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L'ESSAT CRITIQUE EN FRANCE
Par PavurL BoURGET

Tr semble bien qu'il y ait, entre ces véritables espéces intel-
lectuelles que l'instinct de la vieille rhétorique a fort heureusement
appelées les Genres Littéraires, une lutte pour la vie, de tous points
analogue a celle que soutiennent entre elles les esptces animales.
Certains de ces genres, aprés avoir occupé tout le champ de la
pensée contemporaine et, manifesté leur ¢énergie par la création
d’ceuvres trés nombreuses, s'anémient, sappauvrissent, végétent,
meurent. (’a ¢été Thistoire du Poéme ¢pique, c’est aujourd’hui
Phistoire de la Tragédie en France, du Drame en Angleterre. Au
dix-septi¢me siecle, et dans la premitre moitié du dix-huitiéme,
Rotrou, Corneille, Racine, Voltaire coup sur coup, et autour d’eux
une légion d’imitateurs inférieurs, attestent la vitalité d'un genre
qui peut bien, au dix-neuviéme si¢cle, produire encore, & intervalles
éloignés, un spécimen remarquable, mais c’est li une exception
presqu’archaique. Comparez de méme la production dramatique
actuelle d’Outre-Manche & celle de la période Eli abéthdéenne.
Inversement, d’autres genres dont la force créatrice paraissait
gréle, atténuéde et pauvre, durant les époques précédentes, se dé-
veloppent dans la ndtre avec une vigueur, une richesse, une
amplitude inconnues. Ainsi la Poésie Lyrique durant la premiere
moitié du siécle; ainsi de nos jours encore le Roman; et ce que
jappellerai, faute d’'un terme plus exact, I'Essai critique. Cette
ressemblance entre I'évolution des espéces littéraires et des espéces
animales parait démontrer que la nature emploie les mémes pro-
cédés dans I'univers moral et dans l'univers physique. C’est, entre



xii L’ESSAI CRITIQUE EN FRANCE

parenthéses, une preuve de plus & lappui du grand priacipe
de I'unité de composition si fortement défendu par Goethe ¢t ol se
résume toute la philosophie naturelle d’aujourd’hui.

Je voudrais prendre prétexte d’une des formes littéraires que
je viens de mentionner, 1'Essai critique, et de son histoire
en France depuis ces cent ans, pour dégager quelques-uns des
caractéres dont s'accompagne une évolution de cet ordre. Peut-
8tre ces caractéres sont-ils d’'autant plus visibles ici que cette
évolution a été plus rapide. Cerles, entre un beau roman du dix-
h.. iéme sitele, tel que Gil-Blas ou Manon Lescaut, et un beau roman
de notre époque, tel que Madame Bovary ou I’ Assommoir, la
distance est énorme. Elle est moindre pourtant que d'une page de
La Harpe ou de Geoffroy, méme de Villemain, & une page de Taine
ou de M. Jules Lemaitre. Dans le premier cas, vous constatez un
simple développement. Dans le second, c’est le principe méme du
genre qui a changé. Pour les écrivains d'il y a cent ans, la critique
consistait essentiellement, comme l'indique I'étymologie (kpivw, je
juge, je distingue) dans lacte de juger en discernant. Ils admet-
taient qu'il existe un code absolu de I'ccuvre littéraire, des régles
strictes, un canon idéal. Critiquer, pour eux, ¢’était coniparer cette
ceuvre littéraire & ce canon, marquer les points ou elle 8'était
conformée & ces régles, ceux ou elle les avait transgressées, et
conclure, en vertu d'un code immuable, par un arrét motivé. S'ils
n'invoquaient plus, comme au moyen-ige, autorité sans appel
d’Aristote, ils considéraient pourtant comme possible de formuler
des lois fixes du Beau. Surtout, ils estimaient que les chefs-
d’ceuvre légués par les maitres de lantiquité et de I'dge classique
représentaient des types achevés auxquels il convenait de rapporter
toute création nouvelle pour en mesurer la valeur. Ils reconnais-
saient,—et sur ce point leur observation était trés exacte,—que
I'habitude de tels rapprochements développe en nous un sens
spécial, le Gout, et cette faculté de discerner le bon du mauvais
était, 3 leurs yeux, le don critique par excellence. L'essai de I'Abbé
Morellet sur 1’ Afale de Chateaubriand, qui se trouve reproduit
d’habitude dans les éditions séparées de ce petit roman, peut étre
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regardé comme un exemplaire achevé de cette Critique qu’il ne
faut pas mépriser. Elle était judicieuse, mesurée, souvent efficace.
L’influence excellente de Boileau, un de ses représentants les plus
convaincus, en est un témoignage.

La révolution de 1789 éclata, puis 'Empire. Ies grandes
guerres de ces vingt cing années eurent cet effet inattendu de méler
singuliérement les nations les unes aux autres. Pour nous borner
toujours & la France, ces houleversements sociaux, en précipitant
hors de leur pays un Chateaubriand, une Madame de Staél, un
Paul-Louis-Courier, un Benjamin Constant, et combien d’autres,
leur apprirent qu’il existait une Europe. Il ne se contentérent
pas de lire dans le texte Shakespeare, Dante et (ioethe, comme
aurait fait en 1780 un jeune Francais curieux, qui aurait
su les langues. Ils les lurent sur place, dans leurs pays d’origine,
et ils sentirent l'intime lien qui rattachait ces chefs-d’ceuvre de
littérature aux mdurs, au ciel, & I'Ame enfin de I'’Angleterre, de
I'Italie, de I'Allemagne. Ils démélérent, les uns confuséinent, les
autres plus nettement, deux vérités que leurs prédécesseurs ne
goupconnaient pas: la premiére qu’il y a dans toute création d’art
autre chose qu'un effort d'esthétique, qu’elle constitue une
nécessaire et presqu’inconsciente manifestation de tous ces éléments
dont est fait le génie national: qualités de la race, moment de
T'histoire, influence du climat ;—la seconde qu’il existe beaucoup de
types de beauté différents, sinon contradictoires, et que le golit n’a
aucunement ce caractére fixe dont les Poétiques et les Rhétoriques
de Yige classique faisaient un dogme. De telles découvertes,
ainsi résumées, paraissent trés simples. Elles comportent un
déplacement de point de vue qui, dans l'ordre intellectuel, équivaut
a ce qu'est un changement total d'atmosphére dans I'ordre physique.
Ce sont des modifications radicales de milieu auxquelles correspon-
dent des modifications radicales pour les organismes placés dans ce
milien. On en saisit ici un exemple trés net.

La conséquence immédiate de cet agrandissement de I'imagina-
tion francaise fut ce mouvement, confus jusqu’s I'incohérence, qui
s'est appelé le Romantisme. Nous y reconnaissons aujourd'hui la
mise en jeu de plusieurs forces tris distinctes: par exemple, le sur-
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saut d’éveil de la sensibilité plébéienne dans la démocratie com-
mengante, la mélancolie passionnée et le désordre d’un fdge de
crise religieuse et politique, le déséquilibre produit par le prestige
de la prodigieuse personnalité de Napoléon. Surtout,—et c'est
assurément Ja plus inattendue des constatations, celle qui elit le
plus étonné les Jeune-France en gilet rouge de la premiére d’ Her-
nani,—nous y apercevons un premier effort de la Critique moderne
pour se développer et pour grandir. Nous distinguons en effet
parmi les hommes qui prirent part & ce mouvement révolutionnaire
les deux écrivains qui représentent encore aujourd’hui lesprit
critique, tel que nous lentendons d’une maniere déjd presque
compléte: I'un est Stendhal, d’'ott est issu Taine; 'autre Sainte-
Beuve, dont nous sommes tous plus ou moins sortis,—Sainte-Beuve,
qui reste avec Balzac la plus puissante influence intellectuelle et
la plus féconde du dix-neuviéme sitcle frangais.

Stendhal est célébre aujourd’hui par ses romans. Mais il sufiit
de consulter la bibliographie de ses ouvrages pour constater que le
genre romanesque ne fut chez lui que I'aboutissement supréme de
sa pensée, une application particuliére d’'une méthode et d’un tour
d’esprit qui avaient commencé par multiplier les tentatives d’un
autre ordre. Soldat de Napoléon & dix-huit ans, puis commissaire
des guerres et traversant I'Europe avec la Grande Armée, enfin,
aprés la chute de I’Empire, voyageur cosmopolite et tour & tour
installé en Italie, & Paris, en Angleterre, il n’avait pas cessé, durant
toute sa jeunesse et sa maturité, de poursuivre I'étude qu’il déela-
rait lui-méme avoir été le supréme intérét de sa vie: “l'analyse des
passions du cceur humain et l'expression de ces passions par les
arts et la littérature.”—Ce sont les propres termes dont il se sert.
Ils enveloppent cette conception nouvelle de la critique qui, plus
tard, précisée par Taine, en a fait une hranche de la psychologie.
Mesurons la portée de cette formule. Si la principale qualité de
Yartiste littéraire: poéte, romancier, dramaturge, est de copier la
nature humaine dans sa vérité, et, comme disait Stendhal, de
“faire ressemblant,” son ceuvre ne peut plus 8tre jugde d’aprés ce
type unique, et 4 1o mesure de ce canon idéal que proclamait l'an-
cienne critique. Entre la littérature du Nord et celle du Midi, par
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exemple, il doit se rencontrer des différences,—irréductibles puis-
qw'elles se proposent de reproduire deux sortes de natures humaines
irréductibles l'une & l'autre,—et légitimes, puisque ces natures
humaines sont également légitimes aussi. La poésie de Shakespeare
ne peut pas, ne dott pas étre pareille a celle de Dante, car celui-ci copie
une sensibilité Italienne et celui-ly une sensibilité Anglaise. L'un
Gerit pour des Latins qui vivent sous un climat de claire lumiére,
lautre pour des Saxons et des Normands, prisonniers d'un ciel
de brumes et d'une ile ou le printemps méme a des frissons
d’hiver. Ce sont 14 deux formes d'art, contradictoires mais néces-
saires, et, 8'il en est ainsi, le réle du Critique ne consiste pas & con-
damner 'une au nom de l'autre, ou toutes les deux au nom d'unc
troisicme. Il consiste & les comprendre et non plus a les juger.
C’est I'idée-maitresse qui circule, appliquée 4 la littérature, & la
musique, & la peinture, d'un bout & Vautre des nombreux ouvrages
o la vive intelligence de Stendhal s’est dépensée et qui s'appellent :
Racine et Shakespeare, Histoire de la peinture en Italie, Mémoires
d'un Touriste, les Promenades dans Rome, Vie de Rossini.—Je cite
aun hasard.—1I1 se dégage de ces livres, méme aujourd’hui, un pouvoir
d’excitation intellectuelle trés remarquable. Il ont gardé ce qui
fut la magie de la causeric de leur auteur, ce don d’¢branler, de
suggestionner la pensée. Ces livres, pourtant, ne sont encore
que des c¢bauches. L'esprit critique tel que nous le définissons
aujourd’hui, les soutient, les anime, sans arriver a cette forme
qu'il a trouvée pour la premiére fois dans les Poriraits, le Port-
Loyal et les Lundis de Sainte-Beuve. Cette insuffisance de Stendhal
ue tient pas seulement & ce qu'il était un précurseur, un inventeur,
el, ) ce titre, condamné au titonnement. Elle tient surtout & ce
qu’il était, & un degré supérieur, un imaginatif et un passionné
plus encore qu'un analyste. Cette complexité de sa nature devait
I'amener & se formuler plus complétement dans des ceuvres comme
Le Rouge et le Noir et comme La Chartreuse de Parme, romans d’'un
ordre unique, combinaison singuliére de son merveilleux esprit
critique et de ses autres facultés. Il peut étre considéré, & ce point
de vue, comme ayant donné un modeéle saisissant du renouvellement
d’un genre par l'application & ce genre des méthodes d’un autre
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genre. Mais dans le domaine qui nous intéresse, il n’a laissé que
des ébauches.

Chez Sainte-Beuve, 'imaginatif et le passionné existaient certes,
et trés vivaces. Joseph Delorme, les Consolations et Volupté en
témoignent éloquemment. Mais la curiosité analytique dominait
tout. Il était souverainement intelligent, et son plus grand
plaisir était de comprendre, au lieu que pour Stendhal, emporté
par lardeur de la personnalité la plus indomptable, le plus grand
plaisir était de sentir. En outre Sainte-Beuve avait, tout jeune,
fait des études de médecine. Il avait été physiologiste avant
d’étre podte et romancier, et les trois avant d’aborder définitive-
ment I'Essai Critique. Non seulement il reconnut, avec ses amis
du romantisme ce que jindiquais tout & I’heure, cette variabilité
légitime du type de I'wuvre d’art, suivant le pays, le moment de
Thistoire, la différence du climat et de la race, mais il apergut, avec
un coup d’il ol se retrouve le médecin, ce qu’il faut bien appelor
les racines animales de cette ceuvre d’art. Tandis que l'ancienne
critique considérait un livre comme une chose faite, & examiner
en soi et pour soi, Sainte-Beuve se dit que pour comprendre un
livre, il fullait le considérer cornme une chose en train de se faire et
Iexaminer dans ses conditions de naissance et d’accomplissement.
Derritre la page écrite, il voulut voir la mein qui l'avait éerite, le
corps auquel tenait cette main, 'dge et les habitudes de ce corps,
I'homme en un mot, 'individu qui respirait, qui se mouvait, qui
vivait et dont ce poéme, ce drame, ce roman, demeurent des gestes
fixés. Pour pénétrer de la sorte un individu, il faut se le représenter
par le dedans et par le dehors, c’est & dire, reconstituer d’une part
sa psychologie et sa physiologie, d’autre part son milieu social : sa
famille, sa classe, les idées de son époque,—et voild I'Essai Critique
devenu une peinture de mceurs, et la plus riche, la plus signifi-
cative. LA non plus, il n’y a guére de place pour le jugement.
On a souvent reproché & Sainte-Beuve le caractére ondoyant de
ses opinions. Lui-méme n’a jamais eu aucune prétention dogma-
tique. Sur un méme écrivain, il a des retouches de plume toutes
voisines d’étre des contradictions. S’expliquant sur ce point, il a
défini sa maniére d’entendre la critique : “ une histoire naturelle des
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esprits.” L’esthéticien chez lui s'abime de plus en plus dans le
botaniste moral, et, du méme coup I'Essai Critique prend une
amplitude qui I'égale aux formes d'art les plus hautes. Dans les
quarante volumes des Lundis vous trouverez traitées tour & tour,
avec une opulence et une sfireté d’information qui tiennent du
prodige, comme avec une souplesse d’intelligence & laquelle aucune
curiosité ne reste étrangére, des problémes de religion et de philo-
sophie, des questions d’histoire militaire et d’histoire politique, de
diplomatie et d’exégese. A propos d'un volume de Thiers sur
Napoléon, il vient de vous tracer un portrait lyrique du premier
Consul législateur, et la Fanny de Feydeau lui sert de prétexte a
une monographie de la jalousie. Tout & I'heure, il descendait avec
Pascal et les solitaires de Port-Royal jusqu’au plus profond de la
scrupuleuse Ame Janséniste, le voici qui vous parle de Goethe et de
son équilibre mental, de son ataraxie paienne, avec une complai-
sance admirative. * Il vient de graver & 'eau-forte le dur profil de
Tauteur des Commentaires, de I'héroique et impitoyable Montlue,
et il vous crayonne un délicieux pastel d’une amoureuse du di-
huitiéme siécle. C’est vraiment ’homme aux mille dmes, comme
on a dit de Shakespeare, ct, ainsi congue, la critique tourne tout
naturellement a I'évocation, & la vision,—osons le mot, & la poésie.

C’est bien ainsi que l'ont comprise les successeurs de Sainte-
Beuve parmi lesquels,—car ils sont légion,—je citerai seulement
comme les plus connus et aussi comme les plus distingués, M.
Ernest Renan dans la génération précédente, et, dans la contem-
poraine, MM. Jules Lemaitre et Anatole France. Il ne faut pas s’y
tromper, malgré des différences considérables d’¢ducation et de
tempérament, de sujets d’étude et de maniere, 'auteur de la Vie
de Jésus reléve en effet directement de I'auteur des Zundis. Clest
d’abord et surtout un grand critique et pour qui le plaisir supréme
est de se représenter des individualités trés différentes de la sienne.
11 a méme fait de la souplesse intellectuelle une dialectique constante,
une doctrine qu’il a pratiquée d’une fagon systématique dans les
moindres morceaux sortis de sa plume, aussi bien que dans le long
“uvrage sur les Origines du Christianisme qui fut le monument de
son fige mfir, Héritier d’une race religieuse et privé de la foi, ayant
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gardé un appétit non satisfait d’émotion mystique, et souffrant
d’une contradiction intime entre ce besoin et son intelligence, la
critique, telle que I'avait enseignée Sainte-Beuve, lui servit de com-
promis entre les antithéses de sa nature. Appliquant sa faculté
de comprendre aux périodes et aux personnes en qui I'ardeur de la
foi avait été le plus complete, il s'efforca de vivre ces périodes
par la penséde, d’étre ces personnes par une sympathie & la fois
enthousiaste et lucide, complaisante et désabusée. Vous trouverez
dans les essais de M. Jules Lemaitre et de M. Anatole France le con-
tinuel usage d'une méthode analogue, employde a s'assimiler des ina-
ginations et des sensibilités étrangéres & la leur. Si nous prenons
I'euvre de ces deux derniers comme le terme d’une évolution dont
le point de départ initial aurait été posé par Sainte-Beuve, dont
I'étape intermédiaire serait marquée par M. Renan, nous pouvons
suivre avec une extréme netteté la courbe de développement du
genre lui-méme. Avec Sainte-Beuve, I'Essai Critique a déja cessé
de juger, avec M. Renan il va jusqu’d cesser de conclure, avec
MM. France et Lemaitre, il tend de plus en plus vers ce que
celui-ci appelle lui-méme “un impressionnisme.” DTour ces deux
perspicaces écrivains, critiquer un livre, ¢’est noter les idées que ce
livre éveille en eux. Ce travail est, comme on voit, trés voisin de
celui de l'artiste devant la vie, et cette analogie explique pourquoi
ceux qui 8’y sont complu passent tout naturellement de leur besogne
d’essayistes et avec un rare bonheur, & une besogne de dramaturges
ou de romanciers. IL'Eaw de Jovvence, le Pretre de Nemi, Caltban,
ces tentatives des dernitres années de M. Renan n’ont pas d’autre
cause, non plus que les comédies et les contes de M. Lemaitre, que
les romans et les fantaisies de M. France. A regarder de prés
toutes ces ccuvres, vous verrez que leurs auteurs sont bien
demeurés logiques dans ce qui parait une volte-face de leur talent.
C’en est simplement une application nouvelle. Il y a, dans leur art
de conter ou de dialoguer, exactement le méme tour d’intelligence
que dans leurs essais, et leur exemple peut servir & vérifier d'une
facon trés évidente une des lois qui régissent le développement des
genres. Lorsqu’une certaine espéce littéraire est en train de grandir,
elle s'efforce de s'emparer des intellizences les meilleures d’une
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époque, et, ce faisant, elle s'amplifie finalement jusqu’a presque »e
dénaturer, tant elle absorbe en elle d’éléments divers. C’est ainsi
que le poéme épique avec Dante s’enfle et se surcharge de théologi.
et de philosophie scolastique; que le drame avec Shakespeare re
subtilise et se complique jusqu’s mettre en scéne un Hamlet ct
un Prospero, un mdtaphysicien et un alchimiste, les deux héros les
moins dramatiques qui aient jamais ét¢; que le roman avec Balzac
emporte et roule dans son intrigue des thcories sur la politique (e
Curé de Villuge), sar la Banque (la Maison Nucingen), sur la
mystique (Louts Lambert, Seraphita), sur la musique (Massimille
Domr), sur la chimie ({w Recherche de Uabsoluw). TLa Critique e<t
en train de faire aujourd’hui de méme, et c’est la preuve qu'elle
est & I'beure présente une des formes d’art nécessaires, une des
plus complétement adaptées & 'homme moderne et aux exigences
de sa culture. Nous voulons comprendre, méme en sentaut, méme
en agissant, méme en révant. Cela fait un roman, un théitre,
une poésie absolument neuves et que des critiques sculs peuvent
exécuter.

Tandis que I'Essai Critique, avec ces trois beaux talents et
d’austres de la méme ligne allait se développant dans le sens de l'art,
par un mouvement paralltle & celui qui aboutit en Angleterre aux
pages d’un Ruskin, d'un Mathew Arnold, d'un Walter Pater, d’'un
Henry James,—un autre mouvement s’instituait, dont M. Taine
fut le chef, qui essayait de donner & la critique toute la rigueur,
toute la précision de la Science. Cette seconde école, je l'ai déja
dit, releve de Stendhal plus que de Sainte-Beuve. A maintes
reprises, et notamment dans la préface de son Histoire de lu
Littérature Angleise, Taine s'est réclamé de cette filiation. 11 a
pris en effet i Stendbal quelques-unes de ses idées favorites, et
aussi le golit de ce que Beyle appelait le trait, le détail concret et
significatif, du petit fait indiscutable, de Yanecdote exacte et
topique. Mais il y a ajouté ses dons personnels, et d’abord une
puissance de construction logique comparable a celle d'un Hegel
ou d'un Spinoza. Cette faculté de lier les idées comme un
architecte lie les pierres d’un édifice, de telle maniére qu’elles se
soutiennent les unes les autres et qa’une imbrisable unité fasse de

VOL. XI,
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leur ensemble un wiracle de cohésion—aucun de nos contemporaing
ne l'a possédée comme Taine. La Littérature Anglaise n'est qu'un
théoréme en cinq volumes, les Origines de la France Contemporaine
un autre théoréme en six volumes. Un tel procédé est évidem-
ment trés inférieur aux ondoyantes contradictions de Sainte-Beuve
quand il s’agit de reproduire les sinuosités et les détours d’une
physionomie vivante. Il est admirable pour dégager dans une
époque, dans un homme, dans un ouvrage, les nécessités cachées,
l'appareil des profondes causes génératrices sous le chatoiement des
phénomeénes, enfin pour faire toucher au doigt la chaine qui rattache
Paccident,—ce livre, cette page, ce vers,—aux vastes influences de
milieu, de meinent, de ruce, antérieures & la fois et intérieures &
I'derivain. Ajoutez i cela que chez Taine I'érudition de ¢oté était
immense, quil avait étudié, avec une égale conscience, la méta-
physique et les langues, I'histoire et les littératures, 'anatomie
comparée e, les mathématiques, la physique et 'esthétique, la
géologie et la peinture. Toutes ces connaissances ont passé dans
sa critique, qui s'est trouvée ainsi unir, & la hardiesse de la
généralisation la plus large, la plus variée et la plus scrupuleuse
des documentations. A t'il réussi, avec un outillage aussi
exceptionnel, & réaliser ce qui fut Pambition de sa haute intelli-
gence, et & créer une psychologie artistique, scientifiquement
rigoureuse et indiscutable? A coup sir il a donné des analyses
littéraires d’une péndétration et d’une portée que I'on ne soupgon-
nait pas avant lui. Il a eu, sur les conditions de naissanoe,
d’efflorescence et de décadence de ces phénoménes mystérieux: le
génie et le talent, des vues qui, aujourd’hui encore, nous dominent
tous. Ses théories ont eu assez de vertu créatrice pour susciter
des ouvrages d'imagination de la valeur de ceux de M. Emile Zola,
4 la base desquels elles se retrouvent tout entitres. Elles l'ont
suscité lui-méme & des travaux d'un ordre plus large. De méme
que I'Essai critique tel que l'avait compris Sainte-Beuve devait
wagrandir jusqu'd se confondre avec la poésie, le roman et la
théétre, il devait, compris & la fagon de Taine, déborder de la
peychologie particuliére dans la psychologie générale et dans la
sociologie ; et c’est ainsi que l'auteur de La Littérature Anglaise a
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4t4 conduit & composer d’'une part un traité de I’Intelligence, de
Tautre & écrire cette étude sur les Origines de la France Contem-
poraine, qui restera comme le plus grand livre de cette seconde
moitié¢ du dix-neuviéme siccle. Encore ici, & force de se développer,
le genre s’est agrandi jusqu’a presque se dénaturer par 'absorption
d’autres genres qu'il a rajeunis en s’y confondant.

Ces courtes notes, n'ayant pas la prétention d’étre complétes,
ont dit omettre bicn des noms. 1l serait trés injuste, par exemple,
de ne pas rappeler & propos des rapports de la Critique avec I'Art
les profondes études de M. de Vogiié sur 1'Orient et la Russie;—i
propos des rapports de la Critique avec la Science les travaux de M.
Brunetiére sur I'évolution des genres;—et & propos des rapports de
la Critique avec la Sociologie les remarquables essais de M. Faguet.
On devrait aussi, pour marquer la vitalité des conceptions nouveHles
que se firent de la critique un Stendhal, un Sainte-Beuve, un
Taine, montrer que méme les partisans de l'ancienne critique ont
peu & peu admis les principales théories de ces grands adversaires.
On constaterait de la sorte que les portions valables d’'un Gustave
Planche, par exemple, sont celles ot il a doublé son habituel dogma-
tisme de psychologie passionnelle,—ainsi le céle¢bre article sur
Adolphe;—que pareillement, les meilleurs morceaux d'un Nisard ou
d’un Saint Marc Girardin sont ceux olt analyse littéraire se trans-
forme en analyse morale. Il faudrait indiquer comment 1'Essai
Critique s'est trouvé assez souple pour subir une opération inverse
de celle que nous avons signalée, c’est & dire pour apparaitre comme
le moyen d’expression & des intelligences habitudes & d’autres études
et auxquelles ces études ne suffisaient plus. Tel fut le cas de cet
incomplet, mais intéressant Edmond Schérer. Tel aussi le cas
d’Alexandre Dumas dont les fameuses préfaces ne sont que des
Essais de la plus originale saveur. Ces maniéres si diverses de
comprendre ¢t de traiter 'Essai Critique, fourniraient 4 Ihistoire
de la littérature Francaise une occasion de passer en revue tous les
talents et tous les génies de ce siécle. Balzac n’a t'il pas lui aussi
fait ceuvre de critique dans sa Revue Parisienne, Lamartine dans
son Cours de Littérature, Huge dans son William Shakespeare,
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M. Emile Zola dans ses éloquentes polémiques? Mentionner
simplement cette multiplicité de productions, c’est achever de
corroborer la vérité d’ordre général qui a servi de point de départ
a4 ces bréves réflexions,—4a savoir que, pour une espece littéraire,
se développer, c’est faire la conquéte d'un trés grand nombre
d’esprits, s’enrichir de tout ce que perdent le8 formes en décadence,
et devenir une des deux ou trois expressions nécessaires des plus
profondes tendances de Vépoque. Q'a ¢té le sort de I'Essai
Critique en France depuis cent ans: et la fécondité créatrice de ce
genre, regardé longtemps comwe le contraire d'un genre créateur,
prouve que la nature est en effet toujours pareille & elle-méme, et
que, dans 'ordre intellectuel comne dans Yordre physique, partout

ou le besoin apparait, l'organe suit.
~




THE CRITICAL ESSAY IN FRANCE
TRANSLATED FROM THE FRENCH OF PAuL BOURGET

AMONG the distinct forms of production which the old school of
rhetoric felicitously described as “ the literary genera,” there seems
to be a struggle for life quite analogous to the war between the
various orders of animals. Certain of these literary forms, after
having monopolised the field of contemporary thought, and shown
their energy in the production of a great number of works, become
anemic and impoverished, vegetate and die. In France this has
been the fate of epic poetry, and to-day it is the position, in France,
of tragedy, and in England, of the drama as a whole. During the
seventeenth century and the first half of the eighteenth, Rotrou,
Corneille, Racine, and Voltaire, time after time, and with themn
a legion of imitators, attest the vitality of a form of literature,
which, even in the nineteenth century, produces, infrequently,
remarkable specimens, so rarely, indeed, as to seem almost archaic.
Compare, in the same way, the English drama of our day with that
of the Elizabethan period. On the other hand, some literary
formns, of which the creative power seemed slender and attenuated
during earlier epochs, develop, in our time, a new vigour and rich-
ness. This was, during the first half of the century, the case with
lyric poetry, and is to-day the case with the novel and with what
I will call, for want of a more exact term, the Critical Essay. The
resemblance between the evolution of literary species and that of
animal species, seems to show that nature employs the same
processes in the moral and in the physical world. It is also, by
the way, a further proof of the grand principle of unity of com-
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position so strongly defended by Goethe, in which is summarised
the whole of our modern system of natural philosophy.

T propose to make this mention of the Critical Essay, and of its
history in France for the past hundred years, the pretext for
indicating some of the characl.ciistics which mark an evolution of
the sort described; characteristics which are perhaps all the more
perceptible because the evolution has in this case been so rapid.
The distance which separates an eighteenth-century novel, such as
Gil-Blas or Manon Lescaut, from a novel of our time, like Madame
Bovary or I’ Assommoir, is, no doubt, enormous. Yet it is less than
the disparity between a page of La Harpe or of (eoffrey, of Ville-
main even, and a page of Taine or of M. Jules Lemaitre. In the
former apposition you detect no more than a development. But
in the latter, the underlying principle of the literary form has
itself changed. For the writers of a hundred years ago, criticism
consisted essentially of the act of judging with discernment (as the
derivation indicates: pivew—to separate, to judge). They held
that there was an absolute code of literature, a body of strict rules,
an infallible canon. To criticise was, they thought, to compare a
literary work with this canon, to observe in what respects the work
conformed to the canon, and in what respects it transgressed, and
then to conclude, in virtue of an immutable code, by a pronounce-
ment setting forth the grounds for their decision. If they no
longer invoked, as in the Middle Ages, the final authority of
Aristotle, they at any rate believed that it was possible to formu-
late a fixed law of the Beautiful. Above all, they were sure that
the masterpieces of antiquity and of the classic age represented
finished types, by comparison with which the value of all new work
was to be judged. They perceived, too—and here they were in
the right—that the habit of such comparisons develops a special
sense, a literary taste; and this faculty of discriminating between
good work and bad was, in their belief, the highest form of critical
power. The Abbé Morellet’s essay on Chateaubriand’s Atala (to
be found in most of the editions in which the little romance is
separately printed), may be regarded as a finished example of this
sort of criticism—a sort not to be despised. It was judicious,
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deliberate, and often efficacious. The influence of Boileau, one of
the most earnest critics of this type, is an evidence of the merit of
the school.

The revolution of 1789 broke out, and then came the Empire.
The great wars of these twenty-five years had the unexpected
effect of bringing the nations into closer contact one with another.
Limiting our observations to France, the social upheavals of this
period cast forth from their country Chateaubriand, Madame de
Stacl, Paul-Louis-Courier, Benjamin Constant, and many others,
teaching them all that there was a Europe beyond the frontiers
of France. They did not merely read Shakespeare and Dante
and Goethe in the originals, as a young Frenchman of inquiring
mind, who was familiar with the three languages, might have done
in 1780. They did more, for they read these authors in the
countries, as well as in the languages, to which their varied product
Lelonged ; and they became semsible of the intimate connection
between these masterpieces and the customs, the skies, the national
spirit, of England, of Ttaly, and of Germany. They apprehended,
some more, and sowe less, clearly, two truths which their prede-
cessors had not approached: first, that there is in every work of
art something more than an wsthetic effort, that each creation is
inevitably and almost unconsciously a manifestation of all the
elements which make the national character; the specific moment
of history, the specific racial and elimatic condition; and second,
that there are many types of the Beautiful, diverse, if not indeed
contradictory, and that taste has none of the fixity which the poets
and rhetoricians of the classic period had made their dogma. Such
discoveries as these, summarised in this fashion, seem obvious
enough. Yet they entailed a shifting of the point of view which,
in the domain of intellect, is equivalent to a complete change of
atmosphere in the physical world. They are radical modifications
of the element in which organisms live, involving radical changes
in the organisms themselves. The transition just described is a
case in point.

The immediate consequence of this enlargement of the French
imagination was the movement, so confused as to be almust
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incoherent, which is called Romanticism. We recognise in it,
to-day, the play of several distinct forces; for example, the sudden
awakening of plebeian sensibility in the new democracy, the
passionate melancholy and the moral disorder of a period of
religious and political crises, the disequilibration produced by the
power of Napoleon's prodigious persofiality; more than all (and
this is certainly the most surprising conclusion to which this train of
thought leads us, the conclusion which would most have astounded
the men of the “ Young France,” who displayed their red waist-
coats at the first night of Hernant) we find, in these turbulent
conditions, a first effort—the earliest effort—of modern criticism
toward a higher development and a broader point of view. We
find among the men who took part in the revolutionary movement
the two writers who are, even now, to our modern appreciation
the loftiest exemplars of the critical art: Stendhal, to whose
influence we owe Taine, and Sainte-Beuve, to whom we are all
more or less directly indebted; Sainte-Beuve, who shares with
Balzac the primacy of influence upon the IFrench nineteenth
century.

Stendhal is known to-day by his novels. Yet one has only to
glance at the catalogue of his works in order to perceive that
fiction was only the final blossom of his intellectual antithesis, one
particular application of a method of study, a turn of thought,
which had at an earlier stage of his florescence, invited him to
quite dissimilar paths. A soldier under Napoleon when he was
only cighteen years old, then a war commissioner, marching across
Europe with the Grande Armée, and, after the fall of the Empire,
a cosmopolitan traveller, living in Italy, in DParis, in Xngland; he
pursued, throughout his youth and his muturity, the study which
he himself declared to have been the supremne interest of his life;
“the analysis of the human passions and the expression of theso
passions in art and literature.” This is his own summary of his
life; and it embodies the new conception of criticism which, after-
wards formulated by Taine, became a branch of psychology. This
formula implies the negation of the old theory of criticism, for if
the chief function of the writer, whether he be poet, novelist, or
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dramatist, is to give us a true picture of human nature, to make
a portrait (as Stendhal said), his work can no longer be judged by
comparing it with any one type of excellence, in accordance with
the abstract canon of the older criticism. Between the literature
of the north and that of the south, for instance, there ought to Le
lasting differences, since the two are concerned with the represen-
tation of two different sorts of human nature, two types refractory
to connotation. Both methods are justifiable, because both types
of humanity possess the right to exist. The poetry of Shakespeare
cannot, and should not, resemble the poetry of Dante, for the one
depicts Italian emotion the other English emotion. The one
writes for a Latin race, brilliantly insolated, the other for Saxons
and Normans, pent by thick mists, shivering even in the spring-
time. The two forms of art are contradictory, yet both are
necessary ; and 1t is not the critic’'s duty to condemn the one
because it differs from the other, or both because they differ from
a third. His function is to comprehend, and not to judge, the two
wmethods.

It is this conception of criticism that permeates Stendhal’s
generous and admirable product : Racine et Shakespeare, Histoire de
la peinture en Italve, Mémoires d’un Touriste, les Promenades dans
Rome, Te de Rossini,—1 cite these titles at hazard; and all
these books retain, to-day, their extraordinary stimulus; they have
not lost the magic quality of Stendhal’s conversation, the power
to arouse the mind, to suggest new thoughts Yet all these works
are sketches, at most. The spirit of modern criticism informs and
animates them, but it is not shown in the form which Sainte-Beuve
first gave to it in the Portraits, the Port Royal, and the Lundis.
This insufficiency of Stendhal’s is not altogether due to the fact
that he was a precursor, an inventor, and, in that quality, con-
demned to feel his way. It springs, rather, from the circumstance
that his power of analysis was subordinate to his imagination and
his ardour. It was because of this complexity of his nature that
he gave himself more clearly to his readers in such works as Le
Bouge et le Noir, and La Charireuse de Parme, revealing the
remarkable combination of his critical faculty and his other gifts.
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Trom this point of view, he may be said to have given one of the
most astounding examples of the reanimation of one branch of art
by infusion of the methods of another branch. And yet, considered
as critical essays, his studies are no more than sketches.

In the case of Sainte-Beuve, ardour and imagination are
certainly not lacking. Joseph Delorme, the Consolations, and
Volupté, eloquently attest their presence. But the spirit of the
analytical inquiry is always dominant. Sainte-Beuve was, above
all, intelligent, and his greatest pleasure was to comprehend ; while
Stendhal, carried away by the ardour of his indomitable person-
ality, enjoyed nothing so much as his emotions. Apart from this,
Sainte-Beuve had, in his youth, studied medicine. He had been
a physiologist before he became a poet or a novelist, and had heen
all three before he devoted himself to the Critical Essay. He not
only recognised, ag did his friends of the Romantic School, the
legitimate variability of the type of literary art, its relation to a
specific country, a specific moment of history, a specific climatic
and racial condition; Lut he also saw, with the physician’s eye,
the physiological foundations of art. The old school of criticism
regarded a book as a completed product, to be judged as 1t stood,
but Sainte-Beuve perceived that in order to understand a book, its
processes of creation must be studied, its origin and its development.
It was his aim to see, through the printed page, the hand that had
the pen, the body to which that hand belonged, the age and the
habits of that body, the man himself, in a word, as he breathed
and moved, and lived, the man whose action is arrested and depicted
in this particular poem, or novel, or drama. In order thus to
penetrate the inner being of a man, one must be cognisunt of his
interior individuality, as well as of his physical and moral individu-
ality, and portray, too, his social environiment, his family, the class
to which he belongs, the views of life which he obtained in his
epoch—and when all this is done, the Critical Essay has become
the richest and most significant picture of manners and customs.
Here, again, the judicial attitude is excluded. It has often been
urged against Sainte-Beuve that his opinions were elastic, and he
himself never tried to dogmatise. He would enrich his obser-
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vations upon a writer by the addition of other observations of an
almost directly contradictory character.

By way of explaining this diversity, he gave us his definition
of criticism as “the natural history of minds.” The wmsthete in
his composition hecomes more and more completely absorbed in the
moral botanist, and, coincidently, the Critical Essay expands to the
proportions of the loftiest forms of art. In the forty volumes of the
Lundis, religious and philosophical problems, questions of military
and political history, of diplomacy and of exegesis are treated, one
afwer another, with a suppleness of intellection which leaves no
field of inquiry unsearched. In the course of discussing Thiers’s
Napoleon, Sainte-Deuve gives us hizs own striking portrait of the
First Const}, and Feydeau’s Funny is his pretext for a monograph
on the passion of jealousy. At one moment he plunges with
Pascal and the solitaries of Port-Royal to the last profundities of
the Jansenist doctrine, and an instant later we find him dwelling
with pleasure upon (1oethe’s mental equilibrium and pagan ataraxy.
No sooner has he put the final touches to an ctching of the heroic
and pitiless Montlue, the author of the Commentaires, than he
takes up his chalks to give us a delicious pastel of an eighteenth-
century Phryne. He may, in short, be called, a3 Shakespeare has
been called, onc man with a thousand souls, and in such hands as
his, criticism inevitably becomes evocation, visions become apparent
to the critic, and the treatise becomes a poem.

It is in this fashion that the critic’s function was apprehended
by Sainte-Beuve’s successors, among whom-—their names are
legion—1 will cite only the best known and the most distinguished,
M. Ernest Renan in the last generation, and in our own time M.
Jules Lemaitre and M. Anatole France. One must not forget that,
notwithstanding very broad disparities of training and of tempera-
ment, the author of the Vie de Jésus is the direct offspring of the
author of the Lundis. M. Renan is, first and foremnost, a great
critic who delights in depicting personalities quite unlike his own.
It is his theory of art that the utmost flexibility of mind should
find sufficient expression in the simplest phrascology, and he has
shown us how this is to he accomplished, not only in his voluminous
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Origines du Christianisme, but also in the most fragmentary of
his writings. Born of a religious race, yet himself naked of faith,
he felt always the unsatisfied need for mystic emotions; he suffered
always the irreconcilable strife between this craving and his keen-
ness of intellect ; and the practice of the critical art, in accordance
with the example of Sainte-Beuve, served as a compromise between
the antithetic aspects of his temperament. Applying his facility of
comprehension to periods, and to persons pre-eminently dominated
by the ardour of helief, he compelled himself to live, for the
moment, in these periods, to be for the moment these persons, and
he was at once fervent and lucid, sympathetic and undeceived.
The essays of M. Jules Lemaitre and of M. Anatole France evinced
the continued application of an analogous method, an unceasing
assimilation of thoughts and passions quite foreign to their own.
If we regard the work of these two writers as the terminal of a
process of evolution initiated by Sainte-Beuve, and treat M. Renan’s
work as an intermediate phase, we are enabled to trace with
exactitude the whole line of development. With Sainte-Beuve
the critical essay ceased to be dogmatic, with Renan it ceased to be
concludent, with M. France and M. Lemaitre it tended more and
more to impressionism. These two perspicacious writers hold that to
criticise a book is to note the ideas to which the book gives rise in
their minds. This attitude closely resembles the attitude of the artist
who depicts life itself, and it is because of this resemblance that
those who take this point of view pass so simply, so naturally, and
so successfully from the essayist’s function to that of the dramatist
or the novelist. I'Eau de Jouvence, the Prétre de Nemt, the
Caliban, the works of M. Renan’s latter years, have no other origin
than this, and the same is to be said of the comedies and the tales
of M. Lemaitre, as well as of the romances and the novels of
M. France. When one scrutinises these works, one sees that their
authors have been quite logical when they gave to their talents so
antipodean a new direction. It was no more than a new appli-
cation of the same art. The art with which they construct a
story, and the dexterity of their dialogue, display precisely the
same bent of mind that we find revealed in their essays, and this
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fact is conclusive evidence of the truth of one of the laws which
regulate the development of literary genera. As any one form of
literary activity thrives and enlists the services of the finest minds
of an age, its flood obliterates its banks for the very reason that it
has absorbed so many tributaries. It is in the course of such an
exudation that Dante’s epic verse impinges upon the fields of
theology and scholastic philosophy; that Shukespeare’s plays
become so complex and so subtle, that we find upon his stage a
Hamlet and a Prospero, the metaphysician and the alchemist, two
heroes less dramatic than had ever before confronted an audience;
that Balzac’s fiction scizes and makes part of its argument a theory
of politics (in the Curé de Village), of finance (the Maison
Nucingen), of mysticism (Louis Lambert Seraphita), of music
(Massimilla Doni), of chemistry (the Recherche de Uabsolu).
Criticism is to-day expanding in the same way, and this shows
that it is at the present moment a necessary form of art, fully
adapted to the modern man and the exigencies of his culture. We
desire, nowadays, to understand ; even while we feel and act, even
while we dream, and this makes an altogether new scheme of
fiction of drama and of poetry which only critics can undertake.
‘While the Critical Essay, enriched Ly these three rich talents
and by others not less important, became more and more an art,
by a transition, which in England made possible the work of
Ruskin and Matthew Arnold, and Walter Pater and Henry James,
another movement began, at the head of which we find M. Taine,
who tried to impart to criticism all the vigour and precision of a
science. This second school, as I have already said, was influenced
by Stendhal rather than Sainte-Beuve. Time after time, and
notably, for instance, in the preface to his Histoire de la Littérature
Anglaise, Taine laid claim to this paternity. He took from
Stendhal some of his favourite ideas, and from himn, too, the love
of what Beyle called the “trait,” the specific and significant detail,
the minute but indisputable fact, the anecdote which is in itself
an exact and characteristic document. He added, however, his
own personal gifts, and the first of these was a comstructive
power as great as Hegel’s or Spinoza’s. This faculty of super-
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imposing ideas, as a builder superimposes the stones of his edifice,
the one supporting the other until their resistent unity makes the
whole a miracle of cohesion—no one of our contemporaries possesses
this as fully as did Taine. The Littérature Anglaise is in fact a
theorem in five volumes, his Origines de la France Contemporaine
another in six. Such a method is evidently inferior to the undu-
lating contradictions of Sainte-Beuve when the sinuous contours of
a living character are to be reproduced. It is, however, admirable,
when the writer desires to extract from an epoch, from a man,
from a book, the secret of the concealed necessities, the mechanism
of antecedent causatives, which underlie the glistening fabric,
desires, in short, to put his finger on the link which unites the
particular event—the book, the page, the line—to the vast influ-
ences of the environment, of the moment, of the race: influences
at work both within and without the writer'’s mind. It must be
considered, too, that Taine’s erudition was immense, that he had
studied, with equal thoroughness, metaphysics and linguistics,
history and the various literatures, comparative anatomy and
mathematics, physics and esthetics, geology and painting. All
these varieties of learning entered into his critical work, and it was
because they were present that he could combine the boldest
generalisation with the most scrupulous accuracy of detail Did
he succeed, with so exceptional a wealth of implements at hand, in
reaching the good of his lofty ambition, in creating a system of
psychology at once artistic and scientific, precise and incontrover-
tible? He certainly left us literary analyses more penetrating
and farther reaching than had been attempted before his day.
‘We are all dominated, to-day, by his views upon the conditions
which govern the birth, the efflorescence, and the decay of these
mysterious phenomena which we call genius and talent. His
theories had enough creative force to evoke novels as valuable as
those of M. Emile Zola, at the very base of whose method these
theories manifest themselves in their entirety. They reacted upon
Taine himself, calling him to larger fields of labour. Just as the
Critical Essay, treated from Sainte-Beuve’s point of view, extended
itself until it was indistinguishable from poetry and fiction and
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the drama, Tuine’s conception of the same literary form induced
its expansion from the field of individual psychology to that of
psychology at large and sociology ; and it is thus that the author of
the Littérature Anglaise was led to write the treatise on the
Intelligence on the one hand, and on the other to write the study
of the Origines de la France Contemporaine, which will perhaps
prove to have been the grcatest book of the second half of the
nineteenth century. In this case, again, a literary form has been
enlarged, almost to the point of losing its individuality, by the
absorption of other forms to which it has given new life in the
process of incorporation.

