
so suddenly that an idle spectator might
however, suddenly
have found the change ludicrous
Their
they came to a stop.
wild cries ceased, and tumbling over one another with curses
I

and oaths they halted, surveying us in muddled surprise seeTheir leader
ing what was before them, and not liking it.
;

appeared to be a tall butcher with a pole-axe on his half-naked
shoulder; but there were among them two or three soldiers in
the royal livery and carrying pikes.
They had looked for
victims only, having met with no resistance at the gate, and
the foremost recoiled now on finding themselves confronted by
the muzzle of the arquebuse and the lighted match.
I seized the occasion.
I knew, indeed, that the pause presented our only chance, and I sprang on a chair and waved my
hand for silence. The instinct of obedience for the moment
asserted itself; there was a stillness in the room.
" Beware " I cried
as loudly and confidently as I
loudly
could, considering that there was a quaver at my heart as I
!

looked on those savage faces which met and yet avoided

my

"
are Catholics one and all
Beware of what you do
eye.
like yourselves, and good sons of the Church.
Ay, and good
God save the King I
Vive le roi, gentlemen
subjects too
!

We

!

!

say."

And

I struck the barricade

!

with

my
"

sword until the

"
metal rang again.
God save the King
"
"
!
Vive
la
Messe
shouted one.
Cry
"
"
"
I replied, with politeness.
With
Certainly, gentlemen
"
all my heart.
Vive la Messe !
Vive la Messe !
This took the butcher, who luckily was still sober, utterly
aback.
He had never thought of this. He stared at us as if
the ox he had been about to fell had opened its mouth and
!

!
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spoken, and grievously at a loss, he looked for help to his

companions.
Later in the day, some
But their deaths as far as
Save
due to private feuds.
the cry of Vive la Hesse!

Catholics were killed by the mob.
could be learned afterwards were

and they were few
at least a respite:
obtained
always
more easily of course in the earlier hours of the morning, when
the mob were scarce at ease in their liberty to kill, while killing still seemed murder, and men were not yet drunk with
in such cases

bloodshed.

read the hesitation of the gang in their faces and when
one asked roughly who we were, I replied with greater boldness, "I am M. Anne de Caylus, nephew to the Vicomte de
Caylus, Governor, under the King, of Bayonne and the
"
And
Landes " This I said with what majesty I could.
harm
You
will
us
brothers.
at
"are
I
continued,
my
these,"
I

;

!

your

peril,

The Vicomte,

gentlemen.

believe me, will avenge

every hair of our heads."
I can shut my eyes now and see the stupid wonder, the
Dull and savage as the
balked ferocity of those gaping faces.
men were, they were impressed ; they saw reason indeed, and
all

seemed going well for us when some one in the rear
"
Throw them over "
Cursed whelps
I looked swiftly in the direction whence the voice came

shouted,

!

room
made out

the darkest corner of the

window.

I

thought

masked

a

woman's

I

it

!

the corner by the shuttered

a slender figure, cloaked and
might be, but I could not be certain

and beside it a couple of sturdy fellows, who kept apart from
the herd and well behind their fugleman.
The speaker's courage arose no doubt from his position at
the back of the room, for the foremost of the assailants seemed
less determined.
We were only three, and we must have gone
But three are three.
down, barricade and all, before a rush.
And an arquebuse
Croisette's match burned splendidly
well loaded with slugs is an ugly weapon at five paces, and

makes nasty wounds, besides scattering its charge famously.
This a good many of them, and the leaders in particular,
seemed to recognize. We might certainly take two or three
lives and life is valuable to its owner when plunder is afoot.
Besides, most of them had common-sense enough to remember
that there were scores of Huguenots
to be
genuine heretics
So why go out of the way, they rearobbed for the killing.
:
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soned, to cut a Catholic throat, and perhaps get into trouble ?
Why risk Montfaucon for a whim ? and offend a man of influence like the Vicomte de Caylus, for nothing
!

Unfortunately at this crisis their original design was recalled to their minds by the same voice behind, crying out,
" Pavannes
"
"

Where

!

is

Pavannes

?

"

shouted the butcher, grasping the idea, and at the
spitting on his hands and taking a fresh grip of the
"
Let us at him. "
Show
us the heretic dog, and go
axe,
but I could not take my
"M. de Pavannes," I said coolly
eyes off the shining blade of that man's axe, it was so very
"
"
is not here
broad and sharp
"
He is in that room behind you " the pruThat is a lie
"
in
the
Give him up "
dent gentleman
background called out.
"
"
man
him
echoed
the
of
the
up
pole-axe, almost
Ay, give
" or it will
be
the
worse
for
good-humoredly,
you. Let us have

Ay

!

same time

!

!

!

!

!

!

at

him and

"

get you gone

!

This with an air of much reason, while a growl as of a
chained beast ran through the crowd, mingled with cries of "
"
Vive Lorraine !
cries which seemed
mort les Huguenots !
to show that all did not approve of the indulgence offered us.
"Beware, gentlemen, beware," I urged, "I swear he is not
"
I swear it, do you hear ?
here
and
a sudden movement of the
howl
of
then
A
impatience,
crowd as though the rush were coming, warned me to tempo"
"
"
I added hastily.
One minrize no longer.
Stay Stay
Hear me
You are too many for us. Will you swear
ute

A

!

!

!

!

!

"
to let us go safe and untouched, if we give you passage ?
But I looked at the
dozen voices shrieked assent.

A

butcher only.
profession.
"
1

Ay,

"By
"By

He seemed

swear

the

it

"
!

to be an honest

man, out

of

his

he cried with a nod.

Mass?"

the Mass."

I twitched Croisette's sleeve,

and he tore the fuse from his

weapon, and flung the gun

too heavy to be of use to us
While
It was done in a moment.

to the ground.
longer
the mob swept over the barricade, and smashed the rich furniture of it in wanton malice, we filed aside, and nimbly slipped
under it one by one. Then we hurried in single file to the end

no one taking much notice of us. All were pressWe gained the door as the
ing on, intent on their prey.
of the room,
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butcher struck his first blow on that which we had guarded
on that which we had given up. We sprang down the stairs
with bounding hearts, heard as we reached the outer door the
roar of many voices, but stayed not to look behind
paused

indeed for nothing.
Fear, to speak candidly, lent us wings.
In three seconds we had leapt the prostrate gates, and were in
A cripple, two or three dogs, a knot of women
the street.
looking timidly yet curiously in, a horse tethered to the staple
we saw nothing else. No one stayed us. No one raised a
hand, and in another minute we had turned a corner, and were
out of sight of the house.
"They will take a gentleman's word another time," I said
with a quiet smile, as I put up my sword.

"I would

like to see her face at this

moment," Croisette

"You saw Madame d'O?"
replied.
I was not sure, and I
I shook my head, not answering.
If I had seen
had a queer, sickening dread of the subject.
oh it was too horrible, too unnatural
Her
her, I had seen
!

own

sister

!

Her own brother-in-law

!

!

"
The Pavannes, " I made
change the subject.
shift to say, "must have had five minutes' start."
"
"
"
if Madame and he got away
More, Croisette answered,
If all has gone well with them, and they have not
at once.
been stopped in the streets, they should be at Mirepoix's by
now.
They seemed to be pretty sure that he would take them
I hastened to

in."
"

from

Ah

"

I sighed.
that place
If
!

!

"

What fools we were to bring Madame
we had not meddled with her affairs we

our Louis, I mean."
might have reached Louis long ago
"True," Croisette answered softly, "but remember that
then we should not have saved the other Louis
as I trust we
have.
He would still be in Pallavicini's hands. Come, Anne,
let us think it is all for the best," he added, his face shining
with a steady courage that shamed me.
"To the rescue I
Heaven will help us to be in time yet!"
to the rescue

"

I replied, catching his spirit.
"First
to the right, 1 think, second to the left, first on the right again.

"Ay,

!

That was the direction given

The house oppous, was it not ?
a book-shop with the sign of the Head of Erasmus.
ForWe may do it yet. "
ward, boys
But before I pursue our fortunes farther let me explain.
site

!

The room we had guarded
VOL. XX.

14

so jealously

was empty

!

The plan
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had been mine, and I was proud of it. For once Croisette had'
fallen into his rightful place.
My flight from the gate, the
vain attempt to close the house, the barricade before the inner
these were all designed to draw the assailants to one
the latter hastily disguised as
and his wife
Pavannes
spot.
had hidden behind the door of the hutch by the gates
a boy
the porter's hutch, and had slipped out and fled in the first

door

confusion of the attack.
Even the servants, as we learned afterwards, who had hidden themselves in the lower parts of the house, got away in the
same manner, though some of them
they were but few in all
were stopped as Huguenots and killed before the day ended.
I had the more reason to hope that Pavannes and his wife
would get clear off, inasmuch as I had given the Duke's ring
to him, thinking it might serve him in a strait, and believing
that we should have little to fear ourselves, once clear of his
house; unless we should meet the Vidame indeed.
We did not meet him, as it turned out ; but before we had
traversed a quarter of the distance we had to go we found that
fears based on reason were not the only terrors we had to resist.
Pavannes' house, where we had hitherto been, stood at some
distance from the centre of the blood-storm which was enwrapping unhappy Paris that morning. It was several hundred,
paces from the Rue de Bdthisy, where the Admiral lived, and
what with this comparative remoteness and the excitement of
our own little drama, we had not attended much to the fury of
the bells, the shots and cries and uproar which proclaimed the
We had not pictured the scenes which were
state of the city.
happening so near. Now in the streets the truth broke upon
A hundred yards,
us, and drove the blood from our cheeks.
We who but yesterday left
the turning of a corner, sufficed.
the country, who only a week before were boys, careless as
other boys, not recking of death at all, were plunged now into
And the awful conthe midst of horrors I cannot describe.
trast between the sky above and the things about us
Even
now the lark was singing not far from us the sunshine was
striking the topmost stories of the houses; the fleecy clouds
were passing overhead, the freshness of a summer morning
!

;

was

Ah where was it ? Not here in the narrow lanes surely,
that echoed and re-echoed with shrieks and curses and frantic
prayers: in which bands of furious men rushed up and down,
!
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guard and the more cruel rabble were
and windows, arid hurrying with bloody
weapons from house to house, seeking, pursuing, and at last
killkilling in some horrid corner, some place of darkness
on
bodies
Not
on
dealt
blow
blow
with
writhing
here,
ing
surely, where each minute a child, a woman died silently,
a man snarling like a wolf
happy if he had snatched his
weapon and got his back to the wall where foul corpses
dammed the very blood that ran down the kennel, and children

and where archers

of the

breaking in doors

!

;

little

children

played with them

!

I was at Cahors in 1580 in the great street fight; and there
women were killed. I was with Chatillon nine years later,
when he rode through the Faubourgs of Paris, with this very
day and his father Coligny in his mind, and gave no quarter.
I was at Courtas and Ivry, and more than once have seen prisoners led out to be piked in batches
ay, and by hundreds
But war is war, and these were its victims, dying for the most
part under God's heaven with arms in their hands not men
1 felt on those
and women fresh roused from their sleep.
occasions no such horror, I have never felt such burning pity
and indignation as on the morning I am describing, that longpast summer morning when I first saw the sun shining on the
Croisette clung to me, sick and white, shutstreets of Paris.
ting his eyes and ears, and letting me guide him as I would.
Marie strode along on the other side of him, his lips closed,
Once a soldier of the guard, whose bloodhis eyes sinister.
stained hands betrayed the work he had done, came reeling
across our path,
he was drunk, as were many of the butchers
and I gave way a little. Marie did not, but walked stolidly on
as if he did not see him, as if the way were clear, and there
were no ugly thing in God's image blocking it.
Only his hand went as if by accident to the haft of his dagThe archer
ger.
fortunately for himself and for us too
We escaped that danger. But to see
reeled clear of us.
it was horrible
women killed and pass by
So horrible that
if in those moments I had had the
wishing-cap, I would have
asked but for five thousand riders, and leave to charge with
them through the streets of Paris
I would have had the days
of the Jacquerie back again, and my men-at-arms behind me
For ourselves, though the orgie was at its height when we
We were stopped indeed three
passed, we were not molested.
once in each of the streets we traversed
times
by different
!

:

!

!

!
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But as we wore the same badges as
bands of murderers.
"
"
Vive la Messe !
and
and gave our names,
cried,
themselves,
we were allowed to proceed. I can give no idea of the confusion and uproar, and 1 scarcely believe myself now that we saw
of the things we witnessed.
Once a man gayly dressed,
and splendidly mounted, dashed past us, waving his naked
sword and crying in a frenzied way, "Bleed them! Bleed
them! Bleed in May, as good to-day!" and never ceased crying out the same words until he passed beyond our hearing.
Once we came upon the bodies of a father and two sons, which

some

lay piled together in the kennel;

partly

stripped already.

The youngest boy could not have been more than

thirteen.

I

mention this group, not as surpassing others in pathos, but
because it is well known now that this boy, Jacques Nompar
de Caumont, was not dead, but lives to-day, my friend the
Marshal de la Force.
This reminds me too of the single act of kindness we were
We found ourselves suddenly, on turning a
able to perform.
a
amid
corner,
gang of seven or eight soldiers, who had stopped
and surrounded a handsome boy, apparently about fourteen.
He wore a scholar's gown, and had some books under his arm,
to which he clung firmly
though only perhaps by instinct
notwithstanding the furious air of the men who were threatenThey were loudly demanding his name,
ing him with death.
as we paused opposite them.
He either could not or would
not give it, but said several times in his fright that he was
Was he a Catholic ? they
going to the College of Burgundy.
He was silent. With an oath the man who had hold
cried.
of his collar lifted up his pike, and naturally the lad raised
A cry broke from Croisette. He
the books to guard his face.
rushed forward to stay the blow.
"
" See
he exclaimed loudly, his voice arresting
see
"
He has a Mass
the man's arm in the very act of falling.
Book
He has a Mass Book He is not a heretic He is a
!

!

!

!

!

Catholic!"

The fellow lowered his weapon, and sullenly snatched the
He looked at them stupidly with bloodshot, wandering

books.

he
eyes, the red cross on the vellum bindings the only thing
But it was enough for him he bid the boy beunderstood.
gone, and released him with a cuff and an oath.
Croisette was not satisfied with this, though I did not
understand his reason; only I saw him exchange a glance with
;
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"

"

he said
Come, come
not want them "
!

You do

lightly.

Give him his

!

But on that the men turned savagely upon us. They did
not thank us for the part we had already taken ; and this they
thought was going too far.
They were half drunk and quarrelsome, and being two to one, and two over, began to flourish
Mischief would certainly have
weapons in our faces.
been done, and very quickly, had not an unexpected ally appeared on our side.
"
Put up put up " this gentleman cried in a boisterous
"
voice
he was already in our midst.
What is all this
about ? What is the use of fighting amongst ourselves, when
their

!

!

many a bonny throat to cut, and heaven to be gained
Put
by
up, I say!"
"
Who are you ? " they roared in chorus.
"The Duke of Guise " he answered coolly. "Let the gentlemen go, and be hanged to you, you rascals "
The man's bearing was a stronger argument than his words,
for I am sure that a stouter or more reckless blade never swagI knew him instantly, and even the
gered in church or street.
crew of butchers seemed to see in him their master. They
flung back a few curses at him, but having nothing to gain they
yielded. They threw down the books with contempt
showing
thereby their sense of true religion and trooped off roaring,
"
Tuez ! Tuez ! Aux Huguenots " at the top of their voices.
The new-comer thus left with us was Bure*
Blaise Bure*
the same who only yesterday, though it seemed months and
months back, had lured us into Bezers' power. Since that
moment we had not seen him. Now he had wiped off part of
the debt, and we looked at him, uncertain whether to reproach
him or no. He, however, was not one whit abashed, but rethere

is

it!

!

!

;

!

turned our regards with a not unkindly leer.
"I bear no malice, young gentlemen," he said impudently.
"
"
No, I should think not, I answered.

"And

besides,

"

we are quits now," the knave continued.

You are very kind, " I said.
"
To be sure. You did me a good turn
much to my surprise. He seemed to be in

"

he answered,
"
earnest now.
You
once,

do not remember it, young gentleman, but it was you and your
brother here"
he pointed to Croisette
"did it! And by
the Pope and the King of Spain I have not forgotten it. "

"I have, "I

said.

STANLEY WEYMAN.

11012

"

What

!

ten days ago
done, too

You have forgotten spitting that fellow at Caylus
?
Qa ! sa ! You remember. And very cleanly

A

Well, M. Anne, that was a
pretty stroke
fellow.
clever
He thought so, and I
a
clever fellow,
very
to
more
the
was
what
and
purpose, the most noble
thought so,
"
Raoul de Bezers thought so too. You understand ?
He leered at me and I did understand. I understood that
!

!

unwittingly I had rid Blaise Bure* of a
for the respectful, almost the kindly

This accounted

rival.

which he had

in

way

well, deceived us.
"
"

he said. " If you want as much done for
"
For the present, gentlemen, farewell
you, let
He cocked his hat fiercely, and went off at speed the way
we had ourselves been going, humming as he went

That

is

all,

me know.

!

:

"

Ce petit homrne tant joli,
Qui toujours cause et toujours rit,
Qui toujours baise sa mignonne
Dieu gard de inal ce petit homme "
7

!

His reckless song came back to us on the summer breeze. We
watched him make a playful pass at a corpse which some one
and miss it
had propped in ghastly fashion against a door
and then a corner hid him
and go on whistling the same air
from view.

We
the boy
to

lingered only a moment ourselves
we had befriended.

;

merely to speak to

"Show the books if any one challenges you," said Croisette
him shrewdly. Croisette was so much of a boy himself,

with his fair hair like a halo about his white, excited face,
that the picture of the two, one advising the other, seemed to
me a strangely pretty one. " Show the books and point to the
And Heaven send you safe to your college. "
cross on them.
"I would like to know your name, if you please," said the
His coolness and dignity struck me as admirable under
boy.
the circumstances.
Baron de Rosny."

"I

am Maximilian

de Bethune, son of the

"Then," said Croisette briskly, "one good turn has deserved another.
Your father, yesterday, at Stampes
no, it
warned
was the day before, but we have not been in bed
"
us
He broke off suddenly then cried, " Run run "
;

The boy needed no second warning

!

indeed.

!

He was

off
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seen,

and so had he,

the stealthy approach of two or three prowling rascals on the
look-out for a victim.
They caught sight of him, and were
.strongly inclined to follow him; but we were their match in

The street was otherwise empty at the moment:
numbers.
and we showed them three excellent reasons why they should
give

him a

clear start.

His after adventures are well known: for he, too, lives.
He was stopped twice after he left us. In each case he escaped
by showing his book of offices. On reaching the college the
porter refused to admit him, and he remained for some time in
the open street, exposed to constant danger of losing his life,
and knowing not what to do. At length he induced the gatekeeper, by the present of some small pieces of money, to call

the principal of the college, and this man humanely concealed
The massacre being then at an end, two
for three days.
armed men in his father's pay sought him out and restored

him
him

So near was France to losing her greatest
Duke
the
de
minister,
Sully.
To return to ourselves. The lad out of sight, we instantly
resumed our purpose, and trying to shut our eyes and ears to
to his friends.

the cruelty and ribaldry and uproar through which we had still
to pass, we counted our turnings with a desperate exactness,
intent only on one thing
to reach Louis de Pavannes, to

reach the house opposite to the Head of Erasmus, as quickly
We presently entered a long, narrow street. At
as we could.
the end of it the river was visible, gleaming and sparkling in

The street was quiet quiet and empty. There
was no living soul to be seen from end to end of it, only a
prowling dog. The noise of the tumult raging in other parts
was softened here by distance and the intervening houses. We
seemed to be able to breathe more freely.
"This should be our street," said Croisette.
I nodded.
At the same moment I espied, half-way down
the
we
But ah were we in
it,
sign
needed, and pointed to it.
time ? Or too late ? That was the question.
By a single impulse we broke into a run, and shot down the roadway at speed.
A few yards short of the Head of Erasmus we came, one by
the sunlight.

;

!

one, Croisette

A

to a full stop.
full stop!
opposite the bookseller's was sacked
gutted
from top to bottom. It was a tall house, immediately fronting
the street, and every window in it was broken. The door hung

The house

first,

!
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forlornly on one hinge, glaring cracks in its surface showing
where the axe had splintered it. Fragments of glass and ware,
flung out and shattered in sheer wantonness, strewed the steps ;

and down one corner

of the latter a

dark red stream trickled

Whence came the stream ?
to curdle by-and-by in the gutter.
Alas there was something more to be seen yet, something our
The body of a man.
eyes instinctively sought last of all.
!

on the threshold, the head hanging back, the wide
glazed eyes looking up to the summer sky whence the sweltering heat would soon pour down upon it. We looked shudderIt was that of a servant, a valet who had been
ing at the face.
with Louis at Caylus. We recognized him at once, for we had
known and liked him. He had carried our guns on the hills
a dozen times, and told us stories of the war. The blood
crawled slowly from him. He was dead.
He clutched one of the
Croisette began to shake all over.
pillars, which bore up the porch, and pressed his face against
The worst
its cold surface, hiding his eyes from the sight.
had come. In our hearts I think we had always fancied some
accident would save our friend, some stranger warn him.
It lay

"Oh, poor, poor Kit!" Croisette cried, bursting suddenly
"
"
into violent sobs.
Oh, Kit Kit
!

!
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RICHARD WHATELY.
WHATELY, RICHAKD, an eminent English

prelate and theologian,
at
of
Dublin
born
London, February, 1, 1787 died at
Archbishop
Dublin, October 8, 1863. He finished his studies at Oxford, and
;

;

had a fellowship

there, after

which he was rector of Halesworth in

Suffolk, principal of St. Albans Hall, Oxford, and, in 1830, professor of political economy. In 1831 he became Archbishop of

He

Dublin.

much

did

to forward the cause of general education,

and to promote liberal views in the English Church. Among his
numerous works are " Historic Doubts Relative to Napoleon Bonaparte" (1819), a burlesque aimed at the "destructive school' of
criticism " Essays on the Peculiarities of the Christian Religion "
(1825); "Elements of Logic" (1826); "Elements of Rhetoric"
" Politi(1828) "Difficulties in the Writings of St. Paul" (1828)
:

7

;

;

;

"

" Introduction to the
Study of St. Paul's
"
"
"
"
English Synonyms
Scripture Doc(1851)
Epistles
(1849)
trine Concerning the Sacraments" (1857); "Lessons on Mind"
"Lessons on the British Constitution" (1859) "Lectures
(1859)
on the Parables " (1860) " Lectures on Prayer " (1860) " Rise,
"Miscellaneous
Progress, and Corruption of Christianity" (1860)
"
Lectures and Reviews" (1861) ; "Remains
(1864).
cal

Economy

(1831)

;

;

;

;

;

;

;

;

LEARNED IGNORANCE.
(From "Lecture on Bacon's Essays.")

THOUGH Bacon dwelt on the importance of setting out from
an accurate knowledge of facts, and on the absurdity of attempting to substitute the reasoning process for an investigait would be a great mistake to imagine that he

tion of nature,

meant to disparage the reasoning process, or to substitute for
skill and correctness in that a mere accumulated knowledge of
And anyone would be far indeed from
a multitude of facts.
being a follower of Bacon who should despise logical accuracy,
and trust to what is often called experience meaning by that
an extensive but crude and undigested observation.
For, as
;
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books, though indispensably necessary for a student, are of no
use to one who has not learned to read, though he distinctly
sees black marks on white paper, so is all experience and

acquaintance with facts unprofitable to one whose mind has
not been trained to read rightly the volume of nature and of
human transactions spread before him.
When complaints are made often not altogether without
of the prevailing ignorance of facts on such and such
reason
subjects, it will often be found that the parties censured,
though possessing less knowledge than is desirable, yet possess
more than they know what to do with. Their deficiency in

arranging and applying their knowledge, in combining facts,
and correctly deducing, and rightly employing, general principles, will be perhaps greater than their ignorance of facts.
Now, to attempt remedying this defect by imparting to them
to confer the advantage of wider exadditional knowledge
perience on those who have not skill in profiting by experience
is to attempt enlarging the prospect of a short-sighted man
Since he could not, on
by bringing him to the top of a hill.
the plain, see distinctly the objects before him, the wider horizon from the hill-top is utterly lost on him. ... If Bacon had
lived in the present day, I am convinced he would have made
his chief complaint against unmethodized inquiry and careless

and

illogical reasoning.

OKIGIN OF CIVILIZATION.
(From

"

Lecture on the Origin of Civilization.")

You may hear plausible descriptions given of a supposed
race of savages subsisting on wild fruits, herbs, and roots, and
on the precarious supplies of hunting and fishing; and then, of
the supposed process by which they emerged from this state,
and gradually invented the various arts of life, till they be-

came a decidedly civilized people. One man, it has been supposed, wishing to save himself the trouble of roaming through
the woods in search of wild fruits and roots, would bethink
himself of collecting the seeds of these, and cultivating them
in a plot of ground cleared and broken up for the purpose.
And finding that he could thus raise more than enough for
himself, he might agree with some of his neighbors to ex-

change a part

of his

produce for some of the game or

fish

taken
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Another man again,

it has been supposed, would
and uncertainty of hunting,
himself
the
labor
contrive to save
animals
kinds
of
wild
some
alive, and keeping
by catching
them in an enclosure to breed, that he might have a supply
always at hand. And again others, it is supposed, might devote themselves to the occupation of dressing skins for cloth-

by them.

or of building huts or canoes, or of making bows and
arrows, or various kinds of tools each exchanging his producAnd each, by devoting his
tions with his neighbors for food.
ing,

;

some one kind of manufacture, would acquire increased skill in that, and strike out new inventions.
Such descriptions as the above, of what it is supposed has
take place, are
actually taken place, or of what possibly might
to
first
those who do
at
the
glance,
likely to appear plausible,
attention to

.

.

.

not inquire carefully and reflect attentively.
But, on examinfound
to
be
be
will
all
these
completely at
suppositions
ation,
variance with all history, and inconsistent with the character

Such a process of
of such beings as real savages actually are.
inventions and improvements as that just described is what we
may safely say never did, and never possibly can, take place in
any

tribe of savages left wholly to themselves.
for the ancient Germans, and the Britons

and Gauls, all
have pretty full accounts of in the works of Caesar
and Tacitus, they did indeed fall considerably short, in civilization, of the Greeks and Romans, who were accustomed to
comprehend under one sweeping term of "barbarians" all naBut it would be absurd to reckon as
tions but themselves.

As

of

whom we

savages nations which,

according to the authors just men-

tioned, cultivated their land, kept cattle, employed horses in
their wars, and made use of metals for their weapons and

A people so far advanced as that would
other instruments.
not be unlikely, under favorable circumstances, to advance
further still, and to attain, step by step, to a high degree of
civilization.

that is, people sunk
But as for savages, properly so styled
as low, or anything near as low, as many tribes that our voythere is no one instance
agers have made us acquainted with

recorded of any of them rising into a civilized condition, or
indeed, rising at all, without instruction and assistance from
We have numerous accounts of
a people already civilized.
various savage tribes, in different parts of the globe
in hot
countries and in cold, in fertile and in barren, in maritime
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and in inland situations

who have been

visited

from time to

time, at considerable intervals, by navigators, but have had no
settled intercourse with civilized people ; and all of them ap-

pear to have continued, from age to age, in the same rude conOf the savages of Tierra del Fuego, for instance, it
dition.
is remarked by Mr. Darwin, the naturalist (who was in the
"
"
on its second voyage of discovery), that they, " in
Beagle
one respect, resemble the brute animals, inasmuch as they

make no improvements." As birds, for instance, which have
an instinct for building nests, build them, each species, just as
at first, after countless generations so it is, says he, with this
"Their canoe, which is their most skilful work of
people.
art
and a wretched canoe it is
is exactly the same as it
was two hundred and fifty years ago. " The New Zealanders,
again, whom Tasman first discovered in 1642, and who were
visited for the second time by Cook one hundred and twentyseven years after, were found by him exactly in the same condition.
And yet these last were very far from being in as
low a state as the New Hollanders; for they cultivated the
ground, raising crops of the Cumera (or sweet potato), and
clothed themselves, not with skins, but with mats woven by
;

themselves.

.

.

.

Then, again, if we look at ancient historical records and
traditions concerning nations that are reported to have risen
from a savage to a civilized state, we find that in every instance they appear to have had the advantage of the instruction and example of civilized men living among them.
They
always have some tradition of some foreigner, or some Being
from heaven, as having first taught them the arts of life.
.

.

.

no need to inquire, even if we could do so with
of
success, what mixture there may be of truth and
any hope
fable in any of these traditions.
For our present purpose it is
out
to
have
that
enough
pointed
they all agree in one thing, in
civilization
as
representing
having been introduced (whenever
it has been introduced) not from within, but from without.

But there

is

.

When

.

.

you try to fancy yourself in the situation of a savage,
it may perhaps occur to you that you would set your mind to
work to contrive means for bettering your condition, and that
you might hit upon such and such useful and very obvious contrivances and hence you may be led to think it natural that
savages should do so, and that some tribes of them may have
advanced themselves in the way above described, without any
;
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But what leads some persons to fancy

external help.

this pos-

sible (though
appears to have never really occurred) is, that
are not savages, but have some degree of menthemselves
they
tal cultivation, and some of the habits of thought of civilized
it

And

men.

they imagine themselves merely destitute of the
some things which they actually know but they
knowledge
cannot succeed in divesting themselves, in imagination, of the
And hence they form to themselves an incivilized character.
correct notion of what a savage really is.
of

;

CIVILIZATION FAVORABLE TO MORALITY.

ON

the whole, then, there seems every reason to believe
advancement in national prosperity which mankind are, by the Governor of the universe,
adapted and impelled to promote must be favorable to moral
improvement. Still more does it appear evident, that such a
that, as a general rule, that

conclusion must be acceptable to a pious and philanthropic
It is not probable, still less is it desirable, that the
should
have fitted and destined society to make a conDeity

mind.

impeded only by slothful and negligent habits,
and
by war, rapine,
oppression (in short, by violation of divine
which
commands),
progress inevitably tends toward a greater
and greater moral corruption.
And yet there are some who appear not only to think, but
to wish to think, that a condition but little removed from the
one of ignorance, grossness, and poverty
unsavage state
enlightened, semi-barbarous, and stationary, is the most favorable to virtue.
You will meet with persons who will be even
offended if you attempt to awaken them from their dreams
about primitive rural simplicity, and to convince them that
the spread of civilization, which they must see has a tendency
tinual progress,

to spread, does not tend to increase depravity.
Supposing
their notion true, it must at least, one would think, be a melancholy truth.

be said as a reason, not for wishing, but for believthat
the moral dangers which beset a wealthy coming this,
are
designed as a trial.
Undoubtedly they are, since
munity
no state in which man is placed is exempt from trials. And
It

may

let it

evil to

be admitted, also,

which

civilized

if

man

you will, that the temptations to
is exposed are absolutely stronger
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than those which exist in a ruder state of society

still, if

:

they

are also relatively stronger
stronger in proportion to the
counteracting forces, and stronger than the augmented motives
and are such, consequently, that, as society
to good conduct

advances in civilization, there is less and less virtue, and a
this
continually decreasing prospect of its being attained
amounts to something more than a state of trial it is a dis:

tinct provision made by the Deity for the
His rational creatures.

moral degradation of

This can hardly be a desirable conclusion; but if it be,
nevertheless, a true one (and our wishes should not be allowed
to bias our judgment), those who hold it ought at least to follow it up in practice, by diminishing, as far as is possible, the
Let us put away from us " the ac.
.
severity of the trial.
national
wealth be, in a moral point of
If
cursed thing."
in
of all that is good, set about
the
name
an
let
us,
evil,
view,
Let us, as he advises, burn our fleets, block
to diminish it.
up our ports, destroy our manufactories, break up our roads,
and betake ourselves to a life of frugal and rustic simplicity ;
like Mandeville's bees, who
.

" flew into a hollow
tree,
Blest with content and honesty."
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GILBERT WHITE.
WHITE, GILBERT, an English clergyman and

naturalist; born
died
at
1720
at Selborne, Hampshire, July 18,
Oxford, June 26,
1793. He received his education at Basingstoke and at Oxford.
He was a Fellow of Oriel College, and was made one of the senior
;

his residence in his
proctors of the university in 1752. He fixed
native village, where he passed a quiet life in study, especially in
His principal work, "The Natural
close observation of nature.
"
History of Selborne (1789), has been oftener reprinted than any
Thomas Brown's edition (1875)
other work on natural history.
7
" The
contains " Observations on Various Parts of Nature,' and
In
Naturalist's Calendar," first published after the author's death.

1876 appeared a volume of White's unpublished

letters.

THE HOUSE-SWALLOW.
(From

"

The Natural History

of Selborne.")

THE

house-swallow, or chimney-swallow, is undoubtedly
comer of all the British hirundine*; and appears in
the
on
or about the 13th of April, as I have remarked from
general
many years' observation. Not but now and then a straggler
and in particular, when I was a boy I
is seen much earlier
observed a swallow for a whole day together on a sunny warm
Shrove Tuesday which day could not fall out later than the
first

:

;

March, and often happened early in February.
It is worth remarking that these birds are seen first about
lakes and mill-ponds; and it is also very particular, that if
these early visitors happen to find frost and snow, as was the
case in the two dreadful springs of 1770 and 1771, they immeA circumstance this, much more
diately withdraw for a time.
in favor of hiding than migration since it is much more probable that a bird should retire to its hybernaculum just at hand,
than return for a week or two to warmer latitudes.

middle

of

;

The swallow, though
means builds altogether

called the

chimney-swallow, by no

in chimneys, but often within barns
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and so she did in Virgil's
"
nidos
quam tignis
suspendat hirundo (The
twittering swallow hangs its nest from the beams).
In Sweden she builds in barns, and is called Ladu swala,
the barn-swallow.
Besides, in the warmer parts of Europe

and out-houses against the

time

:

rafters;

" Garrula

there are no chimneys to houses, except they are English built
in these countries she constructs her nest in porches, and gate:

ways, and galleries, and open halls.
Here and there a bird may affect some odd peculiar place
as we have known a swallow build down a shaft of an old well
through which chalk had been formerly drawn up for the purpose of manure but in general with us this hirundo breeds in
chimneys, and loves to haunt those stacks where there is a
no doubt for the sake of warmth. Not that it
constant fire,
can subsist in the immediate shaft where there is a fire but
prefers one adjoining to that of the kitchen, and disregards
the perpetual smoke of the funnel, as I have often observed
with some degree of wonder.
Five or six feet more down the chimney does this little bird
begin to form her nest, about the middle of May which con;

:

;

:

sists, like that of the house-martin, of a crust or shell composed of dirt or mud, mixed with short pieces of straw to

render it tough and permanent; with this difference, that
whereas the shell of the martin is nearly hemispheric, that of
the swallow is open at the top, and like half a deep ditch this
nest is lined with fine grasses, and feathers which are often
;

collected as they float in the air.

Wonderful

is

the address which this adroit bird shows all

day long, in ascending and descending with security through
When hovering over the mouth of the funso narrow a pass.
her wings, acting on the confined air, occaof
nel, the vibration
It is not improbable that the
submits to this inconvenient situation so low in the shaft,
in order to secure her broods from rapacious birds and par-

sions a rumbling like thunder.

dam

;

ticularly from owls, which frequently

fall

down chimneys,

perhaps in attempting to get at these nestlings.
The swallow lays from four to six white eggs, dotted with
red specks and brings out her first brood about the last week
;

The progressive method
in June, or the first week in July.
life is very amusing
into
introduced
by which the young are
with
shaft
from
the
first they emerge
difficulty enough, and
often fall down into the rooms below ; for a day or so they are
:
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fed on the chimney-top, and then are conducted to the dead
leafless bough of some tree, where, sitting in a row, they are
attended with great assiduity, and may then be called perchers.

In a day or two more they become flyers, but are still unable to
take their own food therefore they play about near the place
where the dams are hawking for flies and when a mouthful
is collected, at a certain signal given, the dam and the nestling advance, rising towards each other, and meeting at an
angle the young one all the while uttering such a little quick
note of gratitude and complacency, that a person must have
paid very little regard for the wonders of nature that has not
;

:

;

often

remarked this

feat.

The dam betakes

herself immediately to the business of a
second brood as soon as she is disengaged from her first, which
at once associates with the first broods of house-martins, and
with them congregates, clustering on sunny roofs, towers, and
This hirundo brings out her second brood towards the
trees.

middle and end

of August.
All summer long, the swallow is a most instructive pattern
of unwearied industry and affection: for from morning to
night, while there is a family to be supported, she spends the
whole day in skimming close to the ground, and exerting the
most sudden turns and quick evolutions. Avenues, and long
walks under the hedges, and pasture-fields, and mown meadows
where cattle graze, are her delight, especially if there are trees
interspersed; because in such spots insects most abound.
When a fly is taken, a smart snap from her bill is heard, resembling the noise at the shutting of a watch-case; but the
motion of the mandibles is too quick for the eye.

The swallow, probably the male bird, is the excubitor to
house-martins and other little birds announcing the approach
of birds of prey.
For as soon as a hawk appears, with a shrill
alarming note he calls all the swallows and martins about
;

who pursue in a body, and buffet and strike their enemy
they have driven him from the village darting down from
above on his back, and rising in a perpendicular line in perfect security.
This bird will also sound the alarm, and strike
at cats when they climb on the roofs of houses, or otherwise
approach the nest. Each species of hirundo drinks as it flies
along, sipping the surface of the water but the swallow alone
in general washes on the wing, by dropping into a pool for
many times together in very hot weather house-martins and
bank -martins also dip and wash a little.
him

;

till

;

;

:
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The swallow is a delicate songster, and in soft sunny
weather sings both perching and flying on trees in a kind of
concert, and on chimney-tops: it is also a bold flyer, ranging
to distant downs and commons even in windy weather, which
the other species seems much to dislike nay, even frequenting
exposed seaport towns, and making little excursions over the
Horsemen on the wide downs are often closely
salt water.
attended by a little party of swallows for miles together, which
plays before and behind them, sweeping around and collecting
all the skulking insects that are roused by the trampling of
the horses' feet when the wind blows hard, without this ex;

;

:

pedient, they are often forced to settle to pick up their lurking
prey.

A

.

.

.

swallow built for two years together on the
handles of a pair of garden shears that were stuck up against
the boards in an out-house, and therefore must have her nest
spoiled whenever that implement was wanted; and what is
stranger still, another bird of the same species built its nest on
the wings and body of an owl that happened by accident to hang
dead and dry from the rafter of a barn. This owl, with the
nest on its wings, and with eggs in the nest, was brought as a
curiosity worthy of the most elegant private museum in Great
The owner, struck with the oddity of the sight, furBritain.
nished the bringer with a large shell or conch, desiring him
to fix it just where the owl hung: the person did as he was
certain

ordered, and the following year, a pair, probably the
pair, built their nest in the conch and laid their eggs.

same

THE HOUSE-CEICKET.
(From

WHILE many

"

The Natural History

of Selborne.")

other insects must be sought after in fields,
Gryllus domesticus, or house-

and woods, and waters, the

altogether within our dwellings; intruding
whether we will or no. This species
notice
our
upon
houses:
in
new-built
being, like the spider, pleased
delights
with the moisture of the walls and besides, the softness of

cricket,

resides

itself

;

the mortar enables them to burrow and mine between the
and to open communications from
joints of the bricks or stones,
another.
one room to
They are particularly fond of kitchens

and bakers' ovens, on account

of their perpetual

warmth.
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abroad either enjoy only the short
summer,
away the cold, uncomfortable months in profound slumbers; but these, residing as it
were in a torrid zone, are always alert and merry
a good
Christmas fire is to them like the heats of the dog-days.
Though they are frequently heard by day, yet is their natural
As soon as it grows dusk,
time of motion only in the night.
period of one

live

or else doze

:

the chirping increases, and they come running forth, ranging
size of a flea to that of their full stature.
As one

from the

should suppose from the burning atmosphere which they inand show a great propensity for
liquids; being found frequently drowned in pans of water,
Whatever is moist they affect and
milk, broth, or the like.
therefore often gnaw holes in Avet woollen stockings and aprons
that are hung to the fire.
They are the housewife's barometer,
will
it
her
when
rain; and they prognosticate someforetelling
or
ill
the death of near relashe
luck,
times,
thinks, good
habit, they are a thirsty race,

;

or the approach of an absent lover.
By being
constant companions of her solitary hours, they naturally
come the objects of her superstition. These crickets are
only very thirsty but very voracious, for they will eat

tives

the
be-

not
the

of pots, and yeast, salt and crumbs of bread, and
In the summer we have
kitchen offal or sweepings.

scummings
any

observed them to fly out of the windows when it became dusk,
and over the neighboring roofs. This feat of activity accounts
for the sudden manner in which they often leave their haunts,
as it does for the method by which they come to houses where
It is remarkable that many
they were not known before.
sorts of insects seem never to use their wings but when they
have a mind to shift their quarters and settle new colonies.
When in the air they move volatu undoso, "in waves and
curves," like woodpeckers; opening and shutting their wings
at every stroke and so are always rising or sinking.
When they increase to a great degree, as they did once in
:

the house where I am now writing, they become noisome pests,
flying into the candles and dashing into people's faces; but

may

be blasted and destroyed by gunpowder discharged into

their crevices

and crannies.

In families at such times, they are like Pharaoh's plague of
in their bedchambers, and upon their beds, and in
frogs,
their ovens, and in their kneading-troughs.
Their shrilling
noise is occasioned by a brisk attrition of their wings.
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RICHARD GRANT WHITE.
WHITE, RICHARD GRANT, an American essayist, critic, and
Shakespearean scholar; born at New York, May 22, 1821; died
He was graduated at the University of the
there, April 8, 1885.
of
in
New
York
1839; studied law, and was admitted to the
City
bar in 1845. But he previously had turned his attention to literaWithout being the
ture, and never entered upon legal practice.
editor of any periodical, he was editorially connected with several
ending
newspapers and magazines. For more than twenty years
in 1878
he held positions in the United States Revenue Service at
New York. His works, while covering a wide range of topics, relate
mainly to general philology, and especially to Shakespeare and his
His most important works are " Handbook of Christian
writings.
"
"
"
Art (1853)
Essay on the
Shakespeare's Scholar (1854)
" National
of
of
VI."
the
Three
Parts
Henry
Authorship
(1859);
"
"
" The
Life and Genius of Shakespeare
Hymns (1861)
(1865)
"
"
"
New Gospel of Peace (1866)
Words and Their Uses (1870) ;
;

;

;

;

;

"England Without and Within"
Humphreys," his one novel (1884)
Shakespeare" (1885). He edited an edition of Shake-

"Every-day English" (1880);
(1881)

"
;

The Fate

of Mansfield

;

"Studies in
speare in twelve volumes.

A

SUNDAY ON THE THAMES. 1

(From "England Without and Within.")
I DID not spend a whole Sunday on the Thames
but as 1
was going to morning service at the Abbey, and to evening service at St. Paul's, I chose to make the river my way from one
to the other; and doing this it seemed to me good to go leisurely over the whole of it within what is called the metropolitan district.
This one is enabled to do easily and pleasantly
the
little
steamers
that ply back and forth constantly within
by
those limits.
The day was as beautiful as a summer sky, with
its bright blue
tempered by lazy clouds smiling with light and
;

sailing upon a soft, gentle breeze, could
1

By
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the sense of
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Sunday seemed

to pervade the air

in sweet solemnity at rest.
possession of mankind, and

;

and even the great

When
we

find
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city sat

science has taken entire

no more anything to wor-

ship, will the Sunday-less man possess, in virtue of his rule of
pure reason, any element of happiness that will quite compen-

sate him for that calm, sweet, elevating sense
so delicate as
to be indefinable, and yet so strong and penetrating as to pervade his whole being and seem to him to pervade all nature

day of the Christian week ? It is
fading gradually away, not into the forgotten,
for it can never be forgotten by those who have once felt it,
There are men now living who have
but into the unknown.
never known it; their numbers will increase; and at last, in
the long by and by, there will be a generation of civilized men
who will say, that there should ever have been a difference between one day and another passes human understanding. This
sense of Sunday is much stronger in the country than in the
town ;
strangely, for the current of life is there much less
visibly interrupted; and it is always deepened by a sky at
And such a sky has its effect even
once bright and placid.
I felt it on this day, as I glided, through sunny
in town.
hours and over gentle waters, past the solid stateliness and
homely grandeur that are presented on the Thames side of
of divine serenity in the first

passing from

us,

London.
I walked across the lower end of

St. James's Park, passing
the same ground that King Charles trod on the 30th
of January, when, in the midst of a regiment of Cromwell's

over

much

Ironsides, but attended personally by his own private guard
and his gentlemen of the bed-chamber, and with the Parlia-

mentary colonel in command walking uncovered by his side,
he went to lay down his handsome, weak, treacherous head

upon the block before the outraged Commonwealth of England
an event which, notwithstanding the Restoration and the
subsequent two centuries of monarchy in England, is the greatest and most significant of modern times, and is also of all
grand retributive public actions the most thoroughly and characteristically English.
Tyrants have been put to death or
driven from their thrones at other times and by other peoples
but then for the first time, and first by men of English blood
and speech, was a tyrant solemnly and formally tried like an
accused criminal, condemned as a criminal, and put to death
in execution of a warrant issuing from a court constituted by
:

;
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the highest power in the land.
Compared with this highof a Caesar is like a brawl
assassination
the
justice

handed

politicians, and the expulsion of the
Bourbons the chance consequence of a great popular tumult.
And in this was its endless worth and its significance; and
hence it was that from that time there was a new tenure of
Then for the first time the great law of government
kingship.
that it should be for the best interests of the
was written,
This
it was written in the blood of a king.
and
governed;
was the one boon of that great act to England, to the English
race, to all civilized Christendom for politically the beheading of Charles was a blunder; and the Commonwealth, after
living an artificial life for a few years, died an inevitable
death, because it was born out of due time.
None the less because it was Sunday did I find the cows at
the place towards the lower end of the park, whither I strolled,
and where they and their predecessors have stood day after day
for centuries, professing to give new milk to visitors thirsting

among "high-toned"

;

for this rustic beverage, either for its own sake, or that it
might by its associations enhance the rural effect of the mead-

ows and the trees. I did not drink of the product of their
maternal founts but my experience leads me to the unhesitating conclusion that if those cows give milk instead of milkand-water, they must be of a breed which, or the product of
which, cannot be found in Middlesex without St. James's
The milk of London is a little thicker, a little more
Park.
Whether or no it is
opaque, and a little whiter than its fog.
more nourishing I shall not venture to say. Probably these
cows do give milk-and-water, and produce instinctively, as
;

becomes metropolitan British kine, their

article of trade ready
I
times
as
For, many
passed the place where they
or
I
child drinking and I am
never
saw
man, woman,
stand,
sure that if they gave real milk there would at least be a procession to them of mothers and nurses with their weanlings.
They seemed to be of the homely variety known as the red
cow, to which belonged she of the crumpled horn and she that
jumped over the moon. And if this were so it is yet another
witness to the perpetuity of things in England; for the facetious Tom Brown, who lived and wrote in the days of James
II., tells of the intrusion of the milk-folks upon the strollers
"
through the Green Walk with the cry, A can of milk, ladies
A can of red cow's milk, sir!"

adulterated.

;

!
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I could not but think that if kine
thoughts there would be in that little
a tradition of the looks of Charles I.
Charles II. and of the Duchess of

Gwynne, and

of dear, vain,

clever,
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could communicate their
knot of horned creatures

and

of

Cromwell, and of
and of Nell

Cleveland,

self-candid,

close-fisted,

kind-hearted Pepys, and of the beautiful Gunnings, and of the
captivating, high-tempered Sarah Jennings, who could cut off
her own auburn hair to spite the Duke of Marlborough, and

and of the Duchess of Devonshire, who
kissed the butcher and wore the hat, and of all those noted
beauties, wits, gallants, and heroes whose names and traits
For
are the gilded flies in the amber of English literature.
fling it into his face,

there probably has been no time since the park ceased to be a
royal chase when there was not at least some one of the herd,
and probably more, that could have learned all these things in
direct line of tradition

same

is

true of the

from predecessors.

men and

the

women

So, to be sure, the
of London; but the

directness of such a course of transmission

home

to

me

was brought more

in considering these cattle, as they stood there,

the representatives and perpetuators of a little custom, older
than any commonwealth, in one of the richest, most populous,

and most powerful countries of the earth.
Chewing the cud of my fancies, I passed out of the park,
and soon was at the Abbey door; but not soon was I much
I had not troubled myself upon the score of punctufarther.
that
ality and being a few minutes late I found the Abbey
full, even to the crowdpart of it which is used for service
;

ing of the aisles down to the very doors. I managed to squeeze
myself in, but was obliged to stand, and moreover to be leaned
In
against like a post, through service and through sermon.
these I found no noteworthy unlikeness, even of a minor sort,
to what I had been accustomed to hear from my boyhood.
The

changes in the language of the Book of Common Prayer to
adapt it to the political constitution and the social condition
of the United States of America are so few and so slight that
The preacher
they must be closely watched for to be detected.
was Canon Duckworth, canon in residence, who reminded me
in voice, in accent, and in manner very much, and somewhat
in person, although he was less ruddy, of a distinguished
clergyman of the same church in New York, and whose ser-

mon was

the same sensible, gentleman-like, moderately highmay be heard from half a dozen pulpits in

church talk which
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Not every one, however, of those who
that city every Sunday.
like
of them in England, has Canon Duckor
the
them
preach
The
worth's rich, vibrating voice and fine, dignified presence.
long hood of colored silk that he wore (his was crimson), like
English clergymen that I saw within the chancel, was not,
as I find many persons suppose it to be, an article of ecclesiIt was merely his master's hood,
that
astical costume.
which belonged to him as Master of Arts. The different colors
of the linings of these academic hoods indicate the degree of
the wearer and the university by which it was bestowed. They
are worn by university "clerks" on all formal occasions.
After the sermon there was an administration of the communion, and all persons who were not partakers were required
The exodus was very slow. Even after
to leave the church.
the throng was thinned arid movement was easy, many lingered, looking up into the mysterious beauty of that noble
These the vergers did not hesitate to hasten, addressnave.
ing them in some cases very roughly, as I thought, and even
putting their hands upon their shoulders; but on my telling
one of them that although I did not mean to commune I should
like to remain during the service, he with ready civility, and
with no shilling-expectant expression of countenance, took me
In this
to a seat within a gate and very near the outer rails.
I
to
the
or
to the
found
nothing peculiar
place
service, too,
but I observed
indeed, how could there well be ?
building,
all

that certain of the communicants, as they passed through the
railing on their way to the table (which they, I suppose, would
call the altar), and as they returned, carried their hands
right before them, holding the palms closely together,
bowing their heads over them, with an air which conveyed
impression that they thought they were behaving like

up-

and
the
the

saints in an altar-piece or in a missal.
Perhaps I might have
observed the same practice at home if my church-going had

been more frequent since the outbreak of "ritualism."
It was strange, as I came out from such a solemn service in
that venerable and sacred pile, and strongly indicative of the
political position of the church in England, to be met just outside the door by a man who carried under his arm a huge
bundle of handbills, calling a meeting and making a protest
about some municipal matter.
These he distributed freely to
the communicants, as they issued from the celebration of the
mystery, who took them as a matter of course into the same
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hands which had been pressed together with such ascetic fervor only a few minutes before, and, glancing at them, put them
for the most part carefully into their pockets.
We know that
the English Church is a part of the government of England
but its peculiar place is shown by practices which to us would
seem highly indecorous. In the rural counties 1 saw posted on
the doors of parish churches
beautiful with the beauty of a
;

lost inspiration, and venerable with the historic associations of
centuries thick with acts of import
notices of those persons
in the parish who had taken out licenses to keep dogs; the list

There
being always led by the name of the lord of the manor.
was no sacrilege. A parish in England is a political and
legal entity, with material boundaries within which certain
officers have power; and the parish church is its moral centre.
Why, therefore, should not the licenses to keep dogs be announced upon its doors ?
Soon after leaving the Abbey I was at the river side ; and
in a minute or two along came a small black steamer, in length
about twice that of the little tug-boats that run puffing and
It seemed to
bustling about New York harbor, and no wider.
me more than simple, indeed almost rude in its bare discomthis

and certainly it was as far from anything gay or festive
;
in appearance as such a boat could be.
The absence of bright
and
and
of
all
that
of
decoration which it
paint
gilding,
glare
"
"
is
to

fort

make

thought necessary

mended the

Americans

pay

for,

com-

favor; but I thought that without these it yet might have been mao^e a little less coarse and
much more comfortable. On the dingy deck were some benches
little craft to

my

or long settles of unmitigated wood and that was all.
There
was not even an awning; but perhaps awnings would interfere
;

with the vailing of the funnel as these boats pass under the
bridges, and they might perhaps also be in danger of fire from
the small cinders that then escape.
The passengers, in number about a score, were all of what would be called in England
the lower-middle class, with one exception, a fine-looking man,
manifestly a "gentleman," and with an unmistakable military
air.

As

I sat

upon

my

hard seat, worn shiny by the sitting of
and looked around upon my fellow-

countless predecessors,

passengers, I was impressed by the stolidity of their faces.
The beauty of the sky, the soft, fresh breeze, the motion, the
fact that it

was a holiday, a

fine

Sunday, seemed to awaken no
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glow of feeling in their bosoms. And yet they were, most of
As we moved swiftly on (I
them, plainly pleasure-seekers.
had taken an up boat) we soon passed over toward the Surrey
side of the river.

Erelong an elderly

woman by whom

I

sat

turned to me, and, pointing out at some distance ahead on our
left a square tower, the familiar outlines of which had attracted
some minutes before, asked, " Wot buildin 's that
my attention
"
there ?
"Lambeth, madam, the Archbishop of Canterbury's
"
"
The Harchbishop o' Cantubbury! Well, well!
palace.
many times as I Ve bin on the river, I never
deary me
!

A

To be asked such a question by a Londoner
half hour upon the Thames astonished me, and
the confession that followed it was amazing ; for Lambeth palsee that afore."
in

my

first

almost opposite Westminster.
This was within the first
arrival
in
after
England, and although, as I have
my
fortnight
I
an exhibition of this kind of
met
with
already mentioned,
I
set
foot
on English ground, I was not
even
before
ignorance
an
for
such
Before another fortexample.
quite
yet prepared
I
had
learned
better.
had
passed
night
As I turned to look at the questioner, I saw that she was a
neatly-dressed, obese female, and that she was accompanied by
a neatly-dressed, obese man, who plainly was her husband.
ace

is

The couple had

lived together a long while they had grown
they had grown fat together ; together they had
sunk, year after year, deeper into a slough of stupidity ; together they had, as they passed through the world and life, become more and more ignorant of the one, and more and more
indifferent to all of the other, except eating and drinking and
the little round of their daily duties that enabled them to eat
and drink. Their faces had grown like each other, not only
The noses had become more shapein expression but in form.
less ; the chinless jaws had swelled and rounded imperceptibly
Those faces probably had once
into the short, thick neck.
expressed some of the vivacity of youth; but this had passed

old together

;

;

away, and nothing, no trace of thought or feeling, had come
into its place,
only fat a greasy witness of content ; and the
result was two great sleepy moons of flabby flesh pierced here
;

and there by orifices for animal uses.
I made surreptitiously
an outline sketch of their two faces, as they sat side by side
staring stupidly before them and it looked like two Bourbon
heads on a medal.
He was one of those long-bodied, shortlegged Englishmen who are framed with facilities for a great
;
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development of paunch. Man and wife were about the same
height; and at the next landing they got up and waddled off
I laughed within myself, as I am laughing now;
together.
and yet why should I have sat there and scoffed at those good
folk for being what nature and circumstance had made them ?
Of a very different fabric in every way was the militaryHe was tall
looking man whom I have already mentioned.
and strong, although not stout; a well-made, good-looking
man, with a certain consciousness of good looks not uncommon
among handsome Englishmen, and not unpleasant. His dress
showed that union of sobriety with scrupulous neatness and
snugness which is characteristic of the Englishman of the
upper classes.

He alone of all my male fellow-passengers kept me in counThe round -topped hat, called
tenance in my chimney-pot hat.
"wide awake," or what nofc, has become so common in London
that a crowd looked down upon from window or from 'bus
seems like a swarm of great black beetles. I walked toward
this gentleman, thinking that I would speak to him if he appeared willing; but he dismissed my doubts by speaking first.
Brief as my experience in England had been, this did not surwomen
prise me for I had already learned that English folk
are free in their intercourse with strangers
as well as men
;

to a degree that

made me wonder whence came

their reputation

I should say that the chances of a pleasant
for gruff reserve.
chat with a fellow-traveller in England compared with those in

the United States were as seven to three.

I

have again and

again travelled from New York to Boston, and from New York
to Washington and back (both journeys being of about two

hundred and thirty miles each way), without having one word
spoken to me by a stranger, although my journeys have mostly
been by daylight, but in England I never went a dozen miles
in company with other people without pleasant talk with one
Nor is such intercourse limited to travelor more of them.
a
of intercourse there to which we are
is
freedom
ling there
;

comparative strangers

;

this,

notwithstanding the visible limiperhaps rather by reason of

tations and restraints of rank,

them.

We

down and talked as the boat glided swiftly up the
became gradually more suburban in
The
wherever I saw it, whether below
Thames,
appearance.
London Bridge, or above that landmark and within the metrosat

river, the banks of which
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beyond, where it passes Kew and Isleworth
and
Richmond and Hampton, is remarkable
and Twickenham
It is nowhere common-looking; and the
for its character.
variety of its traits within a few miles surprises the eye at
politan, district, or

From the wide-expanding
every stage with new delight.
shores, the vast gloomy docks, the huge black hulls, and the
strange clumsy lighter craft of the Pool and Limehouse Beach,
stately magnificence of the embankment and the
Abbey, with the Houses of Parliament on one side, and Lambeth on the other, up to the enchanting rural scene at Richmond, is not farther than it is from one village to another one
just like it, through miles of sameness upon the Hudson.
My talk with my temporary companion was the mere chat
of fellow-travellers under a bright sky but even he managed
to illustrate that narrowness of knowledge of which 1 found so
many examples. As we looked off toward the west end of the
town, there were in sight three or four rows of new houses, all
He spoke of "so much
unfinished, and some not yet roofed.
"
buildin' goin' on
and "sellin' houses," and wondered how it
Therewas, and why gentlemen built houses and sold them.

past the

;

him of the associations of builders, masons, carand
the like, who built houses by a sort of club
penters,
and
had their pay in an interest in the houses,
arrangement,
which they sold at a good profit.
Now this I merely remembered having read some two or there years before in the London " Building News." It was nothing in me to know it the
remarkable thing was that a Yankee, hardly a fortnight in
England, should be called upon to tell it to an intelligent
upon

I told

;

Englishman.

Our

little

turned back.

boat soon reached her upper landing, and then
I went down the river to London Bridge, and

there, after visiting the

Monument and looking

at the plain
the warehouses, which had the
look of holding untold wealth, and after loitering about the
murky purlieus of Thames Street, I crossed the bridge and was
in Southwark.
But of course the bridge was like a short street

and unpretending solidity

across the river
side),

of

used to be a street with houses on either
was much the same as the other. In
met, who were generally of the lower classes,

(it

and one end

of it

the people that I
there was a pleasant appearance of homogeneousness.
They
were all English people and the speech that I heard, although
it was not cultivated and was sometimes even
rude, was Eng;
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heard no brogue nor other transformation of my mother
Little else attracted my attention, except the general
tongue.
inferiority of the men in height and weight to those we see in
New England, and the rarity of good looks, not to say of
beauty, in the women.
They were all plainly in their Sunday
clothes, which did not much become them, and in which they
were at once much set up and ill at ease.
Not far from here I encountered a flock of girls between
eight and twelve years old, who proved to belong to the Bridgewater School.
They were dressed in blue and white, with
straw bonnets trimmed with blue.
They were neat, and looked
comfortable and happy and some of the elder girls with whom
I talked said that they were so.
The school contained fortytwo girls and sixty -five boys. The best that I learned about it
was that the girls made their own dresses, and were taught
But I looked in vain among
every afternoon to sew by hand.
them for the rosy, golden-haired, blue-eyed cherubs which I
had been led to suppose were as thick in England as in an
lish.

I

;

antique altar-piece.

On my way to St. James's Park I had stopped at a little
coster-monger's stand and bought an apple, merely for the sake
of a few words with the man and his wife, who were both in
attendance. I took up an apple carelessly as I was going away,
when the man said, "No, sir, don't take that; it's no good.
"
and he picked out one of the best he
Let me get you a better;
He appeared pleased when I thanked him and said
could find.
that was a good one.
Ungratefully, I gave the fruit to the
for although I might have been willing to
first urchin I met
;

walk down

James's Street munching an apple on a Sunday
it
was
not for an English apple that I would have
morning,
done so.
But none the less I reflected that the like of that
had never happened to me in my boyhood, when I did buy
apples to eat them anywhere, in doors or out of doors; and I
thought that most persons in trade would not have regarded
"
that transaction as " business on the part of my coster-monger.
"
"
If he could
work off his poor stock first, at good prices, he
should do so, and
caveat emptor.
I do not mean to imply
St.

that all coster-mongers in England are like him; but, notwithstanding all that we hear about the tricks of British traders,
adulteration, and the like, 1 will say that his was the spirit
which seemed to me to prevail among the retail dealers of
whom I bought in England. The seller seemed to be willing
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to take

some trouble

fuss about

Not

far

it

and
without making any
was pleased.

to please me,

to be pleased

when

I

from the Southwark end

of

London Bridge

I

passed

It was plainly a temporary affair set
a little fruiterer's stall.
but
in it were hanging some bunches
the
for
trade;
Sunday
up
of very fine white grapes, and I bought some that I might take

them down to the river-side and eat them. They were only
Down to the river-side I went, and, findeightpence a pound.
ing an old deserted boat or scow, I seated myself upon it, and
ate my grapes, and flung the skins into the water, as it ebbed
swiftly past me, but gently and almost without a ripple.. As I
lay there the beauty of the day began to sink into my soul.
had a softness that was new to me, and which yet I
was born to breathe. The light in the low, swelling, slowly moving clouds seemed to come from a heaven that
1 once believed was beyond the sky, and did not smite my eyes

The

air

felt that I

with blindness as

I

looked upward.

The

stillness in such a

There was
place impressed me, and took possession of me.
not a sound, except the distant plash of the wheels of one of
the little steamers, and a faint laugh borne lightly down from
And there lay before me, stretchthe parapet of the bridge.
Loning either way beyond my sight, the great, silent city,
race
of
the
of
the
don,
my
typical city
metropolis
my
boyhood's dreams and my manhood's musings the port from
which my forefather had set sail two hundred and fifty years
ago, to help to make a new England beyond the sea the place
whose name was upon all the books that I had loved to read ;
the scene of all the great historical events by which I had been
most deeply moved. It was worth the Atlantic voyage to enjoy
;

;

;

that vision in that silent hour.
I turned

my

Within

my

range of sight, as

head, were the square turrets of the

Tower and

the pinnacles of Westminster ; and I must have been made of
duller stuff than most of that which either came from or remained in England between 1620 and 1645 not to be stirred by
the thoughts of what had passed, of mighty
people, at those two places, or between them.

moment to my
Many of those

but that which settled in it
was the return of Hampden and Pym
and the other Five Members who had fled from Westminster to
London before King Charles and his halberdiers. From where
I sat, had 1 sat there on the llth of January, 1642, I might
have seen that now calm and almost vacant stretch of water
events flitted through
and took possession of

my mind;
it
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swarming with wherries and decorated barges outside two lines
of armed vessels that began at London Bridge and ended at
Westminster, while up the river, between this guard of honor,
sailed to Westminster a ship bearing the five men whose safety

was the pledge of English liberty; and along that opposite
bank, now silent and almost deserted (not indeed the Embankment, but the Strand, then the river street, as its name indicates), marched the trained-bands of London, with the sheriffs
and all the city magnates and the shouting citizens, amid the
booming of guns, the roll of drums, and the blare of trumpets.
It was London that received and sheltered the Five Members ;
it was London that protected them against the king; it was

London that carried them back

in triumph past Whitehall,
royal tyrant, to resume their seats at Westminster, at the command of the outraged but undaunted House
That was the brightest, greatest day in Lonof Commons.

then purged of

its

don's history that the most memorable pageant of the many
memorable seen upon the bosom of old Thames. I should not
have enjoyed this vision and these thoughts if 1 had not lusted
for those grapes, and for the pleasure of eating them to the
music of the rippling water.
Again I took a steamer and went up the river and returned,
that I might mark well the bulwarks and the palaces of this
royal city, and see it all from the outside by daylight; and
also that I might enjoy the day, which was beautiful with a
rich, soft, cool beauty unknown to the land from which we are
driving the Sitting Bulls and Squatting Bears, to whose coarse
constitutions and rude perceptions the fierce glories of its
;

On the return trip the few passengers
skies are best adapted.
thinned rapidly away, so that at Charing Cross (I believe it
was) every one but myself went ashore; and as no one came on
This did not
board I was left actually alone upon the deck.
suit

and

me, for I wanted to see the people as well as the place ;
went hastily ashore to wait for another

I too, just in time,

steamer.

The landings

are

made

at long, floating piers or platforms;

and upon one of these I walked up and down, after having
Erelong another steamer came, well
bought another ticket.
loaded, and I watched the people as they came ashore.
Thoughtlessly I turned and walked with the last of them
toward the stairs by which they made their exit to the city.
It was my first day on the Thames, and I had not observed

X
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how

very brief the stoppages of the boats were they touch and
plash of the wheels, and, turning,
:

I was startled by the
go.
I saw the boat in motion.

Instinctively I made for her, and
of
the
the
length
platform as the start for a running
having
the
cleared
I
widening distance and the taffrail,
easily
jump,
and landed lightly on the deck. But it was a wonder that I

was not frightened out of my jump and into the water; for
there was sensation and commotion on the boat, and cries; two
of the deck hands sprang forward, and stretched out their arms

me as if I had been a flying cricket-ball and when I
was seen safely on the deck there were cheers,
decorous
Indeed, I was sitting comcheers, after the English fashion.
fortably down and opening a newspaper before the little stir
I did not read my paper
for 1
that I had caused was over.
was in the condition in which Montaigne supposed his cat
might be when he played with her. The action of the people
interested me quite as much as mine interested them.
These
English folk, whom I had been taught were phlegmatic and
impassible, had been roused to visible and audible manifestation of excitement by an act that would not have caused an
"American " to turn his head. The passengers on our crowded
ferry-boats saw men jump on board them after they were under
to catch

;

;

after day without moving a muscle, until, too many
jumped into the water, and too many of these having

way day

having
been drowned, we put up gates and chains, not long ago, to
I should not take that jump again, nor
stop the performance.
should I have taken it then if I had stopped to think about it
but I was glad that I did take it then, not for the saving of the
five or ten minutes that I did not know what to do with, but
;

for the revelation that it

made

to

me

of

English character.
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WALT WHITMAN.
WHITMAN, WALT, a celebrated American poet; born at West
died at Camden, N. J.,
Hills, Long Island, N. Y., May 31, 1819
March 26, 1892. He was educated at the public schools of Brooklyn
;

New

York, and subsequently followed various occupations;
were those of printer, teacher, carpenter, and journalwhich
among
in
the meantime extended tours in the United States and
ist, making
Canada. During the greater part of the Civil War he served as a
Tolunteer nurse in the army hospitals, and at its close was appointed
a Government clerk at Washington. In 1873 he had a severe paraHis
lytic attack, and he took up his residence at Camden, N. J.
" Leaves of
first notable work,
Grass," was published in 1855. It
was subsequently much enlarged by successive additions, up to 1881.
Besides this, he wrote many poems for periodicals, some of which
have been collected into volumes, among which are " Drum-Taps "
(1865); "Two Eivulets" (1873); "Specimen Days and Collect"
"
(1883) "November Boughs
(1885) "Sands at Seventy" (1888)
"
"
Autobiographia
(1892).
"Good-bye, My Fancy" (1891); and
He also put forth in 1870 a volume of prose essays, entitled " Democratic Vistas," which was republished in 1888, with a new Preface.
His " Complete Poems and Prose " appeared in one volume
" in 1898.
in the same year, and " The Wound Dresser

and

;

;

;

V

DIRGE FOR
THE

last

Two

VETERANS.

sunbeam

Lightly falls from the finished Sabbath,
On the pavement here, and there beyond it
Down a new-made double grave.
Lo, the

Up

moon

is

looking,

ascending,

from the east the silvery round moon,

Beautiful over the housetops, ghastly, phantom moon,

Immense and

silent

moon.

I see a sad procession,
I hear the sound of coming full-keyed bugles,
All the channels of the city streets they 're flooding,
As with voices and with tears.

And

By
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And
And

I hear the great drums pounding,
the small drums steady whirring,
every blow of the great convulsive drums

Strikes

me through and

through.

For the son is brought with the father,
(In the foremost ranks of the fierce assault they
Two veterans son and father drop together,
And the double grave awaits them.)

Now nearer
And
And

fell,

blow the bugles,

the drums strike more convulsive,
the daylight o'er the pavement quite has faded,
And the strong dead-march enwraps me.

In the eastern sky up-buoying,
vast phantom moves illumined.

The sorrowful
('T

is

some mother's large transparent
In heaven brighter growing.)

face,

strong dead-march you please

me

!

O moon immense with your silvery face you soothe me
my veterans passing to burial
my soldiers twain
!

What

!

!

I have I also give you.

The moon

gives you light,

And the bugles and the drums give you music,
And my heart, my soldiers, my veterans,

My

WHEN

heart gives you love.

LILACS LAST IN THE DOOR- YARD BLOOMED.

WHEN lilacs

last in the door-yard bloomed,
the great star early drooped in the western sky in the night,
I mourned, and yet shall mourn with ever-returning spring.

And

Ever-returning spring, trinity sure to me you bring,
Lilac blooming perennial, and drooping star in the west,

And

thought of him I love.
ii.

O
O
O
O
O

powerful western fallen star
shades of night
moody, tearful night
6 the black murk that hides the star
great star disappeared
cruel hands that hold me powerless
O helpless soul of me
harsh surrounding cloud that will not free my soul
!

!

!

!

!
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in.

In the door-yard fronting an old farm-house, near the whitewashed
palings,

Stands the lilac-bush tall-growing with heart-shaped leaves of rich
green,

With many a pointed blossom
strong I love,
With every leaf a miracle

With

rising delicate, with the

perfume

and from this bush in the door-yard,
and heart-shaped leaves of rich

;

delicate-colored blossoms

green,

A sprig with its flower I

break.
IV.

In the swamp in secluded recesses,
A shy and hidden bird is warbling a song.
Solitary the thrush,

The hermit withdrawn to
Sings by himself a song.

himself, avoiding the settlements,

Song of the bleeding throat,
Death's outlet song of life (for well, dear brother, I know,
If thou wast not granted to sing thou wouldst surely die).
.

v.

Over the breast of the spring, the land, amid cities,
lanes and through old woods, where lately the violets peeped
from the ground, spotting the gray debris,

Amid
Amid

the grass in the fields each side of the lanes, passing the end-

less grass,

Passing the yellow-speared wheat, every grain from its shroud in the
dark-brown fields uprisen,
Passing the apple-tree blows of white and pink in the orchards,
Carrying a corpse to where it shall rest in the grave,

Night and day journeys a

coffin.

VI.

Coffin that passes

through lanes and

streets,

Through day and night with the great cloud darkening the

land,

With the pomp of the inlooped flags with the cities draped in black,
With the show of the States themselves as of crape-veiled women
standing,

With

processions long and winding and the flambeaus of the night,
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With the

countless torches

lit,

with the silent sea of faces and the

unbared heads,

With the waiting depdt, the arriving coffin, and the sombre faces,
With dirges through the night, with the thousand voices rising strong
and solemn,
all the mournful voices of the dirges poured around the

With

coffin,

The dim-lit churches and the shuddering organs

where amid these

you journey,

With

the tolling, tolling bells' perpetual clang,

Here, coffin that slowly passes,
I give you my sprig of lilac.
VII.
(ISTor for you, for one alone,
Blossoms and branches green to coffins all I bring
For, fresh as the morning, thus would I chant a song for you,
and sacred death.
;

sane

All over bouquets of roses,
death, I cover you over with roses and early lilies,
But mostly and now the lilac that blooms the first,
Copious I break, I break the sprigs from the bushes,
With loaded arms I come, pouring for you,
For you and the coffins all of you,
death.)
VIII.

western orb sailing the heaven,
I know what you must have meant as a month since I walked,
As I walked in silence the transparent shadowy night,
As I saw you had something to tell as you bent to me night after

Now

night,

As you drooped from the sky low down

As
As
As

As

as if to my side (while the
other stars all looked on),
we wandered together the solemn night (for something, I know
not what, kept me from sleep),
the night advanced, and I saw on the rim of the west how full
you were of woe,
I stood on the rising ground in the breeze in the cool transparent
night,
I watched where
of the night,

As my

you passed and was lost in the netherward black

soul in its trouble dissatisfied sank, as

Concluded, dropt in the night, and was gone.

where you, sad

orb,
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IX.

Sing on there in the swamp,
singer bashful and tender I hear your notes, I hear your call,
1 hear, I come presently, I understand you;
But a moment I linger, for the lustrous star has detained me,
The star my departing comrade holds and detains me,
!

x.

how

shall I warble myself for the dead one there I loved ?
shall I deck
song for the large sweet soul that has

And how

my

gone!

And what

shall

my

perfume be for the grave of him I love

?

Sea-winds blown from east and west,

Blown from the Eastern sea and blown from the Western
there on the prairies meeting,
These and with these and the breath of
1 11 perfume the grave of him I love.

my

sea, till

chant,

;

XI.

O what

shall I

hang on the chamber walls

And what
To

?

shall the pictures be that I hang
adorn the burial-house of him I love ?

on the walls,

Pictures of growing spring and farms and homes,
With the Fourth-month eve at sundown, and the gray smoke lucid

and

bright,
floods of the yellow gold of the gorgeous, indolent, sinking
sun, burning, expanding the air,

With

With the

fresh sweet herbage under foot, and the pale green leaves
of the trees prolific,
In the distance the flowing glaze, the breast of the river, with a

wind-dapple here and there,
hills on the banks, with many a line against the
sky,
and shadows,
And the city at hand with dwellings so dense, and the stacks of

With ranging

And

chimneys,
all the scenes of

homeward

life

and the workshops, and the workmen

returning.
XII.

Lo, body and soul

My own

this land,

Manhattan with
tides, and the ships,

spires,

and the sparkling and hurrying
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The varied and ample
Ohio's shores and

And

land, the

South and the North in the

light,

flashing Missouri,

ever the far-spreading prairies covered with grass and corn.

Lo, the most excellent sun so calm and haughty,
The violet and purple morn with just-felt breezes,
The gentle soft-born measureless light,
The miracle spreading, bathing all, the fulfilled noon,

The coming eve
Over

my

cities

welcome night and the
enveloping man and land.

delicious, the

shining

all,

stars,

XIII.

Sing on, sing on, you gray-brown bird
Sing from the swamps, the recesses

!

;

pour your chant from the

bushes,
Limitless out of the dusk, out of the cedars and pines.

Sing on, dearest brother, warble your reedy song,
song, with voice of uttermost woe.

Loud human

liquid and free and tender!
wild and loose to my soul

wondrous singer
only I hear
yet the star holds me (but will soon depart),
Yet the lilac with mastering odor holds me.
!

You

XIV.

Now while I sat in the day and looked forth,
In the close of the day with its light and the fields of spring, and
the farmers preparing their crops,
In the large unconscious scenery of my land with its lakes and
forests,

In the heavenly aerial beauty (after the perturbed winds and the
storms),

Under the arching heavens

of the afternoon swift passing, and the

and women,
The many-moving sea-tides, and I saw the ships how they
And the summer approaching with richness, and the fields
voices of children

sailed,
all busy

with labor,

And

how they all went on, each with
meals and minutia of daily usages,
And the streets how their throbbings throbbed, and the cities pent
lo, then and there,
Falling upon them all, and among them all, enveloping me with the
the infinite separate houses,

its

rest,

Appeared the

And

I

knew

cloud, appeared the long black trail,
death, its thought, and the sacred knowledge of death.
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Then with

the knowledge of death as walking one side of me,
the thought of death close-walking the other side of me,
I in the middle as with companions, and as holding the hands

And
And

of companions,
I fled forth to the hiding receiving night that talks not,
Down to the shores of the water, the path by the swamp in the

To

dimness,
the solemn shadowy cedars and ghostly pines so

And

still.

the singer so shy to the rest received me,
bird I know received us comrades three,
he sang the carol of death, and a verse for him I love.

The gray-brown

And

From deep secluded recesses,
From the fragrant cedars and
Came the carol of the bird.

And
As

the ghostly pines so

still,

the charm of the carol rapt me,

I held as if

And

by their hands

the voice of

Come,

my

and soothing

lovely

my

comrades in the night,
song of the bird.

spirit tallied the

death,

Undulate round the world, serenely arriving, arrivingj
In the day, in the night, to all, to each,

Sooner or

later, delicate death.

Praised be the fathomless universe,
life and joy, and for objects and knowledge curious,
And for love, sweet love but praise ! praise I praise I
For the sure-emvinding arms of cool-enfolding death.

For

Dark mother, always gliding near with soft feet,
Have none chanted for thee a chant of fullest welcome ?
Then I chant it for thee, I glorify thee above all,

I bring

thee

a song that when thou must indeed come, come unfalter-

ingly.

Approach, strong deliveress!

When it is so, when thou hast taken them,
Lost in the loving floating ocean of thee,
death.
Laved in the flood of thy bliss,
From me

to thee

Dances for

thee,

I joyously

sing the dead,

glad serenades,
I propose, saluting thee, adornments and feastings

for thee;

And

the sights

of the open landscape and the high-spread sky are

fitting,

And

life

and

the fields,

and

the

huge and thoughtful night
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The night in silence under many a star,
The ocean shore and the husky whispering wave whose

And
And

voice

I know,

vast and well-veiled death,
the soul turning to thee,
the body gratefully nestling close to thee.

Over the tree-tops I float thee a song,
Over the rising and sinking waves, over the myriad

fields

and

the

prairies wide,

Over

the

dense-packed

Ifloat this

cities all

and

the

teeming wharves and ways,

carol with joy, with joy to thee,

death.

xv.

To the tally of my soul,
Loud and strong kept up the gray-brown bird,
With pure deliberate notes spreading, filling the

night,

Loud

in the pines and cedars dim,
Clear in the freshness moist and the swamp-perfume,
And I with my comrades there in the night.

While

my

sight that

was bound in

my

eyes unclosed,

As

to long panoramas of visions.
And I saw askant the armies,

saw as in noiseless dreams hundreds of battle-flags,
Borne through the smoke of the battles and pierced with missiles I
saw them,
And carried hither and yon through the smoke, and torn and
I

bloody,

And
And
I

at last but a few shreds left on the staffs (and
the staffs all splintered and broken.

saw

all in silence),

battle-corpses, myriads of them,

And

the white skeletons of young men, I saw them
I saw the debris and debris of all the slain soldiers of the war,
But I saw they were not as was thought,
;

They themselves were fully at rest, they suffered not
The living remained and suffered, the mother suffered,
:

And
And

the wife and the child and the musing comrade suffered,
the armies that remained suffered.
XVI.

passing the night,
Passing, unloosing the hold of my comrades' hands,
Passing the song of the hermit bird and the tallying song of iny

Passing

th'e visions,

soul,
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Victorious song, death's outlet song, yet varying ever-altering song,
As low and wailing, yet clear the notes, rising and falling, flooding
the night,

Sadly sinking and fainting, as warning and warning, and yet again
bursting with joy,
Covering the earth and filling the spread of the heaven,
As that powerful psalm in the night I heard from recesses,
Passing, I leave thee lilac with heart-shaped leaves,
I leave thee there in the door-yard, blooming, returning with
spring.

I cease

from

From my

my

song for thee,
thee in the west, fronting the west, communing
on
gaze

with thee,
comrade lustrous, with

silver face in the night.

Yet each to keep and all, retrievements out of the night,
The song, the wondrous chant of the gray-brown bird,

And

the tallying chant, the echo aroused in my soul,
lustrous and drooping star with the countenance full of
woe,
With the holders holding my hand nearing the call of the bird,
Comrades mine and I in the midst, and their memory ever to keep
for the dead I loved so well,
For the sweetest, wisest soul of all my days and lands
and this
for his dear sake,
Lilac and star and bird twined with the chant of my soul,
There in the fragrant pines and the cedars dusk and dim.

With the

O CAPTAIN MY
!

CAPTAIN

!

CAPTAIN my Captain our fearful trip is done
The ship has weathered every rack, the prize we sought is won
The port is near, the bells I hear, the people all exulting,
While follow eyes the steady keel, the vessel grim and daring.
But O heart heart heart
!

!

j

!

!

!

the bleeding drops of red,
Where on the deck my Captain
Fallen cold and dead.

O

;

lies,

Captain my Captain rise up and hear the bells
for you the bugle trills,
for you the flag is flung
Rise up
for you the shores
For you bouquets and ribboned wreaths
!

!

:

!

a-crowding

For you they

;

call,

the swaying mass, their eager faces turning.
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Here Captain dear father
This arm beneath your head
It is some dream that on the deck
You 've fallen cold and dead.
!

!

!

My Captain does not answer, his lips are pale and still
My father does not feel my arm, he has nor pulse nor will
;

;

anchored safe and sound, its voyage closed and done,
From fearful trip the victor ship comes in with object won:
bells
Exult
shores, and ring
But I with mournful tread,
Walk the deck my Captain lies,

The ship

is

!

Fallen cold and dead.

HUSHED BE THE CAMPS TO-DAY.
(MAY

/

4TH, 1865.)

HUSHED be the camps to-day,
And soldiers, let us drape our war-worn weapons,
And each with musing soul retire to celebrate
Our dear commander's death.

No more

for

him

life's stormy conflicts,
no more time's dark events,
defeat
nor
victory,
Charging like ceaseless clouds across the sky.

Nor
But

;

sing, poet, in our

name,
Sing of the love we bore him
it

because you, dweller in camps,

know

truly.

As they

invault the coffin there,
as they close the doors of earth upon him
Sing
For the heavy hearts of soldiers.

one verse,

BAREST THOU Now, O SOUL.
DAREST thou now,

soul,

Walk out with me toward the unknown region,
Where neither ground is for the feet, nor any path

to follow ?

No map
Nor
Nor

there, nor guide,
voice sounding, nor touch of human hand,
face with blooming flesh, nor lips, nor
eyes, are in that land.

I know it not,
Nor dost thou

soul,

a blank before us
All waits undreamed-of in that region, that inaccessible land.
;

all is

;
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Till when the ties loosen,
All but the ties eternal, Time and Space,
Nor darkness, gravitation, sense, nor any bounds bounding us.

Then we burst forth, we float,
In Time and Space, O soul, prepared
Equal, equipt at

last,

A
A NOISELESS

(0 joy

!

for them,

fruit of all

!)

them

to

fulfil,

soul.

NOISELESS PATIENT SPIDEK.

patient spider

where on a

little promontory it stood isolated,
to explore the vacant vast surrounding,
It launched forth filament, filament, filament, out of itself,

I marked,

Marked how,

Ever unreeling them, ever

tirelessly speeding

them.

And you, O my soul, where you stand,
Surrounded, detached, in measureless oceans of space,
Ceaselessly musing, venturing, throwing, seeking the spheres to connect them,
Till the bridge you will need be formed, till the ductile anchor hold,
Till the gossamer thread you fling catch somewhere,
my soul.
WHISPEES OF HEAVENLY DEATH.
WHISPERS

of heavenly death inurmur'd I hear,

Labial gossip of night, sibilant chorals,
Footsteps gently ascending, mystical breezes wafted soft and low,
Eipples of unseen rivers, tides of a current flowing, forever flowing,
(Or is it the plashing of tears ? the measureless waters of human
tears ?)
I see, just see

skyward, great cloud-masses.
Mournfully, slowly they roll, silently swelling and mixing.
With at times a half-dimm'd, sadden'd, far-off star

Appearing and disappearing.
(Some parturition, rather, some solemn, immortal birth ;

On

the frontiers, to eyes impenetrable,
soul is passing over.)

Some

I

HEAK AMERICA

SINGING.

HEAR America singing, the varied carols I hear,
Those of mechanic singing his as it should be, blithe and strong,
The carpenter singing his as he measures his plank or beam,
The mason singing his as he makes ready for work, or leaves
I

work,

off

WALT
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to him in his boat, the deck-hand
singing on the steam-boat deck,
shoemaker singing as he sits on his bench, the hatter singing as

The boatman singing what belongs

The

he stands,

The

wood-cutter's song, the ploughboy's on his
or at noon intermission or at sundown,

way

in the morning,

The

delicious singing of the mother, or of the young wife at work,
or of the girl sewing or washing,
Each singing what belongs to him or her and to none else,

The day what belongs

to the

day

at night the party of

young

fel-

lows, robust, friendly,

Singing with melodious mouths their strong, melodious songs.

