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PART FIRST

AN INTRODUCTION

SMALL FAMILY MEMORIES
BY SUSAN FENIMORE COOPER (1883)

AND A BRIEF CHRONOLOGY






INTRODUCTION

AMES FENIMORE COOPER died Septem-
J ber 14, 1851, seventy years ago to-day, and his first

story, Precaution, was published over one hundred
years ago.

Shortly before his death, while sitting on a sofa beside
his eldest child, Susan Augusta, he said to her that he
wished his family not to authorize the publication of any
biography. There was even then a difference of opinion in
the family as to the extent of the prohibition intended;
some members believing that it was only a temporary one
prompted by the bitterness still felt toward Cooper by
much of the press of the country on account of his libel
suits. Acting upon the other theory, however, his eldest
daughter, before she died, destroyed a great deal of the
material which could have been used in the preparation of
a biography, and had buried with her the most interesting
of his Journals.

To-day no one could write a satisfactory life of
Cooper; it would necessarily be limited to a bare state-
ment of facts, most of which already have been published
in one of the existing accounts of his life.

Probably, however, the characteristics of a man are
shown by his letters more clearly than in any other way
except by personal contact. This is especially true where
the letters are written to members of his family, without
expectation of publication. Fortunately there are in the
possession of Cooper’s family some hundreds of these
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letters, in great part written by him to his wife; most of
them are the letters of a man temporarily absent in the
cities of Albany, New York, Philadelphia, Baltimore,
and Washington, to his wife at his home in Cooperstown,
giving her an account of his own activities, the news of
mutual friends, and the gossip of the towns; a few are to
other members of his family, and some to friends and
acquaintances.

I have added to these letters written by Cooper, and
selected for publication, a certain number to him from his
friends, with the hope of supplying the reader with a
knowledge of the questions of the times, political and
social, which Cooper and his friends discussed, and of the
men and women with whom he associated and corre-
sponded ; their feelings toward him, and indirectly his
views on the great topics of his time, which are not ex-
pressed in his letters to his family. In this way it is hoped
to create for the reader of these volumes the atmosphere
in which he lived. I know of no better way of doing it.

This correspondence covers fifty-one years of the life
of a man who lived but sixty-one. The first letter was
written in the winter of the year 1800 and the last in the
autumn of 1841; so that the first letter is over one hun-
dred and twenty years old, and the most recent over
seventy. While the lapse of time seems to justify this
publication, notwithstanding the request of Fenimore
Cooper that no biography be authorized, the original
letters contain much of too intimate a nature for the eyes
of the public even now: this has been eliminated.

Of the three surviving Journals kept by Cooper, two—
those recording his travels on the Continent in 1832 and
1833—have been omitted from these volumes on the
ground that Cooper himself printed all that is interesting
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in them, in an amplified form, as part of his own work,
A Residence in France. The third Journal, that of
Cooper’s home life in 1848, is printed as an Appendix
to Volume II.

In printing the letters and diary the greatest care has
been taken to follow exactly the originals, and only errors
which were manifestly the result of a mere slip of the pen
have been corrected. This was considered the best course,
even at the risk of subjecting the book to the criticism of
careless editing and printing by readers not familiar with
the rule adopted. Where the writers of the letters mis-
spelled, misquoted, mispunctuated, or used poor English
their mistakes have been preserved as part of their
individuality.

In no case has the elimination of any part of a letter
been indicated by stars or otherwise, and as far as possible
footnotes have been dispensed with. Necessary informa-
tion has been put in the narrative. This has been done to
make the book as readable as possible.

In 1883 Susan Augusta Fenimore Cooper, the
author’s eldest daughter, and perhaps his favorite child,
began to write, for her nephews and nieces, her own
reminiscences ; she died after bringing them down to the
year 1828. A part of these has been published in the little
volume Legends and Traditions of a Northern Country:
they are set out here in full for the purpose of giving
in this publication as complete a picture of the life of
Fenimore Cooper and of the man as ever can be made
public.

JAMES FENIMORE COOPER.
Cooperstown,
September 14, 1921.






SMALL FAMILY MEMORIES
RECORDED for the pleasure of my dear nephews

and nieces, none of whom have known personally
their Grandfather and Grandmother Cooper.
These small memories were planned two or three years
since. Last summer Jim asked me to write something of
the kind; I therefore give the little book to him; but all
the grandchildren are to read, and those who choose to
take the trouble may copy it. It is written for all the
family circle.

Cooperstown,

January 25, 1883.

“Delle cose custode,
E dispensiera.”






I. THE FARM HOUSE AT FENIMORE

Y first recollections of my dear Father and

M Mother go back to the remote ages when we

were living at “Fenimore,” in the farm-house

built by your grandfather. I was then about three years

old. Some incidents of that time I remember with perfect

distinctness, while the intervening weeks, or months, are
a long blank.

I used very often to trot along between my Father and
Mother about the grounds; and I remember distinctly
going with them to the new stone house, then building.
In that house they expected to pass their lives. But in
fact it was never inhabited. Your grandfather one day
chose an even stone, to be placed in the wall, and carved
on it his own name and that of your grandmother, with
the date—1816. The position of that house was charm-
ing, on a rising knoll, commanding a lovely view of the
Lake and village. The grounds reached to the brook,
southward, and the principal entrance was to have been
at the point where the road crosses the brook. Tradition
says that the last deer seen near the village was drinking,
early one summer morning, from that brook. In my own
mind I have always called it “Deer-Brook,” from that
little incident. The garden at Fenimore was then placed
in the meadow just beyond the road leading to the bam
at the farm-house. I remember walking there with your
grandfather, who was always fond of gardening. On one
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occasion, on returning from the stone house, with my dear
Mother, she picked up a broken branch of raspberry and
set it in the ground, telling me that it would take root
and grow, a fact which greatly surprised my infant mind.

The farm-house was painted red. It has been much
enlarged since those days.

Our household consisted of our sweet Nurse Nanny, a
widow; she was an Englishwoman, who when a young
girl came from England with my grandmother De
Lancey as nurse to my Uncle Thomas, then an infant.
She then became my Mother’s nurse, and lived some
years at Heathcote Hill. Later in the day she married a
farmer in the neighborhood, named Disbrow, and had
several children. After her husband’s death she returned
to live at Heathcote Hill, and after my mother’s mar-
riage she became nurse to my little sister Elizabeth, and
to myself. She removed with us to Cooperstown. Her
daughter Susan, a great stout young woman, was the
cook at Fenimore; Fred, a colored boy from Heathcote
Hill, was the waiter. There were still slaves in New York
at that time, and a family of them belonged to my
Grandfather De Lancey. They had an easy time of it, I
imagine. Fred was given to my Mother when she re-
moved to Cooperstown, but I think I have heard that
my Father paid him wages. Sam Brimmer was the coach-
man; he was the son of a Hessian soldier. All these
members of the household I remember distinctly.

My Father had two grey horses, which I also remem-
ber very well; and he had a little carriage which he called
the rasée—a sailor’s name. When a ship in the navy was
changed from a higher to a lower grade by removing one
of her decks she was said to be rasée—cut down, as it
were—and the little carriage at Fenimore must have been
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a barouche, I think, with only half a top. At any rate my
Father always called it rasée.

I remember distinctly rather an adventurous drive on
the Lake, with the grey ponies, but not in the rasée, of
course. Your grandfather had been driving the little
family party in the sleigh to the village,—no doubt it was
in the spring when the roads were bad,—and when we
returned the ice had parted from the shore! There lay
the water before us—I seem to see it; and the agitation
of my Mother was great, and no doubt the anxiety of my
Father also. I think he turned to a different spot, but
still there was water ; the horses were whipped vigorously,
they leaped ahead, there was a plunge, and lo, we were
safe on the gravelly beach at Fenimore!

Our Grandfather De Lancey came to make us a visit,
and brought with him our dear Aunt Martha, then a
young girl just growing up. She had been suffering from
chills and fever, and came to Otsego County for change
of air; she remained with us a year, and I remember her
on several occasions.

The chief ornament of the little parlor at “Feni-
more”’ was a portrait of my Grandfather De Lancey;
when my Mother consented to remove so far from her
own family, and make a new home in the wilds of Otsego,
my Father had the portrait painted for her, to cheer and
comfort her; it was painted by Jarvis, and was an ad-
mirable likeness. One day a neighboring farmer came to
the house on business. He noticed the portrait, got up,
stood before it, and studied it closely. “That ’ere pictur’
is wonderful like!” he exclaimed. My mother was sur-
prised: “Did you know my Father?” she asked. “No, I
never saw him—but it’s wonderful like 2 man!”’ Absurd
as it was, the praise was just; one sees that the portrait
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must have been a good likeness, it has so much individual
character. The picture now hangs in our cottage parlor
in River Street; my dear Mother gave it to me, as the
eldest granddaughter. She also told me the farmer’s
criticism, which of course I should not have understood
if I had heard it.

Your Grandfather had a sheep farm, on the hill above
Fenimore. He called it Mt. Ovis, and was very proud of
some merino sheep he had introduced into the County.
There was a fierce old ram, called ‘“Sinbad,” of whose
horns I was very much afraid. He was afterwards
drowned in the well!

Your Grandfather was Secretary of the County Agri-
cultural Society in those days. He was also a vestryman
of Christ Church at that time, and was one of a Com-
mittee who cleared and fenced the Church-yard. I have
heard him say that my Uncle Isaac had better taste than
himself at that time, for he proposed cutting down all
the young pines in the yard ; my Uncle would not hear of
it, and now the pines have grown into the fine trees which
shade our Church-yard. Father Nash was Rector of the
Church at that time. Your Grandfather was also in those
years Secretary of the Otsego County Bible Society,
General Morris being the President.

Occasionally I was taken to the Hall to see my
Grandmother. I have a dim recollection of her sitting
near a little table, at the end of the long sofa seen in her
picture, with a book on the table. She always wore sleeves
to the elbow, or a little below, with long gloves. She took
great delight in flowers, and the south end of the long
hall was like a greenhouse in her time. She was a great
reader of romances. She was a marvellous housekeeper,
and beautifully nice and neat in all her arrangements.
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Her flower garden was at the South of the house, and
was considered something wonderful for the variety of
flowers. There is a delicate little vine, called the Alle-
ghany vine, Adlumia, growing in our hills; this was a
favorite of hers.

The old negro seen in the picture of the Hall was an
important personage in the family; he lived with my
grandparents twenty years; his name was Joseph, but
my Uncles often called him “the Governor.” As you
know, he is buried in the family ground. His wife Harris
marrnied again after his death, and lies in the Church-
yard, near the front fence. My Grandfather gave her a
house and lot, on what is now Pine Street. Having no
children, she left that house to John Nelson. Harris
lived, after my Grandfather’s death, with the Russells.

The only one of my Uncles of whom I have any recol-
lection was my Uncle Isaac. I remember him distinctly
on one occasion, when he was dining at the farm-house;
he took me up in his arms and wanted me to kiss him; but
I was shy about it. “This young lady does not kiss
gentlemen!” said your grandfather laughing. I seem to
hear him say the words now, and I also recollect wonder-
ing in an infantile way what was their meaning. This is
my only recollection of my Uncle Isaac. My Mother was
much attached to him; he was very warm-hearted and
affectionate, and very benevolent. On one occasion when
your Grandfather was in the Navy, he came home on a
furlough, and my Uncle Isaac gave a grand family dinner
on the occasion. Your Grandfather would seem to have
been something of a dandy in those days; he sported a
queue; would you, would you believe it! Some of the
young naval officers at that time followed the fashion of
Napoleon and Nelson, and sported that appendage.
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Judge of the excitement caused in the family and in the
village by the midshipman’s pig-tail! He soon threw it
aside. But my Uncle Isaac by a successful manceuvre got
possession of it, on the day of the dinner party, and when
the family assembled about the table, there, suspended
to the chandelier, was the young gentleman’s pig-tail!
My Aunt Pomeroy told me the incident. He was paying
a visit, with my Aunt Mary, to General Morris’ family
at the Butternuts, and one day after dinner was wrestling
in fun with his brother-in-law Richard Morris, when he
was thrown with some force against the railing of the
piazza, injuring his spine. He lingered for a year or more,
but abscesses formed, and he died at last of exhaustion.

My Mother always spoke kindly of her brothers-in-
law. My Uncle William was wonderfully clever, quite
a genius, a delightful talker, very witty. My Uncle
Richard was a handsome man with remarkably fine man-
ners; my Grandfather De Lancey, who had seen the best
society in England, said he was “a very well bred man.”
He was very intimate with Mr. Gouldsborough Banyer,
and named his eldest son after him. My Uncle Sam was
clever, but undersized and eccentricc. My Mother has
often said they were all fine tempered men.

My little sister Cally was my playfellow in those
days, though she was still a baby, not yet two years old.
Our education began, however, in the little parlor at
Fenimore; we used to sit on two little stools near our
Mother; I learned to read in a primer, and to sew ; Cally,
I fancy, was considered too young for the primer, and
her sewing was done with a thread tied to a pin. She was
born at Fenimore, and was a pretty little child, with
auburn hair which curled on her neck. When we had
finished our hour of school we followed our Mother into
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the pantry, and each holding up our little apron—I beg
Nanny’s pardon, our “pinafores”—we were rewarded
with a few raisins, or ginger bread, or perhaps a bit of
maple sugar. Nanny and my Grandmother always spoke
of our “pinafores,” but my Mother called them aprons.

Occasionally, though rarely, I fancy, our Father went
to Albany on business. Journeys were formidable affairs
in those days. On one occasion when he returned he
brought, as usual, presents for us children. What was
Cally’s present I cannot say. But my own made a very
deep impression on me; there were four bits of some
bright colored stuff like merino, for as many dresses for
my small person—a yard of each, I suppose—blue, buff,
red, and pink. I marched about the room hugging them
tight, or showing them off. Suddenly my Father called
me; I trotted up to him, holding my treasures: “INow,
Susie, you have four dresses here; don’t you think you
had better give one to Nannie?’ I had no objection; and
after spreading them on the floor picked up the buff one,
and trotted off with it to Nannie, who was in the room.
‘““That is very well ; now suppose you give this red one to
Susan?”’ Susan Disbrow was also present; I picked up
the red one, and carried it to Susan. “Now don’t you
think you had better give me this blue one, for Grand-
mother ? she will like a blue dress.” Somewhat less cheer-
fully, I handed the blue dress to my Father, for Grand-
mother. “That is all right—Grandmother will like a blue
frock—but here is the pink one; I think Nanny looks as
if she would like a pink frock too.” In a small agony I
picked up the favorite, precious pink one, and carried it
to Nanny, then burst into tears, exclaiming, “O#, Fatker,
you will kill me!”’ 1 remember perfectly saying the words,
and the feeling that I loved Nanny so much that she
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must have the dress, though at the same time it was agony
to give up that beautiful pink one. I am afraid I had a
great liking for finery in those days. But after the trial
was over, I was nearly hugged to death; our Father
thought nothing of giving a score of kisses at one time.
There was a romantic mystery hanging over the Lake
at that time—a mysterious bugle was heard in the sum-
mer evenings and moonlight nights, now from the Lake,
now from the wooded mountain opposite “Fenimore.”
“There is the bugle!” my Father would call out, and all
the family would collect on the little piazza to listen. I
remember hearing the bugle frequently, and being aware,
in a baby fashion, of the excitement on the subject. No
one knew the performer. It was some mysterious stranger
haunting the mountain opposite Fenimore, for several
months. So my Aunt Pomeroy told me in later years.
My Father played the flute, in those days! His flute
remained among the family possessions for some years.
My Aunt Martha used to ride frequently with my
Father; she was considered a very good horsewoman in
her youth. Nevertheless I remember her being thrown
from one of the grey ponies in the grounds at Fenimore;
there was great agitation at the moment; my Mother,
Nanny, and the whole family gathered about her; I
remember being much distressed on the occasion. But
there was no serious injury. My Aunt Martha was very
handsome in her youth, with a brilliant complexion, fine
dark eyes, and fine hair of a raven black. My Father was
fond of her and always called her “Pink” or “Pinkie.”
To the last months of his life he called her “Pink.”
My Mother had been a great horsewoman too; she told
me that my Grandfather used to take her out riding on a
pillow, before him, when she was a little thing. She rode
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with my Father before her marriage, and after. She told
me they had ridden together, at different times, after her
marriage over many of the wood roads of the neighbor-
hood, and had been on Mt. Vision repeatedly, on horse-
back.

There is a brook running into the Lake, just above the
grounds at Fenimore; there was a pretty grove of young
trees covering a small space of ground reaching to the
pebbly beach of the Lake. Here there was a small enclos-
ure, and within it lay the grave of our little sister Eliza-
beth. I remember going there with my Mother, and also
with my Father. That enclosure was intended for the
family burying-ground. It was a general custom in those
days, though a very unwise one, for all families living in
the open country to have private places of burial on their
own ground. It was singular that my Father should have
thought it necessary to place my little sister’s grave at
“Fenimore,” and not in the Churchyard, in the family
ground where his Father, and his sister Hannah, whom
we had loved so much, were already placed. But he fol-
lowed the general custom. When he sold Fenimore, some
years later, our little sister was removed to the Church-
yard, where she now lies. She died at the house of my
Aunt Pomeroy, soon after our arrival from Mamaro-
neck, in 1813, when I was an infant. Her illness was
caused by some over-ripe strawberries given to her at
Cherry Valley on the journey. I have heard that my
Father felt her death very deeply.

There were two Englishmen among the many Euro-
pean residents in the village in those days, with whom
your Grandfather was quite intimate—Mr. Edmeston
and Mr. Atchison, both intelligent educated men from
the North of England. I have no recollection of them at
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Fenimore, but they were frequent guests there. Mr. Ed-
meston was a man of property—he built a house on the
comer of what are now Church and Fair Streets, where
he and Mr. Atchison kept bachelor’s hall together. The
house could boast the first bow-window seen in these
regions. It has just been pulled down—1883.

Family Lake parties were frequent in those days; they
always went to the Point, which your Great-Grandfather
had selected for that purpode only a few years after the
village was founded. My Aunt Pomeroy has told me
that the first Lake party she remembered took place when
she was quite a young girl ; the Lake was almost entirely
surrounded with forest. Game was still abundant, and on
that occasion the gentlemen of the party pursued and
killed a deer in the Lake. Bears and wolves were common
then, and panthers also. The bears would lie dormant in
the caves on the hillsides. And my Aunt said she had
often heard the wolves howl on the ice in the Lake, in
winter. The first Lake Party was given by my Grand-
father to some friends from Philadelphia. A beech-tree
was chosen, on the Point, and the initials of the party
carved on it. I have seen the tree, and the initials of my
Grandfather and Grandmother, W-C. and E-C., cut in
the bark. But it has long since vanished. About the same
time that the first Lake party took place there was a
terrific fire in the forest; my Aunt said there was a circle
of flames entirely surrounding the Lake, and apparently
closing in about the village to the southward, as the
woods came very near the little town at that time. There
was serious alarm for a day or two. At night she said the
spectacle was very fine. But everybody was anxious.
Happily a heavy rain quenched the flames before they
reached the little village. In winter there was a great
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deal of skating. My Uncle Richard and my Uncle Wil-
liam were particularly accomplished in that way, very
graceful in their movements, and cutting very intricate
figures on the ice. So I have been told.

My Father was fond of boating on the Lake, as may
be supposed, and often rowed my Mother out from the
little wharf at Fenimore—they two alone together.

A tragical scene occurred in the nursery one day; my
little sister Cally was left in the charge of a careless
young nurse, who must have neglected her shamefully;
she rolled off the bed on which she had been sleeping, and
broke her collar bone! Great was the agitation. Sam
Brimmer was sent off in desperate haste for the Dr.; the
little bone was set, and the careless nurse discharged on
the spot. I do not think my dear Mother ever really for-
gave that young woman; she spoke of her with great
severity many years after the accident.

About half-way between Fenimore and the village
there lived a certain Methodist deacon, who aimed a
deadly blow at the peace of our household about this time.
He lived in the house now occupied by the Orphanage.
It was then the only house on that road between Feni-
more and Mr. Campbell’s, where Mrs. Turner now lives.
Our dear Nanny was a Methodist. The Deacon suc-
ceeded in convincing himself that Mrs. Disbrow was
throwing herself away, by her care of Mrs. Cooper’s
children; higher duties awaited her, in his opinion. There
was a certain Methodist brother in danger of being lost
to the Church; he was a widower, and a good Methodist
wife must be provided for him without delay. Sister Dis-
brow must be that wife. How long this worthy busy-body
was occupied with this nefarious plot against our peace I
cannot say. He seems to have gone very skillfully to
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work, acting upon poor dear Nanny’s religious notions;
at first she would not hear of the plan; but he, and his
family, and other Methodist brethren, by constantly
urging upon Nanny the sublime duty of bringing Brother
Bloss back into the fold, succeeded at length in obtaining
her consent. Alas for our poor Mother, when Nanny told
her she felt it her duty to marry Brother Bloss!! So our
dear sweet Nanny left us, to become the wife of Farmer
Bloss, at Burlington Green, the father of half a dozen
grown-up children. They were respectable people, but a
very rough set; our dear gentle Nanny was thrown away
among them. She had to work much harder than she had
ever done before, without a tithe of the real affection and
love which had been given to her at Heathcote Hill and
Fenimore. Her daughter Susan went with her, of course.
Our poor Mother was desolate! It was extremely
difficult to find even nominal substitutes for Nanny and
Susan. Servants were then even more difficult to find than
they are to-day. My Father comforted her with the
promise of a long visit to her home at Heathcote Hill.
One beautiful morning in May, our good cousin Mrs.
Dering from Shelter Island, who had come to spend a
month or two with our Mother, took Cally and me to
play in the pine grove on the opposite side of the road
from the farm-house. I remember the grove, and the
flowers, and the red wintergreen berries, as if it were
yesterday. After a while there came a message from the
house : we were told that we had a little sister! We trotted
home, much excited at the news, and were soon introduced
to baby Charlotte. To speak frankly, I was amazed at her
small size, and her redness. It seemed to me I had never
seen anything so red before. I am also bound to confess
that she cried a great deal. They say that babies who cry
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during the first three months are the most cheerful after-
wards. That was certainly the case with Aunt Charlotte,
who has done a great deal of laughing since those days—
often so merry, and bright, and cheery, as you all know.

My next recollection is the christening of the baby in
Christ Church by Father Nash, who had also baptized
Cally and myself. She was named after my Mother’s
English sister, Anne Charlotte. Anne was after our
Great Aunt Mrs. Jones, and Charlotte after Queen
Charlotte! This English sister our Mother had never
seen at that time. My Grandfather and Grandmother
De Lancey, though both Americans, were married in
England, and when they returned to America they left
their daughter Anne with her Aunt and Uncle Jones;
she inherited their Tory prejudices so strongly that she
could never be persuaded to join her family in America.

After the christening there must have been a busy time
of preparation for the journey to Mamaroneck. But of
this I remember nothing. Soon we were taken to say
good-bye to our Grandmother Cooper; I have a dim
recollection of her appearance, as she sat in the hall, with
a little table near her. Then came the leave taking at
Edgewater; we were all in the rasée, my Father driving
the grey ponies; the most important member of the fam-
ily, Baby Charlotte, lay on a pillow, in a basket at our
Mother’s feet. I remember distinctly driving into the
grounds at Edgewater and seeing my Uncle Isaac, Aunt
Mary, and a group of cousins rather older than myself
bidding us good-bye.

Then came the long climb up the Vision road. At the
top of the hill some wild roses caught my fancy; my
Father stopped the carriage, and gathered a large hand-
ful of the flowers, and gave them to us.
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It was many a long year before we saw the wild roses
of Otsego again.

One little incident I remember distinctly, but omitted
to record it in its place. On the morning before we left
our Fenimore home, my dear Father took me by the hand
and led me through the grounds, across the brook, into
the inclosure where lay the grave of my little sister
Elizabeth. He stood there in silence a few moments, and
then led me back again. I cannot remember his having
spoken a word at the time.



II. HEATHCOTE HILL

HE three days’ journey to Albany is a blank,
so far as my memory goes. I only remember the
baby in the basket.

But the very important event of going down the North
River in the steamboat I recollect distinctly. I am in-
clined to think it was my dear Mother’s first experience
of a steamboat. She had been four years at Fenimore;
and I know that her first journey, when she was a bride,
was made in a gig, my Father driving the horses tandem.
What route they took I never heard, but my Mother
has told me they travelled over a good deal of corduroy
road. Her second journey to Cooperstown, with my little
sister Elizabeth and myself as babies, was made in the
rasée. I seem to have a sort of faint perception of a feel-
ing of subdued excitement among the party in the steam-
boat. My Father came into the cabin often to point out
to my Mother the villages and country houses on the
banks. One of the gentlemen, whose wife was in the
cabin, came every few moments to a window, and called
to her: “I say!”’ It was natural to my inexperienced mind
to suppose that “I say” was the lady’s name. I seem to
hear him now calling out “I say,” every few minutes.

Voyage, passing through the great city of New York,
the half day’s journey to Mamaroneck, is all a blank.
Memory only awakens again in the parlor at Heathcote
Hill, where Grandparents, uncles and Aunts, and serv-
ants were all making us welcome, after the formidable
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journey from the wilds of Otsego to the shores of the
Sound. We passed some months with my Grandparents.
My Father, however, returned to Fenimore after a while
to look after his affairs there. The stone house was still
going on, and it was expected that we should return there.

That was a pleasant summer for us little people, and
still more so, no doubt, to our dear Mother. Our young
Aunts petted us, and our Grandfather took us out very
often to drive with him, over his farms or about the
country. Many little memories revive, as I think of him.
Cally was still in the nursery, but I was promoted to a
high chair, near my Grandfather. I well remember his
breaking the shells of the oysters, and giving me the
oyster 1tself, for my breakfast. The family lived and
dined in the same room. There were several dark-skinned
servants in the house—slaves, I fancy, they must have
been at that date, but enjoying life in a very free and
easy way. There was a fat black woman as cook in the
kitchen, Harriet her daughter as chambermaid, Henry
her son the man, a colored child or two, and one white
woman, a sort of factotum, Betsy Baker. The house stood
on the brow of a low hill, immediately above the highway
to Boston, and facing a broad bay of the Sound. The
view was very pleasing when the tide was in, but dismal
at low tide, when a waste of black mud covered half the
bay. There was no attempt at pleasure grounds, beyond
a row of locusts along the fence, and some noble weeping-
willows in different positions. Cherry-trees, and peach-
trees, apricots, and nectarines were planted near the
house, the front porch on either side being flanked with
the largest peach tree I have ever seen. From the covered
porch in the rear of the house one road swept down the
hillside to what was called “the red gate,” leading
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towards the village of Mamaroneck, close at hand; an-
other road made a wide circuit around the hill to the
southward, and came out on the highway at ‘‘the white
gate,” through which one passed towards my Grand-
father’s farm on “the Neck” and the village of New-
Rochelle.

I was well acquainted with “the red gate” and ‘‘the
white gate,” as I often had the pleasure of opening them
for my Grandfather, when driving in the gig with him.
The only flowering shrubs I can remember were lilacs
and syringas, near the house. The barns, a large cluster
of them, stood at some distance from the house to the
right, and in the rear. The garden lay also in the rear,
at some little distance; I fancy it must have been a fine
garden, well cared for, with a great variety of fruit and
vegetables. Beyond the garden rose another low hill; on
climbing it one came to the cider-mill and the peach-
orchard, a very large orchard filled entirely with peaches,
which sometimes covered the ground about the trees, and
were fed to the hogs! Pork which had partaken amply of
peaches was considered very delicate. Then again there
were apple-orchards, very extensive, with the finest kinds
of fruit. And beyond all these orchards there rose a
beautiful wood, the remains of the ancient forest; within
its shade there was an open enclosure, the family burying-
ground, surrounded by a low stone wall; I have often
been there. At that time there were but few graves. One
was that of my Grandfather’s sister, Miss Susan De
Lancey, who had died not long before our visit to Heath-
cote Hill; my Mother had been a great favorite with her.
She was said to have been very clever, and very good;
rather undersized, and some years older than my Grand-
father, who was indeed the twentieth child! Many of his
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brothers and sisters had died in infancy, and when he
returned from England this sister was the only one living,
and came to make her home with him. Another grave was
that of my Mother’s sister Maria Frances, who died not
long before my Mother’s marriage, to whom she was
nearest in age. My Grandfather grieved greatly for her.

Driving and riding were a part of every day’s pleasure.
My Aunt Martha must have been a great horsewoman,
she was so often riding alone, or with young companions.
Beside our two young Aunts there were three Uncles—
our Uncle Thomas, older than our Mother, our Uncles
Edward and William. Uncle Thomas was a lawyer in
the office of Mr. Peter Jay Munro, in New York; Uncle
Edward was always at home—he was to be the farmer
of the family; Uncle William was at Yale College ex-
pecting to become a clergyman.

When my Grandfather was driving in his gig, with his
little granddaughter Susie sitting in state beside him, that
little damsel observed that the people who met them
always took off their hats, a salutation which was re-
turned by Mr. Dellansée, as these people called him. In
those good old times even strangers bowed to each other
when meeting on the highway. That was the universal
custom about Mamaroneck. The pronunciation of the
name De Lancey as Dellansée was also common then,
and nearer perhaps to the true French pronunciation than
our own fashion of placing the accent on the first syllable.

When out in the gig we frequently met the Rector of
the Church at Rye, the parish to which the family at
Heathcote Hill then belonged, the Rev. Mr. Asgill, who
had married our parents. The wedding had taken place
on New-Year’s day, 1811, in the drawing-room at
Heathcote Hill. There was no one present but the fam-
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ily, including Miss Susan De Lancey, Nannie, my Uncle
William Cooper, and all the servants. After the cere-
mony, and before the supper, the bride and groom played
a game of chess! Strange to say, I always forgot to ask
who won the game. The bride wore a soft sprigged Indian
muslin dress, with a waist about three inches deep! The
Rev. Mr. Asgill was a curiosity. He had a peculiar nasal
drawl in speaking, and his whole manner and utterances
were peculiar. “Good morning — Mr. Dellansée — hm —
ha — I hope Mrs. Dellansée — a — and — Mrs. Cooper -
hm — hm - ha — a — and - the — ah — hm — ha - young
ladies — and the — hm — ha — hm — little ladies — are —
hm — ha — in good health.”

