
 
 
 

La presente colección bibliográfica digital está sujeta a la 
legislación española sobre propiedad intelectual.  
De acuerdo con lo establecido en la legislación vigente su 
utilización será exclusivamente con fines de estudio e 
investigación científica; en consecuencia, no podrán ser 
objeto de utilización colectiva ni lucrativa ni ser depositadas 
en centros públicos que las destinen a otros fines.  
 
En las citas o referencias a los fondos incluidos en la 
investigación deberá mencionarse que los mismos proceden 
de la Biblioteca del Patronato de la Alhambra y Generalife y, 
además, hacer mención expresa del enlace permanente en 
Internet.  
 
El investigador que utilice los citados fondos está obligado a 
hacer donación de un ejemplar a la Biblioteca del Patronato 
de la Alhambra y Generalife  del estudio o trabajo de 
investigación realizado.  
 
This bibliographic digital collection is subject to Spanish intellectual property Law. In 
accordance with current legislation, its use is solely for purposes of study and scientific 
research. Collective use, profit, and deposit of the materials in public centers intended for 
non-academic or study purposes is expressly prohibited. 
 
Excerpts and references should be cited as being from the Library of the Patronato of the 
Alhambra and Generalife, and a stable URL should be included in the citation. 
 
We kindly request that a copy of any publications resulting from said research be donated 
to the Library of the Patronato of the Alhambra and Generalife for the use of future 
students and researchers. 
 
Biblioteca del Patronato de la Alhambra y Generalife 
C / Real de la Alhambra S/N . Edificio Nuevos Museos 
18009 GRANADA (ESPAÑA) 
+ 34 958 02 79 45 
biblioteca.pag@juntadeandalucia.es 



LJ

G

~ ~



BOHN ' S NOVELISTS ' LIBRARY .
EV ELINA. By FRA :.cFS BURNEY . Edited by A . R . Ellis, 3s . 6(1.

CECILIA . By Fxnxcrs BURNEY. Edited by A. R . Ellis. 2 vds. 73 .

THE, BETROTHED ('I Pro m ess i S pos i ' ). By A L i:ss n svRo MANZONI .
The only com ple te Engl ish tra n s l ati on . Wit h n u mero u s lV oodcn t,. 5~ .

UROSSI ' S n7 ARC 0 VISCO NTI. T ranslat ed from the Ita li an by A. F . 1) .

UNCLE 'POA4 'S CABIN. W ith Intr od u c t ory Re m arks by the Rev .
J . SHERMAN . I ll u s t ra tions. 3s. 6d.

TOM J O N ES ; THE HI STO RY O F A FOUNDLING . By HENRY
P'tr; [,n i Nc . I:oscoe's Edition . With Illustrations by U corge Cru il: -
sl i an k . In 2 col s . 7S.

J O SEP H ANDREWS. By HENRY FrrLu[x c. Roscoe's Edition .
Wit h Biography and Po rtra it of F iel ding . Illu strations by Gcorgc

Cr u i k shank . I n x vol. 3s. 6d.

AMELIA. Ry IIr -Nx v Pi c i.IAN"c . Roscoe's Edition. W ith Cruil;sha u k's
lll ustratious . 5s.

BOHN ' S STANDARD LIBRARY (a Sele ct ion ) .

COL ERID G E'S LECTURES ON S H A KI;SPFA R L, &c . 3s . 6c1.
LO C FiH A R '1°S I ,IP'L, O F BURNS. en l arged Edition, R ev i sed an d

Annotated by W. S . DOUGLAS . W ith Portrait . 3s. 6,1.

LNU?I2S0\ 'S WORKS. The m os t Complete Ed i tio n , 3 N'ol s . s . 6af.
eac h ,

P LUT A R C H 'S LIV ES. Netivl y t ran s l ated, with No tes and a L ife by
A . SrFAva tt'r, M .A ., and GEORGE L oxG, M.A . 4 co l s . 3s . 6d. each .

I,A FONTAINE'S FABLES. Translat ed in to English Ve r se by lir .i zu it
WRIGHT . New edi t ion . gs . 6d.

CER VAN T ES' DO N QUIXOTE DE L A MA N C II :1. M ott cux's Tr.ins-
l a t ion R evised. With Life ai d No t es by J . G. L oCimAR'r , z c o l s . 7s .

CLASSIC TALES. Conta i ning R assel ;is , Vicar of Wakefie l d , Voyage t o
Lill iput , Sen timent al journey. 3s . 6d.

GILBART'S PRINCIPLES A ND PRACTICE OF BA N K ING . N ew
Edition, R evise d . 2 vol s. xos.

CHAL'CL;R'ti POETICAL WORKS. 4 vo l s . 3s . 6d. each .
GIBBON'S DECLINE, AND FA LL. 7 vol s . gs . 6d, each .
G OE'P H F,'S AUTOBIOGRAPHY, DR :1 N A5, POE,-% I S, AND PROSE

WORKS. iii vols . 3s. 6d. each.
7 : 1MrS O N'S SHAKESPLARE'S HEROINES- 3s . 6d.

SCHILLER'S WORKS. 6 cols . gs. 6d, each .

SCH L P:G L.L 'S W ORKS . 6 vols . gs. Gd. each .
MOLIERE'S DRAMA M(' W0 12 1{ ti . 3 N-01s, 3s, 6d, each .
13AC0N'S ESSAYS, APOPHTHEGMS, fie . ;s . 6d.
MARTINEAU'S HIS TO RY OF ENGLAND, 1800-46, Sco t s . 3 s .5 (f, e . tcL .
h4 ILTOV 'S PROSE WORF:ti . 5 vols . gs. 6d. cnch .
GUIZOT 'S HISTORICAL WORKS, 5 vols . gs. 6d, each.
ADDISON'S w'O RKS, 6 cols , gs . 6:t. each .
BURKE'S WORKS AND LIFE . 9 co]s . 3s . Gd, each ,

Full Catalogu e s of Bohn's Libraries sent post free on application .

L OND O N : G EORGE BE L L AND SONS .





THE s ETCH
COMPRlSING

BOOK·

IUP VA" WI. KLE, RURAL LIFE 1 E,"GLA,'D, THE WIDOW A~D

HER SO~, CHRIST lAS DAY, LO. 'DON A. "TIQUES,

STRATFORD·O~·AVON, THE PRIDE OF THE VILLAGE,

THE LEGE,'D OF SLEEPY HOLLOW,

ETC. ETC. ETC.

BY

ASHI GTO IRVI_ G.

.. 1 V'Cl110 wife nor childrea, good or bad, to provide (or. A mere
tor of other men's fertunes and adventures, and holl/' they play their parts :

hich, metbinks, are diversely pr ted unto me, as from a common
or e."-BUItTO .

LO DO GEORGE BELL & SO. TS, YORK STREET,

COVE IT GARDE •

1887.



LONDON :

rttisrru rr W [r.t.cn ac ct. o~cr .~ ANTI SON=, LTMIT1111.

scnAit'ot:o sr¢L ¢i AND c HA r.is a c r ops.

rA



PREFACE .

o

raE following papers, with two exceptions, were writter m England, and
forme d but part of an i ntended series for which 1 F.xi made notes and
memorandums . Before I could mature a plan, f wweF -r, citcumstunces
compelled me to send them piecemeal to the U nited Statc s, where they were
published f rom time to time in portions or numbers . It was not nay inten-
tion to publish them in England, being conscious that m,ich of their contents
coul d be inte r esting only to American readers, and, in t ruth, being deterred
by the severit y with which American productions had been treated by the
British press.

By the time the contents o f the fi r st volume had appeared in this occasional
manner, they began to find their way across the Atlantic, and to be inserted,
with many kind encomiums, in the London Literary Gazelle. I t was sai d ,
also, that a London bookselle r intended to publish them in a collecti ve form .
I determined, therefore, to bring them forward myself, that they might at
least have the benefit of my superintendence and revision . I accordingly
took the printed numbers which I had received from the United States to
Mr. J ohn Murray, the eminent publisher, from whom I had already received
friendly attentions, and left them with him for examination, informing him
that should he be inclined to bring them before the public, I had materials
enough on hand for a second volume . Several days having elapsed without
an y comm unication from Mr . Murray, I addressed a note t o him, in which I
construed his silence into a tacit rejection of my work, and begged that the
nu mbers I had left with him might be returned to me . The following was
his reply :

My d ea r Sir ,
I en treat you to believe that I feel truly obliged by yo ur k ind in tentions towa rds me,

a n d that I entertain the most unfeigned r espect fo r your m os t tasteful talents . niy house
is completel y filled with morkpeople at this time, and I have only an office t o transact b ase .
tress in ; a nd yesterday I was wholly occupied, or I should have done myself the pl e asure
of se ein g you.

If i t would not su i t m e to engage in the publication of your present w ork, it is only
F ecause I do no t see that scope in the nat ure o f i t which would enable me to m ake those
satisfactory accounts between no, without which I real l y fee l no satisfaction in engaging ;
bu t I w ill d o a ll I can to pro m o te their circulation, and sh a ll be most ready to attend to
any future plan o f yours.

With mu ch r e gard , I remain, dea r sir,
Your fait hful se rvant,

JOHN MURRAY .

This was dishearten ing, and m ight have deter r ed me from any further
pro s ecution of the matter, had the question of republication in Great Britai n
rested entirely with me ; but I apprehended the appearance of a spurious
edition . I now thought of Air. Archibald Constable a s publisher, having
been treated by him with much hospitality during a visit to Edinburgh ; but
first I determine d to submit my work to Sir Walter (then Mr.) Sco t t, being
encouraged to do so by the cordial reception I had experienced from him
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at Abbotsford a few years previously, and by the favourable opinion he had
ex pressed t o others of my earlier writings . I acco r dingly sent him the
printed numbers o f the Sketch B ook in a parcel by coach, and at the same
time wrote to him, hinting that since I had had the pleasure of parta k ing of
his hospitality , a reverse had ta k en place in my affairs, which made the suc-
cessful e x e r cise o f my pen all-impo rt ant to me ; I begged him, therefore, to
look over the literar y a rticles I had forwarded to him, and, if he thought they
would bear Eu r opean republication, to ascertain whether Mr, Consta b le
would be incline d to be the publisher.

The pa rcel containing my wo rk went by coach to Scott's add ress in Edin-
burgh ; t he l etter went by mail to his residence in the country . By the very
first post I r eceived a reply, before he had seen m y work.

" I was down at Kelso," said he, " when your lette r r each ed Abbotsford .
I am now on my way to town, and will converse with Constable, and do all
in my powe r to forward your views-I assure you n o thing wil l give m e mo r e
pleasure."

The h in t , ho weve r, about a rever se of fortune had struck the quick appre-
hension of S co tt, and, with that practical and e fficient good-will which
belonged to his na tu re, he had a lready devised a way of aiding me . A weekly
periodical, be w ent on to i nform me, was about to b e set up in Edinburgh ,
suppo r ted by the mos t respectable talents, and amp ly furnished with a ll the
n ecessary information. T he appointment of the edito r , for which ample
funds were p rovided, w ould be fi ve hund red pounds sterling a year, with t he
r easonable p r ospect of further advantages. This sit u ation, being apparently
at his disposal , he frankly offered to me . T he wo rk , howev er, he intimated,
was to have somewhat of a political bearing, and he expressed an apprehen-
sion that the tone it was desired to adopt might not suit me. " Yet I r is k
the question," added he, " because I know no man so well qualified for t h is
im portant task, and perhaps because it will necessarily bring you to Ed i n-
burgh . I f my p roposa l does not suit, you need only keep the matter secret,
and there is no harm done . 'And for my love I pray you wrong me not.'
If, on the contrary, you think it could be made to suit you , let me k no w as
soon as possible, address i ng Castle-street, Edinb u rgh . "

In a p ostsc ript, w ritten from Edinb u rgh , he adds, " I am just co m e here,
and h ave gla n ced ove r the S ketch B ook . I t i s positively beautiful , and in-
creases my d esi re to cr imp you, if it be possi b le . Some difficulties there
always are in managing such a matter, especially at the outset ; but we will
ob v iate th e m as much as we p ossibly can . "

The following is from an imperfect draugh t of my reply, w hich underwent
some modificationF in the cop y sent .

" I cannot exp ress ho w much I am g ratified by you r letter. I had begun
to feel as if I had tak e n a n u nwarranta b l e liberty ; but, somehow o r other,
there is a genia l sunshine about you that warms every creeping thing int o
heart and confidence. Your lite r ary p r o p osal both surprises and flatter s me,
as it evinces a much highe r opinion of my talents than I have myself. "

I the n went on to ex plain that I found myself peculi arly unfitted for th e
situation o ffered to me, not merely by my political opinions, but by the ver y
constitution and habits of my mind. °' M y whole course of life," I observe d,
"leas been desul t ory, and I am u n fi tted for any pe riodicall y recurring task,
o r an y stipu l ated labour o f b ody o r m i nd. I have no com m an d o f my
tale n ts, such as they are, and have t o watch the varyings of my mind as I
would those of a weathercoc k . Practice and trainin g may bring me mo r e in to

i
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r ule ; but at present I am as useless for regular service as one of my own

country I ndians, or a D on Cossack .

" 1 must, therefore, keep on pretty much as I have begun ; writing a%ueq
I can, not when I would. I shall occasionally shift my residence, and writ e
w hatever is suggested by objects before me, o r whatever r i ses in my imagi-
nation ; and hope to wr i te better and more copiously by-and-by .