OLD IRELAND.
FAB

hence amid an isle of wondrous beauty,
Crouching over a grave an ancient, sorrowful mother,
Once a queen, now lean and tatter'd, seated on the ground,
Her old, white hair drooping, dishevell'd, round her shoulders,
At her feet, fallen, an unused royal harp,
Long silent, she, too, long silent, mourning her shrouded hope and
heir,

Of

all

the earth most full of sorrow because most full of love.

Yet a word, ancient mother,
You need crouch there no longer on the cold ground, with forehead
between your knees*
Oh, you need not sit there veiPd in your old, white hair so dishevelPd,
For know you the one you mourn is not in that grave.
It was an illusion, the son you love was not really dead,
The Lord is not dead, He is risen again, young and strong, in
another country,

What you wept
The winds

for was translated, pass'd from the grave.
favor'd and the sea saiPd it,

And now with
Moves to-day

rosy and new blood,
new country.

in a
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MAKMADUKE
(From

"

UP up up,
This was what

A Summer in Leslie Goldthwaite's Life.")

from glory to glory
seemed to Leslie Goldthwaite, riding,
that golden June morning, over the road that threaded along,
always climbing, the chain of hills that could be climbed, into
the nearer and nearer presence of those mountain majesties,
penetrating farther and farther into the grand solitudes senti!

it

nelled forever by their inaccessible pride.
Mrs. Linceford had grown impatient; she had declared

it

impossible, when the splendid sunshine of that next day challenged them forth out of their dull sojourn, to remain there

Trunks or
twenty-four hours longer, waiting for anything.
she
would
and
at
at
wait
least, where
none,
go on,
Jefferson,
there was something to console one.
All possible precaution

was taken;

all
1

possible

By

promises were made;

permission of Houghton, Mifflin,

&

Co.

the luggage
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should be sent on next day,
perhaps that very night; wagons
were going and returning often now there would be no further
The hotel-keeper had a
trouble, they might rest assured.
his very best,
.at their instant service, if
"capital team,"
they chose to go on this morning it could be at the door in
So it was chartered, and ordered round,
twenty minutes.
an open mountain wagon, with four horses; their remaining
luggage was secured upon it, and they themselves took their
;

;

seats gayly.
"

Who

cares for trunks or boxes

now

?

"

Leslie cried out in

joyousness, catching the first, preparatory glimpse of grandeur,
when their road, that wound for a time through the low, wet
valley-lands, began to ascend a rugged hillside, whence opened

something of the glory that was to come.
All the morning long, there wheeled about them, and smiled
out in the sunshine, or changed to grave, grand reticence under
the cloud-shadows, those shapes of might and beauty that filled
up earth and heaven.
Leslie grew silent, with the hours of over-full delight.
vistas that hinted

All that had been deepest
Thoughts thronged in upon her.
and strongest in the little of life that she had lived awakened
and lifted again in such transcendent presence. Only the high
places of spirit can answer to these high places of God in his
creation.

Now and

then, Jeannie and Elinor fell into their chatter,
plans, and pleasures, and dress; about
New York, and the new house Mrs. Linceford had taken in
West Twenty-ninth Street, where they were to visit her next
winter, and participate for the first time, under her matroniz-

about their

summer

in city gayeties.
Leslie wondered how they could; she
only answered when appealed to; she felt as if people were
jogging her elbow, and whispering distractions, in the midst
ing,

some noble eloquence.
The woods had a word for her; a question, and their own
sweet answer of help. The fair June leafage was out in its
young glory of vivid green it reminded her of her talk with
of

;

Cousin Delight.

"We

do love leaves for their

own sake;

trees, and vines,
So she said to herself, asking still for the perfect parable that should solve and teach all.
It came, with the breath of wild
grape vines, hidden somewhere in the wayside thickets. " Under the leaf lies our tiny

and the very green grass, even. "
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green blossom," it said; "and its perfume is out on the air.
Folded in the grass-blade is a feathery bloom, of seed or grain ;
and by and by the fields will be all waving with it. Be sure
"
that the blossom is under the leaf.
Elinor Hadden's sweet child-face, always gentle and goodhumored, though visited little yet with the deep touch of earnest thought,
smiling upon life as life smiled upon her,
looked lovelier to Leslie as this whisper made itself heard in
her heart; and it was with a sweeter patience and a more believing kindliness that she answered, and tried to enter into,
her next merry words.
She was
There was something different about Jeannie.
older; there was a kind of hard determination sometimes with
her, in turning from suggestions of graver things the childunconsciousness was no longer there something restless, now
and then defiant, had taken its place she had caught a sound
of the deeper voices, but her soul would not yet turn to listen.
She felt the blossom of life yearning under the leaf; but she
bent the green beauty needfully above it, and made believe it
;

;

;

was not

there.

Looking into herself and about her with asking eyes, Leslie
had learned something already by which she apprehended these
Heretofore, her two friends had seemed to
things of others.
her alike,
able, both of them, to take life innocently and
it came
she began now to feel a difference.
as
carelessly
Her eyes were bent away off toward the Franconia hills,
when Mrs. Linceford leaned round to look in them, and spoke,
She felt
in the tone her voice had begun to take toward her.
;

her immense fancies, as she called
one of her strong likings
them, which were really warm sympathies of the best of her
for Leslie Goldthwaite.
with the best she found in the world
"
"
this morning,
sunbeam
It seems to me you are a stray
"What kind of thoughts are
she said, in her winning way.
"
out
so
far
?
is
it
all
about ?
What
going

A

verse of the' Psalms was ringing itself in Leslie's mind ;
there, under all the other vague musings and chance

had been

But she would
suggestions for many minutes of her silence.
She
for all the world.
not have spoken it
she could not
" 1 have
gave the lady one of the chance suggestions instead.
been looking down into that lovely hollow; it seems like a
children's party, with all the grave, grown folks looking on."
"Childhood and grown-up-hood; not a bad simile."
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It was a wild basin, within a group of
It was not, indeed.
the lesser hills close by; full of little feathery birches, that
twinkled and played in the light breeze and gorgeous sunshine
slanting in upon them between the slopes that lay in shadow

above,
slopes clothed with ranks of dark pines and cedars
and hemlocks, looking down seriously, yet with a sort of protecting tenderness, upon the shimmer and frolic they seemed
Those which stood in the half-way
to have climbed up out of.
shadow were gravest. Hoar old stems upon the very tops were

touched with the self-same glory that lavished itself below.
This also was no less a true similitude.
"
Know ye not this parable ? " the Master said. " How then
"
shall ye know all parables ?
Verily, they lie about us by the
wayside, and the whole earth is vocal with the wisdom of the
Lord.
I cannot go with our party step by step ; P have a summer
to spend with them.
They came to Jefferson at noon, and sat
themselves down in the solemn high court and council of the

mountain kings. First, they must have rooms. In the very
face of majesty they must settle their traps.
"You are lucky in coming in for one vacancy, made today," the proprietor said, throwing open a door that showed
them a commodious second-floor corner-room, looking each
way with broad windows upon the circle of glory, from Adams

A wide balcony ran along the southern side
There were two
against the window which gave that aspect.
beds here, and two at least of the party must be content to
Mrs. Linceford, of course; and it was settled that
occupy.
Jeannie should share it with her.
to Lafayette.

one flight, or
Upstairs, again, was choice of two rooms,
But the first looked out westward, where was comparatwo.

what they had come for. Higher up, they could
have the same outlook that the others had a slanting ceiling
opened with dormer window full upon the grandeur of Washington, and a second faced southward to where beautiful blue,
tively little of

;

dreamy Lafayette lay soft against the tender heaven.
"Oh, let us have this!" said Leslie eagerly. "We don't
mind stairs." And so it was settled.
"
"
Only two days here ?
they began to say, when they gathered in Mrs. Linceford 's room at nearly tea-time, after a rest
and freshening of their toilets.

"We

might stay longer," Mrs. Linceford answered.

"But
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the rooms are taken for us at Outledge, and one can't settle
and unpack, when it 's only a lingering from day to day. All
there is here one sees from the windows.
A great deal, to be
sure ; but it 's all there at the first glance.
'11 see how we

We

on Friday. "
"
The Thoresbys are here, Augusta. I saw Ginevra on the
balcony just now. They seem to have a large party with them.
And I 'm sure I heard them talk of a hop to-night. If your
trunks would only come "
"
They could not in time. They can only come in the train
feel

!

that reaches Littleton at six. "
"

But you

go in, won't you ? 'T is n't likely they dress
here,
though Ginevra Thoresby always dresses. Elinor
and I could just put on our blue grenadines, and you 've got
One of your shawls is
plenty of things in your other boxes.
"
all you want, and we can lend Leslie something.
"I 've only my thick travelling boots," said Leslie; "and I
should n't feel fit without a thorough dressing.
It won't mat'11

much

ter the first night, will it
"

"

?

"
Leslie Goldthwaite, you 're getting slow
Augusta
"
"As true as I live, there is old Marmaduke Wharne
!

!

!

"Let Augusta alone for not noticing a question till she
chooses to answer it," said Jeannie Hadden, laughing.
"And
who, pray, is Marmaduke Wharne ? With a name like that,
if you didn't say 'old,' I should make up my mind to a real
"
hero, right out of a book.
"
out of a
He 's an original. And yes
he is a hero,
I met him at Catskill last summer.
book, too, in his way.
He stayed there the whole season, till they shut the house up
and drove him down the mountain.
Other people came and
a
he was a fixture. He
took
and
ran
but
went,
look,
away
;

says he always does so,
goes off somewhere and 'finds an
In the winter
Ararat,' and there drifts up and sticks fast.
he 's in New York but that 's a needle in a haystack. I never
heard of him till I found him at Catskill. He 's an EnglishIt was
man, and they say had more to his name once.
;

Wli'drnecliffe,

or

Wharnefe^A, or something, and there

's

a

baronetcy in the family. I don't doubt, myself, that it 's his,
and that a part of his oddity has been to drop it. He was a

poor preacher, years ago; and then, of a sudden, he went out
to England, and came back with plenty of money, and since
then he 's been an apostle and missionary among the poor.
VOL. XX.

17

ADELINE DUTTON TRAIN WHITNEY.

11056

work the summers, as I said, he spends in
Most people are half afraid of him; for he's one
you '11 get the blunt truth from, if you never got it before.
and
But come, there 's the gong,
ugh how they batter it
we must get through tea and out upon the balcony, to see the
sunset and the 'purple light.' There 's no time now, girls, for
blue grenadines; and it 's always vulgar to come out in a hurry
That

's

his winter

;

the hills.

!

!

with dress in a strange place." And Mrs. Linceford gave a
last touch to her hair, straightened the things on her dressingtable, shut down the lid of a box, and led the way from the
room.
Out upon the balcony they watched the long, golden going
down of the sun, and the creeping shadows, and the purple
And then the
half-light, and the after-smile upon the crests.
heaven gathered itself in its night stilless, and the mountains
were grand in the soft gloom, until the full moon came up over

Washington.
There had been a few words of recognition with the Thoresby
party, and then our little group had betaken itself to the eastAfter a while, one by one, the others
ern end of the piazza.
were
and
left almost alone.
There was a
they
strayed away,
of
about
the
sound
voices
and
a
drawing-room, and
gathering

came the tones of the piano, struck merrily. They
jarred, somehow, too; for the ringing, thrilling notes of a
horn, blown below, had just gone down the diminishing echoes
from cliff to cliff, and died into a listening silence, away over,
presently

one could not tell where,
"It's getting cold,"
we 've stayed here long
get a proper shawl, and
head, and come in with

beyond the mysterious ramparts.
said Jeannie impatiently.
"I think
enough.
Augusta, don't you mean to

put some sort of lace thing on your
us for a look, at least, at the hop ?
Come, Nell; come, Leslie; you might as well be at home as in
a place like this, if you 're only going to mope."
"It seems to me," said Leslie, more to herself than to
Jeannie, looking over upon the curves and ridges and ravines
of Mount Washington, showing vast and solemn under the
climbing moon, "as if we had got into a cathedral!"
"And the 'great nerve' was being touched! Well,
that
don't make me shiver.
Besides, I did n't come here to shiver.
I 've come to have a right good time
and to look at the mounas much as is reasonable."
tains
It was a pretty good definition of what Jeannie Hadden
;
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it,

also, that the

shadow
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There was subtle
some doubt had not
with her was less a

for.

of

failed to touch her either, and that this
careless instinct than a resolved conclusion.

Elinor, in her happy good-humor, was ready for either
It
thing: to stay in the night splendor longer, or to go in.
ended in their going in. Outside, the moon wheeled on in her

long southerly circuit, the stars trembled in their infinite
Within
depths, and the mountains abided in awful might.
was a piano tinkle of gay music, and demi-toilette, and dernithe poor, abridged reproduction of city revelry in
festival,
the inadequate parlor of an unpretending mountain-house, on
a three-ply carpet.
Marmaduke Wharne came and looked in at the doorway.
Mrs. Linceford rose from her seat upon the sofa close by, and
"The season ha's begun early,
gave him courteous greeting.
to
a
have
and you seem likely
pleasant summer here," she
the
half-considered
with
meaning of a common fashion
said,
of speech.

"No, madam!" answered Marmaduke Wharne, out

of his

real thought, with a blunt emphasis.
"You think not?" said Mrs. Linceford suavely, in a quiet
"It looks rather like it to-night."
amusement.
"
their bodies to the
to
It 's no use for

This?

mountains,

if

duke Wharne
tesy, strode
"

bring
people
in
them!" And Marmasouls
can't
bring
they
turned on his heel, and, without further cour-

away.

What an

"

cried Jeannie under her
breath; and Elinor laughed her little musical laugh of fun.
Mrs. Linceford drew up her shawl, and sat down again, the
remnant of a well-bred smile upon her face. Leslie Goldthwaite rather wished old Marmaduke Wharne would come
old Grimgriffinhoof

back again and say more.
all

they got to-night.

But

!

this first glimpse of

him was
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;

;

7

:

;

THE NORSEMEN.
GIFT from the cold and

A relic to

1

silent Past

!

the present cast
Left on the ever-changing strand
Of shifting and unstable sand,
Which wastes beneath the steady chime
And beating of the waves of Time
;

!

1

By

permission of
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Who from its bed of primal rock
First wrenched thy dark, unshapely block ?
Whose hand, of curious skill untaught,
Thy rude and savage
The waters

of

Are glancing

my

native stream

in the sun's

From

sail-urged keel
circles widen to

The

And

outline wrought ?

warm beam

:

and flashing oar

its shore
cultured field and peopled town
;

Slope to its willowed margin down.
Yet, while this morning breeze is bringing
The mellow sound of church-bells ringing,

And

rolling wheel,

and rapid jar

Of the fire-winged and

steedless car,

And voices from the wayside near
Come quick and blended on my ear,

A spell

is in this old gray stone
thoughts are with the Past alone
The steepled town no more
change
Stretches along the sail-thronged shore ;
Like palace-domes in sunset's cloud,

My

!

A

!

and mansion proud
where
they stood,
Spectrally rising

Fade

sun-gilt spire

:

I see the old, primeval wood ;
Dark, shadow-like, on either hand
I see its solemn waste

expand

:

It climbs the green and cultured hill,
It arches o'er the valley's rill ;

And
Its

leans from

wild arms

cliff

and crag,

o'er the

to

throw

stream below.

Unchanged, alone, the same bright river
Flows on, as it will flow forever
I listen, and I hear the low
Soft ripple where its waters go
I hear behind the panther's cry,
The wild bird's scream goes thrilling by,
!

;

And

shyly on the river's brink
is stooping down to drink.

The deer

But hark

from wood and rock flung back,

What sound comes up the Merrimac ?
What sea-worn barks are those which throw
The light spray from each rushing prow ?
Have they not in the North Sea's blast
Bowed to the waves the straining mast ?
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Their frozen

sails the low, pale

sun

Of Thule's night has shone upon
Flapped by the sea-wind's gusty sweep
Bound icy drift, and headland steep.
Wild Jutland's wives and Lochlin's daughters
Have watched them fading o'er the waters,
Lessening through driving mist and spray,
Like white-winged sea-birds on their way
Onward they glide
and now I view
Their iron-armed and stalwart crew
;

!

;

Joy glistens in each wild blue eye,
Turned to green earth and summer sky
Each broad, seamed breast has cast aside
:

Its cumbering vest of shaggy hide ;
Bared to the sun and soft warm air,
Streams back the Norsemen's yellow hair.
I see the gleam of axe and spear,
The sound of smitten shields I hear,
Keeping a harsh and fitting time
To Saga's chant, and Eunic rhyme
Such lays as Zetland's Skald has sung,
His gray and naked isles among
Or muttered low at midnight hour
;

;

Kound Odin's mossy stone of power.
The wolf beneath the Arctic moon
Has answered to that startling rune
The Gael has heard its stormy swell,
The light Frank knows its summons well
;

lona's sable-stoled Culdee

Has heard
His
J

T is

sounding o'er the sea,
with hoary beard and hair
foot in trembling prayer

it

And swept
altar's

!

the 'wildering vision dies

past

In darkness on

The

my

dreaming eyes

!

forest vanishes in air

Hill-slope and vale lie starkly bare
I hear the common tread of men,

And hum

of work-day life again:

The mystic

relic seems alone
broken mass of common stone
And if it be the chiselled limb
Of Berserker or idol grim

A
A

:

fragment of Valhalla's Thor,
of War,

The stormy Viking's god

;

;

'g

o

II
^
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Or Praga of the Eunic lay,
Or love awakening Siona,
I know not
for no graven line,
Nor Druid mark, nor Runic sign,
Is left ine here, by which to trace
Its

name, or

origin, or place.

Yet, for this vision of the Past,
This glance upon its darkness cast,

My

spirit

bows

in gratitude

Before the Giver of all good,
Who fashioned so the human mind,
That, from the waste of Time behind

A simple

stone, or

mound

of earth,

Can summon the departed forth

;

Quicken the Past to

life

The Present

what hath been,
show

And

lose in

again

in their primal freshness
buried forms of long ago.

The
As if

a portion of that Thought
which
the Eternal will is wrought,
By
"Whose impulse fills anew with breath.

The frozen solitude of Death,
To mortal minds were sometimes lent,
To mortal musings sometimes sent,
To whisper
even when it seems
But Memory's phantasy of dreams
Through the mind's waste of woe and sin,
Of an immortal origin
!

THE
THE goodman

EXILES.

sat beside his door

One sultry afternoon,
With his young wife singing

An

at his side

old and goodly tune.

A glimmer of

heat was in the air

The dark green woods were

still

;

And the skirts of a heavy thunder-cloud
Hung over the western hill.
Black, thick, and vast, arose that cloud
Above the wilderness,

As some dark world from upper
Were stooping over this.

air
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At

times, the solemn thunder pealed,

And

all

was

still

again.

Save a low murmur in the air
Of coming wind and rain.
Just as the

A
And

first

big rain-drop

fell,

weary stranger came,
stood before the farmer's door,
travel soiled and lame.

With

Sad seemed

he, yet sustaining

hope

Was in his quiet glance,
And peace, like autumn's moonlight,

clothed

His tranquil countenance.

A look,

like that his

Master wore

In Pilate's council-hall
It told of wrongs
but of a love
:

Meekly forgiving
" Friend

!

all.

wilt thou give

shelter here ? "

me

The stranger meekly said
And, leaning on his oaken staff,
The goodman's features read.
;

"

My

life is

hunted

evil

men

Are following in my track;
The traces of the torturer's whip
Are on my aged back.
"

And much,

A

WitHin
hunted seeker of the Truth,
Oppressed for conscience' sake."

I fear, ? t will peril thee
thy doors to take

Oh, kindly spoke the goodman's wife
"
" Come
in, old man
quoth she,
" We will not leave thee to the
storm,
Whoever thou may'st be."
!

Then came the aged wanderer in,
And silent sat him down;
While all within grew dark as night
Beneath the storm-cloud's frown.

But while the sudden

lightning's blaze
Filled every cottage nook,
And with the jarring thunder-roll

The loosened casement shook,
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feet

Caine sounding up the lane,
And half a score of horse, or more,
Came plunging through the rain.
"

Now, Goodman Macy, ope thy

door,

We

would not be house-breakers
A rueful deed thou 'st done this day,
In harboring banished Quakers."
;

Out looked the cautious goodman then,
With much of fear and awe,
For there, with broad wig drenched with
The parish priest he saw.
"

Open thy

door, thou wicked

And let thy
And give God

man,

pastor in,
thanks, if forty stripes

Eepay thy deadly

"What

rain,

sin."

seek ye ? " quoth the goodman,

"

The stranger is my guest
worn with toil and grievous wrong,
Pray let the old man rest."
;

He

is

out upon thee, canting knave "
And strong hands shook the door,
"Believe me, Macy," quoth the priest,
" Thou 'It rue
thy conduct sore."
"

Now,

!

Then kindled Macy's eye of fire
" No
priest who walks the earth,
Shall pluck away the stranger-guest
Made welcome to my hearth."
:

Down from

his cottage wall he caught

The matchlock, hotty tried
At Preston-pans and Marston-moor,

By

fiery Ireton's side

;

Where Puritan, and Cavalier,
With shout and psalm contended
And Rupert's oath, and Cromwell's prayer,
;

With

Up

"

battle-thunder blended.

rose the ancient stranger then
spirit is not free

My

To bring the wrath and
Of evil men on thee
:

violence

:
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"

And

for thyself, I pray forbear,
Bethink thee of thy Lord,

Who

healed again the smitten ear,
sheathed his follower's sword.

And
"I

go, as to the slaughter led
"
Friends of the poor, farewell
Beneath his hand the oaken door
:

!

Back on

"Come

its

hinges

fell.

forth, old gray-beard,

yea and nay

;

The reckless scoffers cried,
As to a horseman's saddle-bow
The old man's arms were tied.

And

of his bondage hard and long
In Boston's crowded jail,

.

Where suffering woman's prayer was
With sickening childhood's wail,

heard,

with our tale to tell
Those scenes have passed away
Let the dim shadows of the past
Brood o'er that evil day.
It suits not

"

:

"
Ho, sheriff
quoth the ardent priest
!

"

Take goodman Macy too

;

The

sin of this day's heresy,
His back or purse shall rue."

And

priest and sheriff, both together
his threshold stood,

Upon

When

Macy, through another door,
Sprang out into the wood.

"

Now, goodwife, haste thee
She caught his manly arm

"
!

Macy

cried,

:

Behind, the parson, urged pursuit,
With outcry and alarm.

Ho

!

speed the Macys, neck or naught,

The river course was near
The plashing on its pebbled shore
:

Was

A gray

music to their

ear.

rock, tasselled o'er with birch,

Above the waters hung,

And

at its base, with
every wave,

A small light wherry swung.
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and there

they gain the boat

The goodman wields his oar
" 111 luck betide them all "
he cried,
" The
laggards upon the shore."
:

Down

through the crashing under-wood,

The burly

sheriff

came

:

"Stand, Goodman Macy
yield thyself;
Yield in the King's own name."
"

Now

out upon thy hangman's face

"
!

Bold Macy answered then,
"
Whip women, on the village green,
But meddle not with men."

The

priest

came panting

to the shore,

His grave cocked hat was gone
Behind him, like some owl's nest, hung
His wig upon a thorn.
:

"

Come back come back " the parson
"The church's curse beware."

cried,

!

" Curse an thou
wilt," said Macy, "but

Thy

blessing prithee spare."

" Vile scoffer " cried the baffled
priest,
" Thou 'It
yet the gallows see."
" Who 's born to be
will not be
!

hanged,

Quoth Macy merrily

"And so, sir sheriff and priest, good
He bent him to his oar,
And the small boat glided quietly
From

drowned,"

;

bye!

the twain upon the shore.

Now

in -the west, the heavy clouds
Scattered and fell asunder,
"While feebler came the rush of rain,

And

fainter growled the thunder.

the broken clouds, the sun
serene and warm,
out
Looked

And through

Painting its holy symbol-light
Upon the passing storm.

Oh, beautiful that rainbow span,
O'er dim Crane-neck was bended;
One bright foot touched the eastern
And one with ocean blended.
!

hills,

"
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By

green Pentucket's southern slope

The small boat glided fast,
The watchers of " the Block-house
The strangers as they passed.

"

saw

That night a stalwart garrison
Sat shaking in their shoes,
the dip of Indian oars,
The glide of birch canoes.

To hear
The

fisher-wives of Salisbury,

(The men were

all

away),

Looked out

Upon

to see the stranger oar
their waters play.

Deer-Island's rocks and fir-trees threw

Their sunset-shadows o'er them,
spire and weathercock
Peered o'er the pines before them.

And Newbury's

Around the Black Kocks, on their
The marsh lay broad and green

And on
Plum

left,
;

their right, with dwarf shrubs crowned,
Island's hills were seen.

With skilful hand and wary eye
The harbor-bar was crossed
;

A plaything of the
The boat on

The

restless wave,
ocean tossed.

glory of the sunset heaven

On land and water lay,
On the steep hills of Agawam,
On cape, and bluff, and bay.
They passed the gray rocks

And
The

of

Gloucester's harbor-bar
watch-fire of the garrison

Shone

How
On

Cape Ann,
;

like a setting star.

brightly broke the morning
Massachusetts' Bay
!

Blue wave, and bright green island,
Rejoicing in the day.

On passed the bark in safety
Bound isle and headland steep

No tempest broke above them,
No fog-cloud veiled the deep.
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Far round the bleak and stormy Cape

The vent'rous Macy passed,
And on Nantucket's naked isle,
Drew up his boat at last.

And

how, in log-built cabin,

They braved the rough sea-weather

;

And there, in peace and quietness,
Went down life's vale together
:

How

others drew around them,

And how

their fishing sped,

Until to every wind of heaven
Nantucket's sails were spread

How

pale

With

:

want alternated

plenty's golden smile

;

Behold, is it not written
In the annals of the isle ?

And

yet that isle remaineth
refuge of the free,
As when true-hearted Macy
Beheld it from the sea.

A

Free as the winds that winnow
Her shrubless hills of sand
Free as the waves that batter

Along her yielding laud.

Than

No
Nor

hers, at duty's summons,
loftier spirit stirs,

falls o'er

human

suffering

A readier tear than hers.
God bless the sea-beat island
And grant for evermore,

!

That charity and freedom dwell,
As now upon her shore
!

THE YANKEE
SHE

GIRL.

sings by her wheel, at that low cottage-door,

Which the long evening shadow is stretching before,
With a music as sweet as the music which seems
Breathed softly and faint in the ear of our dreams!
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How brilliant and mirthful the light of her eye,
Like a star glancing out from the blue of the sky
And lightly and freely her dark tresses play
O'er a brow and a bosom as lovely as they

!

!

comes in his pride to that low cottage-door
rich to the humble and poor ?
T is the great Southern planter the master who waves
His whip of dominion o'er hundreds of slaves.

Who

The haughty and
;

Let those Yankee fools spin,
for shame
Nay, Ellen
with a change of their skin
slaves
Who would pass for our
Let them toil as they will at the loom or the wheel,
Too stupid for shame, and too vulgar to feel
"

!

;

!

" But thou art too
lovely and precious a

gem

and sullied by them
cast thy bondage aside,
For shame, Ellen, shame
And away to the South, as my blessing and pride.

To be bound

to their burdens
!

can wrong,
Oh, come where no winter thy footsteps
But where flowers are blossoming all the year long,
"

the shade of the palm-tree is over my home,
the lemon and orange are white in their bloom

Where

And

!

"

Oh, come to my home, where my servants shall all
Depart at thy bidding and come at thy call
They shall heed thee as mistress with trembling and awe,
And each wish of thy heart shall be felt as a law."
;

that pride of our girls
Oh, could ye have seen her
Arise and cast back the dark wealth of her curls,
With a scorn in her eye which the gazer could feel,
And a glance like the sunshine that flashes on steel
"

Go

back, haughty Southron

!

!

thy treasures of gold

Are dim with the blood of the hearts thou hast

sold

;

Thy home may
The

be lovely, but round it I hear
crack of the whip and the footsteps of fear

!

"

And the sky of thy South may be brighter than ours,
And greener thy landscapes, and fairer thy flowers
;

But, dearer the blast round our mountains which raves,
Than the sweet summer zephyr which breathes over slaves!
" Full low at
thy bidding thy negroes

may

kneel,

With the iron of bondage on spirit and heel
Yet know that the Yankee girl sooner would be
;

In

fetters with them, than in

freedom with thee "
!
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THE PINE TREE.
LIFT again the stately emblem on the Bay State's rusted shield,
Give to Northern winds the Pine Tree on our banner's tattered
field,

Sons of

men who

sat in council with their Bibles

round the board,
THUS SAITH THE

"
Answering England's royal missive with a firm,
"
LORD
!

Rise again for home and freedom
set the battle in array
What the fathers did of old time we their sons must do to-day.
!

!

and tariffs
cease your paltry pedler cries
Shall the good State sink her honor that your gambling stocks may
rise?

Tell us not of banks

Would ye

barter

;

man

for cotton ?

That your gains may be the

same,

Must we

kiss the feet of Moloch, pass our children through the

flame?

God and truth and right a dream ?
Weighed against your lying ledgers must our manhood kick the
beam?

Is the dollar only real ?

for that free spirit, which of old in Boston town
my God
Smote the Province House with terror, struck the crest of Andros
down!
For another strong- voiced Adams in the city's streets to cry
"Up for God and Massachusetts! Set your feet on Mammon's

Oh,

!

:

lie!

Perish banks and perish

But

traffic
spin your cotton's latest pound
Heaven's name keep your honor
keep the heart o' the
"
State
sound
Bay

in

!

Where 's

the

her free

Where 's

MAN

Where 's

for Massachusetts ?

the hand to light up bonfires from her mountains to the

sea?
Beats her Pilgrim pulse no longer ?

Has

the voice to speak

?

despair ?
she none to break the silence ?

Oh my God
And to plant
!

for one right

worthy

Sits

she

dumb

her

in

Has she none to do and dare ?
up her rusted shield,

to lift

again the Pine Tree in her banner's tattered field

!
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RANDOLPH OF ROANOKE.
OH, Mother Earth.! upon thy lap
Thy weary ones receiving,

And

them, silent as a dream,
Thy grassy mantle weaving,
Fold softly in thy long embrace
That heart so worn and broken,
o'er

And cool its pulse of fire beneath.
Thy 'shadows old and oaken.
Shut out from him the bitter word

And
Nor

let

serpent hiss of scorning
the storms of yesterday

;

Disturb his quiet morning.
Breathe over him forgetfulness
Of all save deeds of kindness,

And, save to smiles of grateful eyes,
Press

down

his lids in blindness.

There, where with living ear and eye

He

heard Potomac's flowing,

And, through his tall ancestral trees,
Saw Autumn's sunset glowing,

He

sleeps

still

looking to the west,

Beneath the dark wood shadow,
As if he still would see the sun
Sink down on wave and meadow.
in himself
Bard, Sage, and Tribune
All moods of mind contrasting
The tenderest wail of human woe,
The scorn like lightning blasting
!

;

The pathos which from

rival eyes

Unwilling tears could summon,
The stinging taunt, the fiery burst
Of hatred scarcely human
!

Mirth, sparkling like a diamond shower,
From lips of life-long sadness
Clear picturings of majestic thought
Upon a ground of madness
And over all Romance and Song
;

;

A

And

classic

beauty throwing,

laurelled Clio at his side

Her

storied pages showing.
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All parties feared him

Beheld

As

its

each in turn
schemes disjointed,
:

right or left his fatal glance

And

spectral finger pointed.

Sworn foe of Cant, he smote it down.
With trenchant wit unsparing,
And, mocking, rent with ruthless hand
The robe Pretence was wearing.

Too honest

or too proud to feign

A love he never
Beyond

cherished,
Virginia's border line

His patriotism perished.
While others hailed in distant skies
Our eagle's dusky pinion,
He only saw the mountain bird
Stoop o'er his Old Dominion
!

Still

through each change of fortune strange,

Backed nerve, and brain all burning,
His loving faith in Mother-land

Knew never shade of turning
By Britain's lakes, by Neva's wave,
;

Whatever sky was

o'er him,
heard her rivers' rushing sound,
Her blue peaks rose before him.

He

He held his slaves, yet made withal
No false and vain pretences,
Nor paid a lying

priest to seek

For scriptural defences.
His harshest words of proud rebuke,
His bitterest taunt and scorning,
Fell fire-like on the Northern brow
That bent to him in fawning.

He

held his slaves yet kept the while
His reverence for the Human
In the dark vassals of his will
He saw but Man and Woman
No hunter of God's outraged poor
His Roanoke valley entered
:

;

!

;

No

trader in the souls of

men

Across his threshold ventured.

And when

the old and wearied man
Laid down for his last sleeping,
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And

at his side, a slave no more,
His brother man stood weeping,
His latest thought, his latest breath,
To Freedom's duty giving,
With failing tongue and trembling hand

The dying

blest the living.

Oh! never bore

his ancient State
son or braver
None trampling with a calmer scorn
On foreign hate or favor.
He knew her faults, yet never stooped

A truer

!

His proud and manly feeling
To poor excuses of the wrong
Or meanness of concealing.

But none beheld with clearer eye
The plague-spot o'er her spreading,
None heard more sure the steps of Doom
Along her future treading.
For her as for himself he spake,
When, his gaunt frame upbracing,
He traced with dying hand " REMORSE n
1

And

perished in the tracing.

As from the grave where Henry sleeps,
From Vernon's weeping willow,

And from

the grassy pall which hides
of Monticello,
So from the leaf-strewn burial-stone

The Sage

Of B/andolph's lowly dwelling,
Virginia

!

o'er

thy land of slaves

A warning voice is

And

*

swelling

!

hark from thy deserted fields
Are sadder warnings spoken,
From quenched hearths, where thy exiled sons
!

Their household gods have broken.
curse is on thee
wolves for men,

The

And briars for corn-sheaves giving
Oh more than all thy dead renown
Were now one hero living
!

!

!
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HAMPTON BEACH.
THE

sunlight glitters keen and bright,
Where, miles away,
Lies stretching to my dazzled sight

A luminous

belt,

Beyond the dark pine

a misty light,
bluffs and wastes of sandy gray.

The tremulous shadow
its

Against

Of

of the Sea

!

ground

silvery light, rock, hill, and tree,
a picture, clear and free,

Still as

With varying

On

outline

we

on

mark the

coast for miles around.

tread with lose-flung rein

Our seaward way,
Through dark-green fields and blossoming

grain,

Where

And

the wild brier-rose skirts the lane,
bends above our heads the flowering locust spray.

Ha

!

like a

kind hand on

my

brow

Comes

this fresh breeze,
Cooling its dull and feverish glow,
While through
being seems to flow

my

The breath

of a

new

the healing of the seas

life

!

Now

rest we, where this grassy mound
His feet hath set
In the great waters, 'which have bound
His granite ankles greenly round
With long and tangled moss, and weeds with cool spray wet.

Good-by to Pain and Care

!

I take

Mine ease to-day
Here where these sunny waters break,
;

And

ripples this keen breeze, I shake

All burdens from the heart,
I

draw a
Like

Waves
Of

And

all

freer breath

I

seem

all I see

in the

sun

the white-winged gleam

sea-birds in the slanting

far-off sails

which

So when Time's

The

weary thoughts away.

soul

flit

beam

before the south wind free.

veil shall fall asunder,

may know
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No

fearful change, nor sudden wonder,

Nor sink the weight of mystery under,
But with the upward rise, and with the vastness grow.

And

all

we shrink from now may seem

No new

revealing

;

Familiar as our childhood's stream
Or pleasant memory of a dream,
The loved and cherished Past upon the

new

life stealing.

Serene and mild the untried light

have its dawning
summer's northern night
The evening and the dawn unite,
The sunset hues of Time blend with the soul's new morning.

May

And,

I

sit

;

as in

alone

Wave

in

:

foam and spray
wave

after

Breaks on the rocks which, stern and gray,
Shoulder the broken tide away,

Or murmurs hoarse and strong through mossy

cleft

and cave.

"What heed I of the dusty land

And noisy town ?
I see the mighty deep expand
From its white line of glimmering sand
To where the

blue of heaven on bluer waves shuts

down

In list] ess quietude of mind,
I yield to all
of cloud

The change

and wave and wind,
passive on the flood reclined,
I wander with the waves, and with them rise and

And
But

fall.

thou dreamer
wave and shore
In shadow lie
The night-wind warns me back once more
look,

!

;

To where my native
Bends

like

an arch of

hill-tops o'er

fire

the glowing sunset sky

!

So then, beach, bluff, and wave, farewell
I bear with me
No token stone nor glittering shell,
But long and oft shall Memory tell
Of this brief thoughtful hour of musing by the Sea.
!

!
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ICHABOD
So fallen

!

so lost

the light withdrawn

!

Which once he wore
The

!

glory from his gray hairs gone

Forevermore
Eevile him not
snare for

A

And

!

!

the Tempter hath
all;

pitying tears, not scorn and wrath,
Befit his fall!

dumb be

passion's stormy rage,
he who might
Have lighted up and led his age,
Falls back in night.

Oh,

When

Scorn

would the angels laugh, to mark

!

A bright soul driven,

down the endless
From hope and heaven ?

Fiend-goaded,

dark,

Let not the land, once proud of him,
Insult him now,
Nor brand with deeper shame his dim,
Dishonored brow.

But
.

let its

humbled

From

sea to lake,

A long lament,

sons, instead,

as for the dead,

In sadness make.

Of all we loved and honored, naught
Save power remains

A fallen angel's
Still

All else

is

The

When

pride of thought,
strong in chains.

gone

;

from those great eyes

soul has fled

faith is lost,

The man

is

:

when honor

dead

dies,

!

Then, pay the reverence of old days
To his dead fame
Walk backward, with averted gaze,
;

And

hide the shame

!
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GEORGE JOHN WHYTE-MELVILLE.
at

WHYTE-MELVILLE, GEORGE JOH^T, an English'
Mount Melville, near St. Andrews, Scotland,

novelist; born
1821. He was

fatally injured by a fall from his horse in the hunting-field, in the
Vale of Aylesbury, and died December 5, 1878. He was educated
A captain in the Coldstream Guards, he retired from the
at Eton.
army (1849), but served in the Turkish cavalry during the Crimean
War. Among his works were " Captain Digby Grand" (1853);
"The Gladiators" (1863); " Sarchedon " (1871); "Satanella;"
" Katerfelto "
He wrote also a volume of " Songs and
etc.
(1875)
"
" Odes."
Verses
(1869), and translated Horace's
;

THE AKENA.
(From

"

The

Gladiators.")

A HUNDRED thousand tongues, whispering and murmuring
with Italian volubility, send up a busy hum like that of an
The Flavian Amphienormous beehive into the sunny air.
theatre, Vespasian's gigantic concession to the odious tastes
of his people, has not yet been constructed; and Rome must
jostle in the great Circus, if she would behold that
of
beasts, and those mortal combats of men, in which
slaughter
she now takes far more delight than in the innocent trials of

crowd and

speed and skill for which the enclosure was originally deThat her luxurious citizens are dissatisfied even with
signed.
this roomy edifice, is sufficiently obvious from the many complaints that accompany the struggling and pushing of those
who are anxious to obtain a good place. To-day's bill-of-fare
is indeed tempting to the morbid appetites of high and low.
A rhinoceros and tiger are to be pitted against each other; and
it is hoped that, notwithstanding many recent failures in such
combats, these two beasts may be savage enough to afford the
desired sport. Several pairs of gladiators, at least, are to fight
to the death, besides those on whom the populace may show
mercy or from whom they may withhold it at will. In addi-
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tion to all this, it has been whispered that one well-known
patrician intends to exhibit his prowess on the deadly stage.

Much

curiosity is expressed, and many a wager has been already laid, on his name, his skill, the nature of his conflict,
and the chances of his success. Though the Circus be large
enough to contain the population of a thriving city, no wonder
it is to-day full to the very brim.
As usual in such assemblages, the hours of waiting are lightened by eating and
drinking, by jests, practical and otherwise, by remarks, complimentary, sarcastic, or derisive, on the several notabilities
who enter at short intervals, and take their places with no

that

The nobility and
small stir and assumption of importance.
dissolute
of
this
characters
age are better known
distinguished
than respected by their plebeian fellow-citizens.
There is, however, one exception.
Though Valeria's
Liburnians lay themselves open to no small amount of insolence, by the emphatic manner in which they make way for
their mistress, as she proceeds with her usual haughty bearing
an insolence of which
to her place near the patrician benches
some of the more pointed missiles do not spare the scornful
it is no sooner observed that she is accombeauty herself
panied by her kinsman, Licinius, than a change conies over
the demeanor even of those who feel themselves most aggrieved, by being elbowed out of their places, and pushed violently against their neighbors, while admiring glances and a
respectful silence, denote the esteem in which the Roman general is held by high and low.
The southern sun,
It wants a few minutes yet of noon.
is
canvas
his
modified
though
intensity
by
awnings stretched
over the spectators wherever it is possible to afford them
lights and warms up every nook and cranny of the
amphitheatre; gleams in the raven hair of the Campanian
matron, and the black eyes of the astonisheji urchin in her
arms; flashes off the golden bosses that stud the white garments on the equestrian benches bleaches the level sweep of
sand so soon to bear the prints of mortal struggle, and flooding the lofty throne where Caesar sits in state, deepens the
broad crimson hem that skirts his imperial garment, and sheds
a death-like htie over the pale bloated face, which betrays even

shade,

;

now no

sign of interest, or animation, or delight.
Vitellius attends these brutal exhibitions with the same
immobility that charaterizes his demeanor in almost all the
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The same listlessness, the same weary
life.
of
expression, pervades his countenance here, as in
vacancy
His eye never glistens but at the
the senate or the council.
appearance of a favorite dish; and the emperor of the world
avocations of

can only be said to live once in the twenty-four hours, when
seated at the banquet.
Insensibility seems, however, in all ages to be an affecta-

and here, while the plebeians
chatter, and gesticulate, the patricians are apparently bent on proving that amusement is for
them a simple impossibility, and suffering or slaughter matters of the most profound indifference.
And on common occasions who so impassible, so cold, so
unmoved by all that takes place around her, as the haughty
Valeria ? but to-day there is an unusual gleam in the gray
eyes, a quiver of the lip, a fixed red spot on either cheek adding new charms to her beauty, not lost upon the observers who
surround her.
tion

of

the higher

classes;

wrangle, and laugh, and

;

Quoth Damasippus

to

Oarses

(for

the congenial rogues

stand, as usual, shoulder to shoulder):
"
I would not that the patron saw her now.

I never knew
her look so fair as this.
Locusta must have left her the secret
of her love philtres."
"Knowest thou not
"Oh, innocent!" replies the other.
Seest thou her restless hands,
that the patron fights to-day ?
and that fixed smile, like the mask of an old Greek player ?
She loves him; trust me, therefore, she has lost her power,
were she subtle as Arachne. Dost not know the patron ? To
do him justice, he never prizes the stakes when he has won the

"

game.

And the two fall to discussing the dinner they have brought
with them, and think they are perfectly familiar with the inwoman's feelings.
Meantime Valeria seems to cling to Licinius as though
there were some spell in her kinsman's presence to calm that
beating heart of which she is but now beginning to learn the
wayward and indomitable nature.
For the twentieth time she asks: "Is he prepared at all
points ? Does he know every feint of the deadly game ? Are
his health and strength as perfect as training can make them ?
And oh, my kinsman! is he confident in himself? Does he
feel sure that he will win ? "
tricacies of a
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questions, Licinius, though wondering at the in-

terest she betrays in such a matter, answers as before
"
All that skill, and science, and Hippias can do, has been
done.
He has the advantage in strength, speed, and height.
:

Above

he has the courage of his nation.
As they get
and they are never so formidable as
when you deem them vanquished.
I could not sit here if I
thought he would be worsted."
Then Valeria took comfort for a while, but soon she moved
"How I wish they would begin!"
restlessly on her cushions.
said she yet every moment of delay seemed at the same time
to be a respite of priceless value, even while it added to the
all,

fiercer they get cooler,

;

torture of suspense.
Many hearts were beating in that crowd with love, hope,
fear, and anxiety ; but perhaps none so wildly as those of two

women, separated but by a few paces, and whose eyes some
indefinable attraction seemed to draw irresistibly towards each
other.

While Valeria, in common with many ladies of distinction,
had encroached upon the space originally allotted to the vestal
virgins, and established, by constant attendance in the amphitheatre, a prescriptive right to a cushioned seat for herself and
her friends, women of lower rank were compelled to station
themselves in an upper gallery allotted to them, or to mingle
on sufferance with the crowd in the lower tier of places, where
the presence of a male companion was indispensable for protection from annoyance, and even insult.
Nevertheless, within
speaking distance of the haughty Roman lady stood Mariamne,
accompanied by Calchas, trembling with fear and excitement
in every limb, yet turning her large dark eyes upon Valeria,
with an expression of curiosity and interest that could only
have been aroused by an instinctive consciousness of feelings
common to both. The latter, too, seemed fascinated by the
gaze of the Jewish maiden, now bending on her a haughty and
inquiring glance, anon turning away with a gesture of affected
disdain but never unobservant, for many seconds together, of
the dark pale beauty and her venerable companion.
;

When she was at last fairly wedged in amongst the crowd,
Mariamne could hardly explain to herself how she came there.
had been with great difficulty that she persuaded Calchas to
accompany her; and, indeed, nothing but his interest in Esca,
and the hope that he might, even here, find some means of

It
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doing good, would have tempted the old man into such a scene.
was with many a burning blush and painful thrill that she
confessed to herself, she must go mad with anxiety were she
absent from the death-struggle to be waged by the man whom
she now knew she loved so dearly and it was with a wild defiant recklessness that she resolved if aught of evil should beShe felt as
fall him to give herself up thenceforth to despair.
the sea of faces, the jabber of tongues,
if she was in a dream
the strange novelty of the spectacle, confused and wearied her ;
yet through it all Valeria's eye seemed to look down on her
with an ominous boding of ill; and when, with an effort, she
forced her senses back into self-consciousness, she felt so
lonely, so frightened, and so unhappy, that she wished she
had never come.
And now, with peal of trumpets and clash of cymbals, a
burst of wild martial music rises above the hum and murmur
of the seething crowd.
Under a spacious archway, supported
by marble pillars, wide folding-doors are flung open, and two
by two, with stately step and slow, march in the gladiators,
armed with the different weapons of their deadly trade. Four
hundred men are they, in all the pride of perfect strength and
It

;

;

With head
symmetry, and high training, and practised skill.
erect and haughty bearing, they defile once round the
arena, as
though to give the spectators an opportunity of closely scanning their appearance, and halt with military precision to
range themselves in line under Caesar's throne.
For a moment there is a pause and hush of expectation over the multitude, while the devoted champions stand motionless as statues
in the full glow of noon; then
bursting suddenly into action,
they brandish their gleaming weapons over their heads, and
higher, fuller, fiercer, rises the terrible chant that seems to
combine the shout of triumph with the wail of
and
suffering,

and hopeless farewell to upper earth, even in the
recklessness
and defiance of its despair:
very
Caesar!
Morituri te salutant!"
"Ave,
Then they wheel out once more, and
range themselves on
either side of the arena; all but a chosen band who
occupy the
central place of
honor, and of whom every second man at least
to bid a long

is

doomed

to die.

These are the picked pupils of
Hippias; the quickest eyes
and the readiest hands in "The
Family;" therefore it is that
they have been selected to fight by pairs to the
and that
death,
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understood no clemency will be extended to them from

is

the populace.

With quickened breath and eager looks, Valeria and Mariamne scan their ranks in search of a well-known figure both
:

feel it to be a questionable relief that he is not there ; but the
Roman lady tears the edge of her mantle to the seam, and the

Jewish

girl offers

an incoherent prayer in her heart, for she

knows not what.
not yet to be performed, and he is still in
the background, preparing himself carefully for the struggle.
The rest of "The Family," however, muster in force. Tall
Rufus stalks to his appointed station with a calm business-like
air that bodes no good to his adversary, whoever he may be.
He has fought too often not to feel confident in his own invinEsca's part

is

cible prowess; and when compelled to despatch a fallen foe,
he will do it with sincere regret, but none the less dexterously
and effectually for that.
Hirpinus, too, assumes his usual air
There is a smile on his broad good-humored
of jovial hilarity.

and though, notwithstanding the severity of his preparahuge muscles are still a trifle too full and lusty, he
will be a formidable antagonist for any fighter whose proporAs the crowd pass the
tions are less than those of a Hercules.
with
the exception perdifferent combatants in review, none,
old favorite.
their
backers
than
more
haps of Rufus, have
Gallic
his
origin, which places
Lutorius, too, notwithstanding
a
from
it
as
him but one remove,
barbarian, finds no
were,
on their experithemselves
who
those
with
pride
slight favor
and
His
matters.
ence in such
endurance, comgreat activity
his
of
with
bined
weapon, have made him
thorough knowledge

face

;

tion, his

As Damasippus observes
the victor in many a public contest.
" Lutorius can
out an adversary and
tire
to his friend
always
Oarses
which
to
at
him
leisure;"
replies, "If he be
despatch
thee a thousand
will
I
wager
Manlius,
pitted to-day against
sesterces blood is not drawn in the first three assaults."
:

The pairs had already been decided by lot; but amongst
the score of combatants who were to fight to the death, these
formidable champions were the most celebrated, and as such
Certain individuals in
the especial favorites of the populace.
familiar
with the gladiators
were
who
the crowd,
sufficiently
and
to
call
them by their
of
word
a
to exchange
greeting,
no
small
of imporincrease
in
derived
consequence
names,
tance amongst the bystanders.
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The swordsmen, although now ranged

in order round the

a time at least, to remain inactive.
arena, are destined, for
The sports are to commence with a combat between a lately
rhinoceros, and a Libyan tiger, already familiarly

imported

having destroyed two or three ChrisIt is only in the event of
a
and
tian victims
negro slave.
to
these animals being unwilling
fight, or becoming dangerous

known

to the public as

to the spectators, that Hippias will call in the assistance of
In the mean time, they have
his pupils for their destruction.

an excellent view of the conflict, though perhaps it might be
seen in greater comfort from the farther and safer side of the
barrier.

Vitellius,

with a feeble inclination of his head, signs to

begin, and a portable wooden building which has been wheeled
into the lists, creating no little curiosity, is now taken to
As the slaves carry
pieces by a few strokes of the hammer.
with
the
dismembered
rapidity of men in
boards,
away the

terror of their lives, a huge, unwieldy beast stands disclosed,
and the rhinoceros of which they have been talking for the last

These
of the Roman public.
are perhaps a little disappointed at first, for the animal seems
Taking no notice
peaceably, not to say indolently, disposed.
of the shouts which greet his appearance, he digs his horned
muzzle into the sand in search of food, as though secure in the

week bursts on the delighted eyes

overlapping plates of armor that sway loosely on his enormous
So
body, with every movement of his huge ungainly limbs.
intent are the spectators on this rare monster, that their attention is only directed to the farther end of the arena, by the
He
restlessness which the rhinoceros at length exhibits.

stamps angrily with his broad flat feet, his short pointed tail
furiously agitated, and the gladiators who are near him,
A long, low,
observe that his little eye is glowing like a coal.
dark object, lies coiled up under the barrier as though seeking
shelter, nor is it till the second glance, that Valeria, whose
interest, in common with that of the multitude, is fearfully
excited, can make out the fawning, cruel head, the glaring
eyes, and the striped sinewy form of the Libyan tiger.

is

In vain the people wait for him to commence the attack.
Although he is sufficiently hungry, having been kept for more
than a day without food, it is not his nature to carry on an
open warfare. Damasippus and Oarses jeer him loudly as he
skulks under the barrier; and Calchas cannot forbear whisper-
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"
ing to Mariamne, that a curse has been on the monster since
he tore the brethren limb from limb, in that very place, for
the glory of the true faith."

The

rhinoceros, however, seems disposed to take the initiaa short laboring trot he moves across the
with
tive;
arena,
such
leaving
deep footprints behind him, as sufficiently attest
There is a flash like real fire
his enormous bulk and weight.

from the

tiger's eyes, hitherto only sullen

and watchful
his
describes a semicircle in the sand
and he coils
himself more closely together, with a deep low growl; even

waving

tail

now he

is

not disposed to fight save at an advantage.
of eyes, straining eagerly on the
combatants, could scarce detect the exact moment at which
that spring was made.
All they can now discern is the broad
mailed back of the rhinoceros swaying to and fro, as he kneels

A

hundred thousand pairs

upon his enemy and the grating of the tiger's claws against
the huge beast's impenetrable armor, can be heard in the
farthest corner of the gallery that surrounds the amphitheatre.
The leap was made as the rhinoceros turned his side for an
;

instant towards his adversary but with a quickness marvellous in a beast of such prodigious size, he moved his head
round in time to receive it on the massive horn that armed his
;

blunt instrument, from sheer muscular
the body of the tiger, and finishing
through
strength, right
his work by falling on him with his knees, and pressing his
life out under that enormous weight.
Then he rose unhurt, and blew the sand out of his nostrils,
and left, as it seemed, unwillingly, the flattened, crushed, and
mangled carcass, turning back to it once and again, with a
horrible, yet ludicrous, pertinacity, ere he suffered the Ethionose,

driving the

pians who attended him to lure him out of the amphitheatre
with a bundle or two of green vegetable food.
The people shouted and applauded loudly. Blood had been
It
drawn, and their appetite was sharpened for slaughter.
was with open undisguised satisfaction that they counted the
pairs of gladiators, and looked forward to the next act of the

entertainment.
Again the trumpets sound, and the swordsmen range themselves in opposite bodies, all armed alike with a deep concave
buckler, and a short, stabbing, two-edged blade; but distinguished by the color of their scarves.
Wagers are rapidly
made on the green and the red; so skilfully has the experi-
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enced Hippias selected and matched the combatants, that the
oldest patrons of the sport confess themselves at a loss which
to choose.

The bands advance against each other, three deep, in imiAt the first crash of
tation of the real soldiers of the empire.
thrust
steel
to
as
and blow and
when
collision,
clink,
begins
parry are exchanged by these practised warriors, the approbation of the spectators rises to enthusiasm; but men's voices
are hushed, and they hold their breath when the strife begins
to waver to and fro, and the ranks open out and disengage
themselves, and blood is to be seen in patches on those athletic
frames, and a few are already down, lying motionless where

they

fell.

The green

giving way, but their third rank has been
its combatants are as yet fresh and uneconomized,
touched these now advance to fill the gaps made among their
comrades, and the fortunes of the day seem equalized once
more.
And now the arena becomes a ghastly and forbidding sight;
they die hard, these men, whose very trade is slaughter; but
mortal agony cannot always suppress a groan, and it is pitiful
to see some prostrate giant, supporting himself painfully on
his hands, with drooping head and fast-closing eye fixed on
the ground, while the life-stream is pouring from his chest
into the thirsty sand.
It is real sad earnest, this representation of war, and resembles the battle-field in all save that no prisoners are taken
and quarter is but rarely given. Occasionally, indeed, some
vanquished champion, of more than common beauty, or who
has displayed more than common address and courage, so wins
on the favor of the spectators, that they sign for his life to be
is

and

;

Hands are turned outwards, with the thumb pointing
spared.
to the earth, and the victor sheathes his sword, and retires
with his worsted antagonist from the contest ; but more generman's signal for mercy is neglected; ere the
hit!" has died upon his ears, his despairing eye
marks the thumbs of his judges, pointing upwards, and he disposes himself to "welcome the steel," with a calm courage,
worthy of a better cause.
ally the fallen

shout

"A

The reserve, consisting of ten pairs of picked gladiators,
has not yet been engaged.
The green and the red have fought
with nearly equal success ; but when the trumpet has sounded
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a halt, and the dead have been dragged away by grapplinghooks, leaving long tracks of crimson in their wake, a careful
enumeration of the survivors gives the victory by one to the
latter color.
Hippias, coming forward in a suit of burnished

armor, declares as much, and is greeted with a round of apIn all her pre-occupation, Valeria cannot refrain from
a glance of approval at the handsome fencing-master; and
Mariamne, who feels that Esca's life hangs on the man's skill
and honesty, gazes at him with mingled awe and horror, as on
some being of another world.
But the populace have little inclination to waste the preplause.

cious

moments

in cheering Hippias, or in calculating loss and

are, indeed, made on the matches about
gain.
to take place; but the prevailing feeling over that numerous

Fresh wagers

assemblage

is

one of morbid excitement and anticipation.

The

ten pairs of men now marching so proudly into the centre of
the lists are pledged to fight to the death.
It would be a disgusting task to detail the scene of bloodshed; to dwell on the fierce courage wasted, and the brutal
useless slaughter perpetrated in those Roman shambles; yet,
sickening as was the sight, so inured were the people to such
exhibitions, so completely imbued with a taste for the horrible,

and so careless

of

human

life,

that scarcely an eye was turned
when a disabling gash was

away, scarcely a cheek grew paler,
received, or a mortal blow driven

home; and mothers with

babies in their arms would bid the child turn

watch the death-pang on the pale stern face

of

its

head to

some prostrate

gladiator.

Licinius had looked upon carnage in many forms, yet a
grave disapproval sat on the general's noble features.
Once, after a glance at his kinswoman's eager face, he turned
from her with a gesture of anger and disgust ; but Valeria was
too intent upon the scene enacted within a few short paces
sad,

to spare attention for anything besides, except, perhaps, the
vague foreboding of evil that was gnawing at her heart, and

which such a moment of suspense as the present afforded a
temporary relief.
Rufus and Manlius had been pitted against each other by
lot.
The taller frame and greater strength of the former were'
to

Colsupposed to be balanced by the latter's exquisite skill.
lars and bracelets were freely offered at even value amongst
While the other pairs
the senators and equestrians on each.
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were waging their

with varying success in different parts
these
had found themselves struggling
amphitheatre,
near the barrier close under the seat occupied by Valeria. She
could hear distinctly their hard-drawn breath ; could read on
strife

of the

each man's face the stern set expression of one who has no
hope save in victory for whom defeat is inevitable and instant
death.
No wonder she sat, so still and spell-bound, with her
pale lips parted and her cold hands clenched.
The blood was pouring from more than one gash on the
giant's naked body, yet Rufus seemed to have lost neither coolness nor strength.
He continued to ply his adversary with
blow on blow, pressing him, and following him up, till he
It was obvious that
drove him nearly against the barrier.
overmatched
still
and overwas
Manlius, though
unwounded,
At
in
with
Valeria
drew
her
breath
a gasp,
powered.
length
as if in pain.
It seemed as if she, the spectator, winced from
;

that fatal thrust, which was accepted so calmly by the gladiator whom it pierced.
Rufus could scarcely believe he had succeeded in foiling his adversary's defence, and driving it deftly
home, so unmoved was the familiar face looking over its shield

own

so steady and skilful was the return which insucceeded
his attack.
But that face was growstantaneously
and
with
ing paler
paler
Valeria, gazing
every pulsation.
with wild fixed eyes, saw it wreathed in a strange sad smile,
and Manlius reeled and fell where he stood, breaking his
sword as he went down, and burying it beneath his body in
into his

the sand.

A

The other strode over him in act to strike.
natural impulse of habit or self-preservation bade the fallen man half
raise his arm, with the gesture by which a gladiator was accustomed

to implore the

lected himself,

and

clemency of the populace, but he recolThen he
drop proudly by his side.

let it

"
looked kindly up in his victor's face.
Through the heart,
said
"for
old
comrade,"
he, quietly,
friendship's sake;" and
he never winced nor quailed when the giant drove the blow
home with all the strength that he could muster. They had

same board, and drunk from the same wine-cup for
and this was all he had it in his power to bestow upon

fed at the

years

;

his friend.

The people applauded loudly, but Valeria, who had heard
the dead man's last appeal, felt her eyes fill with tears and
Mariamne, who had raised her head to look, at this unlucky
;
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once more in her kinsman's cloak, sick and
and dismay, and fear.

trembling, ready to faint with pity,

But a shout was ringing through the amphitheatre that
roused the Jewish maiden effectually to the business of the
It had begun in some far-off corner with a mere whisday.
pered muttering, and had been taken up by spectator after
"A
spectator, till it swelled into a wild and deafening roar.
Patrician
a Patrician " vociferated the crowd, thirsting
fiercely for fresh excitement, and palled with vulgar carnage,
yearning to see the red blood flow from some scion of an illustrious house.
The tumult soon reached such a height as to
attention
of Vitellius, who summoned Hippias to
the
compel
his chair, and whispered a few sentences in his ear.
This
somewhat calmed the excitement and while the fencing-master's exertions cleared the arena of the dead and wounded,
with whom it was encumbered, a general stir might have been
observed throughout the assemblage, while each individual
changed his position, arid disposed himself more comfortably
for sight-seeing, as is the custom of a crowd when anything of
Ere long Damasippus
especial interest is about to take place.
and Oarses were observed to applaud loudly ; and their example
being followed by thousands of imitators, the clapping of hands,
the stamping of feet, the cheers, and other vociferations rose
with redoubled vigor, while Julius Placidus stepped gracefully
into the centre of the arena, and made his obeisance to the
crowd with his usual easy and somewhat insolent bearing.
The Tribune's appearance was well calculated to excite the
admiration of the spectators, no mean judges of the human
form, accustomed as they were to scan and criticise it in its
!

!

;

His graceful figure was naked and
highest state of perfection.
save
for
a
white
linen
tunic reaching to the knee, and
unarmed,
although he wore rings of gold round his ankles, his feet were
bare to ensure the necessary speed and activity demanded by

mode of attack. His long dark locks, carefully curled and
perfumed for the occasion, and bound by a single golden fillet,
floated carelessly over his neck, while his left shoulder was

his

tastefully draped, as

it were, by the folds of the dangling net,
sprinkled and weighted with small leaden beads, and so disposed as to be whirled away at once without entanglement or
His right hand grasped the tridelay upon its deadly errand.
a
some
seven feet in length, capable
dent,
three-pronged lance,
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wound; and the flourish with which he
round
his head displayed a practised arm and a
quiver
of
the
offensive weapon.
perfect knowledge
"
To the shouts which greeted him
Placidus Placidus "
"Hail to the Tribune!" "Well done the Patrician Order!"
and other such demonstrations of welcome
he replied by
of inflicting a fatal

made

it

!

!

bowing repeatedly, especially directing his courtesies to that
portion of the amphitheatre in which Valeria was placed. With
all his acuteness, little did the Tribune guess how hateful he
was at this moment to the very woman on whose behalf he was
little did he dream how
pledged to engage in mortal strife
earnest were her vows for his speedy humiliation and defeat.
sitting there with the red spots burning a deeper
crimson in her cheeks, and her noble features set in a mask of
stone, would have asked nothing better than to have leapt
down from her seat, snatched up sword and buckler, of which
she well knew the use, and done battle with him, then and

Valeria,

there to the death.

The Tribune now walked proudly round the

arena, nodding
familiarly to his friends, a proceeding which called forth raptures of applause from Damasippus, Oarses, and other of his

and freedmen. He halted under the chair of Cassar,
and saluted the Emperor with marked deference then, taking
up a conspicuous position in the centre, and leaning on his trident, seemed to await the arrival of his antagonist.
He was not kept long in suspense. With his eyes riveted
on Valeria, he observed the fixed color of her cheeks gradually
suffusing face, neck, and bosom, to leave her as pale as marble
when it faded, and turning round he beheld his enemy, marshalled into the lists by Hippias and Hirpinus
the latter,
who had slain his man, thus finding himself at liberty to afford
counsel and countenance to his young friend.
The shouts
which greeted the new comer were neither so long nor so lasting as those that did honor to the Tribune nevertheless, if the
interest excited by each were to be calculated by intensity
rather than amount, the slave's suffrages would have far exclients

;

;

ceeded those of his adversary.
Mariamne's whole heart was in her eyes as she welcomed
the glance of recognition he directed exclusively to her ; and
Valeria, turning from one to the other, felt a bitter pang shoot
to her very marrow, as she instinctively acknowledged the
existence of a rival.
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moment of hideous suspense, a host of madrushed
dening feelings
through the Roman lady's brain. Many
a sunburnt peasant woman, jostled and bewildered in the
crowd, envied that sumptuous dame with her place apart, her
stately beauty, her rich apparel, and her blazing jewels; but
the peasant woman would have rued the exchange had she been
forced to take, with these advantages, the passions that were
Wounded pride, slighted love,
laying waste Valeria's heart.
doubt, fear, vacillation, and remose are none the more endurable for being clothed in costly raiment, and trapped out with
Even

at that

gems and gold.
While Mariamne, in her singleness of heart, had but one
Valeria found
that he should fail
great and deadly fear
room for a thousand anxieties and misgivings, of conflicting
tendencies, and chafed under a distressing consciousness that
she could not satisfy herself what it was she most dreaded or
desired.

Unprejudiced and uninterested spectators, however, had but
one opinion as to the chances of the Briton's success. If anything could have added to the enthusiasm called forth by the
'

appearance of Placidus, it was the patrician's selection of so
formidable an antagonist.
Esca, making his obeisance to
Caesar, in the pride of his powerful form, and the bloom of his
youth and beauty, armed, moreover, with helmet, shield, and
sword, which he carried with the ease of one habituated to
their use, appeared as invincible a champion as could have
been chosen from the whole Roman empire.
albeit a man experienced in the uncertainsuch contests, and cautious, if not in giving, at least in
backing his opinion, whispered to Hippias that the patrician
looked like a mere child by the side of their pupil, and offered
"
that he was carried
to wager a flagon of the best Falernian
out of the arena feet foremost within five minutes after the first
"
To which the fencing-masattack, if he missed his throw

Even Hirpinus,

ties of

!

ter,

true to his habits of reticence and

assumed superiority,

vouchsafed no reply save a contemptuous smile.
The adversaries took up their ground with exceeding cauNo advantage of sun or wind was allowed to either, and
tion.
having been placed by Hippias at a distance of ten yards apart
in the middle of the arena, neither moved a limb for several
seconds, as they stood intently watching each other, themselves
It was remarked that
the centre on which all eyes were fixed.
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while Esca's open brow bore only a look of calm resolute attention, there was an evil smile of malice stamped, as it were,
the one seemed an apt representaupon the Tribune's face
of

tion

Courage and Strength

the

other of

Hatred and

Skill.
"

"
carries the front of a conqueror, whispered Licinius to
his kinswoman, regarding his slave with looks of anxious ap-

He

"

Trust me, Valeria, we shall win the day.
Esca will
gain his freedom the gilded chariot and the white horses shall
bring him and me to your door to-morrow morning, and that
gaudy Tribune will have had a lesson, that I for one shall not
"
be sorry to have been the means of bestowing on him.
A bright smile lighted up Valeria's face, but she looked
from the speaker to a dark -haired girl in the crowd below, and
the expression of her countenance changed till it grew as forbidding as the Tribune's, while she replied with a careless
proval.

;

laugh

:

"I
care not

who wins now,

Licinius, since they are both in
the truth, I did but fear the courage of this
Titan of yours might fail him at the last moment, and the
match would not be fought out after all. Hippias tells me the
"
Tribune is the best netsman he ever trained.

the

lists.

To

tell

He

looked at her with a vague surprise but following the
kinswoman's eyes, he could not but remark the
obvious distress and agitation of the cloaked figure on which
;

direction of his

they were bent.

Mariamne, when she saw the Briton fairly placed, front to
front with his adversary, had neither strength nor courage for
more.
Leaning against Calchas, the poor girl hid her face in
her hands and wept as if her heart would break.
Myrrhina,
who, no more than her mistress, could have borne to be absent
from such a spectacle, had forced her way into the crowd,
accompanied by a few of Valeria's favorite slaves.

Standing within three paces of the Jewess, that voluble
damsel expatiated loudly on the appearance of the combatants,
and her careless jests and sarcasms cut Mariamne to the quick.
It was painful to hear her lover's personal qualities canvassed
as though he were some handsome beast of prey, and his chance
of life and death balanced with heartless nicety by the flippant
tongue of a waiting-maid but there was yet a deeper sting in
store for her even than this.
Myrrhina, having got an audi"I
to
loath
'm
was
ence,
profit by their attention.
nothing
;
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way the match goes I don't know
As for the Tribune, he would get

out of his chariot any day on the bare stones to kiss the very
ground she walks on and yet, if he dare so much as to leave a
;

need never come
I hunted that
And it 's no
boy all over the city
a
to
have
won
the favor
barbarian
light matter for a slave and
how
he
in
Rome.
See
looks
of the proudest lady
up at her
scratch upon that
to our doors again.

handsome youth's

skin, he

Why, time after time have
to bring him home with me.
"

now, before they begin
The light words wounded very sore and Mariamne raised
her head for one glance at the Briton, half in fond appeal, half
!

;

it were, against the slander she had heard.
she saw, however, left no room in her loving heart
for any feeling save intense horror and suspense.
With his eye fixed on his adversary, Esca was advancing,
inch by inch, like a tiger about to spring.
Covering the lower
part of his face and most of his body with his buckler, and

to protest, as

What

holding his short two-edged sword with bended arm and threatening point, he crouched to at least a foot lower than his natural stature, and seemed to have every muscle and sinew
braced, to dash in like lightning when the opportunity offered.
A false movement, he well knew, would be fatal, and the difficulty was to come to close quarters, as, directly he was within
Plaa certain distance, the deadly cast was sure to be made.
His
on
stood
motionless.
the
other
cidus,
hand,
eye
perfectly
was unusually accurate, and he could trust his practised arm
to whirl the net abroad at the exact moment when its sweep
would be irresistible.
So he remained in the same collected
attitude, his trident shifted into the left hand, his right foot
advanced, his right arm wrapped in the gathered folds of the

net which hung across his body, and covered the whole of his
left side and shoulder.
Once he tried a scornful gibe and smile

draw his enemy from his guard, but in vain; and though
Esca, in return, made a feint with the same object, the former's
attitude remained immovable, and the latter's snake-like advance continued with increasing caution and vigilance.
An inch beyond the fatal distance, Esca halted once more.
For several seconds the combatants thus stood at bay, and the
hundred thousand spectators crowded into that spacious amphitheatre held their breath, and watched them like one man.
to

At length

the

Briton made a false attack,

prepared

to
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spring back immediately and foil the netsman's throw, but the
wily Tribune was not to be deceived, and the only result was
that, without appearing to shift his ground, he moved an arm's
Then the Briton dashed in, and
length nearer his adversary.
this time in fierce earnest.
Foot, hand, and eye, all together,
and so rapidly, that the Tribune's throw flew harmless over
his assailant's head, Placidus only avoiding his deadly thrust
by the catlike activity with which he leaped aside then, turning round, he scoured across the arena for life, gathering his
"
Coward " hissed Valeria benet for a fresh cast as he flew.
tween her set teeth; while Mariamne breathed once more
nay, her bosom panted, and her eye sparkled with something
like triumph at the approaching climax.
She was premature, however, in her satisfaction, and
Valeria's disdain was also undeserved.
Though apparently
flying for his life, Placidus was as cool and brave at that moment as when he entered the arena. Ear and eye were alike
on the watch for the slightest false movement on the part of
his pursuer; and ere he had half crossed the lists, his net was
gathered up, and folded with deadly precision once more.
The Tribune especially prided himself on his speed of foot
It was on this quality that he chiefly depended for safety in a
;

!

He argued
contest which at first sight appeared so unequal.
from the great strength of his adversary, that the latter would
not be so pre-eminent in activity as himself ; but he omitted to
calculate the effects of a youth spent in the daily labors of the
Those
chase amongst the woods and mountains of Britain.
following feet had many a time run down the wild goat over
its

native rocks.

Faster and faster

the combatants, to the intense delight
specially affect this kind of combat for the
thus
affords.
it
Speedy as is the Tribune, his foe
pastime
draws nearer and nearer, and now, close to where Mariamne
of the crowd,

fly

who

stands with Calchas, he

is

His arm

when a woman's shriek

within a stride of his antagonist.
rings through
the amphitheatre, startling Vitellius on his throne, and the
sword flies aimlessly from the Briton's grasp as he falls forward on his face, and the impetus rolls him over and over in
the sand.
is

up

to strike

!

There is no chance for him now. He is scarcely down ere
the net whirls round him, and he is fatally and helplessly enMariamne gazes stupefied on the prostangled in its folds.
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with stony face and a fixed unmeaning stare.
Valeria springs to her feet in a sudden impulse, forgetting for
the moment where she is.
Placidus, striding over his fallen enemy with his trident
raised, and the old sneering smile deepening and hardening
on his face, observed the cause of his downfall, and inwardly
congratulated himself on the lucky chance which had alone
The blood was
prevented their positions being reversed.
in
from
a
wound
Esca's
foot.
It
will
be rememstreaming
bered that where Manlius fell, his sword was buried under him
in the sand.
On removing his dead body the weapon escaped
and
the Briton, treading in hot haste on the very
observation,
it
where
concealed, had not only been severely lacerlay
spot
ated, but tripped up and brought to the ground by the snare.
All this flashed through the conqueror's mind, as he stood
erect, prepared to deal a blow that should close all accounts,
and looked up to Valeria for the fatal sign.
Maddened with rage and jealousy; sick, bewildered, and
scarcely conscious of her actions, the Roman lady was about to
give it, when Licinius seized her arms and held them down by
force.
Then, with a numerous party of friends and clients, he
made a strong demonstration in favor of mercy. The speed of
foot, too, displayed by the vanquished, and the obvious cause of
his discomfiture, acted favorably on the majority of spectators.
Such an array of hands turned outwards and pointing to the
earth met the Tribune's eye, that he could not but forbear his
cruel purpose, so he gave his weapon to one of the attendants
who had now entered the arena, took his cloak from the hands
of another, and, with a graceful bow to the spectators, turned

trate form,

scornfully away from his fallen foe.
Esca, expecting nothing less than immediate death, had his
eyes fixed on the drooping figure of Mariamne ; but the poor

had seen nothing since his fall. Her last moment of consciousness showed her a cloud of dust, a confused mass of
twine, and an ominous figure with arm raised in act to strike ;
girl

then barriers and arena, and eager faces and white garments,
and the whole amphitheatre, pillars, sand, and sky, reeled ere
they faded into darkness; sense and sight failed her at the
same moment, and she fainted helplessly in her kinsman's
arms.
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WIGGIN, KATE DOUGLAS, an American story -writer born
(Smith) at Philadelphia, September 28, 1857. Her youth was spent
in Hollis, Me., and she attended Abbott Academy in Andover, Mass.
She went to California in 1876, where she studied the kindergarten
system in Los Angeles later, she taught a year in Santa Barbara
College then went to San Francisco, where she organized the first
In 1880 she organized the California
free kindergarten in the West.
Kindergarten Training School, with her sister Nora A. Smith, and
Mrs. S. B. Cooper. In 1888 she married S. B. Wiggin, a lawyer,
and they moved to New York, where Mr. Wiggin died in 1889. In
1895 Mrs. Wiggin married George C. Biggs. She has written many
stories and books on and for the kindergarten, among them being
"The Story of Patsy;" "The Birds' Christmas Carol;" "Polly
" " The
" and
Oliver's Problem
"Kindergarten PrinStory Hour
and
Practice."
of
books
hers
Other
are "Timothy's Quest "
ciples
(1892); "A Cathedral Courtship" (1893); "Harm Liza" (1894);
"The Village Watch Tower" (1895); "A Summer in a Canon"
;

;

;

;

;

(1889); "Penelope's Progress" (1898).

TOM o THE BLUEB'KY
j

(From

"

PLAINS. 1

The Village Watch Tower.")

THE sky
fiercely

;

is a shadowless blue; the
noonday sun glows
a cloud of dust rises from the burning road whenever

the hot breeze stirs the air, or whenever a farm
along, its wheels sinking into the deep sand.

wagon creaks

In the distance, where the green of the earth joins the blue
of the sky, gleams the silver line of a river.
As far as the eye can reach, the ground is covered with
blueberry bushes ; red leaves peeping among green ones ; bloom
of blue fruit hanging in full warm clusters,
spheres of velvet
mellowed by summer sun, moistened with crystal dew, spiced
with fragrance of woods.
1
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the blueberry bushes grow huckleberries, "choky
and
blacksnaps.
pears,"
Gnarled oaks and stunted pines lift themselves out of the
wilderness of shrubs.
They look dwarfed and gloomy, as if
Nature had been an untender mother, and denied them proper

In

among

nourishment.
The road is a little-travelled one, and furrows of feathery
grasses grow between the long, hot, sandy stretches of the
wheel-ruts.

The

first

goldenrod gleams among the loose stones at the

Whole families of pale butterflies,
out
of
their
long sleep, perch on the brilliant stalks and
just
tilter up and down in the sunshine.

foot of the alder bushes.

Straggling processions of woolly brown caterpillars wend
way in the short grass by the wayside, where the wild
carrot and the purple bull -thistle are coming into bloom.
The song of birds is seldom heard, and the blueberry plains
are given over to silence save for the buzzing of gorged flies,
the humming of bees, and the chirping of crickets that stir the
drowsy air when the summer begins to wane.
It is so still that the shuffle-shuffle of a footstep can be
heard in the distance, the tinkle of a tin pail swinging musically to and fro, the swish of an alder switch cropping the

their

heads of the roadside weeds.

All at once a voice breaks the

Is it a child's, a woman's, or a man's ?
Neither,
all
three.
yet
" I 'd much d ? ruth-er walk in the bloom-in'
gy-ar-ding,
An* hear the whis-sle of the jol-ly

stillness.

\
swain."

Everybody knows the song, and everybody knows the cracked
voice.
The master of this bit of silent wilderness is coming
home: it is Tom o' the blueb'ry plains.
He is more than common tall, with a sandy beard, and a
of tangled hair straggling beneath his torn straw hat.
square of wet calico drips from under the back of the hat.

mop

A

His
gingham shirt is open at the throat, showing his tanned neck
and chest. Warm as it is, he wears portions of at least three
coats on his back.
His high boots, split in foot and leg, are
mended and spliced and laced and tied on with bits of shingle

He carries a small tin pail of molasses. It has a bail
rope.
of rope, and a battered cover with a knob of sticky newspaper.
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Over one shoulder, suspended on a crooked branch, hangs a
over
bundle of basket stuff,
split willow withes and the like
;

the other swings a decrepit, bottomless, three-legged chair.
I call him the master of the plains, but in faith he had no
If he owned a habitation or had
claim to the title.
legal

home on any spot in the universe, it was because
no man envied him what he chose, and no man grudged him
what he took; for Tom was one of God's fools, a foot-loose
pilgrim in this world of ours, a poor addle-pated, simple"
"
in village parlance, a softy.
minded, harmless creature,
Mother or father, sister or brother, he had none, nor ever
had, so far as any one knew but how should people who had
to work from sun-up to candlelight to get the better of the
climate have leisure to discover whether or no Bluebr'y Tom
had any kin ?
At some period in an almost forgotten past there had been
It had long
a house on Tom's particular patch of the plains.
since tumbled into ruins and served for fire-wood, and even the
chimney bricks had disappeared one by one, as the monotonous
seasons came and went.
Tom had settled himself in an old tool-shop, corn-house, or
rude out-building of some sort that had belonged to the ruined
Here he had set up his household gods; and since no
cottage.
one else had ever wanted a home in this dreary tangle of berry
bushes, where the only shade came from stunted pines that
flung shrivelled arms to the sky and dropped dead cones to the
sterile earth, here he remained unmolested.
In the lower part of the hut he kept his basket stuff and his
collection of two-legged and three-legged chairs. In the course
of evolution they never sprouted another leg, those chairs as
The upper floor
they were given to him, so they remained.
served for his living-room, and was reached by a ladder from
the ground, for there was no stairway inside.
No one had ever been in the little upper chamber. When
a passer-by chanced to bethink him that Tom's hermitage was
close at hand, he sometimes turned in his team by a certain
clump of white birches and drove nearer to the house, intending to remind Tom that there was a chair to willow-bottom
the next time he came to the village.
But at the noise of the
wheels Tom drew in his ladder and when the visitor alighted
and came within sight, it was to find the inhospitable host
established a

;

;

;

standing in the opening of the second-story window, a quaint
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figure framed in green branches, the ladder behind him, and on
his face a kind of impenetrable dignity, as he shook his head
"
and said, "
ain't ter hum ; Tom 's gone to Bonny

Tom

Eagle.

There was something impressive about this way of repelling callers it was as effectual as a door slammed in the face,
and yet there was a sort of mendacious courtesy about it. No
one ever cared to go further; and indeed there was no mystery
to tempt the curious, and no spoil to attract the mischievous or
malicious.
Any one could see, without entering, the straw
bed in the far corner, the beams piled deep with red and white
oak acorns, the strings of dried apples and bunches of everlastings hanging from the rafters, and the half-finished baskets
filled with blown bird's-eggs, pine cones, and pebbles.
No home in the village was better loved than Tom's retreat
in the blueberry plains.
Whenever he approached it, after a
long day's tramp, when he caught the first sight of the white
birches that marked the gateway to his estate and showed him
where to turn off the public road into his own private grounds,
he smiled a broader smile than usual, and broke into his well;

known song
" I 'd

:

much d ruth-er walk in the bloom-in' gy-ar-ding,
An' hear the whis-sle of the jol-ly
;

\
Poor Tom could never catch the last note. He had sung
the song for more than forty years, but the memory of this
tone was so blurred, and his cherished ideal of it so high (or
so low, rather), that he never managed to reach it.
Who could wish a better
Oh, if only summer were eternal
supper than ripe berries and molasses ? Nor was there need of
!

sleeping under roof nor of lighting candle to grope his way to
pallet of straw, when he might have the blue vault of heaven
arching over him, and all God's stars for lamps, and for a bed
a horse blanket stretched over an elastic couch of pine needles.

There were two gaunt pines that had been dropping their polished spills for centuries, perhaps, silently adding, year by
year, another layer of aromatic springiness to poor Tom's bed.
Flinging his tired body on this grateful couch, burying his
head in the crushed sweet fern of his pillow with one deepdrawn sigh of pleasure,
there, haunted by no past and harassed by no future, slept God's fool as sweetly as a child.
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if only summer were eternal, and youth as well
But when the blueberries had ripened summer after summer, and the gaunt pine-trees had gone on for many years
weaving poor Tom's mattress, there came a change in the
!

Yes,

He

aspect of things.

made

still

his

way

to the village, seek-

than of
ing chairs to mend; but he was even more unkempt
as he
trembled
his
and
was
fingers
bent,
old, his tall figure

wove the willow strands in and out, and over and under.
There was little work to do, moreover, for the village had
altogether retired from business, and was no longer in competition with its neighbors the dam was torn away, the sawmills
were pulled down; husbands and fathers were laid in the
churchyard, sons and brothers and lovers had gone West, and
mothers and widows and spinsters stayed on, each in her quiet
"
'T ain't no hardship when you get used to it,"
house alone.
:

said the
a

Widow

man any

time,

trouble to keep

Tom

Buzzell.

"

it

Land sakes

you only think
"
filled up

if

!

a lantern

's 's

good

so, 'n' 't ain't half so

's

much

!

sold a basket occasionally, and the children
about
him for the sake of hearing him repeat
always gathered
"
Tom allers puts two handles on
his well-worn formula,
"
baskets one to take 'em up by, one to set 'em down by.

But

still

:

This was said with a beaming smile and a wise shake of the
head, as if he were announcing a great discovery to an expecAnd then he would lay down his burden of basket
tant world.
stuff, and, sitting under an apple-tree in somebody's side yard,
It was a
begin his task of willow-bottoming an old chair.
the
pretty sight enough, if one could keep back the tears,
fellow
his
with
the
circle
of
children
about
kindly, simple
Never a village fool without a troop of babies at his
knees.
heels.
They love him, too, till we teach them to mock.
When he was younger, he would sing,
"

Bock-a-by, baby, on the treetop,"

and dance the while, swinging his unfinished basket to and fro
He was too stiff in the joints for dancing nowabut
he
still sang the "bloomin' gy-ar-ding" whenever
days,
asked
they
him, particularly if some apple-cheeked little maid
would say, "Please, Tom!" He always laughed then, and,
"
"
The
patting the child's hand, said,
got eyes
Pooty gal,
youngsters danced with glee at this meaningless phrase, just as
their mothers had danced years before when it was said to them.

for a cradle.

!
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Summer waned.

In the moist places the gentian uncurled
blue fringes; purple asters and gay Joe Pye waved their
colors by the roadside ; tall primroses put their yellow bonnets
its

on, and peeped over the brooks to see themselves; and the
dusty pods of the milkweed were bursting with their silky
Autumn began to
fluffs, the spinning of the long summer.

paint the maples red and the elms yellow, for the early days
of September brought a frost.
Some one remarked at the village store that old Blueb'ry Tom must not be suffered to stay
on the plains another winter, now that he was getting so feeble,
not if the "seleckmen " had to root him out and take him to

He would

the poor-farm.

surely starve

or freeze,

and his

death would be laid at their door.

Tom was
failed to

interviewed.

move him one

Persuasion, logic, sharp words, all
He stood in his castle
jot or tittle.

door, with the ladder behind him, smiling, always smiling
(none but the fool smiles always, nor always weeps), and say-

ing to all visitors, "Tom ain't ter hum; Tom 's gone to Bonny
Eagle; Tom don' want to go to the poor-farm."

