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[The following piece of naval biography ks the last literary work upon which the pen of our great novelist was
engaged, and we understand [ is the only posthumous publication of his writings which will be given to the
world. It is printed verbatim from his manuscript, except in a fow instances where dates and names are filied
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N the course of the events connected
with the naval history and the naval
glory of the country, this ship has become
80 renowned by her services and her suc-
eess as to be entitled to have her biography
written, as well as those who have gained
distinction on her deck. Half a century
has endeared her to the nation, and her
carcer may be said to be coexistent, as
well as coequal in fame, with that of the
service to which she belongs. It is sel-
dom, indeed, that men have ever come to
love and respect & mere machine as this
vessel is loved and respected among the
Americans, and we hope the day may be
far distant when this noble frigate will
cease to occupy her place on the list of the
marine of the republic. It is getting to
be an honor, of itself, to have commanded
her, and a long catalogue of names belong-
ing to gallant and skilful seamen, has al-
ready been gathered into the records of
the past, that claim this enviable distinc-
tion. Among them we find those of Tal-
bot, Nicholson, Preble, Decatur, Rogers,
Hull, Bainbridge, and others, sea captains
renowned for their courage. enterprise, and
devotion to the flag. Neither disaster
nor disgrace ever befell any man who filled
this honorable station, though the keel of
this bold craft has ploughed nearly every
sea, and her pennant has been seen abroad
in its pride, in the hostile presence equally
of the Briton the Frenchman, and the Turk.
The celebrated craft, of which we are
now about to furnish a historical sketch,
VoL. L.—31

was built under a law that was approved
by Washington himself, as President,
March 27th, 1794. This law, which autho-
rized the construction of six frigates, the
commencement of an entirely new marine,
that of the Revolution having been alto-
gether laid aside, was a consequence of
the depredations of the Dey of Algiers
upon the commerce of the nation. The
keel of one of the four largest of these
frigates was laid down at Boston, and was
named The Constitution. Her rate was
that of a forty-four, though she was to be
what is called & single-decked ship, or to
possess but one gun deck, in addition to
her forecastle and quarter deck. In the
last century, it was not unusual to con-
struct vessels of this rate, which carried
batteries on two gun decks in addition to
those which were mounted on their quar-
ter decks and forecastles; but, in this in-
stance, it was intended to introduce & new
style of frigate-built ship, that should be
more than equal to cope with the old-
fashioned ships of the same rate, besides
possessing the advantage of sailing faster
on a wind and of stowing much more
freely. The gun deck batteries of these
four ships were intended to be composed
of thirty long twenty-four pound guns,
while it was then very unusual for a
frigate to carry metal heavier than an
eighteen. - This plan was carried out in
three of the six new vessels ; but, owing
to some mistake in getting out the frame,

that laid down at Norfolk. which was alse ¢
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man and employ the three frigates,” and
another was passed March 27th, 1798, ap-
propriating a considerable sum with a
similar object, neither was the first vessel
got to sea, though the Constellation was
one of the first, and the States was not
far behind her. This occurred in June
and July, 1798. In the latter month, and
on the 20th of the month, Old Ironsides
was first moved under her canvas. She
did not go to sea, however, until the suc-
ceeding month, the orders of Captain Ni-
cholson to that effect having been dated
Aug. 13th.

On this, her first cruise, the officers at-
tached to the ship appear to have been as
follows, viz. :—The celebrated Preble, since
the proudest name in American naval an-
nals, was ordered to the ship as her ori-
ginal first lieutenant, but he got relieved
from the duty, in consequence of some
dislike of her commander, and never sailed
in her until he did so with his broad pen-
nant flying on board her. The comple-
ment of the frigate was composed of the
following persons, and classes of persons,
Vig. :—

Captain,
Lieutenants, .
Do. Marines,
8ailing Master, .
Master's Mates, .

Midshipmen, .-
Purser, .

Q“m:i Gunners, 11

%

Chaplain, .
Able Seamen, .
Do. Ordinary,
Buoys, 5
Marines,
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Gunner, . . 1

At that time a captain of such a shipas
the Constitution received but $100 per
month, pay, and eight rations, or $2, per
diem ; a lieutenant received $40 a month
and three rations; midshipmen, $19 and
one ration ; able seamen, $17 & month and
ordinaries, $12.*

It may be well to state here, that in the
reports of government, the Constitution
was paid for as being 1576, carpenter’s
measurement, and her cost is stated at
$275,000. Considered in reference to or-
dinary measurement, the first is more
than a hundred tons too much; and con-
sidered in reference to & complete equip-
ment, the last materially too small. The
first cost of such a ship as the Constitu-
tion must have exceeded $300,000.

Nicholson sailed in August, 1798, car-
rying Old Ironsides into blue water for
the first time. His cruising ground was
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on the coast extending from Cape Henry
to Florida, with orders to look out fér
Frenchmen. But the French, who were
then at war with England, sent no heavy
ghips into the American waters, and it
was soon found useless to keep a vessel
of the Constitution’s weight so near home.
We find the ship, still under Nicholﬁ
on the West India station at the close
the year, when she formed one of Barry’s
squadron. If her captain had originally
worn a broad pennant in her; which we
much doubt, although he appears to have
had several .small craft under his orders,
it was now struck, Barry being the only
commodore of the wm(i ward squadron,
while Truxton, Nicholson’s junior by four,
having the leeward. Little connected with
the Constitution occurred during this
cruise, or indeed throughout that war, of
an importance to be noted. The luck of
the ship had not commenced, nor was
there much chance of any thing being
done of éclat by a vessel of her force, un-
der all the circumstances. The English
were every where, while the French
had lost so many ships already, that it
was of rare occurrence to fall in with one
of their frigates. By a singular fortune, the
only two frigate actions that took place in
the whole of the quasi war with France fell
to the share of one and the same ship, the
Constellation, which took the Insurgente
and beat off La Vengeance. The Consti-
tution returned to Boston . N
. . . and her command was transferrcd
to Talbot, who hoisted a broad pennant
in her, as commodore of what was called
the St. Domingo station. On this cruise
Hull sailed as first lieutenant.

The second cruise of Old Ironsides com-
menced in August, 1799. Her orders
were to go off Cayenne, in the first place,
where she was to remain untdl near the
close of September, when she was to pro-
ceed via Guadaloupe to Cape Frangois, at
which point, Talbot was to assume the
command of all the vessels he found on
the station. In the course of the season,
this squadron grew to be six sail, three
frigates and as many sloops, or brigs.

Two incidents occurred to Old Ironsides,
while on the St. Domingo station, that are
worthy of being noticed, the first being of
an amicable, and the d of a particu-
larly hostile character.

‘While cruising to windward the island.
a strunge sail was made, which, on closing
proved to be the English frigate, the —~—.

The commander of this ship and Com.
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* The writer of this sketch was once asked by a French admiral, * how much America paid her seamen? ™
The answer was, “ $12, $10, and $8, according to clasa” “Youn never can have s large marine, then, on ac-
eount of the cost.” “That I not so clear. What does France pay for the support of the kingly office ? ®
“ About $8,000,000,” said Lafayette, who was present. “and America pays $25,000 to her king, or $100,008,
if you will, including all expenses ™ “1 think, Admirsl, the difference would man & good many ships.™
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fill up, and get her sails bent, in order to
send a party in, also, in order to cut her
out! It was too late, however, as the
Sally could not be, and would not be de-
tained, and Hull proceeded.

There have been many more brilliant
exploits than this of the Constitution, in
sending in & party against the Sandwich,
but very few that were more neatly ex-
ecuted, or ingeniously planned. The Sally
arrived off the port, at the appointed hour,
and stood directly in, showing the custo-
mary number of hands on deck, until
coming near the letter of marque, she
ran her aboard forward, and the Constitu-
tion’s clambered in over the Sandwich’s
bows, led by Hull in person. In two mi-
nutes, the Americans had possession of
their prize, a smart brig, armed with four
sixes and two nines, with a pretty strong
crew, without the loss of s man. A party
of marines, led by Capt. Cormick, landed,
drove the Spaniards from a battery that
commanded the anchorage, and spiked the
guns. Al this was against law and right,
but it was very ingeniously arranged, and
as gallantly executed. The most serious
part of the affair remained to be achieved.
The Sandwich was stripped to a girt line,
and the wind blew directly into the har-
bor. As it was unsafe for the marines to
remain in the battery any time, it was
necessarily abandoned, leaving to the peo-
ple of the place every opportunity of an-
noying their invaders by all the means
they possessed. The battery was reoccu-
pied, and the guns cleared of the spikes
as well and asfast as they could be, while
the Americans set about swaying up top-
masts and yards and bending sails. Af-
ter some smart exertion, the brig got
royal yards across, and, at sunset, after
remaining several hours in front of the
town, Hull scaled his guns, by way of
letting it be known they could be used,
weighed, and began to beat out of the har-
bor. The Spaniards fired s few shot after
him, but with no effect.

Although this was one of the best ex-
ecuted enterprises of the sort on record,
and did infinite credit to the coolness and
spirit of all concerned, it was not quite an
illustration of international law or of jus-
tice in general. This was the first victo
of Old Ironsides in a certain sense, but al
men must regret it was ever achieved,
since it was a wrong act, committed with
an exaggerated, if not an altogether mis-
taken notion of duty. America was not
even at war with France, in the more
formal meaning of the term, nor were all
the legal consequences of war connected
with the peculiar hostilities that certainly
did exist; but with Spain she had no
quarrel whatever, and the Sandwich was
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entitled to receive all the protection and
immunities that of right belonged to her,
anchored in the neutral harbor of Port-
au-Platte. In the end not only was the
condem‘pation of the Sandwich resisted
successfully, but all the other prize-m
made by Old Ironsides in the cruise :‘;{
to pay damages. The reason why the
exploit itself never received the public
commendation to which, as a mere military
achievement, it was so justly entitled,
was connected with the illegality and reck-
lessness of the enterprise i its inception.
It follows that this, which may be termed
the Constitution’s earliest victory, was
obtained in the face of law and right
Fortunately the old craft has lived long
enough to atone for this error of her
youth by many a noble deed achieved in
defence of principles and rights that the
tl'm:lt fastidious will not hesitate to de-
end.

The Constitution returned to Boston in
Aug. 1800, her cruige being up, not only on
account of " her orders, but on account of
the short period for which men were thea
enlisted in the navy, which was one year.
On the 18th Nov., however, she was or-
dered to sail again for the old station,
still wearing the broad pennant of Talbot.
Nothing occurred of interest in the course
of this cruise; and, early in the spring.
orders were sent to recall all the cruisers
from the West Indies, in consequence of
an arrangement of the difficulties with
France.

It is certain that the good fortune of
Old Ironsides did not appear in the course
of this, her original servicee While Ni-
cholson had her, she does not seem to
have captured any thing; and, in Golds-
borough’s list of armed French ves-
sels taken during the years 1798-9, and
1801, & period of near three years, during
quite two years of which the ship must
have been actively on her cruising grounds,
he gives but four to the Constitution.
These four vessels—La Tullieand L’Esther,
two small privateers, the Sandwich and
the Sally—the last of which, by the way,
was an American, seized for illegal inter-
course with the enemy.

By the peace establishment law, ap-
proved March 3d, 1801, all the frigates
regularly constructed for the service were
fermmently retained in the navy. Old

ronsides enjoyed an excellent character
among them, and was kept, of course,
there being no other use for such a craft,
indeed, in the country, than those conm-
nected with & military marine. Our fri-
gate, however, was paid off and dismantled
at Boston, where she remained unem-
ployed from the spring of 1801 until the
summer of 1803, rather more than twe
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now appeared, was the Maidstone 36,
Captain Burdett. The delay in answer-
ing arose from a wish to gain time to clear
for action, and get to quarters, Old Iron-
sides having got alongside so quietly that
she had been taken by surprise.

After passing the time mentioned, in
the vicinity of the Straits, the Constitu-
tion sailed in quest of declared enemies.
She left Gibraltar on the 13th November
1813, and proceeded first to Algiers,
where she landed Colonel Lear, who had
come out as Consul General, On the
20th she left Algiers, and on the 24th,
while standing up the Mediterranean, on
her way to Malta, she spoke an English
frigate, which communicated & rumor, that
the Philadelphia had run ashore, off Tri-
poli, and had fallen into the hands of the
enemy. On reaching Malta, the 27th,
while lying off the port, the unpleasant
rumor was confirmed. The ship stood on
without anchoring, and arrived at Syra-
cuse next day.

Here, then, was Old Ironsides, for the
first time, in the centre of the Mediterra-
nean, and with something serious to do;
more, indeed, than could easily be accom-
plished in a single ship. Her commander
was as active a seaman as ever undertook
an enterprise, and the career of the good
ship, for the next seven months, though
she did not fire & shot in anger during
the whole time, was probably ss remark-
able as that of any vessel which ever
floated, and which encountered neither
enemies, shipwreck, nor accident of any

sort.

The Constitution lay until the 17th De-
cember at Syracuse, when she sailed for
Tripoli to look at her enemy, and to com-
municate with the unfortunate command-
er of the Philadeiphia. On the 23d the
Enterprise, Lieutenant Decatur, which
was in company, captured a Tripolitan
ketch, called the Mastico, or Mistico, with
seventy Turks of one sort and another on
board her, the prize being sent in. While
lying off Tripoli, on the 26th, it came on
to flow fiercely, and the stout ship had
need of all her excellent qualities to claw
off shore. Her escape was somewhat nar-
row, but she went clear, and returned to
Syracuse.

February 3d, 1804, Preble sent the
Mastico, now named the Intrepid, to Tri-
poli, on the well-known expedition to cut
out the Philadelphia. All the connection
our ship had with this successful and bril-
liant exploit, arose from the fact that her
commander ordered it, and four of her
midshipmen were of the party. These
young gentlemen were Messrs. Izard,
Morris, Laws, and Davis, all of whom re-
turned safely, after their victory, to the

.
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steerage of Old Ironsides. Mr. Morris
was shortly after promoted for being the
first man on the Philadelphia’s decks, as
was Mr. Izard, for other good and suffi-
cient claims. The last of these officers
resigned about six years later, when first
lieutenant of the old craft, and we shall
have occasion hereafter to speak of Mor-
ris’s service on board her, in the same
character.

Having effected this important prelimi-
pary step, Preble set the ship in motion,
in good earnest. On the 2d of March she
sailed for Malta, arrived on the 3d, and
returned on the 17th. On the 20th she
sailed again for Tripoli, where she arrived
in time to send in a flag on the 27th; a
day or two later she sailed for Tunis, en-
countering & heavy gale on the
and anchored in the bay on the 4th o
April. She left Tunis on the 7th, it blow-
ing a gale from the northwest at the time,
and reached Malta on the 12th; sailed
for Syracuse on the 14th, and arrived om
the 15th. All these movements . were
made necessary, in order to keep Tunis
quiet, ascertain the state of things at Tri-
poli and obtain supplies at Malta. Busi-
ness detained the ship at Syracuse until
the 20th, when she was again off. On
the 29th the busy craft again touched at
Malta, having scoured along the enemy’s
coast, and on the 2d of May, less than a
month from her appearance, the Bey of
Tunis had the equivocal gratification of
Again seeing her in his harbor. War had
been menaced, but peace succeeded this
demonstration, and next day the ship was
off for Naples, where she arrived on the
9th. The slow movements of the Neapo-
litans kept the active vessel ten days in
that magnificent gulf, when away she
went for Messina, with an order to get
some of the king’s gun-boats on board her.
On the 25th she was at Messina, and on
the 30th she left that place, iomg round
to Syracuse, where she anchored next
day. On the 4th of June, the Constitu-
tion was away once more for Malta, where
she anchored on the 6th, and on the 9th
she went to take another look at Tripoli.
A flag was sent in on the 13th to know
the Bashaw’s ultimatum, but that digni-
tary refusing to accede to the terms offer-
ed, the Constitution got her anchor next
day, and went to Tunis the third and
last time, accompanied by two of the
small vessels, as & hint to the Bey to re-
main quiet. The demonstration succeed-
ed, and having reached Tunis on the 19th,
the ship left it on the 22d for Syracuse,
touched at Malta on the 24th, and reach-
ed her post on the 25th. On the 29th,
away the frigate went again for Messina.
arriving the lst July, and sailing again
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the distance that batteries wish to keep
ships, by the rocks, within which it would
have been madness for a single frigate to
enter. The nearera vessel can get to bat-
teries the better ; not only on account of
the greater effect of their shot on walls,
but on account of the advantages it gives
by placing them within her range of fewer

guns. .
Although Old Tronsides was two full
hours under fire, on the 3d August, time
enough to have cut her into splinters, at
the distance at which she was fought, and
the number of guns that were brought to
bear on her, had the Turkish gunnery
been better than it was, she suffered very
little, and not at all in her hull. One
twenty-four pound shot passed through
the centre of her mainmast, thirty feet
above the deck ; her main-royal-yard was
shot away altogether ; two lower shrouds
and two back-stays were also shot away ;
and the running rigging, and sails gene-
rally, were a good deal cut. One heavy
shot, supnosed to have been a thirty-two,
entered a stern port as the ship was wear-
ing, and when she was most exposed,
quite near to Preble, some accounts
say actually beneath his leg, as he stood
with it raised on the port sill, struck the
breech of one of the quarter-deck twelves,
which it damaged materally, and broke
into fragments, that flew forward into the
waist, along a deck crowded with men, of
whom only one was injured. Here was
the old ship’s luck !—a good fortune or a
providential care, as men may choose to
regard the spirit of providential interfer-
ences, that has more or less attended the
craft in all her subsequent battles and ad-
ventures. The man who was first wound-
ed in battle, on the deck of Old Ironsides,
deserves to have his name recorded. It
was Charles Young, a marine, who had
his elbow shattered by one of the frag-
ments of the shot just mentioned. On
this occasion, both Mr. Dent and Mr.
Robinson were out of the ship. The
former had been transferred to the
Scourge, but commanded one of the bomb-
ketches in the attacks; while the other,
who had su as acting-captain of
the frigate, commanded the other. Charles
Gordon was now the first lieutenant, and
did duty as such in the action, while
Jumping Billy handled Old Ironsides un-
der fire as he would have handled her in
an American port.