" I am pl aying the egotist, but I know no better way o f answering your
proposal than by showing what a very goo d -fo r -nothing kind of being I am .
Sho uld Mr . Constable feel inclined to make a bargain for the wares I have on
band, he will encourage me to further enter p rise ; and it wi ll be someth ing
like trading with a gipsy fo r the fruits o f his prowlings, who may at one ti me
have nothing but a wooden bowl to offer, and at another time a silver tankard . "

I n reply, Scott expressed regret, but not surprise, at m y declining what
might hav e proved a tro ublesome duty . He then recurred to the original
subject of o ur correspondence ; entered into a deta il of the various terms upon
which arrangements w ere made between authors an d book sellers, that I might
take my choice ; e xpressing the most encouraging co nfidence of the success of
my work, and of p r evious works which I had p rod u ced in A merica . " I did
no m ore," added he, " than open the trenches with Constable ; b ut I am
sure i f you will take the trouble to write to him, yo u will find him disposed
to treat you r overtures with every degree of attention . Or, if you think i t
of conse quence, in the first place, to see me, I shall be in London in the
course of a month, and whatever my experience can command is mos t
heartily at your command . But I can add little to what I have said abov e ,
except my earnest recommendation to Constable to ente r into the negotia-
tion ."*

Before the receipt of this most obliging letter, however, I had determined
to look to no leading bookselle r for a launch, but to throw my work before
the public at my own ris k , and let it sink or swim according to i ts merits . I
wro te t o that effect to Scott, and soon received a reply

" I observe with pleasure that you are going to come forth in Britain . I t
is certainly not the very best way to publish on one's own accompt ; for the
booksel l ers set their face agai n st the circulation o f such works as do not pay an
amaz ing toll to the m selves . But they have lost the art of altogethe r damming
up the road in such cases between the author and the public, which they we re
once able to do as e ffectually as Diabolus in John Sunt'an's H oly War
closed up the windows of my Lo rd Understanding's mansion . I am sure of
one thing, that you have only to be known to the B ritish public to be admire d
by the m , and I w o uld not say so unless I really w as of that opinion .

" I f you ever see a witty but rather local publication called B laekicood' s
Edinburgh Magazine, you will find some notice of your works in the l ast
numbe r : the autho r is a friend of mine, to whom I have introduced you i n

I cannot avoid subjoining in a note a s ucceeding para graph o f BcotYa le tt er, which,
thou gh i t does n ot rel at e to the main subject of our co rr esponde nce, was too characteristic
to be omitted . Som e ti me p reviously I had sen t ➢f iea Sop h ia Scot t small du odecimo
American edit ion s of her father's poems pub l ished in Edinburgh i n quarto volumes ;
sh owing t he " ni gromaney " o f the Ame rican p r ess, by w hich a quart o f w ine is conjured
in to a pint b ottle. Scot t observes :-" I n my hurry, I have not thanked you in Sophia's
name fo r the kind att en tion which f u rnished her with the Amer ican v o lumes. I a m not
quite s ure I can add my own , sin ce you have m ade her acq u ainted with much more of
p ap a' s folly than she would ever otherwise have learned ; for I had t aken spec ia l care th ey
s hould never see any of those t hings during their earlie r years . I think I tol d yo u th at
Walter is sweeping the fir mament with a feather like a maypol e, and indentin g the p eve -
men t with a s word li ke a scythe-in other words, he has become a whisk ered hussar in ths
18t h d rago ons . "
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your liter ary capacit y. H is na m e is L ockha r t, a young man of very co¢-
siderable t a lent, and who will soon be in t imately conne cted with my family.
My faithful friend Knickerbocker is to be next examined and illustrated .
Constable was extremely willing to enter into co nsideration of a treaty for
your works, but I foresee will be still m ore so when

Your nam e is up, and may go
From Toledo to Madrid.

-- And that will soon be the case . I trus t to h e i n Londo n a b ou t the
middle of the month, and promi s e myself great plea sure in once again shaking
you by the hand ."

The first volume of the Sketch B ook was put to press in London as I had
resolved, at my own risk, by a bo o k selle r unknown to fame, and without any
of the usual a r ts by which a work is trump eted into no tice . Still some atten-
tion had be en called to it by the extracts which had pr e vi o u sly appeare d in
the Lit e rary Gazette, and by the kind word sp ok e n by the editor o f that
periodi cal, a n d it was g e tti ng into fair circula tio n, wh e n my worthy bookseller
failed before the fir s t mon th was ov er, and the sal e w as interrupt e d .

At th i s juncture Scott arrived in London . I called to him for help, as I
was sti c kin g in the mire, a nd , m o re pro pitious th an Hercule s, he put his own
shoulde r to the whee l. Through his favourable represe ntations, Murray was
quickly induced to undertake the future publicati o n of th e work which he had
previously d eclined . A furth e r edit ion of the first volume was struck off, and
the second volume was put to pr es s, and from that tim e Murray became my
publis her, conduc ting him self in all his dea lings with that fair, op e n, and
liber al spirit which h a d o b t aine d fo r him the well-m e rited a pp ellation of the
Prince of B oo kse ll ers.

Thu s, u nder the k ind and cordia l auspices of Sir Wal te r S cott, I bega n my
literary ca r ee r in Europe ; and I fee l th at I am but di s charging, in a trifling
d e gree, my d e bt of gratitud e to th e me mory of that golden- hea rt e d man in
acknowl e dging my obligations t o h im .-But who of his literary contem-
p o ra ries eve r applied to him for aid or coun sel that did not experi e n ce the
most prompt, generou s , and effect u al assistance ?

Sb ?i n3/BY[IF , 1848 .
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TIIE AUTHOR'S ACCOUNT OF HIMSELF .
I am of th i s mind wi th Homer, that as the snails that crept out of h er she] was tinnedeft soon s into a toad , and ther eL) w as forced t o make a stoole to si t on ; s o the traveller thatstra nle th from h is owns co untry is in a sh o rt t ime trans formed into so mo nst rou s a s hape,t h at he i s faiae to alter hi s mansi on with his manners, and to liv e where he can, no t w h erehe would . -LILY'S Ev raox e .

I Avns always fond of visiting new scenes, and observing strange
characters and manners . Even when a, mere child I be, "In my
travels, and made many tours of discovery into foreign parts and
unknown regions of my native city, to the frequent alarm of my
parents, and the emolument of the town-crier . As I grew into
boyhood, I extended the range of my observations . My holiday
afternoons were spent in rambles about the surrounding country .
I made myself familiar with all its places famous in history or
Lble . I knew every spot 'where a murder or robbery li ;icl been
committed, or a ghost seen . I visited the neighbouring villages,
and added greatly to my stock of knowledge by noting their
habits and customs, and conversing with their sages and great
men . I even journeyed one long summer's day to the summit of
the most distant hill, whence I stretched my eye over many a
mile of terra i7acog7ailcc, and was astonished to find how vast a
globe I inhabited .

This rambling propensity strengthened with my years . Books
of voyages and travels became my passion, and in devouring
their contents I neglected the regular exercises of the school .How wistfully would I wander about the pier-heads in fin,
,weather, and watch the parting ships bound to distant climes-
,wit l i what longing eyes 'would I gaze after their lessening sails,
and waft myself in imaginatiou to the ends of the earth !

Further reading and thinking, though they brought this vague
inclination into more reasonable bounds, only served to make it
more decided . I visited varions parts of my own country ; andhad I been merely a, lover of fii .c; scenery, I should have felt lit t ledesire to seek elsewhere its gratification ; for on no country have
the charms of Nature been more prodigally lay-iehed. Her mighty
lakes, like oceans of liquid silvcr ; her mountains, with theirbright aerial tints ; her valleys, tecmina with wild fertility ; her

{.~ !- B
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tremendous cataracts, thundering in thei r solituaes ; her bound-
less plains, waving with spontaneous verdure ; her broad deep
rivers, rolling in sole m n silence to the ocean ; her track less forests,
where ve;etat ion puts forth all its ma-nificence ; her skies, kind-
3inb with the magic of summer clouds and glorious sunshine
no, never need an American look beyond his own country for the
sub lime and beautiful of natural scenery.

Bu t Europe held forth the charms of storied and poetica l as-
sociation. There were to be seen the masterpieces of art, tiic
re fi nements of highly-cultiva#ea society, the quaint peculiarities
of ancient and local custom. My native country was full o f
youthfu l pr omise : Europe Was rich in the accumulated treasures
o f age. her very ruins told the history of times gone by, and
every mouldering stone was a chronicle . I longed to wander over
the scenes of renowned achievement-to tread, as it were, in the
footsteps of antiquity to loiter about the ruined castle-to medi-
t ate on the falling tower--to escape, in short, from the common-
pla ce realities of t he p resent, and lose myself among the shadowy
gra,ndeu ra of the past .

I had, beside all this , an earnest desire to see the great men o f
the earth . We have, it is true, our great men in America : not
a city but has an ample share of them . I have iningled among
them in my time, and been al most withered by the shade into
which they cast me ; for there is nothine co baleful to a small
man as the shade o f a great one, particularly the great man o f
the city. But I was anxious to see the great men of Europe ;
for I had read in the works of various philosophers, that all ani-
mals degenerated in America, and man among the numbe r. A
g reat man of Europe, thought T , must therefore be as superio r t o
a great man of America as a peak of the Alps to a highland of
the Hudson ; and in this idea I was confirmed, by o bserving the
comparative importance an d swelling ma-nituo le o f many English
travellers among us, who, I was as~nrcd, were ve r y little }>ooplo
in t h eir o wn co untry. I will visit this land o f wonders, thought
I, and see the gigantic race from which I am degetier:atecl .

I t has been either my good or evil lot to have my roving pas-
sion gratified. I have wandered through iliff'ci•ent countries, and
witnessed ma n y o f the shifting scenes of life. I cannot say that
I have studied them wit h the eye of a philosopher ; but rath e r
with the sauntering gaze wit h which humble l ove rs of the pi c-
tu resyue stroll from the window of one print-shop to another
caug h t, sometimes by the delineations of bea u ty, sometimes by
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the disto rtions o f car i cature, and sometimes by t he loveliness o flandscape . As it is the fas!iion for modern tourists to travel
pencil in hand, and bring home their po r tfolios filled with
sketches, I am disposed to ge t up a few for the entertainment
of my friends . When, however, I look over the hints and m e-
moranduins I have taken down for the purpose, my heart almostfails me at Ending how my idle humour has led me aside for the
great objects studied by every regular traveller who would make
a book . I fear I shall give equal disappointment with an un-
lucky landscape painter who had travelled on t he cont inent, but,
following the bent of his vagrant inclination, had sketched in
nooks, and corners, and by-places . His sketch-book was accord -ingly crowded with cottaoca, and landscapes, and obscure ruins ;
but be had neglected to paint St . Peter's or the Coliseum, thocascade of Terni or the bay of Na.ples, and had not a single
glacier or volcano in his whole collection .

THE VOYAGE.
Sh i ps , ships , I will descri e you

mi d st the -in
~~ I w ill c~>me and try you,

What you a re protecting,
And projecting'

a
nairn .What's your end

On e goes abroad fo r me rct and
s

e and
d trading,Anoth e r sta v e to keep h i s cou n try from invadin gA th ird i s coming L o me wi th rich an d w e a l thy lading,Halloo I my fanci e, whither wi l t th o u go ?-OLD POEM .To an American _"'siting Europe the long voyage lie has to mak eis an excellent preparative . The temporary absence of worldly

scenes and employiuents produces a state of mind peculiarly fitte d
to receive new and vivid impressions . Tho vast space of waters
that separates the hemispheres is like a blanl, page in existe nce.
There is no gradual transition by which, as in Lurope, the fea,-
tures and population of one country blend almost imperceptibly
with those of another. From the moment you lose sight of theland you have le ft, all is vacancy until you step on the opposites
hore, and are launched at once into the bustle and novelties o fanother world .

In travelling by ]and, there is a continuity of scene, and a
connected succession of persons and incidents, that carry on the
story of life, and lessen the slicer of absence and separatio n .1
Ve dra y, it is true, "a lengthening chain " at each remove of'our pil -rima~e ; but the chain is unbroken : we can trace it back

Oink by lick, and we feel that the last still grapples us to home
.

s2
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But a wide sea voyage severs us at once. It uial;es us conscious

of being cast loose from the secure anchorage of settled life, and

sent adrift upon a doubtful world . It interposes a gulf, not merely
imaginary, but real, between us and our homes-a gulf subjoct to
tempest, and fear, and uncertainty, rendering distance palpable,

and return precarious .
Such, at least, was the case with myself. As I saw the last blue

line of my native land fade away lilac a cloud in the horizon, it
seemed as if I had closed one volume of the world find its contents,
and had, time for meditation before I opened another . That land,

too, now vanishing from my view, which contained all most dear
to me in life-what vicissitudes might occur ill it-wha,t changes

might t :Ll.e place in mc, before I should visit it again ! Who can
tell, when he sets forth to wander, whither he may be driven by
the uncertain currents of existence ; or when he may return ; or

whether it may ever be his lot to revisit the scenes of his childhood'?

I said that at sea all is vacancy ; I should correct the expression .

To one given to day-drca,niing, and fond of losing himself in
reveries, a sea voyage is full of subjccto for meditation ; but then

they are the wonders of the deep and of the sir, and rather tend
to abstract the mind from worldly themes. I delighted to loll over

the quarter-railing, or climb to the main-top, of a caliii day, and
muse for hours together on the tranquil bosom of ti summer's sea ,
to gaze upon the piles of bolilen clouds just Peering above the
horizon, fancy them some fairy realms, and people them with a

creation of my own ;-to watch the gentle undulating billows,
rolling their silver volumes, as if to die away on those happy shores .

