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AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A POCKET-HANDKERCHIEF.

BY J. F. COOPER, AUTHOR OF “THE RED ROVER,” “LE FEU-
FOLLET,” ETC.

(Concluded from page 167.)

For a week nothing material transpired. All that time I lay in the drawer,
gaining a knowledge of what passed, in the best manner I could. Betts
Shoreham was a constant visiter at the house, and Tom Thurston made his
appearance with a degree of punctuality that began to attract notice, among
the inmates of the house on the opposite side of the street. All this time,
however, Tom treated Julia with the greatest respect, and even distance,
turning more of his attention toward Mrs. Monson. He acted in this manner,
because he thought he had secured a sufficient lien on the young lady, by
means of her “yes,” and knew how important it was for one who could show
none of the usual inducements for consent, to the parents, to obtain the
good-will of the “old lady.”

At the end of the week, Mrs. Monson opened her house to receive the
world. As a matter of course, I was brought out on this occasion. Now, Betts
Shoreham and Mademoiselle Hennequin had made great progress toward an
understanding in the course of this week, though the lady becoming more
and more conscious of the interest she had created in the heart of the
gentleman, her own conduct got to be cautious and reserved. At length,
Betts actually carried matters so far as to write a letter, that was as much to
the point as a man could very well come. In a word, he offered his hand to
the excellent young French woman, assuring her, in very passionate and
suitable terms, that she had been mistress of his affections ever since the
first month of their acquaintance. In this letter, he implored her not to be so
cruel as to deny him an interview, and there were a few exceedingly pretty
reproaches, touching her recent coy and reserved deportment.

Mademoiselle Hennequin was obliged to read this letter in Julia’s room,
and she took such a position to do it, as exposed every line to my
impertinent gaze, as I lay on the bed, among the other finery that was got out
for the evening. Mrs. Monson was present, and she had summoned the
governess, in order to consult her on the subject of some of the ornaments of
the supper table. Fortunately, both Julia and her mother were too much
engaged to perceive the tears that rolled down the cheeks of the poor



stranger, as she read the honest declaration of a fervid and manly love, nor
did either detect the manner in which the letter was pressed to Mademoiselle
Hennequin’s heart, when she had done reading it the second time.

Just at this instant a servant came to announce Mr. Shoreham’s presence
in the “breakfast-room.” This was a retired and little frequented part of the
house at that hour, Betts having been shown into it, in consequence of the
preparations that were going on in the proper reception-rooms.

“Julia, my dear, you will have to go below—although it is at a most
inconvenient moment.”

“No, mother—Ilet Mr. Belts Shoreham time his visits better—George,
say that the ladies are engaged.”

“That will not do,” interrupted the mother, in some concern—“we are
too intimate for such an excuse—would you, Mademoiselle Hennequin,
have the goodness to see Mr. Shoreham for a few minutes—you must come
into our American customs, sooner or later, and this may be a favorable
moment to commence.”

Mrs. Monson laughed pleasantly as she made this request, and her
kindness and delicacy to the governess were too marked and unremitted to
permit the latter to think of hesitating. She had laid her own handkerchief
down at my side, to read the letter, but feeling the necessity of drying her
eyes, she caught me up by mistake, smiled her assent, and left the apartment.

Mademoiselle Hennequin did not venture below, until she had gone into
her own room. Here she wept freely for a minute or two, and then she
bathed her eyes in cold water, and used the napkin in drying them. Owing to
this circumstance, I was fortunately a witness of all that passed in her
interview with her lover.

The instant Betts Shoreham saw that he was to have an interview with
the charming French girl, instead of with Julia Monson, his countenance
brightened; and, as if supposing the circumstance proof of his success, he
seized the governess’ hand, and carried it to his lips in a very carnivorous
fashion. The lady, however, succeeded in retaining her hand, if she did not
positively preserve it from being devoured.

“A thousand, thousand thanks, dearest Mademoiselle Hennequin,” said
Betts, in an incoherent, half-sane manner; “you have read my letter, and I
may interpret this interview favorably. I meant to have told all to Mrs.
Monson, had she come down, and asked her kind interference—but it is
much, much better as it is.”



“You will do well, monsieur, not to speak to Madame Monson on the
subject at all,” answered Mademoiselle Hennequin, with an expression of
countenance that I found quite inexplicable; since it was not happy, nor was
it altogether the reverse. “This must be our last meeting, and it were better
that no one knew any thing of its nature.”

“Then my vanity—my hopes have misled me, and I have no interest in
your feelings!”

“I do not say that, monsieur; oh! non—non—I am far from saying as
much as that”—poor girl, her face declared a hundred times more than her
tongue, that she was sincere—"1 do not—cannot say 1 have no interest in
one, who so generously overlooks my poverty, my utter destitution of all
worldly greatness, and offers to share with me his fortune and his honorable
position—"

“This is not what I ask—what I had hoped to earn—gratitude is not
love.”

“Gratitude easily becomes love in a woman’s heart”—answered the dear
creature, with a smile and a look that Betts would have been a mere dolt not
to have comprehended—*"and it is my duty to take care that my gratitude
does not entertain this weakness.”

“Mademoiselle Hennequin, for mercy’s sake, be as frank and simple as I
know your nature prompts—do you, can you love me?”

Of course such a direct question, put in a very categorical way, caused
the questioned to blush, if it did not induce her to smile. The first she did in
a very pretty and engaging manner, though I thought she hesitated about
indulging in the last.

“Why should I say ‘yes,” when it can lead to no good result?”
“Then destroy all hope at once, and say rno.”

“That would be to give you—to give us both unnecessary pain. Besides,
it might not be strictly true—I could love—Oh! No one can tell how my
heart could love where it was right and proper.”

After this, I suppose it is unnecessary for me to say, that Betts soon
brought the category of possibilities into one of certainty. To own the truth,
he earned every thing by his impetuosity, reducing the governess to own that
what she admitted she could do so well, she had already done in a very
complete and thorough manner. I enjoyed this scene excessively, nor was it
over in a minute. Mademoiselle Hennequin used me several times to wipe



away tears, and it is strong proof how much both parties were thinking of
other matters, that neither discovered who was present at so interesting a
téte-a-téte.

At length came the dénouement. After confessing how much she loved
Betts, how happy she would be could she be his slave all the days of her life,
how miserable she was in knowing that he had placed his affections on #er,
and how much more miserable she should be, had she learned he had rot,
Mademoiselle Hennequin almost annihilated the young man by declaring
that it was utterly impossible for her to consent to become his wife. The
reason was the difference in fortune, and the impossibility that she should
take advantage of his passion to lead him into a connection that he might
afterwards regret. Against this decision, Betts reasoned warmly, but
seriously, in vain. Had Mademoiselle Hennequin been an American, instead
of a French, girl, her feelings would not have been so sensitive on this point,
for, in this great republic, every body but the fortune-hunters, an exceedingly
contemptible class, considers a match without money, quite as much a
matter of course, as a match with. But, the governess had been educated
under a different system, and it struck her imagination as very proper, that
she should make both herself and her lover miserable, because he had two
hundred thousand dollars, and she had not as many hundreds. All this
strangely conflicted with Betts’ preconceived opinion of a French woman’s
selfishness, and, while he was disposed to believe his adored perfection, he
almost feared it was a trick. Of such contradictory materials is the human
mind composed!

At length the eyes of Betts fell on me, who was still in the hand of
Mademoiselle Hennequin, and had several times been applied to her eyes
unheeded. It was evident I revived unpleasant recollections, and the young
man could not avoid letting an expression escape him, that sufficiently
betrayed his feelings.

“This handkerchief!” exclaimed the young governess—“Ah! it is that of
Mademoiselle Julie, which I must have taken by mistake. But, why should
this handkerchief awaken any feeling in you, monsieur? You are not about to
enact the Moor, in your days of wooing?”

This was said sweetly, and withal a little archly, for the poor girl was
glad to turn the conversation from its harassing and painful points; but Betts
was in no humor for pleasantry, and he spoke out in a way to give his
mistress some clue to his thoughts.



“That cursed handkerchief”—it is really indecent in young men to use
such improper language, but they little heed what they say when strongly
excited—"that cursed handkerchief has given me as much pain, as it appears
also to have given you. I wish I knew the real secret of its connection with
your feelings; for I confess, like that of Desdemona’s, it has excited distrust,
though for a very different cause.”

The cheeks of Mademoiselle Hennequin were pale, and her brow
thoughtful. Still, she had a sweet smile for Betts; and, though ignorant of the
nature of his suspicions, which she would have scarcely pardoned, it was her
strongest wish to leave no darker cloud between them, than the one she felt
it her duty to place there herself. She answered, therefore, frankly and
simply, though not without betraying strong emotion as she proceeded.

“This handkerchief is well known to me,” answered the young French
woman; “it revives the recollections of some of the most painful scenes of a
life that has never seen much sunshine. You have heard me speak of a
grandmother, Mr. Shoreham, who took care of my childhood, and who died
in my arms. That handkerchief I worked for her support in her last illness,
and this lace—yes, this beautiful lace was a part of that beloved
grandmother’s bridal trousseau. 1 put it where you see it, to enhance the
value of my labors.”

“I see it all!” exclaimed the repentant Betts—*feel it all, dearest, dearest
Mademoiselle Hennequin; and I hope this exquisite work, this refined taste
brought all the comfort and reward you had a right to anticipate.”

A shade of anguish crossed the face of Adrienne—for it was no other—
as she gazed at me, and recalled all the scenes of her sufferings and distress.
Then I knew her again, for time and a poor memory, with some development
of person, had caused me to forget the appearance of the lovely creature who
may be said to have made me what I am; but one glance at her, with that
expression of intense suffering on her countenance, renewed all my earlier
impressions.

“I received as much as I merited, perhaps,” returned the meek-minded
girl—for she was proud only in insisting on what she fancied right—"“and
enough to give my venerated parent Christian burial. They were days of
want and sorrow that succeeded, during which, Betts, I toiled for bread like
an Eastern slave, the trodden-on and abused hireling of a selfish milliner.
Accident at length placed me in a family as a governess. This family
happened to be acquainted with Madame Monson, and an offer that was
brilliant to me, in my circumstances, brought me to America. You see by all



this how unfit I am to be your wife, monsieur. You would blush to have it
said you had married a French milliner!”

“But you are not a milliner, in that sense, dearest Adrienne—for you
must suffer me to call you by that name—you are a lady reduced by
revolutions and misfortunes. The name of Hennequin I know is respectable,
and what care I for money, when so much worth is to be found on your side
of the scale. Money would only oppress me, under such circumstances.”

“Your generosity almost overcomes my scruples, but it may not be. The
name to which I am entitled is certainly not one to be ashamed of—it is far
more illustrious than that of Hennequin, respectable as is the last; but of
what account is a name to one in my condition!”

“And your family name is not Hennequin?” asked the lover, anxiously.

“It is not. My poor grandmother assumed the name of Hennequin, when
we went last to Paris, under an apprehension that the guillotine might follow
the revolution of July, as it had followed that of *69. This name she enjoined
it on me to keep, and I have never thought it prudent to change it. [ am of the
family of de la Rocheaimard.”

