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PREFACE.

THE following papers, with two exceptions, were written
in England, and formed but p art of an intended series
for which I had made notes and memorandums . Before
I could mature a plan, h o wever, circumstances com-
pelled me to send them piecemeal to the Uni t ed States,
where they were published from time to time in port ions
or numbers. It was not my intention to publish them
in England, being conscious that much of their conten ts
could be interesting only to, Ameri can readers, and, in
truth, being deterre d by th e s everi t y with which American
productions had been treated by th e Briti s h Press.

By the time the cont e nts of the first volume had
appeared in this occasional manner, th ey began to find
the i r way acro ss the Atlantic, and to be in serted, w i th
many kind en comium s , in the L ondon "Litera ry
Gazette ." It was said, also, that a London bookseller
intended to publi s h them in a colle ct ive form. I de t er-
mined, therefor e, to bring them forward mys elf, that
they might at lea s t have the be n efit of my su perin-
tendence and revision . I accordingly to o k the printed
numbers which I had rec eived from the United States
to Mr. John Murray, the eminent publisher, from whom
I had already received friendly attentions, and left them
with him for examination, informing him that sh o uld
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he be inclined to bring them before the public, I had
materials enough on hand for a second volume, Several
days having elapsed without any communication from
Mr. Murray, I addressed a note to him, in which I
construed his silence into a tacit rejection of my work,
and begged that the numbers I had left with him might
be returned to me. The following was his reply :-

" My DEAR Six,-I entreat you to believe that I feel truly
obliged by your kind intentions towards me, and that I entertain
the most unfeigned respect for your most tasteful talents . My
house is completely filled with workpeople at this time, and I
have only an office to transact business in ; and yesterday I was
wholly occupied, or I should have done myself the pleasure of
seeing you.

IF it would not suit me to engage in the publication of your
present work, it is only because I do not see that scope in the
nature of it which would enable me to make those satisfactory
accounts between us, without which I really feel no satisfaction
in engaging ; but I will do all I can to promote their circulation,
and shall be most ready to attend to any future plan of yours.

With much regards I remain, dear sir ,
Your faithful servant ,

"JOHN MURRAY. "

This was disheartening, and might have deterred me
from any further prosecution of the matter, had the
question of republication in Great Britain rested entirely
with me ; but I apprehended the appearance of a
spurious edition . I now thought of Mr. Archibald Con-
stable as publisher, having been treated by him with
much hospitality during a visit to Edinburgh ; but first
I determined to submit my work to Sir Walter (then
Mr .) Scott, being encouraged to do so by the cordial
reception I had experienced from him at Abbotsford a
few years previously, and by the favourable opinion he
had expressed to others of my earlier writings. I accord-
ingly sent him the printed numbers of the Sketch Book
in a parcel by coach, and at the same time wrote to him,
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hinting that since I had had the p leasure of partaking
of his hosp itali ty, a reverse had taken place in my affairs ,
which m a de the s uccessful ex e rci se of my pe n all-impor-
tant to me ; I b egge d him, th erefore, to look ove r th e
literary article s I had forward ed to h im, and, if he
thou ght th ey would b e ar European republication, to
asc er tain Whether Mr. Co n s t able would be inclin ed to b e
the publish e r .

The pa rc el containing my work went by coach to
Scott's address in E d inb urgh ; the letter w e nt by m ai l
to his residence in the country . By the very first post I
received a reply, be fore he ha d seen my work.

" I was down at Kelso, " s aid he, "when your let ter
reach ed Abbotsford . I am now on my way to town,
and will convers e with Const able, a nd do all, in my
power to forward your views-I assure you nothing will
g ive me more pleasure . "

The hint, however, about a reverse of fortune h ad
stru ck the quick apprehen s i o n of Scott, and, with that
practical and efficient good-will which belonged to his
nature, he had already devised a way of aiding m e. A
weekly peri odical, he went on to inform me, was about
to be set up in Edinburgh, sup p orted by the mo s t r e-
spe ctable talents, and amply furn ished with all the
necessary information . The app ointment of the editor,
for which ample funds we re provided, woul d be five
hundred pounds st erling a year, with th e re asonable
prospect of furth er advantage s . This situation, being
apparently at his disposal, he fr ankly o ffere d to me.
The work, however, he intimated, was to h ave somewh at
of a political b e a ring, and he expressed an appre hension
that the tone it was desired to adopt mi g ht not suit me.
" Yet I risk the question," added he, "b ec ause I know
no man so well qualified for this important tas k , and
perhaps because it will necessarily bri ng you to E din-
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burgh . If my proposa l d oes not sui t, you need only
k eep the matter secret, and t h ere is no harm done.

And for my love I pray you wrong me not .' If, on
the con trary, you think it could be made to suit you, let
me kn o w as s oon as possible, addressing Castle Street,
Edinb urgh . "

In a postscript, writt en from E di nburgh, he adds I
am just come here , and have glanced over t h e Sketch
Book . It is posit i vely beautiful, and incre ases my desire
to cxtxn you, if it be possible . Some difficulties there
alw ays are in m a n aging such a matter, especi a lly at the
outset ; but we wi ll obv ia te the m as much as we possibly
can . "

The followi ng is from an impe rfect draft of my reply,
wh ic h underwent som e modifica tions in the copy sent .

"I cannot express how mu ch I am gratified by your
letter. I had b egun to fee l as if I had taken an un-
warrantable libert y ; but, s om e how or othe r, there is' a
genial su nshine about you that warms every creeping
thing int o heart an d c o n fi dence . Your l i terary proposa l
both surprises and flatters me, as it evinces a much
higher op i ni on of my talents th a n I have myself. "

I then went on to explain that I found myself pecu-
liarly un fi tted for the si tuat ion offere d to me, not merely
by my pol itical opini ons, but by the very constitution
and habits of my mind . " My whole course of life," I
observed, "has b een desul t ory, and I am unfitted for any
period i ca l ly recurring t ask, or any stipul ated l abour of
body o r m i nd . I have no command of my talents, such
as they a re, and have to watch the varyings of my mind
as I would those of a we a therco ck . Practice and training
may bring me more into rule ; but at present I am as
usele s s for regula r service as one of my own country
Indians, or a Don Cossack.

" I must, therefore, keep on pretty much as I have
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begu n ; writing when I can, not when I wou l d . I shalloccasionally shift my reside nce, and write whateve r issuggested by obj ects b efore m e , or wh at ever rise s inm y im a gi nation ; and hope to write b et ter and moreco piously by- a nd-by.
" I a m playing th e e go tist, but I know no be tter wayof answering your proposa l th an by showing what a v erygo od-for-not hi n g kind of being , I am. Should Mr.Constable fee l incl ined to make a bargain for the waresI have on hand , he will encourag e me to further enter-prise ; and it will b e so m et h in g like tra ding with a gip sy

for the fruits of his prowl i ngs, who may at on e timeh ave nothing but a wooden bowl to o ffer, a nd at another
time a silver tank ard. "

In reply, Scott expressed regret, but not surprise, atmy declining what mig ht h av e p r oved a troubl esom eduty. He then recurred to t he o riginal s ubj ect ofour correspon de nce ; entered in t o a deta il of the var i o usterms u p on which arr ange m ents were m a de betwe e nauthors and booksell e rs, that I might take my ch oice ;expres s i ng the most enc oura g i n g confid e nce of th esuccess of my w ork, and of pr evious work s whi ch I h a dproduced in America. " I did no more, " add e d he,"than open the trench es with Constable ; bu t I am surei f you wi ll t ake th e trouble to write to him, you will findhim disposed to trea t your overtures wi th every degreeof attention. Or, if you thi n k it of consequ ence, inthe first place, to see me, I shall be in London in the
course of a month, and whate ver my experie nce can
command is most heartily at your command . But I canadd little to what I have s a id above, except my ear-
nest recommendation to Constable to enter into thenegotiation . "

* I cannot avoid subjoining in a note a succeeding paragraphof Scott 's lett er, which, though it d oes not relate to the main
A 2
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B efore the receipt of this most oblig ing letter, however,
I had determ i n e d to look to no leading bookseller for a
launch, but to throw my work before the public at my
own risk, and let it s ink or swim, according to its
merits . I wrote to that effect to Scott, and soon received
a reply. :-

" I observe with pleasure that you are going to come
forth in . Br i tai n. It is certainly not the very best way to
publi sh on o ne 's own account ; for the booksellers set
thei r fa ce aga in s t the circulation of such works as do not
pay an amazi n g toll to themselves.. But they have l o st
the art of a ltog e t he r damming up the road in such ca s es
b etwe en the auth or and the public, which they were once
able to do as e ffectua lly as D iaUolus in John Bunyan's
Holy War close d up the windows of my Lord Under-
s t anding's mansion, I a m sure of one thing, that you
have only , to b e known to the British publ i c to be
admired by th e m, and I would not s a y so unle ss I really
was of that opinion.

"If you ever s ee a witty but rather local publication
called 'Blackwood's Edinburg h Maga zine,' you will find
some notice ofyour wo rks in the last numbe r : the author

subject of our correspondence, was too characteristic to beomitted. Some time previously I had sent Miss Sophia Scott
small duodecimo American editions of her father's poems pub-
lished in Edinburgh in quarto volumes ; showing the" nigro-
mancy " of the American press, , by which a quart of wine is
conjured into a pint bottle. Scott observ es :-" In my hurry, I
have not thanked you in Sophia's name for the kind attention
which fu rn ished her with the American volumes:. I am . not
quite sure I can add my own, since you have made her acquainted
with much more of papa's folly than she would ever otherwise
have learned ; for I had taken special care they should never seeany of those things duri ng their earlier years. I think I told
you that Walter is sweeping the fi rmament with a feather like a
maypole, and indenting the pavement with a sword like a scythe
-in other words, he has become a whiskered hussar in thea8th
dragoons ."
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is a friend of mine, to whom I have introduced you inyour l i terary capacity. His name is Lockhart, a youngman of v ery considerable t a lent, and who will soon beintimatel y connected with my family. . My faithful fr i endKnickerbocker is to be n ext exam i ned and illu strated .Const able was e xtr emely wi lling to ent er into consid era-tion of a treaty for your works, but I foresee will be stillmore so A h en

Your nam e is u p; and may go
From Toledo to Madrid. "

-And that will soon be the case. I trust to be inLondon about the middle of the month, and promisemys elf great pleasure in once again shaking you by thehand, "
The first volume of the Sketch Book was put to pressin London as I had resolved, at my own risk, by a book-se ll e r unknown to fame, and without any of the usu alarts by which a work is trumpete d into notice. Still,some attention had been call ed to it by the extra ctswhich had previously appea red in the "Literary Gaze tte,"and by the kind word spoke n by the editor of thatpe riodical, and it was getting into fair ci rculation, whenmy worthy bookseller failed before the fi rst month wasover, and the sale was interrupted.

At this juncture Scott arr i ved in London. I calle d tohim for help, as I was sticking in the mire, and, more
propitious than Hercules, he put his own shoulder to the
wheel . Through his favourable representations, Murray
was quickly induced to undertake the future publication
of the work which he had previously declined . A
further edition of the first volume was struck off,

andthe second volume was put to press, and from
that timeM urray became my publisher, conducting himse l f in allhis dealings w i th that fair, open, and l i beral spirit which
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h a d obtain e d for hi m th e wellanerited appe llat ion of the
Prince of Bo oksellers .

Thus, unde r t h e k i nd and cordial auspic es of Sir
W alter Scott, I began my l i terary care er in Europe ; and
I feel t h at I am but dischar g i n g, in a tr ifl ing degree, my
d ebt of g ratitude to the memory of that gold en-hearted
man in acknowle dgi ng my obligations to hi m .-But who
o f h is literary conte m p oraries ev e r applied to him for aid
or counsel that did not exper i ence the most prom p t,
generous , and effect u al assistanc e?

W. I .



CONTENTS.

The .Iratbor's Account of Hillisqf

The Voyage .

Roscoe. ,

The Ifrife

Rip Van Winkle
English Writ ers o i t ,,4 na er ica
Rural Life in Englan d
The Broken Hea rt
Th e Art of Book-making
A Royal Poe t
The Country Cbm-eb
Th e Widow and her So n
A Sunday in Londo n
The Boar's Head Tave rn , b'nslcbrar
The Mutability of Lifern bure
Rural Funerals
The Inn Kitchen
The Spectre Bridegroom

. WestminsterA bbey
Christmas
The Stage Coach

PAC- H
• IS

1 9

z 7

• 35
• 44

66

• 77
8 6

• 9 3
iox
iii

124
. 133

136
150
163

17 6

• 179
. 197

215
222



xiv CONTENTS .

Christmas Eve

Christmas Day

The Christmas Dinne

r London Antiques

Little Britain

Stratford-on-Avon

Traits qfIndian Character

Philip of Pokanoke t

John Bul
l The Pride of the Village

The Angler .
The Legend of Sleepy Hollo w

Postscri[~t

L'Eiivoy

AY

PAGE

23 0

• 243

• 259

2,76
283

300

32 2

• 335

355
369

380
• 391

428

• 430

I



THE SKETCH BOOK. ,

THE AUTHOR'S ACCOUNT OF HIMSELF.

111 am of this mind with Homer, that as the smile that crept

out of her shel was turned eftsoons into a t oad, and thereby was

forced to make a stoole to sit on ; so th e traveller that stragleth

from his owne country is in a short time trans forme d into so
mons trous a shape, that he is fame to al ter his mans ion with hi s

manners, and to live where he can, not where hewould ."-Lv LV 's

EUPHUES .

I WAS always fond of visiting new scenes, and ob-
serving strange ch ara cters and manners. Eve n

when a mere child I began my travels, and mademany
tours of discovery into foreign parts and unknown
regi ons of my native city, to the fre quent alarm of my
parents, and the emolument of the town-crier. As I
grew into boyhood, I exte nded the range of my obser-
vations. My holiday af t ernoons were spent in rambles
about the surrounding count ry . I made mys elf familiar
with all its plac es fa mous in hi s tory or fable . I knew
eve ry spot where -a murd er or robbe ry had been com-
mitte d, or a gh ost seen. I visit ed the neighbou ri ng
villages, and ad ded greatly to my sto ck of knowledge by
noting their hab i ts and customs, and conversing with
their sages and great men. I even journeyed one long
summer's day to the summit of the most dis tant bill,
whence I stretched my eye over many a m ile of "terra
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i nco g ni ta," and wa s as t onishe d to find how vast a globe
I in ha bited .

T h is rambling propens ity strengthened with my years .
Books of voyages and travels became my pa ssion, and
in devouring thei r co nte n t s I ne glecte d the regular exer_
ci s es of the sc h ool . H ow wis t fully . would I wand er
about the pi er- h eads in fine weather, a nd watch the
p arting ships boun d to di s tant clime s-with wh at longing
eye s w o uld I gaz e after the i r l essening sails, and waft
mys elf in imagination to the end s of the earth !

Furth er r eading and think i ng, thou gh th e y brought
th i s vague inclination i n t o more r ea sonabl e bounds , on l y
served to make it more decided . I vis ited var ious parts
of my own country ; and h a d I been m erely a lover of

fine scen ery, I should have fe lt little desi re to seek el s e-
whe re i ts grat i fication ; for on no country have the
charms of Nature b ee n more prod i gall y lavishe d . Her
migh ty l akes, like oceans of liquid si lver ; h er mountains,
with the i r bri ght aerial tints ; her valleys, teeming with
wild fe rtility ; h er tremendous catara ct s, thund eri ng i n
their solitud e s ; her boundless plains, waving with spon•
taneou s verdure ; h er broad deep rivers, rolling in sol emn
silence to the ocean ; her trackless forests, whe re vege-
tation puts forth all it s magn i ficence ; her skies, kindling
with the m agic of summe r c l ouds and glorious suns hine ;
-no, never ne e d an Am eric an look beyond his own country
for the sublime and b ea u tiful of n atural scenery .

But Europe held forth the ch arms of stori ed and poeti-
ca l a sso ciati on . There were to be seen th e masterpiece s
of art, the re finements of highly-cultiv a ted s ociety, the
qu aint p eculiarit i es of anci ent and local cus tom . My
native country was full of youthful promise : Europe was
rich in the accumulated tre asures of age . Her very ruins
told the history of times gone by, and every mouldering
stone was a chronicle . I lo n ged to wander over the
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scenes of renowned achievement- to tread, as it were,
in the footsteps of antiquity-to loi t er about the ruin ed
castle-to meditate on the falling tower-to esca pe, in
short, from the commonplace re alit ies of the present,
and lose mysel f among the sh adowy grand eurs of the
past.

I had, bes ide all this, an earn est desire to see the great
men of the earth . We have, it is true, our great men in
Ameri ca : not a city but has an ample share of them,
I have mingl ed among t hem in my time, and been
almost with e red by the shade into which t hey cast me
for there is no thing so bale ful to a small man as the
shade of a gr eat one, particul a rly th e gre at man of thecity. But I w as anxious to s ee the great men of Europe ;
fo r I had read in the works of various philosophers, that
all animals dege nerated in America, and m an among the
number . A g re a t man of Europe, thought I, must
t h erefore be a s s uperior to a gr eat man of America as
a peak of the Alps to a highland of the Hudson : and inthis idea I . was confirm ed, by observing t h e comparative
importance and swell i n g magnitude of many English
travellers among us, who, I was assured, were very little
people in their own country. I will visit this land of
wonders, thought I, and see the gigantic race from which
I am degenera ted ,

It has been either my good or evil lot to have my
roving pas sion gratified . I have wandered through
different countries, and wi tnes s ed many of the shifting
scenes of life. I cannot say that I have studied them
with the eye of the philosopher ; but rather with the
sauntering gaze with which humble lovers of the pic-
ture sque stroll from the window of one print-shop to
another ; c aught, sometimes by the delineations of beauty,
sometimes by the distortions of ca ri cature, and sometimes
by the loveliness of landscape. As it is the fashion for
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modern tourists to trave l pe ncil in hand, and bring home
their portfol ios filled with sketches, I am disposed to get
up a few for the entertainment of my frie nds . When,
however, I look over the hints and memorandums I. have
t aken down for the purpo s e, my heart almost fails me at .
finding how my idle humour has led me as ide for the
great objects stud ied by every regul ar traveller who would
make a book . I fear I sh all g i ve equ al disappointment
with an unlucky land scape paint er who had travelled
on the Continent, but, following the bent of his vagrant
inclin a tion, had sketched in nooks, and corners, and by-
places. His sketch-book was accordingly crowded with
cottag es, and landscape s, and obscure ruins ; but he had
neglect e d to paint St . Peter's or the Coliseum, the cas-
cade of Terni or the Bay of Naples, and had not a single
glacier o r volcan o in his whole co ll ection.
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THE VOYAGE.

Ships, ships, I will descrie you
Amid s t the main ;

I will come and try you ,
What you me prot ecting,
And p rojecting,

What 's your end and aim .
One .goes abroad for mer chan dise and trading ,
Another stays to keep his country fr om invading ,
A third is coming home with ri c h and wealthy lading.

Hall oa! my fanci e, whither wilt thou go? "
-Old Poem.

T o an A merican v i s iting Europe, the long voyage he has
to make is an exc ellent prep arativ e. The tempora ry
absence of worldly scenes and employments - produces
a state of mind peculi arly fitted to receive new and vivid
impressions. The vast space of wate rs that separates
the hemispheres is like a blank page in existence.
There is no gradualtransition by which, as in Europe,
the features and population of one country blend almost
imperceptibly w ith those of anoth er. From the mom ent
you lost sight of the land you have left, all is vacancy
until you ste p on . the opposite shore, and are launched
at once into the bustle and novelt ies of anot h er world.

