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ON JOURNEYS THROUGH THE STATES

On journeys through the States we start

(Ay, through the world—urged by these songs,

Sarling henceforth to every land—to every sea;)

We, willing learners of all, teachers of all, and lovers of all.

We have watch'd the seasons dispensing themsclves, and pussing on,

We have said, Why should not a man or woman do us much uas the
scasons and cffuse as much?

We dwell a while in every city and town;

We pass thiough Kanada, the North-east, the vast valley of the
Mississippr, and the Southern States;

We confer on equal terms with each of The States,

We muake trial of ourselves and invite men and women to hear;

We say to ourselves, Remember, fear not, be candid, promulge the
body and the Soul;

Duwell a while and pass on. . . .

WALT WHITMAN






CONTENTS

New England

New England Profiles

1. The Landlady’s Daughter, oLIVER WENDELL HOLMES, 3

2. The Woodchuck Cap, HENRY THOREAU, 3

3. Yankee Canaler, HENRY THOREAU, 4

4. A Cape Cod Wrecker, HENRY THOREAU, 5

5. Captain Ahab, HERMAN MELVILLE, 6

6. Thaddeus Stevens, PIIOEBE cary, 7

7. Wendell Phillips, BronsoN aLcoTT, 8

8. Miss Asphyxia Smith, HARRIET BEECHER STOWE, 8

9. Miss Mehitabel Rossiter, HARRIET BEECHER STOWE, ¢

10. Thoreau, RALPII WALDO EMERSON, 10

11. Henry Wadsworth Longfellow, wiLLiAM WETAMORE sTORY, 10

12. James Russell Lowell, vaAN wyck Brooks, 11

13. The Camp Cook, WILLIAM DEAN HOWELLS, 12

14. James Cardmaker, JAMES GOULD COZZENS, 13

15. Mrs. Talbot, yAMEs GoULD cozZENs, 14
Yunkee Incidents

1. The Courtin’, JAMES RUSSELL LOWELL, I5

2. The Dutchman and the Dog, NATHANIEL HAWTHORNE, 18

3. Captain Nutter’s Pipe, THOMAS BAILEY ALDRICH, IQ

4. Sunday, THOMAS BAILEY ALDRICH, 20

5. Teaching Latin to the Cows, CHARLES DUDLEY WARNER, 21

6. Mr. Flood’s Party, EDWIN ARLINGTON ROBINSON, 22

. Massachusetts Execution, UPTON SINCLAIR, 24
Leviathan in Casks, HERMAN MELVILLE, 28
Transcendental Wild Oats, Louisa MAY ALCOTT, 39
Mary Moody Emerson, RALPH WALDO EMERSON, 49
Mrs. Bonny, SARAH ORNE JEWETT, 54
My Double and How He Undid Me, EDWARD EVERETT HALE, 60

Vil



The Rise of Lapham Paint, WILLIAM DEAN HOWELLS, 74
The Death of the Hired Man, ROBERT FROST, 81

Why Is a Bostonian? HARRISON RHODES, 86

Strike! WILLIAM ROLLINS, JR., Q7

New England, There She Stands, BERNARD DE VOTO, 108

‘I'he Mid-Atlantic States

Lastern Scenes
The Kaatskill Mountains, WASHINGTON IRVING, 125
Niagara, NATHANIEL HAWTHORNE, 125
Saratoga, HHENRY JAMES, 127
Dutch Barns, JoHN BURROUGHS, 128
Crossing Brooklyn Ferry, waLT WHITMAN, 129
Mannahatta, wALT WHITMAN, 130
The Night Hath a Thousand Eyes, JAMEsS HUNEKER, 131
Rockefeller Center, HULBERT FOOTNER, 132
The Bowery, HULBERT FOOTNER, 133
10. Port of New York, rAUL ROSENFELD, 133
11. Coney Island, yJAMEsS HUNEKER, 134
12. Atlantic City at Night, JAMES HUNEKER, 135
13. Wilmington, HENRY SEIDEL CANBY, 136
14. Chestnut Street, Philadelphia, cHRISTOPHER MORLEY, 137
Recollections of Sleepy Hollow, WASHINGTON IRVING, 139
The Shakers of New York, ARTEMUs WARD, 149
At Schoharie Crossing, WALTER D. EDMONDS, 154
Old Pennsylvania, BAYARD TAYLOR, 169
I. The Raising, 169
II. Old Kennett Meeting, 172
Hans Breitmann in Maryland, CHARLES G. LELAND, 17
The Courier of the Czar, ELSIE SINGMASTER, 180
How I Found America, ANZIA YEZIERSKA, 196
Mister Morgan, A Portrait, THE sTAFF oF Fortune, 209
Riveters in Manhattan, THE STAFF OF Fortune, 222
The Future of the Great City, STUART CHASE, 227

SEAN A O o L

e

Vil



I'he South

Southern Scenes
1. The Cotton Boll, HENRY TIMROD, 243
2. The Edge of the Swamp, wWiLLIAM GILMORE SIMMs, 244
3. Charleston in the Seventies, EDWARD KING, 246
4. The Old Monteano Plantation, CONSTANCE FENIMORE WOOL-
SON, 249
5. Belles Demoiselles, GEORGE WASHINGTON CABLE, 250
6. Contemplation in New Orleans, yosEPH HERGESHEIMER, 252
7. Voudou Stronghold, FRANCEs and EDWARD LAROCQUE
TINKER, 253
8. Virginia Farms, ELLEN GLAsGOW, 253
Southern Anecdotes
1. A Change in the Judiciary, pavID CROCKETT, 256
2. Kentucky Shooting, JoHN jAMEs AUDUBON, 258
3. The Confederate Line, SIDNEY LANIER, 260
4. Jim Bludso of the Prairie Belle, joun HAY, 263
5. Caleb Catlum Meets John Henry, VINCENT MCHUGH, 265
Andrew [ackson, GERALD w. JOHNSON, 269
The Big Bear of Arkansas, T. B. THORPE, 274
Louisiana Journal, LESTANT PRUDHOMME, 278
Learning the River, MARK TWAIN, 287
Uncle Remus, JOEL CHANDLER HARRIS, 298
I. The Wonderful Tar-Baby Story, 298
II. How Mr. Rabbit Was Too Sharp for Mr. Fox, 299
Negro Songs
1. Mary Wore Three Links of Chain, 302
2. Revival Hymn, JOEL CHANDLER HARRIS, 303
3. Boll Weevil Song, 304
4. Coon Can (Poor Boy), 305
The Quare Women, LUCY FURMAN, 307 °
Daughter, ERSKINE CALDWELL, 320
Cotton Mill, SHERWOOD ANDERSON, 325
Reconstructed But Unregencrate, JOHN CROWE RANSOM, 339

1X



The Middle West

Midwestern Portraits
1. A Dakota, ¥RANCIS PARKMAN, 353
Ishmael Bush, yAMES FENINMORE COOPER, 353
The Indian Hater, yaMEs 11ALL, 354
The Doubledays, CAROLINE KIRKLAND, 355
Paul Bunyan, JAMES STEVENS, 357
Dick Garland, Lumberman, HAMLIN GARLAND, 357
The. Meck, . w. HOWE, 359
The Proud Farmer, vaAcHEL LINDsAY, 360
Abraham Lincoln Walks at Midnight, vaAcHEL LiNDsAY, 361
Ignatius Donnelly, youn b. 1cks, 362
. Curtis Jadwin, FRANK NORRIS, 363
. The Village Radical, sincLAIR LEWIS, 364
. Don Carlos Taft, HAMLIN GARLAND, 304
14. Mrs. Harling, wiLLa catHer, 305

Y E o s

L B o I |
NHQ

—
(8]

15. Essie, RUTH suckow, 306
Lpisodes in the Great Valley
1. Girl Hunting, CAROLINE KIRKLAND, 367
. A Theater on the Ohio, soL. sa1tH, 369
. Corner Lots, EDWARD EGGLESTON, 37I
. Among the Free Lovers, ARTEMUS WARD, 374
. Hallowe’en, sHERWOOD ANDERSON, 376

AV, P VI

o

». First Blood, RoBERT HERRICK, 378

Payton Skah, WILLIAM JOSEPH SNELLING, 381

Spelling Down the Master, EDWARD EGGLESTON, 389

The Meanest Man in Spring County, JOSEPH KIRKLAND, 390
Colonel Sellers at Home, MARK TWAIN, 404

Threshing Day, HAMLIN GARLAND, 414

A Boyhood in the Bush, THOMAS J. LE BLANC, 421
Packingtown, UPTON SINCLAIR, 430

Getting on the Chicago “Globe,” THEODORE DREISER, 439
I Was Marching, MERIDEL LE SUEUR, 444

The Middle West, FREDERICK J. TURNER, 453

X



‘I'he Far West

Scenes of the Far West
1. The Silence of the Plains, oLE E. ROLVAAG, 471
. Homesteaders in Caravan, OLE E. ROLVAAG, 471
The Great American Desert, MARK TWAIN, 472
Fort Laramie, FRANCIS PARKMAN, 473
The Crest of the Divide, WASHINGTON IRVING, 475
Snow in the High Sierras, BRET HARTE, 477
Acoma, the City of the Sky, cHARLEs F. LuMMIs, 478
The Harbor of Santa Barbara, rRicHARD HENRY DANA, 480

© e N AV o

By the Sun-Down Seas, JoAQUIN MILLER, 482

b
@)

. Polk Street, FRANK NORRIS, 483

11. Point Joe, ROBINSON JEFFERS, 485
Men and Deeds in the Far West
Rendezvous of Mountain Men, WASHINGTON IRVING, 487
Buffalo Hunting, FrRANCIS PARKMAN, 489
The Pony Express, MARK TWAIN, 49I
Little Breeches, JoHN HAY, 492
When You Call Me That, Smile, oWEN WISTER, 494
Appanoose Jim and His Friends, JAMEs STEVENS, 496
The Feudal Lords of Spanish Days, HARVEY FERGUSSON, 500
The Golden Army Takes the California Trail, ARCHER BUTLER
HULBERT, 511

SV B b

Tennessee’s Partner, BRET HARTE, 517
Beecher’s Island, JOHN G. NEIHARDT, 526
Songs of the Broad Prairie
1. As I Walked Out on the Streets of Laredo, 545
2. When the Work’s All Done This Fall, 546
3. Whoopee, Ti Yi Yo, Git Along, Little Dogies, 547
The Cattleman’s Frontier, ERNEST S. 0SGOOD, 549
Midas on a Goatskin, J. FRANK DOBIE, 505
Dubious Battle in California, JOHN STEINBECK, 574
The Spirit of the West, WILLIAM T. FOSTER, 579

X1



I'hese States

American Attitudes
1. Representative Government, JAMES FENIMORE COOPER, 507

. Aristocrat s Democrat, JAMES FENIMORE COOPER, 502
Self Reliance, RALPH WALDO EMERSON, 593
American Government, HENRY THOREAU, 505
Panacea for the Republic, HorRACE MANN, 595
Letter to Horace Greeley, ABRAHAM LINCOLN, 597
The Coach of Society, EDWARD BELLAMY, 598
The Class Struggle, yack LonDON, 599
Le Contrat Social, H. L. MENCKEN, 602

10. America for Humanity, woobprow wiILsON, 603

11. Private Leslie Yawfitz, wiLLiaM MaRrcH, 604

12. Unemployed: 2 A.M.,, s. FUNAROFF, 605

13. I Am the People, the Mob, carRL sanDBURG, 606

14. A Tall Man, carRL sANDBURG, 606
The Fortune of the Republic, RALPH WALDO EMERSON, 608
American Vistas, WALT WHITMAN, 622

I. American Feuillage, 622

II. Thou Mother with Thy Equal Brood, 626
What's Wrong with the United States, THOMAS JEFFERSON WERTEN-

BAKER, 632

These “United” States, WILLIAM B. MUNRO, 643
Sentimental America, HENRY SEIDEL CANBY, 651
The Myth of Rugged American Individualism, cCHARLES BEARD, 660
Culture Versus Colonialism in America, HERBERT AGAR, 674
The American Plan, JoHN DOs PAssos, 632
The American Dream, JAMES TRUSLOW ADAMS, 687

Y O oV s W

TABLE OF CONTENTS ARRANGED BY TYPES OF WRIT-
ING, 701

xii



ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

The editors gratefully acknowledge the kindness of publishers and
individuals in granting permission to reprint the following material

in this book:

D. ArpLeroN-CeNTURY Company for a selection from Widows
Only (copyright 1931), by Frances and Edward Larocque Tinker;
selections from the journal of Lestant Prudhomme, published in
Old Louisiana (copyright 1929), by Lyle Saxton.

