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Fntroduction.

— e

HILE, as a rule, it is impossible to speak with
too high appreciation of the busy, restless,
inquisitive intellect of ancient Greece, there is
one point in which it signally disappoints
1casonable expectation. It was incurious
respecting the literature of foreign nations.

The monuments of Egypt excited the wonder of Herodotus ;

the social condition of this nation and of Babylonia aroused

his intelligent interest ; we are infinitely indebted to him for
the facts which he has observed and 1ecorded: and if his
survey of the history of these countries is inaccurate and
uncritical, it at least proves that he deemed the subject worthy
of his attention. But we should hardly have learned from him
that Egypt and Babylonia possessed a literature. If Plato really
sought the East in quest of mystic knowledge, his intercourse
with the Oriental mind was merely oral. Megasthenes spent
years in the industrious investigation of the natural conditions
and products of India, but he never gave a thought to Sanscrit,
about which the modein Italian tiaveller, Della Valle, inquires
intelligently as soon as he scts foot in the country. Some
excuse may be made for this want of interest in strange speech
and unfamiliar thought; but what can be said of the
phenomenon of Greeks dwelling for centuries under the
dominion of a kindred people, whose language is nearly akin to
theirs, whose literature is modelled upon and partly derived
from their own, in whose temples they may worship, whose
laws they must obey, whosz families they instruct, with whose
public and private life they are in daily contact, while yet their
literature is almost destitute of allusion to any evidence of
intellectual life among their rulers, pupils, and intimates?
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Had Greek literature peushed, its renown would have left
abundant traces in the literature of Rome. If Latin literature
had disappeared, we should hardly have been aware of the loss.
How infinitely would our knowledge be extended if Gieece had
played the part of an active and busy critic, if we had
known what a Greek Quintilian thought of a Latin Homer or
Thucydides, and been able to read a Casar with the eyes of
an Arrian |

This strange insensibility is at this day a thing of the past.
Every civilised nation now takes a warm interest in the
literature of its sister peoples, and each 1s more or less able to
see itself in its literary aspect as it is seen by others. The rapid
conquest which Russian and Norwegian novels have recently
made of the circulating libraries of all nations is one of the
phenomena of the age, and an Italian critic has just awarded
the palm of contemporary love poetry to a Portuguese. Differ-
ences of national taste and habit form, of course, serious
obstacles to adequate recognition. We Enghsh necessaily
suffer from our insularity, the cheap price of our independence.
Some of our great writers have indeed beaten down all
opposition, and made good their place in universal literature.
But we have still to deplore that the Continent which has
accepted Shakespeare, Scott, and Byron, and is slowly
familiarising itself with Wordsworth and Shelley, which has
adopted Dickens and Thackerary and tries to digest George
Eliot, remains as a whole deaf and blind to Keats, Browning,
and Landor ; to Borrowand De Quincey and Patmore ; accords
no welcome to the young genius of a Shorthouse or a Jefferies,
and adds the last sensational tales of the day to its cheap
reprints with as much satisfaction as it includes a Bronté or a
Meredith. This scarcely seems the case with any other country.
Elsewhere the success of the national author among foreigners
appears fairly propoitioned to the recognition he has obtained at
home. We alone complain that the fame of much of our best
authorship is local, or at least should have to make that com-
plaint, but for a circumstance which turns the balance in our
favour.
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This circumstance is, that the wide disseminatien of our
race over the western and the northern continents is raising up
new centres of culture which derive their tone fiom England,
which provide her men of letters with a public destined to
become more ample than Europe could afford, were Europe
English, and which promises to afford them, at no distant date,
all the advantages of exterior criticism, unwarped by having
had to pass through a foreign medium. When Australia shall
have become more thoroughly differentiated from the mother
country than is now the case, the capability of impressing an
Australian audience will be no bad test of the merit of an
English author. At present she is too much a reproduction of
England, and has too httle indigenous literature of worth to
inspire confidence in her critical deliverances. American
culture seems almost venerable in comparison, and has had
time to develop literary types which entitle it to an independent
rank among intellectual civilisations. Though far more
mtimately connected with the culture of the parent country
than the Roman was with the Greek, being much more of an
offshoot than of a copy, it renders English letters the same
sérvice as Rome rendered to the Grecks, in subjecting them to
the criticism of an intelligent and impartial opinion, and greatly
extending their circulation and usefulness. Thanks to America,
the preservation of English literature, so far as already existing,
is assured, and the prospect of its continued existence is
indefinitely strengthened. ~ What the mother country has
already produced of excellent is safe, and the stimulus to future
production is rendered infinitely morc active. The English
author now speaks to an audience of a hundred millions, soon
to be doubled and trebled, even apart from the reasonable
anticipation that it may ere very long include the cultivated
classes of India and Japan, if not even of China. In presence
of such a majestic fact, Europcan criticism, however welcome
and valuable, 1s not essential.  The imprimatur of Paris or
Berlin is not wanted; and the time 1is arriving when the
Continental writer who would rise to cosmopolitan fame must
captivate the Anglo-American public. From this point of view
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it would afmost seem that while superior excellence of produc-
tion may long remam the attiibute of England, the decisive
voice in criticism may pass to America. In proportion as
literature becomes, as 1t 1s becoming, cosmopolitan, as the great
author is receved as the common heritage of all nations, the
mote liberal and universal taste must supplant the narrower
and more exclusively national. While indigenous American
literature, the only native article which has no help from a
ptotective tariff, struggles as hopelessly with the foreigner as
British corn contends with American, and for the same reason ;
the affluence of importation, mischievous in many respects,
fosters that width of view and freedom fiom conventional
prejudice which distinguishes American judgment in literary as
in other matters. Amelicans far surpass us Euglhsh in the
prompt recognition of excellence.  Carlyle, De Quincey,
Coventry Patmore, James Martineau, found their first consider-
able audiences across the Atlantic. Americans are quicker to
discover the merits of a forcign author, more thorough in
naturalising him, and demand a higher standard of excellence
in the translation of his works. Hence they are better fitted
than we to assign a wiiter lus proper place without unreasonable
delay, and to reccommend him to the world. All the novels of
Marie Schwarz have been translated in America; in England
scarcely one. Turgeneff, Bjorson, Jonas Lie, are almost as much
household words as Hawthorne or Henry James. At the same
time, writers of that peculiarly intense nationalism which
circumscribes itself within the limits of a district, such as Cable
and Egbert Craddock, are no less popular.  This flexibility and
catholicity of taste will invest American criticism with especial
authority, as it becomes more geneially recognised. It
admirably fits Ameiica to do for England what Greece might
have done for Rome—to win an entrance for her literature into
nations hitherto repelled by her insularity, or, failing that, to
make her independcnt of them.

Two natural and inevitable developments may be remarked
in American criticism. There is first the classical, conservative,
cautious school of the Irvings and Channings and Ticknors,
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and of the old Nort/i American Review in general ; a school
consciously under the influence of the old country. There is
also a younger school consciously aiming at originality, at
evolving a national type, and occupying a position in criticism
akin to Bret Harte’s in production. This 1s undoubtedly the
school of the future, destined to prevail more and more as
America becomes more and more differentiated from Europe.
It embodies all the specifically American characteristics, which
are, however, precisely such as require to be kept in check by
the 1efinement and moderation of the older school, and it will
be 1ll for it if; in effacing its predecessor, it fails to absorb the
latter’s qualities.

Mr. Russell Lowell is, 1n a sense, the most perfect represent-
ative of American criticism to be found, for he occupies a
central position between the old school and the new. An
cxemplar of the highest New England culture, his poetry either
emulated English models, or attained a classic finish, admir-
able as such, but excluding any marked individuality of style.
Suddenly, as it were at a bound, he became the leader of a new
departure, and placed himself in the first rank of native
humorists. There had seemed neither the “ promise” nor the
‘“ potency ” of the Fable for Critics or the Diglow Papers in Sir
Launfal ; but circumstances had given him somecthing to say
which the ordinary style was incapable of expressing: with
true insight he discerned the fact, and with happy flexibility
created a new hterary form to meet the demand. The Fuble
Jor Critics, indeed, is rather the 1evelation of an unsuspected
talent than of a novel style. But the Biglow Papers is a That
e Worlen. It not merely struck a new vein of humour which
has ever since gushed like a Virginian oil-spring : but it was a
1evelation to European readers of the sound healthy instincts of
the American people, when not perverted by speculation or
misguided by professional politicians. It showed there was a
love of righteousness to which the high-minded statesman
inight confidently appeal, and it foreshadowed the sacrifices
and triumphs of the great civil war. It was the more effective
as being itself the product of a deep moral indignation, stung
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into energy by Texan annexations, Mexican wars, Fugitive
Slave Bills, and the other too abundant evidences of subserviency
to the slave power and general political demoralisation, so rife
at that unhappy period. At the same time, there was nothing
in Mr. Lowell in the slightest degree tasteless, absurd, or
fanatical. He impressed the conviction that he was not only
much better than the professional politicians of his day, but
also much wiser. The same sanity characterises his deliver-
ances as a critic. He is original to a much higher degree than
the Irvings and the Ticknors, and his originality is of a dis-
tinctively national type. But he has not that disengagement
from all traditional and conventional influences—sometimes real,
sometimes affected—which characterises or is assumed by
younger men. He is free from their extravagance, but he does
not succeed so often in setting old things in a new light.
Hence the English reader will find him less suggestive and
stimulating than a Greek might have found a Roman, if he had
condescended to study the latter. He is like an English fiut
transplanted, racy, it may be said, of the new soil, but not
endowed with the full flavour of an indigenous product.

As his own Fable for Critics foreshadowed what might come
of satire applied to politics : so his criticisms hint what service
American culture may render to English letters when it has
obtained an entirely independent point of view. That it has
not yet done so is recogmsed by Mr. Lowell himself in his
essay on Josiah Quincy, in language perhaps even stronger
than altogether justified by the circumstances. It may almost
be suggested that he writes as a New Englander, and that a
citizen of the Great West, while allowing with him that America
“must submit herself to the European standard of intellectual
weights and measures,” would claim that she had earned the
1ight to apply them in her own way to the estimate of other
nations’ products and her own. Such intellectual standards are
in a measure elastic. There is but one manner of weighing tea
all the world over, but the literary balance, though graduated on
the same principles, must inevitably yield various results.

The essay from which this quotation is taken belongs to the
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group of Mr. Lowell’s essays dealing with American persons
and things, and is one of the most characteristic. Thomas
Quincy, “the great public character,” belongs to a type in one
sense almost extinct in the United States, in another, it is to
be hoped, multiplying. The vast development of population,
industry, and foreign immigration, leaves no room for the
quasi-aristocracy represented by Mr. Quincy. The old patri-
cianship of Massachusetts and Virginia, worthy in many
respects of the best days of the Roman Republic, cannot exist
in so numerous and so thoroughly democratised a community,
any more than the Roman Senate could retain its influence
when the franchise had been extended to all the citizens of the
empire. But democracy has not proved incapable of producing
honest men and bearing them to office, and the new type of
homely, practical citizen, like the present Chief Magistrate, if
less imposing than that expressed by the stately Quincy,
appears to reproduce its virtues. In an essay of kindred sub-
Ject and spirit, Mr. Lowell sketches, with singular felicity, the
character of a great man who in a measure united the type of
Quincy and the type of Cleveland. Any less aristocratic per-
sonality than Abraham Lincoln’s could not, indeed, well be
conceived ; but the dignmity of his nature, once recognised,
produced much the same effect as dignity of birth or bearing,
while his homely good sense won him the confidence which
might have failed to accompany mere respect. The whole
character 1s peculiarly and intensely American, and Mr. Lowell’s
faithful and sympathetic analysis, rising to eloquence at the
close, is a most valuable contribution to the understanding of
American affairs, and a most dignified rebuke to the narrow-
minded stupidity of average foreign critics. It is more profitable
reading every way than the remonstrance, “On a certain
condescension in Foreigners,” worthy as this is of attention
on the part of all travellers who would refrain from wantonly
or inadvertently wounding a hospitable people. But it shows
temper to a degree unusual with Mr. Lowell, and it does not do
justice to the foreigner’s case. Belonging to the most cultivated
circles of New England, Mr. Lowell has perhaps hardly realised
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how much the traveller may have to put up withelscwhere. The
picture of Washington society in “Demociacy,” the woik of an
American author, is even more unpleasing, if less agonising, than
that delineated by the hapless M. de Bacourt forty years ago ;
and the most unreasonabic caiping of the most exacting and
self-sufficient European tourist can hardly be more lamentably
peevish than the pages devoted to England by no less an
American than Hawthoine. Political prejudice on both sides
has also a good deal to do with the occasional acerbity of
criticism, which is, however, much ameliorated since Mr.
Lowell wrote. e

Passing by the pretty “ Garden Acquaintance” and “ Good
Word for Winter,” we come to another class of Mr. Lowell’s
American essays—those devoted to American men of letters.
Of these there are thrce in this volume—those treating of
Percival, Thoreau, and Emerson as a lecturer. Mr. Lowell is
always at his best when most genial, and the subjects of the
first two of these do not allow his geniality scope. He cannot
put up with the incompetence of Percival, and the poverty of
the literary productiveness that was pleaded as its excuse.
Genius itself does not get absolution for its dwlcia vitia as easily
as it used ; still, when genius is undeniably present, forgiveness
is seldom very remote. But the luckless Percival wanted to
exemplify all the errors of genius, and to be petted and admired
on the strength of them, without complying with the indispens-
able condition of besng a genius. | This positively cannot be
allowed. Mr. Lowell’s estimate of Percival as a poet through
all his life, and as a man for the first half of it, is undeniably
sound ; but he fails to render justice to him in his peculiar and
almost unique character of a pseudo-genius reformed. Mock
Byrons usually come to such bad ends, that when we find one of
them, in his maturer years, hammer in hand, actually rendering
first-rate service to his country as a geologist, one is inclined to
exclaim, Melsus sic poenituisse quam non errasse! Thoreau is
altogether a different sort of person, open, it may be, to the
contrary charge of having made a trade of self-reliance, as Per-
cival did of helplessness. The essayist half reveals a suspicion
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that the apostle of natuie may have been something of a char-
latan. “This egotism of his is a Stylites pillar after all, a
seclusion which keeps him in the public eye. He squatted on
another man’s land ; he borrows an axe ; his boards, his nails,
his Dricks, his mortar, his books, his lamp, his fish-hooks, his
plough, his hoe—all turn state’s evidence against him as an
accomplice in the sin of that artificial civilisation which alone
rendered 1t possible that such a person as Henry D. Thoreau
should exist at all.” Yet, having so fairly hit this blot, Mr.
Lowell reconciles himself to his author, and dismisses him with
a benediction, “Emerson the Lecturer” helps one, in some
degree, to understand the magnetism exercised by Emer-
son on men who, as is evidently the case with Mr. Lowell
himself, had but slight intellectual affinity with him. Without
being precisely told so, we are made to understand that, for a
large class of highly-cultivated minds, Emerson was rather a
gieat personality than a great teacher ; while 1t is not denied
that to many, differently constituted, he was the bearer of a
gospel.

Carlyle naturally succeeds Emerson, and forms a connecting
link between the young genius of America and the classic
poetry of England which forms the theme of most of Mr.
Lowell’s remaining essays. The circumstances under which
this particular disquisition was penned were unpropitious both
for author and subject. Carlyle had certainly been most unfor-
tunate in his treatment of the American Civil War. Everything
had conspired to put him wrong. He was prejudiced against
philanthropy, he was prejudiced against popular institutions, he
was merciless to shiftlessness and incapacity. Philanthropy and
hiberalism were undoubtedly for the North, and, misled by the
English newspapers and the unreasonable complaints of the
Federalists themselves, Carlyle early adopted the welcome
theory that the South had a monopoly of wisdom and valour.
For a champion of the North, for a man absorbed heart and
soul in the great struggle, Mr. Lowell's reply is wonderfully
moderate. From the point of view of a purely objective criti-
cism, it is much too severe. To retort effectively upon Carlyle
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involves the necessity of much carping and caviling, fair
enough in literay warfare, but hardly worthy of a first-class
literary judge. We must hope that this will not be Mr.
Lowell’s last word on Cailyle, whose errors in the point under
discussion Time has made so patent that they no longer nced
Mr. Lowell’s pillory, but of whose deserts he might find much
more to say.

There remam Mr. Lowell’s essays on the classical poets of
England, of whom Chaucer, Dryden, and Pope find place in
this volume. They all illustrate the favourable position occu-
pied by competent American critics, sufficiently remote from
English traditional opinion for complete independence, and yet
not estranged from their subjects by differences of language or
of manners. The bard of the fourteenth century is manifestly
as near to the modern American as to the modern Englishman.
One great qualification of Mr. Lowell’s for the treatment of
Chaucer, which an equally intelligent judge might easily have
missed, is his extensive knowledge of the Italian and French
literature of Chaucer’s age. Dante 1s equally familiar to him,
and is the subject of another essay not included in this collec-
tion. The critique on Dryden is perhaps the writer’s master-
piece, thoroughly sound and appreciative, and teeming with
terse and luminous observations Pope, less of a favourite
with the writer than Dryden, deserved a fuller treatment than
he has received The space given to the “Rape of the Lock” is
somewhat disproportionate, though not excessive if the general
scale had been more ample. It is startling to be told that
Pope’s fame as a poet is principally founded upon the “Essay on
Man,” though the poem undoubtedly ranks among his chief
works, and Mr. Lowell’s strictures upon it strike us as rather
hypercritical. But Pope’s literary character as a whole could
not be better summed up than in the concluding sentence:
“Measured by any high standard of imagination, he will be
found wanting ; tried by any test of wit, he is unrivalled.”
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MY GARDEN ACQUAINTANCE.

= ‘iNE of the most delightful books in my father’s

library was White’s Natwral Ilistory of
Selborne.  For me it has rather gained in
charm with years. I used to read it without
knowing the secret of the pleasure I found in
it, but as I grow older I begin to detcct some
of the simple expedients of this natural magic. Open the
book where you will, it takes you out of doors. In our
broiling July weather one can walk out with this genially
garrulous Fellow of Oriel, and find refreshment instead of
fatigue. You have no trouble in keeping abreast of him as
be ambles along on his hobby-horse, now pointing to a pretty
view, now stopping to watch the motions of a bird or an
insect, or to bag a specimen for the Honourable Daines
Barrington or Mr. Pennant. In simplicity of taste and
patural refinement he reminds one of Walton ; in tender-
ness toward what he would have called the brute creation, of
Cowper. I do not know whether his descriptions of
scenery are good or not, but they have made me familiar
with his neighbourhood. Since I first read him, I have
walked over some of his favourite haunts, but I still see
them through his eyes rather than by any recollection of
actual and personal vision. The book has also the delight
129




2 MY GARDEN ACQUAINTANCE.

fulness of absolute leisure.  Mr. White scems never to have
had any harder work to do than to study the habits of s
feathered fellow-townsfolk, or to watch the ripening of his
peaches on the wall.  His volumes are the journal of Adam
in Paradise,

“ Anmilinlating all that’s made
To a green thought m a green shade,”

Tt is positive rest only to look into that garden of his. Tt
is vastly better than to—

““See great Diocletian walk
In tho Salonian garden’s noble shade,”

for thither ambassadors intrude to bring with them the
noises of Rome, while here the world has no entrance. No
rumour of the revolt of the American Colonies scems to
have reached hun. ¢ The natural term of an hog’s life ” has
more interest for lnm than that of an empire. Burgoyne
may surrender and welcome ; of what consequence is that
compared with the fact that we can explain the odd
tumbling of rooks in the air by their turning over “to
scratch themselves with one claw #”  All the couriers in
Europe spurring rowecl-deep make no stir in Mr. White’s
little Chartreuse ; but the arrival of the house-martin a day
earlier or later than last year is a piece of news worth
sending express to all his correspondents.