These brief notes, incomplete as they are, necessarily leave
many names unmentioned. It would be unjust, for example, not
to recall, in discussing the relations of criticism to art, the pro-
digious studies of M. de Vogiié in regard to the Orient and Russia;
unjust to overlook, in discussing the relations of criticism to
science, the labours of M. Brunctiére on the evolution of genera,
and unjust to forget, in discussing the relations of criticism to
sociology, the remarkable studies of M. Faguet. One ought, also,
to dwell upon the vitality of the new conceptions of criticism
which originated with Stendhal, Sainte-Beuve, and Taine, and
show how even the partisans of the old school of criticism have
gradually accepted the chief theories of their great antagonists.
It becomes evident, from this point of view, that the best of
Gustave Planche’s works are those in which he has added the
psychology of the passions to his habitual dogmatism—as in the
celebrated article on Adolphe, and that, in the same way, the finest
writings of Nisard and Saint Marc Girardin are those in which
literary analysis transforms itself into moral analysis. One ought
to show how the Critical Essay has been flexible enough to undergo
a change inverse to that which we have indicated, and has become
a vehicle for minds habituated to other occupations, and to which
these other occupations had ceased to be sufficient. This was the
case of Edmond Schérer—whose talent was at once interesting and
incomplete. It was the case of Alexandre Dumas, whose famous
prefaces arc Essays of the most original quality. These diverse
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ways of comprehending and of producing the Criticul Essay will
give future historians of French literature an opportunity to pase
in review all the men of genius, and all the men of talent who
have appeared during the past century. Has not Balzac given
himself to criticism in his Rerue Parisicnne, Lamartine in his
Cours de Littérature, Hugo in his William Shakespeare, M. Emile
Zola in his eloquent polemics? The were mention of these pro-
ductions clenches the general proposition upon which these brief
reflections originated ; the proposition that the development of any
one literary form meuns that it must atiract a great number of
minds, enrich itself with all that the decadent forms are losing,
and become one of the two or three expressions of the most
profound tendencies of the epoch. Such has been the lot of the
Critical Essay in France during the last hundred years, and the
creative fertility of this form, so long regarded as directly opposed
to creative work, shows that nature is always herself, and that in
the intellectual as in the physicul world, an organ is developed as

goon as it is needed.
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IN burst Godfrey Kneller, one morning, bubbling over with
joy and well-nigh breathless with excitement.

He had been at Whitehall, so his story ran, for a sitting of
Queen Catherine, — the last before the finishing of her portrait,
—and having with him the sketch of Penelope, had shown it
to the Queen as a fancy piece, to be called “ Spring” ; and she,
being mightily taken therewith, had called His Majesty, and
bade him say if ever he had seen a face so fair at once and so
sad. “’Tis ¢Spring’ indeed,” quoth she, “and a very pretty
conceit, with the sun on the hair and the dew in the eyes and
April in the showery smiling o’ the lips.”

But His Majesty took the picture to the window, and, after
studying it close, looked up and said to the artist, while he
twirled his mustachios : —

“Kneller, this is no fancy piece. ’'Tis a portrait, and a
close study at that. This eye, with its tiny mole on the under
lid, hath the very trick of life in’t, and that ripple of red brown
hair was never imagined save by him who had seen it. Out

1 Copyright, 1898, by Little, Brown & Co. Used by permission.
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with it, man, — what name bears thy ¢ Spring’ when she steps
forth from this canvas ?”

“Thus commanded by royalty,” said the painter, “I dared
not dissemble, but told him straight ’twas the niece of Samuel
Pepys, -—one Mistress Penelope Payne, but lately come to
London from the colony of Virginia.

«“¢Pepys ?’ quoth the King ; ‘Pepys of the Navy Office, 1
trow. He hath besieged me with letters of late, since he hath
been in disgrace, begging to come kiss my hand. Well, per-
chance his banishment hath lasted long enough, — how say you,
Kate, shall we have this Mistress Spring and her uncle to our
mask next week ?’

“The Queen, who, methought, was but too happy at hear-
ing herself thus kindly spoke to by His Majesty, smiled right
graciously, and declared she would give much to see the beau-
tiful young stranger ; whereupon the Chamberlain, in my hear-
ing, was bidden to dispatch a card.” . . .

On a February morning a great card arrived at the door of
the small house in Seething Lane,— a card with gilt lettering,
bidding Mr. Pepys and his niece to a mask at Whitehall a week
from that night. Penelope wavered between the heights of
hope and the depths of despair ; but her uncle was all delight,
and talked of costumes till his niece was nearly distracted. She
strove to gain his permission to go as a nun, in a black domino ;
but he would hear no such word.

“If you would catch the King’s ear,” said Master Worldly-
Wise-Man, “ye must first catch his eye,” so he talked now of
a shepherdess, that the turn of the foot might show to advan-
tage ; then of Diana with a bow and arrows, leaving the arm
bare ; then of the part of St. Cecilia, which, as he said, need
cost but little, as his cousin Roger would lend the harp, only
that would prevent moving about, and Penelope’s walk was the
most seizing thing about her.

At last, wearied out, poor Penelope cried : “If in very truth
I must trick out a sad heart in such like mummeries, I will go
as Virginia.”

“ Ay, and so thou shalt,” answered her uncle. “’Tis an
extraordinary good idea and ‘do please me mightily. For my-
self, I will be a Spanish cardinal, for I love a scarlet robe, and
considering the silver cup I have promised to the clothworkers,
methinks T should get the making on’t for nothing.” And so
the matter was settled.



PENELOPE GOES TO COURT. 4875

It was scarcely two o’clock on the afternoon of the ball
when Betty and Dolly came to Penelope’s chamber bearing the
dress which her uncle had provided. It was indeed a marvel
of ingenuity, and did credit to his taste and imagination. The
petticoat was of white satin, wrought richly about the edge
with a design of tobacco leaves worked in golden thread. The
bodice was finished with a fall of soft yellow lace, and the girdle
fell to meet the hem in tassels like the tassels of the Indian
corn. About her neck Penelope wore her mother’s string of
pearls ; and on her head they set a crown made in the form of
five golden bands, one above the other, and on the upper was
writ in brilliants, —

“ Virginia adds a fifth crown.”

When Penelope looked into her bit of mirror, her heart gave
a sudden leap, in spite of all her trouble, at the loveliness which
smiled back at her, though she could scarcely connect that radi-
ant vision in any fashion with herself ; but when she went down-
stairs, she read in.her uncle’s eyes a repetition of the flattering
story her glass had told her above. It was indeed a tribute
that none could fail to pay who saw her as she was that night,
— beautiful, exceedingly, with a loveliness far above and be-
yond that of mere sense ; a flame blazing out through her great
dark eyes, and burning on her red lips, and breathing from her
heaving bosom. She was indeed the soul of love incarnate.

«“Child ! ” cried Master Pepys, ¢ thy cause is as good as won.
If the King set eyes on thee as thou art, he can refuse thee
naught. Prithee, Pen, what think ye of my looks ?”

With this, the tailor in him much delighted with his trap-
pings, he strutted thrice up and down the room in his red cap
and gown, with the church lace in front hanging clear to his
knees, and with such a solemn air as gave his niece great trouble
to keep a grave face. In the midst of his showing off his finery,
Betty came running up to say that it was past seven, and the
chairs were at the door. . . .

Dolly felt has:lf a fine lady in a chair of her own. The
linkboys went before and bshind ; yet so bad were the streets
that, despite their lights, the bearer of Penelope’s chair stumbled
twice, and the jerk went nigh to throw poor Virginia into the
mud, and so shook her crown that she feared it could never be
set straight, and she fell to crying secretly, which was very
weak and foolish,
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At the last, when they were come within sight of the palace,
her heart quite failed her, and she would have gone back ; but
she knew her uncle would not hear of it : and I would rather
believe that she herself would not in the end have shown her-
self such a coward. Up the marble steps they went, and, hav-
ing shown their card, Penelope entered into the disrobing room,
and there, after what seemed an eternity, her uncle came for
her, and together they passed down the corridor and entered
the great ballroom, where was much twanging of fiddles, and
tightening of strings, and rosining of bows.

The room was so large that, though many were gathered,
they seemed scarcely a handful therein; and as they walked
about, so highly polished was the floor, they seemed like two
companies walking with their feet together. A subdued buzz
of talk was going round, with much laughter and merrymaking ;
but as they entered, Mr. Pepys and his niece, with turbaned
Dolly holding up the young lady’s train, the talk died away,
and but for the protection of her mask Penelope thought she
would have died of fright.

In truth the sight itself might well have frightened a maid,
for here was such a crew as never gathered save round the lady
in “Comus.” Satyrs with goatskin legs jostled devils with
horns and hoofs and wicked eyes gleaming through their red
masks. Nymphs there were in plenty, and rustic maids, whose
bare necks and arms put Penelope to the blush, and made her
wonder if the ladies of the Court fancied that country people
went thus half clad. It made Penelope smile, though her heart
was in her throat, to fancy such costumes at Middle Plantation.

After the hush which had greeted her entrance, the talk
began again, livelier than ever, and Penelope caught some com-
ments which she felt sure concerned herself.

“Who is she ?”

“I know not, but know I will ere the evening ends.”

“Be not too bold. By the carriage of her head, I could
swear she is meet company for thy betters.”

“ Look at that strange blackamoor who bears her train. Is
she really black, or a maid of honor, disguised like the Jen-
nings and her mischievous friend, when they scandalized the
Court by playing at orange girl before the theater doors?”

So vext and wrought up, half with wrath and half with
terror, was Penelope at all this bold talk, that she would even
now have run away ; but it was too late. A blare of trumpets
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and a crash of all the instruments together announced the com-
ing of the King’s party, and the Lord Chamberlain with a wave
of his white wand crowded every one back against either wall
to make room for the royal entry.

Oh, how Penelope’s heart beat as she turned her eyes to the
door! Intheycame. First the King and Queen, together and
unmasked ; then a bevy of ladies, who, as it seemed to the little
provincial maiden, must wear their masks to hide their shame
at the bareness of their bosoms ; and after them, again, a crowd
of gallants in every sort of fantastic costume.

As the King and Queen passed close before Penelope,
she had opportunity to study them both. The Queen was
short and dumpy of figure, but full of a comely graciousness
which lent beauty to a face otherwise ill-favored, with large
protruding teeth which pushed out her lips like a negro’s. The
King, Penelope thought, with his tall figure and rich dress, was
all a king should be, though the deep furrows of brow and
cheek belied his title of “The Merry Monarch.” Even to
Penclope’s untutored eye that saturnine face spoke a melan-
choly which strove in vain to find mirth in excess.

Their Majesties moved slowly down the hall, pausing now to
note and smile at some costume stranger, if possible, than the
rest, where all were strange ; now to comment on some extraor-
dinarily rich and striking dress. When they had reached the
head of the room, His Majesty with great courtliness handed
the Queen to her seat upon a gilded chair covered in velvet with
an embroidered canopy above it; but instead of taking the
chair which stood beside it, he returned to the other end of the
room, and summoned to his side one who played the réle of
soothsayer, —a tall figure in Oriental garb, with long white
beard, and flowing robes over which hung chains and rich
jewelry, which, had they been real, must have exhausted the
treasure-houses of the East.

“Come, good Master Soothsayer!” cried the King, “draw
near and I will have you test your powers. We will have up
the ladies of the Court one by one, and I will try if that keen
eye of yours can see through a mask, and that wagging beard
let slip a true prophecy.”

At these words, all who could decently leave the Queen
circled close about the group at the lower end of the hall, and
one after another the ladies drew near; and by the peals
of laughter which followed the soothsayer’s words Penelope
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judged that they must have struck home. Absorbed in look-
ing and listening as she was, she had wholly forgotten herself,
when of a sudden, to her infinite alarm, the usher of the white
rod plucked her softly by the sleeve, saying : ¢ Lady, the sooth-
sayer wishes to tell your fortune, and the King bids you come
forward.”

Poor Penelope shrank back in terror very unsuited to her
part, and would have begged to be excused ; but her uncle
frowned upon her, which frightened her more than aught else,
and at the same time his arm seized and fairly pushed her for-
ward, till she found herself the center of the brilliant, laughing
circle which had gathered about the King and the sorcerer.

Here Penelope’s natural grace and courtesy untaught of
courts came to her aid, and made her a it center for even such
a circle. Kneeling, as she had observed the rest do, she bent
her head and kissed the King’s hand, and then, rising, bowed
after a more stately fashion to the soothsayer.

“ Are you prepared, young woman, to listen to your fate?”
asked the sham sorcerer, with a solemnity which would have
befitted the cardinal saying mass at St. Peter’s.

“ Let it be a kind one,” murmured Penelope, with fast-beat-
ing heart.

“ Hearken, then ; I say it, and even as I say it so shall it
be. Ye shall have many strange experiences ; but all shall end
well, — at least for yourself. Honor and fortune await you, if
you have the wit and the courage to grasp them. It is your
destiny to live to a good old age here in England, loaded with
riches, and never more to return to that wilderness whence you
came hither and where all the land is divided ’twixt savages and
rebels.”

What with amazement that the soothsayer had guessed so
much of her history, and a superstitious feeling which she could
not shake off that there was something of omen in the words,
Penelope was quite overcome. She gave a great gasp, swayed
to and fro, and would have fallen but for the outstretched hand
of the King, which caught her.

“ Enough of this folly,” cried His Majesty’s voice. ¢ Cham-
berlain, bid every one unmask ! ”

The diversion which these words made gave Penelope time
to recover herself, so that when she too withdrew her mask, her
color and her self-command had both come back. But when
on looking up she recognized in the unmasked soothsayer the
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man who had stood in her uncle’s dining room only a fortnight
since, she was nearly overcome once more.

“Your Majesty,” said Buckingham, returning Penelope’s
gaze of surprise with a look of amusement, ¢ here is the young
Virginia damsel for whom I craved a card to your mask
to-night.”

“By Heaven! and ’tis the original of Kneller’s ¢Spring’
also. Those bright eyes have won two knights at once. Well
done, Villiers!” cried the King, who seemed to Penelope quite
transformed by the smile which lighted up his face; “ye had
always good taste in women, — far better, to our thinking, than
in men.”

At this Buckingham looked suddenly abashed, though
Penelope knew not why.

“ Young lady,” continued the King, graciously turning to
Penelope, “be ye ¢ Spring ’ or ¢ Virginia,’ or some fair unknown
visitor from our provinces oversea, ye arc welcome to your
mother country! And is your father with you?”

“Nay, Your Majesty,” answered Penelope, hardly able from
fright to utter a word, “my mother was too ill to permit his
leaving her.”

‘ Ah, then, ’tis your brother, perchance, who hath been your
guardian?”

“Alas, Your Majesty,” answered Penelope, “I have no
brother.”

“ Neither father nor brother!” exclaimed the King. «It
must be pressing business indeed that brings a young maid
three thousand miles alone. To whose charge prithee did you
come, for I suppose ye dwell not alone in London ?

“1 am come to the carc of mine uncle, who is come hither
with me to-night, and who stands near the wall yonder.”

*“ Ah, yes, yes, 1 do recall now,” began His Majesty, when
4 lady who stood near him, very handsome, but bold of eye and
bare of bosom, said, addressing Penelope with scant courtesy
of tone or manner, “ How dare ye come across the ocean, and
to the very door of the Court, with no better guardian?”

“ Pray, Madam,” answered Penelope, lifting her clear eyes
full upon the speaker, *“ what harm could befall me at Court'
Is not the King here?”

Penelope was at a loss to comprehend the effect of her
words; but she feared there was something sadly out of the
way in them, for she saw the ladies hide their faces behind
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their fans,'and the gentlemen bite their mustachios and stare
hard at the toes of their boots, while the Duke of Buckingham
shook with laughter, and whispered to his next neighbor, “ The
Duchess hath caught it fair from the little savage, —she’d best
not meddle with her again. Besides, my Lady hath need to
mark her words carefully, for she can no longer take such lib-
erties with the King as when she was the Countess of Castle-
maine.”

Only His Majesty kept the gravity of his face unmoved,
and replied still more kindly to Penelope, “ Ay, ye have said
aright, —the King is here and ye have naught to fear. Now
gentlemen,” he added, turning to those around, *“choose your
partners for the brantle. Buckingham, bid the musicians
strike a tune!”

With this there was much moving to and fro. Very noble
the procession was, and a great pleasure to see; but there were
two in that hall who gave it little heed, those left thus for an
instant alone together,—the man who ruled it all, and the
little rustic who looked on it for the first time : yet somehow
Penelope feared the King least of all.

“Tell me,” he said in a voice which of itself gave her cour-
age, so kind was it, “is it some sorrow that hath driven you
thus overseas, my child? Your face is too sad for one so
young, and surely you have ne’er made such a journey without
grave occasion.”

“The time and place, Your Majesty,” answered Penelope,
‘“gcarce befit my sad story, else would I crave the boon of lay-
ing it before you.”

The maid choked and could say no more. “You say
truly,” said the King, “that this is neither the time nor the
place; but we will set a time and find a place for the hearing.
Mr. Pepys,” he added, turning to that gentleman, who, courtier
like, stood just near enough to catch what was going forward
without appearing to hear, “ ye have twice written asking per-
mission to come kiss our hand. Your petition is granted ; we
will arrange an audience both for you and your niece. Let it
be to-morrow — stay — to-morrow is mortgaged to the ambassa-
dors of Spain and Sweden.. We will say Friday — no, Friday
is unlucky; and on Saturday I go a hunting at Windsor.
Well, ye shall hear of the time later.”

Pepys would fain have burst out with a florid speech of
gratitude, but the King cut him short and bade him make
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ready to take his niece in to supper, whither he shortly led the
way with a lady whose beauty was so dazzling that it fairly
took away Penelope’s breath. She was dressed as Britannia,
with a burnished helmet from which rose a great cluster of
white ostrich plumes, whose whiteness could not surpass the brow
beneath, or the neck, bare save for a shower of raven-black
curls which fell over it. Her breastplate was of beaten gold,
with a group of pearls in the center worth a man’s ransom, and
her mantle was caught at the shoulder with a brooch of rubies,
and the sheer lawn of the sleeve was bound above the elbow
with a band of gems which flashed in Penelope’s eyes as the
radiant vision passed.

“Who is she? O uncle, who is she,—that lovely lady,
queenlier than the queen, whose beauty strikes me breath-
less?”

“ Ay, mark her,” quoth Pepys, as he carefully gathered his
robe over his arm and prepared to follow the procession.
“Ye’ll ne’er see anything to match her. Did ever ye set eyes
on such an excellent taille or such a complexion (all her own
too); and then that sweet eye and little Roman nose,— oh,
there is none like La Belle Stuart in the whole of England!
And yet, child, I heard three gentlemen say that you were the
fairer of the two, and that therc was none could match you for
grace and stateliness.”

As the procession moved into the Banqueting Hall with
much mirth and laughter, Penelope fell to wondering how the
son of the martyred king could find heart to make merry on the
spot where his father had suffered, —ay, and gone forth to his
death beneath that very window now hung gayly with lanterns.
As she gazed around upon the panels blazoned with heraldry,
and upon the great oaken beams which supported the open-
timbered roof, her mind was carried strangely back to the rude
rafters and bare boards of the rough Courthouse at Middle
Plantation. Yes, she could see once more the grim faces of the
fierce old Governor and his counselors; and the crowd of fig-
ures that thronged around her as she sat on that Courthouse
bench seemed far more substantial than the liveried lackeys
who stood before her now, waiting to bring her portions of the
pheasants which lay in state on their platters of gold, or of the
great peacock, which, with his tail outspread, decorated one end
of the long board beneath the twinkling candles.

Penelope raised her hand to her brow as if to brush away
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the fog which clung around her mind. * Which,” she won-
dered, “is the true Penelope, —the maiden in the prisoner’s
dock, hand clasping hand with a convicted felon, or this prin-
cess with golden crown and sweeping draperies at the King’s
levee?” A conviction flashed upon her, as it does on all of us
at certain crises, that she was but a puppet, made to dance and
laugh and sing, or to kneel and weep and pray, according as
the hand behind the scenes pulled the strings. Thus she sat
silent and cast down, and could touch no morsel of the feast
spread before her; but her uncle had no such sentimental
scruples.

“’Tis a fine supper,” quoth he, “ a prodigious fine supper ;
but the venison pasty is very palpable beef ; which is not hand-
some.”

—— e OYPE OO

THE TRIAL OF DELIVERANCE WENTWORTH.?
By PAULINE BRADFORD MAOCKIE.

(From ‘¢ Ye Lyttle Salem Maide.")

AT last one fair June day brought her trial.

Her irons were removed, and she was conducted by the con-
stable with a guard of four soldiers to the meetinghouse. In
the crowd that parted at the great door to make way for them
were many familiar faces, but all were stern and sad. In all
eyes she read her accusation. The grim silence of this general
condemnation made it terrible; the whispered comments and
the looks cast upon her expressed stern pity mingled with
abhorrence.

On the outskirts of the throng she observed a young man
of ascetic face and austere bearing, clothed in black velvet,
with neckbands and tabs of fine linen. He wore a flowing
white periwig, and was mounted on a magnificent white horse.
In one hand he held the reins, in the other, a Bible.

Upon entering the meetinghouse, Deliverance was con-
ducted by the Beadle to a platform and seated upon a stool,
above the level of the audience and in plain sight.

In front of the pulpit, the seven judges seated in a row

1 By permission of Lamaon, Wolffe & Co. ; copyright, 1808,
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faced the people. Clothed in all the dignity of their office
of crimson velvet gowns and curled white horsehair wigs, they
were an imposing array. One judge, however, wore a black
skullcap, from beneath which his brown locks, streaked with
gray, fell to his shoulders, around a countenance at once be-
nevolent and firm, but which now wore an expression revealing
much anguish of mind. This was the great Judge Samuel
Sewall, who, in later years, was crushed by sorrow and morti-
fication that at these trials he had been made guilty of shed-
ding innocent blood, so that he rose in his pew in the Old
South Church in Boston Town, acknowledging and bewailing
his great offense, and asking the prayers of the congregation
“that God would not visit the sin of him or of any other upon
himself, or any of his, nor upon the land.”

In the center of the group sat Lieutenant Governor Stoughton,
chosen to be chief justice,in that he was a renowned scholar,
rather than a great soldier. Hard and narrow as he was said
to be, he yet posgessed that stubbornness in carrying out his con-
victions of what was right, which exercised in a better cause
might have won him reputation for wisdom rather than ob-
stinacy.

To the end of his days he insisted that the witch trials had
been meet and proper, and that the only mistakes made had
been in checking the prosecutions. It was currently reported
that when the panic subsided, and the reprieve for several con-
victed prisoners came from Governor Phipps to Salem, he left
the bench in anger and went no more into that court.

“For,” said he, *“we were in a fair way to clear the land of
witches. Who it is that obstructs the cause of justice, I know
not. The Lord be merciful unto the country !”

On the left of the prisoner was the jury.

After Deliverance had been duly sworn to tell the truth,
she sat quietly, her hands folded in her lap. Now and then
she raised her eyes and glanced over the faces upturned to
hers. She observed her father not far distant from her. But
he held one hand over his eyes and she could not meet his
gaze. Beside him sat Goodwife Higgins, weeping.

There was one other who should have been present, her
brother Ronald, but he was nowhere to be seen.

The authorities had not deemed it wise to send for him,
a8 it was known he had to a certain extent fallen in with
dissenters and freethinkers in Boston Town, and it was
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feared that, in the hot-blooded impetuosity of youth, he might
by some disturbance hinder the trial.

The first witness called to the stand was Goodwife Higgins.

Deliverance, too dazed with trouble to feel any active
grief, watched her with dull eyes.

Weeping, the good dame related the episode of finding the
prisoner’s bed empty one morning, and the yellow bird on
the window ledge. Groans and hisses greeted her testimony.
There was no reason to doubt her word. It was plainly
observed that she was suffering, and that she walked over her
own heart in telling the truth. It was not simply terror and
superstition that actuated Goodwife lliggins, but rather the
stern determination bred in the very bone and blood of all
Puritans to meet Satan face to face and drive him from
the land, even though those dearest and best beloved were
sacrificed.

The next witness was the prisoner's father. The heart-
broken man had nothing to say which would lead to her con-
viction. Save the childish naughtiness with which all parents
were obliged to contend, the prisoner had been his dear and
dutiful daughter, and God would force them to judge her
righteously.

“She has bewitched him. She has not even sparcd her
father. See how blind he is to her sinfulness,” the whisper
passed from mouth to mouth. And hearts hardened still more
toward the prisoner.

Master Wentworth was then dismissed. While on the
stand he had not glanced at his daughter. Doubtless the
sight of her wan little face would have been more than he
could have endured.

Sir Jonathan Jamieson was then called upon to give his
testimony. As his name was cried by the constable, Deliver-
ance showed the first signs of animation since she had been
taken from the jail. Surely, she thought, he who understood

PR

better than she the meaning of her words to him, would °

explain them and save her from hanging. Her eyes bright- -

ened, and she watched him intently as he advanced up the
aisle. A general stir and greater attention on the part of
the people was apparent at his appearance. A chair was
placed for him in the witness box, for he was allowed to sit,
being of the gentry. As usual he was clothed in somber
velvet. He seated himself, took off his hat and laid it on
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the floor beside his chair. Deliverance then saw that the
hair on his head was quite as red as his beard, and that He
wore it cropped short, uncovered by a wig. Deliberately,
while the judges and people waited, he drew off his leathern
gauntlets that he might lay his bare hand upon the Bible when
he took the oath.

Deliverance for once forgot her fear of him. She leant
forward eagerly. So near was he that she could almost have
touched him with her hand.

“QOh, sir,” she cried, using strong old Puritan language,
“tell the truth and mortify Satan and his members, for he
has gotten me in sore straits.”

“ Hush,” said one of the judges, sternly, ¢let the prisoner
keep silent.”

“ Methinks that I be the only one not allowed to speak,”
said Deliverance to herself, “ which be not right, seeing I be
most concerned.” And she shook her head, very greatly per-
plexed and troubled.

Sir Jonathan was then asked to relate what he knew about
the prisoner. With much confidence he addressed the court.
Deliverance was astonished at the mild accents of his voice
which had formerly rung so harshly in her ears.

“J] have had but short acquaintance with her,” he said,
“though I may have passed her often on the street, not observ-
ing her in preference to any other maid ; but some several
weeks ago as I did chance to stop at the town pump for a
draught o’ cold water, the day being warm and my throat dry,
I paused as is meet and right before drinking to give thanks,
when suddenly something moved me to glance up, and I saw
the prisoner standing on a block near by, laughing irreverently,
which was exceeding ill mannered.”

At this Deliverance’s cheeks flushed scarlet, for she knew
his complaint was quite just. I did not mean to laugh,” she
exclaimed humbly, *“but some naughty boys had pinned a
placard o’ the edge o’ your cape, and ’twas a fair comical
sight.”

At this interruption, the seven judges all frowned upon her
%0 geverely that she did not dare say another word.

“ Now, while' I did not suspicion her at the time,” continued
Sir Jonathan, “ I was moved to think there was a spell cast
upon the water, for after drinking I had great pain and neéds
gk slrengthen mysslf with 4 little rum. Later F met our
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godly magistrate and chanced to mention the incident. He
telled me the prisoner’s name, and how her vanities and back-
slidings were a sore torment to her father, and that he knew
neither peace nor happiness on her account.”

At these words Master Wentworth started to his feet. «I
protest against the scandalous words uttered by our magis-
trate,” he cried ; “ne’er has my daughter brought me aught
save peace and comfort. She has been my sole consolation,
since her mother went to God.”

He sat down again with his hand over his eyes, while many
pitying glances were cast upon him.

«“Mind him not,” said one of the judges to Sir Jonathan ;
“he is sorely afflicted and weighs not his utterances. Oh, ‘how
sharper than a serpent’s tooth it is to have a thankless child,’”
and he glanced sternly at Deliverance.

At these words, she could no longer contain herself, and
covering her face with her hands, she sobbed aloud, remember-
ing all her willfulness in the past.

“What I have to say,” continued Sir Jonathan, ¢is not
much. But straws show the drift of the current, and little
acts the soul's bent. The night of the same day on which I
saw the prisoner standing on the block near the town pump,
I went with a recipe to Master Wentworth’s home to have him
brew me a concoction of herbs. The recipe I brought from
England. Knowing he was very learned in the art of sim-
pling, I took it to him. I found him in his stillroom, working.
Having transacted my business, I seated myself and we lapsed
into pleasant converse. While thus talking, he opened the
door, called his daughter from the kitchen, and gave her a
small task. At last, as it drew near the ninth hour, when the
night watchman would make his rounds, I rose and said fare-
well to Master Wentworth, he scarce hearing me, absorbed in
his simples. As I was about to pass the prisoner, my heart
not being hardened toward her for all her vanities, I paused,
and put my hand in my doublet pocket, thinking to pleasure
her by giving her a piece of silver, and also to admonish
her with a few well-chosen words. But as my fingers
clasped the silver piece, my attention was arrested by the
expression of the prisoner’s face. So full of malice was it
that I recoiled. And at this she uttered a terrible impreca-
tion, the words of which I did not fully understand, but at
the instant of her uttering them a most excruciating pain
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seized upon me. It racked my bones so that I tossed sleep-
less all that night.”

He paused and looked around solemnly over the people.
« And since then,” he added, “I have not had one hour free
from pain and dread.”

As Sir Jonathan finished his testimony, he glanced at
Deliverance, whose head had sunk on her breast and from
whose heart all hope had departed. If he would say naught in
explanation, what proof could she give that she was no witch ?
Her good and loyal word had been given not to betray her
meeting with the mysterious stranger.

“ Deliverance Wentworth,” said Chief Justice Stoughton,
“have you aught to say to the charge brought against you by
this godly gentleman?”

As she glanced up to reply, she encountered the malevolent
glance of Sir Jonathan defying her to speak, and she shook
with fear. With an effort she looked away from him to the
judges.

“I be innocent o’ any witchery,” she said in her tremulous,
sweet voice. The words of the woman who had been in jail
with her returned to her memory: “ There is another judg-
ment, dear child.” So now the little maid’s spirits revived.
“I be innocent o’ any witchery, your Lordships,” she repeated
bravely, “and there be another judgment than that which ye
shall put upon me.”

Strange to say, the sound of her own voice calmed and
assured her, much as if the comforting words had been again
spoken to her by some one else. Surely, she believed, being
innocent, that God would not let her be hanged.

The fourth witness, Bartholomew Stiles, a yeoman, bald and
bent nearly double by age, was then cried by the Beadle.

Leaning on his stick he pattered up the aisle, and stum-
blingly ascended the steps of the platform.

“Ye do me great honor, worships,” he cackled, *to call on
my poor wit.”

“ Give him a stool, for he is feeble,” said the chief justice ;
“a stool for the old man, good Beadle.”

So a stool was brought and old Bartholomew seated upon
it. He looked over the audience and at the row of judges.
Then he spied Deliverance. ‘ Ay, there her be, worships, there
be the witch.” He pointed his trembling finger at her. ¢« Ay,
witch, the old man kens ye.”
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“When did you last see the prisoner?” asked the chief
justice.

« There her be, worships,” repeated the witness, “there be
the witch, wi’ a white neck for stretching. Best be an old
throat wi’ free breath, than a lassie’s neck wi’ a rope around
it.”

Deliverance shuddered.

« Methinks no hag o’ the Evil One,” said she to herself, « be
more given o’er to malice than this old fule, Lord forgive me
for the calling o’ him by that name.”

Now the judge in the black silk cap was moved to pity by
the prisoner’s shudder, and spoke out sharply. ¢ Let the wit-
ness keep to his story and answer the questions put to him in
due order, or else he shall be put in the stocks.”

« Up with your pate, goody,” admonished the Beadle, ¢ and
speak out that their worships may hear, or into the stocks ye
go to sweat in the sun while the boys tickle the soles o’ your
feet.”

The witness wriggled uneasily as having had experience.

«“ A week ago, or it be twa or three or four past, your wor-
ships, the day afore this time, ’twixt noon an’ set o’ sun, there
had been thunder an’ crook’d lightning, an’ hags rode by i’ the
wind on branches. All the milk clabbered, if that will holpen
ye to 'membrance o’ the day, worships.”

“ Ay, reverend judges,” called out a woman’s voice from
the audience, “sour milk the old silly brought me, four weeks
come next Thursday. Good pence took he for his clabbered
milk, and I was like to cuff ——"”

“ The ducking stool awaits scolding wives,” interrupted the
chief justice, with a menacing look, and the woman subsided.

“ That day at set o’ sun I was going into toone wi’ my buck-
ets o’ milk when I spied a bramble rose. *¢Blushets,” says I to
them, ¢ ye must be picked ;’ for I thought to carry them to the
toone an’ let them gae for summat gude to eat. So I set doone
my pails to pull a handful o’ the pretty blushets. O’ raising
my old een, my heart was like to jump out my throat, for there
adoon the forest path, ’twixt the green, I saw the naughty
maid i’ amiable converse wi’ Satan.”

“ Dear Lord,” interrupted the little maid, sharply, “ he was
a very pleasant gentleman.”

“Silence ! ” cried the Beadle, tapping her head with his
staff, on the end of which was a pewter ball.
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« Ag ye ken,” continued the old yeoman, «the Devil be most
often a black man, but this time he was o’ fair color, attired in
most ungodly fashion in a gay velvet dooblet wi’ high boots.
So ta’en up wi’ watching o’ the wickedness o’ Deliverance
Wentworth was I, that I clean forgot myself ——”

The speaker, shuddering, paused.

«“Lose not precious time,” admonished the chief justice,
sternly.

“« (O’ a sudden I near died o’ fright,” moaned the old yeo-
man.

A tremor as at something supernatural passed over the
people.

“ Ay,” continued the witness, “ wi’ mine very een, I beheld
the prisoner turn an’ run towards her hame, whilst the Devil
rose an’ come doone the path towards me, Bartholomew Stiles!”

“ And then ?” queried the chief justice, impatiently.

“It was too late to hide,an’ I be no spry a’ running.
Plump o’ my marrow boones I dropped, an’ closed my een an’
prayed wi’ a lond voice. I heard Satan draw near. He stopped
aside me. ¢Ye .ld silly,” says he, ‘be ye gane daffy ?’ Ne’er
word answered I, but prayed the louder. I heard the vision
take a lang draught o’ milk from the bucket wi’ a smackin’ o’
his lips. Then did Satan deal me an ungentle kick an’ went
on doon the path.”

“Said he naught further ?” asked one of the judges.

«“Nae word more, worships,” replied the yeoman. ¢«I ha’
the caution not to open my een for a lang bit o’ time. Then I
saw that what milk remained i’ the bucket out o’ which Satan
drank had turned black, an’ I ha’ some o’ it here to testify to
the sinfu’ company kept by Deliverance Wentworth.”

From his pocket the old yeoman carefully drew a small
bottle filled with a black liquid, and, in his shaking hand, ex-
tended it to the judge nearest him.

Solemnly the judge took it and drew out the cork.

“JIt has the smell of milk,” he said, “ but milk which hag
clabbered ; ” and he passed it to his neighbor.

) d“ It has the look of clabbered milk,” assented the second
judge.

o Beshrew me, but it is clabbered milk,” asserted the third
judge; “methinks 'twould be wisdom to keep the bottle corked,
lest the once good milk, now a malignant fluid, be spilled on .
one of us and a tiny drop do great evil.”
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Thus the bottle was passed from one judicial nose to the
other, and then given to the Beadle, who set it carefully on the
table.

There may be seen to this day in Salem a bottle containing
the pins which were drawn from the bodies of those who were
victims of witches. But the bottle which stood beside it for
over a century was at last thrown away, as it was empty save
for a few grains of some powder or dust. Little did they who
flung it away realize that that pinch of grayish dust was the
remains of the milk which Satan, according to Bartholomew
Stiles, had bewitched, and which was a large factor in securing
the condemnation of Deliverance Wentworth.

Tle next witness was the minister who had conducted the
services on the afternoon of that late memorable Sabbath, when
the Devil had sought to destroy the meetinghouse during a
thunderstorm.

He testified to having seen the prisoner raise her eyes, as
she entered the church in disgrace ahead of the tithing man,
and instantly an invisible demon, obeying her summons, tore
down that part of the roof whereon her glance rested.

This evidence, further testified to by other witnesses, was
in itself sufficient to condemn her.

The little maid heard the minister sadly. In the past he
had been kind to her, and was her father’s friend, and his
young daughter had attended the Dame School with her.

Later, this very minister was driven from the town by his
indignant parishioners, who blamed him not that he had shared
in the general delusion, but that many of his persecutions had
been actuated by personal malice.

And by a formal and public act, the repentant people can-
celed their excommunication of one blameless woman who had
been his especial victim.

“Deliverance Wentworth,” said the chief justice, *the
supreme test of witchery will now be put to you. Pray
God discover you if you be guilty. Let Ebenezer Gibbs
appear.”

« Ebenezer Gibbs,” cried the Beadle, loudly.

At this there was a great stir and confusion in the rear of
the meetinghouse.

Deliverance saw the stern faces turn from her, and necks
craned to see the next witness. There entered the young man
whom she had noticed, mounted on a white horse, at the out-
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gkirts of the crowd. A buzz of admiration greeted him, as he
advanced slowly up the aisle, with a pomposity unusual in so
young a man. His expression was austere. His right hand
was spread upon a Bible, which he held against his breast.
His hand, large, of a dimpled plumpness, with tapering fingers,
was oddly at variance with his handsome face, which was thin,
and marked by lines of hard study; a fiery zeal smoldered
beneath the self-contained expression, ready to flame forth at a
word. He ascended the platform reserved for the judges, and
seated himself. Then he laid the Bible on his knees, and
folded his arms across his breast.

A pitiful wailing arose in the back of the house, and the
sound of a woman’s voice hushing some one.

A man’s voice in the audience cried out, ¢ Let the witch be
hanged. She be tormenting her victim.”

“I be no witch,” cried Deliverance, shrilly. ¢ Dear Lord,
give them a sign I be no witch.”

The Beadle pounded his staff for silence.

“ Let Ebenezer Gibbs come into court.”

In answer to these summons, a child came slowly up the
aisle, clinging to his mother’s skirts. His thin little legs
tottered under him; his face was peaked and wan, and he hid
it in his mother’s dress. When the Beadle sought to lift him,
he wept bitterly, and had to be taken by force, and placed
upon the platform where the accused was seated. The poor
baby gasped for breath. His face grew rigid, his lips
purple. His tiny hands, which were like bird’s claws, so thin
and emaciated were they, clinched, and he fell in convul-
sions.

An angry murmur from the people was instantly succeeded
by the deepest silence.

The magistrates and people breathlessly awaited the result
of the coming experiment.

The supreme test in all cases of witchery was to bring the
victim into court, when he would generally fall into convul-
sions, or scream with agony on beholding the accused.

The Beadle and his assistants would then conduct or carry
the sufferer to the prisoner, who was bidden by the judge to
put forth his hand and touch the flesh of the afflicted one.
Instantly the convulsions and supposed diabolical effects would
cease, the malignant fluid passing back, like a magnetic cur-
rent, into the body of the witch.
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Tenderly the Beadle lifted the small convulsed form of
Ebenezer Gibbs and laid it at the prisoner’s feet.

“ Deliverance Wentworth,” said the chief justice, “you are
bidden by the court to touch the body of your victim, that the
malignant fluid, with which you have so diabolically afflicted
him, may return into your own body. Again I pray God in
His justice discover you if you be guilty.”

Despite the severity of her rule, the little assistant teacher
of the Dame School had a most tender heart for her tiny
scholars. She bent now and lifted this youngest of her pupils
into her lap.

¢ Oh, Ebenezer,” she cried, stricken with remorse, “I no
meant to rap your pate so hard as to make ye go daffy.”

Doubtless the familiar voice pierced to the child’s benumbed
faculties, for he was seen to stir in her arms.

« Ebenezer,” murmured the little maid, “ do ye no love me,
that ye will no open your eyes and look at me? Why, I be no
witch, Ebenezer. Open your eyes and see. I will give ye a
big sugarplum and ye will.”

The beloved voice touched the estranged child heart. Per-
haps the poor, stricken baby believed himself again at his kuit-
ting and primer lesson at the Dame School. In the awed
silence he was seen to raise himself in the prisoner’s arms and
smile. With an inarticulate, cooing sound, he stroked her
cheek with his little hand. The little maid spoke in playful
chiding. Suddenly a weak gurgle of laughter smote the
strained hearing of the people.

“Ye see, ye see I be no witch,” cried Deliverance, raising
her head, “ye see he be no afeared o’ me.”

But as soon as the words left her lips, she shrank and cow-
ered, for she realized that the test of witchery had succeeded,
that she was condemned. From her suddenly limp and helpless
arms the Beadle took the child and returned it to its mother.
And from that hour it was observed that little Ebenezer Gibbs
regained strength.

The prisoner’s arms were then bound behind her that she
might not touch any one else.

After quiet had been restored, and the excitement at this
direct proof of the prisoner’s guilt had been quelled, the young
minister, who had entered at a late hour of the trial, rose and
addressed the jury. He was none other than the famous Cotton
Mather, of Boston Town, being then about thirty years old and
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in the height of his power. He had journeyed thither, he said,
especially to be present at this trial, inasmuch as he had heard
that some doubters had protested that the prisoner being young
and a maiden, it was a cruel deed to bring her to trial, as if it
had not been proven unto the people, yea, unto these very
doubters, that the Devil, in his serpent cunning, often takes
possession of seemingly innocent persons.

“ Atheism,” he said, tapping his Bible, *“is begun in Saddu-
ceeism, and those that dare not openly say, ¢ There is no God,’
content themselves for a fair step and introduction thereto by
denying there are witches. You have seen how this poor child
had his grievous torment relieved as soon as the prisoner touched
him. Yet you are wrought upon in your weak hearts by her
round cheek and tender years, whereas if the prisoner had been
an hag, you would have cried out upon her. Have you not
been told this present assault of evil spirits is a particular de-
fiance unto you and your ministers ? Especially against New
England is Satan waging war, because of its greater godliness.
For the same reason it has been observed that demons, having
much spite against God’s house, do seek to demolish churches
during thunderstorms. Of this you have had terrible experi-
ence in the incident of this prisoner. You know how hundreds
of poor people have been seized with supernatural torture, many
scalded with invisible brimstone, some with pins stuck in them,
which have been withdrawn and placed in a bottle, that you all
may have witness thereof. Yea, with mine own eyes have I
seen poor children made to fly like geese, but just their toes
touching now and then upon the ground, sometimes not once in
twenty feet, their arms flapping like wings ! ”

The courthouse was very warm this June morning. Cotton
Mather paused to wipe the perspiration from his brow. As he
returned his kerchief to his pocket his glance rested momenta-
rily on the prisoner.

For the first time he realized her youth. He noted her hair
had a golden and innocent shining like the hair of a little child.

“ Surely,” he spoke aloud, yet more to himself than to the
people, “the Devil does indeed take on at times the appearance
of a very angel of light!”

He felt a sudden stirring of sympathy for those weak natures
wrought upon by “a round cheek and tender years.” The con-
sciousness of this leaning in himself inspired him to greater
vehemence,.
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“The conviction is most earnestly forced upon me that God
has made of this especial case a very trial of faith, lest we em-
brace Satan when he appears to us in goodly disguise, and per-
secute him only when he puts on the semblance of an old hag
or a middle-aged person. Yet, while God has thus far accorded
the most exquisite success to our endeavor to defeat these horrid
witcherafts, there is need of much caution lest the Devil outwit
us, so that we most miserably convict the innocent and set the
guilty free. Now, the prisoner being young, meseemeth she
was, perchance, more foolish than wicked. And when I reflect
that men of much strength and hearty women have confessed
that the Black man did tender a book unto them, soliciting
them to enter into a league with his Master, and when they
refused this abominable specter did summon his demons to
torture these poor people, until by reason of their weak flesh,
but against their real desires, they signed themselves to be the
servants of the Devil forever,—and, I repeat, that when I
reflect on this, that they who were hearty and of mature age
could not withstand the torture of being twisted and pricked
and pulled, and scalded with burning brimstone, how much less
could a weak, tender maid resist their evil assaults? And I
trust that my poor prayers for her salvation will not be refused,
but that she will confess and save her soul.”

He turned his earnest gaze upon Deliverance, and, perceiving
she was in great fear, he spoke to her gently, bidding her cast
off all dread of the Devil, abiding rather in the love of God,
and thus strong in the armor of light, make her confession.

