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MY DIARY IN AMERICA IN THE
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CHAPTER I.

THE ASPECT OF TIHE PLACE, AND THE MANNERS OF THE
PEOPLE.

- Lvivg in that narrowest of beds—the very narrowest -of
all that & man can occupy save his grave—the berth in my
. state-room on board the steam-ship * Persia,” I 'gave myself
up last November to many nights of thought. And my
thoughts were of many kinds. First, that I should be infi-
nitely thankful to Heaven for being alive—for having been
permitted to confront so many perils, to overcome so many
difficulties, to override so many mishaps, to escape being
h}mged by Butler, bullied by Stanton, bastilled by Dix,
gouged, bowie-knived, or tarred-and-feathered, by anybody,
shot by Confederate guerillas, plund'éred by Mexican gueril-
}exos, picked up by the Alabama, or knocked over by the
yellow fever,—in short, that I had seen America in the
Midst of War, and was well out of it. Since my return to
my own country, I have (being of a somewhat irritable terf-
per) almost chafed under- the congratulations of friends,

VoL, II. B



2 AMERICA IN"THE MIDST OF WAR.

who have said :—“ And so you're back, safe and sound, are
you? Safe and sound. Well, we never ,expected to see
you again!”’ ‘Why the deuce shouldn’t they expect to see
mecagain ? Was it their wish not to do so ? Did I carry
‘a Death Warrant with me to the States? Was I under
sentence when I left? = Had I been sojpuming with the
Old Man of the Mountain ; and “was I bound to be assas-
sinated? Was I in the®last stage of consumption, or liver
complaint, or heart disease, when I left the white cliffs of
Albion ? It is certain that, 'prévious to my d-epartulfe, I
experienced extreme difficulty in persuading an Insurance
Office to take my life; and that the Solicitor who made my
will shook my hand with much cordiality when I left him :
which boded ill, I thought. Now there is my dearest:friend,
whose “ hair is as white as the snows on the summit of
Popocatapetl.” He has earned the proud title of an At-
- lantic Navigator. IIe crosses from Liverpool to Boston,
and from New York to Queenstown, at least eight times a--
year. He is always going away, or coming back. He has
been in fearful storms, and has been twice more than nine-
tenths wrecked. He oscillates between hotel and hotel.
Census and Income-Tax Commissioners can never get hold
of him; for he resides, the major part of the time, in a
portmanteau,—a Fishex’s dressing-bag and a portmanteau.
Yet nobody seems astonished when /e comes back after two
or three months’ absence. People talk of his being nearly
‘““ due,” and of the probability of his “turning up” next
Monday week, or so. He goes and comes quite as much as
'a matter of course as a Queen’s Messenger or-a Post-Office
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Mail Agent' -He seems to belong, morally, to the Cunard
packet service, agd to be as safe as the *Persia” and Cap-
tain Liott, or the bcotm and Captam Judkins. Nobody
ever expects to hear that he has been shot, hanged, stabbed,
or. “‘run out.” It is his busmess to come due, and to be
'taken-'up“, like sg, go_od bill ; and he arrives at maturity, and
“takes himself up accordingly.

So I thoughta and was thankful,”in my berth on board
the * Persia.” There were many things besides gratitude
that 1mpelled me to cogltatlon Every day brought me
nearer Home. The word was associated not only with
bright pleasures, ‘but with grave cares, to come. I was
'congin'g home to' rent and taxes, and more critics, and to
the people who write anonymous letters. I was coming
back to the daily treadmill, the bullet and the chain. I had
a Book to ﬁnish; I had a new carpet to buy. I knew
that I bad eight hundred pages of printed matter to see
through the press before January was a fortnight old; and
‘that if I didn’t have the gas laid on, there would be a dis-
turbance at home. There was, you see, a little hyssop
'mmgled in the wme-cup. And every day, as the shadows
began to fall, there used to come and sit over against me on
the washstand a Shadowy Thing, that became more and more
to my dlstempered fancy a visible #nd tangible Presence,
in the likeness of an Elf —a grubby little Elf, given to
whlstlmg negro melodies, and quite innocent of a pocket-
‘handkerchief. And these were the words the Elf seemed to.
be n_mtteﬁng =~ Welcome Home. I have been long wait-

ing for you. Now, if you please, I will wait upon you every
3 ' B 2
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morning, every afternoon, and every evening. I will go to
sleep in your hall. I will crouch on the hgarth-rug in your
stady. I will haunt your step. I will drive coffin-nails
in®o your door with single raps. You shall think of me
sleeping, and think of me waking. I am a Printer’s Devil.
I have come for Copy. I have come for Proofs. I want to
know what time I am to come“o-morrow morning. You
must learn to love me, for I am the Ink-Bottle Imp, and I
will never leave you.” I tried to shut this dreadful little
vision out; but when I buried my head in the pillow, or
clasped my hands over my eyes,. I could still hear him
knocking single knocks, or sniffing in the hall. And he is
still sitting, like Edgar Poe’s Raven, by my chamber door:
and if I tell him to go to the Devil, his papa, he sniffs, and
murmurs—- Never more !” and that it is as much as his life
is worth, to go back to the office * without them proofs.”
But now let me tell you the chief reason for my thinking
so much in my berth on board the “ Persia.” As a rule I can
sleep anywhere, and for any number of hours on a stretch.
But slumber fled from my eyelids on my homeward voyage
for the reason that, during the first three days and nights, I
suffered intense agony from a most atrocious toothache, the
which, although I overcame it with chloroform, and cognac,
and pepper, and other® medicaments, was contmually threat-
ening to return, and kept me for the remaining seven days
in a continual tremor of nervous expectation. Boys at
school will tell you that the pain of the thrashing they have
just had is nothing compared with the anticipation of that
‘which they are promised the next morning. So I used to do
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my sleeping by fits and starts in the daytime, and at night
lay awake and thought. I thought chiefly this. Here have
I been away a whole year, and what, after all, have I seen ?
"I have but fringed the garment of the North Amerisan
continent; I have but spied out a corner of the nakedness
of the land. I have never gazed on the boundless Prairies
of the West ; I have nevel surveyed the Rocky Mountains ;
I have never seen the Mississippi.. Much as a man feels
inclined to make of his travels, I don’t think the whole of
my American journey has been more adventurous, or more
perilous, than an exped.ition "to Bethnal Green. In the
bowels of the silver mines of Real del Monte, in Mexico, I
was never without a shirt, and had to dress for dinner
punctually at half-past six; and there has never come a
Saturday.r without a sheaf of white cravats coming home from
the wash. What with steam, the electric telegraph, and
newspapers, it would be hard work nowadays even for
Timon of Athens to fly from the pale of civilization. That
wretched dolt who sleep'é on the cinders in a kitchen near
St. Albans, and dresses in a blanket and skewer—who calls‘
-himself a Hermit, and whose diseased vanity Mr. Charles
Dickens unwisely fostered by making him the Hero of a
Christmas book—is compelled, maugre hlS pretended renun-
ciation of the world and its ways, to sacnﬁce at the shrine of
civilization. He keeps his cheque-book in a fish-kettle.
Wherever you go, the swallow-tailed coat, white choker, and
gibus hat—the banker’s letter of credit, the postage stamp,
the Illustrated London News—the woman’s bonnet and
crinoline skirt—follow you about; and what are these but
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Civilization ? There are a few places left—Bhootan, for
instance, Halesowen, the Durham Collieries, and that won-

derful island in the Malay archipelago, where the daily life
of the entire population is an incessant repetition of the
various stages of intoxication, and ends every evening in'a
drunken brawl—where you may%give civilization the go-by
for a while, and be a savage, and (if your tastes tend towards
savagery) happy. DBut these places are daily growing more
select. The Barbarian KEye is looking right through the,
Great Wall of China. English officers collect the dues in the
Celestial custom-houses, and there are horse-races at Pekin.
There is a theatre at Great Salt Lake City, and Artemus
Ward was enabled to calculate the number of Brigham
Young’s wives from the number of long stockings he saw
hanging over a clothes-line in the Patriarch’s garden.