The exclamation which burst from the lips of Betts Shoreham,
betokened both surprise and delight. He made Adrienne repeat her
declarations, and even desired her to explain her precise parentage. The
reader will remember, that there had been an American marriage in
Adrienne’s family, and that every relative the poor girl had on earth, was
among these distant connections on this side of the Atlantic. One of these
relatives, though it was no nearer than a third cousin, was Betts Shoreham,
whose great-grandmother had been a bond fide de la Rocheaimard, and who
was enabled, at once, to point out to the poor deserted orphan some forty or
fifty persons, who stood in the same degree of affinity to her. It is needless
to say that this conversation was of absorbing interest to both; so much so,
indeed, that Betts momentarily forgot his love, and by the time it had ended,
Adrienne was disposed to overlook most of her over scrupulous objections
to rewarding that very passion. But the hour admonished them of the
necessity of separating.

“And now, my beloved cousin,” said Betts Shoreham, as he rose to quit
the room, seizing Adrienne’s unresisting hand—*now, my own Adrienne,
you will no longer urge your sublimated notions of propriety against my
suit. [ am your nearest male relative, and have a right to your obedience—
and I command that you be the second de la Rocheaimard who became the
wife of a Shoreham.”
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“Tell me, mon cher cousin,” said Adrienne, smiling through her tears
—“were your grand-parents, my good uncle and aunt, were they happy?
Was their union blessed?”

“They were miracles of domestic felicity, and their happiness has passed
down in tradition, among all their descendants. Even religion could not
furnish them with a cause for misunderstanding. That example which they
set to the last century, we will endeavor to set to this.”

Adrienne smiled, kissed her hand to Betts, and ran out of the room,
leaving me forgotten on the sofa. Betts Shoreham seized his hat, and left the
house, a happy man; for, though he had no direct promise as yet, he felt as
reasonably secure of success, as circumstances required. Five minutes later,
Tom Thurston entered, and Julia Monson came down to receive him, her
pique not interfering, and it being rather stylish to be disengaged on the
morning of the day when the household was in all the confusion of a
premeditated rout.

“This is so good of you, Miss Monson,” said Tom, as he made his bow—
I heard it all; being still on the sofa—*“This is so good of you, when your
time must have so many demands on it.”

“Not in the least, Mr. Thurston—mamma and the housekeeper have
settled every thing, and I am really pleased to see you, as you can give me
the history of the new play—"

“Ah! Miss Monson, my heart—my faculties—my ideas—" Tom was
getting bothered, and he made a desperate effort to extricate himself—*“In
short, my judgment is so confused and monopolized, that I have no powers
left to think or speak of plays. In a word, I was not there.”

“That explains it, then—and what has thus confused your mind, Mr.
Thurston?”

“The approach of this awful night. You will be surrounded by a host of
admirers, pouring into your ears their admiration and love, and then what
shall I have to support me, but that ‘yes,” with which you once raised me
from the depths of despair to an elevation of happiness that was high as the
highest pinnacle of the caverns of Kentucky; raising me from the depths of
Chimborazo.”

Tom meant to reverse this image, but love is proverbially desperate in its
figures of speech, and any thing was better than appearing to hesitate.
Nevertheless, Miss Monson was too well instructed, and had too much real
taste, not to feel surprise at all this extravagance of diction and poetry.



“I am not certain, Mr. Thurston, that I rightly understand you,” she said.
“Chimborazo is not particularly low, nor are the caverns of Kentucky so
very strikingly elevated.”

“Ascribe it all to that fatal, heart-thrilling, hope-inspiring ‘yes,’ loveliest
of human females,” continued Tom, kneeling with some caution, lest the
straps of his pantaloons should give way—“Impute all to your own lucid
ambiguity, and to the torments of hope that I experience. Repeat that ‘yes,’
lovely, consolatory, imaginative being, and raise me from the thrill of
depression, to the liveliest pulsations of all human acmes.”

“Hang it,” thought Tom, “if she stand that, 1 shall presently be ashore.
Gentius, itself, can invent nothing finer.”

But, Julia did stand it. She admired Tom for his exterior, but the
admiration of no moderately sensible woman could overlook rodomontade
so exceedingly desperate. It was trespassing too boldly on the proprieties to
utter such nonsense to a gentlewoman, and Tom, who had got his practice in
a very low school, was doomed to discover that he had overreached himself.

“I am not certain I quite understand you, Mr. Thurston,” answered the
half-irritated, half-amused young lady; “your language is so very
extraordinary—your images so unusual—”

“Say, rather, that it is your own image, loveliest incorporation of
perceptible incarnations,” interrupted Tom, determined to go for the whole,
and recalling some rare specimens of magazine eloquence—"“Talk not of
images, obdurate maid, when you are nothing but an image yourself.”

“I! Mr. Thurston—and of what is it your pleasure to accuse me of being
the image?”’

“O! unutterable wo—yes, inexorable girl, your vacillating ‘yes’ has
rendered me the impersonation of that oppressive sentiment, of which your
beauty and excellence have become the mocking reality. Alas, alas! that
bearded men,”—Tom’s face was covered with hair—“Alas, alas! that
bearded men should be brought to weep over the contrarieties of womanly
caprice.”

Here Tom bowed his head, and after a grunting sob or two, he raised his
handkerchief in a very pathetic manner to his face, and thought to himself
—“Well, if she stand that, the Lord only knows what I shall say next.”

As for Julia, she was amused, though at first she had been a little
frightened. The girl had a good deal of spirit, and she had tant soit peu of



mother Eve’s love of mischief in her. She determined to “make capital” out
of the affair, as the Americans say, in shop-keeping slang.

“What is the ‘yes,” of which you speak,” she inquired, “and, on which
you seem to lay so much stress?”

“That ‘yes’ has been my bane and antidote,” answered Tom, rallying for
a new and still more desperate charge. “When first pronounced by your
rubicund lips, it thrilled on my amazed senses like a beacon of light—"

“Mr. Thurston—Mr. Thurston—what do you mean?”

“Ah, d—n it,” thought Tom, “I should have said ‘humid light’—how the
deuce did I come to forget that word—it would have rounded the sentence
beautifully.”

“What do I mean, angel of ‘humid light,”” answered Tom, aloud; “I
mean all I say, and lots of feeling besides. When the heart is anguished with
unutterable emotion, it speaks in accents that deaden all the nerves, and thrill
the ears.” Tom was getting to be animated, and when that was the case, his
1deas flowed like a torrent after a thunder-shower, or in volumes, and a little
muddily. “What do I mean, indeed; I mean to have you,” he thought, “and, at
least, eighty thousand dollars, or dictionaries, Webster’s inclusive, were
made in vain.”

%9

“This is very extraordinary, Mr. Thurston,” rejoined Julia, whose sense
of womanly propriety began to take the alarm; “and I must insist on an
explanation. Your language would seem to infer—really, I do not know,
what it does not seem to infer. Will you have the goodness to explain what
you mean by that ‘yes?’”

“Simply, loveliest and most benign of your sex, that once already, in
answer to a demand of your hand, you deigned to reply with that energetic
and encouraging monosyllable, yes—dear and categorical affirmative—"
exclaimed Tom, going off again at half-cock, highly impressed with the
notion that rhapsody, instead of music, was the food of love—*“Yes, dear and
categorical affirmative, with what ecstasy did not my drowsy ears drink in
the melodious sounds—what extravagance of delight my throbbing heart
echo its notes, on the wings of the unseen winds—in short, what
considerable satisfaction your consent gave my pulsating mind!”

“Consent!—Consent is a strong word, Mr. Thurston!”

“It is, indeed, adorable Julia, and it is also a strong thing. I’ve known
terrible consequences arise from the denial of a consent, not half as explicit
as your own.”



“Consequences!—may I ask, sir, to what consequences you allude?”

“The consequences, Miss Monson—that is, the consequences of a
violated troth, I mean—they may be divided into three parts—" here, Tom
got up, brushed his knees, each in succession, with his pocket-handkerchief,
and began to count on his fingers, like a lawyer who is summing up an
argument—“Yes, Miss Julia, into three parts. First come the pangs of
unrequited love; on these I propose to enlarge presently. Next come the legal
effects, always supposing that the wronged party can summon heart enough
to carry on a suit, with bruised affections—" “hang it,” thought Tom, “why
did I not think of that word ‘bruised’ while on my knees; it would tell like a
stiletto—" “Yes, Miss Julia, if ‘bruised affections’ would permit the soul to
descend to such preliminaries. The last consequence is, the despair of hope
deferred.”

“All this is so extraordinary, Mr. Thurston, that I insist on knowing why
you have presumed to address such language to me—yes, sir, insist on
knowing your reason.”

Tom was dumbfounded. Now, that he was up, and looking about him, he
had an opportunity of perceiving that his mistress was offended, and that he
had somewhat overdone the sublime, poetical and affecting. With a sudden
revulsion of feeling and tactics, he determined to throw himself, at once,
into the penitent and candid.

“Ah, Miss Monson,” he cried, somewhat more naturally—*I see I have
offended and alarmed you. But, impute it all to love. The strength of my
passion is such, that I became desperate, and was resolved to try any
expedient that I thought might lead to success.”

“That might be pardoned, sir, were it not for the extraordinary character
of the expedient. Surely, you have never seen in me any taste for the very
extraordinary images and figures of speech you have used, on this
occasion.”

“This handkerchief,”—said Tom, taking me from the sofa—*"this
handkerchief must bear all the blame. But for this, I should not have dreamt
of running so much on the high-pressure principle; but love, you know, Miss
Julia, is a calculation, like any other great event of life, and must be carried
on consistently.”

“And, pray, sir, how can that handkerchief have brought about any such
result?”



“Ah! Miss Monson, you ask me to use a most killing frankness! Had we
not better remain under the influence of the poetical star?”

“If you wish to ensure my respect, or esteem, Mr. Thurston, it is
necessary to deal with me in perfect sincerity. Nothing but truth will ever be
pleasing to me.”

“Hang it,” thought Tom, again, “who knows? She is whimsical, and may
really like to have the truth. It’s quite clear her heart is as insensible to
eloquence and poetry, as a Potter’s Field wall, and it might answer to try her
with a little truth. Your $80,000 girls get such notions in their heads, that
there’s no analogy, as one might say, between them and the rest of the
species. Miss Julia,” continuing aloud, “my nature is all plain-dealing, and I
am delighted to find a congenial spirit. You must have observed something
very peculiar in my language, at the commencement of this exceedingly
interesting dialogue?”

“I will not deny it, Mr. Thurston; your language was, to say the least,
very peculiar.”

“Lucid, but ambiguous; pathetic, but amusing; poetical, but
comprehensive; prosaical, but full of emphasis. That’s my nature. Plain-
dealing, too, is my nature, and I adore the same quality in others; most
especially in those I could wish to marry.”

“Does this wish, then, extend to the plural number?” asked Julia, smiling
a little maliciously.

“Certainly; when the heart is devoted to virtuous intentions, it wishes for
a union with virtue, wherever it is to be found. Competence and virtue are
my mottoes, Miss Julia.”

“This shows that you are, in truth, a lover of plain-dealing, Mr. Thurston
—and now, as to the handkerchief?”

“Why, Miss Julia, perceiving that you are sincere, I shall be equally
frank. You own this handkerchief?”

“Certainly, sir. I should hardly use an article of dress that is the property
of another.”

“Independent, and the fruit of independence. Well, Miss Monson, it
struck me that the mistress of such a handkerchief must like poetry—that is,
flights of the imagination—that is, eloquence and pathos, as it might be
engrafted on passion and sentiment.”



“I believe I understand you, sir; you wish to say that common sense
seemed misapplied to the owner of such a handkerchief.”