The Constitution herself had no particu-
lar agency in the affairs which occurred
between the 3d and the 28th Amgust,
though many of her officers and peopie
were engaged. On the 7th, she lifted
her anchor and stood in with an intention
to mingle in the combat, but the wind
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coming out from the northward, it was
thought imprudent to carry her as near
the rocks as would be necessary to render
her fire efficient, since the loss of a mast
might have thrown her ashore. The 7th
was the day on which Caldwell was blown
up. Although the ship herself did not
fire a shot that day, many of her people
were in the thickest of the fight. The
gun-boats and ketches received crews from
the other vessels whenever they went into
action, and that day, besides ivnving her
boats out in numbers, the Constitution
put Mr. Wadsworth in No. 6, Trippe's
boat, as her commander. The lateen yard
of this boat was shot away in the action.
Although the frigate did not engage, she
kept so close in, directly to windward, as
to overawe the Tripolitan flotilla, and keep
them within the rocks. On the evening
of the 7th, Chauncy joined from America,
in the John Adams, armed en flute. The
28th was intended to be & day of special
attack. All the boats of the squadron
were manned and armed and sent to re-
main by the small vessels, in case the
flotilla, which had shown some signs of
2 determination of ing to close quar-
ters again, should put the intention in
execution. To supply the places of those

“who left the ship, Chauncy joined her
with several officers and about seventy
seamen of the John Adams, and did duty
as Preble’s captain. Lieut.-Com. Dent
also came on board—the ketches not en-
gaging—and took charge of the quarter-
deck. Izard, too, then a lieutenant on
board the Scourge, which was not engaged,
came on board his old ship. Wadsworth
continued in No. 6, and Gordon took
charge of No. 2, for the occasion. These
changes made, the vessel was ready to
engage.

The 28th was the day, when the attack
commenced early in the morning ; before
it was light, indeed. For this purpose the
American flotilla went quite close to the
rocks, and began their fire through the
openings. The brigs and schooners kept
under way, near at hand, to cover them
against any assaults from the enemy’s
boats, galleys, &c. All the Constitution’s
boats went in with the gun-boats, and
were under fire from the first. As the
day dawned, Old Ironsides weighed an-
chor, and stood in towards the town. Her
approach wasin the most admirable style,
and Fort English, the Bashaw’s Castle,
the Crown, and Mole Batteries, all opened
upon her, as soon as she came within
range. The signal was now made for the
gun-boats to withdraw, and for the brigs
and schooners to take them in tow. Old

" Ironsides then took the game into her own

hands, to cover the retreat, and may be
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single marine already named, Charles
Young, injured on her decks.

The attempt with the Infernal came
next, and in her went Wadsworth and
Israel, with six of the Constitution’s crew,
to man the cutter. Somers had the Nau-
tilus’ boat, and four of his own men. All
were lost of course, which made the total
loss of the fngat.e out. of her proper crew,
while engaged before Tripoli, only two
licutenants and six men killed, and one
marine wounded. The whole of the im-
portant service, indeed, effected by Preble,
in his mewmorable forty days of active ope-
rations before the town, cost the country
but thirty killed, and twenty-four wound-
ed. Among those who fell, were one com-
mander, four lieutenants, and one mid-
shipman ; and among the wounded one
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afterwards joined her, and on the 24th,
Old Ironsides took an armed xebeck, and
two Neapolitans her prizes, that were en-
deavoring to enter the port. Not long
after, the ship went to Malta.

On the 22d May, Commodore Barron
formally transferred the command of the
squadron to Rodgers, who hoisted a pen-
nant once more on board Old Ironsides.
Commodore Rodgers had now the choice
between the sister vesselg, the President
and Constitution, but he chose to keep the
one he was in.

As the active season was at hand, it be-
came necessary now to treat, or to pre-
pare for another series of offensive opera-
tions. Col. Lear had been sent for by the
Essex, and the Constitution going oft Tri-
poh, the negotiations commenced which

captain (Decatur), and one lieut

On the 10th, Com. Barron arrived with
the President and Constellation, to relieve
Preble. On the 12th, the Constitutien
captured two Greek ships, loaded with
wheat, that were trying to force the block-
ade, and Barron sent the frigate to Malta,
with her prizes, where she arrived De-
cember 17th. Soon after reaching Malta,
the command of Old Ironsides was trans-
ferred to Decatur, Preble returning home
in the John Adams.

The active service of the war, so far as
the larger vessels were concerned, had
now terminated, though the blockade was
maintained by different vessels. Deca-
tur’s command of the Constitution was of
short continuance, Rodgers claiming her,
on account of rank, and exchanging her
for his old ship, the Congress. The trans-
fer was made at Syracuse on the 6th
November.

By this time Old Ironsides had used up,
transferred, or lost, one way with anoher,
about eighty of her original crew, and
Barron ordered her to Lisbon, to pick up
others there, if possible, assigning impor-
tant duties to her near the Straits. The
ship left Syracuse, November 27th, and
having touched at Gibraltar and Tangiers,
anchored before the town of Lisbon, De-
cember 28th. It was February 5th, be-
fore the men were picked up, when the
ship sailed from Lisbon, and remaining off
Tangiers, and about the Straits, for a few
days, she proceeded aloft, again, and
joined the squadron at Malta, on the 25th
of the same month. Soon after she went
off Tripoli, her old scene of glery, but re-
turned by orders within the month. By
this time the health of Barron was so bad,
as to render Rodgers the efficient com-
mander of the squadron, and the ship
went off Tripoli, once more, coming in
sight of the place, April 5th, 1805. The
President, under Commander Cox, soon

ted in the desired peace, the end
of all war. Nations go to war because
they are at peace, and they make peace
because they are at war! The negoti-
ations that terminated the war with Tri-
poli, took place in the cabin of Old Iron-
sides. She had come late into the conflict,
but had done more to bring it to a conclu-
sion, than all the frigates that had pre-
ceded her, and was fated to see the end.

"It is said that this was the first treaty

ever concluded with one of the States of
Barbary, on shipboard. It was cer-
tainly a striking event for a hostile vessel
to be thus employed, and proved the im-
pressions which recent occurrences had
made on the usually haughty Turk. The
treaty was signed on ghore by the Bashaw,
however, and June 3d a copy was
brought by the Danish Consul, Niesen,
on board the Constitution, and delivered
to Col. Lear and Rodgers. Old Ironsides
now exchanged salutes with the town,
and thus ended the war with Tripoli, after
more than four years’ continuance.

The occupation of the good craft did
not cease, however, with the arrangement
with the Bashaw, nor was she destined to
return to this hemisphere for some time
longer. The Bey of Tunis had manifested
a warlike disposition for a8 long time. and
a strong force being now in the Mediter-
ranean, Rodgers saw that the nt was
s good occasion to bring that difficulty to
a conclusion also. He had collected most
of his vessels at Syracuse, where the Con-
stitution arrived about the middle of June.
At a later day the squadron passed over
to Malta, and July 23d, 1805, Old Iron-
sides sailed from Malta, leading a squad-
ron, composed of three other frigates, a
brig, two schooners, a sloop, and several
large, American-built gun-boats, that had
actually crossed the ocean that summer.
The Congress and Vixen were already off
the port, making, when every thing was

L]







1853.

that of Boston. Yankee born, and Yan-
kee bred, she had had Yankee command-
ers, until Decatur got her; and in that
day there was more of provincial feeling
among us than there is at present. This
was probably the reason that the Consti-
tution was so often taken to Boston; out
of which port she has sailed, owing to
peculiar circumstances, on every one of
her most successful cruises.

When Nicholson went on the southern
coast, there was no port, in that quarter,
into which he would be likely to go with
80 heavy a ship; and unless he did, we
do not see when Old Ironsides could have
been in any haven of the country, except
Boston, until the close of the year 1807.
This visit to New-York, however, broke
the charm, and since that, nearly every
important point of the coast, that has suf-
ficient water to receive her, has had a
visit. Rodgers kept Old Tronsides, until
18 , when he shifted his pennant to the
President, under the impression that the
last was the faster ship. Some persomns
fancied the good craft had lost her sailing.

* * * * * *

Deaths and resignations had made
Rodgers the oldest officer afloat, and he
did very much as he chose in these mat-

ters. Off the wind, the President was
unquestionably one of the fastest ships

that ever floated, but on a wind, the Con-
stitution was her match, any day, es-
pecially if the vessels were bmught to

double-reefed topsail The Pr

was a more roomy ship, perhaps, tum-
bling home the least, but Old Ironsides
was confessedly of the stoutest frame, and
the best ribbed.

The sailing of many of the vessels fell
off about this time, and we think an intel-
ligent inquiry would ghow that it was
owing to a cause common to them all.
The commanders were anxious to make
their vessels as efficient as possible, by
loading them with guns, and filling them
with men. The spars, too, were some-
what increased in weight, which produced
an increase in ballast. The guns and
spars were not of so much moment, but
the additional men required additional

rovisions and water, and this sunk the

ull deeper in the water, and demlnded a

ter moving power. When Barrly
took the States out to the West Indies,
she was one of the fastest frigates that
ever floated, though the Constitution was
thought to be her equal. About the
year 1810, nevertheless, the States had
got 80 bad & name for sailing, that she
went by the soubriquet of the Old Wag-
goner, and was held quite cheap by all
who were in a hurry, The Macedonian,
her prize, certainly best her under a jury
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mizzenmast; but some ome took the
trouble to overhaul the hold of the
States one day, and to lighten her, and
now she defies the world !

Rodgers had & good and a deserved
reputation for fitting out a ship; but he
was fond of men, and usually filled his
vessels too full of one thing and another.
Owing to this, or some other reason, he
lost his first love for Old Ironsides, and
deserted her for the President.

It is & great mistake to try to give s
puissant battery to a vessel that was never
meant to one. One cannot make a
frigate of a sloop-of-war, by any expedi-
ent; and the uses of an active sloop may
be injured by an abortive attempt so to
do. This is particularly true of very
small, sharp vessels, which lose their trim
by sllght variations, and which, at the
best, can be nothing but smali, sharp ves-
sels, and if properly stowed, of great effi-
ciency, on account of their gpeed ; if not,
of very little, on account of an umvond:ble
want of force.

Hull succeeded Rodgers in the com-
mand of the Constltutwn, and the good
ship was compelled to strike her broad
pennant. As for Hull, he knew his ship
well—having been a lieutenant in her, and
her first lieutenant besides. Morris, too,
who had sailed in her as a midshipman,
under Preble, and who had been pro-
moted out of her into the Argus, Hull’s
old brig, before Tripoli, now joined her, as
her new first lieutenant. e transfer
was made at Hampton Roads, in the sum-
mer of 1810. During the vemainder of
the season, the ship cruised on the coast,
and she wintered at New London.

Nothing worthy of being recorded oc-
curred under this new state of things,
until the Constitution was ordered to
Europe, in the course of the year 1811,
with Mr. Barlow on board, and with
money to pay the interest on the Dutch
debt. In that day, it was a common
thing to send vessels of war across the
Atlantic, on the errands of the public,
though this was the first time, since 1800,
that a ship as heavy as the Constitution
was thus employed. Under Hull, while
thus employed, the Constitution’s lieuten-
ants appear to have been, Messrs. Morri
Page, Wadsworth, Read, ** #** ¢ m
Morgan. Of thuse offi Messrs. Mor-
ris, Wadsworth, Read, and Morgan, are
still living, and have all carried broad

nants.

The ship sailed for Cherbourg direct.
Off that port she found a strong British
squadron, under the late Sir Pultney Mal-
colm, who was in the Royal Oak seventy-
four. Old Ironsides, on this jon, was
nearly surrounded by Englishmen, ail of
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each case the assertion of the man himself
was all the testimony as to nationality,
while Hull could show his deserter had
shipped voluntarily, whereas Burns had
been impressed.

The occurrence of such a transaction,
in the roads of Spithead, in the height of
a war, and among forty English cruisers,
could not but produce a great excitement
at Portsmouth. Every boat that came
. off to the Constitution brought rumors of

a hostile character from the shore. “It
was impossible,” these rumors said, * that
a foreign man-of-war could be permitted
to quit the roads under such circumstan-
ces, carrying off an English deserter in
her.” Hull meant to do it, nevertheless,
and Old Ironsides manifested every dis-
position to do her duty. A frigate an-
chored near her, and ull took )us ship
outside of the fleet, where he was followed
by the heaviest frigate in theroads. “This
will do well enough,” said Hull, to one of
his lieutenants; “if they don’t send any
more I think I can manage that chap, and

‘twill be a pretty fair fight.” The Con-
stitution went to quarters and lighted up
her batteries, exercising guns for a quarter
of an hour. The frigate came close to
her, but no hostilities were offered, and
the Constitution carried off her man un-
molested.

Off Cherbourg the Constitution again
fell in with the English blockading force.
After communicating with one of the ves-
sels she began to beat in towards the har-
bor. It was raining a little, and the day
was clouded, though clear enough for all
the purposes of war. The English vessels
formed in a line ahead, and beat up a short
distance to leeward of the American fri-
gate, tacking as she tacked, while one of
their light cruisers kept close under her
lee. Hull, on quitting Cherbourg, had
agreed on a signal, by which his ship
might be known on her return; but some
peculiar circumstances prevented the sig-
nal being shown just at that moment, and
the batteries mistaking her for an enemy,

to fire. This was a most crntical
situation for Old Ironsides, as she was
now near enough to be torn to pieces if
she bore up, and the French commenced
in earnest on her. As it was every, or
nearly every shot fired, hit her. Hull was
standing in one of her gungwsys with
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Read near him, just as s gun was fired.
Read was looking towards the battery
that was firing, and Hull was looking in-
board at that moment. As soon as the
shot was clear of the smoke Read saw it,
and he spoke to his captain, requesting
him to move. Hull did not move, how-
ever, or even look round, and the shot
passed through the hammocks, within
two or three feet of the place where he
stood, knocked the stern of the launch
into pieces, and damaged another boat
that was stowed alongside her. Another
shot struck in the bend, just below the
gangway, but did not pass through. Not-
withstanding all this, Old Ironsides stood
steadily on, and the signal was soon after
shown, though not from the part of the
ship agreed on. It was the nerve mani-
fested on board that caused the French to
cease firing, and the ship shortly after
passed inside. This was the only occa-
sion on which our gallant frigate ever
received a French shot in her ribs, although
she had been used in a French war.

After lying some time at Cherbourg,
the Constitution sailed for home, reaching
Hampton Roads late in the winter of
1812, or early in the spring. The ship
was soon after carried up to Washington,
and most of her people were discharged.
Morris and Page left her, but some of
her lieutenants continued attached to her
—it being intended to fit her out again.
Hull also continued his command. He
told the Secretary of the bad sailing of
the ship, and advised that she should be
hove out that her copper might be exam-
ined. Harraden, her old master, under
Preble, was then master of the Washing-
ton Yard, and he offered to put the ship
in sailing trim, if Hull would give her up
to him for that purpose. The arrange-
ment was made, and Jumping Billy* went
to work, like & true seaman as he was.
After repairing the ship’s copper, she was
restowed with about two-thirds of her
former ballast, and the effect was magical.
Her old officers, when they came to try
her, scarce knew the ship, she proved to
be so much lighter and hveller than before.
There iz little question that Jump
Billy’s precaution served Old Ironsides
in the arduous trial she was now so soon
to undergo.

(To be concluded in our next.]

* This aoubrlquet came ﬁ-um the name of &
great favorite with this officer. Harraden

a native of Masachussetta, who had been impressed, and
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an awkward trance. In dancing he man-

to wind his feet in several yards of
thule belonging to his bride’s apparel, and
to get & dreadful fall. At supper, he got
choked with a chicken’s wing, and had
several stout fellows thumping him on
the back before he could recover his
breath. None of this escaped Dash-
wood’s eye. My brother had commis-
sioned him to use all his comic powers
upon Therese. Robert was pining to see
her revive, and Dashwood strove zealously
to bring back the coquettish smiles, and
their attendant dimples, which had first
ensnared his susceptible friend. Therese
could not resist Dashwood’s drollery. She
lsughed when he called her attention to
Dandy wound up in thule,and struggling
on the floor, while the band paused for
his release, and bid her behold the Dandy
of the day! Robert was ever near her,
catching her smiles and watching the old
light of early summer days, as it broke
beautifully on her brow.

Grandma was at the wedding. A gay il-
lusion cap, and & new velvet, with many
new airs and graces, were brought out for
the cccasion. No swan ever curved her
neck more complacently, than did this tri-
umphant belle of old, as she circled about
the illuminated rooms. These were the
weddings for her, she informed her friends,
None of your blue-nosed morning affairs
for her, she never attended them at all.
She loved the real old Virginia “ break
downs,” when the masters' heads swam
il;d champagne, and the servants’ in apple

dy.

‘ The Blarntons are old Virginia aristo-
crats,” she remarked. “The family never
do things by halves. A relative of theirs,
Col. William Blarnton of Reedy Creek,
gave a party on one occasion which finally
drove him to prison.”

“That costly and magnificent entertain-
ment,” said Mrs, Barbara, who was in one
of her happiest moods, “was given to me
when I was married, and I always larfed
and told Mr. Rushton that Col. Blarnton
had given me his estate.” In this delight-
ful manner that brilliant conversationist,
Mrs. Barbara, beguiled many a weary
wall flower on that memorable evening.