Another sccret charm of this book is its inadvertent
humour, so much the more delicious because unsuspected
by the author. IIow pleasant is his innocent vanity in
adding to the list of the British, and still more of the Sel-
borman, fauna / I believe he would gladly have consented
to be eaten by a tiger or a crocodile, if by that means the
occasionul presence within the parish himits of either of
these anthropophagous brutes could have been established.
He brags of no fine socicty, but is plainly a little elated by
“having considerable acquaintance with a tame brown owl.”
Most of us have known our share of owls, but few can boast
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of intimacy with a feathered one The great events of Mr.
White’s life, too, have that disproportionato importance
which is always humorous. To think of his hands having
actually been thought worthy (as neither Willoughby’s nor
Ray’s were) to hold a stilted plover, the Charadrins himan-
topus, with no back toe, and thercfore “liable, in speeulation,
to perpetual vacillations!” I wonder, by the way, if mcta-
physicians have no hind toes. 1In 1770 he makes the
acquaintance in Sussex of ‘“an old family tortoise,” which
had then been domesticated for thirty years. It is clear
that he fell in love with 1t at first sight.  'We have no means
of tracing the growth of his passion, but 1 1780 we find
him eloping with 1ts object in a post-chaise. ¢ The rattle
and hurry of the journey so perfectly roused it that, when I
turned 1t out in a border, it walked twice down to the
bottom of my garden.” It reads like a Court Journal :—
“Yesterday morning ILR.H. the Princess Alice took an
airing of half-an-hour on the terrace of Windsor Castle.”
This tortoise might have been a member of the Royal
Society, if he could have condescended to so ignoble an
ambition. It had but just been discovered that a surface
inclined at a certain angle with the plane of the horizon
took more of the sun’s rays. The tortoise had always
known this (though he unostentatiously made no parade of
it), and used accordingly to tilt himself up against the
garden-wall in the autumn. He seems to have been more
of a philosopher than even Mr. White himself, caring for
nothing but to get under a cabbage-leaf when it rained, or
the sun was too hot, and to bury himself alive before frost—
a four-footed Diogenes, who carried his tub on his back.
There are moods in which this kind of history is intinitely
refreshing. These creatures whom we affect to look down
upon as the drudges of instinct are members of a common-
wealth whose constitution rests on immnovable bases. Never
any need of reconstruction there! 7%ey never dream of
settling it by vote that eight hours are equal to ten, or that
one creature is as clever as another and no more. They do
not use their poor wits in regulating God’s clocks, nor think
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they cannot go astray so long as they carry their guide-
board about with them—a delusion we often practise upon
ourselves with our high and mighty reason, that admirable
finger-post which points every way and always right. It is
good for us now and then to converse with a world hke Mr.
‘White’s, where Man is the least important of animals.  But
one who, Iike me, has always lived in the country and
always on the same spot, is drawn to his book by other
occult sympathies. Do we not share his indignation at that
stupid Martin who had graduated his thermometer no
lower than 4° above zero of Fahrenheit, so that in the
coldest weather ever known the mercury basely absconded
into the bulb, and left us to see the victory slip through our
fingers just as they were closing upon it? No man, I
suspect, ever lived long in the country without being bitten
by these meteorological ambitions. He likes to be hotter
and colder, to have been more deeply snowed up, to have
more trees and larger blown down than his neighbours.
With us descendants of the Puritans especially, these
weather-competitions supply the abnegated excitement of
the race-course. Men lcarn to value thermometers of the
true imaginative temperament, capable of prodigious elations
and corresponding dejections. The other day (July 5) 1
marked 98° in the shade, my high-water mark, higher by
one degree than I have ever scen it before. I happened to
meet a neighbour ; as we mopped our brows at each other,
he told me that he had just cleared 100°, and I went home
a beaten man. I had not felt the heat before, save as a
beautiful exaggeration of sunshine; but now it oppressed
me with the prosaic vulgarity of an oven. What had been
poetic intensity became all at once rhetorical hyperbole. 1
might suspect his thermometer (as indeed I did, for we
Harvard men are apt to think ill of any graduation but our
own); but it was a poor consolation. The fact remained
that his herald Mercury, standing a-tiptoe, could look down
on mine. I seem to glimpse something of this familiar
weakness in Mr. White. He, too, has shared in these
mercurial triumphs and defeats. Nor do I doubt that he
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had a true country-gentleman’s interest in the weathercock ;
that Lis first question on coming down of a morning was,
like Barabas’s—

¢ Into what quarter peers my haleyon’s bill 2”

It ig an innocent and healthful employment of the mind,
distracting one from too continual study of himsclf, and
leading him to dwell rather upon the indigestions of the
elements than his own. “Did the wind back round, or go
about with the sun?” is a rational question that bears not
remotely on the making of hay and the prosperity of crops.
I have little doubt that the regulated observation of the
vane in many different places, and the interchange of results
by telegraph, would put the weather, as it were, in our
power, by betraying its ambushes before it is ready to give
the assault. At first sight, nothing seems more drolly
trivial than the lives of those whose single achievement is
to record the wind and the temperature three times a day.
Yet such men are doubtless sent into the world for tlus
speeial end, and perhaps there is no kind of accurate obser-
vation, whatever its object, that has not its final use and
value for some one or other. It is even to be hoped that
the speculations of our newspaper editors and their myriad
correspondents upon the signs of the political atinosphere
may also fill their appointed place i a well-regulated
universe, if it be only that of supplying so many more
jack-o’-lanterns to the future historian. Nay, the observa-
tions on finance of an M. C. whose sole knowledge of the
subject has been derived from a lifelong success in getting
a living out of the public without paying any equivalent
therefor, will perhaps be of interest hereafter to some
explorer of our cloaca maxima, whenever it is cleansed.

For many ycars I have been in the habit of noting down
some of the leading events of my embowered solitude, such
as the coming of certain birds and the like,—a kind of
mémoires pour servir, after the fashion of White, rather
than properly digested natural history. I thought it not
impossible that a few simple stories of my winged acquaint-
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ances might be found entertaining by persons of kindred
taste.

There is a common notion that animals are better
meteorologists than men, and I have little doubt that in
immediate weather-wisdom they have the advantage of our
sophisticated senses (though I suspect a sailor or shepherd
would be their match), but I have seen nothing that leads
me to believe their minds capable of erecting the horoscope
of a whole scason, and letting us know beforehand whether
the winter will be severe or the summer rainless. I more
than suspect that the clerk of the weather himself does not
always know very long in advance whether he is to draw
an order for hot or cold, dry or moist, and the musquash is
scarce likely to be wiser. I have noted but two days’
difference in the coming of the song-sparrow between a
very early and a very backward spring. This very year I
saw the linnets at work thatching, just before a snow-storm
which covered the ground several inches deep for a number
of days. They struck work and left us for a while, no
doubt in search of food. Birds frequently perish from
sudden changes in our whimsical spring weather of which
they had no foreboding. More than thirty years ago, a
cherry-tree, then in full bloom, near my window, was
covered with humming-birds benumbed by a fall of mingled
rain and snow, which probably killed many of them. It
should seem that their coming was dated by the height of
the sun, which betrays them into unthrifty matrimony ;

¢ So nature pricketh them in their corages;”

but their going is another matter. The chimney-swallows
leave us early, for cxample, apparently so soon as their
latest fledglings are firm enough of wing to attempt the
long rowing-match that is before them. On the other
hand, the wild-geese probably do not leave the North till
they are frozen out, for I have heard their bugles sounding
southward so late as the middle of December. What may
be called local migrations are doubtless dictated by the
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chances of food. I have once been visited by large flights
of cross-bills ; and whenever the snow lies long and deep
on the ground, a flock of cedar-birds comes in midwinter to
eat the berries on my hawthorns. I have never been quite
able to fathom the local, or rather geographical partialities
of birds. Never before this summer (1870) have the king-
birds, handsomest of flycatchers, built in my orchard;
though I always know where to find them within half a
mile. The rose-breasted grosbeak has been a familiar bird
in Brookline (three miles away), yet I never saw one here
till last July, when I found a female busy among my rasp-
berries, and surprisingly bold. I hope she was prospecting
with a view to settlement 1 our garden. She seemed, on
the whole, to think well of my fruit, and I would gladly
plant another bed if it would help to win over so delightful
a neighbour. .

The return of the robin is commonly announced by the
newspapers, like that of eminent or notorious people to a
watering-place, as the first authentic notification of spring.
And such his appearance in the orchard and garden
undoubtedly is. DBut, in spite of his name of mwmtory
thrush, he stays with us all winter, and I have scen him
when the thermometer marked 15 degrees below zero of
Iahrenheit, armed 1mpregnably within, hke KXmerson’s
Titmouse, and as checrful as he. The robin has a bad
reputation among people who do not value themselves less
for being fond of cherries. There is, I admit, a spice of
vulgarity in him, and his song is rather of the Bloomfield
sort, too largely ballasted with prose. Ilis ethics are of
the Poor Richard school, and the main chance which calls
forth all his energy is altogether of the belly. He never
has those fine intervals of lunacy into which his cousins,
the catbird and the mavis, are apt to fall. But for a’ that,
and twice as muckle’s a’ that, I would not exchange him
for all the cherries that ever camo out of Asia Minor.
With whatever faults, he has not wholly forfeited that
superiority which belongs to the children of nature. He
has a finer taste in fruit than could be distilled from
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many successive committees of the Horticultural Society,
and he eats with a rehishing gulp not inferior to Dr.
Johnson’s. He fecls and freely excrcises” his right of
eminent domain. Mis is the carliest mess of green peas;
his all the mulberries I had fancied mine. But if he gets
also the lion’s share of the raspberries, he is a great planter,
and sows those wild ones in the woods that solace the
pedestrian and give a momentary calm even to the jaded
victims of the White Hrls. He keeps a strict eye over
one’s fruit, and knows to a shade of purple when your
grapes have cooked long enough in the sun. During the
severe drought a few ycars ago, the robins wholly vanished
from my garden I neither saw nor heard one for three
weeks. Meanwhile a small foreign grape-vine, rather shy
of Learing, secemed to {ind the dusty air congenial, and,
dreaming perhaps of its sweet Argos across the sea,
decked itself with a score or so of fair bunches. I watched
them from day to day till they should have secreted sugar
enough from the sunbeams, and at last made up my mind
that 1 would celebrate my vintage the next morning. But
the robins too had somehow kept note of them. They must
have sent out spics, as did the Jews into the promised land,
before I was stirring. When I went with my basket, at
least a dozen of these winged vintagers bustled out from
among the leaves, and alighting on the nearest trees
interchanged some shiill remarks about me of a derogatory
nature. They had furly sacked the vine. Not Welling-
ton’s veterans made cleancr work of a Spanish town; not
Federals or Confederates were ever more nmpartial in the
confiscation of neutral chickens. I was keeping my grapes
a secret to surprise the fuir Fidele with, but the robins
made them a profounder secret to her than I had meant.
The tattered remnant of a single buuch was all my harvest-
home. How paltry it looked at the bottom of iny basket,
as if a humming-bird had laid her egg in an eagle’s nest!
I could not help laughing; and the robins secmed to join
heartily in the merriment. There was a native grape-vine
close by, blue with its less refined abundance, but my
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cunning thieves preferred the foreign flavour. Could 1 tax
them with want of taste?

The robins are not good solo singers, but their chorus, as,
like primitive firc worshippers, they hail the return of light
and warmth to the world, 1s unrivalled. There are a
hundred singing like one. They arc noisy enough then,
and sing, as poets should, with no afterthought. But when
they come after cherries to the tree near my window, they
muffle their voices, and their faint pip, pip, pop / sounds far
away at the bottom of the garden, where they know 1 shall
not suspect them of robbing the great black-walnut of 1ts
bitter-rinded storc.* They are feathered Pecksniffs, to be
sure, but then how brightly their breasts, that look rather
shabby in the sunlight, shine 1 a rany day against the
dark green of the fringe-tree! After they have pinched
and shaken all the hfc out of an carthworm, as Italian
cooks pound all the spirit out of a steak, and then gulped
him, they stand up in honest sclf-contidence, expand their
red waistcoats with the virtuous air of a lobby member,
and outface you with an eye that calmly challenges inquiry.
“Do I look hke a bird that knows the flavour of raw
vermin{ I throw myself upon a jury of my peers. Ask
any robin if he ever ate anything less ascetic than the
frugal berry of the jumper, and he will answer that his
vow forbids him.” Can such an open bosom cover such
depravity ¥ Alas, yes! I have no doubt his breast was
redder at that very moment with the blood of my rasp-
berries, On the whole, he is a doubtful friend in the
garden. He makes his dessert of all kinds of berries, and
18 not averse from early pears. But when we remember
how omnivorous he is, cating his own weight in an
incredibly short time, and that Nature scems exhaust-
less in her invention of new insccts hostile to vegetation,
perhaps we may reckon that he does more good than harm

* The scicech owl, whose cry, despite his 1l name, is one of the
sweetest sounds in nature, softens his voice 1n the same way with the
most beguiling mockery of distance,
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For my own part, I would rather have his cheerfulness and
kind neighbourhood than many berries.

For his cousin, the catbird, I have a still warmer regard.
Always a good singer, he sometimes nearly equals the brown
thrush, and has the merit of keeping up his music later in the
evening than any bird of my familiar acquaintance. Ever
since I can remember, a pair of them have built in a
gigantic syringa, near our front door, and I have known
the male to sing almost uninterruptedly during the even-
ings of early summer till twilight duskened into dark.
They differ greatly in vocal talent, but all have a delightful
way of crooning over, aud, as it were, rchearsing their song
in an undertone, which makes their nearness always unob-
trusive. Though there is the most trustworthy witness to
the imitative propensity of this bird, T have only once,
during an intimacy of more than forty years, heard him
indulge it. In that case, the imitation was by no means so
close as to deceive, but a free reproduction of the notes of
some other birds, especially of the oriole, as a kind of
variation in his own song. The catbird is as shy as the
robin is vulgarly familiar. Only when his nest or his
fledglings are approached does he become noisy and almost
aggressive. I have known him to station his youngin a
thick cornel-bush on the edge of the raspberry-bed, after
the fruit began to ripen, and feed them there for a weck or
more. In such cases he shows none of that conscious guilt
which makes the robin contemptible. On the contrary, he
will maintain his post in the thicket, and sharply scold the
intruder who ventures to steal Ais berries. After all, his
claim is only for tithes, while the robin will bag your entire
crop if he get a chance.

Dr. Watts’s statement that “birds in their little nests
agree,” like too many others intended to form the infant
mind, is very far from being true. On the contrary, the
most peaceful relation of the different species to each other
is that of armed neutrality. They are very jealous of
ncighbours. A few years ago, I was much interested in
the housebuilding of a pair of summer yellow-birds. They
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had chosen a very pretty site near the top of a tall white
lilac, within easy cye-shot of a chamber window. A very
pleasant thing it was to see their little home growing with
mutual help, to watch their industrious skill interrupted
only by little flirts and snatches of endearment, frugally
cut short by the common sense of the tiny housewife.
They had brought their work nearly to an end, and had
already begun to line it with fern-down, the gathering of
which demanded more distant journeys and longer absences.
But, alas! the syringa, immemorial manor of the catbirds,
was not more than twenty fect away, and these ¢ giddy
neighbours” had, as it appeared, been all along jealously
watchful, though silent, witnesses of what they deemed an
intrusion of squatters. No sooner were the pretty mates
fairly gone for a new load of lining, than

““To their unguarded nest theso weasel Scots
Came stealing.”

Silently they flew back and forth, each giving a vengeful
dab at the nest in passing. They did not fall-to and
deliberately destroy it, for they might have been caught at
their mischief. As it was, whenever the yellow-birds came
back, their enemies were hidden in their own sight-proof
bush. Several times their unconscious victims repaired
damages, but at length, after counsel taken together, they
gave it up. Perhaps, like other unlettered folk, they camo
to the conclusion that the Devil was in it, and yielded to
the invisible persecutions of witchcraft.

The robins, by constant attacks and annoyances, have
succeeded in driving off the blue-jays who used to build in
our pines, their gay colours and quaint noisy ways making
them welcome and amusing neighbours. I once had the
chance of doing a kindness to a household of them, which
they received with very friendly condescension. I had had
my eye for some time upon a nest, and was puzzled by a
constant fluttering of what seemed full-grown wings in it
whenever I drew nigh. At last I climbed the tree, in spite
of angry protests from the old Lirds against my intrusion,
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The mystery had a very simple solution. In building the
nest, a long piece of packthread had been somewhat loosely
woven in. Three of the young had contrived to entangle
themsclves in it, and had become full-grown without being
able to launch themselves upon the air. One was
unharmed ; another had so tightly twisted the cord about
its shank that one foot was curled up and seemed para-
lysed; the third, in its struggles to escape, had sawn
through the flesh of the thigh and so much harmed itself
that I thought it humane to put an end to its misery.
When I took out my knife to cut their hempen bonds, the
heads of the family scemed to divine my friendly intent.
Suddenly ceasing their cries and threats, they perched
quietly within reach of my hand, and watched me in my
work of manumission. This, owing to the fluttering terror
of the prisoners, was an alfair of some delicacy ; but ere
long I was rewarded by seeing one of them fly away to a
neighbouring tree, while the cripple, making a parachute of
his wings, came lightly to the ground, and hopped off as well
as he could with one leg, obsequiously waited on by his
elders, A weck later I had the satisfaction of meeting him
in the pine-walk, in good spirits, and already so far
recovered as to be ablo to balance himself with the lame
foot. I have no doubt that in his old age he accounted for
his lameness by some handsome story of a wound received at
the famous Battle of the Pincs, when our tribe, overcome
by numbers, was driven from its ancient camping ground.
Of late years the jays have visited us only at intervals;
and in winter their bright plumage, set off by the snow,
and their cheerful cry, are especially welcome. They
would have furnished Alsop with a fable, for the feathered
crest in which they scem to take so much satisfaction is
often their fatal snare. Country boys make a hole with
their finger in the snow-crust just large enough to admit
the jay’s head, and, hollowing it out somewhat beneath,
bait it with a few kernels of corn. The crest slips easily
into the trap, but refuses to be pulled out again, and he who
came to feast remains a prey.
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Twice have the crow-blackbirds attempted a settlement in
my pines, and twice have the robins, who claim a right of
pre-emption, so successfully played the part of border
ruoffians as to drive them away,—to my great regret, for
they are the best substitute we have for rooks. At Shady
Hill (now, alas! empty of its so long loved houschold) they
build by hundreds, and nothing can be more cheery than
their creaking clatter (like a convention of old-fashioned
tavern-signs) as they gather at evening to debate in mass
meeting their windy politics, or to gossip at their tent-doors
over the events of the day. Their port is grave, and their
stalk across the turf as martial as that of a second-rate
ghost in Hamlet. They never meddled with my corn, so
far as I could discover.

For a few years I had crows, but their nests are an
irresistible bait for boys, and their settlement was broken
up. They grew so wonted as to throw off a great part of
their shyness, and to tolerate my near approach. One very
hot day I stood for some time within twenty feet of a
mother and three children, who sat on an elm bough over
my head, gasping in the sultry air, and holding their wings
half-spread for coolness. All birds during the pairing
season become more or less sentimental, and murmur soft
nothings in a tone very unlike the grinding organ repetition
and loudness of their habitual song. The crow is very
comical as a lover, and to hear him trying to soften his
croak to the proper Saint Preux standard has something
the effect of a Mississippi boatman quoting Tennyson.
Yet there are few things to my ear more melodious than
his caw of a clear winter morning as it drops to you filtered
through five hundred fathoms of crisp blue air. The
hostility of all smaller birds makes the moral character of
the crow, for all his deaconlike demeanour and garb, some-
what questionable. He could never sally forth without
insult, The golden robins, especially, would chase him as
far as I could follow with my eye, making him duck
clumsily to avoid their importunate bills. I do not believe,
however, that he robbed any nests hereabouts, for the
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refuse of the gas-works, which, in our free-and-easy com-
munity, is allowed to poison the river, supplied him with
dead alewives in abundance. I used to watch him making
his periodical visits to the salt-marshes and coming back
with a fish in his beak to his young savages, who, no doubt,
like it in that condition which makes it savoury to the
Kanakas and other corvine races of men.

Orioles are in great plenty with me. I have seen seven
males flashing about the garden at once. A merry crew of
them swing their hammocks from the pendulous boughs.
During one of these latter years, when the canker-worms
stripped our elms as bare as winter, these birds went to the
trouble of rebuilding their unroofed nests, and chose for the
purpose trees which are safe from those swarming vandals,
such as the ash and the button-wood. One year a pair (dis-
turbed, I suppose, elsewhere) built a second nest in an elm,
within a few yards of the house. My friend, Edward E.
Hale, told me once that the oriole rejected from his web all
strands of brilliant colour, and I thought it a striking
example of that instinct of concealment noticeable in many
birds, though it should seem in this instance that the nest
was amply protected by its position from all marauders but
owls and squirrels. Last year, however, I had the fullest
proof that Mr. Hale was mistaken. A pair of orioles built
on the lowest trailer of a weeping elm, which hung within
ten feet of our drawing-room window, and so low that I
could reach it from the ground. The nest was wholly woven
and felted with ravellings of woollen carpet in which scarlet
predominated. Would the same thing have happened in
the woods? Or did the nearness of a human dwelling
perhaps give the birds a greater feeling of security ! They
are very bold, by the way, in quest of cordage, and I have
often watched them stripping the fibrous bark from a honey-
suckle growing over the very docr. But, indeed, all my
birds look upon me as if I were a mere tenant at will, and
they were landlords. With shame I confess it, I have been
bullied even by a hummiung-bird. 'This spring, as I was
cleansing a pear-tree of its lichens, one of these zigzagging
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blurs came purring toward me, couching his long bill like a
lance, his throat sparkling with angry fire, to warn me off
from a Missouri-currant whose honey he was sipping. And
many a time he has driven me out of a flower-bed. This
summer, by the way, a pair of these winged emeralds
fastened their mossy acorn-cup upon a bough of the same elm
which the orioles had enlivened the year before. Wo watched
all their proceedings from the window through an opera-glass,
and saw their two nestlings grow from black needles with a
tuft of down at the lower end, till they whirled away on their
first short experimental flights. They became strong of wing
in a surprisingly short time, and I never saw them or the male
bird after, though the female was regular as usual in her
visits to our petunias and verbenas. I do not think it
ground enough for a gencralisation, but in.the many times
when I watched the old Dbirds feeding their young, the
mother always alighted, while the father as uniformly
remained upon the wing.