In travelling by land, _ there is a continuity of scene
and a connected succession of persons and incidents,
that carry on the story of life, and lessen the effect of
absen ce and separation . We drag, it is true, " a lengthen-
ing chain" at each remove of our pi lgrim a ge ; but the
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chain is unbroken : we can trace it back link by link , and
we feel th at the la st still grapples us to home . But a
wide sea voy age severs us at once . It makes us conscious
of being cast loo s e from the secure anchorage of settl ed
life, a nd sent adri ft upon a doubtful world . It interposes
a gulf, not merely imaginary, but real, between us and
our homes-a gulf subject to temp est, and fear, and
uncertainty, r e nd ering distance palpable, and return
prec arious.

Such, at leas t, was th e case Wi th myself. ' As I saw the
la s t b l ue line of my n ative land fade away lik e a cloud in
the ho rizon, it seem ed as if I had closed one v olume of
the world and its contents, and had time for meditati o n
before I opened another. That land, too, now vanishing
from my vi ew, which c o nta in ed all mo s t dear to me in
life-wha t vicissitud es m ight occur in it-what changes
might take place in me , b efore I sh ould vi sit it again !
Who can tell, when he set s forth to wander, whither he
may be driven by the uncertain currents of existence ; or
when he may re tu rn ; or whethe r it may ever be his lot to
revisit the scenes of his childhood ?

I said that at sea all is vacancy ; I should co rrect the
expression . To one given to day-dreaming , and fond
of lo s ing him s elf in reveries , a sea voyage is full of sub-
jects for meditati on ; but then they are the wonders of
the deep and of the air, and rather tend to abstract th e
mind from worldly them es. I de light ed to loll over the
quarter-railing, or climb to th e maintop, of a calm da},
a nd mus e for hours tog e ther on th e t r an quil bosom of a
summer's sea ; to ga ze upon the pile s of golden clouds
just pe ering above the horizon, fancy them some fairy
re alms, 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 wa s a delicious sens a ti o n of mingled security and
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awe with which I looked down, from my giddy heig ht,
on the monsters of t he de ep at their unc outh gambols.
S h oals of porpoi ses tumbl i ng about th e how of the ship ;
the gr ampus slo w ly he aving h is huge form ab ove t h e
sur face ; or the ravenous shark, darting like a spectre,
through the blue waters. My imag in at i on would conjure
up a ll that I had h eard or read of the watery world
beneath me , ; of the finny herds th a t roam its fathom-
less valleys ; of the shap eless monsters that lurk among
the very foundations of the ear th ; and of those w ild
phantasms that swell the tales of fishermen and sailors.

Sometimes a distant sail, gliding along the edge of
t h e ocean, would be another theme of id l e s peculation .
How interesting this fragm e nt of a world, hastening to
rejoin the great mass of existence! What a glorious
monument of human inv e ntion ; which has in a manner
triumphed over wind and wave ; has brought the ends
of the world into communion ; has established an inter-
change of blessings, p our ing into the ste ri le regions of
the north all the luxuries of the south ; has di ffused
the light of knowledge and the chari ties of cultivated
life ; and h as thus bound together thos e scattered por-
tions of the human race, be tween which Nature seemed
to have thrown an insurmountable barrier.

We one day descried some sh apeless object drifting
at a distance. At s ea eve rything that bre aks the mono -
tony of the surrounding expanse att rac ts attention . It
proved to be the mast o f a ship th a t must have been
comp letely wrecked, for there were the remain s of hand-
kerchiefs by which some of the crew h ad fastened
t hem sel ves to this spar, t o preven t their b eing wash ed
off by the waves. There was no trace by which t h e
name of the ship could be ascertained . The wreck had
evidently drifted about for many months ; clusters of
shell-fish had fastened about it, and long sea-weeds
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flaunted a t its sides . But whe re, th ou ght I, are the
crew? Th eir strugg le has long been o ve r- they ha ve
gone down amidst the roar of the tem pest-the ir bonesli e whiteni n g among th e caverns of the deep. Silence,
ob livion, l i k e the waves, h ave cl os ed over th e m, : and no
on e can tell the s tory of the ir end. What s ig hs haveb een wafted a fter that sh ip! what pra ye rs offe r e d upat the d es erte d fires ide of home! How often has the
mistress, the wife, the moth er, pored over t he daily news
to c a tch some casu al inte ll i gence of this rover of the
deep ! How h as ex p ectation darkene d in to anxiety-
anxi ety in t o dre ad-and dre ad into d espai r ! Alas ! not
one memento may ev er return for love to che ri sh . Allth at may ever b e known is, that she sailed . from her port
"and was . n ev er heard of more. "

Thesight of this wre ck, as u s ual, gave ri se to manyd ism al anecdotes . This w as particularly the case in theeven i ng, when the weather, which had hitherto-been fair,beg a n to look wild- and threatening, and gave indications
of one of those sudd en storms which will sometimes
break in upon the serenity of a summer voyage. As wesat . round the dull light of a la mp in the ca bin, that
made the - gloom more ghas tly, eve ry one had his tale
of shipwreck and dis aste r. I was particu larly struck wit ha short one re lated by the c aptain.

"As I was once sailing, " said he, "in a fine stout
ship across the banks of Newfound la nd, one of those
heavy fogs which prevail in those parts rendered it-im-
possible for us to see far ahead even in the daytime ; but
at night the weather was so thick th at we : could not
distinguish any object at twice the length of the ship: I
kept lights at the masthead, and a constant watch
forward to look out for fishing smacks, which are
accustome d t o lie at an chor on t he banks. T h e windwas blowing a smacking breeze, an d we we re go i ng at a
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great r ate thr ough the w a ter. Sudde nly th e watch gave
t h e ala rm of 'A sail ahe a d 1'-it was scarce ly u t tered
befo re we w e r e upon her. S h e w as a small sch o oner, at
anchor, with her broadside towards us. The crew were
all as l eep, and h ad neg l ected to hoist a light. We struck
her just amidships. The for c e, the size, and w eigh t of
o ur vessel b ore h er down b elow the naves ; we pas sed
over her, and were hurried on our course. As t h e
crashing wreck was si n king beneath us, I h ad a gl impse
of two or thre e half-naked wretches rush ing from her
cabin ; they just started from their b eds to be sw allowed
shrie king by the waves . I. hea rd their drowning cry
mingling with the wind. The blast that bore it to our
ears swept us out of all furt her h eari ng. I shall never
forget that cry ! It w as some time befor e we could put
the shi p about, she wa s under such hea dway . We
ret urned, as nea rly as we could guess , to the place where
the smack had anchore d. . We cruised about for several
hours in the dense fog. We fired s ignal-guns, and
listened if we might h ear the halloo of . any survivors ;
but all wa s 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 incre ased with the night.
The sea was l ashed into tremendous confusion . There
was a fearful, sullen sound 'of rushing waves and broken
surges . D eep called unto de ep. At times the black
volume of clouds overhead seemed rent asunder by
flashes of light ning, which quivered along the foaming
billows, and made the succ eeding darkness doubly
terrible. The thunders bel lowed over the wild waste of
waters, and were echoed a n d prolonged by the mountain
waves . As I saw the ship staggering and plunging
among the se roari ng caverns, it seemed miraculous that
sh e regain ed her ba l ance , or p r eserved her buoy ancy.
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Her yards would dip into the water ; her bow was al-
most buried beneath the waves. Sometimes an impend-
ing surge appeared ready to overwhelm her, and nothing
but a dexterous movement of the helm preserved her
from the shock .

When I retired to my cabin, the awful scene still
followed me. The whistling of the wind through the
rigging sounded like funereal wafflings. The creaking of
the masts, the straining and groaning of bulkheads, as
the ship laboured in the weltering 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 yawning of a seam,
might give him entrance .

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

I might fill a volume with the reveries of a sea voyage,

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
Land!" was given from the masthead . None but

those who have experienced it can form an idea of the
delicious throng of sensations which rush into an Ameri-
can's bosom when he first comes in sight of Europe.
There is a volume of associations with the very name.
It is the land of promise, 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 a ll

^, ,,..
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fev erish excitem e nt . The sh ips of war that prowl e d like
guardian gi ant s along the coast ; the headlands of
Ireland stretching out into t h e Channel ; the Welsh
mountains towering into the clouds ; al l were obj e cts of
int e nse intere st. As we sailed up the Merse y I recon-
noitred the shores with a t el escope . My eye dw elt with
delight on neat cottages, w i th their trim s h rub beries and
green grass-plots . I saw the mould e r i ng ruin of an
abbey overrun wit h ivy, and the taper spire of a village
church rising from the brow of a ne i ghbouring hi l l-all
w ere charac t eristic of Engl and .

The tide and wind were so favourable that the ship
was en abled to come at once to the pier. It was
throng e d ' with peopl e ; some, idle. lo okers-on-others,
eager expe ctants of fr i ends or r elatives . I could dis tin-
guish the merchant to whom t he ship was con s igned, I
kne w him by h is calculating brow and restle ss air. His
hands were thru s t into his pockets ; he was whistling
t h oughtful l y, and walki ng to and fro, a sm all space
having been accorded him by th e crowd in deference to
his temporary importance. There were repeated cheer-
ings and s aluta ti ons interchanged betwe en the shore and
th e ship, as fri ends happened to recognise e ach other. I
particul arly notic ed one young woman of humble dress,
but interest i ng demeanour. She was leaning forward
from among th e crowd ; her eye hurrie d over the ship as
it neared the shore to catch some wished-for countenance .
She seemed disappointed and agitated ; when I he ard a
faint vo i ce call her name . It w a s from a poor s ailor who
had been ill all the voyage, and had excited the sympathy
of every one on bo ard. When the weath er was fine, his
messmates had spread a ma ttr e ss for him on deck in the
sh ade, but of late his illness had so incre ased, that he
had taken to his hammock, and on l y breathed a wish
that he might see his wife b efore he died. He had been
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helped on deck as we came up the river, and was now
leaning against the shrouds, with a countenance so
wasted, so pale, so ghastly, that it was no wonder even
the eye of affection did not recognise him. But, at the
sound of his voice, her eye darted on his features ; it
read at once a whole volume of sorrow : she clasped her
hands, uttered a faint shriek, and stood wringing them
in silent agony.

All now was hurry and bustle. The meetings of ac-
quaintances-the greetings of friends-the consultations
of men of business. I alone was solitary and idle. I had
no friend to meet, no cheering to receive. I stepped
upon the . land of my forefathers, but felt that I was a
stranger in the land .
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ROSCOE.

" In the service of mankind to be
A guardian god below ; still to empl oy
The mind's brave ardour in heroic aim s
Such as may raise us o er the grovelling herd,

And make us shine for ever-that is life.

-TFiOh1SOx,.

ONE of the first places to which a stranger is taken
in Liverpool is the Atheneum . It is established on a
liberal and judicious plan ; it contains a good library and
spacious reading-room, and is the great literary resor t of
the place. Go there at what hour you may, you are sure
to find it filled with grave-looking personages deeply
absorbed in the study of newspapers.

As I was once visiting this haunt of the learned, my
attention was attracted to a person just entering the room .
He was advanced in life, tall, and of a form that might
once have been comtnanding, but it was a little bowed
by time-perhaps by care. He had a noble Roman
style of countenance ; a head that would have pleased a
painter ; and though some slight furrows on his brow
showed that wasting thought had been busy there, yet
his eye still beamed with the fire of a poetic soul . There
was something in his whole appearance that indicated a
being of a different order from the bustling race around
him .

1 inquired his name, and was informed that it was
Roscoe . I drew back with an involuntary feeling of vene .
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ration. This, then, was an autho r of celebrity ; this
was one of those men whose voices h ave gone forth to the
ends of the earth ; with whose minds I have communed
even in the sol i tudes of Amer i ca. Accustomed, as we
are in our count ry , to know European write rs only by
their works, we ca nnot c o nceive of the m, as of other men,
engr ossed by trivial or sordid pur su its, and jostling with
the crowd of common minds in the du s ty pa ths of l i fe.
They pass b e fore our imaginations like superior being s,
rad ia nt wi t h the em a nations of their genius, and sur-
rounded by a halo of literary glo ry .

To find, therefore, the el egant historian of the Medici
mingling among the busy sons of traffic, at first shocked
my poet i cal ideas ; but it is from th e very c ircumstances
and situati on in wh ich he has been placed that Mr.
Roscoe derives h is highest clai ms to admiration. It i s
interesting to notice how s o memi nds seem almost to
create them s elv es , sprin g in g up un der every disadvantage,
and working their sol ita ry but ir re si s tible way through a
thousand obsta cles. Na ture seems to d elight in disap-
poin t ing the assi duiti e s of art, wi th which it would rear
le g itimate dulne s s to maturity ; and to gl ory in the vigour
and luxuria nce of h e r cha nce productions. She scatters
the seeds of genius to the win ds, an d though some m ay
peris h among the stony places of the world, and some be
choked by the thorns and b rambles of early adversity,
yet others wi ll now a n d then strike ro ot e ven in the clefts
of th e rock , struggle bravely up into sunshine, and'sprea d
over their s terile birthp l ac e all t he be auties of vegetation .

Such has been the case with Mr. Roscoe . Born in a
place apparently un g enia l to the growth of literary talent ,
in the very market-p l ace of trade ; without fo rtune, family,
connections, or patrona ge ; self-prompt ed, self-sustained,
and almost self-taught, he has conquered every obstac l e,
achieved his w ay to eminence, and, having become one
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of the ornaments of the nation, has turned the whole
force of his tale nts and influence to advance and embel-
lish his nati ve town .

Ind eed, it is this las t trait in his character which has
giv e n him the greatest interes t in my eyes, and induced
:ne p articul arly to point him out to my count rymen.
Emi nent as are h is literary merits, he is but one among
the many distinguished au thors of this intellectual nation .
They, however, in general, live but for their own fame
or t h eir ow n pleasures. Thei r pri vat e history presen ts
no lesson to the world, or perh a ps a humiliating one of
human frailty and incon s is tency . At best, they are prone
to steal away from the bu s tle and commonplace of busy
exis tence ; to ind ul g e in the selfi shness of lettered ease ;
and to revel in s cenes of mental, but exclusive enjoy-
ment.

Mr. Roscoe , on th e contrary, has claimed none of the
accorded pri vileges of talent . He has shut himself up in
no garden of thought, no e l ysium of fancy ; but has gone
forth into the hig hways and thoroughfares of life ; he
h as planted bowe rs by the wayside, for the refre s hment
of the p i lgrim and the s ojourner, and has ope ned pure
fountains, where the labouri ng m a n may turn aside from
the dust and heat of the day, and drink of the living
streams of knowledg e. Ther e is a "daily beauty in his
life," on which mankind may medit a te and grow better.
It exhibits no loft y and almo s t usel es s , because inimitable,
example of excellence ; but presents a picture of active,
yet simple and imitable virtues, which are within every
man's reach, but wh ich , unfortunately, are not exerc i s ed
by many, or th i s world wou ld be a paradise.

But his private l i fe is peculi arly 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
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depend for their culture, not on the exclu si ve devotion
of time and wealth, nor the qu i ckenin g rays of titled
pa tronag e, but on hours and s ea s ons sn at c hed from the
purs ui t of worldly intere sts, by in te llig ent and public-
spirite d individuals .

He has shown how much m ay be done for a place in
hours of leis ure by one mas ter s pi r it, and how completely
it can gi ve its own impress to sur roundin g obj ects,
Like h i s own Loren zo de' Me dici, on whom be s eems
to have fixed his eye as on a pure model of antiqui ty,
he has interwoven the his tory of hi s life with the history
of his nativ e town, and has made the foundations of its
fame the monuments of h is virtue s . Wh e rever you go
in Liverpool, you perceive traces of h is fo o t steps in all
that is el egant and liberal. He fo und the ti d e of we alth
flowing m erely in th e c hann els of traffic ; he has di vert ed
from it invigorat ing ri lls to refresh th e garden of litera-
ture. By his own ex am ple and constant exertions, he
has effected that union of commerce and the intellectu al
pursuits, so el o quent l y recommende d i n one of his l ate st
writings ;* and h as prac tic ally proved how beautifully
th ey may be brought to harmoni s e and to b enefi t each
other. The noble institutions for li terary and scientific
purposes, which reflect such credit on Liverp ool, and are
giving such an imp u l s e to th e public mind, have mostly
been origina te d, a nd h ave all be en effectively promoted,
by Mr. Roscoe ; and when we consid e r the rapidly in-
creasing opule nce and magnitude of th a t town, which
promises to vie in commercial importance with the
metropolis, it will be percei ved that in awakening an
ambition of ment al i mpro vement a mong its inhabitants,
he has effected a great b enefit to the cause of British
literature.

In America we know Mr. Roscoe only as the autho r
* Addre s s on th e o pening of the Liverpool Institution.
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-i n Li ve rpool he is spoken of as the banker ; and I was
told of his havin g been unfortunate in business. I could
not pity hi m, as I heard so me rich men do. I considered
him far above the reach of my pity. Those who live
only for the world, and in th e w o rld, may be ca st. down
by the frowns of adve r si ty ; but a man like Roscoe isn ot to be overcome by the reverses of fortun e. They dobut d rive him in upon the resources of his own mind ;
to the superior soc i ety of his own thoughts, which the
b est of men are apt som e times to ne glect, and to roam
abroa d in sea rch of l ess w orthy asso ciate s . He is in-d epe ndent of the world around him . He lives wi t hanti qui ty and posterity ; with antiquity in the sweet com-
munion of studious retire ment ; and with posterity, in
the generous aspirings after future renown . The so litude
of such a mind is its state of highe st enjoyment. It is
then visited by tho s e elevate d meditations which are the
prope r aliment of nobl e souls, and are, like manna, sent
from heaven, in the wilde rnes s of this world .

W hile my feel i n g s were yet alive on the subject, it
was my fortune to light on further trace s of Mr. Roscoe.
I was riding out with a gentleman to vi ew the environs
of Liverpool, when he turne d off, through a gate, into
some ornam ented grounds. After riding a short dis-ta nce, we came to a spac ious ma nsion of freestone, built
in the Grecian style . It was not in the purest taste, yetit had an air of el egance, and the situation was delight-ful . A fine lawn slop ed away from it, studded with
clumps of trees, so dispose d as to break a soft fertilecount ry into a vari ety of landscapes. The Mersey wasseen winding a broad quiet shee t of water through an
expanse of .green meadow-land ; while the Welsh moun-
tains, blended with clouds, and melting into distance,
bordered the ho rizon .

This wa s Roscoe's favourit e residence during the days
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of his prosperity . It had b een the seat of elega nt
h o spital i ty and lit era ry ret irement . The hou s e was now
silent and dese rted. I saw the windows of the study,
wh i ch looked out upon the soft sce n ery I have men-
tioned . The wind ows were closed- the library w as
gon e. Two or three ill-fa voured beings were loitering
ab out the place, whom my fancy pictured into retainers
of the law. It was like v is iting s ome classic fountain,
that had once welled its pure waters in a sacred shade,
but find i n g it dry and du s ty, with the lizard and the toad
brood ing over the shatter ed marble s .

L inquire d after the fate of Mr. Roscoe's l ibr ary, which
had consisted of scarce and forei gn books , from m an y
of which he had drawn the materials for his Itali an
hi s tories. It had passed under the hammer of the
auctioneer, and was disp e rsed about the country. The
good pe ople of the vi cinity thronged like wr eckers to get
s ome p art of the noble v es s el that had been d riven on
shore. Did such a scene admit of ludicrous associations,
we might imagine something whi msi c al in th i s strange
irruption in the regions of learn ing. Pigmies rummaging
the armoury of a gia nt, and contending for the pos s ession
of weap ons which they could not wi eld. We might
picture to ourselves some knot of speculators, debating
wi th calculating brow over the quaint binding and
illuminat ed margin of a n obsolete author ; of the air of
intense, but baffled. sagacity, with which some successful
purcha s er attempted to d i ve into the black-letter bargain
he had s ecure d.