“I have in my desk two large yellow envelopes, given me,
“just before I left New York, by a gentleman whose ac-
“‘quaintance I was not fortunate epough to enjoy for any
‘ lengthened period, but who, by the rare qualities he dis-
“ played, made a greater impression on me than almost any
“ other. American with whom I had been on terms of in-
¢ timacy. ‘I don’t know whether you’ll ever come our way,’
‘“ said this gentlemgn ] ¢ but, if you do, our folks will be very
“glad to see you." ‘Our way,’ was set forth in the con-
“ tents of the large yellow envelopes. One held a pass over
“the Overland Stage Route (carrying the U. S. mails)
‘““ between San Francisco, California, and Atcheson, Mis-
‘“souri, and back again, and instructing all station-agents,
¢ ¢ conductors, &c., to show the bearer of this pass every
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‘“ attention. The second paper was a letter of introduction
“ to a Banking Firm at Salt Lake City. I wonder whether
“I shall ever be able to make use of these two yellow
“ envelopes. ¢ Sait-on on Pon va?' asked Diderot. .In
‘““ the course of a year or so I may grow rusty again with
““town life ; throw myself into a Royal Mail Steamer ; speed
“from St. Thomas to Aspinwall; cross the Isthmus of
““ Panama; take a berth on one’ of the colossal Pacific
¢ steamer.s ; land at San Francisco; try ¢ our way’ overland,
“ and look up ¢ our folks’ at the City of the Mormons. I am’
“ reminded too that, did.I choose to visit California vié
“ New York, I have the promise of a pass by long sea for
“ the Nicaragua Route to the Golden State (among the end-
“.less varieties of American hospitality, that of giving a
“ stran.ger free passes for a four or five thousand mile
“ journey is not at all uncommon); but what with wars, and
‘““ rumours of wars, and the new U. S. passport system, and
‘“ this Book of mine, I don’t know whether the Yankees will
“ ever suffer me to land at Jersey City again. I fear it will
‘“ have to come to ¢ our way,” and I should dearly like to try
“it. I have carefully abstained from reading any books
“ about the Mormons—even those of such notable travellers
“as M. Jules Remi and Mr. Brenchley, or Captain Burton,
“ to avoid bemg, as the Reviewer Qald ‘ prejudiced ;’ but I

“ met numbers of gentlemen in the States—from Senator
“ Latham to Artemus Ward—who had sojourned in Utah,

“and I could not help hearing a great deal about the

“ Mormons and Brigham Young and his many wives. By

« all acchnts this people must be the most curious in the
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“world. The institution of polygamy, which is so funda-
“ mental a part of their polity, and to which they cling with
“ such persistency, has made them hateful to the people of the
“ United States, and is justly reprehended in Europe, where
“ monogamy has been found sufficient, and sometimes more
“than sufficient, for any Christian man. The Book of
““ Mormon has been denounced astQ wicked fable ; Joe Smith
““ag a vulgar impostor; Brigham Young as an artful
“ intriguer ; and the Latter Day Saints as a horde of crazy
‘““ and profligate impostors. They may be all, or an;r of*
‘ these things, or none; but the fact nevertheless remains,
““that Heaven, for some inscrutable purpose, has per-
“ mitted them to prosper, and that they are now flourish-
“ing to a surprising extent ;—that the plurality of wives
“ which obtains among them, however much it may con-
““ duce to private dissoluteness, has destroyed public im-
‘ morality, and that there is no adultery, no prostitu-
“ tion, no seduction, no debauchery among the Mormons.
“ T asked the Senator whether ardent spirits were consumed
“in the place. He told me that he thought travellers could
““ obtain wines at the hotels; but that in the whole of Great
“ Salt Lake City there was mot one drinking bar. I asked
“ Artemus Ward whether the purely ecclesiastical govern-
‘“ ment to which the Saints were subject led in any way to
“ gloom, to asceticism, or to the sour self-conceit which
‘“ Puritanism engenders, so surely as a decayed cheese gene-
“ rates maggots. He replied that, on the contrary, they were
“ a very cheerful, and vivacious, and appeared to be a very
“ happy people; that the theatre at Great Salt Fmke City
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“ was a very large and handsome structure, which was nightly
“ thronged, and thgt secular amusements (except, always,
“ getting drunk) were largely patronised. He confessed that
“ he was somewhat staggered when he saw a flock of chil-
‘‘ dren issuing from a schoolhouse, and was told that the
‘ greater number of the juveniles belonged to Brigham
“Young; but both he, anll every other traveller among the
‘“ Mormons, warned me not to be‘lieve the absurd stories
“current in the States of the rampant and indecent form
“ which polygamy has_been said to take in Utah, of
““women being maltreated, children strangled, and obnoxi-
‘“ ous strangers ¢ passed on ’—i.e., murdered and thrown into
“the Lake. I was furthermore begged to divest my mind
“of the possible impression that every Mormon was the
‘ possessor .of a harem full of Odalisques. Some of the
“ Elders have indeed many wives, but many more persons in
“ authority are content with one; and an emigrant to Utah
“ could not fall into a greater error than to imagine that on
‘“ his arrival at the blissful bourne he would be immediately
‘“ presented with a dozen sultanas, thenceforth to lead a
‘jovial rollicking life. There are indeed a great many
“ widows and unmarried females in the settlement—most of
“ them persons of mature age and in indigent circumstances,
“ relatives and friends of emigrants Who have died, and so
‘“forth. Of these, a number are ‘ sealed ’ to Brigham Young,
“and other Dignitaries of the Church. This ¢sealing’ is
“ a kind of Platonic matrimonial arrangement ; but, as it has
“been described to me, partakes more of the nature of a
‘¢ charitable” provision for pel"sons without any means of
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“ gupport than a tangible nupi.;ial contract. For the rest,
“ the corner stone of prat;tical Mormoxyjsm (apart from the
“ extraordinary theological delusion on which it is founded)
“ geems to be Hard Work of the grimmest and most unequi-
“ vocating kind. Brlgham Young does the ‘bossing;’ but
« everybody else has to work. The government is a simple
“ theocracy ; and the revenue is derived from a sweeping
‘“ duty of ten per cen/t. pa.id to the Church. If an emigrant in
‘ poor circumstances arrives, the Saints will allot him so
“ much land, provide him with seeg,' stock, and implements,‘
““ and give him every chance of earning a livelihood ; but he
““must redeem his indebtedness within a reasonable time,
“and pay his annual ten per cent. to the Church. If he
“ won't pay his debts or his tithes, if he won’t work, if he
“ig idle, or profligate, or a nuisance, the Saints don’t
“ exactly ¢ pass him on’ in the Lethal sense of the locution,
“but they ‘run him out.”’ He has to go. The sooner he
‘““ makes tracks out of Utah Territory the better. I cannot
“ imagine a more Alnaschar-like dissipé.tion of a voluptuous
‘“ dream, than that of some gay young rover who has emi-
“ grated to Utah with the hope of discovering a Mahomet
‘¢ Paradise there, but has found instead that it is a very
‘“ Tophet to those who are not willing to earn their bread by
“the sweat of their brows. A great deal of the hatred
“ which the inhabitants of the Northern States bear to the
“ Mormons, may be traced to the fact that the purely
“ American element is not strong in Utah. The commu-
“pity is most cosmopolitan. Swedes, Germans, English-
 men, Welshmen, Frenchmen, outnumber the Yankees;
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“ nor do the Europeans, following ¢he rule which prevails in
““the States, become speedily Yankeeised.”” This note is
entirely derived from vivd voce information.

To return to civilisation. The King of Siam takes astro-
homical observations; the heir of Runjeet Singil goes out
deer-stalking and marne? a tract distributor; and in the
month of March last I was presented in the palace built by
Hernan Cortés to the Regent of an Empire, who, in the
pugest English, asked after the health of Lord Palmerston,
with whom he had often’ dined, who knew Paris and New
York and Philadelphia by heart, and read the Journal des
Débats and the Saturday Review, and who was a full-blooded
Indian, as copper-coloured as a stewpan, and whose mother,
the squaw, from the way she had of flying with him (the
papoose) to the mountains when peril was near, caused tQ be
conferred on him the name he bore :—Almonte. '

“ The duty of an archdeacon,” once said Bishop Blomfield,
“1is to discharge archidiaconal functions.” The duty of one
sent to a far distant country to describe the manners, cus-
toms, and peculiarities of a great people—interesting to us
for a hundred reasons—is to describe them accordingly. I
asked myself, tossing, toothfully, in my berth, whether I had
‘ discharged archidiaconal functiox:s.’.’ as an archdeacon
should do—had I turned the pen of a ready-writer to profit-
able account? Alas! I looked back upon a tangled wilder-
ness of interminable digression and wearisome verbiage—of
trivial anecddte, of idle speculations, of carping criticism, of
stories about a cock and a bull. For twelve months I had
been biting a file,-and twiéting a rope of sand, and making
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dirt pies, instead of exploring the latent depths and the
giddy heights, and seeing what the open and what the covert
would yield. What acres of ephemeral discussion, of pur-
poseless invective, must I not leave for ever entombed in the
columns of a daily newspaper ? Who would care to hear
now why Chase resigned ? how Fessenden strove to raise
the wind ? how Howard forged a ;)roclama.tion ? how Payne
stole mules ? how Thurlow Weed accused an ex-mayor of
New York of peculation ? how Greeley was hoodwinked at
Niagara? how Jaques and Gilmore were bowed out of
Richmond by Jefferson Davis ? how Abraham Lincoln
consorted with a corncutter, and how the corncutter shot
another chiropodist, his partner, in Broadway ? how the
gaoler at Columbus shaved John Morgan’s head, and sold
his hair in love-locks to Secesh admirers? how golc.l went
up %o a hundred and eighty-five premium ? how pork and
petroleum rose and fell ? how Butler issued proclamations
from Fortress Monroe against mankind in general, and came
to New York, and put up at the Hoffmann House, and
frightened the Manhattaniten out of their wits ? how Bennett
called Raymond a *little villain,” and the World called
Jowett a ‘swelling oaf,” and Belmont called the Chicago
Convention to order:b and Cheever spoke of Lincoln as
Herod, and Lincoln wondered that he didn’t call him
Hernia, since there had been a * rupture ” between them ?
how that most blasphemous person, Henry Ward Beecher
(the brother of the lady who wrote Uncle T'om’s Cabin, and
who by her wicked exaggerations and misstatements has done
more than any other human being alive towards plunging a
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once glorious and prosperous and united nation into an
abyss of blood and tears and unextinguishable hatred) said
from the pulpit, of which he is permitted to make a mounte-
bank’s rostrum, and to the congregation, whose pews are sold
every year by public auction, ‘“that when God had to deal
with the rebellious angels, he recognised no peace-platform
of a Chicago Convention” ? how ministers of the Federal
Government expressed at p{xblic méeting their wish to * take
old Mother England by the hair, and give her a good
shakmg »? and how George Francis Train was elected Dele-
gate from Nebraska Terrltory to the Chicago Convention,
set up there at the Sherman House as a kind of Warwick
the King Maker, was nominated by a private convention of
ore Vice-President of the Republic, made a vast fortune
(the tenth) by speculations in gold and “ corners” in the
Adirondack Railway, and threatened to return to England
to cover the whole surface of the land with street railways,
and once more accuse Lord Palmerston of having violated
the doctrine of uti possidetis, poisoned Thamas Kouli Khan,
murdered Eliza Grimwood, and set the Thames on fire?
These are the things about which I had to prose, and prose,
for.twelve weary months. And when I looked forward, no
Pisgah view of Palestine was mine. I‘saw only stern and
apgry faces—I see them now;—I Hear only voices saying,