Such salutations on the highway have I often heard.
In Church he must have been intolerable. On one occa-
sion when we were present he went into the reading-desk,
looked about him, fumbled in his pocket, looked towards
the pew where his wife sat—“Hm — hm — ha — Mrs.
Asgill, — hm — ha — hm, I have forgotten — hm — ha — my
spectacles!”” The good lady meekly arose, and took them
into the chancel to him. Another Sunday as he was read-
ing the most solemn part of the Litany, he inserted a
new clause into the service, without changing the usual
drawling snarl in which he read it: “In all — hm — ha —
time — ha — of our tribulation — hm — ha — in all time of
our prosperity — hm — ha — hm — Mr. Purdy’s horses are
loose — hm — ha,” etc., etc. He frequently made im-
promptu remarks during the prayers and sermon. The
Church was like a great barn, with large square windows,
no blinds or shades, and consequently Mr. Asgill could
see what was going on among the waggons and horses
collected every Sunday in the open space about the
Church. In winter the Church was fearfully cold. When
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I went with my Mother or Grandmother it was my task
to carry their foot-stove to the Sexton, who usually sat
near the large box stove, and filled it for me. The Church
was unpainted on the outside.

After a while my Father returned from Otsego
County. A new nurse was provided for us, Katie Ar-
nault, a young girl from one of the Huguenot families in
the neighborhood, of which there were many; Flandreau,
Comel, Bonnet, etc., etc., were common names. One old
woman, very aged indeed, was still something of a
Frenchwoman; she had made me a little French cap,
quilted like those worn in some parts of France by
babies—it was preserved as a curiosity for many years,
but has been lost in some of our wanderings.

Mamaroneck was sadly troubled with chills and fever,
said to have been first caused by damming up the Shel-
drake, a small stream flowing into the bay—a factory
had been built on the banks, and the water was used for
its purpose. My Aunts and Uncles suffered severely
from the fever; they were dosed with bark and port
wine—great glassfuls—quinine not having been invented
in those remote times. Happily for us, neither our Father
or Mother ever had the fever. The factory was considered
a great nuisance, as it brought many disreputable people
into that primitive region. The small-pox appeared
among the work people; our Father was very kind to
the sick; he had many of the factory people vaccinated
at his own expense. Little Cally and myself had been
vaccinated in infancy—but my Father wished to have
us inoculated also. Our Mother was distressed, but the
experiment was tried; we were both inoculated—but
without any result; the virus dried up without producing
the least semblance of a pock.
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Parties of emigrants used frequently to pass along
the highway below the hill; on one occasion there was a
formidable troop of them, men, women, and children,
hungry, dusty, and weary. They seated themselves along
the roadside for a rest; my Grandmother sent them loads
of provisions, with milk for the little ones, and a whole
baking of some very nice biscuits of a peculiar kind, fresh
from the oven. These poor people had only landed from
the ship which brought them over the Ocean, a day or two
earlier. After a rest by the roadside they passed on their
way to some distant manufacturing town.

One day as my Father was driving us he pointed out a
neat, but very small house, just beyond the bridge over
the Sheldrake. ““That,” said he, “is Closet Hall.” It was
the house in which our Father and Mother had made
their first attempt at house keeping, the year after our
little sister Elizabeth was born. On account of its tiny
size, my Father had given it the name of Closet Hall.
They gave it up, and returned to Heathcote Hill a short
time before I was born.

Our next-door neighbor was Dr. Guy Carleton Bailey,
the family physician. His wife was a Miss Grace Roose-
velt. The families were very intimate, elders and children
also; we little people were constantly playing together;
the eldest boy, Roosevelt Bailey, was converted to the
Church of Rome by his Aunt Mrs. Seaton, and is now
His Grace the Archbishop of Baltimore'!

Another family with whom we were very intimate
were the Jays at Rye. “Auntie Jay,” as we called her,
was a dear old lady; she was the widow of a blind man,
the brother of Governor Jay. When he was a child he,
and a sister near his own age, had the small-pox so
severely that they both lost their sight. From that time
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their mother devoted herself especially to the care of
those afflicted children ; she must have been a sensible and
judicious woman, as one can imagine the mother of
Governor Jay ought to have been. As they grew older
they were carefully educated. The home of the family
was in New York, but a country house was built espe-
cially for them at Rye, a mile or two from Mamaroneck.
Here they passed most of their time; and here, after the
death of their parents, the blind brother and sister kept
house together! Miss Jay was considered a good house-
keeper; she went all about the house alone, and what is
remarkable, she was very skillful with her needle! She
could take a piece of linen, cut it out, and make up the
garments herself. And Mr. Peter Jay also was very
accomplished in his way; he had been taught cabinet
making, and made very neat tables, book shelves, bureaus,
etc., etc. He was also a farmer, walked all over the
grounds and garden alone, and rode on horse-back into
the different fields alone, letting down bars and opening
gates himself. His senses of hearing and touch were very
acute. He knew his friends when they came to see him,
by their step, and by feeling their hands. I have heard
my Father say that frequently they would try the experi-
ment of misleading him; one visitor standing near would
say, “How doyoudo, Mr. Jay %’ and another would shake
hands with him—but he always knew them apart, and
would say “That is Cooper”’—*That is Tom De Lancey.”
The blind brother and sister lived very happily together
for many years. At last Miss Jay died. This was a very
great affliction to her brother. After a while he told his
friends that he was lonely, he wished to marry, and they
must find a wife for him. This was no easy task. But at
last a pleasant cheerful old maid, Miss Duyckinck, was



JAMES FENIMORE-COOPER 31

persuaded to listen to these peculiar proposals. At first
she was indignant; but on making the blind man’s ac-
quaintance found him so kind, and gentlemanly, and
agreeable, that she consented. Before the marriage he
begged to be allowed to feel ker face, that he might have
some idea of his future wife’s appearance! The marriage
turned out very well; they were a happy couple. I have
no recollection of Mr. Jay, who died before we returned
to Mamaroneck. But with “Auntie Jay” I was very
intimate ; she was very fond of children, and our parents,
or Grandfather, or aunts were constantly taking us over
to see her. She lived very pleasantly in the house built for
her husband, her niece Miss Effie Duyckinck living with
her. “Auntie Jay”’ kept a supply of toys and sugarplums
for her young friends, but I think we enjoyed her conver-
sation more than the goodies, she was so bright and cheer-
ful with us. We were often in her bedroom, and many a
time have I climbed up on her bureau to look at a picture
which was full of a mysterious attraction to us little folk;
it was a sea piece, with two ships approaching a port; one
of these “Auntie Jay” asserted to be the ship which
brought her the toys and sugarplums with which she
supplied us. The name of the ship I have forgotten, but
the diminutive figure of a man standing on the deck she
introduced to us as “Geoffrey Norcross,” the Captain.
It would take me pages to tell all the wonderful things
we heard about “Captain Geoffrey Norcross,” and the
countries where he found the toys and other treasures.
We often drank tea with “Auntie Jay”; there were sev-
eral lovely old blacks in the kitchen, “Casar,” and
“Venus,” and “Lily,” with whom we were on the most
affectionate terms.



32 CORRESPONDENCE OF

Our Grandfather frequently took us to a village with
the peculiar name of “Sawpits”—now Port-Chester.

We also went very frequently to New Rochelle, the
home of the Huguenot colony. The Church at New
Rochelle was a square stone building, with a roof run-
ning up to a point—as plain as possible without and
within. Most of the Huguenot families, like the De
Lanceys, united with the Church of England: those who
settled at New Rochelle were very devout; on Sunday
mornings they used to go down to the shore of the Sound,
and turning their faces Eastward, waft their prayers
across the Atlantic towards the coast of France, whence
Louis XIV. had driven them by his “Dragonnades.”
They would also rise very early—in the night, I think—
and set out in parties to walk to the French Church in
New York to attend the regular services there.

Our Grandfather De Lancey must have been a charm-
ing companion—he was very amusing with his grand-
children, and told us many pleasant things, as he drove
us about in his gig and farm-waggon. One immensely
fat old farmer of Huguenot stock, named Comel, he
pointed out to me: “They say the old man has swallowed
the hen and all her chickens; do you think that can be
true, Susie?” A fine litter of young pigs appeared by the
roadside; “Count them, Susie.””—There were ten.—
“Do you see that fat little rogue, the last one? if he had
been born in England that pig would have gone to the
clergyman! Every tenth pig and tenth chicken belongs
to the clergyman, in England!” Such was my first lesson
on tithes. And my dear Grandfather soon commenced my
botanical education—being the eldest of the little troop,
I often drove with him, in the gig, about his farms and
into his woods, and it was my duty to jump out and open
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all the gates. In these drives he taught me to distinguish
the different trees by their growth, and bark, and foliage—
this was a beech, that an oak, here was an ash, yonder a
tulip-tree. He would point out a tree and ask me to name
it, going through a regular lesson in a very pleasant way.
Such was the beginning of my Rural Hours ideas.

Feeding the poultry was one of our pleasures—the
barn-yard was full of feathered creatures in great flocks—
hens, cocks, chickens of all sizes, geese, ducks, turkeys,
peacocks, and guinea fowls. Our young Aunts were much
interested in making caps, and tippets, and bands for
trimming dresses, out of the choice feathers from the
poultry-yard—white feathers, and down from the geese
and ducks, and bright ones from the peacocks and guinea
fowls.' Such was a young lady fashion of the hour. An-
other fancy of the young ladies of that time, was making
shoes! Or rather slippers for evening parties, prunelle,
black, and white satin! They bought the thin soles, and
then cut out the upper part, and put them together with-
out any assistance. They had lasts and tools for the pur-
pose. All the young fashionable ladies in New York were
much intent in making their own sandals, at that time—
why or wherefore, I cannot say. Such sandals were worn
in the streets of New York, by the ladies, even in mid-
winter. They were worn even twenty years later—not
made at home; that fashion must soon have vanished, I
fancy. But American women at that date had a horror of
thick soles; when we lived in New York we never saw
ladies wearing a shoe with a sensible sole. They have
better judgement now.

A small absurdity occurs to me just now, in connection
with the fashions, which I relate for the especial benefit
of my nieces. White dresses were much worn in those
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years, with muslin pufts of some width around the skirts—
two or three puffs often. Now my dear Mother had made
for my little person a white dress, with two or three puffs
of thin muslin, well starched. I have no doubt Cally had
another of the same kind. To my own, however, I was
fondly attached, admiring it greatly. One Sunday morn-
ing I was dressed for Church in this choice puffed gar-
ment and told to go down stairs to wait for my Mother
and Aunts. I trotted down the first flight of steps from
the broad lobby on which the rooms from the second floor
opened. At the turn, at the head of the second broad
flight, I paused. My dear Father, my Uncles Tom and
Edward were standing in the hall below, looking over the
guns, in the gun-rack which stood near the front door. I
seem to see them now. My Uncles were great sportsmen,
making havoc among the game birds of all kinds. My
Uncle Tom chanced to turn to look at me: “Oh, Uncle
Tom, don’t come near me! This is my puffed frock!!”
How they laughed and made believe they wanted to
catch me. I distinctly remember my feeling of surprise
at their laughing so heartily; could they not understand
that I had been told to take care of my puffs?

A very important event of those months we passed at
Heathcote Hill was the performance of a play, which I
remember perfectly. My Father was the manager;
Love-a-la-M ode was the play. The characters were Sir
Theodore Goodchild; Sir Archie Macsarcasm; Sir Cal-
laghan O’Brallaghan; *Squire Groom; and QCharlotte.
The performers were my Father, my Uncles, Dr. Bailey,
and my Aunt Caroline. If I remember right, my Father
took the part of Sir Callaghan. My Aunt Caroline was
remarkably pretty in those days, a brilliant brunette.
The performance took place in the dining-room, the green
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crumb-cloth being promoted to a stage curtain. The audi-
ence consisted of the family, Mrs. Bailey, and a boy or
two, with the servants in the door-way. The pantry was
the green room. Great was my amazement at seeing my
Father and Dr. Bailey with white powdered heads! I sat
on a little chair next to my Grandfather, in a great state
of excitement. There was laughing, and clapping of
hands, and criticism, and a great deal of joking after-
wards.

We had not been long at Mamaroneck when a change
in the family plans took place. Instead of returning to
Cooperstown after a six months’ visit, it was decided that
my Father should build a country-house on a farm that
was destined for my Mother by my Grandfather. This
farm was on a hill in Scarsdale, four miles from Mamaro-
neck. The question once decided, my Father went to work
with his usual eagerness, and in a few months the house
was built, and we took possession. The farm was called
Angevine, the name of the Huguenot tenants who had
preceded us. The view from the hill was fine, including a
long stretch of the Sound, and Long Island beyond. The
house consisted of a centre and two wings; one of these
was the common sitting room, the other was the “draw-
ing-room.” Little did my dear Father foresee, when he
planned and built that room, that within its walls he
should write a book, and become an author! In general
his thoughts seem to have turned upon ships, and the sea,
and farming, and landscape gardening. I can remember
trotting around after him while he was planning a sweep,
and a ha-ha fence—a novelty in those days. He set out
many trees.

During the winter after we had taken possession there
was a grand house-warming party. As I look back the
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rooms seem to me to have been crowded with gaily
dressed ladies and their cavaliers. I particularly remem-
ber my Aunt Caroline wearing a pink silk spencer, and
dancing. And this was the only occasion on which I ever
saw my Father dance.

There were daily drives to Mamaroneck, where all the
marketing was done. The drive was a pleasant one.
There was, however, a tragical spot on the bank of the
Sheldrake, not far from Mamaroneck, which had been
pointed out to us children. Some years earlier, not long
before my Mother’s marriage, there were two little girls,
friends of my young Aunts, making a visit at Heathcote
Hill; their name was Titford. The four little girls, my
Aunts, and the two Titfords went out for a walk; they
wandered to the bank of the Sheldrake, where they made
their arrangements for fishing. In the excitement of their
sport one of the Titford girls fell into the water, which
was deep at that spot; she sank; her sister rushed into the
river to save her, and sank also. Both were drowned! My
Aunts were several years younger; their cries drew people
to the spot, but too late—life was extinct in both the
young girls. This was a fearful blow to all at Heathcote
Hill. My Grandmother never entirely recovered from
the shock. The elder sister was an intimate friend of my
Mother’s; Miss Susan Titford afterwards married Mr.
Lloyd Daubeny.

My Father used to drive us to Church, either to Rye
or to New Rochelle. One Sunday morning as he was
driving my Mother and myself in the gig, to church, his
favorite horse, “Bull-head,” stumbled in going down the
hill from Angevine, broke the shafts, and threw us all
out. I remember distinctly finding myself on the horse’s
stomach, his legs kicking round me; my Father picked me
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up; no one was injured, but I think ‘“Bull-head” must
have been sold soon after. We had another pair of black
horses in those days, and the old rasée. Fred the black
boy, who nominally belonged to my Mother, but received
wages, deserted about that time. We had for assistant
nurse, a young girl named Katie Conklin, who was bound
to my parents; she was the daughter of my Grandfather’s
farmer, on the Neck.

My Father was much interested in Agricultural mat-
ters in those days. He belonged to the Agricultural Soci-
ety of the County, and I remember the making of a flag
to be hoisted at the annual fair; there was a black plough,
and the words “West Chester Agricultural Society,” in
large black letters on the white ground, a joint effort of
genius on the part of Father and Mother, while two
little girls looked on in admiration. But our Father
figured also as a military character at that time; Gover-
nor Clinton made him his aide-de-camp, with the rank
of Colonel, and more than once we little girls had the
pleasure of admiring him in full uniform, blue and buff,
cocked hat and sword, mounted on Bull-head before pro-
ceeding to some review. He was thus transferred from the
naval to the land service. To the last days of his life, Mr.
James de Peyster Ogden, one of his New York friends,
never omitted giving him his title of “Colonel.” He thus
became one of the numerous army of American Colonels,
though not one of the ordinary type certainly.

But he was also a Skipper, at that date. He had be-
come interested in a whaling ship sailing from Sag Har-
bor, his partner in this venture being Mr. Charles
Dering, who had married my Mother’s cousin Miss
Elizabeth Nicoll of Shelter Island. On several occasions
he took command of the Union, as she passed to and fro;
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this venture was, I believe, fairly successful. When the
Union came into port at Boston, he joined Mr. Dering
there, and on his return brought me a magnificent wax
doll, a magnificent creature, nearly as large as a live
baby!

He always read a great deal, in a desultory way.
Military works, travels, Biographies, History—and
novels! He frequently read aloud at that time to my
Mother, in the quiet evenings at Angevine. Of course
the books were all English. A new novel had been
brought from England in the last monthly packet; it was,
I think, one of Mrs. Opie’s, or one of that school. My
Mother was not well ; she was lying on the sofa, and he
was reading this newly imported novel to her; it must
have been very trashy; after a chapter or two he threw it
aside, exclaiming, “I could write you a better book than
that myself!”” Our Mother laughed at the idea, as the
height of absurdity—he who disliked writing even a
letter, that he should write a book!! He persisted in his
declaration, however, and almost immediately wrote the
first pages of a tale, not yet named, the scene laid in
England, as a matter of course. He soon became inter-
ested and amused with the undertaking, drew a regular
plot, talked over the details with our Mother, and re-
solved to imitate the tone and character of an English
tale of the ordinary type. After a few chapters were
written he would have thrown it aside, but our dear
Mother encouraged him to persevere; why not finish it,
why not print it? This last idea amused him greatly. He
usually wrote in the drawing-room, and after finishing
a chapter always brought my Mother in to hear it. One
day he left the room; the door was open, and I went in,
and retired under the writing-table, which was covered
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with a cloth, for a play with my doll. Father and Mother
came in together. I went on playing quietly with my doll.
The reading of a chapter of Precaution began. This inter-
ested me greatly; it was Chapter —. Suddenly I burst
into tears, and sobbed aloud over the woes of '
Father and Mother were amazed ; I was withdrawn from
my tent, but they could not imagine what had distressed
me. On one of his visits to New York, in those days, my
Father bought a large green port-folio for himself, and a
red one for my Mother. The red one is now among my
papers, in a dilapidated condition.

When Precaution was completed we set out for a visit
to Bedford, for the especial purpose of reading the MS.
to the Jay family. My Mother wished the book to be
printed, my Father had some doubts on the subject, and
at last it was decided that if his friends the Jays listened
with interest to the reading, the printing should take
place; Mrs. Banyer’s taste and judgment were considered
of especial importance in deciding a literary question. We
made the little journey in the gig; Father, Mother, Susie,
and Precaution. For my part, I greatly enjoyed the visit,
playing with Anna and Maria Jay. The reading went
on in the parlor, while we little people were in the
nursery. Governor Jay, venerable in appearance as in
character, was one of the audience. With his grandchil-
dren I used to go up and kiss him for good-night, every
evening. The audience approved, although only one or
two of them knew the secret of the authorship; the MS.
was supposed to be written by a friend of my Father.
There was a Miss McDonald, a friend of the Jays stay-
ing with them at the time; she declared the book quite
interesting, but it was not new; ‘“I am sure I have read
it before,” she declared—this the author considered as a
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complimentary remark, as he aimed at close imitation of
the Opie School of English novels. Bedford was at that
time a delightful house to visit at; child as I was, it made
this impression on me. My Father and Judge Jay were
always very intimate ; they had been school boys together.
Mrs. Banyer was also a warm friend of my parents. Her
husband, Mr. Gouldsborough Banyer, had been an inti-
mate friend of my Uncle Richard Cooper; Mrs. Ban-
yer’s wedding trip was to Cooperstown, and she always
spoke with pleasure and interest of her visit to the old
Hall; the view of the Lake she declared to be lovely
from the house at that time.

When Precaution was published some months later, it
was generally supposed to have been written in England,
and by a lady. Many persons thought it was written by
Miss Anne De Lancey, my Mother’s sister, who after-
wards married Mr. John Loudon McAdam, the great
engineer of roads. This sister my Mother had never seen!
When my grandparents returned to America after the
Revolution, their eldest child was left in England with
her Uncle and Aunt, Judge and Mrs. Jones; Judge Jones
was the brother of my grandmother; he took the name of
Jones from ; he was born a Floyd. Mrs. Jones
was my grandfather’s sister, Miss Anne De Lancey.
They were both great Tories, and could not be induced
to return to America, and begged that their little niece
might be left with them for a time at least. So the child
was left with them, and my grandparents sailed with
their little boy Thomas, and his nurse, “Nanny”’—our
dear old Nanny of later days. My Grandfather consid-
ered himself an American, not an Englishman, and now
that the war was over decided to cast in his lot with his
native country. They lived in New York for a time, at




JAMES FENIMORE-COOPER 41

the City Hotel, which belonged to my Grandfather.
When we were living in the Rue St. Dominique at Paris,
one of our opposite neighbors was the duc de Valmy,
Gen. Kellerman; he one day asked my Father if he had
ever known a Madame de Lancé, in New York, remark-
ing that he had spent some time at the City Hotel, and
there became acquainted with M. and Mme. de Lancé;
the lady he said was one of the most beautiful women he
had ever seen. My Aunt Anne grew up a fierce Tory,
and after the death of her Uncle and Aunt Jones, could
never be induced to come to America, which was a great
grief to my grandparents. She was now credited with
writing Precaution, a book, it was said, clearly written
in England, and by a woman!

Another little daughter now made her appearance at
Angevine. She was named by my Grandmother De
Lancey, Maria Frances, after my mother’s sister who had
died some years earlier. My Father for two or three years
called her Velvet, because her skin was so soft. She was
baptized by the Rev. Revaud Kearney, a cousin of our
Mother’s, at that time Rector of New Rochelle.

One day when Fanny was about a year old there was a
great alarm about little Charlotte. The child had dis-
appeared! Could no where be found! In those days chil-
dren were not stolen, as they are in these civilized times,
but it was feared some accident had happened to her.
Every corner about the house and outbuildings was
closely searched, messengers were despatched to the two
or three houses in the neighborhood, the agitation was
very great. At last I had the joy of discovering my little
sister; a flock of sheep had passed on the highway, and
had been driven about three quarters of a mile down the
hill, on the road to Mamaroneck; they could plainly be
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seen from the piazza—and there, trotting along behind
the sheep, was a small figure which I knew must be the
missing sister. The eloping damsel was soon pursued, and
brought home in our Father’s arms, bare-headed and
dusty; she wanted “fo see Grandma,” and intended trot-
ting all the way to Mamaroneck. Great was our Mother’s
joy when little Charley was placed in her arms.

Precaution having been quite as successful as he ex-
pected, the writer now planned another book. It was to
be thoroughly American, the scene laid in West Chester
County, during the Revolution. An anecdote which Gov-
ernor Jay had told him relating to a spy, who performed
his dangerous services out of pure patriotism, was the
foundation of the new book.

My Father never knew the name of the Spy; Gover-
nor Jay felt himself bound to secrecy on that point. But
he never for a moment believed that Enoch Crosby was
the man. Various individuals, twenty years later, claimed
to have been the original Harvey Birch. One man even
asserts that Mr. Cooper used to visit at his house fre-
quently, for the purpose of hearing his adventures and
then writing them out in The Spy. This is utterly false.
From only one person did my Father ever receive any
information connected with the life of the Spy who was
the dim original of Harvey Birch, and that person was
Governor Jay. The conversation on the piazza at Bed-
ford relating to the patriot spy occurred a long time
before my Father dreamed of writing a book.

When he had fully made up his mind to write a novel
entirely American, whose scene should be laid in West
Chester during the Revolution, he amused himself by
going among the old farmers of the neighborhood and
hearing all the gossip of those old times, about the “Neu-
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tral Ground” on which we were then living, the ground
between the English in New York, and American forces
northward. Frequently he would invite some old farmer
to pass the evening in the parlor at Angevine, and while
drinking cider and eating hickory nuts, they would talk
over the battle of White Plains, and all the skirmishes
of the Cow-Boys and Skinners. Many such evenings do
I remember, as I sat on a little bench beside my Mother,
while Uncle John Hatfield, or George Willis, or one of
the Cornells related the stirring adventures of those days
of the Revolution. There was a shallow cave in a rocky
ledge on the road to Mamaroneck, where a Tory spy had
been concealed, and was stealthily fed for some time.
And on the road to New Rochelle there was a grove
where a sharp skirmish had taken place; it was called the
Haunted Wood—ghosts had been seen there! The cave
and the grove were full of tragic interest to me, whenever
we passed them.

Every chapter of The Spy was read to my Mother as
soon as it was written, and the details of the plot were
talked over with her. From the first months of authorship
to the last year of his life, my Father generally read what
he wrote to my Mother.

The Spy, when it appeared, was brilliantly successful.
Never before had an American book attained anything
like the same success.

During those years at Angevine our education began.
Our dear Mother was our Governess, and from time to
time our Father examined us. We were “in school” two
hours, the three elder ones, Susie, Cally, and Charley,
sitting round our Mother in the parlor or dining-room,
while the author and T'%e Spy were occupying the draw-
ing-room. Charley could read when she was three years
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old. There was spelling, and writing, and arithmetic, and
geography, and Mrs. Trimmer’s Bible Lessons, and the
History of England. Well do I remember those school
hours. Our precious Mother was so loving and patient
with us. I seem to hear her sweet musical voice now as she
talked with us. She had a remarkably sweet voice in con-
versation; my friend Mrs. Hamilton Fish said to me
one day years ago, “I always thought that when novelists
spoke of the musical voices of their heroines in conversa-
tion it was pure romance, but Mrs. Cooper’s voice is
melody itself.” Our dear Mother had taken the trouble
to write out little cards as rewards for good conduct;
Dil:gence, Silence, 1 remember particularly, but there
were others for the different lessons. Sewing was also part
of our education. The Kings of Israel and the Kings of
Judah were a great trial to me; so many of them were
wicked! “Is this one going to be wicked too? I wish they
would be good!” I remember saying this to my Mother,
after reading of so many who “did evil in the sight of the
Lord.” What an expression that is, ‘“doing evil in the
sight of God”! The History of England was full of
interest; it was Goldsmith’s History, in four volumes,
with portraits of some of the kings. Our dear Father was
so proud of our progress in English History that on one
occasion when his friend Mr. Acheson was staying at
Angevine he invited him to examine us in Goldsmith; I
fancy the result was satisfactory. As regards our sewing
Cally and I must have been ambitious, for we were en-
couraged to make a shirt for our Father! Well do I re-
member stitching the collar and wristbands; but I doubt
if that shirt was ever finished. As a reward for this shirt-
making Cally and I received a dollar, which we gave to
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Judge Jay for the Bible Society. Gentlemen'’s shirts were
all made entirely of linen in those ancient times.

On one occasion when our Father was driving us to
Mamaroneck we were met by one of my Uncles, who
called out as he stopped his horse, “Boney is dead!”—
‘“Boney” being no less a personage than the Emperor
Napoleon I.

While we were living at Angevine my Mother lost her
brother Edward. He died after a very short illness, of
dysentery. Qur kinsman Dr. Watts came from New
York to attend him, but nothing could save him. My
uncle Edward was to have been the farmer of the family.
Uncle Thomas was a lawyer, Uncle William was study-
ing for the ministry. I remember hearing the negroes in
the kitchen at Heathcote Hill talking about ‘“Massa
Edward’s ghost,” which they professed to have seen walk-
ing about the barn!

Our dear kind Grandmother also died while we were
at Angevine. A fearful blow this was to all the family,
by whom she was fondly loved. She died of what would
now be called typhoid fever. The treatment at that time
was bleeding!

There were two marriages in the family while we were
at Angevine. My uncle Thomas married his second
cousin Miss Mary Ellison of New Windsor, an Aunt
to whom we became much attached in later years. Our
uncle William after his ordination married Miss Frances
Munro, the daughter of Mr. Peter Jay Munro; I well
remember their wedding visit to Angevine. And I also
remember going with my Mother to the Church at East
Chester to hear my Uncle preach; he was considered even

then as a very good preacher. He was a great favorite
with Bishop Hobart.
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One afternoon in September very dark clouds began
to gather over the Sound, where we could see the vessels
flying before the wind. We little people were all called
into the house. A heavy storm was at hand. The windows
were closed, but we could see the black clouds whirling
about, and the trees bending and twisting under the fierce
wind, while clouds of dust rose from the highway. Very
soon the darkness increased, and shut us in so that nothing
of our fine view of the country and Sound could be seen.
The force of the wind increased terribly. The window-
shutters and blinds were closed to protect the sashes,
which it was feared might be blown in. Our dear Mother
collected all of her little ones at her knee in the dining-
room. Of course we did not understand the danger, but a
teeling of wonder and awe came over us. Our Father
came in, reporting the force of the wind as equalling the
severest gale he had known at sea; he said, “While I was
on the piazza just now I #réed to fall to the ground, but
the force of the wind held me up!” That was the storm
spoken of years later as the “September Gale.”” To-day
it would have been called a Cyclone. No serious damage
was done at Angevine, but trees and fences were blown
down, and not an outbuilding on the place remained firm
on its foundation; barn, carriage-house, a large poultry
house, and the corn-crib were all twisted some inches out
of place. I remember going about with my Father the
next day inspecting these buildings. Happily the house
was uninjured. Many vessels were wrecked by this gale,
which extended over a great extent of the country and the
Ocean. The monthly Packet Ship from New York to
Liverpool, the Albion, was lost, never heard of. Among
other passengers in the 4/bion were Mr. and Mrs. Hyde
Clarke, the eldest son of Mr. George Clarke, and his
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wife; they had been on a visit at Hyde, and were return-
ing to England when they met their sad fate in the
Albion.

I do not remember the date of the “September Gale,”
and have no time to look for it. In these “Small Memo-
ries,” my dear nephews and nieces, you must please over-
look the absence of dates—I have no time to hunt up the
day and year of many of the events mentioned. A golden
silence is better than inaccuracy. Please look for the dates
yourselves.

One pleasant September day Cally, Charley, and my-
self were invited to spend the day at Heathcote Hill,
where we enjoyed ourselves very much as usual. At dusk
our Father came for us; while we were being shawled in
the dining-room, my Grandfather threw up the sash and
called out, “How is Susan?’ “Comfortable!” “And the
baby %’ “A boy!!!”—Here was a piece of news for us.
We had a little brother for the first time, and were eager
to make his acquaintance. Dear little fellow, he was a
great pet among us as long as he lived. He was baptized
by the Rev. Revaud Keamney, Rector of the Church at
New Rochelle, a kinsman of our Mother’s. My Father
gave him the name of Fenimore—had he lived he would
have been called James, or William. He was a large fine-
looking baby, and a very generous little fellow; he gave
away the best of everything he had. One day at dinner I
remember Father’s giving him some large strawberries;
he got down from his little chair and trotted around the
table, giving one of his strawberries to each member of
the family.

Meanwhile writing was going on. The printing would
seem to have been a slower business than it is to-day. The
new book was to give a picture of American life in a new



48 CORRESPONDENCE OF

settlement, shortly after the Revolution, and the scene
was laid at Cooperstown, on Lake Otsego. Some of the
characters were drawn from real life, but the plot was
purely fiction. Monsieur Le Quoi, Major Hartman, Ben
Pump were actual colonists on Lake Otsego. Natty
Bumppo was entirely original, with the exception of his
leathern stockings, which were worn by a very prosaic old
hunter, of the name of Shipman, who brought game to
the Hall. Mr. Grant was not Father Nash.