It is a be autiful incident in the story of Mr . Roscoe 's
m isfortunes, and one which cannot fa i l t o interest the
studious mind, that the parting with his books seems to
have touched upon h i s tenderest feelings, and to ha ve
been the on ly circu mstan ce that could provo ke th e n oti ce
o f h i s muse . The schola r only knows how d ear these
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silent, yet eloquent, comp a ni ons of pure thoug hts and
innocent hours becom e in the seasons of adversity.
When all that is worldly turns to dross around u s, these
on l y ret ain their steady v a lue. When friends grow cold,
and the converse of intimates languishes into vapid
ci vility and commonplace , these only continue the
unalt ered countenance of hap pier d ays, and cheer us
with tha t true friendship which never deceived hope, nor
deserted sorrow.

I do not wish to cen s ure .; but s urely, if the people of
Live rpool had bee n properly sen s ible of what wa s due
to Mr. Ros c o e and themselves , hi s library never would
have been sold. Good worl dly reas ons may, do u btless,
be given for the circumsta nce , which it would be difficult
to combat with others that might seem m erely fanc iful ;
but it certainly ap pears to m e s uch an opportunity as
seldom occurs , of che eri ng a noble mind stru ggling
under misfortunes , by one of the most delic ate, but mo s t
express ive, tokens of pub l ic sym pathy. It is difficult,
h o wev er, to estimate a m an of genius prop e r l y who is
daily before our eyes. He becomes mingled and con-
founded wi t h other men. H is great qu alitie s lose their
novelty ; we become too fam i li ar wit h the common
materials which form the basi s ev en of the lofties tcharacte r. Some of Mr. Roscoe's t ownsm en m ay regardhim merely as a man of bu sines s ; ot h ers as a po l itician ;
all find him engaged like themselves in ordinary occu-
pations, and surpass ed, p erhap s, by them s elves on some
points of worldly wisdom . Even that amiable andu nostentatious si mplicity o f character whic h gives t henameless grace to real excellen ce, may cause him to beundervalued by some co a rse minds, who do not knowthat true worth is always void of glare and pretension.But the man of le tters who speaks of Liverpool, speaksof it as the residence of Rosc oe. The intelligent travelle r

a
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who visits it inquires where Roscoe i s to be seen. He is

the literary landmark of the place , indicatin g its exi s te nce

to the dist ant schola r. He i s , lik e Pompey's column at

Alexandr i a, towe ring al one in cl assic d i gnity.

The following sonn e t,~addressed by Mr. Roscoe to his

books on parting with th em, is allu ded to in t h e

preceding article. If a nythin g can a d d effe ct to the

pure fe eling and elevated thought he re d is played, it is

the convi cti on th at the w hole is no effusion of fancy, but

a faithful tran script from the writer's heart :

TO bT1' BOOKS.

As o ne who , des tin e d from his friends to part,
Re gr ets his l oss, but h opes again erewhile

To share their c onv erse and enjoy the ir smile,

And t emp ers as he m ay affliction's d art ;

Thu s, loved associates, chie fs of el der art,

T eachers of wisdom, who co uld on c e beguile

My t edious h ou rs, and lig hte n every toil ,
I now r esig n you ; n or with fainting heart

F or pa ss a few shor t year s, o r d ay s , or h ou rs,

An d ha pp i e r seaso ns may their dawn unfold ;

And all your sac red fellowship rest o re,

When , freed from earth, u nlimit ed its po w e rs,

Mind shal l with mi nd direct co mmu nion hold,

And ki ndred s piri t s meet to part no mor e.

'~
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THE WIFE

The treasures of t h e deep ar e not so p re cious
As . are the con ceal'd comforts of a man
L oc ked up in wom an's love . I scent the air
Of blessings, when I c ome but near the house .
What a d el i cious breath marri age sen ds forth.
The violet be d 's not swe eter , "

MIDDLETON .

I HAVE oft e n h ad occasio n to re m ark the forti t u d e with
which wom en sustain the m ost overwhelmin g r everses offo rtune. Thos e disas te rs whic h break dow n t h e sp ir i t
of a man, and pros tr ate h im i n th e dust , s eem to call
forth all the en ergies of th e softer sex, and g i ve such
intrep idity and el e vat io n to their chara ct er, that at times
it ap p roach e s to sublim ity. Nothing c an be more
touchin g th an to behold a soft and tender fem a l e , who
h ad b een all weaknes s an d d ependenc e, and alive to
eve ry trivial rou ghness, wh i l e treading the pr ospe rous
path s of life, sudd enly rising i n m ental force, to be the
comfort er and support o f her h us ba nd und er m is fort une,
a nd abidi ng , with un s hrin ki n g firmness, the bit terest blast sof adversity.

As the vine, wh ich has long twined it s g raceful fol i age
e about the oak, and been lifted by it into sunsh i n e, will,

when th e har dy plant i s ri fte d by the thunderbolt, cli ngr ound it with its caressin g tendrils , and b i nd up its shat-
tered boughs ; so is i t be auti fully orde re d by Provide nce,th at woman, w ho is t he mer e de pende nt and ornament
of man in his h a p p ier hours, sh ould b e his stay and sol ace



36 THE SKETCH BOOK ,

when smitten with sudden calamity ; winding herself into
the rugged 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 blooming family, knit together in the strongest
affection . " I can wish you no better lot," said he, with
enthusiasm, " than to have a wife and family . If you
are prosperous, there they are to share your prosperity ;
if otherwise, there they are to comfort you." And, in-
deed, I have observed that a married man falling into
misfortune is more apt to retrieve his situation in the
world than a single one ; partly because he is more stimu-
lated to exertion by the necessities of the helpless and
beloved beings who depend upon him for subsistence ; 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 humilia-
tion, 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-neglect ; to fancy himself lonely
and abandoned, and his heart to fall to ruin like some
deserted mansion, for 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 married a 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 anticipation
of indulging her in every elegant pursuit and admini-
stering to those delicate tastes and fancies that spread
a kind of witchery about the sex .-" Her life," said he,

shall be like a fairy tale. "
The very difference in their characters produced an

harmonious combination : he was of a romantic and
somewhat serious cast ; she was all life and gladness. I
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h ave often notice d the mute rapture with which he would
gaze upon her in com pany, of wh i ch her sprightly
powers made h er the deli gh t ; and how, in the midst of
applause , h er , e ye w ou ld still turn to him , as if th ere
alone she sou gh t fa vour and acceptance . When l e aning
on h i s arm, h er slender form c ontras ted fin ely with his tall
m a nly p ers on . The fo nd con fiding air wi t h which she
looke d up to him seem e d to call forth a flush of tri um

- phant pri de and ch erish ing ten d erness, as if h e dote d on
.'. his love ly bur d e n for i ts v e ry helplessness. Never did a
4 couple se t forward on the flowery path of early and we l l

suited marriage with a fairer p r ospe ct of felicity .
It was th e mis fo rtune of my friend, however, to have

em barked his property in l arge sp eculation s ; and he h ad
not been ma rried many months, when, by a successionof sudden disa ste rs, it was swep t fr om him, and be foundhim self reduc ed almo s t to p enury . For a time he kepthis situ ation to him self, and w ent about with a haggard
countenance and a bre aking heart . His life was but a
protracted agony ; and what rende red it m o re insupport.
able was the necessi ty of k eeping up a smile in the pre-
sence of his wife ; for he could not bring himself to
overwhelm her with the news. She saw, however, with
the quick eyes of affecti on, that al l was not well with
him, She marked hi s al te re d looks and st ifled sighs, andwas not to be d eceived by his s ickly and v apid attempts
at chee r fuln ess, Sh e task e d al l he r spri ghtl y powers andtender blan dis hm en ts to win him ba ck to happiness ; but
she only drove the arrow deep er into h i s soul . The more
he saw c ause to love he r, t h e more torturing was thethou ght th a t he was s o o n to ma ke h er wretched. A
little while, though t h e, an d the smile will vanish from
th at cheek-the song will die aw a y from those lips-the
lustre of thos e eyes will be quenched wi th sorrow-andthe happy h eart, which now beats lightly in that bosom ,
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will be w eighed do wn like m i n e, by the cares and
m is eri es of th e wo r ld .

At le n gt h he cam e to me on e day, and relat ed hi s
w hole s i tuat io n in a t one of the dee p est de spair. Wh en
1 h ea rd him t h r oug h, I en quir ed, "Does your wife know
all t h is ?" At the questio n he bu rst into an ago ny of
tears. "For Go d 's s ake!" cried he, " if y ou have any
p i ty on m e, do n't men tion my wife ; it is the thought o f
h er t ha t d rives me almos t t o madnes s ! "

"Arid why not?" said I. "S he must know it sooner
or l a t er ; you canno t kee p i t lo ng from he r, and the in-
t elli ge nce m ay break up o n h er in a more startling mann er
t h an if imp arted by your sel f ; for the acc ent s of tho se
we love soften the h arsh est tid ings . Besides, you are
de pr i vin g yoursel f o f t he comfort s of her sympathy ; and
not mere ly th at, but also e ndan gering the only b ond th at
c an kee p heart s toget h er- an unre serve d community of
t hought a nd feeling. She will soon perc eive that some-
thin g i s sec retly pre yin g up on your mind ; and true love
will not bro ok rese rve ; it feels under v alu ed and out raged
wh e n even the s o rrows of tho s e it love s are c o ncealed
from it. "

" Oh, b u t, my friend ! to think what a blow I am to
give to all h er future p rospe cts-how I am to strike her
v ery soul to th e e arth, by t elling her that her husband i s
a b eg gar ; that sh e is to forego all the elegancies of life-
all the plea s ures of so c ie ty-to shrink with me into
indi ge nce and obscurity! To tel l her that I have
dragged her down from t he sphere in which she m i ght
have cont i nu ed to move in constant b rinhtness-tlie ligh t
of every eye, the admiration of every heart !-How c an
she bea r poverty? she has been brought up in al l the
refinements o f opulence. How can she bear neglect?
sh e h as been th e i do l of society. Oh ! it wil l break her
h eart- i t w ill break her heart !- "
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I saw h is gr ie f w as eloque nt, a nd I le t it have its flow ;
for sorrow re li eve s i tself b y words . Wh en hi s pa roxys m
h ad sub s i ded and he had rela psed into moody sile nce, [
re sum ed the s ubject ge ntl y, and urged hi m to break his
situa t ion at once t o his w i fe. H e sh ook his hea d mourn-
fully, but positivel y.

But how a re you t o kee p it from her? It is ne cessary
she should know it, that you ma y take the st eps prope r
to the alt eration of y our circu ms tances. You must
charge your style of living-nay," observing a pang to
pass across his counte n ance, "don' t l e t that affli ct you .
I am s ur e you have n eve r p lac ed your ha ppines s in out-
ward show-you have ye t fri en ds , wa rm fri e nds, who
will not think the w orse of you for b e ing less spl endidly
lodged ; an d surely it do es not require a p a l ace to b e
happy wit h Mary-"

" I c ould be happy wit h her," crie d he, convulsively,
" in a hove l !- I could go do w n with he r into pove rty and
the dus t !- I could-I could-G o d ble s s h er ! God bl ess
h er ! " crie d he, burst ing into a transport of gr i ef and
te nderness.

And believe m e , my frie nd," s aid I, st epping up and
grasping h im warmly by the hand, "belie ve me s he can
be the s a me with you. Ay, more : it will be a s ource of
prid e and t ri ump h to h er-it wil l call forth all the latent
ene rgies and ferv ent sympathies of her nature ; for she
will rejoice to prove th at she loves yo u for yourse lf.
There is in every true woman's heart a spark of heavenly
fire, which l ies dormant in the broaddayl ight ofpro s p erity ;
but which ki n dl es up, and b ea m s and blaz es in the d ark
hour of adversit y ; No man know s wh at the wife of his
bosom is-no man knows what a minist e ring angel she
is-unt i l he has gone with her through the fi ery trials of
this world. "

There was s omething in the earnestness of my mann er,
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and the figura tive style of my la n guage, that caught the
excited imagination of Lesl i e. I knew the aud i tor I h a d
to deal with ; and followin g up the impre ss ion I had made,
I fini shed by p e rs u ading him to go home and unburden
his sad heart to hi s wife .

I mus t confes s, notw i th s tan din g all I had s aid, I fe lt
some l ittle s ol i citude for the result. Who can calcu l ate
on th e fort itud e of one whose whole life has been a
round of pleasures? Her gay sp i rit s might re volt at the
dark do w nward path of lo w humility su dde nly pointed
out b e for e her, and might cling to the sunny regions
in which they had hithe r t o r evel led. Bes i des, ruin in
fas h i on a ble life is accompanied by so m an y galling
mortifications, to wh i ch in othe r ra nks it is a stranger.
In short, I could not meet L eslie the next morning with-
out trepidat i o n . He had m a de the dis closure .

" And how did she bear i t ? "
"Like an ange l ! It seemed r a t her to be a relief to

her mind, for she thr ew her arms round my neck, and
as k ed if thi s was all that had l a tely made me unhappy.
But, poor gi rl, " added he, " sh e c a nnot realise the
change we must unde rgo. Sh e ha s no idea of poverty
but in th e a bstract ; s he h a s only read of it in poetry,
where it i s a lli ed to love . She feels as yet no privation ;
she suffers no loss of accustom e d conveniences nor
elegancies . When w e come practically to experience
its so rdi d cares, i ts. pal t ry wants, i ts petty humil i ations-
then will be the rea l trial. "

"But," said I, "now that you have got over t he s ev er-
est ta s k, that of brea k i ng it to her, the sooner you let
the world into the s ecret the better . Th e di sclosure
may be mortifying, but then i t is a single mise ry, and
s oon over ; whereas you o therwi s e suffer it in anticipa-
tion every hour in the day. It is not poverty so much
as pretence that haras ses a ruin ed man-the struggle
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b e tween a proud mind and an e mpty purs e-the k ee p-
ing up a hollow show th a t mu st s o on c o m e to an end.
H a ve th e courage to appe ar poor, and you disarm
poverty of its s h arpe st sti n g. " On th i s point I Found
Lesli e p e rfect ly prepared. H e had no falSe pride him-
sel f, and as to his wife , she was only anxi ous to confo rm
to thei r a lte re d fo rtun es.

Some d ays afterwards he called upon m e in th e e ve n-ing . H e h ad disposed o f hi s dwel l i n g-h o u se, and t a ken
a small cottag e in th e co unt ry, a fe w mile s from town .H e h a d been bu s i ed all day in sending out furn iture .Th e n ew e s tablishment re quir ed few articles , and th ose
o f the simples t kind . All th e splen did furn iture of h i sl ate r esi d en c e h ad bee n sol d, exceptin g h is wife's harp.
`c'hat, h e s aid , was too cl osel y associated wi th the i dea ofh erself, it be longe d to the li t tl e story of t heir l oves ; for
some of the swee tes t mom ent s of their courts hip were
th ose wh e n he had l eane d o ve r that instrum ent andlis te ned to th e m elting t on es of her v oice. I cou ld n o tbut s m ile at this instance o f r om a nt ic, g allantry in a dot-in g husband.

He was now go in g out to the cottage , whe re h is wife
had been all d ay supe r i nte ndin g its arran ge ment s. Myfeeli ng s had beco m e strongly intereste d in the progre ssof this family story, a nd, as i t was a fine evening, I offered

} to accompany him .
He was w ea ri ed with t he fatig u es of the day , a n d , as

he walked out, fell int o a fi t of g lo o my mus in g."Poor Mary ! " at l en g th broke, wi th a heavy sigh,
from his lips .

And w hat of her?" a s k ed I ; has anyth i ng hap-
pened to her? "

"What," said he, darting an impatient glance, " is itnoth i ng to he r e duce d to this palt r y situation-to be
caged in a miserable cottage-to be oblige d to toi l

B 2
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almost in the menial concerns of her wre t ched habi ta-
tion?"

H as she then repined at the chan ge? "
"Repined! she has been nothing but swe etn ess and

g ood humour. Indeed, she seem s in better spiri ts th an
I have ever known h er ; she has been to me all lov e, and
ten derness, and c o mfo rt ! "

"Admirable girl ! " exclaim ed I. "You call your se lf
poor, my friend ; you ne ve r were s o rich-you never

knew the boundles s tr easu res of exce llence you possess
in that wom an: "

Oh ! but, my fri end , i f th is first m eeting at the cot-
t

,,
ge were o ver ; I think I could the n b e comfo rt able. But

th is is h e r first d ay of real experi ence ; s he has been in tro -
duced into an humble dwe lling-she has bee n employed
all day in arranging its miser able equipments- she h as
for the first tim e know n t he fa tigues of domest i c employ-
ment-she has for the fi rst time look ed round h er on a
home destitute of everythin g el egan t-almost of eve ry-
thing conven i e nt ; and may now be sitting down, ex-
hau s ted a nd spiritless , b ro od i n g over a pro spect of future
poverty. "

T he re was a degr ee of probability in this picture that I
could not gai n s ay, s o we walke d on in sile nce.

After turning fro m the mai n road up a n arrow l an e, s o
thickly shade d wit h forest trees as t o give it a comple te
air of s eclusion, we c ame in si ght of the cottage . It was
humble enough in i ts app ea r anc e for the most p astoral
poet, and yet it h ad a pleasi n g rural loo k. A wild vin e

had ove rrun on e end with a pro fu si on of foliage ; a few
tre es threw their br anches gracefully over it ; and I ob-
se rved s everal pots of fl owe rs tast efully disposed about
the door, and on t h e g rass-p l ot in front . A small w icket
gate opened upon a foot-path th a t wound throu gh some
shrubbe ry to the door. Just as we approach ed, we
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heard the sound of mus ic-L eslie g ra s ped my azm ; we
paus ed and listened. It was Mary 's voice singin g, in a
style of the most touching si mp licit y, a little air of which
her husb and was pe culiarly fond.

I felt Le slie' s hand tremble on my arm. He stepped
forwa rd to h ea r more dist i n ctly. His step made a noi se
on the grave l walk. A brigh t beauti ful fac e glanced out
a t t he wi ndow a nd van ished- a li ght foots t ep was heard
-and Mary came trippi ng forth to mee t us ; she was in
a p r etty rural d ress of white, a few wi l d fl owers we r e
twist ed in h er fine hair, a fr es h bl o om was on he r cheek,
he r whole countenance beamed with smile s-I had neve r
seen he r look so lovely.

114y dear Geor g e," cri e d sh e, " I am so glad you are
come ! I have b een watchi ng an d watc h i n g for you, and
runn i ng down th e lane and l o oking o u t for you. I' ve set
o ut a tab le und e r a beaut i ful tree b eh in d the cottage, and
I've been gath ering some of th e mos t del i cious s traw-
b erri es , for I k now youare fond of the m-and we have
such excelle nt cre am-and everythi n g is so sweet and
s till he re-Oh ! " said s he, putt ing her arm within his,
and lo oki n g up brightly in hi s face, °° Oh, we sha ll be

1i so haPPY ! "
P oor Le sl ie was overcome. He caught h er to his

bosom-h e folde d his a rms round her-h e kissed h er
again and again-he could not spe ak, but the tears
gushed into h is e ye s, and he h a s often assured me that
though the world h a s since gone prosperously wit h him,
and his l ife has indeed been a h a p p y one, yet never has
he ex p erienced a moment of more exqui s ite felicity ,

Y+v
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RIP VAT LTrINIfLE.