“Far from that, adorable young lady; but, that poetry, and eloquence, and
flights of imagination, seem well applied. A very simple calculation will
demonstrate what I mean. But, possibly, you do not wish to hear the
calculation—Tladies, generally, dislike figures?”

“I am an exception, Mr. Thurston; I beg you will lay the whole matter
before me, therefore, without reserve.”

“It is simply this, ma’am. This handkerchief cost every cent of $100—"
“One hundred and twenty-five,” said Julia, quickly.

“Bless me,” thought Tom, “what a rich old d—1 her father must be. I will
not give her up; and as poetry and sentiment do not seem to be favorites,
here goes for frankness—some women are furious for plain matter-of-fact
fellows, and this must be one of the number. One hundred and twenty-five
dollars is a great deal of money,” he added, aloud, “and the interest, at 7 per
cent, will come to $1.75. Including first cost and washing, the annual
expense of this handkerchief may be set down at $2. But, the thing will not
last now five years, if one includes fashion, wear and tear, &c., and this will
bring the whole expense up to $27 per annum. We will suppose your fortune
to be $50,000, Miss Julia—"

Here Tom paused, and cast a curious glance at the young lady, in the
hope of hearing something explicit. Julia could hardly keep her countenance,
but she was resolved to go to the bottom of all this plain-dealing.

“Well, sir,” she answered, “we will suppose it, as you say, $50,000.”

“The interest, then, would be $3,500. Now 27 multiplied by 130—" here
Tom took out his pencil, and began to cypher—"“make just 3510, or rather
more than the whole amount of the interest. Well, when you come to deduct
taxes, charges, losses and other things, the best invested estate of $3,500 per
annum, will not yield more than $3,000, nett. Suppose a marriage, and the
husband has only $1,000 for his pocket, this would bring down the ways and
means to $2,000 per annum; or less than a hundredth part of the expense of
keeping one pocket-handkerchief; and when you come to include rent, fuel,
marketing, and other necessaries, you see, my dear Miss Monson, there is a
great deal of poetry in paying so much for a pocket-handkerchief.”

“I believe I understand you, sir, and shall endeavor to profit by the
lesson. As I am wanted, you will now excuse me, Mr. Thurston—my
father’s step is in the hall—" so Julia, in common with all other



Manhattanese, called a passage, or entry, five feet wide—"“and to him I must
refer you.”

This was said merely as an excuse for quitting the room. But Tom
received it literally and figuratively, at the same time. Accustomed to think
of marrying as his means of advancement, he somewhat reasonably
supposed “refer you to my father” meant consent, so far as the young lady
was concerned, and he determined to improve the precious moments.
Fortunately for his ideas, Mr. Monson did not enter the room immediately,
which allowed the gentleman an opportunity for a little deliberation. As
usual, his thoughts took the direction of a mental soliloquy, much in the
following form.

“This is getting on famously,” thought Tom. “Refer you to my father—
well, that is compact and comprehensive, at the same time. I wish her
dandruff had got up when I mentioned only $50,000. Seriously, that is but a
small sum to make one’s way on. If I had a footing of my own, in society,
$50,000 might do; but, when a fellow has to work his way by means of
dinners, horses, and et ceteras, it’s a small allowance. It’s true, the Monsons
will give me connections, and connections are almost—not quite—as good
as money to get a chap along with—but, the d—I1 of the matter is, that
connections eat and drink. I dare say the Monson set will cost me a good
$500 a year, though they will save something in the way of the feed they
must give in their turns. I wish I had tried her with a higher figure, for, after
all, it may have been only modesty—some women are as modest as the d—
1. But here comes old Monson, and I must strike while the iron is hot.”

“Good morning, Mr. Thurston,” said the father, looking a little surprised
at seeing such a guest at three o’clock. “What, alone with my daughter’s fine
pocket-handkerchief? You must find that indifferent company.”

“Not under the circumstances, sir. Every thing is agreeable to us that
belongs to an object we love.”

“Love? That is a strong term, Mr. Thurston—one that I hope you have
uttered in pure gallantry.”

“Not at all, sir,” cried Tom, falling on his knees, as a school boy reads
the wrong paragraph in the confusion of not having studied his lesson well
—"“adorable and angelic—I beg your pardon, Mr. Monson,”—rising, and
again brushing his knees with some care—"“my mind is in such a state of
confusion, that I scarcely know what I say.”



“Really, I should think so, or you could never mistake me for a young
girl of twenty. Will you have the goodness to explain this matter to me?”

“Yes, sir—I’m referred.”
“Referred? Pray, what may that mean in particular?”

“Only, sir, that I’m referred—I do not ask a dollar, sir. Her lovely mind
and amiable person are all I seek, and I only regret that she is so rich. I
should be the happiest fellow in the world, Mr. Monson, if the angelic Julia
had not a cent.”

“The angelic Julia must be infinitely indebted to you, Mr. Thurston; but
let us take up this affair in order. What am I to understand, sir, by your being
referred?”

“That Miss Julia, in answer to my suit, has referred me to you, sir.”

“Then, so far as she herself is concerned, you wish me to understand that
she accepts you?”

“Certainly—she accepted, some time since, with as heavenly a ‘yes’ as
ever came from the ruby lips of love.”

“Indeed! This is so new to me, sir, that you must permit me to see my
daughter a moment, ere I give a definite answer.”

Hereupon Mr. Monson left the room, and Tom began to think again.

“Well,” he thought, “things do go on swimmingly at last. This is the first
time I could ever get at a father, though I've offered to six-and-twenty girls.
One does something like a living business with a father. I don’t know but I
rather overdid it about the dollar, though it’s according to rule to seem
disinterested at first, even if you quarrel like furies, afterwards, about the
stuff. Let me see—had I best begin to screw him up in this interview, or wait
for the next? A few hints, properly thrown out, may be useful at once. Some
of these old misers hold on to every thing till they die, fancying it a mighty
pleasant matter to chaps that can’t support themselves to support their
daughters by industry, as they call it. I’'m as industrious as a young fellow
can be, and I owe six months’ board, at this very moment. No—no—1I’ll
walk into him at once, and give him what Napoleon used to call a
demonstration.”

The door opened, and Mr. Monson entered, his face a little flushed, and
his eye a little severe. Still he was calm in tone and manner. Julia had told
him all in ten words.



“Now, Mr. Thurston, I believe I understand this matter,” said the father,
in a very business-like manner; “you wish to marry my daughter?”

“Exactly, sir; and she wishes to marry me—that is, as far as comports
with the delicacy of the female bosom.”

“A very timely reservation. And you are referred?”

“Yes, Mr. Monson, those cheering words have solaced my ears—I am
referred. The old chap,” aside, “likes a little humbug, as well as a girl.”

“And you will take her without a cent, you say?”

“Did I, sir? I believe I didn’t exactly say that—Dollar was the word I
mentioned. Cents could hardly be named between you and me.”

“Dollar let it be, then. Now, sir, you have my consent on a single
condition.”

“Name it, sir. Name five or six, at once, my dear Mr. Monson, and you
shall see how 7 will comply.”

“One will answer. How much fortune do you think will be necessary to
make such a couple happy, at starting in the world? Name such a sum as will
comport with your own ideas.”

“How much, sir? Mr. Monson, you are a model of generosity! You mean,
to keep a liberal and gentlemanly establishment, as would become your son-
in-law?”

“I do—such a fortune as will make you both easy and comfortable.”

“Horses and carriages, of course? Every thing on a genteel and liberal
scale?”

“On such a scale as will insure the happiness of man and wife.”

“Mutual esteem—conjugal felicity—sad all that. I suppose you include
dinners, sir, and a manly competition with one’s fellow citizens, in real New
York form?”

“I mean all that can properly belong to the expenses of a gentleman and
lady.”

“Yes, sir—exceedingly liberal—liberal as the rosy dawn. Why, sir,
meeting your proposition in the spirit in which it is offered, I should say
Julia and I could get along very comfortably on $100,000. Yes, we could
make that do, provided the money were well invested—no fancy stocks.”



“Well, sir, I am glad we understand each other so clearly. If my daughter
really wish to marry you, I will give $50,000 of this sum, as soon as you can
show me that you have as much more to invest along with it.”

“Sir—Mr. Monson!”
“I mean that each party shall lay down dollar for dollar!”

“I understand what you mean, sir. Mr. Monson, that would be degrading
lawful wedlock to the level of a bet—a game of cards—a mercenary,
contemptible bargain. No, sir—nothing shall ever induce me to degrade this
honorable estate to such pitiful conditions!”

“Dollar for dollar, Mr. Thurston!”
“Holy wedlock! It is violating the best principles of our nature.”
“Give and take!”

“Leveling the sacred condition of matrimony to that of a mere bargain
for a horse or a dog!”

“Half and half!”

“My nature revolts at such profanation, sir—I will take $75,000 with
Miss Julia, and say no more about it.”

“Equality is the foundation of wedded happiness, Mr. Thurston.”

“Say $50,000, Mr. Monson, and have no more words about it. Take away
from the transaction the character of a bargain, and even $40,000 will do.”

“Not a cent that is not covered by a cent of your own.”

“Then, sir, I wash my hands of the whole affair. If the young lady should
die, my conscience will be clear. It shall never be said Thomas Thurston was
so lost to himself as to bargain for a wife.”

“We must, then, part, and the negotiation must fall through.”

Tom rose with dignity, and got as far as the door. With his hand on the
latch, he added—

“Rather than blight the prospects of so pure and lovely a creature I will
make every sacrifice short of honor—Ilet it be $30,000, Mr. Monson?”

“As you please, sir—so that it be covered by $30,000 of your own.”

“My nature revolts at the proposition, and so—good morning, sir.”



Tom left the house, and Mr. Monson laughed heartily; so heartily,
indeed, as to prove how much he relished the success of his scheme.

“Talk of Scylla and Charybdis!” soliloquized the discomfited Tom, as he
wiped the perspiration from his face—“Where the d—I does he think I am to
find the $50,000 he wants, unless he first gives them to me? I never heard of
so unreasonable an old chap! Here is a young fellow that offers to marry his
daughter for $30,000—half price, as one may say—and he talks about
covering every cent he lays down with one of my own. I never knew what
was meant by cent. per cent. before. Let me see; I’ve just thirty-two dollars
and sixty-nine cents, and had we played at a game of coppers, I couldn’t
have held out half an hour. But, I flatter myself, I touched the old scamp up
with morals, in a way he wasn’t used to. Well, as this thing is over, I will try
old Sweet, the grocer’s daughter. If the wardrobe and whiskers fail there, I
must rub up the Greek and Latin, and shift the ground to Boston. They say a
chap with a little of the classics can get $30 or 40,000, there, any day in the
week. I wish my parents had brought me up a schoolmaster; I would be off
in the first boat. Blast it!—I thought when I came down to $30,000, he
would have snapped at the bait, like a pike. He’ll never have a chance to get
her off so cheap, again.”

This ended the passage of flirtation between Thomas Thurston and Julia
Monson. As for the latter, she took such a distaste for me, that she presented
me to Mademoiselle Hennequin, at the first opportunity, under the pretence
that she had discovered a strong wish in the latter to possess me.

Adrienne accepted the present with some reluctance, on account of the
price that had been paid for me, and yet with strong emotion. How she wept
over me, the first time we were alone together! I thought her heart would
break; nor am I certain it would not, but for the timely interposition of Julia,
who came and set her laughing by a humorous narrative of what had
occurred between her father and her lover.

