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I

Colonial Literature - Puritan Beginnings - Smith,
Bradford, & Morton

3

1.
Introduction to Literature of Colonial America
Jenifer Kurtz and Wendy Kurant

The literature of this section highlights the different groups who traveled from England to the new world.
Some of these groups came for the purpose of practicing their religion freely, but many came for secular
reasons. The Jamestown colony in Virginia (founded in 1607), a territory which originally included not
only the current state of Virginia but also the northern parts of North Carolina up to the Long Island
Sound in New York, was founded as a commercial venture. Those traveling on the Mayflower founded
the colony at Plymouth, Massachusetts in 1620. This group represented a mix of goals, as some colonists
wanted to build a religion separate from the Church of England—known as the Separatists—and some
had commercial interests in the new world. This mix of interests was a motivating factor behind the
Mayflower Compact. The most religiously focused early colony was that of the Puritans, a group of
around 1000 Puritan refugees who settled in Massachusetts Bay in 1630. Their desire was to purify the
Church of England, and their colony consisted of a devout group of people (men, women, and children)
who were dedicated to that goal.
Figure 1. Map of Colonial North America 1762
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More colonies soon joined those in Massachusetts and Virginia. In 1632, Lord Baltimore (1605–1675)
was given a charter for land north of the Potomac River. A Catholic, Baltimore established the colony
of Maryland as a place of religious tolerance. A charter for the Carolinas, a territory which extended
well beyond the modern borders of those states, was granted in 1663 and settlers established one of the
first colonies under this charter near Charleston, South Carolina. In 1681, Pennsylvania was granted by
King Charles II to William Penn (1644–1718) in repayment of a debt owed to Penn’s father. The colony
became a refuge for members of the Society of Friends or Quakers, as Penn was a recent convert to the
denomination. Georgia was the last of the original colonies. Founded in 1732, the colony was intended
primarily as a bulwark between the English colonies to the north and the Spanish colonies to the south.
Native American Interactions
Certainly, this ongoing expansion of English colonies caused continual tension with the Native
American tribes already occupying the territory. The Powhatan Confederacy, a union of tribes occupying
the tidewater Virginia region, alternately collaborated with and fought against the Jamestown colony
from its founding until 1645, when the English forced the confederacy to surrender and cede land.
In New England, the Pequod War (1636–1638) was one of the first significant fights between the
colonies in Massachusetts and the local tribes, pitting the Pequod tribe against the Massachusetts Bay,
Plymouth, and Saybrook colonies and their allies, the Narragansett tribe. The natives of New England
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continued attempting to hold back English encroachments, making their last major effort when the
Wampanoag, Narragansett, and other allied tribes, led by Metacom (1638–1675)—called King Philip by
the English—attacked frontier towns. The so-called King Philip’s War lasted from 1675 to 1676, when
Metacom was captured and executed.
Slavery
The use of African slaves in the colonies also grew during this century. African slavery had first been
introduced to North America by the Spanish, especially after the Catholic Church started cracking down
on enslaving Native Americans. Slaves were first brought to the English colony of Jamestown in 1619,
to Connecticut in 1629, and to Massachusetts in 1637. The widespread adoption of slavery languished
initially as it proved to be too expensive of an option for the struggling colonists. Indentured servants
were a more economical option, but as wages rose in England toward the end of the century and dried up
the supply of indentured servants, the use of enslaved Africans grew in the colonies. Though slavery was
most prevalent in the southern colonies because of their greater focus on agriculture, the New England
colonies were the first to codify slavery (in Massachusetts in 1641) and the first to forbid it (in Rhode
Island in 1652). Even before America was a nation officially, America had a slavery problem.
Puritan Philosophy and Influence
While the Puritans were only one of many groups settling the English colonies, they were the one
with the most cultural power. For that reason, it is necessarily to understand who they were and how
they saw the world to understand many of the readings of this section. Overall, the Puritans were people
who felt that the Church of England, otherwise known as the Anglican Church, retained too much of the
doctrine and culture of the Catholic Church after the Protestant reformation. Their name derived from
their desire to purify the church of these Catholic aspects. There were also non-separatist and separatist
groups within the Puritans as a whole. The non-separatists, like John Winthrop’s company, believed
that the Puritans should remain within the Anglican Church and correct it from within the system; the
separatists, represented by William Bradford’s Plymouth company, felt the Church of England was a lost
cause from which the Puritans should separate themselves. The restoration of King James I to the throne
and the subsequent persecutions of dissenters made the distinction moot. The only way to safely practice
views that differed from the orthodoxy was to put considerable distance between oneself and English
authorities, which both Winthrop’s and Bradford’s groups did.
The Puritans came to the new world with the goal of building a community constructed around
religious principles that could stand as a model—a “city upon a hill,” as Winthrop put it—for a Christian
community. The Puritans subscribed to Calvinist theology, embracing Calvinism’s assumptions about
humanity and its relationship to God. Calvinism held that mankind was born depraved as a result of
Adam’s original sin. The presence of sin within the human soul meant that all of man’s impulses, desires,
and beliefs were tainted. The Calvinists believed that humanity was incapable of achieving salvation on
their own. Only God’s intervention could save people from the damnation they deserved.
According to Calvinism, some of the faithful will be saved because of unconditional election.
Election, or God’s decision to replace a person’s original, depraved spirit with a clean one capable
of understanding and following God’s will, could not be earned through good behavior; it was
unconditional in that it had nothing to do with choices the person made or would make. It was also
limited to a relatively small number of people rather than all of humanity. A logical outgrowth of these
points of theology was the concept of predestination, which Calvin
described in the Institutes of the Christian Religion as “the eternal decree of God, by which He hath
determined in Himself what He would have to become of every individual of mankind . . . . eternal life
is foreordained for some, and eternal damnation for others.” Whatever one’s predestined fate was, one
could do nothing to change it. Yet, the Puritans held that one should always behave piously because
one did not know one’s destined outcome. Their society emphasized an attitude of indifference toward
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material things—to “wean” themselves of their natural attraction to the worldly—as well as to personal
relationships, including one’s own family. This was not to encourage hard-heartedness but rather to make
spiritual things the main priority of one’s life because the things of this world will not last; only the life
of the spirit was permanent for the Puritans.
Given their beliefs in the total fallibility of mankind, Puritans looked outside of themselves for
guidance in following God’s will. The first source of guidance was the Bible, which the Puritans
took to be the most direct expression of God’s will. The Puritans, like other scholars of the Bible
before them, believed in a typological relationship between the Old Testament and the New Testament.
However, the Puritans did not confine typological interpretation to the Bible alone. Typology assumes
that all of human history and experience is part of a larger pattern of meanings that communicate God’s
will, so any event—as big as smallpox decimating the native populations in greater numbers than the
colonial populations or as small as a snake failing to ingest a mouse as recorded in John Winthrop’s
journal—could be considered part of that pattern and signs of God’s approbation or disapprobation.
Despite vigorous policing of their theological borders, the Puritans’ power eventually faded along
with the membership of the denomination by the end of the seventeenth century. Initially, the bar for
membership in the church was quite high. Believing that only the elect, or those who are destined to be
saved, should be members of the church and thereby be able to choose leaders for both the church and the
state, prospective members were required to testify of their conversion experience and be interrogated
by the other members of the church. It was a rigorous experience that more and more people decided to
forego, and eventually, church members in the colonies were outnumbered by non-church members. To
increase their ranks and hold on to political power, Puritan churches adopted the Half-Way Covenant in
1662. Under this covenant, the children of church members could become members without testifying to
their conversion. Despite this measure, the political power of the Puritan churches continued to decline,
though their cultural power continues to influence American culture.
In the spirit of purification and a return to a simpler practice, many of the works in this section
demonstrate the Puritan aesthetic of plain style. In contrast to the more ornate style of European writers
like William Shakespeare, the Puritans and some other Protestant denominations felt that the best style
was that which lacked embellishment or ornamentation and strove for simplicity and accessibility to the
average person. Plain-style writing typically eschewed classical allusions, preferring to use figurative
language originating either in the Bible or in everyday experience; was didactic (intended to teach a
lesson) rather than entertaining; and featured limited variation in syntactical structures—though those
structures might seem complex to a modern reader. This aesthetic can also be seen in the narrow color
range of Puritan clothing and the distinct lack of gilding, statuary, and altars in Puritan churches.
Source:
Becoming America, Wendy Kurant, ed., CC-BY-SA
Image Credit:
Figure 1. “Map of Colonial North America 1762,” John Gibson, New York Public Library, Public
Domain.

2.
Author Introduction-John Smith (1580-1631)
Wendy Kurant

Born into a farming family in Lincolnshire, John Smith early on sought a more adventurous life. At the
age of sixteen, he joined in the (Protestant) Dutch War of Independence from the (Catholic) Philip II of
Spain. He next saw action in the Mediterranean and in the Austrian war against the Turks. His service
in this war earned him the rank of Captain. Wounded in battle and captured by the Turks, Smith escaped
slavery by assassinating his owner and fleeing to Eastern Europe. He eventually returned to England in
1604.
Figure 1. Portrait of Captain John Smith

Smith’s military experience led to his being appointed to the ruling council of the Virginia Company,
a company of investors who supported colonizing efforts in North America. Himself somewhat unruly
and bad‑ tempered, Smith was placed under arrest on the voyage over and was even threatened with
execution. Once having reached their destination, Smith took his place on the governing council and
became governor of the colony in 1607. Although active in maintaining the settlement, especially in
the face of sickness and starvation, Smith made extensive explorations of Virginia.
During one of these exploratory treks, Smith was captured by the Chesapeake Bay Indians, then
ruled by Powhatan (1545– 1618) whose daughter Pocahontas (d. 1617) saved Smith from execution.
He was almost executed by the Jamestown colonists for the death of two of his soldiers but escaped
punishment upon the arrival of a much‑ needed supply ship. After suffering injury from an accidental
explosion of gunpowder, Smith returned to England. There he wrote of his experiences and explorations
of Virginia and New England in terms that captivated the imagination of future settlers. His own
imagination may have colored many of the events he detailed, including his famous encounter with
9
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Pocahontas, an encounter that many modern‑day historians doubt ever occurred. The Generall Historie
of Virginia, New-England, and the Summer Isles (1624) compiled previously‑published accounts with
Smith’s own writing. In it, he offered lavish details of the land’s bountiful resources, countered biased
views of Native Americans as simple savages and nomads by describing the Powhatan confederacy, and
advocated strong leaders and leadership for maintaining colonies.
Figure 2. A Map of Virginia: With a Description of the Countrey, the Commodities, People,
Government and Religion (1612)

Source:

Becoming America, Wendy Kurant, ed., CC-BY-SA
Image Credits:
Figure 1. “Portrait of Captain John Smith,” artist unknown, National Park Service, Public Domain.
Figure 2. “A Map of Virginia,” John Smith, Wikimedia, Public Domain.

3.
From The Generall Historie of Virginia, New-England, and the Summer
Isles (1624) By John Smith
John Smith

Third Book
Chapter 2

Being thus left to our fortunes, it fortuned that within ten dayes scarce ten amongst vs
could either goe, or well stand, such extreame weaknes and sicknes oppressed vs. And
thereat none need marvaile, if they consider the cause and reason, which was this; whilest
the ships stayed, our allowance was somewhat bettered, by a daily proportion of Bisket,
which the sailers would pilfer to sell, giue, or exchange with vs, for money, Saxefras,
furres, or loue. But when they departed, there remained neither taverne, beere‑house,
nor place of reliefe, but the common Kettell. Had we beene as free from all sinnes as
gluttony, and drunkennesse, we might haue beene canonized for Saints; But our President
would never haue beene admitted, for ingrossing to his private, Oatmeale, Sacke, Oyle,
Aquavitæ, Beefe, Egges, or what not, but the Kettell; that indeed he allowed equally to
be distributed, and that was halfe a pint of wheat, and as much barley boyled with water
for a man a day, and this having fryed some 26. weekes in the ships hold, contained as
many wormes as graines; so that we might truely call it rather so much bran then corne,
our drinke was water, our lodgings Castles in the ayre: with this lodging and dyet, our
extreame toile in bearing and planting Pallisadoes, so strained and bruised vs, and our
continuall labour in the extremitie of the heat had so weakned vs, as were cause sufficient
to haue made vs as miserable in our natiue Countrey, or any other place in the world.
From May, to September, those that escaped, liued vpon Sturgeon, and Sea‑crabs, fiftie
in this time we buried, the rest seeing the Presidents proiects to escape these miseries in
our Pinnace by flight (who all this time had neither felt want nor sicknes) so moved our
dead spirits, as we deposed him; and established Ratcliffe in his place, (Gosnoll being
dead) Kendall deposed, Smith newly recovered, Martin and Ratcliffe was by his care
preserved and relieued, and the most of the souldiers recovered, with the skilfull diligence
of Mr Thomas Wotton our Chirurgian generall. But now was all our provision spent, the
Sturgeon gone, all helps abandoned, each houre expecting the fury of the Salvages; when
God the patron of all good indevours, in that desperate extremitie so changed the hearts
of the Salvages, that they brought such plenty of their fruits, and provision, as no man
wanted.

And now where some affirmed it was ill done of the Councell to send forth men so badly provided, this
11
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incontradictable reason will shew them plainely they are too ill advised to nourish such ill conceits; first,
the fault of our going was our owne, what could be thought fitting or necessary we had, but what we
should find, or want, or where we should be, we were all ignorant, and supposing to make our passage
in two moneths, with victuall to liue, and the advantage of the spring to worke; we were at Sea fiue
moneths, where we both spent our victuall and lost the opportunitie of the time, and season to plant, by
the vnskilfull presumption of our ignorant transporters, that vnderstood not at all, what they vndertooke.
Such actions haue ever since the worlds beginning beene subiect to such accidents, and every thing
of worth is found full of difficulties, but nothing so difficult as to establish a Common‑wealth so farre
remote from men and meanes, and where mens mindes are so vntoward as neither doe well themselues,
nor suffer others. But to proceed.
The new President and Martin, being little beloved, of weake iudgement in dangers, and lesse
industrie in peace, committed the managing of all things abroad to Captaine Smith: who by his owne
example, good words, and faire promises, set some to mow, others to binde thatch, some to build houses,
others to thatch them, himselfe alwayes bearing the greatest taske for his owne share, so that in short
time, he provided most of them lodgings, neglecting any for himselfe. This done, seeing the Salvages
superfluitie beginne to decrease (with some of his workemen) shipped himselfe in the Shallop to search
the Country for trade. The want of the language, knowledge to mannage his boat without sailes, the
want of a sufficient power, (knowing the multitude of the Salvages) apparell for his men, and other
necessaries, were infinite impediments, yet no discouragement. Being but six or seauen in company he
went downe the river to Kecoughtan, where at first they scorned him, as a famished man, and would
in derision offer him a handfull of Corne, a peece of bread, for their swords and muskets, and such
like proportions also for their apparell. But seeing by trade and courtesie there was nothing to be had,
he made bold to try such conclusions as necessitie inforced, though contrary to his Commission: Let
fly his muskets, ran his boat on shore, whereat they all fled into the woods. So marching towards their
houses, they might see great heapes of corne: much adoe he had to restraine his hungry souldiers from
present taking of it, expecting as it hapned that the Salvages would assault them, as not long after
they did with a most hydeous noyse. Sixtie or seaventie of them, some blacke, some red, some white,
some party‑coloured, came in a square order, singing and dauncing out of the woods, with their Okee
(which was an Idoll made of skinnes, stuffed with mosse, all painted and hung with chaines and copper)
borne before them: and in this manner being well armed, with Clubs, Targets, Bowes and Arrowes, they
charged the English, that so kindly receiued them with their muskets loaden with Pistoll shot, that

downe fell their God, and divers lay sprauling on the ground; the rest fled againe to the
woods, and ere long sent one of their Quiyoughkasoucks to offer peace, and redeeme their
Okee. Smithtold them, if onely six of them would come vnarmed and loade his boat, he
would not only be their friend, but restore them their Okee, and giue them Beads, Copper,
and Hatchets besides: which on both sides was to their contents performed: and then
they brought him Venison, Turkies, wild foule, bread, and what they had, singing and
dauncing in signe of friendship till they departed. In his returne he discovered the Towne
and Country of Warraskoyack.
Thus God vnboundlesse by his power,
Made them thus kind, would vs deuour.

Smith perceiving (notwithstanding their late miserie) not any regarded but from hand to
mouth (the company being well recovered) caused the Pinnace to be provided with things
fitting to get provision for the yeare following; but in the interim he made 3. or 4. iournies
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and discovered the people of Chickahamania: yet what he carefully provided the rest
carelesly spent Wingfield and Kendall liuing in disgrace, seeing all things at randome in
the absence of Smith, the companies dislike of their Presidents weaknes, and their small
loue to Martins never mending sicknes, strengthened themselues with the sailers, and
other confederates to regaine their former credit and authority, or at least such meanes
abord the Pinnace, (being fitted to saile as Smith had appointed for trade) to alter her
course and to goe for England. Smith vnexpectedly returning had the plot discovered to
him, much trouble he had to prevent it, till with store of sakre and musket shot he forced
them stay or sinke in the riuer, which action cost the life of captaine Kendall. These
brawles are so disgustfull, as some will say they were better forgotten, yet all men of good
iudgement will conclude, it were better their basenes should
be manifest to the world,
then the busines beare the scorne and shame of their excused disorders. The President
and captaine Archer not long after intended also to haue abandoned the country, which
proiect also was curbed, and suppressed by Smith. The Spaniard never more greedily
desired gold then he victuall, nor his souldiers more to abandon the Country, then he
to keepe it. But finding plentie of Corne in the riuer of Chickahamania where hundreds
of Salvages in diuers places stood with baskets expecting his comming. And now the
winter approaching, the rivers became so covered with swans, geese, duckes, and cranes,
that we daily feasted with good bread, Virginia pease, pumpions, and putchamins, fish,
fowle, and diverse sorts of wild beasts as fat as we could eate them: so that none of
our Tuftaffaty humorists desired to goe for England. But our Comœdies never endured
long without a Tragedie; some idle exceptions being muttered against Captaine Smith, for
not discovering the head of Chickahamania river, and taxed by the Councell, to be too
slow in so worthy an attempt. The next voyage hee proceeded so farre that with much
labour by cutting of trees in sunder he made his passage, but when his Barge could passe
no farther, he left her in a broad bay out of danger of shot, commanding none should
goe a shore till his returne: himselfe with two English and two Salvages went vp higher
in a Canowe, but hee was not long absent, but his men went a shore, whose want of
government, gaue both occasion and opportunity to the Salvages to surprise one George
Cassen, whom they slew, and much failed not to haue cut of the boat and all the rest.
Smith little dreaming of that accident, being got to the marshes at the rivers head, twentie
myles in the desert, had his two men slaine (as is supposed) sleeping by the Canowe,
whilst himselfe by fowling sought them victuall, who finding he was beset with 200.
Salvages, two of them hee slew, still defending himselfe with the ayd of a Salvage his
guid, whom he bound to his arme with his garters, and vsed him as a buckler, yet he
was shot in his thigh a little, and had many arrowes that stucke in his cloathes but no
great hurt, till at last they tooke him prisoner. When this newes came to Iames towne,
much was their sorrow for his losse, fewe expecting what ensued. Sixe or seuen weekes
those Barbarians kept him prisoner, many strange triumphes and coniurations they made
of him, yet hee so demeaned himselfe amongst them, as he not onely diverted them from
surprising the Fort, but procured his owne libertie, and got himselfe and his company
such estimation amongst them, that those Salvages admired him more then their owne
Quiyouckosucks. The manner how they vsed and deliuered him, is as followeth.
The Salvages hauing drawne from George Cassen whether Captaine Smith was gone,
prosecuting that oportunity they followed him with. 300. bowmen, conducted by the King
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of Pamavnkee, who in diuisions searching the turnings of the riuer, found Robinsonand
Emry by the fire side, those they shot full of arrowes and slew. Then finding the Captaine,
as is said, that vsed the Salvage that was his guide as his sheld (three of them being
slaine and diuers other so gauld) all the rest would not come neere him. Thinking thus
to haue returned to his boat, regarding them, as he marched, more then his way, slipped
vp to the middle in an oasie creeke & his Salvage with him, yet durst they not come
to him till being neere dead with cold, he threw away his armes. Then according to
their composition they drew him forth and led him to the fire, where his men were
slaine. Diligently they chafed his benummed limbs. He demanding for their Captaine,
they shewed him Opechankanough, King of Pamavnkee, to whom he gaue a round Ivory
double compass Dyall. Much they marvailed at the playing of the Fly and Needle, which
they could see so plainely, and yet not touch it, because of the glasse that covered them.
But when he demonstrated by that Globe‑like Iewell, the roundnesse of the earth, and
skies, the spheare of the Sunne, Moone, and Starres, and how the Sunne did chase the
night round about the world continually; the greatnesse of the Land and Sea, the diversitie
of Nations, varietie of complexions, and how we were to them Antipodes, and many other
such like matters, they all stood as amazed with admiration. Notwithstanding, within an
houre after they tyed him to a tree, and as many as could stand about him prepared to
shoot him, but the King holding vp the Compass in his hand, they all laid downe their
Bowes and Arrowes, and in a triumphant manner led him to Orapaks, where he was after
their manner kindly feasted, and well vsed.

Their order in conducting him was thus; Drawing themselues all in fyle, the King in the middest had all
their Peeces and Swords borne before him. Captaine Smith was led after him by three great Salvages,
holding him fast by each arme: and on each side six went in fyle with their Arrowes nocked. But arriving
at the Towne (which was but onely thirtie or fortie hunting houses made of Mats, which they remoue
as they please, as we our tents) all the women and children staring to behold him, the souldiers first all
in fyle performed the forme of a Bissom so well as could be; and on each flanke, officers as Serieants
to see them keepe their order. A good time they continued this exercise, and then cast themselues in a
ring, dauncing in such severall Postures, and singing and yelling out such hellish notes and screeches;
being strangely painted, every one his quiver of Arrowes, and at his backe a club; on his arme a Fox or
an Otters skinne, or some such matter for his vambrace; their heads and shoulders painted red, with Oyle
and Pocones mingled together, which Scarlet‑like colour made an exceeding handsome shew; his Bow
in his hand, and the skinne of a Bird with her wings abroad dryed, tyed on his head, a peece of copper,
a white shell, a long feather, with a small rattle growing at the tayles of their snaks tyed to it, or some
such like toy. All this while Smith and the King stood in the middest guarded, as before is said, and after
three dances they all departed. Smith they conducted to a long house, where thirtie or fortie tall fellowes
did guard him, and ere long more bread and venison was brought him then would haue served twentie
men, I thinke his stomacke at that time was not very good; what he left they put in baskets and tyed over
his head. About midnight they set the meate againe before him, all this time not one of them would eate
a bit with him, till the next morning they brought him as much more, and then did they eate all the old,
& reserved the new as they had done the other, which made him thinke they would fat him to eat him.
Yet in this desperate estate to defend him from the cold, one Maocassater brought him his gowne, in
requitall of some beads and toyes Smith had given him at his first arrivall in Virginia.
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Two dayes after a man would haue slaine him (but that the guard prevented it) for the
death of his sonne, to whom they conducted him to recover the poore man then breathing
his last. Smith told them that at Iames towne he had a water would doe it, if they would let
him fetch it, but they would not permit that; but made all the preparations they could to
assault Iames towne, crauing his advice, and for recompence he should haue life, libertie,
land, and women. In part of a Table booke he writ his minde to them at the Fort, what was
intended, how they should follow that direction to affright the messengers, and without
fayle send him such things as he writ for. And an Inventory with them. The difficultie and
danger, he told the Salvages, of the Mines, great gunnes, and other Engins exceedingly
affrighted them, yet according to his request they went to Iames towne, in as bitter
weather as could be of frost and snow, and within three dayes returned with an answer.
But when they came to Iame towne, seeing men sally out as he had told them they would,
they fled; yet in the night they came againe to the same place where he had told them they
should receiue an answer, and such things as he had promised them, which they found
accordingly, and with which they returned with no small expedition, to the wonder of
them all that heard it, that he could either divine, or the paper could speake: then they led
him to the Youthtanunds, the Mattapanients, the Payankatanks, the Nantaughtacunds, and
Onawmanients vpon the rivers of Rapahanock, and Patawomek, over all those rivers,
and backe againe by divers other severall Nations, to the Kings habitation at Pamavnkee,
where they entertained him with most strange and fearefull Coniurations;
As if neare led to hell,
Amongst the Devils to dwell.

Not long after, early in a morning a great fire was made in a long house, and a mat spread
on the one side, as on the other, on the one they caused him to sit, and all the guard went
out of the house, and presently came skipping in a great grim fellow, all painted over with
coale, mingled with oyle; and many Snakes and Wesels skins stuffed with mosse, and
all their tayles tyed together, so as they met on the crowne of his head in a tassell; and
round about the tassell was as a Coronet of feathers, the skins hanging round about his
head, backe, and shoulders, and in a manner covered his face; with a hellish voyce and a
rattle in his hand. With most strange gestures and passions he began his invocation, and
environed the fire with a circle of meale; which done, three more such like devils came
rushing in with the like antique tricks, painted halfe blacke, halfe red: but all their eyes
were painted white, and some red stroakes like Mutchato’s, along their cheekes: round
about him those fiends daunced a pretty while, and then came in three more as vgly as the
rest; with red eyes, and white stroakes over their blacke faces, at last they all sat downe
right against him; three of them on the one hand of the chiefe Priest, and three on the
other. Then all with their rattles began a song, which ended, the chiefe Priest layd downe
fiue wheat cornes: then strayning his armes and hands with such violence that he sweat,
and his veynes swelled, he began a short Oration: at the conclusion they all gaue a short
groane; and then layd down three graines more. After that, began their song againe, and
then another Oration, ever laying downe so many cornes as before, till they had twice
incirculed the fire; that done, they tooke a bunch of little stickes prepared for that purpose,
continuing still their devotion, and at the end of every song and Oration, they layd downe

16 Scott D. Peterson

a sticke betwixt the divisions of Corne. Till night, neither he nor they did either eate or
drinke, and then they feasted merrily, with the best provisions they could make. Three
dayes they vsed this Ceremony; the meaning whereof they told him, was to know if he
intended them well or no. The circle of meale signified their Country, the circles of corne
the bounds of the Sea, and the stickes his Country. They imagined the world to be flat
and round, like a trencher, and they in the middest. After this they brought him a bagge of
gunpowder, which they carefully preferved till the next spring, to plant as they did their
corne; because they would be acquainted with the nature of that seede. Opitchapam the
Kings brother invited him to his house, where, with as many platters of bread, foule, and
wild beasts, as did environ him, he bid him wellcome; but not any of them would eate a
bit with him, but put vp all the remainder in Baskets. At his returne to Opechancanoughs,
all the Kings women, and their children, flocked about him for their parts, as a due by
Custome, to be merry with such fragments.
But his waking mind in hydeous dreames did oft see wondrous shapes, Of bodies strange, and huge in
growth, and of stupendious makes.
At last they brought him to Meronocomoco, where was Powhatan their Emperor. Here more then two
hundred of those grim Courtiers stood wondering at him, as he had beene a monster; till Powhatan and
his trayne had put themselues in their greatest braveries. Before a fire vpon a seat like a bedsted, he sat
covered with a great robe, made of Rarowcun skinnes, and all the tayles hanging by. On either hand did
sit a young wench of 16 to 18 yeares, and along on each side the house, two rowes of men, and behind
them as many women, with all their heads and shoulders painted red; many of their heads bedecked with
the white downe of Birds; but every one with something: and a great chayne of white beads about their
necks. At his entrance before the King, all the people gaue a great shout. The Queene of Appamatuck
was appointed to bring him water to wash his hands, and another brought him a bunch of feathers, in
stead of a Towell to dry them: having feasted him after their best barbarous manner they could, a long
consultation was held, but the conclusion was, two great stones were brought before Powhatan: then
as many as could layd hands on him, dragged him to them, and thereon laid his head, and being ready
with their clubs, to beate out his braines, Pocahontas the Kings dearest daughter, when no intreaty could
prevaile, got his head in her armes, and laid her owne vpon his to saue him from death: whereat the
Emperour was contented he should liue to make him hatchets, and her bells, beads, and copper; for they
thought him as well of all occupations as themselues. For the King himselfe will make his owne robes,
shooes, bowes, arrowes, pots; plant, hunt, or doe any thing so well as the rest.
They say he bore a pleasant shew
But sure his heart was sad.
For who can pleasant be, and rest
That liues in feare and dread
And having life suspected, doth It still suspected lead.

Two dayes after, Powhatan having disguised himselfe in the most fearefullest manner he
could, caused Capt Smith to be brought forth to a great house in the woods, and there vpon
a mat by the fire to be left alone. Not long after from behinde a mat that divided the house,
was made the most dolefullest noyse he ever heard; then Powhatan more like a devill then
a man with some two hundred more as blacke as himselfe, came vnto him and told him
now they were friends, and presently he should goe to Iames towne, to send him two great
gunnes, and a gryndstone, for which he would giue him the Country of Capahowosick,
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and for ever esteeme him as his sonne Nantaquoud. So to Iames towne with 12 guides
Powhatan sent him. That night they quarterd in the woods, he still expecting (as he
had done all this long time of his imprisonment) every houre to be put to one death or
other: for all their feasting. But almightie God (by his divine providence) had mollified
the hearts of those sterne Barbarians with compassion. The next morning betimes they
came to the Fort, where Smith having vsed the Salvages with what kindnesse he could,
he shewed Rawhunt, Powhatans trusty servant two demi‑Culverings & a millstone to
carry Powhatan: they found them somewhat too heavie; but when they did see him
discharge them, being loaded with stones, among the boughs of a great tree loaded with
Isickles, the yce and branches came so tumbling downe, that the poore Salvages ran away
halfe dead with feare. But at last we regained some conference with them, and gaue them
such toyes; and sent to Powhatan, his women, and children such presents, as gaue them
in generall full content. Now in Iames Towne they were all in combustion, the strongest
preparing once more to run away with the Pinnace; which with the hazzard of his life,
with Sakrefalcon and musket shot, Smith forced now the third time to stay or sinke. Some
no better then they should be, had plotted with the President, the next day to haue put him
to death by the Leviticall law, for the liues of Robinson and Emry, pretending the fault was
his that had led them to their ends: but he quickly tooke such order with such Lawyers,
that he layd them by the heeles till he sent some of them prisoners for England. Now
ever once in foure or fiue dayes, Pocahontas with her attendants, brought him so much
provision, that saved many of their liues, that els for all this had starved with hunger.
Thus from numbe death our good God sent reliefe,
The sweete asswager of all other griefe.

His relation of the plenty he had seene, especially at Werawocomoco, and of the state
and bountie of Powhatan, (which till that time was vnknowne) so revived their dead
spirits (especially the loue of Pocahontas) as all mens feare was abandoned. Thus you
may see what difficulties still crossed any good indevour: and the good successe of the
businesse being thus oft brought to the very period of destruction; yet you see by what
strange means God hath still delivered it. As for the insufficiency of them admitted in
Commission, that error could not be prevented by the Electors; there being no other
choise, and all strangers to each others education, qualities, or disposition. And if any
deeme it a shame to our Nation to haue any mention made of those inormities, let them
pervse the Histories of the Spanyards Discoveries and Plantations, where they may see
how many mutinies, disorders, and dissentions haue accompanied them, and crossed their
attempts: which being knowne to be particular mens offences; doth take away the generall
scorne and contempt, which malice, presumption, covetousnesse, or ignorance might
produce; to the scandall and reproach of those, whose actions and valiant resolutions
deserue a more worthy respect.
Now whether it had beene better for Captaine Smith, to haue concluded with any of those severall
proiects, to haue abandoned the Countrey, with some ten or twelue of them, who were called the
better sort, and haue left Mr Hunt our Preacher, Master Anthony Gosnoll, a most honest, worthy, and
industrious Gentleman, Master Thomas Wotton, and some 27 others of his Countrymen to the fury of the
Salvages, famine, and all manner of mischiefes, and inconveniences, (for they were but fortie in all to
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keepe possession of this large Country;) or starue himselfe with them for company, for want of lodging:
or but adventuring abroad to make them provision, or by his opposition to preserue the action, and saue
all their liues; I leaue to the censure of all honest men to consider. But
We men imagine in our Iolitie
That ‘tis all one, or good or bad to
be. But then anone wee alter this
againe If happily wee feele the
sence of paine;
For then we’re turn’d into a mourning vaine.

Source:

Becoming America, Wendy Kurant, ed., CC-BY-SA

4.
Author Introduction-William Bradford (1590–1657)
Introduction
Wendy Kurant

William Bradford was born in Austerfield, Yorkshire and reared as a farmer. In 1606, inspired by the
preaching of nonconformist minister Richard Clyfton (d.1616), Bradford joined the Separatist group
tied to William Brewster (1568–1644) in Scrooby, Nottinghamshire. As Separatists from the Church of
England headed by the English monarch, this group (and similar others) engaged in treason against the
English crown. To escape the consequent-enforced secrecy and persecution, the group left England for
the Netherlands. In 1609, Bradford joined them there, became a weaver, and started his own business
upon inheriting money from his family.
To escape further persecution, the group petitioned for and won a land grant in North America.
Bradford was one of the pilgrims who sailed from Southampton, England in 1620 on the Mayflower to
settle in the land granted. Their land grant was originally meant to be in Virginia but, due to difficulty
navigating in storms, they landed at Plymouth, Massachusetts. William Bradford helped define for
themselves and future generations their Puritan settlement and endeavor at Plymouth Plantation. After
the death of their elected governor John Carver (1576–1621), Bradford was elected governor. He was
re-elected thirty times, serving as governor for almost all but the last five years of his life. He signed
the Mayflower Compact that ordered their earthly rule (even as a means to prepare for heavenly

rule); held to the Compact’s democratic principles in his governorship; worked to repay
the debt to the British investors who funded their project in America; and did much to
organize and lead the pilgrims’ lives.
Figure 1. Signing the Mayflower Compact 1620 (Painted in 1899)
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Self-educated particularly in languages—including Hebrew—and an avid reader, Bradford applied
his knowledge and skills to recording the history Of Plymouth Plantation. He started this chronicle
largely in response to the growth of Non-Separatist settlers in the colony, settlers whom he saw as
competing with the Separatists. His history records such important events as the pilgrims’ landing at
Plymouth, the Mayflower Compact, the first Thanksgiving, and the Puritan ethic in action

as it was put to trial and served as testimony of God’s designs. These designs included
the pilgrims’ persecutions, voyage to and landing at Plymouth, suffering starvation and
sickness there, as well as experiencing increasing tensions between themselves and the
Native Americans. In the Puritan plain style, Bradford offers simple yet monumental
truths of their lives.
Source:
Becoming America, Wendy Kurant, ed., CC-BY-SA
Image Credit:
Figure 1. “Signing the Mayflower Compact 1620,” Jean Leon Gerome Ferris, Wikimedia, Public
Domain.

5.
Excerpts from Of Plymouth Plantation
William Bradford

Relevant Transcriber’s Notes:

m̄ and n̄ sometimes are used to represent a double letter.
Most often y, such as ye and ye, represents a thorn and the word is ‘the’. Sometimes you will
encounter the actual word ‘the’.
Spelling is inconsistent and is left unchanged from the original printing of this book.

And first of ye occasion and indũsments ther unto; the which that I may truly unfould, I must begine at
ye very roote & rise of ye same. The which I shall endevor to manefest in a plaine stile, with singuler
regard unto ye simple trueth in all things, at least as near as my slender judgmente can attaine the same.
1. Chapter.

It is well knowne unto ye godly and judicious, how ever since ye first breaking out of ye lighte of ye
gospell in our Honourable Nation of England, (which was ye first of nations whom ye Lord adorned ther
with, affter yt grosse darknes of popery which had covered & overspred ye Christian worled,) what warrs
& opposissions ever since, Satan hath raised, maintained, and continued against the Saincts, from time to
time, in one sorte or other. Some times by bloody death and cruell torments; other whiles imprisonments,
banishments, & other hard usages; as being loath his kingdom should goe downe, the trueth prevaile,
and ye churches of God reverte to their anciente puritie, and recover their primative order, libertie, &
bewtie. But when he could not prevaile by these means, against the maine trueths of ye gospell, but that
they began to take rootting in many places, being watered with ye blooud of ye martires, and blessed
from heaven with a gracious encrease; He then begane to take him to his anciente strategemes, used
of old against the first Christians. That when by ye bloody & barbarous persecutions of ye Heathen
Emperours, he could not stoppe & subuerte the course of ye gospell, but that it speedily overspred
with a wounderfull celeritie the then best known parts of ye world, He then begane to sow errours,
heresies, and wounderfull dissentions amongst ye professours them selves, (working upon their pride &
ambition, with other corrupte passions incidente to all mortall men, yea to ye saints them selves in some
measure,) by which wofull effects followed; as not only bitter contentions, & hartburnings, schismes,
with other horrible confusions, but Satan tooke occasion & advantage therby to foyst in a number of
21
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vile ceremoneys, with many unproffitable cannons & decrees, which have since been as snares to many
poore & peaceable souls even to this day. So as in ye anciente times, the persecutions by ye heathen
& their Emperours, was not greater then of the Christians one against other; the Arians & other their
complices against ye orthodoxe & true Christians. As witneseth Socrates in his 2. booke. His words are
these; The violence truly (saith he) was no less than that of ould practised towards ye Christians when
they were compelled & drawne to sacrifice to idoles; for many indured sundrie kinds of tormente, often
rackings, & dismembering of their joynts; confiscating of ther goods; some bereaved of their native
soyle; others departed this life under ye hands of ye tormentor; and some died in banishmēte, & never
saw ther cuntrie againe, &c.
The like methode Satan hath seemed to hold in these later times, since ye trueth begane to springe &
spread after ye great defection made by Antichrist, yt man of sin̅e.
For to let pass ye infinite examples in sundrie nations and severall places of ye world, and instance in
our owne, when as yt old serpente could not prevaile by those firie flames & other his cruell tragedies,
which he by his instruments put in ure every wher in ye days of queene Mary & before, he then begane
an other kind of warre, & went more closly to worke; not only to oppuggen, but even to ruinate &
destroy ye kingdom of Christ, by more secrete & subtile means, by kindling ye flames of contention and
sowing ye seeds of discorde & bitter enmitie amongst ye proffessors & seeming reformed them selves.
For when he could not prevaile by ye former means against the principall doctrins of faith, he bente his
force against the holy discipline & outward regimente of the kingdom of Christ, by which those holy
doctrines should be conserved, & true pietie maintained amongest the saints & people of God.
Mr. Foxe recordeth how yt besids those worthy martires & confessors which were burned in queene
Marys days & otherwise tormented1, many (both studients & others) fled out of ye land, to ye number
of 800. And became severall congregations. At Wesell, Frankford, Bassill, Emden, Markpurge,
Strausborugh, & Geneva, &c. Amongst whom (but especialy those at Frankford) begane yt bitter warr
of contention & persecutiō aboute ye ceremonies, & servise-booke, and other popish and antichristian
stuffe, the plague of England to this day, which are like ye highplases in Israell, wch the prophets cried
out against, & were their ruine; which ye better parte sought, according to ye puritie of yegospell, to
roote out and utterly to abandon. And the other parte (under veiled pretences) for their ouwn ends &
advancments, sought as stifly to continue, maintaine, & defend. As appeareth by ye discourse therof
published in printe, Ano: 1575; a booke yt deserves better to be knowne and considred.
The one side laboured to have ye right worship of God & discipline of Christ established in ye church,
according to ye simplicitie of ye gospell, without the mixture of mens inventions, and to have & to be
ruled by ye laws of Gods word, dispensed in those offices, & by those officers of Pastors, Teachers,
& Elders, &c. according to ye Scripturs. The other partie, though under many colours & pretences,
endevored to have ye episcopall dignitie (affter ye popish man̅er) with their large power & jurisdiction
still retained; with all those courts, cannons, & ceremonies, togeather with all such livings, revenues, &
subordinate officers, with other such means as formerly upheld their antichristian greatnes, and enabled
them with lordly & tyranous power to persecute ye poore servants of God. This contention was so great,
as neither ye honour of God, the commone persecution, nor ye mediation of Mr. Calvin & other worthies
of ye Lord in those places, could prevaile with those thus episcopally minded, but they proceeded by
all means to disturbe ye peace of this poor persecuted church, even so farr as to charge (very unjustly,
& ungodlily, yet prelatelike) some of their cheefe opposers, with rebellion & hightreason against ye
Emperour, & other such crimes.
And this contētion dyed not with queene Mary, nor was left beyonde ye seas, but at her death
these people returning into England under gracious queene Elizabeth, many of them being preferred to
bishopricks & other promotions, according to their aimes and desires, that inveterate hatered against
ye holy discipline of Christ in his church hath continued to this day. In somuch that for fear it should
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preveile, all plotts & devices have been used to keepe it out, incensing ye queene & state against it as
dangerous for ye com̅on wealth; and that it was most needfull yt ye fundamentall poynts of Religion
should be preached in those ignorante & superstitious times; and to win̅e ye weake & ignorante, they
might retaine diverse harmles ceremoneis; and though it were to be wished yt diverse things were
reformed, yet this was not a season for it. And many the like, to stop ye mouthes of ye more godly,
to bring them over to yeeld to one ceremoney after another, and one corruption after another; by
these wyles begyleing some & corrupting others till at length they begane to persecute all ye zealous
professors in ye land (though they knew little what this discipline mente) both by word & deed, if they
would not submitte to their ceremonies, & become slaves to them & their popish trash, which have
no ground in ye word of God, but are relikes of yt man of sine. And the more ye light of ye gospell
grew, yemore yey urged their subscriptions to these corruptions. So as (notwithstanding all their former
pretences & fair colures) they whose eyes God had not justly blinded might easily see wherto these
things tended. And to cast contempte the more upon ye sincere servants of God, they opprobriously
& most injuriously gave unto, & imposed upon them, that name of Puritans, which [it] is said the
Novatians out of prid did assume & take unto themselves. And lamentable it is to see ye effects which
have followed. Religion hath been disgraced, the godly greeved, afflicted, persecuted, and many exiled,
sundrie have lost their lives in prisones & otherways. On the other hand, sin hath been countenanced,
ignorance, profannes, & atheisme increased, & the papists encouraged to hope againe for a day.
The 9. Chap.

Of their vioage, & how they passed ye sea, and of their safe arrivall at Cape Codd.
Septr: 6. These troubls being blowne over, and now all being compacte togeather in one shipe, they
put to sea againe with a prosperus winde, which continued diverce days togeather, which was some
incouragmente unto them; yet according to ye usuall maner many were afflicted with sea-sicknes. And
I may not omite hear a spetiall worke of Gods providence. Ther was a proud & very profane yonge
man, one of ye sea-men, of a lustie, able body, which made him the more hauty; he would allway be
contemning ye poore people in their sicknes, & cursing them dayly with greēous execrations, and did not
let to tell them, that he hoped to help to cast halfe of them over board before they came to their jurneys
end, and to make mery with what they had; and if he were by any gently reproved, he would curse and
swear most bitterly. But it plased God before they came halfe seas over, to smite this yong man with a
greeveous disease, of which he dyed in a desperate maner, and so was him selfe ye first yt was throwne
overbord. Thus his curses light on his owne head; and it was an astonishmente to all his fellows, for they
noted it to be ye just hand of God upon him.
After they had injoyed faire winds and weather for a season, they were incountred many times with
crosse winds, and mette with many feirce stormes, with which ye shipe was shroudly shaken, and her
upper works made very leakie; and one of the maine beames in ye midd ships was bowed & craked,
which put them in some fear that ye shipe could not be able to performe ye vioage. So some of ye
cheefe of ye company, perceiveing ye mariners to feare ye suffisiencie of yeshipe, as appeared by their
mutterings, they entred into serious consulltation with ye mr. & other officers of ye ship, to consider in
time of ye danger; and rather to returne then to cast them selves into a desperate & inevitable perill. And
truly ther was great distraction & differance of opinion amongst ye mariners them selves; faine would
they doe what could be done for their wages sake, (being now halfe the seas over,) and on ye other hand
they were loath to hazard their lives too desperatly. But in examening of all opinions, the mr. & others
affirmed they knew ye ship to be stronge & firme under water; and for the buckling of ye maine beame,
ther was a great iron scrue ye passengers brought out of Holland, which would raise ye beame into his
place; ye which being done, the carpenter & mr. affirmed that with a post put under it, set firme in ye
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lower deck, & otherways bounde, he would make it sufficiente. And as for ye decks & uper workes they
would calke them as well as they could, and though with ye workeing of ye ship they would not longe
keepe stanch, yet ther would otherwise be no great danger, if they did not overpress her with sails. So
they com̅ited them selves to ye will of God, & resolved to proseede. In sundrie of these stormes the
winds were so feirce, & ye seas so high, as they could not beare a knote of saile, but were forced to hull,
for diverce days togither. And in one of them, as they thus lay at hull, in a mighty storme, a lustie yonge
man (called John Howland) coming upon some occasion above ye grattings, was, with a seele of the
shipe throwne into [ye] sea; but it pleased God yt he caught hould of ye top-saile halliards, which hunge
over board, & rane out at length; yet he held his hould (though he was sundrie fadomes under water)
till he was hald up by ye same rope to ye brime of ye water, and then with a boat hooke & other means
got into ye shipe againe, & his life saved; and though he was something ill with it, yet he lived many
years after, and became a profitable member both in church & com̅one wealthe. In all this viage ther died
but one of yepassengers, which was William Butten, a youth, servant to Samuell Fuller, when they drew
near ye coast. But to omite other things, (that I may be breefe,) after longe beating at sea they fell with
that land which is called Cape Cod; the which being made & certainly knowne to be it, they were not
a litle joyfull. After some deliberation had amongst them selves & with ye mr. of ye ship, they tacked
aboute and resolved to stande for ye southward (ye wind & weather being faire) to finde some place
aboute Hudsons river for their habitation. But after they had sailed yt course aboute halfe ye day, they
fell amongst deangerous shoulds and roring breakers, and they were so farr intangled ther with as they
conceived them selves in great danger; & ye wind shrinking upon them withall, they resolved to bear up
againe for the Cape, and thought them selves hapy to gett out of those dangers before night overtooke
them, as by Gods providence they did. And ye next day they gott into ye Cape-harbor wher they ridd in
saftie. A word or too by ye way of this cape; it was thus first named by Capten Gosnole & his company,2
Anno: 1602, and after by Capten Smith was caled Cape James; but it retains ye former name amongst
seamen. Also yt pointe which first shewed those dangerous shoulds unto them, they called Pointe Care,
& Tuckers Terrour; but ye French & Dutch to this day call it Malabarr, by reason of those perilous
shoulds, and ye losses they have suffered their.
Being thus arived in a good harbor and brought safe to land, they fell upon their knees & blessed
ye God of heaven, who had brought them over ye vast & furious ocean, and delivered them from all
ye periles & miseries therof, againe to set their feete on ye firme and stable earth, their proper elemente.
And no marvell if they were thus joyefull, seeing wise Seneca was so affected with sailing a few miles
on ye coast of his owne Italy; as he affirmed, that he had rather remaine twentie years on his way by
land, then pass by sea to any place in a short time; so tedious & dreadfull was ye same unto him.
But hear I cannot but stay and make a pause, and stand half amased at this poore peoples presente
condition; and so I thinke will the reader too, when he well considers ye same. Being thus passed ye
vast ocean, and a sea of troubles before in their preparation (as may be remembred by yt which wente
before), they had now no freinds to wellcome them, nor inns to entertaine or refresh their weatherbeaten
bodys, no houses or much less townes to repaire too, to seeke for succoure. It is recorded in scripture3
as a mercie to ye apostle & his shipwraked company, yt the barbarians shewed them no smale kindnes
in refreshing them, but these savage barbarians, when they mette with them (as after will appeare) were
readier to fill their sids full of arrows then otherwise. And for ye season it was winter, and they that
know ye winters of yt cuntrie know them to be sharp & violent, & subjecte to cruell & feirce stormes,
deangerous to travill to known places, much more to serch an unknown coast. Besids, what could they
see but a hidious & desolate wildernes, full of wild beasts & willd men? and what multituds ther might
be of them they knew not. Nether could they, as it were, goe up to ye tope of Pisgah, to vew from this
willdernes a more goodly cuntrie to feed their hops; for which way soever they turnd their eys (save
upward to ye heavens) they could have litle solace or content in respecte of any outward objects. For
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sum̅er being done, all things stand upon them with a wetherbeaten face; and ye whole countrie, full of
woods & thickets, represented a wild & savage heiw. If they looked behind them, ther was ye mighty
ocean which they had passed, and was now as a maine barr & goulfe to seperate them from all ye civill
parts of ye world. If it be said they had a ship to sucour them, it is trew; but what heard they daly from
ye mr. & company? but yt with speede they should looke out a place with their shallop, wher they would
be at some near distance; for ye season was shuch as he would not stirr from thence till a safe harbor was
discovered by them wher they would be, and he might goe without danger; and that victells consumed
apace, but he must & would keepe sufficient for them selves & their returne. Yea, it was muttered by
some, that if they gott not a place in time, they would turne them & their goods ashore & leave them.
Let it also be considred what weake hopes of supply & succoure they left behinde them, yt might bear
up their minds in this sade condition and trialls they were under; and they could not but be very smale.
It is true, indeed, ye affections & love of their brethren at Leyden was cordiall & entire towards them,
but they had litle power to help them, or them selves; and how ye case stode betweene them & ye
marchants at their coming away, hath allready been declared. What could now sustaine them but the
spirite of God & his grace? May not & ought not the children of these fathers rightly say: Our faithers
were Englishmen which came over this great ocean, and were ready to perish in this willdernes4;but they
cried unto ye Lord, and he heard their voyce, and looked on their adversitie, &c. Let them therfore praise
ye Lord, because he is good, & his mercies endure for ever5. Yea, let them which have been redeemed
of ye Lord, shew how he hath delivered them from ye hand of ye oppressour. When they wandered in
ye deserte willdernes out of ye way, and found no citie to dwell in, both hungrie, & thirstie, their sowle
was overwhelmed in them. Let them confess before ye Lord his loving kindnes, and his wonderfull works
before ye sons of men.
The remainder of Ano: 1620.
I shall a litle returne backe and begine with a combination made by them before they came ashore,
being ye first foundation of their govermente in this place; occasioned partly by ye discontented &
mutinous speeches that some of the strangers amongst them had let fall from them in ye ship—That
when they came a shore they would use their owne libertie; for none had power to com̅and them, the
patente they had being for Virginia, and not for New-england, which belonged to an other Goverment,
with which ye Virginia Company had nothing to doe. And partly that shuch an acte by them done (this
their condition considered) might be as firme as any patent, and in some respects more sure.
The forme was as followeth.
In ye name of God, Amen. We whose names are underwriten, the loyall subjects of our dread
soveraigne Lord, King James, by ye grace of God, of Great Britaine, Franc, & Ireland king, defender
of ye faith, &c., haveing undertaken, for ye glorie of God, and advancemente of ye Christian faith, and
honour of our king & countrie, a voyage to plant ye first colonie in ye Northerne parts of Virginia,
doe by these presents solemnly & mutualy in yepresence of God, and one of another, covenant &
combine our selves togeather into a civill body politick, for our better ordering & preservation &
furtherance of ye ends aforesaid; and by vertue hearof to enacte, constitute, and frame such just &
equall lawes, ordinances, acts, constitutions, & offices, from time to time, as shall be thought most
meete & convenient for ye generall good of ye Colonie, unto which we promise all due submission and
obedience. In witnes wherof we have hereunder subscribed our names at Cap-Codd ye 11. of November,
in ye year of ye raigne of our soveraigne lord, King James, of England, France, & Ireland ye eighteenth,
and of Scotland ye fiftie fourth. Ano: Dom. 1620.
After this they chose, or rather confirmed, Mr. John Carver (a man godly & well approved amongst
them) their Governour for that year. And after they had provided a place for their goods, or comone
store, (which were long in unlading for want of boats, foulnes of winter weather, and sicknes of diverce,)
and begune some small cottages for their habitation, as time would admitte, they mette and consulted
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of lawes & orders, both for their civill & military Govermente, as ye necessitie of their condition did
require, still adding therunto as urgent occasion in severall times, and as cases did require.
In these hard & difficulte beginings they found some discontents & murmurings arise amongst some,
and mutinous speeches & carriags in other; but they were soone quelled & overcome by ye wisdome,
patience, and just & equall carrage of things by ye Govr and better part, wch clave faithfully togeather
in ye maine. But that which was most sadd & lamentable was, that in 2. or 3. moneths time halfe of
their company dyed, espetialy in Jan: & February, being yedepth of winter, and wanting houses & other
comforts; being infected with ye scurvie & other diseases, which this long vioage & their inacomodate
condition had brought upon them; so as ther dyed some times 2. or 3. of a day, in yeforesaid time; that
of 100. & odd persons, scarce 50. remained. And of these in ye time of most distres, ther was but 6.
or 7. sound persons, who, to their great comendations be it spoken, spared no pains, night nor day, but
with abundance of toyle and hazard of their owne health, fetched them woode, made them fires, drest
them meat, made their beads, washed their lothsome cloaths, cloathed & uncloathed them; in a word, did
all ye homly & necessarie offices for them wchdainty & quesie stomacks cannot endure to hear named;
and all this willingly & cherfully, without any grudging in ye least, shewing herein their true love unto
their freinds & bretheren. A rare example & worthy to be remembred. Tow of these 7. were Mr. William
Brewster, ther reverend Elder, & Myles Standish, ther Captein & military comander, unto whom my
selfe, & many others, were much beholden in our low & sicke condition. And yet the Lord so upheld
these persons, as in this generall calamity they were not at all infected either with sicknes, or lamnes.
And what I have said of these, I may say of many others who dyed in this generall vissitation, & others
yet living, that whilst they had health, yea, or any strength continuing, they were not wanting to any that
had need of them. And I doute not but their recompence is with ye Lord.
But I may not hear pass by an other remarkable passage not to be forgotten. As this calamitie fell
among ye passengers that were to be left here to plant, and were hasted a shore and made to drinke
water, that ye sea-men might have yemore bear, and one6 in his sicknes desiring but a small cann of
beere, it was answered, that if he were their owne father he should have none; the disease begane to
fall amongst them also, so as allmost halfe of their company dyed before they went away, and many of
their officers and lustyest men, as ye boatson, gunner, 3. quarter-maisters, the cooke, & others. At wch
ye mr. was something strucken and sent to ye sick a shore and tould ye Govr he should send for beer
for them that had need of it, though he drunke water homward bound. But now amongst his company
ther was farr another kind of carriage in this miserie then amongst ye passengers; for they that before
had been boone companions in drinking & joyllity in ye time of their health & wellfare, begane now
to deserte one another in this calamitie, saing they would not hasard ther lives for them, they should be
infected by coming to help them in their cabins, and so, after they came to dye by it, would doe litle or
nothing for them, but if they dyed let them dye. But shuch of ye passengers as were yet abord shewed
them what mercy they could, wch made some of their harts relente, as ye boatson (& some others), who
was a prowd yonge man, and would often curse & scofe at ye passengers; but when he grew weak, they
had compassion on him and helped him; then he confessed he did not deserve it at their hands, he had
abused them in word & deed. O! saith he, you, I now see, shew your love like Christians indeed one to
another, but we let one another lye & dye like doggs. Another lay cursing his wife, saing if it had not
ben for her he had never come this unlucky viage, and anone cursing his felows, saing he had done this
& that, for some of them, he had spente so much, & so much, amongst them, and they were now weary
of him, and did not help him, having need. Another gave his companion all he had, if he died, to help
him in his weaknes; he went and got a litle spise & made him a mess of meat once or twise, and because
he dyed not so soone as he expected, he went amongst his fellows, & swore ye rogue would cousen him,
he would see him choaked before he made him any more meate; and yet ye pore fellow dyed before
morning.
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All this while ye Indians came skulking about them, and would sometimes show them selves aloofe
of, but when any aproached near them, they would rune away. And once they stoale away their tools
wher they had been at worke, & were gone to diner. But about ye 16. of March a certaine Indian came
bouldly amongst them, and spoke to them in broken English, which they could well understand, but
marvelled at it. At length they understood by discourse with him, that he was not of these parts, but
belonged to ye eastrene parts, wher some English-ships came to fhish, with whom he was aquainted,
& could name sundrie of them by their names, amongst whom he had gott his language. He became
proftable to them in aquainting them with many things concerning ye state of ye cuntry in ye east-parts
wher he lived, which was afterwards profitable unto them; as also of ye people hear, of their names,
number, & strength; of their situation & distance from this place, and who was cheefe amongst them.
His name was Samaset; he tould them also of another Indian whos name was Squanto, a native of this
place, who had been in England & could speake better English then him selfe. Being, after some time
of entertainmente & gifts, dismist, a while after he came againe, & 5. more with him, & they brought
againe all ye tooles that were stolen away before, and made way for ye coming of their great Sachem,
called Massasoyt; who, about 4. or 5. days after, came with the cheefe of his freinds & other attendance,
with the aforesaid Squanto. With whom, after frendly entertainment, & some gifts given him, they made
a peace with him (which hath now continued this 24. years) in these terms.
1. That neither he nor any of his, should injurie or doe hurte to any of their peopl.
2. That if any of his did any hurte to any of theirs, he should send yeoffender, that they might
punish him.
3. That if any thing were taken away from any of theirs, he should cause it to be restored; and
they should doe yelike to his.
4. If any did unjustly warr against him, they would aide him; if any did warr against them, he
should aide them.
5. He should send to his neighbours confederats, to certifie them of this, that they might not
wrong them, but might be likewise comprised in yeconditions of peace.
6. That when ther men came to them, they should leave their bows & arrows behind them.
After these things he returned to his place caled Sowams, some 40. mile from this place,
but Squanto continued with them, and was their interpreter, and was a spetiall instrument sent of God
for their good beyond their expectation. He directed them how to set their corne, wher to take fish, and
to procure other comodities, and was also their pilott to bring them to unknowne places for their profitt,
and never left them till he dyed. He was a native of this place, & scarce any left alive besids him selfe.
He was caried away with diverce others by one Hunt, a mr. of a ship, who thought to sell them for slaves
in Spaine; but he got away for England, and was entertained by a marchante in London, & imployed to
New-foundland & other parts, & lastly brought hither into these parts by one Mr. Dermer, a gentle-man
imployed by Sr. Ferdinando Gorges & others, for discovery, & other designes in these parts. Of whom
I shall say some thing, because it is mentioned in a booke set forth Ano: 1622. by the Presidente &
Counsell for New-England7, that he made ye peace betweene ye salvages of these parts & ye English;
of which this plantation, as it is intimated, had yebenefite. But what a peace it was, may apeare by what
befell him & his men.
Anno. 1621.
Thus ther peace & aquaintance was prety well establisht wth the natives aboute them; and ther was an
other Indean called Hobamack come to live amongst them, a proper lustie man, and a man of accounte
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for his vallour & parts amongst ye Indeans, and continued very faithfull and constant to ye English till he
dyed. He & Squanto being gone upon bussines amonge ye Indeans, at their returne (whether it was out
of envie to them or malice to the English) ther was a Sachem called Corbitant, alyed to Massassoyte, but
never any good friend to ye English to this day, mett with them at an Indean towne caled Namassakett
14. miles to ye west of this place, and begane to quarell wth them, and offered to stabe Hobamack; but
being a lusty man, he cleared him selfe of him, and came run̅ing away all sweating and tould ye Govr
what had befalne him, and he feared they had killed Squanto, for they threatened them both, and for no
other cause but because they were freinds to ye English, and servisable unto them. Upon this ye Gover
taking counsell, it was conceivd not fitt to be borne; for if they should suffer their freinds & messengers
thus to be wronged, they should have none would cleave unto them, or give them any inteligence, or
doe them serviss afterwards; but nexte they would fall upon them selves. Whereupon it was resolved to
send ye Captaine & 14. men well armed, and to goe & fall upon them in yenight; and if they found that
Squanto was kild, to cut of Corbitants head, but not to hurt any but those that had a hand in it. Hobamack
was asked if he would goe & be their guid, & bring them ther before day. He said he would, & bring
them to ye house wher the man lay, and show them which was he. So they set forth ye 14. of August, and
beset ye house round; the Captin giving charg to let none pass out, entred ye house to search for him. But
he was goone away that day, so they mist him; but understood yt Squanto was alive, & that he had only
threatened to kill him, & made an offer to stabe him but did not. So they withheld and did no more hurte,
& ye people came trembling, & brought them the best provissions they had, after they were aquainted by
Hobamack what was only intended. Ther was 3. sore wounded which broak out of ye house, and asaid to
pass through ye garde. These they brought home with them, & they had their wounds drest & cured, and
sente home. After this they had many gratulations from diverce sachims, and much firmer peace; yea,
those of ye Iles of Capawack sent to make frendship; and this Corbitant him selfe used ye mediation of
Massassoyte to make his peace, but was shie to come neare them a longe while after.
After this, ye 18. of Septembr: they sente out ther shalop to the Massachusets, with 10. men, and
Squanto for their guid and interpreter, to discover and veiw that bay, and trade with ye natives; the which
they performed, and found kind entertainement. The people were much affraid of ye Tarentins, a people
to ye eastward which used to come in harvest time and take away their corne, & many times kill their
persons. They returned in saftie, and brought home a good quanty of beaver, and made reporte of ye
place, wishing they had been ther seated; (but it seems ye Lord, who assignes to all men ye bounds of
their habitations, had apoynted it for an other use). And thus they found the Lord to be with them in all
their ways, and to blesse their outgoings & incom̅ings, for which let his holy name have ye praise for
ever, to all posteritie.
They begane now to gather in ye small harvest they had, and to fitte up their houses and dwellings
against winter, being all well recovered in health & strenght, and had all things in good plenty; for as
some were thus imployed in affairs abroad, others were excersised in fishing, aboute codd, & bass, &
other fish, of which yey tooke good store, of which every family had their portion. All ye som̅er ther was
no wante. And now begane to come in store of foule, as winter aproached, of which this place did abound
when they came first (but afterward decreased by degrees). And besids water foule, ther was great store
of wild Turkies, of which they tooke many, besids venison, &c. Besids they had aboute a peck a meale
a weeke to a person, or now since harvest, Indean corne to yt proportion. Which made many afterwards
write so largly of their plenty hear to their freinds in England, which were not fained, but true reports.
Anno Dom: 1632
Though ye partners were thus plūged into great ingagments, & oppresed with unjust debts, yet ye
Lord prospered their trading, that they made yearly large returnes, and had soone wound them selves out
of all, if yet they had otherwise been well delt with all; as will more appear here after. Also ye people
of ye plantation begane to grow in their owtward estats, by reason of ye flowing of many people into
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ye cuntrie, espetially into ye Bay of ye Massachusets; by which means corne & catle rose to a great
prise, by wch many were much inriched, and com̅odities grue plentifull; and yet in other regards this
benefite turned to their hurte, and this accession of strength to their weaknes. For now as their stocks
increased, and ye increse vendible, ther was no longer any holding them togeather, but now they must
of necessitie goe to their great lots; they could not other wise keep their katle; and having oxen growne,
they must have land for plowing & tillage. And no man now thought he could live, except he had catle
and a great deale of ground to keep them; all striving to increase their stocks. By which means they were
scatered all over ye bay, quickly, and ye towne, in which they lived compactly till now, was left very
thine, and in a short time allmost desolate. And if this had been all, it had been less, thoug to much; but
ye church must also be devided, and those yt had lived so long togeather in Christian & comfortable
fellowship must now part and suffer many divissions. First, those that lived on their lots on ye other
side of the bay (called Duxberie) they could not long bring their wives & children to ye publick worship
& church meetings here, but with such burthen, as, growing to some competente number, they sued to
be dismissed and become a body of them selves; and so they were dismiste (about this time), though
very unwillingly. But to touch this sadd matter, and handle things together that fell out afterward. To
prevent any further scatering from this place, and weakning of ye same, it was thought best to give out
some good farms to spetiall persons, yt would promise to live at Plimoth, and lickly to be helpfull to
yechurch or comonewelth, and so tye ye lands to Plimoth as farmes for the same; and ther they might
keepe their catle & tillage by some servants, and retaine their dwellings here. And so some spetiall
lands were granted at a place generall, called Greens Harbor, wher no allotments had been in ye former
divission, a plase very weell meadowed, and fitt to keep & rear catle, good store. But alass! this remedy
proved worse then ye disease; for wthin a few years those that had thus gott footing ther rente them
selves away, partly by force, and partly wearing ye rest with importunitie and pleas of necessitie, so as
they must either suffer them to goe, or live in continuall opposition and contention. And others still, as
yey conceived them selves straitened, or to want accom̅odation, break away under one pretence or other,
thinking their owne conceived necessitie, and the example of others, a warrente sufficente for them. And
this, I fear, will be ye ruine of New-England, at least of yechurches of God ther, & will provock ye Lords
displeasure against them.
(1630-1650)
Source:
Of Plymouth Plantation, William Bradford, Public Domain.

This work (Excerpts from Of Plymouth Plantation by William Bradford) is free of known copyright restrictions.

Notes

1. Here Bradford is referencing Foxe's Book of Martyrs available here http://www.gutenberg.org/files/22400/
22400-h/22400-h.htm
2. Because they tooke much of the fishe ther.
3. Book of Acts, Chapter 28 https://biblia.com/bible/niv/Acts.111
4. Book of Deuteronomy Chapter 26, verses 5 and 7 https://biblia.com/books/esv/Dt26
5. Books of Psalms Chapter 107, verses 1,2,4,5,8 https://biblia.com/books/esv/Ps107
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6. Which was this author himselfe.
7. Page 17

6.
Author Introduction-Thomas Morton (1579-1647)
Helena Marvin

Thomas Morton (c. 1579–1647) was an early colonist in North America from Devon, England. A lawyer,
writer, and social reformer known for studying Native American culture, he founded the colony of
Merrymount, located in what is now Quincy, Massachusetts.
He was born in Devon in 1579, into a conservative Anglican family belonging to the landed gentry.
He became a lawyer and worked for Ferdinando Gorges, the governor of Plymouth with many interests
in New England, and after failed marriage plans in 1618 (due to the influence of a Puritan stepson)
Morton decided to move to the colonies. In 1624 he traveled with Captain Wollaston and settled among
the native Algonquian tribes whose culture Morton found more “civilized and humanitarian” than the
Puritans. Morton discovered that Wollaston was selling indentured servants into slavery on Virginia
tobacco plantations and Morton encouraged the remaining servants to rebel against Wollaston and create
a free community. Wollaston fled to Virginia in 1626 and left Morton in sole command of the colony
which was renamed Mount Ma-re or Merrymount. Morton preferred to be called a “host” of the colony
and a utopian like project was begun and the colonists were declared free men and there was an attempt
to integrate into local Algonquian culture. Morton’s long term plan to
“further civilize” the native population by converting them to his liberal form of Christianity and
provide them free salt to enable food preservation and let the Algonquian to settle permanently.
Morton’s religious beliefs were criticized by the Puritans as heathenism and scandalous rumors spread
of debauchery at Merrymount.
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Morton had taken traditional West Country May Day customs to the colony, and combined them with
fashionable classical myth, couched to his own libertine tastes and fueled by the enthusiasm of his newly
freed fellow colonists. On a practical level the annual May Day festival was not only a reward for his
hardworking colonists, but a joint celebration with Native tribes who also marked the day, and a chance
for mostly male colonists to find brides among the natives.
Puritan ire was no doubt also fueled by the fact that Merrymount was the fastest-growing colony in
New England, rapidly becoming the most prosperous, as an agricultural producer and in the fur trade,
where Plymouth Colony was trying to build a monopoly. The Puritan account of this regarded the colony
as a decadent nest of good-for-nothings.
The second 1628 Mayday, “Revels of New Canaan”, inspired by “Cupid’s mother” – with its “pagan
odes” to Neptune and Triton (as well as Venus and her lustful children, Cupid, Hymen and Priapus),
its drinking song, and its erection of a huge 80-foot (24 m) Maypole, topped with deer antlers – proved
too much for Morton’s Puritan neighbors. The Plymouth militia took the town the following June,
chopped down the Maypole and arrested Morton. He was put in stocks in Plymouth, given a trial and
marooned on the deserted Isles of Shoals off the coast of New Hampshire, until an English ship could
take him home. He was left to starve but was supplied with food by friendly natives from the mainland
who were said to be bemused by the events.
Barely surviving his harsh treatment during his journey into exile, he regained his strength in
1631, and after a short spell in an Essex jail, was released and began to sue the Massachusetts
Bay Company, the political power behind the Puritans. To the surprise of Protestant supporters of
“Plymouther Separatists”, Morton won strong backing for his cause and was treated as a champion of
liberty.
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In 1637 Morton became a political celebrity with the publication
of his three-volume New English Canaan. Morton produced in
these three books an inspired denunciation of Puritan government
in the colonies and their policy of land enclosure against the native
population. The first edition of New English Canaan was destroyed
by the English government in 1637 with a small number of copies
surviving in the Netherland.
After an ill-conceived triumphal return to the Plymouth Colony,
he was arrested and accused of being a Royalist “agitator”, and put
on trial for his role in revoking the colony’s charter, and on charges
of sedition. By September he was imprisoned in Boston. His trial
was delayed through winter “so evidence could be sought,” but
none arrived. As his health began to fail, his petition for clemency
was granted. Isolated from his supporters by the English Civil War,
he ended his days amid the West Country planters of Maine,
protected there by Gorges’ supporters. He died in 1647 at the age
of 71.

Biography written by Helena Marvin with information sourced from wikipedia. https://en.wikipedia.org/
wiki/Thomas_Morton_(colonist)
Image Credits:

English: A 19th-Century Engraving of Cpt. Miles Standish and His Men Observing
the “immoral” Behavior of the Maypole Festivities of 1628 at Merrymount. 1850.
Wikimedia, Public Domain.
New English Canaan, or, New Canaan Containing an Abstract of New England, Composed in Three
Bookes… . Printed at Amsterdam, By Jacob Frederick Stam, In the Yeare 1637; Title Page. 1637.
Wikimedia, Public Domain.

7.
Book 3 Chapter XIV
Thomas Morton
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CHAP. XIV.
Of the Revells of New Canaan.
The Inhabitants of Pasonagessit, (having translated the name of their habitation from that ancient
Salvage name to Ma-re Mount, and being resolved to have the new name confirmed for a memorial to
after ages,) did devise amongst themselves to have it performed in a solemne manner, with Revels and
merriment after the old English custome; [they] prepared to sett up a Maypole upon the festivall day of
Philip and Iacob, and therefore brewed a barrell of excellent beare and provided a case of bottles, to be
spent, with other good cheare, for all commers of that day. And because they would have it in a compleat
forme, they had prepared a song fitting to the time and present occasion. And upon Mayday they brought
the Maypole to the place appointed, with drumes, gunnes, pistols and other fitting instruments, for that
purpose; and there erected it with the help of Salvages, that came thether of purpose to see the manner
of our Revels. A goodly pine tree of 80. foote longe was reared up, with a peare of buckshorns nayled
one somewhat neare unto the top of it: where it stood, as a faire sea marke for directions how to finde
out the way to mine Hoste of Ma-re Mount.
And because it should more fully appeare to what end it was placed there, they had a poem in readines
made, which was fixed to the Maypole, to shew the new name confirmed upon that plantation; which,
allthough it were made according to the occurrents of the time, it, being Enigmattically composed,
pusselled the Seperatists most pittifully to expound it, which, (for the better information of the reader,) I
have here inserted.
THE POEM.

Rise Oedipeus, and, if thou canst, unfould
What meanes Caribdis underneath the mould,
When Scilla sollitary on the ground
(Sitting in forme of Niobe) was found,
Till Amphitrites Darling did acquaint
Grim Neptune with the Tenor of her plaint,
And causd him send forth Triton with the sound
Of Trumpet lowd, at which the Seas were found
So full of Protean formes that the bold shore
Presented Scilla a new parramore
So stronge as Sampson and so patient
As Job himselfe, directed thus, by fate,
To comfort Scilla so unfortunate.
I doe professe, by Cupids beautious mother,
Heres Scogans choise for Scilla, and none other;
Though Scilla’s sick with greife, because no signe
Can there be found of vertue masculine.
Esculapius come; I know right well
His laboure’s lost when you may ring her Knell.
The fatall sisters doome none can withstand,
nor Cithareas powre, who poynts to land
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With proclamation that the first of May
At Ma-re Mount shall be kept hollyday.
The setting up of this Maypole was a lamentable spectacle to the precise seperatists, that lived at new
Plimmouth. They termed it an Idoll; yea, they called it the Calfe of Horeb, and stood at defiance with the
place, naming it Mount Dagon; threatning to make it a woefull mount and not a merry mount.
The Riddle, for want of Oedipus, they could not expound; onely they made some explication of part
of it, and sayd it was meant by Sampson Iob, the carpenter of the shipp that brought over a woman to
her husband, that had bin there longe before and thrived so well that hee sent for her and her children
to come to him; where shortly after hee died: having no reason, but because of the sound of those two
words; when as, (the truth is,) the man they applyed it to was altogether unknowne to the Author.
There was likewise a merry song made, which, (to make their Revells more fashionable,) was sung
with a Corus, every man bearing his part; which they performed in a daunce, hand in hand about the
Maypole, whiles one of the Company sung and filled out the good liquor, like gammedes and Iupiter.
THE SONGE.

Cor.
Drinke and be merry, merry, merry boyes;
Let all your delight be in the Hymens ioyes;
Jô to Hymen, now the day is come,
About the merry Maypole take Roome.
Make greene garlons, bring bottles out
And fill sweet Nectar freely about.
Vncover thy head and feare no harme
For hers good liquor to keepe it warme.
Then drinke and be merry, &c.
Iô to Hymen, &c.
Nectar is a thing assign’d
By the Deities owne minde
To cure the hart opprest with greife,
And of good liquors is the cheife.
Then drinke, &c.
Iô to Hymen, &c.
Give to the Mellancolly man
A cup or two of ’t now and than;
This physick will soone revive his bloud,
And make him be of a merrier moode.
Then drinke, &c.
Iô to Hymen, &c.
Give to the Nymphe thats free from scorne
No Irish stuff nor Scotch over worne.
Lasses in beaver coast come away,
Yee shall be welcome to us night and day.
To drinke and be merry &c.
Jô to Hymen, &c.
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This harmeles mirth made by younge men, (that lived in hope to have wifes brought over to them, that
would save them a laboure to make a voyage to fetch any over,) was much distasted of the precise
Seperatists, that keepe much a doe about the tyth of Muit and Cummin, troubling their braines more then
reason would require about things that are indifferent: and from that time sought occasion against my

honest Host of Ma-re Mount, to overthrow his ondertakings and to destroy his plantation
quite and cleane. But because they presumed with their imaginary gifts, (which they have
out of Phaos box,) they could expound hidden misteries, to convince them of blindnes, as well in this
as in other matters of more consequence, I will illustrate the poem, according to the true intent of the
authors of these Revells, so much distasted by those Moles.
Oedipus is generally receaved for the absolute reader of riddles, who is invoaked: Silla and Caribdis
are two dangerous places for seamen to incounter, neere unto Vennice; and have bin by poets formerly
resembled to man and wife. The like licence the author challenged for a paire of his nomination, the one
lamenting for the losse of the other as Niobe for her children. Amphitrite is an arme of the Sea, by which
the newes was carried up and downe of a rich widow, now to be tane up or laid downe. By Triton is
the fame spread that caused the Suters to muster, (as it had bin to Penellope of Greece;) and, the Coast
lying circuler, all our passage to and froe is made more convenient by Sea then Land. Many aimed at this
marke; but hee that played Proteus best and could comply with her humor must be the man that would
carry her; and hee had need have Sampsons strenght to deale with a Dallila, and as much patience as Iob
that should come there, for a thing that I did observe in the life-time of the former.
But marriage and hanging, (they say,) comes by desteny and Scogans choise tis better [than] none at
all. Hee that playd Proteus, (with the helpe of Priapus,) put their noses out of joynt, as the Proverbe is.
And this the whole company of the Revellers at Ma-re Mount knew to be the true sence and exposition
of the riddle that was fixed to the Maypole, which the Seperatists were at defiance with. Some of them
affirmed that the first institution thereof was in memory of a whore; not knowing that it was a Trophe
erected at first in honor of Maja, the Lady of learning which they despise, vilifying the two universities
with uncivile termes, accounting what is there obtained by studdy is but unnecessary learning; not
considering that learninge does inable mens mindes to converse with eliments of a higher nature then is
to be found within the habitation of the Mole.
Source: Project Gutenberg: The New English Canaan of Thomas Morton with Introductory Matter and
Notes, by Thomas Morton and Charles Francis Adams https://www.gutenberg.org/files/54162/54162-h/
54162-h.htm

This work (Book 3 Chapter XIV by Thomas Morton) is free of known copyright restrictions.

8.
Book 3 Chap. XV
Thomas Morton
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Of a great Monster supposed to be at Ma-re-Mount; and the preparation made to destroy it.
The Seperatists, envying the prosperity and hope of the Plantation at Ma-re Mount, (which they
perceaved beganne to come forward, and to be in a good way for gaine in the Beaver trade,) conspired
together against mine Host especially, (who was the owner of that Plantation,) and made up a party
against him; and mustred up what aide they could, accounting of him as of a great Monster
Many threatening speeches were given out both against his person and his Habitation, which they
divulged should be consumed with fire: And taking advantage of the time when his company, (which
seemed little to regard theire threats,) were gone up into the Inlands to trade with the Salvages for
Beaver, they set upon my honest host at a place called Wessaguscus, where, by accident, they found
him. The inhabitants there were in good hope of the subvertion of the plantation at Mare Mount, (which
they principally aymed at;) and the rather because mine host was a man that indeavoured to advaunce
the dignity of the Church of England; which they, (on the contrary part,) would laboure to vilifie with
uncivile termes: enveying against the sacred booke of common prayer, and mine host that used it in a
laudable manner amongst his family, as a practise of piety.
There hee would be a meanes to bringe sacks to their mill, (such is the thirst after Beaver,) and helped
the conspiratores to surprise mine host, (who was there all alone;) and they chardged him, (because
they would seeme to have some reasonable cause against him to sett a glosse upon their mallice,) with
criminall things; which indeede had beene done by such a person, but was of their conspiracy; mine
host demaunded of the conspirators who it was that was author of that information, that seemed to be
their ground for what they now intended. And because they answered they would not tell him, hee
as peremptorily replyed, that hee would not say whether he had, or he had not done as they had bin
informed.
The answere made no matter, (as it seemed,) whether it had bin negatively or affirmatively made; for
they had resolved what hee should suffer, because, (as they boasted,) they were now become the greater
number: they had shaked of their shackles of servitude, and were become Masters, and masterles people.
It appeares they were like beares whelpes in former time, when mine hosts plantation was of as much
strength as theirs, but now, (theirs being stronger,) they, (like overgrowne beares,) seemed monsterous.
In breife, mine host must indure to be their prisoner untill they could contrive it so that they might send
him for England, (as they said,) there to suffer according to the merrit of the fact which they intended to
father upon him; supposing, (belike,) it would proove a hainous crime.
Much rejoycing was made that they had gotten their cappitall enemy, (as they concluded him;) whome
they purposed to hamper in such sort that hee should not be able to uphold his plantation at Ma-re Mount.
The Conspirators sported themselves at my honest host, that meant them no hurt, and were so joccund
that they feasted their bodies, and fell to tippeling as if they had obtained a great prize; like the Trojans
when they had the custody of Hippeus pinetree horse.
Mine host fained greefe, and could not be perswaded either to eate or drinke; because hee knew
emptines would be a meanes to make him as watchfull as the Geese kept in the Roman Cappitall:
whereon, the contrary part, the conspirators would be so drowsy that hee might have an opportunity to
give them a slip, insteade of a tester. Six persons of the conspiracy were set to watch him at Wessaguscus:
But hee kept waking; and in the dead of night, (one lying on the bed for further suerty,) up gets mine
Host and got to the second dore that hee was to passe, which, notwithstanding the lock, hee got open,
and shut it after him with such violence that it affrighted some of the conspirators.
The word, which was given with an alarme, was, ô he’s gon, he’s gon, what shall wee doe, he’s gon!
The rest, (halfe a sleepe,) start up in a maze, and, like rames, ran theire heads one at another full butt in
the darker.
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Theire grande leader, Captaine Shrimp, tooke on most furiously and tore his clothes for anger, to see
the empty nest, and their bird gone.
The rest were eager to have torne theire haire from theire heads; but it was so short that it would
give them no hold. Now Captaine Shrimp thought in the losse of this prize, (which hee accoumpted his
Master peece,) all his honor would be lost for ever.
In the meane time mine Host was got home to Ma-re Mount through the woods, eight miles round
about the head of the river Monatoquit that parted the two Plantations, finding his way by the helpe of
the lightening, (for it thundred as hee went terribly;) and there hee prepared powther, three pounds dried,
for his present imployement, and foure good gunnes for him and the two assistants left at his howse, with
bullets of severall sizes, three hounderd or thereabouts, to be used if the conspirators should pursue him
thether: and these two persons promised theire aides in the quarrell, and confirmed that promise with
health in good rosa solis.
Now Captaine Shrimp, the first Captaine in the Land, (as hee supposed,) must doe some new act to
repaire this losse, and, to vindicate his reputation, who had sustained blemish by this oversight, begins
now to study, how to repaire or survive his honor: in this manner, callinge of Councell, they conclude.
Hee takes eight persons more to him, and, (like the nine Worthies of New Canaan,) they imbarque with
preparation against Ma-re-Mount, where this Monster of a man, as theire phrase was, had his denne; the
whole number, had the rest not bin from home, being but seaven, would have given Captaine Shrimpe,
(a quondam Drummer,) such a wellcome as would have made him wish for a Drume as bigg as Diogenes
tubb, that hee might have crept into it out of sight.
Now the nine Worthies are approached, and mine Host prepared: having intelligence by a Salvage,
that hastened in love from Wessaguscus to give him notice of their intent.
One of mine Hosts men prooved a craven: the other had prooved his wits to purchase a little valoure,
before mine Host had observed his posture.
The nine worthies comming before the Denne of this supposed Monster, (this seaven headed hydra,
as they termed him,) and began, like Don Quixote against the Windmill, to beate a parly, and to offer
quarter, if mine Host would yeald; for they resolved to send him for England; and bad him lay by his
armes.
But hee, (who was the Sonne of a Souldier,) having taken up armes in his just defence, replyed that
hee would not lay by those armes, because they were so needefull at Sea, if hee should be sent over. Yet,
to save the effusion of so much worty bloud, as would haue issued out of the vaynes of these 9. worthies
of New Canaan, if mine Host should have played upon them out at his port holes, (for they came within
danger like a flocke of wild geese, as if they had bin tayled one to another, as coults to be sold at a faier,)
mine Host was content to yeelde upon quarter; and did capitulate with them in what manner it should be
for more certainety, because hee knew what Captaine Shrimpe was.
Hee expressed that no violence should be offered to his person, none to his goods, nor any of his
Howsehold: but that hee should have his armes, and what els was requisit for the voyage: which theire
Herald retornes, it was agreed upon, and should be performed.
But mine Host no sooner had set open the dore, and issued out, but instantly Captaine Shrimpe and
the rest of the worties stepped to him, layd hold of his armes, and had him downe: and so eagerly was
every man bent against him, (not regarding any agreement made with such a carnall man,) that they fell
upon him as if they would have eaten him: some of them were so violent that they would have a slice
with scabbert, and all for haste; untill an old Souldier, (of the Queenes, as the Proverbe is,) that was there
by accident, clapt his gunne under the weapons, and sharply rebuked these worthies for their unworthy
practises. So the matter was taken into more deliberate consideration.
Captaine Shrimpe, and the rest of the nine worthies, made themselves, (by this outragious riot,)
Masters of mine Hoste of Ma-re Mount, and disposed of what hee had at his plantation.
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This they knew, (in the eye of the Salvages,) would add to their glory, and diminish the reputation of
mine honest Host; whome they practised to be ridd of upon any termes, as willingly as if hee had bin the
very Hidra of the time.
Source: Project Gutenberg: The New English Canaan of Thomas Morton with Introductory Matter and
Notes, by Thomas Morton and Charles Francis Adams https://www.gutenberg.org/files/54162/54162-h/
54162-h.htm
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9.
Author Introduction-John Winthrop (1588-1649)
Wendy Kurant

John Winthrop was born into a prosperous family in Groton, England, and followed the path of many
such prosperous gentlemen by studying at Cambridge University. Though he practiced law at the Inner
Temple, he soon shifted paths when he became a Puritan, devoted to purifying the Anglican Church
from within and eschewing lingering Catholic practices and rituals. When Charles I ascended the throne,
Puritans such as Winthrop faced being ruled by a monarch with clear and expressed sympathies for
Catholicism. To avoid losing his earthly possessions to the throne, Winthrop joined a group of Puritans
who obtained permission from the king to leave England for America. They gained a charter from the
Council for New England and formed themselves as “The Company of Massachusetts Bay in New
England,” free to found a religious colony beyond the king’s rule. Their colony would in time become
New England’s chief colony.
Figure 1. John Winthrop

49

50 Scott D. Peterson

In 1629, Winthrop was chosen governor, a position he would hold for twenty ears. The initial group of
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colonists left England on April 8, 1630, sailing on the Arbella. Either before embarkation or early in the
voyage itself, Winthrop gave his sermon A Model of Christian Charity which envisaged a harmonious
Puritan community that would serve as guide and model for future emigrants. Preparing the colonists
to face adversity and temptation, the sermon also prepared for their future society’s being built on and
guided by Christian principles. As governor of the colony, Winthrop himself modeled these principles
through his steadfast morality and selfless concern for others.
A Model of Christian Charity speaks plainly and clearly of an earthly life in the wilderness guiding
towards God’s heavenly city, the new Jerusalem.
Source:
Becoming America, Wendy Kurant, ed., CC-BY-SA
Image Credit:
Figure 1. “John Winthrop,” New York Public Library, Wikimedia, Public Domain.

10.
A Model of Christian Charity (1630)
John Winthrop Esqr.

JOHN WINTHROP
By the Hon. John Winthrop Esqr. In his passage (with a great company of Religious people, of which
Christian tribes he was the Brave Leader and famous Governor;) from the Island of Great Brittaine to
New-England in the North America. Anno 1630.
God Almighty in his most holy and wise providence, hath soe disposed of the condition of mankind,
as in all times some must be rich, some poore, some high and eminent in power and dignitie; others
mean and in submission.
The Reason hereof.
1 Reas. First to hold conformity with the rest of his world, being delighted to show forth the glory of
his wisdom in the variety and difference of the creatures, and the glory of his power in ordering all these
differences for the preservation and good of the whole; and the glory of his greatness, that as it is the
glory of princes to have many officers, soe this great king will haue many stewards, counting himself
more honoured in dispensing his gifts to man by man, than if he did it by his owne immediate hands.
2 Reas. Secondly that he might haue the more occasion to manifest the work of his Spirit: first upon
the wicked in moderating and restraining them: soe that the riche and mighty should not eate upp the
poore nor the poore and dispised rise upp against and shake off theire yoake. 2ly In the regenerate, in
exerciseing his graces in them, as in the grate ones, theire love, mercy, gentleness, temperance &c., in
the poore and inferior sorte, theire faithe, patience, obedience &c.
3 Reas. Thirdly, that every man might have need of others, and from hence they might be all knitt
more nearly together in the Bonds of brotherly affection. From hence it appears plainly that noe man
is made more honourable than another or more wealthy &c., out of any particular and singular respect
to himselfe, but for the glory of his creator and the common good of the creature, man. Therefore
God still reserves the propperty of these gifts to himself as Ezek. 16. 17. he there calls wealthe, his
gold and his silver, and Prov. 3. 9. he claims theire service as his due, honor the Lord with thy riches
&c.—All men being thus (by divine providence) ranked into two sorts, riche and poore; under the first
are comprehended all such as are able to live comfortably by their own meanes duely improved; and all
others are poore according to the former distribution. There are two rules whereby we are to walk one
towards another: Justice and Mercy. These are always distinguished in their act and in their object, yet
may they both concurre in the same subject in eache respect; as sometimes there may be an occasion of
showing mercy to a rich man in some sudden danger or distresse, and alsoe doeing of meere justice to a
poor man in regard of some perticular contract &c. There is likewise a double Lawe by which wee are
regulated in our conversation towardes another; in both the former respects, the lawe of nature and the
lawe of grace, or the morrall lawe or the lawe of the gospell, to omitt the rule of justice as not propperly
53
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belonging to this purpose otherwise than it may fall into consideration in some perticular cases. By the
first of these lawes man as he was enabled soe withall is commanded to love his neighbour as himself.
Upon this ground stands all the precepts of the morrall lawe, which concernes our dealings with men.
To apply this to the works of mercy; this lawe requires two things. First that every man afford his help
to another in every want or distresse. Secondly, that hee performe this out of the same affection which
makes him carefull of his owne goods, according to that of our Savior, (Math.) Whatsoever ye would
that men should do to you. This was practised by Abraham and Lot in entertaining the angells and the
old man of Gibea. The lawe of Grace or of the Gospell hath some difference from the former; as in these
respects, First the lawe of nature was given to man in the estate of innocency; this of the Gospell in the
estate of regeneracy. 2ly, the former propounds one man to another, as the same flesh and image of God;
this as a brother in Christ allsoe, and in the communion of the same Spirit, and soe teacheth to put a
difference between christians and others. Doe good to all, especially to the household of faith; upon this
ground the Israelites were to putt a difference betweene the brethren of such as were strangers though
not of the Canaanites.
3ly. The Lawe of nature would give no rules for dealing with enemies, for all are to be considered as
friends in the state of innocency, but the Gospell commands loue to an enemy. Proofe. If thine Enemy
hunger, feed him; Love your Enemies, doe good to them that hate you. Math. 5. 44.
This lawe of the Gospell propounds likewise a difference of seasons and occasions. There is a time
when a christian must sell all and give to the poor, as they did in the Apostles times. There is a time allsoe
when christians (though they give not all yet) must give beyond their abillity, as they of Macedonia, Cor.
2, 6. Likewise community of perills calls for extraordinary liberality, and soe doth community in some
speciall service for the churche. Lastly, when there is no other means whereby our christian brother may
be relieved in his distress, we must help him beyond our ability rather than tempt God in putting him
upon help by miraculous or extraordinary meanes.
This duty of mercy is exercised in the kinds, Giueving, lending and forgiving.—
Quest. What rule shall a man observe in giueving in respect of the measure?
Ans. If the time and occasion be ordinary he is to giue out of his abundance. Let him lay aside as
God hath blessed him. If the time and occasion be extraordinary, he must be ruled by them; taking this
withall, that then a man cannot likely doe too much, especially if he may leave himselfe and his family
under probable means of comfortable subsistence.
Object. A man must lay upp for posterity, the fathers lay upp for posterity and children, and he is
worse than an infidell that pronideth not for his owne.
Ans. For the first, it is plaine that it being spoken by way of comparison, it must be meant of the
ordinary and usuall course of fathers, and cannot extend to times and occasions extraordinary. For the
other place the Apostle speaks against such as walked inordinately, and it is without question, that he is
worse than an infidell who through his owne sloathe and voluptuousness shall neglect to provide for his
family.—
Object. The wise man’s Eies are in his head, saith Solomon, and foreseeth the plague; therefore he
must forecast and lay upp against evill times when hee or his may stand in need of all he can gather.
Ans. This very Argument Solomon useth to persuade to liberallity, Eccle.: Cast thy bread upon the
waters, and for thou knowest not what evill may come upon the land. Luke 26. Make you friends of
the riches of iniquity; you will ask how this shall be? very well. For first he that giues to the poore,
lends to the lord and he will repay him even in this life an hundredfold to him or his.—The righteous
is ever mercifull and lendeth and his seed enjoyeth the blessing; and besides wee know what advantage
it will be to us in the day of account when many such witnesses shall stand forth for us to witnesse the
improvement of our tallent. And I would know of those whoe pleade soe much for laying up for time to
come, whether they holde that to be Gospell, Math. 16. 19. Lay not upp for yourselves Treasures upon
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Earth &c. If they acknowledge it, what extent will they allowe it? if only to those primitive times, let
them consider the reason whereopon our Saviour groundes it. The first is that they are subject to the
moathe, the rust, the theife. Secondly, They will steale away the hearte; where the treasure is there will
ye heart be allsoe. The reasons are of like force at all times. Therefore the exhortation must be generall
and perpetuall, withallwayes in respect of the love and affection to riches and in regard of the things
themselves when any speciall seruice for the churche or perticular Distresse of our brother doe call for
the use of them; otherwise it is not only lawfull but necessary to lay upp as Joseph did to haue ready
uppon such occasions, as the Lord (whose stewards wee are of them) shall call for them from us; Christ
giues us an Instance of the first, when hee sent his disciples for the Ass, and bidds them answer the
owner thus, the Lord hath need of him: soe when the Tabernacle was to be built, he sends to his people
to call for their silver and gold, &c; and yeildes noe other reason but that it was for his worke. When
Elisha comes to the widow of Sareptah and findes her preparing to make ready her pittance for herselfe
and family, he bids her first provide for him, he challengeth first God’s parte which she must first give
before shee must serve her owne family. All these teache us that the Lord lookes that when hee is pleased
to call for his right in any thing wee haue, our owne interest wee haue, must stand aside till his turne
be served. For the other, wee need looke noe further then to that of John 1. he whoe hath this world’s
goodes and seeth his brother to neede and shutts upp his compassion from him, how dwelleth the loue
of God in him, which comes punctually to this conclusion; if thy brother be in want and thou canst help
him, thou needst not make doubt, what thou shouldst doe; if thou louest God thou must help him.
Quest. What rule must wee observe in lending?
Ans. Thou must observe whether thy brother hath present or probable or possible means of repaying
thee, if there be none of those, thou must give him according to his necessity, rather then lend him as he
requires; if he hath present means of repaying thee, thou art to look at him not as an act of mercy, but
by way of Commerce, wherein thou arte to walk by the rule of justice; but if his means of repaying thee
be only probable or possible, then is hee an object of thy mercy, thou must lend him, though there be
danger of losing it, Deut. 15. 7. If any of thy brethren be poore &c., thou shalt lend him sufficient. That
men might not shift off this duty by the apparent hazzard, he tells them that though the yeare of Jubile
were at hand (when he must remitt it, if hee were not able to repay it before) yet he must lend him and
that chearefully. It may not greive thee to giue him (saith hee) and because some might object, why soe I
should soone impoverishe myself and my family, he adds with all thy worke &c; for our Saviour, Math.
5. 42. From him that would borrow of thee turne not away.
Quest. What rule must we observe in forgiuing?
Ans. Whether thou didst lend by way of commerce or in mercy, if he hath nothing to pay thee, must
forgive, (except in cause where thou hast a surety or a lawfull pleadge) Deut. 15. 2. Every seaventh yeare
the Creditor was to quitt that which he lent to his brother if he were poore as appears ver. 8. Save when
there shall be no poore with thee. In all these and like cases, Christ was a generall rule, Math. 7. 22.
Whatsoever ye would that men should doe to you, doe yee the same to them allsoe.
Quest. What rule must wee observe and walke by in cause of community of perill?
Ans. The same as before, but with more enlargement towards others and lesse respect towards
ourselves and our owne right. Hence it was that in the primitive Churche they sold all, had all things in
common, neither did any man say that which he possessed was his owne. Likewise in theire returne out
of the captivity, because the worke was greate for the restoring of the church and the danger of enemies
was common to all, Nehemiah directs the Jews to liberallity and readiness in remitting theire debts to
theire brethren, and disposing liberally to such as wanted, and stand not upon their owne dues which they
might have demanded of them. Thus did some of our Forefathers in times of persecution in England, and
soe did many of the faithful of other churches, whereof wee keepe an honorable remembrance of them;
and it is to be observed that both in Scriptures and latter stories of the churches that such as have beene
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most bountifull to the poore saintes, especially in those extraordinary times and occasions, God hath
left them highly commended to posterity, as Zacheus, Cornelius, Dorcas, Bishop Hooper, the Cuttler
of Brussells and divers others. Observe againe that the Scripture gives noe caussion to restraine any
from being over liberall this way; but all men to the liberall and cherefull practise hereof by the sweeter
promises; as to instance one for many, Isaiah 58. 6. Is not this the fast I have chosen to loose the bonds
of wickedness, to take off the heavy burdens, to lett the oppressed go free and to breake every yoake, to
deale thy bread to the hungry and to bring the poore that wander into thy house, when thou seest the
naked to cover them; and then shall thy light brake forth as the morning and thy healthe shall growe
speedily, thy righteousness shall goe before God, and the glory of the Lord shall embrace thee; then thou
shall call and the Lord shall answer thee &c., Ch. 2. 10. If thou power out thy soule to the hungry, then
shall thy light spring out in darkness, and the Lord shall guide thee continually, and satisfie thy soule in
draught, and make falt thy bones, thou shalt be like a watered garden, and they shalt be of thee that shall
build the old wast places &c. On the contrary most heavy cursses are layed upon such as are straightened
towards the Lord and his people, Judg. 5. Cursse the Meroshe because he came not to help the Lord. Hee
whoe shutteth his eares from hearing the cry of the poore, he shall cry and shall not be heard; Math.
25. Goe ye curssed into everlasting fire &c. I was hungry and ye fedd mee not, Cor. 2. 9. 16. He that
soweth sparingly shall reape sparingly. Haveing already sett forth the practice of mercy according to the
rule of God’s lawe, it will be useful to lay open the groundes of it allsoe, being the other parte of the
Commandment and that is the affection from which this exercise of mercy must arise, the Apostle tells
us that this love is the fullfilling of the lawe, not that it is enough to loue our brother and soe noe further;
but in regard of the excellency of his partes giueing any motion to the other as the soule to the body and
the power it hath to sett all the faculties on worke in the outward exercise of this duty; as when wee bid
one make the clocke strike, he doth not lay hand on the hammer, which is the immediate instrument of
the sound, but setts on worke the first mouer or maine wheele; knoweing that will certainely produce the
sound which he intends. Soe the way to drawe men to the workes of mercy, is not by force of Argument
from the goodness or necessity of the worke; for though this cause may enforce, a rationall minde to
some present act of mercy, as is frequent in experience, yet it cannot worke such a habit in a soule, as
shall make it prompt upon all occasions to produce the same effect, but by frameing these affections of
loue in the hearte which will as naturally bring forthe the other, as any cause doth produce the effect.
The deffinition which the Scripture giues us of loue is this. Love is the bond of perfection, first it is a
bond or ligament. 2ly it makes the worke perfect. There is noe body but consists of partes and that which
knitts these partes together, giues the body its perfection, because it makes eache parte soe contiguous
to others as thereby they doe mutually participate with each other, both in strengthe and infirmity, in
pleasure and paine. To instance in the most perfect of all bodies; Christ and his Church make one body;
the severall partes of this body considered a parte before they were united, were as disproportionate and
as much disordering as soe many contrary quallities or elements, but when Christ comes, and by his
spirit and loue knitts all these partes to himselfe and each to other, it is become the most perfect and
best proportioned body in the world, Eph. 4. 16. Christ, by whome all the body being knitt together by
every joint for the furniture thereof, according to the effectuall power which is in the measure of every
perfection of partes, a glorious body without spott or wrinkle; the ligaments hereof being Christ, or his
love, for Christ is love, 1 John 4. 8. Soe this definition is right. Love is the bond of perfection.
From hence we may frame these conclusions. 1. First of all, true Christians are of one body in Christ,
1 Cor. 12. 12. 13. 17. Ye are the body of Christ and members of their parte. All the partes of this body
being thus vnited are made soe contiguous in a speciall relation as they must needes partake of each
other’s strength and infirmity; joy and sorrowe, weale and woe. 1 Cor. 12. 26. If one member suffers,
all suffer with it, if one be in honor, all rejoyce with it. 2ly. The ligaments of this body which knitt
together are loue. 3ly. Noe body can be perfect which wants its propar ligament. 5ly. This sensibleness
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and sympathy of each other’s conditions will necessarily infuse into each parte a native desire and
endeavour, to strengthen, defend, preserve and comfort the other. To insist a little on this conclusion
being the product of all the former, the truthe hereof will appeare both by precept and patterne. 1 John
3. 10. Yee ought to lay doune your lives for the brethren. Gal. 6. 2. beare ye one another’s burthen’s and
soe fulfill the lawe of Christ. For patterns wee haue that first of our Saviour whoe out of his good will in
obedience to his father, becomeing a parte of this body and being knitt with it in the bond of loue, found
such a natiue sensibleness of our infirmities and sorrowes as he willingly yielded himselfe to deathe to
ease the infirmities of the rest of his body, and soe healed theire sorrowes. From the like sympathy of
partes did the Apostles and many thousands of the Saintes lay doune theire lives for Christ. Againe the
like wee may see in the members of this body among themselves. 1 Rom. 9. Paule could have been
contented to have been separated from Christ, that the Jewes might not be cutt off from the body. It is
very observable what hee professeth of his affectionate partaking with every member; whoe is weake
(saith hee) and I am not weake? whoe is offended and I burne not; and againe, 2 Cor. 7. 13. therefore wee
are comforted because yee were comforted. Of Epaphroditus he speaketh, Phil. 2. 30. that he regarded
not his owne life to do him service. Soe Phebe and others are called the servants of the churche. Now it
is apparent that they served not for wages, or by constrainte, but out of loue. The like we shall finde in
the histories of the churche, in all ages; the sweete sympathie of affections which was in the members of
this body one towards another; theire chearfullness in serueing and suffering together; how liberall they
were without repineing, harbourers without grudgeing, and helpfull without reproaching; and all from
hence, because they had feruent loue amongst them; which onely makes the practise of mercy constant
and easie.
The next consideration is how this loue comes to be wrought. Adam in his first estate was a perfect
modell of mankinde in all their generations, and in him this loue was perfected in regard of the habit. But
Adam, rent himselfe from his Creator, rent all his posterity allsoe one from another; whence it comes
that every man is borne with this principle in him to loue and seeke himselfe onely, and thus a man
continueth till Christ comes and takes possession of the soule and infuseth another principle, loue to God
and our brother, and this latter haueing continuall supply from Christ, as the head and roote by which
he is vnited, gets the predomining in the soule, soe by little and little expells the former. 1 John 4. 7.
loue cometh of God and every one that loueth is borne of God, soe that this loue is the fruite of the new
birthe, and none can have it but the new creature. Now when this quallity is thus formed in the soules
of men, it workes like the Spirit upon the drie bones. Ezek. 39. bone came to bone. It gathers together
the scattered bones, or perfect old man Adam, and knitts them into one body againe in Christ, whereby
a man is become againe a living soule.
The third consideration is concerning the exercise of this loue, which is twofold, inward or outward.
The outward hath beene handled in the former preface of this discourse. From unfolding the other wee
must take in our way that maxime of philosophy. Simile simili gaudet, or like will to like; for as of things
which are turned with disaffection to eache other, the ground of it is from a dissimilitude or ariseing
from the contrary or different nature of the things themselves; for the ground of loue is an apprehension
of some resemblance in the things loued to that which affects it. This is the cause why the Lord loues
the creature, soe farre as it hathe any of his Image in it; he loues his elect because they are like himselfe,
he beholds them in his beloued sonne. So a mother loues her childe, because shee throughly conceives a
resemblance of herselfe in it. Thus it is betweene the members of Christ; eache discernes, by the worke
of the Spirit, his oune Image and resemblance in another, and therefore cannot but loue him as he loues
himself. Now when the soule, which is of a sociable nature, findes anything like to itselfe, it is like
Adam when Eve was brought to him. She must be one with himselfe. This is flesh of my flesh (saith
he) and bone of my bone. Soe the soule conceives a greate delighte in it; therefore shee desires nearness
and familiarity with it. Shee hath a greate propensity to doe it good and receiues such content in it, as
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fearing the miscarriage of her beloved, shee bestowes it in the inmost closett of her heart. Shee will
not endure that it shall want any good which shee can giue it. If by occasion shee be withdrawne from
the company of it, shee is still looking towardes the place where shee left her beloved. If shee heard it
groane, shee is with it presently. If shee finde it sadd and disconsolate, shee sighes and moanes with it.
Shee hath noe such joy as to see her beloved merry and thriving. If shee see it wronged, shee cannot
hear it without passion. Shee setts noe boundes to her affections, nor hath any thought of reward. Shee
findes recompense enough in the exercise of her loue towardes it. Wee may see this acted to life in
Jonathan and David. Jonathan a valiant man endued with the spirit of love, soe soone as he discovered
the same spirit in David had presently his hearte knitt to him by this ligament of loue; soe that it is said
he loued him as his owne soule, he takes soe great pleasure in him, that hee stripps himselfe to adorne
his beloved. His father’s kingdome was not soe precious to him as his beloved David, David shall haue it
with all his hearte. Himself desires noe more but that hee may be neare to him to rejoyce in his good. Hee
chooseth to converse with him in the wildernesse even to the hazzard of his oune life, rather than with
the greate Courtiers in his father’s Pallace. When hee sees danger towards him, hee spares neither rare
paines nor perill to direct it. When injury was offered his beloued David, hee would not beare it, though
from his oune father. And when they must parte for a season onely, they thought theire heartes would
have broake for sorrowe, had not theire affections found vent by abundance of teares. Other instances
might be brought to showe the nature of this affection; as of Ruthe and Naomi, and many others; but
this truthe is cleared enough. If any shall object that it is not possible that loue shall be bred or upheld
without hope of requitall, it is graunted; but that is not our cause; for this loue is alluayes vnder reward.
It never giues, but it alluayes receives with advantage; First in regard that among the members of the
same body, loue and affection are reciprocall in a most equall and sweete kinde of commerce.
2nly. In regard of the pleasure and content that the exercise of loue carries with it, as wee may see
in the naturall body. The mouth is at all the paines to receive and mince the foode which serves for the
nourishment of all the other partes of the body; yet it hath noe cause to complaine; for first the other
partes send backe, by severall passages, a due proportion of the same nourishment, in a better forme
for the strengthening and comforting the mouthe. 2ly the laboure of the mouthe is accompanied with
such pleasure and content as farre exceedes the paines it takes. Soe is it in all the labour of love among
Christians. The partie louing, reapes loue again, as was showed before, which the soule covetts more
then all the wealthe in the world. 3ly. Nothing yeildes more pleasure and content to the soule then when it
findes that which it may loue fervently; for to love and live beloved is the soule’s paradise both here and
in heaven. In the State of wedlock there be many comforts to learne out of the troubles of that Condition;
but let such as have tryed the most, say if there be any sweetness in that Condition comparable to the
exercise of mutuall loue.
From the former Considerations arise these Conclusions.—1. First, This loue among Christians is a
reall thing, not imaginarie. 2ly. This loue is as absolutely necessary to the being of the body of Christ,
as the sinews and other ligaments of a naturall body are to the being of that body. 3ly. This loue is a
divine, spirituall, nature; free, active, strong, couragious, permanent; undervaluing all things beneathe
its propper object and of all the graces, this makes us nearer to resemble the virtues of our heavenly
father. 4thly It rests in the loue and wellfare of its beloued. For the full certain knowledge of those truthes
concerning the nature, use, and excellency of this grace, that which the holy ghost hath left recorded, 1
Cor. 13, may give full satisfaction, which is needful for every true member of this louely body of the
Lord Jesus, to worke upon theire heartes by prayer, meditation continuall exercise at least of the speciall
[influence] of this grace, till Christ be formed in them and they in him, all in eache other, knitt together
by this bond of loue.
It rests now to make some application of this discourse, by the present designe, which gaue the
occasion of writing of it. Herein are 4 things to he propounded; first the persons, 2ly the worke, 3ly
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the end, 4thly the meanes. 1. For the persons. Wee are a company professing ourselves fellow members
of Christ, in which respect onely though wee were absent from each other many miles, and had our
imployments as farre distant, yet wee ought to account ourselves knitt together by this bond of loue, and,
live in the exercise of it, if wee would have comforte of our being in Christ. This was notorious in the
practise of the Christians in former times; as is testified of the Waldenses, from the mouth of one of the
adversaries Æneas Sylvius “mutuo ament pere antequam norunt,” they use to loue any of theire owne
religion even before they were acquainted with them. 2nly for the worke wee have in hand. It is by a
mutuall consent, through a speciall overvaluing providence and a more than an ordinary approbation of
the Churches of Christ, to seeke out a place of cohabitation and Consorteshipp under a due forme of
Government both ciuill and ecclesiasticall. In such cases as this, the care of the publique must oversway
all private respects, by which, not only conscience, but meare civill pollicy, dothe binde us. For it is
a true rule that particular Estates cannot subsist in the ruin of the publique. 3ly The end is to improve
our lives to doe more service to the Lord; the comforte and encrease of the body of Christe, whereof
we are members; that ourselves and posterity may be the better preserved from the common corruptions
of this evill world, to serve the Lord and worke out our Salvation under the power and purity of his
holy ordinances. 4thly for the meanes whereby this must be effected. They are twofold, a conformity
with the worke and end wee aime at. These wee see are extraordinary, therefore wee must not content
ourselves with usuall ordinary meanes. Whatsoever wee did, or ought to have, done, when wee liued
in England, the same must wee doe, and more allsoe, where wee goe. That which the most in theire
churches mainetaine as truthe in profession onely, wee must bring into familiar and constant practise;
as in this duty of loue, wee must loue brotherly without dissimulation, wee must loue one another with
a pure hearte fervently. Wee must beare one anothers burthens. We must not looke onely on our owne
things, but allsoe on the things of our brethren. Neither must wee thinke that the Lord will beare with
such faileings at our hands as he dothe from those among whome wee have lived; and that for these 3
Reasons; 1. In regard of the more neare bond of mariage between him and us, wherein hee hath taken
us to be his, after a most strickt and peculiar manner, which will make them the more jealous of our
loue and obedience. Soe he tells the people of Israell, you onely have I knowne of all the families of the
Earthe, therefore will I punishe you for your Transgressions. 2ly, because the Lord will be sanctified in
them that come neare him. We know that there were many that corrupted the service of the Lord; some
setting upp altars before his owne; others offering both strange fire and strange sacrifices allsoe; yet
there came noe fire from heaven, or other sudden judgement upon them, as did upon Nadab and Abihu,
whoe yet wee may think did not sinne presumptuously. 3ly When God gives a speciall commission
he lookes to have it strictly observed in every article, When he gave Saule a commission to destroy
Amaleck, Hee indented with him upon certain articles, and because hee failed in one of the least, and
that upon a faire pretense, it lost him the kingdom, which should have beene his reward, if hee had
observed his commission. Thus stands the cause betweene God and us. We are entered into Covenant
with Him for this worke. Wee haue taken out a commission. The Lord hath given us leave to drawe our
own articles. Wee haue professed to enterprise these and those accounts, upon these and those ends. Wee
have hereupon besought Him of favour and blessing. Now if the Lord shall please to heare us, and bring
us in peace to the place we desire, then hath hee ratified this covenant and sealed our Commission, and
will expect a strict performance of the articles contained in it; but if wee shall neglect the observation
of these articles which are the ends wee have propounded, and, dissembling with our God, shall fall to
embrace this present world and prosecute our carnall intentions, seeking greate things for ourselves and
our posterity, the Lord will surely breake out in wrathe against us; be revenged of such a [sinful] people
and make us knowe the price of the breache of such a covenant.
Now the onely way to avoyde this shipwracke, and to provide for our posterity, is to followe the
counsell of Micah, to doe justly, to love mercy, to walk humbly with our God. For this end, wee must
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be knitt together, in this worke, as one man. Wee must entertaine each other in brotherly affection. Wee
must be willing to abridge ourselves of our superfluities, for the supply of other’s necessities. Wee must
uphold a familiar commerce together in all meekeness, gentlenes, patience and liberality. Wee must
delight in eache other; make other’s conditions our oune; rejoice together, mourne together, labour and
suffer together, allwayes haueving before our eyes our commission and community in the worke, as
members of the same body. Soe shall wee keepe the unitie of the spirit in the bond of peace. The Lord
will be our God, and delight to dwell among us, as his oune people, and will command a blessing upon
us in all our wayes. Soe that wee shall see much more of his wisdome, power, goodness and truthe, than
formerly wee haue been acquainted with. Wee shall finde that the God of Israell is among us, when ten
of us shall be able to resist a thousand of our enemies; when hee shall make us a prayse and glory that
men shall say of succeeding plantations, “the Lord make it likely that of New England.” For wee must
consider that wee shall be as a citty upon a hill. The eies of all people are uppon us. Soe that if wee
shall deale falsely with our God in this worke wee haue undertaken, and soe cause him to withdrawe his
present help from us, wee shall be made a story and a by-word through the world. Wee shall open the
mouthes of enemies to speake evill of the wayes of God, and all professors for God’s sake. Wee shall
shame the faces of many of God’s worthy servants, and cause theire prayers to be turned into curses
upon us till wee be consumed out of the good land whither wee are a goeing.
I shall shutt upp this discourse with that exhortation of Moses, that faithfull servant of the Lord, in
his last farewell to Israell, Deut. 30. Beloued there is now sett before us life and good, Death and evill,
in that wee are commanded this day to loue the Lord our God, and to loue one another, to walke in
his wayes and to keepe his Commandements and his Ordinance and his lawes, and the articles of our
Covenant with him, that wee may liue and be multiplied, and that the Lord our God may blesse us in the
land whither wee goe to possesse it. But if our heartes shall turne away, soe that wee will not obey, but
shall be seduced, and worshipp and serue other Gods, our pleasure and proffitts, and serue them; it is
propounded unto us this day, wee shall surely perishe out of the good land whither wee passe over this
vast sea to possesse it;
Therefore lett us choose life
that wee, and our seede
may liue, by obeyeing His
voyce and cleaveing to Him,
for Hee is our life and
our prosperity.

This work (A Model of Christian Charity (1630) by John Winthrop Esqr.) is free of known copyright restrictions.

11.
Author Introduction-Anne Bradstreet (ca. 1612-1672)
Wendy Kurant

Like many women of her era, Anne Bradstreet’s life quite literally depended upon those of her male
relatives. In Bradstreet’s case, these relatives were her father, Thomas Dudley (1576–1653), and her
husband Simon Bradstreet (1603–1697). Her father encouraged Bradstreet’s literary bent; her husband
caused her emigration from England to America. Both guided her Puritan faith. She met Simon
Bradstreet through his and her father’s working for the estate of the Earl of Lincoln (1600– 1667), a
Puritan. Simon Bradstreet helped form the Massachusetts Bay Company. With him, Anne Bradstreet
sailed on the Arbella to become a member of that colony.
Despite this dependence, Bradstreet showed independence of mind and spirit quite remark- able for a
woman of her era. She felt that the Bible was not fulfilling the religious enlightenment and transcendence
she sought. In America, she eventually saw firsthand, so to speak, the hand of the God to whom she
would devote herself. Even as she fulfilled a woman’s “appointed” domestic role and duties as wife
and mother, Bradstreet realized her individual voice and vision through the poetry she wrote from
her childhood on. Her poetic ambitions appear through the complex poetic forms in which she wrote,
including rhymed discourses and “Quaternions,” or four- part poems focusing on four topics of fours:
the four elements, the four humors, the four ages of man, and the four seasons. Her ambitions show also
in the poets whose work she emulated or learned from, poets including Sir Philip Sidney (1554–1586),
Edmund Spenser (1552–1599), and John Donne (1572–1631).

Her ambition may not have been to publish her work. It was due to another male
relative, her brother-in-law John Woodbridge (1613–1696), that her manuscript of poems
was published. He brought the manuscript with him to London where it was published in
1651 as The Tenth Muse Lately Spring Up in America, By a Gentlewoman of Those Parts.
The first book of poetry published by an American, it gained strong notice in England and
Europe.
Figure 1. The Tenth Muse, Title Page 1650

61

62 Scott D. Peterson

These poems use allusion and erudition to characterize Bradstreet’s unique, “womanly”
voice. Poems later added to this book, some after her death, augment this voice through
their simplicity and their attention to the concrete details of daily life. With personal
lyricism, these poems give voice to Bradstreet’s meditations on God and God’s
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trials—such as her own illness, the burning of her house, and the deaths of
grandchildren—as well as God’s gifts, such as marital love.
Source:
Becoming America, Wendy Kurant, ed., CC-BY-SA
Image Credit:
Figure 1. “The Tenth Muse, Title Page 1650,” Anne Bradstreet, Wikimedia, Public Domain.

12.
To My Dear and Loving Husband
Anne Bradstreet

If ever two were one then surely we,
If ever man were loved by wife, then thee;
If ever wife was happy in a man,
Compare with me ye women if you can.
I prize thy love more than whole Mines of Gold,
Or all the riches that the East doth hold.
My love is such that Rivers cannot quench,
Nor ought but love from thee give recompense.
Thy love is such I can no way repay,
The heavens reward thee, manifold I pray.
Then while we live in love let’s so persevere,
That when we live no more, we may live ever.
(1650)
Source:
Anne Bradstreet and Her Time, Helen Campbell, Public Domain

This work (To My Dear and Loving Husband by Anne Bradstreet) is free of known copyright restrictions.
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13.
Before the Birth of One of Her Children
Anne Bradstreet

All things within this fading world hath end,
Adversity doth still our joys attend;
No tyes so strong, no friends so dear and sweet
But with death’s parting blow is sure to meet.
The sentence past is most irrevocable
A common thing, yet oh, inevitable;
How soon, my Dear, death may my steps attend,
How soon ‘t may be thy Lot to lose thy friend!
We both are ignorant, yet love bids me
These farewell lines to recommend to thee,
That when that knot’s untyed that made us one,
I may seem thine, who in effect am none.
And if I see not half my dayes that’s due,
What nature would, God grant to yours and you;
The many faults that well you know I have,
Let be interred in my oblivious grave;
If any worth or virtue were in me,
Let that live freshly in thy memory,
And when thou feel’st no grief as I no harms,
Yet love thy dead, who long lay in thine arms:
And when thy loss shall be repaid with gains
Look to my little babes my dear remains,
And if thou love thyself, or loved’st me,
These O protect from step-Dames injury.
And if chance to thine eyes shall bring this verse,
With some sad sighs honor my absent Herse;
And kiss this paper for thy love’s dear sake
Who with salt tears this last farewell did take.
—A. B.
(ca. 1678)
Source:
“Before the Birth of One of Her Children” was written by Anne Bradstreet circa 1678. It is in the
pubic domain and was taken from the text edited by Helen Campbell entitled. Anne Bradstreet and Her
Time.
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This work (Before the Birth of One of Her Children by Anne Bradstreet) is free of known copyright restrictions.

14.
The Author to Her Book
Anne Bradstreet

Thou ill-form’d offspring of my feeble brain,
Who after birth didst by my side remain,
Till snatcht from thence by friends, less wise then true
Who thee abroad, expos’d to publick view,
Made thee in raggs, halting to th’ press to trudg,
Where errors were not lessened (all may judg)
At thy return my blushing was not small,
My rambling brat (in print,) should mother call,
I cast thee by as one unfit for light,
Thy Visage was so irksome in my sight;
Yet being mine own, at length affection would
Thy blemishes amend, if so I could:
I wash’d thy face, but more defects I saw,
And rubbing off a spot, still made a flaw.
I stretcht thy joynts to make thee even feet,
Yet still thou run’st more hobling then is meet;
In better dress to trim thee was my mind,
But nought save home-spun Cloth, i’ th’ house I find
In this array, mong’st Vulgars mayst thou roam
In Critick’s hands, beware thou dost not come;
And take thy way where yet thou art not known,
If for thy Father askt, say, thou hadst none;
And for thy Mother, she alas is poor.
Which caused her thus to turn thee out of door.
(ca. 1678)
Source:
“The Author to Her Book” was written by Anne Bradstreet circa 1678. It is in the pubic domain and
was taken from the text edited by Helen Campbell entitled. Anne Bradstreet and Her Time.

This work (The Author to Her Book by Anne Bradstreet) is free of known copyright restrictions.
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15.
The Vanity of All Worldly Things
Anne Bradstreet

As he said vanity, so vain say I,
Oh! Vanity, O vain all under sky;
Where is the man can say, "Lo, I have found
On brittle earth a consolation sound"?
What isn't in honor to be set on high?
No, they like beasts and sons of men shall die,
And whilst they live, how oft doth turn their fate;
He's now a captive that was king of late.
What isn't in wealth great treasures to obtain?
No, that's but labor, anxious care, and pain.
He heaps up riches, and he heaps up sorrow,
It's his today, but who's his heir tomorrow?
What then? Content in pleasures canst thou find?
More vain than all, that's but to grasp the wind.
The sensual senses for a time they pleasure,
Meanwhile the conscience rage, who shall appease?
What isn't in beauty? No that's but a snare,
They're foul enough today, that once were fair.
What is't in flow'ring youth, or manly age?
The first is prone to vice, the last to rage.
Where is it then, in wisdom, learning, arts?
Sure if on earth, it must be in those parts;
Yet these the wisest man of men did find
But vanity, vexation of the mind.
And he that know the most doth still bemoan
He knows not all that here is to be known.
What is it then? To do as stoics tell,
Nor laugh, nor weep, let things go ill or well?
Such stoics are but stocks, such teaching vain,
While man is man, he shall have ease or pain.
If not in honor, beauty, age, nor treasure,
Nor yet in learning, wisdom, youth, nor pleasure,
Where shall I climb, sound, seek, search, or find
That summum bonum which may stay my mind?
There is a path no vulture's eye hath seen,
Where lion fierce, nor lion's whelps have been,
Which leads unto that living crystal fount,
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Who drinks thereof, the world doth naught account.
The depth and sea have said " 'tis not in me,"
With pearl and gold it shall not valued be.
For sapphire, onyx, topaz who would change;
It's hid from eyes of men, they count it strange.
Death and destruction the fame hath heard,
But where and what it is, from heaven's declared;
It brings to honor which shall ne'er decay,
It stores with wealth which time can't wear away.
It yieldeth pleasures far beyond conceit,
And truly beautifies without deceit.
Nor strength, nor wisdom, nor fresh youth shall fade,
Nor death shall see, but are immortal made.
This pearl of price, this tree of life, this spring,
Who is possessed of shall reign a king.
Nor change of state nor cares shall ever see,
But wear his crown unto eternity.
This satiates the soul, this stays the mind,
And all the rest, but vanity we find.
Published in 1678.

This work (The Vanity of All Worldly Things by Anne Bradstreet) is free of known copyright restrictions.

16.
Author Introduction-Samuel Sewall (1652-1730)
Helena Marvin

Samuel Sewall was born at Bishop Stoke, Hampshire, England,
though his grandparents were early immigrants to Massachusetts,
he was born in Bishop Stoke when his parents were visiting
England. He moved to Newbury, Massachusetts in 1661 and
graduated Harvard in 1671. He studied for ministry but after a short
period of service quit to become a business man. By the time he
was forty he was a prominent figure in the political life of the
colony, and as a judge of the probate court he took a leading part in
the witchcraft trials at Salem. He later became convinced he was
mistaken in this prosecution and he made a public confession of his
error. His Diary covers a period of fifty six years (1673-1729) and
provides an intimate personal record as well as a detailed picture of
colonial life. He asked to be pardoned for his role in the witchcraft
trials in 1697. He wrote The Selling of Joseph the first recorded
anti-slavery tract in America in 1700. Sewell argued, “Liberty is in
real value next unto Life: None ought to part with it themselves, or deprive others of it, but upon the
most mature Consideration.” He regarded “man-stealing as an atrocious crime which would introduce
among the English settlers people who would remain forever restive and alien”.
Biography written by Helena Marvin with information sourced from wikipedia & American Literature
by John Metcalf, 1921 archive.org. Public Domain
Image Credit:
Figure 1. “Samuel Sewall” John Smibert, Wikimedia, Public Domain.

Author Introduction-Samuel Sewall (1652-1730) by Helena Marvin is licensed under a Creative Commons AttributionShareAlike 4.0 International License, except where otherwise noted.
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17.
From The Diary of Samuel Sewall - Birth and Death of a Son
Samuel Sewall

Monday, Decemb. 7th 1685.
About One in the Night my Wife is brought to Bed of a Son, of which Mother Hull brings me the first
News: Mrs. Weeden Midwife.
Sabbath-day, Decemb 13th 1685.

Mr. Willard baptizeth my Son lately born, whom I named Henry: David Stoddard, the
son of Mr. Simeon Stoddard, was baptized next, and then Several other grown Children.
Nurse Hill came in before the Psalm was Sung, and yet the Child was fine and quiet: Mr.
Willard preached from John 15: 8.
“Herein is my Father glorified, that you bear much Fruit, so shall ye be my Disciples”: which is the first
Sermon my little Son hath been present at.
Dec. 17.
One Trescot, an ancient woman of Dorchester, riding over the Neck, Tide being high, her Horse drowned
and she hardly saved: questioned whether she may live or no. This night Little Hull hath a Convulsion
Fit, as he lay with me in Bed. Henry very restless.
Satterday Dec. 19.
Mr. Willard Prayes with my little Henry, being very ill.
Sabbath-day, Dec. 20.
Send Notes to Mr. Willard and Mr. Moodey to pray for my Child Henry.
Monday, about four in the Morn the faint and moaning noise of my child forces me up to pray for it.
21. Monday even Mr. Moodey calls. I get him to go up and Pray with my extream sick Son.
Tuesday Morn, Dec. 22.