But the little maid was too stupefied by terror to gather
much intelligent meaning from his words, and she stared help-
lessly at him as if stricken dumb.

At her continued, and to him, stubborn, silence, his patience
vanished.

“ Then you are indeed obstinate and of hard heart, and the
Lord has cast you off,” he cried. He turned to the judges with
an impassioned gesture. “ What better proof could you have
that the Devil would indeed beguile the court itself by a fair
outward show? Behold a very Sadducee! See in what dire
need we stand to permit no false compassion to move us, lest
by not proceeding with unwavering justice in this witchery
business we work against the very cause of Christ. Still, while
I would thus caution you not to let one witch go free, meseemeth
it is yet worth while to consider other punishment than by halter
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or burning. I have lately been impressed by a Vision from the
Invisible World, that it would be pleasing to the Lord to have
the lesser criminals punished in a mortifying public fashion
until they renounce the Devil. I am apt to think there is some
substantial merit in this peculiar recommendation.”

A ray of hope was in these last words for the prisoner.

Deliverance raised her head eagerly. A lesser punishment !
Then she would not be hanged. Oh, what a blessed salvation
that she would be placed only in the stocks, or made to stand
in a public place until she should confess! And it flashed
through her mind that she could delay her confession from day
to day until the Cavalier should return.

Cotton Mather caught her sudden changed expression.

The wan little face with its wide, uplifted eyes and half-
parted lips acquired a fearful significance. That transfiguring
illumination of hope upon her face was to him the phosphores-
cent playing of diabolical lights.

His compassjon vanished. He now saw her only as a subtle
instrument of the Devil’s to defeat the ministers and the Church.
He shuddered at the train of miserable consequences to which
his pity might have opened the door, had not the mercy of God
showed him his error in time.

“ But when you have catched a witch of more than ordinary
devilment,” he cried, striking the palm of one hand with his
clinched fist, “and who, by a fair and most subtle showing,
would betray the cause of Christ to her Master, let no weak
pity unnerve you, but have at her and hang her, lest but one
such witch left in the land acquire power to wreak untold evil
and undo all we have done.”

Still once again did his deeply concerned gaze seek the
prisoner’s face, hoping to behold therein some sign of softening.

Beholding it not, he sighed heavily. He would willingly
have given his life to save her soul to the good of God and to
the glory of his own self-immolation.

I become more and more convinced that my failurs to bring
this miserable maid to confession, and indeed the whole assault
of the Evil Angels upon the country,” he continued, using those
words which have been generally accepted as a revelation of
his marvelous credulity and self-righteousness, “ were intended
by Hell as a particular defiance unto my poor endeavors to
bring the souls of men unto heaven. Yet will I wage personal
war with Satan to drive him from the land.”
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He raised his eyes, a light of exaltation sweeping over his
face.

«“ And in God’s own appointed time,” he cried in a voice
that quivered with emotion, “ His Peace will again descend upon
this fair and gracious land, and we shall be at rest from
persecution.”

Whatever of overweening vanity his words expressed, none
present seeing his enraptured face might have judged him
harshly.

No infatuated self-complacency alone prompted his words,
but rather his earnest conviction that he was indeed the instru-
ment of God, and believed himself by reason of his long fast-
ings and prayer, more than any person he knew, in direct
communion with the invisible world.

And if his vanity and self-sufficiency held many from loving
him, there were few who did not involuntarily do him honor.

Having finished, he sat down, laid his Bible on his knee, and
folded his arms across his breast as heretofore. None, looking
at him then as he sat facing the people, his chest puffed out
with incomparable pride, young, with every sign of piety,
withal a famous scholar, and possessed of exceptional personal
comeliness, saw how the shadow of the future already touched
him, when for his honest zeal in persecuting witches he should
be an object of insult and ridicule in Boston Town, people
naming their negroes Cotton Mather after him.

During his speech, Deliverance had at first listened eagerly,
but, as he continued, her head sank on her breast and hope
vanished. Dimly, as in a dream, she heard the judges’ voices,
the whispering of the people. At last, as a voice speaking a
great distance off, she heard her name spoken.

“ Deliverance Wentworth,” said Chief Justice Stoughton,
“you are acquaint with the law. If any man or woman be a
witch and hath a familiar spirit, or hath consulted with one, he
or she shall be put to death. You have by full and fair trial
been proven a witch and found guilty in the extreme. Yet the
court will show mercy unto you, if you will heartily, and with
a contrite heart, confess that you sinned through weakness, and
repent that you did transfer allegiance from God to the
Devil.”

“I be no witeh,” cried Deliverance, huskily, “ I be no witch.
There be another judgment.”

The tears dropped from her eyes into her lap and the sweat
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rolled down her face. But she could not wipe them away, her
arms being bound behind her.

The judge nearest her, he who wore his natural hair and the
black cap, was moved to compassion. He leant forward, and
with his kerchief wiped the tears and sweat from her face.

“You poor and pitiful child,” he said, “ estranged from God
by reason of your great sin, confess, confess, while there is yet
time, lest you be hanged in sin and your soul condemned to
eternal burning.”

Deliverance comprehended but the merciful act and not the
exhortation. She looked at him with the terror and entreaty
of a last appeal in her eyes, but was powerless to speak.

Thus because she would not confess to the crime of which
she had been proven guilty in the eyes of the law, she was sen-
tenced to be hanged within five days, on Saturday, not later
than the tenth nor earlier than the eighth hour. Also, owing
to the fact of the confusion and almost ungovernable excite-
ment among thé people, it was forbidden any one to visit her,
cxcepting of course the officers of the law, or the ministers to
exhort her to confession.

At noon the court adjourned.

First, the judges in their velvet gowns went out of the meet-
inghouse. With the chief justice walked Cotton Mather, con-
versing learnedly.

Following their departure, two soldiers entered and bade
Deliverance rise and go out with them. So, amidst a great
silence, she passed down the aisle.

———e P Or—

THE WISE WOMAN.
By MME. DARMESTETER (MARY ROBINSON).

[Mary Rosixsox: Born at Leamington, Feb. 27, 1857. An English poet.
In 1888 she married M. Darmestetor, the French Orientalist. She has written:
¢ A Handful of Honeysuckles'® (1878), ‘‘ The Crowned Hippolytus'' (1880), a
translation of Euripides (1881), ¢ The End of the Middle Ages®’ (1889: a his-
torical work), etc.]

In the last low cottage in Blackthorn Lane
The Wise Woman lives alone;

The broken thatch lets in the rain,

And the glass is shattered in every pane
‘With stones the boys have thrown.
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For who would not throw stones at a witch,
Take any safe revenge

For the father’s lameness, the mother’s stitch,

The sheep that died on its back in a ditch,
And the mildewed corn in the grange ?

Only be sure to be out of sight

Of the witch’s baleful eye!
So the stones, for the most, are thrown ot night,
Then a scufie of feet, a hurry of fright—

How fast those urchins fly!

And a shattered glass is gaping sore
In the ragged window frame,
Or a horseshoe nailed against the door,
‘Whereunder the witch should pass no more,
‘Were sayings and doings the same.

The witch’s garden is run to weeds,
Never a phlox or a rose, .
But infamous growths her brewing needs,
Or slimy mosses the rank soil breeds,
Or tares such as no man sows.

This is the house. Lift up the latch —
Faugh, the smoke and the smell!

A broken bench, some rags that catch

The drip of the rain from the broken thatch —
Are these the wages of Hell ?

Is it for this she earns the fear
And the shuddering hate of her kind ?

To molder and ache in the hovel here,

‘With the horror of death ever brooding near,
And the terror of what is behind ?

The witch — who wonders ? — is bent with cramp,
Satan himself cannot cure her,

For the beaten floor is oozing damp,

And the moon, through the roof, might serve for a lamp,
Only a rushlight’s surer.

And here some night she will die alone,

When the cramp clutches tight at her heart.
Let her cry in her anguish, and sob, and moan,
The tenderest woman the village has known

Would shudder — but keep apart.
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Should she die in her bed! A likelier chance
‘Were the dog’s death, drowned in the pond.

The witch when she passes it looks askance:

They ducked her once, when the horse bit Nance;
She remembers, and looks beyond.

For then she had perished in very truth,
But the Squire’s son, home from college,
Rushed to the rescue, himself forsooth
Plunged after the witch. — Yes, I like the youth
For all his new-fangled knowledge.

How he stormed at the cowards! What a rage
Heroic flashed in his eyes!

But many a struggle and many an age

Must pass ere the same broad heritage
Be given the fools and the wise.

“Cowards!” he cried. He was lord of the land,
He wgs mighty to them, and rich.

They let:him rant; but on either hand

They shrank from the devil’s unseen brand
On the sallow face of the witch.

They let him rant; but deep in each heart
Each thought of something of his own

‘Wounded or hurt by the Wise Woman's art;

Some friend estranged, or some lover apart.
Each heart grew cold as stone.

And the Heir spoke on, in his eager youth,
His blue eyes full of flame;
And he held the witch, as he spoke of the Truth;
And the dead, cold Past; and of Love and of Ruth —
But their hearts were still the same.

Till at last— “ For the sake of Christ who died,
Mother, forgive them,” he said.
¢ Come, let us kneel, let us pray!” he cried.
But horror-stricken, aghast, from his side
The witch broke loose and fled !

Fled right fast from the brave amends

He would make her then and there,
From the chance that Heaven so seldom sends
To turn our bitterest foes to friends, —

Fled at the name of a prayer.
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Poor lad, he stared so; amazed and grieved.
He had argued nearly an hour;

And yet the beldam herself believed,

No less than the villagers she deceived,
In her own unholy power!

Though surely a witch should know very well
’Tis the lie for which she will burn.
She surely has learned that the deepest spell
Her art includes could never compel
A quart of cream to turn.

And why, knowing this, should one sell one’s soul
To gain such a life as hers, —

The life of the bat and the burrowing mole, —

To gain no vision and no control,
Not even the power to curse ?

'Tis strange, and a riddle still in my mind
To-day as well as then.
There’s never an answer I could find
Unless — O folly of humankind !
O vanity born with men!

Rather it may be than merely remain
A woman poor and old,

No longer like to be courted again

For the sallow face deep lined with pain,
Or the heart grown sad and cold.

Such bitter souls may there be, 1 think,
So craving the power that slips,

Rather than lose it, they would drink

The waters of Hell, and lie at the brink
Of the grave, with eager lips.

Who sooner would, than slip from sight,
Meet every eye askance;
Whom threatened murder can scarce affright;
Who sooner would live as a plague and a blight
Than just be forgotten: perchance.
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THE AMERICAN FLAG.

By JOSEPH RODMAN DRAKE,
[For biographical sketch, see Vol. XV., page 7047.]

‘WHEN Freedom, from her mountain height,

Unfurled her standard to the air,
She tore the azure robe of night,

And set the stars of glory there;
She mingled with her gorgeous dyes
The milky baldric of the skies,

And striped its pure celestial white
With streakings of the morning light;
Then, from his mansion in the sun,
She called her eagle bearer down,
And gave into his mighty hand

The symbol of her chosen land!

Majegtic monarch of the cloud!
‘Who rear’st aloft thy regal form,
To hear the tempest trumpings loud,
And see the lightning lances driven,
‘When strive the warriors of the storm,
And rolls the thunder drum of heaven!
Child of the sun! to thee ’tis given
To guard the banner of the free,
To hover in the sulphur smoke,
To ward away the battle stroke,
And bid its blendings shine afar,
Like rainbows on the cloud of war,
The harbinger of victory!

Flag of the brave! thy folds shall iy,
The sign of hope and triumph high,
‘When speaks the signal trumpet tone,
And the long line comes gleaming on,
Ere yet the lifeblood, warm and wet,

Has dimmed the glistening bayonet;
Each soldier’s eye shall brightly turn

To where thy sky-born glories burn,

And as his springing steps advance,
Catch war and vengeance from the glance.

And when the cannon’s mouthings loud
Heave in wild wreaihs the battle shroud,
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And gory sabers rise and fall,

Like shoots of flame on midnight’s pall;
Then shall thy meteor glances glow,
And cowering foes shall shrink below
Each gallant arm that strikes beneath
That awful messenger of death !

Flag of the seas! on ocean’s wave
Thy stars shall glitter o’er the brave;
‘When death, careering on the gale,
Sweeps darkly round the bellied sail,
And frighted waves rush wildly back
Before the broadside’s reeling rack,
Each dying wanderer of the sea

Shall look at once to heaven and thee,
And smile to see thy splendors fly

In triumph o’er his closing eye!

Flag of the free heart’s hope and home!

By angel hands to valor given,
Thy stars have lit the welkin dome,

And all thy hues were born in heaven.
Forever float that standard sheet!

‘Where breathes the foe but falls before us,
‘With Freedom’s soil beneath our feet,

And Freedom’s banner streaming o’er us ?

00, GO

COLONIAL AMERICA.
By GEORGE BANCROFT.
(From the ‘¢ History of the United States.’1)

[Georae BaxcrorT, American historian, was born in Worcester, Mass.,
October 3, 1800 ; graduated at Harvard ; studied and took a Ph.D. at Gottingen;
studied also at Berlin, Jena, and Heidelberg. He was long in public life, being
Secretary of the Navy in 1845 ; acting Secretary of War for a month ; minister
to Great Britain, 1846-1849, to Prussia in 1867, to the North German Confedera-
tion, 1868-1871, and to the German Empire, 1871-1874. His life work, however,
was his great ¢ History of the United States,”” published at intervals from 1834 to
1882, and a revised complete edition in 1885. He died January 17, 1801.1

In 1754, David Hume, who had discovered the hollowness
of the prevailing systems of thought in Europe, yet without

1 Copyright by George Bancroft, 1876, 1883,
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offering any better philosophy than a selfish ideal skepticism,
or hoping for any other euthanasia to the British constitution
than its absorption in monarchy, said of America, in words
which he never need have erased, and in a spirit which he
never disavowed : *“The seeds of many a noble state have been
sown in climates kept desolate by the wild manners of the
ancient inhabitants, and an asylum is secured in that solitary
world for liberty and science.” The thirteen American colo-
nies, of which the union was projected, contained, at that day,
about one million one hundred and sixty-five thousand white in-
habitants, and two hundred and sixty-three thousand negroes :
in all, one million four hundred and twenty-eight thousand
souls. The board of trade reckoned a few thousands more,
and revisers of their judgment less.

Of persons of European ancestry, perhaps fifty thousand
dwelt in New Hampshire, two hundred and seven thousand in
Massachusetts, thirty-five thousand in Rhode Island, and one
hundred and thirtg-three thousand in Connecticut ; in New Eng-
land, therefore, four hundred and twenty-five thousand souls.

Of the middle colonies, New York may have had eighty-
five thousand ; New Jersey, seventy-three thousand ; Pennsyl-
vania, with Delaware, one hundred and ninety-five thousand ;
Maryland, one hundred and four thousand : in all, not far
from four hundred and fifty-seven thousand.

In the southern provinces, where the mild climate invited
emigrants into the interior, and where the crown lands were
often occupied on mere warrants of surveys or even without
warrants, there was room for glaring mistakes in the enumer-
ations. To Virginia may be assigned one hundred and sixty-
eight thousand white inhabitants ; to North Carolina, scarcely
less than seventy thousand ; to South Carolina, forty thousand ;
to Georgia, not more than five thousand ; to the whole country
south of the Potomac, two hundred and eighty-three thousand.

The white population of any one of five, or perhaps even of
six, of the American provinces was greater, singly, than that
of all Canada; and the aggregate in America exceeded that in
Canada fourteen fold.

Of persons of African lineage the home was chiefly deter-
mined by climate. New Hampshire, Massachusetts, and Maine
may have had six thousand negroes ; Rhode Island, four thou-
sand five hundred ; Connecticut, three thousand five hundred :
all New England, therefore, about fourteen thousand.
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New York alone had not far from eleven thousand; New
Jersey, about half that number ; Pennsylvania, with Delaware,
eleven thousand ; Maryland, forty-four thousand: the central
colonies, collectively, seventy-one thousand.

In Virginia, there were not less than one hundred and six-
teen thousand ; in North Carolina, perhaps more than twenty
thousand ; in South Carolina, full forty thousand ; in Georgia,
about two thousand : so that the country south of the Potomae
may have had one hundred and seventy-eight thousand.

Of the southern group, Georgia, the asylum of misfortune,
had been languishing under a corporation whose action had
not equaled the benevolence of its designs. The council of its
trustees had granted no legislative rights to those whom they
assumed to protect, but, meeting at a London tavern, by their
own power imposed taxes on its Indian trade. Industry was
disheartened by the entail of freeholds; summer, extending
through months not its own, engendered pestilent vapors from
the lowlands, as they were first opened to the sun; American
silk was admitted into London, duty free, but the wants of the
wilderness left no leisure to feed the silkworm and reel its
thread ; nor was the down of the cotton plant as yet a staple;
the indigent, for whom charity had proposed a refuge, mur-
mured at an exile that had its sorrows; the few men of sub-
stance withdrew to Carolina. In December, 1751, the trustces
unanimously desired to surrender their charter; and, with the
approbation of the great lawyer Murray, all authority for two
years emanated from the king alone. In 1754, when the first
royal governor with a royal council entered upon office, a legis-
lative assembly convened under the sanction of his commission.
‘The crown instituted the courts, and appointed executive offi-
cers and judges, with fixed salaries paid by England; but the
people, through its representative body, and the precedents of
older colonies, gained vigor in its infancy to restrain every
form of delegated power.

The people of South Carolina had used every method of
encroaching on the executive, but they did not excite English
jealousy by manufactures or large illicit trade; and British
legislation was ever lenient to their interests. In favor of rice,
the laws of navigation were mitigated ; the planting of indigo,
like the production of naval stores, was cherished by a bounty
from the British exchequer; and they thought it in return
no hardship to receive through England even foreign manu-
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factures, which, by the system of partial drawbacks, came to
them burdened with a tax, yet at a less cost than to the con-
sumer in the metropolis. They had desired and had obtained
the presence of troops to intimidate the wild tribes on their
frontiers, and to overawe their slaves. The people were yeo-
man, owing the king small quitrents, which could never be rig-
orously exacted ; the royal domain was granted on easy terms ;
and who would disturb the adventurer that, at his own will,
built his cabin and pastured his herds in savannas and forests
which had never been owned in severalty? The slave merchant
supplied laborers on credit. Free from excessive taxation, pro-
tected by soldiers in British pay, the frugal planter enjoyed the
undivided returns of his enterprise, and might double his
capital in three or four years. The love for rural life pre-
vailed universally ; the thrifty mechanic abandoned his work-
shop, the merchant the risks of the sea, to plant estates of
their own.

North Carolida, with nearly twice as many white inhabit-
ants as its southern neighbor, had not one considerable village.
Its swamps near the sea produced rice; its alluvial lands
teemed with maize ; free labor, little aided by negroes, drew
turpentine and tar from the pines of its white, sandy plains; a
rapidly increasing people lay scattered among its fertile up-
lands. There, through the boundless wilderness, emigrants,
careless of the strifes of Europe, ignorant of deceit, free from
tithes, answerable to no master, fearlessly occupied lands that
seemed without an owner. Their swine had the range of the
forest; the greenwood was the pasture of their untold herds.
Their young men trolled along the brooks that abounded in
fish, and took their sleep under the forest tree; or trapped the
beaver ; or, with gun and pouch, lay in wait for the deer, as it
slaked its thirst at the running stream ; or, in small parties,
roved the spurs of the Alleghanies, in quest of marketable
skins. When Arthur Dobbs, the royal governor, an author of
some repute, ingisted on introducing the king’s prerogative, the
legislature did not scruple to leave the government unprovided
for. When he attempted to establish the Anglican church,
they were ready to welcome the institution of public worship,
if their own vestries might choose their ministers. When he
sought to collect quitrents from a people who were nearly all
tenants of the king, they deferred indefinitely the adjustment
of the rent roll.



4906 . COLONTAL AMERICA.

For the Carolinas and for Virginia, as well as other royal
governments, the king, under his sign manual, appointed the
governor and the council ; these constituted a court of chan-
cery ; the provincial judges, selected by the king or the royal
governor, held office at the royal pleasure; for the courts of
vice admiralty, the lords of the admiralty named a judge, regis-
ter, and marshal ; the commissioners of the customs appointed
the comptrollers and the collectors, of whom one was stationed
at each considerable harbor; the justices and the militia officers
were named by the governor in council. The freeholders
elected but one branch of the legislature ; and here, as in every
royal government, the council formed another. In Virginia
there was less strife than elsewhere between the executive and
the assembly : partly because the king had a permmanent revenue
from gquitrents and perpetual graunis; partly hecause the gov-
ernor resided in England, and was careful that his deputy
should not hazard his sinecure by controversy.  In consequence,
the council, by its weight of personal character, gained unusual
influence. The chureh of LEngland was supported by legislative
authority, and the plebeian sects were as yet proseribed ; hut
the great extent of the parishes prevented unity of public wor-
ship.  Bedford, when in office, had favored the appointment of
an Anglican bishop in America; but, as his decisive opinion
and the importunities of Sherlock and Secker Lad not prevailed,
the benefices were filled by priests ordained in Iingland, and
for the most part of English birth. 'The province had not one
large town; the scattered mode of life made the system of free
schools not easily practicable. Sometimes the sons of wealthy
planters repaired to Kurope ; here and there a man of great
learning, some Scottish loyalist, some exile around whom mis-
fortune spread a mystery, sought safety and guve instruction
in Virginia. The country within tide water was divided
among planters, who, in the culture of tobacco, were favored
by British legislation. Insulated on their large estates, they
were cordially hospitable. In the quiet of their solitary life,
unaided by an active press, they learned from nature what
others caught from philosophy —to reason boldly. The horse
was their pride; the country courts, their holidays; the race-
course, their delight. On permitting the increase of negro
slavery, opinions were nearly equally divided; but England
kept slave marts open at every courthouse, as far, at least, as
the Southwest Mountain : partly to enrich Ler slave merchants,
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partly, by balancing the races, to weaken the power of colonial
resistance. The industry of the Virginians did not compete
with that of the mother country ; they had few mariners, took
no part in the fisheries, and built no ships for sale. British
factors purchased their products and furnished their supplies,
and fixed the price of both. Their connection with the me-
tropolis was more intimate than with the northern colonies.
England was their market and their storehouse, and was still
called their home.

Yet the prerogative had little support in Virginia. Its
assembly sent, when it would, its own special agent to England,
elected the colonial treasurer, and conducted its deliberations
with dignity. Among the inhabitants, the pride of individ-
ual freedom paralyzed royal influence. They were the more
independent because they were the oldest colony, the most num-
erous, the most opulent, and, in territory, by far the most exten-
sive. The proparty of the crown in its unascertained domain
was admitted, yet they easily framed theories that invested the
rightful ownership in the colony itself. Its people spread more
and more widely over the mild, productive, and enchanting in-
terior. They ascended rivers to the valleys of its mountain
ranges, where the red soil bore wheat luxuriantly. An ong the
half-opened forests of Orange County, in a home of plenty,
there sported on the lawn the child Madison, round whom
clustered the hopes of American union. Omn the highlands of
Albemarle, Thomas Jefferson, son of a surveyor, dwelt on the
skirt of forest life, with no intercepting range of hills between
his dwelling place and the far distant occan. Beyond the
Blue Ridge, men came from the glades of Pennsylvania; of
most various nations, Irish, Scottish, and German, ever in
strife with the royal officers, occupying lands without allot-
ment, or on mere warrants of survey, without patents of pay-
ment of quitrents. Everywhere in Virginia the sentiment of
individuality was the parent of its republicanism.

North of the Potomac, at the center of America, were the
proprietary governments of Maryland and of Pennsylvania,
with Delaware. There the king had no officers but in the cus-
toms and the admiralty courts; his name was scarcely known
in the acts of government.

During the last war, Maryland enjoyed unbroken quiet,
furnishing no levies of men for the army, and very small con-
tributions of money. Its legislature hardly looked beyoud its
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own internal affairs, and its growth in numbers proved its
prosperity. The youthful Frederic, Lord Baltimore, sixth of
that title, dissolute and riotous, fond of wine to madness and
of women to folly, as a prince zealous for prerogative, though
negligent of business, was the sole landlord of the province.
On acts of legislation, to him belonged a triple veto, by his
council, by his deputy, and by himself. He established courts
and appointed all their officers; punished convicted offenders,
or pardoned them; appointed at pleasure councilors, all officers
of the colony, and all the considerable county officers; and
possessed exclusively the unappropriated domain. Reserving
choice lands for his own manors, he had the whole people for
his tenants on quitrents, which, in 1754, exceeded twenty-five
thousand dollars a year, and were rapidly increasing. Onevery
new grant from the wild domain he received caution money ;
his were all escheats, wardships, and fruits of the feudal tenures.
Fines of alienation, though abolished in England, were paid for
his benefit on every transfer, and fines upon devises were still
exacted. He enjoyed a perpetual port duty of fourteen pence
@ ton, on vessels not owned in the province, yielding not far
from five thousand dollars a year ; and he exacted a tribute for
licenses to hawkers and peddlers, and to ordinaries.

These were the private income of Lord Baltimore. For
the public service he needed no annual grants. By an act
of 1704, which was held to be permanent, an export tax of a
shilling on every hogshead of tobacco gave an annually increas-
ing income of already not much less than seven thousand dol-
lars, more than enough for the salary of his lieutenant gov-
ernor; while other officers were paid by fees and perquisites.
Thus the assembly scarcely had occasion to impose taxes, ex-
cept for the wages of its own members.

Besides the untrammeled power of appointing colonial offi-
cers, Lord Baltimore, as prince palatine, could raise his liege-
men to defend his province. His was also the power to pass
ordinances for the preservation of order, to erect towns and
cities, to grant titles of honor, and his the advowson of every
benefice. The colonial act of 1702 had divided Maryland into
parishes, and established the Anglican church by an annual tax
of forty pounds of tobacco on every poll. The parishes were
about forty in number, increasing in value, some of them prom-
ising a thousand pounds sterling a year. Thus the lewd Lord
Baltimore had more church patronage than any landholder in
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England; and, as there was no bishop in America, ruffians,
fugitives from justice, men stained by intemperance and lust
(I write with caution, the distinct allegations being before me),
nestled themselves, through his corrupt and easy nature, in the
parishes of Maryland.

The king had reserved no right of revising the laws of
Maryland ; nor could he invalidate them, except as they should
be found repugnant to those of England. The royal power
was by charter restrained from imposing, or causing to be
imposed, any customs or other taxations, quotas, or contribu-
tions whatsoever, within the province, or upon any merchan-
dise, while being laden or unladen in its ports.™  Of its people,
ahout one twelfth were Roman Catholics; and these suffered
the burden of double taxation.

In Pennsylvania, with the counties on Delaware, the peo-
ple, whose mumbers appeared to double in sixteen years, were
already the masters, and to dispute their authority was but to
introduce an apparent anarchy. Of {he noble territory, the
joint proprietors were Thowmas and Richard Penn, the former
holding three quarters of the whole. Inheritance might sub-
divide it indefinitely. The political power that had been be-
queathed to them brought little personal dignity or benefit.

The lieutenant governor had a negative on legislation ; but
he depended on the assembly for his annual support, and had
often to choose between compliance and poverty. To the coun-
cil, whom the proprietaries appointed, and to the proprietaries
themselves, the right to revise legislative acts was denied ; and
long usage confirmed the denial. The legislature had but one
branch, and of that branch Benjamin Franklin was the soul.

It had an existence of its own; could meet on its own ad-
journments, and no power could prorogue or dissolve it; but a
swift responsibility brought its members annually before their
constituents. The assembly would not allow the proprietaries
in England to name judges; they were to be named by the
lieutenant governor on the spot, and, like him, depended for
their salaries on the yearly vote of the assembly. All sheriffs
and coroners were chosen by the people. Moneys were raised
by an excise, and were kept and were disbursed by provincial
commissioners. The land office was under proprietary control ;
and, to balance its political influence, the assembly kept the
loan office of paper money under their own supervision.

The laws established for Pennsylvania complete enfran-
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chisement in the domain of thought. Its able press developed
the principles of civil rights: its chiel city cherished science;
and, by private munificence, a ship, at the instance of Franklin,
had attempted to discover the northwestern passage. A library,
too, was endowed, and an academy chartered. No oaths or
tests barred the avenue to public posts. The church of Eng-
land, unaided by law, competed with all forms of dissent. The
Presbyterians, who were willing to tight for their liberties, be-
gan to balance the men who were prepared to suffer for them.
Yet the Quakers, humblest among plebeian sects, and boldest
of them all — disjoined from the middle age without even a
shred or a mark of its bonds 5 abolishing not the aristocracy of
the sword only, but all war; not prelacy and priesteraft only,
but outward svmbols and ordinances, external sacraments and
forms — pure spiritualists, and apostles of the power and the
freedom of mind, still swayed legislation and public opinion.
Ever restless under authority, they were jealous of the new
generation of proprietaries who had fallen off from their so-
viety, regulated the government with a view to their own per-
rmal profit, and shunned taxation of their colonial estates.

New Jersey, now a royal government, enjoyed, with the
aged Delcher, comparative tranquillity. He parried for them
the oppressive disposition of the board of trade, and the rapac-
ity of the great claimants of lands who held seats in the coun-
cil. “I have to steer,” he would say, *“between Scylla and
Charybdis; to please the king’s ministers at home, and a
touchy people here; to luff for one, and bear away for an-
other.” Sheltered by its position, New Jersey refused to share
the expense of Indian alliances, often left its own annual ex-
penses unprovided for, and its obstinate enthusiasts awaited
the completion of the prophecies that *“ nation shall not lift up
sword against nation.”

There, too, on the banks of the Delaware, John Woolman,
a tailor by trade, ¢ stood up like a trumpet, through which the
Lord speaks to his people,” to make the negro masters sensible
of the evil of holding the people of Africa in slavery; and, by
his testimony at the meetings of Friends, recommended that
oppressed part of the creation to the notice of each individual
and of the society.

“Though we make slaves of the negroes, and the Turks
make slaves of the Christians,” so he persistently taught, «lib-
erty is the natural right of all men equally.” ¢ The slaves
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look to me like a burdensome stone to such who burden them-
selves with them. The burden will grow heavier and heavier
till times change in a way disagrecable to us.” «“It may be
just,” observed one of his hearers, “for the Almighty so to
order it.” It was a matter fixed in his mind, that this trade of
importing slaves, and way of life in kecping them, were dark
gloominess hanging over the land. ¢ The consequences would
be grievous to posterity.” Therefore he went about persuading
men that the “ practice of continuing slavery was not right;”
and he endeavored ¢ to raise an idea ol a general brotherhood.’
Masters of negroes on both hanks of the Delaware began the
work of setting them free, «because they had no contract for
their labor, and liberty was their right.” A general epistle
from the yearly meeting of Friends, in 1754, declared it to be
their *concern” to hear testimony against the iniquitous prac
tice of slave dealing, and to warn their members against making
any purchase of slaves.

New York was at this time the central point of political
interest. Its position invited it to foster American union.
Maving the most convenient harbor on the Atlantie, with bays
expaunding on either hand and a navigable river penetrating
the interior, it held the keys of Canada and the lakes. The
forts at Crown Point and Niagara were encroachments upon
its limits.  Its unsurveyed inland frontier, sweeping round on
the north, disputed with New Hamypshire the land between
Lake Champlain and the Connecticut, and extended into un-
measured distances in the west. Within its bhosom, at Onon-
daga, burned the council fire of the Six Nations, whose irregular
bands had scated themselves ncar Montreal, on the northern
shore of Ontario, and on the Ohio; whose hunters roamed over
the Northwest and the West. Here were concentrated by far
the most important Indian relations, round which the idea of a
general union was shaping itself into a reality. It was to still
the hereditary warfare of the Six Nations with the southern
Indians that South Carolina and Massachusetts first met at
Albany ; it was to confirm friendship with them and their allies
that New England and all the ceniral states but New Jersey
had assembled in congress.

England never possessed the atfection of the country which
it had acquired by conquest. British officials sent home com-
plaints of “the Dutch republicans” as disloyal. The descend-
ants of the Huguenot refugees were taunted with their origin,
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and invited to accept English liberties as a boon. Nowhere was
the collision between the royal governor and the colonial as-
sembly so violent or so inveterate ; nowhere had the legislature,
by its method of granting money, so nearly exhausted and
appropriated to itself all executive authority ; nowhere had the
relations of the province to (ireat Britain been more sharply
controverted. The board of trade esteemed the provincial
legislature to rest for its existence on acts of the royal pre-
rogative, while the people looked upon their representatives as
existing by an inherent right, and codrdinate with the British
House of Commons.

The laws of trade excited still more resistance. Why should
a people, of whom one half were of foreign ancestry, be cut off
from all the world but England? Why must the children of
Holland be debarred from the ports of the Netherlands? Why
must their ships seek the produce of Europe and, by a later
law, the produce of Asia, in English harbors alone? Wlhy were
negro slaves the only considerable object of foreign commerce
which England did not compel to be first landed on its shores ?
The British restrictive system was transgressed by all America,
but most of all by New York, the child of the Netherlands.
Especially the British ministry had been invited, in 1752, to
observe that, while the consumption of tea was annually increas-
ing in America, the export from lingland was decreasing ; and
meantime, the little island of St. lustatius, a heap of rocks but
two leagues in length by one in hreadth, without a rivulet or a
spring, gathered in its storehouses the products of Holland, of
the Orient, of the world; and its harbor was more and more
filled with fleets of colonial trading vessels, which, if need
were, completed their cargoes by entering the French islands
with Dutch papers. Under the British statutes, which made
the commercial relations of America to England not a union,
but a bondage, America bought of England hardly more than
she would have done on the system of freedom ; and this small
advantage was dearly purchased by the ever-increasing cost of
cruisers, customhouse officers, and vice-admiralty courts, and
the discontent of the merchants.

The large landholders were jealous of British authority,
which threatened to bound their pretensions, or question their
titles, or, through parliament, to burden them with a land tax.
The lawyers of the colony, chiefly Presbyterians, and educated
in Connecticut, joined heartily with the merchants and the
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great proprietors to resist every encroachment from England.
In no province was the very near approach of independence dis-
cerned so clearly, or 80 openly predicted.

New York had been settled under large patents of lands to
individuals ; New England under grants to towns; and the
institution of towns was its glory and its strength. The
inhabited part of Massachusetts was recognized as divided into
little territories, each of which, for its internal purposes, con-
stituted an integral government, free from supervision ; having
power to choose annually its own officers ; to hold meetings of
all freemen at its pleasure ; to discuss in those meetings any
subject of public interest; to see that every able-bodied man
within its precinects was enrolled in the militia and provided
with arms, ready for immediate use ; to elect and to instruct
its representatives ; to raise and appropriate money for the
support of the ministry, of schools, of highways, of the poor,
and for defraying other necessary expenses within the town.
It was incessantly deplored, by royalists of later days, that the
law which confitmed these liberties had received the unreflect-
ing sanction of William 1II., and the most extensive interpreta-
tion in practice. Boston, on more than one occasion, ventured
in town meeting to appoint its own agent to present a remon-
strance to the hoard of trade. New Hampshire, Connecticut,
Rhode Island, and Maine, which was a part of Massachusetts,
had similar regulations; so that all New England was an aggre-
gate of organized democracies. DBut the complete development
of the institution was to be found in Connecticut and the
Massachusetts bay. There each township was substantially a
territorial parish; the town was the religious congregation;
the independent church was established by law ; the minister
was elected by the people, who annually made grants for his
support. There the system of free schools was carried to such
perfection that an adult born in New England and unable to
write and read could not be found. He that will understand
the political character of New England in the eighteenth cen-
tury must study the constitution of its towns, its congregations,
its schools, and its militia.

Yet in these democracies the hope of independence, as a
near event, had not dawned; the inhabitants still clung with
persevering affection to the land of their ancestry and their
language. They were of homogeneous origin, nearly all tracing
their descent to English emigrants of the reigns of Charles I.
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and Charles II. They were frugal and industrious. Along
the seaside, wherever there was a good harbor, fishermen,
familiar with tlhie ocean, gathered in hamlets ; and cach return-
ing season saw them, with an ever-increasing number of mari-
ners and vessels, taking the cod and mackerel, and sometimes
pursuing the whale into the northern scas. At Boston a
society was formed for promoting domestic manufactures: on
one of its anniversaries, three hundred young women appeared
on the Comion, clad in homespun, seated in a triple row, each
with a spinning wheel, and each busily transferring the flax
from the distatf to the spool. The town built “a manufactur-
ing house,” and there were bounties to encourage the workers
in linen.  How the board ot trade were alarmed at the news !
How they censured Shirley for not having frowned on the busi-
ness! How committees of the House of Commons examined wit-
nesses, and made proposals for prohibitory laws, till the Boston
wanufacturing house. designed to foster home industry, fell into
decay ! Of slavery there was not enough o affect the char-
acter of the people, except in the southeast of Rhode Island,
where Newport was conspicuous for engaging in the slave
trade, and where, in two or three towns, negroes composed
even a third of the inhabitants.

In the settlements which grew up in the interior, on the
margin of the greenwood, the plain meetinghouse of the con-
gregation for public worship was everywhere the central point ;
near it stood the public school. 'The snug farmhouses, owned
as freeholds, without quitrents, were dotted along the way.
In every hand was the Bible; every home was a house of
prayer; all had been taught, many had comprehended, a
methodical theory of the divine purpose in creation, and of
the destiny of man.

God is the absolute sovereign, doing according to his will

_in the armies of heaven, and among the inhabitants on earth.

: Scorning the thought of free agency as breaking the universe

‘of action into countless fragments, the greatest number in

'New England held that very volition, even of the humblest of

the people, is obedient to the fixed decrees of Providence, and
participates in eternity.

Yet, while the common mind of New England was inspired

by the great thought of the sole sovereignty of God, it did not

lose personality and human freedom in pantheistic fatalism.
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Like Augustine, who made war both on Manicheans and P’cla-
gians ; like the Stoics, whose morals it most nearly resembled,
it asserted by just dialectics, or, as some would say, by a sub-
lime incousistency, the power of the individual will. In every
action it beheld the union of the motive and volition. The
action, it saw, was according to the strongest motive; and it
knew that what proves the strongest motive depends on the
character of the will. 'The Culvinist of New England, who
longed to be “ morally good and excellent,” had, thervefore, no
other object of moral effort than to make *the will truly lovely
and right.”

Action, therefore, as tlowing from un energetic, right, and
lovely will, was the ideal of New England. It rejected the
asceticism of one-sided spiritualists, and fostered the whole
man, seeking to perfect his intelligence and improve his out-
ward condition. Itsaw in every one the divine and the human
nature. It subjected but did not extirpate the inferior princi-
ples. Tt placed no merit in vows of poverty or celibacy, and
~purued the thouglt of non-resistance. In a good cause its
people were ready to take up arms and fight, cheered by the
conn iction that God was working in them both to will and to do.

00 00—

THE SWORD OF BUNKER HILL.
By WILLIAM ROSS WALLACE.

[1819-1881.]

Her lay upon his dying bed,
His eye was growing dim,

When, with a feeble voice, he called
His weeping son to him:

“Weep not, my boy,” the veteran said,
“I bow to heaven’s high will;

But quickly from yon antlers bring,
The sword of Bunker Hill.”

The sword was brought; the soldier’s eye
Lit with a sudden flame;

And, as he grasped the ancient blade,
He murmured Warren’s name;
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Then said, “ My boy, I leave you gold,
But what is riclier still,

T leave you, mark me, mark me, now,
The sword of Bunker Hill.

*"T'was on that dread, immortal day,
I dared the Briton’s band,

A captain raised his blade on me,
1 tore 1t fromn hi~ hand;

And winle the glorious battle riged,
Tt hightened Freedom’s will;

For, boy, the God of Freedom hlessed
The sword of Bunker Hill

“Oh! keep this sword,” his accents hroke, —
A smile, —and he was dead:

But his wrinkled hand still grasped the blade,
Upon that dying bed.

The sun remains, the sword remains,
Its glory growing still,

And twenty millions bless the sire
And sword of Bunker Hill.

ADDRESS OF PATRICK HENRY BEFORE THE CON-
VENTION OF DELEGATES, MARCH 28, 1775.

[Patrick HENRY, American statesman and orator, was born at Studley,
Hanover County, Va., May 20, 1736. Having failed utterly in farming and
trade, he became a lawyer, and first brought himself into notice by his pleading
in a case respecting the legal income of the clergy. He vigorously opposed the
Stamp Act in the Virginia House of Burgesses (1766), and in the Continental
Congress (1774) opened the proceedings with a speech in which he declared 1
am not a Virginian, but an American.” He was several times governor of his
native state, retired into private life in 1791, and died at Red Hill, Charlotte

County, Va., June 6, 1799.]

MR. PrRESIDENT, — No man thinks more highly than I do of
the patriotism, as well as abilities, of the very worthy gentlemen
who have just addressed the House. But different men often
see the same subjeot in different lights ; and, therefore, I hope
that it will not be thought disrespectful to those gentlemen if,
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entertaining as 1 do, opinions of a character very opposite to
theirs, I shall speak forth my sentiments freely and without
reserve. This is no time for ceremony. The question before
the House is one of awful moment to this country. For my
own part 1 consider it as nothing less than a question of free-
dom or slavery ; and in proportion to the magnitude of the sub-
ject ought to be the freedomn of the debate. 1t is only in this
way that we can hope to arrive at truth, and fulfill the great
responsibility which we hold to God and our country. Should
I keep back my opinions at such a time, through fear of giving
offense, I should consider myself as guilty of treason toward my
country, and of an act of disloyalty toward the majesty of heaven,
which T revere above all earthly kings.

Mr. President, it is natural to man to indulge in the illusions
of hope. We are apt to shut our eyes against a painful truth,
and listen to the song of that siren, till she trausforms us into
beasts. Is this the part of wise men, engaged in a great and
arduous struggle for liberty? Are we disposed to be of the
number of those who, having eyes, see not, and having ears, hear
not, the things which so nearly concern their temporal salvation ?
For my part, whatever anguish of spirit it may cost, I am will-
ing to know the whole truth ; to know the worst and to provide
for it.

I have but one lamp by which my feet are gnided ; and that
is the lamp of experience. 1 know of no way of judging of the
future but by the past. And judging by the past, I wish to
know what there has been in the conduet of the British minis-
try for the last ten years to justify those hopes with which
gentlemen have been pleased to solace themselves and the
House? Is it that insidious smile with which our petition has
been lately received? Trust it not, sir; it will prove a snare
to your feet. Suffer not yourselves to be betrayed with a kiss.
Ask yourselves how this gracious reception of our petition com
ports with these warlike preparations which cover our waters
and darken our land. Are fleets and armies necessary to «
work of love and reconciliation? Have we shown ourselves s
unwilling to be reconciled that force must be called in to win
back our love? Let us not deceive ourselves, sir. These are
the implements of war and subjugation ; the last arguinents to
which kings resort. I ask gentlemen, sir, what means this
martial array, if its purpose be not to force us to submission ?
Can gentlemen assign any othor possible motives for it? Has
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Great Britain any enemy, in this quarter of the world, to call
for all this accumulation of navies and armies? No, sir, she
has none. They are meant for us; they can be meant for no
other. They are sent over to bind and rivet upon us those
chains which the British ministry have been so long forging.
And what have we to oppose to them? Shall we try argument?
Sir, we have been trying that for the last ten years. Have we
anything new to offer on the subject? Nothing. We have
held the subject up in every light of which it is capable; but it
has been all in vain. Shall we resort to entreaty and humble
supplication ?  What terms shall we find which have not been
already exhausted ? Let us not, I beseech you, sir, deceive our-
selves longer. Sir, we have donec everything that could be
done to avert the storm which is now coming on. We have
petitioned ; we have remonstrated ; we have supplicated ; we
have prostrated ourselves before the throne, and have implored
its interposition to arrest the tyrannical hands of the ministry
and parliament. Our petitions have been slighted ; our remon-
strances have produced additional violence and insnlt 3 our sup-
plications have been disregarded ; and we have been spurned
with contempt, from the foot of the throne. In vain, after these
things, may we indulge the fond hope of peace and reconcilia-
tion. There is no longer any room for hope. 1f we wish to lr
free —if we mean to preserve inviolate those inestimable privi-
leges for which we have been so long contending — if we mean
not basely to abandon the noble struggle in which we have been
so long engaged, and which we have pledged ourselves never to
abandon, until the glorious object of our contest shall be obtained,
we must fight! I repeat it, sir, we must fight! An appeal to
arms and to the God of Hosts is all that is left us!

They tell us, sir, that we are weak ; unable to cope with so
formidable an adversary. But when shall we be stronger?
Will it be the next week, or the next year? Will it be when
we are totally disarmed, and when a British guard shall be sta-
tioned in every house? Shall we gather strength by irresolu-
tion and inaction? Shall we acquire the means of effectual
resistance by lying supinély on our backs, and hugging the
delusive phantom of hope, until our enemies shall have bound us
hand and foot? Sir, we are not weak, if we make a proper use
of the means which the God of nature hath placed in our power.
Three millions of people, armed in the holy case of liberty, and
in such a country as that which we possess, are invincible by
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any force which our enemy can send against us. Besides, sir,
we shall not fight our battles alone. There is a just God who
presides over the destinies of nations, and who will raise up
friends to fight our battles for us. The battle, sir, is not to
the strong alone; it is to the vigilant, the active, the brave.
Besides, sir, we have no election. If we were base enough to
desire it, it is now too late to retire from the contest. There
is no retreat, but in submission and slavery! Our chains are
forged! Their clanking may be heard ou the plains of Boston !
The war is inevitable — and let it come! I repeat it, sir, let
it come!