“You give us so many bills of fare, so much egotism, so
much tautology, and so much bosh, and you call thls a

‘ Diary in America in the Midst of War.' ”’

I screwed my eyelids together one night very txghtly, and
I said, “I know that I have failed miserably in that which I
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proposed to myself to do. Theére is no time, no opportunity
to begin the task over again; but I can at least do some-
thing. Those with whom I come in contact at home will be
" sure to ask me, ‘What do the Americans eat and drink ?
How do they dress ? - What are their children like ? Of
what nature are their marriage, funeral, convivial customs ?
Have you been in their churclies? Have you seen the
working of their schools? What kind of shops have they ?
What are their railways, their omnibuses, their steamboats,
their hackney carriages, their private equipages like ? RHave
you ever stayed in an American coﬁntry-house ? Do their
villages resemble ours ? Are they good horsemen? Are
they great readers? Do they believe to any great extent
in spiritual manifestations.? Is Bloomerism on the wane,
or gaining ground ? Do they really hate us ? Have they
pretty theatres, and good actors and actresses? What are
their evening parties like ? Do the gentlemen smoke ? do
they bet? do they gamble ? do they shoot? do they play
cricket ? do they yacht? do they hunt? Do the ladies
flirt much? are they very pious, or charitable ? are they
fond of needlework ? are they addicted to scandal? Do
they wear much crinoline? How are their shoes, and
their bonnets ? Are they “fast?” Have the people any
taste for art? Have tifey any picture galleries or museumg ?
Are their medical men talented ? Do they cut corns well ?
How about their dentists? Do you admire American
photography ?’ ” © The number of books of travels in the
United States is legion; yet no tourist returns from the
States without being asked questions such as I have enu-
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merated by the very people who have read his book, and
the tourists who g.ive the fullest information on these points
are often those who never dream of writing a book at all.
For it must be, I apprehend, conclusive that still life, how-
ever accurately it may be portrayed, is in every way inferior
to the.life which is quiet and breathing. The best word-
pictures of American scenety and American architecture, the
lengthiest disquisitions on Americah politics, literature, or
theology, are but still life. They can be written at home,
with the aid of cyclopedias, gazetteers, handbooks, and the
experiences of former fravellers; but the best picture of
living American life you could possibly obtain would be, not
from the bulky work of a picturesque and discursive, or
sentimental or .didactic traveller, but from the dinner-table
conversation, say of a shrewd Manchester man, who, not quite
satisfied with Brightism and Cobdenism, had determined to
take a run through the States, and see things for himself;
or an intelligent young Guardsman who had utilised a three
months’ leave from Montreal to see the North and the West
and the East of the Union, if he had not indeed run the
blockade by sea, and pierced the lines on land—as many
Guardsmen have done—and taken a peep at Dixie. “1I will
imagine,” I continued, “that I have been asked out to dinner,
and that the company are asking me “’qﬁ.estions :—¢Mr. Pen,
have they any Nesselrode pudding in America ?—are the
ladies very brilliant pianoforte players ?’ and I will answer
as many of the queries a_s._ I can squeeze into forty or
fifty pages, as succinctly and with as few digressions as
I can.” This was my resolve. I screwed my eyes tighter
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than ever. I turned my face to the wall of the ship.
I tried to dismiss the grubby elf, the life-belt hanging
on the bulkhead, the washstand, the pegs, the crimson
settee, the lamp and looking-glass of my state-room, the
heaving and crackling of the ship’s sides; the noise of the
men holystoning the deck above, the churning of the
paddles, and the continual angui;h of the sea. I strove to
conjure up the real and living aspect of the country I had
just quitted, and to detach, leaf by leaf, the pages of the
Diary I had not ceased to keep, and in which I had noted.'
down that which had stricken me as peculiar in the manners
and customs of the strangest people among whom I ever
dwelt. The result is'here. |
What impression does the first glimpse of America make
on a stranger? Absolutely that of a large box full of
German toys. I saw the State of Massa(;husetts, to begin
with, from Boston harbour. The shows were wonderfully
toy-like—everything spick and span, and shining and new-
looking. Trim, chélet-looking wooden houses, painted in
all kinds of gay colours, dotted about like ornaments on a
twelfth-cake. Toy trees, slim in the stem, straight in the
branches, light and feathery in foliage; toy roads, serpentine,
dazzling, sparklmg the kind of roads you see in a valentine,
with a lady and gentle'man meandering towards the Temple
of Hymen in the middle distance. Toy carriages: so crank
and slender and brightly varnished are they—they all look
as though they were made of painted tin; toy feﬁces ‘and
palisades, and curious little toy churches, with bright-green
jalousies to the windows and wooden steeples. Only give
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me the run of Mr.Cremer’s toy warehouse in Regent Street,
and I would build you up a model of the -environs aof
Boston in half an hour. As a background you must have
a sky not quite Italian blue—that verges, in its intensity, on
purple (although I have occasionally seen the deep cerulean),
but a light diaphanous bleu du 7roi:—a Sévres-porcelain
sky; in fact. Let this sky be thoro'ﬁghly clear from cloud or
murk ; let the air be as clear as a silver bell,—a wiry, high-
toneg, rarefied atmosphere, not bracing, however, but stimu-
lating, lung-lifting,-fpulse;inclininé, stringing your nerves to
a degree of tension which is, perhaps, not very salutary, and
of which the reaction may be languor, exhaustion, and
ennut. Make w outlines of every object sharply defined;
make the shadows cast by the sun clear and incisive, and
in their texture luminous, instead of (as in our umbrageous-
ness) heavy and woolly. Do this, pictor ignotus, and with
your toy houses, toy gardens, toy fences, toy trees, and toy
carriages, you may get up a suburban Boston to the very
life. The pretty place! Of all the drives I know, those
about Boston are the most charming. To Cambridge or
Brighton, or to Jamaica Plains, along the long-drawn cause-
ways and “necks,” and the winding roads that seem laid
with Queen Elinor’s clue; the trim litfle villas riants and
coquettish enough to "be bowers for Fair Rosamond; the
cheerful verandahs, the gay flower-beds; the sun glittering
on the well-polished panes; the glittering electro-silvered
bell-pulls and door-plates ; the very key-holes in silver sheen ;
the transparent doors—panelled, I mean, with plate glass,
and disclosing dainty lawn curtains within ; the snowy flights
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of steps: all has an aspect of neatness and prettiness and
grace:~—but not of solidity. It seems as though you could
blow the whole array of dainty structures away with a puff
of your breath ; and everything looks as though it had been
built the day before yesterday.

I remember one very delightful drive we took out of
Boston upon the First of May. May Day is still a festival
in New England : where so many good old English customs
are still preserved by a studious and refined people cgglous
in archeeology and folk- lore. There are no Maypoles to be
seen; and the Milkmaids’ garland is not carried through the
streets ; but the school-children—from little tots of two and
three to girls of twelve and fourteen—aregdressed in white
and decorated with wreaths and ribbons and posies till the
pretticst effect imaginable is attained. I don’t know how
many school-children there are in Boston; I am no judge
of numbers, but from the swarm of boys and girls one sees
issuing from the common schoolhouses—to say nothing of
the colleges, ladies’ institutes, grammar schools, and private
seminaries,—I should put the army of scholars down at
from sixty to seventy thousand strong. There may be
more ; there may be less; but there certainly appears to be
a most prodigious gumber. And please to remember this:
that in Boston every b:)y and girl under the period of ado-
lescence goes to school, and to a good school too. Here is no
shirking, no perfunctory education, no wasting the hours in
learning genealogies out of Genesis. What truants there
are, the police look after, promptly catch up (as in New
York), restore to their parents, or relegate to school. What
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little vagrants there are, the police likewise collar and sweep
away to the ‘‘ Institutions” on Deeir Island, where there are
Houses of Occupation, Industrial Schools, Reformatories,
and Penitentiaries enough to make all Lilliput—ay, and all
Brobdignag—Ilearn how to behave with propriety.