Sappingwood, illustrious valet, also dis-
tinguished himself here. It seemed that
since Dashwood’s return, that remarkable
servant had dropped his master, and tak-
en the poet for his model, in dress, manner,

iage, and the small courtesies general-
mwing that our ex attaché was
just returned from the seat of grace and
fashion, Sappingwood kept his eye upon
him, and was often seen practising the last
tip before & large mirror in my brother’s
dressing-room. Now there was at the
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wedding a notorious exquisite, who imagin-
ed himself partially eclipsed by Dash-
wood, and who had not failed to obeerve
Sap'’s fidelity in all his movements to his
illustrious original. In the gentlemen’s
dressing-room Sap figured largely, and
being an adept in matters of taste and
style, was, of course, in great demand.
The exquisite, wishing to throw some rid-
icule on Dashwood, gave his valet an or-
der in French. To his surprise, Sap ap-

proached him with & bow, and said :

“ Que voulez-vous, monsieur 7" with the
very air and accent of Dashwood true to
the life.

Highly pleased at his success, the ex-
quisite, In order to stimulate him to far-
ther displays, languidly extended s bank-
note, and asked Sap in drawling tones if
hevv;ould be kind enough to recognise
a

Sap, having exhausted his French, re-
plied m his vernacular, ¢ Certainly, sir,”
remarking with a very low bow, as he put
up the note in his red morocco pocket-
book, that he always made it a point to
recognize & friend in any company, though
he would do the V's the justice to say
that he had never heard of their being
seen with the gentleman before.

After the marriage ceremony, grand-
ma came majestically to me, and gave it
a8 her deliberate and unalterable opinion,
that Mrs. Dandy was still an old maid !

¢ Nothing under the sun,” said Mrs. Bar-
bara solemnly, “no ring—no priest—no
ceremony—can prevent that unfortunate
woman from being an old maid.”

“If she were to marry forty times”
continued the dowager in & chilling whis-
per, which made the blood run cold, “she
would still be an old mad! And she
might remove from here, and settle with
that truly remarkable creature, Dandy, in
Texas if she chose, and every man, wo-
man and child would know her to be an
old maid. Old maid is written on her
forehead—is heard in her voice—is legible
on the very on which she wears her
weddil‘ls ring. You might blindfold
and only let me hear her voice, mdmei
should immediately exclaim, ‘ There speaks
an old maid of forty!’> You might take
me to Jericho, and just by way of experi-
ment show me one single ringlet—the
smallest tip of one of her corkscrew curls,
and what would I say? Why I would
immediately exclaim, ¢ This belonged to an
old maid of forty !’ I should, upon my
word. Therefore, I repeat it, what hope
is there for her ? Can she escape ? No—
eﬁnp:aﬁall no. She is Dmdyldor ‘1:3

andy-—priest or no priest—an old mai
until doomsday ! »

Unecle Joe forgot his rheumatism at this
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them about Babylon from almost the time
of their deportation down to the twelfth
century of the Christian ers, when the He-
brew traveller, Benjamin of Tudels, wan-
dered over the regions of the East and
among the cities of the captivity to seek
the remnant of his ancient nation.
- - - - L] L

“As early as the third century Hebrew
travellers visited Babylon, and some of
them have left records of the state of their
countrymen. The Babylonian Talmud,
eompiled in the beginning of the sixth cen-
tury, contains many valuable notices of the
condition of the Jewish colonies in Babylo-
nia, and enumerates more than two hun-
dred Babylonian towns then under the
Persian rule, inhabited by Jewish families.
In manuscripts of the eighth and ninth
centuries we have further mention of these
colonies.

“In the twelfth century, Benjamin of Tu-
dela found no less than twenty thousand
Jews dwelling within twenty miles of Bab-
ylon, and worshipping in the synagogue,
built, according to tradition, by the prophet
Daniel himself. In Hillah alone were ten
thoussnd Eersons and four gynagogues, and
he gives the number of families and of their
Elmea of worshi[l:, in every town he visited,

eeping during his journey an exact daily
itinerary, which includes nearly all the sta-
tions on the modern caravan routes. Al-
lowing for some exaggeration on the part
of this traveller, it 18 still evident that a
very considerable Jewish population lived
in the cities of Babylonia. It has greatly
diminished, and in some places has entirely
disappeared. A few families still linger at
Hillah, and in Baghdad the principal native
trade and money transactions are carried
on by Jews, who are the bankers and bro-
kers of the governors of the city, as they
no doubt anciently were of the Abasside
Caliphs.

= According to their own tradition these
Hebrew families were descended from the
Jews of the captivity. They still preserved
their pedigrees, and traced their lineage to
the princes and prophets of Judah. Their
chief resided at Baghdad, and his title was
‘Lord Prince of the Cn‘ftivity.’ He was
lineally descended, according to his people,
from king David himself. Even Moh
dans acknowledged his claim to his noble
birth, and called him ‘Qur Lord, the son
of David.' His authority extended over
the countries of the East as far as Thibet
and Hindostan. He was treated on all oc-
casions with the greatest honor and respect,
and when he appeared in public he wore
robes of embroidered silk, and a white turban
encircled by a diadem of gold.”—pp. 528, 524.

And having thus hastily glanced at
matters of interest to the Onental scholar
and biblical student, we must refer him
to the volume itself for much more that
our limits compel us to by unno-
ticed : and proceed to the consideration of
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another topic, in which the Christian of
our day cannot but feel a lively concern.
What is the present state of Christianity
among the Nestorian and Armenian Chris-
tians 7 Here is first Mr. Layard’s pic-
ture of the Nestorian patriarch, for the
full understanding of which, recent events
in the history of the Nestorians (familiar
enough, we presume, to Christians in
America) must be recalled.

“Following s precipitous pathway, and
mounted on a tall and sturdy mule, we
spied an aged man with long robes, black
turban, and a white beard which fell al-
most to his girdle. A few lusty mountain-
eers, in the striped dress and conical felt
c? of the Christian tribes, walked by his
side and supported him on the
which with difficulty scrambled over the
loose stones. We at once recognized the
features of Mar Shamoun, the Patriarch of
the Nestorians, or, as he proudly terms
himself, “of the Chaldeans of the East.”
He had not known of our coming, and he
shed tears of joy as he embraced us. Koch-
hannes, his residence, was not far distant,
and he turned back with us to the village.
Since I bad eeen him, misfortune and grief,
more than age, had worn deep furrows on
his brow, and had turned his hair and beard
to silvery grey. We had last met at Mosul,
the day previous to his escape from con-
finement 1nto Persia. Since that time he had
been wandering on the confines of the two
border countries, but had now sought re-
pose once more in the old seat of the patri-
archs of the mountain tribes.

“ We soon reashed his dwelling. It is sol-
idly built of hewn stone, and stands on the
very edge of a precipice overhanging s ra-
vine, through which winds a branch of the
Zab. A dark vaulted passage led us into
the room, scarcely better lighted by s
small window, closed by a greased sheet of
coarse paper. The tattered remains of a
felt carpet, spread in a corner, was the
whole of its furniture. The garments of
the Patriarch were hardly less worn and
ragged. Even the miserable allowance of
300 pisstres (about 2/. 10a), which the
Porte had promised to pay him monthly on
his return to the mountains was long in ar-
rears, and he was supported entirely by the
contributions of his faithful but poverty-
stricken flock. Kochhannes was, moreover,
still & heap of ruins. At the time of the
massacre Mar Shamoun scarcely saved him-
self by a precipitous flight before the fero-
cious Kurds of Beder Khan Bey entered
the village and slew those who still lin-
gered in it, and were from age or infirmi-
ties unable to escape.

“Mar Shamoun, at the time of my visit,
had no less cause to bewail the misfortunes
of his people than his personal sufferings.
The latter were perhaps partly to be attri-
buted to his own want of prudence and
foresight. Old influences, which I could
not but deeply deplore, and to which I do
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the Pasha to ameliorate the social condition
of the Christian population.

"Shortl{ after my arrival, the Armenian
bishop called upon me. He was dressed in
the peculiar costume of his order,—lo
black robes and a sapacious black hood al-
most concealing his head,—and was accom-
panied by the priests and principal laymen
of his diocese. On his breast he wore the
rich diamond crescent and star of the Turk-
ish order of merit, of which he was justly

roud. It had been asked for him of the
ultan by the Pasha, as an encouragement
to the Christians, and as a proof of the spirit
of tolerance which animated the govern-
ment. If such principles were fully carried
out in Turkey, there would be good h(épe
for the empire. Although he been du-
ly elected several years before to his epis-
copal dignity, he still wanted the formal
consecration of the patriarch of his church.
This ceremony had hitherto been omitted
on account of differences which had es-
tranged the Armenian clergy residing in
the gl‘urkiah dominions from the head of
their sect, whose seat is the convent of
Echmindsin, made over to Russia at the
close of the last war. These differences,
arising from political interference in the
management of the affairs of the Church,
had for some time threatened a division in
the community, that portion of it which
acknowledges the authority of the Sultan
wishing to place itself under @ patriarch
who resides at Cis, in Cilicia, and, conse-
quently, beyond foreign control. The quar-
rel had now, however, been settled, and
the bishop was on the eve of his departure
to receive that consecration which was es-
tial to his due ission into the Arme-
nian hierarchy.”—pp. 891, 892.

The picture of the Armenian clergy,
however, seems to hold out but little pros-
pect of usefulness in their ministrations.

“The church, a substantial modern edi-
fice, stands within the court-yard. Its
walls are covered with pictures as primi-
tive in design as in execution. There is &
victorious St. George blowing out the
brains of a formidable dragon with a bright
brass blunderbuss, and saints, attired in the
traditionary garments of Europe, perform-
ing extravagant miracles. The intelligence
of the good priest at the head of the con-
vent was prettz well on & par with his il-
lustrated church history. He was a speci-
men of the Armenian cl er%y of Asia Minor.
As he described each subject to me, he
sEoke of the Nestorians as heretics, because
they were allowed, by the canons of their
church, to marry their mothers and grand-

though the extract be long, we must let
him speak his own words. We have been
80 long accustomed to hear ourselves de-
nounced by the English press, as an all-
grasping, unprincipied, and “ annexing®
race, wandering over the face of the earth
for no purpose but that of plunder or
traffic ; that it is quite refreshing to en-
counter & story told by an English gen-
tleman of what he has seen done by Ame-
ricans, who, in a holy cause, have enter-
ed upon, and successfully labored in, a field
to which English philanthropy in the
East has not even found its way. Let us
hear what Mr. Layard has to say of our
American missions in the East. He thus
writes of occurrences at Wan.

“I called in the evening on the bishop,
and next morning, at his invitation, visited
the principal schools. Five have been es-
tablished since the fall of the Kurdish Beya,
and the enjoyment of comparative protec-
tion Eg e Christian m)uhﬁuu. Only
one had been opened within the walls; the
rest were in the gardens, whicl are thickly
inhabited by Armenians, and form exten-
sive suburbs to Wan. The school in the
town was held in a spacious building newl
erected, and at that time scarcely lgnish
More than two hundred children of all ages
were assembled. They went through their
exercises and devotions st the sound of &
bell with great order and precision, alter-
nately standing and squatting on ‘heir
hams on small cushions placed in mws
across the hall. An outer room held basins
and towels for washing, and the cloaks and
shoes taken off on entering. Books were
scarce. There were not more than a score
in the whole school. The first class, which
had made some progress, had a few elemen-
tary works on astronomy and history, pub-
lished by the Armenian prese at Constanti-
nople and Smyrna, but only one copy of
each. The boys, at my request, sang and
chanted their prayers, and repeated their
simple lessons.

“Such schools, imperfect though they ba,
are proofs of a great and increasing im-

rovement in the Christian communities of
g‘urkey. A change of considerable impor-
tance, and which, it is to be hoped, may
lead to the moet beneficial results, is now
taking place in the Armenian Church. R’
is undoubtedly to be attributed to the jodi-
cious, earnest, and zealous exertions of the
American missi ies; their establish
ments, scattered over nearly the whole
Turkish empire, have swakened am
the Christians, and principally amongst

mothers; of the Protest. as fr

or atheists; and of the great nations of
Europe as the Portuguese, the Inglese, the
Muscovs, and the Abbash (Abyssinians)."—
Pp. 409, 410.

But Mr. Layard anticipates better
things for the Armenian Christians ; and

r a spirit of inquiry and a desire
for the reform of abuses, and for the culti-
vation of their minds, which must ulti-
mutely tend to raise their political, as well
as their social, ition in the human scale.
It is scarcely n years since the first
institution for Christian instruction on Pro-
testant (independent) principles was opened
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1 have no liking to detail such scenes
in words. I distrust descriptions where
horrors are heaped together, and as most
people turn away from them as exaggera-
tions, they often serve the bad end of
blunting the keen edge of sympathy. I
will not describe here.

In the open part of the Five Points,
there were men and women standing about
the door of the grocery where rum was sold ;
children were playing around, all dirty,
and some of them sickly in appearance,
and there were other figures amongst whom
were such as might have just stepped out
of Hogarth’s Gin Lane. Throughout
the place there was an indescribable air of
confusion, dirt and misery. But at the
base of the tri space where the
Five Points meet, stood a large brick house,
on which was painted in great lette:

* Five Points House of Industry.” I
often of late heard of this house, and as
our visit to the place was chiefly for the
sake of seeing it, we went in. I heard its
history this afternoon for the first time.
It was a story worth hearing and repeating.
It began thus:

You know how full of despair this Five
Points seemed for years, how nobody had
the courage to attack it ; how vice increas-
ed here with the increasing misery ; how
the gulf between this place and Broadway,
grew wider every year ; how in the centre

and very heart of this Christian city was
a shame worse than barbarism, and an

evil worse than adversity. There were
plenty of kindly and excellent people who
meant to do their duty, and gave away
much in charity, but who only thought
of this place as an evil not to be remedied
by any efforts of theirs, and indeed per-
haps a part of the social system
of a great city. It was a dangerous and
detestable error ; dangerous in any coun-
try, but more than in any other, in our
own. Happily it was not unive:

years ago some good people de-
termined that something must be done to
better this state of things. A young
clergyman was engaged to go down an
work here. He had not been at work
long before he found that it was of little
avail to preach, and to give away Bibles
and tracts to those, who were s0 destitute
of the means of comfort, as to be reckless
of good orof evil. “ Why preach virtue to
us, who cannot be virtuous, unless we are
ready to starve?” said poor forlorn women
to him. “Why tell us to be good,” asked
the children, “ when we must steal or be
whipped ? 1t is better to be bad than to
be good.” Such questions were too pathe-
tic, too earnest, to be di These
women, driven by want to vice and mi-
sery,
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“ Paint on their beantiless cheeks,
And hunger snd shame in their bosoms ;

the last light of loveliness quenched m
their wan hard eyes, were women even in
their ruin, and as such appealed with the
thoughts of what they might have been,
with the force of precious remembrances
and the present influence of all noble love,
to every worth'z man. ~ These children too,
with none of the grace, the beauty, or the
divine glory of childhood, still, by the un-
certainty of the future, by its double
Bmspwt, claimed every effort for their aid.

ndisheartened, undi by the sight
of s0o much to be doneyegy {mdeqmu?‘
means, the missionary determined that he
would get work and instruction for all
that came to him, and help them, that
they might learn to help themselves. In or-
der to do this more effectually, he procured
the indictment of one of the vilest houses of
the place, the keeper was turned out of it.
he had it cleaned and set in order, and
then went into it with his wife to live.
An heroic act this seems to me ; it was a
brave, faithful thing, for that husband and
wife to go down here to live among such
neighbors, surrounded by such sights, ex-
posed to all the unwholesome inflnences of
the place. It was a deed for New-York to
be proud of.

ing one or two rooms for them-

selves, the missionary and his wife turned
the others into school-rooms, work-rooms,
and bed-rooms for the vagrant and home-
less, Work was obtained from trades-
people. Old cast-off clothes were sought.
A bakery was opened in a lower room,
where the bread was sold cheap. A school
was opened, and the children who came in
were washed and made comfortable.
Those who had no care elsewhere, were
kept and clothed. Young girls and wo-
men were sheltered and taught to labor.
Placts in the country were sought for
where they could be safely established.
A Sunday school was held, and all the
means which earnest, benevolent ingenui-
ty could devise, were employed in this
work for the vagabond, the érsnken, the
outcast. And for these two years it has
been going ornf struggling with difficulties,
with want of means and want of help,
fighting against the opposition of those
who were accustomed to make money out
of the sins and poverty of others, against
foolish prejudice, and against thent’housmd
depressing, often recurring, obstacles that
arise from the characters of those
whom it was meant toserve. Still, it has
gone on steadily, and is daily spreading
its gracious influences.

Such in brief was the story as I heard
it. It is not often that we hear nows-
days of self-devotion thorough as this. of
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teen he wrote a political letter to a friend, the ©United ” and “ Social
which was pabli in the Dartmouth Friends.” They were then secret soci-

Gazette, from which I will copy a para-

“ Internally secure, we have nothing to
fear. Let Kurope pour her embattied
millions around us; let her thronged co-
horts cover our shores from the St. Law-
rence to the St. Mary’s, yet United Co-
lumbia shall stand unmoved ; the manes
of her deceased Washington shall still

the liberties of his country and di-
rect the sword of freedom in the day of
battle. Heaven grant that the bonds of
our federal union may be strengthened ;
that Gallic emissaries and Gallic princi-
ples may be spurned from our land ; that
traitors may be abashed, and that the
stars and stripes of United Columbia may
wave triumphant!” Two years later he
wrote as follows :—* Our constitution has
left, it is true, a wide field for the exer-
tions of popular infrigue, while it has
strongly fortified against executive en-
croachments. This is the general nature
and construction of governments perfectly
free. They are much better secured
against tynnny than against licentious-
ness. Yet it has been said, with as much
truth as eloguence, that ‘the thunderbolt
of despotism is not more fatal to public
liberty than the earthquake of popular
commotion.” It would be a phenomenon
in history ; it would be like a comet which
appears but once in a hundred centuri
if there should be found a government ad-
vancing to despotism by regular and pro-
gressive encroachment. The path of des-
potism leads through the mire and dirt
of uncontrolled democracy. When this
government fallg, it will owe its destrue-
tion to some administration that sets out
in its career with much adulation of the
sovereign much profession of eco-
nomy and reform, and it will then pro-
ceed to prostraie the fairest institutions
of government by the of saving
expense, but really with the purpose of
destroying constitutional checks.”