It is in vain, sir, to extenuate the matter. Gentlemen may
cry peace, peace — but there is no peace. The war is actually
begun! The next gale that sweeps from the north will bring
to our ears the clash of resounding arms! Our brethren are
already in the field! Why stand we here idle? What is it
that gentlemen wish? What would they have? Is life so dear,
or peace 80 sweet, as to be purchased at the price of chains and
slavery ? Forbid it, Almighty God! I know not what course
others may take; but as for me, give me liberty, or give me
ueath !

——.Mo‘—-——

THOUGHTS ON THE PRESENT STATE OF THE
AMERICAN AFFAIRS.

By THOMAS PAINE,
(From “Common Sense.")

'HoMAS PAINE, polemic writer and devotee of human rights, was born
in Norfolk, England, January 29, 1737 ; was first a stay maker, then exciseman,
teacher, and Dissenting lay preacher, and a pamphleteer of such ability as to
attract the attention of Franklin, on whose invitation he came to America in
1774, He became editor of the Penusylvania Magazine; wrote “Common
Sense,” a pamphlet advocating total separation of the colonies from Great Bri-
tain; and The Crisis, a sort of occasional journal to keep up the courage of the
new confederacy. He was aid to General Greene, secretary to the congressional
committee on f}c')reign affairs, clerk of the Pennsylvania legislature, and associ-
ated with Colonel Laurens in obtaining loans from France and Holland, Going
to France at the opening of the Revolution, he published a pamphlet advocating
the_abolition of monarchy. In 1791 he published in England the ¢ Rights
of Man,” in roply to Burke, was outlawed for it, and returned to France, where
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the Jacobins were enraged at his opposition to the beheading of the king, and
Robespierre imprisoned him for a year. His ‘ Age of Reason '’ was published
in 1794-17956. He returned to the United States in 1801, and died June 8, 1809.]

Ix the following pages I offer nothing more than simple
facts, plain arguments, and common sense ; and have no other
preliminaries to settle with the reader than that he will divest
himself of prejudice and prepossession, and sufter his reason and
his feelings to determine for themselves; that he will put on, or
rather that he will not put off the true character of a man, and
generously enlarge his views beyond the present day.

Volumes have been written on the subject of the struggle
between England and America. Men of all ranks have em-
barked in the controversy, from different motives, and with
various designs; but all have been ineffectual, and the period
of debate is closed. Arms, as the last resource, must decide
the contest; the appeal was the choice of the king, and the oon-
tinent hath accepted the challenge.

It has been reported of the late Mr. Pelham (who, though
an able minister, was not without his faults) that on his being
attacked in the house of commons, on the score that his meas-
ures were only of a temporary kind, replied, * They will last
my time.” Should a thought so fatal or unmanly possess the
colonies in the present contest, the name of ancestors will be
remembered by future generations with detestation.

The sun never shone on a cause of greater worth. ’Tis not
the affair of a city, a county, a province, or a kingdom, but of
a continent — of at least one eighth part of the habitable globe.
"Tis not the concern of a day, a year, or an age ; posterity are
virtually involved in the contest, and will be more or less af-
fected even to the end of time, by the proceedings now. Now
is the seedtime of continental union, faith, and honor. The
least fracture now will be like a name engraved with the point
of a pin on the tender rind of a young oak; the wound
will enlarge with the tree, and posterity read it in full-grown
characters.

By referring the matter from argument to arms, a new area
for politics is struck; a new method of thinking hath arisen.
All plans, proposals, etc., prior to the nineteenth of April, ¢.e.
to the commencement of hostilities, are like the almanacs of
last year; which, though proper then, are superseded and use-
less now. Whatever was advanced by the advocates on either
side of the question then, terminated in one and the same point,
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viz. a union with Great Britain; the only difference between
the parties was the method of effecting it; the onc proposing
force, the other friendship; but it hath so far happened that the
first has failed, and the second has withdrawn her influence.

As much hath been said of the advantages of reconciliation,
which, like an agreeable dream, hath passed away and left us
as we were, it is but right that we should examine the contrary
side of the argument, and inquire into some of the many mate-
rial injuries which these colonies sustain, and always will sus-
tain, by heing connected with and dependent on Great Britain.
To examine that connection and dependence, on the principles
of nature and common sense, to see what we have to trust to,
if separated, and what we are to expect, if dependent.

I have heard it asserted by some that as America has flour-
ished under Lier former connection with (ireat Britain, the same
connection is necessary towards her future happiness, and will
always have the same effect.  Nothing can be more fallacions
than this kind bf argument. We may as well assert that be-
cause a child las thrived upon milk, that it is never to have
meat, or that the first twenty years of our lives is to hecome
a precedent for the next twenty. But even this is admitting
more than is true, for 1 answer roundly that America would
have flourished as much, and probably much more, had no Eu-
ropean power had anything to do with her. The articles of
commerce by which she has enriched herself are the necessaries
of life, and will always have a market while eating is the cus-
tom of Europe.

But she has protected us, say some. That she hath en-
grossed us is true, and defended the continent at our expense
as well as her own, is admitted, and she would have defended
Turkey from the same motives, viz. for the sake of trade and
dominion.

Alas! we have been long led away by ancient prejudices,
and made large sacrifices Lo superstition. We have boasted
the protection of Great Britain, without considering that her
motive was ¢nterest, not attachment ; and that she did not pro-
tect us from our enemies on our account, but from her enemies
on her own account, from those who had no quarrel with us on
any other account, and who will always be our enemies on the
same account. Let Britain waive her pretensions to the conti-
nent, or the continent throw off the dependence, and we should
be at peace with France and Spain, were they at war with
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Britain. The miseries of Hanover last war ought to warn us
against connections.

It hath lately been asserted in parliament that the colonies
have no relation to each other but through the parent country,
i.e. that Pennsylvania and the Jerseys, and so on for the rest,
are sister colonies by way of England ; that is certainly a very
roundahout way of proving relationship, but it is the nearest
and only true way of proving enemy-ship, if I may so call it.
France and Spain never were, nor perhaps ever will be, our
enemies as Americans, but as our being the subjects of Great
Britain.

But Britain is the parent country, say some. Then the
more shame upon her conduct. Even brutes do not devour
their young, nor savages make war upon their families ; where-
fore the assertion, if true, turns to her reproach; but it happens
not to be true, or only partly so, and the phrase parent or mother
country hath been jesuitically adopted by the king and his para-
sites, with a low papistical design of gaining an unfair bias on
the credulous weakness of our minds. Europe, and not Eng-
land, is the parent country of America. This new world hath
been the asylum for the persecuted lovers of civil and religious
liberty from every part of Europe. Hither have they fled, not
from the tender embraces of the mother, but from the cruelty
of the monster ; and it is so far true of England, that the same
tyranny which drove the first emigrants from home pursues
their descendants still.

In this extensive quarter of the globe, we forget the narrow
limits of three hundred and sixty miles (the extent of England)
and carry our friendship on a larger scale; we claim brother-
hood with every European Christian, and triumph in the gen-
erosity of the sentiment.

It is pleasant to observe with what regular gradations we
surmount local prejudices, as we enlarge our acquaintance with
the world. A man born in any town in England divided into
parishes, will naturally associate with most of his fellow-par-
ishioners (because their interest in many cases will be common)
and distinguish him by the name of neighbdor ; if he meet him
but a few miles from home, he drops the narrow idea of a street,
and salutes him by the name of townsman; if he travel out of
the county, and meets him in any other, he forgets the minor
divisions of street and town, and calls him countryman, i.e.
countyman ; but if in their foreign excursions they should as-
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sociate in France or any other part of Europe, their local remem-
brance would be enlarged into that of Englishman. And by a
just parity of reasoning, all Europeans meeting in America, or
any other quarter of the globe, are countrymen; for England,
Holland, Germany, or Sweden, when compared with the whole,
stand in the same places on the larger scale, which the divisions
of street, town, and county do on the smaller one; distinctions
too limited for continental minds. Not one third of the inhab-
itants, even of this province, are of English descent. Where-
fore, 1 reprobate the phrase of parent or mother country applied
to England only, as being false, selfish, narrow, and ungenerous.

But, admitting that we were all of English descent, what
does it amount to? Nothing. Britain, being now an open
cnemy, extinguishes every other name and title: and to say
that reconciliation is our duty is truly farcical. The first king
of England, of the present line (William the Conqueror), was a
Frenchman, ang half the peers of England are descendants from
the same country ; wherefore, by the same method of reason-
ing, England ought to be governed by France.

Much hath been said of the united strength of Britain and
the colonies, that in conjunction they might bid defiance to thc
world. But this is mere presumption ; the fate of war is un-
certain, neither do the expressions mean anything; for this
continent would never suffer itself to be drained of inhabitants,
to support the British arms in either Asia, Africa, or Europe.

Besides, what have we to do with setting the world at defi-
ance? Our plan is commerce, and that, well attended to, will
secure us the peace and friendship of all Europe ; because it is
the interest of all Kurope to have America a free port. Her
trade will always be a protection, and her barrenness of gold
and silver secure her from invaders.

I challenge the warmest advocate for reconciliation, to show
a single advantage that this continent can reap by being con-
nected with Great Britain. I repeat the challenge; not a
single advantage is derived. Our corn will fetch its price in
any market in Europe, and our imported goods must be paid
for, buy them where we will.

But the injuries and disadvantages which we sustain by that
connection are without number; and our duty to mankind at
large as well as to ourselves instructs us to renounce the alli-
ance; because any submission to or dependence on Great Brit-
ain tends directly to involve this continent in Europcan wars
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and quarrels, and sets us at variance with nations who would
otherwise seek our friendship, and against whom we have
neither anger nor complaint. As Kurope is our market for
trade we ought to form no partial connection with any part of
it. It is the true interest of America to steer clear of European
contentions, which she never can do while, by her dependence
on Britain, she i> made the makeweight in the scale of British
polities.

Europe is too thickly planted with kingdoms to be long at
peace, and whenever a war breaks oul between England and
any foreign power the trade of America goes to ruin because of
her connection with Britain. 'The uext war may not turn out
like the last, and should it not the advocates for reconciliation
now will be wishing for separation then, because neutrality in
that case would be u safer convoy than a man-of-war. Every-
thing that is right or naturul pleads for separation. The blood
of the slain, the weeping voice of nature, cries ’tis time to part.
Even the distance at which the Almighty hath placed England
and Aierica, is a strong and natural proof that the authority
of the one over the other was never the design of heaven. The
lime likewise at which the continent was discovered adds weight
to the argument, and the manner in which it was peopled iu-
creases the force of it. The reformation was preceded by the
discovery of America, as if the Almighty graciously meant to
open a sanctuary to the persecuted in future years, when home
should afford neither friendship nor safety.

The authority of Great Britain over this continent is a form
of government which sooner or later must have an end : and a
serious mind can draw no true pleasure by looking forward
under the painful and positive conviction, that what he calls
‘“the present constitution” is merely temporary. As parents,
we can have no joy, knowing that this government is not suffi-
ciently lasting to insure anything which we may bequeath to
posterity; and by a plain method of argument, as we are run-
ning the next generation into debt, we ought to do the work of
it, otherwise we use them meanly and pitifully. In order to
discover the line of our duty rightly, we should take our chil-
dren in our hand, and fix our station a few years farther into
life ; that eminence will present a prospect which a few present
fears and prejudices conceal from our sight.

Though I would carefully avoid giving unnecessary offense,
yet I aia inclined to believe that all those who espouse the doc-



THE PRESENT STATE OF THE AMERICAN AFFAIRS. 4925

trine of reconciliation may be included within the following
descriptions.

Interested men, who are not to be trusted : weak men, who
cannot sec ; prejudiced men, who «ill not see; and a certain set
of moderate men, who think better of the European world than
it deserves : and this last class, by an ill-judged deliberation,
will be the cause of more calamities to this coutinent than all
the other three.

It is the good fortune of many iolive distant from the scene
of sorrow ; the evil is not sufficiently brought to their doors to
make them feel the precariousness with which all American
property is possessed. But let our imaginations transport us
a few moments to Boston; that seat of wretchedness will teach
us wisdom, and instruct us forever to renounce a power in
whom we can have no trust. The inhabitants of that unfor-
tunate city, who but a few months ago were in ease and afflu-
ence, have now no other alternative than to stay and starve, or
turn out to b'pg. Endangered by the fire of their friends if
they continue within the city, and plundered by the soldiery if
they leave it. In their present situation they are prisoners
without the hope of redemption, and in a general attack for
their relief, they would be exposed to the fury of both armies.

Men of passive tempers look somewhat lightly over the
offenses of Britain, and, still hoping for the best, are apt to call
out, “ Come, come, we shall be friends again, for all this.” DBut
examine the passions and feelings of mankind, bring the doc-
trine of reconciliation to the touchstone of nature, and then tell
me whether you can hereafter love, honor, and faithfully serve
the power that hath carried fire and sword into your land? If
you cannot do all these, then are you only deceiving yourselves,
and by your delay bringing ruin upon your posterity. Your
future connection with Britain, whom you can neither love nor
honor, will be forced and unnatural, and being formed only on
the plan of present convenience, will in a little time fall into a
relapse more wretched than the first. But if you say you can
still pass the violations over, then I ask, hath your house been
burnt? Hath your property been destroyed before your face ?
Are your wife and children destitute of a bed to lie on,
or bread to live on? Have you lost a parent or a child by
their hands, and yourself the ruined and wretched survivor?
If you have not, then are you not a judge of those who have.
But if you have, and can still shake hands with the murderers,
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then are you unworthy the name of husband, father, friend, or
lover, and whatever may be your rank or title in life, you have
the heart of a coward and the spirit of a sycophant.

This is not inflaming or exaggerating matters, but trying
them by those feelings and affections which natnre justifics,
and without which we should be incapable of discharging the
social duties of life, or enjoying the felicities of it. I mean not
to exhibit horror for the purpose of provoking revenge, but to

" awcken us from falal and unmanly slumbers, that we may pur-
sue determinately some fixed object. It is not in the power of
Britain or of Europe to conquer America, if she does not con-
quer herself by delay and timidity. The present winter is
worth an age if rightly employed, but if lost or neglected, the
whole continent will partake of the misfortune; and there is
no punishment which that man will not deserve, be he who, or
what, or where he will, that may be the means of sacrificing a
season so precious and useful.

It is repugnant to reason, and the universal order of things,
to all examples from former ages, to suppose that this continent
can longer remain subject to any external power. The most
sanguine in Britain do not think so. The utmost stretch of
human wisdom cannot, at this time, compass a plan short of
separation, which can promise the continent even a year’s
security. Reconciliation is now a fallacious dream. Nature
hath deserted the connection, and art cannot supply her place.
For, as Milton wisely expresses, “never can true reconcile-
ment grow, where wounds of deadly hate have pierced so deep.”

Every quiet method for peace hath been ineffectual. Our
prayers have been rejected with disdain; and only tended to
convince us that nothing flatters vanity, or confirms obstinacy
in kings more than repeated petitioning — nothing hath con-
tributed more than this very measure to make the kings of
Europe absolute : witness Denmark and Sweden. Wherefore,
since nothing but blows will do, for God’s sake let us come to
a final separation, and not leave the next generation to be cut-
ting throats, under the violated, unmeaning names of parent
and child. .

To say they will never attempt it again, is idle and vision-
ary; we thought so at the repeal of the stamp act, yet a year
or two undeceived us: as well may we suppose that nations,
which have been once defeated, will never renew the quarrel.

As to government matters, it is not in the power of Britain
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to do this continent justice : the business of it will soon be too
weighty and intricate to be managed, with any tolerable degree
of convenience, by a power so distant from us, and so very
ignorant of us; for if they cannot conquer us, they cannot
govern us. To be always running three or four thousand
miles with a tale or a petition, waiting four or five months for
an answer, which, when obtained, requires five or six more to
explain it in, will in a few years be looked upon as folly and
childishness — there was a time when it was proper, and there
is a proper time for it to cease.

Small islands, not capable of protecting themselves, are the
proper objects for kingdoms to take under their care; but there
is something absurd in supposing a continent to be perpetually
governed by an island. In no instance hath nature made the
satellite larger than its primary planet; and as England and
America, with respect to each other, reverse the common order
of nature, it is evident that they belong to different systems:
England to Blrope -— America to itself.

I am not induced by motives of pride, party, or resentment
to espouse the doctrine of separation and independence ; I am
clearly, positively, and conscientiously persuaded that it is the
true interest of this continent to be so; that everything short
of that is mere patchwork ; that it can afford no lasting felicity,
— that it is leaving the sword to our children, and shrinking
back at a time when going a little further would have rendered
this continent the glory of the earth.

As Britain hath not manifested the least inclination towards
a compromise, we may be assured that no terms can be obtained
worthy the acceptance of the continent, or any ways equal to the
expense of blood and treasure we have been already put to.

The object contended for ought always to bear some just
proportion to the expense. The removal of North, or the whole
detestable junto, is a matter unworthy the millions we have ex-
pended. A temporary stoppage of trade was an inconvenience
which would have sufficiently balanced the repeal of all the
acts complained of, had such repeals been obtained ; but if the
whole continent must take up arms, if every man must be a
soldier, it is scarcely worth our while to fight against a con-
temptible ministry only. Dearly, dearly do we pay for the
repeal of the acts, if that is all we fight for; for, in a just es-
timation, it is as great a folly to pay a Bunker-hill price for
law as for land. I have always considered the independency
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of this continent as an event which sooner or later must take
place, and, from the late rapid progress of the continent to ma-
turity, the event cannot be far off. Whercfore, on the break-
ing out of hostilities, it was not worth the while to have disputed
a matter which time would have finally redressed, unless we
meant to be in earnest; otherwise, it is like wasting an estate
on a suit at law, to regulate the trespasses of a tenant, whose
lease is just expiring. No man was a warmer wisher for a
reconciliation than myself, before the fatal nineteenth of April,
1775, but the moment the event of that day was made known,
I rejected the hardened, sullen-tempered Pharaoh of England
forever : and disdain the wretch, that with the pretended title
of Father of his people, can unfeelingly hear of their slaughter,
and composedly sleep with their blood upon his soul.

But admitting that matters were now made up, what would
be the event? 1 answer, the ruin of the continent. And that
for several reasons.

1st, The powers of governing still remaining in the hands
of the king, he will have a negative over the whole legislation
of this continent. And as he hath shown himself such an
inveterate enemy to liberty, and discovered such a thirst for
arbitrary power : is he, or is he not, a proper person to say to
these colonies, “You shall make no laws but what I please?”
And is there any inhabitant of America so ignorant as not to
know that, according to what is called the present constitution,
this continent can make no laws but what the king gives leave
to? and is there any man so unwise as not to see that (consider-
ing what has happened) he will suffer no law to be made here,
but such as suits Ais purpose? We may be as effectually en-
slaved by the want of laws in America as by submitting to
laws made for us in England. After matters are made up (as
it is called) can there be any doubt but the whole power of the
crown will be exerted to keep this continent as low and humble
as possible? Instead of going forward we shall go backward,
or be perpetually quarreling, or ridiculously petitioning. —
We are already greater than the king wishes us to be, and will
he not hereafter endeavor.to make us less? To bring the
matter to one point, Is the power who is jealous of our pros-
perity a proper power to govern us? Whoever says No to
this question is an independent, for independency means no
more than this, whether we shall make our own laws, or,
whether the king, the greatest ememy which this continent
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hath, or can have, shall tell us, ¢« There shall be no laws but such
as I like.”

But the king, you will say, has a negative in England ; the
people there can make no laws without his consent. In point
of right and good order, it is something very ridiculous that a
youth of twenty-one (which hath often happened) shall say to
several millions of people, older and wiser than himself, I forbid
this or that act of yours to be law. But in this place T decline
this sort of reply, thongh I will never cease to expose the ab-
surdity of it ; and only answer, that Iingland being the king’s
residence, and America not, makes quite another case. The
king’s negative lere is ten times more dangerous and fatal than
it can be in England ; for there he will scarcely refuse his con-
sent to a bill for putting Englund into as strong a state of
defense as possible, and in America he would never suffer such a
bill to be passed.

America is only a secondary object in the system of British
politics — Engl’and consults the good of this country no further
than it answers her own purpose. Wherefore, her own interest
leads her to suppress the growth of ours in every case which
doth not promote her advantage, or in the least interferes with
it. A pretty state we should soon be in under a second-hand
government, considering what has happened! Men do not
change from enemies to friends by the alteration of a name ;
and in order to show that reconciliation now is a dangerous
doctrine, I affirm, that it would be policy in the king, at this time,
to repeal the acts, for the sake of reinstating himself in the govern-
ment of the provinces; in order that le may accomplish by craft
and subtlety, in the long run., what he cannot do by force in the
short one. Reconciliation and ruin are nearly related.

2dly, That as even the best terms, which we can expect to
obtain, can amount to no more than a temporary expedient,
or a kind of government by gnardianship, which can last no
longer than till the colonies come of age, so the general face
and state of things, in the interim, will be unsettled and un-
promising. Emigrants of property will not choose to come to a
country whose form of government hangs but by a thread, and
which is every day tottering on the brink of commotion and
disturbance ; and numbers of the present inhabitants would
lay hold of the interval to dispose of their effects, and quit the
continent.

But the most powerful of all arguments is, that nothing bus
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independence, i.e. a continental form of government, can keep
the peace of the continent and preserve it inviolate from civil
wars. 1 dread the event of a reconciliation with Britain now,
as it is more than probable that it will be followed by a revolt
somewhere or other, the consequences of which may be far more
fatal than all the malice of Britain.

Thousands are already ruined by British barbarity. (Thou-
sands more will probably suffer the same fate.) Those men
have other feelings than us who have nothing suffered. All
they now possess is liberty, what they before enjoyed is sacri-
ficed to its service, and having nothing more to lose, they dis-
dain submission. Besides, the general temper of the colonies,
towards u British government, will be like that of a youth who
is nearly out of his time ; they will care very little about her.
And a government which cannot preserve the peace is no gov-
ernment at all, and in that case we puy our money for nothing ;
and pray what is it that Britain can do, whose power will be
wholly on paper, should a civil tumult break out the very day
after reconciliation? 1 have heard some men say, many of whom
I believe spoke without thinking, that they dreaded an inde-
pendence, fearing that it would produce civil wars. It is but
seldom that our first thoughts are truly correct, and that is the
case here; for there is ten times more to dread from a patched-
up connection than from independence. I make the suffercr’s
cagse my own, and I protest that were I driven from house and
home, my property destroyed, and my circumstances ruined,
that as a man, sensible of injuries, I could never relish the
doctrine of reconciliation, or consider myself bound thereby.

The colonies have manifested such a spirit of good order
and obedience to continental government as is sufficient to make
every reasonable person easy and happy on that head. No man
can assign the least pretense for his fears on any other grounds
than such as are truly childish and ridiculous, viz. that one
colony will be striving for superiority over another.

Where there are no distinctions there can be no superiority ;
perfect equality affords no temptation. The republics of Europe
are all (and we may say always) in peace. Holland and Swit-
zerland are without wars, foreign or domestic 3 monarchical gov-
ernments, it is true, are never long at rest : the crown itself is a
temptation to enterprising ruffians at home ; and that degree
of pride and insolence ever attendant on regal authority swells
into a rupture with foreign powers, in instances where a re-
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publican government, by being formed on more natural prinoi-
ples, would negotiate the mistake.

If there is any true cause of fear respecting independence,
it is because no plan is yet laid down. Men do not see their
way out; wherefore, as an opening into that business, I offer
the following hints; at the same time modestly affirming that
I have no other opinion of them myself than that they may
i be the means of giving rise to something better. Could the
straggling thoughts of individuals be collected, they would
frequently form materials for wise and able men to improve
into useful matter.

Let the assemblies be annual, with a president only. The
representation more equal.  Their business wholly domestic,
and subject o the authority of a continental congress.

Let each colony be divided into six, eight, or ten, convenient
districts, each district 1o send a proper number of delegates to
congress, so that each colony send at least thirty. The whole
number in congress will be at least three hundred and ninety.
Ilach congress to sit . . . and to choose a president by the
following method. When the delegates are met, let a colom
be taken from the whole thirteen colonies by lot, after which
Iet the congress choose (by ballot) a president from out of the
delegates of that province. In the next congress, let a colony
be taken by lot from twelve only, omitting that colony frow
which the president was taken in the former congress, and sy
proceeding on till the whole thirteen shall have had their proper
rotation. And in order that nothing may pass into a law but
what is satisfactorily just, not less than three fifths of the
congress to be called a maiority. He that will promote dis-
cord, under a government so equally formed as this, would have
joined Lucifer in his revolt.

But as there is & peculiar delicacy, from whom, or in what
manner this business must first arise, and as it seems most
agreeable and consistent that it should come from some inter-
mediate body between the governed and the governors, that is,
between the congress and the people, let a Continental Confer-
ence be held, in the following manner, and for the following
purpose.

A committee of twenty-six members of congress, viz. two
for each colony. Two members from each house of assembly,
or provincial convention ; and five representatives of the people
at large, to be chosen in the capital city or town of each prov-
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ince, for, and in behalf of the whole province, by as many quali-
fied voters as shall think proper to attend from all parts of the
province for thai purpose; or, if more convenient, the repre-
sentatives wa)y be chosen in two or three of the most populous
parts thereof. In this conference, thus assembled, will be united
the two graud principle. of business, knowledge and power. The
members of congress, assemblies, or conventions, by having had
experience in nationul concerns, will be able and useful coun-
selors, and the whole, being empowered by the people, will have
a truly legal authority.

The conferring members being met, let their business be to
frame a Continental Charter, or Charter of the United Colonies
(answering to what is called the Magna Charta of England) ;
fixing the number and manner of choosing members of con-
gress, and members of assembly, with their date of sitting, and
drawing the line of business and jurisdiction between thein
(always remembering, that our strength is continental, not
provincial): securing freedom and property to all men, and
above all things, the free exercise of religion, according to the
dictates of eonscience; with such other matter as it is neces-
sary for a charter to contain. Immediately after which, the
said conference to dissolve, and the bodies which shall h.
chosen conformable to the said charter, to be the legislator-
and governors of this continent for the time being: whose
peace and happiness, may God preserve, Amen.

Should any body of men be hereafter delegated for this or
some similar purpose, I offer them the following extracts from
that wise observer on governments, Dragonetti. «The sci-
ence,” says he, “of the politician consists in fixing the true
point of happiness and freedom. Those men would deserve
the gratitude of ages who should discover a mode of govern-
ment that contained the greatest sum of individual happiness,
with the least national expense.”

But where, say some, is the king of America? T’ tell you,
friend, he reigns above, and doth not make havoc of mankind
like the royal brute of Britain. Yet that we may not appear
to be defective even in earthly honors, let a day be solemnly
set apart for proclaiming the charter ; let it be brought forth
placed on the divine law, the word of God; let a crown be
placed thereon, by which the world may know, that so far as
we approve of monarchy, that in America the law is king. For
as in absolute governments the king is law, so in free countries
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the law ought to be king; and there ought to be no other.
But lest any ill use should afterwards arise, let the crown at
the conclusion of the ceremony be demolished, and scattered
among the people whose right it is.

A governmeni of our own is our natural right: and when
4 man seriously reflects on the precariousness of human affairs,
he will become convinced that it is infinitely wiser and safer
1o form a constitution of our own in a cool, deliberate manner,
while we have it in our power, than to trust such an inter-
csting event to time and chance. If we omit it now, some
Massanello may hereafter arise, who, laying hold of popular
disquietudes, may collect together the desperate and the dis-
contented, and by assuming to themselves the powers of gov-
ernment, finally sweep away the liberties of the continent like
a deluge. Should the government of America return again
into the hands of Britain, the tottering situation of things will
be o temptation for some desperate adventurer to try his for-
tune ; and in duch a case, what relief can Britain give? Ere
she could hear the news, the fatal business might be done :
and ourselves suffering like the wretched Britons under the
vppression of the Conqueror. Ye that oppose independence
now, ye know not what ye do; ye are opening a door to eternal
tyranny, by keeping vacant the seat of government. Therc
are thousands and tens of thousands who would think it glori-
ous to expel from the continent that barbarous and hellish
power which hath stirred up the Indians and negroes to de-
stroy us—the cruelty hath a double guilt, it is dealing bru-
tally by us, and treacherously by them.

To talk of friendship with those in whom our reason forbids
us to have faith, and our affections, wounded through a thou-
sand pores, instruct us to detest, is madness and folly. Every
duy wears out the little remains of kindred between us and
them ; and can there be any reason to hope, that as the rela-
tionship expires, the affection will increase, or that we shall
agree better when we have ten times more and greater con-
cerns to quarrel over than ever ?

Ye that tell us of harmony and reconciliation, can ye restore
to us the time that is past? (an ye give to prostitution its
former innocence? Neither can ye reconcile Britain and Amer-
ica. The last cord now is broken, the people of England are
presenting addresses against us. There are injuries which
nature cannot forgive; she would cease to be nature if she did.
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As well can the lover forgive the ravisher of his mistress as

the continent forgive the murders of Britain. The Almighty

hath implanted within us these unextinguishable feelings, for

good and wise purposes. They are the guardians of his image

in our hearts, and distinguish us from the herd of common

animals. The social compact would dissolve, and justice be:

extirpated from the earth, or have only a casual e:nst:ence,l
were we callous to the touches of affection. The robber and

the murderer would often escape unpunished, did not the in-

juries which our tempers sustain provoke us into justice.

O ye that love mankind! Ye that dare oppose, not only
the tyranny but the tyrant, stand forth! Every spot of the
old world is overrun with oppression. Freedom hath been
hunted around the globe. Asia and Africa have long expelled
her. Europe regards her like a stranger, and Eungland hath
given her warning to depart. Ob, receive the fugitive, and
prepare in time an asylum for mankind.

————0 0P OO

NATHAN HALE.
By FRANCIS MILES FINCH.

[Born in Ithaca, N.Y., June 9, 1827; is a judge of the U. 8. District Court.
The following lyric and ¢ The Blue and the Gray ' establish his poetic repu-
tation. ]

To drum beat and heart beat,
A soldier marches by:

There is color in his cheek,
There is courage in his eye,
Yet to drum beat and heart beat

In a moment he must die.

By starlight and moonlight,

He seeks the Briton’s camp;
He hears the rustling flag,

And the arméd sentry’s tramp;
And the starlight and moonlight

His silent wanderings lamp.

With slow tread and still tread,
He scans the tented line;

And he counts the battery guns
By the gaunt and shadowy pine;
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And his slow tread and still tread
Gives no warning sign.

The dark wave, the plumed wave,
It meets his eager glance;

And it sparkles ‘neath the stars,
Like the glimmer of a lance —

A dark wave, a plumed wave,
On an emerald expanse.

A sharp clang, a steel clang,
And terror in the sound!
For the sentry, falcon-eyed,
In the camp a spy hath found;
‘With a sharp clang, a steel clang,
The patriot is bound.

With calm brow, steady brow,
He listens to his doom;
I his look there is no fear,
or a shadow trace of gloom;
But with calm brow and steady brow,
He robes him for the tomb.

In the long night, the still night,
He kneels upon the sod;

And the brutal guards withhold
E’en the solemn Word of God !

In the long night, the still night,
He walks where Christ hath trod.

’Neath the blue morn, the sunny morn,
He dies upon the tree;

And he mourns that he can lose
But one life for Liberty;

And in the blue morn, the sunny morn,
His spirit wings are free.

But his last words, his message words,
They burn, lest friendly eye

Should read how proud and calm
A patriot could die,

With his last words, his dying words,
A soldier’s battle cry.

From Fame leaf and Angel leaf,
From moauwent and urn,
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‘ The sad of earth, the glad of licaven,
His tragic fate shall learn;

And on Fame leaf and Angel leaf
The name of Hark shall burn!

POWERS CONFERRED BY NEW CONSTITUTION
IN REGARD TO NATIONAL FORCES.

By ALEXANDER HAMILTON.

{ALpxANDER HaMiLToN, American statesman, was born in the West Indian
island of Nevis, January 11, 1757, and while a student at Columbia College wrot::
a series of papers in deteuse of the rights of the colonies against Great Britain.
During the Revolution, as captain of artillery, he served in New York and New
Jersey, and was appointed aid-de-camp to Washington.  After the war he
became one of the most eminent lawycers in New York ; was a member of the
Continental Congress (1782-1783) ; took a leading part in the Constitutional Con-
vention (1787) ; aud while Secretary of the Treasury (1780-1795) under Washing-
ton showed remarkable financial ability. As Daniel Webster afterwards said of
him, ¢“ He touched the dead corpse of public credit, and it sprang upon its feet.”
He was commander iu chief of the army (1799), and was mortally wounded in a
duel with Aaron Burr, his political rival, at Weehawken, N.J., July 11, 1804.
Humilton was the chief author of ¢ The Federalist,” a collection of essays which
did much to secure the adoption of the Constitution by the several states. ]

To the People of the State of New York, —

To the powers proposed to be conferred upon the federal
goverument, in respect to the creation and direction of the
national forces, I have met with but one specific objection,
which, if I understand it right, is this—that proper provision
has not been made against the existence of standing armies in
time of peace; an objection which T shall now endeavor to show
rests on weak and unsubstantial foundations.

It Las indeed been brought forward in the most vague and
general form, supported only by bold assertions, without the
appearance of argument; without even the sanction of theo-
retical opinions; in contradiction to the practice of other free
nations and to the general sense of America as expressed in
most of the existing constitutions. The propriety of this re-
mark will appear the moment it is recollected that the objec-
tion under consideration turns upon a supposed necessity of
restraining the LEGISLATIVE authority of the nation, in the
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article of military establishments ; a principle unheard of, ex-
cept in one or two of our State constitutions, and rejected in
all the rest.

A stranger to our politics who was to read our newspapers
at the present juncture, without having previously inspected
the plan reported by the convention, would be naturally led to
one of two conclusions: ecither that it contained a positive
injunction that standing armies should be kept up in time of
peace ; or that it vested in the EXECUTIVE the whole power of
levying troops without subjecting his discretion, in any shape,
to the control of the legislature.

If he came afterward to peruse the plan itself, he would be
surprised to discover that neither the one nor the other was the
casc ; that the whole power of raising armies was lodged in
the Legislature, not in the Executive; that this legislature was
to be a popular body, consisting of the representatives of the
people, periodica]ly elected ; and that instead of the provision
he had supposed,in favor of standing armies, there was to be
found, in respect to this object, an important qualification even
of the legislative discretion, in that clause which forbids the
appropriation of money for the support of an army for any
longer period than two years—a precaution which, upon a
nearer view of it, will appear to be a great and real security
against the keeping up of troops without evident necessity.

Disappointed in his first surmise, the person I have supposed
would be apt to pursue his conjectures a little further. He
would naturally say to himself, it is impossible that all this vehe-
ment and pathetic declamation can be without some colorable
pretext. It must needs be that this people, so jealous of their
liberties, have, in all the preceding models of the constitutions
which they have established, inserted the most precise and
rigid precautions on this point, the omission of which, in the
new plan, has given birth to all this apprehension and clamor.

If, under this impression, he proceeded to pass in review the
several State constitutions, how great would be his disappoint-
ment to find that two only of them contained an interdiction of
standing armies in time of peace; that the other eleven had
either observed a profound silence on the subject, or had in
express terms admitted the right of the legislature to authorize
their existence.

Still, however, he would be persuaded that there must be
some plausible foundation for the cry raised on this head. lle
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would never be able to imagine, while any source of informa-
tion remained unexplored, that it was nothing more than an
experiment upon the public credulity, dictated either by a
deliberate intention to deceive or by the overflowings of a zeal
too intemperate to be ingenuous. It would probably occur to
him that he would be likely to find the precautions he was in
search of in the primitive compact between the States. Here
at length he would expect to meet with a solution of the enigma.
No doubt, he would observe to himself, the existing Confedera-
tion must contain the most explicit provisions against military
establishments in time of peace; and a departure from this
model, in a favorite point, has occasioned the discontent which
appears to influence these political champions.

If he should now apply himself to a careful and critical sur-
vey of the articles of Confederation, his astonishment would not
only be increased, but would acquire a mixture of indignation
at the unexpected discovery that these articles, instead of con-
taining the prohibition he looked for, and though they had,
with jealous circumspection, restrioted the authority of the
State legislatures in this particular, had not imposed a single
restraint on that of the United States. If he happened to be a
man of quick sensibility or ardent temper, he could now no
longer refrain from regarding these clamors as the dishonest
artifices of a sinister and unprincipled opposition to a plan
which ought at least to receive a fair and candid examination
from all sincere lovers of their country! How else, he would
say, could the authors of them have been tempted to vent such
loud censures upon that plan, about a point in which it seems
to have conformed itself to the general sense of America as
declared in its different forms of government, and in which it
has even superadded a new and powerful guard unknown to
any of them? If, on the contrary, he happened to be a man of
calm and dispassionate feelings, he would indulge a sigh for the
frailty of human nature, and would lament that, in a matter so
interesting to the happiness of millions, the true merits of the
question should be perplexed and entangled by expedients so
unfriendly to an impartial and right determination. Even such
‘a man could hardly forbear remarking that a conduct of this
kind has too much the appearance of an intention to mislead
the people by alarming their passions, rather than to convince
them by arguments addressed to their understandings.

But however little this objection may be countenanced, even
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by precedents among ourselves, it may be satisfactory to take
a nearer view of its intrinsic merits. From a close examina-
tion it will appear that restraints upon the discretion of the
legislature in respect to military establishments in time of
peace would be improper to be imposed, and if imposed, from
the necessities of society, would be unlikely to be observed.

Though a wide ocean separates the United States from
Europe, yet there are various considerations that warn us
against an excess of confidence or security. On one side of us,
and stretching far into our rear, are growing settlements sub-
ject to the dominion of Britain. On the other side, and extend-
ing to meet the British settlements, are colonies and establish-
ments subject to the dominion of Spain. This situation and
the vicinity of the West India Islands, belonging to these two
powers, create between them, in respect to their American pos-
sessions and in relation to us, a common interest. The savage
tribes on our Western frontier ought to be regarded as our
natural enemies, their natural allies, because they have most to
fear from us, and most to hope from them. The improvements
in the art of navigation have, as to the facility of communica-
tion, rendered distant nations, in a great measure, neighbors.
Britain and Spain are among the principal maritime powers of
Europe. A future concert of views between these nations
ought not to be regarded as improbable. The increasing
remoteness of consanguinity is every day diminishing the force
of the family compact between France and Spain. And poli-
ticians have ever, with great reason, considered the ties of
blood as feeble and precarious links of political connection.
These circumstances, combined, admonish us not to be too san-
guine in considering ourselves as entirely out of the reach of
danger.

Previous to the Revolution, and ever since the peace, there
has been a constant necessity for keeping small garrisons on
our Western frontier. No person can doubt that these will
continue to be indispensable, if it should only be against the
ravages and depredations of the Indians. These garrisons must
either be furnished by occasional detachments from the militia
or by permanent corps in the pay of the government. The first
is impracticable ; and, if practicable, would be pernicious. The
militia would not long, if at all, submit to be dragged from
their oocupations and families to perform that most disagreeable
duty in times of profound peace. And if they could be pre-
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vailed upon or compelled to do it, the increased expensc of a
frequent rotation of service, and the loss of labor and disconcer.
tion of the industrious pursuits of individuals, would form con-
clusive objections to the scheme. It would be as burdensome
and injurious to the public as ruinous to private citizens. The
latter resource of permanent corps in the pay of the govern-
wment amounts to a standing army in time of peace; a small
one, indeed, but not the less real for being small. Here is a
! simple view of the subject, that shows us at once the impro-
priety of a constitutional interdiction of such establishments
and the necessity of leaving the matter to the discretion and
prudence of the legislature.

In proportion to our increase in strength, it is probable, nay,
it may be said certain, that Britain and Spain would augment
their military establishments in our neighborhood. If we
should not be willing to be exposed, in a naked and defenseless
condition, to their insults and encroachments, we should find it
expedient to increase our frontier garrisons in some ratio to the
force by which our Western settlements might be annoyed.
There are, and will be, particular posts, the possession of which
will include the command of large districts of territory, and
facilitate future invasions of the remainder. It may be added
that some of those posts will be keys to the trade with the
Indian nations. Can any man think it would be wise to leave
such posts in a situation to be at any instant seized by one or
the other of two neighboring and formidable powers? To act
this part would be to desert all the usual maxims of prudence
and policy.

If we mean to be a commercial people, or even to be secure
on our Atlantic side, we must endeavor, as soon as possible, to
have a navy. To this purpose there must be dockyards and
arsenals ; and for the defense of these, fortifications and prob-
ably garrisons. When a nation has become so powerful by sea
that it can protect its dockyards by its fleets, this supersedes
the necessity of garrisons for that purpose; but where naval
establishments are in their infancy, moderate garrisons will,
in all likelihood, be found an indispensable security against
descents for the destruction of the arsenals and dockyards, and
sometimes of the fleet itself.
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GENERAL POWER OF NATIONAL TAXATION.
By ALEXANDER HAMILTON.

To the People of the State of New York,—

It has been already observed that the Federal government
ought to possess the power of providing for the support of the
national forces; in which proposition was intended to be in-
cluded the expense of raising troops, of building and equipping
fleets, and all other expenses in any wise connected with mili-
tary arrangements and operations. Dut these are not the only
objects to which the jurisdiction of the Union, in respect to
revenue, must necessarily be empowered to extend. It must
embrace a provision for the support of the national civil list ;
for the payment of the national debts contracted, or that may
be contracted ; ,and in general, for all those matters which will
call for disbursements out of the national treasury. The con-
clusion is that there must be interwoven in the frame of the
government a general power of taxation, in one shape or another.

Money is with propriety considered as the vital principle of
the body politic; as that which sustains ite life and motion,
and enables it to perform its most essential functions. A com-
plete power, therefore, to procure a regular and adequate supply
of it, as far as the resources of the community will permit, may
be regarded as an indispensable ingredient in every constitu-
tion. From a deficiency in this particular, one of two evils
must ensue: either the people must be subjected to continual
plunder as a substitute for a more eligible mode of supplying
the public wants, or the government must sink into a fatal
atrophy, and, in a short course of time, perish.

In the Ottoman or Turkish empire, the sovereign, though
in other respects absolute master of the lives and fortunes of
his subjects, has no right to impose a new tax. The conse-
quence is that he permits the bashaws or governors of provinces
to pillage the people without mercy; and, in turn, squeezes
out of them the sums of which he stands in need to satisfy his
own exigencies and those of the state. In America, from a
like cause, the government of the Union has gradually dwindled
into a state of decay approaching nearly to annihilation. Who
can doubt that the happiness of the people in both countries
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would be promoted by competent authorities in the proper
hands, to provide the revenues which the nccessities of the
public might require.

The present Confederation, feeble as it is, intended to
repose in the United States an unlimited power of providing
for the pecuniary wants of the Union. But proceeding upon
an erroneous principle, it has been done in such a manner as
entirely to have frustrated the intention. Congress, by the
articles which compose that compact (as has already been
stated), are authorized to ascertain and call for any sums of
money necessary, in their judgment, to the service of the
United States; and their requisitions, if conformable to the
rule of apportionment, are in every constitutional sense obli-
gatory upon the States. These have no right to question the
propriety of the demand; no discretion beyond that of devis-
ing the ways and means of furnishing the sums demanded.
But though this be strictly and truly the case; though the
assumption of such a right would be an infringement of the
articles of Union ; though it may seldom or never have becn
avowedly claimed, yet in practice it has been constantly exer-
cised, and would continue to be so, as long as the revenues of
the Confederacy should remain dependent on the intermediate
agency of its members. What the consequences of this system
have been is within the knowledge of every man the least con-
versant in our public affairs, and has been amply unfolded in
different parts of these inquiries. It is this which has chiefly
contributed to reduce us to a situation which affords ample
cause both of mortification to ourselves and of triumph to our
enemies.

‘What remedy can there be for this situation, but in a change
of the system which has produced it —in a change of the falla-
cious and delusive system of quotas and requisitions? What
substitute can there be imagined for this ignis fatuus in finance,
but that of permitting the national government to raise its own
revenues by the ordinary methods of taxation authorized in
every well-ordered constitution of civil government? Ingen-
ious men may declaim with plausibility on any subject; but
no human ingenuity can point out any other expedient to rescue
us from the inconveniences and embarrassments naturally re-
sulting from defective supplies of the public treasury.