Our Father went frequently to New York, sometimes
by the Mamaroneck stage, sometimes in his gig, occa-
sionally on horse back, and I can remember his walking
the 2§ miles occasionally, and coming home very tired.
In order to be nearer printer and publisher, and to for-
ward our education, it was now decided that we should
remove to New York. A vision of Europe was also aris-
ing. It is singular, but I have only one recollection of this
important removal to New York—I remember Mrs.
Mudge, the keeper of the toll-gate at Kingsbridge, over
the Harlem River. Mrs. Mudge was an important per-
sonage in those days, intimate with inmates of the impor-
tant country houses in West Chester.

The house your Grandfather had rented was one of
two recently built by the Patroon, on Broadway, just
above Prince Street. It was then almost “out of town.”
Directly opposite to us was a modest two-story house
occupied by John Jacob Astor. Niblo’'s Gardens now
occupies the site of the house in which we lived. Not far
above us was a very grand “Gothic edifice,” St. Thomas’
Church, considered an architectural gem in those days'
Next door to us was a Boarding School, one of the best
in New York; the principal was Mrs. Isabella Holt.
Here Cally and I became pupils. There were some very
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nice girls in the school—Miss Elizabeth Fish, Miss Rut-
gers, Miss Morewood, all older than we were, and the
Langdons, granddaughters of Mr. Astor, who were about
our age. Here we sat with our feet in the stocks—here I
became very intimate with the Kings of Egypt, and the
great men of Greece. Here, if we were disorderly, or our
nails were not properly cleaned, we were obliged to wear
a real pig’s-foot tied around our neck! One tragic morn-
ing Miss Morewood, the oldest girl, eighteen, and a per-
fect pupil, left her work lying about, and was condemned
to wear the pig's-foot! Mrs. Holt shed a tear, Miss
Morewood wept, and I fancy we all cried—but stern
justice was administered—the pig’'s-foot was worn by
the model pupil! These young ladies often were escorted
from school by their beaux. Miss Rutgers, now Mrs. —,
and a grandmother, has been in Cooperstown lately. On
one occasion I was told to write a composition on the dif-
ference between the characters of Washington and Frank-
lin—your Grandfather no sooner learned the subject
allotted to me, than he took his hat, walked in to Mrs.
Holt’s, and remonstrated on the folly of giving such a
task to a child of nine. That composition was never
written.

In those days your Grandfather saw frequently many
officers of the army and navy. I remember on one occasion
his bringing General Scott home to dinner, and my
amazement at his great height—as he stood at the win-
dow he looked out of the upper sash. Your Grandfather
was also partial to the society of artists, all painters;
there was no American sculptor in those days. Mr. Dun-
lap and Mr. Cole, I remember especially. I remember
being taken to see a picture of great size, Death on the
White Horse, painted by Mr. Dunlap. It was about this
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time that my Father planned and founded a Club to
which he gave the name of “The Lunch.” It met every
Thursday evening, I think at the house of Abigail Jones,
a colored cook, famous at that day, who kept the Del-
monico’s of that date. Most of the prominent men of
ability and character in New York belonged to the club,
which also, through its members, invited strangers of dis-
tinction. Conversation was the object; I do not think
there was any card-playing. The evening closed with a
good supper, one of the members being caterer every
Thursday, while Abigail Jones carried out the pro-
gramme to perfection in the way of cooking. Your Grand-
father, when caterer, wore a gilt key at his buttonhole.
He was very social in his tastes and habits, and full of
spirited conversation, and delighted in these Lunch meet-
ings. Officers of the Army and Navy, the prominent
Clergy, Lawyers, Physicians, Merchants, etc., etc., be-
longed to the Club. Bishop Hobart was a frequent guest.
During that winter our Uncle Thomas’ health failed;
he removed to New York, and my Grandfather and
Aunts passed the winter in town also. They rented a
house belonging to Mrs. White, the mother of Mrs.
Munro, near the Battery, in the lower part of Broadway,
then the fashionable part of the town. My Uncle died
of consumption, leaving a young widow and a baby son.

In the following spring we moved to Beach Street,
near Greenwich Street, to a house belonging to our
Mother’s cousin Henry Floyd Jones of Fort Neck. He
and my father were very intimate. Several years before
her marriage your Grandmother came near losing her life
from this cousin’s carelessness; he was staying at Heath-
cote Hill, and taking up a gun—there were always sev-
eral in the gun-rack in the hall—he aimed it at his cousin
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Susan, threatening to shoot her. The gun was loaded—
he had believed it unloaded—the full charge of shot went
into the wall, very near my Mother’s head, as she stood
within a few feet of her cousin. Cousin Henry was almost
distracted at the thought of the risk she had run. It was
a rule of my Grandfather’s that every gun carried by the
sportsmen should be discharged before it was brought into
the house. But on that occasion the rule had been care-
lessly broken.

We had not been long settled in Beach Street when the
yellow fever broke out in New York. Everybody who
could left the city. Our father rented a country-house at
Turtle Bay, several miles out of town at that day. It
belonged to Mrs. Winthrop, a charming old lady. I re-
member driving frequently down the Avenue to the dif-
ferent shops, and the Post-Office, all of which had been
moved out of town, into the many villas which lined the
unpaved road. The fever was confined to the lower part
of the city. A high board fence had been built, I think
near Pearl Street, shutting off the infected district, which
was entirely deserted. A young man of one of the promi-
nent families—I forget which—thought he would take a
look at the deserted region. He went to the fence, and,
climbing up, looked over the deserted streets for a while.
Within a few days he was taken ill with the fever and
died. While we were at Turtle Bay our dear little brother
Fenimore was taken ill from the effects of teething. As
soon as the city was declared safe we returned to Beach
Street. There Fenimore became rapidly worse, and in —
he died, to the great grief of our parents.

While we were living in Beach Street your Grand-
father became interested in a newspaper edited by his
friend Colonel Gardenier, one of his military friends.
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It was The Patriot. My Father frequently wrote for it.
At this time, with his usual generous kindness, your
Grandfather interested himself warmly in behalf of the
children of his brother William, who had died some
years earlier. The two eldest, William and Eliza, were
frequently with us. William, indeed, remained a member
of our family until his death; your Grandfather took the
entire charge of him.

One day, as I was sitting near my Mother, your
Grandfather came into the room, with the Cooperstown
paper in his hand, and without speaking pointed out a
passage to her, and then left the room. My dear Mother
looked sad. It was the burning of the house at Fenimore
which was reported in the Freeman’s Journal. The stone
house was very nearly finished, and was valued at $3500.
There were many incendiary fires in Cooperstown at that
time, all contrived, it was said, by one unprincipled man.
Your Grandfather soon after sold the property at Feni-
more. From that time the idea of a visit to Europe be-
came more clearly defined. Your Grandfather always said
he would not go to Europe without his wife and children.
At that time it was unusual for American families to
visit Europe. My dear Mother was rather alarmed at
the idea, and wished for time to think the plan over—
there was no intention, however, of going immediately;
business matters required delay. Beach Street was very
near St. John’s Square; some of the pleasantest families
in New York then lived on the Square; among others MTr.
Charles Wilkes, with whom your Grandfather was
intimate.

One day, at a dinner-party at Mr. Wilkes’, the re-
cently published novel “by the author of Waverley,”
The Pirate, was the subject of conversation. Several of
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the party insisted that the book could not have been
written by a landsman. Your Grandfather thought dif-
ferently, and declared that a sailor would have been more
accurate, and made more of the nautical portions of the
book. No one agreed with him; they thought that great
skill had been shown by merely touching on the sea pas-
sages ; to have enlarged them would have ruined the book:
“Impossible to interest the reader deeply in a novel
where the sea was introduced too freely.” Your Grand-
father declared that a novel where the principal events
should pass on the Ocean, with ships and sailors for the
machinery, might be made very interesting. There was a
general outcry. Mr. Wilkes, himself a man of literary
tastes, and very partial to your Grandfather, shook his
head decidedly. Nevertheless at that very moment the
author of The Spy resolved to write a clearly nautical
novel. On his way home he sketched the outline, and,
arrived at his house, told your Grandmother of his plan.
He always talked over his literary plans with her. Tke
Pilot was soon commenced, and when published proved
brilliantly successful.

The house in Beach Street was out of repair. The
number of rats was really alarming! I remember dis-
tinctly their running over the bed in which I slept. It was
decided that we should move to 345 Greenwich Street.
Before that event took place, however, a little brother
was born to us. Your Father, my dear Jim, was born at
No. 3 Beach Street, and was named Pawl. Some absurd
people thought he was named after Paul Jones! But your
Grandfather always liked short strong names for boys.
He liked Giles, and Miles. Of course the baby was an
immense pet with us all, and in my capacity of elder
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sister, I was allowed to play nurse very often, a task
which I much enjoyed.

On the regular moving-day, May 1st, we were all
transferred to Greenwich Street, at that time a quiet,
dignified part of the town, now a haunt of all kinds of
disreputable characters. Europe now loomed up more
clearly in the distance. A French governess was provided
for us, Madame de Bruges. Your Grandfather also took
lessons with Monsieur Manesca, a refugee from St.
Domingo who had a system of his own, a very clever but
peculiar man. After a while your Grandfather took me
with him, and I had regular hours also; we walked down
hand-in-hand to Liberty Street, a long walk, three times
a week. M. Manesca lived in a miserable little two-story
house, wretchedly furnished; his family were with him.
They had been wealthy planters in St. Domingo, but
escaped with their lives only. His teaching was all car-
ried on in writing; no lessons were learned. I remember
once learning a verb by heart, while your Grandfather
was taking his lesson; suddenly a gruff voice called out
in loud angry tones, and a dark face scowled at me. “Que
faites-vous la, Mademoiselle!!!’ 1 trembled.—“V ous
apprenez ce verbe par caeur?”—“Qui, Monsieur,” in a
faint tone. The long, lank figure arose, stalked over to the
corner where I sat, seized the grammar, and dashed it
on the table. “Sachez, Mademoiselle, que si vous ap-
prenez un aulre verbe par ceur je vous renverrai—ije ne
vous donnerai plus de lecons! Entendez-vous?” 1 forget
whether I cried, but probably came very near it. He then
returned to your Grandfather, and talked the question
over with him philosophically. He did not wish to teach
a set of magpies—he wanted his pupils to z2izk. Such he
declared was his principle. As a general thing he approved
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of his older and his younger scholar. Many were the little
baskets, carved out of peach-pits, cut with his knife dur-
ing our lessons, which he gave me; they were pretty little
toys. After a while he was so well satisfied with my
progress that he wanted to exhibit me to a party of gentle-
men. I was frightened at the idea. But there was no
danger; your Grandfather said No very decidedly.

We had a negro man as waiter at that time; his name
was Charles, and his birth-place was Communipaw! He
spoke negro Dutch better than English. At that time
Dutch was not infrequently heard in the streets of New
York among the negroes and work people. Charles was
very fond of the baby, whom he began very early to call
“Massa Paul.” Your father’s nurse was a New England
girl, an admirable person in many ways; on one occasion
Mrs. Shubrick, who had been staying with us, offered
her a parting gift of money, as usual-—Abby drew back,
indignant; “Mrs. Cooper paid her wages,” she said; that
was sufficient. Her wages were six dollars a month. Your
Grandmother wished to take her to Europe, but Abby
could not be persuaded to leave Yankeeland.

As a preparation for Europe we were all studying
French, old and young, great and small. My three little
sisters went to a French day-school, during the winter,
where nothing but French was spoken, as the pupils were
all from French famuilies.

In the summer we moved into the country, to a farm-
house at Bay-Side, near Flushing. We had an English
Governess at that time, Miss Mellish, an excellent,
warm-hearted lady, who kept up our English studies
successfully.

With the cool weather we returned to Greenwich
Street. Your Grandfather was writing Lionel Lincoln at



56 CORRESPONDENCE OF

that time. The “Lunch” was in full vigor; they met, I
think, every Thursday evening. And our French lessons
with M. Manesca were kept up regularly, and we had a
French Governess, Madame de Bruges—Miss Mellish,
to our regret, leaving us to make room for the French-
speaking lady, a common kind of person in whom none of
us felt much interest. Your Grandfather also wished
William and myself to take Spanish lessons, which we
did with a certain M. Galvon; your Grandfather
thought that the intercourse with the Spanish-American
countries would become so close that the language would
become a sort of necessity to an educated American. In
this he was mistaken. But he also wished William to fit
himself for a position in some merchant’s counting-house.
We learned to read Spanish, but the lessons were given
up after a while and never resumed. Our cousin Goulds-
borough Cooper, my Uncle Richard’s eldest son, paid us
a visit during the winter. Officers of the Army and Navy,
Artists, and literary men, were frequently at the house.
I particularly remember Mr. Bryant, Mr. Halleck, and
Mr. Perceval the poet, as guests at dinner. Also Mr.
Cole the artist. Dr. De Kay was also a frequent com-
panion of your Grandfather’s. Mr. Gilbert Saltonstall,
a college companion of your Grandfather, whose home
was in New England, stayed at the house repeatedly; he
was a very clever man. On one occasion when Lieutenant
Commander Shubrick was going away after passing a
week or two with us, he proposed to my little sister
Fanny to go with him; she was all ready for the elope-
ment, trotted up stairs, put together a few articles of her
wardrobe, tied them up in a handkerchief, and trotted
down to the parlor all ready for the journey; Captain
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Shubrick was delighted with her readiness to go with him,
and frequently alluded to it in later years.

With the spring came another movement to the coun-
try. This time to Hallett’s Cove, to a farm-house belong-
ing to Colonel Gibbs, a friend of my Father, whose fine
house and grounds were close at hand. The place was
called Sunswick and was opposite Blackwell’s Island.
It was thoroughly country then, with only an occasional
farm-house in the neighborhood. We had a beautiful
little cow, “Betty,” and a farm waggon, with black
horses, in which my Father drove us about. He frequently
took us to a pleasant shady beach, where we children
picked up many pretty shells, and where we all bathed.
There was a wooded point at one end of the beach where
we loitered in shade, enjoying the breeze. A few years
later Dr. Muhlenberg built his College on that point.
Sunswick is now the city of Astoria!

Our Father had a little sloop of his own, anchored at
the wharf near the house; he called it the Van Tromp,
and went to New York in it almost daily. Frequently I
went with him, resting until the turn of the tide at Mr.
Wiley’s bookstore. Was this in Wall Street? I remem-
ber distinctly the abominable taste of the water, brought
to me when I was thirsty, from a pump in the streets. For
many years longer New Yorkers drank only very un-
pleasant water from the street pumps.

General Lafayette was in America on his triumphal
journey that year. On one occasion there was some naval
performance in the Bay of New York in his honor, and
the Van Tromp, with the family as passengers, went to
see the show. I remember straining my eyes to see the
General. I rather think there was a race between the
crew of an English man-of-war’s boat and a Yankee boat
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rowed by Whitehallers, said to be at that day the best
oarsmen in the world. The Americans won the race and
the men gave their boat to General Lafayette.

Our dear Father amused himself that summer with
giving us lessons in naval architecture, object lessons,
with the different craft passing in the narrow channel
between the Sunswick bank and Blackwell’s Island as
models. We became very knowing in distinguishing this
three-masted ship, that two-masted brig, the schooner,
and the sloop. At every turn of the tide the East River
would be full of white sails. One craft, a chebacco boat,
I have never seen or heard of since.

In the autumn a grand event occurred: the completing
of the Erie Canal. There was a great procession in New
York, which we saw from the windows of 345 Greenwich
Street. Every trade was represented in the line, with
appropriate banners and devices. One carriage, in passing
our house, made an especial demonstration; it contained
gentlemen, several of whom had on the ends of their up-
lifted canes slices of bread and cheese—members of
Father’s Club, The Lunch, no doubt.

Madame de Bruges left us, and Madame de Jordanis
took her place, as Governess. A French gentleman, the
Baron de Lyon, a young Zittérateur, brought letters to
your grandfather. He was a great dandy, and had written
several books; novels, I fancy. I remember his dining
with us, and as he sat opposite one of those mantelpiece
long mirrors he was very much occupied with admiring
himself! He also admired, however, Natty Bumppo and
Chingachgook.

It was now quite settled that we were to sail for
Europe in the following summer. Towards the last of
April the house in Greenwich Street was given up. Your
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Grandmother, with all of us children, went to Heathcote
Hill, to pass the month of May with our Grandfather
De Lancey, and our Aunts Caroline and Martha. We
had a delightful visit. All of our old friends made much
of us, among others Auntie Jay, and her niece Cousin
Effie Duyckinck, as we called her. Our Father, after
winding up his business in New York, went to Washing-
ton, in company with the Prince of Canino, Charles
Bonaparte, the celebrated naturalist, with whom he was
quite intimate. While he was in Washington Mr. Clay
offered him the position of Minister to Sweden, but he
did not wish to be tied to a diplomatic life. He preferred
a Consulship, as he wished to remain identified with the
country, and thought that position would be a protection
to his family in case of troubles in Europe. The chief
object in his going to Washington was to see more of a
large deputation of Indian chiefs, from the Western
tribes, of whom he had seen much while they were in
New York. He had become much interested in them, and
studied them closely. They were chiefly Pawnees and
Sioux, and among them was Petelasharoo, a very fine
specimen of a warrior, a remarkable man in every way.
The army officers in charge of this deputation told him
many interesting facts connected with those tribes. He
had already decided upon a new romance, connected with
the mounted tribes on the Prairies.

While we were at Mamaroneck I made my début as
a Sunday School teacher; a wooden Church, small but
neat, had recently been built in the village, under the
auspices of our Grandfather. It had been named St.
Thomas. I taught a class of great factory boys during
our Sundays at Heathcote Hill. Our aged Grandfather
was a charming companion. On one occasion there was
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some allusion to a prominent English politician in the
morning paper. Grandpapa laughed: “I knew him well,”
he said; “I was his warming pan! I was his fag at Har-
row, and every cold night had to tumble into his bed to
warm the sheets for him!”

The 1st of June, 1826, the author of The Spy em-
barked in the good ship Hudson, with all his family, in-
cluding his nephew William, the son of his brother Wil-
liam, whom he had adopted. We were five weeks at sea,
landing at Cowes, in the Isle of Wight, on the 4th of
July. Great was our delight at all the strange sights. I
remember being much interested in the thatched houses, an
entire novelty to us, and in the hedges, which were much
less beautiful than we expected. We made an excursion to
Carisbrooke Castle, where we were in great excitement
over the first rzzn beheld by our Yankee eyes; we studied
profoundly the drawbridge, the old walls, draped in ivy,
the deep well, and the little window out of which Charles
I. ought to have escaped.

After a delightful week at Cowes, we crossed over to
Southampton, where our Father placed us in furnished
lodgings, while he went to Loondon on business with his
publisher. Southampton was even more delightful than
Cowes. There was an old gateway, a heavy stone arch
crossing the principal street, and connected with it the
gigantic figure of Sir Bevis, a knight of very ancient
times. And then Netley Abbey, a really very fine ruin,
was near the town. We went there several times, with
our parents, and were in a great state of what my dear
Father called “foosey-moosey,” over every broken arch
and ivy-wreathed column. We children gathered here the
first scarlet field poppies we had ever seen growing in a
wheatfield. One day as we were paying our respects to
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Sir Bevis, in the principal street of Southampton, several
carts passed us, marked in large letters Sir William
Heathcote. The name attracted the attention of our dear
Mother, whose only living brother was William Heath-
cote De Lancey. She found on inquiry that all carts were
taxed in England, and the name of the owners were
painted on them, by law. Sir W. H. was a kinsman,
living at a fine place, Hursley Park, not far from the
town. He was a great friend of the Poet Keble, who
wrote The Christian Year. We never saw those English
Heathcotes ourselves; but our Uncle Bishop De Lancey
became quite intimate with Sir W. H. at a later day.

A very near relation, an Englishwoman born and bred,
came to visit us at Southampton. This was Miss Anne
De Lancey, the elder sister of our dear Mother. My
Grandfather and Grandmother De Lancey, though both
born in America, of American families, were married in
England; both their families were Tories, and went to
England when the Revolution broke out. My Grand-
father was an officer in the English army. Their two
elder children, Thomas and Anne, were born in England.
After the Peace my grandparents returned to America,
taking their boy with them, but leaving their little girl
with her Aunt, Mrs. Jones, by whom she was brought
up. Our dear Mother was agitated by this meeting. Our
Aunt was intensely English in appearance, manner, and
opinions. To the great grief of my grandparents, their
English daughter could never be induced to visit Amer-
ica. She was very pleasant with us all, however, and re-
mained some time with us. Since the death of Mrs. Jones,
my Grandfather’s sister—who was, he used to say, an
angel for sweetness and goodness—our Aunt had passed
much of her time with Lady Dundas Miss Charlotte De
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Lancey, a cousin of my Grandfather, and the widow of
Sir David Dundas, at one time Commander-in-Chief of
the British army. Soon after she left us, our Aunt mar-
ried Mr. John Loudon McAdam, the celebrated engineer
of roads, a very clever and agreeable old gentleman, born
in America, I think, but a very prejudiced Englishman.
He told my Father, on one occasion, that sheep could
never be raised in America!''

At the end of a few weeks we left Southampton for
Havre, in a small, rickety, jerky, dirty steamboat. On a
bright moonlight night we landed on the soil of Nor-
mandy, the native province of our Huguenot ancestors,
the de Lancés. At Havre everything was desperately
foreign. After a few days we embarked for Rouen in a
tugboat. Great was our delight in the views of the banks,
the open unfenced farms, the compact dark villages, and
the ruined castles. At Rouen we passed several days
under the shadow of the grand old Cathedral, which was
a great delight to him, a sublime wonder of architecture.
The Hétel de Ville, where dear good Jeanne d’Arc was
burned in the presence of mitred Bishops and belted
knights, was visited with most melancholy interest. We
all spoke French with ease, excepting my little brother,
whose English was still babylike, though in a few months
he was chattering away at a great rate in pure Parisian.

Our dear Father bought a travelling caléche at Rouen,
and we were soon climbing the hill of St. Catherine,
where we greatly enjoyed the fine view. A Norman pay-
sanne, in winged white cap and wooden sabots, was walk-
ing up the hill, as well as ourselves; a dark village of
some size lay among the open patch-work fields below;
my Father asked its name of the young woman. “Je ne
suis pas de ce pays la, M onsieur,” she replied. She did not
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live in the village, and therefore did not know its name'
“A Yankee girl would have known the name of every
village in sight,” remarked Papa. We were travelling
post, the most charming of all ways of travelling, stop-
ping at different points of interest; the chiteau de Rosney
was particularly interesting to me, as I had been reading
with Mamma, a few months earlier, the Memoirs of
Sully, the great Minister of the first Bourbon King
Henri I'V.; Rosney was his Chiteau. At St. Germain we
passed a delightful afternoon visiting the grand old
Chiteau and the Park.

We were soon in Paris, and the first afternoon our dear
Mother was enticed out for a walk on the Boulevards by
Papa. A few days more and we had left the Hoétel de
Montmorency and were regularly installed in a tempo-
rary home of our own, as bourgeois de Paris, in the nar-
row, gloomy Rue St. Maur, with its muddy gutter in
the centre, and a melancholy oil lamp swinging from a
rope, above the gutter. Our first Paris home was in a
pleasant furnished apartment, az second, in a fine old
hétel, once occupied by a ducal dignitary of the days of
Louis XIV. Towards the street it was a most gloomy
looking building, blank gray walls. But, once within the
porte-cochere, all was changed ; there was a lovely garden
of more than an acre, with other adjoining gardens, all
surrounded with stone walls at least twelve feet high,
while groves of fine trees appeared above the walls. The
hotel itself was on a grand scale—a noble stone stairway,
with elaborate iron railing, rooms with very high ceil-
ings, wide doorways, with pictured panels above and gilt
lines on the woodwork—large windows, and parquet
floors, of course. The rez-de-chausée, or ground floor, and
the first story were occupied by a ladies’ boarding-school.
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The second story was our home, pleasant and comfort-
able, but not so grand. We were to be pupils in the school
of Madame Trigant de la Tour and Madame Kautz.
Our parents, wishing to be near us, rented the second
story, where we all slept, but we children took our meals
at the school. A friend of our Father’s, Colonel Hunter,
American Consul at Cowes, had just placed his daughters
at the Couvent du Sacré Ceceur, a very aristocratic insti-
tution, and wished to persuade our Father to follow his
example. This suggestion was firmly declined. All the
Hunter girls became Romanists, as was natural.

Our school life was very happy. The teachers were
very kind, and the girls very pleasant. Impossible to
have a nicer set of girls; I cannot remember the least
impropriety among them; they were very innocent, cheer-
ful, and merry. The large grounds were delightful; we
played games, and we danced every evening. We wore
large black aprons completely covering our dresses from
neck to heels, with a large pocket on one side. There were
four classes in the School, each distinguished by its
colored belt, green, orange, red, and blue, the last being
the highest. Fanny was green, Caroline and Charlotte
orange, and Suzanne red. There was a great deal of writ-
ing; grammar, geography, history, etc., were all taught
in writing. Arithmetic was the weak point; a singular
fact, since Frenchwomen of the bourgeoise class are ad-
mirable arithmeticians. M. Cuvier once told your grand-
father that all his calculations were made by women, and
he had never known them in error. M. Arago made the
same remark. Our father and mother looked very closely
into everything connected with the school, and were quite
satisfied. Our meals were very good; a cup of milk and
piece of bread, or else bread soup, at 7—then family
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prayers—study until 10; breakfast of cold meat, pota-
toes, and salad, with weak wine and water, “abondance”;
then recess for an hour; lessons until 2; lunch, “gouter”
of a nice roll; playtime; lessons again until 6; dinner,
very good, a “roti”’ of some kind, potatoes, salad, one other
vegetable, and a simple dessert, pudding or fruit. Play-
time, games, and dancing—study for an hour, family
prayers, and to bed. Excellent teachers for music, draw-
ing, and dancing. When at a later day we slept at school
we had very nice single beds, with neat painted bedsteads,
white and blue. The dormitory had been a grand salon
of the time of Louis XIV., ceiling 1§ feet high, with
gilding over the woodwork, and quaint pictures over
doors and windows.

The garden was a delight, two acres of pleasant walks
and trees. The larger girls had little flower-beds of their
own. There were a number of locusts among the trees;
when these were in blossom we had fréitzers made of the
flowers for our dessert!

One day as we went home, our dear Mother said,
“Who do you suppose has been here this morning? Sir
Walter Scott!”

Sir Walter had just arrived in Paris, seeking materials
for his Life of Napoleon. It was very kind in him to call
on your grandfather so soon. They had some interesting
interviews.

The same morning General Lafayette made a long call
on my Father. But that was a common occurrence.

While Sir Walter Scott was in Paris the Princess
Galitzin gave him a very grand reception. It was a great
event of the winter; all the fashionable people of Paris
were there. As Sir Walter says in his diary, “the Scotch
and American lions took the field together.” But of
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course Sir Walter was the lion-in-chief. All the ladies
wore Scotch plaids as dresses, scarfs, ribbons, etc., etc.

The Princess Galitzin was an elderly lady, very clever,
a very kind friend of your grandfather and grandmother,
and a great writer of notes, full of the “eloquence du
billet,” but in the most crabbed of handwriting. She had
a married daughter, and a married son living in Paris at
that time. Her daughter-in-law, the Princesse Marie, was
a charming young lady, sweet and gentle though the
daughter of that rough old hero Marshal Suwarrow, who,
when needing rest, fook off his spurs on going to bed.
Madame de Terze, the Princess’ daughter, gave a bril-
liant child’s party, to which we four little sisters were
invited. Your father, my dear Jim, had not yet put on his
dancing shoes. Another child’s party, a very brilliant
affair, I remember, was given'by Madame de Vivien for
her granddaughters Mesdemoiselles de Lostange. The
whole Hotel was open, and brilliantly lighted, and a
company of cuirassiers in full uniform were on guard in
the court and adjoining street, to keep order among the
coachmen and footmen. That was the most brilliant affair
of the kind that I ever attended, in my childish days.

But the winter brought with it a very sad trial. My
dear sister Caroline was suddenly attacked with scarlet
fever of the most malignant kind. She was very alarm-
ingly ill. For a time she seemed in a hopeless condition.
It was a very long and a very severe illness. In fact, it
was four or five years before she recovered fully from
the disease. Scarlet fever was said to be more malignant
in Paris than elsewhere. My dear Mother, dear Char-
lotte, Fanny, and Paul had the disease, but in a mild
form.

I can remember no time, from my earliest childhood,
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when my dear Father did not say grace at table, and also
he regularly read family prayers for us every evening.
He used the prayers in the Prayer Book. At a later day,
when we had French Protestant servants, the French
translation of the Prayer Book was used. Later still,
when we were living at the Hall throughout the year, he
read family prayers in the evening also.

While in Paris we attended the service of the English
Church of the Oratoire. Bishop Luscomb had charge of
the English residents, and many Americans also profited
by his services. A year or two later my dear sister Caro-
line and myself were confirmed by him at the Oratoire,
and later still my younger sisters, dear Charlotte and
Fanny, were also confirmed by him.

My dear Father always gave each of us girls a good-
night kiss, and blessing, every evening before we went to
our rooms. This habit he kept up affectionately long after
we were grown women; indeed, until the last year of his
life, when only dear Charlotte and myself were left to
receive the good-night kiss in our old home.

In the spring we removed to a very pleasant country
house, at St. Ouen, about a mile from the walls of Paris.
M. Ternaux, a great Paris banker, was our landlord.
There were two country houses at St. Ouen; the largest
was occupied by M. Ternaux; it had quite a large park;
Madame de Staél lived there at one time. And at the
date of the Restoration of the Bourbons Louis XVIII.
passed some days at the house of M. Ternaux before
making his formal entrance into Paris. The ground be-
tween St. Ouen and Paris was then entirely level, with-
out fence or hedge, and green with market gardens. It is
now, I am told, enclosed within the fortifications of
Paris, and a part of the City.
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There were many Russians in Paris at that date, and
they were generally very polite to your grandfather. They
spoke French like natives.

A naval officer, formerly his commander when he was
stationed on Lake Ontario, Captain Woolsey, was a fre-
quent companion of my Father during the first winter at
Paris. They one day undertook to walk around the outer
walls of Paris, and accomplished the feat successfully.
The distance was, I think, eighteen miles. To-day that
enchanting, wicked, dreadful city, containing many ex-
cellent people, and many fiendlike spirits, covers a much
wider extent of ground.