November came in surly.
The cheerful stir and bustle of the harvest were over, the
corn was shocked, the apples and pumpkins were gathered into
barns.
The problem of Tom's future was finally laid before
the selectmen; and since the poor fellow's mild obstinacy had
defeated all attempts to conquer it, the sheriff took the matter
in hand.

The blueberry plains looked bleak and bare enough now.
had rained incessantly for days, growing ever colder and
colder as it rained.
The sun came out at last, but it shone in

It

a wintry sort of way,

like a duty smile,

A

as

if

light,

not

keen wind blew the dead leaves hither
and thither in a wild dance that had no merriment in it. A
blackbird flew under an old barrel by the wayside, and, ruffling
himself into a ball, remarked despondently that feathers were
no sort of protection in this kind of climate. A snowbird, flying by, glanced in at the barrel, and observed that anybody
who minded a little breeze like that had better join the woodcocks, who were leaving for the South by the night express.
The blueberry bushes were stripped bare of green. The
stunted pines and sombre hemlocks looked in tone with the
landscape now where all was dreary they did not seem amiss.
"
"
Je-whilikins
exclaimed the sheriff as he drew up his

heat, were its object.

;

!
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A

"
madhouse is the place for the man who wants
coat collar.
to live outdoors in the winter time ; the poor-farm is too good

him."
But Tom was used to privation, and even to
" Ou'doors " was the
only home he knew, and with all

for

suffering.
its rigors

He

looked over the barren plains, knowing, in a
dull sort of way, that they would shortly be covered with snow
but he had three coats, two of them with sleeves, and the
crunch-crunch of the snow under his tread was music to his
ears.
Then, too, there were a few hospitable firesides where
he could always warm himself; and the winter would soon be
new birds, singing the
over, the birds would come again,
old songs,
the sap would mount in the trees, the buds swell
on the blueberry bushes, and the young ivory leaves push their

he loved

it.

;

The plains were
ruddy tips through the softening ground.
fatherland and mother-country, home and kindred, to Tom.
He loved the earth that nourished him, and he saw through all
the seeming death in nature the eternal miracle of the resur-

To him winter was never cruel. He looked underrection.
neath her white mantle, saw the infant spring hidden in her
warm bosom, and was content to wait. Content to wait?
Content to starve, content to freeze, if only he need not be carried into captivity.

The poor-farm was not a bad place, either, if only Tom had
been a reasonable being. To be sure, when Hannah Sophia
Palmer asked old Mrs. Pinkham how she liked it, she answered, with a patient sigh, that "her 'n' Mr. Pinkham hed
lived there goin' on nine year, workin' their fingers to the
"
bone, 'most, 'n' yet they had n't been able to lay up a cent
If this peculiarity of administration was its worst feature, it
was certainly one that would have had no terrors for Tom o'
the blueb'ry plains.
Terrors of some sort, nevertheless, the
poor-farm had for him and when the sheriff's party turned in
by the clump of white birches and approached the cabin, they
found that fear had made the simple wise.
Tom had provi!

;

sioned the

little upper chamber, and, in place of the piece of
sacking that usually served him for a door in winter, he had
woven a defence of willow. In fine, he had taken all his basket stuff, and, treating the opening through which he entered

and
had

left his

home

if it were a bottomless chair, he
weaving to and fro, by night as well as
poor fool, as safely intrenched as if he were

precisely as

filled it in
solidly,

by day,

till

he

felt,

in the heart of a fortress.
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The sheriff tied his horse to a tree, and Rube Hobson and
Packard got out of the double wagon. Two men laughed
when they saw the pathetic defense, but the other shut his lips
together and caught his breath.
(He had been born on a poorbut
no
one
knew
at
it
Pleasant
farm,
River.)
They called
Tom's name repeatedly, but no other sound broke the silence
of the plains save the rustling of the wind among the dead
Pitt

leaves.
" Numb-head

"

pounding on the side
out arid show yourWe know you 're in there, and it 's no use hiding "
self
At last, in response to a deafening blow from Rube Hobson's hard fist, there came the answering note of a weak, de!

muttered the

of the cabin with his whipstock.

sheriff,

"

Come

!

!

spairing voice.

"Tom

ain't ter

hum,"

it

said;

"Tom's gone

to

Bonny

Eagle."

That 's all right " guffawed the men " but you 've got to
go some more, and go a different way. It ain't no use fer you
to hold back we 've got a ladder, and by Jiminy you go with
"

!

;

!

;

"

us this time
The ladder was put against the side of the hut, and Pitt
Packard climbed up, took his jack-knife, slit the woven door
from top to bottom, and turned back the flap.
The men could see the inside of the chamber now. They
were humorous persons, who could strain a joke to the snap!

felt, at last, that there was nothing espeamusing in the situation. Tom was huddled in a heap
on the straw bed in the far corner. The vacant smile had fled
from his face, and he looked, for the first time in his life, quite

ping point, but they
cially

distraught.

Tom," said the sheriff kindly; "we 're going
where
you
you can sleep in a bed, and have three meals

"Come
to take

along,

a day."

"I
sang

'd

Tom

much

d'ruth-er

walk in the bloom-in' gy-ar-ding,"

quaveringly, as he hid his head in a paroxysm of

fear.

"

Well, there ain't no bloomin' gardings to walk in jest
now, so come along and be peaceable."
"Tom don' want to go to the poor-farm," he wailed
piteously.

But there was no alternative.

They dragged him

off

the
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bed and down the ladder as gently as possible; then Rube
Hobson held him on the back seat of the wagon, while the
As they were on the point of
sheriff unhitched the horse.
starting, the captive began to wail and struggle more than
ever, the burden of his plaint being a wild and tremulous plea
for his pail of molasses.
"
Dry up, old softy, or I

'11 put the buggy robe over
your
head!" muttered Rube Hobson, who had not had much patience when he started on the trip, and had lost it all by this

time.

"By thunder! he shall hev his molasses, if he thinks he
wants it!" said Pitt Packard, and he ran up the ladder and
brought it down, comforting the shivering creature thus, for
he lapsed into a submissive silence that lasted until the unwelcome journey was

over.

Tom

remained at the poorhouse precisely twelve hours.
It did not enter the minds of the authorities that any one so
fortunate as to be admitted into that happy haven would deThe unwilling guest disappeared early on
cline to stay there.
of his arrival, and, after some search, they followed
He had climbed into his beloved retreat,
to the old spot.

morrow

the

him

and, having learned nothing from experience, had mended the
willow door as best he could, and laid him down in peace.
They dragged him out again, and this time more impatiently;

was exasperating to see a man (even if he were a fool)
fight against a bed and three meals a day.
The second attempt was little more successful than the
first.
As a place of residence, the poor-farm did not seem any
more desirable or attractive on near acquaintance than it did
at long range.
Tom remained a week, because he was kept in
close confinement; but when they judged that he was weaned
back to the
from his old home, they loosed his bonds, and
or
like a bit
he
from
the
like
an
arrow
shot
plains
bow,
sped,
for it

of iron leaping to the

What

magnet.
should be done with him

Public opinion was divided.

?

Some people

declared that the

"
"
dog-goned lunk-head
duty, and if the
wanted to starve and freeze, it was his funeral, not theirs.
Others thought that the community had no resource but to
bear the responsibility of its irresponsible children, however
troublesome they might be.
There was entire unanimity of
view so far as the main issues were concerned. It was agreed
village

had done

its
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that nobody at the poor-farm had leisure to stand guard over
Tom night and day, and that the sheriff could not be expected
to

spend his time forcing him out of his hut on the blueberry

plains.

There was but one more expedient to be tried, a very simple
and ingenious but radical and comprehensive one, which, in
Rube Hobson's opinion, would strike at the root of the matter.
Tom had fled from captivity for the third time.
He had stolen out at daybreak, and, by an unexpected
stroke of fortune, the molasses pail was hanging on a nail by
the shed door.
The remains of a battered old bushel basket
on
the
wood-pile bottom it had none, nor handles rotundlay
had long since disappeared, and none but its maker
of
side
ity
would have known it for a basket. Tom caught it up in his
flight, and, seizing the first crooked stick that offered, he slung
the dear familiar burden over his shoulder and started off on a
:

;

jog-trot.

It was the rosy dawn of an
Heaven, how happy he was
Indian summer day,
a warm jewel of a day, dropped into the
bleak world of yesterday without a hint of beneficent intention ;
one of those enchanting weather surprises with which Dame
Nature reconciles us to her stern New England rule.
The joy that comes of freedom, and the freedom that comes
of joy, unbent the old man's stiffened joints.
He renewed his
at
mile.
He
ran
like
a
When his feet
youth
every
lapwing.
first struck the sandy soil of the plains, he broke into the old
song of the "bloom-in* gy-ar-ding" and the "jolly swain," and
in the marvellous mental and spiritual exhilaration born of the
supreme moment he almost grasped that impossible last note.
His heart could hardly hold its burden of 'rapture when he
He turned
caught the well-known gleam of the white birches.
into the familiar path, boy's blood thumping in old man's
veins.
The past week had been a dreadful dream. A few
steps more and he would be within sight, within touch, of
what was wrong ? He must have
home at last No
home,
in
his
reckless
haste
gone beyond it,
Strange that he could
have forgotten the beloved spot
Can lover mistake the way
to sweetheart's window ?
Can child lose the path to mother's
knee ?
ran hither and thither, like one distraught.
He turned,
A nameless dread flitted through his dull mind, chilling his
!

!

!

!

warm

blood, paralyzing the activity of the
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moment

before.

At
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with a sob like that of a frightened child who flies from
some imagined evil lurking in darkness, he darted back to the
This time he trusted to blind
white birches and started anew.
last,

instinct

took

;

his feet

him through

knew the path, and, left to themselves, they
the tangle of dry bushes straight to his

It had vanished
Nothing but ashes remained to mark the
!

but ashes!

And

these,

ere

many

days,

spot,

nothing

the autumn winds

would scatter, and the leafless branches on which they fell
would shake them off lightly, never dreaming that they hid the
soul of a home.
Nothing but ashes
Poor Tom o' the blueb'ry plains
!

!

PETER THE GREAT AS A SHIP-BUILDER, EAST INDIA
WHARF, AMSTERDAM
(Holland)
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WILHELMINE VON BAYREUTH.
WILHELMINE, FniEDERiKE SOPHIE, Margravine of Bayreuth,
a distinguished German writer of memoirs
born at Berlin,
July 3, 1709; died October, 1758. She was the favorite sister of
Frederick the Great. Her entertaining Memoirs, "Denkwiirdigkeiten," were first published in 1810 (new edition, 1845).
;

VISIT OF PETER THE

GREAT TO FREDERICK WILLIAM THE
FIRST.

I HAVE, in the preceding year, forgotten to mention the
arrival in Berlin of Peter the Great, Emperor of Russia.
This
is
curious
to
be
of
a
in
enough
episode
worthy
place
my

memoirs. This sovereign, who was very fond of travelling,
was on his way from Holland, and was obliged to make a stay
in the province of Cleves.
As he disliked both society and
the
he
formalities,
King to let him occupy a villa on
begged
the outskirts of Berlin which belonged to the Queen.
This
villa was a pretty little building, and had been beautifully
It contained a gallery decorated with
arranged by the Queen.
china all the rooms had most beautiful looking-glasses.
The
house was really a little gem, and fully deserved its name,
"
The garden was lovely; and its beauty was
"Monbijou.
enhanced by its being close to the river.
To prevent any damage,
as these Russian gentlemen are
the Queen had
noted for not being particular or over-careful,
the whole house cleared out, and removed everything that
might get broken. A few days afterward the Emperor and
Empress and their suite arrived by water at Monbijou.
The King and Queen received them on the banks of the
The King gave the Czarina his hand to help her to
river.
land.
As soon as the Emperor had landed, he shook hands
with the King and said, " Brother Frederick, I am very pleased
"
He then approached the Queen, wishing to emto see you.
The Czarina then
brace her, which she however declined.
;
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kissed my mother's hand repeatedly ; afterwards presenting to
her the Duke and Duchess of Mecklenburg, who accompanied
These were, for the
them, and four hundred so-called ladies.
ladies'-maids and cooks, who fulmost part, German maids,
The Queen did not feel
filled the duties of ladies-in-waiting.
inclined to bow to these and indeed she treated the Czarina
and the princesses of the blood with great coldness and haughtiness, and the King had a great deal of trouble in persuading her
I saw this curious court the next day, when
to be civil to them.
She received
the Czar and Czarina came to visit the Queen.
them in the state rooms of the castle, met them at the entrance
of these rooms, and led the Empress to her audience chamber.
The King and the Emperor followed behind. As soon as
the Emperor saw me he recognized me,
having seen me five
took me up in his arms and kissed me all over my
years ago,
I boxed his ears, and made frantic efforts to get away
face.
from him, saying he had insulted me. This delighted him,
and made him laugh heartily. They had told me beforehand
what 1 was to say to him, so I spoke to him of his fleet and his
He was so pleased that he said he would willingly
victories.
sacrifice one of his provinces to have such a child as I was.
The Czarina too made much of me. The Queen and the
Czarina sat on arm-chairs under a canopy, and I stood near
;

?

mother, the princesses of the blood standing opposite.
small, broad, and brown-looking, without
You had only to look at
the slightest dignity of appearance.
She might have passed for a
her to detect her low origin.
German actress, she had decked herself out in such a manner.
Her dress had been bought second-hand, and was trimmed
with some dirty-looking silver embroidery; the bodice was
covered with precious stones, arranged in such a manner as to
She wore a dozen orders; and
represent the double eagle.
round the bottom of her dress hung quantities of relics and
pictures of saints, which rattled when she walked, and reminded
one of a smartly harnessed mule.
The orders too made a great
noise, knocking against each other.
The Czar, on the other hand, was tall and well grown,
with a handsome face; but his expression was coarse, and
He wore a simple sailor's dress.
impressed one with fear.
His wife, who spoke German very badly, called her court
This poor
jester to her aid, and spoke Russian with her.
creature was a Princess Gallizin, who had been obliged to

my

The Czarina was
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undertake this sorry office to save her life as she had been
mixed up in a conspiracy against the Czar, and had twice been
flogged with the knout
At last we sat down to dinner, the Czar sitting near the
It is well known that this sovereign had been poisoned
Queen.
when a young man ; and that his nerves had never recovered
from it, so that he was constantly seized with convulsions over
which he had no control. He was suddenly seized with one of
these attacks whilst he was dining, and frightened the Queen
so much that she several times tried to get up and leave the
table.
After a while the Czar grew calmer, and begged the
to
have no fear, as he would not hurt her. Then taking
Queen
her hand in his, he pressed it so tightly that she screamed for
mercy ; at which he laughed, saying that she had much more
delicate bones than his Catherine.
A ball had been arranged
after dinner; but he stole quietly away, and returned on foot
;

!

to Monbijou.

The following day he

visited all the sights of Berlin,
very curious collection of coins and
antiques.
Among these last named was a statue representing
a heathen god.
It was anything but attractive, but was the
most valuable in the collection. The Czar admired it very

amongst others

the

much, and insisted on the Czarina kissing it. On her refusing, he said to her in bad German that she should lose her
head if she did not at once obey him.
Terrified at the Czar's
anger, she immediately complied with his orders without the
The Czar asked the King to give him this

least hesitation.

and other statues, a request which he could not refuse. The
same thing happened about a cupboard inlaid with amber.
It was the only one of its kind, and had cost King Frederick
I. an enormous sum; and the consternation was
general on its
having to be sent to Petersburg.
This barbarous court happily left after two days.
The
Queen rushed at once to Monbijou, which she found in a state
I never saw such a
resembling that of the fall of Jerusalem.
sight.
Everything was destroyed, so that the Queen was
obliged to rebuild the whole house.

PICTURES OF COTJET LIFE.

MY father was greatly incensed at again finding himself
duped by England. He returned to Potsdam soon after this
affair was settled, and we shortly followed him.
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Immediately after our arrival my father had a violent attack
This illness,
gout, which troubled him for some time.
added to his displeasure at his disappointed hopes, made his
I was called nothing else by him but the
temper unbearable.
"English canaille," and he ill-treated me and my brother in a
We were not allowed to leave him for one
shocking manner.
We took all our meals
moment
during the whole day.
single
near his bedside and to torment us still more, he let us have
only those things to eat for which we had an absolute dislike.
But good or bad, we were obliged to swallow them down and
run the risk of being ill for the rest of the day. Not a single
day passed without some unfortunate occurrence, and we could
not lift up our eyes without beholding some unhappy being
who was being tormented. The King was of too impatient a
nature to remain long in bed, so he sat in an arm-chair, in
which he had himself wheeled about the castle. He held
a crutch in each hand to support himself, and we followed
this triumphal car like wretched prisoners expecting their
of

;

sentence.

On one

occasion, when his temper was more than usually
he told the Queen that he had received letters from
Anspach, in which the margrave announced his arrival at
Berlin for the beginning of May.
He was coming there for
the purpose of marrying my sister and one of his ministers
would arrive previously with the betrothal ring. My father
asked my sister whether she were pleased at this prospect,
and how she would arrange her household. Now my sister
had always made a point of telling him whatever came into
her head, even the greatest home-truths, and he had never
taken her outspokenness amiss. On this occasion, therefore,
relying on former experience, she answered him as follows
"
When I have a house of my own I shall take care to have a
better than yours is; and if I
well-appointed dinner-table,
have any children of my own I shall not plague them as you
do yours, and force them to eat things they thoroughly
bad,

;

:

dislike
"

"

!

What

is

amiss with my dinner-table

getting very red in the face.
"
You ask what is the matter with

"there

is

not enough on

it

?

"

"
it,

for us to eat,
"

cabbage and carrots, which we detest.
Her first answer had already angered

the

King

my

sister replied

inquired,
:

and what there

is is

father, but

now

my
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he gave vent to his fury.
But instead of punishing my sister,
To
he poured it all on my mother, my brother, and myself.
begin with, he threw his plate at my brother's head, who
would have been struck had he not got out of the way; a
second one he threw at me, which I also happily escaped then
torrents of abuse followed these first signs of hostility.
He
reproached the Queen with having brought up her children so
" You will
"
curse your mother, he said to my brother,
badly.
"for having made you such a good-for-nothing creature.
A
man was once condemned to death in Carthage for various
"
" and as he
was being led to the place
crimes, he continued,
of execution, he asked to be allowed to speak to his mother.
Whilst pretending to whisper to her, he bit a piece out of her
;

'

ear ; saying at the same time, I treat you like this, that you
may serve as an example to all mothers that do not bring up
'
You can do the same, " my father
their children virtuously.
himself
to my brother; and with
still
continued,
addressing
this remark he let himself be wheeled away in his chair.
As

brother and I passed near him to leave the room, he hit
out at us with his crutch.
Happily we escaped the blow, for
it would certainly have struck us down ; and we at last escaped

my

I had been so upset by this
without harm from the room.
scene that I trembled all over, and was obliged to sit down to
avoid fainting.
My mother, who came after us, comforted us
as best she could, and endeavored to persuade us to return to
We were, however, not the least inclined to do
the King.
this the scene with the plates and the crutch had frightened
At length we were obliged to do so, and we
us too much.
:

found the King conversing quietly with his

officers.

nevertheless, and fainted away in the
quite
maid exclaimed, on seeing me,
mother's
room.
Queen's
My
" Good
gracious, your Royal Highness, what is the matter ?
"
I looked in the glass, and saw that my
look
dreadful
you
I told her I had
face and neck were covered with red spots.
been very much agitated, and that this was the result. I
I

felt

ill

!

The red spots disappeared as
fainted again several times.
soon as I was in the cold air, appearing again in the heat of
I was obliged to keep about as best I could, as I
the room.
was unable to get to bed. That night I was attacked by violent fever, which left me so weak next morning that I was
obliged to ask my mother to excuse me from coming to her.
She sent me word that dead or alive I must go to her. I then
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She
sent word that I had a rash which made it impossible.
however repeated her command, and I was carried into her
In
room, where I went from one fainting-fit into another.
this condition I was dragged to the King.
My sister, seeing
that I was ready to give up the ghost, said to the King, " I
beseech you, dear father, let my sister return to her room she
has fever, and cannot even stand." The King asked me if
"You look very ill," he said, "but I will cure
this were true.
"
he
forced
me to drink a whole goblet full of very
and
you
Khine
wine.
old
My rash had gone in, and I was
strong
I
had
death.
no sooner drunk the wine than I
with
fighting
and
be
to
delirious,
begged my mother to have me
began
This she granted on condition that I
taken to my room.
would leave it again in the evening.
:

;

I laid

myself down without taking off my head-dress but
I in bed than the violence of the fever deprived
:

no sooner was

me
me

of

my

reason.

to be suffering

The doctor who was

called in pronounced

fever, and gave me
Prom
present illness.

from an inflammatory

three remedies not at all suitable to

my

time to time I recovered consciousness, and then I prayed that
God would take me to himself. Amidst bitter tears I said to
Mademoiselle von Sonnsfeld, "The many sufferings I have
been through have made me indifferent to this world, and now
I am the cause of
Providence will grant me the highest bliss.
all my mother's and brother's sorrows
my death will put an
end to these. If I die, promise me to say two things in my
name to the King: first, that I beg he will restore me his
affections, and secondly, implore him to be kinder towards my
mother and my brother. " I lay for thirty-six hours between
life and death, and at last small-pox declared itself.
The King had never once inquired after me since the commencement of my illness. As soon, however, as he heard the
nature of my complaint, he sent his court surgeon to find out
if I really had
This rude personage said many
small-pox.
unkind things to me in the King's name, besides being most
:

repulsive in his

have provoked

own

behavior.

At any

other time this would

anger, but I was now far too ill to notice
his insolence.
Upon the doctor's confirming the statement
that I had the small-pox, I was put into quarantine.
All

my

communication with my rooms was cut off, and nobody about
King and Queen was allowed to come near me. I felt that
I was
being treated like a plague-stricken creature.
My
the
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my maid

were the only attendants I had.
an icy cold room, deserted by the whole world,
He had had the
I had the comfort of my brother's visits.
small-pox, and came daily to spend with me what spare time
The Queen sent incessantly to inquire after me, but
he had.
was not allowed to see me. For nine days I was as ill as I
All the symptoms seemed to point towards a fatal
could be.
termination, and those who saw me thought I should be marked
I escaped death, however, and not a trace remained
for life.

Though

I lay in

of this fearful malady.

Meanwhile M. von Bremer, who had been sent by the
Margrave of Anspach, arrived at Berlin. My sister's betrothal
by proxy then took place, the ceremony being of the simplest
The King had got rid of his gout and of his bad
description.
That charmtemper, preserving the latter towards me alone.
room
without
entered
Holzendorf
never
my
bringing me
ing
some disagreeable message from him. This bad man was in
He
the very highest favor, and everybody bowed before him.
used his advantages, however, to do as much harm as he could,
He was
particularly to the Queen, my brother, and myself.
Seckendorf's creature; and that says volumes.
My father was now kinder towards my brother, but merely
because he thought it politic to be so and because Grumkow,
into whose hands he had completely fallen, advised him to be
Count Finkenstein and Colonel Kalkstein were in Grumso.
kow's way, and prevented his carrying out his plans. They
were therefore to be got rid of, under the pretext that my
He persuaded the King
brother no longer required governors.
The two governors
to agree to their discharge, and succeeded.
were dismissed in an honorable manner, both of them receivThey were replaced
ing a good pension for their services.
the
had
not
who
officers
two
slightest power over my
by
;

brother.

.

.

.

wedding took place amidst great pomp and
She
took her departure with her husband a fortrejoicing.
and I was then set at liberty.
afterwards,
night
We did not remain long in Berlin, but joined the King at
Not a day
Wusterhausen, where the quarrels began afresh.
passed without some scene or other. The King's anger against
my brother and myself reached such a pitch that, with the
both
exception of the hours for our meals, we were banished
us
allowed
He
arid
the
his
from
Queen's.
scarcely
presence

My

sister's
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life, and we were tormented with hunger
from morning till night. Our only food was coffee and milk
and during dinner and supper time we were honored with
Of an afternoon we went
epithets anything but pleasing.
secretly to see the Queen and whilst we were with her she
always had her spies watching to inform her in good time of
One day whilst we were with her, she
the King's approach.
had not, through some carelessness or other, had early enough
There was only one door to the
notice of my father's return.
room in which we were, so that we had to make up our minds
at once what to do.
My brother hid himself in a cupboard,
and I slipped under my mother's bed. We had scarcely had
time to do so before the King entered the room. He was
unfortunately very tired, sat down, and went to sleep for two
I was in a most uncomfortable position, and nearly
hours.
smothered hiding under that low bed. I peeped out from time
to time to discover if the King was still asleep.
Anybody
who had witnessed this occurrence must have laughed.
At last the King woke up, and left the room; we crept
from our hiding-places, and implored the Queen never to

the necessaries of

;

;

"
"
expose us to a similar
comedy again. I often begged the
Queen to allow me to write to the King, asking him the reason

and begging his forgiveness. She
however.
She said it would be of no
father would only grant you his favor on condition

of his anger against me,

would not
use

:

let

"Your

me

do

so,

that you married either the Margrave of Schwedt or the Duke
I quite saw the force of these arguments,
of Weissenfels."

and had to submit.
A few peaceful days followed these storms, but alas, only
to make way for still worse.
The King went to Libnow,
where he met the King of Poland and his son. In spite of all
the difficulties that had been placed in his way, my father still
hoped to arrange a marriage between me and the King of
Poland.
The Crown Prince of Poland persistently turned a
deaf ear to the entreaties of both sovereigns, and was not to be
induced to sign the marriage contract.
My father, finding
himself forced to give up this plan, deemed it right at once to
solemnly betroth me, during the King of Poland's visit, to the
Duke of Weissenfels.
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WILKINS, MA BY ELEANOR, a noted American novelist and
Her
writer of short stories; born at Randolph, Mass., in 1862.
work, which has excited much attention, is almost wholly concerned
with description and analysis of rural New England life and
"
thought. Her collections of short stories comprise The Adventures
"
"
"
Humble Romance (1887) " New England
of Ann
(1886)
Nun" (1891); "The Pot of Gold" (1892); "Young Lucretia"
"
"
Silence, and Other Stories
(1898). Her longer fictions are
(1892)

A

:

;

A

;

"Jane Field" (1893); "Pembroke" (1894); "The Long Arm (with
Madelon " (1896) "Jerome: a Poor
J. E. Chamberlin) (1895)
Man " (1897). She has also written " Giles Corey- Yeoman," a
"
" Once
upon a Time, and other Child Verses (1897).
play (1893)
;

;

;

Two OLD
(From

"

A Humble Romance.")

LEYDEN was emphatically a village of cottages, and each of
them built after one of two patterns either the front door was
:

on the right side, in the corner of a little piazza extending a
third of the length of the house, with the main roof jutting
over it, or the piazza stretched across the front, and the door

was in the

centre.

The

cottages were painted uniformly white, and had blinds
of a bright spring-green color.
There was a little flower-

garden in front of each; the beds were laid out artistically in
and rounds, and edged with box boys'-love,
sweet-williams, and pinks were. the fashionable and prevailing

triangles, hearts,

;

flowers.

There was a general air of cheerful though humble prosperity about the place, which it owed, and indeed its very
existence also, to the three old weather-beaten boot-and-shoe
which arose stanchly and importantly in the very
midst of the natty little white cottages.

factories

1

Copyright, 1887, by Harper

&

Bros.
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Years before,
factories for the

WILKINS.

when one Hiram Strong put up

his

three

manufacture of the rough shoe which the
working-man of America wears, he hardly thought he was also
He chose
gaining for himself the honor of founding Leyden.
the site for his buildings mainly because they would be easily
accessible to the railway which stretched to the city, sixty
At first the workmen came on the cars from
miles distant.
the neighboring towns, but after a while they became tired of
that, and one after another built for himself a cottage, and
established his family and his household belongings near the

So gradually Leyden grew.

scene of his daily labors.
built his cottage like C,

and

B

built his like D.

A

They painted

them white, and hung the green blinds, and laid out their
flower-beds in front and their vegetable-beds at the back.
By
and by came a church and a store and a post-office to pass, and
Leyden was a full-fledged town.
That was a long time ago. The shoe -factories had long
passed out of the hands of Hiram Strong's heirs; he himself
was only a memory on the earth. The business was not quite
as wide-awake and vigorous as when in its first youth; it
droned a little now there was not quite so much bustle and
The factories were never lighted up of an
hurry as formerly.
evening on account of overwork, and the workmen found plenty
;

time for pleasant and salutary gossip over their cutting and
But this did not detract in the least from the genpegging.
of

and prosperity of Leyden. The inhabitants
the work they needed to supply the means necesThey
sary for their small comforts, and they were contented.
"
As slow
too had begun to drone a little like the factories.
eral cheerfulness

still

as

had

all

Leyden

"

was the saying among the faster-going towns
Every morning at seven the old men, young-

adjoining theirs.

men, and boys, in their calico shirt-sleeves, their faces a little
filed unquestioningly
pale
perhaps from their indoor life
out of the back doors of the white cottages, treading still
deeper the well-worn foot-paths stretching around the sides of

They were great, ugly
wooden buildings, with wings which they had grown in their
Their
youth jutting clumsily from their lumbering shoulders.
outer walls were black and grimy, streaked and splashed and

the houses, and entered the factories.

patched with red paint in every variety of shade, accordingly
as the original hue was tempered with smoke or the beatings
of the storms of many years,
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The men worked peacefully and evenly in the shoe-shops
day; and the women stayed at home and kept the little

white cottages tidy, cooked the meals, and washed the clothes,
and did the sewing. For recreation the men sat on the piazza
in front of Barker's store of an evening, and gossiped or discussed politics; and the women talked over their neighbors'
fences, or
afternoon.

took their sewing into

their

neighbors'

of

an

People died in Leyden as elsewhere; and here and there
little white cottage whose narrow foot-path leading round
to its back door its master would never tread again.
In one of these lived Widow Martha Brewster and her
daughter Maria. Their cottage was one of those which had

was a

Every summer they trained mornpiazza across the front.
and
over
it,
planted their little garden with the
ing-glories
There was not a cottage in
flower-seeds popular in Leyden.
the whole place whose surroundings were neater and gayer
its

they were only two women, and two old
Brewster was in the neighborhood of eighty, and her daughter, Maria Brewster, near
The two had lived alone since Jacob Brewster died
sixty.
and stopped going to the factory, some fifteen years ago. He
had left them this particular white cottage, and a snug little
sum in the savings-bank besides, for the whole Brewster

than theirs, for

women

at that

;

all

for

Widow Martha

The
family had worked and economized all their long lives.
women had corded boots at home, while the man had worked
in the shop, and never spent a cent without thinking of it
overnight.

Leyden folks all thought that David Emmons would marry
Maria Brewster when her father died. " David can rent his
house, and go to live with Maria and her mother," said they,
with an affectionate readiness to arrange matters for them.
But he did not. Every Sunday night at eight o'clock punctually, the form of David Emmons, arrayed in his best clothes,
with his stiff white dickey, and a nosegay in his button-hole,
was seen to advance up the road towards Maria Brewster's, as
he had been seen to advance every Sunday night for the last
He manifested not the
twenty-five years, but that was all.
slightest intention of carrying out people's judicious plans for
his welfare and Maria's.

She did not seem to pine with hope deferred ; people could
not honestly think there was any occasion to pity her for her
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A cheerier woman never lived. She was
Round-faced and blackbubbling over with jollity.
eyed, with a funny little bounce of her whole body when she
walked, she was the merry feature of the whole place.
Her mother was now too feeble, but Maria still corded
boots for the factories as of old.
David Emmons, who was
worked
in
as
he
had from his youth. He
quite sixty,
them,
was a slender, mild-faced old man, with a fringe of gray
yellow beard around his chin his head was quite bald. Years
ago he had been handsome, they said, but somehow people had
always laughed at him a little, although they all liked him.
"
The slowest of all the slow Leydenites " outsiders called him,
and even the " slow Leydenites " poked fun at this exaggeration of themselves.
It was an old and well-worn remark that
it took David Emmons an hour to go courting, and that he was
always obliged to leave his own home at seven in order to
reach Maria's at eight, and there was a standing joke that the
meeting-house passed him one morning on his way to the shop.
David heard the chaffing, of course
there is very little
in
matters
of
this
kind
but
delicacy
among country people
he took it all in good part. He would laugh at himself with
the rest, but there was something touching in his deprecatory
"
way of saying sometimes, Well, I don't know how 't is, but
it don't seem to be in my natur* to do any other way.
I suppose I was born without the faculty of gittin' along quick in
this world.
You '11 have to git behind and push me a leetle,
lover's tardiness.

literally

;

I reckon.

"

He owned his little cottage, which was one of the kind
which had the piazza on the right side. He lived entirely
alone.
There was a half-acre or so of land beside his house,
which he used for a vegetable garden. After and before shop
hours, in the dewy evenings and mornings, he dug and weeded
If
assiduously between the green ranks of corn and beans.
David Emmons was slow, his vegetables were not. None of
the gardens in Leyden surpassed his in luxuriant growth.
His corn tasselled out and his potato patch was white with
blossoms as soon as anybody's.

He was almost a vegetarian in his diet; the products of
his garden spot were his staple articles of food.
Early in the
morning would the gentle old bachelor set his pot of green
things boiling, and dine gratefully at noon, like mild Robert
His garden supplied also his
Herrick, on pulse and herbs.
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sweetheart and her mother with all the vegetables they could
Many times in the course of a week could David have
been seen slowly moving towards the Brewster cottage with a
basket on his arm well stocked with the materials for an
use.

innocent and delicious repast.
But Maria was not to be outdone by her old lover in kindly
Not a Saturday but a goodly share of her weekly
deeds.
was
baking
deposited, neatly covered with a white crash towel,
The surreptitious air with
on David's little kitchen table.

which the back-door key was taken from its hiding-place
(which she well knew) under the kitchen blind, the door
unlocked and entered, and the good things deposited, was
"There goes Maria
charming, although highly ineffectual.
with David's baking," said the women, peering out of their
windows as she bounced, rather more gently and cautiously
And David himself knew well
than usual, down the street.
the ministering angel to whom these benefits were due when he
lifted the towel and discovered with tearful eyes the brown
the proofs of his Maria's love and
loaves and flaky pies
culinary

skill.

the younger and more irrevent portions of the
there
was considerable speculation as to the mode
community
of courtship of these old lovers of twenty-five years' standing.
Was there ever a kiss, a tender clasp of the hand, those usual

Among

expressions of affection between sweethearts ?
Some of the more daring spirits had even gone so far as to
commit the manifest impropriety of peeping in Maria's parlor

windows but they had only seen David sitting quiet and prim
on the little slippery horse-hair sofa, and Maria by the table,
Did Maria
rocking slowly in her little cane-seated rocker.
ever leave her rocker arid sit on that slippery horse-hair sofa
by David's side? They never knew; but she never did.,
There was something laughable, and at the same time rather
All the outward
pathetic, about Maria and David's courting.
"
"
of
were
as
appurtenances
keeping company
rigidly observed
as they had been twenty-five years ago, when David Emmons
first cast his mild blue eyes shyly and lovingly on red-cheeked,
quick -spoken Maria Brewster.
Every Sunday evening, in the
winter, there was a fire kindled in the parlor, the parlor lamp
was lit at dusk all the year round, and Maria's mother retired
;

young people might "sit up." The "sitting
was no very formidable affair now, whatever it might

early, that the
"

up
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The need of
first stages of the courtship.
sleep over-balanced sentiment in those old lovers, and by ten
o'clock at the latest Maria's lamp was out, and David had
trended his solitary way to his own home.
Leyden people had a great curiosity to know if David had
have been in the

ever actually popped the question to Maria, or
slowness was at fault in this as in other things.

if

his natural

Their curios-

ity had been long exercised in vain, but Widow Brewster, as
she waxed older, grew loquacious, and one day told a neighbor, who had called in her daughter's absence, that "David
had never reely come to the p'int. She supposed he would
some time; for her part, she thought he had better; but then,
after all, she knowed Maria didn't care, and maybe 'twas jest
as well as 't was, only sometimes she was afeared she should
never live to see the weddin' if they wasn't spry." Then
there had been hints concerning a certain pearl-colored silk
which Maria, having a good chance to get at a bargain, had
purchased some twenty years ago, when she thought, from
sundry remarks, that David was coming to the point ; and it
was further intimated that the silk had been privately made
up ten years since, when Maria had again surmised that the
The neighbor went home in a
point was about being reached.

state of great delight, having by skilful manoeuvring actually
obtained a glimpse of the pearl-colored silk.
It was perfectly true that Maria did not lay David's
tardiness in putting the important question very much to heart.
She was too cheerful, too busy, and too much interested

There was
in her daily duties to fret much about anything.
never at any time much of the sentimental element in her
composition, and her feeling for David was eminently practical
She, although the woman, had the stronger
character of the two, and there was something rather mother-

in its nature.

like than lover-like in her affection for him.

It

was through

the protecting care which chiefly characterized her love that
the only pain to her came from their long courtship and postponement of marriage. It was true that, years ago, when

David had led her to think, from certain hesitating words
spoken at parting one Sunday night, that he would certainly
ask the momentous question soon, her heart had gone into a
happy flutter. She had bought the pearl-colored silk then.
Years after, her heart had fluttered again, but a little less
David almost asked her another Sunday
wildly this time.

MARY ELEANOR

WILKINS.

11119

Then she had made up the pearl-colored silk. She
night.
used to go and look at it fondly and admiringly from time to
time ; once in a while she would try it on and survey herself
a faded
in the glass, and imagine herself David's bride
happy and a beloved one.
She looked at the dress occasionally now, but a little sadly,
as the conviction that she should never wear it was forcing
But the sadness was always
itself upon her more and more.
more for David's sake than her own. She saw him growing
an old man, and the lonely, uncared-for life that he led filled
She did not
her heart with tender pity and sorrow for him.
confine her kind offices to the Saturday baking.
Every week
his little house was tidied and set to rights, and his mending

bride, but a

looked

after.

Once, on a Sunday night, when she spied a rip in his coat,
that had grown long from the want of womanly fingers constantly at hand, she had a good cry after he had left and she
had gone into her room. There was something more pitiful
to her, something that touched her heart more deeply, in that
rip in her lover's

Sunday coat than in

all

her long years of

waiting.
As the years went on, it was sometimes with a sad heart
that Maria stood and watched the poor lonely old figure mov-

down the street to his lonely home but
him always, and never for herself. She
him a little sometimes, though always with

ing slower than ever
the heart was sad for

used to wonder at

;

the most loyal tenderness, that he should choose to lead the
solitary, cheerless life that he did, to go back to his dark,
voiceless home, when he might be so sheltered and cared for

She firmly believed that it was only owing to
in his old age.
her lover's incorrigible slowness, in this as in everything else.
She never doubted for an instant that he loved her. Some
women might have tried hastening matters a little themselves,
but Maria, with the delicacy which is sometimes more inherent
in a steady, practical nature like hers than in a more ardent
one, would have lost her self-respect forever if she had done
such a thing.
So she lived cheerfully along, corded her boots, though her
fingers were getting stiff, humored her mother, who was getting feebler and more childish every year, and did the best she
could for her poor, foolish old lover.
When David was seventy, and she sixty-eight, she gave
away the pearl-colored silk to a cousin's daughter who was
VOL. XX.
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going to be married. The girl was young and pretty and
happy, but she was poor, and the silk would make over into a
grander wedding dress for her than she could hope to obtain in
any other way.
Poor old Maria smoothed the lustrous folds fondly with her
withered hands before sending it away, and cried a little, with
But when a tear splashed
a patient pity for David and herself.
surface
of
the silk, she stopped
the
on
to
shining
directly
sorrowful
her
and
at
expression changed into one
once,
crying
of careful scrutiny as she wiped the salt drop away with her
handkerchief, and held the dress up to the light to be sure that
A practical nature like Maria's is someit was not spotted.
It is doubtful if anything
times a great boon to its possessor.
else can dry a tear as quickly.
Somehow Maria always felt a little differently towards
David after she had given away her wedding dress. There
had always been a little tinge of consciousness in her manner

towards him, a

little

reserve and caution before people.

But

wedding dress had gone, all question of marriage had
disappeared so entirely from her mind, that the delicate conafter the

She was uncommonly hale
it vanished.
and hearty for a woman of her age there was apparently much
more than two years' difference between her and her lover.
It was not only the Saturday's bread and pie that she carried
now and deposited on David's little kitchen table, but, openly
and boldly, not caring who should see her, many a warm
dinner.
Every day, after her own house-work was done,
He should have all the comDavid's house was set to rights.
That they
forts he needed in his last years, she determined.
were his last years was evident. He coughed, and now walked
so slowly from feebleness and weakness that it was a matter of
doubt to observers whether he could reach Maria Brewster's
siderations born of

;

before

Monday evening.
One Sunday night he stayed a

little

the clock struck ten before he started.
said, as he

longer than usual

Then he

rose,

had done every Sunday evening for so many

and

years,

"Well, Maria, I guess it 's about time for me to be goin'."
She helped him on with his coat, and tied on his tippet.
Contrary to his usual habit, he stood in the door, and hesitated
a minute
there seemed to be something he wanted to say.
"Maria."
"Well, David?"

"I'm

gittin' to be

an old man, you know, an' I've allus
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There has been
been slow-goin'; I couldn't seem to help it.
a good many things I have n't got around to." The old cracked
voice quavered painfully.
"Yes, I know, David, all about it; you couldn't help it. I
wouldn't worry a bit about it if I were you."
"

You

don't lay up anything agin me, Maria

?

"

"No, David."
"Good-night, Maria.
I will fetch you over some boiled
"Good-night, David.
dinner to-morrow."
She held the lamp at the door till the patient, tottering old
She had to wipe the tears from her
figure was out of sight.
spectacles in order to see to read her Bible when she went in.
Next morning she was hurrying up her housework to go
somehow she felt a little anxious about him
over to David's
when there came a loud knock at her door.
this morning
When she opened it, a boy stood there, panting for breath ; he
was David's next neighbor's son.
"Mr. Emmons is sick," he said, "an' wants you. I was
Father an'
goin' for milk, when he rapped on the window.

mother

's

"

in thar, an' the doctor.

Mother

said,

tell

you to

hurry.

The news had spread rapidly people knew what it meant
when they saw Maria hurrying down the street, without her
One woman cried when she saw
bonnet, her gray hair flying.
;

Poor thing " she sobbed, " poor thing "
A crowd was around David's cottage when Maria reached
it.
She went straight in through the kitchen to his little
The doctor was in the room,
bedroom, and up to his side.
and several neighbors. When he saw Maria, poor old David
Then he looked
held out his hand to her and smiled feebly.
at
then
at
the
in the room.
the
others
doctor,
imploringly
The doctor understood, and said a word to them, and they
Then he turned to Maria. "Be quick,"
filed silently out.
he whispered.
She leaned over him.
"Dear David," she said, her
wrinkled face quivering, her gray hair straying over her
"

her.

!

!

cheeks.

He

looked up at her with a strange wonder in his glazing

"

Maria "

a thin, husky voice, that was more like a
"
wind through dry corn-stalks, said
Maria, I 'm
dyin',
have asked you
an'
I allers meant to
to
marry me."

eyes.
-
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EMMA (HART) WILLARD.
WILLARD,
poet

;

born at

EMMA (HART), an American
New Berlin, Conn., February

N.

She
Y., April 15, 1870.
at
sixteen
and
Conn.,
ford,

educator, historian, and
23, 1787 ; died at Troy,
educated in the Academy in Hart-

was

began to teach. She was principal of
Vermont and New York until 1821, at which
time she founded the Troy Female Seminary. In 1809 she was
married to Dr. John Willard, United States Marshal for Vermont.
She wrote many popular school-books, and lectured extensively on
She was the author of " Eocked
questions of educational interest.
various schools in

in the Cradle of the Deep," and much other verse.
Among her
educational works are "History of the United States" (1828);

"Universal History in Perspective" (1837).

ROCKED IK THE CRADLE OF THE DEEP.
ROCKED

in the cradle of the deep
in peace to sleep ;

me down

I lay

Secure I rest upon the wave,
O Lord hast power to save.
I know Thou wilt not slight my call,
For Thou dost mark the sparrow's fall,

For Thou,

!

And calm and
Rocked

peaceful shall I sleep,

in the cradle of the deep.

When in the dead of night I lie
And gaze upon the trackless sky,
The star-bespangled, heavenly scroll,
The boundless waters as they roll
I feel

Thy wondrous power

to save

From

perils of the stormy wave
Rocked in the cradle of the deep,
:

I calmly rest

And

and soundly

such the trust that

sleep.

still

were mine,

Though stormy winds swept o'er the
Or though the tempest's fiery breath

brine,

Roused me from sleep to wreck and death.
In ocean cave still safe with Thee,

The germ

of immortality
peaceful shall I sleep,
in the cradle of the deep.

And calm and
Rocked

!
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NATHANIEL PARKER WILLIS.
WILLIS, NATHANIEL PARKER, an American poet and miscellaneous writer; born at Portland, Maine, January 20, 1806; died at
Idlewild-on-the-Hudson, January 20, 1867. After leaving college
he formed a connection with the " New York Mirror," to which he
"
contributed a series of letters under the title of Pencillings by the
Way," describing his observations in Europe, whither he went in
" Letters from
1833. Eeturning to the United States, he wrote his

Under a Bridge." After five years he established the "Corsair,"
a weekly journal of literature. During a second stay in England
he published " Loiterings of Travel," produced two plays, " Bianca
Visconti " and " Tortesa the Usurer," and wrote the descriptive
matter for an illustrated work, " The Scenery of the United States."
The publication of the " Corsair " was abandoned, and Willis aided
"
George P. Morris in establishing the
Evening Mirror," a daily
His
health
broke
down, and he again went abroad,
newspaper.
having been made an attache* of the American Legation at Berlin.
"
"
Eeturning to New York, the daily Evening Mirror was given up,
and the weekly " Home Journal" took its place. The prose writ"
"
Letters
ings of Willis include
Pencillings by the Way
(1835)
from Under a Bridge" (1840) "Kural Letters" (1849) "People I
Have Met" (1850); "Life Here and There" (1850); "Hurry"
"
Summer Cruise in the Mediterranean " (1853) ;
graphs (1851)
"
"Fun-jottings" (1853) "A Health Trip to the Tropics
(1853);
"
"Out-doors at Idlewild (1853) "Famous Persons and Places"
(1854); "The Eag Bag" 1855; "Paul Fane," a novel (1857);
" The
Convalescent," the last being written in 1859.
;

;

;

A

;

;

;

WHEN TOM MOOKE
(From

"
Pencillings

SANG.

by the Way.")

MR. MOORE " cried the footman at the bottom of the stair"
case.
Mr. Moore " cried the footman at the top.
And with
his glass at his eye, stumbling over an ottoman between his
near-sightedness and the darkness of the room, enter the poet.
Half a glance tells you that he is at home on a
Slidcarpet.
ing his little feet up to Lady Blessington (of whom he was a
"

!

!
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sixteen, and to whom some of the sweetest
were written), he made his compliments with a
gayety and an ease, combined with a kind of worshipping deference, that was worthy of a prime minister at the court of
With the gentlemen, all of whom he knew, he had the
love.
frank, merry manner of a confident favorite; and he was
He went from one to the other, straining
greeted like one.
back his head to look up at them (for, singularly enough, every
gentleman in the room was six feet high and upward) and to
every one he said something which from any one else would
have seemed peculiarly felicitous, but which fell from his lips
as if his breath was not more spontaneous.
Dinner was announced; the Russian handed down "mi"
ladi
and I found myself seated opposite Moore, with a blaze
of light on his Bacchus head, and the mirrors with which the

lover

when she was

of his songs

;

;

To
superb octagonal room is panelled reflecting every motion.
him only at table, you would think him not a small man.
His principal length is in his body, and his head and shoulders
are those of a much larger person.
Consequently he sits tall;
and with the peculiar erectness of head and neck, his diminusee

tiveness disappears.
Nothing but a short-hand report could retain the delicacy
.

and elegance

of

.

.

Moore's language; and memory itself cannot
of frost-work imagery which was formed

embody again the kind
and melted on his

lips.

His voice
"

is soft

or firm as the sub"

gentlemanly describes it
ject requires, but perhaps the word
It is upon a natural key ; but if I may
better than any other.
so phrase it, it is fused with a high-bred affectation, expressing deference and courtesy at the same time that its pauses are
It would be difficult
constructed peculiarly to catch the ear.

not to attend him while he is talking, though the subject were
but the shape of a wine-glass.
Moore's head is distinctly before me while I write, but I
shall find it difficult to describe.
His hair, which curled once
all over it in long tendrils, unlike anybody else's in the world,

and which probably suggested his sobriquet of "Bacchus," is
diminished now to a few curls sprinkled with gray, and scattered in a single ring above his ears. His forehead is wrinkled,
with the exception of a most prominent development of the
organ of gayety; which, singularly enough, shines with the
and smooth polish of a pearl, and is surrounded by a
semicircle of lines drawn close about it, like intrenchments

lustre

THOMAS MOORE
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against Time. His eyes still sparkle like a champagne bubble,
though the invader has drawn his pencillings about the corners;
and there is a kind of wintry red, of the tinge of an October
the eloquent record
leaf, that seems enamelled on his cheek,
His mouth is the most
of the claret his wit has brightened.
characteristic feature of

The

all.

lips are delicately cut, slight

and changeable as an aspen but there is a set-up look about
the upper lip, a determination of the muscle to a particular
expression, and you fancy that you can almost see wit astride
upon it. It is written legibly with the imprint of habitual sucIt is arch, confident, and half diffident, as if he were
cess.
;

disguising his pleasure at applause while another bright gleam
The slightly tossed nose conof fancy was breaking on him.
firms the fun of the expression ; and altogether it is a face that
everything but feels. Fascinating
sparkles, beams, radiates,
beyond all men as he is, Moore looks like a worldling.
to have occupied the hour
from the table; for with her
vanished Moore's excitement, and everybody else seemed to
Her excessive beauty
feel that light had gone out of the room.
is less an inspiration than the wondrous talent with which she
draws from every person around her his peculiar excellence.
Talking better than anybody else, and narrating, particularly,
with a graphic power that I never saw excelled, this distinguished woman seems striving only to make others unfold
themselves; and never had diffidence a more apprehensive and
But this is a subject with which I
encouraging listener.

This description

after

may be supposed

Lady Blessington

retired

should never be done.

We

went up to coffee and Moore brightened again over his
and went glittering on with criticisms on Grisi, the
delicious songstress now ravishing the world, whom he placed
above all but Pasta ; and whom he thought, with the exception
that her legs were too short, an incomparable creature.
This
introduced music very naturally; and with a great deal of difficulty he was taken to the piano.
My letter is getting long,
and I have no time to describe his singing. It is well known,
:

chasse-cafe,

however, that

its effect is only equalled by the beauty of his
and for one, I could have taken him into my heart
with delight. He makes no attempt at music. It is a kind of
admirable recitative, in which every shade of thought is syllabled and dwelt upon; and the sentiment of the song goes
through your blood, warming you to the very eyelids, and start-

own words

;
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if you have soul or sense in you.
I have heard
women's fainting at a song of Moore's; and if the burden
of it answered, by chance, to a secret in the bosom of the listener, I should think, from its comparative effect upon so old
a stager as myself, that the heart would break with it.
We all sat round the piano and after two or three songs of
Lady Blessington's choice, he rambled over the keys awhile,
and sang "When First I Met Thee," with a pathos that begWhen the last word had faltered out, he
gars description.
rose and took Lady Blessington's hand, said good-night, and
was gone before a word was uttered. For a full minute after
he had closed the door, no one spoke. I could have wished,
for myself, to drop silently asleep where I sat, with the tears
in my eyes and the softness upon my heart.

ing your tears,
of

;

"

Here 's a health

to thee, Toin

Moore "
!

DAVID AND ABSALOM.

He who slept beneath
for
the
grave and as the folds
straightened
Sunk to the still proportions, they betrayed

THE

pall

was

settled.

Was

;

The matchless symmetry

of Absalom.
His hair was yet unshorn, and silken curls
Were floating round the tassels as they swayed
To the admitted air as glossy now,
As when, in hours of gentle dalliance, bathing
The snowy fingers of Judea's girls.
His helm was at his feet his banner, soiled
With trailing through Jerusalem, was laid
Eeversed beside him and the jewelled hilt,
Whose diamonds lit the passage of his blade,
Rested, like mockery, on his covered brow.
The soldiers of the king trod to and fro,
Clad in the garb of battle and their chief,
;

;

;

;

The mighty Joab, stood beside the bier,
And gazed upon the dark pall steadfastly,
As if he feared the slumberer might stir.
A slow step startled him ? He grasped his blade
As if a trumpet rang but the bent form
and he gave command,
Of David entered,
;

In a low tone, to his few followers,
Who left him with his dead. The king stood
Till the last echo died

;

then, throwing off

still
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The sackcloth from his brow, and laying back
The pall from the still features of his child,
He bowed his head upon him, and broke forth
In the resistless eloquence of woe
:

" Alas

my noble boy, that thou shouldst die
Thou, who wert made so beautifully fair
That death should settle in thy glorious eye,
!

!

!

And

How

leave his stillness in this clustering hair
mark thee for the silent tomb,

!

could he

proud boy, Absalom

My
" Cold

As

is

to

thy brow,

son

my

!

and I

;

am

chill,

my bosom

I have tried to press thee.
to feel my pulses thrill,

How

was I wont
Like a rich harpstring,
yearning to caress thee
And hear thy sweet 'my father' from these dumb

And
"

cold lips,

Absalom

!

The grave hath won thee. I shall hear the gush
Of music, and the voices of the young
;

And life shall pass me in the mantling blush,
And the dark tresses to the soft winds flung
But thou no more, with thy sweet
To meet me, Absalom

voice, shall

:

come

!

And, oh when I am stricken, and my heart,
Like a bruised reed, is waiting to be broken,
!

How

will its love for thee, as I depart,
for thine ear to drink its last deep token

Yearn
It

were so sweet, amid death's gathering gloom,

To
" And

see thee,

Absalom

!

T is hard to give thee up,
death, so like a gentle slumber, on thee ;
Oh I could drink the cup,
thy dark sin
now, farewell

;

!

With

And
If

!

from

this

May God have

My
He

woe

!

its

bitterness

had won

thee.

called thee, like a wanderer, home,

lost boy,

Absalom "
!

covered up his face, and bowed himself

A moment on his child then, giving him
A look of melting tenderness, he clasped
;

His hand convulsively, as if in prayer
And, as if strength were given him of God
He rose up calmly, and composed the pall
and left him there,
Firmly and decently
As if his rest had been a breathing sleep.
;

!

;
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DEDICATION HYMN.

THE
Was
His

perfect world by
the first temple
fiat laid

And heaved

He hung

Adam

trod

built

by God

;

the corner-stone,
its pillars

one by one.

starry roof on high
illimitable sky ;

its

The broad

He spread its pavement, green and bright,
And curtained it with morning light.
The mountains in their places stood
The sea
the sky
and " all was good
And when its first pure praises rang,
The morning stars together sang.
.

't is not ours to make the sea
earth and sky a house for thee ;
in thy sight our offering stands

Lord

And

!

But
A humbler temple, made with hands.

ANDRE'S REQUEST TO WASHINGTON.
IT

is

not the fear of death

That damps

my

brow,

It is not for another breath

I ask thee now
I can die with a lip unstirred
And a quiet heart
Let but this prayer be heard
:

Ere I depart.
I can give

My

up

my

sister's kiss

mother's look
;

I can think of love

A death like

this

yet brook
!

I can give up the young fame
I

All

burned to win
but the spotless

name

I glory in.

Thine is the power to give,
Thine to deny,
Joy for the hour I live
Calmness to die.

n
j
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By all the brave should
By my dying breath,
I ask that I may perish
By a soldier's death
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cherish,

!

THE BELFRY
ON

PIGEON.

the cross-beam under the Old South bell

The nest of a pigeon is builded well.
In summer and winter that bird is there,
Out and

in with the

morning

air

:

him track the street,
With his wary eye and active feet
And I often watch him as he springs,
I love to see

;

Circling the steeple with easy wings,
Till across the dial his shade has passed,

And
'T

is

And

the belfry edge is gained at last.
a bird I love, with its brooding note,
the trembling throb in its mottled throat

There

;

human

look in its swelling breast,
And the gentle curve of its lowly crest
And I often stop with the fear I feel,
He runs so close to the rapid wheel.
's

a

;

Whatever is rung on that noisy bell
Chime of the hour or funeral knell
The dove in the belfry must hear it

well.

When
When
When

the tongue swings out to the midnight moon,
the sexton cheerly rings for noon,
the clock strikes clear at morning light,
When the child is waked with " nine at night,"
When the chimes play soft in the Sabbath air,
Filling the spirit with tones of prayer,

Whatever

tale in the bell is heard,
broods on his folded feet unstirred
Or rising half in his rounded nest,
He takes the time to smooth his breast,

He

;

Then drops again with

filmed eyes,
sleeps as the last vibration dies.
Sweet bird! I would that I could be

And

A

hermit in the crowd like thee

!

With wings to fly to wood and glen,
Thy lot, like mine, is cast with men

And

daily,

with unwilling

feet,

;
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I tread like thee the crowded street
But unlike me, when day is o'er,
Thou canst dismiss the world and soar
Or at a half-felt wish for rest,
:

;

Canst smooth the feathers on thy breast,
drop forgetful to thy nest.

And

LOVE

IN

A COTTAGE.

THEY may talk of love in a cottage,
And bowers of trellised vine,
Of nature bewitchingly simple,

And milkmaids
They may talk of

half divine

;

the pleasure of sleeping
In the shade of a spreading tree,
And a walk in the fields at morning,
By the side of a footstep free
!

But give me a

sly flirtation

By the light of a chandelier
With music to play in the pauses,
And nobody very near
Or a seat on a silken sofa,
With a glass of pure old wine,
And mamma too blind to discover
The small white hand in mine.
;

Your love in a cottage is hungry
Your vine is a nest for flies
Your milkmaid shocks the Graces,
;

;

And simplicity talks of pies
You lie down to your shady slumber
And wake with a bug in your ear,
And your damsel that walks in the morning
!

Is shod like a mountaineer.

True love

is

at

home on

a carpet,

And mightily likes his ease
And true love has an eye for a dinner,
And starves beneath shady trees.
;

His wing is the fan of a lady
His foot s an invisible thing
And his arrow is tipped with a jewel,
And shot from a silver string.
;

?

;
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WILSON, JOHN, a
Paisley,

May

18,

1785

Scottish, essayist, poet, and novelist
died at Edinburgh, April 3, 1854.

;

;

born at

He was

educated at the University of Glasgow, and at Oxford, where he
took his Bachelor's degree in 1807. He was noted for his imposing
Owstature, physical- strength, and fondness for athletic exercises.
ing to pecuniary reverses he was compelled to earn a livelihood. He
went to Edinburgh, and became a member of the Scottish bar ; and
in 1820 was elected Professor of Moral Philosophy in the University
In 1817 " Blackwood's Magazine" was established at
of Edinburgh.

Edinburgh, and Wilson was from the first its leading spirit, though
Blackwood was its actual editor. For the somewhat mythical editor
"
the name of " Christopher North was adopted, and this name came
to be applied to Wilson, and was in a manner adopted by him.

Wilson's connection with " Blackwood's Magazine " continued from.
October, 1817, till September, 1852, when appeared his last contri"
bution,
Christopher Under Canvas." His health failing in 1851,
the Government granted him a literary pension.
Among his
" Blackwood " articles are the series
'
Noctes Ambroentitled
sianae" and "Recreations of Christopher North." Besides the
various " Blackwood " papers, the principal works of Wilson are
The City of the
The Isle of Palms, and Other Poems " (1812)
"
"
of ScotPoems
and
Shadows
and
Other
Lights
Plague,
(1816)
"
"
" The Trials of
tish Life
Margaret Lyndsay
(1823)
(1822)
<

;

;

;

;

The Foresters

"

(1825).

MOSS-SIDE.
(From

"

Lights and Shadows of Scottish Life.")

GILBERT AINSLIE was a poor man and he had been a poor
all the days of his life, which were not few, for his thin
hair was now waxing gray.
He had been born and bred on
the small moorland farm which he now occupied and he hoped
to die there, as his father and grandfather had done before
him, leaving a family just above the more bitter wants of this
world.
Labor, hard and unremitting, had been his lot in life
;

man

;

;
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but although sometimes severely tried, he had never repined
and through all the mist and gloom, and even the storms that
had assailed him, he had lived on from year to year in that
calm and resigned contentment which unconsciously cheers the
With his own hands he
hearth-stone of the blameless poor.
;

had ploughed, sowed, and reaped his often scanty harvest,
assisted, as they grew up, by three sons, who, even in boyhood,
were happy to work along with their father in the fields. Out
The spade, the
of doors or in, Gilbert Ainslie was never idle.
shears, the plough-shaft, the sickle, and the flail, all came
readily to hands that grasped them well and not a morsel of
food was eaten under his roof, or a garment worn there, that
was not honestly, severely, nobly earned Gilbert Ainslie was
a slave, but it was for them he loved with a sober and deep
The thraldom under which he lived God had imaffection.
and
it
only served to give his character a shade of silent
posed,
not
but
austere; to make his smiles fewer, but more
gravity,
heartfelt; to calm his soul at grace before and after meals;
and to kindle it in morning and evening prayer.
There is no need to tell the character of the wife of such a
man. Meek and thoughtful, yet gladsome and gay withal, her
heaven was in her house and her gentler and weaker hands
Of ten children that had
helped to bar the door against want.
been born to them, they had lost three and as they had fed,
clothed, and educated them respectably, so did they give them
;

:

;

;

The living did not grudge to
died a respectable funeral.
of
some
their
for
a
while,
daily comforts, for the sake
give up,
of the dead; and bought, with the little sums which their industry had saved, decent mournings, worn on Sabbath, and
Of the seven that survived, two sons
then carefully laid by.
were farm-servants in the neighborhood, while three daughters
and two sons remained at home, growing up, a small, happy,
hard-working household.
Many cottages are there in Scotland like Moss-side, and
many such humble and virtuous cottagers as were now beneath
The eye of the passing traveller may mark
its roof of straw.
or
mark
them
not, but they stand peacefully in thouthem,
sands over all the land and most beautiful do they make it,

who

;

its low holms
wide valleys and narrow glens
its green
encircled by the rocky walls of some bonny burn
mounts elated with their little crowning groves of plane-trees,
its yellow corn-fields
its bare pastoral hillsides, and all

through

all its
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healthy moors, on whose black bosom

lie

shining or con-

cealed glades of excessive verdure, inhabited by flowers, and
Moss-side was not beautivisited only by the far-flying bees.

when looked on and sura
seemed
Its roof, overgrown
pleasant dwelling.
veyed,
with grass and moss, was almost as green as the ground out of
which its weather-stained walls appeared to grow. The moss
behind it was separated from a little garden by a narrow slip
of arable land, the dark color of which showed that it had been
won from the wild by patient industry, and by patient industry
ful to a careless or hasty eye; but
it

retained.

It required a bright sunny
then it was fair indeed ; and

day to make Moss-side

when the little brown
but
moorland birds were singing their short songs among the
rushes and the heather, or a lark, perhaps, lured thither by
some green barley-field for its undisturbed nest, rose singing
all over the enlivened solitude, the little bleak farm smiled
like the paradise of poverty, sad and affecting in its lone and
extreme simplicity. The boys and girls had made some plots
fair

;

of flowers

for their

among

the vegetables that the little garden supplied

homely meals; pinks and carnations, brought from

walled gardens of rich

men

farther

down

in the cultivated

strath, grew here with somewhat diminished lustre ; a bright
show of tulips had a strange beauty in the midst of that moor-

land ; and the smell of roses mixed well with that of the clover,
the beautiful fair clover that loves the soil and the air of Scotland, and gives the rich and balmy milk to the poor man's
lips.

In this cottage, Gilbert's youngest child, a girl about nine
It was
years of age, had been lying for a week in a fever.
now Saturday evening, and the ninth day of the disease. Was
she to live or die ? It seemed as if a very few hours were between the innocent creature and Heaven. All the symptoms
were those of approaching death. The parents knew well the
change that comes over the human face, whether it be in infancy, youth, or prime, just before the departure of the spirit ;
and as they stood together by Margaret's bed, it seemed to

shadow had fallen upon her features. The
some miles distant, but they exhim
now
every moment, and many a wistful look was
pected
The daughter, who
tearful
directed, by
eyes, along the moor.
was out at service, came anxiously home on this night, the
only one that could be allowed her, for the poor must work

them that the

fatal

surgeon of the parish lived
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and their servants must do their duty to those
whose bread they eat, even when nature is sick,
sick at
Another of the daughters came in from the potato-field
heart.
beyond the brae, with what was to be their frugal supper. The
calm noiseless spirit of life was in and around the house, while
death seemed dealing with one who, a few days ago, was like
light upon the floor, and the sound of music, that always
breathed up when most wanted; glad and joyous in common
talk,
sweet, silvery, and mournful, when it joined in hymn
in their grief,

or psalm.
One after the other, they continued going up to the
bedside, and then coming away, sobbing or silent, to see their
merry little sister, who used to keep dancing all day like a
butterfly in a meadow field, or like a butterfly with shut wings

on a

flower, trifling for a while in the silence of her joy, now
tossing restlessly on her bed, and scarcely sensible of the words
of endearment whispered around her, or the kisses dropt with
tears, in spite of themselves, on her burning forehead.

Utter poverty often kills the affections; but a deep, constant, and common feeling of this world's hardships, and an
equal participation in all those struggles by which they may
be softened, unite husband and wife, parents and children,
brothers and sisters, in thoughtful and subdued tenderness,
making them happy indeed while the circle round the fire is
unbroken, and yet preparing them every day to bear the separation, when some one or other is taken slowly or suddenly
Their souls are not moved by fits and starts, although,
away.
indeed, nature sometimes will wrestle with necessity; and
there is a wise moderation both in the joy and the grief of the

which keeps lasting trouble away from their
and prepares them silently and unconsciously for

intelligent poor,

earthly

lot,

Heaven.
"

Do you

"

said Gilbert, with a
dying ?
calm voice to the surgeon, who, on his wearied horse, had just
arrived from another sick-bed, over the misty range of hills;
and had been looking steadfastly for some minutes on the little
The humane man knew the family well in the midst
patient.
of whom he was standing, and replied, " While there is life
there is hope but my pretty little Margaret is, I fear, in the
last extremity."
There was no loud lamentation at these
words
all had before known, though
they would not confess
it to themselves, what
now
were
told
and though the
they
certainty that was in the words of the skilful man made their

think the child

;

is

H135

JOHN WILSOK

hearts beat for a little with sicker throbbings, made their pale
faces paler, and brought out from some eyes a greater gush of
tears yet death had been before in this house, and in this case
he came, as he always does, in awe, but not in terror* There
;

were wandering and wavering and dreamy delirious phantasies
in the brain of the innocent child ; but the few words she indistinctly uttered were affecting, not rending to the heart, for
it was plain that she thought herself herding her sheep in the
green silent pastures, and sitting wrapped in her plaid upon
She was too
the lawn and sunny side of the Birk-knowe.
too little breath
much exhausted
there was too little life
in her heart, to frame a tune ; but some of her words seemed
to be from favorite old songs; and at last her mother wept,
and turned aside her face, when the child, whose blue eyes
were shut, and her lips almost still, breathed out these lines
of the beautiful
"

twenty -third Psalm

:

The Lord 's my Shepherd, I '11 not want,
He makes me down to lie
In pastures green: he leadeth
The quiet waters by.'v

The

child

was now

left

me

with none but her mother by the

bed-side, for it was said to be best so; and Gilbert and his
family sat down round the kitchen fire, for a while in silence.
In about a quarter of an hour they began to rise calmly, and to

One of the daughters went forth
go each to his allotted work.
with the pail to milk the cow, and another began to set out the
table in the middle of the floor for supper, covering it with a
Gilbert viewed the usual household arrangements
white cloth.
with a solemn and untroubled eye and there was almost the
faint light of a grateful smile on his cheek, as he said to the
worthy surgeon, "You will partake of our fare after your day's
"
travel and toil of humanity.
In a short, silent half hour the
and
butter
and milk, were on the board;
oatcakes,
potatoes
and Gilbert lifted up his toil-hardened, but manly hand, with
a slow motion, at which the room was as hushed as if it had
been empty, closed his eyes in reverence, and asked a blessing.
There was a little stool, on which no one sat, by the old man's
It had been put there unwittingly, when the other seats
side.
were all placed in their usual order; but the golden head that
;

was wont to
VOL. XX.

rise at that part of the table
22

was now wanting.
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not a word was said
their meal was beThere was silence
God had been thanked, and they began to eat.
While they were at their silent meal, a horseman came galloping to the door, and, with a loud voice, called out that he
had been sent express with a letter to Gilbert Ainslie at the
same time rudely, and with an oath, demanding a dram for his
fore them,

;

trouble.

The

eldest son, a lad of eighteen, fiercely seized the
and turned his head away from the door.

bridle of his horse,

The rider, somewhat alarmed at the flushed face of the powerful stripling, threw down the letter and rode off.
Gilbert took
the letter from his son's hand, casting, at the same time a halfupbraiding look on his face that was returning to its former
"
"
I feared
color.
said the youth with a tear in his eye
"I feared that the brute's voice and the trampling of the
Gilbert held the lethorse's feet would have disturbed her."
ter hesitatingly in his hand as if afraid, at the
read it; at length he said aloud to the surgeon:

moment,

to

"You know

am

a poor man, and debt, if justly incurred, and puncBoth his hand and
tually paid when due, is no dishonor."
his voice shook slightly as he spoke; but he opened the letter
from the lawyer, and read it in silence. At this moment his
that I

wife came from her child's bed-side, and looking anxiously at
her husband, told him " not to mind about the money, that no
man, who knew him, would arrest his goods, or put him into
prison.
Though, dear me, it is cruel to be put to it thus,
when our bairn is dying, and when, if so it be the Lord's will,
she should have a decent burial, poor innocent, like them that
went before her." Gilbert continued reading the letter with a
face on which no emotion could be discovered and then, folding it up, he gave it to his wife, told her she might read it if
she chose, and then put it into his desk in the room, beside
the poor dear bairn.
She took it from him without reading it,
and crushed it into her bosom for she turned her ear towards
her child, and, thinking she heard it stir, ran out hastily to
;

;

its bed-side.

Another hour 'of

ming

for its life.

trial past,

and the child was

The very dogs knew there was

still

swim-

grief in the

house, and lay without stirring, as if hiding themselves, below
the long table at the window. One sister sat with an unfinished

had been sewing for the dear
continued at the hopeless work, she scarcely
and often, often, putting up her hand to wipe away

gown on her
child,

and

knew why

knees, that she

still
;
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"
said the old man to his eldest
that ?
that
daughter;
you are laying on the shelf?" She
could scarcely reply that it was a riband and an ivory comb
she had brought for little Margaret, against the night of the
"

a tear.

What is
"What is

And, at these words, the father could
dancing-school ball.
not restrain a long, deep, and bitter groan ; at which the boy
nearest in age to his dying sister looked up weeping in his
face, and letting the tattered book of old ballads, which he had
been poring on but not reading, fall out of his hands, he rose
from his seat, and, going into his father's bosom, kissed him,
and asked God to bless him ; for the holy heart of the boy was
moved within him ; and the old man as he embraced him, felt
that, in his innocence and simplicity, he was indeed a comforter.
"The Lord giveth, and the Lord taketh away," said
the old man; "blessed be the name of the Lord."
The outer door gently opened, and he whose presence had
in former years brought peace and resignation hither, when
their hearts had been tried, even as they now were tried, stood
On the night before the Sabbath, the minister of
before them.

Auchindown never

left his manse, except, as now, to visit the
sick or dying bed.
Scarcely could Gilbert reply to his 'first
about
his
child, when the surgeon came from the bedquestion

room, and said, "Margaret seems lifted up by God's hand
She has
above death and the grave: I think she will recover.
I believe
fallen asleep and, when she wakes, 1 hope
that
"
the danger will be past, and that your child will live.
They were all prepared for death but now they were found
One wept that had till then locked up all
unprepared for life.
her tears within her heart; another gave a short palpitating
shriek; and the tender-hearted Isabel, who had nursed the
child when it was a baby, fainted away.
The youngest brother
;

;

gladsome smiles ; and, calling out his dog Hector,
to sport with him and his little sister on the moor,,
he told the tidings to the dumb irrational creature, whose eyes,
it is certain, sparkled with a sort of joy.
The clock, for some
gave way
who used

days,

to

had been prevented from striking the hours; but the

silent fingers pointed to the hour of nine; and that, in the cottage of Gilbert Ainslie, was the stated hour of family worship.

His own honored minister took the book
"

:

He waled a portion with judicious care
And, Let us worship God, he said, with solemn
:

air.

v
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A

a prayer said
and so, too, was
chapter was read
and
but
it
was
with
a
;
low,
sung
sung psalm
suppressed voices,
lest the child's saving sleep might be broken; and now and
;

then the female voices trembled, or some one of them ceased
altogether; for there had been tribulation and anguish, and
now hope and faith were tried in the joy of thanksgiving.

The

and its sleep seemed more sound and
almost
certain that the crisis was over, and
deep.
appeared
that the flower was not to fade.
"Children," said Gilbert,
"
our happiness is in the love we bear to one another and our
child

still

slept;

It

;

duty is in submitting to and serving *God.
Gracious, indeed,
Is not the recovery of our little darling,
has he been unto us.
dancing, singing Margaret, worth all the gold that ever was
mined ? If we had had thousands of thousands, would we not
have filled up her grave with the worthless dross of gold, rather
than that she should have gone down there with her sweet face
and all her rosy smiles ? " There was no reply but a joyful
sobbing all over the room.
"Never mind the letter, nor the debt, father," said the
eldest daughter.
We have all some little thing of our own, a
few pounds
and we shall be able to raise as much as will
Or if they do take our
keep arrest and prison at a distance.
;

furniture out of the house, all except Margaret's bed, who
cares ?
will sleep on the floor ; and there are potatoes in
need fear noththe field, and clear water in the spring.
ing, want nothing; blessed be God for all his mercies."

We

We

Gilbert went into the sick-room, and got the letter from his
who was sitting at the head of the bed, watching, with a
heart blessed beyond all bliss, the calm and regular breathings
"This letter," said he mildly, "is not from a
of her child.
wife,

hard creditor.

Come with me

while I read

it

aloud to our

was read aloud, and it was well fitted
to diffuse pleasure and satisfaction through the dwelling of
It was from an executor to the will of a distant relapoverty.
"The sum," said
1500.
left Gilbert Ainslie
had
who
tive,
children."

Gilbert,

The

letter

"

is a large one to folks like us, but not, I hope, large
to turn our heads, or make us think ourselves all lords

enough
and ladies. It will do more, far more, than put me fairly
I believe that with it I may buy this
above the world at last.
But God,
very farm on which my forefathers have toiled.
whose Providence has sent this temporal blessing, may he send
us wisdom and prudence how to use it, and humble and grateful hearts to us all.

"
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"You will be able to send me to school all the year round
"And you may leave the
now, father," said the youngest boy.
flail to your sons now, father," said the eldest.
"You may
hold the plough still, for you draw a straighter furrow than
any of us but hard work for young sinews and you may sit
now oftener in your arm-chair by the ingle. You will not
need to rise now in the dark, cold, and snowy winter mornings,
and keep thrashing corn in the barn for hours by candle-light
;

;

before the late dawning."

There was silence, gladness, and sorrow, and but little
sleep in Moss -side, between the rising and setting of the stars,
that were now out in thousands, clear, bright, and sparkling
over the unclouded sky.
Those who had lain down for an hour
or two in bed could scarcely be said to have slept; and when
about morning little Margaret awoke, an altered creature, pale,
languid, and unable to turn herself on her lowly bed, but with

meaning in her eyes, memory in her mind, affection in her
heart, and coolness in all her veins, a happy group were watching the first faint smile that broke over her features and never
did one who stood there forget that Sabbath morning, on which
she seemed to look round upon them all with a gaze of fair and
;

sweet bewilderment, like one half conscious of having been
rescued from the power of the grave.
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WILSON.

WILSON, THOMAS WOODROW, an American historian; born at
Staunton, Ya., December 28, 1856. He was graduated from Princeton College in 1879 he studied law, and practised as an attorney
From 1883 to 1885 he studied
at Atlanta, Ga., for two years.
history and politics at Johns Hopkins University, and taught his;

tory at Bryn Mawr College, 1885-86, serving there as professor of
history and political science, 1886-88. After a year as professor
of the same studies at Wesleyan University he accepted the chair
of jurisprudence at Princeton College (1890). Among his works
"
are " Congressional Government
Study in American Politics
"
" The State "
" Division and
1829-89
Eeunion,
(1889)
(1885)
" An Old
of
of
the
American
Epochs
(one
History series, 1893)
"
"
Master, and Other Political Essays
George Washing(1893)
ton "
and Other
"Mere
:

A

;

;

;

;

(1896)

Essays"

Literature,

;

(1896).

STRUCTURE OF SOUTHERN SOCIETY (1829-1841). l
(From "Epochs

of

American History/')

THE existence of slavery in the South fixed classes there
in a hard crystallization, and rendered it impossible that the
industrial revolution, elsewhere working changes so profound,
should materially affect the structure of her own society.
Wherever slaves perform

all

the labor of a community, and

men

refrain, as of course, from the meaner sorts of
a stubborn pride of class privilege will exist, and a

all free

work,
watchful jealousy of interference from any quarter, either with
that privilege itself or with any part of the life which environs
and supports it. Wherever there is a vast multitude of slaves,
said Burke, with his habitual profound insight into political
"
those who are free are by far the most proud and jealforces,

ous of their freedom.
Freedom is to them not only an enjoyNot seeing there that
ment, but a kind of rank and privilege.
freedom, as in countries where it is a common blessing, and as
1
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broad and general as the air, may be united with much abject
toil, with great misery, with all the exterior of servitude,
liberty looks, amongst them, like something that is more libI do not mean to commend the superior
eral and noble.

morality of this sentiment, which has at least as much pride,
as virtue in it ; but
the fact is so. ... In such a people
the haughtiness of domination combines with the spirit of
freedom, fortifies it, and renders it invincible." Southern
society had from the first resolutely, almost passionately, reIt steadily retained the same organization, the
sisted change.
same opinions, and the same political principles throughout
all the period of seventy-two years that stretched from the
establishment of the federal government to the opening of the
.

.

.

war for its preservation.
The structure of Southern

society unquestionably created
an aristocracy, but not such an aristocracy as the world had
It was, so to say, a democratic aristocracy.
seen before.
It
did not create a system which jeoparded liberty among those
who were free, or which excluded democratic principles from
It was an aristocracy, not of blood,
the conduct of affairs.

but of influence, and of influence exercised among equals.
It
was based upon wealth, but not upon the use of wealth.
Wealth gave a man broad acres, numerous slaves, an easy,
expansive life of neighborly hospitality, position, and influ-

ence in his county, and, if he chose to extend it, in his State ;
but power consisted of opportunity, and not of the pressure of
the wealthy upon the poor, the coercive and corrupting efficacy
of money.
It was, in fact, not a money wealth: it was not
founded upon a money economy. It was a wealth of resource

and

of leisured living.
life of a Southern planter
It was a
magnificence or luxury.

The

abundance

:

a

life

was in no sense a life of
life of simple and plain

companioned with books not infrequently,

oftentimes ornamented with household plate and handsome
family portraits; but there was none of the detail of luxury.
A generous plenty of the larger necessaries and comforts and

a leisure simply employed, these were its dominant features.
little attention to the small comforts which we call
conveniences.
There were abounding hospitality and generous
intercourse; but the intercourse was free, unstudied in its
manners, straightforward, hearty, unconstrained, and full of a
truly democratic instinct and sentiment of equality.
Many of

There was
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the most distinguished Southern families were without ancient
lineage ; had gained position and influence by their own honorable successes in the New World; and the small farmer, as
well as the great planter, enjoyed full and unquestioned
bership in the free citizenship of the State.

mem-

As Burke said, all who were free enjoyed rank, and title
There was a body of privileged persons, but
to be respected.
it could scarcely be called a class, for it embraced all free men
Of course not all of Southern
of any substance or thrift.
was rural. There was the population of the towns,
the lawyers and doctors and tradesmen and master mechanics,
among whom the professional men and the men of culture led
and in a sense controlled, but where the mechanic and the
tradesmen also had full political privilege. The sentiments
society

that characterized the rural population, however, also peneThere was throughout
trated and dominated the towns.
Southern society something like a reproduction of that solidarity of feeling and of interest which existed in the ancient classical republics, set above whose slaves there was a proud but

Such was the
various democracy of citizenship and privilege.
society which, by the compulsion of its own nature, had always
resisted change, and was to resist it until change and even its

own

destruction were forced upon it by war.
The same period witnessed a very notable development

in

It
the intellectual life and literary activity of the country.
was a time when the world at large was quivering under the
impact of new forces, both moral and intellectual. The year
1830 marks not only a period of sharp political revolution in
Europe, but also a soason of awakened social conscience everyNowhere were the new forces more profoundly felt
where.
than in England, where political progress has always managed
In 1828 the Corporation
to he beforehand with revolution.
1829
Catholic emancipation
in
were
and Test Acts
repealed;
bill
was passed; in 1833
1832
the
first
reform
in
was effected;
the
British
abolished
was
throughout
Empire ; in 183-1
slavery

the system of poor relief was reformed; in 1835 the long
needed re-constitution of the government of municipal corporations was accomplished and in 1836 the Act for the commutation of tithes was adopted. Everywhere philanthropic
movements showed the spirit of the age and in these movements the United States were particularly forward for their
;

;

;

liberal constitutions

had already secured the

political

changes
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with which foreign nations were busy. Americans were among
the first to undertake a serious and thorough-going reform of
the system of prison discipline.
It was the fame of the new
penitentiary system of the United States that brought De
Tocqueville and Beaumont to this country in 1831, on that tour
which gave us the inimitable "Democracy in America." In
the same year William Lloyd Garrison established his cele-

brated paper, "The Liberator," and the anti -slavery movement
assumed a new shape, to which additional importance was
given in 1833 by the formation of the Anti-Slavery Society.

Everywhere a new thoughtfulness and humanity entered into
legislation, purging institutions of old wrongs, enlarging the
views of statesmen and the liberties of the people.
The general spiritual ferment manifested itself in such religious move-

ments as that which came to be known as Transcendentalism;
in such social schemes as those of Robert Owen and the distinguished group of enthusiasts who established Brook Farm; in
a child-like readiness on the part of all generous or imaginative minds to accept any new fad of doctrine that promised
plausibly the regeneration of society.
It was to be expected that an age in which both the

minds

and the hearts of men were being subjected to new excitements
and stirred to new energies should see new life enter also into
literature.
A whole generation of new writers of originality
and power, accordingly, came suddenly into prominence in
Hawthorne began to publish in 1828, Poe in
this decade.
1829, Whittier in 1831, Longfellow in 1833, Bancroft in 1834,
Emerson and Holmes in 1836. Prescott was already giving
promise of what he was to do in his essays in the "North
American Review." It was just without this decade, in 1841,
that Lowell's first volume of youthful poems was given to the
Law writings, too, were being published which were
public.
to become classical.
Kent's " Commentaries on American
"
Law appeared between 1826 and 1830 Mr. Justice Story
began to publish in 1833, and by 1838 had practically completed his great contributions to legal literature; Wheaton's
"Elements of International Law" was published in 1836.
Professor Lieber put forth his first works upon the theory of
"
law and politics in 1838. Henry C. Carey's " Rate of Wages
"
"
appeared in 1835, and his Principles of Political Economy
between 1837 and 1840. These were the years also of Audubon's contributions to natural history, and of Asa Gray's first
;
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essays in botany. In 1838 James Smithson provided the endowof the Smithsonian Institution.
All this meant something besides a general quickening of

ment

thought. America was beginning to have a little more leisure.
As the material resources of the Eastern States multiplied, and
wealth and fortune became more diffused and common, classes

slowly came into existence who were not wholly absorbed by
There began to be time for the
the struggle for a livelihood.
cultivation of taste.
higher standard of comfort and elewhich books were a natural accomof
soon
prevailed,
gance
did not find European culture in
Martineau
Miss
paniment.

A

the United States when she visited them in 1834, but she found
almost universal intelligence and an insatiable intellectual
Native writers embodied the new ideals of the
curiosity.

and spoke a new and whimsical wit. The country
brought forth its own historians and story-tellers, as well as
its own mystics, like Emerson, and its own singers to a cause,
nation,

"You are a new era, my man, in your huge
wrote
Carlyle to Emerson.
country,"
too,
began to take on a new form. The life of
Newspapers,
the nation had grown too hasty, too various and complex, too
impatient to know the news and to canvass all new opinions,
to put up any longer with the old and cumbersome sheets of the
like Whittier.