There was a delicious sensation of mingled security and awe with
which I looked down, from my giddy height, on the monsters of
the deep at their uncouth gambols . Shoal-~ of porpoises tumbling

%Uout the bow of the ship ; the grampus slowly heaving his huge

form above the surface ; or the ravenous shirk, darting, like a

spectre, through the blue waters . Dlyimagination would conjure
up all that I had heard or road of the watery world beneath me
of the finny herds that roam its fathomless valleys ; of the shape-

less monsters that lurk among the very foundations of the earth ;

and of those wild phantasms that swell the tales of fishermen and

jailors .
Sometimes a distant sail, Aiding along the edge of the ocean,

.Vo,iid be another theme of idle Speculation. How interesting

this fragment of a world, hastening to rejoin the great mass of

existence! W hat a glorious monument of human inventiou :



THE VOYAGE .

which has in a manner triumphed over wind and w ;tve ; has
brought the ends of the world into co3nmunion ; has established
an interchange of blessings, pouring into the .terile renrions of the
north all the luxuries of the south ; has dilt'iwc(i the light of
3~norvled,e and the charities of cultivated life ; and has thus
bound together those scattered portions of the human race, be-
twceli which Nature seemed to have thrown an insurmountable
barrier .

We one day descried sonic shapeless object drifting at a
distance. At sea everything that breaks the monotony of the
surrounding expanse attracts attention. It proved to be the
mast of a ship that must ha ve been completely wrecked, for there
were the remains of handkerchiefs by which some of the crew had
fastened themselves to this spar, to prevent their being washed
off by the waves. There was no trace by 'kvLiuh the nine of the
ship could he ascertained. The wreck had evidently drifted
about for' many months ; clusters of shell-fish had fastened about
it, and long sea-weeds flaunted at its sides . Dot where, thought
I, are the crew ? Their struggle has long been over-they l~ ;ttie
bone down amidst the roar of the tempest-their bones lie
whitening among the caverns of the deep. Silence, oblivion,
like the waves, have closed over them, and no one can tell the
story of their end . What sighs have been wafted after that
ship ! What prayers offered up at the deserted fireside of ]ionic !
How often has the mistress, the wife, the mother, pored over the
~iaily news to catch sonic casual intelli,euce of this rover of the
deep ! How has expectation darkened into ai3aioty-ausiety
into dread-and dread into despair! Silas! not one memento
may eN-er return for love to cherish . All that may ever be
known is, that she sailed from her port "and was never heard
of more ! "

The sight of this wreck, as usual, gave rise to many dismal
anecdotes . This was particularly the case in the evening, when
the weather, which had hitherto been fair, began to loot, wild
and threatening, and gave indications of one of those sudden
storms which will sometimes brc;ik in ❑ pun the serenity of a
summer voyage . As we sat round the dull light of a lamp in the
cabin, that made tka gloom more Lastly, every one had his tale of
shipwreck and disaster . I was particularly struck with a short
one related by the captain .

As I was once sailin ;,," said lie, in a fine stout ship across
the banks of Newfoundland, one of those heavy fogs which
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prevail in those parts rendered it impossible for ns to see far
ahead even in the daytime, but at night the weather was so thick
that we could not distinguish any object at twice the length o1
the ship . I kept lights at the mast-lead, and a constant watch
forward to look out for fishing smacks, which are accustomed to
l ie at anchor on the banks . The wind was blowing a smacking
breeze, and we were going at a great rate through the water .
Suddenly the watch gave the alarm of 'a sail a .lle,tid !'-it was
scarcely uttered before we were upon her . Slie was a small
schooner, at anchor, with her broadside towards us . The crew
were all asleep, and had neglected to hoist a light . We struck
her just amid-ships . The force, the size, and weight of our
vessel bore her down below the waves ; we passel over her and

were hurried on our course . As the crashing wrock was sinking
beneath us, I had a glimpse of two or three Lylf-nal~ed wretches
rushing from her caLin ; they just started from their beds to be
swallowed shrieking by the waves . I heard their drowning cry
mingling with the wind. The blast that bore it to our ears
swept us out of all further hearing. I shall never for;et that

cry ! It Was some time before we could put the ship about, she
was under such 110 :idway . We returned, as nearly as we could
guess, to the place where the smack had anchored . We cruised
about for several hours in the dense fo,;. We fired sibua]-~uus,
and listened if we might hear the halloo of any survivors ; but all
was silent-we never saw or heard anything of them more :'

I confess these stories, for a time, put an end to all my fine

fancies. The storm increased with the night. The sea was

lashed into tremendous confusion . There was a fearful sullen

sound of rushing waves and broken surnes. Deep called unto

deep . At times the black volume of clouds overhead seemed

rent asunder by flashes of lightninb, which quivered along the

foaming billows, and made the succeeding darkness doubly

terrible . The thunders bellowed over the wild waste of watcrs,

and were echoed and prolonged by the mountain waves . As I

saw the ship staggering and plunging among these roaring

caverns, it seemed miraculous that she regained her balance, or

preserved her buoyancy. Her yards would dip into the water ;

her bow was almost buried beneath the waves . Sometimes in

impending surge appeared ready to overwhelm her, and nothing

but a dexterous movement of the helm preserved her from the

ellock .
When I retired to my cabin, the awful scene still fo ll owed me.
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The whistling of the wind through the rigging sounded like
funereal wafflings . The creaking of the masts, the straining and
groaniiio, of bulk-heads, as the ship laboured in the n-eltcring
sea,, were frightful. As I heard the waves rushing along the
sides of the ship, and roaring in my very ear, it seemed as if
Death were raging round this floating prison, seeking for his
prey ; the mere starting of a nail, the yan-ning of a scam, tni ; ~l1t
give him entrance.

A fine day, however, with a tranquil sea and favouring breeze,
soon put all these dismal reflections to fliaht. It is iliipuasik.le to
resist the gladdening influence of fine weather and fair wind at .
yea. When the ship is decked out in all her canvas, every sail
swelled, and careering baily over the curling waves, how lofty,
how gallant she appears-bow she seems to lord it over the deep !

I might fill a volume with the reveries of a sea r-oywbe, for
with me it is almost a continual reverie-but it is time to get to
shore.

It was a fine sunny morning when the thrilling cry of " iand!"
was given from the roast-licad . None but those who have
experienced it can form an idea of the delicious throng of sensa-
tions which rush into an American's bosons when lie first comes
in sight of Europe . There is a volume of associations with the
very name . It is the land of premise, teeming with everything
of which his childhood has heard, or on which his studious years
have pondered.

From that time until the moment of arrival it was all feverish
excitement. The ships of war that prowled like guardian giants
a]onb the coast ; the headlands of Ireland stretching out into the

• Channel ; the Welsh mountains towering into the clouds ; all
were objects of intense interest. As we sailed up the Mersey, I
reconnoitred the shores with a telescope . My eye dwelt with
delight on neat cotta;es, with their trim shrubberies and green
grass-plots. I Saw the mouldering ruin of an abbey overrun with
ivy, and the taper spire of a vi1l .Lge church rising from the brow
of a neighbouring hill-all were characteristic of Eu-l2nd .

The tide and wind were so favourable that the ship was
enabled to come at once to the pier. It was thronged with
people ; some, idle lookers-on-others, ewer expectants of friends
or relatives . I could distinguish the merchant to whom the ship
Was consigned, I knew him by his calculating brow said restless
air . His hands were thrust into his pockets ; he was tivhistIinb
thoughtfully, and walking to and fro, a small space having been
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accorded him by the Growl in deference to his temporary i m-

portance. There were repeated chceriuos and salutations inter-
changed between the shore and the ship, as friends happened to

recognize each other. I particularly noticed one young woma n

of humble dress,' but interesting demeanour . Site was leaning

forward from among the crowd ; her eye hurried over the ship ,is
it neared the shore, to catch some wished-for countenance. She
seemed disappointed and agitated ; when l heard a faint voice

call her name. It was from a poor sailor who had been ill al l
the voyage, and had excited the sympathy of every one on board .

When the weather was fine, his messm2tes had spread a mattress

for him on deck in the Shade, but o f l a te his illness had so
increased, that he had taken to his hammock, and only breathed
a wish that he might sec his wife before lie died . IIe had been
helped on deck as we cazue up the river, and was now loanin g0
against the shrouds, with a countenance so wasted, so pale, so
ghastly, that it was no wonder even the eye of af[ection did not
recognize him . But, at the sound of his voice, her eye darted on
his features ; it read at once a whole volume of snrro4v ; she

clasped her hands, uttered a faint shriek, and stood wringing

th em in silent agony .
All now was burry and bustle . The meetings of acquaintances

-the greetings of fric:~ds-the consultations of men of business.

I alone was solitary and idle . I had no friend to mee t, no

cheerio ; to receive. I stopped upon the land of my forefathers,

but felt that I was a stranger in the land .

It OSCOl11 .
In the s erv i c e o f manki n d to be

A guard ian g od b el o w ; st ill to e m pl oy
The m i nt's brave ardour in heroi c a i ms ,
Such as may r aise u s o ' e r the gro v e lling herd ,
And make us sh i ne for ever-that is life.-Tnonisoh .

ONE of the first places to which a stranger is taken in Live r pool

is the Atlienuetun . I t is established on a liberal and judicious

plan ; it contains m good library and spacious reading-room, and
is the great l i terary resort of the place . Go there at what hour

you ma,y, you are sure to find it filled with grave-looking per -

sonages deeply absorbed in the study of newspapers .

As I was once -visiting this haunt of the learned, my attention

was attracted to .. person Just entering the room. Ile was ad-

vanced in l i fe, tall, and of a form that might once have bee n

commanding, but it was a little bowed by time-perhaps by care .
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He had a no ble Roman style o f countenance ; a head that would
have pleased a painter ; and though some slight furrows on his
b row showed that wasting thought had been busy there, yet his
eye still beamed with the fire of a poetic soul . There was some-
thin- in his whole appearance that indicated a being of a differen t
order from the bustling race around Lim .

I inquired his mane, and was informed that it was Roscoe . I
drew back with an involuntary feelinb of veneration . Tliia, then .
was an author of celebrity ; this was one of those men whose
voices have gone forth to the ends of the earth ; with whose
minds I have communed even in the solitudes of America, .
Accustomed, as we are in our country, to know European
writers only by their works, we cannot conceive of them, as
o f other men, engrossed by trivial or sordid pursuits, and jostling
with the crowd of common mints in the dusty paths of life .
They pass before our imaginations like superior beings, radiant
with the emanations of their genius, and surrounded by a halo o fliterary glory.

T o find, therefore, the elegant historian of the Medici mingling
among the busy sons of traffic, at first shocked my poetical ideas ;but it is from t he very circumstances and situation in which he
has been placed, that Mr. Roscoe derives his Lib hest claims to
admirat i on. It is interesting to not ice how some minds see m

airy almost to create themselves, springing up under every disndvan -
, ° tabe, and working their solitary but irresistible way through a

thousand obstacles . Nature seenis to delight in disappointing the
assiduities of art, with which it would rear lebitijntite dulness to
matu ri ty ; and to glory in the vigour and luxuriance of her
chance prod u ctions . She scatters the seeds of genius to the
winds, and though some may perish among the stony places of
the world, and some be choked by the thorns and brambles of
early adversity, yet others will now and then strike root even in
the cleft s of the rock, struggle bravely u p into sunshine, and
spread over their sterile birt6place all the beauties of vegetation .

Such has been the case with Mr . Roscoe . Born in a place
a pparently ungenial to the growth o f literary talent ; in the verymarket-place of trade ; without fortune, fainily connections, o fpatronage ; sel f-prouiptecC, self-sustained, and almost self-taught,
he has conquered every obstacle, achieved his way to eminence,
and, having become one of the ornaments of the nation, has
Turned the whole force of his talents and influence to advance and^~ : embell i sh his native torn.
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Indeed, it is this last trait in his character which has given him

the greatest interest in my eyes, and induced me particularly to
point him out to my countrymen . Eminent as are his literary
merits, he is but one among the many distinguished authors o f

this intellectual nation . They, however, in general, live but for
their own fame, or their own pleasures . Their private history
presents no lesson to the world, or, perhaps, a humiliating one of
human frailty and inconsistency. At best, they are prune to
steal away from the bustle and commonplace of busy existence ;

to indulge in the selfishness of lettered ease ; and to revel in

scenes of mental, but exclusive enjoyment .

Mr. Roscoe, on the contrary, has claimed none of the accorded

privileges of talent. Ile has shut himself up in no garden of
thought, no elysium of fancy ; but has gone forth into the high-

ways and thoroughfares of life ; he has planted bowers by the
way-side, for the refreshment of the pilgrim and the sojourner,
and has opened pure fountains, wbere the labouring man may
turn aside from the dust and beat of the day, and drink of the
living streams of knowledge. There is a " daily beauty in his

life," on which mankind may meditate and grow better. It

exhibits no lofty and almost useless, because inimitable, example

of escellenee ; but presents a picture of active, yet simple ana
imitable virtues, which are within every man's reach, but which,
unfortunately, are not exercised by many, or this world would be
a paradise.