Poetry was a favorite species of com-
rosntlon with Mr. Webster while in col-
ege. Besides his contributions to the
press and poetic epistles to his friends, he
often wrote in verse for public exhibitions.
Early in his college course, he wrote his
own declamations for the stage, while
others were permitted to speak selected

ieces. A classmate of his informs me that

e remembers one poetic composition
which he spoke, of which every line ended
in i-o-n.

Mr. Webster also took a prominent part
in the exercises of the literary society of
which he was & member. There existed
at that time an intense rivalry between

eties, and embraced a m;;onty of the
members of college. The Fraternity was
somewhat depressed. Mr. Webster be-
came its champion, and gave it a more
elevated position in the college. The re-
cords of that have been mutilated,
and the manuscript oration of Mr. Web-
ster, which was dgehvemd by him at the
time of his graduation, before the society,
has been purloined by some htanry thief,
who ought to be disfranchised from the re-
public of letters.
——— “ I» intostabilis ot sacer esto.”

The records, so far as t.heyenst,oon-
t;n the followmg entries respecting Mr.

ebster

“ His initia.tion oecurred Nov. 7, 1797.

“The society met, sccording to sdjourn-
mo;l’:’t, at Brother Webster's room, Nov. 21,
b g

“ At the election of officers, Aug. 14, 1798,
Freshman Webeter was chosen ‘Inspector
of Booka.'”

“May 17, 1799, Sophomore Webster was
chosen *Librarian.’ ”

“ Aug. 20, 1799, Messrs. Webster & Brack-
ett were chosen to write ‘a Dislogue’ for
exhibition at the next commencement.”

“QOet. 15, 1799, Voted to deposit in the
archives of the United Fuwrmtz an Ora-
tion delivered by Junior Webster.

“ Nov. 25, 1799. A voluntary ont.lon
from Brother Webster closed the exercises. ”

“Dee. 3, 1799, ‘An ontxonfrom Brother
Webster opened the mee'.m%l

“May 27, 1800. At the choosing of offi-
cers, Junior Webster was ¢ Vice-President.'”

“ May 19, 1800. Junior Webster was ap-
pointed ‘Orator’ for the ensuing ocom-
mencement.”

“Qet. 7, 1800. An oration on ambmon,
by Brother ‘Webster, completed the exer-
cises.”

“Nov. 25, 1800. Daniel Webater was

loctad P_ 1d t of the J

The entire record of Mr. Webster’s se-
nior year is lost. His labors difring that
year are said to have exceeded those of
the three pi It should be
remembered also, that it was not the cus-
tom of the secre to record the names
of the speakers who participated in the
extemporaneous debt.teo, which at that
%nod were very frequent. Here Mr.
i ebztet was unanimously admitted to be

facile princeps ; and, so far as the socie
or college was concerned, it might wil
truth be said :—
“ Un
Nw‘@:ﬂ'&"’"m.mu."’.‘..’; dam.®
At a public exhnbltlon of hns ch-,n

the Sophomore was as-
signed to Mr. bsterwlmh bem
and recited. My informant farther re-







ELEGANT TOM DILLAR.

CHAPTER L

TOspeakofTolelhrmmyother
than by his pseudonym of Ele-
gant, would be like ing of Harold
Harefoot, Edwin the Fair, the Black Prince,
or Louis the Debommre, without their
distinguishing adjectives. Tom Dillar was
known to his acquaintances only as Ele-
gant Tom, and he was well entitled to the
epithet, for he was elegant in looks, man-
ners, and style. He was one of those hap-
Py persons who seem to have come into
the world for the sole purpose of eating the
sunny side of ripe peaches. There were
no deficiencies in Elegant Tom Dillar, and
if one could have the ordering of his own
antecedents, they could not be superior to
Tom’s.  On the side of his father, he was
connected with the best English families
in the State; and, by the mother’s side,
he could boast of the purest Dutch de-
scent. He inherited a large fortune from
his father, and, what was much better. a
hedt constitution and s handsome per-
%emg independent in his circum-
wsi)he was not educated for a profes-
ut, being apt to learn, he was
tm ht & good many accomplishments that
are not generally bestowed upon American
youths. He could dance much better than
most professors of that elegant art, and in
music he was something more than a pro-
ficient upon the guitar, the piano, and the
violin. Then he had a fine voice, a deli-
cious tenor, and those who had the good
fortune to hear him sing used to boast of
it, as though a piece of rare luck had be-
fallen them. Tom was good-natured too,
and as amiable as though it were neces-
sary for him to conciliate the world, that his
presence might not be considered an in-
trusion. But, of all men, he was least
likely to be considered de trop in the world,
He went abroad, and: came back as
amiable and unpretending as he went,
but with more accomplishments than
he carried lle. He was invited every
where, and he might have married
any girl he chose to homor in that
manner ; but, as often happens in such
cases, he seemed Titver to have been
touched in his heart by any of the beau-
tiful creatures who surrounded him.
There was Fanny Ormolu, theon&
ter of the great auctioneer, who, they used
to say, was dying for lum and it was
said that her father was so fearful of the
effects of Tom’s indifference on his daugh-
ter’s health, that he was guilty of the in-
delicacy of offering to settle a hundred
thousand dollars on him if he would
her. But Tom had never known what 1t

was to want money,

able, high-minded iauow

fused to sell himself even at so high &
mdtosobemhfnlapmiim

asperated and indignant at Tom’s
that he swore he would have satisfaction
for the insult; and he was as good as his
word. He qld.not

gentleman, snd his
mmwofgethnguhsﬁcbonmapmzz
business transaction: in fact the old

Hes;thn:mlfdehbmlzntomkto
ruin Tom by getting away all his

As this would have been the mwy
punishment that could have been inflicted
upon himself, he naturally and very sen-
sibly, imagined that he could inflict no

Now, Tom was not a spendthrift, nor &
gambler ; but then he was the merest
child in business matters, and had no
idea about money transactions beyond
drawing his dividends every six months,
and contriving to make his income just
meet his expenditure. Tom had often
wished that his income was larger, for he
had long been ambitious of owning a
ylcllxt, but was unable to indulge in that
costly enjo t; when his

frend, Pote Van Slios «Mmé?.‘.‘f
Slicer, Son & Co., theglu.tstoekbro
odel-su'eet,onedAywdtohnn,
by accident, “ Tom, how would you like
to enter into nlittle speculation, by which
you might make a hundred thousand dol-
larsorso 7” Tom opened his eyes, and ea-
gerly replied he would like better..

Pete then carelessly remarked, that Bob
So-and-s0 had made nenrly double that
sum & few days before, by a corner in
Harlem, and that he oonldvput Tom in

at least that amount by
a speculation in Pottawattamy Coal Stock.
Tom, not being familiar with stock opers-

gomg to get up a corner, which would
1 the shorts to buy in, and that the
would then begin to rise, and
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usual elegant manner; but, without wait- -

ing for a reply, he continued, “you
needn’t ask me how I am, for I can dis-
cern by your looks that you see how I
am. I am hungry.”

Elegant Tom Dillar hungry !

I was too much shocked by this humil-
iating confession from a man whom I had
known and envied in his happier days,
to disguise my feelings. But I put my
hand in my pocket to feel for my purse.

“Thank you,” said Tom, “it is very
generous in you to anticipate my request.
It is but a trifle that I need ; and I will
repay you soon.”

I offered him the contents of my purse;
but he would not take more than half a
dollar. ™ At least,” said I, “allow me to
treat you to a supper, since you say you
are hungry ?”

“[ will agree to that,” he replied, “up-
on the condition that you favor me with
your company, and allow me to call for
what I want.” :

Of course, I could not refuse his propo-
sition, and, knowing what his former
habits had been, I supposed he would go
into some of the splendid restaurants on
Broadway, and call for such a supper as
he had once been accustomed to indulge
in. But, on the contrary, he led me into
one of the cross streets, and I followed
him down into & very humble under-
ground “Saloon,” where he ordered a
supper of cold. meat and bread, and I
could not prevail upon him to indulge in
any thing more.

“ You know something of my history,”
said Tom, “how I once lived, and how I
lost my property ; but how I have lived
since, you do not know, and I shall not
distress you by telling. Look,” said he,
and he unbuttoned his threadbare coat,
when I saw that he had on neither vest
nor shirt. “I am actually reduced to this
extreme,” said he, and his voice quivered
a8 he spoke, “ by trying to live honestly.
Up to this very hour, until I met you, T
have not stooped to beg; but now I was
driven to it. I had nothing left bmhich
I could raise a shilling, and I not
tasted food to-day.”

“ Good Heavens!” said I, “can this be
true? What, Elegant Tom Dillar, with
all his woomplishments’, his rich acquain-
tances, his knowledge of the world, and in
a city like this, where employment is so
readily obtained, reduced to starvation!
It cannot be true.”

“But it is true,” said Tom, “impossible
as it may seem to you, and all I
was not brought up to a regular profes-
sion. My accomplishments were not of &
kind to bring me money in an honorable
way, and I made up my mind that if I

KElegant Tom Dillar.
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could not live honorably, I would prefer
not to live at all. I could easily have
sold myself to unworthy or disreputable
employments, or my former friends would
probably have been glad to have had me
sing for them, and have rewarded me by
itting me to live on their bounty, but
could not submit to such a position as
that. T could never be a jack-pudding of
society ; and I would not disgrace my fa-
ther’: name by s dishonorable occupe-
tion. .
As Tom spoke these words, he looked
more elegant in his shabby suit than ever
he had done in his happier days; and, in
spite of his poverty, I could not but still
admire his manly spirit and self-reliance.
I uctuallg felt poor beside him.

“But,” said I, “ why will you not al-
low me to lend you a larger sum than you
have taken? You shall be heartily wel-
come to more.”

“Because,” replied Tom, “it is all I
need. I think I have found sgheer,wd
after this, I shall be rich again.

I wished his expectations might be re-
alized, and, shaking his hand, I gave him
my card, and begged he would send to me,
if he should need any further assistance.

CHAPTER IIL

It was about three months after I parted
from Tom in the cheap restaurant, that,
as I entered the vestibule of the Astor
House, I met him coming out of that hotel.
I started back with amazement as I saw
him, for Tom was now dressed with greater
splendor than I had ever before seen him ;
not obtrusively made up, but with an air
of studied elegance that was new to him.
Certainly he never looked better, nor bet-
ter deserved to be called Elegant Tom
Dillar. He appeared a little embarrassed
when he first caught my eye, but his old
manner soon returned. “I owe you 2
trifle, I think,” said he; “let me pay it.”
And he pulled out a silk purse whick
seemed to be full of gold and silver, and
reached me a half-dollar.

“That is the principal,” said he; “ now
do me the favor to accept this for interest ; 7
and he took a handsome seal ring from
his finger, which he put upon mine. As
our initials were the same, I do not know
whether he had had it cut for me or not;
but, seeing my cipher on the agate, I fan-
cied he had, and did not refuse it. I keep
it among my most precious mementoes of
past friendships, for Tom Dillar is one of
those persons whose acquaintance I regard
as a feather in my cap.

CHAPTER IV.

The reaj of Elegant Tom Dillar

in what i called society, was a topic of
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the source of his income, put every ungen-
erous suspicion to rest. ?: was watched
when he went fto;:“:rrty, or the opera,
and was always to go directly to
his lodgings, and there, too, would he be
sound in the morning. Julia Leurens’s
father had employed a police officer to
dodge Tom’s footsteps, and discover what
his haunts were; but the man could learn
aothing more than was already known.
There was one rather striking peculiarity,
however, about Tom’s movements, which
might lead to the discovery of the mys-
tery. Nobody had seen him, except on
Sunday nights, between the hours of seven
and ten. Every place of smusement in
the city was ransacked in vain, during
these hours, but no sign of Tom Dillar
could any where be found, and he conti-
nued to be s subject of talk in society,
where he was still well received in spite
of all the evil things that were surmised
about him.

Julia Laurens was s spirited girl, and
she loved Tom the better, perhaps, be-
cause he was the object of 80 much unjust
suspicion ; and her father, the doctor, was
charmed by Tom’s intelligence, his gen-
tlemanly manners, his fine taste, and his
amiability ; and most happy would he have
been to acknowledge him as his son-in-
law, but for the mysterious silence which
he observed in respect to hisincome. But,
as Tom was resolute in his silence, the fa-
ther of Julia was inexorable, and there
was nothing left for them but a clandes-
tine marriage. The lady hinted at her wil-
lingness, but Tom told her, dearly as he
{oved her, he would not be guilty of a dis-
honorable act to obtain her. Iyle would
wait a little longer, and perhaps her father
would relent.

To fully appreciate Tom’s noble conduct,
it should be known that Julia, in addition
to her expectations from her father’s pro-
perty, which was already large, and rapid-
ly increasing, had property of her o
valued at fifty thousand dollars, which m
been bequeathed her by an aunt.  All this
Tom might have had, and the woman he
loved besides, but for his high-minded
sense of honor.

CHAPTER V.

Doctor Laurens, Julia’s father, was &
most passionate lover of music, and you
were always sure of seeing him in his box
at the opera, in his bright-buttoned coat,
with lorgnette in hand, listening to the
prima donna as though she were a patient,
and he anticipated a fee at the close of the
performance. He was so catholic in his
tastes that he could enjoy one kind of
music as well as another, and, when there
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men who go abroad, i

the fine arts, which he did not carry with
him,
There was one member of the Ethiopian
band, where the Doctor was in the habit of
going, who had completely fascinated him,
which was not much to be wondered at, for
he had fascinated every body else who
heard him; and when he appeared, there

singer,
into the Ethiopian opersa, as it was
whenever this public favorite appeared,
which was nearly every night, and seeing
his name up on the bills for a benefit, the
Doctor resolved to go. i
hall he found the house s0 crowded, that
he could not even get his noee inside, but
the door-keeper recognized him, and wish-
ingwgnﬁfysodjsﬁ%uisheds tron of
the_establishment, offered to show him
roupd by a private entrance, so that he
woulg be near the stage, and might retire
at his leisure.

The Doctor was delighted, and put some-
thing handsome into the hand of the door-
keeper, as an acknowledgment for the
favor. He got a comfortable seat near the
stage, and waited with impatience for the
appearance of the incomparable Higgins.
The sham darkey was in splendid voice, and
filled the audience with ecstatic pleasure by
his happy imitations of Dandy Jim. But his
most brilliant performance was in the
tation break-down, in which he ravished
the spectator by his unparalleled heeling
and toeing. In the midst of the perform-
ance, when the of the spectators
was at its height, a boy in the gallery
threw a piece of orange-peel on the stage,
and Higgins, by an unlucky step put his
foot upon it, and fell with a tremendous
crash. The sudience at first thought it
& part of the dance, and applauded tremen-
dously, but it was soon discovered that the

e rees g Ly i el
was up by his companions
borne off the stage; directly after, the
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dark blue sky, as if we, lndfeltthe .bolovod bride, to melt, and his green
mspu'mngil gladdening sun's ~ to ovesrgorw, like the of Thule's!
gazed, with our own eyes, upon estnngz latti perceived he took
bewitching splendor of the South. up lns faithful four- mmﬂ::,mon into

now that you have refreshed yoursel

for & moment by the oontemplamm of
this picture, turn your eyes towards an
old, negligently dressed man, who zits
before the door of the house, and gazes,
lost in thought, into the distance. An
orange-tree strews, now and then, a few
fragrant blossoms over him, but he doesn’t
notice it; roses coquettishly kiss his fore-
head ; gayly-eolored butterflies flutter
xportively about him—to no purpose;
the signs of life and stir make no im-
pression upon him ;—and still there was
passion and sensibility in his dark, nobly-
cut features, and the burning Italian eyes
contrasted strangely with the northern
snows on his head.

It was the Maestro, Alessandro Scar-
latti. A harp was leaning upon his chair,
in front of which, with an indescribably
earnest mien and inimitable dignity, wasa
large black cat. He was occupying him-
self with flourishing the tip of his tail,
which, as well as his left ear, was of &
dazzling whiteness, gently over the chords,
which singular experiment, very naturally,
brought forth all manner of strange sounds.
It was his habit, in fact, since his lord
and master never took his musical studies
amiss, to abandon hiraself, every morning,
with utter recklessness, to his genius, ac-
companying the movement of his tail with
the most absurd gestures ; and sometimes,
in the overflow of his feelings, he sang
one of those ancient melancholy strains
of his forefathers, which, as has been as-

have power to soften the hardest
stone, and drive the calmest of men to
madness. All this caused not the least
disturbance to Master Scarlatti; on the
contrary, he laughed like a good-natured
devil, whenever the cat fell into his mu-
sical ecstasies. In the evening, however,
the cat llwaya sat in & corner of his be-
loved master’s room, with an expression
like that of a sentimental privy counsellor,
and then it was the Master who phyeti
the harp; and that must have been glori-
ously worth listening to; for all the lit-
tle birds who sang among the orange-
trees and myrtles came flying to the open
window, to hear it, and the roses crowded
in their little heads, one after the other,
in such haste and impatience, that many
s tender bud lost its young life.

The Master, on these occasions, look-
ed like that wonderful old bard Ossian,
only not so shattered by pain and gnef.

‘What wonder if these magic tones caused
the sensitive soul of the cat, who was
still mourning, withal, for the death of

his lap, and stroked, oaressed, and kissed
him, until he had recovered his
romping humor. On the whole, the cat
led a perfectly charming life with his gentle
master, to whom he was all in all—
friend, wife, and child, whom he never
left by day or by night. When the old
Master was engaged in com) some-
thing, Ponto sat quietly upon left
shoulder, and brushed his forehead softly
with his famous white-tipped tail, Some-
times Scarlatti would get impatient and
vexed, when an idea was not clear, when
his hand got wearied, or the malicious ink
spread out upon the paper in a shapeless
blotch; at such times, upon a suddem
angry shmg of his master’s shoulders,
the cat would spring down from his lofty
seat, into the middle of the room. He
never took offence at this rough treat-
ment, but continued placidly affectionate,
like a sensible wife with a scolding hus-
band, and always stole quietly back, after
a few minutes of grievous banishment,
and mounted again, with a comfortable
purr, upon the forsaken throme. For
this, too, he got a thousand caressing
words, when his master, at length, thrust
pen and paper, and other things, aside,
which put him into a state of boundless
ecstasy.