CHarLEs Bearp and THe Joun Day Company for “The Myth of
Rugged American Individualism” (copyright 1931).

BranpT AND Branpr, literary agents, for “The American Plan”
from The Big Money, published by Harcourt, Brace and Company
(copyright 1933, 1934, 1935, 1936), by John Dos Passos.

Henry SeipeL Cansy and Farrar anp Rinenart for a selection
from The Age of Confidence (copyright 1934).

J. Frank Dosie and THe SoutHwest Press for “Midas on a
Goatskin” from Coronado’s Children (copyright 1931).

DousLepay, Doran anNp Comprany for passages from McTeague
(copyright 1899, 1927) and The Pit (copyright 1903, 1931), by
Frank Norris.

E. P. Durron anp CoMPaNY for a selection from The Flowerfng
of New England (copyright 1936), by Van Wyck Brooks.

Warter D. Epmonps, The Forum, and LittLE, BROWN AND
Company for “At Schoharie Crossing” from Mostly Canallers
(copyright 1934).

Farrar aAND RINEHART for a passage from The Folks (copyright
1934), by Ruth Suckow.

Fortune for “Mister Morgan” (copyright 1933); “Riveters in
Manhattan” (copyright 1930).

The Forum for “These ‘United’ States” (copyright 1931), by
William B. Monro.

WiLLiam T. Foster and The Atlantic Monthly for “The Spirit
of the West” (copyright 1920).

S. Funarorr for “Unemployed: 2 AM.” from The Spider and the
Clock (copyright 1938).

Xiil



ELLeNn Grascow and DousrLepay, Doran anp Company for a
selection from Barren Ground (copyright 1925, 1933).

Harcourt, Brace anp Company for selections from The Last
Adam (copyright 1933), by James Gould Cozzens; selections from
American Songbag (copyright 1927), edited by Carl Sandburg; a
passage from Main Street (copyright 1920), by Sinclair Lewis;
“Sentimental America” from Definitions (copyright 1922), by
Henry Seidel Canby.

HarprER AND BroTHERs for “Reconstructed But Unregenerate” by
John Crowe Ransom, from I'll Take My Stand (copyright 1930);
passages from Giants in the Earth (copyright 1927), by O. E
Rolvaag.

Harper’s Magazine for “Why Is a Bostonian?” (copyright 1916),
by Harrison Rhodes; “New England, There She Stands” (copy-
right 1932), by Bernard DeVoto.

Henry Horr ano Company for “The Middle West” from The
Frontier in American History (copyright 1920), by Frederick J.
Turner; “The Death of the Hired Man” from Collected Poems
(copyright 1930), by Robert Frost; “I Am the People, the Mob”
from Chicago Poems (copyright 1916) and “A Tall Man” from
Cornhuskers (copyright 1918), by Carl Sandburg.

Houcuron MirrLiN CompaNy for a selection from The Rise of
Silas Lapham (copyright 1884), by William Dean Howells; “The
Courier of the Czar” from Bred in the Bone (copyright 1925), by
Elsie Singmaster; a passage from My Antonia (copyright 1918), by
Willa Cather; a passage from Looking Backward (copyright 1888),
by Edward Bellam “Culture versus Colonialism” from The Law
of the Free (copyright 1936), by Herbert Agar; selections from the
collected works of Oliver Wendell Holmes, Henry Thoreau, James
Russell Lowell, Nathaniel Hawthorne, Ralph Waldo Emerson.

Avrrrep A. Knopr, Inc. for a selection from Quiet Cities (copy-
right 1928), by Joseph Hergesheimer; selections from Paul Bunyan
(copyright 1925) and Brawnyman (copyright 1926), by James
Stevens; a passage from Prejudices: Third Series (copyright 1922),
by H. L. Mencken; “The Feudal Lords of the Spanish Days” from

Rio Grande (copyright 1933), by Harvey Fergusson.

Tnomas J. LeBranc for “A Boyhood in the Bush” (copyright
1924).

Maxim LieBer, authors’ representative, and THe New Masses

X1V



for “I Was Marching” (copyright 1934), by Meridel Le Sueur;
Maxim Lieser for a passage from Company K (copyright 1933),
by William March.

J. B. Lirrincorr CoMpaNY for extracts from New York: City of
Cities (copyright 1937), by Hulbert Footner; a selection from
Travels in Philadelphia (copyright 1920), by Christopher Morley.

LirrLe, BRown anp Comrany for “The Quare Women” from
The Quare Women, an Atlantic Monthly Press publication (copy-
right 1923), by Lucy Furman; a selection from The Forty-Niners
(copyrlght 1931), by Archer Butler Hulbert; a chapter from The

Epic of America (copyright 1931), by James Truslow Adams.

THE MacmiLLaN Company for “Mr. Flood’s Party” from Collected
Poems (copyright 1924), by Edwin Arlington Robinson; “The
Future of the Great City” from The Nemesis of American Business
(copyright 1933), by Stuart Chase; passages from A Son of the
Middle Border (copyright 1917), by Hamlin Garland; “The Proud
Farmer” and “Abraham Lincoln Walks at Midnight” from Col-
lected Poems (copyright 1925), by Vachel Lindsay; an extract from
The Memoirs of an American Citizen (copyright 1905), by Robert
Herrick; an extract from The Virginian (copyright 1902), by Owen
Wister; “Beecher’s Island” from The Song of the Indian Wars
(copyright 1925), by John G. Neihardt.

RoBertr M. McBrive anp Company for “Strike!” from The
Shadow Before (copyright 1934), by William Rollins, Jr.

The Nation for “Dubious Battle in California” (copyright 1936),
by John Steinbeck.

G. P. PurnaM’s Sons for a selection from Andrew Jackson (copy-

right 1927), by Gerald W. Johnson.

Ranoom Housk, Inc. for “Point Joe” from Roan Stallion, Tamar
and Other Poems (copyright 1924, 1925, 1935), by Robinson Jeffers.

PauL Rosenrewp for a selection from Port of New York (copy-
right 1924).
Lourse KirkranD SanBorN for a selection from Zury (copyright

1887), by Joseph Kirkland.

CHARLEs ScrIBNER’s SoNs for passages from The New Cosmopolis
(copyright 1915), by James Huneker; “Cotton Mill” (copyright
1931), by Sherwood Anderson; a passage from The Land of Poco
Tiempo (copyright 1893, 1925), by Charles F. Lummis.

XV



Euiza LonpboN SHePHERD for a passage from The War of the
Classes (copyright 1905), by Jack London.

SIMON AND SCHUSTER, INc. for a selection from Newspaper Days
(copyright 1922), by Theodore Dreiser.

UrroN SincLAIR for selections from Boston (copyright 1928) and
The Jungle (copyright 1906).

StackpoLE Sons for a selection from Caleb Catlum’s America
(copyright 1936), by Vincent McHugh.

Tue University oF MinNesota Press for a passage from The
Populist Revolt (copyright 1931), by John D. Hicks; “The Cattle-
man’s Frontier” from The Day of the Cattleman (copyright 1929),
by Ernest Osgood; and “Payton Skah” from Tales of the Northwest,
by William Joseph Snelling.

THe VikiNG Press, Inc. for “Daughter” from Kneel to the Rising
Sun (copyright 1935), by Erskine Caldwell; a passage from A
Story Teller's Story (copyright 1922), by Sherwood Anderson.

THoMmas JerrErsoN WERTENBAKER for “What’'s Wrong with the
United States” (copyright 1928).

Anzia Yezierska for “How I Found America” (copyright 1920).

TreMAINE McDoweLL WINFIELD H. RoGERs
Joun T. FLaNAGAN HarorLp A. BLAINE
University of Minnesota Western Reserve University

A WORD CONCERNING THE DECORATIONS

Like the prose and poetry in this volume, the decorations by
Rockwell Kent first appeared elsewhere. With the approval of the
artist, drawings from an edition of Herman Melville’s Moby Dick
are reproduced through the courtesy of R. R. Donnelley & Sons
Company, Chicago, and from an edition of Walt Whitman’s Leaves
of Grass through the courtesy of The Heritage Press, New York.

T. M.

Xvi



HURTHH
[T
iy,
RN

Witun







New England Profiles

1. The Landlady’s Daughter

OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES

What do you think of these verses, my friends?—Is that piece an
impromptu? said my landlady’s daughter. (Aet. 19+. Tender-eyed
blonde. Long ringlets. Cameo pin. Gold pencil-case on a chain.
Locket. Bracelet. Album. Autograph book. Accordeon. Reads Byron,
Tupper, and Sylvanus Cobb, Junior, while her mother makes the
puddings. Says “Yes?” when you tell her anything.)—Oui et non, ma
petite—Yes and no, my child. Five of the seven verses were written
off-hand; the other two took a week,—that is, were hanging round
the desk in a ragged, forlorn, unrhymed condition as long as
that. . . .

“Yes?” said our landlady’s daughter.

I did not address the following remark to her, and I trust, from
her limited range of reading, she will never see it; I said it softly to
my next neighbor.

When a young female wears a flat circular side-curl, gummed on
each temple,—when she walks with a male, not arm in arm, but
his arm against the back of hers,—and when she says “Yes?” with
the note of interrogation, you are generally safe in asking her what
wages she gets, and who the “feller” was you saw her with.

“What were you whispering?” said the daughter of the house,
moistening her lips, as she spoke, in a very engaging manner.

“I was only laying down a principle of social diagnosis.”

“Yes?”

The Autocrat of the Breakfast Table, 1858

2. The Woodchuck Cap

HENRY THOREAU

Passed a very little boy in the street to-day who had on a home-
made cap of a woodchuck’s skin, which his father or older brother
had killed and cured and his mother or older sister had fashioned

3



into a nice warm cap. I was interested by the sight of it; it suggested
so much of family history, adventure with the animal, story told
about it, not without exaggeration, the human parents, care of their
young these hard times. Johnny had been promised a cap many
times, and now the work was completed. A perfect little Idyl, as
they say. The cap was large and round, big enough, you would say,
for the boy’s father, and had some kind of cloth visor stitched to it.
The top of the cap was evidently the back of the woodchuck, as it
were, expanded in breadth, contracted in length, and it was as fresh
and handsome as if the woodchuck wore it himself. The great gray-
tipped hairs were all preserved and stood out above the brown ones,
only a little more loosely than in life. As if he had put his head into
the belly of a woodchuck, having cut off his tail and legs, and
substituted a visor for the head. The little fellow wore it innocently
enough, not knowing what he had on forsooth, going about his
small business pit-a-pat, and his black eyes sparkled beneath it when
I remarked on its warmth, even as the woodchuck’s might have done.
Such should be the history of every piece of clothing that we wear.

Early Spring in Massachusetts, 1881

3. Yankee Canaler

HENRY THOREAU

There were several canal-boats at Cromwell’s Falls passing through
the locks, for which we waited. In the forward part of one stood a
brawny New Hampshire man, leaning on his pole, bareheaded and
in shirt and trousers only, a rude Apollo of a man, coming down
from that “vast uplandish country” to the main; of nameless age,
with flaxen hair, and vigorous, weather-bleached countenance, in
whose wrinkles the sun still lodged, as little touched by the heats
and frosts and withering cares of life as a maple of the mountain;
an undressed, unkempt, uncivil man, with whom we parleyed
awhile and parted not without a sincere interest in one another.
His humanity was genuine and instinctive, and his rudeness only a
manner. He inquired, just as we were passing out of earshot, if we
had killed anything, and we shouted after him that we had shot a
buoy, and could see him for a long while scratching his head in vain

to know if he had heard aright.
A Week on the Concord and Merrimack Rivers, 1849



4, A Cape Cod Wrecker

HENRY THOREAU

We soon met one of these wreckers,—a regular Cape Cod man,
with whom we parleyed, with a bleached and weatherbeaten face,
within whose wrinkles I distinguished no particular feature. It was
like an old sail endowed with life,—a hanging-cliff of weather-
beaten flesh,—like one of the clay boulders which occurred in that
sand-bank. He had on a hat which had seen salt water, and a coat of
many pieces and colors, though it was mainly the color of the
beach, as if it had been sanded. His variegated back—for his coat
had many patches, even between the shoulders—was a rich
study to us when we had passed him and looked round. It might
have been dishonorable for him to have so many scars behind, it is
true, if he had not had many more and more serious ones in front.
He looked . . . too grave to laugh, too tough to cry; as indifferent
as a clam,—like a sea-clam with hat on and legs, that was out walking
the strand. He may have been one of the Pilgrims,—Peregrine
White, at least—who has kept on the back side of the Cape, and
let the centuries go by. He was looking for wrecks, old logs, water-
logged and covered with barnacles, or bits of boards and joists, even
chips which he drew out of the reach of the tide and stacked up to
dry. When the log was too large to carry far, he cut it up where the
last wave had left it, or rolling it a few feet, appropriated it by stick-
ing two sticks into the ground crosswise above it. Some rotten trunk,
which in Maine.cumbers the ground and is, perchance, thrown into
the water on purpose, is here thus carefully picked up, split and
dried, and husbanded. Before winter the wrecker painfully carries
these things up the bank on his shoulders by a long diagonal slant-
ing path made with a hoe in the sand, if there is no hollow at hand.
You may see his hooked pike-staff always lying on the bank, ready
for use. He is the true monarch of the beach, whose “right there is
none to dispute,” and he is as much identified with it as a beach-

bird.
Cape Cod, 1865



5. Captain Ahab

HERMAN MELVILLE

There seemed no sign of common bodily illness about him nor of
the recovery from any. He looked like a man cut away from the
stake, when the fire has overrunningly wasted all the limbs without
consuming them, or taking away one particle from their compacted
aged robustness. His whole high, broad form seemed made of solid
bronze and shaped in an unalterable mould, like Cellini’s cast of
Perseus. Threading its way out from among his grey hairs and con-
tinuing right down one side of his tawny scorched face and neck,
till it disappeared in his clothing, you saw a slender rod-like mark,
lividly whitish. It resembled that perpendicular seam sometimes
made in the straight, lofty trunk of a great tree, when the upper
lightning tearingly darts down it. . . .