"
"
from colonial times.
Papers like the Sun
"
in
were
established
New
Herald
and the
York, which
showed an energy and shrewdness in the collection of news,
and an aggressiveness in assuming the leadership in opinion,

style inherited
"

that

marked a revolution

in

journalism.

They created the

omnipresent reporter and the omniscient editor who now help
and hinder, stimulate and exasperate, us so much. It was a
new era, and all progress had struck into a new pace.
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THEODORE WINTHROP.
WINTHROP, THEODORE, an American novelist; born at New
Haven, Conn., September 22, 1828 killed in battle near Big Bethel,
He was graduated at Yale in 1848, and in
Va., June 10, 1861.
1854 he began the study of law at New York, and was admitted to
the bar in 1855. He, however, turned his thoughts to literature
rather than to law, and wrote several novels two of them, " Cecil
Dreeme " and " John Brent," were accepted for publication. But
the Civil War broke out, the novels were laid aside, and Winthrop
himself volunteered in the army. His military career was a brief
At the " affair " of Big Bethel, Winthrop was shot down, and
one.
died upon the spot. Not long before this he had sent to the "At" his
" Love and
lantic Monthly
Skates," which, however, did
story,
not appear until after his death. His works are " Cecil Dreeme "
(1861); "John Brent" (1862); "The Canoe and the Saddle"
(1862); "Edwin Brothertoft" (1862); "Life in the Open Air"
A volume containing his " Life and Poems," edited by his
(1863)
sister, was published in 1884.
;

;

.

A

GALLOP OF THEEE.
(From

WE

were

off,

"

John Brent.")

we Three on our Gallop

Pumps and Fulano

took

fire at once.

to save

and to

slay.

They were ready

to

burst into their top speed, and go off in a frenzy.
"
"
Now we '11 keep this long
Steady, steady," cried Brent.
easy lope for a while, and 1 '11 tell you my plan.
They have
those two men.
gone to the southward,
They could not get

away in any other direction. I have heard Murker say he
knows all the country between here and the Arkansaw. Thank
Heaven so do I, foot by foot. "
I recalled the sound of galloping hoofs I had heard in the
!

night to the southward.
"I heard them, then," said
lariat

was

cut.

The wind

I,

lulled,

"in my watch after Fulano's
and there came a sound of
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and another sound, which I then thought a fevered
a far-away scream of a woman. "
fancy of my own,
had
been
Brent
quite unimpassioned in his manner until
He groaned as I spoke of the scream.
now.
Richard!" he said, "why did you not know
"0 Wade!
"
the voice ? It was she.
They have terrible hours the start.

horses,

He was silent a moment, looking sternly forward. Then
he began again; and as he spoke, his iron- gray edged on with
a looser rein.
"
it makes their course unmisIt is well you heard them
We know we are on their track. Seven or eight full
takable.
:

hours
as

we

!

It is

had a woman
fear pursuit,
catch them;
"

God

"

But they are not mounted
long odds of a start.
did
not
ride
as we shall ride. They
They

are mounted.

to carry, and their mules to drive.
They will
and push on without stopping. But we shall
we shall catch them before night, so help us

!

You

are aiming for the mountains

?

"

I asked.

"For Luggernel Alley," he said.
I remembered how, in our very first interview, a thousand
miles away at the Fulano .mine, he had spoken of this spot.
All the conversation then, all the talk about my horse, came
back to me like a Delphic prophecy suddenly fulfilled. I made
a good omen of this remembrance.
"Do you recollect
"For Luggernel Alley," said Brent.
in
a
notch
the
out
sierra, yesterday, when I said I
my pointing
would like to spend a honeymoon there, if I could find a woman
"

brave enough for this plains life ?
He grew very white as he spoke, and again Pumps led off
by a neck, we ranging up instantly.
"
They will make for the Luggernel Springs. The alley is
the only gate through the mountains towards the Arkansaw.
If they can get by there, they are safe.
They can strike off

New Mexico way

;

or keep on to the States out of the line of

The Springs are the only
emigration or any Mormon pursuit.
water to be had at this season, without digging, anywhere in
are no farther from
that quarter.
They must go there.

We

the spot than we were at Bridger.
We have been travelling
We have only lost time. And
along the base of the triangle.
now that we are fairly under way, I think we might shake out
"
another reef. A little faster, friends
a little faster yet
It was a vast desert level where we were riding.
Here and
!
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there a scanty tuft of grass appeared, to prove that Nature had
and wafted seeds hither to let the

tried her benign experiment,

Nature had failed. The land
scene be verdant, if it would.
The soil was
refused any mantle over its brown desolation.
disintegrated, igneous rock, fine and well beaten down as the

most thoroughly laid macadam.
Behind was the rolling region where the Great Trail passes
before and far away, the faint blue of the sierra.
Not a bird
sang in the hot noon not a cricket chirped. No sound except
the beat of our horses' hoofs on the pavement.
We rode side
by side, taking our strides together. It was a waiting race.
;

;

The horses

travelled easily.
They learned, as a horse with a
rider
that
will,
they were not to waste strength
self-possessed
"
but
waste
not a step, not a breath,
in rushes.
not,"
Spend,
This must be our motto.
in that gallop for life
!

We

three rode abreast over the sere

lop to save

and

brown plain on our

gal-

to slay.

Far
was the sierra, a
ah, how terribly dim and distant
slowly lifting cloud.
Slowly, slowly they lifted, those gracious heights, while we sped over the harsh levels of the desert.
Harsh levels, abandoned or unvisited by verdancy. But
better so there was no long herbage to check our great pace
over the smooth race-course no thickets here to baffle us ; no
!

:

;

forests to mislead.

We galloped

abreast,
Armstrong at the right. His weird,
with the best of us. No whip, no
white
held
his
own
gaunt
He went as if his master's
creature.
for
that
deathly
spur,
him
were
stirring
through and through. That stern
purpose
intent made his sinews steel, and put an agony of power into
The man never stirred, save sometimes to put
every stride.
a hand to that bloody blanket bandage across his head and

He had told his story, he had spoken his errand, he
temple.
breathed not a word; but with his lean, pallid face set hard,
his gentle blue eyes scourged of their kindliness and fixed upon
those distant mountains where his vengeance lay, he rode on
like a relentless fate.

Next

in the line I galloped.

Oh,

my

glorious black

!

The

such
great killing pace seemed mere playful canter to him,
as one might ride beside a timid girl, thrilling with her first
free dash over a flowery common, or a golden beach between
But from time to time he surged a little forsea and shore.
ward with his great shoulders, and gave a mighty writhe of his
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body, while his hind legs came lifting his flanks under me, and
telling of the giant reserve of speed and power he kept easily
Then his ear would go back, and his large brown
controlled.

would look round at my bridle
words could have
You do
sport, my friend and master.
I have stuff in me of which you do not dream.
not know me.
Say the word, and I can double this, treble it.
Say the word
let me show you how I can spurn the earth."
Then with
the lightest love pressure on the snaffle, I would say, "Not
eye, with its purple-black pupil,

hand and then into my
"
This is mere
said it,

eye, saying as well as

!

not yet
come. "

yet

!

!

Patience,

noble

my

friend

!

Your time

will

At the left rode Brent, our leader. He knew the region
he made the plan he had the hope his was the ruling pasLove made
sion,
stronger than brotherhood, than revenge.
him leader of that galloping three.
His iron-gray bent
grandly, with white mane flapping the air like a signal flag
of reprieve.
Eager hope and kindling purpose made the
rider's face more beautiful than ever.
He seemed to behold
on
the
written
haze
before him, " Viam
motto
Sidney's
golden
"
I felt my heart grow great when I
aut inveniam aut faciam.
looked at his calm features, and caught his assuring smile,
a gay smile but for the dark, fateful resolve beneath it.
And
when he launched some stirring word of cheer, and shook another ten of seconds out of the gray's mile, even Armstrong's
countenance grew less deathly, as he turned to our leader in
Brent looked a fit chieftain for such a wild
silent response.
the
desert
waste with his buckskin hunting-shirt
over
charge
and leggins with flaring fringes, his otter cap and eagle's
plume, his bronze face with its close brown beard, his elate
head, and his seat like a centaur.
So we galloped three abreast, neck and neck, hoof with
hoof, steadily quickening our pace over the sere width of des;

;

;

;

We

must make the most

of the levels.
Rougher work,
All the wild, triumphant music I
had ever heard came and sang in my ears to the flinging cadence of the resonant feet, tramping on hollow arches of the
Sweet
volcanic rook, over great vacant chasms underneath.
and soft around us melted the hazy air of October; and its
warm, flickering currents shook like a veil of gauzy gold between us and the blue bloom of the mountains far away, but
ert.

cruel obstacles were before.

nearing

now and

lifting step

by

step.
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On we galloped the avenger, the friend, the lover on
our errand to save and to slay.
It came afternoon, as we rode on steadily.
The country
The
horses
never
but
flinched;
grew rougher.
they sweated
and foam from their nostrils flecked their shoulders.
and
By
by, with little pleasant admonitory puffs, a breeze drew
down from the glimmering frosty edges of the sierra and cooled
us.
Horses and men were cheered and freshened, and lifted

freely,

anew

to their work.

We had

seen and heard no life on the desert.
Now, in the
broken country, a coyote or two scuttled away as we passed.
Sometimes a lean gray wolf would skulk out of a brake, canter
after us a little way, and then squat on his haunches, staring
at our strange speed.
Flight and chase he could understand
;

but ours was not flight for safety, or chase for food.
Men are
So
to
beasts.
our
next
queer mysteries
companions found.
Over the edge of a slope, bending away to a valley of dry
scanty pasture at the left, a herd of antelopes appeared.
They
were close to us, within easy revolver shot. They sprang into
graceful flight, some score of them, with tails up and black
hoofs glancing.
Presently, pausing for curiosity, they saw
that we fled, not followed and they in turn became pursuers,
careering after us for a mile or more, until our stern business
left their gambolling play far behind.
We held steadily for that notch in the blue sierra. The
mountain lines grew sharper, the country where we travelled
We came upon a wide tract covered
rougher, every stride.
These delayed and baffled us. It was
with wild sage-bushes.
a pigmy forest of trees, mature and complete, but no higher
than the knee.
Every dwarfed, stunted, gnarled bush had the
trunk, limbs, twigs, and gray withered foliage, all in miniature, of some tree, hapless but sturdy, that has had a weatherbeaten struggle for life on a storm-threshed crag by the shore,
or on a granite side of a mountain, with short allowance of soil
to eat and water to drink.
Myriads of square miles of that
arid region have no important vegetation except this wild sage
or Artemisia, and a meaner brother, not even good to burn,
the greasewood.
One may ride through the tearing thickets of a forest primeval, as one may shoulder through a crowd of civilized barOur gallop over the top of this pigmy
barians at a spectacle.
wood was as difficult as to find passage over the heads of the
;
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men and short, men hatted with slouched
and stove-pipes. It was a rough scramble.
Sometimes we
It checked our speed and chafed our horses.
could find natural pathways for a few rods. Then these strayed
We lost
aside or closed up, and we must plunge straight on.
time moments we lost more precious than if every one were
marked by a drop in a clepsydra, and each drop as it fell
changed itself and tinkled in the basin, a priceless pearl.
same crowd,

tall

hats, wash-bowls,

;

"It worries me, this delay," I said to Brent.
more time than we, " he said.
They lost as much
And he crowded on more desperately, as a man rides for
as a lover rides for love.
dearer than life
We tore along, breaking through and over the sage-bushes,
each man where best he could. Fulano began to show me what
I gave him his head.
No bridle would
leaps were in him.
have held him. I kept niy mastery by the voice, or rather by
Our minds
the perfect identification of his will with mine.
"Save strength," I still warned him, "save
acted together.
"
strength, my friend, for the mountains and the last leaps
"

!

A

pathway in the sage-bushes suddenly opened before
me, as a lane rifts in the press of hurrying legions 'mid the
I dashed on a hundred yards in
crush of a city thoroughfare.
little

advance of

my comrades.
What was this ? The

just as

we

bushes trampled and broken down,
and breaking them.

in our passage were trampling

What ?
Hoof-marks in the dust

!

The trail " I cried " the trail "
They sprang toward me. Brent followed the
"

!

;

!

line with his

He

galloped forward with a look of triumph.
eye.
Suddenly I saw him fling himself half oiit of his saddle,
and clutch at some object. Still going at speed and holding
on by one leg alone, after the Indian fashion for sport or
shelter against an arrow or a shot, he picked up something
from the bushes, regained his seat, and waved his treasure
to us.
ranged up and rode beside him over a gap in the

We

sage.

A

that was what he had stooped to recover.
buckskin riding-gauntlet, neatly stitched about the
A pretty glove, strangely,
wrist, and pinked on the wristlet.
almost tragically, feminine in this desolation.
A well-worn
glove that had seen better days, like its mistress; but never

An

lady's glove!

old
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when
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proved to us that we were on

the sure path of rescue.
"I take up the gauntlet," said Brent.
"

touche

We

"Gare a

qui

le

!

said nothing more; for this unconscious token, this

silent cry for help, made the danger seem
nent.
No flinching in
pressed on.
Where we could, we were going at speed.

We

more closely immiany of the horses.

Where they

the horses kept side by side, nerving each other.
ship sustained them in that terrible ride.

could,

Companion-

And now

in front the purple sierra was growing brown, and
a
distinct
wall, cleft visibly with dell, gully, ravine,
rising up
and canon. The saw-teeth of the ridge defined themselves

Broad fields of cool snow
sharply into peak and pinnacle.
summits.
the
upon
gleamed
We were ascending now all the time into subalpine regions.
We crossed great sloping savannas, deep in dry, rustling grass,
where a nation of cattle might pasture. We plunged through
broad wastes of hot sand. We flung ourselves down and up
the red sides of water-worn gullies.
We took breakneck leaps
We clattered across stony
across dry quebradas in the clay.
arroyos, longing thirstily for the gush of water that had flowed
there not many months before.

The trail was everywhere plain. No prairie craft was
needed to trace it. Here the chase had gone but a few hours
ago; here across grassy slopes, trampling the grass as if a
mower had passed that way ; here plowing wearily through the
sand; here treading the red, crumbling clay; here breaking
down the side of a bank; here leaving a sharp hoof-track in
the dry mud of a fled torrent.
Everywhere a straight path,
pointing for that deepening gap in the Sierra, Luggernel Alley,
the only gate of escape.
Brent's unerring judgment had divined the course aright.
On he led, charging along the trail, as if he were trampling
On he led and we
already on the carcasses of the pursued.
nearer
our
to
followed, drawing nearer,
goal.
Our horses suffered bitterly for water. Some five hours we
had ridden without a pause. Not one drop or sign of water in
all that arid waste.
The torrents had poured along the dry
watercourses too hastily to let the scanty alders and willows
along their line treasure up any sap of growth. The wild sage
bushes had plainly never tasted fluid more plenteous than selTOL. XX.
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dom dewdrops doled out on certain rare festal days, enough to
keep their meagre foliage a dusty gray. No pleasant streamlet
lurked anywhere under the long dry grass of the savannas.
The arroyos were parched and hot as rifts in lava.
It became agonizing to listen to the panting and gasping of
Their eyes grew staring and bloodshot.
our horses.
We sufless
than
It
was
cruel
to
they.
fered, ourselves, hardly
press
on.
Love against
But we must hinder a crueler cruelty.
Yegeance against Time

Time,

We

!

must not

flinch for

any

weak humanity

to the noble allies that struggled on with us,
without one token of resistance.

Fulano suffered least. He turned his brave eye back, and
beckoned me with his ear to listen, while he seemed to say
"
I hold my Power ready still to
See, this is my Endurance
:

!

show.

"

And he curved his proud neck, shook his mane like a banner and galloped the grandest of all.
We came to a broad strip of sand, the dry bed of a mounThe trail followed up this disappointing path.
tain torrent.
How would they bear the
Heavy plowing for the tired horses
!

rough work down the ravine yet to come ?
Suddenly our leader pulled up and sprang from thfe saddle.
"
Look " he cried, " how those fellows spent their time and
Thank heaven for this! We shall save her,
saved ours.
now."
surely,
They had dug a pit deep in the thirsty sand, and found a
Nature never questioned what
lurking river buried there.
manner of men they were that sought. Murderers flying from
still
vengeance and planning now another villain outrage,
impartial Nature did not change her laws for them. Sunshine,
she gave them freely.
these boons of hers,
air, water, life,
That higher boon of death, if they were tq receive, it must be
from some other power, greater than the undiscriminating
!

force of Nature.

Good luck and good omen,

this well of water in the sand

!

proved that our chase had suffered as we, and had been deBefore they had dared to pause and waste pricelayed as we.
less moments here, their horses must have been drooping
The pit was nearly five feet deep. A good hour's
terribly.
work, and no less, had dug it with such tools as they could

It

I almost laughed to think of the two, slowly bailing
out the sliding sand with a tin plate, perhaps, and a frying-

bring.
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pan, while a score of miles away upon the desert we three were
riding hard upon their tracks to follow them the fleeter for
"
"
I was
Sic vos non vobis
this refreshment they had left.
!

ready to say triumphantly; but then I remembered the third
a woman, like a Sibyl, growing calmer
figure in their group,
and succor seemed to withdraw. And the
as her peril grew,

pang

of this picture crushed

but a

mad

We

back into

my

heart any thoughts

anxiety, and a frenzy to be driving on.
drank thankfully of this well by the wayside.

No

No grand
gentle beauty hereabouts to enchant us to delay.
old tree, the shelter and the landmark of the fountain, proNothing but bare, hot sand. But the
claiming an oasis near.
water was pure, cool, and bright. It had come underground
from the sierra, and still remembered its parent snows. We
almost to the point of pity. Had
drank and were grateful
we been but avengers, like Armstrong, niy friend and I could
well-nigh have felt mercy here, and turned back pardoning.
But rescue was more imperative than vengeance. Our business tortured us, as with the fanged scourge of Tisiphone,

We grudged these moments of refreshwhile we dallied.
Before night fell down the west, and night was
ment.
and
soon to be climbing up the east, we must overtake
then?
I wiped the dust and spume away from Fulano's nostrils
and breathed him a moment. Then I let him drain deep, deHe whinnied thanks
licious draughts from the stirrup-cup.
He drank like a
and undying fealty,
my noble comrade
When I mounted again, he gave a jubilant curvet
reveller.
and bound.
My weight was a feather to him. All those
leagues of our hard, hot gallop were nothing.
The brown sierra here was close at hand. Its glittering,
icy summits, above the dark and sheeny walls, far above the
black phalanxes of clambering pines, stooped forward and hung
We were now at the foot of the range,
over us as we rode.
where it dipped suddenly down upon the plain. The gap, our
goal all day, opened before us, grand and terrible. Some giant
force had clutched the mountains, and riven them narrowly
The wild defile gaped, and then wound away and
apart.
closed, lost between its mighty walls, a thousand feet high,
and bearing two brother pyramids of purple cliffs aloft far
!

A

fearful portal into a scene of the
above the snow line.
throes and agonies of earth! and my excited eyes seemed to
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read, gilded over its entrance, in the dead gold of that hazy

October sunshine, words from Dante's inscription,
" Per

me si va tra la perduta gente
Lasciate ogni speranza, voi ch'entrate "
:

1

!

"Here we

are," said Brent,

speaking hardly above his
Luggernel Alley at last, thank God! In an
hour, if the horses hold out, we shall be at the Springs; that
is, if we can go through this breakneck gorge at the same pace.
breath.

My

"This

is

horse began to flinch a

that will set

little

How

him

before the water.
"

are yours

up.
asserts that he has not

"

Perhaps

?

Fulano
begun to show himself yet.
have
to
en
before
we are done. "
may
carry you
croupe
Armstrong said nothing, but pointed impatiently down the
defile.
The gaunt white horse moved on quicker at this gesture.
He seemed a tireless machine, not flesh and blood,
a
being like his master, living and acting by the force of a purI

pose alone.

Our

way into the canon.
John
Yes,
Brent, you were right when you
a
wonder
of our continent.
Alley
I remember it now,
I only saw it then
chief led the

;

scenes of nature assault the soul whether

called Luggernel
for those strong

will or no, fight in
against affirmative or negative resistance, and bide their time
to be admitted as dominant over the imagination.
It seemed

to

me

it

how grand the precipices,
rich and gleaming the rock
business was not to stare about,

then that I was not noticing

how stupendous

the cleavages,

how

faces in Luggernel Alley.
My
but to look sharp and ride hard

and I did it.
can remember, distinct as if I beheld it, every
stride of that pass ; and everywhere, as I recall foot after foot
one
of that fierce chasm, I see three men with set faces,
all
and
a
turban,
galloping
deathly pale
wearing
bloody
steadily on, on an errand to save and to slay.
Terrible riding it was! A pavement of slippery, sheeny
rock; great beds of loose stones; barricades of mighty bowlders, where a cliff had fallen an aeon ago, before the days of
the road-maker race
crevices where an unwary foot might
catch wide rifts where a shaky horse might fall, or a timid
horseman drag him down. Terrible riding
A pass where a

Yet now

;

1

;

;

!

1

"

Through me one goes among the
Leave behind

all

hope, ye

who

lost folk

enter

"
!

:
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steps, thankful if

safe mile.

Madness to go as we went! Horse and
man any moment either might shatter every limb. But man
and horse
neither can know what he can do, until he has
dared and done.
On we went, with the old frenzy growing
tenser.
Heart almost broken with eagerness.
No whipping or spurring. Our horses were a part of ourselves.
While we could go, they would go. Since the water,
Down in the shady Alley, too,
were
full of leap again.
they
Noon's packing of hot air
time.
had
come
its
before
evening
had been dislodged by a mountain breeze drawing through.
Horses and men were braced and cheered to their work and
in such riding as that, the man and the horse must think together and move together,
eye and hand of the rider must
choose and command, as bravely as the horse executes.
The blue sky was overhead, the red sun upon the castellated walls a thousand feet above us, the purpling chasm
opened before. It was late; these were the last moments.
But we should save the lady yet.
Terrible riding!

;

"
our hearts shouted to us, " we shall save her yet.
An arroyo, the channel of a dry torrent, followed the pass.
It had made its way as water does, not straightway, but by
that potent feminine method of passing under the frowning
front of an obstacle, and leaving the dull rock staring there,
while the wild creature it would have held is gliding away
down the valley. This zigzag channel baffled us ; we must leap
it without check wherever it crossed our path.
Every second
"

"

Yes,

now was worth

Here was the sign of horses, passed
We must take our
could not choose ground.
offered.
on
that
cruel rock wherever they
leaps

but now.

a century.

We

Poor Pumps
He had carried his master so nobly There were so few
miles to do
He had chased so well he merited to be in at
!

!

!

;

the death.

Brent lifted him at a leap across the arroyo.
Poor Pumps
His hind feet slipped on the time-smoothed rock.
!

short.

He plunged down

ders of the torrent bed.

He

fell

a dozen feet among the rough bowlBrent was out of the saddle almost

before he struck, raising him.

No, he would never rise again.

Both his fore legs were
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broken at the knee. He rested there, kneeling on the rocks
where he fell.
Brent groaned. The horse screamed horribly, horribly,
and the scream went echothere is no more agonized sound,
cliffs
the
the
where
red
sunlight rested.
ing high up
It costs a loving master much to butcher his brave and
trusty horse, the half of his knightly self; but it costs him
more to hear him shriek in such misery. Brent drew his pistol to put poor Pumps out of pain.
Armstrong sprang down and caught his hand.
"
"
he said in his hoarse whisper.
Stop
He had hardly spoken since we started. My nerves were so
strained that this mere ghost of a sound rang through me like
!

a death yell, a grisly cry of merciless and exultant vengeance.
seemed to hear its echoes, rising up and swelling in a flood
of thick uproar, until they burst over the summit of the pass
I

and were wasted in the crannies
flanks above.
"
"

mountain

of the towering

"

No shooting
whispered Armstrong.
They '11
hear.
The knife!"
He held out his knife to my friend.
Could he stain his hand
Brent hesitated one heart-beat.
with his faithful servant's blood ?
Pumps screamed again.
Armstrong snatched the knife and drew it across the throat
Stop

!

!

of the crippled horse.

He sank and died without a moan. Noble
Poor Pumps
cause
heroic
in
the
old,
martyr
I cut the thong of my
I caught the knife from Armstrong.
The heavy California saddle, with its macheers and
girth.
!

!

I cut off
roll of blankets, fell to the ground.
spurs.
They
He stood beside me
flanks.

my

had never yet touched Fulano's

but trembling to be off.
"
for the awe
I whispered,
Now, Brent up 'behind me
of death was upon us.
I ride light for a
I mounted.
Brent sprang up behind.
tall man.
Brent is the slightest body of an athlete I ever saw.

quiet,
"

!

!

Fulano stood steady till we were firm in our seats.
Then he tore down the defile.
Here was that vast reserve of power; here the tireless
spirit; here the hoof striking true as a thunderbolt, where the
brave eye saw footing here that writhing agony of speed here
;

;
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the great promise fulfilled, the great heart thrilling to mine,
Noble Fulano
the grand body living to the beating heart.
I did not
I left it hanging loose.
I rode with a snaffle.
All
was his
all.
him.
all.
He
knew
He saw
check or guide
!

doing.

We sat firm, clinging as we could, as we must. Fulano
dashed along the resounding pass.
Armstrong pressed after ; the gaunt white horse struggled
to emulate his leader.
Presently we lost them behind the
No other horse that ever lived could
curves of the Alley.
have held with the black in that headlong gallop to save.
Over the slippery rocks, over the sheeny pavement, plunging through the loose stones, staggering over the barricades,
on went the
leaping the arroyo, down, up, on, always on,
horse, we clinging as we might.
It seemed one beat of time, it seemed an eternity, when
between the ring of the hoofs I heard Brent whisper in my ear.
"

I

We

are there.

"

The crags flung apart, right and left.
saw the gleam of gushing water.
Fulano dashed on, uncontrollable

I

saw a sylvan

glade.

!

There they were,
the Murderers.
Arrived but one moment
The lady still bound to that pack -mule branded A.
!

Murker

&

A.

just beginning to unsaddle.

Larrap not dismounted, in chase of the other animals as
they strayed to graze.
The men heard the tramp and saw us, as we sprang into
the glade.
Both my hands were at the bridle.
Brent, grasping my waist with one arm, was awkward with
his pistol.

Murker saw us

first.

He

snatched his six-shooter and

fired.

Brent shook with a spasm. His pistol arm dropped.
Before the murderer could cock again, Fulano was upon

him!

He was

He was beaten, trampled
crushed, abolished.
disentangled ourselves from the melee.
Where was the other ?
ridden down.

down upon

the grass,

We

The coward, without

firing

a shot,

was spurring Arm-
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strong's Flathead horse blindly

up the canon, whence we had

issued.

We turned to Murker.
Fulano was up again, and stood there shuddering.
man

But the

?

A hoof had battered in the top of his skull blood was gushing from his mouth his ribs were broken ; all his body was a
trodden, massacred carcass.
He breathed once, as we lifted him.
Then a tranquil, childlike look stole over his face,
that
well-known look of the weary body, thankful that the turbulent
Murker was dead.
soul has gone.
and
not we, had been executioner.
His was the
Fulano,
;

;

stain of blood.

11159

WILLIAM WIRT.
WIRT, WILLIAM, an American lawyer, patriot, and orator born
November 8, 1772; died at Washington,
His father was from Switzerland, his
mother a German. He was educated in neighboring classical
schools, studied law, was admitted to the bar of Virginia in 1792,
and practised in several places, finally in Richmond. He was a
member of the House of Delegates, and United States Attorney for
From 1817 to 1829 he was United States Attorney-GenVirginia.
In 1829 he removed to Baltimore, and in 1832 was nominated
eral.
for President of the United States by the Anti-Masons.
His most
famous speeches are those as counsel for the Government against
Aaron Burr. He published " Letters of a British Spy " (1803)
in the character of a travelling Englishman " The Rainbow," consisting of essays from the "Richmond Enquirer;" the two arguments in the Burr trial a number of "Addresses," and " The Life
of Patrick Henry " (1817).
He was co-author with George Tucker
and others of a series of essays published collectively in 1812 under
the title " The Old Bachelor." His " Life " was written by J. P.
;

at Bladensburg, Maryland,
D. C., February 8, 1834.

;

;

Kennedy

(1849).

BURR AND BLENNERHASSET.
(From "Speech

THE conduct

of

in

Kennedy's Memoirs of Wirt.")

Aaron Burr has been considered in

relation

to the overt act on Blennerhasset's Island

only; whereas it
to
be
considered
in
with
the
connection
ought
grand design ;
the deep plot of seizing Orleans, separating the Union, and
establishing an independent empire in the West, of which the
It ought to be recollected that
prisoner was to be the chief.
these were his objects, and that the whole Western country,
from Beaver to Orleans, was the theatre of his treasonable
It is by this first reasoning that you are to conoperations.
sider whether he be a principal or an accessory, and not by
limiting your inquiries to the circumscribed and narrow spot
in the island where the acts charged happened to be performed.
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Having shown, I think, on the ground of law, that the prisoner
cannot be considered as an accessory, let me press the inquiry
whether, on the ground of reason, he be a principal or an
and remember that his project was to seize New
Orleans, separate the Union, and erect an independent empire
in the West, of which he was to be the chief.
This was the
destination of the plot and the conclusion of the drama.
Will
accessory

:

any man say that Blennerhasset was the principal, and Burr
but an accessory? Who will believe that Burr, the author and
projector of the plot, who raised the forces, who enlisted the
men, and who procured the funds for carrying it into execu-

Will any man believe that
of ?
a
soldier,
ardent,
restless, and aspiring, the
bold,
Burr,
great actor whose brain conceived and whose hand brought
the plot into operation, that he should sink down into an
tion,

was made a cat's-paw

who

is

accessory, and that Blennerhasset should be elevated into a
Aaron
principal ? He would startle at once at the thought.
Burr, the contriver of the whole conspiracy, to everybody concerned in it, was as the sun to the planets which surrounded

Did he not bind them in their respective orbits, and
them
their light, their heat, and their motion ?
Yet he
give
is to be considered an accessory, and Blennerhasset is to be

him.

the principal

!

Who Aaron

Burr is we have seen in part, already. 1 will
add that, beginning his operations in New York, he associates
with him men whose wealth is to supply the necessary funds.
Possessed of the mainspring, his personal labor contrives all
the machinery.
Pervading the continent from New York to

New Orleans, he draws into his plan, by every allurement
which he can contrive, men of all ranks and descriptions. To
youthful ardor he presents danger and glory; to ambition,
rank arid titles and honors to avarice, the mines of Mexico.
To each person whom he addresses he presents the object
His recruiting officers are appointed.
adapted to his taste.
;

Men

are

engaged throughout the continent.

Civil

life

is,

indeed, quiet upon its surface, but in its bosom this man has
contrived to deposit the materials which, with the slightest
touch of his match, produce an explosion to shake the conti-

All this his restless ambition has contrived and in
the autumn of 1806 he goes forth, for the last time, to apply
this match.
On this occasion he meets with Blennerhasset.

nent.

Who

;

is

Blennerhasset

?

A

native of Ireland

;

a

man

of

^
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from the storms of his own country to find

His history shows that war is not the natural
quiet in ours.
If it had been, he never would have
element of his mind.
exchanged Ireland for America. So far is an army from furnishing the society natural and proper to Mr. Blennerhasset's
character, that on his arrival in America, he retired even from
the population of the Atlantic States, and sought quiet and
But he carried
solitude in the bosom of our Western forests.
and
and
science
and
with him taste
wealth;
lo, the desert
a
beautiful
island
in the Ohio,
of
himself
smiled
Possessing
he rears upon it a palace, and decorates it with every romantic
A shrubbery, that Shenstone might
embellishment of fancy.
have envied, blooms around him. Music, that might have
charmed Calypso and her nymphs, is his. An extensive
A philosophical
library spreads its treasures before him.
apparatus offers to him all the secrets and mysteries of
nature.
Peace, tranquillity and innocence shed their mingled
And to crown the enchantment of the
delights around him.
scene, a wife, who is said to be lovely even beyond her sex,
and graced with every accomplishment that can render it
irresistible, had blessed him with her love and made him the
The evidence would convince you
father of several children.
that this is but a faint picture of the real life.
In the midst
of all this peace, this innocent simplicity and this tranquillity,
this feast of the mind, this pure banquet of the heart, the
!

destroyer comes; he comes to change this paradise into a hell.
Introduced to their civilities
stranger presents himself.

A

by the high rank which he had lately held in his country, he
soon finds his way to their hearts by the dignity and elegance
of his demeanor, the light and beauty of his conversation, and

The
fascinating power of his address.
conquest is not difficult. Innocence is ever simple and credulous.
Conscious of no design itself, it suspects none in
It wears no guard before its breast.
others.
Every door and
of
and
avenue
the
heart
is
thrown
portal
open, and all who
Such was the state of Eden when the serpent
choose it enter.
The prisoner, in a more engaging form,
entered its bowers.
into
himself
'the open and unpractised heart of the
winding
unfortunate Blennerhasset, found but little difficulty in changing the native character of that heart and the objects of its
affection.
By degrees he infuses into it the poison of his
own ambition. He breathes into it the fire of his own courthe seductive and
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age ; a daring and desperate thirst for glory

an ardor panting
and bustle and hurriIn a short time the whole man is changed, and
cane of life.
of
his former delight is relinquished.
No more
every object
he enjoys the tranquil scene it has become flat and insipid to
his taste.
His books are abandoned. His retort and crucible
are thrown aside.
His shrubbery blooms and breathes its
His ear no
fragrance upon the air in vain; he likes it not.
longer drinks the rich melody of music; it longs for the
Even the prattle of
trumpet's clangor and the cannon's roar.
his babes, once so sweet, no longer affects him and the angel
smile of his wife, which hitherto touched his bosom with
Greater
ecstasy so unspeakable, is now unseen and unfelt.
have
taken
of
his
soul.
His
possession
imagination
objects
has been dazzled by visions of diadems, of stars and garters
and titles of nobility. He has been taught to burn with restless emulation at the names of great heroes and conquerors.
His enchanted island is destined soon to relapse into a
wilderness; and in a few months we find the beautiful and
tender partner of his bosom, whom he lately "permitted not
the winds of" summer "to visit too roughly," we find her
shivering at midnight, on the wintry banks of the Ohio, and
mingling her tears with the torrents, that froze as they fell.
Yet this unfortunate man, thus deluded from his interest and
his happiness, thus seduced from the paths of innocence and
peace, thus confounded in the toils that were deliberately
spread for him, and overwhelmed by the mastering spirit and
this man, thus ruined and undone, and
genius of another
;

for great enterprises, for all the storm

;

;

made

to play a subordinate part in this grand drama of guilt
and treason, this man is to be called the principal offender,
while he by whom he was thus plunged in misery is comparaIs this reason ?
Is it
tively innocent, a mere accessory
!

Sir, neither the human heart nor the human
humanity
understanding will bear a perversion so monstrous and absurd
so shocking to the soul! so revolting to reason! Let Aaron
Burr, then, not shrink from the high destination which be
?

!

has courted; and, having already ruined Blennerhasset in
fortune, character, and happiness forever, let him not attempt
to finish the tragedy by thrusting that ill-fated man between
himself and punishment.
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WISTER, OWEN, an American writer of short stories, a grandson
Fanny Kemble; born at Philadelphia in 1860.
He was graduated from Harvard University in 1882, and from the
Harvard Law School in 1888. Since then he has practised his proof the celebrated

fession in Philadelphia, but has spent much time in the frontier
" The New Swiss
region of the Southwest. His work includes
" The
of
a romance
Bobiiison"

Family
(1892)

(1896)

Dragon

(1882);

"

;

;

Eed Men and White, a
" Lin McLean "
(1898).
7'

Wantley,"

collection of tales of adventure

Miss ELAINE LOSES HER HEART. 1
(From

"

The Dragon

DOWNSTAIRS the Grace was

of Wantley.")

said,

and the company was soon

seated and ready for their mid-day meal.
"
" Our
said Father Anselm pleasantly to Sir Godfrey,
fare,
who sat on his right, "is plain, but substantial."
"

Oh

wooden

"
ah, very likely,
replied the Baron, as
basin of black-bean broth.
"

"Our drink is
The Baron lifted
"

he received a

his eye hopefully.

remarkably pure water," Father Anselm continued.
Clement! " he called to the monk whose turn it was that day
"
to hand the dishes,
Clement, a goblet of our well-water for
"

One of the large goblets, Clement.
Godfrey Disseisin.
are indeed favored, Baron, in having such a pure spring
"
in the midst of our home.
"
"
Oh ah
observed the Baron again, and politely nerved
Sir

We

!

himself for a swallow.
But his thoughts were far away in his
own cellar over at Wantley, contemplating the casks whose
Could it be the
precious gallons the Dragon had consumed.
strength of his imagination, or else
1

By

why was

permission of J. B. Lippincott Co.

it

that through
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the chilling, unwelcome liquid he was now drinking he seemed
to detect a lurking flavor of the very wine those casks had contained, his favorite Malvoisie ?

Father Anselm noticed the same taste in his own cup, and
did not set it down to imagination, but afterwards sentenced
Brother Clement to bread and water during three days, for
carelessness in not washing the Monastery table -service more
thoroughly.
"

This simple food keeps you in beautiful health, Father, "
said Mistletoe, ogling the swarthy face of the Abbot with an
affection that he duly noted.
"My daughter," he replied, gravely, "bodily infirmity is
"
I am well, thank you.
the reward of the glutton.
Meanwhile, Elaine did not eat much. Her thoughts were
busy, and hurrying over recent events.
Perhaps you think
she lost her heart in the last chapter, and cannot lose it in this
one unless it is given back to her.
But I do not agree with
if
I
and
am
certain
that,
you suggested such a notion to
you;
become
would
she
her,
quite angry, and tell you not to talk
such foolish nonsense.
People are so absurd about hearts,
No I do not really think she has
and all that sort of thing
lost her heart yet ; but as she sits at table these are the things
!

she

is
1.
2.

feeling:
Not at all hungry.
Not at all thirsty.

What

3.

Poor, poor
Not that she thinks of

5.

Any

human

girl at all

justice would

Anselm

is

!

!

him

Horrid Father Anselm

!

6.

a hateful person that Father

young man

4.

idea

:

in that way, of course.

The

!

who had
no, not girl, anybody at all
feel exactly as she did about the whole

matter.
7.
8.

He was very good-looking, too.
Did he have
yes, they were

blue.

Very, very dark

blue.

And a moustache ? Well, yes.
Here she laughed, but no one noticed her idling with her
Then her eyes filled with tears, and she pretended to
spoon.
9.

be absorbed with the black-bean broth, though, as a matter of
fact, she did not see it in the least.

had he come there at all ?
was a perfect shame, treating him

10.

Why

11.

It

so.
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12. Perhaps they were not blue, after all.
But, oh what
a beautiful sparkle was in them
After this, she hated Father Anselm worse than ever.
And the more she hated him, the more some very restless
She posidelicious something made her draw long breaths.
!

!

what He was doing and what He
This curiosity seized hold of her and set
really looked like.
of
some way to slip away unseen. The chance
her thinking
came through all present becoming deeply absorbed in what
Sir Godfrey was saying to Father Anselm.
"Such a low, coarse, untaught brute as a dragon," he
explained, "cannot possibly distinguish good wine from bad."
"
" Of a
responded the monk.
surety, no
tively

must go upstairs and

see

!

"

You

"

Most

agree with

me upon

that point
"
Proceed.

certainly.
"
Well, I 'm going to see that
and small beer after this. "

?

"

said the Baron.

he gets nothing but the cider

"But how

will you prevent him, if he visit your cellar
Father Anselm inquired.
"I shall change all the labels, in the first place," the
Baron answered.
"Ha! vastly well conceived," said Father Anselm. "You
"
will label your Burgundy as if it were beer.
"And next," continued Sir Godfrey, "I shall shift the
That I shall do to-day,
present positions of the hogsheads.
after relabelling.
In the nothern corner of the first wine vault

again

?

I shall

"

"

Just as he reached this point, it was quite wonderful how
an attention every monk paid to his words. They
leaned forward, forgetting their dinner, and listened with all
One of them, who had evidently received an
their might.
Thus it was that
education, took notes underneath the table.
Elaine escaped observation when she left the refectory.
As she came upstairs into the hall where Geoffrey was
caged, she stepped lightly and kept where she could not be
seen by him.
All was quiet when she entered but suddenly
she heard the iron bars of the cage begin to rattle and shake,
and at the same time Geoffrey's voice broke out in rage.
"I '11 twist you loose," he said, "you
(rattle, shake)
"
And here the shocking young man
you
(kick, bang)
used words so violent and wicked that Elaine put her hands
tight over her ears.
"Why, he is just as dreadful as papa,
strict

;
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"
"
she exclaimed to herself.
Whoever would
that
that
face
but
I
have thought
angelic
suppose they are
And she took her hands away
all like that sometimes."

exactly

just

!

again.

"Yes, I will twist you loose," he was growling hoarsely,
while the kicks and wrenches grew fiercer than ever, " or twist
"
and
myself stark, staring blind
"
"
she said, running out in front of the cage.
Oh, sir
He stopped at once, and stood looking at her. His breastplate and gauntlets were down on the floor, so his muscles
might have more easy play in dealing with the bars. Elaine
noticed that the youth's shirt was of very costly Eastern silk.
"I was thinking of getting out," he said at length, still
!

standing and looking at her.
"1
tha.t
thought I might

"

you might
began Miss
which
another
silence
followed.
Elaine, and stopped.
Upon
"
"
he inquired.
Lady, who sent you here ?
"
"
she replied, hastily and then,
Oh, they don't know
seeing how bright his face became, and hearing her own
words, she looked down, and the crimson went over her cheeks
as he watched her.
"
"
"
he said, desperately.
Oh, if I could get out
Lady,
what is your name, if I might be so bold."
"My name, sir, is Elaine. Perhaps there is a key someis

!

;

!

where,
"

"

she said.

And

I

"
called Geoffrey, he said, in reply.
we might find a key," Elaine repeated.

am

"I
think

of the room, and there
keys dangling from the lock of a

She turned towards the other side

hung a great bunch

of brass

heavy door.
Ah, Hubert thou art more careless than Brother Clement,
I think, to have left those keys in such a place
Quickly did Elaine cross to that closed door, and laid her
hand upon the bunch. The door came open the next moment,
and she gave a shriek to see the skin of a huge lizard-beast
fall forward at her feet, and also many cups and flagons, that
rolled over the floor, dotting it with little drops of wine.
Hearing Elaine shriek, and not able to see from his prison
what had befallen her, Geoffrey shouted out in terror to know
if she had come to. any hurt.
"No, "she told him; and stood eyeing first the crocodile's
hide and then the cups, setting her lips together very firmly.
!

!
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"

And

For
they were not even dry, she said after a while.
she began to guess a little of the truth.
"
" Not
dry ? Who ?
inquired Geoffrey.
"
"
she burst out in deep anger, and then
Oh, Geoffrey
But his heart leaped to hear her call
stopped, bewildered.
!

his name.
"
"

Are there no keys ?
"
she
Keys ? Yes

"

he asked.

cried, and, running with them back to
the bars, began trying one after another in trembling haste till
the lock clicked pleasantly, and out marched young Geoffrey.
Now what do you suppose this young man did when he
!

found himself free once more, and standing close by the lovely
young person to whom he owed his liberty ? Did he place his
heels together, and let his arms hang gracefully, and so bow
with respect and a manner at once dignified and urbane, and
"
Miss Elaine, permit me to thank you for being so kind
say,
"
as to let me out of prison ?
That is what he ought to have

he had known how to conduct himself like a
But I am sorry to have to tell
well-brought-up young man.
that
did
of
the sort, but, instead of that,
you
Geoffrey
nothing
behaved in a most outrageous manner. He did not thank her
He did not say one single word to her. He simply
at all.
one
arm round her waist and gave her a kiss!
put
done, of course,

if

"

"

"

she murmured, " don't
Geoffrey
But Geoffrey did, with the most astonishing and complacent disobedience.
!

!

"Oh, Geoffrey!" she whispered, looking the other way,
of you!
And of me!" she added a little more
softly still, escaping from him suddenly, and facing about.
"I don't see that," said Geoffrey. "I love you, Elaine.

"how wrong

Elaine, darling, I

"

"Oh, but you mustn't!" answered she, stepping back as
he came nearer.
This was simply frightful
And so sudden. To think of
her
Elaine
but she could n't think at all. Happy ? Why,
how wicked
How had she ever
!

!

!

"No, you must not," she repeated, and backed away
farther.
"

But

"

still

said this lover, quite loudly, and sprang so
quickly to where she stood that she was in his arms again, and
this time without the faintest chance of getting out of them
until he should choose to free her.
I will
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was no use to struggle now, and she was still, like some
But she knew that she was really his, and was
And she looked up at him and said, very softly,
it.
glad of
"
It

wild bird.
"

Geoffrey, we are wasting time.
"
"
Oh, no, not at all, said Geoffrey.
"
"

But we

"

are.

Say that you love me.

"But have

"

ah, Geoffrey, please don't begin again."

n't I

"
Say that you love me.
She did.

"

Then, taking his hand, she led him to the door she had
He stared at the crocodile, at the wine-cups, and
opened.
then he picked up a sheet of iron and a metal torch.
"
"
"I
don't you ?
suppose it is their museum," he said
"
" Their museum
Geoffrey, think a little.
seem
to
keep very good wine," he remarked, after
"They
;

!

smelling at the demijohn.
"
she said.
"Don't you see ? Can't you understand ?
"
What 's that thing, do you suppose ? " he
No, not a bit.
added, giving the crocodile a kick.
"
"
said
Oh, me, but men are simple, men are simple
"
That
wine
is
listen
my
Geoffrey,
Elaine, in despair.
!

!

father's wine,
all

from his own

cellar.

There

is

none like

it

in

England."

"Then

I don't see why he gave it to a parcel of monks,"
the
young man.
replied
Elaine clasped her hands in hopelessness, gave him a kiss,
and became mistress of the situation.

"Now, Geoffrey," she said, "I will tell you what you and I
have really found out." Then she quickly recalled all the
How her father's cellar had been broken into;
recent events.
how Mistletoe had been chained to a rock for a week and no
She bade him remember how just
dragon had come near her.
now Father Anselm had opposed every plan for meeting the
Dragon, and at last she pointed to the crocodile.
"

"

"

Then
mean
you
"Of course I do," she interrupted. "The Dragon of
Wantley is now downstairs with papa eating dinner, and

Ha

!

"

said Geoffrey, after thinking for a space.

pretending he never drinks anything stronger than water.
What do you say to that, sir ? "
"
"
Here have I
This is a foul thing " cried the knight.
!
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but speech deserted him.

He

glared at the crocodile with a bursting countenance, then
drove his toe against it with such vigor that it sailed like a

end

foot-ball to the farther

of the hall.

and everybody," said Elaine.
"
Papa's French wine
"
They swore to me in Flanders I should find a real dragon
here," he continued, raging up and down, and giving to the
young lady no part of his attention. She began to fear he was
not thinking of her.
"
"
she ventured.
Geoffrey
it.
swore
They had invited me to hunt a dragon
"They
Count Faux Pas and his Walloons.
with them in Flanders,
We hunted day and night, and the quest was barren. They
then directed me to this island of Britain, in which they
declared a dragon might be found by any man who so desired.
"
They lied in their throats. I have come leagues for nothing.
Here he looked viciously at the distant hide of the crocodile.
"But I shall slay the monk," he added. "A masquerading
"

"Papa has been

duped,

-

caitiff

!

Lying varlets

And

!

all

for

nothing

shall die, however."
"
Have you come for nothing, Geoffrey? "

"Three years have

!

The monk

murmured

Elaine.

been seeking dragons in all counover
land and sea.
deceit
And now once
tries, chasing
more my dearest hope falls empty and stale. Why, what 's
"
A choking sound beside him stopped the flow of his
this ?
I

complaints.
"
"
The young lady
Oh, Geoffrey,
oh, miserable me
was dissolved in tears.
"
"
Elaine
dearest
don't.
"You said you had come for n-nothing, and it was all
!

st-stale."
"
I
I

am a fool, indeed But it was the Dragon, dearest.
Ha,
had made so sure of an honest one in this adventure. "
"
"
went Miss Elaine with her head against his
Oh, oh
!

!

shoulder.
"

You 're sweeter than all the dragons in
There, there
the world, my little girl," said he.
And although this does
not appear to be a great compliment, it comforted her wonder!

fully in the

end

;

for he said

out taking his lips away.
fool.
By your father's own

it

in her ear several times with-

"Yes," he continued, "I was a
word you 're mine. I have caught
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We '11 down to the refectory
the Dragon.
Come, my girl
forthwith and denounce him."
With this, he seized Elaine's hand and hastily made for
!

the stairs.
"
But hold, Geoffrey, hold
Oh
I am driven to act not
"
"
as maidens should, sighed Elaine.
He it is who ought to
dear
do the thinking.
me
he
does
not know how.
Do
But,
!

!

you not see we should both be
"
wild plan ?

"Not

Your

at all.

lost,

were you to try any such

father would give you to me."

His
indeed, papa would not.
promise was about a dragon. A live or a dead dragon must
be brought to him.
Even if he believed you now, even if that
dreadful Father Anselm could not invent some lie to put us in
the wrong, you and I could never
that is
papa would not
feel bound by his promise simply because you did that.
There

"Oh,

no,

no,

Geoffrey;

must be a dragon somehow."
"

How

can there be a dragon

if

there

is

not a dragon

?

"

asked Geoffrey.

"Wait, wait, Geoffrey! Oh, how can I think of every"
all at once ?
and Elaine pressed her hands to her

thing

temples.

"Darling," said the knight, with his arms once more
around her, "let us fly now."
"
Now ? They would catch us at once. "
"
"
Catch us not they with my sword
"Now, Geoffrey, of course you are brave. But do be senYou are only one. No! I won't even argue such
sible.
nonsense.
They must never know about what we have been
here
and you must go back into that cage at once. "
doing up
"
What, and be locked up, and perhaps murdered to-night,
and never see your face again ? "
"
But you shall see me again, and soon. That is what 1
!

!

;

am

"
thinking about.
How can you come in here, Elaine ? "
"You must come to me. I have it!

"

past eleven,

come

be there to

let

quietly.

"The

I

in.

Then we can

you
have no time to think now. "

cellar! at the
"

out of that cage
"

to the cellar-door at the

Manor!

To-night, at half-

Manor, and

talk

And how,

I will

over everything
pray, shall I get

?

Cannot you jump from the

little

window

at the

back

?

"
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Geoffrey ran in to see.
"No," he said, returning; "it is
"
the earth.
Elaine had hurried into the closet, whence she returned

many spans from

with a dusty coil of rope.
"Here, Geoffrey; quickly! put it
Wind it so. But how clumsy you are "
about your waist.
He stood smiling down at her, and she very deftly wound
the cord up and down, over and over his body, until its whole
length lay comfortably upon him.
!

"

"

Now, your breastplate, quick
She helped him put his armor on again and, as they were
engaged at that, singing voices came up the stairs from the
!

;

distant dining-hall.

"The Grace," she exclaimed; "they

will be here

in

a

moment. "

She,
Geoffrey took a last kiss, and bolted into his cage.
with the keys, made great haste to push the crocodile and
other objects once more into their hiding-place.
Cups and
flagons and all rattled back without regard to order, as they
had already been flung not two hours before. The closet-door
shut, and Elaine hung the keys from the lock as she had found
them.
"
"
Half-past eleven, she said to Geoffrey, as she ran by his
cage towards the stairs.
"
"
One more, darling,
he
please, one through the bars
in
a
voice
so
that
for
I
do
not
her,
tender,
besought
my part
see how she had the heart to refuse him.
But she continued
her way, and swiftly descending the stairs, was found by the
!

!

company, as they came from the hall, busily engaged in
making passes with Sir Godfrey's sword, which he had left
leaning near the door.
"
A warlike daughter, Sir Godfrey " said Father Anselm.
"
"
Ah, if I were a man to go on a Crusade
sighed Miss
!

!

Elaine.

"Hast thou, my daughter," said Father Anselm, "thought
"
better of thy rash intentions concerning this Dragon ?
"I am travelling towards better thoughts, Father," she
answered.

But Sir Francis did not wholly believe the young lady and
was not at rest until Sir Godfrey assured him her good conduct should be no matter of her own choosing.
"You see," insinuated the Abbot, "so sweet a maid as
A meal like that
yours would be a treat for the unholy beast.
;
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would incline him to remain in a neighborhood where such
dainties were to be found."
"I'll have no legends and fool's tricks," exclaimed the
"
She shall be locked in her room to-night. "
Baron.
"
" Not if she can
Her father
help it, thought Miss Elaine.
had imprudently spoken too loud.
"'Twere a wise precaution," murmured Father Anselm.
"

What

are all the vintages of this earth by the side of a loving
"

daughter

?

"Quite so, quite so!" Sir Godfrey assented. "Don't you
"
think," he added, wistfully, that another Crusade may come
*

along soon
"

Ah,

heritage.

?

?

Tribulation is our meted
son, who can say ?
Were thy thoughts more high, the going of thy

my

Learn to enjoy the
liquors would not cause thee such sorrow.
pure cold water."
"
Good afternoon, " said the Baron.
When all the guests had departed and the door was shut
safe behind them, the Father and his holy companions broke
"The Malvoisie is drunk up," said they;
into loud mirth.
"
u
'11 pay his lordship's cellars another visit.
we
to-night
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GEORGE WITHER.
WITHER, GEORGE, an English, soldier and poet born at Brentdied at London, May 2, 1667.
worth, Hampshire, June 11, 1588
;

;

For a volume of metrical satires on the manners of the time,
"
" Abuses
Stript and Whipt
(1613), he was cast into prison, where
he wrote "The Shepherd's Hunting" (1615), and, perhaps, "Fidelia."
Some of his volumes are: "The Motto" (1618); "Faire
Virtue, or^the Mistress of Philarete" (1622); "Hymns and Songs
of the Church" (1623) and "Hallelujah" (1641). His best-known
"
song is Shall I, Wasting in Despair." He was an ardent Puritan,
and was made major-general in Surrey by Cromwell.
;

THE AUTHOR'S RESOLUTION
(From

SHALL

I,

"

The

IN

A SONNET.

Mistress of Philarete/')

wasting in despair,

Die, because a

Or make pale

woman's

my

fair ?

cheeks with care

'Cause another's rosy are ?
Be she fairer than the day,
Or the flowery meads in May,
If she be not so to me,

What
Should

care I

my

how

fair she

be ?

heart be grieved, pined,

'Cause I see a woman kind ?
Or a well-disposed nature

Joined with a lovely feature ?
Be she meeker, kinder than
Turtle-dove or pelican
If she be not so to me,
What care I how kind she be ?
:

Shall a woman's virtues

Me

move

to perish for her love ?

Or her well-deserving known
quite forget mine own

Make me

?

GEORGE WITHER.
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Be she with that goodness
Which may merit name of

blest

best
If she be not such to me,
What care I how good she be ?

:

'Cause her fortune seems too high,
Shall I play the fool and die ?
Those that bear a noble mind,

Where they want

of riches find,

Think what with them they would
That without them dare to woo.
And unless that mind I see,

What

do,

care I though great she be ?

Great, or good, or kind, or fair,
I will ne'er the more despair.
If she love me (this believe),
I will die ere she shall grieve
If she slight me when I woo,
:

I can scorn and let her go
if she be not for me,
What care I for whom she be ?
;

For

FOB SlJMMER-TlME.

Now the

glories of the year

May be viewed at the best,
And the earth doth now appear
In her fairest garments dressed
Sweetly smelling plants and flowers
Do perfume the garden bowers
Hill and valley, wood and field,
Mixed with pleasure profits yield.
:

j

Much

is found where nothing was
Herds on every mountain go
In the meadows flowery grass
Makes both milk and honey flow.
;

;

!N"ow each orchard banquets giveth
Every hedge with fruit relieveth ;

;

And on every shrub and tree
Useful fruits or berries be.
Walks and ways which winter marred,

By the winds are swept and dried
Moorish grounds are now so hard
That on them we safe may ride
;

;
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Warmth, enough the sun doth lend

From

us,

his heat the shades defend us.

And

thereby we share in these,
Safety, profit, pleasure, ease.

Other blessings, many more,
At this time enjoyed may be,
And in this my song therefore
Praise I give, O Lord to thee
Grant that this my free oblation
May have gracious acceptation,
!

And

well employ
I enjoy.
which
Everything
that I

may

:
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CHARLES WOLFE.
British poet; born at Dublin, December
died at Cork, February 21, 1823. He was graduated at
Trinity College, Dublin, in 1814, was tutor there, and, taking orders
in 1817, became curate at Ballyclog, and subsequently rector at
Donoughmore. He wrote an ode on the death of Sir John Moore,
with a
which has become celebrated. His "
were

WOLFE, CHAKLES, a

14,

1791

;

Remains,"

Memoir,

published by Archdeacon John Russell (1825).

THE BURIAL OF SIB JOHN MOOEE.
NOT

a drum was heard, not a funeral note,
As his corse to the rampart we hurried
Not a soldier discharged his farewell shot
;

O'er the grave where our hero was buried.

We

buried him darkly at dead of night,
The sods with our bayonets turning
By the struggling moonbeams' misty light,
;

And

No

the lantern dimly burning.

useless coffin enclosed his breast,

Nor in sheet or in shroud we wound him
But he lay like a warrior taking his rest,
With his martial cloak around him.

;

Few and short were the prayers we said,
And we spoke not a word of sorrow
;

But we steadfastly gazed on the face of the dead,

And we

bitterly thought of the

morrow.

We

thought, as we hollowed his narrow bed
And smoothed down his lonely pillow,

That the foe and the stranger would tread o'er
And we far away on the billow.
Lightly they

'11

talk of the spirit that

's

gone,

upbraid him
But little he '11 reck, if they let him sleep on
In the grave where a Briton has laid him.

And

o'er his cold ashes

his head,

CHARLES WOLFE.
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But half our heavy task was done

When the clock
And we heard the

struck the hour for retiring ;
distant and random gun

That the foe was sullenly

firing.

Slowly and sadly we laid him down,
From the field of his fame fresh and gory

We

carved not a

But we

left

him

we

raised not a stone
alone in his glory.

line,

;
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SAMUEL WOODWORTH.
poet and journalist born
at New York, December
died
1785
January 13,
He served an apprenticeship in a newspaper office in Bos9, 1842.
ton worked for a year as a journeyman then went to New Haven,
where he started a weekly journal, " The Belles Lettres Repository,"
of which he was editor, publisher, printer, and sometimes carrier
but the journal lived only eight weeks. In 1809 he went to New
York, where he engaged in several literary enterprises. He conducted a weekly journal entitled "The War," edited a Sweden"
borgian monthly magazine, and wrote The Champions of Freedom,"
a novel, founded on the War of 1812. He put forth numerous patriotic songs, and composed several melodramas, among which is
"The Forest Rose, 77 which was popular in its day. In 1823, in
"
conjunction with George P. Morris, he established the New York
with
his
was
connection
brief.
Toward
Mirror,"
which, however,
the close of his life he was disabled by paralysis, and received a
substantial complimentary benefit at the National Theatre.
He
was intimate with the literary men of his day, and Halleck's poem

WOODWORTH, SAMUEL, an American

at Scituate, Mass.,

;

;

;

;

;

To a Poet's Daughter " was written in the album of the daughter
of Woodworth.
His permanent reputation as a poet rests wholly
"
upon The Old Oaken Bucket.'
"

7

THE OLD OAKEN BUCKET.

How

dear to this heart are the scenes of

When

my

childhood,

fond recollection presents them to view
The orchard, the meadow, the deep-tangled wild-wood,
And every loved spot that my infancy knew ;
!

The wide-spreading pond, and the mill that stood by
The bridge, and the rock where the cataract fell
The cot of my father, the dairy-house nigh it,
;

And e en the rude bucket which hung in the well
The old oaken bucket, the iron-bound bucket,
The moss-covered bucket, which hung in the well
7

!

:

it,

4,

"OLD OAKEN BUCKET
opies;fjrirtfed&tidstone
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That moss-covered vessel I hail as a treasure
For often at noon, when returned from the field,
I found it the source of an exquisite pleasure,
The purest and sweetest that Nature can yield.
How ardent I seized it, with hands that were glowing,
And quick to the white-pebbled bottom it fell,
;

Then

emblem of truth over-flowing,
dripping with coolness, it rose from the well
The old-oaken bucket, the iron-bound bucket,
The moss-covered bucket, arose from the well.
soon, with the

And

:

How

sweet from the green, mossy brim to receive it,
As, poised on the curb, it inclined to my lips
Not a full, blushing goblet could tempt me to leave it,
Though filled with the nectar that Jupiter sips.
!

And now,

far-removed from the loved situation,

The tear of regret will intrusively swell,
As fancy returns to my father's plantation,

And

sighs for the bucket which hangs in the well

The old oaken bucket, the iron-bound bucket,
The moss-covered bucket, which hangs in the

WE

well.

AKE ONE.

OH, we are one, and who presumes

To sever hearts like ours,
Would scatter frosts where Eden blooms,
And wither all its flowers
:

But should no bands unite our hands,
Till weary life be done,
The ties which join this heart to thine
Will ever make us one.
Yes, pride and rank

may

sever hands,

But cannot change the

Nor

heart,
polar snows, nor Afric's sands,

Congenial spirits part.

Our souls shall meet, in union sweet,
Though seas between us run,
Till pride relents and Fate consents
To make us truly one.

:
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CONSTANCE FENIMORE WOOLSON.
WOOLSON, CONSTANCE FENIMORE, an American

novelist born
N. H., March. 5, 1838 died at Venice, Italy, January
She was the daughter of Charles Jarvis Woolson, and a
24, 1894.
She was educated at Clevegreat-niece of James Fenimore Cooper.
land and New York. From 1873 to 1878 she resided in Florida,
Georgia, and the Carolinas, and in 1879 she went to Europe, where
she afterward resided. Her winters were spent in Italy. Her literary field includes sketches, poems, stories, and novels, which ap"
"
"
Harper's and other magazines. Her books are Castle
peared in
"
"Two
Women" (1877)
Nowhere: Lake Country Sketches (1875)
"
" Anne "
" Eodman the
(1880)
Keeper Southern Sketches
(1882); "For the Major" (1883); "East Angels" (1886); "Jupiter Lights" (1889); "The Old Stone House" (1893); "Horace
Chase" (1894); "The Front Yard, and Other Italian Stories"
"
Mentone, Cairo, and Corfu" (1896).
(1895) "Dorothy" (1896)
at Clareinont,

;

;

;

;

:

;

;

;

PETER THE PARSON.*
(From

" Castle
Nowhere.")

REACHING his room, the parson hung up his cloak and hat,
and sat down quietly with folded hands.
Clad in dressingin
an
and
before
a bright fire,
a
slippers,
gown
easy-chair,
revery, thus, is the natural ending for a young man's day.
But here the chair was hard and straight-backed, there was no
the small
fire, and the candle burned with a feeble blue flame
figure in its limp black clothes, with its little gaitered feet
pressed close together on the cold floor as if for warmth, its
clasped hands, its pale face and blue eyes fixed on the blank
expanse of the plastered wall, was pathetic in its patient discomfort.
After a while a tear fell on the clasped hands and
startled their coldness with its warmth.
The parson brushed
the token of weakness hastily away, and rising, threw himself
;

1

Copyright, 1875,
Brothers.

by James R. Osgood & Co.

By
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&

CONSTANCE FENIMORE WOOLSON.
at the foot of the large
In silence for

wooden cross with

his
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arms clasping

its

many moments he

lay thus prostrate;
But
then, extinguishing the candle, he sought his poor couch.
later in the night, when all Algonquin slept, a crash of somebase.

thing falling was heard in the dark room, followed by the
of a scourge mercilessly used, and murmured Latin
the old cries of penitence that rose during nightprayers,
And why
vigils from the monasteries of the Middle Ages.
not English words ? Was there not something of affectation
in the use of these mediaeval phrases ?
Maybe so but at least
there was nothing affected in the stripes made by the scourge.
The next morning all was as usual in the little room, save that
the picture of Santa Margarita was torn in twain, and the
bracket and vase shattered to fragments on the floor below.
At dawn the parson rose, and, after a conscientious bath in
the tub of icy water brought in by his own hands the previous
evening, he started out with his load of prayer-books, his face
looking haggard and blue in the cold morning light.
Again he
entered the chapel, and having arranged the books and dusted
the altar, he attired himself in his robes and began the service
at half -past six precisely.
"From the rising of the sun even
unto the going down of the same," he read, and in truth the
sun was just rising. As the evening prayer was " vespers, " so
this was "matins," in the parson's mind.
He had his "vestments " too, of various ritualistic styles, and washed them
himself, ironing them out afterwards with fear and difficulty
in Mrs. Malone's disorderly kitchen, poor little man! No hand
turned the latch, no step came across the floor this morning;
the parson had the service all to himself, and, as it was Fri-

sound

;

went through the Litany, omitting nothing, and closwith
a hymn.
Then, gathering up his books, he went
ing

day, he

home

to breakfast.

"
exclaimed ruddy Mrs.
peaked yer do look, sir
Malone, as she handed him a cup of muddy coffee.
"What,
no steak? Do, now; for I ain't got nothin' else.
Well, if
But there 's nothin' but the biscuit, then. Why,
yer won't
even Father O'Brien himself 'lows meat for the sickly, Friday
"
or no Friday.
"I am not sickly, Mrs. Malone," replied the little parson,
with dignity.
A young man with the figure of an athlete sat at the lower
end of the table, tearing the tough steak voraciously with his
"

How

!
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strong teeth, chewing audibly, and drinking with a gulping
He paused as the parson spoke, and regarded him with
noise.
wonder not unmixed with contempt.

"You ain't sickly?" he repeated.
then I 'd like to know who is, that 's
"

"Well,
all.

"

if

you

ain't,

jest eat your breakfast, Steve, and let the par"
interposed Mrs. Malone.
Sorry to see that little
she
continued, turning the conversation
picture all tore, sir,"
" It
in her blundering good-nature.
was a moighty pretty pic"
looked
like
Rosie
and
ture,
uncommonly
Ray.
"
"
It was a copy of an Italian painting, Mrs. Malone,
the

Now, you

son alone,

"

"
Santa Margarita. "
parson hastened to reply ;
"
0, I dare say but it looked iver so much like Rosie, for
all that!"
A deep flush had crossed the parson's pale face. The athlete saw it, and muttered to himself angrily, casting surly
;

sidelong glances up the table, and breathing hard; the previous evening he had happened to pass the Chapel of St. John
and St. James as its congregation of one was going in the
door.

.

.

.

After dinner, which he did not eat, as the greasy dishes
offended his palate, the parson shut himself up in his room to
It made no difprepare his sermon for the coming Sunday.
ference whether there would be any one to hear it or not, the
sermon was always carefully written and carefully delivered,
albeit short, according to the ritualistic usage, which esteems
the service all, the sermon nothing.
His theme on this occasion was "The General Councils of the Church;" and the sermon, an admirable production of its kind, would have been
esteemed, no doubt, in English Oxford or in the General TheoHe wrote earnestly and
logical Seminary of New York City.
a
keen
from
the work; the meardently, deriving
enjoyment
chanical part also was exquisitely finished, the clear sentences
Then came vespers ;
standing out like the work of a sculptor.

and the congregation this time was composed of two, or,
the girl, the owner of the dog, and the
rather, three persons,
The man entered during service with a noisy
dog himself.
step, managing to throw over a bench, coughing, humming,
and talking to his dog; half of the congregation was evidently
determined upon mischief. But the other half rose with the
air of a little queen, crossed the
intervening space with an
open prayer-book, gave it to the man, and, seating herself near
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awed him into good behavior. Rose Ray was beauand
the lion lay at her feet.
As for the dog, with a
tiful;
wave of her hand she ordered him out, and the beast humbly
withdrew.
It was noticeable that the parson's voice gained
by, fairly

strength as the dog disappeared.
"I ain't going to stand by and see it, Rosie," said the
man, as, the service over, he followed the girl into the street.
"
" That

puny

little

chap

!

"He
"He
You

cares nothing for me," answered the girl, quickly.
shan't have a chance to care, if I know myself.
're free to say 'no to me, Rosie, but you ain't free to say
'

A regular coward That 's what he is. Why,
'yes to him.
he ran away from my dog this very afternoon,
ran like he
'

!

was scared to death 1"
"You set the dog on him, Steve."
"Well, what if 1 did? He needn't have run; any other
man would have sent the beast flying."
Steve, do promise me that you won't tease him any
said
the girl, laying her hand upon the man's arm as
more,"
he walked by her side. His face softened.

"Now,

"If he had any spirit he 'd be ashamed to have a girl beghim not to be teased. But never mind that; I'll let
him alone fast enough, Rosie, if you will too. "
"If I will," repeated the girl, drawing back, as he drew
"
closer to her side " what can you mean ?
"
well
You know very
0, come now
you 're always after
a goin' to his chapel where no one else goes hardly,
him,
a listenin' to his preachin',
and a havin' your picture hung
"
in
his
room.
up
It was a random shaft, sent carelessly, more to finish the
sentence with a strong point than from any real belief in the
athlete's mind.
gin' for

;

!

"What!"
"Leastways so Mrs. Malone said. I took breakfast there
this morning."
The girl was thrown off her guard, her whole face flushed
with joy; she could not for the moment hide her agitation.
"
"
The
she murmured, and clasped her hands.
My picture
her
and
the
from
Pine-Cone
crossed
revealed
the
face,
light
whole secret. Steven Long saw it, and fell into a rage. After
!

all,

then, she did love the puny parson
"
Let him look out for himself, that

VOL. XX.

!
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"
all,

he muttered
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with a fierce gesture, as he turned towards the saloon door.
(He felt a sudden thirst for vengeance, and for whiskey.)
" I '11 be even with
him, and I won't be long about it neither.
little parson alive, Rose Ray
have
the
You '11 never
He '11 be
found missin' some fine mornin', and nobody will be to blame
"
He disappeared, and the girl stood watching
but you either.
After a time
the spot where his dark, angry face had been.
she went slowly homeward, troubled at heart; there was
neither law nor order at Algonquin, and not without good
cause did she fear.
The next morning, as the parson was coming from his solitary matin service through thick-falling snow, this girl met
him, slipped a note into his hand, and disappeared like a
!

The parson went homeward, carrying the folded paper
under his cloak pressed close to his heart. "I am only keep"
This was the note
ing it dry, he murmured to himself.
vision.

:

"

I must see you, you air in danger. Please
come to the Grotter this afternoon at three and I remain yours

RESPECTED SIB,

1

ROSE RAT."

respectful,

The Rev. Herman Warriner Peters read these words over
and over; then he went to breakfast, but ate nothing, and,
coming back to his room, he remained the whole morning

At first the red flamed in his cheek,
motionless in his chair.
but gradually it faded, and gave place to a pinched pallor; he
bowed his head upon his hands, communed with his own heart,
and was still. As the dinner-bell rang he knelt down on the
cold hearth, made a little funeral pyre of the note torn into
fragments, watched it slowly consume, and then, carefully collecting the ashes, he laid them at the base of the large cross.
At two o'clock he set out for the Grotto, a cave two miles
from the village along the shore, used by the fishermen as a
The snow had continued falling,
camp during the summer.
and now lay deep on the even ground the pines were loaded
;

and everything was white save the waters of the bay,
heaving sullenly, dark, and leaden, as though they knew the
The parson walked
icy fetters were nearly ready for them.
rapidly along in his awkward, halting gait overshoes he had
none, and his cloak was but a sorry substitute for the blankets
and skins worn by the miners. But he did not feel cold when
he opened the door of the little cabin which had been built out
in front of the cave, and found himself face to face with the
with

it,

;
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who had summoned him

She had lighted
there.
on the hearth, and set the fishermen's
rough furniture in order she had cushioned a chair-back with
her shawl, and heated a flat stone for a foot- warmer.
beautiful girl

a

fire

of pine knots

;

"Take this seat,
The parson sank
gaiters on the
"I

sir," she said, leading

warm

him

thither.

into the chair and placed his old soaked
stone ; but he said not one word.

thought perhaps you 'd be tired after your long walk,
sir," continued the girl, "and so I took the liberty of bringing
"
As she spoke she drew into view a bassomething with me.
it
delicate
from
took
and
bread, chicken, cakes, preserved
ket,
strawberries, and a little tin coffee-pot which, set on the coals,
straightway emitted a delicious fragrance nothing was forgotcream, sugar, nor even snowy napkins.
ten,
The parson spoke not a word.
But the girl talked for both, as with flushed cheeks and
starry eyes she prepared the tempting meal, using many pretty
arts and graceful motions, using in short every power she pos;

charm the silent guest. The table was spread, the
viands arranged, the coffee poured into the cup but still the
parson spoke not, and his blue eyes were almost stern as he
He touched nothing.
glanced at the tempting array.
"I thought you would have liked it all," said the girl at
"I brought
last, when she saw her little offerings despised.
and I was so glad thinking you'd like
them all out myself
sessed to

;

them

and now

from her pretty

"

Her

soft eyes.

voice broke, and the tears flowed
great tenderness came over the

A

parson's face.
"Do not weep," he said, quickly. "See, I am eating. See,
I am enjoying everything.
It is all good, hay, delicious."
And in his haste he partook of each dish, and lifted the coffee-

The girl's face grew joyous again, and the
cup to his lips.
parson struggled bravely against his own enjoyment in truth,
what with the warm fire, the easy-chair, the delicate food, the
fragrant coffee, and the eager, beautiful face before him, a
sense of happiness came over him in long surges, and for the
moment his soul drifted with the warm tide.
"You do like it, don't you ? " said the girl with delight, as
he slowly drank the fragrant coffee, his starved lips lingering
over the delicious brown drops. Something in her voice jarred
on the trained nerves and roused them to action again.
only too well," he answered; but the
"Yes, I do like it,
;
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tone of his voice had altered. He pushed back his chair, rose, and
began pacing to and fro in the shadow beyond the glow of the fire.
"
"
" Thou
he murmured.
But thou shalt go
glutton body
"
after
a
he
said
in a quiet, even
for
this.
Then,
pause,
empty
to
tell
Miss
had
"You
me,
something
Kay."
tone,
The girl's face had altered; but rallying, she told her story
of Steven Long, his fierce temper, his utter lawearnestly,
lessness, and his threats.
"
And why should Steven Long threaten me ? " said the
"But you need not answer," he continued in an agiparson.
"
"
tated voice.
say to him, he repeated
Say to Steven Long,
"
I
have
consecrated
in louder tones,
that I shall never marry.
!

my

life to

"

my

holy calling.
There was a long silence; the words fell with crushing
We do not realize even
weight on both listener and speaker.
our own determinations, sometimes, until we have told them
The girl rallied first for she still hoped.
to another.
"
"
Mr. Peters, she said, taking all her courage in her hands
"
and coming towards him, " is it wrong to marry ?
;

"For me
"

Why

it is."

"
?

am a priest. "
a
Are you Catholic, then ? "
"I am a Catholic, although not in the
"

Because

I

"

sense you mean.
the true Catholic faith which the Anglican Church
has kept pure from the errors of Rome, and mine it is to make
"
my life accord with the high office I hold.

Mine

"

is

Is it part of

and wretched
"

"

am not
You are
I

;

?

"

your high

wretched.

office to

be cold

and hungry

"

now, and at

all

times.

You

are killing yourself.

"

else I had died long, long ago."
Well, then, of what use is your poor life as you now live
Do you succeed among
it, either to yourself or any one else ?
the miners ?
How many have you brought into the church ? "
"Not one."

"No;

"

"

Have you succeeded,

Am}

yourself ?
"
a
saint ?
yourself

"God knows

so far, in

making

I have not," replied the parson, covering his
hands as the questions probed his sore, sad heart.
"I have failed in my work, I have failed in myself, I am of all
"
men most miserable
most miserable

face with his

!

!
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The girl sprang forward and caught his arm, her eyes full
of love's pity.
"You know you love me," she murmured;
"why fight against it? For I I love you!"

What did the parson do ?
He fell upon his knees, but

not to her, and uttered a Latin
short
but
fervid.
prayer,
"
All the kingdoms of the world and the glory of them, " he
"
"
Then he
murmured, would not be to me so much as this
!

rose.

"Child," he said, "you know not what you do." And,
But
opening the door, he went away into the snowy forest.
the girl's weeping voice called after him, "Herman, Herman."
He turned she had sunk upon the threshold. He came back
and lifted her for a moment in his arms.
"Be comforted, Rosamond," he said, tenderly. "It is but
a fancy ; you will soon forget me.
You do not really love me,
"
such a one as I,
he continued, bringing forward, poor
heart! his own greatest sorrow with unpitying hand.
"But
thank you, dear, for the gentle fancy." He stood a moment,
silent then touched her dark hair with his quivering lips and
;

;

disappeared.

Sunday morning the sun rose unclouded, the snow lay deep
first ice covered the bay
winter had come.

on the ground, the

;

At

ten o'clock the customary service began in the Chapel of
St. John and St. James, and the little congregation shivered,
and whispered that it must really try to raise money enough
for a stove.
The parson did not feel the cold, although he

The Englishthe sick child had not rallied

looked almost bloodless in his white surplice.

woman was

there, repentant,

under the new ministration Mrs. Malone was there, from
sheer good-nature; and several of the villagers and two or
three miners had strolled in because they had nothing else to
Rose Ray was
do, Brother Saul having returned to the mine.
not there.
She was no saint, so she stayed at home and wept
;

like a sinner.

The congregation, which had sat silent through the service,
during the sermon on the "General Councils."
Suddenly, in the midst of a sentence, there came a
Two or
noise that stopped the parson and woke the sleepers.

fell entirely asleep

three miners rushed into the chapel and spoke to the few men
"come out to the mine.
"Come out," they cried,
present.

The

thief

's

caught at last

!

and who do you think

it is ?

Saul,
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.

Brother Saul himself, the hypocrite
They tracked him to his
den, and there they found the barrels and sacks and kegs, but
He took it all,
the stuff he 's made away with, most of it.
a
us
and
starving!"
every crumb,
"
"
"
said another.
've
've run in to tell the town,
!

We

We

and we

him

're

going to

fast,
got
"
out and see the fun.
"
"
Yes, echoed a third,

short, squat figure,

made us

Come

a sample of him.

who

lifted a ruffianly face from his
take our own time, too.
He 's
he shall suffer a bit, if I know

"and we

and now

suffer,

make

'11

"

myself.

The women shuddered

men

as,

with an ominous growl,

all the

went out together.

"I misdoubt they '11 hang him," said Mrs. Malone, shaking
her head as she looked after them.
"Or worse," said the miner's wife.

Did
the two departed, and the parson was left alone.
the service ? No.
Deliberately he finished every
word of the sermon, sang a hymn, and spoke the final prayer ;
then, after putting everything in order, he too left the little
sanctuary; but he did not go homeward, he took the road to

Then

he cut

off

the mine.

"Don't-ee go, sir, don't!" pleaded the Englishwoman,
"You won't do no
standing in her doorway as he passed.
good, sir."
"

Maybe

must

"
not,

answered the parson, gently, " but at least I

' '

try.

He

entered the forest the air was still and cold, the snow
crackled under his feet, and the pine-trees stretched away in
He looked like a pygmy as he hastened on
long white aisles.
among the forest giants, his step more languid than usual from
;

sternest vigil and fasting.
"
" Thou
he had
proud, evil body, I have conquered thee
And he had ; at least, the body ansaid in the cold dawning.
!

swered not again.

The mine was several miles away, and to lighten the journey the little man sang a hymn, his voice sounding through
the forest in singular melody.
It was an ancient hymn that
he sang, written long ago by some cowled monk, and it told in
"

"
Paradise
He
quaint language of the joys of Paradise
did not feel the cold as he sang of the pearly gates.
In the late afternoon his halting feet approached the mine ;
!

!
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drew near the clearing he heard a sound of many voices
shouting together, followed by a single cry, and a momentary
The tormentors were
silence more fearful than the clamor.
as he

at work.

The parson ran forward,

and, passing the log-huts

which lay between, came out upon the scene. A circle of men
Fastened by a long rope, crouched
stood there around a stake.
the wretched prisoner, his face turned to the color of dough,
his coarse features drawn apart like an animal in terror, and
"
Have mercy,
his hoarse voice never ceasing its piteous cry,
"

Dear gentlemen, have mercy
fire of logs was burning, and from the
At a little
around
it was evident that the man had
brands scattered
good gentlemen

!

!

distance a

served as a target for the fiery missiles in addition he bore
the marks of blows, and his clothes were torn and covered with
mud as though he had been dragged roughly over the ground.
The lurid light of the fire cast a glow over the faces of the
miners; behind rose the Iron Mountain, dark in shadow; and
;

on each side stretched out the ranks of the white-pine

trees,

like ghosts assembled as silent witnesses against the cruelty
The parson rushed forward, broke through the circle,
of man.

and threw his arms around the prisoner
ing

him with

at the stake, protect-

his slender body.

"If ye kill him, ye must kill

me

also," he cried, in a ring-

ing voice.

On the border, the greatest crime is robbery. A thief is
worse than a murderer; a life does not count so much as life's
It was not for the murderer that the Lynch law was
supplies.
For months these Algonquin miners
for
the thief.
but
made,
had suffered loss their goods, their provisions, their clothes,
and their precious whiskey had been stolen, day after day, and
all search had proved vain
exasperated, several times actually
had
from
want, they
heaped up a great store of fury
suffering
tenfold when, caught at last, he
increased
for the thief,
fury
Brother
than
no
other
to
be
Saul, the one man whom
proved
they had trusted, the one man whom they had clothed and fed
before themselves, the one man from whom they had expected
;

;

better things.

An

honest, bloodthirsty wolf in his

own skin

was an animal they respected; indeed, they were themselves
But a wolf in sheep's clothing was utterly ablittle better.
So they gathered
horrent to their peculiar sense of honor.
around their prey, and esteemed it rightfully theirs whiskey
had sharpened their enjoyment.
;

CONSTANCE FENIMORE WOOLSON.

11190

To this savage band, enter the little parson. " What are
"
he cried. " Shame, shame, ye murderers "
ye men ?
The miners stared at the small figure that defied them, and
for the moment their anger gave way before a rough sense of
!

1

the ludicrous.
"
Hear the little man, " they cried.
"

ahead

"

Hurrah, Peter

Go

!

!

But they soon wearied

and began

of his appeal

to

answer

back.
"

What

are

clothes

or provisions

to

a

life ?

"

said the

minister.

"Life ain't worth much without 'em, Parson," replied a
"
He took all we had, and we 've gone cold and hungry
miner.
And all the time we was a
'long of him, and he knowed it.
giving him of the best, and a believing his praying and his
"

preaching.

" If he is
guilty, let

him be

tried by the legal authorities.

"

"We 're
"

our own legal 'thorities, Parson."
The country will call you to account. "

"The country won't do nothing

of the kind.

Much

the

country cares for us poor miners, frozen up here in the woods

!

Stand back, Parson.
Why should you bother about Saul ?
You always hated him."
"
Never never " answered the parson, earnestly.
"
You did too, and he knowed it. 'T was because he was
dirty, and couldn't mince his words as you do."
The parson turned to the crouching figure at his side.
and the heart is darkly
"Friend," he said, "if this is true,
I humbly
deceitful and hides from man his own worst sins,
"
ask your forgiveness.
"0 come! None of your gammon," said another miner,
"Saul didn't care whether you liked him or
impatiently.
he
knowed
for
not,
you was only a coward."
"
"
'Fraid of a dog
shouted half a dozen
'Fraid of a dog
voices and a frozen twig struck the parson's cheek, and drew
!

!

!

!

;

blood.

"Why, .he's got blood!" said one. "I never thought he
had any."
"Come, Parson," said a friendly miner, advancing from
the* circle, "we don't want to hurt yo u, but you might as well
understand that we

"And

if

masters here.
are
the
ye
masters, then be
're the

"

just.

Give the crimi-
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nal to me; I will myself take him to the nearest judge, the
nearest jail, and deliver him up."

"He '11 be more likely to deliver you up, I reckon, Parson."
"Well, then, send a committee of your own men with
"

me
"

We 've got other things to do besides taking long journeys
over the ice to 'commodate thieves, Parson.
Leave the man
to us."
"

And

to torture

?

Men, men, ye would not treat a beast

so!"

"A

beast don't steal our food and whiskey," sang out a

miner.

back " shouted several voices.
"You're too little to fight, Parson."
"
But not too little to die, " answered the minister, throwing up his arms towards the sky.
For an instant his words held the men in check; they
looked at each other, then at him.
"

Stand

back

!

stand

!

"Think of yourselves," continued the minister. "Are ye
without fault ? If ye murder this man, ye are worse than
he is."
But here the minister went astray in his appeal, and ran
against the views of the border.
"Worse! Worse than a sneaking thief! Worse than a
Look
praying hypocrite who robs the very men that feed him
we won't stand that! Sheer off, or take the consequences." And a burning, brand struck the parson's coat, and
fell on the head of the crouching figure at his side, setting fire
!

here,

to its hair.