But his private life is peculiarly worthy the attention of the
citizens of our young and busy country, where literature and the
elegant arts must grow up side by side with the coarser plants of
daily necessity ; and must depend for their culture, not on the
exclusive devotion of time and wealth, nor the quickening rays
of titled patronage, but on hours and seasons snatched from the
pursuit of worldly interests, by intelligent and public-spirited

individuals .
He has shown how much may be done for a place in hours of

.eisure by one master spirit, and how completely it can give its
own impress to surrounding objects . Like his own Lorenzo de'
Medici, on whom lie seems to have fixed his eye as on a pure
model of antiquity, he has interwoven the history of his life with
the history of his native town, and has made the foundations of
its fame the monuments of his virtues . Wherever you go in
Liverpool, you perceive traces of his footsteps in all that is elegant
and liberal . He found the tide of wealth flowing me rely in the
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channels o f tra ffi c ; lie has diverted from i t i nvigorating rills t o
refresh the garden of literature . By his own example and con-
stant exertions, lie has effected that union of commerce and the
intel:ectual pu rsuits, so eloquently recommended in one of his
lat est w riti n gs ;* an d has practical ly pr ove d how b eauti fu lly theymay be brought to harmonize, and to benefit each other . The
no ble institutions for literary and scientific purposes, which reflect
such credit on Liverpool, and are giving such an impulse to the
publ i c mind, have mostly been origiciated, and have all bee n`~. effectively promoted, by Mr. Roscoe ; and when we consider the
rapidly increasing opulence and magnitude of that town, which

. promises to vie in commercia l importance with the metropolis, i tw ill be perceived that in awakening an ambition of mentalimprovement among its inhabitants, lie has effected a Great benefit
to the cause of B ritish l iterature .

In America, we know Mr. Roscoe only as t he author-inLiverpool he is spoken of as the banker ; and I was told of hishaving been unfortunate in business. I could not pity h i re, as Iheard some riel , men do . I considered him far above t he reachof my pity
. Those who live only for the world, and in the

world, may be cast down by the frowns of adversity ; but a man
like Roscoe is not to be overcome by the reverses of fortune.
They do but drive him in upon the resources of his own mind

;r; to the superior society of his own Lhonbhte
; which the best of

men are apt sometimes to nealeet, and to roam abroad in searchof less worthy associates
. He is independent of the world aroundhim

. Ile lives with antiquity and posterity ; with antiquity, i n
the sweet communion of studious retirement ; and with posterity,'.~ in the generous aspiringa after future renown. The solitude ofsuch a mind is i ts state of highest enjoyment. It is th en visited
by those elevated meditations which are the proper aliment ofnoble souls, and are, l ike manna, sent from heaven, i n the wilder-'less of this world .

While my fcelins were yet alive on the subject, i t was myfortune to light onofu r ther traces of Mr . Roscoe . I was ridingout w i t h
a gentleman, to view the environs of Liverpool, when

lie turned oft', t hrough a gate, in t o some ornamented grounds.After ri
ding a short distance, we came to a spacious mansion o

ffreestone, built i n the Grecian style . I t was not in the pu res ttaste, yet it had an air or eleba.nce, and the situation was delight-fill . A fine lawn sl oped away from it, studded with cl umps of~ Address on the opening of th e Liverpool Ioatitution .
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tree, so disposed as to break a soft fertile country into a variety

of landscapes . The Mersey was seen winding a broad quiet sheet
of water through all expanse of green meadow-land ; while the

Welsh mountains, blended with clouds, and melting into distance,

bordered the horizon .
T his was Itoscoe's favourite residence during the days o f his

prosperity . It had been the seat of elegant hospitality and lite-

rary retirement. The house was now silent and deserted . I

saw the windows of the study, which looked out upon the soft

scenery I have mentioned. The windows were closed-the

library was ,one . Two or three ill-favoured beings were loiter-

in ; about the place, whom my fancy pictured into retainers o f

the lyw . I t was like visiting some Classic fountain, that had
once welled its pure waters in a sacred shade, but finding it dry
and dusty, with the lizard and the toad brooding over the Shat-

tered marbles .
I inquired after the fate of Mr . Iioscods library, which had

consisted of scarce and foreign book, from mauv of which he

had drawn the materials for his Italian histories . ~ I t had passed

under the hammer of the auctioneer, and was dispersed about

the country. The hood people of the vicinity thronged like
wrecl~crs to get some part of the noble vessel that had been

driven on shore . Did such a scene admit of ludicrous asau-
ciations, we wight imagine something whimsical in this strange

irruption in the regions of ]etirning . Pigmies rummaging the

armoury of a. giant, and contending for the possession of weapons
which they could not wield. We might picture to ourselves
some knot of speculators, debating with calculating brow over the
quaint binding and illuminated mirgin of all obsolete author ; of

the air of intense, but baffled saaracity, with which scone successful
purchaser attempted to dive into the black-letter bargain he had

secured.
It is a beautiful incident in the story of Mr . Roscoe°s misfor-

tunes, and one which cannot fail to interest the studious mind,
that the parting with his books seems to have touched upon his

tenderest feelings, and to have been the only circumstance that
could provoke the notice of his nurse. The scholar only knows

how dear these silent, yet eloquent, companions of pure thoughts
and innocent hours become in the seasons of adversity . When

all that is worldly turns to dross around its, these only retain

their steady value . When friends grow cold, and the converse

o f iiitiniatr,s languishes into vapid civility and commonplace,
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these only continue the unaltered countenance of happier days,
and cheer us with that tree friendship which never deceived hope,
nor deserted sorrow .

I do not wish to censure ; but surely, if the people of Liver-
pool had been properly sensible of 'what was due to DTr . Roscoe
and themselti-es, his library never would have been sold . Good
worldly reasons may, doubtless, be gi~-en for the circumstance,
which it -would be difficult to combat with others that might seem
merely fanciful ; but it certainly appears to me such an oppor-
tunity as 6dlclom occurs, of cheering a noble mind struggling
under misfortunes, by one of the most delicate, but most expres-
sive tokens of public sympathy . It is diificiilt, however, to
estimate a mail of genius properly who is daily before our eyes
He becomes minded and confounded with other men. His great
qualities lose their novelty ; we become too familiar with ~ the
common materials which form the basis even of the loftiest clia-
racter . Sonic of Mr. Roscoe's townsmen may regard him merely
as a man of business ; others as a politician ; all find him enga-ed
like themselves in ordinary occupations, and surpassed, Perhaps,
by themselves on some points of worldly wisdom . Even that
amiable and unostentatious simplicity of character which gives
the nameless grace to real excellence, may cause him to be tinder-
valued by some coarse minds, who do not know that true worth
is always void of glare and pretension . But the man of letters
who spealcs of Liverpool, speaks of it is the residence of Roscoe .
The intclli~rent traveller who visits it inquires where Roscoe is to
be seen . He is the literary landmark of the place, indicating its
existence to the distant scholar . He is, like Pompey's column at
Alexandria, towering alone in classic dignity .

The following sonnet, addressed by 11Tr . Roscoe to his books
on parting with them, is alluded to in the preceding article.
If anything can add effect to time pure feclin- and elevated
thought here displayed, it is the conviction that the whole is
no effusion of fancy, but a faithful transcript from the writer's
heart :-

TO MY BOOKS .
As one w ho, destined fro m h is friends to part,

R egrets his loss, but hopes a g ai n crew h ileTo share their c onv ersr, and enjoy their smile,And tem pers as he may afl 3 iciion 's d art ;
hue, loved aaaociates, chief, o f e lde r art ,

' 1 'earLe rs of «• is du m, who co uld once beguile
Pi p t edio u s hours, and li ght e n every toil ,

1 now resign y o u ; BUT with fa inting he art!
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For pass a few short years, or days, or hours ,
And happier seasons may their dawn untol d ,

Awl all your sacred fellowshin reetor E :
When, freed from earth, unlimited iia ugh ? rs ,

➢ Sind shall with mind direct commun :oa cold,
And kindred spirits meet to part no .%sn.

THE 'WIFE.
The txeasnres of the d eep are n o t so prec ious
As a re t he conceal'd c o ntorts of a mar,
Lock e d u p in woman's Iuve. I scent the air
Of blessings, when I come but n ea r the house .
What a aelici o us bre ath marria ge s e n ds for th .
The viole t bed's not sweeter. MIDDLETON .

I HAVE often had occasion to remark the fortitude with wh i c h
women sustain the most overwhelming reverses of fortune .

Those disasters which break down the spirit of a man, and

prostrate him in the dust, seem to call forth all the energies of

the softer sex, and give such intrepidity and elevation to their
character, that at times i t approaches to sublimity. Nothing

can be more touching than to behold a soft and tender female,

who had been all weakness and dependence, and alive to
every trivial ronghness, while treading the prosperous paths of

l ife, suddenly rising in mental force, to be the comforter and
support of her husband under misfortune, and abiding, wit h
u nshrinlciuc, firmness, the bitterest blasts of adversity .

As the vine, which has long twined its graceful fo l iage
about the oak, and been lifted by it into sunehine, will, when

the hardy plant is r ifted by the thunderbolt, cling round i t
with its caressing tendrils, and bind up its shattered bo u ghs ;
so is it beautifully ordered by Providence, that woman, wh o
is the mere dependent and ornament of man in his happie r
hours, should be his stay and solace when smitten with sudden
calamity ; winding herself into the ru;;ed recesses of his

nature, tenderly supporting the drooping head, and binding up

the broken heart.
I was once congratulating a friend, who had around him a

blouuning family, knit together in the strongest affection. " I
can wish you no better lot," said he, with enthusiasm, "tLan

to have a wife and children . If you are prosperous, there

they are to share your prosperity ; if otherwise, there they are
to comfort you." And, indeed, I have observed that a
married man falling into misfortune is more apt to retrieve

hie situation in the world than a single one ; partly becau se
lie is more stimulated to exertion by the necessities o f th e

helpless and beloved beings who depend upon him for s ub -
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sistence ; but chiefly because his spirits are soothed and
relieved by domestic endearments, and his self-respect kept
alive by finding, that though all abroad is darkness and

humiliation, yet there is still a, little world of love at home, of
which he is the monarch. Whereas a single man is apt to run
to waste and self-ue7lect ; to fancy himself lonely and abandoned,
and his heart to fall to ruin like some deserted iuansion, fir want
of an inhabitant.

These observations call to mind a little domestic story, of which
I was once a witness . My intimate friend, Leslie, had marrieda beautiful and accomplished girl, who had been brought up in
the midst of fashionable life. She had it is true, no fortune, but
that of my friend was ample ; and he delighted in the nnticipM
tion of indulging her in every elegant pursuit, and administerin g

. ,, to those delicate tastes and fancies that spread a kind of witchery
about the ses

.-°' Her Life," said he, shall be like a fairy tale."
The very difference in their characters produced an harmoniou

scombination : he was of a romantic and somewhat serious cast ;she was all life and gladness . I have often noticed the mate
rapture with which he would gaze upon her in company, of which
ier sprightly powers made her the deliglit

; and how, in the
midst of applause, her eye would still turn to him, as if there
alone she sought favour and acceptance

. When leaning on his
her slender form contrasted finely with his tall manly

person
. The fond confiding air with which she looked up to him

seemed to call forth a flash of triumphant pride and clierisl,iug

tenderness, as if lie doted on his lovely burden for its very hclp
lessness

. Never did a couple set forward on the flowery path
of early and well-suited marria~re with a fairer prospect of felicity.

It was the misfortune of my friend, however, to have embarked
his property in large speculations ; and he had not been married
many iuoutbs, when, by a succession of sudden disasters, it was

swept from him, and he found himself reduced almost to penury.
For a time lie kept his situation to himself, and went, about cvitl

i
i~aard countenance and a breaking heart. His life was but a

protracted agony
; and what rendered it more insupportable was

the necessity of keeping up a smile in the presence of his wife
;

for lie could not bring himself to ovcr«liclin her with the news .
Site saw, however, with the quick eyes of affection, that all was
not well with trim . She nisrl

;ed his altered looks and stifledY sill s, and was not to be deceived by his sickly and vapid attempts
' at cheerfulness

. She tasked ail her sprightly peers and tender'~,:
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blandishm e nts to a?x him back to happiness ; nut she on ly drov e

the arrow deeper into his soul . The more he saw cause to love

her, the more torturing was the thought that he was soon to make

her wretched. A little while, thought he, and the smile w i ll

vanish from that cheek-the song will die away from those lips
-she lustre of those eyes will be quenched with sorrow-and the
happy heart, which now beats lightly in that bosom, will be
weighed down like mine, by the cares and miseries of the worl d

At length he came to me one day, and related his w hole situa-

tion in a tone o f the deepest despai r. When I heard him tLrougli,

I inquired, " Does your wife know all this?" At the question
lie burst into an agony of tears. "For God's sake !" cried he,

" if you have any pity on me, don't mention my wi fe ; it is the

thought of her that drives me almost to madness ! "

'C And why-not?" said I . "Sloe must know it soone r or later :

you cannot keep it long from her, and the intelligence may break

upon her in a more startling manner than if imparted by your

-self; for the accents of those we love soften the harshest tidings .

Besides, you are depriving yourself of the comforts of her sym-

pathy ; and not merely that, but also endangering the only bond

that can keep hearts together-tin unreserved community o f

thought and feeling . She will soon perceive that something is

secretly preying upon your mind ; and true love will not brook

reserve ; it feels undervalued and outraged when even the sorrows

of those it loves are concealed from it . "
11 Oh, but, my friend ! to think what a blow I am to give to

all her future prospects-flow I am to strike her very sou l g~~e the
ear th, by telling her that her husband is a beggar ,

forego all the eleaancics of life-all the pleasures of society-to
shrink with me into indigence and obscurity! To tell her that

I have dragged her down from the sphere in which she might
have continued to move in constant Uri~litness-tl~c light of every
eye, the admiration of every heart !-How can she bear poverty ?

she has been brought up in all the refinements of opulence . How

can she beg: neJlect? she has been the idol of society. Oh ! it

w il l break her heart-it will break her heart !- "

I saw his grief was eloquent, and I let it have its fl ow ; for

. sorrow relieves itself by words . When his paroxysm had sub-

sided, and lie had relapsed into moody silence, I resumed the sub-

ject gently, and urged him to break his situation at once to his

w ife . He shook his head mournfu lly, but pos i tively .

