THE LEGEND OF
SLEEPY HOLLOW

and Other Writings

Washington Irving

Selected, with an Introduction
and Notes, by Peter Norberg

George Stade
Consulting Editorial Director

N

Baanes & Nopik Crassics
Miw YORK







OceanofPDF.com


http://oceanofpdf.com

Table of Contents

From the Pages of The Legend of Sleepy Hollow and Other Writings

Title Page

Copyright Page
Washington Irving

The World of Washington Irving and The Legend of Sleepy Hollow
The First American Man of Letters
A Note on the Text

SELECTIONS FROM - LETTERS OF JONATHAN
OLDSTYLE, GENT.

Letter I
Letter II

SELECTIONS FROM - SALMAGUNDI

No. I.-Saturday, January 24, 1807
No. III.—Friday, February 13, 1807
FROM MY ELBOW-CHAIR
LETTER FROM MUSTAPHA RUB-A-DUB KELI KHAN, - CAPTAIN
OF AKETCH, TO ASEM ...
No. VII.—Saturday, April 4, 1807 - LETTER FROM MUSTAPHA RUB-A-
DUB KELI KHAN, TO ...
No. XI.—Tuesday, June 2, 1807
LETTER FROM MUSTAPHA RUB-A-DUB KELI KHAN, - CAPTAIN
OF AKETCH, TO ASEM ...
No. XX.—Monday, January 25, 1808 - FROM MY ELBOW-CHAIR (A
SELECTION)




SELECTIONS FROM - THE SKETCH-BOOK

The Author’s Account of Himself

The Voyage

Roscoe

The Wife

Rip Van Winkle - A POSTHUMOUS WRITING OF DIEDRICH
KNICKERBOCKER.

English Writers On America

The Art of Book-Making
The Mutability of Literature - A COLLOQUY IN WESTMINSTER

ABBEY

The Inn Kitchen

The Spectre Bridegroom - A TRAVELLER’S TALE

Traits of Indian Character

Philip of Pokanoket - AN INDIAN MEMOIR

The Legend of Sleepy Hollow - FOUND AMONG THE PAPERS OF
THE LATE DIEDRICH KNICKERBOCKER

L’ ENVOY

SELECTIONS FROM - BRACEBRIDGE HALL

The Hall

Story-Telling

The Stout Gentleman - A STAGE-COACH ROMANCE

The Historian

The Haunted House - FROM THE MSS. OF THE LATE DIEDRICH
KNICKERBOCKER

Dolph Heyliger

The Storm-Ship

The Author’s Farewell




SELECTIONS FROM - TALES OF A TRAVELLER

To the Reader

PART FIRST - STRANGE STORIES
The Great Unknown
The Hunting-Dinner
Adventure of the German Student
Adventure of the Mysterious Picture

Adventure of the Mysterious Stranger

The Story of the Young Italian
PART FOURTH - THE MONEY-DIGGERS

Hell-Gate
Kidd the Pirate
The Devil and Tom Walker

SELECTIONS FROM - A HISTORY OF NEW YORK
[1844 revised edition]

The Author’s Apology
Notices - WHICH APPEARED IN THE NEWSPAPERS PREVIOUS TO

THE PUBLICATION OF THIS WORK
Account of the Author
To the Public
BOOK 1II - TREATING OF THE FIRST SETTLEMENT OF THE
PROVINCE OF NIEUW NEDERLANDTS
Chapter I - IN WHICH ARE CONTAINED DIVERS REASONS WHY A
MAN SHOULD NOT WRITE ...
Chapter IT - CONTAINING AN ACCOUNT OF A MIGHTY ARK
WHICH FLOATED, UNDER THE ...
Chapter VII - HOW THE PEOPLE OF PAVONIA MIGRATED FROM
COMMUNIPAW TO THE ISLAND ...
Chapter IX - HOW THE CITY OF NEW AMSTERDAM WAXED
GREAT UNDER THE PROTECTION OF ...
BOOK IIT - IN WHICH IS RECORDED THE GOLDEN REIGN OF
WOUTER VAN TWILLER
Chapter I - OF THE RENOWNED WOUTER VAN TWILLER, HIS
UNPARALLELED VIRTUES—AS ...




Chapter IV - CONTAINING FURTHER PARTICULARS OF THE
GOLDEN AGE, AND WHAT ...
BOOK IV - CONTAINING THE CHRONICLES OF THE REIGN OF
WILLIAM THE TESTY
Chapter 1 - SHOWING THE NATURE OF HISTORY IN GENERAL;
CONTAINING FARTHERMORE ...
Chapter II - HOW WILLIAM THE TESTY UNDERTOOK TO
CONQUER BY PROCLAMATION—HOW HE ...
Chapter III - IN WHICH ARE RECORDED THE SAGE PROJECTS OF
A RULER OF UNIVERSAL ...
Chapter IV - CONTAINING THE FEARFUL WRATH OF WILLIAM
THE TESTY, AND THE ALARM ...
Chapter VII - GROWING DISCONTENTS OF NEW AMSTERDAM
UNDER THE GOVERNMENT OF ...
Chapter VIII - OF THE EDICT OF WILLIAM THE TESTY AGAINST
TOBACCO—OF THE ...
BOOK V - CONTAINING THE FIRST PART OF THE REIGN OF PETER
STUYVESANT, AND HIS ...
Chapter I - IN WHICH THE DEATH OF A GREAT MAN IS SHOWN
TO BE NO VERY ...
BOOK VII - CONTAINING THE THIRD PART OF THE REIGN OF
PETER THE HEADSTRONG—HIS ...
Chapter XI - HOW PETER STUYVESANT DEFENDED THE CITY OF
NEW AMSTERDAM FOR ...
Chapter XII - CONTAINING THE DIGNIFIED RETIREMENT, AND
MORTAL SURRENDER OF ...

Endnotes

Inspired by Washington Irving
Comments & Questions

For Further Reading

OceanofPDF.com



http://oceanofpdf.com

From the Pages of The Legend of Sleepy Hollow and
Other Writings

From the moment you lose sight of the land you have left all is vacancy until
you step on the opposite shore, and are launched at once into the bustle and
novelties of another world.

(from “The Voyage,” page 52)

“There is in every true woman’s heart a spark of heavenly fire, which lies
dormant in the broad daylight of prosperity; but which kindles up, and beams
and blazes in the dark hour of adversity. No man knows what the wife of his
bosom is—no man knows what a ministering angel she is—until he has gone
with her through the fiery trials of this world.”

(from “The Wife,” page 68)

A tart temper never mellows with age, and a sharp tongue is the only edged
tool that grows keener with constant use.

(from “Rip Van Winkle,” page 77)

“Surely,” thought Rip, “I have not slept here all night.”
(from “Rip Van Winkle,” page 81)

There are certain half-dreaming moods of mind, in which we naturally steal
away from noise and glare, and seek some quiet haunt, where we may indulge
our reveries and build our air castles undisturbed.

(from “The Mutability of Literature,” page 107)



There is no duenna so rigidly prudent, and inexorably decorous, as a
superannuated coquette.

(from “The Spectre Bridegroom,” page 121)

The spectre is known, at all the country firesides, by the name of the Headless
Horseman of Sleepy Hollow.

(from “The Legend of Sleepy Hollow,” page 164)

In this by-place of nature, there abode, in a remote period of American
history, that is to say, some thirty years since, a worthy wight of the name of
Ichabod Crane; who sojourned, or, as he expressed it, “tarried,” in Sleepy
Hollow, for the purpose of instructing the children of the vicinity.

(from “The Legend of Sleepy Hollow,” pages 164-165)

On mounting a rising ground, which brought the figure of his fellow-traveller
in relief against the sky, gigantic in height, and muffled in a cloak, Ichabod
was horror-struck, on perceiving that he was headless!—but his horror was
still more increased, on observing that the head, which should have rested on
his shoulders, was carried before him on the pommel of the saddle.

(from “The Legend of Sleepy Hollow,” pages 187-188)

“It may be one of the royal family for aught I know, for they are all stout
gentlemen!”

(from “The Stout Gentleman,” page 210)



“A man is never a man till he can defy wind and weather, range woods and
wilds, sleep under a tree, and live on bass-wood leaves!”

(from “Dolph Heyliger,” page 251)

I am always at a loss to know how much to believe of my own stories.
(from “To the Reader,” page 289)

“To rescue from oblivion the memory of former incidents, and to render a just
tribute of renown to the many great and wonderful transactions of our Dutch
progenitors, Diedrich Knickerbocker, native of the city of New York,
produces this historical essay.”

(from A History of New York, page 383)

It has already been hinted in this most authentic history, that in the domestic
establishment of William the Testy “the gray mare was the better horse”; in
other words, that his wife “ruled the roast,” and in governing the governor,
governed the province, which might thus be said to be under petticoat
government.

(from A History of New York, page 438)
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Washington Irving

Washington Irving, arguably the first American author to earn international
literary acclaim, was born on April 3, 1783, in New York City. The
Americans had won independence from Britain (the Treaty of Paris would be
signed in September), and William Irving, a well-to-do merchant who had
emigrated from Scotland, named his eleventh and youngest child after
General George Washington. When Irving was seventeen, he began
apprenticing in New York legal firms, including that of a former attorney
general of New York, Josiah Hoffman. Irving soon realized, however, that his
true interests lay in writing.

By the age of nineteen he was writing witty stories and sketches for local
journals. His series Letters of Jonathan Oldstyle, Gent. was published in 1802
in the Morning Chronicle, a weekly edited by his brother Peter. In 1807, after
a two-year tour of Europe, he began a similarly tongue-in-cheek series of
sketches, Salmagundi; or, The Whim-Whams and Opinions of Launcelot
Langstaff & Others, which he coauthored with his brother William and their
friend James Kirke Paulding. Two years later Irving’s mock history of Dutch
colonization, A History of New York, was published; full of fascinating
historical details and ribald comic portraits, it gained instant notoriety. This
period was also one of personal hardship and depression for Irving. His
fiancée, Matilda Hoffman, died of tuberculosis in 1809; a few years later, the
War of 1812 devastated the family import business. Irving sailed to London in
1815 to begin a second tour of Europe but found himself instead in Liverpool,
helping his brother attempt to salvage the remains of their company.

When P. & E. Irving went bankrupt in 1818, Irving determined to earn a
living through his writing. He met Scottish novelist Sir Walter Scott, who
took the young author under his wing, introducing him to such literati as
Mary Shelley and Lord Byron. Irving scored an immediate triumph with The
Sketch-Book of Geoffrey Crayon, published in 1819. The work—which
contains his best-known tales, “The Legend of Sleepy Hollow” and “Rip Van
Winkle”—was an international success.

In 1826 Irving was appointed a diplomatic attaché to the American embassy
in Madrid. Ever curious to understand his environment, he began researching
Spanish history and customs. The Conquest of Granada was published in
1829, and The Alhambra followed in 1832.

Irving finally returned to America in 1832, after a seventeen-year absence.



He made an adventurous trip through the American West, which he
chronicled in A Tour of the Prairies (1835), and then built his home,
Sunnyside, along the picturesque banks of the Hudson River north of New
York City. Irving traveled again to Europe in 1842 to serve as the American
minister to Spain, a position he held until 1846. Otherwise he remained at
Sunnyside, where he continued to write. He published many more stories and
sketches as well as a five-volume biography of his namesake, George
Washington. Washington Irving died at home on November 28, 1859.
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The World of Washington Irving and The Legend of

1783

1787

1788

1789

1790

1791

1798

1799

1802

Sleepy Hollow

Washington Irving is born in New York City on April 3, the
youngest of eleven children. His father, a Scottish immigrant and
well-to-do merchant, names him after General George Washington.
The American Revolution ends with the Treaty of Paris, signed on
September 3, in which Great Britain formally recognizes the
independence of the United States.

Irving attends several schools in the New York area and develops a
love of plays and histories.

English poet and satirist George Gordon, Lord Byron, is born.

The French Revolution begins. Songs of Innocence, by English poet
and artist William Blake, is published. George Washington is
inaugurated as first president of the United States.

Conservative English statesman Edmund Burke publishes
Reflections on the Revolution in France, in which he opposes the
French Revolution.

American political writer Thomas Paine publishes part 1 of his
treatise in defense of the French Revolution, Rights of Man; part 2
will be published in 1792.

Lyrical Ballads, by English poets Samuel Taylor Coleridge and
William Wordsworth, is published.

Irving begins studying law in the offices of Henry Masterton and,
two years later, Brockholst Livingston.

Irving continues his law studies clerking for Judge Josiah Hoffman,
a former attorney general of New York. In his spare time, Irving
begins writing for newspapers and literary journals. His Letters of
Jonathan Oldstyle, Gent., witty send-ups of Manhattan culture
written in the voice of a disapproving elder, are published in the
Morning Chronicle, which is edited by his brother Peter.



1804

1806

1807

1809

1811

1812

1814

1815

1817

1818

Irving embarks on a two-year tour of Europe.
He returns to the United States in 1806 and is admitted to the bar.

Irving, his brother William, and his friend James Kirke Paulding
collaborate to publish a series of satirical writings entitled
Salmagundi; or, The Whim-Whams and Opinions of Launcelot
Langstaff, Esq. & Others.

Irving’s A History of New York is published under the pen name
Diedrich Knickerbocker. The book, a wry and comedic mock-
political history of New Amsterdam (the Dutch settlement that
became New York) is a great success. Irving’s fiancée, Matilda (the
daughter of Judge Hoffinan), dies, and Irving enters into a deep
depression; he will never marry. American author Edgar Allan Poe
is born.

English novelist Jane Austen’s Sense and Sensibility is published.

The War of 1812, between Great Britain and the United States,
begins. Irving serves as military aide to New York Governor Daniel
Tompkins. He travels to Washington, D.C., to seek relief from the
trade embargoes that are crippling his family’s import business.
Grimm’s Fairy Tales, a collection of German folk tales by Jakob
and Wilhelm Grimm, is published.

American poet Francis Scott Key writes “The Star-spangled
Banner.”

Irving travels to England intending to begin another tour of Europe.
With the family business still foundering, however, he remains in
Liverpool to help his brother Peter, who is director of the
company’s British office. The Napoleonic Wars end with the defeat
of Napoleon I at the Battle of Waterloo.

Irving tours England and Scotland, and meets Scottish author Sir
Walter Scott. Construction begins on the Erie Canal, an artificial
waterway connecting New York City with the Great Lakes.

When his family’s business collapses, Irving determines to make a
living through his writing. Frankenstein, by English author Mary
Wollstonecraft Shelley, is published.



1819

1820

1822

1823

1824

1825

1826

1828

1829

1831

1832

Serialization begins of The Sketch-Book of Geoffrey Crayon, Gent.,
a collection of sketches and stories that includes Irving’s tales “The
Legend of Sleepy Hollow” and “Rip Van Winkle.” The work is
immensely popular in America, Britain, and Europe. Irving’s
newfound celebrity makes him a popular guest in London’s most
exclusive literary salons , where he counts such writers as Scott and
Byron among his friends. Scott’s novel Ivanhoe and Byron’s
satirical poem Don Juan are published.

The Sketch-Book of Geoffrey Crayon, Gent. is published in book
form.

Another collection of Irving’s sketches and stories, Bracebridge
Hall, is published.

The Monroe Doctrine is established to curtail European
advancement into the Western Hemisphere.

Irving publishes Tales of a Traveller, inspired by his visits to
Europe.

While in England, he becomes romantically involved with novelist
Mary Shelley.

Irving becomes a diplomatic attaché to the American embassy in
Madrid. The Last of the Mohicans, by American novelist James
Fenimore Cooper, is published.

While in Spain, Irving publishes A History of the Life and Voyages
of Christopher Columbus in several volumes. American
lexicographer Noah Webster publishes An American Dictionary of
the English Language.

The historical novel A Chronicle of the Conquest of Granada,
written by Irving under the pseudonym Fray Antonio Agapida, is
published.

American abolitionist William Lloyd Garrison begins publication of
his anti-slavery newsletter The Liberator.

Irving returns to America after a seventeen-year absence and is
welcomed as a celebrity. He publishes The Alhambra, a series of
sketches about Spain.



1833

1835

1836

1837

1839

1840

1841

1842

1844

1845

1848

1849

1850

Slavery is abolished in the British Empire.

Irving’s A Tour of the Prairies, based on a recent trip through the
American West, is published. He buys land in Tarrytown, New
York, along the Hudson River, and builds a house he names
Sunnyside. Samuel Langhorne Clemens (pseudonym Mark Twain)
is born.

Astoria, Irving’s history of American financier John Jacob Astor’s
Pacific Fur Company, is published. Davy Crockett is killed at the
Alamo during the Texas Revolution.

Irving’s novel about the American frontier, The Adventures of
Captain Bonneville, U.S.A., is published.

American poet Henry Wadsworth Longfellow publishes Hyperion.

After spending months doing research for a book on the conquest of
Mexico, Irving abandons the project when he finds that noted
historian William Prescott is writing a similar work. Irving becomes
a regular contributor to the monthly Knickerbocker Magazine, a
literary publication.

American essayist and transcendentalist Ralph Waldo Emerson
publishes Essays.

Irving is appointed American minister to Spain, a position he holds
until 1846. English author Charles Dickens’s American Notes (a
criticism of America) appears.

Emerson publishes a second series of Essays.
Edgar Allan Poe’s The Raven, and Other Poems appears.

Irving becomes president of the Astor Library (now the New York
Public Library).

Irving’s Life of Oliver Goldsmith is published.

Herman Melville’s Moby-Dick and Nathaniel Hawthorne’s The
Scarlet Letter are published.



1852

1854

1855

1859

Uncle Tom’s Cabin, by American novelist and abolitionist Harriet
Beecher Stowe, is published in book form.

Walden; or, Life in the Woods, by Henry David Thoreau, is
published.

Wolfert’s Roost, a compilation of Irving’s contributions to the
Knickerbocker, is published. Irving begins publishing his five-
volume biography of George Washington, The Life of George
Washington.

Shortly after finishing the final volume of The Life of George
Washington, Washington Irving dies at Sunnyside on November 28.
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The First American Man of Letters

In April 1789, George Washington arrived in New York City for his
inauguration as the first president of the newly formed republic of the United
States. He met with a hero’s welcome. In the weeks that followed, well-
wishers and admirers regularly approached him in the streets, among them a
Scottish-born woman who cornered him in a shop on Broadway. Drawing
before her a six-year-old child, she exclaimed, “Please, Your Excellency,
here’s a bairn that’s called after ye.” It was Washington Irving. In retrospect,
the scene seemed prophetic. Later in life, after having established a reputation
as the first American man of letters, Irving recalled in an interview how
Washington “laid his hand upon my head, and gave me his blessing”
(Williams, The Life of Washington Irving, vol. 1, p. 10; see “For Further
Reading”). Three generations after the Revolutionary War, George
Washington was revered as the father of our country. Irving likewise was
recognized as a founding father of America’s national literature.

Such a title might strike today’s reader as an exaggeration. Irving’s best-
known characters, Rip Van Winkle and Ichabod Crane, do not seem
substantial enough to serve as foundational figures in an American literary
tradition. However, the stories Irving set in Sleepy Hollow, a secluded village
in the Hudson River Valley, provided American culture with a local habitation
and a name. Along with James Fenimore Cooper and William Cullen Bryant,
Irving was one of America’s pioneer writers. He helped sketch the contours of
a cultural landscape that was unique to the United States, not a pale imitation
of the literature of England and Europe. Sleepy Hollow is an early example of
American authors self-consciously setting out to create an imaginative space
for artistic creativity. Nathaniel Hawthorne described this sort of space in his
introduction to The Scarlet Letter as “a neutral territory, somewhere between
the real-world and fairy-land, where the Actual and the Imaginary may meet,
and each imbue itself with the nature of the other” (Hawthorne, The
Centenary Edition of the Works of Nathaniel Hawthorne, vol. 1, p. 36). By
providing such a “neutral territory” for his readers, Irving contributed to the
new nation’s efforts to generate a collective cultural memory from native
sources.

In the wake of the American Revolution, as the Constitution was being
ratified, the general public sentiment was that a distinctively American
literature was essential for the success of America’s democratic experiment.
For what did the states share in common other than their opposition to



colonial rule? As Alexander Hamilton, James Madison, and John Jay were
publishing The Federalist to promulgate common political principles and
beliefs for the nation’s citizens, American authors were also being called on to
promote a common set of cultural values. “America must be as independent in
literature as she is in politics;” Noah Webster declared, ”as famous for arts as
she is for arms” (Spencer, The Quest for Nationality, p. 27). However, the
barriers to such cultural independence were formidable. Because there was no
international copyright law, American booksellers could reprint English
editions without paying royalties. As a result, the literary marketplace was
flooded with foreign works. Why publish—or purchase, for that matter—the
work of an American writer when one could have the writings of the best-
known authors of Britain and Europe for little more than the cost of paper and
ink? Magazines and newspapers also capitalized on this situation by
reprinting poetry, essays, and criticism culled from the latest British
periodicals. An odd phenomenon began to occur: In order for American
authors to win approval from the American public, they first had to establish a
critical reputation in the British press.

The extent of the public’s reliance on British critical opinion is captured
succinctly in Philip Freneau’s satirical advice “To a New England Poet.”

Dear bard, I pray you, take the hint,
In England what you write and print,
Republished here in shop, or stall,
Will perfectly enchant us all:

It will assume a different face,

And post your name at every place.

Cultural subservience to England was further compounded by the British
disdain for all things American in the decade following the War of 1812. In
the January 1820 issue of the Edinburgh Review, Sydney Smith famously
posed the rhetorical question: “In the four quarters of the globe, who reads an
American book? Or goes to an American play? Or looks at an American
picture or statue?” Washington Irving responded directly to such criticisms in
The Sketch-Book of Geoffrey Crayon, Gent. Published in England in the same
year as Smith’s notorious taunt, The Sketch-Book established Irving’s
reputation, according to John Gibson Lockhart in the February 1820 issue of



Blackwood’s Edinburgh Magazine, as an author whose writings “should be
classed with the best English writings of our day.” It was hailed as evidence
that America possessed the raw materials necessary to produce a culture of its
own. In his review, Lockhart wrote, “[The Sketch-Book] proves to us
distinctly that there is mind working in America, and that there are materials,
too, for it to work upon, of a very singular and romantic kind.”

While helping American literature gain legitimacy in England and Europe,
Irving’s Sketch-Book also introduced British and European romanticism into
American culture. In post- Revolutionary America, literature was considered
part of public discourse rather than the unique expression of an individual
artist. Poetry and fiction had a well-defined civic purpose: to educate readers
in the virtues of citizenship. This was especially important in the newly
formed republic, where common law practices were being implemented
across regions with widely divergent social customs, from puritan New
England to the plantation-based South. Writers were expected to produce
stories and poems that were morally instructive, domestic and national
allegories that illustrated how and why individuals should subordinate their
personal interests and inclinations to the public good. Purely imaginative
literature, and especially the novel, was suspect, because it elicited from
readers emotional and psychological responses that were unregulated by
principles of community. However, the public conception of literature began
to change as British and European romanticism made its way across the
Atlantic. The works of Thomas Carlyle, Samuel Taylor Coleridge, William
Wordsworth, and other prominent romantic writers were printed and reprinted
by American booksellers and magazine editors. Gradually, fiction came to
represent a space of imaginative freedom, a setting suitable for the self-reliant
individualism championed by Ralph Waldo Emerson and Henry David
Thoreau. What appeared as a dangerous and seductive wilderness to the
citizen of the early republic came to be perceived as a symbolic space of
unlimited possibility.

Washington Irving’s writings were an integral part of this transformation.
He was among the first American writers to separate literary fiction from
public discourse. Although his early writings contain elements of social and
political satire, he refused to put his writing in the service of a single party or
cause. Evidence of this can be found in his 1848 “Preface to the Revised
Edition of The Sketch-Book,” in which Irving relates his struggle to find a
publisher. He appealed to Sir Walter Scott for help; Scott, after reading some
parts of the manuscript, offered Irving the editorship of a weekly periodical
but warned him that it would have “somewhat of a political bearing.” Irving’s



reply makes clear that he preferred to write when and what he pleased.

[ am] peculiarly unfitted for the situation offered to me, not merely by
my political opinions, but by the very constitution and habits of my
mind.... I am unfitted for any periodically recurring task, or any
stipulated labor of body or mind. I have no command of my talents,
such as they are, and have to watch the varyings of my mind as I would
those of a weather cock. Practice and training may bring me more into
rule; but at present I am as useless for regular service as one of my own
country Indians, or a Don Cossack.

I must, therefore, keep on pretty much as I have begun; writing when I
can, not when I would. I shall occasionally shift my residence and write
whatever is suggested by objects before me, or whatever rises in my
imagination; and hope to write better and more copiously by and by
(Irving, The Complete Works of Washington Irving, vol. 8, p. 5).

What is remarkable about this retrospective account of his correspondence
with Scott is the extent to which Irving identified as his own character traits
he attributed to Geoffrey Crayon, the narrative persona he constructed for The
Sketch-Book. In “The Author’s Account of Himself,” Irving describes how he
spent the “holiday afternoons” of his youth “in rambles about the surrounding
country [making himself] familiar with all its places famous in history or
fable [and] neglect[ing] the regular exercises of the school” (pp. 49-50).
These idle, romantic habits informed his peculiar narrative perspective, that of
an outside observer of “the shifting scenes of life.”

In describing this point of view, Irving presents writing as an activity that
affords an aesthetic pleasure akin to travel or to shopping for prints.

I have wandered through different countries, and witnessed many of the
shifting scenes of life. I cannot say that I have studied them with the eye
of a philosopher; but rather with the sauntering gaze with which humble
lovers of the picturesque stroll from the window of one print-shop to
another; caught sometimes by the delineations of beauty, sometimes by
the distortions of caricature, and sometimes by the loveliness of
landscape (p. 51).

More than a simple pun on the title of his book, this description exemplifies
a significant shift in the public conception of reading. The subjects of his
sketches are not meant to illustrate ethical norms for citizenship. They are
meant to provide some distraction and relief from the pressures and anxieties
of modern, professional life. Literature had become a leisure activity rather
than a moral exercise in character formation.



If Geoffrey Crayon is a self-portrait, then Irving clearly thought of himself
as a romantic writer recording his unique impressions with little regard for
instructing readers in the political or moral truths of the moment. In so doing,
he assumed a narrative persona that Nathaniel Hawthorne later imitated when
he wrote in his introduction to The Scarlet Letter, “I am a citizen of
somewhere else” (Hawthorne, vol. 1, p. 44). Irving’s Geoffrey Crayon
inaugurated a literary tradition of interiority and introspection that led
subsequent writers such as Henry David Thoreau to declare that the true
American frontier was to be found within each individual’s experience. “The
frontiers are not east or west, north or south,” Thoreau wrote in A Week on the
Concord and Merrimack Rivers, “[they are] wherever a man fronts a fact,
though that fact be his neighbor.... Let him build himself a log-house with the
bark on where he is, fronting IT” (Thoreau, The Writings of Henry David
Thoreau, vol. 1, pp. 323-324). Irving’s insistence that literature was a species
of imaginative entertainment rather than a means of moral or political
instruction helped usher in a new conception of artistry that contributed to the
formation of an American literary culture conducive to democratic
individualism.

Irving grew up in a post-Revolutionary America torn between its
democratic aspirations for the future and its memories of the colonial era.
During his boyhood, British sympathizers lived next door to veterans of the
Continental army. Memories of the hardships endured while quartering
British troops during the occupation of New York were mixed with frustration
over financial losses incurred from the severing of ties with Great Britain. The
War of 1812, often referred to as the Second War of American Independence,
rekindled and put to rest some of these memories, but the early republic
continued to be haunted by its British colonial past. The story “Rip Van
Winkle” wonderfully illustrates Irving’s strategy for putting these ghosts to
rest. Set in Sleepy Hollow, “a little village of great antiquity ... founded by
some of the Dutch colonists, in the early times of the province,” this story
conjures up the ghosts of New York’s Dutch colonial past in a way designed
to erase the memory of America’s subservience to British rule. Rip wanders
from the village and out into the Kaatskill Mountains at a time when “the
country was yet a province of Great Britain” (p. 74). When he returns after a
twenty-year nap in the wilderness, the Revolutionary War is over and the
signs of British colonial rule have been replaced by symbols of American
independence. The village inn, which used to be “designated by a rubicund
portrait of His Majesty George the Third” (p. 77), has been renamed the
Union Hotel, and the sign bearing the portrait of King George has been
repainted to look like George Washington. “The red coat was changed for one



of blue and buff, a sword was held in the hand instead of a sceptre, the head
was decorated with a cocked hat, and underneath was painted in large
characters, GENERAL WASHINGTON” (p. 84).