Instantly the parson extinguished the light flame,

and drew the burly form closer within his arms, so that the
two stood as one. "Not one, but both of us," he cried.

A

new

voice spoke next, the voice of the oldest miner, the

most hardened reprobate there. " Let go that rascal, Parson.
He 's the fellow that lamed you last spring. He set the trap
himself; I seen him a doing it."
Involuntarily, for a moment, Herman Peters drew back;
the trap set at the chapel door, the deliberate, cruel intention,
the painful injury, and its lifelong result, brought the angry
The memory was full of the old
color to his pale face.
bitterness.

But Saul, feeling himself deserted, dragged his miserable
body forward, and clasped the parson's knees. With desper-
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Without a word
ate hands he clung, and he was not repulsed.
the parson drew him closer, and again faced the crowd.
"
"Why, the man 's a downright fool! said the old miner.
" That Saul lamed him for
life, and all for nothing, and still
"
he stands by him. The man 's mad
"I am not mad," answered the parson, and his voice rung
"But I am a minister of the great God
out clear and sweet.
!

said to men, 'Thou shalt do no murder.'
men!
Have ye no
look back into your own lives.
Can ye expect mercy when ye
crimes, no sins to be forgiven ?
creature
Let
this
none
?
go, and it shall be counted
poor
give

who has

brothers

!

unto you for goodness. Ye, too, must some time die and when
the hour comes, as it often comes, in lives like yours, with
sudden horror, ye will have this good deed to remember. For
which is mercy
shall cover a multitude of sins."
charity
He ceased, and there was a momentary pause. Then a
The man
stern voice answered, "Facts won't alter, Parson.
is a thief, and must be punished.
Your talk may do for
"
women-folks, not for us.
;

"

Women-folks " repeated the

ruffian-faced man who had
women shudder at the chapel. " He 's a sly fox, this
He did n't go out to meet Rosie Ray at the Grotter
!

made

the

parson

!

no "
yesterday,
" Liar " shouted a
man, who had been standing in the
shadow on the outskirts of the crowd, taking, so far, no part
in the scene.
He forced himself to the front ; it was Steven
!

!

Long, his face dark with passion.
"No liar at all, Steve," answered the first. "I seen 'em
there with my own eyes; they had things to eat and everyJust ask the parson."
thing.
"Yes, ask the parson," echoed the others; and with the
shifting humor of the border, they stopped to laugh over the
idea.
"Ask" the parson."
Steven Long stepped forward and confronted the little minister.
His strong hands were clinched, his blood was on fire
with jealousy. The bull-dog followed his master, and smelled
around the parson's gaiters,
the same poor old shoes, his
The parson glanced
only pair, now wet with melted snow.

down
"

apprehensively.
'Fraid of a dog
!

'Fraid of a dog

again laughing uproariously.

had anticipated.

"
!

shouted the miners,
better than they

The fun was

CONSTANCE FENIMORE WOOLSON.
"
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"Is it true?" demanded Steven Long, in a hoarse voice.
"
Did you meet that girl at the Grotter yesterday ?
"I did meet Rosamond Ray at the Grotto yesterday," an-

"
swered the parson " but
He never finished the sentence. A fragment of iron ore
He fell, and died, his small body
struck him on the temple.
whom
he still protected even in death.
across
the
thief,
lying
;

The murder was not avenged Steven Long was
own way. But as the thief was also allowed
;

left to

go

to depart
unmolested, tne principles of border justice were held to have

his

been amply satisfied.
The miners attended the funeral in a body, and even deputed one of their number to read the Episcopal burial service
over the rough pine coffin, since there was no one else to do it.
They brought out the chapel prayer-books, found the places,
and followed as well as they could for " he thought a deal of
them books. Don't you remember how he was always carry"
ing 'em backward and forward, poor little chap
The Chapel of St. John and St. James was closed for the
In the summer a new missionary arrived he was not
season.
ritualistic, and before the year was out he married Rosamond
;

!

;

Ray.
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WILLIAM WORDSWORTH.
WORDSWORTH, WILLIAM, an eminent English poet; born at
Cockermouth, Cumberland, April 7, 1770: died at Rydal Mount,
Westmoreland, April 23, 1850. In 1787 lie was entered at St. John's
College, Cambridge, where he took his Bachelor's degree in 1791.
Soon afterward he went to France, where he remained about a year.
His friends urged him to enter the Church but he wished to devote
himself to poetry. In 1798 Wordsworth and his sister Dorothy, accompanied by Coleridge, went to Germany. Returning after a few
months, Wordsworth took up his residence at Grasmere, in the
;

Lake region, and finally, in 1813, at Rydal Mount, his home for the
remaining thirty-seven years of his life, which was singularly devoid
of external incident. In 1813 he received the appointment of Distributor of Stamps for Westmoreland.
This position he resigned
in 1842, in favor of his son.
Southey, dying in 1843, was succeeded
as Poet Laureate by Wordsworth, who was succeeded by Tennyson.
The Life of Wordsworth has been written by his nephew, the Rev.
"
Christopher Wordsworth (1851), and by Frederick Myers in
English Men of Letters " (1882).
Wordsworth's first volume appeared
in 1793; in 1798 was published the "Lyrical Ballads/' one of
which was Coleridge's " Ancient Mariner," all the others being by
Wordsworth. From time to time he made excursions in Wales,
" MeScotland, Switzerland, and Italy, of all of which he put forth
morials " in verse. Among his best-known works were " An
"
"
"
Evening Walk (1793)
Lyrical Ballads
(1798) two volumes
:

;

;

of "Poems" (1807); "The Excursion" (1814); new edition of
" Poems "
"
" The White Doe of
" Thanks(1815) ;
Rylstone (1815)
"
"
"
Peter Bell and "The Waggoner" (1819);
giving Ode
(1816)
" Yarrow
"
" Sonnets "
Revisited, and Other Poems
(1835) ;
(1838) ;
" The Prelude
etc.
(1850)
;

;

;

FEW MILES ABOVE
TINTEKN ABBEY,

LINES COMPOSED A

ON

REVISITING THE BANKS OF THE

WYE

DURING A TOUR.

FIVE years have passed five summers, with the length
Of five long winters and again I hear
These waters, rolling from their mountain springs
With a soft inland murmur. Once again
:

!

'
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Do I behold these steep and lofty cliffs,
That on a wild secluded scene impress
Thoughts of more deep seclusion and connect
The landscape with the quiet of the sky.
The day is come when I again repose
Here, under this dark sycamore, and view
These plots of cottage ground, these orchard tufts,
;

Which

at this season, with their unripe fruits,
in one green hue, and lose themselves
Once again I see
groves and copses.

Are clad

'Mid
These hedge-rows,
little lines
hardly hedge-rows,
Of sportive wood run wild these pastoral farms,
Green to the very door and wreaths of smoke
Sent up in silence from among the trees
With some uncertain notice, as might seem
;

;

!

Of vagrant dwellers in the houseless woods,
Or of some hermit's cave, where by his fire
The hermit sits alone.
These beauteous forms,
Through a long absence, have not been to me

As

is

a landscape to a blind man's eye

:

But oft, in lonely rooms, and 'mid the din
Of towns and cities, I have owed to them
In hours of weariness, sensations sweet,
Felt in the blood, and felt along the heart
And passing even into my purer mind,

With

tranquil restoration

;

feelings too

:

Of unremembered pleasure such perhaps
As have no slight or trivial influence
;

On that best portion of a good man's life,
His little, nameless, unremembered acts
Of kindness and of love. Nor less, I trust,
To them I may have owed another gift,
Of aspect more sublime that blessed mood
In which the burthen of the mystery,
In which the heavy and the weary weight
Of all this unintelligible world,
Is lightened that serene and blessed mood,
In which the affections gently lead us on,
Until, the breath of this corporeal frame
And even the motion of our human blood
Almost suspended, we are laid asleep
In body, and become a living soul
While with an eye made quiet by the power
Of harmony, and the deep power of joy,
:

;

;

We

see into the life of things.
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If this

Be but a vain

belief, yet,

how oft
many shapes

oh

In darkness and amid the

!

joyless daylight when the fretful stir
Unprofitable, and the fever of the world,
Have hung upon the beatings of my heart

Of

;

How
And

have I turned to thee,
thou wanderer through the woods,
my spirit turned to thee

oft in spirit

sylvan Wye
How often has

!

!

now, with gleams of half-extinguished thought,
recognitions dim and faint,
of a sad perplexity,

With many

And somewhat

The picture of the mind revives again
While here I stand, not only with the sense
Of present pleasure, but with pleasing thoughts
That in this moment there is life and food
For future years. And so I dare to hope,
Though changed, no doubt, from what I was when
1 came among these hills when like a roe
I bounded o'er the mountains, by the sides
Of the deep rivers, and the lonely streams,
Wherever nature led more like a man
Flying from something that he dreads, than one
Who sought the thing he loved. For nature then
;

:

;

(The coarser pleasures of

my

boyish days,

And their glad animal movements, all gone
To me was all in all I cannot paint
What then I was. The sounding cataract
Haunted me like a passion the tall rock,

by)

:

:

The mountain, and the deep and gloomy wood,
Their colors and their forms, were then to

An

me

a feeling and a love,
That had no need of a remoter charm,
appetite

;

thought supplied, nor any interest
That time is past,
eye.
And all its aching joys are now no more,

By

Unborrowed from the

And

all its

dizzy raptures.

Not

for this

nor mourn nor murmur other gifts
Have followed for such loss, I would believe,
Abundant recompense. For I have learned
To look on nature, not as in the hour
Of thoughtless youth but hearing oftentimes
The still, sad music of humanity
Nor harsh nor grating, though of ample power
To chasten and subdue. And I have felt

Faint

I,

:

;

:

;

first
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with the joy

Of elevated thoughts a sense sublime
Of something far more deeply interfused,
;

Whose

dwelling is the light of setting suns,
the round ocean and the living air,
the blue sky, and in the mind of man j
motion and a spirit that impels
All thinking things, all objects of all thought,

And
And

A

And

rolls

through

all things.

Therefore

am

I

still

A lover of the

meadows and the woods,
And mountains and of all that we behold
:

From

this green earth

;

of all the might}7 world

both what they half create,
Of eye and ear,
And what perceive well pleased to recognize
In nature and the language of the sense,
The anchor of my purest thoughts, the nurse,
The guide, the guardian of my heart, and soulOf all my moral being.
;

Nor perchance,
If I

were not thus taught, should I the more

Suffer

my

genial spirits to decay:

For thou art with me here upon the banks
Of this fair river thou my dearest friend,
My dear, dear friend and in thy voice I catch
The language of my former heart, and read
;

;

former pleasures in the shooting lights
Oh, yet a little while
eyes.
in
I
thee
what I was once,
behold
May

My

Of thy wild

My

dear, dear sister

and

!

this prayer I

make,

Knowing that Nature never did betray
The heart that loved her 't is her privilege,
:

the years of this our life, to lead
From joy to joy ; for she can so inform
The mind that is within us, so impress

Through

all

With quietness and beauty, and so feed
With lofty thoughts, that neither evil tongues,
Rash judgments, nor the sneers of selfish men,
Nor greetings where no kindness is, nor all
The dreary intercourse of daily life,
Shall e'er prevail against us, or disturb
Our cheerful faith, that all which we behold

Therefore let the moon
Is full of blessings.
Shine on thee in thy solitary walk
And let the misty mountain- winds be free
;

To blow

against thee

:

and in

after years,
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When these wild ecstasies shall be matured
when thy inind
Into a sober pleasure,
Shall be a mansion for all lovely forms,
Thy memory be as a dwelling-place
"For all

sweet sounds and harmonies,

oh, then,

If solitude, or fear, or pain, or grief,

Should be thy portion, with what healing thoughts
Of tender joy wilt thou remember me,
-And these my exhortations
Nor, perchance,
If I should be where I no more can hear
Thy voice, nor catch from thy wild eyes these gleams
wilt thou then forget
Of past existence,
That on the banks of this delightful stream
We stood together and that I, so long
!

:

A worshipper of Nature,

hither came
Unwearied in that service rather say
With warmer love
oh, with far deeper zeal
Of holier love. Nor wilt thou then forget,
That after many wanderings, many years
Of absence, these steep woods and lofty cliffs,
And this green pastoral landscape, were to me
More dear, both for themselves and for thy sake
;

!

SHE DWELT AMONG THE UNTRODDEN WAYS.
SHE dwelt among the untrodden ways
Beside the springs of Dove
A maid whom there were none to praise,
;

And

very few to love

A violet by a mossy

:

stone

Half hidden from the eye
Fair as a star, when only one
!

Is shining in the sky.

She lived unknown, and few could know

When Lucy ceased to be
But she is in her grave, and
The difference to me
;

oh,

!

THREE YEARS SHE GREW
THREE

SUN AND SHOWER.

years she grew in sun and shower
"
lovelier flower

Then Nature

On

IN

said,

A

earth was never

sown

:

j
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This child I to myself will take
shall be mine, and I will make
lady of my own.
;

She

A

"Myself will to my darling be
Both law and impulse and with me
The girl, in rock and plain,
In earth and heaven, in glade and bower,
Shall feel an overseeing power
;

To

kindle or restrain.

" She shall be
sportive as the fawn,
That wild with glee across the lawn
Or up the mountain springs
;

And
And

hers shall be the breathing balm,
hers the silence and the calm

Of mute insensate
" The

things.

floating clouds their state shall lend

To her for her the willow bend
Nor shall she fail to see
Even in the motions of the storm,
;

;

Grace that shall mould the maiden's form

By
"

The

silent

sympathy.

stars of

midnight shall be dear

To her and she shall lean her ear
In many a secret place
Where rivulets dance their wayward round
;

And

beauty born of murmuring sound
Shall pass into her face.

" And vital
feelings of delight
Shall rear her form to stately height,

Her virgin bosom swell
Such thoughts to Lucy I will give,
While she and I together live
Here in this happy dell."
:

Thus Nature spake

How

soon

She

my

died,

the work was done
Lucy's race was run

and

!

left to

me

This heath, this calm and quiet scene ;
The memory of what has been,
And never more will be.
VOL. XX.

26

;

;
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SHE WAS A PHANTOM OF DELIGHT.
SHE was a phantom

of delight
she gleamed upon my sight
lovely apparition, sent
To be a moment's ornament

When

first

;

A

;

Her

eyes as stars of twilight fair
Like twilight's, too, her dusky hair
But all things else about her drawn
Prom May-time and the cheerful dawn
;

;

:

A dancing shape,

an image gay,
To haunt, to startle, and waylay.
I

saw her upon nearer view,

A spirit,

yet a

woman

too

Her household motions

And

A

!

light

and

free,

steps of virgin liberty
countenance in which did meet
;

Sweet records, promises as sweet
not too bright or good
For human nature's daily food
For transient sorrows, simple wiles,
Praise, blame, love, kisses, tears, and smiles.
:

A creature

;

And now

I see with eye serene

The very pulse of the machine

:

A being breathing thoughtful breath,
A traveller between life and death
The reason firm, the temperate will,
Endurance, foresight, strength, and skill
A perfect woman, nobly planned,
To warn, to comfort, and command
And yet a spirit still, and bright
;

With something

of angelic light.

THE SOLITARY REAPER.
BEHOLD her, single in the field,
Yon solitary Highland lass
!

Reaping and singing by herself

;

Stop here, or gently pass
Alone she cuts and binds the grain,
And sings a melancholy strain
Oh, listen for the vale profound
Is overflowing with the sound.
!

;

!

;

She was a phantom of delight,

A

"

lovely apparition

From a Painting

by V. Curcos
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nightingale did ever chaunt

More welcome notes to weary bands
Of travellers in some shady haunt,

Among Arabian

sands

:

A voice

so thrilling ne'er was heard
In spring-time from the cuckoo-bird,

Breaking the silence of the seas

Among the

farthest Hebrides.

Will no one

tell

me what

she sings

?

Perhaps the plaintive numbers flow
For old, unhappy, far-off things,
And battles long ago
:

Or

is it

some more humble

lay,

Familiar matter of to-day ?
Some natural sorrow, loss, or pain,
That has been, and may be again ?

Whatever the theme, the maiden sang
As if her song could have no ending
I saw her singing at her work,
And o'er the sickle bending
I listened, motionless and still

;

;

;

And

as I

mounted up the

hill,

The music in my heart I bore
Long after it was heard no more.

I

WANDERED LONELY AS A CLOUD.

I

WANDERED

lonely as a cloud
on high o'er vales and hills
When all at once I saw a crowd,
host, of golden daffodils

That

A

floats

;

Beside the lake, beneath the trees,
Muttering and dancing in the breeze.

Continuous as the stars that shine
And twinkle on the Milky Way,

They stretched in never-ending line
Along the margin of a bay
Ten thousand saw I at a glance,
:

Tossing their heads in sprightly dance.

The waves beside them danced

but they
Outdid the sparkling waves in glee
;

:

:
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A poet could not but be

gay
In such a jocund company.
but little thought
I gazed
and gazed
What wealth the show to me had brought

;

For oft, when on my couch I lie
In vacant or in pensive mood,
They flash upon that inward eye

Which is the bliss of solitude
And then my heart with pleasure
And dances with the daffodils.
;

THE WORLD

fills,

TOO MUCH WITH Us.

is

THE world

is too much with us
late and soon,
and
we
waste
our powers;
Getting
spending,
lay

Little

We

we

:

see in nature that is ours

;

have given our hearts away, a sordid boon

The sea that
The winds

And

bares her

!

bosom

to the rnoon,
that will be howling at all hours,

are upgathered

now

like sleeping flowers,

For this, for everything, we are out of tune
It moves us not.
Great God I 'd rather be
A pagan suckled in a creed outworn,
So might I, standing on this pleasant lea,
Have glimpses that would make me less forlorn:
Have sight of Proteus rising from the sea,
Or hear old Triton blow his wreathed horn.
;

!

ODE TO DUTY.
STERN daughter of the Voice of God!
Duty if that name thou love
!

Who

art a light to guide, a rod

To check the erring, and reprove
Thou who art victory and law
When empty terrors overawe
From vain temptations dost set free

;

;

And

;

calm's t the weary strife of frail humanity

!

There are who ask not if thine eye
Be on them who, in love and truth,
Where no misgiving is, rely
;

Upon

the genial sense of youth

;
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Glad hearts without reproach or blot
Who do thy work, and know it not:
Oh if through confidence misplaced
They fail, thy saving arms, dread Power around them
!

!

!

cast.

Serene will be our days and bright,
And happy will our nature be,

When love is an unerring light,
And joy its own security.
And

they a blissful course

may

Even now, who, not unwisely
Live in the

spirit of this creed

Yet seek thy firm support, according
I,

sport of every

random

;

to their need.

loving freedom, and untried

No

hold

bold,

;

gust,

Yet being to myself a guide,
Too blindly have reposed my trust
And oft, when in my heart was heard

;

But thee

Thy

timely mandate, I deferred

The

task, in

I

smoother walks to stray

now would

serve more strictly,

if I

;

may.

Through no disturbance of my soul,
Or strong compunction in me wrought,
I supplicate for thy control ;
But in the quietness of thought

Me

:

freedom tires
I feel the weight of chance desires
My hopes no more must change their name,
this unchartered

;

;

I long for a repose that ever is the same.

Stern Lawgiver

!

yet thou dost wear

The Godhead's most benignant grace
Nor know we anything so fair
As is the smile upon thy face

;

:

Flowers laugh before thee on their beds,
And fragrance in thy footing treads
Thou dost preserve the stars from wrong
the most ancient heavens, through Thee, are fresh and
;

;

And

strong.
functions, awful Power
I call thee I myself commend

To humbler

!

:

Unto thy guidance from
Oh,

let

my

this hour;

weakness have an end

!
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Give unto me, made lowly wise,

The
The

And

spirit of self-sacrifice

;

confidence of reason give ;
in the light of truth thy bondman let

me

live

!

INTIMATIONS OF IMMORTALITY FROM RECOLLECTIONS OF
EARLY CHILDHOOD.
i.

a time when meadow, grove, and stream,
and every common sight,
To me did seem

THERE was
The

earth,

Apparelled in celestial light
of a dream.
not now as it hath been of yore ;
Turn wheresoe'er I may,

The glory and the freshness
It is

By

night or day,

The things which

now can

I have seen I

see no more.

IT.

The rainbow comes and

And

lovely

is

the rose

goes,

;

The moon doth with delight
Look round her when the heavens

are bare

;

Waters on a starry night
Are beautiful and fair
;

The sunshine is a glorious birth
But yet I know, where'er I go,
That there hath past away a glory from the
;

earth.

in.

Now, while the

birds thus sing a joyous song,
while the young lambs bound
As to the tabor's sound,
To me alone there came a thought of grief
timely utterance gave that thought relief,

And

:

A

And
The

I again am strong
blow their trumpets
:

from the steep
mine the season wrong
I hear the echoes through the mountains throng,
The winds come to me from the fields of sleep,
cataracts

No more

shall grief of

And

;

the earth is gay
sea
Give themselves up to jollity,
all

Land and

;

;
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with the heart of

May

Doth every beast keep holiday
Thou child of joy,
Shout round me,
herd-boy

let

me

H205

;

hear thy shouts, thou happy shep-

!

IV.

Ye

blessed creatures. I have heard the call
Ye to each other make ; I see

The heavens laugh with you

in

your jubilee ;
your festival,
head hath its coronal,
The fulness of your bliss, I feel
I feel it all.
evil day
if I were sullen

My
My

heart

is

at

!

While earth

herself is adorning,

This sweet

And

May

morning,

the children are culling

On

every side,

In a thousand valleys far and wide,
Fresh flowers while the sun shines warm,
And the babe leaps up on his mother's arm
1 hear, I hear, with joy I hear
But there s a tree,
of many, one,
A single field which I have looked upon
;

;

!

?

:

Both of them speak of something that is gone
The pansy at my feet
Doth the same tale repeat
Whether is fled the visionary gleam ?
Where is it now, the glory and the dream ?
:

v.

Our birth is but a sleep and a forgetting
The soul that rises with us, our life's star,
Hath had elsewhere its setting,
:

And cometh from
Not

And
But

afar

:

in entire forgetfulness,
not in utter nakedness,

trailing clouds of glory do

From God, who

we come

our home
Heaven lies about us in our infancy
Shades of the prison-house begin to close
Upon the growing boy,
But he beholds the light, and whence it flows.
is

:

!

He

sees

it

in his joy

;

;
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The youth, who daily farther from the east
Must travel, still is Nature's priest,
And by the vision splendid
Is on his way attended
At length the man perceives it die away,
;

And

common

fade into the light of

day.

VI.

Earth

her lap with pleasures of her

fills

own ;

Yearnings she hath in her own natural kind,
And even with something of a mother's mind,
And no unworthy aim,
The homely nurse doth all she can
To make her foster-child, her inmate man,
Forget the glories he hath known,
And that imperial palace whence he came.
VII.

Behold the child among his new-born

A

six-years' darling of a

blisses,

pygmy size
his own hand he
!

lies,
See, where 'mid work of
Fretted by sallies of his mother's kisses,
With light upon him from his father's eyes
See, at his feet, some little plan or chart,
!

Some fragment from

his

dream of human

life,

Shaped by himself with newly-learned art
wedding or a festival,
mourning or a funeral

A
A

;

And this hath now his
And unto this he frames
Then

To

;

he

heart,
his song

his tongue
of
business, love, or strife
dialogues
But it will not be long

Ere

will

this be

:

fit

thrown

;

aside,

And

with new joy and pride
The little actor cons another part
Filling from time to time his "humorous stage"
;

the persons, down to palsied age,
brings with her in her equipage
As if his whole vocation
Were endless imitation.

With

all

That

life

;

VIII.

Thou, whose exterior semblance doth belie
Thy soul's immensity
;
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Thou best philosopher, who yet dost keep
Thy heritage, thou eye among the blind,
That, deaf and silent, read'st the eternal deep,
Haunted forever by the eternal mind,
Mighty prophet seer blest
!

!

On whom those truths do rest,
Which we are toiling all our lives to find,
lost, the darkness of the grave
Thou, over whom thy immortality
Broods like the day, a master o'er a slave,
A presence which is not to be put by
Thou little child, yet glorious in the might
Of heaven-born freedom on thy being's height,
Why with such earnest pains dost thou provoke

In darkness

;

;

The years to bring the inevitable yoke,
Thus blindly with thy blessedness at strife

?

Pull soon, thy soul shall have her earthly freight,
And custom lie upon thee with a weight
Heavy as frost, and deep almost as life
!

IX.

joy

!

that in our embers

Is something that doth live,

That nature yet remembers

What was

so fugitive
of our past years in
!

me doth breed
not indeed
For that which is most worthy to be blest,
Delight and liberty, the simple creed

The thought

Perpetual benediction

:

Of childhood, whether busy or

at rest,

With new-fledged hope still fluttering
Not for these I raise
The song of thanks and praise

in his breast

:

But for those obstinate questionings
Of sense and outward things,
Fallings from us, vanishings
Blank misgivings of a creature
Moving about in worlds not realized,
High instincts before which our mortal nature
Did tremble like a guilty thing surprised
But for those first affections,
Those shadowy recollections,
Which, be they what they may,
Are yet the fountain light of all our day,
Are yet a master light of all our seeing.
;

:

;
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Uphold us, cherish, and have power to make
Our noisy years seem moments in the being
Of the eternal silence truths that wake,
:

To

perish never
neither listlessness, nor

Which

;

mad

endeavor,

Nor man nor boy,
Nor
Can

all

that

is at

enmity with

joy,

utterly abolish or destroy!
Hence in a season of calm weather

Though inland

far

we

be,

Our souls have sight of that immortal sea
Which brought us hither,

Can

in a

moment

travel thither,

upon the shore,
hear the mighty waters rolling evermore.

And
And

see the children sport

x.

Then

ye birds, sing, sing a joyous song
let the young lambs bound
As to the tabor's sound

sing,

!

And

!

We

in thought will join your throng,
Ye that pipe and ye that play,
Ye that through your hearts to-day

Feel the gladness of the May
What though the radiance which was once
Be now for ever taken from my sight,
!

so bright

Though nothing can bring back the hour
Of splendor in the grass, of glory in the flower

We will

;

grieve not, rather find

Strength in what remains behind ;
In the primal sympathy
Which having been must ever be
In the soothing thoughts that spring
;

Out of human suffering
In the faith that looks through death,
In years that bring the philosophic mind.
;

XI.

And

oh, ye fountains, meadows, hills, and groves,
Forebode not any severing of our loves
!

Yet

my heart of hearts I feel your might
I only have relinquished one delight
To live beneath your more habitual sway.
I love the brooks which down their channels
in

;

fret,
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11209

Even more than when I tripped lightly as they
The innocent brightness of a new-born day

;

Is lovely yet
clouds that gather round the setting sun
take a sober coloring from an eye
;

The

Do

That hath kept watch o'er man's mortality
Another race hath been, and other palms are won.
Thanks to the human heart by which we live,
Thanks to its tenderness, its joys, and fears,
To me the meanest flower that blows can give
:

Thoughts that do often

lie

too deep for tears.

To THE SMALL CELANDINE.
PANSIES, lilies, kingcups, daisies,
Let them live upon their praises
Long as there 's a sun that sets,
Primroses will have their glory
j

Long as there are violets,
They will have a place in
There
?

T is

story

;

:

a flower that shall be mine,
the little Celandine.
's

Eyes of some men travel far
For the finding of a star;
Up and down the heavens they

go,

Men

that keep a mighty rout !
I 'm as great as they, I trow,
Since the day I found thee out,

Flower I '11 make a
Like a sage astronomer.
Little

!

stir,

Modest, yet withal an Elf
Bold, and lavish of thyself
Since we needs must first have met,
I have seen thee, high and low,
Thirty years or more, and yet
'T was a face I did not know;
;

Thou hast now, go where I may,
Fifty greetings in a day.
Ere a leaf is on a bush,
In the time before the thrush

Has a thought about her nest,
Thou wilt come with half a call,
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Spreading out thy glossy breast
Like a careless Prodigal
Telling tales about the sun,
;

When we

7

ve

little

warmth, or none.

Poets, vain men in their mood
Travel with the multitude
I aver
Never heed them,
That they all are wanton wooers
But the thrifty cottager,
Who stirs little out of doors,
Joys to spy thee near her home
Spring is coming, thou art come
!

:

;

:

!

Comfort have thou of thy merit,
Kindly, unassuming Spirit
Careless of thy neighborhood,
Thou dost show thy pleasant face
On the moor, and in the wood,
there 's jiot a place,
In the lane
!

;

Howsoever mean it be,
But 't is good enough for

thee.

the yellow flowers,
Children of the flaring hours
Ill befall

!

Buttercups, that will be seen,

Whether we

no

will see or

;

Others, too, of lofty mien
They have done as worldlings do,
Taken praise that should be thine,
:

Little,

humble Celandine

!

Prophet of delight and mirth,
Ill-requited upon earth
Herald of a mighty band,
Of a joyous train ensuing
;

;

Serving at

my

heart's

command,

Tasks that are no tasks renewing,
I will sing, as doth behove,
Hymns in praise of what I love

WE

ABE SEVEN.

A SIMPLE Child,
That lightly draws its breath,
And feels its life in every limb,
What should it know of death ?

!
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met a little cottage Girl
She was eight years old, she said
Her hair was thick with many a curl
That clustered round her head.
I

:

;

She had a rustic, woodland air,
she was wildly clad
Her eyes were fair, and very fair

And

:

Her beauty made me
" Sisters

;

glad.

and brothers, little Maid,
"
you be ?
Seven in all," she said,

How many may
"How many ?
And wondering

looked at me.

" And where are
they ? I pray you
She answered, " Seven are we
And two of us at Conway dwell,
And two are gone to sea.

tell."

;

"

Two

My

of us in the church-yard
and my brother

sister

lie,

;

And, in the church-yard cottage, I
Dwell near them with my mother."
" You
say that two at Conway
And two are gone to sea,

Yet ye are seven
Sweet Maid, how

!

dwell,

I pray you
may be."

tell,

this

the little Maid reply,
" Seven
boys and girls are we
Two of us in the church-yard lie,
Beneath the church-yard tree."

Then did

;

" You run
about,

my

Your limbs they

are alive

If

little

Maid,
;

two are in the church-yard

Then ye
" Their

laid,

are only five."

graves are green, they

The little Maid replied,
" Twelve
steps or more from
And they are side by side.
"

My stockings there I often
My kerchief there I hem

may be

my

And there upon the ground
And sing a song to them.

I

mother's door,

knit,

;

sit,

seen,"
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11212

"

And

When

often after sunset, Sir,
it is

I take

my
And eat my
"

The

and

light

fair,

little

first

porringer,
supper there.

that died was sister Jane

In bed she moaning

God

And

released her of her pain
then she went away.

"So

in the church-yard she

Till

;

lay,

was

;

laid;

And, when

the grass was dry,
Together round her grave we played,
My brother John and I.

" And when the
ground was
And I could run and slide,

My

white with snow,

brother John was forced to go,
he lies by her side."

And

"How many are you, then," said I,
"
" If
they two are in heaven ?
Quick was the little Maid's reply,
" O Master we are seven."
!

" But
they are dead those two are dead
Their spirits are in heaven "
;

!

!

7

T was

The

And

throwing words away for still
Maid would have her will,
"
"
said,
Nay, we are seven
;

little

!

THE PET LAMB.
THE dew was falling fast, the stars began to blink ;
I heard a voice ; it said, "Drink, pretty creature, drink
And, looking o'er the hedge, before me I espied
mountain-lamb with a Maiden at its

A snow-white

"
!

side.

Nor sheep nor kine were near the lamb was all alone,
And by a slender cord was tethered to a stone
With one knee on the grass did the little Maiden kneel,
;

;

While

to that

mountain-lamb she gave

its

evening meal.

The lamb, while from her hand he thus his supper took,
Seemed to feast with head and ears and his tail with pleasure shook.
"

;

Drink, pretty creature, drink," she said in such a tone
That I almost received her heart into my own.
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Barbara Lewthwaite, a child of beauty rare

!

them with delight, they were a lovely pair.
with her empty can the Maiden turned away

I watched

Now
But

'

:

ere ten yards

were gone her footsteps did she

stay.

Eight towards the lamb she looked and from a shady place
I unobserved could see the workings of her face
If Nature to her tongue could measured numbers bring,
Thus, thought I, to her lamb that little Maid might sing
;

:

:

"

What ails thee, young One ?
Is it not well with thee ? well
Thy

plot of grass

Eest, little

is soft,

young One,

what

Why

?

pull so at thy cord?

both for bed and board
and green as grass can be

?

;

rest

what

;

7

is t

that aileth thee ?

"

What is it thou wouldst seek ? What is wanting to thy heart
Thy limbs are they not strong ? And beautiful thou art

?

:

This grass is tender grass j these flowers they have no peers
that green corn all day is rustling in thy ears

And

;

!

" If the sun be
shining hot, do but stretch thy woollen chain,

This beech is standing by, its covert thou canst gain
For rain and mountain-storms the like thou need'st not fear,
The rain and storm are things that scarcely can come here.
;

!

"

Eest,

little

young One,

rest

;

thou hast forgot the day

When my father found thee first in places far away
Many flocks were on the hills, but thou wert owned by
And thy mother from thy side for evermore was gone.
;

"

A

A

none,

He

took thee in his arms, and in pity brought thee home :
blessed day for thee then whither wouldst thou roam ?
faithful nurse thou hast the dam that did thee yean

Upon

!

;

the mountain-tops no kinder could have been.

" Thou know'st that twice a
day I have brought thee in this can
Fresh water from the brook, as clear as ever ran
And twice in the day, when the ground is wet with dew,
I bring thee draughts of milk, warm milk it is and new.
;

"

Thy limbs will shortly be twice as stout as they are now,
Then I '11 yoke thee to my cart like a pony in the plough;
My playmate thou shalt be; and when the wind is cold
Our hearth shall be thy bed, our house shall be thy fold.
" It will
Poor creature, can it be
not, will not rest
't is thy mother's heart which is
working so in thee ?
Things that I know not of belike to thee are dear,
!

That

And dreams

of things which thou canst neither see nor hear.
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"

Alas, the mountain-tops that look so green and fair
of fearful winds and darkness that come there ;
!

I

Ve heard

The

little

When

brooks that seem

all

pastime and

all play,

they are angry, roar like lions for their prey.

"

Here thou need'st not dread the raven in the sky
our cottage is hard
Night and day thou art safe,

Why bleat
Sleep

by.
pull so at thy chain ?
"
at break of day I will come to thee again !

so after

and

;

me ?

Why

As homeward through

the lane I went with lazy feet,
This song to myself did I oftentimes repeat ;
And it seemed, as I retraced the ballad line by line,
That but half of it was hers, and one-half of it was mine.

Again, and once again, did I repeat the song ;
"
"
Nay," said I, more than half to the damsel must belong,
For she looked with such a look and she spake with such a tone,
That I almost received her heart into my own."
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HENRY WOTTON.

WOTTON, SIR HENRY, an English diplomat, poet, and miscellaneous writer born at Bocton or Boughton, Malherbe, Kent, in
1568 died at Eton, in December, 1639. He was educated at Winchester and Oxford, and afterward spent several years on the Continent.
Upon his return he attached himself to the Earl of Essex,
the favorite of Queen Elizabeth. Upon the accession, in 1603, of
;

;

Wotton was made Ambassador to Venice, where he wrote
The State of Christendom/' which, however, was not
printed during his lifetime. About 1618 he took holy orders, in
order to render himself eligible for the position of Provost of Eton
ID 1624 lie put forth a
College, which he filled until his death.
" The Elements of Architecture." He
creditable
work
on
very
James

I.,

a tractate on "

was also a friend of Izaak Walton, with whom he sometimes went
" Life " and edited the
" Rea-fishing, and who wrote his
scanty
Wottonianse "

liquiae

(1651).

TO HIS

MlSTKESS,

ELIZABETH, QUEEN OF BOHEMIA.

You meaner

beauties of the night,

That poorly satisfy our eyes
More by your number than your

light

;

You common people of the skies,
What are you when the moon shall rise
You

curious chanters of the wood,

That warble forth Dame Nature's
Thinking your passions understood

By

lays,

What 's your praise
your weak accents
Philomel her voice shall raise?
!

When

You violets that first appear,
By your pure purple mantles known,
Like the proud virgins of the year,
As if the spring were all your own
What are you when the rose is blown
!

VOL. xx.

27

?

?
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So,

HENRY WOTTON.

when my

Mistress shall be seen

In form and beauty of her mind
By virtue first, then choice, a Queen
Tell me, if she were not designed
Th eclipse and glory of her kind?

I

J

CHARACTER OF A HAPPY

LIFE.

How happy

is he born and taught
That serveth not another's will
Whose armor is his honest thought,
And simple truth his utmost skill
;

!

Whose passions not his masters are,
Whose soul is still prepared for death,
Untied unto the world by care
Of public fame or private breath

;

Who

envies none that chance doth raise,
vice hath ever understood
How deepest wounds are given by praise;
Nor rules of State, but rules of good

Nor

;

:

Who

hath his

life

from rumors

freed,

Whose conscience is his strong retreat
Whose state can neither flatterers feed,
Nor ruin make oppressors great
;

Who God
More

doth late and early pray
of his grace than gifts to lend

And

entertains, the harmless day,
With a religious book or friend

;

man is freed from servile bands
Of hope to rise, or fear to fall
Lord of himself, though not of lands

This

;

And

having nothing, yet hath

all.

;

;

;
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THOMAS WYATT.

WYATT, SIR THOMAS, an English poet and diplomatist born in
Kent in 1503; died at Sherborne, Dorsetshire, October 11, 1542. He
was knighted in 1536, was High Sheriff of Kent in 1537, and Am;

bassador to the Court of Charles V. in 1537 and 1539-40. Hip poems,
stilted to modern ears and not abounding in the poetical element,
have some very happy refrains, and here and there some remarkable
lines.

SONG:

THE LOVER'S LUTE CANNOT BE BLAMED THOUGH
SING OF His LADY'S UNKINDNESS.

IT

BLAME

not my Lute for he must sound
Of this or that as liketh me
For lack of wit the Lute is bound
!

;

To give such tunes as pleaseth me
Though my songs be somewhat strange,
;

And

speak such words as touch thy change,
Blame not my Lute
!

My

Lute, alas

!

doth not offend,

Though that perforce he must agree
To sound such tunes as I intend
To sing to them that heareth me
Then though my songs be somewhat plain,
;

And

toucheth some that use to feign,
Blame not my Lute
!

and strings may not deny,
But as I strike they must obey
Break not them then so wrongfully,
But wreak thyself some other way
And though the songs which I indite

My Lute

:

Do

;

quit thy change with rightful spite,
Blame not my Lute !

SIR
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Spite asketh spite, and changing change,
And falsed faith must needs be known

;

The faults so great, the case so strange,
Of right it must abroad be blown
Then since that by thine own desert
:

My

songs do

tell

how

Blame not

true thou art,

my

Lute

!

Blame but thyself that hast misdone,

And well deserved to have blame,
Change thou thy way, so evil begone,
And then my Lute shall sound that same
But if till then my fingers play,
By thy desert, their wonted way,
Blame not my Lute!
Farewell

!

Unknown

;

for

;

though thou break

strings in spite with great disdain,
Yet have I found out for thy sake,
Strings for to string my Lute again;

My

And if perchance this sely rhyme
Do make thee blush at any time,
Blame not

How

my

Lute

!

THE LOVER PEKISHETH IN His DELIGHT AS THE FLY
IN THE FlKE.
there be who have so perfect sight,
Against the sun their eyes for to defend
And some, because the light doth them offend,
Never appear but in the dark or night
Others rejoice to see the fire so bright,

SOME fowels

;

;

And ween
But
Alas

!

to play in

it,

as they pretend,

find contrary of it, that they intend.
of that sort may I be by right ;

For to withstand her look I am not able
Yet can I not hide me in no dark place
So follow eth me remembrance of that face,
That with my teary eyen, swoln and unstable,
My destiny to behold her doth me lead
And yet I know I run into the glead.
:

;

;

SIR
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RENOUNCING OF LOVE.

FAREWELL, Love, and

Thy

all thy laws for ever ;
baited hooks shall tangle ine no more

:

Senec, and Plato, call me from thy lore,
To perfect wealth, my wit for to endeavor.

In blind error when I did persever,

Thy sharp repulse, that pricketh aye so
Taught me in trifles that I set no store

sore,
;

But 'scape forth thence, since liberty is lever.
Therefore, farewell go trouble younger hearts,
And in me claim no more authority ;
:

With

And

idle youth go use thy property,
thereon spend thy many brittle darts

:

For, hitherto though I have lost my time,
Me list no longer rotten boughs to climb.

THE LOVER PRAYETH NOT TO BE DISDAINED, REFUSED,
MISTRUSTED, NOR FORSAKEN.
DISDAIN me not without

desert,
so suddenly ;
that in my heart

Nor leave me not

Since well ye wot
I mean ye not hut honestly.

Refuse me not without cause why,
For think me not to be unjust
;

Since that by lot of fantasy,
This careful knot needs knit I must.

me not, though some there be
That fain would spot my steadfastness

Mistrust

Believe them, not, since that ye see,
The proof is not as they express.

Forsake

me

not,

Nor hate me
Destroy

But

me

till

I deserve

not, till that I

since ye

;

not, till I offend

;

swerve

know what I

:

intend.

Disdain me not, that am your own
Refuse me not, that am so true
Mistrust me not, till all be known
Forsake me not now for no new.

;

;

;

;
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JOHANN RUDOLF WYSS.
WYSS, JOHANN RUDOLF, a Swiss poet, editor, and juvenile
born in Berne, Switzerland, March 13, 1781 died there,
March 31, 1830. He became Professor of Philosophy in the UniHe edited
versity of Berne and Chief Librarian of his native town.
"Der Alpenrosen " from 1811 for afyout twenty years, and for this
writer

;

;

periodical he wrote

many poems,

chiefly relating to Swiss history

and legend. He was the author of the national song of Switzerland,
" Rufst
du, mein Vaterland," but his title to a place in the hearts
of the boys and girls of every nation must rest upon a bo6k whose
fame has been second only to that of De Foe's " Robinson Crusoe,"
"The Swiss Family Robinson" (1813). This book was begun by
his father, but was left in a very crude and unsatisfactory state, and
to the subject of this sketch the credit of its authorship really be"The Swiss Family Robinson" has been translated into
longs.

every European language, and has gone through hundreds of editions.
In 1815 Wyss published " Idyls, Traditions, Legends, and Tales of
Switzerland."

THE SHIPWRECK.
(From

"

The Swiss Family Robinson.")

THE tempest had raged

for six days,

and on the seventh

The ship had been so far driven from its
no
that
one
on
board knew where we were.
course,
Every one
was exhausted with fatigue and watching. The shattered
seemed

to increase.

vessel began to leak in many places, the oaths of the sailors
were changed to prayers, and each thought only how to save

own life. "Children," said I, to my terrified boys, who
were clinging round me, " God can save us if he will. To him
nothing is impossible but if he thinks it good to call us to
him, let us not murmur: we shall not be separated." My
excellent wife dried her tears, and from that moment became

his

;

more

tranquil.

We

knelt

down

to pray for the help of our
of my innocent

Heavenly Father; and the fervor and emotion

JOHANN RUDOLF WYSS.
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boys proved to me that even children can pray, and find in
prayer consolation and peace.
We rose from our knees strengthened to bear the afflictions
that hung over us.
Suddenly we heard amid the roaring of
the waves the cry of "Land! land!" At that moment the
We
ship struck on a rock the concussion threw us down.
heard a loud cracking, as if the vessel was parting asunder;
we felt that we were aground, and heard the captain cry, in a
Launch the boats " These
tone of despair, " We are lost
words were a dagger to my heart, and the lamentations of my
I then recollected myself,
children were louder than ever.
and said, "Courage, my darlings, we are still above water,
and the land is near. God helps those who trust in him.
Remain here, and I will endeavor to save us."
I went on deck, and was instantly thrown down, and wet
I struggled boldly
through by a huge sea a second followed.
with the waves, and succeeded in keeping myself up, when I
The shatsaw, with terror, the extent of our wretchedness.
tered vessel was almost in two the crew had crowded into the
I cried out,
boats, and the last sailor was cutting the rope.
and prayed them to take us with them; but my voice was
drowned in the roar of the tempest, nor could they have
returned for us through waves that ran mountains high.
All
hope from their assistance was lost; but I was consoled by
observing that the water did not enter the ship above a certain
The stern, under which lay the cabin which contained
height.
all that was dear to me on earth, was immovably fixed between
two rocks. At the same time I observed, towards the south,
traces of land, which, though wild and barren, was now the
haven of my almost expiring hopes no longer being able to
I returned to my family, and
depend on any human aid.
"Take courage," cried I, "there
endeavored to appear calm.
is yet hope for us; the vessel, in striking between the rocks,
is fixed in a position which protects our cabin above the water,
and if the wind should settle to-morrow, we may possibly
reach the land."
This assurance calmed my children, and as usual, they
;

!

!

;

;

;

depended on all I told them ; they rejoiced that the heaving of
the vessel had ceased, as, while it lasted, they were continually
thrown against each other. My wife, more accustomed to read
my countenance, discovered my uneasiness, and by a sign, I
explained to her that I had lost

all

hope.

I felt great consola-

JOHANN RUDOLF WYSS.
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tion in seeing that she supported our misfortune with truly

Christian resignation.
"Let us take some food," said she; "with the body, the
mind is strengthened; this must be a night of trial."
Night came, and the tempest continued its fury, tearing
away the planks from the devoted vessel with a fearful crashIt appeared absolutely impossible that the boats could
ing.

have outlived the storm.
My wife had prepared some refreshment, of which the
children partook with an appetite that we could not feel.
The three younger ones retired to their beds, and soon slept
"I have been
soundly.
Fritz, the eldest, watched with me.
If we
considering," said he, "how we could save ourselves.
and
mamma
for
or
had
cork
some
bladders,
my
only
jackets,
we could then swim to
brothers
you and I don't need them

land."
"

A

"

"I
will try during the night to
said I ;
found
expedient to secure our safety."

good thought,

contrive some
some small empty barrels in the

We

which we tied two
together with our handkerchiefs, leaving a space between for
each child, and fastened this new swimming apparatus under
their arms.
My wife prepared the same for herself. We then
collected some knives, string, tinder-box, and such little
cabin,

we could put in our pockets thus, in case the
vessel should fall to pieces during the night, we hoped we
might be enabled to reach land.
necessaries as

At length

;

overcome with fatigue, lay down and slept
My wife and I, too anxious to rest, spent
that dreadful night in prayer, and in arranging various plans.
How gladly we welcomed the light of day, shining through an
The wind was subsiding, the sky serene, and I
opening.
watched the sun rise with renewed hope. I called my wife and
children on deck.
The younger ones were surprised to find
we were alone. They inquired what had become of the sailors,
and how we should manage the ship alone.
"Children," said I, "One more powerful than man has
protected us till now, and will extend a saving arm to us, if
we do not give way to complaint and despair. Let all hands
Fritz,

with his brothers.

set

work.
Remember that excellent maxim, God helps
who help themselves. Let us all consider what is best

to

those
to do
"

now."
Let us leap into the sea, " cried Fritz, " and swim to the

shore."

JOHANN RUDOLF WYSS.
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we should be

for you,
all
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"

replied Ernest,

drowned.

Would

it

who can swim but
not be better to con;

and go all together ? "
That might do, " added I, " if we were strong enough for
such a work, and if a raft was not always so dangerous a conBut away, boys, look about you, and seek for anyveyance.
struct a raft,
"
'

thing that

We

may

be useful to us.

"

For my
dispersed to different parts of the vessel.
went to the provision-room, to look after the casks
of water and other necessaries of life
my wife visited the live
stock and fed them, for they were almost famished; Fritz

own

all

part, I

;

sought for arms and ammunition, Ernest for the carpenter's
Jack had opened the captain's cabin, and was immethrown
down by two large dogs, who leaped upon him
diately
so roughly that he cried out as if they were going to devour
him. However, hunger had rendered them so docile that they
licked his hands, and he soon recovered his feet, seized the
largest by the ears, and mounting his back, gravely rode up
I could not help laughto me as I was coming from the hold.
recommended
him always to
I
his
but
courage,
ing
applauded
be prudent with animals of that kind, who are often dangerous
when hungry.
My little troop began to assemble. Fritz had found two

tools.

;

some bags of powder and shot, and some balls
Ernest was loaded with an axe and hammer, a
a
large pair of scissors, and an auger showed
pincers,

fowling-pieces,
in horn flasks.

pair of
itself half out of his pocket.
Francis had a large box under his arm, from which he
His
eagerly produced what he called little pointed hooks.

brothers laughed at his prize.
"Silence," said I; "the
valuable
addition to our stores.
most
the
made
has
youngest
These are fish-hooks, and may be more useful for the preservation of our lives than anything the ship contains.
However,
Fritz and Ernest have not done amiss."
"For my part," said my wife, "I only contribute good

news I have found a cow, an ass, two goats, six sheep, and a
sow with young. I have fed them, and hope we may preserve
them."
"Very well," said I to my little workmen; "I am satisfied
;

but master Jack, who, instead of anything useful, has
contributed two great eaters, who will do us more harm than

with

all

good."
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"They can help us

to

hunt when we get to land," said

Jack.

"Yes," replied
getting there

?

" It does not

fellow; "put
I

remember

pond

at S

"but can you devise any means

I,

"

seem

at all difficult,
us each into a great tub,

sailing

capitally

that

"

of our

said the spirited little
let us float to shore.

and

way on godpapa's great

."

"A

very good idea, Jack; good counsel may sometimes be
Be quick, boys, give me the saw and
with
some
I
nails; we will see what we can do."
auger,
remembered seeing some empty casks in the hold. We went
This gave us less difficulty in
down, and found them floating.
lower
the
them
deck, which was but just above
upon
getting
of
were
the water.
strong wood, bound with iron hoops,
They
given, even by a child.

and exactly suited my purpose my sons and I therefore began
saw them through the middle. After long labor, we had
We refreshed ourselves with
eight tubs, all the same height.
wine and biscuit, which we had found in some of the casks.
;

to

contemplated with delight my little squadron of boats,
ranged in a line, and was surprised that my wife still conShe looked mournfully on them. "I can
tinued depressed.
never venture in one of these tubs," said she.
I then

"Wait

a

little, till

will see it is
"

you

more

my work
to be

is finished,"

replied

I,

"and

depended on than this broken

vessel.

sought out a long flexible plank, and arranged eight tubs
close to each other, leaving a piece at each end to form
a curve upwards, like the keel of a vessel.
We then nailed
them firmly to the plank, and to each other. We nailed a
plank at each side, of the same length as the first, and succeeded in producing a sort of boat, divided into eight compartments, in which it did not appear difficult to make a
short voyage over a calm sea.
But, unluckily, our wonderful vessel proved so heavy, that
our united efforts could not move it an inch.
I sent Fritz to
bring me the jack-screw, and in the meantime sawed a thick
round pole into pieces then raising the forepart of our work
by means of the powerful machine, Fritz placed one of these
rollers under it.
Ernest was very anxious to know how this small machine
I explained
could accomplish more than our united strength.
I

on

it,

;
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power of the lever of Archimedes, with which he declared he could move the world, if he
had but a point to rest it on, and I promised my son to take
the machine to pieces when we were on shore, and explain the
mode of operation. I then told them that God, to compensate
for the weakness of man, had bestowed on him reason, invento him, as well as I could, the

and

skill in workmanship.
The result of these had
a
under
the name of Mechanics,
produced
science, which,
and
extend
our
to
increase
us
limited
taught
powers incredibly
by the aid of instruments.
Jack remarked that the jack-screw worked very slowly.
"Better slowly than not at all," said I.
"It is a principle
tion,

what is gained in time is lost in power.
not meant to work rapidly, but to raise heavy
weights and the heavier the weight, the slower the operation.
But can you tell me how we can make up for this slowness ? "
"
"
Oh, by turning the handle quicker, to be sure
"
Patience and
Quite wrong that would not aid us at all.
Reason are the two fairies, by whose potent help I hope to get
our boat afloat. "
I quickly proceeded to tie a strong cord to the after part of
and
the other end to a beam in the ship, which was still
it,
firm, leaving it long enough for security; then introducing
two more rollers underneath, and working with the jack, we
succeeded in launching our bark, which passed into the water
with such velocity, that but for our rope it would have gone out
to sea.
Unfortunately, it leaned so much on one side that
none of the boys would venture into it. I was in despair,
in mechanics, that

The jack

is

;

!

;

when

suddenly remembered it only wanted ballast to keep it
I hastily threw in anything I got hold of that
was heavy, and soon had my boat level, and readjr for occupation.
They now contended who should enter first, but I
I

in equilibrium.

stopped them, reflecting that these restless children might
I remembered that savage nations
easily capsize our vessel.
made use of an out-rigger, to prevent their canoe oversetting,
and this 1 determined to add to my work. I fixed two portions
of a topsail yard, one over the prow, the other across the
stern, in such a manner that they should not be in the way in
pushing off our boat from the wreck. I forced the end of each

yard into the bunghole of an empty bran'dy cask, to keep them
steady during our progress.
It was now necessary to clear the way for our departure.
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and managed to get the boat into the
by way of a haven I then returned,
and with the axe and saw, cut away right and left all that could
Then we secured some oars, to be ready
obstruct our passage.
I got into the first tub,
cleft in the ship's side,

for our

;

voyage next day.

toil, and we were compelled to
on
the
another
wreck, though we knew it might
night
spend
We took a regular meal, for during
not remain till morning.
the day we had scarcely time to snatch a morsel of bread and
More composed than on the preceding night,
a glass of wine.
we retired to rest. I took the precaution to fasten the swimming apparatus across the shoulders of my three younger children and my wife, for fear another storm might destroy the
I also advised my wife to
vessel, and cast us into the sea.
convenient
for her expected
as
more
a
sailor's dress,
put on

The day had passed in

She reluctantly consented, and after a short
absence, appeared in the dress of a youth who had served as a
She felt very timid and awkward in
volunteer in the vessel.
her new dress, but I showed her the advantage of the change,
and at last she was reconciled, and joined in the laughter of
She then got into her
the children at her strange disguise.
hammock, and we enjoyed a pleasant sleep, to prepare us for
toils

and

trials.

new labors.
At break

of

day we were awake and ready, and after morn-

"
We are now, my
ing prayer, I addressed my children thus
dear boys, with the help of God, about to attempt our deliverance.
Before we go, provide our poor animals with food for
some days we cannot take them with us, but if our voyage sucAre you ready ? Collect what
ceed, we may return for them.
but
to
wish
you
carry away,
only things absolutely necessary
"
I planned that our first cargo should
for our actual wants.
consist of a barrel of powder, three fowling-pieces, three mus:

;

two pair of pocket pistols, and one pair larger, ball, shot,
and lead, as much as we could carry, with a bullet-mould and
I wished each of my sons, as well as their mother, should have
a complete game-bag, of which there were several in the
officers' cabins.
We then set apart a box of portable soup,
another of biscuit, an iron pot, a fishing-rod, a chest of nails,
and one of carpenter's tools, also some sail-cloth to make a
tent.
In fact my boys collected so many things, we were
compelled to leave some behind, though I exchanged all the

kets,

;

useless ballast for necessaries.
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When all was ready, we implored the blessing of God on
our undertaking, and prepared to embark in our tubs.
At this
moment the cocks crowed a sort of reproachful farewell to us
we had forgotten them; I immediately proposed to take our
poultry with us, geese, ducks, fowls, and pigeons, for, as I
observed to my wife, if we could not feed them, they would, at
any rate, feed us. We placed our ten hens and two cocks in a
covered tub the rest we set at liberty, hoping the geese and
ducks might reach the shore by water, and the pigeons by
:

;

flight.

We

waited a little for my wife, who came loaded with a
large bag, which she threw into the tub that contained her
youngest son. I concluded it was intended to steady him, or
for a seat, and made no observation on it.
Here follows the
order of our embarkation: In the first division sat the tender
In the second, our amimother, the faithful and pious wife.
able little Francis, six years old, and of a sweet disposition.
In the third, Fritz, our eldest, fourteen or fifteen years
old, a curly-headed, clever, intelligent, and lively youth.
In the fourth, the powder-cask, with the fowls and the sailcloth.

Our provisions

filled the fifth.

In the sixth, our heedless Jack, ten years
bold,

and

old, enterprising,

useful.

In the seventh, Ernest, twelve years of age, well-informed
In the
rational, but somewhat selfish and indolent.

and

eighth, myself, an anxious father, charged with the important
Each of
duty of guiding the vessel to save my dear family.

us had some useful tools beside us each held an oar, and had
a swimming apparatus at hand, in case we were unfortunately
The tide was rising when we left, which I considered
upset.
assist
might
my weak endeavors. We turned our out-riggers
and
thus passed from the cleft of the ship into the
lengthwise,
We
rowed
sea.
with all our might to reach the blue
open
land we saw at a distance, but for some time in vain, as the
boat kept turning round, and made no progress.
At last I
contrived to steer it, so that we went straight forward.
As soon as our dogs saw us depart, they leaped into the sea
and followed us; I could not let them get into the boat, for
1 was very sorry, for I hardly
fear they should upset it.
would
be
able to swim to land; but by
expected that they
their
occasionally resting
forepaws on our out-riggers, they
;
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Turk was an English dog, and
to keep up with us.
Flora of a Danish breed.
We proceeded slowly, but safely. The nearer we approached

managed

The
the land, the more dreary and unpromising it appeared.
rocky coast seemed to annouAce to us nothing but famine and

The waves, gently rippling against the shore, were
misery.
scattered over with barrels, bales, and chests from the wreck.
Hoping to secure some good provisions, 1 called on Fritz for
assistance; he held a cord, hammer, and nails, and we managed to seize two hogsheads in passing, and fastening them
with cords to our vessel, drew them after us to the shore.
As we approached, the coast seemed to improve. The chain
of rocks was not entire, and Fritz's hawk-eye made out some
Ernest was
trees, which he declared were the cocoa-nut tree
;

delighted at the prospect of eating these nuts, so much larger
and better than any grown in Europe. I was regretting not
having brought the large telescope from the captain's cabin,
when Jack produced from his pocket a smaller one, which he

me with no little pride.
This was a valuable acquisition, as

offered

I

was now enabled to

The
the requisite observations, and direct my course.
it looked
coast before us had a wild and desert appearance,
better towards the left, but I could not approach that part for

make

a current which drove us towards the rocky and barren shore.
length we saw, near the mouth of a rivulet, a little creek
between the rocks, towards which our geese and ducks made,

At

This opening formed a little bay of
serving us for guides.
smooth water, just deep enough for our boat. I cautiously
entered it, and landed at a place where the coast was about
the height of our tubs, and the water deep enough to let us
The shore spread inland, forming a gentle declivity
approach.
of a triangular form, the point lost among the rocks, and the
base to the sea.
Even
All that were able leaped on shore in a moment.
little Francis, who had been laid down in his tub like a salted
herring, tried to crawl out, but was compelled to wait for his
The dogs, who had preceded us in landmother's assistance.
ing, welcomed us in a truly friendly manner, leaping playfully
around us; the geese kept up a loud cackling, to which the
This, with the
yellow-billed ducks quacked a powerful bass.
and
the
of
the
liberated
chattering of the boys,
fowls,
cackling
formed a perfect Babel; mingled with these were the harsh
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which hovered over our
rocks.
They were in

immense numbers, and

their notes almost deafened us, espeaccord
with the harmony of our civilized
as
did
not
cially
they
I
fowls.
However,
rejoiced to see these feathered creatures,
on my table, if we were obliged to
them
already fancying

remain in this desert region.

Our first care, when we stepped in safety on land, was to
kneel down and thank God, to whom we owed our lives, and to
resign ourselves wholly to his fatherly kindness.

A

PERMANENT HOME.

(From "The Swiss Family Kobinson.")

THE trees which I had chosen for
about a foot in diameter in the trunk.
square, the long side facing the sea.

my

farm-house were

They formed a long
The dimensions of the

whole were about twenty-four feet by sixteen. I cut deep
mortices in the trees, about ten feet distant from the ground,
and again ten feet higher, to form a second story; I then
placed in them strong poles: this was the skeleton of my
house
solid, if not elegant; I placed over this a rude roof of
bark, cut in squares and placed sloping, that the rain might
run off. We fastened these with the thorn of the acacia, as
While procuring
our nails were too precious to be lavished.
the bark,

we made many

two remarkable

trees,

discoveries.

the

Pistacia

The

first

was that of
and the
from which

terebinthus

; the next, the thorny acacia,
for nails.
the
substitute
got
The instinct of my goats led us also to find out, among the
pieces of bark, that of the cinnamon, not perhaps equal to that

Pistacia atlantica

we

But this was of
of Ceylon, but very fragrant and agreeable.
compared to the turpentine and mastic I hoped to
procure from the pistachios, to compose a sort of pitch to comlittle value,

plete our intended boat.

We

continued our work at the house, which occupied us
We formed the walls of thin laths interwoven
with long pliant reeds for about six feet from the ground ; the
rest was merely a sort of light trellis-work, to admit light and
The door opened on the front to the sea. The interior
air.
consisted simply of a series of compartments, proportioned to
One small apartment was for
the guests they were to contain.
several days.
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ourselves,

when we chose

story was a sort

On

to visit our colony.

of hayloft for the fodder.

We

the upper

projected plastering the walls with clay; but these finishing touches we
deferred to a future time, contented that we had provided a
To accustom them to come
shelter for our cattle and fowls.

we took care to fill their racks
with the food they liked best, mingled with salt; and this we
proposed to renew at intervals, till the habit of coming to
their houses was fixed.
We all labored ardently, but the work
proceeded slowly, from our inexperience; and the provisions
we had brought were nearly exhausted. I did not wish to
return to Falcon's Nest till I had completed my new establishment, and therefore determined to send Fritz and Jack to look
after the animals at home, and bring back a fresh stock of
Our two young couriers set out each on his favorprovisions.
ite steed, Fritz leading the ass to bring back the load, and
Jack urging the indolent animal forward with his whip.
During their absence, Ernest and I made a little excursion
if we could meet with them, some
to add to our provision
We ascended the stream for some
potatoes and cocoa-nuts.
time, which led us to a large marsh, beyond which we discovered a lake abounding with water-fowl.
This lake was surrounded by tall, thick grass, with ears of a grain, which I
found to be very good, though small, sort of rice. As to the
lake itself, it is only a Swiss, accustomed from his infancy to
look on such smooth, tranquil waters, that can comprehend
We fancied we
the happiness we felt on looking upon this.
were once more in Switzerland, our own dear land; but the
majestic trees and luxuriant vegetation soon reminded us we
were no longer in Europe, and that the ocean separated us
from our native home.
In the meantime, Ernest had brought down several birds,
A little after, we
with a skill and success that surprised me.
saw Knip leap off the back of his usual palfrey, Flora, and,
to this shelter of themselves,

rich grass, collect and carry
something that seemed particularly to
We followed him, and, to our great comwere able to refresh ourselves with that delicious straw-

making

his

way through the

rapidly to his mouth
please his palate.
fort,

berry called in Europe the Chili

We

ate plentifully of this fruit,

or pine-apple strawberry.

which was

of

enormous

size;

Ernest especially enjoyed them, but did not forget the absent;
he filled Knip's little pannier with them, and I covered them
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with large leaves, which I fastened down with reeds, lest he
should take a fancy to help himself as we went home.
I took,
a
of
for
the
of
our
also,
specimen
rice,
inspection
good housewho
I
in
such
an
knew, rejoice
keeper,
would,
acquisition.

We proceeded round the lake, which presented a different
scene on every side.
This was one of the most lovely and
fertile parts we had yet seen of this country.
Birds of all
kinds abounded; but we were particularly struck with a pair
of black swans sailing majestically on the water.
Their
plumage was perfectly black and glossy, except the extremity
of the wings, which was white.
Ernest would have tried his
skill again, but I forbade him to disturb the profound tranquillity of this

charming region.
But Flora, who probably had not the same taste for the
beauties of nature that I had, suddenly darted forward like an
arrow, pounced upon a creature that was swimming quietly at
the edge of the water, and brought it to us.
It was a most
curious animal.
It resembled an otter in form, but was webfooted, had an erect bushy tail like the squirrel, small head,
A long, flat bill, like that of
eyes and ears almost invisible.
a duck, completed its strange appearance.
We were comeven Ernest, the naturalist, could not give
name. I boldly gave it the name of the beast with a bill.
I told Ernest to take it, as I wished to stuff and preserve it.
pletely puzzled
its

"

It will be,

object for our

"

said the little philosopher, " the first natural

museum. "

"Exactly," replied I; "and when the establishment is fully
"
arranged, we will appoint you curator.
But, thinking my wife would grow uneasy at our protracted
Our two
absence, we returned by a direct road to the tent.
arrived
the
same
about
all
and
we
sat
down
messengers
time,
one
related
his
feats.
together to a cheerful repast.
Every
Ernest dwelt on his discoveries, and was very pompous in his
descriptions, and I was obliged to promise to take Fritz another
time.
I learnt, with pleasure, that all was going on well at
Falcon's Nest, and that the boys had had the forethought to
leave the animals with provisions for ten days.
This enabled
me to complete my farm-house. We remained four days
longer, in which time I finished the interior, and my wife
arranged in our own apartment the cotton mattresses, to be

ready for our visits, and put into the houses the fodder and
We then loaded our cart
grain for their respective tenants.
VOL. xx.
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and began our march. The animals wished to follow us, but
on Lightfoot, covered our retreat, and kept them at the
farm till we were out of sight.
We did not proceed directly, but went towards the wood
These mischievous creatures assaulted us with
of monkeys.
showers of the fir-apples; but a few shots dispersed our
Fritz,

assailants.

some of 'these new fruits they had flung at
them as those of the stone Pine, the
kernel of which is good to eat, and produces an excellent oil.
We gathered a bag of these, and continued our journey till we
There we
reached the neighborhood of Cape Disappointment.
ascended a little hill, from the summit of which we looked
upon rich plains, rivers, and woods clothed with verdure and
brilliant flowers, and gay birds that fluttered among the bushes.
"Here, my children," cried I, "here we will build our
summer-house. This is truly Arcadia. " Here we placed our
tent, and immediately began to erect a new building, formed
in the same manner as the farm-house, but now executed more
We raised the roof in the middle and made four
quickly.
The interior was divided into eating and sleepsloped sides.
ing apartments, stables, and a store-room for provisions; the
whole was completed and provisioned in ten days and we had
now another mansion for ourselves, and a shelter for new
Fritz collected

us,

and

I recognized

;

colonies of animals.

This new erection received the name of
who thought it had an English

Prospect Hill to gratify Ernest,
appearance.

However, the end
was not yet fulfilled.

which our expedition was planned
had not yet met with a tree likely to

for
I

We returned then to inspect the trees,
on a sort of oak, the bark of which was closer than
that of the European bark, resembling more that of the corktree.
The trunk was at least five feet in diameter, and I
fancied its coating, if I could obtain it whole, would perfectly
answer my purpose. I cut a circle at the foot, and with a
small saw cut the bark entirely through; Fritz, by means of
the rope ladder we had brought with us, and attached to the
lower branches of the tree, ascended, and cut a similar circle
We then cut out, perpendicularly,
eighteen feet above mine.
a slip the whole length, and removing it, we had room to
insert the necessary tools, and with wedges, we finally succeeded in loosening the whole.
The first part was easy
suit

me

and

I fixed

for a boat.
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We
enough, but there was greater difficulty as we advanced.
sustained it as we proceeded with ropes, and then gently let it
down on the grass. I immediately began to form my boat
while the bark was fresh and flexible.
My sons, in their
impatience, thought it would do very well if we nailed a board
but this would have been merely a
and
unserviceable; I wished to have
heavy trough, inelegant
one that would look well by the side of the pinnace and this
idea at once rendered my boys patient and obedient.
We
end
of
at
each
out
the
roll
of
bark
a
began by cutting
trianguat each end of the roll

;

;

lar piece of about five feet long; then, placing the sloping
parts one over the other, I united them with pegs and strong
glue, and thus finished the ends of my boat in a pointed form.

This operation having widened it too much in the middle, we
passed strong ropes round it and drew it into the form we
We then exposed it to the sun, which dried and
required.
fixed it in the proper shape.
As many things were necessary to complete my work, I
sent Fritz and Jack to Tent House' for the sledge, to convey it

we might finish it more conveniently. I had the
to meet with some very hard, crooked wood, the
fortune
good
natural curve of which would be admirably suitable for supWe found also a resinous tree,
porting the sides of the boat.

there, that

which distilled a sort
hardened in the sun.

of pitch easy to

manage, and which soon

My wife and Francis collected sufficient
It was almost night when our two messenof it for my work.
We had only time to sup and retire to our
gers returned.
rest.

work next morning. We loaded the
the wood for the sides, the
pitch, and some young trees, which I had transplanted for our
plantation at Tent House, and which we put into the boat.
But before we set out, I wished to erect a sort of fortification

We

were

all early at

sledge, placing on it the canoe,

at the pass of the rock, for the double purpose of securing us
against the attacks of wild beasts or of savages, and for keep-

ing inclosed, in the savannah beyond the rocks, some young
pigs that we wished to multiply there, out of the way of our
fields

and plantations.

crossed the sugar-cane plantation, I saw some bamboos larger than any I had ever met with, and we cut down
We now had the river to our left
one for a mast to our canoe.
and the chain of rocks to our right, which here approached the

As we
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narrow pass. At the narrowest part of
a
this we raised
rampart before a deep ditch, which could only
a
be crossed by
drawbridge we placed there. Beyond the
narrow
a
we
gate of woven bamboos, to enable us to
put
bridge
We planted the
enter the country beyond when we wished.
side of the rampart with dwarf palms, India fig, and other
river, leaving only a

thorny shrubs, making a winding path through the plantation,
and digging in the midst a hidden pitfall, known to ourselves
by four low posts, intended to support a plank bridge when we
wished to cross it. After this was completed, we built a little
chalet of bark in that part of the plantation that faced the
stream, and gave it the name of the Hermitage, intending it
After several days of hard labor, we
a resting-place.
The
returned to Prospect Hill and took a little relaxation.
it
on
and
the
mast
the
to
did
was
we
work
lay
prepare
only

for

sledge with the rest.

.

The next morning we returned to Tent House, where we
immediately set to work on our canoe with such diligence that
It was solid and elegant, lined through
it was soon completed.
We provided it with
with wood, and furnished with a keel.
mast.
Instead of
the
brass rings for the bars and stays for
covered
with
of
stones
a
bottom
layer
ballast, I laid at the
for
The
benches
the
of
boards.
a
this
and
over
flooring
clay,
rowers were laid across, and in the midst the bamboo mast
Behind I fixed the
rose majestically, with a triangular sail.
1
boast
now of having
could
a
tiller
and
worked
by
rudder,
;

built a capital canoe.

Our fleet was now in good condition. For distant excurwe could take the pinnace, but the canoe would be inval-

sions

uable for the coasting service.
Our cow had, in the meantime, given us a young male

calf,

undertook to train for service, as I had done the
buffalo, beginning by piercing its nostrils; and the calf
promised to be docile and useful; and as each of the other
boys had his favorite animal to ride, I bestowed the bull on
Francis, and intrusted him with its education, to encourage
him to habits of boldness and activity. He was delighted
with his new charger, and chose to give him the name of

which

I

Valiant.

We had

still

two months before the rainy season, and this

time we devoted to completing the comforts of our grotto.
We
made all the partitions of wood, except those which divided us
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from the stables, which we built of stone, to exclude any smell
from the animals. We soon acquired skill in our work; we
had a plentiful supply of beams and planks from the ship and
by practice we became very good plasterers. We covered the
floors with a sort of well-beaten mud, smoothed it, and it dried
;

We then contrived a sort of felt carpet. We
covered the floor with sail-cloth we spread over this
wool and goats' hair mixed, and poured over it isinglass disWhen this
solved, rolling up the carpet and beating it well.
was dry, we repeated the process, and in the end had a felt
We made one of these for each room, to guard against
carpet.
any damp that we might be subject to in the rainy season.
The privations we had suffered the preceding winter increased the enjoyment of our present comforts.
The rainy
season came on we had now a warm, well-lighted, convenient
perfectly hard.

first

;

;

habitation, and abundance of excellent provision for ourselves
and our cattle. In the morning we could attend to their

wants without trouble, for the rain-water, carefully collected
in clean vessels, prevented the necessity of going to the river.
We then assembled in the dining-room to prayers. After that
we went to our work-room. My wife took her wheel, or her
loom, which was a rude construction of mine, but in which she
had contrived to weave some useful cloth of wool and cotton,
and also some linen, which she had made up for us. Everybody worked; the workshop was never empty. I contrived,
with the wheel of a gun, to arrange a sort of lathe, by means
of which I and my sons produced some neat furniture and
utensils.
Ernest surpassed us all in this art, and made some
elegant little things for his mother.
After dinner, our evening occupations commenced; our
room was lighted up brilliantly; we did not spare our candles,
which were so easily procured, and we enjoyed the reflection

We had partitioned off a
in the elegant crystals above us.
chapel in one corner of the grotto, which we had left
untouched, and nothing could be more magnificent than this
little

chapel lighted up, with its colonnades, portico, and altars.
We had divine service here every Sunday. I had erected a
sort of pulpit, from which I delivered a short sermon to my
congregation, which I endeavored to render as simple and as
instructive as possible.

Jack and Francis had a natural taste for music. I made
flageolets of reeds, on which they acquired considerable

them
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skill.

They accompanied their mother, who had a very good
music in our lofty grotto had a charming

voice; and this
effect.

We

had thus made great steps towards civilization; and
though condemned, perhaps, to pass our lives alone on this
unknown shore, we might yet be happy. We were placed in
We were active, industrious, and
the midst of abundance.
content blessed with health and united by affection, our minds
seemed to enlarge and improve every day. We saw around us
on every side traces of the Divine wisdom and beneficence, and
our hearts overflowed with love and veneration for that Almighty hand which so miraculously saved, and continued to
;

I humbly trusted in Him either to restore us to
protect us.
the world, or send some beings to join us in this beloved
To
island, where for two years we had seen no trace of man.

committed our fate. We were happy and tranquil,
with
looking
resignation to the future.

Him we
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XENOPHON.
XENOPHON, a famous Grecian soldier and historian born at
Athens, probably about 431 B. c. died, probably at Corinth, about
341 B. c. He was of good family, and became in youth a pupil of
Socrates, and took down notes of his talk, which he long afterward
wrote out in " Memorabilia of Socrates." Xenophon grew up to
manhood during the long Peloponnesian War. That over, at about
"
who aided Cyrus " the
thirty he joined the Greek Ten Thousand,"
" in his disastrous
attempt to wrest the Persian sceptre
Younger
from the hands of his elder brother Artaxerxes. The story of this
"
expedition, occupying a space of just two years, is told in the Ana"
He
of Xenophon, by far the most important of his works.
basis
subsequently took up his residence at Scillus, a little town of Elis,
under Spartan protection, where he lived for some forty years.
;

;

Fifteen works were composed by Xenophon, all of which are still
"
extant.
They comprise the "Anabasis," the Cyropsedia," the
the
"Memorabilia,"
"Hellenics," and small essays on domestic
economjr, hunting, horsemanship, and the like.

FORT OF THE TAOCHI STORMED.
"
(From the Anabasis.")

1.

FROM hence

the

Greeks marched

five days' journey,

thirty parasangs, to the country of the Taochi, where provisions began to fail them; for the Taochi inhabited strong
2.
fastnesses, in which they had laid up all their supplies.
at
had
arrived
which
at
one
Having
length, however,
place
no city or houses attached to it, but in which men and women

and a great number of cattle were assembled, Cheirisophus, as
soon as he came before it, made it the object of an attack and
;

when

the

division that assailed it began to be tired,
another succeeded, and then another; for it was not possible
for them to surround it in a body, as there was a river about
first

3.
When Xenophon came up with his rear-guard, peltasts,
and heavy-armed men, Cheirisophus exclaimed, "You come

it.
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seasonably, for we must take this place, as there are no provisions for the army, unless we take it."
4.
They then deliberated together, and Xenophon asking
what hindered them from taking the place, Cheirisophus
"

The only approach to it is the one which you see
when any of our men attempt to pass along it, the enemy
roll down stones over yonder impending rock, and whoever is
replied,

;

but

"
struck, is treated as you behold ;
moment, to some of the men who

and he pointed, at the same
had had their legs and ribs

"But if they expend all their stones," rejoined
5.
"
Xenophon, is there anything else to prevent us from advancing ? For we see, in front of us, only a few men, and but two
6.
The space, too, through which
or three of them armed.
we have to pass under exposure to the stones, is, as you see,
only about a hundred and fifty feet in length; and of this
about a hunderd feet is covered with large pine trees in groups,
against which if the men place themselves, what would they
suffer either from the flying stones or the rolling ones ?
The
broken.

remaining part of the space
which, when the stones cease,

is

not above

fifty

we must pass

feet,

at a

over

running

"
"
"
"
the instant we offer to
7.
But, said Cheirisophus,
pace.
go to the part covered with trees, the stones fly in great num-

"That," cried Xenophon, "would be the very thing we
Let
want, for thus they will exhaust their stones the sooner.
us then advance, if we can, to the point whence we shall have
but a short way to run, and from which we may, if we please,

bers."

easily retreat."

Cheirisophus and Xenophon, with Callimachus of Parrhasia, one of the captains, who had that day the lead of all
the other captains of the rear-guard, then went forward, all
the rest of the captains remaining out of danger.
Next, about
seventy of the men advanced under the trees, not in a body,
9.
but one by one, each sheltering himself as he could.
8.

Agasias of Stymphalus, and Aristonymus of Methydria, who
were also captains of the rear-guard, with some others, were
at the same time standing behind, without the trees, for it was
10.
not safe for more than one company to stand under them.
Callimachus then adopted the following stratagem: he ran
forward two or three paces from the tree under which he was
sheltered, and when the stones began to be hurled, hastily
drew back and at each of his sallies more than ten cartloads
of stones were spent.
11. Agasias, observing what Cal;
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limachus was doing, and that the eyes of the whole army were
upon him, and fearing that he himself might not be the first
to enter the place, began to advance alone, (neither calling to
Aristonymus who was next him, nor to Eurylochus of Lusia,
both of whom were his intimate friends, nor to any other
12. Callimachus, seeing
person,) and passed by all the rest.
him rushing by, caught hold of the rim of his shield, and at
that moment Aristonymus of Methydria ran past them both,
and after him Eurylochus of Lusia, for all these sought distinction for valor, and were rivals to one another and thus,
in mutual emulation, they got possession of the place, for
when they had once rushed in, not a stone was hurled from
above.
13. But a dreadful spectacle was then to be seen for
the women, flinging their children over the precipice, threw
themselves after them and the men followed their example.
JBneas of Stymphalus, a captain, seeing one of them, who had
on a rich garment, running to throw himself over, "caught hold
of it with intent to stop him.
14. But the man dragged him
forward, and they both went rolling down the rocks together,
and were killed. Thus very few prisoners were taken, but a
;

;

;

great

number of oxen, asses, and sheep.
Hence they advanced, seven days'

journey, a distance
parasangs, through the country of the Chalybes.
These were the most warlike people of all that they passed
through, and came to close combat with them.
They had
linen cuirasses, reaching down to the groin, and, instead of
16. They had also greaves and
skirts, thick cords twisted.
15.

of fifty

helmets, and at their girdles a short faulchion, as large as a
Spartan crooked dagger, with which they cut the throats of all
whom they could master, and then, cutting off their heads,
carried them away with them.
They sang and danced when
the enemy were likely to see them.
They carried also a spear
of about fifteen cubits in length, having one spike.
17. They
stayed in their villages till the Greeks had passed by, when
they pursued and perpetually harassed them.
They had their
dwellings in strong places, in which they had also laid up

provisions, so that the Greeks could get nothing from
that country, but lived upon the cattle which they had taken
from the Taochi.
their

18. The Greeks next arrived at the river Harpasus, the
breadth of which was four plethra.
Hence they proceeded
through the territory of the Scythini, four days' journey, mak-
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ing twenty parasangs, over a level tract, until they came to
villages, in which they halted three days, and collected
19. From this place they advanced four days'
provisions.
journey, twenty parasangs, to a large, rich, and populous city,
called Gymnias, from which the governor of the country sent
the Greeks a guide, to conduct them through a region at war
20. The guide, when he came, said
with his own people.
that he would take them in five days to a place whence they
should see the sea if not, he would consent to be put to death.
When, as he proceeded, he entered the country of their
enemies, he exhorted them to burn and lay waste the lands
whence it was evident that he had come for this very purpose,
and not from any good will to the Greeks. 21. On the fifth
day they came to the mountain; and the name of it was
Theches.
When the men who were in the front had mounted
the height, and looked down upon the sea, a great shout proceeded from them 22. and Xenophon and the rear-guard, on

some

;

;

;

thought that some new enemies were assailing the
front, for in the rear, too, the people from the country that
they had burnt were following them, and the rear-guard, by
placing an ambuscade, had killed some, and taken others
prisoners, and had captured about twenty shields made of raw
ox-hides with the hair on.
23. But as the noise still increased,
and drew nearer, and as those who came up from time to time
kept running at full speed to join those who were continually
hearing

it,

shouting, the cries becoming louder as the men became more
numerous, it appeared to Xenophon that it must be something
of very great moment.
24. Mounting his horse, therefore,
and taking with him Lycius and the cavalry, he hastened

forward to give aid, when presently they heard the soldiers
"
The sea, the sea " and cheering on one another.
shouting,
They then all began to run, the rear-guard as well as the rest,
!

and the baggage-cattle and horses were put to their speed;
25. and when they had all arrived at the top, the men embraced
one another, and their generals and captains, with tears in
their eyes.
Suddenly, whoever it was that suggested it, the
soldiers brought stones, and raised a large mound, 26. on
which they laid a number of raw ox-hides, staves, and shields
taken from the enemy. The shields the guide himself hacked
in pieces, and exhorted the rest to do the same.
27. Soon
the
him
Greeks
sent
the
after,
presents
away
guide, giving
from the common stock, a horse, a silver cup, a Persian robe,
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and ten daries; but he showed most desire for the rings on
their fingers, and obtained many of them from the soldiers.
Having then pointed out to them a village where they might
take up their quarters, and the road by which they were to
proceed to the Macrones, when the evening came on he
departed, pursuing his way during the night.
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CHARLOTTE MARY YONGE.
YONGE, CHARLOTTE MARY, an English

novelist

born at Otho-

;

bourne, Hampshire, August 11, 1823. She early devoted herself
to literature, and was for forty-two years editor of the " Monthly
The best-known of her earlier
Packet," a High Church periodical.
books are " The Heir of Redclyffe " (1853), and The Daisy Chain."
"
"
Among her many other works are Kenneth (1850) " The Two
"
"
"
'<
Heartsease
The Lances of LynGuardians
(1854) ;
(1852)
wood " (1855) ; " Leonard, the Lion-Heart " (1856) ; " The Christmas Mummers" (1858); "The Trial: More Links of the Daisy
Chain" (1864); "The Clever Woman of the Family" (1865);
"The Dove in the Eagle's Nest" (1866) ; "Cameos from English
;

;

History" (1868); "The Chaplet of Pearls" (1868) "The Caged
Lion" (1870); "Love and Life" (1880); "Lads and Lasses of
"
"
Laugley (1881)
Stray Pearls Memoirs of Margaret de Ribau"
mont" (1883); Langley Adventures " (1884); "A Modern Tele" Our New Mistress "
icaehus " (1886) " Under the Storm " (1887)
(1888); "The Slaves of Sabinus" (1890); "The Reputed Change;

:

;

;

;

ling" (1890)
"

"That Stick" (1892)

;

Grisley Grisell

"A

"

;

"The

Cross

Roads" (1892)

;

"An

(1893);

Old Woman's Outlook" (1893);
" The
Pilgrimage of the Ben-Beriah"

Long Vacation" (1895)
"John Keble's Parishes
;

"

(1897);

(1898).

DEATH OF GUY MOEVILLE.
(From

"

The Heir

of Redclyffe.")

passed at Recoara without much change for the
After the first week, Guy's fever had diminished; his pulse was lower, the drowsiness ceased, and it
seemed as if there was nothing to prevent absolute recovery.
But though each morning seemed to bring improvement, it
never lasted the fever, though not high, could never be en-

THE days

better or worse.

;

tirely reduced, and strength was perceptibly wasting, in spite
of every means of keeping it up.

There was not much positive suffering, very little even of
headache, and he was cheerful, though speaking little, because

CHARLOTTE

M.

YONGE

CHARLOTTE MARY YONGE.

11243

he was told not to excite or exhaust himself.
Languor and
lassitude were the chief causes of discomfort; and as his
strength failed, there came fits of exhaustion and oppression
that tried him severely.
At first, these were easily removed
but
remedies
seemed to lose their effect, and
by stimulants;
the sinking was almost death-like.
"
"I
he said one day ;
think I could bear acute pain better
and more than once the sigh broke from him almost uncon"
Oh for one breath of Redclyffe sea-wind " Insciously,
!