" But how are you to keep it f rom l i(,r ? It is necessary she
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should know it, that you may take the steps proper to the alter-
ation of your circumstances . You must change your style of
living-nay," observing a pang to pass across his countenance,
" don't let that afflict you. I am sure you have never placed
your happiness in outward show-you have yet friends, warm
friends, who will not think the worse of you for being less
splendidly lodged : and surely it does not require a palace to be

21happy with Mary
" I could be happy with her," cried lie, convulsively, " in a

hovel !-I could go down with her into poverty and the dust !-
I could-I could-God bless leer ! God bless her!" cried he,
bursting into a transport of grief and tenderness .

And believe me, my friend," said I, stepping up, and grasp-
in ; him warmly by the hand, " believe me she can be the same
with you. Ay, more : it will be a source of pride and triumph
to her-it will call forth all the latent energies and fervent aym-
pathics of her nature ; for she will re nice to prove that she loves
you for yourself. There is in every true woman's iieari a Spark
of heavenly fire, which lies dormant in the broad daylight o f
prosperity ; but which kindles up, and beams and blazes in the
dark hour of adversity . No man knows what the wife of his
bosom is-no man knows -wliat a ministering angel she is-until
he has gone with her through the fiery trials of this world . "

There ,v as something in the earnestness of my manner, and
the figurative style of my language, that caught the excited
imagination of Leslie . I knew the auditor I had to deal with ;
a,nd following up the impression I had made, I finished by per-
suadin, him to go home and unburden his sail heart to his wife .

I must confess, notwithstanding all I had said, I felt some
little solicitude for the result. Who can calculate on the forti

-tude of one whose whole life has been a round of pleasures?
%~ I3cr gay spirits might revolt at the dark downward path of low
'humility suddenly pointed out before her, and inibLt cling to the

sunny regions in which they had hitherto revelled. Besides, ruin
in fashionable life is accompanied by so many galling murtitica-
tions, to which in other ranks it is a stranger . In short, I could
not meet Leslie the next morning without trepidation . Ile had

~•, ma(Ic the dieclosiire .
" And how did :olio bear it 2• ,
" Like an angel ! I t seemed rather to be a relief to her mina,

'.'. for she threw her arms round my neck, and asked if this was xi :
that had lately made me unhappy. But, poor girl," added h-1

0
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'° she cannot realize the change we must undergo . She has no
idea of poverty but in the aLstract ; she has only read of it in
poetry, where it is allied to love. She feels as yet no privatiou ;
she suffers no loss of accustomed conveniences nor elegancies.
When we come practically to experience its sordid cares, ite
paltry wants, its petty humiliatiors-then will be the real trial."

1 6 But," said I, " now that you have got over the severest task,
that of breaking it to her, the sooner you let the world into the
secret the better . The disclosure may be mortifying, but then it
is a single misery, and soon over ; whereas you otherwise suffer
it in anticipation every hour in the day. It is not poverty so
much as pretence that harasses a ruined mav-the struggle
between a proud mind and an empty purse-the keeping up a
hollow show that must soon conic to an end . Have the courage
to appear poor, and you disarm poverty of its sharpest sting ."
On this point I found Leslie perfectly prepared . Ile had no false
pride himself, and as to his wife, she was only anxious to conform
to their altered fortunes .

Some days afterwards he called upon me in the evening. He
had disposed of his dwelling-house, and taken a small cottage in
the country, a few miles from town . He had been busied all day
in sending out furniture . The new establishment required few
articles, and those of the simplest kind . All the splendid furni-
ture of his late residence had been sold, excepting his wife's harp .
That, he said, was too closely associated with the idea, of herself,
it belonged to the little story of their loves ; for some of the
sweetest moments of their courtship were those when he had
leaned over that instrument and listened to the melting tones of
her voice . I could not but smile at this instance of romantic
gallantry in a doting husband .

He was now going out to the cottage, where his wife had been
all day superintending its arrangement. 111y feelings had become
strongly interested in the progress of this family story, and, as it
was a fine evening, I offered to accompany him .

He was wearied with the fatigues of the day, and, as he walked
out, fell into a fit of gloomy miasinb.

"Poor Mary!" at length broke, with a heavy sigh, from his lips .
And what of her ? " asked I has anything happened to

,per ?
What," said be, carting an impatient glance, , is it nothing

to be reduced to this paltry situation-to be caged in a miserable
cottage-to be obliged to toil almost in the menial concerns of
her wretched habitation ? "



THE WIFE. 1 9

"Has she then repined at the change ? "

"Repined! she has been nothing but sweetness and good
humour. Indeed, she seems in better spirits than I have ever
known her ; she has been to me all' love, and tenderness, and
comfort! "

" Admirable girl ! " exclaimed I. " You call yourself poor,
my friend ; you never were so rich-you never knew the bount' _
lesa treasures of excellence you possess in that woman ."

"Oli! but, my friend, if this first meeting at the cottage were
over, I think I could then be comfortable. But th is is her first
day of real experience ; she has been introduced into an humbie
dwelling---slie has been employed all day in arranging its miser-
able equipments-sloe has for the first time known the fatigues
of domestic employment-she has for the first time l ooked round
her on a home destitute of everything elegant-almost of every-
thing conaenient ; and may now be sitting down, exhausted and
spiritless, brooding over a prospect of future poverty . "

There was a degree of probability in this picture that I could
not gainsay, so we waked on in silence .

After turning from the main road up a narrow lane, so thickly
shaded with forest trees as to give it a complete :sir of seclusion,
we came in sight of the cottage. It was humble enough in i ts
appearance for the most pastoral poet, and yet it had a pleasing
rural look . A wild vine had overrun one end with a profusion
of fuliage ; a few trees threw their branches gracefully over it ;
and I observed several pots of flowers tastefully disposed about
the door, and on the brass-plot in front . A small wicket gate
opened upon a foot-path that hound through some shrubbery to
the door. Juntas we :Lpproached, we beard the sound of music-
Leslie grasped my arm ; we paused and listened. It was Mary's
voice singing, in a style of the most touching simplicity, a little
air of which her husband was peculiarly fond .

I felt Leslie's hand tremble on my arm . He stepped forward
to hear more distinctly. His step made a noise on the gravel
walk. A ])right beautiful face glanced out at the window and
vanished-~L light footstep was heard-and Mary carne trippin ggh4 forth to meet us ; she was in a pretty rural dress of white, a
few wild flowers were twisted in her fine hair, a fresh bloom was
on her cheek, her whole countenance beamed with smiles -.I hadnever seen her loot; so lovely.

" My dear George," cried she, GQ I am so glad you are come!I
have been watching and watching for you, and running down

c 2
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the line and looking out for you. I 've set out a table under a

beautiful tree behind the cottage, and I've been btitliering some
of the most delicious strawberries, for I know you are fond of
them-and we have such excellent cream-and everything is so
sweet and still here-Oh !" said she, putting her arm within his,
and looking up brightly in his face, "OIL, we shall be so happy! "

Poor Leslie was overcome . He caught her to his bosom-he
folded his arms round leer-lie kissed her again and again-he
could not speak, but the tears gushed into his eyes, and he has
often assured me that though the world has since gone Prosper-
ously with him, and his life has indeed been a happy one, yet
never has lie experienced a moment of more exquisite felicity .

RIP VAN 11'INKLL .

[The follow i ng T ale :v as foun d amon g t he papers of the late Diedrich Kn i cke rbo cker, an

o l d ge ntleman o f New York , who w as ver y curiou s in the D utc h his tory o f t h e p rovince,

and the man n e r s o f the de scend ant s from its primi tive set tl ers. H is his tor i cal re s earches ,

howeve r, did not lie so much amo ng ho o ks a s amo n g m e n ; for th e fo rm er are lamentably

scauty on hi s favo uri te to pics , wher e a s h e found the old burgh ers , an d still more th e ir

iv e a , rich in that l ege ndary lor e no invalu a ble to tru e history . Whenever, the refore, h e
a~
h appene d upon a ge n uine Dutch fam il y , snug l y ch at up in its low-roofed fa rmhou se,

unde r a spr e a di n g syramo re, he loo k e d u pon i t as a little clasped volu me of blac k -letter,

an d s tudi ed it w i th t he ze a l of a l ook-wo rm .

'f he result of al l these researches was a hi sto ry of the provin ce dur i n g the re i gn o f the

Dutch governo r s, mulch he pub lished sonic years since . 't here have been various opinions

a s t o th e literary charac ter of his w or k, and, to tell the tru t h, it is n ot a w hit better than

i t should be . its c hie f merit i s its scrupulous accura cy , whic h indeed Ni a e a li t tl e que.-

tiou ed on its first appea rance , but has since been completely established ; and it is now

adm itted into al l h istori cal c ollectio ns as a b ook o f unquestionable auth o ri t y .

The old gentlem an died s h o rtly aft e r t he pu blic ati on o f his work, a n d now that he is

d e a d an d gone , it ca nnot do m uc h ii arm to h is memory to say, th at his tim e mi g ht have

becu m uch bet t e r employed in weightier llhou r s . lie, howeve r, was ap t to r ide kr is bobby

his own way ; and though i t did now a nd then kick u p t he d u et a li t tle in t h e e yes of his

ne i„h ho urs, an d g riev e the spirit of some fr iends, fo r w ho m he fel t th e tr ues t de ference

n<L ut l ection ; ye t h is errors and fol l ies are remembe red "sno r e i n sorrow than in anger , "
and ,
an d it begin s t o be suspected th at he n eve r i nten d ed to injure o r offend . But howe v e r

h is m e m ory rrmy be app r cci atnd by c r i t ics, it is et,i ❑ held dear by m a ny folk wh ose go o d

op inion i s we ll worth liming, pa rtic u larly by ce r tain biscuit-bakers, who ha ve gone so far

an to imp rint his 1 ilce n PSn on thei r ne~v-)~car cakrs , and have t h us given him a chance fo r

immOr tality, alm ost equal to t he b eing stamped on a Waterloo medal or a Queen Anne'*

fx =thin g .]

RIP vA r tivtrr KLL :
A POSTHUMOUS R'1LiTIV C. OP llIUD1t I C 1I TitiICI{E R rzO CKER .

By \S'ode n, God of S .~znos ,

F rom ~chence coinrs Wensday . that is Wod e ne day .

T ruth is a thing that ever I ,,'ill kee p

Unto thylke day i n which I creel) int
C
o

DI y se p ulchr
e1Vitor.vrr has made a voyage up the IIwl .sun must rcrne :zibor

the Iiaatsl:ill inouutyiua . They are a dismembered branch of the
great Appalachian family, and are seen away to the west of the
river, swelling up to a noble height, and lording it over the sur-
rounding country. Every chanp of season, every change o f
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,weather, in deed, every hour of the day, produces some change in
the magical lines and shapes of these moun t ains, and they are
regarded by all the good wives, far and near, as perfect baro-
meters . When the weather is fair and settled, they are c l othed
in blue and purple, and print their bold outlines on the cleat
evening sky ; but sometimes, when the rest of the landscape is
cloudless, they will gather a, hood of gray vapours about thei r
summits, which, in the last rays of the setting sun, wi l l blow and
light up like a crown of glory .

At the foot of these fairv mountains, the voyager may have
descried thr, l ight smoke curling up from a vi111be, whose shing le-
roofs gleam among the trees, just where the b lue tints of the up-
land melt away into the fresh green of the nearer landscape . I t
is a l ittle village, of great antiquity, bavinb been founded by some
of the Dutch colonists, in the early times o f the province, just
about the beginning of the government of the good Peter Stuyve-
sant, (may he rest in peace !) and there were some of the houses
of the original settlers standing within a few years, built of small
yellow bricks broug h t from Holland, having latticed windows and
gable fronts, surmounted with weathercocks .

In that same village and in one of these very houses (which,
to tell the precise truth, was sadly time-worn and weather-beaten),
there lived many years since, -while the country was yet a pro -
vines of Great Britain, a simple good-natured fellow, of the
name of Rip Van Winkle. Ile was a descendant of the Van
Winkles who figured so gallantly in the chivalrous days of Peter
Stuyvesant, and accompanied him to the sieve of fort Christina .
Ile inherited, however, but little of the martial character of his
ancestors . I have observed that lie was n simple good-natured
ma n ; lie was, moreover, a k ind neighbour, and a n o b edient hen-
pecked husband . Indeed, to the latter circumstance might be
owing that meekness of spirit which gained him such univertia
popularity ; for those men are most apt to be obsequious and con-
ciliating abroad, who are under the discipline of shrews at home .
Th eir te mpers, doubtless, are rendered pliant and malleable in the
fiery furnace of domestic tribulation, and a curtain lecture is worth
all the sermons in the world for teaching the virtues of patience
and longsuffering . A termagant wife may, therefore, in some
respects, be considered a tolerab l e blessing ; and if so, Rip Van
'Winkle was thrice blessed .

Certain it is that he was a great favourite anion, al l the food
Wives of the ~illn,e, who, as usual with the amiable sew, took his
par t in all family squabbles ; and never failed, whenever they
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talked those matters over in their evening gossipings, to lay al l

the blame on Dame Van Winkle. The children of the village,

too, would shout with joy whenever he approached. He assisted
at their sports, made their playthings, taught them to fly kites
and shoot marbles, and told them long stories of gliuste, witches,

and Indians . Whenever he went dodging about the village, he
was surrounded by a troop of them, hanging on his skirts,
clambering on his back, and playing a thousand tricks on him

with impunity ; and not a dog would bark at him throughout the
neighbourhood :

The great error in Rip's composition was an insuperable aversion
to all kinds of profitable labour. It could not be from the want of

assiduity or perseverance ; for he would sit on a wet rock, with
a rod as long and heavy as a Tartar's lance, and fish all day
without a murmur, even though he should not be encouraged by a

single nibble ., Ile would carry a fowling-piece on his shoulder
for hours together, trudging through woods and swamps, and up
hill and down dale, to shoot a few squirrels or wild pigeons .