All this was very nice and comforta-
ble, if it had not been for the Sunday, the
only dark day that Ponto experienced;
for,yevery Sm{da jovial, mad fellow,
was in the hlblt of beating up Master
Scarlatti’s quarters, and staying with him
until the still night had enveloped the

earth, exhausted by the o{y’s heat and
brightness, in her mantle of stars. The
young Sunday guest was a favorite scholar
of the Master’s, who had come s long dis-
tance, from Germany, and was named
Hasse ; this the cat had remarked, as
well as his red and white complexion, and
his brown locks. Now there could not
gzsslbly be, in the whole wide world, &

lder, jollier fellow, than this same
young German, who tormented and in-
sulted the venerable Ponto in every ima-
ginable way ;—now he would fasten a
little bell to his tail, now put baby-shoes
on his feet, now crown him with & wreath
of roses, or strew onngo-bloesoma over
him, whose scent the cat’s nasal
organs could by no means tolerate, and
against which he struggled with mces-
sant convulsive sneezing. To cap the cli-
max, the young German a little
frolicking dog, of whom even Ponto, his
sworn enemy, had to confess, that he was
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liked her as & child, but when he met the
woman, he loved her. This part of the
book is what is called “ natural ;” and it
is certainly very fascinating, for we all
love beauty, and grace, and excellence.
It is pleasanter to sit in the sun than in
the rain. A beautiful queen is more love-
ly than a dirty beggar-girl. This we
fully admit. But our quarrel with the
novelists—to which we have referred—is,
that by making all their days sunny, they
spoil the nature in their pictures; and b
making all queens beautiful, they defy
experience.

hen Paul first comes upon the stage,
the reader does not like him. He has,
however, like Rochester, the fascination
of power, and when, later in the book,
that power is developed, not groeesquely,
but nebly, the reader smiles, and willingly
puts Liicy’s hand in Paul’s, with the same
blessing he has invoked upon Grahame
and Paulina. The skill of the treatment
is shown in the gradual melting of the
dislike of Paul, until it is entirely replaced
by esteem ; and this, by no means which
seem forced, and w;ch are not quite

naturally and easily gvolved from charac-
ter and circumstancej The difficulty with
the book as a work ¢f art is, that the in-
terest does mot sufii 'ently concentrate
upon the two chief figurgs. Grahame and
Paulina are disprops

In fact, we are not

marry
estiny of Lucy Snowe.
There is a pausgfover his marriage, and a

novel, a stov‘,b told

ling 1%, withe only

for the pl
ily contained in

such moral as is

Its scenery is vivid and grim, like the pic-
tures in “Jane Eyre.” But it is also
more ambitious in style, and more evjdent-
ly 80, which is a great fauligty The per-
sonifications of passion are urjgitural, and
clumsily patched upon the telé* They are
the disagreeable rents in v.he seenery,
making you aware that it is & drama, and
not a fact; that it is an author writing a
very fine book, and not scenes of life de-
veloping themselves before you. To be
désillusioné in this is disagree-
able. The finest passages in the book are
the descriptions of the dreary vacation.
The portrait of Rachel is sketched in the
lurid gloom of the French melo-dramatic
style. It partakes of the fault of the

sonification to which we alluded. vll-
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Villette and Ruth.
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lette” has less variety, but more ﬁa
than “Jane Eyre.” t is quite a8

original, and interesting, allowing nlvn
for the fact tlntweluvalndthetype{:
the earlier book.
The sad and sweet story of “ Ruth, ? the
Bew novel by Mrs. Gaskell, the author of
” contrasts ly with
the gusty tumult of “Villette.” As a
story it is tearfully interesting. It is
more gimple, more concentrated, more in-
tense than “Villette.” It has s rare
unity, and the whole moves resistlessly
forward towards the end. There are no
superfluous chnncters, and each character
hasamarked réle to play. The profound
pathosofthestorymc out the tears
that hide l.wny from men’s eyes in their
hearts. And those tears moisten tﬂl::
sympathy that generally dries up in
whirl of events, pglvenzed lx)nto the
dust of sentimentality, blows blindingly
away. The book has an obvious aim;
but it is & general and not a particulsr
aim. It does not tilt against & smgle in-
stitution, as “ Bleak House” agamst
cery : mor expose the iniq
social ments, like “ Alton IP;cc‘l:
nor extol the t state oS
like “My r is it, on
the other hand, . hle told for the tellmg,
like ¢ Villette ;” nor a general display of
sins and mckednesnes, like  Vanity Fair.””
The story is the history of an orphan girl
exposed in the work-room of a dressmaker,
seduced by her lover when she is sixteen or
seventeen years old, and, for the next ten
years, doing weary penance for her uncon-
scious sin; not excusing herself, not con-
demmngherjudges, norgmwmgbltter and
misanthropical, but more and more purified
and exalted by her suffering and endurance
—feeding the hungry,binding up the wound-
ed, nursing the si sheis transfigured
before our eyes ; and meekly and humbly
dying, after a brief life of unbroken sor-
row, leaves us more meek and bumble as
we close the
The story is managed with the utmost
delicacy and skill. Ruth does not over-
estimate nor under-estimate her sorrow.
The young girl knew no wrong, felt no
wrong ; but the woman and mother knows
and feels it. It is this balanced fineness of
perception which is 80 very winning in the
book. Itis not urged that society is too fast
in its condemnation, but that it is too slew
in its Bympathy The deep moral mean-
ing of “Ruth” is precisely that of the
story of Mary Magdalene. It is, that, sin-
ners as we are, we undertake to hunt down
the young who fall, careless whether there
was any explmhon, alleviation, or igno-
rance, and that, in so doing, we only
harden our hearts and imbrute our souls;
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former lady, whom she regarded as a ver{
sphinx of learning, and of great wort!
and integrity, as one to whose care the
completion of Miss Amelia’s education
had been confided, must necessarily have
been ; and Mam’selle was to sleep with
her dearest friend, not that room was
wanting elsewhere, but because Miss Peck
would not hear of any proposal for sepa-
ration. She had spent the morning in
gathering flowers and arranging them in
numberless bouquets in their common
chamber, and made it quite a sweet little
Eden of a place before dinner, at which
meal cruel papa failed not to joke her un-
mercifully on the subject of her friend-
ship, and asked if they intended using one
nighteap for their pair of heads, or would
dine off a single plate at table; for the
old merchant was more jocular than witty
or refined, in familiar intercourse.

The Major was still taking his usual
after-dinner nap, when roused by the an-
nouncement of the anticipated arrival, and
bustled down the front piazza steps to
hand out Madame, who was in the act
of emerging from her iage, with her
bandbox in one hand and the other hold-
ing close the skirt of her dress from con-
tact with the wheels. With which cares
she was so preoccupied conjointly with
the caution necessary in descending a nar-
row flight of steps, that it was not until
she stood on terra firma, the Major suc-
ceeded in attracting her attention. “Ma
foi !” she then said, stretching out to him
the hand lately occupied with the skirt,
and looking down on her ruddy host, who
was a head at least shorter, “ah, and
yonder’s Madam, and—embrassez moi, ma

lle—allons !'—An old woman like me

old bones to move about, Monsieur,
and old eyes to see with.”

“Qld, Madum! Mrs. P. would make
two of your looks!”—the merchant sai
with a polite bow and smirk, and hands
the tall lady up his marble steps by the
tips of his fingers, in by no means a grace-
ful fashion, however well meant. Mean-
while Amelias had flown from the formal
kiss of her late preceptress, to embrace
the other occupant of the carriage, who
was still within, tugging apparently at
something under the seat; and what de-
monstrations of undying affection were in-
terchanged at that reunion of hearts,
Sambo, grinning furtively on the box,
knew more than any ove, for Rosette’s
friend had thrown herself upon her knees
on the top step, and there they had it out.
And after having it out, what a smiling
pair walked towards the house together,
each with an arm about the other’s waist,
Amelia blushing up to the roots of her
hair with pleasure and boarding-school
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mauvaise honte, and s like red spot in ei-
ther French cheek of Mam’selle, and quite
a happy sparkle in those sloe black eyes
of hers; Miss Peck looking taller and
slimmer than ever, by contrast, lent her
ear to the volatilities of her chum with
much honest delight apparent in her
countenance. “ And Madame would have
him bmughmuse he is sure to be
starved if I I pushed him under
the seat, where he wouldn’t stay until I
had covered him over with my emptied
bandbox, and here I’ve been cbliged to
ride with my bonmet in my lap all the
way. And just now I was afraid he'd
run away if any body else took him out,
but when I tried to get at him he wouldn’t
come, but growled terribly,—as if he had
any teeth lefthim to bite—which prevented
my flying to the arms of my Amy—now
be quiet, sir!” was what Mam’selle rat-
tled off with abundance of Gallicisms,
ending with a tap on the nose of a shaggy
poodle, she hugged with some difficulty
under her arm. “Let me him, the
pretty dear” Amelia said, offering her
help, and there was a yelp and s e,
and—"“you bad, ugly Bijou,” Mam’selle
exclaimed; there, sir, you may walk
now !” “Suppose we tie our handker-
chiefs to his collar,” Amelia ted,
Bijou having seated himself on the gravel;
but Madame, with her finger up, cried
“ Méchantes ! from the top of the steps,
and the Major hastened to their assist-
ance, and presently ushered them into the
drawing-room, where Mrs. P. was doing
the honors of the mansion in her chatty

way.

‘yMiss Rosette, Amelia’s dearest fri
I’'m very glad to see you, my dear,
hope you will spend a very merry time
with us; that’s your pet, I suppose?”
was what shesaid on Mam’selle’s entrance.
“Thank you, ma’am,” Miss Rosette re-
turned, receiving a kiss from the lady
with excellent grace. “Bijou is Ma-
dame’s.”

“And to Madum I restore what’s-his-
name,” the gallant Major cried; he had
rescued the dog from “them madeaps®
he said, and made his appearance with it
in his arms.

“ Ces misérables are always worryi
poor Bijon,” Madame re i
the tgensionniere’s present? then on duty,
at the girls. “They don’t like him be-
cause he’s cross and old; they’ll take
to worrying old Madame for the same
reason before very long.”

“FY donc!™ the brunette cried, re-
gmachful]y, taking one hand, and the

londe pupil clasped the other, with less
dramatic effect, per] than sincerity,
for Madame complai that dust
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he was courting Amelia, I'd be very un-
happy,” mamma replied ; “ My poor mother
was, when the first lover I had came to
see me four nights out of every week ;
which was all the time he was in town.
I recollect the very dress she wore—an
old-fashioned brocade with purple stripes,
—the evening she put her handkerchief
to her eyes and told me he had proposed
through her. Of course he should have
come to me first, and I never forgave him,
at least not for & long time. It was very
foolish in me, and so I've often told Ame-
lia since ; and I hope any gentleman who
may be attentive te her, will consult me
beforechand and ask my sanction, which
would of course be better than after her
affections are enlisted.” ¢ Eh bien,”
Madame said with a shrug, glancing to-
wards the party mentioned, “Mademoi-
selle Amelia is enlisting nobody s affections
at present.”

Indeed Mademoiselle Amelia was at
that moment, as she had been to Madame’s
secret disapproval for some minutes past,
seated on the sofa, toying with the tassel
of the cushion, and looking shyly at Twit-
ty, who, never very conversable with la-
dies, took time to ponder any new subject
before bringing it fairly out, and received
only monosyllable answers—those stum-
bling-blocks to gossip—in return. But
what does it matter to 8 man enamored,
if the loved one be chary of words at the
first interview? “So much modesty !”
Twitty said in his fluttered heart, and fell
deeper in love than ever. As has just
been hinted, this was Mr. Augustus Twit-
ty’s first opportunifiy for feeding that pas-
sion, which had held secret dominion over
him for upwards of a twelvemonth ; which
had induced him to parade Regent-street
daily at shopping hours, (on which occa-
sions the sight of a bonnet with blue
streamers seen afar off, had made his
heart leap into his mouth time and again!)
and which in addition to leading to the
composition of numberless verses to Miss
P. A., and to printing them too, in the
poetic column of the Transecript, had tempt-
ed him into flinging over the high wall,
bounding Madame Mere’s premises, border-
ing on Goslington, one fine summer evening
a manuscript poem of the most imposing
nature. It must not be supposed however,
a young gentleman, of the modest exterior
of Mr. Augustus, would have the courage
to walk straight down from his garret op-
posite, from which commanding post he
had taken note of the approach of Miss
Peck, lovingly encircled by the arm of
Mam’selle Rosette, to the portion of the
grounds adjacent, and fling his insidious
bouquet over the parapet. Before the
afternoon just referred to, he had sallied
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out—the street being an old-fashioned quiet
one—an incredible number of times, but
his courage failing at the proper spot, had
brought home his flowers and verses agai
in his hat, very miserable and self-re-
proachful.

Madame’s lynx eyes were every where,
and though she had failed to catch Twitty
in the act, she had seen enough of his
figure and face across the way—his habit
being to walk with the latter turned to
the convent-like windows when passing
on the other sidle—to suspect something,
and form no flattering opinion of eur mis-
guided friend ; and in accordance with her
rule in such cases, had taken the earliest
opportunity of snubbing the love-sick poet
of the Transcript, and convincing him, if
he aimed at a conquest of any of her little
flock, to look for every hostility from her.
It was almost as bad, the old Frenchwo-
man thought, later in the evening, to make
such a brazen-faced avowal of his affections
a8 he was doing there on the sofa, looking
in her face, and simpering like a tame mon-
key—faugh! But Amelia wasn’t in her
charge now, and if he were to carry her
bodily off, and be married without a sous
to live on, no discredit could result to the
Goslington Establishment. She would
Jjust good-naturedly call Mrs. P.’s atten-
tion to what was going on, and leave the
matter, which was none of her business,
where she found it. But Amelia’s un-
suspicious mamma replied to her guest’s
hint by assuring her, her Mely would talk
well enough when she came to know Mr.
Twitty longer, and would show him what
she was worth. “ He’s a nice young man,”
she added, “and I must get Mr. Peck to
ask him to dinner. [ shoulduw’t wonder
too if he’d be glad to pay us a visit for &
while, as the Major has got hounds, and
never uses them himself;” a speech which
Madame listened to with much sang froid,
considering her astonishment, and took
snuff’ prodigiously at the end, to cover a
pitying smile. But what cared Augustus
Twitty for all the eyes and tongues of all
the Madames Mere in the world! Was
be not conversing with the object of his
worship, unchallenged ? by every look and
modulation of his voice imparting the
secret of his unutterable attachment, and
had he not already thrown out such broad
allusions, that any one, with half their
wits about them, must have perceived how
gifted with poetic talent the correspondent
of the Transcript was, and who had tossed
the bouquet and verses into the shrubbery ?
Andalas! for the window fault-finding
Momus would have placed in the breast
of all mankind—poor Twit was happy in
his ignorance of the aversion that last ad-
mission had stirred in the bosom of Miss
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recent writers, that I am content to “ hear
each man’s judgment and reserve my cen-
ml)

And now for “the reminiscence: ”—-

On the afternoon of a day only known
to & Hawaiian winter or an American au-
tumn, I found myself in an anima-
ted discussion with “s friend I had and
his adoption tried” (whom I shall call
Lieut. B.), as to the origin of some of the
festivals and ceremonies of the Chinese;
the subject being suggested by the great
number of Celestials, who had recently
gettled themselves in Honolulu. An en-
gagement to & “ cocked-hat” dinner (i. e.
full dress), earried B. away in the heat
of the argument, leaving me to my quiet
chop at & restaurant, with the glorious
gallop afterwards to the cocoa-nut grove,
which becomes, as & matter of duty, the
evening exercise of all at Oabu. My
rooms had been, for some time past, &
rendezvous for shipmates as well as citi-
zen acquaintances of Honolulu; but,
though expecting to find, upon my return,
some goodly company there, I was scarcel
prepared for the vast gathering that wel-
comed me. Having returned and passed
the usual how-d’ye-do’s, I discovered that
the choice spirits of the place had, with one
oonsent, selected that evening for a visit,
bringing with them a piquant sprinkli

of Califomimsivery nice but very “

young men. It appeared that all were
somewhat at a loss what to do, to get
through the evening agreeably to them-
selves and in keeping with their rapid
character. Cards had been tabooed ; par-
ties that night there were none ; the the-
atre was voted a bore, and mere carousing,
of course, too low to be thought of.
Many of the voices present being really
fine and skilfully managed, s serenade
was proposed, and as a Californian re-
marked, “ when the chorus came we’d all
be around,” the idea was received with
favor ; but then the proposed affair lost
its spiciness to many, in the quiet and or-
der which it was insisted upon, must ac-
company such a performance. Oahu,
though in the tropics, a climate
often 50 bracing and invigorating, that to
the young and healthy, it is difficult, at
times, to repress a feeling of almost boy-
ish exhilaration. This feeling seemed to
inspire the assembled multitude that night.
Riding, the usual resource of the Island-
ers, from the lateness of the hour,
out of the question: & dozen things were
proposed and rej when s happy
thought at last to me.
Reocollecting my controversy with Lt.
B., and unwilling to sbandon the ides
of the serenade (as it appeared the least
preposterous of the many pranks suggest-

Reminiscences of Homolulu.

ed), I modestly stated that alarge invoice
of Chinese lanterns had that day been of-
fered for and that by purchasing and
lighting them, I thought we could give s
very effective serenade, the illumimation
investing it with all the whimsicality
which seemed to be needed. In five
words we’d have “a Feast of the Lan-
terns.” This brilliant ides was received
with universal acclamation: ome party
was at once dispatched for the ily
painted paper globes, another was deputed
to purchase the stock of sperm
candles, whilst the remainder of the com-
pany to array themselves in
every kind of grotesque attire at hand,
from a Peruvian poncho to an Island cala-
bash. By eleven o’clock all the prepara-
tions were completed, and I shall never
forget the reslly besutiful effect of the
almost interminable line of lights, as this
procession started on its hopeful expedi-
tion