In the spring my parents went to London, where my
Father had business with his publisher. William and
little Paul were of the party. We four girls remained at
school, in the Rue St. Maur. John Bull was very civil to
your Grandfather, so far as London Society went. He
dined with prominent M. P.’s, prominent Peers, and
even with Cabinet Ministers. He soon became quite inti-
mate with Mr. Rogers the Poet; they were much to-
gether, and enjoyed each other’s society. Mr. Rogers was
very clever and witty, and had a charming &éjoxz of a
house, full of curiosities; in his dining room was a
mahogany sideboard made for him by a journeyman
cabinet maker, later the celebrated sculptor Chantrey!

Our Aunt Miss Anne De Lancey had married Mr.
John Loudon McAdam, the great Colossus of Roads.
He was an exceedingly ugly man, but very clever and
entertaining. He took a great fancy to my little brother
Paul. This little brother had now almost entirely for-
gotten his English, but he chattered away at a great rate
with his French maid, Lucie. It strikes me that I have
forgotten to record a very important fact. My little
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brother was baptized by the Rev. Mr. Gregg, during the
summer we passed at Hallett’s Cove, and I made him
quite an elaborate christening dress, with bands of
insertion, tucks, and other ornamental work.

Our dear Grandfather De Lancey died while my
Mother was in London. His death was a great shock to
her. He died very suddenly, having just returned from a
drive, and was alone in his own room, with the young
man who waited on him. My dear Aunts Caroline and
Martha, who had been most devoted daughters to him,
were greatly afflicted. They were of course obliged to
leave Heathcote Hill, where they were born, and had
lived all their lives. They went to Philadelphia, to live
with their brother the Rev. William Heathcote De
Lancey, then Rector of St. Peter’s Church. My Grand-
father, just before his death, sent us each a handsome
Prayer-Book with our names stamped on the binding in
gilt letters. My dear Mother’s Prayer-Book was of a
large size; she used it constantly herself, and during the
last years of their lives my dear father and herself used
it daily together, in their private morning devotions, in
their own room. I have given directions that this Prayer-
Book shall be placed under my head in my coffin. My
dear Father was a great admirer of the Litany of our
Church. After his death, in speaking of their use of the
Prayer-Book together, my dear mother said to me, “Oh,
he lived on those Collects the last year of his life!”

In the month of July, 1828, just two years after we
entered Paris, we took leave of our dear Governesses, and
school friends in the Rue St. Maur, and set out in a
roomy family carriage, coachman’s box in front, rumble
behind, with our faces towards Switzerland and Italy.
We travelled post—much the pleasantest of all modes of
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travelling. No doubt the palace cars of the present day
are very grand and luxurious; but grandeur and luxury
often leave much real pleasantness out of sight. The
postillions were very comical in appearance, wearing huge
clumsy boots that covered their entire legs, and were
stuffed with straw! Occasionally we were treated to
ropes in the harness. My father often sat on the coach-
man’s box, and I well remember his delight at the first
sight of Mt. Blanc, like a brilliant white cloud, sixty
miles away! He stopped the carriage, and invited my
dear Mother to a seat beside him. He was also in a state
of toosey-moosey over the mists which clung to the Jura
mountains, after we had once entered Switzerland. We
were soon settled in a pleasant country house near Berne,
La Lorraine, which had been recently occupied by the
ex-King of Holland, Louis Buonaparte, after the crown
had fallen from his head—as all Napoleon’s crowns were
doomed to fall. It was a very simple house, with deal
floors, a stiff little garden in front, with a stiff little foun-
tain, quite waterless, as its sole ornament. But Oh, the
sublime view of the Alps from the windows—the whole
range of the Oberland Alps, so grand beyond descrip-
tion, so beautiful beyond description, and constantly
varying in their grandeur and their beauty. In the
rear of the house was a natural terrace, where we
all walked almost every evening, parents and children
enjoying the noble view. It was on that terrace that my
father taught Paul to fly his first kite, which he had made
for him. Farmer Walther, who had charge of the prop-
erty, had many interesting talks with his tenant on sub-
jects political and military ; he was very indignant at the
robbery of the Treasury of the Canton of Berne by one
of Napoleon’s Marshals. But then Napoleon, while
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grand in other ways, was grand also at Robbery. Of
course we made acquaintance with the Bears of Berne
in their fosse. I doubt if many travellers enjoyed Switz-
erland more than your Grandfather did; he was in a
perpetual state of foosey-moosey over the grand and the
beautiful in that Alpine region. He made many excur-
sions among the mountains, alone with guide and Alpen-
stock, with William, or occasionally in a carriage with
my dear mother, William, and myself. There were very
few Americans travelling in Switzerland in those years.
Only two came to Berne during the summer we passed
there, Mr. Ray, and Mr. Low, of New York.

In October we took a sentimental leave of La Lor-
raine, and moved southward to Florence. We travelled
Vetturino in the family caléche, with four fine horses,
and a fine old cuirassier of Napoleon’s wars for postil-
lion, followed by a fourgorn which carried our baggage,
and had a hooded seat in front, occupied by William and
Paul’s nurse. The fourgon had only two horses, and a
subaltern of Caspar for a postillion. We crossed the
Simplon before the snow fell. Your grandfather was
much interested in the great engineering work of Napo-
leon, which crossed the Simplon with such a fine broad
road.

We were soon in Italy, dear delightful Italy. We paid
our homage to the beautiful Cathedral at Milan, paid
our respects to San Carlo Borromeo, and the Lago Mag-
giore, halted for a day or two at Bologna, crossed the
Apennines, and were soon at the gates of Florence.
Your grandfather fell in love with Italy at first sight.
And it was a love which lasted through his life-time.
For Switzerland he had a great admiration; for Italy he
had a warm affection, which neither beggars nor bandits

3
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could chill. The very atmosphere of Italy was a delight

to him.
We were soon provided with a home of our own in

Florence.



A BRIEF CHRONOLOGY OF
COOPER’S LIFE

AMES FENIMORE COOPER was born Sep-

tember 15, 1789, at Burlington, New Jersey, and

taken to Cooperstown, New York, the following
ear.
’ He lived there until he went to Albany in 1800 as a
student in the house of Rev. Thomas Ellison, Rector of
St. Peter’s, from where he went to Yale in 1802 in his
thirteenth year, and entered the class of 1806. He was
expelled from Yale in his junior year, 1805. In the
autumn of 1806 he sailed from New York as a sailor
before the mast on the ship Sterling, Captain John John-
ston of Wiscasset, Maine, as a preparation for the United
States Navy. He was commissioned Midshipman Janu-
ary 1, 1808. He resigned and married Susan Augusta De
Lancey, January 1, 1811. They lived in Westchester
County, New York, until 1813, when they moved to
Cooperstown and lived for a time on a farm on the lake
shore, called “Fenimore.” He left there in 1817 and
resided in Westchester County, on Long Island, and in
New York City until June 1, 1826, when he went to
Europe with his family. He lived in Paris and Italy
and traveled until October, 1833, when he returned to
America, and after a short stay in New York lived at
Cooperstown until his death in 1851.






PART SECOND

Covering the period between March, 1800, and October,
1833, which includes Fenimore Gooper’s school and col-
lege years; his time of service in the merchant marine and
the United States Navy; his early married life; the writ-
ing of his first and some of his best stories; and the seven
years spent by him in Europe.

During this time were published: Precaution; The
Spy; The Pioneers; The Pilot; Lionel Lincoln; The
Last of the Mohicans; The Prairie; The Red Rover;
The Wept of Wish-ton-Wish; The Water-Witch; The
Bravo; The Heidenmauer; and The Headsman.



James Gooper was born in his father's house at Burling-
ton, New Jersey, September r5, 1789. His name was
changed to James Fenimore-Cooper by an act of the
Legislature of the state of New York in the year 1826.
His father was Judge William Cooper of Gooperstown,
and his mother was Elizabeth Fenimore, daughter of
Richard Fenimore of Rancocas, New Jersey.



1800-1833

TO JUDGE WILLIAM COOPER

Coopers Town
March 3d 1800
Dear Papa
I take this opportunity to write to you as Isaac is a
going directly to Philadelphia. we have got 6 lambs one
has died and another is most dead. Mr. Macdonnald is a
going to leave us for Albany. Mama will not let Samuel
go with Isaac though he wished to very much. I go to
school to Mr. Cory where I write and cypher. Mr. Mac-
donold has had a new student from New York who en-
camped in Mr. Kents barn and laid 3 days there without
being found out and had his feet frozen. We are all well.
I hope I shall have the pleasure of receiving a letter from
you soon as this letter reaches you—
Your
Affectionate
son
James K Cooper
18 Century, 1800

This is said to be the first letter written by Fenimore Cooper,
who had a boyish admiration for Moss Kent and for a time called
himself James Kent Cooper. Moss Kent was a brother of Chan-
cellor Kent of New York and a friend of Judge Cooper’s.
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TO ISAAC COOPER

Albany Sept § 1801
Cooperol
I sit down to write to you by the desire of Mrs. Ellison
who wishes me to ask you to send by the most careful per-
son you can find coming this way the very finest piece of
cambric muslin you have got, in your Store. Such as Mrs.
Banyer got. Sisters and Papa left this, this morning Papa
gave me 70 dollars to pay some debts and as I went to
Mr. Banyers to see them start I either lost them a going
or after I came to Mr. Banyers I do not know which,
I searched for them but they have not yet shown their
faces, Sisters were in good health, likewise Papa, Lieut.
Cooper is a recruiting here, you must excuse mistakes and
bad writing as I am in a great hurry.
James Cooper.
Mr. Isaac Cooper
Coopers Town

This letter was written while Cooper was a student at St.
Peter’s Rectory, Albany, where the Rev. Thomas Ellison taught
a few boys whom he took as boarders, among them, Cooper, the
poet Hillhouse, Jeremiah Van Rensselaer, and William Jay.

Thomas Ellison, A.M., Cambridge, England, Rector of St.
Peter’s, Albany, from 1787 to 1802, the year of his death, was a
gentleman of remarkable wit, whose society was much coveted. It
was said of him that he was “as much above a mean action as an
angel is above a calumniator.” Of Ellison, Cooper says that ‘“he
came to this country with a little Greek, and another man’s wife.”

TO JUDGE WILLIAM COOPER

Yale College, March 22nd. 1804.
Mr. Mix is very desirous of his money, being about to
go to New York—if you have any and if it is agreeable
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to you to pay you would I believe much oblige him. I
have not a copper of money and am much in want of a
little.
I am your affectionate Son
James Cooper.

This fragment is the only surviving letter written by Cooper
during his college years, so far as is known.

TO RICHARD FENIMORE COOPER, COOPERSTOWN

Oswego 7th November 1808
My dear Sir

You and I are old acquaintances but new correspond-
ents. If you don’t think fit to answer this letter, why I
shan’t think fit to write another.

The officers of the army, at this place, have captur'd
some few boats. The season is approaching when all
trade must cease in this quarter of the world owing to
the inclemency of the winters.

Our Politicians have raised the embargo and made a
French War. The rumour of War is strong. If the latter
should be true adieu to Lake Ontario. I shall have the
pleasure of seeing salt water once more. This Oswego has
been crowded with company for this last month—officers,
merchants, smugglers, etc., etc. I have purchased a brace
of pistols for rwenty dollars which I shall keep in remem-
brance of your Friendship. There is no prospect of my
having occasion to use them in this quarter of the world.
I shall remember your injunctions—whenever I may have
occasion of that kind.

A small detachment of the U. S. Infantry under the
command of Lieut. Christie are quartered here. They
have taken possession of the old Fort where they will
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remain /n statu quo this winter. The officers form an
agreeable addition to our small circle.

I have enjoyed my health notwithstanding your repre-
sentations of this sickly country—in fact, this particular
situation is one of the pleasantest in the world, and re-
markably healthy withal.

Give my love to our Friends.

I am your
Friend and Brother
James Cooper

TO RICHARD FENIMORE COOPER, COOPERSTOWN

Oswego, December 19th, 1808

My dear Sir

I received your letter by the last mail; to your offer of
continuing the correspondence I accede with great pleas-
ure. Your advice will always be regarded as that of an
elder Brother. Family dissensions are ever to me disagree-
able. If any have or should take place in which I should
be unfortunate enough to participate, it would always be
my ardent wish to bury them in oblivion—could it be
done consistent with my own honor, and that of my
family.— The ebullitions of 7y youth, will I hope be
forgotten; they have afforded me a lesson by which I may
hereafter profit—1I flatter myself your caution on this sub-
ject was unnecessary; nature will predominate— 1 am
convinced that no connection will ever break the ties of
blood—I write freely, for I am writing to a Brother

We proceed rapidly with our vessel. I am told the
British are preparing to build the ensuing season; they
have four vessels already—Commodore Steel, their com-
manding officer, threatens to give a good account of the
Yankee Brig her first cruise. I expect we shall share serv-
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ice with them the next summer—especially if the non
intercourse law should pass.— The British officers we are
told are warm—if they attack us some of them may be
eventually cold.—Woolsey is a fine firm fellow, and
would fight the Brig to the last extremity.

I shall be along your way shortly accompanied by two
gentlemen, one of the navy the other of the army—both
fine young men. I hope we sha’n’t take the lady of Apple
Hill in the straw. 1 write plain.— Does Samuel talk of
getting married?%— Give my love to your family. I am

Your Brother
James Cooper.

TO RICHARD FENIMORE COOPER, COOPERSTOWN

New York, May 18th, 1810.

I wrote you yesterday a letter in a great hurry; as its
contents are of some importance, I employ the leisure
time offered today, to inform you more fully of my
views.

When you were in the City, I hinted to you my inten-
tion of resigning at the end of this session of congress,
should nothing be done for the navy—my only reason at
that time was the blasted prospects of the service. I ac-
cordingly wrote my resignation and as usual offer’d it to
Capt. Lawrence, for his inspection.— He very warmly
recommended me to give the service the trial of another
year or two; at the same time offering to procure me a
furlough which would leave me perfect master of my
actions in the interval. I thought it wisest to accept this
proposition.— At the end of this year I have it in my
power to resign should the situation of the Country
warrant it.

Like all the rest of the sons of Adam, I have bowed
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to the influence of the charms of a fair damsel of eighteen.
I loved her like a man and told her of it like a sailor.
The peculiarity of my situation occasioned me to act with
something like precipitancy—I am perfectly confident,
however, I shall never have cause to repent of it. As you
are coolly to decide, I will as coolly give you the qualities
of my mistress; Susan De Lancey is the daughter of a
man of very respectable connections and a handsome
fortune—amiable, sweet tempered and happy in her dis-
position. She has been educated in the country, occasion-
ally trying the temperature of the City to rub off the
rust—but hold a moment; it is enough she pleases ze¢ in
the qualities of her person and mind. Like a true Quixotic
lover, I made proposals to her father. He has answered
them in the most gentlemanly manner—You have my
consent to address my daughter if you will gain the ap-
probation of your mother. He also informs me that his
daughter has an estate in the County of Westchester in
reversion, secured to her by a deed in trust to him, and
depending upon the life of an aunt, A tat 72—so you see,
Squire, the old woman can’t weather it long. I write all
this for you—you know I am indifferent to anything of
this nature. Now I have to request you will take your
hat and go to mother, the boys, girls, and say to them,
have you any objections that James Cooper shall marry
at a future day, Susan De Lancey?— If any of them
forbids the banns may the Lord forgive them, for I never
will. Then take your pen and write to Mr. De Lancey
stating the happiness and pleasure it will give all the
family to have this connection completed.—All this I
wish you to do immediately, as I am deprived of the
pleasure of visiting my flame, until this be done, by that
confounded bore delicacy.—Be so good as to enclose the
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letter in one to me; at the same time don’t forget to en-
close a handsome sum to square the yards here and bring
me up to Cooperstown.
I wish not to interrupt you in your attempt to clear the
estate. My expenditures shall be as small as possible.
Your Brother
James Cooper

TO MRS. COOPER, NEW ROCHELLE

Cooperstown, April 26th, 1812

The man who first improved the advantages of writing
into a communicatign of his thoughts by letter, must
have been one of your lovers who’s passion had roused his
ingenuity to action. Indeed, my Susan, much as I am
averse to writing, I feel a degree of pleasure while ad-
dressing you that I never experienced in scribbling to
another. I arrived here on Saturday evening wvia the
Colonel’s, who made kind inquiries after your fair self.
Of William we know nothing; his wife is ignorant of his
object, as are all the rest of the family; in fact the little
insight he has thought proper to give us baffles all my
speculations. He drew no money from here for his
journey.

Samuel was married at Pomeroy’s and is at present
with his wife at the Castle. I am pleased with what little
I have seen of her.

Richard is in Albany with his family. Eliza Cary who
you have heard spoken of frequently is married to a man
whose character is about on a par with Harries the mason
and who’s profession is the same. Isaac tells me that he
sent me an Hundred Dollars by the last mail. You will
open the letter and use the money, of course—you will
distinguish it from the others by the post mark.— I have
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this moment heard that Caroline Smith has lost her
Grandmother Smith.

I shall commence my improvements to-morrow morn-
ing and intend if possible to improve my time so as to be
able to start for home in a fortnight.

I wish you would pay Cornell’s bill for the Harness,
taking his receipt in.

Company prevents my writing more. Kiss our babe
and rest assured of my affection.

James Cooper.

They are all in the dumps that you did not come along.

TO MRS. COOPER, MAMARONECK

Fenimore, June 30th, 1814

Although I have already put one letter into the office
to-day, and it will not be mailed until this is ready, I
cannot resist the desire I feel to be scribbling to you
again, so that in the place of one you will receive two
letters on the same day. Owing to an alteration in the
mail I missed the proper time to send my letter—conse-
quently you will receive a disappointment for a few
days.— In the other I send you Forty Dollars, which
will make about Seventy in the whole—if this should not
be enough you will write to me without reserve. If there
is anything I have a right to complain of in your conduct
as a wife, it is in too much hesitation in applying for that
portion of your pecuniary supplies which is to be more
particularly applied to your own use. I find no fault with
your economy—but I would have you always apply to me
without the least reserve, and would also have you believe
that the spending of no money is more pleasant to me
than that which contributes to your comfort. I will en-
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close you more before I come down—you can then use it
as you want it or not. In my last I mentioned the death
of Jesse Starr. Mr. Barns if not dead will most probably
drop off in the course of the day. I was in there this momn-
ing with Mr. Smith—Barns was then very low, hardly
alive. Orrin Ingalls was buried yesterday; he has, you
may recollect, been very ill with consumption a long
while.— In other respects we are all doing very well.—
They are painting the house to-day—the colour the same
as the Barn.— 1st.— I write a little every day to re-
lieve ennui, as writing to you is next to communing with
and seeing you.— I received no letter from you last night,
although I certainly expected one. I suppose you so much
engrossed by your Friends that they give you little time
to yourself. Of this I cannot complain after having had
you entirely my own for the preceding year. We have
had no rain for two weeks; everything is suffering
greatly.— I am fearful our crop of hay will be but small.
Our corn looks well, other crops tolerably.— Mr. Lovell
has become at last something like a regular inmate in our
house and I will assure you his company is no little relief
to my leisure hours. We both called on Barns this mom-
ing; he is yet alive though I don’t think he can last 24
hours longer.— Old Mr. Brooks died yesterday; he was
I believe turned of eighty. We continue very well and
under the circumstances as happy as can be expected in
two widowers bewitched. Poor Smith came down this
morning and said that when he woke this morning, hear-
ing Mr. Carey’s boy, he sprang up thinking it was his
own child. To tell the truth I have turned round several
times myself to catch our Sue-sue when the young rascal

has pitched his pipes; it has however worn off very much
lately.—



86 CORRESPONDENCE OF [1814

2nd. The weather still continues very fine, although a
little rain would be a very good thing.— You have now,
my Dear Susan, been absent from home near three weeks;
in about three more I think you will see me, if nothing
should happen; that is, you will consent to return by the
middle of August, the time Mr. Carey says you have set
for your return. How fondly I anticipate the meeting I
will not attempt to describe or you will hurry to the
direction of my letter, to see if you have not got an o/d
one directed to Miss S. A. De L. Isaac and John Morris
start on the §th for St. Lawrence; how long he will be
absent from his family at this juncture I cannot say—I
should say that a month would be a long time. Ic., how-
ever, knows best.

I am clearing the Lawn, burning stumps, etc.; we have
already made great alterations in its appearance, but hay
harvest and the house put me back so much that you will
find but few of the anticipated improvements completed.
Kiss our sweet babe for me and remember to the Family
yours with the fondest esteem

James Cooper.

FROM JOHN W. KEARNY

New Rochelle 27th Septmr 1814

Dear Cooper

Yesterday I recvd yr letter inclosing a fifty Dollr Bank
note of Trenton Bank N Jersey, being balance on the
Two sheep bot of me and wh with those you had pur-
chased of Mr LeRoy, I hope may get safe to y* farm—
Since the Banks came to a determination not to pay out
specie, there has arisen a general mistrust and refusal to
take each others notes, and they even refuse at Newark,
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to take the Bills of Brunswick and Trenton Banks, tho in
the same state, and there is no knowing when this business
will end—I mention this to put you on y* guard agt
taking Bills, as we have all been accustomed to do prior
to this gloomy time, and situation of our affairs—

Please present my best respects to y* wife and believe
me with esteem

YrH St
John W Kearny

Mr. James Cooper, Cooperstown

FROM J. P. DE LANCEY

Mamaroneck, October 21%t, 1814
My dear James

Sam and Abraham both want to be sold, do you want
either or both of them, the price is £100 for each, the
former went to town for a week to try and get some body
to purchase him, but could get nobody to give more than
forty pounds for him, the other is to go as soon as we get
through our fall work.

I seldom hear from Tom he is so busy in drilling his
men, and I believe he is now on a tour of duty at Harlem
throwing up works, he and Edward expect commissions
in Governor Tompkins’s new Levies. The report of the
day (from the Committee of defence) is, that the Brit-
ish are expected this fall; for my own part I do not be-
lieve it, I think the season is too late for this year, what
next spring may produce I do not know. Do you want a
sober steady man to take care of your sheep and poultry %
as we expect to be out of place next summer—We are
all well—as are the boys—

I must now conclude to you and write a few lines to
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your better half and Caroline as mother is too busy reel-
ing yarn to write by this days post—
Adieu and believe me ever affectionately yours

J P De Lancey
James Cooper Esqr, Cooperstown.

FROM WILLIAM JAY

Bedford, 20th June, 1820

Dear James,

I see by the papers recd by the last mail, that I am
appointed First Judge. I am very sensible of the friendly
part you have taken, in procuring this appointment for
me; and I beg you will accept my sincere acknowledge-
ments for this and the many other marks of kindness you
have shewn me.

That our friendship which commenced in boyhood,
may continue uninterrupted through life, and be finally
perfected in another and better world, is the earnest wish

of
Your affecte friend
William Jay
James Cooper Esqr, Scarsdale

William Jay was a son of Chief Justice Jay, who was governor
of New York from 1795 to 1801. He was at school with Cooper
at St. Peter’s in Albany, and with him at Yale College, where he
graduated in 1807.

He was born in 1789, the year of Cooper’s birth, and died in
1848. Judge Cooper and Governor Jay were friends, and for fifty
years their sons, William Jay and Fenimore Cooper, were very
intimate.
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FROM WASHINGTON IRVING TO CHARLES WILEY

London, March 6th, 1822
My dear Sir,

I have muslaid your letter on the subject of Tke Spy,
which prevents my replying to the particulars of it,
though I may to the general purport. 1 received your
letter at a time when I was confined to my room by an
indisposition that has afflicted me for many months, and
has rendered me incapable of attending to any business.
I did not see Mr. Murray until some time afterwards,
when he informed me that he had shewn the novel to Mr.
Gifford, who, however, did not give a sufficiently favour-
able report to induce him to publish it. I procured the
novel from him and offered it to Mr. Colburn. He told
me he had published the previous novel by the same
author, and had been promised to have the publication
of this one, a copy of which he had been expecting. It was
now, he said, too late, as another Bookseller (Mr.
Whitaker) has got hold of a copy and put it to press—
and in fact the work appeared a few days afterwards.

I regret extremely that the work had not been sent to
Colburn in the first instance. He is a fashionable pub-
lisher, liberal in his prices and anxious to get American
works of merit, whereas Murray is precisely the worst
man that an American work can be sent to. He has the
offer of almost every thing that is choice, and is extremely
fastidious and he is surrounded by literary advisers who
are prejudiced against any thing American. I have more
than once been requested to offer American works to him
such as [illegible], Mr. Tudor’s work, etc., but he has
always declined them, after causing a considerable loss of
time by neglecting or forgetting to answer my applica-
tions, I happening to be absent from London at the time.
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The best course for authors in America to take would
be to send manuscript copies of their works to Mr. John
Miller, Bookseller, Fleet Street, and request him to dis-
pose of them to the best advantage. He is a worthy and
obliging man and to be depended upon in every way. He
is in the American business, and disposed to do every
thing to serve Americans. A book should not be first
printed, if the author wishes to get a price for it, as the
booksellers know they cannot [torn] a copyright and may
be printed upon by other publishers.

I have not heard what sale the work has had. It has
been out but a very few days and I have been confined to
the house by indisposition. I have read it with great inter-
est, and think it ought to have success on both sides of
the water.

With best wishes I am, my dear Sir,

Very truly yours,
Woashington Irving.

Mr. Wiley, Bookseller, Wall Street, New York.

FROM RICHARD H. DANA

Cambridge, April 2, 1823
Sir,

As I venture to write you without having the pleasure
of a personal acquaintance, I am put into a somewhat
awkward situation—that of introducing myself. Or to be
rid of this I will, if you please, refer you to your pub-
lisher, Mr. Wiley; who was also my publisher during
my short, winter day of authorship.

A man is said to take a good deal upon himself, who
tells another how much he is gratified with what that
other has done. Nevertheless, I cannot read two such
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works as T'he Spy and The Pioneers, and hold my tongue.
I must be allowed to express to you in a few words how
grateful I am to you for the deep interest I was made to
take in your two stories, and to say something of the de-
light and variety of delight they gave me.

I know that reading is now a sort of fashion, and that
the great object is to be first in the fashion, and in order
to do that, to be the first in getting a new publication, the
first in getting thro’ it, the first to talk about it, the first iz
talking about it, to shew that from the time we took it in
hand we were mainly intent upon the way in which to
make it clear how much cleverer we were than the author,
and how much better we understood his business than he
himself did. Now this is selfish and insincere, and tho’ it
may sometimes help one to be ingenious, it is pretty sure
to make him unsound. To an honest man, who reads a
book for the good it may do him, it gives the heartache to
be obliged to listen to the overmuch talk of this kind, so
that in his fits of impatience, he sometimes almost wishes
he might say with eloquent Leatherstocking, “I never
read a book in my life.” As I am not one of these active,
ambitious spirits, nor of the number of those who read as
“Hiram Doolittle” planned, by the “square rule,” but
read simply to be improved and entertained and made
comfortable, I always feel more or less of gratitude
towards the author who does this for me. And if he fills
my mind with material beauties, and stirs me with the
eloquence of the passions, as you have done, I long to tell
him of it. No man can be so moved without being brought
into something like a relationship with the writer—a
relationship of minds;—a very convenient sort of rela-
tionship, too, for the author, as he may acknowledge it or
not, just as he pleases.
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It is a good thing for us that you have taken such a
course. You are doing for us what Scott and Miss Edge-
worth are doing for their homes. Living so near to the
times you are describing, being acquainted with people
who were actors in them and eye witnesses, and being able
from what remains of those days to judge what was their
character, your works impress us with all the sincerity of
matter of fact; and the creative powers of the mind seem
to present us only actual truths brightened or softened
by the atmosphere that surrounds them. You have a
double hold on posterity; for curiosity will act stronger
and stronger upon them as time goes forward. How pleas-
ing must it be to you, when not able even to conjecture
what in a little while will take the places of all you are
now looking on, or what will then be doing where you
now stand, to reflect that your descriptions of these pass-
ing things will remain the same, and your characters still
live and act,—to see even thro’ earthly things how im-
mortal is the mind! When “Old Mortality” will not be
able to read the gravestone over you, the thoughts and
sensations of the soul which you have sent out into the
world will still be keeping on their bright, mysterious
course thro’ crowds of living, busy men. To love fame for
this takes away vanity from our love, and makes it sacred.
What a full and true description you have given of a
newly settled village in a new country. Such a motley
company huddled together, yet all distinctly marked and
individual, and every one as busy as can be, as always is
the case in such a place. (Honest Major Hartmann in his
sky blue coat is but a visitor and remarker, and of course,
not as busy as the rest, always excepting his share in
Mistress Hollister’s good cheer.) There is your bustling,
vain Jack-at-all-trades, Richard, Ben, Aggy, and Brown
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at the shooting match. Miss “Remarkable,” a most happy
instance of one of the thousands of those beings to be
found anywhere amongst us, who let themselves out to
make themselves and the family as uncomfortable as pos-
sible—and there is Miss—*I will call her Betsey,” full
of spirit and beauty, and the dying Indian. The stout,
honest-hearted “Billy Kirby”—how well he became that
picturesque scene at the sugar brush.

I was heartily glad too at meeting again with Mis-
tress Flanigan, of whom Miss Edgeworth gives so good
a character. No one could have mistaken her when she
came up to the sleigh, as Mrs. Hollister, or in that admir-
able scene with her husband in their public room after
church on Christmas eve.

How could Miss Edgeworth be guilty of so very
superficial an observation as that made by her on Harvey
Birch? If a character is marked, like Birch, with strong
passions and deep sentiment, it matters not a farthing
what’s his occupation, or whether he dies on a gallows or
in a bed of state. When shall we lay aside our vulgar
notions of refinement and trust to the honest emotions of
the heart! Miss E. is as unfortunate in her instances as
in her doctrine. Birch /s interesting, intensely interesting,
and as to Major André (of whom one of her mothers
knew something) there never was an individual, who in
so short a time and without any remarkable art on his
part, created such a deep and lasting and general sym-
pathy—a sympathy strong enough to outlive even the
mawkish lament of a Seward.

I have run unawares into particulars; yet I cannot
close without a parting word to “Leatherstocking.” Could
we hear such preachers as Natty when in the boat on the
Lake, would not the world be better than it is? Grand
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and elevated as he is, making him so is no departure from
truth. He read in a book filled with inspiration, look on it
where we will. But, alas, too few feel the inspiration
there—or scarcely in that other Book which God has
given us. Natty’s uneducated mind, shown us in his pro-
nunciation and use of words belonging to low life,
mingled with his inborn eloquence—his solitary life—
his old age, his simplicity, and delicate feelings, create a
grateful and very peculiar emotion made up of admira-
tion and pity and concern. So highly is his character
wrought that I was fearful lest he would not hold out to
the end. But he does grow upon us to the very close of the
last scene, which is, perhaps, the finest, certainly the most
touching in the book. A friend of mine said at Natty’s
departure, “I longed to go with him.”