So powerfully did the whole grim aspect of Ahab affect me, and
the livid brand which streaked it, that for the first few moments
I hardly noted that not a little of this overbearing grimness was
owing to the barbaric white leg upon which he partly stood. It had
previously come to me that this ivory leg had at sea been fashioned
from the polished bone of the sperm whale’s jaw. “Aye, he was
dismasted off Japan,” said the old Gay-Head Indian once; “but like
his dismasted craft, he shipped another mast without coming home
for it. He has a quiver of 'em.”

I was struck with the singular posture he maintained. Upon each
side of the Pequod’s quarter-deck and pretty close to the mizzen
shrouds, there was an auger hole, bored about half an inch or so
into the plank. His bone leg steadied in that hole, one arm elevated,
and holding by a shroud, Captain Ahab stood erect, looking straight
out beyond the ship’s ever-pitching prow. There was an infinity of
firmest fortitude, a determinate, unsurrenderable wilfulness, in
the fixed and fearless, forward dedication of that glance. Not a word
he spoke; nor did his officers say aught to him, though by all their
minutest gestures and expressions, they plainly showed the uneasy,
if not painful, consciousness of being under a troubled master-eye.
And not only that, but moody, stricken Ahab stood before them
with an apparently eternal anguish in his face, in all the nameless,
regal, overbearing dignity of some mighty woe.

Moby Dick, 1851



6. Thaddeus Stevens

PHOEBE CARY

An eye with the piercing eagle’s fire,
Not the look of the gentle dove;
Not his the form that men admire,
Nor the face that tender women love.

Working first for his daily bread
With the humblest toilers of the earth;
Never walking with free, proud tread—
Crippled and halting from his birth.

Wearing outside a thorny suit

Of sharp, sarcastic, stinging power;
Sweet at the core as sweetest fruit,

Or inmost heart of fragrant flower.

Fierce and trenchant, the haughty foe
Felt his words like a sword of flame;
But to the humble, poor, and low
Soft as a woman’s his accents came.

Not his the closest, tenderest friend—
No children blessed his lonely way;
But down in his heart until the end

The tender dream of his boyhood lay.

His mother’s faith he held not fast;

But he loved her living, mourned her dead,
And he kept her memory to the last

As green as the sod above her bed.

He held as sacred in his home

Whatever things she wrought or planned,
And never suffered change to come

To the work of her “industrious hand.”

For her who pillowed first his head
He heaped with a wealth of flowers the grave,
While he chose to sleep in an unmarked bed,
By his Master’s humblest poor—the slave!



Suppose he swerved from the straightest course—
That the things he should not do he did—

That he hid from the eyes of mortals, close,
Such sins as you and I have hid?

Poems of Faith, Hope, and Love, 1874

7. Wendell Phillips

AMOS BRONSON ALCOTT

People’s Attorney, servant of the Right!
Pleader for all shades of the solar ray,
Complexions dusky, yellow, red, or whitce;
Who, in thy country’s and thy time’s despite,
Hast only questioned, What will Duty say?
And followed swiftly in her narrow way:
Tipped is thy tongue with golden eloquence,
All honeyed accents fall from off thy lips,—
Each eager listener his full measure sips,

Yet runs to waste the sparkling opulence,—
The scorn of bigots, and the worldling’s flout,
If Time long held thy merit in suspense,
Hastening, repentant now, with pen devout,
Impartial History dare not leave thee out.

Sonnets and Canzonets, 1882

8. Miss Asphyxia Smith

HARRIET BEECHER STOWE

Miss Asphyxia was tall and spare. Nature had made her, as she
often remarked of herself, entirely for use. She had allowed for her
muscles no cushioned repose of fat, no redundant smoothness of
outline. There was nothing to her but good, strong, solid bone, and
tough, wiry, well-strung muscle. She was past fifty, and-her hair was
already well streaked with gray and so thin that, when tightly combed
and tied, it still showed bald cracks, not very sightly to the eye.
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The only thought that Miss Asphyxia ever had had in relation to
the coiffure of her hair was that it was to be got out of her way.
Hair she considered principally as something that might get into
people’s eyes, if not properly attended to; and accordingly, at a very
early hour every morning, she tied all hers in a very tight knot and
then secured it by a horn comb on the top of her head. To tie this
knot so tightly that, once done, it should last all day, was Miss
Asphyxia’s only art of the toilet, and she tried her work every morn-
ing by giving her head a shake, before she left her looking-glass, not
unlike that of an unruly cow. If this process did not start the horn
comb from its moorings, Miss Asphyxia was well pleased. For the
rest, her face was dusky and wilted,—guarded by gaunt, high cheek-
bones, and watched over by a pair of small gray eyes of unsleeping
vigilance. The shaggy eyebrows that overhung them were grizzled,
like her hair.

Oldtown Folks, 1869

9. Miss Mehitabel Rossiter

HARRIET BEECHER STOWE

Next came the pew of Miss Mehitable Rossiter, who, in right of
being the only surviving member of the family of the former min-
ister, was looked upon with reverence in Oldtown and took rank
decidedly in the Upper House, although a very restricted and lim-
ited income was expressed in the quality of her attire. Her Sunday
suit in every article spoke of ages past, rather than of the present
hour. Her laces were darned, though still they were laces; her satin
gown had been turned and made over, till every possible capability
of it was exhausted; and her one Sunday bonnet exhibited a power
of coming out in fresh forms, with each revolving season, that was
quite remarkable, particularly as each change was somewhat odder
than the last. But still, as everybody knew that it was Miss Mehitable
Rossiter and no meaner person, her queer bonnets and dyed gowns
were accepted as a part of those inexplicable dispensations of the
Providence that watches over the higher classes, which are to be
received by faith alone.

Oldtown Folks, 1869
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10. Thoreau

RALPH WALDO EMERSON

It was said of Plotinus that he was ashamed of his body, and ’t is
very likely he had good reason for it,—that his body was a bad
servant and he had not skill in dealing with the material world, as
happens often to men of abstract intellect. But Mr. Thoreau was
equipped with a most adapted and serviceable body. He was of
short stature, firmly built, of light complexion, with strong, serious
blue eyes, and a grave aspect,—his face covered in the late years with
a becoming beard. His senses were acute, his frame well-knit and
hardy, his hands strong and skilful in the use of tools. And there was
a wonderful fitness of body and mind. He could pace sixteen rods
more accurately than another man could measure them with rod
and chain. He could find his path in the woods at night, he said,
better by his feet than his eyes. He could estimate the measure of a
tree very well by his eye; he could estimate the weight of a calf or
a pig, like a dealer. From a box containing a bushel or more of loose
pencils, he could take up with his hands fast enough just a dozen
pencils at every grasp. He was a good swimmer, runner, skater,
boatman, and would probably outwalk most countrymen in a day’s
journey. And the relation of body to mind was still finer than we
have indicated. He said he wanted every stride his legs made. The
length of his walk uniformly made the length of his writing. If shut
up in the house he did not write at all.

Atlantic Monthly, August, 1862

11. Henry Wadsworth Longfellow

WILLIAM WETMORE STORY

A pure sweet spirit, generous and large

Was thine, dear poet. Calm, unturbulent,

Its course along Life’s varying ways it went,

Like some broad river on whose happy marge

Are noble groves, lawns, towns—which takes the charge
Of peaceful freights from inward regions sent

For human use and help and heart’s content,

And bears Love’s sunlit sails and Beauty’s barge.
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So brimming, deepening ever to the sea
Through gloom and sun, reflecting inwardly
The ever-changing heavens of day and night,
Thy life lowed on, from all low passions free,
Filled with high thoughts, charmed into Poesy
To all the world a solace and delight.

Poems, 1856

12. James Russell Lowell

VAN WYCK BROOKS

Meanwhile, the son of another Cambridge worthy, James Russell
Lowell, who lived at “Elmwood,”—his father’s house, the last in
Tory Row,—had also appeared as a man of letters. A little younger
than Dana, he had similar traits, although he was tethered to Cam-
bridge not by conscience but by an affection for the genius loci. With
the same animal spirits and boyish charm, he loved the soil as Dana
loved the sea. He felt the thrill of the earth under his feet and soaked
in the sunshine like a melon. Short, muscular, stocky, and shaggy,—
his friend William Page had painted him with long blond curls and
a pointed beard, a black jacket and a lace collar, as if he were some-
thing more than a reader of Shakespeare,—he liked to think that
his ear suggested a faun’s. He had an air of the world, although he
was rather self-conscious, even a little jaunty. He seemed to be
pleased with himself and his early success, mercurial, impressionable,
plastic; but under the romantic, susceptible surface there was some-
thing timid, hard and wooden that was to show in the grain at cer-
tain moments. There was a streak of jealousy in him, an irreducible
amour-propre, an over-hasty zeal for “the niche and the laurel.” He
was much at ease in all the Zions, and there were those who even
thought him shallow and found his self-confident air very provoking.
In fact, he was exuberant and impulsive, and, if there was some-
thing wooden in him, there was also something rich and buoyant.
His fancy was luxuriant. He was the cleverest young man in Cam-
bridge, and even the most intelligent. He had the makings of a first-
rate scholar. But his leading trait was a gift of pure enjoyment,
whether of books or garden-flowers, walking, talking, smoking,
drinking, reading, a gusto that was new in Brattle Street. He was a
capital idler. He could lie on his back for days on end, dreaming in
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the fragrant air or conning some Elizabethan poet. Moreover, he,
like Dana, had his trances, every year, when June, from its southern
ambush, “with one great gush of blossom stormed the world.”

The Flowering of New England, 1936

13. The Camp Cook

WILLIAM DEAN HOWELLS

Kinney was the cook. He had been over pretty nearly the whole
uninhabitable globe, starting as a gaunt and awkward boy from
the Maine woods and keeping until he came back to them in late
middle-life the same gross and ridiculous optimism. He had been
at sea, and shipwrecked on several islands in the Pacific; he had
passed a rainy season at Panama, and a yellow-fever season at Vera
Cruz, and had been carried far into the interior of Peru by a tidal
wave during an earthquake season; he was in the Border Rufhan
War of Kansas, and he clung to California till prosperity deserted
her after the completion of the Pacific road. Wherever he went, he
carried or found adversity; but, with a heart fed on the metaphysics
of Horace Greeley, and buoyed up by a few wildly interpreted
maxims of Emerson, he had always believed in other men, and their
fitness for the terrestrial millennium, which was never more than
ten days or ten miles off. It is not necessary to say that he had con-
tinued as poor as he began, and that he was never able to contribute
to those railroads, mills, elevators, towns, and cities which were sure
to be built, sir, sure to be built, wherever he went. When he came
home at last to the woods, some hundreds of miles north of Equity,
he found that some one had realized his early dream of a summer
hotel on the shore of the beautiful lake there; and he unenviously
settled down to admire the landlord’s thrift, and to act as guide and
cook for parties of young ladies and gentlemen who started from
the hotel to camp in the woods. This brought him into the society
of cultivated people, for which he had a real passion. He had always
had a few thoughts rattling round in his skull, and he liked to make
sure of them in talk with those who had enjoyed greater advantages
than himself. He never begrudged them their luck; he simply and
sweetly admired them; he made studies of their several characters,
and ,was never tired of analyzing them to their advantage to the
next summer’s parties. Late in the fall, he went in, as it is called, with
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a camp of loggers, among whom he rarely failed to find some re-
markable men. But he confessed that he did not enjoy the steady
three or four months in the winter woods with no coming out at all
till spring; and he had been glad of this chance in a logging camp
near Equity, in which he had been offered the cook’s place by the
owner who had tested his fare in the Northern woods the summer
before. Its proximity to the village allowed him to loaf in upon
civilization at least once a week, and he spent the greater part of his
time at the Free Press office on publication day. He had always
sought the society of newspaper men, and, wherever he could, he
had given them his.