On this May Day we dyove out to Can.lbridge, and saw
the buildings, chapels, common and lecture halls of Harvard
University—quaint red-brick edifices, the oldest I had yet
seeg in America, and putting one pleasantly in mind of Chel-
sea Hospital and the Inger Temple. Then we branched off
into some more serpentine lanes among the villas and
feathery trees, and came upon a long, long procession of
school-childrenb bearing many banners, preceded by their
pastors, escorted by their teachers and teacheresses and
school-trustees, and village bigwigs innumerable. They were
singin‘g a hymn; but I could catch neither the air nor the
words. What was it, I wonder ? Was it *“ Old Hundred,”

or Mrs. Julia Ward Howe’s
“ Mine eyes have seen the glory of the Coming of the Lord" ?

Or was it haply, on this May Day, a Hymn of Peace, such
as, was penned, or ever this war began, by Mr. James
Russell Lowell ? You all know the Hymn, admirers of the

‘“ Biglow Papers” :—

““ Bz fer War I call it murder—
There you hev it plain and flat ;
I don’t want to go no furder
Than my Testynient for that ;
God hez sed so plump and fairly,
- It’s ez long as it is broad,
An’ you’ve gut to git up airly
Ef you want to take in God.
c 2
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'Taint your eppyletts and feathexs
Make the thing a grain more right,

"Taint a follerin your bell-wethers
Will excuse you in His sight ;

Ef you take a sword and dror it,
An go stick a feller thru,

Quv'ment ain’t to answer for it,

. Qod’ll send the bill to you.

* * * »* »* * *

Ef Pd my way I hed rutheF

We showdd go to work and part,—
They take one way, we take t’other,—

Guess it wouldn’t break my heart ;
Men hed ough’ to put asunder

Them that Qod has noways jined.
A I shouldn’t greatly wonder

Kf there’s thousands of my mind.”

Mr. James Russell Lowell, who wrote this hymn—or
whatever you choose to call it—is profeszsor of English
literature at Harvard, and is one of the brightest scholars
and keenest wits in the American Union. Mr. Charles
Sumner, the great Republican Senator, in the forum and
in the senate, was quite as earnest as Mr. Lowell in his
denunciations of war under any circumstances. You see
what Mr. Lowell says about the preferability of a disruption
of the Union, to war. But the denouncers of war and the
advocates of Secession are now the most rancorous of Black
Republicans, and I suppose they would whip the school-
children if they dared*te chant stanzas from the * Biglow
Papers.” -

Away from the school-children with their gay flags and
streamers we went, and presently came to a roomy old man-
sion, with a verandah, of course, running round it, situated
in beautiful grounds, and sheltered by tall old trees. The



ASPECT OF PLACE AND MANNERS OF PEOPLE, 21

place had an ancestral look—an English squire’s look, a fox-
hound and Quarter-Sessions look, if you will. I learnt from
my conductor that General GEoRGE WASHINGTON had made
this house his residence when he visited Boston. A great
man lived here too, now. Every hack-driver on the road
knows the house, and spegks with admiration and affection
of the occupant. I think the Bostonians would make him a
king if they could, for has he not made them famous in
England, and do they not covet the applause of Eurepe more
than that of the whole world beside? We remained in our
carriage a few moments while my kind conductor entered the
house to ask if its master would receive us. He was good
enough to say that he would. He has suffered a most cruel
and awful bereavement, a bereavement the very bitterest
that can afflict a tender and loving heart; and he lives now
in almost entire seclusion—among his children, however,
in peace, and comforting himself in the cultivation of
good letters and the accomphshment of a great work. We
entered a pretty library-parlour, strewn with all the litter of
a man of taste and culture. Anon he came in, simply
dressed, his long whife beard floating upon his breast, a
beautiful and patriarchal man, but ah! so tired out and pen-
sive-looking,—~ah ! and different from hign whose cheery face
and gallant port are so familiar in the Sortraits’ of twenty years
since. He seemed to have let his beard grow, not in accord-
ance with a vain fashion, but for the sake of sorrow, as the
men of the East do. But when I heard how nobly he bore
up under his great loss, and how steadfastly he went about
his appointed tasks, I remembered how David the King,
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under an affliction as cruel, gave over .grieving, saying:
“ While the child was yet alive, I fasted and wept: for I
satd, Who caﬂ‘z tell whether God will be gracious to me, that the
child may live ?  But now he is dead, wherefore should I fast?
Can I bring him back again? I shall go to him, but he shall
not return to me.” And this mgn’s loss had been greater
than that of twenty children.

After a while he grew quite cheerful, and we chatted in, to
me, the most delightful gossip I ever had in my life. . He
gave me a cigar, and he smoked ong likewise. Some one in
England had just sent him an album full of photographs of
English men of letters, and I was proud and glad to find
that mine was among the number, and that he yecognised
me by it :—prouder than though I had been bidden to stand
before a king. I rose at last, loth to depart, and left him there,
sorrowful but not desolate, quia multum amavit. 1 shall
never see him again ; but I shall never forget that I have
been permitted to touch the hand and to listen to the dis-
course, full of calm and wise and gentle things, of a noble
.American man ;—of him who wrote the “ Village Blacksmith ”’
and “ Evangeline ;”—of him whose lif¢ has been blameless,
whose record is pure, whose name a sound of fame to all
people—Henry Wadsworth Longfellow.

Ishould have dearly liked to see Nathaniel Hawthorne, to
whom I had a letter from Edward Dicey; but the necessities
of my employment took me back to New York; and, ere I
could get to Concord, where, in his old mossy manse, he
was wont to. nestle somewhat after the manner of a mole,
I heard that he was dead. Not at his own home, how-
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ever, but at aninn, He was travelling with his friend, Frank
Pierce, sometime President of the United States, and was
found one morning dead in his bed. In one of my earlier
letters home I had animadverted somewhat strongly (but
with a loving admiration of the man’s genius and character)
on the curious strictures h¢ had passed on English women ;
but those animadversions I am glad to cancel now. He is
very .far from discussions as to the .ﬁeshiness of aldermen’s
wives and the superiority of his own “ trim little damsels.”
All men who have known him cédn plead his apology : that he
was the shyest and timidest of men, who lived in a world of
his own, and scarcely understood the workings of the great
brawling flesh-and-blood factory by which he was surrounded.
His staunch frie'nd,’ Franklin Pierce—for whose sake he
plunged for the first and last time in his life into polities,
and whose inaugural address he is said to have written—
gave him the Liverpool Consulate, one of the richest places
in the gift of the President, in order to put him into a fair
way of making & competence within four ye,aré‘.-.‘j" But I can-
not imagine anything more despairingly intolerable, weari-
some, than those four years of fortune-making must have been
to' a man such as Hawthorne was. Liverpool ! it means a
Noise and a Struggle and a Fight. It means the Valley of
the Shadow of Cotton bales and Sugar bales, and the outer
darkness of brokers offices and bank vaults. A Liverpool
.Cons;xlate ! it means being bored, vexed, bullied," or toadied
from morning to night by dense merchant captains, by con-
ceited supercargoes, by greedy merchants, furious lest they
should lose the pelf of a venture by the delay ofa staxhp or a
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signature; by drunken sailors, by sallow men with in-
scrutable grievances, by mad wanderers with impracticable
inventions, by every one who is in debt and every one who is
discontented, and who think “ Our Consul, Sir,” can put a
plaster to all their sores. Ask Mr. Archibald what the life
of a British Consul is like at New York, what kind of
importunate idiots or hungry 1mpostors besiege him all day
long ; ask him what kind of letters he has upon his ¢ eccen-
tric file,” and then, by analogy, you n.lay imagine the exist-
ence of an American Consul at Liv.erpooll There is much
meat on the berth, but it requires the jaws of the crocodile to
tear it off, and the paw of a lion to crack the bone and get
at the marrow. I dare say Hawthorne loathed his golden
slavery, and was very glad to come back to Concord and
obscurity. I say obscurity, for, curiously enough, his own
countrymen seemed to know very little about him. He was
never ‘ ovated ’—until he died—he never ‘ orated ”’ ; he was
never “ on hand ” when there was any bunkum going on ; he
took no part whatever in public affairs, and I fear that, as
regards * our banner in the sky,” he held an opinion similar
to that which Mr. James Russell Lowell once had :—

“ Thet air flag’s a leetle rotten,
Hope it ain’t your Sunday best—
Fact | it takes a sight o’ cotton
To stuff®out a soger’s chest.””

I am given to understand that for the whole of this bloody
business—for this Slaughterhouse and Shoddy Crusade, not
to emancipate the nigger, but to kill him off in a ‘war-
Christian manner,—Nathaniel Hawthorne professed, to his
few intimates, his profound distaste and abhorrence. He
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would have, emphatically, nothing to do with it. He was
certainly a very eccentric person. Nobody ever saw him
read ; no one knew where he had studied his characters or
gathered his incidents ; yet he could scarcely have evolved
the ‘‘ Blythedale Romance ” or the ‘‘ House with the Seven
Gables  from his own interpal consciousness, as the German
critics evolved the camel. A friend who knew him well téld
me that on his shelveg_ Hawthorne had not twenty volumes,
and. that these even were of the most ordinary kind. Yet
was he as great a writer of pure and sounding and nervous
English as Dryden, and Swift, and Tillotson.