Stranger as I am to you I should not have ventured on
this letter, had not Mr. Allston (whose name as an artist
must have often reached you) encouraged me to it. If it
is taking too great a liberty, I must throw part of the
fault on him, and plead my good intentions in excuse for
the rest.

Allow me to add that my few literary friends feel
grateful for the pleasure you have given them, and for
what you are doing for the literary character of our coun-
try. The voice of praise will, I doubt not, soon reach you
from the other side the water, tho’ it should not come to

you down the Connecticut and thro’ the Sound from the
friends and relatives of Hiram Doolittle and Dr. Todd.

With every apology
I remain, Sir, Y’r grateful reader,

and humble Ser’vt
Rich’d H. Dana.
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FROM JOHN MILLER
69 Fleet Street, June 28, 1823
Sir,

I am favoured with your letter of the 2oth May, by my
friend Mr. Matthews. I have not yet been able to com-
municate with Mr. Murray on the subject of Tke
Pioneers, but will do so as soon as possible, and let you
know the result. I cannot at all account for his extraordi-
nary inattention to your letters. Although The Pioneers
has not succeeded greatly, it must still have had a very
good sale. I should suppose a profitable one; it is not
quite so popular as T ke Spy, because not quite so gener-
ally understood. I shall be truly happy to reprint T ke
Pilot, but as there is no security for the Copyright, can
only propose to do so on the sharing plan. Murray has no
means of preventing other Booksellers from printing T'%e
Pioneers, although I hope there is too much good feeling
among the Trade to make such an act probable. Should
the work reach me in October it can be got out in plenty
of time to come into the Christmas accounts, and you can
have a settlement early in the next year, say February,
and the balance remitted to you, or paid to your order.
When I propose a sharing plan, I mean of course, as to
the profits; you will have nothing to do with the expense,
supposing (a very improbable case) that the work does
not clear itself. If you are satisfied with the plan I have
proposed, you will please to favour me with the first
Volume, as soon as it is printed, and also the second.

I hope it is unnecessary to add, that any arrangement
I enter into with you shall be punctually and honour-
ably fulfilled; my kind friends Messrs. Hone—Coles—
Weeks—Price—Ely and Halleck, will, I flatter myself,
give you satisfaction on this point.
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With thanks for your letter, I am, Sir,
Your Obt Servt.—
John Miller

James Cooper Esq., New York

TO HIS ENGLISH PUBLISHER, 1826 [coPY]

Dear Sir,

Carey Published The Mohicans on the 6th of Febru-
ary, about 10 days earlier than I had anticipated. As I
sent you, however, duplicates of the 24 volume nearly a
month before, I presume you will not be far behind him.
I do not know whether I desired you to sell a copy to the
translators, on your own account, or not, but I sincerely
hope I did; for it being out of my power to profit by such
a sale, I could wish you to get something for yourself.
The book is quite successful in this Country; more so, I
think, than any of its predecessors.

I intend to sail from here some time in the month of
June, either for France or Italy; which, I have not yet
determined. As I shall be accompanied by Mrs. Cooper,
and my family, it is my intention to remain in Europe a
year or two. My object is my own health and the instruc-
tion of my children in the French and Italian languages.
Perhaps there is also a little pleasure concealed in the
bottom of the Cup. Before I go, I shall apprise you of
my movements, as I intend to appear, again, in the field.
Perhaps I may be able to secure a right in England for
the next book. At all events, I hope to see you before I
return.

I see by our papers that Pilot has been printed by some
adventurer or other. Is there no way of stopping this?
We are about to alter our law, and I hope to make it more
liberal to Foreigners. Verplanck (the author) is in Con-
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gress, and chairman of the Committee. He is a friend,
and indeed, connexion of mine, and has written me on
the subject. As I shall go to Washington in a few days,
I hope to be in time to throw in a hint to that effect.
There are some strong Literary men in both Houses at
present, and as the President is a good deal of a Scholar,
I am in hopes a more liberal policy than heretofore will
prevail.

Will you have the goodness to get a set of The Mohi-
cans neatly bound, and send it to the Hon. E. G. Stan-
ley, the eldest son of Lord Stanley. I know no better way
of distinguishing him. He is a member of Parliament,
and after his father, the next heir to the Earldom of
Derby. It is the Gentleman who was in this Country last
year. He and I were together in the caverns at Glens
Falls, and it was there I determined to write the book,
promising him a copy. Send it with a note, saying that
you were requested to do so, by the Author.

[J. F. C.]

DEWITT CLINTON TO HENRY CLAY

Albany, 4 March, 1826
Sir
James Cooper, Esqr of New York State, whose writ-
ings have reflected honor not only on himself, but our
Country, is desirous of a Consular appointment and he
prefers a station on the Mediterranean. Believing you
disposed to encourage American talent, I have taken the
liberty of recommending him to your favorable notice as
a gentleman every way worthy of it.
I am yours very respectfully,
DeWitt Clinton.
The Honorable Henry Clay, Secretary of State
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FROM DEWITT CLINTON

Albany, 4 March, 1826
Dear Sir

Your letter has not been answered as soon as I intended
owing to an attack of Influenza which distributes from
its presence not pestilence and war but blue devils and
ennui. I now enclose a recommendation direct to the
Secretary of the State which I hope may realize your
objects.

I thank you for your last work [The Last of the
Mohicans]. Knowing all the localities it has impressed
me as an admirable graphic description and I think that
your power of exciting terror, points out Tragedy to you
as a field of adaptation to your mind. I am however well
aware that the Drama and Romance are not considered
congenial. With my best wishes for your increased
prosperity

I am your friend
DeWitt Clinton
James Cooper Esq, New York

FROM HENRY CLAY

Department of State, Washington, 26 May, 1826.
Sir,

The President, by and with the advice and consent of
the Senate, having appointed you Consul of the United
States for the City of Lyons in France, I have the honour
of enclosing herewith your Commission accompanied with
printed Circular Instructions, and a Blank Consular
Bond, which last you will execute, and return to this
Department, taking care to have a Certificate from the
District Attorney of the State in which the Sureties
reside, subjoined to the Bond, that they are in his opinion
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sufficient, before it is transmitted to this office. Be pleased
to acknowledge the receipt of your Commission as soon as
it reaches You.
I am very Respectfully
Sir,
Your Obedient Servant,
H. Clay

James Fenimore Cooper, Esq.r
Consul of the United States
for the City of Lyons in France.

FROM LORD PONSONBY TO COMMODORE J. D. ELLIOTT

Tuesday, 13th June, 1826.
My Dear Sir

I beg you will accept my best thanks for the Books for
Lady Ponsonby.

We both of us partake strongly of the admiration
which prevails universally in England for the Works of
your eminent countryman and feel sure that in these, to
us new, productions of his genius we shall find additional
reasons for that sentiment.

I regret very much and hope you will excuse my delay
in paying my respects to you on board your Frigate, but
in addition to the pressure of public business occasioned
by the sailing of the Briton and The Packet about to take
place I have been suffering from indisposition.

I have the honor to be
My Dear Sir
Your most obedt
Humble Servant
Ponsonby
Commodore Elliott
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FROM LAFAYETTE
La grange July 24 1826
With much pleasure I Hear that Mr. and Mrs.
Cooper and their family were expected last night in paris.
How long they intend to remain there before they take
the Road to the South I do not know. But I Hope it will
not be out of their line of arrangements to grant some
time to the inhabitants of La grange. My daughters,
grand daughters, and son join in the request; and I, who,
altho’ Mr. Cooper was one of the first New York friends
I Had the gratification to take by the Hand, Have much
regretted not to Have more opportunities to enjoy His
Company, I Beg Leave to Sollicit a Compensation in
His kind visit. I Have the Honor to offer to Him, His
Lady, and family my Highest regard.
. Lafayette
A Monsieur Coopers Hétel
Montmorency Rue St. Marc
a paris

TO WILLIAM JAY

Paris, Faub. St. Germain, Rue St. Maur.
Nov. 12. [1826]

My Dear Mr. Jay

If you know Mrs. Auger she can tell you all about
our place of residence, when you say to her that we have
the apartments formerly occupied by M. Tiejart. They
quarrelled, and some allowances must be made for her
description. I delivered your letter to IMrs. Robertson,
and there the affair has ended, and must end, for to be
frank with you (you know I am a plain dealer) both
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Mrs. Cooper and myself think that she has been so
pointedly indifferent, especially under our particular cir-
cumstances, as to make it incumbent on Mrs. C. to re-
ceive any future advances that she may choose to make,
a little coldly. By the bye, your cousin has a pretty good
house, well furnished, keeps a coach, and there the matter
ends. Had she been a good motherly old woman (for she
is the latter, in spite of all her efforts to the contrary) she
might have won our hearts, but we are, as you well know,
neither to be caught nor to be awed by airs. The wife of
our Minister here, Mrs. Brown, is a different sort of
woman. She lives in a splendour that is even imposing in
Paris, and entertains freely and richly. In addition to
this, she is a good natured kind hearted woman. The
Minister lives in the Palais Bourbon, a building that was
erected by one of the former petty Princes of Italy, the
Prince of Monaco, from whom it has passed thro’ Talley-
rand, the Duchess of Bourbon and into the hands of
Mademoiselle d’Orléans, who is the present proprietor.
The Browns are, however, compelled to quit it, as their
lease is out, and the Orléans family intend to fit it up for
the Duke de Chartres, the heir of that branch of the
Bourbons. As I know you like a little quality binding, I
shall give you an account of a dinner I was at, there, as
late as yesterday. It was a great honour to be present,
being one of the regular diplomatic entertainments, at
which it is uncommon to find any one lower in rank than
a Chargé d’affaires. But Mrs. Brown, who is good
nature itself, saw fit to ask Dr. and Mrs. Jarvis, Mrs.
Cooper and myself. My wife could not go on account of
Caroline, but I attended and filled one of the end seats,
as an extra attaché. The first thing will be to give you a
list of the company; I shall commence on my own left,
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and you will recollect I sat at the foot of the table, or
rather at one end, there being no foot, Mr. and Mrs.
Brown occupying the centres opposite to each other, 2 /a
mode frangaise—To begin: M. de Ischann, Chargé
d’affaires of Switzerland. Next, the Baron de Werther,
Envoy and Minister of Prussia—next, Mr. Gallatin,
En. and Min. U. S. to England—next, the Count Pozzo
di Borgo, Ambassador of Russia—next, the Countess
Appoloni, wife of the Austrian Ambassador—next, the
Count de Villéle, Prime Minister of France—next,
Mrs. Brown—next, the Baron de Damas, Minister of
foreign affairs for France—next, Lady Viscountess
Granville, wife of the English Ambassador—next,
Count Appoloni, Austrian Ambassador—next, Mrs.
Gallatin—next, Lord Viscount Granville, Eng. Am.—
next, the Baroness de Werther—next, Mr. Sheldon, the
Secretary of Legation—next, Marquess of Clauricarde,
son-in-law of Mr. Canning—next, Miss Gallatin—next,
the Baron Fagal, Netherland’s Minister and Envoy—
next, Mrs. Jarvis—next, Mr. Canning, Prime Minister
of England—next, the Countess de Villele—next, Mrs.
Brown—next, the Baroness de Damas—next, M.
Macchi, Archbishop of Nisibic and Nuncio of the
Pope—next, Mrs. Canning—next, the Duke de Villa-
hermosa, Spanish Ambassador—next, Dr. Jarvis—next,
your humble servant—in all 26.—I went early, as an
attaché, or what is the same thing, an “ami de maison.”
Dr. and Mrs. Jarvis made their appearance soon after—
so we were six Americans all ready for the strangers.
While we were chatting the Groom of the Chambers
announced unexpectedly Monsignior le Nonce—a re-
spectable looking ecclesiastic entered and, after paying
his compliments to Mrs. Brown, bowed politely round,
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and during the rest of the evening gave himself no airs.
You will recollect that, in all catholic countries, the
Pope’s Nuncio ranks next the Blood Royal. He was
dressed in his ordinary clerical robes, with an Arch-
bishop’s hat, and a splendid chain, from which was sus-
pended a cross of the purest gold. His zout ensemble was
exceedingly pleasing.—After him the company came in
very fast, and by half after six the dinner was announced.
I saw little difference in the manner of reception of our
own country, excepting that every body is, as you know,
announced, and that the ladies all entered and departed
in front of their beaux, instead of leaning on their arms,
as with us. The freedom gives the woman a better oppor-
tunity of showing her grace, but it has not a delicate or
ladylike appearance. They all wore chip hats with
feathers, but were not richly attired. The men also were
plain, with the exception of stars. Of these there were
plenty, some of them wearing the badges of three or four
orders. Of the Diplomatic Corps, our own Minister, the
Chargé d’affaires of Switzerland, and Mr. Canning were
the only members who did not appear with some order.
Lord Granville wore, I believe, the Star of the Garter
or the Bath; the Count de Villéle that of the St. Esprit;
Pozzo di Borgo had two or three of different nations;
and the Spaniard was exceedingly rich in jewels. Dr.
Jarvis was the only gentleman in br:—the rest were in
dress pantaloons. There was no formality observed ex-
cept that the French Prime Minister handed Mrs.
Brown to the table, and Le Nonce, la Baronne de
Damas, and Mr. Canning, who is on neutral ground here,
kept a little back and then, perceiving that Miss Gallatin
and Mrs. Jarvis were left, he motioned to Lord Clauri-
carde to take the former, and led the latter himself.—
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You will see that each gentleman took a seat next the
lady he conducted. The Duke de Villahermosa led Mrs.
Canning, your humble servant led the—rear. The conver-
sation was low, and never extended beyond the third or
fourth person. The party was gay, and very talkative,
laughing freely, tho’ not loud. In short, in this particular,
it differed in no respect from a well bred collection at
home. The most remarkable pair in the room were Pozzo
and Gallatin. These two men were both adventurers in
foreign countries, both remarkable for their powers in
conversation, both cunning, successful, and one repre-
senting the greatest despotism and the other the greatest
republic in the world. They sat together and talked
freely to each other. Lady Granville, who is a sister of
the Duke of Devonshire, is a showy woman, though a
little coarse in her person. Mrs. Canning is in the oppo-
site extreme, being as thin or even thinner than my wife.
Villéle is a mean looking man, bearing a strong resem-
blance to the late Caleb Biggs—tho’ his eye is livelier
and has more cunning. Loord Granville is a fine looking
man, but is not graceful; Mr. Canning perfectly plain
with a very fine eye, bald head, and of a middling stature,
plain and gentleman-like enough, but with nothing strik-
ing in his manner. After dinner he did me the honour to
desire Mr. Gallatin to present me, and I had ten min-
utes’ talk with him. He is very English, but evidently
looks at the U. S. with some interest. He enquired very
particularly after his neighbour at the table, Mrs. Jarvis,
and seemed struck with her appearance and conversation.
His son-in-law is a tall, thin, boyish looking young man
of four-and-twenty who seems not more than twenty,
genteel, but nothing more as to exterior. His name is
De Baugh, and he was the oldest Irish Earl, until he
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married Miss Canning, since when he has had an ancient
Marquisate of his family revived and has been also made
an English Peer. I had nothing to say to him. The
Baroness de Damas is a little hump backed, vulgar look-
ing woman, of some great family, who did nothing but
snigger and chat with Monsignior le Nonce, as she called
him; she wore around her neck a string of large gold
beads, perfectly plain, that I should think was near six
feet long; they were unquestionably connected with her
religion. It was a fast day in the church and I watched
his lordship the Nuncio, to see if he tasted any of the
forbidden things, but French cookery is a fine cloak in
these matters. For myself, I always eat at random, and
some awful compound it is occasionally my lot to en-
counter! The courses are first placed on the table, and
then dish after dish is taken to a side board, or table
rather, carved and handed to the company, the servant
naming the dish as he presents it. The same with the
wine, and everything but the fruits, to which you may
sometimes help yourself. I had nothing to do except to
eat and converse. The entertainment was exceedingly
splendid, and reckerché—Turbot, salmon, Pheasants, and
all those sorts of things beautifully served and well
cooked. There were twelve footmen. I have been at
several entertainments here, but to none equal to this.

FROM THE LUNCH

New York, Nov. 25, 1826
To
“J”” the Constitution of the “Bread and Cheese.”
We your dutiful and affectionate Commissioners, most
graciously nominated, appointed, authorized, and en-
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joined, by our dear and ever venerated Constitution, to
convoke and convene the Great Diet of the Bread and
Cheese Lunch, deem it our bounden duty promptly to
communicate to Your Patriarchal Highness, an account
of the measures and proceedings touching our momentous
charge :—

But in the first place we beg leave to premise, that a
few weeks before the reception of the Commission,
divers members of our Association of good report and of
great sedateness and sobriety, having grown weary of our
long and inglorious summer vacation, and languishing for
the return of the festive and hilarious hours of the “Bread
and Cheese,” and at the same time instigated and influ-
enced by our two Honorable Representatives in Congress
whose avocations at Washington were soon to call them
away from the luxuries of the Lunch, repeatedly ex-
pressed and made known their desires and longings to
your Secretary and Treasurer, and finally urged their
wishes in a strain of most “petitionary vehemence.”

Your Secretary and Treasurer, not imagining that the
manifold and arduous duties of your Consulship, could
possibly allow you leisure so early to turn your attention
to Cis-Atlantic concerns, yielded to the clamorous and
pathetic importunities of their Brethren, and convoked
a meeting on the fifth day of October at Washington
Hall.

At the fourth subsequent meeting, the arrival of the
Commission being announced, it was instantly resolved,
that a High Lunch be held the succeeding week, for the
especial purpose of opening the Commission in due
form:—

This was promptly carried into effect, and at the
appointed hour twenty seven members were seen to sur-
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round the stately Loaf that sublimely surmounted the
majestic Cheese, while six decanters of Madeira poured
forth a rich and joyous libation to our ever honored
Constitution.

It was on this evening, Sire, that a perplexing dilemma
presented itself to the Lunch. Thursday had been found
to be an inconvenient time for our Sessions at Washing-
ton Hall by reason of some prior appropriations made by
our Host, and yet Thursday was the day expressly desig-
nated in the Commission. But an ingenious expedient
was fortunately suggested by one of our learned mem-
bers which immediately dissipated the difficulty. It was
merely to imitate the contrivance of the renowned Pope
Gregory alias Tom Gregory, in altering the calendar; but
instead of abolishing and extinguishing eleven whole days
and nights, it was proposed merely to change the name of
a single day, pro hac vice, and call Tuesday, Thursday.
This happy idea reconciled the most scrupulous and con-
scientious adherents of the Constitution to the change,
because they were convinced that in this there was not the
slightest deviation from the strict letter of our sacred
Charter.

Sire,

We have much interesting matter to communicate to
you relative to the state of our Society, the spirit of our
meetings, and the fortunes of our individual members.
One of our oldest has gone on a voyage to South Amer-
ica; another has recently submitted his willing neck to
the easy yoke of Hymen: two have been re-elected Rep-
resentatives in Congress, and a third was on the point of
being chosen a member of the State Assembly.

As to the election of new members, we have been very
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sparing both of our Bread and Cheese, as will appear in
the margin.*

Having heard, Sire, of the distinguished attention paid
to you by His Most Christian Majesty, as soon as he
knew that the Father of the Lunch had arrived in his
dominions, We intend very shortly to give his Majesty an
expression of our gratitude for his goodness in this par-
ticular, by electing him an honorary member of the
Lunch. Be pleased, Sire, when you next dine with his
Majesty to apprise him of the intended compliment.

It is by this time no doubt well known to you, Sire,
that the good people of France are as yet but imperfectly
acquainted with the extremely difficult art of pronounc-
ing their native language according to those nice and
newly discovered rules of Orthoépy that were settled at
the Lunch before your departure. This interesting fact
coming to the knowledge of the King, could not fail, we
imagine, to make a favorable impression on his Royal
Mind, and might possibly incline him to permit and to
patronize a French Lunch, in his great Metropolis. By
conversing with you, Sire, he would immediately become
conversant with our excellent Constitution, and by recom-
mending our exemplary system of economy, we have no
doubt that a Branch Lunch under yours or his Majesty’s
immediate control, might be formed in Paris, in which all
who belong to the Parent Lunch, might be admitted
honorary members. This would open the way for a most
friendly intercourse between the two Nations, and be
attended with many happy results. Knowing the pro-
pensity of the Savans of France, to pervert and transform

* In the margin: “New members. Philip Hone, Isaac Hone,
Dr. Augustine Smith, Hugh Maxwell, Professor James Dean,
James Campbell (Surrogate), Dr. John B. Stevenson.—”
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English proper names, we most earnestly entreat you,
Sire, to exert all your influence in preventing them from
taking any liberties with the venerable name and title of
our Association. “Le morceau de Pain et de Fromage”
would be as un-dignified, as “Long Tom” changed into
“Tom le Long.”—

We urge this upon you more particularly as due to
your own glory. The name of “Lunch,” is now identified
with that of your Highness, and it will go down to
Posterity in its company—You have thus, Sire, erected
the same solid monument to your own fame, upon Bread
and Cheese, which Napoleon did to the fame of his Vic-
tories in the field of Mars, in the “Marengo de Poulets,”
and Louis le Grand, of his, in those of Venus, in the
“Cotelettes a la Maintenon.”

Respectfully soliciting, Sire, a continuance of your
Epistolary admonitions, and with fervent wishes for your
personal happiness, We subscribe ourselves

Your most dutiful and loyal Commissioners,
I. Morton
Jacob Harvey  Anthony Bleecker
Wm. Gracie Chas. King

FROM THE PRINCESS GALITZIN

Mr. Cooper in his kind note having led me to hope
that he would do me the honor of calling upon me some
day, I should like to know if he has at his disposal next
Wednesday evening, and having been told that Mrs.
Cooper is in Paris, I should be glad if she would be of
the party.

If my health permitted me to go out I should have
already been to see her. If Wednesday is not convenient
for Mr. and Mrs. Cooper, I beg that they will be so
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kind as to name another day this week, for I am always
at home, and I beg them to accept my compliments.
La Princesse de Galitzin.
Rue de Verneuil
No. 29 I give you my address again,
for I do not think that Mr. Cooper has kept my note,
as I
(Translation.)

FROM THE PRINCESS GALITZIN

I am very sorry, My dear Sir, to hear that you are
not well. How are you to-day? I, too, was not able to
attend the performance yesterday, as Caumont arrived
at six o’clock, from Russia: he came at once to me and we
spent the whole evening en famille. The performance was
superb, Mme. Mars in both plays, and the box unoc-
cupied!

I hope that I can make up for all that on Monday;—
then—1I hope that you will come to me to-morrow % Mrs.
Cooper may dance a little to the harpsichord; they tell
me she is fond of dancing—but this is not a ball. It is my
daughter’s birthday, and I will introduce her husband to
you.

With kind remembrances, my dear Sir.—

P.S. I am glad to let you see that I know English. 4
propos—is Reedwod by you? I find it listed under your
name in a book seller’s catalogue, and the moment I see
“American Novel by Cooper” my heart leaps.

Will you not bring your nephew with you to-morrow ?

To Mr. Cooper
No. 12, Rue St. Maur

(T'ranslation.)
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FROM A LETTER OF MRS. COOPER TO HER SISTER

Paris, November 28th, 1826

Fan is as fat as a little pig—and Mr. Cooper says I
am growing plump, but I believe it is a little french
flattery. I wish I could say the same of him, but he has
had wretched colds, which have made him thin and pale.
This was quite unfortunate, as he has just been sitting
for his picture, for engravings. It is a pretty good one, but
has rather a french look.—They make quite a Lion of
him, and Princesses write to him, and he has invitations
from Lords and Ladies. He has so many notes from the
Princess Galitzin, that I should be absolutely jealous,
were it not that she is a Grandmother. We were at a
Soireé there, the other evening, among Duchesses, Prin-
cesses, Countesses, etc. They danced, some of the Demoi-
selles beautifully; the manners of the French women in
high life are highly polished—and they are perfectly lady
like and well bred—but you would be surprised to hear
how trifling in their conversation; their dress, their Man-
tuamaker, their Marchande de Mode, form the great sub-
ject with them—and they are generally, far from being
pretty or delicate in their appearance, the size of Mrs.
Gilly Brown being far from remarkable among them.
They wear an immense deal of jewelry, and their dresses,
which set beautifully, even on these large ladies, and per-
fectly so on more sizeable ones, are the oddest mixture of
coulours—they appear to give a complete range to their
fancy, and you see yellow, blue, orange, but above all red,
in profusion.—I look at all these things as an amusing
and interesting spectacle—but I must say that so far as I
have been, and all, and whatever I have seen would only
serve to endear the manners, and customs, and above all
the simplicity of our Country.—We were the other day
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at the Bibliothéque du Roi and among a splendid collec-
tion of Cameos, saw some of Queen Elizabeth, which
you must tell Mrs. Commodore Morris, with my love,
look very much like her.—I wish I had time to give you
an account of this Collection of curiosities but I must
leave it for another time.

I must try and find room to tell you, that we saw Sir
Walter Scott repeatedly while He was at Paris. He was
with us several times, and treated Mr. Cooper like a
Son or Younger Brother, in the same vocation. He is a
Giant in form, as He is one in Literature—to you who
are craniologists, I must mention, that his head is uncom-
monly high and narrow. He is very gray—and has a fine
florid, healthy appearance—he talks a great deal and
quotes old Ballads, and Shakespeare, very happily and
pleasantly—and to this I will add that He has quite a
rustic appearance—and still further, but this is for your
private ear alone, that He put me in mind of one of our
country Presbyterian Parsons. Altogether—He looks like
a Man of powerful mind—kind and amiable, as if He
liked fun—and withal very countrified.

A merry Christmas to you all.

FROM WILLIAM JAY

Bedford sth. Jany 1827.

Dear Cooper

I was much amused with the lively picture you give
me, of french Society. It entirely agrees with the opinion
I had previously formed of it. There is I presume no city
in which all the arts that minister to sensual gratification
are carried to greater perfection than in Paris; nor is there
I suspect any city in which there is less real substantial
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happiness enjoyed. Vice and luxury lead to universal
selfishness, and selfishness, by sacrificing the interests and
happiness of others to individual gratification mars and
interrupts the general welfare. I was lately shocked to
find from some official documents, that of all who are
annually born in Paris, one fourth are deserted by their
parents, and of all who die, one tenth end their days in a
hospital. What a frightful picture of vice and wretched-
ness do these facts exhibit! In vain will the nation seek
in the triumphs of its arms, and the splendor of its arts
and sciences, a compensation for this extinction of natural
affection, and this wide spread destitution and suffering.
May our republican simplicity and religious habits never
be exchanged for the magnificence, heartlessness and
wretchedness of France.

You will have heard, before this reaches you, of the
result of our election. I't was unexpected, and astonishing,
and affords another proof of the instability of popular
tavour. Rochester, whose very name was scarcely known
.n the State, nearly succeeded in ousting Mr. Clinton;
and the Bucktails have elected a Lieutenant Govr and
have a majority in both houses of the Legislature. It is
impossible to explain satisfactorily this sudden revolu-
tion in public opinion. Clinton had done nothing since
the last election to render him unpopular, and his friends
could scarcely believe that any serious opposition wd be
made to his election; yet his majority is only about 3000.
Many of his friends have declared for Jackson as the
next Prest in preference to Adams; and it is supposed that
the suspicion that Clinton was opposed to the general
administration had an influence on the election; for it
cannot be doubted that Adams is the choice of New
York. Rochester was known to be a decided Adams man,



114 CORRESPONDENCE OF [1827

and had been appointed by him Sec? of the Panama
Mission.

In this County, the result of the election was as ex-
traordinary as the total result in the State. We gave
Clinton a majority of 300, and Aaron Ward, one of 600
for Congress. Mr. Ward’s competitor was John Haff,
formerly of the Custom House in New York. Jn. Put-
nam had 200 majority. Ward is just now making himself
very conspicuous in Congress. Last summer a free black
man, who had lived in the family of John Owen of Som-
ers, was arrested at Washington, on suspicion of being a
runaway slave, and in pursuance of an execrable law of
the District, notice was given in the public papers, that
unless his owner appeared to claim him he would be sold
as a Slave to pay his Jail fees. A few of us called a
County meeting, at which we passed some strong reso-
lutions, and requested the Gov’ to claim the release of
Horton (the man’s name) as a citizen of this State. Mr.
Clinton, much to his credit, wrote a very proper letter
to the President, claiming Horton as a citizen of New
York, and the man was discharged. Ward has just intro-
duced a resolution instructing the Committee on the Dis-
trict of Columbia to inquire into the circumstances of the
case. The resolution was vehemently opposed by the hot
bloods of the South, and the Mover treated with some
rudeness, but the resolution passed by a large majority,
and Ward has obtained a victory wh does him great
credit. The people of this County have likewise for-
warded a petition to Congress for the abolition of Slavery
in the District. This petition when presented will prob-
ably cause an explosion, but I have no doubt that the
ultimate result will be good.

If in your power, I wish you would give me in your
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next, some information relative to the condition and char-
acter of the french Protestants, and the privileges allowed
them by the Govt. You will recollect that I am a de-
scendant of the Huguenots and on that acct as well as
others feel no small interest in the protestants of France.
I have been informed that they are not now permitted to
erect any new churches, but are allowed to occupy those
already built. Is this correct? I should like to know also
whether protestants are promoted to civil offices; and
whether their schools are in any degree controlled by the
Govt. I am also told that the formation of more Bible
Societies in France has been forbidden.

The present Govt of France appears to be energetic
and prudent, and I have no doubt that the Country en-
joys a degree of prosperity to wh it has long been a
stranger. I hope no revolution will soon disturb its tran-
quillity; but that the rights of the people and the
Monarch will both be preserved. I have no question that
the present Govt is the best for France, and trust and
believe that the people are quite satisfied with the nu-
merous experiments they have made, and that they are not
disposed to make any more.

Remember me very kindly to Mrs. Cooper, and to
Miss Susan; the other children I fear wd not recollect
me. Write to me as often as you can conveniently; and
let me know your plans and occupations. Be assured I
shall read all you write with great pleasure and interest
notwithstanding the labour of deciphering it.

Yours very truly,
William Jay.
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FROM LAFAYETTE

Saturday [probably January or February, 1827]

My dear Sir

Here is the Book You Have expressed a kind wish to
peruse. it Has Been compiled By two young men from
American newspapers and a few private letters; the more
I think of the contemplated plan, and divesting it of
Self as much as I can, the more sensible I am of its
patriotic and general utility. the grand example given to
the world By the institutions and practices of the U. S.
is more than three fourths lost for want of Being properly
exhibited.