A Modern Instance, 1881

14. James Cardmaker

JAMES GOULD COZZENS

The old man procrastinated. He considered himself a genealogical
authority, because the Boston Transcript had frequently published
letters of his about Connecticut families on its Saturday page. The
hobby gave him something to do, or « y to do, through the miserable
tedium of dying. He took notcs which he did not appear to recognize
as the almost letterless scrawls his drooping hands made them. At
least once Doctor Bull found him puzzling, in a bewilderment
more grim, or even ghastly, than comic, over pages of books held
upside down. Like his pendent wrists, his skin-covered face without
flesh, his shoulders humped to his little round head, this confusion
of aimless, vaguely human activity suggested one thing only. When
you saw him shaking and shifting the book held upside down, you
saw, too, what James Cardmaker—his notes in the Transcript, his
historic house and name, his college-educated daughter, aside—really
was. Not merely evolved from, or like an ape, Mr. Cardmaker was
an ape. The only important dissimilarities would be his relative
hairlessness and inefficient teeth.

The Last Adam, 1933
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15. Mrs. Talbot

JAMES GOULD COZZENS

The figure huddled on the dusty boards in the corner against the
splintered, cob-webbed manger made no move, so he went in.
“What’s the trouble, Mrs. Talbot?” he said. He drew her to her feet,
and, compellingly, out into the better light. “That yours?” he asked,
pointing to the knife, put down beside his bag. “You’d better not
carry things like that around. You’ll hurt yourself.”

Her mouth, twisted as though she had bitten a lemon; her eyes,
angry and injured under the tangle of hair imperfectly pinned up,
smeared now with cobwebs, made her look like one of those fantastic,
miserably sinister women whose surfeit of misfortunes might once
have started the idea that she had some to spare, could visit them on
others. An earlier New England,.in social and religious self-defense,
had sometimes felt that hanging such people was its disagreeable
duty. To remove her cheaply and forever from human society no
means existed but interring her in the ground. Now, at Middletown,
the State of Connecticut had a tomb for incurable witches. Im-
personally patient, the state provided for their disappearance with a
certainty never reached by the haphazard methods of a magistrate
or a crowd. One could hide from the rope or evade the hunters;
the state’s lethal process was old age and decay.

The Last Adam, 1933
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Yankee Inadents

1. The Courtin’

JAMES RUSSELL LOWELL

God makes sech nights, all white an’ still
Fur’z you can look or listen,

Moonshine an’ snow on field an’ hill,
All silence an’ all glisten.

Zekle crep’ up quite unbeknown
An’ peeked in thru’ the winder,

An’ there sot Huldy all alone,

. ’ith no one nigh to hender.

A fireplace filled the room’s one side
With half a cord 0 wood in—
There warn’t no stoves (tell comfort died)

To bake ye to a puddin’.

The wa’nut logs shot sparkles out
Tewards the pootiest, bless her,

An’ leetle flames danced all about
The chiny on the dresser.

Agin the chimbley crook-necks hung,
An’ in amongst ’em rusted

The ole queen’s-arm thet gran’ther Young
Fetched back fom Concord busted.

The very room, coz she was in,
Seemed warm f'om floor to ceilin’,
An’ she looked full ez rosy agin
Ez the apples she was peelin’.

"Twas kin’ o’ kingdom-come to look
On sech a blessed cretur,

A dogrose blushin’ to a brook
Ain’t modester nor sweeter.
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He was six foot o’ man, A 1,
Clear grit an’ human natur’.
None couldn’t quicker pitch a ton
Nor dror a furrer straighter.

He’d sparked it with full twenty gals,
Hed squired ’em, danced ’em, druv ’em,

Fust this one, an’ then thet, by spells—
All is, he couldn’t love ’em.

But long o’ her his veins ’ould run
All crinkly like curled maple,

The side she breshed felt full o’ sun
Ez a south slope in Ap’il.

She thought no v’ice hed sech a swing
Ez hisn in the choir;

My! when he made Ole Hunderd ring,
She knowed the Lord was nigher.

An’ she’d blush scarlit, right in prayer,
When her new meetin’-bunnet

Felt somehow thru’ its crown a pair
O’ blue eyes sot upun it.

Thet night, I tell ye, she looked some!
She seemed to ’ve gut a new soul,

For she felt sartin-sure he’d come,
Down to her very shoe-sole.

She heered a foot, an’ knowed it tu,
A-raspin’ on the scraper,—

All ways to once her feelins flew
Like sparks in burnt-up paper.

He kin’ o’ I'itered on the mat,
Some doubtfle o’ the sekle,

His heart kep’ goin’ pity-pat,
But hern went pity Zekle.

An’ yit she gin her cheer a jerk
Ez though she wished him furder,
An’ on her apples kep’ to work,
Parin’ away like murder.



“You want to see my Pa, I s’pose?”
“Wal ... no...]I come dasignin—""
“To see my Ma? She’s sprinklin’ clo’es
Agin to-morrer’s i’'nin’.”

To say why gals acts so or so,
Or don’t, 'ould be persumin’;

Mebby to mean yes an’ say no
Comes nateral to women.

He stood a spell on one foot fust,
Then stood a spell on t'other,

An’ on which one he felt the wust
He couldn’t ha’ told ye nuther.

Says he, “I'd better call agin;”
Says she, “Think likely, Mister:”
Thet last word pricked him like a pin,
An’ ... Wal, he up an’ kist her.

When Ma bimeby upon ’em slips,
Huldy sot pale ez ashes,

All kin’ o’ smily roun’ the lips
An’ teary roun’ the lashes.

For she was jes’ the quiet kind
Whose naturs never vary,

Like streams that keep a summer mind
Snowhid in Jenooary.

The blood clost roun’ her heart felt glued
Too tight for all expressin’,

Tell mother see how metters stood,
An’ gin ’em both her blessin’.

Then her red come back like the tide -
Down to the Bay o’ Fundy,

An’ all I know is they was cried
In meetin’ come nex’ Sunday.

Biglow Papers, Second Series, 1867
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2. The Dutchman and the Dog

NATHANIEL HAWTHORNE

We left our horse in the shed, and, entering the little unpainted
bar-room, we heard a voice, in a strange, outlandish accent, exclaim-
ing, “Diorama.” It was an old man, with a full, gray-bearded counte-
nance, and Mr. Leach exclaimed, “Ah, here’s the old Dutchman
again!” And he answered, “Yes, Captain, here’s the old Dutch-
man,”’—though, by the way, he is a German, and travels the country
with this diorama in a wagon, and had recently been at South Adams,
and was now returning from Saratoga Springs. We looked through
the glass orifice of his machine, while he exhibited a succession of
the very worst scratches and daubings that can be imagined,—
worn out, too, and full of cracks and wrinkles, dimmed with tobacco
smoke, and every other wise dilapidated. There were none in a later
fashion than thirty years since, except some figures that had been
cut from tailors’ show-bills. There were views of cities and edifices
in Europe, of Napoleon’s battles and Nelson’s sea-fights, in the midst
of which would be seen a gigantic, brown, hairy hand (the Hand
of Destiny) pointing at the principal points of the conflict, while
the old Dutchman explained. He gave a good deal of dramatic
effect to his descriptions, but his accent and intonation cannot be
written. He seemed to take interest and pride in his exhibition;
yet when the utter and ludicrous miserability thereof made us laugh,
he joined in the joke very readily. When the last picture had been
shown, he caused a country boor, who stood gaping beside the
machine, to put his head within it, and thrust out his tongue. The
head becoming gigantic, a singular effect was produced.

The old Dutchman’s exhibition being over, a great dog, apparently
an elderly dog, suddenly made himself the object of notice, evidently
in rivalship of the Dutchman. He had seemed to be a good-natured,
quiet kind of dog, offering his head to be patted by those who were
kindly disposed towards him. This great, old dog, unexpectedly,
and of his own motion, began to run round after his not very long
tail with the utmost eagerness; and, catching hold of it, he growled
furiously at it, and still continued to circle round, growling and
snarling with increasing rage, as if one half of his body were at
deadly enmity with the other. Faster and faster went he, round and
roundabout, growing still fiercer, till at last he ceased in a state of
utter exhaustion; but no sooner had his exhibition finished than he
became the same, mild, quiet, sensible old dog as before; and no one
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could have suspected him of such nonsense as getting enraged with
his own tail. He was first taught this trick by attaching a bell to the
end of his tail; but he now commences entirely of his own accord, and
I really believe he feels vain at the attention he excites.

American Note-Books, 1868

3. Captain Nutter’s Pipe

THOMAS BAILEY ALDRICH

[Miss Abigail] had affected many changes in the Nutter House
before I came there to live; but there was one thing against which
she had long contended without being able to overcome. This was
the Captain’s pipe. On first taking command of the household, she
had prohibited smoking in the sitting-room, where it had been the
old gentleman’s custom to take a whiff or two of the fragrant weed
after meals. The edict went forth,—and so did the pipe. An excellent
move, no doubt; but then the house was his, and if he saw fit to keep
a tub of tobacco burning in the middle of the parlor floor, he had
a perfect right to do so. However, he humored her in this as in other
matters, and smoked by stealth, like a guilty creature, in the barn,
or about the gardens. That was practicable in summer, but in
winter the Captain was hard put to it. When he couldn’t stand it
longer, he retreated to his bedroom and barricaded the door. Such
was the position of affairs at the time of which I write.

One morning, a few days after the great snow, as Miss Abigail
was dusting the chronometer in the hall, she beheld Captain Nutter
slowly descending the staircase, with a long clay pipe in his mouth.
Miss Abigail could hardly credit her own eyes.

“Dan’el!” she gasped, retiring heavily on the hatrack.

The tone of reproach with which this word was uttered failed
to produce the slightest effect on the Captain, who merely removed
the pipe from his lips for an instant, and blew a cloud into the chilly
air. The thermometer stood at two degrees below zero in our hall.

“Dan’el!” cried Miss Abigail, hysterically,—“Dan’el, don’t come
near me!” Whereupon she fainted away; for the smell of tobacco-
smoke always made her deadly sick.

Kitty Collins rushed from the kitchen with a basin of water, and
set to work bathing Miss Abigail’s temples and chafing her hands.
I thought my grandfather rather cruel, as he stood there with a
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half-smile on his countenance, complacently watching Miss Abigail’s
sufferings. When she was “brought to,” the Captain sat down beside
her, and, with a lovely twinkle in his eye, said softly:—

“Abigail, my dear, there wasn’t any tobacco in that pipel It was a
new pipe. I fetched it down for Tom to blow soap-bubbles with.”

The Story of a Bad Boy, 1868

4. Sunday

THOMAS BAILEY ALDRICH

It is Sunday morning. I should premise by saying that the deep
gloom which has settled over everything set in like a heavy fog early
on Saturday evening.

At seven o’clock my grandfather comes smilelessly down stairs.
He is dressed in black, and looks as if he had lost all his friends
during the night. Miss Abigail, also in black, looks as if she were
prepared to bury them, and not indisposed to enjoy the ceremony.
Even Kitty Collins has caught the contagious gloom, as I perceived
when she brings in the coffee-urn,—a solemn and sculpturesque urn
at any time, but monumental now,—and sets it down in front of
Miss Abigail. Miss Abigail gazes at the urn as if it held the ashes
of her ancestors, instead of a generous quantity of fine old Java
coffee. The meal progresses in silence.