Child makes no noise save by a kind of snoaring as it breathed, and as it were slept.
Read the 16t. of the first Chron. in the family. Having read to my Wife and Nurse out of John: the
fourteenth Chapter fell now in course, which I read and went to Prayer: By that time had done, could hear
little Breathing, and so about Sun-rise, or little after, he fell asleep, I hope in Jesus, and that a Mansion
was ready for him in the Father’s House. Died in Nurse Hill’s Lap. Nurse Hill washes and layes him out:
because our private Meeting hath a day of Prayer tomorrow, Thorsday Mr. Willard’s Lecture, and the
Child dying after Sunrise (wether cloudy), have determined to bury on Thorsday after Lecture. The Lord
sanctify his Dispensation, and prepare me and mine for the coming of our Lord, in whatsoever way it be.
Mr. Tho. Oakes our Physician for this Child. Read the 16th Chap. of the First Chronicles in the Family.
Tuesday night read the 15th Jn° in the Chamber, out of which Mr. Willard took his Text the day Henry
was baptized: in the Family, the 3d of Matthew, both requiring Fruit.
Wednesday, Dec. 23.
Go to the privat Fast at Brother Williams’s. Capt. Scottow begins and is enlarged and fervent in praying
for the Church and Christ’s Witnesses: Made me conclude. Sung part 137. Ps. But if I Jerusalem, &c. Just
before I went, Brother Longfellow came in, which was some exercise to me, he being so ill conditioned
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and so outwardly shabby. The Lord humble me. As I remember, he came so before; either upon the
funeral of my Father or Johny.
Thorsday, Dec’ 24th 1685.
We follow Little Henry to his Grave: Governour and Magistrates of the County here, 8 in all, beside
my Self, Eight Ministers, and Several Persons of note. Mr. Phillips of Rowley here. I led Sam., then
Cous. Savage led Mother, and Cousin Dumer led Cous. Quinsey’s wife, he not well. Midwife Weeden
and Nurse Hill carried the Corps by turns, and so by Men in its Chesnut Coffin ’twas set into a Grave
(The Tomb full of water) between 4 and 5. At Lecture the 21. Psalm was Sung from 8t to the end. The
Lord humble me kindly in respect of all my Enmity against Him, and let his breaking my Image in my
Son be a means of it. Considerable snow this night. At night little Hull had a sore Convulsion Fit.
source: https://archive.org/details/diaryofsamuelsew01sewaiala/page/110/mode/

18.
From The Diary of Samuel Sewall - Witchcraft Trials: Involvement,
1692, and Recantation 1697
Samuel Sewall

April 11th 1692.
Went to Salem, where, in the Meeting-house, the persons accused of Witchcraft were examined; was a
very great Assembly; ’twas awfull to see how the afflicted persons were agitated. Mr. Noyes pray’d at
the beginning, and Mr. Higginson concluded. [In the margin], Vœ, Vœ, Vœ, Witchcraft.
Augt. 19th 1692.
This day the Liet. Governour, Major Phillips, Mr. Russel, Capt. Lynde and my self went to Watertown.
Advisíd the Inhabitants at their Town-Meeting to settle a Minister; and if could not otherwise agree,
should first have a Town-Meeting to decide where the Meetinghouse should be set. Many say Whitneyís
Hill would be a convenient place.
This day [in the margin, Dolefull! Witchcraft] George Burrough, John Willard, Jno Procter, Martha
Carrier and George Jacobs were executed at Salem, a very great number of Spectators being present.
Mr. Cotton Mather was there, Mr. Sims, Hale, Noyes, Chiever, &c. All of them said they were
innocent, Carrier and all. Mr. Mather says they all died by a Righteous Sentence. Mr. Burrough by his
Speech, Prayer, protestation of his Innocence, did much move unthinking persons, which occasions their
speaking hardly concerning his being executed.
Augt. 25.
Fast at the old [First] Church, respecting the Witchcraft, Drought, &e.
Monday, Sept. 19, 1692.
About noon, at Salem, Giles Corey was press’d to death for standing Mute ; much pains was used with
him two days, one after another, by the Court and Capt. Gardner of Nantucket who had been of his
acquaintance : but all in vain.
Sept. 20.
Now I hear from Salem that about 18 years agoe, he was suspected to have stampd and press’d a man
to death, but was cleared. Twas not remembred till An̄e Putnam was told of it by said Corey’s

Spectre the Sabbath- day night before the Execution.

Sept. 21.
A petition is sent to Town in behalf of Dorcas Hoar, who now confesses : ‘ Accordingly an order is sent
to the Sheriff to forbear her Execution, notwithstanding her being in the Warrant to die to morrow. This
is the first condemned person who has confess’d.
Thorsday, Sept. 22, 1692.
William Stoughton, Esqr., John Hathorne, Esqr., Mr. Cotton Mather, and Capt. John Higginson, with
my Brother St., were at our house, speakinging about publishing some Trials of the Witches. Mr.
Stoughton went away and left us, it began to rain and was very dark, so that getting some way beyond
the fortification, was fain to come back again, and lodgd here in Capt. Henchman’s Room. Has been a
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plentifull Rain, blessed be God. Mr. Stoughton went away early in the morn so that I saw him not. Read
the 1 Jn° 1. before went to bed.
Jany 1697
[PETITION PUT UP BY MR. SEWALL ON THE FAST DAY.]
Copy of the Bill I put up on the Fast day ; giving it to Mr. Willard as he pass’d by, and standing up at the
reading of it, and bowing when finished; in the Afternoon.
Samuel Sewall, sensible of the reiterated strokes of God upon himself and family ; and being sensible,
that as to the Guilt contracted upon the opening of the late Comission of Oyer and Terminer at Salem (to
which the order for this Day relates) he is, upon many accounts, more concerned than any that he knows
of. Desires to take the Blame and shame of it. Asking pardon of men. And especially desiring prayers
that God, who has an Unlimited Authority, would pardon that sin and all other his sins ; personal and
Relative : And according to his infinite Benignity, and Sovereignty, Not Visit the sin of him, or of any
other, upon himself or any of his, nor upon the Land : But that He would powerfully defend him against
all Temptations to Sin, for the future ; and vouchsafe him the efficacious, saving Conduct of his Word
and Spirit.
1692 Source: https://archive.org/details/diaryofsamuelsew01sewaiala/page/363/mode/1up
1697 Source: https://archive.org/details/diaryofsamuelsew01sewaiala/page/445/mode/1up

19.
From The Diary of Samuel Sewall - Death of Wife Hannah after 41
years of marriage 1717
Samuel Sewall

8 15.
My Wife got some Relapse by a new Cold and grew very bad ; Sent for Mr. Oakes, and he sat up with
me all night.
16.
The Distemper increases ; yet my Wife speaks to me to goe to Bed.
17.
Thursday, I asked my wife whether twere best for me to go to Lecture : She said, I can’t tell ; so I staid
at home, put up a Note. It being my Son’s Lecture, and I absent, twas taken much notice of Major Gen
Winthrop and his Lady visit us. I thank her that she would visit my poor Wife.
Friday, 18.
My wife grows worse and exceedingly Restless. Pray’d God to look upon her. Ask’d not after my going
to bed. Had the advice of Mr. Williams and Dr. Cutler.
7th day, 8, 19.
Call’d Dr. C. Mather to pray, which he did excellently in the Dining Room, having Suggested good
Thoughts to my wife before he went down. After, Mr. Wadsworth pray’d in the Chamber when ’twas
supos’d my wife took little notice. About a quarter of an hour past four, my dear Wife expired in the
Afternoon, whereby the Chamber was fill’d with a Flood of Tears. God is teaching me a new Lesson ;
to live a Widower’s Life. Lord help me to Learn ; and be a Sun and Shield to me, now so much of my
Comfort and Defense are taken away.
8 20.
I goe to the publick Worship forenoon and Afternoon. My Son has much adoe to read the Note I put up,
being overwhelm’d with tears.
8 21. Monday,
My dear wife is embowelled afid put in a Cere-Cloth, the Weather being more than ordinarily hot.
Midweek,
My dear Wife is inter’d. Bearers, L Gov’ Burner, Majf Gen Winthrop ; Col. Elisha Hutchinson, Col.
Townsend ; Andrew Belcher esqr and Simeon Stoddard esqr. I intended Col. Taylor for a Bearer, but
he was from home. Had very Comfortable weather. Brother Gerrish pray’d with us when return’d from
the Tomb : I went into it. Gov’ had a Scarf and Ring, and the Bearers, Gov’ Dudley, Brother Sewall,
Hirst, Gerrish. Was very destitute for want of the help of Son Hirst, and Cousin Jane Green. This was the
first day of the Gen Court Gave the Deputies Books. Allen’s Alarm1. They sent Mr, Isa. Tay and Capt.
Wadsworth to me to Thank me.
guished long. The other four died of the Fever. 0 Lord ! as I have often Prayed, draw not the Line
of Hingham over Boston ! but pity and spare thy people. Mr, Flint preached the Lecture from Philip. 3.
7. Loss for Christ : made a very good Discourse. First six verses of the fourth Psalm Sung, York Tune.
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Visited Mr. Belcher, who took it very kindly. Visited the widow Belcher, Cousin Powel; left Sermons
with all, and for Mrs. Lillie delivered her, and for her Sister Arnold. Laus Deo.
Nov 22.
Son prays in the Council. The Govemour makes a very sharp Speech, Chiding with the Deputies because
they gave him no more Money. Prorogued to the fifth of February. Went to Major Walley’s to shew Mr.
Brown of Narragansett the Deed for the School and the Certificat of its being Recorded in their Town.
He Thank’d me for it, and Acknowledged their error in not gratefully accepting it at first. Jn° Eyre grows
better. Went to the Funeral of my Old Schoolfellow Jacob Adams, who was Representative for SuflSeld
; seiz’d with a violent Fever last Satterday, and buried this Friday, in less than a Week’s time. Lord make
me ready for thy coming ! Sewall, Davenport, Tho. Hutchinson. Brother Northend was gon home, before
I came to Diner. Sent a good Scarf to Mrs. Mary Hale by her Bro’ Sam Moodey, and Sermons to all my
Cousins.
Saturday, 23.
Mrs. Clark is buried ; Bearers, Col. Tailer, Davenport; Tho: Hutchinson, Adam Winthrop ; Mr. Wᵐ
Pain, Edw. Hutchinson. Col. Hutchinson and I followed next after the Gentlewomen. Madam Winthrop’s
Coach was there. Mrs. Mather is gone to Hampton again to her Sick daughter Gookin.

1) Reverend Joseph Alleine’s famous “Alarm to the Unconverted” a 1672 best seller that Sewall
gave as a gift to guests and coffin bearers.

Source: https://archive.org/details/diarysamuelsewa00sewagoog/page/143/mode/1up

20.
From The Diary of Samuel Sewall - Courtship of Madam Winthrop
Samuel Sewall

Feb 6. 1718
This morning wandering in my mind whether to live a Single or a Married Life.
Sept 5. 1720
Going to Son Sewall’s I there meet with Madam Winthrop, told her I was glad to meet her there, had not
seen her a great while; gave her Mr. Homes’s Sermon.
30.
Mr. Colman’s Lecture: Daughter Sewall acquaints Madam Winthrop that if she pleas’d to be within at 3.
p. m. I would wait on her. She answer’d she would be at home.
Octobr 1. Satterday,
I dine at Mr, Stoddard’s : from thence I went to Madam Winthrop’s just at 3. Spake to her, saying,
my loving wife died so soon and suddenly, ’twas hardly convenient for me to think of Marrying again
; however I came to this Resolution, that I would not make my Court to any person without first
Consulting with her. Had a pleasant discourse about 7 [seven] Single persons sitting in the Fore-seat
[September] 29th, viz. Madᵐ Rebekah Dudley, Catharine Winthrop, Bridget Usher, Deliverance Legg,
Rebekah Loyd, Lydia Colman, Elizabeth Bellingham. She propounded one and another for me; but none
would do, said Mrs. Loyd was about her Age.
Octobr 3.
Waited on Madam Winthrop again ; ’twas a little while before she came in. Her daughter Noyes being
there alone with me, I said, I hoped my Waiting on her Mother would not be disagreeable to her. She
answered she should not be against that that might be for her Comfort. I Saluted her, and told her I
perceiv’d I must shortly wish her a good Time ; (her mother had told I me, she was with Child, and
within a Moneth or two of her Time ). By and by in came Mr. Airs, Chaplain of the Castle, and hang’d up
his Hat, which I was a little startled at, it seeming as if he was to lodge there. At I last Madam Winthrop
came too. After a considerable time, I went up to her and said, if it might not be inconvenient I desired
to speak with her. She assented, and spake of going into another Room ; but Mr. Airs and Mrs. Noyes
presently rose up, and went out, leaving us there alone. Then I usher’d in Discourse from the names in
the Fore-seat ; at last I pray’d that Katharine [Mrs. Winthrop] might be the person assigned for me. She
instantly took it up in the way of Denyal, as if she had catch’d at an Opportunity to do it, saying she
could not do it before she was asked. Said that was her mind unless she should Change it, which she
believed she should not ; could not leave her Children. I express’d my Sorrow that she should do it so
Speedily, pray’d her Consideration, and ask’d her when I should wait on her agen. She setting no time,
I mentioned that day Sennight. Gave her Mr. Willard’s Fountain open’d with the little print and verses ;
saying, I hop’d if we did well read that book, we should meet together hereafter, if we did not now. She
took the Book, and put it in her Pocket. Took Leave
8r 6th
A little after 6. p. m. I went to Madam Winthrop’s. She was not within. I gave Sarah Chickering the
Maid 2s, Juno, who brought in wood. If Afterward the Nurse came in, I gave her 18ᵈ, having no other
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small Bill. After awhile Dr. Noyes came in with his Mother ; and quickly after his wife came in : They
sat talking, I think, till eight a-clock. I said I fear’d I might be some Interruption to their Business :
Dr. Noyes reply’d pleasantly : He f ear’d they might be an Interruption to me, and went away. Madam
seem’d to harp upon the same string. Must take care of her Children ; could not leave that House and
Neighbourhood where she had dwelt so long. I told her she might doe her children as much or more good
by bestowing what she laid out in Hous-keep- ing, upon them. Said her Son would be of Age the 7th of
August. I said it might be inconvenient for her to dwell with her Daughter-in-Law, who must be Mistress
of the House. I gave her a piece of Mr. Belcher’s Cake and / Ginger-Bread wrapped up in a clean sheet of
Paper ; told her of her Father’s kindess to me when Treasurer, and I Constable. My Daugher Judith was
gon from me and I was more lonesom — might help to forward one another in our Journey to Canaan.
— Mr. Eyre came within the door; I saluted him, ask’d how Mr. Clark did, and he went away. I took
leave about 9 aclock. I told [her] I came now to refresh her Memory as to Monday-night ; said^ she
had not forgot it. In discourse with her, I ask’d leave to speak with her Sister ; I meant to gain Madᵐ
Mico’s favour to persuade her Sister. She seem’d surprised and displeased, and said she was in the same
condition !
8r 11th
I writ a few lines to Madam Winthrop to this purpose : ” Madam, These wait on you with Mr. Mayhew’s
Sermon, and Account of the state of the In- dians on Martha’s Vinyard. I thank you for your Unmerited
Favours of yesterday ; and hope to have the Hapiness of Waiting on you to-morrow before Eight a- clock
aiter Noon. I pray God to keep you, and give you a joyfull entrance upon the Two Hundred and twenty
ninth year of Christopher Columbus his Dis- covery ; and take Leave, who am. Madam, your humble
Servᵗ.
S. S.
Sent this by Deacon Green, who delivered it to Sarah Chickering, her Mistress not being at home.
8r. 12.
…
Mrs. Anne Cotton came to door (twas before 8.) said Madam Winthrop was within, directed me into
the little Room, where she was full of work behind a Stand ; Mrs. Cotton came in and stood. Madam
Winthrop pointed to her to set me a Chair. Madam Winthrop’s Countenance was much changed from
what ’twas on Monday, look’d dark and lowering. At last, the work, (black stuff or Silk) was taken
away, I got my Chair in place, had some Converse, but very Cold and indifferent to what ’twas before. Ask’d her to acquit me of Rudeness if I drew off her Glove. Enquiring the reason, I told her twas
great odds between handling a dead Goat, and a living Lady. Got it off. I told her I had one Petition
to ask of her, that was, that she would take off the Negative she laid on me the third of October ; She
readily answer’d she could not, and enlarged upon it ; She told me of it so soon as she could ; could not
leave her house, children, neighbours, business. I told her she might do som Good to help and suport
me. Mentioning Mrs. Gookin, Nath7 the widow Weld was spoken of ; said I had visited Mrs. Denison.
I told her Yes ! Afterward I said. If after a first and second Vagary she would Accept of me returning.
Her Victorious Kindness and Good Will would be very Obliging. She thank’d me for my Book, (Mr.
Mayhew’s Sermon), But said not a word of the Letter. When she insisted on the Negative, I pray’d there
might be no more Thunder and Lightening, I should not sleep all night. I gave her Dr. Preston, The
Church’s Marriage and the Church’s Carriage, which cost me 6s at the Sale, The door standing open,
Mr. Airs came in, hung up his Hat, and sat down. After awhile. Madam Winthrop moving, he went out.
Jn° Eyre look’d in, I said How do ye, or, your servant Mr. Eyre : but heard no word from him. ‘ Sarah
fill’d a Glass of Wine, she drank to me, I to her. She sent Juno home with me with a good Lantern, I gave
her 6d and bid her thank her Mistress. In some of our Discourse, I told her I had rather go to the Stone-
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House adjoining to her, than to come to her against her mind. ; Told her the reason why I came every
other night was lest I should drink too deep draughts of Pleasure. She had talk’d of Canary, her Kisses
were to me better than the best Canary. Explain’d the expression Concerning Columbus.
8r 17. Monday,
…
In the Evening I visited Madam Winthrop, who Treated me Courteously, but not in Clean Linen as
somtimes. She said, she did not know whether I would come again, or no. I ask’d her how she could
so impute inconstancy to me. (I had not visited her since Wednesday night being unable to get over the
Indisposition received by the Treatment received that night, and I must in it seem’d to sound like a made
piece of Formality.) Gave her this day’s Gazett. …
8r 18.
Visited Madam Mico, who came to me in a^ splendid Dress. I said, It may be you have heard of my
Visiting Madam Winthrop, her Sister. She answered, Her Sister had told her of it. I ask’d her good
Will in the Affair. She answer’d. If her Sister were for it, she should not hinder it. I gave her Mr.
Homes’s Sermon. She gave me a Glass of Canary, entertained me with good Discourse, and a Respectfull
Remembrance of my first Wife. I took Leave.
8r 19.
Midweek, Visited Madam Winthrop ; Sarah told me she was at Mr. Walley’s, would not come home till
late. I gave her Hanah 3 oranges with her Duty, not knowing whether I should find her or no. Was ready
to go home : but said if I knew she was there, I would go thither. Sarah seem’d to speak with pretty good
Courage, She would be there. I went and found her there, with Mr. Walley and his wife in the little Room
below. At 7 a-clock I mentioned going home ; at 8. Il put on my Coat, and quickly waited on her home.
She! found occasion to speak loud to the servant, as if she had a mind to be known. Was Courteous to me
; but took occasion to speak pretty earnestly about my keeping a Coach : I said ‘twould cost £100. per
anum : she said twould cost but £40. Spake much against John Winthrop, his false-heartedness. Mr. Eyre
came in and sat awhile ; I offer’d him Dr. Incr. Mather’s Sermons, whereof Mr. Apleton’s Ordination
Sermon was one; said he had hem already. I said I would give him another. Exit. Came away somewhat
late.
8r 20.
… Madam Winthrop not being at Lecture, I went thither first ; found her very Serene with her dalter
Noyes, Mrs. Dering, and the widow Shipreev sitting at a little Table, she in her arm’d Chair. She drank to
me, and I to Mrs. Noyes. After awhile pray’d the favour to speak with her. She took one of the Candles,
and went into the best Room, clos’d the shutters, sat down upon the Couch. She told me Madam Usher
had been there, and said the Coach must be set on Wheels, and not by Rust- ‘ ing. She spake somthing
of my needing a Wigg. Ask’d me what her Sister said to me. I told her, She said, If her Sister were for
it. She would not hinder it. But I told her, she did not say she would be glad to have me for her Brother.
[Said, I shall keep you in the Cold, and asked her if she would be within to morrow night, for we had
had but a running Feat. She said she could not tell whether she should, or no. I took Leave.^ As were
drinking at the Governour’s, he said : In England the Ladies minded little more than that they might have
Money, and Coaches to ride in. I said, And New-England brooks its Name. At which Mr. Dudley smiled.
Gov’ said they were not quite so bad here.
8r 21. Friday,
My Son, the Minister, came to me p. m by apointment and we pray one for another in the Old Chamber;
more especially respecting my Courtship. About 6. a-clock I go to Madam Winthrop’s ; Sarah told me
her Mistress was gon out, but did not tell me whither she went. She presently order’d me a Fire ; so I
went in, having Dr. Sibb’s Bowels ‘ with me to read. I read the two first Sermons, still no body came in
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: at last about 9. a-clock Mr. Jn° Eyre came in ; I took the oportunity to say to him as I had done to Mrs.
Noyes before, that I hoped my Visiting his Mother would not be disagreeable to him; He answered me
with much Respect. When twas after 9. a-clock He of himself said he would go and call her, she was but
at one of his Brothers : A while after I heard Madam Winthrop’s voice, enquiring somthing about John.
After a good while and Claping the Garden door twice or thrice, she came in. I mentioned somthing
of the lateness ; she banter’d me, and said I was later. She received me Courteously. I ask’d when our
proceedings should be made publick : She said They were like to be no more publick than they were
already. OJffer’d me no Wine that I remember. I rose up at 11 a-clock to come away, saying I would
put on my Coat, She offer’d not to help me. I pray’d her that Juno might light me home, she open’d the
Shutter, and said twas pretty light abroad; Juno was weary and gon to bed. So I came h6m by Star-light
as well as I could. At my first com- ing in, I gave Sarah five Shillings. I writ Mr. Eyre his Name in his
book with the date Octobf 21. 1720. It cost me 8*. Jehovah jireh ! Madam told me she had visited M.
Mico, Wendell, and W”‘ Clark of the South [Church].
Octobr 24,
I went in the Hackny Coach through the Comon, stop’d at Madam Winthrop’s (had told her I would
take my departure from thence). Sarah came to the door with Katee in her Arms : but I did not think to
take notice of the Child. CalFd her Mistress. I told her, being encouraged by David Jeffries loving eyes,
and sweet Words, I was come to enquire whether she could find in her heart to leave that House and
Neighbourhood, and go and dwell with me at the South-end ; I think she said I softly. Not yet. I told
her It did not ly in my Lands to / keep a Coach. If I should, I should be in danger to be brought to keep
company with her Neighbour Brooker, (he was a little before sent to prison for Debt). Told her I had an
Antipathy against those who would pretend to give themselves ; but nothing of their Estate. I would a
proportion of my Estate with my self. And I supos’d she would do so. As to a Perriwig, My best and
greatest Friend, I could not possibly have a greater, began to find me with Hair before I was born, and
had continued to do so ever since ; and I could not find in my heart to go to another. She comended the
book I gave her. Dr. Pres- ton, the Church Marriage ; quoted him saying ’twas in- convenient keeping
out of a Fashion comonly used. I said the Time and Tide did circumscribe my Visit. She gave me a Dram
of Black- Cherry Brandy, and gave me a lump of the Sugar that was in it. She wish’d me a good Journy.
I pray’d God to keep her, and came away. Had a very pleasant Journy to Salem.
8r 31.
… At night I visited Madam Winthrop about 6. p. in. They told me she was gon to Madam Mico’s. I went
thither and found she was gon ; so return’d to her house, read the Epistles to the Galatians, Ephesians
in Mr. Eyre’s Latin Bible. After the Clock struck 8. I began to read the 103. Psalm. Mr. Wendell ^ came
in from his Warehouse. Ask’d me if I were alone ? Spake very kindly to me, offer’d me to call Madam
Winthrop, I told him, She would be angry, had been at Mrs. Mico’s ; he help’d me on with my Coat
and I came home : left the Gazett in the Bible, which told Sarah of, bid her present my Service to Mrs.
Winthrop, and tell her I had been to wait on her if she had been at home.
Novr 1. I was so taken up that I could not go if I would.
Novr 2. Midweek, went again, and found Mrs. Alden there, who quickly went out. Gave her about J
pound of Sugar Almonds, cost 3″ per £. Carried them on Mon- day. She seem’d pleas’d with them, ask’d
what they cost. Spake of giving her a Hundred pounds per anum if I dy’d before her. Ask’d her what
sum she would give me, if she should dy first ? Said I would give her time to Consider of it. She said
she heard as if I had given all to my Children by Deeds of Gift. I told her ’twas a mistake, Point-Judith
was mine &c. That in England,
I own’d, my Father’s desire was that it should go to my eldest Son ; ’twas 20£ per anum ; she thought
’twas forty. I think when I seem’d to excuse pressing this, she seem’d to think twas best to speak of it; a
long winter was coming on. Gave me a Glass or two of Canary.
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Novr 4. Friday,
Went again about 7. a-clock; found there Mr. John Walley and his wife: sat discoursing pleasantly. I
shew’d them Isaac Moses’s [an Indian] Writing. Madam W. serv’d Comfeits to us. After a-while a Table
was spread, and Super was set. I urg’d Mr. Walley to Crave a Blessing ; but he put it upon me. About
9. they went away. I ask’d Madam what fashioned Neck-lace I should present her with. She said. None
at all. I ask’d her Whereabout we left off last time; mention’d what I had offer’d to give her ; Ask’d
her what she would give me; She said she could not Change her Condition: .She had said so from the
beginning; could i^ot be so far from her Children, the Lecture. Quoted the Apostle Paul aflBirming that
a single Life was better than a Mar- ried. I answer’d That was for the present Distress. Said ‘she had not
pleasure in things of that nature as for- merly : I said, you are the fitter to make me a Wife. If she held in
that mind, I must go home and bewail my Rashness in making more haste than good Speed. How- ever,
considering the Super, I desired her to be within next Monday night, if we liv’d so long. Assented. She
charg’d me with saying, tbat she must put away Juno, if she came to me: I utterly deny’d it, it never came
in my heart ; yet she insisted upon it ; saying it came in upon discourse about the Indian woman that
obtained /’her Freedom this Court. About 10. 1 said I would not disturb the good orders of her House,
and came away. She not seeming pleas’d with my Coming away. Spake to her about David Jeffries, had
not seen him.
Monday, Novr 7
My Son pray’d in the Old Chamber. Our time had been taken up by Son and Daugh- ter Cooper’s Visit;
so that I only read the 130*? and 143. Psalm. Twas on the Account of my Courtship. I went to Mad.
Winthrop; found her rocking her little Katee in the Cradle. I excus d my Coming so late (near Eight). She
set me an arm’d Chair and Cusheon ; and so the Cradle was between her arm’d Chair and mine. Gave
her the remnant of my Almonds ; She did not eat of them as before ; but laid them away ; I said I came
to enquire whether she had alter’d her mind since Friday, or remained of the same mind still. She said,
Thereabouts. I told her I loved her, and was so fond as to think that she loved me : She said had a great
respect for me. I told her, I had made her an offer, without asking any advice; she had so many to advise
with, that twas a hindrance. The Fire was come to one short Brand be- ) sides the Block, which Brand
was set up in end ; at last “^ it fell to pieces, and no Kecruit was made : She gave me a Glass of Wine.
I think I repeated again that I would go home and bewail my Rashness in making more haste than good
Speed. I would endeavour to contain myself, and not go on to sollicit her to do that which she could not
Consent to. Took leave of her. As came down the steps she bid me have a Care. Treated me Courteously.
Told her she had enter’d the 4th year of her Widowhood. I had given her the News-Letter before : I did
not bid ‘ her draw off her Glove as sometime I had done. Her Dress was not so clean as somtime it had
been. Jehovah jireh!
Midweek, 9r 9th
Dine at Stoddard’s : were so kind as to enquire of me if they should invite Mᵐ Winthrop ; I answer’d No.
Thank’d my Sister Stoddard for her Courtesie ; … She sent her servant home with me with a Lantern.
Madam Winthrop’s Shutters were open as I 1/ pass’d by.
Nov 11
Went not to M Winthrop’s. This is the 2nd Withdraw
https://archive.org/details/diarysamuelsewa00sewagoog/page/273/mode/1up
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21.
Overview of the Salem Witch Trials
Various Authors

The Salem Witch Trials
The Salem witch trials of 1692 were the earliest examples of mass hysteria in the country.
Introduction
The Salem witch trials were a series of hearings and prosecutions of people accused of witchcraft in
colonial Massachusetts between February 1692 and May 1693. The trials resulted in the executions of
20 people, 14 of them women and all but one by hanging. Five others (including two infant children)
died in prison.
Twelve other women had previously been executed for witchcraft in Massachusetts and Connecticut
during the 17th century. The episode is one of colonial America’s most notorious cases of mass hysteria.
It has been used in political rhetoric and popular literature as a vivid cautionary tale about the dangers
of isolationism, religious extremism, false accusations, and lapses in due process. What happened in
colonial America was not unique, but rather an example of the much broader phenomenon of witch trials
that occurred during the early modern period throughout England and France.
Puritan Beliefs and Witchcraft
Like many other Europeans, the Puritans of New England believed in the supernatural. Every event
in the colonies appeared to be a sign of God’s mercy or judgment, and it was commonly believed that
witches allied themselves with the Devil to carry out evil deeds or cause deliberate harm. Events such
as the sickness or death of children, the loss of cattle, and other catastrophes were often blamed on the
work of witches.
Women were more susceptible to suspicions of witchcraft because they were perceived, in Puritan
society, to have weaker constitutions that were more likely to be inhabited by the Devil. Women
healers with knowledge of herbal remedies—things that could often deemed “pagan” by Puritans—were
particularly at risk of being accused of witchcraft.
Hundreds were accused of witchcraft including townspeople whose habits or appearance bothered
their neighbors or who appeared threatening for any reason. Women made up the vast majority of
suspects and those who were executed. Prior to 1692, there had been rumors of witchcraft in villages
neighboring Salem Village and other towns. Cotton Mather, a minister of Boston’s North Church (not to
be confused with the later Anglican North Church associated with Paul Revere), was a prolific publisher
of pamphlets, including some that expressed his belief in witchcraft.
The Salem Trials
In Salem Village, in February 1692, Betty Parris, age 9, and her cousin Abigail Williams, age 11,
began to have fits in which they screamed, threw things, uttered strange sounds, crawled under furniture,
and contorted themselves into peculiar positions. A doctor could find no physical evidence of any
ailment, and other young women in the village began to exhibit similar behaviors. Colonists suspected
witchcraft and accusations began to spread.
The first three people accused and arrested for allegedly causing the afflictions were Sarah Good (a
homeless beggar), Sarah Osborne (a woman who rarely attended church), and Tituba (an African or
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American Indian slave). Each of these women was a kind of outcast and exhibited many of the character
traits typical of the “usual suspects” for witchcraft accusations. They were left to defend themselves.
Throughout the year, more women and some men were arrested, including citizens in good standing,
and colonists began to fear that anyone could be a witch. Many of the accusers who prosecuted
the suspected witches had been traumatized by the American Indian wars on the frontier and by
unprecedented political and cultural changes in New England. Relying on their belief in witchcraft to
help make sense of their changing world, Puritan authorities executed 20 people and caused the deaths
of several others before the trials were over.
Figure 1. Map Of Salem Village, 1692

Source:
Boundless US History, Lumen Learning, CC-BY-SA
Image Credit:
Figure 1. “Map Of Salem Village, 1692,” William Upham, Wikimedia, Public Domain.

22.
Author Introduction-Cotton Mather (1663-1728)
Various Authors

MATHER, COTTON (1663-1728), American Congregational clergyman and author, was born in
Boston, Massachusetts, on the 12th of February 1663. He was the grandson of Richard Mather, and the
eldest child
of Increase Mather (q.v.), and Maria, daughter of John Cotton.
Figure 1. Cotton Mather
After studying under the famous Ezekiel Cheever (1614-1708),
he entered Harvard College at twelve, and graduated in 1678.
While teaching (1678-1685), he began the study of theology, but
soon, on account of an impediment in his speech, discontinued it
and took up medicine. Later, however, he conquered the
difficulty and finished his preparation for the ministry. He was
elected assistant pastor in his father’s church, the North, or
Second, Church of Boston, in 1681 and was ordained as his
father’s colleague in 1685. In 1688, when his father went to
England as agent for the colony, he was left at twenty-five in
charge of the largest congregation in New England, and he
ministered to it for the rest of his
life. He soon became one of the most influential men in the
colonies. He had much to do with the witchcraft persecution of
his day; in 1692 when the magistrates appealed to the Boston
clergy for advice in regard to the witchcraft cases in Salem he
drafted their reply, upon which the prosecutions were based; in 1689 he had written Memorable
Providences Relating to Witchcraft and Possessions, and even his earlier diaries have many entries
showing his belief in diabolical possession and his fear and hatred of it. Thinking as he did that the New
World had been the undisturbed realm of Satan before the settlements were made in Massachusetts, he
considered it natural that the Devil should make a peculiar effort to bring moral destruction on these
godly invaders. He used prayer and fasting to deliver himself from evil enchantment; and when he saw
ecstatic and mystical visions promising him the Lord’s help and great usefulness in the Lord’s work, he
feared that these revelations might be of diabolic origin. He used his great influence to bring the
suspected persons to trial and punishment. He attended the trials, investigated many of the cases himself,
and wrote sermons on witchcraft, the Memorable Providences and The Wonders of the Invisible
World (1693), which increased the excitement of the people. Accordingly, when the persecutions ceased
and the reaction set in, much of the blame was laid upon him; the influence of Judge Samuel Sewall,
after he had come to think his part in the Salem delusion a great mistake, was turned against the Mathers;
and the liberal leaders of Congregationalism in Boston, notably the Brattles, found this a vulnerable
point in Cotton Mather’s armour and used their knowledge to much effect, notably by assisting Robert
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Calef (d. c. 1723) in the preparation of More Wonders of tlte Invisible World (1700) a powerful criticism
of Cotton Mather’s part in the delusion at Salem.
Mather took some part as adviser in the Revolution of 1689 in Massachusetts. In 1690 he became a
member ot the Corporation (probably the youngest ever chosen as Fellow) of Harvard College, and in
1707 he was greatly disappointed at his failure to be chosen president of that institution. He received
the degree of D.D. from the University of Glasgow in 1710, and in 1713 was made a Fellow of the
Royal Society. Like his father he was deeply grieved by the liberal theology and Church polity of
the new Brattle Street Congregation, and conscientiously opposed its pastor Benjamin Colman, who
had been irregularly ordained in England and by a Presbyterian body; but with his father he took part
in 1700 in services in Colman’s church. Harvard College was now controlled by the Liberals of the
Brattle Street Church, and as it grew farther and farther away from Calvinism, Mather looked with
increasing favour upon the college in Connecticut; before September 1701 he had drawn up a “scheme
for a college,” the oldest document now in the Yale archives; and finally (Jan. 1718) he wrote to a
London merchant, Elihu Yale, and persuaded him to make a liberal gift to the college, which was
named in his honour. During the smallpox epidemic of 1721 he attempted in vain to have treatment
by inoculation employed, for the first time in America; and for this he was bitterly attacked on all
sides, and his life was at one time in danger; but, nevertheless, he used the treatment on his son, who
recovered, and he wrote An Account of the Method and further Success of Inoculating for the Small
Pox in London(1721). In addition he advocated temperance, missions, Bible societies, and the education
of the negro; favoured the establishing of libraries for working men and of religious organizations for
young people, and organized societies for other branches of philanthropic work. His later years were
clouded with many sorrows and disappointments; his relations with Governor Joseph Dudley were
unfriendly; he lost much of his former prestige in the Church — his own congregation dwindled — and
in the college; his uncle John Cotton was expelled from his charge in the Plymouth Church; his son
Increase turned out a ne’er-do-well; four of his children and his second wife died in November 1713;
his wife’s brothers and the husbands of his sisters were ungodly and violent men; his favourite daughter
Katherine, who “understood Latin and read Hebrew fluently,” died in 1716; his third wife went mad in
1719; his personal enemies circulated incredible scandals about him; and in 1724-1725 he saw a Liberal
once more preferred to him as a new president of Harvard. He died in Boston on the 13th of February
1728 and is buried in the Copps Hill burial-ground, Boston. He was thrice married — to Abigail Phillips
(d. 1702) in 1686, to Mrs Elizabeth Hubbard (d. 1713) in 1703, and in 1715 to Mrs Lydia George (d.
1734). Of his fifteen children only two survived him.
Among his four hundred or more published works, many of which are sermons, tracts and letters, the
most notable is his Magnalia Christi Americana: or the Ecclesiastical History of New England,from Its
First Planting in the Year 1620 unto the Year of Our Lord, 1698. Begun in 1693 and finished in 1697,
this work was published in London, in 1702, in one volume, and was republished in Hartford in 1820
and in 1853-1855, in two volumes. It is in seven books and concerns itself mainly with the settlement
and religious history of New England. It is often inaccurate, and it abounds in far-fetched conceits and
odd and pedantic features. Its style, though in the main rather unnatural and declamatory, is at its best
spontaneous, dignified and rhythmical; the book is valuable for occasional facts and for its picture of the
times, and it did much to make Mather the most eminent American writer of his day. His other writings
include A Poem Dedicated to the Memory of the Reverend and Excellent Mr Urian Oakes (1682); The
Present State of New England (1690); The Life of the Renowned John Eliot (1691), later included
in Book III. of the Magnalia; The Short History of New England (1694); Bonifacius, usually known
as Essays To Do Good (Boston, 1710; Glasgow, 1825; Boston, 1845), one of his principal books and
one which had a shaping influence on the life of Benjamin Franklin; Psalterium Americanum (1718), a
blank verse translation of the Psalms from the original Hebrew; The Christian Philosopher: A Collection
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of the Best Discoveries in Nature, with Religious Improvements (1721); Parentator (1724), a memoir of
his father; Ratio Disciplinae (1726), an account of the discipline in New England churches; Manuductio
ad Ministerium: Directions for a Candidate of the Ministry (1726), one of the most readable of his
books. He also left a number of works in manuscript, including diaries, a medical treatise and a huge
commentary on the Bible, entitled “Biblia Americana.”

Figure 2. Artist Rendering of Salem Witch Trial Scene, Created 1875
Source:
1911 Encyclopaedia Britannica/ Mather, Cotton. Public Domain.
Image Credit:
Figure 1. “Cotton Mather,” Artist Unknown, New York Public Library, Likely Public Domain, No
Known Restrictions.
Figure 2. “Artist Rendering of Salem Witch Trial Scene, Created 1875,” William A. Crafts,
Wikimedia, Public Domain.
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23.
Cotton Mather

The Wonders of the Invisible World: Being an Account of the
TRYALS
OF
Several Witches,
Lately Excuted in
NEW-ENGLAND:
And of several remarkable Curiosities therein Occurring.
Together with,
1. Observations upon the Nature, the Number, and the Operations of the Devils.
2. A short Narrative of a late outrage committed by a knot of Witches in Swede-Land, very
much resembling, and so far explaining, that under which New-England has laboured.
3. Some Councels directing a due Improvement of the Terrible things lately done by the
unusual and amazing Range of Evil-Spirits in New-England.
4. A brief Discourse upon those Temptations which are the more ordinary Devices of
Satan.
By COTTON MATHER.
Published by the Special Command of his EXCELLENCY the Govenour of the Province of
the Massachusetts-Bay in New-England.
Printed first, at Bostun in New-England; and Reprinted at London, for John Dunton, at
the Raven in the Poultry. 1693.
THE AUTHOR’S DEFENCE.
is, as I remember, the Learned Scribonius, who reports, That one of his Acquaintance, devoutly
making his Prayers on the behalf of a Person molested by Evil Spirits, received from those Evil Spirits an
horrible Blow over the Face: And I may my self expect not few or small Buffetings from Evil Spirits,
for the Endeavours wherewith I am now going to encounter them. I am far from insensible, that at this
extraordinary Time of the Devils coming down in great Wrath upon us, there are too many Tongues
and Hearts thereby set on fire of Hell; that the various Opinions about the Witchcrafts which of later
time have troubled us, are maintained by some with so much cloudy Fury, as if they could never be
sufficiently stated, unless written in the Liquor wherewith Witches use to write their Covenants; and that
he who becomes an Author at such a time, had need be fenced with Iron, and the Staff of a Spear. The
unaccountable Frowardness, Asperity, Untreatableness, and Inconsistency of many Persons, every Day
gives a visible Exposition of that passage, An evil spirit from the Lord came upon Saul; and Illustration
of that Story, There met him two possessed with Devils, exceeding fierce, so that no man might pass by
that way. To send abroad a Book, among such Readers, were a very unadvised thing, if a Man had not
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such Reasons to give, as I can bring, for such an Undertaking. Briefly, I hope it cannot be said, They
are all so: No, I hope the Body of this People, are yet in such a Temper, as to be capable of applying
their Thoughts, to make a Right Use of the stupendous and prodigious Things that are happening among
us: And because I was concern’d, when I saw that no abler Hand emitted any Essays to engage the
Minds of this People, in such holy, pious, fruitful Improvements, as God would have to be made of
his amazing Dispensations now upon us. Therefore it is, that One of the Least among the Children
of New-England, has here done, what is done. None, but the Father, who sees in secret, knows the Heartbreaking Exercises, wherewith I have composed what is now going to be exposed, lest I should in any
one thing miss of doing my designed Service for his Glory, and for his People; but I am now somewhat
comfortably assured of his favourable acceptance; and, I will not fear; what can a Satan do unto me!
Having performed something of what God required, in labouring to suit his Words unto his Works,
at this Day among us, and therewithal handled a Theme that has been sometimes counted not unworthy
the Pen, even of a King, it will easily be perceived, that some subordinate Ends have been considered in
these Endeavours.
I have indeed set myself to countermine the whole PLOT of the Devil, against New-England, in every
Branch of it, as far as one of my darkness, can comprehend such a Work of Darkness. I may add,
that I have herein also aimed at the Information and Satisfaction of Good Men in another Country,
a thousand Leagues off, where I have, it may be, more, or however, more considerable Friends,
than in my own: And I do what I can to have that Country, now, as well as always, in the best
Terms with my own. But while I am doing these things, I have been driven a little to do something
likewise for myself; I mean, by taking off the false Reports, and hard Censures about my Opinion
in these Matters, the Parter’s Portions which my pursuit of Peace has procured me among the Keen.
My hitherto unvaried Thoughts are here published; and I believe, they will be owned by most of the
Ministers of God in these Colonies; nor can amends be well made me, for the wrong done me, by other
sorts of Representations.
In fine: For the Dogmatical part of my Discourse, I want no Defence; for the Historical part of it, I
have a Very Great One; the Lieutenant-Governour of New-Englandhaving perused it, has done me the
Honour of giving me a Shield, under the Umbrage whereof I now dare to walk abroad.
ENCHANTMENTS ENCOUNTERED.
…
Section II.
The New-Englanders are a People of God settled in those, which were once the Devil’s Territories;
and it may easily be supposed that the Devil was exceedingly disturbed, when he perceived such a
People here accomplishing the Promise of old made unto our Blessed Jesus, That He should have the
Utmost parts of the Earth for his Possession. There was not a greater Uproar among the Ephesians,
when the Gospel was first brought among them, than there was among, The Powers of the Air(after
whom those Ephesians walked) when first the Silver Trumpets of the Gospel here made the Joyful
Sound. The Devil thus Irritated, immediately try’d all sorts of Methods to overturn this poor Plantation:
and so much of the Church, as was Fled into this Wilderness, immediately found, The Serpent cast
out of his Mouth a Flood for the carrying of it away. I believe, that never were more Satanical
Devices used for the Unsetling of any People under the Sun, than what have been Employ’d for
the Extirpation of the Vine which God has here Planted, Casting out the Heathen, and preparing a
Room before it, and causing it to take deep Root, and fill the Land, so that it sent its Boughs unto
the Atlantic Sea Eastward, and its Branches unto the Connecticut River Westward, and the Hills were
covered with the shadow thereof.But, All those Attempts of Hell, have hitherto been Abortive, many
an Ebenezer has been Erected unto the Praise of God, by his Poor People here; and, Having obtained
Help from God, we continue to this Day. Wherefore the Devil is now making one Attempt more upon
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us; an Attempt more Difficult, more Surprizing, more snarl’d with unintelligible Circumstances than
any that we have hitherto Encountred; an Attempt so Critical, that if we get well through, we shall soon
Enjoy HalcyonDays with all the Vultures of Hell Trodden under our Feet. He has wanted his Incarnate
Legions to Persecute us, as the People of God have in the other Hemisphere been Persecuted: he has
therefore drawn forth his more Spiritual ones to make an Attacque upon us. We have been advised
by some Credible Christians yet alive, that a Malefactor, accused of Witchcraft as well as Murder, and
Executed in this place more than Forty Years ago, did then give Notice of, An Horrible Plot against
the Country by Witchcraft, and a Foundation of Witchcraft then laid, which if it were not seasonally
discovered, would probably Blow up, and pull down all the Churches in the Country. And we have now
with Horror seen the Discovery of such a Witchcraft! An Army of Devils is horribly broke in upon the
place which is theCenter, and after a sort, the First-born of our English Settlements: and the Houses
of the Good People there are fill’d with the doleful Shrieks of their Children and Servants, Tormented
by Invisible Hands, with Tortures altogether preternatural. After the Mischiefs there Endeavoured, and
since in part Conquered, the terrible Plague, of Evil Angels, hath made its Progress into some other
places, where other Persons have been in like manner Diabolically handled. These our poor Afflicted
Neighbours, quickly after they become Infected and Infested with these Dæmons, arrive to a Capacity
of Discerning those which they conceive the Shapes of their Troublers; and notwithstanding the Great
and Just Suspicion, that the Dæmons might Impose the Shapes of Innocent Persons in their Spectral
Exhibitions upon the Sufferers, (which may perhaps prove no small part of the Witch-Plot in the issue)
yet many of the Persons thus Represented, being Examined, several of them have been Convicted
of a very Damnable Witchcraft: yea, more than One Twenty have Confessed, that they have Signed
unto a Book, which the Devil show’d them, and Engaged in his Hellish Design of Bewitching,
and Ruining our Land. We know not, at least I know not, how far the Delusions of Satan may be
Interwoven into some Circumstances of the Confessions; but one would think, all the Rules of
Understanding Humane Affairs are at an end, if after so many most Voluntary Harmonious Confessions,
made by Intelligent Persons of all Ages, in sundry Towns, at several Times, we must not Believe
the main strokes wherein those Confessions all agree: especially when we have a thousand preternatural
Things every day before our eyes, wherein the Confessors do acknowledge their Concernment, and
give Demonstration of their being so Concerned. If the Devils now can strike the minds of men
with any Poisons of so fine a Composition and Operation, that Scores of Innocent People shall Unite,
in Confessions of a Crime, which we see actually committed, it is a thing prodigious, beyond the
Wonders of the former Ages, and it threatens no less than a sort of a Dissolution upon the World. Now,
by these Confessions ’tis Agreed, That the Devil has made a dreadful Knot of Witches in the Country,
and by the help of Witches has dreadfully increased that Knot: That these Witches have driven a Trade
of Commissioning their Confederate Spirits, to do all sorts of Mischiefs to the Neighbours, whereupon
there have ensued such Mischievous consequences upon the Bodies and Estates of the Neighbourhood,
as could not otherwise be accounted for: yea, That at prodigious Witch-Meetings, the Wretches have
proceeded so far, as to Concert and Consult the Methods of Rooting out the Christian Religion from this
Country, and setting up instead of it, perhaps a more gross Diabolesm, than ever the World saw before.
And yet it will be a thing little short of Miracle, if in so spread a Business as this, the Devil should not
get in some of his Juggles, to confound the Discovery of all the rest.
....
V.
THE TRIAL OF MARTHA CARRIER, AT THE
COURT OF OYER AND TERMINER, HELD BY ADJOURNMENT
AT SALEM, AUGUST 2. 1692.
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I.

Martha Carrier was Indicted for the bewitching certain Persons, according to the Form usual in such
Cases, pleading Not Guilty, to her Indictment; there were first brought in a considerable number of the
bewitched Persons; who not only made the Court sensible of an horrid Witchcraft committed upon them,
but also deposed, That it was Martha Carrier, or her Shape, that grievously tormented them, by Biting,
Pricking, Pinching and Choaking of them. It was further deposed, That while this Carrier was on her
Examination, before the Magistrates, the Poor People were so tortured that every one expected their
Death upon the very spot, but that upon the binding of Carrier they were eased. Moreover the Look
of Carrier then laid the Afflicted People for dead; and her Touch, if her Eye at the same time were off
them, raised them again: Which Things were also now seen upon her Tryal. And it was testified, That
upon the mention of some having their Necks twisted almost round, by the Shape of this Carrier, she
replyed, Its no matter though their Necks had been twisted quite off.
2. Before the Trial of this Prisoner, several of her own Children had frankly and fully confessed, not
only that they were Witches themselves, but that this their Mother had made them so. This Confession
they made with great Shews of Repentance, and with much Demonstration of Truth. They related Place,
Time, Occasion; they gave an account of Journeys, Meetings and Mischiefs by them performed, and
were very credible in what they said. Nevertheless, this Evidence was not produced against the Prisoner
at the Bar, inasmuch as there was other Evidence enough to proceed upon.
3. Benjamin Abbot gave his Testimony, That last March was a twelvemonth, this Carrier was very
angry with him, upon laying out some Land, near her Husband’s: Her Expressions in this Anger,
were, That she would stick as close to Abbot as the Bark stuck to the Tree; and that he should repent
of it afore seven Years came to an End, so as Doctor Prescot should never cure him. These Words were
heard by others besides Abbot himself; who also heard her say, She would hold his Nose as close to
the Grindstone as ever it was held since his Name was Abbot. Presently after this, he was taken with a
Swelling in his Foot, and then with a Pain in his Side, and exceedingly tormented. It bred into a Sore,
which was launced by Doctor Prescot, and several Gallons of Corruption ran out of it. For six Weeks it
continued very bad, and then another Sore bred in the Groin, which was also lanced by Doctor Prescot.
Another Sore then bred in his Groin, which was likewise cut, and put him to very great Misery: He was
brought unto Death’s Door, and so remained until Carrier was taken, and carried away by the Constable,
from which very Day he began to mend, and so grew better every Day, and is well ever since.
Sarah Abbot also, his Wife, testified, That her Husband was not only all this while Afflicted in his
Body, but also that strange extraordinary and unaccountable Calamities befel his Cattel; their Death
being such as they could guess at no Natural Reason for.
4. Allin Toothaker testify’d, That Richard, the son of Martha Carrier, having some difference with
him, pull’d him down by the Hair of the Head. When he Rose again, he was going to strike at Richard
Carrier; but fell down flat on his Back to the ground, and had not power to stir hand or foot, until he
told Carrier he yielded; and then he saw the shape of Martha Carrier, go off his breast.
This Toothaker, had Received a wound in the Wars; and he now testify’d, that Martha Carrier told
him, He should never be Cured. Just afore the Apprehending of Carrier, he could thrust a knitting
Needle into his wound, four inches deep; but presently after her being siezed, he was throughly healed.
He further testify’d, that when Carrier and he sometimes were at variance, she would clap her hands
at him, and say, He should get nothing by it; whereupon he several times lost his Cattle, by strange
Deaths, whereof no natural causes could be given
5. John Roggeralso testifyed, That upon the threatning words of this malicious Carrier, his Cattle
would be strangely bewitched; as was more particularly then described.
6. Samuel Preston testify’d, that about two years ago, having some difference with Martha Carrier,
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he lost a Cow in a strange Preternatural unusual manner; and about a month after this, the said Carrier,
having again some difference with him, she told him; He had lately lost a Cow, and it should not be long
before he lost another; which accordingly came to pass; for he had a thriving and well-kept Cow, which
without any known cause quickly fell down and dy’d.
7. Phebe Chandler testify’d, that about a Fortnight before the apprehension of Martha Carrier, on a
Lords-day, while the Psalm was singing in the Church, this Carrier then took her by the shoulder and
shaking her, asked her, where she lived: she made her no Answer, although as Carrier, who lived next
door to her Fathers House, could not in reason but know who she was. Quickly after this, as she was at
several times crossing the Fields, she heard a voice, that she took to be Martha Carriers, and it seem’d as
if it was over her head. The voice told her, she should within two or three days be poisoned. Accordingly,
within such a little time, one half of her right hand, became greatly swollen, and very painful; as also
part of her Face; whereof she can give no account how it came. It continued very bad for some dayes;
and several times since, she has had a great pain in her breast; and been so siezed on her leggs, that
she has hardly been able to go. She added, that lately, going well to the House of God, Richard, the son
of Martha Carrier, look’d very earnestly upon her, and immediately her hand, which had formerly been
poisoned, as is abovesaid, began to pain her greatly, and she had a strange Burning at her stomach; but
was then struck deaf, so that she could not hear any of the prayer, or singing, till the two or three last
words of the Psalm.
8. One Foster, who confessed her own share in the Witchcraft for which the Prisoner stood indicted,
affirm’d, that she had seen the prisoner at some of their Witch-meetings, and that it was this Carrier, who
perswaded her to be a Witch. She confessed, that the Devil carry’d them on a pole, to a Witch-meeting;
but the pole broke, and she hanging about Carriers neck, they both fell down, and she then received an
hurt by the Fall, whereof she was not at this very time recovered.
9. One Lacy, who likewise confessed her share in this Witchcraft, now testify’d, that she and the
prisoner were once Bodily present at a Witch-meetingin Salem Village; and that she knew the prisoner to
be a Witch, and to have been at a Diabolical sacrament, and that the prisoner was the undoing of her, and
her Children, by enticing them into the snare of the Devil.
10. Another Lacy, who also confessed her share in this Witchcraft, now testify’d, that the prisoner was
at the Witch-meeting, in Salem Village, where they had Bread and Wine Administred unto them.
11. In the time of this prisoners Trial, one Susanna Sheldon, in open Court had her hands
Unaccountably ty’d together with a Wheel-band, so fast that without cutting, it could not be loosed: It
was done by a Spectre; and the Sufferer affirm’d, it was the Prisoners.
Memorandum. This Rampant Hag, Martha Carrier, was the person, of whom the Confessions of the
Witches, and of her own Children among the rest, agreed, That the Devil had promised her, she should
be Queen of Heb.
(1683)
Source:
The Wonders of the Invisible World: Being an Account of the Tyals of Several Witches Lately Executed
in New-England, to which is added a Farther Account of the Tryals of the New England Witches, Cotton
Mather and Increase Mather, circa 1683. Public Domain.
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This work (From The Wonders of the Invisible World by Cotton Mather) is free of known copyright restrictions.

24.
Author Introduction-Roger Williams (ca. 1603-1683)
Wendy Kurant

Born in London, Roger Williams hailed from a merchant family. His work as a stenographer for Sir
Edward Coke (1552–1634) led to Williams’ attending a grammar school in London and then enrolling
as a scholarship student at Cambridge University in 1623. He earned his BA with honors and, in order
to graduate, signed an oath to the Anglican Church, which was headed by the English monarch. He
began a course of study for an MA in theology; however, growing estranged from what he saw as the
corrupt practices of the Anglican Church, he withdrew without obtaining the degree and converted to
Puritanism.
Figure 1. Roger Williams
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The religious controversies in England were tied to the crown, and the civil war between the Royalists
and the Parliamentarians was already fomenting. To escape threatened persecutions against the Puritans,
Roger Williams and his wife Mary Barnard (m. 1629–d. 1676) left for religious freedom in America.
He soon deemed the refuge he sought as unobtainable at the Massachusetts Bay Colony and other
such established religious colonies. He objected to their intolerance of religious dissent, appropriation
of Native American land, and uniting government with the church. His objections and criticisms led
the General Court of Massachusetts Bay to eject Rogers from the colony in 1636. He again sought
refuge, this time at Narragansett Bay, where he purchased land from the Native Americans and founded
Providence in what is now Rhode Island, a city he envisaged as a religious sanctuary for true Dissenters
and Separatists.
Williams viewed existing churches and institutions—as well as Christians themselves—as imperfect
and unable to achieve true purity until the return of Christ, or the millennium. From this perspective, he
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believed that the church had no dominion over individual conscience and should therefore not enforce
religious conformity in its civil rule or organization.
He returned to England in 1644 to obtain a patent for Rhode Island, returning again in 1651 to
have it renewed upon its expiration or annulment. Williams thereby ensured a place open to liberty
of conscience and relative tolerance of religious and racial differences. In 1654, he was elected as the
colony’s president, a position he held for three succeeding terms.
He wrote several important polemical tracts, attacking the theology at Massachusetts Bay Colony and
advocating for the separation of church and state. His Christenings Make Not Christians calls out those
in the New World who claim to be practicing Christians, who cling more to form than real practice of
charity for all humans on earth, including Native Americans.
Figure 2. A Key Into The Language Of America, Title Page

Source:
Becoming America, Wendy Kurant, ed., CC-BY-SA
Image Credit:
Figure 1. “Roger Williams,” Frederick W. Halpin, New York Public Library, Public Domain.
Figure 2. “A Key Into The Language Of America, Title Page,” Roger Williams, Wikimedia, Public
Domain.

25.
Preface to A Key into the Language of America
Roger Williams

To my Deare and Welbeloved
Friends and Countrey-men, in old
and new England.
I Present you with a Key, I have not heard of the like, yet framed, since it pleased God to bring that
mighty Continent of America to light: Others of my Countrey- men have often, and excellently, and
lately written of the Countrey (and none that I know beyond the goodnesse and worth of it.)
This Key, respects the Native Language of it, and happily may unlocke some Rarities concerning the
Natives themselves, not yet discovered.
I drew the Materialls in a rude lumpe at Sea, as a private helpe to my owne memory, that I might
not by my present absence lightly lose what I had so dearely bought in some few yeares hardship, and
charges among the Barbarians; yet being reminded by some, what pitie it were to bury those Materialls
in my Grave at land or Sea; and withall, remembring how oft I have been importun’d by worthy friends,
of all sorts, to afford them some helps this way.
I resolved (by the assistance of the most High) to cast those Materialls into this Key, pleasant and
profitable for All, but specially for my friends residing in those parts:
A little Key may open a Box, where lies a bunch of Keyes.
With this I have entred into the secrets of those Countries, where ever English dwel about two hundred
miles, betweene the French and Dutch Plantations; for want of this, I know what grosse mis-takes my
selfe and others have run into.
There is a mixture of this Language North and South, from the place of my abode, about six hundred
miles; yet with- in the two hundred miles (aforementioned) their Dialects doe exceedingly differ; yet not
so, but (within that compasse) a man may, by this helpe, converse with thousands of Natives all over the
Countrey : and by such converse it may please the Father of Mercies to spread civilitie, (and in his owne
most holy season) Christianitie; for one Candle will light ten thousand, and it may please God to blesse
a little Leaven to season the mightie Lump of those Peoples and Territories.
It is expected, that having had so much converse with these Natives, I should write some litle of them.
Concerning them (a little to gratistie expectation) I shall touch upon foure Heads:
First, by what Names they are distin- guished.
Secondly, Their Originall and Descent.
Thirdly, their Religion, Manners, Cu- stomes, &c.
Fourthly, That great Point of their Con- version.
To the first, their Names are of two sorts: First, First, those of the English giving: as Na- tives,
Salvages, Indians, Wild-men, (so the Dutch call them Wilden) Abergeny men. Pagans, Barbarians,
Heathen.
Secondly, their Names, which they give themselves.
I cannot observe, that they ever had (before the comming of the English, French or Dutch amongst
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them) any Names to difference themselves from strangers, for they knew none} but two sorts of names
they had, and have amongst themselves.
First, generall, belonging to all Natives, as Nmnuock, Ninnimissinnûwock, Eniskee- tom-paūwog,
which signifies Men, Folke, or People.
Secondly, particular names, peculiar to severall Nations, of them amongst themselves, as,
Nanhigganēuck, Massachusêuck, Cawa- sumsêuck, Cowwesēuck, Quintikóock, Qunn- ipiēuck,
Pequttóog, &c.
They have often asked mee, why wee call them Indians Natives, &c. And understanding the reason,
they will call themselues Indians, in opposition to English, &c. For the second Head proposed, their
Originall and Descent.
From Adam and Noah that they spring, it is granted on all hands.
But for their later Descent, and whence they came into those pars, it seemes as hard to finde, as to
finde the wellhead of some fresh Streame, which running many miles out of the Countrey to the salt
Ocean, hath met with many mixing Streames by the way. They say themselves, that they have sprung
and growne up in that very place, like the very trees of the wildernesse.
They say that their Great God Cawtan- towwit created those parts, as I observed in the Chapter of
their Religion. They have no Clothes, Bookes, nor Letters, and conceive their Fathers never had; and
therefore they are easily perswaded that the God that made English men is a greater Gody because Hee
hath so richly endowed the English above themselves : But when they heare that about sixteen hundred
yeeres agoe, England and the Inhabitants thereof were like unto themselves, and since have received
from God, Clothes, Bookes, &c. they are greatly affected with a secret hope concerning themselves.
Wise and Judicious men, with whom I have discoursed, maintaine their Originall to be Northward
from Tartaria: and at my now taking ship, at the Dutch Plantation, it pleased the Dutch Governour,
(in some discourse with mee about the Natives), to draw their Line from Iceland, because the name
Sackmakan (the name for an Indian Prince, about the Dutch) is the name for a Prince in Iceland.
Other opinions I could number up: under favour I shall present (not mine opinion, but) my
Observations to the judgement of the Wise.
First, others (and my selfe) have conceived some of their words to hold affinitie with the Hebrew.
Secondly, they constantly annoint their heads as the Jewes did.
Thirdly, they give Dowries for their wives, as the Jewes did.
Fourthly (and which I have not so observedamongst other Nations as amongst the Jewes, and these:)
they constantly seperate their Women (during the time of their monthly sicknesse) in a little house alone
by themselves foure or five dayes, and hold it an Irreligious thing for either Father or Husband or any
Male to come neere them.
They have often asked me if it bee so with women of other Nations, and whether they are so separated:
and for their practice they plead Nature and Tradition. Yet againe I have found a grtnitr Affinity of their
Language with the Greek Tongue.
2. As the Greekes and other Nations, and our selves call the seven Starres (or Charles Waine the
Beare,) so doe they Mosk or Paukunnawaw the Beare.
3. They have many strange Relations of one Wétucks, a man that wrought great Miracles
amongst them, and walking upon the waters,, &c. with some kind of broken Resem- blance
to the Sonne of God.
Lastly, it is famous that the Sowwest (Sowaniu) is the great Subject of their discourse.
From thence their Traditions. There they say (at the South-west) is the Court of their great God
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Cautóntouwit: At the South- west are their Forefathers soules: to the South-west they goe themselves
when they dye; From the South-west came their Come, and Beanes out of their Great God Cautóntowwits field: And indeed the further North- ward and Westward from us their Corne will not grow, but
to the Southward better and better. I dare not conjecture in these Vncertainties, I believe they are lost,
and yet hope (in the Lords holy season) some of the wildest of them shall be found to share in the blood
of the Son of God. To the third Head, concerning their Religion, Customes, Manners &c. I shall here say
nothing, because in those 32. Chapters of the whole Book, I have briefly touched those of all sorts, from
their Birth to their Burialls, and have endeavoured (as the Nature of the worke would give way) to bring
some short Observations and Applications home to Europe from America.
Therefore fourthly, to that great Point of their Conversion so much to bee longed for, and by all NewEnglish so much pretended, and I hope in Truth.
For my selfe I have uprightly laboured to suite my endeavours to my pretences: and of later times
(out of desire to attaine their Language) I have run through vari- eties of Intercourses with them Day and
Night, Summer and Winter, by Land and Sea, particular passages tending to this, I have related divers,
in the Chapter of their Religion.
Many solemne discourses I have had with all sorts of Nations of them, from one end of the Countrey
to another (so farre as opportunity, and the little Language I have could reach.)
I know there is no small preparation in the hearts of Multitudes of them. I know their many solemne
Confessions to my self, and one to another of their lost wandring Conditions.
I know strong Convictions upon the Con- sciences of many of them, and their desires uttred that way.
I know not with how little Knowledge and Grace of Christ the Lord may save, and therefore neither will
despaire, nor report much.
But since it hath pleased some of my Worthy Country-men to mention (of late in print) VVequashy
the Péqut Captaine, I shall be bold so farre to second their Relations, as to relate mine owne Hopes of
Him (though I dare not be so confident as others.
Two dayes before his Death, as I past up to Qunnibticut River, it pleased my worthy friend Mr.
Fenwick whom I visited at his house in Say-Brook Fort at the mouth of that River) to tell me that my old
friend VVequash lay very sick; I desired to see him, and Himselfe was pleased to be my Guide two mile
where VVequash lay.
Amongst other discourse concerning his sicknesse and Death (in which hee freely bequeathed his son
to Mr. Fenwick) I closed with him concerning his Soule: Hee told me that some two or three yeare before
he had lodged at my House, where I acquainted him with the Condition of all mankind, & his Own in
particular, how God created Man and Allthings : how Man fell from God, and of his present Enmity
against God, and the wrath of God against Him untill Repentance : said he your words words were never
out of my heart to this present; and said hee me much pray to Jesus Christ : I told him so did many
English, French, and Dutch, who had never turned to God, nor loved Him : He replyed in broken English
: so big naughty Heart, me heart all one stone! Savory expressions using to breath from compunct and
broken Hearts, and a fence of inward hardnesse and unbrokennesse. I had many discourses with him in
his Life, but this was the summe of our last parting untill our generall meeting:
Now because this is the great Inquiry of all men what Indians have been converted? what have the
English done in those parts? what hopes of the Indians receiving the Knowledge of Christ!
And because to this Question, some put an edge from the boast of the Jesuits in Canada and Maryland,
and especially from the wonderfull conversions made by the Spaniards and Portugalls in the WestIndies, besides what I have here written, as also, beside what I have observed in the Chapter of their
Religion/ I shall further present you with a briefe Additional! discourse concerning this Great Point,
being comfortably perswaded that that Father of Spirits, who was graciously pleased to perswade Japhet
(the Gentiles) to dwell in the Tents of Shem (the Iewes) will in his holy season (I hope approaching)
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perswade, these Gentiles of America to partake of the mercies of Europe, and then shall bee fulfilled
what is written, by the Prophet Malachi, from the rising of the Sunne in (Europe) to the going down of
the same (in America) my Name shall great among the Gentiles.) So I desire to hope and pray,
Your unworthy Country -man
Roger Williams.
(1643)
Source:
A key into the Language of America, Roger Williams, Public Domain

This work (Preface to A Key into the Language of America by Roger Williams) is free of known copyright restrictions.

26.
Author Introduction-Mary Rowlandson (ca. 1637-1711)
Wendy Kurant

Mary Rowlandson (née White) was born in Somersetshire, England around 1637. Two years later, her
family joined the Puritan migration to America and settled in the Massachusetts Bay Colony. They
then lived in Salem, Massachusetts, before moving to Lancaster, a frontier settlement comprising of
fifty families and six garrisons. In 1656, she married Joseph Rowlandson (1631–1678) who became an
ordained minister. They had four children, one of whom died in infancy.
In 1676, Lancaster was attacked in the ongoing conflict now known as King Philip’s War
(1675–1678). Metacomet (1638–1676), called King Philip by the Puritans, was chief of the
Wampanoags. His father, Massasoit (1580–1661), signed a treaty with the Pilgrims at Plymouth in 1621.
By 1675, white settlers were pushing Native Americans from their land to such a degree that Algonquian
tribes formed a coalition and raided white settlements. Among these was Lancaster, where Rowlandson’s
garrison was attacked and burned. She, along with twenty-three other survivors, was taken prisoner by
the Native Americans.
Figure 1. The Capture of Mary Rowlandson
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Her captivity lasted eleven weeks and five days, during which time the Algonquians walked up to
Chesterfield, New Hampshire and back to Princeton, Massachusetts. There, Rowlandson was ransomed
for twenty pounds in goods. In 1677, her family— including the surviving children taken captive
along with Rowlandson—moved to Wethersfield, Connecticut where Joseph Rowlandson had acquired
a position as minister. He died in 1678; one year later, Rowlandson married Captain Samuel Talcott. She
remained in Connecticut, where she died in 1711.
Soon after her release from captivity and before her first husband died, Rowlandson began to write of
her experiences with the Native Americans. Published in 1682, her memoir became immensely popular
as a captivity narrative, a popular genre in the seventeenth century. These captivity narratives record
stories of individuals who are captured by people considered as uncivilized enemies, opposed to a
Puritan way of life.
Much of their popularity stemmed from their testimony of the Puritan God’s providence.
Rowlandson’s narrative adheres to Puritan covenantal obligations, alludes to pertinent Biblical
exemplum, and finds God’s chastising and loving hand in her suffering and ultimate redemption. Her
suffering includes fear, hunger, and witnessing the deaths of other captives. She describes the Native
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Americans as savage and hellish scourges of God. She acclaims the wonder of God’s power when
these same Native Americans offer her food, help her find shelter, and provide her with a Bible. Her
rhetorical strategies and the ambivalences and ambiguities in her account—particularly in regards to
cultural assimilation, cross-cultural contact, and gender issues of social construction of identity,
voice, and authority—contribute to its continuing popularity to this day.
Figure 2. The Captivity & Restoration of Mary Rowlandson, Title Page

Source:
Becoming America, Wendy Kurant, ed., CC-BY-SA
Image Credit:
Figure 1. “The Capture of Mary Rowlandson,” Henry Northrop, Wikimedia, Likely Public Domain.
Figure 2. “The Captivity & Restoration of Mary Rowlandson, Title Page,” Mary Rowlandson,
Wikimedia, Public Domain.

27.
Narrative of the Captivity and Restoration of Mrs. Mary Rowlandson
Mary Rowlandson

The sovereignty and goodness of GOD, together with the faithfulness of his promises displayed, being
a narrative of the captivity and restoration of Mrs. Mary Rowlandson, commended by her, to all that
desires to know the Lord’s doings to, and dealings with her. Especially to her dear children and relations.
The second Addition [sic] Corrected and amended. Written by her own hand for her private use, and
now made public at the earnest desire of some friends, and for the benefit of the afflicted. Deut. 32.39.
See now that I, even I am he, and there is no god with me, I kill and I make alive, I wound and I heal,
neither is there any can deliver out of my hand.
On the tenth of February 1675, came the Indians with great numbers upon Lancaster: their first
coming was about sunrising; hearing the noise of some guns, we looked out; several houses were
burning, and the smoke ascending to heaven. There were five persons taken in one house; the father,
and the mother and a sucking child, they knocked on the head; the other two they took and carried
away alive. There were two others, who being out of their garrison upon some occasion were set upon;
one was knocked on the head, the other escaped; another there was who running along was shot and
wounded, and fell down; he begged of them his life, promising them money (as they told me) but they
would not hearken to him but knocked him in head, and stripped him naked, and split open his bowels.
Another, seeing many of the Indians about his barn, ventured and went out, but was quickly shot down.
There were three others belonging to the same garrison who were killed; the Indians getting up upon the
roof of the barn, had advantage to shoot down upon them over their fortification. Thus these murderous
wretches went on, burning, and destroying before them.
At length they came and beset our own house, and quickly it was the dolefulest day that ever mine
eyes saw. The house stood upon the edge of a hill; some of the Indians got behind the hill, others into
the barn, and others behind anything that could shelter them; from all which places they shot against the
house, so that the bullets seemed to fly like hail; and quickly they wounded one man among us, then
another, and then a third. About two hours (according to my observation, in that amazing time) they had
been about the house before they prevailed to fire it (which they did with flax and hemp, which they
brought out of the barn, and there being no defense about the house, only two flankers at two opposite
corners and one of them not finished); they fired it once and one ventured out and quenched it, but they
quickly fired it again, and that took. Now is the dreadful hour come, that I have often heard of (in time
of war, as it was the case of others), but now mine eyes see it. Some in our house were fighting for
their lives, others wallowing in their blood, the house on fire over our heads, and the bloody heathen
ready to knock us on the head, if we stirred out. Now might we hear mothers and children crying out for
themselves, and one another, “Lord, what shall we do?” Then I took my children (and one of my sisters’,
hers) to go forth and leave the house: but as soon as we came to the door and appeared, the Indians shot
so thick that the bullets rattled against the house, as if one had taken an handful of stones and threw
them, so that we were fain to give back. We had six stout dogs belonging to our garrison, but none of
them would stir, though another time, if any Indian had come to the door, they were ready to fly upon
him and tear him down. The Lord hereby would make us the more acknowledge His hand, and to see that
113
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our help is always in Him. But out we must go, the fire increasing, and coming along behind us, roaring,
and the Indians gaping before us with their guns, spears, and hatchets to devour us. No sooner were we
out of the house, but my brother-in-law (being before wounded, in defending the house, in or near the
throat) fell down dead, whereat the Indians scornfully shouted, and hallowed, and were presently upon
him, stripping off his clothes, the bullets flying thick, one went through my side, and the same (as would
seem) through the bowels and hand of my dear child in my arms. One of my elder sisters’ children,
named William, had then his leg broken, which the Indians perceiving, they knocked him on [his] head.
Thus were we butchered by those merciless heathen, standing amazed, with the blood running down to
our heels. My eldest sister being yet in the house, and seeing those woeful sights, the infidels hauling
mothers one way, and children another, and some wallowing in their blood: and her elder son telling her
that her son William was dead, and myself was wounded, she said, “And Lord, let me die with them,”
which was no sooner said, but she was struck with a bullet, and fell down dead over the threshold. I
hope she is reaping the fruit of her good labors, being faithful to the service of God in her place. In
her younger years she lay under much trouble upon spiritual accounts, till it pleased God to make that
precious scripture take hold of her heart, “And he said unto me, my Grace is sufficient for thee” (2
Corinthians 12.9). More than twenty years after, I have heard her tell how sweet and comfortable that
place was to her. But to return: the Indians laid hold of us, pulling me one way, and the children another,
and said, “Come go along with us”; I told them they would kill me: they answered, if I were willing to
go along with them, they would not hurt me.
Oh the doleful sight that now was to behold at this house! “Come, behold the works of the Lord, what
desolations he has made in the earth.” Of thirty-seven persons who were in this one house, none escaped
either present death, or a bitter captivity, save only one, who might say as he, “And I only am escaped
alone to tell the News” (Job 1.15). There were twelve killed, some shot, some stabbed with their spears,
some knocked down with their hatchets. When we are in prosperity, Oh the little that we think of such
dreadful sights, and to see our dear friends, and relations lie bleeding out their heart-blood upon the
ground. There was one who was chopped into the head with a hatchet, and stripped naked, and yet was
crawling up and down. It is a solemn sight to see so many Christians lying in their blood, some here,
and some there, like a company of sheep torn by wolves, all of them stripped naked by a company of
hell-hounds, roaring, singing, ranting, and insulting, as if they would have torn our very hearts out; yet
the Lord by His almighty power preserved a number of us from death, for there were twenty-four of us
taken alive and carried captive.
I had often before this said that if the Indians should come, I should choose rather to be killed by them
than taken alive, but when it came to the trial my mind changed; their glittering weapons so daunted my
spirit, that I chose rather to go along with those (as I may say) ravenous beasts, than that moment to end
my days; and that I may the better declare what happened to me during that grievous captivity, I shall
particularly speak of the several removes we had up and down the wilderness.
THE FIRST REMOVE
Now away we must go with those barbarous creatures, with our bodies wounded and bleeding, and our
hearts no less than our bodies. About a mile we went that night, up upon a hill within sight of the town,
where they intended to lodge. There was hard by a vacant house (deserted by the English before, for fear
of the Indians). I asked them whether I might not lodge in the house that night, to which they answered,
“What, will you love English men still?” This was the dolefulest night that ever my eyes saw. Oh the
roaring, and singing and dancing, and yelling of those black creatures in the night, which made the place
a lively resemblance of hell. And as miserable was the waste that was there made of horses, cattle, sheep,
swine, calves, lambs, roasting pigs, and fowl (which they had plundered in the town), some roasting,
some lying and burning, and some boiling to feed our merciless enemies; who were joyful enough,
though we were disconsolate. To add to the dolefulness of the former day, and the dismalness of the
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present night, my thoughts ran upon my losses and sad bereaved condition. All was gone, my husband
gone (at least separated from me, he being in the Bay; and to add to my grief, the Indians told me they
would kill him as he came homeward), my children gone, my relations and friends gone, our house and
home and all our comforts—within door and without—all was gone (except my life), and I knew not but
the next moment that might go too. There remained nothing to me but one poor wounded babe, and it
seemed at present worse than death that it was in such a pitiful condition, bespeaking compassion, and I
had no refreshing for it, nor suitable things to revive it. Little do many think what is the savageness and
brutishness of this barbarous enemy, Ay, even those that seem to profess more than others among them,
when the English have fallen into their hands.
Those seven that were killed at Lancaster the summer before upon a Sabbath day, and the one that was
afterward killed upon a weekday, were slain and mangled in a barbarous manner, by one-eyed John, and
Marlborough’s Praying Indians, which Capt. Mosely brought to Boston, as the Indians told me.
THE SECOND REMOVE
But now, the next morning, I must turn my back upon the town, and travel with them into the vast and
desolate wilderness, I knew not whither. It is not my tongue, or pen, can express the sorrows of my heart,
and bitterness of my spirit that I had at this departure: but God was with me in a wonderful manner,
carrying me along, and bearing up my spirit, that it did not quite fail. One of the Indians carried my poor
wounded babe upon a horse; it went moaning all along, “I shall die, I shall die.” I went on foot after it,
with sorrow that cannot be expressed. At length I took it off the horse, and carried it in my arms till my
strength failed, and I fell down with it. Then they set me upon a horse with my wounded child in my lap,
and there being no furniture upon the horse’s back, as we were going down a steep hill we both fell over
the horse’s head, at which they, like inhumane creatures, laughed, and rejoiced to see it, though I thought
we should there have ended our days, as overcome with so many difficulties. But the Lord renewed my
strength still, and carried me along, that I might see more of His power; yea, so much that I could never
have thought of, had I not experienced it.
After this it quickly began to snow, and when night came on, they stopped, and now down I must sit
in the snow, by a little fire, and a few boughs behind me, with my sick child in my lap; and calling much
for water, being now (through the wound) fallen into a violent fever. My own wound also growing so
stiff that I could scarce sit down or rise up; yet so it must be, that I must sit all this cold winter night upon
the cold snowy ground, with my sick child in my arms, looking that every hour would be the last of its
life; and having no Christian friend near me, either to comfort or help me. Oh, I may see the wonderful
power of God, that my Spirit did not utterly sink under my affliction: still the Lord upheld me with His
gracious and merciful spirit, and we were both alive to see the light of the next morning.
THE THIRD REMOVE
The morning being come, they prepared to go on their way. One of the Indians got up upon a horse,
and they set me up behind him, with my poor sick babe in my lap. A very wearisome and tedious day
I had of it; what with my own wound, and my child’s being so exceeding sick, and in a lamentable
condition with her wound. It may be easily judged what a poor feeble condition we were in, there
being not the least crumb of refreshing that came within either of our mouths from Wednesday night
to Saturday night, except only a little cold water. This day in the afternoon, about an hour by sun, we
came to the place where they intended, viz. an Indian town, called Wenimesset, northward of Quabaug.
When we were come, Oh the number of pagans (now merciless enemies) that there came about me, that
I may say as David, “I had fainted, unless I had believed, etc” (Psalm 27.13). The next day was the
Sabbath. I then remembered how careless I had been of God’s holy time; how many Sabbaths I had lost
and misspent, and how evilly I had walked in God’s sight; which lay so close unto my spirit, that it was
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easy for me to see how righteous it was with God to cut off the thread of my life and cast me out of
His presence forever. Yet the Lord still showed mercy to me, and upheld me; and as He wounded me
with one hand, so he healed me with the other. This day there came to me one Robert Pepper (a man
belonging to Roxbury) who was taken in Captain Beers’s fight, and had been now a considerable time
with the Indians; and up with them almost as far as Albany, to see King Philip, as he told me, and was
now very lately come into these parts. Hearing, I say, that I was in this Indian town, he obtained leave
to come and see me. He told me he himself was wounded in the leg at Captain Beer’s fight; and was
not able some time to go, but as they carried him, and as he took oaken leaves and laid to his wound,
and through the blessing of God he was able to travel again. Then I took oaken leaves and laid to my
side, and with the blessing of God it cured me also; yet before the cure was wrought, I may say, as it
is in Psalm 38.5-6 “My wounds stink and are corrupt, I am troubled, I am bowed down greatly, I go
mourning all the day long.” I sat much alone with a poor wounded child in my lap, which moaned night
and day, having nothing to revive the body, or cheer the spirits of her, but instead of that, sometimes one
Indian would come and tell me one hour that “your master will knock your child in the head,” and then
a second, and then a third, “your master will quickly knock your child in the head.”
This was the comfort I had from them, miserable comforters are ye all, as he said. Thus nine days
I sat upon my knees, with my babe in my lap, till my flesh was raw again; my child being even ready
to depart this sorrowful world, they bade me carry it out to another wigwam (I suppose because they
would not be troubled with such spectacles) whither I went with a very heavy heart, and down I sat
with the picture of death in my lap. About two hours in the night, my sweet babe like a lamb departed
this life on Feb. 18, 1675. It being about six years, and five months old. It was nine days from the first
wounding, in this miserable condition, without any refreshing of one nature or other, except a little cold
water. I cannot but take notice how at another time I could not bear to be in the room where any dead
person was, but now the case is changed; I must and could lie down by my dead babe, side by side all
the night after. I have thought since of the wonderful goodness of God to me in preserving me in the
use of my reason and senses in that distressed time, that I did not use wicked and violent means to end
my own miserable life. In the morning, when they understood that my child was dead they sent for me
home to my master’s wigwam (by my master in this writing, must be understood Quinnapin, who was
a Sagamore, and married King Philip’s wife’s sister; not that he first took me, but I was sold to him by
another Narragansett Indian, who took me when first I came out of the garrison). I went to take up my
dead child in my arms to carry it with me, but they bid me let it alone; there was no resisting, but go I
must and leave it. When I had been at my master’s wigwam, I took the first opportunity I could get to go
look after my dead child. When I came I asked them what they had done with it; then they told me it was
upon the hill. Then they went and showed me where it was, where I saw the ground was newly digged,
and there they told me they had buried it. There I left that child in the wilderness, and must commit it,
and myself also in this wilderness condition, to Him who is above all. God having taken away this dear
child, I went to see my daughter Mary, who was at this same Indian town, at a wigwam not very far off,
though we had little liberty or opportunity to see one another. She was about ten years old, and taken
from the door at first by a Praying Ind. and afterward sold for a gun. When I came in sight, she would
fall aweeping; at which they were provoked, and would not let me come near her, but bade me be gone;
which was a heart-cutting word to me. I had one child dead, another in the wilderness, I knew not where,
the third they would not let me come near to: “Me (as he said) have ye bereaved of my Children, Joseph
is not, and Simeon is not, and ye will take Benjamin also, all these things are against me.” I could not sit
still in this condition, but kept walking from one place to another. And as I was going along, my heart
was even overwhelmed with the thoughts of my condition, and that I should have children, and a nation
which I knew not, ruled over them. Whereupon I earnestly entreated the Lord, that He would consider
my low estate, and show me a token for good, and if it were His blessed will, some sign and hope of
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some relief. And indeed quickly the Lord answered, in some measure, my poor prayers; for as I was
going up and down mourning and lamenting my condition, my son came to me, and asked me how I
did. I had not seen him before, since the destruction of the town, and I knew not where he was, till I was
informed by himself, that he was amongst a smaller parcel of Indians, whose place was about six miles
off. With tears in his eyes, he asked me whether his sister Sarah was dead; and told me he had seen his
sister Mary; and prayed me, that I would not be troubled in reference to himself. The occasion of his
coming to see me at this time, was this: there was, as I said, about six miles from us, a small plantation
of Indians, where it seems he had been during his captivity; and at this time, there were some forces of
the Ind. gathered out of our company, and some also from them (among whom was my son’s master)
to go to assault and burn Medfield. In this time of the absence of his master, his dame brought him to
see me. I took this to be some gracious answer to my earnest and unfeigned desire. The next day, viz.
to this, the Indians returned from Medfield, all the company, for those that belonged to the other small
company, came through the town that now we were at. But before they came to us, Oh! the outrageous
roaring and hooping that there was. They began their din about a mile before they came to us. By their
noise and hooping they signified how many they had destroyed (which was at that time twenty-three).
Those that were with us at home were gathered together as soon as they heard the hooping, and every
time that the other went over their number, these at home gave a shout, that the very earth rung again.
And thus they continued till those that had been upon the expedition were come up to the Sagamore’s
wigwam; and then, Oh, the hideous insulting and triumphing that there was over some Englishmen’s
scalps that they had taken (as their manner is) and brought with them. I cannot but take notice of the
wonderful mercy of God to me in those afflictions, in sending me a Bible. One of the Indians that came
from Medfield fight, had brought some plunder, came to me, and asked me, if I would have a Bible, he
had got one in his basket. I was glad of it, and asked him, whether he thought the Indians would let me
read? He answered, yes. So I took the Bible, and in that melancholy time, it came into my mind to read
first the 28th chapter of Deuteronomy, which I did, and when I had read it, my dark heart wrought on
this manner: that there was no mercy for me, that the blessings were gone, and the curses come in their
room, and that I had lost my opportunity. But the Lord helped me still to go on reading till I came to
Chap. 30, the seven first verses, where I found, there was mercy promised again, if we would return to
Him by repentance; and though we were scattered from one end of the earth to the other, yet the Lord
would gather us together, and turn all those curses upon our enemies. I do not desire to live to forget this
Scripture, and what comfort it was to me.
Now the Ind. began to talk of removing from this place, some one way, and some another. There were
now besides myself nine English captives in this place (all of them children, except one woman). I got
an opportunity to go and take my leave of them. They being to go one way, and I another, I asked them
whether they were earnest with God for deliverance. They told me they did as they were able, and it was
some comfort to me, that the Lord stirred up children to look to Him. The woman, viz. goodwife Joslin,
told me she should never see me again, and that she could find in her heart to run away. I wished her not
to run away by any means, for we were near thirty miles from any English town, and she very big with
child, and had but one week to reckon, and another child in her arms, two years old, and bad rivers there
were to go over, and we were feeble, with our poor and coarse entertainment. I had my Bible with me,
I pulled it out, and asked her whether she would read. We opened the Bible and lighted on Psalm 27, in
which Psalm we especially took notice of that, ver. ult., “Wait on the Lord, Be of good courage, and he
shall strengthen thine Heart, wait I say on the Lord.”
THE FOURTH REMOVE
And now I must part with that little company I had. Here I parted from my daughter Mary (whom I
never saw again till I saw her in Dorchester, returned from captivity), and from four little cousins and
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neighbors, some of which I never saw afterward: the Lord only knows the end of them. Amongst them
also was that poor woman before mentioned, who came to a sad end, as some of the company told me in
my travel: she having much grief upon her spirit about her miserable condition, being so near her time,
she would be often asking the Indians to let her go home; they not being willing to that, and yet vexed
with her importunity, gathered a great company together about her and stripped her naked, and set her
in the midst of them, and when they had sung and danced about her (in their hellish manner) as long
as they pleased they knocked her on head, and the child in her arms with her. When they had done that
they made a fire and put them both into it, and told the other children that were with them that if they
attempted to go home, they would serve them in like manner. The children said she did not shed one tear,
but prayed all the while. But to return to my own journey, we traveled about half a day or little more,
and came to a desolate place in the wilderness, where there were no wigwams or inhabitants before; we
came about the middle of the afternoon to this place, cold and wet, and snowy, and hungry, and weary,
and no refreshing for man but the cold ground to sit on, and our poor Indian cheer.
Heart-aching thoughts here I had about my poor children, who were scattered up and down among the
wild beasts of the forest. My head was light and dizzy (either through hunger or hard lodging, or trouble
or all together), my knees feeble, my body raw by sitting double night and day, that I cannot express to
man the affliction that lay upon my spirit, but the Lord helped me at that time to express it to Himself.
I opened my Bible to read, and the Lord brought that precious Scripture to me. “Thus saith the Lord,
refrain thy voice from weeping, and thine eyes from tears, for thy work shall be rewarded, and they shall
come again from the land of the enemy” (Jeremiah 31.16). This was a sweet cordial to me when I was
ready to faint; many and many a time have I sat down and wept sweetly over this Scripture. At this place
we continued about four days.
THE FIFTH REMOVE
The occasion (as I thought) of their moving at this time was the English army, it being near and
following them. For they went as if they had gone for their lives, for some considerable way, and then
they made a stop, and chose some of their stoutest men, and sent them back to hold the English army
in play whilst the rest escaped. And then, like Jehu, they marched on furiously, with their old and with
their young: some carried their old decrepit mothers, some carried one, and some another. Four of them
carried a great Indian upon a bier; but going through a thick wood with him, they were hindered, and
could make no haste, whereupon they took him upon their backs, and carried him, one at a time, till
they came to Banquaug river. Upon a Friday, a little after noon, we came to this river. When all the
company was come up, and were gathered together, I thought to count the number of them, but they were
so many, and being somewhat in motion, it was beyond my skill. In this travel, because of my wound,
I was somewhat favored in my load; I carried only my knitting work and two quarts of parched meal.
Being very faint I asked my mistress to give me one spoonful of the meal, but she would not give me
a taste. They quickly fell to cutting dry trees, to make rafts to carry them over the river: and soon my
turn came to go over. By the advantage of some brush which they had laid upon the raft to sit upon, I
did not wet my foot (which many of themselves at the other end were mid-leg deep) which cannot but
be acknowledged as a favor of God to my weakened body, it being a very cold time. I was not before
acquainted with such kind of doings or dangers. “When thou passeth through the waters I will be with
thee, and through the rivers they shall not overflow thee” (Isaiah 43.2). A certain number of us got over
the river that night, but it was the night after the Sabbath before all the company was got over. On the
Saturday they boiled an old horse’s leg which they had got, and so we drank of the broth, as soon as they
thought it was ready, and when it was almost all gone, they filled it up again.
The first week of my being among them I hardly ate any thing; the second week I found my stomach
grow very faint for want of something; and yet it was very hard to get down their filthy trash; but the
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third week, though I could think how formerly my stomach would turn against this or that, and I could
starve and die before I could eat such things, yet they were sweet and savory to my taste. I was at this
time knitting a pair of white cotton stockings for my mistress; and had not yet wrought upon a Sabbath
day. When the Sabbath came they bade me go to work. I told them it was the Sabbath day, and desired
them to let me rest, and told them I would do as much more tomorrow; to which they answered me they
would break my face. And here I cannot but take notice of the strange providence of God in preserving
the heathen. They were many hundreds, old and young, some sick, and some lame; many had papooses
at their backs. The greatest number at this time with us were squaws, and they traveled with all they had,
bag and baggage, and yet they got over this river aforesaid; and on Monday they set their wigwams on
fire, and away they went. On that very day came the English army after them to this river, and saw the
smoke of their wigwams, and yet this river put a stop to them. God did not give them courage or activity
to go over after us. We were not ready for so great a mercy as victory and deliverance. If we had been
God would have found out a way for the English to have passed this river, as well as for the Indians with
their squaws and children, and all their luggage. “Oh that my people had hearkened to me, and Israel
had walked in my ways, I should soon have subdued their enemies, and turned my hand against their
adversaries” (Psalm 81.13-14).
THE SIXTH REMOVE
On Monday (as I said) they set their wigwams on fire and went away. It was a cold morning, and
before us there was a great brook with ice on it; some waded through it, up to the knees and higher, but
others went till they came to a beaver dam, and I amongst them, where through the good providence
of God, I did not wet my foot. I went along that day mourning and lamenting, leaving farther my own
country, and traveling into a vast and howling wilderness, and I understood something of Lot’s wife’s
temptation, when she looked back. We came that day to a great swamp, by the side of which we took
up our lodging that night. When I came to the brow of the hill, that looked toward the swamp, I thought
we had been come to a great Indian town (though there were none but our own company). The Indians
were as thick as the trees: it seemed as if there had been a thousand hatchets going at once. If one looked
before one there was nothing but Indians, and behind one, nothing but Indians, and so on either hand, I
myself in the midst, and no Christian soul near me, and yet how hath the Lord preserved me in safety?
Oh the experience that I have had of the goodness of God, to me and mine!
THE SEVENTH REMOVE
After a restless and hungry night there, we had a wearisome time of it the next day. The swamp by
which we lay was, as it were, a deep dungeon, and an exceeding high and steep hill before it. Before I
got to the top of the hill, I thought my heart and legs, and all would have broken, and failed me. What,
through faintness and soreness of body, it was a grievous day of travel to me. As we went along, I saw
a place where English cattle had been. That was comfort to me, such as it was. Quickly after that we
came to an English path, which so took with me, that I thought I could have freely lyen down and died.
That day, a little after noon, we came to Squakeag, where the Indians quickly spread themselves over the
deserted English fields, gleaning what they could find. Some picked up ears of wheat that were crickled
down; some found ears of Indian corn; some found ground nuts, and others sheaves of wheat that were
frozen together in the shock, and went to threshing of them out. Myself got two ears of Indian corn, and
whilst I did but turn my back, one of them was stolen from me, which much troubled me. There came
an Indian to them at that time with a basket of horse liver. I asked him to give me a piece. “What,” says
he, “can you eat horse liver?” I told him, I would try, if he would give a piece, which he did, and I laid it
on the coals to roast. But before it was half ready they got half of it away from me, so that I was fain to
take the rest and eat it as it was, with the blood about my mouth, and yet a savory bit it was to me: “For
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to the hungry soul every bitter thing is sweet.” A solemn sight methought it was, to see fields of wheat
and Indian corn forsaken and spoiled and the remainders of them to be food for our merciless enemies.
That night we had a mess of wheat for our supper.
THE EIGHTH REMOVE
On the morrow morning we must go over the river, i.e. Connecticut, to meet with King Philip. Two
canoes full they had carried over; the next turn I myself was to go. But as my foot was upon the canoe
to step in there was a sudden outcry among them, and I must step back, and instead of going over the
river, I must go four or five miles up the river farther northward. Some of the Indians ran one way, and
some another. The cause of this rout was, as I thought, their espying some English scouts, who were
thereabout. In this travel up the river about noon the company made a stop, and sat down; some to eat,
and others to rest them. As I sat amongst them, musing of things past, my son Joseph unexpectedly came
to me. We asked of each other’s welfare, bemoaning our doleful condition, and the change that had come
upon us. We had husband and father, and children, and sisters, and friends, and relations, and house, and
home, and many comforts of this life: but now we may say, as Job, “Naked came I out of my mother’s
womb, and naked shall I return: the Lord gave, the Lord hath taken away, blessed be the name of the
Lord.” I asked him whether he would read. He told me he earnestly desired it, I gave him my Bible, and
he lighted upon that comfortable Scripture “I shall not die but live, and declare the works of the Lord:
the Lord hath chastened me sore yet he hath not given me over to death” (Psalm 118.17-18). “Look here,
mother,” says he, “did you read this?” And here I may take occasion to mention one principal ground
of my setting forth these lines: even as the psalmist says, to declare the works of the Lord, and His
wonderful power in carrying us along, preserving us in the wilderness, while under the enemy’s hand,
and returning of us in safety again. And His goodness in bringing to my hand so many comfortable and
suitable scriptures in my distress. But to return, we traveled on till night; and in the morning, we must
go over the river to Philip’s crew. When I was in the canoe I could not but be amazed at the numerous
crew of pagans that were on the bank on the other side. When I came ashore, they gathered all about me,
I sitting alone in the midst. I observed they asked one another questions, and laughed, and rejoiced over
their gains and victories. Then my heart began to fail: and I fell aweeping, which was the first time to my
remembrance, that I wept before them. Although I had met with so much affliction, and my heart was
many times ready to break, yet could I not shed one tear in their sight; but rather had been all this while in
a maze, and like one astonished. But now I may say as Psalm 137.1, “By the Rivers of Babylon, there we
sate down: yea, we wept when we remembered Zion.” There one of them asked me why I wept. I could
hardly tell what to say: Yet I answered, they would kill me. “No,” said he, “none will hurt you.” Then
came one of them and gave me two spoonfuls of meal to comfort me, and another gave me half a pint
of peas; which was more worth than many bushels at another time. Then I went to see King Philip. He
bade me come in and sit down, and asked me whether I would smoke it (a usual compliment nowadays
amongst saints and sinners) but this no way suited me. For though I had formerly used tobacco, yet I had
left it ever since I was first taken. It seems to be a bait the devil lays to make men lose their precious
time. I remember with shame how formerly, when I had taken two or three pipes, I was presently ready
for another, such a bewitching thing it is. But I thank God, He has now given me power over it; surely
there are many who may be better employed than to lie sucking a stinking tobacco-pipe.
Now the Indians gather their forces to go against Northampton. Over night one went about yelling
and hooting to give notice of the design. Whereupon they fell to boiling of ground nuts, and parching
of corn (as many as had it) for their provision; and in the morning away they went. During my abode in
this place, Philip spake to me to make a shirt for his boy, which I did, for which he gave me a shilling.
I offered the money to my master, but he bade me keep it; and with it I bought a piece of horse flesh.
Afterwards he asked me to make a cap for his boy, for which he invited me to dinner. I went, and he gave
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me a pancake, about as big as two fingers. It was made of parched wheat, beaten, and fried in bear’s
grease, but I thought I never tasted pleasanter meat in my life. There was a squaw who spake to me to
make a shirt for her sannup, for which she gave me a piece of bear. Another asked me to knit a pair of
stockings, for which she gave me a quart of peas. I boiled my peas and bear together, and invited my
master and mistress to dinner; but the proud gossip, because I served them both in one dish, would eat
nothing, except one bit that he gave her upon the point of his knife. Hearing that my son was come to this
place, I went to see him, and found him lying flat upon the ground. I asked him how he could sleep so?
He answered me that he was not asleep, but at prayer; and lay so, that they might not observe what he
was doing. I pray God he may remember these things now he is returned in safety. At this place (the sun
now getting higher) what with the beams and heat of the sun, and the smoke of the wigwams, I thought
I should have been blind. I could scarce discern one wigwam from another. There was here one Mary
Thurston of Medfield, who seeing how it was with me, lent me a hat to wear; but as soon as I was gone,
the squaw (who owned that Mary Thurston) came running after me, and got it away again. Here was
the squaw that gave me one spoonful of meal. I put it in my pocket to keep it safe. Yet notwithstanding,
somebody stole it, but put five Indian corns in the room of it; which corns were the greatest provisions I
had in my travel for one day.
The Indians returning from Northampton, brought with them some horses, and sheep, and other things
which they had taken; I desired them that they would carry me to Albany upon one of those horses, and
sell me for powder: for so they had sometimes discoursed. I was utterly hopeless of getting home on
foot, the way that I came. I could hardly bear to think of the many weary steps I had taken, to come to
this place.
THE NINTH REMOVE
But instead of going either to Albany or homeward, we must go five miles up the river, and then go
over it. Here we abode a while. Here lived a sorry Indian, who spoke to me to make him a shirt. When I
had done it, he would pay me nothing. But he living by the riverside, where I often went to fetch water,
I would often be putting of him in mind, and calling for my pay: At last he told me if I would make
another shirt, for a papoose not yet born, he would give me a knife, which he did when I had done it. I
carried the knife in, and my master asked me to give it him, and I was not a little glad that I had anything
that they would accept of, and be pleased with. When we were at this place, my master’s maid came
home; she had been gone three weeks into the Narragansett country to fetch corn, where they had stored
up some in the ground. She brought home about a peck and half of corn. This was about the time that
their great captain, Naananto, was killed in the Narragansett country. My son being now about a mile
from me, I asked liberty to go and see him; they bade me go, and away I went; but quickly lost myself,
traveling over hills and through swamps, and could not find the way to him. And I cannot but admire at
the wonderful power and goodness of God to me, in that, though I was gone from home, and met with
all sorts of Indians, and those I had no knowledge of, and there being no Christian soul near me; yet not
one of them offered the least imaginable miscarriage to me. I turned homeward again, and met with my
master. He showed me the way to my son. When I came to him I found him not well: and withall he had
a boil on his side, which much troubled him. We bemoaned one another a while, as the Lord helped us,
and then I returned again. When I was returned, I found myself as unsatisfied as I was before. I went
up and down mourning and lamenting; and my spirit was ready to sink with the thoughts of my poor
children. My son was ill, and I could not but think of his mournful looks, and no Christian friend was
near him, to do any office of love for him, either for soul or body. And my poor girl, I knew not where
she was, nor whether she was sick, or well, or alive, or dead. I repaired under these thoughts to my Bible
(my great comfort in that time) and that Scripture came to my hand, “Cast thy burden upon the Lord,
and He shall sustain thee” (Psalm 55.22).
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But I was fain to go and look after something to satisfy my hunger, and going among the wigwams,
I went into one and there found a squaw who showed herself very kind to me, and gave me a piece of
bear. I put it into my pocket, and came home, but could not find an opportunity to broil it, for fear they
would get it from me, and there it lay all that day and night in my stinking pocket. In the morning I went
to the same squaw, who had a kettle of ground nuts boiling. I asked her to let me boil my piece of bear
in her kettle, which she did, and gave me some ground nuts to eat with it: and I cannot but think how
pleasant it was to me. I have sometime seen bear baked very handsomely among the English, and some
like it, but the thought that it was bear made me tremble. But now that was savory to me that one would
think was enough to turn the stomach of a brute creature.
One bitter cold day I could find no room to sit down before the fire. I went out, and could not tell what
to do, but I went in to another wigwam, where they were also sitting round the fire, but the squaw laid a
skin for me, and bid me sit down, and gave me some ground nuts, and bade me come again; and told me
they would buy me, if they were able, and yet these were strangers to me that I never saw before.
THE TENTH REMOVE
That day a small part of the company removed about three-quarters of a mile, intending further the
next day. When they came to the place where they intended to lodge, and had pitched their wigwams,
being hungry, I went again back to the place we were before at, to get something to eat, being encouraged
by the squaw’s kindness, who bade me come again. When I was there, there came an Indian to look after
me, who when he had found me, kicked me all along. I went home and found venison roasting that night,
but they would not give me one bit of it. Sometimes I met with favor, and sometimes with nothing but
frowns.
THE ELEVENTH REMOVE
The next day in the morning they took their travel, intending a day’s journey up the river. I took my
load at my back, and quickly we came to wade over the river; and passed over tiresome and wearisome
hills. One hill was so steep that I was fain to creep up upon my knees, and to hold by the twigs and
bushes to keep myself from falling backward. My head also was so light that I usually reeled as I went;
but I hope all these wearisome steps that I have taken, are but a forewarning to me of the heavenly rest:
“I know, O Lord, that thy judgments are right, and that thou in faithfulness hast afflicted me” (Psalm
119.75).
THE TWELFTH REMOVE
It was upon a Sabbath-day-morning, that they prepared for their travel. This morning I asked my
master whether he would sell me to my husband. He answered me “Nux,” which did much rejoice my
spirit. My mistress, before we went, was gone to the burial of a papoose, and returning, she found me
sitting and reading in my Bible; she snatched it hastily out of my hand, and threw it out of doors. I ran
out and catched it up, and put it into my pocket, and never let her see it afterward. Then they packed up
their things to be gone, and gave me my load. I complained it was too heavy, whereupon she gave me a
slap in the face, and bade me go; I lifted up my heart to God, hoping the redemption was not far off; and
the rather because their insolency grew worse and worse.
But the thoughts of my going homeward (for so we bent our course) much cheered my spirit, and
made my burden seem light, and almost nothing at all. But (to my amazement and great perplexity) the
scale was soon turned; for when we had gone a little way, on a sudden my mistress gives out; she would
go no further, but turn back again, and said I must go back again with her, and she called her sannup, and
would have had him gone back also, but he would not, but said he would go on, and come to us again in
three days. My spirit was, upon this, I confess, very impatient, and almost outrageous. I thought I could
as well have died as went back; I cannot declare the trouble that I was in about it; but yet back again
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I must go. As soon as I had the opportunity, I took my Bible to read, and that quieting Scripture came
to my hand, “Be still, and know that I am God” (Psalm 46.10). Which stilled my spirit for the present.
But a sore time of trial, I concluded, I had to go through, my master being gone, who seemed to me
the best friend that I had of an Indian, both in cold and hunger, and quickly so it proved. Down I sat,
with my heart as full as it could hold, and yet so hungry that I could not sit neither; but going out to see
what I could find, and walking among the trees, I found six acorns, and two chestnuts, which were some
refreshment to me. Towards night I gathered some sticks for my own comfort, that I might not lie a-cold;
but when we came to lie down they bade me to go out, and lie somewhere else, for they had company
(they said) come in more than their own. I told them, I could not tell where to go, they bade me go look;
I told them, if I went to another wigwam they would be angry, and send me home again. Then one of
the company drew his sword, and told me he would run me through if I did not go presently. Then was I
fain to stoop to this rude fellow, and to go out in the night, I knew not whither. Mine eyes have seen that
fellow afterwards walking up and down Boston, under the appearance of a Friend Indian, and several
others of the like cut. I went to one wigwam, and they told me they had no room. Then I went to another,
and they said the same; at last an old Indian bade me to come to him, and his squaw gave me some
ground nuts; she gave me also something to lay under my head, and a good fire we had; and through the
good providence of God, I had a comfortable lodging that night. In the morning, another Indian bade me
come at night, and he would give me six ground nuts, which I did. We were at this place and time about
two miles from [the] Connecticut river. We went in the morning to gather ground nuts, to the river, and
went back again that night. I went with a good load at my back (for they when they went, though but a
little way, would carry all their trumpery with them). I told them the skin was off my back, but I had no
other comforting answer from them than this: that it would be no matter if my head were off too.
THE THIRTEENTH REMOVE
Instead of going toward the Bay, which was that I desired, I must go with them five or six miles down
the river into a mighty thicket of brush; where we abode almost a fortnight. Here one asked me to make
a shirt for her papoose, for which she gave me a mess of broth, which was thickened with meal made of
the bark of a tree, and to make it the better, she had put into it about a handful of peas, and a few roasted
ground nuts. I had not seen my son a pretty while, and here was an Indian of whom I made inquiry after
him, and asked him when he saw him. He answered me that such a time his master roasted him, and that
himself did eat a piece of him, as big as his two fingers, and that he was very good meat. But the Lord
upheld my Spirit, under this discouragement; and I considered their horrible addictedness to lying, and
that there is not one of them that makes the least conscience of speaking of truth. In this place, on a cold
night, as I lay by the fire, I removed a stick that kept the heat from me. A squaw moved it down again,
at which I looked up, and she threw a handful of ashes in mine eyes. I thought I should have been quite
blinded, and have never seen more, but lying down, the water run out of my eyes, and carried the dirt
with it, that by the morning I recovered my sight again. Yet upon this, and the like occasions, I hope it
is not too much to say with Job, “Have pity upon me, O ye my Friends, for the Hand of the Lord has
touched me.” And here I cannot but remember how many times sitting in their wigwams, and musing
on things past, I should suddenly leap up and run out, as if I had been at home, forgetting where I was,
and what my condition was; but when I was without, and saw nothing but wilderness, and woods, and a
company of barbarous heathens, my mind quickly returned to me, which made me think of that, spoken
concerning Sampson, who said, “I will go out and shake myself as at other times, but he wist not that the
Lord was departed from him.” About this time I began to think that all my hopes of restoration would
come to nothing. I thought of the English army, and hoped for their coming, and being taken by them,
but that failed. I hoped to be carried to Albany, as the Indians had discoursed before, but that failed also.
I thought of being sold to my husband, as my master spake, but instead of that, my master himself was
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gone, and I left behind, so that my spirit was now quite ready to sink. I asked them to let me go out and
pick up some sticks, that I might get alone, and pour out my heart unto the Lord. Then also I took my
Bible to read, but I found no comfort here neither, which many times I was wont to find. So easy a thing
it is with God to dry up the streams of Scripture comfort from us. Yet I can say, that in all my sorrows
and afflictions, God did not leave me to have my impatience work towards Himself, as if His ways were
unrighteous. But I knew that He laid upon me less than I deserved. Afterward, before this doleful time
ended with me, I was turning the leaves of my Bible, and the Lord brought to me some Scriptures, which
did a little revive me, as that [in] Isaiah 55.8: “For my thoughts are not your thoughts, neither are your
ways my ways, saith the Lord.” And also that [in] Psalm 37.5: “Commit thy way unto the Lord; trust
also in him; and he shall bring it to pass.” About this time they came yelping from Hadley, where they
had killed three Englishmen, and brought one captive with them, viz. Thomas Read. They all gathered
about the poor man, asking him many questions. I desired also to go and see him; and when I came, he
was crying bitterly, supposing they would quickly kill him. Whereupon I asked one of them, whether
they intended to kill him; he answered me, they would not. He being a little cheered with that, I asked
him about the welfare of my husband. He told me he saw him such a time in the Bay, and he was well,
but very melancholy. By which I certainly understood (though I suspected it before) that whatsoever the
Indians told me respecting him was vanity and lies. Some of them told me he was dead, and they had
killed him; some said he was married again, and that the Governor wished him to marry; and told him
he should have his choice, and that all persuaded I was dead. So like were these barbarous creatures to
him who was a liar from the beginning.
As I was sitting once in the wigwam here, Philip’s maid came in with the child in her arms, and asked
me to give her a piece of my apron, to make a flap for it. I told her I would not. Then my mistress bade
me give it, but still I said no. The maid told me if I would not give her a piece, she would tear a piece off
it. I told her I would tear her coat then. With that my mistress rises up, and take up a stick big enough to
have killed me, and struck at me with it. But I stepped out, and she struck the stick into the mat of the
wigwam. But while she was pulling of it out I ran to the maid and gave her all my apron, and so that
storm went over.
Hearing that my son was come to this place, I went to see him, and told him his father was well, but
melancholy. He told me he was as much grieved for his father as for himself. I wondered at his speech,
for I thought I had enough upon my spirit in reference to myself, to make me mindless of my husband
and everyone else; they being safe among their friends. He told me also, that awhile before, his master
(together with other Indians) were going to the French for powder; but by the way the Mohawks met
with them, and killed four of their company, which made the rest turn back again, for it might have been
worse with him, had he been sold to the French, than it proved to be in his remaining with the Indians.
I went to see an English youth in this place, one John Gilbert of Springfield. I found him lying without
doors, upon the ground. I asked him how he did? He told me he was very sick of a flux, with eating
so much blood. They had turned him out of the wigwam, and with him an Indian papoose, almost dead
(whose parents had been killed), in a bitter cold day, without fire or clothes. The young man himself
had nothing on but his shirt and waistcoat. This sight was enough to melt a heart of flint. There they
lay quivering in the cold, the youth round like a dog, the papoose stretched out with his eyes and nose
and mouth full of dirt, and yet alive, and groaning. I advised John to go and get to some fire. He told
me he could not stand, but I persuaded him still, lest he should lie there and die. And with much ado I
got him to a fire, and went myself home. As soon as I was got home his master’s daughter came after
me, to know what I had done with the Englishman. I told her I had got him to a fire in such a place.
Now had I need to pray Paul’s Prayer “That we may be delivered from unreasonable and wicked men”
(2 Thessalonians 3.2). For her satisfaction I went along with her, and brought her to him; but before I got
home again it was noised about that I was running away and getting the English youth, along with me;
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that as soon as I came in they began to rant and domineer, asking me where I had been, and what I had
been doing? and saying they would knock him on the head. I told them I had been seeing the English
youth, and that I would not run away. They told me I lied, and taking up a hatchet, they came to me, and
said they would knock me down if I stirred out again, and so confined me to the wigwam. Now may I
say with David, “I am in a great strait” (2 Samuel 24.14). If I keep in, I must die with hunger, and if I go
out, I must be knocked in head. This distressed condition held that day, and half the next. And then the
Lord remembered me, whose mercies are great. Then came an Indian to me with a pair of stockings that
were too big for him, and he would have me ravel them out, and knit them fit for him. I showed myself
willing, and bid him ask my mistress if I might go along with him a little way; she said yes, I might, but
I was not a little refreshed with that news, that I had my liberty again. Then I went along with him, and
he gave me some roasted ground nuts, which did again revive my feeble stomach.
Being got out of her sight, I had time and liberty again to look into my Bible; which was my guide
by day, and my pillow by night. Now that comfortable Scripture presented itself to me, “For a small
moment have I forsaken thee, but with great mercies will I gather thee” (Isaiah 54.7). Thus the Lord
carried me along from one time to another, and made good to me this precious promise, and many others.
Then my son came to see me, and I asked his master to let him stay awhile with me, that I might comb
his head, and look over him, for he was almost overcome with lice. He told me, when I had done, that
he was very hungry, but I had nothing to relieve him, but bid him go into the wigwams as he went along,
and see if he could get any thing among them. Which he did, and it seems tarried a little too long; for his
master was angry with him, and beat him, and then sold him. Then he came running to tell me he had a
new master, and that he had given him some ground nuts already. Then I went along with him to his new
master who told me he loved him, and he should not want. So his master carried him away, and I never
saw him afterward, till I saw him at Piscataqua in Portsmouth.
That night they bade me go out of the wigwam again. My mistress’s papoose was sick, and it died
that night, and there was one benefit in it—that there was more room. I went to a wigwam, and they
bade me come in, and gave me a skin to lie upon, and a mess of venison and ground nuts, which was
a choice dish among them. On the morrow they buried the papoose, and afterward, both morning and
evening, there came a company to mourn and howl with her; though I confess I could not much condole
with them. Many sorrowful days I had in this place, often getting alone. “Like a crane, or a swallow,
so did I chatter; I did mourn as a dove, mine eyes ail with looking upward. Oh, Lord, I am oppressed;
undertake for me” (Isaiah 38.14). I could tell the Lord, as Hezekiah, “Remember now O Lord, I beseech
thee, how I have walked before thee in truth.” Now had I time to examine all my ways: my conscience
did not accuse me of unrighteousness toward one or other; yet I saw how in my walk with God, I had
been a careless creature. As David said, “Against thee, thee only have I sinned”: and I might say with
the poor publican, “God be merciful unto me a sinner.” On the Sabbath days, I could look upon the sun
and think how people were going to the house of God, to have their souls refreshed; and then home, and
their bodies also; but I was destitute of both; and might say as the poor prodigal, “He would fain have
filled his belly with the husks that the swine did eat, and no man gave unto him” (Luke 15.16). For I
must say with him, “Father, I have sinned against Heaven and in thy sight.” I remembered how on the
night before and after the Sabbath, when my family was about me, and relations and neighbors with us,
we could pray and sing, and then refresh our bodies with the good creatures of God; and then have a
comfortable bed to lie down on; but instead of all this, I had only a little swill for the body and then, like
a swine, must lie down on the ground. I cannot express to man the sorrow that lay upon my spirit; the
Lord knows it. Yet that comfortable Scripture would often come to mind, “For a small moment have I
forsaken thee, but with great mercies will I gather thee.”
THE FOURTEENTH REMOVE
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Now must we pack up and be gone from this thicket, bending our course toward the Baytowns; I
having nothing to eat by the way this day, but a few crumbs of cake, that an Indian gave my girl the same
day we were taken. She gave it me, and I put it in my pocket; there it lay, till it was so moldy (for want
of good baking) that one could not tell what it was made of; it fell all to crumbs, and grew so dry and
hard, that it was like little flints; and this refreshed me many times, when I was ready to faint. It was in
my thoughts when I put it into my mouth, that if ever I returned, I would tell the world what a blessing
the Lord gave to such mean food. As we went along they killed a deer, with a young one in her, they
gave me a piece of the fawn, and it was so young and tender, that one might eat the bones as well as the
flesh, and yet I thought it very good. When night came on we sat down; it rained, but they quickly got
up a bark wigwam, where I lay dry that night. I looked out in the morning, and many of them had lain in
the rain all night, I saw by their reeking. Thus the Lord dealt mercifully with me many times, and I fared
better than many of them. In the morning they took the blood of the deer, and put it into the paunch, and
so boiled it. I could eat nothing of that, though they ate it sweetly. And yet they were so nice in other
things, that when I had fetched water, and had put the dish I dipped the water with into the kettle of water
which I brought, they would say they would knock me down; for they said, it was a sluttish trick.
THE FIFTEENTH REMOVE
We went on our travel. I having got one handful of ground nuts, for my support that day, they gave
me my load, and I went on cheerfully (with the thoughts of going homeward), having my burden more
on my back than my spirit. We came to Banquang river again that day, near which we abode a few days.
Sometimes one of them would give me a pipe, another a little tobacco, another a little salt: which I
would change for a little victuals. I cannot but think what a wolvish appetite persons have in a starving
condition; for many times when they gave me that which was hot, I was so greedy, that I should burn my
mouth, that it would trouble me hours after, and yet I should quickly do the same again. And after I was
thoroughly hungry, I was never again satisfied. For though sometimes it fell out, that I got enough, and
did eat till I could eat no more, yet I was as unsatisfied as I was when I began. And now could I see that
Scripture verified (there being many Scriptures which we do not take notice of, or understand till we are
afflicted) “Thou shalt eat and not be satisfied” (Micah 6.14). Now might I see more than ever before,
the miseries that sin hath brought upon us. Many times I should be ready to run against the heathen,
but the Scripture would quiet me again, “Shall there be evil in a City and the Lord hath not done it?”
(Amos 3.6). The Lord help me to make a right improvement of His word, and that I might learn that
great lesson: “He hath showed thee (Oh Man) what is good, and what doth the Lord require of thee, but
to do justly, and love mercy, and walk humbly with thy God? Hear ye the rod, and who hath appointed
it” (Micah 6.8-9).
THE SIXTEENTH REMOVAL
We began this remove with wading over Banquang river: the water was up to the knees, and the stream
very swift, and so cold that I thought it would have cut me in sunder. I was so weak and feeble, that
I reeled as I went along, and thought there I must end my days at last, after my bearing and getting
through so many difficulties. The Indians stood laughing to see me staggering along; but in my distress
the Lord gave me experience of the truth, and goodness of that promise, “When thou passest through
the waters, I will be with thee; and through the rivers, they shall not overflow thee” (Isaiah 43.2). Then
I sat down to put on my stockings and shoes, with the tears running down mine eyes, and sorrowful
thoughts in my heart, but I got up to go along with them. Quickly there came up to us an Indian, who
informed them that I must go to Wachusett to my master, for there was a letter come from the council
to the Sagamores, about redeeming the captives, and that there would be another in fourteen days, and
that I must be there ready. My heart was so heavy before that I could scarce speak or go in the path; and
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yet now so light, that I could run. My strength seemed to come again, and recruit my feeble knees, and
aching heart. Yet it pleased them to go but one mile that night, and there we stayed two days. In that time
came a company of Indians to us, near thirty, all on horseback. My heart skipped within me, thinking
they had been Englishmen at the first sight of them, for they were dressed in English apparel, with hats,
white neckcloths, and sashes about their waists; and ribbons upon their shoulders; but when they came
near, there was a vast difference between the lovely faces of Christians, and foul looks of those heathens,
which much damped my spirit again.
THE SEVENTEENTH REMOVE
A comfortable remove it was to me, because of my hopes. They gave me a pack, and along we went
cheerfully; but quickly my will proved more than my strength; having little or no refreshing, my strength
failed me, and my spirits were almost quite gone. Now may I say with David “I am poor and needy, and
my heart is wounded within me. I am gone like the shadow when it declineth: I am tossed up and down
like the locust; my knees are weak through fasting, and my flesh faileth of fatness” (Psalm 119.22-24).
At night we came to an Indian town, and the Indians sat down by a wigwam discoursing, but I was
almost spent, and could scarce speak. I laid down my load, and went into the wigwam, and there sat an
Indian boiling of horses feet (they being wont to eat the flesh first, and when the feet were old and dried,
and they had nothing else, they would cut off the feet and use them). I asked him to give me a little of
his broth, or water they were boiling in; he took a dish, and gave me one spoonful of samp, and bid me
take as much of the broth as I would. Then I put some of the hot water to the samp, and drank it up, and
my spirit came again. He gave me also a piece of the ruff or ridding of the small guts, and I broiled it
on the coals; and now may I say with Jonathan, “See, I pray you, how mine eyes have been enlightened,
because I tasted a little of this honey” (1 Samuel 14.29). Now is my spirit revived again; though means
be never so inconsiderable, yet if the Lord bestow His blessing upon them, they shall refresh both soul
and body.
THE EIGHTEENTH REMOVE
We took up our packs and along we went, but a wearisome day I had of it. As we went along I saw an
Englishman stripped naked, and lying dead upon the ground, but knew not who it was. Then we came to
another Indian town, where we stayed all night. In this town there were four English children, captives;
and one of them my own sister’s. I went to see how she did, and she was well, considering her captive
condition. I would have tarried that night with her, but they that owned her would not suffer it. Then I
went into another wigwam, where they were boiling corn and beans, which was a lovely sight to see,
but I could not get a taste thereof. Then I went to another wigwam, where there were two of the English
children; the squaw was boiling horses feet; then she cut me off a little piece, and gave one of the English
children a piece also. Being very hungry I had quickly eat up mine, but the child could not bite it, it was
so tough and sinewy, but lay sucking, gnawing, chewing and slabbering of it in the mouth and hand.
Then I took it of the child, and eat it myself, and savory it was to my taste. Then I may say as Job 6.7,
“The things that my soul refused to touch are as my sorrowful meat.” Thus the Lord made that pleasant
refreshing, which another time would have been an abomination. Then I went home to my mistress’s
wigwam; and they told me I disgraced my master with begging, and if I did so any more, they would
knock me in the head. I told them, they had as good knock me in head as starve me to death.
THE NINETEENTH REMOVE
They said, when we went out, that we must travel to Wachusett this day. But a bitter weary day I
had of it, traveling now three days together, without resting any day between. At last, after many weary
steps, I saw Wachusett hills, but many miles off. Then we came to a great swamp, through which we
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traveled, up to the knees in mud and water, which was heavy going to one tired before. Being almost
spent, I thought I should have sunk down at last, and never got out; but I may say, as in Psalm 94.18,
“When my foot slipped, thy mercy, O Lord, held me up.” Going along, having indeed my life, but little
spirit, Philip, who was in the company, came up and took me by the hand, and said, two weeks more
and you shall be mistress again. I asked him, if he spake true? He answered, “Yes, and quickly you shall
come to your master again; who had been gone from us three weeks.” After many weary steps we came
to Wachusett, where he was: and glad I was to see him. He asked me, when I washed me? I told him not
this month. Then he fetched me some water himself, and bid me wash, and gave me the glass to see how
I looked; and bid his squaw give me something to eat. So she gave me a mess of beans and meat, and a
little ground nut cake. I was wonderfully revived with this favor showed me: “He made them also to be
pitied of all those that carried them captives” (Psalm 106.46).
My master had three squaws, living sometimes with one, and sometimes with another one, this old
squaw, at whose wigwam I was, and with whom my master had been those three weeks. Another was
Wattimore [Weetamoo] with whom I had lived and served all this while. A severe and proud dame
she was, bestowing every day in dressing herself neat as much time as any of the gentry of the land:
powdering her hair, and painting her face, going with necklaces, with jewels in her ears, and bracelets
upon her hands. When she had dressed herself, her work was to make girdles of wampum and beads. The
third squaw was a younger one, by whom he had two papooses. By the time I was refreshed by the old
squaw, with whom my master was, Weetamoo’s maid came to call me home, at which I fell aweeping.
Then the old squaw told me, to encourage me, that if I wanted victuals, I should come to her, and that
I should lie there in her wigwam. Then I went with the maid, and quickly came again and lodged there.
The squaw laid a mat under me, and a good rug over me; the first time I had any such kindness showed
me. I understood that Weetamoo thought that if she should let me go and serve with the old squaw, she
would be in danger to lose not only my service, but the redemption pay also. And I was not a little glad to
hear this; being by it raised in my hopes, that in God’s due time there would be an end of this sorrowful
hour. Then came an Indian, and asked me to knit him three pair of stockings, for which I had a hat, and
a silk handkerchief. Then another asked me to make her a shift, for which she gave me an apron.
Then came Tom and Peter, with the second letter from the council, about the captives. Though they
were Indians, I got them by the hand, and burst out into tears. My heart was so full that I could not speak
to them; but recovering myself, I asked them how my husband did, and all my friends and acquaintance?
They said, “They are all very well but melancholy.” They brought me two biscuits, and a pound of
tobacco. The tobacco I quickly gave away. When it was all gone, one asked me to give him a pipe of
tobacco. I told him it was all gone. Then began he to rant and threaten. I told him when my husband
came I would give him some. Hang him rogue (says he) I will knock out his brains, if he comes here.
And then again, in the same breath they would say that if there should come an hundred without guns,
they would do them no hurt. So unstable and like madmen they were. So that fearing the worst, I durst
not send to my husband, though there were some thoughts of his coming to redeem and fetch me, not
knowing what might follow. For there was little more trust to them than to the master they served. When
the letter was come, the Sagamores met to consult about the captives, and called me to them to inquire
how much my husband would give to redeem me. When I came I sat down among them, as I was wont
to do, as their manner is. Then they bade me stand up, and said they were the General Court. They bid
me speak what I thought he would give. Now knowing that all we had was destroyed by the Indians, I
was in a great strait. I thought if I should speak of but a little it would be slighted, and hinder the matter;
if of a great sum, I knew not where it would be procured. Yet at a venture I said “Twenty pounds,”
yet desired them to take less. But they would not hear of that, but sent that message to Boston, that for
twenty pounds I should be redeemed. It was a Praying Indian that wrote their letter for them. There was
another Praying Indian, who told me, that he had a brother, that would not eat horse; his conscience was
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so tender and scrupulous (though as large as hell, for the destruction of poor Christians). Then he said,
he read that Scripture to him, “There was a famine in Samaria, and behold they besieged it, until an ass’s
head was sold for four-score pieces of silver, and the fourth part of a cab of dove’s dung for five pieces
of silver” (2 Kings 6.25). He expounded this place to his brother, and showed him that it was lawful to
eat that in a famine which is not at another time. And now, says he, he will eat horse with any Indian
of them all. There was another Praying Indian, who when he had done all the mischief that he could,
betrayed his own father into the English hands, thereby to purchase his own life. Another Praying Indian
was at Sudbury fight, though, as he deserved, he was afterward hanged for it. There was another Praying
Indian, so wicked and cruel, as to wear a string about his neck, strung with Christians’ fingers. Another
Praying Indian, when they went to Sudbury fight, went with them, and his squaw also with him, with
her papoose at her back. Before they went to that fight they got a company together to pow-wow. The
manner was as followeth: there was one that kneeled upon a deerskin, with the company round him in
a ring who kneeled, and striking upon the ground with their hands, and with sticks, and muttering or
humming with their mouths. Besides him who kneeled in the ring, there also stood one with a gun in his
hand. Then he on the deerskin made a speech, and all manifested assent to it; and so they did many times
together. Then they bade him with the gun go out of the ring, which he did. But when he was out, they
called him in again; but he seemed to make a stand; then they called the more earnestly, till he returned
again. Then they all sang. Then they gave him two guns, in either hand one. And so he on the deerskin
began again; and at the end of every sentence in his speaking, they all assented, humming or muttering
with their mouths, and striking upon the ground with their hands. Then they bade him with the two guns
go out of the ring again; which he did, a little way. Then they called him in again, but he made a stand.
So they called him with greater earnestness; but he stood reeling and wavering as if he knew not whither
he should stand or fall, or which way to go. Then they called him with exceeding great vehemency, all
of them, one and another. After a little while he turned in, staggering as he went, with his arms stretched
out, in either hand a gun. As soon as he came in they all sang and rejoiced exceedingly a while. And then
he upon the deerskin, made another speech unto which they all assented in a rejoicing manner. And so
they ended their business, and forthwith went to Sudbury fight. To my thinking they went without any
scruple, but that they should prosper, and gain the victory. And they went out not so rejoicing, but they
came home with as great a victory. For they said they had killed two captains and almost an hundred
men. One Englishman they brought along with them: and he said, it was too true, for they had made sad
work at Sudbury, as indeed it proved. Yet they came home without that rejoicing and triumphing over
their victory which they were wont to show at other times; but rather like dogs (as they say) which have
lost their ears. Yet I could not perceive that it was for their own loss of men. They said they had not
lost above five or six; and I missed none, except in one wigwam. When they went, they acted as if the
devil had told them that they should gain the victory; and now they acted as if the devil had told them
they should have a fall. Whither it were so or no, I cannot tell, but so it proved, for quickly they began
to fall, and so held on that summer, till they came to utter ruin. They came home on a Sabbath day, and
the Powaw that kneeled upon the deer-skin came home (I may say, without abuse) as black as the devil.
When my master came home, he came to me and bid me make a shirt for his papoose, of a holland-laced
pillowbere. About that time there came an Indian to me and bid me come to his wigwam at night, and
he would give me some pork and ground nuts. Which I did, and as I was eating, another Indian said to
me, he seems to be your good friend, but he killed two Englishmen at Sudbury, and there lie their clothes
behind you: I looked behind me, and there I saw bloody clothes, with bullet-holes in them. Yet the Lord
suffered not this wretch to do me any hurt. Yea, instead of that, he many times refreshed me; five or six
times did he and his squaw refresh my feeble carcass. If I went to their wigwam at any time, they would
always give me something, and yet they were strangers that I never saw before. Another squaw gave me
a piece of fresh pork, and a little salt with it, and lent me her pan to fry it in; and I cannot but remember
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what a sweet, pleasant and delightful relish that bit had to me, to this day. So little do we prize common
mercies when we have them to the full.
THE TWENTIETH REMOVE
It was their usual manner to remove, when they had done any mischief, lest they should be found out;
and so they did at this time. We went about three or four miles, and there they built a great wigwam,
big enough to hold an hundred Indians, which they did in preparation to a great day of dancing. They
would say now amongst themselves, that the governor would be so angry for his loss at Sudbury, that
he would send no more about the captives, which made me grieve and tremble. My sister being not far
from the place where we now were, and hearing that I was here, desired her master to let her come and
see me, and he was willing to it, and would go with her; but she being ready before him, told him she
would go before, and was come within a mile or two of the place. Then he overtook her, and began to
rant as if he had been mad, and made her go back again in the rain; so that I never saw her till I saw her
in Charlestown. But the Lord requited many of their ill doings, for this Indian her master, was hanged
afterward at Boston. The Indians now began to come from all quarters, against their merry dancing day.
Among some of them came one goodwife Kettle. I told her my heart was so heavy that it was ready to
break. “So is mine too,” said she, but yet said, “I hope we shall hear some good news shortly.” I could
hear how earnestly my sister desired to see me, and I as earnestly desired to see her; and yet neither of
us could get an opportunity. My daughter was also now about a mile off, and I had not seen her in nine
or ten weeks, as I had not seen my sister since our first taking. I earnestly desired them to let me go and
see them: yea, I entreated, begged, and persuaded them, but to let me see my daughter; and yet so hardhearted were they, that they would not suffer it. They made use of their tyrannical power whilst they had
it; but through the Lord’s wonderful mercy, their time was now but short.
On a Sabbath day, the sun being about an hour high in the afternoon, came Mr. John Hoar (the council
permitting him, and his own foreward spirit inclining him), together with the two forementioned Indians,
Tom and Peter, with their third letter from the council. When they came near, I was abroad. Though I
saw them not, they presently called me in, and bade me sit down and not stir. Then they catched up their
guns, and away they ran, as if an enemy had been at hand, and the guns went off apace. I manifested
some great trouble, and they asked me what was the matter? I told them I thought they had killed the
Englishman (for they had in the meantime informed me that an Englishman was come). They said, no.
They shot over his horse and under and before his horse, and they pushed him this way and that way,
at their pleasure, showing what they could do. Then they let them come to their wigwams. I begged of
them to let me see the Englishman, but they would not. But there was I fain to sit their pleasure. When
they had talked their fill with him, they suffered me to go to him. We asked each other of our welfare,
and how my husband did, and all my friends? He told me they were all well, and would be glad to see
me. Amongst other things which my husband sent me, there came a pound of tobacco, which I sold for
nine shillings in money; for many of the Indians for want of tobacco, smoked hemlock, and ground ivy.
It was a great mistake in any, who thought I sent for tobacco; for through the favor of God, that desire
was overcome. I now asked them whether I should go home with Mr. Hoar? They answered no, one and
another of them, and it being night, we lay down with that answer. In the morning Mr. Hoar invited the
Sagamores to dinner; but when we went to get it ready we found that they had stolen the greatest part of
the provision Mr. Hoar had brought, out of his bags, in the night. And we may see the wonderful power
of God, in that one passage, in that when there was such a great number of the Indians together, and so
greedy of a little good food, and no English there but Mr. Hoar and myself, that there they did not knock
us in the head, and take what we had, there being not only some provision, but also trading-cloth, a part
of the twenty pounds agreed upon. But instead of doing us any mischief, they seemed to be ashamed of
the fact, and said, it were some matchit Indian that did it. Oh, that we could believe that there is nothing
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too hard for God! God showed His power over the heathen in this, as He did over the hungry lions when
Daniel was cast into the den. Mr. Hoar called them betime to dinner, but they ate very little, they being
so busy in dressing themselves, and getting ready for their dance, which was carried on by eight of them,
four men and four squaws. My master and mistress being two. He was dressed in his holland shirt, with
great laces sewed at the tail of it; he had his silver buttons, his white stockings, his garters were hung
round with shillings, and he had girdles of wampum upon his head and shoulders. She had a kersey coat,
and covered with girdles of wampum from the loins upward. Her arms from her elbows to her hands
were covered with bracelets; there were handfuls of necklaces about her neck, and several sorts of jewels
in her ears. She had fine red stockings, and white shoes, her hair powdered and face painted red, that was
always before black. And all the dancers were after the same manner. There were two others singing and
knocking on a kettle for their music. They kept hopping up and down one after another, with a kettle of
water in the midst, standing warm upon some embers, to drink of when they were dry. They held on till
it was almost night, throwing out wampum to the standers by. At night I asked them again, if I should go
home? They all as one said no, except my husband would come for me. When we were lain down, my
master went out of the wigwam, and by and by sent in an Indian called James the Printer, who told Mr.
Hoar, that my master would let me go home tomorrow, if he would let him have one pint of liquors. Then
Mr. Hoar called his own Indians, Tom and Peter, and bid them go and see whether he would promise it
before them three; and if he would, he should have it; which he did, and he had it. Then Philip smelling
the business called me to him, and asked me what I would give him, to tell me some good news, and
speak a good word for me. I told him I could not tell what to give him. I would [give him] anything I
had, and asked him what he would have? He said two coats and twenty shillings in money, and half a
bushel of seed corn, and some tobacco. I thanked him for his love; but I knew the good news as well as
the crafty fox. My master after he had had his drink, quickly came ranting into the wigwam again, and
called for Mr. Hoar, drinking to him, and saying, he was a good man, and then again he would say, “hang
him rogue.” Being almost drunk, he would drink to him, and yet presently say he should be hanged.
Then he called for me. I trembled to hear him, yet I was fain to go to him, and he drank to me, showing
no incivility. He was the first Indian I saw drunk all the while that I was amongst them. At last his squaw
ran out, and he after her, round the wigwam, with his money jingling at his knees. But she escaped him.
But having an old squaw he ran to her; and so through the Lord’s mercy, we were no more troubled
that night. Yet I had not a comfortable night’s rest; for I think I can say, I did not sleep for three nights
together. The night before the letter came from the council, I could not rest, I was so full of fears and
troubles, God many times leaving us most in the dark, when deliverance is nearest. Yea, at this time I
could not rest night nor day. The next night I was overjoyed, Mr. Hoar being come, and that with such
good tidings. The third night I was even swallowed up with the thoughts of things, viz. that ever I should
go home again; and that I must go, leaving my children behind me in the wilderness; so that sleep was
now almost departed from mine eyes.
On Tuesday morning they called their general court (as they call it) to consult and determine, whether
I should go home or no. And they all as one man did seemingly consent to it, that I should go home;
except Philip, who would not come among them.
But before I go any further, I would take leave to mention a few remarkable passages of providence,
which I took special notice of in my afflicted time.
1. Of the fair opportunity lost in the long march, a little after the fort fight, when our English army was
so numerous, and in pursuit of the enemy, and so near as to take several and destroy them, and the enemy
in such distress for food that our men might track them by their rooting in the earth for ground nuts,
whilst they were flying for their lives. I say, that then our army should want provision, and be forced to
leave their pursuit and return homeward; and the very next week the enemy came upon our town, like
bears bereft of their whelps, or so many ravenous wolves, rending us and our lambs to death. But what
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shall I say? God seemed to leave his People to themselves, and order all things for His own holy ends.
Shall there be evil in the City and the Lord hath not done it? They are not grieved for the affliction of
Joseph, therefore shall they go captive, with the first that go captive. It is the Lord’s doing, and it should
be marvelous in our eyes.
2. I cannot but remember how the Indians derided the slowness, and dullness of the English army, in
its setting out. For after the desolations at Lancaster and Medfield, as I went along with them, they asked
me when I thought the English army would come after them? I told them I could not tell. “It may be they
will come in May,” said they. Thus did they scoff at us, as if the English would be a quarter of a year
getting ready.
3. Which also I have hinted before, when the English army with new supplies were sent forth to pursue
after the enemy, and they understanding it, fled before them till they came to Banquang river, where
they forthwith went over safely; that that river should be impassable to the English. I can but admire to
see the wonderful providence of God in preserving the heathen for further affliction to our poor country.
They could go in great numbers over, but the English must stop. God had an over-ruling hand in all those
things.
4. It was thought, if their corn were cut down, they would starve and die with hunger, and all their
corn that could be found, was destroyed, and they driven from that little they had in store, into the woods
in the midst of winter; and yet how to admiration did the Lord preserve them for His holy ends, and the
destruction of many still amongst the English! strangely did the Lord provide for them; that I did not see
(all the time I was among them) one man, woman, or child, die with hunger.
Though many times they would eat that, that a hog or a dog would hardly touch; yet by that God
strengthened them to be a scourge to His people.
The chief and commonest food was ground nuts. They eat also nuts and acorns, artichokes, lilly roots,
ground beans, and several other weeds and roots, that I know not.
They would pick up old bones, and cut them to pieces at the joints, and if they were full of worms
and maggots, they would scald them over the fire to make the vermine come out, and then boil them,
and drink up the liquor, and then beat the great ends of them in a mortar, and so eat them. They would
eat horse’s guts, and ears, and all sorts of wild birds which they could catch; also bear, venison, beaver,
tortoise, frogs, squirrels, dogs, skunks, rattlesnakes; yea, the very bark of trees; besides all sorts of
creatures, and provision which they plundered from the English. I can but stand in admiration to see the
wonderful power of God in providing for such a vast number of our enemies in the wilderness, where
there was nothing to be seen, but from hand to mouth. Many times in a morning, the generality of them
would eat up all they had, and yet have some further supply against they wanted. It is said, “Oh, that
my People had hearkened to me, and Israel had walked in my ways, I should soon have subdued their
Enemies, and turned my hand against their Adversaries” (Psalm 81.13-14). But now our perverse and
evil carriages in the sight of the Lord, have so offended Him, that instead of turning His hand against
them, the Lord feeds and nourishes them up to be a scourge to the whole land.
5. Another thing that I would observe is the strange providence of God, in turning things about when
the Indians was at the highest, and the English at the lowest. I was with the enemy eleven weeks and five
days, and not one week passed without the fury of the enemy, and some desolation by fire and sword
upon one place or other. They mourned (with their black faces) for their own losses, yet triumphed and
rejoiced in their inhumane, and many times devilish cruelty to the English. They would boast much of
their victories; saying that in two hours time they had destroyed such a captain and his company at such
a place; and boast how many towns they had destroyed, and then scoff, and say they had done them a
good turn to send them to Heaven so soon. Again, they would say this summer that they would knock all
the rogues in the head, or drive them into the sea, or make them fly the country; thinking surely, Agaglike, “The bitterness of Death is past.” Now the heathen begins to think all is their own, and the poor
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Christians’ hopes to fail (as to man) and now their eyes are more to God, and their hearts sigh heavenward; and to say in good earnest, “Help Lord, or we perish.” When the Lord had brought His people to
this, that they saw no help in anything but Himself; then He takes the quarrel into His own hand; and
though they had made a pit, in their own imaginations, as deep as hell for the Christians that summer,
yet the Lord hurled themselves into it. And the Lord had not so many ways before to preserve them, but
now He hath as many to destroy them.
But to return again to my going home, where we may see a remarkable change of providence. At first
they were all against it, except my husband would come for me, but afterwards they assented to it, and
seemed much to rejoice in it; some asked me to send them some bread, others some tobacco, others
shaking me by the hand, offering me a hood and scarfe to ride in; not one moving hand or tongue against
it. Thus hath the Lord answered my poor desire, and the many earnest requests of others put up unto God
for me. In my travels an Indian came to me and told me, if I were willing, he and his squaw would run
away, and go home along with me. I told him no: I was not willing to run away, but desired to wait God’s
time, that I might go home quietly, and without fear. And now God hath granted me my desire. O the
wonderful power of God that I have seen, and the experience that I have had. I have been in the midst of
those roaring lions, and savage bears, that feared neither God, nor man, nor the devil, by night and day,
alone and in company, sleeping all sorts together, and yet not one of them ever offered me the least abuse
of unchastity to me, in word or action. Though some are ready to say I speak it for my own credit; but I
speak it in the presence of God, and to His Glory. God’s power is as great now, and as sufficient to save,
as when He preserved Daniel in the lion’s den; or the three children in the fiery furnace. I may well say
as his Psalm 107.12 “Oh give thanks unto the Lord for he is good, for his mercy endureth for ever.” Let
the redeemed of the Lord say so, whom He hath redeemed from the hand of the enemy, especially that
I should come away in the midst of so many hundreds of enemies quietly and peaceably, and not a dog
moving his tongue. So I took my leave of them, and in coming along my heart melted into tears, more
than all the while I was with them, and I was almost swallowed up with the thoughts that ever I should
go home again. About the sun going down, Mr. Hoar, and myself, and the two Indians came to Lancaster,
and a solemn sight it was to me. There had I lived many comfortable years amongst my relations and
neighbors, and now not one Christian to be seen, nor one house left standing. We went on to a farmhouse
that was yet standing, where we lay all night, and a comfortable lodging we had, though nothing but
straw to lie on. The Lord preserved us in safety that night, and raised us up again in the morning, and
carried us along, that before noon, we came to Concord. Now was I full of joy, and yet not without
sorrow; joy to see such a lovely sight, so many Christians together, and some of them my neighbors.
There I met with my brother, and my brother-in-law, who asked me, if I knew where his wife was? Poor
heart! he had helped to bury her, and knew it not. She being shot down by the house was partly burnt,
so that those who were at Boston at the desolation of the town, and came back afterward, and buried the
dead, did not know her. Yet I was not without sorrow, to think how many were looking and longing, and
my own children amongst the rest, to enjoy that deliverance that I had now received, and I did not know
whether ever I should see them again. Being recruited with food and raiment we went to Boston that day,
where I met with my dear husband, but the thoughts of our dear children, one being dead, and the other
we could not tell where, abated our comfort each to other. I was not before so much hemmed in with the
merciless and cruel heathen, but now as much with pitiful, tender-hearted and compassionate Christians.
In that poor, and distressed, and beggarly condition I was received in; I was kindly entertained in several
houses. So much love I received from several (some of whom I knew, and others I knew not) that I
am not capable to declare it. But the Lord knows them all by name. The Lord reward them sevenfold
into their bosoms of His spirituals, for their temporals. The twenty pounds, the price of my redemption,
was raised by some Boston gentlemen, and Mrs. Usher, whose bounty and religious charity, I would
not forget to make mention of. Then Mr. Thomas Shepard of Charlestown received us into his house,
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where we continued eleven weeks; and a father and mother they were to us. And many more tenderhearted friends we met with in that place. We were now in the midst of love, yet not without much and
frequent heaviness of heart for our poor children, and other relations, who were still in affliction. The
week following, after my coming in, the governor and council sent forth to the Indians again; and that
not without success; for they brought in my sister, and goodwife Kettle. Their not knowing where our
children were was a sore trial to us still, and yet we were not without secret hopes that we should see
them again. That which was dead lay heavier upon my spirit, than those which were alive and amongst
the heathen: thinking how it suffered with its wounds, and I was no way able to relieve it; and how it
was buried by the heathen in the wilderness from among all Christians. We were hurried up and down in
our thoughts, sometime we should hear a report that they were gone this way, and sometimes that; and
that they were come in, in this place or that. We kept inquiring and listening to hear concerning them,
but no certain news as yet. About this time the council had ordered a day of public thanksgiving. Though
I thought I had still cause of mourning, and being unsettled in our minds, we thought we would ride
toward the eastward, to see if we could hear anything concerning our children. And as we were riding
along (God is the wise disposer of all things) between Ipswich and Rowley we met with Mr. William
Hubbard, who told us that our son Joseph was come in to Major Waldron’s, and another with him, which
was my sister’s son. I asked him how he knew it? He said the major himself told him so. So along we
went till we came to Newbury; and their minister being absent, they desired my husband to preach the
thanksgiving for them; but he was not willing to stay there that night, but would go over to Salisbury,
to hear further, and come again in the morning, which he did, and preached there that day. At night,
when he had done, one came and told him that his daughter was come in at Providence. Here was mercy
on both hands. Now hath God fulfilled that precious Scripture which was such a comfort to me in my
distressed condition. When my heart was ready to sink into the earth (my children being gone, I could
not tell whither) and my knees trembling under me, and I was walking through the valley of the shadow
of death; then the Lord brought, and now has fulfilled that reviving word unto me: “Thus saith the Lord,
Refrain thy voice from weeping, and thine eyes from tears, for thy Work shall be rewarded, saith the
Lord, and they shall come again from the Land of the Enemy.” Now we were between them, the one on
the east, and the other on the west. Our son being nearest, we went to him first, to Portsmouth, where
we met with him, and with the Major also, who told us he had done what he could, but could not redeem
him under seven pounds, which the good people thereabouts were pleased to pay. The Lord reward the
major, and all the rest, though unknown to me, for their labor of Love. My sister’s son was redeemed for
four pounds, which the council gave order for the payment of. Having now received one of our children,
we hastened toward the other. Going back through Newbury my husband preached there on the Sabbath
day; for which they rewarded him many fold.
On Monday we came to Charlestown, where we heard that the governor of Rhode Island had sent over
for our daughter, to take care of her, being now within his jurisdiction; which should not pass without our
acknowledgments. But she being nearer Rehoboth than Rhode Island, Mr. Newman went over, and took
care of her and brought her to his own house. And the goodness of God was admirable to us in our low
estate, in that He raised up passionate friends on every side to us, when we had nothing to recompense
any for their love. The Indians were now gone that way, that it was apprehended dangerous to go to
her. But the carts which carried provision to the English army, being guarded, brought her with them to
Dorchester, where we received her safe. Blessed be the Lord for it, for great is His power, and He can
do whatsoever seemeth Him good. Her coming in was after this manner: she was traveling one day with
the Indians, with her basket at her back; the company of Indians were got before her, and gone out of
sight, all except one squaw; she followed the squaw till night, and then both of them lay down, having
nothing over them but the heavens and under them but the earth. Thus she traveled three days together,
not knowing whither she was going; having nothing to eat or drink but water, and green hirtle-berries. At
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last they came into Providence, where she was kindly entertained by several of that town. The Indians
often said that I should never have her under twenty pounds. But now the Lord hath brought her in upon
free-cost, and given her to me the second time. The Lord make us a blessing indeed, each to others. Now
have I seen that Scripture also fulfilled, “If any of thine be driven out to the outmost parts of heaven,
from thence will the Lord thy God gather thee, and from thence will he fetch thee. And the Lord thy
God will put all these curses upon thine enemies, and on them which hate thee, which persecuted thee”
(Deuteronomy 30.4-7). Thus hath the Lord brought me and mine out of that horrible pit, and hath set us
in the midst of tender-hearted and compassionate Christians. It is the desire of my soul that we may walk
worthy of the mercies received, and which we are receiving.
Our family being now gathered together (those of us that were living), the South Church in Boston
hired an house for us. Then we removed from Mr. Shepard’s, those cordial friends, and went to Boston,
where we continued about three-quarters of a year. Still the Lord went along with us, and provided
graciously for us. I thought it somewhat strange to set up house-keeping with bare walls; but as Solomon
says, “Money answers all things” and that we had through the benevolence of Christian friends, some
in this town, and some in that, and others; and some from England; that in a little time we might look,
and see the house furnished with love. The Lord hath been exceeding good to us in our low estate, in
that when we had neither house nor home, nor other necessaries, the Lord so moved the hearts of these
and those towards us, that we wanted neither food, nor raiment for ourselves or ours: “There is a Friend
which sticketh closer than a Brother” (Proverbs 18.24). And how many such friends have we found, and
now living amongst? And truly such a friend have we found him to be unto us, in whose house we lived,
viz. Mr. James Whitcomb, a friend unto us near hand, and afar off.
I can remember the time when I used to sleep quietly without workings in my thoughts, whole nights
together, but now it is other ways with me. When all are fast about me, and no eye open, but His who
ever waketh, my thoughts are upon things past, upon the awful dispensation of the Lord towards us, upon
His wonderful power and might, in carrying of us through so many difficulties, in returning us in safety,
and suffering none to hurt us. I remember in the night season, how the other day I was in the midst of
thousands of enemies, and nothing but death before me. It is then hard work to persuade myself, that
ever I should be satisfied with bread again. But now we are fed with the finest of the wheat, and, as I
may say, with honey out of the rock. Instead of the husk, we have the fatted calf. The thoughts of these
things in the particulars of them, and of the love and goodness of God towards us, make it true of me,
what David said of himself, “I watered my Couch with my tears” (Psalm 6.6). Oh! the wonderful power
of God that mine eyes have seen, affording matter enough for my thoughts to run in, that when others
are sleeping mine eyes are weeping.
I have seen the extreme vanity of this world: One hour I have been in health, and wealthy, wanting
nothing. But the next hour in sickness and wounds, and death, having nothing but sorrow and affliction.
Before I knew what affliction meant, I was ready sometimes to wish for it. When I lived in prosperity,
having the comforts of the world about me, my relations by me, my heart cheerful, and taking little care
for anything, and yet seeing many, whom I preferred before myself, under many trials and afflictions, in
sickness, weakness, poverty, losses, crosses, and cares of the world, I should be sometimes jealous least
I should have my portion in this life, and that Scripture would come to my mind, “For whom the Lord
loveth he chasteneth, and scourgeth every Son whom he receiveth” (Hebrews 12.6). But now I see the
Lord had His time to scourge and chasten me. The portion of some is to have their afflictions by drops,
now one drop and then another; but the dregs of the cup, the wine of astonishment, like a sweeping rain
that leaveth no food, did the Lord prepare to be my portion. Affliction I wanted, and affliction I had, full
measure (I thought), pressed down and running over. Yet I see, when God calls a person to anything, and
through never so many difficulties, yet He is fully able to carry them through and make them see, and
say they have been gainers thereby. And I hope I can say in some measure, as David did, “It is good for
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me that I have been afflicted.” The Lord hath showed me the vanity of these outward things. That they
are the vanity of vanities, and vexation of spirit, that they are but a shadow, a blast, a bubble, and things
of no continuance. That we must rely on God Himself, and our whole dependance must be upon Him.
If trouble from smaller matters begin to arise in me, I have something at hand to check myself with, and
say, why am I troubled? It was but the other day that if I had had the world, I would have given it for
my freedom, or to have been a servant to a Christian. I have learned to look beyond present and smaller
troubles, and to be quieted under them. As Moses said, “Stand still and see the salvation of the Lord”
(Exodus 14.13).
Finis.
Source:
Narrative of the Captivity and Restoration of Mrs. Mary Rowlandson, Mary Rowlandson, (circa
1682). Public Domain