[Txs foll owing Tale wa s fo und among th e papers of the la te
Di edrich Knickerbocker, an old ge ntleman of New York, who
ivas very curiou s in t he Dutch history of t he province, and t he
manners of the d escen da nts fro m its primitive set tler s. His h is-
to rical resea rch es, however, di d not l ie so much a m ong b ooks as
among men ; for the former are l amen tably scanty on his favourite
t opi cs , whereas he found th e old burgh ers, and st il l m ore th eir
wiv es , rich in that l egendary ]or e so in va luable to true hi s t ory.
Whenever, th ere fore, he happe ned upo n a genui ne Dutch famil y,
sn ug ly shut u p in its low-roofed farmho use, und er a s preading
sycamore, h e looke d upon i t a s a little clasped volume of black
letter, and s tu died it with the ze al of a book-worm .

The result o f all these researches wa s a hi story of the provin ce
d uring the re ign o f the D ut ch go ver nors , which he published
so me years s ince . There have been variou s opin ions as to th e
liter ar y char acter of h is work, and, t o t e ll the t ruth, it i s not a wh it
bet ter than i t should be. Its ch ief m erit is it s scrupul o u s accu-
racy, whi ch indee d was a li ttle qu est i one d o n it s firs t app earance,
but has since been compl e tely es tabli shed ; an d it is now ad -
mitted into a ll his torical collecti ons as a bo ok of un ques tionab le
aut ho rity.

The old gentlema n di ed shortly afte r th e publication of his
work, an d now th at h e is d ead and gone, it can not do m uc h
har m to h is mem o ry to sa y, that his time might h ave been mu c h
be tter empl oye d in wei ghtier lab ours . He, ho wever, was apt to
ride his hobby his own way ; a nd though it d id now a nd th e n
ki ck up the dust a l i ttle in th e eyes of his ne ighbours, and gri e ve
the s pirit of some friends, for whom h e felt the truest deference
and affection ; yet his errors and fo lli es are remembered "more
in s orrow than in anger," an d it b egi ns to be su spected th at h e
neve r in tended t o inj ure or o ffend. But however his . memory
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may b e a ppreciate d by crit ics, it is still held de ar by many fo lk
whose good o pinion is we ll worth h aving, par ti cularly by cert ain
biscuit-bak e rs , who have gon e so far as to impri nt his like ness
o n their new -ye ar cakes , and have thu s given him a chance for
i mmortality, alm os t equal t o the bein g stampe d on a Waterl oo
me dal or a Q ueen Ann e's farthing. ,

R I P VAN WINKLE :

A POSTHUMOUS WRITING OF DIEDRICH KNICKERHpCKER .

" B y 1Vodcn, G od of Saxon s,
From whence comes Wensd ay , that is Wod en sday,
Trut h is a thing th a t eve r I will keep
Unto thylke d ay i n wh ich I creep into
bly sepulchre- -" CARTWRIGHT.

WHOEVER has made a voyage up the Hudson must
reme mber the Kaat s ki l l m o un ta in s. The y are a di s -
membe re d branch of the great Appala chia n family, and
are seen away to th e wes t of the ri ver, s welling up to a
nobl e heig ht , and, lord ing it ove r the surrounding
c o un try. Ev ery chan ge of s eason, every change of
wea ther, indeed, every hour o f the day, produces some
ch a nge in the m agical hues and shapes of these
m ountains, and they are r ega r d ed by all the good wives,
far and n e ar, as pe rfect barometers. Whe n the weather
is fair and settled, they are clo thed in blue and purple,
and print t heir bold out li n e s on the cle ar ev ening sky ;
but s om etim es , when the r est of the land scape is
cloudless , they will gather a hoo d of gray vapour about
their s ummits, which, in the last rays of the setting sun,
will glow and l ight up like a crown o f glory .

At th e foot of these fai ry mount ains, the voyager may
have descried the ligh t smoke curling up from a village,
whose shingle-roofs gleam among the trees, just where
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t he blue tints of th e u p land m elt a way into the fresh
green o f th e neare r la n dscape . It is a litt le vil lag e , of
gre at anti q u i ty, having been foun d ed by some of the
D u tch colonists, in the e arly t i m es of the province, j ust
about the b eginning of the govern ment of the good P eter
S tuyvesant, (m ay he r est in p eace !) an d there were some
of the houses o f the or igi nal se tt lers standin g within a
few year s , built of s m al l yello w br icks brought fro m
Ho lla nd, havin g lat tic ed window s and gable fronts, sur-
mount ed wit h weathercocks .

In th a t sa me village, and in on e of these very h ou ses
(which, to tell t he pre cise truth, w a s s adly tim e-w orn
a nd w e a t he r-beat e n), th ere l i ved m any y ears sinc e, while
the country was yet a prov ince of Great B r i t a in, a simple
good -natured fellow , of t h e nam e of Rip Van Winkle,
He w as a d esc endant of the Van Win kles who figured
so gall antly in t h e chivalrou s days of Pe ter S tuyv e sant,
and a c com panied him to the siege of Fort Chri s tina.
He inh erite d, ho we ver, but litt le of t h e martial charac ter
of his ancest ors . I have obse rved t hat he was a si m p le
good-natured man : he w as, m o reov e r , a kind neighbour,
and an obedi ent hen-pecked husband. Indeed, to the
lat ter c i rcumstanc e mig ht be o wing that meekne ss of
spi rit which gained him such universal popula rity ; for
thos e men a re mos t apt to he obse quious and conci liating
abroad, who are un der th e di s cipline of shrews at home .
Th e ir tempers; d oubt less, are rend e red pliant and malle-
able in the fi e ry furnace of do m estic tribulation, . and a
curtain le cture is wort h all th e sermons in the world for
teach ing the virtues of pat ience and long-sufferin g. A
t ermagant wi fe may, therefore, in s ome respects, be c o n-
side r e d a tolerable blessing ; an d if so, Rip Van Winkle
was thrice ble ss ed.

Certain it is that he was a great fa vouri te among all
the good wives of the village, who, as u sual with the
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7 amiable sex, took his part in all family squabble s ; an d

never fa iled, whenever t hey t alked th ose ma tte rs over
in th eir even in g gossipings, to lay all the blame on
Dame Van Winkle. The child ren of the vi llage, too,
would s hout with j oy whene v er he approached . He

assiste d at t h eir s ports, made the ir playthings, taught
them to fly kites a nd shoot ma rbles, and told them Ion',
stori e s of ghost s , w i tc hes, and I n d ia ns . Wh e n ev er h e
wen t dodging about th e vi llage , he wa s sur rounde d by a
t roo p of them, ha n gi ng on his skirts , c lamberi ng on his

back, and playing a th o u sand t ric k s on him wi th im-
punity ; and not a dog would bark at him throughout
the n eigh b ourhood.

TT tie great error i n Rip's composition w as an insup er-
able aversion t o all kin ds of profi t able lab o ur . It could
not be from the want of assiduity or perseverance ; for
he would sit on a wet roc k , w ith a rod as long a n d heavy
as a Tart ar 's lanc e, and fish all day witho u t a murmur,
even though he sh ould not be en cour aged by a singl e
nibble. Be would carry a fowling-piece on his sh oulder
fo r hours toge t her, tr ud gi n g t hrough wo ods and swamp s ,
and up h il l an d d ow n dale, to shoo t a few squ irrels or
wild p ig eo ns . Fi e wo uld n eve r refus e to ass ist a neigh-
bour even in the ro ughes t t oil , and w as a foremost m an

4 at all c o un t ry frol i cs for h us k i n g Indian cord, or bui lding
stone fe nces ; the w om en of the village, too, u sed to
e mp loy him to run the ir errands, and to do such litt l e
odd jobs as th e ir les s obl ig ing hu sb ands would not do
for th em. In a w o r d , Rip was r eady to at tend to any-
body's bu sines s but his aw n ; but as to d oing fa m i ly
duty, and keeping his farm i n order, he found it im-
poss ible.

In fact, he de cl a r e d it w as of no use to work on his
farm ; it was the most pestilent l ittle piece of ground in
the whole country ; everything about it went wrong, and
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would go wrong, in s p i te of him . His fences we re con-
tinually fal lin g to pie ces ; his cow would eith er go a stray,
or get amon g th e cabbages ; we eds were sure to grow
quicker in hi s field s t h an anywhe re el s e ; the rain al ways
made a point of set tin g i n just as he had some out-do or
work to do ; s o th a t th o ugh his p a trimonial e st ate had
dwindl e d away u nde r his man agement, acr e by acre,
until the re was litt le more left than a mere p atch of
Indian corn and potatoes, yet it w as the worst con-
diti o ned fa rm in the n e i gh bourhood .

H i s ch ild re n, too, we re as ragg e d and wild as i f they
b e lon ged to no bod y. His so n Ri p, an ur chin begotten
in his own li k eness, promised to inhe rit the h abi ts, with
th e old clothes of his father. He was gen erall y see n
trooping li ke a colt at his mothe r's hee l s , equipp ed in
a pair of his father's cas t- ofF gall igaskins, whic h h e had
much ado to h old up with one hand , as a fine lady d o es
h er t r ain in bad weather.

Rip Van Winkl e, howe ve r, was o ne of those happy
mortals, of fo ol is h, well- oiled disposit i ons , who take theworld easy, eat white bread or brown, whic h ev er c an be
got with lea st thought or t r ouble , and would rat herst arve on a p en n y th an w ork fo r a pou nd. If l e ft to
hi m se lf, h e would h ave whi st led life away i n perfec t con-
te ntment ; bu t h i s wi fe kept con t inua lly dinnin g in his
ears ab o ut h is idlen ess , his car elessnes s, an d the ruin he
w a s brin gin g on his family. Mo rni n g, noon, and ni g ht,
her tongue was in ces s a ntly goin g, and everyt hin g h esai d or did w as su re to produce a torrent of hou se hold
eloque nce . R i p ha d but one way of replying to all
l ectures of th e kind, and that, by fre quent use , h ad grown
into a h a bit. He shrugg ed h is shoulders, sho ok his
he ad, cast lip his eyes, but said nothi ng. This, how-
ever, always provok e d a fresh volle y from his wi fe ; so
that he was fain to draw off his forces, and take to the
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outside of the hous e-th e only side which, in truth, be-
l ongs to whe n -pe cked hus band:

Rip's so l e d o m es t ic ad h erent was h i s dog Wolf, who
was as muc h h en-pec ke d as his m aster ; fo r D ame Van
Win kl e rega rde d them as companions in idl eness, and
eve n look ed up o n Wolf w i th an evil eye , as the cause of
h i s master' s go i ng so oft en astray. T ru e it i s, in all
p oi nts of sp i rit befitting an honou rable d og , he w as as
co ur age ou s an anim al as e ver sco ur ed the woods-but
what courage c an wit h stand the ever-d urin g and all-
besetting terrors o f a woman's t ongue ? The moment
W ol f e nt ered the house , his cr est fell, his tail droop ed to
the gro und , or curle d betwee n his l egs, h e snea ke d a bout
w i th a gallows a i r, cas ti ng ma ny a side-long glan ce at
Dame Van Winkle, and at the least flourish of a broom-
stick or la dle , he would fly to t he doo r with yelping
p recipit ation .

Ti mes grew worse an d worse w i th R ip Va n Winkle
as years of matrimony r olled o n ; a t art te mper never
m ellows wi t h a ge, and a shar p to n gue is the on l y edged
too l t ha t g rows kee n er wit h c onstan t us e. Fo r a long
w h i le he u se d to console h im self, whe n d riven from home,
by freque ntin g a kind o f p erpet ual club of the sa g es,
p h ilosophers , a nd other i dle pe rsonages of the vil lage ;
which held it s s essions on a b ench b efore a small inn,
designat e d by a rubicund portrait of his Majesty George
the T hird . Here they used t o s i t in the shade th rough a
lon g lazy summe r's day, talking l is tles sly ove r village
goss ip, o r t ell ing endless slee py s tories ab out noth i n g.
But it woul d have bee n wo rth any sta tesman's money to
have heard the p rofound d i scussions that sometimes took
place, w h en by chance an old new s pap er fell into their
hand s fro m some p as sing travel l er. How sol emnly they
would list en to t h e con tents , a s drawled out by Derrick
Va n Bummel, the schoolmas ter, a dapper learned little
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m an, who was not to be daunted by the most giganti c
wo rd in the dict ionary ; and how sagely th ey would
del iberate upon public eve n ts s o me months after th ey
h ad taken p lace .

The opi ni o ns of this junto were completely controlle d
by N i ch olas Vedde r, a p atriarch of the village, and
la ndlord of the inn , at the door o f wh ich he took hi s seat
from mornin g till night, just mov ing suffici ently to avoi d
th e sun and ke ep in t he shade of a large tre e ; so that
th e n eighbours cou l d tell th e h o u r by his movem e n ts a s
ac curat ely as by a sundial. It is tru e he was ra rel y heard
to speak , but s m oke d his pipe incessantly. His ad-
he r ents, howeve r (for every great man has hid ad here nts),
pe rfectly und erstood hi m, and kne w how to gat her hi s
opinion s. When anything th at was re a d or relat ed
displea se d him, he was ob s erv ed to sm oke h i s pipe
v ehe m entl y, and to send for th sh ort, frequent, and angry
puffs, bu t whe n please d he wou ld inhale the smoke
slowly and tran quill y, and emit it in l igh t and placid
clouds ; an d so metimes, tak i ng th e pipe from his mouth,
an d let ti n g the fragran t v apou r curl ab o u t h i s nose ,
wou l d grav ely nod his he ad in token of perfe ct approb a-
tion .

From even th i s st ron ghold the unlucky Rip was at
len gth rout e d by his ter m ag ant w i fe, who would sud-
de nly break in upon the tranqu il lity of the a ss emb lage
and call the me mb e rs all t o na u ght ; nor was that au gust p
perso nage, N ichol a s Ved de r himself, s acred from th e
d aring t ongue of th is terrible virago, who charged h im
outright with encouraging her husband in habits of
i d len ess.

Poor Rip w as at l ast reduce d almost to despair ; and
his o n l y a l ternative, to escape from the labour of the farm
and cla mour of his wife, was to take gun in h and and
str oll away into the woods . Here he would som etimes

_ = :~~~wood
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seat him self at the foo t of a tree, and share the contents
ofh i s wallet wi th Wo lf, with wh o m h e sympathised as a
fe llow- sufferer in persecution . "Poor Wolf," he would
s ay, "thy mistress l e ads thee a d o g's l ife of it ; b ut never
mi n d , my la d, wh i l st I liv e th ou shalt ne ver want a friend
to st and by the e ! " Wolf would w ag his tail, look wist-
fully in h is m aster's fac e , an d if dogs can feel p ity, I
verily b e lieve he reciprocated the se n ti ment w i th all
his h eart.

In a l on g ramble of the kind on a fine autumnal day,
Rip had uncon s ciously scra mb led to one of the highe st
p arts of the Kaatskil l mountains. He was after hi s
favourite sport of squirrel-shooting, and th e still solitud es
h ad echoed and re-echoe d wi th the r e ports of his gun .
Panting and fat igu ed, he thr e w him sel f, l at e in the aft er-
noon, on a green knoll, cov ered w ith mountain herb ag e,
that crowned the brow of a prec i pice . From an opening
between the trees he could overlook all th e lower coun try
fo r many a mile of rich w o odland . He saw at a distance
the lordly H udson, far, far be low him, moving on its
silent but majes tic cour se; with the refle ction of a purple
cloud , o r the sail of a lagg in g bark, here an d there
sl eepin g on its glassy bosom, and at last losing itself in
the blue highl ands .

On t he other side he looked down into a de ep mountain
gle n, wil d, lonely, a nd shagge d , the bottom fi l led with
fragm ent s from th e im p end i ng cl i ffs, and scarc ely lighted
by the refl ected rays of the se tting sun. For some time
Rip lay mus ing on this scene ; evening was gradually
advan ci n g ; the mountains b eg an to throw their l o ng
blue shadows over the valleys • he saw that it would be
dark l ong before he c o u l d re ach the vill age, and he
h eaved a heavy sigh when h e thought of encounteri ng
the terrors of Dame Van W i nk l e.

As he wa s a bo ut - to d escend, hebeard a vo i ce from a
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d is tance, hallooin g, "Rip Van Winkle ! Rip Va n
Winkle ! " He looked ro u n d, but could s ee nothin g buta crow wingin g i ts s o l itary fli ght across the mountain.He thought his fancy must have d ec eive d him, andturne d again to descend, wh en he h ea rd the same cry
ring through the still evening air, "Ri p Va n Winkle !Rip Van Winkle! "-at th e s ame tim e Wolf bri s tled uphis b ack, and, giving a l oud growl, skulked to his
master's si de, lookin g fearfully down in to the gl en. Ripnow felt a vague apprehension s tealing over him ; he
loo ked anx i ously in t h e s a m e dir ection, and p erceive d astra nge figure slowly toiling up the rocks, and be ndingund er the weight of so m et hi n g he c a rried on his ba ck .H e was surprised to see a ny human being in this lonely
an d unfrequ e nted p l ace ; but supposin g it to be s omeone of the neig hbou rho od in nee d of his assistance, hehaste n ed down to yield it.

On ne arer appr oach he wa s st ill more surprised at the
si ngul a rity of th e s tra n g er's app eara nce . He was as hort, square-built, old fell o w, with th ick bu s hy hairanda grizzle d b ea rd . H i s dres s was of the antique Dutchfashion-a cloth j erkin, s trapped round the waist-
several pairs of bree ches , the out er one of am ple volume,decorat ed with rows of buttons down the s id es, andbunche s at the kne es. He bore on his s houlde r a stoutk eg, that seemed full of liquor, and made s i gns for Ripto approach and a ss ist him with the load. Thoughrather shy and dis tru s tful of this new acquaintance, Rip
complied with his usu a l a lacrity ; and, mutually re-
lieving each other, they cl a mbe re d up anarrow gully,
apparently the dry bed of a mountain torrent . As th eya s cended, Rip every now and the n heard long rollingp eals, like distant thunde r, th at se emed to issue out of ad eep ravine, or rather c left, be tween lofty rocks, toward
which th eir ru gge d path conducted . He paused for an



RIP VAN WINKLE. 53

instant, but supposing it to be the muttering of one of
those tran sient thunder-showers which often t ake place
in mountain heights , he procee de d. P assing throu gh
th e ravine, they came to a h ollow, like a small amphi-
th eatre, surround ed by pe rpendicular precipices, over
the brinks of which impending t re es shot their branche s ,
so th at you on ly caught glimps es of the azure sky an d
the bright eve n i ng cloud . During the whole time R i p
and his comp a nion had lab o ur ed on in silence, for
thou gh th e forme r ma rve lled greatly what coul d be the
object o f c arrying a ke g of li quor up this wild m o untain ;
ye t th e re w as some thing st range and incomprehensible
about the unknown, th a t in spir ed aw e and checked
famili arity.

On entering t h e amphi the at re, new objects of wonder
pre s ente d themselves . On a le vel spot in the ce ntre was
a company of odd-looking pe rsonages pl aying at nine-
pins. They were dressed in a quain t ou tlandish fashion ;
some wore short doublets, othe rs jerkins, with long
kniv es in their b elts, and most of th em h a d enormous
breeches, of sim i la r style wi th th at o f t he guide 's. Their
v isages, too, were pecu liar • one had a large h ead, broad
face, and sm all pi ggish eyes ; t he face of another seemed
to consi s t enti rel y of nose, and was surmounted by a
whit e sugar-loaf hat, set off with a little red cock's tail.
T h ey all h a d b eards, of various sh apes and colours.
There was one who seem e d to be the commander. He
was a stout old gentlem a n, with a weather-beaten coun-
t enance ; he wore a lac ed double t, broad belt and
hanger, high-crowned h a t and fe ather, re d stockings,
and high-H eele d shoes, with rose s in them . The whole
group reminde d Rip of , the fi g ures in an old - Flemish
painting , in the parlour of Dominie Va n Shaick, the
vil lage parson, and whi ch had b een brought over from
H olland at the ti me of the se ttlement .
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What seemed . p articul arly o dd: to R ip was, tha t though
these folks were eviden tly amusin g themselves ; ye t they
maintained the gravest faces, the most m ys t erious s il en ce,
and we re, wi thal, the m os t melancholy p arty of pleas u re
he had ev e r witnes s ed. . N ot hin g interru pted the sti l ln ess
of the sc ene but the . nois e of the balls, which, when ev er
they were rolled, echo ed along the mountains like
rumblin g peals of thunder.