Irving’s story exemplifies the shift in public discourse that coincided with
this transformation of the signs of colonial rule into the symbols of American
nationalism. When he returns to the village Rip walks into the midst of a
political debate led by “a lean, bilious-looking fellow . . . haranguing
vehemently about rights of citizens—elections—members of congress—
liberty—Bunker’s Hill—heroes of seventy-six—and other words, which were
a perfect Babylonish jargon to the bewildered Van Winkle” (p. 84). When
asked ” “Whether he was a Federal or Democrat,”” Rip is equally bewildered
(p. 84). Irving’s story, at this point, becomes a satire on the American public’s
preoccupation with political matters. The explanation for Rip’s mysterious
twenty-year absence turns out to be a legend derived from New York’s Dutch
colonial past. It is given by “old Peter Vanderdonk,” whom we are told was “a
descendant of the historian of that name, who wrote one of the earliest
accounts of the province” (p. 87). He assures the villagers of “a fact, handed
down from his ancestor,” namely, that the Dutch explorer “Hendrick Hudson,
the first discoverer of the river and country,” returned to Sleepy Hollow every
twenty years to “keep a guardian eye upon the river, and the great city called
by his name” (p. 87).

Oddly, Hudson’s protective intervention takes the form of playing nine-pins
and drinking from “a stout keg” of Hollands gin. Rip, being “naturally a
thirsty soul” joins in the carousing, and after repeated draughts from the
flagon, “his senses were overpowered” (p. 81) and he passed out for the
duration of the Revolutionary War and its political aftermath. Rip’s long nap
leads him to forget—or better, to never know—the traumatic separation from
the land of their fathers that marks the memories of his fellow citizens.
Moreover, in the story’s conclusion, Irving cast Rip in the role of a storyteller
so that his fellow citizens could share the bliss of forgetting. Loafing on the
bench outside the Union Hotel, Rip tells his story to every stranger who
arrives in the village and, in so doing, becomes a kind of living history that
provides the younger generation with an alternative to the political turmoil of
the post-Revolutionary period. He prefers “making friends among the rising
generation, with whom he soon grew into great favor,” and soon becomes
“reverenced as one of the patriarchs of the village, and a chronicle of the old
times ‘before the war’ ” (p. 88). Those old times constitute a pre-history for
the new republic free of the emotional scars of its having severed ties with
England. By having Rip take up the task of the historian, Irving turns his story



into an allegory of how to construct a “legendary” past, one that presents the
origins of the nation as idyllic and therefore free of the political conflict that
is inherently part of democracy (Horwitz, “‘Rip Van Winkle’ and Legendary
National Memory;’ p. 37).

Irving grew up in a time without a history. The youngest of eight surviving
children, he was born on April 3, 1783, the same year British troops formally
withdrew from New York. His father, William Irving, was a merchant of
moderate means, whose business fluctuated with the political climate of the
newly formed nation. His mother, Sarah Sanders Irving, was a devoted wife
and mother, whom Irving remembered dearly throughout his life. He was the
pampered favorite of his sisters, Ann, Catherine, and Sarah, and throughout
his adolescence and early adulthood, his four brothers, William, Peter,
Ebenezer, and John Treat, also watched over him. He was not spoiled, but
latitude was allowed him conducive to his development as an artist. With four
brothers already set to work in the family business, there was no need for him
to be pressured into a practical education for a career. Irving showed quick
intelligence in his schooling but little discipline. Instead of applying himself
to Dillworth’s Arithmetic or translations of Virgil, he was more apt to bury
himself in books culled from his father’s library. He found popular travel
narratives especially appealing. He absorbed The World Displayed, a
collection of travel narratives, along with fictional works such as The Arabian
Nights and Robinson Crusoe. His religious upbringing also left him
lukewarm. His father, a deacon in the Presbyterian Church, imposed rigorous
theological training on his children. Irving later recalled that “religion was
forced upon me before I could understand or appreciate it. I was forced to
swallow it whether I would or not ... until I was disgusted with all its forms
and observances” (Williams, vol. 1, p. 7). He never attended Columbia
College (now Columbia University), as did his brothers Peter and John, and
eventually decided to study law less from ambition than to escape “the risks
and harassing cares of commerce” (Irving, The Complete Works of
Washington Irving, vol. 25, p. 1,008).

His knowledge of the law rendered him competent to attend to some aspects
of the family’s importing business, while still allowing him time to indulge
his idle inclination for literature. By the time he was nineteen, he was
employed in the offices of Judge Josiah Hoffman, former attorney general of
New York. Irving found relief from the monotony of legal work in penning a



series of letters under the pseudonym “Jonathan Oldstyle, Gent.” He probably
had the encouragement of his brother Peter who, as editor of the New York
weekly Morning Chronicle, agreed to publish them. A light satire on the
fashionable circles of New York’s emerging middle class, these letters earned
the young Irving some notoriety for his wit. The narrative persona he
constructed—that of an elderly gentleman nostalgic for the social mores of
the pre-Revolutionary period—anticipates his later narrators, Diedrich
Knickerbocker and Geoffrey Crayon. The satire of the “Letters” is light,
written for humor rather than for purposes of social reform, and this
contributed to their success. The new nation was not yet ready for the goading
criticisms of an Emerson or a Thoreau, and Irving’s portrayal of New York
manners allowed readers to laugh at themselves without feeling the sting of
self-criticism. In this regard, the “Letters” initiate a pattern Irving would
develop in his subsequent literary endeavors. His desire to appeal to the tastes
of his audience caused him to avoid overtly controversial issues almost by
instinct.

In his legal career, Irving experienced a similar mild success. He became a
close friend of the Hoffman family, and especially enjoyed the company of
the daughters, Ann and Matilda. He traveled with their father up the Hudson
River to Albany, and then on to Montreal, through landscape he later
described in “Rip Van Winkle” and “Dolph Heyliger.” Soon after his return,
he became ill and worried that he might be developing tuberculosis. His
brothers arranged for him to travel to Europe in the hope that the climate
would improve his health. Irving took full advantage of this opportunity and
traveled extensively through France and Italy. While in Rome, he made the
acquaintance of the landscape painter Washington Allston and briefly
considered becoming a painter himself. Language, however, would remain
Irving’s chosen medium, even while he continued to experiment in his
journals with scenic descriptions meant to parallel the picturesque style of his
compatriot, Allston.

He returned to New York in March 1806 with a more worldly perspective
on his native city of New York. That perspective narrowed to a satirical point
in his contributions to Salmagundi, the series of twenty pamphlets he
coauthored with his brother William and their friend James Kirke Paulding.
Salmagundi was essentially a fictional newspaper complete with an editorial
column and a variety of regular features, including theatrical criticism by
“William Wizard, Esq.,” satirical verse by “Pindar Cockloft,” and political
correspondence from “Mustapha Rub-a-Dub Keli Khan.” Joseph Addison’s
Spectactor and Oliver Goldsmith’s Citizen of the World surely served as



models for the substance and form of this pamphlet, but there were a number
of publications closer to home that also inspired these young wits—first
among them, the Philadelphia Port Folio, edited by Joseph Dennie.

The idea for Salmagundi emerged out of a social club called by various
names, including “the lads of Kilkenny” and “the nine worthies.” Irving’s
brothers, William, Peter, and Ebenezer, were all members, along with
Paulding, Henry Brevoort, and other young bachelors of New York’s
merchant class. Their gossip and banter about literary, theatrical, social, and
political issues provided the raw material for the early numbers of the
pamphlet, which quickly gained notoriety from New York to Philadelphia.
The success of Salmagundi may have inspired Irving’s next project. Along
with his brother Peter, he began to write a parody of a well-known guidebook
of New York, Samuel Mitchill’s The Picture of New York; or, The Traveller’s
Guide, through the Commercial Metropolis of the United States (1809). What
began as a simple spoof grew into Irving’s first significant work, his
Rabelaisian epic A History of New York.

The composition of A History coincided with his courtship of Matilda
Hoffman, and his literary enthusiasm grew under the influence of their love.
In his notebooks, Irving recalled their courtship.

I would read to her from some favorite poet ... and dwell upon his merits
when I came to some tender passage [that] seemed to catch my excited
feelings. I would close the book and launch forth into his praises and
when I had wrought myself up into some strain of enthusiasm I would
turn to her pale dark eyes beaming upon me ... I would drink in new
inspiration from them—until she suddenly seemed to recollect herself—
& throw them down upon the earth with a sweet pensiveness and a full
drawn sigh (quoted in Williams, vol. 2, p. 195).

When Josiah Hoffman learned of the young couple’s budding relationship,
he offered Irving a partnership in his law firm to ensure that the dilettante
author settled into a regular career. Tragically, though, Matilda suffered from
tuberculosis, the consumptive disease Irving’s brothers had sent him to
Europe to escape. As their courtship progressed her health deteriorated, and
on April 26, 1809, she died, at the age of seventeen. Irving was overwhelmed.

I cannot tell you what a horrid state of mind I was in for a long time—I
seemed to care for nothing—the world was a blank to me—I abandoned
all thoughts of the Law—I went into the country, but could not bear
solitude yet could not enjoy society—There was a dismal horror
continually in my mind that made me fear to be alone—I had often to



get up in the night & seek the bedroom of my brother, as if having a
human being by me would relieve me of the frightful gloom of my
thoughts (Williams, vol. 2, pp. 257-258).

He found solace in working on A History, spending long days in the
libraries of New York and Philadelphia. The source material he gleaned from
European travel narratives and early colonial histories would give his
manuscript a verisimilitude that added to its popularity.

This air of realism was heightened by a promotional stunt Irving pulled off
with the help of Henry Brevoort and James Kirke Paulding. In the weeks prior
to publication, he published a report in the New York Evening Post that an
elderly gentleman by the name of Knickerbocker had wandered off from his
lodgings without paying his rent, leaving behind only a collection of papers in
manuscript. In a subsequent issue, a letter to the editor reported that a
gentleman matching Knickerbocker’s description had been seen in the
Hudson River Valley, walking north toward Albany. A week and a half later,
under the pseudonym “Seth Handaside, Landlord of the Independent
Columbian Hotel,” Irving announced that the manuscript Knickerbocker left
behind was to be published in order to “pay off his bill for boarding and
lodging” (p. 374). This hoax was remarkably successful, so much so that for a
time Irving’s narrator gained greater notoriety than the author himself. The
historical accuracy of his narrative of New York’s history as the Dutch colony
of New Amsterdam made his mock-heroic epic more than a Swiftean satire. It
provided the newly formed nation with a basis for history that was free of
associations with British colonial rule. In so doing, A History anticipates on a
grand scale the historical displacement that is a central theme of Irving’s
better-known story, “Rip Van Winkle.”

America’s need to declare its cultural independence from Britain intensified
in the decade following the War of 1812. In August 1814, after the British
burned Washington, D.C., Irving enlisted. He served as aide-de-camp to New
York’s Governor Daniel Tompkins, but the war was in its final stages and he
never saw action. However, he did gain experience in politics and diplomacy
that served him well later in life (he was appointed secretary to the American
legation in London in 1829, and minister to Spain in 1842). Unfortunately, his
political talents could not help save the family importing business. P. & E.
Irving foundered after the war, largely due to Peter Irving’s mismanagement
of purchasing in Liverpool. The demand for imported goods had evaporated
as public sentiment became decidedly anti-British and manufacturing
increased in the mid-Atlantic region. Irving sailed to Liverpool in June 1815
intending to travel through England and Europe for a second time, but he



found himself caught up in the financial collapse of the firm. He remembered
this period as one of the darkest of his life.

This new calamity seemed more intolerable even than [Matilda’s death].
That was solemn and sanctifying, it seemed while it prostrated my
spirits, to purify & elevate my soul. But this was vile and sordid and
humiliated me to the dust.... I lost all appetite, I scarcely slept—I went
to my bed every night as to a grave (Williams, vol. 2, p. 259).

To drive off his despondency, Irving again turned to writing. He had the
good fortune to meet up with Washington Allston who, along with his fellow
American artist Charles Leslie, had been commissioned to illustrate a British
edition of A History. Irving became their regular companion, and they
encouraged him to pursue the literary “sketches” he had begun to write. To
gain some relief from the anxieties of impending bankruptcy, he traveled to
Scotland and met Sir Walter Scott, whom he had long admired. Scott invited
Irving to spend a few days with him at Abbotsford, and this visit had a
decisive influence on Irving’s conception of The Sketch-Book. Scott’s deep
interest in folklore as the foundational element of a national culture confirmed
Irving’s intuition that a legend of Sleepy Hollow might merit as much
attention as Rob Roy.

When Irving returned to Liverpool to appear before the Commissioners of
Bankruptcy with his brother Peter, he already had decided to pursue a career
in literature. His brother William, a congressman back in Washington, D.C.,
made arrangements for him to serve as first clerk in the Navy Department at a
comfortable salary, but Irving declined the post, for he was determined “to
raise myself once more by my talents, and owe nothing to compassion”
(Williams, vol. 2, p. 260). In a letter of explanation to his brother Ebenezer, he
declared, “My talents are merely literary,” and pleaded “to be left for a little
while entirely to the bent of my own inclination, and not agitated by new
plans for subsistence, or by entreaties to come home” (Irving, vol. 23, p. 541).
The brothers honored his request, and by June 1819 the first installment of
The Sketch-Book was in print in America. Irving had more difficulty finding a
publisher in England and eventually made arrangements to print the first
volume at his own expense. The early reviews were positive, praising Irving
for his style and recognizing him as that hitherto unheard of thing, a genuine
American man of letters. Now confident that the book would pay for itself,
London publisher John Murray agreed to take over publication of the
remaining volumes, and Irving’s reputation was assured.

The Sketch-Book marks the apex of Irving’s career. Having declared his
independence from his family, he was confident enough to declare



independence for American literature as well, which he did overtly in
“English Writers on America” (p. 91 ). More importantly, his narrator,
Geoffrey Crayon, was a prototypical figure of the American individual. In the
opening sketch, “The Voyage,” Crayon’s passage across the Atlantic leaves
him doubly detached from family and place. Crossing the Atlantic is like
opening “a blank page in existence” that “severs” the chain of memories that
otherwise would “[grapple] us to home” (p. 52). His arrival in Liverpool is no
joyous return of a prodigal son to the land of his forefathers. It only deepens
his isolation. While preparing to disembark from the ship, he witnesses a
dying sailor being carried ashore and feels himself “a stranger in the land” (p.
57). The melancholy Irving evokes from Crayon’s situation as an aimless
tourist suggests a feeling of placelessness often associated with American
individualism. Crayon’s alienation is the other side of Emerson’s self-reliant
assertion that “Whoso would be a man must be a nonconformist” (Emerson,
The Collected Works of Ralph Waldo Emerson, vol. 2, p. 29). The poignant
detachment of Crayon’s point of view anticipates such first-person narrators
as Nathaniel Hawthorne’s Miles Coverdale, Herman Melville’s Ishmael, or F.
Scott Fitzgerald’s Nick Carraway. Yet it was Irving’s displacement from home
that caused him to imagine Sleepy Hollow as an ideal “retreat, whither I
might steal from the world and its distractions, and dream quietly away the
remnant of a troubled life” (p. 163).

Two-thirds of The Sketch-Book is made up of observational essays that fall
into the genre of travel literature. Only five of its “sketches” are recognizably
what we would call short stories (if we include “The Wife” and “The
Mutability of Literature” along with “Rip Van Winkle,” “The Spectre
Bridegroom,” and “The Legend of Sleepy Hollow™). Yet it is these few stories
that make Irving an innovative artist whom some have called the inventor of
the short story in America. As Fred Lewis Pattee observed, Irving “was the
first prominent writer to strip the prose tale of its moral and didactic elements
and to make of it a literary form solely for entertainment” (The Development
of the American Short Story, p. 21). The short stories in The Sketch-Book are
regularly interspersed among sketches of daily life and social customs in
Great Britain and provide imaginative relief from what might otherwise
become a mundane travel narrative. Irving actively pursued the
commercialization of literature in his next two works as well, enlarging the
fictional component of both Bracebridge Hall (1822) and Tales of a Traveller
(1824). In Bracebridge Hall, he capitalized on the success of his descriptions
of rural England, while at the same time pursuing his interest in prose fiction.
The premise for Bracebridge Hall is simple. Geoffrey Crayon returns to the
fictional manor he had described in some sections of The Sketch-Book to



spend a few weeks there while preparations are being made for the marriage
of Julia, “the daughter of a favorite college friend” of Simon Bracebridge.
Like The Sketch-Book, a majority of Bracebridge Hall is made up of
descriptions of the Hall and its environs and character sketches of the family,
their guests, and the inhabitants of the local village. As the book proceeds,
Irving regularly creates opportunities for characters to relate stories, the
longest of which, “Dolph Heyliger,” Crayon presents as “a manuscript tale
from the pen of my fellow-countryman, the late Mr. Diedrich Knickerbocker,
the historian of New York” (p. 214).

Irving is doing more than simply filling out the pages of his book with an
occasional story set in America. He is using the conventional genres that were
popular with readers of magazines and gift books—the observational essay or
character sketch written in a confessional mode—as a platform for staging
stories mildly Gothic in tone and content. He would take this method a step
further in Tales of a Traveller, the first of his collections in which fiction
predominates over travel narrative. Divided into four books, Tales lacks the
unity that a common setting gives to Bracebridge Hall, but Irving
compensates for this by creating tale-telling contests, or by using frame-
narratives to nest a story within a story, as with the interrelated series that
includes “Adventure of the Mysterious Picture,” “Adventure of the
Mysterious Stranger,” and “The Story of the Young Italian.” Although Irving
originally intended to use his travels through Germany and Italy as the
organizational premise for Tales, he abandoned this realist narrative
framework and told his stories as he would. He felt that the final manuscript
was uneven but also believed it contained some of his best writing. Critics in
England and America unfortunately did not agree. They found it imitative and
even vulgar for its moments of sexual innuendo and for the darker
psychological strain of tales such as “Adventure of the German Student.” As a
critic in the October 1824 issue of the Westminster Review made painfully
clear, Irving’s vogue in literary London had passed.

Geoffrey’s fame was occasioned by the fact of his being a prodigy; a
prodigy for show—such as La Belle Sauvage, or the learned pig: up to
the time of Geoffrey, there were no Belles Lettres in America, no native
litterateurs, and he shot up at once with true American growth, a
triumphant proof of what had so long been doubted and denied, namely,
that the sentimental plant may flourish even on that republican soil.

But now, this critic continued, Irving catered to the tastes of a shallow,
bourgeois audience, providing them with “a little pathos, a little sentiment to
excite tears as a pleasurable emotion,” yet little of “solid matter.” Still, Tales



sold well and Irving’s reputation with the public was not spoiled by the poor
critical reception it received.

His interest in writing fiction was dampened, though, and he turned to
popular history and biography instead, like that which he had written in A
History of New York but without the satirical overtone. He traveled to Madrid
in 1826 and, at the suggestion of Alexander Everett, the American minister to
Spain, began translating Martin Fernandez de Navarette’s history of
Columbus. He eventually abandoned the idea of a direct translation, choosing
to write a biography of his own from sources he culled from the private
library of Obadiah Rich, an American consul in Madrid to whom Everett
introduced him. His A History of the Life and Voyages of Christopher
Columbus was published in 1828, and the other works associated with
Irving’s Spanish period soon followed: A Chronicle of the Conquest of
Granada (1829), Voyages and Discoveries of the Companions of Columbus
(1831), and The Alhambra (1832).

With The Alhambra, Irving returned to fiction, and in that same year, he
returned to America after a seventeen-year absence. He continued to write
prolifically, producing dozens of stories for the Knickerbocker, a magazine
named after one of his most famous narrators, and three novel-length books—
A Tour of the Prairies (1835), Astoria (1836), and The Adventures of Captain
Bonneville, U.S.A. (1837). None of these, however, captured the depth of
emotion Irving was able to distill into The Sketch-Book. In 1842 he returned
to Europe, having agreed to serve as minister to Spain under the Tyler
administration. When he returned to America for good in 1846, he retired to
Sunnyside, the “neglected cottage” situated on the banks of the Hudson,
which he had renovated as his own Sleepy Hollow retreat. The major work of
his later years was a five-volume biography of his namesake, The Life of
George Washington. In 1859 he finished the final volume with the help of his
nephew Pierre Irving, who had taken over the management of his literary
estate. He died that same year, having completed this last great memorial to
the nation whose birth coincided with his own.
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A Note on the Text

This edition contains stories from three of Irving’s collections, The Sketch-
Book (1820), Bracebridge Hall (1822), and Tales of a Traveller (1824), as
well as selections from his early writings: Letters of Jonathan Oldstyle, Gent.
(1802), Salmagundi (1807-1808), and A History of New York (1809). The text
of this edition is based on the Author’s Revised Edition that was issued by
Putnam in New York in 1848. With the exception of A History of New York,
the selections are arranged chronologically in the order in which Irving
published them. In the Author’s Revised Edition, Irving made substantial
changes to the style and content of A History. Accordingly, the selections
from that volume are placed at the end of this edition. Readers interested in
the 1809 edition of A History and any other textual matters should consult
The Complete Works of Washington Irving, completed under the general
editorship of Henry A. Pochmann, Herbert L. Kleinfield, and Richard
Dilworth Rust (see “For Further Reading”).
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Letter I

Mr. Editor,—If the observations of an odd old fellow are not wholly
superfluous, I would thank you to shove them into a spare corner of your

paper.
It is a matter of amusement to an uninterested spectator like myself, to

observe the influence fashion has on the dress and deportment of its votaries,?
and how very quick they fly from one extreme to the other.

A few years since the rage was,—very high crowned hats with very narrow
brims, tight neckcloth, tight coat, tight jacket, tight small-clothes, and shoes
loaded with enormous silver buckles; the hair craped, plaited, queued, and
powdered;—in short, an air of the greatest spruceness and tightness diffused
over the whole person.

The ladies, with their tresses neatly turned up over an immense cushion;
waist a yard long, braced up with stays into the smallest compass, and
encircled by an enormous hoop; so that the fashionable belle resembled a
walking bottle.

Thus dressed, the lady was seen, with the most bewitching languor,
reclining on the arm of an extremely attentive beau, who, with a long cane,
decorated with an enormous tassel, was carefully employed in removing
every stone, stick, or straw that might impede the progress of his tottering
companion, whose high-heeled shoes just brought the points of her toes to the
ground.

What an alteration has a few years produced! We now behold our
gentlemen, with the most studious carelessness and almost slovenliness of
dress; large hat, large coat, large neckcloth, large pantaloons, large boots, and
hair scratched into every careless direction, lounging along the streets in the
most apparent listlessness and vacuity of thought; staring with an unmeaning
countenance at every passenger, or leaning upon the arm of some kind fair
one for support, with the other hand crammed into his breeches’ pocket. Such
is the picture of a modern beau,—in his dress stuffing himself up to the
dimensions of a Hercules,? in his manners affecting the helplessness of an
invalid.

The belle who has to undergo the fatigue of dragging along this sluggish
animal has chosen a character the very reverse,—emulating in her dress and
actions all the airy lightness of a sylph, she trips along with the greatest



vivacity. Her laughing eye, her countenance enlivened with affability and
good-humor, inspire with kindred animation every beholder, except the torpid
being by her side, who is either affecting the fashionable sangfroid,c or is
wrapt up in profound contemplation of himself.

Heavens! how changed are the manners since I was young! Then, how
delightful to contemplate a ball-room,—such bowing, such scraping, such
complimenting; nothing but copperplate speeches? to be heard on both sides;
no walking but in minuet measure;* nothing more common than to see half a
dozen gentlemen knock their heads together in striving who should first
recover a lady’s fan or snuff-box that had fallen.

But now, our youths no longer aim at the character of pretty gentlemen;
their greatest Ambition is to be called lazy dogs, careless fellows, &c., &c.
Dressed up in the mammoth style, our buck saunters into the ball-room in a
surtout, hat under arm, cane in hand; strolls round with the most vacant air;
stops abruptly before such lady as he may choose to honor with his attention;
entertains her with the common slang of the day, collected from the
conversation of hostlers, footmen, portors, &c., until his string of smart
sayings is run out, and then lounges off to entertain some other fair one with
the same unintelligible jargon. Surely, Mr. Editor, puppyism! must have
arrived to a climax; it must turn; to carry it to a greater extent seems to me
impossible.

JONATHAN OLDSTYLE
NOVEMBER 15, 1802
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Letter 11

Sir,—Encouraged by the ready insertion you gave my former communication,
I have taken the liberty to intrude on you a few more remarks.

Nothing is more intolerable to an old person than innovation on old habits.
The customs that prevailed in our youth become dear to us as we advance in
years; and we can no more bear to see them abolished than we can to behold
the trees cut down under which we have sported in the happy days of infancy.

Even I myself, who have floated down the stream of life with the tide,—
who have humored it in all its turnings, who have conformed in a great
measure to all its fashions,—cannot but feel sensible of this prejudice. I often
sigh when I draw a comparison between the present and the past; and though I
cannot but be sensible that, in general, times are altered for the better, yet
there is something, even in the imperfections of the manners which prevailed
in my youthful days, that is inexpressibly endearing.

There is nothing that seems more strange and preposterous to me than the
manner in which modern marriages are conducted.? The parties keep the
matter as secret as if there was something disgraceful in the connection. The
lady positively denies that anything of the kind is to happen; will laugh at her
intended husband, and even lay bets against the event, the very day before it
is to take place. They sneak into matrimony as quietly as possible, and seem
to pride themselves on the cunning and ingenuity they have displayed in their
manoeuvres.

How different is this from the manners of former times! I recollect when my
aunt Barbara was addressed by ‘Squire Stylish; nothing was heard of during
the whole courtship but consultations and negotiations between her friends
and relatives; the matter was considered and reconsidered, and at length the
time set for a final answer. Never, Mr. Editor, shall I forget the awful
solemnity of the scene. The whole family of the Oldstyles assembled in awful
conclave: my aunt Barbara dressed out as fine as hands could make her,—
high cushion, enormous cap, long waist, prodigious hoop, ruffles that reached
to the end of her fingers, and a gown of flame-colored brocade, figured with
poppies, roses, and sunflowers. Never did she look so sublimely handsome.
The ’Squire entered the room with a countenance suited to the solemnity of
the occasion. He was arrayed in a full suit of scarlet velvet, his coat decorated
with a profusion of large silk buttons, and the skirts stiffened with a yard or
two of buckram; a long pig-tailed wig, well powdered, adorned his head; and



stockings of deep blue silk, rolled over the knees, graced his extremities; the
flaps of his vest reached to his knee-buckles, and the ends of his cravat, tied
with the most precise neatness, twisted through every button-hole. Thus
accoutred, he gravely walked into the room, with his ivory-headed ebony cane
in one hand, and gently swaying his three-cornered beaver with the other. The
gallant and fashionable appearance of the ’Squire, the gracefulness and
dignity of his deportment, occasioned a general smile of complacency through
the room; my aunt Barbara modestly veiled her countenance with her fan, but
I observed her contemplating her admirer with great satisfaction through the
sticks.

The business was opened with the most formal solemnity, but was not long
in agitation. The Oldstyles were moderate; their articles of capitulation few;
the ’Squire was gallant, and acceded to them all. In short, the blushing
Barbara was delivered up to his embraces with due ceremony. Then, Mr.
Editor, then were the happy times: such oceans of arrack,®*—such mountains
of plumcake,—such feasting and congratulating,—such fiddling and dancing,
—ah me! who can think of those days, and not sigh when he sees the
degeneracy of the present: no eating of cake nor throwing of stockings,—not
a single skin filled with wine on the joyful occasion,—nor a single pocket
edified by it but the parson’s.

It is with the greatest pain I see those customs dying away, which served to
awaken the hospitality and friendship of my ancient comrades, —that strewed
with flowers the path to the altar, and shed a ray of sunshine on the
commencement of the matrimonial union.