I am afraid this colder weather does not agree with
you. let me know How You are and believe me

Your affectionate friend
Lafayette

FROM MRS. JAY

New York, 25th Jany., 1827

You know a Lady’s Curiosity and have taken an effec-
tual method of making me write to You to enquire what
the Secret is between You and Sir Walter. But I think
I have already guessed it. I am delighted that he should
pay you such a compliment. Not that any thing can make
your Friends here think more highly of you, but because
it shews that he has a proper sense of your merit and may
be useful to You in Europe.

You are really in high life and your lively descriptions
almost make one realize the presence of Princes, Ambas-
sadors, etc. Give my love to Mrs. Cooper and tell her it
would gratify us not a little if she would tell us some-



1827] JAMES FENIMORE-COOPER 117

thing of the Ladies and their dresses, which you Gentle-
men esteem of no consequence.

I think I should like the Princess Gallitzin better than
Lady Granville, tho’ from her standing in Society I
should like to have her Character more minutely de-
scribed.

I regret that Mrs. Robertson has not seen more of
you. I am sure you would have been a favorite and expect
yet to hear that you are good Friends. What has become
of Dr. and Mrs. Jarvis? you did not mention them in
your last.

Remember I expect a description of Lia Grange and
of the Marquis at home with a sketch of his family. You
must also tell us of your presentation at Court. But I find
myself dictating. Any thing that comes from your origi-
nal pen will be very acceptable.

I fear we shall not see T'ke Prairie in a long time. A
transition from the gay and brilliant scenes by which you
are surrounded to the wild uncultivated desert Prairie
cannot be easy even to Mr. Cooper’s powers. I hope your
next novel will be a tale of high life in Europe; in it you
may introduce some fine descriptions of Switzerland’s
romantic Scenery, Glaciers, etc. But remember one novel
of which the scene is laid in Europe will be enough. After
that you must return to describing your native land.

You must have been delighted with Sir Walter—does
he converse in the same delightful strain that he writes?
has he an animated and expressive face? I could ask
questions enough to fill several sheets, and write a letter
without telling you what is going on here.

You know there is a fashion for every thing—well,
marrying has been all the rage this season; when you
return there will be few young Ladies whom you can call
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by their names. Susan Fish and Daniel LeRoy—Charles
King and Miss Lane head the list. David Jones and
Susan LeRoy are to be married in a fortnight. I believe
you know the latter Gentleman, tho’ you would hardly
recognize him dancing a cotillion. Many other Couples
have gone and are going to Hymen’s Altar.

Tell Mrs. Cooper her Friends are all well. Martha was
at a ball at our house not long since. I met Mrs. Dewint
at the Atheneum a short time ago; she looked very well.
Mr. Bradish as a great favor shewed us the first sheets
you sent out, and I began to take a great interest in the
tale when it was interrupted. Mary hopes Ellen Wade
is not to be the heroine. Mr. Bradish is a great beau, and
so is Mr. Harvey. The Lunch is still maintained with
spirit.

We are having a very gay winter, but go out only twice
a week, which Mary (who is making her début) and I
think quite enough. We have had a great many strangers
at our Parties—among others a Russian Prince, an Aus-
trian Marquis, and a French Count. The last is a very
genteel young man, and I am told of a noble family—his
name is Count de Flamerand; have you heard the name?

The Signorina is singing at the Bowery Theatre and
draws full houses. But to conclude all this trifling, let me
assure you with great sincerity that we hope at no distant
period to see you again full of anecdote and crowned with
laurels. Mr. Jay and Mary unite with me in kind remem-
brances to you Mrs. Cooper and your Daughters and
believe me sincerely

Your friend and well wisher

Mary Rutherford Jay
J. Fenimore Cooper, Esq., Paris
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FROM LAFAYETTE
Tuesday morn, [ probably February, 1827]

My dear Sir

I Have much regretted, when on my return Home, I
found your card and that of Mrs. Cooper, to Have
missed the pleasure of your kind visit. it Had Been my
Hope to meet you last Saturday at Mr. Brown’s evening
party. I do not despair of the gratification for my family
and myself to see you at our House this evening, But at
all events send to know How you are By the continuation
of this cold weather. I am continually adressed upon the
utility of such a work as the one which you Have told
me you Had not yet quite made up your mind. the other
day the abbé de pradt was, with His usual warmth and
eloquence, expatiating upon the advantages of precisely
the same publication, frame and all, which Has Been the
object of our conversations. I made a general answer. But
How much more should His and every Body else’s feel-
ings Have Been excited, did they suspect who might Be
the author. I am every day vexed at the European igno-
rance of the U. S. this very morning the papers dwell
upon the comparison of the proposed press Bill with what
passes in England with respect to news paper publica-
tions; Heavily enough taxed, you know, while they could
Have availed themselves of what is so much more liber-
ally practised in the United States.

Excuse the scribbling on the other side, and Believe me

Your affectionate friend

Lafayette

A Monsieur Cooper rue St
Maur No. 12
A paris
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FROM LAFAYETTE

Saturday morn. [ February 24, 1827]
Just as You please, my dear Sir, But then we cannot
go Before Wednesday 14th. Because I Have on Tues-
day next a dinner given to me By the young men of those
departments my native country, and Tuesday my evening
party. I Had understood Mr. and Mrs. Brown’s Thurs-
day evening was an usual party, But I think with you
that if it an extraordinary rout we must Both Be there.
No matter when I see you kindly persist in your much

welcome plan. Most truly and affectionately
Yours
Lafayette

Mde. de Maubespin Has Been to talk with the gentle-
man who keeps a pension and will give you an account
of the conversation when you meet. She and Her Sister
are at M. de Tracy’s every Sunday evening no 38 rue
d’anjou

My Best respects to Miss Cooper. the papers say Sir
Walter Scott at a public dinner Has declared Himself
the sole author of His works.

FROM EUGENE SUE

Paris, 3 march [1827]

Monsieur—

Several writers, kind rather than just, have in our
newspapers done me the great honor of comparing one of
my youthful efforts to your admirable and impressive
productions. I know better, Monsieur, than to accept such
praise for a work so imperfect ; but can truly say that the
hope of earning by hard and conscientious labor the right,
later on, to such a glorious comparison, will be the con-
stant aim of my ambition.
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I have in the preface to my book expressed very feebly
the admiration that I feel for the literature that you have
created, for it would require many pages, Monsieur, to
analyze that richness of imagination, that noble patriot-
ism, and above all that ennobling and sublime philosophy,
which mark your genius.

Will you permit me, through the courtesy of Mr. Nay-
ler, to offer you a very crude work, Plik et Plok, which
will convince you, Monsieur, how undeservedly flatter-
ing, as regards myself, our journalists have been, for, like
the poor man of the Gospel, I come away impoverished,
bearing only a few forgotten ears, from the vast and
fertile field of the rich man.

I shall never forget, Monsieur, the kind reception
which you accorded me at Mr. Rivére’s, and should have
come myself to present my book, if I had not feared to
be intrusive, and to waste time so precious for literary
work.

I have the honor to be, with respect and admiration,

Your obedient servant,

Eugéne Sue.

(Translation.)

FROM EUGENE SUE
Monsieur—

I regret exceedingly not to have been at home when
you took the trouble to call.

Not having been more fortunate yesterday, permit me
to write you, to ask if you would like to go on next
Friday to the Panorama of Naverin. It is the best day,
because it is a jour reservé and there are many fewer
people.

If this arrangement should not suit you, or you should
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prefer some other time, I shall be at your commands, only
too happy in the hope of passing a little time with you,
Sir, in explaining to you a battle which only needs an
artist like you to immortalize it in history.

Be so kind as to remember me to Mrs. Cooper, and
believe that, with sentiments of admiration, I have the
honor to be,

Your faithful servant,
Eugene Sue.

(Translation.)

FROM A LETTER OF MRS. COOPER TO HER SISTERS

4 March, 1827

Caroline is quite well again in every respect, excepting
that she remains a little deaf. She applies herself very
diligently to her studies, and improves rapidly. We tell
them that the return to America depends on their im-
provement, and this we find a very powerful excitement
to application with them all. Sue goes on very well with
her painting. She brings us up weekly the heads of great
Men, or great beauties. And they all dance very prettily;
on Monday next they are to be at a little party at the
Marquise de Terze’s, where there is to be a shew of magic
lantern. You must not be alarmed—this will only be the
second time they have been out this winter, excepting
their School ball.—I must tell you a little proof of their
discretion and principles which I think will please you
all.—Bals d’enfants are quite the mode here, and they
are given as often on Sunday as any other day of the
Week. Our little girls have repeated invitations, to those
of the Princess Galitzin, who gives one that day to her
Grandchildren every week—but when it was mentioned
to them, they decidedly refused of themselves, without
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the least interference from their father or me. You will
perhaps say this is not much, but you must recollect where
we are—at Paris, where it was predicted to me, that be-
fore I had been here six months I should have been half
a dozen times to the Opera on Sunday night. But I hope,
and trust, we shall return to our Country, with the same
love and reverence for this holy day, with which we left
it—so far I have refused every invitation, and some of
them from very great folks, for Sunday Parties.—On
Thursday last we were at a great route at [Mrs.
Brown’s—quite a magnificent affair—it was not a ball,
for these consistent people, who dance and sew on Sunday,
would not for the world dance during Lent.—There were
a great many grandees—to begin with the order of prece-
dence, I will first mention the Nuncio, who takes rank of
all Ambassadors—he was accompanied by the ex-Nuncio,
a Cardinal, who wore his cardinal’s hat, of red velvet and
gold, under his arm. The Nuncio himself was known by
his little scarlet scapulaire, which just covers the crown
of his head and to my protestant eyes had a very odd
effect. They have both fine italian faces. Then comes the
Duc and Duchess of Villa Hermosa, the Spanish Am-
bassador and his Sposa—she is pretty—but 1n our Coun-
try, would not be received in decent Society. The Prince
Borghese, who perhaps you will remember, was the
brother-in-law of Bonaparte. He is here on some ecclesi-
astical affair from the Pope, a little fat fellow thicker
than he is long—A great many Duchesses, Princesses,
and Countesses, whose titles I cannot spell, nor could
you read, were I to write them—there was a Marquise
perhaps sixty painted to the eyes, and dressed like a girl
of sixteen with flowers and plumes. She is very rich, and
married not a very great while since, a Young man, who
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was in love with her Daughter. They were generally
splendidly dressed, but very few of them very pretty—
Lady Hunlock, an English woman, and her daughter,
were a good deal remarked; I cannot say that I admire
them very much—they are very large women, so much so
I think as to be unfeminine; the Duke of Devonshire, is
said to think differently, and that he would marry the
Daughter, were it not, that he keeps his title, only on con-
dition of remaining single. Baron Rothchild, the rich jew
Banker, was of the Party—the Count and Countess
Apponyi of the Austrian Embassy—she is a pretty
woman and helps to keep me in countenance, among the
fat beauties, being a little older, and rather thinner than
I am.—They were a great many Americans, and between
them and the Europeans, I will mention our good Gen-
eral La Fayette, and his charming family. His daughter-
in-law, Madame George, is a very sweet woman, and her
daughters are pretty, and amiable; it is impossible to be
more attentive, than they are, to our Countrymen. I like
them very much, and hope to see a good deal of them this
Summer—the General urges us, to come with the whole
family, and pass it with them—this is of course out of the
question—but if we remain where we are, we shall, I
hope, pay them several visits. You will be glad to hear,
that my dear Husband is much better—I think he even
begins to grow a little fatter—he leaves me on wednes-
day for la Grange, where he goes, with the General, to
pass a few days, and I hope the excursion will be of great
service to him—I have not left myself room to say a
word about our Countrymen at the Route of Mirs.
Brown—except that Mrs. Robert Ray’s party, the
Primes and Sands, were of the number—and Gouver-
neur Wilkins, who is talking of Italy and Greece.—
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Remember me to Mrs. Bayley and tell her that she must
not be melancholy, and if she is not well, she must make
the Dr. bring her to france.

With the tenderest affection my own dear sisters for
yourselves and our dear father, most truly your Sister

S.A. F. C.

FROM LAFAYETTE

Paris March 23d. 1827

My dear Sir

My friend and neighbor old Mr. Bastide, whose nephew
transacts business for Mde. [illegible], Has paid Her a
visit, and altho’ she was not determined to let Her coun-
try place of /e B[1llegible], she Has consented to it, and
said many kind things on the occasion. Her wish is to
let the place for twelve months; Her friend Mr. Bastide
observes that there would not Be much difference in the
price which He does not know and waits to mention the
subject until His nephew Has returned from a short
journey and He knows whether you are satisfied with
the premises. He says that for twelve months He sup-
poses the price would Be twelve Hundred francs. I ob-
served that a House could not Be Hired for the double of
time that it is wanted. But of this we might talk in case
the inclosed note appears satisfactory

the furniture is two years old, plain, but perfectly clean
and in good order. the drawing room’s furniture is tapes-
try: Of the remainder He Has also a general good
opinion But cannot particularize. one Bed room Has two
Beds, so is one of the upper rooms. altho those four upper
rooms are destined to servants He Has, when a visitor,
occupied one of them and found it comfortable. there are
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two additional moveable beds that might Be placed in a
room for children. let me add that la grange is in the
vicinity and would receive your supernumerary visitors.
it seems to me that some good arrangement for vegetables
might be made with the Gardner. Let me know How this
at first sight, portends itself to Mrs. Cooper and to you;
because if you see a probability it might suit your purpose,
I will write to morrow to George who is at la grange, and
in consequence of His report, you would decide upon a
personal visit and a negociation with Madame
Most truly and affectionately
Yours
Lafayette

the vicinity of Rosay is very convenient. Not one half
the distance from Rosay to la grange

MRS. COOPER TO HER FATHER

Paris March 23d [1827]

You will be glad to hear, my dear Father, that we are
all pretty well. My dear Husband is looking much better.
He passed the last week with General La Fayette, at La
Grange; and I think the air of the country has been of
service to Him. We dined yesterday with Mr. Welles, a
rich Banker who is an American with a very pretty
American Wife; they have been very attentive to us. We
met the General there with his Son, and Daughter-in-
law, who is a very charming woman. There were a great
many other very smart looking french People, whom I
did not know, and an Englishman, who talked to me of
the talent of my Countryman Cooper, and to Mr. La
Fayette, who sat next us, of the General. It was quite
amusing, when in the course of the conversation, He
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heard us addressed by our names, to see how astounded
he looked, to find he had been expressing his opinion, to
the very individuals of the party, who were the most
closely connected with them; fortunately however he had
only expressed his admiration.—We were the other eve-
ning at a Soirée at the General’s, where we met a great
many distinguished People—Humboldt—Capt. Sabine,
who accompanied Parry in his expedition—Benjamin
Constant, and others. Constant has a very expressive and
interesting face, He talks a great deal, and is said to talk
better than any other Man in France. The Duchesse de
Broglie, asked us to dinner, the other day—my Husband
went, but I did not. I shall go however to some of her
Soirées, to which she has invited us. She is the daughter
of Mdme. de Staél, and Mr. Cooper, found her a very
pleasing Woman with more beauty, but not so much
sense, as her Mother is said to have had. She has however,
what is worth more than either of them, the character, of
being an affectionate Wife, and a correct and delicate
Woman.—We dined not long since with Mrs. Brown,
where we met a good many of the great folks—the pres-
ent and ex-Ambassador from Spain, with their wives—
the Prussian Ambassador with his Countess, a Saxon
nobleman and his Lady, Baron Hyde de Neuville, and
some other great french Personages, male and female,
and among them one of Buonaparte’s Maréchals—they
were decorated with crosses and orders, for the Men
here, wear almost as much jewelry as the females. There
15 no general conversation at a french dinner Party; every
one talks with his Neighbor, in a low voice. They all rise
together, after dinner, and on returning to the Sallon, the
Conversation becomes general, and cheerful. The French
in high Society, are as polished, and elegant in their Man-
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ners, as it is possible, perhaps, to be—and there is cer-
tainly a great charm in it, but there is a great deal of envy
and scandal and low feeling among them, at the same
time, and one cannot help seeing, that a “Lord is but a
Man,” after all. I do not trouble myself much with poli-
tics, but I hear a great deal of discontent and dissatisfac-
tion—the Royal Family here, are not much loved, or
respected—and I have heard them spoken of, with per-
fect contempt, by some of their respectable people—
they look on the King as a superstitious bigot, and a tool
of the jesuits, whom they hate. They are telling horrid
things too of the situation of England, which, were we
to credit what we hear, would be on the eve of a bloody
Revolution. I should think Europe would be sick of
Revolutions—the french are very much ashamed of theirs
and it is never alluded to in Society. So very sensitive are
they on the subject, that they have even succeeded in
establishing it as a breach of good breeding, to make the
most distant allusion to it.

I think it probable, we shall remain in Paris, through
the next Winter and then say good bye to it altogether.
We find our residence here pleasant. Mr. Cooper receives
a great deal of attention, quite as much as inclination
would prompt us, or circumstances make it prudent for
us to accept. He gets paid for his last work, from Eng-
land, France and Germany, which, though not so much
in amount as from America, yet still is a very good
thing.—I could fill another letter with affectionate mes-
sages, but I have only left myself room to say that we all
send our tenderest love to you. Believe me very affection-
ately your Child

S. A. Fenimore Cooper.
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FROM CAREY, LEA & CAREY

Phila., April 23, 1827
Dear Sir

Your favor of 23rd Feb. did not come to hand until
the night before last, and the copy is not yet received.
We hope it will come to-morrow, although even then it
will hardly be in time to publish by zke zrst April as you
anticipated.—We shall publish about the 10th May. We
regret exceedingly not to have made a handsome wager
with you upon the time of publication, as you offered.
Fifty dollars per month, after first of January, would
now be a good setoff against the Copyright.

We have read the book in so many scraps that we have
hardly an idea of it, nor shall we have until we can read
the whole at leisure. We hope the world will like it,
although we know that some person in New York has
read it that has not spoken favourably of it. This is be-
tween ourselves, and is stated only with a view of en-
forcing the necessity of putting the book into the hands
of the publisher only.

Our last will have shewn you that we have not been
alarmed by the Quarterly, but that the sale of Mokicans
has not been so great as we anticipated. We certainly
have not made sixpence by it, as yet. We hope Prazrie
will do better, and can only hope that the sale may in-
crease so much as to render your book more valuable to
you. It would afford us pleasure to be able to pay double
the sum.

We shall publish shortly a very kandsome royal 18 mo.
edition of all your books. When you have an opportunity
send us a set of the plates for the French edition. We may
have a set engraved at a future tiui.
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The market is not yet cleared of the old editions and
they are much in our way. We were obliged to make an
arrangement with Collins & Hannay for 250 Pioneers to
get their permission to publish an uniform edition of
which we are to sell none of the Pioneers separately. You
may judge how many of the others must have been in
the market, when we tell you that we offered our new
edition at the Trade Sale last month, at a very moderate
price and only 20 copies were taken. We hope, however,
that a little time will clear the way for us, and that we
may then make up for lost time.

We are sorry that we have nothing to give you in re-
turn for the Russian Ball. We simple republicans go on
in our dull jog trot, with every one doing well and no one
doing so well as to enable him to get over the heads of all
the rest. Rely upon it, however you may have in Paris
“La maladi du pays” you will find New York and Phila-
delphia very dull when you return. You have too much of
it in Paris, but here you will want some and not find any.
You had better come home at once and depend upon
educating your children here.

In the literary world we are as quiet as usual. All the
world is looking with anxiety for Napoleon, and we are
exceedingly anxious for the remainder that we may
gratify them. The Quarterly is doing remarkably well,
and we expect to have shortly as great a circulation as
your friends of the North American. Mr. Walsh is well
but very busy. His paper and Review keep him well em-
ployed. You say nothing of the Souvenir article, which
we hope you have not forgotten.

You should make some arrangement to have your next
book translated into Russian, Italian and Spanish. If
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you can then get a good copyright for them all, you will
double in fame and fortune.
We are dear Sir
Yours truly
Carey, Lea & Carey

You will see that we have made
an addition to our firm since
our last.

J. Fenimore Cooper, Esq.

P.S. As a commentary upon the expediency of sending
your copy to any person except the publisher, we state
that if you had addressed the copy to us we should have
had it fwo days since. This morning we have a letter from
John Wiley who informs us that Mr. Bradish could not
spare it until this day, and we shall have it fo-morrow.
After so many delays, it is rather vexatious to be delayed
in this manner 3 days, when for our own gratification we
would not delay it an hour. If it must be read then, cer-
tainly less than three days should be sufficient for that
purpose, unless more than one person was to have the
reading of it. Thés és for yourself alone, and we presume
it will satisfy you of the correctness of our impression
that the book should not pass through any other hands
than those of your bookseller.

P.S. April 25. The copy is received but pages 97 to 744
are deficient! No duplicate has arrived—nor have we had
duplicates of one half of the book. Of course if any
parcels have been lost, there is not the slightest chance of
publishing the Book until we can hear from you again.—
We are inclined to think we have never received any copy
so badly—of some parts we have triplicates—of much we
have no duplicates—sometimes you send to us—some-
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times to Mr. Bradish—frequently without advice, so that
we never know whether or not to look for copy. The
result is most unfortunate. The Book is imperfect and so
it is likely to remain, as no copies will be sent from
Europe.

P.S. No. 3, April 28. Complete!!

FROM JACOB HARVEY

New York May 14th 1827
Dear Cooper

Your official letters to the “Lunch” and the accom-
panying note to myself, reached me in Philadelphia the
other day, whilst I was there on a visit—for both I feel
much obliged to you, and I acquit you of forgetfulness,
which some of your “children” were disposed to lay at
your charge when talking of the “Constitution” on our
club nights. I am truly sorry to find that illness was the
cause of your long silence, especially as it would seem
that the climate of France disagrees with you—of Paris,
perhaps I should say, and I hope when you reach the
Provinces you will find a more genial atmosphere. I shall
be anxious to hear of your complete recovery. You used
to be so hearty (to use an Irish expression) here, I never
once thought of your being sick, and I hope by this time,
you will almost have forgotten the attack.

Were you not very much shocked to hear of poor
Bleecker’s death? I do not know when I was more so.
He regularly attended the Lunch up to the commence-
ment of his illness, which at first was but a severe cold,
and none of us thought him in any danger until a day or
two before his decease. The doctors say that there was a
radical defect in the stomach which had been increasing
gradually for a year past, and when once attacked, they
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gave up all hopes of his recovery. I have never known a
man more regretted by his circle of acquaintance—every
one esteemed him, and at his funeral all were real mourn-
ers! He possessed a good heart and most happy temper,
which had endeared him to all his friends, and at our
meetings where we used to see both displayed continually,
we miss him very much. After his death, we had but two
or three “Lunches”—it was growing late in the season,
and his unexpected loss, cast a gloom over us, which
hastened our adjournment.—

The Lunch, on the whole, was well attended during
the winter, and yoz were often the topic of conversation—
we heard of you frequently thro’ some of our members,
and we took much interest, as in duty bound, in the atten-
tions which you received from the great men of Europe.

I have shewn your letter to several of our members and
shall do so to the others, as I meet them, and I need
hardly say that they receive your parental admonitions
with great cordiality.—W e hope next winter, you will be
obliged to return amongst us to preserve your ‘‘ortho-
doxy” untainted.—

I met Shubrick in Baltimore where he was on a visit
to his family after his return from the West Indies—he
requested me to enclose you a letter for Mrs. Cooper from
his wife.—He has given up his command for the present,
owing to her ill health.

I think you take a correct view of European politics,
and I shall not be at all surprised to see a war between
the Apostolical party and the Liberals. It must end in
the overthrow of the former, for I cannot imagine it possi-
ble, that there will be a retrograde to the “dark ages” even
on the continent.

The change of Ministry in England will of course in-
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fuse fresh spirit into the exertions of the Liberals, and
perhaps it may, for the present, overawe their oppo-
nents—but the tempest is brewing, and horrible will be
the devastations, when the storm breaks out!

Our local atmosphere is filled with conflicting ele-
ments—but the mischief is confined to ourselves. The
present Administration is certainly unpopular, but
whether it will be changed or not, two years hence, it is
useless now to predict—the people are too uncertain in
their feelings, to render political foresight of much avail.

We are all anxiety to read The Prairie, and we scold
the publishers for depriving us of that pleasure so long:
they promise, however, to.issue it this week. Report says
that we are to have another from the same Author in the
fall. I understand that Ze is at present somewhere in
Europe, and if you should chance to meet him, let him
know how very glad his American friends would be to
have this report confirmed!

We have had an excessively gay winter and are threat-
ened with a renewal of festivities, in commemoration of
a Matrimonial alliance that has just taken place between
Governor Clinton’s son and Miss Hone. Your friend
Miss Jay has been a great Belle this season, and is very
handsome. I was there a few evenings since at a small
party—they are very well. Wishing you much pleasure
and restored health during the summer, I remain

Yours very truly
Jacob Harvey

FROM THE PRINCESS GALITZIN

June 21 [1827]
Dear Mr. Cooper,

I told Dr. Dosana that you would be here between
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three and four o’clock, and he waited for you until half
after four, when he was forced to go to Miss Duvivier,
who is sick abed. What day do you wish to see him? and
at what hour? He asks me to find out from you, and he
will be punctual at the hour you name. My kindest
regards.

I suppose that you will come to-morrow or Saturday at
four o’clock, and that you will tell us the day that you
wish to see us at Rouen. As my son leaves us on Tues-
day, we shall not have a free day until then.

A kiss for Mrs. Cooper, and for you too if she will
permit it. This word “#4ss”” has slipped off my pen because
I am so in the habit of using it in writing to my 8 chil-
dren, and I have no time to re-write my letter.

Mr. Cooper
House of Mr. Therneau-fils
at Rouen.

(Translation.)

TO MR. MOORE, PARIS

St. Ouen, Oct. 20th, 1827

Dear Sir

Accompanying this you will receive 34 vol. of Rover
with Preface, etc.,, complete. The last vol. was sent to
America by the ship of the 15t and the French Pub-
lishers are just beginning to print, and the last sheets are
withheld from the German edition. I do not wish the
book to be published much before the 15t Dec; but think
it advisable to put Mr. Colburne in a condition to go on
leisurely and to get ready. I wish you would consult me
as to the day of publication, and I will name one for you
at least a day sooner than in Paris as understood.
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I have a new work a good deal advanced, and one that
I think will attract attention in England. It is not a
novel. [ Notions of the Americans.]

The subject is of much interest for your country, and
though it is one of fact, will be sufficiently embellished
by adventure and fiction to give it interest to general
readers. I prefer however not to commit its nature to
paper, but would wish to treat with Mr. Colburne con-
cerning its publication. It will be ready in February.

I shall also have a tale for this time next year, of
which I will shortly advise you. [ The Wept of Wish-ton-
Wish.]

Yours very sincerely
J. Fenimore Cooper

FROM LAFAYETTE

La grange October 22 1827

My dear Sir

An English friend of mine, connected with the Editor
of the inclosed Review, Has sent some numbers to me
with a request that it should Be announced in the french
papers. I therefore Have sent it to the Constitutional
and the Courrier. But Having cast an eye on the June
publication I found extracts from letters of Mr. Burke,
just come out, where the price of His Apostacy, very short
of His Mark, as you will see, His true opinion of the poli-
tics of Mr. Pitt, and a preliminary observation of the
Editor Respecting the genuine motives of His changing
sides, seem to me more correctly stated than in those of
our American publications that talk of Him as if He
were an oracle in every thing relating to the European
Revolution. I thought some quotations of Burke Himself
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in His confidential letter might come 4 propos for Your
actual occupation, or at least that they may be of some
interest to You. Be pleased to Return the number when
you Have done with it.

I also send you an Answer just received to several
queries Respecting Florida, which I also Beg you to
Return in time as I may need to show it to European
Amateurs.

Our young Scotch visitor Has left us, fully composed,
pleasant, good natured, and affectionate. His Remarks
relative to America, the Bust, the portraits, were quite
the Reverse of those He Had the first days so strangely
uttered. He told me with tears that no where for a long
time He Had found quiet and sympathy for his suffer-
ings, and that the Society at la grange Had done Him
much good. His servant told our people He was an
excellent master. He spoke, if He lives which He much
questions, of ending His days in the U. S.

The inhabitants of la grange join with me in affection-
ate Respects to Mrs. Cooper and you all. most truly

Your friend
Lafayette

FROM A LETTER OF MRS. COOPER TO HER SISTER MARTHA

Paris Nov. 27th [1827]

I am sure you will be glad to hear, that Mr. Cooper
1s looking better than he has done for a long time, that
He is growing fatter, and as to his strength, when I tell
you that he walked about a fortnight since, round the
walls of Paris, which is more than seventeen miles, in
five hours, you will think I need say nothing more ;—an
American Naval Officer was with Him, and when they
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had completed the Circle they held a consultation
whether or not, they should turn round and walk it back
again—Red Rover makes its appearance at Paris and
London to-day and in about a fortnight—before this
letter reaches you, at least, You will have become ac-
quainted with Him. I think you will like Him, although
you will find the Hero, in a different style from plain
simple hearted old Natty. You will be startled I suppose
in seeing some of the names and say like old Quintard,
of himself and Mr. Pintard, we must be relations, there
is only the difference of a letter or two in our names.—I
scolded a little, but the Author said it was a pretty name,
and common enough not to make it look at all pointed.—
There are several American Families at Paris this
Winter—Mr. and Mrs. George Gibbs, she was a Miss
Vandenheuvel, and perhaps was a school fellow at Mrs.
Roberts, Mr. and Mrs. Henry, who have the Consulate
at Gibralter—Dr. and Mrs. Jarvis, the latter is in very
delicate health, having never recovered the effects of her
confinement, Mr. and Mrs. Hunter, and ourselves—I
like Mr. and Mrs. H. very much, but nevertheless, I am
very glad that Mary Jay, has refused their Nephew—but
I suppose it is not worth while to say any more upon the
subject.

’ Most truly and tenderly,
S.A. F.C.

FROM LAFAYETTE

January 8th [1828]

I have been in quest of you, my dear Sir, and unfor-
tunately Happened to arrive at your Hotel rue des
Champs Elysées immediately after you Had left it. I
return to la Grange to morrow with the Bride and Bride-
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groom immediately after the marriage that will take
place a quarter before ten at the Municipalité rue du fau-
bourg St. Honoré jusque au loin de la Madeleine and
immediately after at the Assumption Ghapel, a church
which you will know—in the same st Honoré st. the
Bridegroom and family are in deep mourning for the
Recent loss of His Sister, which Has prevented our send-
ing formal invitations and making what is called a wed-
ding. But the American minister Mr. Sheldon, and the
Consul at Paris are pleased to Honor with their presence,
the Much Contracted Matrimonial Circle, the Consul at
Lyons would be very welcome. I will return on the 18th
We Have thought our arrangements might be very Un-
happily again defeated By the immediate danger of Mde.
de Segur our aunt and friend. She is a little Better, and
we Have determined on to morrow gth. this letter will
reach you I Hope to night before your Sleeping Hour
and I am your very affectionate friend.
La Fayette

My Best Respects to Mrs. Cooper and family. I am
delighted with your Rowver. the description of a french
marriage is not so picturesque, But the events of a
friendly family are interesting to your kind Heart.