Many private houses were visited by
us, and their sleeping inmates awakened
by very creditable music, the only diffi-
culty, at first, being in keeping mlent the
host of chattering who, a
by the unusual glare, gathered from every
quarter of Honolulu. The hospitable but
injudicious custom of inviting the serena-
ders in-doors at the conclusion of the vo-
cal offering, was, in almost every instance,
carefully observed, and as most of our
party accepted the too often proffered
¥ cold without,” I was not a little amused
(being in this respect but a looker on), to
observe the occasional huskiness and dis-
cord which accompanied the seventh or
eighth performance. A stray lantern or
two began now to be seen in the distance.
dancing about in the unsteady hands of its
bearer like some Will-o>-the-wisp, which
had made up its mind not to go home till
morning. At two o’clock I quietly extin-
guished mine, 0 as to insure a retreat,
should the fun, as it threatened, eventn-
ally become too boisterous, and shortly
after went in search of my friend Lt. B.,
leaving the party preparing to give the
serenade, which it was originally intended
should be the grand feature of the evening.
viz., at the residence of the American
Consul. T had urged that this might be
the first performance, but had been over-
ruled, whether with wisdom or not will
be seen. Many of the warblers here seem-
ed intent upon carefully “ holding up ” the
pillars of the Consul’s 300 ; Of
mistaking their lanterns for garden seats,
attempted to sit down upon them, and

ingui the lamps and themselves
together. One gentleman, with expres-
sions of the most intense misery, buried
his head in his lantern, became light
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mated and encouraged too, doubtless, by
the success of the American experiment,
was a solemn and unqualified

tion of the rights of man as man; the
protest of the individual inst every
form of domination, whether it pretended
to be human or divine. It was s matter
of course, therefore, that a position so ex-
treme, provoking every conservative re-
sentment, and arousing every aspiring
passion, should issue in actions equally
extreme. The mean and petty squabbles
of cabinets, the windy debates of political
factions, were no longer in place, :;uuse
the questions which had come to be deba-
ted, involving the very foundations of gov-
ernment, the basis of Society, were the
deepest and most searching inquiries that
the mind could entertain. Nor were they to
be debated with the cold and formal logic
of the schools, but with the fiery vehemence
of the forum, where the people, roused to an
intense sense of the oppression, the injus-
tice, and the licentiousness by which th
bad been governed for ages, had rush
not to listen and deliberate, but to act.
Twenty four millions of them, courageously
casting off the trammels of centuries, dis-
lodging temporal and spiritual tyranny
from its strongholds, elevating the multi-
tudes from servile and superstitious sub-
mission, and assuming the control of their
own destiny, presented a spectacle, which,
in the midst of its bloodshed, terror, and
atrocity, was so original and nn.gniﬁcent,
that we admire it, while we tremble be-
fore it. Ah! we may condemn and de-
nounce those millions as we please ; but it
cannot be denied that they struck a blow
with which humanity still vibrates, while
the echoes of their wild screams will go
down as jubilant harmonies to the end
of time.

Thus, the opening incident of the age
we are considering was a transcendently
great one, and yet only superior to the
national convulsions and movements by
which it was followed. The waves of the
tumult had scarcely subsided, when a
majestic figure ap emerging from the
ooze and slime of the deluge, like Milton’s
postdiluvian lion,

His hinder parts; thersprl
And rampant shakes his brin
The 1799—the last of the last century
——m‘yre‘;ﬁpoleon Bonaparte First Consul
of France. A subalternin the armies of the
republic, he had rapidly risen in rank ; he
had given a coup de grace to the factious
debris of the revolution, had finished a
campaign in Italy, which recalled the most
brilliant exploits of Ceesar, had baffled the
sagacity of veteran intriguers at home,
and now saw himself the chief man, as he

to get free
 broke from boads,
mane. ”

Histories.
was consciously the greatest man, of
nation. Europe, in league against
encroachments of the aspiring dem
threatened France with annihilation ;
throwing himself into the conflict, wif
power of combination and & rapidit;
movement that in a less enlightened period
would have seemed miraculous, he set the
whole at defiance. Then followed those
shocks of war, in which the thrones of the
world trembled like the trees of the forest
when a tempest is passing. A multitude
of armed more pumerous than the
hosts of Persia, more impetuous than the
fierce tribes of the Asiatic steppes, but
endowed with all the skill and energy of
the ancient Romans, and led by a master
mind, with a genius for war surpassing
Alexander’s, and not inferior to that of the
Julius, were precipitated on the field
of battle, and in twelve short years, by a
series of unexampled victories, scattered
every enemy, and laid mankind under
tribute, At the same time, the imperial
intellect which had overcome the com-
bined forces of Russia, Prussia, Austria,
Italy, and Spain, and distributed sceptres
among his brothers, as a housewife dis-
tributes portions of bread to her depend-
ents, organized order at home, had
remodelled the constitution and recom-
structed society, and given an impuise to
the trade, the literature and the science
of his people, with & comprehensiveness
of view and decision of which
raised him to the highest rank among
legislators, as he was already the acknow-
ledged first among warriors.

His unexampled howerver,
were followed by unprecedented disas-
ters. While he bent the energies of his
mighty brain to the prosecution of those
progressive ideas which had been the im-
pulse of the Revolution, and which were
still effective after the Revolution was
closed, he was carried forward without s
break in the triumphs of his prodigious
career ; but when personal aggrandize-
ment usurped the place of his original in-
spiration, when the “ armed soldier of de-
mocracy ” dwindled into the usurper and
the tyrant, more eager to found & family
timn to perpetuate the liberties of the
people, the divine hand which had seemed
to lead him was withdrawn, he floundered
into insanities of ambition, and fell, with
» more stupendous é&clat, even, than he
had risen. The invasion of Russia, con-
ceived in the mad dream of universal do-
minion, when the flower of his veteran
armies, in numbers rivalling the bands
which the frantic Pergian led across the

Libyan were wasted, like the
hosts of merib, by no repelling foe,
but, by “the breath of the Lord;” the
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every kind of benevolent solicitude. How
wise and liberal now, compared with what
it was sixty years since, the guardianship
exercised, both by states and individuals,
over the unfortrmnte classes of our race,
those deprived by nature or ¢ircumstance
of the common blessings of life—the 1d|obv%
the blind, the mute, and the depraved

How much more comprehensive our sym-
pathies, and gentle and benignant our
ministrations, and judicious and truthful

our tmtment"l But above all, what
searching inquiries we send into the causes
of social malady, and how resolute we are

ting towards every effective application
of the remedy, though it costs us many
time-honored mstitutions, and perhaps the
very ;orm and body of our existing social

These then, are the characteristics of
theperiodof which Mr. Alison has made
himself the historian; a period, as we see
even in the hasty sketch we have given
of it, of tremendous activity and expansive-
ness, marked by great events on every
side, not only in politics and war, but in
literature, science, social improvement, and
in practical as well as moral enterprise ; and
it now remains for us to look in what man-
ner he has treated the rich materials placed
in his hand. Hegel, one of the profound-
est and acutest, as well as most brilliant
of the Germans, has divided history—by
which he means history as an art, and not
the course of event.s—-mm the pnmmve.
the systematic, and the p ; and
we shall borrow his method, without
limiting ourselves to his meaning, how-
ever, in our estimate of Mr. Alison.

By primitive history Hegel meant, we
suppose—for it is long since we read his
work—a simple narrative or chronicle
of events, as they might be described b
an u:tuzl witness of them, and of whlci
we have specimens in Herodotus, Thucy-
dides, Caesar, and at a later age and ina
more ambitious style, in Carlyle. §
tematic history aspires to a slightly hig
character, and records the life of a nation,
or of nations, according to some
scheme of thought in the suthor’s mi
not founded, however, upon any profo
view of the logical order of events, so
much as upon external relations of time
and place, or the rhetorical requirements
of the subject, and is exemplified in his-
tory, a8 it i8 commeonly written in Gibbon,
Hume, Robertson, Macaulay, and Pres-
cott. But philosophical history takes a
more connected and deeper, as well as
wider view; looks upon human actions
and their developments as illustrations of a
foregone design, or as the manifestations
of some universal ten , bringing out
in one place one sspect of itself, and: in

Alison’s Histories.
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i come,
for the reason that the science of history
i8 not yet known, and cannot be known
except as the crown and summit of every

very important merits—of pationt
md hbomus industry, and of consider-
able animation and ~igor of description.
He shrinks from no effort of research in
collecting his crude materials, and he puts
them together with a ponderous diligence.
His works, therefore as repositories of
certain selected facts, save the inquirer &
deal of pains that he would otherwise be
at, in reading newspapers, debates, bul-
leting, memoirs, and letters. He depicts
occasional scenes, t0o, especially the move-
ments of battle, in strong and vivid colors.
Baut, in the ordinary current of his narra-
tive, he betrays oonstantly the want of the
most simple and obvious qualities that
are mecessary to either a skilful or an in-
teresting story-teller. His vocabulary, in
the first place, is remarkably deficient;
he cannot handle words which are the
most elementary tools of his art, with any
masterly facility or power; for he perpet-
ually repeats the same turns of expres-
sion. His diction, in the second place, ia
equally poverty-sh-:cken ; his sentences
are often heavy, confused, straggling, and
ill-joined ; he oommits blunders in gram-
mar that & child would be punished for at
school ; and, being utterly destitute alike
of fancy or imagination, his metaphors are
the stereo phrases of literary com-
merce or the commonplaces of the street.
We all remember the “ Alexander and
Clytus” illustration of Coleridge’s school
friends, who lugged it in on all occasions ;
and we are reminded of it in almost every
page of Alison, by the constant recurrence,
usque ad nauseam, of his pet similes and
comparisons. But what is worse of his fig-
ures is, that they do not run on all-fours,
but are both halt and blind, and, like the
monsters in Horace’s Art of Poetry, have
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E:;jons,” or had only hands to
o swords, and bodies that were tar-
gets for cannon? If we were left to Mr.
Alison’s accounts alone, for our sources of
information, we should be compeiled to
give a most abhorrent answer to these
3ouestions, and to suppose that Christen-
m, for & quarter of a century, had been
surrendered to Milton’s apostate nngel%
who “only in destruction took delight.
His pages remind us of the Salon des
Batailles, at Versailles) where every pic-
ture is some grand state ceremonial, or &
battle-piece, covered with charging troops,
and the carcasses of the slain, with noisy
trumpeters in the foi d, and vast
masses of lurid smoke blotting out the
green earth and the skies. We are not
unaware, a3 we trust we have shown, of
the surpassing ess of the external
events of which his history is composed,
nor do we complain of the minute and la-
borious zeal with which he has gathered
every particular concerning ran-
sacking archives and measuring fields of
slaughter ; but we do complain that he
has allowed the tumult and dust of these
vast contests to stop his ears and blind
his eyes to every object but themselves.
Mr. Alison acknowledges this serious
deficiency in the preface to his second se-
ries, and attempts to supply it by a prom-
ise to present “subjects of study more
generally interesting than the weightier
matters of social and political -
iving a chapter of the literary history of
ngland in the body of the work, by way
of specimen; but the reparation comes
too late; for we cannot see with what
propriety he begins in 1815, an exposi-
tion that ought to have commenced in
1789, or how he can be so weak as to
suppose that desultory sketches of cer-
tain prominent writers and discoveries, is
s history of Arts, Mrnners, Literature
and Society. These have as much a con-
nected life, interdependent relations, and
an order of development, as the * weigh-
tier matters of social and political change,”
and, in any consistent historical survey,
ought to be treated with the same abo!
ing completeness and accuracy. A few
scraps of commonplace criticism, such as
one reads in the book notices of Ladies’
Magazines, or in the essays of young col-
legians, scraps loosely strung together by
mere contemporaneousness or sequence
of time, and a8 if their subjects had no re-
lation, either to the spirit of the age, or to
the condition and movements of society,
cannot be called history, even in the low-
est sense of the term; much less can they
be called systematic history. Yet it 18
isely such that he has set be-
re us in the chapter entitled “The Pro-
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ﬂ’ﬂ of Literature, Science, the Arts and
anners in Great Britain after the Peace,”
a chapter designed to shadow forth his in-
tentions as to the future treatment of the
Literature, Art, &e., of the rest of Euro
Preluding with & brief reference to
rapid growth of steam navigation and of
cotton manufactures, and to the impulse
iven to intellectual activity by great wars,
g::ketches the %ﬂenry mﬁe Sgumthq
ters of Sco yron, b
Wordswortht,t’Coleri Paley, Malthus,
Herschell, and others, down to Miss O’Neil,
and Helen Faucett. We say, sketches,
though & term like that even
can hardly be applied to the wretched ske-
letons he a8 life. Not to remark
upon the singular anachronism that many
his such as Paley, S
Thomas ﬁmnee Sootfi{Cnb Dugald
Stewu-:%Dn , Kemble, Herschell, &c., at-
tained exr:{wf celebrity before, instead
of “after the Peace”; nor upon the still
more singular oversight, of omitting utter-
ly Shelley and Keats from his list
and Faraday from that of philosophers,
and Godwin from the novelists, and De
Quincey and Leigh Hunt from the critics,
and Sheridan Knowles from the drama-
tists; we must say that his characteriza-
tions of the men he names are the most
puerile, vague, and unsatisfactory that we
ever read in a book of any i

pretension.
As to any distinct, positive, or diserimi-
distinguighing

nating description of the di

peculiarities of these worthies, there is
none ; “cl ing,” “delightful ” fine”
“ brilliant,” “ graphic,” “interesting,” are
the epithets that e his thessurus,
and which are applied equally to :k:nth
a slight change of posture, in each different
sentence. Take Tennyson, whose merits
and defects as & poet are alike salient, and
seizable, for an example of Mr. Alison’s
method of estimating literary character.
“ Tennyson,” he says, “has opened & new
vein in English poetry, and shown that
real genius, even in the most advanced

of society, can strike a fresh chos
departing from the hackneyed ways

imitation, charm the world by the concep-
tions of original thought. His imagina-
tion, wide and discursive as the dreams
of fancy, wanders at will, not over the
real s0o much as the ideal world. The
grottoes of the sea, the caves of the mer-
maid, the realms of heaven, are alternately
the scenes of his song. His versification,
wild as the song of the elfin king, is
broken and irregular, but often inexpres-
sibly ing. meti however,
this tendency leads him into conceit; in
the endeavor to be original, he becomes
fantastic; there is a freshness and origi-
nality, however, about his conceptions,
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other spheres, we are taught literally no-
thing. Sir Walter Scott, as & novehst, for
instance, was an altogether peculiar and

slgmﬂcmt phenomenon, making its ap-
pearance in the midst of English litera-
ture, to revive the images of feudal life,
at a time when the whole current of the
world was agitated, and rushing on to an
unknown future. hat then did he ex-
press, what were his uses, what his value
to the age? Can a thoughtful mind con-
sider him, without asking questions such
as these ? Has he any real interest to us,
as a fact of history, except in his re-
lations to the general course of literature,
and to the general life of society ? Yet Mr.

Alison is satisfied with a few personal de- |

tails, and a very vague talk about his
“ brilliancy of fancy,” his “ poetic concep-
tions,” his “great and varied powers,” and
that poetlc temperament which “threw
over the pictures of memory, the radiance
of the imagination;” adding, as a proof,
both of his morality and immortality, in
true Alisonian style, that “ nothing ever
permanently floated down the stream of
time but what was buoyant from its
elevating tendency!”

Coleridge was no less than Scott a no-
table man, not in himself merely, but in
the important influence which he exer-
cised upon the poetic taste of his genera-
tion, and the new era which he may be
said to have created in the speculative ten-
dencies of the English mind. More than
any man of his age, therefore, he deserves
at the hands of the historian, a rigid
analysis of his splendid powers, and a
careful estimate of his bearing upon con-
temporary thought. At the least, he
should have been described as something
more than a considerable poet, and an ex-
cellent translator, “ with a strongly meta-
physical turn of mind,” less “abstract
and philosophical,” though “more picto-
rial and dramatic” than Wordswo
and not destined to “lasting celebrity,”
because his “ideas and images are too ab-
stract.”

Our readers may, perhaps, object that
it i8 too much to expect of Alison any
philosophical view, either of men or
things ; and we should admit the force of
the objection if he were not constantly
thrusting his reflections, which are meant
to be philosophical, into the course of
his narrative. For not content with his
verbose details of incidents, and his at-
tempted portraitures of character, he deals
sweeping judgments “round the land,” ut-
tering them with the most positive confi-
dence, and claiming for them at times the
authority of Heaven. We are bound,
consequently, to look a little into his
right to assume this lofty judicial attitude,

voL. 1.—37
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and to ask ourselves on what
he proceeds in his elaborate philosophical
reflections.

It is difficult, we confess, to ascertain dis-
tinctly what his philosophical views are ;
but as near as we can gather them from the
maxims and theories he is fond of sport-
ing, they amount to this: that man ks
universally corrupt, destitute alike of the
goodness which should prompt him into
the right path, and of the intellect always
to discern it ; and as an inevitable result,
running perpetually into lamentable er-
rors, from which he is alone saved by an
inscrutable Providence. Thus, when »
French Revolution comes, in & sudden
access of frenzy, to spread its wickedneas
over the continent, & sober and constitution-
al England is raised up to stay the deluge
of Jacobinism ; thus when a wicked Mr.
Peel contracts the currency or establishes
free trade, to the infinite of the
landed aristocracy, Providence opens the
way to California, to supply the precious
metals and give an impulse to emigration :
thus, on every occasion when the iniquity
and short-sightedness of mortals get them
into hopeless straits, Providence steps
in with its methods of relief! Now, we
have as much faith in Providence as Mr.
Alison, but we differ from him in believ-
ing that it works, through human lgenz
and according to & fixed and intelligibl
order, which is no further inscrutable
than we are ignorant, and which shows
no favor either “to the just or unjust”
but proceeds in every respect rationally,
because it is itself the Supreme Reason.
There was a class of talewrights and
dramatists in German literature, which
somebody called the Need-and-Help-
School, because it was their habit to allow
their characters to fall into all manner of
dangers and difficulties, in order at the cri-
tical moment to come to their aid, either b;
providing some unexpected rescue, or kill-
mg them all off at once. They very well
illustrate the kind of Providence to which
Mr. Alison seems to commit the universe,
—=a Providence which creates a certain
number of ninnies and villains, places
them in the midst of the scenery in which
they are to move, sets them at work until
they are all at loggerheads and begin to
throttle the life out of each other, and then,
at last, interposes to make a display of its
own adroitness and compassion.