!

deed,

it

seemed as

if

the close air of the shut-in- valley, at the

long hot day, was almost enough to overwhelm him,
had become. Every morning, when Amabel let in
the fresh breeze at the window, she predicted it would be a
cool day, and do him good
every afternoon the wind abated,
the sun shone full in, the room was stifling, the faintness came
on, and after a few vain attempts at relieving it, Guy sighed
that there was nothing for it but quiet, and Amy was obliged
to acquiesce.
As the sun set, the breeze sprung up, it became
he
fell
cooler,
asleep, awoke revived, was comfortable all the
and
evening,
Amy left him at eleven or twelve, with hopes of

end

of a

weak

as he

;

his having a good night.
It seemed to her as if ages

had passed in

one evening two letters were brought

"From mamma!"
"

said she;

"and

this way,

this one," holding it up,

It must have been hunting us everywhere.
you.
"
different directions

is for

many
"From Markham,"

when

in.

How

!

said Guy.

"It must be the letter

we

were waiting for."

The

them Redclyffe was ready to receive
down with a strange sensation, and
her
mother's.
With
a start of joy she exclaimed
opened
"
are
mamma
and papa "
They
coming
"
"
Then all is right
"If we do not receive a much better account," read Amy,
"
we shall set off early on Wednesday, and hope to be with you

them!

letter to tell

Amabel put

it

!

!

not long after you receive this letter. "
"
I wonder how Charlie gets on without
Oh, I am so glad
her."
!

"
"

It is a great comfort,

Now
" Now
" How

"

said Guy,

mamma

you will see what a nurse
"
you will be properly cared for.
nice

it

will be

!

is

"
!

She will take care of you

all night,
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and never be tired, and devise everything I am too stupid for,
"
and make you so comfortable
"
But it
Nay, no one could do that better than you, Amy.
to see mamma again
to know you are safe
is joy indeed
with her.
Everything comes to make it easy!" The last
words were spoken very low and she did not disturb him by
saying anything till he asked about the rest of the letter, and
desired her to read Markham's to him.
This cost her some pain, for it had been written in ignorance of even Philip's illness, and detailed triumphantly the
preparations at Redclyffe, hinting that they must send timely
notice of their return, or they would disappoint the tenantry,
who intended grand doings, and concluding with a short lecture on the inexpediency of lingering in foreign parts.
!

;

"Poor Markham," said Guy.
She understood but these things did not come on her like
a shock now, for he had been saying them more or less ever
since the beginning of his illness; and fully occupied as she
;

was, she never opened her
silence, Guy said

am

"I

write to

mind

very sorry for him.

him

for

to the future.

I

After a long

have been making Arnaud

me."

"
Oh, have you ?
"It was better for you not to do it; Arnaud has written for
You will send it, Amy, and another to my poor
at night.
"

me

uncle.
"

"

Yery well," said she, as he looked at her.
"I have told Markham," said he presently, "to send you
my desk. There are all sorts, of things in it, just as I threw
them in when I cleared out my rooms at Oxford. I had rather
nobody but you saw some of them. There is nothing of any
importance, so you

may

look at them

when you

please, or not

at all."

She gazed at him without answering. If there had been
any struggle to retain him, it would have been repressed by
his calmness but the thought had not come on her suddenly,
it was more like an inevitable fate seen at first at a distance,
and gradually advancing upon her. She had never fastened on
the hope of his recovery, and it had dwindled in an almost
She kept watch over him, and folimperceptible manner.
lowed his thoughts, without stretching her mind to suppose
herself living without him; and was supported by the for;
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which gave her no time

to realize her

feelings.
"

"

should like to have seen Redclyffe bay again, said Guy,
"
Now that mamma is coming, that is the one
after a space.
I
thing.
suppose I had set my heart on it, for it comes back
to me how I reckoned on standing on that rock with you, feeling the wind, hearing the surge, looking at the meeting of
earth and sky, and the train of sunlight." He spoke slowly,
"
You will see it some
pausing between each recollection,
I
must
it
"But
he
added.
give
up; it is earth after all,
day,"
I

and looking back. "
Through the evening, he seemed to be dwelling on thoughts
of his own, and only spoke to tell her of some message to
friends at Redclyffe, or Hollywell, to mention little Marianne
She
Dixon, or some other charge that he wished to leave.
thought he had mentioned almost every one with whom he had
had any interchange of kindness at either of his homes, even
to old nurse at Hollywell,

At

remembering them

all

with quiet

to bed, and she
pleasure.
went submissively, cheered by thinking him likely to sleep.
As soon as she could conscientiously call the night over,

half-past eleven he sent her

she returned to him, and was received with one of the sweet,
sunny, happy looks that had always been his peculiar charm,
and, of late, had acquired an expression almost startling from
It was hardly to be termed a
their very beauty and radiance.
smile, for there was very little, if any, movement of the lips,
it was more like the reflection of some glory upon the whole

countenance.
"

You have had

a good night

?

"

she said.

"
my wish, have seen Redclyffe
then, seeing
her look startled, " Of course, it was a sort of wandering but
I never quite lost the consciousness of being here, and it was
I saw the waves, each touched with light,
very delightful.
the sea-birds, floating in shade and light,
the foam
the
the Shag
the sky
oh such a glory as I never knew
trees
but so intensely glorious "
themselves
"I am glad," said Amabel, with a strange participation of
the delight it had given him.
"I
"
don't understand such goodness " he continued.
As
if it were not enough to look to heaven beyond, to have this
longing gratified, which I thought I ought to conquer.
Oh,
"I
have

had

I

;

;

!

!

!

Amy

!

is

not that being Fatherly

?

"
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"Yes, indeed."
"

Now

have her
"

Ah

and with mamma's coming (for you will
don't see her). I have but one wish unfulfilled. "

after that,
if I

"

a clergyman.
Yes ; but if that is withheld, I must believe it is rightly
We must think of that Sunday at Stylehurst and
ordered.
!

"

Christmas-day, and that last time at Munich."
"
"
Oh, I am so glad we stayed at Munich for that
"
Those were times, indeed and many more. Yes I have
been a great deal too much favored already, and now to be
"
allowed to die just as I should have chosen
He broke off to take what Amabel was preparing for him,
and she felt his pulse. There was fever still, which probably
supplied the place of strength, for he said he was very comfortable, and his eyes were as bright as ever; but the beats
were weak and fluttering, and a thrill crossed her that it might
be near but she must attend to him, and could not think.
When it was time for her to go down to breakfast with
"
Do you think Philip could come to me toPhilip, Guy said,
!

!

;

;

day

"

want much

I

?

"

1

am

to speak to
"

Then pray ask him

much.

him."

sure he could.

"

to come, if it will not tire

him very

Philip had, the last two mornings, risen in time to breakAmabel, in the room adjoining his own he was still
very weak, and attempted no more than crossing the room, and
He had felt
sitting in the balcony to enjoy the evening air.
the heat of the weather severely, and had been a good deal
thrown back by his fatigue and agitation the day he wrote the
fast with

;

while also anxiety for Guy was retarding his progress,
though he only heard the best side of his condition. Besides
all this, his repentance both for his conduct with regard to
Laura and the hard measure he had dealt to Guy was pressing
on him increasingly; and the warm feelings, hardened and
soured by early disappointment, regained their force, and grew
into a love and admiration that made it still more horrible to
perceive that he had acted ungenerously towards his cousin.
When he heard of Guy's desire to see him, he was pleased,
said he was quite able to walk upstairs, had been thinking of
offering to help her by sitting with him, and was very glad to
hear he was well enough to wish for a visit. She saw she must
letter,

prepare

him

for

what the conversation was

likely to be.
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"

He
she said.
about
does
he
And
speak
ing
"
dying, will you be so kind as not to contradict him ?
He

is

very anxious to see you,

to set all in order.

"

There

wishabout

no danger ? " cried Philip, startling, with a sort
He is no worse ? You said the fever was lower. "
rather better, I think; but he wishes so much to
is

"

of agony.

"He

is

if

is

have everything arranged, that 1 am sure it will be better for
him to have it off his mind. So, will you bear it, please,
"
ended she, with an imploring look, that reminded
Philip ?
him of her childhood.
"
How do you bear it ? " he asked.
"
"
I can't vex him.
I don't know
Philip said no more, and only asked when he should come.
"In an hour's time, perhaps, or whenever he was ready,"
she said, " for he could rest in the sitting-room before coming
in to Guy.

"

He

found mounting the stairs harder than he had expected ;
with
and,
aching knees and gasping breath, at length reached
the sitting-room, where Amabel was ready to pity him, and
made him rest on the sofa till he had fully recovered. She
then conducted him in ; and his first glance gave him infinite
relief, for he saw far less change than was still apparent in
himself.
Guy's face was at all times too thin to be capable of
losing much of its form ; and as he was liable to be very much
tanned, the brown, fixed on his face by the sunshine of his
journey, had not gone off, and a slight flush on his cheeks gave
him his ordinary coloring ; his beautiful hazel eyes were more
brilliant than ever ; and though the hand he held out was hot
and wasted, Philip could not think him nearly as ill as he had
been himself, and was ready to let him talk as he pleased. He

was reassured, too, by his bright smile, and the strength of
his voice, as he spoke a few playful words of welcome and conset a chair, and with a look to remind
gratulation.
to
be
Philip
cautious, glided into her own room, leaving the
door open, so as to see and hear all that passed, for they were

Amy

not

fit to be left
absolutely alone together.
Philip sat down and after a little pause Guy began
"There were a few things I wanted to say, in case you
should be niy successor at Redclyffe."
A horror came over Philip; but he saw Amy writing at her
;

,

and felt obliged to refrain.
"I don't think of directing you," said Guy.

:

little table,
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"You

will
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a far better landlord than I; but one or two things 1
should like."

make

"

"

Anything you wish
Markham. He has old-world notions and prejudices
but his soul is in the family and estate. His heart will be half
broken for me, and if he loses his occupation, he will be misWill you bear with him, and be patient while he
erable.
lives, even if he is cross, and absurd in his objections, and
!

" Old

;

"
jealous of all that is not me ?
"
if
"Yes
yes
"
Thank you. Then there is

Coombe Prior. I took Wellwood's pay on myself. Will you ? And I should like him to
have the living. Then there is the school to be built and I
;

thought of enclosing that bit of waste, to make gardens for the
Well; don't you repeople; but that you '11 do much better.
member when you were at Redclyffe last year " (Philip winced)
"telling Markham that bit of green by Sally's gate ought to be
taken into the park ? I hope you won't do that, for it is the
only place the people have to turn out their cows and donkeys.
And you won't cut them off from the steps from the Cove, for
Thank
it saves the old people from being late for church ?
it
is
to
think
it
in
will
be
the
such
As
to
rest,
pleasant
you.

"
hands if
That "if" gave Philip some comfort, though it did not
mean what he fancied. He thought of Guy's recovery; Guy
referred to the possibility of Amabel's guardianship.
"
who have had so much a
Amy has a list of the old people
"
" If
it comes to
week, or their cottages rent-free, said Guy.

you, you will not let them feel the difference ? And don't turn
off the old keeper Brown; he is of no use, but it would kill
him. And Ben Robinson, who was so brave in the shipwreck,

now and then would keep him

Will
straight.
that
will
never
he
morning-service
forget
hope
you
after the wreck ?
He may be glad to think of it when he is as
I am now.
You tell him, for he will mind more what comes
from a man. "
All this had been spoken with pauses for recollection, and
a

little

notice

tell

him

I

for Philip's signs of assent.
Amabel came to give
cordial ; and as soon as she had retreated he went on

"My

that is, caused Arnaud
him but one great
sober
may
I can't leave him money, it would

poor uncle; I have written

to write to him.

I

hope

favor I have to ask of you.

him some
:

this

;
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but will you keep an eye on him, and
I can't ask
on
to
tell her when to help him ?
Amy rely
you
one
and
it
for
she
cannot
do
herself
but
else,
any
you would
do it well. A little kindness might save him and you don't
know how generous a character it is, run to waste. Will you
"
undertake this ?
"To be sure I will!"
"Thank you very much. You will judge rightly; but he
has delicate feelings.
Yes, really; and take care you don't
run against them."
only be a temptation

;

let

;

;

Another silence followed; after which Guy said, smiling
"
One thing more. You are the
with his natural playfulness,
I
a legal opinion.
I have been
and
want
of
the
family,
lawyer
I
will.
have
wished
Miss
Wellwood
Arnaud
write
my
making
of St. Mildred's to have some money for a sisterhood she
wants to establish. Now, should I leave it to herself or name
trustees

"

?

Philip heard as

if

a flash of light was blinding him, and he

interrupted, with an exclamation
" Tell me one
Was that the thousand pounds ? "
thing
"
" Yes.
I was not at liberty to
He stopped, for he was unheard. At the first word Philip
had sunk on his knees, hiding his face on the bed-clothes, in
:

!

an agony

of self-abasement, before the

goodness he had been

relentlessly persecuting.
" It
was that ? " he said, in a sort of stifled sob.
"
you forgive me ?

"

Oh, can

He

could not look up; but he felt Guy's hand touch his
and
heard him say, " That was done long ago.
Even as
head,
fierce
I
which
trust
is foryou pardoned my
rage against you,
"
It has been repented
given above.
As he spoke there was a knock at the door, and, with the
instinctive dread of being found in his present posture, Philip
Amabel went to the door, and was told
sprang to his feet.
that the physician was downstairs with two gentlemen and a
card was given her, on which she read the name of an English
!

;

clergyman.
"There,

Now

it

is

again!" said Guy.
all

"Everything comes to me.

quite right."

Amabel was to go and speak to them, and Guy would see
Mr. Morris, the clergyman, as soon as the physician had made
his visit.
"You must not go down," he then said to Philip.
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"You will wait in the sitting-room, won't you? We shall
want you again, you know;" and his calm brightness was a
"All is clear between us
contrast to Philip's troubled look.
now," he added, as Philip turned away.
Long ago, letters had been written to Venice, begging that
an English clergyman should travel that way he might be
how earnestly his presence was requested; this was the
first who had answered the summons.
He was a very young
much
out
of
and
man,
health,
travelling under the care of a
in
who
was
dread
of his doing anything to injure
brother,
great
himself.
Amabel soon perceived that, though kind and rightminded, he could not help them, except as far as his office was
concerned.
He was very shy, only just in priest's orders; he
told her he had never had this office to perform before, and
seemed almost to expect her to direct him while his brother
if

told

;

was so afraid of his over-exerting himself, that she could not
hope he would take charge of Philip.
However, after the physician had seen Guy, she brought
Mr. Morris to him, and came forward, or remained in her
She thought her husroom, according as she was wanted.
band's face was at each moment acquiring more unearthly
beauty, and feeling with him, she was raised above thought
or sensation of personal sorrow.
When the first part of the service was over, and she exchanged a few words, out of Guy's hearing, with Mr. Morris,
he said to her, as from the very fulness of his heart, "One

longs to humble one's self to him.

How

it

puts one to shame

to hear such repentance with such a confession

"

!

The time came when Philip was wanted.
Amabel had
Anne and the clergyman's brother, and went to fetch

called in

her cousin.

He was where

she had left

him

in the sitting-

room, his face hidden in his arms, crossed on the table, the

whole
"

man

We

crushed,
are ready.

bowed down, overwhelmed with remorse.
"
Come, Philip.

"I cannot; I am not worthy," he answered, not looking up.
"Nay, you are surely in no uncharitableness with him
now," said she, gently.
A shudder expressed his no.
"
And if you are sorry
that is repentance
more fit now
than ever
Won't you come ? Would you grieve him now ? "
"You take it on yourself, then," said Philip, almost
sharply,

raising his haggard face.
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She did not shrink, and answered, " A broken and contrite
"
heart,
God, Thou wilt not despise.
He rose, and
It was a drop of balm, a softening drop.
his
of
from
the
excess
agitation,
trembling from head to foot,
followed her into Guy's room.
The rite was over, and stillness succeeded the low tones,
Amabel arose first, for Guy,
while all knelt in their places.
and as she sprinkled
exhausted
looked
greatly
though serene,
him with vinegar, the others stood up. Guy looked for Philip,
and held out his hand. Whether it was his gentle force, or of
Philip's own accord, Amabel could not tell but as he lay with
that look of perfect peace and love, Philip bent down over him
and kissed his forehead.
"
Thank you " he faintly whispered. " Good-night. God
bless you and my sister."
Philip went, and he added to Amy, "Poor fellow! It will
You must take care of him. "
be worse for him than for you.
She hardly heard the last words, for his head sunk on one
side in a death-like faintness, the room was cleared of all but
herself, and Anne fetched the physician at once.
At length it passed off, and Guy slept. The doctor felt his
pulse, and she asked his opinion of it.
Very low and unequal,
she was told his strength was failing, and there seemed to be
no power of rallying it, but they must do their best to support
him with cordials, according to the state of his pulse. The
physician could not remain all night himself, but would come
as soon as he could on the following day.
Amabel hardly knew when it was that he went away the
two Mr. Morrises went to the other hotel and she made her
It was all like a dream, which she
evening visit to Philip.
;

;

!

:

;

;

could afterwards scarcely remember, till night had come on,
and for the first time she found herself allowed to keep watch
over her husband.

He had

slept quietly for some time, when she roused him to
He
give
wine, as she was desired to do constantly.
"
"
Is no one here but you ?
smiled, and said,

him some

"No one."
My own sweet

"

wife, my Verena, as you have always been.
have been very happy together. "
"Indeed we have," said she, a look of suffering crossing
her face, as she thought of their unclouded happiness.
"It will not be so long before we meet again."

We
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"

A few months,

" like
your

"

mother
"No, don't wish
have no mother."
"

You

said Amabel, in a stifled voice,

perhaps
"

that,

"

will pray

You would

Amy.

not wish

it

to

She could say no more, but struggled

for calmness.

he answered, " I trust you to

"

"

Yes,
comfort.

it

and to

mamma

for

And

I shall not rob him any longer.
I
Charlie
"
"
he
In
for
a
little
borrowed
added, smiling.
while,
you
only
Years and months seem alike
a little while we shall meet.
now. I am sorry to cause you so much grief, my Amy, but it

"

should be, and we have been very happy.
Amy listened, her eyes intently fixed on him, unable to
After some little
repress her agitation, except by silence.
"My love to Charlie and Laura
time, he spoke again.
and Charlotte, my brother and sisters. How kindly they have
I need not ask Charlotte to take care
made me one of them
of Bustle, and your father will ride Deloraine.
My love to
And dear
above
for
earnest
and
thanks,
all, Amy.
him,
you
mamma I must look now to meeting her in a brighter world ;
but tell her how I have felt all her kindness since I first came
How kind she was how she
in my strangeness and grief.
helped me and led me, and made me know what a mother was.
Amy, it will not hurt you to hear it was your likeness to her
is all as it

!

!

!

that first taught me to love you.
don't understand it."

I

have been so very happy, I

He was

again silent, as in contemplation, and Amabel's
overcoming emotion had been calmed and chastened down
again, now that it was no longer herself that was spoken of.
Both were still, and he seemed to sleep a little. When next

he spoke,
lines in

them

"

it

was

she could repeat their old favorite
They came to her lips, and she repeated

to ask
"

Sintram.

if

in a low, steady voice,
"

When

death

is

coming near

And thy heart shrinks
And thy limbs fail,

in fear,

Then raise thy hands and pray
To Him who smooths the way
Through the dark

vale.

" Seest thou the eastern dawn ?
Hear'st thou, in the red morn,

The

angel's song ?
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Oh lift thy drooping head,
Thou, who in gloom and dread
!

Hast
"

lain so long.

Death comes to set thee
Oh! meet him cheerily,

As thy

free,

true friend,

And all thy fears shall
And in eternal peace
Thy penance end."

cease,

"In eternal peace," repeated Guy; "I did not think it
would have been so soon. I can't think where the battle has
I never thought my life could be so bright.
It was a
been.
foolish longing, when first I was ill, for the cool waves of
Redclyffe bay and that shipwreck excitement, if I was to
die.
This is far better. Read me a psalm, Amy, Out of the
<

deep.'"
There was something in his perfect happiness that would
not let her grieve, though a dull heavy sense of consternation
was growing on her. So it went on through the night
not
a long, nor a dreary one
but more like a dream.
He dozed

and woke, said a lew tranquil words, and listened to some
prayer, psalm, or verse, then slept again, apparently without
suffering, except when he tried to take the cordials, and this
he did with such increasing difficulty, that she hardly knew how
to bear to cause him so much pain, though it was the last linHe strove to swallow them, each time with the
gering hope.
mechanical " Thank you, " so affecting when thus spoken but
"
at last he came to, " It is of no use 1 cannot.
Then she knew all hope was gone, and sat still, watching
him.
The darkness lessened, and twilight came. He slept,
but his breath grew short, and unequal and as she wiped the
moisture on his brow, she knew it was the death damp.
the church bell rang out matins
Morning light came on
His pulse was
the white hills were tipped with rosy light.
At last he opened his eyes.
almost gone
his hand was cold.
"
"
Amy he said, as if bewildered, or in pain.
;

;

;

!

"

"

Here, dearest
"I don't see."

!

moment the sun was rising, and the light streamed
"
open window, and over the bed but it was another
"
dawn than ours that he beheld, as his most beautiful of all
At

that

in at the

;
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"
smiles beamed over his face, and he said,
Glory in the High"
A
est
good-will
struggle for breath gave an inpeace
stant's look of pain ; then he whispered so that she could but
"The last prayer." She read the Commendatory
just hear
knew not the exact moment, but even as she said
She
Prayer.
" Amen " she
The soul was with Him
perceived it was over.
with whom dwell the spirits of just men made perfect; and
there lay the earthly part with a smile on the face. She closed
saw him look more beautiful than
the dark fringed eyelids
in sleep
then, laying her face down on the bed, she knelt on.
She took no heed of time, no heed of aught that was earthly.
How long she knelt she never knew, but she was roused by
"
Anne's voice in a frightened sob
My lady, my lady come
Miss
should
not be here."
Amabel, you
away! Oh,
She lifted her head, and Anne afterwards told Mary Koss,
"She should never forget how my lady looked. It was not
it was as if she had been a little way with her husband,
'grief
!

:

and was just called back. "
She rose
looked at his face again

hand
door.

let

Anne

saw Arnaud was

at

lead her into the next room, and shut the
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ARTHUR YOUNG.
YOUNG, ARTHUR, a distinguished English writer on agriculture
and social economy born at Whitehall, London, 1741 died at London in 1820. He made a practical study of agricultural economy,
"
and wrote " A Course of Experimental Agriculture (1770) accounts
j

;

;

of tours of observation through different quarters of England,
Farmer's Letters to the People of England " (1768),

"A

"A

Tour

through the North of England" (1771), and "A Farmer's Tour through
the East of England" (1770)
"Travels in France" (2 vols., 1792),
;

a celebrated book which reveals the true state of the peasant populaHis life was mainly
tion of France on the eve of the Eevolution.
spent at Bradfield, near Bury St. Edmunds. By his writings he was
one of the first to elevate agriculture to the rank of a science.

ASPECTS OF FRANCE BEFORE THE REVOLUTION.
(From "Travels

in France.")

THE environs of Clermont are picturesque. The hills about
Liancourt are pretty, and spread with a sort of cultivation I
had never seen before,
a mixture of vineyards (for here the
A piece of wheat, a
vines first appeared), gardens, and corn.
of
a
of
clover
or
vetches, a bit of vine,
lucerne,
scrap
patch
with cherry and other fruit trees scattered among all, and the
whole cultivated with the spade: it makes a pretty appearance,
but must form a poor system of trifling.
Magnificence is its reigning character ; it is
Chantilly.
never lost.
There is not taste or beauty enough to soften it
into milder features: all but the chateau is great, and there
is something imposing in that ; except the gallery of the great
Condi's battles and the cabinet of natural history, which is
rich in very fine specimens, most advantageously arranged, it
contains nothing that demands particular notice ; nor is there

one room which in England would be called large. The stable
and exceeds very much indeed anything of the
kind I had ever seen. It is 580 feet long and 40 feet broad,

is truly great,
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and

is

sometimes

filled

with 240 English horses.

I

had been

so accustomed to the imitation in water of the waving and
irregular lines of nature, that I came to Chantilly prepossessed
against the idea of a canal ; but the view of one here is strikIt
ing, and has the effect which magnificent scenes impress.
arises from extent, and from the right lines of the water unitIt is Lord
ing with the regularity of the objects in view.
who
the
I
of
the
think,
Kames,
says
part
garden contiguous
to the house should partake of the regularity of the building;
with much magnificence about a place this is unavoidable.
The effect here however is lessened by the parterre before the
castle, in which the division and the diminutive jets d'eau are
not of a size to correspond with the magnificence of the canal.
The menagerie is very pretty, and exhibits a prodigious variety
one of the
of domestic poultry from all parts of the world,
best objects to which a menagerie can be applied; these and
The hameau contains
the Corsican stag had all my attention.
an imitation of an English garden the taste is but just introduced into France, so that it will not stand a critical examination.
The most English idea I saw is the lawn in front of the
stables it is large, of a good verdure, and well kept,
proving clearly that they may have as fine lawns in the north of
France as in England. The laybrinth is the only complete one
I have seen, and I have no inclination to see another: it is in
In the sylvae are many
gardening what a rebus is in poetry.
I
wish
those
and
scarce
fine
plants.
persons who view
very
fine
would
not forget to ask
and
are
fond
of
trees,
Chantilly,
for the great beech ; this is the finest I ever saw, straight as
an arrow, and as I guess, not less than 80 or 90 feet high,
40 feet to the first branch, and 12 feet diameter at five from
It is in all respects one of the finest trees that
the ground.
Two others are near it, but not
can anywhere be met with.
;

;

The forest around Chantilly, beequal to this superb one.
longing to the Prince of Conde*, is immense, spreading far and
wide ; the Paris road crosses it for ten miles, which is its least
extent.
They say the capitainerie, or paramountship, is above
This is to say, all the inhabi100 miles in circumference.
tants for that extent are pestered with game, without permission to destroy it, in order to give one man diversion.
Ought
not these capitaineries to be extirpated ?
On the breaking up of the party, went with Count Alexandre de la Rochefoucauld post to Versailles, to be present at
.

.

.
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the fete of the day following (Whitsunday) ; slept at the Duke
de Liancourt's hotel.
Breakfasted with him at his apartments in the
The 27th.
of the
palace, which are annexed to his office of grand master

Here I
wardrobe, one of the principal in the court of France.
of
a
circle
found the duke surrounded by
noblemen, among
whom was the Duke de la Rochefoucauld, well known for his
attention to natural history I was introduced to him, as he is
going to Bagnres-de-Luchon in the Pyrenees, where I am to
;

have the honor of being in his party.
The ceremony of the day was the King's investing the Duke
The
of Berri, son of the Count d'Artois, with the cordon bleu.
Queen's band was in the chapel where the ceremony was perDuring
formed, but the musical effect was thin and weak.
the service the King was seated between his two brothers, and
seemed by his carriage and inattention to wish himself a-huntHe would certainly have been as well employed as in
ing.
hearing afterwards from his throne a feudal oath of chivalry,
1 suppose, or some such nonsense, administered to a boy of ten
Seeing such pompous folly I imagined it was the
years old.
and
asked a lady of fashion near me; at which she
dauphin,
in
my face, as if I had been guilty of the most egrelaughed
idiotism
nothing could be done in a worse manner for
gious
I apthe stifling of her expression only marked it the more.
learn
what
Rochefoucauld
to
la
to
M.
de
gross absurdity
plied
I had been guilty of so unwittingly; when, forsooth, it was
because the dauphin, as all the world knows in France, has the
So unparcordon bleu put around him as soon as he is born.
donable was it for a foreigner to be ignorant of such an important part of French history, as that of giving a babe a blue
slobbering-bib instead of a white one
On leaving it, enter soon the miserable provThe 31st.
ince of Sologne, which the French writers call the triste
Through all this country they have had severe
Sologne.
spring frosts, for the leaves of the walnuts are black and cut
I should not have expected this unequivocal mark of a
off.
bad climate after passing the Loire. To La Fert Lowendahl,
The
a dead flat of hungry sandy gravel, with much heath.
:

;

!

.

.

.

that is,
who cultivate the soil here are metayers,
hire the land without ability to stock it; the proprietor is forced to provide cattle and seed, and he and his
tenant divide the produce: a miserable system, that perpetu-

poor people

men who
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ates poverty and excludes instruction.
Meet a man employed
on the roads who was prisoner at Falmouth four years ; he does
not seem to have any rancor against the English, nor yet was
he very well pleased with his treatment.
June 1.
The same wretched country continues to La
.

.

.

Loge; the fields are scenes of pitiable management, as the
houses are of misery.
Yet all this country highly improvable,
if they knew what to do with it: the property,
perhaps, of
some of those glittering beings who figured in the procession
the other day at Versailles.
Heaven grant me patience while
I see a country thus neglected, and forgive me the oaths I
swear at the absence and ignorance of the possessors.
Enter
the generality of Bourges, and soon after, a forest of oak belonging to the Count d'Artois; the trees are dying at top
before they attain any size.
There the miserable Sologne
ends the first view of Verson and its vicinity is fine.
A
noble vale spreads at your feet, through which the river Cher
leads, seen in several places to the distance of some leagues ;
a bright sun burnished the- water, like a string of lakes amidst
the shade of a vast woodland.
The 31st.
Cross a mountain by a miserable road, and
reach Beg de Rieux, which shares, with Carcassonne, the fabric of Londrins for the Levant trade.
Cross much waste to
I met to-day with an instance of ignorance in a
Be'ziers.
He had
well-dressed French merchant, that surprised me.
foolish
with
abundance
of
tiresome
me
questions, and
plagued
then asked for the third or fourth time what country I was of.
I told him I was a Chinese.
How far off is that country ? I
cents
lieues! Diablef c'est un grand
200
Deux
replied,
leagues.
cJiemin! The other day a Frenchman asked me, after telling
;

.

him

.

.

was an Englishman, if we had trees in England ? I
we had a few. Had we any rivers ? Oh, none at
all.
Ah, ma foi, c'est lien triste ! This incredible ignorance,
when compared with the knowledge so universally dissemiI

replied that

nated in England,
government.
.

The

.

is

to be attributed, like everything else, to

.

Accompanied the Count de

la Rochefoucauld
38 miles,
I went thither on a visit for three or four days; but the
whole family contributed so generally to render the place in
every respect agreeable, that I stayed more than three weeks.
At about half a mile from the chateau is a range of hills that

16th.

to Liancourt.
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chiefly a neglected waste the Duke of Liancourt has lately
converted this into a plantation, with winding walks, benches,
The
and covered seats, in the English style of gardening.
These ornamented paths follow
situation is very fortunate.
the edge of the declivity to the extent of three or four miles.
The views they command are everywhere pleasing, and in
Nearer to the chateau the Duchess of
some places great.
Liancourt has built a menagerie and dairy in a pleasing taste.
The cabinet and ante-room are very pretty, the saloon elegant,
At a village
and the dairy entirely constructed of marble.
near Liancourt, the duke has established a manufacture of
linen and stuffs mixed with thread and cotton, which promises
to be of considerable utility there are 25 looms employed, and
As the spinning for these
preparations making for more.

was

:

;

looms is also established, it gives employment to great numbers of hands who were idle ; for they have no sort of manufacSuch efforts merit
ture in the country, though it is populous.

Connected with this is the execution of an exgreat praise.
cellent plan of the duke's for establishing habits of industry
The daughters of the poor people
in the rising generation.
are received into an institution to be educated to useful in-

dustry: they are instructed in their religion, taught to write
and read, and to spin cotton ; are kept till marriageable, and

then a regulated proportion of their earnings given them as a
There is another establishment of which I
marriage portion.
am not so good a judge it is for training the orphans of solThe Duke of Liancourt has
diers to be soldiers themselves.
raised some considerable buildings for their accommodation,
The whole is under the superinwell adapted to the purpose.
tendence of a worthy and intelligent officer, M. le Roux, captain of dragoons and croix de St. Louis, who sees to everything
:

himself.

form.

change

There are at present 120 boys, all dressed in uniideas have all taken a turn which I am too old to
should have been better pleased to see 120 lads edu-

My
:

I

cated to the plow, in habits of culture superior to the present;
but certainly the establishment is humane, and the conduct of
it

excellent.

The ideas

I had formed before I came to France, of a counresidence
in that kingdom, I found at Liancourt to be far
try
from correct. I expected to find it a mere transfer of Paris to
the country, and that all the burthensome forms of a
city were

preserved, without

its

pleasures

;

but I was deceived,

the
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mode of living, and the pursuits, approach much nearer to the
habits of a great nobleman's house in England than would
breakfast of tea for those who
commonly be conceived.

A

chose to repair to

riding, sporting, planting, gardening,
dinner, and that not till half-after two o'clock, instead of
their old-fashioned hour of twelve ; music, chess, and the other
it;

till

common amusements

of a rendezvous-room,

with an excellent

library of seven or eight thousand volumes, were well calculated to make the time pass agreeably, and to prove that there

a great approximation in the modes of living at present in
different countries of Europe.
Amusements, in truth,
doors
within
for
in such a climate none
to
be
numerous
ought

is

the

:

are to be depended on without; the rain that has fallen here
I have for five-and-twenty years past reis hardly credible.
marked in England that I never was prevented by rain from

taking a walk every day without going out while it actually
rains it may fall heavily for many hours, but a person who
Since I have
watches an opportunity gets a walk or a ride.
been at Liancourt, we have had three days in succession of
such incessantly heavy rain, that I could not go a hundred
yards from the house to the duke's pavilion without danger
For ten days, more rain fell here, I am
of being quite wet.
had
there
a gauge to measure it, than ever fell
been
confident,
The present fashion in France, of passin England in thirty.
ing some time in the country, is new at this time of the year,
and for many weeks past, Paris is, comparatively speaking,
;

:

Everybody that have country-seats are at them and
visit others who have.
This remarkable
revolution in the French manners is certainly one of the best
customs they have taken from England and its introduction
was effected the easier, being assisted by the magic of Rous-

empty.
those

;

who have none

;

Mankind are much indebted to that splendid
when
living, was hunted from country to country
genius, who,
to seek an asylum
with as much venom as if he had been
seau's writings.

a

mad dog

;

yet received

thanks to the vile spirit of bigotry, which has not
its

death's wound.
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EDWAKD YOUNG.
YOUNG, EDWARD, an eminent English, poet, courtier, and
died
born at Upham, near Winchester, in 1681
He
at
1765.
was
educated
Welwyn, Hertfordshire, April 12,

clergyman
at

;

;

7

Winchester School, and at All Souls College, Oxford. In 1712
he commenced a career as poet and courtier. In 1728 Young
" The Universal Pascompleted his series of seven satires
sion
the Love of Fame." At forty-five Young took orders in the
Anglican Church, and was presented to the living of Welwyn in
Hertfordshire, and received the honorary dignity of one of the
chaplains to his Majesty. His best-known work is "Night Thoughts,"
the first portion of which was published in 1742, the last in 1744.
Young's poetical works include panegyrics, odes, epistles, satires;
a few dramatic pieces, the best of which is the tragedy of " Revenge"
(1721) ; and the "Night Thoughts."
:

PROCRASTINATION.
(From

"

Night Thoughts.")

BY

nature's law, what may be, may be now
There 's no prerogative in human hours.
In human hearts what bolder thought can rise
Than man's presumption on to-morrow's dawn
Where is to-morrow ? In another world.
For numbers this is certain the reverse
Is sure to none
and yet on this perhaps,
This peradventure, infamous for lies,
As on a rock of adamant we build
Our mountain hopes, spin out eternal schemes,
:

?

;

:

As we

And

the fatal sisters could out-spin,
big with life's futurities expire.

Not e'en Philander had bespoke his shroud,
Nor had he cause a warning was denied
;

How many

sudden, not as safe ;
As sudden, though for years admonished
Of human ills the last extreme beware j
Beware, Lorenzo, a slow sudden death.

:

fall as

home

!
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How

dreadful that deliberate surprise

!

Be wise to-day 't is madness to defer
Next day the fatal precedent will plead
Thus on, till wisdom is pushed out of life.
:

;

;

Procrastination

Year

And

is

the thief of time

;

after year it steals, till all are fled,
to the mercies of a moment leaves

The vast concerns

of an eternal scene.

If not so frequent, would not this be strange ?
That 't is so frequent, this is stranger still.

Of man's miraculous mistakes this bears
" That all men are about to
The palm

live,

Forever on the brink of being born."
All pay themselves the compliment to think
They one day shall not drivel and their pride
:

On

this reversion takes

At

least, their

How

up ready

praise,
their future selves applaud
excellent that life they ne'er will lead.

Time lodged

own

;

in their

own hands

is folly's vails

;

That lodged in

fate's to

The thing they

can't but purpose, they postpone.

wisdom they

T is not in folly not to scorn
And scarce in human wisdom
7

All promise

a

consign.

fool,

to

do more.

is

poor dilatory man,
And that through every stage when young indeed,
In full content we sometimes nobly rest,
:

Unanxious

for ourselves

and only wish,

;

As duteous sons, our fathers were more
At thirty man suspects himself a fool,
Knows it at forty and reforms his plan
At fifty chides his infamous delay,

wise.

;

Pushes his prudent purpose to resolve
In all the magnanimity of thought
then dies the same.
Eesolves, arid re-resolves,
;

THE DEATH OF
OUR

FEIENDS.

dying friends come o'er us like a cloud,
brainless ardors
and abate

To damp our

;

That glare of life which often blinds the wise.
Our dying friends are pioneers, to smooth
Our rugged pass to death to break those bars
Of terror and abhorrence Nature throws
'Cross our obstructed way ; and thus to make
;

EDWARD YOUNG.
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Welcome as safe, our port from every storm.
Each friend by fate snatched from us is a plume
Plucked from the wing of human vanity,
Which makes us stoop from our aerial heights,
And, damped with omen of our own decease,

On drooping pinions of ambition lowered,
Just skim earth's surface ere we break it up,
O'er putrid earth to scratch a little dust
And save the world a nuisance. Smitten friends
Are angels sent on errands full of love
For us they languish, shall they die, in vain?
shades
Ungrateful, shall we grieve their hovering
Which wait the revolution in our hearts?
:

Shall

we

disdain their silent soft address,

Their posthumous advice and pious prayer ?
Senseless as herds that graze their hallowed graves,
Tread underfoot their agonies and groans,
Frustrate their anguish and destroy their deaths ?

ASPIRATION.

THOU great arbiter of life and death,
Nature's immortal, unmaterial sun,

Whose all-prolific beam late called me forth
From darkness
teeming darkness where I

lay,

The worm's inferior, and in rank beneath
The dust I tread on
high to bear my brow,
To drink the spirit of the golden day,

And triumph in existence and could know
No motive but my bliss and hast ordained
;

;

A rise in blessing,
Thy

with the patriarch's joy,
the land unknown.

call I follow to

1 trust in thee, and know in whom I trust
Or life, or death, is equal neither weighs
All weight in this,
Oh, let me live to thee
:

;

;

!

SILENCE AND DARKNESS.
TIRED

nature's sweet restorer, balmy sleep
He, like the world, his ready visit pays
Where fortune smiles, the wretched he forsakes
Swift on his downy pinions flies from woe,
And lights on lids unsullied with a tear.
From short (as usual) and disturbed repose,
I wake how happy they who wake no more
!

:

VOL. XX.

30

!

:
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vain, if dreams infest the grave.
I wake, emerging from a sea of dreams

Yet that were

where my wrecked desponding thought
wave of fancied misery
At random drove, her helm of reason lost
Though now restored, t is only change of pain,
(A bitter change !) severer for severe
The day too short for my distress and Night,

Tumultuous

Prom wave

5

to

:

?

:

!

Even

in the zenith of her dark domain,

Is sunshine to the color of

my

fate.

Night, sable goddess from her ebon throne,
In rayless majesty, now stretches forth
Her leaden sceptre o'er a slumbering world
!

:

Nor

and darkness, how profound
nor listening ear, an object finds

how dead

Silence,
eye,

!

!

:

;
T is as the general pulse
Creation sleeps.
Of life stood still, and Nature made a pause
An awful pause
prophetic of her end.
And let her prophecy be soon fulfilled
I can lose no more.
Pate drop the curtain,
!

:

!

Silence and darkness

!

solemn

sisters

!

twins

ancient night, who nurse the tender thought
To reason, and on reason build resolve
(That column of true majesty in man),
Assist me I will thank you in the grave ;
there this frame shall fall
The grave, your kingdom

From

:

A victim

sacred to your dreary shrine.
are ye ?
Thou, who didst put to flight
Primeval silence, when the morning stars
Exulted, shouted o'er the rising ball,

But what

Thou whose Word from solid darkness struck
strike wisdom from my soul
That spark, the sun,
My soul which flies to thee, her trust, her treasure,
!

As misers

to their gold, while others rest.

;
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ISRAEL ZANGWILL.
ZANGWILL, ISRAEL, an English novelist of Jewish extraction ;
born at London in 1864. He was educated at the Jewish Free
School in London, and at the London University, becoming subsequently a teacher in the first-named institution. His tastes and
ambitions were literary, however, and after a time he accepted a
77
"
a small comic publication and,
Ariel,
position on the staff of
" Jewish
to
which he contributed over the
on
the
Standard/'
later,
" Marshallik."
He
has
also
been connected with the
signature
" Universal " and the " Idler." His novels have made him
widely
popular. In the winter of 1898 and 1899 he visited the United
His published works include " The
States on a lecturing tour.
Premier and the Painter" (1888) "The Bachelors Club 77 (1891) ;
77
" The Old Maids' Club 77
" The
(1892);
Big Bow Mystery (1891)
"The Children of the Ghetto 77 (1892); "Merely Mary Ann '
(1893); "Ghetto Tragedies" (1894); "The King of Schnorrs"
77
" Without
" The Master "
essays
Prejudice,
(1894)
(1895)
"
" Dreamers of
" A Nineteenth
Miracle
Century
(1896)
(1897)
the Ghetto
(1898).
;

7

;

;

7

;

;

;

;

A NEW

MATRIMONIAL RELATION.

(From

"

The Bachelors'

Cluh.")

AUGUST found the premises of the Bachelors' Club entirely
given over to the orgies of the dusky steward, and of Willoughby Jones and the other waiters, for London became too
hot to hold us.
To escape the heat, Mandeville Browne fled
to the Soudan; Moses Fitz-Williams went to Switzerland;
M'Gullicuddy was understood to have pitched his tent somewhere amid his native heather; while Oliver Green told us
that he had to stay at Brighton with his wealthy uncle, who
had returned from India only last year. Poor Oliver
It was
by no means the first time that he had been forced to endure
!

the society of his old fogy of a relative.
He said his uncle
I
Selfish old curmudgeon
required a deal of looking after.
hated Oliver's uncle, with his parchment-colored visage, and
!
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You might call me
his gouty toe, and his disordered liver.
I had never met the man ; but who could help
for
prejudiced,
disliking an apoplectic old egotist, who cooped his nephew up
in scorching, stony Brighton, just because he had a few miserIf I were Oliver, I
able lacs of rupees to leave behind him ?

thought at first, I would rather die a pauper than live at the
beck of a whimsical, capricious autocrat.
But there is one advantage I found in having a rich old
For
uncle he saves you the trouble of making up your mind.
I
on
unable
to
where
should
I
settle
my bed,
nights lay tossing
Even when I determined "Heads" should be Continent,
go.
and " Tails " Great Britain, I always lost the toss, and was
I thought of Oliver's wealthy uncle frequently in
dissatisfied.
my indecision, and at last began to wish he had been mine.
I had only to fancy he was mine,
Then the inspiration came
and my doubts were at an end, my troubles were over. I, too,
would go down to Brighton. The burden was lifted from my
;

!

Steaming down by
shoulders; that night I slept like a top.
the luxurious express, I felt happier than I had been for a long
I should be bound
I should not be alone in Brighton.
time.
to meet Oliver and his uncle, and then I could tell Oliver what
PerI thought of his subjection to his yellow-gilded relative.
haps I might even induce him to enfranchise himself. I promised myself to put in a good word for him with his neglected
relative after he should have shaken off the dust of Brighton in
One owes these things to one's friends. The task
dudgeon.
of smoothing down another man's outraged uncle might not be
agreeable, but I registered a mental vow to attempt it.
As soon as I had taken a hurried meal at my hotel, I sallied forth in quest of Oliver but he was neither on the beach,
;

I looked into all the bathnor the promenade, nor the pier.
him
find
to
half
wheeling his uncle in one.
chairs,
expecting
After several wasted hours I returned to my hotel fatigued and
After several wasted days I returned to London
dispirited.
An
Oliver was not in Brighton.
unrefreshed and uneasy.

exhaustive study of all the visitors' lists for the past fortnight
Where could he be ? Why
this well-nigh certain.
spread this false report of his movements ? Could it be that he
was rusticating perforce in London, and that false shame had
Oliver had
made him cover up his poverty ? Impossible
so than
more
much
resources
of
always given proof
ample
uncle
to
his
subservience
his
made
that
It
was
this
myself.

had made

!
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No, there was some more occult reason behind.
of my brother-Bachelors had hitherto invariably
ended in marriage. Is it to be wondered at that I instantly
leapt at the truth in this case too ?
Alas, that I should have
been a true prophet
The discovery of Oliver's whereabouts came in this wise.
I was cudgelling my brains to remember if he had ever given
any signs of defection of the heart from us. As I pondered
over the past I could not help being reminded of the young
man's intense truthfulness. On such occasions as I had taken
so annoying.

The mysteries

!

the trouble to test his

autobiographical statements,

I

had

The conviction
always found fifty per cent of truth in them.
I
that
had
me
he
was
at Brighton
that
grew upon
wronged him,
after all, even if with a nearer relative than his uncle, for perchance he was spending his honeymoon there.
I had but

skimmed the

faces of the bi-sexual couples, seeking only a

male pair
an old man and a young.
Mr. and Mrs. Green ?

What

if I

had skipped

I resolved to return to Brighton.
I consulted an
As I gazed, I gave a convulsive start.
guide.

way

New

My

caught

my

fault.

I started for Liverpool at once.

eye

Brighton.

saw Oliver Green lying on the beach.

instinct

is

A B C railA name
seldom at

The same afternoon

A

little

I

dark-featured

toddler, of about five or six, emptied buckets of sand upon his
Recumbent in half-sitting posture
gently heaving waistcoat.

by his side was a well-dressed lady, whose face I could not
was shaded by a red parasol, but from the irritating
way the little tyrant occasionally tugged with his tiny hands
at the parasol I could see it was his mother's.
It did not need
a second glance to establish the child's relationship to Oliver.
The likeness was unmistakable I could see Green in his eye,
and Oliver in his mouth, and father in the way he allowed the
slimy-shoed bantling to dance on his breast. I kept cool with a
I was not so overgreat effort, for it was a broiling day.
whelmed as I should have been six months before; bitter experience had schooled me.
Still, this was the worst case of
all.
For some minutes I looked on in silence at the domestic
I did not intrude
idyll.
upon it. I stole away, my breast in
see, for it

;

a tumult.

This, then,

visits to his uncle

!

was the meaning

He was

of Oliver's periodical

such an inveterate evader of a

that he might even have referred to the
raising of
surreptitious household expenses.

money

lie

for
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1 met Oliver in the Atlantic.
I swam
tone
him
and
in
a
gave
jocund
good-morning.
up
He was so startled that he imbibed a mouthful of sea-water,
retired for a moment, and came up gurgling and spluttering.
In answer to his spasmodic syllables, I replied that my
I then wished him joy of his marcoming was fortuitous.
remarked
cheerfully that his name would be handed
riage, and

The next morning

to him,

down

to eternal execration.

stared at me with a fishy eye from between the billows,
On his return he replied
then threw up his arms and sank.
He
that he had been laughing like a submarine telephone.
was not married at all.
It was now my turn to feel for the bottom of the Atlantic.
As I rose I felt that Oliver did not deserve to live. Oh the
Oh the pocketpoor trusting woman with the red parasol
edition of Oliver with the spade and the sand-bucket!
We met outside our machines, but 1 turned away in disOliver was about to speak, when his little boy ran up,
gust.
pursued by a fat, panting ayah. Oliver caught the little lad
up in his arms and kissed him, and remarked "Oopsi-daisey,"
and dandled him over his head, after which he surrendered
him to the lady with the red parasol, who had by this time

He

!

toiled up.
"

"

How

she asked, with a
did you like your bath, Oliver ?
loving glance.
"
"
he said ; " I wish I could persuade you to try
Glorious
!

a dip."

She shook her head.
"
"
But to-morrow the little man must
Again she shook her head. Her face was

still

half obscured

by a veil, but nothing less opaque than corduroy could hide
harshness and irregularity.
a trooper's.
passable.

was bronzed and bearded

It

its

like

Her figure was less uncomely, being plump and
Her age was certain it was over half a century. I
;

she might have been beauhappy days.
He turned to me, as I stood glued to the spot.
I mean
"Paul," said he, "let me introduce you to Julia
Miss Blossom."
I blushed for him, as he effected the introduction.
"You haven't introduced me to this little chap," I said

wondered

at Oliver's taste.

Still,

tiful in the far-off

genially, caressing the child's curls.

ISRAEL ZANGWILL.
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was glad

to see Oliver blush in his turn.

rassment was most painful.
stammered.

"This

this

is little
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His embar-

He hummed and hawed and

Oliver."

I let a moment of severe silence pass by, then I said smil"
And little Oliver is your "
ing,
"
"
"
Uncle ! " he said desperately,
precisely.
If I had not been resting on a stick I should have sat down

on the sand. Miss Blossom did so instead, and took out some
crochet, while Oliver's uncle went trapezing about the beach,
pursued by the ayah.
"

"

Your uncle from India ? " I managed to ejaculate at last.
Be quiet, Oliver " he snapped, as his uncle
The same
!

!

"
ran between his legs and nearly upset him.
Yes, that is he.
He is an orphan, and was brought over last year by his aunt,
Miss Blossom. I am his guardian and trustee under my grand-

father's will, and I feel it my duty to go and see the little begAs I told you before, he
gar three or four times a year.

requires a lot of looking after.
It 's

such an abnormal case.

ridiculous,

and

I try to

But please don't tell anybody.
makes me look so awfully

It

keep the real fact dark.

there is one thing in the world I hate it 's being
"
lous ; especially when I 'm not a whit to blame.

You know
made

if

ridicu-

"Oh, you may rely on me," I said, gripping his hand sym"
But is it possible that a mite of a lad like that

pathetically.

"
should be your uncle ?
"I wish it wasn't," he said gloomily. "But it ciphers out
very simply, extraordinary and unique as it all is.
My grandfather married my grandmother out in India when she was

you know. She had a daughter
This daughter also married
my
and 1 was born before she was sixteen.
Her mother
my grandmother had gone on bearing chiland
her
latest
success was won at the abnormal age of
dren,'
which
is
almost the extreme possible limit.
But
forty-eight,
she died in the attempt, leaving little Oliver motherless. That
was six years ago, and his father
my grandfather dying
last year, the orphan was bequeathed to the care of Miss Blossom (his aunt) and myself."
"I understand," I said mendaciously; "but would you
mind putting it down on paper?"
Between us we got down the figures. While I was studyfourteen.

It 's the climate,

at fifteen, who was
at fifteen,
young

mother.
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ing them a sudden thought flashed upon

my "pulse.

Why, Oliver

"

I

!

thundered,

"

me that

almost stopped

makes

this

"

twenty-three
He turned sea-green, and his knees shook.

you

only

!

found him

His sin had

out.

"0 Paul!"

he said, "don't betray me.

made and procured

I

know

I

have

But what does
it matter?
My Indian descent ripened me early. I had a
thick beard at seventeen, almost as thick as I have now.
There was curry in my blood, remember that, Paul. I may
be twenty-three in the letter, but in the flesh and spirit I am
thirty.

Ah!

let

false declarations of age.

me

be thirty-one

still to

Mandeville Browne

and M'Gullicuddy.
Is it not a sufficient counterweight that
my mature appearance makes my avuncular relation all the
more ridiculous ? Ah, Paul, you will keep that secret too
at least till the child

grows up

"

?

"Till death," I replied solemnly.
Oliver thanked me with a look, then ran to disengage his
uncle from the irate clutches of a little girl whom he had
He carried his
playfully prodded in the nose with his spade.

Then
struggling and kicking relative back to where I stood.
he shook his uncle from India, and slappod his hands, and said,
"Naughty, naughty."
His uncle from India yelled like a Cherokee on the warpath.
"

And

he so rich
"Beastly rich," he
is

"
?

I asked.

said.

He seated his wealthy uncle from India on his shoulder,
and tried to pacify him, but in vain. The avuncular yoke sat
by no means lightly upon his shoulders. Aunt Julia had to
get up and entreat the demon to leave off.
"Tan't leave off till you give me a penny," said the poor
young uncle, sobbing hysterically.
"
Where 's the penny I gave you last night ? " said Oliver.
"I spent it on seed-cake," said his wealthy uncle from
India.

The nephew shook

his head at his reprobate, profligate,

prodigal young uncle.
"Well, well," he said sternly, "here you are, but not another penny do you get from me to-day."
The uncle received his nephew's bounties without grati-
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He

grabbed the coin and climbed down from Oliver's
The next minute he was twenty yards up the beach
dissipating his nephew's hoardings in the society of an appletude.

shoulders.

woman woman

woman.

!

!

"It's no small responsibility to be a nephew," sighed
"
when one is saddled with a scapegrace young uncle.
Oliver,
I
cannot describe how acutely I feel the absurdity of
Paul,
this relationship, and I hope you will not either."
Again I crushed his fingers between mine.
But he might just as well not have exacted a promise from
me, for the whole story was in the "Porcupine," a Liverpool
The port roared;
satirical paper, before the week was out.

and busy Liverpudlians went down to their watering-place, just
and the nephew. The particulars were stated
in the big Liverpool dailies, and the paragraphs were copied
by the general press, and even formed the staple of an article in
the "Daily Wire," which considered the freak of genealogy
to see the uncle

in the light of the Bhagavad Gita, the folklore of Japan, the
(Edipus of Sophocles, the careers of Charlemagne, Octavius
Ca3sar, Hamlet, and Heinrich Heine, the habits of the Orni-

Mr.

and various

other associated
After
he
had read the
poor
But
jokes in the local comic paper he never smiled again.
when the " Daily Wire " leader, with its elephantine humor,
came within his ken, he was a ruined man. Within a week
the banns were up in New Brighton for the marriage of Oliver
Green and Henrietta Blossom.
I went to Oliver to point out the error of his ways.
"
Go away, sir, " he shouted, " you have made me the laugh-

thorhynchus,

topics.

That

Gladstone,

settled

Oliver.

"
ing-stock of the country.
"I " I
?
exclaimed indignantly.
"
"
'
'
Yes, you. Who else sent the facts to the Porcupine ?
"I don't know," I said hotly, for I was exceedingly annoyed
at having lost the opportunity.
Since some one was to reap
the reward of indiscretion, why not I as well as another ?
"
You are too modest, " he sneered.
"
you will, I answered, remembering my high mission, "I have come to save you."
"
"
the trouble, he said ; " I know what
Pray save yourself
"

1

am

Wring my withers

about."

"I doubt
"

as

Do you

it," I retorted.

insinuate that 1

am mad

"
?

ISRAEL ZANGWILL.

11272

"

No

"

only headstrong.
A euphemism for weak-headed, I suppose. However, you
Then you will judge me more leniently. Do you
shall hear.
;

"

know why I am marrying Miss Blossom
no."
"Assuming you are sane
"Miss Blossom

is little

?

"

Oliver's aunt."

He

paused impressively, as if he had revealed the secret of
the universe.
My doubts of his sanity vanished. They were
certainties.
into
changed
"
You don't seem to take it in. "
"

No wonder, "

I said,

"I

knew the

fact long ago.

"

"Yes, but put two and two together, man. As Oliver's
I am the scoff and by-word of the kingdom.
By marrying his aunt I become his uncle. As his uncle I shall regain
the respect which I have forfeited by your blabbing."
I could hardly
I allowed the libel to pass unchallenged.
The floodgates
utter a syllable for sheer blank astonishment.
of speech were checked by a dam.
"
Swear away " said Oliver. " Add insult to injury. Don't
Don't remember how thin my skin
put yourself in my place.
under
the lash of ridicule.
it
Tell me
and
how
is,
quivers
that I ought to bear the flail, as if I were a rhinoceros.
Oh,
to drag on a wretched existence, the butt of all the witlings,

nephew

!

pointed out by the digit of derisive Demos,
"
than that anything rather than that
"

anything rather

!

!

"

"

I cried sternly.
And for mere petty
"
the
would
considerations
you
eclipse
gayety of nations
personal
"I
I never set up as an altruist.
There are only
would.

Wretch

!

Coward

!

!

two exits from this frightful situation. In only two ways can
One is by murder. I can
I cease to be my uncle's nephew.
But in this Philistine
take him out bathing, and lose him.

The other is
country that is not, I fear, a practicable exit.
Only by becoming my ward's uncle and making
marriage.
him his guardian's nephew can the normal r6les be restored.
Then I shall be able to hold up my head agam in the world. I
shall be able to present my young ward without blushing.
A
new matrimonial relation will spring up between me and him.
He will be the nephew and I shall be the uncle. "
Murder or suicide
It was indeed a horny dilemma
"
But what does Miss Blossom say ? " I asked.
!

" She
is willing to sacrifice herself on the altar of
"
vation, he said, in moved tones.

!

my

sal-
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A world of unspoken emotion surged in my chest as I
turned away.
Next day a gleam of hope visited me. In return I visited
Miss Blossom in her private room.
She lived on the Parade,
I went straight to
locally known as the Hamanegg Terrace.
the point.
I said, "I have come to warn you.
Mr. Green

cannot marry you."
She put her hand to her bosom.
"
"
Why not ? she breathed.
"
Because there is a secret in his life
something that you
do not know."
"
"
Oh my heart, " she gasped, " 1 feared so ; he is
"A Bachelor," I said unrelentingly, yet a tremor of sym-

pathy in my voice.
She briefly informed

me

was prepared
I appealed
tives.

of the position of the door.

for the discourtesy,
to her to have some

I

so was not put out by it.
regard for Oliver's rela-

She curled her moustache haughtily and asked what

I meant.

is

"See here," I said; "if Oliver is Oliver's uncle, and Oliver
Oliver's nephew, then if Oliver marries you, who are Oliver's

aunt, Oliver will

come Oliver's

become Oliver's nephew, and Oliver

uncle, therefore Oliver becomes his
"

will be-

own

great-

uncle, and Oliver

"Hold on," she

said.

"Which

Oliver

is

and which Oliver is Oliver's nephew ? "
"
Both are either, and each is the other, "

Oliver's uncle,

I said.

"

It 's as

"
If Oliver
plain as a pikestaff.
"
"
Which Oliver ?
she said desperately.

In deference to her inferior

intellect, I went out of my way
as childish as A, B, C.
"Well, let's call old Oliver, Oliver the First, and little
Oliver, Oliver the Second."

to

make

it

"Yes, yes," she said eagerly.
"Well, then, if Oliver the First, who is the nephew of
Oliver the Second, becomes Oliver the Second's uncle by marrying Oliver the Second's aunt, then Oliver the First becomes
his own mother's uncle, as well as his own great-uncle and
great-nephew to himself; and as his mother is his niece, he is
his grandmother's brother, and as he is both his uncle's uncle
and his nephew's uncle, his uncle is plainly his nephew's
brother, and this uncle is therefore the son of his own sister
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(which is rank incest), while his mother becomes his grand"
mother, and as
"For Heaven's sake, stop a moment!" Miss Blossom cried.
I did so, and she sprinkled her forehead with eau-deCologne.

she could not have waited to do so till she was in her
boudoir, I could not understand, but ladies will be ladies.
"
Where was I ? " I said, a little nettled, for it is so easy

Why

own

most babyish argument when you are
the
weaker-headed
sex.
with
dealing
"Never mind, go on to Oliver the Second," Miss Blossom

to lose the thread of the

murmured.

Her spirit was crushed, her consmiled in triumph.
The enormity of what she had been about
to do in pure lightheartedness was coming home to her.
"Be"Well, it's worse with Oliver the Second," I said.
cause if Oliver the First becomes his uncle, and he is already
the uncle of Oliver the First, then he becomes the son of his
own great-grandfather at a bound, thus annihilating two genI

science weakened.

his grandfather and his father, for whose disappearance you are responsible in justice if not in law and, further,
by suppressing his father you make him illegitimate at one
stroke, by which shameful act you not only make a pariah of
him for life, but exclude him from the succession to the Somerville estate, which thus escheats to the Crown; furthermore,

erations

;

"

as Oliver the First

Miss Blossom uttered a groan and swayed helplessly forI caught her in my arms.
Somebody knocked at the
It was
door, and came in without waiting for an answer.

ward.

We

looked at each other.
The information gave him no
fainted," I said.
He made no effort to relieve me of the burden.

Oliver Green.

"She has
concern.

"How came you here?" he
"
been doing to her ?
"Through the door,"

said.

I said curtly.

"And what
"And

have you

telling her she

mustn't marry you."
"
"

Why

not

"

?

Also because the marriage
Because you are a Bachelor.
would be so mixed. She got a little mixed herself in following

my "line

of thought.

"

What do you mean by a mixed marriage ? "
He glared at me as if ready to pounce upon

me.

1 glared
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back at him across the lady from India. I held her to my
With her head pillowed on my shoulder
breast like a shield.
I felt a sweet sense of security from all pugilistic ills.
"

woman,

in our hours of ease,

Uncertain, coy, and hard to please
When anger threats to wring the nose,
Thou guardest us from bullies' blows."
;

Oliver and I had split
little

ity,

between
"

dreaming

of

many

a soda together in effusive amwhen a woman would come

the day

us.

What do you mean by mixed

?

"

Oliver repeated with

stern white lips.
I

was about

cations.

to relate afresh the catalogue of family compliheart thump like

Suddenly a new solution made

my

a steam-hammer cracking a nut.
"You cannot marry your uncle's aunt," I said.
"
collaterally consanguineous.
Oliver staggered back.
His jaw fell.
"

"You're

"

cried Miss Blossom, extricating herself from
arms.
my
"It's the truth," I said, shifting my position to the other
" If
side of the table.
you, Miss Blossom, are Oliver the Second's aunt, then you cannot avoid being related to Oliver the
Second's nephew in the line of direct descent.
It 's a collateral anti-connubial consanguinity of the third degree, and unless it 's of the fourth degree according to Roman law, you and
Oliver the First cannot marry.
By Oliver the First, I mean
1
to
Green.
you,"
explained
"I don't care," Oliver the First answered. "We shall see
what the authorities will say. "
It 's a lie

!

"Archbishop Parker's 'Table of Kindred and Affinity,' according to Leviticus, and the Constitutions and Canons Ecclesiastical of 1603, distinctly say

"And
"

I

I distinctly

"

say that there

's

the door."

But will you imperil your position thus, Miss Blossom ? "
"Will you risk your marriage being null and
pleaded.

void

?

"

picked myself up from the Hamanegg
and lodged a protest with the
officiating clergyman, stating that the bride was the bride-

Having said

Terrace, bought

this, I

some

arnica,
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Yet, two days after, Oliver the First
groom's great-aunt.
married his uncle's aunt, and his uncle was the worst boy at
Oliver the Second actually made faces at the
the wedding.
I
I mean his uncle
wondered his nephew
did
pew-opener.
I was in church, for my sympathy was
not give him away.
not entirely extinguished by the careless manner in which I
had been treated. Julia Blossom did not live up to her name
even on her wedding-day, despite the tulle and the jasmine.

She remained a prosaic cauliflower to the last.
India was
The wedding-party drove straight
chosen for the honeymoon.
It consisted of Oliver Green, Julia Green,
to the station.
I was anxious to
their little nephew, and the native nurse.
see the last of the detestable quartette, and was on the platTo my surprise, the ayah and Oliver the Second were
form.
In a flash I saw
transferred to the care of an unknown lady.
the
whole
idea.
Oliver
determined to
the
First
was
through
the
end.
From
the unto
the
bitter
comedy through
carry
I learnt that Julia
known lady
after the train was gone
Blossom was one of the greatest heiresses of Bombay. It was
clear that nothing less would satisfy my poor friend than to
return from India not only an uncle, but a wealthy uncle.
Thus, and only thus, would the reversal be complete, and the
sting of ridicule be entirely extracted.
I went the next day to the clergyman to inquire why he had
What he told me quite
gone on with this forbidden marriage.
I
had
the
for
experienced.
annoyance
compensated
"Almost on your heels," he said, "the late Miss Blossom
She said there was an idea about that she
called to see me.
was related to her intended husband, but that this report was
Her husband, whom she called Oliver the First,
premature.
believed that she was the aunt of his uncle, whom she called
Oliver the Second.
'But this,' said she, and proved it by doc/ am not Oliver
a
natural
false impression.
uments, 'is
very
I am related to him, but in a relathe Second's aunt at all.
The fact is, Oliver the
tionship not yet recognized in law.
Second's father, before he became Oliver the Second's mother's
I said I could never think
husband, asked me to be his wife.
So it was
of him in that way but I would be a sister to him.
settled; I became his sister by refusal of marriage, and thus
in due course I became Oliver the Second's aunt by refusal of
So you see, my relationship to Oliver the First's
marriage.
stock
was a purely moral and never a legal one. I
parental
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often stayed at the house of my sister-in-law by refusal of marriage, and when she died she commended Oliver the Second to

my

care with her dying breath, her husband doing ditto last

The explanation was quite satisfactory, and
year with his.'
as the poor lady seemed quite distracted by the idea of the
marriage being delayed by even a day, I made no unnecessary
difficulties."

Thus the clergyman to my sardonic satisfaction.
saw it all now. The infatuated woman had traded upon

I

her supposed relationship to Oliver the Second to bring Oliver
It was she who had put the matrimonial
the First to her feet.
idea into his head, and goaded him on by sending that para"

"
My collateral consanguineous disgraph to the Porcupine.
to
had
threatened
upset her amorous structure, and the
covery
woman who had become morally related to Oliver the Second
by refusal of marriage, bade fair to be debarred from legal
But she had out-manoeuvred
relationship by the same cause.
me.
I hugged the revenge which had fallen into my hands to my
bosom, and kept it warm.

When

came back from India,
meet him, and I had the satisfaction of informing him that he had wasted a liver complaint,
and that the little seven-year-old fellow who climbed up his
white flannel trousers to kiss him was his uncle still.
I

Oliver Green, turned yellow,

was on the landing-stage

to
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;
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"
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;
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(1875);

(1878); "Nana"
Bonheur des Dames " (1883)
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Amour"

;

;

;

His critical works, "Le Eoman Experimental" and "Le Naturalisme au Theatre," give his theory of the sphere of romance and
the drama. His later works include " La Bte Humaine " (1890)
"
" La de Baele "
" L'
" Le Docteur Pascal "
Argent (1891)
(1892)
;

;

(1893);

;

"Lourdes" (1894); "Eome" (1895); "Paris"

THE ATTACK ON THE

(1898).

MiLL. 1

i.

OLD

Merlier's mill was in high feather that fine summer
In the court-yard they had set out three tables, end
evening.
to end, ready for the guests.
All the country knew that on
that day Merlier's daughter Franchise was to be betrothed to

Dominique,
loafer, but

a fellow

whom

the

who had

women

the

name

for eight miles

with glistening eyes, so well-favored was he.
1

By permission

of

Copeland

& Day.

an idle
round looked at

of being
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When the court-yard was full, and every one had his glass
in his hand, old Merlier raised his very high, saying
"This is for the pleasure of announcing to you that
Franchise will marry that fellow there in a month, on St.
:

Louis's day."

Then they clinked glasses noisily. Everybody laughed.
But old Merlier, raising his voice, went on:
"Dominique, kiss your intended. That must be done."
And they kissed each other, very red, while the crowd
It was a real jollification.
A small
laughed still louder.
Then when only the intimate friends were
cask was emptied.
a starlit and
left, they chatted quietly.
Night had come,
and
clear
Dominique
night.
Frangoise, sitting side by
very
side on a bench, said nothing.

An

old peasant spoke of the

war the Emperor had declared with Prussia. All the boys in
The day before, troops had
the village were already gone.
There would be hard knocks going.
passed through.
" Bah "
said old Merlier, with a happy man's egoism.
!

"

is a foreigner,
he won't go.
And if the Prussians come, he will be here to defend his wife."
This notion that the Prussians might come seemed a good
1 thrashing, and it would
They were to be given an
joke.

Dominique

A

be soon over.
"I've seen 'em, I've seen 'em," the old peasant said over
and over again.
There was a silence. Then they clinked glasses once more.
Francoise and Dominique had heard nothing; they had taken
each other softly by the hand, behind the bench, so that no
one could see them and it seemed so good that they stayed
'there, their eyes lost in the depths of the darkness.
How warm and splendid a night The village was falling
You only
asleep on both sides of the road, tranquil as a child.
heard from time to time the crowing of some cock, waked too
From the great woods hard by came long breaths that
soon.
The meadows with their
passed like caresses over the roofs.
black shadows put on a mysterious and secluded majesty,
while all the running waters that gushed forth into the darkness seemed to be the cool and rhythmic breathing of the
;

!

At moments the mill-wheel, fast asleep,
sleeping country.
seemed to be dreaming, like those old watch-dogs that bark
while snoring.
It creaked, it talked all by itself, lulled by
the falls of the Morelle, whose sheet of water gave forth the
VOL. XX.
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Never had more
sustained and musical note of an organ-pipe.
wide-spread peace fallen over a happier corner of the earth.
Just a month later, day for day, on St. Louis's eve,
The Prussians had beaten the
Rocreuse was in dismay.
were
and
advancing toward the village by forced
Emperor,
For a week past, people passing along the road had
marches.
"
announced the Prussians,
They are at Lormiere ; they are
"
and hearing that they were approaching so fast,
at Novelles
:

Rocreuse thought every morning to see them come down by
Still they did not come: this frightened
the Gagny woods.
the inhabitants still more.
They would surely fall upon the
village at night, and cut everybody's throat.
The night before, a little before daybreak, there had been
an alarm. The inhabitants had waked up, hearing a great
The women were just falling on
noise of men on the road.
their knees and crossing themselves, when red trousers were
It
recognized through cracks of windows prudently opened.
was a detachment of French. The captain immediately asked
for the mayor of the place, and stayed at the mill, after talking with old Merlier.
The sun rose gayly that day. It would be hot at noon.
Over the woods floated a yellow light; while in the distance
The clean, pretty
above the meadows rose white vapors.
village awoke in the cool air; and the country, with its river
and springs, had the dew-sprinkled loveliness of a nosegay.
But this fine weather made no one laugh. They had just seen
the captain walk round about the mill, examine the neighboring houses, cross to the other side of the Morelle, and from
there study the country through a spyglass old Merlier, who
was with him, seemed to be explaining the country to him.
Then the captain stationed soldiers behind walls, behind trees,
in holes in the ground.
The bulk of the detachment was
So there was to be a
stationed in the court-yard of the mill.
And when old Merlier came back, he was plied with
fight ?
He gave a long nod with his head without speakquestions.
there
was to be a fight.
Yes,
ing.
and
Franchise
Dominique were in the court-yard looking at
him. At last he took his pipe out of his mouth and said
;

simply
u

:

Ah my
"
!

to-morrow

poor children, there will be no wedding for you

!

Dominique, his

lips set, a line of

anger across his forehead,

MILE ZOLA.

11231

raised himself up on tiptoe from time to time, with his eyes
Gagny woods, as if he longed to see the Prussians

fixed on the

Francoise, very pale, serious, came and went, supplying the soldiers with what they needed.
They were making
their soup in a corner of the court-yard, and joking while
waiting for their meal.
Meanwhile the captain seemed delighted. He had examined the rooms and the great hall of the mill looking out upon
the river.
Now, sitting by the well, he was talking with old

come.

Merlier.

"You have a real fortress here," said he. "We ought to
hold out till evening.
The beggars are late. They should be
here by this time."
The miller looked serious. He saw his mill flaming like a
torch ; but he did not complain, thinking it useless.
He only
opened his mouth to say
"You ought to have some one hide the boat behind the
wheel. There is a hole there that will hold her.
Perhaps she
"
may be of use.
The captain gave an order. This captain was a handsome
man of about forty, tall and with a kindly face. The sight of
Frangoise and Dominique seemed to please him. He was interested in them, as if he had forgotten the coming struggle. He followed Frangoise about with his eyes, and his look told plainly
Then turning to Dominique
that he found her charming.
"
"
he asked abruptly.
So you 're not in the army, my boy ?
"I 'm a foreigner," the young man answered.
The captain seemed only half pleased with this reason.
:

:

He winked and

smiled.

Frangoise was pleasanter company

Then, seeing him smile, Dominique added
" I 'm a
foreigner, but I can put a bullet into an apple at
"
five hundred metres.
See, my gun 's there, behind you.

than cannon.

"

:

"

be of use to you, the captain replied simply.
And without
Frangoise had come up, trembling a little.
took
both
the
hands she
the
minding
people there, Dominique
held out to him, and pressed them in his, as if to take her
under his protection. The captain smiled again, but added
It

may

He remained sitting, his sword between his
legs, his eyes looking at vacancy, as if in a dream.
It was growing very hot.
It was already two o'clock.

not a word.

There was a dead silence. In the court-yard, under the sheds,
Not a sound
soldiers had fallen to eating their soup.

the
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came from the

in which the people had barricaded
and windows. A dog left alone in the
From the neighboring woods and meadows,

village,

their houses, doors,

road was howling.
motionless in the heat, came a far-off voice, long sustained,
made up of every separate breath of air. A cuckoo was singThen the silence spread itself over the country also.
ing.
And in this slumbering air a shot suddenly burst forth. The
captain sprang up quickly; the soldiers dropped their plates of
In a few seconds every man was at his
soutp, still half full.
mill was occupied from top to bottom.
the
for
the
fight ;
post
Yet the captain, who had gone out upon the road, could make
out nothing to the right and left the road stretched out, empty
:

and all white. A second shot was heard, and still nothing, not
a shadow but on turning round, he espied, over towards Gagny,
between two trees, a light cloudlet of smoke wafted away like
The wood was still profoundly quiet.
gossamer.
"The rascals have taken to the forest," he muttered.
;

"They know we are here."
Then the firing kept up, harder and

harder, between the
French soldiers stationed round the mill and the Prussians
hidden behind the trees. The bullets whistled across the
Morelle, without occasioning any loss on one side or the other.
The shots were irregular, coming from every bush; and all
you saw was still the little clouds of smoke gently wafted away
This lasted for nearly two hours,
The officer
by the wind.
hummed a tune, as if indifferent. Franchise and Dominique,
who had stayed in the court-yard, raised themselves up on
They were particularly intertiptoe and looked over the wall.
ested in watching a little soldier, stationed on the brink of the
Morelle, behind the hulk of an old boat; he was flat on his
belly, watched his chance, fired his shot, then let himself slide

down into a ditch a little behind him, to reload his rifle and
movements were so droll, so cunning, so supple, that it
made one smile to see him. He must have espied the head of
some Prussian, for he got up quickly and brought his piece to
;

his

his shoulder; but before he fired, he gave a cry, turned over
upon himself, and rolled into the ditch, where his legs stiffened
out with the momentary convulsive jerk of those of a chicken

with

its

neck wrung.

full in the breast.

The

He was

little

the

soldier

first

man

had received a
killed.

bullet

Instinctively

FranQoise seized hold of Dominique's hand and squeezed
with a nervous grip.

it
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"The

bullets reach

here."

As he spoke, a little sharp stroke was heard in the old elm,
and a branch fell in zigzags through the air; but the young
On
people did not stir, riveted there by anxiety at the sight.
the outskirts of the wood, a Prussian came out suddenly from
behind a tree, as from a side scene, beating the air with his
And then nothing
arms, and tumbling over backwards.
stirred the two dead men seemed to sleep in the dazzling sunEven the
shine; you saw no one in the torpid landscape.
:

crack of the shots stopped.
Only the Morelle kept up its
silver-toned whispering.
Old Merlier looked at the captain in surprise, as if to ask
if it

were over.

"Here

it

comes," the latter muttered.

"Look

out!

Don't

came a

terrific

stay there."

He had

not finished speaking

when

there

It was as if the great elm were mowed down ; a cloud
volley.
of leaves whirled about them.
Luckily the Prussians had

Domininque dragged, almost carried Franchise
while old Merlier followed them, crying out
"Go down to the little cellar: the walls are solid."
But they did not mind him; they went into the great hall
where ten soldiers or so were waiting in silence, with shutters
fired too high.

away

;

:

The captain had stayed
closed, peeping through the cracks.
alone in the court-yard, crouched down behind the little wall,
The soldiers he had
while the furious volleys continued.
Yet they
stationed outside yielded ground only foot by foot.
came in, one by one, crawling on their faces, when the enemy
had dislodged them from their hiding-places. Their orders
were to gain time, not to show themselves; so that the
Prussians might not know what numbers they had before
them.
Another hour went by; and as a sergeant came up,
saying that there were only two or three men left outside,
the officer looked at his watch, muttering:
"
Half after two.
Come, we must hold out four hours."

He had

the gate of the court-yard shut, and all preparamade for an energetic resistance. As the Prussians
were on the other side of the Morelle, an immediate assault
was not to be feared. To be sure, there was a bridge, a little

tions were

over a mile off, but they doubtless did not know of its existence and it was hardly probable that they would try to ford
;
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So the officer merely had the road watched. The
was to be made on the side toward the fields.
The firing had once more ceased. The mill seemed dead
heneath the hot sun. Not a shutter was opened, not a sound
came from the inside. Little by little, meanwhile, the Prussians showed themselves at the outskirts of the Gagny wood.
They stretched forth their heads, grew more daring. In the
mill, several soldiers had already levelled their rifles, but the
the river.

whole

effort

captain cried out
"
No, no, wait.
:

Let them come up. "
They were very cautious about it, looking at the mill with
evident distrust.
This old dwelling, silent and dismal, with
Still they kept advancits curtains of ivy, made them uneasy.
When there were about fifty of them in the meadow
ing.
opposite, the officer said a single

word

:

"Fire!"

A

tearing sound was heard, followed by single shots.
Frangoise, shaken with a fit of trembling, put her hands up to
her ears, in spite of herself. Dominique, behind the soldiers,

looked on; and when the smoke had blown away a little, he
saw three Prussians stretched on their backs in the middle of
the field.
The rest had thrown themselves down behind the
willows and poplars and the siege began.
For over an hour the mill was riddled with bullets. They
;

whipped its old walls like hail. When they struck stone, you
heard them flatten out and fall back into the water. Into
wood they penetrated with a hollow sound. Now and then a
The soldiers inside
cracking told that the wheel had been hit.
fired only when they could take aim.
husbanded their shots,
From time to time the captain would look at his watch and
as a ball split a shutter and then lodged in the ceiling:'
"Four o'clock," he muttered. "We shall never hold out."
;

It

was true

the old mill.

:

this terrible firing of musketry was shivering
shutter fell into the water, riddled like a

A

of lace, and had to be replaced by a mattress.
Old
Merlier exposed himself every moment, to make sure of the
injury done to his poor wheel, whose cracking went to his
heart.
It was all over with it this time: never would he be

piece

able to repair it.
Dominique had implored Franoise to go,
but she would stay with him ; she had sat down behind a great
oak clothes-press, the sides of which gave out a deep sound.
Then Dominique placed himself in front of Franchise. He
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he held his gun in his hands, not being able
windows, whose entire width was ta"ken up
At every discharge the floor shook.

Look out look out " the captain cried of a sudden.
He had just seen a whole black mass come out from the
wood.
Immediately a formidable platoon fire was opened. *It
was as if a waterspout had passed over the mill. Another
shutter gave way; and by the gaping opening of the window
Two soldiers rolled upon the floor. One
the bullets came in.
did not move they pushed him up against the wall, because
he was in the way. The other squirmed on the ground, begging them to make an end of him but no one minded him
the balls kept coming in; every one shielded himself, and
"

!

!

;

:

;

tried to find a loop-hole to fire back through.

A

third soldier

he said not a word, he let himself slide down
of
a
the
table, with fixed and haggard eyes.
edge
by
Opposite
the dead men, Franchise, seized with horror, had pushed her
chair aside mechanically, to sit down on the ground next the
Meanwhile
wall; she felt smaller there, and in less danger.
they had gone after all the mattresses in the house, and had
The hall was getting filled with
half stopped up the window.
rubbish, with broken weapons, with gutted furniture.
"Five o'clock," said the captain. "Keep it up. They

was wounded

;

are going to try to cross the water."
At this instant Franchise gave a shriek.

A rebounding
her
forehead.
A
few
drops of blood
just grazed
looked
at
then
her;
Dominique
stepping up to the
appeared.
his
first
and
on
He loaded,
he
fired
shot,
window,
firing.
kept
attention
without
to
what
was
fired,
paying any
going on near
him only from time to time he would give Franchise a look.
For the rest, he did not hurry himself,
took careful aim.
The Prussians, creeping along by the poplars, were attempthad

ball

;

ing the passage of the Morelle, as the captain had foreseen;
but as soon as one of them risked showing himself, he would
fall,

The captain
hit in the head by a ball from Dominique.
this game was astonished.
He complimented the

who followed

young man, saying that he would be glad to have a lot of
marksmen like him. Dominique did not hear him. A ball
cut his shoulder, another bruised his arm; and he kept on
firing.

There were two more men killed. The mattresses, all
A last
slashed to bits, no longer stopped up. the windows.
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s
The posivolley seemed as if it would carry away the mill.
Still the officer repeated
tion was no longer tenable.
" Stick to it.
Half an hour more. "
:

he counted the minutes. He had promised his supehold the enemy there until evening, and would
not draw back a sole's breadth before the time he had set for

Now

rior officers to

He

the retreat.

still

had his gracious manner; smiling

at

He himself had just picked up a
Franchise, to reassure her.
dead soldier's rifle, and was firing.
There were only four soldiers left in the hall. The Prussians showed themselves in a body on the other bank of the
Morelle, and it was evident that they might cross the river at

any time.

A

few minutes more elapsed. The captain stuck
and would not give the order to retreat;

to it obstinately,

when a sergeant came running up saying:
"
They are on the road they are going
:

to take us in the

rear."

The Prussians must have found the

bridge.

The captain

pulled out his watch.

"Five minutes more," said

he.

"They won't be here

for

minutes."

five

Then

at the stroke of six,

he at last consented to order his

From
out by a little door opening upon an alley-way.
there they threw themselves into a ditch; they reached the
Sauval forest.
Before going, the captain saluted old Merlier

men

very politely, excusing himself; and he even added
" Make them lose time.
We shall be back again. "
Meanwhile Dominique stayed on in the hall. He still kept
He only felt
firing, hearing nothing, understanding nothing.
that he must defend Franoise.
The soldiers were gone, without his suspecting it the least in the world.
He took aim and
killed his man at every shot.
Suddenly there was a loud
noise.
The Prussians, from the rear, had just overrun the
:

He fired his last shot,
court-yard.
his piece was still smoking.

and they

Four men held him.

fell

upon him as

Others shouted round him in a frightbut cut his throat off-hand.
Franchise
threw herself before him in supplication; but an officer came
in and took charge of the
After a few sentences
prisoner.
in
German
with
the
he
turned to Dominique
exchanged
soldiers,

ful language.

They

all

and said roughly, and in very good French
"
You will be shot in two hours. "

:
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n.
It was a rule made by the German staff: every Frenchman
not belonging to the regular army, and taken with arms in his
Even the guerrilla companies were
hands, should be shot.
not recognized as belligerents.
By thus making terrible
of
who
the
defended
their own firesides,
examples
peasants
the Germans wished to prevent the uprising of the whole
country en masse, which they dreaded.
The officer, a tall lean man of about fifty, put Dominique
through a brief examination. Although he spoke very pure
French, he had quite the Prussian stiffness.
"

You belong

"No,
"

I

Why

am

in these parts

?

"

a Belgian."

have you taken up arms

?

"
your business.

Dominique did not answer.

At

All this can't be any of
this

moment

the officer

caught sight
Franchise, standing upright and very pale,
her
listening;
slight wound put a red bar across her white
forehead.
Ee looked at the young people, one after the other,
seemed to understand, and contented himself with adding:
"You don't deny that you were firing ? "
"I
fired as long as I was able," Dominique answered quietly.
This confession was needless; for he was black with
powder, covered with sweat, spotted with some drops of blood
that had run down from the scratch on his shoulder.
"
" You
"
will be shot in
Very well, the officer repeated.
two hours."
She clasped her hands together,
Francoise did not cry out.
and raised them in a gesture of mute despair. The officer
of

Two soldiers had led Dominique away
noticed this gesture.
into the next room, where they were to keep him in sight.
The young girl had dropped down upon a chair, her legs giving way under her

Meanwhile the

;

officer

she could not cry, she was choking.
At last he
kept looking at her closely.

spoke to her.

"
he asked.
That young man is your brother ?
She shook her head. He stood there stiff, without a smile.