I had letters to almost every literary man of note in
New England—-;to Oliver Wendell Holmes, to Emerson, to
Whittier, to Whipple, ¢ tutti quanti; but I refrained from
‘delivefing one of them. I should have very much liked to
have met Dr. Holmes, whose poem of the “ Wonderful one-
hoss Shay” is certainly the drollest metrical composition ever
penned since Tom Ingoldsby met that vulgar little boy”
at Margate, and I was very nearly coming across him at the
house of Mr. James T. Fields, the well-known and as well-
esteemed publisher of the Atlantic Monthly; but I am
préjudiced enough to hold in utter horror the part which the
literary men of Boston have taken in this strife—their
apostasy from the doctrines of peace and goodwill among
men which they once advocated (vide Sumner’s orations on
the Indefensxblhty of War, and J. R. Lowell on the Mexican
campaign), and their complacent acquiescence in a vulgar
“scallwagg "’ despotism. I think that if you went (with your
prejudices) to Paris, with letters to Sainte-Beuve, to Philarste
Chasles, to Villemain, to Alexandre Dumas, to Théophile
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Gautier, to Gustave Flaugergues, tc; Edmond About, and
found them recommending the dissemination of the Pope’s
Encyclical by means of fire and sword, extolling the Sicilian
Vespers and the Massacre of St. Bartholomew, and pro-
posing to convert the Belgians from their addictedness to
faro beere by dragonnades and gnissions bottées, you would,
with your prejudices, keep your letters by you, and give ces
messieurs the go-by.

And pray, sir—I am at dinner again—what is Bpston
itself —like ? Madam, it is the handsomest, sprightliest,
cleanliest town you would wish to gaze upon in a summer’s
day. Itis full of the most delightfully-crooked streets, in
which you may actually lose yourself; it is full of street
corners where roads converge; it is full of light and shade,
and comfortable, homely-looking English life. It reminds
you a little of Boston, in Lincolnshire (save that the envi-
rons are fairyland, not fen, and that has no stately Boston
“ stump ’)—it reminds you of Cheltenham, of Bath, of the
Pantiles at Tunbridge Wells, of Exeter, of Southal;apton
(albeit it has no * Bar,” and Boston Common rather gives
“fits ” to the Marlands)—of anything you please to name
that is comely, and clean, and eminently respectable-
looking, but with g metropohtan aspect superadded to the
provincial. Boston looks like a town that has been pald for;
Boston has a balance at its bankers; the people of Boston
are the best educated of all the Americans, and the society
of Boston is the quietest, and most refined, and most intel-
lectual to be found anywhere in the North.: If ybu are
“ acquamted down at Bosting” you will pass delightful
evemngs, .whe1e the discourse will be all Quarterly and
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Edinburgh, Hegel and 'Kant, John Stuart Mill and Herbert
Spenser, Christina Rossetti and Jean Ingelow. In Bosfon
houses you will find old tapestry that once adorned the
sleeping-rooms of our great-great-grandmothers; old silver
tankards, and salvers, and goblets, that once garnished
English corner-cupboards before ever King Charles the First
lost his head. In the muniment-roogs of country mansidﬁs
near Boston you shall, find title deeds that date from the
protegtorate of Cromwell. Stored up in Boston wardrobes
are old brocades and old point lace, old Chelsea ware and
- old snuffboxes,, ebony canes with ivory crutches, and silk
stockings as old. as Sir John Cutler’'s. There has been «
controversy in England lately as to whether some Methodist
down in the West did or did not render fetish worship to
John Wesley’s wig. Now, Boston is just the place where
you rhight expect to find preserved with religious veneration
the Geneva bands of Cotton Mather, and Mr. Increasec
Mather his skull cap.of black tiffany. ‘I know that I have
seen Governor Winthrop’s easy-chair and punch-bowl—
such a bowl: they drank deep—-ils buvaient sec, those godly
governors. I think I have mentioned that in the Museum
of the Historical Society at Boston are preserved some
of the original tea and one of the orlgmal stamps which
brought about the War of Independence ; and I am re-
minded, when I recur to these trophies, of an inscription I
once saw on the whitewashed wall of another Museam—
a. trumpery curiogity shop on' the Canadian side of the
Niagara river. It ran thus: ‘This institution will be
wiped out -in consekens of the Allerbarmer.” I could not
bring myself to believe that this graffito was from an
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American hand, for our cousins in the majority of cases
spell with exemplary accuracy; but remembering that at
the Lake of Saratoga I had seen a directing-post with
“ Thiss way to the Surainder Ground,” meaning the place
where the British surrendered, I concluded to admit that
there were som(.e Yankees who ,are not  death ” on ortho-
graphy. Perhaps the (¢ Allerbarmer ” threat emanated from
some hasty patriot from Buffalo or Detroit, who had been
raised out West when the schools were only open at pight,
and the candle went out, and the master didn’t come.

The streets of Boston are said by the guide-books to
“ have grown up according to circumstances,” and to be
“ very difficult and troublesome to unravel ;” but in their
being so lies, to me, their particular charm. They have dis-
tinguishing names too ; and who would not have a Tremont
Street, a Washington Street, and a State Street, a Beacon
Street and a School Street, in preference to Avenue A., B.,
C., and D., and from One to One Hundred and Fiftieth
Streets crossing the Avenues at right angles ? Each street
in Boston, too, has a certain local colour and type of its
own, and spurns that dead level of general smartness or
general dulness (Pun et Uautre se dit) which prevails in the
generality of Amer;can cities.

Will you forgive a word about old Faneuil Hall, a building
very much resembling very large assembly-rooms in an
English county town? This famous palavering place, the
grandmamma of all the Tammanies in Yankee land, is in
Dock Square, with ‘a market-house under it, and many of
the'.n.xost ancient houses in the Bay State round it. Faneuil
has begn called the * Cradle of American Liberty.” Tt isa



ASPECT OF PLACE AND MANNERS OF PEOPLE. 29

hundred and two years old, a pitch of antiquity which few
public buildings in Yankeedom have attained, and which, to
the Yankee mind, is coéval with the Pyramids of Egypt.
The Fathers of the Revolution met here to harangue the
people on the monstrous crimes of George the Third and
that most depraved nobleman, Lord ‘North; and here, I
dare say, the “ hunky girls of '76 ” were complimented on
their determination to abstain from British imported tea
and British dry goods until the tail of the British lion had
been twisted to the last joint, so as to bring hot tears of
agony and shame into the bleared and bloodshot eyes of
that recreant animal. Poor old British lion! He is still
alive, and Sir Edwin Landseer and the Council of the Royal
Geographical Society say that he is getting on very nicely,
we thank you. Old Peter Faneuil built this hall, and Peter's
portrait hangs within it. He looks an eminently respectable
gentleman of the last century, who would have fallen into a
fit had he been told that the day would come when tobacco
would be openly smoked in Boston streets, and wicked play-
actors and play-actresses suffered to labour in the cause of
Babylon at the Tremont Theatre. |
Mem. a curious one. In the years 1812-13 there were
delivered at Faneuil Hall many 1mpassmned orations setting
forth the awful sinfulness of the war then raging with Great
Britain, and the which war was denounced as purposeless,
inhuman, and unchristian. And about this time there was
held at Hartford, in Connecticut, a certain Convention, in
which resolutions even stronger than the Faneuil orations
were passed against the war policy of President Madison and
his cabinet, and the expediency of immediate SECESssION,
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unless negotiations for peace were set on foot, was recom-
mended. Times (the observation is imputed to Commodore
Wilkes) cHange, and we change with them.

Mem. two, a more curious one still. On the day that
Washington died, in 1799, there was being performed at a
lowly playhouse, in Boston, theedrama of ¢ Oronooko ;” and
between the acts, one pof the "performers, all unconscious of
the loss the Republic had sustained, sang in character a comic
negro song. This was the first instance on record of gigger
minstrelsy as a public entertainment ; and from this humble
beginning sprang the Woods, the Pells, and the Christies,
who have made the anthology and the lyricism of Ethiopia
famous from Indus to the pole.

If I presume to mention Boston Common, don’t for ‘one
moment imagine that it resembles one of the shabby ex-
panses of verdure where cows browse, where geese waddle,
where gipsies camp, and where little boys play cricket, in
England. Boston Common is now Boston Park. It has
been enclosed, ornamentally planted, clipped, curried, and
trimmed, and is a noble and beautiful pleasaunce. ¢ It is
very justly the pride of the people, and the admiration of
strangers,” says the guide-book. So it is; and long may it
continue to be s0.c 'I:here are fifty acres, and more, of ver-
dant up hill and down dale, with inviting walks, and grand
old trees, as grand and venerable as those which the la-
mented Mr. Dyce painted in his beautiful picture of *“ Holy
Mr. Herbert.” The guide-book mentions likewise a ‘* deli-
cious pond ” in the centre. I beg the guide-book’s pardon.
Tt is not a pond, but a Lake ; and in the midst is a fountain.
Boston Common (Park) is a grand place for the reviews of
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the State Militia. .But to me it was especially delightful, as
the playground of hundreds of merry children, and as the
trysting-place of many score couple of sweethearts. You
can’t help hearing a little oral sweethearting as you saunter
along in the gloaming.