This work (Narrative of the Captivity and Restoration of Mrs. Mary Rowlandson by Mary Rowlandson) is free of known
copyright restrictions.
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28.
Introduction to Literature of The Revolution
Wendy Kurant

The American eighteenth century—often called the Revolutionary or Early National period because
it coincided with the establishment of the soon-to-be United States—was one punctuated by warfare
and nation building. The country’s first major experience with warfare in the century came with the
French and Indian War. Part of the broader Seven Years War, this North American phase began in 1754
with territorial disputes over the upper Ohio River Valley by traders and settlers of New France and
traders and setters of the Virginia and Pennsylvania colonies. The dispute escalated when both territories
established forts in the area and escalated again when they called their respective mother countries into
the argument. The fight between the colonies was another extension of the historic enmity between
France and England and was also mirrored by enmities between different Native American tribes who
allied themselves to the side which best served their interests and desire to defeat rival tribes. The North
American phase of the war concluded in 1760. The larger conflict was not settled until 1763, and France
was compelled to cede Canada and lands east of the Mississippi to England.
American colonies’ participation in the French and Indian War affected the American Revolution in
two ways: American militias gained valuable military experience that was put to use in the later conflict,
and American dissatisfaction with England erupted once they started getting the bills from the war. The
British government and public felt that it was only right that the American colonists help pay the costs
of conducting the French and Indian War since it was on their behalf. The American colonists disagreed
since they had no representation in the government that decided what to tax and how much. American
resentment of and resistance to England peaked with the so-called Intolerable Acts of 1774, which added
the insult of usurped governance to the injury of taxation. Among other things, the Intolerable Acts
closed the port of Boston until the tea destroyed in the Boston Tea Party was repaid. It also put the
Massachusetts government under direct British control and required American colonists to quarter the
British soldiers there to enforce that control. In response, all the colonies with the exception of Georgia
convened the First Continental Congress and sent a Declaration of Rights and Grievances to England
in late 1774. England’s reply was to send troops to put down colonial resistance, and the Battles of
Lexington and Concord in April of 1775 initiated the American Revolutionary War.
Soon after those battles, the colonists set about establishing a government. The Second Continental
Congress met to draft the Articles of Confederation. Codifying a loose connection among sovereign
states with a limited central government, the Articles also established the new name of the country and
a bicameral federal legislature, one side with representation proportionate to population and the other
with equal representation. Completed in 1777 and finally ratified in 1781, the Articles proved to be
problematic after peace with England was officially declared with the Treaty of Paris in 1783. While
the new Congress had the power to pass laws, it lacked the power to enforce them, and it became clear
within four years of nationhood that a new plan was needed.

When the delegates to the Constitutional Convention met in 1787, they all agreed
to the rule of secrecy—no details of the new Constitution would be leaked until the
draft was complete and offered to the states for ratification. It was only when the draft
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was released in 1789 that the national debate about its principles began in earnest. Two
major positions quickly coalesced. The Federalists, who included George Washington
and Benjamin Franklin, supported the Constitution as written, favoring a strong central
government composed of executive and judicial branches added to the legislative branch
and relatively weaker state governments. Anti-Federalists like Patrick Henry were leery
of the consolidation of power by a federal government headed by a President, arguing
that the Constitution replicated a system like the one from which they had just separated.
They wanted strong state governments because they thought states would be more likely
to protect individual freedoms. Anti-federalists ultimately influenced the new form of the
federal government by the addition of the Bill of Rights, designed to protect individual
rights from the power of the federal government. The Constitution and the Bill of Rights
containing ten amendments were finally ratified by the last state in 1790.
Source:
Becoming America, Wendy Kurant, ed., CC-BY-SA

29.
Author Introduction-- Benjamin Franklin (1706–1790)
Wendy Kurant

Born in Boston, Benjamin Franklin was the youngest son of the youngest son five generations back. His
father, Josiah Franklin, left Northamptonshire, England for America in reaction against the Church of
England. Though he tried to have his son educated formally by enrolling him in the Boston Grammar
School, Josiah was forced by financial circumstances to bring Benjamin into his tallow chandler and
soap boiling business. Franklin hated the business, particularly the smell, so he was even- tually
apprenticed to his brother James, who had learned the printing trade in England and started a newspaper,
The New England Courant.
Figure 1. Benjamin Franklin at work on a printing press.

Franklin took to printing and the printed word, reading voraciously not only the business’s
publications but also the books loaned to him by its patrons and friends. Through reading and using texts
as models, Franklin acquired great facility in writing. An editorial he wrote under the pseudonym of
“Silence Dogood” was published by his brother, who had no idea of the piece’s true authorship. James
was imprisoned after quarreling with Massachusetts authorities, leaving Franklin to run the business
during his absence. Franklin was only sixteen.
James also quarreled with Benjamin, who sought freedom from James’s temper and tyranny by
running away, determined to make his own way in the world. In 1723, he arrived in Philadelphia and
walked up the Market Street wharf munching on one of three large puffy rolls and carrying small
141
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change in his pocket. He found work as a printer there until, upon what proved to be the groundless
encouragement of William Keith (1669–1749), a governor of the province, Franklin traveled to England
to purchase printing equipment and start a new printing business of his own. He worked for others at
printing houses for two years before returning home. While in England, he also read widely, and saw
first-hand the growing importance of the periodical, the long periodical essay, and the persona of an
author who served as intermediary between a large audience of readers and the news and events of the
day.
He put this knowledge to good purpose once he returned to Philadelphia, first co-owning then owning
outright a new printing business that published The Pennsylvania Gazette; books from the Continent;
and, from 1733 to 1758, an almanac using the persona of Poor Richard, or Richard Saunders. Poor
Richard’s Almanac became immensely popular, eventually selling 10,000 copies per year. With wit,
puns, and word play, Franklin offered distinctly American aphorisms, maxims, and proverbs on reason
versus faith, household management, thrift, the work ethic, and good manners.
In 1730, he married Deborah Read who bore two children and helped raise Franklin’s illegitimate
son William. It was for William that Franklin wrote the first part of The Autobiography of Benjamin
Franklin. The quintessential self- made man, his business success allowed Franklin to retire at the age of
forty-two and focus his energies on the common good and public affairs. He had already contributed a
great deal to both, including inventing an eponymous stove and founding the first circulating library; the
American Philosophical Society; and the Pennsylvania Hospital. He also promoted the establishment of
the University of Pennsylvania, an institution of higher learning grounded in secular education.
He applied the tenets of this education in first-hand observation and study of the natural world, from
earthquakes to electricity. His Experiments and Observations on Electricity (1751–1753) won him the
respect of scientists around the world. Like other humanist-deist thinkers of his day, Franklin used reason
to overcome institutional tyrannies over mind and body. Between the years 1757 and 1775, he actively
sought to overcome England’s tyranny over the colonies in two separate diplomatic missions to England,
representing Pennsylvania, Georgia, Massachusetts, and New Jersey and also protesting the Stamp Act.
The rising sense of injustice against England led to the First and then the Second Continental
Congresses, at the latter of which Franklin represented Pennsylvania and served with Thomas Jefferson
on the committee that drafted the 1776 Declaration of Independence, a declaration that represented all
thirteen colonies. Central to the beginning of the American Revolution, Franklin was also

central to its end in 1783 through the Treaty of Paris that he, John Jay, and John Adams
shaped and signed. And he helped shape the future of the United States of America
by serving on the Constitutional Convention that wrote the Constitution and the Bill of
Rights.
Throughout all these great actions and events, Franklin wrote didactic works leavened
by an extraordinary blend of worldliness and earnestness and enlivened by wit, humor,
and sometimes deceptive irony.
Figure 2. Benjamin Franklin 1767
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Source:
Becoming America, Wendy Kurant, ed., CC-BY-SA
Image Credit:
Figure 1. “Benjamin Franklin at work on a printing press,” Charles Mills, Wikimedia, Public Domain.
Figure 2. “Benjamin Franklin 1767,” David Martin, Wikimedia, Public Domain.

30.
The Way to Wealth (1758) By Benjamin Franklin
Benjamin Franklin

COURTEOUS READER,
I have heard that nothing gives an author so great pleasure, as to find his works respectfully quoted
by others. Judge, then, how much I must have been gratified by an incident I am going to relate to you.
I stopped my horse, lately, where a great number of people were collected at an auction of merchants’
goods. The hour of the sale not being come, they were conversing on the badness of the times; and one of
the company called to a plain, clean, old man, with white locks, ‘Pray, Father Abraham, what think you
of the times? Will not those heavy taxes quite ruin the country! How shall we be ever able to pay

them? What would you advise us to?’——Father Abraham stood up, and replied, ‘If you
would have my advice, I will give it you in short; “for a word to the wise is enough,” as
Poor Richard says.’ They joined in desiring him to speak his mind, and, gathering round
him, he proceeded as follows:

‘Friends,’ says he, ‘the taxes are indeed very heavy; and, if those laid on by the government were the
only ones we had to pay, we might more easily discharge them; but we have many others, and much more
grievous to some of us. We are taxed twice as much by our idleness, three times as much by our pride,
and four times as much by our folly; and from these taxes the commissioners cannot ease or deliver us
by allowing an abatement. However, let us hearken to good advice, and something may be done for us;
“God helps them that help themselves,” as Poor Richard says.
I. ‘It would be thought a hard government that should tax its people one-tenth part of their time to
be employed in its service: but idleness taxes many of us much more; sloth, by bringing on diseases,
absolutely shortens life.
“Sloth, like rust, consumes faster than labour wears, while the used key is always bright,” as Poor
Richard says.—”But, dost thou love life? then do not squander time, for that is the stuff life is made of,”
as Poor Richard says.—How much more than is necessary do we spend in sleep! forgetting that, “the
sleeping fox catches no poultry, and that there will be sleeping enough in the grave,” as Poor Richard
says. “If time be of all things the most precious, wasting time must be” as Poor Richard says, “the
greatest prodigality;” since, as he elsewhere tells us, “Lost time is never found again; and what we call
time enough, always proves little enough.” Let us then up and be doing, and doing to the purpose: so by
diligence shall we do more with less perplexity. “Sloth makes all things difficult, but industry all easy;
and he that riseth late, must trot all day, and shall scarce overtake his business at night; while laziness
travels so slowly, that poverty soon overtakes him. Drive thy business, let not that drive thee; and early
to bed, and early to rise, makes a man healthy, wealthy, and wise,” as Poor Richard says.
‘So what signifies wishing and hoping for better times? We may make these times better, if we bestir
ourselves. “Industry need not wish, and he that lives upon hope will die fasting. There are no gains
without pains; then help hands, for I have no lands;” or if I have, they are smartly taxed. “He that hath
a trade, hath an estate; and he that hath a calling, hath an office of profit and honour,” as Poor Richard
says; but then the trade must be worked at, and the calling well followed, or neither the estate nor the
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office will enable us to pay our taxes.—If we are industrious, we shall never starve; for “at the working
man’s house hunger looks in, but dares not enter.” Nor will the bailiff or the constable enter, for “industry
pays debts, while despair increaseth them.” What, though you have found no treasure, nor has any rich
relation left you a legacy. “Diligence is the mother of good luck, and God gives all things to industry.
Then plow deep, while sluggards sleep, and you shall have corn to sell and to keep.” Work while it
is called to-day, for you know not how much you may be hindered to-morrow. “One to-day

is worth two to-morrows,” as Poor Richard says, and farther, “Never leave that till tomorrow, which you can do to- day.”—If you were a servant, would you not be ashamed
that a good master should catch you idle? Are you then your own master? be ashamed
to catch yourself idle, when there is so much to be done for yourself, your family, your
country, and your king. Handle your tools without mittens: remember, that “The cat in
gloves catches no mice,” as Poor Richard says. It is true, there is much to be done, and,
perhaps, you are weak-handed: but stick to it steadily, and you will see great effects; for
“Constant dropping wears away stones; and by diligence and patience the mouse ate in
two the cable; and little strokes fell great oaks.”
‘Methinks I hear some of you say, “Must a man afford himself no leisure?” I will tell thee, my friend,
what Poor Richard says, “Employ thy time well, if thou meanest to gain leisure; and, since thou art not
sure of a minute, throw not away an hour.” Leisure is time for doing something useful; this leisure the
diligent man will obtain, but the lazy man never; for “A life of leisure and a life of laziness are two
things. Many, without labour, would live by their wits only, but they break for want of stock;” whereas
industry gives comfort, and plenty, and respect. “Fly pleasures and they will follow you. The diligent
spinner has a large shift; and now I have a sheep and a cow, every body bids me good-morrow.”
II. ‘But with our industry we must likewise be steady, settled, and careful, and oversee our own
affairs with our own eyes, and not trust too much to others: for, as Poor Richard says,
“I never saw an oft-removed tree,
Nor yet an oft-removed family,
That throve so well as those that settled be.”
And again, “Three removes are as bad as a fire,” and again, “Keep thy shop, and thy shop will keep
thee:” and again, “If you would have your business done, go; if not, send.” And again,
“He that by the plow would thrive,
Himself must either hold or drive.”
‘And again, “The eye of the master will do more work than both his hands:” and again, “Want of care
does us more damage than want of knowledge;” and again, “Not to oversee workmen, is to leave them
your purse open.”
‘Trusting too much to others’ care is the ruin of many; for, “In the affairs of this world, men are saved,
not by faith, but by the want of it:” but a man’s own care is profitable; for, “If you would have a faithful
servant, and one that you like,—serve yourself. A little neglect may breed great mischief; for want of a
nail the shoe was lost; for want of a shoe the horse was lost; and for want of a horse the rider was lost;”
being overtaken and slain by the enemy; all for want of a little care about a horse-shoe nail.

III. ‘So much for industry, my friends, and attention to one’s own business; but to these we must add
frugality, if we would make our industry more certainly successful. A man may if he knows not how
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to save as he gets, “keep his nose all his life to the grindstone, and die not worth a groat at last. A fat
kitchen makes a lean will;” and,
“Many estates are spent in the getting,
Since women for tea forsook spinning and knitting,
And men for punch forsook hewing and splitting.”
“If you would be wealthy, think of saving, as well as of getting. The Indies have not made Spain rich,
because her out-goes are greater than her incomes.”
‘Away, then, with your expensive follies, and you will not then have so much cause to complain of
hard times, heavy taxes, and chargeable families; for,
“Women and wine, game and deceit,
Make the wealth small, and the want great.”
And farther, “What maintains one vice, would bring up two children.” You may think perhaps, that
a little tea, or a little punch now and then, diet a little more costly, clothes a little finer, and a little
entertainment now and then, can be no great matter; but remember, “Many a little makes a mickle.”
Beware of little expences; “A small leak will sink a great ship,” as Poor Richard says; and again, “Who
dainties love shall beggars prove;” and moreover, “Fools make feasts, and wise men eat them.” Here you
are all got together to this sale of fineries and nick-nacks. You call them goods; but, if you do not take
care, they will prove evils to some of you. You expect they will be sold cheap, and, perhaps, they may
for less than they cost; but, if you have no occasion for them, they must be dear to you. Remember what
poor Richard says, “Buy what thou hast no need of, and ere long thou shalt sell thy necessaries.” And
again, “At a great pennyworth pause a while:” he means, that perhaps the cheapness is apparent only,
and not real; or the bargain, by straitening thee in thy business, may do thee more harm than good. For,
in another place, he says, “Many have been ruined by buying good pennyworths.” Again, “It is foolish to
lay out money in a purchase of repentance;” and yet this folly is practised every day at auctions, for want
of minding the Almanack. Many a one, for the sake of finery on the back, have gone with a hungry belly,
and half starved their families; “Silks and satins, scarlet and velvets, put out the kitchen fire,” as Poor
Richard says. These are not the necessaries of life; they can scarcely be called the conveniences: and yet
only because they look pretty, how many want to have them?—By these, and other extravagancies, the
genteel are reduced to poverty, and forced to borrow of those whom they formerly despised, but who,
through industry and frugality, have maintained their standing; in which case it appears plainly, that “A
ploughman on his legs is higher than a gentleman on his knees,” as Poor Richard says. Perhaps they

have had a small estate left them, which they knew not the getting of; they think “it is day,
and will never be night:” that a little to be spent out of so much is not worth minding;
but “Always taking out of the meal-tub, and never putting in, soon comes to the bottom,”
as Poor Richard says; and then, “When the well is dry, they know the worth of water.”
But this they might have known before, if they had taken his advice. “If you would know
the value of money, go and try to borrow some; for he that goes a borrowing, goes a
sorrowing,” as Poor Richard says; and, indeed, so does he that lends to such people, when
he goes to get it in again. Poor Dick farther advises, and says,
“Fond pride of dress is sure a very curse, Ere fancy you consult, consult your purse.”
‘And again, “Pride is as loud a beggar as Want, and a great deal more saucy.” When you have bought
one fine thing, you must buy ten more, that your appearance may be all of a piece; but[28] Poor Dick
says, “It is easier to suppress the first desire, than to satisfy all that follow it.” And it is as truly folly for
the poor to ape the rich, as for the frog to swell, in order to equal the ox.
“Vessels large may venture more,
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But little boats should keep near shore.”
It is, however, a folly soon punished: for, as Poor Richard says, “Pride that dines on vanity, sups on
contempt;—Pride breakfasted with Plenty, dined with Poverty and supped with Infamy.” And, after all,
of what use is this pride of appearance, for which so much is risked, so much is suffered? It cannot
promote health, nor ease pain; it makes no increase of merit in the person, it creates envy, it hastens
misfortune.
‘But what madness it must be to run in debt for these superfluities? We are offered, by the terms of
this sale, six months credit; and that, perhaps, has induced some of us to attend it, because we cannot
spare the ready money, and hope now to be fine without it. But, ah! think what you do when you run in
debt; you give to another power over your liberty, If you cannot pay at the time, you will be ashamed
to see your creditor; you will be in fear when you speak to him; you will make poor pitiful sneaking
excuses, and, by degrees, come to lose your veracity, and sink into base, downright lying; for, “The
second vice is lying, the first is running in debt,” as Poor Richard says; and again, to the same purpose,
“Lying rides upon Debt’s back:” whereas a free-born Englishman ought not to be ashamed nor afraid
to see or speak to any man living. But poverty often deprives a man of all spirit and virtue. “It is hard
for an empty bag to stand upright.”—What would you think of that prince, or of that government, who
should issue an edict forbidding you to dress like a gentleman or gentlewoman, on pain of imprisonment
or servitude? Would you not say that you were free, have a right to dress as you please, and that such
an edict would be a breach of your privileges, and such a government tyrannical? And yet

you are about to put yourself under that tyranny, when you run in debt for such dress!
Your creditor has authority, at his pleasure, to deprive you of your liberty, by confining
you in gaol for life, or by selling you for a servant, if you should not be able to pay him.
When you have got your bargain, you may, perhaps, think little of payment; but, as Poor
Richard says, “Creditors have better memories than debtors; creditors are a superstitious
sect, great observers of set days and times.” The day comes round before you are aware,
and the demand is made before you are prepared to satisfy it; or, if you bear your debt in
mind, the term, which at first seemed so long, will, as it lessens, appear extremely short:
“Time will seem to have added wings to his heels as well as his shoulders. Those have
a short Lent, who owe money to be paid at Easter.” At present, perhaps, you may think
yourselves in thriving circumstances, and that you can bear a little extravagance without
injury; but

“For age and want save while you may,
No morning sun lasts a whole day.”
‘Gain may be temporary and uncertain; but ever, while you live, expense is constant and certain; and
“It is easier to build two chimneys, than to keep one in fuel,” as Poor Richard says: so, “Rather go to bed
supper-less, than rise in debt,”
Get what you can, and what you get hold,
‘Tis the stone that will turn all your lead into gold.
And when you have got the Philosopher’s stone, sure you will no longer complain of bad times, or the
difficulty of paying taxes.
IV. ‘This doctrine, my friends, is reason and wisdom; but, after all, do not depend too much upon your
own industry, and frugality, and prudence, though excellent things; for they may all be blasted without
the blessing of Heaven; and therefore, ask that blessing humbly, and be not uncharitable to those that
at present seem to want it, but comfort and help them. Remember, Job suffered, and was afterwards
prosperous.
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‘And now to conclude, “Experience keeps a dear school, but fools will learn in no other,” as Poor
Richard says, and scarce in that; for it is true, “We may give advice, but we cannot give conduct.”
However, remember this, “They that will not be counselled cannot be helped;” and farther, that “If you
will not hear Reason, she will surely rap your knuckles,” as Poor Richard says.’
Thus the old gentleman ended his harangue. The people heard it, and approved the doctrine, and
immediately practised the contrary, just as if it had been a common sermon; for the auction opened, and
they began to buy extravagantly.—I found the good man had thoroughly studied my Almanacks, and
digested all I had dropt on those topics during the course of twenty-five years. The frequent mention he
made of me must have tired any one else; but my vanity was wonderfully delighted with it, though I

was conscious that not a tenth part of the wisdom was my own, which he ascribed to me;
but rather the gleanings that I had made of the sense of all ages and nations. However, I
resolved to be the better for the echo of it; and, though I had at first determined to buy
stuff for a new coat, I went away, resolved to wear my old one a little longer. Reader, if
thou wilt do the same, thy profit will be as great as mine.—I am, as ever, thine to serve
thee,
RICHARD SAUNDERS.
Source:
Becoming America, Wendy Kurant, ed., CC-BY-SA

31.
From The Autobiography of Benjamin Franklin Part 1(1789) By
Benjamin Franklin
Benjamin Franklin

Part I
Twyford, at the Bishop of St. Asaph’s, 1771.
DEAR SON: I have ever had pleasure in obtaining any little anecdotes of my ancestors. You may
remember the inquiries I made among the remains of my relations when you were with me in England,
and the journey I undertook for that purpose. Imagining it may be equally agreeable to you to know the
circumstances of my life, many of which you are yet unacquainted with, and expecting the enjoyment
of a week’s uninterrupted leisure in my present country retirement, I sit down to write them for you. To
which I have besides some other inducements. Having emerged from the poverty and obscurity in which
I was born and bred, to a state of affluence and some degree of reputation in the world, and having gone
so far through life with a considerable share of felicity, the conducing means I made use of, which with
the blessing of God so well succeeded, my posterity may like to know, as they may find some of them
suitable to their own situations, and therefore fit to be imitated.
That felicity, when I reflected on it, has induced me sometimes to say, that were it offered to my
choice, I should have no objection to a repetition of the same life from its beginning, only asking the
advantages authors have in a second edition to correct some faults of the first. So I might, besides
correcting the faults, change some sinister accidents and events of it for others more favorable. But
though this were denied, I should still accept the offer. Since such a repetition is not to be expected, the
next thing most like living one’s life over again seems to be a recollection of that life, and to make that
recollection as durable as possible by putting it down in writing.
Hereby, too, I shall indulge the inclination so natural in old men, to be talking of themselves and
their own past actions; and I shall indulge it without being tiresome to others, who, through respect to
age, might conceive themselves obliged to give me a hearing, since this may be read or not as any one
pleases. And, lastly (I may as well confess it, since my denial of it will be believed by nobody), perhaps
I shall a good deal gratify my own vanity. Indeed, I scarce ever heard or saw the introductory words,
“Without vanity I may say,” &c., but some vain thing immediately followed. Most people dislike vanity
in others, whatever share they have of it themselves; but I give it fair quarter wherever I meet with it,
being persuaded that it is often productive of good to the possessor, and to others that are within his
sphere of action; and therefore, in many cases, it would not be altogether absurd if a man were to thank
God for his vanity among the other comforts of life. And now I speak of thanking God, I desire with
all humility to acknowledge that I owe the mentioned happiness of my past life to His kind providence,
which lead me to the means I used and gave them success. My belief of this induces me to hope,

though I must not presume, that the same goodness will still be exercised toward me, in
continuing that happiness, or enabling me to bear a fatal reverse, which I may experience
as others have done: the complexion of my future fortune being known to Him only in
whose power it is to bless to us even our afflictions.
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[. . . ]
Josiah, my father, married young, and carried his wife with three children into New England, about 1682.
The conventicles having been forbidden by law, and frequently disturbed, induced some considerable
men of his acquaintance to remove to that country, and he was prevailed with to accompany them
thither, where they expected to enjoy their mode of religion with freedom. By the same wife he had
four children more born there, and by a second wife ten more, in all seventeen; of which I remember
thirteen sitting at one time at his table, who all grew up to be men and women, and married; I was
the youngest son, and the youngest child but two, and was born in Boston, New England. My mother,
the second wife, was Abiah Folger, daughter of Peter Folger, one of the first settlers of New England,
of whom honorable mention is made by Cotton Mather, in his church history of that country, entitled
Magnalia Christi Americana, as “a godly, learned Englishman,” if I remember the words rightly. I have
heard that he wrote sundry small occasional pieces, but only one of them was printed, which I saw
now many years since. It was written in 1675, in the home-spun verse of that time and people, and

addressed to those then concerned in the government there. It was in favor of liberty of
conscience, and in behalf of the Baptists, Quakers, and other sectaries that had been under
persecution, ascribing the Indian wars, and other distresses that had befallen the country,
to that persecution, as so many judgments of God to punish so heinous an offense, and
exhorting a repeal of those uncharitable laws. The whole appeared to me as written with a
good deal of decent plainness and manly freedom. The six concluding lines I remember,
though I have forgotten the two first of the stanza; but the purport of them was, that his
censures proceeded from good-will, and, therefore, he would be known to be the author.
“Because to be a libeller (says he)
I hate it with my heart;
From Sherburne town, where now I dwell
My name I do put here;
Without offense your real friend,
It is Peter Folgier.”
My elder brothers were all put apprentices to different trades. I was put to the grammar-school at eight
years of age, my father intending to devote me, as the tithe of his sons, to the service of the Church. My
early readiness in learning to read (which must have been very early, as I do not remember when I could
not read), and the opinion of all his friends, that I should certainly make a good scholar, encouraged him
in this purpose of his. My uncle Benjamin, too, approved of it, and proposed to give me all his shorthand volumes of sermons, I suppose as a stock to set up with, if I would learn his character. I continued,
however, at the grammar-school not quite one year, though in that time I had risen gradually from the
middle of the class of that year to be the head of it, and farther was removed into the next class above
it, in order to go with that into the third at the end of the year. But my father, in the meantime, from a
view of the expense of a college education, which having so large a family he could not well afford, and
the mean living many so educated were afterwards able to obtain—reasons that he gave to his friends
in my hearing—altered his first intention, took me from the grammar-school, and sent me to a school
for writing and arithmetic, kept by a then famous man, Mr. George Brownell, very successful in his
profession generally, and that by mild, encouraging methods. Under him I acquired fair writing pretty
soon, but I failed in the arithmetic, and made no progress in it. At ten years old I was taken home to assist
my father in his business, which was that of a tallow-chandler and sope-boiler; a business 11 he was
not bred to, but had assumed on his arrival in New England, and on finding his dying trade would not
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maintain his family, being in little request. Accordingly, I was employed in cutting wick for the candles,
filling the dipping mold and the molds for cast candles, attending the shop, going of errands, etc.
I disliked the trade, and had a strong inclination for the sea, but my father declared against it; however,
living near the water, I was much in and about it, learnt early to swim well, and to manage

boats; and when in a boat or canoe with other boys, I was commonly allowed to govern,
especially in any case of difficulty; and upon other occasions I was generally a leader
among the boys, and sometimes led them into scrapes, of which I will mention one
instance, as it shows an early projecting public spirit, tho’ not then justly conducted.

There was a salt-marsh that bounded part of the mill-pond, on the edge of which, at high water, we used
to stand to fish for minnows. By much trampling, we had made it a mere quagmire. My proposal was to
build a wharff there fit for us to stand upon, and I showed my comrades a large heap of stones, which
were intended for a new house near the marsh, and which would very well suit our purpose. Accordingly,
in the evening, when the workmen were gone, I assembled a number of my play-fellows, and working
with them diligently like so many emmets, sometimes two or three to a stone, we brought them all away
and built our little wharff. The next morning the workmen were surprised at missing the stones, which
were found in our wharff. Inquiry was made after the removers; we were discovered and complained
of; several of us were corrected by our fathers; and though I pleaded the usefulness of the work, mine
convinced me that nothing was useful which was not honest.
[. . .]

While I was intent on improving my language, I met with an English grammar (I
think it was Greenwood’s), at the end of which there were two little sketches of the arts
of rhetoric and logic, the latter finishing with a specimen of a dispute in the Socratic
method; and soon after I procur’d Xenophon’s Memorable Things of Socrates, wherein
there are many instances of the same method. I was charm’d with it, adopted it, dropt
my abrupt contradiction and positive argumentation, and put on the humble inquirer and
doubter. And being then, from reading Shaftesbury and Collins, become a real doubter
in many points of our religious doctrine, I found this method safest for myself and very
embarrassing to those against whom I used it; therefore I took a delight in it, practis’d
it continually, and grew very artful and expert in drawing people, even of superior
knowledge, into concessions, the consequences of which they did not foresee, entangling
them in difficulties out of which they could not extricate themselves, and so obtaining
victories that neither myself nor my cause always deserved. I continu’d this method some
few years, but gradually left it, retaining only the habit of expressing myself in terms of
modest diffidence; never using, when I advanced any thing that may possibly be disputed,
the words certainly, undoubtedly, or any others that give the air of positiveness to an
opinion; but rather say, I conceive or apprehend a thing to be so and so; it appears to me,
or I should think it so or so, for such and such reasons; or I imagine it to be so; or it is so,
if I am not mistaken. This habit, I believe, has been of great advantage to me when I have
had occasion to inculcate my opinions, and persuade men into measures that I have been
from time to time engag’d in promoting; and, as the chief ends of conversation are to
inform or to be informed, to please or to persuade, I wish well-meaning, sensible men
would not lessen their power of doing good by a positive, assuming manner, that seldom
fails to disgust, tends to create opposition, and to defeat every one of those purposes for
which speech was given to us, to wit, giving or receiving information or pleasure. For,
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if you would inform, a positive and dogmatical manner in advancing your sentiments
may provoke contradiction and prevent a candid attention. If you wish information and
improvement from the knowledge of others, and yet at the same time express yourself as
firmly fix’d in your present opinions, modest, sensible men, who do not love disputation,
will probably leave you undisturbed in the possession of your error. And by such a
manner, you can seldom hope to recommend yourself in pleasing your hearers, or to
persuade those whose concurrence you desire.
[. . .]
My brother had, in 1720 or 1721, begun to print a newspaper. It was the second that
appeared in America, and was called the New England Courant. The only one before
it was the Boston News-Letter. I remember his being dissuaded by some of his friends
from the undertaking, as not likely to succeed, one newspaper being, in their judgment,
enough for America. At this time (1771) there are not less than five- and-twenty. He
went on, however, with the undertaking, and after having worked in composing the types
and printing off the sheets, I was employed to carry the papers thro’ the streets to the
customers.
He had some ingenious men among his friends, who amus’d themselves by writing
little pieces for this paper, which gain’d it credit and made it more in demand, and
these gentlemen often visited us. Hearing their conversations, and their accounts of the
approbation their papers were received with, I was excited to try my hand among them;
but, being still a boy, and suspecting that my brother would object to printing anything of
mine in his paper if he knew it to be mine, I contrived to disguise my hand, and, writing
an anonymous paper, I put it in at night under the door of the printing-house. It was found
in the morning, and communicated to his writing friends when they call’d in as usual.
They read it, commented on it in my hearing, and I had the exquisite pleasure of finding
it met with their approbation, and that, in their different guesses at the author, none were
named but men of some character among us for learning and ingenuity. I suppose now
that I was rather lucky in my judges, and that perhaps they were not really so very good
ones as I then esteem’d them.
Encourag’d, however, by this, I wrote and convey’d in the same way to the press
several more papers which were equally approv’d; and I kept my secret till my small
fund of sense for such performances was pretty well exhausted and then I discovered
it, when I began to be considered a little more by my brother’s acquaintance, and in a
manner that did not quite please him, as he thought, probably with reason, that it tended
to make me too vain. And, perhaps, this might be one occasion of the differences that we
began to have about this time. Though a brother, he considered himself as my master, and
me as his apprentice, and accordingly, expected the same services from me as he would
from another, while I thought he demean’d me too much in some he requir’d of me, who
from a brother expected more indulgence. Our disputes were often brought before our
father, and I fancy I was either generally in the right, or else a better pleader, because
the judgment was generally in my favor. But my brother was passionate, and had often
beaten me, which I took extreamly amiss; and, thinking my apprenticeship very tedious,
I was continually wishing for some opportunity of shortening it, which at length offered
in a manner unexpected.
One of the pieces in our newspaper on some political point, which I have now forgotten,
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gave offense to the Assembly. He was taken up, censur’d, and imprison’d for a month,
by the speaker’s warrant, I suppose, because he would not discover his author. I too was
taken up and examin’d before the council; but, tho’ I did not give them any satisfaction,
they content’d themselves with admonishing me, and dismissed me, considering me,
perhaps, as an apprentice, who was bound to keep his master’s secrets.
During my brother’s confinement, which I resented a good deal, notwithstanding our
private differences, I had the management of the paper; and I made bold to give our rulers
some rubs in it, which my brother took very kindly, while others began to consider me in
an unfavorable light, as a young genius that had a turn for libelling and satyr. My brother’s
discharge was accompany’d with an order of the House (a very odd one), that “James
Franklin should no longer print the paper called the New England Courant.”
There was a consultation held in our printing-house among his friends, what he should
do in this case. Some proposed to evade the order by changing the name of the paper; but
my brother, seeing inconveniences in that, it was finally concluded on as a better way, to
let it be printed for the future under the name of BENJAMIN FRANKLIN; and to avoid
the censure of the Assembly, that might fall on him as still printing it by his apprentice,
the contrivance was that my old indenture should be return’d to me, with a full discharge
on the back of it, to be shown on occasion, but to secure to him the benefit of my service,
I was to sign new indentures for the remainder of the term, which were to be kept private.
A very flimsy scheme it was; however, it was immediately executed, and the paper went
on accordingly, under my name for several months.
At length, a fresh difference arising between my brother and me, I took upon me to
assert my freedom, presuming that he would not venture to produce the new indentures. It
was not fair in me to take this advantage, and this I therefore reckon one of the first errata
of my life; but the unfairness of it weighed little with me, when under the impressions of
resentment for the blows his passion too often urged him to bestow upon me, though he
was otherwise not an ill-natur’d man: perhaps I was too saucy and provoking.
When he found I would leave him, he took care to prevent my getting employment in any other
printing-house of the town, by going round and speaking to every master, who accordingly refus’d to
give me work. I then thought of going to New York, as the nearest place where there was a printer; and
I was rather inclin’d to leave Boston when I reflected that I had already made myself a little obnoxious
to the governing party, and, from the arbitrary proceedings of the Assembly in my brother’s case, it was
likely I might, if I stay’d, soon bring myself into scrapes; and farther, that my indiscrete disputations
about religion began to make me pointed at with horror by good people as an infidel or atheist. I
determin’d on the point, but my father now siding with my brother, I was sensible that, if I attempted
to go openly, means would be used to prevent me. My friend Collins, therefore, undertook to manage a
little for me. He agreed with the captain of a New York sloop for my passage, under the notion of my
being a young acquaintance of his, that had got a naughty girl with child, whose friends would compel
me to marry her, and therefore I could not appear or come away publicly. So I sold some of my books
to raise a little money, was taken on board privately, and as we had a fair wind, in three days I found
myself in New York, near 300 miles from home, a boy of but 17, without the least recommendation to,
or knowledge of any person in the place, and with very little money in my pocket.
Source:
Becoming America, Wendy Kurant, ed., CC-BY-SA

32.
Author Introduction-J. Hector St. John de Crèvecoeur (1735-1813)
Wendy Kurant

Crèvecoeur was born Michel- Guillaume Jean de Crèvecoeur in Caen, Normandy. Only after he was in
America did he change his name to J. Hector St. John de Crèvecoeur. He came to North America in
1755, enlisting in the Canadian militia during the French and Indian War; he served as a surveyor and
cartographer. After leaving the military, he traveled through New York, Pennsylvania, and the southern
colonies, making a living as a surveyor and trader with Native Americans.
Figure 1. J. Hector St. John de Crèvecoeur

In 1769, he bought farmland in Orange County, New York, married, and raised a family. The
American Revolution disrupted this idyllic pastoral life. A Tory sympathizer, Crèvecoeur left for France
ostensibly to recover family lands, and returned to post-war America as French consul for New York,
New Jersey, and Connecticut. During his absence, his wife had died, his farm was burned in a Native
American raid, and his children relocated with strangers. He continued for some years as a successful
diplomat before returning to France in 1780. Two years later, he published his Letters from an American
Farmer, recording his observations of America, from Pennsylvania to Charles Town and the western
frontier. Using the persona of Farmer James—who hailed from a farm not in Orange County, New York
but near Carlisle, Pennsylvania—and suppressing his Tory sympathies, Crèvecoeur praised the agrarian
life. He noted extensive fields and decent houses in a land that only one hundred years previously had
been all wilderness. He expressed optimism for continued positive change through humanitarian action
yet also noted the cruelty of slavery in the southern states and lawless behaviors in the western frontier.
His book documented the transformation of colonial America to the American Republic. He asked the
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important question, “What is an American?” And he defined one of the shaping characteristics of the
future nature: as a melting pot of peoples and cultures.
The book’s topicality contributed to its remarkable success. Its success certainly helped popularize
the idea of America as a classless society, rich with opportunity. After 1790, Crèvecoeur himself never
returned to America but lived the remainder of his life in France.
Source:
Becoming America, Wendy Kurant, ed., CC-BY-SA
Image Credit:
Figure 1. “J. Hector St. John de Crèvecoeur,” Grace Hammond, Virginia Western Community
College, derivative image from “J. Hector St. John de Crèvecoeur,” Wikimedia, Public Domain.

33.
From Letters from an American Farmer (1782)-- Letter III "What is an
American" By J. Hector St. John de Crèvecoeur
J. Hector St. John de Crèvecoeur

LETTER III
WHAT IS AN AMERICAN
I wish I could be acquainted with the feelings and thoughts which must agitate the heart and present
themselves to the mind of an enlightened Englishman, when he first lands on this continent. He must
greatly rejoice that he lived at a time to see this fair country discovered and settled; he must necessarily
feel a share of national pride, when he views the chain of settlements which embellishes these extended
shores. When he says to himself, this is the work of my countrymen, who, when convulsed by factions,
afflicted by a variety of miseries and wants, restless and impatient, took refuge here. They brought
along with them their national genius, to which they principally owe what liberty they enjoy, and what
substance they possess. Here he sees the industry of his native country displayed in a new manner,
and traces in their works the embryos of all the arts, sciences, and ingenuity which nourish in Europe.
Here he beholds fair cities, substantial villages, extensive fields, an immense country filled with decent
houses, good roads, orchards, meadows, and bridges, where an hundred years ago all was wild, woody,
and uncultivated! What a train of pleasing ideas this fair spectacle must suggest; it is a prospect which
must inspire a good citizen with the most heartfelt pleasure. The difficulty consists in the manner of
viewing so extensive a scene. He is arrived on a new continent; a modern society offers itself to his
contemplation, different from what he had hitherto seen. It is not composed, as in Europe, of great lords
who possess everything, and of a herd of people who have nothing. Here are no aristocratical families,
no courts, no kings, no bishops, no ecclesiastical dominion, no invisible power giving to a few a very
visible one; no great manufacturers employing thousands, no great refinements of luxury. The rich and
the poor are not so far removed from each other as they are in Europe. Some few towns excepted, we
are all tillers of the earth, from Nova Scotia to West Florida. We are a people of cultivators, scattered
over an immense territory, communicating with each other by means of good roads and navigable rivers,
united by the silken bands of mild government, all respecting the laws, without dreading their power,
because they are equitable. We are all animated with the spirit of an industry which is unfettered and
unrestrained, because each person works for himself. If he travels through our rural districts he views
not the hostile castle, and the haughty mansion, contrasted with the clay- built hut and miserable cabin,
where cattle and men help to keep each other warm, and dwell in meanness, smoke, and indigence. A
pleasing uniformity of decent competence appears throughout our habitations. The meanest of our loghouses is a dry and comfortable habitation. Lawyer or merchant are the fairest titles our towns afford;
that of a farmer is the only appellation of the rural inhabitants of our country. It must take some time
ere he can reconcile himself to our dictionary, which is but short in words of dignity, and names of
honour. There, on a Sunday, he sees a congregation of respectable farmers and their wives, all clad in
neat homespun, well mounted, or riding in their own humble waggons. There is not among them an
esquire, saving the unlettered magistrate. There he sees a parson as simple as his flock, a farmer who
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does not riot on the labour of others. We have no princes, for whom we toil, starve, and bleed: we are the
most perfect society now existing in the world. Here man is free as he ought to be; nor is this pleasing
equality so transitory as many others are. Many ages will not see the shores of our great lakes replenished
with inland nations, nor the unknown bounds of North America entirely peopled. Who can tell how far
it extends? Who can tell the millions of men whom it will feed and contain? for no European foot has as
yet travelled half the extent of this mighty continent!
The next wish of this traveller will be to know whence came all these people? they are a mixture of
English, Scotch, Irish, French, Dutch, Germans, and Swedes. From this promiscuous breed, that race
now called Americans have arisen. The eastern provinces must indeed be excepted, as being the unmixed
descendants of Englishmen. I have heard many wish that they had been more intermixed also: for my
part, I am no wisher, and think it much better as it has happened. They exhibit a most conspicuous figure
in this great and variegated picture; they too enter for a great share in the pleasing perspective displayed
in these thirteen provinces. I know it is fashionable to reflect on them, but I respect them for what they
have done; for the accuracy and wisdom with which they have settled their territory; for the decency of
their manners; for their early love of letters; their ancient college, the first in this hemisphere; for their
industry; which to me who am but a farmer, is the criterion of everything. There never was a people,
situated as they are, who with so ungrateful a soil have done more in so short a time. Do you think that
the monarchical ingredients which are more prevalent in other governments, have purged them from all
foul stains? Their histories assert the contrary.
In this great American asylum, the poor of Europe have by some means met together, and in
consequence of various causes; to what purpose should they ask one another what countrymen they are?
Alas, two thirds of them had no country. Can a wretch who wanders about, who works and starves,
whose life is a continual scene of sore affliction or pinching penury; can that man call England or any
other kingdom his country? A country that had no bread for him, whose fields procured him no harvest,
who met with nothing but the frowns of the rich, the severity of the laws, with jails and punishments;
who owned not a single foot of the extensive surface of this planet? No! urged by a variety of motives,
here they came. Every thing has tended to regenerate them; new laws, a new mode of living, a new social
system; here they are become men: in Europe they were as so many useless plants, wanting vegetative
mould, and refreshing showers; they withered, and were mowed down by want, hunger, and war; but
now by the power of transplantation, like all other plants they have taken root and flourished! Formerly
they were not numbered in any civil lists of their country, except in those of the poor; here they rank as
citizens. By what invisible power has this surprising metamorphosis been performed? By that of the laws
and that of their industry. The laws, the indulgent laws, protect them as they arrive, stamping on them the
symbol of adoption; they receive ample rewards for their labours; these accumulated rewards procure
them lands; those lands confer on them the title of freemen, and to that title every benefit is affixed which
men can possibly require. This is the great operation daily performed by our laws. From whence proceed
these laws? From our government. Whence the government? It is derived from the original genius and
strong desire of the people ratified and confirmed by the crown. This is the great chain which links us
all, this is the picture which every province exhibits, Nova Scotia excepted.
There the crown has done all; either there were no people who had genius, or it was not much attended
to: the consequence is, that the province is very thinly inhabited indeed; the power of the crown in
conjunction with the musketos has prevented men from settling there. Yet some parts of it flourished
once, and it contained a mild harmless set of people. But for the fault of a few leaders, the whole were
banished. The greatest political error the crown ever committed in America, was to cut off men from a
country which wanted nothing but men!
What attachment can a poor European emigrant have for a country where he had nothing? The
knowledge of the language, the love of a few kindred as poor as himself, were the only cords that tied
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him: his country is now that which gives him land, bread, protection, and consequence: Ubi panis ibi
patria, is the motto of all emigrants. What then is the American, this new man? He is either an European,
or the descendant of an European, hence that strange mixture of blood, which you will find in no other
country. I could point out to you a family whose grandfather was an Englishman, whose wife was Dutch,
whose son married a French woman, and whose present four sons have now four wives of different
nations. He is an American, who, leaving behind him all his ancient prejudices and manners, receives
new ones from the new mode of life he has embraced, the new government he obeys, and the new rank
he holds. He becomes an American by being received in the broad lap of our great Alma Mater. Here
individuals of all nations are melted into a new race of men, whose labours and posterity will one day
cause great changes in the world. Americans are the western pilgrims, who are carrying along with them
that great mass of arts, sciences, vigour, and industry which began long since in the east; they will finish
the great circle. The Americans were once scattered all over Europe; here they are incorporated into one
of the finest systems of population which has ever appeared, and which will hereafter become distinct
by the power of the different climates they inhabit. The American ought therefore to love this country
much better than that wherein either he or his forefathers were born. Here the rewards of his industry
follow with equal steps the progress of his labour; his labour is founded on the basis of nature, SELFINTEREST: can it want a stronger allurement? Wives and children, who before in vain demanded of
him a morsel of bread, now, fat and frolicsome, gladly help their father to clear those fields whence
exuberant crops are to arise to feed and to clothe them all; without any part being claimed, either by a
despotic prince, a rich abbot, or a mighty lord. Here religion demands but little of him; a small voluntary
salary to the minister, and gratitude to God; can he refuse these? The American is a new man, who acts
upon new principles; he must therefore entertain new ideas, and form new opinions. From involuntary
idleness, servile dependence, penury, and useless labour, he has passed to toils of a very different nature,
rewarded by ample subsistence.—This is an American.
[. . .]
Europe contains hardly any other distinctions but lords and tenants; this fair country alone is settled
by freeholders, the possessors of the soil they cultivate, members of the government they obey, and the
framers of their own laws, by means of their representatives. This is a thought which you have taught
me to cherish; our difference from Europe, far from diminishing, rather adds to our usefulness and
consequence as men and subjects. Had our forefathers remained there, they would only have crowded it,
and perhaps prolonged those convulsions which had shook it so long. Every industrious European who
transports himself here, may be compared to a sprout growing at the foot of a great tree; it enjoys and
draws but a little portion of sap; wrench it from the parent roots, transplant it, and it will become a tree
bearing fruit also. Colonists are therefore entitled to the consideration due to the most useful subjects;
a hundred families barely existing in some parts of Scotland, will here in six years, cause an annual
exportation of 10,000 bushels of wheat: 100 bushels being but a common quantity for an industrious
family to sell, if they cultivate good land. It is here then that the idle may be employed, the useless
become useful, and the poor become rich; but by riches I do not mean gold and silver, we have but little
of those metals; I mean a better sort of wealth, cleared lands, cattle, good houses, good clothes, and an
increase of people to enjoy them.
There is no wonder that this country has so many charms, and presents to Europeans so many
temptations to remain in it. A traveller in Europe becomes a stranger as soon as he quits his own
kingdom; but it is otherwise here. We know, properly speaking, no strangers; this is every person’s
country; the variety of our soils, situations, climates, governments, and produce, hath something which
must please everybody. No sooner does an European arrive, no matter of what condition, than his
eyes are opened upon the fair prospect; he hears his language spoke, he retraces many of his own
country manners, he perpetually hears the names of families and towns with which he is acquainted;
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he sees happiness and prosperity in all places disseminated; he meets with hospitality, kindness, and
plenty everywhere; he beholds hardly any poor, he seldom hears of punishments and executions; and he
wonders at the elegance of our towns, those miracles of industry and freedom. He cannot admire enough
our rural districts, our convenient roads, good taverns, and our many accommodations; he involuntarily
loves a country where everything is so lovely. When in England, he was a mere Englishman; here he
stands on a larger portion of the globe, not less than its fourth part, and may see the productions of the
north, in iron and naval stores; the provisions of Ireland, the grain of Egypt, the indigo, the rice of China.
He does not find, as in Europe, a crowded society, where every place is over-stocked; he does not feel
that perpetual collision of parties, that difficulty of beginning, that contention which oversets so many.
There is room for everybody in America; has he any particular talent, or industry? he exerts it in order to
procure a livelihood, and it succeeds. Is he a merchant? the avenues of trade are infinite; is he eminent
in any respect? he will be employed and respected. Does he love a country life? pleasant farms present
themselves; he may purchase what he wants, and thereby become an American farmer. Is he a labourer,
sober and industrious? he need not go many miles, nor receive many informations before he will be
hired, well fed at the table of his employer, and paid four or five times more than he can get in Europe.
Does he want uncultivated lands? thousands of acres present themselves, which he may purchase cheap.
Whatever be his talents or inclinations, if they are moderate, he may satisfy them. I do not mean that
every one who comes will grow rich in a little time; no, but he may procure an easy, decent maintenance,
by his industry. Instead of starving he will be fed, instead of being idle he will have employment; and
these are riches enough for such men as come over here. The rich stay in Europe, it is only the middling
and the poor that emigrate. Would you wish to travel in independent idleness, from north to south, you
will find easy access, and the most cheerful reception at every house; society without ostentation, good
cheer without pride, and every decent diversion which the country affords, with little expense. It is no
wonder that the European who has lived here a few years, is desirous to remain; Europe with all its
pomp, is not to be compared to this continent, for men of middle stations, or labourers.
An European, when he first arrives, seems limited in his intentions, as well as in his views; but he
very suddenly alters his scale; two hundred miles formerly appeared a very great distance, it is now but
a trifle; he no sooner breathes our air than he forms schemes, and embarks in designs he never would
have thought of in his own country. There the plenitude of society confines many useful ideas, and
often extinguishes the most laudable schemes which here ripen into maturity. Thus Europeans become
Americans.
[. . .]
HISTORY OF ANDREW, THE HEBRIDEAN
Let historians give the detail of our charters, the succession of our several governors, and of their
administrations; of our political struggles, and of the foundation of our towns: let annalists amuse
themselves with collecting anecdotes of the establishment of our modern provinces: eagles soar high—I,
a feebler bird, cheerfully content myself with skipping from bush to bush, and living on insignificant
insects. I am so habituated to draw all my food and pleasure from the surface of the earth which I till,
that I cannot, nor indeed am I able to quit it—I therefore present you with the short history of a simple
Scotchman; though it contain not a single remarkable event to amaze the reader; no tragical scene to
convulse the heart, or pathetic narrative to draw tears from sympathetic eyes. All I wish to delineate is,
the progressive steps of a poor man, advancing from indigence to ease; from oppression to freedom;
from obscurity and contumely to some degree of consequence—not by virtue of any freaks of fortune,
but by the gradual operation of sobriety, honesty, and emigration. These are the limited fields, through
which I love to wander; sure to find in some parts, the smile of new-born happiness, the glad heart,
inspiring the cheerful song, the glow of manly pride excited by vivid hopes and rising independence.
I always return from my neighbourly excursions extremely happy, because there I see good living
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almost under every roof, and prosperous endeavours almost in every field. But you may say, why don’t
you describe some of the more ancient, opulent settlements of our country, where even the eye of an
European has something to admire? It is true, our American fields are in general pleasing to behold,
adorned and intermixed as they are with so many substantial houses, flourishing orchards, and copses of
woodlands; the pride of our farms, the source of every good we possess. But what I might observe there
is but natural and common; for to draw comfortable subsistence from well fenced cultivated fields, is
easy to conceive. A father dies and leaves a decent house and rich farm to his son; the son modernises
the one, and carefully tills the other; marries the daughter of a friend and neighbour: this is the common
prospect; but though it is rich and pleasant, yet it is far from being so entertaining and instructive as the
one now in my view.
I had rather attend on the shore to welcome the poor European when he arrives, I observe him in his
first moments of embarrassment, trace him throughout his primary difficulties, follow him step by step,
until he pitches his tent on some piece of land, and realises that energetic wish which has made him quit
his native land, his kindred, and induced him to traverse a boisterous ocean. It is there I want to observe
his first thoughts and feelings, the first essays of an industry, which hitherto has been suppressed. I wish
to see men cut down the first trees, erect their new buildings, till their first fields, reap their first crops,
and say for the first time in their lives, “This is our own grain, raised from American soil—on it we
shall feed and grow fat, and convert the rest into gold and silver.” I want to see how the happy effects
of their sobriety, honesty, and industry are first displayed: and who would not take a pleasure in seeing
these strangers settling as new countrymen, struggling with arduous difficulties, overcoming them, and
becoming happy.
Landing on this great continent is like going to sea, they must have a compass, some friendly directing
needle; or else they will uselessly err and wander for a long time, even with a fair wind: yet these are
the struggles through which our forefathers have waded; and they have left us no other records of them,
but the possession of our farms. The reflections I make on these new settlers recall to my mind what
my grandfather did in his days; they fill me with gratitude to his memory as well as to that government,
which invited him to come, and helped him when he arrived, as well as many others. Can I pass over
these reflections without remembering thy name, O Penn! thou best of legislators; who by the wisdom
of thy laws hast endowed human nature, within the bounds of thy province, with every dignity it can
possibly enjoy in a civilised state; and showed by thy singular establishment, what all men might be if
they would follow thy example!
In the year 1770, I purchased some lands in the county of——, which I intended for one of my sons;
and was obliged to go there in order to see them properly surveyed and marked out: the soil is good,
but the country has a very wild aspect. However I observed with pleasure, that land sells very fast;
and I am in hopes when the lad gets a wife, it will be a well-settled decent country. Agreeable to our
customs, which indeed are those of nature, it is our duty to provide for our eldest children while we live,
in order that our homesteads may be left to the youngest, who are the most helpless. Some people are
apt to regard the portions given to daughters as so much lost to the family; but this is selfish, and is not
agreeable to my way of thinking; they cannot work as men do; they marry young: I have given an honest
European a farm to till for himself, rent free, provided he clears an acre of swamp every year, and that he
quits it whenever my daughter shall marry. It will procure her a substantial husband, a good farmer—and
that is all my ambition.
Whilst I was in the woods I met with a party of Indians; I shook hands with them, and I perceived
they had killed a cub; I had a little Peach brandy, they perceived it also, we therefore joined company,
kindled a large fire, and ate an hearty supper. I made their hearts glad, and we all reposed on good beds
of leaves. Soon after dark, I was surprised to hear a prodigious hooting through the woods; the Indians
laughed heartily. One of them, more skilful than the rest, mimicked the owls so exactly, that a very large
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one perched on a high tree over our fire. We soon brought him down; he measured five feet seven inches
from one extremity of the wings to the other. By Captain——I have sent you the talons, on which I have
had the heads of small candlesticks fixed. Pray keep them on the table of your study for my sake.
Contrary to my expectation, I found myself under the necessity of going to Philadelphia, in order to
pay the purchase money, and to have the deeds properly recorded. I thought little of the journey, though
it was above two hundred miles, because I was well acquainted with many friends, at whose houses I
intended to stop. The third night after I left the woods, I put up at Mr.——’s, the most worthy citizen I
know; he happened to lodge at my house when you was there.—He kindly inquired after your welfare,
and desired I would make a friendly mention of him to you. The neatness of these good people is no
phenomenon, yet I think this excellent family surpasses everything I know. No sooner did I lie down
to rest than I thought myself in a most odoriferous arbour, so sweet and fragrant were the sheets. Next
morning I found my host in the orchard destroying caterpillars. I think, friend B., said I, that thee art
greatly departed from the good rules of the society; thee seemeth to have quitted that happy simplicity
for which it hath hitherto been so remarkable. Thy rebuke, friend James, is a pretty heavy one; what
motive canst thee have for thus accusing us? Thy kind wife made a mistake last evening, I said; she put
me on a bed of roses, instead of a common one; I am not used to such delicacies. And is that all, friend
James, that thee hast to reproach us with?—Thee wilt not call it luxury I hope? thee canst but know that
it is the produce of our garden; and friend Pope sayeth, that “to enjoy is to obey.” This is a most learned
excuse indeed, friend B., and must be valued because it is founded upon truth. James, my wife hath done
nothing more to thy bed than what is done all the year round to all the beds in the family; she sprinkles
her linen with rose-water before she puts it under the press; it is her fancy, and I have nought to say. But
thee shalt not escape so, verily I will send for her; thee and she must settle the matter, whilst I proceed
on my work, before the sun gets too high.—Tom, go thou and call thy mistress Philadelphia. What. said
I, is thy wife called by that name? I did not know that before. I’ll tell thee, James, how it came to pass:
her grandmother was the first female child born after William Penn landed with the rest of our brethren;
and in compliment to the city he intended to build, she was called after the name he intended to give it;
and so there is always one of the daughters of her family known by the name of Philadelphia. She soon
came, and after a most friendly altercation, I gave up the point; breakfasted, departed, and in four days
reached the city.
A week after news came that a vessel was arrived with Scotch emigrants. Mr. C. and I went to the
dock to see them disembark. It was a scene which inspired me with a variety of thoughts; here are, said I
to my friend, a number of people, driven by poverty, and other adverse causes, to a foreign land, in which
they know nobody. The name of a stranger, instead of implying relief, assistance, and kindness, on the
contrary, conveys very different ideas. They are now distressed; their minds are racked by a variety of
apprehensions, fears, and hopes. It was this last powerful sentiment which has brought them here. If they
are good people, I pray that heaven may realise them. Whoever were to see them thus gathered again
in five or six years, would behold a more pleasing sight, to which this would serve as a very powerful
contrast. By their honesty, the vigour of their arms, and the benignity of government, their condition
will be greatly improved; they will be well clad, fat, possessed of that manly confidence which property
confers; they will become useful citizens. Some of the posterity may act conspicuous parts in our future
American transactions. Most of them appeared pale and emaciated, from the length of the passage, and
the indifferent provision on which they had lived. The number of children seemed as great as that of the
people; they had all paid for being conveyed here. The captain told us they were a quiet, peaceable, and
harmless people, who had never dwelt in cities. This was a valuable cargo; they seemed, a few excepted,
to be in the full vigour of their lives. Several citizens, impelled either by spontaneous attachments, or
motives of humanity, took many of them to their houses; the city, agreeable to its usual wisdom and
humanity, ordered them all to be lodged in the barracks, and plenty of provisions to be given them. My
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friend pitched upon one also and led him to his house, with his wife, and a son about fourteen years
of age. The majority of them had contracted for land the year before, by means of an agent; the rest
depended entirely upon chance; and the one who followed us was of this last class. Poor man, he smiled
on receiving the invitation, and gladly accepted it, bidding his wife and son do the same, in a language
which I did not understand. He gazed with uninterrupted attention on everything he saw; the houses,
the inhabitants, the negroes, and carriages: everything appeared equally new to him; and we went slow,
in order to give him time to feed on this pleasing variety. Good God! said he, is this Philadelphia, that
blessed city of bread and provisions, of which we have heard so much? I am told it was founded the
same year in which my father was born; why, it is finer than Greenock and Glasgow, which are ten times
as old. It is so, said my friend to him, and when thee hast been here a month, thee will soon see that it
is the capital of a fine province, of which thee art going to be a citizen: Greenock enjoys neither such
a climate nor such a soil. Thus we slowly proceeded along, when we met several large Lancaster sixhorse waggons, just arrived from the country. At this stupendous sight he stopped short, and with great
diffidence asked us what was the use of these great moving houses, and where those big horses came
from? Have you none such at home, I asked him? Oh, no; these huge animals would eat all the grass
of our island! We at last reached my friend’s house, who in the glow of well-meant hospitality, made
them all three sit down to a good dinner, and gave them as much cider as they could drink. God bless
this country, and the good people it contains, said he; this is the best meal’s victuals I have made a long
time.—I thank you kindly.
What part of Scotland dost thee come from, friend Andrew, said Mr. C.? Some of us come from the
main, some from the island of Barra, he answered—I myself am a Barra man. I looked on the map, and
by its latitude, easily guessed that it must be an inhospitable climate. What sort of land have you got
there, I asked him? Bad enough, said he; we have no such trees as I see here, no wheat, no kine, no
apples. Then, I observed, that it must be hard for the poor to live. We have no poor, he answered, we are
all alike, except our laird; but he cannot help everybody. Pray what is the name of your laird? Mr. Neiel,
said Andrew; the like of him is not to be found in any of the isles; his forefathers have lived there thirty
generations ago, as we are told. Now, gentlemen, you may judge what an ancient family estate it must be.
But it is cold, the land is thin, and there were too many of us, which are the reasons that some are come to
seek their fortunes here. Well, Andrew, what step do you intend to take in order to become rich? I do not
know, Sir; I am but an ignorant man, a stranger besides—I must rely on the advice of good Christians,
they would not deceive me, I am sure. I have brought with me a character from our Barra minister, can
it do me any good here? Oh, yes; but your future success will depend entirely on your own conduct; if
you are a sober man, as the certificate says, laborious, and honest, there is no fear but that you will do
well. Have you brought any money with you, Andrew? Yes, Sir, eleven guineas and an half. Upon my
word it is a considerable sum for a Barra man; how came you by so much money? Why seven years ago
I received a legacy of thirty-seven pounds from an uncle, who loved me much; my wife brought me two
guineas, when the laird gave her to me for a wife, which I have saved ever since. I have sold all I had;
I worked in Glasgow for some time. I am glad to hear you are so saving and prudent; be so still; you
must go and hire yourself with some good people; what can you do? I can thresh a little, and handle the
spade. Can you plough? Yes, Sir, with the little breast plough I have brought with me. These won’t do
here, Andrew; you are an able man; if you are willing you will soon learn. I’ll tell you what I intend to
do; I’ll send you to my house, where you shall stay two or three weeks, there you must exercise yourself
with the axe, that is the principal tool the Americans want, and particularly the back- settlers. Can your
wife spin? Yes, she can. Well then as soon as you are able to handle the axe, you shall go and live with
Mr. P. R., a particular friend of mine, who will give you four dollars per month, for the first six, and the
usual price of five as long as you remain with him. I shall place your wife in another house, where she
shall receive half a dollar a week for spinning; and your son a dollar a month to drive the team. You
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shall have besides good victuals to eat, and good beds to lie on; will all this satisfy you, Andrew? He
hardly understood what I said; the honest tears of gratitude fell from his eyes as he looked at me, and its
expressions seemed to quiver on his lips.—Though silent, this was saying a great deal; there was besides
something extremely moving to see a man six feet high thus shed tears; and they did not lessen the good
opinion I had entertained of him. At last he told me, that my offers were more than he deserved, and that
he would first begin to work for his victuals. No, no, said I, if you are careful and sober, and do what you
can, you shall receive what I told you, after you have served a short apprenticeship at my house. May
God repay you for all your kindnesses, said Andrew; as long as I live I shall thank you, and do what I
can for you. A few days after I sent them all three to——, by the return of some waggons, that he might
have an opportunity of viewing, and convincing himself of the utility of those machines which he had at
first so much admired.
The further descriptions he gave us of the Hebrides in general, and of his native island in particular;
of the customs and modes of living of the inhabitants; greatly entertained me. Pray is the sterility of
the soil the cause that there are no trees, or is it because there are none planted? What are the modern
families of all the kings of the earth, compared to the date of that of Mr. Neiel? Admitting that each
generation should last but forty years, this makes a period of 1200; an extraordinary duration for the
uninterrupted descent of any family! Agreeably to the description he gave us of those countries, they
seem to live according to the rules of nature, which gives them but bare subsistence; their constitutions
are uncontaminated by any excess or effeminacy, which their soil refuses. If their allowance of food
is not too scanty, they must all be healthy by perpetual temperance and exercise; if so, they are amply
rewarded for their poverty. Could they have obtained but necessary food, they would not have left it;
for it was not in consequence of oppression, either from their patriarch or the government, that they had
emigrated. I wish we had a colony of these honest people settled in some parts of this province; their
morals, their religion, seem to be as simple as their manners. This society would present an interesting
spectacle could they be transported on a richer soil. But perhaps that soil would soon alter everything; for
our opinions, vices, and virtues, are altogether local: we are machines fashioned by every circumstance
around us.
Andrew arrived at my house a week before I did, and I found my wife, agreeable to my instructions,
had placed the axe in his hands, as his first task. For some time he was very awkward, but he was so
docile, so willing, and grateful, as well as his wife, that I foresaw he would succeed. Agreeably to my
promise, I put them all with different families, where they were well liked, and all parties were pleased.
Andrew worked hard, lived well, grew fat, and every Sunday came to pay me a visit on a good horse,
which Mr. P. R. lent him. Poor man, it took him a long time ere he could sit on the saddle and hold
the bridle properly. I believe he had never before mounted such a beast, though I did not choose to ask
him that question, for fear it might suggest some mortifying ideas. After having been twelve months at
Mr. P. R.’s, and having received his own and his family’s wages, which amounted to eighty-four dollars;
he came to see me on a week-day, and told me, that he was a man of middle age, and would willingly
have land of his own, in order to procure him a home, as a shelter against old age: that whenever
this period should come, his son, to whom he would give his land, would then maintain him, and thus
live altogether; he therefore required my advice and assistance. I thought his desire very natural and
praiseworthy, and told him that I should think of it, but that he must remain one month longer with Mr.
P. R., who had 3000 rails to split. He immediately consented. The spring was not far advanced enough
yet for Andrew to begin clearing any land even supposing that he had made a purchase; as it is always
necessary that the leaves should be out, in order that this additional combustible may serve to burn the
heaps of brush more readily.
A few days after, it happened that the whole family of Mr. P. R. went to meeting, and left Andrew to
take care of the house. While he was at the door, attentively reading the Bible, nine Indians just come
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from the mountains, suddenly made their appearance, and unloaded their packs of furs on the floor of
the piazza. Conceive, if you can, what was Andrew’s consternation at this extraordinary sight! From
the singular appearance of these people, the honest Hebridean took them for a lawless band come to
rob his master’s house. He therefore, like a faithful guardian, precipitately withdrew and shut the doors,
but as most of our houses are without locks, he was reduced to the necessity of fixing his knife over
the latch, and then flew upstairs in quest of a broadsword he had brought from Scotland. The Indians,
who were Mr. P. R.’s particular friends, guessed at his suspicions and fears; they forcibly lifted the door,
and suddenly took possession of the house, got all the bread and meat they wanted, and sat themselves
down by the fire. At this instant Andrew, with his broadsword in his hand, entered the room; the Indians
earnestly looking at him, and attentively watching his motions. After a very few reflections, Andrew
found that his weapon was useless, when opposed to nine tomahawks; but this did not diminish his anger,
on the contrary; it grew greater on observing the calm impudence with which they were devouring the
family provisions. Unable to resist, he called them names in broad Scotch, and ordered them to desist
and be gone; to which the Indians (as they told me afterwards) replied in their equally broad idiom. It
must have been a most unintelligible altercation between this honest Barra man, and nine Indians who
did not much care for anything he could say. At last he ventured to lay his hands on one of them, in order
to turn him out of the house. Here Andrew’s fidelity got the better of his prudence; for the Indian, by
his motions, threatened to scalp him, while the rest gave the war hoop. This horrid noise so effectually
frightened poor Andrew, that, unmindful of his courage, of his broadsword, and his intentions, he rushed
out, left them masters of the house, and disappeared. I have heard one of the Indians say since, that he
never laughed so heartily in his life. Andrew at a distance, soon recovered from the fears which had been
inspired by this infernal yell, and thought of no other remedy than to go to the meeting-house, which was
about two miles distant. In the eagerness of his honest intentions, with looks of affright still marked on
his countenance, he called Mr. P. R. out, and told him with great vehemence of style, that nine monsters
were come to his house—some blue, some red, and some black; that they had little axes in their hands
out of which they smoked; and that like highlanders, they had no breeches; that they were devouring all
his victuals, and that God only knew what they would do more. Pacify yourself, said Mr. P. R., my house
is as safe with these people, as if I was there myself; as for the victuals, they are heartily welcome, honest
Andrew; they are not people of much ceremony; they help themselves thus whenever they are among
their friends; I do so too in their wigwams, whenever I go to their village: you had better therefore step
in and hear the remainder of the sermon, and when the meeting is over we will all go back in the waggon
together.
At their return, Mr. P. R., who speaks the Indian language very well, explained the whole matter; the
Indians renewed their laugh, and shook hands with honest Andrew, whom they made to smoke out of
their pipes; and thus peace was made, and ratified according to the Indian custom, by the calumet.
Soon after this adventure, the time approached when I had promised Andrew my best assistance to
settle him; for that purpose I went to Mr. A. V. in the county of——, who, I was informed, had purchased
a tract of land, contiguous to——settlement. I gave him a faithful detail of the progress Andrew had
made in the rural arts; of his honesty, sobriety, and gratitude, and pressed him to sell him an hundred
acres. This I cannot comply with, said Mr. A. V., but at the same time I will do better; I love to encourage
honest Europeans as much as you do, and to see them prosper: you tell me he has but one son; I will lease
them an hundred acres for any term of years you please, and make it more valuable to your Scotchman
than if he was possessed of the fee simple. By that means he may, with what little money he has, buy
a plough, a team, and some stock; he will not be incumbered with debts and mortgages; what he raises
will be his own; had he two or three sons as able as himself, then I should think it more eligible for him
to purchase the fee simple. I join with you in opinion, and will bring Andrew along with me in a few
days.
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Well, honest Andrew, said Mr. A. V., in consideration of your good name, I will let you have an
hundred acres of good arable land, that shall be laid out along a new road; there is a bridge already
erected on the creek that passes through the land, and a fine swamp of about twenty acres. These are
my terms, I cannot sell, but I will lease you the quantity that Mr. James, your friend, has asked; the first
seven years you shall pay no rent, whatever you sow and reap, and plant and gather, shall be entirely
your own; neither the king, government, nor church, will have any claim on your future property: the
remaining part of the time you must give me twelve dollars and an half a year; and that is all you will
have to pay me. Within the three first years you must plant fifty apple trees, and clear seven acres of
swamp within the first part of the lease; it will be your own advantage: whatever you do more within
that time, I will pay you for it, at the common rate of the country. The term of the lease shall be thirty
years; how do you like it, Andrew? Oh, Sir, it is very good, but I am afraid, that the king or his ministers,
or the governor, or some of our great men, will come and take the land from me; your son may say to
me, by and by, this is my father’s land, Andrew, you must quit it. No, no, said Mr. A. V., there is no such
danger; the king and his ministers are too just to take the labour of a poor settler; here we have no great
men, but what are subordinate to our laws; but to calm all your fears, I will give you a lease, so that none
can make you afraid. If ever you are dissatisfied with the land, a jury of your own neighbourhood shall
value all your improvements, and you shall be paid agreeably to their verdict. You may sell the lease,
or if you die, you may previously dispose of it, as if the land was your own. Expressive, yet inarticulate
joy, was mixed in his countenance, which seemed impressed with astonishment and confusion. Do you
understand me well, said Mr. A. V.? No, Sir, replied Andrew, I know nothing of what you mean about
lease, improvement, will, jury, etc. That is honest, we will explain these things to you by and by. It must
be confessed that those were hard words, which he had never heard in his life; for by his own account,
the ideas they convey would be totally useless in the island of Barra. No wonder, therefore, that he
was embarrassed; for how could the man who had hardly a will of his own since he was born, imagine
he could have one after his death? How could the person who never possessed anything, conceive that
he could extend his new dominion over this land, even after he should be laid in his grave? For my
part, I think Andrew’s amazement did not imply any extraordinary degree of ignorance; he was an actor
introduced upon a new scene, it required some time ere he could reconcile himself to the part he was to
perform. However he was soon enlightened, and introduced into those mysteries with which we native
Americans are but too well acquainted.
Here then is honest Andrew, invested with every municipal advantage they confer; become a
freeholder, possessed of a vote, of a place of residence, a citizen of the province of Pennsylvania.
Andrew’s original hopes and the distant prospects he had formed in the island of Barra, were at the eve
of being realised; we therefore can easily forgive him a few spontaneous ejaculations, which would be
useless to repeat. This short tale is easily told; few words are sufficient to describe this sudden change
of situation; but in his mind it was gradual, and took him above a week before he could be sure, that
without disturbing any money he could possess lands. Soon after he prepared himself; I lent him a barrel
of pork, and 200 lb. weight of meal, and made him purchase what was necessary besides.
He set out, and hired a room in the house of a settler who lived the most contiguous to his own land.
His first work was to clear some acres of swamp, that he might have a supply of hay the following year
for his two horses and cows. From the first day he began to work, he was indefatigable; his honesty
procured him friends, and his industry the esteem of his new neighbours. One of them offered him two
acres of cleared land, whereon he might plant corn, pumpkins, squashes, and a few potatoes, that very
season. It is astonishing how quick men will learn when they work for themselves. I saw with pleasure
two months after, Andrew holding a two-horse plough and tracing his furrows quite straight; thus the
spade man of the island of Barra was become the tiller of American soil. Well done, said I, Andrew, well
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done; I see that God speeds and directs your works; I see prosperity delineated in all your furrows and
head lands. Raise this crop of corn with attention and care, and then you will be master of the art.
As he had neither mowing nor reaping to do that year, I told him that the time was come to build his
house; and that for the purpose I would myself invite the neighbourhood to a frolic; that thus he would
have a large dwelling erected, and some upland cleared in one day. Mr. P. R., his old friend, came at the
time appointed, with all his hands, and brought victuals in plenty: I did the same. About forty people
repaired to the spot; the songs, and merry stories, went round the woods from cluster to cluster, as the
people had gathered to their different works; trees fell on all sides, bushes were cut up and heaped; and
while many were thus employed, others with their teams hauled the big logs to the spot which Andrew
had pitched upon for the erection of his new dwelling. We all dined in the woods; in the afternoon the
logs were placed with skids, and the usual contrivances: thus the rude house was raised, and above two
acres of land cut up, cleared, and heaped.
Whilst all these different operations were performing, Andrew was absolutely incapable of working;
it was to him the most solemn holiday he had ever seen; it would have been sacrilegious in him to
have denied it with menial labour. Poor man, he sanctified it with joy and thanksgiving, and honest
libations—he went from one to the other with the bottle in his hand, pressing everybody to drink,
and drinking himself to show the example. He spent the whole day in smiling, laughing, and uttering
monosyllables: his wife and son were there also, but as they could not understand the language, their
pleasure must have been altogether that of the imagination. The powerful lord, the wealthy merchant,
on seeing the superb mansion finished, never can feel half the joy and real happiness which was felt
and enjoyed on that day by this honest Hebridean: though this new dwelling, erected in the midst of
the woods, was nothing more than a square inclosure, composed of twenty-four large clumsy logs, let
in at the ends. When the work was finished, the company made the woods resound with the noise of
their three cheers, and the honest wishes they formed for Andrew’s prosperity. He could say nothing,
but with thankful tears he shook hands with them all. Thus from the first day he had landed, Andrew
marched towards this important event: this memorable day made the sun shine on that land on which
he was to sow wheat and other grain. What swamp he had cleared lay before his door; the essence of
future bread, milk, and meat, were scattered all round him. Soon after he hired a carpenter, who put on
a roof and laid the floors; in a week more the house was properly plastered, and the chimney finished.
He moved into it, and purchased two cows, which found plenty of food in the woods—his hogs had the
same advantage. That very year, he and his son sowed three bushels of wheat, from which he reaped
ninety-one and a half; for I had ordered him to keep an exact account of all he should raise. His first
crop of other corn would have been as good, had it not been for the squirrels, which were enemies not
to be dispersed by the broadsword. The fourth year I took an inventory of the wheat this man possessed,
which I send you. Soon after, further settlements were made on that road, and Andrew, instead of being
the last man towards the wilderness, found himself in a few years in the middle of a numerous society.
He helped others as generously as others had helped him; and I have dined many times at his table
with several of his neighbours. The second year he was made overseer of the road, and served on two
petty juries, performing as a citizen all the duties required of him. The historiographer of some great
prince or general, does not bring his hero victorious to the end of a successful campaign, with one half
of the heart-felt pleasure with which I have conducted Andrew to the situation he now enjoys: he is
independent and easy. Triumph and military honours do not always imply those two blessings. He is
unencumbered with debts, services, rents, or any other dues; the successes of a campaign, the laurels
of war, must be purchased at the dearest rate, which makes every cool reflecting citizen to tremble and
shudder. By the literal account hereunto annexed, you will easily be made acquainted with the happy
effects which constantly flow, in this country, from sobriety and industry, when united with good land
and freedom.
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The account of the property he acquired with his own hands and those of his son, in four years, is
under:
Dollars
The value of his improvements and lease 225
Six cows, at 13 dollars 78
Two breeding mares 50
The rest of the stock 100
Seventy-three bushels of wheat 66
Money due to him on notes 43
Pork and beef in his cellar 28
Wool and flax 19
Ploughs and other utensils of husbandry 31
—240 pounds Pennsylvania currency—dollars 640

Source:
Becoming America, Wendy Kurant, ed., CC-BY-SA

34.
Author Introduction-Thomas Paine (1737–1826)
Wendy Kurant

Thomas Paine was born in England and was apprenticed to his father, a maker of corsets. When he was
nineteen, he ran away to sea but returned two years later to take up his apprenticeship work. He did
not stay in that profession but instead became an excise officer, collecting taxes on goods. Through this
work, he witnessed the misery of the poor and the limitations placed on lower-class working men. In
1773, he petitioned Parliament for a living wage on behalf of excise workers. For that reason, or perhaps
for negligence in inspecting goods, Paine was dismissed from the excise. During these years, he also lost
his first wife to early death and his second wife to separation.
Figure 1. Thomas Paine
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In 1774, he overcame these setbacks when he arrived in America, carrying a letter from Benjamin
Franklin who declared Paine to be “an ingenious worthy young man.” He soon found a position in
Philadelphia editing the Pennsylvania Magazine. Immersed in the news, events, and ideas of these
years, Paine published the famous pamphlet Common Sense (1776). In stirring terms, he moved for a
Declaration of Independence from England. He later claimed that his work helped America stand her
ground against tyranny. It certainly was an influential work, selling 120,000 copies in two months. Once
the Revolutionary War began, Paine enlisted and was appointed aide-de-camp to General Nathanael
Greene (1742–1786). Although he saw action in New York, New Jersey, and Pennsylvania, Paine’s
greatest contribution to the war was Crisis (1776–1783), a series of sixteen pamphlets applauding
America’s actions and lifting soldiers’ morale. The very first pamphlet, with the resonating statement
that “These are the times that try men’s souls,” was read to George Washington’s troops soon after their
retreat across New Jersey.
After the war, Paine was lauded as a great patriot but failed to take advantage of the political offices
given to him for his services to the American cause. He invented an iron bridge and, to obtain its
patent, he returned to England in 1787. There, he published his Rights of Man (1791–1792), a work
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that advocated overthrowing the monarchy. He was indicted for treason and was forced to flee to
France, which was deep in the throes of overthrowing its own monarchy. Hailed at first as one of their
revolutionary number, Paine was later arrested and imprisoned when he protested the execution of King
Louis XIV. Through the offices of James Monroe (1758–1831), then America’s ambassador to France,
Paine was released. He lived for a few months at Monroe’s home where he completed The Age of
Reason (1794– 1795), a work that expressed his deistic views and that was vehemently criticized as
atheist. In 1802, he returned to America, living out the remainder of his life in obscurity mainly at a farm
in New Rochelle.
As a writer, he offered in plain language the shared wisdom of his day, helping others to see self-evident
truths about human rights and the responsibilities of each person to themselves and to others.
Figure 2. Common Sense, Title Page
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Source:
Becoming America, Wendy Kurant, ed., CC-BY-SA
Image Credit:
Figure 1. “Thomas Paine,” Auguste Millière, Wikimedia, Public Domain.
Figure 2. “Common Sense, Title Page,” Thomas Paine, Wikimedia, Public Domain.

35.
The American crisis (No. 1)
Thomas Paine

The AMERICAN CRISIS. (No. I.)
[Dec. 19, 1776?]

By the Author of COMMON SENSE
[J. Paine]

THESE are the times that try men’s souls: The summer soldier and the sunshine patriot will, in this
crisis, shrink from the service of his country but he that stands it NOW, deserves the love and thanks
of man and woman. Tyranny, like hall, is not easily conquered; yet we have this consolation with us,
that the harder the conflict, the more glorious the triumph. What we obtain, too cheap, we esteem too
lightly:—’Tis dearness only that gives every thing its value. Heaven knows how to set a proper price
upon its goods; and it wou?d be strange indeed, if so celestial an article as Freedom should not be highly
rated. Britain, with an army to enforce her tyranny, has declared, that she has a right ( (not only to TAX)
but “to BIND us in ALL CASES WHATSOEVER,” and if being bound in that manner is not slavery,
then is there not such a thing as slavery upon earth. Even the expression is impious, for so unlimited a
power can belong only to God.
Whether the Independence of the Continent was declared too soon, or delayed too long, I will not
now enter into as an argument; my own simple opinion in that had it been eight months earlier, it would
have been much better. We did not make a proper use of last winter, neither could we while we were
in a dependent state. However, the fault, if it were one, was all our own; we have none to blame but
ourselves.* But no great deal is lost yet; all that Howe has been doing for this month past is rather a
ravage than a conquered which the spirit of the Jersies a year ago would have quickly repulsed, and
which time and a little resolution with soon recover, and which time and a little resolution will soon
recover.
* “ The present ”, (meaning the last) “is worth an if rightly employed, but if lost, or neglected the will partake
of the evil, and there is no that does not deserve who or what or where be will, that may be the means of
sacrificeing a to precious and ”. Common Sense.

I have as little superstition in me as any man living, but my secret opinion has ever been, and still
is, that God almighty will not give up a people to military destruction, or leave them unsupportedly to
perish, who had so earnestly and so repeatedly fought to avoid the calamities of war, by every decent
method which seldom could invent. Neither have I so much of the is me, as to suppose, that He has
relinquished the government of the world, and given us up to the care of devils; and as I do not, I cannot
see on what ground the king of Britain can look up to Heaven for help against us: A common murderer,
a highwayman, or a house-breaker, has as good a pretence as he.
175
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‘Tis surprising to see how rapidly a panic will sometimes run through a country. All nations and ages
have been subject to them; Britain has trembled like an ague at the report of a French fleet of flatbottomed boats; and in the fourteenth century the whole English army, after ravaging the kingdom of
France, was driven back like men petrified with fear; and this brave exploit was performed by a few
broken forces collected and headed by a woman, Joan of Arc, Would, that Heaven might inspire some
Jersey maid to spirit up her countrymen, and save her fair fellow sufferers from ravage and ravishment!
Yet panics, in some cases, have their uses; they produce as much good as hurt. Their duration is always
short; the mind soon grows through them, and acquires a firmer habit than before. But their peculiar
advantage is, that they are the touchstones of sincerity and hypocrisy, and bring things and men to light,
which might otherwise have lain forever undiscovered. In fact, they have the same effect on secret
traitors, which an imaginary apparition would upon a private murderer. They lift out the hidden thoughts
of man, and hold them up in public to the world. Many a disguised Tory has lately shewn his head, that
shall penitentially solemnize with curses the day on which Howe arrived upon the Delaware.
As I was with the troops at fort Lee, and marched with them to the edge of Pennsylvania, I am well
acquainted with many circumstances, which those, who lived at a distance, know but little or nothing
of. Our situation there was exceedingly cramped, the place being on a narrow neck of land between the
North-river and the Hackinfack. Our force was inconsiderable, being not one fourth so great as Howe
could bring against us. We had no army at hand to have relieved the garrison, had we shut ourselves
up and stood on the defence. Our ammunition, light artillery, and the best part of our stores had been
removed upon the apprehension that Howe would endeavour to penetrate the Jersies, in which case
fort Lee could be of no use to us; for it must occur to every thinking man, whether in the army or
not, that these kind of field forts are only for temporary purposes, and lasts in use no longer than the
enemy directs his force against the particular object, which such force are raised to defend. Such was
our situation and condition at fort Lee on the morning of the 20th of November, when an officer arrived
with information, that the enemy with 200 boats had landed about seven or eight miles above: MajorGeneral Green, who commanded the garrison, immediately ordered them under arms, and tent express
to his Excellency General Washington, at the town of Hackinsack, distant by the way of the Perry fix
miles. Our first object was to secure the bridge over the Hackinsack, which laid up the river between the
enemy and or, about six miles from us and three from them. General Washington arrived in about three
quarters of an hour, and marched at the head of the troops towards the bridge, which expected we should
have a ; However they did not to dispute it with us and the went over the bridge, the , except some which
passed at a mill by a small creek, between the bridge and the , and made their way grounds The simple
object was to being of of the , and to march them on they could by the Jersey or Pennsylvania militis, to
as to be to make a stand. We said four days at Newark, collected in our out posts with fame of the Jersey
militia, and marched out twice to meet the enemy on information of their being advancing, though our
numbers were greatly inferior to theirs. Howe, in my little opinion, committed a great error in general
ship, in not throwing a body of forces off from Staten. If and through Amboy, by which means he might
have seized all our stores at Brunswick, and intercepted our march into Pennsylvania. But, if we believe
the power of hell to be limited, we must likewise believe that their agents are under some providential
controul.
I shall not now attempt to give all the particulars of our retreat to the Delaware, suffice it for the
present to say, that both officers and men, though greatly harassed and fatigued, frequently without self,
covering or provision, the inevitable consequences of a long retreat, bore it with a manly and martial
spirit. All their wishes were one, which was, that the country would turn out and help them to drive the
enemy back. Voltaire has remarked, that king William never appeared to full advantage but in difficulties
and in action; the same remark may be made on General Washington for the character fits him. There is a
natural fannels in some minds which cannot be unlocked by trifles, but which, when unlocked discovers
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a cabinet of fortitude, and I reckon it among those kind of public blessing, which we do not immediately
fee, that God hath blest him with uninterrupted health, and gives him a mind that can even flourish upon
care.
I shall conclude this paper with some miscellaneous remarks on the slate of our affairs; and shall begin
with asking the following question, Why is it that the enemy hath left the New England provinces, and
made those middle once the fear of war? The answer is easy, New England is not infested with Tories,
and we are. I have been under in raising the cry against these men, and used numberless arguments to
shew them their danger, but it without do to sacrifice a world to either their folly or . The period is now
arrived, in which either they or we must change our sentiments, or one or both must fall. And what is
a Tory? Good GOD! what is he? I should not be afraid to go with a hundred Whigs against a thousand
Tories, were they to attempt to get into arms. Every Tory is a coward, for a servile, slavish, self-interested
fear is the foundation of Toryism; and a man under such influence, though he may be cruel, never can be
brave.
But before the line of irrecoverable separation be drawn between us, let us reason the matter together:
Your conduct is an invitation to the enemy, yet not one in a thousand of you has heart enough to join
him. Howe is as much deceived by you as the American cause is injured by you. He expects you will all
take up arms, and flock to his standard with muskets on your shoulders, Your opinions are of no use to
him, unless you support him personally; for ’tis soldiers, and not Tories, that he wants.
I once felt all that kind of anger, which a man ought to feel, against the mean principles that are held
by the Tories. A noted one, who kept a tavern at Amboy, was standing at his door, with as pretty a child
in his hand, about eight or nine years old, as most I ever saw, and after speaking his mind as freely as he
thought was prudent, finished with this unfartherly expression, “ Well! give me peace in my day.” Not
a man lives on the Continent but fully believes that a separation must some time or other finally take
place, and a generous parent would have said, “ If there must be trouble, let it be in my day, that my child
may have peace;” and this single reflection, well applied, is sufficient to awaken every man to duty. Not
a place upon earth might be so happy as America. Her situation is remote from all the wrangling world,
and she has nothing to do but to trade with them. A man may easily distinguish in himself between
temper and principle, and I am as confident, as I am that God governs the world, that America will never
be happy till she gets clear of foreign dominion. Wars, without ceasing, will break out till that period
arrives, and the Continent must in the end be conquerors; for, though the flame of liberty may sometimes
cease to shine, the coal never can expire.
America did not, nor does not, want force; but she wanted a proper application of that force. Wisdom
is not the purchase of a day, and it is no wonder that we should err at first setting off. From an excess
of tenderness, we were unwilling to raise an army, and trusted our cause to the temporary defence of a
well meaning militia. A summers experience has now taught us better, yet with those troops, while they
were collected, we were able to set bounds to the progress of the enemy, and, thank God! if they are
again assembling. I always considered a militia as the best troops in the world for a sudden exertion, but
they will not do for a long campaign. How, it is probable, will make an attempt on this city; should he
fail on this side the Delaware, he is ruined; if he succeeds, our cause is not ruined. He makes all on his
side against a part on ours; admitting he succeeds, the consequence will be, that armies from both ends
of the Continent will march to assist their suffering friends in the middle States; for he cannot go every
where, it is impossible. I consider Howe as the greatest enemy the Tories have; he is bringing a war into
their country, which, had it not been for him and partly for themselves, they had been clear of. Should
he now be expelled, I wish, with all the devotion of a Christian, that the names of Whig and Tory may
never more be mentioned; but should the Tories give him encouragement to come, a gauge of sorrow
draw forth the fear of comparison nothing can reach the heart that is fleeted with prejudice.
Quitting this class of men, I turn with the warm ardour of a friend to those who have nobly stood
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yet determined to stand the matter out; I call not upon a few, but upon all; not on THIS state or THAT
truth but on EVERY state; up and help us; lay your shoulders to the wheel; better have too much force
than too little, when so great an object is at stake. Let it be told to the future world, that in the depth
of winter, when nothing but hope and virtue could survive, that the city and the country, alarmed at one
common danger, come forth to meet and to repulse it. Say not, that thousands are gone, turn out your
tens of thousands; throw not the bur hen of the day upon Providence, but “ Shew your faith by your
works, ” that God may bless you. It matters not where you live, or what rank of life you hold, the evil
or the blessing will reach you all. The far and the near, the home counties and the back, the rich and
the poor, shall suffer or rejoice alike. The heart that feels not now, is dead: The blood of his children
shall curse his cowardice, who shrinks back at a time when a little might have saved the whole, and
made them happy. I love the man that can smile in trouble, that can gather strength from distress, and
grow brave by reflection. ‘Tis the business of little minds to shrink; but he whose heart is firm, and
whose conscience approves his conduct, will pursue his principles unto death. My own line of reasoning
is to myself as strait and clear as a ray of light. Not all the treasures of the world, is far as I believe,
could have induced me to support an offensive war, for I think it murder; But if a thief break into my
house, burn and destroy my property, and kill or threaten to kill me, or those that are in it, and to “bind
me in all cases whatsoever,” to his absolute will, am I to suffer it? What signifies it to me, whether he
who does it, is a king) or a common man; my countryman or not my countryman; whether it is done by
an individual villain, or an army of them? If we reason to the root of things we shall find no difference;
neither can any just cause be assigned why we should punish in the one case, and pardon in the other.
Let them call me rebel, and welcome, I feel no concern from it; but I should suffer the misery of devils,
were I to make a whore of my soul by swearing allegiance to one, whose character is that of a , stupid,
stubborn, worthless, brutish man. I conceive likewise a horrid idea in receiving mercy from a being, who
as the last day shall be shrieking to the rocks and mountains to cover him, and fleeing with terror from
the orphan, the widow and the slain of America.
There are cases which cannot be overdone by language, and this is one. There are persons too who see
not the full extent of the evil that threatens them; they solace themselves with hopes that the enemy, if
they succeed, will be merciful. It is the madness of folly to expect mercy from those who have refused
to do justice; and even mercy, where conquest is the object, is only a trick of war; The cunning of the
fox is as murderous as the violence of the whose, and we ought to guard equally against both. Howe’s
first object is partly by threats and partly by promises, to terrify or seduce the people to deliver up their
arms, and receive mercy. The ministry recommended the same plan to Gage, and this is what the Tories
call making their peace; “ a peace which passeth all understanding ” indeed A peace which would be
the immediate forerunner of a worse ruin than any we have yet thought of. Yet men of Pennsylvania,
do reason upon those things? Were the back counties to give up their aims, they would fall an easy prey
to the Indians, who are all armed: This perhaps is what some Tories would not be sorry for. Were the
home counties to deliver up their arms, they would be exposed to the resentment of the back counties,
who would then have it in their power to their defection at pleasure—And were any one State to give up
its arms, that State must be garrisoned by all Howe’s army of Britons and Hassians to preserve it from
the anger of the rest. Mutual fear is a principal link in the chain of mutual love, and woe be to that State
that breaks the compact Howe is mercifully inviting you to barbarous , and men must be either rogues
or fools that will not see it. I dwell not upon the vapours of imagination; I bring reason to your ears; and
in language are plain as A, B, C; hold up truth to your eyes.
I thank God that I fear not. I see no real cause for fear. I know one situation well, and can see the way
out of it. While our army was collected, Howe dared not risk a battle, and it is not credit to him that
he decamped from the White Plains, and waited a mean opportunity to ravage the defenceless Jersies;
but it is great credit to us, that, with an handful of men, we sustained an orderly retreat for near an
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hundred miles? brought off our ammunition, all our field pieces, the greatest part of our stores, and
had four rivers to pass. None can say that our retreat was precipitate, for we were near three weeks in
performing it, that the country might have time to come in. Twice we marched back to meet the enemy
and remained out till dark. The sign of fear was not seen in our camp, and had not some of the cowardly
and disaffected inhabitants spread false alarms through the country, the Jersies had never been ravaged.
Once more we are again collected and collecting; our new army at both ends of the continent recruiting
fast, and we shall be able to open the next campaign with sixty thousand men; well armed & cloathed.
This is our situation, and who will may know it. By perseverance and fortitude have the prospect of a
glorious issue, by cowardice and the sad choice of a variety of evils— a ravaged country—a depopulated
city—habituations without safety, and slavery without hope—our homes turned into barracks and , and
a future race to provide for whose fathers with all doubt of. Look on this picture, and weep over it and if
there yet remains one thoughtless which who believes it not, let be if unlamented.
Sold opposite the Court-House, Queen Street.
Source: https://www.loc.gov/resource/rbpe.03902300/?st=text

V

Colonial Literature - Jefferson & the Federalist
Papers
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36.
Author Introduction-Thomas Jefferson (1743-1826)
Wendy Kurant

Following the tenets of the Enlightenment, Thomas Jefferson’s mind ranged amid such disparate fields
of knowledge as law, philosophy, government, architecture, education, religion, science, and agriculture.
Jefferson acquired understanding of law and government through the works of others—including Sir
Isaac Newton (1643–1727), the classic republican theorist James Harrington (1611–1677), political
philosopher Thomas Hobbes (1588–1679), Locke, and enlightenment writer Voltaire (1694–1778).
Later, his library, comprising thousands of books, served as the foundation for the Library of Congress.
He put this understanding to practical use in his public life devoted to the American democracy,
delineating through his writing a clear and fair social contract that protects the rights of the individual.
He was born in Albemarle County, Virginia. He was educated first at home and then at the College of
William and Mary in Williamsburg, Virginia. In 1769, he was elected to the Virginia House of Burgesses
and thereafter devoted much of his public life to that state, including representing Virginia in the Second
Continental Congress. He also served in the Virginia legislature, codifying its laws to accord with ideas
of religious freedom and tolerance. From 1779 to 1781, he was the governor of Virginia. He also served
as its delegate to the Congress of the Confederation.
Figure 1. Draft of Declaration of Independence sent to James Madison in 1781
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After the Revolutionary War, he helped negotiate the Treaty of Paris then remained in France as the
American Minister (1785–1789). Returning to America, he devoted his public life to national affairs. He
served as the first secretary of state (under George Washington), the second vice president (under John
Adams), and then the third president. The Louisiana Purchase (1803) was made during his presidency,
and he funded the exploratory expedition of Lewis and Clark (1803–1806).
In 1793, he retired from political life to live at Monticello, the home he designed. Although he had
hoped to include a statement against slavery in the Declaration of Independence, he nevertheless held
slaves at Monticello, fathered children there by his slave Sally Hemmings, and ultimately advocated
for the colonization of blacks outside of America. He also founded the University of Virginia upon
Enlightenment tenets of education. The buildings he designed for this university make it to this day one
of the most beautiful campuses in America.
He had put on his gravestone at Monticello the accomplishments for which he most wanted to be
remembered: Author of the Declaration of American Independence, of the Statute of Virginia for
religious freedom, and Father of the University of Virginia.
Figure 2. Thomas Jefferson
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Source:
Becoming America, Wendy Kurant, ed., CC-BY-SA
Image Credit:
Figure 1. “Draft of Declaration of Independence sent to James Madison in 1781,” Frank Schulenburg,
Wikimedia, Public Domain, derivative image from “US Decleration of Independence Draft,”
Wikimedia, Public Domain.
Figure 2. “Thomas Jefferson,” Rembrandt Peale, Wikimedia, Public Domain.