The deportment of my aunt Barbara and her husband was as decorous after
marriage as before; her conduct was always regulated by his,—her sentiments
ever accorded with his opinions; she was always eager to tie on his neckcloth
of a morning,—to tuck a napkin under his chin at meal-times,—to wrap him
up warm of a winter’s day, and to spruce him up as smart as possible of a
Sunday. The ‘Squire was the most attentive and polite husband in the world;
would hand his wife in and out of church with the greatest ceremony, —drink
her health at dinner with particular emphasis, and ask her advice on every
subject,—though I must confess he invariably adopted his own;—nothing was
heard from both sides but dears, sweet loves, doves, &c. The ’Squire could
never stir out of a winter’s day, without his wife calling after him from the
window to button up his waistcoat carefully. Thus, all things went on
smoothly; and my relations Stylish had the name—and, as far as I know,
deserved it,—of being the most happy and loving couple in the world.

A modern married pair will, no doubt, laugh at all this; they are accustomed



to treat one another with the utmost carelessness and neglect. No longer does
the wife tuck the napkin under her husband’s chin, nor the husband attend to
heaping her plate with dainties;—no longer do I see those little amusing
fooleries in company where the lady would pat her husband’s cheek, and he
chuck her under the chin; when dears, and sweets were as plenty as cookies
on a New-year’s day. The wife now considers herself as totally independent,
—will advance her own opinions, without hesitation, though directly opposite
to his,—will carry on accounts of her own, and will even have secrets of her
own, with which she refuses to entrust him.

Who can read these facts, and not lament with me the degeneracy of the
present times;—what husband is there but will look back with regret to the
happy days of female subjection.

JONATHAN OLDSTYLE

NOVEMBER 20, 1802
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No. 1.-Saturday, January 24, 1807

As everybody knows, or ought to know, what a SALMAGUND? is, we shall
spare ourselves the trouble of an explanation; besides, we despise trouble as
we do everything low and mean, and hold the man who would incur it
unnecessarily as an object worthy our highest pity and contempt. Neither will
we puzzle our heads to give an account of ourselves, for two reasons; first,
because it is nobody’s business; secondly, because if it were, we do not hold
ourselves bound to attend to anybody’s business but our own; and even that
we take the liberty of neglecting when it suits our inclination. To these we
might add a third, that very few men can give a tolerable account of
themselves, let them try over so hard; but this reason, we candidly avow,
would not hold good with ourselves.

There are, however, two or three pieces of information which we bestow
gratis on the public, chiefly because it suits our own pleasure and convenience
that they should be known, and partly because we do not wish that there
should be any ill will between us at the commencement of our acquaintance.

Our intention is simply to instruct the young, reform the old, correct the
town, and castigate the age; this is an arduous task, and therefore we
undertake it with confidence. We intend for this purpose to present a striking
picture of the town; and as everybody is anxious to see his own phiz! on
canvas, however stupid or ugly it may be, we have no doubt but the whole
town will flock to our exhibition. Our picture will necessarily include a vast
variety of figures; and should any gentleman or lady be displeased with the
inveterate truth of their likenesses, they may ease their spleen by laughing at
those of their neighbors—this being what we understand by poetical justice.

Like all true and able editors, we consider ourselves infallible; and
therefore, with the customary diffidence of our brethren of the quill, we shall
take the liberty of interfering in all matters either of a public or a private
nature. We are critics, amateurs, dilettanti, and cognoscenti; and as we know
“by the pricking of our thumbs,” that every opinion which we may advance in
either of those characters will be correct, we are determined though it may be
questioned, contradicted, or even controverted, yet it shall never be revoked.

We beg the public particularly to understand that we solicit no patronage.
We are determined, on the contrary, that the patronage shall be entirely on our
side. We have nothing to do with the pecuniary concerns of the paper; its
success will yield us neither pride nor profit—nor will its failure occasion to



us either loss or mortification. We advise the public, therefore, to purchase
our numbers merely for their own sakes; if they do not, let them settle the
affair with their consciences and posterity.

To conclude, we invite all editors of newspapers and literary journals to
praise us heartily in advance, as we assure them that we intend to deserve
their praises. To our next-door neighbor, “Town,” we hold out a hand of
amity, declaring to him that, after ours, his paper will stand the best chance
for immortality. We proffer an exchange of civilities: he shall furnish us with
notices of epic poems and tobacco; and we in return will enrich him with
original speculations on all manner of subjects, together with “the rummaging
of my grandfather’s mahogany chest of drawers,” “the life and amours of
mine Uncle John;” “anecdotes of the Cockloft family,”¥ and learned
quotations from that unheard of writer of folios, Linkum Fidelius.!
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No. II1.—Ffriday, February 13, 1807

FROM MY ELBOW-CHAIR

As I delight in everything novel and eccentric, and would at any time give an
old coat for a new idea, I am particularly attentive to the manners and
conversation of strangers, and scarcely ever a traveller enters this city whose
appearance promises anything original, but by some means or another I form
an acquaintance with him. I must confess I often suffer manifold afflictions
from the intimacies thus contracted: my curiosity is frequently punished by
the stupid details of a blockhead, or the shallow verbosity of a coxcomb.®
Now, I would prefer at any time to travel with an ox-team through a Carolina
sand-flat, rather than plod through a heavy, unmeaning conversation with the
former; and as to the latter, I would sooner hold sweet converse with the
wheel of a knife-grinder than endure his monotonous chattering. In fact, the
strangers who flock to this most pleasant of all earthly cities are generally
mere birds of passage, whose plumage is often gay enough, I own, but their
notes,? “heaven save the mark” are as unmusical as those of that classic night-
bird which the ancients humorously selected as the emblem of wisdom.2
Those from the South, it is true, entertain me with their horses, equipages, and
puns; and it is excessively pleasant to hear a couple of these four-in-hand®
gentlemen detail their exploits over a bottle. Those from the East have often
induced me to doubt the existence of the wise men of yore, who are said to
have flourished in that quarter; and as for those from parts beyond seas—O!
my masters, ye shall hear more from me anon. Heaven help this unhappy
town! hath it not goslings enow of its own hatching and rearing, that it must
be overwhelmed by such an inundation of ganders from other climes? I would
not have any of my courteous and gentle readers suppose that I am running a
muck, full tilt, cut and slash, upon all foreigners indiscriminately. I have no
national antipathies, though related to the Cockloft family. As to honest John
Bull,® T shake him heartily by the hand, assuring him that I love his jolly
countenance, and, moreover, am lineally descended from him; in proof of
which I allege my invincible predilection for roast beef and pudding. I
therefore look upon all his children as my kinsmen; and I beg, when I tickle a
cockney, I may not be understood as trimming an Englishman;—they being
very distinct animals, as I shall clearly demonstrate in a future number. If any
one wishes to know my opinion of the Irish and Scotch, he may find it in the



characters of those two nations, drawn by the first advocate of the age. But
the French, I must confess, are my favorites; and I have taken more pains to
argue my cousin Pindar! out of his antipathy to them than I ever did about any
other thing. When, therefore, I choose to hunt a Monsieur for my own
particular amusement, I beg it may not be asserted that I intend him as a
representative of his countrymen at large. Far from this; I love the nation, as
being a nation of right merry fellows, possessing the true secret of being
happy; which is nothing more than thinking of nothing, talking about
anything, and laughing at everything. I mean only to tune up those little
thingimys,®> who represent nobody but themselves; who have no national trait
about them but their language, and who hop about our town in swarms, like
little toads after a shower.

Among the few strangers whose acquaintance has entertained me, 1
particularly rank the magnanimous Mustapha Rub-a-dub Keli Khan, a most
illustrious captain of a ketch,! who figured, some time since, in our
fashionable circles, at the head of a ragged regiment of Tripolitan prisoners."
His conversation was to me a perpetual feast; I chuckled with inward pleasure
at his whimsical mistakes and unaffected observations on men and manners,
and I rolled each odd conceit “like a sweet morsel under my tongue.”

Whether Mustapha was captivated by my iron-bound physiognomy, or
flattered by the attentions which I paid him, I won’t determine; but I so far
gained his confidence, that, at his departure, he presented me with a bundle of
papers, containing, among other articles, several copies of letters, which he
had written to his friends at Tripoli. The following is a translation of one of
them. The original is in Arabic-Greek; but by the assistance of Will Wizard,
who understands all languages, not excepting that manufactured by
Psalmanazar,® 1 have been enabled to accomplish a tolerable translation. We
should have found little difficulty in rendering it into English, had it not been
for Mustapha’s confounded pot-hooks and trammels.

LETTER FROM MUSTAPHA RUB-A-DUB KELI
KHAN,

CAPTAIN OF AKETCH, TO ASEM HACCHEM,
PRINCIPAL SLAVE-DRIVER TO HIS HIGHNESS
THE BASHAW OF TRIPOLI



Thou wilt learn from this letter, most illustrious disciple of Ma homet,Y that I
have for some time resided in New York; the most polished, vast, and
magnificent city of the United States of America. But what to me are its
delights! I wander a captive through its splendid streets, I turn a heavy eye on
every rising day that beholds me banished from my country. The Christian
husbands here lament most bitterly any short absence from home, though they
leave but one wife behind to lament their departure; what then, must be the
feelings of thy unhappy kinsman, while thus lingering at an immeasurable
distance from three-and-twenty of the most lovely and obedient wives in all
Tripoli! O Allah! shall thy servant never again return to his native land, nor
behold his beloved wives, who beam on his memory beautiful as the rosy
morn of the east, and graceful as Mahomet’s camel!

Yet beautiful, O most puissant slave-driver, as are my wives, they are far
exceeded by the women of this country. Even those who run about the streets
with bare arms and necks (et cetera), whose habiliments are too scanty to
protect them from the inclemency of the seasons, or the scrutinizing glances
of the curious, and who it would seem belong to nobody, are lovely as the
houris¥ that people the elysium of true believers. If, then, such as run wild in
the highways, and whom no one cares to appropriate, are thus beauteous,
what must be the charms of those who are shut up in the seraglios,* and never

permitted to go abroad! surely the region of beauty, the Valley of the Graces,*
can contain nothing so inimitably fair!

But, notwithstanding the charms of these infidel women, they are apt to
have one fault, which is extremely troublesome and inconvenient. Wouldst
thou believe it, Asem, I have been positively assured by a famous dervise,¥ or
doctor, as he is here called, that at least one-fifth part of them—have souls!
Incredible as it may seem to thee, I am the more inclined to believe them in
possession of this monstrous superfluity, from my own little experience, and
from the information which I have derived from others. In walking the streets
I have actually seen an exceedingly good-looking woman, with soul enough
to box her husband’s ears to his heart’s content, and my very whiskers
trembled with indignation at the abject state of these wretched infidels. I am
told, moreover, that some of the women have soul enough to usurp the
breeches of the men, but these I suppose are married and kept close; for I
have not, in my rambles, met with any so extravagantly accoutred: others, I
am informed, have soul enough to swearl—yea! by the beard of the great
Omar, who prayed three times to each of the one hundred and twenty-four
thousand prophets of our most holy faith, and who never swore but once in
his life—they actually swear!



Get thee to the mosque, good Asem! return thanks to our most holy prophet,
that he has been thus mindful of the comfort of all true Mussulmans, and has
given them wives with no more souls than cats and dogs, and other necessary
animals of the household.

Thou wilt doubtless be anxious to learn our reception in this country, and
how we were treated by a people whom we have been accustomed to consider
as unenlightened barbarians.

On landing we were waited upon to our lodgings, I suppose according to the
directions of the municipality, by a vast and respectable escort of boys and
negroes, who shouted and threw up their hats, doubtless to do honor to the
magnanimous Mustapha, captain of a ketch; they were somewhat ragged and
dirty in their equipments, but this we attributed to their republican simplicity.
One of them, in the zeal of admiration, threw an old shoe, which gave thy
friend rather an ungentle salutation on one side of the head, whereat I was not
a little offended, until the interpreter informed us that this was the customary
manner in which great men were honored in this country; and that the more
distinguished they were, the more they were subjected to the attacks and
peltings of the mob. Upon this I bowed my head three times, with my hands
to my turban, and made a speech in Arabic-Greek, which gave great
satisfaction, and occasioned a shower of old shoes, hats, and so forth, that was
exceedingly refreshing to us all.

Thou wilt not as yet expect that I should give thee an account of the laws
and politics of this country. I will reserve them for some future letter, when I
shall be more experienced in their complicated and seemingly contradictory
nature.

This empire is governed by a grand and most puissant bashaw, whom they
dignify with the title of president. He is chosen by persons, who are chosen by
an assembly, elected by the people—hence the mob is called the sovereign
people—and the country, free; the body politic doubtless resembling a vessel,
which is best governed by its tail. The present bashaw? is a very plain old
gentleman—something they say of a humorist, as he amuses himself with
impaling butterflies and pickling tadpoles; he is rather declining in popularity,
having given great offense by wearing red breeches and tying his horse to a
post.Z The people of the United States have assured me that they themselves
are the most enlightened nation under the sun; but thou knowest that the
barbarians of the desert, who assemble at the summer solstice, to shoot their
arrows at that glorious luminary, in order to extinguish his burning rays, make
precisely the same boast—which of them have the superior claim, I shall not
attempt to decide.



I have observed, with some degree of surprise, that the men of this country
do not seem in haste to accommodate themselves even with the single wife
which alone the laws permit them to marry; this backwardness is probably
owing to the misfortune of their absolutely having no female mutes among
them. Thou knowest how valuable are these silent companions—what a price
is given for them in the East, and what entertaining wives they make. What
delightful entertainment arises from beholding the silent eloquence of their
sighs and gestures; but a wife possessed both of a tongue and a soul—
monstrous! monstrous! is it astonishing that these unhappy infidels should
shrink from a union with a woman so preposterously endowed!

Thou hast doubtless read in the works of Abul Faraj,2 the Arabian
historian, the tradition which mentions that the muses were once upon the
point of falling together by the ears about the admission of a tenth among
their number, until she assured them, by signs, that she was dumb; whereupon
they received her with great rejoicing. I should, perhaps, inform thee that
there are but nine Christian muses, who were formerly pagans, but have since
been converted, and that in this country we never hear of a tenth, unless some
crazy poet wishes to pay a hyperbolical compliment to his mistress; on which
occasion it goes hard, but she figures as a tenth muse, or fourth grace, even
though she should be more illiterate than a Hottentot,2® and more ungraceful
than a dancing bear! Since my arrival in this country, I have met with not less
than a hundred of these supernumerary muses and graces—and may Allah
preserve me from ever meeting with any more!

When I have studied this people more profoundly, I will write thee again: in
the meantime watch over my household, and do not beat my beloved wives
unless you catch them with their noses out at the window. Though far distant
and a slave, let me live in thy heart as thou livest in mine; think not, O friend
of my soul, that the splendors of this luxurious capital, its gorgeous palaces,
its stupendous mosques, and the beautiful females who run wild in herds
about its streets, can obliterate thee from my remembrance. Thy name shall
still be mentioned in the five-and-twenty prayers which I offer up daily; and
may our great prophet, after bestowing on thee all the blessings of this life, at
length, in good old age, lead thee gently by the hand, to enjoy the dignity of

bashaw of three tails& in the blissful bowers of Eden.

MUSTAPHA
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LETTER FROM MUSTAPHA RUB-A-DUB KELI
KHAN, TO ASEM HACCHEM, PRINCIPAL
SLAVE-DRIVER TO HIS HIGHNESS THE
BASHAW OF TRIPOLI

I promised in a former letter, good Asem, that I would furnish thee with a few
hints respecting the nature of the government by which I am held in durance.
Though my inquiries for that purpose have been industrious, yet I am not
perfectly satisfied with their results; for thou mayst easily imagine that the
vision of a captive is overshadowed by the mists of illusion and prejudice, and
the horizon of his speculations must be limited indeed. I find that the people
of this country are strangely at a loss to determine the nature and proper
character of their government. Even their dervises are extremely in the dark as
to this particular, and are continually indulging in the most preposterous
disquisitions on the subject; some have insisted that it savors of an
aristocracy; others maintain that it is a pure democracy; and a third set of
theorists declare absolutely that it is nothing more or less than a mobocracy.
The latter, I must confess, though still wide in error, have come nearest to the
truth. You of course must understand the meaning of these different words, as
they are derived from the ancient Greek language, and bespeak loudly the
verbal poverty of these poor infidels, who cannot utter a learned phrase
without laying the dead languages under contribution. A man, my dear Asem,
who talks good sense in his native tongue, is held in tolerable estimation in
this country; but a fool, who clothes his feeble ideas in a foreign or antique
garb, is bowed down to as a literary prodigy. While I conversed with these
people in plain English, I was but little attended to; but the moment I prosed
away in Greek, every one looked up to me with veneration as an oracle.

Although the dervises differ widely in the particulars above mentioned, yet
they all agree in terming their government one of the most pacific in the
known world. I cannot help pitying their ignorance, and smiling, at times, to
see into what ridiculous errors those nations will wander, who are
unenlightened by the precepts of Mahomet, our divine prophet, and
uninstructed by the five hundred and forty-nine books of wisdom of the
immortal Ibrahim Hassan al Fusti. To call this nation pacific! Most



preposterous! it reminds me of the title assumed by the sheik of that
murderous tribe of wild Arabs, that desolate the valleys of Belsaden, who
styles himself “Star of Courtesy—Beam of the Mercy-Seat.”

The simple truth of the matter is, that these people are totally ignorant of
their own true character; for, according to the best of my observation, they are
the most warlike, and I must say, the most savage nation that I have as yet
discovered among all the barbarians. They are not only at war, in their own
way, with almost every nation on earth, but they are at the same time engaged
in the most complicated knot of civil wars that ever infested any poor
unhappy country on which Allah has denounced his malediction!

To let thee at once into a secret, which is unknown to these people
themselves, their government is a pure unadulterated logocracy, or
government of words. The whole nation does everything viva voce, or by
word of mouth; and in this manner is one of the most military nations in
existence. Every man who has what is here called the gift of the gab, that is, a
plentiful stock of verbosity, becomes a soldier outright; and is forever in a
militant state. The country is entirely defended vi et lingud; that is to say, by
force of tongues. The account which I lately wrote to our friend, the snorer,
respecting the immense army of six hundred men, makes nothing against this
observation; that formidable body being kept up, as I have already observed,
only to amuse their fair countrywomen by their splendid appearance and
nodding plumes; and are, by way of distinction, denominated the “defenders
of the fair.”

In a logocracy thou well knowest there is little or no occasion for fire-arms,
or any such destructive weapons. Every offensive or defensive measure is
enforced by wordy battle, and paper war; he who has the longest tongue or
readiest quill is sure to gain the victory—will carry horror, abuse, and ink-
shed into the very trenches of the enemy; and, without mercy or remorse, put
men, women, and children to the point of the—pen!

There is still preserved in this country some remains of that Gothic spirit of
knight-errantry which so much annoyed the faithful in the middle ages of the
Hegira.2d As, notwithstanding their martial disposition, they are a people
much given to commerce and agriculture, and must, necessarily, at certain
seasons be engaged in these employments, they have accommodated
themselves by appointing knights, or constant warriors, incessant brawlers,
similar to those who, in former ages, swore eternal enmity to the followers of
our divine prophet. These knights, denominated editors or slang-whangers,
are appointed in every town, village, or district, to carry on both foreign and
internal warfare, and may be said to keep up a constant firing “in words.” O



my friend, could you but witness the enormities sometimes committed by
these tremendous slang-whangers, your very turban would rise with horror
and astonishment. I have seen them extend their ravages even into the
kitchens of their opponents, and annihilate the very cook with a blast; and I do
assure thee, I beheld one of these warriors attack a most venerable bashaw,
and at one stroke of his pen lay him open from the waistband of his breeches
to his chin!

There has been a civil war carrying on with great violence for some time
past, in consequence of a conspiracy, among the higher classes, to dethrone
his highness, the present bashaw,% and place another in his stead. I was
mistaken when I formerly asserted to thee that this dissatisfaction arose from
his wearing red breeches. It is true, the nation have long held that color in
great detestation, in consequence of a dispute they had some twenty years
since with the barbarians of the British Islands.2f The color, however, is again
rising into favor, as the ladies have transferred it to their heads from the
bashaw’s—body. The true reason, I am told, is, that the bashaw absolutely
refuses to believe in the deluge,2® and in the story of Balaam’s ass;a
maintaining that this animal was never yet permitted to talk except in a
genuine logocracy; where, it is true, his voice may often be heard, and is
listened to with reverence, as “the voice of the sovereign people.” Nay, so far
did he carry his obstinacy, that he absolutely invited a professed antediluvian
from the Gallic empire,® who illuminated the whole country with his
principles—and his nose. This was enough to set the nation in a blaze—every
slang-whanger resorted to his tongue or his pen; and for seven years have they
carried on a most inhuman war, in which volumes of words have been
expended, oceans of ink have been shed, nor has any mercy been shown to
age, sex, or condition. Every day have these slang-whangers made furious
attacks on each other and upon their respective adherents; discharging their
heavy artillery, consisting of large sheets, loaded with scoundrel! villain! liar!
rascal! numskull! nincompoop! dunderhead! wiseacre! blockhead! jackass!
and I do swear by my beard, though I know thou wilt scarcely credit me, that
in some of these skirmishes the grand bashaw himself has been wofully
pelted! yea, most ignominiously pelted! and yet have these talking

desperadoes escaped without the bastinado!¥

Every now and then a slang-whanger, who has a longer head, or rather a
longer tongue than the rest, will elevate his piece and discharge a shot quite
across the ocean, leveled at the head of the emperor of France, the king of
England, or, wouldst thou believe it, O Asem, even at his sublime highness
the bashaw of Tripoli! These long pieces are loaded with single ball, or



language, as tyrant! usurper! robber! tiger! monster! and thou mayst well
suppose they occasion great distress and dismay in the camps of the enemy,
and are marvelously annoying to the crowned heads at which they are
directed. The slang-whanger, though perhaps the mere champion of a village,
having fired off his shot, struts about with great self-congratulation, chuckling
at the prodigious bustle he must have occasioned, and seems to ask of every
stranger, “Well, sir, what do they think of me in Europe?“i‘ This is sufficient
to show you the manner in which these bloody, or rather windy fellows fight;
it is the only mode allowable in a logocracy or government of words. I would
also observe that their civil wars have a thousand ramifications.

While the fury of the battle rages in the metropolis, every little town and
village has a distinct broil, growing like excrescences out of the grand
national altercation, or rather agitating within it, like those complicated pieces
of mechanism where there is a “wheel within a wheel.”

But in nothing is the verbose nature of this government more evident than in
its grand national divan, or Congress, where the laws are framed; this is a
blustering, windy assembly, where everything is carried by noise, tumult, and
debate; for thou must know, that the members of this assembly do not meet
together to find wisdom in the multitude of counselors, but to wrangle, call
each other hard names, and hear themselves talk. When the Congress opens,
the bashaw first sends them a long message, i. e., a huge mass of words—vox
et preeterea nihil, all meaning nothing; because it only tells them what they
perfectly know already. Then the whole assembly are thrown into a ferment,
and have a long talk about the quantity of words that are to be returned in
answer to this message; and here arise many disputes about the correction and
alteration of “if so be’s” and “how so ever’s.” A month, perhaps, is spent in
thus determining the precise number of words the answer shall contain; and
then another, most probably, in concluding whether it shall be carried to the
bashaw on foot, on horseback, or in coaches. Having settled this weighty
matter, they next fall to work upon the message itself, and hold as much
chattering over it as so many magpies over an addled egg. This done, they
divide the message into small portions, and deliver them into the hands of
little juntos of talkers, called committees; these juntos have each a world of
talking about their respective paragraphs, and return the results to the grand
divan, which forthwith falls to and retalks the matter over more earnestly than
ever. Now, after all, it is an even chance that the subject of this prodigious
arguing, quarreling, and talking is an affair of no importance, and ends
entirely in smoke. May it not then be said, the whole nation have been talking
to no purpose? The people, in fact, seem to be somewhat conscious of this



propensity to talk, by which they are characterized, and have a favorite
proverb on the subject, viz., “all talk and no cider;” this is particularly applied
when their Congress, or assembly of all the sage chatterers of the nation, have
chattered through a whole session, in a time of great peril and momentous
event, and have done nothing but exhibit the length of their tongues and the
emptiness of their heads. This has been the case more than once, my friend;
and to let thee into a secret, I have been told in confidence, that there have
been absolutely several old women smuggled into Congress from different
parts of the empire; who, having once got on the breeches, as thou mayst well
imagine, have taken the lead in debate, and overwhelmed the whole assembly
with their garrulity; for my part, as times go, I do not see why old women
should not be as eligible to public councils as old men who possess their
dispositions; they certainly are eminently possessed of the qualifications
requisite to govern in a logocracy.

Nothing, as I have repeatedly insisted, can be done in this country without
talking; but they take so long to talk over a measure, that by the time they
have determined upon adopting it, the period has elapsed which was proper
for carrying it into effect. Unhappy nation! thus torn to pieces by intestine2
talks! never, I fear, will it be restored to tranquillity and silence. Words are but
breath; breath is but air; and air put into motion is nothing but wind. This vast
empire, therefore, may be compared to nothing more or less than a mighty
windmill, and the orators, and the chatterers, and the slangwhangers, are the
breezes that put it in motion; unluckily, however, they are apt to blow
different ways, and their blasts counteracting each other—the mill is
perplexed, the wheels stand still, the grist is unground, and the miller and his
family starved.

Everything partakes of the windy nature of the government. In case of any
domestic grievance, or an insult from a foreign foe, the people are all in a
buzz; town-meetings are immediately held where the quidnuncs®® of the city
repair, each like an Atlas,®® with the cares of the whole nation upon his
shoulders, each resolutely bent upon saving his country, and each swelling
and strutting like a turkey-cock; puffed up with words, and wind, and
nonsense. After bustling, and buzzing, and bawling for some time, and after
each man has shown himself to be indubitably the greatest personage in the
meeting, they pass a string of resolutions, i. e. words, which were previously
prepared for the purpose; these resolutions are whimsically denominated the
sense of the meeting, and are sent off for the instruction of the reigning
bashaw, who receives them graciously, puts them into his red breeches
pocket, forgets to read them—and so the matter ends.



As to his highness, the present bashaw, who is at the very top of the
logocracy, never was a dignitary better qualified for his station. He is a man
of superlative ventosity, and comparable to nothing but a huge bladder of
wind. He talks of vanquishing all opposition by the force of reason and
philosophy: throws his gauntlet at all the nations of the earth, and defies them
to meet him—on the field of argument! Is the national dignity insulted, a case
in which his highness of Tripoli would immediately call forth his forces, the
bashaw of America—utters a speech. Does a foreign invader molest the
commerce in the very mouth of the harbors, an insult which would induce his
highness of Tripoli to order out his fleets, his highness of America—utters a
speech. Are the free citizens of America dragged from on board the vessels of
their country, and forcibly detained in the war ships of another—his highness
utters a speech. Is a peaceable citizen killed by the marauders of a foreign
power, on the very shores of his country—his highness utters a speech. Does
an alarming insurrection break out in a distant part of the empire—his
highness utters a speech!—nay, more, for here he shows his “energies”—he
most intrepidly despatches a courier on horseback, and orders him to ride one
hundred and twenty miles a day, with a most formidable army of
proclamations, i. e. a collection of words, packed up in his saddle-bags. He is
instructed to show no favor nor affection; but to charge the thickest ranks of
the enemy, and to speechify and batter by words the conspiracy and the
conspirators out of existence. Heavens, my friend, what a deal of blustering is
here! It reminds me of a dunghill cock in a farmyard, who, having
accidentally in his scratchings found a worm, immediately begins a most
vociferous cackling—calls around him his hen-hearted companions, who run
chattering from all quarters to gobble up the poor little worm that happened to
turn under his eye. O, Asem! Asem! on what a prodigious great scale is
everything in this country!

Thus, then, I conclude my observations. The infidel nations have each a
separate characteristic trait, by which they may be distinguished from each
other; the Spaniards, for instance, may be said to sleep upon every affair of
importance; the Italians to fiddle upon everything; the French to dance upon
everything; the Germans to smoke upon everything; the British islanders to
eat upon everything; and the windy subjects of the American logocracy to talk
upon everything.

Forever thine,
MUSTAPHA
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No. XI.—Tuesday, June 2, 1807

LETTER FROM MUSTAPHA RUB-A-DUB KELI
KHAN,

CAPTAIN OF A KETCH, TO ASEM HACCHEM,
PRINCIPAL SLAVE-DRIVER TO HIS HIGHNESS
THE BASHAW OF TRIPOLI

The deep shadows of midnight gather around me; the footsteps of the
passengers have ceased in the streets, and nothing disturbs the holy silence of
the hour save the sound of the distant drums, mingled with the shouts, the
bawlings, and the discordant revelry of his majesty, the Sovereign Mob. Let
the hour be sacred to friendship, and consecrated to thee, O thou brother of
my inmost soul!