The more intelligent adversaries of the new Constitution
admit the force of this reasoning; but they qualify their ad-
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mission by a distinction between what they call internal and
external taxation. The former they would reserve to the State
governments ; the latter, which they explain into commercial
imposts, or rather duties on imported articles, they declare
themselves willing to concede to the federal head. This dis-
tinction, however, would violate the maxim of good sense and
sound policy which dictates that every POWER ought to be in
proportion to its oBJECT; and would still leave the general
government in a kind of tutelage to the State governments,
inconsistent with every idea of vigor or efficiency. Who can
pretend that commercial imposts are, or would be, alone equal
to the present and future exigencies of the Union? Taking
into the account the existing debt, foreign and domestic, upon
any plan of extinguishment which a man moderately impressed
with the importance of public justice and public credit could
approve, in addition to the establishments which all parties
will acknowledge to be necessary, we could not reasonably
flatter ourselvgs that this resource alone, upon the most im-
proved scale, would even suffice for its present necessities. Its
future necessities admit not of calculation or limitation ; and
upon the principle, more than once adverted to, the power of
making provision for them as they arise ought to be equally
unconfined. I believe it may be regarded as a position war-
ranted by the history of mankind, that, ¢n the usual progress of
things, the mecessities of a nation, in every stage of its existence,
will be found at least equal to its resources.

To say that deficiencies may be provided for by requisitions
upon the States is on the one hand to acknowledge that this
system cannot be depended upon, and on the other hand to
depend upon it for everything beyond a certain limit. Those
who have carefully attended to its vices and deformities, as
they have been exhibited by experience or delineated in the
course of these papers, must feel invincible repugnancy to
trusting the national interests in any degree to its operation.
Its inevitable tendency, whenever it is brought into activity,
must be to enfeeble the Union and sow the seeds of discord
and contention between the federal head and its members,
and between the members themselves. Can it be expected
that the deficiencies would be better supplied in this mode
than the total wants of the Union have heretofore been sup-
plied in the same mode? It ought to be recollected that if
less will be required from the States, they will have propor-
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tionably less means to answer the demand. 1f the opinions of
those who contend for the distinction which has been men-
tioned were to be received as evidence of truth, one would be
led to conclude that there was some known point in the econ-
omy of national affairs at which it would be safe to stop and
to say: Thus far the ends of public happiness will be pro-
moted by supplying the wants of government, and all beyond
this is unworthy of our care or anxiety. How is it possible
that a government half supplied and always necessitous can
fulfill the purposes of its institution, can provide for the secu-
rity, advance the prosperity, or support the reputation of the
commonwealth ?  How can it ever possess either energy or
stability, dignity or credit, confidence at home or respectability
abroad ? How can its administration be anything else than a
succession of expedients temporizing, impotent, disgraceful ?
How will it be able to avoid a frequent sacrifice of its en-
gagements to immediate necessity ? How can it undertake or
execute any liberal or enlarged plans of public good ?

Let us attend to what would be the effects of this situation
in the very first war in which we should happen to be engaged.
We will presume, for argument’s sake, that the revenue arising
from the impost duties answers the purposes of a provision for
the public debt and of a peace establishment for the Union.
Thus circumstanced, a war breaks out. What would be the
probable conduct of the government in such an emergency?
Taught by experience that proper dependence could not be
placed on the success of requisitions, unable by its own author-
ity to lay hold of fresh resources, and urged by considerations
of national danger, would it not be driven to the expedient
of diverting the funds already appropriated from their proper
objects to the defense of the State? It is not easy to see how
a step of this kind could be avoided ; and if it should be taken,
it is evident that it would prove the destruction of public credit
at the very moment that it was becoming essential to the public
safety. To imagine that at such a crisis credit might be dis-
pensed with, would be the extreme of infatuation. In the mod-
ern system of war nations the most wealthy are obliged 1o have
recourse to large loans. A country so little opulent as ours must
feel this necessity in a much stronger degree. But who would
lend to a government that prefaced its overtures for borrowing
by an act which demonstrated that no reliance could be placed
on the steadiness of its measures for paying? The loans it
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might be able {o procure would be as limited in their extent as
hurdensome in their conditions. They would be made upon
the same principles that usurers commonly lend to bankrupt
and fraudulent debtors — with a sparing hand and at enormous
premiums.

It may perhaps be imagined that, from the scantiness of the
resources of the country, the necessity of diverting the estab-
lished funds, in the case supposed, would exist, though the
national government should possess an unrestrained power of
taxation. But two considerations will serve to quiet all appre-
hension on this head : one is that we are sure the resources of
the community, in their full extent, will be brought into activ-
ity for the benefit of the Union; the other is that whatever
deficiencies there may he can without difficulty be supplied by
loans.

The power of creating new funds upon new objects of
taxation, by its own authority, would enable the national
government to borrow as far as its necessities might require.
Foreigners, ag well as the citizens of America, could then rea-
sonably repose confidence in its cngagements ; but to depend
upon a government that must itself depend upon thirteen
other governments for the means of fulfilling its contracts,
when once its situation iy clearly understood, would require a
degree of credulity not often to be met with in the pecuniary
transactions of mankind, and little reconcilable with the usual
sharp-sightedness of avarice.

Reflections of this kind may have trifling weight with men
who hope to see realized in America the haleyon scenes of the
poetic or fabulous age; but to those who believe we are likely
to experience a common portion of the vicissitudes and calami-
ties which have fallen to the lot of other nations, they must
appear entitled to serious attention. Such men must behold
the actual situation of their country with painful solicitude,
and deprecate the evils which ambition or revenge might, with
too much facility, inflict upon it.
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INCOHERENCE OF THE OBJECTIONS TO THE
CONSTITUTION.

By JAMES MADISON.

[James Mapisov, fourth President of the United States, was born at Port
Conway, Va., March 16, 17561, and began his political career as a member of the
Virginia Convention (1776). He afterwards figured prominently as a delegato
to the Continental Congress (1780-1783) and to the Constitutional Convention
(1787), and became a leader of the Republican party in the first National Con-
gress, He held the office of Secretary of State under Jefferson (1801-1809); was
elected President in 1808, and was reelected in 1812, at the outbreak of the war
with England, which he bad vainly endeavored to avoid. 1In 1817 he retired from
public life and passed the remainder of his days at Montpelier, Orange County,
Va. His death occurred June 28, 1836. Madison was associated with Jay and
Hamilton in the composition of ¢ The Federalist,”” and left many manuscripts,
some of which have been published in ** Madison Papers’ and ¢ Letters and
Other Writings.'"]

To the People of the State of New York, —

It is not a little remarkable that in every case reported by
ancient history, in which government has been established with
deliberation and consent, the task of framing it has not been
committed to an assembly of men, but has been performed by
some individual citizen of preéminent wisdom and approved
integrity.

Minos, we learn, was the primitive founder of the govern-
ment of Crete, as Zaleucus was of that of the Locrians. Theseus
first, and after him Draco and Solon, instituted the govern-
ment of Athens. Lycurgus was the lawgiver of Sparta. The
foundation of the original government of Rome was laid by
Romulus, and the work completed by two of his elective succes-
sors, Numa and Tullius Hostilius. On the abolition of royalty
the consular administration was substituted by Brutus, who
stepped forward with a project for such a reform, which, he
alleged, had been prepared by Tullius Hostilius, and to which
his address obtained the assent and ratification of the senate
and people. This remark.is applicable to confederate govern-
ments also. Amphictyon, we are told, was the author of that
which bore his name. The Ach®an league received its firat
birth from Acheus, and its second from Aratus.

What degree of agency these reputed lawgivers might have
in their respective establishments, or how far they might be
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clothed with the legitimate authority of the people, cannot in
every instance be ascertained. In some, however, the proceed-
ing was strictly regular. Draco appears to have been intrusted
by the people of Athens with indefinite powers to reform its
government and laws. And Solon, according to Plutarch, was
in a manner compelled, by the universal suffrage of his fellow-
citizens, to take upon him the sole and absolute power of new-
modeling the constitution. The proceedings under Lycurgus
were less regular; but as far as the advocates for a regular
reform could prevail, they all turned their eyes toward the sin-
gle efforts of that celebrated patriot and sage, instead of seeking
to bring about a revolution by the intervention of a deliberative
body of citizens.

Whence could it have proceeded that a people, jealous as the
Greeks were of their liberty, should so far abandon the rules
of caution as to place their destiny in the hands of a single
citizen? Whence could it have proceeded that the Athenians,
a people who!would not suffer an army to be commanded by
fewer than ten generals, and who required no other proof of
danger to their liberties than the illustrious merit of a fellow-
citizen, should consider one illustrious citizen as a more eligible
depositary of the fortunes of themselves and their posterity
than a select body of citizens, from whose common deliberations
more wisdom, as well as more safety, might have been expected ?
These questions cannot be fully answered without supposing
that the fears of discord and disunion among a number of coun-
selors exceeded the apprebension of treachery or incapacity in
a single individual. History informs us, likewise, of the diffi-
culties with which these celebrated reformers had to contend,
as well as the expedients which they were obliged to employ ia
order to carry their reforms into effect. Solon, who seems to
have indulged a more temporizing policy, confessed that he had
not given to his countrymen the government best suited to
their happiness but most tolerable to their prejudices. And
Lycurgus, more true to his object, was under the necessity of
mixing a portion of violence with the authority of superstition,
and of securing his final success by a voluntary renunciation,
first of his country, and then of his life. If these lessons teach
us, on one hand, to admire the improvement made by America
on the ancient mode of preparing and establishing regular plans
of government, they serve not less, on the other, to admonish
us of the hazards and difficulties incident to such experiments
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and of the great imprudence of unnecessarily multiplying
them.

Is it an unreasonable conjecture that the errors which may
be contained in the plan of the convention are such as have
resulted rather from the defect of anteccdent experience on this
complicated and difficult subject than from a want of accuracy
cr care in the investigation of it; and, consequently, such as
will not be ascertained until an actual trial shall have pointed
them out? This conjecture is rendered probable, not only by
many considerations of a general nature, but by the particular
case of the Articles of Confederation. It is observable that
among the numerous objections and amendments suggested by
the several States, when these articles were submitted for their
ratification, not one is found which alludes to the great and
radical error which on actual trial has discovered itself. And
if we except the observations which New Jersey was led to
make, rather by her local situation than by her peculiar fore-
sight, it may be questioned whether a single suggestion was of
sufficient moment to justify a revision of the system. There is
abundant reason, nevertheless, to suppose that, immaterial as
these objections were, they would have been adhered to with a
very dangerous inflexibility in some States, had not a zeal for
their opinions and supposed interests been stifled by the more
powerful sentiment of self-preservation. One State, we may
remember, persisted for several years in refusing her concur-
rence, although the enemy remained the whole period at our
gates, or rather in the very bowels of our country. Nor was
her pliancy in the end effected by a less motive than the fear
of being chargeable with protracting the public calamities and
endangering the event of the contest. Every candid reader
will make the proper reflections on these important facts.

A patient who finds his disorder daily growing worse, and
that an efficacious remedy can no longer be delayed without
extreme danger, after coolly revolving the situation and the
characters of different physicians, selects and calls in such of
them as he judges most capable of administering relief and best
entitled to his confidence. ' The physicians attend ; the case of
the patient is carefully examined ; a consultation is held ; they
are unanimously agreed that the symptoms are critical, but
that the case, with proper and timely relief, is so far from
being desperate that it may be made to issue in an improve-
ment of his constitution. They are equally unanimous in pre-
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scribing the remedy by which this happy effect is to be pro-
duced. The prescription is no sooner made known, however,
than a number of persons interpose, and, without denying the
reality or danger of the disorder, assurc the patient that the
prescription will be poison to his constitution, and forbid him,
under pain of certain death, to make use of it. Might not the
patient reasonably demand, before he ventured to follow this
advice, that the authors of it should at least agree among them-
selves on some other remedy to be substituted? And if he
found them differing as much from one another as from his
first counselors, would he not act prudently in trying the ex-
periment unanimously recommended by the latter, rather than
be hearkening to those who could neither deny the necessity of
a speedy remedy nor agree in proposing one?

Such a patient and in such a situation is America at this
moment. She has been sensible of her malady. She has ob-
tained a regular and unanimous advice from men of her own
deliberate chdice. And she is warned by others against follow-
ing this advice under pain of the most fatal consequences. Do
the monitors deny the reality of her danger? No. Do they
deny the necessity of some speedy and powerful remedy ? No.
Are they agreed, are any two of them agreed, in their objection:
to the remedy proposed, or in the proper one to be substituted?
Let them speak for themselves. This one tells us that the pro-
posed Constitution ought to be rejected, because it is not a
confederation of the States but a government over individuals.
Another admits that it ought to be a government over individ-
uals to a certain extent, but by no means to the extent proposed.
A third does not object to the government over individuals, or
to the extent proposed, but to the want of a bill of rights. A
fourth concurs in the absolute necessity of a bill of rights, but
contends that it ought to be declaratory, not of the personal
rights of individuals, but of the rights reserved to the States in
their political capacity. A fifth is of opinion that a bill of
rights of any sort would be superfluous and misplaced, and that
the plan would be unexceptionable but for the fatal power of
regulating the times and places of election. An objector in a
large State exclaims loudly against the unreasonable equality
of representation in the Senate. An objector in a small State
is equally loud against the dangerous inequality in the House
of Reprcsentatives. From this quarter, we are alarmed with
the amazing expense from the number of persons who are to



4950 INCOHERENCE OF OBJECTIONS TO CONSTITUTION.

administer the new government. From another quarter, and
sometimes from the same quarter on another occasion, the cry
is that the Congress will be but a shadow of a representation,
and that the government would be far less objectionable if the
number and the expense were doubled. A patriot in a State
that does not import or export discerns insuperable objections
against the power of direct taxation. The patriotic adversary
in a State of great exports and imports is not less dissatisfied
that the whole burden of taxcs may be thrown on consumption.
This politician discovers in the Constitution a direct and
irresistible tendency to monarchy ; that is equally sure it will
end in aristocracy. Another is puzzled to say which of these
shapes it will ultimately assume, but sees clearly it must be one
or other of them; whilst a fourth is not wanting, who with no
less confidence aftfirms that the Constitution is so far from hav-
ing a bias toward either of these dangers that the weight on
that side will not be sufficient to keep it upright and firm
against its opposite propensities. With another class of ad-
versaries to the Constitution the language is that the legisla-
tive, executive, and judiciary departments are intermixed in
such a manner as to contradict all the ideas of regular govern-
ment and all the requisite precautions in favor of liberty.
Whilst this objection circulates in vague and general expres-
sions, there are but a few who lend their sanction to it. Let
cach one come forward with his particular explanation, and
scarce any two are exactly agreed upon the subject. In the
cyes of one the junction of the Senate with the President in
the responsible function of appointing to offices, instead of
vesting this executive power in the Executive alone, is the
vicious part of the organization. To another, the exclusion of
the House of Representatives, whose numbers alone could be
a due security against corruption and partiality in the exercise
of such a power, is equally obnoxious. With another, the ad-
mission of the President into any share of a power which must
ever be a dangerous engine in the hands of the executive
magistrate is an unpardonable violation of the maxims of re-
publican jealousy. No part of the arrangement, according to
some, is more inadmissible than the trial of impeachments by
the Senate, which is alternately a member both of the legisla-
tive and executive departments, when this power so evidently
belonged to the judiciary department. “ We conour fully,”
reply others, “in the objection to this part of the plan, but we
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can never agree that a reference of impeachments to the judi-
ciary authority would be an amendment of the error. Our
principal dislike to the organization arises from the extensive
powers already lodged in that department.” Even among the
zealous patrons of a council of state the most irreconcilable
variance is discovered concerning the mode in which it ought
to be constituted. The demand of one gentleman is that the
council should consist of a small number, to be appointed by
the most numerous branch of the legislature. Another would
prefer a larger number, and considers it as a fundamental con-
dition that the appointment should be made by the President
himself.

As it can give no umbrage to the writers against the plan
of the federal Constitution, let us suppose that, as they are the
most zealous, so they are also the most sagacious, of those who
think the late convention were unequal to the task assigned
them, and thgt a wiser and better plan might and ought to be
substituted. 'Let us further suppose that their country should
concur, both in this favorable opinion of their merits, and in
their unfavorable opinion of the convention; and should ac-
cordingly proceed to form them into a second convention, with
full powers, and for the express purpose of revising and re-
molding the work of the first. Were the experiment to be
seriously made, though it required some effort to view it
seriously even in fiction, I leave it to be decided by the sample
of opinions just exhibited, whether, with all their enmity to
their predecessors, they would, in any one point, depart so
widely from their example as in the discord and ferment that
would mark their own deliberations; and whether the Consti-
tution now before the public would not stand as fair a chance
for immortality as Lycurgus gave to that of Sparta, by making
its change to depend on his own return from exile and death,
if it were to be immediately adopted, and were to continue in
foree, not until a BETTER, but until ANOTHER should be agreed
upon by this new assembly of lawgivers.

It is a matter both of wonder and regret that those who
raigse so many objections against the new Constitution should
never call to mind the defects of that which is to be exchanged
for it. It is not necessary that the former should be perfect :
it is sufficient that the latter is more imperfect. No man
would refuse to give brass for silver or gold, because the latter
had some alloy in it. No man would refuse to quit a shattered
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and tottering habitation for a firm and commodious building,
because the latter had not a porch to it, or because some of the
rooms might be a little larger or smaller, or the ceiling a little
higher or lower, than his fancy would have planned them. But
waiving illustrations of this sort, is it not manifest that most of the
capital objections urged against the new system lie with tenfold
weight against the existing Confederation? Is an indefinite
power to raise money dangerous in the hands of the federal
government? The present Congress can make requisitions to
any amount they please, and the States are constitutionally
bound to furnish them; they can emit bills of credit as long as
they will pay for the paper; they can borrow, both abroad and
at home, as long as a shilling will be lent. Is an indefinite
power to raise troops dangerous? The Confederation gives to
Congress that power also; and they have already begun to
make use of it. Is it improper and unsafe to intermix the
different powers of government in the same body of men?
Congress, a single body of men, are the sole depositary of all
the federal powers. Is it particularly dangerous to give the
keys of the treasury, and the command of the army, into the
same hands ? The Confederation places them both in the hands
of Congress. Is a bill of rights essential to liberty? The Con-
federation has no bill of rights. Is it an objection against the
new Constitution that it empowers the Senate, with the con-
currence of the Executive, to make treaties which are to be the
laws of the land? The existing Congress, without any such
control, can make treaties which they themselves have declared,
and most of the States have recognized, to be the supreme law
of the land. Is the importation of slaves permitted by the new
Constitution for twenty years? By the old it is permitted for-
ever.

I shall be told that, however dangerous this mixture of
powers may be in theory, it is rendered harmless by the de-
pendence of Congress on the States for the means of carrying
them into practice; that, however large the mass of powers
may be, it is in fact a lifeless mass. Then, say I, in the first
place, that the Confederation is chargeable with the still greater
folly of declaring certain powers in the federal government to
be absolutely necessary and at the same time rendering them
absolutely nugatory ; and, in the next place, that if the Union
is to continue, and no better government be substituted, effect-
ive powers must either be granted to, or assumed by, the ex-
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isting Congress; in either of which events, the contrast just
stated will hold good. But this is not all. Out of this lifeless
mass has already grown an excrescent power, which tends to
realize all the dangers that can be apprehended from a defect-
ive construction of the supreme government of the Union. It
is now no longer a point of speculation and hope that the West-
ern territory is a mine of vast wealth to the United States;
and although it is not of such a nature as to extricate them
from their present distresses, or, for some time to come, to yield
any regular supplies for the public expeuses, yet must it here-
after be able, under proper management, both to effect a grad-
ual discharge of the domestic debt, and to furnish, for a certain
period, liberal tributes to the federal treasury. A very large
proportion of this fund has been already surrendered by indi-
vidual States; and it may with reason be expected that the
remaining States will not persist in withholding similar proofs
of their equity and generosity. We may calculate, therefore,
that a rich and fertile country, of an area equal to the inhabited
extent of the Uhited States, will soon become a national stock.
Congress have assumed the administration of this stock. They
have begun to render it productive. Congress have undertaken
to do more : they have proceeded to form new States, to erect
temporary governments, to appoint officers for them, and to
prescribe the conditions on which such States shall be admitted
into the Confederacy. All this has been done; and done with-
out the least color of constitutional authority. Yet no blame
has been whispered ; no alarm has been sounded. A GREAT
and INDEPENDENT fund of revenue is passing into the hands of
a SINGLE BODY of men, who can RAISE TROOPS to an INDEFI-
NITE NUMBER, and appropriate money to their support for an
INDEFINITE PERIOD OF TIME. And yet there arc men who
have not only been silent spectators of this prospect but who
are advocates for the system which exhibits it; and, at the
same time, urge against the new system the objections which
we have heard. Would they not act with more consistency in
urging the establishment of the latter, as no less necessary to
guard the Union against the future powers and resources of a
body constructed like the existing Congress than to save it
from the dangers threatened by the present impotency of that
Assembly ?

I mean not, by anything here said, to throw censure on the
measures which have been pursued by Congress. I am sensible



. o

4954 A HEALTH.

they could not have done otherwise. The public interest, the
necessity of the case, imposed upon them the task of overleap-
ing their constitutional limits. But is not the fact an alarming
proof of the danger resulting from a government which does
not possess regular powers commensurate to its objects? A
dissolution or usurpation is the dreadful dilemma to which it is

continually exposed.

A HEALTH.

By EDWARD COATE PINKNEY,

I FILL this cup to one made up
Of loveliness alone,

A woman, of her gentle sex
The seeming paragon;

To whom the better elements
And kindly stars have given
A form so fair, that, like the air,

’Tis less of carth than heaven.

Her every tone is music’s own,
Like those of morning birds,
And something more than melody

Dwells ever in her words;

The coinage of her heart are they,
And from her lips each flows
As one may see the burdened bee

Forth issue from the rose.

Affections are as thoughts to her,
The measures of her hours;

Her feelings have the fragrancy,
The freshness of young flowers;

And lovely passions, changing oft,
So fill her, she appears

The image of themselves by turns, —
The idol of past years!

Of her bright face one glance will trace
A picture on the brain,

And of her voice in echoing hearts
A sound must long remain ;
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But memory, such as mine of her,
So very much endears,

‘When death is nigh my latest sigh
Will not be life’s, but hers,

I fill this cup to one made up
Of loveliness alone,
A woman, of her gentle sex
The seeming paragon, —
Her health! and would on earth there stood
Some more of such a frame,
That 1ife might be all poetry,
And weariness a name,

..——odmoo—-—.

THE?INDIANS AND THE WHITES.!
By THEODORE ROOSEVELT.
(From * The Winning of the West."")

[TrEODORE RoOSEVELT, American writer and man of affairs, was born in
New York in 1858, the son of a wealthy banker; graduated at Harvard ; was
in the New York legislature for two terms; delegate to the Republican National
Convention of 1884 ; then started a ranch in Montana. He became a national
civil service commissioner in 1888, and was for some time on the New York
Board of Police Commissioners. He has written: ¢¢ The Naval War of 1812 "*
(1882) ; *- Hunting Trips of a Ranchman ** (1885) ; ** Ranch Life and the Hunting
Trail "’ (1888) ; * Life of Benton®' (1887) and ¢ Life of Gouverneur Morria"
(1888), in the ‘* American Statesmen ’ series; ‘‘ Essays on Practical Politics '
(1888) ; * The Wilderness Hunter ' (1890) ; * New York ' (1891), in ‘¢ Historic
Towns ' series ; * The Winning of the West " (4 vols., 1880-1806) ; ‘ American
Ideals and Other Essays " (1867).] .

Nor only were the Indians very terrible in battle, but they
were cruel beyond all belief in victory; and the gloomy annals
of border warfare are stained with their darkest hues because it
was a war in which helpless women and children suffered the
same hideous fate that so often befell their husbands and fathers.
It was a war waged by savages against armed settlers, whose
families followed them into the wilderness. Such a war is
inevitably bloody and cruel; but the inhuman love of cruelty

1 Copyright, 1880, by G. P. Putnam’s Sons.
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for cruelty’s sake,! which marks the red Indian above all other
savages, rendered these wars more terrible than any others.
For the hideous, unnamable, unthinkable tortures practiced by
the red men on their captured foes, and on their foes’ tender
women and helpless children, were such as we read of in no
" other struggle, hardly even in the revolting pages that tell the
deeds of the Holy Inquisition. It was inevitable — indeed, it
was in many instances proper — that such deeds should awake
in the breasts of the whites the grimmest, wildest spirit of
revenge and hatred.

The history of the border wars, both in the ways they were
begun and in the ways they were waged, makes a long tale of
injuries inflicted, suffered, and mercilessly revenged. It could
not be otherwise when brutal, reckless, lawless borderers, de-
spising all men not of their own color, were thrown in contact
with savages who esteemed cruelty and treachery as the highest
of virtues, and rapine and murder as the worthiest of pursuits.
Moreover, it was sadly inevitable that the law-abiding borderer
as well as the white ruffian, the peaceful Indian as well as the
painted marauder, should be plunged into the struggle to suffer
the punishment that should only have fallen on their evil-
minded fellows.

Looking back, it is easy to say that much of the wrongdoing
could have been prevented; but if we examine the facts to find
out the truth, not to establish a theory, we are bound to admit
that the struggle was really one that could not possibly have
been avoided. The sentimental historians speak as if the blame
had been all ours, and the wrong all done to our foes, and as if
it would have been possible by any exercise of wisdom to recon-
cile claims that were in their very essence conflicting; but their
utterances are as shallow as they are untruthful. Unless we
were willing that the whole continent west of the Alleghanies
should remain an unpeopled waste, the hunting ground of sav-
ages, war was inevitable; and even had we been willing, and
had we refrained from encroaching on the Indians’ lands, the

1 Any one who has ever been in an encampment of wild Indians and has
had the misfortune to witness the delight the children take in torturing little
animals will admit that the Indian’s love of cruelty for cruelty’s sake cannot
possibly be exaggerated. The young are so trained that when old they shall find
their keenest pleasure in inflicting pain in its most appalling form. Among the
most bruta! white borderers a man would be instantly lynched if he practiced
on any creature the fiendish torture which in an Indian camp either attracts no
notice at all or else pxcites merely laughter,
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war would have come nevertheless, for then the Indians them-
selves would have encroached on ours. Undoubtedly we have
wronged many tribes; but equally undoubtedly our first definite
knowledge of many others has been derived from their unpro-
voked outrages upon our people. The Chippewas, Ottawas,
and Pottawotomies furnished hundreds of young warriors to
the parties that devastated our frontiers generations before we
in any way encroached upon or wronged them.

Mere outrages could be atoned for or settled; the question
which lay at the root of our difficulties was that of the occupa-
tion of the land itself, and to this there could be no solution
save war. The Indians had no ownership of the land in the
way in which we understand the term. The tribes lived far
apart; each had for its hunting grounds all the territory from
which it was not barred by rivals. Each looked with jealousy
upon all interlopers, but each was prompt to act as an inter-
loper when ocdasion offered. Every good hunting ground was
claimed by many nations. It was rare, indeed, that any tribe
had an uncontested title to a large tract of land; where such
title existed, it rested, not on actual occupancy and cultivation,
but on the recent butchery of weaker rivals. For instance,
there were a lozen tribes, all of whom hunted in Kentucky,
and fought each other there; all of whom had equally good titles
to the soil, and not one of whom acknowledged the right of any
other; as a matter of fact, they had therein no right, save the
right of the strongest. The land no more belonged to them
than it belonged to Boone and the white hunters who first
visited it.

On the borders there are perpetual complaints of the en-
croachments of whites upon Indian lands; and naturally the
central government at Washington, and before it was at Wash-
ington, has usually been inclined to sympathize with the feeling
that considers the whites the aggressors, for the government
does not wish a war, does not itself feel any land hunger, hears
of not a tenth of the Indian outrages, and knows by experience
that the white borderers are not easy to rule. As a conse-
quence, the official reports of the people who are not on the
ground are apt to paint the Indian side in its most fgvora.ble
light, and are often completely untrustworthy, this being par-
ticularly the case if the author of the report is an Eastern man,
utterly unacquainted with the actual condition of affairs on
the frontier.
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Such a man, though both honest and intelligent, when he
hears that the whites have settled on Indian lands, cannot
realize that the act has no resemblance whatever to the forcible
occupation of land already cultivated. The white settler has
merely moved into an uninhabited waste; he does not feel that
he is committing a wrong, for he knows perfectly well that the
land is really owned by no one. It is never even visited,
except perhaps for a week or two every year, and then the visit-
ors are likely at any moment to be driven off by a rival hunting
party of greater strength. The settler ousts no one from the
land; if he did not chop down the trees, hew out the logs for a
building, and clear the ground for tillage, no one else would do
so. He drives out the game, however, and of course the Indians
who live thereon sink their mutual animosities and turn against
the intruder. The truth is, the Indians never had any real
title to the soil; they had not half as good a claim to it, for
instance, as the cattle men now have to all eastern Montana,
yet no one would assert that the cattle men have a right to keep
immigrants off their vast unfenced ranges. The settler and
pioneer have at bottom had justice on their side; this great
continent could not have been kept as nothing but a game pre-
serve for squalid savages. Morcover, to the most oppressed
Indian nations the whites often acted as a protection, or, at
least, they deferred instead of hastening their fate. But for
the interposition of the whites it is probable that the Iroquois
would have exterminated every Algonquin tribe before the end
of the eighteenth century; exactly as in recent times the Crows
and Pawnees would have been destroyed by the Sioux, had it
not been for the wars we have waged against the latter.

Again, the loose governmental system of the Indians made
it as difficult to secure a permanent peace with them as it was
to negotiate the purchase of the lands. The sachem, or heredi-
tary peace chief, and’ the elective war chief, who wielded only
the influence that he could secure by his personal prowess and
his tact, were equally unable to control all of their tribesmen,
and were powerless with their confederated nations. If peace
was made with the Shawnees, the war was continued by the
Miamis; if peace was made with the latter, nevertheless per-
haps one small band was dissatisfied, and continued the contest
on its own agcount; sud even if all the recognized hands were
dp;lt w(;ith, the parties of g; outlaws had to be con-
sidered; and in the last resort,the fall recognition Qgio%aeq

"
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by the Indians to the right of private warfare made it possible
for any individual warrior who possessed any influence to go
on raiding and murdering unchecked. Every tribe, every sub-
tribe, every band of a dozen souls ruled over by a petty chief,
almost every individual warrior of the least importance, had to
be met and pacified. Even if peace were declared, the Indians
could not exist long without breaking it. There was to them
no temptation to trespass on the white man’s ground for the
purpose of settling; but every young brave was brought up to
regard scalps taken and horses stolen, in war or peace, as the
highest proofs and tokens of skill and courage, the sure means
of attaining glory and honor, the admiration of men and the
love of women. Where the young men thought thus, and the
chiefs had so little real control, it was inevitable that there
should be many unprovoked forays for scalps, slaves, and horses
made upon the white borderers.!

As for the whites themselves, they too have many and
grievous sins 'against their red neighbors for which to answer.
They cannot be severely blamed for trespassing upon what was
called the Indian’s land; for let sentimentalists say what they
will, the man who puts the soil to use must of right dispossess
the man who does not, or the world will come to a standstill;
but for many of their other deeds there can he no pardon. On
the border each man was a law unto himself, and good and bad
alike were left in perfect freedom to follow out to the utter-
most limits their own desires; for the spirit of individualism
8o characteristic of American life reached its extreme of devel-
opment in the backwoods. The whites who wished peace, the
magistrates and leaders, had little more power over their evil
and unruly fellows than the Indian sachems had over the tur-
bulent young braves. Each man did what seemed best in his
own eyes, almost without let or hindrance; unless, indeed, he
trespassed upon the rights of his neighbors, who were ready
enough to band together in their own defense, though slow to
interfere in the affairs of others.

Thus the men of lawless, brutal spirit, who are found in
every community, and who flock to places where the reign of
order is lax, were able to follow the bent of their inclinations
unchecked. They utterly despised the red man; they held it

1 8imilarly the Crows, who hawe always been treated well by us, have mur-
dered and robbed any number of peaceful, unprotected travelers during the past
three decades, 25 1 know personally, ]
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no crime whatever to cheat him in trading, to rob him of his
peltries or horses, to murder him if the fit seized them.
Criminals who generally preyed on their own neighbors found
it easier, and perhaps hardly as dangerous, to pursue their
calling at the expense of the redskins; for the latter, when
they discovered that they had been wronged, were quite as apt
to vent their wrath on some outsider as on the original offender.
If they injured a white, all the whites might make common
cause against them; but if they injured a red man, though
there were sure to be plenty of whites who disapproved of it,
there were apt to be very few indeed whose disapproval took
any active shape.

Lach race stood by its own members, and each held all of the
other race responsible for the misdeeds of a few uncontrollable
spirits; and this clannishness among those of one color, and
the refusal or the inability to discriminate between the good
and the bad of the other color, were the two most fruitful causes
of border strife.! When, even if he sought to prevent them,
the innocent man was sure to suffer for the misdeeds of the
guilty, unless both joined together for defense, the former had
no alternative save to make common cause with the latter.
Moreover, in a sparse backwoods settlement, where the pres-
ence of a strong, vigorous fighter was a source of safety to the
whole community, it was impossible to expect that he would
be punished with severity for offenses which, in their hearts,
his fellow-townsmen could not help regarding as in some sort
a revenge for the injuries they had themselves suffered. Every
quiet, peaceable settler had either himself been grievously
wronged, or had been an eyewitness to wrongs done to his
friends; and while these were vivid in his mind, the corre-
sponding wrongs done the Indians were never brought home to
him at all. If his son was scalped or his cattle driven off, he
could not be expected to remember that perhaps the Indians

1Tt is precisely the same at the present day. I have known a party of
Sioux to steal the horses of a buffalo-hunting outfit, whereupon the latter retali-
ated by stealing the horses of a party of harmless Grosventres; and I knew a
party of Cheyennes, whose horses had been taken by white thieves, to, in
revenge, assail a camp of perfectly orderly cowboys. Most of the ranchmen
along the Little Missouri in 1884 were pretty good fellows, who would not wrong
Indians, yet they tolerated for a long time the presence of men who did not
scruple to boast that they stole horses from the latter, while our peaceful neigh-
hors, the Grosventres, likewise permitted two notorious red-skinned horse thieves
to use their reservation as a barbor of refuge and a starting point from which to
make forays against the cattlemen,
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who did the deed had themselves been cheated by a white
trader, or had lost a relative at the hands of some border ruffian,
or felt aggrieved because a hundred miles off some settler had
built a cabin on lands they considered their own. When he
joined with other exasperated and injured men to make a
retaliatory inroad, his vengeance might or might not fall on
the heads of the real offenders; and, in any case, he was often
not in the frame of mind to put a stop to the outrages sure to
be committed by the brutal spirits among his allies, — though
these brutal spirits were probably in a small minority.

The excesses so often committed by the whites, when, after
many checks and failures, they at last grasped victory, are
causes for shame and regret; yet it is only fair to keep in mind
the terrible provocations they had endured. Mercy, pity, mag-
nanimity to the fallen, could not be expected from the frontiers-
men gathered together to war against an Indian tribe. Almost
every man of such a band had bitter personal wrongs to avenge.
He was not taking part in a war against a civilized foe; he was
fighting in a contest where women and children suffered the
fate of the strong men, and instead of enthusiasm for his coun-
try’s flag, and a general national animosity towards its enemies,
he was actuated by a furious flame of hot anger, and was goaded
on by memories of which merely to think was madness. His
friends had been treacherously slain while on messages of peace;
his house had been burned, his cattle driven off, and all he had
in the world destroyed before he knew that war existed, and
when he felt quite guiltless of all offense; his sweetheart or
wife had been carried off, ravished, and was at the moment the
slave and concubine of some dirty and brutal Indian warrior;
his son, the stay of his house, had been burned at the stake
with torments too horrible to mention?; his sister, when ran-
somed and returned to him, had told of the weary journey
through the woods when she carried around her neck as a hor-

1 The expression * too horrible to mention !’ is to be taken literally, not
figuratively. It applies equally to the fate that has befallen every white man
or woman who has fallen into the power of hostile plains Indians during the last
ten or fifteen years. The nature of the wild Indian has not changed. Not one
man in & hundred, and not a single woman, escapes torments which a civilized
man cannot look another in the face and so much as speak of, Impalement on
charred stakes, finger nails split off backwards, finger joints chewed off, eyes
barned out,— these tortures can be mentioned, but there are others equally
normal and costomary which cannot even be hinted at, especially when women
are the victims,
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rible necklace the bloody scalps of her husband and children;
seared into his eyeballs, into his very brain, he bore ever with
him, waking or sleeping, the sight of the skinned, mutilated,
hideous body of the baby who had just grown old enough to
recognize him and to crow and laugh when taken in his arms.
Such incidents as these were not exceptional; one or more, and
often all of them, were the invariable attendants of every one
of the countless Indian inroads that took place during the long
generations of forest warfare. It was small wonder that men
who had thus lost everything should sometimes be fairly crazed
by their wrongs. Again and again on the frontier we hear of
some such unfortunate who has devoted all the remainder of
his wretched life to the one object of taking vengeance on the
whole race of the men who had darkened his days forever. Too
often the squaws and papooses fell victims of the vengeance
that should have come only on the warriors; for the whites
regarded their foes as beasts rather than men, and knew that
the squaws were more cruel than others in torturing the pris-
oner, and that the very children took their full part therein,
being held up by their fathers to tomahawk the dying victims
at the stake.l

Thus it is that there are so many dark and bloody pages in
the book of border warfare, that grim and ironbound volume,
wherein we read how our forefathers won the wide lands that
we inherit. It contains many a tale of fierce heroism and
adventurous ambition, of the daring and resolute courage of
men and the patient endurance of women; it shows us a stern
race of freemen, who toiled hard, endured greatly, and fronted
adversity bravely, who prized strength and courage and good
faith, whose wives were chaste, who were generous and loyal
to their friends. But it shows us also how they spurned at
restraint and fretted under it, how they would brook no wrong
to themselves, and yet too often inflicted wrong on others;
their feats of terrible prowess are interspersed with deeds of the

1 As was done to the father of Simon Girty. Any history of any Indian
inroad will give examples such as I have mentioned above. See McAfce MSS.,
John P. Hale's ¢ Trans-Alleghany Pioneers,”” De Haas' ‘¢‘Indian Wars,”
Wither's ¢ Border War,” etc. In one respect, however, the Indians east of the
Mississippl were better than the tribes of the plains from whom our borders
have suffered during the present century : their female captives were not in-
variably ravished by every member of the band capturing them, as has ever
been the custom among the horse Indians. Still, they were often made the
concubincs of their captors, - i © T
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foulest and most wanton aggression, the darkest treachery, the
most revolting cruelty; and though we meet with plenty of
the rough, strong, coarse virtues, we see but little of such
qualities as mercy for the fallen, the weak, and the helpless,
or pity for a gallant and vanquished foe.

—00 00—

SEPARATISM AND THE SCROOBY CHURCH.!
By EDWARD EGGLESTON.
(From * The Beginners of a Nation,”)

[Epwarp EcoLEsTON: An American divine, born in Indiana in 1837, who
has given most of his attention to writing. Ile has had, at different times,
editorial charge of The Independent and of Hearth and Ilome. His many
works include : ¢ Mr. Blake's Walking Stick (1809), * A Book of Queer Stories "
(1870), ¢‘ The Hoosier Schoolmaster ’’ (1872), *‘ The End of the World ** (1872),
‘** Counsel for Teachers " (1872), ‘* Schoolmaster’s Stories for Boys and Girls "
(1873), ¢ The Circuit Rider” (1874), ¢ The Graysons'® (1887), ¢ A History of
the United States and its People for the use of Schools’ (1888).]

To the great brotherhood of Puritans who formed a party
within the church there was added a little fringe of Separatists
or “ Brownists,” as they were commonly called, who did not
stop with rejecting certain traits of the Anglican service, but
spurned the church itself. Upon these ultraists fell the mer-
ciless hand of persecution. They were imprisoned, hanged,
exiled. They were mostly humble people, and were never
numerous ; but by their superior boldness in speech and writ-
ing, by their attempts to realize actual church organizations on
apostolic models, they rendered themselves considerable if not
formidable. Krom this advance guard and forlorn hope of
Puritanism, inured to hardship and the battle front, came at
length the little band of New England pioneers who made
a way into the wilderness over the dead bodies of half their
company. The example of these contemned Brownists led to
the Puritan settlement of New England. Their type of eccle-
siastieal organization ultimately dominated the Congregation-
alism of New England and the nonconformity of the mother
country. For theee reasons, if for no other, Brownism, how-
ever obseure it may have been, is not a negligible element in

hmorq.
’A J‘Wuﬂ.byb. Appleton & Co. Used by permission.
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The great body of the Puritans seem to have agreed withi
Bishop Hall that it was “better to swallow a ceremony than to
rend a church,” and they agreed with him in regarding Sepa-
ratism as criminal. They were, indeed, too intent on reform-
ing the Church of England to think of leaving it. They made
no scruple of defying eccclesiastical regulations when they
could, but in the moral code of that day schism was the deadli-
est of sins.

In the earliest part of Elizabeth’s reign, before the begin-
ning of the rule of Whitgift and the High Commission Courts,
Puritan divines slighted or omitted the liturgy in many par-
ishes. This became more common after the rise of Cartwright
and the Presbyterian movement, about 1570. For example,
in the town of Overston, in 1573, there was no divine service
according to the Book of Common Prayer, “but insteade
thereof two sermons be preached ” by men whom the bishop
had refused to license. The village of Whiston was also a
place of Puritan assemblage, ¢ where it is their joye,” writes
the Bishop of Peterborough, ¢“to have manie owte of divers
parishes, principallie owte of Northampton towne and Overston
aforesaid, with other townes thereaboute, there to receive the
sacramentes with preachers and ministers to their owne liking,
and contrarie to the forme prescribed by the publique order of
the realme.” Thomas Rogers says, * The brethren (for so did
they style them-selves) would neither pray, nor say service,
nor baptize, nor celebrate the Lord’s Supper, nor marry, nor
bury, nor do any other ecclesiastical duty according to law.”

At this time some of the Puritan divines held high posi-
tions in the church. Whittingham, who had been on the
Puritan side of the quarrels in Frankfort, and who had re-
ceived only a Genevan ordination, succeeded in holding his
deanery of Durham until his death in 1579. In 1563 Dr.
Turner was sneering at bishops as “ white coats ” and “ tippett
gentlemen,” while himself Dean of Durham.

But Elizabeth after a while filled the bishoprics with men to
her liking, whose heavy hands made the lot of Puritans in the
church harder and harder. Many ministers were silenced, but
there were many who, by evasion or by straining their con-
sciences, held their benefices. Some Puritan clergymen, when
they were to preach, preferred “to walk in the churchyard
until sermon time rather than be present at public prayer.”
Some Puritan laymen had their own way of conforming to the
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church. “There is a sort of Semi-Separatist,” says Pagitt,
as late as 1646, “that will heare our Sermons but not our
Common-prayers ; and of these you may see every Sunday in
our streets sitting and standing about our doores; who, when
Prayers are done, rush into our Churches to hear our Ser-
mons.”

The growth of Separatist churches was due to two causes.
An almost incredible reverence for the letter of the Scrip-
tures had taken the place of older superstitions. There was
a strong tendency to revert to the stern spirit of the Old
Testament and to adopt the external forms of the New. Re-
ligious idealists saw a striking contrast between the discipline
of the primitive and almost isolated bands of enthusiastic be-
lievers in the apostolic time and the all-inclusive parishes of the
hierarchical state church. And in that age of externalism the
difference in organic form between the Anglican church and
the little synggogues of Christian seceders founded by Paul in
the Levant weighed heavily upon the minds of earnest people.
It did not ocour to them that this primitive organization was
probably brought over from the neighboring Jewish congrega-
tions from which the converts had withdrawn, and that there
might not be any obligation to imitate it under different skies
and in a remote age. The Separatist was an idealist. «He
lives by the aire,” said an opponent, “and there he builds
Castles and Churches; none on earth will please him; . . . he
must finde out Sir Thomas More’s Utopia, or rather Plato’s
Community, and bee an Elder there.” But Separatism was un-
doubtedly promoted by persecution. Bradford says that the
sufferings inflicted on them by the bishops helped some of the
Puritans “ to see further into things by the light of the word
of God. How not only these base and beggerly ceremonies
were unlawfull, but also that the lordly and tiranous power of
the prelats ought not to be submitted unto.” Drawn thus by
the letter of the biblical record, while stung by the cruel op-
pression and galled by the opposition of the constituted au-

, thorities to what they deemed the truth divine, it is not strange
that religious enthusiasts began to long for societies organized
like those of the apostolic age, from which the profane should
be excluded by a strict discipline.