The bobolinks are generally chance visitors, tinkling
through the garden in blossoming-time, but this year, owing
to the long rains ecarly in the season, their favourite
meadows were flooded, and they were driven to the upland.
So I had a pair of them domiciled in my grass-field. The
male used to perch in an apple-tree, then in full bloom, and,
while I stood perfectly still close by, he would circle away,
quivering round the entire field of five acres, with no break
in his song, and settle down again among the blossoms, to
be hurried away almost immediately by a new rapture of
music. He had the volubility of an Italian charlatan at a
fair, and, like him, appeared to be proclaiming the merits
of some quack remedy. Opodeldoc-opodeldoc-try-Doctor-
Lincoln’s-opodeldoc / he seemed to repeat over and over
again, with a rapidity that would have distanced the deftest-
tongued Figaro that ever rattled. I remember Count
Gurowski saying once, with that easy superiority of
knowledge about this country which is the monopoly of
foreigners, that we had no singing birds! Well, well, Mr.
Hepworth Dixon has found the typical America in Oneida
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and Salt Lake City. Of course, an intelligent European is
the best judge of these matters. The truth is, there are
more singing-birds in Furope because there are fewer forests.
These songsters love the ncighbourhood of man because
hawks and owls are rarcr, while their own food is more
abundant. Most people scem to think, the more trees the
more birds. Even Chatcaubriand, who first tried the
primitive-forest-cure, and whose description of the wilderness
in its imaginative effects is unmatched, fancies the € people
of the air singing their hymns to him.” So far as my own
observation goes, the farther one penetrates the sombre
solitudes of the woods, the more seldom does he hear the
voice of any singing-bird. In spite of Chéteaubriand’s
minuteness of detail, in spite of that marvellous reverbera-
tion of the decrepit tree falling of its own weight, which he
was the first to notice, 1 cannot help doubting whether he
made his way very deep into the wilderness. At any rate,
in a letter to Fontanes, written in 1804, he speaks of
mes chevaux paissant & quelque distance. To be sure
Chateaubriand was apt to mount the high horse, and this
may have Leen but an after-thought of the grand seigneur,
but certainly one would not make much headway on horse-
back toward the druid fastnesses of the primeval pine.

The bobolinks build in considerable numbers in a meadow
within a quarter of a mile of us. A houseless lane passes
through the midst of their camp, and in clear westerly
weather, at the right season, one may hear a score of them
singing at once. When they are breeding, if I chance to
pass, one of the male birds always accompanies me like a
constable, flitting from post to post of the rail-fence, with a
short note of reproof continually repeated, till I am fairly
out of the neighbourhood. Then he will swing away into
the air and run down the wind, gurgling music without
stint over the unheeding tussocks of meadow-grass and dark
clumps of bulrushes that mark his domain,

We have no bird whose song will match the nightingale’s
in compass, none whose note is so rich as that of the
European blackbird ; but for mere rapture I have never
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heard the bobolink’s rival. But his opera-season is a short
one. The ground and trec-sparrows are our most constant
performers. It is now late in August, and one of the latter
sings every day and all day long in the garden. Till within
a fortnight, a pair of indigo-birds would kecep up their lively
duo for an hour together. While I write, I hear an oriole
gay as in June, and the plaintive may-be of the goldfinch
tells me he is stealing my lettuce-sceds. I know not what
the expericnce of others may have been, but the only bird 1
have ever heard sing in the night has been the chip-bird.
I should say he sang about as often during the darkness as
cocks crow. One can hardly help fancying that he sings in
his dreams.

¢ Father of light, what sunnie seed,
What glance of day hast thou confined
Into this bird? To all the breed
This busie ray thou hast assigned ;
Their magnetism works all mght,
And dreams of Paradise and light.”

On second thought, I remember to have heard the cuckoo
strike the hours nearly all night with the regularity of a
Swiss clock.

The dead limbs of our elms, which I spare to that end,
bring us the flicker every summer, and almost daily I hear
his wild scream and laugh close at hand, himself invisible.
He ig a shy bird, but a few days ago I had the satisfaction
of studying him through the blinds as he sat on a tree
within a few feet of me. Seen so near and at rest, he
makes good his claim to the title of pigeon-woodpecker.
Lumberers have a notion that he is harmful to timber,
digging little holes through the bark to encourage the
settlement of insects. The regular rings of such perfora-
tions which one may see in almost any apple-orchard seem
to give some probability to this theory. Almost every
geason a solitary quail visits us, and, unseen among the
currant-bushes, calls Bob White, Bob White, ag if he were
playing at hide-and-seek with that imaginary being. A

1?20



18 MY GARDEN ACQUAINTANCE.

rarer visitant is the turtle-dove, whose pleasant coo (some-
thing like the muffled crow of a cock from a coop covered
with snow) I have sometimes heard, and whom I once had
the good luck to see close by me in the mulberry-tree. The
wild-pigeon, once numerous, 1 have not seen for many
years.* Of savage birds, a hen-hawk now and then
quartors himself upon us for a few days, sitting sluggish
in a tree after a surfeit of poultry. One of them once
offered me a near shot from my study-window one drizzly
day for several hours. But it was Sunday, and I gave him
the benefit of 1ts gracious truce of God.

Certain birds have disappeared from our neighbourhood
within my memory. I remember when the whippoorwill
could be heard in Sweet Auburn. The night-hawk, once
common, is now rare. The brown thrush has moved
farther up country. For years I have not seen or heard
any of the larger owls, whose hooting was one of my boyish
terrors. The cliff-swallow, strange emigrant, that eastward
takes his way, has come and gone agamn in my time. The
bank-swallows, well-nigh innumerable during my boyhood,
no longer frequent the crumbly cliff of the gravel-pit by the
river. The barn-swallows, which once swarmed in our
barn, flashing through the dusty sunstreaks of the mow,
have been gone these many years. My father would lead
me out to see them gather on the roof, and take counsel
before their yearly migration, as Mr. White used to see
them at Selborne. FEheu, fugaces! Thank fortune, the
swift still glues his nest, and rolls his distant thunders
night and day in the wide-throated chimneys, still sprinkles
the evening air with his merry twittering. The populous
heronry in Fresh Pond meadows has been well-nigh broken
up, but still a pair or two haunt the old home, as the
gypsies of Ellangowan their ruined huts, and every evening
fly over us riverwards, clearing their throats with a hoarsc
hawk as they go, and, in cloudy weather, scarce higher
than the tops of the chimneys. Sometimes I have known
one to alight in one of our trees, though for what purpose

* They made their appearance again this summer (1870).
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I never could divine. Kingfishers have sometimes puzzled
me in the same way, perched at high noon in a pine,
springing their watchman’s rattle when they (litted away
from my curiosity, and sceming to shove their top-heavy
heads along as a man does a wheel-barrow.

Some birds have left us, I supposc, because the country
is growing less wild. I once found a summer duck’s nest
within a quarter of a mile of our house, but such a trouvaille
would be impossible now as Kidd’s treasure. And yet the
mere taming of the neighbourhood does not quite satisfy me
as an explanation. Twenty ycars ago, on my way to bathe
in the river, I saw cvery day a brace of woodcock, on the
miry edge of a spring within a few rods of a house, and
constantly visited by thirsty cows. There was no growth
of any kind to conceal them, and yet these ordinarily shy
birds were almost as indifferent to my passing as common
poultry would have been. Since bird-nesting has become
scientific, and aignified itself as oology, that, no doubt, is
partly to blame for some of our losses. But some old friends
are constant. Wilson’s thrush comes every year to remind
me of that most poetic of ornithologists. He flits before
me through the pine-walk like the very genius of solitude
A pair of pewees have built immemorially on a jutting
brick in the arched entrance to the ice-house. Always on
the same brick, and never more than a single pair, though
two broods of five each are raised there every summer.
How do they settle their claim to the homestead ? By what
right of primogeniture? Once the children of a man
employed about the place odlogized the nest, and the
pewces left us for a year or two. I felt towards those boys
as the messmates of the Ancient Mariner did towards him
after he had shot the albatross. But the pewees came back
at last, and one of them is now on his wonted perch, so
near my window that I can hear the click of his bill as he
snaps a fly on the wing with the unerring precision a
stately Trasteverina shows in the capture of her smaller
deer. The pewee is the first bird to pipe up in the morning ;
and during the early summer he preludes his watutinal
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ejaculation of pewee with a slender whistle, unhecard at any
other time. He saddens with the season, and, as summer
declines, he changes his note ehew, pewee / as if in lamenta-
tion. Had he been an Italian bird, Ovid would have had a
plaintive tale to tell about him. He is so familiar as often
to pursue a fly through the open window into my library.

There is something inexpressibly dear to me in these old
friendships of a lifetime. There is scarce a tree of mine but
has had, at some time or other, a happy homestead among
its boughs, to which I cannot say,

¢ Many light hearts and wings,
Which now be dead, lodged in thy living bowers.”

My walk under the pines would lose half its summer charm
were I to miss that shy anchorite, the Wilson’s thrush, nor
hear in haying-time the metallic ring of his song, that
justifies his rustic name of scythe-whet. I protect my game
as jealously as an English squire. If anybody had oologized
a certain cuckoo’s nest I know of (I have a pair in my
garden every year), it would have left me a sore place in
my mind for weeks. I love to bring these aborigines back
to the mansuetude they showed to the early voyagers, and
before (forgive the involuntary pun) they had grown
accustomed to man and knew his savage ways. And they
repay your kindness with a sweet familiarity too delicate ever
to breed contempt. I have made a Penn-treaty with them,
preferring that to the Puritan way with the natives, which
converted them to a little Hebraism and a great deal of
Medford rum. If they will not come near enough to me
(as most of them will), I bring them close with an opera-
glass—a much better weapon than a gun. I would not, if
I could, convert them from their pretty pagan ways. The
only ones I sometimes have savage doubts about is the red
squirrel. I think he oologizes. I know he eats cherries
(we counted five of them at one time in a single tree, the
stones pattering down like the sparse hail that preludes a
storm), and that he gnaws off the small end of pears to get
at the seeds. He steals the corn from under the noses of
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my poultry. But what would you have? He wiil come
down upon the limb of the trec I am lying under till he is
within a yard of me. He and his mate will scurry up and
down the great bLlack-walnut for my diversion, chattering
hike monkeys. Can I sign his dcath-warrant who has
tolerated me about his grounds so long? Not I. Let them
steal, and welcome. I am sure I should, had I had the
same bringing up and the same temptation. As for the
birds, T do not believe there is one of them but does more
good than harm; and of how many featherless bipeds can
this be said ?

4 GO0OD WORD FOR WINTER.

“MeN scarcely know how beautiful fire is,” says Shelley ;
and I am apt to think there are a good many other things
concerning which their knowledge might be largely increased
without becoming burdensome. Nor are they altogether
reluctant to be taught—not so reluctant, perhaps, as unable
—and education is sure to find one fulerum ready to her
hand by which to get a purchase on them. For most of us,
I have noticed, are not without an amiable willingness to
assist at any spectacle or entertainment (loosely so called)
for which no fee is charged at the door. If special tickets
are sent us, another element of pleasure is added in a sense
of privilege and pre-eminence (pitiably scarce in a demo-
cracy), so deeply rooted in human nature that I have seen
people take a strange satisfaction in being near of kin to
the mute chief personage in a funeral. It gave them a
moment’s advantage over the rest of us whose grief was
rated at a lower place in the procession. But the words
“admission free” at the bottom of a handbill, though
holding out no bait of inequality, have yet a singular charm
for many minds, especially in the country. There is some-
thing touching in the constancy with which men attend
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free lectures, and in the honest patience with which they
listen to them. He who pays may yawn and shift testily
in his seat, or even go out with an awful reverberation of
criticism, for he has bought the right to do any or all
of these and paid for it. DBut gratuitous hearers are
angsthetised to suffering by a sense of virtue. They are
performing perhaps the noblest, as it is one of the most
difficult, of human functions in getting Sowmething (no
matter how small) for Nothing They are not pestered by
the awful duty of securing their moncy’s worth. They are
wasting time, to do which elegantly and without lassitude
is the highest achievement of civilisation. If they are
cheated, it is, at worst, only of a superfluous hour which was
rotting on their hands. Not only is mere amusement made
more piquant, but instruction more palatable, by this
universally relished sauce of gratuity. And if the philo-
sophic observer finds an object of agrecable contemplation
in the audience, as they listen to a discourse on the
probability of making missionaries go down better with the
Fecjee-Islanders by balancing the hymn-book in one pocket
with a bottle of Worcestershire in the other, or to a plea
for arming the female gorilla with the ballot, he also takes
a friendly interest in the lecturer, and admires the wise
economy of Naturc who thus contrives an ample field of
honest labour for her bores. Even when the insidious hat
is passed round after one of these eleemosynary feasts, the
relish is but heightened by a conscientious refusal to disturb
the satisfaction’s completeness with the rattle of a single
contributory penny. So firmly persuaded am I of this
gratis-instinet in our common humanty, that I believe I
could fill a house by advertising a free lecture on Tupper
considered as a philosophic poet, or on my personal recol-
lections of the lage James K. Polk. This being so, I have
sometimes wondered that the peep-shows which Nature
provides with such endless variety for her children, and to
which we are admitted on the barc condition of having
eyes, should be so generally neglected. To be sure, eyes are
not so common as people think, or poets would be plentier,
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and perhaps also these exhibitions of hers are cheapened in
estimation by the fact that in enjoying them we are not
getting the better of anybody else. Your true lovers of
nature, however, contrive to get even this solace; and
Wordsworth, looking upon mountains as his own peculiar
sweethearts, was jealous of anybody else who ventured
upon even the most innocent flirtation with them, As if
such fellows, indeed, could pretend to that nicer sense
of what-d’ye-call-it which was so remarkable in him!
Marry come up! Mountains, no doubt, may inspire a
profounder and more exclusive passion, but on the whole
I am not sorry to have been born and bred among more
domestic scenes, where I can be hospitable without a pang.
I am going to ask you presently to take pot-luck with me at
. a board where Winter shall supply W%M there is of
cheer.

I think the old fellow has hitherto had scant justice done
him in the main, We make him the symbol of old age or
death, and think we have settled the matter. As if old
age were never kindly as well as frosty ; as if it had no
reverend graces of its own as good in their way as the
noisy impertinence of childhood, the elbowing self-conceit
of youth, or the pompous mediocrity of middle life. As if
there were anything discreditable in death, or nobody
had ever longed for it! Suppose we grant that Winter
is the sleep of the year, what then? I take it upon me
to say that his dreams are finer than the best reality of
his waking rivals.

¢ Sleep, Silence’ child, the father of soft Rest,”

is a very agreeable acquaintance, and most of us are
better employed in his company than anywhere else. For
my own part, I think Winter a pretty wide-awake old
boy, and his bluff sincerity and hearty ways are more
congenial to my mood, and more wholesome for me,
than any charms of which his rivals are capable.
Spring is a fickle mistress, who either does not know
her own mind, or is so long in making it up, whether
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you shall have her or not have her, that one gets tired
at last of her pretty miifs and reconciliations. You go
to her to be cheered up a bit, and ten to one catch her in
the sulks, expecting you to find enough good humour for
Loth.  After she has become Mrs. Summer she grows a
little more staid in her demeanour, and her abundant table,
where you are sure to get the earliest fruits and vegetables
of the season, is a good foundation for steady friendship ;
but she ha¢ lost that delicious aroma of maidenhood, and
what was delicately rounded grace in the girl gives more
than hints of something like redundance in the matron.
Autumn is the poet of the family. He gets you up a
splendour that you would say was made out of real sunset;
but it is nothing more than a few hectic leaves, when all is
done. He is but a sentimentalist, after all; a kind of
Lamartine whining along the ancestral avenues he has made
bare timber of, and begging a contribution of good spirits
from your own savings to keep him in countenance. But
Winter has his delicate sensibilities too, only he does not
make them as good as indelicate by thrusting them forever
in your face. He is a better poet than Autumn, when he
has a mind, but, like a truly great one as he is, he brings
you down to your bare manhood, and bids you understand
him out of that, with no adventitious helps of association,
or he will none of you. He does not touch those melancholy
chords on which Autumn is as great a master as Heine.
Well, is there no such thing as thrumming on them and
maundering over them till they get out of tune, and you
wish some manly hand would crash through them and leave
them dangling brokenly for ever? Take Winter as you
find him, and he turns out to be a thoroughly honest fellow,
with no nonsense in him, and tolerating none in you, which
is a great comfort in the long run. He is not what they
call a genial critic, but bring a real man along with you,
and you will find there is a crabbed generosity about the
old cynic that you would not exchange for all the creamy
concessions of Autumn.  “Season of mists and mellow
fruitfulness,” quotha? That’s just it; Winter soon blows
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your head clear of fog and makes you see things as they are.
I thank him for it! The truth is, between ourselves, I
have a very good opinion of the whole family, who always
welcome me without making me feel as if I were too much
of a poor relation. There ought to be some kind of distance,
never so little, you know, to give the true relish. They are
as good company, the worst of them, as any I know, and I
am not a little flattered hy a condescension from any one of
them ; but I happen to hold Winter’s retainer this time,
and, like an honest advocate, am bound to make as good a
showing as I can for him, even if it cost a few slurs upon
the rest of the household. Morcover, Winter is coming,
and one would like to get on the blind side of him.

The love of Nature in and for herself, or as a mirror for
the moods of the mind, is a modern thing. The fleeing to
her as an escape from man was brought into fashion by
Rousseau ; for his prototype Petrarch, though he had a
taste for pretty scenery, had a true antique horror for the
grander aspects of nature. He got once to the tnp of
Mount Ventoux, but it is very phm that he did not enjoy
it. Indeecd, it is only within a century or so that the search
after the plcturesque has been a safe employment. It is not
50 even now in Greece or Southern Italy. Where the Anglo-
Saxon carves his cold fowl, and leaves the rehs of his picnic,
the ancient or medizval man might be pretty confident
that some ruffian would try the edge of his knife on a
chicken of the Platonic sort, and leave more precious bones
as an offering to the genius of the place. The ancients were
certainly more social than we, though that, perhaps, was
natural enough, when a good part of the world was still
covered with forest. They huddled together in cities as
well for safety as to keep their minds warm. The Romans.
had a fondness for country life, but they had fine roads, and
Rome was always within easy reach. The aushor of the
Book of Job is the earlicst T know of who showed any
profound sense of the moral meaning of the outward world ;
and I think none has approached him since, though
Wordsworth comes nearest with the first two books of the
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“Prelude.”  But their feeling is not precisely of the kind I
speak of as modern, and which gave risc to what is called
descriptive poetry. Chaucer opens his Clerk’s Tale with a
bit of landscape admirable for its large style, and as well
composed as any Claude.

““ There is nght at the west end of Itaille,
Down at the root of Vesulus the cold,
A lusty plain abundant of vitaille,
Where many a tower and town thou mayst behold,
That founded were 1 time of fathers old,
And many an other délectable sight ;
And Saluces this noble country hight.”

What an airy precision of touch there 1s here, and what
a surc eyc for the points of character in landscape! But
the picture is altogether subsidiary. No doubt the works
of Salvator Rosa and Gaspar Poussin show that there must
have been some amateur taste for the grand and terrible in
scenery ; but the British poet Thomson (*‘ sweet-souled " is
Wordsworth’s apt word) was the first to do with words
what they had done partially with colours. He was turgid,
no good metrist, and his English is like a translation from
one of those poets who wrote in Latin after it was dead ;
but he was a man of sincere genius, and not only English,
but European hiterature is largely in his debt,d He was the
inventor of cheap amuscment for the million, to be had of
All-out-doors for the asking. Tt was his impulse which uncon-
sciously gave direction to Rousseau, and it is to the school
of Jean Jacques that we owe St. Pierre, Cowper, Chiteau-
briand, Wordsworth, Byron, Lamartine, George Sand,
Ruskin-—the great painters of ideal landscape.