Our parlor is by no means thrown open every day. It is open this
June morning, and is pervaded by a strong smell of centre-table.
The furniture of the room, and the little China ornaments on the
mantelpiece, have a constrained, unfamiliar look. My grandfather
sits in a mahogany chair, reading a large Bible covered with green
baize. Miss Abigail occupies one end of the sofa, and has her hands
crossed stiffly in her lap. I sit in the corner, crushed. Robinson
Crusoe and Gil Blas are in close confinement. Baron Trenck, who
managed to escape from the fortress of Glatz, can’t for the life of
him get out of our sitting-room closet. Even the Rivermouth Barnacle
is suppressed until Monday. Genial converse, harmless books, smiles,
lightsome hearts, all are banished. If I want to read anything, I can
read Baxter’s Saints’ Rest. I would die first. So I sit there kicking my
heels, thinking about New Orleans, and watching a morbid blue-
bottle fly that attempts to commit suicide by butting his head against
the window pane. Listen!—no, yes,—it is—it is the robins singing
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in the garden,—the grateful, joyous robins singing away like mad,
just as if it wasn’t Sunday. Their audacity tickles me.

My grandfather looks up, and inquires in a sepulchral voice if I
am ready for Sabbath school. It is time to go. I like the Sabbath
school; there are bright young faces zhere, at all events. When I get
out into the sunshine alone, I draw a long breath; I would turn a
somersault up against Neighbor Penhallow’s newly painted fence
if T hadn’t my best trousers on, so glad am I to escape from the op-
pressive atmosphere of the Nutter House.

Sabbath school over, I go to meeting, joining my grandfather, who
doesn’t appear to be any relation to me this day, and Miss Abigail,
in the porch. Our minister holds out very little hope to any of us of
being saved. Convinced that I am a lost creature, in common with
the human family, I return home behind my guardians at a snail’s
pace. We have a dead cold dinner. I saw it laid out yesterday.

There is a long interval between this repast and the second
service, and a still longer interval between the beginning and the
end of that service; for the Rev. Wibird Hawkins’s sermons are none
of the shortest, whatever else they may be.

After meeting, my grandfather and I take a walk. We visit—
appropriately enough—a neighboring graveyard. I am by this time
in a condition of mind to become a willing inmate of the place. The
usual evening prayer-meeting is postponed for some reason. At half

past eight I go to bed.
The Story of a Bad Boy, 1868

5. Teaching Latin to the Cows

CHARLES DUDLEY WARNER

Speaking of Latin reminds me that I once taught my cows Latin.
I don’t mean that I taught them to read it, for it is very difficult
to teach a cow to read Latin or any of the dead languages,—a cow
cares more for her cud than she does for all the classics put together.
But if you begin early you can teach a cow, or a calf (if you can
teach a calf anything, which I doubt), Latin as well as English.
There were ten cows, which I had to escort to and from pasture night
and morning. To these cows I gave the names of the Roman
numerals, beginning with Unus and Duo, and going up to Decem.
Decem was of course the biggest cow of the party, or at least she
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was the ruler of the others, and had the place of honor in the stable
and everywhere else. I admire cows, and especially the exactness with
which they define their social position. In this case, Decem could
“lick” Novem, and Novem could “lick” Octo, and so on down to
Unus, who couldn’t lick anybody, except her own calf. I suppose I
ought to have called the weakest cow Una instead of Unus, con-
sidering her sex; but I didn’t care much to teach the cows the de-
clensions of adjectives, in which I was not very well up myself; and
besides it would be of little use to a cow. People who devote them-
selves too severely to study of the classics are apt to become dried
up; and you should never do anything to dry up a cow. Well, these
ten cows knew their names after a while, at least they appeared to,
and would take their places as I called them. At least, if Octo at-
tempted to get before Novem in going through the bars (I have
heard people speak of a “pair of bars” when there were six or eight
of them), or into the stable, the matter of precedence was settled then
and there, and once settled there was no dispute about it afterwards.
Novem either put her horns into Octo’s ribs, and Octo shambled to
one side, or else the two locked horns and tried the game of push
and gore until one gave up. Nothing is stricter than the etiquette of
a party of cows.

Being a Boy, 1877

6. Mr. Flood’s Party

EDWIN ARLINGTON ROBINSON

Old Eben Flood, climbing alone one night
Over the hill.between the town below
And the forsaken upland hermitage

That held as much as he should ever know
On earth again of home, paused warily.
The road was his with not a native near;
And Eben, having leisure, said aloud,
For no man else in Tilbury Town to hear:

“Well, Mr. Flood, we have the harvest moon
Again, and we may not have many more;
The bird is on the wing, the poet says,
And you and I have said it here before.
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Drink to the bird.” He raised up to the light
The jug that he had gone so far to fill,

And answered huskily: “Well, Mr. Flood,
Since you propose it, I believe I will.”

Alone, as if enduring to the end

A valiant armor of scarred hopes outworn,

He stood there in the middle of the road

Like Roland’s ghost winding a silent horn.
Below him, in the town among the trees,
Where friends of other days had honored him,
A phantom salutation of the dead

Rang thinly till old Eben’s eyes were dim.

Then, as a mother lays her sleeping child

Down tenderly, fearing it may awake,

He set the jug down slowly at his feet

With trembling care, knowing that most things break;
And only when assured that on firm earth

It stood, as the uncertain lives of men

Assuredly did not, he paced away,

And with his hand extended paused again:

“Well, Mr. Flood, we have not met like this
In a long time; and many a change has come
To both of us, 1 fear, since last it was
We had a drop together. Welcome home!”
Convivially returning with himself,

Again he raised the jug up to the light;
And with an acquiescent quaver said:
“Well, Mr. Flood, if you insist, I might.

“Only a very little, Mr. Flood—

For auld lang syne. No more, sir; that will do.”
So, for the time, apparently it did,

And Eben evidently thought so too;

For soon amid the silver loneliness

Of night he lifted up his voice and sang,
Secure, with only two moons listening,

Until the whole harmonious landscape rang—

“For auld lang syne.” The weary throat gave out,
The last word wavered; and the song being done,
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He raised again the jug regretfully

And shook his head, and was again alone.

There was not much that was ahead of him,

And there was nothing in the town below—
Where strangers would have shut the many doors
That many friends had opened long ago.

Avon’s Harvest, 1921

7. Massachusetts Execution

UPTON SINCLAIR

The executioner stood behind a screen in one corner, to the left of
the death chair; he could look over the screen, and see when it was
time for him to earn his money. Two guards stood by the door
leading to the cell corridor, and when the warden signaled that all
was ready, they stepped back to the first cell, and unlocked the
door. Madeiros lay asleep—not setting much value upon his last
moments. The guards awakened him, stood him on his feet, and led
him, half dazed, into the execution chamber, closing the door be-
hind them, out of kindness for the occupants of the other two cells.

The victim had on short gray trousers, with a slit cut up each
leg, and a blue shirt with short sleeves, made especially for the
occasion. He was seated in the chair, and as quickly as possible, the
deputy warden and a guard buckled the straps which would hold
his hands and feet immovable. The electrodes, from which the
current was to enter the body, were fastened, one to each leg, and
a third, the headpiece, covering the entire top of the head; they
contained wet sponges, to afford perfect transmission.

They tied a bandage over the victim’s eyes, and then stepped
back; all was ready. It was the warden’s part to signal with his hand
to the executioner, who would then move a switch. Since this did
the actual killing, the theory was that the executioner alone was
responsible, and for carrying this heavy responsibility the Common-
wealth paid him the sum of two hundred and fifty dollars for each
of three motions of the hand—plus traveling expenses from his
retreat in New York. ‘

He made the first motion, and there was a whir of the current,
and the body of Madeiros gave a sudden leap, which would have
jerked it from the chair if it had not been that the straps were heavy.
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Human flesh became of the rigidity of steel, and stayed that way for
several minutes, with the current of nineteen hundred volts passing
through it. A ghastly odor of burning hair spread through the
death chamber.

The current was turned off, the body sank back limp into the
chair, and the warden signed to the medical examiners, who stepped
forward with their stethoscopes. At nine minutes and thirty-five
seconds past midnight they pronounced the Wrentham bank robber
dead, and the body was lifted from the chair and carried to one of
three newly painted slabs hidden behind a screen in the death
chamber. Nothing could exceed the sense of propriety of the great
Commonwealth of Massachusetts, or the decency with which it
prepared for the elimination of its enemies.

The door leading to the cells was opened again, and the two
guards went in to the second cell. Nicola Sacco was not asleep, but
waiting, to do his last duty as a revolutionist. He walked out be-
tween the guards; he entered the execution chamber, and looked
about him at the row of solemn witnesses, the deputies, the chair,
and the screen with the face peering over it. His own face was white
and haggard, his lips set, his whole expression that of defiance. He
walked directly to the chair and sat down; then, as the guards began
to adjust the straps, he lifted himself slightly, raised his voice, and
said, in what came as a shout in that still brick-walled chamber of
death: “Viva l'anarchial”

(“You seel” said all Massachusetts, when they read about it with
their morning coffee and codfish balls. “We told you so! We knew it
all along!”)

The guards paid no attention to any words. They went on with
swift fingers, as if they feared that some one might come to stop
them at the last moment. When they were through, and stepped
back, Sacco opened his lips again, and the warden withheld the
signal. “Farewell, my wife and children and all my friends!” Then,
as the warden was in the act of lifting his hand: “Good evening,
gentlemen. Farewell, Mother.”

The cue was given, and the executioner moved the switch, and
the body leaped so that it was like a blow against the straps. Twenty-
one hundred volts was the executioner’s estimate of what it would
take to rid Massachusetts of this wiry peasant; the amperage was
from seven to nine, and it was nineteen minutes and two seconds
after midnight when the medical examiners pronounced the duty
done. The body of Nicola Sacco was lifted from the chair, and carried
behind the screen and laid upon the second slab.
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Then for the third and last time the door into the cell corridor
was opened, and the guards entered. Bartolomeo Vanzetti had sat
upon his cot alone, knowing what was happening in the adjoining
chamber, but it had not shaken his nerve; he had had seven years
in which to work out his system of self-discipline. “This is our
career and our triumph.” He rose from his cot, and walked with
firm steps, the guards holding him, one by each arm. When they
entered the execution chamber, the guards released him, and he
looked at them—men whom he had known for a long time, and
whom he had taught to respect him, no longer to call him a wop.
They were poor fellows, who maybe had wives and children to
keep, and could not help what they were doing; so he turned to
them first, as became a proletarian martyr. “Good-bye,” he said to
each, and held out his hand to each in turn, and shook their hands
firmly.

Then he turned to Deputy Warden Hogsett, and took both his
hands and wrung them. “Good-bye, I thank you for your courtesy
to me.” And then to the warden, a big towering figure. Vanzetti
was quiet and at ease, as if he were welcoming visitors to his home.
“Warden, I want to thank you for all that you have done for me.”
He held out his hand, and the warden took it.

(“Jesus!” he said, to one of the reporters afterwards. “He shook
my hand, and then I had to raise it to give the signal!”)

Vanzetti walked to the chair and sat down. Then he spoke—words
which he had made the subject of much thought. “I wish to tell you
that I am innocent and never committed any crime, but sometimes
some sin. I thank you for everything you have done for me. I am
innocent of all crime, not only of this one, but of all. I am an
innocent man.”

The guards, well trained, went on with their work, paying no
attention to eloquence. The electrodes were adjusted, the straps
made fast. As a guard started to apply the bandage to Vanzetti’s
eyes, he spoke again; it was the question which Cornelia had asked
him, and to which he had promised an answer. He gave it with all
the world for an audience. “I wish to forgive some people for what
they are now doing to me.”

The guards stepped back, and the warden gave the signal; the
executioner moved the switch, and the body of Bartolomeo Vanzetti
leaped as the others had done. Nineteen hundred and fifty volts were
estimated to be sufficient for this less robust person, a dreamer and
a man of words rather than of action. Many, many words he had
both spoken and written, but now no more. The current was turned
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off, and the medical men made their examination, and at twenty-six
minutes and fifty-five seconds past midnight they pronounced that
the last spark of anarchism had been extinguished from the august
Commonwealth of Massachusetts. The warden had a solemn formula
to recite, but his voice almost failed him, and not all the witnesses
heard the words: “Under the law I now pronounce you dead, the
sentence of the court having been legally carried out.”

The third body was laid on the slab, and the doors of the execution
chamber were opened—it had grown very hot, with the many volts
of electricity and the tense emotions of martyrs. Also, the odor of
burned hair made one ill; the night breeze was very welcome. The
guards and witnesses went outside, and wiped the sweat from their
foreheads, and from the backs of their wilted collars. “Christ!” said
the deputy warden. “Did you hear what he said? He forgave me!
Now what do you make of that?”