That night the rout took place. It went off with éclat, but I did not make
my appearance at it, Adrienne rightly judging that I was not a proper
companion for one in her situation. It is true, this is not a very American
notion, every thing being suitable for every body, that get them, in this land
of liberty, but Adrienne had not been educated in a land of liberty, and
fancied that her dress should bear some relation to her means. Little did she
know that I was a sort of patent of nobility, and that by exhibiting me, she
might have excited envy, even in an alderman’s daughter. My non-
appearance, however, made no difference with Betts Shoreham, whose



attentions throughout the evening were so marked as to raise suspicion of
the truth in the mind of even Mrs. Monson.

The next day there was an éclaircissement. Adrienne owned who she
was, gave my history, acquainted Mrs. Monson with her connection with Mr.
Shoreham, and confessed the nature of his suit. I was present at this
interview, and it would be unjust to say that the mother was not
disappointed. Still she behaved generously, and like a high principled
woman. Adrienne was advised to accept Betts, and her scruples, on the score
of money, were gradually removed, by Mrs. Monson’s arguments.

“What a contrast do this Mr. Thurston and Adrienne present!” observed
Mrs. Monson to her husband, in a téte-a-téte, shortly after this interview.
“Here is the gentleman wanting to get our child, without a shilling to bless
himself with, and the poor girl refusing to marry the man of her heart,
because she is penniless.”

“So much for education. We become mercenary or self-denying, very
much as we are instructed. In this country, it must be confessed, fortune-
hunting has made giant strides, within the last few years, and that, too, with
an audacity of pretension that is unrestrained by any of the social barriers
which exist elsewhere.”

“Adrienne will marry Mr. Shoreham, I think. She loves; and when a girl
loves, her scruples of this nature are not invincible.”

“Ay, he can lay down dollar for dollar—I wish his fancy had run toward
Julia.”

“It has not, and we can only regret it. Adrienne has half-consented, and I
shall give her a handsome wedding—for, married she must be in our house.”

All came to pass as was predicted. One month from that day, Betts
Shoreham and Adrienne de la Rocheaimard became man and wife. Mrs.
Monson gave a handsome entertainment, and a day or two later, the
bridegroom and bride took possession of their proper home. Of course |
removed with the rest of the family, and, by these means, had an opportunity
of becoming a near spectator of a honey-moon. I ought, however, to say, that
Betts insisted on Julia’s receiving $125 for me, accepting from Julia a
handsome wedding present of equal value, but in another form. This was
done simply that Adrienne might say when I was exhibited, that she had
worked me herself, and that the lace with which I was embellished was an
heir-loom. If there are various ways of quieting one’s conscience, in the way



of marriage settlements, so are there various modes of appeasing our sense
of pride.

Pocket-handkerchiefs have their revolutions, as well as states. I was now
under my first restoration, and perfectly happy; but, being French, I look
forward to further changes, since the temperament that has twice ejected the
Bourbons from their thrones will scarce leave me in quiet possession of
mine forever.

Adrienne loves Betts more than any thing else. Still she loves me dearly.
Scarce a week passes that I am not in her hands; and it is when her present
happiness seems to be overflowing, that she is most fond of recalling the
painful hours she experienced in making me what I am. Then her tears flow
freely, and often I am held in her soft little hand, while she prays for the soul
of her grandmother, or offers up praises for her own existing blessings. I am
no longer thought of for balls and routs, but appear to be doomed to the
closet, and those moments of tender confidence that so often occur between
these lovers. I complain not. So far from it, never was an “article” of my
character more highly favored; passing an existence, as it might be, in the
very bosom of truth and innocence. Once only have I seen an old
acquaintance, in the person of Clara Caverly, since my change of mistress—
the idea of calling a de la Rocheaimard, a boss, or bossess, is out of the
question. Clara is a distant relative of Betts, and soon became intimate with
her new cousin. One day she saw me lying on a table, and, after an
examination, she exclaimed—

“Two things surprise me greatly here, Mrs. Shoreham—that you should
own one of these things”—I confess I did not like the word—*"“and that you
should own this particular handkerchief.”

“Why so, chere Clara?’—how prettily my mistress pronounces that
name; so different from Clarry!

“It 1s not like you to purchase so extravagant and useless a thing—and
then this looks like a handkerchief that once belonged to another person—a
poor girl who has lost her means of extravagance by the change of the times.
But, of course, it is only a resemblance, as you—"

“It is more, Clara—the handkerchief is the same. But that handkerchief
is not an article of dress with me; it is my friend!”

The reader may imagine how proud I felt! This was elevation for the
species, and gave a dignity to my position, with which I am infinitely
satisfied. Nevertheless, Miss Caverly manifested surprise.



“I will explain,” continued Mrs. Shoreham. “The handkerchief is my
own work, and is very precious to me, on account des souvenirs.”

Adrienne then told the whole story, and I may say Clara Caverly became
my friend also. Yes, she, who had formerly regarded me with indifference,
or dislike, now kissed me, and wept over me, and in this manner have I since
passed from friend to friend, among all of Adrienne’s intimates.

Not so with the world, however. My sudden disappearance from it
excited quite as much sensation as my début in it. Tom Thurston’s addresses
to Miss Monson had excited the envy, and, of course, the attention of all the
other fortune-hunters in town, causing his sudden retreat to be noticed.
Persons of this class are celebrated for covering their retreats skilfully. Tom
declared that “the old chap broke down when they got as far as the fortune—
that, as he liked the girl, he would have taken her with $75,000, but the
highest offer he could get from him was $30,000. This, of course, no
gentleman could submit to. A girl with such a pocket-handkerchief ought to
bring a clear $100,000, and I was for none of your half-way doings. Old
Monson is a humbug. The handkerchief has disappeared, and, now they
have taken down the sign, I hope they will do business on a more reasonable
scale.”

A month later, Tom got married. I heard John Monson laughing over the
particulars one day in Betts Shoreham’s library, where I am usually kept, to
my great delight, being exceedingly fond of books. The facts were as
follows. It seems Tom had cast an eye on the daughter of a grocer of reputed
wealth, who had attracted the attention of another person of his own school.
To get rid of a competitor, this person pointed out to Tom a girl, whose
father had been a butcher, but had just retired from business, and was
building himself a fine house somewhere in Butcherland.

“That’s your girl,” said the treacherous adviser. “All butchers are rich,
and they never build until their pockets are so crammed as to force them to
it. They coin money, and spend nothing. Look how high beef has been of
late years; and then they live on the smell of their own meats. This is your
girl. Only court the old fellow, and you are sure of half a million in the long
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run.

Tom was off on the instant. He did court the old fellow; got introduced
to the family; was a favorite from the first; offered in a fortnight, was
accepted, and got married within the month. Ten days afterward, the
supplies were stopped for want of funds, and the butcher failed. It seems #e,



too, was only taking a hand in the great game of brag that most of the
country had sat down to.

Tom was in a dilemma. He had married a butcher’s daughter. After this,
every door in Broadway and Bond street was shut upon him. Instead of
stepping into society on his wife’s shoulders, he was dragged out of it by the
skirts, through her agency. Then there was not a dollar. His empty pockets
were balanced by her empty pockets. The future offered a sad perspective.
Tom consulted a lawyer about a divorce, on the ground of “false pretences.”
He was even ready to make an affidavit that he had been slaughtered. But it
would not do. The marriage was found to stand all the usual tests, and Tom
went to Texas.



THE BEAUTIFUL.

BY MRS. L. H. SIGOURNEY.

To a bright bud, with heart of flame,
The Angel of the Seasons came,
Took its green sheath and hood away
And turned its forehead to the day,
And from its blushing depths updrew
A stream of incense pure as dew.

He kissed its cheek, and went his way—
And then a form, with temples gray,
Stood at its side, and taught it how

To shrink, to shrivel, and to bow,

On the brown mould its lip to lay,

And blend with sweet things passed away.

To a fair maid, in beauty’s spring,
Love’s Angel came on radiant wing,
Nerved her light foot to skim the plain,
And made her voice a music-strain,
And clasped his cestus o’er her breast,
Till every eye her power confest.

Another form, with shadowy dart,
Pressed to her couch and chilled her heart;
Pale grew the brow with roses fired,

And her last breath in groans expired:

But that which bound her to the sky
Escaped his shaft—I/¢ could not die.



FIRST AFFECTION.

BY MRS. FRANCIS B. OSGOQOD.

The glory of sunset is filling the air,

It has kindled the wood with a radiance rare,

It gleams on the lake, and the swan’s snowy plume
Has caught from its crimson a tint of rose-bloom;

And see! in the white marble vase—with a smile

That illumes all the sculpture—"tis resting awhile.
Now the rose-wreathed lattice lights up with its rays,
And now o’er the maiden it tenderly plays;

It seems like a spirit, gay, loving and free,

It would woo her to wake from her fond reverie;

With sportive allurement it plays with her curl

And kisses her blush and her bracelet of pearl;

But the blush is more warm than the sunbeam can be,
And the bracelet is clasped o’er a pulse throbbing wild,
And the maid has forgotten wave, blossom and tree,
For Love’s sunny morn o’er her young heart has smiled.

And vain is the song of her petted canary,

For Love’s lightest cadence is sweeter by far,

And the skies and the flowers are unnoticed by Mary,
For Love’s blush and smile are her rose and her star;
And, hark! from her lips with a gush of wild feeling
Her heart’s hallowed music is tenderly stealing—

“He tells me I am dear to him,
And in that precious vow

Is more than music—more than life—
I never lived till now!

This heart will break with too much joy.
Ah me! my maiden pride,

It strives in vain to hush my sighs,
To still my spirit’s tide;

And I may watch his dear dark eyes,
Nor shrink to meet his gaze!

And I may joy to hear his step,



And list to all he says;

"Twill not be wrong now he has vowed
He loves me best of all,

"Twill not be wrong to care for nought
But him in festive hall;

"Twill not be wrong to dream of him,
And love him night and day,

To smile on him when he is here
And bless him when away;

To sing the song he loves the best—
I learned it long ago,

But never dared to tell, because
I blushed to love him so;

And [ may think his blessed smile
The loveliest on the earth,

And glory in his noble mind
And in his manly worth;

And [—perhaps—I cannot tell—
Perhaps some day I’ll dare

To lay my hand upon his brow—
To smooth his glossy hair!

But no! I dare not think of this,
For still the story ran

That she whose love is lightly won
Is lightly held by man.

Ah! will it not be joy enough
To know I have his heart,

To feel, e’en when he’s far away,
Our souls can never part;

To hear his gentle praise or blame—
For e’en reproof of his

Seems dearer, sweeter far to me
Than others’ flattery is—

To whisper to him all my thoughts,
To share his joy and wo,

To read, to walk, to pray with him—
To love, and tell him so.

I wander what will Marion
And what will mother say?

They said I must not think of him,
That he was light and gay;



They said his fond devotion
Was but an idler’s whim;

I knew, I knew he loved me,
And oh! I worshiped him.

He’s not like any other
That I have ever seen,

He has a purer, truer smile,
A loftier, manlier mien;

His soft hair waves upon his brow
In clusters light and free,

His soul is in his hazel eyes
Whene’er they gaze on me,

And when he speaks and when he sings
His soft melodious tone

With love’s deep, sacred meaning thrills
From his heart to my own!