He would never refuse to assist a neighbour even in the roughest
toil, and was a foremost man at all country frolics for busking
Indian corn, or building stone fences ; the women of the villabe,
too, used to employ him to run their errands, and to do such little
odd jobs as their less obliging husbands would not do for them .

In a word, Rip was ready to attend to anybody's business but his

own ; but as to doing family duty, and keeping his farm in order,
he found it impossible .

In fact, he declared it was of no use to work on his farm ; it

was the most pestilent little piece of ground in the whole country ;
everything 111,out it Went wrong, and would go wrong, in spite of

him. His fences were continually falling to pieces ; his cow

would either go astray, or get among the cabbages ; weeds were

sure to grow quicker in his fields than anywhere else ; the rain
always made a point of setting in just as lie had some out-door
work to do ; so that though his patrimonial estate had dwindled
away under his munaaement, acre by acre, until there was little
more left than a were patch of Indian corn and potatoes, yet it
was the worst conditioned farm in the neigkiUoiirbood .

His children, too, were as ragged and wild as if they belonged
to nobody. His son Rip, an urchin begotten in his own likeness,
promised to inherit the habits, with the old clothes of his father.

Ile was generally seen trooping like a colt at his mother's heels,
equ ipped in a pair of his father's cast-off plligaskins, which b e
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had much ado to bold up with one band, as a fine lady does her
train i n bad weather.

Rip Van Winkle, however, was one of those happy mortals, o f
foolish, well-oiled dispositions, who take the world easy, eat white
bread or brown, whichever can be got with least thought or trouble,
and would rather starve on a penny than work for a pound .
If left to h imself, he would have whistled life away in perfect
contentment ; but his wife kept continually dinning in his ea rs
about his idleness, his carelessness, and the ruin he was bringing
on his fam i ly . Morning, noon, and night, he r tongue was inces-
santly going, and everything he said or did was sure to produc e
a torrent of household eloquence. Rip bad but one way of
replying to all lectures of the kind, and that, by frequent use, had
grown into a habit . He shrugged his shoulders, shook his head,
cast up his eyes, but said nothing . This, however, always pro-
voked a fresh volley from his wife ; so that he was fain to draw
off his forces, and take to the outside of the house-the only side
which, in truth, belongs to a lieu-pecked husband.

Rip's sole domestic adherent was his dog Wolf, who was as
much ben-pecked as his master ; for Dame Van Winkle regarded
them as companions in idleness, and even looked upon Wolf
with an evil eye, as the cause of his master's going so ofte n

yr;, astray. True it is, in all points of spirit Uetittina an honourable
dog, he was as courageous an animal as ever scoured the woods-
but what courage can withstand the ever-during and 211-besetting
terrors o f a woman's tongue ? The moment Wolf entered the
house, his crest fell, his tail drooped to the ground, or curled
between his legs, he sneaked about with a gallows air, cawing
many a side-long glance at Dame Van Winkle, and at the least
flourish of a broomstick or ladle, he would fly to the doo r with
yelping precipitation .

Times b ew worse and worse with Rip Van Winkle as years
of matrimony rolled on ; a tart temper never mellows with age,
and a sharp tongue is the only edged tool that grows keener with
constant use . For a long while he used to coneole himself, when
driven from home, by frequenting a kind of perpetual club of the
sages, philosophers, and other idle personages of the village ;
which held its sessions on a bench before a small inn, designated
by a rubicund portrait of his Majesty George the Third . Hero

All
they used to sit in the shade through a long lazy summer's day,
talking listlessly over village gossip, or telling endless sleepy
stories about nothing. But it would have been worth any
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statesman's money to have heard the profound discussions that
sometimes took place, when by chance an old newspaper fell into
their lands from some passing traveller. How solemnly they
would listen to the contents, as drawled out by Derrick Van
Bummel, the schoolmaster, a dapper learned little min, who was
not to be daunted by the most gigantic word in the dictionary ;
and how sagely they would deliberate upon public events some
months after they had taken place .

The opinions of this junto were completely controlled by
Nicholas Vedder, a patriarch of the aillaae, and landlord of the
inn, at the door of which lie took his seat from morning till night,
just moving sufficiently to avoid the sun and keep in the shade of
a large tree ; so that the neighbours could tell the hour by his
movements as accurately as by a sundial . It is true he was rarely
heard to speak, but smoked hi-9 pipe inceesantly . His adherents,
however (for every great min has his adherents), perfectly under-
stood him, and knew how to gather his opinions . When any-
thing that was read or related displeased him, lie was observed to
smoke his pipe vehemently, and to send forth short, frequent,
and angry pufla, but when pleased he would inhale the smoke
slowly and tranquilly, and emit it in light and placid clouds ; aiid
sometimes, taking the pipe from his mouth, and letting the
fragrant vapour curl about his nose, would gravely nod his head
in token of perfect approbation .

From even this stronghold the unlucky Rip was at length
routed by his termanant wife, who would suddenly break in upon
the tranquillity of the assemblage and call the members all to
naught ; nor was that august personage, Nicholas Vedder himself,
sacred from the daring tongue of this terrible virago, who charge(]
him outright with encouraging her husband in habits of idleness .

Poor Rip was at last reduced almost to despair ; and his only
alternative, to escape from the labour of the firm and clamour of
his wife, was to talc gun in hand and stroll away into the woods .
Here lie would sometimes seat himself at the foot of a tree, and
share the contents of his wallet with Wolf, with whom he sym-
pathized as afellow-sufferer in Persecution . " Poor Wolf," he
would say, " thy mistress leads thee a dog's life of it ; but never
mind, my lad, whilst I live thou shalt never want a friend to
stand by tiles ! " Wolf would wag his tail, look wistfully in his
master's face, and if dogs can feel pity, I eerily believe lie reci-
procated the sentiment with all his heart .

In a long ramble of the kind on a fine autumnal day, Rip had
unconsciously scrambled to one of the highest parts of the Kaat&
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k ill mountain,,,. Ile was after his favourite sport of squirrel -
shooting, and the still solitudes had echoed and re-echoed -.rith the
reports of his gun . Panting and fatigued, lie throw himself, late
in the afternoon, on a green knoll, covered with mountain herbage,
that crowned the brow of a precipice. From an opening between
the trees lie could overlook all the lower country for many a mile
of rich woodland. He saw at a distance the lordly Hudson, far,
far below him, moving on its silent but majestic course, with the
reflection of a purple cloud, or the sail of a lagging bark, here
and there sleeping on its glassy bosom, and at last losing itself in
the blue highlands .

On the other side he looked down into a deep mountain glen,
wild, lonely, and shagged, the bottom filled with fragments front
the impending cliffs, and scarcely lighted by the reflected rays of
the setting sun . For some time Rip lay musing on this scene ;
evening was gradually advancing ; the mountains began to throw
their long blue shadows over the valleys ; lie saw that it would
be dark long before lie could reach the village, and lie heaved a
heavy sigh when he thought of encountering the terrors of Dame
Van Winkle .

As lie was about to descend, lie heard a voice from a distance,
hallooing, " Rip Van Winkle ! Rip Van Winkle ! " He looked
round, but could see nothing but a crow winging its solitary flight
across the mountain . He thought his fancy must lia~•e deceived
him, and turned again to descend, when he heard the same cry
ring tLrouali the still evening air ; " Rip Van Winkle ! Rip ti ail
Hinkle ! "-at the same time Wolf bristled up his back, and,
giving a loud growl, skulked to his master's side, looking fearfully
down into the glen. Rip now felt a vague apprehension stealing
over him ; he looked anxiously in the same direction, and per-
ceived a strange figure slowly toiling up the rocks, and bending
under the weight of something lie carried on his back . He was
surprised to see any human being in this lonely and unfrequontcd
place ; but supposing it to be some one of the neighbourhood in
need of his assistance, l ie hastened down to yield it .

On nearer approach he was still more surprised at the sin gu-la,rity of the stranger's appearance . Ile was a short, square-
built old fellow, with thick bushy hair and a grizzled begird . His
dress was of the antique Dutch fashion-a cloth jerkin, strapped,
round the waist-several pair of breeches, the outer one of amplo
volume, decorated with rows of buttons down the sides, anJ
bunches ,it the knees . Ile bore on his shoulder a stout keg, tl.ucseemed full of liquor, and made sibus for Rip to approach w,-. ;
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waist him with the load . Though rather shy and distrustful of
this new acquaintance, Rip complied with his usual alacrity ; and
mutually relieving each other, they clambered up a narrow gully,
apparently the dry bed of a mountain torrent . As they ascended,
Rip every now and then heard long rolling peals, like distant
thunder, that seemed to issue out of a deep ravine, or rather cleft;
between lofty rocks, toward which their rugged path conducted
He paused for an instant, but supposing it to be the muttering o
one of those transient thunder-sheers which often take place in
mountain heights, he proceeded . Passing through the ravine,
they came to a follow, like a small ampbitheatrc, surrounded by
perpendicular precipices, over the nrm,s of wmcn mipenainb trees
slot their branches, so that you only caught glimpses of the azure
slay and the bright evening cloud . During the whole time Rip
and his companion had laboured on in silence, for though the
former marvelled greatly what could be the object of carrying a
keg of liquor up this wild mountain ; yet there was something
strange and incomprehensible about the unknown, that inspired
awe and checked familiarity.

On entering the amphitheatre, new objects of wonder pre-
sented themselves. On a level spot in the centre was a company of
odd-lookizig personages playing at nine-pins . The

-
They were dressed

in a quaint outlandish fashion ; some wore short doublets, others
jerkins, with long knives in their belts, and most of them had
enormous breeches, of similar style with that of the ouiae's.
Their visages, too, were peculiar : one had a large head, broad
face, and small piggish eyes ; the face of another seemed to con-
sist entirely of nose, and was surmounted by a white su;ar-loaf
hat, set off with a little red cock's tail . They all had beards, of
various shapes and colours. There was one who seemed to be
the commander. Ile was a stout old gentleman, with a weather-
beaten countenance ; he wore a laced doublet, broad belt and
hynber, high-crowned hat and feather, red stockings, and high-C,

shoes, with roses in them. The whole group reminded
Rip of the figures in an old Flemish painting, in the parlour of
Dominie Van Shaick, the village parson, and which had been
brought over from Holland at the time of the settlement .

What seemed particularly odd to Rip was, that though these
folks were evidently amusing t1lemselves, yet they maintained
the gravest faces, the most mysterious silence, and were, withal,
the most melancholy party of pleasure lie had ever witnessed .
Nothing interrupted the stillness of the scene but the noise of the
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ba11s, which, whenever they were rolled, echoed along the moun-
tains like rumbling peals of thunder .

As Rip and his companion approached them, they suddenly
desisted from their play, and stared at him with such fixed,
statue-like gaze, and such strange, uncouth, lack-lustre coun-
tenances, that his heart turned within him, and his knees smote
together. His companion now emptied the contents of the heg
into large flagons, and made signs to him to wait upon the
company. He obeyed with fear and trembling ; they quaffed
the liquor in profound silence, and then returned to their game.

By degrees Rip's awe and apprehension subsided . He even
~ ~i ; ventured, when no eye was fixed union him, to taste the beveia,e,

~ which lie found had much of the fi•-LVOUr of excellent Hollands .
He was naturally a thirsty soul, and was soon tempted to repeat
the draught . One taste provoked another ; and he reiterated
his visits to the flagon so often, that at length his senses were
overpowered, his eyes swam in his head, his head gradually
declined, and be fell into a deep sleep .

On waking, he found himself on the green knoll whence lie
had first seen the old man of the glen . He rubbed his eyes-it
was a bright sunny morning. The biros were hopping and twit-
tering among the bushes, and the eagle was wheeling aloft, and
breasting the pure mountain breeze. "Surely," thought Rip,
"I have not slept here all ui(ht ." He recalled the occurrences
before he fell asleep . The strange man with a keg of liquor-
the mountain ravine-the wild retreat among the rocks--the
wo-begone party at nine-pins--the flagon-" Oh! that flagon !
ghat wicked flagon ! " thought Rip what excuse shall I make
to Dame Van Winkle

? He looked round for his gun, but in place of the clean well-
?',oilerl fowling-piece, he found an old firelock lying by him, the
barrel incrusted with rust, the lock falling off, and the etocL-
svormea,ten . He now suspected that the grave roysters of the
Mountain had put a trick upor, him, and, having dosed him with
liquor, had robbed him of his gun . Wolf, too, had disappeared,
but he might have strayed away after a squirrel or partridge.
He whistled after him, and shouted his name, but all in vain ;
the echoes repeated his whistle and shout, but no dog was to
be seen .

He determined to revisit the scene of the last evening's gambol,
and, if he met with any of the party, to demand his dog and gun .
As he rose to walk, he found himeelf stiff in the joints, and



a$ TIIE 6K E't'CfI BOOK .

wanting in his usual activity. " These mountain beds do not
agree with me," thought Rip ; "and if this frolic should lay me
up with a fit of the rheumatism, I shall have a blessed time with
Dame Vail Winkle." With some difficulty he got down into the
glen : lie found the gully up which he and his companion
had ascended the preceding eveninb ; but, co his astonishment,
a mountain stream was now foaming down it-leaping from rock
to rock, and filling the glen with babbling murmurs . Ile, how-
ever, made shift to scramble up its sides, working his toilsome
way through thickets of birch, sassafras, and witch-Lazel, and
sometimes tripped up or entangled by the wild grape-vines that
twisted their coils or tendrils from tree to tree, and spread a kind
of network in his path .