So long as men had slender means, whether of keeping
out cold or checkmating it with artificial heat, Winter was
an unwelcome guest, especially in the country. There he
was the bearer of a lettre de cachet, which shut its victims
in solitary confinement with few resources but to Loose
round the fire and repeat ghost-stories, which had lost
all their freshness and none of their terror. To go to bed
was to lie awake of cold, with an added shudder of fright
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whenever a loose casement or a waving curtain chose to
give you the goose-flesh. Bussy Rabutin, in one of his
letters, gives us a notion how uncomfortable it was in the
country, with green wood, smoky chimneys, and doors and
windows that thought it was their duty to make the wind
whistle, not to keep it out. With fuel so dear, it could not
have been much better m the city, to judge by Ménage's
warning against the danger of our dressing-gowns taking
fire, while we cuddle too closely over the sparing blaze.
The poet of Winter himself is said to have written in bed,
with his hand through a hole in the blanket ; and we may
suspect that it was the warmth quite as much as the
company that first drew men together at the coffee-house.
Coleridge, in January 1800, writes to Wedgewood : “I am
sitting by a fire in a rug greatcoat. . . . It is most barbar-
ously cold, and you, I fear, can shield yourself from it only
by perpetual imprisonment.” This thermometrical view of
winter is, I grant, a depressing one; for I think there is
nothing so demoralising as cold. I know of a boy who,
when his father, a bitter economist, was brought home
dead, said only, “Now we can burn as much wood as we
like.” T would not ofi-hand prophesy the gallows for that
boy. I remember with a shudder a pinch I got from the
cold once in a railroad-car. A born fanatic of fresh air,
I found myself glad to see the windows hermetically sealed
by the freezing vapour of our breath, and plotted the
assassination of the conductor every time he opened the
door. I felt myself sensibly barbarising, and would have
shared Colonel Jack’s bed in the ash-hole of the glass-
furnace with a grateful heart. Since then I have had more
charity for the prevailing ill-opinion of winter. It was
natural enough that Ovid should measure the years of his
exile in Pontus by the number of winters.

¢ Ut sumus in Ponto, ter frigore constitit Ister,
Facta est Euxmni duia ter unda maris : ”

““ Thrice hath the cold bound Ister fast, since I
In Pontus was, thrice Euxine’s wave made hard.”
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Jubinal has printed an Anglo-Norman piece of doggerel in
which Winter and Summer dispute which is the better
man, It is not without a kind of rough and inchoate
humour, and I Iike it because old Whitebeard gets tolerably
fair play. The jolly old fellow boasts of his rate of living,
with that contempt of poverty wineh is the weak spot in
the burly English nature.

¢ Ja Dieu ne place que me avyenge
Que ne face plus honour
Kt plus despenz en un soul jour
Que vus en tote vostie vie:”

“ Now God forbid 1t hap to me
That I make not more great display,
And spend more in a single day
Than you can do 1n all your hfe ”

The best touch, perhaps, is Winter’s claim for credit as a
mender of the highways, which was not without point when
cvery road in Europe was a quagmire during a good part of
the year unless it was bottomed on some remains of Roman
engincering.
“Jesu, fet-1l, seignur et mestre
Lt & bon droit le dey estie,

(Quant de la bowe face caucé
Par un petat de geelé.”

¢ Master and lord I am, says he,
And of good nght so ought to be,
Since I make canseys, safely cirost,
Of mud, with just a pinch of frost ™

But there is no recogmtion of Winter as the best of out-door
company.

Even Emerson, an open-air man, and a bringer of it, if
ever any, confesscs,

““The frost-king tics my fumbling feet,
Sings in my car, my hands are stoncs,
Curdles the blood to the marble bones,
Tugs at the heartstiings, numbs the sense,
Aud hems 1 hfe with narrowing tence.”
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Winter was literally “the inverted year,” as Thomson
called him ; for such entertamnments as could be had must
be got within doors. What cheerfulness there was in
brumal verse was that of Horace’s dwsolve frigus ligna
super foco large reponens, so pleasantly associated with the
cleverest scene in Roderick Random. This is the tone of
that poem of Walton’s friend Cotton, which won the praise

of Wordsworth :—
*“ Let us home,
Our mortal enemy 15 come ;
Winter and all ns blustering tiamn
Have made a voyage o’er the main,

Fly, fly, the foe advances fast,

Into our fortiess let us haste,

Where all the 10aters of the notth
Can nerther storm nor starve us forth,

There underground a magazine
Of sovereign juice 1s cellared in,
Liquor that will the siege maintain
Should Phoebus ne'er return again.

Whilst we together jovial sit

Careless, and crowned with mirth and wit,
Where, though bleak winds confine us home,
Our fancies round the world shall roam.”

Thomson’s view of Winter is also, on the whole, a hostile
one, though he does justice to his grandeur.

¢“ Thus Winter falls,
A heavy gloom oppressive o’cr the world,
Through Nature shedding influcnce malign.”

ITe finds his consolations, like Cotton, in the house, though

more refined :—

““ While without
The ceaseless winds blow ice, be my retreat
Between the groaning forest and the shore
Beat by the boundless multitude of waves,
A rural, sheltered, solitaiy scene,
Where ruddy fire and beaming tapers join
To cheer the gloom. There studious i’et mo sit
And hold high converse with the mighty dead.’
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Doctor Akenside, a man to be spoken of with respect,
follows Thomson. With him, too, “ Winter desolates the
year,” and

¢ 1Tow pleasing wears the wintry mght
Spent with the old 1llustrious dead !
While by the taper’s trembling heht
1 seem those awtul scenes to treal
Where chiefs o1 legislators lie,” ete.

Akenside had evidently been reading Thomson. He had
the conceptions of a great poet with less faculty than many
a little one, and is one of those versifiers of whom it is
enough to say that we are always willing to break him off
in the middle with an etc., well knowing that what follows
is but the coming-round again of what went before, march-
ing in a circle with the cheap numerosity of a stage-army.
In truth, it is no wonder that the short days of that cloudy
northern climate should have added to winter a gloom
borrowed of the mind. We hardly know, till we have
experienced the contrast, how sensibly our winter is
alleviated by the longer daylight and the pellucid atmos-
phere. I once spent a winter in Dresden, a southern
climat: compared with England, and really almost lost my
respect. for the sun when I saw him groping among the
chimn y-pots opposite my windows as he described his
impoverished arc in the sky. The enforced seclusion of the
season makes it the time for serious study and occupations
that demand fixed incomes of unbroken time. This is why
Milton said ““ that his vein never happily flowed but from
the autumnal equinox to the vernal,” though in his
twentieth year he had written, on the return of spring,—

¢ Fallor? an et nobis redeunt in carmina vires
Ingeniumque mihn munere veris adest ?

““Frr I? or do the powers of song return
To me, and genius too, the gilts of Spring ?”

Gocthe, so far as I remember, was the first to notice the
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cheerfulness of snow in sunshine. His Harz-reise im Winter
gives no hint of it, for that is a diluted reminiscence of
Greek tragic choruses and the Book of Job in nearly equal
parts. In one of the singularly interesting and character-
istic letters to Frau von Stein, however, written during the
journey, he says: “Itis beautiful indeed ; the mist heaps
itself together in light snow-clouds, the sun looks through,
and the snow over ecverything gives back a feeling of
gaiety.” But I find in Cowper the first recognition of a
general amiability in Winter. The gentleness of his
temper, and the wide charity of his sympathies, made it
natural for him to find good in everything except the
human heart. A dreadful creed distilled from the darkest
mowents of dyspeptic solitaries compelled him against his
will to see in that the one evil thing made by a God whose
goodness is over all His works. Cowper’s two walks in the
morning and noon of a winter’s day are delightful, so long
as he contrives to let himself be happy in the graciousness
of the landscape. Your muscles grow springy, and your
lungs dilate with the crisp air as you walk along with him,
You laugh with him at the grotesque shadow of your legs
lengthened across the snow by the just-risen sun. I know
nothing that gives a purer feeling of out-door exhilaration
than the casy verses of this escaped hypochondriac. But
Cowper also preferred his sheltered garden-walk to those
robuster joys, and bitterly acknowledged the depressing
influcnce of the darkened ycar. In December 1780 he
writes : “ At this season of the year, and in this gloomy,
uncomfortable climate, it is no easy matter for the owner of
a mind like mine to divert it from sad subjects, and to fix
it upon such as may administer to its amusement.” Or was
it because he was writing to the dreadful Newton? Perhaps
his poetry bears truer witness to his habitual feeling, for it
is only there that poets disenthral themselves of their
reserve and become fully possessed of their greatest charm
—the power of being franker than other men. 1ln the
Third Book of ““The Task” he boldly aftirms his preference
of the country to the city even in winter :—
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‘¢ Dut are not wholesome airs, though unperfumed
By roses, and clear suns, though scarce%y felt,
And groves, 1f inharmonious, yet secure
Itom clamour, and whose very silence charms,
To be prefenied to smoke ? . . .

They would be, were not madness in the head
And folly 1n the heart ; were Iingland now
What England was, plain, hospitable, kind,
And undebauched.”

The conclusion shows, however, that he was thinking
mainly of fireside delights, not of the blusterous companion-
ship of nature. This appears even more clearly in the
Fourth DBook :—

‘O Winter, ruler of the inverted year ;"

but I cannot help interrupting him to say how pleasant it
always is to track poets through the gardens of their pre-
decessors and find out their likings by a flower snapped off
here and there to garnish their own nosegays. Cowper had
been reading Thomson, and “the inverted year” pleased
his fancy with its suggestion of that starry wheel of the
zodiac moving round through its spaces infinite. He
could not help loving a handy Latinism (especially with
elision beauty added) any more than Gray, any more
than Wordsworth—on the sly. But the member for Olney
has the floor :—

* O Winter, ruler of the inverted year,
Thy seattered hair with sleet-like ashes filled,
Thy breath congealed upon thy lips, thy cheeks
Fuinged with a beard made white with other snows
Than those of age, thy forchead wrapt in clouds,
A leafless branch thy sceptre, and thy throne
A shding car, indebted to no wheels,
But urged by storms along 1ts shippery way,
1 love thee all unlovely as thou scem’st,
And dreaded as thou art ! Thou hold'st the sun
A prisoner 1n the yet undawning east,
Shorteming his journey between morn and noon,
And huirying ham, impatient of his stay,
Down to the rosy west, but kindly still
Compensating his loss with added hours
Of social converse and instructive ease,
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And gathering at shott notice, in one group,
The family dispersed, and fixing thought,
Not less dispeised by dayhight and its cares.
I crown thee king of intimate delights,
Fireside enjoyments, homeborn happness,
And all the comforts that the lowly rool

Ot undistutbed Retirement, and the hous
Of long uninterrupted cvening know.”

I call this a good Zuman it of wnting, imaginative, too
—not so flushed, not so . . . hghfaluting (let me dare the
odious word !) as the modern style since poets have got
hold of a theory that imagination is common-sense
turned inside out, and not common-sense sublimed—
but wholesome, masculine, and strong in the simplicity
of a mind wholly occupied with its theme. To me Cowper
is still the best of our descriptive poets for every-day wear.
And what unobtrusive skill he has! How he heightens,
for example, your sense of winter-evening seclusion,
by the twanging horn of the postman on the bridge! That
horn has rung 1n my ears ever since I first heard it, during
the consulate of the second Adams. Wordsworth strikes a
deeper note ; but does it not sometimes come over one (just
the least in the world) that one would give anything for a
bit of nature pure and simple, without quite so strong a
flavour of W. W. 1 W. W. is, of course, sublime and all
that—but ! For my part, I will make a clean breast of it,
and confess that I cannot look at a mountain without
fancying the late laureate’s gigantic Roman nose thrust
between me and it, and thinking of Dean Swift's profane
version of Romanos rerum dominos into Roman mnose/ a
rare un/! dom your nose/ But do I judge verses, then, by
the impression made on me by the man who wrote them ?
Not so fast, my good friend, but, for good or evil, the
character and its intellectual product are inextricably
interfused.

If T remember aright, Wordsworth himself (cxcept in his
magnificent skating scene in the * Prelude”) has not much
to say for winter out of doors. I cannot recall any picture
by kim of a snow-storm. The reason may possibly be that

131
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in the Lake Country even the winter storms bring rain
rather than snow. [Te was thankful for the Christmas
visits of Crabh Robinson, because they “helped him through
the winter.” TMis only hcarty praise of winter is when, as
Géncral Février, he defeats the French :—
‘“ Humanity, delighting to behold

A fond reflection of her own decay,

Hath painted Winter hike a traveller old,

Piopped on a staff, and, through the sullen day,

In hooded mantle, hmping o’er the plain

As though his weakness were disturbed by pain:

Or, if a juster fancy should allow

An undisputed symbol of command,

The chosen sceptre 1s a withered bough

Infirmly grasped within a withered hand.

These emblems suit the helpless and forlorn ;

But mighty Winter the device shall scorn.”

The Scottish poet Grahame, in his ¢ Sabbath,” says
manfully :—
‘“Now is the time
To visit Nature 1n her grand attire ;”
and he has one little picture which no other poet has
surpassed :—
* High-ridged the whuled dnft has almost reached
The powdered keystone of the churchyard porch :
Mute hangs the hooded bell ; the tombs lie buried.”
Even in our own climate, where the sun shows his winter
faoe as long and as brightly as in central Italy, the seduction
of the chimney-corner is apt to predominate in the mind
over the severer satisfactions of muffled fields and penitential
woods. The very title of Whittier’s delightful ¢ Snow-
Bound ” shows what %e was thinking of, though he does not
vapour a little about digging out paths. 'The verses of
Emerson, perfect as a Greek fragment (despite the archaism
of a dissyllabic fire), which he has chosen for his epigraph,
tell us too how the

** Housemates sit
Around the radiant fireplace, enclosed
In a tumultuous privacy of storm.”
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They are all in a tale. It is always the ¢ristis Hiems of
Virgil. Catch one of them having a kind word for old
Barbe Fleurie, unless he whines through some cranny, like
a beggar, to heighten their enjoyment while they toast their
slippered toes. I grant there is a keen relish of contrast
about the bickering flame as it gives an emphasis beyond
Gherardo della Notte to loved faces, or kindles the gloomy
gold of volumes scarce less friendly, especially when a
tempest i blundering round the house. Wordsworth has a
tine touch that brings home to us the comfortable contrast
of without and within, during a storm at night, and the
passage is highly characteristic of a poet whose inspiration
always has an undertone of bourgeois :—

¢ How touching, when, at midnight, sweep
Snow-muffled winds, and all is dark,
To hear,—and sink again to sleep !”

J. H., one of those choice poets who will not tarnish their
bright fancies by publication, always insists on a snow-storm
as essential to the true atmosphere of whist. Mrs. Battles,
in her famous rule for the game, implies winter, and would
doubtless have added tempest, if it could be had for the
asking. For a good solid read also, into the small hours,
there is nothing like that sense of safety against having
your evening laid waste, which Euroclydon brings, as he
bellows down the chimney, making your fire gasp, or rustles
snow flakes against the pane with a sound more soothing
than silence. Emerson, as he is apt to do, not only hit the
nail on the head, but drove it home, in that last phrase of
the ¢ tumultuous privacy.”

But I would exchange this, and give something to boot,
for the privilege of walking out into the vast blur of a
north-north-east snow-storm, and getting a strong draught
on the furnace within, by drawing the first furrows through
its sandy drifts. I love those

* Noontide twilights which snow makes
With tempest of the blinding flakes,”
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If the wind veer too much toward the east, you get the
heavy snow that gives a true Alpine slope to the boughs of
your evergreens, and traces a skeleton of your clms in white;
but you must have plenty of north in your gale if you want
those driving nettles of frost that sting the cheeks to a
crimson manlicr than that of fire. Durm« the great storm
of two winters ago, the most robustious periwig-pated fellow
of late years, I waded and floundered a couple of miles
through the whispering night, and brought home that
feeling of expansion wo have after being in good company.
“QGreat things doeth He which we cannot comprehend ; for
He saith to the snow, ‘Be thou on the earth.””

There is admirable snow scenery in Judd’s “ Margaret,”
but some one has confiscated my copy of that admirable
boak, and, perhaps, Homer’s picture of a snow-storm is the
best yet in its large simplicity :—

‘¢ And as in winter-time, when Jove his cold sharp javeling throws
Amongst us mortals, and 15 moved to white the earth with snows,
The winds asleep, he freely pours till highest prominents,

Hill-tops, low meadows, and the ficlds that crown with most contents-

The toils of men, seaports and shores, are hid, and every place,
But floods, that fair snow’s tender flakes, as their own brood, embiace,”

Chapman, after all, though he makes very free with him,
comes nearer Homer than anybody else. There is nothing
in the original of that fair snow’s tender flakes, but neither
Pope nor Cowper could get out of their heads the Psalmist’s
tender phrase, “ He giveth his snow like wool,” for which
also Homer affords no hint. Pope talks of *dissolving
fleeces,” and Cowper of a ‘“fleecy mantle.” But David is
nobly simple, while Pope is simply nonsensical, and Cowper
pretty. If they must have prettiness, Martial would have
supplied them with it in his

¢“Densum tacitarum vellus aquarum,”

which is too pretty, though I fear it would have pleased
Dr. Donne. Eustathius of Thessalonica called snow vSwp
éplwdep, woolly water, which a poor old French poet, Godeau,
has amplified into this :—
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** Lorsque la froidure inhumaine
De leur verd ornement depowille les foréts
Sous une neige épaisse 1l couvre les guéiets,
Et la neige a pour eux la chaleur de la lame.”

In this, as'in Pope’s version of the passage in Homer, there
is, at least, a sort of suggestion of snow-storm in the blind-
ing drift of words. But, on the whole, if one would know
what snow is, 1 should advise him not to hunt up what the
poets have said about it, but to look at the sweet miracle
itself.

The preludings of Winter arc as beautiful as those of
Spring. In a grey December day, when, as the farmers
say, it is too cold to snow, his numbed fingers will let fall
doubtfully a few star-shaped flakes, the snowdrops and
anemones that harbinger his more assured reign. Now,
and now only, may be seen, heaped on the horizon’s eastern
edge, those ‘“blue clouds” from forth which Shakespears
says that Mars “doth pluck the masoned turrets.” Some-
times also, when the sun is low, you will see a single cloud
tralling a flurry of snow along the southern hills in a
wavering fringe of purple. And when at last the real
snow-storm comes, it leaves the earth with a virginal look
on it that no other of the seasons can rival, compared with
which, indeed, they seem soiled and vulgar.

And what is there in nature so beautiful as the next
morning after such confusion of the elements? Night has
no silence like this of busy day. All the batteries of noise
are spiked. We see the movement of life as a deaf man
sees it, a mere wraith of the clamorous existence that
inflicts itself on our ears when the ground is bare. The
earth is clothed in innocence as a garment. Every wound
of the landscape is healed; whatever was stuf has been
sweetly rounded as the hreasts of Aphrodite; what was
unsightly has been covered gently with a soft splendour, as
1f, Cowley would have said, Nature had cleverly let fall her
handkerchief to hide it. If the virgin (¥Nétre Dame de la
neige) were to come back, here is an earth that would not
bruise her foot nor stain it It is
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““ The fanned snow
That’s bolted by the northern blasts twice o'er,” —

* Soffiata e stretta dai vent1 Schiavi,
Winnowed and packed by the Sclavonian winds,”—

packed so hard sometimes on hill-slopes that it will bear
your weight. What grace is in all the curves, as if every
one of them had been swept by that inspired thumb of
Phidias’s journeyman.