I remember once catching just this unconnected fragmgnt
of a lovers’ quarrel :(—** If you say thqt, Matilda, I'm satisfied
—darned if I ain’t; but I'l cave his head in.” There
succegded to this a sweet sound, as of angels embracing.

There was a whole drama in this; but who was to find
the clue to it. In what had Matilda offended ? With what
was (say) 'Zekiel satisfied? Why did he clinch his affirma-
tion witlt an expletive ? People shouldn’t swear on Boston
Common. And who was the mysterious Unknown, whose
head, notwithstanding the reconciliation of the pair (sealed
by the chastest of salutes) was to be “caved in” ? I
am glad I did not see the * Fite.” Agamemnon should
always be murdered behind the scenes. I tell you this was
a drama, with the Unities strictly preserved, and quite
Greek. I was Chorus.

The young ladies of Boston are exceedingly good-look-
ing; and are fuller in flesh than their sisters in New York.
The reason is obvious. For many yeags they have had
their pleasant, healthy Common, and “in the environs any
number of admirable roads ; whereas Manhattan, until, in a
spasm of public spirit, it determined on laying out the Central
Park, was destitute of a single promenade, apart from the
badly paved streets. The Boston ladies’ have been brought
up to take plenty of exercise. They are good walkers, and
adventurous horsewomen. They dress more in the English
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style than the New York belles, who think nothing belonging
to the toilette becoming that does not come from Paris.
The Boston ladies are very literary; some of them are
really very learned, and a few may be blue; but their
azure stockingg are without holes in the heels, and they
do not fasten their frocks behind with pins, as I have
known some blue lgdies at home to do. I confess
that I have been rather staggered sometimes, when asked
by a young lady what I thought of the ‘ Testimony of the
Rocks,” or Professor Agassiz’s last paper in the Adtlantic
Monthly, on ‘“the Glacial Period.” But what are such
queries to one which a young gentleman from Lancashire
mentioned to me. His partner—and a very pretty partner
too—asked him, at a ball at the Hanover-Square Rooms,
and after the first quadrille :—* Pray, Mr. , ‘““do
your manufacturers now consume their own smoke ?’’ 'The
young gentleman from Lancashire did not faint; for the
young lady had plenty of money; but he set to work read-
ing up Blue Books, to be ready for the fair querist the next -
time he met her; and by the time he had reached Question
5008 in the Report of the Select Committee on Nuisances,
the young lady married somebody else.

Some fiend in hpman form once circulated -a report that
all the young ladies. in Boston wore spectacles. It is an
atrocious calumny. It was first brought under my notice by
(I will call her) Miss Panizzi, who was distributing books in
the magnificent Public Library of Boston: “ Do I wear
spectacles, sir ?”’ she asked me, in a tone of grave sorrow.
I told her that she didn’t. “Did you ever see a lady wear-
.ing 'spectacles in this city ?” she continued. This was a
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more embarrassing. question ; but I parried it, by pleading
that for a pretty girl to wear spectacles often made her look
prettier still ; and that some men had a passion for seeing
“ gig-lamps’’ on the nasal bone of those they admire ; just
as some have a passion for moles, and others for freckles;
and some for the hair that ig dark and wavy and others for
the hair that is fuzzy and auburn—-hl:e a golden mop. But
it is more than cruel—it is wicked to hint that all the fair
Bostqnians have four eyes. - "
Piety—ultra piety—usgd formerly to be a fashion, and a
very uncomfortable fashion, in Boston and in New England
generally. Bible and the birch were the fundamental bases
of education; and the children grew up to dislike one as
much as they did the other. The New England States are
still the only part of the Union where little boys and girls
are not permitted to do exactly as they like, and where they
are subjected to some kind of discipline. Theology used to
be mingled in an odd and not very seemly manner in all the
occurrences of daily life. The language of the Scriptures
was the language of the newspapers and of children’s story
books. ‘When Sir Charles Lyell visited Boston for the
second time, he was shown a curious little chapbook, a sort
of versified catechism, called “ The Day. of Doom,” ‘dating
from very old colonial days, and m which the horrible
doctrine that little children who die without ‘being baptised
are destined to eternal perdition was insisted upon with
much unction. There was a saving clause for the consola-
tion of the devoted innocents in a couplet :

YoL. I1. D ‘
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“ Though babes can’t ’scape the Day of Doom,
In Hell they have the casiest room.”

Very nice and pretty, was it not? I remember a chamxing
Boston lady repeating to me, as a rhymed admonition she
used to learn in the nursery, the following :
“ The Lord is great, I ca.iculate,
. He wvill the Godly bless ;—

And if T tries to tell no lies,
I shall be saved, I guess.”

For my part, I would sooner havelittle children taught—

“ Matthew, Mark, Luke, and John,
Bless the bed that I lay on.”

The “ Lord is great” once may have been a squib devised
by some departed * Prentice,” or “Josh Billings,” the two
great wags of the American press; but it exemplifies very
curiously the spirit of New England Theology in old times.
I bave heard that of late years sectarian sourness and
intolerance have very much fallen off in Boston. There
was a great re-action against Puritan Presbyterianism some
years since in favour of Unitarianism ; and now among the
élite of society one hears of a .new re-re-action towards
Anglicanism, High Churchlsm, and even Puseyism and
Tractarianism, Boston possesses a very splendid church
dedicated to the last-named delusion, where histrionic rites
are performed with a completeness of “ mounting” and ela-
boration of mise en scéne that would have roused the Rev.
Bryan King and the Rev. Arthur Wagner to envy. o

At any rate, the breaking down of the spiky sectanan
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barriers which once hedged in the Bostonians as though
- they were so many sheep in Old Smithfield pens—thus
“affording ample purchase for the dogs or deacons to worry,
“and the drovers or doctors of divinity to progue them with
sharp goads, has done much towards humanising and
beaut1fymg the character of New England. At once, my
dear madam, and definitively, dismise from your mind any
idea- that may be latent there of Boston being in a.‘ny way
a stasched, rigid, gloomy kind of place. There were days
when it was so; when the whipping-post was an institute en
permanence for the correction of refractory apprentices and.
skittish maid-servants; when those who kissed their wives
on Sundays sat m the stocks, and those who drank ale
before going to meeting were heavily mulet, which accounted
for their slinking out between exh-~rtation and first hymn,
and returning, wiping their mouths and redolent of rum;
when magistrates could with great difficulty be persuaded to
licence a single playhouse, and even then bound the manager
down by the most galling restrictions; when actors were
looked down upon as the scum of the earth, and the firmly
indgnted servants of Satan ; when, in the whole of Boston,
there was but one billiard table, smuggled by long sea from
New York, rooted out b); magistrates a8 keen-scented as
Hogarth’s Sir Thomas de Veil, and, with its proprietor,
drummed out of the town, so to speak, With infamy and
'dlsgrace then smuggled back again, and set up m a garret
‘secured with triple doors, locked #nd barred, and sheeted
‘with iron, like the old ga,mbhng dens- of ‘8t. James’s ; when .

'concerts and rope-dancmg and conjuring performances wero B
: » 2
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looked upon with suspicion, and by the *“unco gude” with
aversion ; when preaching, and praying, and catechising, and
“ gelf-examination meetings,” and “ mutual experience meet-
ings,” and * exercises,” went on from morning to night, and
when young men and women were so scolded and scourged,
and bullied and worried, into grighteousness, that they not
rarely availed themsglves of any sharp turning in the
righteous road which might lead them away from it, and to
the ddce. This state of things has long ceased to,exist.
Expect to find in Boston no crop-eared curs, no acetous-
looking Roundheads, no grim Geneva Ministers, no vinegar-
faced straitlaced dames, who think dancing sinful and
stage plays an abomination. Boston is as sprightly as the
English Brighton. Its gaiety is not quite so riotous, nor so
ostentatious as that of New York, but it is to the full as
splendid. Say that Boston is like Belgravia, and that New
York is like the Chaussée d’Antin; that Sardanapalus
reigns in Gotham, and Marcus Antoninus in the city of the
Puritans.

Boston is quite sensible of its intellectual superiority. It
has been called (by Bostonians) the modern Athens, a title
which I have heard claimed for Edinburgh. It has been
called (by scholaxg who have read Milton) the “eye” of
America; and Doct:n' Holmes, I think, christened it the
“ Hub of the Universe "—meaning, that all the spokes in the
mighty American wheel revolved on Boston. The New
Yorkers are very angry at this assumption of social and
mental supremacy, and fling “codfish” in Boston’s teeth.
‘If Boston condescends to retort, it is by a calm and digni-
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fied murmur of “ shoddy ;" whereat New York utters a yell
of wrath, and screams that the Pilgrim Fathers were a set
of litigious and quarrelsome old humbugs; that they made
themselves so unpopular in Holland by their querulous
bickerings, that the peace-loving Dutch buxghers privately
entreated the Captain of the ¢ Mayflower ”” not to land them
at New Amsterdam (New York), whither they purposed,
but to cast them out on some barren spot down East;
whereuipon the discreet master mariner set them on ;ﬁore at
Plymouth Rock; that they had not been three days at sea
before they quarrelled with their cook and cast him over-
board; that they had no sooner landed than they. set
about enacting prototypes of the Blue Laws of Con-
heciicut, and drawing up a penal code based on the
ferocious statutes in Leviticus and Deuteronomy (texts
from which are inserted in the margin of the code, to justify
the cruelty of the clauses), by which people who failed so
many times in ‘their attendance at meeting were to be put
to death, and everybody, male and female, young and old,
was to suffer forty stripes, less one, for anything:—to say
nothing of the witches they burnt and hanged, the erring
women they branded with scarlet letters, and the Indian
savages they harassed and harried out ef their miserable
lives. * Sir,” to the subscriber said worthy Mr. P.
editor of the oldest and most respectable paper in New York,
“T would like you to read that which I have written agairist
the people of New England. Sir, I have convicted them in
eighteen essays, published bi-weekly in the press which I
conduct, of Every Vice. Those essays sh_‘éll' be sent to you.