At length he reached to where the ravine had opened through
the cliffs to the amphitheatre ; but no traces of such opening
remained. The rocks presented a high impenetrable wall, over
which the torrent came tumbling in a sheet of feathery foam, and
fell into a broad deep basin, Llark from the shadows of the
surrounding forest. Mere, then, poor Rip was brought to a stand .
He again called and whistled after his dog ; he was only answered
by the cawing of a flock of idle crows, sporting high in air about
a dry tree that ove~,•hnng a sunny precipice ; and who, secure in
their elevation, seemed to look down and scoff at the poor man's
perplexities . What was to be done ?-the morning was passing
away, and Rip felt famished for want of his breakfast . JIG
grieved to give up his clod and his gun ; lie dreaded to meet his
wife ; but it would not do to starve among the mountains . Ile
shook his head, shouldered the rusty firclock, and, with a heart
full of trouble and anxiety, turned his steps homeward .

As he approached the village lie met a number of people, but
none whom he knew, which somewhat surprised him, for ho had
thought himself acquainted with every one in the country round .
Their dress, too, was of a different fashion from that to which lie
was accustomed. They all stared at him with equal marks of
surprise, and, whenever they cast their eyes upon him, invariably
stroked their china . The constant recurrence of this gesture
induced Rip, involuntarily, to do the satne-wLen, to his :Lsto-
nisliment, he found his beard had grown a foot lon g

He had now entered the skirts of the village. A troop of
strange children ran at his heels, booting after him, and pointing
at his gray beard. The dogs, too, not one of which he recog-
nizeci for an old acquaintance, barked at him as he passed . The
+ory village was altered ; it was larger and more popuiuua
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There were rows o f ;souses whic h he had neve r seen be fore, and
those which had been his familia r haunts had disappeared .
Strange names were over the doors-strange faces at the wi n-
dows-everything was strange. His mind now mis;ave him ; he
bega n to doubt whether both lie and the world around him were
not bewitched. Surely this was his native village, which he had
left but the day before . There stood the Knatsl:ill mountains-
there ran the silver Hudson at a distance-there was every hill
and da le precisely as it had always been . Rip was sorely per-
plexed. " That flagon last night," thought lie, " b as addled my
poor ]lead sadly ! "

It was with some dii$culty t hat lie found the way to his own
house, which he approached with silent awe, expecting every
moment to hear the shrill voice of Dame Van Wi nkle . Ile
found the house gone to decay-the roof fallen in, the windows
shattered, and the doors of[' the binges. A l ialF-starved do- tha t
l ooked like Wolf, was s7 .iill:ino about it . R ip called him by
name, but the cur snarIcd, showed his teeth, and passed on . This
was all unkind cut indeed-°, My very do;," sighed poor Rip,

has forgotten me ! "
He entered the house, which, to tell the truth, Dame Van

Winkle had always kept in neat order . It was empty, forl orn,
and apparently abandoned. The desolateness overcame al l his

sconnubial fears-lie called loudly for his wife and children-the
;;lonely eli<tiuiLers ran(, for a moment with his voice, and then al l
>•'ra~ain was silence .

Ile now hurried forth, and hastened to his old resort, the vil-
Iaae inn-but i t tco vas gone . A la r~e rickety wooden bu i lding
steol in i ts place, with great gaping windows, some of them

~Lrol.en and mended with old liars and petticoats, and over the
`?doo r was painted, "The Union Hote l , by Jonathan Doolittle . "

tisteMd of the great tree that used to shelter the quiet li tt l e
butch i nn of yore, there was now reared ti tal l naked pole, with
emnething on the top that looked like a red nightcap, and from
i t was flattering a flag, on which was a singular assemblage of
Stars and stripes-x,11 this was strange and incomprehensible .
Ile recognized on the sibn, however, the ruby face of Kill"
G eorge, under which he had smoked so many a peacefu l pipe
but even this was singularly iuet .imo r phose~l . The red coat was
changed for one of blue and buff, a sword was held in the han g

'anstead of a sceptre, the head was decorated with a cocked liar .
and underneath was painted i n large character,-, GENERAL
Wesut !r azox..
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There was, as usual, a crowd of folks about tae doer, but none
that Rip recollected. The very character of the people seemed
changed. There was a busy, bustling, disputatious tone about it,
instead of the accustomed phlegm and drowsy tranquillity. He
looked in vain for the sage Nicholas Vedder, with his broad face,
double chin, and fair long pipe, uttering clouds of tobacco-smoke
instead of idle speeches ; or Van Bummel, the schoolmaster,
doling forth the contents of an ancient newspaper . In place of
these, a lean, bilious-looking fellow, with his pockets full of hand-
bills, was haranguing vehemently about rights of citizens-elec-
tions-members of congress-liberty-Bunker's Hill-heroes of
seventy-six-and other words, which were a perfect Babylonisb
jargon to the bewildered Van Winkle.

The appearance of Rip, with his long grizzled beard, his rusty
fowling-piece, his uncouth dress, and an army of women and
children at his heels, soon attracted the attention of the tavern
politicians. They crowded round him, eyeing him from head to
foot with great curiosity . The orator bustled up to him, and,
drawing him partly aside, inquired " on which side he voted ?
Rip stared in vacant stupidity . Another short but busy little
fellow pulled him by the arm, and, rising on tiptoe, inquired in
his ear, " Whether he was Federal or Democrat?" Rip was
equally at a loss to comprehend the question ; when a knowing,
self-important old gentleman, in a sharp cocked hat, made his
way through the crowd. putting them to the right and left with
his elbows as he passed, and planting himself before Van Winkle,
with one arm akimbo, the other resting on his cane, his, keen eyes
and sharp hat penetrating, as it were, into his very soul, demanded
in an austere tone, " What brought him to the election with a
gun on his shoulder, and a mob at his heels, and whether he
meant to breed a riot in the village?"-" Alas! gentlemen,"
cried Rip, somewhat dismayed, "I am a poor quiet man, a native
of the place, and a loyal subject of the king, God bless him! "

Bore a general shout burst from the by-sta,ndere-" A tort'
a tort' ! a spy ! a refugee ! hustle him ! away with him!" It
was with great difficulty that the self-important man in the
cocked hat restored order ; and, having assumed a tenfold
austerity of brow, demanded again of the unknown culprit, what
be came there for, and whom he was seeking? The poor man
humbly assured him that he meant no harm, but merely caine
there in search of some of his neighbours, who used to keep
about the tavern .

" Well-who are they?-name them ."
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Rip betnought himself a moment, and inquired, " Where's
1\icliolas Vedder? "

There was a silence for a little while, when an old man replie d
in a thin piping voice, " Nicholas Vedder ! why, be is dead and
gone these eighteen years ! There was a wooden tombstone in
the churchyard that used to tell all about him, but that's rotten
and gone too . "

"Where's Brom Dutcher ?"
" Oh, lie went off to the army in the beginning of the war ;

some say lie ivas killed at the storming of Stony Point-others
say he was drowned in a squall at tLe foot of Antony's Nose. I
don't know-he never came back again ."

Where's Van Rummel, the schoolmaster ? "
He went off to the wars too, was a great militia general, and

is now in Congress :

Rip's heart died away at hearing of these sad changes in his
home and friends, and finding himself thus alone in the world .
Every answer puzzled him too, by treating of such enormous
lapses of time, and of matters which he could not understand ,
war-congress-Stony Point ;-lie had no courage to ask afterany more friends, but cried out in despair "Does nobody here
Jnow Rip Van Winkle? "

"Oil, Rip Van Winkle !" exclaimed two or three, GQ Oh, to be
f ure ! that's Rip Van Winkle yonder, leaning against the tree."Rip lool;eci, and beheld a precise counterpart of himself, as he~?went up the mountain : apparently as lazy, and certainly as

.7;6~n~ ed. The poor fellow was now completely confounded . He
'~~tioubted his ow n identity, and whether he was himself or another
"Tian

. In tLe midst of his bewilderment, the man in the cocked
:tit demanded who he was, and what was his name ?

"God knowe," exclaimed he, at his wit's end ; " I 'm not my-~ ~elf-I'm somebody else-that's meyonder-no-that's somebody
else got into my shoes-I was myself last uiglit, but I fell asleep,
on the mountain, and they've changed my gun, and everytliiug's
changed, and I'm changed, and I can't tell what's my name, or
who I am!"

The bystanders began now to look at each other, nod, wink
significantly, and tap their fingers against their foreheads

. Therewas a, whisper, also, about securing the gun, and keeping the old
fellow from doing mischief, at the very suggestion of which th

e
~,elf-important man in the cocked hat retired with some precipi-

htion. At this critical moment it fresh comely Woman pressedrough the throng to get a peep at the gray-bearded man
. She
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nad a chubby child in her arms, which, frightened at his looks,
began to cry . "Hush, Rip," cried she, "hush, you little 100

1 the old man won't hurt you." The name of the child, the aii o f
the mother, the tone of her voice, al l awakened a train of recol-

lections in his mind .
What is your name, my good woman ?" asked he .
Judith Gardenier . "
And your father's name ? "

G ° Ah, poor man, Rip Van Winkle was his name, but it's

twenty years since he went away from lioine with his gun, and
never has been heard of since-his dog came home without him ;
but whether he shot himself, or was carried away by the Indians,
nobody can tell . I was then but a little girl . "

Rip had but one question more to ask ; but lie put it with a

faltering voic e
Where's your mother? "
Oh, she too had died but a short time since ; she broke a

blood-vessel in a fit of passion at a New-England pecller ."
There was a drop of comfort, at least, in this intelligence .

The honest man could contain himself no longer . He caugh t

his daughter and her child in his arms. " Y am your father !"
cried lie-" Young Rip Van Winkle once-old Rip Van Winkle
now !--Does nobody know poor Rip Van Winkle ? "

All r;tood amazed, until an old woman, tottering out from
amom, the crowd, put her hand to her brow, and Peering under
it in his face for a moment, exclaimed, " Sure enough ! it is Rif,
Van Winkle-it is himself ! Welcome home a,-Iiin, old neiqli-
bour-1Vhy, where have you been these twenty long scars? "

Rip's story was soon told, for the Whole twenty years had
been to liiui but as one iii-Lt. The neighbours stared when

they heard it ; some were seen to wink at each other, and put
their tongues in their cheeks : and the self-important man in the
cocked bat, who, when the alarm was over, had returned to the
field, screwed down the corners of his mouth, and shuol, his head
-upon which there was a general shaking of the head through-
out the assemblage .

It was determined, however, to take the opinion of old Peter
Vanderdonk, who was seen slowly advancing up the road . Ho
was ,ti descendant of the historian of that name, who wrote one
of the earliest accounts of the province . Peter was the most
ancient inhabitant of the village, and well versed in all the won-
derful events and traditions of the ueiahbourhoocl . Ile recollected
Rip at once, and corroborated his story in the most satisfactory



RIP VAN WINKLE. W?
man ne;. He assured the company that it was a fact, handed

down from his ancestor the historian, that the Iiutitsicill rnuun-
tains had always been haunted by atranae beings. That it was
affirmed that the great Hendrick Hudson, the first clii~covcrcr of
the river and country, kept a kind of vigil there every twenty
years, with his crew of the half-moon ; being permitted in this
way to revisit the scenes of his enterprise, and keep a guardian
eye upon the river, and the great city called by his name . That
his father had once seen them in their old Dutch dresses playing
at ninepins in a hollow of the mountain ; and that he himself had
heard, one summer afternoon, the sound of their balls, like dis-
ta»t peals of thunder.

To make a lone story short, the company broke up, and re-
4urned to the more important concerns of the election. Rip's
daughter took him ]ionic to live with leer ; she had a suug well-
furnished house, and a stout cheery farmer for her husband,
Whom Rip recollected for one of the urchins that used to climb
upon his back . As to Rip's son and heir, who was the ditto of
himself, seen ]eanino against the tree, he was employed to work
tin the farm ; but evinced an hereditary disposition to attend to
ltinytliic :g else but his business .
4 Rip now resumed his old -%valks and L ;Lbits ; he soon found

.'' any of his former cronies, though all rather the worse for the
ear and tear of time ; and preferred making friends among the

icing beneiation, with whom he soon grew into great favour .
Having nothing to do at hone, and being arrived at that

appy age when a mtin can be idle with impunity, he took his
lace once more on the bench at the inu door, and was reverenced
s one of the patriarchs of the village, and a c h ronicle of the o l d
mss "before the war ." I t was some time before lie could get
to the regular track of bosaip, or could be made to comprehend
e stranbe events that had taken place during his torpor . How
at there had been a revolutionary war-that the country ha dthrown off the yoke of old England-and that, instead of being

S subject of his Majesty George the Third, lie was now a free
citizen of the United States . Rip, in fact, was no politician ;the changes of states and empires made but little impression on
him ; but there was one species of despotism under which be had
Ong groaned, and that was-petticoat government. Happily
at was at an end ; lie had got his neck out of the yoke of

"tatrimony, and could go in and out whenever be pleased without
ending the tyranny of llaiuo Van lA'inl .le . Whenever her

4~ . .
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name was mentioned, however, he shook his head, shrugged his
shoulde rs, and cast up his eyes ; which might pass either for an
expression of resignation to his fate, or joy at his deliverance .

He used to tell his story to every stranger that arrived at Mr.