Poets have fancied the footprints of the wind in those
light ripples that sometimes scurry across smooth water
with a sudden blur. But on this gleaming hush the aerial
deluge has left plain marks of its course; and in gullies
through which it rushed torrent-like, the eye finds its bed
irregularly scooped like that of a brook in hard beach-sand,
or, in more sheltered spots, traced with outlines like those
left by the sliding edges of the surf upon the shore. The
air, after all, is only an infinitely thinner kind of water,
such as I suppose we shall have to drink when the state
does her whole duty as a moral reformer. Nor is the wind
the only thing whose trail you will notice on this sensitive
surface. You will find that you have more neighbours and
night visitors than you dreamed of. Here is the dainty
footprint of a cat; here a dog has looked in on you like an
amateur watchman to see if all is right, slumping clumsily
about in the mealy treachery. And look ! before you were
up in the morning, though you were a punctual courtier at
the sun’s levee, here has been a squirrel zigzagging to and
fro like a hound gathering the scent, and some tiny bird
searching for unimaginable food, perhaps for the tinier
creature, whatever it is, that drew this slender continuous
trail like those made on the wet beach by light borderers of
the sea. The earliest autographs were as frail as these.
Poseidon traced his lines, or giant birds made their mark,
on pre-Adamite sea-margins ; and the thunder-gust left the
tear-stains of its sudden passion there; nay, we have the
signatures of delicatest fern-leaves on the soft ooze of zons
that dozed away their dreamless leisure before consciousness
came upon the earth with man. Some whim of nature
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locked them fast in stone for us after-thoughts of creation.
Which of us shall leave a footprint as imperishable as that
of the ornithorhyncus, or much more so than that of these
Bedouins of the snow-desert? Perhaps it was only because
the ripple and the rain-drop and the bird were not thinking
of themselves, that they had such luck. The chances of
immortality depend very much on that. How often have
we not seen poor mortals, dupes of a season’s notoriety,
carving their names on seeming-solid rock of merest beach-
sand, whose feeble hold on memory shall be washed away
by the next wave of fickle opinion! Well, well, Lonest
Jacques, there are better things to be found in the snow
than sermons.

The snow that falls damp comes commonly in larger
flakes from windless skies, and is the prettiest of all to
watch from under cover. This is the kind Homer had in
mind; and Dante, who had never read him, compares the
dilatate falde, the flaring flakes, of his fiery rain, to those of
snow among the mountains without wind. This sort of
snowfall has no fight in it, and does not challenge you to a
wrestle like that which drives well from the northward,
with all moisture thoroughly winnowed out of it by the
frosty wind. Burns, who was more out of doors than most
poets, and whose bare-foot Muse got the colour in her cheeks
by vigorous exercise in all weathers, was thinking of this
drier deluge when he speaks of the ¢ whirling drift,” and
tells how—-

¢ Chanticleer
Shook off the pouthery snaw.”

But the damper and more deliberate falls have a choice
knack at draping the trees ; and about eaves of stone walls
—wherever, indeed, the evaporation is rapid, and it finds a
chance to cling—it will build itself out in curves of
wonderful beauty. I have seen one of these dumb waves,
thus caught in the act of breaking, curl four feet beyond
the edge of my roof and hang there for days, as if Nature
were too well pleased with her work to let it crumble from
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its exquisite pause. After such a storm, if you are lucky
enough to have even a sluggish ditch for a neighbour, be
sure to pay it a visit. You will find its banks corniced
with what secems to be precipitated light, and the dark
current down below gleams as if with an inward lustre.
Dull of motion as it is, you never saw water that seemed
alive before. Tt has a brightness like that of the eyes of
some smaller animals, which gives assurance of life, but of
a life foreign and unintelligible.

A damp snow-storm often turns to rain, and, in our
freakish climate, the wind will whisk sometimes into the
north-west, so suddenly as to plate all the trees with crystal
before it has swept the sky clear of its last cobweb of cloud.
Ambrose Philips, in a poetical epistle from Copenhagen to
the Earl of Dorset, describes this strange confectionery of
Nature,—for such, I am half ashamed to say, it always
seems to me, recalling the “glorified sugar-candy ” of Lamb’s
first night at the theatre. It has an artificial air, altogether
beneath the grand artist of the atmosphere, and besides
does too much mischief to the trees for a philodendrist to
take unmixed pleasure in it. Perhaps it deserves a poet
like Philips, who really loved Nature, and yet liked her to
be mighty fine, as Pepys would say, with a heightening of
powder and rouge :—

¢ And yet but lately have I seen e’en here
The winter in a lovely dress appear.
Ere yet the clouds let fall the tieasured snow,
Or winds begun through hazy skies to blow,
At evening a keen eastern breeze arose,
And the descending 1ain unsullied froze.
Soon as the silent shades of mght withdrew,
The ruddy noon disclosed at once to view
The face of Nature in a 11ch disguise,
And brightened every object to my eyes ;
For every shrub, and every blade of grass,
And every pointed thoin, seemed wrought in glass ;
In peatls and rubies rich the hawthorns show,
And through the 1ce the crimson berries glow ;
The thick-sprung reeds, which watery marshes yield,
Secm polished lances in a hostile field ;
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The stag in limpid currents with surprise

Sees crystal branches on his forehead rise :

The spreading oak, the beech, the towering pine,
Glazed over in the freczing ether shine ;

The frighted buds the ratthing branches shun,
Which wave and glitter 1n the distant sun,
‘When, if a sudden gust of wind anse,

The brittle forest into atoms fles,

The crackling wood beneath the tempest bends,
And in o spangled shower the prospect ends.”

Tt is not uninstructive to see how tolerable Ambrose is, so
long as he sticks manfully to what he really saw. The
moment he undertakes to improve on Nature he sinks into
the mere court poet, and we surrender hium to the jealousy
of Pope without a sigh. His “rattling branches” and
“crackling forest” are good, as truth always is, after a
fashion ; but what shall we say of that dreadful stag which,
there is little doubt, he valued above all the rest, because it
was purely his own !

The damper snow tempts the amateur architect and
sculptor. His Pentelicus has been brought to his very
door, and if there are boys to be had (whose company beats
all other recipes for prolonging life), a middle-aged Master
of the Works will knock the years off his account and
make the family Bible seem a dealer in foolish fables, by a
few hours given heartily to this business. TFirst comes the
Sisyphean toil of rolling the clammy balls till they refuse
to budge farther. Then, if you would play tho statuary,
they are piled one upon the other to the proper height ; or
if your aim be masonry, whether of house or fort, they
must be squared and beaten solid with the shovel. The
material is capable of very pretty effects, and your young
companions meanwhile are unconsciously learning lessons
in msthetics. From the feeling of satisfaction with which
one squats on the damp floor of his extemporised dwelling,
I have been led to think that the backwoodsman must gev
a sweeter savour of self-reliance from the house his own
hands have built than Bramante or Sansovino could ever
give. Perhaps the fort is the best thing, for it calls out
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more masculine qualities and adds the cheer of battle with
that dumb artillery which gives pain enough to test pluck
without risk of serious hurt. Already, as [ write, it is
twenty odd years ago. The balls fly thick and fast. The
uncle defends the waist-high ramparts against a storm of
nephews, his breast plastered with decorations like another
Radetzky’s. IIow well I recall the indomitable good-
humour under fire of him who fell in the front at Ball's
Bluff, the silent pertinacity of the gentle scholar who got
his last hurt at Fair Oaks, the ardour in the charge of the
gallant gentleman who, with the death-wound in his side,
headed his brigade at Cedar Creek! How it all comes
back, and they never come! I cannot again be the Vauban
of fortresses in the innocent snow, but I shall never see
children moulding their clumsy giants in it without longing
to help. It was a pretty fancy of the young Vermont
sculptor to make his first essay in this evanescent material.
Was it a figure of Youth, I wonder? Would it not be well
if all artists could begin in stuff as perishable, to melt away
when the sun of prosperity began to shine, and leave
nothing behind but the gain of practised hands? It is
pleasant to fancy that Shakespeare served his apprentice-
ship at this trade, and owed to it that most pathetic of
despairing wishes,—

¢ 0O, that I were a mockery-king of snow,
Standing before the sun of Bolingbroke,
To melt myself away 1n water-drops !

I have spoken of the exquisite curves of snow surfaces,
Not less rare are the tints of which they are capable—the
faint blue of the hollows, for the shadows in snow are
always blue, and the tender rose of higher points, as you
stand with your back to the setting sun and look upward
across the soft rondure of a hill-side. I have seen within a
mile of home effects of colour as lovely as any iridescence
of the Silberhorn after sundown. Charles II., who never
said a foolish thing, gave the English climate the highest
praise when he said that it allowed you more hours out of
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doors than any other, and I think our winter muy fairly
make the same boast as compared with the rest of the year.
Its still mornings, with the thermometer near zero, put a
premium on walking. There is more sentiment in turf,
perhaps, and it is more elastic to the foot ; its silence, too,
is well-nigh as congenial with meditation as that of fallen
pi e tassel ; but for exhilaration there is nothing like a stiff
snow-crust that creaks like a cricket at every step, and com-
municates its own sparkle to the senses. The air you
drink is frappé, all its grosser particles precipitated, and
the dregs of your blood with them. A purer current
mounts to the brain, courscs sparkling through it, and
rinses it thoroughly of all dejected stuff. There is nothing
left to breed an exhalation of ill-humour or despondency,
They say that this rarefied atmosphere has lessened the
capacity of our lungs. Be it s0. Quart-pots are for mud-
dier liquor than nectar. To me, the city in winter is
infinitely dreary—the sharp street-corners have such a chill
in them, and the snow so soon loses its maidenhood to
become a mere drab—* doing shameful things,” as Steele
says of politicians, ‘ without being ashamed.” I pine for
the Quaker purity of my country landscape. I am speak-
ing, of course, of those winters that are not niggardly of
snow, as ours too often are, giving us a gravelly dust
instead. Nothing can be unsightlier that those piebald
fields where the coarse brown hide of Earth shows through
the holes of her ragged ermine. But even when there is
abundance of snow, I find as I grow older that there arc
not 80 many good crusts as there used to be. When I first
observed this, I rashly set it to the account of that general
degeneracy in nature (keeping pace with the same melan-
choly phenomenon in man) which forces itself upon the
attention and into the philosophy of middle life. But hap-
pening once to be weighed, it occurred to me that an arch
which would bear fifty pounds could hardly be blamed for
giving way under more than three times the weight. I
have sometimes thought that if theologians would remember
this in their arguments, and consider that the man may



44 A GOOD WORD FOR WINTER.

slump through, with no fault of his own, where the boy
would have skimmed the surface in safety, it would be
better for all parties. However, when you do get a crust
that will bear, and know any brooklet that runs down a
hill-side, be sure to go and take a look at him, especially if
your crust is due, as it commonly is, to a cold snap follow-
ing eagerly on a thaw. You will never find him so cheerful.
As he shrank away after the last thaw, he built for himself
the most exquisite caverns of ice to run through, if not
‘“ measureless to man” like those of Alph, the sacred river,
yet perhaps more pleasing for their narrowness than those
for their grandeur. 'What a cunning silversmith is Frost !
The rarest workmanship of Delhi or Genoa copies him but
clumsily, as if the fingers of all other artists were thumbs.
Fernwork and lacework and filagree in endless variety, and
under it all the water tinkles hke a distant guitar, or
drums hke a tambourine, or gurgles like the Tokay of an
anchorite’s dream. Beyond doubt there 1s a fairy proces-
sion marching along those frail arcades and translucent
corridors.

¢ Their oaten pipes blow wondrous shrill,
The hemlock small blow clear.”

And bark ! is that the ringing of Titania’s bridle, or the
bells of the wee, wee hawk that sits on Oberon’s wrist !
This wonder of Frost’s handiwork may be had every winter,
but he can do better than this, though I have scen it but
once in my life. There had been a thaw without wind or
rain, making the air fat with grey vapour. Towards sun-
down came that chill, the avant-courier of a north-westerly
gale. Then, though there was no perceptible current in the
atmosphere, the fog began to attach itself in frosty roots
and filaments to the southern side of every twig and grass-
stem. The very posts had poems traced upon them by this
dumb minstrel. Wherever the moist sceds found lodgment
grew an inch-deep moss fine as cobweb, a slender coral-reef,
argentine, delicate, as of some silent sea in the moon, such
as Agassiz dredges when he dreams, The frost, too, can
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wicld a delicate graver, and in fancy leaves Piranesi far
behind. He covers your window-pane with Alpine etchings,
as if in memory of that sanctuary where he finds shelter
even in midsummer.

Now look down from your hillside across the valley.
The trees are leafless, but this is the season to study their
anatomy, and did you ever notice before how much colour
there is in the twigs of many of them? And the smoke
from those chimneys is so blue, it scems like a feeder of the
sky into which it flows. Winter refines it, and gives it
agreeable associations. In summer it suggests cookery or
the drudgery of steam-engines, but now your fancy (if it
can forget for a moment the dreary usurpation of stoves)
traces it down to the fireside and the brightened faces of
children. Thoreau is the only poet who has fitly sung it.
The wood-cutter rises before day, and

““First in the dusky dawn he sends abroad
Hlis early scout, his emissary, smoke,
The earliest, latest pilgnm from his roof,
To feel the frosty air; . . .
And, while he crouches still beside the hearth,
Nor musters courage to unbar the door,
It has gone down the glen with the light wind
And o'er the plain unfurled 1ts venturous wreath,
Draped the tree-tops, loitered upon the hill,
And warmed the pinions of the early bird ;
And now, perchance, high in the crispy arr,
Has caught sight of the day o’er the earth's edge,
And greets its master’s eye at his low door
As some refulgent cloud 1n the upper sky.”

Here is very bad verse and very good imagination. He
had been reading Wordsworth, or he would not have made
tree-tops an iambus, In the Moretum of Virgil (or, if not
his, better than most of his) is a pretty picture of a peasant
kindling his winter-morning fire. He rises before dawn,

¢ Sollicitaque manu tenebras explorat inertes
Vestigatque focum lesus quem denique sensit.
Parvulus exusto remanebat stipite fumus,
Et cinis obducta celabat lumina prune.
Admovet his pronam submissa fronte lucernam,
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Et producit acu stupas humore carentes,
Excitat et crebiis languentem flatibus ignem ;
Tandem concepto tencbree fulgore recedunt,
Oppositaque manu lumen defendit ab aura.”

¢ With cautious hand he gropes the sluggish daik,
Tracking the heaith which, scorched, he feels erclong.
In burnt-out logs a slender smoke remained,
And raked-up ashes hid the cinders’ eyes ;
Stooping, to these the lamp outstretched he nears,
And, with a needle loosening the dry wick,
‘With frequent breath excites the langunid flame.
Before the gathering glow the shades recede,
And his bent hand the new-caught hght defends.”

Ovid heightens the picture by a single touch :—

*“ Ipse genu posito flammas exsuscitat aura,”
¢¢ Kneeling, his breath calls back to life the flames.”

If you walk down now into the woods, you may find a
robin or a blue-bird among the red-cedars, or a nuthatch
scaling deviously the trunk of some hardwood tree with an
eye as keen as that of a French soldier foraging for the pot-
aufeu of his mess. Perhaps a blue-jay shrills cak cak in hig
corvine trebles, or a chickadee

‘“ Shows feats of his gymnastic play,
Head downward, clinging to the spray.”

But both him and the snow-bird I love better to see, tiny
fluffs of feathered life, as they scurry about in a driving mist
of snow, than in this serene air.

Coleridge has put into verse one of the most beautiful
phenomena of a winter walk :—

* The woodman winding westward up the glen
At wintry dawn, where o’er the sheep-track’s maze
The viewless snow-mist weaves a glistening haze,
Sees full before him, gliding without tread,
An image with a halo round its head.”

But this aureole is not peculiar to winter. I have noticed it
often in a summer morning, when the grass was heavy with
dew, and even later in the day, when the dewless grass was
still fresh enough to have a gleam of its own.
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For my own part I prefer a winter walk that takes in the
nightfall and the intense silence that erelong follows it.
The evening lamps look yellower by contrast with the snow,
and give the windows that hearty look of which our
.secretive fires have almost robbed them  The stars scem

*“ To hang, like twinkling winter lamps,
Among the branches ot the leafless trees,”
or, if you are on a hill-top (whence it is sweet to watch the
home-lights gleam out one by one), they look nearer than in
summer, and appear to take a conscious part in the cold.
Especially in one of those stand-stills of the air that forebode
a change of weather, the sky is dusted with motes of fire of
which the summer-watcher never dreamed. Winter, too, is,
on the whole, the triumphant season of the moon, a moon
devoid of sentiment, if you choose, but with the refreshment
of a purer intellectual light—the cooler orb of middle life,
Who ever saw anything to match that gleam, rather
divined than secn, which runs before her over the snow, a
breath of light, as she rises on the infinite silence of winter
night ¥ High in the heavens also she scems to bring out
some intenser property of cold with her chilly polish. The
poets have instinctively noted this. When Goody Blake
imprecates a curse of perpetual chill upon Harry Gill, she
has
“ The cold, cold moon above her head ;"

and Coleridge speaks of

““ The silent 1cicles,
Quietly gleaming to the quiet moon."”

As you walk homeward,—for it is time that we should
end our ramble,—you may perchance hear the most
impressive sound in nature, unless it be the fall of a
tree in the forest during the hush of summer noon. It
is the stifled shriek of the lake yonder as the frost
throttles it. Wordsworth has described it (too much, I
fear, in the style of Dr. Armstrong) : —

‘* And, interruﬁtmg oft that eager game,
From under Esthwaite's splitting fields of ice,
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The pent-up air, struggling to free itself,
Gave out to meadow-grounds and hills a loud
Protracted yelling, like the noise of wolves
Howling m troops along the Bothmie mam.”

Thorcau (unless the English lakes have a different
dialect from ours) calls 1t admirably well a * whoop.”
But it is a noise like none other, as 1f Demogorgon were
moaning inarticulately from under the earth. Let us get
within doors, lest we hear it again, for there is something
bodeful and uncanny in it.

ON A CERTAIN CONDESCENSION IN
FOREIGNERS.

WALKING one day toward the Village, as we used to call
it in the good old days when almost every dweller in the
town had been born in it, I was enjoying that delicious
sense of disenthralment from the actual which the deepen-
mg twilight brings with it, giving, as it does, a sort of
obscure novelty to things familiar. 'The coolness, the
hush, broken only by the distant bleat of some belated
goat, querulous to be disburthened of her milky load, the
few faint stars, more guessed as yet than seen; the sense
that the coming dark would so soon fold me in the secure
privacy of its disguise—all things combined in a result
as near absolute peace as can be hoped for by a man
who knows that there is a writ out against him in the
hands of the printer's devil. ~For the moment I was
enjoying the blessed privilege of thinking without being
called on to stand and deliver what 1 thought to the small
public who are good enough to take any interest therein.
I love old ways, and the path T was walking felt kindly
to the feet it had known for almost fifty years. How many
fleeting impressions it had shared with me! How many
times I had lingered to study the shadows of the leaves
mezzotinted upon the turf that edged it by the moon, of
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the bare boughs etched with a touch beyond Rembrandt
by the same unconscious artist on the smooth page of
snow! 1f 1 turned round, through dusky tree-gaps camec
the first twinkle of evening lamps in the dcar old home-
stead. On Corey’s hill I could see these tiny pharoses of
love and home and sweet domestic thoughts flash out one
by one across the blackening salt-meadow between. How
much has not kerosene added to the cheerfulness of our
evening landscape! A pair of night-herons flapped heavily
over me toward the hidden river. The war was ended, I
might walk townward without that aching dread of
bulletins that had darkened the July sunshine, and twice
made the scarlet leaves of October seemed stained with
blood. I remembered with a pang, half proud, half
painful, how so many years ago I had walked over the
same path and felt round my finger the soft pressure of
o little hand that was one day to harden with faithful
grip of sabre. On how many paths, leading to how many
homes where proud Memory does all she can to fill up
the fireside gaps with shining shapes, must not men be
walking in just such pensive mood as I? Ah, young
heroes, safe in immortal youth as those of Homer, you
at least carried your ideal hence untarnished! It is locked
for you beyond moth or rust in the treasure-chamber of
Death.