The beginning of Separatism has been commonly attributed
to Robert Browne, a contentious and able advocate of Separa-
tist doctrines. After'a brief and erratic career as an advocate
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of these opinions, and after suffering the penalty of his zeal
and proving tho sincerity of his belief in thirty-two different
prisons, in some of which he could not sec his hand at noonday,
Browne at length began to waver —now inclined to return to
the church, now recoiling toward dissent. Worn out in nerves
by controversy and persecution, this eccentric man was so
alarmed by a solemn sentence of excommunication from a
bishop, that he repented and made peace with the English
church. He accepted a benefice, but employed a curate to
preach for him. Browne lingered on to an unhonored age, im-
perious and contentious, not able to live with his wife, and held
in no reverence by churchmen, while he was despised by Sepa-
ratists. He died at eighty, in Northampton jail, to which he
had been carried on a feather bed laid in a cart. The old man
kad been committed to prison this thirty-third time in his life
for striking a constable who sought to collect a rate.
Scparatism in some form existed before Browne’s zeal made
it a thorn in the side of the bishops. Something like a separa-
tion existed in 1567. In 1571 there was an independent church
of which we know little but the pastor’s name. Bradford even
dates independency back to the reign of Mary. In truth, the
rise of this sect, from which came the earliest New England
colony, appears to be lost in obscurity. Significant movements
are usually cradled in rustic mangers, to which no learned magi
think it worth their while to journey. The beginning of Sepa-
ratism was probably in the little conventicles held by devout
Puritans who, in the words of one of their own writers, “met
together to sing a psalm or to talk of God’s word.” But
Browne, so far as we know, was one of the earliest to organize
independent churches, with officers named and classified after
those of the petty hierarchies of the early Christian’ congtega-
tions, or rather according to such deductions regarding thém
as he was able to make from the Epistles of Paul. Separatism,
though it owed something to Browne’s activity, was not
founded by him. Browne’s labors began about 1581, and his
fiery career as a Brownist had lasted only four or five years
when he began to vacillate. A great part of this time was
spent in exile, much of it in prison, and very little of it about
London. But before 1587 London seems to have been the cen-
ter of the Separatists, from which they had “sparsed their com-
panies into-severall partes of the Realme.” ‘ ’
It seems that their rise in London ¢ame from the devout
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meetings of those who had begun to repudiate the Church of
England as antichristian. Without any officers or organization
apparently, these people, when we first get sight of them, were
wont to assemble in the summer time in the fields about Lon-
don, sitting down upon a bank while the Bible was expounded
now by one and now by another of the company. In the
winter it was their custom to spend the whole Sunday together
from five o’clock in the morning, eating dinner in company and
paying for it by a collection. They responded in prayer only
by spontaneous groans or sobs, much after the fashion of the
early Quakers, Methodists, and other enthusiasts of a later
time. If one of their members returned to a parish assembly,
they pronounced him an apostate and solemnly delivered him
over to Satan until he should repent.

When they began to organize themselves formally into a
church the London Separatists in their turn resorted to the
apostolic epistles. These had already been treated like the
magician’s bottle that is made to yield white wine or red at
pleasure. From them whatsoever form of discipline was de-
sired by Anglican, Presbyterian, or Brownist had been derived,
and now a still different discipline was deduced, a mean be-
twixt Presbyterian and Brownist theories. This is known now
as Barrowism. It was the form of church government brought
by the Pilgrims to Plymouth, and substantially that which pre-
vailed in New England throughout the seventeenth century.

The London Separatists suffered miserably from persecu-
tion. Many of them languished and died in prison. Barrow
and Greenwood, their leaders, were hanged at Tyburn. A part
of them migrated to Amsterdam, while the rest maintained a
furtive church in London. Those in Amsterdam, having no
lingering abuses of the English church to reform, set every
man’s conscience to watch his neighbor’s conduct. Having
seceded from the communion of the Church of England on
account of scandals, they were scandalized with the least varia-
tion from their rigorous standard by any of their own church
members, and they were soon torn asunder with dissensions as
the result of this vicariousness of conscience. The innocent
vanity of the pastor’s wife who could never forego a “top-
gish ” hat and high-heeled shoes was the principal stumbling-

lock.

Though Separatism had been almost extirpated from Eng-
land by the close of Elizabeth’s reign, there remained even yet
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one vigorous society in the north which was destined to exert
a remarkable influence on the course of history.

On the southern margin of Yorkshire the traveler alights
to-day at the station of Bawtry. It is an uninteresting village,
with a rustic inn. More than a mile to tho southward, in
Nottinghamshire, lies the pleasant but commonplace village of
Scrooby. About a mile to the north of Bawtry is Austerfield,
a hamlet of brick cottages crowded together along the road.
It has a picturesque little church built in the middle ages, the
walls of which are three feet thick. This church will seat
something more than a hundred people nowadays by the aid of
a rather modern extension. In the seventeenth century it was
smaller, and there was no ceiling. Then one could see the
rafters of the roof while shuddering with cold in the grottolike
interior. The country around is level and unpicturesque.

But one is here in the cradle of great religious movements.
In Scrooby and in Austerfield were born the Pilgrims who
made the first successful settlement in New England. A little
to the east lics Gainsborough, from which migrated to Holland
in 1606 the saintly Separatist John Smyth, who gave form to a
great Baptist movement of modern times. A few miles to the
northeast of Bawtry, in Lincolnshire, lies Epworth, the nest
from which the Wesleys issued more than a hundred years
later to spread Methodism over the world. Religious zeal
seems to have characterized the people of this region even be-
fore the Reformation, for the country round about Scrooby
was occupied at that time by an unusual number of religious
houses.

The little Austerfield church and the old church at Scrooby
are the only picturesque or romantic elements of the environ-
ment, and on these churches the Pilgrims turned their backs as
though they had been temples of Baal. In the single street of
Austerfield the traveler meets the cottagers of to-day, and
essays to talk with them. They are heavy and somewhat
stolid, like most other rustic people in the north country, and
an accent to which their ears are not accustomed amuses and
puzzles them. No tradition of the Pilgrims lingers among
them. They have never heard that anybody ever went out of
Austerfield to do anything historical. They listen with a
bovine surprise if you speak to them of this exodus, and they
refer you to the old clerk of the parish, who will know about
it. The venerable clerk is a striking figure, not unlike that
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parish clerk painted by Gainsborough. This oracle of the
hamlet knows that Americans come here as on a pilgrimage,
and he tells you that one of them, a descendant of Governor
Bradford, offered a considerable sum for the disused stone
font at which Bradford the Pilgrim was baptized. But the
traveler turns away at length from the rustic folk of Auster-
field and the beer drinkers over their mugs in the inn at
Bawtry, and the villagers at Scrooby, benumbed by that sense
of utter commonplaceness which is left on the mind of a
stranger by such an agricultural community. The Pilgrims,
then, concerning whom poems have been written, and in whose
honor orations without number have been made, were just com-
mon country folk like these, trudging through wheat fields and
along the muddy clay highways of the days of Elizabeth and
James. They were just such men as these and they were not.
They were such as these would be if they were vivified by
enthusiasm. We may laugh at superfluous scruples in rustic
minds, but noﬁe will smile at brave and stubborn loyalty to an
idea when it produces such steadfast courage as that of the
Pilgrims.

And yet, when the traveler has resumed his journey, and
recalls Scrooby and Bawtry and Austerfield, the stolid men and
gossiping women, the narrow pursuits of the plowman and the
reaper, and remembers the flat, naked, and depressing landscape,
he is beset by the old skepticism about the coming of anything
good out of Nazareth. Nor is he helped by remembering that
at the time of Bradford's christening at the old stone font the
inhabitants of Austerfield are said to have been “a most ig-
norant and licentious people,” and that earlier in that same
century John Leland speaks of “the meane townlet of Scrooby.”

But Leland’s description of the village suggests the influence
that caused Scrooby and the wheat fields thereabout to send
forth, in the beginning of the seventeenth century and of a new
reign, men capable of courage and fortitude sufficient to make
them memorable, and to make these three townlets places of
pilgrimage in following centuries.

“In the meane townlet of Scrooby, I marked two things,”
— it is Leland who writes, — *the parish church not big but
very well builded ; the second was a great manor place, stand-
ing within a moat, and longing to the Archbishop of York.”
This large old manor place he describes with its outer and
inner court. In this manor place, about half a century after
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Leland saw it, there lived William Brewster. He was a man
of education, who had been for a short time in residence at
Cambridge ; he had served as one of the under secretaries of
state for years ; had been trusted beyond all others by Secretary
Davison, his patron; and, when Elizabeth disgraced Davison,
in order to avoid responsibility for the death of Mary of Scot-
land, Brewster had been the one friend who clung to the
fallen secretary as long as there was opportunity to do him
service. Making no further effort to establish himself at court,
Brewster went after a while *“to live in the country in good
esteeme amongst his freinds and the good gentle-men of those
parts, espetially the godly and religious.” His abode after his
retirement was the old manor place now destroyed, but then
the most conspicuous building at Scrooby. It belonged in his
time to Sir Samuel Sandys, the elder brother of Sir Edwin
Sandys, whose work as the master spirit in the later history of
the Virginia Company has already been recounted. At Scrooby
Brewster succeeded his fatlicr in the office of ¢ Post,” an office
that obliged him to receive and deliver letters for a wide dis-
trict of country, to keep rclays of horses for travelers by post
on the great route to the north, and to furnish inn accommo-
dations. In the master of the post at Scrooby we have the
first of those influences that lifted a group of people from this
rustic region into historic importance. He had been acquainted
with the great world, and had borne a responsible if not a con-
spicuous part in delicate diplomatic affairs in the Netherlands.
At court, as at Serooby, he was a Puritan, and now in his retire-
ment his energies were devoted to the promotion of religion.
He secured earnest ministers for many of the neighboring
parishes. But that which he builded the authorities tore down.
Whitgift was archbishop, and the High Commission Courts
were proceeding against Puritans with the energy of the
Spanish Inquisition. ¢The godly preachers” about him were
silenced. The people who followed them were proscribed, and
all the pains and expense of Brewster and his Puritan friends
in establishing religion as they understood it were likely to be
rendered futile by the governors of the church. ¢«He and
many more of those times begane to looke further into things,”
says Bradford. Persecution begot Separatism. The theory
was the result of conditions, as new theories are wont to be.
Here, as elsewhere, the secession appears to have begun
with meetings for devotion, By this supposition we may
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reconcile two dates which have been supposed to conflict, con-
jecturing that in 1602, when Brewster had lived about fifteen
years in the old manor house, his neighbors, who did not care
to attend the ministry of ignorant and licentious priests, began
to spend whole Sundays together, now in one place and now in
another, but most frequently in the old manor house builded
within a moat, and reached Dby ascending a flight of stone
steps. Here, Brewster’s hospitality was dispensed to them
freely. They may or may not have been members of the
Separatist church at Gainsborough, as some have supposed.
It was not until 1606 that these people formed the fully
organized Separatist church of Scrooby. It was organized
after the Barrowist pattern that had originated in London —
it was after a divine pattern, according to their belief. Drew-
ster, the nucleus of the church, became their ruling elder.

It was in these all-day meetings at the old manor house that
the Separatistaustics of Scrooby were molded for suffering and
endeavor. Thle humble, modest, and conscicntious Brewster
was the king post of the new church —the first and longest
enduring of the influences that shaped the character of these
people in England, Holland, and America. Brewster could
probably have returned to the court under other auspices after
Davison’s fall, but as master of the post at Scrooby, then as a
teacher and as founder of a printing office of prohibited Eng-
lish books in Leyden, and finally as a scttler in the wilderness,
inuring his soft hands to rude toils, until he died in his cabin
an octogenarian, he led a life strangely different from that of a
courtier. But no career possible to him at court could have
been so useful or so long remembered.

But Brewster was not the master spirit. About the time
the Separatists of Scrooby completed their church organization,
in 1606, there came to it John Robinson. He had been a fellow
of Emmanuel College, Cambridge, and a beneficed clergyman of
Puritan views. Ie, too, had been slowly propelled to Sepa-
ralist opinion by persecution. For fourteen years before the
final migration he led the Pilgrims at Scrooby and Leyden.
Wise man of affairs, he directed his people even in their hard
struggle for bread in a foreign country. He was one of the
few men, in that age of debate about husks and shells, who
penetrated to those teachings concerning character and con-
duct which are the vital and imperishable elements of religion.
Even when assailed most roughly in debate he was magnani-
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mous and forbearing. He avoided the bigotry and bitterness
of the early Brownists, and outgrew as years went on the
narrowness of rigid Separatism. He lived on the best terms
with the Dutch and French churches. He opposed rather the
substantial abuses than the ceremonies of the Church of Eng-
land, and as life advanced he came to extend a hearty fellow-
ship and communion to good men in that church. Had it been
his lot to remain in the national church and rise, as did his
opponent, Joseph Hall, to the pedestal of a bishopric or to
other dignity, he would have been one of the most illustrious
divines of the age,— wanting something of the statesmanly
breadth of Hooker, but quite outspreading and overtopping the
Whitgifts, Bancrofts, and perhaps even the Halls. Robert
Baillie, who could say many hard things against Separatists, is
forced to confess that ¢ Robinson was a man of excellent parts,
and the most learned, polished, and modest spirit that ever
separated from the Church of England;” and long after his
death the Dutch theologiun Hornbeeck recalls again and again
his integrity, learning, and modesty.

Shall we say that when subjected to this great man’s in-
fluence the rustics of Scrooby and Bawtry and Austerfield were
clowns no longer? DPerhaps we shall be truer to the probabili-
ties of human nature if we conclude that Robinson was able to
mold a few of the best of them to great uses, and that these
became the significant digits which gave value to the ciphers.

—0p 00—

THE WILD ROSE OF PLYMOUTH.
By JONES VERY.

. [1813-1880.]

Urox the Plymouth shore the wild rose blocms,
As when the Pilgrim lived beside the bay,
And scents the morning air with sweet perfumes,
Though new this hour, more ancient far than they;
More ancient than the wild, yet friendly race
That roved the land before the Pilgrims came,
And here for ages found a dwelling place,
Of whom our histories tell us but a name!
Though new this hour, out from the past it springs,
Telling this summer morning of earth’s prime;
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And happy visions of the future brings,
That reach beyond, e’en to the verge of time,
‘Wreathing earth’s children in one flowery chain,
Of love and beauty, ever to remain.

———0-0:0(00——-

ST. LEGER’'S ADVANCE UPON FORT STANWIX!
By JOHN FISKE.
(From *The American Revolution.’*)

[Jonx Fiske, an American historian, was born in Hartford, Conn., March
30, 1842, 1lis name was originally Edmund Fiske Green, but in 1855 he took
the name of his maternal great-grandfather. Ile was graduated from Harvard
in arts and in law, and devoted himself to lecturing and to literary work, con-
tributing frequently to the prominent magazines. He was lecturer, instructor,
and assistant librarian at Harvard ; nonresident lecturer on American history
at the University College, London, at the Royal Institution of Great Britain,
and at Washington University, St. Louis, Mo. ; was elected to membership in
various scientific and historical societies, and received the degrees of LL.D.
from Harvard and Litt. 1. from Pennsylvania in i804. Among his works are:
**Tobacco and Alcohol” (1868), ** Myths and Mjth Makers’* (1872), ¢ Outlines
of Cosmic Philosophy based on the Doctrine of Evolution ** (2 vols., 1874), ¢* The
Unseen World " (1876), ¢ Darwinism and Other Essays' (1870), * Excursions
of an Evolutionist® (1883), ‘‘ The Destiny of Man viewed in the Light of his
Origin ** (1884), ¢ Tho Idea of God as Affected by Modern Knowledge " (1885),
¢ American Political Ideas viewed from the Standpoint of Universal History '
(1885), ** The Critical Period of American History, 1783-1789" (1888), ‘¢ Wash-
ington and his Country™ (1889), ‘‘ The Beginnings of New England ; or, the
Puritan Theocracy in its Relation to Civil and Religious Liberty ** (1889), *¢ Civil
Government of the United States, considered with Some Reference to its Origins*’
(1890), ‘¢ The American Revolution” (2 vols., 1891), and ¢ Old Virginia and
her Neighbors' (2 vols., 1897).]

ABouT the middle of July, St. Leger had landed at Oswego,
where he was joined by Sir John Johnson with his famous Tory
regiment known as the Royal Greens, and Colonel John Butler
with his company of Tory rangers. Great efforts had been
made by Johnson to secure the aid of the Iroquois tribes, but
only with partial success. For once the Long House was fairly
divided against itself, and the result of the present campaign
did not redound to its future prosperity. The Mohawks,
under their great chief Thayendanegea, better known as
Joseph Brant, entered heartily into the British cause, and

1 Copyright, 1891, by John Ficke. Used by permission of Houghton, Mif-
fiin & Oo,
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they were followed, though with less alacrity, by the Cayugas
and Senecas; but the central tribe, the Onondagas, remained
neutral. Under the influence of the missionary, Samuel Kirk-
land, the Oncidas and Tuscaroras actively aided the Americans,
though they did not take the field. After duly arranging his
motley force, which amounted to about 1700 men, St. Leger
advanced very cautiously through the woods, and sat down
before Fort Stanwix on the 3d of August. This stronghold,
which had been built in 1756, on the watershed between the
Hudson and Lake Ontario, commanded the main line of traffic
between New York and Upper Canada. The place was then
on the very outskirts of civilization, and under the powerful
influence of Johnson, the Tory element was stronger here than
in any other part of the state. Even here, however, the
strength of the patriot party turned out to be much greater
than had been supposed, and at the approach of the enemy
the people began to rise in arms. In this part of New York
there were many Germans, whose ancestors had come over to
America during the horrors of the Thirty Years’ War; and
among these there was one stout patriot whose name shines
conspicuously in the picturesque annals of the Revolution.
General Nicholas Herkimer, commander of the militia of Tryon
County, a veteran over sixty years of age, no sooner heard of
St. Leger’s approach than he started out to the rescue of Fort
Stanwix ; and by the 5th of August he had reached Oriskany,
about eight miles distant, at the head of 800 men. The gar-
rison of the fort, 600 in number, under Colonel Peter Ganse-
voort, had already laughed to scorn St. Leger’s summons to
surrender, when, on the morning of the 6th, they heard a dis-
tant firing to the eastward, which they could not account for.
The mystery was explained when three friendly messengers
floundered through a dangerous swamp into the fort, and told
them of Herkimer’s approach and of his purpose. The plan
was to overwhelm St. Leger by a concerted attack in front and
rear.- - The garrison was to make a furious sortie, while: Her-
kimer,-advaneing through the forest, was to fall suddenly upen
the enemy from behind; and thus it was hoped that his army
might 'be crushed or captured at a single blow. To insure
completeness of codperation, Colonel Gansevoort was to fire
three guns immediately upon receiving the message, and upon
hearing this signal Herkimer would begin his march from
Oriskany. Gansevoort would thexd make suech demonstrations
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ag to keep the whole attention of the enemy concentrated upon
the fort, and thus guard Herkimer against a surprise by the
way, until, after the proper interval of time, the garrison
should sally forth in full force.

In this bold scheme everything depended upon absolute
coordination in time. Herkimer had dispatched his messengers
so early on the evening of the 5th that they ought to have
reached the fort by three o’clock the next morning, and at
about that time he began listening for the signal guns. But
through some unexplained delay it was nearly eleven in the
forenoon when the messengers reached the fort, as just de-
scribed. Meanwhile, as hour after hour passed by, and no
signal guns were heard by Herkimer’s men, they grew impa-
tient, and insisted upon going ahead, without regard to the
preconcerted plan. Much unseemly wrangling ensued, in which
Herkimer was called a coward and accused of being a Tory at
heart, until, stung by these taunts, the brave old man at length
gave way, ang at about nine o’clock the forward march was
resumed. At this time his tardy messengers still lacked two
hours of reaching the fort, but St. Leger’s Indian scouts had
already discovered and reported the approach of the American
force, and a strong detachment of Johnson’s Greens under
Major Watts, together with Brant and his Mohawks, had been
sent out to intercept them.

About two miles west of Oriskany the road was crossed by
a deep semicircular ravine, concave toward the east. The bot-
tom of this ravine was a swamp, across which the road was
carried by a causeway of logs, and the steep banks on either
gide were thickly covered with trees and underbrush. The
practiced eye of Thayendanegea at once perceived the rare
advantage of such a position, and an ambuscade was soon pre-
pared with a skill as deadly as that which once had wrecked
the proud army of Braddock. But this time it was a meeting
of Greek with Greek, and the wiles of the savage chief were
foiled by a desperate valor which nothing could overcome. By
ten o’clock the main body of Herkimer’s army had descended
into the ravine, followed by the wagons, while the rear guard
was still on the rising ground behind. At this moment they
were greeted by a murderous volley from either side, while
Johnson’s Greens came charging down upon them in front, and
the Indians, with frightful yells, swarmed in behind and cut
off the rear guard, which was thus obliged to retreat to save
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itself. ¥or a moment the main body was thrown into confu-
gion, but it soon rallied and formed itself in a circle, which
neither bayonet charges nor musket fire could break or pene-
trate. The scene which ensued was one of the most infernal
that the history of savage warfare has ever witnessed. The
dark ravine was filled with a mass of fifteen hundred human
beings, sereaming and cursing, slipping in the mire, pushing
and struggling, seizing each other’s throats, stabbing, shoot-
ing, and dashing out brains. Bodies of neighbors were after-
wards found lying in the bog, where they had gone down in
a death grapple, their cold hands still grasping the knives
plunged in each other’s hearts.

Early in the fight a musket ball slew Herkimer's horse, and
shattered his own leg just below the knee ; but the old hero,
nothing daunted, and bating nothing of his coolness in the
midst of the horrid struggle, had the saddle taken from his
dead horse and placed at the foot of a great beech tree, where,
taking his seat and lighting his pipe, he continued shouting his
orders in a stentorian voice and directing the progress of the
battle. Nature presently enhanced the lurid horror of the
scene. The heat of the August morning had been intolerable,
and black thunder clouds, overhanging the deep ravine at the
beginning of the action, had enveloped it in a darkness like
that of night. Now the rain came pouring in torrents, while
gusts of wind howled through the tree tops, and sheets of
lightning flashed in quick succession, with a continuous roar
of thunder that drowned the noise of the fray. The wet rifles
could no longer be fired, but hatchet, knife, and bayonet car-
ried on the work of butchery, until, after more than five hun-
dred men had been killed or wounded, the Indians gave way
and fled in all directions, and the Tory soldiers, disconcerted,
began to retreat up the western road, while the patriot army,
remaining in possession of the hard-won field, felt itself too
weak to pursue them.

At this moment, as the storm cleared away and long rays of
sunshine began flickering through the wet leaves, the sound of
the three signal guns came booming through the air, and pres-
ently a sharp crackling of musketry was heard from the direc-
tion of Fort Stanwix. Startled by this ominous sound, the
Tories made all possible haste to join their own army, while the
patriots, bearing their wounded on litters of green boughs, re-
turned in sad procession to Oriskany. With their commander
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helpless and more than one third of their number slain or dis-
abled, they were in no condition to engage in a fresh conflict,
and unwillingly confessed that the garrison of Fort Stanwix
must be left to do its part of the work alone. Upon the arrival
of the messengers, Colonel Gansevoort had at once taken in the
whole situation. He understood the mysterious firing in the
forest, saw that Herkimer must have been prematurely attacked,
and ordered his sortie instantly to serve as a diversion. The
gortie wags a brilliant success. Sir John Johnson, with his
Tories and Indians, was completely routed and driven across
the river. Colonel Marinus Willett took possession of his
camp, and held it while seven wagons were three times loaded
with spoil and sent to be unloaded in the fort. Among
all this spoil, together with abundance of food and drink,
blankets and clothes, tools and ammunition, the victors cap-
tured five British standards and all Johnson’s papers, maps,
and memoranda, containing full instructions for the projected
campaign. After this useful exploit, Colonel Willett returned
to the fort and hoisted the captured British standards, while
over them he raised an uncouth flag, intended to represent the
American stars and stripes, which Congress had adopted in
June as the national banner. This rude flag, hastily extem-
porized out of a white shirt, an old blue jacket, and some strips
of red cloth from the petticoat of a soldier’s wife, was the first
American flag with stars and stripes that was ever hoisted, and
it was first flung to the breeze on the memorable day of Oris-
kany, August 6, 1777.

Of all the battles of the Revolution, this was pcrhaps the
most obstinate and murderous. Each side seems to have lost
not less than one third of its whole number; and of those lost,
nearly all were killed, as it was largely a hand-to-hand struggle,
like the battles of ancient times, and no quarter was given on
either side. The number of surviving wounded, who were
carried back to Oriskany, does not seem to have exceeded forty.
Among these was the indomitable Herkimer, whosc shattcred
leg was so unskillfully treated that he died a few days later,
sitting in bed propped by pillows, calmly smoking his Dutch
pipe and reading his Bible at the thirty-eighth Psalm.

For some little time no one could tell exactly how the results
of this fierce and disorderly day were to be regarded. Both sides
claimed a victory, and St. Leger vainly tried to scare the gar-
rison by the story that their comrades had been destroyed in the
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forest. But in its effects upon the campaign, Oriskany was for
the Americans a success, though an incomplete one. St. Leger
was not crushed, but he was badly crippled. The sacking of
Johnson’s camp injured his prestige in the neighborhood, and
the Indian allies, who had lost more than a hundred of their
best warriors on that fatal morning, grew daily more sullen and
refractory, until their strange behavior came to be a fresh source
. of anxiety to the British commander. While he was pushing
on the siege as well as he could, a force of 1200 troops under
Arnold was marching up the Mohawk valley to complete his
discomfiture.

As soon as he had heard the news of the fall of Ticonderoga,
Washington had dispatched Arnold to render such assistance
as he could to the northern army, and Arnold had accordingly
arrived at Schuyler’s headquarters about three weeks ago.
Before leaving Philadelphia, he had appealed to Congress to
restore him to his former rank relatively to the five junior
officers who had been promoted over him, and he had just
learned that Congress had refused the request. At this
moment, Colonel Willett and another officer, after a perilous
journey through the wilderness, arrived at Schuyler’s head-
quarters, and, bringing the news of Oriskany, begged that a
force might be sent to raise the siege of Fort Stanwix.
Schuyler understood the importance of rescuing the strong-
hold and its brave garrison, and called a council of war; but
he was bitterly opposed by his officers, one of whom presently
said to another, in an audible whisper, “He only wants to
weaken the army!” At this vile insinuation, the indignant
general set his teeth so hard as to bite through the stem of the
pipe he was smoking, which fell on the floor and was smashed.
“Enough!” he cried. “I assume the whole responsibility.
Where is the brigadier who will go?” The brigadiers all sat
in sullen silence ; but Arnold, who had been brooding over his
private grievances, suddenly jumped up. “Here!” said he,
“ Washington sent me here to make myself useful : T will go.”
The commander gratefully seized him by the hand, and the
drum beat for volunteers. Arnold’s unpopularity in New
England was mainly with the politicians. It did not extend to
the common soldiers, who admired his impulsive bravery and
had unbounded faith in his resources as a leader. Accordingly,
1200 Massachusetts men were easily enlisted in the course of
the next forenoon, and the expedition started up the Mohawk
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valley. Arnold pushed on with characteristic energy, but the
natural difficulties of the road were such that after a week of
hard work he had only reached the German Flats, where he
was still more than twenty miles from Fort Stanwix. Believ-
ing that no time should be lost, and that everything should be
done to encourage the garrison and dishearten the enemy, he
had recourse to a stratagem, which succeeded beyond his utmost
anticipation. A party of Tory spies had just been arrested in
the neighborhood, and among them was a certain Yan Yost
Cuyler, a queer, half-witted fellow, not devoid of cunning,
whom the Indians regarded with that mysterious awe with
which fools and lunatics are wont to inspire them, as creatures
possessed with a devil. Yan Yost was summarily condemned
to deatl, and his brother and gypsylike mother, in wild alarm,
hastened to the camp to plead for his life. Arnold for a
while was inexorable, but presently offered to pardon the cul-
prit on condition that he should go and spread a panic in the
camp of St.*Leger. Yan Yost joyfully consented, and started
off forthwith, while his brother was detained as a lostage to
be hanged in case of his failure. To make the matter still
surer, some friendly Oneidas were sent along to keep an eye
upon him and act in concert with him. Next day, St. Leger’s
scouts, as they stole through the forest, Legan to hear rumors
that Burgoyne had been totally defcated, and that a great
American army was coming up the valley of the Mohawk.
They carried back these rumors to the camp, and toward
evening, while officers and soldiers were standing about in
anxious consultation, Yan Yost came running in, with a dozen
bullet holes in his coat and terror in his face, and said that he
had barely escaped with his life from the resistless American
liost which was close at hand. As many knew him for a Tory,
his tale found ready belief, and when interrogated as to the
numbers of the advancing host he gave a warning frown, and
pointed significantly to the countless leaves that fluttered on
the branches overhead. Nothing more was needed to complete
the panic. It was in vain that Johnson and St. Leger exhorted
and threatened the Indian allies. Already disaffected, they
now began to desert by scores, while some, breaking open the
camp chests, drank rum till they were drunk, and began to
assault the soldiers. All night long the camp was a perfeet
Pandemonium. The riot extended to the Tories, and by noon
of the next day St. Leger took to flight and his whole army
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was dispersed. All the tents, artillery, and stores fell into the
hands of the Americans. The garrison, sallying forth, pursued
St. Leger for a while, but the faithless Indians, enjoying his
discomfiture, and willing to curry favor with the stronger
party, kept up the chase nearly all the way to Oswego, laying
ambushes every night, and diligently murdering the stragglers,
until hardly a remnant of an army was left to embark with its
crestfallen leader for Montreal.
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AFTER the question of number, very properly comes that
of quality. What kind of people were these Tories, as re-
gards intelligence, character, and standing in their several
communities ?

And here, brushing aside, as unworthy of historical inves-
tigators, the partisan and vindictive epithets of the contro-
versy,—many of which, however, still survive even in the
historical writings of our own time,— we shall find that the
Loyalists were, as might be expected, of all grades of per-
sonal worth and worthlessness; and that, while there was
among them, no doubt, the usual proportion of human self-
ishness, malice, and rascality, as a class they were not bad
people, much less were they execrable people, —as their oppo-
nents at the time commonly declared them to be.

In the first place, there was, prior to 1776, the official
class ; that is, the men holding various positions in the civil
and military and naval services of the government, their im

1 Copyright, 1887, by G. P. Putnam’s Sons.
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mediate familics, and their social connections. All such per-
sons may be described as inclining to the Loyalist view in
consequence of official bias.

Next were certain colonial politicians who, it may be ad-
mitted, took a rather selfish and an unprincipled view of the
whole dispute, and who, counting on the probable, if not in-
evitable, success of the British arms in such a conflict, adopted
the Loyalist side, not for conscience’ sake but for profit's sake,
and in the expectation of being rewarded for their fidelity by
offices and titles, and especially by the confiscated estates of the
rebels, after the rebels themselves should have been defeated,
and their leaders hanged or sent into exile.

As composing still another class of Tories may be men-
tioned, probably a vast majority of those who stood for the
commercial interests, for the capital and the tangible property
of the country, and who, with the instincts natural to persons
who have something considerable to lose, disapproved of all
measures forspushing the dispute to the point of disorder, riot,
and civil war.

Still another class of Loyalists was made up of people of
professional training and occupation, — clergymen, physicians,
lawyers, teachers, —a clear majority of whom seem to have
been set against the ultimate mcasures of the Revolution.

Finally, and in general, it may be said that a majority of
those who, of whatever occupation, of whatever grade of cul-
ture or of wealth, would now be described as conservative peo-
ple, were Loyalists during the American Revolution. And by
way of concession to the authority and force of truth, what
has to be said respecting the personal quality commonly at-
taching to those who, in any age or country, are liable to be
classed as conservative people? Will it be denied that within
that order of persons one may usually find at least a fair por-
tion of the cultivation, of the moral thoughtfulness, of the
personal purity and honor, existing in the entire community
to which they happen to belong?

Precisely this description, at any rate, applies to the con-
servative class in the American colonies during that epoch,
—a majority of whom dissented from those extreme measures
which at last transformed into a revolution a political move-
ment which began with the avowed purpose of confining itself
to a struggle for redress of grievances, and within the limits
of constitutional opposition. If, for example, we consider the
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point with reference to cultivation and moral refinement, it
may seem to us a significant fact that among the members of
the Loyalist party are to be found the names of a great multi-
tude of the graduates of our colonial colleges — especially of
Harvard, William and Mary, Yale, Princeton, and Pennsylvania.
Thus, in an act of banishment passed by Massachusetts, in
September, 1778, against the most prominent of the Tory lead-
ers in that State, one may now read the names of threo hundred
and ten of her citizens. And who were they? Let us go over
their names. Are these the names of profligates and despera-
does, or even of men of slight and equivocal consideration?
To any one at all familiar with the history of colonial New
England, that list of men, denounced to exile and loss of prop-
erty on account of their opinions, will read almost like the
beadroll of the oldest and noblest families concerned in the
founding and upbuilding of New England civilization.  More-
over, of that catalogue of three hundred and ten men of Massa-
chusetts, banished for an offense to which the most of them
appear to have been driven by conscientious convictions, more
than sixty were graduates of Harvard. This fact is probably
a typical one; and of the whole body of the Loyalists through-
out the thirteen colonies, it must be said that it contained, as
one of its ablest antagonists long after admitted, “more than
a third of influential characters,” — that is, a very considerable
portien of the customary chiefs and representatives of con-
servatism in each community.

By any standard of judgment, therefore, according to which
we usually determine the personal quality of any party of men
and women in this world, — whcther the standard be intellect-
ual, or moral, or social, or merely conventional, — the Tories of
the Revolution seem to have been not a profligate party, nor
an unprincipled one, nora reckless or even a light-minded one,
but, on the contrary, to have had amcvg them a very considera-
ble portion of the most refined, thoughtful, and conscientious
people in the colonies. So true is this, that in 1807 a noble-
minded Scottish woman, Mistress Anne Grant of Laggan, who
in her early life had been familiar with American colonial
society, compared the loss which America suffered in conse-
quence of the expatriation of the Loyalists by the Revolution,
to the loss which France suffered in consequence of the expa-
triation of so many of her Protestants by the revocation of
the Edict of Nantes. ) i
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So much, then, must be said on behalf of the Torics of the
Revolution, — in point of numbers, they were far from incon-
siderable, and in point of character, they were far from despi-
cable. On the one hand, they formed no mere rump party.
If they were not actually' a majority of the American people,
— a8 they themselves always claimed to be, and as some care-
ful scholars now think they were, — they did at least consti-
tute a huge minority of the American people: they formed a
section of colonial society too important on the score of mere
numbers to be set down as a paltry handful of obstructives;
while in any rightful estimate of personal value, quite aside
from mere numbers, they scem to deserve the consideration
which conscientious and cultivated people of one party never
ask in vain of conscientious and cultivated people of the oppo-
site party, —at least after the issucs of the controversy are
closed.

Pressing forward, then, with our investigation, we proceed
to apply to the American Loyalists that test by which we must
judge any party of men who have taken one side, and have
borne an important share in any great historical controversy.
This is the test of argumentative value. It asks whether the
logical position of the party was or was not a strong one.

Even yet it is not quite needless to remind ourselves that
the American Revolution was a war of argument long before
it became a war of physical force; and that, in this war of
argument, were involved a multitude of difficult questions, —
constitutional, legal, political, ethical, — with respect to which
honest and thoughtful people were compelled to differ. All
these questions, however, may, for our purposes, be reduced
to just two: first, the question of what was lawful under the
existing constitution of the British empire ; and, secondly, the
question of what was expedient under the existing circum-
stances of the colonies. Now, paradoxical as it may seem
to many of the American descendants of the victorious party,
each of those questions had two very real and quite opposite
sides; much was to boe said for each side; and for the Tory
side so much was to be said in the way of solid fact and of
valid reasoning, that an intelligent and a noble-minded Ameri-
can might have taken that side, and might have stuck to it,
and might have gone into battle for it, and might have im-
periled all the interests of his life in defense of it, without
any just impeachment of his reason or of his integrity,-—
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)
without deserving to be called, then or since then, either a
weak man or a bad one.

That we may develop before our eyes something of the
argumentative strength of the Loyalist position, in the appeal
which it actually made to honest men at that time, let us take
up for a moment the first of the two questions to which, as has
just been said, the whole dispute may be reduced, — the ques-
tion of what was lawful under the existing constitution of the
British empire. Let us strike into the very heart of that ques-
tion. It was the contention of the American Whigs that the
British parliament could not lawfully tax us, because by so
doing it would be violating an ancient maxim of the British
constitution: “No taxation without representation.” Have
we not all been taught from our childhood that the citation of
that old maxim simply settled the constitutional merits of the
whole controversy, and settled it absolutely in favor of the
Whigs? But did it so settle it? Have we not been accus-
tomed to think that the refusal of the American Tories to give
way before the citation of that maxim was merely a case of
criminal stupidity or of criminal perversity on their part? But
was it so ?

On the contrary, many of the profoundest constitutional
lawyers in America, as well as in England, both rejected the
foregoing Whig contention, and at the same time admitted the
soundness and the force of the venerable maxim upon which
that contention was alleged to rest. Thus the leading English
jurists, who supported the parliamentary taxation of the colo-
nies, did not dispute that maxim. Even George Grenville, the
author and champion of the Stamp Act, did not dispute it.
“The colonies claim, it is true,” said he, *“the privilege which
is common to all British subjects, of being taxed only with
their own consent, given by their representatives. And may
they ever enjoy the privilege in all its extent ; may this sacred
pledge of liberty be preserved inviolate to the utmost verge of
our dominions, and to the latest pages of our history! I would
never lend my hand toward forging chains for America, lest,
in 8o doing, I should forge them for myself. DBut the remon-
strances of the Americans fail in the great point of the colonies
not being represented in parliament, which is the common
council of the whole empire, and as such is as capable of im-
posing internal taxes as impost duties, or taxes on intercolonial
trade, or laws of navigation.”
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These words of Grenville may help us to understand the
position of the American Loyalists. They frankly admitted
the maxim of “ No taxation without representation”; but the
most of them denied that the maxim was violated by the acts
of parliament laying taxation upon the colonies. Here every-
thing depends, they argued, on the meaning to be attached to
the word representation; and that meaning is to be ascertained
by ascertaining what was understood by the word in England
at the time when this old maxim originated, and in the subse-
quent ages during which it had been quoted and applied.
Now, the meaning then attached to the word in actual consti-
tutional experience in England is one which shows that the
commons of America, like the commons of England, are alike
represented in that great branch of the British parliament
which proclaims its representative character in its very name,
—the house of commons. During the whole period in which
the maxim under consideration had been acquiring authority, the
idea was that yepresentation in parliament was constituted, not
through any umiform distribution, among individual persons,
of the privilege of voting for members, but rather through a
distribution of such privilege among certain organized com-
munities, as counties, citics, boroughs, and universities, to
which at an early day this function had been assigned accord-
ing to a method then deemed equable and just. Furthermore,
as it has been from the beginning, so is it still a principle of
parliamentary representation, that from the moment a member
is thus chosen to sit in parliament, he is the representative of
the whole empire and not of his particular constituency. He
«is under no obligation, therefore, to follow instructions from
the voters or the inhabitants of the district from which he is
chosen. They have no legal means of enforcing any instruc-
tions. They cannot demand his resignation. In fact, a mem-
ber cannot resign.” Moreover, the members of the house of
lords “represent, in principle, the interests of the whole empire,
and of all classes, as truly as the commons.” Therefore, the
historic meaning of the word representation, as the word has
always been used in English constitutional experience, seemed
fairly to justify the Loyalist contention, that the several organ-
ized British communities in America, as an integral part of the
British empire, were to all intents and purposes represented
in the British parliament, which sat at the capital as the
supreme council of the whole empire, and exercised legis-
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lative authority coextensive with the boundaries of that em-
ire.
P It was no sufficient reply to this statement to say, as some
did say, that such representation as has just been described
was a very imperfect kind of representation. Of course it was
an imperfect kind of representation; but, whatever it was, it
was exactly the kind of representation that was meant by the
old constitutional maxim thus cited; for it was the only kind
of representation practiced, or known, or perhaps even con-
ceived of in England during all those ages which had witnessed
the birth and the growth of this old formula. * The truth is
that representation, as a political fact in this world, has thus
far been a thing of degrees —a thing of less and of more; that
perfect representation has even yet not been anywhere attained
in this world; that in the last century representation in Eng-
land was very much less perfect than it has since become ;
andy finally, that, in the period now dealt with, what had
always been meant by the word representation in the British
empire was satisfied by such a composition of the house of
commons as that while its members were voted for by very
few even of the common people in England, yet the moment
that its members were elected they became, in the eye of the
constitution and in the spirit of this old formula, the actual
representatives of all the commoners of the whole empire, in
all its extent, in all its dominions and dependencies.
Accordingly when certain English commoners in America
at last rose-up and put forward the claim that, merely because
they had no votes for members of the house of commons, there-
fore that house did not represent them, and therefore they
could not lawfully be taxed by parliament, it was very natu-
rally said, in reply, that these English commoners in America
were demanding for themselves a new and a peculiar definition
of the word representation : a definition never up to that time
given to it in England, and never of course up to that time
claimed or enjoyed by English commoners in England. For
how was it at that time in England with respect to the electo-
ral privilege? Indeed, very few people in England then had
votes for members of the house of commons, — only one tenth
of the entire population of the realm. How about the other
nine tenths of the population of the realm? Had not those
British subjects in England as good a right as these British
subjects in America to deny that they were represented in
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parliament, and that they could be lawfully taxed by parlia-
ment? Nay, such was the state of the electoral system that
entire communities of British subjects in England, composing
such cities as Leeds, Halifax, Birmingham, Manchester, and
Liverpool, — communities as populous and as rich as entire
provinces in America, —had no votes whatever for members
of parliament. Yet did the people of these several com-
munities in England refuse to pay taxes levied by act of
parliament, — that is, did they, for that reason, proclaim
the nullification of a law of the general government? ¢ We
admit,” continued the American Loyalists, *that for all these
communities of DBritish subjects —for those in England, as
well as for these in America—the existing representation is
very imperfect ; that it should be reformed and made larger
and more uniform than it now is; and we are ready and anx-
ious to join in all forms of constitutional agitation, under the
leadership of such men as Chatham, and Camden, and Burke,
and Barré, and Fox, and Pownall, to secure such reform;
and yet it remains true that the present state of representation
throughout the Biitish empire, imperfect as it is, is representa-
tion in the very sense understood and practiced by the English
race whenever hitherto they have alleged the maxim,—¢No
taxation without representation.” That old maxim, therefore,
can hardly be said to be violated by the present imperfect state
of our representative system. 'The true remedy for the defects
of which we complain is reform — reform of the entire represent-
ative system both in England and in America — reform by means
of vigorous political agitation ; reform, then, and not a rejection
of the authority of the general government; reform, and not
nullification ; reform, and not a disruption of the empire.”
Such is a rough statement and, as I think, a fair one, of
the leading argument of the American Loyalists with respect
to the first of the two great questions then dividing the Ameri-
can people, namely, the question of what was lawful under the
existing constitution of the British empire. Certainly, the
position thus taken by the Loyalists was a very strong one, —
80 strong, in fact, that honest and reasonable Americans could
take it, and stand upon it, and even offer up their lives in
defense of it, without being justly liable to the charge that
they were either particularly base or particularly stupid.
Indeed, under this aspect of legality, the concession just
made by us does scant justice to the Tories —or to the truth.
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The dispute, it must be remembered, had arisen among a people
who were then subjects of the British empire, and were proud
of the fact; who exulted in the blessings of the British
constitution ; and who, upon the matter at issue, began by
confidently appealing to that constitution for support. The
contention of the Tories was that, under the constitution, the
authority of the imperial parliament was, even for purposes
of revenue legislation, binding in America, as in all other parts
of the empire, and even though America should have no mem-
bers in the house of commons. This the Whigs denied. It
was, then, a question of British constitutional law. Upon that
question, which of the two parties was in the right? Is it now
possible to doubt that it was the Tories? A learned American
writer upon the law, now one of the justices of the Supreme
Court of the United States, in referring to the decision of Mr.
Chief Justice Hutchinson sustaining the legality of writs of
assistance, has given this opinion: “A careful examination
of the question compels the conclusion . . . that there was at
least reasonable ground for holding, as a matter of mere law,
that the British parliament had power to bind the colonies.”
This view, of course, has been sustained by the highest Eng-
lish authorities upon British constitutional law, from the time
of Lord Mansfield to the present. * As a matter of abstract
right,” says Sir Vernon Harcourt, “the mother country has
never parted with the claim of ultimate supreme authority for
the imperial legislature. If it did so, it would dissolve the
imperial tie, and convert the colonies into foreign and independ-
ent states.” “The constitutional supremacy of the imperial
parliament over all the colonial possessions of the crown,” says
another eminent English writer, ¢ was formally reasserted, in
1865, by an act passed to remove certain doubts respecting the
powers of colonial legislatures. . . . It is clear that imperial
acts are binding upon the colonial subjects of the crown, as
much as upon all other British subjects, whenever, by express
provision or by necessary intendment, they relate to or concern
the colonies.”

But after the question as to what was lawful under the
existing constitution of the British empire, came the question
as to what was expedient under the existing circumstances of
the American colonies. Now, as it happened, this latter ques-
tion had two aspects, one of which pointed toward the expedi-
ency of rejecting the taxing power of parliament, even though
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such power did exist under the constitution ; the other pointed
toward the expediency of separation from the empire.