37.
Notes on the State of Virginia (Excerpt)
Thomas Jefferson

from QUERY VI
…The Indian of North America being more within our reach, I can speak of him somewhat from my
own knowledge, but more from the information of others better acquainted with him, and on whose truth
and judgment I can rely. From these sources I am able to say, in contradiction to this representation, that
he is neither more defective in ardor, nor more impotent with his female, than the white reduced to the
same diet and exercise: that he is brave, when an enterprize depends on bravery; education with him
making the point of honor consist in the destruction of an enemy by stratagem, and in the preservation
of his own person free from injury; or perhaps this is nature; while it is education which teaches us to (*
8) honor force more than finesse: that he will defend himself against an host of enemies, always chusing
to be killed, rather than to (* 9) surrender, though it be to the whites, who he knows will treat him well:
that in other situations also he meets death with more deliberation, and endures tortures with a firmness
unknown almost to religious enthusiasm with us: that he is affectionate to his children, careful of them,
and indulgent in the extreme: that his affections comprehend his other connections, weakening, as with
us, from circle to circle, as they recede from the center: that his friendships are strong and faithful to
the uttermost (* 10) extremity: that his sensibility is keen, even the warriors weeping most bitterly on
the loss of their children, though in general they endeavour to appear superior to human events: that
his vivacity and activity of mind is equal to ours in the same situation; hence his eagerness for hunting,
and for games of chance. The women are submitted to unjust drudgery. This I believe is the case with
every barbarous people. With such, force is law. The stronger sex therefore imposes on the weaker. It is
civilization alone which replaces women in the enjoyment of their natural equality. That first teaches us
to subdue the selfish passions, and to respect those rights in others which we value in ourselves. Were
we in equal barbarism, our females would be equal drudges. The man with them is less strong than with
us, but their woman stronger than ours; and both for the same obvious reason; because our man and their
woman is habituated to labour, and formed by it…
…Indian women, when married to white traders, who feed them and their children plentifully and
regularly, who exempt them from excessive drudgery, who keep them stationary and unexposed to
accident, produce and raise as many children as the white women. Instances are known, under these
circumstances, of their rearing a dozen children. An inhuman practice once prevailed in this country of
making slaves of the Indians…
from QUERY XI
Great question has arisen from whence came those aboriginal inhabitants of America? Discoveries,
long ago made, were sufficient to shew that a passage from Europe to America was always practicable,
even to the imperfect navigation of ancient times. In going from Norway to Iceland, from Iceland to
Groenland, from Groenland to Labrador, the first traject is the widest: and this having been practised
from the earliest times of which we have any account of that part of the earth, it is not difficult to
suppose that the subsequent trajects may have been sometimes passed. Again, the late discoveries of
Captain Cook, coasting from Kamschatka to California, have proved that, if the two continents of Asia
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and America be separated at all, it is only by a narrow streight. So that from this side also, inhabitants
may have passed into America: and the resemblance between the Indians of America and the Eastern
inhabitants of Asia, would induce us to conjecture, that the former are the descendants of the latter, or the
latter of the former: excepting indeed the Eskimaux, who, from the same circumstance of resemblance,
and from identity of language, must be derived from the Groenlanders, and these probably from some of
the northern parts of the old continent. A knowledge of their several languages would be the most certain
evidence of their derivation which could be produced. In fact, it is the best proof of the affinity of nations
which ever can be referred to. How many ages have elapsed since the English, the Dutch, the Germans,
the Swiss, the Norwegians, Danes and Swedes have separated from their common stock? Yet how many
more must elapse before the proofs of their common origin, which exist in their several languages, will
disappear? It is to be lamented then, very much to be lamented, that we have suffered so many of the
Indian tribes already to extinguish, without our having previously collected and deposited in the records
of literature, the general rudiments at least of the languages they spoke. Were vocabularies formed
of all the languages spoken in North and South America, preserving their appellations of the most
common objects in nature, of those which must be present to every nation barbarous or civilised, with
the inflections of their nouns and verbs, their principles of regimen and concord, and these deposited in
all the public libraries, it would furnish opportunities to those skilled in the languages of the old world
to compare them with these, now, or at any future time, and hence to construct the best evidence of the
derivation of this part of the human race.
from QUERY XIV
To emancipate all slaves born after passing the act. The bill reported by the revisors does not itself
contain this proposition; but an amendment containing it was prepared, to be offered to the legislature
whenever the bill should be taken up, and further directing, that they should continue with their parents
to a certain age, then be brought up, at the public expence, to tillage, arts or sciences, according to their
geniusses, till the females should be eighteen, and the males twenty-one years of age, when they should
be colonized to such place as the circumstances of the time should render most proper, sending them out
with arms, implements of houshold and of the handicraft arts, feeds, pairs of the useful domestic animals,
&c. to declare them a free and independant people, and extend to them our alliance and protection, till
they shall have acquired strength; and to send vessels at the same time to other parts of the world for
an equal number of white inhabitants; to induce whom to migrate hither, proper encouragements were
to be proposed. It will probably be asked, Why not retain and incorporate the blacks into the state, and
thus save the expence of supplying, by importation of white settlers, the vacancies they will leave? Deep
rooted prejudices entertained by the whites; ten thousand recollections, by the blacks, of the injuries
they have sustained; new provocations; the real distinctions which nature has made; and many other
circumstances, will divide us into parties, and produce convulsions which will probably never end but in
the extermination of the one or the other race. — To these objections, which are political, may be added
others, which are physical and moral. The first difference which strikes us is that of colour. Whether the
black of the negro resides in the reticular membrane between the skin and scarf-skin, or in the scarf-skin
itself; whether it proceeds from the colour of the blood, the colour of the bile, or from that of some other
secretion, the difference is fixed in nature, and is as real as if its seat and cause were better known to us.
And is this difference of no importance? Is it not the foundation of a greater or less share of beauty in the
two races? Are not the fine mixtures of red and white, the expressions of every passion by greater or less
suffusions of colour in the one, preferable to that eternal monotony, which reigns in the countenances,
that immoveable veil of black which covers all the emotions of the other race? Add to these, flowing
hair, a more elegant symmetry of form, their own judgment in favour of the whites, declared by their
preference of them, as uniformly as is the preference of the Oranootan for the black women over those
of his own species. The circumstance of superior beauty, is thought worthy attention in the propagation
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of our horses, dogs, and other domestic animals; why not in that of man? Besides those of colour, figure,
and hair, there are other physical distinctions proving a difference of race. They have less hair on the face
and body. They secrete less by the kidnies, and more by the glands of the skin, which gives them a very
strong and disagreeable odour. This greater degree of transpiration renders them more tolerant of heat,
and less so of cold, than the whites. Perhaps too a difference of structure in the pulmonary apparatus,
which a late ingenious (* 1) experimentalist has discovered to be the principal regulator of animal heat,
may have disabled them from extricating, in the act of inspiration, so much of that fluid from the outer
air, or obliged them in expiration, to part with more of it. They seem to require less sleep. A black, after
hard labour through the day, will be induced by the slightest amusements to sit up till midnight, or later,
though knowing he must be out with the first dawn of the morning. They are at least as brave, and more
adventuresome. But this may perhaps proceed from a want of forethought, which prevents their seeing a
danger till it be present. When present, they do not go through it with more coolness or steadiness than
the whites. They are more ardent after their female: but love seems with them to be more an eager desire,
than a tender delicate mixture of sentiment and sensation. Their griefs are transient. Those numberless
afflictions, which render it doubtful whether heaven has given life to us in mercy or in wrath, are less
felt, and sooner forgotten with them. In general, their existence appears to participate more of sensation
than reflection. To this must be ascribed their disposition to sleep when abstracted from their diversions,
and unemployed in labour. An animal whose body is at rest, and who does not reflect, must be disposed
to sleep of course. Comparing them by their faculties of memory, reason, and imagination, it appears to
me, that in memory they are equal to the whites; in reason much inferior, as I think one could scarcely
be found capable of tracing and comprehending the investigations of Euclid; and that in imagination
they are dull, tasteless, and anomalous. It would be unfair to follow them to Africa for this investigation.
We will consider them here, on the same stage with the whites, and where the facts are not apocryphal
on which a judgment is to be formed. It will be right to make great allowances for the difference of
condition, of education, of conversation, of the sphere in which they move. Many millions of them have
been brought to, and born in America. Most of them indeed have been confined to tillage, to their own
homes, and their own society: yet many have been so situated, that they might have availed themselves
of the conversation of their masters; many have been brought up to the handicraft arts, and from that
circumstance have always been associated with the whites. Some have been liberally educated, and all
have lived in countries where the arts and sciences are cultivated to a considerable degree, and have had
before their eyes samples of the best works from abroad. The Indians, with no advantages of this kind,
will often carve figures on their pipes not destitute of design and merit. They will crayon out an animal,
a plant, or a country, so as to prove the existence of a germ in their minds which only wants cultivation.
They astonish you with strokes of the most sublime oratory; such as prove their reason and sentiment
strong, their imagination glowing and elevated. But never yet could I find that a black had uttered a
thought above the level of plain narration; never see even an elementary trait of painting or sculpture.
In music they are more generally gifted than the whites with accurate ears for tune and time, and they
have been found capable of imagining a small catch (* 2). Whether they will be equal to the composition
of a more extensive run of melody, or of complicated harmony, is yet to be proved. Misery is often
the parent of the most affecting touches in poetry. — Among the blacks is misery enough, God knows,
but no poetry. Love is the peculiar ;oestrum of the poet. Their love is ardent, but it kindles the senses
only, not the imagination. Religion indeed has produced a Phyllis Whately; but it could not produce
a poet. The compositions published under her name are below the dignity of criticism. The heroes of
the Dunciad are to her, as Hercules to the author of that poem. Ignatius Sancho has approached nearer
to merit in composition; yet his letters do more honour to the heart than the head. They breathe the
purest effusions of friendship and general philanthropy, and shew how great a degree of the latter may
be compounded with strong religious zeal. He is often happy in the turn of his compliments, and his

190 Scott D. Peterson

stile is easy and familiar, except when he affects a Shandean fabrication of words. But his imagination
is wild and extravagant, escapes incessantly from every restraint of reason and taste, and, in the course
of its vagaries, leaves a tract of thought as incoherent and eccentric, as is the course of a meteor through
the sky. His subjects should often have led him to a process of sober reasoning: yet we find him always
substituting sentiment for demonstration. Upon the whole, though we admit him to the first place among
those of his own colour who have presented themselves to the public judgment, yet when we compare
him with the writers of the race among whom he lived, and particularly with the epistolary class, in
which he has taken his own stand, we are compelled to enroll him at the bottom of the column. This
criticism supposes the letters published under his name to be genuine, and to have received amendment
from no other hand; points which would not be of easy investigation. The improvement of the blacks
in body and mind, in the first instance of their mixture with the whites, has been observed by every
one, and proves that their inferiority is not the effect merely of their condition of life. We know that
among the Romans, about the Augustan age especially, the condition of their slaves was much more
deplorable than that of the blacks on the continent of America. The two sexes were confined in separate
apartments, because to raise a child cost the master more than to buy one. Cato, for a very restricted
indulgence to his slaves in this particular, (* 3) took from them a certain price. But in this country the
slaves multiply as fast as the free inhabitants. Their situation and manners place the commerce between
the two sexes almost without restraint. — The same Cato, on a principle of ;oeconomy, always sold his
sick and superannuated slaves. He gives it as a standing precept to a master visiting his farm, to sell
his old oxen, old waggons, old tools, old and diseased servants, and every thing else become useless.
`Vendat boves vetulos, plaustrum vetus, ferramenta vetera, servum senem, servum morbosum, & si quid
aliud supersit vendat.’ Cato de re rustica. c. 2. The American slaves cannot enumerate this among the
injuries and insults they receive. It was the common practice to expose in the island of Aesculapius, in
the Tyber, diseased slaves, whose cure was like to become tedious. The Emperor Claudius, by an edict,
gave freedom to such of them as should recover, and first declared, that if any person chose to kill rather
than to expose them, it should be deemed homicide. The exposing them is a crime of which no instance
has existed with us; and were it to be followed by death, it would be punished capitally. We are told
of a certain Vedius Pollio, who, in the presence of Augustus, would have given a slave as food to his
fish, for having broken a glass. With the Romans, the regular method of taking the evidence of their
slaves was under torture. Here it has been thought better never to resort to their evidence. When a master
was murdered, all his slaves, in the same house, or within hearing, were condemned to death. Here
punishment falls on the guilty only, and as precise proof is required against him as against a freeman.
Yet notwithstanding these and other discouraging circumstances among the Romans, their slaves were
often their rarest artists. They excelled too in science, insomuch as to be usually employed as tutors
to their master’s children. Epictetus, Terence, and Phaedrus, were slaves. But they were of the race of
whites. It is not their condition then, but nature, which has produced the distinction. — Whether further
observation will or will not verify the conjecture, that nature has been less bountiful to them in the
endowments of the head, I believe that in those of the heart she will be found to have done them justice.
That disposition to theft with which they have been branded, must be ascribed to their situation, and
not to any depravity of the moral sense. The man, in whose favour no laws of property exist, probably
feels himself less bound to respect those made in favour of others. When arguing for ourselves, we lay
it down as a fundamental, that laws, to be just, must give a reciprocation of right: that, without this, they
are mere arbitrary rules of conduct, founded in force, and not in conscience: and it is a problem which
I give to the master to solve, whether the religious precepts against the violation of property were not
framed for him as well as his slave? And whether the slave may not as justifiably take a little from one,
who has taken all from him, as he may slay one who would slay him? That a change in the relations in
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which a man is placed should change his ideas of moral right and wrong, is neither new, nor peculiar to
the colour of the blacks. Homer tells us it was so 2600 years ago.
from QUERY XVII
Millions of innocent men, women, and children, since the introduction of Christianity, have been
burnt, tortured, fined, imprisoned; yet we have not advanced one inch towards uniformity. What has
been the effect of coercion? To make one half the world fools, and the other half hypocrites. To support
roguery and error all over the earth. Let us reflect that it is inhabited by a thousand millions of people.
That these profess probably a thousand different systems of religion. That ours is but one of that
thousand. That if there be but one right, and ours that one, we should wish to see the 999 wandering sects
gathered into the fold of truth. But against such a majority we cannot effect this by force. Reason and
persuasion are the only practicable instruments. To make way for these, free enquiry must be indulged;
and how can we wish others to indulge it while we refuse it ourselves…

This work (Notes on the State of Virginia (Excerpt) by Thomas Jefferson) is free of known copyright restrictions.

38.
Draft of The Declaration of Independence (1776)
Thomas Jefferson

THOMAS JEFFERSON
[Note: brackets indicate material that was not included in the final draft.]
A Declaration by the Representatives of United States of America, in General Congress
Assembled
When, in the course of human events, it becomes necessary for a people to advance from that
subordination in which they have hitherto remained, and to assume among the powers of the earth, the
equal and independent station to which the laws of nature and of nature’s god entitle them, a decent
respect to the opinions of mankind requires that they should declare the causes which impel them to the
change
We hold these truths to be [sacred and undeniable] selfevident, that all men are created equal
and independent; that from that equal creation they derive in rights inherent and inalienables, among
which are the preservation of life, and liberty and the pursuit of happiness; that to secure these ends,
governments are instituted among men, deriving their just powers from the consent of the governed;
that whenever any form of government shall become destructive of these ends, it is the right of the
people to alter or to abolish it, and to institute new government, laying its foundation on such principles
and organizing it’s powers in such form, as to them shall seem most likely to effect their safety and
happiness. prudence, indeed, will dictate that governments long established should not be changed for
light and transient causes: and accordingly all experience hath shewn that mankind are more disposed
to suffer while evils are sufferable, than to right themselves by abolishing the forms to which they
are accustomed. but when a long train of abuses and usurpations, begun at a distinguished period, and
pursuing invariably the same object evinces a design to [subject] reduce them to arbitrary power, it is
their right, it is their duty, to throw off such government, and to provide new guards for their future
security. —
Such has been the patient sufferance of these colonies; and such is now the necessity which constrains
them to expunge their former systems of government. the history of his present majesty is a history
of unremitting injuries and usurpations, among which no fact stands single or solitary to contradict the
uniform tenor of the rest, all of which have in direct object the establishment of an absolute tyranny over
these states. to prove this, let facts be submitted to a candid world, for the truth of which we pledge a
faith yet unsullied by falsehood.
He has refused his assent to laws, the most wholesome and necessary for the public good:
He has forbidden his governors to pass laws of immediate and pressing importance, unless suspended
in their operation till his assent should be obtained; and when so suspended, he has neglected utterly to
attend to them.
He has refused to pass other laws for the accommodation of large districts of people unless those
people would relinquish the right of representation [in the legislature], a right inestimable to them and
formidable to tyrants only:
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He has dissolved representative houses repeatedly, for opposing with manly firmness his invasions on
the rights of the people.
[he has dissolved]he has refused for a long space of time, to cause others to be elected, whereby the
legislative powers, incapable of annihilation, have returned to the people at large for their exercise, the
state remaining in the meantime exposed to all the dangers of invasion from without, and convulsions
within:
he has endeavored to prevent the population of these states; for that purpose obstructing the laws for
naturalization of foreigners; refusing to pass others to encourage their migration hither, and raising the
conditions of new appropriations of lands:
he has suffered the administration of justice totally to cease in some of these colonies, refusing his
assent to laws for establishing judiciary powers:
he has made our judges dependent on his will alone, for the tenure of their offices, and the amount of
their salaries.
he has erected a multitude of new offices by a self-assumed power, and sent hither swarms of officers
to harrass our people, and eat out their substance.
he has kept among us, in times of peace, standing armies and ships of war:
he has affected to render the military, independent of and superior to civil power:
he has combined with others to subject us to a jurisdiction foreign to our constitutions, and
unacknowledged by our laws; giving his assent to their pretended acts of legislation, for quartering large
bodies of armed troops among us;
for protecting them, by mock trial, from punishment for any murders [which] they should commit on
the inhabitants of these states; for cutting off our trade with all parts of the world;
for imposing taxes on us without our consent;
for depriving us of the benefits of trial by jury;
for transporting us beyond seas to be tried for pretended offenses;
for taking away our charters, and altering fundamentally the forms of our governments;
for suspending our own legislatures, and declaring themselves invested with power to legislate for us
in all cases whatsoever;
he has abdicated government here, withdrawing his governors, and declaring us out of his alegiance
and protection;
he has plundered our seas, ravaged our coasts, burnt our towns, and destroyed the lives of our people:
he is at this time transporting large armies of foreign mercenaries to compleat the works of death,
desolation and tyranny, already begun with circumstances of cruelty and perfidy unworthy the head of a
civilized nation:
he has endeavored to bring on the inhabitants of our frontiers the merciless Indian savages, whose
known rule of warfare is an undistinguished destruction of all ages, sexes and conditions of existence:
he has incited treasonable insurrections of our fellow citizens with the allurements of forfeiture and
confiscation of our property:
he has waged cruel war against human nature itself, violating it’s most sacred rights of life and liberty
in the persons of a distant people who never offended him, captivating and carrying them into slavery in
another hemispere, or to incure miserable death in their transportation hither. this piratical warfare, the
opprobium of infidel powers, is the warfare of the Christian king of Great Britain. [determined to keep
open a market where MEN should be bought and sold,] he has prostituted his negative for suppressing
every legislative attempt to prohibit or to restrain this execrable commerce [determining to keep open
a market where MEN should be bought and sold]: and that this assemblage of horrors might want no
fact of distinguished die, he is now exciting those very people to rise in arms among us, and to purchase
that liberty of which he had deprived them, by murdering the people upon whom he also obtruded them:
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thus paying off former crimes committed against the liberties of one people, with crimes which he urges
them to commit against the lives of another.
in every stage of these oppressions we have petitioned for redress in the most humble terms: our
repeated petitions have been answered only by repeated injury. a prince, whose character is thus marked
by every act which may define a tyrant, is unfit to be the ruler of a people who mean to be free. future
ages will scarce believe that the hardiness of one man, adventured within the short compass of twelve
years only, on so many acts of tyranny without a mask, over a people fostered and fixed in principles of
liberty.
Nor have we been wanting in attention to our British brethren. we have warned them from time to
time of attempts by their legislature to extend an unwarrantable jurisdiction over these our states. we
have reminded them of the circumstances of our emigration and settlement here, no one of which could
warrant so strange a pretension: that these were effected at the expence of our own blood and treasure,
unassisted by the wealth or the strength of Great Britain: that in constituing indeed our several forms
of government, we had adopted one common king, thereby laying a foundation for perpetual league
and amity with them: but that submission to their parliament was no part of our constitution, nor ever
in idea, if history may be credited: and we appealed to their native justice and magnanimity, as well
as to the ties of our common kindred to disavow these usurpations, which were likely to interrupt our
correspondence and connections. they too have been deaf to the voice of justice and of consanguinity,
and when occasions have been given them, by the regular course of their laws, of removing from their
councils the disturbers of our harmony, they have by their free election re-established them in power.
at this very time too they are permitting their chief magistrate to send over not only soldiers of our
common blood, but Scotch and foreign mercenaries to invade and deluge us in blood. these facts have
given the last stab to agonizing affection, and manly spirit bids us to renounce forever these unfeeling
brethren. We must endeavor to forget our former love for them, and hold them, as we hold the rest of
mankind, enemies in war, in peace friends. we might have been a free and a great people together; but a
communication of grandeur and of freedom it seems is below their dignity. be it so, since they will have
it: the road to [glory and] happiness [and to glory] is open to us too; we will climb it apart from them [in
a seperate state] and acquiesce in the necessity which denounces [pronounces][ our [everlasting Adieu!]
eternal separation!
We, therefore, the representatives of the United States of America, in General Congress, assembled do
, in the name, and by the authority of the good people of these states, reject and renounce the allegiance
and subjection to the kinds of Great Britain and all others whe may herafter claim by, through, or under
them; we utterly dissolve and break off all political connection which may have heretofore subsisted
between us and the people or parliament of Great Britain; and finally we do assert and declare these
colonies to be free and independent states, and that as free and independent states they shall herafter have
[full] power to levy war, conclude peace, contract alliances, establish commerce, and to do all other acts
and things which independent states may of right do. And for the support of this declaration we mutually
pledge to each other our lives, our fortunes and our sacred honor.
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This work (Draft of The Declaration of Independence (1776) by Thomas Jefferson) is free of known copyright restrictions.

39.
The Federalist Papers
Alexander Hamilton and James Madison

The Federalist Papers were a series of eighty-five essays urging the citizens of New York to ratify the
new United States Constitution. Written by Alexander Hamilton, James Madison, and John Jay, the
essays originally appeared anonymously in New York newspapers in 1787 and 1788 under the pen name
“Publius.” The Federalist Papers are considered one of the most important sources for interpreting and
understanding the original intent of the Constitution.
Included here are No. 1 by Hamilton & No. 10 by Madison

FEDERALIST NO. 1
General Introduction
For the Independent Journal.
Author: Alexander Hamilton
To the People of the State of New York:
AFTER an unequivocal experience of the inefficiency of the subsisting federal government, you are
called upon to deliberate on a new Constitution for the United States of America. The subject speaks
its own importance; comprehending in its consequences nothing less than the existence of the UNION,
the safety and welfare of the parts of which it is composed, the fate of an empire in many respects the
most interesting in the world. It has been frequently remarked that it seems to have been reserved to the
people of this country, by their conduct and example, to decide the important question, whether societies
of men are really capable or not of establishing good government from reflection and choice, or whether
they are forever destined to depend for their political constitutions on accident and force. If there be any
truth in the remark, the crisis at which we are arrived may with propriety be regarded as the era in which
that decision is to be made; and a wrong election of the part we shall act may, in this view, deserve to be
considered as the general misfortune of mankind.
This idea will add the inducements of philanthropy to those of patriotism, to heighten the solicitude
which all considerate and good men must feel for the event. Happy will it be if our choice should be
directed by a judicious estimate of our true interests, unperplexed and unbiased by considerations not
connected with the public good. But this is a thing more ardently to be wished than seriously to be
expected. The plan offered to our deliberations affects too many particular interests, innovates upon too
many local institutions, not to involve in its discussion a variety of objects foreign to its merits, and of
views, passions and prejudices little favorable to the discovery of truth.
Among the most formidable of the obstacles which the new Constitution will have to encounter may
readily be distinguished the obvious interest of a certain class of men in every State to resist all changes
which may hazard a diminution of the power, emolument, and consequence of the offices they hold
under the State establishments; and the perverted ambition of another class of men, who will either
197
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hope to aggrandize themselves by the confusions of their country, or will flatter themselves with fairer
prospects of elevation from the subdivision of the empire into several partial confederacies than from its
union under one government.
It is not, however, my design to dwell upon observations of this nature. I am well aware that it would
be disingenuous to resolve indiscriminately the opposition of any set of men (merely because their
situations might subject them to suspicion) into interested or ambitious views. Candor will oblige us to
admit that even such men may be actuated by upright intentions; and it cannot be doubted that much of
the opposition which has made its appearance, or may hereafter make its appearance, will spring from
sources, blameless at least, if not respectable–the honest errors of minds led astray by preconceived
jealousies and fears. So numerous indeed and so powerful are the causes which serve to give a false bias
to the judgment, that we, upon many occasions, see wise and good men on the wrong as well as on the
right side of questions of the first magnitude to society. This circumstance, if duly attended to, would
furnish a lesson of moderation to those who are ever so much persuaded of their being in the right in
any controversy. And a further reason for caution, in this respect, might be drawn from the reflection
that we are not always sure that those who advocate the truth are influenced by purer principles than
their antagonists. Ambition, avarice, personal animosity, party opposition, and many other motives not
more laudable than these, are apt to operate as well upon those who support as those who oppose the
right side of a question. Were there not even these inducements to moderation, nothing could be more
ill-judged than that intolerant spirit which has, at all times, characterized political parties. For in politics,
as in religion, it is equally absurd to aim at making proselytes by fire and sword. Heresies in either can
rarely be cured by persecution.
And yet, however just these sentiments will be allowed to be, we have already sufficient indications
that it will happen in this as in all former cases of great national discussion. A torrent of angry and
malignant passions will be let loose. To judge from the conduct of the opposite parties, we shall be led
to conclude that they will mutually hope to evince the justness of their opinions, and to increase the
number of their converts by the loudness of their declamations and the bitterness of their invectives. An
enlightened zeal for the energy and efficiency of government will be stigmatized as the offspring of a
temper fond of despotic power and hostile to the principles of liberty. An over-scrupulous jealousy of
danger to the rights of the people, which is more commonly the fault of the head than of the heart, will
be represented as mere pretense and artifice, the stale bait for popularity at the expense of the public
good. It will be forgotten, on the one hand, that jealousy is the usual concomitant of love, and that the
noble enthusiasm of liberty is apt to be infected with a spirit of narrow and illiberal distrust. On the other
hand, it will be equally forgotten that the vigor of government is essential to the security of liberty; that,
in the contemplation of a sound and well-informed judgment, their interest can never be separated; and
that a dangerous ambition more often lurks behind the specious mask of zeal for the rights of the people
than under the forbidden appearance of zeal for the firmness and efficiency of government. History will
teach us that the former has been found a much more certain road to the introduction of despotism than
the latter, and that of those men who have overturned the liberties of republics, the greatest number have
begun their career by paying an obsequious court to the people; commencing demagogues, and ending
tyrants.
In the course of the preceding observations, I have had an eye, my fellow-citizens, to putting you
upon your guard against all attempts, from whatever quarter, to influence your decision in a matter of the
utmost moment to your welfare, by any impressions other than those which may result from the evidence
of truth. You will, no doubt, at the same time, have collected from the general scope of them, that they
proceed from a source not unfriendly to the new Constitution. Yes, my countrymen, I own to you that,
after having given it an attentive consideration, I am clearly of opinion it is your interest to adopt it. I
am convinced that this is the safest course for your liberty, your dignity, and your happiness. I affect
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not reserves which I do not feel. I will not amuse you with an appearance of deliberation when I have
decided. I frankly acknowledge to you my convictions, and I will freely lay before you the reasons on
which they are founded. The consciousness of good intentions disdains ambiguity. I shall not, however,
multiply professions on this head. My motives must remain in the depository of my own breast. My
arguments will be open to all, and may be judged of by all. They shall at least be offered in a spirit which
will not disgrace the cause of truth.
I propose, in a series of papers, to discuss the following interesting particulars:
THE UTILITY OF THE UNION TO YOUR POLITICAL PROSPERITY THE INSUFFICIENCY
OF THE PRESENT CONFEDERATION TO PRESERVE THAT UNION THE NECESSITY OF A
GOVERNMENT AT LEAST EQUALLY ENERGETIC WITH THE ONE PROPOSED, TO THE
ATTAINMENT OF THIS OBJECT THE CONFORMITY OF THE PROPOSED CONSTITUTION TO
THE TRUE PRINCIPLES OF REPUBLICAN GOVERNMENT ITS ANALOGY TO YOUR OWN
STATE CONSTITUTION and lastly, THE ADDITIONAL SECURITY WHICH ITS ADOPTION
WILL AFFORD TO THE PRESERVATION OF THAT SPECIES OF GOVERNMENT, TO LIBERTY,
AND TO PROPERTY.
In the progress of this discussion I shall endeavor to give a satisfactory answer to all the objections
which shall have made their appearance, that may seem to have any claim to your attention.
It may perhaps be thought superfluous to offer arguments to prove the utility of the UNION, a
point, no doubt, deeply engraved on the hearts of the great body of the people in every State, and one,
which it may be imagined, has no adversaries. But the fact is, that we already hear it whispered in
the private circles of those who oppose the new Constitution, that the thirteen States are of too great
extent for any general system, and that we must of necessity resort to separate confederacies of distinct
portions of the whole.1 This doctrine will, in all probability, be gradually propagated, till it has votaries
enough to countenance an open avowal of it. For nothing can be more evident, to those who are able
to take an enlarged view of the subject, than the alternative of an adoption of the new Constitution or
a dismemberment of the Union. It will therefore be of use to begin by examining the advantages of
that Union, the certain evils, and the probable dangers, to which every State will be exposed from its
dissolution. This shall accordingly constitute the subject of my next address.
PUBLIUS.

FEDERALIST NO. 10
The Same Subject Continued: The Union as a Safeguard Against Domestic Faction and
Insurrection
From the New York Packet
Friday, November 23, 1787.
Author: James Madison
To the People of the State of New York:
AMONG the numerous advantages promised by a well-constructed Union, none deserves to be more
accurately developed than its tendency to break and control the violence of faction. The friend of
popular governments never finds himself so much alarmed for their character and fate, as when he
contemplates their propensity to this dangerous vice. He will not fail, therefore, to set a due value on any
plan which, without violating the principles to which he is attached, provides a proper cure for it. The
instability, injustice, and confusion introduced into the public councils, have, in truth, been the mortal
diseases under which popular governments have everywhere perished; as they continue to be the favorite
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and fruitful topics from which the adversaries to liberty derive their most specious declamations. The
valuable improvements made by the American constitutions on the popular models, both ancient and
modern, cannot certainly be too much admired; but it would be an unwarrantable partiality, to contend
that they have as effectually obviated the danger on this side, as was wished and expected. Complaints
are everywhere heard from our most considerate and virtuous citizens, equally the friends of public
and private faith, and of public and personal liberty, that our governments are too unstable, that the
public good is disregarded in the conflicts of rival parties, and that measures are too often decided,
not according to the rules of justice and the rights of the minor party, but by the superior force of an
interested and overbearing majority. However anxiously we may wish that these complaints had no
foundation, the evidence, of known facts will not permit us to deny that they are in some degree true.
It will be found, indeed, on a candid review of our situation, that some of the distresses under which
we labor have been erroneously charged on the operation of our governments; but it will be found,
at the same time, that other causes will not alone account for many of our heaviest misfortunes; and,
particularly, for that prevailing and increasing distrust of public engagements, and alarm for private
rights, which are echoed from one end of the continent to the other. These must be chiefly, if not
wholly, effects of the unsteadiness and injustice with which a factious spirit has tainted our public
administrations.
By a faction, I understand a number of citizens, whether amounting to a majority or a minority of the
whole, who are united and actuated by some common impulse of passion, or of interest, adversed to the
rights of other citizens, or to the permanent and aggregate interests of the community.
There are two methods of curing the mischiefs of faction: the one, by removing its causes; the other,
by controlling its effects.
There are again two methods of removing the causes of faction: the one, by destroying the liberty
which is essential to its existence; the other, by giving to every citizen the same opinions, the same
passions, and the same interests.
It could never be more truly said than of the first remedy, that it was worse than the disease. Liberty is
to faction what air is to fire, an aliment without which it instantly expires. But it could not be less folly to
abolish liberty, which is essential to political life, because it nourishes faction, than it would be to wish
the annihilation of air, which is essential to animal life, because it imparts to fire its destructive agency.
The second expedient is as impracticable as the first would be unwise. As long as the reason of
man continues fallible, and he is at liberty to exercise it, different opinions will be formed. As long as
the connection subsists between his reason and his self-love, his opinions and his passions will have
a reciprocal influence on each other; and the former will be objects to which the latter will attach
themselves. The diversity in the faculties of men, from which the rights of property originate, is not less
an insuperable obstacle to a uniformity of interests. The protection of these faculties is the first object of
government. From the protection of different and unequal faculties of acquiring property, the possession
of different degrees and kinds of property immediately results; and from the influence of these on the
sentiments and views of the respective proprietors, ensues a division of the society into different interests
and parties.
The latent causes of faction are thus sown in the nature of man; and we see them everywhere
brought into different degrees of activity, according to the different circumstances of civil society.
A zeal for different opinions concerning religion, concerning government, and many other points, as
well of speculation as of practice; an attachment to different leaders ambitiously contending for preeminence and power; or to persons of other descriptions whose fortunes have been interesting to the
human passions, have, in turn, divided mankind into parties, inflamed them with mutual animosity, and
rendered them much more disposed to vex and oppress each other than to co-operate for their common
good. So strong is this propensity of mankind to fall into mutual animosities, that where no substantial
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occasion presents itself, the most frivolous and fanciful distinctions have been sufficient to kindle their
unfriendly passions and excite their most violent conflicts. But the most common and durable source of
factions has been the various and unequal distribution of property. Those who hold and those who are
without property have ever formed distinct interests in society. Those who are creditors, and those who
are debtors, fall under a like discrimination. A landed interest, a manufacturing interest, a mercantile
interest, a moneyed interest, with many lesser interests, grow up of necessity in civilized nations, and
divide them into different classes, actuated by different sentiments and views. The regulation of these
various and interfering interests forms the principal task of modern legislation, and involves the spirit of
party and faction in the necessary and ordinary operations of the government.
No man is allowed to be a judge in his own cause, because his interest would certainly bias his
judgment, and, not improbably, corrupt his integrity. With equal, nay with greater reason, a body of men
are unfit to be both judges and parties at the same time; yet what are many of the most important acts
of legislation, but so many judicial determinations, not indeed concerning the rights of single persons,
but concerning the rights of large bodies of citizens? And what are the different classes of legislators
but advocates and parties to the causes which they determine? Is a law proposed concerning private
debts? It is a question to which the creditors are parties on one side and the debtors on the other. Justice
ought to hold the balance between them. Yet the parties are, and must be, themselves the judges; and the
most numerous party, or, in other words, the most powerful faction must be expected to prevail. Shall
domestic manufactures be encouraged, and in what degree, by restrictions on foreign manufactures?
are questions which would be differently decided by the landed and the manufacturing classes, and
probably by neither with a sole regard to justice and the public good. The apportionment of taxes on the
various descriptions of property is an act which seems to require the most exact impartiality; yet there is,
perhaps, no legislative act in which greater opportunity and temptation are given to a predominant party
to trample on the rules of justice. Every shilling with which they overburden the inferior number, is a
shilling saved to their own pockets.
It is in vain to say that enlightened statesmen will be able to adjust these clashing interests, and
render them all subservient to the public good. Enlightened statesmen will not always be at the helm.
Nor, in many cases, can such an adjustment be made at all without taking into view indirect and
remote considerations, which will rarely prevail over the immediate interest which one party may find
in disregarding the rights of another or the good of the whole.
The inference to which we are brought is, that the CAUSES of faction cannot be removed, and that
relief is only to be sought in the means of controlling its EFFECTS.
If a faction consists of less than a majority, relief is supplied by the republican principle, which enables
the majority to defeat its sinister views by regular vote. It may clog the administration, it may convulse
the society; but it will be unable to execute and mask its violence under the forms of the Constitution.
When a majority is included in a faction, the form of popular government, on the other hand, enables it
to sacrifice to its ruling passion or interest both the public good and the rights of other citizens. To secure
the public good and private rights against the danger of such a faction, and at the same time to preserve
the spirit and the form of popular government, is then the great object to which our inquiries are directed.
Let me add that it is the great desideratum by which this form of government can be rescued from the
opprobrium under which it has so long labored, and be recommended to the esteem and adoption of
mankind.
By what means is this object attainable? Evidently by one of two only. Either the existence of the
same passion or interest in a majority at the same time must be prevented, or the majority, having such
coexistent passion or interest, must be rendered, by their number and local situation, unable to concert
and carry into effect schemes of oppression. If the impulse and the opportunity be suffered to coincide,
we well know that neither moral nor religious motives can be relied on as an adequate control. They are
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not found to be such on the injustice and violence of individuals, and lose their efficacy in proportion to
the number combined together, that is, in proportion as their efficacy becomes needful.
From this view of the subject it may be concluded that a pure democracy, by which I mean a society
consisting of a small number of citizens, who assemble and administer the government in person, can
admit of no cure for the mischiefs of faction. A common passion or interest will, in almost every case, be
felt by a majority of the whole; a communication and concert result from the form of government itself;
and there is nothing to check the inducements to sacrifice the weaker party or an obnoxious individual.
Hence it is that such democracies have ever been spectacles of turbulence and contention; have ever
been found incompatible with personal security or the rights of property; and have in general been as
short in their lives as they have been violent in their deaths. Theoretic politicians, who have patronized
this species of government, have erroneously supposed that by reducing mankind to a perfect equality
in their political rights, they would, at the same time, be perfectly equalized and assimilated in their
possessions, their opinions, and their passions.
A republic, by which I mean a government in which the scheme of representation takes place, opens a
different prospect, and promises the cure for which we are seeking. Let us examine the points in which it
varies from pure democracy, and we shall comprehend both the nature of the cure and the efficacy which
it must derive from the Union.
The two great points of difference between a democracy and a republic are: first, the delegation of the
government, in the latter, to a small number of citizens elected by the rest; secondly, the greater number
of citizens, and greater sphere of country, over which the latter may be extended.
The effect of the first difference is, on the one hand, to refine and enlarge the public views, by passing
them through the medium of a chosen body of citizens, whose wisdom may best discern the true interest
of their country, and whose patriotism and love of justice will be least likely to sacrifice it to temporary
or partial considerations. Under such a regulation, it may well happen that the public voice, pronounced
by the representatives of the people, will be more consonant to the public good than if pronounced by
the people themselves, convened for the purpose. On the other hand, the effect may be inverted. Men of
factious tempers, of local prejudices, or of sinister designs, may, by intrigue, by corruption, or by other
means, first obtain the suffrages, and then betray the interests, of the people. The question resulting is,
whether small or extensive republics are more favorable to the election of proper guardians of the public
weal; and it is clearly decided in favor of the latter by two obvious considerations:
In the first place, it is to be remarked that, however small the republic may be, the representatives
must be raised to a certain number, in order to guard against the cabals of a few; and that, however
large it may be, they must be limited to a certain number, in order to guard against the confusion of a
multitude. Hence, the number of representatives in the two cases not being in proportion to that of the
two constituents, and being proportionally greater in the small republic, it follows that, if the proportion
of fit characters be not less in the large than in the small republic, the former will present a greater option,
and consequently a greater probability of a fit choice.
In the next place, as each representative will be chosen by a greater number of citizens in the large
than in the small republic, it will be more difficult for unworthy candidates to practice with success the
vicious arts by which elections are too often carried; and the suffrages of the people being more free,
will be more likely to centre in men who possess the most attractive merit and the most diffusive and
established characters.
It must be confessed that in this, as in most other cases, there is a mean, on both sides of which
inconveniences will be found to lie. By enlarging too much the number of electors, you render the
representatives too little acquainted with all their local circumstances and lesser interests; as by reducing
it too much, you render him unduly attached to these, and too little fit to comprehend and pursue great
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and national objects. The federal Constitution forms a happy combination in this respect; the great and
aggregate interests being referred to the national, the local and particular to the State legislatures.
The other point of difference is, the greater number of citizens and extent of territory which may be
brought within the compass of republican than of democratic government; and it is this circumstance
principally which renders factious combinations less to be dreaded in the former than in the latter. The
smaller the society, the fewer probably will be the distinct parties and interests composing it; the fewer
the distinct parties and interests, the more frequently will a majority be found of the same party; and the
smaller the number of individuals composing a majority, and the smaller the compass within which they
are placed, the more easily will they concert and execute their plans of oppression. Extend the sphere,
and you take in a greater variety of parties and interests; you make it less probable that a majority of the
whole will have a common motive to invade the rights of other citizens; or if such a common motive
exists, it will be more difficult for all who feel it to discover their own strength, and to act in unison
with each other. Besides other impediments, it may be remarked that, where there is a consciousness
of unjust or dishonorable purposes, communication is always checked by distrust in proportion to the
number whose concurrence is necessary.
Hence, it clearly appears, that the same advantage which a republic has over a democracy, in
controlling the effects of faction, is enjoyed by a large over a small republic,–is enjoyed by the Union
over the States composing it. Does the advantage consist in the substitution of representatives whose
enlightened views and virtuous sentiments render them superior to local prejudices and schemes of
injustice? It will not be denied that the representation of the Union will be most likely to possess these
requisite endowments. Does it consist in the greater security afforded by a greater variety of parties,
against the event of any one party being able to outnumber and oppress the rest? In an equal degree
does the increased variety of parties comprised within the Union, increase this security. Does it, in fine,
consist in the greater obstacles opposed to the concert and accomplishment of the secret wishes of an
unjust and interested majority? Here, again, the extent of the Union gives it the most palpable advantage.
The influence of factious leaders may kindle a flame within their particular States, but will be unable
to spread a general conflagration through the other States. A religious sect may degenerate into a
political faction in a part of the Confederacy; but the variety of sects dispersed over the entire face of it
must secure the national councils against any danger from that source. A rage for paper money, for an
abolition of debts, for an equal division of property, or for any other improper or wicked project, will be
less apt to pervade the whole body of the Union than a particular member of it; in the same proportion
as such a malady is more likely to taint a particular county or district, than an entire State.
In the extent and proper structure of the Union, therefore, we behold a republican remedy for the
diseases most incident to republican government. And according to the degree of pleasure and pride we
feel in being republicans, ought to be our zeal in cherishing the spirit and supporting the character of
Federalists.
Source: https://guides.loc.gov/federalist-papers/full-text

VI

Colonial Literature - John & Abigail Adams - John
Adams & Thomas Jefferson

This section includes letters between husband and wife John Adams & Abigail Adams, and ends with a
collection of correspondence between John Adams and Thomas Jefferson (introduced previously).
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40.
Author Introduction-John Adams (1735–1826) & Abigail Adams
(1744–1818)
Wendy Kurant

John Adams
John Adams was born in Braintree (now Quincey),
Massachusetts, situated ten miles from Boston. He
attended Harvard then practiced law in Braintree. His
opposition to the Stamp Act and the Intolerable Acts
led to his serving as delegate to the intercolonial
congress; the First Continental Congress (that adapted
his “Declaration of Rights”); and the Second
Continental Congress. Accepting the need for armed
resistance, Adams helped delegates join together to
declare independence against England. He also helped
negotiate the Treaty of Paris that ended the
Revolutionary War; served as America’s first
constitutional vice president (under George
Washington); and its second president.
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Abigail Adams
Abigail Adams née Smith was also born in
Braintree, Massachusetts. She received no formal
education, instead being guided by her mother in the
domestic arts expected of women in that era. She
fulfilled her expected role as wife when she married
John in 1764 and as mother when she bore five
children in seven years. During the early years of their
marriage, Abigail moved from one household to
another in order to remain close to John. The two were
separated, however, starting in 1775 as he served in
the congresses leading to the American Revolution.
Abigail remained in Braintree, managing their farm,
enduring many privations and witnessing terrifying
battles— experiences from which John was, to some
degree, insulated. After the war, John and Abigail
would live separately and together in America and
abroad until John retired from politics and returned
permanently to Braintree. In 1818, Abigail died of
typhoid fever, predeceasing John by eight years.
Their correspondence comprises 1,100 letters,
giving glimpses into their frugalities, friendships,
illnesses, parenting, and griefs—especially through
the early death of their daughter and their last child being stillborn. Their letters also provide glimpses
into a time of momentous upheaval and change in American life, as John and Abigail were active
participants in these changes. The March 31, 1776 letter from Abigail to John expresses the hope for a
universal democracy, liberat- ing women from the legal tyranny of their husbands, and suggesting a more
equitable relationship between friends who are spouses. John’s letters on independence vault even
beyond these hopes to an almost millennial vision of America and its great experiment in freedom and
democracy.
Source:
Becoming America, Wendy Kurant, ed., CC-BY-SA
Image Credit:
Figure 1. “John Adams,” Grace Hammond, Virginia Western Community College, Public Domain,
derivative image from “John Adams,” New York Public Library, Public Domain.
Figure 2. “Abigail Adams,” Benjamin Blyth, Wikimedia, Public Domain.

41.
Abigail Adams to John Adams, Braintree August 19 1774
John Adams and Abigail Adams

The great distance between us, makes the time appear very long to me. It seems already a month since
you left me. The great anxiety I feel for my Country, for you and for our family renders the day tedious,
and the night unpleasent. The Rocks and quick Sands appear upon every Side. What course you can or
will take is all wrapt in the Bosom of futurity. Uncertainty and expectation leave the mind great Scope.
Did ever any Kingdom or State regain their Liberty, when once it was invaded without Blood shed? I
cannot think of it without horror.
Yet we are told that all the Misfortunes of Sparta were occasiond by their too great Sollicitude for
present tranquility, and by an excessive love of peace they neglected the means of making it sure and
lasting. They ought to have reflected says Polibius that as there is nothing more desirable, or advantages
than peace, when founded in justice and honour, so there is nothing more shameful and at the same time
more pernicious when attained by bad measures, and purchased at the price of liberty.
I have received a most charming Letter from our Friend Mrs. W–n [Warren]. She desires me to tell
you that her best wishes attend you thro your journey both as a Friend and patriot — hopes you will have
no uncommon difficulties to surmount or Hostile Movements to impeade you-but if the Locrians should
interrupt you, she hopes you will beware that no future Annals may say you chose an ambitious Philip
for your Leader, who subverted the noble order of the American Amphyctions, and built up a Monarchy
on the Ruins of the happy institution.
I have taken a very great fondness for reading Rollin’s ancient History since you left me. I am
determined to go thro with it if posible in these my days of solitude. I find great pleasure and
entertainment from it, and I have perswaided Johnny to read me a page or two every day, and hope he
will from his desire to oblige me entertain a fondness for it.– We have had a charming rain which lasted
12 hours and has greatly revived the dying fruits of the earth.
I want much to hear from you. I long impatiently to have you upon the Stage of action. The first of
September or the month of September, perhaps may be of as much importance to Great Britan as the
Ides of March were to Ceaser. I wish you every Publick as well, as private blessing, and that wisdom
which is profitable both for instruction and edification to conduct you in this difficult day.-The little
flock remember Pappa, and kindly wish to see him. So does your most affectionate
Abigail Adams
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This work (Abigail Adams to John Adams, Braintree August 19 1774 by John Adams and Abigail Adams) is free of known
copyright restrictions.

42.
John Adams to Abigail Adams, Phyladelphia Septr. 16, 1774
John Adams and Abigail Adams

Having a Leisure Moment, while the Congress is assembling, I gladly embrace it to write you a Line.
When the Congress first met, Mr. Cushing made a Motion, that it should be opened with Prayer. It
was opposed by Mr. Jay of N. York and Mr. Rutledge of South Carolina, because we were so divided
in religious Sentiments, some Episcopalians, some Quakers, some Aanabaptists, some Presbyterians and
some Congregationalists, so that We could not join in the same Act of Worship.-Mr. S. Adams arose
and said he was no Bigot, and could hear a Prayer from a Gentleman of Piety and Virtue, who was
at the same Time a Friend to his Country. He was a Stranger in Phyladelphia, but had heard that Mr.
Duche (Dushay they pronounce it) deserved that Character, and therefore he moved that Mr. Duche, an
episcopal Clergyman, might be desired, to read Prayers to the Congress, tomorrow Morning. The Motion
was seconded and passed in the Affirmative. Mr. Randolph our President, waited on Mr. Duche, and
received for Answer that if his Health would permit, he certainly would. Accordingly next Morning he
appeared with his Clerk and in his Pontificallibus, and read several Prayers, in the established Form; and
then read the Collect for the seventh day of September, which was the Thirty fifth Psalm. -You must
remember this was the next Morning after we heard the horrible Rumour, of the Cannonade of Boston.-I
never saw a greater Effect upon an Audience. It seemed as if Heaven had ordained that Psalm to be read
on that Morning.
After this Mr. Duche, unexpected to every Body struck out into an extemporary Prayer, which filled
the Bosom of every Man present. I must confess I never heard a better Prayer or one, so well pronounced.
Episcopalian as he is, Dr. Cooper himself never prayed with such fervour, such Ardor, such Earnestness
and Pathos, and in Language so elegant and sublime-for America, for the Congress, for The Province of
Massachusetts Bay, and especially the Town of Boston. It has had an excellent Effect upon every Body
here.
I must beg you to read that Psalm. If there was any Faith in the sortes Virgilianae, or sortes Homericae,
or especially the Sortes biblicae, it would be thought providential. It will amuse your Friends to read this
Letter and the 35th. Psalm to them. Read it to your Father and Mr. Wibirt.-I wonder what our Braintree
Churchmen would think of this?-Mr. Duche is one of the most ingenious Men, and best Characters,
and greatest orators in the Episcopal order, upon this Continent-Yet a Zealous Friend of Liberty and his
Country.
I long to see my dear Family. God bless, preserve and prosper it.
Adieu.
John Adams
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43.
John Adams to Abigail Adams, July 23 1775
John Adams and Abigail Adams

My Dear
You have more than once in your Letters mentioned Dr. Franklin, and in one intimated a Desire that I
should write you something concerning him.
Dr. Franklin has been very constant in his Attendance on Congress from the Beginning. His Conduct
has been my composed and grave and in the Opinion of many Gentlemen very reserved. He has not
assumed any Thing, nor affected to take the lead; but has seemed to choose that the Congress should
pursue their own Principles and sentiments and adopt their own Plans: Yet he has not been backward:
has been very usefull, on many occasions, and discovered a Disposition entirely American. He does not
hesitate at our boldest Measures, but rather seems to think us, too irresolute, and backward.He thinks us
at present in an odd State, neither in Peace nor War, neither dependent nor independent. But he thinks
that We shall soon assume a Character more decisive.
He thinks, that We have the Power of preserving ourselves, and that even if We should be driven
to the disagreable Necessity of assuming a total Independency, and set up a separate state, We could
maintain it. The People of England, have thought that the Opposition in America, was wholly owing to
Dr. Franklin: and I suppose their scribblers will attribute the Temper, and Proceedings of this Congress
to him: but there cannot be a greater Mistake. He has had but little share farther than to co operate and
assist. He is however a great and good Man. [illegible] I wish his Colleagues from this City were All
like him, particularly one, whose Abilities and Virtues, formerly trumpeted so much in America, have
been found wanting.
There is a young Gentleman from Pensylvania whose Name is Wilson, whose Fortitude, Rectitude,
and Abilities too, greatly outshine his Masters. Mr. Biddle, the Speaker, has been taken off, by Sickness.
Mr. Mifflin is gone to the Camp, Mr. Morton is ill too, so that this Province has suffered by the Timidity
of two overgrown Fortunes. The Dread of Confiscation, or Caprice, I know not what has influenced them
too much: Yet they were for taking Arms and pretended to be very valiant. — This Letter must be secret
my dear — at least communicated with great Discretion.
Yours,
John Adams
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44.
John Adams to Abigail Adams, Octr. 29, 1775
John Adams and Abigail Adams

There is, in the human Breast, a social Affection, which extends to our whole Species. Faintly indeed;
but in some degree. The Nation, Kingdom, or Community to which We belong is embraced by it more
vigorously. It is stronger still towards the Province to which we belong, and in which We had our Birth. It
is stronger and stronger, as We descend to the County, Town, Parish, Neighbourhood, and Family, which
We call our own. — And here We find it often so powerfull as to become partial, to blind our Eyes, to
darken our Understandings and pervert our Wills.
It is to this Infirmity, in my own Heart, that I must perhaps attribute that local Attachment, that partial
Fondness, that overweening Prejudice in favour of New England, which I feel very often and which I
fear sometimes, leads me to expose myself to just Ridicule.
New England has in many Respects the Advantage of every other Colony in America, and indeed of
every other Part of the World, that I know any Thing of.
1. The People are purer English Blood, less mixed with Scotch, Irish, Dutch, French, Danish,
Sweedish &cthan any other; and descended from Englishmen too who left Europe, in purer
Times than the present and less tainted with Corruption than those they left behind them.
2. The Institutions in New England for the Support of Religion, Morals and Decency, exceed
any other, obliging every Parish to have a Minister, and every Person to go to Meeting &c.
3. The public Institutions in New England for the Education of Youth, supporting Colledges at
the public Expence and obliging Towns to maintain Grammar schools, is not equalled and
never was in any Part of the World.
4. The Division of our Territory, that is our Counties into Townships, empowering Towns to
assemble, choose officers, make Laws, mend roads, and twenty other Things, gives every
Man an opportunity of shewing and improving that Education which he received at Colledge
or at school, and makes Knowledge and Dexterity at public Business common.
5. Our Laws for the Distribution of Intestate Estates occasions a frequent Division of landed
Property and prevents Monopolies, of Lands Land.
But in opposition to these We have laboured under many Disadvantages. The exorbitant Prerogatives
of our Governors &c. which would have overborn our Liberties, if it had not been opposed by the five
preceding Particulars.
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45.
Abigail Adams to John Adams, November 27 1775
John Adams and Abigail Adams

Tis a fortnight to Night since I wrote you a line during which, I have been confined with the jaundice,
Rhumatism and a most violent cold; I yesterday took a puke which has releived me, and I feel much
better to day. Many, very many people who have had the dysentery, are now afflicted both with the
jaundice and Rhumatisim, some it has left in Hecticks, some in dropsies.
The great and incessant rains we have had this fall, (the like cannot be recollected) may have
occasiond some of the present disorders. The jaundice is very prevelant in the Camp. We have lately had
a week of very cold weather, as cold as January, and a flight of snow, which I hope will purify the air of
some of the noxious vapours. It has spoild many hundreds of Bushels of Apples, which were designd for
cider, and which the great rains had prevented people from making up. Suppose we have lost 5 Barrels
by it.
Col. Warren returnd last week to Plymouth, so that I shall not hear any thing from you till he goes
back again which will not be till the last of nextthis month.
He Damp’d my Spirits greatly by telling me that the Court had prolonged your Stay an other month. I
was pleasing myself with the thoughts that you would soon be upon your return. Tis in vain to repine. I
hope the publick will reap what I sacrifice.
I wish I knew what mighty things were fabricating. If a form of Goverment is to be established here
what one will be assumed? Will it be left to our assemblies to chuse one? and will not many men have
many minds? and shall we not run into Dissentions among ourselves?
I am more and more convinced that Man is a dangerous creature, and that power whether vested in
many or a few is ever grasping, and like the grave cries give, give. The great fish swallow up the small,
and he who is most strenuous for the Rights of the people, when vested with power, is as eager after the
perogatives of Goverment. You tell me of degrees of perfection to which Humane Nature is capable of
arriving, and I believe it, but at the same time lament that our admiration should arise from the scarcity
of the instances.
The Building up a Great Empire, which was only hinted at by my correspondent may now I suppose
be realized even by the unbelievers. Yet will not ten thousand Difficulties arise in the formation of it?
The Reigns of Goverment have been so long slakned, that I fear the people will not quietly submit to
those restraints which are necessary for the peace, and security, of the community; if we seperate from
Brittain, what Code of Laws will be established. How shall we be governd so as to retain our Liberties?
Can any goverment be free which is not adminstred by general stated Laws? Who shall frame these
Laws? Who will give them force and energy? Tis true your [Resolutions] as a Body have heithertoo had
the force of Laws. But will they continue to have?
When I consider these things and the prejudices of people in favour of Ancient customs and
Regulations, I feel anxious for the fate of our Monarchy or Democracy or what ever is to take place.
I soon get lost in a Labyrinth of perplexities, but whatever occurs, may justice and righteousness be
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the Stability of our times, and order arise out of confusion. Great difficulties may be surmounted, by
patience and perseverance.
I believe I have tired you with politicks. As to news we have not any at all. I shudder at the approach of
winter when I think I am to remain desolate. Suppose your weather is warm yet. Mr. Mason and Thaxter
live with me, and render some part of my time less disconsolate. Mr. Mason is a youth who will please
you, he has Spirit, taste and Sense. His application to his Studies is constant and I am much mistaken if
he does not make a very good figure in his profession.
I have with me now, the only Daughter of your Brother; I feel a tenderer affection for her as she has
lost a kind parent. Though too young to be sensible of her own loss, I can pitty her. She appears to be a
child of a very good Disposition — only wants to be a little used to company.
Our Little ones send Duty to pappa and want much to see him.Tom says he wont come home till the
Battle is over — some strange notion he has got into his head. He has got a political cread to say to him
when he returns.
I must bid you good night. Tis late for one who am much of an invalide. I was dissapointed last week
in receiving a packet by the post, and upon unsealing it found only four news papers. I think you are
more cautious than you need be. All Letters I believe have come safe to hand. I have Sixteen from you,
and wish I had as many more. Adieu. Yours.
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46.
John Adams to Abigail Adams, Philadelphia July 3. 1776
John Adams and Abigail Adams

Your Favour of June 17 dated at Plymouth, was handed me, by yesterdays Post. I was much pleased to
find that you had taken a journey to Plymouth, to see your Friends in the long Absence of one whom you
may wish to see. The Excursion will be an Amusement, and will serve your Health. How happy would
it have made me to have taken this journey with you?
I was informed, a day or two before the Receipt of your Letter, that you was gone to Plymouth, by
Mrs. Polly Palmer, who was obliging enough in your Absence, to inform me, of the Particulars of the
Expedition to the lower Harbour against the Men of War. Her Narration is executed, with a Precision and
Perspicuity, which would have become the Pen of an accomplished Historian.
I am very glad you had so good an opportunity of seeing one of our little American Men of War.
Many Ideas, new to you, must have presented themselves in such a Scene; and you will in future, better
understand the Relations of Sea Engagements.
I rejoice extreamly at Dr. Bulfinches Petition to open an Hospital. But I hope, the Business will be
done upon a larger Scale. I hope, that one Hospital will be licensed in every County, if not in every
Town. I am happy to find you resolved, to be with the Children, in the first Class. Mr. Whitney and Mrs.
Katy Quincy, are cleverly through Innoculation, in this City.
I have one favour to ask, and that is, that in your future Letters, you would acknowledge the Receipt
of all those you may receive from me, and mention their Dates. By this Means I shall know if any of
mine miscarry.
The Information you give me of our Friends refusing his Appointment, has given me much Pain, Grief
and Anxiety. I believe I shall be obliged to follow his Example. I have not Fortune enough to support my
Family, and what is of more Importance, to support the Dignity of that exalted Station. It is too high and
lifted up, for me; who delight in nothing so much as Retreat, Solitude, Silence, and Obscurity. In private
Life, no one has a Right to censure me for following my own Inclinations, in Retirement, Simplicity, and
Frugality: in public Life, every Man has a Right to remark as he pleases, at least he thinks so.
Yesterday the greatest Question was decided, which ever was debated in America, and a greater
perhaps, never was or will be decided among Men. A Resolution was passed without one dissenting
Colony “that these united Colonies, are, and of right ought to be free and independent States, and as such,
they have, and of Right ought to have full Power to make War, conclude Peace, establish Commerce,
and to do all the other Acts and Things, which other States may rightfully do.” You will see in a few
days a Declaration setting forth the Causes, which have impell’d Us to this mighty Revolution, and the
Reasons which will justify it, in the Sight of God and Man. A Plan of Confederation will be taken up in
a few days.
When I look back to the Year 1761, and recollect the Argument concerning Writs of Assistance, in the
Superiour Court, which I have hitherto considered as the Commencement of the Controversy, between
Great Britain and America, and run through the whole Period from that Time to this, and recollect the
series of political Events, the Chain of Causes and Effects, I am surprized at the Suddenness, as well
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as Greatness of this Revolution. Britain has been fill’d with Folly, and America with Wisdom, at least
this is my judgment. — Time must determine. It is the Will of Heaven, that the two Countries should be
sundered forever. It may be the Will of Heaven that America shall suffer Calamities still more wasting
and Distresses yet more dreadfull. If this is to be the Case, it will have this good Effect, at least: it will
inspire Us with many Virtues, which We have not, and correct many Errors, Follies, and Vices, which
threaten to disturb, dishonour, and destroy Us. — The Furnace of Affliction produces Refinement, in
States as well as Individuals. And the new Governments we are assuming, in every Part, will require
a Purification from our Vices, and an Augmentation of our Virtues or they will be no Blessings. The
People will have unbounded Power. And the People are extreamly addicted to Corruption and Venality,
as well as the Great. [The letterbook copy of this letter includes the following sentence:] [ I am not
without Apprehensions from this Quarter.]– But I must submit all my Hopes and Fears, to an overruling
Providence, in which, unfashionable [ as] the Faith may be, I firmly believe.
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47.
Abigail Adams to John Adams, Boston, July 13-14, 1776
John Adams and Abigail Adams

I must begin with apoligising to you for not writing since the 17 of June. I have really had so many
cares upon my Hands and Mind, with a bad inflamation in my Eyes that I have not been able to write.
I now date from Boston where I yesterday arrived and was with all 4 of our Little ones innoculated for
the small pox. My unkle and Aunt were so kind as to send me an invitation with my family. Mr. Cranch
and wife and family, My Sister Betsy and her Little Neice,Cotton Tufts and Mr. Thaxter, a maid who
has had the Distemper and my old Nurse compose our family. A Boy too I should have added. 17 in all.
My unkles maid with his Little daughter and a Negro Man are here. We had our Bedding &c. to bring.
A Cow we have driven down from [Braintree] and some Hay I have had put into the Stable, wood &c.
and we have really commenced housekeepers here. The House was furnished with almost every article
(except Beds) which we have free use of, and think ourselves much obliged by the fine accommodations
and kind offer of our Friends. All our necessary Stores we purchase jointly. Our Little ones stood the
opperation Manfully. Dr. Bulfinch is our Physician. Such a Spirit of innoculation never before took
place; the Town and every House in it, as are as full as they can hold. I believe there are not less than
30 persons from Braintree. Mrs. Quincy,Mrs. Lincoln, Miss Betsy and Nancy are our near Neighbours.
God Grant that we may all go comfortably thro the Distemper, the phisick part is bad enough I know. I
knew your mind so perfectly upon the subject that I thought nothing, but our recovery would give you
eaquel pleasure, and as to safety there was none. The Soldiers innoculated privately, so did many of the
inhabitants and the paper curency spread it everywhere. I immediately determined to set myself about it,
and get ready with my children. I wish it was so you could have been with us, but I submit.
I received some Letters from you last Saturday Night 26 of June. You mention a Letter of the 16 which
I have never received, and I suppose must relate something to private affairs which I wrote about in May
and sent by Harry.
As to News we have taken several fine prizes since I wrote you as you will see by the news papers.
The present Report is of Lord Hows comeing with unlimited powers. However suppose it is so, I believe
he little thinks of treating with us as independant States. How can any person yet dreem of a settlement,
accommodations &c. They have neither the spirit nor feeling of Men, yet I see some who never were
call’d Tories, gratified with the Idea of Lord Hows being upon his passage with such powers.
Sunday july 14 [1776]
By yesterdays post I received two Letters dated 3 and 4 of July and tho your Letters never fail
to give me pleasure, be the subject what it will, yet it was greatly heightned by the prospect of the
future happiness and glory of our Country; nor am I a little Gratified when I reflect that a person so
nearly connected with me has had the Honour of being a principal actor, in laying a foundation for its
future Greatness. May the foundation of our new constitution, be justice, Truth and Righteousness. Like
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the wise Mans house may it be founded upon those Rocks and then neither storms or temptests will
overthrow it.
I cannot but feel sorry that some of the most Manly Sentiments in the Declaration are Expunged from
the printed coppy. Perhaps wise reasons induced it.
Poor Canady I lament Canady but we ought to be in some measure sufferers for the past folly
of our conduct. The fatal effects of the small pox there, has led almost every person to consent to
Hospitals in every Town. In many Towns, already arround Boston the Selectmen have granted Liberty
for innoculation. I hope the necessity is now fully seen.
I had many dissagreable Sensations at the Thoughts of comeing myself, but to see my children thro
it I thought my duty, and all those feelings vanished as soon as I was innoculated and I trust a kind
providence will carry me safely thro. Our Friends from Plymouth came into Town yesterday. We have
enough upon our hands in the morning. The Little folks are very sick then and puke every morning but
after that they are comfortable. I shall write you now very often. Pray inform me constantly of every
important transaction. Every expression of tenderness is a cordial to my Heart. Unimportant as they are
to the rest of the world, to me they are every Thing.
We have had during all the month of June a most severe Drougth which cut of all our promising
hopes of english Grain and the first crop of Grass, but since july came in we have had a plenty of rain
and now every thing looks well. There is one Misfortune in our family which I have never mentiond
in hopes it would have been in my power to have remedied it, but all hopes of that kind are at an end.
It is the loss of your Grey Horse. About 2 months ago, I had occasion to send Jonathan of an errant to
my unkle Quincys (the other Horse being a plowing). Upon his return a little below the church she trod
upon a rolling stone and lamed herself to that degree that it was with great difficulty that she could be
got home. I immediately sent for Tirrel and every thing was done for her by Baths, ointments, polticeing,
Bleeding &c. that could be done. Still she continued extreem lame tho not so bad as at first. I then got
her carried to Domet but he pronounces her incurable, as a callous is grown upon her footlock joint. You
can hardly tell, not even now by your own feelings how much I lament her. She was not with foal, as
you immagined, but I hope she is now as care has been taken in that Respect.
I suppose you have heard of a fleet which came up pretty near the Light and kept us all with our
mouths open ready to catch them, but after staying near a week and makeing what observations they
could set sail and went of to our great mortification who were [prepared?] to for them in every respect.
If our Ship of 32 Guns which [was] Built at Portsmouth and waiting only for Guns and an other of [ . . .
] at Plimouth in the same state, had been in readiness we should in all probability been Masters of them.
Where the blame lies in that respect I know not, tis laid upon Congress, and Congress is also blamed for
not appointing us a General. — But Rome was not Built in a day.
I hope the Multiplicity of cares and avocations which you will not be too powerfull for you. I have
many anxietyes upon that account.Nabby and Johnny send duty and desire Mamma to say that an
inflamation in their Eyes which has been as much of a distemper as the small pox, has prevented their
writing, but they hope soon to be able to acquaint Pappa of their happy recovery from the Distemper. —
Mr. [Cranch] and wife, Sister [Betsy] and all our Friends desire to be rememberd to you and foremost in
that Number stands your
Portia
PS A little India herb would have been mighty agreeable now.
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48.
John Adams to Abigail Adams, Philadelphia July 20. 1776
John Adams and Abigail Adams

This has been a dull day to me: I waited the Arrival of the Post with much Solicitude and Impatience,
but his Arrival made me more solicitous still. — “To be left at the Post Office” in your Hand Writing, on
the back of a few Lines from the Dr. were all that I could learn of you, and my little Folks. If you was
too busy to write, I hoped that some kind Hand would have been found to let me know something about
you.
Do my Friends think that I have been a Politician so long as to have lost all feeling? Do they suppose
I have forgotten my Wife and Children? Or are they so panic struck with the Loss of Canada, as to be
afraid to correspond with me? Or have they forgotten that you have an Husband and your Children a
Father? What have I done, or omitted to do, that I should be thus forgotten and neglected in the most
tender and affecting scaene of my Life! Dont mistake me, I dont blame you. Your Time and Thoughts
must have been wholly taken up, with your own and your Families situation and Necessities. — But
twenty other Persons might have informed me.
I suspect, that you intended to have run slyly, through the small Pox with the family, without letting
me know it, and then have sent me an Account that you were all well. This might be a kind Intention,
and if the design had succeeded, would have made me very joyous. But the secret is out, and I am left
to conjecture. But as the Faculty have this distemper so much under Command I will flatter myself with
the Hope and Expectation of soon hearing of your Recovery.
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49.
Abigail Adams to John Adams, July 21-22, 1776 Boston
John Adams and Abigail Adams

I have no doubt but that my dearest Friend is anxious to know how his Portia does, and his little flock
of children under the opperation of a disease once so formidable.
I have the pleasure to tell him that they are all comfortable tho some of them of complaining. Nabby
has been very ill, but the Eruption begins to make its appearence upon her, and upon Johnny. Tommy is
so well that the Dr. innoculated him again to day fearing it had not taken. Charlly has no complaints yet,
tho his arm has been very soar.
I have been out to meeting this forenoon, but have so many dissagreable Sensations this afternoon that
I thought it prudent to tarry at home. The Dr. says they are very good feelings.Mr. Cranch has passed
thro the preparation and the Eruption is comeing out cleverly upon him without any Sickness at all. Mrs.
Cranch is cleverly and so are all her children. Those who are broke out are pretty full for the new method
as tis call’d, the Suttonian they profess to practice upon. I hope to give you a good account when I write
next, but our Eyes are very weak and the Dr. is not fond of either writing or reading for his patients. But
I must transgress a little.
I received a Letter from you by wedensday Post 7 of July and tho I think it a choise one in the Litterary
Way, containing many usefull hints and judicious observations which will greatly assist me in the future
instruction of our Little ones, yet it Lacked some essential engrediants to make it compleat. Not one
word respecting yourself, your Health or your present Situation. My anxiety for your welfare will never
leave me but with my parting Breath, tis of more importance to me than all this World contains besides.
The cruel Seperation to which I am necessatated cuts of half the enjoyments of life, the other half are
comprised in the hope I have that what I do and what I suffer may be serviceable to you, to our Little
ones and our Country; I must beseach you therefore for the future never to omit what is so essential to
my happiness.
Last Thursday after hearing a very Good Sermon I went with the Multitude into Kings Street to hear
the proclamation for independance read and proclamed. Some Field peices with the Train were brought
there, the troops appeard under Arms and all the inhabitants assembled there (the small pox prevented
many thousand from the Country). When Col. Crafts read from the Belcona of the State House the
Proclamation, great attention was given to every word. As soon as he ended, the cry from the Belcona,
was God Save our American States and then 3 cheers which rended the air, the Bells rang, the privateers
fired, the forts and Batteries, the cannon were discharged, the platoons followed and every face appeard
joyfull.Mr. Bowdoin then gave a Sentiment, Stability and perpetuity to American independance. After
dinner the kings arms were taken down from the State House and every vestage of him from every place
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in which it appeard and burnt in King Street. Thus ends royall Authority in this State, and all the people
shall say Amen.
I have been a little surprized that we collect no better accounts with regard to the horrid conspiricy
at New York, and that so little mention has been made of it here. It made a talk for a few days but now
seems all hushed in Silence. The Tories say that it was not a conspiricy but an association, and pretend
that there was no plot to assasinate the General. Even their hardned Hearts Blush feel — the discovery.
We have in Gorge a match for a Borgia and a Catiline, a Wretch Callous to every Humane feeling.
[illegible] Our worthy preacher told us that he believed one of our Great Sins for which a righteous
God has come out in judgment against us, was our Biggoted attachment to so wicked a Man. May our
repentance be sincere.
Monday morg. july 22
I omitted many things yesterday in order to be better informed. I have got Mr. Cranch to inquire and
write you, concerning a French Schooner from Martineco which came in yesterday and a prize from
Ireland. My own infirmities prevents my writing. A most Excruciating pain in my head and every Limb
and joint I hope portends a speedy Eruption and prevents my saying more than that I am forever Yours.
The children are not yet broke out. Tis the Eleventh Day with us.
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50.
Correspondence of John Adams & Thomas Jefferson
Thomas Jefferson and John Adams

To John Adams from Thomas Jefferson (source)
January 21, 1812
Dear Sir,
—I thank you before hand (for they are not yet arrived) for the specimens of homespun1 you have been
so kind as to forward me by post. I doubt not their excellence, knowing how far you are advanced in
these things in your quarter. Here we do little in the fine way, but in coarse and middling goods a great
deal.
[…] A letter from you calls up recollections very dear to my mind. It carries me back to the times
when, beset with difficulties and dangers, we were fellow laborers in the same cause, struggling for what
is most valuable to man, his right of self-government. Laboring always at the same oar, with some wave
ever ahead, threatening to overwhelm us, and yet passing harmless under our bark, we knew not how we
rode through the storm with heart and hand, and made a happy port.
[…] But whither is senile garrulity leading me? Into politics, of which I have taken final leave. I think
little of them and say less. I have given up newspapers in exchange for Tacitus and Thucydides, for
Newton and Euclid, and I find myself much the happier. Sometimes, indeed, I look back to former
occurrences, in remembrance of our old friends and fellow laborers, who have fallen before us. Of the
signers of the Declaration of Independence, I see now living not more than half a dozen on your side of
the Potomac, and on this side, myself alone. You and I have been wonderfully spared, and myself with
remarkable health, and a considerable activity of body and mind. I am on horseback three or four hours
of every day; visit three or four times a year a possession I have ninety miles distant, performing the
winter journey on horseback. I walk little, however, a single mile being too much for me, and I live in
the midst of my grandchildren, one of whom has lately promoted me to be a great grandfather.
To Thomas Jefferson from John Adams (source)(original)
February 3, 1812
[…] your Memoranda of the past, your Sense of the present and Prospect for the Future Seem to be well
founded, as far as I See. But the Latter, i.e the Prospect of the Future, will depend on the Union: and
how is that Union to be preserved. Concordiâ Res parvae crescunt, Discordiâ Maximæ dilabuntur2. Our
Union is an immense Structure.
[…] The Union is Still to me an Object of as much Anxiety as ever Independence was. To this I have
Sacrificed my Popularity in New England and yet what Treatment do I Still re
ceive from the Randolphs and Sheffeys of Virginia. By the way are not these Eastern Shore Men? My
Senectutal Loquacity has more than retaliated your “Senile Garrulity.”
[…] I walk every fair day. Sometimes 3 or 4 miles. Ride now and then but very rarely more than ten or
fifteen Miles.
[…] I have the Start of you in Age by at least ten Years: but you are advanced to the Rank of a Great
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Grandfather before me. Of 13 Grand Children I have two William and John Smith, and three Girls,
Caroline Smith Susanna and Ab’igail Adams, who might have made me Great Grand Children enough.
But they are not likely to employ their Talents very Soon. They are all good Boys and Girls however,
and are the Solace of my Age. I cordially reciprocate your Professions of Esteem and Respect.
John Adams
Madam joins and Sends her kind Regards to your Daughter and your Grand Children as well as to
yourself.

To Thomas Jefferson from John Adams (source)
June 28, 1813
The general principles on which the fathers achieved independence, were the only principles in which
that beautiful assembly of young men could unite, and these principles only could be intended by them
in their address, or by me in my answer. And what were these general principles? I answer, the general
principles of Christianity, in which all those sects were united, and the general principles of English and
American liberty, in which all those young men united, and which had united all parties in America, in
majorities sufficient to assert and maintain her independence.
Now I will avow, that I then believed and now believe that those general principles of Christianity are
as eternal and immutable as the existence and attributes of God; and that those principles of liberty
are as unalterable as human nature and our terrestrial, mundane system. I could, therefore safely say,
consistently with all my then and present information, that I believed they would never make discoveries
in contradiction to these general principles. In favor of these general principles, in philosophy, religion,
and government, I could fill sheets of quotations from Frederic of Prussia, from Hume, Gibbon,
Bolingbroke, Rousseau, and Voltaire, as well as Newton and Locke; not to mention thousands of divines
and philosophers of inferior fame.
To John Adams from Thomas Jefferson (source)(origin)
October 12-13, 1813
[…] In extracting the pure principles which he3 taught, we should have to strip off the artificial vestments
in which they have been muffled by priests, who have travestied them into various forms, as instruments
of riches and power to themselves.
[…] We must reduce our volume to the simple evangelists, select, even from them, the very words
only of Jesus, paring off the amphiboligisms4 into which they have been led, by forgetting often, or
not understanding, what had fallen from him, by giving their own mis- conceptions as his dicta, and
expressing unintelligibly for others what they had not understood themselves. There will be found
remaining the most sublime and benevolent code of morals which has ever been offered to man. I
have performed this operation for my own use, by cutting verse by verse out of the printed book, and
arranging the matter which is evidently his, and which is as easily distinguishable as diamonds in a
dunghill. The result is an octavo of forty-six pages, of pure and unsophisticated doctrines, such as were
professed and acted on by the unlettered Apostles, the Apostolic Fathers, and the Christians of the first
century.
To John Adams from Thomas Jefferson (source)
October 28, 1813
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I have thus stated my opinion on a point on which we differ, not with a view to controversy, for we
are both too old to change opinions which are the result of a long life of inquiry and reflection; but on
the suggestions of a former letter of yours, that we ought not to die before we have explained ourselves
to each other.
To Thomas Jefferson from John Adams (source) (origin)
June 20, 1815
The question before the human race is, Whether the God of nature shall govern the World by his
own laws, or Whether Priests and Kings shall rule it by fictious Miracles? Or, in other Words, whether
Authority is originally in the People? or whether it has descended for 1800 years in a succession of Popes
and Bishops, or brought down from Heaven by the holy Ghost in the form of a Dove, in a Phyal of holy
Oil?

To Thomas Jefferson from John Adams (source)
April 19, 1817
I verily believe I was as wise and good, seventy years ago, as I am now. At that Period 6 Lemuel
Bryant was my Parish Priest; and Joseph
Cleverly my Latin School Master. Lemuel was a jolly jocular and liberal scholar and divine. Joseph a
scholar and gentleman; but a biggoted Episcopalian of the school of Bishop Saunders and Dr. Hicks, -a
down right conscientious passive obedience man, in Church and State. The parson and the pedagogue
lived much together, but were eternally disputing about government and religion. One day, when the
schoolmaster had been more than commonly fanatical, and declared “if he were a monarch, he would
have but one religion in his dominions;” the parson coolly replied “Cleverly! you would be the best man
in the world, if you had no religion.”
Twenty times, in the course of my late reading, have I been upon the point of breaking out, “This would
be the best of all possible worlds, if there were no Religion in it!!!” But in this exclamation I should
have been as fanatical as Bryant or Cleverly. Without religion this world would be something not fit to
be mentioned in polite society, I mean hell. So far from believing in the total and universal depravity of
human nature, I believe there is no individual totally depraved. The most abandoned scoundrel that ever
existed, never yet wholly
extinguished his conscience, and while conscience remains there is some Religion.
[…] How it is possible that mankind should submit to be governed, as they have been, is to me an
inscrutable mystery. How they could bear to be taxed to build the Temple of Diana at Ephesus, the
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pyramids of Egypt, Saint Peter’s at Rome, Notre Dame at Paris, St. Pauls in London, with a million et
ceteras; when my navy yards, and my quasi Army made such a popular clamour, I know not. Yet all my
peccadillos never excited such a rage as the late compensation law!
To John Adams from Thomas Jefferson (source)
May 5, 1817
If, by religion, we are to understand sectarian dogmas, in which no two of them agree, then your
exclamation on that hypothesis is just, “that this would be the best of all possible worlds, if there were
no religion in it.” But if the moral precepts, innate in man, and made a part of his physical constitution,
as necessary for a social being, if the sublime
doctrines of philanthropism, and deism taught us by Jesus of Nazareth in which all agree, constitute true
religion, then, without it, this would be, as you again say, “something not fit to be named, even indeed a
Hell.”
To Thomas Jefferson from John Adams (source)(origin)
December 8, 1818
I believe in God and in his Wisdom and Benevolence: and I cannot conceive that such a Being could
make Such a Species as the human merely to live and die on this Earth. If I did not believe a future State
I should believe in no God. This Unverse; this all; this το παυ7; would appear with all its Swelling Pomp,
a boyish Fire Work.
To Thomas Jefferson from John Adams (origin)
January 23, 1825
We think ourselves possessed or at least we boast that we are so of Liberty of conscience on all
subjects and of the right of free inquiry and private judgment, in all cases and yet how far are we from
these exalted privileges in fact. There exists I believe throughout the whole Christian world a law which
makes it blasphemy to deny or to doubt the divine inspiration of all the books of the old and new
Testaments from Genesis to Revelations. In most countries of Europe it is punished by fire at the stake,
or the rack or the wheel: in England itself it is punished by boring through the tongue with a red hot
poker: in America it is not much better, even in our Massachusetts which I believe upon the whole is as
temperate and moderate in religious zeal as most of the States. A law was made in the latter end of the
last century repealing the cruel punishments of the former laws but substituting fine and imprisonment
upon all those blasphemers upon any book of the old Testament or new. Now what free inquiry
when a writer must surely encounter the risk of fine or imprisonment for adducing any argument for
investigation into the divine authority of those books? Who would run the risk of translating Volney’s
Recherches Nouvelles? who would run the risk of who would run the risk of translating Dupuis?8 but I
cannot enlarge upon this subject, though I have it much at heart. I think such laws a great embarassment,
great obstructions to the improvement of the human mind. Books that cannot bear examination certainly
ought not to be established as divine inspiration by penal laws.
[…] The substance and essence of Christianity as I understand it is eternal and unchangeable and will
bear examination forever but it has been mixed with extraneous ingredients, which I think will not bear
examination and they ought to be separated.
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To John Adams from Thomas Jefferson (origin)
February 15, 1825
I sincerely congratulate you on the high gratification which the issue of the late election must have
afforded you. 9
[…]So deeply are the principles of order, and of obedience to law impressed on the minds of our citizens
generally that I am persuaded there will be as immediate an acquiescence in the will of the majority as
if Mr. Adams had been the choice of every man.
[…]Nights of rest to you and days of tranquility are the wishes I tender you with my affectᵗᵉ respects
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Notes

1. In January of 1812 John Adams told Thomas Jefferson he was sending him two pieces of homespun, as part of
their reconciliation after a long period of estrangement. John Adams was referring to two volumes of lectures
on rhetoric his son wrote. Jefferson thought Adams was sending him homespun cloth.
2. As concord makes small things grow, discord brings the greatest to ruin - https://www.wikidata.org/wiki/
Q3686311
3. Jesus
4. ambiguity
5. they were disagreeing on a topic, this quote is useful for understanding the context of their conversation
6. Adams at 12
7. totality
8. "Along with Constantin François Chassebœuf de Volney (1757–1820) Dupuis was known for developing the
Christ myth theory, which argued that Christianity was an amalgamation of various ancient mythologies and
that Jesus was a mythical character." https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Charles-Fran%C3%A7ois_Dupuis
9. in regards to the election of John Quincy Adams as president
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51.
Author Introduction-Phyllis Wheatley (ca. 1753-1784)
Wendy Kurant

Born in Africa (probably in Senegal or Gambia), Phillis Wheatley was enslaved at the age of seven or
eight when she was bought by John Wheatley (1703–1778) of Boston to serve as his wife Susannah’s
companion. Susannah fostered Wheatley’s intellectual avidity by having her daughter Mary oversee
Wheatley’s education. Wheatley became well-read in the Bible; classical literature, including some
of the classics in their original Latin; and English literature, responding especially to the works of
Alexander Pope (1688–1744), master of the heroic couplet, and John Milton. She also converted to
Christianity, becoming a member of the Old South Congregational Church.
Figure 1. Phyllis Wheatley
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Her first poem, “On Messrs. Hussey and Coffin” (1767), was published in the Newport Mercury.
What brought her attention as a writer—let alone an articulate black female slave—was her 1771
broadside elegy on George Whitefield (1714–1770), a famous evangelist minister. Touted thenceforth as
a prodigy, Wheatley traveled to London for the publication of her Poems on Various Subjects, Religious
and Moral (1773). There she became a minor celebrity, meeting the lord mayor of London, Benjamin
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Franklin, and William Legge, the 2nd Earl of Dartmouth (1731–1801). To the latter, she appealed for
justice for those “snatched” from Africa, taken from their “parent’s breast” and deprived of freedom.
The same year that her Poems were published, Wheatley was freed from slavery. She was with
Susannah when she died a year later. Wheatley married John Peters, a free black man, in 1778,

the same year John Wheatley died. Wheatley and her husband lived in poverty. In 1779, a
proposal for a second volume of her poetry appeared, promising several letters and thirtythree poems, but the promise was never fulfilled. None of the projected poems have been
discovered, either. Over the course of her marriage, Wheatley lost two children and died
in 1784 soon after the birth of her third. She and her infant were buried together in an
unmarked grave.
In the past, her poetry was deemed unoriginal, as giving little sense of Africa, her race, or her life
as a slave. This reading attests to Wheatley’s strategic success in opposing prevalent views of women,
blacks, and slaves during her era. Her poems are now recognized for their strong assertion of equality
among all humankind and their strong-minded expression of self to contemporary readers who denied
that selfhood.
Source:
Becoming America, Wendy Kurant, ed., CC-BY-SA
Image Credit:
Figure 1. “Phyllis Wheatley,” Wikimedia, CC-0.

52.
On being brought from Africa to America (1773)
Phillis Wheatley

PHILLIS WHEATLEY
’TWAS mercy brought me from my Pagan land,
Taught my benighted soul to understand
That there’s a God, that there’s a Saviour too:
Once I redemption neither fought nor knew.
Some view our sable race with scornful eye,
“Their colour is a diabolic die.”
Remember, Christians, Negros, black as Cain,
May be refin’d, and join th’ angelic train.
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53.
To the Right Honourable William, Earl of Dartmouth, His Majesty’s
Principal Secretary of State for North-America, &c. (1773)
Phillis Wheatley

PHILLIS WHEATLEY
HAIL, happy day, when, smiling like the morn,
Fair Freedom rose New-England to adorn:
The northern clime beneath her genial ray,
Dartmouth, congratulates thy blissful sway:
Elate with hope her race no longer mourns,
Each soul expands, each grateful bosom burns,
While in thine hand with pleasure we behold
The silken reins, and Freedom’s charms unfold.
Long lost to realms beneath the northern skies
She shines supreme, while hated faction dies:
Soon as appear’d the Goddess long desir’d,
Sick at the view, she languish’d and expir’d;
Thus from the splendors of the morning light
The owl in sadness seeks the caves of night.
No more, America, in mournful strain
Of wrongs, and grievance unredress’d complain,
No longer shalt thou dread the iron chain,
Which wanton Tyranny with lawless hand
Had made, and with it meant t’ enslave the land.
Should you, my lord, while you peruse my song,
Wonder from whence my love of Freedom sprung,
Whence flow these wishes for the common good,
By feeling hearts alone best understood,
I, young in life, by seeming cruel fate
Was snatch’d from Afric’s fancy’d happy seat:
What pangs excruciating must molest,
What sorrows labour in my parent’s breast?
Steel’d was that soul and by no misery mov’d
That from a father seiz’d his babe belov’d:
Such, such my case. And can I then but pray
243
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Others may never feel tyrannic sway?
For favours past, great Sir, our thanks are due,
And thee we ask thy favours to renew,
Since in thy pow’r, as in thy will before,
To sooth the griefs, which thou did’st once deplore.
May heav’nly grace the sacred sanction give
To all thy works, and thou for ever live
Not only on the wings of fleeting Fame,
Though praise immortal crowns the patriot’s name,
But to conduct to heav’ns refulgent fane,
40
May fiery coursers sweep th’ ethereal plain,
And bear thee upwards to that blest abode,
Where, like the prophet, thou shalt find thy God
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54.
To S. M. a young African Painter, on seeing his Works (1773)
Phillis Wheatley

PHILLIS WHEATLEY
TO show the lab’ring bosom’s deep intent,
And thought in living characters to paint,
When first thy pencil did those beauties give,
And breathing figures learnt from thee to live,
How did those prospects give my soul delight,
A new creation rushing on my sight?
Still, wond’rous youth! each noble path pursue,
On deathless glories fix thine ardent view:
Still may the painter’s and the poet’s fire
To aid thy pencil, and thy verse conspire!
And may the charms of each seraphic theme
Conduct thy footsteps to immortal fame!
High to the blissful wonders of the skies
Elate thy soul, and raise thy wishful eyes.
Thrice happy, when exalted to survey
That splendid city, crown’d with endless day,
Whose twice six gates on radiant hinges ring:
Celestial Salem blooms in endless spring.
Calm and serene thy moments glide along,
And may the muse inspire each future song!
Still, with the sweets of contemplation bless’d,
May peace with balmy wings your soul invest!
But when these shades of time are chas’d away,
And darkness ends in everlasting day,
On what seraphic pinions shall we move,
And view the landscapes in the realms above?
There shall thy tongue in heav’nly murmurs flow,
And there my muse with heav’nly transport glow:
No more to tell of Damon’s tender sighs,
Or rising radiance of Aurora’s eyes,
For nobler themes demand a nobler strain,
And purer language on th’ ethereal plain.
Cease, gentle muse! the solemn gloom of night
Now seals the fair creation from my sight.
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This work (To S. M. a young African Painter, on seeing his Works (1773) by Phillis Wheatley) is free of known copyright
restrictions.

55.
To His Excellency, General Washington (1775)
Phillis Wheatley

PHILLIS WHEATLEY
Celestial choir! enthron’d in realms of light,
Columbia’s scenes of glorious toils I write.
While freedom’s cause her anxious breast alarms,
She flashes dreadful in refulgent arms.
See mother earth her offspring’s fate bemoan,
And nations gaze at scenes before unknown!
See the bright beams of heaven’s revolving light
Involved in sorrows and the veil of night!
The goddess comes, she moves divinely fair,
Olive and laurel binds her golden hair:
Wherever shines this native of the skies,
Unnumber’d charms and recent graces rise.
Muse! bow propitious while my pen relates
How pour her armies through a thousand gates,
As when Eolus heaven’s fair face deforms,
Enwrapp’d in tempest and a night of storms;
Astonish’d ocean feels the wild uproar,
The refluent surges beat the sounding shore;
Or thick as leaves in Autumn’s golden reign,
Such, and so many, moves the warrior’s train.
In bright array they seek the work of war,
Where high unfurl’d the ensign waves in air.
Shall I to Washington their praise recite?
Enough thou know’st them in the fields of fight.
Thee, first in peace and honor – we demand
The grace and glory of thy martial band.
Fam’d for thy valor, for thy virtues more,
Hear every tongue thy guardian aid implore!
One century scarce perform’d its destined round,
When Gallic powers Columbia’s fury found;
And so may you, whoever dares disgrace
The land of freedom’s heaven-defended race!
Fix’d are the eyes of nations on the scales,
For in their hopes Columbia’s arm prevails.
Anon Britannia droops the pensive head,
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While round increase the rising hills of dead.
Ah! cruel blindness to Columbia’s state!
Lament thy thirst of boundless power too late.
Proceed, great chief, with virtue on thy side,
Thy ev’ry action let the goddess guide.
A crown, a mansion, and a throne that shine,
With gold unfading, WASHINGTON! be thine.

This work (To His Excellency, General Washington (1775)
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by Phillis Wheatley) is free of known copyright restrictions.

56.
Pontiac - Speech at Detroit (c. 1763)
Pontiac

PONTIAC
Translated by John DuVal from [Robert Navarre?], “Journal ou dictation d’une conspiration, faite par
les sauvages contre les Anglais, et du siège du fort de Detroix par quatre nations différentes le 7 mai,
1763” in Journal of Pontiac’s Conspiracy, ed. M. Agnes Burton (Detroit, 1912), 23-33. Public Domain.
An Indian[Neolin] of the Loup Nation wanted to meet the Master of Life, which is the name all the
Indians call God. He decided, without telling anyone in his nation or village, to go on a journey to
Paradise, where he knew the Great Master lived. But since he didn’t know the way to get there and knew
no one who had been there and could show him the road, he tried magic, hoping to pull forth good omens
from his dreams.
All Indians, as a general rule, put great faith in their dreams, and it is very hard to free them from this
superstition, as this story proves. In his dream, the Loup Indian imagined that all
he had to do was start out, and after many, many steps, he would arrive at the heavenly dwelling place,
so very early the next day he did start. He dressed and equipped himself for hunting, not forgetting to
take his weapons and a large cooking pot.
And thus he set out on his journey to Heaven to see the Master of Life.
The first seven days went well according to his plans. He walked with good courage, always firm in
the confidence that he could reach his goal. Eight days went by without anyone appearing to block his
way. On the evening of the eighth day, as the sun was setting where it always sets, he stopped at an
opening into a little meadow where he saw a good place to spend the night along the bank of a creek. As
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he was setting up camp, he noticed at the other end of the meadow three paths, all very wide and well
trodden down, and this seemed strange to him. Nevertheless, he kept working, setting up shelter and
starting a fire. As he cooked his supper, he realized that the farther the sun went down and the darker
the day grew, the lighter the three paths became. This surprised him, and frightened him, too.
He hesitated, considering what to do—stay where he was or get away from there and camp somewhere
else. But as he reflected, he remembered his magic, or rather, his dream, and that the only reason he had
started out on this journey was to see the Master of Life, and this thought led him to feel and believe that
one of the three paths was the one he had to take to get where he wanted to go.
[Neolin tries two of the paths but comes upon huge fires on both.]
So he had to go back and take the third path. He walked on it for a whole day without seeing a thing to
hold him back, when all of a sudden there appeared before him an astonishingly white mountain, which
amazed him and brought him to a halt. Nevertheless, he firmed his resolve and kept going, determined
to see what this mountain could be.
When he reached the foot of the mountain, the path gave out, and it grieved him not to be able to
keep going. As he stood there, he looked around and saw a woman of the mountain. She was dazzlingly
beautiful, and her clothes were so white the whiteness of the snow seemed dull next to them.
She was sitting down, and she spoke to him in his own language: “You seem surprised not to find
the path to where you want to go. I know that for a long time you have wanted to see and speak with
the Master of Life. That is why you set out on this journey: to see him. The path to his home is on this
mountain, and to climb the mountain, you must abandon everything you have, take off all your clothes,
and leave everything at the foot of the mountain. No one will stop you. Go wash in the river over there,
and afterwards you will climb.
Step by step, the Loup Indian obeyed the words of the woman. . . . When he got to the top he was
surprised not to see anybody anymore. The woman had disappeared. He found himself without a guide,
facing three villages that stood in front of him. He did not recognize them, and they seemed differently
constructed from his own, more beautiful and better ordered.
After meditating for a while on what he ought to do next, he started out toward the village that seemed
most promising to him. . . .
He had no more difficulty and walked all the way to what he thought must be the village gate. He
stopped and waited for it to open so that he could enter. As he was gazing at the lovely outside of the
village, the door opened. He saw a handsome man all dressed in white coming toward him. The man
took him by the hand and said that he was going to grant his wish to speak to the Master of Life. The
Loup allowed himself to be led, and they came together to a place of unequaled beauty, which the Indian
could not cease to wonder at. There he saw the Master of Life, who took him by the hand, gave him a
hat embroidered all over with gold, and bade him sit down on it. The Loup hesitated for fear of spoiling
the hat, but he was ordered to sit, and he obeyed without a word.
When the Loup was seated, God said to him, “I am the Master of Life, and I know what you want to
learn and whom you wish to speak with. Listen well to what I am about to say to you, for your own sake
and for all the Indians. I am the one who made Heaven and Earth, the trees, the lakes, the rivers, and
all people and everything you see and everything you have seen on Earth. Because I made all this and
because I love you all, you must do what I say and what I love and not do what I hate. I do not at all
love for you to drink until you lose your senses the way you do. When you fight among yourselves, you
do not do right, and I hate it. You take two wives or chase after the wives of other men, and that is not
right. I hate it. You should have only one wife and keep her until death. When you want to go to war
you juggle and sing magical incantations, thinking you speak to me. You don’t. You speak to Manietout,
an evil spirit who breathes nothing but evil into you and whom you listen to because you don’t know me
well.
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“The land where you live—I made it for you and not for other people. Why do you put up with the
Whites on your lands? Is it because you can’t get along without them? I know that the people you call
the Children of your Great Father supply your needs, but if you were not evil, as you are, you would do
without them and you could live just as you lived before you met them. Before the people you call your
Brothers came to your lands, didn’t you live by the bow and arrow? You didn’t need guns or powder
or those other things. Nevertheless, you caught animals to eat and dressed in their skins, but when I saw
you giving yourselves to evil, I withdrew the animals into the depths of the forests so that you would
need your Brothers to supply your needs and clothe yourselves. All you have to do is become good and
do what I want and I will send the animals back for you to live on.
“I do not forbid you to allow the Children of your Father among you. I love them. They know me and
pray to me, and I give them their needs and everything they bring with them. But as for those who have
come to trouble your lands: drive them out, make war on them. I do not love them. They do not know
me and are my enemies and the enemies of your Brothers. Send them back to the lands I made for them,
and let them stay there.
“Here is a prayer which I give to you in writing to learn by heart and teach to the Indians and to the
children.” The Loup answered that he did not know how to read. The Master of Life answered that when
he went back to the Earth all he had to do was give the writing to the village chief, who would read it
and teach it by heart to him and all the Indians and that they must recite it evening and morning without
fail. “You must tell all the Indians, drink no more than a cup of wine a day or at most two cups. Have no
more than one wife. Do not chase after other men’s wives or after the unmarried women. Do not fight
among yourselves. Do not practice magic, but prayer, because when you practiced magic you conversed
with the Evil Spirit. Drive from your lands those redcoat dogs who will do you nothing but harm. When
you need something, address your prayers to me, and I will give to you as I give to your Brothers. Do
not sell to your Brothers what I have placed on Earth for food. In short, be good, and you will receive
free all that you need. When you meet one another, give greetings, and give your left hand, because it is
the heart’s hand. Above all things, Loup Indian, I command you to pray every day, morning and night,
the prayer that I give you.”
The Loup promised to do what the Master of Life told him and to speak for him to the other Indians,
and that in the future the Master of Life would be happy with them.
Then the same man who had brought him by the hand came to take him again and guide him back to
the foot of the mountain, where he told him to take up his belongings again and go back to his village.
This the Loup Indian did, and when he arrived, he astonished the people of his nation and his village,
because they had not known what had become of him, and they asked him where he had been. Since
he had been ordered not to speak to anyone until he spoke to the village Chief, he simply made signs to
them with his hands that he had been on high. As soon as he entered the village, he went straight to the
chief’s house and gave him the prayer and the law that the Master of Life had given him.
This adventure was soon known throughout the village, and people came to hear the words of the
Master of Life and carried it to the next village, and those people came to see the famous traveler and
spread the news from village to village until it reached Pontiac, who believed it just as we believe an
article of faith; and he instilled it into the minds of his Counsel,who listened to it as to an oracle and told
him that he only had to say the word, and all of them were ready to do what he demanded.
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57.
Samson Occom - From A Short Narrative of My Life (1768)
Samson Occom

SAMSON OCCOM

From my Birth till I received the Christian Religion
I was Born a Heathen and Brought up In Heathenism, till I was between 16 & 17 years of age, at a
Place Calld Mohegan, in New London, Connecticut, in New England. My Parents Livd a wandering life,
for did all the Indians at Mohegan, they Chiefly Depended upon Hunting, Fishing, & Fowling for their
Living and had no Connection with the English, excepting to Traffic with them in their small Trifles; and
they Strictly maintained and followed their Heathenish Ways, Customs & Religion, though there was
Some Preaching among them. Once a Fortnight, in ye Summer Season, a Minister from New London
used to come up, and the Indians to attend; not that they regarded the Christian Religion, but they had
Blankets given to them every Fall of the Year and for these things they would attend and there was a
Sort of School kept, when I was quite young, but I believe there never was one that ever Learnt to read
any thing, —and when I was about 10 Years of age there was a man who went about among the Indian
Wigwams, and wherever he Could find the Indian Children, would make them read; but the Children
Used to take Care to keep out of his way; —and he used to Catch me Some times and make me Say
over my Letters; and I believe I learnt Some of them. But this was Soon over too; and all this Time there
was not one amongst us, that made a Profession of Christianity—Neither did we Cultivate our Land, nor
kept any Sort of Creatures except Dogs, which we used in Hunting; and we Dwelt in wigwams. These
are a Sort of Tents, Covered with Matts, made of Flags. And to this Time we were unacquainted with the
English Tongue in general though there were a few, who understood a little of it.
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From the Time of our Reformation till I left Mr. Wheelocks
When I was 16 years of age, we heard a Strange Rumor among the English, that there were
Extraordinary Ministers Preaching from place to Place and a Strange Concern among the White People.
This was in the Spring of the Year. But we Saw nothing of these things, till Some Time in the Summer,
when Some Ministers began to visit us and Preach the Word of God; and the Common People all Came
frequently and exhorted us to the things of God, which it pleased the Lord, as I humbly hope, to Bless
and accompany with Divine Influence to the Conviction and Saving Conversion of a Number of us;
amongst whom I was one that was Imprest with the things we had heard. These Preachers did not only
come to us, but we frequently went to their meetings and Churches. After I was awakened & converted, I
went to all the meetings, I could come at; & Continued under Trouble of Mind about 6 months; at which
time I began to Learn the English Letters; got me a Primer, and used to go to my English Neighbours
frequently for Assistance in Reading, but went to no School. And when I was 17 years of age, I had,
as I trust, a Discovery of the way of Salvation through Jesus Christ, and was enabl’d to put my trust in
him alone for Life & Salvation. From this Time the Distress and Burden of my mind was removed, and
I found Serenity and Pleasure of Soul, in Serving God. By this time I just began to Read in the New
Testament without Spelling,—and I had a Stronger Desire Still to Learn to read the Word of God, and
at the Same Time had an uncommon Pity and Compassion to my Poor Brethren According to the Flesh.
I used to wish I was capable of Instructing my poor Kindred. I used to think, if I Could once Learn
to Read I would Instruct the poor Children in Reading,—and used frequently to talk with our Indians
Concerning Religion. This continued till I was in my 19th year: by this Time I Could Read a little in the
Bible. At this Time my Poor Mother was going to Lebanon, and having had Some Knowledge of Mr.
Wheelock and hearing he had a Number of English youth under his Tuition, I had a great Inclination to
go to him and be with him a week or a Fortnight, and Desired by Mother to Ask Mr. Wheelock whether
he would take me a little while to Instruct me in Reading. Mother did so; and when She Came Back,
She Said Mr. Wheelock wanted to See me as Soon as possible. So I went up, thinking I Should be back
again in a few Days; when I got up there, he received me With kindness and Compassion and in Stead
of Staying a Forthnight or 3 Weeks, I Spent 4 Years with him. —After I had been with him Some Time,
he began to acquaint his Friends of my being with him, and of his Intentions of Educating me, and my
Circumstances. And the good People began to give Some Assistance to Mr. Wheelock, and gave me
Some old and Some New Clothes. Then he represented the Case to the Honorable Commissioners at
Boston, who were Commission’d by the Honorable Society in London for Propagating the gospel among
the Indians in New England and parts adjacent, and they allowed him 60£ in old Tender, which was about
6£ Sterling, and they Continu’d it 2 or 3 years, I cant’t tell exactly. —While I was at Mr. Wheelock’s, 1
was very weakly and my Health much impaired, and at the End of 4 Years, I over Strained my Eyes to
such a Degree, I Could not persue my Studies any Longer; and out of these 4 years I Lost Just about one
year; —And was obliged to quit my Studies.
From the Time I left Mr. Wheelock till I went to Europe
As soon as I left Mr. Wheelock, I endeavored to find Some Employ among the Indians; went to
Nahantuck, thinking they may want a School Master, but they had one; then went to Narraganset, and
they were Indifferent about a School, and went back to Mohegan, and heard a number of our Indians
were going to Montauk, on Long Island, and I went with them, and the Indians there were very desirous
to have me keep a School amongst them, and I Consented, and went back a while to Mohegan and Some
time in November I went on the Island, I think it is 17 years ago last November. I agreed to keep School

American Literatures Prior to 1865 255

with them Half a Year, and left it with them to give me what they Pleased; and they took turns to Provide
Food for me. I had near 30 Scholars this winter; I had an evening School too for those that could not
attend the Day School—and began to Carry on their meetings, they had a Minister, one Mr. Horton, the
Scotch Society’s Missionary; but he Spent, I think two thirds of his Time at Sheenecock, 30 Miles from
Montauk. We met together 3 times for Divine Worship every Sabbath and once on every Wednesday
evening. I (used) to read the Scriptures to them and used to expound upon Some particular Passages in
my own Tongue. Visited the Sick and attended their Burials.—When the half year expired, they Desired
me to Continue with them, which I complied with, for another half year, when I had fulfilled that, they
were urgent to have me Stay Longer. So I continued amongst them till I was Married, which was about
2 years after I went there. And Continued to Instruct them in the Same manner as I did before. After I
was married a while, I found there was need of a Support more than I needed while I was Single, —and
made my Case Known to Mr. Buell and to Mr. Wheelock, and also the Needy Circumstances and the
Desires of these Indians of my Continuing amongst them, and the Commissioners were so good as to
grant £15 a year Sterling—And I kept on in my Service as usual, yea I had additional Service; I kept
School as I did before and Carried on the Religious Meetings as often as ever, and attended the Sick and
their Funerals, and did what Writings they wanted, and often Sat as a Judge to reconcile and Decide their
Matters Between them, and had visitors of Indians from all Quarters; and, as our Custom is, we freely
Entertain all Visitors. And was fetched often from my Tribe and from others to see into their Affairs Both
Religious, Temporal, —Besides my Domestic Concerns. And it Pleased the Lord to Increase my Family
fast—and Soon after I was Married, Mr. Horton left these Indians and the Shenecock & after this I was
(alone) and then I had the whole care of these Indians at Montauk, and visited the Shenecock Indians
often. Used to set out Saturdays towards Night and come back again Mondays. I have been obliged to
Set out from Home after Sun Set, and Ride 30 Miles in the Night, to Preach to these Indians. And Some
Indians at Shenecock Sent their Children to my School at Montauk, I kept one of them Some Time, and
had a Young Man a half year from Mohegan, a Lad from Nahantuck, who was with me almost a year;
and had little or nothing for keeping them.
My Method in the School was, as Soon as the Children got together, and took their proper Seats, I
Prayed with them, then began to hear them. I generally began (after some of them Could Spell and Read,)
With those that were yet in their Alphabets, So around, as they were properly Seated till I got through
and I obliged them to Study their Books, and to help one another. When they could not make out a hard
word they Brought it to me—and I usually heard them, in the Summer Season 8 Times a Day 4 in the
morning, and in ye after Noon. —In the Winter Season 6 Times a Day, As Soon as they could Spell, they
were obliged to Spell when ever they wanted to go out. I concluded with Prayer; I generally heard my
Evening Scholars 3 Times Round, And as they go out the School, every one, that Can Spell, is obliged
to Spell a Word, and to go out Leisurely one after another. I Catechised 3 or 4 Times a Week according
to the Assembly’s Shout or Catechism, and many Times Proposed Questions of my own, and in my own
Tongue. I found Difficulty with Some Children, who were Some what Dull, most of these can soon learn
to Say over their Letters, they Distinguish the Sounds by the Ear, but their Eyes can’t Distinguish the
Letters, and the way I took to cure them was by making an Alphabet on Small bits of paper, and glued
them on Small Chips of Cedar after this manner A B & C. I put these on Letters in order on a Bench
then point to one Letter and bid a Child to take notice of it, and then I order the Child to fetch me the
Letter from the Bench; if he Brings the Letter, it is well, if not he must go again and again till he brings
ye right Letter. When they can bring any Letter this way, then I just Jumble them together, and bid them
to set them in Alphabetical order, and it is a Pleasure to them; and they soon Learn their Letters this way.
—I frequently Discussed or Exhorted my Scholars, in Religious matters.—My Method in our Religious
Meetings was this; Sabbath Morning we Assemble together about 10 o’C and begin with Singing; we
generally Sung Dr. Watt’s Psalms or Hymns. I distinctly read the Psalm or Hymn first, and then gave
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the meaning of it to them, after that Sing, then Pray, and Sing again after Prayer. Then proceed to Read
from Suitable portion of Scripture, and so Just give the plain Sense of it in Familiar Discourse and apply
it to them. So continued with Prayer and Singing. In the after Noon and Evening we Proceed in the
Same Manner, and so in Wednesday Evening. Some Time after Mr. Horton left these Indians, there was
a remarkable revival of religion among these Indians and many were hopefully converted to the Saving
knowledge of God in Jesus. It is to be observed before Mr. Horton left these Indians they had Some
Prejudices infused in their minds, by Some Enthusiastical Exhorters from New England, against Mr.
Horton, and many of them had left him; by this means he was Discouraged, and was disposed from these
Indians. And being acquainted with the Enthusiasts in New England & the make and the Disposition of
the Indians I took a mild way to reclaim them. I opposed them not openly but let them go on in their
way, and whenever I had an opportunity, I would read Such pages of the Scriptures, and I thought would
confound their Notions, and I would come to them with all Authority, Saying“these Saith the Lord”;
and by this means, the Lord was pleased to Bless my poor Endeavours, and they were reclaimed, and
Brought to hear almost any of the ministers.—I am now to give an Account of my Circumstances and
manner of Living. I Dwelt in a Wigwam, a Small Hut with Small Poles and Covered with Matts made
of Flags, and I was obligd to remove twice a Year, about 2 miles Distance, by reason of the Scarcity
of wood, for in one Neck of Land they Planted their Corn, and in another, they had their wood, and I
was obligd to have my Corn carted and my Hay also,—and I got my Ground Plow’d every year, which
Cost me about 12 shillings an acre; and I kept a Cow and a Horse, for which I paid 21 shillings every
year York currency, and went 18 miles to Mill for every Dust of meal we used in my family. I Hired or
Joined with my Neighbours to go to Mill, with a Horse or ox Cart, or on Horse Back, and Some time
went myself. My Family Increasing fast, and my Visitors also. I was obligd to contrive every way to
Support my Family; I took all opportunities, to get Some thing to feed my Family Daily. I Planted my
own Corn, Potatoes, and Beans; I used to be out hoeing my Corn Some times before Sun Rise and after
my School is Dismist, and by this means I was able to raise my own Pork, for I was allowed to keep
5 Swine. Some mornings & Evenings I would be out with my Hook and Line to Catch fish and in the
Fall of Year and in the Spring, I used my gun, and fed my Family with Fowls. I Could more than pay
for my Powder & Shot with Feathers. At other Times I Bound old Books for Easthampton People, made
wooden Spoons and Ladles, Stocked Guns, & worked on Cedar to make Pails, (Piggins), and Churns &
C. Besides all these Difficulties I met with advers Providence, I bought a Mare, had it but a little while,
and she fell into the Quick Sand and Died. After a while Bought another, I kept her about half year, and
she was gone, and I never have heard of nor seen her from that Day to this; it was Supposed Some Rogue
Stole her. I got another and Died with a Distemper, and last of all I Bought a Young Mare, and kept her
till She had one Colt, and She broke her Leg and Died, and Presently after the Cold Died also. In the
whole I Lost 5 Horse Kind; all these Losses helped to pull me down; and by this Time I got greatly in
Debt and acquainted my Circumstances to Some of my Friends, and they Represented my Case to the
Commissioners of Boston, and Interceded with them for me, and they were pleased to vote 15£ for my
Help, and Soon after Sent a Letter to my good Friend at New London, acquainting him that they had
Superseded their Vote; and my Friends were so good as to represent my Needy Circumstances Still to
them, and they were so good at Last, as to Vote £15 and Sent it, for which I am very thankful; and the
Revd Mr. Buell was so kind as to write in my behalf to the gentlemen of Boston; and he told me they
were much Displeased with him, and heard also once again that they blamed me for being Extravagant; I
Can’t Conceive how these gentlemen would have me Live. I am ready to (forgive) their Ignorance, and I
would wish they had Changed Circumstances with me but one month, that they may know, by experience
what my Case really was; but I am now fully convinced, that it was not Ignorance, For I believe it can
be proved to the world that these Same Gentlemen gave a young Missionary a Single man, one Hundred
Poundsfor one year, and fifty Pounds for an Interpreter, and thirty Pounds for an Introducer; so it Cost

American Literatures Prior to 1865 257

them one Hundred & Eighty Pounds in one Single Year, and they Sent too where there was no Need of
a Missionary.
Now you See what difference they made between me and other missionaries; they gave me 180
Pounds for 12 years Service, which they gave for one years Services in another Mission, — In my
Service (I speak like a fool, but I am Constrained) I was my own Interpreter. I both a School master and
Minister to the Indians, yea I was their Ear, Eye & Hand, as Well as Mouth. I leave it with the World,
as wicked as it is, to Judge whether I ought not to have had half as much, they gave a young man Just
mentioned which would have been but £50 a year; and if they ought to have given me that, I am not
under obligations to them, I owe them nothing at all; what can be the Reason that they used me after
this manner? I can’t think of any thing, but this as a Poor Indian Boy Said, Who was Bound out to an
English Family, and he used to Drive Plow for a young man, and he whipt and Beat him almost every
Day, and the young man found fault with him, and Complained of him to his master and the poor Boy
was Called to answer for himself before his master, and he was asked, what it was he did, that he was So
Complained of and beat almost every Day. He Said, he did not know, but he Supposed it was because he
could not drive any better; but says he, I Drive as well as I know how; and at other Times he Beats me,
because he is of a mind to beat me; but says he believes he Beats me for the most of the Time“because I
am an Indian. ”
So I am ready to Say, they have used me thus, because I Can’t Influence the Indians so well as other
missionaries; but I can assure them I have endeavoured to teach them as well as I know how;—but I
must Say, I believe it is because I am a poor Indian.” I Can’t help that God has made me So; I did not
make my self so, —

This work (Samson Occom - From A Short Narrative of My Life (1768) by Samson Occom) is free of known copyright
restrictions.

VIII

Literature of Native American Perspectives and
Discovery - Seneca & Iroquois

259

58.
Introduction-Native American Accounts
Wendy Kurant and Jenifer Kurtz

It is well to bear in mind that the selections here should not be understood as representative of Native
American culture as a whole. There are thousands of different Native American tribes, all with distinct
practices. It would not be possible in the space of a typical anthology to represent just the tribes with
whom the colonists had the most contact during the early years of European settlement, or even to say
with any precision exactly how many tribes the colonists did interact with since European colonists were
often unable to distinguish among different tribes. Additionally, we must realize that these works come
to us with omissions and mediations. Many Native American tales are performative as well as oral—the
meanings of the words supplemented by expressions, movements, and shared cultural assumptions—and
so the words alone do not represent their full significance. That being said, the examples of Native
American accounts that follow give us some starting points to consider the different ways in which
cultures explain themselves to themselves.
Figure 1. “Approximate Location of Tribes Whose Origin Stories Appear in This Book.”

First among a culture’s stories are the tales of how the earth was created and how its geographical
features and peoples came to be. The Native American creation stories collected here demonstrate two
significant tropes within Native American creation stories: the Earth Diver story and the Emergence
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story. Earth Diver stories often begin with a pregnant female falling from a sky world into a watery
world, such as the ones here from the Haudenosaunee (Iroquois) people of the eastern United States
and from the Cherokee people from the southern United States. Various animals then work together to
create dry land so that the woman may give birth there, starting the process of creating the familiar world
and its population. With Emergence stories, here represented by the Zuni creation story, animals and
people emerge from within the earth, a distinction from the Earth Diver story that is likely connected
to the topography familiar to this tribe from the southwestern United States. Creation stories feature a
“culture hero,” an extraordinary being who is instrumental in shaping the world in its current form. Other
examples in addition to the works here are the Wampanoag culture hero Moshup or Maushop, a giant
who shared his meals of whale with the tribe and created the island of Nantucket out of tobacco ash, and
Masaw, the Hopi skeleton man and Lord of the Dead who helped the tribe by teaching them agriculture
in life and caring for them in death. Some creation tales show similarities to Judeo‑Christian theology
and suggest parallel development or European influence, quite possible since many of these stories were
not put into writing until the nineteenth and twentieth centuries. Some Native American creation tales
show motifs of movement from chaos to duality to order and beings of creation and destruction paired
together, themes also found in European accounts of creation. However, these tales feature significant
differences to the European way of understanding the world. These tales often show the birth of the land
and of the people as either contemporaneous events, as with the Earth Diver stories, or as the former
figuratively birthing the latter, as with the Emergence stories. This suggests the context for some tribes’
beliefs in the essentialness of land to tribal and personal identity. As Paula Gunn Allen (Laguna Pueblo)
asserts in The Sacred Hoop (1986), “The land is not really the place (separate from ourselves) where we
act out the drama of our isolate destinies . . . It is rather a part of our being, dynamic, significant, real.” In
addition, Native American creation tales often depict the relationship between man and animals in ways
sharply different from European assumptions. In the Haudenosaunee tale and many other Earth Diver
tales like it, animals and cultural heroes create the earth and its distinctive features collaboratively.
Like creation stories, Native American trickster stories fulfill an explanatory function about the world;
they also explain why social codes exist and why they are needed. The trickster character—often
represented as an animal such as a coyote, a raven, or a hare—is a figure of scatological humor,
frequently focused on fulfilling and over‑fulfilling physical needs to the detriment of those around him.
However, above all things the trickster represents fluid boundaries. The trickster can shift between
sexes, interacts with both humans and animals, rarely settles down for any period of time, and is crafty
and foolish at the same time. Furthermore, the Trickster transgresses what is socially acceptable and
often what is physically possible. In one of the best known trickster cycle, that of the Winnebago
tribe originating in the Wisconsin region, the trickster Wakdjunkaga has a detachable penis that can
act autonomously and sometimes resides in a box. These tales entertain but also function as guides to
acceptable social behavior. Through the mishaps the trickster causes and the mishaps s/he suffers, the
trickster tends to reinforce social boundaries as much as s/he challenges them and also can function as a
culture hero. Much like the culture heroes described previously, the Winnebago trickster Wakdjunkaga
also benefits the tribe. In the last tale of the cycle, s/he makes the Mississippi River Valley safe for
occupation by killing malevolent spirits and moving a waterfall.
As is apparent in both the creation stories and the Trickster stories, Native American cultures did not
differentiate between animal behavior and human behavior to the extent that Europeans did. While the
European concept of the Great Chain of Being established animals as inferior to humans and the Bible
was understood to grant man dominion over the animals, the Native American stories to follow suggest a
sense of equality with the animals and the rest of nature. Animals contributed to the creation of the world
upon which humans live, were able to communicate with humans until they chose not to, and followed
(or refused to follow) the same social codes as humans, such as meeting in councils to discuss problems
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as a group and agreeing together on a course of action. Nonetheless, like with the laxative bulb story,
there is tension between the helpful and harmful aspects of nature, and these works teach the lesson that
nature must be given due respect lest one lose its benefits and suffer its anger.
“In fourteen hundred ninety‑two, Columbus sailed the ocean blue”: the European perspective on
the first contact between Native peoples and European explorers has been taught to Americans from
pre‑school onward, but the Native American perspective on these events is less familiar. Just like their
counterparts, Native American depictions of first contact with European explorers situated them within
their accustomed natural, spiritual, and social contexts. The explorers’ large ships were interpreted as
whales, houses, or islands; their paler complexions were a sign of illness or divinity. The gifts or drinks
offered by the strangers are accepted out of politeness and social custom, not naiveté or superstition.
As these tales were recorded with hindsight, they often ruefully trace how these explorers and colonists
disingenuously relied on the natives’ help while appropriating more and more land to themselves and
their introduction of alcohol and European commodities into native culture.
Source:
Becoming America, Wendy Kurant, ed., CC-BY-SA
Image Credit:
Figure 1. “Approximate Location of Tribes Whose Origin Stories Appear in This Book,” by Kalyca
Schultz, Virginia Western Community College, derivative image from original by Theshibboleth,
Wikimedia, CC-BY-SA 3.0.

59.
Origin of Folk Stories (Seneca)
Various Authors

There was once a boy who had no home. His parents were dead and his uncles would not care for him.
In order to live this boy, whose name was Gaqka, or Crow, made a bower of branches for an abiding
place and hunted birds and squirrels for food.
He had almost no clothing but was very ragged and dirty. When the people from the village saw him
they called him Filth-Covered-One, and laughed as they passed by, holding their noses. No one thought
he would ever amount to anything, which made him feel heavy-hearted. He resolved to go away from
his tormentors and become a great hunter.
One night Gaqka found a canoe. He had never seen this canoe before, so he took it. Stepping in he
grasped the paddle, when the canoe immediately shot into the air, and he paddled above the clouds and
under the moon. For a long time he went always southward. Finally the canoe dropped into a river and
then Gaqka paddled for shore.
On the other side of the river was a great cliff that had a face that looked like a man. It was at the
forks of the river where this cliff stood. The boy resolved to make his home on the top of the cliff and so
climbed it and built a bark cabin.
The first night he sat on the edge of the cliff he heard a voice saying, “Give me some tobacco.”
Looking around the boy, seeing no one, replied, “Why should I give tobacco?”
There was no answer and the boy began to fix his arrows for the next day’s hunt. After a while the
voice spoke again, “Give me some tobacco.”
Gaqka now took out some tobacco and threw it over the cliff. The voice spoke agai: “Now I will tell
you a story.” Feeling greatly awed the boy listened to a story that seemed to come directly out of the
rock upon which he was sitting. Finally the voice paused, for the story had ended. Then it spoke again
saying, “It shall be the custom here after to present me with a small gift for my stories.” So the boy gave
the rock a few bone beads. Then the rock said, “Hereafter when I speak, announcing that I shall tell a
story you must say, ‘Nio,’ and as I speak you must say ‘Hen”,’ that I may know that you are listening.
You must never fall asleep but continue to listen until I say ‘Da’neho nigaga’is.’ (So thus finished is the
length of my story). Then you shall give me presents and I shall be satisfied.”
The next day the boy hunted and killed a great many birds. These he made into soup and roasts. He
skinned the birds and saved the skins, keeping them in a bag.
That evening the boy sat on the rock again and looked westward at the sinking sun. He wondered if
his friend would speak again. While waiting he chipped some new arrow-points, and made them very
small so that he could use them in a blow gun. Suddenly, as he worked, he heard the voice again. “Give
me some tobacco to smoke,” it said. Gaqka threw a pinch of tobacco over the cliff and the voice said,
“Hau’nio”,” and commenced a story. Long into the night one wonderful tale after another flowed from
the rock, until it called out, “So thus finished is the length of my story.” Gaqka was sorry to have the
stories ended but he gave the rock an awl made from a bird’s leg and a pinch of tobacco.
The next day the boy hunted far to the east and there found a village. Nobody knew who he was but he
soon found many friends. There were some hunters who offered to teach him how to kill big game, and
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these went with him to his own camp on the high rock. At night he allowed them to listen to the stories
that came forth from the rock, but it would speak only when Gaqka was present. He therefore had many
friends with whom to hunt.
Now after a time Gaqka made a new suit of clothing from deer skin and desired to obtain a decorated
pouch. He, therefore, went to the village and found one house where there were two daughters living
with an old mother. He asked that a pouch be made and the youngest daughter spoke up and said, “It is
now finished. I have been waiting for you to come for it.” So she gave him a handsome pouch.
Then the old mother spoke, saying, “I now perceive that my future son-in-low has passed through the
door and is here.” Soon thereafter, the younger woman brought Gaqka a basket of bread and said, “My
mother greatly desires that you should marry me.” Gaqka looked at the girl and was satisfied, and ate the
bread. The older daughter was greatly displeased and frowned in an evil manner.
That night the bride said to her husband, “We must now go away. My older sister will kill you for
she is jealous.” So Gaqka arose and took his bride to his own lodge. Soon the rock spoke and began to
relate wonder stories of things that happened in the old days. The bride was not surprised, but said, “This
standing rock, indeed, is my grandfather. I will now present you with a pouch into which you must put a
trophy for every tale related.”
All winter long the young couple stayed in the lodge on the great rock and heard all the wonder tales
of the old days. Gaqka’s bag was full of stories and he knew all the lore of former times.
As springtime came the bride said, “We must now go north to your own people and you shall become
a great man.” But Gaqka was sad and said, “Alas, in my own country I am an outcast and called by an
unpleasant name.” The bride only laughed, saying, “Nevertheless we shall go north.” Taking their pelts
and birdskins, the young couple descended the cliff and seated themselves in the canoe. “This is my
canoe,” said the bride. “I sent it through the air to you.”
The bride seated herself in the bow of the canoe and Gaqka in the stern. Grasping a paddle he swept it
through the water, but soon the canoe arose and went through the air. Meanwhile the bride was singing
all kinds of songs, which Gaqka learned as he paddled.
When they reached the north, the bride said, “Now I shall remove your clothing and take all the scars
from your face and body. She then caused him to pass through a hollow log, and when Gaqka emerged
from the other end he was dressed in the finest clothing and was a handsome man.
Together the two walked to the village where the people came out to see them. After a while Gaqka
said, “I am the boy whom you once were accustomed to call ‘Cia”dddaV I have now returned.” That
night the people of the village gathered around and listened to the tales he told, and he instructed them
to give him small presents and tobacco. He would plunge his hand in his pouch and take out a trophy,
saying, “Ho ho’! So here is another one!” and then looking at his trophy would relate an ancient tale.
Everybody now thought Gaqka a great man and listened to his stories. He was the first man to find
out all about the adventures of the old-time people. That is why there are so many legends now.
Source:
Seneca Myths and Folk Tales, Arthur C. Parker, Public Domain

This work (Origin of Folk Stories (Seneca) by Various Authors) is free of known copyright restrictions.

60.
Creation Story (Iroquois/Haudenosaunee)
Various Authors

Introduction
One of the oldest political entities in the new world, the Haudenosaunee Confederacy were called
the Iroquois by the French and the Five Nations by the English. The latter refers to the five tribes that
made up the confederacy: the Cayuga, Mohawk, Oneida, Onondaga, and Seneca tribes. The name was
changed to Six Nations when the Tuscarora tribe joined in the eighteenth century. Their territory
covered the majority of New York with some inroads in southern Canada and northern Pennsylvania.
Called the Delaware by Europeans, the Lenape tribe’s territory included what became New Jersey,
eastern Pennsylvania, southeastern New York, northern Delaware, and a bit of southern Connecticut.

Creation Story
In the great past, deep water covered all the earth. The air was filled with birds, and great monsters
were in possession of the waters, when a beautiful woman was seen by them falling from the sky. Then
huge ducks gathered in council and resolved to meet this wonderful creature and break the force of her
fall. So they arose, and, with pinion overlapping pinion, unitedly received the dusky burden. Then the
monsters of the deep also gathered in council to decide which should hold this celestial being and protect
her from the terrors of the water, but none was able except a giant tortoise, who volunteered to endure
this lasting weight upon his back. There she was gently placed, while he, constantly increasing in size,
soon became a large island. Twin boys were after a time brought forth by the woman—one the spirit of
good, who made all good things, and caused the maize, fruit, and tobacco to grow; the other the spirit of
evil, who created the weeds and all vermin. Ever the world was increasing in size, although occasional
quakings were felt, caused by the efforts of the monster tortoise to stretch out, or by the contraction of
his muscles.
After the lapse of ages from the time of his general creation Ta‑rhuⁿ‑hiă‑wăh‑kuⁿ, the Sky Holder,
resolved upon a special creation of a race which should surpass all others in beauty, strength, and
bravery; so from the bosom of the great island, where they had previously subsisted upon moles,
Ta‑rhuⁿ‑hiă‑wăh‑kuⁿ brought out the six pairs, which were destined to become the greatest of all people.
The Tuscaroras tell us that the first pair were left near a great river, now called the Mohawk. The
second family were directed to make their home by the side of a big stone. Their descendants have been
termed the Oneidas. Another pair were left on a high hill, and have ever been called the Onondagas.
Thus each pair was left with careful instructions in different parts of what is now known as the State
of New York, except the Tuscaroras, who were taken up the Roanoke River into North Carolina, where
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Ta‑rhuⁿ‑hiă‑wăh‑kuⁿ also took up his abode, teaching them many useful arts before his departure. This,
say they, accounts for the superiority of the Tuscaroras. But each of the six tribes will tell you that his
own was the favored one with whom Sky Holder made his terrestrial home, while the Onondagas claim
that their possession of the council fire prove them to have been the chosen people.
Later, as the numerous families became scattered over the State, some lived in localities where the
bear was the principal game, and were called from that circumstance the clan of the Bear. Others lived
where the beavers were trapped, and they were called the Beaver clan. For similar reasons the Snipe,
Deer, Wolf, Tortoise, and Eel clans received their appellations.
Source:
Becoming America, Wendy Kurant, ed., CC-BY-SA
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61.
Pima Story of Creation
Various Authors

In the beginning there was no earth, no water—nothing. There was only a person, Juhwert-a-Mah-kai (The Doctor of the Earth).
He just floated, for there was no place for him to stand upon. There was no sun, no light, and he just
floated about in the darkness, which was Darkness itself.
He wanted around in the nowhere till he thought he had wandered enough. Then he rubbed on his
breast and rubbed out moah-haht-tack, that is perspiration, or greasy earth. This he rubbed out on the
palm of his hand and held out. It tipped over three times, but the fourth time it said straight in the middle
of the air and there is remains no as the world.
The first bush he created was the greasewood bush.
And he made ants, little tiny ants, to live on that bush, on its gum which comes out of its stem.
But these little ants did not do any good, so he created white ants, and these worked and enlarged the
earth; they kept on increasing it, larger and larger, until at least it was big enough for himself to rest on.
Then he created a Person. He made him out of his eye, out of the shadow of his eyes, to assist him,
to be like him, and to help him in creating trees and human beings and everything that was to be on the
earth.
The name of this being was Noo-ee (the Buzzard).
Nooee was given all power, but he did not do the work he was created for. He did not care to help
Juhwertamahkai, but let him go by himself.
And so the Doctor of the Earth himself created the mountains and everything that has seed and is good
to eat. For if he had crated human beings first they would have had nothing to live on.
But after making Nooee and before making the mountains and see for food, Juhwertamahkai made the
sun.
In order to make the sun he first made water, and this he placed in a hollow vessel, like an earthen
dish (hwas-hah-ha) to harden into something like ice. And this hardened ball he placed in the sky. First
he placed it in the North, but it did not work; then he placed it in the West, but it did not work; then he
placed it in the South, but it did not work; then he placed it in the East and there it worked as he wanted
it to.
And the moon he made in the same way and tried in the same places, with the same results.
But when he made the stars he took the water in his mouth and spurted it up into the sky. But the first
night his stars did not give light enough. So he took the Doctor-stone (diamond), the tone-dum-haw-the,
and smashed it up, and took the pieces and threw them into the sky to mix with the water in the stars and
then there was light enough.1
And now Juhwertamahkai, rubbed again on his breast, and from the substance he obtained there made
two little dolls, and these he laid on the earth. And they were human beings, man and woman.
And now for a time the people increased till they filled the earth. For the first parents were perfect and
there was no sickness and no death. But when the earth was full, then there was nothing to eat, so they
killed and ate each other.
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But Juhwertamahkai did not like the way his people acted, to kill and eat each other, and so he let the
sky fall to kill them. But when the sky dripped he, himself, took a staff and broke a hole thru, thru which
he and Nooee emerged and escaped, leaving behind them all the people dead.
And Juhwertamahkai, being now on the top of this fallen sky, again made a man and a woman, in the
same way as before. But this man and woman became grey when old, and their children became grey
still younger, and their children became gray younger still, and so on till the babies were gray in their
cradles.
And Juhwertamahkai, who had made a new earth and sky, just as there had been before, did not like
his people becoming grey in their cradles, so he let the sky fall on them again, and again made a hole
and escaped, with Nooee, as before.
And Juhwertamahkai, on top of this second sky, again made a new heaven and a new earth, just as he
had done before, and new people.
But these new people made a vice of smoking. Before human beings had never smoked till they were
old, but now they smoked younger, and each generation still younger, till the infants wanted to smoke in
their cradles.
And Juhwertamahkai did not like this, and let the sky fall again, and created everything new again in
the same way, and this time he created the earth as it is now.
But at first the whole slope of the world was westward and tho there were peaks rising from this slope
there were no true valleys, and all the water that fell ran away and there was no water for the people to
drink. So Juhwertamahkai sent Nooee to fly around among the mountains, sand over the earth, to cut
valley with his wings, so that the water could be caught and distributed and there might be enough for
the people to drink.
Now the sun was male and the moon was female and they met once a month. And the moon became
a mother and went to a mountain called Tahs-my-et-than Toe-ahk (sun striking mountain) and there was
born her baby. But she had duties to attend to, to turn around and give light, so she made a place for the
child by tramping down the weedy bushes and there left it. And the child, having no milk, was nourished
on the earth.
And this child was the coyote, and as he grew he went out to walk and in his walk came to the house
of Juhwertamahkai and Nooee, where they lived.
And when he came there Juhwertamahkaiknew him and called him Toe-hahvs, because he was laid on
the weedy bushes of that name.
But now out of the North cam another powerful personage, who has two names, See-ur-huh and Eeee-toy.
Now Seeurhuh means older brother, and when his personage came to Juhwertamahkai, Nooee and
Toehahvs he called them his younger brothers. But they claimed to have been here first, and to be older
then he, and there was a dispute between them. But finally, because he insisted so strongly, and just to
please him, they let him be called older brother.