O Asem! I almost shrink at the recollection of the scenes of confusion, of
licentious disorganization which I have witnessed during the last three days. I
have beheld this whole city, nay, this whole State, given up to the tongue and
the pen; to the puffers, the bawlers, the babblers, and the slang-whangers. I
have beheld the community convulsed with a civil war, or civil talk;
individuals verbally massacred, families annihilated by whole sheets full, and
slangwhangers coolly bathing their pens in ink and rioting in the slaughter of
their thousands. I have seen, in short, that awful despot, the People, in the
moment of unlimited power, wielding newspapers in one hand, and with the
other scattering mud and filth about, like some desperate lunatic relieved from
the restraints of his strait waistcoat. I have seen beggars on horseback,
ragamuffins riding in coaches, and swine seated in places of honor; I have
seen liberty; I have seen equality; I have seen fraternity. I have seen that great
political puppet-show—an Election.

A few days ago the friend, whom I have mentioned in some of my former
letters, called upon me to accompany him to witness this grand ceremony; and
we forthwith sallied out to the polls, as he called them. Though for several
weeks before this splendid exhibition nothing else had been talked of, yet I do
assure thee I was entirely ignorant of its nature; and when, on coming up to a
church, my companion informed me we were at the polls, I supposed that an



election was some great religious ceremony, like the fast of Ramazan,2? or the
great festival of Haraphat,?® so celebrated in the East.

My friend, however, undeceived me at once, and entered into a long
dissertation on the nature and object of an election, the substance of which
was nearly to this effect:—

“You know,” said he, “that this country is engaged in a violent internal
warfare, and suffers a variety of evils from civil dissensions. An election is
the grand trial of strength, the decisive battle when the belligerents draw out
their forces in martial array; when every leader, burning with warlike ardor,
and encouraged by the shouts and acclamations of tatterdemalions, buffoons,
dependents, parasites, toad-eaters, scrubs, vagrants, mumpers, ragamuffins,
bravoes, and beggars in his rear; and puffed up by his bellows-blowing
slangwhangers, waves gallantly the banners of faction, and presses forward to
office and immortality!

“For a month or two previous to the critical period which is to decide this
important affair, the whole community is in a ferment. Every man, of
whatever rank or degree—such is the wonderful patriotism of the people—
disinterestedly neglects his business to devote himself to his country; and not
an insignificant fellow but feels himself inspired, on this occasion, with as
much warmth in favor of the cause he has espoused, as if all the comfort of
his life, or even his life itself, was dependent on the issue. Grand councils of
war are, in the first place, called by the different powers, which are dubbed
general meetings, where all the head workmen of the party collect, and
arrange the order of battle—appoint their different commanders, and their
subordinate instruments, and furnish the funds indispensable for supplying the
expenses of the war. Inferior councils are next called in the different classes or
wards, consisting of young cadets, who are candidates for offices; idlers who
come there for mere curiosity; and orators who appear for the purpose of
detailing all the crimes, the faults, or the weaknesses of their opponents, and
speaking the sense of the meeting, as it is called; for as the meeting generally
consists of men whose quota of sense, taken individually, would make but a
poor figure, these orators are appointed to collect it all in a lump; when, I
assure you, it makes a very formidable appearance, and furnishes sufficient
matter to spin an oration of two or three hours.

“The orators who declaim at these meetings are, with a few exceptions, men
of the most profound and perplexed eloquence; who are the oracles of
barbers’ shops, market-places, and porter-houses; and whom you may see
every day at the corners of the streets, taking honest men prisoners by the
button, and talking their ribs quite bare without mercy and without end. These



orators, in addressing an audience, generally mount a chair, a table, or an
empty beer barrel, which last is supposed to afford considerable inspiration,
and thunder away their combustible sentiments at the heads of the audience,
who are generally so busily employed in smoking, drinking, and hearing
themselves talk, that they seldom hear a word of the matter. This, however, is
of little moment: for as they come there to agree, at all events, to a certain set
of resolutions, or articles of war, it is not at all necessary to hear the speech;
more especially as few would understand it if they did. Do not suppose,
however, that the minor persons of the meeting are entirely idle. Besides
smoking and drinking, which are generally practiced, there are few who do
not come with as great a desire to talk as the orator himself; each has his little
circle of listeners, in the midst of whom he sets his hat on one side of his
head, and deals out matter-of-fact information, and draws self-evident
conclusions with the pertinacity of a pedant, and to the great edification of his
gaping auditors. Nay, the very urchins from the nursery, who are scarcely
emancipated from the dominion of birch, on these occasions strut pigmy great
men, bellow for the instruction of gray-bearded ignorance, and, like the frog
in the fable,24 endeavor to puff themselves up to the size of the great object of
their emulation—the principal orator.”

“But is it not preposterous to a degree,” cried I, “for those puny whipsters to
attempt to lecture age and experience? They should be sent to school to learn
better.”

“Not at all,” replied my friend; “for as an election is nothing more than a
war of words, the man that can wag his tongue with the greatest elasticity,
whether he speaks to the purpose or not, is entitled to lecture at ward meetings
and polls, and instruct all who are inclined to listen to him; you may have
remarked a ward meeting of politic dogs, where, although the great dog is,
ostensibly, the leader, and makes the most noise, yet every little scoundrel of a
cur has something to say; and in proportion to his insignificance, fidgets, and
worries, and puffs about mightily, in order to obtain the notice and
approbation of his betters. Thus it is with these little, beardless, bread-and-
butter politicians, who on this occasion escape from the jurisdiction of their
mammas to attend to the affairs of the nation. You will see them engaged in
dreadful wordy contest with old cart-men, cobblers, and tailors, and plume
themselves not a little if they should chance to gain a victory. Aspiring spirits!
how interesting are the first dawnings of political greatness! An election, my
friend, is a nursery or hot-bed of genius in a logocracy; and I look with
enthusiasm on a troop of these Liliputian® partisans, as so many chatterers,
and orators and puffers, and slangwhangers in embryo, who will one day take



an important part in the quarrels and wordy wars of their country.

“As the time for fighting the decisive battle approaches, appearances
become more and more alarming; committees are appointed, who hold little
encampments from whence they send out small detachments of tattlers, to
reconnoitre, harass, and skirmish with the enemy, and, if possible, ascertain
their numbers; everybody seems big with the mighty event that is impending;
the orators, they gradually swell up beyond their usual size; the little orators,
they grow greater and greater; the secretaries of the ward committees strut
about, looking like wooden oracles; the puffers put on the airs of mighty
consequence; the slangwhangers deal out direful innuendoes, and threats of
doughty import, and all is buzz, murmur, suspense, and sublimity!

“At length the day arrives. The storm that has been so long gathering and
threatening in distant thunders, bursts forth in terrible explosion; all business
is at an end; the whole city is in a tumult; the people are running helter-
skelter, they know not whither, and they know not why; the hackney coaches
rattle through the streets with thundering vehemence, loaded with recruiting
sergeants who have been prowling in cellars and caves, to unearth some
miserable minion of poverty and ignorance, who will barter his vote for a
glass of beer, or a ride in a coach with such fine gentlemen! the buzzards of
the party scamper from poll to poll, on foot or on horseback; and they worry
from committee to committee, and buzz, and fume, and talk big, and—do
nothing; like the vagabond drone, who wastes his time in the laborious
idleness of see-saw-song and busy nothingness.”

I know not how long my friend would have continued his detail, had he not
been interrupted by a squabble which took place between two old
continentals,® as they were called. It seems they had entered into an argument
on the respective merits of their cause, and not being able to make each other
clearly understood, resorted to what is called knock-down arguments, which
form the superlative degree of argumentum ad hominem;% but are, in my
opinion, extremely inconsistent with the true spirit of a genuine logocracy.
After they had beaten each other soundly, and set the whole mob together by
the ears, they came to a full explanation; when it was discovered that they
were both of the same way of thinking; whereupon they shook each other
heartily by the hand, and laughed with great glee at their humorous
misunderstanding.

I could not help being struck with the exceeding great number of ragged,
dirty-looking persons that swaggered about the place, and seemed to think
themselves the bashaws of the land. I inquired of my friend if these people
were employed to drive away the hogs, dogs, and other intruders that might



thrust themselves in and interrupt the ceremony?

“By no means,” replied he; “these are the representatives of the sovereign
people, who come here to make governors, senators, and members of
assembly, and are the source of all power and authority in this nation.”

“Preposterous!” said I; “how is it possible that such men can be capable of
distinguishing between an honest man and a knave; or, even if they were, will
it not always happen that they are led by the nose by some intriguing
demagogue, and made the mere tools of ambitious political jugglers? Surely it
would be better to trust to Providence, or even to chance, for governors, than
resort to the discriminating powers of an ignorant mob. I plainly perceive the
consequence. A man, who possesses superior talents, and that honest pride
which ever accompanies this possession, will always be sacrificed by some
creeping insect who will prostitute himself to familiarity with the lowest of
mankind; and, like the idolatrous Egyptian, worship the wallowing tenants of
filth and mire.”

“All this is true enough,” replied my friend, “but after all, you cannot say
but that this is a free country, and that the people can get drunk cheaper here,
particularly at elections, than in the despotic countries of the East.” I could
not, with any degree of propriety or truth, deny this last assertion; for just at
that moment a patriotic brewer arrived with a load of beer, which, for a
moment, occasioned a cessation of argument. The great crowd of buzzards,
puffers, and “old continentals” of all parties, who throng to the polls, to
persuade, to cheat, or to force the freeholders into the right way, and to
maintain the freedom of suffrage, seemed for a moment to forget their
antipathies, and joined heartily in a copious libation of this patriotic and
argumentative beverage.

These beer-barrels, indeed, seem to be most able logicians, well stored with
that kind of sound argument best suited to the comprehension, and most
relished by the mob, or sovereign people, who are never so tractable as when
operated upon by this convincing liquor, which, in fact, seems to be imbued
with the very spirit of a logocracy. No sooner does it begin its operation, than
the tongue waxes exceeding valorous, and becomes impatient for some
mighty conflict. The puffer puts himself at the head of his body-guard of
buzzards, and his legion of ragamuffins, and woe then to every unhappy
adversary who is uninspired by the deity of the beer-barrel—he is sure to be
talked, and argued, into complete insignificance.

While I was making these observations, I was surprised to observe a
bashaw, high in office, shaking a fellow by the hand, that looked rather more



ragged than a scarecrow, and inquiring with apparent solicitude concerning
the health of his family; after which he slipped a little folded paper into his
hand and turned away. I could not help applauding his humility in shaking the
fellow’s hand, and his benevolence in relieving his distresses, for I imagined
the paper contained something for the poor man’s necessities; and truly he
seemed verging toward the last stage of starvation. My friend, however, soon
undeceived me by saying that this was an elector, and that the bashaw had
merely given him the list of candidates for whom he was to vote.

“Ho! ho!” said I, “then he is a particular friend of the bashaw?”

“By no means,” replied my friend, “the bashaw will pass him without
notice, the day after the election, except, perhaps, just to drive over him with
his coach.”

My friend then proceeded to inform me that for some time before, and
during the continuance of an election, there was a most delectable courtship,
or intrigue carried on between the great bashaws and the mother Mob. That
mother Mob generally preferred the attentions of the rabble, or of fellows of
her own stamp; but would sometimes condescend to be treated to a feasting,
or anything of that kind, at the bashaw’s expense! Nay, sometimes when she
was in good humor, she would condescend to toy with him in her rough way:
but woe to the bashaw who attempted to be familiar with her, for she was the
most petulant, cross, crabbed, scolding, thieving, scratching, toping,
wrongheaded, rebellious, and abominable termagant that ever was let loose in
the world to the confusion of honest gentlemen bashaws.

Just then a fellow came round and distributed among the crowd a number of
handbills, written by the ghost of Washington,2" the fame of whose illustrious
actions, and still more illustrious virtues, have reached even the remotest
regions of the East, and who is venerated by this people as the Father of his
country. On reading this paltry paper, I could not restrain my indignation.
“Insulted hero,” cried I, “is it thus thy name is profaned, thy memory
disgraced, thy spirit drawn down from heaven to administer to the brutal
violence of party rage? It is thus the necromancers of the East, by their
infernal incantations, sometimes call up the shades of the just, to give their
sanction to frauds, to lies, and to every species of enormity?” My friend
smiled at my warmth, and observed, that raising ghosts, and not only raising
them but making them speak, was one of the miracles of election. “And
believe me,” continued he, “there is good reason for the ashes of departed
heroes being disturbed on these occasions, for such is the sandy foundation of
our government, that there never happens an election of an alderman, or a
collector, or even a constable, but we are in imminent danger of losing our



liberties, and becoming a province of France, or tributary to the British
islands.” “By the hump of Mahomet’s camel,” said I, “but this is only another
striking example of the prodigious great scale on which everything is
transacted in this country!”

By this time I had become tired of the scene; my head ached with the uproar
of voices, mingling in all the discordant tones of triumphant exclamation,
nonsensical argument, intemperate reproach, and drunken absurdity. The
confusion was such as no language can adequately describe, and it seemed as
if all the restraints of decency, and all the bands of law, had been broken and
given place to the wide ravages of licentious brutality. These, thought I, are
the orgies of liberty! these are manifestations of the spirit of independence!
these are the symbols of man’s sovereignty! Head of Mahomet! with what a
fatal and inexorable despotism do empty names and ideal phantoms exercise
their dominion over the human mind! The experience of ages has
demonstrated, that in all nations, barbarous or enlightened, the mass of the
people, the mob, must be slaves, or they will be tyrants; but their tyranny will
not be long: some ambitious leader, having at first condescended to be their
slave, will at length become their master; and in proportion to the vileness of
his former servitude, will be the severity of his subsequent tyranny. Yet, with
innumerable examples staring them in the face, the people still bawl out
liberty; by which they mean nothing but freedom from every species of legal
restraint, and a warrant for all kinds of licentiousness: and the bashaws and
leaders, in courting the mob, convince them of their power; and by
administering to their passions, for the purposes of ambition, at length learn,
by fatal experience, that he who worships the beast that carries him on his
back, will sooner or later be thrown into the dust, and trampled under foot by
the animal who has learnt the secret of its power, by this very adoration.

Ever thine,
MUSTAPHA
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No. XX.—Monday, January 25, 1808

FROM MY ELBOW-CHAIR (A SELECTION)

In compliance with® an ancient and venerable custom, sanctioned by time and
our ancestors, and more especially by my own inclinations, I will take this
opportunity to salute my readers with as many good wishes as I can possibly
spare for, in truth, I have been so prodigal of late, that I have but few
remaining. I should have offered my congratulations sooner; but, to be
candid, having made the last New-Year’s campaign, according to custom,
under Cousin Christopher, in which I have seen some pretty hard service, my
head has been somewhat out of order of late, and my intellects rather cloudy
for clear writing. Besides, I may allege as another reason, that I have deferred
my greetings until this day, which is exactly one year since we introduced
ourselves to the public; and surely periodical writers have the same right of
dating from the commencement of their works, that monarchs have from the
time of their coronation, or our most puissant republic from the declaration of
its independence.

These good wishes are warmed into more than usual benevolence by the
thought that I am now, perhaps, addressing my old friends for the last time.
That we should thus cut off our work in the very vigor of its existence, may
excite some little matter of wonder in this enlightened community. Now,
though we could give a variety of good reasons for so doing, yet it would be
an ill-natured act to deprive the public of such an admirable opportunity to
indulge in their favorite amusement of conjecture; so we generously leave
them to flounder in the smooth ocean of glorious uncertainty. Besides, we
have ever considered it as beneath persons of our dignity to account for our
movements or caprices; thank heaven, we are not like the unhappy rulers of
this enlightened land, accountable to the mob for our actions, or dependent on
their smiles for support!—this much, however, we will say, it is not for want
of subjects that we stop our career. We are not in the situation of poor
Alexander the Great,Z¥ who wept, as well indeed he might, because there were
no more worlds to conquer; for, to do justice to this queer, odd, rantipole city,
and to this whimsical country, there is matter enough in them to keep our
risible muscles and our pens going till doomsday.

Most people, in taking a farewell which may, perhaps, be forever, are
anxious to part on good terms; and it is usual, on such melancholy occasions,



for even enemies to shake hands, forget their previous quarrels, and bury all
former animosities in parting regrets. Now, because most people do this, I am
determined to act in quite a different way; for, as I have lived, so I should
wish to die, in my own way, without imitating any person, whatever may be
his rank, talents, or reputation. Besides, if I know our trio, we have no
enmities to obliterate, no hatchet to bury; and as to all injuries—those we
have long since forgiven. At this moment there is not an individual in the
world, not even the Pope himself, to whom we have any personal hostility.
But if, shutting their eyes to the many striking proofs of good-nature
displayed through the whole course of this work, there should be any persons
so singularly ridiculous as to take offense at our strictures, we heartily forgive
their stupidity; earnestly entreating them to desist from all manifestations of
ill-humor, lest they should, peradventure, be classed under some one of the
denominations of recreants we have felt it our duty to hold up to public
ridicule. Even at this moment, we feel a glow of parting philanthropy stealing
upon us; a sentiment of cordial good-will toward the numerous host of readers
that have jogged on at our heels during the last year; and in justice to
ourselves must seriously protest, that if at any time we have treated them a
little ungently, it was purely in that spirit of hearty affection, with which a
schoolmaster drubs an unlucky urchin, or a humane muleteer his recreant
animal, at the very moment when his heart is brimful of loving-kindness. If
this is not considered an ample justification, so much the worse; for in that
case I fear we shall remain forever unjustified—a most desperate extremity,
and worthy of every man’s commiseration!

One circumstance, in particular, has tickled us mightily as we jogged along;
and that is, the astonishing secrecy with which we have been able to carry on
our lucubrations! fully aware of the profound sagacity of the public of
Gotham, and their wonderful faculty of distinguishing a writer by his style, it
is with great self-congratulation we find that suspicion has never pointed to us
as the authors of SALMAGUNDI. Our gray-beard speculations have been
most bountifully attributed to sundry smart young gentlemen, who, for aught
we know, have no beards at all; and we have often been highly amused when
they were charged with the sin of writing what their harmless minds never
conceived, to see them affect all the blushing modesty and beautiful
embarrassment of detected virgin authors. The profound and penetrating
public, having so long been led away from truth and nature by a constant
perusal of those delectable histories, and romances, from beyond seas, in
which human nature is, for the most part, wickedly mangled and debauched,
have never once imagined this work was a genuine and most authentic
history; that the Cocklofts were a real family, dwelling in the city, paying scot



and lot, entitled to the right of suffrage, and holding several respectable
offices in the corporation. As little do they suspect that there is a knot of
merry old bachelors seated snugly in the old-fashioned parlor of an old-
fashioned Dutch house, with a weather-cock on the top that came from
Holland; who amuse themselves of an evening by laughing at their neighbors,
in an honest way, and who manage to jog on through the streets of our ancient
and venerable city, without elbowing or being elbowed by a living soul.

When we first adopted the idea of discontinuing this work, we determined,
in order to give the critics a fair opportunity for dissection, to declare
ourselves, one and all, absolutely defunct; for it is one of the rare and
invaluable privileges of a periodical writer, that by an act of innocent suicide
he may lawfully consign himself to the grave, and cheat the world of
posthumous renown. But we abandoned this scheme for many substantial
reasons. In the first place, we care but little for the opinion of critics, whom
we consider a kind of freebooters in the republic of letters; who, like deer,
goats, and divers other graminivorous animals, gain subsistence by gorging
upon the buds and leaves of the young shrubs of the forest, thereby robbing
them of their verdure, and retarding their progress to maturity. It also occurred
to us, that though an author might lawfully, in all countries, kill himself
outright, yet this privilege did not extend to the raising himself from the dead,
if he was ever so anxious; and all that is left him in such a case, is to take the
benefit of the metempsychosis act, and revive under a new name and form.

Far be it, therefore, from us to condemn ourselves to useless
embarrassments, should we ever be disposed to resume the guardianship of
this learned city of Gotham, and finish this invaluable work, which is yet but
half completed. We hereby openly and seriously declare, that we are not dead,
but intend, if it please Providence, to live for many years to come, to enjoy
life with the genuine relish of honest souls, careless of riches, honors, and
everything but a good name, among good fellows, and with the full
expectation of shuffling off the remnant of existence after the excellent

fashion of that merry Grecian, who died laughing.2¥
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SELECTIONS FROM
THE SKETCH-BOOK!

The Author’s Account of Himself?

“I am of this mind with Homer, that as the snaile that crept out of her
shel was turned eftsoons into a toad, and thereby was forced to make a
stoole to sit on; so the traveller that stragleth from his owne country is
in a short time transformed into so monstrous a shape, that he is faine to
alter his mansion with his manners, and to live where he can, not where
he would.”

LYLY’S EUPHUES.%

I was always fond of visiting new scenes, and observing strange characters
and manners. Even when a mere child I began my travels, and made many
tours of discovery into foreign parts and unknown regions of my native city,
to the frequent alarm of my parents, and the emolument? of the town-crier.
As I grew into boyhood, I extended the range of my observations. My holiday
afternoons were spent in rambles about the surrounding country. I made
myself familiar with all its places famous in history or fable. I knew every
spot where a murder or robbery had been committed, or a ghost seen. I visited
the neighboring villages, and added greatly to my stock of knowledge, by
noting their habits and customs, and conversing with their sages and great
men. I even journeyed one long summer’s day to the summit of the most
distant hill, whence I stretched my eye over many a mile of terra incognita,2*
and was astonished to find how vast a globe I inhabited.

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

Further reading and thinking, though they brought this vague inclination
into more reasonable bounds, only served to make it more decided. I visited
various parts of my own country; and had I been merely a lover of fine
scenery, I should have felt little desire to seek elsewhere its gratification, for
on no country have the charms of nature been more prodigally lavished. Her



mighty lakes, like oceans of liquid silver; her mountains, with their bright
aerial tints; her valleys, teeming with wild fertility; her tremendous cataracts,
thundering in their solitudes; her boundless plains, waving with spontaneous
verdure; her broad deep rivers, rolling in solemn silence to the ocean; her
trackless forests, where vegetation puts forth all its magnificence; her skies,
kindling with the magic of summer clouds and glorious sunshine;—no, never
need an American look beyond his own country for the sublime and beautiful
of natural scenery.

But Europe held forth the charms of storied and poetical association. There
were to be seen the masterpieces of art, the refinements of highly-cultivated
society, the quaint peculiarities of ancient and local custom. My native
country was full of youthful promise: Europe was rich in the accumulated
treasures of age. Her very ruins told the history of times gone by, and every
mouldering stone was a chronicle. I longed to wander over the scenes of
renowned achievement—to tread, as it were, in the footsteps of antiquity—to
loiter about the ruined castle—to meditate on the falling tower—to escape, in
short, from the commonplace realities of the present, and lose myself among
the shadowy grandeurs of the past.

I had, beside all this, an earnest desire to see the great men of the earth. We
have, it is true, our great men in America: not a city but has an ample share of
them. I have mingled among them in my time, and been almost withered by
the shade into which they cast me; for there is nothing so baleful to a small
man as the shade of a great one, particularly the great man of a city. But I was
anxious to see the great men of Europe; for I had read in the works of various
philosophers, that all animals degenerated in America, and man among the
number.2 A great man of Europe, thought I, must therefore be as superior to a
great man of America, as a peak of the Alps to a highland of the Hudson, and
in this idea I was confirmed, by observing the comparative importance and
swelling magnitude of many English travellers among us, who, I was assured,
were very little people in their own country. I will visit this land of wonders,
thought I, and see the gigantic race from which I am degenerated.

It has been either my good or evil lot to have my roving passion gratified. I
have wandered through different countries, and witnessed many of the
shifting scenes of life. I cannot say that I have studied them with the eye of a
philosopher; but rather with the sauntering gaze with which humble lovers of
the picturesque stroll from the window of one print-shop to another; caught
sometimes by the delineations of beauty, sometimes by the distortions of
caricature, and sometimes by the loveliness of landscape. As it is the fashion
for modern tourists to travel pencil in hand, and bring home their port-folios



filled with sketches, I am disposed to get up a few for the entertainment of my
friends. When, however, I look over the hints and memorandums I have taken
down for the purpose, my heart almost fails me at finding how my idle humor
has led me aside from the great objects studied by every regular traveller who
would make a book. I fear I shall give equal disappointment with an unlucky
landscape painter, who had travelled on the continent, but, following the bent
of his vagrant inclination, had sketched in nooks, and corners, and by-places.
His sketch-book was accordingly crowded with cottages, and landscapes, and

obscure ruins; but he had neglected to paint St. Peter’s, or the Coliseum; the

cascade of Terni, or the bay of Naples;2@ and had not a single glacier or

volcano in his whole collection.

The Voyage
Ships, ships, I will descrie you
Amidst the main,
I will come and try you,
What you are protecting,
And projecting,
What’s your end and aim.
One goes abroad for merchandise and trading,
Another stays to keep his country from invading,
A third is coming home with rich and wealthy lading.

Halloo! my fancie, whither wilt thou go?
OLD POEM.2

To an American visiting Europe, the long voyage he has to make is an
excellent preparative. The temporary absence of worldly scenes and
employments produces a state of mind peculiarly fitted to receive new and
vivid impressions. The vast space of waters that separates the hemispheres is



like a blank page in existence. There is no gradual transition, by which, as in
Europe, the features and population of one country blend almost
imperceptibly with those of another. From the moment you lose sight of the
land you have left all is vacancy until you step on the opposite shore, and are
launched at once into the bustle and novelties of another world.

In travelling by land there is a continuity of scene and a connected
succession of persons and incidents, that carry on the story of life, and lessen
the effect of absence and separation. We drag, it is true, “a lengthening
chain,”®€ at each remove of our pilgrimage; but the chain is unbroken: we can
trace it back link by link; and we feel that the last still grapples us to home.
But a wide sea voyage severs us at once. It makes us conscious of being cast
loose from the secure anchorage of settled life, and sent adrift upon a doubtful
world. It interposes a gulf, not merely imaginary, but real, between us and our
homes—a gulf subject to tempest, and fear, and uncertainty, rendering
distance palpable, and return precarious.

Such, at least, was the case with myself. As I saw the last blue line of my
native land fade away like a cloud in the horizon, it seemed as if I had closed
one volume of the world and its concerns, and had time for meditation, before
I opened another. That land, too, now vanishing from my view, which
contained all most dear to me in life; what vicissitudes might occur in it—
what changes might take place in me, before I should visit it again! Who can
tell, when he sets forth to wander, whither he may be driven by the uncertain
currents of existence; or when he may return; or whether it may ever be his lot
to revisit the scenes of his childhood?

I said that at sea all is vacancy; I should correct the expression. To one
given to day-dreaming, and fond of losing himself in reveries, a sea voyage is
full of subjects for meditation; but then they are the wonders of the deep, and
of the air, and rather tend to abstract the mind from worldly themes. I
delighted to loll over the quarter-railing, or climb to the main-top, of a calm
day, and muse for hours together on the tranquil bosom of a summer’s sea; to
gaze upon the piles of golden clouds just peering above the horizon, fancy
them some fairy realms, and people them with a creation of my own;—to
watch the gentle undulating billows, rolling their silver volumes, as if to die
away on those happy shores.

There was a delicious sensation of mingled security and awe with which I
looked down from my giddy height, on the monsters of the deep at their
uncouth gambols. Shoals of porpoises tumbling about the bow of the ship; the
grampus2 slowly heaving his huge form above the surface; or the ravenous
shark, darting, like a spectre, through the blue waters. My imagination would



conjure up all that I had heard or read of the watery world beneath me; of the
finny herds that roam its fathomless valleys; of the shapeless monsters that
lurk among the very foundations of the earth; and of those wild phantasms
that swell the tales of fishermen and sailors.

Sometimes a distant sail, gliding along the edge of the ocean, would be
another theme of idle speculation. How interesting this fragment of a world,
hastening to rejoin the great mass of existence! What a glorious monument of
human invention; which has in a manner triumphed over wind and wave; has
brought the ends of the world into communion; has established an interchange
of blessings, pouring into the sterile regions of the north all the luxuries of the
south; has diffused the light of knowledge and the charities of cultivated life;
and has thus bound together those scattered portions of the human race,
between which nature seemed to have thrown an insurmountable barrier.