Having in view, at present, the former aspect of this ques-
tion, the American Whigs went forward and took the ground
that, if the claim of parliament to tax them was indeed justi-
fied by the constitution, then so much the worse for the con-
stitution, — since it was a claim too full of political danger to
be any longer submitted to: «“If parliament, to which we send
no members, may tax us three pence on a pound of tea, it may,
if it pleases, tax us a shilling, or a guinea. Once concede to it
this right to tax us at all, and what security have we against its
taxing us excessively ?— what security have we for our free-
dom or our property against any enormity of oppression?”
And what was the answer of the American Tories to this
argument? “Yes,” said the Tories, “you allege a grave
political danger. But does it really exist? Is it likely ever
to exist? Are you not guilty of the fallacy of arguing against
the use of a power, simply from the possibility of its abuse?
In this world every alleged danger must be estimated in the
light of common sense and of reasonable probability. In that
light, what ground have we for alarm? The line drawn by
the supreme legislature itself for the exercise of its own power
is a perfectly distinct one, — that it should tax no part of the
empire to a greater amount than its just and equitable propor-
tion. As respects America, the supreme legislature has not yet
overstepped that line ; it has shown no disposition to overstep
that line; we have not the slightest reason to suppose that it
ever will overstep that line. Moreover, all the instincts of the
English race are for fair play, and would be overwhelmingly
against such an injustice, were parliament to attempt it. It is
thought in England that as we, British subjects in America,
receive our share of the benefits of membership of the empire,
so we ought to pay our share toward the cost of those benefits.
In apportioning our share of the cost, they have not fixed upon
an amount which anybody, even here, calls excessive ; indeed,
it is rather below than above the amount that might justly be
named. Now, in this world, affairs cannot be conducted —
civilization cannot go on — without confidence in somebody.
And in this matter we deem it reasonable and prudent to have
confidence in the good sense and in the justice of the English
race, and especially of the house of commons, which is the
great council of the commoners of the English race. True, we
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do not at present send members to that great council, any more
than do certain great taxpaying communities in England ; but
then no community even in England has, in reality, so many
representatives in parliament — so many powerful friends and
champions in both houses of parliament—as we American
communities have : not only a great minority of silent voters,
but many of the ablest debaters and party leaders there, —
Barré, and Pownall, and Conway, and Fox, and Edmund Burke
in the lower house, and in the upper house Lord Camden and,
above all, the great Earl of Chatham himself. Surely, with
such men as these to speak for us, and to represent our inter-
ests in parliament and before the English people, no ministry
could long stand which should propose any measure liable to
be condemned as grossly beyond the line of equity and fair
play.”

The Americans who took this line of reasoning in those
days were called Tories. And what is to be thought of this
line of reasoning to-day ? Is it not at least rational and fair?
Even though not irresistible, has it not a great deal of strength
in it? Iiven though we, perhaps, should have deeclined to
adopt it, are we not obliged to say that it might have been
adopted by Americans who were both clear-headed and honest-
minded ?

——C-OF P 00—

THE WANTS OF MAN.
By JOHN QUINCY ADAMS.

[Jorx Qumecy Apams: President of the United States ; born in Braintree,
Mass., July 11, 1767 ; died in Washington, D.C., February 23, 1848, He was
educated at a school in Paris, at the University of Leyden, and at Harvard
College, being graduated from the last named in 1788. He was admitted to the
bar in 1791, gained distinction by several political essays, and in 1794 was ap-
pointed minister to The Hague. He was minister to Berlin (1787-1801), United
States senator (1804-1808), and in 1805 was appointed professor of rhetoric at
Harvard. He afterward held several important diplomatic positions, including
that of minister to the Court of St. James; and in 1824 was elected sixth Presi-
dent of the United States, serving until 1829, He was a representative in

from 1830 until his deatb. He left many writings in prose and verss
which were afterward published; also a diary of his public life, and many
speeches and addresses, ]

#MAx wants bus little here below,
Nor wants that little Jong.”
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’Tis not with ME exactly so,
But ’tis so in the song.

My wants are many, and if told
‘Would muster many a score;

And were each wish a mint of gold,
1 still should long for more.

What first I want is daily bread,
And canvasbacks, and wine,

And all the realms of nature spread
Before me when I dine.

Four courses scarcely can provide
My appetite to quell,

‘With four choice cooks from France beside
To dress my dinner well.

‘What next I want, at heavy cost,
Is elegant attire, —

Black sable furs for winter’s frost,
Angd silks for summer’s fire,

And Cashmere shawls, and Brussels lace
My bosomn’s front to deck,

An 1 diamond rings my hands to grace,
And rubies for my neck.

And then I want a mansion fair,
A dwelling house in style,

Four stories high, for wholesome air,
A massive marble pile,

‘With halls for banquets and for balls,
All furnished rich and fine,

‘With stabled studs in fifty stalls,
And cellars for my wine.

I want a garden and a park
My dwelling to surround,
A thousand acres (bless the mark!),
‘With walls encompassed round,
‘Where flocks may range, and herds may low,
And kids and lambkins play,
And flowers and fruits commingled grow,
All Eden to display.

I want, when summer’s foliage falls,
And autumn strips the trees,

A house within the city’s walls,
For comfort and for ease.
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But, here as space is somewhat scant
And acres rather rare,

My house in town I only want
To occupy — a square.

I want a steward, butler, cooks,
A coachman, footman, grooms,
A library of well-bound books,
And picture-garnished rooms,
Correggios, Magdalen, and Night,
The Matron of the Chair,
Guido’s fleet Coursers in their flight,
And Claudes at least a pair. r

Ay! and to stamp my form and face
Upon the solid rock,

I want, their lineaments to trace,
Carrara’s milk-white block,

And let the chisel’s art sublime
By Greenough’s hand display

Through all the range of future time
My features to the day.

I want a cabinet profuse
Of medals, coins, and gems;

A printing press for private use
Of fifty thousand ems;

And plants and minerals and shells,
‘Worms, insects, fishes, birds;

And every beast on earth that dwells
In solitude or herds.

I want a board of burnished plate,
Of silver and of gold,

Tureens of twenty pounds in weight,
‘With sculpture’s richest mold,

Plateaus, with chandeliers and lamps,
Plates, dishes all the same,

And porcelain vases with the stamps
Of Sévres and Angouléme.

And maples of fair glossy stain
Must form my chamber doors,

And carpets of the Wilton grain
Must cover all my floors;
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My walls with tapestry bedecked
Must never be outdone;

And damask curtains must protect
Their colors from the sun.

And mirrors of the largest pane
From Venice must be brought;
And sandalwood and bamboo cane
For chairs and tables bought;
On all the mantelpieces, clocks
Of thrice-gilt bronze must stand,
And screens of ebony and box
Invite the stranger’s hand.

Y want (who does not want ) a wife,
Affectionate and fair,

To solace all the woes of life,
And all its joys to share;

Of temper sweet, of yielding will,
Of firm yet placid mind ;

Wirh all my faults to love me still,
With sentiments refined.

And as Time's car incessant runs
And Fortune fills my store,

1 want of daughters and of sons
From eight to half a score.

I want (alas! can mortal dare
Such bliss on earth to crave?)

That all the girls be chaste and fair,
The boys all wise and brave.

And when my bosom’s darling sings
With melody divine,

A pedal harp of many strings
Must with her voice combine.

A piano exquisitely wrought
Must open stand apart,

That all my daughters may be taught
To win the stranger’s heart.

My wife and daughters will desire
Refreshment from perfumes,

Cosmetics for the skin require,
And artificial blooms.

4993
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The civet fragrance shall dispense
And treasured sweets return,
Cologne revive the flagging sense,

And smoking amber burn.

And when, at night, my weary head
Begins to droop and doze,

A southern chamber holds my bed
TFor nature’s soft repose,

With blankets, counterpanes, and sheet,
Mattress and bed of down,

And comfortables for my feet,
And pillows for my crown.

I want a warm and faithful friend
To cheer the adverse hour,

‘Who ne’er to flatter will descend
Nor bend the knee to power;

A friend to chide me when I’m wrong,
My inmost soul to see,

And that my friendship prove as strong
Tor him as his for me.

I want a kind and tender heart,
Tor others’ wants to feel;

A soul secure from Fortune’s dart,
And bosom armed with steel,
To bear Divine chastisement’s rod,
And mingling in my plan
Submission to the will of God

‘With charity to man.

I want a keen, observing eye,
An ever-listening ear,

The truth through all disguise to spy,
And wisdom’s voice to hear;

A tongue to speak at virtue’s need
In Heaven’s sublimest strain,

And lips the cause of Man to plead,
And never plead in vain.

I want uninterrupted health
Throughout my long career.

And streams of never-failing wealth
To scatter far and near, —

The destitute to ¢lothe and feed,
Free bounty to bestow, -
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Supply the helpless orphan’s need
And soothe the widow’s woe.

I want the genius to conceive,
The talents to unfold

Designs, the vicious to retrieve,
The virtuous to uphold;

Inventive power, combining skill,
A persevering soul,

Of human hearts to mold the will
And reach from pole to pole.

1 want the seals of power and place,
The ensigns of command,

Charged by the People’s unbought grace

To rule my native land;

Nor crown nor scepter would I ask
But from my country’s will,

By day, by night, to ply the task
Her cup of bliss to fill.

I want the voice of Lhionest praise
To follow me behind,

And to be thought in future days
The {riend of human kind,

That after ages, as they rise,
Exulting may proclaim

In choral union to the skies
Their blessings on my name.

These are the wants of mortal man;
I cannot want them long,

Tor life itself is but a span,
And earthly bliss a song.

My last great want, absorbing all,
Is, when beneath the sod,

And summoned to my final call,
The mercy of my God.

And, oh! while circles in my veins
Of life the purple stream,

And yet a fragment small remains
Of nature’s transient dream,

My soul, in humble hope unscared
Forget not thou to pray

That this thy want may be prepared
To meet the Judgment Day.
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THE FREEDOM OF TIE WILL.

By JONATHAN EDWARDS.

[JoNaTHAN EDWARDS, the greatest metaphysician that America has produced,
was born at East Windsor, Conn., October 5, 1703 ; graduated at Yale, 1720;
and was appointed pastor of a church at Northampton, Mass., 1727, Here he
remained until 1760, when he was dismissed for refusing to administer the sac-
rament to those who could not give proofs of their conversion. The following
year he went as missionary among the Housatonic Indians at Stockbridge, and
in 1757 was called to the presidency of Princeton College, but died shortly after
his installation, March 22, 1758. While at Stockbridge he wrote the famous
treatise on the * Freedom of the Will** (1754), one of the most powerful expo-
sitions of Calvinism ever written. Other worksare: ¢ Original Sin,” ¢ Christian
Virtue,” ete.]

Concerning these Objections, that this Scheme of Necessity renders all Meaus
and Endeavors for the avoiding of Sin, or the obtaining Virtue and Holiness,
vain and to no purpose ; and that it makes Men no more than mere Machines
in Affairs of Morality and Religion.

[IT is said] if it be so, that sin and virtue come to pass by a
necessity consisting in a sure connection of causes and effects,
antecedents and consequents, it can never be worth the while
to use any means or endeavors to obtain the one and avoid the
other, seeing no endeavors can alter the futurity of the event
which is become necessary by a connection already established.

But I desire that this matter may be fully considered, and
that it may be examined with a thorough strictness, whether it
will follow that endeavors and means, in order to avoid or ob-
tain any future thing, must be more in vain, on the supposition
of such a connection of antecedents and consequents, than if
the contrary be supposed.

For endeavors to be in vain is for them not to be successful,
that is to say, for them not eventually to be the means of the
thing aimed at, which cannot be but in one of these two ways:
either, first, that although the means are used, yet the event
aimed at does not follow ; or, secondly, if the event does follow,
it is not because of the means, or from any connection or de-
pendence of the event on the means, the event would have
come to pass as well without the means as with them. If
either of these two things are the :ase, then the means are not
properly successful, and are truly in vain. The successfulness
or unsuccessfulness of means in order to an effect, or their
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being in vain or not in vain, consists in those means being con-
nected or not connected with the effect in such a manner as
this, viz., that the effect is with the means and not without
them, or that the being of the effect is, on the one hand, con-
nected with the means, and the want of the effect, on the other
hand, is connected with the want of the means. If there be
such a connection as this between means and end, the means
are not in vain. The more there is of such a connection, the
further they are from being in vain; and the less of such a
connection, the more they are in vain.

Now, therefore, the question to be answered (in order to
determine whether it follows from this doctrine of the neces-
sary connection between foregoing things, and consequent ones,
that means used in order to any effect are more in vain than
they would be otherwise) is, whether it follows from it that
there is less of the forementioned connection between means
and effect, that is, whether, on the supposition of there being
a real and true connection between antecedent things and con-
sequent ones, there must be less of a connection between means
and effect than on the supposition of there being no fixed con-
nection between antecedent things and consequent ones, and
the very stating of this question is sufficient to answer it. It
must appear to every one that will open his eyes that this
question cannot be affirmed without the grossest absurdity and
inconsistence. ~Means are foregoing things, and effects are
following things; and if there were no connection between
foregoing things and following ones, there could be no connec-
tion between means and end; and so all means would be wholly
vain and fruitless. For it is by virtue of some connection only
that they become successful : it is some connection observed, or
revealed, or otherwise known, between antecedent things and
following ones, that is what directs in the choice of means.
And if there were no such thing as an established connection,
there could be no choice as to means: one thing would have no
more tendency to an effect than another; there would be no
such thing as tendency in the case. All those things which
are succcessful means of other things do therein prove connected
antecedents of them; and therefore to assert that a fixed con-
nection between antecedents and consequents makes means vain
and useless, or stands in the way to hinder the connection be-
tween means and end, is just as ridiculous as to say that a
connection between antecedents and consequents stands in the
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1]
way to hinder a connection between antecedents and conse-
quents.

Nor can any supposed connection of the succession or train
of antecedents and consequents, from the very beginning of all
things, the connection being made already sure and necessary,
either by established laws of nature, or by these together with
a decree of sovereign immediate interpositions of divine power,
on such and such occasions, or any other way (if any other
there be) —I say no such necessary connection of a series of
antecedents and consequents can in the least tend to hinder,
but that the means we use may belong to the series and so
may be some of those antecedents which are connected with
the consequents we aim at in the established course of things.
Endeavors which we use are things that exist, and, therefore,
they belong to the gemeral chain of events: all the parts of
which chain are supposed to be connected; and so endeavors
are supposed to be connected with some effects or some conse-
quent things or other. And certainly this docs not hinder but
that the events they are connected with may be those which
we aim at and which we choose, because we judge them most
likely to have a connection with those events from the estab-
lished order and course of things which we observe, or from
something in divine revelation.

Let us suppose a real and sure connection between a man’s
having his eyes open in the clear daylight, with good organs of
gight and seeing, so that secing is connected with his opening
his eyes, and not seeing with his not opening his eyes; and
also the like connection between such a man’s attempting to
open his eyes and his actually doing it. The supposed estab-
lished connection between these antecedents and consequents,
let the connection be ever so sure and necessary, certainly does
not prove that it is in vain for a man in such circumstances to
attempt to open his eyes in order to seeing ; his aiming at that
cvent, and the use of the means, being the effect of his Will,
does not break the connection or hinder the success.

So that the objection we are upon does not lie against the
doctrine of the necessity of events by a certainty of connection
and consequence : on the contrary, it is truly forcible against
the doctrine of contingence and self-determination, which is
ineonsistent with such a connection. If there be no connection
between those events wherein virtue and vice consist, and any-
thing antecedent, then there is no connection between these
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events and any means or endeavors used in order to them; and,
if 8o, then those means must be vain. The less there is of con-
nection between foregoing things and following ones, so much
the less there is between means and end, endeavors and success ;
and in the same proportion are means and endeavors ineffectual
and vain.

It will follow from those principles that there is no con-
nection between virtue or vice and any foregoing event or
thing, or, in other words, that the determination of the exist-
ence of virtue or vice does not in the least depend on the influ-
ence of anything that comes to pass antecedently from which
the determination of its existence is as its cause, means, or
ground ; because, 8o far as it is so, it is not from self-determi-
nation, and, therefore, so far there is nothing of the nature of
virtue or vice. And so it follows that virtue and vice are not
in any degree dependent upon, or connected with, any fore-
going event or existence, as its cause, ground, or means. And,
if so, then all foregoing means must be totally vain.

Hence it follows that there cannot, in any consistence with
that scheme, be any rcasonable ground of so much as a conjec-
ture concerning the consequence of any means and endeavors in
order to escaping vice or obtaining virtue, or any choice or pref-
erence of means as having a greater probability of success by
some than others, either from any natural connection or de-
pendence of the end on the means, or through any divine con-
stitution, or revealed way of God’s bestowing or bringing to
pass these things, in consequence of any means, endeayors,
prayers, or deeds. Conjecture, in this latter case, depends on a
supposition that God himself is the giver, or determining
cause of the events sought ; but if they depend on self-deter-
mination, then God is not the determining or disposing author
of them ; and if these things are not of his disposal, then no
conjecture can be made, from any revelation he has given, con-
cerning any way or method of his disposal of them.

Yea, on these principles, it will not only follow that men
cannot have any reasonable ground of judgment or conjecture,
that their means and endeavors to obtain virtue or avoid vice
will be successful, but they may be sure they will not; they
may be certain that they will be in vain; and that, if ever the
thing which they seek comes to pass, it will not be at all
owing to the means they use. For means and endeavors can
have no effect, in order to obtain the end, but in one of these
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two ways: cither (1) through a natural tendency and influ-
ence to prepare and dispose the mind more to virtuous acts,
either by causing the disposition of the heart to be more in
favor of such acts, or by bringing the mind more into the view
of powerful motives and inducements; or (2) by putting
persons more in the way of God’s bestowment of the benefit.
But neither of these can be the case. Not the latter, for, as
has been just now observed, it does not consist with the notion
of self-determination which they suppose essential to virtue
that God should be the bestower or (which is the same thing)
the determining, disposing author of virtue. Not the former,
for natural influence and tendency supposes causality and con-
nection and that supposes necessity of event, which is inconsist-
ent with liberty. A tendency of means, by biasing the heart
in favor of virtue, or by bringing the Will under the influence
and power of motives in its determinations, are both inconsist-
ent with liberty of Will, consisting in indifference, and sovereign
self-determination, as has been largely demonstrated.

But for the more full removal of this prejudice against the
doctrine of necessity, which has been maintained, as though it
tended to encourage a total neglect of all endeavors as vain ; the
following things may be considered.

The question is not whether men may not thus improve this
doctrine : we know tlfat many true and wholesome doctrines
are abused ; but, whether the doctrine gives any just occasion
for such an improvement, or whether, on the supposition of
the truth of the doctrine, such a use of it would not be un-
reasonable ? If any shall affirm that it would not, but that the
very nature of the doctrine is such as gives just occasion for it,
it must be on this supposition, namely, that such an invariable
necessity of all things already settled must render the inter-
position of all means, endeavors, conclusions, or actions of ours,
in order to the obtaining any future end whatsoever, perfectly
insignificant, because they cannot in the least alter or vary the
course and series of things, in any event or circumstance ; all
being already fixed unalterably by necessity, and that therefore it
is folly for men to use any means for any end, but their wis-
dom, to save themselves the trouble of endeavors and take their
ease. No person can draw such an inference from this doctrine
and come to such a conclusion without contradicting himself,
and going counter to the very principles he pretends to act
upon ; for he comes to a conclusion and takes a course, in order



THE FREEDOM OF THEL WILL. 5001

to an end, even his ease, or the saving himself from trouble ;
he seeks something future, and uses means in order to a future
thing, even in his drawing up that conclusion, that he will seek
nothing, and use no means in order to anything in future; he
seeks his future ease and the benefit and comfort of indolence.
If prior necessity, that determines all things, makes vain all
actions or conclusions of ours, in order to anything future,
then it makes vain all conclusions and conduct of ours in order
to our future ease. The measure of our ease, with the time,
manner, and every circumstance of it, is already fixed by all-
determining necessity, as much as anything else. If he says
within himself, ¢ What future happiness or misery I shall have
is already, in effect, determined by the necessary course and
connection of things; therefore I will save myself the trouble
of labor and diligence, which cannot add to my determined de-
gree of happiness, or diminish my misery; but will take my
case and will enjoy the comfort of sloth and negligence.” Such
a man contradicts himself ; he says the measure of his future
happiness and misery is already fixed, and he will not try to
diminish the one nor add to the other; but yet, in his very
conclusion, he contradicts this ; for he takes up this conclusion,
to add to his future happiness, by the ease and comfort of his
negligence ; and to diminish his future trouble and misery by
saving himself the trouble of using means and taking pains.

Therefore persons cannot reasonably make this improvement
of the doctrine of necessity, that they will go into a voluntary
negligence of means for their own happiness. For the prin-
ciples they must go upon in order to this are inconsistent with
their making any improvement at all of the doctrine; for to
make some ingprovement of it is to be influenced by it, to come
to some voluntary conclusion in regard to their own conduct,
with some view or aim ; but this, as has been shown, is incon-
sistent with the principles they pretend to act upon. In short,
the principles are such as cannot be acted upon in any respect,
consistently. And, therefore, in every pretense of acting upon
them, or making any improvement of them, there is a self-con-
tradiction.

As to that objection against the doctrine which I have
endeavored to prove, that it makes men no more than mere
machines, I would say that, notwithstanding this doctrine, man
is entirely, perfectly, and unspeakably different from a mere
machine in that he has reason and understanding, and has a
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faculty of Will, and so is capable of volition or choice; and in
that his Will is guided by the dictates or views of his under-
standing, and in that his external actions and behavior and,
in many respects, also his thoughts and the exercises of his
mind are subject to his Will; so that he has liberty to act ac:
cording to his choice and do what he pleases; and by means
of these things, is capable of moral habits and moral acts, such
inclinations and actions as, according to the common sense of
mankind, are worthy of praise, esteem, love, and reward; or,
on the contrary, of disesteem, detestation, indignation, and pun-
ishment.

In these things is all the difference from mere machines, as to
liberty and agency, that would be any perfection, dignity, or
privilege, in any respect; all the difference that can be desired
and all that can be conceived of. . . . Or, if their scheme
makes any other difference than this, between men and ma-
chines, it is for the worse ; it is so far from supposing men to
have a dignity and privilege above machines, that it makes the
manner of their being determined still more unhappy. Whereas
machines are guided by an understanding cause, by the skillful
hand of the workman or owner, the Will of man is left to the
guidance of nothing, but absolute, blind contingence.

—o 0P O

POEMS OF CHARLES WESLEY.

{CrARLES WEsLEY: Clergyman and poet ; born at Epworth, Lincolnshire,
England, December 18, 1708 (0.8.) ; died in London, March 20, 1788, He was
educated at Westminster School, at St. Peter'’s College, Westminster, and at
Christ Church College, Oxford. While at Oxford he helped to organize the
famous Holy Club, of which his brother John afterward became the leader.
He went with Oglethorpe to Georgia in 1785, returning to England the fol-
lowing year. He engaged in the ministry with his brother until his death.
His principal writings are hymns and sermons. ]

MoryNine Hynmx.

* SgE the Day Spring from afar
Ushered by the Morning Star!”
Haste; to Him who sends the light,
Hallow the remains of night.

Souls, put on your glorious dress,
Waking into righteousness; -
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Clothed with Christ, aspire to shine,
Radiance he of light divine.

Beam of the eternal beam,
He in God, and God in him!
Strive we him in us to see,
Transcript of the Deity.

Burst we then the bands of death,
Raised by his all-quick’ning breath;
Long we to be loosed from earth,”
Struggle into second birth.

Spent at length in nature’s light,
Christ attends to give us light,
Christ attends himself to give;
God we now may see, and live.

Though the outward man decay,
Formed within us day by day,
Stiill the nearer man we view,
Christ creating all things new.

Thcu the Life, the Truth, the Way,
Suffer us no more to stray ;

Give us, Lord, and ever give,

Thee to know, in thee to live.

IN TEMPTATION.

Jesus, lover of my soul,
Let me to thy bosom fly,
‘While the nearer waters roll,
‘While the tempest still is nigh :
Hide me, O my Savior, hide,
Till the storm of life is past;
Safe into the haven guide,
O receive my soul at last.

Other refuge have I none,

Hangs my helpless soul on thee;
Leave, ah! leave me not alone,

Still support and comfort me:
All my trust on thee is stayed,

All my help from thee I bring;
Cover my defenseless head

. With the shadow of thy wing.
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Wilt thou not regard my call ?
Wilt thou not accept my prayer ?
Lo! I sink, I faint, I fall!
Lo! on thee I cast my care!
Reach me out thy gracious hand !
‘While I of thy strength receive,
Hoping against hope I stand,
Dying, and behold I live!

Thou, O Christ, art all I want,
More than all in thee I find :
Raise the fallen, cheer the faint,
Heal the sick and lead the blind.
Just and holy is thy Name;
T am all unrighteousness ;
False and full of sin I am;
Thou art full of truth and grace.

Plenteous grace with thee is found,
Grace to cover all my sin;

Let the heeling streams abound,
Make and keep me pure within.

Thou of life the fountain art,
Freely let me take of thee;

Spring thou up within my heart,
Rise to all eternity.

—eolgLoe——

SILVIO PELLICO'S IMPRISONMENT.
(From ‘¢ My Prisons.’")

[S1Lvio Prrrico, an Italian author, was born at Saluzzo, June 24, 1789,
He studied in Turin and Lyons, and taught in a college in Milan, where ¢ Fran-
cesca da Rimini,” his finest tragedy, was acted (1819). Being suspected of
belonging to the Carbonari, he was arrested in 1820, taken to Venice, and con-
demned to death., His sentence was commuted to fifteen years' imprisonment,
but after nine years’ detention he was pardoned. During his imprisonment he
wrote three tragedies and his celebrated work, ¢ Le Mie Prigioni'’ (*‘ My Pris-
ons," 1833), which was at once translated into all European languages, and con-
tributed powerfully to the cause of Italian independence. He died at Turin,

January 31, 1854.]

Ovur departure took place on the night of the 25th of March
[1822]. We were permitted to take leave of our friend, Cesare
Armari. A sbirro chained us in a transverse manner,—namely,
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the right hand and the left foot,—so as to render it impossible
for us to escape.

We went into a gondola, and the guards rowed towards
Fusina. On our arrival, we found two carriages in readiness
for us. Rezia and Canova were placed in one, and Maroncelli
and myself in the other. The commissary was with two of the
prisoners, and an under commissary with the other two. Six
or seven guards of police, armed with swords and muskets, com-
pleted our convoy.

To be compelled by misfortune to leave one’s country is
always painful; but to be torn from it in chains, doomed to
exile in a horrible climate, to linger days and hours and years
in solitary dungeons, is a fate so appalling that no language
can describe it.

As we approached the Alps, I felt that my country was
becoming doubly dear to me: the sympathy we awakened on
every side, from all ranks, formed an irresistible appeal to my
affection and gratitude. In every city, in every village, in
every group of meanest houses, the news of our condemnation
had been known for some weeks; and we were expected. In
several places, the commissaries and the guards had difficulty
in dispersing the crowd that surrounded us. It was astonish-
ing to witness the benevolent and humane feeling generally
manifested in our behalf.

In Udine we met with a singular and touching incident.
On arriving at the inn, the commissary caused the door of the
courtyard to be closed, in order to keep back the people. A
room was assigned us; and he ordered the waiters to bring
supper, and make such accommodation as we required for
repose. In a few moments, three men entered with mattresses
upon their shoulders.

‘What was our surprise to see that only one of them was a
servant of the inn! The others were two of our acquaintances.
We pretended to assist them in placing the beds, and had time
to recognize each other, and give the hand of fellowship and
sympathy. It was too much: the tears started to our eyes.
Ah! how trying it was to us all, not to be allowed the sad satis-
faction of shedding them in each other’s arms!

The commissaries were not aware of the circumstance; but
I had reason to think that one of the guards saw into the affair,
just as the good Dario grasped me by the hand. He was a
Venetian. He fixed his eyes upon us both, turned pale, and
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seemed én the point of making an alarm, but turned away his
eyes, as if pretending not to see us. If he did not think that
they were our friends, he must have believed them to be some
servants with whom we were acquainted.

The next morning we left Udine by dawn of day. The
affectionate Dario was already in the street, wrapped in hiy
mantle: he beckoned to us, and followed us a long way. A
coach also continued at some little distance from us for several
miles. Some one waved a handkerchief from it, till it turnod
back: who could it have been? We had our own conjectures.
May Heaven protect all those generous souls who thus express
their love for the unfortunate! I had the more reason to prize
them from the fact of having met with cowards, who, not con-
tent with denying me, thought to benefit themselves by calum-
niating their once fortunate friend. These cases, however, were
rare; while those of the former, to the honor of the human char-
acter be it said, were numerous.

On the 10th of April we arrived at our place of destination.

The city of Briinn is the capital of Moravia, where the gov-
ernor of the two provinces of Moravia and Silesia is accustomed
to reside. Situated in a pleasant valley, it presents a rich and
noble aspect. At one time, it was a great manufactory of cloth;
but its prosperous days were now passed, and its population
did not exceed thirty thousand.

Contiguous to the walls on the western side rises a mount,
on which stands the dreaded fortress of Spielberg, once the royal
seat of the lords of Moravia, and now the severest prison of the
Austrian monarchy. It was a wellsguarded citadel, but was
bombarded and taken by the French after the celebrated battle
of Austerlitz, a village at a little distance from it. It was
not repaired for the purpose of a fortress; but a portion of the
outworks, which had been wholly demolished, were rebuilt.
Within it are imprisoned some three hundred wretches, for the
most part robbers and assassins: some condemned to severe
imprisonment (carcere duro); others, to that called durissimo,
the severest of all. The “severe vmprisonment” comprehends
compulsory daily labor, wearing chains on the legs, sleeping
on bare boards, and eating the worst imaginable food. The
very severe imprisonment signifies being chained in a more hor-
rible manner; one part of the iron being fixed in the wall,
united to a hoop round the body of the prisoner, so as to pre-
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vent his moving further than the board which serves for his
couch. We, as state prisoners, were condemned to severe
imprisonment. The food, however, is the same; though, in
the words of the law, it is prescribed to be bread and water.

While mounting the acclivity, we turned our eyes as if to
take a last look of the world we were leaving, and doubted if
ever the portals of that living grave, which was about to receive
us, would be again unclosed to us. I was calm in appearance;
but rage and indignation burned within. It was in vain I had
recourse to philosophy: it had no arguments to quiet or to sup-
port me.

I was in poor health on leaving Venice, and the journey had
fatigued me exceedingly. I had a fever, and felt severe pains,
both in my head and my limbs. Illness increased my irritation,
and probably the last aggravated the disease.

We were consigned to the superintendent of Spielberg, and
our names were registered in the same list as that of the robbers.
On taking leave, the imperial commissary shook our hands, and
was evidently affected. “Farewell,” he said, “and let me
recommend to you calmness and submission; for I assure you
that the least infraction of discipline will be punished by the
governor in the severest manner.”

The consignment being made, my friend and myself were
conducted into a subterranean gallery, where two dismal-looking
dungeons were unlocked, at a distance from each other. In one
of these I was entombed alive, and poor Maroncelli in the other.

After having bid adieu to so many beloved objects, and there
remains only a single friend between yourself and utter soli-
tude,— the solitude of chains and a living death,— how bitter
it is to be separated even from that one! Maroncelli, en leav-
ing me ill and dejected, shed tears over me as one whom, it was
most probable, he would never more behold. In him, too, I
lamented a noble-minded man, cut off in the splendor of his
intellect and the vigor of his days, snatched from society, all
its duties and its pleasures, and even from the “common air,
the earth, the sky.” Yet he survived the unheard-of afflictions
heaped upon him; but in what a state did he leave his living
tomb! -

When I found myself alone in that horrid cavern; heard the
closing of the iron doors, and the rattling of chains; and, by
the gloomy light of a high window, saw the wooden bench
destined for my couch, with an enormous chain fized in the
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wall,— 1 sat down in sullen rage on my hard resting place,
and, taking up the chain, measured its length in the belief that
it was destined for me.

In half an hour, I caught the sound of locks and keys: the
door opened, and the head jailer handed me a jug of water.

“Here is something to drink,” he said in a rough tone;
“and you will have your loaf to-morrow.”

“Thanks, my good man.”

“I am not good,” was the reply.

“The worse for you,” I answered rather sharply. “And
this great chain,” I added,— “is it for me?”

“It is, sir, if you do not keep quiet,— if you get into a rage,
or say impertinent things. But, if you are reasonable, we shall
only chain you by the feet. The blacksmith is getting all
ready.”

He then walked sullenly up and down, shaking that horrid
ring of enormous keys; while, with angry eye, I measured his
gigantic, lean, and aged figure. His features, though not
decidedly vulgar, bore the most repulsive expression of brutal
severity that I ever beheld.

How unjust mankind are when they presume to judge by
appearances, and according to their arrogant prejudices! The
man whom I upbraided in my heart for shaking, as it were in
triumph, those horrible keys, to make me more keenly sensible
of his power, whom I set down as an insignificant tyrant inured
to practices of cruelty, was then revolving thoughts of compas-
sion, and had spoken in that harsh tone only to conceal his real
feelings. Perhaps he was afraid to trust himself, or thought
that I should prove unworthy of gentler treatment; perhaps,
though willing to afford me relief, he felt doubtful whether I
might not be more criminal than unhappy.

Annoyed by his presence, and by the sort of lordly air he
assumed, I determined to try to humble him, and called out, as
if speaking to a servant, “ Give me something to drink!”

He looked at me with an expression which seemed to say,
“ Arrogant man! this is no place for you to show the airs of a
master.”

Still he was silent, bent his long back, took up the jug, and
gave it to me. On taking it from him, I perceived that ho
trembled; and, believing it to proceed from age, I felt a min-
gled emotion of reverence and compassion. “How old are
you?” 1 inquired in 2 kinder tone.
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“Seventy-four, sir. I have lived to see great calamities, as
regards both others and myself.”

The tremulous motion I had observed increased as he said
this and again took the jug from my hand. I now thought it
might be owing to some nobler feeling than the effect of age;
and the aversion I had conceived instantaneously left me.

“ And what is your name?” I inquired.

“It pleased fortune, sir, to make a fool of me, by giving me
the name of a great man. My name is Schiller.” He then
told me, in a few words, some particulars as to his native place,
his family, the campaigns in which he had served, and the
wounds he had received.

He was a Swiss, the son of peasants; had been in the wais
against the Turks under Marshal Laudon, in the reign of Maria
Theresa and Joseph II. He had subsequently served in the
Austrian campaigns against France, up to the period of Napo-
leon’s exile.

In beginning to form a better opinion of one against whom
we had conceived a strong prejudice, we seem to discover in
every feature, in his voice, and in his manners, fresh marks of
a good disposition, to which we were before strangers. . . .
In short, I won a little upon old Schiller: I looked at him more
attentively, and he no longer appeared forbidding. To say the
truth, there was something in his language which, spite of its
rough tone, showed the genuine traits of a noble mind. And,
in spite of our first looks of mutual distrust and defiance, we
seemed to feel a certain respect for each other: he spoke boldly
what he thought, and so did I.

“Captain as I am,” he observed, “I have fallen into this
wretched post of jailer as an easier duty; but God knows it is
far more disagreeable for me to maintain it than it was to risk
my life in battle.”

I was now sorry I had asked himn so haughtily to give me
drink. “My dear Schiller,” I said, grasping his hand, “it is
in vain for you to deny it, I know you are a good fellow; and,
since I have fallen into this calamity, I thank Heaven which
has given me you for a keeper!”

He listened to me, shook his head, and ithen rubbed his
forehead, like a man in some perplexity or trouble.

“No, sir, I am bad,—rank bad. They made me take an
oath, which I must and will keep. I am bound to treat all the
prisoners, without distinction, with equal severity; no indul-
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gence, no permission to relent, or to soften the sternest orders,
particularly as regards prisoners of state.”

“You are a noble fellow: I respect you for making your
duty a point of conscience. You may err, humanly speaking;
but your motives are pure in the eyes of God.”

“Poor gentleman, have patience, and pity me. I shall be
hard as steel in my duty; but my heart bleeds at being unable
to relieve the unfortunate. This is all I wished to say.” We
were both affected.

He then entreated that I would preserve my calmness, and
not, as is too often the case with solitary prisoners, give way to
passion, which calls for restraint, and even for severer punish-
ment.

He afterwards resumed his gruff, affected tone, as if to con-
ceal the compassion he felt for me; observing that it was high
time for him to go.

He came back, however, and inquired how long a time I
had been afflicted with that horrible cough, reflecting sharply
upon the physician for not coming to see me that very evening.
“You are ill of a fever,” he added; “I see it well. You will
need a straw bed; but we cannot give you one till the doctor
has ordered it.”

He retired, and locked the door; and I threw myself upon
the hard boards with considerable fever and pain in my chest,
but less irritable, less at enmity with mankind, and less alien-
ated from God.

The inconvenience I experienced from the chain upon my
legs, which provented me from sleeping, destroyed my health.
Schiller wished me to petition, and declared that it was the
duty of the physician to order the chain to be taken off. For
some time I refused to listen to him; then I yielded, and in-
formed the doctor that, in order to obtain a little sleep, I
should be thankful to have the chain removed, if only for a
few days. He answered that my fever did not yet require the
removal; and that it was necessary I should become accustomed
to the chain. I was indignant at this reply, and at myself for
having asked the favor.

“See what I have gained by following your advice,” said I
to Schiller; and I said it in a very sharp tone, not a little
offensive to the old man. i

. “You are veéxed,” he exclaimed, “because you met with a
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denial; and 1 am as much so with your arrogance! Could 1
help it?”

Then Le began a long sermon. “The proud value them-
selves mightily in never exposing themselves to a refusal, in
never accepting an offer, and in being ashamed of a thousand
little matters. Alle Eseleyen! It isall nonsense! Vain pride,
want of true dignity, which consists in being ashamed only of
bad actions!” He went off, and made the door ring with a
tremendous noise.

I was dismayed; yet his rough sincerity scarcely displeased
me. Had he not spoken the truth? To how many weaknesses
had I not given the name of dignity, while they were nothing
but pride!

At the dinner hour, Schiller left my fare to the convict
Kunda, who brought me some water, while Schiller stood
outside. I called him. “I have no time,” he replied very
dryly.

I rose, and, geing to him, said, “If you wish my dinner
to agree with me, pray don’t look so sour: it is worse than
vinegar.”

“And how ought I to loock?” he asked, rather more ap-
peased.

“Cheerful, and like a fiiend,” was my reply.

“Let us be merry, then. Viva Uallegria!” cried the old
man. “And, if it will make your dinner agree with you, I
will dance you a hornpipe into the bargain.” And, assuming
a broad grin, he began to kick with his long, lean, spindle
shanks, which he worked about like two huge stilts, till I
thought I should have died with laughing. I laughed and
almost cried at the same time.

One evening, Count Oroboni and I were standing at our
windows, complaining of the mean diet to which we were sub-
jected. Animated by the subject, we talked a little too loud;
and the sentinels began to upbraid us. The superintendent
also called in a loud voice to Schiller, as he happened to be
passing, and inquired in a threatening voice why he did not
keep a better watch, and teach us to be silent. Schiller came
to me in a great rage to complain, and ordered me never more
to think of speaking from the window. He wished me to
promise that I would not.

“No,” replied I; “I shall do no such thing.”

“Oh, der Teyfel! der Teyfel!” exclaimed the old man; “do



5012 SILVIO PELLICO'S IMPRISONMENT.

you say ‘that to me? Have I not had a horribte strapping on
your account?”

“I am sorry, dear Schiller, if you have suffered on my ac-
count. But I cannot promise what I do not mean to perform.”

“ And why not perform it?”

“Because I cannot; because this continual solitude is such
a torment to me. No: I will speak as long as I have breath,
and invite my neighbor to talk to me. If he refuse, I will talk
to my window bars, I will talk to the hills before me, I will
talk to the birds as they fly about. I will talk.”

“ Der Teufel! you will! You had better promise.”

“No, no, no! never!” I exclaimed.

Ile threw down his huge bunch of keys, and ran about,
crying, “ Der Teufel! der Teufel!” Then, all 2t once, he threw
his long, bony arms about my neck, exclaiming with an oath,
“You shall talk! Am I to cease to be a man because of this
vile mob of keys? You are a gentleman, and I like your spirit.
I know you will not promise. I would do the same in your
place.”

I picked up his keys and presented them to him. “These
keys,” said I, “are not so bad after all: they cannot turn an
honest soldier, like you, into a villainous cutthroat.”

“Why, if I thought they could, I would hand them back to
my superiors and say, ‘If you will give me no bread but the
wages of a hangman, I will go, and beg alms from door to
door.””

He took out his handkerchief, dried his eyes, and then,
raising them, seemed to pray inwardly for some time. I, too,
offered up my secret prayers for this good old man. He saw
it, and took my hand with a look of grateful respect.

Upon leaving me, he said in a low voice, “ When you speak
with Count Oroboni, speak as I do now. You will do me a
double kindness. I shall hear no more threats from my lord
superintendent; and, by not making it necessary for any re-
marks of yours to be repeated in his ear, you will avoid giving
fresh irritation to one who knows how to punish.”

I assured him that not a word should come from either of
our lips, which could possibly give cause of offense. In fact,
we required no further instructions to be cautious. Two
prisoners, desirous of communication, are skillful enough to
invent a language of their own, without the least danger of
its being interpreted by any listencr.
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MILLER VOSS AND THE AMTSHAUPTMANN.
By FRITZ REUTER.
(From ‘*In the Year '13": translated by Charles L. Lewes.)

[Fritz REUTER, German dialect poet and novelist, was born in Stavenhagen,
Mecklenburg-Schwerin, November 7, 1810. While finishing his law studies at
Jena, he joined a secret society. He was arrested for high treason in 1883, con-
demned to death in 1834, and, his sentence being commuted to thirty ycars'
imprisonment, was confined in several fortresses, but was amnestied in 1840.
Being too old to resume the study of law, he engaged in several enterprises, lost
his property, and became a private tutor in a little town in Pomerania. There
he composed ** Léuschen un Rimels’” (‘¢ Melodies and Rhymes’’) in Low German
(1853), which at once placed him in the first rank of popular poets. He also
wrote novels, stories, etc., among the best being ¢ In the Time of the French
and ‘‘In the Time of ny Imprisonment.”” He died June 12, 1874.]

I was baptized, and had godfathers: four of them. And,
if my godfathers were still alive, and walked through the streets
with me, people would stop and say : ¢ Look, what fine fellows !
you won’t see many such.” They were indeed godfathers !
And one of them was a head taller than the others, and towered
above them as Saul did above his brethren. This was the old
Amtshauptmann Weber. He used to wear a well-brushed
blue coat, ycllowish trousers, and well-blacked boots, and his
face was so marked by the smallpox that it looked as if the
Devil had been threshing his peas on it, or as if he had sat
down upon his face on a cane-bottomed chair. On his broad
forehead there stood written, and in his eyes too you could
read, “ Not the fear of Man but the fear of God.” And he was
the right man in the right place.

About eleven o’clock in the morning he might be scen sit-
ting in an armchair in the middle of the room, whilst his wife
fastened a napkin under his chin, put the powder on his hair,
tied it behind and twisted it into a neat pigtail.

When the old gentleman walked up and down under the
shade of the chestnut trees at noon, his little rogue of a pigtail
wagged merrily, and nodded over the collar of his blue coat as
if it wanted to say to any one who would listen : * Yes, look,
old fellow! What do you think of me? I am only the tip of
his bair, and if I can wag so comically out here, you may fancy
how merry it must be inside his head.”

When I took him a message from my father, and managed
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to give I{It straight off, he would pat me on the head and then
say : “Now, away with you, boy. Off, like a shot! When
you pull the trigger the gun mustn’t hang fire, but must go
off like a flash of lightning. Run to Mamsell Westphalen, and
ask her for an apple.”

To my father he would say: “ Well, friend, what do you
think? Are not you glad that you have a son? Boys are much
better than girls; girls are always fretting and crying. Thank
God, I have a boy too, my Joe. — What say you, eh!”

My father told my mother. “Do you know,” said he,
“what the old Amtshauptmann says? Boys are better than
girls.” Now I was in the room at the time and overheard this,
and of course I said to myself : «“ My godfather is always right,
boys are better than girls, and every one should have his de-
serts.” So I took the large piece of plumcake for myself and
gave my sister the small one, and thought not a little of my-
self, for I knew now that I was the larger half of the apple.
But this was not to last ; the tables were to be turned. —

One day —it was at the time when the rascally French had
just come back from Russia, and everything was in commotion
—some one knocked at the Herr Amtshauptmann’s door.
“Come in,” cried the old gentleman, and in came old Miller
Voss of Gielow, ducking his head nearly down to the ground
by way of a bow.

“Good afternoon, Herr Amtshauptmann,” said Le.

“ Good morning, Miller.”

Now, though the one said “good afternoon ” and the other
said “good morning,” each was right from his own point of
view ; for the Miller got up at four o’clock in the morning,
and with him it was afternoon, while with the Amtshauptmann
it was still early in the morning, as he did not rise till
eleven.

“ What is it, Miller ?”

“ Herr Amtshauptmann, I’ve come to you about a weighty
matter. — I'll tell you what it is: I want to be made a bank-
rupt.”