"

Then
"

after a silence

He has

:

lived a long while in these parts

?

"

She nodded yes, still dumb.
" Then he must know the woods round here
very well

"
?
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This time she spoke.
"Yes, sir," she said, looking at him in some surprise.
He said no more, and turned on his heel, asking to have
But Franchise had
the mayor of the village brought to him.
risen, a faint flush on her face, thinking to have caught the
It was
drift of his questions, and seeing fresh hope in them.
she who ran to find her father.
Old Merlier, as soon as the shots had ceased, had run

He
quickly down the wooden steps to look at his wheel.
adored his daughter, he had a stout friendship for Dominique,
his intended son-in-law but his wheel also held a large place
in his heart.
As the two young ones, as he called them, had
come safe and sound out of the scrimmage, he thought of his
And bendother love, and this one had suffered grievously.
;

ing over the huge wooden carcass, he investigated its wounds,
Five paddles were in splinters, the
the picture of distress.
He stuck his fingers into the
central framework was riddled.
bullet-holes to measure their depth ; he thought over how he
could repair all this damage.
Franchise found him already
stopping up cracks with broken bits of wood and moss.
"
"
"
"
Father, she said,
you are wanted.
And at last she wept, telling him what she had just heard.
Old Merlier shook his head. You did n't shoot people that
He must see. And he went back into the mill with his
way.
When the officer asked him for victuals for
silent, pacific air.
his men, he answered that the people in Rocreuse were not
accustomed to being bullied, and that nothing would be got
from them by violence. He took everything upon himself, but
on the condition of being allowed to act alone. The officer

showed signs, at first, of getting angry at this, cool manner;
then he gave in to the old man's curt and business-like way of
He even called him back to ask him
talking.
"
What do you call those woods there, opposite ? "
"The Sauval woods."
"
And what is their extent ? "
The miller looked at him fixedly.
"
I don't know," he answered.
And he walked away. An hour later, the contribution of
victuals and money required by the officer were in the courtyard of the mill. Night was approaching; Franchise followed
the soldiers' movements anxiously.
She did not go far from
the room in which Dominique was shut up.
At about seven
:
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she had a poignant emotion: she saw the officer go into the
prisoner's room, and for a quarter of an hour she heard their
voices raised.
One instant the officer reappeared on the

German, which she did not
but when twelve men came and fell into line in
the court-yard with their muskets, she fell a -trembling; she
So it was all over the execution was to
felt ready to die.
The twelve men waited there ten minutes.
take place.
threshold, to give an order in

understand

:

:

Dominique's voice was
last the officer

came

still

out,

raised in a violent

refusal.

At

slamming the door and saying:

"Very well; think it over. I give you till to-morrow
"
morning.
And with a motion of his arm, he ordered the twelve men
to break ranks.
Old
Franchise stayed on in a sort of stupor.
Merlier, who had not stopped smoking his pipe, while looking
at the squad with an air of simple curiosity, came up and took
He led her to her
her by the arm with fatherly gentleness.
room.
"Keep quiet," he said; "try to sleep. To-morrow it will
be daylight, and we will see."
When he withdrew he locked her in, for prudence's sake.
It was a principle of his that women were no good, and that
they made a mess of it whenever they undertook anything
But Framboise did not go to bed she stayed a long
serious.
time sitting on her bed, listening to the noises in the house.
The German soldiers, encamped in the court-yard, were singing and laughing: they must have been eating and drinking
up to eleven, for the noise did not stop for an instant. In the
mill itself, heavy steps sounded every now and then no doubt
But what interested her above
they were relieving sentries.
all were noises that she could not make out, in the room under
Several times she lay down on the ground she put her
hers.
This room happened to be the one in which
ear to the floor.
locked
He must have been walking from
was
up.
Dominique
the wall to the window, for she long heard the cadence of his
then there was a dead silence he had doubtless sat
steps
down. Besides, the noises stopped everything was hushed in
When the house seemed to her to slumber, she opened
sleep.
the window as softly as possible, and rested her elbows on the
:

:

;

:

;

;

sill.

The slender
Outside the night was calm and warm.
crescent moon, setting behind the Sauval woods, lighted up the
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The elongated
country with the glimmer of a night-taper.
shadows of the great trees harred the meadows with black;
while the grass, in the unshaded spots, put on the softness of
But Frangoise did not stop to note the mystegreenish velvet.
She examined the country, looking
rious charm of the night.
for the sentinels that the Germans must have stationed on one
She plainly saw their shadows, ranged like rungs of a
ladder along the Morelle.
Only a single one stood opposite
the mill, on the other side of the river, near a willow whose
branches dipped into the water.
FranQoise saw him distinctly: he was a big fellow, standing motionless, his face
turned toward the sky with the dreamy look of a shepherd.
side.

Then when she had carefully inspected the ground, she
She stayed there an
sat down upon her bed.
Then
she
listened
absorbed.
again in the house
hour, deeply
went back and

:

She went back to the window, and
not a breath stirred.
looked out; but no doubt she saw danger in one of the horns
of the moon, which still appeared behind the trees, for she
went back again to wait. At last the time seemed to have

The night was quite dark; she no longer saw the
sentinel opposite; the country lay spread out like a pool of
ink.
She listened intently for a moment, and made up her
mind.
An iron ladder ran near the window,
some bars let
come.

into the wall, leading from the wheel up to the loft, down
which the millers used to climb to get at certain cog-wheels;

then when the machinery had been altered, the ladder had
long since disappeared beneath the rank growth of ivy that
covered that side of the mill.
Franchise bravely climbed over the balustrade of her
window, grasped one of the iron bars, and found herself in
empty space. She began to climb down. Her skirts were
much in her way. Suddenly a stone broke lose from the
masonry, and fell into the Morelle with a resounding splash.
She stopped, chilled with a shudder. But she saw that the
waterfall, with its continuous roar, drowned out from afar any
noise she might make; and she climbed down more boldly,
feeling for the ivy with her foot, making sure of the rungs of
the ladder.
When she had got on a level with the room that
was used as Dominique's prison, she stopped. An unforeseen
difficulty nearly made her lose all her courage: the window of
the room below was not cut regularly, under the window of her

chamber;

it

was some way from the ladder, and when she
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stretched out her hand she felt only the wall.
Would she
have to climb up again, without carrying her plan through to
Her arms were getting tired the murmur of the
the end ?
Morelle beneath her began to make her dizzy.
Then she tore
off little bits of mortar from the wall, barking her fingers.
And her strength was giving out she felt herself falling backwards, when Dominique, at last, softly opened his window.
;

:

"

"
"
Take me quick,
she whispered.
I 'm falling.
It was the first time she had tutoyeed him.
He caught
There she had
her, leaning out, and lifted her into the room.
a fit of tears, stifling her sobs so as not to be heard.
Then by
a supreme effort she calmed herself.
"
You are guarded ? " she asked in a low voice.
"

It 's

I,

Dominique, still dumbfounded at seeing her thus, made a
simple sign, pointing to his door.
They heard a snoring on
the other side: the sentinel must have given way to drowsiness, and laid him down on the ground across the doorway,
thinking that in this way the prisoner could not get out.
"
You must run away," she went on rapidly. " I have come
"
to implore you to run away, and to say good-by.
But he did not seem to hear her. He kept repeating:
"

how you
How it 's you, it 's you
You might have killed yourself."
He took her hands
he kissed them.
"How I love you, Franchise You are as
!

frightened

me

!

brave as you are
had
that
of
one
without
fear,
dying
good.
seeing you
But you are here, and now they can shoot me.
once more.
When I have had a quarter of an hour with you, I shall be
!

I only

-

"
ready.
Little by little he had drawn her closer to him, and she
The danger drew them
rested her head upon his shoulder.

nearer together.
They forgot all in this embrace.
"Ah, Franchise," Dominique went on in a caressing voice,
"to-day is St. Louis's day; our wedding day that we have
waited for so long.
Nothing has been able to separate us,
all
It's our
since we are here,
alone, faithful to our tryst.
"

wedding morn now, is n't it ?
"Yes, yes," she repeated, "our wedding morning."
They exchanged a kiss trembling. But of a sudden she
broke loose: the terrible reality rose up before her.
"You must run away,
you must run away," she stammered out. "Let us not lose a minute."
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And as he stretched out his arms once more to take her in
the darkness, she again tutoyeed him
:

"

beg of you, listen to me. If you die, I shall die.
I wish you to go at once."
In an hour it will be daylight.
her
The iron ladder ran
Then rapidly she explained
plan.
down to the wheel there he could take the paddles and get
After that it would be
into the boat, which was in the recess.
of
the
river and escape.
bank
other
the
to
reach
for
him
easy
"
"
he said.
But there must be sentinels there ?

Oh

!

I

;

"

"

Only one, opposite, at the foot of the first willow.
And if he sees me, if he tries calling out ? "
She put a knife she had brought
Franchise shuddered.
with her into his hand. There was a silence.
"And your father, and you ? " Dominique continued. " But
When I am gone, maybe these soldiers
no, 1 can't run away.
"

will slaughter you.

show me mercy

if I

You don't know them. They proposed to
would be their guide through the Sauval

When

they find me gone, they will stick at nothing."
She simply angirl did not stop to discuss.
swered all the reasons .he gave with
"For the love of me, fly. If you love me, Dominique,
don't stay here a minute longer."
Then she promised to climb back to her room. They
would not know that she had helped him. She at last took
him in her arms, kissed him to convince him, in an extraordiHe was beaten. He asked not a
nary outburst of passion.

forest.

The young

question further.
to me that your father knows of what you are
and
that he advises me to run away."
doing,
"It was my father sent me," Franchise answered boldly.
She lied. At this moment she felt nothing but a boundless
need of knowing him in safety, of escaping from this abominable thought that the sun would give the signal for his death.
When he was gone, all mishaps might rush down upon her it
would seem sweet to her as long as he was alive. The selfishness of her love wished him alive before all else.
"Very well," said Dominique: "I will do as you prefer."
Then they said nothing more. Dominique went to open the

"Swear

;

The
but suddenly a noise chilled their blood.
Evidoor was shaken, and they thought it was being opened.
dently a patrol had heard their voices; and both of them,
standing pressed against each other, waited in an unspeakable

window again

;

DSMILE ZOLA.

11293

Each gave a stifled sigh they saw how it was,
it
anguish.
must have been the soldier lying across the threshold turning
And really, silence was restored; the snoring began
over.
;

again.

Dominique would have it that Francoise must first climb
back to her room. He took her in his arms he bade her a
mute farewell. Then he helped her to seize the ladder, and
But he refused to go down a
grappled hold of it in his turn.
When
single rung before he knew she was in her room.
Franchise had climbed in, she whispered, in a voice as light
;

as breath
"
Au revoir
:

I love

"

you
She stopped with her elbows resting on the window-sill,
and tried to follow Dominique with her eyes. The night was
still very dark.
She looked for the sentinel, and did not see
him; only the willow made a pale spot in the midst of the
darkness. For an instant she heard the rustling of Dominique's
body along the ivy. Then the wheel creaked, and there was a
gentle plashing that told that the young man had found the
boat.
A minute later, in fact, she made out the dark outline
of a boat on the gray sheet of the Morelle.
Then anguish
At every moment she thought to hear the
stopped her breath.
;

!

sentinel's cry of alarm. The faintest sounds, scattered through
the darkness, seemed to be the hurried tread of soldiers, the
clatter of arms, the click of the hammers of their rifles.

Yet seconds elapsed the country slept in a sovereign peace.
Dominique must have been, landing on the other bank. FranThe stillness was majestic. And
9oise saw nothing more.
;

she heard a noise of scuffling feet, a hoarse cry, the dull thud
of a falling body.
Then the silence grew deeper; and as if
she had felt death passing by, she waited on, all cold, face to
face with the pitch-dark night.

m.
At daybreak, shouting voices shook the mill. Old Merlier
had come down to open Francoise's door. She came down
into the court-yard, pale and very calm.
But there she gave a
shudder before the dead body of a Prussian soldier, which was
stretched out near the well, on a cloak spread on the ground.
Around the body, soldiers were gesticulating, crying aloud
in fury.
Many of them shook their fists at the village. Mean-
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while the

officer

had had

old Merlier called, as

mayor

of the

township.
"
"
See here, said he, in a voice choking with rage, " here 's
We
one of our men who has been murdered by the river-side.
must make a tremendous example, and I trust you will help us
"
to find out the murderer.
"Anything you please," answered the miller in his phleg"

Only it will not be easy."
had stooped down to throw aside a flap of the
Then a horrible wound
cloak that hid the dead man's face.
in the throat, and the
had
been
struck
The
sentinel
appeared.
a
kitchen knife with a
It
was
in
wound.
left
the
was
weapon
matic way.

The

officer

black handle.

"Look

said the officer to old Merlier:
in
us
our search."
may help
"perhaps
The old man gave a start. But he recovered himself immediately, and answered, without moving a muscle of his face
"Everybody in these parts has knives like that. Maybe
Such
your man was tired of fighting, and did the job himself.
"
things have been known to happen.
"Shut up!" the officer cried furiously. "I don't know
what keeps me from setting fire to the four corners of the
at this knife,"

it

:

"

village.

His anger luckily prevented his noticing the profound
She had to sit
change that had come over Frangoise's face.
down on the stone bench near the wall. In spite of herself
her eyes never left that dead body, stretched on the ground
He was a big, handsome fellow, who
almost at her feet.
This
looked like Dominique, with light hair and blue eyes.
She thought of how the
resemblance made her heart-sick.
dead man had perhaps left some sweetheart behind, who would

weep

for

him

over there in Germany.

knife in the dead man's throat.

Meanwhile the

And

she recognized her

She had killed him.

talked of taking terrible measures
soldiers came up running.
They
had only just noticed Dominique's escape. It occasioned an
extreme agitation.
The officer visited the premises, looked
out of the window, which had been left open, understood it all,
officer

against Rocreuse, when some

and came back exasperated.
Old Merlier seemed very much put out at Dominique's
flight.

"The

idiot!

"

he muttered: "he spoils

it all."
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For
Franchise, who heard him, was seized with anguish.
the rest her father did not suspect her complicity.
He shook
his head, saying to her in an undertone
"
Now we are in a fine scrape "
"
"
"
It 's that rascal
He
it 's that rascal
cried the officer.
must have reached the woods. But he must be found for us,
"
or the village shall pay for it.
:

!

!

!

And
"

addressing the miller

:

Come, you must know where he

is

"

hiding ?
Old Merlier gave a noiseless chuckle, pointing to the wide
"
extent of wooded hillside.
How do you expect to find a man
in there
"

?

"

said he.

I
Oh, there must be holes in there that you know of.
will give you ten men.
You shall be their guide."
"
All right.
Only it will take us a week to beat all the
woods in the neighborhood. "
The old man's coolness infuriated the officer. In fact, he
saw the ridiculousness of this battue. It was then that he
caught sight of Franoise, pale and trembling on the bench.
The young girl's anxious attitude struck him. He said nothing for an instant, looking hard at the miller and Franchise

by turns.
"Isn't this young man," he at last brutally asked the old
"
man, "your daughter's lover ?
Old Merlier turned livid one would have thought him on
the point of throwing himself upon the officer and strangling
He drew himself up stiffly he did not answer. Franhim.
coise put her face between her hands.
"Yes, that's it," the Prussian went on: "you or your
You are his accomdaughter have helped him to run away.
"
For
the
last
will
him
time,
you give
up to us ?
plice.
The miller did not answer. He had turned away, looking
off into the distance, as if the officer had not been speaking to
him.
This put the last touch to the latter's anger.
"Very well," he said: "you shall be shot instead."
And he once more ordered out the firing party. Old
;

;

Merlier still kept cool.
shoulders: this whole

He

hardly gave a slight shrug of his
to him in rather bad
No doubt he did not believe that a man was to be
taste.
Then when the squad had come, he
shot with so little ado.
said gravely
VOL. XX.

:

32

drama seemed

EMILE ZOLA.

11296

"You 're

in earnest, then

?

All right.

If

you absolutely

must have some one, I shall do as well as another. "
But Franchise sprang up, half crazed, stammering out
"Mercy, monsieur! don't do any harm to

me

It 's I

instead.

the only culprit.

"Be

who helped Dominique

little

quiet,
lying for ?

you

"

my

cried old

girl,"

:

Kill

father.

to escape.

Merlier.

I

"What

am
are

She spent the night locked up in her room,

She

monsieur.

lies, I assure you."
"I
not lying," the young girl replied ardently.
climbed down out of the window I urged Dominique to fly.
It 's the truth, the only truth."
The old man turned very pale. He saw clearly in her eyes
Ah!
that she was not lying; and the story appalled him.
these children with their hearts, how they spoiled everything

I

"No,

am

;

!

Then he grew angry.
"

She is telling you stupid
have done with it."
She tried to protest again. She knelt down, she clasped
The officer looked quietly on this heart-rending
her hands.

She

's

stories.

crazy; don't believe her.
let 's

Come,

struggle.
"

Good God

"
!

he said at

1 have n't got the other one.
"
your father shall go free.

last,

Try

"I
take your father because
and find the other one, and

For a moment she looked at him, her eyes staring wide at
the atrocity of this proposal.
"It's horrible," she murmured.

me

to find

where he
"

Dominique

my God how
!

"

or your father.
can I choose ? But even

and

Kill me, I beg of you, kill

so.

The

officer at last

tears.

"I
've

;

Him

Dominique was, I could not choose
I had rather die at once.
breaking.
over

"Where do you expect
He 's gone I don't know

?

is."

Well, choose.

"

at this time

He

!

It is

Yes,

me

if I

knew where

heart you are
would be soonest

my

it

"

!

grew impatient at this scene

cried out

of despair

:

I 'm willing to be good-natured,
had enough of this
If your sweetheart is n't
consent to give you two hours.
"
here in two hours, your father shall pay for him.
And he had old Merlier taken to the room which had been
used for Dominique's prison.
The old man asked for some
No emotion was detected in his
tobacco, and fell to smoking.

I

!
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impassive face.
Only, when he was alone, two big tears ran
down
his
cheeks.
His poor, dear child, how she suffered
slowly
had
Franchise
stayed in the middle of the court-yard.
Some Prussian soldiers passed by, laughing. Some of them
called out to her jokes which she did not understand.
She
stared at the door through which her father had just disapAnd with a slow movement she raised her hand to
peared.
her forehead, as if to keep it from bursting.
The officer
turned on his heel repeating:
"You have two hours. Try to make good use of them."
She had two hours. This sentence kept buzzing in her
head.
Then, mechanically, she went out of the court-yard,
she walked straight before her.
Whither should she go ?
What should she do ? She did not even try to decide, because
she felt convinced of the uselessness of her efforts.
Yet she
would have liked to find Dominique. They would have come

!

an understanding together; they might perhaps have hit
upon an expedient. And amid the confusion of her thoughts,
she went down to the bank of the Morelle, which she crossed
below the dam, at a place where there were some large stones.
Her feet led her under the first willow, at the corner of the
field.
As she bent down she saw a pool of blood that made
her turn pale.
That was clearly the place. And she followed
Dominique's tracks in the trodden grass: he must have run; a
to

long line of strides was to be seen cutting through the field
cornerwise.
Then, farther on, she lost the tracks but in a
This
neighboring field she thought she found them again.
brought her to the outskirts of the forest, where all traces
were wiped out.
;

It
Franchise plunged in under the trees, notwithstanding.
relief to be alone.
She sat down for a moment; then,
remembering her time was running out, she got up again.
How long was it since she had left the mill ? Five minutes ?
half an hour ?
She lost all consciousness of time. Perhaps
Dominique had gone and hidden in a copse she knew of, where
one afternoon they had eaten filberts together.
She went to
the copse and searched it.
Only a blackbird flew out, whistThen she thought he had
ling its soft, melancholy tune.
taken refuge in a hollow in the rocks, where he sometimes
used to lie in ambush for game; but the hollow in the rocks
was empty. What was the use of looking for him ? she would
not find him: and little by little her desire to find him grew

was a
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The notion that he might have
furious; she walked on faster.
her.
struck
From that moment
tree
a
climbed up
suddenly
she pushed on with up-turned eyes and that he might know
she was near, she called out to him every fifteen or twenty
The cuckoos answered her; a breath of air passing
steps.
through the branches made her think he was there, and was
coming down. Once she even thought she saw him; she
What
stopped, choking, having a good mind to run away.
would she say to him ? Had she come, then, to lead him away
and have him shot? Oh no, she would not mention these
things. She would cry out to him to escape, not to stay in the
Then the thought of her father waiting for her
neighborhood.
She fell upon the turf, weeping,
her
a
sharp pang.
gave
;

repeating aloud
"

My

God,

:

my God why am
!

I here

"
!

And as if seized with
she ran, she tried to find a way out of the forest.
Three times she took the wrong path; and she thought she
could not find the mill again, when she came out into a field
As soon as she caught sight of the
just opposite Rocreuse.
Was
she going to return alone ?
she
village,
stopped.
As she stood there, a voice called to her softly
She must have been crazy to come.

fright,

:

"

"

Franchise
Frai^oise
she saw Dominique raising his head above the edge of
So Heaven wished
Just God, she had found him
a ditch.
She held back a cry, she let herself slide down
his death ?
!

!

And

!

into the ditch.
"
"

You were looking
"

Yes,

me

"

he asked.
she answered, her head buzzing, not knowing what
for

?

she said.
"

Ah

!

what

's

going on

She looked down

;

?

"

she stammered out

:

wanted to see you. "
Why, nothing
Then, reassured, he told her that he had not wished to go
far.
He feared for them. Those rascals of Prussians were
just the sort to wreak vengeance upon women and old men.
Then all was going well and he added, laughing
"

;

I

was anxious

I

:

;

"Our wedding

will be for this day week, that 's all."
Then, as she was still overcome, he grew serious again.
"
But what 's the matter with you ? You are keeping some-

thing from me."
"
No, I swear to you.

I

ran to come

"
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He
them

kissed her, saying that it was imprudent for either of
to talk any longer; and he wished to get back to the

She held him hack. She was trembling.
Listen perhaps it would be as well for you to stay here,
all the same.
Nobody is looking for you ; you 're not afraid of
forest.

"

:

"

anything.

"Frangoise,

you

are

keeping something from me," he

repeated.

Again she swore she was keeping nothing from him. Only
she had rather know he was near; and she stammered out
She struck him as acting so queerly,
other reasons besides.
that now he himself would not have been willing to leave her.
Besides, he believed the French would return.
Troops had
been sent over Sauval way.
"
Ah let them be in a hurry ; let them be here as soon as
!

"
he muttered fervently.
possible
At this moment the Rocreuse church clock struck eleven.
!

The strokes came

clear and distinct.
She sprang up in fright:
was two hours since she had left the mill.
"Listen," she said rapidly: "if we should need you, I will
"
go up to my room and wave my handkerchief.
it

And she left him, running ; while Dominique, very anxious,
stretched himself out on the edge of the ditch, to keep his eye
on the mill. As she was just running into Rocreuse, Franchise
met an old beggar, old Bontemps, who knew the whole
He bowed to her he had just seen the miller in the
country.
midst of the Prussians then crossing himself and mumbling
some disconnected words, he went his way.
"
The two hours are over, " said the officer, when Frangoise
:

;

appeared.
Old Merlier was there, sitting on the bench by the well.
He was still smoking. The young girl once more implored,
She wished to gain time. The
wept, fell upon her knees.
hope of seeing the French return had grown in her; and while

bewailing her fate, she thought she heard the measured tread
of an army.
Oh if they had come, if they had delivered them
!

all!

one hour, one hour more! You can
"
hour
one
surely grant
But the officer was still inflexible. He even ordered two
men to take her in charge and lead her away, that they might
Then a frightproceed quietly with the old man's execution.
"Listen, monsieur,

me

!
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went on in Franchise's heart. She could not let
her father be thus murdered.
No, no, she would die with
and
she
was
first;
bounding toward her room,
Dominique
when Dominique himself walked into the court-yard.
The officer and soldiers gave a shout of triumph. But he,
as if no one but Frangoise had been there, stepped up to her
quietly, a little sternly.
ful conflict

"That was wrong," said he. "Why did n't you bring me
back with you ? Old Bontemps had to tell me everything.
After all, here I am."
IV.

Great black clouds had slowly filled
It was three o'clock.
This
the sky, the tail of some not distant thunder-storm.
yellow sky, these copper-colored rags, changed the valley of
Rocreuse, so cheerful in the sunshine, to a cut-throat den, full
The Prussian officer had been content
of suspicious shadows.
to have Dominique locked up, without saying anything about

what fate he had in store for him. Ever -since noon, FranQoise
had been a prey to infernal anguish. She would not leave the
She was waiting
court-yard, in spite of her father's urging.
But the hours passed by, night was at hand,
for the French.
and she suffered the more keenly that all this time gained did
not seem likely to change the frightful catastrophe.
Nevertheless at about three, the Prussians made preparaA minute before, the officer had closeted himself with Dominique, as on the preceding day.
Franchise
saw that the young man's life was being decided on. Then
Old Merlier, beside her,
she clasped her hands and prayed.

tions to go.

maintained his mute and rigid attitude of an old peasant who
does not struggle with the fatality of facts.
"

my God

my "God

!

"

!

said Franchise brokenly, " they

are going to kill him
The miller drew her close to
!

him and took her upon

Just then the

officer

led Dominique.

"Never, never!

"Think

"

came

out; while behind him, two

cried the latter.

"I

of it well," replied the officer.

am

I

am

generous.
through the woods.
;

men

ready to die."

"This service that

you refuse us will be done for us by another.
life

his

like a child.

knee,

I offer

you your

be our guide to Montredom,
There must be paths. "
It is only to
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Dominique made no answer.
"
" Then
you are still obstinate ?
"Kill me, and let us have done with it," he answered.
Franchise, with hands clasped, implored him from across
the yard.
She had forgotten all she would have urged him
to some piece of cowardice.
But old Merlier grasped her
;

hands, that the Prussians might not see her delirious gesture.
"

He

is right,

"

he murmured

"
:

it 's

better to die.

"

The

The officer was waiting for a
firing party was there.
of weakness on Dominique's part.
He still counted
him
was
a
over.
There
dead
From the
silence.
winning

moment
on

A

distance were heard violent claps of thunder.
sultry heat
the
and
in
this
silence a
the
midst
of
weighed upon
country ;
shriek burst forth
"
The French the French "
:

!

It

was

!

On

the Sauval road, on the outskirts of
out the line of red trousers.
Inside

really they.

the wood, you could make
the mill there was an extraordinary hubbub.

The Prussian

soldiers ran about with guttural exclamations.

For the

rest,

not a shot had been fired yet.
"
The French the French " screamed Franchise, clapping
her hands.
She was like mad. She had broken loose from her father's
embrace, and she laughed, her arms waving in the air. At
!

!

were coming, and they had come in time, since
Dominique was still there, erect!
A terrible firing that burst upon her ears like a thunderstroke made her turn round.
The officer had just muttered
last they

:

"

"

us finish this job.
And pushing Dominique up against the wall of a shed with
"
"
his own hands, he had ordered,
When Francoise
Fire
turned round, Dominique was lying on the ground, his breast
First of

all, let

!

pierced with twelve bullets.
She did not weep she stood there in a stupor. Her eyes
were fixed, and she went and sat down under the shed, a few
She looked at it at moments she made
steps from the body.
The Prusa vague and childlike movement with her hand.
;

;

sians had laid hold of old Merlier as a hostage.
It was a fine fight.
Rapidly the officer stationed his men,
recognizing that he could not beat a retreat without being over-

Now it was
It was as well to sell his life dearly.
powered.
the Prussians who defended the mill, and the French that
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made the attack. The firing began with unheard-of violence.
For half an hour it did not stop. Then a dull explosion was
heard, and a shot broke off one of the main branches of the
The French had cannon. A battery
hundred-year-old elm.
drawn up just above the ditch in which Dominique had hidden,
swept the main street of Rocreuse. From this moment the
struggle could not last long.
Ah the poor mill Shot pierced it through and through.
Half the roofing was carried away. Two walls crumbled.
But it was, above all, on the side toward the Morelle that the
The ivy, torn from the shattered
ruin done was piteous.
!

!

hung in rags the river swept away debris of every sort
and through a breach you could see Franchise's room, with her
Shot
bed, the white curtains of which were carefully drawn.
two
and
received
old
wheel
the
cannon-balls,
gave
upon shot,
one last groan the paddles were washed away by the current,
The mill had breathed out its soul.
the carcass collapsed.
Then the French stormed the place. There was a furious
Beneath the rust-colored sky, the cutfight with side-arms.
The broad
throat hollow of the valley was filled with slain.
meadows looked grim, their rows of poplars streaking them
To the right and left, the forests were like the
with shadows.
walls,

;

;

:

walls of a circus, shutting in the combatants; while the
springs, the fountains, the running waters, gave forth sounds

amid the panic of the country-side.
Under the shed, Frangoise had not stirred, crouched down
Old Merlier was killed outright
opposite Dominique's body.
when
the Prussians had been annihia
Then
bullet.
by spent
lated, and the mill was burning, the French captain was the
of sobbing,

man to enter the court-yard. From the beginning of the
campaign it was the only success he had won. And all aglow,
drawing up his tall figure to its full height, he laughed with

first

And seeing Franchise,
his gracious air of a fine cavalier.
her
husband and father,
the
dead
bodies
of
between
imbecile,
amidst the smoking ruins of the mill, he gallantly saluted her
with his sword, crying out
:

"

"

Victory

!

Victory

!
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THE OLDEST STORY

IN

THE SHIPWRECKED

THE WORLD.
SAILOK.

"
[One of the most complete documents existing on papyrus is the Story of
the Shipwrecked Sailor." The tale itself seems to date from a very early
In it a
period, when imagination could still have full play in Upper Nubia.
sailor is apparently presenting a petition to some great man, in hopes of royal
favor as the hero of the marvels which he proceeds to recount.
The Papyrus, which apparently is of the age of the Xlth Dynasty, is pre-

served at St. Petersburg, but

is

still

unpublished.

It

has been translated
is taken from

by Professors Golenisheff and Maspero. The present version
"Egyptian Tales," by W. M. Flinders Petrie.]

wise servant said, "Let thy heart be satisfied, O my
we have come back to the country ; after we have
long been on board, and rowed much, the prow has at last
touched land. All the people rejoice and embrace us one after
another.
Moreover, we have come back in good health, and
not a man is lacking; although we have been to the ends of
Wawat and gone through the land of Senmut, we have returned
in peace, and our land
behold, we have come back to it.
Hear me, my lord 1 have no other refuge. Wash thee and
turn the water over thy fingers, then go and tell the tale to the

THE

lord, for that

;

"

Majesty.

His lord replied, " Thy heart continues still its wandering
words! But although the mouth of a man may save him, his
words may also cover his face with confusion. Wilt thou do,
This that thou wilt say, tell
then, as thy heart moves thee.
"

quietly.

The

sailor then

answered
which has happened to me, to my
I was going to the mines of Pharaoh, and I went
very self.
down on the Sea on a ship of 150 cubits long and 40 cubits
wide, with 150 sailors of the best of Egypt, who had seen
heaven and earth, and whose hearts were stronger than lions.
They had said that the wind would not be contrary, or that
"

Now

I shall tell that

:
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But. as we approached the land the wind
and threw up waves eight cubits high. As for me, I
seized a piece of wood but those who were in the vessel perA wave threw me on an island,
ished, without one remaining.
after that I had been three days alone, without a companion
I laid me in a thicket and the shadow
beside my own heart.
Then stretched I my limbs to try to find somecovered me.
thing for my mouth. I found there figs and grapes, all manner
of good herbs, berries and grain, melons of all kinds, fishes
and birds. Nothing was lacking. And I satisfied myself, and
left on the ground that which was over, of what my arms had
I dug a pit, I lighted a fire, and I made a
been filled withal.

there would be none.
arose,

;

burnt-offering unto the gods.
"
I heard a noise

Suddenly

to be that of a

wave

of the sea.

as of thunder, which I thought
The trees shook and the earth

was moved. I uncovered my face, and I saw that a serpent
drew near. He was thirty cubits long, and his beard greater
than two cubits; his body was overlaid with gold, and his color
as that of true lazuli.
"

He

coiled himself before me.

Then he opened

before him, and

his mouth, while that I lay on my face
he said to me, 'What has brought thee, what

has brought thee, little one, what has brought thee ? If thou
sayest not speedily what has brought thee to this isle, I will
make thee know thyself; as a flame thou shalt vanish, if thou
tellest me not something I have not heard, or which I knew
not before thee.'
"Then he took me in his mouth and carried me to his restI was whole
ing-place, and laid me down without any hurt.
and sound, and nothing was gone from me. Then he opened
his mouth against me, while that I lay on my face before him,
and he said, 'What has brought thee, what has brought thee,
little one, what has brought thee to this isle which is in the
sea, and of which the shores are in the midst of the waves ?
"Then I replied to him, and holding my arms low before
'I was embarked for the mines by the
him, I said to him:
order of the Majesty, in a ship; 150 cubits was its length, and
It had 150 sailors of the best of
the width of it 40 cubits.
who
had
and
seen
heaven
earth, and the hearts of whom
Egypt,
were stronger than lions. They said that the wind would not
be contrary, or that there would be none.
Each of them exceeded his companion in the prudence of his "heart and the
A
strength of his arm, and 1 was not beneath any of them.
'
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storm came upon us while we were on the sea. Hardly could
we reach to the shore when the wind waxed yet greater, and
the waves rose even eight cubits.
As for me, I seized a piece
of wood, while those who were in the boat perished without
one being left with me for three days.
Behold me now before
'

was brought to this isle by a wave of the sea
"Then said he to me, 'Fear not, fear not, little one, and
make not thy face sad. If thou hast come to me, it is God
who has let thee live. For it is he who has brought thee to
this isle of the blest, where nothing is lacking, and which is
thee, for I

filled

month
isle.

!

all good things.
See now thou shalt pass one
after another, until thou shalt be four months in this
Then a ship shall come from thy land with sailors, and

with

thou shalt leave with them and go to thy country, and thou
shalt die in thy town.
Converse is pleasing, and he who tastes
I will therefore tell thee of that
of it passes over his misery.
which is in this isle. I am here with my brethren and my
children around me; we are seventy-five serpents, children,
and kindred; without naming a young girl who was brought
unto me by chance, and on whom the fire of heaven fell and
As for thee, if thou art strong, and if thy
burnt her to ashes.
heart waits patiently, thou shalt press thy infants to thy bosom
and embrace thy wife. Thou shalt return to thy house which
is full of all good things, thou shalt see thy land, where thou
shalt dwell in the midst of thy kindred
"
Then I bowed in my obeisance, and I touched the ground
Behold now that which I have told thee before.
before him.
I shall tell of thy presence unto Pharaoh, 1 shall make him to
know of thy greatness, and I will bring to thee of the sacred
oils and perfumes, and of incense of the temples with which
I shall tell moreover of that which I do
all gods are honored.
now see (thanks to him), and there shall be rendered to thee
'

!

'

I shall slay asses
praises before the fulness of all the land.
for thee in sacrifice, I shall pluck for thee the birds, and I

shall bring for thee ships full of all kinds of the treasures of
Egypt, as is comely to do unto a god, a friend of men in a far
country, of which men know not.'

"Then he smiled at my speech, because of that which was
in his heart, for he said to me, 'Thou art not rich in perfumes,
for all that thou hast is but common incense.
As for me, 1

am
oil

prince of the land of Punt, and I have perfumes.
Only the
which thou saidst thou wouldst bring is not common in this
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But when thou shalt depart from this place, thou shalt
isle.
never more see this isle; it shall be changed into waves.'

"And behold, when the ship drew near,
that he had told me before, I got me up into
Then
strive to see those who were within it.
to him this matter; but it was already known

attending to all

an high tree, to
I came and told
unto him before.

Then he

said to me, 'Farewell, farewell; go to thy house, little
one, see again thy children, and let thy name be good in thy
'
town these are my wishes for thee
!

;

"Then

I

bowed myself before him, and held my arms low

me gifts of precious perfumes, of
of
of
sweet
woods,
kohl, of cypress, an abundane of incassia,
of
of apes, and all kinds of preof
tusks,
baboons,
cense,
ivory
I embarked all in the ship which was come,
cious things.

before him, and he, he gave

God for him.
Behold, thou shalt come to thy country in two months, thou shalt press to thy bosom thy children,
and thou shalt rest in thy tomb!' After this I went down to
the shore unto the ship, and I called to the sailors who were
Then on the shore I rendered adoration to the master
there.
of this isle and to those who dwelt therein.
" When we shall
come, in our return, to the house of Phain
the
second
month, according to all that the serpent
raoh,
And I shall go
has said, we shall approach unto the palace.
in before Pharaoh, I shall bring the gifts which I have brought
from this isle into the country. Then he shall thank me beGrant then unto me a folfore the fulness of all the land.
Cast thine
lower, and lead me to the courtiers of the king.
that I
I
after
that
am
to
land
come
me
after
again,
eye upon
Hear my prayer, for it is
have both seen and proved this.
good to listen to people. It was said unto me, 'Become a wise
man, and thou shalt come to honor, and behold I have become
such."
and bowing myself,
"

Then he said

I prayed

to me,

'

'

This is finished from its beginning unto its end, even as it was
found in a writing. It is written by the scribe of cunning fingers, Ameniamenaa; may he live in life, wealth, and health.
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THE TWO BROTHERS.
"

The Story

of the

Two

Brothers

1

"

is in places incoherent, but charms
throughout by beautiful and natural touches. The copy in which it has been
preserved to us is practically complete, but is full of errors of writing and of
composition, whole sentences having crept in that are useless, or contra-

[

The style is however absolutely simple and narradictory to the context.
and the language entirely free from archaisms.
The papyrus, which bears the name of Seti II. as crown prince, dates

tive,

XlXth Dynasty. The beginnings of many of the sentences and paragraphs are written in red this is specially the case when a sentence commences with an indication of time, usually expressed in a fixed formula. In
such cases the translation of the passage written in red is here printed in italics.]
from the

:

ONCE there were two

Anpu was

the

brothers, of one mother and one father

of the elder, and Bata was the name of the
as for Anpu, he had a house and he had a wife.

Now,
His younger brother was to him as

younger.

who made

;

name

it

were a son

;

he

it

was

him

his clothes, while he walked behind his oxen
to the fields; he it was who did the plowing; he it was who
harvested the corn he it was who did for him all the work
for

;

Behold, his younger brother grew to be an excellent worker; there was not his equal in the whole land;
behold, the strain of a god was in him.
of the fields.

Now when the days multiplied after these things, his younger
brother followed his oxen as his manner was, daily
every
evening he turned again to the house, laden with all the herbs
of the field, with milk and with wood, and with all things of
He put them down before his elder brother, who
the field.
was sitting with his wife ; he drank and ate ; he lay down in
his stable with the cattle.
Now when the earth lighted and the second day came, he took
bread which he had baked, and laid it before his elder brother;
and he took with him his bread to the field, and he drave his
cattle to pasture them in the fields.
And he used to walk be;

hind his cattle, they saying to him, "Good is the herbage
which is in such a place " and he hearkened to all that they
;

l

This has been called

tion probably antedates

it

"The

Oldest Story in the World," but the previous
by more than a thousand years.

selec-
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and he took them to the good pasture which they desired.
him became exceeding exAnd
became
and
prolific greatly.
they
cellent,
Now at the time of plowing, his elder brother said unto
him, "Let us make ready for ourselves a yoke of oxen for plowing for the land hath come out from the water it is good for
plowing in this state and do thou come to the field with corn,
said,

the cattle which were before

;

;

;

"

will begin the plowing in the morrow morning.
Thus
and his younger brother did everything that
he
to him
said
his elder brother had bidden him, to the end.
for

we

;

Now when the earth lighted and the second day came, they
went to the fields with their yoke of oxen; and their hearts
were pleased exceedingly with that which they accomplished
in the beginning of their work.
Now when the days were multiplied after these things, they
were in the field they stopped for seed corn, and he sent his
younger brother, saying, "Haste thou, bring to us corn from
the farm." And the younger brother found the wife of his
He
elder brother [some] one was sitting arranging her hair.
"
Get up, and give to me seed corn, that
said to her [the wife],
I may run to the field, for my elder brother hastened me
be
"
She said to him, " Go, open the store, and thou
not slow.
shalt take for thyself what is in thy heart; do not interrupt the
;

;

;

course of

my

hair-dressing."
into his stable

The youth went

he took a large measure,
it with barley
and spelt and he went out carrying them. She said to him,
"How much of the corn that is wanted, is that which is on thy
"
He said to her, " Three bushels of spelt, and two
shoulder ?

for he desired to take

much

;

corn; he loaded

;

what are upon my shoulder;"
she spake with him, saying, u There

of barley, in all five; these are

thus said he to her.

And

"

And
great strength in thee, for I see thy might every day.
her desire was to know him with the knowledge of youth.
She
arose and took hold of him, and said to him, "Come, lie with
is

me; behold,

this shall be to thine advantage, for I will

make

for thee beautiful garments."
Then the youth became like a
leopard of the south in fury at the evil speech which she had

him and she feared greatly. He spake with her, sayBehold, thou art to me as a mother thy husband is to
me as a father for he who is elder than I hath brought me up.
What is this great wickedness that thou hast said ? Say it not
to me again.
For I will not tell it to any man, that it should

made

to

;

"

ing,

;

;
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"
He lifted up his burden,
go forth by the mouth of all men.
went
and
came
and he
to his elder brother; and
to the field
they took up their work, to labor at their task.
Now afterwards, at the time of evening, his elder brother
was returning to his house the younger brother was following
after his oxen; he loaded himself with all the things of the
field; he brought his oxen before him, to make them lie down
;

in their stable which was in the farm.
Behold, the wife of
the elder brother was afraid for the words which she had said.

She took a pot of fat; she made herself as one who had been
beaten by miscreants, in order that she might say to her husband, "It is thy younger brother who hath done this wrong."
Her husband returned in the even, as his manner was every
day he came unto his house he found his wife lying down,
ill of violence; she did not put water upon his hands as his
manner was she did not make a light before him his house
was in darkness, and she was lying vomiting. Her husband
"
said to her, "Who hath spoken with thee ?
Behold, she said,
"
No one hath spoken with me except thy younger brother.
When he came to take for thee seed corn he found me sitting
alone; he said to me, 'Come, let us lie together; put on thy
1
I would not hearken to him
thus spake he to me.
wig
'
Behold, am I not thy mother, is not thy elder brother to thee
as a father ?
Thus spake I to him, and he feared, and he beat
me to stop me from making report to thee, and if thou lettest
him live I shall kill myself. Now behold, when he cometh tomorrow, seize upon him; I will accuse him of this wicked
thing which he would have done the day before."
The elder brother became as a leopard of the south; he
sharpened his knife he took it in his hand he stood behind
the door of his stable to slay his younger brother as he came in
;

;

;

;

'

:

;

'

;

;

the evening to let his cattle into the stable.
Now the sun went down, and he loaded himself with all the
herbs of the field in his manner of every day.
He came his
"
Beleading cow entered the stable she said to her keeper,
hold, thy elder brother is standing before thee with his knife
;

;

from before him." He heard what his leadHe
ing cow had said; the next entered ancj. said likewise.
looked beneath the door of the stable he saw the feet of his
elder brother standing behind the door with his knife in his
to slay thee; flee

;

1

a hot

The Egyptians shaved
climate.

their heads

and wore wigs as a matter of cleanliness in
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He put down his load on the ground, he set out to flee
swiftly; his elder brother pursued after him with his knife.
Then the younger brother cried out unto Ra Harakhti, saying,
"
Thou art he who distinguishest wrong from
Lord
My good
"
to all his complaint ; Ra caused to be
Ra
hearkened
right.
hand.

!

him and his elder brother, full of
was on one bank, the other on the
other bank and the elder brother smote twice on his hands at
Thus did he. The younger brother called
not slaying him.
made a

great water between
crocodiles ; the one brother
;

on the bank, saying, " Stand still until the dawn
of day; when Ra ariseth I shall argue with thee before him,
and he giveth the wrong to the right. For I shall not be with
I shall not be in the place in which thou
thee unto eternity.
I
to
shall
the
art;
go
Valley of the Acacia."
to the elder

Now when

the earth lighted

and

the second

day came, Ra

1

shone out, and each of them saw the other. The
"
Wherefore
youth spake with his elder brother, saying
earnest thou after me to slay me wrongfully, when thou hadst
not heard my mouth speak ? For I am thy younger brother in
truth thou art to me as a father ; thy wife is to me even as a
mother is it not so ? Verily, when I was sent to bring for us
seed corn, thy wife said to me, 'Come lie with me.' Behold,
this has been turned over to thee upside down."
He caused
him to understand all that happened with him and with his
He swore an oath by Ra Harakhti, saying, " Thy comwife.

Harakhti

:

;

:

ing to slay me wrongfully, having thy spear, was the instigaHe took a reed knife and
tion of a wicked and filthy one."
mutilated himself; he cast the flesh into the water, and the
He sank; he became faint; his elder
silurus swallowed it.
brother chided his heart greatly; he stood weeping for him
loudly, that he could not cross to where his younger brother
The younger brother called
was, because of the crocodiles.
unto him, saying, " Whereas thou hast devised an evil thing,
wilt thou not also devise a good thing, or such a thing as I
would do unto thee ? When thou goest to thy house thou must
look to thy cattle for I stay not in the place where thou art,
I am going to the Valley of the Acacia.
Now as to what thou
shalt do for me: verily, understand this, that things shall happen unto me namely, that I shall draw out my soul, that I
shall put it upon the top of the flowers of the acacia; the
acacia-tree will be cut down, it shall fall to the ground, and
;

;

1

The

sun.
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them shalt come to seek for it, and if thou passest seven years
Thou shalfc find it;
searching for it, let not thy heart sicken.
thou must put it in a cup of cold water that I may live again,
that I may make answer to what hath been done wrong.
Thou
shait understand this; namely, that things are happening to
me, when one shall give to thee a pot of beer in thy hand and
it shall foam up
stay not then, for verily it shall come to pass
with thee."
:

He went

to the Valley of the Acacia; his elder brother went
his hand was laid on his head ; he cast dust on
;

to his house

he came to his house, he slew his wife, he cast her to
;
the dogs, and he sat in mourning for his younger brother.

his head

Now when

the days were multiplied after these things, his
younger brother was in the Valley of the Acacia; there was
none with him; he spent the day hunting the game of the
desert, he came back in the even to lie down under the acacia,
the topmost flower of which was his soul.
Now when the days were multiplied after these things, he built
himself a tower with his hand, in the Valley of the Acacia it was
full of all good things, that he might provide for himself a home.
He went out from his tower, he met the Ennead of the gods, 1
who were going forth to arrange the affairs of their whole land.
The Nine Gods talked one with another, they said unto him:
"
Ho Bata, Bull of the Ennead of the gods, art thou remaining alone, having fled thy village from before the wife of Anpu
;

!

thy elder brother ? Behold, his wife is slain. Thou hast given
him an answer to all that was transgressed against thee."
Their hearts were sad for him exceedingly.
Ra Harakhti said
to Khnumu, 1 "Behold, frame thou a wife for Bata, that he may
not sit alone." Khnumu made for him a mate to dwell with
him.
She was more beautiful in her limbs than any woman
who is in the whole land. Every god was in her. The seven
Hathors came to see her they said with one mouth, " She will
die a sharp death."
He loved her very exceedingly, and she dwelt in his house
he passed his time in hunting the game of the
desert, and
brought what he took before her. He said, " Go not outside,
lest the sea seize thee ; for I cannot rescue thee from
it, for I
:

;

1
Ra Harakhti was the chief of this Ennead. Khnumu, one of his companion
gods, was the craftsman, sometimes represented as fashioning mankind upon the
potters' wheel.
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am

a

woman

like thee

quished by him."

Now when

:

my

acacia; and

flower of the

the

if

soul is placed on the top of the
another find it, I shall be van-

He

explained to her all about his soul.
days were multiplied after these things, Bata

went to hunt as his daily manner was. The girl went to walk
under the acacia which was by the side of her house the sea
saw her, and cast its waves up after her. She set out to run
away from it she entered her house. The sea called unto the
;

;

"
The acacia
Oh, catch hold of her for me
brought a lock from her hair, the sea carried it to Egypt, and
dropped it in the place of the wasjiers of Pharaoh's linen. The
smell of the lock of hair entered into the clothes of Pharaoh.
"
They were wroth with Pharaoh's washers, saying, The smell
of ointment is in the clothes of Pharaoh."
The men were rebuked every day; they knew not what they should do. The
chief of the washers of Pharaoh went down to the seaside his
soul was black within him because of the chiding with him
He stopped and stood upon the sandy shore opposite to
daily.
the lock of hair, which was in the water he made one go in,
and it was brought to him; there was found in it a smell,
He took it to Pharaoh; the scribes and the
exceeding sweet.
wise men were brought to Pharaoh they said unto Pharaoh
"
This lock of hair belongs to a daughter of Ra Harakhti
the strain of every god is in her it is a tribute to thee from a
Let messengers go to every foreign land to
strange land.
seek her as for the messenger who shall go to the Valley of
"
the Acacia, let many men go with him to bring her.
Then
"
Excellent exceedingly is what we have said "
said his Majesty,
and the men were sent.
When the days were multiplied after these things, the people
who went abroad came to give report unto the king but there
came not those who went to the Valley of the Acacia, for Bata
had slain them he spared one of them to give a report to the
His Majesty sent many men and soldiers as well as
king.
"

acacia, saying,

!

;

;

:

;

;

;

:

;

:

;

There was a woman among
horsemen, to bring her back.
whose
into
hand
was
them,
put every kind of beautiful ornaments for a woman. The girl came back with her; there were
rejoicings for her in the whole land.
His Majesty loved her exceedingly, and raised her to be a
princess of high rank he spake with her that she should tell
She said to his Majesty, "Let the
concerning her husband.
acacia be cut down, and let one chop it up. "
They sent men
;
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and soldiers with their weapons to cut down the acacia they
came to the acacia, they cut the flower upon which was the soul
of Bata, and he fell dead upon the instant.
Now when the earth lighted and the second day came, the
And Anpu, the elder brother of Bata,
acacia was cut down.
entered his house; he sat down and washed his hands: one
gave him a pot of beer, it foamed up another was given him
He took his staff, his sandals, likeof wine, it became foul.
;

;

wise his clothes, with his weapons of war; he set out to walk
He entered the tower of his
the Valley of the Acacia.
younger brother; he found his younger brother lying on his
bed he was dead. He wept when he saw his younger brother
He went out to seek the soul of his younger
verily lying dead.
the
acacia
brother under
tree, under which his younger brother
He spent three years in seeking
used to lie in the evening.
When he began the fourth year, he
for it, but found it not.
"I
will go
desired in his heart to return into Egypt ; he said,
"
thus spake he in his heart.
to-morrow
When the earth lighted and the second day came, he went out
under the acacia, and set to work to seek it again. He found
He returned with it. Behold, this was the soul
a seed-pod.
He brought a cup of cold water, he
of his younger brother.
dropped it into it: he sat down, as his manner of every day
Now when the night came his [Bata's] soul absorbed the
was.
water; Bata shuddered in all his limbs, he looked on his elder
Then Anpu took the cup of
brother; his soul was in the cup.
cold water in which the soul of his younger brother was ; he
[Bata] drank it, his soul stood again in its place, he became as
he had been.
They embraced each other, and they spake with
to

;

;

one another.
Bata said to his elder brother, " Behold, I am to become as
a great bull, with all the right markings no one knoweth its
When the sun
history, and thou must sit upon his back.
;

we

will go to that place where my wife is, that I may
answer to her; and thou must take me to the place
where the king is. For all good things shall be done for thee,
and one shall lade thee with silver and gold, because thou
for I become a great marvel, they
bringest me to Pharaoh
arises

return

;

shall rejoice for

me

in all the land.

And

thou shalt go to thy

village."

When

and the second day came, Bata became
which he had told to his elder brother. And Anpu

the earth lighted

in the form
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He came
his elder brother sat upon his back until the dawn.
to the place where the king was; they made his Majesty to
know of him he saw him, and he rejoiced exceedingly. He
made for him great offerings, saying, " This is a great wonder
;

which has come to pass. " There were rejoicings over him in
the whole land.
They loaded him with silver and gold for his
elder brother, who went and settled in his village.
They gave
to the bull many men and many things, and Pharaoh loved him
exceedingly above

men

that are in this land.
were
days
multiplied after these things, the
bull entered the place of purifying he stood in the place where
the princess was ; he began to speak with her, saying, " Behold,
I am alive indeed."
She said to him, "Who then art thou ? "
"
Thou knewest well when thou
He said to her
I am Bata.
causedst that they should cut down the acacia for Pharaoh,
that it was to my hurt, that I might not be suffered to live.
"
Then the princess
Behold, I am alive indeed, being as an ox.
feared exceedingly for the words that her husband had spoken

Now when

all

the

;

:

And he went out from the place of purifying.
His Majesty was sitting, making a good day with her she
was at the table of his Majesty, and the king was exceeding
She said to his Majesty, " Swear to me by
pleased with her.

to her.

:

What thou shalt say, I
He hearkened unto all that she
'

will obey

for thy
she said,
"Let me eat of the liver of this bull, because he will do noth"
ing ; thus spake she to him. He was exceedingly vexed at that
which she said, the heart of Pharaoh was grieved exceedingly.
Now when the earth lighted and the second day came, there
was proclaimed a great feast with offerings to the ox. The

God,

sake.

saying,

'

'

said.

it

And

king sent one of the chief butchers of his Majesty, to have the
Afterwards it was caused to be sacrificed, and
ox sacrificed.
when it was in the hands of the men, it shook its neck, and
threw two drops of blood over against the double door of his
One fell upon the one side of the great door of
Majesty.
They grew as two
Pharaoh, and the other upon the other side.
great Persea trees each of them was excellent.
"
One went to tell unto his Majesty, Two great Persea trees
have grown, as a great marvel for his Majesty, in the night,
"
There was reby the side of the great gate of his Majesty.
made
were
and
there
all
the
in
for
them
offerings
land,
joicing
;

to them.

Now when

the

days were multiplied after these things, his
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Majesty was adorned with a blue crown, with garlands of
flowers on his neck; he was upon the chariot of electrum; he
went out from the palace to behold the Persea trees the prin:

went out with horses behind Pharaoh. His Majesty
sat beneath one of the Persea trees, and it spake thus with his
wife
"Oh thou deceitful one, I am Bata I am alive, though
I have suffered violence.
Thou knewest well that the causing
of the acacia to be cut down for Pharaoh was to my hurt.
I
then became an ox, and thou hadst me slain."
Now when the days were multiplied after these things, the
princess stood at the table of Pharaoh, and the king was
She said to his Majesty, " Swear to me by
pleased with her.
God, saying, That which the princess shall say to me I will
Thus do thou. " And he hearkened unto all
obey it for her.
that she said.
She said, "Let these two Persea trees be cut
down, and let them be made into goodly timber." He hearkcess also

:

;

i

'

ened unto

all

that she said.

Now when

the days were multiplied after these things, his
sent
skilful
craftsmen, and they cut down the Persea
Majesty
trees of Pharaoh, while the princess, the royal wife, stood by
and saw it. A chip flew up and entered into the mouth of the

princess and she perceived that she had conceived, and while
her days were being fulfilled Pharaoh did all that was in her
heart therein. 1
Now when the days were multiplied after these things, she
;

One went to tell his Majesty, " There is
born to thee a son." They brought him [i.e., the child, to the
king], and gave to him a nurse and servants there were rejoicThe king sat making a good day; they
ings in the whole land.
performed the naming of him, his Majesty loved him exceedingly on the instant, the king raised him to be the royal son
bore a male child.

;

of

Kush.

Now when

the

Majesty made him

Now when

days were multiplied after these things, his
heir of all the land.

days were multiplied after these things, when
many years as heir of the whole land, his
There was command given, "Let
Majesty flew up to heaven.
my great nobles of his Majesty be brought before me, that I
may make them to know all that has happened to me." And
they brought to him his wife, and he argued with her before
them, and their case was decided.
They brought to him his
he had

the

fulfilled

1

I.e., in the

matter of the

trees.
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elder brother; he

made him hereditary

prince in all his land.
and his elder

thirty years King of Egypt, and he died,
brother stood in his place on the day of burial.

He was

Excellently finished in peace, for the Ka of the scribe of the
treasury, Kagabu, of the treasury of Pharaoh, and for the scribe
Written by the scribe Anena,
Hora, and the scribe Meremapt.

owner of this roll.
Tahuti be his opponent.

the

He who

speaks against this

roll,

may

ANCIENT EGYPTIAN LOVE-SONGS.
LOVE'S DOUBTS.

[MY

brother] hath come forth [from mine house]

[He careth not

My

for]

heart standeth

my

still

love;

within me.

Behold, honeyed cakes in my mouth.
They are turned into salt
Even must, that sweet thing,
In my mouth is as the gall of a bird
;

The breath
Is that

!

of thy nostrils alone

which maketh

my

heart

live.

Amen grant thee unto me,
found thee
for
ever
and
Eternally

I

!

!

THE UNSUCCESSFUL BIRD-CATCHER.
THE

voice of the wild goose crieth,

For she hath taken her bait

;

[But] thy love restraineth me,
I cannot loose it.

So I must gather my net together.
What then shall I say to my mother,

To whom I come daily
Laden with wild-fowl ?
I have not laid my net to-day,
For thy love hath seized me.

;
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VOWELS.
a .... as in

man, pang,
mane, dale,

fat,

a .... as fate,
a .... as in far, father, guard.
S
as in fall, talk, paltry.

u .... as in full,
u
German ii, French
.

.

.

.

... as in

oi

oil, joint,

ou ... as in pound, proud.

a .... as in ask, fast, ant.
a .... as in fare.
e .... as in met, pen, bless.
e .... as in mete, meet.

....
....
I ....
o ....
o ....
6 ....
8 ....
u ....
u ....
e

i

as in her, fern.
as in pin, it.
as in pine, fight,

file.

as in not, on, frog.
as in note, poke, floor.

as in move, spoon.
as in nor, song, off.
as in tub.
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u.

boy.

CONSONANTS.
c .... as in
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.... as s
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c.

H

n
n

.

.

.

.

. .

.

.

tli
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Spanish g before e and

.

guttural h).
French nasal n, as in ton, en.
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. .

i

;

Spanish
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14
16

8791

121-180, Aurelius,

49-120, Plutarch

I?

9007

475-524(?), Boethius

Third Century, Bion
-118, Epictetus

120-200, Lucian

-1255, Celano, Thomas of
40-120, Juvenal

Latin.
340 (?)-394, Ambrose, Saint

Marcus

I

300

43-104, Martial,

Marcus

I

397

I

403

I

409

2
2
13

672

19
13
14

682
1459
10577

6732

7787
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23-79, Pliny, the Elder

62-114, Pliny, the

Younger

VOL.

PAGE

16
16

8988

17
19

35-95, Quintilian

55-117, Tacitus, Publius Cornelius

English

continued.

89%

1340-1400, Chaucer, Geoffrey
1430 (?) - 70 (? ), Malory, Sir Thomas

9213

1300-72, Mandeville, Sir

VOL.

PAGE

5

2612

14
14

7GS2

John

7G89

10406

Persian.
935-1020, FirdausI
1300-90, Hafiz

Italian.
1474-1533, Ariosto, Ludovico
1182-1226, Assist, Saint Francis d'
1313-75, Boccaccio, Giovanni
1221-74, Bona ventura, Saint

I

467

9

4681

3

1425

3

1480
3301

1304-74, Petrarch

7
16

1432-87, Pulci, Luigi

IT

9180

1265-1321, Dante

1050-1123, Omar Khayyam
1184-1264 (?), Sadi

Sixth Century, Antar
Arabian Nights, The
Arabic Poetry
622-632, Koran, The

French.

1091-1153, Bernard, Saint

3

1161

1079-1142, Abelard

I

13

4558
5388
9657

I

390

I

411

8627

Arabic.

8899

4797
9
1337-1410, Froissart, Jean
Twelfth and Thirteenth Centuries, Trou17 9144-9148
badours, The
2929
6
1445-1510, Comities, Philippe de
19 10795
1431-84, Villon, Francois
1167
3
Twelfth Century, Bernard of Cluny

9

10
16
18

I

438

13

6918

Spanish.
1221-84, Alfonso

X

1450-1479, Manrique, Jorge

I

260

14

7700

16
13

8496

12

6684

I

349

German.
Twelfth Century, Nibelungenlied, The
1380-1471 Thomas a Kempis

. .

,

6791

Jewish.
37-100 A. D. Josephus, Flavius
,

English.
845-901, Alfred the Great

I

263

1422-92, Caxton, William

5

2441

Welsh.
Sixth Century, Aneurin

III.

THE SIXTEENTH CENTURY.
Italian.

English.

Thomas
Wyatt, Sir Thomas
Vaux, Lord Thomas

8202

1478-1535, More, Sir

IS

1503-42,

20 11217

1510-62,

19

10766

1469-1527, Machiavelli, Niccolo

351

1480-1562, Bandello, Matteo

2
5

894

1500-71, Cellini, Benvenuto

2

620

1517-87, Foxe,

9

4661

1544-95, Tasso, Torquato

9263

1584-1600, Bruno, Giordano

1564-93, Marlowe, Christopher

17
18
14
14

Holingshead, Raphael

II

6043

1554-86, Sidney, Sir Philip

18

10036

1562-1619, Daniel, Samuel

7

3297

17
14
14

9222

5

2233

17

9528

1553-99, Spenser,

1554-1606, Lyly,

Edmund
"

John

7363
7733

1509-64, Calvin,

John

1524-85, Ronsard, Pierre de

1527-1614, BrantSme, Seigneur de
1533-92, Montaigne, Michel

Eyquem de

. .

4

1756

Spanish.
1493-1540, Boscan, Juan
1533-95, Ercilla y Zuniga, Alonzo

3

1497

8

4290

1559-1613, Argensola, Lupercio Leonardo de I

465

German.
1483-1546, Luther, Martin

1497-1544, Marot, Clement

2443

19 10426

10194

French.
1490-1553, Rabelais, Francois
1492-1549, Margaret of Angoulfcne

7540

I

1515-68,

Ascham, Roger
John
1552-1618, Raleigh, Sir Walter

14

1475-1564, Angelo, Michel

7727
7745

3

1584

IS

8151

1494-1576, Sachs,

Hans

14
18

7346

8

4277

6

3027

9654

Dutch.
1467-1536, Erasmus, Desiderius
1551-90, Coornhert, Dirk Volkerszoon ...

Portuguese.
1524-79, Camoens, Louis de

5 2238
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1564-1616, Shakespeare, William

5
2
7
18

1568-1639, Wotton, Sir

20 11215

English.
1559-1634,

Chapman, George

1561-1626, Bacon, Francis
1563-1631, Drayton, Michael

Henry
1573-1631, Donne, John
Ben
1574-1637, Jonson,
1575-1640, Dekker, Thomas
1577-1640, Burton, Robert
1579-1625, Fletcher, John
1579-1631, Smith, John,
1580 1650, Heywood, Thomas
1582-1638, Webster,

John

1584-1616, Beaumont, Francis
1584-1638, Massinger, Philip

1586-1647,

Hooker, Thomas

1588-1679,

Hobbes, Thomas

1591-1643, Browne, William
1591-1674, Herrick, Robert

1593-1632, Herbert, George

Browne, Thomas

1605-87, Waller,

Edmund

1608-74, Milton, John
1698 74, Clarendon, Earl of

1608-61, Fuller, Thomas
1609-42, Suckling, Sir John
1612-80, Butler, Samuel
1613-67, Taylor, Jeremy
1615-91, Baxter, Richard
1618-58, Lovelace, Richard
1618-67, Cowley,

Abraham

1620-1706, Evelyn,
1621-78, Marvell,

757

John

Andrew

1628 88, Bunyan, John

3811

7

3730

12

6667

7

3450

4
2

1076

1652-85, Otway,

3849

Thomas

8488
8655

French.

18
II

10104

20
2

10984

14
12

7806

7
6

3555

1613-80, Rochefoucauld, Francois de la . 17
1619-55, Cyrano de Bergerac, Savinien . . 6

94C8

1621 -95, Fontaine, Jean de la

13
15
16

6941

18

9923

1596-1650, Descartes, Rene"
1606-84, Corneille, Pierre

2030

1622-73, Moliere
1623-62, Pascal, Blaise

5985

1626-96,

Marie

S^vigne",

de

1627-1704, Bossuet, Jacques Benigne ....
1628-1703, Perrault, Charles

6176

II

6000

4

1707

II
II

5967

1636-1711, Boileau-Despreaux, Nicholas

IS

7978

5

2713

9

4848

19

10344

4

2048

19

10469

.

1639-99, Racine, Jean
1645-96, Bruyere, Jean de la
1651-1715, Fe~nelon

5933

3065

3263
8089
8762

Rabutin

Chantalde

1076

3

1498

16

8881

3

1464

17

6239

4

1761

9

4427

Spanish.
1547-1816,

Cervantes-Saavedra,

Miguel

de

5

2457

1562-1635, Carpio, Lope Felix de Vega . . 19
1565 1631, Argensola, Bartolomeo Leon-

10768

ardo de

I

464

5

2197

Graham, James

7
10

5204

20

10825

19

10207

9

4600

2

605

19

10763

1600-81, Calderon, Pedro de la Barca

. .

Scottish.
1585-1649,
1612-50,

Drummond, William

1041
7291

1587-1679, Vondel, Joost van den

3075

1632-77, Spinoza,

7792

4

1892

4327

19

10481

6
13
16

7221

3839

Dutch.

2
14
6
8
14

1630-87, Cotton, Charles

John
1633-1703, Pepys, Samuel
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7
16
16

9930

1628- 99, Temple, Sir William

1632-1704, Locke,

VOL.

John

1642-1727, Newton, Sir Isaac

20 10SGO
5 2277
4 1696
20 10852

1593-1683, Walton, Izaak
1598 1639, Carew, Thomas
1605-82,

1631-1700, Dryden,

20 11173

1588-1667, Wither, George

continued.

English

Baruch

German.
1609 40, Fleming, Paul

Danish.
1587-1637, Arrebo, Anders Christensen

3072

.

Welsh.

8867

1621-95, Vaughan,

Henry

V.

THE EIGHTEENTH CENTURY.
English.
1661-1731, Defoe, Daniel

1664-1721, Prior, Matthew
1664-1726, Vanbrugh, Sir John
1667-1745, Swift, Jonathan
1670 -1729, Congreve, William

1671-1757, Cibber, Colley

English

continued.

3407

1672-1719, Addison, Joseph

9152

10752

1672-1729, Steele, Sir Richard
1674-1748, Watts, Isaac

10379

1678-1751, Bolingbroke, Viscount

7
17
19
19
6

2945

1681-1765,

S

2684

1685-1732,

Young, Edward
Gay, John

I

63

19

10225

20 10966
1477
3
20 11261
4995
10

11342
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17
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1689-1761, Richardson, Samuel
8139
1689-1762, Montagu, Lady Mary Wortley IS
4 2044
1692-1752, Butler, Joseph
5 2639
1694-1773, Chesterfield, Earl of
2280
5
1696-1743, Carey, Henry
3717
7
1702-51, Doddridge, Philip
20 10998
1703-91, Wesley, John
4508
9
1707-54, Fielding, Henry
20 10991
1708-88, Wesley, Charles
6636
12
1709-84, Johnson, Samuel
19 10239
1713-68, Sterne, Laurence
1688-1744, Pope, Alexander

American.

VOL.

PAGE

1703-53, Edwards, Jonathan

8

4105

1706-90, Franklin, Benjamin

9

4684

20

10939

1732-99, Washington, George

Adams, John

I

50

1736-99, Henry, Patrick
1737-93, Hancock, Jolin

II

5923

II

5577

16
12

8693

1735-1826,

Thomas
Jefferson, Thomas

1737-1809, Paine,
1743-1826,

Adams, Abigail
1751-1836, Madison, James

35

14

7588

2
10
IS

5547

10

5559

17
14
Alain
Rene
Le Sage,
13
6
Crebillon, Prosper Jolyot de.
Louis
de
Rouvroi
18
Saint-Simon,
IS
Montesquieu

9517

1754-1812, Barlow, Joel
1757-1804, Hamilton, Alexander

James

18
10

9993

1717-97, Walpole, Horace

20

10854

James
1720-77, Foote, Samuel

IS
9

7931

1646-1720, Hamilton,

4604

16G1-1741, Rollin, Charles

1714-63, Shenstone, William
1716-71, Gray,

Thomas

1720-69, Merrick,

1721 59, Collins, William

1758-1831, Monroe,

Anthony

1663-1742, Massillon, Jean Baptiste

2879

1668-1747,

I

1C7

1674-1762,

16
10

8493

1675-1755,

5141

1689-1755,

4

192G

3079

10652

1740-1818, Junius

6
10
19
15
13

1C94-1757, Argenson,
1694-1778, Voltaire

1741-1820, Young, Arthur

20

11255

1713-84, Diderot, Denis

1743-1805, Paley, William

16

8703

1737-1814, Saint-Pierre,

Mark

1725-1807, Newton,

John

1728-74, Goldsmith, Oliver

Edmund

1729-97, Burke,

1731-1800, Cowper, William
1737-94, Gibbon,

Edward

1740-78, Toplady, Augustus

1740-1808, Moss,

Montague

.

.

Thomas

1743-1825, Barbauld, Anna Letitia
1745- 1814, Dibdin, Charles

2
7

Thomas

1745- 1809, Holcrof t,

1745 -1820, Hayley, William
1751-1816, Sheridan, Richard Brinsley
1752-70, Chatterton,

Thomas

1759-1806, Pitt, William

. .

8134

French.

6

1721-70, Akenside,

956

5282

20 11021

1720-93, White, Gilbert

6551

I

1744-1818,

5015

.

Rene Louis

18

10013

5S22

5

2604

16

8959

.

3192
9687
8161

I

454

20

10803

8

4349
1811

17
7

9579

18

9680

Count of
IS
1755-1826, Brillat-Savarin, Anthelme .... 3
1760-1830, Rouget de Lisle, Claude Joseph 17
5
1762-94, Ch^nier, Marie-Andr6

8012

1712-78, Rousseau, Jean Jacques

6041

.

7082

4

6713

II
II

.

Comte de

1707-88, Buffon,

914

.

1697-1763, Exiles, Antoine Francois Prevost d'

8281

3567

d'

7800

1749-91, Mirabeau,

1766-1817, Stael,

3662

Jacques Henri

Bernardin de

Madame de

19

1613
9577

2635

10206

German.
1709-58, Bayreuth, Wilhelmine von

Scottish.
1667-1735, Arbuthnot,

John

1686-1758, Ramsay, Allan
1700-48,

Thomson, James

1704-54, Hamilton, William
1711-76,

Hume, David

1721(?)-66, Grainger,

James

1721-71, Smollett, Tobias George
1721-93, Robertson, William
1.723-90,

Smith,

Adam

1735-88, Mickle, William Julius

James
1740-95, Boswell, James
1745-1831, Mackenzie, Henry
1738-96, Macpherson,

1759-96, Burns, Robert

1765-1811, Grahame,

James

1776-1801, Gall, Richard

Munchausen, Baron

20 11105
IS

8398

1724-1803, Klopstock, Friedrich Gottlieb 13

6911

1729-81, Lessing, Gotthold

7100

5573

1740--1815, Claudius, Matthias

13
6

6375

1744-1803, Herder, Johann Gottfried von II
4
1748-94, Burger, Gottfried August

5941

I

448

17
19

9274
10590

II

12
10
18

5212
10120
9445

17
18
IS

10075

14

7578

7948

3

1509

14

7549

4

1995

10
9

52C8
4892

1720-97,

1759 1805, Schiller,
Friedrich von

Ephraim

Johann

2749
1917

Christoph

1763-1825, Richter, Jean Paul
1772-1801, Novalis

18

9776

17
16

9404

7

3550

II

6033

19

10372

8540

Russian.
1743-1816, Derzhavin, Gabriel

Danish.
1684-1754, Holberg,

Ludwig

Swedish.
Irish.

1679-1718, Parnell,

Thomas

1685-1753, Berkeley, George
1758-1816, Hamilton, Elizabeth

1688-1772, Swedenborg,

16

Emanuel

8747

3

1156

10

5572

Italian.

1749-1803, Alfieri, Count Vittorio

7

247
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VI.

THE NINETEENTH CENTURY.
VOL.
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1752-1840, Burney, Frances

4

1977

1800-86, Barnes, William

1754-1832, Crabbe, George

6

3112

1800-86, Taylor, Sir

1757-1827, Blake, William
1759-1844, Beckf ord, William

3
2
2

1393

1801-90,

1087

1802-38, Landon, Letitia Elizabeth

17
17
7
8

9493

1803-57, Jerrold, Douglas William

9249

1803-73, Bulwer-Lytton,

3686

English.

17G2-1851, Baillie, Joanna
1763-1855, Rogers, Samuel

1764-1873, Radcliffe, Ann
1766-1848, Disraeli, Isaac
1767-1849, Edgeworth, Maria

John
John Hookham

1769-1833, Malcolm, Sir

1769-1846, Frere,

English

continued.

VOL.

960

19
16
13

10458

17
12

9108

1816

1803-81, Borrow, George

4
3

4055

1804-65, Cobden, Richard

6

2825

14

7656

1805-48,

9

4765

1805-81, Beaconsfield, Earl of

796

Henry
Newman, John Henry

1802-39, Praed,

Winthrop Mackworth

Adams, Sarah Flower
. . 1

16

8642

1770-1850, Wordsworth, William

20

11194

1805-82, Ainsworth, William Harrison
1806-61 , Browning, Elizabeth Barrett

1771-1845, Smith, Sydney

18
6
IS
18

10114

1806-62, Pardoe, Julia

1771-1854, Montgomery, James
1774-1843, Southey, Robert

1775-1817, Austen, Jane
1775-1834, Lamb, Charles
1775-1864, Landor, Walter Savage
1777- 1859, Hallam, Henry
1779-1849, Smith, Horace
1779-1850, Porter, Jane

8177
10154

1808-81, Spedding,

7008

1808-93, Merivale, Charles

5496

1809-82, Darwin, Charles Robert

5824

1809-83, Fitzgerald,

1809-91, Kinglake, Alexander William
1809-92, Tennyson, Alfred

5853

Henry Leigh .... 12
Thomas
7

6395

Quincey,

3507

1785-1860, Napier, Sir William Patrick

16
16
IS

Francis
1785-1866, Peacock,

Thomas Love

1787-1855, Mitford,

Mary

Russell

Ewart

....

8220
10463

De

Edward
Richard Monckton

3210

II

1785-1859,

James

1809-98, Gladstone, William

1783-1824, Taylor, Jane

1784-1859, Hunt, Jamas

Sarah

9084

1783-1826, Heber, Reginald

James J

1780-1860, Croly, George

8471
8821

8068

C594
1483

I

61

2

1047

I

119

4

1712

16
IS

7952

8720

20 10926

695

1809-85, Milnes,

8475

7006

Elizabeth

Caroline

1808-77, Norton,

6961

17
IS
6
19

1780-1849, Morier,

John Stuart
1807-77, Warren, Samuel

2

10096

. .

1806-73, Mill,

13
13
10
II
18

1778-1830, Hazlitt, William

2843

. .

Edward

1769-1853, Opie, Amelia

1772-1834, Coleridge, Samuel Taylor ....

PAGE

2

....
. .

8523

16
18
IS

10180

7

3334

9
IS

4578

10
13
19

5057

7929

7972

6819
10485

9

4933

10
1811-63, Thackeray, William Makepeace 19
7
1811-87, Domett, Alfred
3
1811-89, Bright, John
7
1812-70, Dickens, Charles
6
1812-78, Creasy, Sir Edward
4
Robert
1812-89, Browning,

5494

1810-65, Gaskell, Elizabeth Cleghorn ....
1811-33, Hallam, Arthur

Henry

10511

3737
1607

3571

3184
1733

17
II

9303

9167

1812-, Rawlinson, George
1813-75, Helps, Sir Arthur

2086

1814-84, Reade, Charles

9317

12

6164

1815-82, Trollope,

17
19

2
2

920

1816-47, Aguilar, Grace

I

106

634

1816-55, Bront6, Charlotte

1624

18
14
13

9978

3
2
13
19

7162

3

12
1792-1879, Howitt, William
1793-1835, Hemans, Felicia Dorothea ... II

6257

1787-1863, Whately, Richard

20 11015

1787-1874, Procter, Bryan Waller

17

4

1788-1824, Byron,

Lord

1788-1841, Hook, Theodore
1788- 1845,

Edward

Barham, Richard Harris

1788-1872, Atherstone,

Edwin

1792-1822, Shelley, Percy Bysshe
1792-1848, Marryat, Frederick
1792-1866, Keble, John
1792-1872, Bowring, Sir

John

....

Anthony

7750

1816- , Bailey, Philip James
1817 78, Lewes, George Henry

6785

1817-80, Taylor,

1548

5914

Emily
1818-94, Froude, James Anthony
1819-61, Clough, Arthur Hugh

7369

1819-75, Kingsley, Charles

5350

1819-80, Eliot, George

Tom

1818-48, Bront6,

14
10
13

6757

2

592

6
12
12
1799 1888, Howitt, Mary
1800-59, Macaulay, Thomas Babington.. 14

2839

John
Anne
1820-93, Tyndall, John

1793-1847, Lyte,

Henry Francis

1794-1871, Grote, George
1795 1821, Keats, John

1795-1842, Arnold,

Thomas

1796-1849, Coleridge, Hartley
1799 1845, Hood, Thomas

VOL. XX.

35

1819-, Ruskin,

1820-49, Bront^,

6143

1820-, Spencer, Herbert

6251

1821-62, Buckle,

7420

1821-78, Whyte-Melville, George

Henry
John

..

5899
10668

793
10473

3

1636

9
6
13
8
18

4814
2797

6826
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3

1622

19
18

10727

10184
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English

1821-90, Burton, Sir Richard

Matthew

1822-88, Arnold,

1822-88, Maine, Sir

2

Henry James Sumner 14

1822-, Galton, Francis

9

20 10828

1822-, Wallace, Alfred Russel

Thomas

1823-96, Hughes,

1823-96, Patmore, Coventry

Edward Augustus
George Douglas Campbell,

1823-98, Freeman,
1823-, Argyle,

7648
4901

12
16

8782

9

4719

VOL.

1838-95, Besant, Sir Walter . . .
1838- , Haweis, Hugh Reginald

459

1178

II
1838-, Lecky, William Edward Hartpole 13
1838 Morley, John
15
1839-94, Pater, Walter
15
1840-93, Symonds, John Addington
19
1840-, Dobson, Henry Austin
7

5671

-,

Thomas

1840-, Hardy,
1840-, Ouida

John

1842-, Payne,

1823-, Yonge, Charlotte

20 11212

1843-, Myers, Frederic William

1824-74, Dobell,

7
6
18
17
12

3i

1844-, Lang,

2884

1844-, Russell, William Clark

Mary
Sydney Thompson

1824-89, CollinB, William Wilkie
1823-, Smith,

Goldwin

1825-;64, Procter,

Adelaide Anne

1825-95, Huxley,

Thomas Henry

1825-, Blackmore, Richard

Doddridge

...

1826-77, Bagehot, Walter
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Misanthrope, The, Moliere

14

7739

Doll's House, A, Ibsen

12

6434

Mourning Bride, The, Congreve
Nathan the Wise, Lessing

Don

IS

8109

New Way to Pay Old

17

Juan, Moliere

Parricide, The,

107G8

I

87

Faithful Shepherdess, The, Fletcher ... 2
Falstaff, The Character of, Hazlitt .... II

1081

Philip

5840

Political Pewterer, The,

Faust, Goethe

10

5103

Prologues

Festus, Bailey

2

739

6G9
2
Fourchambaults, The, Augier
French Stage, The, Heine
5878
II
484
I
Frogs, The, Aristophanes
18 9965, 9972
Hamlet, Shakespeare
5841
Hamlet, The Character of, Hazlitt .... II
3069
6
Horace, Corneille
5128
10
Inspector, The, Gogol
Jew of Malta, The, Marlowe
7743
14
7322
14
Judgment of Paris, The, Lucian
Julius Caesar, Shakespeare
18 9934, 9971
9946
18
King Lear, Shakespeare
5974
II
King Rent's Daughter, Hertz
18 9937, 9970
King Richard II., Shakespeare

Knights, The, Aristophanes

I

489

La Vida Es Sueno, Colder on

5
9
IS

2202

I

88

Lame

Lover, The, Foote

Les Pre"cieuses Ridicules, Moliere
Libation-bearers, The,

Mschylus

Lucifer, Vondel
M. Poirier's Son-in-Law, Augier

4604
8115

18
14

Macbeth, Sfiakespeare
of Honor, The, Massinger

9942
7812

See Manners and Customs.

Bringing up of Youth, The, Ascham ... 2
Childhood in Ancient Life, Mahaffy ... 14
of Studies, Aristotle

I

620

7625

505

Early Practice of Composition, The, Quin9213

Learned Ignorance, Whately
20
Nature and Art in Oratory, Quintilian
17
6
Philosophy at Jena, Claudius
2
Study and Exercise, Ascham
Tacitus
.... 19
Training of Children, The,

11015

.

.

The Insane Freak

of,

6033

I

488

2

1077

Seven against Thebes, The, JEschylus . . I
She Stoops to Conquer, Goldsmith .... 10
Silent Woman, The, Jonson
12

5163

I

80

Fletcher

Suppliants, The, JEschylus

Tamburlaine, Marlowe
Tartuffe, Moliere

14
IS

82

6673

7734-7739
8095-8109

18
16
16

9962

5

2197

I

329

I

320

Course of the Nile, The, Herodotus .... II
II
Embalming, Herodotus
Inundation of the Nile, The, Herodotus II

5951

Tempest, The, Shakespeare
Uncle Tom's Cabin in Liverpool, Peck

.

.

Venice Preserved, Otway
Wonderful Magician, The, Colder on ...

Drinking (Poem), Anacreon
Drink while You Live (Poem), Anacreon

8840
8655

continued.

.

4850
7223
9215

II

Herodotus

Two

Sailor,

Brothers,

The

5959

20 11303
20 11307

The

England.
20 10859
American War, The, Walpole
Anglican Church under Elizabeth, The,
6388
12
Hume
6544
Beachy Head, The Breeze on, Jefferies 12
4815
9
Becket, Thomas, The Death of, Froude
.

2749

.

626

10406

Charge of the Light Brigade, The, Kinglake

HerodoII

5954

5949

King Rhampsinitus and the Robber,

Charles

.

II
Aris-

8008

Egypt.
tus

The,

tiphanes

Shipwrecked

17
IS
9
.... 13

tilian

Errors in Teaching, Milton
Good Schoolmaster, The, Fuller
Injudicious Haste in Study, Locke

Cainbyses,

10458, 10460

Holberg

Euripides,

6440

Prometheus Bound, JEschylus
I 77, 78
Rhadamistus and Zenobia, Crebillon ... 6
3192
18 10013, 10016
Rivals, The, Sheridan
Romeo and Juliet, Shakespeare ... 18 9931, 9974
School for Scandal, The, Sheridan 18 10022, 10025
6669
12
Sejanus, Jonson
Self-Confessed Coward. A, Beaumont and

Egypt

Education.

Community

Artevelde, Taylor ... 19

3028

20 10825
2 664, 667 Drinking.

Maid

Eating.

Coppee

Peer Gynt, Ibsen
Phedre, Racine

of

7100

9245

7741

19

Van

2945

17

14

Eumenides, The, JEschylus

8089

7814

Edward

Marlowe

9973

IS
6
13

10142

CEdipus Tyrannus, Sophocles

Vega

IB

18
6
12

20 10984

the Second,

.

Debts, A, Massinger 14

Duchess of Main, The, Webster
Estrella de Sevilla,

PAGE

9971, 9972

.

5958

I.,

Macaulay

Cardboard Villas, Blouet
Cock-Lane Ghost, The, Walpole

13
14

6819

7442

3 1420
20 10854
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Conciliation with America,

Continuity

of

English

VOL.
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4

1926

Burke

History,

The,

Freeman

9

3

Corn Laws, The, Bright
Diary, Evelyn

3

Macaulay 14

Difficulty of Travel, The, 1685,

Elizabethan Age, The, Hazlitt
Elizabethan Poets, The, Green

II

10
England and Her Colonies, Froude .... 9
10
England of Elizabeth, The, Green
20
English Climate, The, Walpole

3
English Father, The, Blouet
Execution of Lady Jane Grey, Ainsworth I
Fear of a French Invasion, The, Cobden 6
Funeral of George II., Walpole
20
Great Fire in London, The, Evelyn ....
History of John Bull, The, Arbuthnot .

.

Homes

of England, The,

Hemans
13

Tom's Cabin

in,

Peck

London, Fuller

London in the 17th Century, Pepys
Modern Life in England, Taine

C71

16
9
... 16
19
.