We one day descried some shapeless object drifting at a distance. At sea,
every thing that breaks the monotony of the surrounding expanse attracts
attention. It proved to be the mast of a ship that must have been completely
wrecked; for there were the remains of handkerchiefs, by which some of the
crew had fastened themselves to this spar, to prevent their being washed off
by the waves. There was no trace by which the name of the ship could be
ascertained. The wreck had evidently drifted about for many months; clusters
of shell-fish had fastened about it, and long sea-weeds flaunted at its sides.
But where, thought I, is the crew? Their struggle has long been over—they
have gone down amidst the roar of the tempest—their bones lie whitening
among the caverns of the deep. Silence, oblivion, like the waves, have closed
over them, and no one can tell the story of their end. What sighs have been
wafted after that ship! What prayers offered up at the deserted fireside of
home! How often has the mistress, the wife, the mother, pored over the daily
news, to catch some casual intelligence of this rover of the deep! How has
expectation darkened into anxiety—anxiety into dread—and dread into
despair! Alas! not one memento may ever return for love to cherish. All that
may ever be known, is, that she sailed from her port, “and was never heard of
more!”

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



“As I was once sailing,” said he, “in a fine stout ship across the banks of
Newfoundland, one of those heavy fogs which prevail in those parts rendered
it impossible for us to see far ahead even in the daytime; but at night the
weather was so thick that we could not distinguish any object at twice the
length of the ship. I kept lights at the mast-head, and a constant watch forward
to look out for fishing smacks, which are accustomed to lie at anchor on the
banks. The wind was blowing a smacking breeze, and we were going at a
great rate through the water. Suddenly the watch gave the alarm of a sail
ahead!’—it was scarcely uttered before we were upon her. She was a small
schooner, at anchor, with her broadside towards us. The crew were all asleep,
and had neglected to hoist a light. We struck her just amidships. The force, the
size, the weight of our vessel bore her down below the waves; we passed over
her and were hurried on our course. As the crashing wreck was sinking
beneath us, I had a glimpse of two or three half naked wretches rushing from
her cabin; they just started from their beds to be swallowed shrieking by the
waves. [ heard their drowning cry mingling with the wind. The blast that bore
it to our ears swept us out of all farther hearing. I shall never forget that cry! It
was some time before we could put the ship about, she was under such
headway. We returned, as nearly as we could guess, to the place where the
smack had anchored. We cruised about for several hours in the dense fog. We
fired signal guns, and listened if we might hear the halloo of any survivors:
but all was silent—we never saw or heard anything of them more.”

I confess these stories, for a time, put an end to all my fine fancies. The
storm increased with the night. The sea was lashed into tremendous
confusion. There was a fearful, sullen sound of rushing waves, and broken
surges. Deep called unto deep.2® At times the black volume of clouds
overhead seemed rent asunder by flashes of lightning which quivered along
the foaming billows, and made the succeeding darkness doubly terrible. The
thunders bellowed over the wild waste of waters, and were echoed and
prolonged by the mountain waves. As I saw the ship staggering and plunging
among these roaring caverns, it seemed miraculous that she regained her
balance, or preserved her buoyancy. Her yards would dip into the water: her
bow was almost buried beneath the waves. Sometimes an impending surge
appeared ready to overwhelm her, and nothing but a dexterous movement of
the helm preserved her from the shock.

When I retired to my cabin, the awful scene still followed me. The whistling
of the wind through the rigging sounded like funereal wailings. The creaking
of the masts, the straining and groaning of bulk-heads, as the ship labored in
the weltering sea, were frightful. As I heard the waves rushing along the sides



of the ship, and roaring in my very ear, it seemed as if Death were raging
round this floating prison, seeking for his prey: the mere starting of a nail, the
yawning of a seam, might give him entrance.

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

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

It was a fine sunny morning when the thrilling cry of “land!” was given
from the mast-head. None but those who have experienced it can form an idea
of the delicious throng of sensations which rush into an American’s bosom,
when he first comes in sight of Europe. There is a volume of associations with
the very name. It is the land of promise, teeming with every thing of which
his childhood has heard, or on which his studious years have pondered.

From that time until the moment of arrival, it was all feverish excitement.
The ships of war, that prowled like guardian giants along the coast; the
headlands of Ireland, stretching out into the channel; the Welsh mountains,
towering into the clouds; all were objects of intense interest. As we sailed up
the Mersey, I reconnoitred the shores with a telescope. My eye dwelt with
delight on neat cottages, with their trim shrubberies and green, grass plots. I
saw the mouldering ruin of an abbey overrun with ivy, and the taper spire of a
village church rising from the brow of a neighboring hill—all were
characteristic of England.

The tide and wind were so favorable that the ship was enabled to come at
once to the pier. It was thronged with people; some, idle lookers-on, others,
eager expectants of friends or relatives. I could distinguish the merchant to
whom the ship was consigned. I knew him by his calculating brow and
restless air. His hands were thrust into his pockets; he was whistling
thoughtfully, and walking to and fro, a small space having been accorded him
by the crowd, in deference to his temporary importance. There were repeated
cheerings and salutations interchanged between the shore and the ship, as
friends happened to recognize each other. I particularly noticed one young
woman of humble dress, but interesting demeanor. She was leaning forward
from among the crowd; her eye hurried over the ship as it neared the shore, to
catch some wished-for countenance. She seemed disappointed and agitated;
when I heard a faint voice call her name. It was from a poor sailor who had



been ill all the voyage, and had excited the sympathy of every one on board.
When the weather was fine, his messmates had spread a mattress for him on
deck in the shade, but of late his illness had so increased, that he had taken to
his hammock, and only breathed a wish that he might see his wife before he
died. He had been helped on deck as we came up the river, and was now
leaning against the shrouds, with a countenance so wasted, so pale, so ghastly,
that it was no wonder even the eye of affection did not recognize him. But at
the sound of his voice, her eye darted on his features; it read, at once, a whole
volume of sorrow; she clasped her hands, uttered a faint shriek, and stood
wringing them in silent agony.

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

Roscoe®

—1In the service of mankind to be

A guardian god below; still to employ

The mind’s brave ardor in heroic aims,

Such as may raise us o’er the grovelling herd,

And make us shine forever—that is life.

THOMSONY

One of the first places to which a stranger is taken in Liverpool is the
Athenaum.22 It is established on a liberal and judicious plan; it contains a
good library, and spacious reading-room, and is the great literary resort of the
place. Go there at what hour you may, you are sure to find it filled with grave-
looking personages, deeply absorbed in the study of newspapers.

As I was once visiting this haunt of the learned, my attention was attracted
to a person just entering the room. He was advanced in life, tall, and of a form
that might once have been commanding, but it was a little bowed by time—
perhaps by care. He had a noble Roman style of countenance; a head that



would have pleased a painter; and though some slight furrows on his brow
showed that wasting thought had been busy there, yet his eye still beamed
with the fire of a poetic soul. There was something in his whole appearance
that indicated a being of a different order from the bustling race around him.

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

To find, therefore, the elegant historian of the Medici,2! mingling among the
busy sons of traffic, at first shocked my poetical ideas; but it is from the very
circumstances and situation in which he has been placed, that Mr. Roscoe
derives his highest claims to admiration. It is interesting to notice how some
minds seem almost to create themselves, springing up under every
disadvantage, and working their solitary but irresistible way through a
thousand obstacles. Nature seems to delight in disappointing the assiduities2
of art, with which it would rear legitimate dulness to maturity; and to glory in
the vigor and luxuriance of her chance productions. She scatters the seeds of
genius to the winds, and though some may perish among the stony places of
the world, and some be choked by the thorns and brambles of early adversity,
yet others will now and then strike root even in the clefts of the rock, struggle
bravely up into sunshine, and spread over their sterile birthplace all the
beauties of vegetation.

Such has been the case with Mr. Roscoe. Born in a place apparently
ungenial to the growth of literary talent; in the very market-place of trade;
without fortune, family connections, or patronage; self-prompted, self-
sustained, and almost self-taught, he has conquered every obstacle, achieved
his way to eminence, and, having become one of the ornaments of the nation,
has turned the whole force of his talents and influence to advance and
embellish his native town.

Indeed, it is this last trait in his character which has given him the greatest
interest in my eyes, and induced me particularly to point him out to my
countrymen. Eminent as are his literary merits, he is but one among the many
distinguished authors of this intellectual nation. They, however, in general,



live but for their own fame, or their own pleasures. Their private history
presents no lesson to the world, or, perhaps, a humiliating one of human
frailty and inconsistency. At best; they are prone to steal away from the bustle
and commonplace of busy existence; to indulge in the selfishness of lettered
ease; and to revel in scenes of mental, but exclusive enjoyment.

Mr. Roscoe, on the contrary, has claimed none of the accorded privileges of
talent. He has shut himself up in no garden of thought, nor elysium of fancy;
but has gone forth into the highways and thoroughfares of life; he has planted
bowers by the way-side, for the refreshment of the pilgrim and the sojourner,
and has opened pure fountains, where the laboring man may turn aside from
the dust and heat of the day, and drink of the living streams of knowledge.
There is a “daily beauty in his life,”® on which mankind may meditate and
grow better. It exhibits no lofty and almost useless, because inimitable,
example of excellence; but presents a picture of active, yet simple and
imitable virtues, which are within every man’s reach, but which,
unfortunately, are not exercised by many, or this world would be a paradise.

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

He has shown how much may be done for a place in hours of leisure by one
master spirit, and how completely it can give its own impress to surrounding
objects. Like his own Lorenzo De’ Medici,2¥ on whom he seems to have fixed
his eye as on a pure model of antiquity, he has interwoven the history of his
life with the history of his native town, and has made the foundations of its
fame the monuments of his virtues. Wherever you go in Liverpool, you
perceive traces of his footsteps in all that is elegant and liberal. He found the
tide of wealth flowing merely in the channels of traffick; he has diverted from
it invigorating rills to refresh the garden of literature. By his own example and
constant exertions he has effected that union of commerce and the intellectual
pursuits, so eloquently recommended in one of his latest writings:2 and has
practically proved how beautifully they may be brought to harmonize, and to
benefit each other. The noble institutions for literary and scientific purposes,
which reflect such credit on Liverpool, and are giving such an impulse to the
public mind, have mostly been originated, and have all been effectively
promoted, by Mr. Roscoe; and when we consider the rapidly increasing
opulence and magnitude of that town, which promises to vie in commercial



importance with the metropolis, it will be perceived that in awakening an
ambition of mental improvement among its inhabitants, he has effected a
great benefit to the cause of British literature.

In America, we know Mr. Roscoe only as the author—in Liverpool he is
spoken of as the banker; and I was told of his having been unfortunate in
business. I could not pity him, as I heard some rich men do. I considered him
far above the reach of pity. Those who live only for the world, and in the
world, may be cast down by the frowns of adversity; but a man like Roscoe is
not to be overcome by the reverses of fortune. They do but drive him in upon
the resources of his own mind; to the superior society of his own thoughts;
which the best of men are apt sometimes to neglect, and to roam abroad in
search of less worthy associates. He is independent of the world around him.
He lives with antiquity and posterity; with antiquity, in the sweet communion
of studious retirement; and with posterity, in the generous aspirings after
future renown. The solitude of such a mind is its state of highest enjoyment. It
is then visited by those elevated meditations which are the proper aliment of
noble souls, and are, like manna, sent from heaven, in the wilderness of this
world.bm

While my feelings were yet alive on the subject, it was my fortune to light
on further traces of Mr. Roscoe. I was riding out with a gentleman, to view
the environs of Liverpool, when he turned off, through a gate, into some
ornamented grounds. After riding a short distance, we came to a spacious
mansion of freestone, built in the Grecian style. It was not in the purest taste,
yet it had an air of elegance, and the situation was delightful. A fine lawn
sloped away from it, studded with clumps of trees, so disposed as to break a
soft fertile country into a variety of landscapes. The Mersey was seen winding
a broad quiet sheet of water through an expanse of green meadow-land; while
the Welsh mountains, blended with clouds, and melting into distance,
bordered the horizon.

This was Roscoe’s favorite residence during the days of his prosperity. It
had been the seat of elegant hospitality and literary retirement. The house was
now silent and deserted. I saw the windows of the study, which looked out
upon the soft scenery I have mentioned. The windows were closed—the
library was gone. Two or three ill-favored beings were loitering about the
place, whom my fancy pictured into retainers of the law. It as like visiting
some classic fountain, that had once welled its pure waters in a sacred shade,
but finding it dry and dusty, with the lizard and the toad brooding over the
shattered marbles.

I inquired after the fate of Mr. Roscoe’s library, which had consisted of



scarce and foreign books, from many of which he had drawn the materials for
his Italian histories. It had passed under the hammer of the auctioneer, and
was dispersed about the country. The good people of the vicinity thronged
like wreckers to get some part of the noble vessel that had been driven on
shore. Did such a scene admit of ludicrous associations, we might imagine
something whimsical in this strange irruption in the regions of learning.
Pigmies rummaging the armory of a giant, and contending for the possession
of weapons which they could not wield. We might picture to ourselves some
knot of speculators, debating with calculating brow over the quaint binding
and illuminated margin of an obsolete author; of the air of intense, but baffled
sagacity, with which some successful purchaser attempted to dive into the
black-letter bargain he had secured.

It is a beautiful incident in the story of Mr. Roscoe’s misfortunes, and one
which cannot fail to interest the studious mind, that the parting with his books
seems to have touched upon his tenderest feelings, and to have been the only
circumstance that could provoke the notice of his muse. The scholar only
knows how dear these silent, yet eloquent, companions of pure thoughts and
innocent hours become in the seasons of adversity. When all that is worldly
turns to dross around us, these only retain their steady value. When friends
grow cold, and the converse of intimates languishes into vapid civility and
commonplace, these only continue the unaltered countenance of happier days,
and cheer us with that true friendship which never deceived hope, nor
deserted sorrow.

I do not wish to censure; but, surely, if the people of Liverpool had been
properly sensible of what was due to Mr. Roscoe and themselves, his library
would never have been sold. Good worldly reasons may, doubtless, be given
for the circumstance, which it would be difficult to combat with others that
might seem merely fanciful; but it certainly appears to me such an
opportunity as seldom occurs, of cheering a noble mind struggling under
misfortunes, by one of the most delicate, but most expressive tokens of public
sympathy. It is difficult, however, to estimate a man of genius properly who is
daily before our eyes. He becomes mingled and confounded with other men.
His great qualities lose their novelty, we become too familiar with the
common materials which form the basis even of the loftiest character. Some
of Mr. Roscoe’s townsmen may regard him merely as a man of business;
others as a politician; all find him engaged like themselves in ordinary
occupations, and surpassed, perhaps, by themselves on some points of
worldly wisdom. Even that amiable and unostentatious simplicity of
character, which gives the nameless grace to real excellence, may cause him



to be undervalued by some coarse minds, who do not know that true worth is
always void of glare and pretension. But the man of letters, who speaks of
Liverpool, speaks of it as the residence of Roscoe.—The intelligent traveller
who visits it inquires where Roscoe is to be seen.—He is the literary
landmark of the place, indicating its existence to the distant scholar—He is,
like Pompey’s column at Alexandria,2® towering alone in classic dignity.

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

To My Books™®

As one who, destined from his friends to part,
Regrets his loss, but hopes again erewhile
To share their converse and enjoy their smile,

And tempers as he may affliction’s dart;

Thus, loved associates, chiefs of elder art,
Teachers of wisdom, who could once beguile
My tedious hours, and lighten every toil,

I now resign you; nor with fainting heart;

For pass a few short years, or days, or hours,
And happier seasons may their dawn unfold,

And all your sacred fellowship restore:

When, freed from earth, unlimited its powers,
Mind shall with mind direct communion hold,

And kindred spirits meet to part no more.



The Wife”

The treasures of the deep are not so precious
As are the conceal’d comforts of a man
Locked up in woman'’s love. I scent the air

Of blessings, when I come but near the house.
What a delicious breath marriage sends forth ...

The violet bed’s not sweeter.

MIDDLETONR2

I have often had occasion to remark the fortitude with which women sustain
the most overwhelming reverses of fortune. Those disasters which break
down the spirit of a man, and prostrate him in the dust, seem to call forth all
the energies of the softer sex, and give such intrepidity and elevation to their
character, that at times it approaches to sublimity. Nothing can be more
touching than to behold a soft and tender female, who had been all weakness
and dependence, and alive to every trivial roughness, while treading the
prosperous paths of life, suddenly rising in mental force to be the comforter
and support of her husband under misfortune, and abiding, with unshrinking
firmness, the bitterest blasts of adversity.

As the vine, which has long twined its graceful foliage about the oak, and
been lifted by it into sunshine, will, when the hardy plant is rifted by the
thunderbolt, cling round it with its caressing tendrils, and bind up its shattered
boughs; so is it beautifully ordered by Providence, that woman, who is the
mere dependent and ornament of man in his happier hours, should be his stay
and solace when smitten with sudden calamity; winding herself into the
rugged recesses of his nature, tenderly supporting the drooping head, and
binding up the broken heart.

I was once congratulating a friend, who had around him a blooming family,
knit together in the strongest affection. “I can wish you no better lot,” said he,
with enthusiasm, ”than to have a wife and children. If you are prosperous,
there they are to share your prosperity; if otherwise, there they are to comfort



you.” And, indeed, I have observed that a married man falling into misfortune
is more apt to retrieve his situation in the world than a single one; partly
because he is more stimulated to exertion by the necessities of the helpless
and beloved beings who depend upon him for subsistence; but chiefly because
his spirits are soothed and relieved by domestic endearments, and his self-
respect kept alive by finding, that though all abroad is darkness and
humiliation, yet there is still a little world of love at home, of which he is the
monarch. Whereas a single man is apt to run to waste and self-neglect; to
fancy himself lonely and abandoned, and his heart to fall to ruin like some
deserted mansion, for want of an inhabitant.

These observations call to mind a little domestic story, of which I was once
a witness. My intimate friend, Leslie,2d had married a beautiful and
accomplished girl, who had been brought up in the midst of fashionable life.
She had, it is true, no fortune, but that of my friend was ample; and he
delighted in the anticipation of indulging her in every elegant pursuit, and
administering to those delicate tastes and fancies that spread a kind of
witchery about the sex.—“Her life,” said he, “shall be like a fairy tale.”

The very difference in their characters produced an harmonious
combination: he was of a romantic and somewhat serious cast; she was all life
and gladness. I have often noticed the mute rapture with which he would gaze
upon her in company, of which her sprightly powers made her the delight; and
how, in the midst of applause, her eye would still turn to him, as if there alone
she sought favor and acceptance. When leaning on his arm, her slender form
contrasted finely with his tall manly person. The fond confiding air with
which she looked up to him seemed to call forth a flush of triumphant pride
and cherishing tenderness, as if he doted on his lovely burden for its very
helplessness. Never did a couple set forward on the flowery path of early and
well-suited marriage with a fairer prospect of felicity.

It was the misfortune of my friend, however, to have embarked his property
in large speculations; and he had not been married many months, when, by a
succession of sudden disasters, it was swept from him, and he found himself
reduced almost to penury. For a time he kept his situation to himself, and
went about with a haggard countenance, and a breaking heart. His life was but
a protracted agony; and what rendered it more insupportable was the necessity
of keeping up a smile in the presence of his wife; for he could not bring
himself to overwhelm her with the news. She saw, however, with the quick
eyes of affection, that all was not well with him. She marked his altered looks
and stifled sighs, and was not to be deceived by his sickly and vapid attempts
at cheerfulness. She tasked all her sprightly powers and tender blandishments



to win him back to happiness; but she only drove the arrow deeper into his
soul. The more he saw cause to love her, the more torturing was the thought
that he was soon to make her wretched. A little while, thought he, and the
smile will vanish from that cheek—the song will die away from those lips—
the lustre of those eyes will be quenched with sorrow; and the happy heart,
which now beats lightly in that bosom, will be weighed down like mine, by
the cares and miseries of the world.

At length he came to me one day, and related his whole situation in a tone
of the deepest despair. When I heard him through I inquired, “Does your wife
know all this?”—At the question he burst into an agony of tears. “For God’s
sake!” cried he, “if you have any pity on me, don’t mention my wife; it is the
thought of her that drives me almost to madness!”

“And why not?” said I. “She must know it sooner or later; you cannot keep
it long from her, and the intelligence may break upon her in a more startling
manner, than if imparted by yourself; for the accents of those we love soften
the hardest tidings. Besides, you are depriving yourself of the comforts of her
sympathy; and not merely that, but also endangering the only bond that can
keep hearts together—an unreserved community of thought and feeling. She
will soon perceive that something is secretly preying upon your mind; and
true love will not brook reserve; it feels undervalued and outraged, when even
the sorrows of those it loves are concealed from it.”

“Oh, but, my friend! to think what a blow I am to give to all her future
prospects—how I am to strike her very soul to the earth, by telling her that
her husband is a beggar! that she is to forego all the elegancies of life—all the
pleasures of society—to shrink with me into indigence and obscurity! To tell
her that I have dragged her down from the sphere in which she might have
continued to move in constant brightness—the light of every eye—the
admiration of every heart!—How can she bear poverty? She has been brought
up in all the refinements of opulence. How can she bear neglect? she has been
the idol of society. Oh! it will break her heart—it will break her heart!—"

I saw his grief was eloquent, and I let it have its flow; for sorrow relieves
itself by words. When his paroxysm had subsided, and he had relapsed into
moody silence, I resumed the subject gently, and urged him to break his
situation at once to his wife. He shook his head mournfully, but positively.

“But how are you to keep it from her? It is necessary she should know it,
that you may take the steps proper to the alteration of your circumstances.
You must change your style of living—nay,” observing a pang to pass across
his countenance, “don’t let that afflict you. I am sure you have never placed



your happiness in outward show—you have yet friends, warm friends, who
will not think the worse of you for being less splendidly lodged: and surely it
does not require a palace to be happy with Mary

“I could be happy with her,” cried he, convulsively, “in a hovel!—I could go
down with her into poverty and the dust!—I could—I could—God bless her!
—God bless her!” cried he, bursting into a transport of grief and tenderness.

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

There was something in the earnestness of my manner, and the figurative
style of my language, that caught the excited imagination of Leslie. I knew
the auditor I had to deal with; and following up the impression I had made, 1
finished by persuading him to go home and unburden his sad heart to his wife.

I must confess, notwithstanding all I had said, I felt some little solicitude for
the result. Who can calculate on the fortitude of one whose life has been a
round of pleasures? Her gay spirits might revolt at the dark downward path of
low humility suddenly pointed out before her, and might cling to the sunny
regions in which they had hitherto revelled. Besides, ruin in fashionable life is
accompanied by so many galling mortifications, to which in other ranks it is a
stranger—In short, I could not meet Leslie the next morning without
trepidation. He had made the disclosure.

“And how did she bear it?”

“Like an angel! It seemed rather to be a relief to her mind, for she threw her
arms round my neck, and asked if this was all that had lately made me
unhappy.—But, poor girl,” added he, “she cannot realize the change we must
undergo. She has no idea of poverty but in the abstract; she has only read of it
in poetry, where it is allied to love. She feels as yet no privation; she suffers
no loss of accustomed conveniences nor elegancies. When we come
practically to experience its sordid cares, its paltry wants, its petty
humiliations—then will be the real trial.”

“But,” said I, “now that you have got over the severest task, that of breaking
it to her, the sooner you let the world into the secret the better. The disclosure



may be mortifying; but then it is a single misery, and soon over: whereas you
otherwise suffer it, in anticipation, every hour in the day. It is not poverty so
much as pretence, that harasses a ruined man—the struggle between a proud
mind and an empty purse—the keeping up a hollow show that must soon
come to an end. Have the courage to appear poor and you disarm poverty of
its sharpest sting.” On this point I found Leslie perfectly prepared. He had no
false pride himself, and as to his wife, she was only anxious to conform to
their altered fortunes.

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

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

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

“Poor Mary!” at length broke, with a heavy sigh, from his lips.
“And what of her?” asked I: “has any thing happened to her?”

“What,” said he, darting an impatient glance, “is it nothing to be reduced to
this paltry situation—to be caged in a miserable cottage—to be obliged to toil
almost in the menial concerns of her wretched habitation?”

“Has she then repined at the change?”

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

“Admirable girl!” exclaimed I. “You call yourself poor, my friend; you
never were so rich—you never knew the boundless treasures of excellence
you possessed in that woman.”

“Oh! but, my friend, if this first meeting at the cottage were over, I think I



could then be comfortable. But this is her first day of real experience; she has
been introduced into a humble dwelling—she has been employed all day in
arranging its miserable equipments—she has, for the first time, known the
fatigues of domestic employment—she has, for the first time, looked round
her on a home destitute of every thing elegant,—almost of every thing
convenient; and may now be sitting down, exhausted and spiritless, brooding
over a prospect of future poverty.”

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

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

I felt Leslie’s hand tremble on my arm. He stepped forward to hear more
distinctly. His step made a noise on the gravel walk. A bright beautiful face
glanced out at the window and vanished—a light footstep was heard—and
Mary came tripping forth to meet us: she was in a pretty rural dress of white;
a few wild flowers were twisted in her fine hair; a fresh bloom was on her
cheek; her whole countenance beamed with smiles—I had never seen her look
so lovely.

»

“My dear George,” cried she, “I am so glad you are come! I have been
watching and watching for you; and running down the lane, and looking out
for you. I’ve set out a table under a beautiful tree behind the cottage; and I’ve
been gathering some of the most delicious strawberries, for I know you are
fond of them—and we have such excellent cream—and everything is so sweet
and still here—Oh!” said she, putting her arm within his, and looking up
brightly in his face, “Oh, we shall be so happy!”

Poor Leslie was overcome. He caught her to his bosom—he folded his arms
round her—he kissed her again and again—he could not speak, but the tears
gushed into his eyes; and he has often assured me, that though the world has
since gone prosperously with him, and his life has, indeed, been a happy one,



yet never has he experienced a moment of more exquisite felicity.

Rip Van Winkle®

A POSTHUMOUS WRITING OF DIEDRICH
KNICKERBOCKER.br

By Woden, God of Saxons,

From whence comes Wensday, that is Wodensday,
Truth is a thing that ever I will keep

Unto thylke day in which I creep into

My sepulchre—
CARTWRIGHT®s

[The following Tale was found among the papers of the late Diedrich
Knickerbocker, an old gentleman of New York, who was very curious in the
Dutch history of the province, and the manners of the descendants from its
primitive settlers. His historical researches, however, did not lie so much
among books as among men; for the former are lamentably scanty on his
favorite topics; whereas he found the old burghers, and still more their wives,
rich in that legendary lore, so invaluable to true history. Whenever, therefore,
he happened upon a genuine Dutch family, snugly shut up in its low-roofed
farmhouse, under a spreading sycamore, he looked upon it as a little clasped
volume of black-letter,2 and studied it with the zeal of a book-worm.

The result of all these researches was a history of the province during the
reign of the Dutch governors, which he published some years since. There
have been various opinions as to the literary character of his work, and, to tell
the truth, it is not a whit better than it should be. Its chief merit is its
scrupulous accuracy, which indeed was a little questioned on its first
appearance, but has since been completely established; and it is now admitted
into all historical collections, as a book of unquestionable authority.

The old gentleman died shortly after the publication of his work, and now
that he is dead and gone, it cannot do much harm to his memory to say that
his time might have been much better employed in weightier labors. He,



however, was apt to ride his hobby2 his own way; and though it did now and
then kick up the dust a little in the eyes of his neighbors, and grieve the spirit
of some friends, for whom he felt the truest deference and affection; yet his
errors and follies are remembered “more in sorrow than in anger,” and it
begins to be suspected, that he never intended to injure or offend. But
however his memory may be appreciated by critics, it is still held dear by
many folks, whose good opinion is well worth having; particularly by certain
biscuit-bakers, who have gone so far as to imprint his likeness on their new-
year cakes; and have thus given him a chance for immortality, almost equal to
being stamped on a Waterloo Medal, or a Queen Anne’s Farthing.]%

Whoever has made a voyage up the Hudson must remember the Kaatskill
mountains. They are a dismembered branch of the great Appalachian family,
and are seen away to the west of the river, swelling up to a noble height, and
lording it over the surrounding country. Every change of season, every change
of weather, indeed, every hour of the day, produces some change in the
magical hues and shapes of these mountains, and they are regarded by all the
good wives, far and near, as perfect barometers. When the weather is fair and
settled, they are clothed in blue and purple, and print their bold outlines on the
clear evening sky; but, sometimes, when the rest of the landscape is cloudless,
they will gather a hood of gray vapors about their summits, which, in the last
rays of the setting sun, will glow and light up like a crown of glory.