Is not a country, T thought, that has had such as they in
it, that could give such as they a brave joy in dying for it,
worth something, then? And as I felt more and more the
soothing magic of evening’s cool palm upon my temples, as
my fancy came home from its reverie, and my senses, with
reawakened curiosity, ran to the front windows again from
the viewless closet of abstraction, and felt a strange charm
in finding the old tree and shabby fence still there under
the travesty of falling night, nay, were conscious of an
unsuspected newness in familiar stars and the fading
outlines of hills my earliest horizon, I was conscious of an
immortal soul, and could not but rejoice in the unwaning
goodliness of the world into which I had been born without

132



50 CONDESCENSION I¥ FOREIGNERS.

any merit of my own. I thought of dear Henry Vaughan’s
rainbow, ¢ Still young and fine!” I remembered people who
had to go over to the Alps to learn what the divine silence
of snow was, who must run to Italy before they were
conscious of the miracle wrought every day under their
very noses by the sunset; who must call upon the Berk-
shire hills to teach them what a painter autumn was, while
close at hand the Fresh Pond meadows made all oriels
cheap with hues that showed as if a sunset cloud had been
wrecked among their maples. One might be worse off than
even in America, T thought. There are some things so
elastic that even the heavy roller of democracy cannot
flatten them altogether down. The mind can weave itself
warmly in the cocoon of its own thoughts and dwell a
hermit anywhere. A country without traditions, without
cnnobling associations, a scramble of parvenus, with a
consciousness of shoddy running through politics, manners,
art, literature, nay, religion itself? I confess it did not
seem so to me there in that illimitable quiet, that serene
self-possession of nature, where Collins might have brooded
his ‘“ Ode to Evening,” or where those verses on Solitude in
Dodsley’s Collection, that Hawthorne liked so much, might
have been composed. Traditions? Granting that we had
none, adl that is worth having in them is the common
property of the soul—an estate in gavel-kind for all the sons
of Adam—and, moreover, if a man cannot stand on his two
feet (the prime quality of whoever has left any tradition
behind him), were it not better for him to be honest about
it at once, and go down on all-fours? And for associations,
if one have not the wit to make them for himself out of his
native earth, no ready-made ones of other men will avail
him much. Lexington is none the worse to me for not
being in Greece, nor Gettsyburg that its name is not
Marathon. ¢ Blessed old fields,” I was just exclaiming to
myself, like one of Mrs. Radchﬁ‘es heroes, ‘dear acres,
innocently secure from history, which these eyes first
beheld, may you be also those to which they shall at last
slowly darken!” when I was interrupted by a voice which
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asked me in German whether I was the Ilerr Professor,
Doctor, Soand-So? The “Doctor” was by brevet or
vaticination, to make the grade easier to my pocket.

One feels so intimately assured that he is made up, in
part, of shreds and leavings of the past, in part of tho
interpolations of other people, that an honest man would be
slow in saying yes to such a question. But “my name is
So-and-So ” is a safe answer, and I gave it. While I had
been romancing with myself, the strcet lamps had been
lighted, and it was under one of these detectives that have
robbed the Old Road of its privilege of sanctuary after
nightfall that I was ambushed by my foe. The inexorable
villain had taken my description, it appears, that I might
have the less chance to escape him. Dr. Holmes tells us
that we change our substance, not every seven years, as was
once believed, but with every breath we draw. Why had I
not the wit to avail myself of the subterfuge, and, like
Peter, to renounce my identity, especially as, in certain
moods of mind, I have often more than doubtied of it
myself? When a man is, as it were, his own front door,
and is thus knocked at, why may he not assume the right
of that sacred wood to make every house a castle, by
denying himself to all visitations? I was truly not at
home when the question was put to me, but had to recall
myself from all out-of-doors, and so piece my self-
consciousness hastily together as well as I could before
I answered it.

I knew perfectly well what was coming. It is seldom
that debtors or good Samaritans waylay people under gas
lamps in order to force money upon them, so far as I have
seen or heard. I was also aware, from considerable experi-
ence, that every foreigner is persuaded that, by doing this
country the favour of coming to it, he has laid every native
thereof under an obligation, pecuniary or other, as the case
may be, whose discharge he is entitled to on demand duly
made in person or by letter. Too much learning (of this
kind) had made me mad in the provincial sense of the word.
I had begun life with the theory of giving something to every
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beggar that came along, though sure of never finding a
native-born countryman among them. Tn a small way, T
was resolved to emulate Hatem Tar’s tent, with its three
hundred and sixty-five entrances, one for every day in the
year—I know not whether he was astronomer enough to
add another for leap-years. The beggars were a kind of
German silver aristocracy ; not real plate, to be sure, but
better than nothing. Where everybody was overworked,
they supplied the comfortable equipoise of absolute leisure,
so wsthetically needful. Besides, I was but too conscious
of a vagrant tibre in myself, which too often thrilled me in
my solitary walks with the temptation to wander on into
infinite space, and by a single spasm of resolution to
emancipate myself from the drudgery of prosaic serfdom to
respectability and the regular course of things. This
prompting has been at times my familiar demon, and I
could not but feel a kind of respectful sympathy for men
who had dared what I had only sketched out to myself as a
splendid possibility. For seven years I helped maintain
one heroic man on an imaginary journey to Portland—as
fine an example as I have ever known of hopeless loyalty to
an ideal. T assisted another so long in a fruitless attempt
to reach Mecklenburg-Schwerin, that at last we grinned in
each other’s faces when we met, like a couple of augurs.
He was possessed by this harmless mania as some are by
the North Pole, and I shall never forget his look of regretful
compassion (as for one who was sacrificing his higher life to
the flesh-pots of Egypt) when I at last advised him some-
what strenuously to go to the D , whither the road was
8o much travelled that he could not miss it. General Banks,
in his noble zeal for the honour of his country, would confer
on the Secretary of State the power of imprisoning, in case
of war, all these seekers of the unattainable, thus by a
stroke of the pen annihilating the single poetic element in
our humdrum life. Alas! not everybody has the genius to
be a Bobbin-Boy, or doubtless all these also would have
chosen that more prosperous line of life! Rut moralists,
sociologists, political economists, and taxes have slowly
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convinced me that my beggarly sympathies were a sin
against society. Especially was the Buckle doctrine of
averages (so flattering to our free-will) persuasive with me ;
for as there must be in every year a certain number who
would bestow an alms on these abridged editions of the
Wandering Jew, the withdrawal of my quota could make
no possible difference, since some destined proxy must
always step forward to fill my gap. Just so many mis-
directed letters every year, and no more. Would it were as
easy to reckon up the number of men on whose backs fate
has written the wrong address, so that they arrive by
mistake in Congress and other places where they do not
belong! May not these wanderers of whom I speak have
been sent into the world without any proper address at all
Where is our Dead-Letter Oflice for such? Aud if wiser
social arrangements should furnish us with something of the
sort, fancy (horrible thought!) how many a working man’s
friend (a kind of industry in which the labour is light and
the wages heavy) would be sent thither because not called
for in the oflice where he at present lies !

But 1 am leaving my new acquaintance too long under
the lamp-post. The same Gano which had betrayed me
to him revealed to me a well-set young man of about half
my own age, as well dressed, so far as 1 could see, as I was,
and with every natural qualification for gebting his own
livelihood, as good, if not better, than my own. He had
been reduced to the painful necessity of calling upon me by
o series of crosses beginning with the Baden Revolution
(for which, I own, he seemed rather young—but perhaps
he referred to a kind of revolution practised every season
at Baden-Baden), continued by repeated failures in business,
for amounts which must convince me of his entire
respectability, and ending with our Civil War. During the
latter he had served with distinction as a soldier, taking a
main part in every important battle, with a rapid list of
which he favoured me, and no doubt would have admitted
that, impartial as Jonathan Wild’s great ancestor, he had
been on both sides, had I baited him with a few hints of
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conservative opinions on a subject so distressing to a
gentleman wishing to profit by onc’s sympathy, and un-
happily doubtful as to which way 1t might lean. For all
these reasons, and, as he seemed to imply, for his merit in
consenting to be born in Germany, he considered himselt
my natural creditor to the extent of five dollars, which he
would handsomely consent to accept in greenbacks, though
he preferred specie. The offer was certainly a generous one,
and the claim prescnted with an assurance that carried
conviction. But, unhappily, I had been led to remark a
curious natural phenomenon. 1f I was cver weak enough
to give anything to a petitioncr of whatever nationality, it
always rained decayed compatriots of his for a month after,
Post hoc ergo propter hoc may not be always safe logic, but
Lere I scemed to perceive a natural connection of cause and
effect. Now, a few days before I had been so tickled with
a paper (professedly written by a benevolent American
clergyman) certifying that the bearer, a hard-working
German, had long “sofered with rheumatic paints in his
limps,” that, after copying the passage into my note-book, I
thought it but fair to pay a trifing honorarium to the
author. I had pulled the string of the shower-bath! It
had Leen running shipwrecked sailors for some time, but
forthwith it began to poar Teutons, redolent of lager-bier.
I could not help associating the apparition of my new
friend with this series of otherwise unaccountable pheno-
mena. I accordingly made up my mind to deny the debt,
and modestly did so, pleading a native bias towards
impecuniosity to the full as strong as his own. He took a
high tone with me at once, such as an honest man would
naturally take with a confessed repudiator. He even
brought down his proud stomach so far as to join himself
to me for the rest of my townward walk, that he might give
me his views of the Aierican pcople, and thus inclusively
o. myseclf.

I know not whether it is because T am pigeon-livered
and lack gall, or whether it is from an overmastering
sense of drollery, but I am apt to submit to such bastings
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with a patience which afterwards surprises me, being not
without my share of warmth in the blood. Perhaps it is
because I so often meet with young persons who know vastly
more than I do, and especially with so many foreigners whose
knowledge of this country is superior to my own. How-
ever it may be, I listened for some time with tolerable
composure as my self-appointed lecturer gave me in detail
his opinions of my country and its people. America, he
informed me, was without arts, science, literature, culture,
or any native hope of supplying them. We were a people
wholly given to money-getting, and who, having got it,
knew no other use for 1t than to hold it fast. I am fain to
confess that I felt a sensible 1tching of the biceps, and that
my fingers closed with such a grip as he had just informed
me was one of the effeccts of our unhappy climate. But
happening just then to be where I could avoid temptation
by dodging down a bye-street, I hastily left him to finish
his diatribe to the lamp-post, which could stand it better
than I. That young man will never know how near he
came to being assaulted by a respectable gentleman of
middle age, at the corner of Church Street. I have never
felt quite satisfied that I did all my duty by him in not
knocking him down. But perhaps he might have knocked
me down, and then ?

The capacity of indignation makes an essential part of
the outfit of every honest man, but I am inclined to doubt
whether he is a wise one who allows himself to act upon
its first hints. It should be rather, I suspect, a latent
heat in the blood, which makes itself felt in character, a
steady reserve for the brain, warming the ovum of thought
to life, rather than cooking it by a too hasty enthusiasin in
reaching the boiling-point. As my pulse gradually fell
back to its normal beat, I reflectcd that I had been uncom-
fortably near making a fool of myself—a handy salve of
euphuism for our vanity, though it does not always make a
just allowance to Nature for her share in the business
What possible claim had my Teutonic friend to rob me of
my composure? I am not, I think, specially thin-skinned
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as to other people’s opinions of myself, having, as I conceive,
later and fuller intelligence on that point than anybody
else can give me. Life is continually weighing us in very
sensitive scales, and telling every one of us precisely what
his real weight is to the last grain of dust. Whoever at
fifty does not rate himself quite as low as most of his
acquaintance would be likely to put him, must be either a
fool or a great man, and I humbly disclaim being either.
But if I was not smarting in person from any scattering
shot of my late companion’s commination, why should I
grow hot at any implication of my country therein?
Surely Aer shoulders are broad enough, if yours or mine
are not, to bear up under a considerable avalanche of this
kind. It is the bit of truth in every slander, the hint of
likeness in every caricature, that makes us smart. ¢ Art
thou there, old Truepenny 1” How did your blade know
its way so well to that one loose rivet in our armour? I
wondered whether Americans were over sensitive in this
respect, whether they were more touchy than other folks.
On the whole, I thought we were not. Plutarch, who at
least had studied philosophy, if he had not mastered it,
could not stomach something Ilerodotus had said of
Beeotia, and devoted an essay to showing u%the delightful
old traveller's malicc and ill-breeding. French editors
leave out of Montaigne’s ““Travels” some remarks of his
about France, for reasons best known to themselves.
Pachydermatous Deutschland, covered with trophies from
every field of letters, still winces under that question
which Pére Bouhours put two centuries ago, S¢ un Allemand
peut étre bel-esprit?  John Bull grew apoplectic with angry
amazement at the audacious persiflage of Puckler-Muskau.
To be sure, he was a prince—but that was not all of it, for
a chance phrase of gentle Hawthorne sent a spasm through
all the journals of England. Then this tenderness is not
pecuhiar to us? Console yourself, dear man and brother;
whatever you may be sure of, be sure at least of this, that
you are dreadfully like other people. Human nature has
a much greater genius for sameness than for originality,
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or the world would be at a sad pass shortly. The
surprising thing is that men have such a taste for this
somewhat musty flavour, that an Englishman, for example,
should feel himself defrauded, nay, even outraged, when he
comes over here and finds a people speaking what he
admits to be something like English, and yet so very
different from (or, as he would say, to) those he left at
home. Nothing, I am sure, equals my thankfulness when
I meet an Englishman who is not like every other, or, I
may add, an American of the same odd turn.

Certainly it is no shame to a man that he should be as
nice about his country as about his sweetheart, and who ever
heard even the friendliest appreciation of that unexpressive
she that did not seem to fall infinitely short? Yet it would
hardly be wise to hold every one an enemy who could not
see her with our own enchanted eyes. It seems to be
the common opinion of foreigners that Americans are too
tender upon this point. Perhaps we are; and if so, there
must be a reason for it. Have we had fair play? Could
the eyes of what is called Good Society (though it is so
seldom true either to the adjective or noun) look upon a
nation of democrats with any chance of receiving an undis-
torted image? Were not those, moreover, who found in
the old order of things an carthly paradise, paying them
quarterly dividends for the wisdom of their ancestors, with
the punctuality of the seasons, unconsciously bribed to
misunderstand if not to misrepresent us? Whether at war
or at peace, there we were, a standing menace to all earthly
paradises of that kind, fatal underminers of the very credit
on which the dividends were based, all the more hateful and
terrible that our destructive agency was so insidious, work-
ing invisible in the elements, as it seemed, active while they
slept, and coming upon them in the darkness like an armed
man. Could Laius have the proper feelings of a father
towards (Bdipus, announced as his destined destroyer by
infallible oracles, and felt to be such by every conscious
fibre of his soul? For more than a century the Dutch were
the laughing-stock of polite Europe. They were butter-
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firkins, swillers of beer and schnaps, and their wrowws, from
whom Ilolbein painted the all-but loveliest of Madonnas,
Rembrandt the graceful girl who sits immortal on his knee
in Dresden, and Rubens his abounding goddesses, were the
synonymes of clumsy vulgarity. Even so late as Irving
the ships of the greatest navigators in the world were repre-
sented as sailing equally well stern-foremost. That the
aristocratic Venetians should have

¢ Riveted with gigantic piles
Thorough the centre their new-catched males,”

was heroic. But the far more marvellous achievement of
the Dutch in the same kind was ludicrous even to republican
Marvell. Meanwhile, during that very century of scorn,
they were the best artists, sailors, merchants, bankers,
printers, scholars, jurisconsults, and statesmen in Europe,
and the genius of Motley has revealed them to us, earning
a right to themselves by the most heroic struggle in human
annals. But, alas! they were not merely simple burghers
who had fairly made themselves high mightinesses, and
could treat on equal terms with anointed kings, but their
commonwealth carried in its bosom the germs of democracy.
They even unmuzzled, at least after dark, that dreadful
mastiff, the Press, whose scent is, or ought to be, so keen
for wolves in sheep’s clothing and for certain other animals
in lions’ skins. They made fun of sacrcd majesty, and,
what was worse, managed uncomwonly well without it.
In an age when periwigs made so large a part of the
natural dignity of man, people with such a turn of mind
were dangerous. How could they seem other than vulgar
and hateful ?

In the natural course of things we succeeded to this unen-
viable position of general butt. The Dutch had thriven
under it pretty well, and there was hope that we could at
least contrive to worry along. And we certainly did in a
very redoubtable fashion. Perhaps we deserved some of
the sarcasm more than our Dutch predecessors in office.
We had nothing to boast of in arts or letters, and were
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given to bragging overmuch of our merely material pros-
perity, due quite as much to the virtue of our continent
as to our own. There was some truth in Carlyle’s sneer
after all. Tl we had succeeded in some higher way than
this, we had only the success of physical growth. Our
greatness, like that of enormous Russia, was greatness on
the map—barbarian mass only; but had we gone down,
like that other Atlantis, in some vast cataclysm, we should
have covered but a pin’s point on the chart of memory,
compared with those ideal spaces occupicd by tiny Attica
and cramped England. At the same time, our critics
somewhat too easily forgot that material must make ready
the foundation for real triumphs, that the arts have no
chance in poor countries. But it must be allowed that
democracy stood for a great deal in our shortcoming. The
Ldinburgh Review never would have thought of asking,
“ Who reads a Russian book ” and England was satistied
with iron from Sweden without being impertinently
inquisitive after her paintors and statuaries. Was it that
they expected too much from the mere miracle of Freedom %
Is it not the highest art of a Republic to make men of
flesh and blood, and not to make marble 1deals of such ¥ It
may be fairly doubted whether we have produced this
higher type of man yet. Perhaps it is the collective, not
the individual, humanity that is to have a chance of nobler
development among us. We shall sce. We have a vast
amount of imported ignorance, and still worse, of native
ready-made knowledge, to digest before even the prelim-
inaries of such a consummation can be arranged. We
have got to learn that statesmanship is the most com-
plicated of all arts, and to come back to the apprenticeship-
system too hastily abandoned. At present, we trust a man
with making constitutions on less proof of competence than
we should demand before we gave him our shoe to patch.
We have nearly reached the linit of the reaction from the
old notion, which paid too much regard to birth and station
as qualifications for office, and have touched the extreme
point in the opposite direction, putting the highest of
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human functions up at auction to be bid for by any
creature capable of going upright on two legs. In some
places, we have arrived at a point at which civil society is
no longer possible, and already another reaction has begun,
not backwards to the old system, but towards fitness either
from natural aptitude or special training. But will it
always be safe to let evils work their own cure by becoming
unendurable? Every one of them leaves its taint in the
constitution of the body-politic, each in itself, perhaps,
trifling, yet altogether powerful for cvil.

But whatever we might do or leave undone, we werc not
genteel, and it was uncomfortable to be continually
reminded that, though we should boast that we were the
Great West till we were black in the face, it did not bring
us an inch nearer to the world’s West-End. That sacred
enclosure of respectability was tabooed to us. The Holy
Alliance did not inscribe us on its visiting-list. The Old
World of wigs and orders and liveries would shop with us,
but we must ring at the area-bell, and not venture to
awaken the most august clamours of the knocker. Our
manners, it must be granted, had none of those graces that
stamp the caste of Vere de Vere, in whatever museum of
British antiquitics they may be hidden. In short, we were
vulgar.

This was one of thosc horribly vague accusations, the
viclim of which has no defence An umbrella is of no
avail against a Scotch mist. It envelops you, it penetrates
at every pore, it wets you through without seeming to wet
you at all. Vulgarity is an cighth deadly sin, added to
the list in these latter days, and worse than all the others
put together, since it perils your salvation in ¢4ss world, far
the more important of the two in the mivds of most men.
It profits nothing to draw mnice distinctions between
essential and conventional, for the convention in this case
¢ the essence, and you may break every command in the
decalogue with perfect good-breeding, nay, if you are not
adroit, without losing caste. 'We, indeed, had it not to lose,
for we had never gained it. ¢ Zow am I vulgar?” asks
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the culprit, shudderingly. ¢ Because thou art not like unto
Us,” answers Lucifer, Son of the Morning, and there is no
more to be said. The god of this world may be a fallen
angel, but he has us there/ We were as clean, so far as
my observation goes, I think we were cleaner, morally and
physically, than the English, and thereforo, of course, than
anybody else. But we did not pronounce the diphthong ou
as they did, and we said eether and not eyther, following
therein the fashion of our ancestors, who unhappily could
bring over no English better than Shakespeare’s; and we
did not stammer as they had learned to do from the
courtiers, who 1n this way flattered the Hanoverian king, a
foreigner among the pcople he had come to reign over.
Worse than all; we might have the noblest ideas and the
finest sentiments 1 the world, but we vented them through
that organ by which men are led rather than leaders, though
some physiologists would persuade us that Nature furnishes
her captains with a fine handle to their faces that Oppor-
tunity may get a good purchase on them for dragging them
to the front.

This state of things was so painful that excellent people
were not wanting who gave their whole genius to repro-
ducing here the original Bull, whether by gaiters, the cut
of their whiskers, by a factitious brutality in their tone, or
by an accent that was for ever tripping and falling flat over
the tangled roots of our common tongue. Martyrs to a
false ideal, it never occurred to them that nothing is more
hateful to gods and men than a second-rate Englishman,
and for the very reason that this planet never produced a
more splendid creature than the first-rate one, witness
Shakespeare and the Indian Mutiny. Witness that truly
sublime self-abnegation of those prisoners lately among the
bandits of Greece, where average men gave an example of
quiet fortitude for which all the stoicism of antiquity can
show no match. 1f we could contrive to be not too unob-
trusively our simple selves, we should be the most delightful
of human beings, and the most original; whereas, when
the plating of Anglicism rubs off; as it always will in points
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that come to much wear, we are liable to very unpleasing
conjectures about the quality of the metal underneath.
Perhaps one reason why the average Briton spreads himsclf
here with such an easy air of superiority may be owing to
the fact that he meets with so many bad imitations as to
conclude himself the only real thing in a wilderness of
shams. He fancies himseclf moving through an endless
Dloomsbury, where his mere apparition confers honour as
an avatar of the court-end of the universe. Not a Bull of
them all but is persuaded he bears Europa upon his back.
This is the sort of fellow whose patronage is so divertingly
insufferable. Thank heaven, he is not the only specimen of
cater-cousinship from the dear old mother island that is
shown to us! Among genuine things, I know nothing
more genuine than the better men whose limbs were made
in England. So manly-tender, so brave, so true, so war-
ranted to wear, they make us proud to feel that blood is
thicker than water.