Doolittle's hotel. He was observed at first to vary on some

points every time he told it, which was, doubtless, owing to hi ;l
having so recently awaked . It at last settled down precisely to
the tale I have related, and not a man, woman, or child in the
neighbourhood but knew it by heart. Some always pretended
to doubt the reality of it, and insisted that Rip had been out of
his head, and that this was one point on which he always
remained flighty . The old Dutch inhabitants, however, almost
universally gave it full credit . Even to this day they never hear
a thunder-storm of a summer afternoon about the Kaatsl:ill, but
they say Hendrick Iludson and his crew are at their game of
ninepins ; and it is a common wish of all henpecked husbands
in the neighbourbood, when life lianas heavy on their hands, that
they might have a quieting draught out of Rip Van Winkle's
flagon . _

NOTE .-' The foregoing tale, one would Auepect , had been su ggested to Mr . Knicke r-

bock e r b y x littl e C;er ruau superstition about th e Empe ro r Frederi ck der li oGh/ar E, znd

the Kyp p h atl ser mountain ; the s ubj oine d n ot e, however, which he had appended to the

tale, shows that it is a n absolute f act, narrat e d w it h his usual fidelity :-
"The story o f Rip Van Winkle may s e em in c redibl e to ma ny , but nevertheless Z givei

t my full bel ie f, f o r I know th e v icinity of o ur o l d Dutch settlements to have been very,

s ubject to marve l lo us ev e nt s an d appearances . I ndeed . I have heard ni nny stranger stori e s

than this i n t h e villages alon g the Hu dso n, al l o f wh i ch were too w e ll auth e nticated to

admit of a doubt . I have even talked w i th Ri p You Winkle myself, who, wh e n I las t sa w

him , was a very v enerable ol d man, a n d so p e rfec tly r a ti onal an d consi ste nt. on every oth e r

point, that I flick no conscientious person c o uld refuse t o take t h is in to the ba r gain ; nay ,

have seen a e e n ific ate o n th e s u bject, t ake n be fo re a country ju stice, and si g n ed wit h a

profs, i n the justice's own handwriting . The story, t he refore, is beyond the possibility of

d ou bt. ' ll . K . °

P os r scuI e'r .-T lie following are travelling notes from a memorandum-book of Air .

Kuicke r buck e r :-
°` The K aat herg, or Catskil l bt ountainR, have always b een a regio n full o f fable. The

Indians considere d t hem t he ab ode of spirits, w ho i nfi uer.ced th e we ath e r, spreading su n-

ehine or c l o uds ove r t he l and sc a p e, an d sending g oo d o r bad hunting seas o ns . They

were ruled by an old s qu avc spirit, s aid to b e th eir mothe r . She d we lt on the highest

p eak of th e C ar sk ills, and ha d charge, of th e doo rs o f day and nigh t, t o open and shut them

at the proper b un s. N he hun g u p th e n ew m oo n s in t h e skic+ , and cut u p the ol d on es

in stars . In t im es o f dro ught, if pro p e rly p rop i tia t ed . sh e would sp in li ght summer

'io utods ..ut of cobwebs a nd m orn in g dew, aua send t hem off fro m the cr est of the m o un tain,

flake after fl ake, lilts flakes of c a rde d eo ttmu, to Si nai in the :&, u n t i l . d issol ved by t he heat

of the sun, t hey would fill in g entl e showers, cau sing the grass t o s p ri n g , the frui t s to

r ipen , an d t he cu rn to grow a n in ch an hour . If di .:p i eas e d, h o wever, s he w ould brew up

clouds black is ink , sitting i n th e m id s t o f the m like abottle-belli ed spider in the midst o f

its web ; an d w hen chese clouds bro ke , wo betide the v al l ey s I

" In ofd time s, sa y th e I n dian tr l d iti ona, there was a ki n d o f Manitoo or Spirit , who kept

about the wild e, t r rccRSes o f the Catskill Mountains, and took a mischievous pl e asure it,

wr eaki ng all k i n d s of evils and vexatio n s u po n the red m e n . 9om etinnes h e would assume

the form o(a bear, a panther, o r a titer, lead th e bewildered hoote r a wea ry chase through

t¢ngly d Co re ~t, and amung ra g g e d roc ks, and then sprin g off with a lo ud ho 1 ho! l eaving

him aghast on t ht brink u(a be etl ing pre cip ic e or raging tor re nt .
The tu vuuri te abode o f this Manitou i s s till shown . It is a great rock or cli ff on the

loneliest out of the mountains, an d , fr o m the flowering vines w W ch c la mber about it, and
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the wild fl o wers wh ich abound in its n eighbou rhood, is kn ow n by the name of th e Garden
Rock. N e ar the fo ot of it is a sm a ll la k e, th e h aunt o f the so litary bittern, with water-
snakes basking in the sun on the leaves of the p on d-lilies which lie on the s urface. This
place was held in great awe by th e Indi an s, in somuch that the boldest hu nt e r wo uld not
p ur sue his g am e within its ureciucts . Once upon a time, however, a h u n ter who had l o st
his way penetrated to the Garden hock, where he beheld a number of go urds placed in
the crot c hes of tr ee s . On e of che ss he sei z ed and made off with, but in the h urry of his
r e treat he let it fa ll am o ng th e rocks, when a g reat stre am gushed for th , which washed
h im away and s wept him down prec i p i ces, w here he was da shed Co pie ces , and the s tr eam
m ade i ts way to the H udson, an d continues to flow to th e present day, being the i de ntical
stream known by the name of the Kaater s-kill . "

ENGLISH WRITERS ON AMERICA .
➢fetLinks I see in my mind a noble and puissant nation , rousing herself like a strong

snan after sleep, and shaking her invincible l eeks ; methinks I see her as an eagle, mew-
i n g her mighty youth, and kindling her endazzlcd eyes at the full mid-day beau .-.lli Lior
ON T1IS L(IIE STY OF THE PRESS .

IT is With feelings of' deep regret that I observe the literary
animosity daily growing up between En land and America .
Great curiosity has been awakened of late with respect to the
United States, and the London press has teemed with volumes
of travels through the Republic ; but they seem intended to
diffuse error rather than knowledge ; and so successful have they
been that, notwithstanding the co nstant intercourse between the
nations, there is no people concerning whom the great mass of
the British public have less pure information, or entertain more
numerous prejudices.

English travellers are the best and the worst in the world .
Where no motives of pride or interest intervene, none can equal
them for profound and philosophical views of society, or faithful
and graphical descriptions of external objects ; but when eithe r
the interest o r reputation of their own country comes in collisio n
with that of another, they go to the opposite extreme, and fo rget
their usua l probity and candour in the indulgence of sp lenetic

~rema,rk, and an illiberal spirit of ridicule.
Hence, their travels are more honest and accurate the m ore

demote the country described. I would place im plicit confidence
in an Englishman's description o f the regions beyond the cataracts
of the Nile ; of unknown islands in t h e Yellow Sea ; of the
interior of India ; o r o f any other tract which other travellers
,might be apt to picture out with the illusions of their fancies,
but I would cautiously rece ive his account of his immediate ne i ;l1-

ours, and of t h ose nat i ons with which he is in habits of mos t
frequent i ntercourse . However I might be disposed to trust his
probity, I dare not trust his prejudices .

I t has also been the peculiar lot of our country to be visite d
'by the worst kind of English travellers. While men of pLilo-

n 2
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eophica,i spirit and cultivated minas have been sent from England

to ransack the poles, to penetrate the deserts, and to study the
manners and customs of barbarous nations, with which she can
have no permanent intercourse of profit or pleasure, it has been

left to the broken-down tradesman, the schmiiing adventurer, the
wandering mechanic, the Manchester and liirmhnbhsiii agent, to

be her oracles respecting America. From such sources she is
content to receive her information respecting a country in a
singular state of moral and physical development ; a country in
which one of the greatest political experiments in the history of
the world is now performing, and which presents the most profound
and momentous studies to the statesman and the philosopher .

That such men should give prejudicial accounts of America is
not a matter of surprise . The themes it offers for contemplation
are too vast and elevated for their capacities . The national

character is yet in a state of fermentation ; it may have its

frothiness and sediment, but its ingredients are sound and wholo-
some ; it has already given proofs of powerful and generous

qualities ; and the whole promises to settle down into 'soYnetliing
substantially excellent. But the causes which are operating to
strengthen and ennoble it, and its daily indication of admirable
properties, are all lost upon these purblind observers, who are
only affected by the little asperities ►ucident to its present situa-

tion . They are capable of judging only of the surface of things ;
of those matters which conic in contact with their private interests
and personal gratifications . They miss some of the sun,, con-
Yeniences and petty coiiiforts which belong to an old, highly-
finished, and over-populous state of society ; where the ranks of
useful labour are crowded, and many earn a painful and servile
subsistence by studying the very caprices of appetite and self-

indulgence. These minor comforts, however, are all-important
in the estimation-of narrow minds, which either do not perceive,

or will not acknowledge, that they are :»ore than counterbalanced
among us by greet and generally diffused Llessil)gs .

They may, perhaps, have been disappointed in some unreason-
able expectation of sudden gain . '1'licy may have pictured
America to themselves an El Dorado, where gold and silver
abounded, and the natives were lacking in sagacity ; and where

they were to become strangely and suddenly rich ; in some unfore-

seen but easy manner . The same WelLlcncss of mind that indulges
absurd expectations produces petulance in aistippuintment . Such
persons become embittered against the country on finding that
there, as everywhere else, a man must sow before he can reap ;
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must win wealth by industry and talent ; and must contend with
the common difficulties of nature, and the shrewdness of an
intelligent and enterprising people .

Perhaps, throu~,h mistaken or ill-directed bospitality, or from
the prompt disposition to cheer and countenance the stranger,
prevalent among my countrymen, they may have been treated
with unwonted respect in America y and having been accustomed
all their lives to consider themselves below the surface of good
society, and brought up in a servile feeling of inferiority, they
become arrogant on the common been of civility ; they attribute
to the lowliness of others their own clevation ; and underrate a
society where there are no artificial distinctions, and where, by
any chance, such individuals as themselves can rise to consequence .

One would suppose, however, that information coming from
such sources, on a subject where the truth is so desirable, would
be received with caution by the censors of the press ; that the
motives of these men, their veracity, their opportunities of in-
quiry and observation, and their capacities for judging correctly,
would be rigorously scrutinized before their evidence was
admitted in such sweeping extent against a kindred nation . The
very reverse, however, is the case, and it furnishes a striking
instance of human inconsistency . Nothing can surpass the ~-i~i-
l~tince with which English critics will examine the credibility o f
the traveller who publishes an account of some distant and com-
paratively unimportant country . How warily will they compare
the measurements of a pyramid, or the descriptions of a ruin ;
and how sternly will they censure any inaccuracy in these con-
tributions of merely curious knowledge ; while they will receive
with eagerness and unhesitating faith the gross misrepresentations
of coarse and obscure writers, concerning a country with which
their own is placed in the most important and delicate relation-Q .
Nay, they will even make these apocryphal volumes text-books
on which to enlarge with a zeal and an ability worthy of a more
generous cause.

I shall not, however, dwell on this irksome and hackneyed
topic ; nor should I have adverted to it, but for the undue in-
terest apparently taken in it by my countrymen, and certain
injurious effects which I apprehend it might produce upon the
national feeling . We attach too much consequence to these
attacks. They cannot do us any essential injury. The tissue o f
misrepresentation attempted to be woven round us are like cob -
webs woven round the limbs of an infant giant . Our country
continually outgrows them . One falsehood after another file ) ff
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of itself. We have but to live on, and every day we live a whole

volume of refutation. A ll the wr i ters of England united, if we

could for a moment suppo se their great minds stooping to so

unworthy a com bination, could not conceal our rapidly-growing
importance and matchless prosperity. They could not c o nceal

that these are owing, n o t merely to phys ical and local, but also

to moral causes-to the political liberty, the general diffu s ion of

knowledge, the prevalence of sound moral and r eligious principles,
which give force and s ust ained energy to the character of a

people, and which, in fact, have been the acknowledged and
wonderful supporters of their own national power and glory .

But wLy are we so exquisitely alive to the aspersi ons of
England ? Why do we suffer ourselves to he s o affected by the
contumely she has endeavoured to ca st upun u s ? It is not in
the opinion of England alone that honour liv es , and reputation

ha s its Ucino. The world at large i s the arb i ter of a nation's
fame ; with its thou sand eyes it witnesses a nat ion's deeds, and
from their collective testimony i s national glory or national dis-
grace establis hed.

For ourselves, therefore, it is comparatively of but little im-

portance whether England does us ju s tice or not ; it i s , perhaps,

of far more import ance to herself. She is instilling anger and

resentment into the bo s om of a youthful nati o n, to grow with it s

growth and strengthen wi th its strength . If in America, it s some

of her writers are labouring to convince her, she i s h ereafter to

find an invidious rival and a gigantic foe, she may thank those
very writers for h aving provoked rival sLip and irrita ted ho stility.
Every one knows the a ll -pervading influence of literature at the

present day, and how much the opini o ns and pUssi u n s of mankind

are under its control . The mere conte s t s of the sword are tem-
porary ; their wounds are but in the fl esL, and it is the pride of

the generous to forgive and forget them ; but the slanders of the

pen pierce to the heart ; they rankle l on g e st in the noblest

spirits ; they dwell ever prese nt in the mind, and render it
morbidly sensitive to the most trifling c o llision. It is but seldom
that any one overt ac t prod u c e s hostilities between two nations ;

There exists, most commonly, a previous j ealousy and ill-will ; a

predisposition to take offence . Trace these to their cause, and
how oft en will they be found to origi nate in the mi s chievous
effusions of mercenary tivrit e rs ; who, secure in their closets, and
for ignominious bread, concoct and circulate the venom that is to
inflame the generous and the brave.

I am not laying too much stress upon this point ; for i t applies