FROM AUGUSTE LEVASSEUR

Paris, Mar. 3rd, 1828
No. I—
It is very natural that an author should incline toward
a description of the fiftieth anniversary of Bunker’s hill.
However, the first entry into Boston of Lafayette, after
a resolution of Congress had invited him to disembark
within her walls, offers scenes of great interest. It would
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be well to recall some of these, particularly his first visit
to Charlestown and Bunker’s hill, where an immense con-
course of people awaited him, and the address in which,
on these classic heights, looking out on the one side
toward a vast free continent and on the other toward the
continent of Europe, he renders solemn homage to the
principle of resistance to oppression.

This address will be found in the book which Mr.
Cooper now has. It was a wonderful day—that of the
laying of the corner stone of the Bunker Hill monument,
and of the celebration of the fiftieth anniversary of the
battle. This picture, depicted by a great artist, would be
sublime. It seemed as though all of New England was in
Boston. People had come there in great numbers from
New York, from Philadelphia, from Charleston, and
from other parts of the United States. The weather was
superb, brilliant sunshine with great heat, though endur-
able. The most impressive of these scenes were the laying
of the corner stone, under the auspices of the State au-
thorities, by the President of the Committee, the Grand-
Master of the Masonic Order, and General Lafayette,
who had arrived two days before, according to promise,
on his return from a tour of nearly four months, stretch-
ing over five thousand four hundred miles, one continual
round of visits.

The arrangement of the great platform, facing the
immense throng, where fifteen or twenty thousand per-
sons could hear the address of the Orator of the day, the
prayers, and the admirable hymns sung on this occasion.
Dr. Thacher had fought at Bunker’s Hill. His white
locks fell in long curls on his shoulders, and when he
raised toward heaven, in gestures of supplication, his
hands emaciated by age, and when he uttered in a strong
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voice a long prayer, all who heard him were deeply
moved.

All the officers and soldiers of the Revolution, who
had gathered from great distances, were seated directly
opposite the platform, the veterans of Bunker's Hill
forming a group by themselves. Seated in an armchair,
the head and centre of the group of veterans, was the one
surviving general of the Revolution. It was a very touch-
ing sight, at the moment when the Orator of the day
addressed himself to these veterans of the Revolution, to
see them all rise and bare their white locks to receive the
thanks tendered them in the name of the people, and with
the assent and approbation of this immense throng.
Lafayette stood up again, but alone, to hear that part of
the oration which was addressed to him personally.

Mr. Cooper certainly has the beautiful oration of Mr.
Webster. Everything about this ceremony was impres-
sive, powerful, and affecting.

There was in a vast enclosure, built of boards for this
occasion, a hall that would seat four thousand, filled to
its utmost capacity, without counting the crowds that
moved about, and so arranged that the speeches and
toasts could be heard perfectly. When they had drunk to
the health of Lafayette, he concluded his acknowledge-
ment with the following toast, significant enough,—

“Bunker hill and the holy resistance to oppression
which has already enfranchised the American hemisphere.
The next half century jubilee’s toast shall be—to en-
franchised Europe.” It might be interesting to give this
toast word for word.

General Lafayette 1s a little better. I do not think,
however, that he will be able to go out under a fortnight.

I have numbered this letter No. I, and I will number
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those that follow, that you may be sure that all reach you.
We beg that you will let us know how you and Mrs.
Cooper are.
Your devoted and affectionate
Levasseur
Fenimore Cooper, Esq., London

FROM LAFAYETTE

Paris May 3d 1828

My dear Sir

I See with much pleasure By your last letter that we
may expect You in a short time. You will not probably
leave the Western part of Europe Before the Book is
finished, and as I find You are launched into the fine
Circles of London Society, I suppose the work may be
Somewhat retarded on that account altho’ I know your
Writing Hours are in the morning. those envois Have, to
my great gratification Reached me. I have sent them
directly to Versailles by le Vasseur’s father who lives
there, which saves time. Miss preble Has been indis-
posed But is getting Better. I have been very sorry to
Hear that my excellent friend duke of Bedford has Had
a new attack of palsy, and Beg you to let me know How
He is. We Have dined last Thursday at our friend’s
Mr. and Mrs. Brown; it was a kind dinner to our Bride
Natalie which Had been postponed on Account of my
indisposition But, notwithstanding the Hospitable and
Affectionate good spirits of dear Mrs. Brown, I was
much grieved to perceive Her Health was not improving.
We Have Had some American Arrivals, among whom
Mrs. Cruger and family. My time is much taken Up by
the obligation to sit for five Hours every day in the cham-
ber of deputies—in return for Your valuable, most inter-
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esting and gratifying sheets, I send you what I took the
opportunity to say lately in the House, and a few obser-
vations of the Roial Gazette upon it, a Bad Bartering
Bargain for you to make, But it may a moment amuse
you. My views of this Representative Government you
already knew. if you think it worth translating it i1s much
at your service. As to the Gazette it is true the man [
complimented is a Roialist lately Chef de Legion in the
dissolved National guard. I am ever pleased when either
friends or foes do justice to my American principles and
feelings. Present my affectionate respects to Mrs. Cooper,
remember me to all friends about You, particularly to
Lord and Lady Holland, to our American diplomate,
and Consul; receive the friendly Regards of the whole
family and Believe me forever
Your affectionate friend
La fayette.

FROM SIR WALTER SCOTT

oth May [1828]
My dear Sir

I have just met a gentleman of the household who tells
me I am commanded to attend his majesty on Sunday.
This in compliance with the etiquette of this country
obliges me to break off other engagements.

It would be very ungrateful of me to be thankless for
the attention of my sovereign but I truly wish his com-
mands had come for another day—as they break the
pleasure of going to Hampton Court with Mr. Rogers
and you.

Yours truly
W. Scott
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FROM CHARLES WILKES

New York, 16 May, 1828

My dear Sir

I observe that L.aVasseur has published or is about to
publish an account of LaFayette’s visit to this country.
I should doubt the success of it very much, at least in
America—not that he will be wanting in praises, but
what can he know of us, seeing the country as he did,
perpetually in holiday clothes? I have no doubt you are
perfectly right in what you say about the improved state
of liberties of France and these struggles shew indis-
putably, that they are learning the trade of politicians
and they will value what they gain the more, trifling as
each successive gain may be, by the efforts made, while the
constant discussion of the principles as well as practice
of a liberal and free government will more and more pre-
pare the public at large for the enjoyment and defence of
it when they do obtain it. I hope you think worse of Eng-
land than it deserves—I cannot believe that there is any
danger of a serious attempt on their constitution or that
the common people, except what arises from the burden
of taxation, have much to suffer—To be sure that is, I
fear, a weighty exception.—Yet even in that respect in
my last hasty visit to that country, I saw little of distress
among the people. It is true that compared to this happy
country, there is an immeasurable distance in the situa-
tion of the working class, as to the chance of raising them-
selves to better circumstances—any man here, with com-
mon industry and common capacity may, at the end of
every year, find himself more and more independent as to
money, while in England, in the lower classes, there is
little prospect of it—but as to being well fed and
cloathed, compare the English peasant with that of any



18287 JAMES FENIMORE-COOPER 145

European country and I think the advantage will be on
his side and still more as to general intelligence and
morals—taking them as a mass. Yet I should be very far
from tenacious of these opinions, for I have learnt every
year of my life more and more to distrust the results of
observations made, as travellers nine times out of ten
make them. I am surprised at what you tell me of the
expenses of living in France. Mrs. Cruger, to whom I
mentioned before she left us, some of your opinions on
these points, told me she had very different accounts from
others and that she expected to find a very favourable
change since she had left France—but, for some reason
or other, she was anxious to go and then you know how
prone the human mind is to make every thing bend to
the favorite object.—If economy was the object, I fear
from what you say that she will be mistaken. Miss De
Lancey is married to Mr. McAdam. We have been sur-
prised at not having heard the news from Mr. McAdam
himself. From what I know of Mr. McAdam I should
say that she had every prospect of being happy with him,
for I never knew a kinder or better husband than he
made to his former wife, who, I fancy, on more than one
point, tried his patience a great deal. We are so deeply
plunged into party squabbles about the presidential ques-
tion that everything else seems of less importance. Both
parties boast of their chances of success. The Jackson
men are the louder and most positive I think—but I
believe the result is really, yet, quite uncertain. I, who
care much less about that question than most of my
friends and neighbors, am infinitely more interested about
the chances of war in Europe. Our latest accounts seem to
make, at least, war almost unavoidable. I sincerely hope
any spark of it may be quenched before it blazes out.
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When once fairly entered into, who can tell where it is
to end or who will be able to keep out of it? If Great
Britain is seriously engaged in it, could we escape? I
much fear not, considering how many in both countries
would be not unwilling to try the issue of another war.
No person can reasonably doubt the power of each coun-
try to do infinite mischief to the other, but he must be
wise indeed who can discover any real advantage to
either. I most anxiously hope the trial may not be
made.

John Loudon McAdam was the inventor of the so-called Mc-
Adam or macadamized roads. He was born in Scotland in 1736.
He was Surveyor General of Metropolitan Roads in 1827. He
refused to be knighted. He married Anne Charlotte De Lancey,

sister of Mrs. James Fenimore Cooper, as his second wife. He
died at Moffat, Dumfriesshire, in 1836.

FROM CHARLES WILKES

New York, June 30, 1828

My dear Sir

Basil Hall is here just now, on the eve of departure for
London, and sails to-morrow—what his intentions are, as
to publishing, I do not know, and he speaks uncertainly—
yet I have no doubt he will make a book at last—for he
will be unwilling to make no account of the mass of mate-
rials he has collected. He has taken infinite pains and
certainly came to America very much inclined to think
most favorably of our people, our country, and our insti-
tutions—perhaps too favorably, for I think he has been
disappointed. After all, a year is too short a time to study
thoroughly a nation and a vast country. There has been
an unaccountable disposition to make false reports of his
conduct and of his opinions, and altho’ after taking a
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good deal of pains, I have never yet found any ground for
the calumnies and many of them I have detected as abso-
lutely false and without the slightest foundation of truth,
yet I think he must have wanted a good tact in his inter-
course with us, to have created such a hostility. If he does
publish, I think his work will be at least very amusing,
for he writes extremely well
My kindest regards to Mrs. Cooper.
Always very sincerely
Yr friend
Chas. Wilkes

Basil Hall was born in Edinborough in 1788. He was a Cap-
tain in the British Navy in 1817. He wrote a number of books of
travel ; among them T'ravels in North America in 1827-28, which
was violently attacked by the American press. He also wrote some
stories and at least one romance. He became insane and died in
1844.

Charles Wilkes was a prominent New York business man;
highly cultivated, as appears by his letters, and interested in
politics, art, and literature. In 1824-2¢ he was Cashier of the
Bank of New York and then lived at 76 Broad Street. In 1826-27
he was President of the bank and living at 28 Laight Street.

FROM A LETTER OF MRS. COOPER TO HER SISTER MARTHA

Paris, July 11th [1828]

I have just received a present of a beautiful Bust, in
marble, of Mr. Cooper; sculptured by M. David and an
excellent likeness—I wanted to send it to Mrs. Jay, to
take charge of for me, until our return—but Mr. Cooper
has cheated me, and sent it to Mr. Charles Wilkes—it is
one of the best resemblances I have ever seen—M. David
who presented it, as a testimony of his respect for my
Husband—sends out at the same time, a fine Bust of
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General La Fayette, sculptured by himself, as a present
to the American People—which is also an uncommonly
good resemblance—the General has quite recovered and
in August, another of his granddaughters is to be mar-
ried—Mlle. de Laysterie. The Bradford affair is said
to be quite off.

Most truly and tenderly,

S. A. F. C.

FROM PIERRE JEAN DAVID

Paris September 13th 1828

Your letter my dear Cooper gave me much pleasure.
I thank you with all my heart for your amiable remem-
brance of me. How truly kind I should consider it if you
would devote a few of your leisure moments to me in the
course of your travels, that I may know what you have
seen, and how you are getting on.

I have done what you wished with your bust, it is now
on its way to its destination, I have also sent a copy of it
to my native town, Angers, the inhabitants there have
placed it in the museum, and all the admirers of your
sublime genius are happy to have so favorable an oppor-
tunity of studying your features; unfortunately it is but
a feeble delineation of the original: I am going to send
several of them to different Towns in France where I
have friends who appreciate the excellence of your works.

You ask me if my Condé has yet marched in on its
pedestal? Yes it has; and for its back-ground it has the
sky which makes the most inferior Statue look well; the
public appeared satisfied with it somebody said one day
“that it had a very imposing air and that it looked like a
storm’’ you see that the poetical language begins to gain
ground amongst us.
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Shall we have a translation of the letters you are writ-
ing on the beautiful country you now inhabit? and the
novels also that you intend to write will they be trans-
lated into french?

I have an earnest desire to read 4// your productions
for those that I have read delighted my very soul.

You will see by this letter that I am studying Eng-
lish—on your return to Paris I hope I shall be able to
converse with you in your own language.

I thank you for your good wishes;—I am certainly
ambitious to have a good wife it is a treasure that I shall
be happy to possess; I like and esteem so highly the
ladies, that it appears to me that it would not be difficult
to find one good and generous even to heroism.

adieu my dear Cooper
believe me to be
Your faithful friend
David
P.S. Pray present my respects to
Madame Cooper
I had nearly forgotten to tell you that
I have given one of your busts
to your ambassador.
if you wish it I can send you the same extracts of
jeane d’arc, which I gave you before.

Pierre Jean David, known as David d’Angers, was born in
1789. He died in 1856. He was a very celebrated French
sculptor. He executed the pediment of the Panthéon. He fought
in the July revolution on the side of the people. The bust men-
tioned is still in the possession of Cooper’s descendants; it bears
on the base the inscription “A James Fenimore Cooper. P J David
D’Angers 1828” and in a letter from Mrs. Fenimore Cooper is
described as a perfect likeness.
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FROM CHARLES:- WILKES

New York, Sept 30, 1828

My dear Sir

Since I last wrote to you I have received your kind
and very entertaining letter of the 3oth June from Paris.
I am very much amused with your accounts of the society
you met with in London, altho’ I do not always agree in
your opinions nor perhaps exactly in the results of your
observations. I did not see Loord Grey and was not pre-
pared for hearing him as much praised as you do—he has
always had, I think, a character of reserve and hauteur,
unusual in good company. I think I liked Lord Keix as
well as any of the whigs I saw—1I liked M Abercromby
very well and I did not see Brougham except for an
instant. I did not like Sir James Mc¢Intosh at all—it
cannot be denied that he has infinite funds of information
and I have no doubt has great talents—but his conversa-
tional power seemed to me to be exerted too much ex
cathedra—and that there was constantly apparent a
cold hearted selfishness and self-complacency, naturally
enough perhaps the consequence of his success as a talker,
but rather disgusting. I thought the same of Allen and of
Wishart, who are great authorities among the Whigs,
altho’ neither of them in parliament. I thought Sharp,
whom perhaps you have not met, a pleasanter talker in
most company than either of the others, but I rather
found him trite and commonplace except when in de-
fense of an absolute paradox, probably started to be
defended. The professed wits, from whom something
smart is expected or who, at least, think so themselves,
whenever their mouths are opened, are, in my opinion,
very insufferable companions at all times. The painters
talk most of repose, as a great merit in their composi-
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tions—the same thing is wanted and agreeable in poetry
and eloquence, but it has always struck me that it could
not be more necessary any where than in conversation. I
was surprised at Mc¢Intosh’s blunders about the Venus—
not that I expected from him the least real taste—I
really think five minutes with him would prevent any
such expectation, but I wonder, with the accuracy of his
memory and knowledge, which is wonderful, as I have
always heard Jeffery say, that he should so forget what
every Tyro in the arts learns, as his alphabet. I should
think it was the Venus a belles lettres that you was look-
ing at. You say nothing of Brougham. I should think, all
things considered, variety of attainment, accuracy, ver-
satility and industry, he was the most extraordinary man
in England. I have read your notions with great pleas-
ure—I think you have made a most excellent plaidoyer
for your country—for I cannot help owning that I con-
sider it, as it was perhaps very fair to make it, an ex
parte statement ; altho’ I admit it is not easy to point out
any inaccuracy in your facts—perhaps it 1s in your deduc-
tions from them that one might find some parts a little
doubtful.—I have smiled now and then when I recol-
lected how indignant you was sometimes with my poor
Miss Wright for her nauseous flattery, as I believe you
called it—if her’s was a picture all of lights and with no
shadows, you will hardly escape the same charge. I cannot
agree with you in either of two opinions in both of which
you seem confident—1I do not think there is any hatred of
America among the people of England as a nation. There
may be in a certain class of politicians—a small one how-
ever—something like it, but among the mass of educated
people in England I thought I always saw a leaning
towards America—a sort of feeling, that America, altho’
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no longer a part of the same nation, was yet something
quite distinct from a stranger nation—a kind of tertium
quid between native and foreigner—while on the other
hand, I am very much mistaken indeed, if there be not, in
a great portion of the American people, a great dislike of
England and a great jealousy of its power and intentions.
This feeling has made, and I believe would now make, a
war with England not unpopular; and while the remem-
brances of Whig and Tory are sedulously kept up by one
of the political parties of the country and the occurrences
of the wars so often recurred to, and it will continue to
be a popular topic, I do not see what can ever prevent the
cause from producing the effect. Nor is it strange that it
should be so—England never felt at her firesides or the
homes of her people the ravages of hostile armies—she
only knew that she was at war with America by an attack
on the purses of her people. Far different was the case of
America—her fields were ravaged, her citizens banished
from their homes and their fortunes ruined, and altho’ 1
believe there never was a civil war stained with so few
horrors, yet there was enough to leave such an impression
on the minds of the nation as could not easily be obliter-
ated. Is it not a proof that there is such a feeling in the
people of America; that no man from England, or with
even English connections, is ever looked at without dis-
trust, as a public man, unless he has distinguished himself
by a marked opposition to English opinions and English
politics? What would have been the reception of such
men as Emmett (even with his talents undoubted as they
were, as well as his industry), as M<Nevin, and dozens of
others whom I do not recollect, if they had not come here
as refugees from English persecutions? What chance
would even an English Whig have had?—If I am not
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much mistaken, he would have starved here, instead of
being, as Emmett very soon was, made Attorney General
and in possession of ten or twelve thousand a year by his
profession. Loook at Gallatin and say if an Englishman
could ever have had his success? I have received, a few
days since, fifteen hundred dollars from Carey & Lea
for your account and have remitted that amount to Weller
& Co. by this packet in a bill for 7687.50 francs Exch.
5.12 and a/c. Carey & Lea desired from me, when I drew,
a declaration that the sum was in full for the copy right of
the Notions of a Bachelor—YT letter only said that they
would pay you “for the letters” $1500. As I thought it
uncertain whether you had sold the copy right or only
one or two editions, I quoted in my answer the words of
your letter. I said that I could only state that the sum
was in full, accompanied with that statement. They paid
my bill and I suppose were satisfied. They have not men-
tioned a syllable about the other matter, as to the endorser
on this note. I don’t think I ought to begin the subject.
I shall certainly however be for having the paper secured,
not from any doubts about them, for I really know little
about them, but upon general principles and for your
safety. I have received the bust, which is certainly like
and well executed—I should have rather wished, if it had
been mine, not to have had it colossal, as it is less adapted
for a common room. It was very provoking to me to find
that I was obliged to pay forty dollars’ duty on it—I
represented in vain that it was your property, a present
to you from an artist and certainly entirely for the pleas-
ure of your family and friends and in no possible way, as
I conceived, to be considered as merchandise—it was
valued at 600 francs and the duty insisted upon. Perhaps
if it had been brought out by you, it might have escaped
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as a part of your baggage, or if it had been imported by
any academy of arts. Surely this is very paltry. Cole
[Thomas Cole, the landscape painter] is just now at
Boston—when he returns, I will urge him. If he goes to
Europe as he intended, he shall carry the picture and
deliver it to Mr Rogers, and if he abandons the voyage
for this year, I will press him to finish and send it. He
has your directions given to him in writing. I beg my
kindest compliments, and love if you will permit it, to
Mrs Cooper. I am always
Yrs Sincerely
C Wilkes

FROM LAFAYETTE

La Grange November 4th. 1828

My dear Sir

The last time I Have Heard of You, Switzerland was
Your resting place. I suppose you are now visiting italy,
and wish much to know How you are, and what are your
future plans. may they soon Bring you again to us. the
opening of the Session Being postponed to January 20th
I don’t expect to leave la grange before that time. George
and His wife are gone to my native mountains of
Auvergne and to Grenoble where in the course of this
month I am likely to Become once more a great grand
father. the public papers give you an account of European
politics. I am neither a Russian or a Turk, But exclu-
sively an Hellenist and a friend to the french expedition
as it Has Been planned and is conducted on generous
principles. of the presidential election I say nothing. Both
parties seeming confident of success, and time approach-
ing when we shall know the Result. our friend Mrs.
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Welles keeps you informed of the sale of the translation
and future prospects in which I feel warmly interested
as I don’t share in the Humility of our American fellow
citizens at Home and abroad when, conscious as they
are, as much as any people, of their own worth, they
think it a matter of Bonton, as they did at the appear-
ance of Miss Wright’s letters, to say that you Have
exagerated the superiority of American good sense, and
the merit of American manners. Yet such of them, as are
so very modest, when taken at their word feel pretty
sensitive, you know. Mrs. Brown’s Health, I am Happy
to say, is much better. we shall Have this season a pretty
numerous circle of Ladies from the several States, some
thing like a Washington winter. one of them, the amiable
Mrs. Hone is gone with her Husband to italy. You will
no doubt favor M. de Chateaubriand with your acquaint-
ance the value of which He is fit to appreciate, altho’
your notions of indian manners are not quite the same.
our friend duke de Broglie Has lost His very worthy
mother wife to my dear colleague d’argenton. Mon.
Topliff and Sturgis of Boston, and perhaps Crittenden
and party of the U. S. Army are on their way to Rome
where you will find, or at Vienna, Young G. W. Greene,
grand son to my Brother in arms, who is very interesting
to me, and Mr. Longfellow of portland. permit me to
inclose a note to Count Montebello secretary of legation
to the french embassy. the part of the family now at la
grange Beg to Be particularly remembered to You and
Mirs. Cooper whom I Request You to present with my
Best Respects and am

Your affectionate friend
Lafayette
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Frances Darusmont (d’Arusmont), generally known by her
maiden name of Frances Wright, was a philanthropist and agi-
tator. She was born at Dundee in 179§. She was twice in Paris
between 1821 and 1824, and was a close friend of Lafayette’s.
She travelled for some time in the United States, bought property
in Tennessee, and there started a negro settlement, which failed.
She lectured in America in 1833. She had written a series of let-
ters which were published in 1821 under the title, Vzews of Soc:-
ety and Manners in America, by an English Woman. She was
also known as the “Pioneer Woman” in the cause of women’s
rights.

TO MRS. COOPER, FLORENCE

Genoa, Friday, [ February 27, 1829]
4 o’clock in the afternoon
My dearest Sue,

We left Florence, as you know, in good style a little
after six. At the gate we got an additional horse and two
gallant looking and gallant galloping dragoons for an
escort. We changed the military at each post, but our
campaign was bloodless. I soon got a position and fell
asleep. A little fracas awoke me at the gates of Pisa,
which city we entered a little before two. Our stop did
not much exceed half an hour and by a little past four we
were at Lucca. Here we changed everything to the courier
himself. The carriage proved less splendid but comfort-
able. Our dragoons vanished, like ghosts, with the crow-
ing of the cock. We got a little to eat at a town whose
name I forget, but it is something with an S. The terrible
ford or torrent of Magra was soon after passed in a boat,
and we were jogging on among the Apennines long be-
fore the setting of the sun. I forgot the poor Duchess of
Massa and her dominions. We went through the towns of
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Massa and Carrara in due season without stopping but
for a moment in each. The ride was beautiful, and most
of the way the road is excellent. We had several beautiful
views of sea and mountain and at Spogia we approached
the first even to wetting our carriage wheels. Day passed
out upon us in season to show Genoa a mile or two before
we entered its gates, which we did with a foule of darkies
and mulets charged with cabbages, eggs and other eat-
ables. There was a jam in the gates, but carrying the
mail, we got through with credit, or, in other words, he
that did not get put off the way was run against with little
ceremony.

I am at the Croix de Malta, which looks directly upon
the harbour. I can scarcely describe to you the pleasure I
feel in seeing ships, hearing the cries of seamen, a race
everywhere so much alike, and in smelling all the odours
of the trade. Yesterday I did the harbour thoroughly, by
land and water, floating in the Mediterranean again,
after an interval of twenty-one years, with a delight like
that of a schoolboy, broke out of his bounds. An Italian
sea-port is far more picturesque than one in our own
country. Here is to be seen every sort of vessel in form
and rig known to these classic seas—the polacre, the lat-
teener, feluccas, pinnaces, etc., etc.,, with red cap’d,
swarthy faced sailors in abundance. If I could get a good
house here for the summer, I should be strongly tempted
to come as high as this in June. The City is picturesque,
and some of the palaces are splendid. I rode round the
walls this morning on horseback. The distance must have
exceeded eight miles. But the walls enclose ground
enough to contain ten such cities, though the town itself
is one of the most compact in Europe. The town lies
against the fort and at the foot of a mountain of some
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height, and in order to fortify it all, it became necessary
to enclose the whole mountain to its apex.

There is a French corvette here, and I went on board
her this afternoon. She carries twenty-two guns, but I
think one of our 22’s would soon dispose of her.

Al] this is very well, you say, but it does not advance
you towards Paris. No help for it, my dear. I was
obliged to stop until Saturday afternoon, or to go on the
same afternoon.

Saturday morning 28th. Yesterday I met Mr. Robin-
son, the Andover professor, who sailed from New York
the same day with us. He married you know in Germany,
and is now taking a look at Italy. He will call on you in
Florence, and it will be well to be civil to her, as she must
be beginning to look on us as countrymen.

Had I gone on with a vitturino I should not reach
Nice any sooner than by going to-day. We shall arrive at
Nice Sunday evening at eight o’clock, stay there until
Monday noon and reach Marseilles Tuesday night or
Wednesday morning, I do not know which; one day at
Marseilles, one at Nimes, and § to Paris, or Wednesday
week. This will make fourteen days from Florence, but I
cannot go faster, without overdoing my work, and it is
best to see all I can conveniently now.—1I shall endeavor
to push things hard at Paris.

Kiss all our babes for me, and exhort William to
endeavor to improve himself for his own good.

The weather is magnificently fine to-day, but as the
wind blows from off the Apennines, it is a little cool.

Adieu, my love; work hard, and remember that this is
the time for Sue and yourself to get your Italian.

Ever most affectionately yours
J. Fenimore Cooper.
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To Master Paul.

On dit que les fusils de Geénes ne sont pas bons, mais
4 Paris il y en a d’excellents. Je ne sais pas s’il y en a de
porter la plomb, mais en tout cas nous pouvons tuer les
voleurs avec des morceaux de bois en fleche. Adieu, petit
gamin. Je vous aime de tout mon cceur—vous et votre
chére maman—et vos sceurs. Il faut toujours parler
Italien.—Encore adieu.

TO MRS. COOPER, FLORENCE

Marseilles, March sth, 1829
My dearest Sue,

Here I am at length at Marseilles. I left Genoa Sat-
urday evening at § o’clock. We had a good night, and the
next day, Sunday, was beautifully clear and not cold.
The passage along the shores of the Mediterranean is
positively one of the finest things I have yet seen. The
road crosses the end of the Alps, precisely at the little
principality of Monaco, and I scarcely know anything
more magnificent. We reached Nice before 8 o’clock. I
was obliged to remain at Nice until Monday, 3 o’clock,
when we went to Antibes, where we slept. From Antibes
we went in a day and night to Aix, and from Aix I came
down here, to see if it were possible to print at Marseilles,
in which case I would send for you in April, or let you
follow me round the same road, and we might return in
September by water to Naples, and come up to Rome by
land. The expense would not differ materially from our
other plans, as I shall save, by not going to Paris, nearly
enough to bring you here. I went this morning to see a
printer and I found my deaf and dumb printer at work
in his establishment. This man alone can do the work in
about three months, but there are others to assist. We are
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now in treaty, and an hour will decide the matter. The
next sentence will tell you the result.
March 6th.

I stay. A bookseller by the name of Camoins has
undertaken to print the book at his own risk and on the
whole I have decided to stay. We shall be three months
in the Press. Poici my plans: At the expiration of the
lease in Florence, you will send all the trunks with Wil-
liam to Leghorn, who will ship them for this place. You
will take post-horses and go to Pisa. Then you will send
Luigi, if you think best to keep him, to Leghorn to come
by water, and take William as your escort. You will be
two days and one night to Genoa. Half a day at Genoa,
or a whole day if fatigued, and a day and a night to Nice.
At Nice I will meet you if you wish it. I shall have a
country house ready to receive you, and we will stay here
until September, when we will embark for Naples. From
Naples to Rome. Taking the water passage, and the
saving by not going to Paris, into the account, the ex-
pense will be about the same as if we passed the Summer
at Monte Nero. As a country house here will not cost
more for five months than for four, you can come just as
soon as your impatience to rejoin me, and your own good
sense, will tell you is best for the girls.

Tell everybody that I have taken good care of their
letters and packages. I have found a dozen Americans
here, among others Bloodgood on his way to Paris; he
will take the packages for me.

8 o’clock.

Having determined to stay here, I set about my busi-
ness seriously this morning, and I am now writing to you
at the desk where I hope to finish the Wish-ton-Wish. 1
am nearly opposite to Hodges, in a clean, healthy and
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genteel part of the town. Rez-de-Chaussée—carpet salon,
well furnished chimney, sofa, etc., and a good sized bed-
room—price 60 francs a month—2¢ sous for breakfast,
and dinner where I please. Putting my expenses at 7
francs a day for two months, supposing it should be so
long before you join me, it will not much exceed the cost
of going from this to Paris and returning. But I intend to
make such a bargain for a country house as shall leave it
entirely optional with you to come when you please, on
the score of expenses. I think you will come about the
2oth April, and your journey of five days must then be
delightful. The Java has just got into Toulon, distant 40
miles from here—I have half a mind to go and see the
place, and the ship at the same time.