But it is not merely the Englishman ; every European
candidly admits in himself some right of primogeniture in
respect to us, and pats this shaggy continent on the back
with a lively sense of gencrous unbending. The German
who plays the bass-viol has a well-founded contempt, which
he is not always nice 1n concealing, for a country so few of
whose children ever take that noble instrument between
their knees. His cousin, the Ph.D. from Gottingen, cannot
help despising a people who do not grow loud and red over
Aryans and Turanians, and are indifferent about their
descent from either. The Frenchman feels an easy mastery
in speaking his mother tongue, and attributes it to some
native superiority of parts that lifts him high above us bar-
barians of the West. The Italian prima donna sweeps a
courtesy of careless pity to the over-facile pit which unsexes
her with the dravo / mmnocently meant to show a familiarity
with foreign usage. But all without exception make no
secret of regarding us as the goose bound to deliver them a
golden egg in return for their cackle. Such men as Agassiz,
Guyot, and Goldwin Smith come with gifts in their hands ;
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but since it is commonly European failures who bring hither
their remarkable gifts and acquirements, this view of the
case is sometimes just the least bit in the world provoking.
To think what a delicious seclusion of contempt we enjoyed
till California and our own ostentatious parvenus, flinging
¢old away in Europe that might have endowed libraries at
home, gave us the ill repute of riches! What a shabby
downfall from the Arcadia which the French officers of our
Revolutionary War fancied they saw here through Rousseau-
tinted spectacles | Something of Arcadia there really was,
something of the Old Age; and that divine provincialism
were cheaply repurchased could we have it back again in
exchange for the tawdry upholstery that has taken its
place. .

For some reason or other, the Kuropean has rarely been
able to see America except in caricature. Would the first
Review of the world have printed the mniaiseries of Mr.
Maurice Sand as a picture of society in any civilised coun-
try? Mr. Sand, to be sure, has inherited nothing of his
famous mother’s litorary outfit, except the pseudonyme.
But since the conductors of the Zevue could not have pub-
lished his story because it was clever, they must have
thought it valuable for its truth. As truc as the last cen-
tury Englishman’s picture of Jean Crapaud! We do not
ask to be sprinkled with rose-water, but may perhaps fairly
protest against being drenched with the rinsings of an
unclean imagination. The next time the Zevue allows such
ill-bred persons to throw their slops out of its first-tloor
windows, let it honestly preface the discharge with a gare
de Peaw / that we may run from under in season. And
Mr. Duvergier d’Hauranne, who knows how to be enter-
taining | I know le Frangais est plutdt indiscret que confiant,
and the pen slides too easily when indiscretions will fetch so
much a page; but should we not have been tant-soit-peu
more cautious had we been writing about people on the
other side of the Channel? But then it is a fact in the
natural history of the American long familiar to Europeans,
that he abhors privacy, knows not the meaning of reserve,
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lives in hotels because of their greater publicity, and is
never so pleased as when his domestic affairs (if he may be
said to have any) are paraded in the newspapers  Barnum,
1t is well known, represents perfectly the average national
sentiment 1 tlis respect. However it be, we are notl
treated like other people, or perhaps T should say like
people who are ever likely to be met with in society.

Is it in the climate? Kither I have a false notion of
European manners, or else the atmosphere affects them
strangely when exported hither. Perhaps they suffer from
the sea-voyage like some of the more delicate wines.
During our Civil War an English gentleman of the highest
description was kind enough to call upon me, mainly, as it
seemed, to inform me how entirely he sympathised with the
Confederates, and how sure he felt that we could never
subdue them,—‘they were the gentlemen of the country,
you know.” Another, the first greetings hardly over, asked
me how I accounted for the universal meagreness of my
countrymen. To a thinner man than I, or from a stouter
man than he, the question might have been offensive. The
Marquis of Hartington* wore a secession badge at a public
ball in New York. Ina civilised country, he might have
been roughly handled ; but here, where the bienséances are
not so well understood, of course nobody minded it. A
French traveller told me he had been a good deal in the
British colonies, and had been astonished to see how
soon the people became Americanised. He added, with
delightful bonhomie, and as if he were sure it would
charm me, that ‘“they even began to talk through their
noses, just like you!” I was naturally ravished with this
testimony to the assimilating power of democracy, and
could only reply that I hoped they would never adopt our

* One of Mr. Lincoln’s neatest strokes of humour was his treatment
of this §entlemnn when a laudable curiosity induced him to be
presented to the President of the Broken Bubble, Mr. Lincoln
persisted in calling him Mr. Partington. Surely the refinement of
good-breeding could go no further. Giving the young man his real
name (already notorious in the newspapers) would have made his visit
an insult. Had Henri IV, done this, it would have been famous.
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democratic patont-method of sceming to scttle one’s honest
debts, for they would find 1t paying through the nose in the
long run. I am a man of the New World, and do not
know precisely the present fashion of May Iair, but I
have a kind of feceling that if an American (mulato
nomine, de te is always fughtfully possible) were to do
thig kind of thing under a Buropean roof, 1t would induce
some disagreeable 1cflections as to the ethical results of
democracy. I read the other day in print the remark of
a British tourist who had caten large quantities of our salt,
such as it 1s (T grant it has not the Luropean savour), that
the Americans were hospitable, no doubt, but that it was
partly because they longed for foreign visitors to relieve
the tedium of their dead-level existence, and partly from
ostentation.  'What shall we do? Shall we close our
doors? Not I, for one, if I should so have forfeited the
friendship of L. 8., most lovable of men. 1Ie somehow
seems to find us human at least, and so did Clough, whose
poctry will one of these days, perhaps, be found to have
been the best utterance in versc of this generation, And
T. H., the mere grasp of whose manly hand carries with it
the pledge of frankness and friendship, of an abiding
simplicity of nature as affecting as 1t is rare !

The fine old Tory aversion of former times was not hard
to bear. There was something even refreshing in it, as in
a north-easter to a hardy temperament. When a British
parson, travelling in Newfoundland while the slash of our
separation was still raw, after prophesying a glorious future
for an island that continued to dry its fish under the wgis of
Saint George, glances disdainfully over his spectacles in
parting at the U. 8. A, and forebodes for them a “speedy
relapse into barbarism,” now that they have madly cut
themselves off from the humanising influences of Britain, I
smile with barbarian self-conceit. DBut this kind of thing
became by degrees an unpleasant anachronism. For mean-
while the young giant was growing, was beginning indeed
to feel tight in his clothes, was obliged to let in a gore here
and there in Texas, in OQalifornia, in New Mexico, in
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Alaska, and had the scissors and needle and thread ready
for Canada when the tiine came.  llis shadow loomed like
a brokergspectic over against Kurope,— the shadow of what
they were coming to, that was the unpleasant part of it.
Even in such msty finage as they had of him, 1t was pain-
fully evadent that his clothes were not of any cut hitherto
fashionalble, nor conceivable by a Bond Street tailor; and
this in an age, too, when everything depends upon clothes ;
when, 1f we do not keep up appearances, the sceming solid-
frame of this universe, nay, your very God, would slump
into himself, ike a mockery king of snow, being nothing,
after all; but a prevailing mode. From this moment the
young giant assumed the respectable aspect of a phe-
nomenon, to be got rid of if possible, but at any rate as
legitimate a subject of human study as the glacial period or
the silurian what-d’ye-call-ems.  If the man of the primeval
drift-heaps 19 so absorbingly interesting, why not the man
of the diift that 1s just beginning, of the drift into whose
irresistible current we are just being sucked whether we
will or no? If 1 werc in their place, I confess I should
not be frightened. Man has survived so much, and con-
trived to be comfortable on this planet after surviving so
much! I am something of a Protestant in matters of
government also, and am willing to get rid of vestments
and ceremonies and to come down to bare benches, if only
faith in God take the placc of a general agreement to pro-
fess confidence in ritual and sham. Every mortal man of
us holds stock in the only public debt that is absolutely
sure of payment, and that is the debt of the Maker of this
Universe to the Umiverse he has made. T have no notion
of sclling out my stock in a panic.

It was something to have advanced even to the dignity
of a phenomenon, and yet I do not know that the relation
of the individual American to the individual European was
bettered by it ; and that, after all, must adjust itself com-
fortably before there can be a right understanding between
the two. We had been a desert, we became a museum.
People came hither for scientific and not social ends. The
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very cockney could not complete his education without
taking a vacant stare at us in passing. Dut the sociologists
(I think they call themselves so) were the hardest to bear.
There was no escape. I have even known a professor of
this fearful science to come disguised in petticoats. We
were cross-examined as a chemist cross-examines a new
substance. Human! yes, all the clements arc present,
though abnormally combmed. Civilised? Im! that needs
a stricter assay. No entomologist could take a more
friendly interest in a strange bug. After a few such
experiences, I, for one, have felt as if I were merely one of
those horrid things preserved in spirits (and very bad
spirits, too) in a cabinet. I was not the fellow-being of
theso explorers; I was a cariosity; I was a specimen.
Hath not an American organs, dimensions, senses, affections,
passions even as a FEuropean hath? If you prick us, do we
not bleed ¥ If you tickle us, do we not laugh? I will not
keep on with Shylock to his next question but one.

Till after our Civil War it never seemed to enter the
head of any forcigner, especially of any Englishman, that
an American had what could be called a country, except as
a place to ecat, sleep, and trade in. Then it seemed to
strike them suddenly. ¢ By Jove, you know, fellahs don’t
fight like that for a shoptill!” No, I rather think not.
To Americans America is something more than a promise
and an expectation. It has a past and traditions of its
own. A descent from men who sacrificed everything and
came hither, not to better their fortunes, but to plant their
idea in virgin soil, should be a good pedigree. There was
never colony save this that went forth, not to seek gold,
but God. Is it not as well to have sprung from such as
these as from some burly beggar who came over with
Wilhelmus Conquestor, unless, indeed, a line grow better
as it runs farther away from stalwart ancestors? And for
history, it is dry enough, no doubt, in the books, but, for
all that, is of a kind that tells in the blood. I have
admitted that Carlyle’s sneer had a show of truth in it.
But what does he himself, like a true Scot, admire in the
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THohenzollerns 4 [Mirst of all, that they were canny, a
thrifty, forchanded race. Noxt, that they made a good
fight from generation to generation with the chaos around
them,  That is precisely the battle which the English race
on this continent has been carrying doughtily on for two
centuries and a-half.  Doughtily and silently, for you can-
not hear in Kurope ¢ that crash, the death-song of the per-
fect tree,” that has been going on here from sturdy father
to sturdy son, and making this continent habitable for the
weaker Old World breed that has swarmed to it during the
last half-century. If ever men did a good stroke of work
on this planet, it wag the forefathers of those whom you are
wondering whether it would not be prudent to acknowledge
as far-off cousins. Alas! man of genius, to whom we owe
so much, could you sce nothing more than the burning of a
foul chimney in that clash of Michael and Satan which
flamed up under your very eyes ?

Before our war we were to Europe but a huge mob of
adventurers and shopkeepers. Leigh Hunt expressed it
well enough when he said that he could never think of
Aumerica without sceing a gigantic counter stretched all
along the seaboard. Feudalism had by degrees made com-
merce, the great civiliser, contemptible. But a tradesman
with sword on thigh and very prompt of stroke was not
only redoubtable, he had become respectable also. Few
people, I suspect, alluded twice to a needle in Sir John
Hawkwood’s presence, after that doughty fighter had ex-
changed it for a more dangerous tool of the same metal.
Democracy had been hitherto only a ludicrous effort to
reverse the laws of nature by thrusting Cleon into the
place of Pericles. But a democracy that could fight for
an abstraction, whose members held life and goods cheap
compared with the larger life which we call country, was
not merely unheard-of, but portentous. It was the night-
mare of the Old World taking upon itself flesh and blood,
turning out to be substance and not dream. Since the
Norman crusader clanged down upon the throne of the
porphyro-geniti, carefully-draped appearances had never
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recerved such a shock, had never been so rudely called on
to produce their titles to the empire of the world.
Authority has had its periods not unlike those of geology,
and at last comes Man claiming kingship in right of s
mere manhood. The world of the Saurians might be in
some respects more picturesque, but the march of events is
inexorable, and it is bygone.

The young giant had certainly got out of long-clothes.
He had become the enfant terrible of the human household.
It was not and will not be easy for the world (especially
for our British cousins) to look upon us as grown up. The
youngest of nations, its people must also be young and to
to be treated accordingly, was the syllogism—as if libraries
did not make all nations equally old in all those respects,
at least, where age is an advantage and not a defect.
Youth, no doubt, has its good qualities, as people fecl who
are losing it; but boyishness is another thing. We had
been somewhat boyish as a nation, a httle loud, a little
pushing, a little braggart. But might it not partly have
been Lecause we felt that we had certain claims to respect
that were not admitted? The war which established our
position as a vigorous nationality has also sobered us. A
nation, like a man, cannot look death in the eyes for four
years, without some strange reflections, without arriving at
some clearer consciousness of the stuff it is made of, with-
out some great moral change. Such a change, or the
beginning of it, no observant person can fail to see here.
Our thought and our politics, our bearing as a people, are
assuming a manlier tone. We have been compelled to see
what was weak in democracy as well as what was strong.
‘We have begun obscurely to recognise that things do not
go of themselves, and that popular government is not in
itself a panacea, is no better than any other form except
as the virtue and wisdom of the people make it so, and
that when men undertake to do their own kingship, they
enter upon the dangers and responsibilities as well as the
privileges of the function. Above all, it looks as if we
were on the way to be persuaded that no government can
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be carried on by declamation. It is noticeable also that
facility of communication has made the best English and
French thought far more directly operative here than ever
before. Without being Europeanised, our discussion of
important questions in statesmanship, political economy,
in wsthetics, is taking a broader scope and a higher tone. It
had certainly been provincial, one might almost say local,
to a very unpleasant extent. Perhaps our experience
in soldiership has taught us to value training more than
we have been popularly wont. We may possibly come to
the conclusion, one of these days, that self-made men may
not be always equally skilful in the manufacture of
wisdom, may not be divinely commissioned to fabricate the
higher qualitics of opinion on all possible topics of human
interest.

So long as we continue to bo the most common-schooled
and the least cultivated people in the world, I suppose we
must consent to endure this condescending manner of
foreigners toward us. The more friendly they mean to be
the more ludicrously prominent it becomes. They can
never appreciate the immense amount of silent work that
has been done here, making this continent slowly fit for the
abode of man, and which will demonstrate itself, let us
hope, in the character of the people. Outsiders can only
be expected to judge a nation by the amount it has con-
tributed to the civilisation of the world ; the amount, that
is, that can be seen and handled. A great place in history
can only be achieved by competitive examinations, nay, by
a long course of them. How much new thought have we
contributed to the common stock? Till that question can
be triumphantly answered, or needs no answer, we must
continue to be simply interesting as an experiment, to be
studied as a problem, and not respected as an attained
result or an accomplished solution. Perhaps, as I have
hinted, their patronising manner toward us is the fair
result of their failing to see here anything more than a poor
imitation, a plaster-cast of Europe. And are they not partly
right? If the tone of the uncultivated American has too
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often the arrogance of the barbarian, is not that of the
cultivated as often vulgarly apologetic? In the America
they meet with is there the simplicity, the manliness, the
absence of sham, the sincere human nature, the sensitive-
ness to duty and implied obligation, that in any way
distinguishes us from what our orators call “the effete
civilisation of the Old World#” Is there a politician among
us daring enough (except a Duna here and there) to risk his
future on the chance of our keeping our word with the
exactness of superstitious communities like England? Is
it certain that we shall be ashamed of a bankruptcy of
honour, if we can only keep the letter of our bond? I
hope we shall be able to answer all these questions with a
frank yes. At any rate, we would advise our visitors that
we are not merely curious creatures, but belong to the
famwily of man, and that, as individuals, we are not to be
always subjected to the competitive examination above-men-
tioned, even if we acknowledged their competence as an
examining board. Above all, we beg them to remember
that Amcrica is not to us, as to them, a mere object of
external interest to be discussed and analysed, but in us,
part of our very marrow. Let them not suppose that we
conceive of oursclves as exiles from the graces and amenitics
of an older date than we, though very much at home in a
state of things not yet all it might be or should be but
which we mean to make so, and which we find both whole-
some and pleasant for men (though perhaps not for
dilettantt) to live in.  “ The full tide of huwman existence”
may be felt here as keenly as Johnson felt it at Charing
Cross, and in a larger sense. I know one person who is
singular enough to think Cambridge the very best spot on
the habitable globe. ¢ Doubtless God could have made
a better, but doubtless he never did.”

It will take England a great while to get over her airs of
patronage toward us, or even passably to conceal them.
She cannot help confounding the people with the country,
and regarding us as lusty juveniles. She has a conviction
that whatever good there is in us is wholly English, when the
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truth is that we are worth nothing except so far as we have
disinfected oursclves of Anglicism. She is especially con-
desconding just now, and lavishes sugar-plums on us as if
we had not outgrown them. I am no believer m sudden
conversions, especially in sudden conversions to a favourable
oninion of pecople who have just proved you to be mistaken
in judgment, and therefore unwise in policg. I never
blamed her for not wishing well to democracy,—how should
she {—but Alabamas arc not wishes. Let her not be too
hasty in belicving Mr. Reverdy Johnson’s pleasant words.
Though there is no thoughtful man in America who would
not consider a war with England the grecatest of calamities,
yet the fecling towards her here is very far from being
cordial, whatever our minister may say in the effusion
that comes after ample dining. Mr. Adams, with his
famous “ My lord, this means war,” perfectly represented
his country, Justly or not, we have a feeling that
we have been wronged, not merely insulted. The only
sure way of bringing about a healthy relation between the
two countries, is for Englishmen to clear their minds of the
notion that we are always to be treated as a kind of
inferior and deported Englishman whose nature they per-
fectly understand, and whose back they accordingly stroke
the wrong way of the fur with amazing perseverance.
Let them learn to treat us naturally on our merits as
human beings, as they would a German or a Frenchman,
and not as if we were a kind of counterfeit Briton whose
crime appeared in every shade of difference, and before long
there would come that right feeling which we naturally
call a good understanding. 'The common blood, and still
more the common language, are fatal instruments of
misapprehension. Let them give up &rying to understand
us, still more thinking that they do, and acting in various
absurd ways as the necessary consequence, for they will
never arrive at that devoutly-to be-wished consummation,
till they learn to look at us as we are and not as they
suppose us to be. Dear old long-estranged mother-in-law,
it i3 a great many ycars since we parted. Since 1660,
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when you married again, you have been a step-mother to
us. Put on your spectacles, dear madam. Yes, we have
grown, and changed likewise. You would not let us
darken your doors if you could help it. We know that
perfectly well. But pray, when we look to be treated as
men, don’t shake that rattle in our faces, nor talk baby to
us any longer.

*“ Do, child, go to 1t grandam, child ;
Give grandam kingdom, and 1t grandam will
Guive it a plum, a cherry, aud a fig !”