Boston, 1928
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Leviathan i Casks

HERMAN MELVILLE

I. STUBB KILLS A WHALE

It was my turn to stand at the foremast-head; and with my
shoulders leaning against the slackened royal shrouds, to and fro I
idly swayed in what seemed an enchanted air. No resolution could
withstand it; in that dreamy mood losing all consciousness, at last
my soul went out of my body; though my body still continued to
sway as a pendulum will, long after the power which first moved
it is withdrawn.

Ere forgetfulness altogether came over me, I had noticed that the
seamen at the main and mizen mast-hcads were already drowsy. So
that at last all three of us lifelessly swung from the spars, and for
every swing that we made there was a nod from below from the
slumbering helmsman. The waves, too, nodded their indolent crests;
and across the wide trance of the sea, east nodded to west, and the
sun over all.

Suddenly bubbles seemed bursting beneath my closed eyes; like
vices my hands grasped the shrouds; some invisible, gracious agency
preserved me; with a shock I came back to life. And lo! close under
our lee, not forty fathoms off, a gigantic sperm whale lay rolling in
the water like the capsized hull of a frigate, his broad, glossy back,
of an Ethiopian hue, glistening in the sun’s rays like a mirror. But
lazily undulating in the trough of the sea, and ever and anon tran-
quilly spouting his vapory jet, the whale looked like a portly burgher
smoking his pipe of a warm afternoon. But that pipe, poor whale,
was thy last. As if struck by some enchanter’s wand, the sleepy ship
and every sleeper in it all at once started into wakefulness; and more
than a score of voices from all parts of the vessel, simultaneously with
the three notes from aloft, shouted forth the accustomed cry, as the
great fish slowly and regularly spouted the sparkling brine into the
air.

“Clear away the boats! Luff!” cried Ahab. And obeying his own
order, he dashed the helm down before the helmsman could handle
the spokes.

The sudden exclamations of the crew must have alarmed the
whale; and ere the boats were down, majestically turning, he swam
away to the leeward, but with such a steady tranquillity, and making
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so few ripples as he swam, that thinking after all he might not as
yet be alarmed, Ahab gave orders that not an oar should be used,
and no man must speak but in whispers. So seated like Ontario
Indians on the gunwales of the boats, we swiftly but silently paddled
along, the calm not admitting of the noiseless sails being set. Pres-
ently, as we thus glided in chase, the monster perpendicularly
flitted his tail forty feet into the air, and then sank out of sight like
a tower swallowed up.

“There go flukes!” was the cry, an announcement immediately
followed by Stubb’s producing his match and igniting his pipe, for
now a respite was granted. After the full interval of his sounding
had elapsed, the whale rose again, and being now in advance of the
smoker’s boat, and much nearer to it than to any of the others,
Stubb counted upon the honor of the capture. It was obvious, now,
that the whale had at length become aware of his pursuers. All
silence of cautiousness was therefore no longer of use. Paddles were
dropped, and oars came loudly into play. And still puffing at his pipe,
Stubb cheered on his crew to the assault.

Yes, a mighty change had come over the fish. All alive to his
jeopardy, he was going “head out,” that part obliquely projecting
from the mad yeast which he brewed.

“Start her, start her, my men! Don’t hurry yourselves; take plenty
of time—but start her; start her like thunder-claps, that’s all,” cried
Stubb, spluttering out the smoke as he spoke. “Start her, now; give
’em the long and strong stroke, Tashtego. Start her, Tash, my boy—
start her, all; but keep cool—cucumbers is the word—easy, easy—only
start her like grim death and grinning devils, and raise the buried
dead perpendicular out of their graves boys—that’s all. Start her!”

“Woo-hoo! Wa-hee!” screamed the Gay-Header in reply, raising
some old war-whoop to the skies, as every oarsman in the strained
boat involuntarily bounced forward with the one tremendous lead-
ing stroke which the eager Indian gave.

But his wild screams were answered by others quite as wild.
“Kee-hee! Kee-hee!” yelled Daggoo, straining forwards and back-
wards on his seat, like a pacing tiger in his cage.

“Ka-la! Koo-loo!” howled Queequeg, as if smacking his lips over
a mouthful of Grenadier’s steak. And thus with oars and yells the
keels cut the sea. Meanwhile, Stubb, retaining his place in the van,
still encouraged his men to the onset, all the while puffing the smoke
from his mouth. Like desperadoes they tugged and they strained,
till the welcome cry was heard—“Stand up, Tashtego!—give it to
him!” The harpoon was hurled. “Stern alll” The oarsmen backed
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water; the same moment something went hot and hissing along
every one of their wrists. It was the magical line. An instant before,
Stubb had swiftly caught two additional turns with it round the
loggerhead, whence, by reason of its increased rapid circlings, a
hempen blue smoke now jetted up and mingled with the steady
fumes from his pipe. As the line passed round and round the logger-
head; so also, just before reaching that point, it blisteringly passed
through and through both of Stubb’s hands, from which the hand-
cloths, or squares of quilted canvas sometimes worn at these times,
had accidentally dropped. It was like holding an enemy’s sharp two-
edged sword by the blade, and that enemy all the time striving to
wrest it out of your clutch.

“Wet the line! wet the linel” cried Stubb to the tub oarsman (him
seated by the tub) who, snatching off his hat, dashed the seawater
into it. More turns were taken, so that the line began holding its
place. The boat now flew through the boiling water like a shark all
fins. Stubb and Tashtego here changed places—stem for stern—a
staggering business truly in that rocking commotion.

From the vibrating line extending the entire length of the upper
part of the boat, and from its now being more tight than a harp-
string, you would have thought the craft had two keels—one cleaving
the water, the other the air—as the boat churned on through both
opposing elements at once. A continual cascade played at the bows,
a ceaseless whirling eddy in her wake; and, at the slightest motion
from within, even but of a little finger, the vibrating, cracking craft
canted over her spasmodic gunwale into the sea. Thus they rushed,
each man with might and main clinging to his seat, to prevent being
tossed to the foam; and the tall form of Tashtego at the steering oar
crouching almost double, in order to bring down his centre of
gravity. Whole Atlantics and Pacifics seemed passed as they shot
on their way, till at length the whale somewhat slackened his flight.

“Haul in—haul in!” cried Stubb to the bowsman, and, facing
round towards the whale, all hands began pulling the boat up to
him, while yet the boat was being towed on. Soon ranging up by
his flank, Stubb, firmly planting his knee in the clumsy cleat, darted
dart after dart into the flying fish, at the word of command, the
boat alternately sterning out of the way of the whale’s horrible
wallow, and then ranging up for another fling.

The red tide now poured from all sides of the monster like brooks’
down a hill. His tormented body rolled not in brine but in blood,
which bubbled and seethed for furlongs behind in their wake. The
slanting sun playing upon this crimson pond in the sea, sent back
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its reflection into every face, so that they all glowed to each other like
red men. And all the while, jet after jet of white smoke was agoniz-
ingly shot from the spiracle of the whale, and vehement puff after
puff from the mouth of the excited headsman, as at every dart, haul-
ing in upon his crooked lance (by the line attached to it), Stubb
straightened it again and again, by a few rapid blows against the
gunwale, then again and again sent it into the whale.

“Pull up—pull up!” he now cried to the bowsman, as the waning
whale relaxed in his wrath. “Pull up!—close to!” and the boat ranged
along the fish’s flank. When reaching far over the bow, Stubb
slowly churned his long sharp lance into the fish, and kept it there,
carefully churning and churning, as if cautiously seeking to feel after
some gold watch that the whale might have swallowed, and which
he was fearful of breaking ere he could hook it out. But that gold
watch he sought was the innermost life of the fish. And now it is
struck; for, starting from his trance into that unspeakable thing
called his “furry,” the monster horribly wallowed in his blood, over-
wrapped himself in impenetrable, mad, boiling spray, so that the
imperilled craft, instantly dropping astern, had much ado blindly
to struggle out from that phrensied twilight into the clear air of the
day.

And now abating in his flurry, the whale once more rolled out into
view; surging from side to side; spasmodically dilating and con-
tracting his spout-hole, with sharp, cracking, agonized respirations.
At last, gush after gush of clotted red gore, as if it had been the
purple lees of red wine, shot into the frighted air; and falling back

again, ran dripping down his motionless flanks into the sea. His

heart had burst!

“He’s dead, Mr. Stubb,” said Daggoo.

“Yes; both pipes smoked out!” and withdrawing his own from
his mouth, Stubb scattered the dead ashes over the water; and, for
a moment, stood thoughtfully eyeing the vast corpse he had made.

II. CUTTING IN

It was a Saturday night, and such a Sabbath as followed! Ex
officio professors of Sabbath breaking are all whalemen. The ivory
Pequod was turned into what seemed a shamble; every sailor a
butcher. You would have thought we were offering up ten thousand
red oxen to the sea gods.

In the first place, the enormous cutting tackles, among other
ponderous things comprising a cluster of blocks generally painted
green, which no single man can possibly lift—this vast bunch of
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grapes was swayed up to the main-top and firmly lashed to the lower
mast-head, the strongest point anywhere above a ship’s deck. The
end of the hawser-like rope winding through these intricacies was
then conducted to the windlass, and the huge lower block of the
tackles was swung over the whale; to this block the great blubber
hook, weighing some one hundred pounds, was attached. And now
suspended in stages over the side, Starbuck and Stubb, the mates,
armed with their long spades, began cutting a hole in the body for the
insertion of the hook just above the nearest of the two side-fins.
This done, a broad, semicircular line is cut round the hole; the hook
is inserted; and the main body of the crew, striking up a wild chorus,
now commence heaving in one dense crowd at the windlass. When,
instantly, the entire ship careens over on her side; every bolt in her
starts like the nailheads of an old house in frosty weather; she
trembles, quivers, and nods her frighted mast-heads to the sky.
More and more she leans over to the whale, while every gasping
heave of the windlass is answered by a helping heave from the
billows; at last, a swift, startling snap is heard; with a great swash
the ship rolls upwards and backwards from the whale; and the
triumphant tackle rises into sight dragging after it the disengaged
semicircular end of the first strip of blubber. Now the blubber en-
velopes the whale precisely as the rind does an orange, so it is
stripped off from the body precisely as an orange is sometimes
stripped by spiralizing it. For the strain constantly kept up by the
windlass continually keeps the whale rolling over and over in the
water, and the blubber in one strip uniformly peels off along the
line called the “scarf,” simultaneously cut by the spades of Star-
buck and Stubb, the mates. And just as fast as it is thus peeled off,
and indeed by that very act itself, it is"all the time being hoisted
higher and higher aloft till its upper end grazes the main-top. The
men at the windlass then cease heaving, and for a moment or two
the prodigious blood-dripping mass sways to and fro as if let down
from the sky, and every one present must take good heed to dodge
it when it swings, else it may box his ears and pitch him headlong
overboard.

One of the attending harpooneers now advances with a long keen
weapon called a boarding-sword, and watching his chance he
dexterously slices out a considerable hole in the lower part of the
swaying mass. Into this hole, the end of the second alternating great
tackle is then hooked so as to retain a hold upon the blubber, in
order to prepare for what follows. Whereupon, this accomplished
swordsman, warning all hands to stand off, once more makes a
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scientific dash at the mass, and with a few sidelong, desperate, lung-
ing slicings, severs it completely in twain, so that while the short
lower part is still fast, the long upper strip, called a blanket-piece,
swings clear, and is all ready for lowering. The heavers forward now
resume their song, and while the one tackle is peeling and hoisting a
second strip from the whale, the other is slowly slackened away,
and down goes the first strip through the main hatchway right
beneath, into an unfurnished parlor called the blubber-room. Into
this twilight apartment sundry nimble hands keep coiling away the
long blanket-piece as if it were a great live mass of plaited serpents.
And thus the work proceeds; the two tackles hoisting and lowering
simultaneously, both whale and windlass heaving, the heavers sing-
ing, the blubber-room gentlemen coiling, the mates scarfing, the
ship straining, and all hands swearing occasionally, by way of
assuaging the general friction.

III. THE FUNERAL

“Haul in the chains! Let the carcase go astern!”

The vast tackles have now done their duty. The peeled white body
of the beheaded whale flashes like a marble sepulchre; though
changed in hue, it has not perceptibly lost anything in bulk. It is still
colossal. Slowly it floats more and more away, the water round it
torn and splashed by the insatiate sharks, and the air above vexed
with rapacious flights of screaming fowls, whose beaks are like so
many insulting poniards in the whale. The vast white headless
phantom floats further and further from the ship, and every rod
that it so floats, what seem square roods of sharks and cubic roods of
fowls augment the murderous din. For hours and hours from the
almost stationary ship that hideous sight is seen. Beneath the un-
clouded and mild azure sky, upon the fair face of the pleasant sea,
wafted by the joyous breezes, that great mass of death floats on and
on, till lost in infinite perspectives.