“ What, Miller ! ”

“I want to be made a bankrupt, Herr Amtshauptmann.”

“Hm —hm,” muttered the Amtshauptmann, “that’s an
ugly business.” And he paced up and down the room scratch-
ing his head. “How long have you been at the bailiwick of
Stemhagen ? . ..
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“Three and thuty years come Midsummer.”

“Hm —hm,” again muttered the Amtshauptmann, “and
how old are you, Miller ?”

“ Come peas harvest five and sixty, or maybe six and sixty ;
for as to our old Pastor Hammerschmidt he wasn’t much given
to writing, and didn’t trouble his head about parish registers,
and the Frau Pastor, who made the entries, — I’ faith she had a
deal to do besides, — only attended to them every three years,
so that there might be enough to make it worth while; and
then some fine afternoon she would go through the village and
write down the children’s ages, but more according to height
and size than to what they really were ; and my mother always
said she had cut off a year from me, because I was small and
weakly. But less than five and sixty I'm not. I am sure of
that.”

During this speech the Amtshauptmann had kept walking
up and down the room, listening with only one ear; he now
stood still before the Miller, looked straight into his eyes, and
said sharply : “Then, Miller Voss, you're much too old for any-
thing of the kind.”

“ How so, Herr ?” exclaimed the poor Miller, quite cast
down.

« Bankruptcy is a hard matter ; at your age you could not
carry it through.”

“ Do you think so, Herr ? ”

“Yes, I do. We are both too old for it. Wec¢ must leavo
such things to younger people. What do you think folks
would say if I were to get myself declared bankrupt? Why,
they would say, of course, the old Amtshauptmann up at the
Schloss has gone quite mad ! And,” added he, laying his hand
gently on the Miller’s shoulder, * they would be right, Mxller
Voss. What say you, eh?”

The Miller looked down at the toes of his boots a.nd
scratched his head : “It’s true, Herr.”

“Tell me,” said the old gentleman, patting him kindly on
the shoulder, ¢ where does the shoe pinch? What is troubling
you?”

“Troubling ! say you, Herr Amtshauptmann,” shouted the
Miller, clapping his hand to the side of his head as if a wasp
had stung him. “Troubling! Torturing, you mean. Tortur-
ing! —That Jew! That cursed Jew! And then the law-
suit, Herr Amtshauptmann, the cursed lawsuit ! ”
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« Look you, Miller, that's another of your follies, entan.
gling yourself at your age in a lawsuit.”

“ True enough, Herr ; but when I began it I was in my
prime and thought to be able to fight it out; now I see clear
enough that your lawsuit has a longer breath than an honest
Miller.”

“But I think it’s coming to an end now.”

“Yes, Herr Amtshauptmann, and then I shall be hard up,
for my affairs are in a bad way. The lawyers have muddled
them, and as for my uncle, old Joe Voss, why, his son who will
soon get possession of all is a downright vagabond, and they
say he’s sworn a great oath to oust me from the Borcherts Inn
at Malchin. But I have the right on my side, Herr Amtshaupt-
mann. And how I got into this lawsuit I don’t know to this
day, for old Frau Borcherts while she was still alive — she was
the aunt of my mother’s sister’s daughter — and Joe Voss —he
was my cousin . . .”

“I know the story,” interrupted the Amtshauptmann, “and
if you would follow my advice, you would make it up.”

“But I can’t, Herr, for Joe Voss’ rascally son wouldn’t be
satisfied with less than half the money, and if I pay that, I
shall be a beggar. No, Herr Amtshauptmann, it may go as it
will, but one thing I'm resolved on, I won’t give in though I
go to prison for it. Is a ruffian like that, who struts about with
his father’s money in his pocket, spending it right and left, and
who doesn’t know what it is to have to keep up a house in
these hard times — and who's never had his cattle carried off
by those cursed French, nor his horses stolen out of the stable,
nor his house plundered, —is such a rascal as that to get the
better of me? By your leave, Herr, I could kick the fellow.”

“ Miller Voss, gently, Miller Voss,” said the old gentleman,
“ the lawsuit will come to an end sometime or other. It is
going on.”

“Going, Herr Amtshauptmann ? It's flying, as the Devil
said when he tied the Bible to his whip and swung it round
his head.”

“True, true, Miller Voss ; but at present you're not much
pressed.” :

“Pressed? Why, I'm fixed in a vise—in a vise, I say!
That Jew, Herr Amtshauptmann, that thrice-cursed Jew ! ”

*  “What Jew is it ?”” agsks the Herr Amtshauptmann. And
the Miller twirls his hat between his finger and thumb, looks



MILLER VOSS AND THE AMTSHAUPTMANN. 5017

cautiously round to see that no one is listening, draws closer
to the old gentleman, and, laying a finger on his lip, whispers :
«Itzig, Herr Amtshauptmann.”

“ Whew ! ” said the old Herr. “How came you to be mixed
up with that fellow ?”

“Herr Amtshauptmann, how came the ass to have long
ears? Some go to gather wild strawberries, and get stung by
nettles. The sexton of Giigelow thought his wheelbarrow was
full of holy angels, and when he had got to the top of the
mountain and expected to see them fly up to heaven, the
Devil’s grandmother was sitting in the wheelbarrow, and she
grinned at himn and said : ¢Neighbor, we shall meet again!’ In
my troubles, when the enemy had taken everything I had, I
borrowed twe hundred thalers from him, and for the last two
years I have been obliged to renew the bill from term to term,
and the debt has erept up to five hundred thalers, and the day
after to-morrow I shall be forced to pay it.”

“ But, Miller, did you sign? "

“Yes, Herr Athtshauptmann.”

“Then you must pay. What’s written is written.”

“ But, Herr Amtshauptmann, I thought . . .”

«It can’t be helped, Miller ; what’s written is written.”

“But the Jew?. . .”

« Miller, what’s written is written.”

“Then, Herr Amtshauptmann, what shall I do?”

The old gentleman began again to walk backwards and for-
wards in the room, tapping his forehead. At last he stopped,
looked earnestly in the Miller’s face, and said : * Miller, young
people get out of such difficulties better than old ones; send
me one of your boys.”

The old Miller looked once more at the toes of his boots,
and then turning his face away, said in a tone which went
straight to the old Amtshauptmann’'s heart : ¢ Sir, whom shall
I send? My Joe was ground to death in the mill, and Karl
was carried off to Russia by the French last year, and he’s not
come back.”

“ Miller,” replied the old Amtshauptmann, patting him on
the back, “have you then no children at all ?”

: “I have,” said he, wiping a tear from his eye, “a little girl
oft.”

“Well, Miller, I am not particularly fond of girls myself,
they are always fretting and crying.”
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«That’s true, sir, they are always fretting and crying.”

« And they can be of no use in a matter like this, Miller.”

«But what will happen to me then?”

“«The Jew will put in an execution, and will take away
everything.”

“Well, Herr Amtshauptmann, the French have done that
twice already, so the Jew may as well try it now. At any rate
he will leave the millstone behind. — And you think I'm too
old to be made bankrupt?”

“Yes, Miller, I fear so.”

“ Well, then, good day, Herr Amtshauptmann.” And so
saying he went away.

The old gentleman stands still awhile and looks after the
Miller as he goes across the courtyard of the Schloss, and says
to himself : «It’s hard for one old man to see another gradu-
ally going to ruin through the bad times and bad people. DBut

who can help him? . . . The only thing is to give him time.
— Five hundred thalers ! ! Who in these days can pay down
five hundred thalers? . . . Take away old Roggenbom of

Scharfzow, and I think you might set the whole bailiwick of
Stemhagen, town and all, on its head, and no five hundred
thalers would fall out. . . . And Roggenbom won’t do it. . . .
Possibly at Easter it might be done ; but the Jew will not wait
as long as that. —Yes, yes, they are hard times for everybody.”

But while he thus stood and looked out of the window, the
courtyard became full of life, and seven French Chasseurs rode
in at the gate. One of them got down, and fastened his horse
to the door of Mamsell Westphalen’s henhouse, and went
straight into the Amtshauptmann’s room, and began swearing
and gesticulating at him, while the old gentleman remained
standing, and stared at him. But as it grew more serious, and,
the Frenchman began to draw his sword, the Amtshauptmann
stepped towards the bell and called for his factotum Fritz
Sahlmann, who used to run his errands for him, and ¢ Fritz,”
said he, “run down to the Herr Burmeister and see if he can-
not come up here a little while, for I have come to the end of
my Latin.” .

And Fritz Sahlmann now comes down to my father and
says: “ Herr Burmeister, come quickly to the Amtshauptmann’s
help, or, by my life, things will go badly.”

“ Why, what’s the matter ? ” asks my father.

“ There are six rascally French Chasseurs in the courtyard
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at the Schloss, —and the Captain of them,— he is in with the
Herr, —and has forgotten his manners,—and has drawn his
sword, and is brandishing it before the eyes of the Herr, and the
Herr stands fixed to the spot, and doesn’t move an inch; for
he knows about as much of French as the cow does of Sunday.”

“The devil ! ” said my father, and jumped up, for he was a
quick, determined man, and did not know what fear meant.

When he entered the room, the Frenchman was rushing
about like a wild beast, and the words came sputtering out of
his mouth like the beer from a barrel without a bung. The
Amtshauptmann was standing quite still, and had his French
pocket dictionary in his hand, and whenever he caught a word
the Frenchman said, he turned over the leaves to see what the
dictionary made of it, and when my father came in, he asked :
“ My friend, what does the fellow want? Eh! . .. Ask the
fellow what he wants.”

My father thereupon began to speak to the Frenchman, but
he was so loud apd vehement, shouted and gesticulated so
much, that the old: Amtshauptmann asked : ¢ What is he so
excited for, friend?” Well, at last my father got out of the
Frenchman what it was he wanted : ¢ Fifteen fat oxen, and
a load of corn, and seven hundred ells of green cloth, and a
hundred louis d’ors; ” —and a great deal “doo vang” (as my
father told the Amtshauptmann) for himself and his men be-
sides. “My friend,” then said the old Herr, ¢ tell the fellow
he is a scound——"

“Stop!” cried my father, “don’t say that word, Herr
Amtshauptmann, he will often have heard it lately, and maybe
he understands it. No, I advise that we should give him
plenty ¢doo vang’ now ; it will be time enough to think of the
rest afterwards.” And the Herr Amtshauptmann agreed, and
ordered Fritz Sahlmann to get glasses and wine from Mamsell
Westphalen, ¢ but not the best.”

Well, the wine comes, and my father fills the Frenchman’s
glass and the Frenchman fills my father’s, and they drink and
fill alternately, and my father soon says: “ Herr Amtshaupt-
mann, you must sit down too and help me, for this fellow is a
cask without a bottom.”

% My friend,” answered the Amtshauptmann, “I am an old
man and the chief justiciary in his Grace’s bailiwick of Stem-
hagen; it is not fitting that T should sit and drink with this
fellow,” :
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“Yes,” said my father, “but Necessity knows no law ; and
besides, this is for our country.”

And so the old Herr sat down and did his best. But after
some time my father said: “ Herr Amtshauptmann, the fellow
is too many for us; what a mercy it would be if we could get
hold of some one with a strong head.” And as he said this,
there came a knock at the door. ¢ Come in.”

“Good day,” says old Miller Voss of Gielow, coming in,
“good day, Herr Amtshauptmann.”

“Good day, Miller, what is the matter now?”

« Oh! Herr, I have come again about my lawsuit.”

«There’s no more time for that to-day ; you see the position
we are in.”

But my father cried out : * Voss, come here, and do a Chris-
tian deed. Just seat yourself by this Frenchman and drink
him down.” Miller Voss looked first at my father and then at
the Amtshauptmann, and thought to himself : “I’ve never been
at a session like this before ; ” but nevertheless he soon found
himself at home in it.

My father now goes to the Amtshauptmann, and says:
« Herr Amtshauptmann, this is our man; he will finish the fel-
low; I know him.”

“ Good,” said the old Herr, “but how are we to get rid of
the six fellows out there in the courtyard ?”

“They are but a band of ruffians and marauders,” replied
my father; *“only let me do as I like, and I will soon get rid of
them ;” and he called Fritz Sahlmann and said : * Fritz, my lad,
go down through the Schloss garden,—mind no one sees you,
—and run to Droz the watchmaker ; he is to put on his uni-
form and his black leggings and bearskin and sword and gun,
and slip across the garden through the little green gate to the
corner window, and then cough.”

Now as concerns Droz the watchmaker, he was by birth a
Neufchatelois ; he bad served under many flags, amongst them
the French, and at last had come to a halt in my native town,
where he had married a widow and settled. He had hung up
his French uniform, and in the evening twilight, when it was
too dark to see to mend watches, he used to put it on and strut
up and down his little room, but with his head bare, as the ceil-
ing was too low for him to wear his bearskin. And then he
would talk about “la grande nation” and “le grand Empereur"”
and command the division : Right wheel: Left wheel : Right
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about face: till his wife and children crept behind the bed for
fear. But he was a good man and would not hurt a fly, and
the next day * la grande nation” would be safe in the cupboard,
and he mending away at his watches and eating Mecklenburg
dumplings dipped in the fat of Mecklenburg bacon.

Well, while the watchmaker was buttoning on his leggings
and putting on his bearskin, Miller Voss sat drinking with the
Frenchman, both working well at the Amtshauptmann’s red
wine, and the Frenchman clinked glasses with the Miller and
said : “A vous!” and the Miller then took his glass, drank, and
said : “Pooh, pooh !” and then the Miller clinked glasses with
the Frenchman, and the Frenchman thanked him and said:
“Serviteur,” and then the Miller drank again and said : *“Ras-
¢'lly cur!” And in this way they went on drinking and talk-
ing French together.

Gradually they became more and more friendly, and the
Frenchman put his sword in its sheath, and before very long
they were in each other’s arms. At this moment a cough was
heard under the corner window, and my father stole out and
gave the watchmaker directions what he was to do. But the
Herr Amtshauptmann kept walking up and down, wondering
what the Duke would say to all this if he were to see it, and
said to the Miller: «“Miller, don’t give in, I will not forget
you.” And the Miller did not give in, but drank sturdily on.

Meanwhile the watchmaker went stealthily back again
through the Schloss garden, and when he came on to the road
leading up to the Schloss, he slapped himself on the breast and
drew himself up to his full height, for he was now *grande
nation” again, and he marched in at the Schloss gate in mili-
tary style, which suited him well, for he was a fine-looking fel-
low. The six Chasseurs, who were standing by their horses,
loaked at him and whispered together, and one of them went
after him and demanded whence he came and whither he was
going. But Droz looked scornfully over his shoulder at him
and answered him sharply and shortly in French that he was
the quartermaster of the seventy-third Regiment, and that it
would be up from Malchin in half an hour, and he must first of
all speak to * Monsieur le Baillif.” The Chasseur turned pale,
and as Droz began to talk about marauders and related how
his Captain had had a couple shot the day before, first one and
then another jumped on to his horse, and although a few did
chatter together for a moment or two and pointed to the
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Schloss, yet none of them felt inclined to stay any longer, and
almost before you could lift your finger, the courtyard was
empty. And we boys stood at the Brandenburg gate and
watched the six French Chasseurs as they floundered about in
the mud, for it was just the season for the Mecklenburg roads,
being the spring and the thaw having just set in.

—-—Mmo‘———

WALPURGIS NIGHT.
By GOETHE.
(From ¢ Faust.”)

[Jouanny WorLrgaNe GorTHE was born August 28, 1749 ; went to Leipsic
University in 1760; shortly after began to write dramas and songs; in 1771
took a doctor’s degree at Strasburg and became an advocate at Frankfort;
wrote ‘ Gotz von Berlichingen” in 1771, a8 also ¢ The Wanderer” and ‘¢ The
Wanderer’s Storm Song'’ ; settled in Wetzlar for law practice in 1772, but had
to fly on account of a Iove intrigue ; in 1773 wrote ** Prometheus,’’ some farce
satires, the comedy *‘ Erwin and Elmira,’ and began *‘ Faust'' ; * The Sorrows
of Young Werther” and * Clavigo®’ in 1774 ; in 1775 settled in Weimar, became
a privy councilor to the duke, and a most useful public official ; studied and
made valuable discoveries in natural science ; began ‘¢ Wilhelm Meister's Appren-
ticeship *’ in 1777 ; wrote ** Iphigenia ** in prose 1779, in verse 1788 ; completed
« Egmont " in 1787, and ¢ Tasso in 1789 ; was director of the court theater
at Weimar, 1791 ; 1794-18056 was associated with Schiller, and they conducted
the literary review Horen together; he finished ‘¢ Wilhelm Meister's Appren-
ticeship "’ in 1796, ¢* Hermann and Dorothea,' 1797, ¢ Elective Affinities," 1809,
¢ Dooctrine of Color,” 1810, and his autobiography, * Fancy and Truth,’ 1811.
In 1815 he issued the ‘“ Divan of East and West,” a volume of poems ; in 1821
¢« Wilhelm Meister’s Wanderjihre," a mélange of various pieces put together by
his secretary. In 1831 he finished the second part of ¢ Faust.” He died March
22, 1832.]

Scene: The Hariz Mountains, — & desolate country.

Mephistopheles —

‘Would you not like a broomstick ? As for me,

I wish I had & good stout ram to ride;

For we are still far from the appointed place.
Faust —

This knotted sta.ff is help enough for me,

Whilst I feel fresh upon my legs. What good

Is there in making short a pleasant way ?

To creep along the labyrinths of the vales,

And climb those rocks, where ever-babbling springs
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Precipitate themselves in waterfalls,
Is the true sport that seasons such a path.
Already Spring kindles the birchen spray,
And the hoar pines already feel her breath:
Shall she not work also within our limbs ?
Mephistopheles —
Nothing of such an influence do I feel:
My body is all wintry, and I wish
The flowers upon our path were frost and snow:
But see! how melancholy rises now,
Dimly uplifting her belated beam,
The blank unwelcome round of the red moon;
And gives so bad a light, that every step
One stumbles ’gainst some crag. With your permission,
T’11 call an Ignis Fatuus to our aid;
1 sce one yonder burning jollily.
Halloo, my friend! may I request that you
‘Would favor us with your bright company ?
Why should you blaze away there to no purpose ?
Pray be so good as light us up this way!
Ignis Fatuus—!
With reverence be it spoken, I will try
To overcome the lightness of my nature:
Our course, you know, is generally zigzag.
Mephistopheles —
Ha! ha! your worship thinks you have to deal
‘With men. Go straight on, in the Devil’s name,
Or I shall puff your flickering life out!
Ignis Fatuus — Well!
I see you are the master of the house;
I will accommodate myself to you.
Only consider that to-night this mountain
Is all enchanted, and if Jack-o’-lantern
Shows you his way, though you should miss your own,
You ought not to be too exact with him.

* * * * * * »*

Mepl.istopheles —
Now vigorously seize my skirt, and gain
This pinnacle of isolated crag!

One may observe with wonder from this point,
How Mammon glows among the mountains.
Faust — Ayl
And strangely through the solid depth below

A melancholy light, like the red dawn,
Shoots from the lowest gorge of the abyss
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Of mountains, lightening hitherward ; there rise
Pillars of smoke, here clouds float gently by ;
Here the light burns soft as the enkindled air,

Or the illumined dust of golden flowers;

And now it glides like tender colors spreading;
And now bursts forth in fountains from the earth;
And now it winds, one torrent of broad light,
Through the far valley with a hundred veins;
And now once more within that narrow corner
Masses itself into intensest splendor.

And near us, sec! sparks spring out of the ground,
Like golden sand scattered upon the darkness;
The pinnacles of that black wall of mountains
That hems us in, are kindled.

Meplistopheles — Rare, in faith!

Does not Sir Mammon gloriously illuminate
His palace for this festival ? it is

A pleasure which you had not known before.
I spy the boisterous guests already.

Faust— How

The children of the wind rage in the air!
With what fierce strokes they fall upon my neck!

Mephistopheles —

-

Cling tightly to the old ribs of the crag!
Beware! for if with them thou warrest
In their fierce flight toward the wilderness,
Their breath will sweep thee into dust, and drag
Thy body to a grave in the abyss.
A cloud thickens the night.
Hark! how the tempest crashes through the forest!
The owls fly out in strange affright;
The columns of the evergreen palaces
Are split and shattered ;
The roots creak, and stretch, and groan;
And ruinously overthrown,
The trunks are crushed and scattered
By the fierce blast’s unconquerable stress.
Over each other crack and crash they all
In terrible and intertangled fall;
And through the ruins of the shaken mcuutain
The airs hiss and howl.
It is not the voice of the fountain,
Nor the wolf in his midnight prowl.
Dost thou not hear ?
Strange accents are ringing
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Aloft, afar, anear;
The witches are singing!
The torrent of a raging wizard song
Streams the whole mountain along.
» * * * * * »

They descend.

Mephistopheles —
What thronging, dashing, raging, rustling:
‘What whispering, babbling, hissing, bustling;
‘What glimmering, spurting, stinking, burning,
As Heaven and Earth were overturning.
There is a true witch element about us!
Take hold on me, or we shall be divided : —
‘Where are you ?

Faust [ from a distance] -~ Here:

Mephistopheles — What ?
I must exert my authority in the honse!
Place for young Voland! Pray make way, good people!
Take hol& on me, Doctor! and with one step
Let us estape from this unpleasant crowd!
They are too mad for people of my sort.
Just there shines a peculiar kind of light —
Something attracts me in those bushes. Come
This way! we shall slip down there in a minute.

Fanst —

Spirit of Contradiction! TWell, lead on!
’Twere a wise feat indeed to wander out
Into the Brocken upon May-day night,
And then to isolate oneself in scorn,
Disgusted with the humors of the time.

Mepl.istopheles —

See yonder, round a many-colored flame
A merry club is huddled altogether!
Even with such little people as sit there,
One would not be alone.

Faust— Would that I were
Up yonder in the glow and whirling smoke,
Where the blind million rush impetuously
To meet the Evil Ones; there might I solve
Many a riddle that torments me!

Mephistopheles — Yet
Many a riddle there is tied anew
Inextricably. Let the great world rage!

‘We will stay here safe in the quiet dwellings.
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APis an old custom. Men have ever built

Their own small world in the great world of all.

I see young witches naked there, and old ones

Wisely attired with greater decency.

Be guided now by me! and you shall buy

A pound of pleasure with a dram of trouble.

I hear them tune their instruments, — one must

Get used to this damned seraping. Come! I'll lead you

Among them! and what there you do and see

As a fresh compact ’twixt us two shall be.

How say you now ? this space is wide enough;

Look forth! you cannot see the end of it.

An hundred bonfires burn in rows, and they

Who throng around them seem innumerable:

Dancing and drinking, jabbering, making love,

And cooking, are at work. Now tell me, friend!

‘What is there in the world better than this ?
Faust —

In introducing us do you assume

The character of wizard or of devil ?
Mephistopheles —

In truth, I generally go about

In strict incognito; and yet one likes

To wear one’s orders upon gala days.

T have no ribbon at my knee; but here

At home the cloven foot is honorable.

See you that snail there ? She comes creeping up,

And with her feeling eyes hath smelt out something.

I could not, if I would, mask myself here.

Come now! we’ll go about from fire to fire;

T’ll be the pimp, and you shall be the lover.
[To some Old Women, who are sitting round a heap of gliminering

coals] —

Old gentlewomen! what do you do out here ?

You ought to be with the young rioters

Right in the thickest of the revelry, —

But every one is best content at home.

General.

Who dare confide in right or a just claim ?
So much as I had done for them! and now, —
With women and the people ’tis the same;
Youth will stand foremost ever, — age may go
To the dark grave unhonored.
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Minister.
Nowadays
People assert their rights, — they go too far;
But as for me, the good old times I praise;
Then we were all in all, — ’twas something worth
One’s while to be in place and wear a star;
That was indeed the golden age on earth.

Parvenu.

‘We too are active, and we did and do

What we ought not, perhaps; and yet we now

Will seize, whilst all things are whirled round ant round,
A spoke of Fortune’s wheel, and keep our ground.

Author.

Wha now can taste a treatise of deep sense
And ponderous volume ? ’tis impertinence
To write what pone will read ; therefore will I
To please the j:)ung and thoughtless try.
Mephistopheles [who at once appears to have groun very old] —
I find the people ripe for the last day,
Since I last came up to the wizard mountain;
And as my little cask runs turbid now,
8o is the world drained to the dregs.

03O 0O—e

GOETHE AND BETTINA.
Br GEORGE HENRY LEWES.

(Gzorcr Hexry LEwEs : An Englishauthor ; born in London, April18, 1817;
dled there November 28, 1878, His career was varied ; he attended school in
London, Jersey, Brittany, and Greenwich ; studied law and medicine; became an
actor and & playwright, and finally an author and journalist. Among his writ-
ings are: ¢ Biographical History of Philosophy " (4 vols., 1845-1846), ** The
Spanish Drama ™ (1847), ** Rose, Blanche, and Violet* {1848), *¢ Life of Maxi-
milien Robesplerre " (1849), ¢ The Noble Heart ’ (1850), ¢ Life and Works of
Goethe™ (1856), “ Besside Studiea (18568), * Physiology of Common Life”
(2 vols., 1859-1860), *¢ Studies in Animal " (1862), ‘¢ Aristotle " (1864),
‘t Problems of Life and Mind " (§ vols., 1874-1870), and * The Physical Basis
of Mina " (1877) ]

It is very characteristic that during the terror and the pil-
lage of Weimar, Goethe’s greatest anxiety on his own acoount
was lest his scientific manuscripts shoald be destroyed. Wine,
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plate, furniture, could be rcplaced ; but to lose his manuscripts
was to lose what was irreparable. Herder's posthumous manu-
scripts were destroyed ; Meyer lost everything, even his sketches:
but Goethe lost nothing, except wine and money.

The Duke, commanded by Prussia to submit to Napoleon,
laid down his arms and returned to Weimar, there to be
received with the enthusiastic love of his people, as some com-
pensation for the indignities he had endured. Peace was
restored. Weimar breathed again. Goethe availed himself of
the quiet to print his *“Farbenlehre” and ¢ Faust,” that they
might be rescued from any future peril. He also began to
meditate once more an epic on William Tell ; but the death of
the Duchess Amalia on the 10th of April drove the subject
from his mind.

On the 23d of April Bettina came to Weimar. We must
pause awhile to consider this strange figure, who fills a larger
space in the literary history of the nineteenth century than any
other German woman. Every one knows * the Child” Bettina
Brentano, — daughter of the Maximiliane Brentano with whom
Goethe flirted at Frankfurt in the Werther days,— wife of
Achim von Arnim, the fantastic Romanticist, — the worshiper
of Goethe and Beethoven,—for some time the privileged
favorite of the King of Prussia,—and writer of that wild but
unveracious book, * Goethe’s Correspondence with a Child.”
She is one of those phantasts to whom everything seems per-
mitted. More elf than woman, yet with flashes of genius which
light up in splendor whole chapters of nonsense, she defies criti-
cism, and puts every verdict at fault. If you are grave with
her, people shrug their shoulders, and saying, “ She is a Bren-
tano,” consider all settled. ¢ At the point where the folly of
others ceases, the folly of the Brentanos begins,” runs the prov-
erb in Germany.

I do not wish to be graver with Bettina than the occasion
demands ; but while granting fantasy its widest license, while
grateful to her for the many picturesque anecdotes she has pre-
served from the conversation of Goethe’s mother, I must con-
sider the history of her relation to Goethe seriously, because
out of it has arisen a charge against his memory which is very
false and injurious. Many unsuspecting readers of her book,
whatever they may think of the passionate expressions of her
love for Goethe, whatever they may think of her demeanor
towards him, on first coming into his presence, feel greatly
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hurt at his coldness ; while others are still more indignant
with him for keeping alive this mad passion, feeding it with
poems and compliments. and doing this out of a selfish calcula-
tion, in order that ke might gather from her letters materials for
kis poems! 1In both these views there is complete misconcep-
tion of the actual case. True it is that the * Correspondence ”
furnishes ample evidence for both opinions; and against that
evidence there is but one fact to be opposed, but the fact is
decisive : the ¢ Correspondence ” is a romance.

A harsher phrase would be applied were the offender a man,
or not a Brentano ; for the romance is put forward as biographi-
cal fact, not as fiction playing around and among fact. How
much is true, how much exaggeration, and how much pure
invention, I am in no position to explain. But Riemer, the
old and trusted friend of Goethe, living in the house with him
at the time of Bettina's arrival, has shown the “ Correspond-
ence” to be a “romance which has only borrowed from
reality the time, place, and circumstances;” and from other
sources I have iearned enough to see both Gocthe’s conduct
and her own in quite a different light from that presented in
her work.

A young, ardent, elfin creature worships the great poct at
a distance, writes to tell him so, is attentive to his mother,
who gladly hears praises of her son, and is glad to talk of him.
He is struck with her extraordinary mind, is grateful to her
for the attentions to his mother, and writes as kindly as he can
without compromising himself. She comes to Weimar. She
falls into his arms, and, according to her not very credible
account, goes to sleep in his lap on their first interview ; and
cver afterwards is ostentatious of her adoration and her jeal-
ousy. If the story is true, the position was very embarrassing
for Gocthe : a man aged fifty-eight worshiped by a girl, who
though a woman in years, looked like a child, and worshiped
with the extravagance, partly mad, and partly willful, of a
Brentano, — twhat could he do? He could take a base advan-
tage of her passion ; he could sternly repress it; or he could
smile at it, and pat her head as one pats a whimsical, amusing
child. These three courses were open to him, and only these.
He adopted the last, until she forced him to adopt the second ;
forced him by the very impetuosity of her adoration. At first
the child’s coquettish, capricious ways amused him ; her bright-
glancing intellect interested him ; but when her demonstrations
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became obtrusive and fatiguing, she had to be ¢“called to order”
so often, that at last his patience was fairly worn out. The
continuation of such a relation was obviously impossible. She
gave herself the license of a child, and would not be treated as
a child. She fatigued him.

Riemer relates that during this very visit she complained
to him of Goethe’s coldness. This coldness, he rightly says,
was simply patience ; a patience which held out with difficulty
against such assaults. Bettina quitted Weimar, to return in
1811, when by her own conduct she gave him a reasonable
pretext for breaking off the connection; a pretext, I am as-
sured, he gladly availed himself of. It was this. She went
one day with Goethe’s wife to the Exhibition of Art, in which
Goethe took great interest ; and there her satirical remarks,
especially on Meyer, offended Christiane, who spoke sharply to
her. High words rose, gross insult followed. Goethe took
the side of his insulted wife, and forbade Bettina the house.
It was in vain that on a subsequent visit to Weimar she begged
Goethe to receive her. He was resolute. He had put an end
to a relation which could not be a friendship, and was only an
embarrassment.

Such being the real story, as far as I can disentangle it, we
have now to examine the authenticity of the ¢ Correspondence,”
in as far ag it gives support to the two charges: first, of Goethe’s
alternate coldness and tenderness; second, of his using her
letters as material for his poems. That he was ever tender to
her is denied by Riemer, who pertinently asks how we are to
believe that the coldness of which she complained during her
visit to Weimar grew in her absence to the loverlike warmth
glowing in the sonnets addressed to her? This is not credi-
ble ; but the mystery is explained by Riemer’s distinet denial
that the sonnets were addressed to her. They were gent to
her, as to other friends ; but the poems, which she says were
inspired by her, were in truth written for another. The proof
is very simple. These sonnets were written before she came
to Weimar, and had already passed through Riemer’s hands,
like other works, for his supervision. Riemer, moreover,
knew to whom these passionate sonnets were addressed, al-
though he did not choose to name her. I have no such cause
for concealment, and declare the sonnets to have been ad-
dressed to Minna Herzlieb, of whom we shall hear more pres-
ently ; as indeed the charade on her name, which closes the
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series (Herz-Lieb), plainly indicates. Not only has Bettina
appropriated the sonnets which were composed at Jena while
Riemer was with Goethe, and inspired by one living at Jena,
but she has also appropriated poems known by Riemer to have
been written in 1818-1819, she then being the wife of Achim
von Arnim, and having since 1811 been resolutely excluded
from Goethe’s house. To shut your door against a woman,
and yet write love-verses to her, — to respond so coldly to her
demonstrations that she complains of it, and yet pour forth
sonnets throbbing with passion,—is a course of conduct cer-
tainly not credible on evidence such as the ¢“Correspondence
with a Child.” Hence we are the less surprised to find Riemer
declaring that some of her letters are ¢little more than meta-
and para-phrases of Goethe’s poems, in which both rhythm and
rhyme are still traceable.” $So that instead of Goethe turning
her letters into poems, Riemer accuses her of turning Goethe'’s
poems into her letters. An accusation so public and so ex-
plicit—an accusation which ruined the whole authenticity
of the Correspobdence”—— should at once have been answered.
The production of the originals with their postmarks might
have silenced accusers. But the accusation has been many
years before the world, and no answer attempted.

Although the main facts had already been published, a loud
uproar followed the first appearance of this chapter in Ger-
many. Some ardent friend of Bettina’s opened fire upon me
in a pamphlet, which called forth several replies in news-
papers and journals; and I believe there are few Germans who
now hesitate to acknowledge that the whole correspondence has
been so tampered with as to have become, from first to last, a
romance. For the sake of any still unconvinced partisans in
England, a few evidences of the manipulation which the corre-
spondence has undergone may not be without interest.

In the letter bearing date 1st March, 1807, we read of the
King of Westphalia’s court, when, unless History be a liar, the
kingdom of Westphalia was not even in existence. Goethe’s
mother, in another letter, speaks of her delight at Napoleon’s
appearance,— four months before she is known to have set eyes
upon him. The letters of Goethe, from November to Septem-
ber, all imply that he was at Weimar; nay, he invites her to
Weimar on the 16th of July ; she arrives there at the end of the
month ; visits him, and on the 16th of August he writes to her
from hence, Diintzer truly says that these letters must be
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spurious, since Goethe left for Carlsbad on the 25th of May,
and did not return till September. Not only does Bettina visit
Goethe at Weimar at a time when he is known to have been
in Bohemia, but she actually receives letters from his mother
dated the 21st September and Tth October, 1808, although the
old lady died on the 13th of September. One may overlook
Bettina’s intimating that she was only thirteen, when the par-
ish register proves her to have been two and twenty ; but it is
impossible to place the slightest reliance on the veracity of a
book which exhibits flagrant and careless disregard of facts ;
and if I have been somewhat merciless in the exposure of this
fabrieation, it is because it has greatly helped to disseminate
very false views respecting a very noble nature.

In conclusion, it is but necessary to add that Bettina’s
work thus deprived of its authenticity, all those hypotheses
which have been built on it respecting Goethe’s conduct fall to
the ground. Indeed, when one comes to think of it, the hypothe-
sis of his using her letters as poetic material does seem the
wildest of all figments; for not only was he prodigal in in-
vention and inexhaustible in material, but he was especially
remarkable for always expressing his own feelings, his own
experience, not the feelings and experience of others.

——.0#:00—-——

GOETHE'S CORRESPONDENCE WITH A CHILD.
By BETTINA BRENTANO.

[EvizaBerr vox AmNiv, generally known as Bettina Brentano, born at
Frankfort-on-the-Main, April 4, 1785, was the wife of Ludwig Achim von Arnim,
poet and novelist, and sister of Clemens Brentano, romantic writer. In her girl-
hood she was an enthusiastic admirer of Goethe, with whom she corresponded,
and in 1885 published *‘ Goethe’s Correspondence with a Child,"’ largely fictitious.
She died at Berlin, January 20, 1859.]

To GorrHr.

WHAT shall I write to you, since I am sad, and have noth-
ing new or welcome to say? Rather would I at once send thee
the white paper, instead of first covering it with letters, which
do not always say what I wish,—and that thou shouldst fill
it up at thy leisure, and make me but too happy and send it
back to me; and when 1 then see the blue cover and tear it
open, — curiously hasty, as longing is always expectant of
blise, and I should then read what once charmed me from thy
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lips : “Dear child, my gentle heart, my only love, little darling,”
— the friendly words with which thou spoiledst me, soothing me
the while so kindly, — ah, more I would not ask. I should have
all again, even thy whisper I should read there, with which
thou softly pouredst into my soul all that was most lovely, and
madest me forever beautiful to myself. As I there passed
through the walks on thy arm,—ah, how long ago does it
seem ! — I was contented ; all wishes were laid to sleep; they
had, like the mountains, enveloped color and form in mist; I
thought, thus it would glide,—and ever on, without much
labor, — from the land to the high sea,—bold and proud, with
unfolded flags and fresh breeze. Dut, Goethe, fiery youth
wants the customs of the hot season: when the evening
shadows draw over the land, then the nightingales shall not
be silent; all shall sing or express itself joyfully; the world
shall be a luxuriant fruit garland, all shall crowd in enjoyment,
—and all enjoyment shall expand mightily; it shall pour
itself forth like feymenting wine juice, which works in foam
till it comes to rest; we shall sink in it, as the sun beneath
the ocean waves, but also return like him. So it has been
with thee, Goethe ; none knows how thou heldst communion
with heaven, and what wealth thou hast asked there, when
thou hadst set in enjoyment.

That delights me, to see when the sun sets, when the earth
drinks in his glow, and slowly folds his fiery wings and detains
him prisoner of night: then it becomes still in the world ; out
of the darkness, longing rises up so secretly, and the stars
there above lighten so unreachingly to it,—so very unreach-
ably, Goethe !

He who shall be happy becomes so timid : the heart, trem-
bling, pants with happiness ere it has dared a welcome ; I also
feel that I am not matched for my happiness; what a power
of senses to comprehend thee! Love must become a master-
ship, —to want the possession of that which is to be loved, in
the common understanding, is worthy of eternal love, and
wrecks each moment on the slightest occurrence. This is my
task, that I appropriate myself to thee, but will not possess
thee, — thou most to be desired !

I am still so young that it may be easily pardoned if I am
ignorant. Ah! I have no soul for knowledge ; I feel I cannot
learn what I do not know; I must wait for it, as the prophet
in the wilderness waits for the ravens to bring him food. The
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simile is not so unapt : nourishment is borne to my spirit through
the air, — often exactly as it is on the point of starvation.

Since I have loved thee, something unattainable floats in
my spirit, — a mystery which nourishes me. As the ripe fruits
fall from the tree, so here thoughts fall to me, which refresh
and invigorate me. O Goethe! had the fountain a soul, it
could not hasten more full of expectation on to light, to rise
again, than I, with foreseeing certainty, hasten on to meet this
new life, which has been given me through thee, and which
gives me to know that a higher impulse of life will burst the
prison, not sparing the rest and ease of accustomed days, which
in fermenting inspiration it destroys. This lofty fate the lov-
ing spirit evades as little as the seed evades the blossom when
it once lies in fresh earth. Thus I feel myself in thee, thou
fruitful, blessed soil! I can say what it is when the germ
bursts the hard rind, — it is painful ; the smiling children of
spring are brought forth amid tears.

O Goethe, what happens with man? what does he feel?
what happens in the most flaming cup of his heart? I would
willingly coufess my faults to thee, but love makes me quite
an ideal being. Thou hast done much for me, even before
thou knewest me ; above much that I coveted and did not ask,

thou hast raised me.
BETTINA.
et YL OO

FRITZ AND SUZEL.

By ERCKMANN-CHATRIAN.
(¥rom ‘¢ Friend Fritz.'*)

[ErckMANN-CHATRIAN i3 the signature of the literary collaborators Emile
Frckmann (born at Phalsbourg, Meurthe, May 20, 1822) and Alexandre Cha-
trian (born at Soldatenthal, Meurthe, December 18, 1826 ; died at Raincy, Seine,
September 3, 1890). Their reputation is founded chiefly upon a series of histori-
cal romances dealing with episodes in the wars of the Revolution and Empire, the
most widely read being: ‘¢ Madame Thérase,” The Conscript,” ¢ The Block-
ade of Phalsbourg,’ ‘ Year One of the Republic,”” and ¢ Waterloo.” Among
their other works are ¢ Friend Fritz '’ and ¢ The Polish Jew," both successfully
dramatized. The English dramatic version of the latter is known as * The
Bells,” #nd Is one of the most successful plays in 8ir Henry Irving’s repertoire.]

Fri1z, turning about on the orchestra steps, cast a look
around the hall, and for a moment began to fear that he should
not find Suzel. Pretty girls were not wanting — black and
brown, fair and auburn, all were on the qui vive in 8 moment,

! By permission of Ward, Lock & Qo., Ltd. (Crown 8vo., price 2s.)
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looking eagerly at Kobus and blushing when their looks met
his, for they felt it a great honor to be chosen by such a band-
some man, especially to dance the treieleins. But Fritz did not
see their blushes, did not see them straightening themselves
up like the hussars of William Frederick on parade, flattening
their shoulders and primming their mouths. He paid no at-
tention to all this parterre of youth and beauty thus budding
into new life under his gaze; what he was looking for was the
humble little forget-me-not — the little blue flower, the symbol
of love and memory.

Long he searched, every moment becoming more and more
uneasy, but at last he discovered her away in the distance, half
concealed behind a garland of oak leaves, which drooped from
a pillar to the right of the entrance. Scarcely visible through
the leafy screen, Suzel was sitting with drooping head and
timid downcast eyes, stealing a glance now and then towards
the orchestra, at once fearful and desirous of being seen.

She had no adornment but her beautiful fair hair falling on
her shoulders in %wo long plaits ; a blue silk handkerchief was
folded across her bosom, and a little velvet bodice showed off
her graceful figure to advantage. Beside her sat her grand-
mother, Annah, as upright as the figure 1, her gray hair pushed
back under a black cap, and her arms hanging down stiffly by
her side. These people had not come to dance, but merely to
look on, and had stationed themselves quite on the outskirts of
the crowd.

Fritz’ cheeks flushed ; he descended the steps of the orches-
tra and crossed the hall amidst the general attention. Suzel,
seeing him coming, turned quite pale, and had to lean against
the pillar for support. She dare not look again. He ran up
the steps, pushed aside the garland, and took her hand, saying
in a low voice, —

“Suzel, will you dance the treieleins with me?”

Lifting her large blue eyes towards his as if in a dream,
Suzel from being quite pale turned scarlet.

«Oh, yes, Mr. Kobus,” said she, looking at her grandmother.

The old woman, after waiting for a moment, bent her head,
and said, %It is well — you may dance.” For she knew Fritz
from having seen him formerly when he came to Bischem with
his father.

They descended, therefore, into the hall, 'The stewards of
the dance, their straw hats streaming with ribbons, made the
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round of the hall close to the railing, waving little flags to keep
back the crowd. Haan and Schoultz were still walking about
looking for partners; Joseph was standing before his desk
waiting ; Bockel, his double bass resting against his out-
stretched leg, and Andrés, his violin under his arm, were sta-
tioned close beside him, as they alone were to accompany the
waltz.

Little Suzel, leaning on Fritz’ arm, in the midst of the
crowd of spectators, cast stolen glances around, her heart beat-
ing fast with agitation and inward delight. Every one ad-
mired her long tresses of hair, which hung down behind to the
very hem of her little blue skirt with its velvet edging, her
little round-toed shoes, fastened with black silk ribbons which
crossed over her snow-white stockings, her rosy lips, her
rounded chin, and her graceful, flexible neck.

More than one pretty girl scrutinized her with a searching
glance, trying to discover something to find fault with, while
her round white arm, bare to the elbow after the fashion of the
country, rested on Fritz’ with artless grace; but two or three
old women, peering at her with half-shut eyes, laughed amidst
their wrinkles, and said to each other quite loud, “He has
chosen well !

Kobus, hearing this, turned towards them with a smile of
satisfaction. He, too, would have liked to say something gal-
lant to Suzel, but he could think of nothing—he was too
happy.

At last Haan selected from the third bench to the left a
woman about six feet high, with black hair, a hawk nose, and
piercing eyes, who rose from her seat like a shot and made her
way to the floor with a majestic air. He preferred this style
of woman ; she was the daughter of the burgomaster. Haan
seemed quite proud of his choice; he drew himself up and
arranged the frill of his shirt, whilst the tall girl, who out-
topped him by half a head, looked as if she was taking charge
of him.

At the same moment Schoultz led forward a little round-
about woman, with the brightest red hair possible, but gay and
smiling, and clinging tight to his elbow as if to prevent him
making his escape.

They took their places, in order to make the circuit of the
hall, as is the usual custom. Scarcely had they completed the
first round when Joseph called out, —
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“ Kobus, are you ready ?”

As his only answer, Fritz seized Suzel by the waist with his
left arm, and holding her hand aloof with the other, after the
gallant manner of the eighteenth century, he whirled her away
like a feather. Joseph commenced his waltz with three strokes
of his bow. Every one understood at once that something
strange was to follow —a waltz of the spirits of the air, which
they dance on summer nights when nothing is to be seen but a
streak of reddish light in the distant horizon, when the leaves
cease their rustling, when the insects fold their wings to rest,
and the chorister of the night preludes his song with three
notes, the first low and deep, the second tender, and the third
so full of life and passion that every noise is hushed to listen.

So commenced Joseph, having many a time in his wander-
ing life taken lessons from the songster of the night, his