He does not stoop to flatter me—
I do not wish him to—

I should not think he loved so much
Did he as others do;

But once he laid his darling hand
Upon my drooping head,

Because he saw my soul was pained
By something he had said—

Some warmer word to Marion
Than he had dared to me,

And oh! that light and timid touch,
That no one else could see,

How eloquent of love it was!
It soothed my very soul,

My eyes were filled with happy tears
That nothing could control,

And from that moment well I knew
His full, warm heart was mine;

Ah! how shall I deserve that heart,
Deserve his truth divine?

I’1l strive to be as good as he—
I’11 check each error vain

That dims the holy mirror of
My soul with earthly stain,

And it shall be my prayer to God,



My Guardian and my Guide!
That he I love may have no ill
To blush for in his bride!”




THE MISSISSIPPI.

BY JAMES K. PAULDING, AUTHOR OF “THE DUTCHMAN’S FIRE-
SIDE,” “WESTWARD HO!” ETC.

“The Father of Rivers,” as it was aptly called by the Indians, whose
names it must be confessed are much more expressive and harmonious than
those of their more enlightened successors, is assuredly one of the wonders
of nature. To the eye it presents itself as the greatest body of fresh water,
collected and conveyed in one channel, to be found on the surface of the
globe. Those who call to mind the number and magnitude of its tributaries;
the depth and velocity of its current, forever setting in one direction, must, I
think, be convinced, that none of the rivers of South America, which alone
claim a comparison, can vie with it in the vast tribute it bears to the ocean.
Then, as the Irishman observed, it not only “runs on a hill,” but up a hill, for
it has been ascertained by scientific observation, that the land is several feet
higher at its mouth than at its junction with the Missouri, a distance of some
thirteen hundred miles above. To the imagination it appeals with still greater
force and effect. As the receptacle of the collected waters of an almost
boundless region, comprehending a circle of many thousands of miles; as
the great artery through which flow all the rivers, that, like the veins of the
human body, pervade that vast undefined region aptly denominated “The
great West,” winding its majestic and irresistible course of three thousand
miles, and forming the connecting chain between the rough wintry climate
of the North, and the abode of perpetual spring and summer. Wishing to
renew the impressions derived from a voyage of eight or ten days up this
mighty river, and if possible convey them to the minds of others, I have
endeavored to do so in the following sketch, premising that my design is
limited to its general characteristics, not to minute description, and that
having taken no notes I depend altogether on my recollections.

I arrived at New Orleans from the pleasant little town of Mobile, by way
of Lake Pontchartrain, one morning just at daylight in the month of April,
and immediately after depositing my trunk in the Hotel St. Louis, proceeded
to pay my respects to Father Mississippi. The first thing that struck me, was
seeing the water in the gutters running briskly from, instead of toward the
river, agreeably to the invariable law of nature elsewhere; the next, was
finding myself walking up hill, instead of down, in approaching its margin.
As I reached the summit, however, the sudden view of the river drove all
these peculiarities from my mind at once. The current was sweeping along



in one vast mass of boiling eddies which seemed conflicting with each other
which should go foremost, its surface almost on a level with its bank, and
overlooking the streets beneath. The opposite coast was one dead level,
bounded by the distant forest and the horizon beyond it, and the river
reminded me of a full bumper, which a single drop would overflow. These
low level banks contribute to the apparent magnitude of the stream, by
offering no interruption to the eye, as it glances over the wide expanse of
turbid waters, which are of an ashy hue, and so opaque that one cannot see
an inch beyond their surface, thus leaving it to the imagination alone to
fathom the deep obscurity. Altogether, though I had all my life been in the
habit of contemplating the beautiful, majestic Hudson, which in many places
is wider than the Mississippi at New Orleans, the impression made on my
mind by this remarkable river was much more deep and profound. The truth
i1s, my imagination was dwelling on its almost interminable course; its
numberless tributaries; and its sublime unique characteristic of entire
independence on the ocean, whose tributes it rejects, and whose inroads it
laughs to scorn.

Although my object is not to describe cities, yet New Orleans well
deserves a passing notice. It lies on a bend of the river, and its poetical name
is “The Crescent City.” The first settlement of the French within the ancient
limits of Louisiana was at Mobile, now the principal commercial city of the
state of Alabama. From thence they proceeded to the mouth of the
Mississippi, and began to establish themselves at Biloxi, of which they soon
became aware of the disadvantages. Ascending the river, they pitched on the
site of New Orleans, the plan of which was marked out by M. de Blainville,
I think about the year 1718. It is thus described by Father Charleroix, who
visited it in 1720.

“This city is the first which one of the greatest rivers in the world has
seen raised on its banks. If the eight hundred fine houses, and the five
parishes, which the newspapers gave it some time ago, are reduced at
present to an hundred barracks, placed in no very great order; to a great
store-house built of wood; to two or three houses which would be no
ornament to a village in France; and to the half of a sorry store-house which
they agreed to lend to the lord of the place, and which he had no sooner
taken possession of, but they turned him out to dwell in a tent; what pleasure
on the other side, to see insensibly increasing, this future capital of a fine
and vast country, and to be able to say, not with a sigh, like the hero of
Virgil, speaking of his dear native place, consumed by the flames, and the
fields where Troy had been—Et campos ubi Troja fuit—but full of well
grounded hope, this wild and desert place, which the reeds and trees do yet



almost wholly cover, will one day, and perhaps that day not far off, become
an opulent city, and the metropolis of a great and rich colony.”

The progress of little more than a hundred years has more than realized
the anticipations of the good father. New Orleans is not only ‘an opulent
city,” but the capital of a rich and independent state, equal in population to
some of the great cities of France that have existed for centuries, and if the
past be any indication of the future, will in one hundred years more almost
rival Paris itself in magnitude. But such things have ceased to be wonders in
this country; they present themselves to the traveler at every step, and have
become so common that they hardly excite surprise. There is no region on
earth where men have witnessed such changes in the course of a single life.
In the old world all is either stationary or decaying; in the new, the looking-
glass of the world, like a magic lantern, is continually presenting what
would seem the most monstrous exaggerations, were they not stamped with
reality by the testimony of truth and experience. We are sometimes jeered
for our sanguine anticipations; but are they not fully justified by the past?
Happy is that people whose guide is the bright star of Hope; whose Heaven
is in the future yet to come, not in the past which is gone forever.

Having received my impressions of New Orleans from the race of
Smelfungus travelers of the John Bull school, who go about as it were like
roaring lions, seeking whom they may devour, and who libel a nation for a
bad road or a bad dinner, I was agreeably surprised at finding it one of the
most orderly, decorous cities in the world. I was under serious apprehensions
of being robbed at noonday, knocked on the head at night, or at least being
obliged to fight a duel with some ferocious dandy with tremendous
whiskers. But all these fears vanished in a few days, during which I neither
saw a drunken man, a fight, an assassination or a mob; and I came to the
conclusion at last, that an honest, well disposed, peaceable man, might stand
a good chance of living there as long as anywhere else, provided he kept
clear of the yellow fever, which after all does not carry off so many people
as consumption in the North. Though so early in the spring it was the season
of flowers and bouquets, which are made up here in a style superior to any I
have ever seen, and are displayed in shops, markets, parlors, and
everywhere. Flora seemed the presiding goddess, and the creole ladies are
her attendant nymphs. I should be sorry if this pleasant city should ever be
drowned, as does not seem altogether improbable, since it is deluged by
every summer shower; menaced by the Mississippi, which peeps over its
banks at it rather suspiciously; and the ground on which it is presumed to
stand is more than half water. Standing one day on the levee, I perceived the
water of the river slily insinuating itself through a little opening and



beginning to slide down toward the city below. On pointing this out to a
capital specimen of half-horse, half-alligator, who was sitting on the roof of
a broadhorn, and expressing my apprehensions, he rolled his quid about the
deep profundity within, and replied with a significant leer—"“Don’t make
yourself uneasy, stranger, folks born to be hanged, need never be afeard of
drowning.”

After remaining in New Orleans about a week, I proceeded by land up
the right bank of the river, a distance of some thirty or forty miles, in the
course of which I visited two or three sugar plantations, where I was
received with a quiet yet cordial welcome peculiarly agreeable. The ride was
very pleasant, over a level road without a single stone, and generally close
along the levee that bounded the river, as it swept along, above my head.
This dead flat is highly cultivated with sugar and corn; has all the
appearance of an old settled country, and is interspersed at short distances
with picturesque houses with high roofs, piazzas, galleries, staircases, and
outdoor communications from one room, and one story to another. Each of
these mansions is surrounded by a number of buildings of various forms and
dimensions, among which is generally seen a sugar mill with its high conical
chimney, so that every establishment appears like a little village with a
church and steeple. The gardens are well attended to, and abound in flowers
and flowering shrubs, many of which will not stand a Northern winter. The
orange tree, however, once so common here, is now seldom seen, having
been destroyed by frost some years ago. Music and fragrance are here
combined; scores of mock birds sing and flit about quite tame, and even the
humming bird, the most skittish of all the feathered race, will bury itself in
the bliss of the honeysuckle within a few feet of you without apprehension.
There is something quite oriental in these gardens, and indeed the scenery
and climate are so luxurious and delightful during the spring, and so mild in
winter, that were it not for summer and autumn, one might be content to
abide here forever. But if you cast your eye toward the interior, you see at a
distance of one or two miles, those walls of dark foliage, festooned with
melancholy moss, which bound those dismal swamps, that are everywhere
the harbingers of disease and death. At the approach of autumn, the owners
are driven like Adam and Eve from Paradise, by the flaming sword of the
archangel of pestilence, and become exiles for some months of the year.
This however, after all, is no great hardship to people whose means and
habits of leisure enable them to leave home without inconvenience. It is a
good excuse for traveling; and after rambling about during half the year,
they can better estimate the happiness of home for the remainder. Upon the



whole, therefore, I don’t think their case altogether so desperate as we are
accustomed to consider it in the North.

After sojourning three or four days at different plantations along the
“coast,” as it is called, and receiving a most favorable impression of the
well-bred, refined simplicity, as well as unobtrusive hospitality of these
worthy creole planters, I was taken up from the levee by a steamboat, which
had arranged to stop for me, and proceeded the rest of my way by water. It
was evening, and we passed up the coast by night, beyond Baton Rouge, of
which name the earliest historian of Louisiana, M. Le Page du Pratz, gives
the following curious etymology:

“The Baton Rouge is also on the east side of the river, and distant
twenty-six leagues from New Orleans. It was formerly the grant of M.
Artaguette d’Iron; and it is there that we see the famous cypress tree of
which a ship carpenter offered to make two periaugers, one of sixteen, the
other of fourteen tons. Some one of the first adventurers who landed in that
quarter, happened to say it would make an excellent walking stick, and
cypress being a red wood, it was ever afterward called Le Baton Rouge. Its
height could never be measured. It rises out of sight.”