At the foot of these fairy mountains, the voyager may have descried the
light smoke curling up from a village, whose shingle-roofs gleam among the
trees, just where the blue tints of the upland melt away into the fresh green of
the nearer landscape. It is a little village of great antiquity, having been
founded by some of the Dutch colonists, in the early times of the province,
just about the beginning of the government of the good Peter Stuyvesant,2¥
(may he rest in peace!) and there were some of the houses of the original
settlers standing within a few years, built of small yellow bricks brought from
Holland, having latticed windows and gable fronts, surmounted with weather-
cocks.

In that same village, and in one of these very houses (which, to tell the
precise truth, was sadly time-worn and weather-beaten), there lived many
years since, while the country was yet a province of Great Britain, a simple
good-natured fellow of the name of Rip Van Winkle. He was a descendant of
the Van Winkles who figured so gallantly in the chivalrous days of Peter



Stuyvesant, and accompanied him to the siege of Fort Christina.2* He
inherited, however, but little of the martial character of his ancestors. I have
observed that he was a simple good-natured man; he was, moreover, a kind
neighbor, and an obedient hen-pecked husband. Indeed, to the latter
circumstance might be owing that meekness of spirit which gained him such
universal popularity; for those men are most apt to be obsequious and
conciliating abroad, who are under the discipline of shrews at home. Their
tempers, doubtless, are rendered pliant and malleable in the fiery furnace of
domestic tribulation; and a curtain lecture® is worth all the sermons in the
world for teaching the virtues of patience and long-suffering. A termagant2
wife may, therefore, in some respects, be considered a tolerable blessing; and
if so, Rip Van Winkle was thrice blessed.

Certain it is, that he was a great favorite among all the good wives of the
village, who, as usual, with the amiable sex, took his part in all family
squabbles; and never failed, whenever they talked those matters over in their
evening gossipings, to lay all the blame on Dame Van Winkle. The children of
the village, too, would shout with joy whenever he approached. He assisted at
their sports, made their playthings, taught them to fly kites and shoot marbles,
and told them long stories of ghosts, witches, and Indians. Whenever he went
dodging about the village, he was surrounded by a troop of them, hanging on
his skirts, clambering on his back, and playing a thousand tricks on him with
impunity; and not a dog would bark at him throughout the neighborhood.

The great error in Rip’s composition was an insuperable aversion to all
kinds of profitable labor. It could not be from the want of assiduity or
perseverance; for he would sit on a wet rock, with a rod as long and heavy as
a Tartar’s lance, and fish all day without a murmur, even though he should not
be encouraged by a single nibble. He would carry a fowling-piece on his
shoulder for hours together, trudging through woods and swamps, and up hill
and down dale, to shoot a few squirrels or wild pigeons. He would never
refuse to assist a neighbor even in the roughest toil, and was a foremost man
at all country frolics for husking Indian corn, or building stone-fences; the
women of the village, too, used to employ him to run their errands, and to do
such little odd jobs as their less obliging husbands would not do for them. In a
word Rip was ready to attend to anybody’s business but his own; but as to
doing family duty, and keeping his farm in order, he found it impossible.

In fact, he declared it was of no use to work on his farm; it was the most
pestilent little piece of ground in the whole country; every thing about it went
wrong, and would go wrong, in spite of him. His fences were continually
falling to pieces; his cow would either go astray, or get among the cabbages;



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

His children, too, were as ragged and wild as if they belonged to nobody.
His son Rip, an urchin begotten in his own likeness, promised to inherit the
habits, with the old clothes of his father. He was generally seen trooping like a
colt at his mother’s heels, equipped in a pair of his father’s cast-off
galligaskins,“® which he had much ado to old up with one hand, as a fine lady
does her train in bad weather.

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

Rip’s sole domestic adherent was his dog Wolf, who was as much hen-
pecked as his master; for Dame Van Winkle regarded them as companions in
idleness, and even looked upon Wolf with an evil eye, as the cause of his
master’s going so often astray. True it is, in all points of spirit befitting an
honorable dog, he was as courageous an animal as ever scoured the woods—
but what courage can withstand the ever-during and all-besetting terrors of a
woman’s tongue? The moment Wolf entered the house his crest fell, his tail
drooped to the ground, or curled between his legs, he sneaked about with a
gallows air, casting many a sidelong glance at Dame Van Winkle, and at the
least flourish of a broomstick or ladle, he would fly to the door with yelping
precipitation.

Times grew worse and worse with Rip Van Winkle as years of matrimony
rolled on; a tart temper never mellows with age, and a sharp tongue is the
only edged tool that grows keener with constant use. For a long while he used



to console himself, when driven from home, by frequenting a kind of
perpetual club of the sages, philosophers, and other idle personages of the
village; which held its sessions on a bench before a small inn, designated by a
rubicund portrait of His Majesty George the Third. 22 Here they used to sit in
the shade through a long lazy summer’s day, talking listlessly over village
gossip, or telling endless sleepy stories about nothing. But it would have been
worth any statesman’s money to have heard the profound discussions that
sometimes took place, when by chance an old newspaper fell into their hands
from some passing traveller. How solemnly they would listen to the contents,
as drawled out by Derrick Van Bummel, the schoolmaster, a dapper learned
little man, who was not to be daunted by the most gigantic word in the
dictionary; and how sagely they would deliberate upon public events some
months after they had taken place.

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

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

Poor Rip was at last reduced almost to despair; and his only alternative, to
escape from the labor of the farm and clamor of his wife, was to take gun in
hand and stroll away into the woods. Here he would sometimes seat himself
at the foot of a tree, and share the contents of his wallet®d with Wolf, with
whom he sympathized as a fellow-sufferer in persecution. “Poor Wolf,” he
would say, “thy mistress leads thee a dog’s life of it; but never mind, my lad,
whilst I live thou shalt never want a friend to stand by thee!” Wolf would wag



his tail, look wistfully in his master’s face, and if dogs can feel pity I verily
believe he reciprocated the sentiment with all his heart.

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

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

As he was about to descend, he heard a voice from a distance, hallooing,
“Rip Van Winkle! Rip Van Winkle!” He looked round, but could see nothing
but a crow winging its solitary flight across the mountain. He thought his
fancy must have deceived him, and turned again to descend, when he heard
the same cry ring through the still evening air; “Rip Van Winkle! Rip Van
Winkle!”—at the same time Wolf bristled up his back, and giving a low
growl, skulked to his master’s side, looking fearfully down into the glen. Rip
now felt a vague apprehension stealing over him; he looked anxiously in the
same direction, and perceived a strange figure slowly toiling up the rocks, and
bending under the weight of something he carried on his back. He was
surprised to see any human being in this lonely and unfrequented place, but
supposing it to be some one of the neighborhood in need of his assistance, he
hastened down to yield it.

On nearer approach he was still more surprised at the singularity of the
stranger’s appearance. He was a short square-built old fellow, with thick
bushy hair, and a grizzled beard. His dress was of the antique Dutch fashion
—a cloth jerkin strapped round the waist—several pair of breeches, the outer
one of ample volume, decorated with rows of buttons down the sides, and
bunches at the knees. He bore on his shoulder a stout keg, that seemed full of



liquor, and made signs for Rip to approach and assist him with the load.
Though rather shy and distrustful of this new acquaintance, Rip complied
with his usual alacrity; and mutually relieving one another, they clambered up
a narrow gully, apparently the dry bed of a mountain torrent. As they
ascended, Rip every now and then heard long rolling peals, like distant
thunder, that seemed to issue out of a deep ravine, or rather cleft, between
lofty rocks, toward which their rugged path conducted. He paused for an
instant, but supposing it to be the muttering of one of those transient thunder-
showers which often take place in mountain heights, he proceeded. Passing
through the ravine, they came to a hollow, like a small amphitheatre,
surrounded by perpendicular precipices, over the brinks of which impending
trees shot their branches, so that you only caught glimpses of the azure sky
and the bright evening cloud. During the whole time Rip and his companion
had labored on in silence; for though the former marvelled greatly what could
be the object of carrying a keg of liquor up this wild mountain, yet there was
something strange and incomprehensible about the unknown, that inspired
awe and checked familiarity.

On entering the amphitheatre, new objects of wonder presented themselves.
On a level spot in the centre was a company of odd-looking personages
playing at nine-pins. They were dressed in a quaint outlandish fashion; some
wore short doublets, others jerkins, with long knives in their belts, and most
of them had enormous breeches, of similar style with that of the guide’s. Their
visages, too, were peculiar: one had a large beard, broad face, and small
piggish eyes: the face of another seemed to consist entirely of nose, and was
surmounted by a white sugar-loaf hat set off with a little red cock’s tail. They
all had beards, of various shapes and colors. There was one who seemed to be
the commander. He was a stout old gentleman, with a weather-beaten
countenance; he wore a laced doublet, broad belt and hanger, high-crowned
hat and feather, red stockings, and high-heeled shoes, with roses in them. The
whole group reminded Rip of the figures in an old Flemish painting, in the
parlor of Dominied Van Shaick, the village parson, and which had been

brought over from Holland at the time of the settlement.

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

As Rip and his companion approached them, they suddenly desisted from



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

By degrees Rip’s awe and apprehension subsided. He even ventured, when
no eye was fixed upon him, to taste the beverage, which he found had much
of the flavor of excellent Hollands.®" He was naturally a thirsty soul, and was
soon tempted to repeat the draught. One taste provoked another; and he
reiterated his visits to the flagon so often that at length his senses were
overpowered, his eyes swam in his head, his head gradually declined, and he
fell into a deep sleep.

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

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

He determined to revisit the scene of the last evening’s gambol, and if he
met with any of the party, to demand his dog and gun. As he rose to walk, he
found himself stiff in the joints, and wanting in his usual activity. “These
mountain beds do not agree with me,” thought Rip, “and if this frolic should
lay me up with a fit of the rheumatism, I shall have a blessed time with Dame
Van Winkle.” With some difficulty he got down into the glen: he found the
gully up which he and his companion had ascended the preceding evening;
but to his astonishment a mountain stream was now foaming down it, leaping
from rock to rock, and filling the glen with babbling murmurs. He, however,



made shift to scramble up its sides, working his toilsome way through thickets
of birch, sassafras, and witch-hazel, and sometimes tripped up or entangled by
the wild grapevines that twisted their coils or tendrils from tree to tree, and
spread a kind of network in his path.

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

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

He had now entered the skirts of the village. A troop of strange children ran
at his heels, hooting after him, and pointing at his gray beard. The dogs, too,
not one of which he recognized for an old acquaintance, barked at him as he
passed. The very village was altered; it was larger and more populous. There
were rows of houses which he had never seen before, and those which had
been his familiar haunts had disappeared. Strange names were over the doors
—strange faces at the windows—every thing was strange. His mind now
misgave him; he began to doubt whether both he and the world around him
were not bewitched. Surely this was his native village, which he had left but
the day before. There stood the Kaatskill mountains—there ran the silver
Hudson at a distance—there was every hill and dale precisely as it had always
been—Rip was sorely perplexed—“That flagon last night,” thought he, “has
addled my poor head sadly!”



It was with some difficulty that he found the way to his own house, which
he approached with silent awe, expecting every moment to hear the shrill
voice of Dame Van Winkle. He found the house gone to decay—the roof
fallen in, the windows shattered, and the doors off the hinges. A half-starved
dog that looked like Wolf was skulking about it. Rip called him by name, but
the cur snarled, showed his teeth, and passed on. This was an unkind cut
indeed—"“My very dog,” sighed poor Rip, “has forgotten me!”

He entered the house, which, to tell the truth, Dame Van Winkle had always
kept in neat order. It was empty, forlorn, and apparently abandoned. This
desolateness overcame all his connubial® fears—he called loudly for his wife
and children—the lonely chambers rang for a moment with his voice, and
then all again was silence.

He now hurried forth, and hastened to his old resort, the village inn—but it
too was gone. A large rickety wooden building stood in its place, with great
gaping windows, some of them broken and mended with old hats and
petticoats, and over the door was painted, “the Union Hotel, by Jonathan
Doolittle.” Instead of the great tree that used to shelter the quiet little Dutch
inn of yore, there now was reared a tall naked pole, with something on the top
that looked like a red night-cap, and from it was fluttering a flag, on which
was a singular assemblage of stars and stripes—all this was strange and
incomprehensible. He recognized on the sign, however, the ruby face of King
George, under which he had smoked so many a peaceful pipe; but even this
was singularly metamorphosed. The red coat was changed for one of blue and
buff, a sword was held in the hand instead of a sceptre, the head was
decorated with a cocked hat, and underneath was painted in large characters,

GENERAL WASHINGTON <

There was, as usual, a crowd of folk about the door, but none that Rip
recollected. The very character of the people seemed changed. There was a
busy, bustling, disputatious tone about it, instead of the accustomed phlegm
and drowsy tranquillity. He looked in vain for the sage Nicholas Vedder, with
his broad face, double chin, and fair long pipe, uttering clouds of tobacco-
smoke instead of idle speeches; or Van Bummel, the schoolmaster, doling
forth the contents of an ancient newspaper. In place of these, a lean, bilious-
looking fellow, with his pockets full of handbills, was haranguing vehemently
about rights of citizens—elections—members of congress—Iiberty—
Bunker’s Hill?—heroes of seventy-six—and other words, which were a
perfect Babylonish jargon“® to the bewildered Van Winkle.

The appearance of Rip, with his long grizzled beard, his rusty fowling-



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

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

“Well—who are they?—name them.”

Rip bethought himself a moment, and inquired, “Where’s Nicholas
Vedder?”

There was a silence for a little while, when an old man replied, in a thin
piping voice, “Nicholas Vedder! why, he is dead and gone these eighteen
years! There was a wooden tombstone in the church-yard that used to tell all
about him, but that’s rotten and gone too.”

“Where’s Brom Dutcher?”

“Oh, he went off to the army in the beginning of the war; some say he was
killed at the storming of Stony Point—others say he was drowned in a squall

at the foot of Antony’s Nose.2 I don’t know—he never came back again.”
“Where’s Van Bummel; the schoolmaster?”

“He went off to the wars too, was a great militia general, and is now in
congress.”



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

“Oh, Rip Van Winkle!” exclaimed two or three, “Oh, to be sure! that’s Rip
Van Winkle yonder, leaning against the tree.”

Rip looked, and beheld a precise counterpart of himself, as he went up the
mountain: apparently as lazy, and certainly as ragged. The poor fellow was
now completely confounded. He doubted his own identity, and whether he
was himself or another man. In the midst of his bewilderment, the man in the
cocked hat demanded who he was, and what was his name?

“God knows,” exclaimed he, at his wit’s end; “I’m not myself—I’'m
somebody else—that’s me yonder—no—that’s somebody else got into my
shoes—I was myself last night, but I fell asleep on the mountain, and they’ve
changed my gun, and every thing’s changed, and I’'m changed, and I can’t tell
what’s my name, or who I am!”

The by-standers began now to look at each other, nod, wink significantly,
and tap their fingers against their foreheads. There was a whisper, also, about
securing the gun, and keeping the old fellow from doing mischief, at the very
suggestion of which the self-important man in the cocked hat retired with
some precipitation. At this critical moment a fresh comely woman pressed
through the throng to get a peep at the gray-bearded man. She had a chubby
child in her arms, which, frightened at his looks, began to cry. “Hush, Rip,”
cried she, “hush, you little fool; the old man won’t hurt you.” The name of the
child, the air of the mother, the tone of her voice, all awakened a train of
recollections in his mind. “What is your name, my good woman?” asked he.

“Judith Gardenier.”
“And your father’s name?”

“Ah, poor man, Rip Van Winkle was his name, but it’s twenty years since he
went away from home with his gun, and never has been heard of since—his
dog came home without him; but whether he shot himself, or was carried
away by the Indians, nobody can tell. I was then but a little girl.”

Rip had but one question more to ask; but he put it with a faltering voice:
“Where’s your mother?”

“Oh, she too had died but a short time since; she broke a blood-vessel in a



fit of passion at a New-England peddler.”

There was a drop of comfort, at least, in this intelligence. The honest man
could contain himself no longer. He caught his daughter and her child in his
arms. “I am your father!” cried he—“Young Rip Van Winkle once—old Rip
Van Winkle now!—Does nobody know poor Rip Van Winkle?”

All stood amazed, until an old woman, tottering out from among the crowd,
put her hand to her brow, and peering under it in his face for a moment,
exclaimed, “Sure enough! it is Rip Van Winkle—it is himself! Welcome home
again, old neighbor—Why, where have you been these twenty long years?”

Rip’s story was soon told, for the whole twenty years had been to him but as
one night. The neighbors stared when they heard it; some were seen to wink
at each other, and put their tongues in their cheeks: and the self-important
man in the cocked hat, who, when the alarm was over, had returned to the
field, screwed down the corners of his mouth, and shook his head—upon
which there was a general shaking of the head throughout the assemblage.

It was determined, however, to take the opinion of old Peter Vanderdonk,
who was seen slowly advancing up the road. He was a descendant of the
historian of that name,“d who wrote one of the earliest accounts of the
province. Peter was the most ancient inhabitant of the village, and well versed
in all the wonderful events and traditions of the neighborhood. He recollected
Rip at once, and corroborated his story in the most satisfactory manner. He
assured the company that it was a fact, handed down from his ancestor the
historian, that the Kaatskill mountains had always been haunted by strange
beings. That it was affirmed that the great Hendrick Hudson,? the first
discoverer of the river and country, kept a kind of vigil there every twenty
years, with his crew of the Half-moon; being permitted in this way to revisit
the scenes of his enterprise, and keep a guardian eye upon the river, and the
great city called by his name. That his father had once seen them in their old
Dutch dresses playing at nine-pins in a hollow of the mountain; and that he
himself had heard, one summer afternoon, the sound of their balls, like distant
peals of thunder.

To make a long story short, the company broke up, and returned to the more
important concerns of the election. Rip’s daughter took him home to live with
her; she had a snug, well-furnished house, and a stout cheery farmer for a
husband, whom Rip recollected for one of the urchins that used to climb upon
his back. As to Rip’s son and heir, who was the ditto® of himself, seen
leaning against the tree, he was employed to work on the farm; but evinced an
hereditary disposition to attend to any thing else but his business.



Rip now resumed his old walks and habits; he soon found many of his
former cronies, though all rather the worse for the wear and tear of time; and
preferred making friends among the rising generation, with whom he soon
grew into great favor.

Having nothing to do at home, and being arrived at that happy age when a
man can be idle with impunity, he took his place once more on the bench at
the inn door, and was reverenced as one of the patriarchs of the village, and a
chronicle of the old times “before the war.” It was some time before he could
get into the regular track of gossip, or could be made to comprehend the
strange events that had taken place during his torpor. How that there had been
a revolutionary war—that the country had thrown off the yoke of old England
—and that, instead of being a subject of his Majesty George the Third, he was
now a free citizen of the United States. Rip, in fact, was no politician; the
changes of states and empires made but little impression on him; but there
was one species of despotism under which he had long groaned, and that was
—petticoat government. Happily that was at an end; he had got his neck out
of the yoke of matrimony, and could go in and out whenever he pleased,
without dreading the tyranny of Dame Van Winkle. Whenever her name was
mentioned, however, he shook his head, shrugged his shoulders, and cast up
his eyes; which might pass either for an expression of resignation to his fate,
or joy at his deliverance.

He used to tell his story to every stranger that arrived at Mr. Doolittle’s
hotel. He was observed, at first, to vary on some points every time he told it,
which was, doubtless, owing to his having so recently awaked. It at last
settled down precisely to the tale I have related, and not a man, woman, or
child in the neighborhood, but knew it by heart. Some always pretended to
doubt the reality of it, and insisted that Rip had been out of his head, and that
this was one point on which he always remained flighty. The old Dutch
inhabitants, however, almost universally gave it full credit. Even to this day
they never hear a thunderstorm of a summer afternoon about the Kaatskill, but
they say Hendrick Hudson and his crew are at their game of nine-pins; and it
is a common wish of all hen-pecked husbands in the neighborhood, when life
hangs heavy on their hands, that they might have a quieting draught out of
Rip Van Winkle’s flagon.

Note

The foregoing Tale, one would suspect, had been suggested to Mr.
Knickerbocker by a little German superstition about the Emperor Frederick
der Rothbart, and the Kypphaiiser mountain:1? the subjoined note, however,
which he had appended to the tale, shows that it is an absolute fact, narrated



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

D.K.”

Postscript

The following are travelling notes from a memorandum-book of Mr.
Knickerbocker: The Kaatsberg, or Catskill mountains, have always been a
region full of fable. The Indians considered them the abode of spirits, who
influenced the weather, spreading sunshine or clouds over the landscape, and
sending good or bad hunting seasons. They were ruled by an old squaw spirit,
said to be their mother. She dwelt on the highest peak of the Catskills, and had
charge of the doors of day and night to open and shut them at the proper hour.
She hung up the new moons in the skies, and cut up the old ones into stars. In
times of drought, if properly propitiated, she would spin light summer clouds
out of cobwebs and morning dew, and send them off from the crest of the
mountain, flake after flake, like flakes of carded cotton, to float in the air;
until, dissolved by the heat of the sun, they would fall in gentle showers,
causing the grass to spring, the fruits to ripen, and the corn to grow an inch an
hour. If displeased, however, she would brew up clouds black as ink, sitting in
the midst of them like a bottle-bellied spider in the midst of its web; and when
these clouds broke, woe betide the valleys!

In old times, say the Indian traditions, there was a kind of Manitou or Spirit,
who kept about the wildest recesses of the Catskill Mountains, and took a
mischievous pleasure in wreaking all kinds of evils and vexations upon the
red men. Sometimes he would assume the form of a bear, a panther, or a deer,
lead the bewildered hunter a weary chase through tangled forests and among
ragged rocks; and then spring off with a loud ho! ho! leaving him aghast on
the brink of a beetling precipice or raging torrent.



The favorite abode of this Manitou is still shown. It is a great rock or cliff
on the loneliest part of the mountains, and, from the flowering vines which
clamber about it, and the wild flowers which abound in its neighborhood, is
known by the name of the Garden Rock. Near the foot of it is a small lake, the
haunt of the solitary bittern, with water-snakes basking in the sun on the
leaves of the pond-lilies which lie on the surface. This place was held in great
awe by the Indians, insomuch that the boldest hunter would not pursue his
game within its precincts. Once upon a time, however, a hunter who had lost
his way, penetrated to the garden rock, where he beheld a number of gourds
placed in the crotches of trees. One of these he seized and made off with it,
but in the hurry of his retreat he let it fall among the rocks, when a great
stream gushed forth, which washed him away and swept him down
precipices, where he was dashed to pieces, and the stream made its way to the
Hudson, and continues to flow to the present day; being the identical stream
known by the name of the Kaaters-Kkill.

English Writers On Americal

“Methinks I see in my mind a noble and puissant nation, rousing herself
like a strong man after sleep, and shaking her invincible locks: methinks
I see her as an eagle, mewing her mighty youth, and kindling her
undazzled eyes at the full midday beam.”

MILTON ON THE LIBERTY OF THE PRESS®

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

English travellers are the best and the worst in the world. Where no motives
of pride or interest intervene, none can equal them for profound and
philosophical views of society, or faithful and graphical descriptions of
external objects; but when either the interest or reputation of their own
country comes in collision with that of another, they go to the opposite
extreme, and forget their usual probity and candor, in the indulgence of
splenetic remark, and an illiberal spirit of ridicule.



Hence, their travels are more honest and accurate, the more remote the
country described. I would place implicit confidence in an Englishman’s
descriptions of the regions beyond the cataracts of the Nile; of unknown
islands in the Yellow Sea; of the interior of India; or of any other tract which
other travellers might be apt to picture out with the illusions of their fancies;
but I would cautiously receive his account of his immediate neighbors, and of
those nations with which he is in habits of most frequent intercourse.
However I might be disposed to trust his probity, I dare not trust his
prejudices.

It has also been the peculiar lot of our country to be visited by the worst
kind of English travellers. While men of philosophical spirit and cultivated
minds have been sent from England to ransack the poles, to penetrate the
deserts, and to study the manners and customs of barbarous nations, with
which she can have no permanent intercourse of profit or pleasure; it has been
left to the broken-down tradesman, the scheming adventurer, the wandering
mechanic, the Manchester and Birmingham agent, to be her oracles respecting
America. From such sources she is content to receive her information
respecting a country in a singular state of moral and physical development; a
country in which one of the greatest political experiments< in the history of
the world is now performing; and which presents the most profound and
momentous studies to the statesman and the philosopher.

That such men should give prejudicial accounts of America is not a matter
of surprise. The themes it offers for contemplation are too vast and elevated
for their capacities. The national character is yet in a state of fermentation; it
may have its frothiness and sediment, but its ingredients are sound and
wholesome; it has already given proofs of powerful and generous qualities;
and the whole promises to settle down into something substantially excellent.
But the causes which are operating to strengthen and ennoble it, and its daily
indications of admirable properties, are all lost upon these purblind observers;
who are only affected by the little asperities incident to its present situation.
They are capable of judging only of the surface of things; of those matters
which come in contact with their private interests and personal gratifications.
They miss some of the snug conveniences and petty comforts which belong to
an old, highly-finished, and over-populous state of society; where the ranks of
useful labor are crowded, and many earn a painful and servile subsistence by
studying the very caprices of appetite and self-indulgence. These minor
comforts, however, are all-important in the estimation of narrow minds;
which either do not perceive, or will not acknowledge, that they are more than
counterbalanced among us by great and generally diffused blessings.



They may, perhaps, have been disappointed in some unreasonable
expectation of sudden gain. They may have pictured America to themselves
an El Dorado,* where gold and silver abounded, and the natives were lacking
in sagacity; and where they were to become strangely and suddenly rich, in
some unforeseen, but easy manner. The same weakness of mind that indulges
absurd expectations produces petulance in disappointment. Such persons
become embittered against the country on finding that there, as everywhere
else, a man must sow before he can reap; must win wealth by industry and
talent; and must contend with the common difficulties of nature, and the
shrewdness of an intelligent and enterprising people.

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

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

I shall not, however, dwell on this irksome and hackneyed topic; nor should
I have adverted to it, but for the undue interest apparently taken in it by my
countrymen, and certain injurious effects which I apprehend it might produce



upon the national feeling. We attach too much consequence to these attacks.
They cannot do us any essential injury. The tissue of misrepresentations
attempted to be woven round us are like cobwebs woven round the limbs of
an infant giant. Our country continually outgrows them. One falsehood after
another falls off of itself. We have but to live on, and every day we live a
whole volume of refutation.

All the writers of England united, if we could for a moment suppose their
great minds stooping to so unworthy a combination, could not conceal our
rapidly-growing importance, and matchless prosperity. They could not
conceal that these are owing, not merely to physical and local, but also to
moral causes—to the political liberty, the general diffusion of knowledge, the
prevalence of sound moral and religious principles, which give force and
sustained energy to the character of a people; and which, in fact, have been
the acknowledged and wonderful supporters of their own national power and
glory.

But why are we so exquisitely alive to the aspersions of England? Why do
we suffer ourselves to be so affected by the contumely she has endeavored to
cast upon us? It is not in the opinion of England alone that honor lives, and
reputation has its being. The world at large is the arbiter of a nation’s fame;
with its thousand eyes it witnesses a nation’s deeds, and from their collective
testimony is national glory or national disgrace established.

For ourselves, therefore, it is comparatively of but little importance whether
England does us justice or not; it is, perhaps, of far more importance to
herself. She is instilling anger and resentment into the bosom of a youthful
nation, to grow with its growth and strengthen with its strength. If in America,
as some of her writers are laboring to convince her, she is hereafter to find an
invidious rival, and a gigantic foe, she may thank those very writers for
having provoked rivalship and irritated hostility. Every one knows the all-
pervading influence of literature at the present day, and how much the
opinions and passions of mankind are under its control. The mere contests of
the sword are temporary; their wounds are but in the flesh, and it is the pride
of the generous to forgive and forget them; but the slanders of the pen pierce
to the heart; they rankle longest in the noblest spirits; they dwell ever present
in the mind, and render it morbidly sensitive to the most trifling collision. It is
but seldom that any one overt act produces hostilities between two nations;
there exists, most commonly, a previous jealousy and ill-will; a predisposition
to take offence. Trace these to their cause, and how often will they be found to
originate in the mischievous effusions of mercenary writers; who, secure in
their closets, and for ignominious bread, concoct and circulate the venom that



is to inflame the generous and the brave.