Source Note:
John William Lloyd collected stories from the Pima tribe through an interpreter in the early 20th
century. The collection from which this story is taken includes in its opening documents this
statement:
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January 20th, 1904.
This is to certify that the myths and legends of the Pimas derived by J. William Lloyd from my
granduncle, Thin Buckskin, thru my interpretation, are correct and genuine to the best of my ability to
interpret them.
Edward H. Wood,
Pima Indian
Lloyd includes this introduction to the stories, to give some context to readers:
The old man, Comalk Hakw-Kih, (Thin Buckskin) began by saying that these were stories which he
used to hear his father tell, they being handed down from father to son, and that when he was little he
did not pay much attention, but when he grew older he determined to learn them, and asked his father
to teach him, which is father did and how he knew them all.

Source:
Aw-aw-tam Indian Nights, J. William Lloyd, Public Domain

This work (Pima Story of Creation by Various Authors) is free of known copyright restrictions.

Notes

1. Many doubt that the Indians of North America knew anything about the diamond, but my interpreter insisted
that the Doctor-stone was the diamond, therefore I have taken his word for it. Perhaps it was crystal.

62.
How the World Was Made (Cherokee)
Various Authors

The earth is a great floating island in a sea of water. At each of the four corners there is a cord hanging
down from the sky. The sky is of solid rock. When the world grows old and worn out, the cords will
break, and then the earth will sink down into the ocean. Everything will be water again. All the people
will be dead. The Indians are much afraid of this.
In the long time ago, when everything was all water, all the animals lived up above in Galun’lati,
beyond the stone arch that made the sky. But it was very much crowded. All the animals wanted more
room. The animals began to wonder what was below the water and at last Beaver’s grandchild, little
Water Beetle, offered to go and find out. Water Beetle darted in every direction over the surface of the
water, but it could find no place to rest. There was no land at all. Then Water Beetle dived to the bottom
of the water and brought up some soft mud. This began to grow and to spread out on every side until it
became the island which we call the earth. Afterwards this earth was fastened to the sky with four cords,
but no one remembers who did this.
At first the earth was flat and soft and wet. The animals were anxious to get down, and they sent
out different birds to see if it was yet dry, but there was no place to alight; so the birds came back to
Galun’lati. Then at last it seemed to be time again, so they sent out Buzzard; they told him to go and
make ready for them. This was the Great Buzzard, the father of all the buzzards we see now. He flew all
over the earth, low down near the ground, and it was still soft. When he reached the Cherokee country,
he was very tired; his wings began to flap and strike the ground. Wherever they struck the earth there
was a valley; whenever the wings turned upwards again, there was a mountain. When the animals above
saw this, they were afraid that the whole world would be mountains, so they called him back, but the
Cherokee country remains full of mountains to this day. [This was the original home, in North Carolina.]
When the earth was dry and the animals came down, it was still dark. Therefore they got the sun and
set it in a track to go every day across the island from east to west, just overhead. It was too hot this way.
Red Crawfish had his shell scorched a bright red, so that his meat was spoiled. Therefore the Cherokees
do not eat it.
Then the medicine men raised the sun a handsbreadth in the air, but it was still too hot. They raised
it another time; and then another time; at last they had raised it seven handsbreadths so that it was just
under the sky arch. Then it was right and they left it so. That is why the medicine men called the high
place “the seventh height.” Every day the sun goes along under this arch on the under side; it returns at
night on the upper side of the arch to its starting place.
There is another world under this earth. It is like this one in every way. The animals, the plants, and
the people are the same, but the seasons are different. The streams that come down from the mountains
are the trails by which we reach this underworld. The springs at their head are the doorways by which
we enter it. But in order to enter the other world, one must fast and then go to the water, and have one
of the underground people for a guide. We know that the seasons in the underground world are different,
because the water in the spring is always warmer in winter than the air in this world; and in summer the
water is cooler.
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We do not know who made the first plants and animals. But when they were first made, they were told
to watch and keep awake for seven nights. This is the way young men do now when they fast and pray
to their medicine. They tried to do this. The first night, nearly all the animals stayed awake. The next
night several of them dropped asleep. The third night still more went to sleep. At last, on the seventh
night, only the owl, the panther, and one or two more were still awake. Therefore, to these were given
the power to see in the dark, to go about as if it were day, and to kill and eat the birds and animals which
must sleep during the night.
Even some of the trees went to sleep. Only the cedar, the pine, the spruce, the holly, and the laurel
were awake all seven nights. Therefore they are always green. They are also sacred trees. But to the other
trees it was said, “Because you did not stay awake, therefore you shall lose your hair every winter.”
After the plants and the animals, men began to come to the earth. At first there was only one man and
one woman. He hit her with a fish. In seven days a little child came down to the earth. So people came
to the earth. They came so rapidly that for a time it seemed as though the earth could not hold them all.
Source:
Becoming America, Wendy Kurant, ed., CC-BY-SA

63.
Of the Girl who married Mount Katahdin (Penobscot)
Charles Leland

The Algonquin Legends of New England, by Charles G. Leland, [1884]
Of the Girl who married Mount Katahdin, and how all the Indians brought about their own Rain.

Of the old time. There was once an Indian girl gathering blueberries on Mount Katahdin. And, being
lonely, she said, “I would that I had a husband!” And seeing the great mountain in all its glory rising on
high, with the red sunlight on the top, she added, “I wish Katahdin were a man, and would marry me!”
All this she was heard to say ere she went onward and up the mountain, but for three years she was
never seen again. Then she reappeared, bearing a babe, a beautiful child, but his little eyebrows were of
stone. For the Spirit of the Mountain had taken her to himself; and when she greatly desired to return to
her own people, he told her to go in peace, but forbade her to tell any man who had married her.
Now the boy had strange gifts, and the wise men said that he was born to become a mighty magician.
For when he did but point his finger at a moose, or anything which ran, it would drop dead; and when in
a canoe, if he pointed at the flocks of wild ducks or swans, then the water was at once covered with the
floating game, and they gathered them in as they listed, and through that boy his mother and every one
had food and to spare.
Now this was the truth, and it was a great wonder, that Katahdin had wedded this girl, thinking with
himself and his wife to bring up a child who should build up his nation, and make of the Wabanaki a
mighty race. And he said, “Declare unto these people that they are not to inquire of thee who is the father
of thy child; truly they will all know it by seeing him, for they shall not grieve thee with impertinence.”
Now the woman had made it known that she would not be questioned, and she gave them all what
they needed; yet, for all this, they could not refrain nor restrain themselves from talking to her on what
they well knew she would fain be silent. And one day when they had angered her, she thought, “Truly
Katahdin was right; these people are in nowise worthy of my son, neither shall he serve them; he shall
not lead them to victory; they are not of those who make a great nation.” And being still further teased
and tormented, she spake and said, “Ye fools, who by your own folly will kill yourselves; ye mud-wasps,
who sting the fingers which would pick ye out of the water, why will ye ever trouble me to tell you what
you well know? Can you not see who was the father of my boy? Behold his eyebrows; do ye not know
Katahdin by them? But it shall be to your exceeding great sorrow that ever ye inquired. From this day
ye may feed yourselves and find your own venison, for this child shall do so no more for you.”
And she arose and went her way into the woods and up the mountain, and was seen on earth no more.
And since that day the Indians, who should have been great, have become a little people. Truly it would
have been wise and well for those of early times if they could have held their tongues.
This remarkable legend was related to me by Mrs. Marie Sakis, a Penobscot, a very clever storyteller. It gives the Fall of Man from a purely Indian standpoint. Nothing is so contemptible in Indian
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eyes as a want of dignity and idle, loquacious teasing; therefore it is made in the myth the sin which
destroyed their race. The tendency of the lower class of Americans, especially in New England, to raise
and emphasize the voice, to speak continually in italics and small and large capitals, with a wide display,
and the constant disposition to chaff and tease, have contributed more than any other cause to destroy
confidence and respect for them among the Indians.

This work (Of the Girl who married Mount Katahdin (Penobscot) by Charles Leland) is free of known copyright restrictions.

64.
How Glooskap went to England and France (Passamaquoddy)
Charles Leland

The Algonquin Legends of New England, by Charles G. Leland, [1884]
How Glooskap went to England and France, and was the first to make America known to the Europeans.

There was an Indian woman: she was a Woodchuck (Mon-in-kwess, R). She had lost a boy; she always
thought of him. Once there came to her a strange boy; he called her mother.
He had a pipe with which he could call all the animals. He said, “Mother, if you let any one have this
pipe we shall starve.”
“Where did you get it?”
“A stranger gave it to me.””
One day the boy was making a canoe. The woman took the pipe and blew it. There came a deer and a
qwah-beet,–a beaver. They came running; the deer came first, the beaver next. The beaver had a stick in
his mouth; he gave it to her, and said, “Whenever you wish to kill anything, though it were half a mile
off, point this stick at it.” She pointed it at the deer; it fell dead.
The boy was Glooskap. He was building a stone canoe. Every morning he went forth, and was gone
all day. He worked a year at it. The mother had killed many animals. When the great canoe was finished
he took his (adopted) mother to see it. He said that he would make sails for it. She asked him, “Of what
will you make them?” He answered, “Of leaves.” She replied, “Let the leaves alone. I have something
better.” She had many buffalo skins alreadytanned, and said, “Take as many as you need.”
He took his pipe. He piped for moose; he piped for elk and for bear: they came. He pointed his stick at
them: they were slain. He dried their meat, and so provisioned his great canoe. To carry water he killed
many seals; he filled their bladders with water.
So they sailed across the sea. This was before the white people had ever heard of America. The white
men did not discover this country first at all. Glooskap discovered England, and told them about it. He
got to London. The people had never seen a canoe before. They came flocking down to look at it.
The Woodchuck had lost her boy. This boy it was who first discovered America (England?). This boy
could walk on the water and fly up to the sky. 1 He took his mother to England. They offered him a large
ship for his stone canoe. He refused it. He feared lest the ship should burn. They offered him servants.
He refused them. They gave him presents which almost overloaded the canoe. They gave him an anchor
and an English flag.
He and his mother went to France. The French people fired cannon at him till the afternoon. They
could not hurt the stone canoe. In the night Glooskap drew all their men-of-war ashore. Next morning
the French saw this. They said, “Who did this?
He answered, “I did it.”
They took him prisoner. They put him into a great cannon and fired it off. They looked into the
cannon, and there he sat smoking his stone pipe, knocking the ashes out.
The king heard how they had treated him. He said. it was wrong. He who could do such deeds must be
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a great man. He sent for Glooskap, who replied, “I do not want to see your king. I came to this country
to have my mother baptized as a Catholic.” They sent boats, they sent a coach; he was taken to the king,
who put many questions to him.
He wished to have his mother christened. It was done. They called her Molly. 1 Therefore to this day
all woodchucks are called Molly. They went down to the shore; to please the king Glooskap drew all the
ships into the sea again. So the king gave him what he wanted, and he returned home. Since that time
white men have come to America.
This is an old Eskimo tale, greatly modernized and altered. The Eskimo believe in a kind of sorcerers
or spirits, who have instruments which they merely point at people or animals, to kill them. I think that
the Indian who told me this story (P.) was aware of its feebleness, and was ashamed to attribute such
nonsense to Glooskap, and therefore made the hero an Indian named Woodchuck. But among Mr. Rand’s
Micmac tales it figures as a later tribute to the memory of the great hero.
One version of this story was given to me by Tomah Josephs, another by Mrs. W. Wallace Brown. In
the latter Glooskap’s canoe is a great ship, with all kinds of birds for sailors. In the Shawnee legend of
the Celestial Sisters (Hiawatha Legends), a youth who goes to the sky must take with him one of every
kind of bird. This indicates that the Glooskap voyage meant a trip to heaven.

This work (How Glooskap went to England and France (Passamaquoddy) by Charles Leland) is free of known copyright
restrictions.
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65.
"The Peyote Cult" Introduction
Shannon Griffiths, Kendal LaRiviere, David MacNeill, Timothy Mooneyhan

“The Peyote Cult”
The Peyote Cult, or Native American Church, involved the use of peyote which is a small, spineless
cactus that contains mescaline and can be used for the hallucinogenic effects it provides. The use of
peyote as a medicine and a way to reach divine clarity took place before Columbus came to America,
but the religion became fully realized and started spreading in 1885. Peyote practices around and after
this time had cultural characteristics from both Mexican and Native American practices.
The Native American Church uses several instruments in their rituals. The peyote gourd rattle is used
when singing peyote songs during rituals. There is also a water drummer that uses a modified iron kettle
as a drum while the singer sings and uses his rattle. The water drummer uses a hard wooden stick made
from thick wood that produces a strong sound when used on the drum. The last ritual tool they use is
the peyote staff, which is passed around the group and is held upwards during ceremonies as it is a
representation of a holy god.
There are various different ceremonies and ways of conducting them, but there are/were two main
styles used. The first one is known as a “half-moon” fireplace. This ceremony involves the use of
tobacco and very little connection to the Bible. The second ceremonial meeting, the “cross fire”
fireplace, is the opposite because tobacco is not used and the Bible is used almost exclusively. This is
one example of how indigenous religion blended together with the Christian doctrine and belief system.
Source:
“Native American Church.” Wikipedia. Wikimedia Foundation, n.d. Web. 23 Sept. 2015.
“Of The Girl Who Married Mount Katahdin”
The story you are about to read, Of The Girl Who Married Mount Katahdin, is one of many early
Penobscot Indian stories. These stories, however, were not originally written down. This story, as well as
countless others within the Penobscot tribe, were oral stories. These were traditionally kept alive by the
act of passing the story down from elder members of the tribe to younger members. The Penobscots were
natives of Maine, therefore crafting stories about their landscape. Mount Katahdin, which means “The
Greatest Mountain” in Penobscot culture, is the highest point in Maine, and was originally named by the
Penobscot natives. It wasn’t until white ethnographers began recording these cross cultural encounters
that these stories became solidified in literature.
Charles Leland, the self-claimed “author” of the story as well as one of the first ethnographers to
collaborate with the Penobscot natives, was a man of many interests. Originally born in Philadelphia,
Pennsylvania on August 15th, 1824, Charles Godfrey Leland was educated at Princeton University,
where he became interested in both European and American folklore. After spending time in France
and Germany, Leland came to America, where he made contact with the Algonquian tribes. These tribes
were situated all throughout northeastern New England, as well as large parts of Canada. He studied as
well as lived with the Penobscot natives, recording their culture.
The term Ethnography is defined in the Merriam-Webster Dictionary as “the study and systematic
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recording of human cultures.” The ethnographic researcher views the society from the subjects view. The
use of ethnography is to study, understand, and ultimately preserve a culture. The use of ethnography
within the Penobscot culture was to help the “American” people that lived in New England at the
time to better understand the life and culture of the natives. Since it is a holistic study, meaning all
encompassing, ethnographers were encouraged to include everything they possibly could about their
experience with the culture. Of the Girl who married Mount Katahdin is an example of Realistic
Ethnography, which is described as a simple, objective account of their experience, story. In Leland’s
case, he simply wrote down the story that he heard from Mrs. Marie Sakis, an older Penobscot storyteller.
Of the Girl who married Mount Katahdin is the story of a young woman who was outside gathering
berries. This girl is romantically enticed, and ultimately seduced by the spirit of Mount Katahdin.
Together, they conceive a child, and she returns to her village three years later with the young boy, whose
eyebrows are made of stone. The child, who has the ability to kill animals with the pointing of a finger,
is used by the tribe to collect an abundance of food. Eventually, the natives of the tribe began to ostracize
and make fun of the young boy, to which his mother replies by retreating back to the mountain with the
child. The natives lose the powers of the child, and ultimately, their source of food. Finally, Leland states
at the end of his passage that it was the American’s own fault for similarly abusing the trust and dignity
of the native people, destroying “confidence and respect for them among the Indians.”
Discussion Questions:
1) What might be the significance of the child’s eyebrows being stone? Why not any other part of his
body?
2.) How might this story tell the “fall of man” through a native standpoint? What are some surefire
signs that it is or isn’t?
Sources Cited:
Wikipedia Contributors. “Charles Godfrey Leland.” Wikipedia. Wikimedia Foundation, n.d. Web. 28
Sept. 2015.
“Native Languages of the Americas: Penobscot (Eastern Abnaki, Penawahpskewi, Penobscott).”
Native Americans: Penobscot Indian Tribe (Penobscot Nation, Penobscott, Penobscots). N.p., n.d. Web.
28 Sept. 2015.
“Ethnography Definition.” Merriam-Webster. Merriam-Webster, n.d. Web. 28 Sept. 2015.
“The Origin and Disease of Medicine”
On The Cherokee Tribe
The Cherokee tribe originates in the southeastern region of the United States, more specifically
present-day Tennessee, Georgia, North Carolina, and South Carolina. The Cherokee refer to themselves
as Ani-Yuwiya, which translates to “principal people”. In the 19th century, the Cherokees were viewed
as one of, if not the most socially and culturally advanced native tribe in the United States. They were
referred to as one of the “five civilized tribes”. Once gold was discovered on Cherokee land, prospectors
and settlers alike scrambled to the area in an attempt to acquire the bounty of earthly riches. Despite their
impressive reputation, the Cherokee were forcibly removed by then president Andrew Jackson under
the Indian Removal Act of 1830. This mass exodus, also known as the Trail of Tears, disrupted the
lives of the Cherokee people and ended in the death of 4,000 Cherokee whether by hunger, disease, or
exhaustion.
On The Origin of Disease and Medicine
The following story, entitled The Origin of Disease and Medicine, weaves a tale of how disease came
to be and the way in which the cures for these diseases were discovered. This text, told orally before it
was translated by James Mooney, portrays the natural conflict between animals and plants. The animals
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are irked by humanity’s careless attitude towards them and wish to eradicate them, while the plants are
sympathetic towards humanity and seek to save them from certain death. The Cherokee tribe has a strong
connection not only to the natural world itself, but more specifically to botany. As a culture entrenched
in herbal healing and plant identification, it is only appropriate that their literature would too be steeped
in naturalistic themes and information.
“How Glooskap Went to England and France”
This next Native American text was written down
by Charles Lelands in 1884 in a collection of stories
called The Algonquin Legends of New England, but
because it is likely that the story was originally told
orally before it was transcribed into written words, its
unclear when exactly it was created. This story focuses
on the Algonquin mythical figure of Glooskap (also
spelled Glooscap), as many Algonquin legends do.
According to Wikipedia, the Algonquian people “are
one of the most populous and widespread North
American native language groups, with tribes
originally numbering in the hundreds of thousands” CC By: Benjamin J. DeLong. Size altered.
https://flic.kr/p/biVVe6
(Wikipedia).
In “How Glooskap went to England and France,”
the mythical being, Glooskap, builds a stone canoe and sails to England with his mother. When he lands
in London, he tells the Europeans about America. From there, he continues on to France to have his
mother baptized as a Catholic before returning to America. The legend states that Glooskap and his
mother’s return sparked the influx of Europeans to America. This is an example of a “first contact” or
“discovery” story because it tells of an initial interaction between Natives and Europeans. Legends like
these are important because they help to give us a sense of how the initial interactions between Native
Americans and Europeans were experienced.

"The Peyote Cult" Introduction by Shannon Griffiths, Kendal LaRiviere, David MacNeill, Timothy Mooneyhan is licensed under
a Creative Commons Attribution 4.0 International License, except where otherwise noted.

66.
The Peyote Cult (Plains)
Paul Radin

The Peyote Cult, by Paul Radin, [1925]
GENERAL DESCRIPTION

Owing to the great importance of one of the modem cults found among the Winnebago, the so-called
Mescal or Peyote, it will be discussed here in some detail. Not only is this cult of great prominence in
the life of the modem Winnebago, but as its inception and progress can be followed out in considerable
detail it is of great significance for the study of their religion.
The ceremony is generally held in a building called by the Peyote worshipers a church, although it
frequently takes place in the open also. In the early days of its organization as many meetings as possible
were held. In 1910 there was a tendency to restrict the number and to have them generally take place
on Saturday night. In 1913, after the first enthusiasm of the new converts had died out, the author was
informed that the meetings were rarely held more than once a week. Around Christmas and beginning
with July a series of meetings was held, lasting from a week to 10 days, as a rule. The Christmas
meetings were not prominent in 1910, but the July ones seem to have been held from the beginning.
They represent, of course, merely a substitution for the older pagan ceremonies and games that were
held about that time.
In the early days the ceremony was opened by a prayer from the founder, and this was followed by an
introductory speech. Thereupon the leader sang a Peyote song, to the accompaniment of a drum. Then
another speech was delivered, and when it was finished the drum and other regalia were passed to the
man to the right. This man, in turn, delivered a speech and sang a song, and when he was finished, passed
the regalia to the third man, who subsequently passed it to the fourth one. The fourth man, when he was
finished, returned it to the leader. In this way the regalia passed from one person to another throughout
the night. It not infrequently happens that one of these four gets tired and gives up his place temporarily
to some other member of the cult. At intervals they stopped to eat or drink peyote. At about midnight
the peyote, as a rule, begins to affect some people. These generally arise and deliver self-accusatory
speeches, and make more or less formal confessions, after which they go around shaking hands with
everyone and asking forgiveness.
In 1910 the cult already had a rather definite organization. There was, at every performance, one
leader and four principal participants. John Rave the Winnebago who introduced the peyote, was always
the leader whenever he was present. On other occasions leadership devolved upon some older member.
The four other principal participants changed from meeting to meeting, although there was a tendency
to ask certain individuals whenever it was possible. The ritualistic unit, in short, is a very definite one,
consisting of a number of speeches and songs and in the passing of the regalia from one to the other of
the four participants.
During the early hours of the evening, before the peyote has begun to have any appreciable effect,
a number of apparently intrusive features are found. These, for the most part, consist of speeches by
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people in the audience and the reading and explanation of parts of the Bible. After the peyote has begun
to have an appreciable effect, however, the ceremony consists exclusively of a repetition of the ritualistic
unit and confessions.
There is an initiation consisting of a baptism, always performed by John Rave. It is of a very simple
nature. Rave dips his fingers in a peyote infusion and then passes them over the forehead of the new
member, muttering at the same time the following prayer:
“God, his holiness.”This is what the Winnebago words mean, although some of the younger members
who have been strongly permeated with Christian teachings translate the prayer into, “God, the Son, and
the Holy Ghost.”
Whenever the ceremony is performed in the open a fireplace in the shape of a horseshoe is made. At
one end of this fireplace is placed a very small mound of earth, called by Rave “Mount Sinai,” and in
front of this a cross is traced in the earth. Upon the small earth mound are placed the two “chief” peyote,
the Bible and the staff. The latter, called by Rave the shepherd’s crook, is always covered with beadwork,
and generally has a number of evenly cut tufts of deer hair on the end and at intervals along its length.
The sacred peyote, known as huŋka (i.e., “chief”) are exceptionally large and beautiful specimens. They
are regarded by a number of people, certainly by Rave, with undisguised veneration.
In addition to the above, there is found a large eagle feather fan, a small drum, arid a peculiar small
type of rattle. To my knowledge, this type was unknown among the Winnebago before its introduction
by the peyote eaters.
JOHN RAVE’S ACCOUNT OF THE PEYOTE CULT AND OF HIS CONVERSION

During 1893-94 I was in Oklahoma with peyote eaters.
In the middle of the night we were to eat peyote. We ate it and I also did. It was the middle of the
night when I got frightened, for a live thing seemed to have entered me. “Why did I do it?” I thought to
myself. I should not have done it, for right at the beginning I have harmed myself. Indeed, I should not
have done it. I am sure it will injure me. The best thing will be for me to vomit it up. Well, now, I will
try it. After a few attempts I gave up. I thought to myself, “Well, now you have done it. You have been
going around trying everything and now you have done something that has harmed you. What is it? It
seems to be alive and moving around in my stomach. If only some of my own people were here! That
would have been better. Now no one will know what has happened to me. I have killed myself.”
Just then the object was about to come out. It seemed almost out and I put out my hand to feel it, but
then it went back again. “O, my, I should never have done it from the beginning. Never again will I do
it. I am surely going to die.”
As we continued it became day and we laughed. Before that I had been unable to laugh.
The following night we were to eat peyote again. I thought to myself, “Last night it almost harmed
me.” “Well, let us do it again,” they said. “All right, I’ll do it.” So there we ate seven peyote apiece.
Suddenly I saw a big snake. I was very much frightened. Then another one came crawling over me.
“My God! where are these coming from?” There at my back there seemed to be something. So I looked
around and I saw a snake about to swallow me entirely. It had legs and arms and a long tail. The end of
this tail was like a spear. “O, my God! I am surely going to die now,” I thought. Then I looked again in
another direction and I saw a man with horns and long claws and with a spear in his hand. He jumped
for me and I threw myself on the ground. He missed me. Then I looked hack and this time he started
back, but it seemed to me that he was directing his spear at me. Again I threw myself on the ground and
he missed me. There seemed to be no possible escape for me. Then suddenly it occurred to me, “Perhaps
it is this peyote that is doing this thing to me?” “Help me, O medicine, help me! It is you who are doing
this and you are holy! It is not these frightful visions that are causing this. I should have known that you
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were doing it. Help me!” Then my suffering stopped. “As long as the earth shall last, that long will I
make use of you, O medicine!”
This had lasted a night and a day. For a whole night I had not slept at all.
Then we breakfasted. Then I said, when we were through, “Let us eat peyote again to-night.” That
evening I ate eight peyote.
In the middle of the night I saw God. To God living up above, our Father, I prayed. “Have mercy
upon me! Give me knowledge that I may not say and do evil things. To you, O God, I am trying to pray.
Do thou, O Son of God, help me, too. This religion, let me know. Help me, O medicine, grandfather,
help me! Let me know this religion!” Thus I spoke and sat very quiet. And then I beheld the morning
star and it was good to look upon. The light was good to look upon. I had been frightened during the
night but now I was happy. Now as the light appeared, it seemed to me that nothing would be invisible
to me. I seemed to see everything clearly. Then I thought of my home and as I looked around, there I
saw the house in which I lived far away among the Winnebago, quite close to me. There at the window I
saw my children playing. Then I saw a man going to my house carrying a. jug of whisky. Then he gave
them something to drink and the one that had brought the whisky got drunk and bothered my people.
Finally he ran away. “So, that is what they are doing,” I thought to myself. Then I beheld my wife come
and stand outside of the door, wearing a red blanket. She was thinking of going to the flagpole and was
wondering which road she should take. “If I take this road I am likely to meet some people, but if I take
the other road, I am not likely to meet anyone.”
Indeed, it is good. They are all well—my brother, my sister, my father, my mother. I felt very good
indeed. O medicine, grandfather, most assuredly you are holy! All that is connected with you, that I
would like to know and that I would like to understand. Help me! I give myself up to you entirely!
For three days and three nights I had been eating medicine, and for three days and three nights I had
not slept. Throughout all the years that I had lived on earth, I now realized that I had never known
anything holy. Now, for the first time, I knew it. Would that some of the Winnebagoes might also know
it!
Many years ago I had been sick and it looked as if this illness were going to kill me. I tried all the
Indian doctors and then I tried all of the white man’s medicines, but they were of no avail. “I am doomed.
I wonder whether I will be alive next year.” Such were the thoughts that came to me. As soon as I ate
the peyote, however, I got over my sickness. After that I was not sick again. My wife had suffered from
the same disease, and I told her that if she ate this medicine it would surely cure her. But she was afraid,
although she had never seen it before. She knew that I used it, but nevertheless she was afraid of it. Her
sickness was getting worse and worse and one day I said to her, “You are sick. It is going to be very
difficult, but try this medicine anyhow. It will ease you.” Finally she ate it. I had told her to eat it and
then to wash herself and comb her hair and she would get well, and now she is well. Then I painted her
face and took my gourd and began singing very much. Then I stopped. “Indeed, you are right,”she said,
“for now I am well.” From that day on to the present time she has been well. Now she is very happy.
Black Water-spirit at about that time was having a hemorrhage and I wanted him to eat the peyote.
“Well, I am not going to live anyhow,” he said. “Well, eat this medicine soon then and you will get
cured.” Consumptives never were cured before this and now for the first time one was cured. Black
Water-spirit is living to-day and is very well.
There was a man named Walking-Priest and he was very fond of whisky; he chewed and he smoked
and he gambled. He was very fond of women. He did everything that was bad. Then I gave him some
of the peyote and he ate it and he gave up all the had things he was doing. He had had a very dangerous
disease and had even had murder in his heart. But to-day he is living a good life. That is his desire.
Whoever has any bad thoughts, if he will eat this peyote he will abandon all his bad habits. It is a cure
for everything bad.
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To-day the Indians say that only God is holy. One of the Winnebagoes has told me, “Really, the life
that I led was a very bad one. Never again will I do it. This medicine is good and I will always use
it.” John Harrison and Squeaking-Wings were prominent members of the medicine dance; they thought
much of themselves as did all the members of the medicine dance. They knew everything connected
with this medicine dance. Both of them were gamblers and were rich because they had won very much
in gambling. Their parents had acquired great possessions by giving medicines to the people. They were
rich and they believed that they had a right to be selfish with their possessions. Then they ate peyote and
ever since that time they have been followers of this medicine. They were really very ill and now they
have been cured of it. Now if there are any men that might be taken as examples of the peyote, it is these
three. Even if a man were blind and only heard about them he would realize that if any medicine were
good, it is this medicine. It is a cure for all evil. Before, I had thought that I knew something but I really
knew nothing. It is only now that I have real knowledge. In my former life I was like one blind and deaf.
My heart ached when I thought of what I had been doing. Never again will I do it. This medicine alone
is holy and has made me good and has rid me of all evil. The one whom they call God has given me
this. That I know positively. Let them all come here; men and women; let them bring with them all that
they desire; let them bring with them their diseases. If they come here they will get well. This is all true;
it is all true. Bring whatever desires you possess along with you and then come and eat or drink this
medicine. This is life, the only life. Then you will learn something about yourself, so come. Even if you
are not told anything about yourself, nevertheless you will learn something of yourself. Come with your
disease, for this medicine will cure it. Whatever you have, come and eat this medicine and you will have
true knowledge once and for all. Learn of this medicine yourself through actual experience.
If you just hear about it you are not likely to try it. If you desire real knowledge about it try it yourself,
for then you will learn of things that you had never known before. In no other way will you ever be
happy. I know that all sorts of excuses will run through your mind for not partaking of it, but if you wish
to learn of something good, try this. Perhaps you will think to yourself that it will be too difficult and
this will seem an excuse to you for not trying it. But why should you act thus a If you partake of it, even
if you feel some uncertainty about its accomplishing all the good that has been said of it, I know that
you will say to yourself, “Well, this life is good enough.” After you have taken it for the first time, it will
seem as if they are digging a grave for you, that you are about to die; and you will not want to take it
again. “It is bad,” you will think to yourself. You will believe that you are going to die and you will want
to know what is going to happen to you. The coffin will be set before you and then you will see your
body. If you wish to inquire further about where you are going then you will learn something you have
not known. Two roads there are, one leading to a hole in the earth and the other extending up above.
You will learn something that you had not known before. Of the two roads, one is dark and the other
is light. You must choose one of these while you are alive and so must you decide whether you wish
to continue in your evil ways or whether you will abandon them. These are the two roads. The Peyote
people see them. They claim that only if you weep and repent will you be able to obtain knowledge.
Do not, as I said before, listen to others talking about it, but try the medicine yourself. That is the only
way to find out. No other medicine can accomplish what this has done. If, therefore, you make use of it,
you will live. After they have eaten peyote people throw aside all the (evil) ceremonies that they were
accustomed to perform before. Only by eating the peyote will you learn what is truly holy. That is what
I am trying to learn myself.
It is now 23 years since I first ate peyote, and I am still doing it (1912). Before that my heart was filled
with murderous thoughts. I wanted to kill my brother and my sister. It seemed to me that my heart would
not feel good until I killed one of them. All my thoughts were fixed on the warpath. This is all I thought
of. Now I know that it was because the evil spirit possessed me that I felt that way. I was suffering from
a disease. I even desired to kill myself;
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I did not care to live. That feeling, too, was caused by this evil spirit living within me. Then I ate this
medicine and everything changed. The brother and sister I wanted to kill before I became attached to
and I wanted them to live. The medicine had accomplished this.

This work (The Peyote Cult (Plains) by Paul Radin) is free of known copyright restrictions.

67.
The Origin of Disease and Medicine
James Mooney

The Sacred Formulas of the Cherokees.
By JAMES MOONEY.
[1891]

THE ORIGIN OF DISEASE AND MEDICINE.
In the old days quadrupeds, birds, fishes, and insects could all talk, and they and the human race
lived together in peace and friendship. But as time went on the people increased so rapidly that their
settlements spread over the whole earth and the poor animals found themselves beginning to be cramped
for room. This was bad enough, but to add to their misfortunes man invented bows, knives, blowguns,
spears, and hooks, and began to slaughter the larger animals, birds and fishes for the sake of their flesh
or their skins, while the smaller creatures, such as the frogs and worms, were crushed and trodden upon
without mercy, out of pure carelessness or contempt. In. this state of affairs the animals resolved to
consult upon measures for their common safety.
The bears were the first to meet in council in their townhouse in Kuwa’hï, the “Mulberry Place,”[1]
and the old White Bear chief presided.
After each in turn had made complaint against the way in which man killed their friends, devoured
their flesh and used their skins for his own adornment, it was unanimously decided to begin war at
once against the human race. Some one asked what weapons man used to accomplish their destruction.
“Bows and arrows, of course,” cried all the bears in chorus. “And what are they made of?” was the next
question. “The bow of wood and the string of our own entrails,” replied one of the bears. It was then
proposed that they make a bow and some arrows and see if they could not turn man’s weapons against
himself. So one bear got a nice piece of locust wood and another sacrificed himself for the good of the
rest in order to furnish a piece of his entrails for the string. But when everything was ready and the first
bear stepped up to make the trial it was found that in letting the arrow fly after drawing back the bow,
his long claws caught the string and spoiled the shot. This was annoying, but another suggested that he
could overcome the difficulty by cutting his claws, which was accordingly done, and on a second trial
it was found that the arrow went straight to the mark. But here the chief, the old White Bear, interposed
and said that it was necessary that they should have long claws in order to be able to climb trees. “One of
us has already died to furnish the bowstring, and if we now cut off our claws we shall all have to starve
together. It is better to trust to the teeth and claws which nature has given us, for it is evident that man’s
weapons were not intended for us.”
No one could suggest any better plan, so the old chief dismissed the council and the bears dispersed
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to their forest haunts without having concerted any means for preventing the increase of the human race.
Had the result of the council been otherwise, we should now be at war with the bears, but as it is the
hunter does not even ask the bear’s pardon when he kills one.
The deer next held a council under their chief, the Little Deer, and after some deliberation resolved
to inflict rheumatism upon every hunter who should kill one of their number, unless he took care to ask
their pardon for the offense. They sent notice of their decision to the nearest settlement of Indians and
told them at the same time how to make propitiation when necessity forced them to kill one of the deer
tribe. Now, whenever the hunter brings down a deer, the Little Deer, who is swift as the wind and can not
be wounded, runs quickly up to the spot and bending over the blood stains asks the spirit of the deer if
it has heard the prayer of the hunter for pardon. If the reply be “Yes” all is well and the Little Deer goes
on his way, but if the reply be in the negative he follows on the trail of the hunter, guided by the drops of
blood on the ground, until he arrives at the cabin in the settlement, when the Little Deer enters invisibly
and strikes the neglectful hunter with rheumatism, so that he, is rendered on the instant a helpless cripple.
No hunter who has regard for his health ever fails to ask pardon of the deer for killing it, although some
who have not learned the proper formula may attempt to turn aside the Little Deer from his pursuit by
building a fire behind them in the trail.
Next came the fishes and reptiles, who had their own grievances against humanity. They held a joint
council and determined to make their victims dream of snakes twining about them in slimy folds and
blowing their fetid breath in their faces, or to make them dream of eating raw or decaying fish, so that
they would lose appetite, sicken, and die. Thus it is that snake and fish dreams are accounted for.
Finally the birds, insects, and smaller animals came together for a like purpose, and the Grubworm
presided over the deliberations. It was decided that each in turn should express an opinion and then vote
on the question as to whether or not man should be deemed guilty. Seven votes were to be sufficient to
condemn him. One after another denounced man’s cruelty and injustice toward the other animals and
voted in favor of his death. The Frog (walâ’sï) spoke first and said: “We must do something to check the
increase of the race or people will become so numerous that we shall be crowded from off the earth. See
how man has kicked me about because I’m ugly, as he says, until my back is covered with sores;” and
here he showed the spots on his skin. Next came the Bird (tsi’skwa; no particular species is indicated),
who condemned man because “he burns my feet off,” alluding to the way in which the hunter barbecues
birds by impaling them on a stick set over the fire, so that their feathers and tender feet are singed and
burned. Others followed in the same strain. The Ground Squirrel alone ventured to say a word in behalf
of man, who seldom hurt him because he was so small; but this so enraged the others that they fell upon
the Ground Squirrel and tore him with their teeth and claws, and the stripes remain on his back to this
day.
The assembly then began to devise and name various diseases, one after another, and had not their
invention finally failed them not one of the human race would have been able to survive. The Grubworm
in his place of honor hailed each new malady with delight, until at last they had reached the end of the
list, when some one suggested that it be arranged so that menstruation should sometimes prove fatal to
woman. On this he rose up in his place and cried: “Wata’n! Thanks! I’m glad some of them will die, for
they are getting so thick that they tread on me.” He fairly shook with joy at the thought, so that he fell
over backward and could not get on his feet again, but had to wriggle off on his back, as the Grubworm
has done ever since.
When the plants, who were friendly to man, heard what had been done by the animals, they
determined to defeat their evil designs. Each tree, shrub, and herb, down even to the grasses and mosses,
agreed to furnish a remedy for some one of the diseases named, and each said: “I shall appear to help
man when he calls upon me in his need.” Thus did medicine originate, and the plants, every one of
which has its use if we only knew it, furnish the antidote to counteract the evil wrought by the revengeful
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animals. When the doctor is in doubt what treatment to apply for the relief of a patient, the spirit of the
plant suggests to him the proper remedy.
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68.
Author Introduction-Alva Nunez Cabeza De Vaca (ca. 1490-1558)
Wendy Kurant

Alva Nunez Cabeza de Vaca carried a name bestowed upon his maternal grand‑ father who fought the
Moors in Spain and who used a cow’s skull to mark a strategic pass through a mountain. Cabeza de Vaca
fought in Italy and Spain before leaving with Panfilo de Narvaez (1478–1528) on his 1527 expedition to
Florida. Narvaez proved an unwise captain, losing men and all of his six ships to desertion, hurricane,
and a failed attempt to discover a port along the Florida shore.
Figure 1. Portrait of Cabeza de Vaca

Stranded in Florida along with a fraction of Narvaez’s remaining sailors, Cabeza de Vaca was left to
fend for himself against threatening Native Americans and an inhospitable land. The men journeyed to
what is now Texas. Of the 600 men who undertook the expedition, only four ultimately survived, one of
whom was Cabeza de Vaca. For ten years, Cabeza de Vaca faced extraordinary hardships as he traveled
along the Texas coast, including being taken as a prisoner by Native Americans (the Karankawa) for
over two years. Among the Native Americans, he gained a reputation as a trader and then as a healer,
a power he himself attributed to his Christian faith. He ultimately gathered a following of Pimas and
Opatas who traveled with him to what is now New Mexico and northern Mexico.
There, he once again encountered fellow Europeans who took Cabeza de Vaca prisoner and enslaved
the Native Americans with him. In 1537, Cabeza de Vaca returned to Spain where he vocally protested
the predatory behavior of slave hunters like his captor Diego de Alcaraz (c. 1490–1540). He returned
again to South America as leader of an expedition but saw his own colony devolve into predatory
behaviors. In Rio de Plata, Cabeza de Vaca was removed as leader; he ultimately returned to Spain where
he lived the remainder of his life.
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The Relation of Alvar Nunez Cabeza de Vaca was begun in 1540 while he was still in Spain. In it,
he describes the dangers and suffering he endured from the Narvaez expedition, the Europeans’ unjust
treatment of Native Americans, and the opportunities for further exploration and colonization in the New
World.
Figure 2. Map of the Expedition of Cabeza de Vaca

Source:
Becoming America, Wendy Kurant, ed., CC-BY-SA
Image Credit:
Figure 1. “Portrait of Cabeza de Vaca,” by unknown, Wikimedia, Public Domain.
Figure 2. “Map of the Expedition of Cabeza de Vaca,” by Maproom, Wikimedia, CC-BY-SA 3.0.

69.
Prologue Alvar Núñez Cabeza de Vaca
Prologue
Alvar Núñez Cabeza de Vaca

Sacred Caesarian Catholic Majesty : '
Among the many who have held sway, I think no prince can be
found whose service has been attended with the ardor and emulation
shown for that of your Highness at this time. The inducement is
evident and powerful : men do not pursue together the same career
without motive, and strangers are observed to strive with those who
are equally impelled by religion and loyalty.
Although ambition and love of action are common to all, as to the
advantages that each may gain, there are great inequalities of fortune,
the result not of conduct, but only accident, nor caused by the fault
of any one, but coming in the providence of God and solely by His
will. Hence to one arises deeds more signal than he thought to
achieve ; to another the opposite in every way occurs, so that he can
show no higher proof of purpose than his effort, and at times even
this is so concealed that it cannot of itself appear.
As for me, I can say in undertaking the march I made on the main
by the royal authority, I firmly trusted that my conduct and services
would be as evident and distinguished as were those of my ancestors,
and that I should not have to speak in order to be reckoned among
those who for diligence and fidelity in affairs your Majesty honors.
Yet, as neither my counsel nor my constancy availed to gain aught
for which we set out, agreeably to your interests, for our sins, no
one of the many armaments that have gone into those parts has been
permitted to find itself in straits great like ours, or come to an end
alike forlorn and fatal. To me, one only duty remains, to present a
relation of what was seen and heard in the ten years I wandered lost
and in privation through many and remote lands.' Not merely a
statement of positions and distances, animals and vegetation, but of
the diverse customs of the many and very barbarous people with
whom I talked and dwelt, as well as all other matters I could hear
of and discern, that in some way I may avail your Highness. My
hope of going out from among those nations was always small, still
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my care and diligence were none the less to keep in particular remembrance everything, that if at any time God our Lord should will
to bring me where I now am, it might testify to my exertion in the
royal behalf.
As the narrative is in my opinion of no trivial value to those who
in your name go to subdue those countries and bring them to a knowledge of the true faith and true Lord, and under the imperial
dominion, I have written this with much exactness ; and although
in it may be read things very novel and for some persons difficult
to believe, nevertheless they may without hesitation credit me as
strictly faithful. Better than to exaggerate, I have lessened in all
things, and it is sufficient to say the relation is offered to your Majesty
for truth. I beg it may be received in the name of homage, since it
is the most that one could bring who returned thence naked.

This work (Prologue Alvar Núñez Cabeza de Vaca by Alvar Núñez Cabeza de Vaca) is free of known copyright restrictions.

70.
Chapter VII: The Character of the Country (Excerpt)
The Character of the Country
Alvar Núñez Cabeza de Vaca

The country where we came on shore to this town
and region of Apalachen, is for the most part level,
the ground of sand and stiff earth. Throughout are
immense trees and open woods, in which are walnut,
laurel and another tree called liquid-amber,^ cedars,
savins, evergreen oaks, pines, red-oaks and palmitos
like those of Spain. There are many lakes, great and
small, over every part of it; some troublesome of
fording, on account of depth and the great number of
trees lying throughout them. Their beds are sand.
The lakes in the country of Apalachen are much larger
than those we found before coming there.
In this Province are many maize fields ; and the
houses are scattered as are those of the Gelves. There
are deer of three kinds,^ rabbits, hares, bears, lions
and other wild beasts. Among them we saw an
animal with a pocket on its belly, in which it carries
its young until they know how to seek food; and
if it happen that they should be out feeding and
any one come near, the mother will not run until she
has gathered them in together. The country is very
cold. It has fine pastures for herds. Birds are of various kinds. Geese in great numbers. Ducks, mallards,
royal-ducks, fly-catchers, night-herons and partridges
abound. We saw many falcons, gerfalcons, sparrowhawks, merlins, and numerous other fowl.
Two hours* after our arrival at Apalachen,^ the
Indians who had fled from there came in peace to us,
asking for their women and children, whom we released ; but the detention of a cacique by the Governor
produced great excitement, in consequence of which
they returned for battle early the next day,* and attacked us with such promptness and alacrity that they
succeeded in setting tire to the houses in which we
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were. As we sallied they fled to the lakes near by,
because of which and the large maize fields, we could
do them no injury, save in the single instance of one
Indian, whom we killed. The day following,t others
came against us from a town on the opposite side of
the lake,^ and attacked us as the first had done, escaping in the same way, except one who was also slain.
We were in the town twenty-five days,J in which
time we made three incursions, and found the country
very thinly peopled and difiicult to travel for the bad
passages, the woods and lakes. We inquired of the
cacique we kept and the natives we brought with us,
who were the neighbors and enemies of these Indians,
as to the nature of the country, the character and condition of the inhabitants, of the food and all other
matters concerning it. Each answered apart from the
rest, that the largest town in all that region was Apalachen; the people beyond were less numerous and
poorer, the land little occupied, and the inhabitants
much scattered ; that thenceforward were great lakes,
dense forests, immense deserts and solitudes. We
then asked touching the region towards the south, as
to the towns and subsistence in it. They said that in
keeping such a direction, journeying nine days, there
was a town called Ante, the inhabitants whereof had
much maize, beans and pumpkins, and being near the
sea, they had fish, and that those people were their
friends.
In view of the poverty of the land, the unfavorable
accounts of the population and of everjrthing else we
heard, the Indians making continual war upon us,
wounding our people and horses at the places where
they went to drink, shooting from the lakes with such
safety to themselves that we could not retaliate, killing
a lord of Tescuco,^ named Don Pedro, whom the Commissary brought with him, we determined to leave that
place and go in quest of the sea, and the town of Ante
of which we were told.
At the termination of the twenty-five days after our
arrival we departed,* and on the first day got through
those lakes and passages without seeing any one, and
on the second day we came to a lake difiicult of crossing, the water reaching to the paps, and in it were
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numerous logs. On reaching the middle of it we were
attacked by many Indians from behind trees, who
thus covered themselves that we might not get sight
of them, and others were on the fallen timbers. They
drove their arrows with such eiFect that they wounded
many men and horses, and before we got through the
lake they took our guide. They now followed, endeavoring to contest the passage ; but our coming out
afforded no relief, nor gave us any better position ; for
when we wished to fight them they retired immediately into the lake, whence they continued to wound
our men and beasts. The Governor, seeing this, commanded the cavalry to dismount and charge the Indians on foot. Accordingly the Comptroller alighting
with the rest, attacked them, when they all turned
and ran into the lake at hand, and thus the passage
was gained.
Some of our men were wounded in this conflict, for
whom the good armor they wore did not avail. There
were those this day who swore that they had seen two
red oaks, each the thickness of the lower part of the
leg, pierced through from side to side by arrows ; and
this is not so much to be wondered at, considering
the power and skill with which the Indians are able to
project them. I myself saw an arrow that had entered
the butt of an elm to the depth of a span.
The Indians we had so far seen in Florida are all
archers. They go naked, are large of body, and appear at a distance Uke giants. They are of admirable
proportions, very spare and of great activity and
strength. The bows they use are as thick as the
arm, of eleven or twelve palms in length, which they
will discharge at two hundred paces with so great precision that they miss nothing.

This work (Chapter VII: The Character of the Country (Excerpt) by Alvar Núñez Cabeza de Vaca) is free of known copyright
restrictions.

71.
Chapter VIII: We Go from Aute (Excerpt)
Robin DeRosa

The next morning we left Aute,* and traveled all
day before coming to the place I had visited. The
journey was extremely arduous. There were not
horses enough to carry the sick, who went on increasing in numhers day hy day, and we knew of no cure.
It was piteous and painful to witness our perplexity
and distress. "We saw on our arrival how small were
the means for advancing farther. There was not any
where to go ; and if there had been, the people were
unable to move forward, the greater part being ill, and
those were few who could be on duty. I cease here
to relate more of this, because any one may suppose
what would occur in a country so remote and malign,
so destitute of all resource, whereby either to live in
it or go out of it ; but most certain assistance is in Grod,
our Lord, on whom we never failed to place reliance.
One thing occurred, more afflicting to us than all the
rest, which was, that of the persons mounted, the
greater part commenced secretly to plot, hoping to
secure a better fate for themselves by abandoning the
Governor and the sick, who were in a state of weakness and prostration. But, as among them were many
hidalgos and persons of gentle condition, they would
not permit this to go on, without informing the Governor and the officers of your Majesty; and as we
showed them the deformity of their purpose, and
placed before them the moment when they should
desert their captain, and those who were ill and feeble,
and above all the disobedience to the orders of your
Majesty, they determined to remain, and that whatever
might happen to one should be the lot of all, without
any forsaking the rest.
After the accomplishment of
called them all to him, and
advice as to what he should
so miserable, and seek that

this, the Governor
of each apart he asked
do to get out of a country
assistance elsewhere
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which could not here be found, a third part of the
people being very sick, and the number increasing
every hour; for we regarded it as certain that we
should all become so, and could pass out of it only
through death, which from its coming in such a place
was to us all the more terrible. These, with many
other embarrassments being considered, and entertaining many plans, we coincided in one great project,
extremely difficult to put in operation, and that was to
build vessels in which we might go away. This appeared impossible to every one : we knew not how to
construct, nor were there tools, nor iron, nor forge,
nor tow, nor resin, nor rigging; finally, no one thing
of so many that are necessary, nor any man who had
a knowledge of their manufacture; and, above all,
there -was nothing to eat, while building, for those who
should labor...
Before we embarked there died more than forty
men of disease and hunger, without enumerating those
destroyed by the Indians. By the twenty-second of
the month of September,* the horses had been consumed, one only remaining ; and on that day we embarked in the following order : In the boat of the
Governor went forty-nine men ; in another, which he
gave to the Comptroller and the Commissary, went as
many others ; the third, he gave to Captain Alonzo del
Castillo and Andres Dorantes, with forty-eight men;
and another he gave to two captains, Tellez and Pena^
losa, with forty-seven men. The last was given to the
Assessor and myself, with forty-nine men. After the
provisions and clothes had been taken in, not over a
span of the gunwales remained above water ; and more
than this, the boats were so crowded that we could not
move : so much can necessity do, which drove us to
hazard our hves in this manner, running into a turbulent sea, not a single one who went, having a knowledge of navigation.

Chapter VIII: We Go from Aute (Excerpt) by Robin DeRosa is licensed under a Creative Commons Attribution 4.0 International
License, except where otherwise noted.

72.
About the Pueblo Revolt and don Antonio de Otermin
Justin Siewierski & Simon Pierpont

The Pueblo Revolt took place in 1680. It was a
rebellion of indigenous people that occurred in
Santa Fe de Nuevo Mexico, present day New
Mexico. The Pueblo Revolt, also known as
Popé’s Rebellion, was a successful movement
that resulted in the death of 400 Spaniards and
also drove over 2,000 Spanish settlers out of the
providence so the indigenous people could have
their land back. Popé was a San Juan Indian who
had been captured by the Spanish in 1670 and
tried as a medicine man for “practicing sorcery.”
After his release Popé organized a rebellion
against the Spanish that consisted of 46 different “The Conquest of Tenochtitlan” http://www.loc.gov/
pueblos (small towns) some over 200 miles apart. exhibits/kislak/kislak-exhibit.html. Public Domain
The combination of the 46 different pueblos
created a militia of over 2,000 indigenous people compared to the Spanish’s 170 men with arms. The
date set for the uprising was August 11, 1680. Popé dispatched runners to all the Pueblos carrying
knotted cords. Each morning the leaders of the pueblos were instructed to untie one knot from the cord,
and when the last knot was untied, that would be the signal for them to rise against the Spaniards in
unison. With the capturing of two pueblo youth who were entrusted with the knots, the Spanish were
able to find out when the revolt was going to occur. In order to combat the Spanish’s new knowledge,
Popé ordered that the revolt take place on August 10th, a day earlier than originally planned. A total of
400 people were killed, including men, women, children, and 21 of the 33 Franciscan missionaries in
New Mexico. Survivors fled to Santa Fe. By August 13, all the Spanish settlements in New Mexico had
been destroyed and Santa Fe was besieged.
The letter, written by don Antonio de Otermin, recalls the Spaniards account of the revolt. Otermin
was the Spanish governor on the northern province of New Spain, where present-day New Mexico and
Arizona lie. In his short reign (1678-1682), Otermin gets into the middle of the revolt and tries to stop
things from getting any worse. He describes trying to cope with the “Christian Indians” and how they
were not up for compromising. The letter is sent to the Spanish majesty explaining the goings on during
the revolt and how de Otermin acted under God.

About the Pueblo Revolt and don Antonio de Otermin by Justin Siewierski & Simon Pierpont is licensed under a Creative
Commons Attribution 4.0 International License, except where otherwise noted.
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73.
Letter on the Pueblo Revolt
Letter on the Pueblo Revolt
Don Antonio de Otermín

Letter of the governor and captain-general, Don Antonio de Otermin, from New Mexico, in which
he gives him a full account of what has happened to him since the day the Indians surrounded him.
[September 8, 1680.]
MY VERY REVEREND FATHER, Sir, and friend, most beloved Fray Francisco de Ayeta: The time
has come when, with tears in my eyes and deep sorrow in my heart, I commence to give an account
of the lamentable tragedy, such as has never before happened in the world, which has occurred in
this miserable kingdom and holy custodia, His divine Majesty having thus permitted it because of my
grievous sins. Before beginning my narration, I desire, as one obligated and grateful, to give your
reverence the thanks due for the demonstrations of affection and kindness which you have given in your
solicitude in ascertaining and inquiring for definite notices about both my life and those of the rest in this
miserable kingdom, in the midst of persistent reports which had been circulated of the deaths of myself
and the others, and for sparing neither any kind of effort nor large expenditures. For this, only Heaven
can reward your reverence, though I do not doubt that his Majesty (may God keep him) will do so.
After I sent my last letter to your reverence by the maese de campo, Pedro de Leiva, while the
necessary things were being made ready alike for the escort and in the way of provisions, for the most
expeditious dispatch of the returning wagons and their guards, as your reverence had enjoined me, I
received information that a plot for a general uprising of the Christian Indians was being formed and
was spreading rapidly. This was wholly contrary to the existing peace and tranquillity in this miserable
kingdom, not only among the Spaniards and natives, but even on the part of the heathen enemy, for it had
been a long time since they had done us any considerable damage. It was my misfortune that I learned
of it on the eve of the day set for the beginning of the said uprising, and though I immediately, at that
instant, notified the lieutenant general on the lower river and all the other alcaldes mayores-so that they
could take every care and precaution against whatever might occur, and so that they could make every
effort to guard and protect the religious ministers and the temples-the cunning and cleverness of the
rebels were such, and so great, that my efforts were of little avail. To this was added a certain degree of
negligence by reason of the report of the uprising not having been given entire credence, as is apparent
from the ease with which they captured and killed both those who were escorting some of the religious,
as well as some citizens in their houses, and, particularly, in the efforts that they made to prevent my
orders to the lieutenant general passing through. This was the place where most of the forces of the
kingdom were, and from which I could expect some help, but of three orders which I sent to the said
lieutenant general, not one reached his hands. The first messenger was killed and the others did not pass
beyond Santo Domingo, because of their having encountered on the road the certain notice of the deaths
of the religious who were in that convent, and of the alcalde mayor, some other guards, and six more
Spaniards whom they captured on that road. Added to this is the situation of this kingdom which, as your
reverence is aware, makes it so easy for the said [Indian] rebels to carry out their evil designs, for it is
entirely composed of estancias, quite distant from one another.
311

312 Scott D. Peterson

On the eve of the day of the glorious San Lorenzo, having received notice of the said rebellion from
the governors of Pecos and Tanos, who said that two Indians had left the Teguas, and particularly the
pueblos of Tesuque, to which they belonged, to notify them to come and join the revolt, and that they [the
governors] came to tell me of it and of how they were unwilling to participate in such wickedness and
treason, saying that they now regarded the Spaniards as their brothers, I thanked them for their kindness
in giving the notice and told them to go to their pueblos and remain quiet. I busied myself immediately
in giving the said orders, which I mentioned to your reverence, and on the following morning as I was
about to go to mass there arrived Pedro Hidalgo, who had gone to the pueblo of Tesuque, accompanying
Father Fray Juan Pio, who went there to say mass. He told me that the Indians of the said pueblo had
killed the said Father Fray Pio and that he himself had escaped miraculously. He told me also that the
said Indians had retreated to the sierra with all the cattle and horses belonging to the convent, and with
their own.
The receipt of this news left us all in the state that my be imagined. I immediately and instantly sent
the maese de campo, Francisco Gomez, with a squadron of soldiers sufficient to investigate this case
and also to attempt to extinguish the flame of the ruin already begun. He returned here on the same day,
telling me that the report of the death of the said Fray Juan Pio was true. he said also that there had been
killed that same morning Father Fray Tomas de Torres, guardian of Nambe, and his brother, with the
latter’s wife and a child, and another resident of Taos, and also Father Fray Luis de Morales, guardian
of San Ildefonso, and the family of Francisco de Ximenez, his wife and family, and Dona Petronila de
Salas with ten sons and daughters; and that they had robbed and profaned the convents and had robbed
all the haciendas of those murdered and also all the horses and cattle of that jurisdiction and La Canada.
Upon receiving this news I immediately notified the alcalde mayor of that district to assemble all the
people in his house in a body, and told him to advise at once the alcalde mayor of Los Taos to do the
same. On this same day I received notice that two members of a convoy had been killed in the pueblo
of Santa Clara, six others having escaped by flight. Also at the same tine the sargento mayor, Bernabe
Marquez, sent to ask me for assistance, saying that he was surrounded and hard pressed by the Indians
of the Queres and Tanos nations. Having sent the aid for which he asked me, and an order for those
families of Los Cerrillos to cone to the villa, I instantly arranged for all the people in it and its environs
to retire to the casas reales. Believing that the uprising of the Tanos and Pecos might endanger the person
of the reverend father custodian, I wrote to him to set out at once for the villa, not feeling reassured
even with the escort which the lieutenant took, at my orders, but when they arrived with the letter they
found that the Indians had already killed the said father custodian; Father Fray Domingo de Vera; Father
Fray Manuel Tinoco, the minister guardian of San Marcos, who was there; and Father Fray Fernando de
Velasco, guardian of Los Pecos, near the pueblo of Galisteo, he having escaped that far from the fury
of the Pecos. The latter killed in that pueblo Fray Juan de la Pedrosa, two Spanish women, and three
children. There died also at the hands of the said enemies in Galisteo Joseph Nieto, two sons of Maestre
de Campo Leiva, Francisco de Anaya, the younger, who was with the escort, and the wives of Maestre
de Campo Leiva and Joseph Nieto, with all their daughters and families. I also learned definitely on this
day that there had died, in the pueblo of Santo Domingo, Fathers Fray Juan de Talaban, Fray Francisco
Antonio Lorenzana, and Fray Joseph de Montesdoca, and the alcalde mayor, Andres de Peralta, together
with the rest of the men who went as escort.
Seeing myself with notices of so many and such untimely deaths, and that not having received any
word from the lieutenant general was probably due to the fact that he was in the same exigency and
confusion, or that the Indians had killed most of those on the lower river, and considering also that in the
pueblo of Los Taos the father guardianes of that place and of the pueblo of Pecuries might be in danger,
as well as the alcalde mayor and the residents of that valley, and that at all events it was the only place
from which I could obtain any horses and cattle-for all these reasons I endeavored to send a relief of
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soldiers. Marching out for that purpose, they learned that in La Canada, as in Los Taos and Pecuries,
the Indians had risen in rebellion, joining the Apaches of the Achos nation. In Pecuries they had killed
Francisco Blanco de la Vega; a mulata belonging to the maese de campo, Francisco Xavier; and a son of
the said mulata. Shortly thereafter I learned that they also killed in the pueblo of Taos the father guardian,
Fray Francisco de Mora; and Father Fray Mathias Rendon, the guardian of Pecuries; and Fray Antonio
de Pro; and the alcalde mayor, as well as another fourteen or fifteen soldiers, along with all the families
of the inhabitants of that valley, all of whom were together in the convent. Thereupon I sent an order
to the alcalde mayor, Luis de Quintana, to come at once to the villa with all the people whom he had
assembled in his house, so that, joined with those of us who were in the casas reales, we might endeavor
to defend ourselves against the enemy’s invasions. It was necessarily supposed that they would join all
their forces to take our lives, as was seen later by experience.
On Tuesday, the 13th of the said month, at about nine o’clock in the morning, thee came in sight of
us in the suburb of Analco, in the cultivated field of the hermitage of San Miguel, and on the other side
of the river from the villa, all the Indians of the Tanos and Pecos nations and the Queres of San Marcos,
armed and giving war whoops. As I learned that one of the Indians who was leading them was from the
villa and had gone to join them shortly before, I sent some soldiers to summon him and tell him on my
behalf that he could come to see me in entire safety, so that I might ascertain from him the purpose for
which they were coming. Upon receiving this message he came to where I was, and, since he was known,
as I say, I asked him how it was that he had gone crazy too-being an Indian who spoke our language,
was so intelligent, and had lived all his life in the villa among the Spaniards, where I had placed such
confidence in him-and was now coming as a leader of the Indian rebels. He replied to me that they had
elected him as their captain, and that they were carrying two banners, one white and the other red, and
that the white one signified peace and the red one war. Thus if we wished to choose the white it must
be upon our agreeing to leave the country, and if we chose the red, we must perish, because the rebels
were numerous and we were very few; there was no alternative, inasmuch as they had killed so many
religious and Spaniards.
On hearing this reply, I spoke to him very persuasively, to the effect that he and the rest of his
followers were Catholic Christians, asking how they expected to live without the religious; and said that
even though they had committed so many atrocities, still there was a remedy, for if they would return to
obedience to his Majesty they would be pardoned; and that thus he should go back to this people and tell
them in my name all that had been said to him, and persuade them to agree to it and to withdraw from
where they were; and that he was to advise me of what they might reply. He came back from thee after
a short time, saying that his people asked that all classes of Indians who were in our power be given
up to them, both those in the service of the Spaniards and those of the Mexican nation of that suburb
of Analco. He demanded also that his wife and children be given up to him, and likewise that all the
Apache men and women whom the Spaniards had captured in war be turned over to them, inasmuch as
some Apaches who were among them were asking for them. If these things were not done they would
declare war immediately, and they were unwilling to leave the place where they were because they were
awaiting the Taos, Percuries, and Teguas nations, with whose aid they would destroy us.
Seeing his determination, and what they demanded of us, and especially the fact that it was untrue
that there were any Apaches among them, because they were at war with all of them, and that these
parleys were intended solely to obtain his wife and children and to gain time for the arrival of the other
rebellious nations to join them and besiege us, and that during this time they were robbing and sacking
what was in the said hermitage and the houses of the Mexicans, I told him (having given him all the
preceding admonitions as a Christian and a Catholic) to return to his people and say to them that unless
they immediately desisted from sacking the houses and dispersed, I would send to drive them away from
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there. Whereupon he went back, and his people received him with peals of bells and trumpets, giving
loud shouts in sign of war.
With this, seeing after a short time that they not only did not cease the pillage but were advancing
toward the villa with shamelessness and mockery, I ordered all the soldiers to go out and attack them
until they succeeded in dislodging them from that place. Advancing for this purpose, they joined
battle, killing some at the first encounter. Finding themselves repulsed, they took shelter and fortified
themselves in the said hermitage and houses of the Mexicans, from which they defended themselves a
part of the day with the firearms that they had and with arrows. We having set fire to some of the houses
in which they were, thus having them surrounded and at the point of perishing, there appeared on the
road from Tesuque a band of the people whom they were awaiting, who were all the Teguas. Thus it was
necessary to go to prevent these latter from passing on to the villa, because the casas reales were poorly
defended; whereupon the said Tanos and Pecos fled to the mountains and the two parties joined together,
sleeping that night in the sierra of the villa. many of the rebels remained dead and wounded, and our men
retired to the casas reales with one soldier killed and the maese de campo, Francisco Gomez, and some
fourteen or fifteen soldiers wounded, to attend them and intrench and fortify ourselves as best we could.
On the morning of the following day, Wednesday, I saw the enemy come down all together from the
sierra where they had slept, toward the villa. Mounting my horse, I went out with the few forces that I
had to meet them, above the convent. The enemy saw me and halted, making ready to resist the attack.
They took up a better position, gaining the eminence of some ravines and thick timber, and began to give
war whoops, as if daring me to attack them.
I paused thus for a short time, in battle formation, and the enemy turned aside from the eminence
and went nearer the sierras, to gain the one which comes down behind the house of the maese de
campo, Francisco Gomez. There they took up their position, and this day passed without our having any
further engagements or skirmishes than had already occurred, we taking care that they should not throw
themselves upon us and burn the church and the houses of the villa.
The next day, Thursday, the enemy obliged us to take the same step as on the day before of mounting
on horseback in fighting formation. There were only some light skirmishes to prevent their burning and
sacking some of the houses which were at a distance from the main part of the villa. I knew well enough
that these dilatory tactics were to give time for the people of the other nations who were missing to join
them in order to besiege and attempt to destroy us, but the height of the places in which they were, so
favorable to them and on the contrary so unfavorable to us, made it impossible for us to go and drive
them out before they should all be joined together.
On the next day, Friday, the nations of the Taos, Pecuries, Jemez, and Queres having assembled
during the past night, when dawn came more than 2,500 Indians fell upon us in the villa, fortifying
and intrenching themselves in all its houses and at the entrances of all the streets, and cutting off our
water, which comes through the arroyo and the irrigation canal in front of the casas reales. They burned
the holy temple and many houses in the villa. We had several skirmishes over possession of the water,
but, seeing that it was impossible to hold even this against them, and almost all the soldiers of the post
being already wounded, I endeavored to fortify myself in the casas reales and to make a defense without
leaving their walls. The Indians were so dexterous and so bold that they came to set fire to the doors of
the fortified tower of Nuestra Senora de las Casas Reales, and, seeing such audacity and the manifest
risk that we ran of having the casas reales set on fire, I resolved to make a sally into the plaza of the said
casas reales with all my available force of soldiers, without any protection, to attempt to prevent the fire
which the enemy was trying to set. With this endeavor we fought the whole afternoon, and, since the
enemy, as I said above, had fortified themselves and made embrasures in all the houses, and had plenty
of harquebuses, powder, and balls, they did us much damage. Night overtook us and God was pleased
that they should desist somewhat from shooting us with harquebuses and arrows. We passed this night,
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like the rest, with much care and watchfulness, and suffered greatly from thirst because of the scarcity
of water.
On the next day, Saturday, they began at dawn to press us harder and more closely with gunshots,
arrows, and stones, saying to us that now we should not escape them, and that, besides their own
numbers, they were expecting help from the Apaches whom they had already summoned. They fatigued
us greatly on this day, because all was fighting, and above all we suffered from thirst, as we were already
oppressed by it. At nightfall, because of the evident peril in which we found ourselves by their gaining
the two stations where the cannon were mounted, which we had at the doors of the casas reales, aimed
at the entrances of the streets, in order to bring them inside it was necessary to assemble all the forces
that I had with me, because we realized that this was their [the Indians’] intention. Instantly all the said
Indian rebels began a chant of victory and raised war whoops, burning all the houses of the villa, and
they kept us in this position the entire night, which I assure your reverence was the most horrible that
could be thought of or imagined, because the whole villa was a torch and everywhere were war chants
and shouts. What grieved us most were the dreadful flames from the church and the scoffing and ridicule
which the wretched and miserable Indian rebels made of the sacred things, intoning the alabado and the
other prayers of the church with jeers.
Finding myself in this state, with the church and the villa burned, and with the few horses, sheep,
goats, and cattle which we had without feed or water for so long that many had already died, and the
rest were about to do so, and with such a multitude of people, most of them children and women, so
that our numbers in all came to about a thousand persons, perishing with thirst-for we had nothing to
drink during these two days except what had been kept in some jars and pitchers that were in the casas
reales-surrounded by such a wailing of women and children, with confusion everywhere, I determined
to take the resolution of going out in the morning to fight with the enemy until dying or conquering.
Considering that the best strength and armor were prayers to appease the divine wrath, though on the
preceding days the poor women had made them with such fervor, that night I charged them to do so
increasingly, and told the father guardian and the other two religious to say mass for us at dawn, and
exhort all alike to repentance for their sins and to conformance with the divine will, and to absolve us
from guilt and punishment. These things being done, all of us who could mounted our horses, and the
rest went on foot with their harquebuses, and some Indians who were in our service with their bows and
arrows, and in the best order possible we directed our course toward the house of the maese de campo,
Francisco Xavier, which was the place where (apparently) there were the most people and where they
had been most active and boldest. On coming out of the entrance to the street it was seen that there was
a great number of Indians. They were attacked in force, and though they resisted the first charge bravely,
finally they were put to flight, many of them being overtaken and killed. Then turning at once upon
those who were in the streets leading to the convent, they also were put to flight with little resistance.
The houses in the direction of the house of the said maese de campo, Francisco Xavier, being still full
of Indians who had taken refuge in them, and seeing that the enemy with the punishment and deaths that
we had inflicted upon them in the first and second assaults were withdrawing toward the hills, giving us
a little room, we laid siege to those who remained fortified in the said houses. Though they endeavored
to defend themselves, and did so, seeing that they were being set afire and that they would be burned to
death, those who remained alive surrendered and much was made of them. The deaths of both parties in
this and the other encounters exceeded three hundred Indians.
Finding myself a little relieved by this miraculous event, although I had lost much blood from two
arrow wounds which I had received in the face and from a remarkable gunshot wound in the chest on
the day before, I immediately had water given to the cattle, the horses, and the people. Because we
now found ourselves with very few provisions for so many people, and without hope of human aid,
considering that our not having heard in so many days from the people on the lower river would be
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because of their all having been killed, like the others in the kingdom, or at least of their being or having
been in dire straits, with the view of aiding them and joining with them into one body, so as to make the
decisions most conducive to his Majesty’s service, on the morning of the next day, Monday, I set out for
La Isleta, where I judged the said comrades on the lower river would be. I trusted in divine providence,
for I left without a crust of bread or a grain of wheat or maize, and with no other provision for the convoy
of so many people except four hundred animals and two carts belonging to private persons, and, for food,
a few sheep, goats, and cows.
In this manner, and with this fine provision, besides a few small ears of maize that we found in the
fields, we went as far as the pueblo of La Alameda, where we learned from an old Indian whom we
found in a maizefield that the lieutenant general with all the residents of his jurisdictions had left some
fourteen or fifteen days before to return to El Paso to meet the wagons. This news made me very uneasy,
alike because I could not be persuaded that he would have left without having news of me as well as
of all the others in the kingdom, and because I feared that from his absence there would necessarily
follow the abandonment of this kingdom. On hearing this news I acted at once, sending four soldiers to
overtake the said lieutenant general and the others who were following him, with orders that they were
to halt wherever they should come up with them. Going in pursuit of them, they overtook them at the
place of Fray Cristobal. The lieutenant general, Alonso Garcia, overtook me at the place of Las Nutrias,
and a few days’ march thereafter I encountered the maese de campo, Pedro de Leiva, with all the people
under his command, who were escorting these wagons and who came to ascertain whether or not we
were dead, as your reverence had charged him\ to do, and to find me, ahead of the supply train. I was so
short of provisions and of everything else that at best I should have had a little maize for six days or so.
Thus, after God, the only succor and relief that we have rests with your reverence and in your
diligence. Wherefore, and in order that your reverence may come immediately, because of the great
importance to God and the king of your reverence’s presence here, I am sending the said maese de
campo, Pedro de Leiva, with the rest of the men whom he brought so that he may come as escort for
your reverence and the wagons or mule-train in which we hope you will bring us some assistance of
provisions. Because of the haste which the case demands I do not write at more length, and for the
same reason I can not make a report at present concerning the above to the senor viceroy, because the
autos are not verified and there has been no opportunity to conclude them. I shall leave it until your
reverence’s arrival here. For the rest I refer to the account which will be given to your reverence by the
father secretary, Fray Buenaventura de Verganza. I am slowly overtaking the other party, which is sixteen
leagues from here, with the view of joining them and discussing whether or not this miserable kingdom
can be recovered. For this purpose I shall not spare any means in the service of God and of his Majesty,
losing a thousand lives if I had them, as I have lost my estate and part of my health, and shedding my
blood for God. May he protect me and permit me to see your reverence in this place at the head of the
relief. September 8, 1680. Your servant, countryman, and friend kisses your reverence’s hand.
DON ANTONIO DE OTERMIN
It agrees with the original letter which is in the archives, from which this copy was made at the order
of our very reverend father, Fray Francisco de Ayeta, commissary visitador of this holy custodia. It is
copied accurately and legally, witnesses being the father preachers, Fray Juan Munoz de Castro, Fray
Pedro Gomez de San Antonio, and Fray Felipe Daza, in proof of which I give this certification in this
convent of Nuestra Senora de Guadalupe del Rio del Norte, September 15, 1680.
FRAY JUAN ALVAREZ, secretary.
(Translation from C. W. Hackett, ed., Historical Documents relating to New Mexico, Nueva Vizcaya,
and Approaches Thereto, to 1773, vol. III [Washington: Carnegie Institution of Washington, 1937] pp.
327-35.)
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74.
How the Spaniards Came to Shung-Opovi, How They Built a Mission,
and How the Hopi Destroyed the Mission
HOW THE SPANIARDS CAME TO SHUNG-OPOVI, HOW THEY BUILT A MISSION,
AND HOW THE HOPI DESTROYED THE MISSION
Edmund Nequatewa

IT MAY have taken quite a long time for these villages to be established. Anyway, every place was
pretty well settled down when the Spanish came. The Spanish were first heard of at Zuni and then at
Awatovi. They came on to Shung-opovi, passing Walpi. At First Mesa, Si-kyatki was the largest village
then, and they were called Si-kyatki, not Walpi. The Walpi people were living below the present village
on the west side. When the Spaniards came, the Hopi thought that they were the ones they were looking
for–their white brother, the Bahana, their savior.
The Spaniards visited Shung-opovi several times before the missions were established. The people of
Mishongovi welcomed them so the priest who was with the white men built the first Hopi mission at
Mishongovi. The people of Shung-opovi were at first afraid of the priests but later they decided he was
really the Bahana, the savior, and let him build a mission at Shung-opovi.
Well, about this time the Strap Clan were ruling at Shung-opovi and they were the ones that gave
permission to establish the mission. The Spaniards, whom they called Castilla, told the people that they
had much more power than all their chiefs and a whole lot more power than the witches. The people
were very much afraid of them, particularly if they had much more power than the witches. They were
so scared that they could do nothing but allow themselves to be made slaves. Whatever they wanted
done must be done. Any man in power that was in this position the Hopi called Tota-achi, which means
a grouchy person that will not do anything himself, like a child. They couldn’t refuse, or they would be
slashed to death or punished in some way. There were two Tota-achi.
The missionary did not like the ceremonies. He did not like the Kachinas and he destroyed the altars
and the customs. He called it idol worship and burned up all the ceremonial things in the plaza.
When the Priests started to build the mission, the men were sent away over near the San Francisco
peaks to get the pine or spruce beams. These beams were cut and put into shape roughly and were then
left till the next year when they had dried out. Beams of that size were hard to carry and the first few
times they tried to carry these beams on their backs, twenty to thirty men walking side by side under the
beam. But this was rather hard in rough places and one end had to swing around. So finally they figured
out a way of carrying the beam in between them. They lined up two by two with the beam between the
lines. In doing this, some of the Hopis were given authority by the missionary to look after these men
and to see if they all did their duty. If any man gave out on the way he was simply left to die. There was
great suffering. Some died for lack of food and water, while others developed scabs and sores on their
bodies.
It took a good many years for them to get enough beams to Shung-opovi to build the mission. When
this mission was finally built, all the people in the village had to come there to worship, and those that
did not come were punished severely. In that way their own religion was altogether wiped out, because
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they were not allowed to worship in their own way. All this trouble was a heavy burden on them and
they thought it was on account of this that they were having a heavy drought at this time. They thought
their gods had given them up because they weren’t worshiping the way they should.
Now during this time the men would go out pretending they were going on a hunting trip and they
would go to some hiding place, to make their prayer offerings. So today, a good many of these places
are still to be found where they left their little stone bowls in which they ground their copper ore to paint
the prayer sticks. These places are called Puwa-kiki, cave places. If these men were caught they were
severely punished.
Now this man, Tota-achi (the Priest) was going from bad to worse. He was not doing the people any
good and he was always figuring what he could do to harm them. So he thought out how the water from
different springs or rivers would taste and he was always sending some man to these springs to get water
for him to drink, but it was noticed that he always chose the men who had pretty wives. He tried to send
them far away so that they would be gone two or three days, so it was not very long until they began
to see what he was doing. The men were even sent to the Little Colorado River to get water for him, or
to Moencopi. Finally, when a man was sent out he’d go out into the rocks and hide, and when the night
came he would come home. Then, the priest, thinking the man was away, would come to visit his wife,
but instead the man would bethere when he came. Many men were punished for this.
All this time the priest, who had great power, wanted all the young girls to be brought to him when
they were about thirteen or fourteen years old. They had to live with the priest. He told the people they
would become better women if they lived with him for about three years. Now one of these girls told
what the Tota-achi were doing and a brother of the girl heard of this and he asked his sister about it, and
he was very angry. This brother went to the mission and wanted to kill the priest that very day, but the
priest scared him and he did nothing. So the Shung-opovi people sent this boy, who was a good runner,
to Awatovi to see if they were doing the same thing over there, which they were. So that was how they
got all the evidence against the priest.
Then the chief at Awatovi sent word by this boy that all the priests would be killed on the fourth day
after the full moon. They had no calendar and that was the best way they had of setting the date. In order
to make sure that everyone would rise up and do this thing on the fourth day the boy was given a cotton
string with knots in it and each day he was to untie one of these knots until they were all out and that
would be the day for the attack.
Things were getting worse and worse so the chief of Shung-opovi went over to Mishongnovi and the
two chiefs discussed their troubles. “He is not the savior and it is your duty to kill him,” said the chief of
Shung-opovi. The chief of Mishongnovi replied, “If I end his life, my own life is ended.”
Now the priest would not let the people manufacture prayer offerings, so they had to make them
among the rocks in the cliffs out of sight, so again one day the chief of Shung-opovi went to
Mishongnovi with tobacco and materials to make prayer offerings. He was joined by the chief of
Mishongnovi and the two went a mile north to a cave. For four days they lived there heartbroken in
the cave, making pahos. Then the chief of Mishongnovi took the prayer offerings and climbed to the
top of the Corn Rock and deposited them in the shrine, for according to the ancient agreement with the
Mishongnovi people it was their duty to do away with the enemy.
He then, with some of his best men, went to Shung-opovi, but he carried no weapons. He placed his
men at every door of the priest’s house. Then he knocked on the door and walked in. He asked the priest
to come out but the priest was suspicious and would not come out. The chief asked the priest four times
and each time the priest refused. Finally, the priest said, “I think you are up to something.”
The chief said, “I have come to kill you.” “You can’t kill me,” cried the priest, “you have no power to
kill me. If you do, I will come to life and wipe out your whole tribe.”
The chief returned, “If you have this power, then blow me out into the air; my gods have more power
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than you have. My gods have put a heart into me to enter your home. I have no weapons. You have your
weapons handy, hanging on the wall. My gods have prevented you from getting your weapons.”
The old priest made a rush and grabbed his sword from the wall. The chief of Mishongnovi yelled
and the doors were broken open. The priest cut down the chief and fought right and left but was soon
overpowered, and his sword taken from him.
They tied his hands behind his back. Out of the big beams outside they made a tripod. They hung him
on the beams, kindled a fire and burned him.

This work (How the Spaniards Came to Shung-Opovi, How They Built a Mission, and How the Hopi Destroyed the Mission by
Edmund Nequatewa) is free of known copyright restrictions.
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75.
Nineteenth Century Newspapers and Literature of Reform

Introduction
During the middle of the nineteenth century, newspapers changed from being mouthpieces of political
parties to serving a broader public appeal. Many of the changes that came with this shift brought about
new features of journalism that remain important today, such as the editorial page, personal interviews,
business news, and foreign-news correspondents.
Many newspapers in the early part of the nineteenth century were published by political parties and
served as political mouthpieces for the beliefs and candidates of those parties. Over the next few decades,
however, the influence of these “administrative organs” began to fade away. Newspapers and their
editors began to show greater personal and editorial influence as they realized the broader appeal of
human-interest stories.
Birth of Editorial Comment
The editorial voice of each newspaper grew more distinct and important, and the editorial page began
to assume something of its modern form. The editorial signed with a pseudonym gradually died, but
unsigned editorial comment and leading articles did not become established features until after 1814,
when Nathan Hale made them characteristic of the newly established Boston Daily Advertiser. From
then on, these features grew in importance until they became the most vital part of the greater papers.
News Becomes Widespread
Nearly every county and large town sponsored at least one weekly newspaper. Politics were of major
interest, with the editor-owner typically deeply involved in local party organizations. However, the
papers also contained local news, and presented literary columns and book excerpts that catered to
an emerging middle class and literate audience. A typical rural newspaper provided its readers with a
substantial source of national and international news and political commentary, typically reprinted from
metropolitan newspapers. In addition, the major metropolitan dailies often prepared weekly editions for
circulation to the countryside.
Systems of more rapid news-gathering and distribution quickly appeared. The telegraph, put to
successful use during the Mexican-American War, led to numerous far-reaching results in journalism.
Its greatest effect was to decentralize the press by rendering the inland papers (in such cities as Chicago,
Louisville, Cincinnati, and New Orleans) independent of those in Washington and New York. The news
field was immeasurably broadened; news style was improved, and the introduction of interviews, with
their dialogue and direct quotations, imparted papers with an ease and freshness. There was a notable
improvement in the reporting of business, markets, and finance. A foreign-news service was developed
that reached the highest standard yet attained in American journalism in terms of intelligence and general
excellence.
This idea of the newspaper for its own sake, the unprecedented aggressiveness in news-gathering,
and the blatant methods by which the cheap papers were popularized, aroused the antagonism of the
older papers, but created a competition that could not be ignored. The growth of these newer papers
meant the development of great staffs of workers that exceeded in numbers anything dreamed of in the
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preceding period. Indeed, the years between 1840 and 1860 saw the beginnings of the scope, complexity,
and excellence of our modern journalism.
The Penny Press
Background
In the early 1800s, newspapers had catered largely to the elite and took two forms: mercantile sheets
that were intended for the business community and contained ship schedules, wholesale product prices,
advertisements and some stale foreign news; and political newspapers that were controlled by political
parties or their editors as a means of sharing their views with elite stakeholders. Journalists reported the
party line and editorialized in favor of party positions.
Appealing to the Commoner
Some editors believed in a public who would not buy a serious paper at any price; they believed the
common person had a vast and indiscriminate curiosity better satisfied with gossip than discussion and
with sensation rather than fact, and who could be reached through their appetites and passions. To this
end, the “penny press” papers, which sold for one cent per copy, were introduced in the 1830s. Penny
press newspapers became an important form of popular entertainment in the mid-nineteenth century,
taking the form of cheap, tabloid-style papers. As the East Coast’s middle and working classes grew,
so did the new public’s desire for news, and penny papers emerged as a cheap source that covered
crime, tragedy, adventure, and gossip. They depended much more on advertising than on high priced
subscriptions, and they often aimed their articles at broad public interests instead of at perceived upperclass tastes.
The Sun and the Herald
Benjamin Day, an important and innovative publisher of penny newspapers, introduced a new type
of sensationalism: a reliance on human-interest stories. He emphasized common people as they were
reflected in the political, educational, and social life of the day. Day also introduced a new way of selling
papers, known as the London Plan, in which newsboys hawked their newspapers on the streets. Penny
papers hired reporters and correspondents to seek out and write the news, and the news began to sound
more journalistic than editorial. Reporters were assigned to beats and were involved in the conduct of
local interaction.
James Gordon Bennett’s newspaper The New York Herald added another dimension to penny press
papers that is now common in journalistic practice. Whereas newspapers had generally relied on
documents as sources, Bennett introduced the practices of observation and interviewing to provide
stories with more vivid details. Bennett is known for redefining the concept of news, reorganizing
the news business, and introducing newspaper competition. The New York Herald was financially
independent of politicians because it had large numbers of advertisers.
Abolition: A Thorny Issue
In a period of widespread unrest and social change, many specialized forms of journalism sprang up,
focusing on religious, educational, agricultural, and commercial themes. During this time, workingmen
were questioning the justice of existing economic systems and raising a new labor issues; Unitarianism
and transcendentalism were creating and expressing new spiritual values; temperance, prohibition,
and the political status of women were being discussed; and abolitionists were growing more vocal,
becoming the subject of controversy most critically related to journalism. Some reform movements
published their own newspapers, and abolitionist papers in particular were met with a great deal of
controversy as they rallied against slavery.
The abolitionist press, which began with The Emancipator of 1820 and had its chief representative in
William Lloyd Garrison ‘s Liberator, forced the slavery question upon the newspapers, and a struggle
for the freedom of the press ensued. Many abolitionist papers were excluded from the mails, and
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their circulation was forcibly prevented in the South. In Boston, New York, Baltimore, Cincinnati, and
elsewhere, editors were assaulted, and offices were attacked and destroyed.
Source:
Boundless US History, Lumen Learning, CC-BY-SA

76.
Author Introduction-William Garrison (1805-1879)

William Lloyd Garrison, born in Newburyport, Massachusetts, waas one of the most articulate and
influential advocates of the abolitionist movement in the United States. Garrison gained experience in
publishing while an apprentice and in 1826 purchased a local paper which he named The Free Press.
After this newspaper failed, he moved to Boston and became joint editor of the National Philanthropist,
a newspaper devoted to the temperance movement. During this period, Garrison met Benjamin Lundy,
who was already active in the temperance movement, and decided to start speaking publicly against
slavery. On July 4, 1829, Garrison delivered the first of many public addresses against the evils of
slavery.
Figure 1. William Lloyd Garrison
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In the fall of 1830, Garrison founded the Liberator. Although the paper seldom met its expenses
and never had more than 3,000 subscribers, it aroused the Nation as few newspapers had in the past.
The Liberator was published until the ratification of the 13th Amendment with the final issue being
printed on December 29, 1865. Besides publishing his newspaper, Garrison also organized the New
England Anti-Slavery Society in 1832 and helped to establish the American Anti-Slavery Society in
Philadelphia a year later. After the Civil War, Garrison went into semi-retirement but continued his
campaigns for prohibition, women’s rights, and justice for Native Americans. After Garrison’s death,
his house was owned for a time by the Rockledge Association, an organization of African Americans
formed to preserve the building. In 1904, the house was acquired by the Episcopal Sisters of the Society
of St. Margaret who own the property today. Though not directly associated with the Underground
Railroad, the William Lloyd Garrison House stands as a monument to the man who established the moral
nature of the conflict that led to the Civil War.
Source:
William Lloyd Garrison House, National Park Service, Public Domain
Image Credit:
Figure 1. “William Lloyd Garrison,” Liljenquist Family Collection of Civil War Photographs,
Wikimedia, Public Domain.

77.
Editorial: To the Public (1831) By William Lloyd Garrison
William Lloyd Garrison

To the Public.
In the month of August, I issued proposals for publishing ‘The Liberator’ in Washington city; but the
enterprise, though hailed in different sections of the country, was palsied by public indifference. Since
that time, the removal of the Genius of Universal Emancipation to the Seat of Government has rendered
less imperious the establishment of a similar periodical in that quarter.
During my recent tour for the purpose of exciting the minds of the people by a series of discourses
on the subject of slavery, every place that I visited gave fresh evidence of the fact, that a greater
revolution in the public sentiment was to be effected in the free states—and particularly in New England
than at the south. I found contempt more bitter, opposition more active, detraction more relentless,
prejudice more stubborn, and apathy more frozen, than among slave owners themselves. Of course, there
were individual exceptions to the contrary. This state of things afflicted, but did not dishearten me. I
determined, at every hazard, to lift up the standard of emancipation I the eyes of the nation, within sight
of Bunker Hill and in the birth place of liberty. That standard is now unfurled; and long may it float,
unhurt by the spoliations of time or the missiles of a desperate foe—yea, till every chain be broken, and
every bondman set free! Let southern oppressors tremble—let their secret abettors tremble—let all the
enemies of the persecuted black tremble.
I deem the publication of my original Prospects1 unnecessary, as it has obtained a wide circulation.
The principles therein inculcated will be steadily pursued in the paper, excepting that I shall not array
myself as the political partisan of any man. In defending the great cause of human rights, I wish to derive
the assistance of all religions and of all parties.
Assenting to the ‘self-evident truth’ maintained in the American Declaration of Independence, ‘that all
men are created equal, and endowed by their Creator with certain inalienable rights—among which are
life, liberty and the pursuit of happiness,’ I shall strenuously contend for the immediate enfranchisement
of our slave population. In Park-street Church, on the Fourth of July, 1829, in an address on slavery,
I unreflectingly assented to the popular but pernicious doctrine of gradual abolition. I seize this
opportunity to make a full and unequivocal recantation, and thus publicly to ask pardon of my God,
of my country and of my brethren the poor slaves, for having mattered a sentiment so full of timidity,
injustice and absurdity. A similar recantation, from my pen, was published in the Genius of Universal
Emancipation at Baltimore, in September, 1829. My conscience is now satisfied.
I am aware, that many object to the severity of my language ; but is there not cause for severity? I will
be as harsh as truth, and as uncompromising as justice. On this subject, I do not wish to think, or speak,
or write, with moderation. No! no! Tell a man whose house is on fire, to give a moderate alarm ; tell
him to moderately rescue his wife from the hands of the ravisher ; tell the mother to gradually extricate
her babe from the fire into which it has fallen; –but urge me not to use moderation in a cause like the
present. I am in earnest—I will not equivocate—I will not excuse—I will not excuse—I will not retreat
a single inch—AND I WILL BE HEARD. The apathy of the people is enough to make every statue
leap from its pedestal, and to hasten the resurrection of the dead.
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It is pretended, that I am retarding the cause of emancipation by the coarseness of my invective, and
the precipitancy of my measures. The charge is not true. On this question my influence, –humble as it
is,–is felt at this moment to a considerable extent, and shall be felt in coming years—not perniciously,
but beneficially—not as a curse, but as a blessing; and posterity will bear testimony that I was right. I
disregard ‘the fear of man which bringeth a snare,’ and to speak his truth in its simplicity and power. Ad
here I close with this fresh dedication:
‘Oppression ! I have seen thee, face to face,
And met thy cruel eye and cloudy brow ;
But thy soul-withering glance I fear not now—
For dread to prouder feelings doth give place
Of deep abhorrence ! Scorning the disgrace
Of slavish knees that at thy footstool bow,
I also kneel—but with far other vow
Do hail thee and thy herd of hirelings base :–
I swear, while life-blood warms my throbbing veins,
Still to oppose and thwart, with heart and hand,
Thy brutalizing sway—till Afric’s chains
Aro burst, and Freedom rules the rescued land,–
Trampling Oppression and his iron rod :
Such is the vow I take—SO HELP ME GOD !’

William Lloyd Garrison.
Boston, January 1, 1831
Source:
The Liberator, William Lloyd Garrison and Isaac Knapp, Publishers., Public Domain

This work (Editorial: To the Public (1831) By William Lloyd Garrison by William Lloyd Garrison) is free of known copyright
restrictions.

Notes

1. I would here offer my grateful acknowledgments to those editors who so promptly and generously inserted my
Proposals. They must give me an available opportunity to repay their liberality.

78.
Author Introduction-Sarah Moore Grimke (1792-1873)

GRIMKÉ, SARAH MOORE was born in Charleston, South Carolina. Her father, John Fachereau
Grimké, served as an artillery officer in the Continental army and a jurist of some distinction. He was
a man of wealth and culture and a slave-holder. Sarah’s father cut her educational short because she
was a girl, yet her brothers shared their studies with her and later with her sister as well. In fact, Sarah
was heavily influenced by her older brother, Thomas Smith Grimke, who was educated at Yale, became
a successful lawyer, and served in the South Carolina state Senate from 1826-1830. Thomas strongly
advocated spelling-reform, temperance, and the Transcendentalist idea of absolute non-resistance.
Figure 1. Sarah Moore Grimke

Having been already dissatisfied with the Episcopal and the Presbyterian Church, converted to the
Quaker faith during a 1821 visit to Philadelphia. Sometime after that, Sarah grew into a belief in
abolition, partly through her sister’s influence, and by the end of 1836 wrote an Epistle to the Clergy
of the Southern States. This began her public work for the abolitionist movement, as she began giving
public addresses regarding slavery. Despite being in the north, Grimké’s position was not viewed kindly
by everyone. Several members of the General Association of Congregational Ministers of Massachusetts
called on the clery to close their churches to women exhorters. Both Garrison and Whittier defended the
Grimke sisters publicly.
Sarah, who had never forgotten that her studies had been curtailed because she was a girl, contributed
to the Boston Spectator papers on “The Province of Woman” and published Letters on the Condition of
Women and the Equality of the Sexes (1838) — the real beginning of the “woman’s rights” movement in
America, and at the time a cause of anxiety to Whittier and others, who urged upon the sisters the prior
importance of the anti-slavery cause.
Sarah never married and lived her adult life with her sister, Angelina (who did marry in Theodore
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Weld in 1838). From 1854-1864 the three ran a school for black and white alike at Eagleswood, near
Perth Amboy, New Jersey. Later, they moved to Hyde Park, Massachusetts, and continued teaching.
At age 75, Sarah translated and abridged Lamartine’s life of Joan of Arc. Sarah died in Hyde Park,
Massachusetts on December 23, 1873.
Grimké has been remembered well in contemporary culture. Sarah was inducted into the National
Women’s Hall of Fame in 1998 and The 2014 Sue Monk Kidd book An Invention of Wings is based on
her life.
Source:
Grimké, Sarah Moore and Angelina Emily, 1911 Encyclopædia Britannica, 11th Edition, Public
Domain
Image Credit:
Figure 1. “Sarah Moore Grimke,” United States Library of Congress’s Prints and Photographs,
Wikimedia, Public Domain.
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79.
The Condition of Women in the United States (1837) By Sarah Moore
Grimke
Sarah Moore Grimke

LETTER VIII.
ON THE CONDITION OF WOMEN IN THE UNITED STATES.
Brookline, 1837.
My dear Sister, — I have now taken a brief survey of the condition of woman in various parts of
the world. I regret that my time has been so much occupied by other things, that I have been unable
to bestow that attention upon the subject which it merits, and that my constant change of place has
prevented me from having access to books, which might probably have assisted me in this part of my
work. I hope that the principles I have asserted will claim the attention of some of my sex, who may be
able to bring into view, more thoroughly than I have done, the situation and degradation of woman. I
shall now proceed to make a few remarks on the condition of women in my own country.
During the early part of my life, my lot was cast among the butterflies of the fashionable world; and of
this class of women, I am constrained to say, both from experience and observation, that their education
is miserably deficient; that they are taught to regard marriage as the one thing needful, the only avenue to
distinction; hence to attract the notice and win the attentions of men, by their external charms, is the chief
business of fashionable girls. They seldom think that men will be allured by intellectual acquirements,
because they find, that where any mental superiority exists, a woman is generally shunned and regarded
as stepping out of her ‘appropriate sphere,’ which, in their view, is to dress, to dance, to set out to the
best possible advantage her person, to read the novels which inundate the press, and which do more to
destroy her character as a rational creature, than any thing else. Fashionable women regard themselves,
and are regarded by men, as pretty toys or as mere instruments of pleasure; and the vacuity of mind, the
heartlessness, the frivolity which is the necessary result of this false and debasing estimate of women,
can only be fully understood by those who have mingled in the folly and wickedness of fashionable life;
and who have been called from such pursuits by the voice of the Lord Jesus, inviting their weary and
heavy laden souls to come unto Him and learn of Him, that they may find something worthy of their
immortal spirit, and their intellectual powers; that they may learn the high and holy purposes of their
creation, and consecrate themselves unto the service of God; and not, as is now the case, to the pleasure
of man.
There is another and much more numerous class in this country, who are withdrawn by education or
circumstances from the circle of fashionable amusements, but who are brought up with the dangerous
and absurd idea, that marriage is a kind of preferment; and that to be able to keep their husband’s house,
and render his situation comfortable, is the end of her being. Much that she does and says and thinks
is done in reference to this situation; and to be married is too often held up to the view of girls as
the sine qua non of human happiness and human existence. For this purpose more than for any other,I
verily believe the majority of girls are trained. This is demonstrated by the imperfect education which
is bestowed upon them,and the little pains taken to cultivate their minds, after they leave school, by
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the little time allowed them for reading, and by the idea being constantly inculcated, that although
all household concerns should be attended to with scrupulous punctuality at particular seasons, the
improvement of their intellectual capacities is only a secondary consideration, and may serve as an
occupation to fill up the odds and ends of time. In most families, it is considered a matter of far more
consequence to call a girl off from making a pie, or a pudding, than to interrupt her whilst engaged in
her studies. This mode of training necessarily exalts, in their view, the animal above the intellectual and
spiritual nature, and teaches women to regard themselves as a kind of machinery, necessary to keep the
domestic engine in order, but of little value as the intelligent companions of men.
Let no one think, from these remarks, that I regard a knowledge of housewifery as beneath the
acquisition of women. Far from it : I believe that a complete knowledge of household affairs is an
indispensable requisite in a woman’s education, — that by the mistress of a family, whether married
or single, doing her duty thoroughly and understandingly, the happiness of the family is increased to
an incalculable degree, as well as a vast amount of time and money saved. All I complain of is, that
our education consists so almost exclusively in culinary and other manual operations. I do long to see
the time, when it will no longer be necessary for women to expend so many precious hours in furnishing
‘ a well spread table,’ but that their husbands will forego some of their accustomed indulgences in this
way, and encourage their wives to devote some portion of their time to mental cultivation, even at the
expense of having to dine sometimes on baked potatoes, or bread and butter.
I believe the sentiment expressed by the author of ‘ Live and let Live,’ is true:
‘ Other things being equal, a woman of the highest mental endowments will always be the best housekeeper,
for domestic economy, is a science that brings into action the qualities of the mind, as well as the .graces of
the heart. A quick perception, judgment, discrimination, decision and order are high attributes of mind, and
are all in daily exercise in the well ordering of a family. If a sensible woman, an intellectual woman, a woman
of genius, is not a good housewife, it is not because she is either, or all or those, but because there is some
deficiency in her character, or some omission of duty which should make her very humble, instead of her
indulging in any secret self-complacency on account of a certain superiority, which only aggravates her fault.’

The influence of women over the minds and character of children of both sexes, is allowed to be far
greater than that of men. This being the case by the very ordering of nature, women should be prepared
by education for the performance of their sacred duties as mothers and as sisters. A late American
writer1, speaking on this subject, says in reference to an article in the Westminster Review :
‘I agree entirely with the writer in the high estimate which he places on female education, and have long
since been satisfied, that the subject not only merits, but imperiously demands a thorough reconsideration. The
whole scheme must, in my opinion, be deconstructed. The great elements of usefulness and duty are too little
attended to. Women ought, in my view of the subject, to approach to the best education now given to men, (I
except mathematics and the classics,) far more I believe than has ever yet been at-tempted. Give me a host of
educated, pious mothers and sisters, and I will do more to revolutionize a country, in moral and religious taste,
in manners and in social virtues and intellectual cultivation, than I can possibly do in double or treble the time,
with a similar host of educated men. I cannot but think that the miserable condition of the great body of the
people in all ancient communities, is to be ascribed in a very great degree to the degradation of women.’

There is another way in which the general opinion, that women are inferior to men, is manifested,
that bears with tremendous effect on the laboring class, and indeed on almost all who are obliged to
earn a subsistence, whether it be by- mental or physical exertion — I allude to the disproportionate
value set on the time and labor of men and of women. A man who is engaged in teaching, can
always, I believe, command a higher price for tuition than a woman — even when he teaches the
same branches, and is not in any respect superior to the woman. This I know is the case in boarding
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and other schools with which I have been acquainted, and it is so in every occupation in which
the sexes engage indiscriminately. As for example, in tailoring, a man has twice, or three times as
much for making a waistcoast or pantaloons as a woman, although the work done by each may be
equally good. In those employments which are peculiar to women, their time is estimated at only half
the value of that of men. A woman who goes out to wash, works as hard in proportion as a wood
sawyer, or a coal heaver, but she is not generally able to make more than half as much by a day’s
work. The low remuneration which women receive for their work, has claimed the attention of a few
philanthropists, and I hope it will continue to do so until some remedy is applied for this enormous
evil. I have known a widow, left with four or five children, to provide for, unable to leave home
because her helpless babes demand her attention, compelled to earn a scanty subsistence, by making
coarse shirts at 12 1-2 cents a piece, or by taking in washing, for which she was paid by some wealthy
persons 12 1-2 cents per dozen. All these things evince the low estimation in which woman is held.
There is yet another and more disastrous consequence arising from this unscriptural notion — women
being educated, from earliest childhood, to regard themselves as inferior creatures, have not that selfrespect which conscious equality would engender, and hence when their virtue is assailed, they yield
to temptation with facility, under the idea that it rather exalts than debases them, to be connected with a
superior being.
There is another class of women in this country, to whom I cannot refer, without feelings of the
deepest shame and sorrow. I allude to our female slaves. Our southern cities are whelmed beneath a tide
of pollution; the virtue of female slaves is wholly at the mercy of irresponsible tyrants, and women are
bought and sold in our slave markets, to gratify the brutal lust of those who bear the name of Christians.
In our slave States, if amid all her degradation and ignorance, a woman desires to preserve her virtue
unsullied, she is either bribed or whipped into compliance, or if she dares resist her seducer, her life by
the laws of some of the slave States may be, and has actually been sacrificed to the fury of disappointed
passion. Where such laws do not exist, the power which is necessarily vested in the master over his
property, leaves the defenceless slave entirely at his mercy, and the sufferings of some females on this
account, both physical and mental, are intense. Mr. Gholson, in the House of Delegates of Virginia, in
1832, said, ‘ He really had been under the impression that he owned his slaves. He had lately purchased
four women and ten children, in whom he thought he had obtained a great bargain; for he supposed they
were his own property, as were his brood mares. ‘ But even if any laws existed in the United States, as in
Athens formerly, for the protection of female slaves, they would be null and void, because the evidence
of a colored person is not admitted against a white, in any of our Courts of Justice in the slave States.
‘ In Athens, if a female slave had cause to complain of any want of respect to the laws of modesty, she
could seek the protection of the temple, and demand a change of owners; and such appeals were never
discountenanced, or neglected by the magistrate.’ In Christian America, the slave has no refuge from
unbridled cruelty and lust.
S. A. Forrall, speaking of the state of morals at the South, says, “Negresses when young and likely,
are often employed by the planter, or his friends, to administer to their sensual desires. This frequently
is a matter of speculation, for if the offspring, a mulatto, be a handsome female, 800 or 1000 dollars
may be obtained for her in the New Orleans market. It is an occurrence of no uncommon nature to see a
Christian father sell his own daughter, and the brother his own sister.’ The following is copied by the N.
Y. Evening Star from the Picayune, a paper published in New Orleans. ‘ A very beautiful girl, belonging
to the estate of John French, a deceased gambler at New Orleans, was sold a few days since for the
round sum of $7,000. An ugly-looking bachelor named Gouch, a member of the Council of one of the
Principalities, was the purchaser. The girl is a brunette; remarkable for her beauty and intelligence, and
there was considerable contention, who should be the purchaser. She was, however, persuaded to accept
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Gouch, he having made her princely promises.’ I will add but one more from the numerous testimonies
respecting the degradation of female slaves, and the licentiousness of the South. It is from the Circular
of the Kentucky Union, for the moral and religious improvement of the colored race.
* To the female character among our black population, we cannot allude but with feelings of the
bitterest shame. A similar condition of moral pollution and utter disregard of a pure and virtuous
reputation, is to be found only without the pale of Christendom. That such a state of society should exist
in a Christian nation, claiming to be the most enlightened upon earth, without calling forth any particular
attention to its existence, though ever before our eyes and in our families, is a moral phenomenon at
once unaccountable and disgraceful.’ Nor does the colored woman suffer alone: the moral purity of
the white woman is deeply contaminated. In the daily habit of seeing the virtue of her enslaved sister
sacrificed without hesitancy or remorse, she looks upon the crimes of seduction and illicit intercourse
without horror, and although not personally involved in the guilt, she loses that value for innocence in
her own, as well as the other sex, which is one of the strongest safeguards to virtue. She lives in. habitual
intercourse with men, whom she knows to be polluted by licentiousness, and often is she compelled to
witness in her own domestic circle, those disgusting and heart-sickening jealousies and strifes which
disgraced and distracted the family of Abraham. In addition to all this, the female slaves suffer every
species of degradation and cruelty, which the most wanton barbarity can inflict; they are indecently
divested of their clothing, sometimes tied up and severely whipped, sometimes prostrated on the earth,
while their naked bodies are torn by the scorpion lash.
“The whip on woman’s shrinking flesh !
Our soil yet reddening with the stains
Caught from her scourging warm and fresh.”

Can any American woman look at these scenes of shocking licentiousness and cruelty, and fold her
hands in apathy ,and say, ‘ I have nothing to do with slavery ‘? She cannot and be guiltless.
I cannot close this letter, without saying a few words on the benefits to be derived by men, as well
as women, from the opinions I advocate relative to the equality of the sexes. Many women are now
supported, in idleness and extravagance, by the industry of their husbands, fathers, or brothers, who
are compelled to toil out their existence, at the counting house, or in the printing office, or some other
laborious occupation, while the wife. and daughters and sisters take no part in the support of the
family, and appear to think that their sole business is to spend the hard bought earnings of their male
friends. I deeply regret such a state of things, because I believe that if women felt their responsibility,
for the support of themselves, or their families it would add strength and dignity to their characters, and
teach them more true sympathy for their husbands, than is now generally manifested, — a sympathy
which would be exhibited by actions as well as words. Our brethren may reject my doctrine, because
it runs counter to common opinions, and because it wounds their pride ; but I believe they would be ‘
partakers of the benefit ‘ resulting from the Equality of the Sexes, and would find that woman, as their
equal, was unspeakably more valuable than woman as their inferior, both as a moral and an intellectual
being.
Thine in the bonds of womanhood,
Sarah M. Grimke.

Source:
Letters on the Equality of the Sexes and the Condition of Women, Sarah M. Grimke, Public Domain
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80.
Author Introduction-John Greenleaf Whittier (1807-1892)

John Greenleaf Whittier contributed to the continuing and growing call for a national literature through
his works on New England folklore and history. He set his most accomplished poem, “Snow-Bound:
A Winter Idyll” (1866), in his childhood home, a farm in the Merrimack Valley. His American voice
was sentimental and moralistic; it was also sharp, detailed, and simple.
Figure 1. John Greenleaf Whittier, 1859

The simplicity may have been influenced by his Quaker faith; this faith certainly influenced his sense
of public duty. Beginning in 1828, Whittier wrote for such important newspapers and journals as The
American Manufacturer, New England Weekly Review, and The National Era; he also helped found the
Atlantic Monthly. Over the course of his public life, Whittier published hundreds of journal articles,
pamphlets, essays, and poems on such important social issues as labor conditions and Abolition. In 1833,
he served as a delegate to the National Anti-Slavery Convention in Philadelphia. He also was elected
to the Massachusetts legislature, founded the Liberty party, and ran for Congress. In 1835, while on a
lecture tour, he and the British abolitionist George Thompson were attacked by an armed mob. Though
shot at, they escaped unharmed.

Inaddition to these political activities, Whittier devoted a good part of his writing to the
Abolitionist cause with such influential works as Justice and Expediency (1833), “The
Slave Ships” (1834), and “Ichabod” (1850). This last poem attacked Daniel Webster, who
sought to compromise with those who supported slavery and the Fugitive Slave Law.
After the Civil War and Emancipation, Whittier turned his attention again to New
England life and land. “The Barefoot Boy” (1855), a popular poem set to music, gave
voice to his love of nature and the country life. Home Ballads and Other Poems (1860)
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memorialized his family, especially his sister Mary who had recently died. The success of
his Poetical Works (1869) contributed to his growing fame and prosperity. Both of these
were marked at the dinner celebration of his seventieth birthday given by the Atlantic
Monthly and attended by seventy guests, including such important American writers as
Emerson, Longfellow, and Mark Twain.
Source:
Becoming America, Wendy Kurant, ed., CC-BY-SA
Image Credit:
Figure 1. “John Greenleaf Whittier, 1859,” Unknown Author, Wikimedia, Public Domain.

81.
The Farewell (1838) By John Greenleaf Whittier
John Greenleaf Whittier

Of A Virginia Slave Mother To Her Daughters Sold Into Southern Bondage
Gone, gone,—sold and gone
To the rice-swamp dank and lone.
Where the slave-whip ceaseless swings
Where the noisome insect stings
Where the fever demon strews
Poison with the falling dews
Where the sickly sunbeams glare
Through the hot and misty air;
Gone, gone,—sold and gone,
To the rice-swamp dank and lone,
From Virginia’s hills and waters;
Woe is me, my stolen daughters!
Gone, gone,—sold and gone
To the rice-swamp dank and lone
There no mother’s eye is near them,
There no mother’s ear can hear them;
Never, when the torturing lash
Seams their back with many a gash
Shall a mother’s kindness bless them
Or a mother’s arms caress them.
Gone, gone,—sold and gone,
To the rice-swamp dank and lone,
From Virginia’s hills and waters;
Woe is me, my stolen daughters!
Gone, gone,—sold and gone,
To the rice-swamp dank and lone,
Oh, when weary, sad, and slow,
From the fields at night they go
Faint with toil, and racked with pain
To their cheerless homes again,
There no brother’s voice shall greet them
There no father’s welcome meet them.
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Gone, gone,—sold and gone,
To the rice-swamp dank and lone,
From Virginia’s hills and waters;
Woe is me, my stolen daughters!
Gone, gone,—sold and gone,
To the rice-swamp dank and lone
From the tree whose shadow lay
On their childhood’s place of play;
From the cool sprmg where they drank;
Rock, and hill, and rivulet bank;
From the solemn house of prayer,
And the holy counsels there;
Gone, gone,—sold and gone,
To the rice-swamp dank and lone,
From Virginia’s hills and waters;
Woe is me, my stolen daughters!
Gone, gone,—sold and gone,
To the rice-swamp dank and lone;
Toiling through the weary day,
And at night the spoiler’s prey.
Oh, that they had earlier died,
Sleeping calmly, side by side,
Where the tyrant’s power is o’er
And the fetter galls no more!
Gone, gone,—sold and gone,
To the rice-swamp dank and lone;
From Virginia’s hills and waters
Woe is me, my stolen daughters!
Gone, gone,—sold and gone,
To the rice-swamp dank and lone;
By the holy love He beareth;
By the bruised reed He spareth;
Oh, may He, to whom alone
All their cruel wrongs are known,
Still their hope and refuge prove,
With a more than mother’s love.
Gone, gone,—sold and gone,
To the rice-swamp dank and lone,
From Virginia’s hills and waters;
Source:
Becoming America, Wendy Kurant, ed., CC-BY-SA

82.
Author Introduction-Lydia Maria Child (1802-1880)

Lydia Maria Child was born in Medford, Massachussetts on February 11, 1802. Lydia was assisted in
her early studies by her brother, Convers Francis, who was afterwards professor of theology in Harvard
College. Her first village teacher was an odd old woman, nicknamed “Marm Betty.” She studied in the
public schools and one year in a seminary. In 1814 she went to Norridgewock, Maine, to live with her
married sister.
Figure 1. Lydia Maria Child

After several years, she returned to Watertown, Mass., to live with her brother. He encouraged her
literary aspirations, and in his study she wrote her first story, “Hobomok,” which was published in
1823. It proved successful, and she next published “Rebels,” which ran quickly through several editions.
She then brought out in rapid succession ” The Mother’s Book,” which ran through eight American,
twelve English and one German editions, “The Girl’s Book,” the “History of Women,” and the “Frugal
Housewife,” which passed through thirty-five editions. In 1826 she commenced to publish her “Juvenile
Miscellanv.”
In 1828 she became the wife of David Lee Child, a lawyer, and they settled in Boston, Mass. In 1831
they became interested in the anti-slavery movement, and both took an active part in the agitation that
followed. Mr. Child was one of the leaders of the anti-slavery party. In 1833 Mrs. Child published her
“Appeal in Behalf of that Class of Americans Called Africans.” Its appearance served to cut her off from
the friends and admirers of her youth. Social and literary circles shut their doors to her. The sales of her
books and subscriptions to her magazine fell off, and her life became one of battle. Through it all she
bore herself with patience and courage, and she threw herself into the movement with all her powers.
While engaged in that memorable battle she, with her husband, supervised editorially the “AntiSlavery Standard,” in which she published her admirable “Letters from New York.” During those
troubled times she prepared her three-volume work on “The Progress of Religious Ideas.” She lived
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in New York City with her husband from 1840 to 1844. Her anti-slavery writings aided powerfully
in bringing about the overthrow of slavery, and she lived to see a reversal of the hostile opinions that
greeted her first plea for the enslaved.
Her books are numerous. Besides those already mentioned the most important are “Flowers for
Children” (3 volumes, 1844-46); “Fact and Fiction” (1846); “The Tower of Kindness” (1851); “Isaac
T. Hopper, a True Life” (1853); “Autumnal Leaves” (1856); “Looking Towards Sunset” (1864); “The
Freedman’s Book” (1865); “Miria” (1867), and “Aspirations of the World” (1878). Her reply to
Governor Wise, of Virginia, and to the wife of Senator Mason, the author of the fugitive slave law,
who wrote to her, threatening her with future damnation, was published with their letters in pamphlet
form, and 300,000 copies were issued. A volume of her letters, with an introduction by John Greenleaf
Whittier and an appendix by Wendell Phillips, was published in Boston, in 1882.
Source:
Woman of the Century: Fourteen Hundred-Seventy Biographical Sketches Accompanied By Portraits
of Leading American Women in All Walks of Life, Frances E. Willard And Mary A. Livermore, editors,
CC-BY-SA
Image Credit:
Figure 1. “Lydia Maria Child,” Grace Hammond, Virginia Western Community College, derivative
image from “Lydia Maria Child,” John A. Whipple, Wikimedia, Public Domain.

83.
Letter XIV (1842) By Lydia Maria Child
Lydia Maria Child

LETTER XIV.

February 17, 1842.
I was always eager for the spring-time, but never so much as now.
Patience yet a little longer ! and I shall find delicate bells of the trailing arbutus, fragrant as an infant’s
breath, hidden deep, under their coverlid of autumn leaves, like modest worth in this pretending world.
My spirit is weary for rural rambles. It is sad walking in the city. The streets shut out the sky, even as
commerce comes between the soul and heaven. The busy throng, passing and repassing, fetter freedom,
while they offer no sympathy. The loneliness of the soul is deeper, and far more restless, than in the
solitude of the mighty forest. Wherever are woods and fields I find a home; each tinted leaf and shining
pebble is to me a friend; and wherever I spy a wild flower, I am ready to leap up, clap my hands, and
exclaim, ” Cockatoo ! he know me very well !” as did the poor New Zealander, when he recognised a
bird of his native clime, in the menageries of London.
But amid these magnificent masses of sparkling marble, hewn in prison, I am all alone. For eight
weary months, I have met in the crowded streets but two faces I had ever seen before. Of some, I would
I could say that I should never see them again; but they haunt me in my sleep, and come between me
and the morning. Beseeching looks, begging the comfort and the hope I have no power to give. Hungry
eyes, that look as if they had pleaded long for sympathy, and at last gone mute in still despair. Through
what woful, what frightful masks, does the human soul look forth, leering, peeping, and defying, in this
thoroughfare of nations. Yet in each and all lie the capacities of an archangel; as the majestic oak lies
enfolded in the acorn that we tread carelessly under foot, and which decays, per chance, for want of soil
to root in.
The other day, I went forth for exercise merely, without other hope of enjoyment than a farewell
to the setting sun, on the now deserted Battery, and a fresh kiss from the breezes of the sea, ere they
passed through the polluted city, bearing healing on their wings. I had not gone far, when I met a little
ragged urchin, about four years old, with a heap of newspapers, ” more big as he could carry,” under
his little arm, and another clenched in his small, red fist. The sweet voice of childhood was prematurely
cracked in to shrillness, by screaming street cries, at the top of his lungs; and he looked blue, cold, and
disconsolate. May the angels guard him ! How I wanted to warm him in my heart. I stood, looking after
him, as he went shivering along. Imagination followed him to the miserable cellar where he probably
slept on dirty straw; I saw him flogged, after his day of cheerless toil, because he had failed to bring
home pence enough for his parents’ grog; I saw wicked ones come muttering and beckoning between his
young soul and heaven; they tempted him to steal, to avoid the dreaded beating. I saw him, years after,
bewildered and frightened, in the police-office, surrounded by hard faces. Their law-jargon conveyed no
meaning to his ear, awakened no slumbering moral sense, taught him no clear distinction between right
and wrong; but from their cold, harsh tones, and heartless merriment, he drew the inference that they
were enemies; and, as such, he hated them. At that moment, one tone like a mother’s voice might have
wholly changed his earthly destiny; one kind word of friendly counsel might have saved him—as if an
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angel, standing in the genial sunlight, had thrown to him one end of a garland, and gently diminishing the
distance between them, had drawn him safely out of the deep and tangled labyrinth, where false echoes
and winding paths conspired to make him lose his way.
But watchmen and constables were around him, and they have small fellowship with angels. The
strong impulses that might have become overwhelming love for his race, are perverted to the bitterest
hatred. He tries the universal resort of weakness against force; if they are too strong for him, he will be
too cunning for them. Their cunning is roused to detect his cunning: and thus the gallows-game is played,
with interludes of damnable merriment from police reports, whereat the heedless multitude laugh; while
angels weep over the slow murder of a human soul.
When, oh when, will men learn that society makes and cherishes the very crimes it so fiercely
punishes, and in punishing reproduces?
” The key of knowledge first ye take away,
And then, because ye’ve robbed him, ye enslave;
Ye shut out from him the sweet light of day,
And then, because he’s in the dark, ye pave
The road, that leads him to his wished. for grave,
With stones of stumbling: then, if he but tread
Darkling and slow, ye call him ” fool ” and ” knave”—
Doom him to toil, and yet deny him bread:
Chains round his limbs ye throw, and curses on his head.”

God grant the little shivering carrier-boy a brighter destiny than I have foreseen for him.
A little further on, I encountered two young boys fighting furiously for some coppers, that had been
given them and had fallen on the pavement. They had matted black hair, large, lustrous eyes, and an
olive complexion. They were evidently foreign children, from the sunny clime of Italy or Spain, and
nature had made them subjects for an artist’s dream. Near by on the cold stone steps, sat a ragged,
emaciated woman, whom I conjectured, from the resemblance of her large, dark eyes, might be their
mother; but she looked on their fight with languid indifference, as if seeing, she saw it not. I spoke to
her, and she shook her head in a mournful way, that told me she did not understand my language. Poor,
forlorn wanderer ! would I could place thee and thy beautiful boys under shelter of sun-ripened vines,
surrounded by the music of thy mother- land ! Pence I will give thee, though political economy reprove
the deed. They can but appease the hunger of the body; they can not soothe the hunger of thy heart; that
I obey the kindly impulse may make the world none the better—perchance some iota the worse; yet I
must needs follow it—I cannot otherwise.
I raised my eyes above the woman’s weather-beaten head, and saw behind the window, of clear, plate
glass, large vases of gold and silver, curiously wrought. They spoke significantly of the sad contrasts in
this disordered world; and excited in my mind whole volumes, not of political, but of angelic economy.
“Truly,” said I, ” if the Law of Love prevailed, vases of gold and silver might even more abound —but
no homeless outcast would sit shivering beneath their glittering mockery. All would be richer, and no
man the poorer. When will the world learn its best wisdom? When will the mighty discord come into
heavenly harmony?” I looked at the huge stone structures of commercial wealth, and they gave an
answer that chilled my heart. Weary of city walks, I would have turned homeward; but nature, ever true
and harmonious, beckoned to me from the Battery, and the glowing twilight gave me friendly welcome.
It seemed as if the dancing Spring Hours had thrown their rosy mantles on old silvery winter in the
lavishness of youthful love.
I opened my heart to the gladsome influence, and forgot that earth was not a mirror of the heavens. It
was but for a moment; for there under the leafless trees, lay two ragged little boys, asleep in each other’s
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arms. I remembered having read in the police reports, the day before, that two little children, thus found,
had been taken up as vagabonds. They told, with simple pathos, how both their mothers had been dead
for months; how they had formed an intimate friendship, had begged together, ate together, hungered
together, and together slept uncovered beneath the steel-cold stars.
The twilight seemed no longer warm; and brushing away a tear, I walked hastily homeward. As I
turned into the street where God has provided me with a friendly shelter, something lay across my path.
It was a woman, apparently dead; with garments all draggled in New-York gutters, blacker than waves
of the infernal rivers. Those who gathered around, said she had fallen in intoxication, and was rendered
senseless by the force of the blow. They carried her to the watch-house, and the doctor promised she
should be well attended. But, alas, for watch-house charities to a breaking heart ! I could not bring
myself to think otherwise than that hers was a breaking heart. Could she but give a full revelation of early
emotions checked in their full and kindly flow, of affections repressed, of hopes blighted, and energies
misemployed through ignorance, the heart would kindle and melt, as it does when genius stirs its deepest
recesses.
It seemed as if the voice of human wo was destined to follow me through the whole of that unblest day.
Late in the night I heard the sound of voices in the street, and raising the window, saw a poor, staggering
woman in the hands of a watchman. My ear caught the words, ” Thank you kindly, sir. I should like
to go home.” The sad and humble accents in which the simple phrase was uttered, the dreary image of
the watch-house, which that poor wretch dreamed Was her home, proved too much for my overloaded
sympathies. I hid my face in the pillow, and wept; for ” my heart was almost breaking with the misery
of my kind.”
I thought, then, that I would walk no more abroad, till the fields were green. But my mind and body
grow alike impatient of being enclosed within walls; both ask for the free breeze, and the wide, blue
dome that overarches and embraces all. Again I rambled forth, under the February sun, as mild and
genial as the breath of June. Heart, mind, and frame grew glad and strong, as we wandered on, past the
old Stuyvesant church, which a few years agone was surrounded by fields and Dutch farm-houses, but
now stands in the midst of peopled streets;—and past the trim, new houses, with their green verandahs,
in the airy suburbs. Following the railroad, which lay far beneath our feet, as we wound our way over
the hills, we came to the burying-ground of the poor. Weeds and brambles grew along the sides, and the
stubble of last year’s grass waved over it, like dreary memories of the past; but the sun smiled on it, like
God’s love on the desolate soul. It was inexpressibly touching to see the frail memorials of affection,
placed there by hearts crushed under the weight of poverty. In one place was a small rude cross of wood,
with the initials J. S. cut with a penknife, and apparently filled wilth ink. In another a small hoop had
been bent into the form of a heart, painted green, and nailed on a stick at the head of the grave. On one
upright shingle was painted only “Mutter;” the German word for Mother. On another was scrawled, as if
with charcoal, ” So ruhe wohl, du unser liebes kind.” (Rest well, our beloved child.) One recorded life’s
brief history thus: ” H. G. born in Bavaria; died in New-York.” Another short epitaph, in French, told
that the sleeper came from the banks of the Seine.
The predominance of foreign epitaphs affected me deeply. Who could now tell with what high hopes
those departed ones had left the heart-homes of Germany, the sunny hills of Spain, the laughing skies of
Italy, or the wild beauty of Switzerland? Would not the friends they had left in their childhood’s home,
weep scalding tears to find them in a pauper’s grave, with their initials rudely carved on a fragile shingle?
Some had not even these frail memorials. It seemed there was none to care whether they lived or died. A
wide, deep trench was open; and there I could see piles of unpainted coffins heaped one upon the other,
left uncovered with earth, till the yawning cavity was filled with its hundred tenants.
Returning homeward, we passed a Catholic burying-ground. It belonged to the upper classes, and was
filled with marble monuments, covered with long inscriptions. But none of them touched my heart like
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that rude shingle, -with the simple word ” Mutter ” inscribed thereon. The gate was open, and hundreds
of Irish, in their best Sunday clothes, were stepping reverently among the graves, and kissing the very
sods. Tenderness for the dead is one of the loveliest features of their nation and their church.
The evening was closing in, as we returned, thoughtful, but not gloomy. Bright lights shone through
crimson, blue, and green, in the apothecaries’ windows, and were reflected in prismatic beauty from
the dirty pools in the street. It was like poetic thoughts in the minds of the poor and ignorant; like the
memory of pure aspirations in the vicious ; like a rainbow of promise, that God’s spirit never leaves even
the most degraded soul. I smiled, as my spirit gratefully accepted this love-token from the outward; and
I thanked our heavenly Father for a world beyond this.
Source: Letters from New York, Lydia Maria Child, Public Domain

This work (Letter XIV (1842) By Lydia Maria Child by Lydia Maria Child) is free of known copyright restrictions.
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84.
Author Introduction-Elizabeth Cady Stanton (1815-1902)

Elizabeth Cady Stanton got her start in Seneca Falls, New York, where she surprised herself with
her own eloquence at a gathering at the Richard P. Hunt home in nearby Waterloo. Invited to put her
money where her mouth was, she organized the 1848 First Woman’s Rights Convention with Marth
Coffin Wright, Mary Ann M’Clintock, Lucretia Mott and Jane Hunt. She co-authored the Declaration
of Sentiments issued by the convention that introduced the demand for votes for women into the debate.
Her good mind and ready wit, both well-trained by her prominent and wealthy family, opened doors of
reform that her father, Daniel Cady would rather she left shut. She studied at Troy Female Seminary and
learned the importance of the law in regulating women through her father’s law books and interactions
with him and his young male law students.
Figure 1. Elizabeth Cady Stanton

As Elizabeth entered her twenties, her reform-minded cousin Gerrit Smith introduced her to her future
husband, Henry Brewster Stanton, a guest in his home. Stanton, an agent for the American Anti-Slavery
Society and an eloquent speaker for the immediate abolition of slavery, turned Elizabeth’s life upside
down. In 1840, they married against her parents’ wishes departing immediately on a honeymoon to the
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World’s Anti-Slavery convention in London. There, the convention refused to seat American female
delegates. One, though short, slight, and gentle in demeanor, was every bit as imposing as Stanton’s
mother. Lucretia Mott, a Hicksite Quaker preacher well-known for her activism in anti-slavery, woman’s
rights, religious and other reforms, “opened to [Stanton] a new world of thought.”
At the First Woman’s Rights Convention, Mott and her wide circle of fellow Quakers and anti-slavery
advocates, including M’Clintocks, Hunts, Posts, deGarmos, and Palmers, opened a new world of action
to Stanton as well. Between 1848 and 1862, they worked the Declaration of Sentiments’ call to “employ
agents, circulate tracts, petition the State and national Legislatures, and endeavor to enlist the pulpit and
the press in our behalf.” They worked on conventions in Rochester, Westchester, PA, and Syracuse and
organized, sent letters to, or attended national conventions between 1850 and 1862. Stanton met Susan B.
Anthony, wrote articles on divorce, property rights, and temperence and adopted the Bloomer costume.
By 1852, she and Anthony were refining techniques for her to write speeches and Anthony to deliver
them. In 1854, she described legal restrictions facing women in a speech to the New York State Woman’s
Rights Convention in Albany. Her speech was reported in papers, printed, presented to lawmakers in the
New York State legislature, and circulated as a tract. Though an 1854 campaign failed, a comprehensive
reform of laws regarding women passed in 1860. By 1862, most of the reforms were repealed. The
Stantons moved from Seneca Falls to New York City in 1862, following a federal appointment for Henry
Stanton.
In the early 1860s national attention focused on the Civil War. Many anti-slavery men served in
the Union Army. The women’s rights movement rested its annual conventions; but in 1863, Elizabeth
Cady Stanton and Susan B. Anthony created the Women’s Loyal National League, gathering 400,000
signatures on a petition to bring about immediate passage of the 13th Amendment to the U.S.
Constitution to end slavery in the United States. The war over, the women’s movement created its first
national organization, the American Equal Rights Association, to gain universal suffrage, the federal
guarantee of the vote for all citizens. Elizabeth Cady Stanton’s signature headed the petition, followed
by Anthony, Lucy Stone, and other leaders. But the political climate undermined their hopes. The 15th
Amendment eliminated restriction of the vote due to “race, color, or previous condition of servitude”
but not gender. Campaigns to include universal suffrage in Kansas and New York state constitutions
failed in 1867. Anthony’s newspaper, The Revolution, edited by Stanton and Parker Pillsbury, male
newspaperman and woman’s rights supporter, published between January 1868 and May 1870, with
articles on all aspects of women’s lives.
Between 1869 and 1890, Stanton and Anthony’s National American Woman Suffrage Association
worked at the national level to pursue the right of citizens to be protected by the U.S. constitution.
Despite their efforts, Congress was unresponsive. In 1878, an amendment was introduced and Stanton
testified. She was outraged by the rudeness of the Senators, who read newspapers or smoked while
women spoke on behalf of the right to vote. Between 1878 and 1919, a new suffrage bill was introduced
in the Senate every year. Meanwhile, the American Woman Suffrage Association turned its attention to
the states with little success until 1890, when the territory of Wyoming entered the United States as a
suffrage state. By then, Anthony had engineered the union of the two organizations into the National
American Woman Suffrage Association. Colorado, Utah and Idaho gained woman suffrage between
1894 and 1896. There is stayed until well after Stanton and Anthony’s deaths.
Nothing seemed to stop Stanton. In the 1870s she traveled across the United States giving speeches.
In “Our Girls” her most frequent speech, she urged girls to get an education that would develop them
as persons and provide an income if needed; both her daughters completed college. In 1876 she helped
organize a protest at the nation’s 100th birthday celebration in Philadelphia. In the 1880s, she, Susan
B. Anthony and Matilda Joslyn Gage produced three volumes of the History of Woman Suffrage. She
also traveled in Europe visiting daughter Harriot Stanton Blatch in England and son Theodore Stanton
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in France. In 1888, leaders of the U.S. women’s movement staged an International Council of Women
to celebrate the 40th anniversary of the Seneca Falls Convention. Stanton sat front and center. In
1890, she agreed to serve as president of the combined National American Woman Suffrage Society.
In 1895, she published The Woman’s Bible, earning the censure of members of the NAWSA. Her
autobiography, Eighty Years and More, appeared in 1898. Her final speech before Congress, The
Solitude of Self, delivered in 1902, echoed themes in “Our Girls,” claiming that as no other person could
face death for another, none could decide for them how to educate themselves.
Along the way, Stanton advocated for Laura Fair, accused of murdering a man with whom she was
having an affair. She allied the movement and her resources to Victoria Woodhull, who claimed the
right to love as she pleased without regard to marriage laws. She supported Elizabeth Tilton, a supposed
victim of the sexual advances of clergyman Henry Ward Beecher. She broke with Frederick Douglass
over the vote in the 1860s and congratulated him on his marriage to Helen Pitts of Honeoye, NY in
1884, when others, including family, criticized their interracial marriage. Stanton was a complicated
personality who lived a long life, saw many changes and created some of them. Her writings were
prolific. She often contradicted herself as she and the world around her progressed and regressed for the
better part of a century.
Source:
Elizabeth Cady Stanton, National Park Service, Public Domain
Image Credit:
Figure 1. “Elizabeth Cady Stanton,” Unknown Author, Wikimedia, Public Domain.