On waking in the morning and looking out, I found the shores had
suddenly changed their aspect, and exhibited a vast primeval forest,
interrupted only at distant intervals by a little town, a lonely habitation, or
the solitary hut of a woodcutter. Everywhere the forest approaches the very
verge of the stream, and presents a deep dark wall of foliage, beyond which
nothing is seen but the skies. At long distances the Chickasaw bluffs
occasionally approach the river, and it is here all the towns are situated with
one or two exceptions, so far as I noticed. The more recent plantations are
invariably indicated by masses of dead trees, presenting an abrupt and
disagreeable transition from the rich verdure of the living forest, to the
dreary aspect of decay and ruin. Here grow the fields of cotton and corn in
all their primitive luxuriance, on a soil of unequaled fertility, unparalleled by
any region of equal extent on the face of the globe. The people of the United
States have been reproached with their indifference, or rather antipathy to
trees. The feeling is hereditary, and arises naturally from the peculiar
circumstances in which their forefathers were placed on first coming to the
new world. Trees were the great obstacle to cultivation, and the first enemies
to be conquered. It is the same with the pioneers of the new settlements,
whose first and indispensable object is to get rid of them in some way or
other. The labor of cutting them down, and removing the growth of gigantic
trees, such as are only found in primeval forests, would amount to perhaps



ten, or sometimes twenty times the original cost of the land itself; and if
prepared for market, the distance is so great, and the quality of the timber
either for fuel or mechanical purposes so inferior that it would not pay the
cost of transportation. The trees are, therefore, killed by girdling and by the
application of fire, and thus remain standing till time and the elements
prostrate them to the earth; and nothing can be more dreary or unsightly,
than a new plantation bristling all over with scraggy dead trees, like a
hedgehog.

As you proceed up the river, however, the general character of the
scenery, especially on the west bank, is that of a vast and magnificent forest,
presenting a constant subject of admiration and wonder to the stranger. At
Pointe Coupee, and some few other places, every appearance bespeaks an
old settlement, and the abrupt contrast between cultivated fields, smooth as a
shaven lawn, handsome old-fashioned houses, and all the corresponding
appendages, with the gloomy surrounding forest, is striking and impressive.
The following relation of M. Lepage du Pratz conveys an idea of the
operations of this mighty river, and the never ceasing changes it produces in
this region of which it is the undisputed tyrant.

“At forty leagues above New Orleans, lies Pointe Coupee, so called
because the Mississippi made there an elbow or winding, and formed the
figure of a circle, open only about an hundred and odd toises, through which
it made itself a shorter way, and where all its water runs at present. This was
not the work of nature alone. Two travelers coming down the Mississippi,
were forced to stop short at this place, because they observed the surf or
waves at a distance to be very high, the wind setting against the current, and
the river being out, so that they durst not venture to proceed. One of the
travelers seeing himself without any thing to do, took his fusil and followed
the course of the rivulet in hopes of killing some game. He had not gone an
hundred toises, before he was put into great surprise on perceiving a great
opening, as when one is just getting out of a thick forest. He continues to
advance, sees a large extent of water which he takes to be a lake; but turning
to the left, he espies Les Petits Ecores, just mentioned, and he knew by
experience, he must go ten leagues to get there in the ordinary way. He runs
to acquaint his companion. This last wants to be sure of it; and both being
now satisfied, they resolve that it is necessary to cut away the roots which
obstructed the passage, and to level the little elevations. They then attempted
to pass their periauger through by pushing it before them. They succeeded
beyond their expectations; the water which came on, aided them as much by
its weight as by its depth, which was increased by the obstacles in its way;
and they saw themselves in a short time in the Mississippi, ten leagues lower



down than they were an hour before; or than they would have been had they
followed the bed of the river, as they had formerly been accustomed to do.

“This little labor of our travelers moved the earth; the roots being cut
away in part, proved no longer an obstacle to the course of the water; the
slope, or descent, of this small passage was equal to that of the river, for the
compass it took; and, in fine, nature, though feebly aided, did the rest. The
first time I went up the river, its entire body passed through this part, and
though the channel was made only six years before, the old bed was almost
filled with ooze which the river had there deposited; and I have since seen
trees growing there of so astonishing a size that one might wonder how they
should come to be so large in so short a time.”

Similar processes are continually going on in this remarkable river,
which is ever at work making war upon the surrounding earth. We passed
through a “cut off,” as it is called, by which the course of the river was
shortened twenty miles. It was not, I should think, more than a mile in
length, and the captain informed me it was the first time he had passed
through. Everywhere, on landing to take in wood, I observed the water
insinuating itself under the soft and rich alluvial bank, which, being soon
undermined, falls into the stream, trees and all, occasionally carrying with it
an unlucky cow imprudently venturing too near, and sometimes an outhouse
or barn. It has been generally supposed that the color and consistency of the
waters of the lower Mississippi are entirely owing to the infusion of those of
the Missouri. That this is the case at the immediate point of junction is
obvious enough; but I am of opinion that the perpetual caving in of the
banks below contributes more to the character it uniformly carries with it
afterward to the ocean, than the waters of the Missouri. It can hardly be
conceived, notwithstanding the rapidity of the current of the Mississippi,
that it carries the mud of the Missouri along for a distance of twelve or
thirteen hundred miles. It must have new accessions, and these it filches
from its own banks.

The Western steamboats are very different in their construction from
those of the North. They comprise an upper and a lower world. The first
consists of a long saloon, as it is termed, sustained by pillars resting on the
lower deck, some eight or ten feet high, extending nearly the whole length
of the vessel, and carpeted and handsomely decorated. On each side of the
saloon is a row of state-rooms, each containing two berths, and the little
articles required in a bed-chamber. By courtesy of our captain, I was
permitted to have one of these to myself, which added greatly to the comfort
of my voyage. These little rooms have each a half glass door, which opens



on a gallery running all round the boat, with only the interruption of the
wheel-houses, outside of which is a door of Venetian blinds, which being
thrown open, you can sit in your room and see every object on one side of
the river. Above is a platform, called, I think, the hurricane deck, which,
being greatly elevated above the river, affords a view in all directions,
bounded only by the windings of the stream and the deep forests skirting its
margins. The appearance of these boats is singularly picturesque, and as they
are all on the high-pressure principle, they announce their approach by a
repetition of explosions resembling the firing of cannon at a distance. I
frequently heard them puffing their way down the Ohio, at different hours of
the night, as I lay in bed at the hotel in Louisville. I was assured by more
than one person, that such is the nice and critical ear of the negroes living on
the banks of the Mississippi, that they can distinguish the boats regularly
plying on the river long before they come in sight, by what may be called
their cannonading.

In the lower region of these floating castles, will generally be found a
good number of the antediluvian race of navigators of broadhorns or flats,
who, having disposed of cargo and boat at New Orleans, are making tracks
homewards, as fast and as cheaply as possible. For this purpose, they make
some kind of agreement with the captain, “to work their passage”™—in
nautical phrase—and find themselves, paying probably some trifle beside,
though I am not certain, not being of the class of inquisitive travelers, and
having little inclination to pry into other people’s affairs. They never visit
the saloon, though they will sometimes ascend to the hurricane deck, and
may be seen great part of the day reclining on a soft plank, or a cotton bag,
which is considered a great luxury. They appear to possess great alacrity in
sleeping by day or by night; and no man who enjoys this invaluable gift, in
my opinion, has the least occasion to complain of his destiny. He has it
always in his power to kill time most gloriously; to bury his misfortunes, if
he has any, in the balm of oblivion; and must, of necessity, either have a
quiet conscience, or—what I suspect is often mistaken for it—no conscience
at all. They are nowise particular in their dress; eschew shaving; and, though
never obtrusive, there is a good, honest republican air of independence about
them which is peculiarly offensive to John Bull travelers. Like ghosts, they
never speak first, but they have not the slightest objection to a long talk; and,
to those who judge by the outward or tailor’s man, it is surprising to find
what a deal of shrewd masculine sense, and what a fund of information they
possess, not to be found in the books of the learned or the brain of the
philosopher. They are like singed cats, much better than they look, and there
is not one of them but can tell you a great deal you never knew before. Our



people have more of the locomotive principle than any other, not excepting
the Israelites and Arabs. Our forefathers wandered here, and their posterity
have been wandering ever since. But the people of the “Great West” beat all
the rest together. I hardly met a man, or indeed woman, who had not
traveled from Dan to Beersheba, and back again, and “settled,” as they were
pleased to term it, in half a dozen places, some hundreds, perhaps thousands,
of miles distant from each other. The broadhorns are not a whit behindhand
with the rest of their fellow citizens, and if I wanted information as to
distances, or indeed any particulars concerning any place, no matter where,
or how far distant, I was almost certain of getting it from some one of these
wandering cosmopolites. I recollect one day conversing with a professor of
one of the Western colleges, a very clever man, and a broadhorn at the same
time. The former was much the most learned, but the other much the wiser
of the two. Their dialect is somewhat peculiar; but I heard none of those
strange, triumphant rodomontades, which I presume they reserve for the
levee at New Orleans, or for occasions of extraordinary emergency.

To my great regret we passed Natchez late in the night. There are some
historical recollections connected with this spot, and this name, that render it
peculiarly interesting. It was here that the race of mound-builders, and
worshipers of the sun, were first found by the Europeans who visited this
country between the years 1682 and 1697; and it is here we see the first of
those monuments which have excited so much interest, as furnishing the
only memorials of a people whose name is unknown, and whose existence is
a mystery. This nation, when first known to the white man, extended from
Iberville, about one hundred and fifty miles from the ocean, to the Wabash,
which is thirteen hundred and fifty miles distant, and it is extremely
probable to my mind that none of these mounds and fortifications were
beyond the region they occupied. That these remains indicate superior art
and industry to that possessed by any nation of Indians, within the vast
limits of the United States, is very certain, I think. The race which
constructed them no longer exists within the knowledge of history, or even
tradition, unless we refer them to the Natchez, whose final destination still
remains uncertain. We know that the single tribe, occupying the spot which
still bears their name, was expelled in 1730, in consequence of a massacre
they perpetrated on the French garrison of “Fort Rosalie.” They were
pursued and overtaken at a fortress they had erected on Silver Creek, from
whence some few escaped and sought refuge with the Chickasaws. The rest
surrendered at discretion, and, agreeably to the maxims and practice of that
age, were either employed on the king’s plantations or sold as slaves in the
West Indies. Father Charleroix, who visited this place in 1720, describes



them as worshipers of the Sun, to which they had erected a temple, where
they preserved a perpetual fire; as subjected to a despotism similar to that of
the Eastern monarchies, insomuch that the Sun, as the great chief was called,
had only to say, “go and rid me of that dog,” and his guards immediately
knocked him on the head; and as offering up victims, both men, women and
children, at the funerals of their chiefs and distinguished persons. He cites
Garcilasso de la Vega, “who speaks of this nation as a powerful people, and
about six years ago they reckoned among them four thousand warriors. It
appears that they were still more numerous in the time of M. de la Salle, and
even when M. d’Iberville discovered the mouth of the Mississippi. At
present the Natchez cannot raise above two thousand warriors. They
attribute this decrease to former contagious diseases, which in these last

years have made great ravages among them.”!" Since then, this nation,
which is said to have numbered five hundred sachems, has entirely
disappeared, leaving nothing behind but those mounds and fortifications,
which, in all probability, were erected by their ancestors, but which tell