I am not laying too much stress upon this point; for it applies most
emphatically to our particular case. Over no nation does the press hold a more
absolute control than over the people of America,® for the universal
education of the poorest classes makes every individual a reader. There is
nothing published in England on the subject of our country that does not
circulate through every part of it. There is not a calumny< dropped from
English pen, nor an unworthy sarcasm uttered by an English statesman, that
does not go to blight good-will, and add to the mass of latent resentment.
Possessing, then, as England does, the fountain-head whence the literature of
the language flows, how completely is it in her power, and how truly is it her
duty, to make it the medium of amiable and magnanimous feeling—a stream
where the two nations might meet together, and drink in peace and kindness.
Should she, however, persist in turning it to waters of bitterness, the time may
come when she may repent her folly. The present friendship of America may
be of but little moment to her; but the future destinies of that country do not
admit of a doubt; over those of England there lower some shadows of
uncertainty. Should, then, a day of gloom arrive; should these reverses
overtake her, from which the proudest empires have not been exempt; she
may look back with regret at her infatuation, in repulsing from her side a
nation she might have grappled to her bosom, and thus destroying her only
chance for real friendship beyond the boundaries of her own dominions.

There is a general impression in England, that the people of the United
States are inimical to the parent country. It is one of the errors which have
been diligently propagated by designing writers. There is, doubtless,
considerable political hostility, and a general soreness at the illiberality of the
English press; but, generally speaking, the prepossessions of the people are
strongly in favor of England. Indeed, at one time, they amounted, in many
parts of the Union, to an absurd degree of bigotry. The bare name of
Englishman was a passport to the confidence and hospitality of every family,
and too often gave a transient currency to the worthless and the ungrateful.
Throughout the country there was something of enthusiasm connected with
the idea of England. We looked to it with a hallowed feeling of tenderness and
veneration, as the land of our forefathers—the august repository of the
monuments and antiquities of our race—the birthplace and mausoleum of the
sages and heroes of our paternal history. After our own country, there was
none in whose glory we more delighted—none whose good opinion we were
more anxious to possess—none towards which our hearts yearned with such

throbbings of warm consanguinity.¥ Even during the late war, whenever there



was the least opportunity for kind feelings to spring forth, it was the delight of
the generous spirits of our country to show that, in the midst of hostilities,
they still kept alive the sparks of future friendship.

Is all this to be at an end? Is this golden band of kindred sympathies, so rare
between nations, to be broken for ever?—Perhaps it is for the best—it may
dispel an illusion which might have kept us in mental vassalage; which might
have interfered occasionally with our true interests, and prevented the growth
of proper national pride. But it is hard to give up the kindred tie! and there are
feelings dearer than interest—closer to the heart than pride—that will still
make us cast back a look of regret, as we wander farther and farther from the
paternal roof, and lament the waywardness of the parent that would repel the
affections of the child.

Short-sighted and injudicious, however, as the conduct of England may be
in this system of aspersion, recrimination on our part would be equally ill-
judged. I speak not of a prompt and spirited vindication of our country, nor
the keenest castigation of her slanderers—but I allude to a disposition to
retaliate in kind; to retort sarcasm, and inspire prejudice; which seems to be
spreading widely among our writers. Let us guard particularly against such a
temper, for it would double the evil instead of redressing the wrong. Nothing
is so easy and inviting as the retort of abuse and sarcasm,; but it is a paltry and
an unprofitable contest. It is the alternative of a morbid mind, fretted into
petulance, rather than warmed into indignation. If England is willing to permit
the mean jealousies of trade, or the rancorous animosities of politics, to
deprave the integrity of her press, and poison the fountain of public opinion,
let us beware of her example. She may deem it her interest to diffuse error,
and engender antipathy, for the purpose of checking emigration; we have no
purpose of the kind to serve. Neither have we any spirit of national jealousy to
gratify, for as yet, in all our rivalships with England, we are the rising and the
gaining party. There can be no end to answer, therefore, but the gratification
of resentment—a mere spirit of retaliation; and even that is impotent. Our
retorts are never republished in England; they fall short, therefore, of their
aim; but they foster a querulous and peevish temper among our writers; they
sour the sweet flow of our early literature, and sow thorns and brambles
among its blossoms. What is still worse, they circulate through our own
country, and, as far as they have effect, excite virulent national prejudices.
This last is the evil most especially to be deprecated. Governed, as we are,
entirely by public opinion, the utmost care should be taken to preserve the
purity of the public mind. Knowledge is power, and truth is knowledge;
whoever, therefore, knowingly propagates a prejudice, wilfully saps the



foundation of his country’s strength.

The members of a republic, above all other men, should be candid and
dispassionate. They are, individually, portions of the sovereign mind and
sovereign will, and should be enabled to come to all questions of national
concern with calm and unbiased judgments. From the peculiar nature of our
relations with England, we must have more frequent questions of a difficult
and delicate character with her than with any other nation; questions that
affect the most acute and excitable feelings; and as, in the adjusting of these,
our national measures must ultimately be determined by popular sentiment,
we cannot be too anxiously attentive to purify it from all latent passion or
prepossession.

Opening, too, as we do, an asylum for strangers from every portion of the
earth, we should receive all with impartiality. It should be our pride to exhibit
an example of one nation, at least, destitute of national antipathies, and
exercising not merely the overt acts of hospitality, but those more rare and
noble courtesies which spring from liberality of opinion.

What have we to do with national prejudices? They are the inveterate
diseases of old countries, contracted in rude and ignorant ages, when nations
knew but little of each other, and looked beyond their own boundaries with
distrust and hostility. We, on the contrary, have sprung into national existence
in an enlightened and philosophic age, when the different parts of the
habitable world, and the various branches of the human family, have been
indefatigably studied and made known to each other; and we forego the
advantages of our birth, if we do not shake off the national prejudices, as we
would the local superstitions of the old world.

But above all let us not be influenced by any angry feelings, so far as to shut
our eyes to the perception of what is really excellent and amiable in the
English character. We are a young people, necessarily an imitative one, and
must take our examples and models, in a great degree, from the existing
nations of Europe. There is no country more worthy of our study than
England. The spirit of her constitution is most analogous to ours. The
manners of her people—their intellectual activity—their freedom of opinion
—their habits of thinking on those subjects which concern the dearest
interests and most sacred charities of private life, are all congenial to the
American character; and, in fact, are all intrinsically excellent; for it is in the
moral feeling of the people that the deep foundations of British prosperity are
laid; and however the superstructure may be time-worn, or overrun by abuses,
there must be something solid in the basis, admirable in the materials, and
stable in the structure of an edifice, that so long has towered unshaken amidst



the tempests of the world.

Let it be the pride of our writers, therefore, discarding all feelings of
irritation, and disdaining to retaliate the illiberality of British authors, to speak
of the English nation without prejudice, and with determined candor. While
they rebuke the indiscriminating bigotry with which some of our countrymen
admire and imitate every thing English, merely because it is English, let them
frankly point out what is really worthy of approbation. We may thus place
England before us as a perpetual volume of reference, wherein are recorded
sound deductions from ages of experience; and while we avoid the errors and
absurdities which may have crept into the page, we may draw thence golden
maxims of practical wisdom, wherewith to strengthen and to embellish our
national character.

The Art of Book-Making!?

“If that severe doom of Synesius be true—°‘It is a greater offence to steal
dead men’s labor, than their clothes,” what shall become of most
writers?”

BURTON’S ANATOMY OF MELANCHOLY4

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

I was one summer’s day loitering through the great saloons of the British
Museum, with that listlessness with which one is apt to saunter about a
museum in warm weather; sometimes lolling over the glass cases of minerals,
sometimes studying the hieroglyphics on an Egyptian mummy, and
sometimes trying, with nearly equal success, to comprehend the allegorical
paintings on the lofty ceilings. Whilst I was gazing about in this idle way, my
attention was attracted to a distant door, at the end of a suite of apartments. It
was closed, but every now and then it would open, and some strange-favored



being, generally clothed in black, would steal forth, and glide through the
rooms, without noticing any of the surrounding objects. There was an air of
mystery about this that piqued my languid curiosity, and I determined to
attempt the passage of that strait, and to explore the unknown regions beyond.
The door yielded to my hand, with that facility with which the portals of
enchanted castles yield to the adventurous knight-errant. I found myself in a
spacious chamber, surrounded with great cases of venerable books. Above the
cases, and just under the cornice, were arranged a great number of black-
looking portraits of ancient authors. About the room were placed long tables,
with stands for reading and writing, at which sat many pale, studious
personages, poring intently over dusty volumes, rummaging among mouldy
manuscripts, and taking copious notes of their contents. A hushed stillness
reigned through this mysterious apartment, excepting that you might hear the
racing of pens over sheets of paper, or occasionally, the deep sigh of one of
these sages, as he shifted his position to turn over the page of an old folio;
doubtless arising from that hollowness and flatulency incident to learned
research.

Now and then one of these personages would write something on a small
slip of paper, and ring a bell, whereupon a familiar would appear, take the
paper in profound silence, glide out of the room, and return shortly loaded
with ponderous tomes, upon which the other would fall tooth and nail with
famished voracity. I had no longer a doubt that I had happened upon a body of
magi, deeply engaged in the study of occult sciences. The scene reminded me
of an old Arabian tale, of a philosopher shut up in an enchanted library, in the
bosom of a mountain, which opened only once a year; where he made the
spirits of the place bring him books of all kinds of dark knowledge, so that at
the end of the year, when the magic portal once more swung open on its
hinges, he issued forth so versed in forbidden lore, as to be able to soar above
the heads of the multitude, and to control the powers of nature.

My curiosity being now fully aroused, I whispered to one of the familiars,
as he was about to leave the room, and begged an interpretation of the strange
scene before me. A few words were sufficient for the purpose. I found that
these mysterious personages, whom I had mistaken for magi, were principally
authors, and in the very act of manufacturing books. I was, in fact, in the
reading-room of the great British Library—an immense collection of volumes
of all ages and languages, many of which are now forgotten, and most of
which are seldom read: one of these sequestered pools of obsolete literature,
to which modern authors repair, and draw buckets full of classic lore, or “pure

English, undeffled,”d¢ where-with to swell their own scanty rills of thought.



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

There was one dapper little gentleman in bright-colored clothes, with a
chirping, gossiping expression of countenance, who had all the appearance of
an author on good terms with his bookseller. After considering him
attentively, I recognized in him a diligent getter-up of miscellaneous works,
which bustled off well with the trade. I was curious to see how he
manufactured his wares. He made more stir and show of business than any of
the others; dipping into various books, fluttering over the leaves of
manuscripts, taking a morsel out of one, a morsel out of another, “line upon
line, precept upon precept, here a little and there a little.”d4 The contents of
his book seemed to be as heterogeneous as those of the witches’ caldron in
Macbeth. It was here a finger and there a thumb, toe of frog and blind-worm’s
sting, with his own gossip poured in like “baboon’s blood,” to make the
medley “slab and good.”d¢

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



furnishes the body for a whole series of bouncing and sparkling essays. Thus
it is in the clearing of our American woodlands; where we burn down a forest
of stately pines, a progeny of dwarf oaks start up in their place: and we never
see the prostrate trunk of a tree mouldering into soil, but it gives birth to a
whole tribe of fungi.

Let us not, then, lament over the decay and oblivion into which ancient
writers descend; they do but submit to the great law of nature, which declares
that all sublunary shapes of matter shall be limited in their duration, but which
decrees, also, that their elements shall never perish. Generation after
generation, both in animal and vegetable life, passes away, but the vital
principle is transmitted to posterity, and the species continue to flourish. Thus,
also, do authors beget authors, and having produced a numerous progeny, in a
good old age they sleep with their fathers, that is to say, with the authors who
preceded them—and from whom they had stolen.

Whilst I was indulging in these rambling fancies, I had leaned my head
against a pile of reverend folios. Whether it was owing to the soporific
emanations from these works; or to the profound quiet of the room; or to the
lassitude arising from much wandering; or to an unlucky habit of napping at
improper times and places, with which I am grievously afflicted, so it was,
that I fell into a doze. Still, however, my imagination continued busy, and
indeed the same scene remained before my mind’s eye, only a little changed
in some of the details. I dreamt that the chamber was still decorated with the
portraits of ancient authors, but that the number was increased. The long
tables had disappeared, and, in place of the sage magi, I beheld a ragged,
threadbare throng, such as may be seen plying about the great repository of
cast-off clothes, Monmouth-street. 4! Whenever they seized upon a book, by
one of those incongruities common to dreams, methought it turned into a
garment of foreign or antique fashion, with which they proceeded to equip
themselves. I noticed, however, that no one pretended to clothe himself from
any particular suit, but took a sleeve from one, a cape from another, a skirt
from a third, thus decking himself out piecemeal, while some of his original
rags would peep out from among his borrowed finery.

There was a portly, rosy, well-fed parson, whom I observed ogling several
mouldy polemical writers through an eye-glass. He soon contrived to slip on
the voluminous mantle of one of the old fathers, and, having purloined the
gray beard of another, endeavored to look exceedingly wise; but the smirking
commonplace of his countenance set at naught all the trappings of wisdom.
One sickly-looking gentleman was busied embroidering a very flimsy
garment with gold thread drawn out of several old court-dresses of the reign



of Queen Elizabeth. Another had trimmed himself magnificently from an
illuminated manuscript, had stuck a nosegay in his bosom, culled from “The
Paradise of Daintie Devices,”% and having put Sir Philip Sidney’sd hat on
one side of his head, strutted off with an exquisite air of vulgar elegance. A
third, who was but of puny dimensions, had bolstered himself out bravely
with the spoils from several obscure tracts of philosophy, so that he had a very
imposing front; but he was lamentably tattered in rear, and I perceived that he
had patched his small-clothes with scraps of parchment from a Latin author.

There were some well-dressed gentlemen, it is true, who only helped
themselves to a gem or so, which sparkled among their own ornaments,
without eclipsing them. Some, too, seemed to contemplate the costumes of
the old writers, merely to imbibe their principles of taste, and to catch their air
and spirit; but I grieve to say, that too many were apt to array themselves from
top to toe in the patchwork manner I have mentioned. I shall not omit to speak
of one genius, in drab breeches and gaiters, and an Arcadiand hat, who had a
violent propensity to the pastoral, but whose rural wanderings had been
confined to the classic haunts of Primrose Hill, and the solitudes of the
Regent’s Park. He had decked himself in wreaths and ribbons from all the old
pastoral poets, and, hanging his head on one side, went about with a
fantastical lack-a-daisical air, “babbling about green fields.”d But the
personage that most struck my attention was a pragmatical old gentleman, in
clerical robes, with a remarkably large and square, but bald head. He entered
the room wheezing and puffing, elbowed his way through the throng, with a
look of sturdy self-confidence, and having laid hands upon a thick Greek
quarto, clapped it upon his head, and swept majestically away in a formidable
frizzled wig.

In the height of this literary masquerade, a cry suddenly resounded from
every side, of “Thieves! thieves!” I looked, and lo! the portraits about the wall
became animated! The old authors thrust out, first a head, then a shoulder,
from the canvas, looked down curiously, for an instant, upon the motley
throng, and then descended with fury in their eyes, to claim their rifled
property. The scene of scampering and hubbub that ensued baffles all
description. The unhappy culprits endeavored in vain to escape with their
plunder. On one side might be seen half a dozen old monks, stripping a
modern professor; on another, there was sad devastation carried into the ranks
of modern dramatic writers. Beaumont and Fletcher,d side by side, raged
round the field like Castor and Pollux,2 and sturdy Ben Jonsond® enacted
more wonders than when a volunteer with the army in Flanders. As to the
dapper little compiler of farragos, mentioned some time since, he had arrayed



himself in as many patches and colors as Harlequin, 4 and there was as fierce
a contention of claimants about him, as about the dead body of Patroclus. 9
was grieved to see many men, to whom I had been accustomed to look up
with awe and reverence, fain to steal off with scarce a rag to cover their
nakedness. Just then my eye was caught by the pragmatical old gentleman in
the Greek grizzled wig, who was scrambling away in sore affright with half a
score of authors in full cry after him! They were close upon his haunches: in a
twinkling off went his wig; at every turn some strip of raiment was peeled
away; until in a few moments, from his domineering pomp, he shrunk into a
little, pursy, “chopped bald shot,”® and made his exit with only a few tags
and rags fluttering at his back.

There was something so ludicrous in the catastrophe of this learned
Theban,9 that I burst into an immoderate fit of laughter, which broke the
whole illusion. The tumult and the scuffle were at an end. The chamber
resumed its usual appearance. The old authors shrunk back into their picture-
frames, and hung in shadowy solemnity along the walls. In short, I found
myself wide awake in my corner, with the whole assemblage of book-worms
gazing at me with astonishment. Nothing of the dream had been real but my
burst of laughter, a sound never before heard in that grave sanctuary, and so
abhorrent to the ears of wisdom, as to electrify the fraternity.

The librarian now stepped up to me, and demanded whether I had a card of
admission. At first I did not comprehend him, but I soon found that the library
was a kind of literary “preserve,” subject to game-laws, and that no one must
presume to hunt there without special license and permission. In a word, I
stood convicted of being an arrant poacher, and was glad to make a precipitate
retreat, lest I should have a whole pack of authors let loose upon me.

The Mutability of Literature®3

A COLLOQUY IN WESTMINSTER ABBEY

I know that all beneath the moon decays,
And what by mortals in this world is brought,
In time’s great period shall return to nought.

I know that all the muse’s heavenly lays,



With toil of sprite which are so dearly bought,
As idle sounds, of few or none are sought,

That there is nothing lighter than mere praise.
DRUMMOND OF Hawthorndend"

There are certain half-dreaming moods of mind, in which we naturally steal
away from noise and glare, and seek some quiet haunt, where we may indulge
our reveries and build our air castles undisturbed. In such a mood I was
loitering about the old gray cloisters of Westminster Abbey, enjoying that
luxury of wandering thought which one is apt to dignify with the name of
reflection; when suddenly an interruption of madcap boys from Westminster
School, playing at foot-ball, broke in upon the monastic stillness of the place,
making the vaulted passages and mouldering tombs echo with their
merriment. I sought to take refuge from their noise by penetrating still deeper
into the solitudes of the pile, and applied to one of the vergers for admission
to the library. He conducted me through a portal rich with the crumbling
sculpture of former ages, which opened upon a gloomy passage leading to the
chapter-house and the chamber in which doomsday book is deposited. Just
within the passage is a small door on the left. To this the verger applied a key;
it was double locked, and opened with some difficulty, as if seldom used. We
now ascended a dark narrow staircase, and, passing through a second door,
entered the library.

I found myself in a lofty antique hall, the roof supported by massive joists
of old English oak. It was soberly lighted by a row of Gothic windows at a
considerable height from the floor, and which apparently opened upon the
roofs of the cloisters. An ancient picture of some reverend dignitary of the
church in his robes hung over the fireplace. Around the hall and in a small
gallery were the books, arranged in carved oaken cases. They consisted
principally of old polemical writers, and were much more worn by time than
use. In the centre of the library was a solitary table with two or three books on
it, an inkstand without ink, and a few pens parched by long disuse. The place
seemed fitted for quiet study and profound meditation. It was buried deep
among the massive walls of the abbey, and shut up from the tumult of the
world. I could only hear now and then the shouts of the schoolboys faintly
swelling from the cloisters, and the sound of a bell tolling for prayers, echoing
soberly along the roofs of the abbey. By degrees the shouts of merriment grew
fainter and fainter, and at length died away; the bell ceased to toll, and a



profound silence reigned through the dusky hall.

I had taken down a little thick quarto, curiously bound in parchment, with
brass clasps, and seated myself at the table in a venerable elbow-chair. Instead
of reading, however, I was beguiled by the solemn monastic air, and lifeless
quiet of the place, into a train of musing. As I looked around upon the old
volumes in their mouldering covers, thus ranged on the shelves, and
apparently never disturbed in their repose, I could not but consider the library
a kind of literary catacomb, where authors, like mummies, are piously
entombed, and left to blacken and moulder in dusty oblivion.

How much, thought I, has each of these volumes, now thrust aside with
such indifference, cost some aching head! how many weary days! how many
sleepless nights! How have their authors buried themselves in the solitude of
cells and cloisters; shut themselves up from the face of man, and the still more
blessed face of nature; and devoted themselves to painful research and intense
reflection! And all for what? to occupy an inch of dusty shelf—to have the
title of their works read now and then in a future age, by some drowsy
churchman or casual straggler like myself; and in another age to be lost, even
to remembrance. Such is the amount of this boasted immortality. A mere
temporary rumor, a local sound; like the tone of that bell which has just tolled
among these towers, filling the ear for a moment—Iingering transiently in
echo—and then passing away like a thing that was not.

While I sat half murmuring, half meditating these unprofitable speculations
with my head resting on my hand, I was thrumming with the other hand upon
the quarto, until I accidentally loosened the clasps; when, to my utter
astonishment, the little book gave two or three yawns, like one awaking from
a deep sleep; then a husky hem; and at length began to talk. At first its voice
was very hoarse and broken, being much troubled by a cobweb which some
studious spider had woven across it; and having probably contracted a cold
from long exposure to the chills and damps of the abbey. In a short time,
however, it became more distinct, and I soon found it an exceedingly fluent
conversable little tome. Its language, to be sure, was rather quaint and
obsolete, and its pronunciation, what, in the present day, would be deemed
barbarous; but I shall endeavor, as far as I am able, to render it in modern
parlance.

It began with railings about the neglect of the world—about merit being
suffered to languish in obscurity, and other such commonplace topics of
literary repining, and complained bitterly that it had not been opened for more
than two centuries. That the dean only looked now and then into the library,
sometimes took down a volume or two, trifled with them for a few moments,



and then returned them to their shelves. “What a plague do they mean,” said
the little quarto, which I began to perceive was somewhat choleric, “what a
plague do they mean by keeping several thousand volumes of us shut up here,
and watched by a set of old vergers, like so many beauties in a harem, merely
to be looked at now and then by the dean? Books were written to give
pleasure and to be enjoyed; and I would have a rule passed that the dean
should pay each of us a visit at least once a year; or if he is not equal to the
task, let them once in a while turn loose the whole school of Westminster
among us, that at any rate we may now and then have an airing.”

“Softly, my worthy friend,” replied I, “you are not aware how much better
you are off than most books of your generation. By being stored away in this
ancient library, you are like the treasured remains of those saints and
monarchs, which lie enshrined in the adjoining chapels; while the remains of
your contemporary mortals, left to the ordinary course of nature, have long
since returned to dust.”

“Sir,” said the little tome, ruffling his leaves and looking big, “I was written
for all the world, not for the bookworms of an abbey. I was intended to
circulate from hand to hand, like other great contemporary works; but here
have I been clasped up for more than two centuries, and might have silently
fallen a prey to these worms that are playing the very vengeance with my
intestines, if you had not by chance given me an opportunity of uttering a few
last words before I go to pieces.”

“My good friend,” rejoined I, “had you been left to the circulation of which
you speak, you would long ere this have been no more. To judge from your
physiognomy, you are now well stricken in years: very few of your
contemporaries can be at present in existence; and those few owe their
longevity to being immured like yourself in old libraries; which, suffer me to
add, instead of likening to harems, you might more properly and gratefully
have compared to those infirmaries attached to religious establishments, for
the benefit of the old and decrepit, and where, by quiet fostering and no
employment, they often endure to an amazingly good-for-nothing old age.
You talk of your contemporaries as if in circulation—where do we meet with
their works? what do we hear of Robert Groteste, of Lincoln?4 No one could
have toiled harder than he for immortality. He is said to have written nearly
two hundred volumes. He built, as it were, a pyramid of books to perpetuate
his name: but, alas! the pyramid has long since fallen, and only a few
fragments are scattered in various libraries, where they are scarcely disturbed
even by the antiquarian. What do we hear of Giraldus Cambrensis, & the
historian, antiquary, philosopher, theologian, and poet? He declined two



bishoprics, that he might shut himself up and write for posterity; but posterity
never inquires after his labors. What of Henry of Huntingdon,& who, besides
a learned history of England, wrote a treatise on the contempt of the world,
which the world has revenged by forgetting him? What is quoted of Joseph of
Exeter, 2" styled the miracle of his age in classical composition? Of his three
great heroic poems one is lost forever, excepting a mere fragment; the others
are known only to a few of the curious in literature; and as to his love verses
and epigrams, they have entirely disappeared. What is in current use of John
Wallis, the Franciscan, who acquired the name of the tree of life? Of William
of Malmsbury;—of Simeon of Durham;—of Benedict of Peterborough;—of
John Hanvill of St. Albans;—of—*¥

“Prithee, friend,” cried the quarto, in a testy tone, “how old do you think
me? You are talking of authors that lived long before my time, and wrote
either in Latin or French, so that they in a manner expatriated themselves, and
deserved to be forgotten;§ but I, sir, was ushered into the world from the press
of the renowned Wynkyn de Worde.2* T was written in my own native tongue,
at a time when the language had become fixed; and indeed I was considered a
model of pure and elegant English.”

(I should observe that these remarks were couched in such intolerably
antiquated terms, that I have had infinite difficulty in rendering them into
modern phraseology.)

“I cry your mercy,” said I, “for mistaking your age; but it matters little:
almost all the writers of your time have likewise passed into forgetfulness;
and De Worde’s publications are mere literary rarities among book-collectors.
The purity and stability of language, too, on which you found your claims to
perpetuity, have been the fallacious dependence of authors of every age, ever
back to the times of the worthy Robert of Gloucester,2Y who wrote his history
in rhymes of mongrel Saxon.% Even now many talk of Spenser’s ‘well of
pure English undefiled,’®? as if the language ever sprang from a well or
fountain-head, and was not rather a mere confluence of various tongues,
perpetually subject to changes and intermixtures. It is this which has made
English literature so extremely mutable, and the reputation built upon it so
fleeting. Unless thought can be committed to something more permanent and
unchangeable than such a medium, even thought must share the fate of every
thing else, and fall into decay. This should serve as a check upon the vanity
and exultation of the most popular writer. He finds the language in which he
has embarked his fame gradually altering, and subject to the dilapidations of
time and the caprice of fashion. He looks back and beholds the early authors



of his country, once the favorites of their day, supplanted by modern writers.
A few short ages have covered them with obscurity, and their merits can only
be relished by the quaint taste of the bookworm. And such, he anticipates,
will be the fate of his own work, which, however it may be admired in its day,
and held up as a model of purity, will in the course of years grow antiquated
and obsolete; until it shall become almost as unintelligible in its native land as
an Egyptian obelisk, or one of those Runic inscriptions said to exist in the
deserts of Tartary. I declare,” added I, with some emotion, ”"when I
contemplate a modern library, filled with new works, in all the bravery of rich
gilding and binding, I feel disposed to sit down and weep; like the good
Xerxes,22 when he surveyed his army, pranked out in all the splendor of
military array, and reflected that in one hundred years not one of them would
be in existence!”

“Ah,” said the little quarto, with a heavy sigh, “I see how it is; these modern
scribblers have superseded all the good old authors. I suppose nothing is read
now-a-days but Sir Philip Sydney’s Arcadia, Sackville’s stately plays, and
Mirror for Magistrates, or the fine-spun euphuisms of the ‘unparalleled John
Lyly.’ 7&€

“There you are again mistaken,” said I; “the writers whom you suppose in
vogue, because they happened to be so when you were last in circulation,
have long since had their day. Sir Philip Sydney’s Arcadia, the immortality of
which was so fondly predicted by his admirers,® and which, in truth, is full of
noble thoughts, delicate images, and graceful turns of language, is now
scarcely ever mentioned. Sackville has strutted into obscurity; and even Lyly,
though his writings were once the delight of a court, and apparently
perpetuated by a proverb, is now scarcely known even by name. A whole
crowd of authors who wrote and wrangled at the time, have likewise gone
down, with all their writings and their controversies. Wave after wave of
succeeding literature has rolled over them, until they are buried so deep, that
it is only now and then that some industrious diver after fragments of
antiquity brings up a specimen for the gratification of the curious.