We say this seems to be his theory of
the course of providential guidance, inas-
much as he is not always consistent in
his expositions, accounting for the French
Revolution, in one place, for example,
by alleging that it was a part of “the
universal frenzy which at times seizes
mankind from causes inscrutable to hu-
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the most sanguine enthusiasts of former
generations, and we see in them, also, &
pledge of the more rapid and surprising
conquests of the future. But Mr. Alison
finds in them, and sees in them, no such
things ; finds in their past effects only a
disturbance of his cherished notions of
law and order, and sees in their future

romises only another “ dispersion of man-

ind,” like that on the plains of Shinar,
produced, too, by the same unholy pride
and ambition which raised the vain tower
at Babel !

Now it is because he does not find and
see these things, or, in other words, be-
cause he does not comprehend the spirit
of the age he undertakes to describe, but
stands in a relation of antagonism to it,
that we pronounce him quite incapable of
his task. We do not wish any actual
specimens of his unskilfulness to convince
us of his unfitness. He may string facts
together with never so much industry,
describe isolated scenes with the anima-
tion of a Napier, analyze individual charac-
ter with the eye of a Scott ; but so longas
the characters and events he portraysareno
more than so many shadows dancing upon
the wall,—as they must be to the mind
which has no clear and consistent clue
to their movements, in a knowledge of
their interior spirit,—he cannot become
their historian. A Sandwich islander,
suddenly placed before the footlights at
Niblo’s, when Sontag or Alboni is electri-
fying the intelligent spectators with splen-
did visions of beauty and enjoyment,
might as well hope to write a competent
criticism of the performance for the next
day’s Tiribune, as a historian of Mr. Ali-
son's sympathies to depict the Nineteenth
Century. Granting that he sees the in-
cidents and events with as comprehensive
and minute an eye as any other man, he
can yet see only the outside of them, like
the Otaheitan at the play; he does not
see the motives of the performer, nor
the scope of the drama. The principle
which explains all—the struggle for hu-
man freedom—that contest of man for the
mastery of nature, of society, of himself,
which is the open secret of all history, he
winks out of sight, and puts in its place
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some marrowless, and conservative, high-
church dogma.

Nor is it less true of history in general,
than it is of the history of the last half
century, that without this guiding principle
of freedom, it is & vast and innavigable
ocean, clouded with mists, and darkness.
The historian, who puts his little bark
forth into it, moves forward without com-
pass or chart. Innumerable counter-cur-
rents of tradition baffle him on all sides;
huge sand-banks of authority arrest his
course ; the coral reefs of prejudice and
the wrecks of stranded systems scrape
hig keel, the storms and winds of fierce
war harry the atmosphere, so that he is
driven he knows not whither, and makes
the shore, when he arrives at all, by the
merest chance. But had he carried with
him the chart and compass, supplied by
even a dim perception of that great law
of freedom, which is the principle of all the
evolutions of history, he might have defied
the tempests- and mastered the stormy
seas, beholding beyond the chaos of the
clements, s beautiful sunshine and the
green world of peace.

But, without protracting this discus-
sion, which the amiable editors of Putnam
warn us already encroaches upon the
limits they usual{y assign to their heavier
articles, let us close by saying that this.
then, is our estimate of the great English
historian: that he is an exceedingly patient
collector of facts, and sometimes an ani-
mated, but generally a drowsy and bung-
ling narrator of them ; that his style is too
often slipshod, awkward and ungrammati-
cal ; that his statements may be relied u

" for the most part, except where the United

States and democratic institutions are con-
cerned, when his vehement prejudices be-
wray him into the grossest misrepresenta-
tions; but that his alarming deficiency in
any general views, especially in broad and
consistent principles of historical philoso-
phy, which would enable him to detect the
real inward life of society, renders him
quite incompetent to a worthy discharge
of the functions of an historian, especially
of the period which he has undertaken
to describe.
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the muffled roar of whose morning guns,
had but now spoken audibly to our fleshy
ears of the body, deafening the subtler
organs of the soul.

And this contiguity it is of contrasts
which lends such a charm to the land-
scape scenery of America. Despite the
newness, the raw, just finished look of
the towns, to which Dickens has so
humorously alluded in one of his spicy
caricatures, there is every where in the
country, so soon as the wanderer’s foot
has left the pavement, and before his
cars have lost the din of the city, an as-
pect of untutored and almost primeval
rusticity ; & moss-grown charm of sylvan
eld, that involuntarily recalls the mind, if
not to Arcadian fancies, at least to the
stranger realities of the stupendous change
which has occurred in these most familiar
scenes within the narrow compass of two
oenturies.

No other country in the world can
point to scenes of almost primitive nature,
still haunted by some of the shyest and
wildest of the animal creation, in 80 near
contiguity to the abodes of a civilization
almost super-civilized, and more than
Sybarite luxuriousness.

All these things, or many of them—for
Boz had not yet spoken to his world-wide
audience, and the lucubrations of Martin
Chuzzlewit slept yet unformed in the
womb of futurity—we babbled of, as we
rode along, careless of time, and giving
oursclves up wholly to the enjoyment of
the pleasant season, and to the impulsive
thoughts which sprang from each new
object, that presented itself to our admira-
tion or our wonder.

Morning had melted before the fervors
of hot noon, as we pursued our way, heed-
less, if not ious, of dist: ; and
at length, as we reached a loftier summit
of the Palisades, beyond which the con-
tinuous line of columnar ramparts, whence
their familiar name, is interrupted by a
deep wooded lap or basin, opening softly
to a cove of the great river, we paused,
drew bridle, and sat still.

At first, we halted, on impulse only, to
gaze with earnest eyes on the splendid
prospect which greeted us; for we had
advanced so far, that we might behold
the huge barriers of the Hudson High-
lands upheaving themselves in vast,
solemn, purple masses before our eyes,
while above them, and through the
breaks in their undulating outline. the
triple summit of the distant Kaatskills
slept in a soft, cerulean shadow against
the bright horizon. Anon, we might see
the fleecy masses of clouds gather, and
thicken and grow dark, over the distant
mountains, until their form, their dimen-
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sions, their very presence, were swallowed
up in the great inky shroud, whence is-
;ued st intervals s lobw, hoarse,
ling moan, pr

lmds streak vemmg they blackness ; '13'
which we knew that the thi pirits
had not deserted their old haunts in the
Highlands.

Perhaps it was the distant growlings
of the storm, perhape the fidgetiness of
our horses—for that animal, as I have of-
ten observed, is singularly sensitive to the
presence of electricity in the atmosphere
~—that recalled us from the contemplation
of the noble view to more subl
things. But when we were so awak:
and found our good steeds bathed in dark
sweat, and that sweat chafed into white
creamy lather, wherever bridle rein or
stirrup leather had turned the hair—
though we had not in the last five miles
exceeded a foot’s pace—we resolved to
make a brief halt in that pleasant place,
both for the refreshment of our animals,
and the consolation of our inner selves,
with such slight provisions as our sand-
wich boxes and hunting-flasks might far-
nish. Nigh twenty years have elapsed
since I saw that spot; in all human pro-
bability I shall never see it again; and,
were I to see it, I should most hkely fail
to recognize a single feature ; but by some
strange freak of memory, which has
slurred over in oblivion & hundred nearer
and more important matters, I remember
every small particular of that scene, every
accident of light and shade, as clearly as
if I had looked upon it yesterday. Yet
it was nothing. Nothing but the like of
which we all look upon every day, with-
out notice enough, even, that we should
say we forget it.

A large white-oak tree shed a wide
shadow over the green sward, quite to the
edge of the precipice ; and above the oak,

4

‘above all the surrounding trees of the

somewhat stunted forest, towered the gi-
gantic skeleton of what had once been &
colossal white-pine, now barkless and
weather-beaten, but still erect and stately,
and pointing with its sapless arms to the
four winds of heaven. Above the sum-
mit of the pine, again, the work of man’s
busy hands, rose a tall spear, secured with
bolts and braoes, and capped by what
closely resembled a huge extinguisher of
bright tin—the whole forming, strangely
out of place in that wild bit of unshorn
forest, one of the triangulation stations
of the coast survey, which was then la-
boring, with its unequalled industry and
science, on that portion of the Atlantic
sea-board. Immediately in front of us,
as we sat under the cool freshness of the
oak, after picketing our horses duly wa-
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less, on the impulse of the moment I dis-
charged it at the noble bird. The sound
attracted his attention ; I think, moreover,
that the bullet whistled near him, for he
made a short cast upward, flapped his
wings angrily over his back, and rose in
short gyrations directly above my head.

But, even then, neither in his motions
nor his manner, was there the least show
of haste or perturbation. He sailed slowly
round and round; I could see him turn
his hooked beak from side to side, as he
brought his piercing eyes to bear on the
intruder, and I seemed to catch an intelli-
gent glance from those fierce, flame-colored
orbs, which can gaze undazzled on the
sun at his meridian.

Round and round he floated, with no
vigible movement of his mighty wings,
though one could see that he steered him-
self with his broad, fan-like tail, scaling
the air, ring above ring, in those small
concentric circles, as if he were mounting
some viewless, winding, Jacob’s ladder,
until at length he literally vanished from
our sight, concealed from vision by no
Jealous, intervening cloud, nor swallowed
up in any blaze of living lxght too effulgent
to be braved by mortal eyes of man, but
lost in immeasurable distance.

Once, after our weary eyes had ceased
straining themselves in vain, his resonant
defying cry came clanging down to us
from the depths of the, to him, not intren-
chant ether, as if challenging us to meet
the radiance of his clear eye, which proba-
bly distinguished us with ease, where him-
self to our utmost powers invisible.

That was the first time of my beholding,
on this side the Atlantic ocean, that noblest
of the feathered race, bird of poets and
emperors, the golden eagle ; and but twice,
since that day, has his form met my eyes,
which ever greet him with something
of half-chivalric and loyal devotion, some-
thing of half superstitious veneration.

Once, he was wheeling, like the incar-
nate spirit of the thunderstorm, while the
clouds were as mirk as midnight above
us, and the lightning was blazing as if at
white heat, and the thunder, tearing our
ears asunder, rebellowed -from Bullhill
and Crownest, and the stern heights of
Thunderberg triumphant amid the tem-

l)eThe canvas of a superb topsail schooner
was split to ribbons in an instant, and a
tall sloop was dismasted by & gust that
came tearing down a gorge in the hills,
and drove a long streak of smowy foam
before it across the moaning river; but
not & feather did it ruffle of the royal fowl,
lending only, as it seemed, new transport
to his warrior spirit, new power to his
exulting flight.
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Once again I beheld him—1I say him,
for it always seems to me the same eagls,
whom I first saw, long years ago,—sailing
through the dark mists over the purple
moors of Cumberland and Y
where Pennigant and Ingleborough look
down from their misty on the sources
of the silver Aire, or the bare crags of
Cader Idris afford his chosen eyrie to the
nursling of the storm. Once again I be-
held him, above a thousand miles aloof,
where the untrodden heights of the La
Cloche mountains show their almost per-
ennial snows to the vo; on the stormy
waters of Lake Huron, and the congenial
climate and sublime wilderness of the
Northwest acknowledge him for their ap-
propriate sovereign.

I knelt in the bow of a birch canoe,
propelled by the silent paddle of an Ojibwa
Indian, up the still waters of a winding
tributary of the Du Frangois River, the
outlet of Lake Nipissing, with a heavy
double-barrel in my hand, keeping a bright
look-out, as we doubled every headland
of the tortuous stream, for the ducks,
which kept rising in great flocks before us.

Suddenly there came a low tap against
the side of the canoe, and a guttural ex-
clamation—* How ! mig-a-zeé. An eagle.”

I looked up, and there he sat,
majestic, looking supremely proud
bold, on the very pinnacle of & dead pine
tree, not above a hundred yards distant
from us. He saw us clearly, for he turned
his head, and looked at us steadily with
both his great bright eyes ; I could see, or
fancied I could see, their tawny glare at
that distance. Then he lifted one large
yellow claw, and scratched his head, drop-
ped it again to his perch, drew himself up
and shook himself, till every plumelet
seemed in its place, even and sleek as the
coat of a high conditioned racer, arched
his proud neck, and gazed about him,
without a sign of alarm, as if he saw and
dared us to injure him.

For me, he might defy me with im-
punity ; for I felt in his presence, as Mar-
cellus toward the Ghost of Hamlet, that
I ghould

- 'l'o oﬂ'or it the ﬁo vlolanoe,

and, even had any shot-gun contained the
means of harming him at that distance,
which it did not, I should as soon have
thought of firing at a friend, as at that
dauntless creature.

Not so, however, my Ojibwa. There
are, to the Indian, few prizes more es-
teemed than the tail-feathers of the war-
eagle. It is said that, on the pnmes, a
good horse has been bartered for that
precious ornament, worn only, as unong
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glossed with a golden lustre, the crown
of the head, nape, and back, darkening
to almost perfect black; the quills are
chocolate, with white shafts, the tail black,
slightly barred with ash; the legs are
feathered to the ankles; the feet bright
yellow, with large, strong scales, and
powerful, blue claws.

The whole port and demeanor of this
bird is truly graceful and majestical ; his
ordinary position is erect, and his gaze
heavenward. He is full of daring courage,
entirely apart from his predatory rapacity,
and will attack a man, or any animal
which offers him an affront or injury
when in confinement.

Concerning his longevity, some remark-
able facts have come under my own ob-
servation ; a singularly fine specimen of
this bird having been kept, from a time
beyond the memory of persons now living,
by a more remote branch of my own
family, on an old hall on the frontiers of
Herefordshire ; and being regarded, espe-
cially by the servants, with something
nearly akin to superstitious awe.

This bird was more or less familiar to
me from my seventh to my twentieth year;
and I well remember the mingled fear
and admiration with which I used to re-
gard his fierce glee, the superb clashing
of his great wings, the fire of his eyes,
and his exulting shrieks in times of wild,
tempestuous weather, in thunderstorms,
and hurricanes of wind, especially. At
such times, it appeared as if the long, light,
but strong, chain could not control his
awakened impulses; nor the courtyard,
of which he had the undisputed range,
contain his mounting spirit.

The heads of the family to which I re-
fer had died young, and no distinct record
existed of the period of the eagle’s capture.
His attendant, however, was an old gar-
dener, who had been born, and lived to his
eightieth year, in the house. He remem-
bered no time when the eagle was not as
then, and he did remember that his father,
to whose office he succeeded, had spoken
of the bird as being sent, a scarce fledged
nestling, from North Wales, while he was
yet a stripling, to the hall.

I saw that eagle last in about the year
1828 ; and I am well satisfied that he had
then passed a century, although he show-
ed no signs of age; and though I cannot
assert that he is yet living, I do mnot
doubt it; for I believe I should have heard
of hig death, had it occurred.

This eagle was fed, for the most part,

on rabbits, which he slew himself—not
by the way asan ial act of tion,
but in process of devouring—and it is re-
markable, that though he would clutch
and eagerly swallow gobbets of raw meat,
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if thrown to him, he would not touch
dead birds or quadrupeds.

I cannot say, however, that his appetite
was ever severely tempted by long fast-

ing.

gAt another period, I had an oppor-
tunity of studying two Golden Eagles, a
male and female, with a young year-old
bird having the ring-tail plumage, which
were kept in & large timber cage, embrac-
ing two considerable fir trees in its pre-
cincts.

The nest of these birds had been har-
ried, among the crags near Greta Bridge;
the young one was taken; and, by his
means, the parents had been trapped, by
the device well known to game preservers,
as the circle.

At the time of my seeing these eagles,
they had tasted nothing but water for
nearly & week, during the whole of which
time, a dead fox had lain untouched in
their den. That they were nearly fam-
ished was evident from the fury with
which they tore and devoured, almost
alive, some unhapp{vpxgeons, which were
thrown to them hether in a free state
the Golden Eagle will never partake of
dead food cannot easily be proved; that
he is most reluctant to do so, is certain ;
and I think it probable that, as most ani-
mals of prey are endowed with a power of
resistance to the pangs of hunger propor-
tionate to their avidity, this gallant bird
would submit to great extremity before
he would condescend to carrion.

An excellent sportsman and good natu-
ralist, not nearly so well known in this
country as he deserves to be, Colquhoun
of Luss, who from his abode in the wild-
est part of the Scottish Highlands has
had great opportunities of observing
eagles, confirms, from personal knowledge,
many of the facts stated above—especially
the cruel mode of killing, the hare-diet,
and the peculiarity of the young bird
being ring-tailed.

By the way, it is not here unworthy of
remark, that, in a country so distant as
Greece, an age so remote as that distin-
gmshed by the battles of Marathon and
Plateea, nearly 500 years ». c., the poet
Aischylus had noted the peculinr prey of
the warlike birds of Jupiter, and even
their distinctive coloring, while it is even
open to doubt whether he was not aware
of the immature condition of the white-
tailed bird, which he assimilates to the
younger and less warlike of the Atreid
princes.