nothing of their history or their fate.™

The declension and final extinction of so many Indian tribes and nations
is a subject of great curiosity and interest. It has always been ascribed to
their intercourse with the white men, with whom they have waged so many
bloody wars, and from whom they have learned so many destructive habits.
That these causes have materially hastened their fate I am not disposed to
question or deny. The agency of small-pox, war, and whiskey in this process
of extinction is sufficiently notorious. But it is also known, though perhaps
not so universally, that the Indians of North America were subject to
contagious, or infectious diseases, which extinguished whole tribes at once.
When the pilgrims landed on the Rock of Plymouth, they found the whole
surrounding country almost depopulated by a pestilence, which could not
have been the small-pox, unless that disease was indigenous among them,
for they had no intercourse with white men previous to that time. Nor does it
appear that the contagious disease which so fearfully diminished the
numbers of the Natchez was the small-pox, or that they traced it to their
intercourse with Europeans. Whoever may have been the mound-builders,
they have become extinct; and this not by the agency of white men, or most
assuredly some memorials of the struggle would have been preserved.
When, in addition to this, we take into consideration that the savage slate is
one of almost perpetual wars, bequeathed from generation to generation; that
they involve indiscriminate massacre; that from their improvident habits,
they are frequently exposed to famine; and that any great increase of
numbers is precluded by their modes of life, and the habits of their women,



there is great reason to presume that many tribes have become extinct from
these causes, or that, as is their custom when driven to extremities, they have
sought refuge among other tribes, or wandered away no one knows where.
We know that the Eries were exterminated by the Iroquois, and the Puants
nearly so by the Illinois; and beyond doubt a thorough investigation would
disclose many other similar examples. There is scarcely a tribe which has
not preserved some tradition of having conquered the former possessors of
the land they occupy, or having been itself driven from its ancient
inheritance by some hostile invader. The subject is worth a more extensive
examination than I can give it here, if only to relieve our forefathers,
ourselves, and our posterity from some of those unfounded charges that have
been urged against them, by the over zealous advocates of the race of red
men, who in the fervor of their philanthrophy seem to have forgotten the just
denunciation against the foul bird that pollutes her own nest. The contact of
civilized with savage man has everywhere been productive of immediate
results which can only be reconciled with the dispensations of a just and
beneficent Providence by their ultimate consequences If mere existence be,
as I have no doubt it is, in spite of all its drawbacks, a universal source of
happiness, then the cultivation of the land, and all those arts of civilization
which conduce to the multiplication and subsistence of the human race, is
doubtless in accordance with the will of that great Being whose command it
was to “go forth, and multiply and replenish the earth.” But I am wandering
far away from the father of rivers.

One of the principal ingredients of variety in a voyage on this river is the
process of taking in wood from the bank, which occurs at intervals of some
twenty or thirty miles, perhaps. There are no pines on the lower Mississippi,
and the principal fuel is ash and cotton wood, the latter much the most
common. This is furnished by enterprizing persons, who set themselves
down pretty much at discretion, and, I was told, without asking leave of any
body, build themselves a hut, and selecting such trees as are most productive
or convenient, cut away without ceremony. Nobody, I believe, molests them;
the owner of the land, if it has any, probably taking it rather as a favor to be
thus aided in the great process of clearing. The wood is piled up on a part of
the bank, where the boat can lay close alongside—for there are no wharves
on this rantipole river, which would undermine and sweep them away before
they could be finished. The entire population of the lower region then turn
out, and forming a procession, proceed back and forth from the boat to the
wood pile, cracking their jokes, and full of fun. I always noticed there was
one black sheep, generally a gentleman of color, who accommodated
himself with a lighter load than the rest, but whose burden was fully made



up by the jokes piled on his shoulders. In this way the process of wooding,
which would otherwise be very tedious, is greatly accelerated.

While this is going on, the passengers of the upper region, many of them
go ashore, and either ramble about as they list, till summoned by the bell, or
amuse themselves in some other way. If there is a house or cabin near, they
visit it without ceremony, and have a talk with whoever they find there. On
one occasion our wheel received serious injury from a floating log which
had got entangled in it, in the middle of the night, and we were detained
some eight or ten hours repairing damages, fastened to the stump of a tree.
And here I cannot forbear expressing my admiration of the exemplary
patience displayed by the passengers. There was no fidgeting, no
lamentation at the delay, and I heard no one plaguing the captain with
questions as to when he would be ready to depart. All took it quietly,
although a great portion of them were men of business, to whom time is
money.

I had occasion frequently to notice this philosophic repose of character,
which I can only account for by ascribing it to that universal practice of
“whittling,” which is so prevalent with the people of this Western world. If a
man has only a knife and a stick, he bids defiance to time, and all the
ordinary accidents of traveling. He sets himself down, and snips away till
nothing is left; and then, after appearing uneasy about something or other,
gets himself another stick, and commences again with renewed vivacity. |
used to admire the captain of one of the boats in which I came down the
Ohio, who would fasten his vessel to a stump or a post, at some little town
on the bank, and stand confabulating with some tall fellow in a chip hat for
hours together, each with a knife and a stick, whittling away, and settling
some mysterious business which nobody could fathom. Not a soul on board
seemed in the least put out by this delay, and I could not forbear applauding
this quiet resignation, so favorably contrasted with that desperate and
inordinate passion for locomotion which animates our Northern people,
more especially those who have least to do with their time in this whizzing,
whirligig world.

This quiet self-command was favorably exhibited on the occasion to
which I have alluded, when, in the dead of the night, a large floating log got
entangled with the wheel, and broke some of the paddles, making a great
noise, which roused most if not all the passengers. It was the general
impression that we had run on a snag, and such accidents are almost always
fatal to the boat, as well as many of the passengers. Yet I heard no
screechings or screamings, though there were a score of ladies on board.



Inquiries were made, and as soon as the cause was ascertained, all was quiet.
The only exception to this was a singular and mysterious man who had
come on board in the night, somewhere from the coast of Arkansas, and
who, among all the originals and aboriginals congregated in this ark, most
excited my curiosity. He was amazingly tall, and amazingly thin, with
immeasurable spindle legs, narrow shoulders, little eyes the color of
skimmed milk, light flaxen hair, a wee-bit apple head, and the smallest
possible coon-skin cap, which he made a point of conscience never to take
off, except at meals, when he did so with manifest unwillingness. He stalked
about like a ghost, and like a ghost never spoke a word to any living soul—
but measured the deck with his spindle shanks with a countenance of
imperturbable gravity, one leg of his pantaloons inside, the other outside of
his boots. I felt an unextinguishable curiosity to fathom this original, but no
one could tell his name, his occupation, or his destination. The captain, at
my instance, sent one of his people to sound him, with a view to entering his
name in the list of passengers. His answer was—“Well, I’ll be shot if I
thought the captain was such an old coon as to take a man on board without
knowing his name!” and this was all that could be got out of him.

I noticed, however, that he was greatly agitated at the occurrence of the
log, and mistook a passenger, who was bolting out with his rough head
foremost from his berth, for a snag protruding through the bottom of the
boat. Early in the morning, as we were alongside the bank, repairing the
wheel, he came stalking up to one of the officers, gave his saddle bags and
pocket-book to his charge, and announced his intention of making the
remainder of his journey by land. The man attempted to persuade him to
remain, as the damage was trifling, and would soon be repaired.

“No,” replied he, “this is the last time I ever mean to put my foot in one
of these etarnal contrivances. I have been five times run high and dry on a
sandbank, four times snagged, three times sawyered, and twice blown up
sky-high. I calculate I have given these creatures a pretty fair trial, and darn
my breeches if I ever trust my carcase in one again. Take care of my
plunder; I will call for it at St. Louis.”

Saying this, he walked deliberately ashore, and making tracks into the
forest, quickly disappeared.

While they were repairing the wheel, I strolled to a log cabin at a little
distance, surrounded by a few cultivated fields, bristling with dead trees,
where [ was frankly and courteously invited in by a little middle-aged dame,
carelessly, or, according to our notions, rather slovenly dressed—her head in
picturesque disorder, and her shoes down at the heels. Her countenance,



however, was intelligent, agreeable, and full of vivacity. The room was
peopled with children of all sizes, sturdy little brats, with ruddy cheeks, blue
eyes, and yellow hair. There is no ceremony here, and in a few moments the
little woman gave me her history, which was, to say the truth, rather more
brief than a modern biography, that ninety-nine times in a hundred reminds
one of Cowper’s Epigram—

“O! fond attempt, to give a deathless lot

To names ignoble, born to be forgot!

Thus when a child, as playful children use,

Has burnt to tinder a stale last year’s news;

The flame extinct, he views the roving fire—
There goes my lady, and there goes the squire;
There goes the person, most illustrious spark,
And there, scarce less illustrious, goes the clerk.”

Our heroine had been “raised” at Nashville, married a gentleman who
appeared in a carriage and four, as a wooer, and afterwards walked on foot
as a married man. When the little dame came to this, she laughed herself
fairly out of breath. From thence she was carried to Arkansas, where her
husband had made a speculation with the proceeds of his equipage, and
settled down at a distance of ten or fifteen miles from any human habitation.
Here she fell into another fit of laughter. Her husband had been absent
upward of two months on a trading voyage to New Orleans, and they would
have got on very comfortably in the mean time, had it not been for the bears,
which came about at night, committing depredations on the pigs and
chickens.

“I have nobody to drive them away but the dogs and these boys,” said
she, pointing to a couple of sturdy little fellows, the larger certainly not more
than twelve years old. “They were out last night after them, but they got off
with a pig and two chickens!” and this was a subject for another laugh,
Which, like the rest, had all the characteristics of genuine hilarity. I
remarked the encroachments of the river, just in front of the house.

“Yes,” said she, “last year it carried away our barn, and a good piece of
land. I suppose the house will go next!”

And once more she almost expired with laughter. Her merriment was not
the result of folly or want of due reflection, but the admirable product of the
schooling of a series of vicissitudes and exposures, that ever fortifies us
against those excoriating rubs of life, which, to those who always bask in its
sunshine, and revel among its flowers, would prove sufficient to wreck their



happiness forever. Our little woodland philosopher was neither ignorant nor
vulgar; and if any of our fashionable female readers, who permit a ferocious
bewhiskered cosmopolite to take them round the waist, and whirl them
through the voluptuous mazes of a waltz, a moment after the first
introduction, should revolt at this frankness in the lady of the forest of
Arkansas, I must entreat them to recollect that she lived in one of the most
lonely spots on the bank of the Mississippi, and probably had not enjoyed
such a good opportunity of talking for many a day.

In ascending the Mississippi, the first great tributary is the Red River,
whose sources are in the Cordilleras of Mexico. It is a stream of great length
and volume, but it causes no more sensible change in the magnitude of the
former, than the accession of a single drop of water. Such is the case with
this Great Father of Rivers everywhere, till you come to its junction with the
Missouri, when a sensible difference is apparent. But the Red River, the
White River, the St. Francis, the Arkansas, the Black River, the Osage, the
Ohio, all streams which in any other part of the globe, except America,
would be considered of the first class, and whose course is from eight to
twenty-five hundred miles, successively render their tribute from the
surrounding world without any perceptible addition to this vast treasury of
waters. They frequently run parallel with the Mississippi, sometimes
approaching, at others receding, as if fearful of the encounter; and when at
length they venture to grapple with the mighty bully, are swept away in an
instant, leaving only a few bubbles to indicate the feeble struggle that
precedes their final dissolution. This peculiar feature, more than any other,
impresses the mind with the idea of vast and almost incomprehensible
magnitude.