There’s a most doleful and most mocking funerall The sea-
vultures all in pious mourning, the air-sharks all punctiliously in
black or speckled. In life but few of them would have helped the
whale, I ween, if peradventure he had needed it; but upon the
banquet of his funeral they most piously do pounce. Oh, horrible
vulturism of earth! from which not the mightiest whale is free.

Nor is this the end. Desecrated as the body is, a vengeful ghost
survives and hovers over it to scare. Espied by some timid man-of-war
or blundering discovery-vessel from afar, when the distance obscur-
ing the swarming fowls nevertheless still shows the white mass
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floating in the sun and the white spray heaving high against i,
straightway the whale’s unharming corpse, with trembling fingers
is set down in the log—shoals, rocks, and breakers hereabouts: be-
ware! And for years afterwards, perhaps, ships shun the place,
leaping over it as silly sheep leap over a vacuum, because their leader
originally leaped there when a stick was held. There’s your law of
precedents; there’s your utility of traditions; there’s the story of
your obstinate survival of old beliefs never bottomed on the earth,
and now not even hovering in the air! There’s orthodoxy!

Thus, while in life the great whale’s body may have been a real
terror to his foes, in his death his ghost becomes a powerless panic
to a world.

Are you a believer in ghosts, my friend? There are other ghosts
than the Cock-Lane one, and far deeper men than Doctor Johnson
who believe in them.

IV. THE TRY WORKS

Besides her hoisted boats, an American whaler is outwardly dis-
tinguished by her try-works. She presents the curious anomaly of the
most solid masonry joining with oak and hemp in constituting the
completed ship. It is as if from the open field a brick-kiln were
transported to her planks.

The try-works are planted between the foremast and mainmast,
the most roomy part of the deck. The timbers beneath are of a
peculiar strength, fitted to sustain the weight of an almost solid mass
of brick and mortar, some ten feet by eight square, and five in
height. The foundation does not penetrate the deck, but the masonry
is firmly secured to the surface by ponderous knees of iron bracing
it on all sides and screwing it down to the timbers. On the flanks it
is cased with wood, and at top completely covered by a large, sloping,
battened hatchway. Removing this hatch we expose the great try-
pots, two in number and each of several barrels’ capacity. When not
in use, they are kept remarkably clean. Sometimes they are polished
with soapstone and sand till they shine within like silver punch-
bowls. During the night-watches some cynical old sailors will crawl
into them and coil themselves away there for a nap. While employed
in polishing them—one man in each pot, side by side—many con-
fidential communications are carried on, over the iron lips. It is a
place also for profound mathematical meditation. It was in the left
hand try-pot of the Pequod, with the soapstone diligently circling
round me, that I was first indirectly struck by the remarkable fact
that in geometry all bodies gliding along the cycloid, my soapstone
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for example, will descend from any point in precisely the same time.

Removing the fire-board from the front of the try-works, the bare
masonry of that side is exposed, penetrated by the two iron mouths
of the furnaces directly underneath the pots. These mouths are fitted
with heavy doors of iron. The intense heat of the fire is prevented
from communicating itself to the deck by means of a shallow reser-
voir extending under the entire inclosed surface of the works. By a
tunnel inserted at the rear, this reservoir is kept replenished with
water as fast as it evaporates. There are no external chimneys; they
open direct from the rear wall. And here let us go back for a moment.

It was about nine o’clock at night that the Pequod’s try-works
were first started on this present voyage. It belonged to Stubb to
oversee the business.

“All ready there? Off hatch, then, and start her. You, cook, fire
the works.” This was an easy thing, for the carpenter had been
thrusting his shavings into the furnace throughout the passage.
Here be it said that in a whalmg voyage the first fire in the try-
works has to be fed for a time with wood. After that no wood is
used, except as a means of quick ignition to the staple fuel. In a
word, after being tried out, the crisp, shrivelled blubber, now called
scraps or fritters, still contains considerable of its unctuous proper-
ties. These fritters feed the flames. Like a plethoric burning martyr
or a self-consuming misanthrope, once ignited, the whale supplies
his own fuel and burns by his own body. Would that he consumed
his own smoke! for his smoke is horrible to inhale, and inhale it you
must, and not only that, but you must live in it for the time. It has
an unspeakable, wild, Hindoo odor about it, such as may lurk in the
vicinity of funereal pyres. It smells like the left wing of the day of
judgment; it is an argument for the pit.

By midnight the works were in full operation. We were clear from
the carcase; sail had been made; the wind was freshening; the wild
ocean darkness was intense. But that darkness was licked up by the
fierce flames, which at intervals forked forth from the sooty flues
and illuminated every lofty rope in the rigging, as with the famed
Greek fire. The burning ship drove on, as if remorselessly commis-
sioned to some vengeful deed. So the pitch and sulphur-freighted
brigs of the bold Hydriote, Canaris, issuing from their midnight
harbors, with broad sheets of flame for sails, bore down upon the
Turkish frigates and folded them in conflagrations.

The hatch, removed from the top of the works, now afforded a
wide hearth in front of them. Standing on this were the Tartarean
shapes of the pagan harpooneers, always the whaleship’s stokers.
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With huge prolonged poles they pitched hissing masses of blubber
into the scalding pots or stirred up the fires beneath, till the snaky
flames darted, curling, out of the doors to catch them by the feet.
The smoke rolled away in sullen heaps. To every pitch of the ship
there was a pitch of the boiling oil, which seemed all eagerness to
leap into their faces. Opposite the mouth of the works, on the
further side of the wide wooden hearth, was the windlass. This
served for a sea-sofa. Here lounged the watch, when not otherwise
employed, looking into the red heat of the fire till their eyes felt
scorched in their heads. Their tawny features, now all begrimed with
smoke and sweat, their matted beards, and the contrasting barbaric
brilliancy of their teeth—all these were strangely revealed in the
capricious emblazonings of the works. As they narrated to each
other their unholy adventures, their tales of terror told in words of
mirth; as their uncivilized laughter forked upwards out of them,
like the flames from the furnace; as to and fro, in their front, the
harpooneers wildly gesticulated with their huge pronged forks and
dippers; as the wind howled on, and the sea leaped, and the ship
groaned and dived, and yet steadfastly shot her red hell further and
further into the blackness of the sea and the night, and scornfully
champed the white bone in her mouth, and viciously spat round
her on all sides; then the rushing Pequod, freighted with savages,
and laden with fire, and burning a corpse, and plunging into that
blackness of darkness, seemed the material counterpart of her mono-
‘'maniac commander’s soul.

V. STOWING DOWN AND CLEARING UP

While still warm, the oil, like hot punch, is received into the six-
barrel casks. While, perhaps, the ship is pitching and rolling this
way and that in the midnight sea, the enormous casks are slewed
round and headed over, end for end, and sometimes perilously scoot
across the slippery deck fike so many land slides, till at last man-
handled and stayed in their course; and all round the hoops, rap, rap,
go as many hammers as can play upon them, for now, ex officio,
every sailor is a cooper.

At length, when the last pint is casked and all is cool, then the
great hatchways are unsealed, the bowels of the ship are thrown
open, and down go the casks to their final rest in the sea. This done,
the hatches are replaced and hermetically closed, like a closet walled
up.
In the sperm fishery, this is perhaps one of the most remarkable
incidents in all the business of whaling. One day the planks stream
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with freshets of blood and oil; on the sacred quarter-deck enormous
masses of the whale’s head are profanely piled; great rusty casks lie
about as in a brewery yard; the smoke from the try-works has
besooted all the bulwarks; the mariners go about suffused with
unctuousness; the entire ship seems great Leviathan himself; on all
hands the din is deafening.

But a day or two after, you look about you and prick your ears
in this self-same ship; and, were it not for the tell-tale boats and
try-works, you would all but swear you trod some silent merchant
vessel, with a most scrupulously neat commander. The unmanu-
factured sperm oil possesses a singularly cleansing virtue. This is the
reason why the decks never look so white as just after what they
call an affair of oil. Besides, from the ashes of the burned scraps of
the whale, a potent lye is readily made; and whenever any adhesive-
ness from the back of the whale remains clinging to the side, that
lye quickly exterminates it. Hands go diligently along the bul-
warks and with buckets of water and rags restore them to their full
tidiness. The soot is brushed from the lower rigging. All the
numerous implements which have been in use are likewise faith-
fully cleansed and put away. The great hatch is scrubbed and
placed upon the try-works, completely hiding the pots; every cask
is out of sight; all tackles are coiled in unseen nooks; and when by
the combined and simultaneous industry of almost the entire ship’s
company, the whole of this conscientious duty is at last concluded,
then the crew themselves proceed to their own ablutions, shift them-
selves from top to toe, and finally issue to the immaculate deck,
fresh and all aglow, as bridegrooms new-leaped from out the
daintiest Holland.

Now, with elated step, they pace the planks in twos and threes,
and humorously discourse of parlors, sofas, carpets, and fine cambrics,
propose to mat the deck, think of having hangings to the top, ob-
ject not to taking tea by moonlight on the piazza of the forecastle.
To hint to such musked mariners of oil, and bone, and blubber,
were little short of audacity. They know not the thing you distantly
allude to. Away, and bring us napkins!

But mark: aloft there, at the three mast heads, stand three men
intent on spying out more whales, which, if caught, infallibly will
again soil the old oaken furniture and drop at least one small grease-
spot somewhere. Yes; and many is the time, when, after the
severest uninterrupted labors which know no night, continuing
straight through for ninety-six hours; when, from the boat where
they have swelled their wrists with all day rowing on the Line, they
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step to the deck only to carry vast chains, and heave the heavy
windlass, and cut and slash, yea, and in their very sweatings to be
smoked and burned anew by the combined fires of the equatorial
sun and the equatorial try-works; when, on the heel of all this, they
have finally bestirred themselves to cleanse the ship and make a
spotless dairy room of it; many is the time the poor fellows, just
buttoning the necks of their clean frocks, are startled by the cry of
“There she blows!” and away they fly to fight another whale and go
through the whole weary thing again. Oh! my friends, but this is
man-killing! Yet this is life. For hardly have we mortals by long
toilings extracted from this world’s vast bulk its small but valuable
sperm, and then, with weary patience, cleansed ourselves from
its defilements, and learned to live here in clean tabernacles of the
soul, hardly is this done, when—There she blows!—the ghost is
spouted up, and away we sail to fight some other world and go
through young life’s old routine again.

Moby Dick, 1851



[ranscendental Wild Oats

LOUISA MAY ALCOTT

On the first day of June, 184-, a large wagon drawn by a small
horse and containing a motley load went lumbering over certain
New England hills, with the pleasing accompaniments of wind,
rain, and hail. A serene man with a serene child upon his knee was
driving or rather being driven, for the small horse had it all his
own way. A brown boy with a William Penn style of countenance
sat beside him, firmly embracing a bust of Socrates. Behind them
was an energetic-looking woman with a benevolent brow, satirical
mouth, and eyes brimful of hope and courage. A baby reposed upon
her lap, a mirror leaned against her knee, and a basket of provisions
danced about at her feet, as she struggled with a large, unruly
umbrella. Two blue-eyed little girls with hands full of childish
treasures sat under one old shawl, chatting happily together.

In front of this lively party stalked a tall, sharp-featured man in a
long blue cloak; and a fourth small girl trudged along beside him
through the mud as if she rather enjoyed it.

The wind whistled over the bleak hills; the rain fell in a despond-
ent drizzle; and twilight began to fall. But the calm man gazed as
tranquilly into the fog as if he beheld a radiant bow of promise
spanning the gray sky. The cheery woman tried to cover every one
but herself with the big umbrella. The brown boy pillowed his head
on the bald pate of Socrates and slumbered peacefully. The little
girls sang lullabies to their dolls in soft, maternal murmurs. The
sharp-nosed pedestrian marched steadily on, with the blue cloak
streaming out behind him like a banner; and the lively infant
splashed through the puddles with a duck-like satisfaction pleasant
to behold.