As the is curious, in more ways
than one, ; have quoted its’ entire from a
recent translation of the fine play which
contains it, published in the university
press at Harvard.
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—We have not heard of Martin Farqu-
har Tupper’s being sent to an insane asy-
lum, or we should suspect him of writing
a little book entitled the New Bond of
Love, which has been politely sent to us,
but which is so strictly anonymous that
the title-page does not even bear the name
of a publisher. The book is extremely
Tupperish, but with a certain wildness
that the author of Proverbial Philosophy
has not displayed in any of his published
writings. The new bond of love which
the author has invented, consists of the
following modest proposal, which is almost
equal to Swift’s humane suggestion for
the alleviation of Irish suffering.

“ Let every human being under the broad
. face of heaven, make up his mind, by his
own free will, to work during one month of
every year, according to the best of his
ability, for the benefit of those who are
only less competent, but not less good.

—Stuart’s work on the Naval and Mail
Steamers of the United States, recently
published by Norton, of this city, is one
of the very finest examples of book-mak-
ing that we can boast of. It is not often
that a purely scientific and practical work
is published as a show-book, like the bril-
liant works of fancy that are expressly
intended for the ornamentation of centre
tables in richly furnished drawing-rooms.

—A book published in nearly as hand-
some style as the above is Bartlett’s Com-
mercial and Banking Tables, which comes
to us from Cincinnati, and gives a most
satisfactory indication of the arts of print-
ing and binding west of the Alleghanies.
It is a most serviceable and excellent
work.

—“ The Autobiography of an English
Soldier in the United States Army,”
is the title of a rather readable volume
which has heen recently republished from
the London edition by Stringer & Towns-
end. It is worthy of remark, that while
some of our most popular authors gradu-
ated in our national and mercantile ships,
the army has not furnished us a single
writer of eminence; and the fact is the
more remarkable, as the officers of the
army have nearly all had an academical
education, while our navy is composed
chiefly of self-educated men. Our Eng-
lish soldier was a Scotch hand-loom

weaver, who came to this country to work
at his trade, and, not finding emplgg::ent,
enlisted in the army, and served ugh

the Mexican war. It is very well to have
the observations of an intelligent soldier,
who was a participator in the Mexican
campaign, and who is sure of not erring
on the favorable side in giving his account
of the conduct of our army.
—“Virginalia ; or Songs of my Sum-
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mer Nights—A Gift of Love for the
Beautiful” is the inexplicable title of »
small volume of verse by T. H. CHivegrs,
M. D., which has come to us from Phila-
delphia, although it is copyrighted in
Massachusetts. Dr. CHIVERs remarks
in his preface, that “it is obvious that no
true poet ever yet wrote for the Aristarchi
of the world—only to show them how
little they know—but only for the divine
Areopagus of Heaven.” And we coincide
wholly in the Doctor’s opinion. We do
not think any true poet ever did any
thing of the kind. What ible motive
could have induced the author of the book
before us, after having written his verses
to publish them, we have no means of
knowing, although he says in concluding
his preface, “ Thus have I moulded on the
swift circling wheel of my soul some of
the manifold members of that Divine
Beauty which lives immortal in the shin-
ing House of Life.” And therein, we im-
agine, lies the whole mystery.

—An instructive book is the “Reason
and Faith and other Miscellaneous Es-
says,” of HENrY Ropcers., They are ex-
tracted mostly from the Edinburgh Re-
view, where they attracted considerable
attention at the time by their learning,
vigor, and pervading thoughtfulness. Mr.
Rodgers can scarcely be regarded as a pro-
found thinker, though he certainly is an
acute and careful one, while his writings
exhibit unusual cultivation, and the most
decided religious principle. His articles
on Old Fuller, the church historian, and
on the Correspondence of Luther, are a8
agrecable as they are instructive.

—A complete edition of “Jefferson’s

‘orks” iz said to be in preparation at
‘Washington, the editorship having been
committed to the hands of a distinguished
gentleman of Virginia. All the collections
of Jefferson that we have had heretofore
have been incomplete, giving us merely
fragments of his volurainous productions.
Jefferson was the master-spirit of his day,
who left the impress of his genius on the
institutions and mind of his country ; and
every thing that he wrote ought to be in
the possession of the public. We should
like to see as perfect a record of his exist-
ence made, as Charles Francis Adams has
given usof his illustrious rival and friend
John Adams. But let there be no tamper-
ing with his manuscripts: what we havea
right to, in the case of all such men, is
their own sayings and doings, and not the
interpretations of editors, who may con-
ceive it necessary to suppress or alter their
writings, to suit the opinions of the day,
or of particular localities. If Jefferson had
weak or was chargeable with incon-
sistencies, or entertained offensive opinions,
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phical students. It is called Platon’s
Philosophie 1m Abrissihrer genetischen
Enwicklung. (Plato’s Philosophy in its
genetic Development.) It is a dry, pro-

ic, formal book, on & theme which, above
all others, merits s genial and glowing
treatment.

—Dr. Joux Uscuorp has published,
at Ambery, a Compendium of Psycholo-
gy (Grundriss der Psychologie), in which
the evangelical theory of the soul, the
primitive purity and blessedness of man
and his fall from grace, are taught in a
very succinct and lucid manner for the use
of students.

— Betrachtungen iber den Physis-
chen Weltall (Considerations on the
Physical Structure of the Universe), is a
philosophical disquisition by Prof. Es-
CHENMAYER, & disciple of Schelling, in
which we are taught that the entire,
boundless complex of worlds, stars,
comets, &c., depends upon and is govern-
ed by a great universal body fAllgextim),
the productive source of all forces and
laws, in the centre of the entire conce
wherever that may be. It is fanciful an
vague, and will suit those who like to
take their science bathed in the mists of
imagination, rather than in the clear and
distinct light of exact knowledge.

— Liesic’s famous Chemical Letters
have received a reply in a book by Jacos
MovEescHotT, called Der Kreislauf des
Lebens (The Circle of Life). The author
is a physiologist, but no chemist. He
writes well and popularly, but Liebig’s
theories are not much injured by his dis-
quisitions.

— Land und See Bilder aus der
Gegenwart (Land and Sea Pictures of
the Present Time), is a volume of transla-
tions from the Household Words, em-
bracing articles on America and Aus-
tralia.

—OT1T0 ScuMipT i8 the author of &
History of the Thirty Years' War,
written for the benefit of the universal
German nation, to warn the same against
the evils of dissension, and the necessity
of patience and tolerance. Mr. Schmidt
might have preached his sermon on a
shorter theme than one thirty years long.

—The readers of Goethe’s Autobiogra-
phy must preserve a sort of affection for
the old German province of Elsass, now
the French department of Alsace, whose
great glory is the Strasburg Cathedr:
and whose people are a happy mixture o
the Teutonic and Gallic elements of cha-
racter. Goethe loved to be among them,
and would have been delighted with Av-
cust SToER’s Sagen des Elsass (Tra-
ditions of Alsace), just published at St.
Gallen. These traditions are gathered
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" with infinite industry from the mouthe

of the people, from old chronicies and
other reliable sources, and are very plea-
sant reading even to those who have no
local interest in the beautiful country to
which they belong.

—Those who wish to study the rise
and progress of Secret Societies, and ee-
pecially of Masonry, will find & most
suthentic and satisfactory work in the
Geschicte der Frei-Maurerei in Fran-
kolich (History of Free Masonry in
France), by Prof. Kross of Darmstadt.
It is based on suthentic documents of
every kind, and casts great light upon the
formation and development of the order
in every country of Europe, as well as in
France.

—A volume which musicians ought to
read is F. Curysanoer’s Ueber die Moll-
tonart in der Volksgesdngen und ber
das Oratorium (On the minor mode in
music of popular origin, and on the Ora-
torio). It is a learned and instructive
work, though it does not demonstrate all
its propositions, as for instance, that the
minor mode in popular songs, is derived
from the music of the early Christian
church, while the fact is that barbarous
nations which never heard of Christianity,
delight in the use of the minor key.

—The booksellers’ advertisements an-
nounce the publication of Des Negers Ira
Aldridge Leben und Kunstler-Lauf-
bahn {Life and Artistic Career of the
Negro Ira Aldridge), with his portrait and
fac-simile. Mr. Aldridge is a tragic actor,
whose playing of Shakspeare’s characters,
such as Othello and Macbeth, has been as-
tonishing to the Germans. They hold him
to be one of the first tragedians of the
age. This book is designed to make the
public acquainted with the facts of his
personal professional history.

—A volume more charming and wel-
come to poetic readers could not be
named than the Lieder des Mirza
S hah[y (Songs of Mirza Schaffy), of
which a second edition has just made its
appearance at Berlin, with several poems
not given in the first. Mirza Schafly is a
poet of the Caucasus, a man of very deli
cate fancy and genial wisdom, whose
songs — fit to be named with those
of Hafiz —are rendered into elegant
German by BobenstepT, the historian
and traveller, and printed in & neat and
convenient little vol

—A characteristic publication is the
Deutsche Hauschronik (German House-
Chronicles), issued monthly at Munich,
and now in its second year. It is a sort
of historical and ethnographic popular
miscellany, consisting of memorable scenes

from history, descriptions of life in an-
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fell upon that gentleman, all the musical
connoisseurs said that it was fortunate we
had, at last, a realiy fine performer. His
position in Paris and among foreign critics
was ably discussed and justified. The
musical connoisseurs were enchanted with
his bowing, and with many other excellen-
cies for which they knew the proper
technical terms; and after dinner they
repaired in & body to—Ole Bull’s concert.
M. Vieuxtemps never kindled any popular
enthusiasm. He was irreproachably good,
—true, delicate, classical, finished, and, as
a few asserted with acrimony, free from
clap-trap. Yet M. Vieuxtemps failed,
while Ole Bull’s first visit to the country
is an era in our musical annals.

We are strongly reminded of these facts
of nine years smcz by the relative posi-
tions of Alboni and Sontag; except that
every thing is reversed with them. This
time it is the Vieuxtemps style that bears
the palm ;—it is the elegant cultivation,
the classical purity, the elaborate finish
to which we are all paying homage, and
for which we thronged Niblo’s for the
thirty opera-nights of Lent. 'While we
write (very early in Alboni’s season),
Sontag is the success, and Alboni the
failure. With that rare voice, and culti-
vation none the less exquisite because it
does not challenge attention before the
voice itself; with a fresh bonhommie of
manner quite as attractive as the elaborate
artificiality of Madame Sontag, and cer-
tainly witi no less, if very different, dra-
matic power ; with Salvi, the best tenor
we have had, and Marini, on the whole
the best basso, and Rovere, a genuine,
extravagant Italian buffo, and the brave
Beneventano, with exuberant voice, and
exhaustless good -humor and accuracy ;—
with all this imperial front to conquer
success, Alboni has failed. “’Tis sad,”
cried Paul Pry.

We have recently heard it stated that
she never “drew.” The audience might
be delighted, and single songs produce
great enthusiasm, but it was sp dic, not
continuous.  Neither in London, nor
Paris, nor Madrid, did Alboni “draw,”
said “our intelligent informant.” It is
not quite true, as we remember in Paris.
There Alboni was a sure card. The
houses were always full, if not crowded:
but none of her impersonations made a
mark,—as personations. Alboni never
“created ” parts. The engravers and de-
signers never issued prints of M’lle Alboni
as this or that; or if they did so, it was
a very limited circle that knew of those
pictures and felt any special propriety in
them. Grisi's Norma was a subject uni-
versally recognized like Rachel’s Phedre,
or Mrs. Siddons’ Lady Macbeth. So
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with Madame Garcia as Fides in Le
Prophéte. These singers and actresses
were identified with those roles. But the
delicious contralto was equally at home
every where. She took all parts, and
sang the songs in them delightfully,
transposing the music if it lay out of her
range, and not caring to raise an eyelid in
the way of dramatic action. And the
voice was so satisfactory, that the acting
was suffered to pass. The general conclu-
sion was that if large masses of animate
matter could sing in this way, it was the
height of ingratitude to expect them to
move, also. As we said in a former arti-
cle, several of the best critics longed to
see Alboni break out of this apathy, and
assert her full power. Hector Berlioz,
especially, believed that she was an actress,
if only she would choose to discover the
fact. But she never did choose. She
went from London to Madrid,—indolent,
tropical, luxuriant,—refreshing England,
France and Spain with ample libations of
that cool, fresh, musical voice.

Alboni made a mistake in her first con-
certs in New-York, and it seems as if she
were not to recover from that unfortunate
prestige. When she sang at the Broad-
way Theatre, we certainly thought she had
done s0; but it was temporary only. It
was the novelty of hearing a great voice
in its prime at one of our theatres. There
had been no such opportunity since Mali-
bran, who sang at the Park Theatre be-
fore the days of this generation of theatre-
goers. The Broadway was thronged
every opera-night for a fortnight or more.
Then the Prima Donna went to Boston,
where she had success—for the
same reason, perhaps; then to Philadel-
phia, where, we are told, she failed, pos-
sibly on account of miserable support.
Meanwhile Sontag was serenely triumph-
ant at Niblo’s. It was fortunately Lent,
and society, as usual during that period
of mortification, was stagnant. The
opera, therefore, took the place of all
other dissipations. Every body went to the
opera, because they were sure of pleasant
companions, of pleasant singing, of Sontag,
Badiali, and Eckert’s orchestra. More-
over, the Prima Donna was a countess.
It was “a nice thing ” to assist at an en-
tertainment where & “real lady” per-
formed. Had we not met her at dinner?
Was not her fate romantic? Was she
not the most perfect singer, actress, coun-
tess, that ever was known? Beside, we
had had no opera all winter, and were
ready, during the husks of Lent, for any
kind of succulence. In fact the opers-
season of Madame Sontag was managed as
well as all the rest of her career (except-
ing the ridiculous quarrel with the Albion),
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dry and hard. There is no geniality in
his expression, no humor in his action.
He seemed to be trying to be funny against
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trous fortunes of the day. Our opinion
of the relative merits of the singers re-
mains unchanged. But other things than

his will ; and the only laughable point in
his performance was his coming fo
with that rueful countenance, the head
slightly bent, and the thumb"and fore-
finger of the right hand raised, to take
part in the trio. Don Pas . like
Don Bartolo in the Barber of Seville, is
the creation of the Italian opera buffo,
and exists nowhere else. He is essen-
tially a caricature, an extravagance, a butt,
and, soit be done with fun, there is scarce-
ly any thing he does, which can be con-
emned as excessive. Lablache under-
stands this, because nature intended him
to play Don Pasquale. Lablache is “a
tun of a man,” and he drowns all his au-
ditors in a tun of fun. It is indescribable.
It is broad, and long. if you choose. It
lies in movements, in expressions, in tones,
it is every where, and every where very
funny. Lablache always leaves his au-
dience in such excellent humor, that, what-
ever has been dome, the evening seems
delightful. Marini has no idea of fun. It
flies before him. His Leporello is not
Mozart’s Leporello, as we discovered last
year, and his Don Pasquale is not Doni-
zetti’s. He was even badly stuffed. His
corpulence was all one way. Salvi did
admirably, as usual. He sang carefully
and exquisitely, and the serenade was a
beautiful performance. Beneventano has
too fine a voice, too great a willingness
to oblige, is always too accurate in his
music, to allow us to find fault with him.
In fact we never wish to doso. His mer-
its are 8o eminent, and his demerits so ob-
vious, that it would be useless. Beneven-
tano—and his opponents will not deny it
—always does all that one man can do to
prevent the opera from falling dead. In
the Burbiére how manfully he struggl
with Rovere, to bear it up against a sm
house, and the universal feeling of disap-
pointment and failure.
Don Pasquale was not a brilliant suc-
cess. Alboni sang superbly. That was
before we went. But when every
man asked himself, is this, on the whole,
80 superior to what we have just had ; the
instinctive reply, despite the unquestioned
superiority of Alboni to Sontag, was, no.
There was something wanting. 'We have,
perhaps, already indicated some of the
reasons of this want. The fact itself was
too evident. Immediately after the first
evening Signor Salvi fell ll. The operas
were changed, the evening also, in one in-
stance ; and one evening the house was
closed.
We are hoping, while we write, that it
may not be too late to repair the disas-

a fine voice and exquisite singing are es-
sential to operatic success.

And will an opera-house secure that
success? We hope so, since, at last, de-
termined that Boston & not mono,
lize all the musical glory, New-York
subscribed $150,000 to build an opera-
house. It is to be situated at the corner
of Fourteenth street and Irving Place.
Now it is comparatively easy to build a
good house; but to have a good opera—
that gives us pause. We have always
believed that if Mr. Barnum should un-
dertake the management it would succeed.
Of course we all join in the chorus of
humbug ; but we sl never be tired of
repeating that Jenny Lind was a very
agreeable humbug, and that Mr. Barnum
probably found the humbug of two or
three hundred thousand dollars equally
agreeable ; nor have we found any per-
son who regrets the money expended
at those memorable concerts. Mr. Bar-
num is our candidate for manager of
the new opera-house. We boldly spread
that banner to the breeze. He under-
stands what our public wants, and how
to gratify that want. He has no foreign
antecedents. He is not bullied by the
remembrance that they manage so in Lon-
don, and so in Naples, and zo in St. Peters-
burgh. He comprehends that, with us,
the opera need not necessarily be the lux-
ury of the few, but the recreation of the
many. We shall watch the experiment,
and record its with great interest.
Mr. Lumley has evacuated “Her Ma-
jesty’s,” and stage appointments, ward-
robes, &c., have just been sold at auction.
The great operas in Parig, Berlin, Madrid,
and St. Petersburgh, feed upon the state
treasury. There is scarcely an independent,
money-making opera in the world. Per-
haps it is “the mission” of New York to
show that some things may be done at the
corner of Fourteenth-street and Irving
Place which are impossible in the Hay-
market, at the Académie Royale, and
Unter den Linden. We certamly hope
so. But it will require very cunning ma-
nagement.

The rehearsals of the Philharmonic So-
ciety and of Eisfeld’s Quartette Concerts,
are pleasant occasions for studying the
fine German works. The Philharmonic
have been hard at work upon the great
symphony of Schuman’s, which they play-
ed at their last concert. It is a work more
skilful and elaborate, than interesting. It
has passages of great power and besuty,
which quite vindicate the claim of the .
composer to & high rank ; but they alter-