This work (Author Introduction-Elizabeth Cady Stanton (1815-1902) by Jenifer Kurtz) is free of known copyright restrictions.

85.
Declaration of Sentiments from Seneca Falls Woman's Convention
(1848) By Elizabeth Cady Stanton
Elizabeth Cady Stanton

When, in the course of human events, it becomes necessary for one portion of the family of man to
assume among the people of the earth a position different from that which they have hitherto occupied,
but one to which the laws of nature and of nature’s God entitle them, a decent respect to the opinions of
mankind requires that they should declare the causes that impel them to such a course.
We hold these truths to be self-evident: that all men and women are created equal; that they are
endowed by their Creator with certain inalienable rights, that among these are life, liberty, and the pursuit
of happiness; that to secure these rights governments are instituted, deriving their just powers from the
consent of the governed. Whenever any form of government becomes destructive of these ends, it is
the right of those who suffer from it to refuse allegiance to it, and to insist upon the institution of a
new government, laying its foundation on such principles, and organizing its powers in such form as
to them shall seem most likely to effect their safety and happiness. Prudence, indeed, will dictate that
governments long established should not be changed for light and transient causes; and accordingly, all
experience hath shown that mankind are more disposed to suffer, while evils are sufferable, than to right
themselves by abolishing the forms to which they were accustomed. But when a long train of abuses
and usurpations, pursuing invariably the same object evinces a design to reduce them under absolute
despotism, it is their duty to throw off such government, and to provide new guards for their future
security. Such has been the patient sufferance of the women under this government, and such is now the
necessity which constrains them to demand the equal station to which they are entitled.
The history of mankind is a history of repeated injuries and usurpations on the part of man toward
woman, having in direct object the establishment of an absolute tyranny over her. To prove this, let facts
be submitted to a candid world.Bottom of Form
He has never permitted her to exercise her inalienable right to the elective franchise.
He has compelled her to submit to laws, in the formation of which she had no voice.
He has withheld from her rights which are given to the most ignorant and degraded men — both
natives and foreigners.
Having deprived her of this first right of a citizen, the elective franchise, thereby leaving her without
representation in the halls of legislation, he has oppressed her on all sides.
He has made her, if married, in the eye of the law, civilly dead.
He has taken from her all right in property, even to the wages she earns.
He has made her, morally, an irresponsible being, as she can commit many crimes with impunity,
provided they be done in the presence of her husband. In the covenant of marriage, she is compelled
to promise obedience to her husband, he becoming, to all intents and purposes, her master — the law
giving him power to deprive her of her liberty, and to administer chastisement.
He has so framed the laws of divorce, as to what shall be the proper causes of divorce; in case of
separation, to whom the guardianship of the children shall be given; as to be wholly regardless of the
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happiness of women — the law, in all cases, going upon a false supposition of the supremacy of man,
and giving all power into his hands.
After depriving her of all rights as a married woman, if single and the owner of property, he has taxed
her to support a government which recognizes her only when her property can be made profitable to it.
He has monopolized nearly all the profitable employments, and from those she is permitted to follow,
she receives but a scanty remuneration.
He closes against her all the avenues to wealth and distinction, which he considers most honorable to
himself. As a teacher of theology, medicine, or law, she is not known.
He has denied her the facilities for obtaining a thorough education — all colleges being closed against
her.
He allows her in Church, as well as State, but a subordinate position, claiming Apostolic authority for
her exclusion from the ministry, and, with some exceptions, from any public participation in the affairs
of the Church.
He has created a false public sentiment, by giving to the world a different code of morals for men and
women, by which moral delinquencies which exclude women from society, are not only tolerated but
deemed of little account in man.
He has usurped the prerogative of Jehovah himself, claiming it as his right to assign for her a sphere
of action, when that belongs to her conscience and to her God.
He has endeavored, in every way that he could, to destroy her confidence in her own powers, to lessen
her self-respect, and to make her willing to lead a dependent and abject life.
Now, in view of this entire disfranchisement of one-half the people of this country, their social and
religious degradation, — in view of the unjust laws above mentioned, and because women do feel
themselves aggrieved, oppressed, and fraudulently deprived of their most sacred rights, we insist that
they have immediate admission to all the rights and privileges which belong to them as citizens of the
United States.
In entering upon the great work before us, we anticipate no small amount of misconception,
misrepresentation, and ridicule; but we shall use every instrumentality within our power to effect our
object. We shall employ agents, circulate tracts, petition the state and national legislatures, and endeavor
to enlist the pulpit and the press in our behalf. We hope this Convention will be followed by a series of
Conventions, embracing every part of the country.
Firmly relying upon the final triumph of the Right and the True, we do this day affix our signatures to
this declaration.
Lucretia Mott, Elizabeth Cady Stanton, Eunice Newton Foote, Mary Ann McClintock, Martha C.
Wright, Jane C. Hunt, Amy Post, Catharine A. F. Stebbins, Mary H. Hallowell, Charlotte Woodward,
Sarah Hallowell.
Richard P Hunt, Samuel D. Tilman, Elisha Foote, Frederick Douglass, Elias J. Doty, James Mott,
Thomas McClintock.
This Declaration was unanimously adopted and signed by 32 men and 68 women.
Source:
National American Woman Suffrage Association Collection, Library of Congress, Public Domain.

This work (Declaration of Sentiments from Seneca Falls Woman's Convention (1848) By Elizabeth Cady Stanton by Elizabeth
Cady Stanton) is free of known copyright restrictions.

86.
Author Introduction-Fanny Fern (Sara Willis Parton) (1811–1872)

The pseudonymous Fanny Fern (born Sara Willis Parton) received her education at Catherine Beecher
‘s Hartford Female Seminary in Hartford, Connecticut. She began writing soon after graduating,
contributing articles to The Puritan Recorder, a newspaper run by her father, Nathaniel Willis (1780–
1870). As marriage was considered the main vocation available to women at this time, Fanny Fern
married Charles Harrington Eldridge in 1837. They had three children, with the eldest, Mary, dying at the
age of seven. A year later, Eldridge died, leaving Fanny Fern without clear means of support. Her

father consequently convinced her to marry Samuel P. Farrington in 1849. Finding him to
have a repulsive and jealous nature, Fanny Fern took the remarkable step of leaving her
husband, leading to a somewhat scandalous divorce in 1857, and then turning to writing
as a profession by which to earn her living.
Figure 1. Fanny Fern

Her writing focused on issues of immediate concern to herself as a woman, such
as domesticity, women ‘s rights, the double standard, and prostitution. Her searing,
logical, clear-eyed, and humorous satirical pieces won her a large readership, even as her
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irony and mockery debunked gender stereotypes. Her children ‘s book Little Ferns for
Fanny ‘s Little Friends (1853) sold 100,000 copies. She followed this success with the
autobiographical novel Ruth Hall: A Domestic Tale of the Present Time (1854), a work
criticizing the prevailing ideology of separate spheres that relegated women to the private
sphere. Through this criticism, she made a strong case for women ‘s right to earn their
living through work in the public sphere.
Fanny Fern exemplified the ability of women to earn their living and so gain autonomy
and comparative freedom. She became the highest paid columnist in America with her
Fanny Fern ‘s Column. She also wrote best-selling books and bought herself a Manhattan
brownstone, where she lived with her third husband, James Parton, until she died of
cancer in 1872.
Source:
Jenifer Kurtz, CC-BY
Image Credit:
Figure 1. “Fanny Fern,” Grace Hammond, Virginia Western Community College, derivative image
from “Fanny Fern,” The Miriam and Ira D. Wallach Division of Art, New York Public Library, Likely
Public Domain, No Known Restrictions.
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87.
Hints to Young Wives (1852) By Fanny Fern
Fanny Fern

Shouldn ‘t I like to make a bon-fire of all the “Hints to Young Wives, “ “Married Women ‘s Friend, “
etc., and throw in the authors after them? I have a little neighbor who believes all they tell her is gospel
truth, and lives up to it. The minute she sees her husband coming up the street, she makes for the door,
as if she hadn ‘t another minute to live, stands in the entry with her teeth chattering in her head till he
gets all his coats and mufflers, and overshoes, and what-do-you-call—‘ems off, then chases round (like
a cat in a fit) after the boot-jack; warms his slippers and puts ‘em on, and dislocates her wrist carving at
the table for fear it will tire him.
Poor little innocent fool! she imagines that ‘s the way to preserve his affection. Preserve a fiddlestick!
the consequence is, he ‘s sick of the sight of her; snubs her when she asks him a question, and after he
has eaten her good dinners takes himself off as soon as possible, bearing in mind the old proverb “that
too much of a good thing is good for nothing. “ Now the truth is just this, and I wish all the women
on earth had but one ear in common, so that I could put this little bit of gospel into it: ——Just so long
as a man isn ‘t quite as sure as if he knew for certain, whether nothing on earth could ever disturb your
affection for him, he is your humble servant, but the very second he finds out (or thinks he does) that
he has possession of every inch of your heart, and no neutral territory ——he will turn on his heel and
march off whistling “Yankee Doodle! “
Now it ‘s no use to take your pocket handkerchief and go snivelling round the house with a pink nose
and red eyes; not a bit of it! If you have made the interesting discovery that you were married for a
sort of upper servant or housekeeper, just fill that place and no other, keep your temper, keep all his
strings and buttons and straps on; and then keep him at a distance as a housekeeper should ——“thems
my sentiments! “ I have seen one or two men in my life who could bear to be loved (as women with
a soul knows how), without being spoiled by it, or converted into a tyrant ——but they are rare birds
and should be caught stuffed and handed over to Barnum! Now as the ministers say, “I ‘ll close with an
interesting little incident that came under my observation. “
Mr. Fern came home one day when I had such a crucifying headache that I couldn ‘t have told whether
I was married or single, and threw an old coat into my lap to mend. Well, I tied a wet bandage over my
forehead, “left all flying, “ and sat down to it ——he might as well have asked me to make a new one;
however I new lined the sleeves, mended the buttonholes, sewed on new buttons down the front, and all
over the coat tails ——when it finally it occurred to me (I believe it was a suggestion of Satan,) that the
pocket might need mending; so I turned it inside out, and what do you think I found? A love-letter from
him to my dress-maker!! I dropped the coat, I dropped the work-basket, I dropped the buttons, I dropped
the baby (it was a female, and I thought it just as well to put her out of future misery) and then I hopped
up into a chair front of the looking-glass, and remarked to the young woman I saw there, “F-a-n-n-y
F-e-r-n! if you ——are ——ever ——such ——a ——confounded fool again “ ——and I wasn ‘t.
Source:
Becoming America, Wendy Kurant, ed., CC-BY-SA
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88.
The Tear of a Wife (1852) By Fanny Fern
Fanny Fern

“The tear of a loving girl is like a dew-drop on a rose; but on the cheek of a wife, is a drop of poison to
her husband.”
IT is “an ill wind that blows nobody any good.” Papas will be happy to hear that twenty-five dollar
pocket-handkerchiefs can be dispensed with now, in the bridal trousseau. Their “occupation’s gone”!
Matrimonial tears “are poison.” There is no knowing what you will do, girls, with that escape-valve
shut off; but that is no more to the point, than—whether you have anything to smile at or not; one thing
is settled—you must not cry! Never mind back-aches, and side-aches, and head-aches, and dropsical
complaints, and smoky chimneys, and old coats, and young babies! Smile! It flatters your husband. He
wants to be considered the source of your happiness, whether he was baptized Nero and Moses! Your
mind never being supposed to be occupied with any other subject than himself, of course a tear is a tacit
reproach. Besides, you miserable little whimperer! what have you to cry for? A-i-n-t y-o-u m-a-r-r-i-ed? Is n’t that the summum bonum,—the height of feminine ambition? You can’t get beyond that! It is
the jumping-off place! You ‘ve arriv!—got to the end of your journey! Stage puts up there! You have
nothing to do but retire on your laurels, and spend the rest of your life endeavoring to be thankful that
you are Mrs. John Smith! “Smile!” you simpleton!
Source:
Fern Leaves From Fanny’s Port-Folio, Fanny Fern, Public Domain

This work (The Tear of a Wife (1852) By Fanny Fern by Fanny Fern) is free of known copyright restrictions.
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89.
Sober Husbands (1853) By Fanny Fern
Fanny Fern

“If your husband looks grave, let him alone; don’t disturb or annoy him.”
Oh, pshaw! were I married, the soberer my husband looked, the more fun I’d rattle about his ears.
Don’t disturb him! I guess so! I’d salt his coffee—and pepper his tea—and sugar his beef-steak—and
tread on his toes—and hide his newspaper—and sew up his pockets—and put pins in his slippers—and
dip his cigars in water,—and I wouldn’t stop for the great Mogul, till I had shortened his long face to my
liking. Certainly, he’d “get vexed;” there wouldn’t be any fun in teasing him if he didn’t; and that would
give his melancholy blood a good, healthful start; and his eyes would snap and sparkle, and he’d say,
“Fanny, will you be quiet or not?” and I should laugh, and pull his whiskers, and say decidedly, “Not!”
and then I should tell him he hadn’t the slightest idea how handsome he looked when he was vexed, and
then he would pretend not to hear the compliment—but would pull up his dickey, and take a sly peep in
the glass (for all that!) and then he’d begin to grow amiable, and get off his stilts, and be just as agreeable
all the rest of the evening as if he wasn’t my husband; and all because I didn’t follow that stupid bit of
advice “to let him alone.” Just as if I didn’t know! Just imagine me, Fanny, sitting down on a cricket in
the corner, with my forefinger in my mouth, looking out the sides of my eyes, and waiting till that man
got ready to speak to me! You can see at once it would be—be—. Well, the amount of it is, I shouldn’t
do it!
Source:
Fern Leaves from Fanny’s Port-folio. Second Series, Fanny Fern, Public Domain

This work (Sober Husbands (1853) By Fanny Fern by Fanny Fern) is free of known copyright restrictions.
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90.
Author Introduction-Rebecca Harding Davis (1831-1910)

Rebecca Harding Davis was born in Washington, Pennsylvania. Seven years later, her family moved
to Wheeling, Virginia (now West Virginia) where Davis saw first-hand the depredations of both the
Civil War and industrialization. She attended the Washington Female Seminary, graduating as class
valedictorian in 1848.
In 1861, her first publication appeared in the prestigious The Atlantic Monthly. Life in the Iron Mills
won Davis immediate fame and a lifelong readership. She subsequently wrote twelve novels, hundreds
of children’s stories and short stories, an autobiography, and over 200 essays and articles. She published
in popular periodicals, including Harper’s Magazine and Scribner’s Magazine. From 1875 to around
1895, she wrote as a contributing editor for the New-York Tribune, resigning that position when her work
was censored. She also wrote for The Independent and The Saturday Evening Post.
Figure 1. Rebecca Harding Davis

Her work raised awareness of the adverse effects of slavery, increasing industrialization, workplace
labor abuses, the treatment of the insane and imprisoned, and the destructive effects of the Civil War
on men and women’s lives and on landscapes, particularly in places like where she lived, Wheeling,
VA (now West Virginia), which was a border state. She sought pragmatic reform for more humane
treatment for the marginalized. For women, she advocated fair wages and fair work hours and, in such
essays as “Low Wages for Women” and “In the Market,” encouraged women to claim control over their
own lives and live independently, even without marriage. However, she neither joined any women’s
rights organization nor lauded the appearance of the New Woman, that is, women who sought other
“professional” vocations than marriage. In 1863, she married L. Clarke Davis. They had three children
and survived mainly on the income from her work. Davis’s writing fell into neglect until 1972, when
Tillie Olsen (1912–2007) republished Life in the Iron Mills in the Feminist Press.
Davis contributed to the mid-nineteenth century trend of Realism in literature, as she consciously
rejected what she saw as the elitism of Transcendentalism.
Realism took the familiar and every day for its subject matter and focused on the so-called lowly and
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poor, as did Romanticism. Realism, however, dwelt more on the urban than rural landscape, without
apprehending an animism or metaphysical force in the environment. Realism also did not infuse its
depictions of reality with (often ostentatious) emotion and subjectivity, taking instead an apparently
objective view—almost like that of a court report—and letting often “sordid” facts and details speak for
themselves.
Davis’s Life in the Iron Mills realistically depicts unpleasant details and facts, particularly of the
political, social, and aesthetic divide between laborers and factory-owners, the poor and the landed
wealthy, the charitable and the hypocrite. However, she frames her story’s perspective within a Christian
context in apparent hope of reform.
Source:
Becoming America, Wendy Kurant, ed., CC-BY-SA
Image Credit:
Figure 1. “Rebecca Harding Davis,” Unknown Author, Wikimedia, Public Domain.

91.
Life In The Iron Mills (1861) By Rebecca Harding Davis
Rebecca Harding Davis

“Is this the end?
O Life, as futile, then, as frail!
What hope of answer or redress?”

A cloudy day: do you know what that is in a town of iron-works? The sky sank
down before dawn, muddy, flat, immovable. The air is thick, clammy with the breath of
crowded human beings. It stifles me. I open the window, and, looking out, can scarcely
see through the rain the grocer’s shop opposite, where a crowd of drunken Irishmen are
puffing Lynchburg tobacco in their pipes. I can detect the scent through all the foul smells
ranging loose in the air.
The idiosyncrasy of this town is smoke. It rolls sullenly in slow folds from the great
chimneys of the iron-foundries, and settles down in black, slimy pools on the muddy
streets. Smoke on the wharves, smoke on the dingy boats, on the yellow river,—clinging
in a coating of greasy soot to the house-front, the two faded poplars, the faces of the
passers-by. The long train of mules, dragging masses of pig-iron through the narrow
street, have a foul vapor hanging to their reeking sides. Here, inside, is a little broken
figure of an angel pointing upward from the mantel-shelf; but even its wings are covered
with smoke, clotted and black. Smoke everywhere! A dirty canary chirps desolately in a
cage beside me. Its dream of green fields and sunshine is a very old dream,—almost worn
out, I think.
From the back-window I can see a narrow brick-yard sloping down to the river- side,
strewed with rain-butts and tubs. The river, dull and tawny-colored, (la belle riviere!)
drags itself sluggishly along, tired of the heavy weight of boats and coal- barges. What
wonder? When I was a child, I used to fancy a look of weary, dumb appeal upon the face
of the negro-like river slavishly bearing its burden day after day. Something of the same
idle notion comes to me to-day, when from the street- window I look on the slow stream
of human life creeping past, night and morning, to the great mills. Masses of men, with
dull, besotted faces bent to the ground, sharpened here and there by pain or cunning; skin
and muscle and flesh begrimed with smoke and ashes; stooping all night over boiling
caldrons of metal, laired by day in dens of drunkenness and infamy; breathing from
infancy to death an air saturated with fog and grease and soot, vileness for soul and body.
What do you make of a case like that, amateur psychologist? You call it an altogether
serious thing to be alive: to these men it is a drunken jest, a joke,—horrible to angels
perhaps, to them commonplace enough. My fancy about the river was an idle one: it is
no type of such a life. What if it be stagnant and slimy here? It knows that beyond there
waits for it odorous sunlight, quaint old gardens, dusky with soft, green foliage of apple375
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trees, and flushing crimson with roses,—air, and fields, and mountains. The future of the
Welsh puddler passing just now is not so pleasant. To be stowed away, after his grimy
work is done, in a hole in the muddy graveyard, and after that, not air, nor green fields,
nor curious roses.
Can you see how foggy the day is? As I stand here, idly tapping the windowpane, and
looking out through the rain at the dirty back-yard and the coalboats below, fragments of
an old story float up before me,—a story of this house into which I happened to come
to-day. You may think it a tiresome story enough, as foggy as the day, sharpened by no
sudden flashes of pain or pleasure.—I know: only the outline of a dull life, that long
since, with thousands of dull lives like its own, was vainly lived and lost: thousands of
them, massed, vile, slimy lives, like those of the torpid lizards in yonder stagnant waterbutt.—Lost? There is a curious point for you to settle, my friend, who study psychology
in a lazy, dilettante way. Stop a moment. I am going to be honest. This is what I want you
to do. I want you to hide your disgust, take no heed to your clean clothes, and come right
down with me,—here, into the thickest of the fog and mud and foul effluvia. I want you
to hear this story. There is a secret down here, in this nightmare fog, that has lain dumb
for centuries: I want to make it a real thing to you. You, Egoist, or Pantheist, or Arminian,
busy in making straight paths for your feet on the hills, do not see it clearly,—this terrible
question which men here have gone mad and died trying to answer. I dare not put this
secret into words. I told you it was dumb. These men, going by with drunken faces and
brains full of unawakened power, do not ask it of Society or of God. Their lives ask it;
their deaths ask it. There is no reply. I will tell you plainly that I have a great hope; and I
bring it to you to be tested. It is this: that this terrible dumb question is its own reply; that
it is not the sentence of death we think it, but, from the very extremity of its darkness, the
most solemn prophecy which the world has known of the Hope to come. I dare make my
meaning no clearer, but will only tell my story. It will, perhaps, seem to you as foul and
dark as this thick vapor about us, and as pregnant with death; but if your eyes are free as
mine are to look deeper, no perfume-tinted dawn will be so fair with promise of the day
that shall surely come.
My story is very simple,—Only what I remember of the life of one of these men,—a
furnace-tender in one of Kirby & John’s rolling-mills,—Hugh Wolfe. You know the
mills? They took the great order for the lower Virginia railroads there last winter; run
usually with about a thousand men. I cannot tell why I choose the half- forgotten story
of this Wolfe more than that of myriads of these furnace-hands. Perhaps because there
is a secret, underlying sympathy between that story and this day with its impure fog and
thwarted sunshine,—or perhaps simply for the reason that this house is the one where
the Wolfes lived. There were the father and son,— both hands, as I said, in one of Kirby
& John’s mills for making railroad-iron,—and Deborah, their cousin, a picker in some
of the cotton-mills. The house was rented then to half a dozen families. The Wolfes had
two of the cellar-rooms. The old man, like many of the puddlers and feeders of the mills,
was Welsh,—had spent half of his life in the Cornish tin-mines. You may pick the Welsh
emigrants, Cornish miners, out of the throng passing the windows, any day. They are
a trifle more filthy; their muscles are not so brawny; they stoop more. When they are
drunk, they neither yell, nor shout, nor stagger, but skulk along like beaten hounds. A
pure, unmixed blood, I fancy: shows itself in the slight angular bodies and sharply-cut
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facial lines. It is nearly thirty years since the Wolfes lived here. Their lives were like
those of their class: incessant labor, sleeping in kennel-like rooms, eating rank pork and
molasses, drinking—God and the distillers only know what; with an occasional night in
jail, to atone for some drunken excess. Is that all of their lives?—of the portion given to
them and these their duplicates swarming the streets to-day?— nothing beneath?—all? So
many a political reformer will tell you,—and many a private reformer, too, who has gone
among them with a heart tender with Christ’s charity, and come out outraged, hardened.
One rainy night, about eleven o’clock, a crowd of half-clothed women stopped outside
of the cellar-door. They were going home from the cotton-mill.
“Good-night, Deb,” said one, a mulatto, steadying herself against the gas-post.
She needed the post to steady her. So did more than one of them. “Dah’s a ball to Miss
Potts’ to-night. Ye’d best come.”
“Inteet, Deb, if hur’ll come, hur’ll hef fun,” said a shrill Welsh voice in the crowd.
Two or three dirty hands were thrust out to catch the gown of the woman, who was
groping for the latch of the door.
“No.”
“No? Where’s Kit Small, then?”
“Begorra! on the spools. Alleys behint, though we helped her, we dud. An wid ye! Let
Deb alone! It’s ondacent frettin’ a quite body. Be the powers, an we’ll have a night of it!
there’ll be lashin’s o’ drink,—the Vargent be blessed and praised for’t!”
They went on, the mulatto inclining for a moment to show fight, and drag the woman
Wolfe off with them; but, being pacified, she staggered away.
Deborah groped her way into the cellar, and, after considerable stumbling, kindled a
match, and lighted a tallow dip, that sent a yellow glimmer over the room. It was low,
damp,—the earthen floor covered with a green, slimy moss,—a fetid air smothering the
breath. Old Wolfe lay asleep on a heap of straw, wrapped in a torn horse-blanket. He
was a pale, meek little man, with a white face and red rabbit-eyes. The woman Deborah
was like him; only her face was even more ghastly, her lips bluer, her eyes more watery.
She wore a faded cotton gown and a slouching bonnet. When she walked, one could see
that she was deformed, almost a hunchback. She trod softly, so as not to waken him,
and went through into the room beyond. There she found by the half-extinguished fire an
iron saucepan filled with cold boiled potatoes, which she put upon a broken chair with
a pint-cup of ale. Placing the old candlestick beside this dainty repast, she untied her
bonnet, which hung limp and wet over her face, and prepared to eat her supper. It was
the first food that had touched her lips since morning. There was enough of it, however:
there is not always. She was hungry,—one could see that easily enough,—and not drunk,
as most of her companions would have been found at this hour. She did not drink, this
woman,—her face told that, too,—nothing stronger than ale. Perhaps the weak, flaccid
wretch had some stimulant in her pale life to keep her up,—some love or hope, it might
be, or urgent need. When that stimulant was gone, she would take to whiskey. Man cannot
live by work alone. While she was skinning the potatoes, and munching them, a noise
behind her made her stop.
“Janey!” she called, lifting the candle and peering into the darkness. “Janey, are you
there?”
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A heap of ragged coats was heaved up, and the face of a young girl emerged, staring
sleepily at the woman.
“Deborah,” she said, at last, “I’m here the night.”
“Yes, child. Hur’s welcome,” she said, quietly eating on.
The girl’s face was haggard and sickly; her eyes were heavy with sleep and hunger: real
Milesian eyes they were, dark, delicate blue, glooming out from black shadows with a
pitiful fright.
“I was alone,” she said, timidly.
“Where’s the father?” asked Deborah, holding out a potato, which the girl greedily seized.
“He’s beyant,—wid Haley,—in the stone house.” (Did you ever hear the word tail from an Irish
mouth?) “I came here. Hugh told me never to stay me-lone.”
“Hugh?”
“Yes.”
A vexed frown crossed her face. The girl saw it, and added quickly,—“I have not seen Hugh the day,
Deb. The old man says his watch lasts till the mornin’.”
The woman sprang up, and hastily began to arrange some bread and flitch in a tin pail, and to pour her
own measure of ale into a bottle. Tying on her bonnet, she blew out the candle.
“Lay ye down, Janey dear,” she said, gently, covering her with the old rags. “Hur can eat the potatoes,
if hur’s hungry.
“Where are ye goin’, Deb? The rain’s sharp.” “To the mill, with Hugh’s supper.”
“Let him bide till th’ morn. Sit ye down.”
“No, no,”—sharply pushing her off. “The boy’ll starve.”
She hurried from the cellar, while the child wearily coiled herself up for sleep. The rain was falling
heavily, as the woman, pail in hand, emerged from the mouth of the alley, and turned down the narrow
street, that stretched out, long and black, miles before her. Here and there a flicker of gas lighted an
uncertain space of muddy footwalk and gutter; the long rows of houses, except an occasional lager- bier
shop, were closed; now and then she met a band of millhands skulking to or from their work.
Not many even of the inhabitants of a manufacturing town know the vast machinery of system by
which the bodies of workmen are governed, that goes on unceasingly from year to year. The hands of
each mill are divided into watches that relieve each other as regularly as the sentinels of an army. By
night and day the work goes on, the unsleeping engines groan and shriek, the fiery pools of metal boil
and surge. Only for a day in the week, in half-courtesy to public censure, the fires are partially veiled;
but as soon as the clock strikes midnight, the great furnaces break forth with renewed fury, the clamor
begins with fresh, breathless vigor, the engines sob and shriek like “gods in pain.”
As Deborah hurried down through the heavy rain, the noise of these thousand engines sounded
through the sleep and shadow of the city like far-off thunder. The mill to which she was going lay on the
river, a mile below the city-limits. It was far, and she was weak, aching from standing twelve hours at
the spools. Yet it was her almost nightly walk to take this man his supper, though at every square she sat
down to rest, and she knew she should receive small word of thanks.

Perhaps, if she had possessed an artist’s eye, the picturesque oddity of the scene might have made her
step stagger less, and the path seem shorter; but to her the mills were only “summat deilish to look at by
night.”
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The road leading to the mills had been quarried from the solid rock, which rose abrupt and bare on
one side of the cinder-covered road, while the river, sluggish and black, crept past on the other. The
mills for rolling iron are simply immense tent-like roofs, covering acres of ground, open on every side.
Beneath these roofs Deborah looked in on a city of fires, that burned hot and fiercely in the night. Fire in
every horrible form: pits of flame waving in the wind; liquid metal-flames writhing in tortuous streams
through the sand; wide caldrons filled with boiling fire, over which bent ghastly wretches stirring the
strange brewing; and through all, crowds of half-clad men, looking like revengeful ghosts in the red
light, hurried, throwing masses of glittering fire. It was like a street in Hell. Even Deborah muttered, as
she crept through, “looks like t’ Devil’s place!” It did,—in more ways than one.
She found the man she was looking for, at last, heaping coal on a furnace. He had not time to eat his
supper; so she went behind the furnace, and waited. Only a few men were with him, and they noticed
her only by a “Hyur comes t’hunchback, Wolfe.” Deborah was stupid with sleep; her back pained her
sharply; and her teeth chattered with cold, with the rain that soaked her clothes and dripped from her at
every step. She stood, however, patiently holding the pail, and waiting.
“Hout, woman! ye look like a drowned cat. Come near to the fire,”—said one of the men, approaching
to scrape away the ashes.
She shook her head. Wolfe had forgotten her. He turned, hearing the man, and came closer.
“I did no’ think; gi’ me my supper, woman.”
She watched him eat with a painful eagerness. With a woman’s quick instinct, she saw that he was not
hungry,—was eating to please her. Her pale, watery eyes began to gather a strange light.
“Is’t good, Hugh? T’ ale was a bit sour, I feared.”
“No, good enough.” He hesitated a moment. “Ye’re tired, poor lass! Bide here till I go. Lay down
there on that heap of ash, and go to sleep.”
He threw her an old coat for a pillow, and turned to his work. The heap was the refuse of the burnt
iron, and was not a hard bed; the half-smothered warmth, too, penetrated her limbs, dulling their pain
and cold shiver.
Miserable enough she looked, lying there on the ashes like a limp, dirty rag,—yet not an unfitting
figure to crown the scene of hopeless discomfort and veiled crime: more fitting, if one looked deeper into
the heart of things, at her thwarted woman’s form, her colorless life, her waking stupor that smothered
pain and hunger,—even more fit to be a type of her class. Deeper yet if one could look, was there
nothing worth reading in this wet, faded thing, halfcovered with ashes? no story of a soul filled with
groping passionate love, heroic unselfishness, fierce jealousy? of years of weary trying to please the one
human being whom she loved, to gain one look of real heart-kindness from him? If anything like this
were hidden beneath the pale, bleared eyes, and dull, washed-out-looking face, no one had

ever taken the trouble to read its faint signs: not the half-clothed furnace-tender, Wolfe,
certainly. Yet he was kind to her: it was his nature to be kind, even to the very rats that
swarmed in the cellar: kind to her in just the same way. She knew that. And it might
be that very knowledge had given to her face its apathy and vacancy more than her low,
torpid life. One sees that dead, vacant look steal sometimes over the rarest, finest of
women’s faces,—in the very midst, it may be, of their warmest summer’s day; and then
one can guess at the secret of intolerable solitude that lies hid beneath the delicate laces
and brilliant smile. There was no warmth, no brilliancy, no summer for this woman; so
the stupor and vacancy had time to gnaw into her face perpetually. She was young, too,
though no one guessed it; so the gnawing was the fiercer.
She lay quiet in the dark corner, listening, through the monotonous din and uncertain
glare of the works, to the dull plash of the rain in the far distance, shrinking back
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whenever the man Wolfe happened to look towards her. She knew, in spite of all his
kindness, that there was that in her face and form which made him loathe the sight of her.
She felt by instinct, although she could not comprehend it, the finer nature of the man,
which made him among his fellow- workmen something unique, set apart. She knew,
that, down under all the vileness and coarseness of his life, there was a groping passion
for whatever was beautiful and pure, that his soul sickened with disgust at her deformity,
even when his words were kindest. Through this dull consciousness, which never left her,
came, like a sting, the recollection of the dark blue eyes and lithe figure of the little Irish
girl she had left in the cellar. The recollection struck through even her stupid intellect with
a vivid glow of beauty and of grace. Little Janey, timid, helpless, clinging to Hugh as her
only friend: that was the sharp thought, the bitter thought, that drove into the glazed eyes
a fierce light of pain. You laugh at it? Are pain and jealousy less savage realities down
here in this place I am taking you to than in your own house or your own heart,—your
heart, which they clutch at sometimes? The note is the same, I fancy, be the octave high
or low.
If you could go into this mill where Deborah lay, and drag out from the hearts of these
men the terrible tragedy of their lives, taking it as a symptom of the disease of their class,
no ghost Horror would terrify you more. A reality of soul-starvation, of living death, that
meets you every day under the besotted faces on the street,—I can paint nothing of this,
only give you the outside outlines of a night, a crisis in the life of one man: whatever
muddy depth of soul-history lies beneath you can read according to the eyes God has
given you.
Wolfe, while Deborah watched him as a spaniel its master, bent over the furnace with his iron pole,
unconscious of her scrutiny, only stopping to receive orders. Physically, Nature had promised the man
but little. He had already lost the strength and instinct vigor of a man, his muscles were thin, his nerves
weak, his face ( a meek, woman’s face) haggard, yellow with consumption. In the mill he was known as
one of the girl-men: “Molly Wolfe” was his sobriquet. He was never seen in the cockpit, did not own a
terrier, drank but seldom; when he did, desperately.

He fought sometimes, but was always thrashed, pommelled to a jelly. The man was game enough, when
his blood was up: but he was no favorite in the mill; he had the taint of school-learning on him,—not to
a dangerous extent, only a quarter or so in the free-school in fact, but enough to ruin him as a good hand
in a fight.
For other reasons, too, he was not popular. Not one of themselves, they felt that, though outwardly as
filthy and ash-covered; silent, with foreign thoughts and longings breaking out through his quietness in
innumerable curious ways: this one, for instance. In the neighboring furnace-buildings lay great heaps
of the refuse from the ore after the pig-metal is run. Korl we call it here: a light, porous substance,
of a delicate, waxen, flesh-colored tinge. Out of the blocks of this korl, Wolfe, in his off-hours from
the furnace, had a habit of chipping and moulding figures,—hideous, fantastic enough, but sometimes
strangely beautiful: even the mill-men saw that, while they jeered at him. It was a curious fancy in the
man, almost a passion. The few hours for rest he spent hewing and hacking with his blunt knife, never
speaking, until his watch came again,—working at one figure for months, and, when it was finished,
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breaking it to pieces perhaps, in a fit of disappointment. A morbid, gloomy man, untaught, unled, left to
feed his soul in grossness and crime, and hard, grinding labor.
I want you to come down and look at this Wolfe, standing there among the lowest of his kind, and see
him just as he is, that you may judge him justly when you hear the story of this night. I want you to look
back, as he does every day, at his birth in vice, his starved infancy; to remember the heavy years he has
groped through as boy and man,—the slow, heavy years of constant, hot work. So long ago he began,
that he thinks sometimes he has worked there for ages. There is no hope that it will ever end. Think that
God put into this man’s soul a fierce thirst for beauty,—to know it, to create it; to be—something, he
knows not what,—other than he is. There are moments when a passing cloud, the sun glinting on the
purple thistles, a kindly smile, a child’s face, will rouse him to a passion of pain,—when his nature starts
up with a mad cry of rage against God, man, whoever it is that has forced this vile, slimy life upon him.
With all this groping, this mad desire, a great blind intellect stumbling through wrong, a loving poet’s
heart, the man was by habit only a coarse, vulgar laborer, familiar with sights and words you would
blush to name. Be just: when I tell you about this night, see him as he is. Be just,— not like man’s law,
which seizes on one isolated fact, but like God’s judging angel, whose clear, sad eye saw all the countless
cankering days of this man’s life, all the countless nights, when, sick with starving, his soul fainted in
him, before it judged him for this night, the saddest of all.
I called this night the crisis of his life. If it was, it stole on him unawares. These great turning-days of
life cast no shadow before, slip by unconsciously. Only a trifle, a little turn of the rudder, and the ship
goes to heaven or hell.
Wolfe, while Deborah watched him, dug into the furnace of melting iron with his pole, dully thinking
only how many rails the lump would yield. It was late,— nearly Sunday morning; another hour, and
the heavy work would be done, only the furnaces to replenish and cover for the next day. The

workmen were growing more noisy, shouting, as they had to do, to be heard over the
deep clamor of the mills. Suddenly they grew less boisterous,—at the far end, entirely
silent. Something unusual had happened. After a moment, the silence came nearer; the
men stopped their jeers and drunken choruses. Deborah, stupidly lifting up her head, saw
the cause of the quiet. A group of five or six men were slowly approaching, stopping to
examine each furnace as they came. Visitors often came to see the mills after night: except
by growing less noisy, the men took no notice of them. The furnace where Wolfe worked
was near the bounds of the works; they halted there hot and tired: a walk over one of these
great foundries is no trifling task. The woman, drawing out of sight, turned over to sleep.
Wolfe, seeing them stop, suddenly roused from his indifferent stupor, and watched them
keenly. He knew some of them: the overseer, Clarke,—a son of Kirby, one of the millowners,—and a Doctor May, one of the town-physicians. The other two were strangers.
Wolfe came closer. He seized eagerly every chance that brought him into contact with this
mysterious class that shone down on him perpetually with the glamour of another order of
being. What made the difference between them? That was the mystery of his life. He had
a vague notion that perhaps to-night he could find it out. One of the strangers sat down on
a pile of bricks, and beckoned young Kirby to his side.
“This is hot, with a vengeance. A match, please?”—lighting his cigar. “But the walk is
worth the trouble. If it were not that you must have heard it so often, Kirby, I would tell
you that your works look like Dante’s Inferno.”
Kirby laughed.
“Yes. Yonder is Farinata himself in the burning tomb,”—pointing to some figure in the
shimmering shadows.
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“Judging from some of the faces of your men,” said the other, “they bid fair to try the
reality of Dante’s vision, some day.”
Young Kirby looked curiously around, as if seeing the faces of his hands for the first
time.
“They’re bad enough, that’s true. A desperate set, I fancy. Eh, Clarke?”
The overseer did not hear him. He was talking of net profits just then,—giving, in fact,
a schedule of the annual business of the firm to a sharp peering little Yankee, who jotted
down notes on a paper laid on the crown of his hat: a reporter for one of the city-papers,
getting up a series of reviews of the leading manufactories. The other gentlemen had
accompanied them merely for amusement. They were silent until the notes were finished,
drying their feet at the furnaces, and sheltering their faces from the intolerable heat. At
last the overseer concluded with—“I believe that is a pretty fair estimate, Captain.”
“Here, some of you men!” said Kirby, “bring up those boards. We may as well sit
down, gentlemen, until the rain is over. It cannot last much longer at this rate.” “Pigmetal,”—mumbled the reporter,—”um! coal facilities,—um! hands employed, twelve
hundred,—bitumen,—um!—all right, I believe, Mr. Clarke;— sinking-fund,—what did
you say was your sinking-fund?”
“Twelve hundred hands?” said the stranger, the young man who had first spoken. “Do
you control their votes, Kirby?”
“Control? No.” The young man smiled complacently. “But my father brought seven
hundred votes to the polls for his candidate last November. No force-work, you
understand,—only a speech or two, a hint to form themselves into a society, and a bit of
red and blue bunting to make them a flag. The Invincible Roughs,—I believe that is their
name. I forget the motto: ‘Our country’s hope,’ I think.”
There was a laugh. The young man talking to Kirby sat with an amused light in his cool
gray eye, surveying critically the half-clothed figures of the puddlers, and the slow swing
of their brawny muscles. He was a stranger in the city,—spending a couple of months in
the borders of a Slave State, to study the institutions of the South,—a brother-in-law of
Kirby’s,—Mitchell. He was an amateur gymnast,— hence his anatomical eye; a patron,
in a blase’ way, of the prize-ring; a man who sucked the essence out of a science or
philosophy in an indifferent, gentlemanly way; who took Kant, Novalis, Humboldt, for
what they were worth in his own scales; accepting all, despising nothing, in heaven, earth,
or hell, but one-idead men; with a temper yielding and brilliant as summer water, until
his Self was touched, when it was ice, though brilliant still. Such men are not rare in the
States.
As he knocked the ashes from his cigar, Wolfe caught with a quick pleasure the contour
of the white hand, the blood-glow of a red ring he wore. His voice, too, and that of
Kirby’s, touched him like music,—low, even, with chording cadences. About this man
Mitchell hung the impalpable atmosphere belonging to the thoroughbred gentleman,
Wolfe, scraping away the ashes beside him, was conscious of it, did obeisance to it with
his artist sense, unconscious that he did so.
The rain did not cease. Clarke and the reporter left the mills; the others, comfortably
seated near the furnace, lingered, smoking and talking in a desultory way. Greek would
not have been more unintelligible to the furnace-tenders, whose presence they soon forgot
entirely. Kirby drew out a newspaper from his pocket and read aloud some article, which
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they discussed eagerly. At every sentence, Wolfe listened more and more like a dumb,
hopeless animal, with a duller, more stolid look creeping over his face, glancing now and
then at Mitchell, marking acutely every smallest sign of refinement, then back to himself,
seeing as in a mirror his filthy body, his more stained soul.
Never! He had no words for such a thought, but he knew now, in all the sharpness of
the bitter certainty, that between them there was a great gulf never to be passed. Never!
The bell of the mills rang for midnight. Sunday morning had dawned. Whatever hidden
message lay in the tolling bells floated past these men unknown. Yet it was there. Veiled
in the solemn music ushering the risen Saviour was a key-note to solve the darkest secrets
of a world gone wrong,—even this social riddle which the brain of the grimy puddler
grappled with madly to-night.
The men began to withdraw the metal from the caldrons. The mills were deserted on
Sundays, except by the hands who fed the fires, and those who had no lodgings and slept
usually on the ash-heaps. The three strangers sat still during the next hour, watching the
men cover the furnaces, laughing now and then at some jest of Kirby’s.
“Do you know,” said Mitchell, “I like this view of the works better than when the glare
was fiercest? These heavy shadows and the amphitheatre of smothered fires are ghostly,
unreal. One could fancy these red smouldering lights to be the half-shut eyes of wild
beasts, and the spectral figures their victims in the den.”
Kirby laughed. “You are fanciful. Come, let us get out of the den. The spectral figures, as you call them,
are a little too real for me to fancy a close proximity in the darkness,—unarmed, too.”
The others rose, buttoning their overcoats, and lighting cigars.
“Raining, still,” said Doctor May, “and hard. Where did we leave the coach, Mitchell?”
“At the other side of the works.—Kirby, what’s that?”
Mitchell started back, half-frightened, as, suddenly turning a corner, the white figure of a woman
faced him in the darkness,—a woman, white, of giant proportions, crouching on the ground, her arms
flung out in some wild gesture of warning.
“Stop! Make that fire burn there!” cried Kirby, stopping short. The flame burst out, flashing the gaunt
figure into bold relief. Mitchell drew a long breath.
“I thought it was alive,” he said, going up curiously. The others followed.
“Not marble, eh?” asked Kirby, touching it. One of the lower overseers stopped.
“Korl, Sir.” “Who did it?”
“Can’t say. Some of the hands; chipped it out in off-hours.”
“Chipped to some purpose, I should say. What a flesh-tint the stuff has! Do you see, Mitchell?”
“I see.”
He had stepped aside where the light fell boldest on the figure, looking at it in silence. There was not
one line of beauty or grace in it: a nude woman’s form, muscular, grown coarse with labor, the powerful
limbs instinct with some one poignant longing. One idea: there it was in the tense, rigid muscles, the
clutching hands, the wild, eager face, like that of a starving wolf’s. Kirby and Doctor May walked around
it, critical, curious. Mitchell stood aloof, silent. The figure touched him strangely.
“Not badly done,” said Doctor May, “Where did the fellow learn that sweep of the muscles in the arm
and hand? Look at them! They are groping, do you see?— clutching: the peculiar action of a man dying
of thirst.”
“They have ample facilities for studying anatomy,” sneered Kirby, glancing at the half-naked figures.
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“Look,” continued the Doctor, “at this bony wrist, and the strained sinews of the instep! A workingwoman,—the very type of her class.”

“God forbid!” muttered Mitchell.
“Why?” demanded May, “What does the fellow intend by the figure? I cannot catch the
meaning.”
“Ask him,” said the other, dryly, “There he stands,”—pointing to Wolfe, who stood
with a group of men, leaning on his ash-rake.
The Doctor beckoned him with the affable smile which kind-hearted men put on, when
talking to these people.
“Mr. Mitchell has picked you out as the man who did this,—I’m sure I don’t know why.
But what did you mean by it?”
“She be hungry.”
Wolfe’s eyes answered Mitchell, not the Doctor.
“Oh-h! But what a mistake you have made, my fine fellow! You have given no sign
of starvation to the body. It is strong,—terribly strong. It has the mad, half- despairing
gesture of drowning.”
Wolfe stammered, glanced appealingly at Mitchell, who saw the soul of the thing,
he knew. But the cool, probing eyes were turned on himself now,—mocking, cruel,
relentless.
“Not hungry for meat,” the furnace-tender said at last. “What then? Whiskey?” jeered
Kirby, with a coarse laugh. Wolfe was silent a moment, thinking.
“I dunno,” he said, with a bewildered look. “It mebbe. Summat to make her live, I
think,—like you. Whiskey ull do it, in a way.”
The young man laughed again. Mitchell flashed a look of disgust somewhere,— not at
Wolfe.
“May,” he broke out impatiently, “are you blind? Look at that woman’s face! It asks
questions of God, and says, ‘I have a right to know,’ Good God, how hungry it is!”
They looked a moment; then May turned to the mill-owner:—
“Have you many such hands as this? What are you going to do with them? Keep them
at puddling iron?”
Kirby shrugged his shoulders. Mitchell’s look had irritated him.
“Ce n’est pas mon affaire. I have no fancy for nursing infant geniuses. I suppose there
are some stray gleams of mind and soul among these wretches. The Lord will take care of
his own; or else they can work out their own salvation. I have heard you call our American
system a ladder which any man can scale. Do you doubt it? Or perhaps you want to
banish all social ladders, and put us all on a flat table- land,—eh, May?”
The Doctor looked vexed, puzzled. Some terrible problem lay hid in this woman’s
face, and troubled these men. Kirby waited for an answer, and, receiving none, went on,
warming with his subject.
“I tell you, there’s something wrong that no talk of ‘Liberte’ or ‘Egalite’ will do away. If
I had the making of men, these men who do the lowest part of the world’s work should be
machines,—nothing more,—hands. It would be kindness. God help them! What are taste,
reason, to creatures who must live such lives as that?” He pointed to Deborah, sleeping
on the ash-heap. “So many nerves to sting them to pain. What if God had put your brain,
with all its agony of touch, into your fingers, and bid you work and strike with that?”
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“You think you could govern the world better?” laughed the Doctor. “I do not think at
all.”
“That is true philosophy. Drift with the stream, because you cannot dive deep enough
to find bottom, eh?”
“Exactly,” rejoined Kirby. “I do not think. I wash my hands of all social
problems,—slavery, caste, white or black. My duty to my operatives has a narrow
limit,—the pay-hour on Saturday night. Outside of that, if they cut korl, or cut each
other’s throats, (the more popular amusement of the two,) I am not responsible.”
The Doctor sighed,—a good honest sigh, from the depths of his stomach. “God help us!
Who is responsible?”
“Not I, I tell you,” said Kirby, testily. “What has the man who pays them money to do
with their souls’ concerns, more than the grocer or butcher who takes it?”
“And yet,” said Mitchell’s cynical voice, “look at her! How hungry she is!”
Kirby tapped his boot with his cane. No one spoke. Only the dumb face of the rough
image looking into their faces with the awful question, “What shall we do to be saved?”
Only Wolfe’s face, with its heavy weight of brain, its weak, uncertain mouth, its desperate
eyes, out of which looked the soul of his class,—only Wolfe’s face turned towards
Kirby’s. Mitchell laughed,—a cool, musical laugh.
“Money has spoken!” he said, seating himself lightly on a stone with the air of an
amused spectator at a play. “Are you answered?”—turning to Wolfe his clear, magnetic
face.
Bright and deep and cold as Arctic air, the soul of the man lay tranquil beneath. He
looked at the furnace-tender as he had looked at a rare mosaic in the morning; only the
man was the more amusing study of the two.
“Are you answered? Why, May, look at him! ‘De profundis clamavi.’ Or, to quote in
English, ‘Hungry and thirsty, his soul faints in him.’ And so Money sends back its answer
into the depths through you, Kirby! Very clear the answer, too!—I think I remember
reading the same words somewhere: washing your hands in Eau de Cologne, and saying,
‘I am innocent of the blood of this man. See ye to it!’”
Kirby flushed angrily.
“You quote Scripture freely.”
“Do I not quote correctly? I think I remember another line, which may amend my
meaning? ‘Inasmuch as ye did it unto one of the least of these, ye did it unto me.’ Deist?
Bless you, man, I was raised on the milk of the Word. Now, Doctor, the pocket of the
world having uttered its voice, what has the heart to say? You are a philanthropist, in
a small Way,—n’est ce pas? Here, boy, this gentleman can show you how to cut korl
better,—or your destiny. Go on, May!”
“I think a mocking devil possesses you to-night,” rejoined the Doctor, seriously. He
went to Wolfe and put his hand kindly on his arm. Something of a vague idea possessed
the Doctor’s brain that much good was to be done here by a friendly word or two: a latent
genius to be warmed into life by a waited-for sunbeam. Here it was: he had brought it. So
he went on complacently:
“Do you know, boy, you have it in you to be a great sculptor, a great man? do you understand?” (talking
down to the capacity of his hearer: it is a way people have with children, and men like Wolfe,)—”to live
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a better, stronger life than I, or Mr. Kirby here? A man may make himself anything he chooses. God has
given you stronger powers than many men,—me, for instance.”
May stopped, heated, glowing with his own magnanimity. And it was magnanimous. The puddler had
drunk in every word, looking through the Doctor’s flurry, and generous heat, and self-approval, into his
will, with those slow, absorbing eyes of his.
“Make yourself what you will. It is your right. “I know,” quietly. “Will you help me?”
Mitchell laughed again. The Doctor turned now, in a passion,—
“You know, Mitchell, I have not the means. You know, if I had, it is in my heart to take this boy and
educate him for”—
“The glory of God, and the glory of John May.”
May did not speak for a moment; then, controlled, he said,—
“Why should one be raised, when myriads are left?—I have not the money, boy,” to Wolfe, shortly.
“Money?” He said it over slowly, as one repeats the guessed answer to a riddle, doubtfully. “That is
it? Money?”
“Yes, money,—that is it,” said Mitchell, rising, and drawing his furred coat about him. “You’ve found
the cure for all the world’s diseases.—Come, May, find your good-humor, and come home. This damp
wind chills my very bones. Come and preach your Saint-Simonian doctrines’ to-morrow to Kirby’s
hands. Let them have a clear idea of the rights of the soul, and I’ll venture next week they’ll strike for
higher wages. That will be the end of it.”
“Will you send the coach-driver to this side of the mills?” asked Kirby, turning to Wolfe.
He spoke kindly: it was his habit to do so. Deborah, seeing the puddler go, crept after him. The three
men waited outside. Doctor May walked up and down, chafed. Suddenly he stopped.
“Go back, Mitchell! You say the pocket and the heart of the world speak without meaning to these
people. What has its head to say? Taste, culture, refinement? Go!”
Mitchell was leaning against a brick wall. He turned his head indolently, and looked into the mills.
There hung about the place a thick, unclean odor. The slightest motion of his hand marked that he
perceived it, and his insufferable disgust. That was all. May said nothing, only quickened his angry
tramp.
“Besides,” added Mitchell, giving a corollary to his answer, “it would be of no use. I am not one of
them.”
“You do not mean”—said May, facing him.

“Yes, I mean just that. Reform is born of need, not pity. No vital movement of the
people’s has worked down, for good or evil; fermented, instead, carried up the heaving,
cloggy mass. Think back through history, and you will know it. What will this lowest
deep—thieves, Magdalens, negroes—do with the light filtered through ponderous Church
creeds, Baconian theories, Goethe schemes? Some day, out of their bitter need will be
thrown up their own light-bringer,—their Jean Paul, their Cromwell, their Messiah.”
“Bah!” was the Doctor’s inward criticism. However, in practice, he adopted the theory;
for, when, night and morning, afterwards, he prayed that power might be given these
degraded souls to rise, he glowed at heart, recognizing an accomplished duty.
Wolfe and the woman had stood in the shadow of the works as the coach drove off.
The Doctor had held out his hand in a frank, generous way, telling him to “take care of
himself, and to remember it was his right to rise.” Mitchell had simply touched his hat, as
to an equal, with a quiet look of thorough recognition. Kirby had thrown Deborah some
money, which she found, and clutched eagerly enough. They were gone now, all of them.
The man sat down on the cinder-road, looking up into the murky sky.
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“‘T be late, Hugh. Wunnot hur come?”
He shook his head doggedly, and the woman crouched out of his sight against the wall. Do you
remember rare moments when a sudden light flashed over yourself, your world, God? when you stood
on a mountain-peak, seeing your life as it might have been, as it is? one quick instant, when custom
lost its force and every-day usage? when your friend, wife, brother, stood in a new light? your soul was
bared, and the grave,—a foretaste of the nakedness of the Judgment-Day? So it came before him, his
life, that night. The slow tides of pain he had borne gathered themselves up and surged against his soul.
His squalid daily life, the brutal coarseness eating into his brain, as the ashes into his skin: before, these
things had been a dull aching into his consciousness; to-night, they were reality. He griped the filthy
red shirt that clung, stiff with soot, about him, and tore it savagely from his arm. The flesh beneath was
muddy with grease and ashes,—and the heart beneath that! And the soul? God knows.
Then flashed before his vivid poetic sense the man who had left him,—the pure face, the delicate,
sinewy limbs, in harmony with all he knew of beauty or truth. In his cloudy fancy he had pictured a
Something like this. He had found it in this Mitchell, even when he idly scoffed at his pain: a Man allknowing, all-seeing, crowned by Nature, reigning,—the keen glance of his eye falling like a sceptre on
other men. And yet his instinct taught him that he too—He! He looked at himself with sudden loathing,
sick, wrung his hands With a cry, and then was silent. With all the phantoms of his heated, ignorant
fancy, Wolfe had not been vague in his ambitions. They were practical, slowly built up before him out
of his knowledge of what he could do. Through years he had day by day made this hope a real thing to
himself,—a clear, projected figure of himself, as he might become.

Able to speak, to know what was best, to raise these men and women working at his
side up with him: sometimes he forgot this defined hope in the frantic anguish to escape,
only to escape,—out of the wet, the pain, the ashes, somewhere, anywhere,—only for one
moment of free air on a hill-side, to lie down and let his sick soul throb itself out in the
sunshine. But to-night he panted for life. The savage strength of his nature was roused;
his cry was fierce to God for justice.
“Look at me!” he said to Deborah, with a low, bitter laugh, striking his puny chest
savagely. “What am I worth, Deb? Is it my fault that I am no better? My fault? My fault?”
He stopped, stung with a sudden remorse, seeing her hunchback shape writhing with
sobs. For Deborah was crying thankless tears, according to the fashion of women.
“God forgi’ me, woman! Things go harder Wi’ you nor me. It’s a worse share.”
He got up and helped her to rise; and they went doggedly down the muddy street, side
by side.
“It’s all wrong,” he muttered, slowly,—”all wrong! I dunnot understan’. But it’ll end
some day.”
“Come home, Hugh!” she said, coaxingly; for he had stopped, looking around
bewildered.
“Home,—and back to the mill!” He went on saying this over to himself, as if he would
mutter down every pain in this dull despair.
She followed him through the fog, her blue lips chattering with cold. They reached the
cellar at last. Old Wolfe had been drinking since she went out, and had crept nearer the
door. The girl Janey slept heavily in the corner. He went up to her, touching softly the
worn white arm with his fingers. Some bitterer thought stung him, as he stood there. He
wiped the drops from his forehead, and went into the room beyond, livid, trembling. A
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hope, trifling, perhaps, but very dear, had died just then out of the poor puddler’s life,
as he looked at the sleeping, innocent girl,— some plan for the future, in which she had
borne a part. He gave it up that moment, then and forever. Only a trifle, perhaps, to us:
his face grew a shade paler,—that was all. But, somehow, the man’s soul, as God and the
angels looked down on it, never was the same afterwards.
Deborah followed him into the inner room. She carried a candle, which she placed on the floor, closing
the door after her. She had seen the look on his face, as he turned away: her own grew deadly. Yet, as she
came up to him, her eyes glowed. He was seated on an old chest, quiet, holding his face in his hands.
“Hugh!” she said, softly. He did not speak.
“Hugh, did hur hear what the man said,—him with the clear voice? Did hur hear? Money,
money,—that it wud do all?”
He pushed her away,—gently, but he was worn out; her rasping tone fretted him.
“Hugh!”

The candle flared a pale yellow light over the cobwebbed brick walls, and the woman standing there.
He looked at her. She was young, in deadly earnest; her faded eyes, and wet, ragged figure caught from
their frantic eagerness a power akin to beauty.
“Hugh, it is true! Money ull do it! Oh, Hugh, boy, listen till me! He said it true!
It is money!”
“I know. Go back! I do not want you here.”
“Hugh, it is t’ last time. I’ll never worrit hur again.”
There were tears in her voice now, but she choked them back:
“Hear till me only to-night! If one of t’ witch people wud come, them we heard oft’ home, and gif hur
all hur wants, what then? Say, Hugh!”
“What do you mean?” “I mean money.”
Her whisper shrilled through his brain.
“If one oft’ witch dwarfs wud come from t’ lane moors to-night, and gif hur money, to go out,—OUT,
I say,—out, lad, where t’ sun shines, and t’ heath grows, and t’ ladies walk in silken gownds, and God
stays all t’ time,—where t’man lives that talked to us to-night, Hugh knows,—Hugh could walk there
like a king!”
He thought the woman mad, tried to check her, but she went on, fierce in her eager haste.
“If I were t’ witch dwarf, if I had t’ money, wud hur thank me? Wud hur take me out o’ this place wid
hur and Janey? I wud not come into the gran’ house hur wud build, to vex hur wid t’ hunch,—only at
night, when t’ shadows were dark, stand far off to see hur.”
Mad? Yes! Are many of us mad in this way? “Poor Deb! poor Deb!” he said, soothingly.
“It is here,” she said, suddenly, jerking into his hand a small roll. “I took it! I did it! Me, me!—not
hur! I shall be hanged, I shall be burnt in hell, if anybody knows I took it! Out of his pocket, as he leaned
against t’ bricks. Hur knows?”
She thrust it into his hand, and then, her errand done, began to gather chips together to make a fire,
choking down hysteric sobs.
“Has it come to this?”
That was all he said. The Welsh Wolfe blood was honest. The roll was a small green pocket-book
containing one or two gold pieces, and a check for an incredible amount, as it seemed to the poor puddler.
He laid it down, hiding his face again in his hands.
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“Hugh, don’t be angry wud me! It’s only poor Deb,—hur knows?” He took the long skinny fingers
kindly in his.
“Angry? God help me, no! Let me sleep. I am tired.”
He threw himself heavily down on the wooden bench, stunned with pain and weariness. She brought
some old rags to cover him.
It was late on Sunday evening before he awoke. I tell God’s truth, when I say he had then no thought
of keeping this money. Deborah had hid it in his pocket. He found it there. She watched him eagerly, as
he took it out.

“I must gif it to him,” he said, reading her face.
“Hur knows,” she said with a bitter sigh of disappointment. “But it is hur right to keep
it.”
His right! The word struck him. Doctor May had used the same. He washed himself,
and went out to find this man Mitchell. His right! Why did this chance word cling to him
so obstinately? Do you hear the fierce devils whisper in his ear, as he went slowly down
the darkening street?
The evening came on, slow and calm. He seated himself at the end of an alley leading
into one of the larger streets. His brain was clear to-night, keen, intent, mastering. It
would not start back, cowardly, from any hellish temptation, but meet it face to face.
Therefore the great temptation of his life came to him veiled by no sophistry, but bold,
defiant, owning its own vile name, trusting to one bold blow for victory.
He did not deceive himself. Theft! That was it. At first the word sickened him; then he
grappled with it. Sitting there on a broken cart-wheel, the fading day, the noisy groups,
the church-bells’ tolling passed before him like a panorama, while the sharp struggle went
on within. This money! He took it out, and looked at it. If he gave it back, what then? He
was going to be cool about it.
People going by to church saw only a sickly mill-boy watching them quietly at the
alley’s mouth. They did not know that he was mad, or they would not have gone by so
quietly: mad with hunger; stretching out his hands to the world, that had given so much to
them, for leave to live the life God meant him to live. His soul within him was smothering
to death; he wanted so much, thought so much, and knew—nothing. There was nothing
of which he was certain, except the mill and things there. Of God and heaven he had
heard so little, that they were to him what fairy-land is to a child: something real, but not
here; very far off. His brain, greedy, dwarfed, full of thwarted energy and unused powers,
questioned these men and women going by, coldly, bitterly, that night. Was it not his right
to live as they,—a pure life, a good, true-hearted life, full of beauty and kind words? He
only wanted to know how to use the strength within him. His heart warmed, as he thought
of it. He suffered himself to think of it longer. If he took the money?
Then he saw himself as he might be, strong, helpful, kindly. The night crept on, as this
one image slowly evolved itself from the crowd of other thoughts and stood triumphant.
He looked at it. As he might be! What wonder, if it blinded him to delirium,—the madness
that underlies all revolution, all progress, and all fall?
You laugh at the shallow temptation? You see the error underlying its argument so clearly,—that to him
a true life was one of full development rather than self- restraint? that he was deaf to the higher tone in
a cry of voluntary suffering for truth’s sake than in the fullest flow of spontaneous harmony? I do not
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plead his cause. I only want to show you the mote in my brother’s eye: then you can see clearly to take
it out.
The money,—there it lay on his knee, a little blotted slip of paper, nothing in itself; used to raise him
out of the pit, something straight from God’s hand. A thief! Well, what was it to be a thief? He met
the question at last, face to face, wiping the clammy drops of sweat from his forehead. God

made this money—the fresh air, too—for his children’s use. He never made the difference
between poor and rich. The Something who looked down on him that moment through
the cool gray sky had a kindly face, he knew,—loved his children alike. Oh, he knew that!
There were times when the soft floods of color in the crimson and purple flames,
or the clear depth of amber in the water below the bridge, had somehow given him
a glimpse of another world than this,—of an infinite depth of beauty and of quiet
somewhere,—somewhere, a depth of quiet and rest and love. Looking up now, it became
strangely real. The sun had sunk quite below the hills, but his last rays struck upward,
touching the zenith. The fog had risen, and the town and river were steeped in its
thick, gray damp; but overhead, the sun-touched smoke-clouds opened like a cleft
ocean,—shifting, rolling seas of crimson mist, waves of billowy silver veined with bloodscarlet, inner depths unfathomable of glancing light. Wolfe’s artist-eye grew drunk with
color. The gates of that other world! Fading, flashing before him now! What, in that world
of Beauty, Content, and Right, were the petty laws, the mine and thine, of mill-owners
and mill hands?
A consciousness of power stirred within him. He stood up. A man,—he thought,
stretching out his hands,—free to work, to live, to love! Free! His right! He folded the
scrap of paper in his hand. As his nervous fingers took it in, limp and blotted, so his soul
took in the mean temptation, lapped it in fancied rights, in dreams of improved existences,
drifting and endless as the cloud-seas of color. Clutching it, as if the tightness of his hold
would strengthen his sense of possession, he went aimlessly down the street. It was his
watch at the mill. He need not go, need never go again, thank God!—shaking off the
thought with unspeakable loathing.
Shall I go over the history of the hours of that night? how the man wandered from one to
another of his old haunts, with a half-consciousness of bidding them farewell,—lanes and
alleys and back-yards where the mill-hands lodged,—noting, with a new eagerness, the
filth and drunkenness, the pig-pens, the ash-heaps covered with potato-skins, the bloated,
pimpled women at the doors, with a new disgust, a new sense of sudden triumph,
and, under all, a new, vague dread, unknown before, smothered down, kept under, but
still there? It left him but once during the night, when, for the second time in his life,
he entered a church. It was a sombre Gothic pile, where the stained light lost itself in
far-retreating arches; built to meet the requirements and sympathies of a far other class
than Wolfe’s. Yet it touched, moved him uncontrollably. The distances, the shadows,
the still, marble figures, the mass of silent kneeling worshippers, the mysterious music,
thrilled, lifted his soul with a wonderful pain. Wolfe forgot himself, forgot the new life
he was going to live, the mean terror gnawing underneath. The voice of the speaker
strengthened the charm; it was clear, feeling, full, strong. An old man, who had lived
much, suffered much; whose brain was keenly alive, dominant; whose heart was summerwarm with charity. He taught it to-night. He held up Humanity in its grand total; showed
the great world-cancer to his people. Who could show it better? He was a Christian
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reformer; he had studied the age thoroughly; his outlook at man had been free, worldwide, over all time. His faith stood sublime upon the Rock of Ages; his fiery zeal guided
vast schemes by which the Gospel was to be preached to all nations. How did he preach
it to- night? In burning, light-laden words he painted Jesus, the incarnate Life, Love, the
universal Man: words that became reality in the lives of these people,—that lived again
in beautiful words and actions, trifling, but heroic. Sin, as he defined it, was a real foe to
them; their trials, temptations, were his. His words passed far over the furnace-tender’s
grasp, toned to suit another class of culture; they sounded in his ears a very pleasant song
in an unknown tongue. He meant to cure this world-cancer with a steady eye that had
never glared with hunger, and a hand that neither poverty nor strychnine-whiskey had
taught to shake. In this morbid, distorted heart of the Welsh puddler he had failed.

Eighteen centuries ago, the Master of this man tried reform in the streets of a city as crowded and vile
as this, and did not fail. His disciple, showing Him to- night to cultured hearers, showing the clearness
of the God-power acting through Him, shrank back from one coarse fact; that in birth and habit the man
Christ was thrown up from the lowest of the people: his flesh, their flesh; their blood, his blood; tempted
like them, to brutalize day by day; to lie, to steal: the actual slime and want of their hourly life, and the
wine-press he trod alone.
Yet, is there no meaning in this perpetually covered truth? If the son of the carpenter had stood in the
church that night, as he stood with the fishermen and harlots by the sea of Galilee, before His Father and
their Father, despised and rejected of men, without a place to lay His head, wounded for their iniquities,
bruised for their transgressions, would not that hungry mill-boy at least, in the back seat, have “known
the man”? That Jesus did not stand there.
Wolfe rose at last, and turned from the church down the street. He looked up; the night had come on
foggy, damp; the golden mists had vanished, and the sky lay dull and ash-colored. He wandered again
aimlessly down the street, idly wondering what had become of the cloud-sea of crimson and scarlet.
The trial- day of this man’s life was over, and he had lost the victory. What followed was mere drifting
circumstance,—a quicker walking over the path,—that was all. Do you want to hear the end of it? You
wish me to make a tragic story out of it? Why, in the police-reports of the morning paper you can find
a dozen such tragedies: hints of shipwrecks unlike any that ever befell on the high seas; hints that here
a power was lost to heaven,—that there a soul went down where no tide can ebb or flow. Commonplace
enough the hints are,—jocose sometimes, done up in rhyme.
Doctor May a month after the night I have told you of, was reading to his wife at breakfast from
this fourth column of the morning-paper: an unusual thing,—these police-reports not being, in general,
choice reading for ladies; but it was only one item he read.
“Oh, my dear! You remember that man I told you of, that we saw at Kirby’s mill?—that was arrested
for robbing Mitchell? Here he is; just listen:—’Circuit Court. Judge Day. Hugh Wolfe, operative in
Kirby & John’s Loudon Mills. Charge, grand larceny. Sentence, nineteen years hard labor

in penitentiary. Scoundrel! Serves him right! After all our kindness that night! Picking
Mitchell’s pocket at the very time!”

His wife said something about the ingratitude of that kind of people, and then they began to talk of
something else.
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Nineteen years! How easy that was to read! What a simple word for Judge Day to utter! Nineteen
years! Half a lifetime!
Hugh Wolfe sat on the window-ledge of his cell, looking out. His ankles Were ironed. Not usual in
such cases; but he had made two desperate efforts to escape. “Well,” as Haley, the jailer, said, “small
blame to him! Nineteen years’ imprisonment was not a pleasant thing to look forward to.” Haley was
very good-natured about it, though Wolfe had fought him savagely.
“When he was first caught,” the jailer said afterwards, in telling the story, “before the trial, the fellow
was cut down at once,—laid there on that pallet like a dead man, with his hands over his eyes. Never
saw a man so cut down in my life. Time of the trial, too, came the queerest dodge of any customer I
ever had. Would choose no lawyer. Judge gave him one, of course. Gibson it Was. He tried to prove
the fellow crazy; but it wouldn’t go. Thing was plain as daylight: money found on him. ‘T was a hard
sentence,—all the law allows; but it was for ‘xample’s sake. These mill-hands are gettin’ onbearable.
When the sentence was read, he just looked up, and said the money was his by rights, and that all
the world had gone wrong. That night, after the trial, a gentleman came to see him here, name of
Mitchell,—him as he stole from. Talked to him for an hour. Thought he came for curiosity, like. After
he was gone, thought Wolfe was remarkable quiet, and went into his cell. Found him very low; bed all
bloody. Doctor said he had been bleeding at the lungs. He was as weak as a cat; yet if ye’ll b’lieve me,
he tried to get a-past me and get out. I just carried him like a baby, and threw him on the pallet. Three
days after, he tried it again: that time reached the wall. Lord help you! he fought like a tiger,—giv’ some
terrible blows. Fightin’ for life, you see; for he can’t live long, shut up in the stone crib down yonder.
Got a death-cough now. ‘T took two of us to bring him down that day; so I just put the irons on his feet.
There he sits, in there. Goin’ to-morrow, with a batch more of ‘em. That woman, hunchback, tried with
him,—you remember?—she’s only got three years. ‘Complice. But she’s a woman, you know. He’s been
quiet ever since I put on irons: giv’ up, I suppose. Looks white, sick-lookin’. It acts different on ‘em,
bein’ sentenced. Most of ‘em gets reckless, devilish-like. Some prays awful, and sings them vile songs
of the mills, all in a breath. That woman, now, she’s desper’t’. Been beggin’ to see Hugh, as she calls
him, for three days. I’m a-goin’ to let her in. She don’t go with him. Here she is in this next cell. I’m
a-goin’ now to let her in.”
He let her in. Wolfe did not see her. She crept into a corner of the cell, and stood watching him. He
was scratching the iron bars of the window with a piece of tin which he had picked up, with an idle,
uncertain, vacant stare, just as a child or idiot would do.

“Tryin’ to get out, old boy?” laughed Haley. “Them irons will need a crow-bar beside
your tin, before you can open ‘em.”
Wolfe laughed, too, in a senseless way. “I think I’ll get out,” he said.
“I believe his brain’s touched,” said Haley, when he came out.
The puddler scraped away with the tin for half an hour. Still Deborah did not speak. At
last she ventured nearer, and touched his arm.
“Blood?” she said, looking at some spots on his coat with a shudder.
He looked up at her, “Why, Deb!” he said, smiling,—such a bright, boyish smile, that
it Went to poor Deborah’s heart directly, and she sobbed and cried out loud.
“Oh, Hugh, lad! Hugh! dunnot look at me, when it wur my fault! To think I brought hur
to it! And I loved hur so! Oh lad, I dud!”
The confession, even In this wretch, came with the woman’s blush through the sharp
cry.
He did not seem to hear her,—scraping away diligently at the bars with the bit of tin.
Was he going mad? She peered closely into his face. Something she saw there made
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her draw suddenly back,—something which Haley had not seen, that lay beneath the
pinched, vacant look it had caught since the trial, or the curious gray shadow that rested
on it. That gray shadow,—yes, she knew what that meant. She had often seen it creeping
over women’s faces for months, who died at last of slow hunger or consumption. That
meant death, distant, lingering: but this—Whatever it was the woman saw, or thought she
saw, used as she was to crime and misery, seemed to make her sick with a new horror.
Forgetting her fear of him, she caught his shoulders, and looked keenly, steadily, into his
eyes.
“Hugh!” she cried, in a desperate whisper,—”oh, boy, not that! for God’s sake, not
that!”
The vacant laugh went off his face, and he answered her in a muttered word or two that
drove her away. Yet the words were kindly enough. Sitting there on his pallet, she cried
silently a hopeless sort of tears, but did not speak again. The man looked up furtively
at her now and then. Whatever his own trouble was, her distress vexed him with a
momentary sting.
It was market-day. The narrow window of the jail looked down directly on the carts and
wagons drawn up in a long line, where they had unloaded. He could see, too, and hear
distinctly the clink of money as it changed hands, the busy crowd of whites and blacks
shoving, pushing one another, and the chaffering and swearing at the stalls. Somehow,
the sound, more than anything else had done, wakened him up,—made the whole real to
him. He was done with the world and the business of it. He let the tin fall, and looked
out, pressing his face close to the rusty bars. How they crowded and pushed! And he,—he
should never walk that pavement again! There came Neff Sanders, one of the feeders at
the mill, with a basket on his arm. Sure enough, Nyeff was married the other week. He
whistled, hoping he would look up; but he did not. He wondered if Neff remembered he
was there,—if any of the boys thought of him up there, and thought that he never was to
go down that old cinder-road again. Never again! He had not quite understood it before;
but now he did. Not for days or years, but never!—that was it.
How clear the light fell on that stall in front of the market! and how like a picture it
was, the dark-green heaps of corn, and the crimson beets, and golden melons! There was
another with game: how the light flickered on that pheasant’s breast, with the purplish
blood dripping over the brown feathers! He could see the red shining of the drops, it was
so near. In one minute he could be down there. It was just a step. So easy, as it seemed,
so natural to go! Yet it could never be—not in all the thousands of years to come—that
he should put his foot on that street again! He thought of himself with a sorrowful pity,
as of some one else. There was a dog down in the market, walking after his master with
such a stately, grave look!—only a dog, yet he could go backwards and forwards just as
he pleased: he had good luck! Why, the very vilest cur, yelping there in the gutter, had not
lived his life, had been free to act out whatever thought God had put into his brain; while
he—No, he would not think of that! He tried to put the thought away, and to listen to a
dispute between a countryman and a woman about some meat; but it would come back.
He, what had he done to bear this?
Then came the sudden picture of what might have been, and now. He knew what it was
to be in the penitentiary, how it went with men there. He knew how in these long years
he should slowly die, but not until soul and body had become corrupt and rotten,—how,

394 Scott D. Peterson

when he came out, if he lived to come, even the lowest of the mill-hands would jeer
him,—how his hands would be weak, and his brain senseless and stupid. He believed he
was almost that now. He put his hand to his head, with a puzzled, weary look. It ached,
his head, with thinking. He tried to quiet himself. It was only right, perhaps; he had done
wrong. But was there right or wrong for such as he? What was right? And who had ever
taught him? He thrust the whole matter away. A dark, cold quiet crept through his brain.
It was all wrong; but let it be! It was nothing to him more than the others. Let it be!
The door grated, as Haley opened it.
“Come, my woman! Must lock up for t’ night. Come, stir yerself!” She went up and
took Hugh’s hand.
“Good-night, Deb,” he said, carelessly.
She had not hoped he would say more; but the tired pain on her mouth just then was
bitterer than death. She took his passive hand and kissed it.
“Hur’ll never see Deb again!” she ventured, her lips growing colder and more
bloodless.
What did she say that for? Did he not know it? Yet he would not be impatient with poor
old Deb. She had trouble of her own, as well as he.
“No, never again,” he said, trying to be cheerful.
She stood just a moment, looking at him. Do you laugh at her, standing there, with her
hunchback, her rags, her bleared, withered face, and the great despised love tugging at
her heart?
“Come, you!” called Haley, impatiently. She did not move.
“Hugh!” she whispered.
It was to be her last word. What was it? “Hugh, boy, not THAT!”
He did not answer. She wrung her hands, trying to be silent, looking in his face in an
agony of entreaty. He smiled again, kindly.
“It is best, Deb. I cannot bear to be hurted any more. “Hur knows,” she said, humbly.
“Tell my father good-bye; and—and kiss little Janey.”
She nodded, saying nothing, looked in his face again, and went out of the door.
As she went, she staggered.
“Drinkin’ to-day?” broke out Haley, pushing her before him. “Where the Devil did you
get it? Here, in with ye!” and he shoved her into her cell, next to Wolfe’s, and shut the
door.
Along the wall of her cell there was a crack low down by the floor, through which she
could see the light from Wolfe’s. She had discovered it days before. She hurried in now,
and, kneeling down by it, listened, hoping to hear some sound. Nothing but the rasping of
the tin on the bars. He was at his old amusement again. Something in the noise jarred on
her ear, for she shivered as she heard it. Hugh rasped away at the bars. A dull old bit of
tin, not fit to cut korl with.
He looked out of the window again. People were leaving the market now. A tall mulatto
girl, following her mistress, her basket on her head, crossed the street just below, and
looked up. She was laughing; but, when she caught sight of the haggard face peering out
through the bars, suddenly grew grave, and hurried by. A free, firm step, a clear-cut olive
face, with a scarlet turban tied on one side, dark, shining eyes, and on the head the basket
poised, filled with fruit and flowers, under which the scarlet turban and bright eyes looked
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out half-shadowed. The picture caught his eye. It was good to see a face like that. He
would try to-morrow, and cut one like it. To-morrow! He threw down the tin, trembling,
and covered his face with his hands. When he looked up again, the daylight was gone.
Deborah, crouching near by on the other side of the wall, heard no noise. He sat on the
side of the low pallet, thinking. Whatever was the mystery which the woman had seen on
his face, it came out now slowly, in the dark there, and became fixed,—a something never
seen on his face before. The evening was darkening fast. The market had been over for
an hour; the rumbling of the carts over the pavement grew more infrequent: he listened to
each, as it passed, because he thought it was to be for the last time. For the same reason, it
was, I suppose, that he strained his eyes to catch a glimpse of each passer-by, wondering
who they were, what kind of homes they were going to, if they had children,—listening
eagerly to every chance word in the street, as if—(God be merciful to the man! what
strange fancy was this?)—as if he never should hear human voices again.
It was quite dark at last. The street was a lonely one. The last passenger, he thought,
was gone. No,—there was a quick step: Joe Hill, lighting the lamps.
Joe was a good old chap; never passed a fellow without some joke or other. He
remembered once seeing the place where he lived with his wife. “Granny Hill” the
boys called her. Bedridden she Was; but so kind as Joe was to her! kept the room
so clean!—and the old woman, when he was there, was laughing at some of “t’ lad’s
foolishness.” The step was far down the street; but he could see him place the ladder, run
up, and light the gas. A longing seized him to be spoken to once more.
“Joe!” he called, out of the grating. “Good-bye, Joe!”
The old man stopped a moment, listening uncertainly; then hurried on. The prisoner
thrust his hand out of the window, and called again, louder; but Joe was too far down the
street. It was a little thing; but it hurt him,—this disappointment.
“Good-bye, Joe!” he called, sorrowfully enough.
“Be quiet!” said one of the jailers, passing the door, striking on it with his club. Oh, that
was the last, was it?
There was an inexpressible bitterness on his face, as he lay down on the bed, taking
the bit of tin, which he had rasped to a tolerable degree of sharpness, in his hand,—to
play with, it may be. He bared his arms, looking intently at their corded veins and sinews.
Deborah, listening in the next cell, heard a slight clicking sound, often repeated. She shut
her lips tightly, that she might not scream; the cold drops of sweat broke over her, in her
dumb agony.
“Hur knows best,” she muttered at last, fiercely clutching the boards where she lay.
If she could have seen Wolfe, there was nothing about him to frighten her. He lay quite
still, his arms outstretched, looking at the pearly stream of moonlight coming into the
window. I think in that one hour that came then he lived back over all the years that
had gone before. I think that all the low, vile life, all his wrongs, all his starved hopes,
came then, and stung him with a farewell poison that made him sick unto death. He made
neither moan nor cry, only turned his worn face now and then to the pure light, that
seemed so far off, as one that said, “How long, O Lord? how long?”
The hour was over at last. The moon, passing over her nightly path, slowly came nearer,
and threw the light across his bed on his feet. He watched it steadily, as it crept up, inch
by inch, slowly. It seemed to him to carry with it a great silence. He had been so hot and
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tired there always in the mills! The years had been so fierce and cruel! There was coming
now quiet and coolness and sleep. His tense limbs relaxed, and settled in a calm languor.
The blood ran fainter and slow from his heart. He did not think now with a savage anger
of what might be and was not; he was conscious only of deep stillness creeping over
him. At first he saw a sea of faces: the mill-men,—women he had known, drunken and
bloated,—Janey’s timid and pitiful-poor old Debs: then they floated together like a mist,
and faded away, leaving only the clear, pearly moonlight.
Whether, as the pure light crept up the stretched-out figure, it brought with It calm and
peace, who shall say? His dumb soul was alone with God in judgment. A Voice may
have spoken for it from far-off Calvary, “Father, forgive them, for they know not what
they do!” Who dare say? Fainter and fainter the heart rose and fell, slower and slower the
moon floated from behind a cloud, until, when at last its full tide of white splendor swept
over the cell, it seemed to wrap and fold into a deeper stillness the dead figure that never
should move again. Silence deeper than the Night! Nothing that moved, save the black,
nauseous stream of blood dripping slowly from the pallet to the floor!
There was outcry and crowd enough in the cell the next day. The coroner and his jury,
the local editors, Kirby himself, and boys with their hands thrust knowingly into their
pockets and heads on one side, jammed into the corners. Coming and going all day. Only
one woman. She came late, and outstayed them all. A Quaker, or Friend, as they call
themselves. I think this woman Was known by that name in heaven. A homely body,
coarsely dressed in gray and white. Deborah (for Haley had let her in) took notice of her.
She watched them all—sitting on the end of the pallet, holding his head in her arms with
the ferocity of a watch-dog, if any of them touched the body. There was no meekness,
no sorrow, in her face; the stuff out of which murderers are made, instead. All the time
Haley and the woman were laying straight the limbs and cleaning the cell, Deborah sat
still, keenly watching the Quaker’s face. Of all the crowd there that day, this woman alone
had not spoken to her,—only once or twice had put some cordial to her lips. After they all
were gone, the woman, in the same still, gentle way, brought a vase of wood-leaves and
berries, and placed it by the pallet, then opened the narrow window. The fresh air blew
in, and swept the woody fragrance over the dead face, Deborah looked up with a quick
wonder.
“Did hur know my boy wud like it? Did hur know Hugh?” “I know Hugh now.”
The white fingers passed in a slow, pitiful way over the dead, worn face. There was a
heavy shadow in the quiet eyes.
“Did hur know where they’ll bury Hugh?” said Deborah in a shrill tone, catching her
arm.
This had been the question hanging on her lips all day.
“In t’ town-yard? Under t’ mud and ash? T’ lad’ll smother, woman! He wur born in
t’ lane moor, where t’ air is frick and strong. Take hur out, for God’s sake, take hur out
where t’ air blows!”
The Quaker hesitated, but only for a moment. She put her strong arm around Deborah
and led her to the window.
“Thee sees the hills, friend, over the river? Thee sees how the light lies warm there, and
the winds of God blow all the day? I live there,—where the blue smoke is, by the trees.
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Look at me,” She turned Deborah’s face to her own, clear and earnest, “Thee will believe
me? I will take Hugh and bury him there to-morrow.”
Deborah did not doubt her. As the evening wore on, she leaned against the iron bars,
looking at the hills that rose far off, through the thick sodden clouds, like a bright,
unattainable calm. As she looked, a shadow of their solemn repose fell on her face; its
fierce discontent faded into a pitiful, humble quiet. Slow, solemn tears gathered in her
eyes: the poor weak eyes turned so hopelessly to the place where Hugh was to rest, the
grave heights looking higher and brighter and more solemn than ever before. The Quaker
watched her keenly. She came to her at last, and touched her arm.
“When thee comes back,” she said, in a low, sorrowful tone, like one who speaks from
a strong heart deeply moved with remorse or pity, “thee shall begin thy life again,—there
on the hills. I came too late; but not for thee,—by God’s help, it may be.”
Not too late. Three years after, the Quaker began her work. I end my story here. At
evening-time it was light. There is no need to tire you with the long years of sunshine, and
fresh air, and slow, patient Christ-love, needed to make healthy and hopeful this impure
body and soul. There is a homely pine house, on one of these hills, whose windows
overlook broad, wooded slopes and clover-crimsoned meadows,—niched into the very
place where the light is warmest, the air freest. It is the Friends’ meeting-house. Once a
week they sit there, in their grave, earnest way, waiting for the Spirit of Love to speak,
opening their simple hearts to receive His words. There is a woman, old, deformed, who
takes a humble place among them: waiting like them: in her gray dress, her worn face,
pure and meek, turned now and then to the sky. A woman much loved by these silent,
restful people; more silent than they, more humble, more loving. Waiting: with her eyes
turned to hills higher and purer than these on which she lives, dim and far off now, but to
be reached some day. There may be in her heart some latent hope to meet there the love
denied her here,—that she shall find him whom she lost, and that then she will not be
all-unworthy. Who blames her? Something is lost in the passage of every soul from one
eternity to the other,—something pure and beautiful, which might have been and was not:
a hope, a talent, a love, over which the soul mourns, like Esau deprived of his birthright.
What blame to the meek Quaker, if she took her lost hope to make the hills of heaven
more fair?
Nothing remains to tell that the poor Welsh puddler once lived, but this figure of the
mill-woman cut in korl. I have it here in a corner of my library. I keep it hid behind a
curtain,—it is such a rough, ungainly thing. Yet there are about it touches, grand sweeps
of outline, that show a master’s hand. Sometimes,—to-night, for instance,—the curtain is
accidentally drawn back, and I see a bare arm stretched out imploringly in the darkness,
and an eager, wolfish face watching mine: a wan, woful face, through which the spirit
of the dead korl-cutter looks out, with its thwarted life, its mighty hunger, its unfinished
work. Its pale, vague lips seem to tremble with a terrible question. “Is this the End?” they
say,—”nothing beyond? no more?” Why, you tell me you have seen that look in the eyes
of dumb brutes,— horses dying under the lash. I know.
The deep of the night is passing while I write. The gas-light wakens from the shadows
here and there the objects which lie scattered through the room: only faintly, though;
for they belong to the open sunlight. As I glance at them, they each recall some task or
pleasure of the coming day. A half-moulded child’s head; Aphrodite; a bough of forest-
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leaves; music; work; homely fragments, in which lie the secrets of all eternal truth and
beauty. Prophetic all! Only this dumb, woful face seems to belong to and end with the
night. I turn to look at it. Has the power of its desperate need commanded the darkness
away? While the room is yet steeped in heavy shadow, a cool, gray light suddenly touches
its head like a blessing hand, and its groping arm points through the broken cloud to the
far East, where, in the flickering, nebulous crimson, God has set the promise of the Dawn.

Source:
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92.
Narrative of the Life of Frederick Douglass, American Slave (1845),
Letter by Wendell Phillips, Esq.
Wendell Phillips, Esq.

My Dear Friend:
You remember the old fable of “The Man and the Lion,” where the lion complained that he should not
be so misrepresented “when the lions wrote history.”
I am glad the time has come when the “lions write history.” We have been left long enough to
gather the character of slavery from the involuntary evidence of the masters. One might, indeed, rest
sufficiently satisfied with what, it is evident, must be, in general, the results of such a relation, without
seeking farther to find whether they have followed in every instance. Indeed, those who stare at the halfpeck of corn a week, and love to count the lashes on the slave’s back, are seldom the “stuff” out of which
reformers and abolitionists are to be made. I remember that, in 1838, many were waiting for the results
of the West India experiment, before they could come into our ranks. Those “results” have come long
ago; but, alas! few of that number have come with them, as converts. A man must be disposed to judge
of emancipation by other tests than whether it has increased the produce of sugar,—and to hate slavery
for other reasons than because it starves men and whips women,—before he is ready to lay the first stone
of his anti-slavery life.
I was glad to learn, in your story, how early the most neglected of God’s children waken to a sense
of their rights, and of the injustice done them. Experience is a keen teacher; and long before you had
mastered your A B C, or knew where the “white sails” of the Chesapeake were bound, you began, I see,
to gauge the wretchedness of the slave, not by his hunger and want, not by his lashes and toil, but by the
cruel and blighting death which gathers over his soul.
In connection with this, there is one circumstance which makes your recollections peculiarly valuable,
and renders your early insight the more remarkable. You come from that part of the country where we
are told slavery appears with its fairest features. Let us hear, then, what it is at its best estate—gaze on
its bright side, if it has one; and then imagination may task her powers to add dark lines to the picture, as
she travels southward to that (for the colored man) Valley of the Shadow of Death, where the Mississippi
sweeps along.
Again, we have known you long, and can put the most entire confidence in your truth, candor,
and sincerity. Every one who has heard you speak has felt, and, I am confident, every one who
reads your book will feel, persuaded that you give them a fair specimen of the whole truth. No onesided portrait,—no wholesale complaints,—but strict justice done, whenever individual kindliness has
neutralized, for a moment, the deadly system with which it was strangely allied. You have been with us,
too, some years, and can fairly compare the twilight of rights, which your race enjoy at the North, with
that “noon of night” under which they labor south of Mason and Dixon’s line. Tell us whether, after all,
the half-free colored man of Massachusetts is worse off than the pampered slave of the rice swamps!
In reading your life, no one can say that we have unfairly picked out some rare specimens of cruelty.
We know that the bitter drops, which even you have drained from the cup, are no incidental aggravations,
399

400 Scott D. Peterson

no individual ills, but such as must mingle always and necessarily in the lot of every slave. They are the
essential ingredients, not the occasional results, of the system.
After all, I shall read your book with trembling for you. Some years ago, when you were beginning
to tell me your real name and birthplace, you may remember I stopped you, and preferred to remain
ignorant of all. With the exception of a vague description, so I continued, till the other day, when you
read me your memoirs. I hardly knew, at the time, whether to thank you or not for the sight of them,
when I reflected that it was still dangerous, in Massachusetts, for honest men to tell their names! They
say the fathers, in 1776, signed the Declaration of Independence with the halter about their necks. You,
too, publish your declaration of freedom with danger compassing you around. In all the broad lands
which the Constitution of the United States overshadows, there is no single spot,—however narrow or
desolate,—where a fugitive slave can plant himself and say, “I am safe.” The whole armory of Northern
Law has no shield for you. I am free to say that, in your place, I should throw the MS. into the fire.
You, perhaps, may tell your story in safety, endeared as you are to so many warm hearts by rare gifts,
and a still rarer devotion of them to the service of others. But it will be owing only to your labors, and
the fearless efforts of those who, trampling the laws and Constitution of the country under their feet, are
determined that they will “hide the outcast,” and that their hearths shall be, spite of the law, an asylum
for the oppressed, if, some time or other, the humblest may stand in our streets, and bear witness in safety
against the cruelties of which he has been the victim.
Yet it is sad to think, that these very throbbing hearts which welcome your story, and form your best
safeguard in telling it, are all beating contrary to the “statute in such case made and provided.” Go on, my
dear friend, till you, and those who, like you, have been saved, so as by fire, from the dark prisonhouse,
shall stereotype these free, illegal pulses into statutes; and New England, cutting loose from a bloodstained Union, shall glory in being the house of refuge for the oppressed,—till we no longer merely “hide
the outcast,” or make a merit of standing idly by while he is hunted in our midst; but, consecrating anew
the soil of the Pilgrims as an asylum for the oppressed, proclaim our welcome to the slave so loudly, that
the tones shall reach every hut in the Carolinas, and make the broken-hearted bondman leap up at the
thought of old Massachusetts.
God speed the day!
Till then, and ever,
Yours truly,
WENDELL PHILLIPS.

This work (Narrative of the Life of Frederick Douglass, American Slave (1845), Letter by Wendell Phillips, Esq. by Wendell
Phillips, Esq.) is free of known copyright restrictions.

93.
Narrative of the Life of Frederick Douglass, American Slave (1845),
Chapter 1
Frederick Douglass

FREDERICK DOUGLASS
I was born in Tuckahoe, near Hillsborough, and about twelve miles from Easton, in Talbot county,
Maryland. I have no accurate knowledge of my age, never having seen any authentic record containing
it. By far the larger part of the slaves know as little of their ages as horses know of theirs, and it is the
wish of most masters within my knowledge to keep their slaves thus ignorant. I do not remember to
have ever met a slave who could tell of his birthday. They seldom come nearer to it than planting-time,
harvest-time, cherry-time, spring-time, or fall-time. A want of information concerning my own was a
source of unhappiness to me even during childhood. The white children could tell their ages. I could not
tell why I ought to be deprived of the same privilege. I was not allowed to make any inquiries of my
master concerning it. He deemed all such inquiries on the part of a slave improper and impertinent, and
evidence of a restless spirit. The nearest estimate I can give makes me now between twenty-seven and
twenty-eight years of age. I come to this, from hearing my master say, some time during 1835, I was
about seventeen years old.
My mother was named Harriet Bailey. She was the daughter of Isaac and Betsey Bailey, both colored,
and quite dark. My mother was of a darker complexion than either my grandmother or grandfather.
My father was a white man. He was admitted to be such by all I ever heard speak of my parentage.
The opinion was also whispered that my master was my father; but of the correctness of this opinion, I
know nothing; the means of knowing was withheld from me. My mother and I were separated when I
was but an infant—before I knew her as my mother. It is a common custom, in the part of Maryland from
which I ran away, to part children from their mothers at a very early age. Frequently, before the child
has reached its twelfth month, its mother is taken from it, and hired out on some farm a considerable
distance off, and the child is placed under the care of an old woman, too old for field labor. For what this
separation is done, I do not know, unless it be to hinder the development of the child’s affection toward
its mother, and to blunt and destroy the natural affection of the mother for the child. This is the inevitable
result.
I never saw my mother, to know her as such, more than four or five times in my life; and each of
these times was very short in duration, and at night. She was hired by a Mr. Stewart, who lived about
twelve miles from my home. She made her journeys to see me in the night, travelling the whole distance
on foot, after the performance of her day’s work. She was a field hand, and a whipping is the penalty
of not being in the field at sunrise, unless a slave has special permission from his or her master to the
contrary—a permission which they seldom get, and one that gives to him that gives it the proud name of
being a kind master. I do not recollect of ever seeing my mother by the light of day. She was with me in
the night. She would lie down with me, and get me to sleep, but long before I waked she was gone. Very
little communication ever took place between us. Death soon ended what little we could have while she
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lived, and with it her hardships and suffering. She died when I was about seven years old, on one of my
master’s farms, near Lee’s Mill. I was not allowed to be present during her illness, at her death, or burial.
She was gone long before I knew any thing about it. Never having enjoyed, to any considerable extent,
her soothing presence, her tender and watchful care, I received the tidings of her death with much the
same emotions I should have probably felt at the death of a stranger.
Called thus suddenly away, she left me without the slightest intimation of who my father was. The
whisper that my master was my father, may or may not be true; and, true or false, it is of but little
consequence to my purpose whilst the fact remains, in all its glaring odiousness, that slaveholders
have ordained, and by law established, that the children of slave women shall in all cases follow the
condition of their mothers; and this is done too obviously to administer to their own lusts, and make a
gratification of their wicked desires profitable as well as pleasurable; for by this cunning arrangement,
the slaveholder, in cases not a few, sustains to his slaves the double relation of master and father.
I know of such cases; and it is worthy of remark that such slaves invariably suffer greater hardships,
and have more to contend with, than others. They are, in the first place, a constant offence to their
mistress. She is ever disposed to find fault with them; they can seldom do any thing to please her;
she is never better pleased than when she sees them under the lash, especially when she suspects her
husband of showing to his mulatto children favors which he withholds from his black slaves. The master
is frequently compelled to sell this class of his slaves, out of deference to the feelings of his white wife;
and, cruel as the deed may strike any one to be, for a man to sell his own children to human fleshmongers, it is often the dictate of humanity for him to do so; for, unless he does this, he must not only
whip them himself, but must stand by and see one white son tie up his brother, of but few shades darker
complexion than himself, and ply the gory lash to his naked back; and if he lisp one word of disapproval,
it is set down to his parental partiality, and only makes a bad matter worse, both for himself and the slave
whom he would protect and defend.
Every year brings with it multitudes of this class of slaves. It was doubtless in consequence of a
knowledge of this fact, that one great statesman of the south predicted the downfall of slavery by the
inevitable laws of population. Whether this prophecy is ever fulfilled or not, it is nevertheless plain that
a very different-looking class of people are springing up at the south, and are now held in slavery, from
those originally brought to this country from Africa; and if their increase do no other good, it will do
away the force of the argument, that God cursed Ham, and therefore American slavery is right. If the
lineal descendants of Ham are alone to be scripturally enslaved, it is certain that slavery at the south
must soon become unscriptural; for thousands are ushered into the world, annually, who, like myself,
owe their existence to white fathers, and those fathers most frequently their own masters.
I have had two masters. My first master’s name was Anthony. I do not remember his first name.
He was generally called Captain Anthony—a title which, I presume, he acquired by sailing a craft on
the Chesapeake Bay. He was not considered a rich slaveholder. He owned two or three farms, and
about thirty slaves. His farms and slaves were under the care of an overseer. The overseer’s name was
Plummer. Mr. Plummer was a miserable drunkard, a profane swearer, and a savage monster. He always
went armed with a cowskin and a heavy cudgel. I have known him to cut and slash the women’s heads
so horribly, that even master would be enraged at his cruelty, and would threaten to whip him if he did
not mind himself. Master, however, was not a humane slaveholder. It required extraordinary barbarity
on the part of an overseer to affect him. He was a cruel man, hardened by a long life of slaveholding.
He would at times seem to take great pleasure in whipping a slave. I have often been awakened at the
dawn of day by the most heart-rending shrieks of an own aunt of mine, whom he used to tie up to a joist,
and whip upon her naked back till she was literally covered with blood. No words, no tears, no prayers,
from his gory victim, seemed to move his iron heart from its bloody purpose. The louder she screamed,
the harder he whipped; and where the blood ran fastest, there he whipped longest. He would whip her
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to make her scream, and whip her to make her hush; and not until overcome by fatigue, would he cease
to swing the blood-clotted cowskin. I remember the first time I ever witnessed this horrible exhibition. I
was quite a child, but I well remember it. I never shall forget it whilst I remember any thing. It was the
first of a long series of such outrages, of which I was doomed to be a witness and a participant. It struck
me with awful force. It was the blood-stained gate, the entrance to the hell of slavery, through which
I was about to pass. It was a most terrible spectacle. I wish I could commit to paper the feelings with
which I beheld it.
This occurrence took place very soon after I went to live with my old master, and under the following
circumstances. Aunt Hester went out one night,—where or for what I do not know,—and happened to be
absent when my master desired her presence. He had ordered her not to go out evenings, and warned her
that she must never let him catch her in company with a young man, who was paying attention to her,
belonging to Colonel Lloyd. The young man’s name was Ned Roberts, generally called Lloyd’s Ned.
Why master was so careful of her, may be safely left to conjecture. She was a woman of noble form, and
of graceful proportions, having very few equals, and fewer superiors, in personal appearance, among the
colored or white women of our neighborhood.
Aunt Hester had not only disobeyed his orders in going out, but had been found in company with
Lloyd’s Ned; which circumstance, I found, from what he said while whipping her, was the chief offence.
Had he been a man of pure morals himself, he might have been thought interested in protecting the
innocence of my aunt; but those who knew him will not suspect him of any such virtue. Before he
commenced whipping Aunt Hester, he took her into the kitchen, and stripped her from neck to waist,
leaving her neck, shoulders, and back, entirely naked. He then told her to cross her hands, calling her at
the same time a d———d b———h. After crossing her hands, he tied them with a strong rope, and led
her to a stool under a large hook in the joist, put in for the purpose. He made her get upon the stool, and
tied her hands to the hook. She now stood fair for his infernal purpose. Her arms were stretched up at
their full length, so that she stood upon the ends of her toes. He then said to her, “Now, you d———d
b———h, I’ll learn you how to disobey my orders!” and after rolling up his sleeves, he commenced to
lay on the heavy cowskin, and soon the warm, red blood (amid heart-rending shrieks from her, and horrid
oaths from him) came dripping to the floor. I was so terrified and horror-stricken at the sight, that I hid
myself in a closet, and dared not venture out till long after the bloody transaction was over. I expected it
would be my turn next. It was all new to me. I had never seen any thing like it before. I had always lived
with my grandmother on the outskirts of the plantation, where she was put to raise the children of the
younger women. I had therefore been, until now, out of the way of the bloody scenes that often occurred
on the plantation.

This work (Narrative of the Life of Frederick Douglass, American Slave (1845), Chapter 1 by Frederick Douglass) is free of
known copyright restrictions.
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94.
Author Introduction-Olaudah Equiano (ca. 1745-1797)
Wendy Kurant

Born in Essaka, Kingdom of Benin (now in Nigeria) to an Igbo tribe elder, Olaudah Equiano (at the age
of eleven) and his sister were kidnapped, separated, and sold to slave traders. He was transported across
the Atlantic to Barbados. Along with other captured Africans, he was put up for auction. Although he
was not purchased there, he was sent to Virginia. He was sold in 1754 to Michael Henry Pascal (d. 1786),
a British Royal Navy lieutenant.
Figure 1. Olaudah Equiano

For the next ten years, Equiano, now called Gustavas Vassa, worked on various ships, including the
military warships Roebuck and Namur and did service as Pascal’s valet and by hauling gunpowder
during the Seven Years’ War with France. Equiano was sent by Pascal to his sister in England,

where Equiano learned to read and write in school. He also converted to Christianity in
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1759 and was baptized in St. Margaret’s, Westminster. His godparents, Pascal’s cousins
Mary Guerin and Maynard Guerin, later attested to details in Equiano’s autobiography,
including his learning English only after coming to England.
Pascal sold Equiano to Captain James Doran who transported Equiano to Montserrat.
There Equiano was sold to Robert King, an American Quaker. Equiano assisted King in
his business ventures and was allowed to engage in trade for his own profit. In 1767,
Equiano bought his freedom from King for forty pounds, the amount King paid to
purchase Equiano. Even as a freedman, he was almost captured as a “runaway slave” and
sent to Georgia.
Equiano traveled on scientific expeditions to the Arctic and to Central America as
well as on other sailing ventures. He eventually returned to England where he devoted
himself to ending the slave trade and the Abolitionist cause. He exposed for examination
and condemnation slave atrocities, including the Zong massacre (1781). Because this
slave ship ran low on potable water, its crew threw slaves— who were insured as
cargo—overboard in order to cash in on the insurance and save water for the rest of
the ship’s passengers. In 1789, Equiano published The Interesting Narrative of the Life
of Olaudah Equiano: Or, Gustavus Vassa, the African. Now considered one of the first
major slave autobiographies in English, it became a bestseller, running through nine
editions during his lifetime. It gave firsthand details of slaves chained in ships, whipping,
starvation, the division of families, and other horrors committed by so-called Christians.
It became a forceful weapon in the fight against slavery, leading to the Slave Trade
Act of 1807 which ended the African slave trade for Britain and its colonies. It directly
influenced other slave narratives, such as Frederick Douglass’s Narrative of the Life of
Frederick Douglass and Harriet Jacobs’s Incidents in the Life of a Slave Girl.
His narrative is characterized by its vivid imagery, humanity, and commitment to
Christianity in the face of almost unbearable cruelty and struggle.
Source:
Becoming America, Wendy Kurant, ed., CC-BY-SA
Image Credit:
Figure 1. “Olaudah Equiano,” Library Company Of Philadelphia, Wikimedia, Public Domain.

95.
From The Interesting Narrative of the Life of Olaudah Equiano, : Or,
Gustavus Vassa, the African,Written by Himself (1789) By Olaudah
Equiano
Olaudah Equiano

Chapter II

The Author’s birth and parentage—His being kidnapped with his sister— Their separation—Surprise
at meeting again—Are finally separated—Account of the different places and incidents the Author met
with till his arrival on the coast—The effect the sight of a slave-ship had on him—He sails for the WestIndies—Horrors of a slave-ship—Arrives at Barbadoes, where the cargo is sold and dispersed.

I HOPE the reader will not think I have trespassed on his patience in introducing myself to him with
some account of the manners and customs of my country. They had been implanted in me with great
care, and made an impression on my mind which time could not erase, and which all the adversity and
variety of fortune I have since experienced served only to rivet and record: for, whether the love of one’s
country be real or imaginary, or a lesson of reason, or an instinct of nature, I still look back with pleasure
on the first scenes of my life, though that pleasure has been for the most part mingled with sorrow.
I have already acquainted the reader with the time and place of my birth. My father, besides many
slaves, had a numerous family, of which seven lived to grow up, including myself and a sister, who was
the only daughter. As I was the youngest of the sons, I became, of course, the greatest favourite with my
mother, and was always with her; and she used to take particular pains to form my mind. I was trained up
from my earliest years in the arts of agriculture and war: my daily exercise was shooting and throwing
javelins; and my mother adorned me with emblems, after the manner of our greatest warriors. In this
way I grew up till I was turned the age of eleven, when an end was put to my happiness in the
following manner:—Generally, when the grown people in the neighbourhood were gone far in the fields
to labour, the children assembled together in some of the neighbours premises to play, and commonly
some of us used to get up a tree to look out for any assailant, or kidnapper that might come upon us;
for they sometimes took these opportunities of our parents’ absence, to attack and carry off as many as
they could seize. One day, as I was watching at the top of a tree in our yard, I saw one of those people
come into the yard of our next neighbour but one, to kidnap, there being many stout young people in it.
Immediately, on this, I gave the alarm of the rogue, and he was surrounded by the stoutest of them, who
entangled him with cords, so that he could not escape till some of the grown people came and secured
him. But, alas! ere long it was my fate to be thus attacked, and to be carried off, when none of the grown
people were nigh. One day, when all our people were gone out to their works as usual, and only I and
my dear sister were left to mind the house, two men and a woman got over our walls, and in a moment
seized us both; and, without giving us time to cry out, or make resitance, they stopped our mouths, tied
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our hands, and ran off with us into the nearest wood: and continued to carry us as far as they could, till
night came on, when we reached a small house, where the robbers halted
for refreshment, and spent
the night. We were then unbound, but were unable to take any food; and being quite overpowered
by fatigue and grief, our only relief was some slumber, which allayed our misfortune for a short time.
The next morning we left the house, and continued travelling all the day. For a long time we had kept
the woods, but at last we came into a road which I believed I knew. I had now some hopes of being
delivered;; for we had advanced but a little way before I discovered some people at a distance, on which
I began to cry out for their assistance; but my cries had no other effect than to make them tie me faster,

and stop my mouth, and then they put me into a large sack. They also stopped my sister’s
mouth, and tied her hands; and in this manner we proceeded ill we were out of the sight of
these people.—When we went to rest the following night they offered us some victuals;
but we refused them; and the only comfort we had was in being in one another’s arms
all that night, and bathing each other with our tears. But, alas! we were soon deprived
of even the smallest comfort of weeping together. The next day proved a day of greater
sorrow than I had yet experienced; for my sister and I were then separated, while we lay
clasped in each other’s arms; it was in vain that we besought them not to part us: she was
torn from me, and immediately carried away, while I was left in a state of distraction not
to be described. I cried and grieved continually; and for several days did not eat any thing
but what they forced into my mouth. At length, after many days travelling, during which I
had often changed masters, I got into the hands of a chieftain, in a very pleasant country.
This man had two wives and some children, and they all used me extremely well, and
did all they could to comfort me; particularly the first wife, who was something like
my mother. Although I was a great many days journey from my father’s house, yet these
people spoke exactly the same language with us. This first master of mine, as I may call
him, was a smith, and my principal employment was working his bellows, which was
the same kind
as I had seen in my vicinity. They were in some respects not unlike
the stoves here in gentlemens’ kitchens; and were covered over with leather; and in the
middle of that leather a stick was fixed, and a person stood up and worked it, in the same
manner as is done to pump water out of a cask with a hand-pump. I believe it was
gold he worked, for it was of a lovely bright yellow colour, and was worn by the women
on their wrists and ancles. I was there I suppose about a month, and they at last used
to trust me some little distance from the house. This liberty I used to inquire the way to
my own home: and I also sometimes, for the same purpose, went with the maidens, in
the cool of the evenings, to bring pitchers of water from the springs for the use of the
house. I had also remarked where the sun rose in the morning, and set in the evening, as
I had travelled along and I had observed that my father’s house was towards the rising
of the sun. I therefore determined to seize the first opportunity of making my escape,
and to shape my course for that quarter, for I was quite oppressed and weighted down by
grief after my mother and friends: and my love of liberty, ever great, was strengthened by
the mortifying circumstance of not daring to eat with free-born children, although I was
mostly their companion.
—While I was projecting my escape one day, an unlucky event happened, which quite
disconcerted my plan, and put an end to my hopes. I used to be sometimes employed in
assisting an elderly woman slave to cook and take care of the poulty; and one morning,
while I was feeding some chickens, I happened to toss a small pebble at one of them,
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which hit it on the middle, and directly killed it. The old slave, having soon after missed
the chicken, inquired after it; and on my relating the accident (for I told her the truth;
because my mother would never suffer me to tell a lie) she flew into a violent passion,
threatening that I should suffer for it; and, my master being out, she immediately went and
told her mistress what I had done. This alarmed me very much, and I expected an instant
correction, which to me was uncommonly dreadful; for I had seldom been beaten at
home. I therefore resolved to fly; and accordingly I ran into a thicket that was hard by, and
hid myself in the bushes. Soon afterwards my mistress and the slave returned, and, not
seeing me, they searched all the house, but, not finding me, and I not making answer when
they called to me, they though I had ran away, and the whole neighbourhood was raised
in pursuit of me. In that part of the country (as well as ours) the houses and villages were
skirted with woods or shrubberies, and the bushed were so thick, that a man could readily
conceal himself in them, so as to elude the strictest search. The neighbours continued the
whole day looking for me, and several times many of them came within a few yards of the
place where I lay hid. I expected every moment, when I heard a rustling among the trees,
to be found out, and punished by my master; but they never discovered me, though they
were often so near that I even heard their conjectures as they were looking about for me;
and I now learned from them that any attempt to return home would be hopeless. Most
of them supposed I had fled towards home; but the distance was so great, and the way so
intricate, that they thought I could never reach it, and that I should be lost in the woods.
When I heard this I was seized with a violent panic, and abandoned myself to despair.
Night too began to approach, and aggravated all my fears. I had before entertained hopes
of getting home, and had determined when it should be dark to make the attempt; but I
was now convinced it was fruitless, and began to consider that, if possibly I could escape
all other animals, I could not those of the human kind; and that, not knowing the way, I
must perish in the woods.—Thus was I like the hunted deer:
—”Ev’ry lead, and ev’ry whispering breath
“Convey’d a foe, and ev’ry foe a death.”
I heard frequent rustlings among the leaves; and, being pretty sure they were snakes, I
expected every instant to be stung by them.—This increased my anguish; and the horror
of my situation became now quite insupportable. I at length quitted the thicket, very faint
and hungry, for I had not eaten or drank any thing all the day, and crept to my master’s
kitchen, from whence I set out at first, and which was an open shed, and laid myself
down in the ashes, with an anxious wish for death to relieve me from all my pains. I was
scarcely awake in the morning when the old woman slave, who was the first up, came to
light the fire, and saw me in the fire place. She was very much surprised to see me, and
could scarcely believe her own eyes. She now promised to intercede for me, and went for
her master, who soon after came, and, having slightly reprimanded me, ordered me to be
taken care of, and not ill treated.
Soon after this my master’s only daughter and child by his first wife sickened and died,
which affected him so much that for some time he was almost frantic, and really would
have killed himself had he not been watched and prevented. However, in a small time
afterwards he recovered, and I was again sold. I was now carried to the left of the sun’s
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rising, through many dreary wastes and dismal woods, amidst the hideous roarings of
wild beasts.—The people I was sold to used to carry me very often, when I was tired,
either on their shoulders or on their backs. I saw many convenient well-built sheds along
the roads, at proper distances, to accommodate the merchants and travellers, who lay in
those buildings along with their wives, who often accompany them; and they always go
well armed.
From the time I left my own nation I always found someboy that understood me till I
came to the sea coast. The languages of different nations did not totally differ, nor were
they so copious as those of the Europeans, particularly the English. They were therefore
easily learned; and, while I was journeying thus through Africa, I acquired two or three
different tongues. In this manner I had been travelling for a considerable time, when one
evening, to my great surprise, whom should I see brought to the house where I was but
my dear sister. As soon as she saw me she gave a loud shriek, and ran into my arms.—I
was quite overpowered; neither of us could speak, but, for a considerable time, clung to
each other in mutual embraces, unable to do any thing but weep. Our meeting affected
all who saw us; and indeed I must acknowledge, in honour of those sable destroyers of
human rights that I never met with any ill treatment, or saw any offered to their slaves
except tying them, when necessary, to keep them from running away. When thse people
knew we were brother and sister, they indulged us to be together; and the man, to whom I
supposed we belonged, lay with us, he in the middle, while she and I held one another by
the hands across his breast all night; and thus for a while we forgot our misfortunes in the
joy of being together; but even this small comfort was soon to have an end; for scarcely
had the fatal morning appeared, when she was again torn from me for ever! I was now
more miserable, if possible, than before. The small relief which her presence gave me
from pain was gone, and the wretchedness of my situation was redoubled by my anxiety
after her fate, and my apprehensions lest her sufferings should be greater than mine,
when I could not be with her to alleviate them. Yes, thou dear partner of all my childish
sports! thou sharer of my joys and sorrows! happy should I have ever esteemed myself
to encounter every misery for you, and to procure your freedom by the sacrifice of my
own! Though you were early forced from my arms, your image has been always rivetted
in my heart, from which neither time nor fortune have been able to remove it: so that
while the thoughts of your sufferings have damped my prosperity, they have mingled with
adversity, and encreased its bitterness.—To that heaven which protects the weak from the
strong, I commit the care of your innocence and virtues, if they have not already received
their full reward; and if your youth and delicacy have not long since fallen victimsto the
violence of the African trader, the the pestilential stench of a Guinea ship, the seasoning
in the European colonies, or the lash and lust of a brutal and unrelenting overseer.
I did not long remain after my sister. I was again sold, and carried through a number
of places, till, after travelling a considerable time, I came to a town called Timnah, in
the most beautiful country I had yet seen in Africa. It was extremely rich, and there were
many rivulets which flowed through it; and supplied a large pond in the center of the
town, where the people washed. Here I first saw and tasted cocoa nuts, which I thought
superior to any nuts I had ever tasted before; and the trees, which were loaded, were also
interspersed amongst the houses, which had commodious shades adjoining, and were in
the same manner as ours, the insides being neatly plastered and white-washed. Here I
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also saw and tasted for the first time sugar-cane. Their money consisted of little white
shells, the size of the finger-nail: they are known in this country by the name of core.
I was sold here for one hundred and seventy-two of them by a merchant who lived and
brought me there. I had been about two or theree days at his house, when a wealthy
widow, a neighbour of his, came there one evening, and brought with her an only son,
a young gentleman about my own age and size. Here they saw me; and having taken a
fancy to me, I was bought of the merchant, and went home with them. Her house and
premises were situated close to one of those rivulets I have mentioned, and were the
finest I ever saw in Africa: they were very extensive, and she had a number of slaves
to attend her. The next day I was washed and perfumed, and when meal- time came, I
was led into the presence of my mistress, and eat and drank before her with her son.
This filled me with astonishment: and I could scarce help expressing my surprise that the
young gentleman should suffer me, who was bound to eat with him who was free; and
not only so, but that he would not at any time either eat or drink till I had taken first
because I was the eldest, which was agreeable to our custom. Indeed every thing here,
and all their treatment of me, made me forget that I was a slave. The language of these
people resembled ours so nearly, that we understood each other perfectly. They had also
the very same customs as we. There were likewise slaves daily to attend us, while my
young master and I, with other boys sported with our darts and arrows, as I had been used
to do at home. In this resemblance to my former happy fate, I passed about two months,
and I now began to think I was to be adopted into the family, and was beginning to be
reconciled to my situation, and to forget by degrees my misfortunes, when all at once the
delusion vanished; for, without the least previous knowledge, one morning early, while
my dear master and companion was still asleep, I was awakened out of my reverie to fresh
sorrow, and hurried away even among the uncircumcised.
Thus, at the very moment I dreamed of the greatest happiness, I found myself most
miserable: and seemed as if fortune wished to give me this taste of joy only to render the
reverse more poignant. The change I now experienced was as painful as it was sudden and
unexpected. It was a change indeed from a state of bliss to a scene which is inexpressible
by me, as it discovered to me an element I had never before beheld, and till then had no
idea of, and wherein such instances of hardship and fatigue continually occurred as I can
never reflect on but with horror.
[. . . ]

The first object which saluted my eyes when I arrived on the coast was the sea, and
a slave-ship, which was then riding at anchor, and waiting for its cargo. These filled
me with astonishment, which was soon converted into terror, which I am yet at a loss
to describe, nor the then feelings of my mind. When I was carried on board I was
immediately handled, and tossed up, to see if I were sound, by some of the crew; and I
was now persuaded that I had got into a world of bad spirits, and that they were going
to kill me. Their complexions too differing so much from ours, their long hair, and the
language they spoke, which was very different from any I had ever heard, united to
confirm me in this belief. Indeed, such were the horrors of my views and fears at the
moment, that, if ten thousand worlds had been my own, I would have freely parted with
them all to have exchanged my condition with that of the meanest slave in my own
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country. When I looked round the ship too, and saw a large furnace or copper boiling,
and a multitude of black people of every description changed together, every one of their
countenances expressing dejection and sorrow, I no longer doubted my fate, and, quite
overpowered with horror and anguish, I fell motionless on the deck and fainted. When
I recovered a little, I found some black people about me, who I believed were some of
those who brought me on board, and had been receiving their pay; they talked to me in
order to cheer me, but all in vain. I asked them if we were not to be eaten by those white
men with horrible looks, red faces, and long hair? They told me I was not; and one of
the crew brought me a small portion of spiritous liqour in a wine glass; but, being afraid
of him, I would not take it out of his hand. One of the blacks therefore took it from him
and gave it to me, and I took a little down my palate, which, instead of reviving me,
as they thought it would, threw me into the greatest consternation at the strange feeling
it produced having never tasted any such liquor before. Soon after this, the blacks who
brought me on board went off, and left me abandoned to despair. I now saw myself
deprived of all chance of returning to my native country, or even the least glimpse of
hope of aining the shore, which I now considered as friendly: and even wished for my
former slavery, in preference to my present situation, which was filled with horrors of
every kind, still heightened by my ignorance of what I was to undergo. I was not long
suffered to indulge my grief; I was soon put down under the decks, and there I received
such a salutation in my nostrils as I had never experienced in my life; so that with the
loathsomeness of the stench, and crying together, I became so sick and low that I was not
able to eat, nor had I the least desire to taste any thing. I now wished for the last friend,
Death, to relieve me; but soon, to my grief, two of the white men offered me eatables;
and, on my refusing to eat, one of them held me fast by the hands, and laid me across,
I think, the windlass, and tied my feet, while the other flogged me severely. I had never
experienced any thing of this kind before; and although not being used to the water, I
naturally feared that element the first time I saw it; yet, nevertheless, could I have got
over the nettings, I would have jumped over the side; but I could not; and, besides, the
crew used to watch us very closely who were not chained down to the decks, lest we
should leap into the water; and I have seen some of these poor African prisoners, most
severely cut for attempting to do so, and hourly whipped for not eating. This indeed was
often the case with myself. In a little time after, amongst the poor chained men, I found
some of my own nation, which in a small degree gave ease to my mind. I inquired of them
what was to be done with us? they give me to understand we were to be carried to these
white people’s country to work for them. I then was a little revived, and thought, if it
were no worse than working, my situation was not so desperate: but still I feared I should
be put to death, the white people looked and acted, as I thought, in so savage a manner;
for I had never seen among any people such instances of brutal cruelty; and this not only
shewn towards us blacks, but also to some of the whites themselves. One white man in
particular I saw, when we were permitted to be on deck, flogged so unmercifully, with a
large rope near the foremast, that he died in consequence of it; and they tossed him over
the side as they would have done a brute. This made me fear these people the more; and
I expected nothing less than to be treated in the same manner. I could not help expressing
my fears and apprehensions to some of my countrymen: I asked them if these people had
no country, but lived in this hollow place the ship? they told me they did not, but came
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from a distant one. ‘Then,’ said I, ‘how comes it in all our country we never heard of
them?’ They told me, because they lived so very far off. I then asked, where were their
women? had they any like themselves! I was told they had: ‘Ande why,’ said I, ‘do we not
see them?’ they answered, because they were left behind. I asked how the vessel could
go? they told me they could not tell; but that there were cloth put upon the mastsby the
help of the ropes I saw, and then the vessel went on; and the white men had some spell or
magic they put in the water when they liked in order to stop the vessel. I was exceedingly
amazed at this account, and really thought they were spirits. I therefore wished much to
be from amongst them, for I expected they would sacrifice me: but my wishes were vain;
for we were so quartered that it was impossible for any of us to make our escape. While
we staid on the coast I was mostly on deck; and one day, to my great astonishment, I saw
one of these vessels coming in with the sails up. As soon as the whites saw it, they gave
a great shout, at which we were amazed; and the more so as the vessel appeared larger
by approaching nearer. At last she came to anchor in my sight, and when the anchor was
let go, I and my countrymen who saw it were lost in astonishment to observe the vessel
stop; and were now convinced it was done by magic. Soon after this the other ship got
her boats out, and they came on board of us, and the people of both ships seemed very
glad to see each other. Several of the strangers also shook hands with us black people,
and made motions with their hands, signifying, I suppose, we were to go to their country;
but we did not understand them. At last, when the ship we were in had got in all her cargo
they made ready with many fearful noises, and we were all put under deck, so that we
could not see how they managed the vessel. But this disappointment was the least of my
sorrow. The stench of the hold while we were on the coast was so intolerably loathsome,
that it was dangerous to remain there for any time, and some of us had been permitted
to stay on the deck for the fresh air; but now that the whole ship’s cargo were confined
together, it became absolutely pestilential. The closeness of the place, and the heat of the
climate, added to the number in the ship, which was so crouded that each had scarcely
room to turn himself, almost suffocated us. This produced copious perspiration, from a
variety of loathsome smells, and brought on a sickness amongst the slaves, of which many
died, thus falling victims to the improvident avarice, as I may call it, of their purchasers.
This wretched situation was again aggravated by the galling of the chains, now become
insupportable; and the filth of the necessary tubs, into which the children often fell, and
were almost suffocated. The shrieks of the women, and the groans of the dying, rendered
the whole a scene of horror almost inconceiveable. Happily perhaps for myself I was soon
reduced so low here that it was thought necessary to keep me almost always on deck; and
from my extreme youth I was not put in fetters. In this situation I expected every hour to
share the fate of my companions, some of whom were almost daily brought upon deck at
the point of death, which I began to hope would soon put an end to my miseries. Often did
I think many of the inhabitants of the deep much more happy than myself; I envied them
the freedom they enjoyed, and as often wished I could change my condition for theirs.
Every circumstance I met with served only to render my state more painful, and heighten
my apprehensions and my opinion of the cruelty of the whites. One day they had taken a
number of fishes; and when they had killed and satisfied themselves with as many as they
thought fit, to our astonishment who were on deck, rather than give any of them to us to
eat, as we expected, they tossed the remaining fish into the sea again, although we begged
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and prayed for some as well as we could, but in vain; and some of my countrymen, being
pressed by hunger, took an opportunity, when they thought no one saw them, of trying to
get a little privately; but they were discovered, and the attempt procured them some very
severe floggings.
One day, when we had a smooth sea, and moderate wind, two of my wearied
countrymen, who were chained together (I was near them at the time), preferring death
to such a life of misery, somehow made through the nettings, and jumped into the sea;
immediately another quite dejected fellow, who, on account of his illness, was suffered to
be out of irons, also followed their example; and I believe many more would very soon
have done the same, if they had not been prevented by the ship’s crew, who were instantly
alarmed. Those of us that were the most active were, in a moment, put down under the
deck; and there was such a noise and confusion amongst the people of the ship as I never
heard before, to stop her, and get the boat out to go after the slaves. However, two of the
wretches were drowned, but they got the other, and afterwards flogged him unmercifully,
for thus attempting to prefer death to slavery. In this manner we continued to undergo
more hardships than I can now relate; hardships which are inseparable from this accursed
trade.—Many a time we were near suffocation, from the want of fresh air, which we were
often without for whole days together. This, and the stench of the necessary tubs, carried
off many. During our passage I first saw flying fishes, which surprised me very much:
they used frequently to fly across the ship, and many of them fell on the deck. I also now
first saw the use of the quadrant. I had often with astonishment seen the mariners make
observations with it, and I could not think what it meant. They at last took notice of my
surprise; and one of them willing to increase it, as well as to gratify my curiosity, made me
one day look through it. The clouds appeared to me to be land, which disappeared as they
passed along. This heightened my wonder: and I was now more persuaded than ever that I
was in another world, and that every thing about me was magic. At last, we came in sight
of the island of Barbadoes, at which the whites on board gave a great shout, and made
many signs of joy to us. We did not know what to think of this; but, as the vessel drew
nearer, we plainly saw the harbour, and other ships of different kinds and sizes: and we
soon anchored amongst them off Bridge Town. Many merchants and planters now came
on board, though it was in the evening. They put us in separate parcels, and examined us
attentively.—They also made us jump, and pointed to the land, signifying we were to go
there. We thought by this we should be eaten by these ugly men, as they appeared to us;
and when, soon after we were all put down under the deck again, there was much dread
and trembling among us, and nothing but bitter cries to be heard all the night from these
apprehensions, insomuch that at last the white people got some old slaves from the land
to pacify us. They told us we were not to be eaten, but to work, and were soon to go on
land, where we should see many of our country people. This report eased us much; and
sure enough, soon after we landed, there came to us Africans of all languages. We were
conducted immediately to the merchant’s yard, where we were all pent up together like
so many sheep in a fold, without regard to sex or age. As every object was new to me,
every thing I saw filled me with surprise. What struck me first was, that the houses were
built with bricks, in stories, and in every other respect different from those I have seen
in Africa: but I was still more astonished on seeing people on horseback. I did not know
what this could mean; and indeed I thought these people were full of nothing but magical
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arts. While I was in this astonishment, one of my fellow prisoners spoke to a countryman
of his about the horses, who said they were the same kind they had in their country. I
understood them, though they were from a distant part of Africa, and I thought it odd I
had not seen any horses there; but afterwards, when I came to converse with different
Africans I found they had many horses amongst them, and much larger than those I then
saw. We were not many days in the merchant’s custody before we were sold after their
usual manner, which is this:—On a signal given, (as the beat of a drum), the buyers rush at
once into the yard where the slaves are confined, and make choice of that parcel they like
best. The noise and clamour with which this is attended, and the eagerness visible in the
countenances of the buyers, serve not a little to increase the apprehension of the terrified
Africans, who may well be supposed to consider them as the ministers of that destruction
to which they think themselves devoted. In this manner, without scruple, are relations and
friends separated, most of them never to see each other again. I remember in the vessel in
which I was brought over, in the men’s apartment, there were several brothers who, in the
sale, were sold in different lots; and it was very moving on this occasion to see and hear
their cries at parting. O, ye nominal Christians! might not an African ask you, learned you
this from your God? who says unto you, Do unto all men as you would men should do
unto you. Is it not enough that we are torn from our country and friends to toil for your
luxury and lust of gain? Must every tender feeling be likewise sacrifices to your avarice?
Are the dearest friends and relations, now rendered more dear by their separation from
their kindred, still to be parted from each other, and thus prevented from cheering the
gloom of slavery with the small comfort of being together, and mingling their suffering
and sorrows? Why are parents to lose their children, brothers their sisters, or husbands
their wives? Surely this is a new refinement in cruelty, which, while it has no advantage
to atone for it, thus aggravates distress, and adds fresh horrors even to the wretchedness
of slavery.
Source:
Becoming America, Wendy Kurant, ed., CC-BY-SA

96.
Author Introduction-Sojouner Truth (1797 - 1883)

Born into slavery in 1797, Isabella Baumfree, who later changed her name to Sojourner Truth, would
become one of the most powerful advocates for human rights in the nineteenth century. Her early
childhood was spent on a New York estate owned by a Dutch American named Colonel Johannes
Hardenbergh. Like other slaves, she experienced the miseries of being sold and was cruelly beaten and
mistreated. Around 1815 she fell in love with a fellow slave named Robert, but they were forced apart
by Robert’s master. Isabella was instead forced to marry a slave named Thomas, with whom she had five
children.
Figure 1. Sojourner Truth
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In 1827, after her master failed to honor his promise to free her or to uphold the New York AntiSlavery Law of 1827, Isabella ran away, or, as she later informed her master, “I did not run away, I
walked away by daylight….” After experiencing a religious conversion, Isabella became an itinerant
preacher and in 1843 changed her name to Sojourner Truth. During this period she became involved in
the growing antislavery movement, and by the 1850s she was involved in the woman’s rights movement
as well. At the 1851 Women’s Rights Convention held in Akron, Ohio, Sojourner Truth delivered what
is now recognized as one of the most famous abolitionist and women’s rights speeches in American
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history, “Ain’t I a Woman?” She continued to speak out for the rights of African Americans and women
during and after the Civil War. Sojourner Truth died in Battle Creek, Michigan, in 1883.
Source:

Sojourner Truth: Ain’t I A Woman?, National Park Service, Public Domain
Image Credit:
Figure 1. “Sojourner Truth,” Cartes-de-Visite Collection, New York Public Library, Public Domain.