“For my part,” I continued, “I consider this mutability of language a wise
precaution of Providence for the benefit of the world at large, and of authors
in particular. To reason from analogy, we daily behold the varied and beautiful
tribes of vegetables springing up, flourishing, adorning the fields for a short
time, and then fading into dust, to make way for their successors. Were not
this the case, the fecundity of nature would be a grievance instead of a
blessing. The earth would groan with rank and excessive vegetation, and its
surface become a tangled wilderness. In like manner the works of genius and



learning decline, and make way for subsequent productions. Language
gradually varies, and with it fade away the writings of authors who have
flourished their allotted time; otherwise the creative powers of genius would
overstock the world, and the mind would be completely bewildered in the
endless mazes of literature. Formerly there were some restraints on this
excessive multiplication. Works had to be transcribed by hand, which was a
slow and laborious operation; they were written either on parchment, which
was expensive, so that one work was often erased to make way for another; or
on papyrus, which was fragile and extremely perishable. Authorship was a
limited and unprofitable craft, pursued chiefly by monks in the leisure and
solitude of their cloisters. The accumulation of manuscripts was slow and
costly, and confined almost entirely to monasteries. To these circumstances it
may, in some measure, be owing that we have not been inundated by the
intellect of antiquity; that the fountains of thought have not been broken up,
and modern genius drowned in the deluge. But the inventions of paper and the
press have put an end to all these restraints. They have made every one a
writer, and enabled every mind to pour itself into print, and diffuse itself over
the whole intellectual world. The consequences are alarming. The stream of
literature has swollen into a torrent—augmented into a river—expanded into a
sea. A few centuries since, five or six hundred manuscripts constituted a great
library; but what would you say to libraries such as actually exist, containing
three or four hundred million volumes; legions of authors at the same time
busy; and the press going on with fearfully increasing activity, to double and
quadruple the number? Unless some unforeseen mortality should break out
among the progeny of the muse, now that she has become so prolific, I
tremble for posterity. I fear the mere fluctuation of language will not be
sufficient. Criticism may do much. It increases with the increase of literature,
and resembles one of those salutary checks on population spoken of by
economists. All possible encouragement, therefore, should be given to the
growth of critics, good or bad. But I fear all will be in vain; let criticism do
what it may, writers will write, printers will print, and the world will
inevitably be overstocked with good books. It will soon be the employment of
a lifetime merely to learn their names. Many a man of passable information,
at the present day, reads scarcely anything but reviews; and before long a man
of erudition will be little better than a mere walking catalogue.”

“My very good sir,” said the little quarto, yawning most drearily in my face,
“excuse my interrupting you, but I perceive you are rather given to prose. I
would ask the fate of an author who was making some noise just as I left the
world. His reputation, however, was considered quite temporary. The learned
shook their heads at him, for he was a poor half-educated varlet, that knew



little of Latin, and nothing of Greek,* and had been obliged to run the
country for deer-stealing. I think his name was Shakspeare. I presume he soon
sunk into oblivion.”

“On the contrary,” said I, “it is owing to that very man that the literature of
his period has experienced a duration beyond the ordinary term of English
literature. There rise authors now and then, who seem proof against the
mutability of language, because they have rooted themselves in the
unchanging principles of human nature. They are like gigantic trees that we
sometimes see on the banks of a stream; which, by their vast and deep roots,
penetrating through the mere surface, and laying hold on the very foundations
of the earth, preserve the soil around them from being swept away by the
ever-flowing current, and hold up many a neighboring plant, and, perhaps,
worthless weed, to perpetuity. Such is the case with Shakspeare, whom we
behold defying the encroachments of time, retaining in modern use the
language and literature of his day, and giving duration to many an indifferent
author, merely from having flourished in his vicinity. But even he, I grieve to
say, is gradually assuming the tint of age, and his whole form is overrun by a
profusion of commentators, who, like clambering vines and creepers, almost
bury the noble plant that upholds them.”

Here the little quarto began to heave his sides and chuckle, until at length he
broke out in a plethoric® fit of laughter that had well nigh choked him, by
reason of his excessive corpulency. “Mighty well!” cried he, as soon as he
could recover breath, “mighty well! and so you would persuade me that the
literature of an age is to be perpetuated by a vagabond deer-stealer! by a man
without learning; by a poet, forsooth—a poet!” And here he wheezed forth
another fit of laughter.

I confess that I felt somewhat nettled at this rudeness, which, however, I
pardoned on account of his having flourished in a less polished age. I
determined, nevertheless, not to give up my point.

“Yes,” resumed I, positively, “a poet; for of all writers he has the best
chance for immortality. Others may write from the head, but he writes from
the heart, and the heart will always understand him. He is the faithful
portrayer of nature, whose features are always the same, and always
interesting. Prose writers are voluminous and unwieldy; their pages are
crowded with common places, and their thoughts expanded into tediousness.
But with the true poet every thing is terse, touching, or brilliant. He gives the
choicest thoughts in the choicest language. He illustrates them by every thing
that he sees most striking in nature and art. He enriches them by pictures of
human life, such as it is passing before him. His writings, therefore, contain



the spirit, the aroma, if I may use the phrase, of the age in which he lives.
They are caskets which inclose within a small compass the wealth of the
language—its family jewels, which are thus transmitted in a portable form to
posterity. The setting may occasionally be antiquated, and require now and
then to be renewed, as in the case of Chaucer; but the brilliancy and intrinsic
value of the gems continue unaltered. Cast a look back over the long reach of
literary history. What vast valleys of dulness, filled with monkish legends and
academical controversies! what bogs of theological speculations! what dreary
wastes of metaphysics! Here and there only do we behold the heaven-
illuminated bards, elevated like beacons on their widely-separate heights, to

transmit the pure light of poetical intelligence from age to age.“¢®

I was just about to launch forth into eulogiums upon the poets of the day,
when the sudden opening of the door caused me to turn my head. It was the
verger, who came to inform me that it was time to close the library. I sought
to have a parting word with the quarto, but the worthy little tome was silent;
the clasps were closed: and it looked perfectly unconscious of all that had
passed. I have been to the library two or three times since, and have
endeavored to draw it into further conversation, but in vain; and whether all
this rambling colloquy actually took place, or whether it was another of those
odd day-dreams to which I am subject, I have never to this moment been able
to discover.

The Inn Kitchen!2

Shall I not take mine ease in mine inn?

FALSTAFFe!

During a journey that I once made through the Netherlands, I arrived one
evening at the Pomme d‘Or,2 the principal inn of a small Flemish village. It
was after the hour of the table d’héte,¥ so that I was obliged to make a
solitary supper from the relics of its ampler board. The weather was chilly; I
was seated alone in one end of a great gloomy dining-room, and, my repast
being over, I had the prospect before me of a long dull evening, without any
visible means of enlivening it. I summoned mine host, and requested
something to read; he brought me the whole literary stock of his household, a
Dutch family Bible, an almanac in the same language, and a number of old
Paris newspapers. As I sat dozing over one of the latter, reading old and stale



criticisms, my ear was now and then struck with bursts of laughter which
seemed to proceed from the kitchen. Every one that has travelled on the
continent must know how favorite a resort the kitchen of a country inn is to
the middle and inferior order of travellers; particularly in that equivocal kind
of weather, when a fire becomes agreeable toward evening. I threw aside the
newspaper, and explored my way to the kitchen, to take a peep at the group
that appeared to be so merry. It was composed partly of travellers who had
arrived some hours before in a diligence, and partly of the usual attendants
and hangers-on of inns. They were seated round a great burnished stove, that
might have been mistaken for an altar, at which they were worshipping. It was
covered with various kitchen vessels of resplendent brightness; among which
steamed and hissed a huge copper tea-kettle. A large lamp threw a strong
mass of light upon the group, bringing out many odd features in strong relief.
Its yellow rays partially illumined the spacious kitchen, dying duskily away
into remote corners; except where they settled in mellow radiance on the
broad side of a flitch of bacon, or were reflected back from well-scoured
utensils, that gleamed from the midst of obscurity. A strapping Flemish lass,
with long golden pendants in her ears, and a necklace with a golden heart
suspended to it, was the presiding priestess of the temple.

Many of the company were furnished with pipes, and most of them with
some kind of evening potation. I found their mirth was occasioned by
anecdotes, which a little swarthy Frenchman, with a dry weazen face and
large whiskers, was giving of his love adventures; at the end of each of which
there was one of those bursts of honest unceremonious laughter, in which a
man indulges in that temple of true liberty, an inn.

As I had no better mode of getting through a tedious blustering evening, I
took my seat near the stove, and listened to a variety of traveller’s tales, some
very extravagant, and most very dull. All of them, however, have faded from
my treacherous memory except one, which I will endeavor to relate. I fear,
however, it derived its chief zest from the manner in which it was told, and
the peculiar air and appearance of the narrator. He was a corpulent old Swiss,
who had the look of a veteran traveller. He was dressed in a tarnished green
travelling-jacket, with a broad belt round his waist, and a pair of overalls,
with buttons from the hips to the ankles. He was of a full, rubicund
countenance, with a double chin, aquiline nose, and a pleasant, twinkling eye.
His hair was light, and curled from under an old green velvet travelling-cap
stuck on one side of his head. He was interrupted more than once by the
arrival of guests, or the remarks of his auditors; and paused now and then to
replenish his pipe; at which times he had generally a roguish leer, and a sly



joke for the buxom kitchen-maid.

I wish my readers could imagine the old fellow lolling in a huge arm-chair,
one arm akimbo, the other holding a curiously twisted tobacco pipe, formed
of genuine écume de mer,% decorated with silver chain and silken tassel—his
head cocked on one side, and the whimsical cut of the eye occasionally, as he
related the following story.

The Spectre Bridegroom!®

A TRAVELLER’S TALEY

He that supper for is dight,
He lyes full cold, I trow, this night!
Yestreen to chamber I him led,

This night Gray-Steel has made his bed.
SIR EGER, SIR GRAHAME,

AND SIR GRAY-STEEL®®

On the summit of one of the heights of the Odenwald, a wild and romantic
tract of Upper Germany, that lies not far from the confluence of the Main and
the Rhine, there stood, many, many years since, the Castle of the Baron Von
Landshort. It is now quite fallen to decay, and almost buried among beech
trees and dark firs; above which, however, its old watchtower may still be
seen, struggling, like the former possessor I have mentioned, to carry a high
head, and look down upon the neighboring country.

The baron was a dry branch of the great family of Katzenellenbogen,® and
inherited the relics of the property, and all the pride of his ancestors. Though
the warlike disposition of his predecessors had much impaired the family
possessions, yet the baron still endeavored to keep up some show of former
state. The times were peaceable, and the German nobles, in general, had
abandoned their inconvenient old castles, perched like eagles’ nests among
the mountains, and had built more convenient residences in the valleys: still
the baron remained proudly drawn up in his little fortress, cherishing, with
hereditary inveteracy, all the old family feuds; so that he was on ill terms with



some of his nearest neighbors, on account of disputes that had happened
between their great-great-grandfathers.

The baron had but one child, a daughter; but nature, when she grants but
one child, always compensates by making it a prodigy; and so it was with the
daughter of the baron. All the nurses, gossips, and country cousins, assured
her father that she had not her equal for beauty in all Germany; and who
should know better than they? She had, moreover, been brought up with great
care under the superintendence of two maiden aunts, who had spent some
years of their early life at one of the little German courts, and were skilled in
all the branches of knowledge necessary to the education of a fine lady. Under
their instructions she became a miracle of accomplishments. By the time she
was eighteen, she could embroider to admiration, and had worked whole
histories of the saints in tapestry, with such strength of expression in their
countenances, that they looked like so many souls in purgatory. She could
read without great difficulty, and had spelled her way through several church
legends, and almost all the chivalric wonders of the Heldenbuch.*® She had
even made considerable proficiency in writing; could sign her own name
without missing a letter, and so legibly, that her aunts could read it without
spectacles. She excelled in making little elegant good-for-nothing lady-like
nicknacks of all kinds; was versed in the most abstruse dancing of the day;
played a number of airs on the harp and guitar; and knew all the tender

ballads of the Minnelieders®® by heart.

Her aunts, too, having been great flirts and coquettes in their younger days,
were admirably calculated to be vigilant guardians and strict censors of the
conduct of their niece; for there is no duenna®™® so rigidly prudent, and
inexorably decorous, as a superannuated coquette. She was rarely suffered out
of their sight; never went beyond the domains of the castle, unless well
attended, or rather well watched; had continual lectures read to her about
strict decorum and implicit obedience; and, as to the men—pah!—she was
taught to hold them at such a distance, and in such absolute distrust, that,
unless properly authorized, she would not have cast a glance upon the
handsomest cavalier in the world—no, not if he were even dying at her feet.

The good effects of this system were wonderfully apparent. The young lady
was a pattern of docility and correctness. While others were wasting their
sweetness in the glare of the world, and liable to be plucked and thrown aside
by every hand, she was coyly blooming into fresh and lovely womanhood
under the protection of those immaculate spinsters, like a rose-bud blushing
forth among guardian thorns. Her aunts looked upon her with pride and
exultation, and vaunted that though all the other young ladies in the world



might go astray, yet, thank Heaven, nothing of the kind could happen to the
heiress of Katzenellenbogen.

But, however scantily the Baron Von Landshort might be provided with
children, his household was by no means a small one; for Providence had
enriched him with abundance of poor relations. They, one and all, possessed
the affectionate disposition common to humble relatives; were wonderfully
attached to the baron, and took every possible occasion to come in swarms
and enliven the castle. All family festivals were commemorated by these good
people at the baron’s expense; and when they were filled with good cheer,
they would declare that there was nothing on earth so delightful as these
family meetings, these jubilees of the heart.

The baron, though a small man, had a large soul, and it swelled with
satisfaction at the consciousness of being the greatest man in the little world
about him. He loved to tell long stories about the dark old warriors whose
portraits looked grimly down from the walls around, and he found no listeners
equal to those that fed at his expense. He was much given to the marvellous,
and a firm believer in all those supernatural tales with which every mountain
and valley in Germany abounds. The faith of his guests exceeded even his
own: they listened to every tale of wonder with open eyes and mouth, and
never failed to be astonished, even though repeated for the hundredth time.
Thus lived the Baron Von Landshort, the oracle of his table, the absolute
monarch of his little territory, and happy, above all things, in the persuasion
that he was the wisest man of the age.

At the time of which my story treats, there was a great family gathering at
the castle, on an affair of the utmost importance: it was to receive the destined
bridegroom of the baron’s daughter. A negotiation had been carried on
between the father and an old nobleman of Bavaria, to unite the dignity of
their houses by the marriage of their children. The preliminaries had been
conducted with proper punctilio.® The young people were betrothed without
seeing each other; and the time was appointed for the marriage ceremony. The
young Count Von Altenburg had been recalled from the army for the purpose,
and was actually on his way to the baron’s to receive his bride. Missives had
even been received from him, from Wurtzburg, where he was accidentally
detained, mentioning the day and hour when he might be expected to arrive.

The castle was in a tumult of preparation to give him a suitable welcome.
The fair bride had been decked out with uncommon care. The two aunts had
superintended her toilet, and quarrelled the whole morning about every article
of her dress. The young lady had taken advantage of their contest to follow
the bent of her own taste; and fortunately it was a good one. She looked as



lovely as youthful bridegroom could desire; and the flutter of expectation
heightened the lustre of her charms.

The suffusions that mantled her face and neck, the gentle heaving of the
bosom, the eye now and then lost in reverie, all betrayed the soft tumult that
was going on in her little heart. The aunts were continually hovering around
her; for maiden aunts are apt to take great interest in affairs of this nature.
They were giving her a world of staid counsel how to deport herself, what to
say, and in what manner to receive the expected lover.

The baron was no less busied in preparations. He had, in truth, nothing
exactly to do; but he was naturally a fuming bustling little man, and could not
remain passive when all the world was in a hurry. He worried from top to
bottom of the castle with an air of infinite anxiety; he continually called the
servants from their work to exhort them to be diligent; and buzzed about
every hall and chamber, as idly restless and importunate as a blue-bottle fly
on a warm summer’s day.

In the mean time the fatted calf had been killed; the forests had rung with
the clamor of the huntsmen; the kitchen was crowded with good cheer; the
cellars had yielded up whole oceans of Rheinwein ¢ and Ferne-wein;& and
even the great Heidelburg tun® had been laid under contribution. Every thing
was ready to receive the distinguished guest with Saus und Braus® in the true
spirit of German hospitality—but the guest delayed to make his appearance.
Hour rolled after hour. The sun, that had poured his downward rays upon the
rich forest of the Odenwald, now just gleamed along the summits of the
mountains. The baron mounted the highest tower, and strained his eyes in
hope of catching a distant sight of the count and his attendants. Once he
thought he beheld them; the sound of horns came floating from the valley,
prolonged by the mountain echoes. A number of horsemen were seen far
below, slowly advancing along the road; but when they had nearly reached the
foot of the mountain, they suddenly struck off in a different direction. The last
ray of sunshine departed—the bats began to flit by in the twilight—the road
grew dimmer and dimmer to the view; and nothing appeared stirring in it but
now and then a peasant lagging homeward from his labor.

While the old castle of Landshort was in this state of perplexity, a very
interesting scene was transacting in a different part of the Odenwald.

The young Count Yon Altenburg was tranquilly pursuing his route in that
sober jog-trot way, in which a man travels toward matrimony when his friends
have taken all the trouble and uncertainty of courtship off his hands, and a
bride is waiting for him, as certainly as a dinner at the end of his journey. He



had encountered at Wurtzburg, a youthful companion in arms, with whom he
had seen some service on the frontiers; Herman Von Starkenfaust, one of the
stoutest hands, and worthiest hearts, of German chivalry, who was now
returning from the army. His father’s castle was not far distant from the old
fortress of Landshort, although an hereditary feud rendered the families
hostile, and strangers to each other.

In the warm-hearted moment of recognition, the young friends related all
their past adventures and fortunes, and the count gave the whole history of his
intended nuptials with a young lady whom he had never seen, but of whose
charms he had received the most enrapturing descriptions.

As the route of the friends lay in the same direction, they agreed to perform
the rest of their journey together; and, that they might do it the more leisurely,
set off from Wurtzburg at an early hour, the count having given directions for
his retinue to follow and overtake him.

They beguiled their wayfaring with recollections of their military scenes
and adventures; but the count was apt to be a little tedious, now and then,
about the reputed charms of his bride, and the felicity that awaited him.

In this way they had entered among the mountains of the Odenwald, and
were traversing one of its most lonely and thickly-wooded passes. It is well
known that the forests of Germany have always been as much infested by
robbers as its castles by spectres; and, at this time, the former were
particularly numerous, from the hordes of disbanded soldiers wandering about
the country. It will not appear extraordinary, therefore, that the cavaliers were
attacked by a gang of these stragglers, in the midst of the forest. They
defended themselves with bravery, but were nearly overpowered, when the
count’s retinue arrived to their assistance. At sight of them the robbers fled,
but not until the count had received a mortal wound. He was slowly and
carefully conveyed back to the city of Wurtzburg, and a friar summoned from
a neighboring convent, who was famous for his skill in administering to both
soul and body; but half of his skill was superfluous; the moments of the
unfortunate count were numbered.

With his dying breath he entreated his friend to repair instantly to the castle
of Landshort, and explain the fatal cause of his not keeping his appointment
with his bride. Though not the most ardent of lovers, he was one of the most
punctilious of men, and appeared earnestly solicitous that his mission should
be speedily and courteously executed. “Unless this is done,” said he, “I shall
not sleep quietly in my grave!” He repeated these last words with peculiar
solemnity. A request, at a moment so impressive, admitted no hesitation.



Starkenfaust endeavored to soothe him to calmness; promised faithfully to
execute his wish, and gave him his hand in solemn pledge. The dying man
pressed it in acknowledgment, but soon lapsed into delirium—raved about his
bride—his engagements—his plighted word; ordered his horse, that he might
ride to the castle of Landshort; and expired in the fancied act of vaulting into
the saddle.

Starkenfaust bestowed a sigh and a soldier’s tear on the untimely fate of his
comrade; and then pondered on the awkward mission he had undertaken. His
heart was heavy, and his head perplexed; for he was to present himself an
unbidden guest among hostile people, and to damp their festivity with tidings
fatal to their hopes. Still there were certain whisperings of curiosity in his
bosom to see this far-famed beauty of Katzenellenbogen, so cautiously shut
up from the world; for he was a passionate admirer of the sex, and there was a
dash of eccentricity and enterprise in his character that made him fond of all
singular adventure.

Previous to his departure he made all due arrangements with the holy
fraternity of the convent for the funeral solemnities of his friend, who was to
be buried in the cathedral of Wurtzburg, near some of his illustrious relatives;
and the mourning retinue of the count took charge of his remains.

It is now high time that we should return to the ancient family of
Katzenellenbogen, who were impatient for their guest, and still more for their
dinner; and to the worthy little baron, whom we left airing himself on the
watch-tower.

Night closed in, but still no guest arrived. The baron descended from the
tower in despair. The banquet, which had been delayed from hour to hour,
could no longer be postponed. The meats were already overdone; the cook in
an agony; and the whole household had the look of a garrison that had been
reduced by famine. The baron was obliged reluctantly to give orders for the
feast without the presence of the guest. All were seated at table, and just on
the point of commencing, when the sound of a horn from without the gate
gave notice of the approach of a stranger. Another long blast filled the old
courts of the castle with its echoes, and was answered by the warder from the
walls. The baron hastened to receive his future son-in-law.

The drawbridge had been let down, and the stranger was before the gate. He
was a tall, gallant cavalier, mounted on a black steed. His countenance was
pale, but he had a beaming, romantic eye, and an air of stately melancholy.
The baron was a little mortified that he should have come in this simple,
solitary style. His dignity for a moment was ruffled, and he felt disposed to



consider it a want of proper respect for the important occasion, and the
important family with which he was to be connected. He pacified himself,
however, with the conclusion, that it must have been youthful impatience
which had induced him thus to spur on sooner than his attendants.

“I am sorry,” said the stranger, “to break in upon you thus unseasonably—"~

Here the baron interrupted him with a world of compliments and greetings;
for, to tell the truth, he prided himself upon his courtesy and eloquence. The
stranger attempted, once or twice, to stem the torrent of words, but in vain, so
he bowed his head and suffered it to flow on. By the time the baron had come
to a pause, they had reached the inner court of the castle; and the stranger was
again about to speak, when he was once more interrupted by the appearance
of the female part of the family, leading forth the shrinking and blushing
bride. He gazed on her for a moment as one entranced; it seemed as if his
whole soul beamed forth in the gaze, and rested upon that lovely form. One of
the maiden aunts whispered something in her ear; she made an effort to speak;
her moist blue eye was timidly raised; gave a shy glance of inquiry on the
stranger; and was cast again to the ground. The words died away; but there
was a sweet smile playing about her lips, and a soft dimpling of the cheek that
showed her glance had not been unsatisfactory. It was impossible for a girl of
the fond age of eighteen, highly predisposed for love and matrimony, not to
be pleased with so gallant a cavalier.

The late hour at which the guest had arrived left no time for parley. The
baron was peremptory, and deferred all particular conversation until the
morning, and led the way to the untasted banquet.

It was served up in the great hall of the castle. Around the walls hung the
hard-favored portraits of the heroes of the house of Katzenellenbogen, and the
trophies which they had gained in the field and in the chase. Hacked corslets,
splintered jousting spears, and tattered banners, were mingled with the spoils
of sylvan warfare; the jaws of the wolf, and the tusks of the boar, grinned
horribly among cross-bows and battle-axes, and a huge pair of antlers
branched immediately over the head of the youthful bridegroom.

The cavalier took but little notice of the company or the entertainment. He
scarcely tasted the banquet, but seemed absorbed in admiration of his bride.
He conversed in a low tone that could not be overheard—for the language of
love is never loud; but where is the female ear so dull that it cannot catch the
softest whisper of the lover? There was a mingled tenderness and gravity in
his manner, that appeared to have a powerful effect upon the young lady. Her
color came and went as she listened with deep attention. Now and then she



made some blushing reply, and when his eye was turned away, she would
steal a sidelong glance at his romantic countenance, and heave a gentle sigh
of tender happiness. It was evident that the young couple were completely
enamored. The aunts, who were deeply versed in the mysteries of the heart,
declared that they had fallen in love with each other at first sight.

The feast went on merrily, or at least noisily, for the guests were all blessed
with those keen appetites that attend upon light purses and mountain air. The
baron told his best and longest stories, and never had he told them so well, or
with such great effect. If there was any thing marvellous, his auditors were
lost in astonishment; and if any thing facetious, they were sure to laugh
exactly in the right place. The baron, it is true, like most great men, was too
dignified to utter any joke but a dull one; it was always enforced, however, by
a bumper of excellent Hockheimer;®¥ and even a dull joke, at one’s own table,
served up with jolly old wine, is irresistible. Many good things were said by
poorer and keener wits, that would not bear repeating, except on similar
occasions; many sly speeches whispered in ladies’ ears, that almost convulsed
them with suppressed laughter; and a song or two roared out by a poor, but
merry and broad-faced cousin of the baron, that absolutely made the maiden
aunts hold up their fans.

Amidst all this revelry, the stranger guest maintained a most singular and
unseasonable gravity. His countenance assumed a deeper cast of dejection as
the evening advanced; and, strange as it may appear, even the baron’s jokes
seemed only to render him the more melancholy. At times he was lost in
thought, and at times there was a perturbed and restless wandering of the eye
that bespoke a mind but ill at ease. His conversations with the bride became
more and more earnest and mysterious. Lowering clouds began to steal over
the fair serenity of her brow, and tremors to run through her tender frame.

All this could not escape the notice of the company. Their gayety was
chilled by the unaccountable gloom of the bridegroom; their spirits were
infected; whispers and glances were interchanged, accompanied by shrugs
and dubious shakes of the head. The song and the laugh grew less and less
frequent; there were dreary pauses in the conversation, which were at length
succeeded by wild tales and supernatural legends. One dismal story produced
another still more dismal, and the baron nearly frightened some of the ladies
into hysterics with the history of the goblin horseman that carried away the
fair Leonora;® a dreadful story, which has since been put into excellent verse,
and is read and believed by all the world.

The bridegroom listened to this tale with profound attention. He kept his
eyes steadily fixed on the baron, and, as the story drew to a close, began



gradually to rise from his seat, growing taller and taller, until, in the baron’s
entranced eye, he seemed almost to tower into a giant. The moment the tale
was finished, he heaved a deep sigh, and took a solemn farewell of the
company. They were all amazement. The baron was perfectly thunder-struck.

“What! going to leave the castle at midnight? why, every thing was
prepared for his reception; a chamber was ready for him if he wished to
retire.”

The stranger shook his head mournfully and mysteriously; “I must lay my
head in a different chamber tonight!”

There was something in this reply, and the tone in which it was uttered, that
made the baron’s heart misgive him; but he rallied his forces, and repeated his
hospitable entreaties.

The stranger shook his head silently, but positively, at every offer; and,
waving his farewell to the company, stalked slowly out of the hall. The
maiden aunts were absolutely petrified—the bride hung her head, and a tear
stole to her eye.

The baron followed the stranger to the great court of the castle, where the
black charger stood pawing the earth, and snorting with impatience.—When
they had reached the portal, whose deep archway was dimly lighted by a
cresset, the stranger paused, and addressed the baron in a hollow tone of
voice, which the vaulted roof rendered still more sepulchral.

“Now that we are alone,” said he, “I will impart to you the reason of my
going. I have a solemn, an indispensable engagement—"

“Why,” said the baron, “cannot you send some one in your place?”

“It admits of no substitute—I must attend it in person—I must away to
Wurtzburg cathedral—”

“Ay,” said the baron, plucking up spirit, “but not until to-morrow—to-
morrow you shall take your bride there.”

“No! no!” replied the stranger, with tenfold solemnity, “my engagement is
with no bride—the worms! the worms expect me! I am a dead man—I have
been slain by robbers—my body lies at Wurtzburg—at midnight I am to be
buried—the grave is waiting for me—I must keep my appointment!”

He sprang on his black charger, dashed over the drawbridge, and the
clattering of his horse’s hoofs was lost in the whistling of the night blast.

The baron returned to the hall in the utmost consternation, and related what
had passed. Two ladies fainted outright, others sickened at the idea of having



banqueted with a spectre. It was the opinion of some, that this might