As ,. Rip and his companion approached th em , th ey ,
suddenly de sisted from th eir pl ay, an d stared at h im with
such fixed, statue-like gaze, and suc h strange , uncouth,
l ack-lust re c o un te nanc es , that hi s heart turned within him, .
and his knees smote together . His companion n ow
e mptie d th e con tents o f the keg into large flagons, and
made sig ns to him to wait upon the company. He
o beyed wit h fear and t rem bl ing ; they qu affed the liqu or
in profound silenc e, a nd then returned to thei r game.

By degrees Rip's awe and apprehe n s i o n sub si ded. . IIe
even venture d, whe n no eye w as fixed u po n him, to taste
t h e b ev erage, which he fo und h ad much of th e fl avour of
excellent Holland s. H e was naturally a thirsty soul, and
was soon t empted to repeat th e draught . One taste pro-
voked another ; and he reiterate d hi s visit s to the flagon
so often, that at le ngth his se n s es were overpowe re d, hi s
eyes swam in h i s head , his hea d graduall y declined, a nd
he fell i nto a d eep sleep .

On w ak i ng, he 'found h imse lf on the gr een knoll whe nce
he had fir s t seen the old m an of th e g l en . He ru bbed
his eyes-it was x bright sunny morning. The birds were
h op ping and t witteri ng among the bushes , a nd the ea gle
was wheeli ng . aloft, and bre asting the pure m ountain
breeze . ^ Su r ely," thought Rip, " I ha ve not sl ept h e re
al l night." He recall e d the occurre nce s be fore lie fel l
asle ep. The str ange m a n wi t h the keg of liquor-the
mountain rav i n e --th e wi ld retreat a mong the rocks-the
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wo-begone party at . nine-pins- the flagon-"Oh ! that
fl agon ! that wicked flagon ! " t h ought Rip ; "what
excuse shall I make to Dame Van Winkle ? "

He looked round for his gun, but in place of the clean
well-oiled fowl i ng-piece, he found an old firelock lyin g
by him, the ba rrel incrusted with rust, the lo ck falling off,
and the stock worm-eate n . He now susp e cted that the
grav e roisters of the mountain had put a trick upon him,
and havin g dosed him wi t h l iquor, had robb ed him of
h is gun . Wolf, too, h ad d isap peared, but he migh t
h ave s trayed away after a squ irrel or partridge. He
whi s tled after him, and shouted his n ame, but all in vai n ;
the echo e s repeated his whistle and shout, but no d o g
wa s to be seen .

He determined to re visit th e sc ene of the l ast evening's
gambol, and, if he m e t wi th any o f t he par ty, to demand
hi s dog and gun . As he ros e to walk , he found hi m self
stiff i n the joints, and wantin g in his usua l activity.
"These mountain b e ds do n o t agre e with m e ," thoug ht
Rip ; " and if this frol ic shoul d , lay me up with a fit of
rh eumatism, I sha ll have a bl ess ed time with Dame Van
Winkle." With some difficulty he got - down into the
glen : he found the gully up which he and h is com-
panion had as c ende d t he prece ding eve n i ng ; but , to hi s
a s toni s hm ent, a moun tain s tr ea m was now foaming dow n
it-leaping from rock to rock, and filling the glen with
babb l ing murmurs . He, h ow ev er, ma de shift to s cr ambl e
up its sides, working his toilsome way throu g h thick e ts of
birch, sassafras, and witch-hazel; and sometimes tripped
up or entangled by the wild grape-vin es that twisted
their coils or tendrils from tree to tree, and spre ad a kind
of net-work in his path. '

At length he re ached to where the ravine had opened
through the cl iffs to the amphitheatre ; but no trac es o P
such opening remained , T h e rocks presented a high
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imp e n etrable wall, o ve r which t he torre nt ca me tumbl ingin a sheet o f feat h ery foam, and fe ll into a broad deepba sin, b lack from the s hadows of t h e surroundin g fores t.H ere, t hen , po or R i p w as brought to a s ta nd. He aga incalled an d w h i stled aft er his do,, ; he was o n ly answere dby the c aw ing of a flock o f i d le crows , sporting h ig h inair about a dry tree th at o ve r h un g a sunny pre cip ice ;a nd w h o , sec ur e in t h eir e levatio n, se emed t o lo o k downand scoff a t t he po o r man's p erplexit i es . Wh a t was tobe done ?- the m o rnin g was pass in g away, and , Rip fel tfamishe d fo r want of h is brea k fas t. He gri eved to giveup hi s dog a nd his gun ; he dr ead ed to meet his wife ;but it w o uld not do t o starve amon g th e mount ains . Hesh ook his h ead, s houlde r ed the rusty fireloc k , and wit h aheart full of trouble an d anxiety, turned his s teps home-w a rd .
A s he approa che d t h e village h e m et a num b er ofpeople, but non e whom he knew, which so mew hat s u r -pr ised him, fo r he h ad thought hi m s e lf acqu a inted withe very one in th e co u nt ry round . Th ei r dress, too, w asof a di fferen t fashion from that to w hich he wa s acc u s-tom e d . They all s ta red at h i m with equal marks ofsurprise, and, when ever th ey cast t he ir eyes upon him,inva riab ly s troked th e ir chin s . T he cons ta nt re curre n ceof t h is g es ture in d uc ed Rip , in v oluntarily, t o do the sam e-wh en, to his astonishment , he found his beard hadgrown a fo o t l o n g !

H e ba d no w e ntere d tbe skirt s of the village. A troopof stran ge chil dre n ran at his heels, hooting after him,and pointin g at h is grey be a rd . The dogs, too, not oneof whi ch he re cognise d fo r an old acquaintance, barkeda t h i m as he p a s sed ; the v ery village was a ltered ; it w asl arge r and more populous. ' T here were rows of houseswhich he had never seen before, and those whi ch hadbeen h is familiar h au n ts h a d d i sappeared . Stra ng e

- -- „~~~
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names were over th e doors-strange faces at the win-
d ows-everything was strange. H i s mind now mis gave
him ; he bega n to doubt whether both he and the world
around him were not be witched. Su re ly th is was his
n a tive village, which he had le ft but the d ay before.
'there sto od the Kaatskill mountains-there ran the s ilver
Hudson at a di s t a nce-there was every hill and dale
p rec isely as it h ad always been . Rip was sorely per-
plexed . "That fl agon l as t night, " thought he, has
addled my poor head sa dly ! "

It was with s ome difficulty that he found the way to
hi s own house , wh ich he approached with silent awe,
expecting ev ery mom ent to hear the shrill voice of Dame
Van Winkle. He found the house gone to decay-the
roof fa llen in, the wind ows shattere d, a nd the doors off
the h inges. Ahalf-starved dog, tha t looked like Wolf ,
wa s skulking abo ut it . Rip called him by name, but
the cur snarled, s howed his teeth, a nd pas sed on. Thi s
was an unk ind cut ind eed-" My v ery do g ," sighed poor
Rip, "le as forgot t e n me ! "

He e nt ered the house, which, to t ell the truth, Dame
Van Winkl e had a lways kept in nea t order. It was empty,
fo rlorn, and apparently abandoned. The d e solateness
overcame all hi s connubi a l fears-he called loudly for h i s
wife and children-the lon ely chambe rs rang for a moment
with his voice, and then all again was silence.

He now hurried forth, and hastened to his ol d r es ort,
the v i ll age inn-but it too was gone. A l a rge rickety
wooden building stood in its place, with great gaping
wind ows, some of them broken and mended with old
hats and petticoats, and over the d o or wa s painted, "The
Union Hotel, by J onathan Doolittle, " Instead of the
great tree that used to shelter the quiet little Dutch inn of
yore , there was now r eared a tall naked pole, with some-
thing on the top that looked like a r ed ni ghtcap, and from
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it was fluttering a flag, on which was a singu lar assem-
blage of stars and strip es-all this w as s tran ge and incom-
pre h e n s ible. He rec ognised on t h e s ig n, howev er, the
ruby fa ce of Ki n g Geo rge, under w h ich he had smok eds o m a ny a p eaceful pi pe ; but even th i s w as singularlym etamor phose d . The red coat was changed fo r one of
blue a nd buff, a sword wa s held in the h and instead of a
s ce ptre, t h e head wa s de corated with a cock e d hat, and
underneath was painted in large characters, GENExnr,
WASHINGTON.

'T'here was , as us ual, a crowd of fol ks about the door,but n o n e That Rip re co llecte d . The very character ofth e pe ople s eeme d chan ge d . There was a busy, bu s tling,disputati ou s tone about it, in s tead of the accustome dp h legm a n d dro wsy tranquillity. He lo oked in vain forth e sage Ni cholas Vedde r, with hi s broad face , doublech in , a nd fai r long p i pe, u tt ering clou ds of tobacco smokei nstea d of idl e speeches ; or Van B u mme] the sch oolmast er,d oling for th t he contents o f a n anci e nt new sp aper. Inpl ace o f these, a le a n, b i l ious -loo king fello w, with hispoc k e ts fu l l of hand-b il l s , wa s haranguing ve hem e nt lya b o ut r ig hts of ci tizens-el ec tion s-m embe rs of congre ss-liberty- Bunker's H i ll-h e ro es o f seventy -six-andother words, wh ich w ere a p erfect B abyl onish jargon tothe b ewildered Van Wi nkle.
The appearance of Rip, with h is long grizzled b ea r d,his ru s ty fowling-pie ce, hi s unc o uth dress, and an armyof women a nd childr e n at h is hee ls, soon attracted theatte ntion of the t a vern politicians. Th ey crowded roundh i m, eyeing him from h ead to foot with great curi o s ity.T he orator bustled up to him, and, d rawing h i m partlyaside, inquired "on wh i ch side he voted?" R ip staredin vacant stupidi ty. Another short but busy little fellowpulled him by the arm, and rising, on t i ptoe, inqui re d inhis ea rs " Wheth e r he was Federal or Democrat?"
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R ip wa s equally at a l oss to c om prehe nd the question ;
when a knowing se lf-imp ortant old gentleman, in a s h arp
co cke d hat, made h i s way through the crowd, puttin g

t he m t o the ri g h t and l e ft with h i s elbows as he passed,
a nd plant i n g himself before Van W i nkl e , with one arm
akimb o, the other re sting on his ca n e , his ke en eyes a nd
sha rp hat penetra tin g , a s it w ere, int o hi s very soul,
de m and e d in an au ste re tone, "Wha t brou g ht him to the
el e ction with a gun on h i s sh ou l d er, and a mob at his
heels, and whethe r he meant t obreed a r iot in the vi ll age ? "

-"Alas! ge ntle men, " c ried Ri p , somewh a t di s mayed,
"I am a po or quie t m an, a native of the place, and a
l oya l subject of th e ki ng , God bless him ! "

Here a g ene ral shout burs t from the by- sta nders-"A
to ry ! a tor y ! a s py ! a refuge e ! hustle him ! a w ay with
him!" It was w i th great difficulty th a t the self-important
m an in the cocked hat re s t ored orde r ; and, having
assumed a tenfold au s terity of bro w , demanded aga in o f
the unkn own culprit what he came th ere for, and who m
he w as seeking? The poor man humbly ass ured hi m
th at he meant no h a rm, but merely came there in s earch
o f some of his neighbours, who used to keep about the
tavern .

"Well-rr h a are they?-name them? "
R i p beth o u g ht h i m self a moment, and inquired,

" W here's N icholas Vedde r? "
There was a sile nce for a little whil e,when a n old m an

r e p li ed in a thin piping voic e , "N i cholas Vedde r! why,
he is d ea d and gone thes e e ig h teen ye ars ! The re wa s a
wooden tombstone i n the churchyard that used to tell all
about him, bu t tha t 's ro tten and gone too . "

"Where's B rom Dutch er? "
" Oh, he w ent off to the army in the beginning of th e

war ; so me say he w as killed at the st o rming of Stony
Po int-ot h ers say he was dro wne d i n a squall at the foot
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of Antony's Nose. I don't know-he never came b ac k
again . . .

Where's Van Bumm e l, the s choolm aster? "
" He w ent off to the w a r s too, was a g reat mili tia

gen e ral, and is n ow in Congress. "
R ip's h eart di e d away at heari ng of t h ese sad change s

in h is home a nd friends, a nd findin g himself thus alone
in the world . Every answer puzzle d hi m too, by treating
o f suc h enor mous lapses of time, and of ma tters which
h e c ould not unde r s t a nd ; wa r-congress-Stony Point ;
he had no courage to ask after any more friends, but
cri e d out in des pair, "Do es no b ody here kn o w Rip Van
Winkle? "

" Oh, Rip Van Winkle ! " exclaimed two or three ,
"Oh, to b e sur e ! tha t's Rip Va n Winkle yonder,
leaning against the trce. "

R i p look e d, and b eh eld a p r eci se counterpart of
him self as be went u p the mountain : appar ently as lazy,
and certainly a s ra gged . The poor fellow was n o w
compl e tely c o nfounde d . He doubted his own identity,
and whethe r he wa s hi mse lf or another man . In the
midst of his b ewilde rm ent, the man in the cocked hat
d emanded who h e was , and what was his na me ?

" God knows," exc l aimed he, at his wit's end ; " I 'm
not mys elf- I'm s o m ebody el se-that's me yonder-no-
that's somebody else got into my shoes-I was myself
last night, but I fell asleep on the mountai n, and they've
changed my gun, and eve rything's changed, and I am
ch ange d, and I can't t ell wh a t 's my name, or who I am ! "

The bystand ers b eg an now to look at each other, nod,
wink significantly, an d tap th ei r finge rs against their
foreheads . Th e re was a whi sper, also, ab out securing
the gun, and keeping the old fe llow from doing misc hi ef,
at th e v e ry su ggestion of which the self-important m a n
in the cocked h at r e tired with some precipitation. At th is
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criti cal moment a fresh comely wom an pressed thro u gh
t he throng to g et a pe ep at the grey-be arde d man . Sh e
ha d a chubby child in her arms, which, fr ightened at
his looks, began to cry. "Hu sh, Rip," cried she, "hush,
y ou little fool, the old m an won't hurt you." The na me
of t h e child, the air of the mother, the tone of her voic e,
all awa k ene d a train of recoll e ctions in his mind .

" W h at i s you r nam e, my good woman? " as ked he.
"Judith Garde ni er. "
" And your fath er's name? "
"Ah, po or ma n, Rip Van Winkle was h is nam e, but

i t's twenty years sinc e he went away from h o me with his
gun , an d n ever h as been heard of si nce- h i s dog ca me
ho me wi th out hi m ; but whether h e shot himself, or was
carried aw a y by th e Indians, nobody can tell. I was
then but a litt l e girl. "

R i p had but one que s tion more ; but he put it w ith a
falt e ri ng voic e

' `Where's your mother? "
" Oh, she too h a d die d but a sh ort time since ; s he

broke a blood-vessel in a fit of pass ion at a New-England
pedler. "

There was a drop of comfort, at least, in this inte lli-
ge nce. The honest man could contain himself no longe r.
He caught his daughter and her child in his arms. " I
am your fath e r ! " c ried he-" Yo u ng Rip Van Wink le
on ce-old Rip V a n Winkle now !-Doe s nobo dy know
p oor Rip Van Winkle? "

All stood amazed until an old woma n, tottering ou t
from among th e crowd, p u t her hand to her brow, and
pee ring under it in his fa ce for a mome nt, ex cl ai med,
"Sure enough ! it is Rip Van Winkle-it is himself!
Welcome home again, o ld n eighbour-Why, where have
you been th es e twenty long years? "

Rip's sto ry was soon told, for the whole twe nty years
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had been t o h im bu t as one night . The n eighbours
st ared when th ey h eard it ; some w e re s een t o wink at
e ach o ther, and put t heir t ongu es in their ch eeks : and
the s e lf-imp o rtant man in t he c ocked h at, who, w hen th e
ala rm was over, h ad return e d to the fi eld, scre wed down
the corne rs of his mou th, a nd shook his he ad-upon
whi ch the re was a ge neral shakin g of the he ad through-
out the asse mblage .

It was d et e rm i ned , ho wev er, to take the o p in i on of old
Peter Va nderdonk , w ho w as seen s lowly advancing up
the roa d . He was a d es c e n dant of the hi s torian of th at
nam e , who wro te one of the earliest acc ounts of the
provinc e. Pe ter w as the most anci ent inhab i t a nt of the
village , and well v ersed in all the wonderful ev ent s and
tra d i tions of the n e i ghbourhoo d. He recollected Rip at
once , and corr ob orat ed h i s s tory in the most sati s fa ct ory
mann er. H e a ss ur ed t he company th a t i t was a fact,
h and ed d own from h is a n cest or the hist orian, that th e
Kaatskill mount ains h ad always be en haunted by st r ange
b eings. That it w as affirmed t h at the gre at H end ri ck
Hudson, th e first d is co verer of the river an d country,
kept a k in d of vi gi l there e ve ry twenty years with his
crew of the H al f-moon ; b eing permitt e d in this way
to r ev is it the sce n es o f his enterpr is e, and k eep a
gu a rdian eye upon th e river and th e great city cal led by
his nam e. That his fath e r had onc e s ee n them in the i r
old Dut ch dresses playing at nine -pins in a hollow o f t he
mount a;n ; and that he him self had he a rd, one summe r
afternoo n, the s ound of their b alls, like distant pe als of
thunder.

To m ake a long story sho r t, the company bro k e up,
and re turn ed to th e more important concerns of the
ele cti o n . Rip's daughte r too k him home to live wi th
her ; s he h ad a snug, we ll-furn ishe d ho u s e, and a st out
che ery farmer for her h u sband , whom Rip recollected
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for one of the urchins tha t u sed to climb upon his back .
As to Rip 's s on and heir,- who was the dit to of himself
s een l eaning against the tree , he was employed to w o rk
on the farm ; but ev i nced an h ereditary disposition to
atte nd t o anyth i ng els e but his business.

Rip now resumed his old walks a nd h ab it s ; he soon
found many of his fo rme r cr on ies , though al l ra ther th e
worse for the wear and t ear of time ; and prefe rre d
making friend s among the rising generation, with whom
he soon gr ew into gre at favour.

Having no t hing to do at home, and being arr ived a t
th at happy age whe n a man can be idle with impunity,
he took h is pl a ce onc e more on the ben c h at t he inn
d oor, and was r everence d as one o f the p atriarchs of t h e
vill age, and a chronicle of the old t i m e s "b e fore the
war. " It was so me time befo re h e co uld get int o th e
reg ul ar track of gossip, or could b e m ad e t o co mprehend
the strange eve nts that had t ake n pl ace during his t orp o r.
How that there had been a revolut ionary war-that th e
co untry had throw n off t h e yoke of old Eng l and-and
that, in s tead of b eing a subject of his M aj esty G eorg e
the Third, he was now a free citize n of the U nited States .
Rip, in fact, was no politician ; the chan ges of states and
empires m ade but li tt le impression on hi m ; but the re
was one s pe ci es of de spoti s m under which he had long
gr oaned, and that was-pet ticoat govern ment. H a p p ily
t hat was at an end ; he had got his n eck out of th e yoke
of matrimony, and c ould go in and out whe n ev er he
pleased without dreading the tyranny of Dam e V an
Winkle . W he n ever her n a me w as ment i one d, howeve r,
he sh o ok his he ad, shrugge d his sho ulders , and cas t up
his eyes ; which might pass e ith er for an ex press ion of
resig nation to h i s fate, or j o y at hi s delivera nce .