’
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~ Sir, I have plainly convicted them of simony; of a hereditary
tendency to passing Bogus notes ; of having been the first to
import negroes from Africa; of having habitually -treated
those unfortunate cusses with atrocious cruelty ; of leprosy ;
of political corruptlon of the deepest dye; of total ignorance
of Shakspeare ; of unacquaintagce with the first rudiments of
art ; of inability to play whist without trumping their partner’s
trick ; of gluttony, drunkenness, and other shameful things ;
of censoriousness; of avarice; of ihsolvency ; of bragging
about their Bunker Hill monunent (which is very small
potatoes) ; of jealousy, hatred, meanness, envy, malice, and
all uncharitableness. Sir, I believe that were I to venture
into the State of Massachusetts, the people would flay me
alive.” And this was a worthy kind soul, who wouldn’t have
stepped upon a tree-toad, and would have been glad to see
seven Bostonians at his table every day.

I abhor Boston politics, and laugh at the assumptions of
the New England to be pure, perfect, and infallible; but I
think Boston one of the most amusing cities in the world,
and the Boston people the most agreeable and cultivated of
all Americans. The three great hotels at Boston—the
Tremont, the Parter House, and the Revere House—are all
sumptuous, well-agpointed, and civilly conducted. = The last
I specially admired, and sojourned beneath its hospitable
roof three several times. The last time I stayed there I
pogitively made a friend. I had been in the house a week,
and it was my custom every afternoon.to descend to the bar
(which was beneath the level of tHe street), and smoke a
cigar at a certain marble table. . There was no. other smok-
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ing-room in the establishment, I used to speak to nobody,
and nobody spoke to me ; and so I felt very much like the
jolly miller who lived by the River Dee; and everything
was very nice and comfortable. On the day I had settled
“to depart, I went down to the bar to lay in'a.. stock of cigars
for my journey North, foreat the Revere they keep some
very excellent pressed brevas at {wenty-five cents each;
which, as times go, is quite & moderate price. I happened
to haye slung over my ®houlder, by a strap, a courier’s bag.
The barkeeper, who had, been quite mute for seven days,
and had never returned a reply, dog or cat, to my afternoon’s
salutation, looked at me, then at the bag, and then, up spoke
he. “ Goin’ away ?” “Yes.” “ Sold much?” This was
a poser; but I happened to recollect that I had written an
article for the Atlantic Monthly, and that a very handsome
cheque for that same article happened at that precise mo-
ment of time to be ensconced within the recesses of the
courier's bag. So I was enabled to say, with a .clear con-
science, that I had sold pretty well. ¢ Ah,” continued the
barkeeper, ¢ when's your next journey ?” I hesitated
again ; but eventually said that I should be down again in
about a month. On which the barkeeper, surveying me
with a glance of approbation, shook handg with me cordially,
remarked that if he heard of anything in my way he'd let
me know, and flismissed me, virtually, with his blessing. I
wonder what this friendly barkeeper thought that the sub-
scriber sold ? Dollar jewellery, Q,uackenbosh‘.‘s lip-salve,
London Dock gin, or the ‘“Rebellion Record ” ip monthly
parts. Perhaps he was a relative of Mr. Sol Davis, Junior’s, .
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at Niagara, and augured that I had already taken his advice,
and gone in for felt hats.

There was a very wondrous Irish waiter at the Revere:
a red-headed waiter, with feet of the precise shape and
dimensions of a_pair of snow-shoes, with which he was wont
to paddle about the pavement of the superb dining-hall in
a distressingly grotesque manner. He was very clumsy,
and horribly slovenly, but he had the heart that can feel
for another, and took a violent fancy?o the subscriber., He
was 80 anxious to wait on me, indeed, that he had a fight
one day with another waiter, who seemed inclined to appro-
priate me to himself. I remember his whispering to me, on
the second day of my stay, “ Don’t you come to dinner at
five. It's fading out then. Come at four, and yow’ll find
everything to ate in its full bloom.” 1 secured quite as warm
an ally, and from Ireland too, at the St. Nicholas, in New
York, where I was one day dining with a friend. He told
me in a whisper that boiled turkey and oysters was “the
most iligant thing on hand,” and persisted in bringing me
dish after dish piled up with this succulent, but some
what indigestible, viand, saying, *Ate, agra. It1l do ye
good. It’ll make ye sthrong.” He had by some means or
another gotten aneinkling of my name, and confidentially
informed me that it was himself that had ““waited in Oire-
land on the good old Countess de Salis,” the proudest of
Oireland’s aristocracy.” Not wishing to obtain civility on
false pretences I informed him that I was in no way con-
nected with thé noble family in question, and that my name
was not De Salis, but something else. *Shure, it's near
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enough, anyway,” he replied, and immediately brought me
more boiled turkey. I take this to be a genuine sample of
Irish mother wit, as genuine as that which I once heard at
Cork from a very ragged car driver, who, when I declined
to hire his vehicle, having already engaged another, replied,
“ God bless yer honour! there’s no harrm done. Shall I
run forward and announce ye ?”’

I have striven to mention every instance of common
courtgsy on the part of the Irish I met in America, for the
reason that I have elsewhere had occasion to refer to the
surliness, the rudeness, and almost the ferocity, of the child
of Erin one meets in the States. I offered this good fellow
at the St. Nicholas a trifling gratuity when I went away,
but he would not'acéept a cent, and insisted on presenting
me with a copy of the bill of fare, which he crammed into
an envelope, carefully licking the flap to gum it down. On
the other hand an English friend told me that at a New
York hotel, quite as magnificent as the St. Nicholas, he
entered the dining-hall one broiling summer day, sick
and almost fainting from the heat (he was in delicate health
at the time), and entreated seven Irish waiters in succes-
sion to get him a glass of toast-and-water. Every one of
them refused to have anything to do w1th.lnm, saying it was
none of their business. At length the eighth, who was a
Christian, went in quest of the toast-and-water, and, bringing
it back, got a dollar for his pains.

One tiny grunt of remonstrance may be allowed the sub-
scriber, ere he quits Boston in general, and the Revere House
in particular. Itis plain that flesh is heir to a good many ills ;
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but we are not all unsound. We are. not all podagrous,
rdohitic, phthisic, or dyspeptic. Why a’ Goodness’ name
should the spirited proprietors of the Revere suffer mounte-
banks and quacksalvers to disfigure the sumptuous sitting-
rooms of the Revere with puffs of their nastry nostrums?
Now, I put it to you, is it gewnteel, is it proper, to deface
the furniture of gorgequsly-decorated and furnished saloons
by scattering on every chair, every sofa, every table, every
console, handbills headed, “ Are you in agony? For all
diseases of the digestive organs try, Dr. Gumtickler’s Extract
of Buggleduggle (which is purely vegetable) ;" or this, “ You
can be ruptured and yet happy. Go to Glozey and Oldnose,
the only Republican Store for trusses.” I am not in
agony. I have mended my broken heart; Doctor Zacharie
has extracted my corns, and I have had my double tooth out.
I will not patronise the Republican Store.