This work (Author Introduction-Sojouner Truth (1797 - 1883) by Jenifer Kurtz) is free of known copyright restrictions.

97.
Ain't I A Woman (1851) By Sojourner Truth
Sojourner Truth

Delivered 1851
Women’s Rights Convention, Old Stone Church (since demolished), Akron, Ohio

Version 1:
Well, children, where there is so much racket there must be something out of kilter. I think that ‘twixt
the negroes of the South and the women at the North, all talking about rights, the white men will be in a
fix pretty soon. But what’s all this here talking about?
That man over there says that women need to be helped into carriages, and lifted over ditches, and to
have the best place everywhere. Nobody ever helps me into carriages, or over mud-puddles, or gives me
any best place! And ain’t I a woman? Look at me! Look at my arm! I have ploughed and planted, and
gathered into barns, and no man could head me! And ain’t I a woman? I could work as much and eat
as much as a man – when I could get it – and bear the lash as well! And ain’t I a woman? I have borne
thirteen children, and seen most all sold off to slavery, and when I cried out with my mother’s grief, none
but Jesus heard me! And ain’t I a woman?
Then they talk about this thing in the head; what’s this they call it? [member of audience whispers,
“intellect”] That’s it, honey. What’s that got to do with women’s rights or negroes’ rights? If my cup
won’t hold but a pint, and yours holds a quart, wouldn’t you be mean not to let me have my little half
measure full?
Then that little man in black there, he says women can’t have as much rights as men, ’cause Christ
wasn’t a woman! Where did your Christ come from? Where did your Christ come from? From God and
a woman! Man had nothing to do with Him.
If the first woman God ever made was strong enough to turn the world upside down all alone, these
women together ought to be able to turn it back , and get it right side up again! And now they is asking
to do it, the men better let them.
Obliged to you for hearing me, and now old Sojourner ain’t got nothing more to say.
Version 2:
Wall, chilern, whar dar is so much racket dar must be somethin’ out o’ kilter. I tink dat ‘twixt de
niggers of de Souf and de womin at de Norf, all talkin’ ’bout rights, de white men will be in a fix pretty
soon. But what’s all dis here talkin’ ’bout?
“Dat man ober dar say dat womin needs to be helped into carriages, and lifted ober ditches, and to
hab de best place everywhar. Nobody eber helps me into carriages, or ober mud-puddles, or gibs me
any best place!” And raising herself to her full height, and her voice to a pitch like rolling thunder, she
asked. “And a’n’t I a woman? Look at me! Look at my arm! (and she bared her right arm to the shoulder,
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showing her tremendous muscular power). I have ploughed, and planted, and gathered into barns, and
no man could head me! And a’n’t I a woman? I could work as much and eat as much as a man—when
I could get it—and bear de lash as well! And a’n’t, I a woman? I have borne thirteen chilern, and seen
’em mos’ all sold off to slavery, and when I cried out with my mother’s grief, none but Jesus heard me!
And a’n’t I a woman?
“Den dey talks ’bout dis ting in de head; what dis dey call it?” (“Intellect,” whispered some one near.)
“Dat’s it, honey. What’s dat got to do wid womin’s rights or nigger’s rights? If my cup won’t hold but a
pint, and yourn holds a quart, wouldn’t ye be mean not to let me have my little half-measure full?” And
she pointed her significant finger, and sent a keen glance at the minister who had made the argument.
The cheering was long and loud.
“Den dat little man in black dar, he say women can’t have as much rights as men, ’cause Christ wan’t
a woman! Whar did your Christ come from?” Rolling thunder couldn’t have stilled that crowd, as did
those deep, wonderful tones, as she stood there with outstretched arms and eyes of fire. Raising her voice
still louder, she repeated, “Whar did your Christ come from? From God and a woman! Man had nothin’
to do wid Him.” Oh, what a rebuke that was to that little man.
Turning again to another objector, she took up the defense of Mother Eve. I can not follow her through
it all. It was pointed, and witty, and solemn; eliciting at almost every sentence deafening applause; and
she ended by asserting: “If de fust woman God ever made was strong enough to turn de world upside
down all alone, dese women togedder (and she glanced her eye over the platform) ought to be able to
turn it back, and get it right side up again! And now dey is asking to do it, de men better let ’em.” Longcontinued cheering greeted this. “‘Bleeged to ye for hearin’ on me, and now ole Sojourner han’t got
nothin’ more to say.
Source:
Version 1: Sojourner Truth: Ain’t I A Woman, National Park Service, Public Domain
Version 2: Women’s Rights Convention, Sojourner Truth, Anti-Slavery Bugle, June 21, 1851, page
160, Public Domain

This work (Ain't I A Woman (1851) By Sojourner Truth by Sojourner Truth) is free of known copyright restrictions.

98.
Introduction - Women and the Cult of Domesticity

Women and the Cult of Domesticity
The “cult of domesticity” was an ideal of womanhood that was prominent during the late eighteenth
and early nineteenth centuries. This value system offered a distinct image of femininity that placed
women within the homes and as the centers of their families. Many of the same virtues that were
expected of women in previous centuries continued as expectations now: purity, piety, and
submissiveness. The prominence of this idea was, at least in part, a result of the changes in production
that arose as America became more settled. Nineteenth-century middle-class families no longer had to
produce as a unit what was needed to survive, as previous families had to do. Therefore, men could now
work in jobs that produced goods or services while their wives and children stayed at home. The reality,
though, is revealed through the literature– fiction, non-fiction, and poetry. Many women did not conform
to this ideal, actively engaging outside of their homes in different political and social ventures.
Women—along with African Americans, American Indians, and other minorities—were overlooked
in the expansion of democracy across early nineteenth-century America. Suffrage expansion at this time
was limited to white males, leaving all women and non-white men behind. Women of this era were
generally pushed to the sidelines as dependents of men, without the power to bring suit, make contracts,
own property, or vote. During the era of the “cult of domesticity,” society tended to see women merely
as an accompaniment to their husbands. By the 1830s and 40s, however, the climate began to change
when a number of bold, outspoken women championed diverse social reforms of slavery, alcohol, war,
prisons, prostitution, and capital punishment.
Women and Politics in the Early Nineteenth Century
Many women in the nineteenth century were involved in reform movements, particularly
abolitionism. In 1831, Maria Stewart (who was African American) began to write essays and make
speeches against slavery, promoting educational and economic self-sufficiency for African Americans.
Although her career was short, she had set the stage for the African-American women speakers who
followed her, including Frances Ellen Watkins Harper, Sojourner Truth, and Harriet Tubman. The first
women’s antislavery society was created in 1832 by free black women from Salem, Massachusetts.
Activists began to question women’s subservience to men and encouraged a rallying around the
abolitionist movement as a way of calling attention to all human rights. Two influential Southern sisters,
Angelina and Sarah Grimké, called for women to “participate in the freeing and educating of slaves.”
Harriet Wilson became the first African American to publish a novel addressing the theme of racism.
Lucretia Mott, an educated woman from Boston, was one of the most powerful advocates of reform
and acted as a bridge between the feminist and the abolitionist movements. Sarah Margaret Fuller wrote
“Women in the Nineteenth Century,” an early consideration of feminism, and edited The Dial for the
Transcendental Club. Despite the expectations that arose from the “cult of domesticity”, many women’s
antislavery societies were active before the Civil War.

425

426 Scott D. Peterson

Source: Boundless US History, Lumen Learning, CC-BY-SA

Harriet Stowe & Uncle Tom’s Cabin
Harriet Elisabeth Beecher Stowe (June 14, 1811 – July 1, 1896) was an American author and
abolitionist. She came from a religious family, and is best known for her novel Uncle Tom’s Cabin
(1852), which depicts the harsh conditions experienced by enslaved African Americans. The book
reached an audience of millions as a novel and play, and became influential in the United States and
in the UK, energizing anti-slavery forces in the American North, while provoking widespread anger in
the South. Stowe wrote 30 books, including novels, three travel memoirs, and collections of articles and
letters. She was influential both for her writings and for her public stances and debates on social issues
of the day.

Source: Harriet Beecher Stowe, Wikipedia, CC-BY

99.
From Uncle Tom’s Cabin (1852), Volume 1: Chapter I: In Which the
Reader is Introduced to a Man of Humanity
Harriet Beecher Stowe

Late in the afternoon of a chilly day in February, two gentlemen were sitting alone over their wine,
in a well-furnished dining parlor, in the town of P——, in Kentucky. There were no servants present,
and the gentlemen, with chairs closely approaching, seemed to be discussing some subject with great
earnestness.
For convenience sake, we have said, hitherto, two gentlemen. One of the parties, however, when
critically examined, did not seem, strictly speaking, to come under the species. He was a short, thickset man, with coarse, commonplace features, and that swaggering air of pretension which marks a low
man who is trying to elbow his way upward in the world. He was much over-dressed, in a gaudy vest
of many colors, a blue neckerchief, bedropped gayly with yellow spots, and arranged with a flaunting
tie, quite in keeping with the general air of the man. His hands, large and coarse, were plentifully
bedecked with rings; and he wore a heavy gold watch-chain, with a bundle of seals of portentous size,
and a great variety of colors, attached to it,—which, in the ardor of conversation, he was in the habit
of flourishing and jingling with evident satisfaction. His conversation was in free and easy defiance
of Murray’s Grammar,[1] and was garnished at convenient intervals with various profane expressions,
which not even the desire to be graphic in our account shall induce us to transcribe.
His companion, Mr. Shelby, had the appearance of a gentleman; and the arrrangements of the house,
and the general air of the housekeeping, indicated easy, and even opulent circumstances. As we before
stated, the two were in the midst of an earnest conversation.
“That is the way I should arrange the matter,” said Mr. Shelby.
“I can’t make trade that way—I positively can’t, Mr. Shelby,” said the other, holding up a glass of
wine between his eye and the light.
“Why, the fact is, Haley, Tom is an uncommon fellow; he is certainly worth that sum
anywhere,—steady, honest, capable, manages my whole farm like a clock.”
“You mean honest, as niggers go,” said Haley, helping himself to a glass of brandy.
“No; I mean, really, Tom is a good, steady, sensible, pious fellow. He got religion at a camp-meeting,
four years ago; and I believe he really did get it. I’ve trusted him, since then, with everything I
have,—money, house, horses,—and let him come and go round the country; and I always found him true
and square in everything.”
“Some folks don’t believe there is pious niggers Shelby,” said Haley, with a candid flourish of his
hand, “but I do. I had a fellow, now, in this yer last lot I took to Orleans—’t was as good as a meetin,
now, really, to hear that critter pray; and he was quite gentle and quiet like. He fetched me a good sum,
too, for I bought him cheap of a man that was ‘bliged to sell out; so I realized six hundred on him. Yes,
I consider religion a valeyable thing in a nigger, when it’s the genuine article, and no mistake.”
“Well, Tom’s got the real article, if ever a fellow had,” rejoined the other. “Why, last fall, I let him go
to Cincinnati alone, to do business for me, and bring home five hundred dollars. ‘Tom,’ says I to him,
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‘I trust you, because I think you’re a Christian—I know you wouldn’t cheat.’ Tom comes back, sure
enough; I knew he would. Some low fellows, they say, said to him—Tom, why don’t you make tracks
for Canada?’ ‘Ah, master trusted me, and I couldn’t,’—they told me about it. I am sorry to part with
Tom, I must say. You ought to let him cover the whole balance of the debt; and you would, Haley, if you
had any conscience.”
“Well, I’ve got just as much conscience as any man in business can afford to keep,—just a little, you
know, to swear by, as ‘t were,” said the trader, jocularly; “and, then, I’m ready to do anything in reason
to ‘blige friends; but this yer, you see, is a leetle too hard on a fellow—a leetle too hard.” The trader
sighed contemplatively, and poured out some more brandy.
“Well, then, Haley, how will you trade?” said Mr. Shelby, after an uneasy interval of silence.
“Well, haven’t you a boy or gal that you could throw in with Tom?”
“Hum!—none that I could well spare; to tell the truth, it’s only hard necessity makes me willing to
sell at all. I don’t like parting with any of my hands, that’s a fact.”
Here the door opened, and a small quadroon boy, between four and five years of age, entered the
room. There was something in his appearance remarkably beautiful and engaging. His black hair, fine as
floss silk, hung in glossy curls about his round, dimpled face, while a pair of large dark eyes, full of fire
and softness, looked out from beneath the rich, long lashes, as he peered curiously into the apartment. A
gay robe of scarlet and yellow plaid, carefully made and neatly fitted, set off to advantage the dark and
rich style of his beauty; and a certain comic air of assurance, blended with bashfulness, showed that he
had been not unused to being petted and noticed by his master.
“Hulloa, Jim Crow!” said Mr. Shelby, whistling, and snapping a bunch of raisins towards him, “pick
that up, now!”
The child scampered, with all his little strength, after the prize, while his master laughed.
“Come here, Jim Crow,” said he. The child came up, and the master patted the curly head, and chucked
him under the chin.
“Now, Jim, show this gentleman how you can dance and sing.” The boy commenced one of those
wild, grotesque songs common among the negroes, in a rich, clear voice, accompanying his singing with
many comic evolutions of the hands, feet, and whole body, all in perfect time to the music.
“Bravo!” said Haley, throwing him a quarter of an orange.
“Now, Jim, walk like old Uncle Cudjoe, when he has the rheumatism,” said his master.
Instantly the flexible limbs of the child assumed the appearance of deformity and distortion, as, with
his back humped up, and his master’s stick in his hand, he hobbled about the room, his childish face
drawn into a doleful pucker, and spitting from right to left, in imitation of an old man.
Both gentlemen laughed uproariously.
“Now, Jim,” said his master, “show us how old Elder Robbins leads the psalm.” The boy drew his
chubby face down to a formidable length, and commenced toning a psalm tune through his nose, with
imperturbable gravity.
“Hurrah! bravo! what a young ‘un!” said Haley; “that chap’s a case, I’ll promise. Tell you what,”
said he, suddenly clapping his hand on Mr. Shelby’s shoulder, “fling in that chap, and I’ll settle the
business—I will. Come, now, if that ain’t doing the thing up about the rightest!”
At this moment, the door was pushed gently open, and a young quadroon woman, apparently about
twenty-five, entered the room.
There needed only a glance from the child to her, to identify her as its mother. There was the same rich,
full, dark eye, with its long lashes; the same ripples of silky black hair. The brown of her complexion
gave way on the cheek to a perceptible flush, which deepened as she saw the gaze of the strange man
fixed upon her in bold and undisguised admiration. Her dress was of the neatest possible fit, and set off
to advantage her finely moulded shape;—a delicately formed hand and a trim foot and ankle were items
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of appearance that did not escape the quick eye of the trader, well used to run up at a glance the points
of a fine female article.
“Well, Eliza?” said her master, as she stopped and looked hesitatingly at him.
“I was looking for Harry, please, sir;” and the boy bounded toward her, showing his spoils, which he
had gathered in the skirt of his robe.
“Well, take him away then,” said Mr. Shelby; and hastily she withdrew, carrying the child on her arm.
“By Jupiter,” said the trader, turning to him in admiration, “there’s an article, now! You might make
your fortune on that ar gal in Orleans, any day. I’ve seen over a thousand, in my day, paid down for gals
not a bit handsomer.”
“I don’t want to make my fortune on her,” said Mr. Shelby, dryly; and, seeking to turn the
conversation, he uncorked a bottle of fresh wine, and asked his companion’s opinion of it.
“Capital, sir,—first chop!” said the trader; then turning, and slapping his hand familiarly on Shelby’s
shoulder, he added—
“Come, how will you trade about the gal?—what shall I say for her—what’ll you take?”
“Mr. Haley, she is not to be sold,” said Shelby. “My wife would not part with her for her weight in
gold.”
“Ay, ay! women always say such things, cause they ha’nt no sort of calculation. Just show ’em how
many watches, feathers, and trinkets, one’s weight in gold would buy, and that alters the case, I reckon.”
“I tell you, Haley, this must not be spoken of; I say no, and I mean no,” said Shelby, decidedly.
“Well, you’ll let me have the boy, though,” said the trader; “you must own I’ve come down pretty
handsomely for him.”
“What on earth can you want with the child?” said Shelby.
“Why, I’ve got a friend that’s going into this yer branch of the business—wants to buy up handsome
boys to raise for the market. Fancy articles entirely—sell for waiters, and so on, to rich ‘uns, that can pay
for handsome ‘uns. It sets off one of yer great places—a real handsome boy to open door, wait, and tend.
They fetch a good sum; and this little devil is such a comical, musical concern, he’s just the article!’
“I would rather not sell him,” said Mr. Shelby, thoughtfully; “the fact is, sir, I’m a humane man, and I
hate to take the boy from his mother, sir.”
“O, you do?—La! yes—something of that ar natur. I understand, perfectly. It is mighty onpleasant
getting on with women, sometimes, I al’ays hates these yer screechin,’ screamin’ times. They are mighty
onpleasant; but, as I manages business, I generally avoids ’em, sir. Now, what if you get the girl off for
a day, or a week, or so; then the thing’s done quietly,—all over before she comes home. Your wife might
get her some ear-rings, or a new gown, or some such truck, to make up with her.”
“I’m afraid not.”
“Lor bless ye, yes! These critters ain’t like white folks, you know; they gets over things, only manage
right. Now, they say,” said Haley, assuming a candid and confidential air, “that this kind o’ trade is
hardening to the feelings; but I never found it so. Fact is, I never could do things up the way some fellers
manage the business. I’ve seen ’em as would pull a woman’s child out of her arms, and set him up to
sell, and she screechin’ like mad all the time;—very bad policy—damages the article—makes ’em quite
unfit for service sometimes. I knew a real handsome gal once, in Orleans, as was entirely ruined by this
sort o’ handling. The fellow that was trading for her didn’t want her baby; and she was one of your real
high sort, when her blood was up. I tell you, she squeezed up her child in her arms, and talked, and went
on real awful. It kinder makes my blood run cold to think of ‘t; and when they carried off the child,
and locked her up, she jest went ravin’ mad, and died in a week. Clear waste, sir, of a thousand dollars,
just for want of management,—there’s where ‘t is. It’s always best to do the humane thing, sir; that’s
been my experience.” And the trader leaned back in his chair, and folded his arm, with an air of virtuous
decision, apparently considering himself a second Wilberforce.
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The subject appeared to interest the gentleman deeply; for while Mr. Shelby was thoughtfully peeling
an orange, Haley broke out afresh, with becoming diffidence, but as if actually driven by the force of
truth to say a few words more.
“It don’t look well, now, for a feller to be praisin’ himself; but I say it jest because it’s the truth. I
believe I’m reckoned to bring in about the finest droves of niggers that is brought in,—at least, I’ve been
told so; if I have once, I reckon I have a hundred times,—all in good case,—fat and likely, and I lose as
few as any man in the business. And I lays it all to my management, sir; and humanity, sir, I may say, is
the great pillar of my management.”
Mr. Shelby did not know what to say, and so he said, “Indeed!”
“Now, I’ve been laughed at for my notions, sir, and I’ve been talked to. They an’t pop’lar, and they
an’t common; but I stuck to ’em, sir; I’ve stuck to ’em, and realized well on ’em; yes, sir, they have paid
their passage, I may say,” and the trader laughed at his joke.
There was something so piquant and original in these elucidations of humanity, that Mr. Shelby could
not help laughing in company. Perhaps you laugh too, dear reader; but you know humanity comes out in
a variety of strange forms now-a-days, and there is no end to the odd things that humane people will say
and do.
Mr. Shelby’s laugh encouraged the trader to proceed.
“It’s strange, now, but I never could beat this into people’s heads. Now, there was Tom Loker, my
old partner, down in Natchez; he was a clever fellow, Tom was, only the very devil with niggers,—on
principle ‘t was, you see, for a better hearted feller never broke bread; ‘t was his system, sir. I used to talk
to Tom. ‘Why, Tom,’ I used to say, ‘when your gals takes on and cry, what’s the use o’ crackin on’ em
over the head, and knockin’ on ’em round? It’s ridiculous,’ says I, ‘and don’t do no sort o’ good. Why,
I don’t see no harm in their cryin’,’ says I; ‘it’s natur,’ says I, ‘and if natur can’t blow off one way, it
will another. Besides, Tom,’ says I, ‘it jest spiles your gals; they get sickly, and down in the mouth; and
sometimes they gets ugly,—particular yallow gals do,—and it’s the devil and all gettin’ on ’em broke
in. Now,’ says I, ‘why can’t you kinder coax ’em up, and speak ’em fair? Depend on it, Tom, a little
humanity, thrown in along, goes a heap further than all your jawin’ and crackin’; and it pays better,’ says
I, ‘depend on ‘t.’ But Tom couldn’t get the hang on ‘t; and he spiled so many for me, that I had to break
off with him, though he was a good-hearted fellow, and as fair a business hand as is goin’.”
“And do you find your ways of managing do the business better than Tom’s?” said Mr. Shelby.
“Why, yes, sir, I may say so. You see, when I any ways can, I takes a leetle care about the onpleasant
parts, like selling young uns and that,—get the gals out of the way—out of sight, out of mind, you
know,—and when it’s clean done, and can’t be helped, they naturally gets used to it. ‘Tan’t, you know,
as if it was white folks, that’s brought up in the way of ‘spectin’ to keep their children and wives, and all
that. Niggers, you know, that’s fetched up properly, ha’n’t no kind of ‘spectations of no kind; so all these
things comes easier.”
“I’m afraid mine are not properly brought up, then,” said Mr. Shelby.
“S’pose not; you Kentucky folks spile your niggers. You mean well by ’em, but ‘tan’t no real
kindness, arter all. Now, a nigger, you see, what’s got to be hacked and tumbled round the world, and
sold to Tom, and Dick, and the Lord knows who, ‘tan’t no kindness to be givin’ on him notions and
expectations, and bringin’ on him up too well, for the rough and tumble comes all the harder on him
arter. Now, I venture to say, your niggers would be quite chop-fallen in a place where some of your
plantation niggers would be singing and whooping like all possessed. Every man, you know, Mr. Shelby,
naturally thinks well of his own ways; and I think I treat niggers just about as well as it’s ever worth
while to treat ’em.”
“It’s a happy thing to be satisfied,” said Mr. Shelby, with a slight shrug, and some perceptible feelings
of a disagreeable nature.
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“Well,” said Haley, after they had both silently picked their nuts for a season, “what do you say?”
“I’ll think the matter over, and talk with my wife,” said Mr. Shelby. “Meantime, Haley, if you want the
matter carried on in the quiet way you speak of, you’d best not let your business in this neighborhood be
known. It will get out among my boys, and it will not be a particularly quiet business getting away any
of my fellows, if they know it, I’ll promise you.”
“O! certainly, by all means, mum! of course. But I’ll tell you. I’m in a devil of a hurry, and shall want
to know, as soon as possible, what I may depend on,” said he, rising and putting on his overcoat.
“Well, call up this evening, between six and seven, and you shall have my answer,” said Mr. Shelby,
and the trader bowed himself out of the apartment.
“I’d like to have been able to kick the fellow down the steps,” said he to himself, as he saw the door
fairly closed, “with his impudent assurance; but he knows how much he has me at advantage. If anybody
had ever said to me that I should sell Tom down south to one of those rascally traders, I should have said,
‘Is thy servant a dog, that he should do this thing?’ And now it must come, for aught I see. And Eliza’s
child, too! I know that I shall have some fuss with wife about that; and, for that matter, about Tom, too.
So much for being in debt,—heigho! The fellow sees his advantage, and means to push it.”
Perhaps the mildest form of the system of slavery is to be seen in the State of Kentucky. The general
prevalence of agricultural pursuits of a quiet and gradual nature, not requiring those periodic seasons
of hurry and pressure that are called for in the business of more southern districts, makes the task of
the negro a more healthful and reasonable one; while the master, content with a more gradual style of
acquisition, has not those temptations to hardheartedness which always overcome frail human nature
when the prospect of sudden and rapid gain is weighed in the balance, with no heavier counterpoise than
the interests of the helpless and unprotected.
Whoever visits some estates there, and witnesses the good-humored indulgence of some masters
and mistresses, and the affectionate loyalty of some slaves, might be tempted to dream the oft-fabled
poetic legend of a patriarchal institution, and all that; but over and above the scene there broods a
portentous shadow—the shadow of law. So long as the law considers all these human beings, with
beating hearts and living affections, only as so many things belonging to a master,—so long as the
failure, or misfortune, or imprudence, or death of the kindest owner, may cause them any day to
exchange a life of kind protection and indulgence for one of hopeless misery and toil,—so long it is
impossible to make anything beautiful or desirable in the best regulated administration of slavery.
Mr. Shelby was a fair average kind of man, good-natured and kindly, and disposed to easy indulgence
of those around him, and there had never been a lack of anything which might contribute to the physical
comfort of the negroes on his estate. He had, however, speculated largely and quite loosely; had involved
himself deeply, and his notes to a large amount had come into the hands of Haley; and this small piece
of information is the key to the preceding conversation.
Now, it had so happened that, in approaching the door, Eliza had caught enough of the conversation
to know that a trader was making offers to her master for somebody.
She would gladly have stopped at the door to listen, as she came out; but her mistress just then calling,
she was obliged to hasten away.
Still she thought she heard the trader make an offer for her boy;—could she be mistaken? Her heart
swelled and throbbed, and she involuntarily strained him so tight that the little fellow looked up into her
face in astonishment.
“Eliza, girl, what ails you today?” said her mistress, when Eliza had upset the wash-pitcher, knocked
down the workstand, and finally was abstractedly offering her mistress a long nightgown in place of the
silk dress she had ordered her to bring from the wardrobe.
Eliza started. “O, missis!” she said, raising her eyes; then, bursting into tears, she sat down in a chair,
and began sobbing.
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“Why, Eliza child, what ails you?” said her mistress.
“O! missis, missis,” said Eliza, “there’s been a trader talking with master in the parlor! I heard him.”
“Well, silly child, suppose there has.”
“O, missis, do you suppose mas’r would sell my Harry?” And the poor creature threw herself into a
chair, and sobbed convulsively.
“Sell him! No, you foolish girl! You know your master never deals with those southern traders, and
never means to sell any of his servants, as long as they behave well. Why, you silly child, who do you
think would want to buy your Harry? Do you think all the world are set on him as you are, you goosie?
Come, cheer up, and hook my dress. There now, put my back hair up in that pretty braid you learnt the
other day, and don’t go listening at doors any more.”
“Well, but, missis, you never would give your consent—to—to—”
“Nonsense, child! to be sure, I shouldn’t. What do you talk so for? I would as soon have one of my
own children sold. But really, Eliza, you are getting altogether too proud of that little fellow. A man can’t
put his nose into the door, but you think he must be coming to buy him.”
Reassured by her mistress’ confident tone, Eliza proceeded nimbly and adroitly with her toilet,
laughing at her own fears, as she proceeded.
Mrs. Shelby was a woman of high class, both intellectually and morally. To that natural magnanimity
and generosity of mind which one often marks as characteristic of the women of Kentucky, she added
high moral and religious sensibility and principle, carried out with great energy and ability into practical
results. Her husband, who made no professions to any particular religious character, nevertheless
reverenced and respected the consistency of hers, and stood, perhaps, a little in awe of her opinion.
Certain it was that he gave her unlimited scope in all her benevolent efforts for the comfort, instruction,
and improvement of her servants, though he never took any decided part in them himself. In fact, if
not exactly a believer in the doctrine of the efficiency of the extra good works of saints, he really
seemed somehow or other to fancy that his wife had piety and benevolence enough for two—to indulge
a shadowy expectation of getting into heaven through her superabundance of qualities to which he made
no particular pretension.
The heaviest load on his mind, after his conversation with the trader, lay in the foreseen necessity of
breaking to his wife the arrangement contemplated,—meeting the importunities and opposition which
he knew he should have reason to encounter.
Mrs. Shelby, being entirely ignorant of her husband’s embarrassments, and knowing only the general
kindliness of his temper, had been quite sincere in the entire incredulity with which she had met Eliza’s
suspicions. In fact, she dismissed the matter from her mind, without a second thought; and being
occupied in preparations for an evening visit, it passed out of her thoughts entirely.

This work (From Uncle Tom’s Cabin (1852), Volume 1: Chapter I: In Which the Reader is Introduced to a Man of Humanity by
Harriet Beecher Stowe) is free of known copyright restrictions.
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100.
Introduction to Literature of the New Nation
Jenifer Kurtz

Post-Revolutionary war, there was a group of American artists, including the first generation to really
consider themselves professional writers, who were concerned with creating an American cultural
identity. However, much of American’s cultural understanding was shaped by the art and literature from
Europe, and by the assumption that culture was for the socially elite. Thus, there was some controversy
among artists and writers about the ways to develop an American culture that was different, as well as
controversy within American in general regarding creating an American language that was distinct from
the English of Great Britain.
As this discussion evolved, there were calls for writers to create a distinctly American style of
language and writing. Many writers who we recognize as the great American writers bought into this,
working to create an American literature that was different in significant ways from the European written
works (which were still widely read and circulated within the Colonies and later within America). Chief
among these was Washington Irving. At this time there is also a significant controversy revolving around
the reading of fiction. Despite (or perhaps because of) this, the novel became widely popular during the
late 18th and early 19th centuries.
Irving, at the prodding of Sir Walter Scott (of England) took German Romantic literature (specifically
folk tales) and naturalized them to display a strong sense of American place. These stories, both included
in The Sketch Book of Geoffrey Crayon, Gent, offer stories couched in American themes and American
scenery. By this time period, many American writers were focusing on things within their literature that
were uniquely American, including the wilderness, local landscapes, rural villages, issues of slavery
and images of native peoples. In many ways, the literature of this time period celebrates America as
a unique physically, culturally and politically. Regionalism is a way that this is embraced by individual
writers and artists, and something that continues throughout America’s literature, extending even to
today.
Source:
Jenifer Kurtz, CC-BY

Introduction to Literature of the New Nation by Jenifer Kurtz is licensed under a Creative Commons Attribution 4.0 International
License, except where otherwise noted.
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101.
Author Introduction-Washington Irving (1783–1859)

Washington Irving honed his writing craft early and in various ways. The youngest of eleven children,
Irving grew up in New York City in a prosperous merchant family. He was an avid and comprehensive
reader, enjoying the periodical essay (a fairly new genre), the plays of Shakespeare, and the
sentimentalist works of Oliver Goldsmith and Laurence Sterne. For his brothers’ entertainment, he wrote
essays on the theater, using the pseudonym of Jonathan Oldstyle.
Figure 1. Washington Irving, 1809

Irving studied law and in 1806 was admitted to the New York bar but he still fulfilled his literary
bent. Also in 1806, he, his brother William, and James Kirke Paulding, a relative through

marriage, founded Salmagundi; or, The Whim- whams and Opinions of Launcelot
Langstaff, Esq. & Others. A hodge-podge of sorts, it satirized New York society in essays
and poems. Irving expanded his scope in A History of New-York (1809), using the persona
of Diedrich Knickerbock to turn a more serious history of New York (1807) by Samuel
Latham Mitchill on its head with humor and hilarious wit. After the War of 1812, Irving
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traveled to Europe, where he remained based in England for the next seventeen years.
The failure of his brother’s hardware import firm in 1818 freed Irving to focus on his
writing, spurred by the great novelist Sir Walter Scott (1771–1832). Scott, whose writing
took an almost anthropological approach to the Scottish highlands, suggested that Irving
mine German folklore. Irving’s consequent The Sketch Book of Geoffrey Crayon, Gent.
appeared in two-volume form in 1820, winning Irving international fame. Indeed, Irving
is considered the first American writer to achieve international fame. His book’s urbanity,
gentle humor, rounded characterizations, and delightful yet often symbolic plots fulfilled
the long-held promise of a successful work of American literature. Irving depicted for
European and American audiences a perpetually new and renewing republic rising like
a palimpsest over the landscape of the past. Besides contributing to the early short story
genre, Irving wrote histories and biographies. His experiences in Spain as part of an
American legation led to Irving’s A History of the Life and Voyages of Christopher
Columbus (1828), a work that became the standard biography on Columbus through the
nineteenth century. After serving in London as secretary of the American legation, Irving
returned to America, built his home Sunnyside at Tarrytown, and published travelogues
on the American West and South; Astoria (1836), a biography of the American
millionaire John Jacob Astor (1763–1848); and the five-volume The Life of George
Washington (1855–1859). Irving considered this last work, completed just months before
his death, to be his most important.
Figure 2. Rip Van Winkle Illustration, 1864
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Source:
Becoming America, Wendy Kurant, ed., CC-BY-SA
Image Credit:
Figure 1. “Washington Irving, 1809,” John Wesley Jarvis, Wikimedia, Public Domain.
Figure 2. “Rip Van Winkle Illustration, 1864,” Felix Octavius Carr Darley, New York Public Library,
Public Domain.

102.
Rip Van Winkle (1819) By Washington Irving
Washington Irving

By Woden, God of Saxons,
From whence comes Wensday, that is Wodensday, T
ruth is a thing that ever I will keep
Unto thylke day in which I creep into
My sepulchre—
CARTWRIGHT.

The following Tale was found among the papers of the late Diedrich Knickerbocker, an old gentleman
of New York, who was very curious in the Dutch History of the province and the manners of the
descendants from its primitive settlers. His historical researches, however, did not lie so much among
books as among men; for the former are lamentably scanty on his favorite topics; whereas he found
the old burghers, and still more, their wives, rich in that legendary lore, so invaluable to true history.
Whenever, therefore, he happened upon a genuine Dutch family, snugly shut up in its low-roofed farmhouse, under a spreading sycamore, he looked upon it as a little clasped volume of black-letter, and
studied it with the zeal of a bookworm.
The result of all these researches was a history of the province, during the reign of the Dutch
governors, which he published some years since. There have been various opinions as to the literary
character of his work, and, to tell the truth, it is not a whit better than it should be. Its chief merit is
its scrupulous accuracy, which indeed was a little questioned on its first appearance, but has since been
completely established; and it is now admitted into all historical collections, as a book of unquestionable
authority.
The old gentleman died shortly after the publication of his work; and now that he is dead and gone,
it cannot do much harm to his memory to say that his time might have been much better employed in
weightier labors. He, however, was apt to ride his hobby his own way; and though it did now and then
kick up the dust a little in the eyes of his neighbors, and grieve the spirit of some friends, for whom he
felt the truest deference and affection, yet his errors and follies are remembered “more in

sorrow than in anger,” and it begins to be suspected, that he never intended to injure or
offend. But however his memory may be appreciated by critics, it is still held dear among
many folks, whose good opinion is well worth having; particularly by certain biscuitbakers, who have gone so far as to imprint his likeness on their new-year cakes, and have
thus given him a chance for immortality, almost equal to the being stamped on a Waterloo
medal, or a Queen Anne’s farthing.]
Whoever has made a voyage up the Hudson must remember the Kaatskill mountains.
They are a dismembered branch of the great Appalachian family, and are seen away to
the west of the river, swelling up to a noble height, and lording it over the surrounding
country. Every change of season, every change of weather, indeed, every hour of the day
produces some change in the magical hues and shapes of these mountains; and they are
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regarded by all the good wives, far and near, as perfect barometers. When the weather is
fair and settled, they are clothed in blue and purple, and print their bold outlines on the
clear evening sky; but sometimes, when the rest of the landscape is cloudless, they will
gather a hood of gray vapors about their summits, which, in the last rays of the setting
sun, will glow and light up like a crown of glory.
At the foot of these fairy mountains, the voyager may have descried the light smoke curling up from a
Village, whose shingle roofs gleam among the trees, just where the blue tints of the upland melt away
into the fresh green of the nearer landscape. It is a little village of great antiquity, having been founded
by some of the Dutch colonists, in the early times of the province, just about the beginning of the
government of the good Peter Stuyvesant (may he rest in peace!), and there were some of the houses
of the original settlers standing within a few years, built of small yellow bricks, brought from Holland,
having latticed windows and gable fronts, surmounted with weathercocks.
In that same village, and in one of these very houses (which, to tell the precise truth, was sadly timeworn and weather-beaten), there lived, many years since, while the country was yet a province of Great
Britain, a simple, good-natured fellow, of the name of Rip Van Winkle. He was a descendant of the Van
Winkles who figured so gallantly in the chivalrous days of Peter Stuyvesant, and accompanied him to
the siege of Fort Christina. He inherited, however, but little of the martial character of his ancestors.
I have observed that he was a simple, good-natured man; he was, moreover, a kind neighbor, and an
obedient henpecked husband. Indeed, to the latter circumstance might be owing that meekness of spirit
which gained him such universal popularity; for those men are apt to be obsequious and conciliating
abroad, who are under the discipline of shrews at home. Their tempers, doubtless, are rendered pliant
and malleable in the fiery furnace of domestic tribulation, and a curtain-lecture is worth all the sermons
in the world for teaching the virtues of patience and long-suffering. A termagant wife may, therefore, in
some respects, be considered a tolerable blessing, and if so, Rip Van Winkle was thrice blessed.

Certain it is, that he was a great favorite among all the good wives of the village, who,
as usual with the amiable sex, took his part in all family squabbles, and never failed,
whenever they talked those matters over in their evening gossipings, to lay all the blame
on Dame Van Winkle. The children of the village, too, would shout with joy whenever
he approached. He assisted at their sports, made their playthings, taught them to fly kites
and shoot marbles, and told them long stories of ghosts, witches, and Indians. Whenever
he went dodging about the village, he was surrounded by a troop of them hanging on his
skirts, clambering on his back, and playing a thousand tricks on him with impunity; and
not a dog would bark at him throughout the neighborhood.
The great error in Rip’s composition was an insuperable aversion to all kinds of
profitable labor. It could not be for want of assiduity or perseverance; for he would sit on
a wet rock, with a rod as long and heavy as a Tartar’s lance, and fish all day without a
murmur, even though he should not be encouraged by a single nibble. He would carry a
fowling-piece on his shoulder, for hours together, trudging through woods and swamps,
and up hill and down dale, to shoot a few squirrels or wild pigeons. He would never refuse
to assist a neighbor even in the roughest toil, and was a foremost man in all country frolics
for husking Indian corn, or building stone fences; the women of the village, too, used
to employ him to run their errands, and to do such little odd jobs as their less obliging
husbands would not do for them. In a word, Rip was ready to attend to anybody’s business
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but his own; but as to doing family duty, and keeping his farm in order, he found it
impossible.
In fact, he declared it was of no use to work on his farm; it was the most pestilent little piece of ground in
the whole country; everything about it went wrong, in spite of him. His fences were continually falling
to pieces; his cow would either go astray, or get among the cabbages; weeds were sure to grow quicker
in his fields than anywhere else; the rain always made a point of setting in just as he had some out-door
work to do; so that though his patrimonial estate had dwindled away under his management, acre by
acre, until there was little more left than a mere patch of Indian corn and potatoes, yet it was the worstconditioned farm in the neighborhood.
His children, too, were as ragged and wild as if they belonged to nobody. His son Rip, an urchin
begotten in his own likeness, promised to inherit the habits, with the old clothes, of his father. He
was generally seen trooping like a colt at his mother’s heels, equipped in a pair of his father’s cast-off
galligaskins, which he had much ado to hold up with one hand, as a fine lady does her train in bad
weather.
Rip Van Winkle, however, was one of those happy mortals, of foolish, well- oiled dispositions, who
take the world easy, eat white bread or brown, whichever can be got with least thought or trouble,
and would rather starve on a penny than work for a pound. If left to himself, he would have whistled
life away, in perfect contentment; but his wife kept continually dinning in his ears about his idleness,
his carelessness, and the ruin he was bringing on his family. Morning, noon, and night, her tongue
was incessantly going, and every thing he said or did was sure to produce a torrent of household

eloquence. Rip had but one way of replying to all lectures of the kind, and that, by
frequent use, had grown into a habit. He shrugged his shoulders, shook his head, cast up
his eyes, but said nothing. This, however, always provoked a fresh volley from his wife,
so that he was fain to draw off his forces, and take to the outside of the house—the only
side which, in truth, belongs to a henpecked husband.
Rip’s sole domestic adherent was his dog Wolf, who was as much henpecked as his
master; for Dame Van Winkle regarded them as companions in idleness, and even looked
upon Wolf with an evil eye, as the cause of his master’s going so often astray. True it
is, in all points of spirit befitting in honorable dog, he was as courageous an animal as
ever scoured the woods—but what courage can withstand the evil-doing and all-besetting
terrors of a woman’s tongue? The moment Wolf entered the house, his crest fell, his
tail drooped to the ground, or curled between his legs, he sneaked about with a gallows
air, casting many a sidelong glance at Dame Van Winkle, and at the least flourish of a
broomstick or ladle, he would fly to the door with yelping precipitation.
Times grew worse and worse with Rip Van Winkle as years of matrimony rolled on;
a tart temper never mellows with age, and a sharp tongue is the only edged tool that
grows keener with constant use. For a long while he used to console himself, when
driven from home, by frequenting a kind of perpetual club of the sages, philosophers,
and other idle personages of the village, which held its sessions on a bench before a
small inn, designated by a rubicund portrait of his Majesty George the Third. Here they
used to sit in the shade through a long, lazy summer’s day, talking listlessly over village
gossip, or telling endless, sleepy stories about nothing. But it would have been worth
any statesman’s money to have heard the profound discussions which sometimes took
place, when by chance an old newspaper fell into their hands from some passing traveller.
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How solemnly they would listen to the contents, as drawled out by Derrick Van Bummel,
the school-master, a dapper learned little man, who was not to be daunted by the most
gigantic word in the dictionary; and how sagely they would deliberate upon public events
some months after they had taken place.
The opinions of this junto were completely controlled by Nicholas Vedder, a patriarch
of the village, and landlord of the inn, at the door of which he took his seat from morning
till night, just moving sufficiently to avoid the sun, and keep in the shade of a large tree;
so that the neighbors could tell the hour by his movements as accurately as by a sun-dial.
It is true, he was rarely heard to speak, but smoked his pipe incessantly. His adherents,
however (for every great man has his adherents), perfectly understood him, and knew
how to gather his opinions. When any thing that was read or related displeased him, he
was observed to smoke his pipe vehemently, and to send forth, frequent, and angry puffs;
but when pleased, he would inhale the smoke slowly and tranquilly, and emit it in light
and placid clouds, and sometimes, taking the pipe from his mouth, and letting the fragrant
vapor curl about his nose, would gravely nod his head in token of perfect approbation.
From even this stronghold the unlucky Rip was at length routed by his termagant wife,
who would suddenly break in upon the tranquillity of the assemblage, and call the
members all to nought; nor was that august personage, Nicholas Vedder himself, sacred
from the daring tongue of this terrible virago, who charged him outright with encouraging
her husband in habits of idleness.
Poor Rip was at last reduced almost to despair; and his only alternative, to escape from
the labor of the farm and the clamor of his wife, was to take gun in hand, and stroll away
into the woods. Here he would sometimes seat himself at the foot of a tree, and share
the contents of his wallet with Wolf, with whom he sympathized as a fellow-sufferer in
persecution. “Poor Wolf,” he would say, “thy mistress leads thee a dog’s life of it; but
never mind, my lad, whilst I live thou shalt never want a friend to stand by thee!” Wolf
would wag his tail, look wistfully in his master’s face, and if dogs can feel pity, I verily
believe he reciprocated the sentiment with all his heart.
In a long ramble of the kind, on a fine autumnal day, Rip had unconsciously scrambled
to one of the highest parts of the Kaatskill mountains. He was after his favorite sport
of squirrel-shooting, and the still solitudes had echoed and re- echoed with the reports of
his gun. Panting and fatigued, he threw himself, late in the afternoon, on a green knoll,
covered with mountain herbage, that crowned the brow of a precipice. From an opening
between the trees, he could overlook all the lower country for many a mile of rich
woodland. He saw at a distance the lordly Hudson, far, far below him, moving on its silent
but majestic course, with the reflection of a purple cloud, or the sail of a lagging bark,
here and there sleeping on its glassy bosom and at last losing itself in the blue highlands.
On the other side he looked down into a deep mountain glen, wild, lonely, and shagged,
the bottom filled with fragments from the impending cliffs, and scarcely lighted by the
reflected rays of the setting sun. For some time Rip lay musing on this scene; evening
was gradually advancing; the mountains began to throw their long blue shadows over the
valleys; he saw that it would be dark long before he could reach the village; and he heaved
a heavy sigh when he thought of encountering the terrors of Dame Van Winkle.
As he was about to descend, he heard a voice from a distance hallooing: “Rip Van
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Winkle! Rip Van Winkle!” He looked around, but could see nothing but a crow winging
its solitary flight across the mountain. He thought his fancy must have deceived him,
and turned again to descend, when he heard the same cry ring through the still evening
air, “Rip Van Winkle! Rip Van Winkle!”—at the same time Wolf bristled up his back,
and giving a low growl, skulked to his master’s side, looking fearfully down into the
glen. Rip now felt a vague apprehension stealing over him; he looked anxiously in the
same direction, and perceived a strange figure slowly toiling up the rocks, and bending
under the weight of something he carried on his back. He was surprised to see any human
being in this lonely and unfrequented place, but supposing it to be some one of the
neighborhood in need of his assistance, he hastened down to yield it.
On nearer approach, he was still more surprised at the singularity of the stranger’s
appearance. He was a short, square-built old fellow, with thick bushy hair, and a grizzled
beard. His dress was of the antique Dutch fashion—a cloth jerkin strapped round the
waist—several pairs of breeches, the outer one of ample volume, decorated with rows
of buttons down the sides, and bunches at the knees. He bore on his shoulders a stout
keg, that seemed full of liquor, and made signs for Rip to approach and assist him with
the load. Though rather shy and distrustful of this new acquaintance, Rip complied with
his usual alacrity; and mutually relieving each other, they clambered up a narrow gully,
apparently the dry bed of a mountain torrent. As they ascended, Rip every now and then
heard long rolling peals, like distant thunder, that seemed to issue out of a deep ravine,
or rather cleft between lofty rocks, toward which their rugged path conducted. He paused
for an instant, but supposing it to be the muttering of one of those transient thundershowers which often take place in the mountain heights, he proceeded. Passing through
the ravine, they came to a hollow, like a small amphitheatre, surrounded by perpendicular
precipices, over the brinks of which impending trees shot their branches, so that you
only caught glimpses of the azure sky, and the bright evening cloud. During the whole
time Rip and his companion had labored on in silence; for though the former marvelled
greatly what could be the object of carrying a keg of liquor up this wild mountain, yet
there was something strange and incomprehensible about the unknown, that inspired awe,
and checked familiarity. On entering the amphitheatre, new objects of wonder presented
themselves.
On a level spot in the centre was a company of odd-looking personages playing at
ninepins. They were dressed in quaint outlandish fashion; some wore short doublets,
others jerkins, with long knives in their belts, and most of them had enormous breeches,
of similar style with that of the guide’s. Their visages, too, were peculiar; one had a large
head, broad face, and small piggish eyes; the face of another seemed to consist entirely of
nose, and was surmounted by a white sugar- loaf hat, set off with a little red cock’s tail.
They all had beards, of various shapes and colors. There was one who seemed to be the
commander. He was a stout old gentleman, with a weather-beaten countenance; he wore
a laced doublet, broad belt and hanger, high-crowned hat and feather, red stockings, and
high-heeled shoes, with roses in them. The whole group reminded Rip of the figures in an
old Flemish painting, in the parlor of Dominie Van Schaick, the village parson, and which
had been brought over from Holland at the time of the settlement.
What seemed particularly odd to Rip was, that though these folks were evidently
amusing themselves, yet they maintained the gravest faces, the most mysterious silence,
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and were, withal, the most melancholy party of pleasure he had ever witnessed. Nothing
interrupted the stillness of the scene but the noise of the balls, which, whenever they were
rolled, echoed along the mountains like rumbling peals of thunder.
As Rip and his companion approached them, they suddenly desisted from their play,
and stared at him with such a fixed statue-like gaze, and such strange uncouth, lacklustre countenances, that his heart turned within him, and his knees smote together. His
companion now emptied the contents of the keg into large flagons, and made signs to him
to wait upon the company. He obeyed with fear and trembling; they quaffed the liquor in
profound silence, and then returned to their game.
By degrees, Rip’s awe and apprehension subsided. He even ventured, when no eye
was fixed upon him, to taste the beverage which he found had much of the flavor of
excellent Hollands. He was naturally a thirsty soul, and was soon tempted to repeat the
draught. One taste provoked another; and he reiterated his visits to the flagon so often,
that at length his senses were overpowered, his eyes swam in his head, his head gradually
declined, and he fell into a deep sleep.
On waking, he found himself on the green knoll whence he had first seen the old
man of the glen. He rubbed his eyes—it was a bright sunny morning. The birds were
hopping and twittering among the bushes, and the eagle was wheeling aloft, and breasting
the pure mountain breeze. “Surely,” thought Rip, “I have not slept here all night.”
He recalled the occurrences before he fell asleep. The strange man with the keg of
liquor—the mountain ravine—the wild retreat among the rocks—the woe-begone party
at ninepins—the flagon—“Oh! that flagon! that wicked flagon!” thought Rip—“what
excuse shall I make to Dame Van Winkle?”
He looked round for his gun, but in place of the clean well-oiled fowling-piece, he
found an old firelock lying by him, the barrel encrusted with rust, the lock falling off, and
the stock worm-eaten. He now suspected that the grave roysterers of the mountains had
put a trick upon him, and, having dosed him with liquor, had robbed him of his gun. Wolf,
too, had disappeared, but he might have strayed away after a squirrel or partridge. He
whistled after him and shouted his name, but all in vain; the echoes repeated his whistle
and shout, but no dog was to be seen.
He determined to revisit the scene of the last evening’s gambol, and if he met with any
of the party, to demand his dog and gun. As he rose to walk, he found himself stiff in the
joints, and wanting in his usual activity. “These mountain beds do not agree with me,”
thought Rip, “and if this frolic, should lay me up with a fit of the rheumatism, I shall
have a blessed time with Dame Van Winkle.” With some difficulty he got down into the
glen: he found the gully up which he and his companion had ascended the preceding
evening; but to his astonishment a mountain stream was now foaming down it, leaping
from rock to rock, and filling the glen with babbling murmurs. He, however, made shift to
scramble up its sides, working his toilsome way through thickets of birch, sassafras, and
witch-hazel; and sometimes tripped up or entangled by the wild grape vines that twisted
their coils and tendrils from tree to tree, and spread a kind of network in his path.
At length he reached to where the ravine had opened through the cliffs to the
amphitheatre; but no traces of such opening remained. The rocks presented a high
impenetrable wall, over which the torrent came tumbling in a sheet of feathery foam, and
fell into a broad deep basin, black from the shadows of the surrounding forest. Here, then,
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poor Rip was brought to a stand. He again called and whistled after his dog; he was only
answered by the cawing of a flock of idle crows, sporting high in the air about a dry tree
that overhung a sunny precipice; and who, secure in their elevation, seemed to look down
and scoff at the poor man’s perplexities. What was to be done? The morning was passing
away, and Rip felt famished for want of his breakfast. He grieved to give up his dog and
gun; he dreaded to meet his wife; but it would not do to starve among the mountains. He
shook his head, shouldered the rusty firelock, and, with a heart full of trouble and anxiety,
turned his steps homeward.
As he approached the village, he met a number of people, but none whom he new,
which somewhat surprised him, for he had thought himself acquainted with every one in
the country round. Their dress, too, was of a different fashion from that to which he was
accustomed. They all stared at him with equal marks of surprise, and whenever they cast
eyes upon him, invariably stroked their chins. The constant recurrence of this gesture,
induced Rip, involuntarily, to do, the same, when, to his astonishment, he found his beard
had grown a foot long!
He had now entered the skirts of the village. A troop of strange children ran at his
heels, hooting after him, and pointing at his gray beard. The dogs, too, not one of which
he recognized for an old acquaintance, barked at him as he passed. The very village
was altered: it was larger and more populous. There were rows of houses which he
had never seen before, and those which had been his familiar haunts had disappeared.
Strange names were over the doors—strange faces at the windows—everything was
strange. His mind now misgave him; he began to doubt whether both he and the world
around him were not bewitched. Surely this was his native village, which he had left
but a day before. There stood the Kaatskill mountains—there ran the silver Hudson at a
distance—there was every hill and dale precisely as it had always been—Rip was sorely
perplexed—“That flagon last night,” thought he, “has addled my poor head sadly!”
It was with some difficulty that he found the way to his own house, which he
approached with silent awe, expecting every moment to hear the shrill voice of Dame Van
Winkle. He found the house gone to decay—the roof had fallen in, the windows shattered,
and the doors off the hinges. A half-starved dog, that looked like Wolf, was skulking
about it. Rip called him by name, but the cur snarled, showed his teeth, and passed on.
This was an unkind cut indeed.—“My very dog,” sighed poor Rip, “has forgotten me!”
He entered the house, which, to tell the truth, Dame Van Winkle had always kept in
neat order. It was empty, forlorn, and apparently abandoned. This desolateness overcame
all his connubial fears—he called loudly for his wife and children—the lonely chambers
rang for a moment with his voice, and then all again was silence. He now hurried forth,
and hastened to his old resort, the village inn—but it too was gone. A large rickety
wooden building stood in its place, with great gaping windows, some of them broken, and
mended with old hats and petticoats, and over the door was painted, “The Union Hotel,
by Jonathan Doolittle.” Instead of the great tree that used to shelter the quiet little Dutch
inn of yore, there now was reared a tall naked pole, with something on the top that looked
like a red nightcap, and from it was fluttering a flag, on which was a singular assemblage
of stars and stripes—all this was strange and incomprehensible. He recognized on the
sign, however, the ruby face of King George, under which he had smoked so many a
peaceful pipe, but even this was singularly metamorphosed. The red coat was changed
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for one of blue and buff, a sword was held in the hand instead of a sceptre, the head was
decorated with a cocked hat, and underneath was painted in large characters, “GENERAL
WASHINGTON.”
There was, as usual, a crowd of folk about the door, but none that Rip recollected. The
very character of the people seemed changed. There was a busy, bustling, disputatious
tone about it, instead of the accustomed phlegm and drowsy tranquillity. He looked
in vain for the sage Nicholas Vedder, with his broad face, double chin, and fair long
pipe, uttering clouds of tobacco-smoke, instead of idle speeches; or Van Bummel, the
schoolmaster, doling forth the contents of an ancient newspaper. In place of these, a lean,
bilious-looking fellow, with his pockets full of handbills, was haranguing, vehemently
about rights of citizens-elections— members of Congress—liberty—Bunker’s
hill—heroes of seventy-six-and other words, which were a perfect Babylonish jargon to
the bewildered Van Winkle.
The appearance of Rip, with his long, grizzled beard, his rusty fowling-piece, his
uncouth dress, and the army of women and children at his heels, soon attracted the
attention of the tavern politicians. They crowded round him, eying him from head to
foot, with great curiosity. The orator bustled up to him, and, drawing him partly aside,
inquired, “on which side he voted?” Rip stared in vacant stupidity. Another short but busy
little fellow pulled him by the arm, and rising on tiptoe, inquired in his ear, “whether he
was Federal or Democrat.” Rip was equally at a loss to comprehend the question; when
a knowing, self-important old gentleman, in a sharp cocked hat, made his way through
the crowd, putting them to the right and left with his elbows as he passed, and planting
himself before Van Winkle, with one arm akimbo, the other resting on his cane, his keen
eyes and sharp hat penetrating, as it were, into his very soul, demanded in an austere tone,
“What brought him to the election with a gun on his shoulder, and a mob at his heels; and
whether he meant to breed a riot in the village?”
“Alas! gentlemen,” cried Rip, somewhat dismayed, “I am a poor, quiet man, a native of
the place, and a loyal subject of the King, God bless him!”
Here a general shout burst from the bystanders-“a tory! a tory! a spy! a refugee! hustle
him! away with him!” It was with great difficulty that the self- important man in the
cocked hat restored order; and having assumed a tenfold austerity of brow, demanded
again of the unknown culprit, what he came there for, and whom he was seeking. The
poor man humbly assured him that he meant no harm, but merely came there in search of
some of his neighbors, who used to keep about the tavern.
“Well—who are they?—name them.”
Rip bethought himself a moment, and inquired, Where’s Nicholas Vedder?
There was a silence for a little while, when an old man replied, in a thin, piping voice,
“Nicholas Vedder? why, he is dead and gone these eighteen years! There was a wooden
tombstone in the churchyard that used to tell all about him, but that’s rotten and gone
too.”
“Where’s Brom Dutcher?”
“Oh, he went off to the army in the beginning of the war; some say he was killed at the
storming of Stony-Point—others say he was drowned in a squall at the foot of Antony’s
Nose. I don’t know—he never came back again.”
“Where’s Van Bummel, the schoolmaster?”
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“He went off to the wars, too; was a great militia general, and is now in Congress.”
Rip’s heart died away, at hearing of these sad changes in his home and friends, and
finding himself thus alone in the world. Every answer puzzled him too, by treating of such
enormous lapses of time, and of matters which he could not understand: war—CongressStony-Point;—he had no courage to ask after any more friends, but cried out in despair,
“Does nobody here know Rip Van Winkle?” “Oh, Rip Van Winkle!” exclaimed two or
three. “Oh, to be sure! that’s Rip Van Winkle yonder, leaning against the tree.”
Rip looked, and beheld a precise counterpart of himself as he went up the mountain; apparently as lazy,
and certainly as ragged. The poor fellow was now completely confounded. He doubted his own identity,
and whether he was himself or another man. In the midst of his bewilderment, the man in the cocked hat
demanded who he was, and what was his name?
“God knows!” exclaimed he at his wit’s end; “I’m not myself—I’m somebody else—that’s me
yonder-no—that’s somebody else, got into my shoes—I was myself last night, but I fell asleep on the
mountain, and they’ve changed my gun, and everything’s changed, and I’m changed, and I can’t tell
what’s my name, or who I am!”
The by-standers began now to look at each other, nod, wink significantly, and tap their fingers against
their foreheads. There was a whisper, also, about securing the gun, and keeping the old fellow from
doing mischief; at the very suggestion of which, the self-important man with the cocked hat retired with
some precipitation. At this critical moment a fresh, comely woman pressed through the throng to get a
peep at the gray-bearded man. She had a chubby child in her arms, which, frightened at his looks, began
to cry. “Hush, Rip,” cried she, “hush, you little fool; the old man won’t hurt you.” The name of the child,
the air of the mother, the tone of her voice, all awakened a train of recollections in his mind.
“What is your name, my good woman?” asked he. “Judith Cardenier.”
“And your father’s name?”
“Ah, poor man, Rip Van Winkle was his name, but it’s twenty years since he went away from home
with his gun, and never has been heard of since,—his dog came home without him; but whether

he shot himself, or was carried away by the Indians, nobody can tell. I was then but a little
girl.”
Rip had but one more question to ask; but he put it with a faltering voice: “Where’s
your mother?”
Oh, she too had died but a short time since; she broke a blood-vessel in a fit of passion
at a New-England pedler.
There was a drop of comfort, at least, in this intelligence. The honest man could contain
himself no longer. He caught his daughter and her child in his arms. “I am your father!”
cried he-“Young Rip Van Winkle once-old Rip Van Winkle now— Does nobody know
poor Rip Van Winkle!”
All stood amazed, until an old woman, tottering out from among the crowd, put her
hand to her brow, and peering under it in his face for a moment exclaimed, “sure enough!
it is Rip Van Winkle—it is himself. Welcome home again, old neighbor. Why, where have
you been these twenty long years?”
Rip’s story was soon told, for the whole twenty years had been to him but as one night.
The neighbors stared when they heard it; some were seen to wink at each other, and put
their tongues in their cheeks; and the self-important man in the cocked hat, who, when
the alarm was over, had returned to the field, screwed down the corners of his mouth,
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and shook his head—upon which there was a general shaking of the head throughout the
assemblage.
It was determined, however, to take the opinion of old Peter Vanderdonk, who was
seen slowly advancing up the road. He was a descendant of the historian of that name,
who wrote one of the earliest accounts of the province. Peter was the most ancient
inhabitant of the village, and well versed in all the wonderful events and traditions of
the neighborhood. He recollected Rip at once, and corroborated his story in the most
satisfactory manner. He assured the company that it was a fact, handed down from his
ancestor, the historian, that the Kaatskill mountains had always been haunted by strange
beings. That it was affirmed that the great Hendrick Hudson, the first discoverer of the
river and country, kept a kind of vigil there every twenty years, with his crew of the
Half-moon; being permitted in this way to revisit the scenes of his enterprise, and keep a
guardian eye upon the river and the great city called by his name. That his father had once
seen them in their old Dutch dresses playing at ninepins in the hollow of the mountain;
and that he himself had heard, one summer afternoon, the sound of their balls, like distant
peals of thunder. To make a long story short, the company broke up, and returned to the
more important concerns of the election. Rip’s daughter took him home to live with her;
she had a snug, well-furnished house, and a stout cheery farmer for a husband, whom
Rip recollected for one of the urchins that used to climb upon his back. As to Rip’s son
and heir, who was the ditto of himself, seen leaning against the tree, he was employed to
work on the farm; but evinced an hereditary disposition to attend to any thing else but his
business.
Rip now resumed his old walks and habits; he soon found many of his former cronies,
though all rather the worse for the wear and tear of time; and preferred making friends
among the rising generation, with whom he soon grew into great favor.
Having nothing to do at home, and being arrived at that happy age when a man can be
idle with impunity, he took his place once more on the bench, at the inn door, and was
reverenced as one of the patriarchs of the village, and a chronicle of the old times “before
the war.” It was some time before he could get into the regular track of gossip, or could
be made to comprehend the strange events that had taken place during his torpor. How
that there had been a revolutionary war— that the country had thrown off the yoke of
old England—and that, instead of being a subject to his Majesty George the Third, he
was now a free citizen of the United States. Rip, in fact, was no politician; the changes
of states and empires made but little impression on him; but there was one species
of despotism under which he had long groaned, and that was—petticoat government.
Happily, that was at an end; he had got his neck out of the yoke of matrimony, and could
go in and out whenever he pleased, without dreading the tyranny of Dame Van Winkle.
Whenever her name was mentioned, however, he shook his head, shrugged his shoulders,
and cast up his eyes; which might pass either for an expression of resignation to his fate,
or joy at his deliverance.
He used to tell his story to every stranger that arrived at Mr. Doolittle’s hotel. He was
observed, at first, to vary on some points every time he told it, which was, doubtless,
owing to his having so recently awaked. It at last settled down precisely to the tale I
have related, and not a man, woman, or child in the neighborhood, but knew it by heart.
Some always pretended to doubt the reality of it, and insisted that Rip had been out of
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his head, and that this was one point on which he always remained flighty. The old Dutch
inhabitants, however, almost universally gave it full credit. Even to this day, they never
hear a thunder-storm of a summer afternoon about the Kaatskill, but they say Hendrick
Hudson and his crew are at their game of ninepins; and it is a common wish of all
henpecked husbands in the neighborhood, when life hangs heavy on their hands, that they
might have a quieting draught out of Rip Van Winkle’s flagon.
NOTE.
The foregoing tale, one would suspect, had been suggested to Mr. Knickerbocker by a little German
superstition about the Emperor Frederick der Rothbart and the Kypphauser mountain; the subjoined
note, however, which had appended to the tale, shows that it is an absolute fact, narrated with his usual
fidelity.
“The story of Rip Van Winkle may seem incredible to many, but nevertheless I give it my full belief,
for I know the vicinity of our old Dutch settlements to have been very subject to marvellous events and
appearances. Indeed, I have heard many stranger stories than this, in the villages along the Hudson; all of
which were too well authenticated to admit of a doubt. I have even talked with Rip Van Winkle myself,
who, when last I saw him, was a very venerable old man, and so perfectly rational and consistent on
every other point, that I think no conscientious person could refuse to take this into the bargain;

nay, I have seen a certificate on the subject taken before a country justice, and signed with
cross, in the justice’s own handwriting. The story, therefore, is beyond the possibility of
doubt.

“D. K.” POSTSCRIPT.
The following are travelling notes from a memorandum-book of Mr. Knickerbocker:
The Kaatsberg or Catskill mountains have always been a region full of fable. The Indians considered
them the abode of spirits, who influenced the weather, spreading sunshine or clouds over the landscape,
and sending good or bad hunting seasons. They were ruled by an old squaw spirit, said to be their mother.
She dwelt on the highest peak of the Catskills, and had charge of the doors of day and night to open and
shut them at the proper hour. She hung up the new moons in the skies, and cut up the old ones into stars.
In times of drought, if properly propitiated, she would spin light summer clouds out of cobwebs and
morning dew, and send them off from the crest of the mountain, flake after flake, like flakes of carded
cotton, to float in the air; until, dissolved by the heat of the sun, they would fall in gentle showers,
causing the grass to spring, the fruits to ripen, and the corn to grow an inch an hour. If displeased,
however, she would brew up clouds black as ink, sitting in the midst of them like a bottle-bellied spider
in the midst of its web; and when these clouds broke, woe betide the valleys!
In old times, say the Indian traditions, there was a kind of Manitou or Spirit, who kept about the
wildest recesses of the Catskill mountains, and took a mischievous pleasure in wreaking all kind of
evils and vexations upon the red men. Sometimes he would assume the form of a bear, a panther, or a
deer, lead the bewildered hunter a weary chase through tangled forests and among ragged rocks, and then
spring off with a loud ho! ho! leaving him aghast on the brink of a beetling precipice or raging torrent.
The favorite abode of this Manitou is still shown. It is a rock or cliff on the loneliest port of the
mountains, and, from the flowering vines which clamber about it, and the wild flowers which abound
in its neighborhood, is known by the name of the Garden Rock. Near the foot of it is a small lake, the
haunt of the solitary bittern, with water-snakes basking in the sun on the leaves of the pond-lilies which
lie on the surface. This place was held in great awe by the Indians, insomuch that the boldest hunter
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would not pursue his game within its precincts. Once upon a time, however, a hunter who had lost his
way penetrated to the Garden Rock, where he beheld a number of gourds placed in the crotches of trees.
One of these he seized and made off with it, but in the hurry of his retreat he let it fall among the rocks,
when a great stream gushed forth, which washed him away and swept him down precipices, where he
was dished to pieces, and the stream made its way to the Hudson, and continues to flow to the present
day, being the identical stream known by the name of the Kaaterskill.
Source:
The Literary World, Seventh Reader, John Metcalf, Sarah Withers, and Hetty Browne, eds., Public
Domain

103.
Author Introduction-James Fenimore Cooper
Wendy Kurant

James Fenimore Cooper, author of the
Leatherstocking novels, beginning with The Pioneers
(1823), and seafaring tales like The Pathfinder (1840),
was himself a pioneer and pathfinder for later writers
like Herman Melville and Mark Twain. Cooper
dramatized unique American experiences, such as the
fast vanishing wilderness, and unique American
characters, such as Natty Bumpo, who was based in part
on the explorer Daniel Boone (1734–1820). Influenced
by the historical romances of Sir Walter Scott, Cooper
wrote of the uncommon common man, sprung almost
from untouched nature itself but certainly from the fastchanging American landscape, in a time and place
where he seemed an anachronism but also a touchstone
of American ideals.
Cooper was born into a well-to-do family, growing
up in Cooperstown, a frontier village on the southern
shore of Ostego Lake developed by his father William
Cooper (1754–1809). William Cooper was a judge and
member of Congress who, after Fenimore Cooper was
expelled from Yale for misconduct (perhaps a brawl),
would obtain a position for him in the United States Navy. After William’s death, Cooper inherited part
of his father’s large fortune. He left the Navy in 1808 and married Susan Augusta de Lancey—daughter
of a wealthy Westchester family— three years later. He turned to writing to recoup financial losses,
likely due to his own poor management.
After a poor showing in Precaution (1820), a novel of manners, Cooper found his stride in The
Spy (1821), a historical novel set during the American Revolution. He did not plan to write the
Leatherstocking novels as a series, but The Pioneers was so popular that he followed it three years later
with The Last of the Mohicans (1826). Set during the French and Indian War, this novel has a quality
of nostalgia for chivalry embodied in the simple nobility of Natty Bumpo and his friendship with the
Native American Chingachgook. It also considers such social issues
as miscegenation and racial conflict. In much of his work, Cooper exalted the American way of life,
democracy, and individual rights. Yet he faced unpleasant truths about America, including growing
demagoguery, unfair property rights, and too-rapid urbanization.
From 1826 to 1833, Cooper lived in Europe, where he was acclaimed as “the American Scott.”
He wrote novels set in medieval Europe and contrasted American and European governments in
travelogues, including his Gleanings in Europe series (1836–1838). This attention to Europe tarnished
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Cooper’s reputation in America, yet he continued to write prolifically until his death in Cooperstown in
1851.
Source:
Becoming America, Wendy Kurant, ed., CC-BY-SA
Image Credit:
Figure 1. “James Fenimore Cooper” Photograph by Mathew Brady, 1850, Wikimedia, Public Domain

104.
From The Pioneers (1823), Chapter 22
James Fenimore Cooper

JAMES FENIMORE COOPER
“Men, boys, and girls
Desert the unpeopled village; and wild crowds
Spread o’er the plain, by the sweet phrensy driven.” – Somerville.
From this time to the close of April the weather continued to be a succession of neat and rapid
changes. One day the soft airs of spring seemed to be stealing along the valley, and, in unison with an
invigorating sun, attempting covertly to rouse the dormant powers of the vegetable world, while, on the
next, the surly blasts from the north would sweep across the lake and erase every impression left by
their gentle adversaries. The snow, however, finally disappeared, and the green wheat fields were seen
in every direction, spotted with the dark and charred stumps that had, the preceding season, supported
some of the proudest trees of the forest. Ploughs were in motion, wherever those useful implements
could be used, and the smokes of the sugar- camps were no longer seen issuing from the woods of maple.
The lake had lost the beauty of a field of ice, but still a dark and gloomy covering concealed its waters,
for the absence of currents left them yet hidden under a porous crust, which, saturated with the fluid,
barely retained enough strength to preserve the continuity of its parts. Large flocks of wild geese were
seen passing over the country, which hovered, for a time, around the hidden sheet of water, apparently
searching for a resting-place; and then, on finding them selves excluded by the chill covering, would
soar away to the north, filling the air with discordant screams, as if venting their complaints at the tardy
operations of Nature.
For a week, the dark covering of the Otsego was left to the undisturbed possession of two eagles, who
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alighted on the centre of its field, and sat eyeing their undisputed territory. During the presence of these
monarchs of the air, the flocks of migrating birds avoided crossing the plain of ice by turning into the
hills, apparently seeking the protection of the forests, while the white and bald heads of the tenants of
the lake were turned upward, with a look of contempt. But the time had come when even these kings
of birds were to be dispossessed. An opening had been gradually increasing at the lower extremity of
the lake, and around the dark spot where the current of the river prevented the formation of ice during
even the coldest weather; and the fresh southerly winds, that now breathed freely upon the valley, made
an impression on the waters. Mimic waves began to curl over the margin of the frozen field, which
exhibited an outline of crystallizations that slowly receded toward the north. At each step the power
of the winds and the waves increased, until, after a struggle of a few hours, the turbulent little billows
succeeded in setting the whole field in motion, when it was driven beyond the reach of the eye, with
a rapidity that was as magical as the change produced in the scene by this expulsion of the lingering
remnant of winter. Just as the last sheet of agitated ice was disappearing in the distance, the eagles rose,
and soared with a wide sweep above the clouds, while the waves tossed their little caps of snow in the
air, as if rioting in their release from a thraldom of five minutes’ duration.
The following morning Elizabeth was awakened by the exhilarating sounds of the martens, who
were quarrelling and chattering around the little boxes suspended above her windows, and the cries of
Richard, who was calling in tones animating as signs of the season itself:
“Awake! awake! my fair lady! the gulls are hovering over the lake already, and the heavens are alive
with pigeons. You may look an hour before you can find a hole through which to get a peep at the sun.
Awake! awake! lazy ones’ Benjamin is overhauling the ammunition, and we only wait for our breakfasts,
and away for the mountains and pigeon-shooting.”
There was no resisting this animated appeal, and in a few minutes Miss Temple and her friend
descended to the parlor. The doors of the hall were thrown open, and the mild, balmy air of a clear
spring morning was ventilating the apartment, where the vigilance of the ex-steward had been so long
maintaining an artificial heat with such unremitted diligence. The gentlemen were impatiently waiting
for their morning’s repast, each equipped in the garb of a sportsman. Mr. Jones made many visits to the
southern door, and would cry:
“See, Cousin Bess! see, ‘Duke, the pigeon-roosts of the south have broken up! They are growing more
thick every instant, Here is a flock that the eye cannot see the end of. There is food enough in it to keep
the army of Xerxes for a month, and feathers enough to make beds for the whole country. Xerxes, Mr.
Edwards, was a Grecian king, who– no, he was a Turk, or a Persian, who wanted to conquer Greece, just
the same as these rascals will overrun our wheat fields, when they come back in the fall. Away! away!
Bess; I long to pepper them.”
In this wish both Marmaduke and young Edwards seemed equally to participate, for the sight was
exhilarating to a sportsman; and the ladies soon dismissed the party after a hasty breakfast.
If the heavens were alive with pigeons, the whole village seemed equally in motion with men, women,
and children. Every species of firearm, from the French ducking gun, with a barrel near six feet in length,
to the common horseman’s pistol, was to be seen in the hands of the men and boys; while bows and
arrows, some made of the simple stick of walnut sapling and others in a rude imitation of the ancient
cross-bows, were carried by many of the latter.
The houses and the signs of life apparent in the village drove the alarmed birds from the direct line
of their flight, toward the mountains, along the sides and near the bases of which they were glancing in
dense masses, equally wonderful by the rapidity of their motion and their incredible numbers.
We have already said that, across the inclined plane which fell from the steep ascent of the mountain to
the banks of the Susquehanna, ran the highway on either side of which a clearing of many acres had been
made at a very early day. Over those clearings, and up the eastern mountain, and along the dangerous

American Literatures Prior to 1865 457

path that was cut into its side, the different individuals posted themselves, and in a few moments the
attack commenced.
Among the sportsmen was the tall, gaunt form of Leather-Stocking, walking over the field, with his
rifle hanging on his arm, his dogs at his heels; the latter now scenting the dead or wounded birds that
were beginning to tumble from the flocks, and then crouching under the legs of their master, as if they
participated in his feelings at this wasteful and unsportsmanlike execution.
The reports of the firearms became rapid, whole volleys rising from the plain, as flocks of more than
ordinary numbers darted over the opening, shadowing the field like a cloud; and then the light smoke
of a single piece would issue from among the leafless bushes on the mountain, as death was hurled on
the retreat of the affrighted birds, who were rising from a volley, in a vain effort to escape. Arrows and
missiles of every kind were in the midst of the flocks; and so numerous were the birds, and so low did
they take their flight, that even long poles in the hands of those on the sides of the mountain were used
to strike them to the earth.
During all this time Mr. Jones, who disdained the humble and ordinary means of destruction used
by his companions, was busily occupied, aided by Benjamin, in making arrangements for an assault of
more than ordinarily fatal character. Among the relics of the old military excursions, that occasionally
are discovered throughout the different districts of the western part of New York, there had been found in
Templeton, at its settlement, a small swivel, which would carry a ball of a pound weight. It was thought
to have been deserted by a war- party of the whites in one of their inroads into the Indian settlements,
when, perhaps, convenience or their necessity induced them to leave such an incumberance behind
them in the woods. This miniature cannon had been released from the rust, and being mounted on little
wheels was now in a state for actual service. For several years it was the sole organ for extraordinary
rejoicings used in those mountains. On the mornings of the Fourth of July it would be heard ringing
among the hills; and even Captain Hollister, who was the highest authority in that part of the country
on all such occasions, affirmed that, considering its dimensions, it was no despicable gun for a salute. It
was somewhat the worse for the service it had performed, it is true, there being but a trifling difference
in size between the touch-hole and the muzzle Still, the grand conceptions of Richard had suggested the
importance of such an instrument in hurling death at his nimble enemies. The swivel was dragged by a
horse into a part of the open space that the sheriff thought most eligible for planning a battery of the kind,
and Mr. Pump proceeded to load it. Several handfuls of duck-shot were placed on top of the powder, and
the major-domo announced that his piece was ready for service.
The sight of such an implement collected all the idle spectators to the spot, who, being mostly boys,
filled the air with cries of exultation and delight The gun was pointed high, and Richard, holding a coal
of fire in a pair of tongs, patiently took his seat on a stump, awaiting the appearance of a flock worthy of
his notice.
So prodigious was the number of the birds that the scattering fire of the guns, with the hurling of
missiles and the cries of the boys, had no other effect than to break off small flocks from the immense
masses that continued to dart along the valley, as if the whole of the feathered tribe were pouring through
that one pass. None pretended to collect the game, which lay scattered over the fields in such profusion
as to cover the very ground with fluttering victims.
Leather-Stocking was a silent but uneasy spectator of all these proceedings, but was able to keep his
sentiments to himself until he saw the introduction of the swivel into the sports.
“This comes of settling a country!” he said. “Here have I known the pigeon to fly for forty long years,
and, till you made your clearings, there was nobody to skeart or to hurt them, I loved to see them come
into the woods, for they were company to a body, hurting nothing –being, as it was, as harmless as a
garter-snake. But now it gives me sore thoughts when I hear the frighty things whizzing through the air,
for I know it’s only a motion to bring out all the brats of the village. Well, the Lord won’t see the waste
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of his creatures for nothing, and right will be done to the pigeons, as well as others, by and by. There’s
Mr. Oliver as bad as the rest of them, firing into the flocks as if he was shooting down nothing but Mingo
warriors.” Among the sportsmen was Billy Kirby, who, armed with an old musket, was loading, and,
without even looking into the air, was firing and shouting as his victims fell even on his own person. He
heard the speech of Natty, and took upon himself to reply:
“What! old Leather-Stocking,” he cried, “grumbling at the loss of a few pigeons! If you had to sow
your wheat twice, and three times, as I have done, you wouldn’t be so massyfully feeling toward the
divils. Hurrah, boys! scatter the feathers! This is better than shooting at a turkey’s head and neck, old
fellow.”
“It’s better for you, maybe, Billy Kirby,” replied the indignant old hunter, “and all them that don’t
know how to put a ball down a rifle- barrel, or how to bring it up again with a true aim; but it’s wicked
to be shooting into flocks in this wasty manner, and none to do it who know how to knock over a single
bird. If a body has a craving for pigeon’s flesh, why, it’s made the same as all other creatures, for man’s
eating; but not to kill twenty and eat one. When I want such a thing I go into the woods till I find one to
my liking, and then I shoot him off the branches, without touching the feather of another, though there
might be a hundred on the same tree. You couldn’t do such a thing, Billy Kirby–you couldn’t do it if you
tried.”
“What’s that, old corn-stalk! you sapless stub!” cried the wood- chopper. “You have grown wordy,
since the affair of the turkey; but if you are for a single shot, here goes at that bird which comes on by
himself.”
The fire from the distant part of the field had driven a single pigeon below the flock to which it
belonged, and, frightened with the constant reports of the muskets, it was approaching the spot where
the disputants stood, darting first from One side and then to the other, cutting the air with the swiftness
of lightning, and making a noise with its wings not unlike the rushing of a bullet. Unfortunately for
the wood-chopper, notwithstanding his vaunt, he did not see this bird until it was too late to fire as it
approached, and he pulled the trigger at the unlucky moment when it was darting immediately over his
head. The bird continued its course with the usual velocity.
Natty lowered his rifle from his arm when the challenge was made, and waiting a moment, until the
terrified victim had got in a line with his eye, and had dropped near the bank of the lake, he raised it
again with uncommon rapidity, and fired. It might have been chance, or it might have been skill, that
produced the result; it was probably a union of both; but the pigeon whirled over in the air, and fell into
the lake with a broken wing At the sound of his rifle, both his dogs started from his feet, and in a few
minutes the “slut” brought out the bird, still alive.
The wonderful exploit of Leather-Stocking was noised through the field with great rapidity, and the
sportsmen gathered in, to learn the truth of the report.
“What” said young Edwards,” have you really killed a pigeon on the wing, Natty, with a single ball?”
“Haven’t I killed loons before now, lad, that dive at the flash?” returned the hunter. “It’s much better to
kill only such as you want, without wasting your powder and lead, than to be firing into God’s creatures
in this wicked manner. But I came out for a bird, and you know the reason why I like small game, Mr.
Oliver, and now I have got one Twill go home, for I don’t relish to see these wasty ways that you are all
practysing, as if the least thing wasn’t made for use, and not to destroy.”
“Thou sayest well, Leather-Stocking,” cried Marmaduke, “and I begin to think it time to put an end to
this work of destruction.”
“Put an ind, Judge, to your clearings. Ain’t the woods His work as well as the pigeons? Use, but don’t
waste. Wasn’t the woods made for the beasts and birds to harbor in? and when man wanted their flesh,
their skins, or their feathers, there’s the place to seek them. But I’ll go to the hut with my own game,
for I wouldn’t touch one of the harmless things that cover the ground here, looking up with their eyes
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on me, as if they only wanted tongues to say their thoughts.” With this sentiment in his month, LeatherStocking threw his rifle over his arm, and, followed by his dogs, stepped across the clearing with great
caution, taking care not to tread on one of the wounded birds in his path. He soon entered the bushes on
the margin of the lake and was hid from view.
Whatever impression the morality of Natty made on the Judge, it was utterly lost on Richard. He
availed himself of the gathering of the sportsmen, to lay a plan for one “fell swoop” of destruction. The
musket-men were drawn up in battle array, in a line extending on each side of his artillery, with orders
to await the signal of firing from himself.
“Stand by, my lads,” said Benjamin, who acted as an aid de-camp on this occasion, “stand by, my
hearties, and when Squire Dickens heaves out the signal to begin firing, d’ye see, you may open upon
them in a broadside. Take care and fire low, boys, and you’ll be sure to hull the flock.”
“Fire low!” shouted Kirby; “hear the old fool! If we fire low, we may hit the stumps, but not ruffle a
pigeon.”
“How should you know, you lubber?” cried Benjamin, with a very unbecoming heat for an officer on
the eve of battle–” how should you know, you grampus? Haven’t I sailed aboard of the Boadishy for
five years? and wasn’t it a standing order to fire low, and to hull your enemy! Keep silence at your guns,
boys and mind the order that is passed.”
The loud laughs of the musket-men were silenced by the more authoritative voice of Richard, who
called for attention and obedience to his signals.
Some millions of pigeons were supposed to have already passed, that morning, over the valley of
Templeton; but nothing like the flock that was now approaching had been seen before. It extended from
mountain to mountain in one solid blue mass, and the eye looked in vain, over the southern hills, to
find its termination. The front of this living column was distinctly marked by a line but very slightly
indented, so regular and even was the flight. Even Marmaduke forgot the morality of Leather-Stocking
as it approached, and, in common with the rest, brought his musket to a poise.
“Fire!” cried the sheriff, clapping a coal to the priming of the cannon. As half of Benjamin’s charge
escaped through the touch-hole, the whole volley of the musketry preceded the report of the swivel. On
receiving this united discharge of small-arms, the front of the flock darted upward, while, at the same
instant, myriads of those in the rear rushed with amazing rapidity into their places, so that, when the
column of white smoke gushed from the mouth of the little cannon, an accumulated mass of objects was
gliding over its point of direction. The roar of the gun echoed along the mountains, and died away to
the north, like distant thunder, while the whole flock of alarmed birds seemed, for a moment, thrown
into one disorderly and agitated mass. The air was filled with their irregular flight, layer rising above
layer, far above the tops of the highest pines, none daring to advance beyond the dangerous pass; when,
suddenly, some of the headers of the feathered tribes shot across the valley, taking their flight directly
over the village, and hundreds of thousands in their rear followed the example, deserting the eastern side
of the plain to their persecutors and the slain.
“Victory!” shouted Richard, “victory! we have driven the enemy from the field.”
“Not so, Dickon,” said Marmaduke; “the field is covered with them; and, like the Leather-Stocking, I
see nothing but eyes, in every direction, as the innocent sufferers turn their heads in terror. Full one-half
of those that have fallen are yet alive; and I think it is time to end the sport, if sport it be.”
“Sport!” cried the sheriff; “it is princely sport! There are some thousands of the blue-coated boys on
the ground, so that every old woman in the village may have a pot-pie for the asking.”
“Well, we have happily frightened the birds from this side of the valley,” said Marmaduke, “and the
carnage must of necessity end for the present. Boys, I will give you sixpence a hundred for the pigeons’
heads only; so go to work, and bring them into the village.”
This expedient produced the desired effect, for every urchin on the ground went industriously to work
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to wring the necks of the wounded birds. Judge Temple retired toward his dwelling with that kind of
feeling that many a man has experienced before him, who discovers, after the excitement of the moment
has passed, that he has purchased pleasure at the price of misery to others. Horses were loaded with the
dead; and, after this first burst of sporting, the shooting of pigeons became a business, with a few idlers,
for the remainder of the season, Richard, however, boasted for many a year of his shot with the “cricket;”
and Benjamin gravely asserted that he thought they had killed nearly as many pigeons on that day as
there were Frenchmen destroyed on the memorable occasion of Rodney’s victory.
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105.
From Last of the Mohicans (1826), Chapter 3
James Fenimore Cooper

JAMES FENIMORE COOPER
“Before these fields were shorn and till’d,
Full to the brim our rivers flow’d;
The melody of waters fill’d
The fresh and boundless wood;
And torrents dash’d, and rivulets play’d,
And fountains spouted in the shade.”
—Bryant
Leaving the unsuspecting Heyward and his confiding companions to penetrate still deeper into a forest
that contained such treacherous inmates, we must use an author’s privilege, and shift the scene a few
miles to the westward of the place where we have last seen them.
On that day, two men were lingering on the banks of a small but rapid stream, within an hour’s journey
of the encampment of Webb, like those who awaited the appearance of an absent person, or the approach
of some expected event. The vast canopy of woods spread itself to the margin of the river, overhanging
the water, and shadowing its dark current with a deeper hue. The rays of the sun were beginning to grow
less fierce, and the intense heat of the day was lessened, as the cooler vapors of the springs and fountains
rose above their leafy beds, and rested in the atmosphere. Still that breathing silence, which marks the
drowsy sultriness of an American landscape in July, pervaded the secluded spot, interrupted only by
the low voices of the men, the occasional and lazy tap of a woodpecker, the discordant cry of some
gaudy jay, or a swelling on the ear, from the dull roar of a distant waterfall. These feeble and broken
sounds were, however, too familiar to the foresters to draw their attention from the more interesting
matter of their dialogue. While one of these loiterers showed the red skin and wild accouterments of a
native of the woods, the other exhibited, through the mask of his rude and nearly savage equipments,
the brighter, though sun-burned and long-faced complexion of one who might claim descent from a
European parentage. The former was seated on the end of a mossy log, in a posture that permitted him to
heighten the effect of his earnest language, by the calm but expressive gestures of an Indian engaged in
debate. His body, which was nearly naked, presented a terrific emblem of death, drawn in intermingled
colors of white and black. His closely-shaved head, on which no other hair than the well-known and
chivalrous scalping tuft[1] was preserved, was without ornament of any kind, with the exception of a
solitary eagle’s plume, that crossed his crown, and depended over the left shoulder. A tomahawk and
scalping knife, of English manufacture, were in his girdle; while a short military rifle, of that sort with
which the policy of the whites armed their savage allies, lay carelessly across his bare and sinewy knee.
The expanded chest, full formed limbs, and grave countenance of this warrior, would denote that he
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had reached the vigor of his days, though no symptoms of decay appeared to have yet weakened his
manhood.
The frame of the white man, judging by such parts as were not concealed by his clothes, was like
that of one who had known hardships and exertion from his earliest youth. His person, though muscular,
was rather attenuated than full; but every nerve and muscle appeared strung and indurated by unremitted
exposure and toil. He wore a hunting shirt of forest-green, fringed with faded yellow,[2] and a summer
cap of skins which had been shorn of their fur. He also bore a knife in a girdle of wampum, like that
which confined the scanty garments of the Indian, but no tomahawk. His moccasins were ornamented
after the gay fashion of the natives, while the only part of his under dress which appeared below the
hunting-frock was a pair of buckskin leggings, that laced at the sides, and which were gartered above
the knees, with the sinews of a deer. A pouch and horn completed his personal accouterments, though
a rifle of great length,[3] which the theory of the more ingenious whites had taught them was the
most dangerous of all firearms, leaned against a neighboring sapling. The eye of the hunter, or scout,
whichever he might be, was small, quick, keen, and restless, roving while he spoke, on every side of
him, as if in quest of game, or distrusting the sudden approach of some lurking enemy. Notwithstanding
the symptoms of habitual suspicion, his countenance was not only without guile, but at the moment at
which he is introduced, it was charged with an expression of sturdy honesty.
“Even your traditions make the case in my favor, Chingachgook,” he said, speaking in the tongue
which was known to all the natives who formerly inhabited the country between the Hudson and the
Potomac, and of which we shall give a free translation for the benefit of the reader; endeavoring, at the
same time, to preserve some of the peculiarities, both of the individual and of the language. “Your fathers
came from the setting sun, crossed the big river,[4] fought the people of the country, and took the land;
and mine came from the red sky of the morning, over the salt lake, and did their work much after the
fashion that had been set them by yours; then let God judge the matter between us, and friends spare
their words!”
“My fathers fought with the naked red man!” returned the Indian, sternly, in the same language. “Is
there no difference, Hawkeye, between the stone-headed arrow of the warrior, and the leaden bullet with
which you kill?”
“There is reason in an Indian, though nature has made him with a red skin!” said the white man,
shaking his head like one on whom such an appeal to his justice was not thrown away. For a moment
he appeared to be conscious of having the worst of the argument, then, rallying again, he answered the
objection of his antagonist in the best manner his limited information would allow:
“I am no scholar, and I care not who knows it; but, judging from what I have seen, at deer chases and
squirrel hunts, of the sparks below, I should think a rifle in the hands of their grandfathers was not so
dangerous as a hickory bow and a good flint-head might be, if drawn with Indian judgment, and sent by
an Indian eye.”
“You have the story told by your fathers,” returned the other, coldly waving his hand. “What say your
old men? Do they tell the young warriors that the pale faces met the red men, painted for war and armed
with the stone hatchet and wooden gun?”
“I am not a prejudiced man, nor one who vaunts himself on his natural privileges, though the worst
enemy I have on earth, and he is an Iroquois, daren’t deny that I am genuine white,” the scout replied,
surveying, with secret satisfaction, the faded color of his bony and sinewy hand, “and I am willing to
own that my people have many ways, of which, as an honest man, I can’t approve. It is one of their
customs to write in books what they have done and seen, instead of telling them in their villages, where
the lie can be given to the face of a cowardly boaster, and the brave soldier can call on his comrades to
witness for the truth of his words. In consequence of this bad fashion, a man, who is too conscientious to
misspend his days among the women, in learning the names of black marks, may never hear of the deeds
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of his fathers, nor feel a pride in striving to outdo them. For myself, I conclude the Bumppos could shoot,
for I have a natural turn with a rifle, which must have been handed down from generation to generation,
as, our holy commandments tell us, all good and evil gifts are bestowed; though I should be loath to
answer for other people in such a matter. But every story has its two sides; so I ask you, Chingachgook,
what passed, according to the traditions of the red men, when our fathers first met?”
A silence of a minute succeeded, during which the Indian sat mute; then, full of the dignity of his
office, he commenced his brief tale, with a solemnity that served to heighten its appearance of truth.
“Listen, Hawkeye, and your ear shall drink no lie. ‘Tis what my fathers have said, and what
the Mohicans have done.” He hesitated a single instant, and bending a cautious glance toward his
companion, he continued, in a manner that was divided between interrogation and assertion. “Does not
this stream at our feet run toward the summer, until its waters grow salt, and the current flows upward?”
“It can’t be denied that your traditions tell you true in both these matters,” said the white man; “for I
have been there, and have seen them, though why water, which is so sweet in the shade, should become
bitter in the sun, is an alteration for which I have never been able to account.”
“And the current!” demanded the Indian, who expected his reply with that sort of interest that a man
feels in the confirmation of testimony, at which he marvels even while he respects it; “the fathers of
Chingachgook have not lied!”
“The holy Bible is not more true, and that is the truest thing in nature. They call this up-stream current
the tide, which is a thing soon explained, and clear enough. Six hours the waters run in, and six hours
they run out, and the reason is this: when there is higher water in the sea than in the river, they run in
until the river gets to be highest, and then it runs out again.”
“The waters in the woods, and on the great lakes, run downward until they lie like my hand,” said the
Indian, stretching the limb horizontally before him, “and then they run no more.”
“No honest man will deny it,” said the scout, a little nettled at the implied distrust of his explanation
of the mystery of the tides; “and I grant that it is true on the small scale, and where the land is level. But
everything depends on what scale you look at things. Now, on the small scale, the ‘arth is level; but on
the large scale it is round. In this manner, pools and ponds, and even the great fresh-water lakes, may be
stagnant, as you and I both know they are, having seen them; but when you come to spread water over
a great tract, like the sea, where the earth is round, how in reason can the water be quiet? You might as
well expect the river to lie still on the brink of those black rocks a mile above us, though your own ears
tell you that it is tumbling over them at this very moment.”
If unsatisfied by the philosophy of his companion, the Indian was far too dignified to betray his
unbelief. He listened like one who was convinced, and resumed his narrative in his former solemn
manner.
“We came from the place where the sun is hid at night, over great plains where the buffaloes live, until
we reached the big river. There we fought the Alligewi, till the ground was red with their blood. From
the banks of the big river to the shores of the salt lake, there was none to meet us. The Maquas followed
at a distance. We said the country should be ours from the place where the water runs up no longer on
this stream, to a river twenty sun’s journey toward the summer. We drove the Maquas into the woods
with the bears. They only tasted salt at the licks; they drew no fish from the great lake; we threw them
the bones.”
“All this I have heard and believe,” said the white man, observing that the Indian paused; “but it was
long before the English came into the country.”
“A pine grew then where this chestnut now stands. The first pale faces who came among us spoke
no English. They came in a large canoe, when my fathers had buried the tomahawk with the red men
around them. Then, Hawkeye,” he continued, betraying his deep emotion, only by permitting his voice
to fall to those low, guttural tones, which render his language, as spoken at times, so very musical; “then,
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Hawkeye, we were one people, and we were happy. The salt lake gave us its fish, the wood its deer, and
the air its birds. We took wives who bore us children; we worshipped the Great Spirit; and we kept the
Maquas beyond the sound of our songs of triumph.”
“Know you anything of your own family at that time?” demanded the white. “But you are just a man,
for an Indian; and as I suppose you hold their gifts, your fathers must have been brave warriors, and wise
men at the council-fire.”
“My tribe is the grandfather of nations, but I am an unmixed man. The blood of chiefs is in my veins,
where it must stay forever. The Dutch landed, and gave my people the fire-water; they drank until the
heavens and the earth seemed to meet, and they foolishly thought they had found the Great Spirit. Then
they parted with their land. Foot by foot, they were driven back from the shores, until I, that am a chief
and a Sagamore, have never seen the sun shine but through the trees, and have never visited the graves
of my fathers.”
“Graves bring solemn feelings over the mind,” returned the scout, a good deal touched at the calm
suffering of his companion; “and they often aid a man in his good intentions; though, for myself, I expect
to leave my own bones unburied, to bleach in the woods, or to be torn asunder by the wolves. But where
are to be found those of your race who came to their kin in the Delaware country, so many summers
since?”
“Where are the blossoms of those summers!—fallen, one by one; so all of my family departed, each
in his turn, to the land of spirits. I am on the hilltop and must go down into the valley; and when Uncas
follows in my footsteps there will no longer be any of the blood of the Sagamores, for my boy is the last
of the Mohicans.”
“Uncas is here,” said another voice, in the same soft, guttural tones, near his elbow; “who speaks to
Uncas?”
The white man loosened his knife in his leathern sheath, and made an involuntary movement of the
hand toward his rifle, at this sudden interruption; but the Indian sat composed, and without turning his
head at the unexpected sounds.
At the next instant, a youthful warrior passed between them, with a noiseless step, and seated himself
on the bank of the rapid stream. No exclamation of surprise escaped the father, nor was any question
asked, or reply given, for several minutes; each appearing to await the moment when he might speak,
without betraying womanish curiosity or childish impatience. The white man seemed to take counsel
from their customs, and, relinquishing his grasp of the rifle, he also remained silent and reserved. At
length Chingachgook turned his eyes slowly toward his son, and demanded:
“Do the Maquas dare to leave the print of their moccasins in these woods?”
“I have been on their trail,” replied the young Indian, “and know that they number as many as the
fingers of my two hands; but they lie hid like cowards.”
“The thieves are outlying for scalps and plunder,” said the white man, whom we shall call Hawkeye,
after the manner of his companions. “That busy Frenchman, Montcalm, will send his spies into our very
camp, but he will know what road we travel!”
“‘Tis enough,” returned the father, glancing his eye toward the setting sun; “they shall be driven like
deer from their bushes. Hawkeye, let us eat to-night, and show the Maquas that we are men to-morrow.”
“I am as ready to do the one as the other; but to fight the Iroquois ’tis necessary to find the skulkers;
and to eat, ’tis necessary to get the game—talk of the devil and he will come; there is a pair of the biggest
antlers I have seen this season, moving the bushes below the hill! Now, Uncas,” he continued, in a half
whisper, and laughing with a kind of inward sound, like one who had learned to be watchful, “I will bet
my charger three times full of powder, against a foot of wampum, that I take him atwixt the eyes, and
nearer to the right than to the left.”
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“It cannot be!” said the young Indian, springing to his feet with youthful eagerness; “all but the tips
of his horns are hid!”
“He’s a boy!” said the white man, shaking his head while he spoke, and addressing the father. “Does
he think when a hunter sees a part of the creature’, he can’t tell where the rest of him should be!”
Adjusting his rifle, he was about to make an exhibition of that skill on which he so much valued
himself, when the warrior struck up the piece with his hand, saying:
“Hawkeye! will you fight the Maquas?”
“These Indians know the nature of the woods, as it might be by instinct!” returned the scout, dropping
his rifle, and turning away like a man who was convinced of his error. “I must leave the buck to your
arrow, Uncas, or we may kill a deer for them thieves, the Iroquois, to eat.”
The instant the father seconded this intimation by an expressive gesture of the hand, Uncas threw
himself on the ground, and approached the animal with wary movements. When within a few yards of
the cover, he fitted an arrow to his bow with the utmost care, while the antlers moved, as if their owner
snuffed an enemy in the tainted air. In another moment the twang of the cord was heard, a white streak
was seen glancing into the bushes, and the wounded buck plunged from the cover, to the very feet of
his hidden enemy. Avoiding the horns of the infuriated animal, Uncas darted to his side, and passed his
knife across the throat, when bounding to the edge of the river it fell, dyeing the waters with its blood.
“‘Twas done with Indian skill,” said the scout laughing inwardly, but with vast satisfaction; “and ’twas
a pretty sight to behold! Though an arrow is a near shot, and needs a knife to finish the work.”
“Hugh!” ejaculated his companion, turning quickly, like a hound who scented game.
“By the Lord, there is a drove of them!” exclaimed the scout, whose eyes began to glisten with the
ardor of his usual occupation; “if they come within range of a bullet I will drop one, though the whole
Six Nations should be lurking within sound! What do you hear, Chingachgook? for to my ears the woods
are dumb.”
“There is but one deer, and he is dead,” said the Indian, bending his body till his ear nearly touched
the earth. “I hear the sounds of feet!”
“Perhaps the wolves have driven the buck to shelter, and are following on his trail.”
“No. The horses of white men are coming!” returned the other, raising himself with dignity, and
resuming his seat on the log with his former composure. “Hawkeye, they are your brothers; speak to
them.”
“That I will, and in English that the king needn’t be ashamed to answer,” returned the hunter, speaking
in the language of which he boasted; “but I see nothing, nor do I hear the sounds of man or beast; ’tis
strange that an Indian should understand white sounds better than a man who, his very enemies will own,
has no cross in his blood, although he may have lived with the red skins long enough to be suspected!
Ha! there goes something like the cracking of a dry stick, too—now I hear the bushes move—yes, yes,
there is a trampling that I mistook for the falls—and—but here they come themselves; God keep them
from the Iroquois!”

466 Scott D. Peterson

This work (From Last of the Mohicans (1826), Chapter 3 by James Fenimore Cooper) is free of known copyright restrictions.

XVIII

Literature of the New Nation - Emerson & Thoreau

467

106.
Introduction to The Romantic Era

The European Romantic movement reached America during the early 19th century. Like the Europeans,
the American Romantics demonstrated a high level of moral enthusiasm, commitment to individualism
and the unfolding of the self, an emphasis on intuitive perception, and the assumption that the natural
world was inherently good while human society was filled with corruption.
Romanticism became popular in American politics, philosophy, and art. The movement appealed
to the revolutionary spirit of America as well as to those longing to break free of the strict religious
traditions of the early settlement period. The Romantics rejected rationalism and religious intellect.
It appealed especially to opponents of Calvinism, a Protestant sect that believes the destiny of each
individual is preordained by God.
Relation to Transcendentalism
The Romantic movement gave rise to New England transcendentalism, which portrayed a less
restrictive relationship between God and the universe. The new philosophy presented the individual with
a more personal relationship with God. Transcendentalism and Romanticism appealed to Americans
in a similar fashion; both privileged feeling over reason and individual freedom of expression over
the restraints of tradition and custom. Romanticism often involved a rapturous response to nature and
promised a new blossoming of American culture.
Romantic Themes
The Romantic movement in America was widely popular and influenced American writers such as
James Fenimore Cooper and Washington Irving. Novels, short stories, and poems replaced the sermons
and manifestos of earlier days. Romantic literature was personal and intense; it portrayed more emotion
than ever seen in neoclassical literature.
America’s preoccupation with freedom became a great source of motivation for Romantic writers, as
many were delighted in free expression and emotion without fear of ridicule and controversy. They also
put more effort into the psychological development of their characters, and the main characters typically
displayed extremes of sensitivity and excitement. The works of the Romantic Era also differed from
preceding works in that they spoke to a wider audience, partly reflecting the greater distribution of books
as costs came down and literacy rose during the period. The Romantic period also saw an increase in
female authors and readers.
Prominent Romantic Writers
Romantic poetry in the United States can be seen as early as 1818 with William Cullen Bryant’s
“To a Waterfowl”. American Romantic Gothic literature made an early appearance with Washington
Irving’s The Legend of Sleepy Hollow (1820) and Rip Van Winkle (1819), followed from 1823 onwards
by the Leatherstocking Tales of James Fenimore Cooper. In his popular novel Last of the
Mohicans, Cooper expressed romantic ideals about the relationship between men and nature. These
works had an emphasis on heroic simplicity and fervent landscape descriptions of an already-exotic
mythicized frontier peopled by “noble savages”. Edgar Allan Poe’s tales of the macabre and his balladic
poetry were more influential in France than at home, but the romantic American novel developed fully
with the atmosphere and melodrama of Nathaniel Hawthorne’s The Scarlet Letter (1850).
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Later transcendentalist writers such as Henry David Thoreau and Ralph Waldo Emerson still show
elements of its influence and imagination, as does the romantic realism of Walt Whitman. Emerson, a
leading transcendentalist writer, was highly influenced by romanticism, especially after meeting leading
figures in the European romantic movement in the 1830s. He is best known for his romantic-influenced
essays such as “Nature” (1836) and “Self-Reliance” (1841). The poetry of Emily Dickinson—nearly
unread in her own time—and Herman Melville’s novel Moby-Dick can be taken as epitomes of
American Romantic literature. By the 1880s, however, psychological and social realism were competing
with Romanticism in the novel.
Source:
Boundless US History, Lumen Learning, CC-BY

Introduction to The Romantic Era by Jenifer Kurtz is licensed under a Creative Commons Attribution 4.0 International License,
except where otherwise noted.

107.
Author Introduction-Ralph Waldo Emerson (1803–1882)

Ralph Waldo Emerson, in his essays, poems, and lectures, clarified and distilled such quintessential
American values as individualism, self-reliance, self-education, non-conformity, and antiinstitutionalism. He asserted the individual’s intuitive grasp of immensity, divinity—or soul—in
observable nature. He brought to human scale and his own understanding the metaphysical Absolute
united in the physical and in all life.
Figure 1. Ralph Waldo Emerson

This latter vision would inspire a group of his friends, who met at his home in Concord, to develop
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a Transcendentalist philosophy influenced by German and British Romanticism; higher criticism of
the Bible, that is of the origins of the text; the philosopher Immanuel Kant (1724 – 1804); and

German Idealism, a doctrine considering the differences in appearances —as objects
of human cognition—and things in themselves. Rejecting John Locke’s view of the
mind as a tabula rasa and passive receptor, these Transcendentalists saw instead an
interchange between the individual mind and nature (nature as animated and inspirited),
an interchange that received and created a sense of the spirit, or the Over-soul. They
rejected institutions and dogma in favor of their own individuality and independence as
better able to maintain the inherent goodness in themselves and perception of goodness
in the world around them.

Emerson was early introduced to a spiritual life, particularly through his father William Emerson
(1769–1811), a Unitarian minister in Boston. He died in 1811, when Emerson was eight. His mother,
Ruth Haskins Emerson (1768–1853), kept boardinghouses to support her six children and see to their
education. Emerson was educated at the Boston Latin School in Concord and at Harvard College. From
1821 to 1825, he taught at his brother William’s Boston School for Young Ladies then entered Harvard
Divinity School.
In 1829, Emerson was ordained as Unitarian minister of Boston’s Second Church; he also married
Ellen Louisa Tucker, who died two years later from tuberculosis. Her death caused Emerson great
grief and may have propelled him in 1832 to resign from his church, which he came to see as
institutionalizing Christianity, thereby causing church-goers to experience Christianity at a remove, so
to speak. Emerson later affirmed his views and broke permanently with the Unitarian church in his
“Divinity School Address” (1838), protesting the church’s having dogmatized and formalized faith,
morality, and God. Emerson thought the church turned God from a living spirit and reality into a fixed
convention, evoking only a historical Christianity—making God seem a thing of the past and dead.
From 1832 to 1833, Emerson traveled in Europe where he met such influential writers and thinkers
as William Wordsworth, Samuel Taylor Coleridge, and Thomas Carlyle (1795—1881). He and Carlyle
remained life-long friends. When he returned to America, Emerson settled a legal dispute over his
wife’s legacy, through which he ultimately acquired an annual income of 1,000 pounds. He began
lecturing around New England, married Lydia Jackson, and settled in Concord, at a house near ancestral
property. In 1836, he anonymously published—at his own expense—his first book, Nature. It expressed
his spiritual and transcendentalist views and drew to Concord such like-minded friends as Bronson
Alcott (1799— 1888), Margaret Fuller, and Henry David Thoreau. They started The Dial (1840—
1844), a Transcendentalist journal edited mainly by Emerson, Fuller, and Thoreau. Staying true to
his individualist views, Emerson often visited but did not join the utopian experiment of Brook
Farm (1841–1847), a co-operative community whose residents included Nathaniel Hawthorne and
the Unitarian minister George Ripley (1802—1880). Emerson did continue to lecture across America
and abroad in England and Scotland. He publicly condemned slavery in his “Emancipation of the
Negroes in the British West Indies” (1841) and later attacked the Fugitive Slave Act of 1850. He also
supported women’s suffrage and right to own property. Emerson published a number of prose collections
drawn from his lectures, including his first Essays (1841), Essays: Second Series (1844),

Representative Men (1850), and The Conduct of Life (1860).

In Poems (1847) and May-Day and Other Poems (1867), he also published poetry notable for its metrical
irregularity; poetry that, though disparaged by many contemporary critics, inspired the long line of Walt
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Whitman. Indeed, Emerson became one of Whitman’s earliest champions. Through his life and work,
Emerson promoted literary nationalism and a distinctly American culture.
Source:
Becoming America, Wendy Kurant, ed., CC-BY-SA
Image Credit:
Figure 1. “Ralph Waldo Emerson,” The Miriam and Ira D. Wallach Division of Art, New York Public
Library, Likely Public Domain, No Known Restrictions.