Mary, Queen of Scots, Execution of,
Froude
Murder of the Young Princes, The, Hol-

9
II

ingshead

Music in England, Haweis

Nabob

I

II

Letters, Junius

Liverpool, Uncle

8

II

Burke ... 4
14
Night Walker, The (London), Maginn
Norman Conquest, The, Freeman ... 9 472:
14
Puritans, The, Macaulay
Return of King Edward, The, Oman ... 16
of Arcot's Debts, The,

.

.

8C18
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Widow's Mite, The, Pilpay
16
Wolf and the Dog, The, La Fontaine ... 13
Wolf and the Lamb, The, Msop
I
Wolf in Sheep's Clothing, The, JEsop
I

8938

continued.

Fables

.

.

6941

Little Briar-Rose,

Grimm

Red Riding-Hood, Perrault

Lovers, The, Andersen

Lucky Hans, Grimm
Magic Scythe, The, Arnason

95

At Whose Door?

Atala, Chateaubriand

7505

5340

Belinda,

613
1863

508
934

Edgeworth
Betrothed, The, Manzoni

Camille,

Candid Friend, The, Crockett

I

346

10

5335

Captain Fracasse, Gautier
Captured Dream, The, Thanet

I

509

I

332

Stupid Rakshas, The, Bunce

4

1858

Teapot, The, Andersen

I

336

10
13

.

Three Spinners, The, Grimm
Twelve Months, The, Laboulaye
Ugly Duckling, The, Andersen

7706-7726

Dumas

Carmen, Merimee
Castle Rackrent, Edgeworth
Caudle Curtain Lectures, The,

8
6
9
19
IS
8

Lucian
Amber Witch, The, Meinhold .... 14
American Girl in London, An, Duncan
of Lying, The,

Anna Kareniua,

.

Tolstoy

12

6594-6617

4
Hawthorne ... II
Charles Auchester, Sheppard
18

1991

Celestial Railroad, The,

5804
9998

177

9452

Chita, Hearn
Christie Johnstone,

II

5843

17

9326

Reade

Christmas Carol, A, Dickens
Clockmaker, The, Haliburton

7

3615, 3G50

10
and the Hearth, The, Reade 17
Colonel Carter of Cartersville, Smith

5478, 5484
9356, 9369

.

5452

Confessions of a Frivolous

9231

Grant

4123

Consuelo,

IS

8220

Corinne,

Girl,

Sand

De

.

18

10084

10

6240

The,
9720-9733

18

19

Stael

10220

Country Doctor, The, Balzac

2

860

Cranford, Gaskell

9

4933

Crime and Punishment, Dostoyevsky ... 7
Crime of Sylvestre Bonnard, The, France 9

3744

3887
1360

Croppy, The,

4428

Banim

2

4665
905

Daisy Miller, James

5

2386

14

7327

4030
10625

Annals of a Quiet Neighborhood, Macdonald
7485
14
Annals of the Parish, Gait
4895
9
Anne of Geierstein, Scott
18
9848, 9854
391
Antar's Love for his Cousin Abla, Antar
I
411
Arabian Nights, The
I
18 10036
Arcadia, Sidney
1178
Armorel of Lyonesse, Besant
3
.

7926
4055

Burney

Cecilia,

8

8
19

10551

17

7837, 7848
.

3205
4971

Children of the Abbey, The, Roche

3

roll

4011

6933

1099, 1105

Amateur

2723

Jer-

Cloister

Adventures of Telemachus, The, Penelon 9
8
Airy Fairy Lilian, The Duchess
Alice Lorraine, Blackmore
3
Alice's Adventures in Wonderland, Car-

8269

1223

606

.

4072

I

2

.

8

5347

5342

Bede, Eliot
Adventures of Hajji-Baba, The, Morier
Adventures of Mr. Verdant Green, Bede

106C8

7112

616

Adam

19
IS

991

3

337

Fiction. See also Fables and Fairy Tales.
Abbs' Constantin, The, Halevy
10
Abbey of Thelema, The, Rabelais
17

404

13

I

Widow's Son, The, Asbjornsen

I

Charles O'Malley, Lever
Chartreuse de Parme, La, Beyle
Child of the Ball, The, Alarcdn

Way of the World, The, Asbjornsen ... 2
Why Beans have a Black Seam, Grimm 10
.

11278

2830

8881

8883

20
2

5
6

5344

16

2580
7195

729

10
16

6008

3454

364

Brichanteau, Actor, Claretie
Caleb Krinkle, Coffin

II

7

5

I

rold

mann

7916

2

6744

512

14

.

1281

IS

13

...

PAGE

3

Betty Alden, Austin
Black Poodle, The, Anstey

13

I

.

Auld Lichts, The, Barrie
Awakening of Cupid, The, Apuleiu
Barchester Towers, Trollope
Behind the Shade, Morrison

Nut-cracker and the King of Mice, HoffSleeping Beauty, The, Perrault
Steadfast Tin Soldier, The, Andersen

Deland

8892

Man-Servant, The, and the Water-Elves,

Arnason

VOL.

Arne, Bjornson
Arsene Guillot, Merimee

Atherton's Last "Half," Lindsey
Attack on the Mill, The, Zola

donald
14
Blue Beard, Perrault
16
Cat and Mouse in Partnership, The,
Grimm
10
Death and the Doctor, Asbjornsen .... 2
Eros and Psyche in Eastern Lands .... 4
Fisherman of Gotur, The, Arnason .... I
Fortunate Isles, The, Baring-Gould ... 2

Little

continued.

Fiction

91

Fairy Tales and Folk Stories.
At the Back of the North Wind, Mac-

Kalevala, The

11355

12
6507
4710
Damnation of Theron Ware, The, Frederic 9
David Copperfield, Dickens
7 3572-3599
of Bruce, The, Aguilar
Deacon's Week, The, Cooke
Dead Man's Rock, Quiller-Couch

Days

Dead

Souls, Gogol

Deemster, The, Caine
Death of Oscar, The, Macpherson
Deephaven, Jewett
Descent into the Maelstrom, A, Poe ...
Devil upon Two Sticks, The, Le Sage
Dessicating a Frenchman, About
Dialogue of the Dead, A, Barbauld ....
.

.

I

106

6

2953

17
10

5125

9200

4

2158

14
12

7578

17
13

9031

6627

7096

I

20

2

914
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16

8549

Diamond Lens, The, O'Brien
IS
Diana of the Crossways, Meredith
Dissertation upon Roast-Pig, A, Lamb
Doctor Antonio, Ruffini
Dr. Warrick's Daughters, Davis
.

.

.

.

Dolly Dialogues, The, Hawkins
Don Quixote, Cervantes
Dona Perfecta, Galdos

Dragon

of Wantley, The, Wister

Dream Life,

Dying Year, The, Richter
Easter Story, An, Theuriet
.

'.

Epistolae, Alciphron

Euphues and His England, Lyly
Evelina, Burney
Failure of Flipperty, The, Keats
File No. 113, Gaboriau
First Flower Piece, Richter
First Mass, The, Auerbach

Fool's Errand, A, Tour gee
19
Frederick of the Alberighi and his

Falcon, Boccaccio

Friend Fritz, Erckmann-Chatrian 8
Garden of Perfume, The, Sadi ... 18
Gates Ajar, The, Ward

ii

5774
11002

5731

How

5

2457

9

4887

20

11163

717

I

180

7363

4

1977

13
9

6773

17

9409

2

663

1425

9

4914

13

7082
11076

19

.

.

History of Henry Esmond, The, Thackeray
19
I
History of John Bull, The, Arbuthnot
.

Caliph

4655

5648
5787

3233

.

2

19
.

6238

Leavenworth Case, The, Rohlfs

8830

Lelia,

9874

L'Enchanteur Faustus, Hamilton
Les Miserables, Hugo
Lianban Shee, The, Carleton

5215
8540

11242

Life, A,

Little

Maupassant

Women,

Alcott

Living in the Country, Cozzens

8708

Looking Backward, Bellamy
Lorna Doone, Blackmore
Lost Manuscript, The, Freytag
Lothair, Beaconsfield
Love for an Hour is Love Forever,

3

Barr

Love Story, A, Helps
Love-Letters of Smith, The, Bunner ...

1087, 1090

1910, 1913, 1916

9387

4446

9332-9356
9881, 9889

14

7767

2
3

1624

3
20

11145

981

1430

4509

9
7
14

3422

6

2764

I

267

Macleod of Dare, Black
Madame Chrysantheme, Loti

4
4
9
16

17
18
10
12

Sand

7727

448

7021

17
9

7322

.

7301

10536

13

6827

10256, 10264

Lytton
Last of the Barons, The, Bulwer-Lytton
Lawrie Todd, Gait
La Maltre de Forges, Ohnet

7294

6884

10127

19 10272
10 5395-5420
16 8431, 8133
1562
3
3212
6
Lamplighter, The, Cummins
5489
10
Larry Moore, Hall
Last Days of Pompeii, The, Bulwer-

7562

Vathek, Beck-

4

King Noanett, Stimson
King Solomon's Mines, Haggard
La Vie de Boheme, Murger
Lady Audley's Secret, Braddon

3158

6862

5631

18
13

12 6171
3131
6
18 10029

Kalee's Shrine, Allen
Kidnapped, Stevenson

,
'

14
Hermann Agha, Palgrave
16
Hillyars and the Burtons, The, Kingsley 13
His Wedded Wife, Kipling
13

Reade 17

Judgment of Paris, The, Lucian
Jumping Frog, The, Clemens

6006

n

5624

Pericles

Joseph Andrews, Fielding
Journal of the Plague Year, Defoe ....

10283

Heptameron, The, Margaret of Angouleme

Clinker, Smollett

John Brent, Winthrop
John Bull, Hook
John Halifax, Gentleman, Craik
John Inglesant, Shorlhouse

10379, 10387

14
Hazard of New Fortunes, A, Howells . 12
16
Headlong Hall, Peacock
Heart of Mid-Lothian, The, Scott
18
10
Heavenly Twins, The, Grand
Heinrich von Ofterdingen, Novalis .... 16
Heir of Redclyffe, The, Yonge
20

Meat,

18
Ivanhoe, Scott
Jacob Faithful, Marryat
Jan Tedder's Wife, Barr
Jane Eyre, Bronte
Jew, The, Converted to Christianity by
Going to Rome, Boccaccio

10870

20

the

899

his

n
got

Inheritance, The, Ferrier
It is Never too Late to Mend,

4858

3

Rabbit

Frightened

Hypatia, Kingsley
Imaginary Correspondence of
and Aspasia, Landor
In the Year '13, Renter

9750

14

Handy Andy, Lover

the

Humphrey

9222

2

II
19
Grand Inquisitor, A, Maclaren
14
6
Gray Sleeve, A, Crane
9
Grayson's Baby, Fox
Great Deadwood Mystery, The, Harte
II
Great Stone Face, The, Hawthorne ... II
Green Hand, The, Cupples
6
14
Gridiron, The, Lover

ford
Holy War, The, Bunyan

Brother
Harris

9404

4043

Governor-General, The, Stockton

History of

How

10568

17
8
18

Golden Pot, The, Hoffmann

Gulliver's Travels, Swift

Brother Rabbit
Neighbors, Harris

9657-9659

.

Gables, The,

thorne

3375

20

Le Sage

PAGE

1591, 1593

House of the Wolf, The, Weyman
20
House -Boat on the Styx, The, Bangs ... 2

9592

4298, 4302

Gladiators, The, Whyte-Melville

VOL.

3

Haw-

17
7
II

10G54, 10658

Freethinker, A, Garborg

Gil Bias,

7895, 7904
6960
13

17
19

Education of Gargantua, The, Rabelais
Egyptian Princess, An, Ebers

Ekkehard, Scheffel
Emma, Austen

Home, The, Bremer
House of the Seven

8033-8053

IS

Mitchell

continued.

Fiction

1817

1833
4897
8573
9501

9716
5559
6319

5

2287

14

7817

I

194

6

3C99

3

1134

1347, 1355

9

4774

2
2

1066

II

5908

4
3

1881

13

7280

980

1316
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Madame Th^rese, Erckman-Chatrian

.

of Feeling, The,

PAGE

8
8

4296

9
14
14
8
13
12

4921

.

Mademoiselle Ixe, Falconer
Main-Travelled Roads, Garland
Man in the Bell, The, Maginn

Man

VOL.

Mackenzie

Manon

Lescaut, Prevost
Marcellus and Hannibal, Landor

Margaret, Judd

43C(

7G10

Parting of

4349

Homer

7008
6696

7

Mirgorod, Gogol
Mischievous Ape, The, Bandello
Miss Carew, Edwards

Miss Marjoribanks, Oliphant
Miss Mehetabel's Son, Aldrich

Modern Correspondence, A, Clifford ...
Mohawks, Braddon
Molly Bawn, The Duchess

7874, 7883

IS
IS

Village,

8068-8085

17

Odysseus and Kalypso, The,

Passing of Abraham Shivers, The, Fox
Passion in the Desert, A, Balzac
Paul and Virginia, Saint-Pierre

.

.

Peg Woffington, Reade
Peg's Education, Barlow
Pendennis, Thackeray
Pepita Ximenez, Valera
Pere Goriot, Le, Balzac

19

PAG*

9393

n

6118

9

4658

2

815

18

9680

17
2
19

9317
955
10523

10745-10751

2

828

Peregrine Pickle, Smollett

18

10124

5

2526

3751-3790

Peter Schlemihl, Chamisso
Peter Simple, Marryatt

14

7750

4166

Peter the Parson, Woolson

20

11180

16

8683

12

Middlemarch, Eliot
Mill on the Floss, The, Eliot

Our

7549

of Quether, Baring-Gould
936
2
Marie Antoinette and Her Son, Muhlbach
IS 8336-8362
8770
16
Marius, the Epicurean, Pater
Marta y Maria, Valdes
19 10739
16 8509, 8514
Matrimony, Norris
Max Havelaar, Dekker
7 3444, 3446

Micah Clarke, Doyle

dith

Mitjord
Pamela, Richardson

Margery

Maxwell, Hook

11357

continued.
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VOL.
Ordeal of Richard Feverel, The, Mere-

6165

8
8
10

4142

Phantom Lover, A, Pa get

5132

Picciola, Saintine

2

894

8

4089

Pilgrim's Progress,

16

8595

18

Pickwick Papers, Dickens

9670, 9674

7

Bunyan

.

.

4

3656

1892, 1896, 1904

I

209

6
3

2777
1567

6
The, Cooper
The, and the Pendulum, Poe
17
of
the
Parker
...
16
Pomp
Lavilettes, The,
" Posson
4
Jone'," Cable

8

3863

Puritans, The, Bates

Pilot,

Pit,

2962
9046
8723

2125

2

1024

II

6016

6
9

3005

1535
Monsieur Viple's Brother, Bourget .... 3
2917
6
Moonstone, The, Collins
Browne
4 1688
Mormon Romance, A,
7682-7688
14
Morte d'Arthur, Malony
20 11131
Mass-side, Wilson
5628
II
Mr. Man has Some Meat, Harris

Prince of India, The, Wallace ... 20 10834, 10842
Prince, The, Tells the Princess of his

Mr. Pepper, Browne
Mrs. Battle's Opinions on Whist,

Ruin, Butler
Princess Nausikaa,

Pyramid Doctor, The, Hoffman
Prairie, The, Cooper
Precocious Child, The, France
Pride and Prejudice, Austen

4

1692
6979

Mumu, Turgeneff

13
19

10694

Prue and

My Apprenticeship on the Farm, Renter
My Double and How He Undid Me, Hale

If
10

9384

Queechy,

5433

Warner
Queen Elizabeth and

Mysteries of Udolpho, The, Eadcliffe

17
7

9249

Queen's Necklace, The,

3722

Quits, Tautphoeus

Lamb

.

.

.

Mysterious Ruby, The, Dole
Nancy Boyd's Last Sermon, Brown ....

4

1662

19
Neighbor Jackwood, Trowbridge
3
Neighbors, The, Bremer
New Matrimonial Relation, A, Zangwill 20
14
New Republic, The, Mallock
Nicholas Nickleby, Dickens
7
16
Nightmare Abbey, Peacock
12
Ninety-three, Hugo
13
Niobe, Lie
2
Northanger Abbey, Austen

10682

12
14

6301

Notre-Dame, Hugo
Old Maid's Love, An, Maartens

1588
11265

.

.

6129

6

3241

20

10918

Landor .... 13

7012

Dumas

Quo Vadis, Sienkiewicz

8
19
18

Rameau's Nephew, Diderot
Rangers, The, Thompson
Reds of the Midi, The, Gras

7
19
10

Sudermann

Regina,

3599

Repayment, The, Coppee
Reproach of Annesley, The, Gray
Return of the Native, The, Hardy

8821
6347

7177
711

7419

2070

II

Curtis

Cecil,

4680

695, 704

4

Homer

7671

Oldest Story in the World, The, Egyptian 20 11303
285
I
Old King Solomon's Coronation, Allen
126
I
Old St. Paul's, Aimworth
965
2
On Both Sides, Barnum
2 647, 656
On the Heights, Auerbach
2416
5
On with the Flag, Catlin
6211
12
One Summer, Howard
9481
17
Opening of a Chestnut Burr, The, Roe
.

I,

2

19

3912

10435

10052

3662
10581

5249

10347, 10353

6
10

3034

5258

II 5580, 5589
Reveries of a Bachelor, Mitchell ... IS 8017-8033
6465
12
Rip Van Winkle, Irving
.

Robert Elsmere, Ward
20 10878
Robinson Crusoe, Defoe
7 3408-3422
Roderick Random, Smollett
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14

9626

Venetian Sunset, A, Scollard

I

Maine

PAGE

18
16

Venice (Poem), Mussel
Venice (Poem), Rogers
Venice (Poem), Symonds
Venice in 1849 (Poem), Fusinato

Law.

leon,

VOL.

Tyrolese, The, Heine

Italy

Naples (Poem), Rogers
Naples and Venice (Poem),

continued.

Throne, The (Venice), Ruskin
To the Princes of Italy, Petrarch

13

6735

2

776

Literature.

Method, A, Sainte-Beuve

Mutter
Early Reading, Bagehot
Early Verse- Writing in

New

England,

Style, The, Quintilian

Fiction, On, Jefferson

Hamlet, The Character of, Hazlitt
Hamlet, Wilhelm Meister's Analysis
Goethe

5836

185

12
II

6558

10

5080

5841

of,

Art of Poetry, The (Poem), Boileau ... 3
Bacon and his Philosophy, Schlegel .... 18

1464

Hero

3

1552

9796

Historians and Orators, Quintilian .... 17

9219

2

911

History,

8

4189

15
Book, A, not a Dead Thing, Milton
Book on Church and State, The, Glad-

8011

History,

Emerson
The Credit Due to, Baxter
The Use of, Bossuet

1043

10
9
Books, Fuller
IS
Books, Montaigne
Books and Reading, Schopenhauer .... 18
Books, A Talk on, Drummond
7

506i

2
3
Arnold ... 2
10
10

5353

10

5073

Balladist, The, Banville

stone

in Fiction, The, Boyesen

History,

485
8151

981

3829

Homer and His Translators,
Homer and the Homeric Poems,

Grote

.

Homer's Habitat and Date, Gladstone
Homeric View of the Future State, The,
.

Gladstone

.

1504

568
5075
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Literature *~ continued.
In Praise of Poesie, Sidney
18 10037
Influences of Recent Northern Literature,
7070
13
The, Lemaitre

Literature

1473

12
10
Shakespeare, The Example of, Guizot
Shakespeare, Spenser and, Schlegel .... 18
Spenser and Shakespeare, Schlegel .... 18
12
Style, Jonson

6669

.

Limitations of Word-Painting, The, Lea-

7109

IS
IS
12
14
18
3

7941

Turgeneff, Ivan,

8372

Walton, Izaak,

6650

Writings of Baxter, Baxter

let

Migration of Fables, The, Muller
Milton's Paradise Lost, Johnson
Milton's Poetry, Macaulay
Musset, Alfred de, Sainte-Beuve

Myth, The Growth of the, Blackie
Mythical Origin of History, The, Buckle 4
Necessity of Solitude to Genius, The,
Disraeli

7
3

Office of Literature, The, Birrell

On the

Poetry and Painting, The Different
Spheres of, Leasing
Poets, Philosophers, and Artists
Accident, Disraeli

9667

6668

3

1576

12
16
12
19

6227

10757

2

1041

Do Thou

1805

Love, Too (Poem), Ambrosius
Eternal Love (Poem), Sidney
Immortal Love, Michelet

3687

Light (Poem), Bourdillon

1244

Love (Poem), Beyle
Love (Poem), Herbert
II
Love (Poem), Hobbes
II
Love (Poem), Ingelow
12
Love and Faith (Poem), Myers
16
Love is All (Poem), Catullus
5
Love will Find out the Way (Poem), Anon. 2
Lover's Sigh, A (Poem), Anacreon
I

3

1255

II

5824

13

7108

7
10

3689

3

1399

3

Bourget

9799

9799

9138
0037

Love.

1339

made by

Press, The, Greeley
Printing-House in Hell, A, Blake .....
Renan, M., The Aristocratic Vision of,

James
Van Dyke

5379

7428

Persons one would wish to have seen,
Hazlitt

Tolstoy, Lyof, Howells

Troubadours, The, Preston

Alleged Obscurity of Mr. Brown-

ing's Poetry, Birrell

.

Tegn^r, Esaias, Brandes

13
sing
Mediaeval Booksellers and Books, Hallam 10
Mediaeval Poetry of Chivalry, The, Miche-

.

PAGE

3

Shakespeare, Jonson

Dead Authors, Lang

5496

VOL.

continued.

Satire (Poem), Boileau

13 7028-7043
8007
Liberty of Printing, For the, Milton ... 15
Letters to

11363

.

Marriage Love, Swedenborg
Modern Love (Poem); Meredith

5294

Mortal Love (Poem), Gilbert
Renouncing of Love, A (Poem), Wyatt
What is Love, Rambaud

1543

.

I

300

18
IS

10039

3
3

1534

7947
1239

5934
6000

6463
8460
2437

979
331

19
IS
10

10375

20

11219

17

9266

7912

5054

M
Manners and Customs continued.
Embalming (Egypt), Herodotus

See Anthropology.

Manners and Customs.
Account of Some Great

Eaters,

An,

Athenceus

American Woman, The, Muirhead ....
American Women, Tocqueville
Americans Abroad in Europe, Ossoli ...
Ancient Gauls and Germans, Caesar ...
Cardboard Villas, Blouet

2

630

IS
19
16

10617

8365

Civil Life in

5997

Letters, Chesterfield

9269
10225

11107

Early Germans, Tacitus

Independent Purse, The, Higginson ... II
5994

20
Bayreuth
Dancing of Royalty, The, Brantome ... 3
8
Diary, Evelyn

1586
4327

England, 1685,
Butler

10856

La Bruyere

II

17
19

of,

20
4
20

Fashion,

1420

9472

The, Macaulay
Domesticus, The Forms

1408

2149

17
Conversation, La Rochefoucauld
Court Life hi Germany, Wilhelmine von

Difficulty of Travel in

3
3
4

English Father, The, Blouet
English Women, Blouet

4
3

France during the Middle

Ages, Rambaud
Coffee-Houses, Steele

5954
5989

Funeral of George II., Walpole
Horse-Flesh Dinner, A, Buckland
In Praise of Fishing, Walton

8650

Certain Humility in Americans, A, Hig-

ginson

II

Empire of Manners, The, Higginson ... II
7
Engaging a Maid-Servant, Defoe

14
.... 4
19

7421
2069
10409

3441

1413
1761

1802
10860

5

2639

Manners and Fashion, Spencer
18
19
Modern Life in England, Taine
Mrs. Battle's Opinions on Whist, Lamb 13
Old Scottish Domestic Servant, The,
17
Ramsay
Old-Fashioned Gentry, Gogol
10

10189

.

Opium-Eater, Confessions of an,
Quincey
Persian, Montesquieu

6973
9279

5132

De

Public Mourning, Steele
Roman and Provincial Life in the Fifth

Century, Apollinaris

10412

3507
7
IS 8174
19 10228
I

397
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continued.

Mythology.
Dawn, The, as a Source

6559

12

Slavery, Jefferson

1613
Taste, The Physiology of, Brillat-Savarin 3
Two Famous Entertainments, Brantome 3 1584
20 10855
Year of Fashion, A, Walpole

Death

.

PAGE
8386

n

6103

Homer

n

See Hygiene and Medicine.

Metaphysics.

of Hector, The,

VOL.

Mulis

Descent of Rhampsinitus to Hades, The,
Herodotus
Hector and Andromache, Homer
II
II
Helen, The Siege of Troy, Herodotus
Invocation to Venus, Lucretius
14
14
Judgment of Paris, The, Ludan
of
the
Plato
....
16
Judgment
Dead, The,
Herodotus
II
Metempsychosis,
of
and
Parting
Odysseus
Kalypso, The,

Maxims. See Aphorisms, Maxims, and Proverbs.
Medicine.

of Mythology,

ler

.

See Philosophy.

Music.
Music (Poem), Baudelaire
Music in England, Haweis
Religious Music, Bushnell

Value and Power of Music, The, Luther

.

2

1040

II

5671

4

2041

14

7352

.

Homer
Princess Nausikaa,

Homer

5957

6094

5955
7336
7322
8975
5958

n

6118

II

6129

12
12
19
19

6370

N
Ifatural History.
Ceylon Coral Banks, Color and
the,

Nature

Form

Haeckel

Coral Reefs, The Formation of, Agassis

.

Crocodile, The, Herodotus
Do Animals Think, Descartes

Dogs, Our,

Brown

First

of the First

Day

Heron's Haunt, The, Allen
House-Cricket, The, White
House-Swallow, The, White

Humming-Bird, The, Audubon
Humming-Bird, The, Buffon
Hunt in a Horsepond, A, Buckland
" Locusts and Wild
Honey," From, Burroughs

Metamorphoses

10

5383

I

97

II

5953

7

3555

4

1671

of Animals, Agassiz ...

Monkey-Training, Buckland
Phoenix, The, Herodotus
Voices, Agassiz

1811

I

282

20
20
2
4
4

11024

4

2014

I

100

City of Dreadful
Close of Day,

I

105

Orations.

IS

Patriotism.

Love of Country, Bolingbroke
Maxims, Berkeley
Old Flag, The (Poem), Bunner

.

3
3

1477

4

1890

1160

The (Poem), Gautier

.

7945

See Addresses, Speeches, and Orations.

10860

16

8994

4

2013

19
9

10598

The (Poem),

Night (Poem), Blake
Night (Poem), Browne
Night (Poem), Montgomery
Silence and Darkness (Poem), Young.
To Night (Poem), Shelley
To Night (Poem), Sidney
When We Confront the Vastness of the
Night (Poem), Moulton

Nature.

Autumnal Aspirations, Michelet

Night,

Thomson

1800

1803

10481

20

Night.

1815

5954

6544
10601

Nature, The,

Nature Sketches.
Old Orchard, An, Burroughs

643

4

of

Pliny

11021

II

.

Gardening, On, Temple
In Praise of Fishing, Walton

Most Perfect Works

4

Hum-

boldt

Breeze on Beachy Head, The, Jefferies
Baker Farm, Thoreau

Man, The, Buf-

Jon

continued.

Beauty and Unity of Nature, The,

in

.

3
4

4990
1401

1708

15

8179

20

11263

18

9990

18

10039

IS

8329

\

Persia.
Persian Governor, A, Arnold
Persian Letters, Montesquieu
Shiraz,

Malcolm

I

519

IS
14

8174
7656
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Abolishing some Languages, Mutter ... IS

8384

Friendship,

Reforms

8388

Friendship, Cicero
Function of the Will, The, Epictetus ...
Good Man, The, Aurelius

Philology.

IS

in Spelling, Miiller

Philosophy and Metaphysics. See also Aphorisms
and Religion
9919
Accommodation to Circumstance8,eneea 18
Action and Agency, Edwards
4106
8
777
2
Adversity, Bacon
6
Apology for Plain-Speaking, An, Stephen 19
Art of Living with Others, The, Helps
II

Analects, The, Confucius

.

Atheism, Bacon
Author to Reader, Montaigne

2
IS

Authority of Society over the Individual,
IS
The, Mill
Autocrat of the Breakfast Table, The,

Holmes
Bacon and his Philosophy, Schlegel
.
Baker Farm, Thoreau
.

.

.

Basis of Philosophy, The, Epictetus

" Be Slow Unto
Wrath, Seneca
Benevolence, The True Nature of, Montes-

5904
762
8151

7952

II

6051'

9796

Brevity of Life, The, Aurelius
Brotherhood of Man, The, Aurelius .... 2
Certain Humility in Americans, A, HigII
ginson
Certain Qualities in Men, Hobbes
II
9
Chivalry, Fitzgerald
Favorable to
Civilization
Morality,

21

Whately
8
Compensation, Emerson
Contempt of Death, The, La Roche17
foucauld
Conversation as a Means of Instruction,
Alcott

I

Cutlure, The Great End of
Channing
Death and Sleep, Alden
Detached Thoughts, Aurelius

10231

18
19
8
18

IS
12

quieu

2940

continued. VOL. PAGE

Philosophy and Metaphysics

Bacon

Great Learning, The, Confucius
Greatest Good, The, Boethius

History and Poetry, The Difference BeI
tween, Aristotle
Idea of God, The, Descartes
7
Ideal Stoic or " Cynic " Philosopher, The,
8
Epictetus

3558

454

Imagination, On, D'Argenson

I

454

Immortality, Aurelius
Inconvenience of Greatness, The,

2

683

Mon-

taigne
Indenture, The, Goethe

686

Liars,

682

Liberty of

Montaigne

Women,

The, Montesquieu

.

.

Love, Hobbes
6001

4578
11019

Love of Country, Bolingbroke
Love of Truth, Lessing
Luxury, The Foolishness of, Lucretius
Manners and Fashion, Spencer

March

of

5091

Men

On the Practice

758

Essences, On, Aristotle

I

505

Everlasting House, The, Boethius

3

1463

II
Hegel
4
Fashion, La Bruytre
For What He Thanked The Gods, Aure-

5863

2

688

II

5929

1761

455

II

5861

7
6
8
14

3557

S

2688

Emerson

Edwards
.

.

12
On a Siding at a Railway Station, Froude 9
II
Outliving Ourselves, Herder
2
Overruling Gods, The, Aurelius
Palingenesis, Disraeli
Parable of the Prodigal, The,

7

Alden ...

Parentage, Epictetus
Past, The, Dana
Philistine of Berlin, The,

4275

4225

Nothingness of Death, The, Lucretius
Old Age, Cicero
Old Age and Death, Johnson

67

I

8

5860

7337

10184

455

Nothing, The Idea

Endeavors of Mankind to (Jet Rid of Their
I
Burdens, Addison
2
Envy, Bacon .

2030

18
8

1340

2939

5989

1477

7106

3
4

Nature of Evil, The, Hegel
Nature of Ideas, The, Descartes
Nature, Immutability in, Claudius

9768

3
13

D'Argenson I

of,

4262

10137

.

Narrowness, Blackie
Natural Justice, Bunce

of,

8175

4340

8455

18

6000

8
Subject to, Burton 4

2

18
Eighteenth Century, The, Scherer
Empire of Manners, The, Higginson ... II
End of All, The, Lucretius
14

II

8158

7335

9474

683

4271

7598

10189

Moral Education, Spencer
Moral Philosophy, Epicurus
Morality, On, D'Argenson

Themselves

8

14

Melancholy, All

Morality,

5997

18

4208

188

9920

14
IS
IS

Improvement, The, Everett ...

Disenchantment of France, The, Myers 16
Divine Supervision, The, Epictetus .... 8
Doctrine of the Mean, The, Confucius . 6
Doctrine of the Trinity, The, Hegel ... II
2
Duty, Aurelius

Fragments, Heraclitus

8159

10
18

Epictetus
Inner Beauty, The, Maeterlinck

Nature,

lius

II

8167

5994

4273

I

9922

4267

502

Idealism and Idealists, Alcott

690

Fall, The,

2939
1459

202

of Politicians to Qualify

686

6

4189

I

Socrates

4270

2

8

5

Duty

8

768

3

Emerson

History,

2562

.

2697

Independence in Action, Seneca
Independent Purse, The, Higginson ... II
Individual, The, and The Universal,

10601

Society,

.

2
S

Heine

Philosophy, On, Aristotle
Philosophy of the Universe, The,

Bruno

.

Pleasantness, Helps
Pleasure and Pain, Locke

Pleasures of Hope, The, Campbell
Poor Richard's Almanac, Franklin ....

1879

2750
4105

7336
6647

4822
5944
690

3686

I

205

8
6
II

4264
3276
5893

I

504

4

1756

II
13

5899
7221

S

2254

9

4698
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Man in the Universe, Epictetus 8

4271

I
Praise of Poverty, Apuleius
Praises of the Rival School, Seneca .... 18

403
9921

2

689

16
8
12
IS
16
2

8703

Position of

Present, The, Alone

is

Ours, Aurelius

.

.

Property, Paley

Providence, Epictetus
Refinement in the Arts,

Hume

Repentance, Montaigne
Restlessness of Mankind, The, Pascal

.

.

4264

6375
8157

8762

766
Revengs, Bacon
Reveries of a Bachelor, Mitchell ... 15 8017-8033
Scandal and Raillery, The Natural Turn
I
D'Argenson
Scholasticism and Theology, Erasmus 8
Search for Happiness, The, Bagehot ... 2
Shortness of Life, The, Bolingbroke ... 3
Social Philosophy, Epicurus
8
Socrates and Euthydemus, Socrates ... 18
16
Soul, Mythic Description of the, Plato
Spirituality of Material Things, The, Lucretius
14
Statesman, The, Extract from, Plato ... 16
19
Superstition and Fear, Spinoza
Superstition, The Evil of, Lucretius ... 14
Sweetness and Light, Arnold
2
2
Taking Life in Earnest, Arnold
for,

.

8
8
Theosophy, The, Epicurus
There are No Old Women, Michelet ... IS
Terrors, Epictetus

457

continued.

Poetry

VOL.

Abstract of Melancholy, An, Burton ...

PAGK

4

2032

16
Adams and Liberty, Paine
16
Address to Certain Goldfishes, Coleridge 6
Address to the Beloved, Abu l-'Ata .... I
Adeste Fideles, St. Bonaventure
3
Adieu to Coimbra, Camoens
4

8818

Ad Dantem, Payne

18
Adonais, Shelley
Advice to a Poet, Locker -Lampson .... 13

2839

439

1480
2251

9978
7227

20 10799-10812

^neid, The, Virgil
Aestivation,

SC91

Holmes

Afar in the Desert, Pringle
Afloat and Ashore, Dobell

II

6089

I?
7

3695

9149

1479

After Death, Arnold
Age, Anacreon
Age of Gold, The, Savage

18

9744

4276

Aladdin, Selections from, Oehlenschl'dger 16

8564,

4284
780

I

538

I

329

8568

10134
8971

Alaric the Visigoth, Everett

Alnwick Castle, Halleck
8979

Alexander's Feast, Dryden
Altar, The, Herbert

10207

American Flag, The, Drake

7338

7334

Among

the Glaciers, Pfeiffer

541

Amphitruo, Plautus

592

An Thou were my am

Thing,

Ramsay

.

.

4267

Andre's Request to Washington, Willis

4274

.

8
10

4346

7

3857

II

5940

7
16
16

8911

5507

3809

8985

17

9276

20
IS

11128

20
5

10907

2570

Andromeda, Morris
Angel in the House, The, Patmore .... 16
7
Angel Visits, Dobson
14
Angels' Whisper, The, Lover

Tragical in Daily Life, The, Maeterlinck 14

7607

Angels' Souj, The, Sears

18

9918

8

4266

Angler's Wish, The, Walton

20

10868

17

9027

Third Study, Warner
Thought, Channing
Tranquillity, Epictetus

7942

Bacon

2

767

True Ideal, The, Hare

II

5621

2
3

1252

Travel,

Truth, Bacon
Truth, Hunting, Birrell
Universal Beauty of the World, The,
Aurelius

764

2

685

Unreasonable Unselfishness, Higginson . II
2
Vanity of Life, Aurelius
Vanity of Life, The, Schopenhauer .... 18
Vision of Er, The, Plato
.16

5992

20

10818

12
Wealth, Johnson
What We May Learn by Looking Out of
18
Window, Souvestre
When a Good Man May Defend a Bad

6644

War,

Voltaire

Cause, Quintilian
Whistle, The, Franklin
Wisdom of Our Ancestors, Smith

Words and Deeds, Epictetus
Worn-Out Types, Birrell

17
9
18
8

3

686

Annabel Lee, Poe

Annus

Mirabilis,

Dryden ...

Abide With

Me

!

Lyte

Abou Ben Adhem, Hunt
Abraham Lincoln, Taylor
Absalom and Achitophel, Dryden

7372

1733

4584

Arethusa, Shelley

9
8
18

Aretina'a Song, Taylor

19

10458

20

10962

13
19
13

10GOO

.

Apologues, Fitzgerald
Arab Lover, The, to His Mistress, Anon.

Armenian Horrors, The, Watson

8964

Arrow, The, and the Song, Longfellow
Art,

.

Thomson

Art Criticism, Landor
Art of Poetry, The, Boileau
As It Often Happens. Geibel
Ascent of the Alps, De Vere

4104
9988

7267

7026

3

14G4

10

5004
3561

9221

Asia, Shelley

7
18

4707

Ask Me No More, Carew
Aspiration, Young

5
20

11263

16

8468

2
20
7

11173

10114

4265
1248

Poetry.

Wesley

7305

4

Auld House, The, Nairne
Auld Stuarts Back Again, The, Anon.
Author's Resolution, The, Wither

A Charge to Keep I Have,

14
.

9804

10170

8728

3G99

3850, 3S52

7

Antony to Cleopatra, Lytle
Any Wife to Any Husband, Browning

8243

20

10996

14
12
19

7370
10473

7

38G2

6417

Autumn Idyll, An, Dobson
Autumn Sketch, An, Crabbe
Aux Italiens, Lytton
At a Funeral, Heber
At Cupid's Shrine, Marot
At Dusk, Garland

.

.

6
14
II
14
9

9992
2279

742

3712
3130

7394
5858
7749

4929
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At Rest, Moulton
At the Church Gate, Thackeray
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IS
19

8329
10546

5

2383

At the Granite Gate, Carman
Atalanta in Calydon, Swinburne

19

.

Heine

Atlas,

Awake, ye Saints, Doddridge
Away, Riley
Baby, Macdonald

Baby

Bell,

Aldrich

Baker's Tale, The, Carroll
Ballad, A, Gay
Ballad, Calverley
Ballad of Agincourt, Drayton
Ballad of Judas Iscariot, Buchanan ....

Banks

of

Boon, The, Burns

Barbarossa, Riickert

Bard, The, Gray
Battle of

Hymn of the

Republic,

Howe

.

Battle of Blenheim, The, Southey
Battle of Ivry, The, Macaulay

Battle of Stonington, The, Freneau ....
Battle of the Baltic, Campbell
Battle of Waterloo, The,

Byron

Bryant
Baucis and Philemon, Ovid
Beacon-Light, The, Pardoe
Battle-Field, The,

Beating the Air, Pfeiffer
Beauty, Baudelaire
Beauty, Very
Before and After

the

5897

3720
9414

I

238

S
10
S

5001

7

3812

4

1791

7523
2405
2231

10798

4538
10345
8194

2
4

2012

2

634

17
10
12

9589

5

Bird Let Loose, The, Moore

16
IS

8200

Birthday, A, Watson

20

10964

Bishop of Rum-ti-Foo, The, Gilbert ... 10
Bivouac of the Dead, The, O'Hara .... 16
Black Shame, The, Pushkin
17
Blessed Damozel, The, Rossetli
17

5047

Blind Boy, The, Gibber
Blue and the Gray, The, Finch

Blue Sky is Smiling, The,
Bonny Kilmeny, Hogg
Bosom Sin, A, Herbert

Verlaine

Bowers of Paradise, The, Scollard
Bowmen's Song, The, Doyle

18

9827

7

3797
1753
6027

4893
5573

Brothers, The, Crabbe

6

3112

Bubble, The, Allingham

I

296

7237

1040
7976

18
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The, Ingelow
Highland Lassie, The, Ramsay
Highlands, The, Pringle
Hilda's Little Hood, Boyesen
Hind and the Panther, The, Dryden ...
His Country House at Sirmio, Catullus
His Lady's Tomb, Ronsard
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Hundred Pipers, The, Nairne ........ 16 8466
Hundred Years Hence, An, Maginn ... 14 7623
3841
Hunt, The, Drummond ............ 7
Hushed be the Camps To-day, Whitman 20 11048
75
Hymn, Addison .................. I
Hymn, St. Bernard ............... 3 1161

Hear America Singing, Whitman .... 20 11049
"I have Loved Flowers that Fade," Anon. 3 1271
I Remember, I Remember, Hood ..... 12
6159
I Saw Thee, Palmer .............. 16
8718
I Wandered Lonely as a Cloud, Wordsworth ....................... 20 11201
I would not Live Alway, Muhlenberg
8363
IS
I 'm Growing Old, Saxe ............ 18
9749
I 'm with You Once Again, Morris .... IS
8241
Ichabod, Whittier ................ 20 11075
Ichabod the Glory has Departed, Uhland 19 10737

Hermit, The, Parnell
HervcS Riel,

9793

2
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:

241

I

294

16

8819

Pulci ........ 17
9180
8003
II Penseroso, Milton .............. IS
6094, 6103
Iliad, The, Homer ............ II
Illusion,

Moore .................. IS
Immortal Love, Michelet ........... IS
Implacability, Al-Fadl ............. I
Impromptu Song on Price the Manager,

5

2433

II
19
16

5917
10455

3

1346

Hook ....................... 12

6164

12
12
12
Horace's Satire upon Himself, Horace
Horace's Tribute to His Father, Horace 12
14
Horatius, Macaulay

6196

In Autumn, Thaxter .............. 19
In Darkness, Roberts ............. 17
In Memoriam, A. H. H., Tennyson ..... 19

10562

to Sirmio, Catullus

Homes of England, The, Hemans
Homeward Bound, Taylor
'

Honoria, Patmore
Hope of the Heterodox, The, Blackie ...

Home, Horace
Horace's Monument, Horace
Horace

at

.

.

Death, The, Hemans

8782

6209
6201

5915

In My Own Album, Lamb .......... 13
In Praise of a Private Life, Drummond
7
In the Cloisters, Winchester College,

3732

Lefroy ......................
In the Mission Garden, Harte ........
In the Solitude of the City, Roberts ...
" In the Still Star-lit
Night," Stoddard
Inchcape Rock, The, Southey ........

6199

7468

II
Hour of
19 10270
House Beautiful, The, Stevenson
" Harte .... II
" How are
?
5665
You, Sanitary
How Doth the Little Busy Bee, Watts 20 10970
How Hans Pickel saw the Brooklyn Bridge,
.

.

Dole

7

How Hans Pickel's Dog had Himself Photographed, Dole
How the Lover Perisheth, Wyatt

How to Ask and Have, Lover
How Weary is Our Heart, Watson
How 's my Boy ? Dobell
Hudibras, Butler

Humble-Bee, The, Emerson
Humrning-Bird, The, Very

.

.

3733

20 11218
7294
14
.... 20 10961
7 3693
4 2018
8
19

4241

10785

440

9444
10487

6994
3841

13

7064
5663

17
19
18

10304

D'Annunzio ............... I
Indian Serenade, The, Shelley ....... 18
Inferno, The, Dante .............. 7
Inscription for a Fountain, Procter .... 17

Tomb of Cowper,
Hayley ...................... II
Inscription for the Tomb of Mrs. Unwin,
Hayley ...................... II

Inscription for

7947

II

India,

7

8201

9444
10163

363
9980
3310
9168

the

Intactia Opulentior,

Horace ......... 12

5822
5822
6204
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Intimations of Immortality, Wordsworth

20

11204

Armada, The, 1588, Morris
Invitation, Ambrosius

15

8254

I

299

13

6737

5

2435

Dismal Swamp, The, Moore IS
Moore
IS
Milton
L'Allegro,
IS
Lamb Without, The, Howe
12
Land and Sea, Taylor
19
Land o' the Leal, The, Nairne
16

6
12
12
18
... 10

3072

Landing of the Pilgrim Fathers, The,

Invincible

Invitation

a

to

Frugal

.

.

An,

Dinner,

Juvenal
Invitation to Dinner, An, Catullus ....
Invitation to Izaak Walton, Cotton ....

Invitation to Maecenas, Horace
Invitation to Phyllis, Horace

Invocation to Night, Sidney
Irish

Astronomy, Halpine

.

6198
C197

10039

5513

4
2

2097

Irishman, The,

14
Maginn
Honest Poverty, Burns ... 4
Isaac Ashford, Crabbe
6

7609

Is There for

2008

4
2

2087

7

3661

2

924

6
10
IS

3210

II

5853

Irish Avatar, The,

Byron

Irish Maiden's Song, The,

Isles of Greece, The,

Banim

Byron

Was on

a Morn, Baillie
Ivy Green, The, Dickens
Jackdaw of Rheims, The, Barham ....
It

Jacob's Dream, Croly
Janette's Hair, Halpine
Jeanie Morrison, Mother-well

Jerusalem, Heber
Jerusalem Delivered, Tasso

908

3128
798

5515

8283

10426-10434

19

8193

8182

Hemans
Langley Lane, Buchanan
Last Leaf, The, Holmes
Last Poem, Chenier
Last Redoubt, The, Austin . .'
Last Time at McGurk's, Barlow
Last Word to Lesbia, Catullus
Latent Life, Gary
.

16

8717

Jet Worker, The, Rawnsley

17

9310

Jimmy's Wooing, Harney
Jock o' Hazeldean, Scott
John Anderson, My Jo, Burns
John Gilpin, Cowley

II

5622

18

9911

Life for Song, Bruno
Life Lesson, A, Riley

4

2005

Life

6

3079

Life

6
19

2776

Life

10736

Life

20

10967

Light, Bourdillon
Light in Darkness,

Joys of Heaven, The, Thomas a Kempis 13
16
Juana, Mussel
10
Juggler, The, Gay
13
Kalevala, The

6804

Katharina, Heine
King and the Peasant, The, Noel
King of Denmark's Ride, The, Austin

II

5898

16

8503

2

726

16
3

8525

,

.

Jonah's Voyage in the Whale, Anon.

Journey Home, The, Uhland
Joy to the World, the Lord

is

.

.

.

.

Come,

Watts

King
King

of

of

.

Denmark's Ride, The, Norton
Yvetot, The, Ber anger

.

.

8450

4998
6744

1148

Barbauld

Bjornson
Life, Procter
Life and Death, Procter
Life at Court, Dekker
Life,

Newman

92G3

919
1301

91C9
9161

3453

7027

9736
1243
1759

3

1534

16

8484

6

3097

6
5

3210

13

6770

9

4738

Lines on the Mermaid Tavern, Keats
Lion's Ride, The, Freiligralh

Litany to the Holy Spirit,
Little Billee, Thackeray
Little Boy Blue, Field

.

.

.

.

Her rick ....

Lively Cit Turned Farmer, The, Horace

6

2877

Lochaber

Monument, A, Noel

.

.

No More, Ramsay

Lochiel's Warning, Campbell
Lochinvar, Scott

1725
8469

Longing, The, Schiller

.

2227

II

5972

19

10545

9

4505

9

4931

8504, 8505

16

Locksley Hall, Tennyson
Long, Perilous Journey, The, Fleming
Long-Ago, The, Milnes

619

7747

Light Shining in Darkness, Cowper ....
Lily of the Valley, The, Crobly
Lines for Valentine's Day, Calverley .

Little Peach, The, Field

2
4
16

10970

528

9777

9901-9907

1917

7043

3027

3156

18

9155

6

6

10958

1086

I

Knowing, Cranch
Kubla Khan, Coleridge

20

2798

9899

Light of Asia, The, Arnold
Light of Love, The, Coornhert

Little Child's

4289, 4292

2409

1759

9416

8

939

2439

9415

Little Idle Song, A, Garnett

Ercilla

727

17
of Flowers, The, Landor
13
on the Ocean Wave, A, Sargent ... 18
to be Enjoyed, Bion
3
Well Lost, Bruno
4

9557

Lachrymae Musarum, Watson
Lady of the Lake, The, Scott
Lady Poverty, The, Anon
Lady's "Yes," The, Browning
Laird o' Cockpen, Nairne

2
2
5
5

4

10213

La Araucana,

2G37

17
17
7

19

King's Tragedy, The, Rossetti

6092

5

17
2
3

Lie, The, Raleigh

17
Knee-Deep in June, Riley
17
Knight Toggenburg, The, Schiller .... 18

King's Dust, The, Spofford

1796

II

5947

Life,

Thee,

5918

4

II
Legendary Ballad, A, Herder
4
Lenore, Burger
Les Roses de SSdi, Lang
13
Let Dogs Delight to Bark and Bite, Watts 20
Letter to the King, A, Marot
14

10966

of

8465

6199

20

The Very Thought
Palmer

6222

10454

Lecture on Gastronomy, A, Horace .... 12
17
Legend of Bregenz, A, Procter

10996

Jesus!

8000

H

Latest Decalogue, The, Clough
6
Lay of the Last Minstrel, The, Scott ... 18
Leandra's Song, Fletcher
2

20
Jesus, Lover of my Soul, Wesley
Jesus Shall Reign Where'er the Sun,
Walts
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Looking Upward, Gautier
Lord Ullin's Daughter, Campbell
Lore Lay, Brentano
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3

1600

2274

8

4120

II

5897

Lost Chord, The, Procter
Lost Leader, The, Browning

17

9163

4

1743

Lost Pleiad, The, Hemans
Lost Steamship, The, O'Brien
Love, Herbert
Love, Ingelow

II

5916

16

8556

II

5934

Lorelei, Eichendorff

Lorelei, The,

Heine

12
Love Among the Ruins, Browning .... 4
Love and Faith, Myers
16
Love at Sea, Swinburne
19
Love Divine, Toplady
19
Love Divine, All Love Excelling, Wesley 20
Love in a Cottage, Willis
20
Love hi the Valley, Meredith
IS
Love is All, Catullus
5
Love of Christ, The, Verlaine
19
Love the Arbitrator, P/eiffer
16
Love will Find out the Way, Anon
2
Love's Music, Marston
14
Love's Silence, Sidney
Love's Young Dream, Moore

6463
1741

8460

Lover's Sigh, A, Anacreon
Lucifer, Vondel

8910

979
7786

18

10040

15

8195

20

11219
331

14
Lucile, Lytton
Luck of Edenhall, The, Longfellow .... 13

7374
7253

7

3453

Lute-Player's House, The, Stoddard ... 19

10308

Lycidas, Milton
Lying in the Grass, Gosse

15
10

Madonna's Child, Austin
Madrigal, A, Ronsard
Maelstrom, The, Arrebo
Magic Mirror, The, Kendall

7994
5201

2

724

17

9530

2

605

13
19
18

10547

18

9779

Mahony
Man Was Made to Mourn, Burns

14

7646

4

2006

Drummond

7
13
9
10

3840

Mahogany-tree, The, Thackeray
Maiden from Afar, The, Schiller
Maiden's Lament, The, Schiller

Malbrouck,

Man's Strange Ends,

Manchy, The, Leconte de Lisle
Marauding Giants, The, Frere
Marco Bozzaris, Halleck
Mare Rubrum, Holmes
Marmion, Scott
Marriage, Rogers

II

18

Marseillaise, The, Rouget de Lisle
Martial Elegy, A, Tyrtceus

Martyrs'

Hymn, The, Luther

Mary Magdalen, Argyle

6809
9780

7061

4765

5505
6085

9907, 9909

17
17
19

9500
9577
10733

14
I

7361

14
19
19
IS

7748

465

Master Abbot and His Servant-Man,

Marot
Match, A, Swinburne
Maud, Tennyson
May Morn Song, Motherwell

10504
8287

4931

584

IS

7912

2
3

1406

13
10

5119

636

6913
9548

8390

Aldrich

,

Mirza-Schaffy Praises the
Zuleikha, Bodenstedt

Charms

Miser, The, Fitzgerald

Miserima, Lytton
Missionary

8391

I

208

18

10178

3

1457

3
5

2226

9

4585

of

Misanthrope, The, Callimachus

Hymn, The, Heber

Model Host, A, Horace
Modern Love, Meredith

14

7397

II

5854

12
IS
8
9

English

1458

6198
7912
4247

Monks and the Giants, The, Frere
Monody on PruiceMestchasky,Z>erzAavm 7

4771

Moonlight March, The, Heber
More Poets Yet, Dobson

5859

II

Morning Call, A, Catullus
Morning Light, The, Smith
Morning Watch, The, Vaughan
Mortal Love, Gilbert .
Mortality, Fitzgerald

.

.*

Mother and Poet, Browning
Mother's Dream, The, Barnes
Mourning,

Hugo

3553

7

3698

5

2432

18
19
10
9

10113

5
2

1722

12

6368

10764

5054
4589

962

Mower, The, to the Glow-Worms, Mar14

7795

II

6081

2
2

1040

10
10
18
10
16

5572
10112

II

5898

12

8285

12
My Hickory Fire, Jackson
2
My Lord Tomnoddy, Barham
My Love in Her Attire doth Show Her

6504

veil

Musa, Holmes
Music, Baudelaire
Music of Man's Heart, The, Anon
My Ain Fireside, Hamilton
My Broken Meerschaum, Halpine ....
My Country, 't is of Thee, Smith
My Dear and Only Love, Graham
My Faith Looks Up to Thee, Palmer
My Heart With Hidden Tears is Swelling,
.

Heine
Heid

My

is

.

723
5514

5204
8716

Like to Rend, Willie, Mother-

well

Wit,
10395

9

4764

2

IS

Own Work,

Momma Phoebe,
I

2094

7342

Mirror, A, Spalding
Mirza-Jussuf Bodenstedt

2437

4

.

17
Milking-Maid, The, Rossetti
Miller, The, and the Brook, Muller .... IS
Mind Dies With the Body, The, Lucretius 14

10991

10775

10486

Messiah, The, Klopstock
Mignon's Song, Goethe

Mine

7913

PAGE

19
9

Freneau

Mine, Muller

20 10825

Lullaby, Dekker

to April,

Mazeppa's Ride, Byron
Melody, A, Garnett
Memorial Verses, Arnold
Men and Man, Meredith
Mermaid, The, Atterbom
Message, A, Blind

10394

11130

VOL.

Queen, The, Tennyson

10653

Lover, The, Prayethnot to be Disdained,

Wyatt

continued.
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11373

Anon

My Maryland, Randall
My May, Scollard
My Partner, Praed
My Themes, Freiligraih

920

I

118

17
18

9287

17
9

9119
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My Thoughts of Ye, Hugo

My Troubles, O'Reilly
My True-Love Hath My Heart,
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16

6367

18

10040

5

2606

18
13
18
16
14

9743

!

Sidney

.

Mynstrelles Songe, Chatterton

Mystery, Savage
Myth, A, Kingsley

Nadeschda, Runeberg
Name of Jesus, The, Newton
Nameless One, The, Mangan

17
IS
12

Naples, Rogers
Naples and Venice, Milnes

8647

6860

9604
8495
7695
9499
7974
6364

Napoleon, Hugo
Nature not Deity, The Author of All,
Lucretius
14

7345

5

2415

Nearer Home, Gary
Nearer, My God, to Thee,

Adams

Neptune's Farewell to Troy, Euripides

New

England,

.

Anon

New- Year's Night

of a Miserable

The

Night, Blake
Night,
Night,

61

8
8

4325
4119

Man,

The, Richter
Nibelungenlied,

I

Browne
Montgomery

Night in Venice, Hay
Night Thoughts, Young

17
16

9407

3
4

1401

5

8179

II

5821

8496
1708

20 11261

Nightingale of Wittenberg, The, Sachs

.

Nineteenth-Century Lyric, A, Anon. ...

No Hood
No Ills but what we Make, Cotton
No Marvel is it if I Sing, Bernard
!

Nora Creina, Moore
Norsemen, The, Whittier
North Land, The, Bjornson
Nose vs. Eyes, Cowper

9655

.

6

3096

17

9416

4

2064

November Roses, Milnes

IS

7977

3

1603

7734
14
Nymph's Reply, The, Marlowe
O Captain My Captain Whitman ... 20 11047
O Little Town of Bethlehem, Brooks ... 4 1647
7523
O Thou of Little Faith, Macdonald
14
!

!

October, Savage

Ode, Chenier
Ode on a Grecian Urn, Keats
Ode on the Spring, Gray

Ode to a Nightingale, Keats
Ode to Autumn, Keats
Ode to Duty, Wordsworth
Ode to Evening, Collins
Ode to Fortune, Drake
Ode to God, Derzhavin
Ode to God, Klopstock
Ode to Himself, Jonson
Ode to Malibran, Musset

18

9746

5

2637

13
10
13
13

6768

13
12
16

8453

10767

Eliot
8
Old Church-Yard of Bonchurch, The,
Marston
14
Old Clock on the Stairs, The, Longfellow 13
Old Flag, The, Bunce
4
Old Folks at Home, Foster
9
Old Grimes, Greene
10
Old Ireland, Whitman
20
Old Ironsides, Holmes
II
Old Man Dreams, The, Holmes
II
Old Man's Song, The, Montgomery
IS
Old Oaken Bucket, The, Woodworth ... 20
Old Scottish Cavalier, The, Aytoun .... 2
Old Tramp, The, Stronger
3

4186

!

Adams

8198
6991

8198

7788

7265
1890

4624
5333
11050
6091

6087

8178
11178

748
1152

I

62

16

8787

Gray
On a Girdle, Wallace

10
20

10852

On a Grave at Grindewald, Myers
On a Lost Love, Abu Sakhr
On a Nankin Plate, Dobson
On a Slab of Rose Marble, Musset
On an Infant Dying soon as Born, Lamb
On First Reading Chapman's Homer,

16

8462

a Distant Prospect of Eton College,

Keats

On His Blindness, Milton
On His Own Love, Catullus
On Leaving Italy, Oehlenschlager
On Man, Herbert
On My First Daughter, Jonson
On New Year's Day, Stetson
On Satire, Boileau
On Shakespeare, Milton
On the Death of a Lady in Her
On

5287

I

438

7
16
13

3708

13
IS

6770

5

2440

16
II
12
19

8448
6993

7990
8566
'5937

6679

10249

3

1473

IS

7970

5

2245

5
6
3

3076

Youth,

Camoens
the Death of Catherina de Attayda,

Camoens

6911

7043

19

1758

On the Death
On the Death
On the Death

6682

13

8559

6765
6769

9981

8949-8958

4

5286

20 11202
2882
6
3798
7
3550
7

6955

16
IS
Oft, in the Stilly Night, Moore
Old Familiar Faces, The, Lamb
13
Oh Breathe not His Name, Moore .... IS
"Oh, May I Join the Choir Invisible,"

9146

8197

.

Of Immensity, Bruno
Of Loss, O'Brien

On

IS

.

Odyssey, The, Lang
Of a Contented Minde, Vaux

3073

20 11058
3 1300

5212

,

6

20 11049

2110

10
13
18

Lake of B
Lamartine
West Wind, Shelley
16
Odes, Pindar

Olive Boughs, The,
Olympus, Patmore

6680
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6159

Nothin' to Say, Riley
Nothing to Wear, Butler

Nurse's Watch, The, Brentano

continued.

to Napoleon Bonaparte,
to Solitude, Grainger

I

17
12
9
.

Ode
Ode
Ode
Ode

12
de

Ventadour

Noble Nature, The, Jonson
Nocturn, A, Garnett
Noiseless Patient Spider, A, Whitman

18

Poetry

of

Crashaw, Cowley
of Garcilaso, Boscan ....
of

2244
1497

Joseph Rodman Drake,

10

5502

On the Death of Oliver Cromwell, Dryden 7
On the Late Massacres in Piedmont, Mil-

3850

IS

7991

3

1156

Halleck

ton

On

the Prospect of Planting Arts and

Learning in America, Berkeley
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the Use of Poetry, Akenside

Day I Complete My
Year, Byron
this

I
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Orphan Boy's Tale, The, Opie
Ossianic Poems, The, Macpherson

.

\
.

continued.

Pictures of
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14

Our Country, Howe
Our Homestead, Gary
Outward Bound, Jackson
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2410

5935

Memory, Gary

Pied Piper of Hamelin, The, Browning

Thirty-Sixth

Only a Dancing Girl, Gilbert
Only Wise Human Wish, The, Juvenal
Order, Francis WAssisi
Origin of Sin, The, Foss
Orlando Furioso, Ariosto

Poetry

11375

.

1744

4

2108

Pilgrimage, The, Herbert

II

10
13
9
9

5055

Pilgrimage, The, Raleigh
Pine Tree, The, Whittier

17

9264

6736

20

11069

4682

Pines, The, Spofford

19

10213

4621

I

467

3098

16

8642

5
Pinnace, The, Catullus
Pious Cottager and Voltaire, The, Cowper 6
Pious Editor's Creed, The, Lowell
14

7578-7587

Place to Die, The, Barry

12

6224

Plague of Apathy, The, Watson
Plain Language from Truthful James,

2434
7315

2
20

10965

II

5662

6
10
5

3121

1022

5

2414

12

6506

3

1298

Players, The, Crabbe

16
16
13
19

8786

Plea, A, Gosse

8682

2254

10222

Pleasures of Hope, The, Campbell
Pleasures of Memory, The, Rogers .... 17
Pleasures of the Imagination, Akenside
I

8879

20

10853

Pleasures of the Student, The, Percival 16
Poet and the Crowd, The, Gautier .... 9

I

489

10

5503

II
IS

5940

Poet's Daughter, A, Halleck
Polonia's Hymn, Calderon

5

2207

12

6366

Parental Affection, Hittanibn al-Mtfalla I
Parental Influence, Juvenal
13

440

Poor Folk, Hugo
Poor Jack, Dibdin

7
14
9
18

3568

7

3451

Over the Lofty Mountains, Bjornson ...

Patmore
PaUas and Arachne
Pain,

at the

Loom, Ovid

.

.

Pan, Leconte de Lisle

Pan

in

Wall

Street,

Panegyric to
Waller

My

Stedman
Lord Protector, A,

Parabasis, Aristophanes

Paradise, Herbert
Paradise Lost, Milton

Parental Ode to

My Son,

A,

Hood

Parnassus Within, Bruno

7062

7978
6741

Harte

.

12

6161

Possession, Lytton
Pot of Flowers, The, Gautier

4

1759

Power

Parody of Euripides's Lyric Verse, A,

of Song, The, Schiller
Praise of Fortune, The, Dekker

Ambrose

I

487

4
Parting, Browne
Passionate Pilgrim, The, Shakespeare . 18
Passionate Shepherd, The, To His Love,

1707

Prayer, The, Very

9977

Prayer

Aristophanes
.

Marlowe

.

.

14
6
18
18
15
12

Prayer, St.
for

Health

and

Content,

Horace

6209
6902

Press, The, Greeley

8395
438

Primeval Man, The, Lucretius
Princess, The, Bjornson
Prisoner of Chillon, The, Byron

I

517

9588

Peace, Vaugtian

17
16
19

Drummond
Penance, Newman

7
16

3844

Prudence True's Crazy

8487

3

1151

Psalm, The 137th, Bacon
Pulley, The, Herbert

16
9
2
II

Persian Song, A, Hafiz

9
10

5386

Pet Lamb, The, Wordsworth

20

11212

Puzzled Census-Taker, The, Saxe
Qua Cursum Ventus, Clough
Qui Laborat Orat, Clough

17
6
6

Petition to Apollo, Horace
Petition to Time, A, Procter

12

6196

17

9169

Branch

3

1574

10

5120

6
6

2801

Recessional, Kipling

3155

Red and White Roses, Carew
Red Fisherman, The, Praed

I

Lament, The, Riickert
Pauper's Drive, The, Noel
Patriot's

Pelang,

People's Reminiscences, The, Beranger
Persian Epigrams, Anon

Petrified Fern, The,

.

Philina's Song, Goethe

8505

10765

45G8

Philip and Katie the Highland Lassie,

Clough
Philip,

My King,

Craik

Philip Van Artevelde, Taylor ... 19
Phillida Flouts Me, Anon

Philosopher's Scales, The, Taylor
Picket Guard, The, Beers

10458, 10460
1037
2

19

10467

3

1132

9783

12
13
14

9993

Patience, Ibrahim
Patriotic Song, Arndt

4994

A,

Preparation for Matins, Marot
Prescience, Aldrich

6200

7393

300

9994

Paternal Admonitions, Horace

4993

10787

2879

Pastoral Ballad, Shenstone
Pastoral Song, Miiller

171

19

Prelude, Kipling

Pastoral, A, Shenstone

9495

I

7733

Passions, The, Collins

5203

7748

I

241

10
14
13

5294

4

2115

Proof, The, Fitzgerald

9

4586

Prometheus, Byron
Prometheus Unbound, Shelley

4

2106

18

9991

Prosperity,

Newman
Quilt,

Foss

Queen of the Fairies, The, Drayton .... 7
Rainy Day on the Farm, A, Aristophanes I
20
Randolph of Roanoke, Whittier
17
Rape of the Lock, The, Pope
17
Raven, The, Poe

Regeneration for Italy, Rogers
Remembrance after Death, Solon
Reminiscence, A, Pfeiffer

7340
1300

8486

4618
775
5937
9748

2799
2824

3816
480
11070
9073
9021

13

6910

5

2278

17
17
18
16

9108
9498
10141

8909

ANALYTICAL INDEX.

11376

VOL.

Poetry continued.
Renouncing of Love, A, Wyatt
Repudiated Responsibility, Watson
Requiem, Stevenson

PAGE

Poetry

continued.

20 11219
20 10964

Scape-Goat, The, Darmesteter

19

10271

Schoolmistress, The, Shenstone

17

9165

Scoffers,

Resignation, Bronte

3

1623

Resignation, Euripides
Resignation, The, Chatterton

8

4326

Scotch Song, A, BaUlie
Scottish Chiefs, The, Porter

5

2610

12

6365

Requital, The, Procter

Scarf, The,

3333

Blake

Anon

3

1575

Review of Schools, A, Cowper
Rhine Wine, Claudius

6
6
8

3088

Sea-Limits, The, Rossetti

2751

Reverie, A,

Hugo

PAGE

7
15
18
3
2

Muller

Sea, The, Procter
Sea Child, A, Carman
Sea Song, Dibdin

Retreat from Moscow, The,

VOL.

8394
9996
1395
800

9084-9107

17

17
5
7
17

9167

2385
3567
9501

Rhodora, The, Emerson
17
Rhyme of the Rail, Saxe
Rich and the Poor Man, The, Bowring
3
Richard II. on the Morning before his
7
Murder, Daniel

4240

3297

Search after God, Heywood
II
5985
Search for Truth, The, Bailey
2
795
19 10591-10595
Seasons, The, Thomson
16 10560
Seaward, Thaxter
Second Place, The, Spalding
18 10179
Second Sunday After Easter, Keble .... 13
6786

18
Riddles, Schiller
Rime of the Ancient Mariner, The, Col-

9782

Secret of a

6

2844

6
Robin Hood, Keats
IS
Robin Hood in Sherwood Forest, Drayton
7
Rochester's Serenade, Bronte
3
Rock of Ages, Cleft for Me, Toplady ... 19
Rocked in the Cradle of the Deep,

2799

.

eridge

River Pool, A, Clough

9747
1550

6771

Happy Day, The, Haver gal

.

1406

Separation, Eichendorff
Service in Old Parish Church, Whitby,

8

4121

17
13
9
9

9310

20

11198
2105

Rawnsley

Landon

.

3811

Shah Namah, Firdausl

1634

Sheik of Mount Sinai, The, Freiligrath .
She Dwelt Among the Untrodden Ways,

Wordsworth

20

11122

16
Rococo, Payne
Romance of the Swan's Nest, Browning 4

8818

8
12
8
14
13

4426

She Walks in Beauty, Byron
4
She was a Phantom of Delight, Wordsworth
20
12
Shepherd Lady, The, Ingelow

6395

Shepherd's Song,

4426
7025

Sheridan's Ride,
Sick Man, The, and the Angel,
Silence and Darkness, Young

9557

Silkweed, Savage

8784

Simmenthal, Myers
Single Eye, A, Furness

Willard

.

Rondeau, Fay
Rondeau, Hunt
Rondel, Fay

Rory O'More, Lover
Rose Aylmer, Landor
Rose Mary, Eossetti
Rose of the World, The, Patmore
18
Rose-Garden, The, Sadi
Roses, Hansard
Rosy-Bosom'd Hours, The, Patmore ...
Rubaiyat,

Omar Khayyam

Rudens, Prologue of, Plautus
Rugby Chapel, Arnold

17
16

1714

7304

9660, 9661

17
16
16
16

9529

8789
8627

8984

Skylark, The,

I

295

Sleep,

19
Rule, Britannia Thomson
Ruose that Decked Her Breast, The,

10590

Ingelow
Smithying of Siggfrid's Sword, Uhland
Song, Allingham
Song, Blake

.

4739

11200
6461

5989

17
10

9314

20

112G3

18
16
9
19

9745

4997

8461

4854
10614
5855
7247

II

6029

12
19

10737

6463

I

296
1400

7

3452

Song, Bodenstedt

10
12

5206

Song,

Fay

8

4425

6196

Song, Ronsard

3566
7371

Song, Rossetti
Song, Shenstone

7

3694

Song, Suckling

17
17
18
19

9530

7
14

I
Margaret's Eve, Allingham
Hymn before Tarah, Mangan 14

7697

2

Rustic Song, Dekker

Sabbath, The, Grahame
Sabine Farm, Horace
.

is

our Youth,

.

.

.

De Vere

Sailor's Grave, The, Lyte
Sailor's Return, The, Dobell
St.

Hogg

4559

3
3

Barnes

Sad

Gay

7006

II

Marmaduke's Musings, Tilton
Sixteenth Sunday after Trinity, The,
Heber
II
Skeleton in Armor, The, Longfellow ... 13

586

!

Heywood
Read

Sir

2

Ruined Chapel, The, Allingham

5669

3

Setting of the Pole-Star, The,

10652

II

Seeking, Blind

.

;

.

.

St. Patrick's

Saint's Tragedy, The, Kingsley
Sale of the Pet Lamb, The, Howitt

Sally in Our Alley, Carey
Sands of Dee, The, Kingsley

Sand-Songs, Freiligrath
Sappho's Ode, Catullus

963

297

Song, Wyatt
Song, A, Bfornson

13
.... 13

6860

Song, A,

6252

5

2280

13
9

4736

5

2440

Song from the Suds, A, Alcott
Song of Hiawatha, The, Longfellow
Song of Life, A, Aldrich
Song of Life, A, Herder
Song of the Bell, Schiller

6859

Ramsay

1457

9550
9994

10345

20 11217
1299
3
17

9277

I

201

13

7269

I

208

II

5946

18

9789
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Poetry
512
I
Song of the Field-Marshal, The, Arndt
3700
7
Song of the Four Seasons, A, Dobson .
4309
Song of the Pirate, The, Espronceda ... 8
6156
12
Song of the Shirt, The, Hood
1708
4
Song of the Syrens, Browne
Song of the Tea-Kettle, The, Taylor ... 19 10463
Song of Zulima, The Arabian Captive,
8547
Novalis
16
6677
12
Song to Celia, Jonson
.

.

.

.

2

Song to Pan, Fletcher
Songs
Songs
Songs
Songs

8566, 8767

16

Songs, Oehlenschlager

1085

11377

continued.
Poetry
Sudden Light, Rossetti

Summing-Up, A, Byron
Sunday in England, Hemans

of Seven, Ingelow
of Summer, The, Blind

12

6450

Tale of Drury Lane, A, Smith
Tarn o' Shanter, Burns

3

1407

Task, The, Cowper

Teach me,

O

17

S528

I

464

Temple

Angela
Sonnet to Death, Donne
Sonnet to Sleep, Daniel
Sonnets, Boker

I

353

Tennyson, Le Gallienne
Terrors of Conscience, Juvenal

7

3740

Thames Voyage, A, Noel

Sonnets, Shakespeare
Sonnets, Sidney
Sonnets from the Portuguese, Browning
Sonnets to Vittoria, Michel Angela

Soggarth Aroon, Banim
Sohrab and Rustum, Arnold

Kipling
Soldier's Dream, The, Campbell
Soldier, Soldier,

9550

17
18
18

10041

4

1717

I

352

2
2

907

13

6906

9975

548

10140

Wood

Star-Spangled Banner, The,
Still a Child, Coleridge

Key

Poorer Man, A, Calderon
Storm, The, Procter
Still

Storm

at Sea, A,

Camoens

Strayed Reveller, The, Arnold
Stream of Life, The, Clough

Very

Evil,

7068
6740
8507

Cluny
Theatre, The, Smith

20

11202

3

J167
10101

Bernard of

.

Theory, A, Kendall
There Are no Ruling Gods, Lucretius
There is a Green Hill, Alexander
There is a Land of Pure Delight, Watts
There is no Death, Bulwer-Lytton
There is no God, Clough

.

.

18
13
14
I

.

They are all Gone, Vaughan
Third Sunday in Lent, Keble

6
19
13

2797

3564

" Thou

10561

8717

7342

2278

6
19 10465
3570
7
6163
12
6810
13
6 2841
5 2208
17 9162
3232

5

2238

2

576

6

2800

God," Moore

10763

6784
2CO
10994
10967

IS

8200
2228

13

6861

20
3

11198

18

10072

.

a Lady, Voltaire
a Mountain Daisy, Burns
a Mouse, Burns
a Newly Married Friend, Coleridge
a Skylark, Shelley
a Waterfowl, Byrant
Adelaide Procter, Procter
Alfred Tennyson,
all

1857

at a Railroad Station, Calverley S
of God, Havergal
II

art,

Thoughts
Thoughts
Three Fishers, The, Kingsley
Three Years She Grew hi Sun and Shower.
Wordsworth
Threnody, Bion
Time is Fleeting, Simonides
Tintern Abbey, Wordsworth
'Tis the Last Rose of Summer, Moore
To a Friend, Arnold

To
To
To
To
To
To
To
To
To
To

7344
246
10969

19

O

6807

20
4

6908

6989

5
5

Stanzas,

is

7

2800

2240

Standing Toast, The, Dibdin

worth

The World

Thoreau's Flute, Alcott
I
Thou Very Present Aid, Wesley
20
Thou Whom my Soul Admires Above,
Watts
20

IS

Squire's Pew, The, Taylor

7749

3817

8242

Cunningham

8568

7

Southern Refrain, A, Morris

.

14
13
13
16

1770

3739

.

Marot

5967

Soul's Flight to Heaven, The, Donne ... 7
Souls Waiting for Bodies, Lucretius ... 14

Spring, The, Carew
Spring of the Tear, The,

1995

4

7
16

Camoens

8396
10096

II
Thanksgiving, A, Herrick
The World is too much with Us, Words-

266

Spirit of the Cape, The,

5000

Thanatopsis, Bryant

3697

Soul's

638

1475

I

Cry, The, Palmer

2408

3298

18
6
13
13

Soul, The, Dobell

Forest, Oehlenschlager ... 16

of Love, The,

7067

3075

7

5 2276
Solitary Reaper, The, Wordsworth .... 20 11200
Solon Speaks His Mind to the Athenians,
Solon
Some Future Day, Clough
Somebody's Darling, Lacoste
Sons of the Widow, The, Kipling
Sorrow, De Vere
Sorrow, Thaxter
Sorrowful Fytte, A, Alfred

3736

3

8906-8908

Sonnets, Rossetti

8397

7
13
6
5
2

3091-3096

6

Sonnet on Providence, Argensola ....
Sonnet on the Death of Vittoria, Michel

2108

IS

10
IS
IS
4

Susan, Gay
Sweethearts Everywhere, Muller

1393

16

5922

Sure Witness, The, Gary
Svanhvit's Song, Atterbom
Sweet William's Farewell to Black-Eyed

3

Sonnets, Petrarch

II

Supplication, A, Cowley

9765

Sonnets, Drayton

9560

Mutter
Sunset Comfort, Dole
Sunset in the City, Le Gallienne

18

:

PAGE

City, The,

Sunken

of Hiddigeigei, Scheffel
of Innocence, Blake

Sonnet, Ronsard

VOL

.17
4

Hallam

Angels and Saints, Herbert

America, Dobell

.

.

.

.

.

5667

1240

20 11194
IS

2
20
4
4
6
18

8199
547
10S24
2011

2009
2842
99S5

4

1772

17
10

9170
5494

II

5939

7

3697
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Poetry continued.
To an Absent Sweetheart, Hallam .... 10
To an Impromptu of Chopin, D'Annunzio 1

PAGE
5495

363

9734
18
To Aphrodite, Sappho
To Calvus in Bereavement, Catullus ... 5 2434
5970
II
To Carnations, Herrick
9529
To Cassandra, Ronsard
17
7991
IS
To Cyriack Skinners, Milton
5969
II
To Daffodils, Herrick
5970
To Daisies not to Shut so Soon, Herrick II
5969
II
To find God, Herrick
5003
Geibel
10
To George Hermegh,
2633
To His Empty Purse, Chaucer
IS
To his Mistress, Wotton
20 11215
9031
To Helen, Poe
17
II
5857
To His Wife, Heber
6416
12
To June, Hunt
5968
II
To Keep a True Lent, Herrick
9776
18
To Laura, Schiller
6211
12
To Leuconoe, Horace
to
the
To Lucasta, on Going
Wars,

Lovelace

To
To
To
To
To
To

Maecenas, Horace
Mars,

Homer

Meadows, Herrick
Moliere, Boileau

Mrs. Siddons, Baillie
My Dear Friend Master Benjamin
Jonson, Fletcher

To
To
To
To
To
To
To

My Grandmother, Locker-Lampson
My Lamp, Lamartine
my Ring, Fleming

.

Myself, Fleming

Night, Shelley

P5pa, Musset
Primroses Filled with Morning Dew,

Herrick

To
To
To
To
To
To
To
To
To
To

Rienzi, Petrarch

Rome, Byron
Seneca Lake, Percival
Shakespeare, Coleridge
Sleep, Sidney

Spain, Espronceda
the Beloved, Sappho
the Lark, Anon

the

14
12

7291

II
II

6142
1474

2

1085

13
13
9
9
18
16

7225

William Shakespeare, Jonson

Smith
To the Muses, Blake
To the Past, Bryant
To the Princes of Italy, Petrarch
To the Queen of Navarre, Marot
To the Roman People, Horace
To the Small Celandine, Wordsworth
To the Terrestrial Globe. Gilbert
To the Water-Crowfoot, Barnes
To Wordsworth, Coleridge
Toccata, A, of Galuppi's,

.

.

799

Tom
"

VOLt

PAQE

7
13
19

3559
10766

17

9551

Tommy," Kipling

Torpor of Old Age, The, Vaux
Touching "Never," Rossetti
Trailing Arbutus, Cooke

2961

Angela
Treasures of the Deep, The,
Tree Worship, Le Gallienne
Trial of Orthodoxy, A,

Tribute, The,

Hemans

.

.

Watson

Patmore
Heber

Trinity Sunday,

Trinummus, Prologue

of,

Plautus

Troopin', Kipling
True Beauty Virtue Is, Sidney

True Blessedness, The, De Vere
in Armenia, The, Watson
Tuscan Cypress, Darmesteter
Twenty-Eight and Twenty-Nine, Praed

Turk

Two
Two
Two
Two
Two
Two

.

Chords, Catullus

Fragments, Solon
Maidens, The, Hale
Robbers, Bourdillon

Cranch
Songs, The, Blake
Tying Her Bonnet Under
Perry
Singers,

Ulalume, Poe
Ulysses and Nausicaa,

Drummond

Universe, The,

16

8902

Unknown

4

2090

Eras, The, Patmore
Unreturning, Stoddard

16
6
18
8
18
12

8880

Up-hill, Rossetti

2840
10039

4307
9735
6221

5823

12

6680

I

262

5856
8984
G909
10038

7

3566

20

10963

7
17

9117

3330

5

2439

18

10141

10

5451

3

1534

6
3

3156
1401

1457

Haver gal

5971

8785

n

3

Sachs

II

16

2575

Unchanging, Bodenstedt

Unexpressed, The, Story

10965

8897

Under the Pressure of Care or Poverty,

8450

7067

20

17
5

6952

Undertaking, The, Donne

3 51

5914

Her Chin,
.16

Chapman

9990

t

II
13

16
13
18

4602
4603

6904

Transfiguration of Beauty, The, Michel

Unfailing One, The,

.

To the Mouth of Mary, Alfonso X. ....
To the Mummy in Belzoni's Exhibition,

5971

3
2

II
Memory of his Mother, Hayley
the Memory of my Beloved Master,
.

6194

continued.

Bowling, Dibdin

Poetry

18

9654

7
19
II

3743

7
16
19

17
Urbanus Loquitur, Image
12
5
Vagabond Song, A, Carman
Valediction Forbidding Mourning, A,
Donne
7
Valetudinarian's Inquiries, A, Horace
12
Vanity of Human Wishes, The, Johnson 12
Vanity of Human Wishes, The, Juvenal 13
.

9028

10314
5670

3840
8786
10303

9546
6447

2383
3741

.

6208

.

6732

Vanity of the Wish for Wealth, The,
Juvenal
13
Venetian Sunset, A, Scollard
18
19
Vengeance, The, Uhland

6659

6733
9826

18

10099

3
4
16
14
12
20
10
2
6

1403

Venice,

Byron

4

2090

1774

Venice, Musset

16

8452

17

9498

19
9

10405

6

3086

5

2436

Browning .... 4

8899

Venice, Rogers

7746

Venice,

6193

Venice in 1849, Fusinato
Verses by Alexander Selkirk, Cowper
Verses on Epithalamium, Catullus

11209

5055

Symonds
.

.

964

Vesper Hymn, Abelard

I

2840

Veterans, The, Gautier

1751

Vineta, Muller

9
15

10736

4856

19

4993
8393
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PAGE

II
Virtue, Herbert
Vision of Sir Launfal, The, Lowell .... 14

5937

Winter, Claudius

7307

continued.

Poetry

Voice from Prison, A, Coornhert
Voice in the Air, Shelley
Volpone, Song from, Jonson
Volunteer Organist, The, Foss

Waif of Nature, The, Coleridge
Walking with God, Newton
Walrus and the Carpenter, The, Carroll

6

3027

18
12
9
6
16

9991

Winter Brook, A, Garland
Winter Pear, The, Allingham
Winter's Tale, A, Drake

667*

Wish

4621

nal

5

2403

2842
8

Wandering Knight's Song, The, Lockhart

Wants

13
of

Man, The, Adams

Warnings,

Newman

7236

I

53

16

8486

Watch on the Rhine, The, Schnecken18
10

burger
Watcher, The, Hale

Watchman

!

What

9803
5450

Sow-

of the Night ?

continued.

Poetry

VOL.

PAGE

6
9

4928

I

296

7

3799

13

6736

Wish for Glory, The, Juvenal
IS
Wish for Length of Life, The, Juvenal 13
Wish for Power, The, Juvenal
13

6735

for Beautiful Offspring, The, Juve-

Withered Flowers, Miiller
Wives of Weinsberg, The, Burger
Wolf at the Door, The, Stetson

8390
1923

19

10251

Woman's

9160

Women

Question, A, Procter
17
are but Men's Shadows, Jonson 12

6678

Wonderland, Peck
Woodland, The, Geibel

17
10

Woodland Home, The, Barnes

961

8240

Waterfall, The, Keble

13

6790

7 3474
20 11179
20 11210

17
Woodspurge, The, Rossetti
Wood- Wax, The, Very
19
Woo'd and Married and A', Baillie .... 2
Wordsworth's Grave, Watson
20

Welcome to Death, A, Landor
Were but my Spirit Loosed upon the

9737

10203
10968

!

World 's a Bubble, The, Bacon
Worth of Hours, The, Milnes
Worth of Women, Schiller
Would You be Young Again ? Nairne
Would-be Literary Bore, A, Horace ...

776
7972

Moulton
IS
Western Australia, O'Reilly
16
Wet Sheet and a Flowing Sea, A, Cun6
ningham

8330

Wreck

8646

low
13
Written in Edinburgh, Hallam
10
Ya Perezhil Svo'i Zhelanya, Pushkin ... 17
Yankee Girl, The, Whittier
20
Yarn of the Nancy Bell, The, Gilbert
10
Ye Golden Lamps, Doddridge
7
Ye Mariners of England, Campbell .... S
You are Old, Father William, Carroll
5

Wexf ord Massacre, The, Barry
What is Love, Raleigh
What Might Be Done, Mackay
What Mr. Robinson Thinks, Lowell

When

I Survey the

Wondrous

I

2

1023

17
14
14

9266
7548
7320

Cross,

10969

Wander Away with Death,

Moulton

When Maggy Gangs Away, Hogg
When Phyllis Laughs, Hay
When the Kye Comes Hame, Hogg
When Violets Last in the Door-Yard
Bloomed, Whitman
Confront the Vastness of the
Night, Moulton
Where? Stoddard
While the Days are Going by, Anon. ...
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