A GREAT PUBLIC CHARACTER*

It is the misfortune of American biography that it must
necds be more or less provincial, and that, contrary to what
might have been predicted, this quality in 1t predominates
in proportion as the country grows larger. Wanting any
great and acknowledged centre of national life and thought,
our expansion has hitherto been rather aggregation than
growth ; reputations must be hammered out thin to cover
so wide a surface, and the substance of most hardly holds
out to the boundaries of a single state. Our very history
wants unity, and down to the Revolution the attention is
wearied and confused by having to divide itself among
thirtcen parallel threads, instead of being concentred on
a single clue. A sense of remoteness and seclusion comes
over us as we read, and we cannot help asking ourselves,
““ Were not these things done in a corner?” Notoriety may
be achieved in a narrow sphere, but fame demands for its
evidence a more distant and prolonged reverberation. To
the world at large we were but a short column of figures in
the corner of a blue-book, New England exporting so much
salt fish, timber, and Medford rum, Virginia so many
hogsheads of tobacco, and buying with the proceeds a
certain amount of English manufactures. The story of

* The Life of Josiah Quincy by his son,
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our early colonisation had a certain moral interest, to be
sure, but was altogether inferior in picturesque fascination
to that of Mexico or Peru. The lives of our worthies, like
that of our nation, are barc of thosc foregone and far-
reaching associations with mnames, the divining-rods of
fancy, which the soldiers and civilians of the Old World
get for nothing by the mere accident of birth. Their
historians and biographers have succeeded to the good-will,
as well as {o the long-established stand, of the shop of
glory. Time is, after all, the greatest of poets, and the
sons of Memory stand a better chance of being the heirs
of Fame. The philosophic poet may find a proud solace
in saying,
¢ Avia Preridum peragro loca nullius ante
Trita solo;”

hut all the while he has the splendid centuries of Greece
and Rome behind him, and can begin his poem with
mvoking a goddess from whom legend derived the planter
of his race. is eyes looked out on a landscape saturated
with glorious recollections; he had seen Cwxesar, and heard
Cicero. But who shall conjure with Saugus or Cato Four
Corners,—with Israel Putnam or Return Jonathan Meigs ?
We have been transplanted, and for us the long hierarchical
succession of history is broken. The Past has not laid its
venerable hands upon us in consecration, conveying to u3
that mysterious iufluence whose force is in its continuity.
We are to Europe as the Church of England to her of
Rome. The latter old lady may be the Scarlet Woman, or
the Beast with ten horns, if you will; but hers are all the
heirlooms, hers that vast spiritual estate of tradition,
nowhere yet everywhere, whose revenues are none the
less fruitful for being levied on the imagination. We
may claim that England’s history is also ours, but it is a
de jure, and not a de jfacto property that we have in it,—
something that may be proved indeed, yet is a merely
intellectual satisfaction, and docs not savour of the reality.
Have we not seen the mockery crown and sceptre of the
exiled Stuarts in St. Peter's? the medal struck so lately as
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1784 with its legend, Hexn IX. Mae Brir T HiB Rex,
whose contractions but faintly typify the scantness of
the fact ?

As the novelist complains that our society wants that
sharp contrast of character and costume which comes of
caste, so in the narrative of our historians we miss what
may be called background and perspective, as if the events
and the actors in them failed of that cumulative interest
which only a long historical entail can give. Relatively,
the crusade of Sir William Pepperell was of more conse-
quence than that of St. Louis, and yet forgive us, injured
shade of the second American baronet, if we find the
narrative of Joinville more interesting than your despatches
to Governor Shirley. Relatively, the insurrection of that
Daniel whose Irish patronymic Shea was euphonised into
Shays, as a set-off for the debasing of French chaise into
shay, was more dangerous than that of Charles Edward ;
but for some recason or other (as vice sometimes has the
advantage of virtue) the latter is more enticing to the
imagination, and the least authentic relic of it in song or
story has a relish denied to the painful industry of Minot.
Our events seem to fall short of that colossal proportion
which befits the monumental style. Look grave as we will,
there is something ludicrous in Counsellor Keane’s pig being
the pivot of a revolution. We are of yesterday, and it is to
no purpose that our political augurs divine from the flight of
our eagles that to-morrow shall be ours, and flatter us with
an all-bail hereafter. Things do really gain in greatness by
being acted on a great and cosmopolitan stage, because
there is inspiration in the thronged audience, and the
nearer match that puts men on their mettle. Webster was
more largely endowed by nature than Fox, and Fisher
Ames not much below Burke as a talker; but what a
difference in the intellectual training, in the literary culture
and associations, in the whole social outtit, of the men who
were their antagonists and companions! It should seem
that, if it be collision with other minds and with events
that strikes or draws the fire from a man, then the quality
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of those might have something to do with the quality of
the fire—whether it shall be culinary or electric. We have
never known the varied stimulus, the inexorable criticism,
the many-sided opportunity of a great metropolis, the
inspiring reinforcement of an undivided national conscious-
ness. In everything but trade we have missed the invigora-
tion of foreign rivalry. We may prove that we are this
and that and the other —our Fourth of July orators have
proved it time and again—the census has proved it ; but
the Muses are women, and have no great fancy for statistics,
though easily silenced by them. We are great, we are rich,
we arc all kinds of good things; but did it never occur to
you that somehow we are not interesting, except as a
phenomenon? It may safely be affirmed that for one
cultivated man in this country who studies American,
there are fifty who study European history, ancient or
modern.

Till within a year or two we have been as distant and
obscure to the eyes of Europe as Ecuador to our own.
Every day brings us nearer, enables us to see the Old
World more clearly, and by inevitable comparison to judge
ourselves with some closer approach to our real value. This
has its advantage so long as our culture is, as for a long
time it must be, European; for we shall be little better
than apes and parrots till we are forced to measure our
muscle with the trained and practised champions of that
elder civilisation. We have at length established our claim
to the noblesse of the sword, the first step still of every
nation that would make 1ts entry into the best society of
history. To maintain ourselves there, we must achieve an
equality in the more exclusive circle of culture, and to that
end must submit ourselves to the European standard of
intellectual weights and measures. That we have made the
hitherto biggest gun might excite apprehension (were there
a dearth of iron), but can never exact respect. That our
pianos and patent reapers have won medals does but con-
firm us in our mechanic and material measure of merit. We
must contribute something more than mere contrivances
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for the saving of labour, which we have been only too
ready to misapply in the domain of thought and the higher
kinds of invention. In those Olympic games where nations
contend for truly immortal wreaths, it may well be
questioned whether a mowing-machine would stand much
chance in the chariot-races—whether a piano, though made
by a chevalier, could compete successfully for the prize of
music.

We shall have to be content for a good while yet with
our provincialism, and must strive to make the best of it.
In 1t lies the germ of nationality, and that is, after all, the
prime condition of all thoroughbred greatness of character.
To this choicest fruit of a healthy life, well rooted in native
soil, and drawing prosperous juices thence, nationality gives
the keenest flavour. Mr. Lincoln was an original man, and
in so far a great man ; yet it was the Americanism of his
every thought, word, and act which not only made his
influence equally at home in Fast and West, but drew the
eyes of the outside world, and was the pedestal that lifted
him where he could be seen by them. Lincoln showed that
native force may transcend local boundaries, but the growth
of such nationality is hindered and hampered by our
division into so many half-independent communities, each
with its objects of county ambition, and its public men
great to the borders of their district. In this way our
standard of greatness is insensibly debased. To receive any
national appointment, a man must have gone through
precisely the worst training for it ; he must have so far
narrowed and belittled himself with State politics as to be
acceptable at home. In this way a man may become
chairman of the Committee on Foreign Affairs because he
knows how to pack a caucus in Catawampus County, or be
sent ambassador to Barataria because he has drunk bad
whiskey with every voter in Wildcat City. Should we
ever attain to a conscious nationality, it will have the
advantage of lessening the number of our great men, and
widening our appreciation to the larger scale of the two or
three that are left—if there should be so many. Meanwhile
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we offer a premium to the production of great men in a
small way, by inviting each State to set up the statues of
two of its immortals in the Capitol. What a niggardly
percentage ! Alrcady wo are embarrassed, not to find the
two, but to choose among the crowd of candidates. Well,
seventy odd heroes in about as many years is pretty well
for a young nation. We do not envy most of them their
eternal martyrdom in marble, their pillory of indiscrimina-
tion. We fancy even native tourists pausing before the
greater part of the effigies, and, after reading the names,
asking desperatcly, “ Who was 2¢?” Nay, if they should
say, “Who the devil was Ae?” it were a pardonable
invocation, for none so fit as the Prince of Darkness to act
as cicerone among such palpable obscurities. We recall the
court-yard of the Uffizj at Florence. That also is not free
of parish celebritics; but Dante, Galileo, Michael Angelo,
Macchiavelli—shall the inventor of the sewing machine,
even with the button-holing improvement, let us say, match
with these, or with far lesser than these? Perhaps he was
more practically uscful than any onc of these, or all of them
together, but the soul is sensible of a sad difference some-
where. These also were citizens of a provincial capital ; so
were the greater part of Plutarch’s heroes. Did they have
a better chance than we moderns—than we Americans?
At any rate they have the start of us, and we must confess
that

¢ By bed and table they lord it o’er us,
Our elder brothers, but one in blood.”

Yes, one in blood ; that is the hardest part of it. Is our
provincialism then in some great measure due to our
absorption in the practical, as we politely call it, meaning
the material —to our habit of estimating greatness by the
square mile and the hundredweight ¥ Even during our war,
in the midst of that almost unrivalled stress of soul, were
not our speakers and newspapers so enslaved to the vulgar
habit as to boast ten times of the thousands of square miles
it covered with armed men, for once that they alluded to
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the motive that gave it all its meaning and its splendour
Perhaps it was as well that they did not exploit that passiou
of patriotism as an advertisement in the style of Barnum or
Perham. “I scale one hundred and eighty pounds, but
when I'm mad I weigh two ton,” said the Kentuckian, with
a true notion of moral avoirdupois. That ideal kind of
weight is wonderfully increased by a national feeling,
whereby one man is conscious that thirty millions of men
go into the balance with him. The Roman in ancient, and
the Englishman in modern times, have been most conscious
of this representative solidity, and wherever one of them
went there stood Rome or England in his shoes. We have
made some advance in the right direction. Our civil war,
by the breadth of its proportions and the implacability of
its demands, forced us to admit a truer valuation, and gave
us, in our own despite, great soldiers and sailors, allowed
for such by all the world. The harder problems it
has left behind may in time compel us to have great
statesmen, with views capable of reaching beyond the
next election. The ecriticism of Europe alone can
rescue us from the provincialism of an over or false
estimate of ourselves. Let us bLe thankful, and not angry,
that we must accept it as our touchstone. Our stamp has
so often been impressed upon base metal, that we cannot
expect it to be taken on trust, but we may be sure that true
gold will be equally persuasive the world over. Real
manhood and honest achievement are nowhere provincial,
but enter the select society of all time on an even footing.
Spanish America might be a good glass for us to look
into. Those Catharine-wheel republics, always in revolu-
tion while the powder lasts, and sure to burn the fingers of
whoever attempts intervention, have also their great men,
as placidly ignored by us as our own by jealous Europe.
The following passage from the life of Don Simon Bolivar
might allay many motus animorum, if rightly pondered.
Bolivar, then a youth, was travelling in Italy, and his
biographer tells us that, ¢ near Castiglione he was present
at the grand review made by Napoleon of the columns
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defiling into the plain large enough to contain sixty thou-
sand men. The throne was situated on an eminence that
overlooked the plain, and Napoleon on several occasions
looked through a glass at Bolivar and his companions, who
were at the base of the hill. The hero Ceesar could not
imagine he beheld the liberator of the world of Columbus!”
And small blame to him, one would say. We are not,
then, 1t scems, the only foundling of Columbus, as we are
50 apt to take for granted. The great Genocse did not, as
we supposed, draw that first star-guided furrow across the
vague of waters with a single eyo to the future greatness of
the Umted States. And have we not sometimes, like the
enthusiastic biographer, fancied the Old World staring
through all its tclescopes at us, and wondered that it did
not recognise in us what we were fully persuaded we were
going to be and do %

Our American life is dreadfully barren of those elements
of the social picturesque which give piquancy to anecdote.
And without anecdote, what is biography, or even history,
which is only biography on a larger scale? Clio, though
she takes airs on herself, and pretend to be “ philosophy
teaching by exawmple,” is, after all, but a gossip who has
borrowed Fame’s speaking-trumpet, and should be figured
with a tea-cup instead of a scroll in her hand. How much
has she not owed of late to the tittle-tattle of her gillflirt
sister Thalia? In what gutters has not Macaulay raked
for the brilliant bits with which he has put together his
admirable mosaic picture of England under the last two
Stuarts? Even Mommsen himself, who dislikes Plutarch’s
method as much as Montaigne loved it, cannot get or give a
lively notion of ancient Rome, without running to the
comic poets and the anecdote-mongers. He gives us the
very beef-tea of history, nourishing and even palatable
enough, excellently portable for a memory that must carry
her own packs, and can afford little luggage ; but for our
own part, we prefer a full, old-fashioned meal, with its side-
dishes of spicy gossip, and its last relish, the Stilton of scan-
dal, s0 it be not too high. One volume of contemporary
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memoirs, stuffed though it be with lies (for lies to be
good for anything must have a potential probalnlity, must
oven be true so far as their moral and social sctting is
concerned) will throw more hight muo the dark backward of
time than the gravest Camden or Thuanus, 1f St. Simon is
not aceurate, is he any the less essentially true? No
history gives us so clear an understanding of the moral
condition of average men after the restoration of the
Stuarts as the unconscious blabbings of the Puritan tailor’s
son, with his two consciences, as 1t were—an inward, still
sensitive 1 spots, though mostly toughened to India-
rubber, and good rather for rubbing out old scores than
retaining them, and an outward, alert, and termagantly
effective 1n Mrs. Pepys. DBut we can have no St. Simons
or Pepyses till we have a Paris or London to delocalise our
gossip and give 1t historic breadth. All our capitals are
fractional, merely greater or smaller gatherings of men,
centres of business rather than of action or influence.
Each containg so many souls, but is not, as the word
“capital” implies, the truc head of a community and seat
of its common soul.

Has not Iife itself perhaps become a little more prosaic
than it once was? As the clearing away of the woods
scants the strecams, may not our civilisation have dried
up some fecders that helped to swell the current of
individual and personal force? We have sometimes
thought that the stricter definition and consequent
seclusion from ecach other of the different callings in
modern times, as it narrowed the chance of developing and
giving variety to character, lesscned also the interest of
biography. Formerly arts and arms were not divided by
so impassable a barricr as now. There was hardly such a
thing as a pékin. Cwmsar gets up from writing his Latin
Grammar to conquer Gaul, change the course of history,
and make so many things possible—among the rest our
English language and Shakespeare. Horace had been a
colonel ; and from Aschylus, who fought at Marathon, to
Ben Jonson, who trailed a pike in the Low Countries, the

134
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list of martial civilians is a long one. A man’s education
seems more complete who has smelt hostile powder from a
less sesthetic distance than Goethe. It raises our confidence
m Sir Kenelm Digby as a physicist, that he is able to
illustrate some theory of acoustics in his Treatise of Bodics
by instancing the effect of his guns in a sea-fight off Scan
deroon. One would oxpect the proportions of character to
be enlarged by such variety and coutrast of experience.
Perhaps it will by-and-by appear that our own Civil War
has done somcthing for us in this way. Colonel Higginson
comes down from his pulpit to draw on his jackboots, and
thenceforth rides in our imagination alongside of John
Bunyan and Bishop Compton. To have stored moral
capital enough to meet the drafts of Death at sight must
be an unmatched tonic. We saw our light-hearted youth
come back with the modest gravity of age, as if they had
learned to throw out pickets against a surprise of any weak
point in their temperament. Perhaps that American shifti-
ness, so often complained of, may not be so bad a thing, if,
by bringing men acquainted with every humour of fortune
and human nature, it puts them in fuller possession of
themselves.

But with whatever drawbacks in special circumstances,
the main interest of biography must always lie in the
amount of character or essential manhood which the sub-
ject of it reveals to us, and events are of import only as
means to that end. It is true that lofty and far-seen
exigencies may give greater opportunity to some men,
whose energy is more sharply spurred by the shout of a
multitude than by the grudging Well done / of conscience.
Some theorists have too hastily assumed that, as the power
of public opinion increases, the force of private character,
or what we call originality, is absorbed into and diluted by
it. But we think Horace was right in putting tyrant and
mob on a level as the trainers and tests of a man’s solid
quality. The amount of resistance of which one is capable
to whatever lies outside the conscience is of more con-
sequence than all other faculties together; and democracy,
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perhaps, tries this by pressure in more directions, and with
a more continuous strain, than any other form of society.
In Josiah Quincy we have an example of character trained
and shaped, under the nearest approach to a pure de-
mocracy the world has ever seen, to a firmness, unity, and
self-centred poise that recall the finer types of antiquity, in
whom the public and private man was so wholly of a piece
that they were truly everywhere atl home, for the same sin-
cerity of nature that dignified the hearth carried also a
charm of homeliness into the forum. The phrase “a great
public character,” once common, seems to be going out of
fashion, perhaps because there are fcwer examples of the
thing. It fits Josiah Quincy exactly. Active in civic and
academic duties till beyond the ordinary period of man, at
fourscore and ten his pen, voice, and venerable presence
were still efficient in public affairs. A score of years
after the energies of even vigorous men are declining or
spent, his mind and character made themselves felt as in
their prime. A true pillar of house and state, he stood un-
flinchingly upright under whatever burden might be laid
upon him. The French Revolutionists aped what was itself
but a parody of the elder republic, with their hair & la
Brutus, and their pedantic moralities @ /a Cato Minor, but
this man unconsciously was the antique Roman they
laboriously went about to be. Others have filled places
more conspicuous, few have made the place they filled so
conspicuous by an exact and disinterested performance
of duty.

In the Liography of Mr. Quincy by his son there is some-
thing of the provincialism of which we have spoken as
inherent in most American works of the kind. His was a
Boston life in the strictest sense. But provincialism is
relative, and where it has a flavour of its own, as in Scot-
land, it is often agreeable in proportion to its very inten-
sity. The Massachusetts in which Mr. Quincy’s habits of
thought were acquired was a very different Massachusetts
from that in which we of later generations have been
bred. Till after he had passed middle life, Boston was
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more truly a capisal than any other city in America,
before or since, except possibly Charleston. The acknow-
ledged head of New England, with a population of well-
nigh purely English descent, mostly derived from the
carlier emigration, with ancestral traditions and inspiring
memories of its own, it had made its name familiar
in both worlds, and was both historically and politi-
cally more important than at any later period. The
Revolution had not interrupted, but rather given a freer
current to the tendencies of its past. Both by its history
and position, the town had what the French call a
solidarity, an almost personal consciousncss, rare anywhere,
rare especially in America, and more than cver since our
enormous importation of fellow-citizens, to whom America
means mercly shop, or meat three times a-day. Boston has
been called the “ American Athens.” /Esthetically, the com-
parison is ludicrous, but politically it was more reasonable.
Its population was homogeneous, and there were leading
families; while the form of government by town-meeting,
and the facility of social and civic intercourse, gave great
influence to popular personal qualitics and opportunity to
new men. A wide commerce, while it had insensibly
softened the asperitics of Puritanism and imported enough
foreign refinement to humanise, not enough foreign luxury
to corrupt, had not essentially qualified the native tone of
the town. Retired sea-captains (true brothers of Chaucer’s
Shipman), whose exploits had kindled the imagination of
Burke, added a not unpleasant savour of salt to society.
They belonged to the old school of Gilbert, Hawkins,
Frobisher, and Drake, parcel-soldiers all of them, who
had commanded armed ships, and had tales to tell of
gallant fights with privateers or pirates, truest represent-
atives of those Vikings who, if trade in lumber or peltry
was dull, would make themselves Dukes of Dublin or Earls
of Orkney. If trade pinches the mind, commerce liberalises
it; and Boston was also advantaged with the neighbourhood
of the country’s oldest College, which maintained the whole-
some traditions of culture,—where Homer and Horace are
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familiar there is a certain amount of cosmopolitanism—and
would not allow bigotry to become despotism. Manners
were more self-respectful, and thercfore more respectful of
others, and personal sensitiveness was fenced with more of
that cercmonial with which society armed itself when it
surrendercd the ruder protection of the sword. We had
not then seen a Governor in his chamber at the State
House with his hat on, a cigar mn his mouth, and his feet
upon the stove. Domestic service, in spite of the proverb,
was not seldom an inheritance, nor was household peace
dependent on the whim of a foreign armed neutrality in
the kitchen. Servant and master were of one stock ; there
was decent authority and becoming respect ; the tradition
of the Old World lingered after its superstition had passed
away. There was an aristocracy such as is healthful in a
well-ordered community, founded on public service, and
hereditary so long as the virtue which was its patent was
not escheated. The clergy, no longer hedged by the
reverence exacted by sacerdotal caste, were more than
repaid by the consideration willingly paid to superior
culture. What changes, many of them for the better,
some of them surely for the worse, and all of them
inevitable, did not Josiah Quincy see in that well-nigh
secular life which linked the war of independence to the
war of nationality ! We seemed to see a type of them the
other day in a coloured man standing with an air of
comfortable self-possession while his boots were brushed
by a youth of catholic neutral tint, but whom nature had
planned for white. The same eyes that looked on Gage’s
redcoats, saw Colonel Shaw’s negro regiment march out of
Boston in the national blue. Seldom has a life, itself
actively associated with public affairs, spanned so wide a
chasm for the imagination. Oglethorpe’s offers a parallel—
the aide-de-camp of Prince Eugéne calling on John Adams