He u sed to tell his s tory to every stran ger t h at arriv e d
at Mr. D oolittl e's hotel. . He was observed at first to.
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vary on some points every time he told it, which was,
doubtless, owing to his 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 athunder-storm of a summer afternoon
about the Kaatskill, but they say Hendrick Hudson and
his crew are at their game of ninepins ; and it is a common
wish of all hen-pecked husbands in the neighbourhood,
when life hangs heavy on their hands, that they might have
a quieting draught out of Rip Van Winkle's flagon .

NOTE .-The foregoing tale, one would suspect, had been sug•
Bested to Mr. Knickerbocker by a little German superstition
about the Emperor Frederick der RotTibart, and the Kypphauser
mountain ; the subjoined note, however, which he had appended
to the tale, shows that it is an absolute fact, narrated with his
usual fidelity :-

" story of Rip Van Winkle may seem incredible to many,
but nevertheless I give it my full belief, for I know the vicinity
of our old Dutch settlements to have been very subject to mar-
vellous events and appearances . Indeed, I have heard many
stranger stories than this in the villages along the Hudson, all of
which were too well authenticated to admit of a doubt . 1 have
even talked with Rip Van Winkle myself, who, when I last saw
him, was a very venerable old man, and so perfectly rational and
consistent on every other point, that I think no conscientious per-
son could refuse to take this into the bargain ; nay, I have seen
a certificate on the subject, taken before a country justice, and
signed with across, in the justice's own handwriting . The story,
therefore, is beyond the possibility of doubt . D. K . "

POSTSCRIPT .-The following are travelling-notes from amemo-
randum-hook of Mr. Knickerbocker :-

"The Kaatsberg, or Catskill Mountains, have always been a
region full of fable . The Indians considered them the abode of
spirits, who influenced the weather, spreading sunshine or clouds
over the landscape, and sending good or had hunting seasons .
They were ruled by an old squaw spirit, said to be their mother .
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S he dwelt on the hi ghes t peak of the Catsk ills, and had charg e
of the do o rs of day and ni gh t, t o open and shut them at the
pro per ho ur. She hung up the new moons in the skie s, and c ut
up t h e ol d ones into stars. In dines of dro ugh t, if properly pro-
pitiated, she wou ld sp in li ght s ummer clouds out of co bwe bs andm o rning dew, and s end them o ff from the cre st o f th e mountain,
flake after fl ak e, like flakes of car ded co tton, to float in the air,
until, dis solve d b y the heat of the sun, they w ould fa ll in gentle
showers , ca using th e g rass to sp r ing, th e fr uits to ripen, and the
corn to g row an inch an ho ur. If d isplea s ed , h ow ever, she would
brew u p clouds b lack a s ink, sit ti ng in the mids t of them like
a bottl e-bel lied spi der in the mids t o f its web ; an d when theseclou ds brok e, woe beti de the valleys !

" In old times, say the Indian t radition s , th e re was a kind of
Manitou or S piri t, who kept a bout the wild est recesses of the
Catskill Mou ntains , a nd took a mischi e vou s pleasure in wreaki ng
all k i nds of evil s and vex ati on s up on the red m e n. Sometimes
h e would assum e the form of a bear, a panthe r, o r a deer, l eadthe b e wildered hunter a weary chase t h rou gh tangled forests and
among ragge d rocks, and then spri ng off with a loud ho! ho!l e aving him agha st on t he br iulc of a beetling pre cipice or raging
torrent.

"The favourite abod e of thi s DZanit ou is still sh own. It is a
great rock or cliff on the lon eli est pa rt of the mountains, and,
from the flo weri ng vin es whic h cl am ber about it, and the wild
flo wers which aboun d in its ne ighbourhoo d , i s kn own by the
name of the Carden Rock. Near the foo t of it is a small lake,
the haunt of the solitary bittern, with wat er-snakes ba sking in
th e s un on the leaves of the p ond-lilies which lie on th e surfac e .
This pl ace was held in great awe b y th e Indian s, in somuch thatthe boldest hunter would not pursue h i s ga me within it s p r e-cin c t s . Once u po n a time, howeve r, a hunt er who ha d lo st hi swa y p e netrated to th e G arden Rock, whe re he beheld a numb erof gour ds placed in the cro t c hes of tr ees. One of th ese he seized
and ma de off with, but in the hurry of hi s re treat he let it fall
among the rocks, when a great stream gu shed forth, which
was hed him away and sw ept him down preci pices, whe re he
was dashed to piec es, and th e stream made its w ay to the Hud-so n, a n d continue s to flow to th e present day, being the identic als t ream known by the name of the Kaater;•kill. "

'y '
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ENGLISH WRITERS ON AMERICA .

" Methinks I see in my mind a n oble a nd puissant nation,

rou sing herself like a strong man aft er s leep, and shaking her

invincible l ocks : methinks I see h e r as an eagle, mewi ng he r

mighty youth, and kind l i ng h e r endazz l e d eyes at the full mid-

day }]eam.'~-MILTON ON THE LiBERTY OF THE PRESS.

IT is with feel i n gs of dee p regret t h at I observe the lite-

rary animosity daily gro win g up between E ngland and
America. Grea t cur iosity has be en awake n ed of late
with res pect to the United State s , and . the London Pr ess

has teemed with . volume s of travels : thro ugh th e Repub -
lic ; but they seem in te nd e d to diffuse error rather than

knowle dge ; and so suc cessful have they been that, not-
-withst a ndin g the constant inte rco urse between the
nat i on s , th ere is no p eople co n c erning whom the great
mass of the Br i tish public have les s pu re information, or
entertain more n umerous prejudices .

Engli s h tr avellers ar e the bes t and th e worst in th e,

world . Where no motives of pri d e or interes t i ntervene,
n o ne can equal them for pro found and ph i losophical '

vie ws of so cie ty , , or fa ithful and graphical d escriptions of

external obj ects : but when ei ther the interest or reput a-
tion of their own country com e s in collis ion with th at of

another, the y go to the opposite extreme, and fo rget their
usual probity and candour in the indulgence of sple n eti c

rem ark, and an illi b eral spirit of rid icu le.
Hence, the ir travels are more honest and accurate the

m ore remote the cou n try described . I woul d place im=



ENGLISH WRITERS ON A ItifERICA . 67

plicit confide n ce in an Englishm an 's descript ion of the:
regi ons beyond the. c ataracts , of the Nile ; of unknown
i slands in the Yell ow Sea ; of. the interior of Indi a ; or
of any other tra ct which other travellers might be apt to

picture. aut .tivith the illusions of th eir fancies, but I woul d
cautiously re ceiv e his account of h is. i mmediate . neigh-
bours, and of th ose nations with wh i ch he is in habits of

most frequent intercourse . Howev er I m ight be disposed

to trust . his prob i ty, I dare not trust his prejudic e s .
It has also been the peculiar l o t of our country to be

visited by the w orst kind of English travell e rs . While
m en of philosophic al spirit and. cultiva te d min d s have
been sent from England to ra n sack the poles , to pe n etrate

the d es erts , and to s tudy the m a nners and cus tom s of bar-
barous na ti ons , with which she. can have no permanent
int ercourse of profit or ple asure , it . has been l eft to th e
bro ken-d own tr a d esman, the scheming adve nturer, the

wandering mechanic, t h e M a nch e s te r and Birmingham
agent, to b e her orac les resp ecting America. From s uch
sour ces she is conte nt to re ceive her i nformation ;r espect-
i n g a co untry in a singular stat e of moral and phy sic al
development ; a count ry i n which one of the g rea test
pol i t ical experiments in the history of th e world i s now
performi n g, , and which presents the most profound. and
mom entous studies to th e state sman and the philosopher.

That such men sh ould g ive prejudici al accounts of
America is not a matter of surprise. The. themes it
offers for contemplation are too vas t and elevated for
their capaciti e s. The national character is yet in a s t ate
of fermentat ion ; it ma y have its frothiness and se diment,
but its ingredi ents are sound and wholesome ; it ha s al-
ready gi ve n proofs of powerful and ge nerous qualities ;
and the wh ole promises to se ttle down into somet h ing sub-
stantially excellent . But th e cau ses wh i ch are operating '
to s trengthen and ennoble it, and its daily indication of
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a dmirable properties, are all l ost upon these purblind ob-
se r vers, who are only a ffected by th e littl e asp eritie s inci-
dent to its pr es ent situation . They are capable of judg -
ing only of the surface of things ; of those ma tt ers which
come in contact with their pr iv at e intere sts and p ers onal
gra tifications . They miss some of the s nug convenien ces
and petty comforts wh i ch bel ong to an old, highly-
finished, and o ver-p o pulous state of soc iety ; where the
ranks of us eful l ab our are crowd ed, and m any ea rn
a painful and servile subs ist ence by stu dying the very
caprices of appetite and sel f indulgence. These minor
comforts , howev er, are all-im portant in the estimation of
narrow minds, whi c h e ither do not p erceive, or will not
acknowle dge, that th ey a re more than counterbalanced
among us by gr eat and ge nerally diffu s ed blessings :

They m ay, perhaps, have b een disappo int e d in some
unr eas onable expectation of sudden gain. They may
have pictured Americ a to the m s elves an El Dorado,
where gold and silver abounded, and the natives we re
lacking in sagac ity ; and where they were to become
strangely and suddenly rich, in some unforeseen but
easy m a nner. The s am e weakness of mi nd that indulges
absurd expectations pro duces petulance in disappoint-
ment . Such pers ons b ecome embittere d against the
count ry on finding that there, as everywhere else, a man
must sow before he can reap ; must win wealth by
industry and tale nt ; and mu st co ntend with the com-
mon difficulties of nature, and the shrewdness of an
intelligent and enterpri sing people.

Perh a ps, throug h mista ken or ill-directed hospitality,
or from the prompt disposition to ch e er and countenance
the stranger, prev alent among my countrymen, they may
have been treated with unwont ed respe ct in America ;
and having been accustomed all their lives to consider
themselves bel ow the surface of good socie ty, an d b r ought
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up in a servile fe eling of infer io rity , they become arrogant
on the common boo n of civility ; th ey attribute to the
l owline s s of ot hers their own e levation ; and underrate a
s ocie ty where th ere a re n o artificial distinction s , and
wh ere, by any chance, such individu als as them s elv es
ca n rise to consequence.

One would suppo se; however, that information coming
from such sources , on a subject where the truth is so
d esi r able, would be receiv ed with cauti on by the censors
of the press ; that the motiv es of the se men, their veracity,
their opportunities of inquiry and observation, and their
capa citie s for ju dging correctly, would b e ri gorously
scru tinised before their evid ence was admitted in such
sweeping extent ag ainst a kindred nation. The ve ry
reve rse, how ev er, i s the cas e, and it furni sh es a striking
ins tance of human inconsiste ncy. Nothing can surpa s s
the v ig ila nce with which Eng li s h cr i tics will examine the
cre dibility of the travell e r who publishe s an account of-
some distant and comp aratively unimportant country.
How wari ly will they compare the mea surements of a
pyram i d, or the des cri ptions of a ruin ; and how sternly
will they censure any inaccuracy in thes e contributions
of merely curious knowle dge ; while they will receive
wi th eagerne ss and unhe si tating fa ith the gross mis-
representations of coarse and obscure writers, concerning
a country with which their own i s placed in the mos t
im p ortant and delicate relat io n s . Nay, they will even
make th ese apocryphal volumes text-books on which to
enlarge with a zeal a nd an abili ty worthy of a more
g e n erous cause.

I s h all not, however, dwell on this irksome and hack-
neyed topic ; nor should I have adverted to it, but for
the undue inter est a pparently tak en in it by my country-
men, and certain injurious effec ts which I apprehend it
might produce upon the national feeling . We attach
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too much consequence to these attacks, Theycannot
do us any essential injury. The tissue ofraisrepresenta­
tion attempted tobe woven 'round rus are like cobwebs
woven round the limbs of an infant giant, Our country
continually outgrows them. One falsehood after another
fans off of itself. We have but to live on, and every day
we live a whole volume ofrefutation. AH the writers oí
England united, if we could 'for a moment suppose their
greatminds stooping to soumvorthy a combínatíon,
couId not conceal our rapidly-growing importance and
matchless prosperíty, They could not conceal that these
are owing, not merely to physical and local, but also to
moral causes-to the politicalliberty, the general diffusion
of knowledge, the prevalence of sound moral and religious
principIes, which .gí ve force and sustained energy to the
character ofa people, .and which,in faet, have been the

, acknowledged (and Cwon~érfull s1fppo~iers'Tof(t~efu o't'm3lífe
a national power and gloryA , ECULTURA

But why are we so exquisitely alive to 'th e aspersions of
JUl1H\ nt 1\ Engl ahd? Why do we suffer ourselves to be so affected

by the contumely she has endeavoured to cast upon us?
1t is not in the opinion of England alone that honounl íves,
and reputation has its being. The world at large is the
arbiter of a nation's fame; with its thousand eyes it wit­
nesses a.natlon's deeds, and from their collective testimony
is nationalglory or national disgrace established.

For ourselves, therefore, it is comparatively of but little
importance whether 'England does us justicc or not; it
ís, perhaps, of far more ímportance to herself. She ís
instilling anger and rcsentment into the bosom of a
youthful nation, to grow with its growth and strengthen
with its strength. lf in America, as sorne of her writers
arelabouring to convince her, she is hereafter to findan
invidious rival and a gigantic foe, she may thank thosc
very writers for having provoked rivalship and irritated



ENGLISH WRITERS ON AMERICA . 7 1

hostility. Every one knows the all- pervading influence
of litera ture at the pres ent day, and 'how much the
opinions and passions of mankind are under its control.
The mere con ques ts of th e sw o rd are temporary ; their
wounds are but in the flesh, and it is the pride of the
generous to forgive and forget the m ; but the slanders of
the p e n . pierce to the h e art ; they rankle longest in the
nobl est spirit s : they dwell ever present in the mind, and
render it morbidly sen sitive to the mo s t trifling co lli s ion .
It is but sel dom that any one ov ert act produces hostiliti es
be twe en two nati o ns ; there exi s ts, most commonly, a
previous jeal ousy and ill-will ; a pre dis pos ition to take
offence . Trace these to their c a use, and how often will
they .6e found to origin ate in th e mischi evous effusions of
mercenary writ ers ; who, secure in their c lo sets, and for
i g n ominiou s brea d, concoct and c ircul at e the venom . that
i s to inflame the generous and the brave.

I am not laying too mu ch s tress upon this point ; for
it app l ies most emp hatic ally to our particular cas e. Over
no nation does the press hold a more absolut e control
th an o ver the peo ple of Ameri c a ; for the universal educa-
ti on of th e po orest classes ma kes every individual a reader.
There is nothing publi she d in England on the subject orf
our country that does not circulate through every part of
it. There is not a calumny.dropped from English pen,
nor an unworthy sarcasm uttered by an English states -
man, that does not go t o bl ight good-will, and add to the
ma s s of latent res entment . Possessing, then, as Eng-

land does, the fountain-head wh ence the literature of the
lan guage flows, how comple tely i s it in her pourer, and
how truly is it her duty, to make it the medium of amiable
and magn animous feelin g-a stre am where the two nations

might meet together and drink in p eace and kindness.
Should ' she, 'however, persist in turning it to waters of
b i tterness, the time may come whe n she :may repent her
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folly . The present fri e ndship of America may be of but
litfl e mome nt to her , but the future des tinies of that
cou n try do not admit of a d oubt ; o ver those of Engl a ndt here lower s ome shadows of unc ertainty. Should, then, a
day of gloom arrive ; s h ould those rever s es overtake h er,from which th e proude st empir es h ave not b e en exempt,she m ay look back w ith regret at her i n fa tuation, in repul-
s i ng from he r s id e a na tion she mig ht h ave grappled to
her bosom, and thus des tro ying her only ch anc e for r e alfrie nd s hip beyond the bound aries of her ow n dominions.Th ere is a gene ral impression in Engla nd, that thepeople of the Uni ted States are inimical to the parent
country. It is one of the 'errors which have bee ndili gently pro p ag at ed by designing w rit ers . Th ere is,
doubtless , con si de r abl e p o litical hos tility , and a generalsoren e ss at the i l l iberality o f the En g lish press ; but,gener ally speaking , t he prepossessions of the p e ople are
stron gly in fav ou r of England. Ind eed, at one time .the y amounted, in ma n y parts of the Union, to an
absurd deg ree of bigotry. The bare name of Engli s h-

-man was a passport to the confi de nce an d hospital ity ofevery fami ly, and too often ga ve a tran sient curre ncyto the worthless and the un grateful . Thro ughout thecountry th ere was something of enthusiasm conn ectedwith the idea of England . We looked to it with a
hallowe d fee ling o f t endernes s and veneration, as the
land of o ur fo r efathers-the august repository of themo nume nts and antiquities of our race-the birt h place
and mausoleum of the sag es and heroes of our pate rnalhi sto ry. After our own c o untry , th ere was none in whose
glory we more delighted-none whose good opini on wewere more anxious to poss ess-none towards which ourhearts yearned with such throb bings of w arm consan-guinity. Eve n d ur i ng the late war, whenever there wasthe least opportunity for kind fe el i ngs to spring forth, it
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was the delight o f the generou s spi r its of our country to
s ho w t hat , in the midst of hos tiliti es, they s till kept alive
th e s pa rks of future frie nd ship.

Is all this to be at a n end? Is this gol den band of
ki ndred sympathi es, so ra re be twe en nations, to b e
broken for ever? Perhaps it is for the b est-it may
dispe l an i llu si on which might have kept us in me ntal
vassalage ; wh ich mi gh t h ave i n te r fered occasionally with
our true interest s, and prevented the gro wth of pro per
national prid e. But it is h ard t o give up the kindred
ti e ! and there are feelings, d e arer th an int erest- closer
to the h eart than pride-that will s till make us cast back
a lo ok of regret, as we wander farth er a nd fa rther from
the pat ernal roof, and lament the waywardness of th e
pa ren t that would re p el the affect ions of the c h il d.

Short-s i gh te d and injudicious , howeve r , as t he conduct
of En gl a nd maybe in this sy s te m o f aspersio n, recri mina-
tion o n our p art would be e qu ally il l- jud ged . I speak
not of a prompt and spi rited v i n dication of our country,
nor the keenes t castigation of her sland er ers-but I allude
t o a di s p osition to r etaliate in kind ; to r etort sarcasm,
and . inspire prejudice ; whi ch see m s to be spreading
w idely among our writ ers. Let us guard p articularly
aga in s t s uch a te mper, for i t would double the evil in-
st e ad of redressing the wrong. Nothing is so ea sy and
inv iting as the re tort of abuse and s arcas m, but it i s a
paltry and unprofitabl e co ntest . It i s the alternative of a
m orbid mind, fre tted into p etulance, rather than warm e d
int o indi gna tion. If England is willing to permit the
m e a n j ealousie s of trade , or the rancorous animo s ities of
p olitics , to depr ave the integrity of h er press, and poi s on
the fountain of public opi ni o n , l et us bewar e of her ex-
ampl e. She may de em i t h er in terest to diffu se error,
an d engender antipathy, for the purpos e of checkin g
em igration ; we hav e no purpose of th e kind to serve .