I am afraid masters are out of the question here, except
perhaps dancing masters. But it is quite evident that the
town is purely commercial. The difference is quite strik-
ing. This circumstance will I fear keep you at Florence
longer than I could wish, but do not think of exceeding
the time of the lease, and remember that in five days you
can always join me, and with a good wind I can come to
Florence in three. In point of fact we are §oo miles
asunder, but there is a short cut by water. I would wish
you to come by land, as I think you will have enough of
water in going to Naples, and the road is so magnificent.
Pisa and Genoa must be seen. There are very extensive
Roman ruins at Frejus in Provence, exceeding any I have
yet seen. The acqueduct has been very respectable, and
the amphitheatre fo me as yet is an object of great curios-
ity. Happily they all lie directly on the road and an hour
would suffice to see them all. There must be a mile or

two of the acqueduct still standing, though it is much
dilapidated.
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Tuesday, March 10th.

These Frenchmen have deceived me, and after keep-
ing me several days in suspense, I have been obliged to
break with them. I shall not say what I think, but after
all there is a remedy. I have made a bargain with the
sourd et muet, and we only wait for a passage to sail for
Leghorn. He can print the book alone in about four
months, and I will make such an arrangement as shall
enable me to take him with me to Leghorn, should it be
necessary, and we will pass the hot months near the sea.
I have come to this decision because if he should get sick
or fail in any way, I could take the sheets already printed
and go on to Paris with a loss of two days at any time,
and I think the chance of his continuing to work worth
more than the risk, and I find Florence will print for
little more than half the price of Marseilles, and Paris
1s st1ll dearer, and because the man has excellent recom-
mendations, is a good workman, and puts all his papers
in my hands as a pledge. Besides I shall enquire at Leg-
horn and Pisa, and hope to find one or two assistants.

Let William go and see M. Molliné immediately and
state the fact that I have found the sourd et muet, and am
on my return—request him to get the papers ready, which
I will take at all hazards, as it is much cheaper in Italy
than in France, and which will always be safe. Do this
in order to save time, which is now getting to be impor-
tant to us. I shall sail to-morrow in a brig of Genoa for
Leghorn. At least they say they will sail to-morrow. The
passage is uncertain. I may precede this letter, or I may
be two days getting to you. I think however to reach
home Tuesday or Wednesday next, which will make an
absence of three weeks. I have not had a line from you,
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my love, nor do I expect one, since my letters are gone to
Paris.
Give my love as usual and believe me as ever
Yours most affectionately
J. Fenimore-Cooper.

I find it is blowing a Mistral and no vessel can leave
the port. I have therefore determined to go in an English
brig which will not sail until Saturday, wind permitting.
The passage will however be shorter, as these people are
in the habit of running into port on all occasions. As I
may never be here again, I shall profit by the opportunity
to visit Nimes or Toulon; which, I have not yet decided.

Adieu, my love. Expect me in the next week. Kiss our
babes.

FROM A LETTER OF MRS. COOPER TO HER FATHER

began

Florence, March 25 finished gth April [1829]
You ought to have had five or six letters—one however
you will I think be sure of—which I wrote to Caroline,
when Mr. Cooper set out on his way to Paris—the letter
went, but He, I am happy to say, and you, I know will
be glad to hear—has returned, to remain with us. He
found at Marseilles, a Person, who could print for him
here, in English, and brought him back with Him, and
has set him at work. You will easily believe the great
satisfaction, this new arrangement has given us, after

having anticipated a long separation of three months.
Florence is the cheapest place we have lived in, since
being in Europe—we have passed six months very pleas-
antly here, and I think when we look back on what we
have seen, from our good comfortable home in America,
Florence will be one of those Places to which we shall
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attach the pleasantest recollections—we have gone very
little into Society, but had we been so disposed, we might
have been in a constant round of Dissipation. Mr. Cooper
has almost affronted the Lords, the Dukes, and Princes,
by declining their invitations—but after satisfying Curi-
osity, we thought it would be quite as wise, to stay at
Home, and save our Purse, for other purposes. But there
are many Pleasures here to be enjoyed, without incurring
any additional expense, to one’s ordinary style of living.
Their Magnificent Gallery of Antiquities, Collections
of Paintings, Libraries, are exposed on the most liberal
plan, and present a constant source of Improvement and
delight.

I am amazed at the engagement of Mary Jay, and
astonished and shocked, at the want of delicacy, in those
young ladies, who appeared, in breeches at Mrs. Scher-
merhorn’s. I could not have conceived that She had,
among her acquaintances people with such vulgar ideas—
I think it was in bad enough taste that Mr. Golden,
should ridicule the infirmities of female old age—but that
any young woman, should so far forget what is due, not
only to good breeding, but to decency, is really incon-
ceivable—but in my next I will tell you a story that will
shew the opinion that they have of these things here.

S.A. F. C.

TO J. E. DE KAY, NEW YORK

Florence, May 2sth, 1829, Villa St. Hilano,
near The Porta Romana.
My dear De Kay,
I have begun a dozen letters to you, but the ennui of
scribbling has, in every instance, interposed to prevent
their completion. I owe you thanks for the long letters by
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Mrs. Cutting. There are so many Manhattanese who
pass this way, that we are never long without the gossip
of the city, though I have seen very few papers during
the last year. As I like news myself, and news of my
friends, I shall do as I would be done by, and give you
a sketch of what we have done, and what we hope to do in
the next two years.

We landed in England, and I made a short visit to
London. We then went to Paris, by the way of Havre
and Rouen. We arrived in Paris the 22nd July, 1826,
and we did not quit it, or its environs, until February,
1828. We made several excursions, however, into the
nearest Provinces. In February, 1828, we went to
London, via Calais and Dover. We staid in London
until the last week in May, when we sailed or paddled
to Rotterdam, visited The Hague, etc.,, Amsterdam,
Utrecht, Goreumn, Breslau, Antwerp, Brussels, Waterloo,
Valenciennes to Paris. Six weeks at Paris. By Fontaine-
bleau and Dijon to Neufchatel and Berne. Near the latter
place I took a house for three months, during which time,
I visited all the Cantons, except Basle and Tessino. In
October, went by the Vilairs and Simplon to Milan; by
Parma, Novena, Bologna to Florence. Here the family
has been posted since the last of October, 1828. I have
made several short excursions into the neighboring states,
and in March, I went by Lucia Gava, the Corniche-road,
Nice, Antibes, Frejus and Aix to Marseilles, whence I
returned by sea to Leghorn. Our time will expire the last
of July in our present house, and then we intend to visit
Lucia, Pisa, and Leghorn again. From the latter to
Naples by water, touching at Elba; if practicable, we
shall stay at Naples until October, and then for the
Eternal City. In March for Upper Italy and Venice,



166 CORRESPONDENCE OF [1829

May to Vienna and Dresden. June, July, August and
September, Germany. October, Paris, leave the family,
and I shall go to Copenhagen, Stockholm, Petersburg,
Moscow, Warsaw, Berlin, Paris. In the Spring Ireland
and Scotland and in the summer home.—V oila ce que
j’ai fait et ce que je veux faire.

I see by the papers that the misfortunes of poor Eck-
ford have been far heavier than any that can proceed
from the malice and envy of his fellow creatures. Against
such blows there is no other remedy than resignation,
though there is always consolation in believing that we
possess the sympathy of others. Will you tell him that I,
I may say we, for Mrs. Cooper knew the excellent young
man who was in Paris, sincerely enter into his sorrows,
and having lost two children ourselves we can have more
than an ordinary perception of their severity. I hope the
health of Mrs. De Kay has not suffered by these repeated
shocks.

I have nothing of Halleck—he should not be idle, with
his genius. He ought to have an easy office and be em-
ployed in cutting up the follies. I know nothing better
than the stage. Why not improve the times a little
through its instrumentality? You might do something
in that way yourself.

What has become of Lunch, of Dunlap, of Cooper, of
the Academy, of Moore, and all other strange fish,
Francis included ? I see that one of your worthies has had
the misfortune to break his neck. I suppose he is stuffed
and in a case. How was the Griscom War ended? You
know I made the campaign as amateur.

Speaking of the Academy, I have something to say, in
all gravity, and if you think it will answer, you can cause
the next paragraph of my letter to be published. You will
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see that the object is to serve the artist. Though it may
wear the air of a puff, I assure you it is literally true.

At Florence, I met with Mr. Horatio Greenough, of
Boston. He is on his second visit to Italy, where he is
pursuing his studies as a sculptor. Mr. Greenough ex-
pressed a wish to make my bust, and his success was so
encouraging, that I was induced to make him an offer
for a groupe in marble. He had frequently modelled
figures, though never grouped, and, in no instance I be-
lieve had any of them been sufficiently wrought up to be
passed. With a diffidence, that did as much credit to his
principles as his modesty, Mr. Greenough consented to
undertake the task, on condition that unless both of us
were pleased the order should be null and the work con-
sidered merely as one of his studies.

With this understanding of the terms we began to look
about us for a subject. There is a picture in the Pitti
Palace that is called LLa Madonna del Trono. It has the
reputation of being by the hand of Raphael, though con-
noisseurs affect to see the pencil of one of his pupils in the
principal figure. The Virgin is seated on a throne and
angels are blowing trumpets near. There are several of
the latter, two of whom (perhaps I should call them
cherubs) stand at the foot of the throne, singing from a
scroll, that is held by a hand of each. We took these
two figures for the chisel. They have been modelled in
clay, cast in plaister, and are now cutting in the stone
Carrara. I need not tell you that the latter operation is
little more than mechanical, with the exception of a few
finishing touches, which require the talents and knowledge
of the artist.

These cherubs are thirty inches in height. The arm of
one is thrown negligently over the shoulder of the other
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and his head is bowed, as if he found more difficulty than
his companions in managing the music. Nothing can be
more beautiful than the infantile grace, the attitudes, and
character of their expression. They are the beau ideal of
childhood mingled with that intelligence which may be
thought necessary to compose a heavenly being of this
character. The wings give them an ethereal look. There
is a great deal of nature in their postures, and as much
distinctness and diversity in expression as the subject re-
quires. In short, taking the beauty of the design and the
execution together, I scarce know a more pleasing piece of
statuary for the size.

The work has been seen by many artists and connois-
seurs. I hear but one opinion of its beauty. Bartolini
speaks of it with high approbation. For myself I confess
I am delighted.

I believe this is the first piece of regular statuary in
groupe that has been executed by an American artist. I
am aware of the ability of Mr. Frazer, and remember to
have seen a figure of a child sitting that he made, which
was full of nature and spirit. Still it was only a figure.
There is also a very clever young man in New Haven
who, considering his opportunities, has done a great deal.
But these cherubs have been made in Italy, and where
one can walk into the tribune of the gallery at any
moment, and look at the Venus, the Wrestlers, Appol-
lino, The Faun, The Knife-grinder, and fifty other ckef
d’euvres of the ancients. You can readily suppose judges
get a little critical in Florence. The merit of Mr. Green-
ough is confined to the execution, in some degree, since
the subject is certainly from Raphael. Still a good deal
should be said in explanation. In the first place the pic-
ture is faded and much of the detail is wanting. Painting
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can only show one of its sides. The backs of the cherubs
are entirely original, and this includes the wings and the
disposition of the arm that is thrown across, which gave
more difficulty than all the rest of the grouping. Then
the attitudes are slightly varied, for postures that did
well enough in accessories, would have destroyed the
harmony of the groupe when the figures came to be prin-
cipals. This change has induced others, none of which, in
my poor judgment, has impaired the beauty of the design.
The two arts, though sisters, produce their effect by means
so very different that it subtracts but little from the glory
of one when it copies from the other. This is perhaps
truer with statuary than in a painting, since the resources
of the latter are much the most complete.

The celebrated recumbent Venus of Bartolini, which
that artist has just sent to Lord Londonderry, is a close
copy of one of Titian’s of the Tribune, and yet no one
speaks of the circumstance as subtracting from the merit
of the sculptor.

In a country like ours, the acquisition of a good sculp-
tor is no trifle. Of all the arts that of statuary is perhaps
the one we most want, since it is more openly and visibly
connected with the tastes of the people, through monu-
ments and architecture, than any other. Your lover of
political economy should not affect to despise the labours
of the chisel and the pencil. There is an intimate connec-
tion between all the means of national prosperity. We
have a glorious foundation for greatness in the diffusion
of a certain degree of intelligence, but taste can exist
without grammar and dictionaries and arithmetic. Had
England the taste of France, what would become of half
the manufacturers of the latter? Had Italy the industry
of England, what would become of London and Man-
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chester and Birmingham? Nothing for instance can be
more vulgar and downright purse-proud than English
plate in common. It is quite evidently valued by its
weight. No one who has sat at English and French tables
can avoid knowing the difference between taste and van-
ity. And yet Rundle and Bridges have executed pieces
of work that have scarce an equal because they had the
good sense to employ Flaxman when the public refused
to patronize him. What is true of gold and silver when
wrought into vessels of ornament or of use is true of
muslins and calicoes, of silks and carpets, and a thousand
other articles that are no longer luxuries but necessaries.
I'f we wish to compete as artisans with the manufacturers
of Europe, we must get taste.

I intend to send these cherubs home, as soon as finished,
and I hope they may be the means of bringing patronage
and encouragement to the artist. I have no more doubt,
in my own mind, of his ability to execute an equestrian
statue than of his ability to do that which I know he has
done. I't would cost him time, and study, and great labour,
but his chance of success would be equal to that of artists
whose reputations being established here, care little what
people think of them in America. It is time that delusions
on the subject of Europe, had an end on our side of
the Atlantic.

Now, just as much of the above as you see fit, cause to
be published, for it is my intention to have these little
angels exhibited for the benefit of the artist, and what is
more, I intend to make you their helper, and give you and
Cooper, and one or two more the whole trouble of the
affair. Resignation is the great virtue in a business like
this.

I have little to tell you more. Europe is in an embar-
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rassed state. They flatter themselves in England that they
are starving with over production! But John is exceed-
ingly ingenious in bolstering his infirmities and most
loyally stupid 1n seeing the progress of other people.

As to Americans here I see little and know less of
them. I hear strange accounts, however, for they are not
a little addicted to back biting. There is a queer report
abroad here just now, but I shall no more of it, feeling
quite confident it must be exaggerated; a Duke and some
female levity are implicated.

As for myself I know nothing of Europe through
cafés and valets de place. 1 make no acquaintances with
Countesses in Diligences and do not see grandees at
Restaurateurs, and scarcely know the name of an opera
dancer. You see I shall return as ignorant as I came out,
at least in the opinion of those galloping gentry, who
think the world is to be best understood in the market
places. I can tell you how often I laugh in my sleeve,
when I remember the swaggering conversation of some
of our ancient travelled i/luménati. I have traced a few of
the most conspicuous and depend on it they have not left
the trains of comets.

Remember me to Halleck. Tell him Rogers and Sir
James Mackintosh are delighted with Almerick but that
he is out of favour with all the Barings—for coupling
them with the de Rothschilds.

Adieu

J. Fenimore Cooper

FROM PETER JAY

New York, 29 May, 1829
Dear Sir,

My good old father has paid the debt of nature. He
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died on the 17th. inst. I need not tell you how much he
was loved and venerated by his children. His departure
was attended by every circumstance which can lighten
affliction for such a loss. Yet the separation is very pain-
ful and I am not yet in a mood to write with levity.

William will continue to reside at Bedford; the Estate
there is left to him. I have the stone house at New York;
and the rest of my father’s property except some legacies
is to be divided equally among all his children. My sisters
remain for the present with William, their plans are not
yet settled, but it is probable that they will pass the
winter in Mrs. Banyer’s house next door to us. Your
friend Mary is married to Frederick Prime. My other
girls are growing up around me, and teach me without the
assistance of my glass that I am growing old. Still I must
labor on to maintain them, while you are enjoying all
that can render Europe agreeable. I rejoice in the Laurels
you are winning and trust they produce golden fruit. We
shall rejoice still more if you should repose under their
shade in Westchester. Your Bachelor (except that it
paints us too favorably) is an excellent Book, and the
predictions it contains are infinitely less improbable than
an Englishman could by any means be made to believe.
Capt. Basil Hall we are told is going to lash us. Few
men have been better received here than he was, yet he
left us I believe in a sour humor. His condescension and
desire to instruct us, tho’ meant to shew humility and
kindness were felt as arrogance, and his wife indulged
herself in certain criticisms upon the American ladies
which justly displeased the latter.

You will find at your return our Society much changed,
some whom you knew are dead, some Bankrupt, some
married, many absent, and numbers of new faces appear
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daily on the scene. If you remain absent much longer you
will be as little at home here as at Paris. Come back while
you have some old friends left. Charles Baldwin was
gratified to hear that you remembered him.

We are longing to see your new novel with the odd
name, and your travels in Switzerland will I doubt not
be instructive as well as amusing. It is a country after all
which (if you except the scenery) I think I should not
admire; however, you are a better judge and I shall ac-
quiesce in your decision. We have no political news which
will be interesting to you. There are a great many ap-
pointments and disappointments, of course some are
gratified and many displeased. What are to be the distin-
guishing features of Gen. Jackson’s administration can-
not yet be determined. Hitherto there has been nothing
to denote great ability, nor perhaps the reverse. It is
probable things will go on pretty much in the old way.

Miss Martha Delancey was here a few days ago look-
ing very well. Her sister was still at Philadelphia. Mrs.
Jay is at Rye, or else I am sure she would desire to be
remembered to you. Remember us all to Mrs. Cooper
and the young ladies.

Your friend and ser*t
Peter Augustus Jay.

Do you know Stewart the missionary? in his journal
he frequently compares the views in Hawaii to those on
Lake Otsego, and speaks of your house at Fenimore.
James Fenimore Cooper, Esq., Florence

FROM EDWARD LIVINGSTON

Montgomery House, N. Y. June 20, 1829
Dr Sir

The newspapers which usually “prate of your where-
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about” have given lately such different accounts that the
uncertainty of my letters reaching you has prevented me
from making a communication which I have for some
time past intended to make—it is one that is drawn upon
you by the celebrity you have acquired in the literary
world and by the obligation which that celebrity has
created of using your talents in such a way as to promote
the greatest good. I will explain my object without fur-
ther preface. I know not whether you have ever turned
your attention to the state of our penal law, or have
formed an opinion on the great question whether death
ought ever to be inflicted as a punishment—I have, and
have come to the conclusion that as society is now formed
neither justice nor necessity nor expediency require or
permit this punishment. The process of reasoning by
which I arrive at this conclusion will be found with much
other matter which I do not require you to read, in a
report made to the General Assembly of Louisiana in the
year 1822 and in the introductory report to the Code of
Crimes and punishments, both of which I now send to
you with the rest of the work. These parts of it I do
request you read with the attention that the subject,
rather than the mode in which it is discussed, requires.—

If the result of this investigation or of any previous
attention you may have given to the subject should be a
coincidence of opinion with me, you will not find the
request I am about to make an extraordinary one, for you
will feel it a duty to cooperate in the abolition of a prac-
tice supported only by prejudice and the fear of innova-
tion which outrages humanity, and disgraces the legisla-
tion of the civilized world.

You are one of the very, very few whose works are not
only read in all civilized nations, but by all the reading
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part of every nation. The department of literature which
you have for the most part adopted is one that enables
you to impress most forcibly on the mind the truths you
may wish to inculcate. The skill with which you embody
the passions and exemplify their operation and effects,
the genius which enables you to give to fiction all the
interest of reality, the knowledge of human nature by
which you detect and expose the most secret workings
of the mind, and the command of language and descrip-
tive powers you possess, to throw into the most interest-
ing form the incidents your fancy creates, all these fit you
in the most eminent degree for the task I propose. It is
that of exemplifying (in a work written expressly with
that view) the evils of capital punishment. One of the
most prominent among them (its irremediable nature)
seems to me to offer the finest field for a display of your
powers in describing the effects of an erroneous judgment
founded on false or mistaken testimony—the unavailing
efforts of conscious innocence; its uncredited association,
its despair; the remorse of the mistaken jurors and judge
when the falsity of the charge is discovered too late for
redress; the chain of circumstances by which guilt was
presumed or the motives for the perjury by which it was
asserted, in your hand, might be worked up into a picture
that would cause the hardiest advocate for capital pun-
ishment to pause in his desire to inflict it, and I will
answer for it, would not disgrace the master hand that
drew it.

I forget however, that you may not be a convert to my
Doctrine, or may have other reasons for declining my
proposal. Should either of these be the case, I shall
lament my want of success, but feel no apprehension of
your mistaking my motive or disapproving it when
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known. I shall at least have brought myself to your recol-
lection and have assured you of my high consideration
and perfect esteem.
Your m ob st
Edw. Livingston.
Fenimore Cooper Esq

Edward Livingston was born in 1764 and died in 1836. He was
a member of Congress and Mayor of New York. In 1829 he was
United States Senator and in 1831 was Secretary of State. In
1833 he went to France as minister plenipotentiary. He systema-
tized the Civil Code of Louisiana and prepared a new criminal
code. He strongly favored the abolition of capital punishment.

FROM A LETTER OF MRS. COOPER TO HER SISTER

Rome, March 4th, 1830

How often do I wish for You, my dear Sister, to enjoy
with us the pleasure of being at Rome. I can hardly tell
you what a pleasure it is—We are perfectly enchanted,
and delight in it more and more—as the Spring begins to
open and the weather becomes pleasant, we explore the
Ruins and its environs, and trace the Scenes of events
that have been familiar with us from our Childhood—I
can hardly describe to you the feelings with which I gaze
upon the Ruins of the Forum—or look on the still solid
Walls of the Prisons where St. Paul is known to have
been shut up—and where St. Peter is said to have been.—
We explored the other day the Remains of the Baths of
Titus, which are very beautiful. There is only a part of
them cleared from the Rubbish with which they were
filled, but these Corridors and Apartments, with their
vaulted roofs thirty feet in height, give an idea of what
their Magnificence must have been, when complete—
they were covered with Paintings done on the Walls
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themselves—some of which have escaped the ravages of
time and damp, and are still very beautiful—it was near
here the celebrated Statue of Laocoén was discovered—
and the Guide pointed out to us the place, were it was
conjectured to have stood—this you will remember is one
of the finest specimens of Grecian Sculpture now remain-
ing, it stands in the Museum of the Vatican—in one of
the late éxcavations, they have discovered a very beauti-
ful mosaic pavement, beneath the baths, which is thought
to have been the floor of a Room in the House of
Mzcenas which is known to have stood here—what
sights, what subjects for the imagination! but I leave the
idea for you to fill up. This House of Mzcenas was torn
down to make way for a part of the Palace of Nero, and
this in its turn gave Place to the baths which bore the
name of the Conqueror of Jerusalem—in sight of the
spot stands the triumphal Arch erected in honour of its
conquest—it 1s very interesting, as still having sculp-
tured on its bas reliefs, the sacred Vessels, brought
among the Spoils of the Temple.—It is said that the
Jews always avoided this Arch, and would go any dis-
tance rather than be obliged to pass under it. I should
like to know if they still retain this feeling, but I have
met with no one yet who could satisfy me—Poor Rome—
but little rests of its ancient splendors—the traces of their
own fierce Civil Dissensions, and of the Sacks and
Ravages of barbarous invaders, are more easily discov-
ered than the remains of their taste and magnificence—a
few broken Columns, and a Mutilated Arch is all that
remains in the forum, which is filled up, with dirt and
rubbish, to the height of twenty feet—it is striking as
you ride through the streets of modern Rome to see the
pieces of broken columns, ruined capitals, and ancient
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inscriptions worked up in the Walls of the houses.—
sometimes arches of Amphitheatres, and parts of Mas-
sive Tombs are made to serve in their constructions—the
tomb of Augustus forms a part of some houses in our
Neighborhood, and the Amphitheatre of Marcellus,
which was thought one of the finest of Rome, is employed
for the same purpose in another part of the Town. On
the Palatine Hill where stood the Palaces of the Cesars
some Walls of brick and ruins of subterranean Arches are
all that rest—we wound our way through the vineyards
that are cultivated on their ruins to the edge of the Hill,
and looked down on all that rests of the Senate House,
and the temple of Vesta, which is just at its feet—the
Hill of the Capitol is covered with Modern buildings—
and all that is classical, excepting the Prisons, is the re-
mains of the Tarpeian Rock from whence they used to
throw their State Criminals in the times of the Repub-
lic—we walked up the Steps that led to the height, Paul
and all, and looked down the precipice—it might very
well break a man’s neck, even at the present day,—al-
though it would be very much like being thrown out of a
Garret Window were it not for the name of the thing.
there are loud and long disputes too about the site of the
Spot, as there are about all that remains of Ancient
Rome.

S. A.F.C.

FROM HORATIO GREENOUGH

Florence, March 15, 1830
My Dear Sir
I have just put your letter into the hands of Mr.
Moliné with the approval of the censor. I have been
obliged to read the whole work into Italian for him for



18307] JAMES FENIMORE-COOPER 179

the sake of expedition. Otherwise I know not when he
would have made an end of it.

In the sentence “The finger of Providence pointed to
a place where the most devoted of his worshippers might
erect their altars,” he erased the word “most” as convey-
ing an idea derogatory to the Catholic forms of worship.

Also the passage—“I am old enough to remember its
language [where you speak of the English press] to
Alexander, who was yesterday a Saint and to-day a
Debauchee, a patriot or a tyrant, etc.” stuck in the throat
of the good father. I talked hard to him, however, and
he concluded to change merely the word “Debauchee”
for “anything else.”—The sentence “We have seen his
successor within a twelvemonth represented now as a
cormorant, now as a butterfly, hero or dastard, as his bat-
talions approached or receded from the Balkan,” he
thought himself not at liberty to licence. The notes re-
main to be read. I shall expect your advice with regard
to the above passages—in the meanwhile the printing

will go on. I am, Dear Sir,

Yours Sincerely,
H. Greenough.

FROM CHARLES WILKES

New York, July 29, 1830

My dear Sir

I hope The Water Witck will soon be with us. “Your
path is on the mountain wave” and your home on the
deep—and I dare say, without meaning anything of the
pun kind, that she will be very bewitching. Nautical sub-
jects ought to please on the Atlantic border at least and
I think do. I do not know who was the author of the
article in the Eding mentd in your former letter—but I
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do know, or at least firmly believe, for many reasons,
that it was not Jefferey’s. He was then, however, I think,
the Editor and must of course be the ostensible father of
the child.—You know that he is no longer so. When he
was unanimously chosen Dean of the Faculty of Advo-
cates by his brethren, he gave up the review. No condi-
tion was made on the subject, which he would have
spurned at, but he felt, that as the Advocates, as a body,
were nearly divided as to Whig and Tory, and had with
unprecedented unanimity chosen him as their head, it
would be deemed a proper delicacy on his part to with-
draw from the direction of a work so decidedly a party
work, as the review had always been. You are aware that
the place of Dean is one of mere honor without a particle
of emolument unless in so far as it may give business,
which was no object.to Jeffery, who had already as much
as he could do. He has always expressed himself to me
in strong terms of approbation of your genius and
talent—not certainly without some drawbacks (for what
professional critic can help finding fault?), but with a
great preponderance of praise—particularly of your
power to keep alive an intense interest, in which respect
he thinks you unrivalled.

Your accounts of European politics are very interest-
ing. I hope you are wrong in almost always putting Eng-
land in the wrong—which I observe you almost con-
stantly do. I am not inclined to claim for English states-
men any supremacy of virtue, but I do think the nation
is decidedly in favor of liberal and honorable conduct,
when there is time to instruct and inform them and that
there is no other nation in the world, unless ours is an
exception, in which politicians must at least make it
believed they mean honestly—or where an agreed dis-
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honorable act more infallibly damns a public man. The
middle class, meaning by that an educated class such as
the country gentlemen of England are, I think cannot be
matched any where—I will not, however, pretend that I
am an unprejudiced judge. All my opinions all my life,
from my youth upwards, have been formed by the course
of reading a young man of decent connections in England
naturally falls into—many of my early and best friends
were of that class and I own I have seen nothing in the
national history to give the lie to these opinions. No
nation that I have ever read of has been oftener led on
by generous impulses into war, or has sacrificed more in
defense of liberal opinions. I cannot quite agree with
you about General Jackson—altho’ I am quite ready to
believe he is as good as Adams was. His speech deserves
the praise you give us—but with some exceptions—but I
do not think his conduct since has answered to what was
expected from his previous character. It was, I think,
believed that he would err in being too obstinate and
positive—selfwilled and unbending—he has, I believe,
shewn himself as yielding, as vacillating, as popularity-
seeking as any common regularly bred politician, and he
has certainly pushed the burning-out principle far beyond
all defensible grounds and opened a torrent of corruption
which I think threatens to overwhelm all chance of any-
thing like a fair and free choice of any great officer of our
government. In nine cases out of ten, where no imminent
danger threatens the country, all will be a bargain and
sale before hand—if I vote for you or exert myself for
you, you must give me a place—in case of danger, the
danger itself will bring the remedy. I agree very much
with you as to Jefferson’s letters. They certainly raised
my opinion both of his talents and integrity—many pas-
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sages of his life, since the revolution, had made me con-
sider him as a complete demagogue, with the common
sordid views of demagogues, altho’ an able man; but I
found by his early letters, when any hyprocrisy was out
of the question, so many of the same views of politics,
that one cannot doubt that he was, in the main, sincere,
and he certainly seems, with the feeling of a true lover
of his country, always to be thinking of rendering her any
service or of introducing any new means of prosperity
and comfort. I am also quite of your opinion as to
Moore’s life of Byron, as far as it respects the action of
Moore, considered as a friend to Byron. He is one of
those “damned good natured friends” whom Sir Fretful
Plagiary speaks of in T'he Critic—yet I am not sorry at
any view of human nature and am rather glad to see the
obliquities (to use no harsher term) of men of distin-
guished parts, shewn in broad daylight, when it is done
without any fault of my own or of those I love. Lady
Byron’s vindication is perfect, as far as she is concerned—
but I hope some officious friend will yet tell us what the
conduct was on his part, which barred all forgiveness. I
have, hitherto, had no doubt that there was a lurking
insanity which poisoned his whole life. My old friend
Mr Adams has distinguished himself, but he is not en-
titled to all the glory you give him, for he is not more
than 73 years old. Has Rogers ever thanked you for
Cole’s picture or given any opinion about the merit of
it? I cannot find that he has taken any pains to patronize
him, which I am very sorry for.
Pray remember me affectionately
to Mrs Cooper, and believe me,
Dr Sir, truly Yrs
C Wilkes
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TO MRS. COOPER, DRESDEN

Sunday, 9 o’clock in the evening, Aug. 15, 1830
Francfort.
My dearest Sue,

We got here, at four. We did very well both nights,
and I do not remember to have ever travelled in the night
with less fatigue. The roads are exc