Thus these modern pilgrims journeyed hopefully out of the old
world, to found a new one in the wilderness. . . . This prospective
Eden at present consisted of an old red farm-house, a dilapidated
barn, many acres of meadow-land, and a grove. Ten ancient apple-
trees were all the “chaste supply” which the place offered as yet; but,
in the firm belief that plenteous orchards were soon to be evoked
from their inner consciousness, these sanguine founders had chris-
tened their domain Fruitlands.
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Here Charles Lane® intended to found a colony of latter day
saints, who, under his patriarchal sway, should regenerate the world
and glorify his name for ever. Here Bronson Alcott, with the de-
voutest faith in the high ideal which was to him a living truth, desired
to plant a Paradise, where Beauty, Virtue, Justice, and Love might
live happily together, without the possibility of a serpent entering
in. And here his wife, unconverted but faithful to the end, hoped,
after many wanderings over the face of the earth, to find rest for
herself and a home for her children.

“There is our new abode,” announced the enthusiast, smiling with
a satisfaction quite undamped by the drops dripping from his hat-
brim, as they turned at length into a cart-path that wound along a
steep hillside into a barren-looking valley.

“A little difhicult of access,” observed his practical wife, as she
endeavored to keep her various household gods from going over-
board with every lurch of the laden ark.

“Like all good things. But those who earnestly desire and patiently
seek will soon find us,” placidly responded the philosopher from the
mud, through which he was now endeavoring to pilot the much-
enduring horse.

“Truth lies at the bottom of a well, Sister Abigail,” said Brother
Charles, pausing to detach his small comrade from a gate whereon
she was perched for a clearer gaze into futurity.

“That’s the reason we so seldom get at it, I suppose,” replied
Mrs. Alcott, making a vain clutch at the mirror, which a sudden
jolt sent flying out of her hands.

“We want no false reflections here,” said Charles with a grim smile,
as he crunched the fragments under foot in his onward march.

Sister Abigail Alcott held her peace and looked wistfully through
the mist at her promised home. The old red house with a hospitable
glimmer at its windows cheered her eyes; and, considering the
weather, was a fitter refuge than the sylvan bowers some of the more
ardent souls might have preferred.

The new-comers were welcomed by one of the elect—a regenerate
farmer, whose idea of reform consisted chiefly in wearing white
cotton raiment and shoes of untanned leather. This costume, with a
snowy beard, gave him a venerable and at the same time a somewhat
bridal appearance.

The goods and chattels of the Society not having arrived, the
weary family reposed before the fire on blocks of wood, while

1In the original text of this narrative, Miss Alcott gave fictitious names to the
historical characters involved. Here the original names have been inserted.—Editors.
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Brother Joseph Palmer regaled them with roasted potatoes, brown
bread, and water, in two plates, a tin pan, and one mug, his table
service being limited. But, having cast the forms and vanities of a
depraved world behind them, the elders welcomed hardship with
the enthusiasm of new pioneers, and the children heartily enjoyed
this foretaste of what they believed was to be a sort of perpetual
picnic.

During the progress of this frugal meal, two more brothers ap-
peared. One was a dark, melancholy man, clad in homespun, whose
peculiar mission was to turn his name hind part before and use as
few words as possible. The other was a bland, bearded Englishman,
who expected to be saved by eating uncooked food and going with-
out clothes. He had not yet adopted the primitive costume, however,
but contented himself with meditatively chewing dry beans out of
a basket.

“Every meal should be a sacrament, and the vessels used should
be beautiful and symbolical,” observed Brother Alcott, mildly,
righting the tin pan slipping about on his knees. “I priced a silver
service when in town, but it was too costly; so I got some graceful
cups and vases of Britannia ware.”

“Hardest things in the world to keep bright. Will whiting be
allowed in the community?” inquired Sister Abigail, with a house-
wife’s interest in labor-saving institutions.

“Such trivial questions will be discussed at a more fitting time,”
answered Brother Charles sharply, as he burnt his fingers with a
very hot potato. “Neither sugar, molasses, milk, butter, cheese, nor
flesh are to be used among us, for nothing is to be admitted which
has caused wrong or death to man or beast.”

“Our garments are to be linen till we learn to raise our own cotton
or some substitute for woollen fabrics,” added Brother Bronson,
blissfully basking in an imaginary future as warm and brilliant as
the generous fire before him.

“Haou abaout shoes?” asked Brother Joseph, surveying his own
with interest.

“We must yield that point till we can manufacture an innocent
substitute for leather. Bark, wood, or some durable fabric will be
invented in time. Meanwhile, those who desire to carry out our idea
to the fullest extent can go barefooted,” said Lane, who liked extreme
measures.

“I never will, nor let my girls,” murmured rebellious Sister Abigail,
under her breath.

“Haou do you cattle’ate to treat the ten-acre lot? Ef things ain’t
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‘tended to right smart, we shan’t hev no crops,” observed the prac-
tical patriarch in cotton.

“We shall spade it,” replied Bronson, in such perfect good faith
that Joseph said no more, though he indulged in a shake of the
head as he glanced at hands that had held nothing heavier than a
pen for years. He was a paternal old soul and regarded the younger
men as promising boys on a new sort of lark.

“What shall we do for lamps, if we cannot use any animal sub-
stance? I do hope light of some sort is to be thrown upon the enter-
prise,” said Mrs. Alcott with anxiety, for in those days kerosene
and camphene were not, and gas unknown in the wilderness.

“We shall go without till we have discovered some vegetable oil or
wax to serve us,” replied Brother Charles, in a decided tone, which
caused Sister Abigail to resolve that her private lamp should be
always trimmed, if not burning.

“Each member is to perform the work for which experience,
strength, and taste best fit him,” continued Dictator Lane. “Thus
drudgery and disorder will be avoided and harmony prevail. We
shall rise at dawn, begin the day by bathing, followed by music, and
then a chaste repast of fruit and bread. Each one finds congenial
occupation till the meridian meal; when some deep-searching con-
versation gives rest to the body and development to the mind.
Healthful labor again engages us till the last meal, when we as-
semble in social communion, prolonged till sunset, when we retire
to sweet repose, ready for the next day’s activity.”

“What part of the work do you incline to yourself?” asked Sister
Abigail, with a humorous glimmer in her keen eyes.

“I shall wait till it {s made clear to me. Being in preference to
doing is the great aim, and this comes to us rather by a resigned
willingness than a wilful activity, which is a check to all divine
growth,” responded Brother Charles.

“I thought so.” And-Mrs. Alcott sighed audibly, for during
the year he had spent in her family Brother Charles had so
faithfully carried out his idea of “being, not doing,” that she had
found his “divine growth” both an expensive and unsatisfactory
process. . . .

The furniture arrived next day, and was soon bestowed, for the
principal property of the community consisted in books. To this rare
library was devoted the best room in the house, and the few busts
and pictures that still survived many flittings were added to beautify
the sanctuary, for here the family was to meet for amusement, in-
struction, and worship.
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Any housewife can imagine the emotions of Sister Abigail when
she took possession of a large dilapidated kitchen, containing an old
stove and the peculiar stores out of which food was to be evolved
for her little family of eleven. Cakes of maple sugar, dried peas and
beans, barley and hominy, meal of all sorts, potatoes, and dried fruit.
No milk, butter, cheese, tea, or meat appeared. Even salt was con-
sidered a useless luxury and spice entirely forbidden by these lovers
of Spartan simplicity. Her ten years’ experience of vegetarian vagaries
had been good training for this new freak, and her sense of the
ludicrous supported her through many trying scenes.

Unleavened bread, porridge, and water for breakfast; bread,
vegetables, and water for dinner; bread, fruit, and water for supper
was the bill of fare ordained by the elders. No teapot profaned
that sacred stove, no gory steak cried aloud for vengeance from her
chaste gridiron; and only a brave woman’s taste, time, and temper
were sacrificed on that domestic altar.

The vexed question of light was settled by buying a quantity of
bayberry wax for candles; and, [when it was discovered] that no
one knew how to make them, pine knots were introduced, to be
used when absolutely necessary. [As it was] summer, the evenings
were not long, and the weary fraternity found it no great hardship
to retire with the birds. The inner light was sufficient for most of
them. But Mrs. Alcott rebelled. Evening was the only time she had
to herself; and while the tired feet rested, the skilful hands mended
torn frocks and little stockings, or the anxious heart forgot its bur-
den in a book.

So mother’s lamp burned steadily, while the philosophers built a
new heaven and earth by moonlight; and through all the meta-
physical mists and philanthropic pyrotechnics of that period Sister
Abigail played her own little game of throwing light, and none
but the moths were the worse for it.

Such farming probably was never seen before since Adam delved.
The band of brothers began by spading garden and field; but a few
days of it lessened their ardor amazingly. Blistered hands and aching
backs suggested the expediency of permitting the use of cattle till
the workers were better fitted for noble toil by a summer of the new
life. . . .

The sowing was equally peculiar, for, owing to some mistake,
the three brethren, who devoted themselves to this graceful task,
found when about half through the job that each had been sowing
a different sort of grain in the same field; a mistake which caused
much perplexity, as it could not be remedied. But, after a long
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consultation and a good deal of laughter, [they] decided to say
nothing and see what would come of it.

The garden was planted with a generous supply of useful roots
and herbs; but, as manure was not allowed to profane the virgin
soil, few of these vegetable treasures ever came up. Purslane reigned
supreme, and the disappointed planters ate it philosophically, de-
ciding that Nature knew what was best for them and would
generously supply their needs, if they could only learn to digest
her “sallets” and wild roots.

The orchard was laid out, a little grafting done, new trees and
vines set, regardless of the unfit season and entire ignorance of the
husbandmen, who honestly believed that in the autumn they would
reap a bounteous harvest.

Slowly things got into order and rapidly rumors of the new
experiment went abroad, causing many strange spirits to flock
thither, for in those days communities were the fashion and tran-
scendentalism raged wildly. Some came to look on and laugh,
some to be supported in poetic idleness, a few to believe sincerely
and work heartily. Each member was allowed to mount his favorite
hobby and ride it to his heart’s content. Very queer were some of
the riders, and very rampant some of the hobbies.

One youth, believing that language was of little consequence if
the spirit was only right, startled new-comers by blandly greeting
them with “Good-morning, damn you,” and other remarks of an
equally mixed order. A second irrepressible being held that all the
emotions of the soul should be freely expressed, and illustrated his
theory by antics that would have sent him to a lunatic asylum, if, as
an unregenerate wag said, he were not already in one. When his spirit
soared, he climbed trees and shouted; when doubt assailed him,
he lay upon the floor and groaned lamentably. At joyful periods,
he raced, leaped, and sang; when sad, he wept aloud; and when a
great thought burst uponhim in the watches of the night, he crowed
like a jocund cockerel, to the great delight of the children and the
great annoyance of the elders. One musical brother fiddled when-
ever so moved, sang sentimentally to the four little girls, and put
a music-box on the wall when he hoed corn.

Brother Bower ground away at his uncooked food, or browsed
over the farm on sorrel, mint, green fruit, and new vegetables.
Occasionally he took his walks abroad, airily attired in an unbleached
cotton poncho, which was the nearest approach to the primeval
costume he was allowed to indulge in. At midsummer he retired to
the wilderness, to try his plan where the woodchucks were without
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prejudices and huckleberry-bushes were hospitably full. A sunstroke
unfortunately spoilt his plan, and he returned to semi-<civilization
a sadder and wiser man.

Abram Everett preserved his Pythagorean silence, cultivated his
fine dark locks, and worked like a beaver, setting an excellent ex-
ample of brotherly love, justice, and fidelity by his upright life. He
it was who helped overworked Sister Abigail with her heavy washes,
kneaded the endless succession of batches of bread, watched over
the children, and did the many tasks left undone by the brethren,
who were so busy discussing and defining great duties that they
forgot to perform the small ones.

Joseph Palmer placidly plodded about, “chorin’ raound,” as he
called it, looking like an old-time patriarch with his silver hair and
flowing beard, and saving the community from many a mishap by
his thrift and Yankee shrewdness.

Brother Lane domineered over the whole concern, for, having
put the most money into the speculation, he was resolved to make
it pay—as if anything founded on an ideal basis could be expected
to do so by any but enthusiasts.

Bronson Alcott simply revelled in the Newness, firmly believing
that his dream was to be beautifully realized and in time not only
little Fruitlands, but the whole earth, be turned into a Happy
Valley. He worked with every muscle of his body, for Ae was in
deadly earnest. He taught with his whole head and heart, planned
and sacrificed, preached and prophesied, with a soul full of the
purest aspirations, most unselfish purposes, and desires for a life
devoted to God and man, too high and tender to bear the rough
usage of this world. . . .

About the time the grain was ready to house, some call of the
Oversoul wafted all the men away. An easterly storm was coming
up and the yellow stacks were sure to