C2



74 THE SKETCH BOOK .

Ne i ther have we any spirit of nat i on al jealo u s y to gratify
-for as yet ; in all our rivalship with England, we are
the rising and the gaini ng pa rty. There can' be no end
to answer, there fore, but th e gratification of resentme nt
-a m ere spi ri t of retaliat ion ; and e ve n that. is impotent.
Our retorts are n eve r republi sh e d in England ; they fall
s ho rt , therefore; of their aim . ; but they foste r a qu erulou s
and peevish t e mper among ou r wri ters ; the y sour the
sweet flow of o ur early l itera ture , and sow thorns and
brambles among its blossoms . What is still worse , th ey
circulate throu gh o ur own country , and, as far as they
have effect, excite virule nt n ati onal prejudices . Th is la st
i s th e evil' mo st especially to b e depr ecated. Gov ern ed,
as we are, entire ly by public opin i on , the utmost care
should be taken to preserve th e purity of the public min d .
Kno wledge is power, and truth is knowle dge ; who ever,
th er efore, knowingly propagates a prejudice, wilfully saps
the foundation of his country' s stren gth .

The memb ers of a republic , above all ot her men, should
be ca ndid and di sp assionat e. Th ey are, individually,
p ortions of the sove r eign mind and sove reign will, and
should be enable d to come to all questions of nation al
con cern with calm and unbiasse d judgments . Fro m the
p e culiar n a ture of our rel a tio n s with En gla n d, we must
have more freque nt que s tions of a diffi cult and del icate
character with her th an with any other nation ; questions
that affect th e mo s t acut e and excitable feelings ; and as,
in the adj usting of these , our nati onal measures must
ultimately be de termined by popular sen timent, we can-
not be too anx iou sly atte ntive to purify it from all latent
passion or prepo ss ession.

Opening, to o, as we do, an asylum for strangers from
every portion of the earth, we should rec eive all with im-
partial ity. It should be our pride to exhibit an example
of one nation, at lea s t, de st itut e of national antipathies,
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and exercising not merely the overt acts of ho s pitality,
but thos e m ore rare and noble courtesi es whic h spri ng

fr om l iberality of opinion,
What have we to do with national prejudic es? They

are the inv eter ate di seas e s of old countries , contracted in

rude and igno rant ages, when ', nations knew but, little of
each o ther , and looke d beyond their own boundaries with

distrust and host i lity: We, on the contrary, have s prung
int o national exi stence in an enli ght ened'. and phil osophic
age , when t h e different parts of the habitable wor ld; and

the various branches of th e human family, have b ee n inde-

fat igably studied and made known to each other ; and
we fo re go the advantages of our bi rth, if we d'o not shake

off the nation al prejudices, as we would the local super-
stiti o ns of the old wo rl d .

But, above all , let us not b e influenced by any angry

feeling s, so far as to shut our e yes to the p erce ption of
what is re ally exce l lent and am iabl e in the English char-

acter. We are a young people, n e cessarily an imitati ve
one, and must t ake our examples a nd models, in a gre at

degree; from the exi s ting na tion s of Europe . There is
no c ountry more worthy of our study th an Engl and . The

spir it of her constitution is mo s t analogous to ours . The
manne rs of her people- thei r int elle ctu al activit y-the ir
freedom of opinion-th eir habit s of thinking on those
subj ects which concern the dearest interests and most

sacr ed cha r it ies of pri vate life , are all congenial to the
Am eric a n ch aracter ; and, in fac t, are all intrinsically
exce ll ent ; for it is in th e moral feelin g of the people that
th e d eep foundations of Bri tish pros p erity are la i d ; and
how eve r the sup er s tructure may be time -worn, or over-

run by abuses, there must b e som ething s ol i d in the b asis ,

a dmirabl e in the materi al s , and st abl e in the stru cture of
an e d ifice , that so long ha s tow ered un s h aken amidst the
tempes ts of the world.
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` Let it be the pride of our write r s , therefore, discarding
all feelings of i rrit ation, and di s dai ning to re talia te the
illiberality of Briti sh authors, to speak of the English
nation wi tho ut prejudice, an d with d etermin ed candour.
While th e y rebuke the indi s criminati ng bigotry with
whic h some of our countrymen ad mire and imitate every-
thing Engl ish, merel y because i t is English, let the m
fra nkly point out what is rea lly worthy of approbat ion.
We may thus place En g l a n d b efo re u s as a perpetu a l
volume of reference, wherein are r ecorde d s ound d e-
duction s from ages of experie nce ; and while we avoid
the e rrors and a b s urdities which may have cre pt into t h e
pag e, we may draw thence golde n maxims of practical
wisdom, wherewit h to s trengt hen, and to embell ish our
n ational character.
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RURAL LIFE IN ENGLAND .

" Oh ! fri e ndly to the best pur suits of man,
, Friendly to thought , to virtue, and to pea ce ,
Dom estic l ife in rural pleasur e s p ast ! "-Cowrrn .

THE stra nger wh o wou ld form a correc t opi n ion of the
En glish ch aracter, mus t not confine his obs ervations to
the m etropolis. He must go forth into the country ; he
mu s t sojourn in villages and h amlets ; he must visit
castles, villas, farm-h ouse s , cottages ; he must wander
throu gh parks and g arde ns ; along hedges and green
lanes ; he must loit er about country churches ; attend
wakes and fairs , and othe r rur al fest ivals ; and cope with
the people in all their conditio n s , a nd all th eir habits and
humours .

In some count ri es the larg e cities absorb the wealth
and fashion of the nation ; they are the only fixed abodes
of el e ga nt and intelligent society, and the country is
i nhabited almo s t entirely by boorish peasantry. In
England, on the c o ntra ry, the metropolis is a mere
g athering-place, or general ren dezv ous of the polit e
cla sse s , wh ere they d evote a sm all port ion of the year to
a hurry of gaiety and dissipation, and having indulged
this kind of carnival, return again to the apparently more
congenial habits of rural life. The various orders of
society are therefore diffused over the whole surface of
the ki ngdom , and the most retired neighbourhoods afford
specimens of the differ ent rank s .

Th e Englis h, in fact, a re strongly gifted with the rural
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fee ling. Th ey pos sess a quic k sen si b i lity to t he b eaut ies
of nature , and a kee n rel i s h for the pleasures an d em-
ployments of th e country . Thi s passio n seems inherent
in them. Even th e inhabitants o f citi es, born and br ou ght
up amon g b rick walls and bustling s t ree ts, enter w ithA facility into rural habits, and evince a t a ct for rural
occup ation. The merch ant has his snug ret reat in the
vi c inity of the metropolis, where he o ften di splays as

'' much pri de and zeal in the cultivati o n of his flower-
garden, and th e maturing of h i s fruits, as h e do e s in t he
conduct of his busin ess and the success of a co mm erci al
enterpris e . Even those l ess fortunate individuals, wh o
are doome d to pass thei r lives in the mid s t of . din and
traffi Q, .contr ive to h ave something that shall remind them
of .the green aspe ct of nature . In the most dark and
dingy quarte r s of the city, the drawing-room windo w

I resembles freq u ently a b a nk of B owers ; every spot
cap abl e of vegetation ha s i ts grass-p l ot and flowe r-bed
and every s quare its m i m i c park, laid out with pic tures que
taste-and gl eamin g w ith refreshin g ver dure .

Those who see the En g lishman only in town are apt to
form an unfav ourable opin ion of his social chara cte r. He
is eith er ab s orbed in business , or distra cted by the thou-
sand eng ag ements that d iss i pa t e tim e , thou g ht, and
fe eling , in this h uge metropoli s. . He has , there fore, too
commonly a look of hurry and abstraction . Wherever
he happen s to be, $ e is on th e po i nt of going somewhere
else ; at t he moment he Is talking on one subject, h is
mind Js wandering to another ; and while paying a
friendly visit, he is calculating how he shall .economise
time so ,4s to pay the other visits allotted in .the morning.
An im mense metropolis, like London, is calculated t o
make men . sQlfish and uninte res ting. Zn :th eir casual and
transient mee tings they can but deal briefly in common-
places. They pres ent but the cold su perficies of char-
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acter-its ri ch and geni al qualities have no t i me to be

w arme d into a flow.
It is in the co u ntry .th at t he Englishm an gi ves scop e to

his na tur al feelings . He break s loose gladly from the

cold formalities and n egative civili ties of town ; thro ws

off his habits of .s hy :r eserv e, and b ecomes joyou s and

free-hearted . He manages to collect gr oun d him all the

con venienc es and elegancics of p ol i te life, and to bani sh

its r es traint s. His countr y - seat abounds with every re-

quisite, either for stud i ou s reti rement, tas te ful grati fica-

ti on, or .rural exercise. Books, p aintin gs, mu sic, horses,

d ogs , and sporting im plements of al l kinds , are at hand.

He puts no constrai nt eith er upon his guest s or him sel f,

but in the true spirit o fho spitality provides -the means of

enjoyme nt, and l eave s every one to p artake according to

his i nclinati o n.
The taste of the English in the cultivation of land , and

in what is called l andscape gar d ening, is unrivalled .

Th ey have studie d nature inte ntly , and di scover an

exquisit e sen s e of h e r beautiful forms and harmonious

combina tions. Tho se char m s , which in other count r ies

she lavi shes in wild solitudes, are he re assembled round

the haunts of domestic life. Th ey see m to h ave cau ght
her coy and furtive graces, and spread them, : like witchery,

about th eir rural abodes.
Nothing c an be more imposin g th an the magnificence

of English park scenery . Va s t lawns that extend like
sheets of viv i d green, wit h here and there clumps of

gigantic trees, heaping up rich piles of folia ge : the

sole mn pomp of groves a nd wood l a nd gl ade s, with the
deer trooping in silent herds acr o ss .them ; the h are,

bounding away to th e covert ; or the pheasant, . suddenly

bursting upon t he wing ; the brook, taught to 'wind in

natural meande tings, or expand into a glas s y lake : the
sequest ered pool ; reflec ting the quivering rtrees, with the
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yellow leaf sleeping o n its bosom, and the trout roam i ngfearlessly abo u t its l impid waters , while so me ru s tic
temple or sylvan s tatue , grow n green an d dank with age,g i ve s an ai r o f clas sic sanctity to the seclus ion .

Thes e are but a few of the feature s of park scenery ;
but what mos t del igh ts me, is the cre ati ve talent with
wh ich the Engl ish d ecorat e the unoste ntatious abodes of
middle l i fe. The ru dest h ab ita ti on, the most unp romis-
ing and scanty portion of land , in the hands of a n
Engl is hm an of tast e , beco mes a little p ara di s e. With a
nicely discrimin atin g eye, he sei zes at onc e upon its
capab i l ities , and pictures in his min d t he future land-
scape . The ste rile spo t g rows i nto l ove lin es s un der h is
han d ; and yet the operations of art w hi ch pro d u ce t he
effect a r e scarcely to be p erce i ve d . The cherishing and
training of so m e tree s ; t h e cauti o u s pruning of others ;
the n i ce di s trib ution of flo wers and plants of t e nder and
graceful foliage ; the i nt roduc tion of a gree n slope of
velv et turf ; the p artial opening to a p eep of blue dis-
tan ce , or s ilver glea m of wat e r ; all thes e are manag ed
w i th a delic a t e tac t, a per vading yet quiet assi dui ty, l i ke
th e magic touchings with which a pai nter fini s h es up a
favourite picture.

The r eside nce of peopl e of fortune an d refine m ent in
the country h as diffused a d egr ee'of tas te a nd el ega nce
in rural econ o my, th a t des cend s to the lowest class.The very labourer, with his t ha tched co tt age and na rrowslip of ground, attends to the ir embellishment . Thetrim he dge, the gra ss -plot befo re the do o r, the little
flower-be d bo rde red with snu g box, th e woo d bine tra ined
up against the wall, and hanging it s bl oss oms about thela ttice, the p ot of flowers in the window, the holly, provi -denti ally p la nte d about t he house , to chea t winter of its
dreariness , and to throw in a sembl a nce of gree n summer
to ch eer the fi re s ide : all the se be sp eak the influe nce of
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t a ste, flowing down from high sources, and perv adin g
the low es t levels of the public mind . If eve r Love , a s
poets sing, delights to visit a cottage , it mu s t be the
cottage of an English peasant.

The fondness for rural life a mong the higher classes o f
th e English has had a grea t an d salut a ry effect upon the
national c haract er. I do not know a finer rac e of m e n
than the Englis h g entl emen . Inste ad of the s oftness and
effeminacy wh i ch charact eri s e the men of rank in mo s t
countries , they exhi bit a uni on of elegance and strength,
a robu s tness of frame and freshness o f c omplexio n, which
I am incl ined to attribute to their li ving s o much in the
open air, an d pursuing s o eagerly the invigorating recre a-
t ions of the co untry. The se h a r dy ex ercises produce also
a he althful tone of mind and s pirits, and a manlines s and
simplici ty of m anners, whic h even t he folli es and di ss ipa-
t i ons of t h e town cannot easily perve rt, and c an neve r
e n tir ely destroy . In the countr y, too, the different orders
of soci ety seem to approach more freely, to be more dis-
posed to ble nd and operate favourably up on e ach other.
The distinctions bet ween them do not app ear to be so
m arked and impassable as in the cities. Th e manner in
which property has been , distributed into s m all e state s
and farms has es tablished a regular gradation from the
n obleman, thro ugh the classes of gentry , small landed
proprietors, and sub s tantial farmers , down to the labour-
in g peasantry, and while i t has th u s bande d t he e xtreme s
of society together, has infused into each intermediate
rank a spirit of i nde p e ndenc e. This , it mu s t be confessed
i s not s o universally the cas e at pres ent as it was formerly ;
the larger estates having, in late years of di s tress, ab-
s orbe d the smaller ;- and in s ome parts of the country
almost annihilated the sturdy race of small farmers.
These, however, I b elie ve , are but ca s ual breaks in the
general syst em I have me ntione d .
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In rura l occup ation t her e is nothing mean and de-
.basing. It l eads ,a man forth among scenes of natural
gra ndeur and beau ty ; it .leaves him to th e workings of
his o wn mind, operated upon by the purest and mo s t
el evating of ext ernal influ e nce s . Such a man may be
simpl e and rough, but b e can not b e vulgar. The m an
of refi n ement , therefore, finds noth ing re volting in an
in tercourse with the lower orders in rural life, as he doe s
when he ca su ally mingles wit h the Sower :orders of cities.
He lays aside his dist anc e and r eserve, and is glad to
waive the distinctions of rank, and to enter into the
hon es t, heartfelt enj o yments of common life. Inde ed,
the very amu s ements of the c o untry b ring men more and
more together ,; and ,th e :sound of hound and horn blen d
all feeling s into harmony. I b elieve this is one great
r ea son why the n obil ity and gentry are mor e popular
amo ng the inferior o rders in En g land than they are in
any other country ; and why the l atter h av e endured so
many excessive pressures and extre mitie s , without re-
pining more generally at the unequal distribution of
fortune and privilege .

To this mingling of c ultivated and rustic society m ay
al s o be attribute d t h e rural feeling th a t runs through
British lit era ture ; the fre quent u s e of ill ustrations from
rural life ; those inc o mparabl e descriptions of n ature
that abound in the Bri tish poets, that have continued
down from " Th e Flower and the Leaf " o f Chauc er, and
h a ve brought into our closet s all t h e freshness and fra-
granoe o f the dewy l andscape. The pasto ral writers of
other countries appear as if they had paid nature an
occasional visit, and become acquainted .with her general
chasms ;but the B r itish poets h ave lived and revelled
with her-they ha ve wooed her in her most, secret haunts
-they have wa tched h er m i nutest caprices . A spray
coul d no t tremble i n the breeze-a leaf could not rustle



RURAL LI FE IN ENGLAND . 8 3

to the ground-a diamond drop could not patter in the
stream-a fragrance could not exhale from the humble
violet, nor a daisy unfold its crimson tints to the morn-

ing, but it has been noticed by these impassioned and
delicate observers, . and wrought up ,into some beautiful
morality.

The effect of this devotion of elegan t minds to rural
occupations has been wonderful , on the face of the
country. A great part of the island is rather level, and
would be monotonous, were it not for the charms of
culture ,; .bttt .it is studded and gemmed, as it were, with
castles and palaces, and embroidered with parks and
gardens. It does . not abound in gr and and sublime pros-
pects, but rather in little home scenes of rural repose and
sheltered quiet . Every antique farm-house and moss-

grown cpttage . is .a picture ; and as the roads are con-

tinually winding„and the view is shut in by groves and
hedges, .the eye is delighted by a continual success ion of
small landscapes of captivating loveliness .

The great .charm, however, of .English scenery is ;the
moral feeling that seems to pervade it . It is associated
in the mind with ideas of order, of quiet, of sober, well-

established principles, of hoary usage and reverend
custom . Everything seems to be the growth of ages
of regular and peaceful existence . The old church of
remote architecture, with its low, massive portal, its
Gothic tower, its windows rich with trace ry and painted
glass, its scrupulous preservation, its stately monuments
of warriors and worthies of the olden time, ancestors of
t h e present .lords of .the ,soil; its tombstones, recording
successive generations of sturdy yeomanry, whose pro-
geny still plough the same fields, and kneel at the same
altar-the parsonage, a quaint, irregular pile, partly
antiquated, but repai red and altered in the tastes of
various ages and occupants-the st ile and footpath lead-
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ing from the churchya rd, acros s pleasant fields, and
along shady h edgerows, according to an immemor ial
rig ht of way- the nei ghbouri n g village, wi th its vener-
able cottages, its publ i c green sheltere d by trees, under
whi c h the forefathers of the prese nt race have sported-
th e anti que family m a nsion , stan d ing apart in some little
rural domain , but looking down with a prot ecting air on
the surrounding scene : all th ese common features of
En g lis h landscape evince a calm and settled security,
and h ere di tary tran s miss i on of home -bred virtues and
local attachments, that speak deeply and touchingly for
th e moral character of the nation.

-' It i s of. pleasing sight of a Sunday morning, when the
bell is sending ' its sober m el o dy across the quiet fields, to
behold the peasantry in th eir best finery, with ruddy faces
and mod est cheerfulnes s, thron ging tranquilly along the
green lanes to church ; but it is still more pleasing to see
th em in the ev enings, gathe ring about the ir cottage doors,
a nd app earing to exult i n the humble comforts and em-
belli s hments wh i ch th eir own hands have sprea d around
th em.

It is this sweet home feeling, this settle d repose o f
affection in the dom estic sce ne, that is, after all, the
pa r e nt of the st eadiest virtues and purest enjoyment s
and I cannot close these desultory remarks be tter than
by quoting the words of a modern English poet, who has
d epic ted it with remarkable felicity

Through each gradltio n, from the ca stled hall,
The ci ty dome, the villa crown e d with shade,

{ But chi ef from mo dest mansions numberless,
In town or hamlet shelt 'ring middle life
D o wn to the cottage vale, and straw-r ool'd shed ;
Thi s wes tern i sle ha th long been famed for scenes
Where blis s domestic fi nds a dwelling-place ;
Domes tic bliss, th at, like a harmless dove,
(Honour and sw eet ende arm ent keeping guard )
Can centre in a little qui e t n est

~~ . .

~, J
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All that desi re w ould fly fo r throu gh the eartlx ;
That can, the wo rld elud ing, be i t self
A world enj oy ed ; t hat want s n o witnesses
But its own s harers, and approvi ng heav en ;
Th a t, like a fl ow er deep hid in rocky cleft ,
Smil es , th ough 'ti s looking only at the sky . "

* From a Poem on the Death of the Princess Charlotte, by
the Rev. Rann Kennedy, A .M.
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THE BROKEN HEART.

" I n e ver heard

Of any tru e affe ction, but 'twas nip t

Wi th care tha t , lik e the cat e rpill a r, eats

Th e l eaves o f the spr ing's sweet est book- the rose."