Voyagers on this river complain of the monotony of its scenery, but
though on it eight days in succession, I was never tired. The shores, it is
true, are for the most part low and level; but the vast and magnificent forests
with which they are every where crowned, give them an appearance of
elevation quite imposing, especially as they seem towering in the skies,
there being nothing behind them. They appear, at a distance, like massive
walls or terraces of deep green, rising directly from the water, and following,
as they do, the ever graceful windings of the river, exhibit everywhere
endless successions of beautiful curves, projecting points, and corresponding
bends on the opposite shore. From New Orleans to St. Louis there are but
two or three reaches where one can see twenty miles before him, and
consequently the voyager is never sated with the same view. The prospect is
incessantly varying; for though the ingredients are always water, wood and
skies, their combination is always different. As the prospect opens in front, it



gradually closes in the rear, thus at all times presenting a moving panorama.
Every moment the boat is shooting round some projecting point, and
discovering scenery which is new, though it may resemble that we have just
passed. There is always the excitement of anticipation, and the imagination
is forever busy picturing something more beautiful beyond the dark barrier
of the noble forest that everywhere bounds the prospect. There is perpetual
change, and change is itself variety.

Steamboats and broadhorns are almost constantly in sight during the day,
and the contrast between the perfection of art, and its earliest efforts, is not a
little striking. The broadhorn glides lazily down the stream in all the luxury
of passive indolence, a rude mass of rude materials; the other breasts the
omnipotent torrent by a succession of triumphant efforts, puffing forth her
snowy clouds of steam, in quick panting breathings that seem to indicate the
mighty efforts she is making, and signalizes her progress by a repetition of
cannonadings that may be heard for miles. They actually tremble with their
exertions, and I sometimes imagined my very bones ached from pure
sympathy, as did those of Sancho Panza, when he saw his master tossed in a
blanket. It is the general impression of those who have investigated the
subject, that the building of steamboats has been a losing business on the
Western waters. This is greatly to be regretted, since, in other respects, the
introduction of steam has contributed more to the growth and prosperity of
this vast region, than any other cause, if we except the activity, energy and
sagacity of its inhabitants, and the exuberant bounties of nature, which are
not paralleled in any other region of equal magnitude on the face of the
earth. It is here, with the blessing of Heaven, we are to look for a population
of almost countless millions, whose own fault it will be, if they are not the
happiest people in the world. Already the young giant of the West
preponderates over the pigmies of the Union, and though I rejoice in the
rapidity of his growth, I hope he will prove an exception to almost all the
race of overgrown monsters, by making a judicious and moderate use of his
strength, when he comes to years of discretion.

Yet, in going up the rivers of the West and South-West, one cannot help
wondering where the millions who people this region have hid themselves.
In our part of the country, the best houses, the best cultivation, and the
closest population, are seen on the banks of the rivers, and it is there we
always put the best foot foremost. But here, on the banks of the rivers, with
now and then the exception of a little town, or solitary plantation, you see
nothing but the primeval forests, their vast trees nodding over the margin.
The people generally cherish an impression that the neighborhood of their
rivers, which rise to a height of sixty or seventy feet during the freshets, that



occur annually, where they are confined by high banks, and overflow the
country where they are low, is unhealthy. For this reason they build their
houses at a distance, out of sight of travelers, and the banks exhibit few
traces of cultivation. This is particularly the case with the coasts of Arkansas
and Missouri, where you see scarcely any traces of the hundreds of
thousands who people these States, and who live beyond the recesses of the
forest that skirts the margin of the Mississippi.

The formation of new points and islands is a process continually going
on in this river, which is perpetually robbing Peter to pay Paul; and these
constitute its most beautiful features. It wears away, or cuts off a point
above, to create another below with the spoils. The islands are formed much
in the same way. A great tree grounds on some shallow; or an eddy is
formed, or a current subsides at some particular spot, depositing the
sediment, or heaping up the sands of the river. Here a portion of that vast
accumulation of wood which comes floating down from the tributaries, and
centres in the Mississippi, is intercepted, and here the sand and sediment
subsides. It is surprising how soon one of these islands is formed, and, as if
by some effort of magic, clothed with verdure. The cotton tree, which
everywhere abounds, receives its name from bearing a fruit or pod, which at
the proper season expands, and fills the air with little tufts of a substance
resembling cotton, which contain the principle of vegetation. These lighting
on the new formations, almost spontaneously produce a little forest of cotton
trees. Every year brings new accessions to the island, and a new growth of
verdure, in regular gradation, from the little plant just peeping above the
water, to the high tree growing on the part which was first formed.

Nothing in nature is more beautiful than these new creations, rising from
the bosom of the river, which is one continued succession of Lake scenery,
and exhibiting regular terraces of verdure, the growth of successive seasons,
one rising above the other and as perfectly defined as if graduated with the
most consummate art. The latest growth, apparently rising out of the water,
is of an exquisitely soft delicate green; the tints of the growth of every
anterior year become deeper and deeper, until they assume the dark hues of
the primeval forest. These islands seem floating on the surface of the water,
and sometimes in a peculiar state of the atmosphere, appear elevated above
its surface, floating in the air. Though the ground itself is not more than a
few feet above the level of the river, yet the regular succession of terraces of
trees one above the other, convey the impression that they are planted on a
conical hill, and have all the effect of elevations of two or three hundred
feet.



The Mississippi at night, and especially moonlight nights, appears in all
its glory, and during a voyage of eight days, we were favored day and night
with delightful weather without a storm, and almost without a cloud. The
nights were calm, clear and bright, and under the magic of the moonbeams
all the unamiable features of the river disappeared. The expanse of water,
sometimes two or three miles broad, was one smooth glassy mirror set in a
frame of dark majestic forest, apparently enclosing it on all sides. The
boiling eddies and floating trees that disfigure its surface and agitate its
bosom, all disappear in the bright lustre which envelopes them, and the
turbidness of the waters can no longer be detected. The skies of the Southern
region are of a deeper blue, and purer transparency than those of the North,
and I sometimes thought I could see far beyond the stars, which are not,
however, so bright and sparkling as in our keen, frosty winter nights.
Nothing is heard but the splashing of the wheels and the puffing of the
steam, which in a day or two is scarcely noticed, and the dark forest-lined
shores exhibit no sign of life or animation, except occasionally a distant
light kindled on the bank, as a signal to stop and take in a passenger. The
repose of the scene is profound, but not dreary, for every object above and
around is sublime or beautiful, and I am tempted to regret that I have not
more years of life before me, to enjoy its recollections.

The confluence of the Mississippi and Ohio is striking and grand. The
latter approaches in a coy angle, a clear and gentle stream, about three
quarters of a mile wide. The former comes rushing down like a roaring
bully, and the placid Ohio, seemingly unaware of its fate, is suddenly seized
upon by this voracious monster, like Proserpine by Pluto, and swallowed up
in an instant. You see no traces of its current having made the slightest
impression on Old Father Mississippi, who dashes on as if unconscious of
this new auxiliary, and I found him as great a bully just above, as he was just
below.

At the junction of these rivers, is a large accumulation of sand of some
forty or fifty feet high, on which is founded the city of Grand Cairo, so
famous in the annals of speculation. It is, indeed, a noble site, of which
Father Charleroix thus wrote more than a hundred and twenty years ago, in
recording his voyage to New Orleans.

“We passed on the left, by the fine river Ouabasche, (Wabash) by which
one may go quite up to the Iroquois, when the waters are high. Its entrance
into the Mississippi is little less than a quarter of a league wide. There is no
place in Louisiana more fit, in my opinion, for a settlement than this, nor
where it is of more consequence to have one. All the country that is watered



by the Ouabasche, and by the Ohio which runs into it,”*! is very fruitful; it
consists of vast meadows, well watered, where the wild buffaloes feed by
thousands. Furthermore, the communication with Canada is as easy as by
the river of the Illinois, and the way much shorter. A fort, with a good
garrison, would keep the savages in awe, especially the Cherokees, who are
at present the most numerous nation on this continent.”

The good father appears not to have been aware that this fine site was
sometimes overflowed by the Ohio on one hand, and the Mississippi on the
other, than which two more formidable assailants could hardly be found in
the world. But for this, it would be a noble site for a great city. I counted, |
think, some forty or fifty buildings of various kinds, among which is an
establishment for steamboat machinery, where some boats were repairing.
Upon the whole, the speculation I should presume is rather premature than
mad. New Orleans is actually below the Mississippi, when at its flood, and
would be annually inundated but for the levee. The same means will protect
Grand Cairo, and it don’t seem to me altogether impossible that a great town
may grow up there, a hundred years hence. To be sure, this is a long while to
wait, but Rome was not built in a day, and a century of anticipation is
nothing now-a-days. Be this as it may, Grand Cairo is a favorite subject for
quizzing, and has many good stories fastened on its shoulders. Among
others, for which I don’t choose to be responsible, a respectable buckeye
told me of a traveler, who, once upon a time, sailing over the city during an
inundation, saw a man in a canoe sounding with a long pole, who being
interrogated as to what he was doing, answered and said, “I am surveying
the city and laying out lots, but find my pole is not quite long enough.”

I was informed, however, that the process of raising the site or protecting
it by embankment, I forget which, was actually going on, the London
bankers who furnished the capital for the first investment and expenditures,
having agreed to further advances. I was in hopes there had been an end of
this business of playing the fool at the expense of other people, and dancing
while John Bull paid the piper. I thought our credit had become so bad that
we could borrow no more, which in my opinion is a consummation devoutly
to be wished, and almost worth the price of national bankruptcy. Unlimited
credit will ruin any man, or any state; and the best possible security against
foolish or unprincipled prodigality, is being so poor that nobody in his
senses will trust us.

Here I left the Mississippi, and proceeded up the Ohio, on an excursion
which has no connection with my present purpose, and from which I
returned about a month afterwards, proceeding up the former river to St.



Louis, and thence to the mouth of the Illinois. The temperature of the Ohio
and Mississippi | found most sensibly and disagreeably different, on this
latter excursion. The wind blew fresh from the North-west, and the nights
were as cold as with us in autumn. Indeed, for the rest of my journey, though
it was midsummer, I found no occasion for summer clothing, until I arrived
at Utica, and descended the valley of the Mohawk. Above the Grand Tower,
which we passed late at night, the river occasionally loses its uniformity, and
especially about the old French settlement of St. Genevieve, becomes quite
different. Here commence the mineral region and high cliffs of limestone
rocks, with all their variety of tints and foliage seen nodding over the
stream. We discover everywhere traces of this country having been first
explored and occupied by the French, who found their way hither from
Canada, establishing themselves at Kaskaskias, Fort Chartres, Tamaroas, St.
Genevieve, St. Louis, and at the river Marameg, where are those mines
which gave rise to Law’s famous Mississippi bubble, in the year 1719. As
early as 1712, it appears from the records of the commonwealth of Virginia,
that John Howard and others were sent to examine this region, and were
made prisoners by the French, who came from a settlement they had on an
island in the Mississippi, a little above the Ohio, where they made salt, lead,
&c., which they carried to New Orleans in a fleet of canoes, guarded by a
large armed schooner. The earliest pioneers were fathers Marquette and
Hennepin, the Sieur Joliet, and the celebrated La Salle, whose adventurous
exposures, toils and sufferings, present the most memorable examples of
what men can do and dare, when animated by religious fervor, or incited by
the love of wealth or the passion for glory.

We arrived at St. Louis early in the morning, and found the entire bank
of the river in front of the city lined with steamboats, whose galleries and
long rows of Venetian doors formed what appeared a street of gay summer-
houses. This is by far the most flourishing town I visited in the course of a
journey of seven thousand miles, and I know of no place where clever,
industrious young men of any honest profession would in my opinion find a
better opening for pursuing