- To the “ aspect of the place and the manners of the
people ” belongs that wonderful’ advertising and puffing
system, which is as much a part of American civilisation as
the cocktail, the spittoon, the illusion waist, and the bay
rum for the hair. KEverybody advertises in the States, from
the Government downwards. English official departments,
it is well known, gdvertise in the public prints when they
have a contract for mess beef or navy rum to offer for com-
petition, or when they wish to seéll a lot of old ordnance
stores. But-ln America, if Mr. Fessenden wants to raise
some more millions, he not only advertises, but puffs his
ﬁve -twenty, or seven-thirty, or fifty-eighty loan (if it have
come to that), in the most unblushing manner; expatiates
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for full half a column on its merits, and winds up with
a “ highfalutin ” appeal to the patriotic citizen to come for-
ward and subscribe. And he advertises not only in two
or three.newspapers having the largest circulation, but in
every little * one-horse ” sheet (on his side of the political
hedge, bien entendu) throughout the length and breadth of the
North ; from the Bellows Falls Tryumpeter to the Andro-
scoggin Appeal—from the Dobbs Ferry Aigis to the Wap-
wollopin T'ribune and Susquehanna Intelligencer. These
advertisements are, it ig needless to say, retaining-fees to
political adherents; that is to say, bribes, and form part of

‘the “ unclean drippings ” of office.
I mean some of these days to write a very large book,

entitled ¢ On national manners, as illustrated by Advertise-
ments ;”’ and I will take for the groundwork of my book the
two great daily newspapers of London (not forgetting that
wonderful front page of the Era), the Journal des Débats
and the Petites Affiches of Paris, the Melbourne Argus and
the New York Herald. And I believe that book will not be
the dullest I have written. The avowal of this project must
serve for my excuse for not dwelling more in detail on the
curiosities of advertising literature which crowd the columns
of the Herald, a paper of questlonable. political morality,
‘an of no principles at all, but conducted with surprising
energy and ability—the ability of a “ smart ” fiend—and of
which I once took the liberty of observing it to be &
paper which the gentlemen in New York declare that none
but- blackguards- read, and which all the New York gen-
‘tlemen can no more abstain from reading every morning of
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their lives, than from asking the price of- gold or the latest
quotations for cotton. |

- The first Sunday I spent in New York I took a very long
walk, right up Broadway to the Central Park. Everything
was new to me; but beyond all things I was struck with the
fact, that where new streets had been cut through the rocky
belt which girds New York, streets that are scarcely
“graded” or levelled yet, much less built upon, but which
within a few years will be lined with stately mansiong and
towering stores, the great cromlechs of living rock that had
not yet been hurled or blasted out of sight, were stencilled
thick with parti-coloured announcements of * Kimball’s
Ambolene,” ¢ Sterling’s Ambrosia,” “ Blood! Blood !
Blood!” (a sarsaparilla ‘“ad.” I take it), *“ Van Buskirk's
stomach bitters,”  Golden Bitters,” (not & *“rum drink "),
‘“ Sozodont,” the “ Night-Blooming Cereus,” and the “ Balm
of a Thousand Flowers.” Go up the beautiful banks of the
Hudson River, and from Spuyten Duyvil to West Point,
and from West Point to Albany, you will find the ¢ Testi-
mony of the Rocks,” in the shape of advertisements, plastered
all over the Hudson’s picturesque shore. The variety of the
newspaper advertisements approaches the infinite. It is
certainly indefinita Ah! here is ‘our friend the © Night-
Blooming Cereus ” again. ¢ Ladies are requested to beliéve
that no impertinent pun is intended when we recommend
them to provide themselves with Phalon’s N. B. C. before
going on’ a train.” What do you think of this? ‘A stout
backbone is as essential to physical health as to political
consistency ; the tonic and moderately dietetic action of
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Hostetter’s Stomach Bitters is the one thing needful.” Or
this? “No keepsake creates a warmer feeling in a lady’s
breast than a set of furs, and the choicest assortment will be
found at Geni®’s, 518, Broadway, N.Y.” Genin is Barnum's
bosom friend, and is the enterprising hafter who gave I
forget how many hundred ¢dollars for the first ticket for
Jenny Lind’s performances in America. Theatre tickets,
on great occasions, like railway stocks and chapel pews, are
sold Ry auction. |

The advertisements in the Herald are classified under
distinct heads, which is an arrangement worthy of being now
largely imported into English journalism. The Manchester
and Liverpool papers classify their advertisements, but the
great London journals are too proud or too lazy to patrombe
such an innovation. An attempt is sometimes made to keep
one trade or profession separate from another, but the
general result is higgledy-piggledy. For instance, what on
earth have the dissolute initials got to do with Mr. Howard
Glover’s concert, and steam to Hong Kong; and why should
the advertisements of the washerwomen come between
those the governesses (poor things!) and the admirable
Crichtons, who offer to teach Latin, Greek, French, and
Spanish,‘ conic sections, calisthenics, gndc the Jew’s harp, at
sixpence per hour ? For instance, taking a number of the
Herald at random, one finds under its proper heading “ The
Sales of Real Estate,” ‘A first-class House for sale. All in
splendid order; 20 X 65; four stories; brown stone ; all im-
provements ; possession now. Located between Fonrteenth
and Twenty-third Streets, and Fifth and Sixth Avenues.'.’:
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This is short, sweet, and to the point. -There is a cunning
arriére-pensée in not mentioning the exact number of the
street, which being between Fourteenth and Twenty-third,
might be either in Fifteenth or in Twenty-s&ond, and the
object of this ig, I apprehend, to take the wind out of the
sails of an intending purchaser, ho might, if he knew where
the house was “located,” call on the proprietor and make
better terms with him than he could with the estate agent.
After the “ Real Estate ” come “ Drug Stores.” A ‘splendid
corner liquor store;” a ‘“‘superb ‘Saloon on Broadway,”
advertised as a ‘rare chance ” (this is simply one of the
oyster or drinking saloons, where young men who have a
character to lose go nightly to consort with women who have
lost it); an “ Express. Route, including a good covered
wagon "(a “route” is a kind of milk-walk on wheels;
there may be a news express, an ice express, a furniture
express, or a butter express). Next, the ¢ For Sales” claim
attention. For sale a “ Fruit and Wine Store "—(this is a
fruiterer’s, with a liquor bar at the rear; sometimes the
bar is at the side, screened off, and genteelly disguised under
the name of “sample room.” You enter ostensibly to pur-
chase cherries, and immediately “put yourself outside” a
“tot”’ of Bourbon). For sale a “ Fancy Steam-engine;” a
“ Cast-iron Rendelmg Kettle ;” a “ Meat Market in a good
corner location "—(a shop where articles of food, raw, are sold
is called a market, and the contents of these “ markets " are,
as I have hinted in * Democracy and the, Dustbin,” of the
‘most miscellancous order). . For sale, cheap, “A nice little
Mﬂk Dépdt.” For sale, a Milk “ Round,” That is what
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~we call a “ walk.” .Now come the “ Houses and Rooms to
let.” ‘A Single Room, with fire, gas, and water, to let, with-
out board, at three dollars a week.” This is cheap, and the
locale, Waverly Place, very aristocratic. For rent, a *Pro-
duce” store. “ Produce” means greengrocery, just as
“Feed” means corn-chandldry. Of Boarding and Lodging
advertisements there are two whole codlumns, At the F——
House one block left of the C H you may have
withoyt board, a room from twenty-five to fifty cents a night.
This sounds wonderfully moderate. The house is open all
night; but its status is probably little better than that of
the worst garnt in the Rue du Mail, or the lowest of the old
night coffee-houses about Covent Garden. A few respect-
able single gentlémen can be accommodated with Board in
Franklin Street. Mechanics preferred.”

There you have an epitome of Democracy. Every man
is a gentleman and every woman a lady, except when people
forget their manners.  Are you the man that hired this
gig?” asks the innkeeper. ‘ No,” replies the hackman;
“I’m the gentleman that's going to drive him.” ‘Isawina
police report of a murder the boots at an hotel spoken of as
“ one of the gentlemanly hotel assistants.”

‘“ Boarding at Hygienic Instltute, —— Street; good
rooms, plain diet, vapor-baths, light gymnastlcs, and Swedish
movement cure, Just the place to get your health. Terms
six to twenty dollars a-week.” A stiff price; but the * Swedish
movement”’ is an gxotlc, and has doubtless paid import duty
under the Morrill tariff, and the additional ﬁfty per cent. I
think this' “ Swedish movement” has been alluded te by
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Mrs. Beecher Stowe, in her “ House and Home Papers,” as
the ¢ Twigging Cure,” and it would appear to be something
between shampooing and the bastinado.

There are but two hotels advertised in this day’s Herald
—omne in Chatham Square, corner of the New Bowery,
““ New house, a hundred roomds, Payn’s patent new spring
feather-beds.” Now eome the ‘ Loan Offices.” A loan
office is genteel American for a pawnbroker’s. Mine uncle
is not very much to the fore in the States. The peoglq are
too proud and too prosperous ta. pledge their clothes. In
the department of “ Instruction’ a young German lady,
highly educated, desires to give private lessons in conversa-
tion in her own language, and at her own residence, to gentle-
men in‘the evening. Ahem ! I transcribe the advertisement
verbatim et literatim. Plenty of Commercial Academies,
and Probationary and Initiatory Counting-Houses for
“ Masters, Misses, and adults,” are advertised, together with
the “ Babbitonian system of penmanship,” which has been
commended by both the Eastern and Western Press as
‘¢ the most beautiful and scientific of all systems.” 1In the
¢ Musical” column we find that ‘“an accomplished young
professor would like to obtain a few more pupils for the
piano.” Would he ! A modest man, this professor. Imagine
him going down to the Herald office to pay for his advertise-
ment, and the clerk looking at him over the top of the desk
to see if he is young, and if he looks accomplished. The
« Excelsior ” music for violin, flute, or cqynet is advertised,
including those favourite airs, * The Dingle Schottisch,”
“ Tie ‘Darkey off the Track,” &c. Two columns, three
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‘columns, any number of columns, headed Military and
Naval.” “Are you going to enlist ? If so, read the following,
gain experience, and avoid the bounty brokers.”

The interrogative is a favourite form of American “ ad.”
‘“ Attention! Head-qﬁarters for principals wanting sub-
stitutes.” 'This has refergnce to a proximate draught.
“ Wanted veteran men for provost duty, and the glorious
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