MIDDLETON .

IT is a common practice with those who have outlived
the susceptibility of early feeling, or have been brought
up in the gay heartlessness of dissipated life, to laugh at
all love stories, and to treat the tales of romantic passion
as mere fictions of novelists and poets . \-fy observa-

tions on human nature have induced me to think other-
wise. They have convinced me, that however the sur-
face of the character may be chilled and frozen by the
cares of the world, or cultivated into mere smiles by the
arts of society, still there are dormant fires lurking in the
depths of the coldest bosom, which, when once enkindled,
become impetuous, and are sometimes desolating in

their effects . Indeed, I am a true believer in the blind
deity, and go to the full extent of his doctrines . Shall
I confess it ?-I believe in broken hearts, and the possi-
bility of dying of disappointed love . I do not, however,
consider it a malady often fatal to my own sex ; but I

firmly believe that it withers down many a lovely woman

into an early, grave .
Man is the creature of interest and ambition. His

nature leads him forth into the struggle and bustle of
the world . Love is but the embellishment of his early
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l ife; or a song piped in the int ervals of the. acts. . He
se eks for fame, for fortune, for space. in . the . world's .
thought ,, and dominion . over hi s fellow-men : . But a:

woman's whole . life is ': a history of the affectionst The
heart is her world. : . i t is Yhere : her ambition strives for
em p ire ; it is there her avarice s eeks for hidden . treasures .
She sends forth her sympathies on adventure .;. she em-

barks her whole soul in . the traffic of affection; and if
s hipwrecked' leer c ase : is .hope l ess-£oc it is a bankruptcy
of the heart. .

To a man: the disappointment of love may' occasion
some b i tter. pangs ;. it wound s. some feelings of tender-
ness-it blasts some Prospects ; of felici ty ; but he is an,
a ctiv e being-he may d issipat e his thoughts in the wh i rl
of varied occupation, or may p l unge into a tide of plea-
sure ; or, if the scene of di sappointme nt be too full of

p ainful associations, he can shift his a bode at will, and,
t aking as it were . th e wings of the mo rn ing, can ' S fly to:

th e ut te rmo s t pa rts of the ea r t h , and .be at rest: "
But woman 's is compa r atively a, fixed, a .secluded, and

m editative life . She is m o re the companion of her own

thoughts and fee lings ; and if th ey are turned to ministers
of sorrow, whereshall she look for consolation? Her. lot
is to be woo ed and won ; and if unhappy in her love,
h e r he art is like so me fortress that has be en captured,
and sacke d, and abandoned , and l e ft desolate. .

How many bright ey es grow dim-how many , soft
ch eeks grow pale-how many lovely forms fade away
into th e tomb, and n one can tell the c ause that blighted
their loveliness! . As the dove will clasp its wings to its
si de, and cover and conceal the arrow that is preying on
i ts vitals, so i s it the nature of woman to hide from • the
wor ld the pangs : of wounded affection. . The love of a
delicate female i s alway s shy and silent . . Even when
fortunate, she scarcely breathes it to herself ; but when
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otherwi se, she buri es it in the re cesses of h er bosom,
and there let s it cower and brood among the ruins of h er
peace. With her th e desire of the heart has failed .
The great charm of existence is a t an en d. She neg lec t s
all the cheerful exercises which gladden the spirits,
quicken the pulses, and send the tide of life in heal thful
currents through th e ve i ns . Her r es t is broken-the
swe et re freshme nt of sleep is poisoned by melancholy
dre ams-"dry sorrow drinks her blood," until her
enfe ebled frame sinks unde r th e sl ightes t ext ern al in jury.
Look for her, after a little while , and you find friend s hip
we eping over he r untime ly gra ve, and wondering that
one, who but l ately glow ed with all the radiance of
health and beauty, shou l d so spe edily be brought down
to "darkness and the worm . " You will be to l d of some
wintry chill, some casual indi sposition, that la id her
low ;-but no one knows of the mental mala dy wh i ch
previously sapp ed her strength, and made her so easy
a prey to the spoil er.

She is like som e te n der tree, the pride and beauty of
the grove ; graceful in its for m, b right in its fol iage,
but wi t h the worm preying at its heart . We find it sud-
denly with ering , when it should be most fresh and luxuri-
ant. We see it drooping its branches to t he ear th, and
shedding lea f by leaf, until, was ted and perished away,
it falls even in the stillness of the fores t ; and as we muse
over the beautiful ruin, we st r ive in v ai n to recollect the
blast or thunderbolt that could have smitten i t with decay.

I have seen many instances of women running to wast e
and self-neglect, and disappea ring gradually from the
earth, almost as if they had be en exhaled to heaven ; and
have repeatedly fanci ed th at I cou l d trace their death
through the various declensions of consumption, cold
debilit y, languor, m elancholy, u nti l I r ea che d t he first
sym pto ms of disappo inted love. But an instance o f t he
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kind was lately told to me ; the circumstances are well
known in the country where they happened, and I shall
but give them in the manner in which they were related .

Every one must recollect the tragical story of young
E-, the Irish patriot ; it was too touching to be soon
forgotten . During the troubles in Ireland, he was tried,
condemned, and executed on a charge of tre ason. His
fate made a deep impression on public sympathy . He
was so young-so intelligent-so generous-so brave-
so everything that we are apt to like in a young man.
His conduct under trial, too, was so lofty , and intrepid.
The noble indignation with which he repelled the charge
of treason against his country-the eloquent vindication
of his name-and his pathetic appeal to posterity, in the
hopeless hour of condemnation-all these, entered deeply
into every generous bosom, and even his enemies lamented
the stern policy that dictated his execution .

But there was one heart whose anguish it would be
impossible to describe . In happier days and fairer for-
tunes he had won the affections of a beautiful and interest-
in g girl, the daughter of a late celebrated Irish barrister .
She loved him with the disinterested fervour of a woman's
first and early love. When every worldly maxim arrayed
itself against him ; when blasted in fortune, and disgrace
and danger darkened around his name, she loved him the
more ardently for his very sufferings . If, then, his fate
could awaken the sympathy even of his foes, what
must have been the agony of her, whose whole soul was
occupied by his image ! Let those tell who have had
the portals of the tomb suddenly closed between them
and the being they most loved on earth-who have sat
at its threshold, as one shut out in a cold and lonely
world, whence all that was most lovely and loving had
departed ,

But then the honors of such a grave 1 so frightful, so
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dishonoured' there was nothing for memory to dwell o n
that could soothe the pang of separation-none of those
tender though melancholy circumstances, which endear
the parting scene-nothing to melt sorrow into those
blessed tears, sent like the dews of heaven to revive the
heart in the parting hour of anguish .

To render her widowed situation more desolate, she
had incurred her father's displeasure by her unfortunate
attachment, and was an exile from the paternal roof.
But could the sympathy and kind offices of friends have
reached a spirit so shocked and driven in by horror, she
would have experienced no want of consolation, for the
Irish are a people of quickand generous 'sensibilities.
The most delicate and cherishing attentions were paid
her by'families of wealth and distinction . She was led
into society, and they tried by all kinds of occupation and
amusement to dissipate her grief, and wean her from the
tragical story of her love . But it was all in vain. There
are some strokes of calamity Which scathe and scorch the
soul-which penetrate to the vital seat of happiness-and
blast it, never again to put forth bud or blossom . She
never objected to frequent the haunts of pleasure, but
was as much alone there as in the depths of solitude ;
walking about in a sad reverie, apparently unconscious of
the world around her. She carried with her an inward
woe that mocked at all the blandishments of friendship,
and "heeded not the song of the charmer, charm he never
so wisely. "

The person who told me her story had seen her 'at a
masquerade . There can be no exhibition of far-gone
wretchedness more striking and painful than to meet in
such a scene . To find it wandering like a spectre, lonely
and joyless, where all around is gay-to see it dressed
out in the trappings of mirth, and looking so wan and
woe-begone, as if it had tried in vain to cheat the poor
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heart into a momentary forgetfulness of sorrow. After
strolling through the splendid rooms and giddy crowd

with an air of utter abstraction, she sat herself down on
the steps of an orchestra, and looking about- for some

time with a vacant air, that showed her insensibility to
the garish scene, she began, with the capriciousness of a

sickly heart, to warble a little plaintive air . She had an
exquisite voice .; but on this occasion it was so simple,

so touching, it breathed forth such asoul of wretchedness,
that she drew a crowd mute and silent around .her, and

melted every one into tears.
The story of one so true and tender could not but

excite great interest in a country remarkable for enthu-
siasm. It completely won the heart of a'brave officer,
who paid his addresses to her, and thought that one so
true to the dead could not but prove affectionate to the
living . She declined his attentions, for her thoughts
were irrevocably engrossed by the memory of her former
lover. He, however, persisted in his suit . He solicited
not her tenderness, but her esteem . He was assisted by
her conviction of his worth, and her sense of her own
destitute and dependent situation, for she was existing
on the kindness of friends . In a word, he at length
succeeded in gaining her hand, though with the solemn
assurance that her heart was unalterably another's.

He took her with him to Sicily, hoping that a change
of scene might wear out the remembrance of early woes.
She was an amiable and exemplary wife, and made an
effort to be a happy one ; but nothing could cure the
silent and devouring melancholy that had entered into
her very soul . She wasted away in a slow, but hopeless
decline, and at last sunk into the grave the victim of a
broken heart .

It was on her that Moore, the distinguished Irish
poet, composed the following lines :-
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" She i s fa r fro m the land where her young hero sleeps,
And lo vers round her ar e sighing :

But coldly she t urns from th e ir g a ze , and we e ps,
For her he art in his grave is lying.

"She sings the wild son gs of he r dea r native plain s,
Every

note
which he love d a wakin g-

Ah ! little they think, who deligh t in h er s trains ,
Ho w the heart of t he mi ns trel is break ing !

" He had lived for hi s love, for his c ount ry he died-
Th e y were all that to life h ad entwined hi m-

Nor soon s hall the t ea rs of his country be dried ,
Nor long will hi s love stay behind him I

" Oh I make her a grave wh e re the sunbeams rest,
When th e y promise a g l orious morrow ;

They'll shine o'er her sleep, like a smile from the west,
From h e r own loved island of sorrow ! "



i?J

9 3

THE ART OF BOOK-MAKING .
" If that s e vere do om of Synesiu s be true-'It i s a greater

offen ce to steal dead men 's labour than their clothes, '-what
shall become of most writers? "-B uxTON's ANATOMY OF
MELANCHOLY .

I HAVE often wondered at the extreme fecundity of the
press, and how it comes to pass that so many heads, on
which nature seemed to have inflicted the curse of barren-
ness, should teem with voluminous productions. As a
man travels on, however, in the journey of life, his objects
of wonder daily diminish, and he is continually finding
out some very simple cause for some great matter of
marvel. Thus have I chanced, in my peregrinations
about this great metropolis, to blunder upon a scene
which unfolded to me some of the mysteries of the book-
making craft, and at once put an end to my astonishment.

I was one summer's day loitering through the great
saloons of the British Museum, with that listlessness with
which one is apt to saunter about a museum in warm
weather ; sometimes lolling over the glass cases of mine-
rals, sometimes studying the hieroglyphics on an Egyp-
tian mummy, and sometimes trying, with nearly equal
success, to comprehend the allegorical paintings on the
lofty ceilings. Whilst I was gazing about in t his idle
way, my attention was attracted to a distant door, at the
end of a suite of apartments. It was closed, but every
now and then it would open, and some strange-favoured
being, generally clothed in black, would steal forth, and



94 THE SKETCH BOOK .

glide through the rooms wi thout noticing any of the

surrounding o bjects. There was an air of mystery about

this that piqued my languid curio s ity , and I determi n ed

to atte mpt the pas sage of that strait, and to explore the

unknown regions b eyond. The door yielded to my hand,

with that facility with which the portals of enchanted

castles yield to the ad ve nturous knight-errant. I found

myself in a s pacious chamb er, surrounded with g reat cases

of venerable books . Above the cases, and just unde r the

cornice, were arrang ed a great numbe r of black-looking

portr ait s ofancie nt a uthors. About the room we re pl a ce d

long tables, with s tands fo r reading and writing, a t which

s at many pale , studious per s onage s, po ri ng intently ov er

dusty volumes , rummaging a mong mouldy manuscripts,

and taking cop io us notes of their contents . A hushed

stillness r eigne d through this myst erious ap artment,

excepting that you m i ght hear the racing of pe ns ove r

s heets of paper, or occasi onally, the deep sigh of one of

these sag es, as he shifte d hi s position . to turn over the pag e

of an o l d fol io ; doubtless arisi n g from that hollowness

and flatulency inc ident to learne d research .

Now and then one of these personage s would . write

s omething on a sm all slip of paper, and ring a . bell,

whereup o n a familiar would appear, take the paper in
profound silenc e, glide out of the room, and return
shortly loaded , with pon dero us tomes, upon which th e

other would fall tooth an d nail with famished voracity .

I had n o longer a doubt tha t I had happened u pon a

body of magi, deeply engag ed in the study of occult
sciences . The sce ne reminded m e of an , old A rabian

tal e, o f a philosopher shut up in an ench a nted library,

i n the bosom of a mountain, which o pene d only o nce a

year ; where he made the spirits of the, pl ace bring h im

books of all kinds of dark knowledge, so that at the end
of the year, when the magic po rtal once mo re sw u ng
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open on its hinges, he issued forth so versed in, forbid-

den lore, as to be able to soar above the heads : of the

multitude ; and to control the powers of nature .

My cu ri osity being now fully aroused, I whispered to
one of the familiars ; as he was about to leave the room,

and begged an .interpretation of the strange scene before

me . A few ' words were sufficient for the purpose. I

found that these mysterious personages ', whom. I had
mistaken for magi, were principally authors, and in the
very act of manufacturing books . I was, in fact, in the
reading-room of the great British Library,an immense

collection of volumes of all ages and languages, many of

which are now, forgotten, and most of which are seldom
read : one of these sequestered pools of obsolete litera-
ture, to which modern authors repair, and draw buckets
full of classic lore, or "pure English, undefiled," where-
with to swell their own scanty rills of thought:

Being now in possession of the secret, I sat down in a
corner, and watched the process of this book manufac-
tory. I. noticed one lean, bilious-looking Wight, who
sought none but the most worm-eaten volumes ; printed
in black-letter. He was evidently constructing some
work of profound erudition, that would be purchased by
every man who wished to be thought learned, placed
upon a conspicuous shelf of his library, or laid open
upon his table, but never read . I observed him, now and
then, draw a large fragment of biscuit out of his pocket,
and gnaw ; whether it was dinner, or whether he was en-
deavouring to keep off that exhaustion of the stomach
produced by much pondering over dry works, I leave, to
harder students than myself to determine.

There was one, dapper little gentleman in bright-
coloured clothes, with a chirping, gossiping expression
of countenance, who had all the appearance of an
author on good terms with his bookseller. After con-
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sidering him attentively, I recognised in him a diligent
getter-up of miscellaneous works, which bustled off well
with the trade. I was curious to see how he manufactured
his wares. He made more stir and show of business
than any of the others ; dipping into various books,
fluttering over the leaves of manuscripts, taking a morsel
out of one, a morsel out of another, "line upon line,
precept upon precept, here a little and there a little ."
The contents of his book seemed to be as heterogeneous
as those of the witches' caldron in Macbeth . It was
here a finger, and there athumb,toe of frog and blind-
worm's sting, with his own gossip poured in like "ba-
boon's blood," to make the medley "slab and good. "

After all, thought I, may not this pilfering disposition
be implanted in authors for wise purposes ; may it not
be the way in which Providence has taken care that the
seeds of knowledge and wisdom shall be preserved from
age to age, in spite of the inevitable decay of the works
in which they were first produced? We see that nature
has wisely, though whimsically, provided for the convey-
ance of seeds from clime to clime, in the maws of certain
birds ; so that animals which, in themselves, are little
better than carrion, and apparently the lawless plun-
derers of the orchard and the cornfield, are, in fact ,
nature's carriers, to disperse and perpetuate her bless-
ings . In like manner, the beauties and fine thoughts of
ancient and obsolete authors are caught up by these
flights of predatory writers, and cast forth again to
flourish and bear fruit in a remote and distant tract of
time. , Many of their works, also, undergo a kind of
metempsychosis, and spring up under new forms .
What was formerly a ponderous history, revives in the
shape of a romance-an old legend changes into a
modern play-and a sober philosophical treatise furnishes
the body for a whole series of bouncing and sparkling
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essays. Thus it is in the clearing of our American wood-

lands ; where we burn down a forest of stately pines, a

progeny of dwarf oaks start up in their place ; and w

e never see the prostrate trunk of a tree mouldering into

soil, but it gives birth to a whole tribe of fungi .
Let us not, then, lament over the decay and oblivion

into which ancient writers descend ; they do but submit to
the great law of nature, which declares that all sublunary
shapes of matter shall be limited in their duration, but
which decrees, also, that their elements shall never perish .

Generation after generation, both in animal and vegetable
life, passes away, but the vital principle is transmitted to
posterity, and the species continue to flourish . Thus,
also, do authors beget authors, and having produced a
numerous progeny, in . a good old age they sleep with
their fathers, that is to say, with the authors who pre-
ceded them, and from whom they had stolen.

Whilst I was indulging in these rambling fancies, I
had leaned my head against a pile of reverend folios .
Whether it was owing to the soporific emanations from
these works ; or to the profound quiet of the room ; or to
the lassitude arising from much wandering . ; or to an
unlucky habit of napping at'improper times and places ,

~'. with which I am grievously afflicted-so it was, that I fell
into a doze. Still, however, my imagination continued

busy, and indeed the same scene remained before my
mind's eye, only a little changed in some of the details.
I dreamt that the chamber was still decorated with the
portraits of ancient authors, but that the number was
increased. The long tables had disappeared, and, in
place of the sage magi, I beheld a ragged, threadbare
throng, such as may be seen plying about the great re-
pository of cast-offclothes, Monmouth Street. Whenever
they seized upon a book, by one of those strange incon-
gruities common to dreams, methought it turned in to a

D
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.~~ garment of foreign or antique fashion, with which they
proceeded to equip themselves. I noticed, however, that
no one pretended to clothe himself from any particular
suit, but took a sleeve from one, a cape from another, a
skirt from a third, thus decking himself out piecemeal,
while some of his original rags would peep out from
among his borrowed finery.

There was a portly, rosy, well-fed parson, whom I
observed ogling several mouldy polemical writers through
an eye-glass . He soon cont ri ved to slip on the volumi-
nous mantle of one of the old fathers, and, having pur-
loined the grey beard of another, endeavoured to look
exceedingly wise ; but the smirking commonplace of his
countenance set at naught all the trappings of wisdom.
One sickly-looking gentleman was busied embroidering
a very flimsy garment with gold thread, drawn out of
several old court-dresses of the reign of Queen Eliza-
beth . Another had tri mmed himself magnificently from
an illuminated manuscript, had stuck a nosegay in his
bosom, culled from "The Paradise of Daintie Devices,"
and, having put Sir Philip Sydney's hat on one side of
h is head, strutted off with an exquisite air of vulgar
elegance. A third, who was but of puny dimensions,
had bolstered himself out bravely with the spoils from
several obscure tracts of philosophy, so that he had a
very imposing front ; but he was lamentably tattered in
rear, and I perceived that he had patched his small-

clothes with scraps of parchment from a Latin author .
There were some well-dressed gentlemen, it is true,

who only helped themselves to a gem or so, which
sparkled among their own ornaments, without eclipsing
them. Some, too, seemed to contemplate the costumes
of the old writers, merely to imbibe their principles of
taste, and to catch their air and spirit ; but I grieve to
say, that too many were apt to array themselves, from top