108.
Self Reliance
Ralph Waldo Emerson

“Ne te quæsiveris extra.” 1
“Man is his own star; and the soul that canRender an honest and a perfect
man,Commands all light, all influence, all fate;Nothing to him falls early or
too late.Our acts our angels are, or good or ill,Our fatal shadows that walk by
us still.” 2
Cast the bantling on the rocks,
Suckle him with the she-wolf’s teat;
Wintered with the hawk and fox,
Power and speed be hands and feet. 3
I read the other day some verses written by an eminent painter which were original and not
conventional. The soul always hears an admonition in such lines, let the subject be what it may. The
sentiment they instill is of more value than any thought they may contain. To believe your own thought,
to believe that what is true for you in your private heart is true for all men,—that is genius. 4 Speak
your latent conviction, and it shall be the universal sense; 5 for the inmost in due time becomes the
outmost,—and our first thought is rendered back to us by the trumpets of the Last Judgment. Familiar
as the voice of the mind is to each, the highest merit we ascribe to Moses, Plato, 6 and Milton 7 is, that
they set at naught books and traditions, and spoke not what men, but what they thought. A man should
learn to detect and watch that gleam of light which flashes across his mind from within, more than the
luster of the firmament of bards and sages. Yet he dismisses without notice his thought, because it is his.
In every work of genius we recognize our own rejected thoughts: 8 they come back to us with a certain
alienated majesty. Great works of art have no more affecting lesson for us than this. They teach us to
abide by our spontaneous impression with good-humored inflexibility then most when 9 the whole cry
of voices is on the other side. Else, to-morrow a stranger will say with masterly good sense precisely
what we have thought and felt all the time, and we shall be forced to take with shame our own opinion
from another.
There is a time in every man’s education when he arrives at the conviction that envy is ignorance; that
imitation is suicide; 10 that he must take himself for better, for worse, as his portion; that though the wide
universe is full of good, no kernel of nourishing corn can come to him but through his toil bestowed on
that plot of ground which is given to him to till. The power which resides in him is new in nature, and
none but he knows what that is which he can do, nor does he know until he has tried. Not for nothing
one face, one character, one fact, makes much impression on him, and another none. This sculpture in
the memory is not without preëstablished harmony. The eye was placed where one ray should fall, that
it might testify of that particular ray. We but half express ourselves, 11 and are ashamed of that divine
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idea which each of us represents. It may be safely trusted as proportionate and of good issues, so it be
faithfully imparted, but God will not have his work made manifest by cowards. A man is relieved and
gay when he has put his heart into his work and done his best; but what he has said or done otherwise
shall give him no peace. It is a deliverance which does not deliver. In the attempt his genius deserts him;
no muse befriends; no invention, no hope.
Trust thyself: 12 every heart vibrates to that iron string. Accept the place the divine providence has
found for you, the society of your contemporaries, the connection of events. Great men have always
done so, and confided themselves childlike to the genius of their age, betraying their perception that the
absolutely trustworthy was seated at their heart, working through their hands, predominating in all their
being. And we are now men, and must accept in the highest mind the same transcendent destiny; and not
minors and invalids in a protected corner, not cowards fleeing before a revolution, but guides, redeemers,
and benefactors, obeying the Almighty effort, and advancing on Chaos 13 and the Dark.
What pretty oracles nature yields us on this text, in the face and behavior of children, babes, and even
brutes! That divided and rebel mind, that distrust of a sentiment because our arithmetic has computed
the strength and means opposed to our purpose, these 14 have not. Their mind being whole, their eye is
as yet unconquered, and when we look in their faces we are disconcerted. Infancy conforms to nobody:
all conform to it, so that one babe commonly makes four or five 15 out of the adults who prattle and
play to it. So God has armed youth and puberty and manhood no less with its own piquancy and charm,
and made it enviable and gracious and its claims not to be put by, if it will stand by itself. Do not think
the youth has no force, because he cannot speak to you and me. Hark! in the next room his voice is
sufficiently clear and emphatic. It seems he knows how to speak to his contemporaries. Bashful or bold,
then, he will know how to make us seniors very unnecessary.
The nonchalance 16 of boys who are sure of a dinner, and would disdain as much as a lord to do or
say aught to conciliate one, is the healthy attitude of human nature. A boy is in the parlor what the pit
is in the playhouse; 17 independent, irresponsible, looking out from his corner on such people and facts
as pass by, he tries and sentences them on their merits, in the swift, summary way of boys, as good, bad,
interesting, silly, eloquent, troublesome. He cumbers himself never about consequences about interests;
he gives an independent, genuine verdict. You must court him: he does not court you. But the man is, as
it were, clapped into jail by his consciousness. As soon as he has once acted or spoken with éclat 18 he
is a committed person, watched by the sympathy or the hatred of hundreds, whose affections must now
enter into his account. There is no Lethe 19 for this. Ah, that he could pass again into his neutrality! Who
20
can thus avoid all pledges, and having observed, observe again from the same unaffected, unbiased,
unbribable, unaffrighted innocence, must always be formidable. He would utter opinions on all passing
affairs, which being seen to be not private, but necessary, would sink like darts into the ear of men, and
put them in fear.
These are the voices which we hear in solitude, but they grow faint and inaudible as we enter into the
world. Society everywhere is in conspiracy against the manhood of everyone of its members. Society
is a joint-stock company, in which the members agree, for the better securing of his bread to each
shareholder, to surrender the liberty and culture of the eater. The virtue in most request is conformity.
Self-reliance is its aversion. It loves not realities and creators, but names and customs.
Whoso would be a man must be a nonconformist. 21 He who would gather immortal palms must not
be hindered by the name of goodness, but must explore if it be goodness. 22 Nothing is at last sacred but
the integrity of your own mind. Absolve you to yourself, and you shall have the suffrage 23 of the world.
I remember an answer which when quite young I was prompted to make to a valued adviser, who was
wont to importune me with the dear old doctrines of the church. On my saying, What have I to do with
the sacredness of traditions, if I live wholly from within? my friend suggested: “But these impulses may
be from below, not from above.” I replied: “They do not seem to me to be such; but if I am the Devil’s

American Literatures Prior to 1865 477

child, I will live then from the Devil.” No law can be sacred to me but that of my nature. Good and bad
are but names very readily transferable to that or this; 24 the only right is what is after my constitution,
the only wrong what is against it. A man is to carry himself in the presence of all opposition, as if
everything were titular and ephemeral but he. I am ashamed to think how easily we capitulate to badges
and names, to large societies and dead institutions. Every decent and well-spoken individual affects and
sways me more than is right. I ought to go upright and vital, and speak the rude truth in all ways. If
malice and vanity wear the coat of philanthropy, shall that pass? If an angry bigot assumes this bountiful
cause of Abolition, and comes to me with his last news from Barbadoes, 25 why should I not say to him:
“Go love thy infant; love thy wood-chopper: be good-natured and modest: have that grace; and never
varnish your hard, uncharitable ambition with this incredible tenderness for black folk a thousand miles
off. Thy love afar is spite at home.” Rough and graceless would be such greeting, but truth is handsomer
than the affectation of love. Your goodness must have some edge to it,—else it is none. The doctrine
of hatred must be preached as the counteraction of the doctrine of love when that pules and whines. I
shun father and mother and wife and brother, when my genius calls me. I would write on the lintels of
the door-post, Whim. 26 I hope it is somewhat better than whim at last, but we cannot spend the day in
explanation. Expect me not to show cause why I seek or why I exclude company. Then, again, do not
tell me, as a good man did to-day, of my obligation to put all poor men in good situations. Are they
my poor? I tell thee, thou foolish philanthropist, that I grudge the dollar, the dime, the cent, I give to such
men as do not belong to me and to whom I do not belong. There is a class of persons to whom by all
spiritual affinity I am bought and sold; for them I will go to prison, if need be; but your miscellaneous
popular charities; the education at college of fools; the building of meeting-houses to the vain end to
which many now stand; alms to sots; and the thousand-fold Relief Societies;—though I confess with
shame I sometimes succumb and give the dollar, it is a wicked dollar which by and by I shall have the
manhood to withhold.
Virtues are, in the popular estimate, rather the exception than the rule. There is the man and his
virtues. Men do what is called a good action, as some piece of courage or charity, much as they would
pay a fine in expiation of daily non-appearance on parade. Their works are done as an apology or
extenuation of their living in the world,—as invalids and the insane pay a high board. Their virtues
are penances. I do not wish to expiate, but to live. My life is for itself and not for a spectacle. I much
prefer that it should be of a lower strain, so it be genuine and equal, than that it should be glittering and
unsteady. I wish it to be sound and sweet, and not to need diet and bleeding. 27 I ask primary evidence
that you are a man, and refuse this appeal from the man to his actions. I know that for myself it makes no
difference whether I do or forbear those actions which are reckoned excellent. I cannot consent to pay
for a privilege where I have intrinsic right. Few and mean as my gifts may be, I actually am, and do not
need for my own assurance or the assurance of my fellows any secondary testimony.
What I must do is all that concerns me, not what the people think. This rule, equally arduous in actual
and in intellectual life, may serve for the whole distinction between greatness and meanness. It is the
harder, because you will always find those who think they know what is your duty better than you know
it. It is easy in the world to live after the world’s opinion; it is easy in solitude to live after our own;
but the great man is he who in the midst of the crowd keeps with perfect sweetness the independence of
solitude. 28
The objection to conforming to usages that have become dead to you is, that it scatters your force. It
loses your time and blurs the impression of your character. If you maintain a dead church, contribute to
a dead Bible-society, vote with a great party either for the government or against it, spread your table
like base housekeepers,—under all these screens I have difficulty to detect the precise 29 man you are.
And, of course, so much force is withdrawn from your proper life. But do your work, and I shall know
you. 30 Do your work, and you shall reinforce yourself. A man must consider what a blindman’s-buff is
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this game of conformity. If I know your sect, I anticipate your argument. I hear a preacher announce for
his text and topic the expediency of one of the institutions of his church. Do I not know beforehand that
not possibly can he say a new and spontaneous word? Do I not know that, with 31 all this ostentation
of examining the grounds of the institution, he will do no such thing? Do I not know that he is pledged
to himself not to look but at one side,—the permitted side, not as a man, but as a parish minister? He
is a retained attorney, and these airs of the bench 32 are the emptiest affectation. Well, most men have
bound their eyes with one or another handkerchief, 33 and attached themselves to some one of these
communities of opinion. 34 This conformity makes them not false in a few particulars, authors of a few
lies, but false in all particulars. Their every truth is not quite true. Their two is not the real two, their four
not the real four; so that every word they say chagrins us, and we know not where to begin to set them
right. Meantime nature is not slow to equip us in the prison-uniform of the party to which we adhere. We
come to wear one cut of face and figure, and acquire by degrees the gentlest asinine expression. There
is a mortifying experience in particular which does not fail to wreak itself also in the general history; I
mean “the foolish face of praise,” the forced smile which we put on in company where we do not feel at
ease in answer to conversation which does not interest us. The muscles, not spontaneously moved, but
moved by a low usurping willfulness, grow tight about the outline of the face with the most disagreeable
sensation.
For nonconformity the world whips you with its displeasure. 35 And therefore a man must know how
to estimate a sour face. The bystanders look askance on him in the public street or in the friend’s parlor.
If this aversation had its origin in contempt and resistance like his own, he might well go home with
a sad countenance; but the sour faces of the multitude, like their sweet faces, have no deep cause, but
are put on and off as the wind blows and a newspaper directs. 36 Yet is the discontent of the multitude
more formidable than that of the senate and the college. It is easy enough for a firm man who knows
the world to brook the rage of the cultivated classes. Their rage is decorous and prudent, for they are
timid as being very vulnerable themselves. But when to their feminine rage the indignation of the people
is added, when the ignorant and the poor are aroused, when the unintelligent brute force that lies at the
bottom of society is made to growl and mow, it needs the habit of magnanimity and religion to treat it
godlike as a trifle of no concernment.
The other terror 37 that scares us from self-trust is our consistency; 38 a reverence for our past act or
word, because the eyes of others have no other data for computing our orbit 39 than our past acts, and we
are loth to disappoint them.
But why should you keep your head over your shoulder? Why drag about this corpse of your memory,
lest you contradict somewhat 40 you have stated in this or that public place? Suppose you should
contradict yourself; what then? It seems to be a rule of wisdom never to rely on your memory alone,
scarcely even in acts of pure memory, but to bring the past for judgment into the thousand-eyed present,
and live ever in a new day. In your metaphysics you have denied personality to the Deity; yet when the
devout motions of the soul come, yield to them heart and life, though they should clothe God with shape
and color. Leave your theory, as Joseph his coat in the hand of the harlot, and flee. 41
A foolish consistency is the hobgoblin of little minds, adored by little statesmen and philosophers and
divines. With consistency a great soul has simply nothing to do. He may as well concern himself with
the shadow on the wall. Speak what you think now in hard words, and to-morrow speak what to-morrow
thinks in hard words again, though it contradict everything you said to-day.—”Ah, so you shall be sure
to be misunderstood.”—Is it so bad, then, to be misunderstood? Pythagoras 42 was misunderstood, and
Socrates, 43 and Jesus, and Luther, 44 and Copernicus, 45 and Galileo, 46 and Newton, 47 and every pure
and wise spirit that ever took flesh. To be great is to be misunderstood.
I suppose no man can violate his nature. All the sallies of his will are rounded in by the law of his
being, as the inequalities of Andes 48 and Himmaleh 49 are insignificant in the curve of the sphere. Nor
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does it matter how you gauge and try him. A character is like an acrostic or Alexandrian stanza; 50—read
it forward, backward, or across, it still spells the same thing. In this pleasing, contrite wood-life which
God allows me, let me record day by day my honest thought without prospect or retrospect, and, I cannot
doubt, it will be found symmetrical, though I mean it not, and see it not. My book should smell of pines
and resound with the hum of insects. The swallow over my window should interweave that thread or
straw he carries in his bill into my web also. We pass for what we are. Character teaches above our wills.
Men imagine that they communicate their virtue or vice only by overt actions, and do not see that virtue
or vice emit a breath every moment.
There will be an agreement in whatever variety of actions, so they be each honest and natural in their
hour. For of one will, the actions will be harmonious, however unlike they seem. These varieties are lost
sight of at a little distance, at a little height of thought. One tendency unites them all. The voyage of the
best ship is a zigzag line of a hundred tacks. 51 See the line from a sufficient distance, and it straightens
itself to the average tendency. Your genuine action will explain itself, and will explain your other genuine
actions. Your conformity explains nothing. Act singly, and what you have already done singly will justify
you now. Greatness appeals to the future. If I can be firm enough to-day to do right, and scorn eyes, 52
I must have done so much right before as to defend me now. Be it how it will, do right now. Always
scorn appearances, and you always may. The force of character is cumulative. All the foregone days of
virtue work their health into this. What makes the majesty of the heroes of the senate and the field, which
so fills the imagination? The consciousness of a train of great days and victories behind. They shed an
united light on the advancing actor. He is attended as by a visible escort of angels. That is it which
throws thunder into Chatham’s 53 voice, and dignity into Washington’s port, and America into Adams’s
54
eye. Honor is venerable to us because it is no ephemeris. It is always ancient virtue. We worship it
to-day because it is not of to-day. We love it and pay it homage, because it is not a trap for our love and
homage, but is self-dependent, self-derived, and therefore of an old immaculate pedigree, even if shown
in a young person.
I hope in these days we have heard the last of conformity and consistency. Let the words be gazetted
and ridiculous henceforward. Instead of the gong for dinner, let us hear a whistle from the Spartan 55
fife. Let us never bow and apologize more. A great man is coming to eat at my house. I do not wish to
please him; I wish that he should wish to please me. I will stand here for humanity, and though I would
make it kind, I would make it true. Let us affront and reprimand the smooth mediocrity and squalid
contentment of the times, and hurl in the face of custom, and trade, and office, the fact which is the
upshot of all history, that there is a great responsible Thinker and Actor working wherever a man works;
that a true man belongs to no other time or place, but is the center of things. Where he is, there is nature.
He measures you, and all men, and all events. Ordinarily, everybody in society reminds us of somewhat
else, or of some other person. Character, reality, reminds you of nothing else; it takes place of the whole
creation. The man must be so much, that he must make all circumstances indifferent. Every true man
is a cause, a country, and an age; requires infinite spaces and numbers and time fully to accomplish his
design;—and posterity seem to follow his steps as a train of clients. A man Cæsar 56 is born, and for ages
after we have a Roman Empire. Christ is born, and millions of minds so grow and cleave to his genius,
that he is confounded with virtue and the possible of man. An institution is the lengthened shadow of
one man; as Monachism, of the hermit Antony; 57 the Reformation, of Luther; Quakerism, of Fox; 58
Methodism, of Wesley; 59 Abolition, of Clarkson. 60 Scipio, 61 Milton called “the height of Rome”; and
all history resolves itself very easily into the biography of a few stout and earnest persons.
Let a man then know his worth, and keep things under his feet. Let him not peep or steal, or skulk up
and down with the air of a charity-boy, a bastard, or an interloper, in the world which exists for him. But
the man in the street, finding no worth in himself which corresponds to the force which built a tower or
sculptured a marble god, feels poor when he looks on these. To him a palace, a statue, a costly book,
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have an alien and forbidding air, much like a gay equipage, and seem to say like that, “Who are you,
Sir?” Yet they all are his, suitors for his notice, petitioners to his faculties that they will come out and
take possession. The picture waits for my verdict: it is not to command me, but I am to settle its claims
to praise. That popular fable of the sot who was picked up dead drunk in the street, carried to the duke’s
house, washed and dressed and laid in the duke’s bed, and, on his waking, treated with all obsequious
ceremony like the duke, and assured that he had been insane, 62 owes its popularity to the fact that it
symbolizes so well the state of man, who is in the world a sort of sot, but now and then wakes up,
exercises his reason, and finds himself a true prince.
Our reading is mendicant and sycophantic. In history, our imagination plays us false. Kingdom and
lordship, power and estate, are a gaudier vocabulary than private John and Edward in a small house and
common day’s work; but the things of life are the same to both; the sum total of both is the same. Why
all this deference to Alfred, 63 and Scanderbeg, 64 and Gustavus? 65 Suppose they were virtuous; did
they wear out virtue? As great a stake depends on your private act to-day, as followed their public and
renowned steps. When private men shall act with original views, the luster will be transferred from the
actions of kings to those of gentlemen.
The world has been instructed by its kings, who have so magnetized the eyes of nations. It has been
taught by this colossal symbol the mutual reverence that is due from man to man. The joyful loyalty
with which men have everywhere suffered the king, the noble, or the great proprietor to walk among
them by a law of his own, make his own scale of men and things, and reverse theirs, pay for benefits not
with money but with honor, and represent the law in his person, was the hieroglyphic 66 by which they
obscurely signified their consciousness of their own right and comeliness, the right of every man.
The magnetism which all original action exerts is explained when we inquire the reason of self-trust.
Who is the Trustee? What is the aboriginal Self, on which a universal reliance may be grounded? What
is the nature and power of that science-baffling star, without parallax, 67 without calculable elements,
which shoots a ray of beauty even into trivial and impure actions, if the least mark of independence
appear? The inquiry leads us to that source, at once the essence of genius, of virtue, and of life, which
we call Spontaneity or Instinct. We denote this primary wisdom as Intuition, whilst all later teachings are
tuitions. In that deep force, the last fact behind which analysis cannot go, all things find their common
origin. For the sense of being which in calm hours rises, we know not how, in the soul, is not diverse
from things, from space, from light, from time, from man, but one with them, and proceeds obviously
from the same source whence their life and being also proceed. We first share the life by which things
exist, and afterwards see them as appearances in nature, and forget that we have shared their cause. Here
is the fountain of action and of thought. Here are the lungs of that inspiration which giveth man wisdom,
and which cannot be denied without impiety and atheism. We lie in the lap of immense intelligence,
which makes us receivers of its truth and organs of its activity. When we discern justice, when we discern
truth, we do nothing of ourselves, but allow a passage to its beams. If we ask whence this comes, if we
seek to pry into the soul that causes, all philosophy is at fault. Its [96]presence or its absence is all we can
affirm. Every man discriminates between the voluntary acts of his mind, and his involuntary perceptions,
and knows that to his involuntary perceptions a perfect faith is due. He may err in the expression of
them, but he knows that these things are so, like day and night, not to be disputed. My willful actions and
acquisitions are but roving;—the idlest reverie, the faintest native emotion, command my curiosity and
respect. Thoughtless people contradict as readily the statement of perceptions as of opinions, or rather
much more readily; for, they do not distinguish between perception and notion. They fancy that I choose
to see this or that thing. But perception is not whimsical, it is fatal. If I see a trait, my children will see it
after me, and in course of time, all mankind,—although it may chance that no one has seen it before me.
For my perception of it is as much a fact as the sun.
The relations of the soul to the divine spirit are so pure, that it is profane to seek to interpose helps.
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It must be that when God speaketh he should communicate, not one thing, but all things; should fill
the world with his voice; should scatter forth light, nature, time, souls, from the center of the present
thought; and new date and new create the whole. Whenever a mind is simple, and receives a divine
wisdom, old things pass away,—means, teachers, texts, temples, fall; it lives now, and absorbs past and
future into the present hour. All things are made sacred by relation to it,—one as much as another. All
things are dissolved to their center by their cause, and, in the universal miracle, petty and particular
miracles disappear. If, therefore, a man claims to know and speak of God, and carries you backward to
the phraseology of some old moldered nation in another country, in another world, believe him not. Is
the acorn better than the oak which is its fullness and completion? Is the parent better than the child
into whom he has cast his ripened being 68 Whence, then, this worship of the past? 69 The centuries are
conspirators against the sanity and authority of the soul. Time and space are but physiological colors
which the eye makes, but the soul is light; where it is, is day; where it was, is night; and history is an
impertinence and an injury, if it be anything more than a cheerful apologue or parable of my being and
becoming.
Man is timid and apologetic; he is no longer upright; he dares not say “I think,” “I am,” but quotes
some saint or sage. He is ashamed before the blade of grass or the blowing rose. These roses under
my window make no reference to former roses or to better ones; they are for what they are; they exist
with God to-day. There is no time to them. There is simply the rose; it is perfect in every moment of its
existence. Before a leaf-bud has burst, its whole life acts; in the full-blown flower there is no more; in
the leafless root there is no less. Its nature is satisfied, and it satisfies nature, in all moments alike. But
man postpones, or remembers; he does not live in the present, but with a reverted eye laments the past,
or, heedless of the riches that surround him, stands on tiptoe to foresee the future. He cannot be happy
and strong until he too lives with nature in the present, above time.
This should be plain enough. Yet see what strong intellects dare not yet hear God himself, unless
he speak the phraseology of I know not what David, or Jeremiah, or Paul. We shall not always set so
great a price on a few texts, on a few lives. 70 We are like children who repeat by rote the sentences
of grandames and tutors, and, as they grow older, of the men and talents and characters they chance to
see,—painfully recollecting the exact words they spoke; afterwards, when they come into the point of
view which those had who uttered those saying, they understand them, and are willing to let the words
go; for, at any time, they can use words as good when occasion comes. If we live truly, we shall see
truly. It is as easy for the strong man to be strong, as it is for the weak to be weak. When we have new
perception, we shall gladly disburden the memory of its hoarded treasures as old rubbish. When a man
lives with God, his voice shall be as sweet as the murmur of the brook and the rustle of the corn.
And now at last the highest truth on this subject remains unsaid; probably cannot be said; for all that
we say is the far-off remembering of the intuition. That thought, by what I can now nearest approach
to say it, is this. When good is near you, when you have life in yourself, it is not by any known or
accustomed way; you shall not discern the footprints of any other; you shall not see the face of man;
you shall not hear any name;—the way, the thought, the good, shall be wholly strange and new. It shall
exclude example and experience. You take the way from man, not to man. All persons that ever existed
are its forgotten ministers. Fear and hope are alike beneath it. There is somewhat low even in hope. In the
hour of vision, there is nothing that can be called gratitude, nor properly joy. The soul raised over passion
beholds identity and eternal causation, perceives the self-existence of Truth and Right, and calms itself
with knowing that all things go well. Vast spaces of nature, the Atlantic Ocean, the South Sea,—long
intervals of time, years, centuries,—are of no account. This which I think and feel underlay every former
state of life and circumstances, as it does underlie my present, and what is called life, and what is called
death.
Life only avails, not the having lived. Power ceases in the instant of repose; it resides in the moment
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of transition from a past to a new state, in the shooting of the gulf, in the darting to an aim. This one fact
the world hates, that the soul becomes; for that forever degrades the past, turns all riches to poverty, all
reputation to shame, confounds the saint with the rogue, shoves Jesus and Judas 71 equally aside. Why,
then, do we prate of self-reliance? Inasmuch as the soul is present, there will be power not confident but
agent. 72 To talk of reliance is a poor external way of speaking. Speak rather of that which relies, because
it works and is. Who has more obedience than I masters me, though he should not raise his finger. Round
him I must revolve by the gravitation of spirits. We fancy it rhetoric, when we speak of eminent virtue.
We do not yet see that virtue is Height, and that a man or a company of men, plastic and permeable to
principles, by the law of nature must overpower and ride all cities, nations, kings, rich men, poets, who
are not.
This is the ultimate fact which we so quickly reach on this, as on every topic, the resolution of all into
the ever-blessed One. Self-existence is the attribute of the Supreme Cause, and it constitutes the measure
of good by the degree in which it enters into all lower forms. All things real are so by so much virtue as
they contain. Commerce, husbandry, hunting, whaling, war eloquence, personal weight, are somewhat,
and engage my respect as examples of its presence and impure action. I see the same law working in
nature for conservation and growth. Power is in nature the essential measure of right. Nature suffers
nothing to remain in her kingdoms which cannot help itself. The genesis and maturation of a planet,
its poise and orbit, the bended tree recovering itself from the strong wind, the vital resources of every
animal and vegetable, are demonstrations of the self-sufficing, and therefore self-relying soul.
Thus all concentrates: let us not rove; let us sit at home with the cause. Let us stun and astonish the
intruding rabble of men and books and institutions, by a simple declaration of the divine fact. Bid the
invaders take the shoes from off their feet, for God is here within. 73 Let our simplicity judge them, and
our docility to our own law demonstrate the poverty of nature and fortune beside our native riches.
But now we are a mob. Man does not stand in awe of man, nor is his genius admonished to stay at
home to put itself in communication with the internal ocean, but it goes abroad to beg a cup of water of
the urns of other men. We must go alone. I like the silent church before the service begins, better than
any preaching. How far off, how cool, how chaste the persons look, begirt each one with a precinct or
sanctuary! So let us always sit. Why should we assume the faults of our friend, or wife, or father, or
child, because they sit around our hearth, or are said to have the same blood? All men have my blood,
and I have all men’s. 74 Not for that will I adopt their petulance or folly, even to the extent of being
ashamed of it. But your isolation must not be mechanical, but spiritual, that is, must be elevation. At
times the whole world seems to be in conspiracy to importune you with emphatic trifles. Friend, client,
child, sickness, fear, want, charity, all knock at once at thy closet door, and say, “Come out unto us.” But
keep thy state; come not into their confusion. The power men possess to annoy men, I give [102]them
by a weak curiosity. No man can come near me but through my act. “What we love that we have, but by
desire we bereave ourselves of the love.”
If we cannot at once rise to the sanctities of obedience and faith, let us at least resist our temptations;
let us enter into the state of war, and wake Thor and Woden, 75 courage and constancy, in our Saxon
breasts. This is to be done in our smooth times by speaking the truth. Check this lying hospitality and
lying affection. Live no longer to the expectation of these deceived and deceiving people with whom
we converse. Say to them, O father, O mother, O wife, O brother, O friend, I have lived with you after
appearances hitherto. Henceforward I am the truth’s. Be it known unto you that henceforward I obey no
law less than the eternal law. I will have no covenants but proximities. 76 I shall endeavor to nourish my
parents, to support my family, to be the chaste husband of one wife,—but these relations I must fill after
a new and unprecedented way. I appeal from your customs. I must be myself. I cannot break myself any
longer for you, or you. 77 If you can love me for what I am, we shall be the happier. If you cannot, I
will still seek to deserve that you should. I will not hide my tastes or aversions. I will so trust that what
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is deep is holy, that I will do strongly before the sun and moon whatever inly rejoices me, and the heart
appoints. If you are noble, I will love you; if you are not, I will not hurt you and myself by hypocritical
attentions. If you are true, but not in the same truth with me, cleave to your companions; I will seek
my own. I do this not selfishly, but humbly and truly. It is alike your interest, and mine, and all men’s
however long we have dwelt in lies, to live in truth. Does this sound harsh to-day? You will soon love
what is dictated by your nature as well as mine, and, if we follow the truth, it will bring us out safe at
last. 78 But so may you give these friends pain. Yes, but I cannot sell my liberty and my power, to save
their sensibility. Besides, all persons have their moments of reason, when they look out into the region
of absolute truth; then will they justify me, and do the same thing.
The populace think that your rejection of popular standards is a rejection of all standard, and mere
antinomianism; 79 and the bold sensualist will use the name of philosophy to gild his crimes. But the
law of consciousness abides. There are two confessionals, in one or the other of which we must be
shriven. You may fulfill your round of duties by clearing yourself in the direct, or in the reflex way.
Consider whether you have satisfied your relations to father, mother, cousin, neighbor, town, cat, and
dog; whether any of these can upbraid you. But I may also neglect this reflex standard, and absolve me
to myself. I have my own stern claims and perfect circle. It denies the name of duty to many offices that
are called duties. But if I can discharge its debts, it enables me to dispense with the popular code. If any
one imagines that this law is lax, let him keep its commandment one day.
And truly it demands something godlike in him who has cast off the common motives of humanity,
and has ventured to trust himself for a taskmaster. High be his heart, faithful his will, clear his sight,
that he may in good earnest be doctrine, society, law, to himself, that a simple purpose may be to him as
strong as iron necessity is to others!
If any man consider the present aspects of what is called by distinction society, he will see the need of
these ethics. The sinew and heart of man seem to be drawn out, and we are become timorous, desponding
whimperers. We are afraid of truth, afraid of fortune, afraid of death, and afraid of each other. Our age
yields no great and perfect persons. We want men and women who shall renovate life and our social
state, but we see that most natures are insolvent, cannot satisfy their own wants, have an ambition
out of all proportion to their practical force, 80 and do lean and beg day and night continually. Our
housekeeping is mendicant, our arts, our occupations, our marriages, our religion, we have not chosen,
but society has chosen for us. We are parlor soldiers. We shun the rugged battle of fate, where strength
is born.
If our young men miscarry in their first enterprises, they lose all heart. If the young merchant fails,
men say he is ruined. If the finest genius studies at one of our colleges, and is not installed in an office
within one year afterwards in the cities or [105]suburbs of Boston or New York, it seems to his friends
and to himself that he is right in being disheartened, and in complaining the rest of his life. A sturdy
lad from New Hampshire or Vermont, who in turn tries all the professions, who teams it, farms it, 81
peddles, keeps a school, preaches, edits a newspaper, goes to Congress, buys a township, and so forth, in
successive years, and always, like a cat, falls on his feet, is worth a hundred of these city dolls. He walks
abreast with his days, and feels no shame in not “studying a profession,” for he does not postpone his
life, but lives already. He has not one chance, but a hundred chances. Let a Stoic 82 open the resources
of man, and tell men they are not leaning willows, but can and must detach themselves; that with the
exercise of self-trust, new powers shall appear; that a man is the word made flesh, 83 born to shed healing
to the nations, 84that he should be ashamed of our compassion, and that the moment he acts from himself,
tossing the laws, the books, idolatries and customs out of the window, we pity him no more, but thank
and revere him,—and that teacher shall restore the life of man to splendor, and make his name dear to
all history.
It is easy to see that a greater self-reliance must work a revolution in all the offices and relations of
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men; in their religion; in their education; in their pursuits; their modes of living; their association; in
their property; in their speculative views.
1. In what prayers do men allow themselves! 85 That which they call a holy office is not so much as
brave and manly. Prayer looks abroad and asks for some foreign addition to come through some foreign
virtue, and loses itself in endless mazes of natural and supernatural, and mediatorial and miraculous.
Prayer that craves a particular commodity,—anything less than all good,—is vicious. Prayer is the
contemplation of the facts of life from the highest point of view. It is the soliloquy of a beholding and
jubilant soul. 86 It is the spirit of God pronouncing his works good. But prayer as a means to effect a
private end is meanness and theft. It supposes dualism and not unity in nature and consciousness. As
soon as the man is at one with God, he will not beg. He will then see prayer in all action. The prayer of
the farmer kneeling in his field to weed it, the prayer of the rower kneeling with the stroke of his oar, are
true prayers heard throughout nature, though for cheap ends. Caratach, 87 in Fletcher’s Bonduca, when
admonished to inquire the mind of the god Audate, replies,—
“His hidden meaning lies in our endeavors; Our valors are our best gods.”
Another sort of false prayers are our regrets. Discontent is the want of self-reliance; it is infirmity of will.
Regret calamities, if you can thereby help the sufferer; if not, attend your own work, and already the evil
begins to be repaired. Our sympathy is just as base. We come to them who weep foolishly, and sit down
and cry for company, instead of imparting to them truth and health in rough electric shocks, putting them
once more in communication with their own reason. The secret of fortune is joy in our hands. Welcome
evermore to gods and men is the self-helping man. For him all doors are flung wide: him all tongues
greet, all honors crown, all eyes follow with desire. Our love goes out to him and embraces him, because
he did not need it. We solicitously and apologetically caress and celebrate him, because he held on his
way and scorned our disapprobation. The gods love him because men hated him. “To the persevering
mortal,” said Zoroaster, 88 “the blessed Immortals are swift.”
As men’s prayers are a disease of the will, so are their creeds a disease of the intellect. They say with
those foolish Israelites, “Let not God speak to us, lest we die. Speak thou, speak any man with us, and
we will obey.” 89 Everywhere I am hindered of meeting God in my brother, because he has shut his own
temple doors, and recites fables merely of his brother’s, or his brother’s brother’s God. Every new mind
is a new classification. If it prove a mind of uncommon activity and power, a Locke, 90 a Lavoisier, 91 a
Hutton, 92 a Betham, 93 a Fourier, 94 it imposes its classification on other men, and lo! a new system. In
proportion to the depth of the thought, and so to the number of the objects it touches and brings within
reach of the pupil, is his complacency. But chiefly is this apparent in creeds and churches, which [108]are
also classifications of some powerful mind acting on the elemental thought of duty, and man’s relation to
the Highest. Such is Calvinism, 95Quakerism, 96 Swedenborgism. 97 The pupil takes the same delight in
subordinating everything to the new terminology, as a girl who has just learned botany in seeing a new
earth and new seasons thereby. It will happen for a time, that the pupil will find his intellectual power
has grown by the study of his master’s mind. But in all unbalanced minds, the classification is idolized,
passes for the end, and not for a speedily exhaustible means, so that the walls of the system blend to
their eye in the remote horizon with the walls of the universe; the luminaries of heaven seem to them
hung on the arch their master built. They cannot imagine how you aliens have any right to see,—how
you can see; “It must be somehow that you stole the light from us.” They do not yet perceive that light,
unsystematic, indomitable, will break into any cabin, even into theirs. Let them chirp awhile and call it
their own. If they are honest and do well, presently their neat new pinfold will be too strait and low, will
crack, will lean, will rot and vanish, and the immortal light, all young and joyful, million-orbed, millioncolored, will beam over the universe as on the first morning.
2. It is for want of self-culture that the superstition of Traveling, whose idols are Italy, England, Egypt,
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retains its fascination for all educated Americans. They who made England, Italy, or Greece venerable in
the imagination did so by sticking fast where they were, like an axis of the earth. In manly hours, we feel
that duty is our place. The soul is no traveler; the wise man stays at home, and when his necessities, his
duties, on any occasion call him from his house, or into foreign lands, he is at home still; and shall make
men sensible by the expression of his countenance, that he goes the missionary of wisdom and virtue,
and visits cities and men like a sovereign, and not like an interloper or a valet.
I have no churlish objection to the circumnavigation of the globe, for the purposes of art, of study,
and benevolence, so that the man is first domesticated, or does not go abroad with the hope of finding
somewhat greater than he knows. He who travels to be amused, or to get somewhat which he does not
carry, 98 travels away from himself, and grows old even in youth among old things. In Thebes, 99 in
Palmyra, 100 his will and mind have become old and dilapidated as they. He carries ruins to ruins.
Traveling is a fool’s paradise. Our first journeys discover to us the indifference of places. At home I
dream that at Naples, at Rome, I can be intoxicated with beauty, and lose my sadness. I pack my trunk,
embrace my friends, embark on the sea, and at last wake up in Naples, and there beside me is the stern
fact, the sad self, unrelenting, identical, that I fled from. 101 I seek the Vatican, 102 and the palaces. I
affect to be intoxicated with sights and suggestions, but I am not intoxicated. My giant goes with me
wherever I go.
3. But the rage of traveling is a symptom of a deeper unsoundness affecting the whole intellectual
action. The intellect is vagabond, and our system of education fosters restlessness. Our minds travel
when our bodies are forced to stay at home. We imitate; and what is imitation but the traveling of
the mind? Our houses are built with foreign taste; our shelves are garnished with foreign ornaments;
our opinions, our tastes, our faculties, lean, and follow the Past and the Distant. The soul created the
arts wherever they have flourished. It was in his own mind that the artist sought his model. It was an
application of his own thought to the thing to be done and the conditions to be observed. And why need
we copy the Doric 103 or the Gothic 104 model? Beauty, convenience, grandeur of thought, and quaint
expression are as near to us as to any, and if the American artist will study with hope and love the precise
thing to be done by him considering the climate, the soil, the length of the day, the wants of the people,
the habit and form of the government, he will create a house in which all these will find themselves
fitted, and taste and sentiment will be satisfied also.
Insist on yourself; never imitate. 105Your own gift you can present every moment with the cumulative
force of a whole life’s cultivation; but of the adopted talent of another, you have only an extemporaneous,
half possession. That which each can do best, none but his Maker can teach him. No man yet knows what
it is, nor can, till that person has exhibited it. Where is the master who could have taught Shakespeare?
106
Where is the master who could have instructed Franklin, 107 or Washington, or Bacon, 108 or
Newton? 109 Every great man is a unique. The Scipionism of Scipio 110 is precisely that part he could
not borrow. Shakespeare will never be made by the study of Shakespeare. Do that which is assigned
to you, and you cannot hope too much or dare too much. There is at this moment for you an utterance
brave and grand as that of the colossal chisel of Phidias, 111 or trowel of the Egyptians, 112 or the pen
of Moses, 113 or Dante, 114 but different from all these. Not possibly will the soul all rich, all eloquent,
with thousand-cloven tongue, deign to repeat itself; but if you can hear what these patriarchs say, surely
you can reply to them in the same pitch of voice; for the ear and the tongue are two organs of one nature.
Abide in the simple and noble regions of thy life, obey thy heart, and thou shalt reproduce the Foreworld
115
again.
4. As our Religion, our Education, our Art look abroad, so does our spirit of society. All men plume
themselves on the improvement of society, and no man improves.
Society never advances. It recedes as fast on one side as it gains on the other. It undergoes continual
changes; it is barbarous, it is civilized, it is Christianized, it is rich, it is scientific; but this change is not
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amelioration. For everything that is given, something is taken. Society acquires new arts, and loses old
instincts. What a contrast between the well-clad, reading, writing, thinking American, with a watch, a
pencil, and a bill of exchange in his pocket, and the naked New Zealander, 116whose property is a club,
a spear, a mat, and an undivided twentieth of a shed to sleep under! But compare the health of the two
men, and you shall see that the white man has lost his aboriginal strength. If the traveler tell us truly,
strike the savage with a broad ax, and in a day or two the flesh shall unite and heal as if you struck the
blow into soft pitch, and the same blow shall send the white to his grave.
The civilized man has built a coach, but has lost the use of his feet. He is supported on crutches, but
lacks so much support of muscle. He has a fine Geneva 117watch, but he fails of the skill to tell the hour
by the sun. A Greenwich nautical almanac 118 he has, and so being sure of the information when he
wants it, the man in the street does not know a star in the sky. The solstice 119 he does not observe; the
equinox he knows as little; and the whole bright calendar of the year is without a dial in his mind. His
notebooks impair his memory; his libraries overload his wit; the insurance office increases the number of
accidents; and it may be a question whether machinery does not encumber; whether we have not lost by
refinement some energy, by a Christianity entrenched in establishments and forms, some vigor of wild
virtue. For every Stoic was a Stoic; but in Christendom where is the Christian?
There is no more deviation in the moral standard than in the standard of height or bulk. No greater
men are now than ever were. A singular equality may be observed between great men of the first and
of the last ages; nor can all the science, art, religion, and philosophy of the nineteenth century avail
to educate greater men than Plutarch’s 120 heroes, three or four and twenty centuries ago. Not in time
is the race progressive. Phocion, 121 Socrates, Anaxagoras, 122 Diogenes, 123 are great men, but they
leave no class. He who is really of their class will not be called by their name, but will be his own
man, and, in his turn, the founder of a sect. The arts and inventions of each period are only its costume,
and do not invigorate men. The harm of the improved machinery may compensate its good. Hudson 124
and Bering 125 accomplished so much in their fishing boats, as to astonish Parry 126 and Franklin, 127
whose equipment exhausted the resources of science and art. Galileo, with an opera-glass, discovered
a more splendid series of celestial phenomena than any one since. Columbus 128 found the New World
in an undecked boat. It is curious to see the periodical disuse and perishing of means and machinery,
which were introduced with loud laudation a few years or centuries before. The great genius returns
to essential man. We reckoned the improvements of the art of war among the triumphs of science, and
yet Napoleon 129 conquered Europe by the bivouac, which consisted of falling back on naked valor,
and disencumbering it of all aids. The Emperor held it impossible to make a perfect army, says Las
Casas, 130 “without abolishing our arms, magazines, commissaries, and carriages, until, in imitation of
the Roman custom, the soldier should receive his supply of corn, grind it in his handmill, and bake his
bread himself.”
Society is a wave. The wave moves onward, but the water of which it is composed does not. The same
particle does not rise from the valley to the ridge. Its unity is only phenomenal. The persons who make
up a nation to-day, next year die, and their experience with them.
And so the reliance on Property, including the reliance on governments which protect it, is the want
of self-reliance. Men have looked away from themselves and at things so long, that they have come to
esteem the religious, learned, and civil institutions as guards of property, and they deprecate assaults on
these, because they feel them to be assaults on property. They measure their esteem of each other by
what each has, and not by what each is. But a cultivated man becomes ashamed of his property, out of
new respect for his nature. Especially he hates what he has, if he see that it is accidental,—came to him
by inheritance, or gift, or crime; then he feels that it is not having; it does not belong to [115]him, has
no root in him, and merely lies there, because no revolution or no robber takes it away. But that which
a man is, does always by necessity acquire, and what the man acquires is living property, which does
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not wait the beck of rulers, or mobs, or revolutions, or fire, or storm, or bankruptcies, but perpetually
renews itself wherever the man breathes. “Thy lot or portion of life,” said the Caliph Ali, 131 “is seeking
after thee; therefore be at rest from seeking after it.” Our dependence on these foreign goods leads us
to our slavish respect for numbers. The political parties meet in numerous conventions; the greater the
concourse, and with each new uproar of announcement, The delegation from Essex! 132 The Democrats
from New Hampshire! The Whigs of Maine! the young patriot feels himself stronger than before by a
new thousand of eyes and arms. In like manner the reformers summon conventions, and vote and resolve
in multitude. Not so, O friends! will the god deign to enter and inhabit you, but by a method precisely the
reverse. It is only as a man puts off all foreign support, and stands alone, that I see him to be strong and
to prevail. He is weaker by every recruit to his banner. Is not a man better than a town? Ask nothing of
men, and in the endless mutation, thou only firm column must presently appear the upholder of all that
surrounds thee. He who knows that power is inborn, that he is weak because he has looked for good out
of him and elsewhere, and so perceiving, throws himself unhesitatingly on his thought, instantly rights
himself, stands in the erect position, commands his limbs, works miracles; just as a man who stands on
his feet is stronger than a man who stands on his head.
So use all that is called Fortune. 133 Most men gamble with her, and gain all, and lose all, as her wheel
rolls. But do thou leave as unlawful these winnings, and deal with Cause and Effect, the chancelors of
God. In the Will work and acquire, and thou hast chained the wheel of Chance, and shalt sit hereafter
out of fear from her rotations. A political victory, a rise of rents, the recovery of your sick, or the return
of your absent friend, or some other favorable event, raises your spirits, and you think good days are
preparing for you. Do not believe it. Nothing can bring you peace but yourself. Nothing can bring you
peace but the triumph of principles.
(1841)
Source:
Essays, Ralph Waldo Emerson, Public Domain

This work (Self Reliance by Ralph Waldo Emerson) is free of known copyright restrictions.

Notes

1. Ne te, etc. "Do not seek for anything outside of thyself." From Persius, Sat. I. 7. Compare Macrobius, Com. in
Somn. Scip., I. ix. 3, and Boethius, De Consol. Phil., IV. 4.
2. Epilogue to Beaumont and Fletcher's Honest Man's Fortune.
3. These lines appear in Emerson's Quatrains under the title Power.
4. Genius. See the paragraph on genius in Emerson's lecture on The Method of Nature, one sentence of which runs:
"Genius is its own end, and draws its means and the style of its architecture from within, going abroad only
for audience, and spectator."
5. "The man that stands by himself, the universe stands by him also."—Emerson, Behavior.
6. Plato (429-347 b.c.), (See note 36.)
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7. Milton (1608-1674), the great English epic poet, author of Paradise Lost. "O mighty-mouth'd inventor of
harmonies, O skill'd to sing of Time or Eternity, God-gifted organ-voice of England, Milton, a name to
resound for ages." Tennyson
8. "The great poet makes feel our own wealth."—Emerson, The Over-Soul.
9. Then most when, most at the time when.
10. "The imitator dooms himself to hopeless mediocrity."—Emerson, Address to the Senior Class in Divinity
College, Cambridge.
11. "For words, like Nature, half reveal And half conceal the soul within." Tennyson, In Memoriam, V. I.
12. Trust thyself. This is the theme of the present essay, and is a lesson which Emerson is never tired of teaching. In
The American Scholar he says: [294] "In self-trust all the virtues are comprehended." In the essay on
Greatness: "Self-respect is the early form in which greatness appears.... Stick to your own.... Follow the path
your genius traces like the galaxy of heaven for you to walk in." Carlyle says: "The fearful unbelief is
unbelief in yourself."
13. Chaos (Χάος), the confused, unorganized condition in which the world was supposed to have existed before it
was reduced to harmony and order; hence, utter confusion and disorder.
14. These, i.e., children, babes, and brutes.
15. Four or five. Supply the noun
16. Nonchalance, a French word meaning indifference, coolness.
17. Pit in the playhouse, formerly, the seats on the floor below the level of the stage. These cheap seats were
occupied by a class who did not hesitate to express their opinions of the performances.
18. Eclat, a French word meaning brilliancy of success, striking effect.
19. Lethe, the river of oblivion."—Paradise Lost. Oblivion, forgetfulness.
20. Who. What is the construction?
21. Nonconformist, one who does not conform to established usages or opinions. Emerson considers conformity and
consistency as the two terrors that scare us from self-trust. (See note 182.)
22. Explore if it be goodness, investigate for himself and see if it be really goodness. "Prove all things; hold fast that
which is good." Paul, I. Thes. v. 21.
23. Suffrage, approval. "What stronger breastplate than a heart untainted? Thrice is he arm'd that hath his quarrel
just; And he but naked, though lock'd up in steel, Whose conscience with injustice is corrupted." Shakespeare,
II. Henry VI., III. 2.
24. "There is nothing either good or bad, but thinking makes it so." —Hamlet, ii. 2.
25. Barbadoes, an island in the Atlantic Ocean, one of the Lesser Antilles. The negroes, composing by far the larger
part of the population, were formerly slaves.
26. He had rather have his actions ascribed to whim and caprice than to spend the day in explaining them.
27. Diet and bleeding, special diet and medical care, used figuratively, of course.
28. Read Emerson's essay on Greatness.
29. The precise man, precisely what kind of man.
30. "By their fruits ye shall know them."—Matthew, vii. 16 and 20.
31. With, notwithstanding, in spite of.
32. Of the bench, of an impartial judge.
33. Bound their eyes with ... handkerchief, in this game of blindman's-buff.
34. "Pin thy faith to no man's sleeve; hast thou not two eyes of thy own?"—Carlyle.
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35. Give examples of men who have been made to feel the displeasure of the world for their nonconformity.
36. "Nihil tam incertum nec tam inæstimabile est quam animi multitudinis."—Livy, xxxi. 34. "Mobile mutatur
semper cum principe vulgus." Claudianus, De IV. Consul. Honorii, 302.
37. The other terror. The first, conformity, has just been treated.
38. Consistency. Compare, on the other hand, the well-known saying, "Consistency, thou art a jewel."
39. Orbit, course in life.
40. Somewhat, something.
41. See Genesis, xxxix. 12.
42. Pythagoras (fl. about 520 b.c.), a Greek philosopher. His society was scattered and persecuted by the fury of the
populace.
43. Socrates (470?-399 b.c.), the great Athenian philosopher, whose teachings are the subject of most of Plato's
writings, was accused of corrupting the youth, and condemned to drink hemlock.
44. Martin Luther (1483-1546) preached against certain abuses of the Roman Catholic Church and was
excommunicated by the Pope. He became the leader of the Protestant Reformation.
45. Copernicus (1473-1543) discovered the error of the [296] old Ptolemaic system of astronomy and showed that
the sun is the centre of our planetary system. Fearing the persecution of the church, he hesitated long to
publish his discovery, and it was many years after his death before the world accepted his theory.
46. Galileo (1564-1642), the famous Italian astronomer and physicist, discoverer of the satellites of Jupiter and the
rings of Saturn, was thrown into prison by the Inquisition.
47. Sir Isaac Newton.
48. Andes, the great mountain system of South America.
49. Himmaleh, Himalaya, the great mountain system of Asia.
50. Alexandrian stanza. The Alexandrian line consists of twelve syllables (iambic hexameter). Neither the acrostic
nor the Alexandrine has the property assigned to it here. A palindrame reads the same forward as backward,
as: "Madam, I'm Adam"; "Signa te signa; temere me tangis et angis"; or the inscription on the church of St.
Sophia, Constantinople: Νίψον ἀνοήματα μὴ μόναν ὄψιν
51. The reference is to sailing vessels, of course.
52. Scorn eyes, scorn observers.
53. Chatham, William Pitt, Earl of Chatham (1708-1778), this distinguished statesman and orator. He became very
popular as a statesman and was known as "The Great Commoner."
54. Adams. The reference is presumably to Samuel Adams (1722-1803), a popular leader and orator in the cause of
American freedom. He was a member of the Continental Congress and a signer of the Declaration of
Independence. Emerson may have in mind, however, John Adams (1735-1826), second president of the
United States.
55. Spartan. The ancient Spartans were noted for their courage and fortitude.
56. Julius Cæsar (100-44 b.c.), the great Roman general, statesman, orator, and author.
57. St. Anthony (251-356), Egyptian founder of monachism, the system of monastic seclusion.
58. George Fox (1624-1691), English founder of the Society of Friends or Quakers.
59. John Wesley (1703-1791), English founder of the religious sect known as Methodists.
60. Thomas Clarkson (1760-1846), English philanthropist and abolitionist.
61. Scipio (235-184 b.c.), the great Roman general who defeated Hannibal and decided the fate of Carthage. The
quotation is from Paradise Lost, Book IX., line 610.
62. In the story of Abou Hassan or The Sleeper Awakened in the Arabian Nights Abou Hassan awakes and finds
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himself treated in every respect as the Caliph Haroun Al-raschid. Shakespeare has made use of a similar trick
in Taming of the Shrew, where Christopher Sly is put to bed drunk in the lord's room and on awaking is
treated as a lord.
63. Alfred the Great (849-901), King of the West Saxons. He was a wise king, a great scholar, and a patron of
learning.
64. Scanderbeg, George Castriota (1404-1467), an Albanian chief who embraced Christianity and carried on a
successful war against the Turks.
65. Gustavus Adolphus (1594-1632), King of Sweden, the hero of Protestantism in the Thirty Years' War.
66. Hieroglyphic, a character in the picture-writing of the ancient Egyptian priests; hence, hidden sign.
67. Parallax, an angle used in astronomy in calculating the distance of a heavenly body. The parallax decreases as
the distance of the body increases.
68. The child has the advantage of the experience of all his ancestors. Compare Tennyson's line in Locksley Hall: "I
the heir of all the ages, in the foremost files of time."
69. "Why should we grope among the dry bones of the past, or put the living generation into masquerade out of its
faded wardrobe? The sun shines to-day also."—Emerson, Introd. to Nature, Addresses, etc.
70. Explain the thought in this sentence.
71. Judas Iscariot, who betrayed Jesus.
72. Agent, active, acting.
73. An allusion to the Mohammedan custom of removing the shoes before entering a mosque.
74. Of a truth, men are mystically united; a mystic bond of brotherhood makes all men one.
75. Thor and Woden. Woden or Odin was the chief god of Scandinavian mythology. Thor, his elder son, was the god
of thunder. From these names come the names of the days Wednesday and Thursday.
76. Explain the meaning of this sentence.
77. You, or you, addressing different persons.
78. "The truth shall make you free."—John, viii. 32.
79. Antinomianism, the doctrine that the moral law is not binding under the gospel dispensation, faith alone being
necessary to salvation.
80. "There is no sorrow I have thought more about than that—to love what is great, and try to reach it, and yet to
fail." George Eliot, Middlemarch, lxxvi.
81. Explain the use of it in these expressions.
82. Stoic, a disciple of the Greek philosopher Zeno, who taught that men should be free from passion, unmoved by
joy and grief, and should submit without complaint to the inevitable.
83. Word made flesh, see John, i. 14.
84. Healing to the nations, see Revelation, xxii. 2.
85. In what prayers do men allow themselves to indulge?
86. "Prayer is the soul's sincere desire, Uttered or unexpressed, The motion of a hidden fire That trembles in the
breast." Montgomery, What is Prayer?
87. Caratach (Caractacus) is a historical character in Fletcher's (1576-1625) tragedy of Bonduca (Boadicea).
88. Zoroaster, a Persian philosopher, founder of the ancient Persian religion. He flourished long before the Christian
era.
89. "Speak thou with us, and we will hear: but let not God speak with us, lest we die."—Exodus, xx. 19. Compare
also the parallel passage in Deuteronomy, v. 25-27.
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90. John Locke
91. Lavoisier (1743-1794), celebrated French chemical philosopher, discoverer of the composition of water.
92. James Hutton (1726-1797), great Scotch geologist, author of the Theory of the Earth.
93. Jeremy Bentham (1748-1832), English philosopher, jurist, and legislative reformer.
94. Fourier (1772-1837), French socialist, founder of the system of Fourierism.
95. Calvinism, the doctrines of John Calvin (1509-1564). French theologian and Protestant reformer. A cardinal
doctrine of Calvinism is predestination.
96. Quakerism, the doctrines of the Quakers or Friends, a society founded by George Fox (1624-1691).
97. Emanuel Swedenborg (1688-1772), Swedish theosophist, founder of the New Jerusalem Church. He is taken by
Emerson in his Representative Men as the type of the mystic, and is often mentioned in his other works.
98. "Though we travel the world over to find the beautiful, we must carry it with us, or we find it not."—Emerson,
Art.
99. Thebes, a celebrated ruined city of Upper Egypt.
100. Palmyra, a ruined city of Asia situated in an oasis of the Syrian desert, supposed to be the Tadmor built by
Solomon in the wilderness (II. Chr., viii. 4).
101. "Vain, very vain, my weary search to find That bliss which only centers in the mind.... Still to ourselves in every
place consign'd, Our own felicity we make or find." Goldsmith (and Johnson), The Traveler, 423-32. "He that
has light within his own clear breast May sit i' th' center, and enjoy bright day; But he that hides a dark soul,
and foul thoughts, Benighted walks under the mid-day sun; Himself in his own dungeon." Milton, Comus,
381-5.
102. Vatican, the palace of the pope in Rome, with its celebrated library, museum, and art gallery.
103. Doric, the oldest, strongest, and simplest of the three styles of Grecian architecture.
104. Gothic, a pointed style of architecture, prevalent in western Europe in the latter part of the middle ages
105. Never imitate. Emerson insists on this doctrine.
106. Shakespeare (1564-1616), the great English poet and dramatist. He is mentioned in Emerson's writings more
than any other character in history, and is taken as the type of the poet in his Representative Men. "O mighty
poet! Thy works are not as those of other men, simply and merely great works of art; but are also like the
phenomena of nature, like the sun and the sea, the stars and the flowers,—like frost and snow, rain and dew,
hailstorm and thunder, which are to be studied with entire submission [300] of our own faculties, and in the
perfect faith that in them there can be no too much or too little, nothing useless or inert,—but that, the further
we press in our discoveries, the more we shall see proofs of design and self-supporting arrangement where the
careless eye had seen nothing but accident!"—De Quincy.
107. Benjamin Franklin (1706-1790), American philosopher, statesman, diplomatist, and author. He discovered the
identity of lightning with electricity, invented the lightning-rod, went on several diplomatic missions to
Europe, was one of the committee that drew up the Declaration of Independence, signed the treaty of Paris,
and compiled Poor Richard's Almanac.
108. Francis Bacon (1561-1626), a famous English philosopher and statesman. He became Lord Chancellor under
Elizabeth. He is best known by his Essays; he wrote also the Novum Organum and the Advancement of
Learning.
109. Sir Isaac Newton.
110. Scipio
111. Phidias (500?-432? b.c.), famous Greek sculptor.
112. Egyptians. He has in mind the pyramids.
113. The Pentateuch is attributed to Moses.
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114. Dante (1265-1321), the greatest of Italian poets, author of the Divina Commedia.
115. Foreworld, a former ideal state of the world.
116. New Zealander, inhabitant of New Zealand, a group of two islands lying southeast of Australia.
117. Geneva, a city of Switzerland, situated at the southwestern extremity of Lake Geneva.
118. Greenwich nautical almanac. The meridian of the Royal Observatory at Greenwich, near London, is the prime
meridian for reckoning the longitude of the world. The nautical almanac is a publication containing
astronomical data for the use of navigators and astronomers. What is the name of the corresponding
publication of the U.S. Observatory at Washington?
119. Get the meaning of these astronomical terms.
120. Plutarch. (50?-120? a.d.), Greek philosopher and biographer, author of Parallel Lives, a series of Greek and
Roman biographies. Next after Shakespeare and Plato he is the author most frequently mentioned by
Emerson. Read the essay of Emerson on Plutarch.
121. Phocion (402-317 b.c.), Athenian statesman and general.
122. Anaxagoras (500-426 b.c.), Greek philosopher of distinction.
123. Diogenes (400?-323?), Greek cynic philosopher who affected great contempt for riches and honors and the
comforts of civilized life, and is said to have taken up his residence in a tub.
124. Henry Hudson (—— - 1611), English navigator and explorer, discoverer of the bay and river which bear his
name.
125. Bering or Behring (1680-1741), Danish navigator, discoverer of Behring Strait.
126. Sir William Edward Parry (1790-1855), English navigator and Arctic explorer.
127. Sir John Franklin (1786-1846?), celebrated English navigator and Arctic explorer, lost in the Arctic seas.
128. Christopher Columbus (1445?-1506), Genoese navigator and discoverer of America. His ship, the Santa Maria,
appears small and insignificant in comparison with the modern ocean ship.
129. Napoleon Bonaparte (1769-1821), Emperor of France, one of the greatest military geniuses the world has ever
seen. He was defeated in the battle of Waterloo by the Duke of Wellington, and died in exile on the isle of St.
Helena. Emerson takes him as a type of the man of the world in his Representative Men: "I call Napoleon the
agent or attorney of the middle class of modern society.... He was the agitator, the destroyer of prescription,
the internal improver, the liberal, the radical, the inventor of means, the opener of doors and markets, the
subverter of monopoly and abuse.... He had the virtues of the masses of his constituents: he had also their
vices. I am sorry that the brilliant picture has its reverse."
130. Comte de las Cases (not Casas) (1766-1842), author of Mémorial de Sainte-Hélène.
131. Ali, Arabian caliph, surnamed the "Lion of God," cousin and son-in-law of Mohammed. He was assassinated
about 661.
132. The county of Essex in England has several namesakes in America.
133. Fortune. In Roman mythology Fortune, the goddess of fortune or chance, is represented as standing on a ball or
wheel. "Nec metuis dubio Fortunæ stantis in orbe Numen, et exosæ verba superba deæ?" Ovid, Tristia, v., 8,
8.

109.
Author Introduction-Henry David Thoreau (1817-1862)

Henry David Thoreau sought to live an essentialist life, one devoid of the unnatural excrescences
loaded upon individuals by society and societal institutions. By realizing self-unity and being true to
his individual self, he sought to realize his true selfhood as an organically-rendered microcosm of the
macrocosm that is the world in nature. For Thoreau, nature has subjective value and meaning and shapes
not only the body but also the mind and spirit. When such external institutions as the church and the
government divert the individual from the overarching unity of themselves and nature, then Thoreau

thought the individual should prefer integrity over conformity.
Figure 1. Henry David Thoreau, 1856
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Thoreau distills philosophical thought—such as Transcendentalism—and objective,
sensory, scientific collection of concrete facts—such as Darwin claimed as his
methodology—into a unique expression of integration: of self with nature, of self with
culture, of culture with nature. He expressed these views both lyrically and plainly in the
two books published during his lifetime—A Week on the Concord and Merrimack Rivers
(1848) and Walden, or Life in the Woods (1854)—in the lectures he gave from Boston
to Bangor, Maine; in his published essays, including “Resistance to Civil Government”
(1849) (later retitled “Civil Disobedience”); and in the personal journals he started
at Emerson’s urging, kept throughout his life, and that filled twenty volumes when
published after his death. The actions of his life, though not apparently earth-shaking,
reflect Thoreau’s self-integrity. He was born in Concord, Massachusetts, to John Thoreau
and Cynthia Dunbar. His father made a meager living as a store-keeper before
manufacturing lead pencils. Thoreau and his brother John attended the Concord
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Academy. Thoreau’s devotion to reading made him the strongest family candidate for
study at Harvard. He was enrolled there in 1833 and graduated in 1837. He then returned
to Concord and taught briefly at an elementary school, from which he resigned when the
school board ordered him to flog students. In 1838, he took a position as teacher and
administrator at Concord Academy. In 1839, his brother joined him as teacher and codirector. That same year, he and John took a two- week boating trip. In 1841, he left
the Academy with his brother due to John’s poor health, with John dying of lockjaw on
January 1, 1842.
Thoreau had met Emerson in 1836, heard Emerson’s lecture “The American Scholar,”
and began to lecture himself. He later attended Bronson Alcott’s intellectual
“conversations” and became involved in the Transcendental Club. Thoreau published
poems and essays in The Dial, the journal sponsored by that club. When he lived at his
parents’ home in Concord, Thoreau assisted at his father’s pencil factory. He also worked
as a surveyor. When he lived at Emerson’s home, he did handyman chores. When he lived
with Emerson’s brother William at Staten Island, he tutored the family’s son. In 1844,
he burned around 300 acres when he accidentally set fire to Concord woods. On July 4,
1845, he moved into a cabin that he built on Emerson’s land at Walden Pond, near the
Concord woods. He lived there two years, two months, and two days. During that time,
he spent one night in the Concord jail on July 23, 1846, for refusing to pay a poll tax
that would support a government that sanctioned slavery and waged a pro-slavery war in
Mexico.
In 1848, he published at his own expense A Week on the Concord and the Merrimack Rivers, a hybridgenre book recording his boat trip with his brother which included poetry, nature observations, personal
meditations, and scripture. It sold 306 of its 1000 copies and received little public notice. He attended
anti- slavery conventions and published articles against slavery, including “Slavery in Massachusetts” in
1854. That same year, he published Walden. In it, he explains his reason for going to the woods:
I went to the woods because I wished to live deliberately, to front only the essential facts of life, and
see if I could not learn what it had to teach, and not, when I came to die, discovery that I had not lived.
Thoreau publicly supported John Brown’s anti-slavery attack on Harper’s Ferry, publishing “A Plea
for John Brown” in 1859. He explored forests in Maine and made walking tours in Massachusetts
and Canada. He suffered from tuberculosis for six years before he died in 1862. Several of his works
were published posthumously by his friends, including The Maine Woods (1864), Cape Cod (1865),
and A Yankee in Canada, Anti-Slavery and Reform Papers (1866). His journals were published in
chronological order in 1906.
He did not, as Oscar Wilde would say of himself, put his art into his life. But he did make
his life his art. His writing style is marked by wit, puns, allusions, metaphors, and symbols; its
content comprehended social issues like slavery, economy, politics, and nature. Its impact still

continues. Both Mahatma Ghandi, supporting Indian independence from England, and
Martin Luther King Jr., supporting black civil rights in America, modeled their activism
on Thoreau’s “Resistance to Civil Government.” Thoreau’s observations of nature and
man’s place in and impact on nature inspired environmentalists like John Muir. His
writing realizes art’s ability to enlighten and inspire and to link the dead with the living.
Source:
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Becoming America, Wendy Kurant, ed., CC-BY-SA
Image Credit:
Figure 1. “Henry David Thoreau, 1856,” Benjamin D. Maxham, Wikimedia, Public Domain.

110.
Excerpts from Walden
Henry David Thoreau

Where I Lived, and What I Lived For
At a certain season of our life we are accustomed to consider every spot as the possible site of a house. I
have thus surveyed the country on every side within a dozen miles of where I live. In imagination I have
bought all the farms in succession, for all were to be bought, and I knew their price. I walked over each
farmer’s premises, tasted his wild apples, discoursed on husbandry with him, took his farm at his price,
at any price, mortgaging it to him in my mind; even put a higher price on it,—took everything but a deed
of it,—took his word for his deed, for I dearly love to talk,—cultivated it, and him too to some extent,
I trust, and withdrew when I had enjoyed it long enough, leaving him to carry it on. This experience
entitled me to be regarded as a sort of real-estate broker by my friends. Wherever I sat, there I might
live, and the landscape radiated from me accordingly. What is a house but a sedes, a seat?—better if a
country seat. I discovered many a site for a house not likely to be soon improved, which some might
have thought too far from the village, but to my eyes the village was too far from it. Well, there I might
live, I said; and there I did live, for an hour, a summer and a winter life; saw how I could let the years run
off, buffet the winter through, and see the spring come in. The future inhabitants of this region, wherever
they may place their houses, may be sure that they have been anticipated. An afternoon sufficed to lay
out the land into orchard, woodlot, and pasture, and to decide what fine oaks or pines should be left to
stand before the door, and whence each blasted tree could be seen to the best advantage; and then I let it
lie, fallow perchance, for a man is rich in proportion to the number of things which he can afford to let
alone.
My imagination carried me so far that I even had the refusal of several farms,—the refusal was all
I wanted,—but I never got my fingers burned by actual possession. The nearest that I came to actual
possession was when I bought the Hollowell place, and had begun to sort my seeds, and collected
materials with which to make a wheelbarrow to carry it on or off with; but before the owner gave me
a deed of it, his wife—every man has such a wife—changed her mind and wished to keep it, and he
offered me ten dollars to release him. Now, to speak the truth, I had but ten cents in the world, and it
surpassed my arithmetic to tell, if I was that man who had ten cents, or who had a farm, or ten dollars,
or all together. However, I let him keep the ten dollars and the farm too, for I had carried it far enough;
or rather, to be generous, I sold him the farm for just what I gave for it, and, as he was not a rich man,
made him a present of ten dollars, and still had my ten cents, and seeds, and materials for a wheelbarrow
left. I found thus that I had been a rich man without any damage to my poverty. But I retained the
landscape, and I have since annually carried off what it yielded without a wheelbarrow. With respect to
landscapes,—
“I am monarch of all I survey,
My right there is none to dispute.”
I have frequently seen a poet withdraw, having enjoyed the most valuable part of a farm, while the
crusty farmer supposed that he had got a few wild apples only. Why, the owner does not know it for
497
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many years when a poet has put his farm in rhyme, the most admirable kind of invisible fence, has fairly
impounded it, milked it, skimmed it, and got all the cream, and left the farmer only the skimmed milk.
The real attractions of the Hollowell farm, to me, were; its complete retirement, being, about two
miles from the village, half a mile from the nearest neighbor, and separated from the highway by a
broad field; its bounding on the river, which the owner said protected it by its fogs from frosts in the
spring, though that was nothing to me; the gray color and ruinous state of the house and barn, and the
dilapidated fences, which put such an interval between me and the last occupant; the hollow and lichencovered apple trees, gnawed by rabbits, showing what kind of neighbors I should have; but above all,
the recollection I had of it from my earliest voyages up the river, when the house was concealed behind a
dense grove of red maples, through which I heard the house-dog bark. I was in haste to buy it, before the
proprietor finished getting out some rocks, cutting down the hollow apple trees, and grubbing up some
young birches which had sprung up in the pasture, or, in short, had made any more of his improvements.
To enjoy these advantages I was ready to carry it on; like Atlas, to take the world on my shoulders,—I
never heard what compensation he received for that,—and do all those things which had no other motive
or excuse but that I might pay for it and be unmolested in my possession of it; for I knew all the while
that it would yield the most abundant crop of the kind I wanted if I could only afford to let it alone. But
it turned out as I have said.
All that I could say, then, with respect to farming on a large scale, (I have always cultivated a garden,)
was, that I had had my seeds ready. Many think that seeds improve with age. I have no doubt that time
discriminates between the good and the bad; and when at last I shall plant, I shall be less likely to be
disappointed. But I would say to my fellows, once for all, As long as possible live free and uncommitted.
It makes but little difference whether you are committed to a farm or the county jail.
Old Cato, whose “De Re Rusticâ” is my “Cultivator,” says, and the only translation I have seen makes
sheer nonsense of the passage, “When you think of getting a farm, turn it thus in your mind, not to buy
greedily; nor spare your pains to look at it, and do not think it enough to go round it once. The oftener
you go there the more it will please you, if it is good.” I think I shall not buy greedily, but go round and
round it as long as I live, and be buried in it first, that it may please me the more at last.
The present was my next experiment of this kind, which I purpose to describe more at length; for
convenience, putting the experience of two years into one. As I have said, I do not propose to write an
ode to dejection, but to brag as lustily as chanticleer in the morning, standing on his roost, if only to
wake my neighbors up.
When first I took up my abode in the woods, that is, began to spend my nights as well as days there,
which, by accident, was on Independence Day, or the Fourth of July, 1845, my house was not finished
for winter, but was merely a defence against the rain, without plastering or chimney, the walls being
of rough, weather-stained boards, with wide chinks, which made it cool at night. The upright white
hewn studs and freshly planed door and window casings gave it a clean and airy look, especially in the
morning, when its timbers were saturated with dew, so that I fancied that by noon some sweet gum would
exude from them. To my imagination it retained throughout the day more or less of this auroral character,
reminding me of a certain house on a mountain which I had visited the year before. This was an airy
and unplastered cabin, fit to entertain a travelling god, and where a goddess might trail her garments.
The winds which passed over my dwelling were such as sweep over the ridges of mountains, bearing the
broken strains, or celestial parts only, of terrestrial music. The morning wind forever blows, the poem of
creation is uninterrupted; but few are the ears that hear it. Olympus is but the outside of the earth every
where.
The only house I had been the owner of before, if I except a boat, was a tent, which I used occasionally
when making excursions in the summer, and this is still rolled up in my garret; but the boat, after
passing from hand to hand, has gone down the stream of time. With this more substantial shelter about
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me, I had made some progress toward settling in the world. This frame, so slightly clad, was a sort of
crystallization around me, and reacted on the builder. It was suggestive somewhat as a picture in outlines.
I did not need to go outdoors to take the air, for the atmosphere within had lost none of its freshness. It
was not so much within doors as behind a door where I sat, even in the rainiest weather. The Harivansa
says, “An abode without birds is like a meat without seasoning.” Such was not my abode, for I found
myself suddenly neighbor to the birds; not by having imprisoned one, but having caged myself near
them. I was not only nearer to some of those which commonly frequent the garden and the orchard, but
to those wilder and more thrilling songsters of the forest which never, or rarely, serenade a villager,—the
wood-thrush, the veery, the scarlet tanager, the field-sparrow, the whippoorwill, and many others.
I was seated by the shore of a small pond, about a mile and a half south of the village of Concord and
somewhat higher than it, in the midst of an extensive wood between that town and Lincoln, and about
two miles south of that our only field known to fame, Concord Battle Ground; but I was so low in the
woods that the opposite shore, half a mile off, like the rest, covered with wood, was my most distant
horizon. For the first week, whenever I looked out on the pond it impressed me like a tarn high up on the
side of a mountain, its bottom far above the surface of other lakes, and, as the sun arose, I saw it throwing
off its nightly clothing of mist, and here and there, by degrees, its soft ripples or its smooth reflecting
surface was revealed, while the mists, like ghosts, were stealthily withdrawing in every direction into
the woods, as at the breaking up of some nocturnal conventicle. The very dew seemed to hang upon the
trees later into the day than usual, as on the sides of mountains.
This small lake was of most value as a neighbor in the intervals of a gentle rain storm in August,
when, both air and water being perfectly still, but the sky overcast, mid-afternoon had all the serenity
of evening, and the wood-thrush sang around, and was heard from shore to shore. A lake like this is
never smoother than at such a time; and the clear portion of the air above it being shallow and darkened
by clouds, the water, full of light and reflections, becomes a lower heaven itself so much the more
important. From a hill top near by, where the wood had been recently cut off, there was a pleasing vista
southward across the pond, through a wide indentation in the hills which form the shore there, where
their opposite sides sloping toward each other suggested a stream flowing out in that direction through
a wooded valley, but stream there was none. That way I looked between and over the near green hills
to some distant and higher ones in the horizon, tinged with blue. Indeed, by standing on tiptoe I could
catch a glimpse of some of the peaks of the still bluer and more distant mountain ranges in the northwest, those true-blue coins from heaven’s own mint, and also of some portion of the village. But in other
directions, even from this point, I could not see over or beyond the woods which surrounded me. It is
well to have some water in your neighborhood, to give buoyancy to and float the earth. One value even
of the smallest well is, that when you look into it you see that earth is not continent but insular. This is as
important as that it keeps butter cool. When I looked across the pond from this peak toward the Sudbury
meadows, which in time of flood I distinguished elevated perhaps by a mirage in their seething valley,
like a coin in a basin, all the earth beyond the pond appeared like a thin crust insulated and floated even
by this small sheet of interverting water, and I was reminded that this on which I dwelt was but dry land.
Though the view from my door was still more contracted, I did not feel crowded or confined in the
least. There was pasture enough for my imagination. The low shrub-oak plateau to which the opposite
shore arose, stretched away toward the prairies of the West and the steppes of Tartary, affording ample
room for all the roving families of men. “There are none happy in the world but beings who enjoy freely
a vast horizon,”—said Damodara, when his herds required new and larger pastures.
Both place and time were changed, and I dwelt nearer to those parts of the universe and to those eras
in history which had most attracted me. Where I lived was as far off as many a region viewed nightly
by astronomers. We are wont to imagine rare and delectable places in some remote and more celestial
corner of the system, behind the constellation of Cassiopeia’s Chair, far from noise and disturbance. I
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discovered that my house actually had its site in such a withdrawn, but forever new and unprofaned, part
of the universe. If it were worth the while to settle in those parts near to the Pleiades or the Hyades,
to Aldebaran or Altair, then I was really there, or at an equal remoteness from the life which I had
left behind, dwindled and twinkling with as fine a ray to my nearest neighbor, and to be seen only in
moonless nights by him. Such was that part of creation where I had squatted;—
“There was a shepherd that did live,
And held his thoughts as high
As were the mounts whereon his flocks
Did hourly feed him by.”
What should we think of the shepherd’s life if his flocks always wandered to higher pastures than his
thoughts?
Every morning was a cheerful invitation to make my life of equal simplicity, and I may say innocence,
with Nature herself. I have been as sincere a worshipper of Aurora as the Greeks. I got up early and
bathed in the pond; that was a religious exercise, and one of the best things which I did. They say
that characters were engraven on the bathing tub of king Tching-thang to this effect: “Renew thyself
completely each day; do it again, and again, and forever again.” I can understand that. Morning brings
back the heroic ages. I was as much affected by the faint hum of a mosquito making its invisible and
unimaginable tour through my apartment at earliest dawn, when I was sitting with door and windows
open, as I could be by any trumpet that ever sang of fame. It was Homer’s requiem; itself an Iliad and
Odyssey in the air, singing its own wrath and wanderings. There was something cosmical about it; a
standing advertisement, till forbidden, of the everlasting vigor and fertility of the world. The morning,
which is the most memorable season of the day, is the awakening hour. Then there is least somnolence
in us; and for an hour, at least, some part of us awakes which slumbers all the rest of the day and night.
Little is to be expected of that day, if it can be called a day, to which we are not awakened by our Genius,
but by the mechanical nudgings of some servitor, are not awakened by our own newly-acquired force
and aspirations from within, accompanied by the undulations of celestial music, instead of factory bells,
and a fragrance filling the air—to a higher life than we fell asleep from; and thus the darkness bear its
fruit, and prove itself to be good, no less than the light. That man who does not believe that each day
contains an earlier, more sacred, and auroral hour than he has yet profaned, has despaired of life, and is
pursuing a descending and darkening way. After a partial cessation of his sensuous life, the soul of man,
or its organs rather, are reinvigorated each day, and his Genius tries again what noble life it can make.
All memorable events, I should say, transpire in morning time and in a morning atmosphere. The Vedas
say, “All intelligences awake with the morning.” Poetry and art, and the fairest and most memorable
of the actions of men, date from such an hour. All poets and heroes, like Memnon, are the children of
Aurora, and emit their music at sunrise. To him whose elastic and vigorous thought keeps pace with the
sun, the day is a perpetual morning. It matters not what the clocks say or the attitudes and labors of men.
Morning is when I am awake and there is a dawn in me. Moral reform is the effort to throw off sleep.
Why is it that men give so poor an account of their day if they have not been slumbering? They are
not such poor calculators. If they had not been overcome with drowsiness, they would have performed
something. The millions are awake enough for physical labor; but only one in a million is awake enough
for effective intellectual exertion, only one in a hundred millions to a poetic or divine life. To be awake
is to be alive. I have never yet met a man who was quite awake. How could I have looked him in the
face?
We must learn to reawaken and keep ourselves awake, not by mechanical aids, but by an infinite
expectation of the dawn, which does not forsake us in our soundest sleep. I know of no more encouraging
fact than the unquestionable ability of man to elevate his life by a conscious endeavor. It is something
to be able to paint a particular picture, or to carve a statue, and so to make a few objects beautiful; but it

American Literatures Prior to 1865 501

is far more glorious to carve and paint the very atmosphere and medium through which we look, which
morally we can do. To affect the quality of the day, that is the highest of arts. Every man is tasked to
make his life, even in its details, worthy of the contemplation of his most elevated and critical hour. If
we refused, or rather used up, such paltry information as we get, the oracles would distinctly inform us
how this might be done.
I went to the woods because I wished to live deliberately, to front only the essential facts of life, and
see if I could not learn what it had to teach, and not, when I came to die, discover that I had not lived.
I did not wish to live what was not life, living is so dear; nor did I wish to practise resignation, unless
it was quite necessary. I wanted to live deep and suck out all the marrow of life, to live so sturdily and
Spartan-like as to put to rout all that was not life, to cut a broad swath and shave close, to drive life
into a corner, and reduce it to its lowest terms, and, if it proved to be mean, why then to get the whole
and genuine meanness of it, and publish its meanness to the world; or if it were sublime, to know it
by experience, and be able to give a true account of it in my next excursion. For most men, it appears
to me, are in a strange uncertainty about it, whether it is of the devil or of God, and have somewhat
hastily concluded that it is the chief end of man here to “glorify God and enjoy him forever.”
Still we live meanly, like ants; though the fable tells us that we were long ago changed into men;
like pygmies we fight with cranes; it is error upon error, and clout upon clout, and our best virtue has
for its occasion a superfluous and evitable wretchedness. Our life is frittered away by detail. An honest
man has hardly need to count more than his ten fingers, or in extreme cases he may add his ten toes,
and lump the rest. Simplicity, simplicity, simplicity! I say, let your affairs be as two or three, and not a
hundred or a thousand; instead of a million count half a dozen, and keep your accounts on your thumb
nail. In the midst of this chopping sea of civilized life, such are the clouds and storms and quicksands
and thousand-and-one items to be allowed for, that a man has to live, if he would not founder and go
to the bottom and not make his port at all, by dead reckoning, and he must be a great calculator indeed
who succeeds. Simplify, simplify. Instead of three meals a day, if it be necessary eat but one; instead of a
hundred dishes, five; and reduce other things in proportion. Our life is like a German Confederacy, made
up of petty states, with its boundary forever fluctuating, so that even a German cannot tell you how it
is bounded at any moment. The nation itself, with all its so called internal improvements, which, by the
way are all external and superficial, is just such an unwieldy and overgrown establishment, cluttered with
furniture and tripped up by its own traps, ruined by luxury and heedless expense, by want of calculation
and a worthy aim, as the million households in the land; and the only cure for it as for them is in a rigid
economy, a stern and more than Spartan simplicity of life and elevation of purpose. It lives too fast. Men
think that it is essential that the Nation have commerce, and export ice, and talk through a telegraph,
and ride thirty miles an hour, without a doubt, whether they do or not; but whether we should live like
baboons or like men, is a little uncertain. If we do not get out sleepers, and forge rails, and devote days
and nights to the work, but go to tinkering upon our lives to improve them, who will build railroads?
And if railroads are not built, how shall we get to heaven in season? But if we stay at home and mind our
business, who will want railroads? We do not ride on the railroad; it rides upon us. Did you ever think
what those sleepers are that underlie the railroad? Each one is a man, an Irish-man, or a Yankee man.
The rails are laid on them, and they are covered with sand, and the cars run smoothly over them. They
are sound sleepers, I assure you. And every few years a new lot is laid down and run over; so that, if
some have the pleasure of riding on a rail, others have the misfortune to be ridden upon. And when they
run over a man that is walking in his sleep, a supernumerary sleeper in the wrong position, and wake
him up, they suddenly stop the cars, and make a hue and cry about it, as if this were an exception. I am
glad to know that it takes a gang of men for every five miles to keep the sleepers down and level in their
beds as it is, for this is a sign that they may sometime get up again.
Why should we live with such hurry and waste of life? We are determined to be starved before we are
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hungry. Men say that a stitch in time saves nine, and so they take a thousand stitches to-day to save nine
to-morrow. As for work, we haven’t any of any consequence. We have the Saint Vitus’ dance, and cannot
possibly keep our heads still. If I should only give a few pulls at the parish bell-rope, as for a fire, that is,
without setting the bell, there is hardly a man on his farm in the outskirts of Concord, notwithstanding
that press of engagements which was his excuse so many times this morning, nor a boy, nor a woman,
I might almost say, but would forsake all and follow that sound, not mainly to save property from the
flames, but, if we will confess the truth, much more to see it burn, since burn it must, and we, be it
known, did not set it on fire,—or to see it put out, and have a hand in it, if that is done as handsomely;
yes, even if it were the parish church itself. Hardly a man takes a half hour’s nap after dinner, but when
he wakes he holds up his head and asks, “What’s the news?” as if the rest of mankind had stood his
sentinels. Some give directions to be waked every half hour, doubtless for no other purpose; and then,
to pay for it, they tell what they have dreamed. After a night’s sleep the news is as indispensable as the
breakfast. “Pray tell me any thing new that has happened to a man any where on this globe,”—and he
reads it over his coffee and rolls, that a man has had his eyes gouged out this morning on the Wachito
River; never dreaming the while that he lives in the dark unfathomed mammoth cave of this world, and
has but the rudiment of an eye himself.
For my part, I could easily do without the post-office. I think that there are very few important
communications made through it. To speak critically, I never received more than one or two letters in
my life—I wrote this some years ago—that were worth the postage. The penny-post is, commonly, an
institution through which you seriously offer a man that penny for his thoughts which is so often safely
offered in jest. And I am sure that I never read any memorable news in a newspaper. If we read of one
man robbed, or murdered, or killed by accident, or one house burned, or one vessel wrecked, or one
steamboat blown up, or one cow run over on the Western Railroad, or one mad dog killed, or one lot
of grasshoppers in the winter,—we never need read of another. One is enough. If you are acquainted
with the principle, what do you care for a myriad instances and applications? To a philosopher all news,
as it is called, is gossip, and they who edit and read it are old women over their tea. Yet not a few are
greedy after this gossip. There was such a rush, as I hear, the other day at one of the offices to learn the
foreign news by the last arrival, that several large squares of plate glass belonging to the establishment
were broken by the pressure,—news which I seriously think a ready wit might write a twelve-month, or
twelve years, beforehand with sufficient accuracy. As for Spain, for instance, if you know how to throw
in Don Carlos and the Infanta, and Don Pedro and Seville and Granada, from time to time in the right
proportions,—they may have changed the names a little since I saw the papers,—and serve up a bullfight when other entertainments fail, it will be true to the letter, and give us as good an idea of the exact
state or ruin of things in Spain as the most succinct and lucid reports under this head in the newspapers:
and as for England, almost the last significant scrap of news from that quarter was the revolution of
1649; and if you have learned the history of her crops for an average year, you never need attend to
that thing again, unless your speculations are of a merely pecuniary character. If one may judge who
rarely looks into the newspapers, nothing new does ever happen in foreign parts, a French revolution not
excepted.
What news! how much more important to know what that is which was never old! “Kieou-he-yu
(great dignitary of the state of Wei) sent a man to Khoung-tseu to know his news. Khoung-tseu caused
the messenger to be seated near him, and questioned him in these terms: What is your master doing?
The messenger answered with respect: My master desires to diminish the number of his faults, but he
cannot come to the end of them. The messenger being gone, the philosopher remarked: What a worthy
messenger! What a worthy messenger!” The preacher, instead of vexing the ears of drowsy farmers on
their day of rest at the end of the week,—for Sunday is the fit conclusion of an ill-spent week, and not
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the fresh and brave beginning of a new one,—with this one other draggle-tail of a sermon, should shout
with thundering voice, “Pause! Avast! Why so seeming fast, but deadly slow?”
Shams and delusions are esteemed for soundest truths, while reality is fabulous. If men would steadily
observe realities only, and not allow themselves to be deluded, life, to compare it with such things
as we know, would be like a fairy tale and the Arabian Nights’ Entertainments. If we respected only
what is inevitable and has a right to be, music and poetry would resound along the streets. When
we are unhurried and wise, we perceive that only great and worthy things have any permanent and
absolute existence,—that petty fears and petty pleasures are but the shadow of the reality. This is always
exhilarating and sublime. By closing the eyes and slumbering, and consenting to be deceived by shows,
men establish and confirm their daily life of routine and habit everywhere, which still is built on purely
illusory foundations. Children, who play life, discern its true law and relations more clearly than men,
who fail to live it worthily, but who think that they are wiser by experience, that is, by failure. I have
read in a Hindoo book, that “there was a king’s son, who, being expelled in infancy from his native city,
was brought up by a forester, and, growing up to maturity in that state, imagined himself to belong to
the barbarous race with which he lived. One of his father’s ministers having discovered him, revealed
to him what he was, and the misconception of his character was removed, and he knew himself to be
a prince. So soul,” continues the Hindoo philosopher, “from the circumstances in which it is placed,
mistakes its own character, until the truth is revealed to it by some holy teacher, and then it knows itself
to be Brahme.” I perceive that we inhabitants of New England live this mean life that we do because
our vision does not penetrate the surface of things. We think that that is which appears to be. If a man
should walk through this town and see only the reality, where, think you, would the “Mill-dam” go to?
If he should give us an account of the realities he beheld there, we should not recognize the place in his
description. Look at a meeting-house, or a court-house, or a jail, or a shop, or a dwelling-house, and say
what that thing really is before a true gaze, and they would all go to pieces in your account of them.
Men esteem truth remote, in the outskirts of the system, behind the farthest star, before Adam and after
the last man. In eternity there is indeed something true and sublime. But all these times and places and
occasions are now and here. God himself culminates in the present moment, and will never be more
divine in the lapse of all the ages. And we are enabled to apprehend at all what is sublime and noble
only by the perpetual instilling and drenching of the reality that surrounds us. The universe constantly
and obediently answers to our conceptions; whether we travel fast or slow, the track is laid for us. Let
us spend our lives in conceiving then. The poet or the artist never yet had so fair and noble a design but
some of his posterity at least could accomplish it.
Let us spend one day as deliberately as Nature, and not be thrown off the track by every nutshell
and mosquito’s wing that falls on the rails. Let us rise early and fast, or break fast, gently and without
perturbation; let company come and let company go, let the bells ring and the children cry,—determined
to make a day of it. Why should we knock under and go with the stream? Let us not be upset and
overwhelmed in that terrible rapid and whirlpool called a dinner, situated in the meridian shallows.
Weather this danger and you are safe, for the rest of the way is down hill. With unrelaxed nerves, with
morning vigor, sail by it, looking another way, tied to the mast like Ulysses. If the engine whistles, let it
whistle till it is hoarse for its pains. If the bell rings, why should we run? We will consider what kind of
music they are like. Let us settle ourselves, and work and wedge our feet downward through the mud and
slush of opinion, and prejudice, and tradition, and delusion, and appearance, that alluvion which covers
the globe, through Paris and London, through New York and Boston and Concord, through church and
state, through poetry and philosophy and religion, till we come to a hard bottom and rocks in place,
which we can call reality, and say, This is, and no mistake; and then begin, having a point d’appui, below
freshet and frost and fire, a place where you might found a wall or a state, or set a lamp-post safely, or
perhaps a gauge, not a Nilometer, but a Realometer, that future ages might know how deep a freshet of
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shams and appearances had gathered from time to time. If you stand right fronting and face to face to
a fact, you will see the sun glimmer on both its surfaces, as if it were a cimeter, and feel its sweet edge
dividing you through the heart and marrow, and so you will happily conclude your mortal career. Be it
life or death, we crave only reality. If we are really dying, let us hear the rattle in our throats and feel
cold in the extremities; if we are alive, let us go about our business.
Time is but the stream I go a-fishing in. I drink at it; but while I drink I see the sandy bottom and
detect how shallow it is. Its thin current slides away, but eternity remains. I would drink deeper; fish in
the sky, whose bottom is pebbly with stars. I cannot count one. I know not the first letter of the alphabet.
I have always been regretting that I was not as wise as the day I was born. The intellect is a cleaver;
it discerns and rifts its way into the secret of things. I do not wish to be any more busy with my hands
than is necessary. My head is hands and feet. I feel all my best faculties concentrated in it. My instinct
tells me that my head is an organ for burrowing, as some creatures use their snout and fore-paws, and
with it I would mine and burrow my way through these hills. I think that the richest vein is somewhere
hereabouts; so by the divining-rod and thin rising vapors I judge; and here I will begin to mine.
[. . . ]
Conclusion
To the sick the doctors wisely recommend a change of air and scenery. Thank Heaven, here is not all
the world. The buck-eye does not grow in New England, and the mocking-bird is rarely heard here. The
wild-goose is more of a cosmopolite than we; he breaks his fast in Canada, takes a luncheon in the Ohio,
and plumes himself for the night in a southern bayou. Even the bison, to some extent, keeps pace with
the seasons, cropping the pastures of the Colorado only till a greener and sweeter grass awaits him by
the Yellowstone. Yet we think that if rail-fences are pulled down, and stone-walls piled up on our farms,
bounds are henceforth set to our lives and our fates decided. If you are chosen town-clerk, forsooth, you
cannot go to Tierra del Fuego this summer: but you may go to the land of infernal fire nevertheless. The
universe is wider than our views of it.
Yet we should oftener look over the tafferel of our craft, like curious passengers, and not make
the voyage like stupid sailors picking oakum. The other side of the globe is but the home of our
correspondent. Our voyaging is only great-circle sailing, and the doctors prescribe for diseases of the
skin merely. One hastens to Southern Africa to chase the giraffe; but surely that is not the game he would
be after. How long, pray, would a man hunt giraffes if he could? Snipes and woodcocks also may afford
rare sport; but I trust it would be nobler game to shoot one’s self.—
“Direct your eye right inward, and you’ll find
A thousand regions in your mind
Yet undiscovered. Travel them, and be
Expert in home-cosmography.”
What does Africa,—what does the West stand for? Is not our own interior white on the chart? black
though it may prove, like the coast, when discovered. Is it the source of the Nile, or the Niger, or the
Mississippi, or a North-West Passage around this continent, that we would find? Are these the problems
which most concern mankind? Is Franklin the only man who is lost, that his wife should be so earnest to
find him? Does Mr. Grinnell know where he himself is? Be rather the Mungo Park, the Lewis and Clarke
and Frobisher, of your own streams and oceans; explore your own higher latitudes,—with shiploads of
preserved meats to support you, if they be necessary; and pile the empty cans sky-high for a sign. Were
preserved meats invented to preserve meat merely? Nay, be a Columbus to whole new continents and
worlds within you, opening new channels, not of trade, but of thought. Every man is the lord of a realm
beside which the earthly empire of the Czar is but a petty state, a hummock left by the ice. Yet some
can be patriotic who have no self-respect, and sacrifice the greater to the less. They love the soil which
makes their graves, but have no sympathy with the spirit which may still animate their clay. Patriotism
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is a maggot in their heads. What was the meaning of that South-Sea Exploring Expedition, with all its
parade and expense, but an indirect recognition of the fact, that there are continents and seas in the moral
world to which every man is an isthmus or an inlet, yet unexplored by him, but that it is easier to sail
many thousand miles through cold and storm and cannibals, in a government ship, with five hundred
men and boys to assist one, than it is to explore the private sea, the Atlantic and Pacific Ocean of one’s
being alone.—
“Erret, et extremos alter scrutetur Iberos.
Plus habet hic vitæ, plus habet ille viæ.”
Let them wander and scrutinize the outlandish Australians.
I have more of God, they more of the road.
It is not worth the while to go round the world to count the cats in Zanzibar. Yet do this even till you
can do better, and you may perhaps find some “Symmes’ Hole” by which to get at the inside at last.
England and France, Spain and Portugal, Gold Coast and Slave Coast, all front on this private sea; but
no bark from them has ventured out of sight of land, though it is without doubt the direct way to India.
If you would learn to speak all tongues and conform to the customs of all nations, if you would travel
farther than all travellers, be naturalized in all climes, and cause the Sphinx to dash her head against a
stone, even obey the precept of the old philosopher, and Explore thyself. Herein are demanded the eye
and the nerve. Only the defeated and deserters go to the wars, cowards that run away and enlist. Start
now on that farthest western way, which does not pause at the Mississippi or the Pacific, nor conduct
toward a worn-out China or Japan, but leads on direct a tangent to this sphere, summer and winter, day
and night, sun down, moon down, and at last earth down too.
It is said that Mirabeau took to highway robbery “to ascertain what degree of resolution was necessary
in order to place one’s self in formal opposition to the most sacred laws of society.” He declared that “a
soldier who fights in the ranks does not require half so much courage as a foot-pad,”—“that honor and
religion have never stood in the way of a well-considered and a firm resolve.” This was manly, as the
world goes; and yet it was idle, if not desperate. A saner man would have found himself often enough
“in formal opposition” to what are deemed “the most sacred laws of society,” through obedience to yet
more sacred laws, and so have tested his resolution without going out of his way. It is not for a man to
put himself in such an attitude to society, but to maintain himself in whatever attitude he find himself
through obedience to the laws of his being, which will never be one of opposition to a just government,
if he should chance to meet with such.
I left the woods for as good a reason as I went there. Perhaps it seemed to me that I had several more
lives to live, and could not spare any more time for that one. It is remarkable how easily and insensibly
we fall into a particular route, and make a beaten track for ourselves. I had not lived there a week before
my feet wore a path from my door to the pond-side; and though it is five or six years since I trod it, it
is still quite distinct. It is true, I fear that others may have fallen into it, and so helped to keep it open.
The surface of the earth is soft and impressible by the feet of men; and so with the paths which the mind
travels. How worn and dusty, then, must be the highways of the world, how deep the ruts of tradition and
conformity! I did not wish to take a cabin passage, but rather to go before the mast and on the deck of
the world, for there I could best see the moonlight amid the mountains. I do not wish to go below now.
I learned this, at least, by my experiment; that if one advances confidently in the direction of his
dreams, and endeavors to live the life which he has imagined, he will meet with a success unexpected
in common hours. He will put some things behind, will pass an invisible boundary; new, universal, and
more liberal laws will begin to establish themselves around and within him; or the old laws be expanded,
and interpreted in his favor in a more liberal sense, and he will live with the license of a higher order
of beings. In proportion as he simplifies his life, the laws of the universe will appear less complex, and
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solitude will not be solitude, nor poverty poverty, nor weakness weakness. If you have built castles in
the air, your work need not be lost; that is where they should be. Now put the foundations under them.
It is a ridiculous demand which England and America make, that you shall speak so that they can
understand you. Neither men nor toad-stools grow so. As if that were important, and there were not
enough to understand you without them. As if Nature could support but one order of understandings,
could not sustain birds as well as quadrupeds, flying as well as creeping things, and hush and who, which
Bright can understand, were the best English. As if there were safety in stupidity alone. I fear chiefly lest
my expression may not be extra-vagant enough, may not wander far enough beyond the narrow limits of
my daily experience, so as to be adequate to the truth of which I have been convinced. Extra vagance! it
depends on how you are yarded. The migrating buffalo, which seeks new pastures in another latitude, is
not extravagant like the cow which kicks over the pail, leaps the cow-yard fence, and runs after her calf,
in milking time. I desire to speak somewhere without bounds; like a man in a waking moment, to men
in their waking moments; for I am convinced that I cannot exaggerate enough even to lay the foundation
of a true expression. Who that has heard a strain of music feared then lest he should speak extravagantly
any more forever? In view of the future or possible, we should live quite laxly and undefined in front,
our outlines dim and misty on that side; as our shadows reveal an insensible perspiration toward the sun.
The volatile truth of our words should continually betray the inadequacy of the residual statement. Their
truth is instantly translated; its literal monument alone remains. The words which express our faith and
piety are not definite; yet they are significant and fragrant like frankincense to superior natures.
Why level downward to our dullest perception always, and praise that as common sense? The
commonest sense is the sense of men asleep, which they express by snoring. Sometimes we are inclined
to class those who are once-and-a-half-witted with the half-witted, because we appreciate only a third
part of their wit. Some would find fault with the morning-red, if they ever got up early enough. “They
pretend,” as I hear, “that the verses of Kabir have four different senses; illusion, spirit, intellect, and the
exoteric doctrine of the Vedas;” but in this part of the world it is considered a ground for complaint if a
man’s writings admit of more than one interpretation. While England endeavors to cure the potato-rot,
will not any endeavor to cure the brain-rot, which prevails so much more widely and fatally?
I do not suppose that I have attained to obscurity, but I should be proud if no more fatal fault were
found with my pages on this score than was found with the Walden ice. Southern customers objected to
its blue color, which is the evidence of its purity, as if it were muddy, and preferred the Cambridge ice,
which is white, but tastes of weeds. The purity men love is like the mists which envelop the earth, and
not like the azure ether beyond.
Some are dinning in our ears that we Americans, and moderns generally, are intellectual dwarfs
compared with the ancients, or even the Elizabethan men. But what is that to the purpose? A living dog
is better than a dead lion. Shall a man go and hang himself because he belongs to the race of pygmies,
and not be the biggest pygmy that he can? Let every one mind his own business, and endeavor to be
what he was made.
Why should we be in such desperate haste to succeed, and in such desperate enterprises? If a man does
not keep pace with his companions, perhaps it is because he hears a different drummer. Let him step to
the music which he hears, however measured or far away. It is not important that he should mature as
soon as an apple-tree or an oak. Shall he turn his spring into summer? If the condition of things which
we were made for is not yet, what were any reality which we can substitute? We will not be shipwrecked
on a vain reality. Shall we with pains erect a heaven of blue glass over ourselves, though when it is done
we shall be sure to gaze still at the true ethereal heaven far above, as if the former were not?
There was an artist in the city of Kouroo who was disposed to strive after perfection. One day it came
into his mind to make a staff. Having considered that in an imperfect work time is an ingredient, but
into a perfect work time does not enter, he said to himself, It shall be perfect in all respects, though I
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should do nothing else in my life. He proceeded instantly to the forest for wood, being resolved that
it should not be made of unsuitable material; and as he searched for and rejected stick after stick, his
friends gradually deserted him, for they grew old in their works and died, but he grew not older by a
moment. His singleness of purpose and resolution, and his elevated piety, endowed him, without his
knowledge, with perennial youth. As he made no compromise with Time, Time kept out of his way, and
only sighed at a distance because he could not overcome him. Before he had found a stock in all respects
suitable the city of Kouroo was a hoary ruin, and he sat on one of its mounds to peel the stick. Before he
had given it the proper shape the dynasty of the Candahars was at an end, and with the point of the stick
he wrote the name of the last of that race in the sand, and then resumed his work. By the time he had
smoothed and polished the staff Kalpa was no longer the pole-star; and ere he had put on the ferrule and
the head adorned with precious stones, Brahma had awoke and slumbered many times. But why do I stay
to mention these things? When the finishing stroke was put to his work, it suddenly expanded before the
eyes of the astonished artist into the fairest of all the creations of Brahma. He had made a new system
in making a staff, a world with full and fair proportions; in which, though the old cities and dynasties
had passed away, fairer and more glorious ones had taken their places. And now he saw by the heap of
shavings still fresh at his feet, that, for him and his work, the former lapse of time had been an illusion,
and that no more time had elapsed than is required for a single scintillation from the brain of Brahma to
fall on and inflame the tinder of a mortal brain. The material was pure, and his art was pure; how could
the result be other than wonderful?
No face which we can give to a matter will stead us so well at last as the truth. This alone wears well.
For the most part, we are not where we are, but in a false position. Through an infinity of our natures,
we suppose a case, and put ourselves into it, and hence are in two cases at the same time, and it is doubly
difficult to get out. In sane moments we regard only the facts, the case that is. Say what you have to
say, not what you ought. Any truth is better than make-believe. Tom Hyde, the tinker, standing on the
gallows, was asked if he had anything to say. “Tell the tailors,” said he, “to remember to make a knot in
their thread before they take the first stitch.” His companion’s prayer is forgotten.
However mean your life is, meet it and live it; do not shun it and call it hard names. It is not so
bad as you are. It looks poorest when you are richest. The fault-finder will find faults even in paradise.
Love your life, poor as it is. You may perhaps have some pleasant, thrilling, glorious hours, even in a
poor-house. The setting sun is reflected from the windows of the alms-house as brightly as from the rich
man’s abode; the snow melts before its door as early in the spring. I do not see but a quiet mind may
live as contentedly there, and have as cheering thoughts, as in a palace. The town’s poor seem to me
often to live the most independent lives of any. May be they are simply great enough to receive without
misgiving. Most think that they are above being supported by the town; but it oftener happens that they
are not above supporting themselves by dishonest means, which should be more disreputable. Cultivate
poverty like a garden herb, like sage. Do not trouble yourself much to get new things, whether clothes
or friends. Turn the old; return to them. Things do not change; we change. Sell your clothes and keep
your thoughts. God will see that you do not want society. If I were confined to a corner of a garret all
my days, like a spider, the world would be just as large to me while I had my thoughts about me. The
philosopher said: “From an army of three divisions one can take away its general, and put it in disorder;
from the man the most abject and vulgar one cannot take away his thought.” Do not seek so anxiously
to be developed, to subject yourself to many influences to be played on; it is all dissipation. Humility
like darkness reveals the heavenly lights. The shadows of poverty and meanness gather around us, “and
lo! creation widens to our view.” We are often reminded that if there were bestowed on us the wealth
of Crœsus, our aims must still be the same, and our means essentially the same. Moreover, if you are
restricted in your range by poverty, if you cannot buy books and newspapers, for instance, you are but
confined to the most significant and vital experiences; you are compelled to deal with the material which
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yields the most sugar and the most starch. It is life near the bone where it is sweetest. You are defended
from being a trifler. No man loses ever on a lower level by magnanimity on a higher. Superfluous wealth
can buy superfluities only. Money is not required to buy one necessary of the soul.
I live in the angle of a leaden wall, into whose composition was poured a little alloy of bell metal.
Often, in the repose of my mid-day, there reaches my ears a confused tintinnabulum from without. It is
the noise of my contemporaries. My neighbors tell me of their adventures with famous gentlemen and
ladies, what notabilities they met at the dinner-table; but I am no more interested in such things than
in the contents of the Daily Times. The interest and the conversation are about costume and manners
chiefly; but a goose is a goose still, dress it as you will. They tell me of California and Texas, of
England and the Indies, of the Hon. Mr. —— of Georgia or of Massachusetts, all transient and fleeting
phenomena, till I am ready to leap from their court-yard like the Mameluke bey. I delight to come to my
bearings,—not walk in procession with pomp and parade, in a conspicuous place, but to walk even with
the Builder of the universe, if I may,—not to live in this restless, nervous, bustling, trivial Nineteenth
Century, but stand or sit thoughtfully while it goes by. What are men celebrating? They are all on a
committee of arrangements, and hourly expect a speech from somebody. God is only the president of
the day, and Webster is his orator. I love to weigh, to settle, to gravitate toward that which most strongly
and rightfully attracts me;—not hang by the beam of the scale and try to weigh less,—not suppose a
case, but take the case that is; to travel the only path I can, and that on which no power can resist me.
It affords me no satisfaction to commence to spring an arch before I have got a solid foundation. Let
us not play at kittly-benders. There is a solid bottom every where. We read that the traveller asked the
boy if the swamp before him had a hard bottom. The boy replied that it had. But presently the traveller’s
horse sank in up to the girths, and he observed to the boy, “I thought you said that this bog had a hard
bottom.” “So it has,” answered the latter, “but you have not got half way to it yet.” So it is with the bogs
and quicksands of society; but he is an old boy that knows it. Only what is thought, said, or done at a
certain rare coincidence is good. I would not be one of those who will foolishly drive a nail into mere
lath and plastering; such a deed would keep me awake nights. Give me a hammer, and let me feel for the
furring. Do not depend on the putty. Drive a nail home and clinch it so faithfully that you can wake up
in the night and think of your work with satisfaction,—a work at which you would not be ashamed to
invoke the Muse. So will help you God, and so only. Every nail driven should be as another rivet in the
machine of the universe, you carrying on the work.
Rather than love, than money, than fame, give me truth. I sat at a table where were rich food and wine
in abundance, and obsequious attendance, but sincerity and truth were not; and I went away hungry from
the inhospitable board. The hospitality was as cold as the ices. I thought that there was no need of ice to
freeze them. They talked to me of the age of the wine and the fame of the vintage; but I thought of an
older, a newer, and purer wine, of a more glorious vintage, which they had not got, and could not buy.
The style, the house and grounds and “entertainment” pass for nothing with me. I called on the king, but
he made me wait in his hall, and conducted like a man incapacitated for hospitality. There was a man in
my neighborhood who lived in a hollow tree. His manners were truly regal. I should have done better
had I called on him.
How long shall we sit in our porticoes practising idle and musty virtues, which any work would make
impertinent? As if one were to begin the day with long-suffering, and hire a man to hoe his potatoes;
and in the afternoon go forth to practise Christian meekness and charity with goodness aforethought!
Consider the China pride and stagnant self-complacency of mankind. This generation inclines a little to
congratulate itself on being the last of an illustrious line; and in Boston and London and Paris and Rome,
thinking of its long descent, it speaks of its progress in art and science and literature with satisfaction.
There are the Records of the Philosophical Societies, and the public Eulogies of Great Men! It is the
good Adam contemplating his own virtue. “Yes, we have done great deeds, and sung divine songs, which
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shall never die,”—that is, as long as we can remember them. The learned societies and great men of
Assyria,—where are they? What youthful philosophers and experimentalists we are! There is not one of
my readers who has yet lived a whole human life. These may be but the spring months in the life of the
race. If we have had the seven-years’ itch, we have not seen the seventeen-year locust yet in Concord.
We are acquainted with a mere pellicle of the globe on which we live. Most have not delved six feet
beneath the surface, nor leaped as many above it. We know not where we are. Beside, we are sound
asleep nearly half our time. Yet we esteem ourselves wise, and have an established order on the surface.
Truly, we are deep thinkers, we are ambitious spirits! As I stand over the insect crawling amid the pine
needles on the forest floor, and endeavoring to conceal itself from my sight, and ask myself why it will
cherish those humble thoughts, and hide its head from me who might, perhaps, be its benefactor, and
impart to its race some cheering information, I am reminded of the greater Benefactor and Intelligence
that stands over me the human insect.
There is an incessant influx of novelty into the world, and yet we tolerate incredible dulness. I need
only suggest what kind of sermons are still listened to in the most enlightened countries. There are
such words as joy and sorrow, but they are only the burden of a psalm, sung with a nasal twang, while
we believe in the ordinary and mean. We think that we can change our clothes only. It is said that the
British Empire is very large and respectable, and that the United States are a first-rate power. We do not
believe that a tide rises and falls behind every man which can float the British Empire like a chip, if he
should ever harbor it in his mind. Who knows what sort of seventeen-year locust will next come out of
the ground? The government of the world I live in was not framed, like that of Britain, in after-dinner
conversations over the wine.
The life in us is like the water in the river. It may rise this year higher than man has ever known
it, and flood the parched uplands; even this may be the eventful year, which will drown out all our
muskrats. It was not always dry land where we dwell. I see far inland the banks which the stream
anciently washed, before science began to record its freshets. Every one has heard the story which has
gone the rounds of New England, of a strong and beautiful bug which came out of the dry leaf of an
old table of apple-tree wood, which had stood in a farmer’s kitchen for sixty years, first in Connecticut,
and afterward in Massachusetts,—from an egg deposited in the living tree many years earlier still, as
appeared by counting the annual layers beyond it; which was heard gnawing out for several weeks,
hatched perchance by the heat of an urn. Who does not feel his faith in a resurrection and immortality
strengthened by hearing of this? Who knows what beautiful and winged life, whose egg has been buried
for ages under many concentric layers of woodenness in the dead dry life of society, deposited at first in
the alburnum of the green and living tree, which has been gradually converted into the semblance of its
well-seasoned tomb,—heard perchance gnawing out now for years by the astonished family of man, as
they sat round the festive board,—may unexpectedly come forth from amidst society’s most trivial and
handselled furniture, to enjoy its perfect summer life at last!
I do not say that John or Jonathan will realize all this; but such is the character of that morrow which
mere lapse of time can never make to dawn. The light which puts out our eyes is darkness to us. Only
that day dawns to which we are awake. There is more day to dawn. The sun is but a morning star.
THE END

(1854)
Source:
Walden; or Life in the Woods. Henry David Thoreau. Public Domain
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111.
Author Introduction-Nathaniel Hawthorne (1804–1846)

Nathaniel Hawthorne was born in 1804 to Nathaniel Hawthorne, Senior and Elizabeth Manning
Hawthorne. His father was a sea-captain who died in 1808 of yellow fever. Hawthorne’s mother then
moved with her children to her family’s home in Salem. Her family had a long history in Salem, and
among Hawthorne’s ancestor was a judge in the Salem witch trials of 1692.
Figure 1. Nathaniel Hawthorne

During his childhood in Salem, Hawthorne acquired a love of reading, particularly of long prose
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works and early novels-as-genre by such writers as John Bunyan (1628–1688), Tobias Smollett
(1721–1771), and Sir Walter Scott. Intent on becoming a writer, Hawthorne entered Bowdoin

College in Maine, where the Manning family had property. Several of his classmates,
including Horatio Bridge (1806–1893) and later president Franklin Pierce (1804–1869),
would become life-long friends and supporters of both his livelihood and his writing.
After graduating, Hawthorne immersed himself in antiquarian pursuits, studying Puritan and colonial
history. Many of his stories would consider Puritanism’s effect on the American consciousness,
particularly in regards to the place of evil—and its inevitable impact on human life—in the American
individual and their context in society. The stories would also give an American slant to universal
concerns, concerns such as potential conflicts of individual freedom and destiny and humankind’s place
(if any) in the wilderness/nature, and, perhaps, in eternity. Sensitive to how Puritans would confuse the
concrete and particular with the abstract and spiritual, Hawthorne often used allegory and symbolism
in order to give shading to Puritans’ apparently clear-cut, black and white certainties. He would link
Puritan certainties about human nature with more natural human uncertainties and ambiguities.
His first published novel derived not from his antiquarian studies but from his experiences at
Bowdoin. Published at his own expense, Fanshawe (1828) proved such a failure that Hawthorne halted
its distribution. Despite this failure, he successfully placed contemporary and historical prose pieces in
Christmas annuals, many in The Token, edited by Samuel Griswold Goodrich (1793—1860). His friend
Bridge encouraged Hawthorne to publish a collection of this work and, unknown to Hawthorne, offered
to defray its publisher, the American Stationers’ Company, for any publishing losses. Twice-Told Tales
came out in 1837 to much critical, though little financial, success. Hawthorne followed it with historical
children’s books, including Liberty Tree (1841), and an expanded edition of Twice- Told Tales (1842).
To earn a steady income, Hawthorne worked at the Boston Custom House (1839–1840) and invested
money in and lived for a brief stint at the utopian Brook Farm in West Roxbury, an experiment that
ultimately failed. In 1842, he married Sophia Peabody. They moved into a house owned by Emerson’s
family, the Old Manse, in Concord. There, Hawthorne became part of the important literary milieu that
included Thoreau, Fuller, and Emerson.
His story collection Mosses from an Old Manse came out in 1846. It also offered little financial
success. Hawthorne returned to Salem where he worked in the Salem Custom House (1846—1849),
losing this position when the Democrats lost the next election. He used his experiences at the Custom
House in the long introduction to The Scarlet Letter (1850), the novel that won Hawthorne longlasting fame. This work dramatizes sin, punishment, and redemption—and their effects not only on its
heroine, Hester Prynne, but also on her partner in adultery, her cuckolded husband, and the surrounding
Puritan community and government that confuses the internal and external self. Hester Prynne both
embodies and transcends the scarlet letter “A” she is forced to wear on her breast as punishment for her
adultery. Her lover, the Puritan minister Arthur Dimmesdale, underscores the hidden inner self by

continuing his public ministerial activities even while bearing a comparable scarlet letter
seared into his chest.
Hawthorne further explored the consequences of inherited sin and the mysteries (and
contradictions) of the human spirit in The House of Seven Gables (1851) and The
Blithedale Romance (1852). Just preceding these publications, Hawthorne became friends
with Herman Melville and perhaps inspired him to turn from writing adventure tales to
literary works treating of providence, human will, and all the unknowns in between.
Hawthorne’s The Life of Franklin Pierce (1852) led recently-elected President Pierce to
appoint Hawthorne as the American consul in Liverpool (1853—1847). His consequent
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travels in England and on the Continent resulted in The Marble Faun (1860) and a
collection of essays, Our Old Home (1863). Set in Rome, The Marble Faun remained
popular throughout the nineteenth-century, even being used as a guidebook by American
travelers abroad.
In 1860, Hawthorne and his family returned to their home, The Wayside, in Concord.
In “Chiefly About War Matters” (1862), he deplored the violence of the Civil War and its
terrible transformative effects on America, both the North and South. Even then, he was
still using his writing to explore the complexities of the human heart.
Source:
Becoming America, Wendy Kurant, ed., CC-BY-SA
Image Credit:
Figure 1. “Nathaniel Hawthorne,” Mathew Brady, Wikimedia, Public Domain.

112.
Young Goodman Brown
Nathaniel Hawthorne

Young Goodman Brown came forth at sunset into the street at Salem village; but put his head back, after
crossing the threshold, to exchange a parting kiss with his young wife. And Faith, as the wife was aptly
named, thrust her own pretty head into the street, letting the wind play with the pink ribbons of her cap
while she called to Goodman Brown.
“Dearest heart,” whispered she, softly and rather sadly, when her lips were close to his ear, “prithee
put off your journey until sunrise and sleep in your own bed to-night. A lone woman is troubled with
such dreams and such thoughts that she’s afeard of herself sometimes. Pray tarry with me this night, dear
husband, of all nights in the year.”
“My love and my Faith,” replied young Goodman Brown, “of all nights in the year, this one night must
I tarry away from thee. My journey, as thou callest it, forth and back again, must needs be done ‘twixt
now and sunrise. What, my sweet, pretty wife, dost thou doubt me already, and we but three months
married?”
“Then God bless you!” said Faith, with the pink ribbons; “and may you find all well when you come
back.”
“Amen!” cried Goodman Brown. “Say thy prayers, dear Faith, and go to bed at dusk, and no harm
will come to thee.”
So they parted; and the young man pursued his way until, being about to turn the corner by the
meeting-house, he looked back and saw the head of Faith still peeping after him with a melancholy air,
in spite of her pink ribbons.
“Poor little Faith!” thought he, for his heart smote him. “What a wretch am I to leave her on such an
errand! She talks of dreams, too. Methought as she spoke there was trouble in her face, as if a dream had
warned her what work is to be done tonight. But no, no; ‘t would kill her to think it. Well, she’s a blessed
angel on earth; and after this one night I’ll cling to her skirts and follow her to heaven.”
With this excellent resolve for the future, Goodman Brown felt himself justified in making more haste
on his present evil purpose. He had taken a dreary road, darkened by all the gloomiest trees of the forest,
which barely stood aside to let the narrow path creep through, and closed immediately behind. It was
all as lonely as could be; and there is this peculiarity in such a solitude, that the traveller knows not
who may be concealed by the innumerable trunks and the thick boughs overhead; so that with lonely
footsteps he may yet be passing through an unseen multitude.
“There may be a devilish Indian behind every tree,” said Goodman Brown to himself; and he glanced
fearfully behind him as he added, “What if the devil himself should be at my very elbow!”
His head being turned back, he passed a crook of the road, and, looking forward again, beheld the
figure of a man, in grave and decent attire, seated at the foot of an old tree. He arose at Goodman
Brown’s approach and walked onward side by side with him.
“You are late, Goodman Brown,” said he. “The clock of the Old South was striking as I came through
Boston, and that is full fifteen minutes agone.”
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“Faith kept me back a while,” replied the young man, with a tremor in his voice, caused by the sudden
appearance of his companion, though not wholly unexpected.
It was now deep dusk in the forest, and deepest in that part of it where these two were journeying.
As nearly as could be discerned, the second traveller was about fifty years old, apparently in the same
rank of life as Goodman Brown, and bearing a considerable resemblance to him, though perhaps more in
expression than features. Still they might have been taken for father and son. And yet, though the elder
person was as simply clad as the younger, and as simple in manner too, he had an indescribable air of
one who knew the world, and who would not have felt abashed at the governor’s dinner table or in King
William’s court, were it possible that his affairs should call him thither. But the only thing about him
that could be fixed upon as remarkable was his staff, which bore the likeness of a great black snake, so
curiously wrought that it might almost be seen to twist and wriggle itself like a living serpent. This, of
course, must have been an ocular deception, assisted by the uncertain light.
“Come, Goodman Brown,” cried his fellow-traveller, “this is a dull pace for the beginning of a
journey. Take my staff, if you are so soon weary.”
“Friend,” said the other, exchanging his slow pace for a full stop, “having kept covenant by meeting
thee here, it is my purpose now to return whence I came. I have scruples touching the matter thou wot’st
of.”
“Sayest thou so?” replied he of the serpent, smiling apart. “Let us walk on, nevertheless, reasoning as
we go; and if I convince thee not thou shalt turn back. We are but a little way in the forest yet.”
“Too far! too far!” exclaimed the goodman, unconsciously resuming his walk. “My father never went
into the woods on such an errand, nor his father before him. We have been a race of honest men and
good Christians since the days of the martyrs; and shall I be the first of the name of Brown that ever took
this path and kept—”
“Such company, thou wouldst say,” observed the elder person, interpreting his pause. “Well said,
Goodman Brown! I have been as well acquainted with your family as with ever a one among the
Puritans; and that’s no trifle to say. I helped your grandfather, the constable, when he lashed the Quaker
woman so smartly through the streets of Salem; and it was I that brought your father a pitch-pine knot,
kindled at my own hearth, to set fire to an Indian village, in King Philip’s war. They were my good
friends, both; and many a pleasant walk have we had along this path, and returned merrily after midnight.
I would fain be friends with you for their sake.”
“If it be as thou sayest,” replied Goodman Brown, “I marvel they never spoke of these matters; or,
verily, I marvel not, seeing that the least rumor of the sort would have driven them from New England.
We are a people of prayer, and good works to boot, and abide no such wickedness.”
“Wickedness or not,” said the traveller with the twisted staff, “I have a very general acquaintance
here in New England. The deacons of many a church have drunk the communion wine with me; the
selectmen of divers towns make me their chairman; and a majority of the Great and General Court are
firm supporters of my interest. The governor and I, too—But these are state secrets.”
“Can this be so?” cried Goodman Brown, with a stare of amazement at his undisturbed companion.
“Howbeit, I have nothing to do with the governor and council; they have their own ways, and are no rule
for a simple husbandman like me. But, were I to go on with thee, how should I meet the eye of that good
old man, our minister, at Salem village? Oh, his voice would make me tremble both Sabbath day and
lecture day.”
Thus far the elder traveller had listened with due gravity; but now burst into a fit of irrepressible mirth,
shaking himself so violently that his snake-like staff actually seemed to wriggle in sympathy.
“Ha! ha! ha!” shouted he again and again; then composing himself, “Well, go on, Goodman Brown,
go on; but, prithee, don’t kill me with laughing.”
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“Well, then, to end the matter at once,” said Goodman Brown, considerably nettled, “there is my wife,
Faith. It would break her dear little heart; and I’d rather break my own.”
“Nay, if that be the case,” answered the other, “e’en go thy ways, Goodman Brown. I would not for
twenty old women like the one hobbling before us that Faith should come to any harm.”
As he spoke he pointed his staff at a female figure on the path, in whom Goodman Brown recognized
a very pious and exemplary dame, who had taught him his catechism in youth, and was still his moral
and spiritual adviser, jointly with the minister and Deacon Gookin.
“A marvel, truly, that Goody Cloyse should be so far in the wilderness at nightfall,” said he. “But with
your leave, friend, I shall take a cut through the woods until we have left this Christian woman behind.
Being a stranger to you, she might ask whom I was consorting with and whither I was going.”
“Be it so,” said his fellow-traveller. “Betake you to the woods, and let me keep the path.”
Accordingly the young man turned aside, but took care to watch his companion, who advanced softly
along the road until he had come within a staff’s length of the old dame. She, meanwhile, was making
the best of her way, with singular speed for so aged a woman, and mumbling some indistinct words—a
prayer, doubtless—as she went. The traveller put forth his staff and touched her withered neck with what
seemed the serpent’s tail.
“The devil!” screamed the pious old lady.
“Then Goody Cloyse knows her old friend?” observed the traveller, confronting her and leaning on
his writhing stick.
“Ah, forsooth, and is it your worship indeed?” cried the good dame. “Yea, truly is it, and in the very
image of my old gossip, Goodman Brown, the grandfather of the silly fellow that now is. But—would
your worship believe it?—my broomstick hath strangely disappeared, stolen, as I suspect, by that
unhanged witch, Goody Cory, and that, too, when I was all anointed with the juice of smallage, and
cinquefoil, and wolf’s bane.”
“Mingled with fine wheat and the fat of a new-born babe,” said the shape of old Goodman Brown.
“Ah, your worship knows the recipe,” cried the old lady, cackling aloud. “So, as I was saying, being
all ready for the meeting, and no horse to ride on, I made up my mind to foot it; for they tell me there is
a nice young man to be taken into communion to-night. But now your good worship will lend me your
arm, and we shall be there in a twinkling.”
“That can hardly be,” answered her friend. “I may not spare you my arm, Goody Cloyse; but here is
my staff, if you will.”
So saying, he threw it down at her feet, where, perhaps, it assumed life, being one of the rods which
its owner had formerly lent to the Egyptian magi. Of this fact, however, Goodman Brown could not take
cognizance. He had cast up his eyes in astonishment, and, looking down again, beheld neither Goody
Cloyse nor the serpentine staff, but his fellow-traveller alone, who waited for him as calmly as if nothing
had happened.
“That old woman taught me my catechism,” said the young man; and there was a world of meaning
in this simple comment.
They continued to walk onward, while the elder traveller exhorted his companion to make good speed
and persevere in the path, discoursing so aptly that his arguments seemed rather to spring up in the
bosom of his auditor than to be suggested by himself. As they went, he plucked a branch of maple
to serve for a walking stick, and began to strip it of the twigs and little boughs, which were wet with
evening dew. The moment his fingers touched them they became strangely withered and dried up as with
a week’s sunshine. Thus the pair proceeded, at a good free pace, until suddenly, in a gloomy hollow of
the road, Goodman Brown sat himself down on the stump of a tree and refused to go any farther.
“Friend,” said he, stubbornly, “my mind is made up. Not another step will I budge on this errand.
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What if a wretched old woman do choose to go to the devil when I thought she was going to heaven: is
that any reason why I should quit my dear Faith and go after her?”
“You will think better of this by and by,” said his acquaintance, composedly. “Sit here and rest yourself
a while; and when you feel like moving again, there is my staff to help you along.”
Without more words, he threw his companion the maple stick, and was as speedily out of sight as if he
had vanished into the deepening gloom. The young man sat a few moments by the roadside, applauding
himself greatly, and thinking with how clear a conscience he should meet the minister in his morning
walk, nor shrink from the eye of good old Deacon Gookin. And what calm sleep would be his that very
night, which was to have been spent so wickedly, but so purely and sweetly now, in the arms of Faith!
Amidst these pleasant and praiseworthy meditations, Goodman Brown heard the tramp of horses along
the road, and deemed it advisable to conceal himself within the verge of the forest, conscious of the
guilty purpose that had brought him thither, though now so happily turned from it.
On came the hoof tramps and the voices of the riders, two grave old voices, conversing soberly as they
drew near. These mingled sounds appeared to pass along the road, within a few yards of the young man’s
hiding-place; but, owing doubtless to the depth of the gloom at that particular spot, neither the travellers
nor their steeds were visible. Though their figures brushed the small boughs by the wayside, it could not
be seen that they intercepted, even for a moment, the faint gleam from the strip of bright sky athwart
which they must have passed. Goodman Brown alternately crouched and stood on tiptoe, pulling aside
the branches and thrusting forth his head as far as he durst without discerning so much as a shadow. It
vexed him the more, because he could have sworn, were such a thing possible, that he recognized the
voices of the minister and Deacon Gookin, jogging along quietly, as they were wont to do, when bound
to some ordination or ecclesiastical council. While yet within hearing, one of the riders stopped to pluck
a switch.
“Of the two, reverend sir,” said the voice like the deacon’s, “I had rather miss an ordination dinner
than to-night’s meeting. They tell me that some of our community are to be here from Falmouth and
beyond, and others from Connecticut and Rhode Island, besides several of the Indian powwows, who,
after their fashion, know almost as much deviltry as the best of us. Moreover, there is a goodly young
woman to be taken into communion.”
“Mighty well, Deacon Gookin!” replied the solemn old tones of the minister. “Spur up, or we shall be
late. Nothing can be done, you know, until I get on the ground.”
The hoofs clattered again; and the voices, talking so strangely in the empty air, passed on through the
forest, where no church had ever been gathered or solitary Christian prayed. Whither, then, could these
holy men be journeying so deep into the heathen wilderness? Young Goodman Brown caught hold of a
tree for support, being ready to sink down on the ground, faint and overburdened with the heavy sickness
of his heart. He looked up to the sky, doubting whether there really was a heaven above him. Yet there
was the blue arch, and the stars brightening in it.
“With heaven above and Faith below, I will yet stand firm against the devil!” cried Goodman Brown.
While he still gazed upward into the deep arch of the firmament and had lifted his hands to pray, a
cloud, though no wind was stirring, hurried across the zenith and hid the brightening stars. The blue
sky was still visible, except directly overhead, where this black mass of cloud was sweeping swiftly
northward. Aloft in the air, as if from the depths of the cloud, came a confused and doubtful sound of
voices. Once the listener fancied that he could distinguish the accents of towns-people of his own, men
and women, both pious and ungodly, many of whom he had met at the communion table, and had seen
others rioting at the tavern. The next moment, so indistinct were the sounds, he doubted whether he had
heard aught but the murmur of the old forest, whispering without a wind. Then came a stronger swell of
those familiar tones, heard daily in the sunshine at Salem village, but never until now from a cloud of
night There was one voice of a young woman, uttering lamentations, yet with an uncertain sorrow, and
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entreating for some favor, which, perhaps, it would grieve her to obtain; and all the unseen multitude,
both saints and sinners, seemed to encourage her onward.
“Faith!” shouted Goodman Brown, in a voice of agony and desperation; and the echoes of the
forest mocked him, crying, “Faith! Faith!” as if bewildered wretches were seeking her all through the
wilderness.
The cry of grief, rage, and terror was yet piercing the night, when the unhappy husband held his breath
for a response. There was a scream, drowned immediately in a louder murmur of voices, fading into
far-off laughter, as the dark cloud swept away, leaving the clear and silent sky above Goodman Brown.
But something fluttered lightly down through the air and caught on the branch of a tree. The young man
seized it, and beheld a pink ribbon.
“My Faith is gone!” cried he, after one stupefied moment. “There is no good on earth; and sin is but a
name. Come, devil; for to thee is this world given.”
And, maddened with despair, so that he laughed loud and long, did Goodman Brown grasp his staff
and set forth again, at such a rate that he seemed to fly along the forest path rather than to walk or run.
The road grew wilder and drearier and more faintly traced, and vanished at length, leaving him in the
heart of the dark wilderness, still rushing onward with the instinct that guides mortal man to evil. The
whole forest was peopled with frightful sounds—the creaking of the trees, the howling of wild beasts,
and the yell of Indians; while sometimes the wind tolled like a distant church bell, and sometimes gave a
broad roar around the traveller, as if all Nature were laughing him to scorn. But he was himself the chief
horror of the scene, and shrank not from its other horrors.
“Ha! ha! ha!” roared Goodman Brown when the wind laughed at him.
“Let us hear which will laugh loudest. Think not to frighten me with your deviltry. Come witch, come
wizard, come Indian powwow, come devil himself, and here comes Goodman Brown. You may as well
fear him as he fear you.”
In truth, all through the haunted forest there could be nothing more frightful than the figure of
Goodman Brown. On he flew among the black pines, brandishing his staff with frenzied gestures, now
giving vent to an inspiration of horrid blasphemy, and now shouting forth such laughter as set all the
echoes of the forest laughing like demons around him. The fiend in his own shape is less hideous than
when he rages in the breast of man. Thus sped the demoniac on his course, until, quivering among the
trees, he saw a red light before him, as when the felled trunks and branches of a clearing have been set
on fire, and throw up their lurid blaze against the sky, at the hour of midnight. He paused, in a lull of
the tempest that had driven him onward, and heard the swell of what seemed a hymn, rolling solemnly
from a distance with the weight of many voices. He knew the tune; it was a familiar one in the choir of
the village meeting-house. The verse died heavily away, and was lengthened by a chorus, not of human
voices, but of all the sounds of the benighted wilderness pealing in awful harmony together. Goodman
Brown cried out, and his cry was lost to his own ear by its unison with the cry of the desert.
In the interval of silence he stole forward until the light glared full upon his eyes. At one extremity
of an open space, hemmed in by the dark wall of the forest, arose a rock, bearing some rude, natural
resemblance either to an altar or a pulpit, and surrounded by four blazing pines, their tops aflame, their
stems untouched, like candles at an evening meeting. The mass of foliage that had overgrown the summit
of the rock was all on fire, blazing high into the night and fitfully illuminating the whole field. Each
pendent twig and leafy festoon was in a blaze. As the red light arose and fell, a numerous congregation
alternately shone forth, then disappeared in shadow, and again grew, as it were, out of the darkness,
peopling the heart of the solitary woods at once.
“A grave and dark-clad company,” quoth Goodman Brown.
In truth they were such. Among them, quivering to and fro between gloom and splendor, appeared
faces that would be seen next day at the council board of the province, and others which, Sabbath after
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Sabbath, looked devoutly heavenward, and benignantly over the crowded pews, from the holiest pulpits
in the land. Some affirm that the lady of the governor was there. At least there were high dames well
known to her, and wives of honored husbands, and widows, a great multitude, and ancient maidens, all
of excellent repute, and fair young girls, who trembled lest their mothers should espy them. Either the
sudden gleams of light flashing over the obscure field bedazzled Goodman Brown, or he recognized
a score of the church members of Salem village famous for their especial sanctity. Good old Deacon
Gookin had arrived, and waited at the skirts of that venerable saint, his revered pastor. But, irreverently
consorting with these grave, reputable, and pious people, these elders of the church, these chaste dames
and dewy virgins, there were men of dissolute lives and women of spotted fame, wretches given over
to all mean and filthy vice, and suspected even of horrid crimes. It was strange to see that the good
shrank not from the wicked, nor were the sinners abashed by the saints. Scattered also among their palefaced enemies were the Indian priests, or powwows, who had often scared their native forest with more
hideous incantations than any known to English witchcraft.
“But where is Faith?” thought Goodman Brown; and, as hope came into his heart, he trembled.
Another verse of the hymn arose, a slow and mournful strain, such as the pious love, but joined
to words which expressed all that our nature can conceive of sin, and darkly hinted at far more.
Unfathomable to mere mortals is the lore of fiends. Verse after verse was sung; and still the chorus of the
desert swelled between like the deepest tone of a mighty organ; and with the final peal of that dreadful
anthem there came a sound, as if the roaring wind, the rushing streams, the howling beasts, and every
other voice of the unconcerted wilderness were mingling and according with the voice of guilty man in
homage to the prince of all. The four blazing pines threw up a loftier flame, and obscurely discovered
shapes and visages of horror on the smoke wreaths above the impious assembly. At the same moment the
fire on the rock shot redly forth and formed a glowing arch above its base, where now appeared a figure.
With reverence be it spoken, the figure bore no slight similitude, both in garb and manner, to some grave
divine of the New England churches.
“Bring forth the converts!” cried a voice that echoed through the field and rolled into the forest.
At the word, Goodman Brown stepped forth from the shadow of the trees and approached the
congregation, with whom he felt a loathful brotherhood by the sympathy of all that was wicked in his
heart. He could have well-nigh sworn that the shape of his own dead father beckoned him to advance,
looking downward from a smoke wreath, while a woman, with dim features of despair, threw out her
hand to warn him back. Was it his mother? But he had no power to retreat one step, nor to resist, even in
thought, when the minister and good old Deacon Gookin seized his arms and led him to the blazing rock.
Thither came also the slender form of a veiled female, led between Goody Cloyse, that pious teacher of
the catechism, and Martha Carrier, who had received the devil’s promise to be queen of hell. A rampant
hag was she. And there stood the proselytes beneath the canopy of fire.
“Welcome, my children,” said the dark figure, “to the communion of your race. Ye have found thus
young your nature and your destiny. My children, look behind you!”
They turned; and flashing forth, as it were, in a sheet of flame, the fiend worshippers were seen; the
smile of welcome gleamed darkly on every visage.
“There,” resumed the sable form, “are all whom ye have reverenced from youth. Ye deemed them
holier than yourselves, and shrank from your own sin, contrasting it with their lives of righteousness
and prayerful aspirations heavenward. Yet here are they all in my worshipping assembly. This night
it shall be granted you to know their secret deeds: how hoary-bearded elders of the church have
whispered wanton words to the young maids of their households; how many a woman, eager for widows’
weeds, has given her husband a drink at bedtime and let him sleep his last sleep in her bosom; how
beardless youths have made haste to inherit their fathers’ wealth; and how fair damsels—blush not,
sweet ones—have dug little graves in the garden, and bidden me, the sole guest to an infant’s funeral.
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By the sympathy of your human hearts for sin ye shall scent out all the places—whether in church,
bedchamber, street, field, or forest—where crime has been committed, and shall exult to behold the
whole earth one stain of guilt, one mighty blood spot. Far more than this. It shall be yours to penetrate, in
every bosom, the deep mystery of sin, the fountain of all wicked arts, and which inexhaustibly supplies
more evil impulses than human power—than my power at its utmost—can make manifest in deeds. And
now, my children, look upon each other.”
They did so; and, by the blaze of the hell-kindled torches, the wretched man beheld his Faith, and the
wife her husband, trembling before that unhallowed altar.
“Lo, there ye stand, my children,” said the figure, in a deep and solemn tone, almost sad with its
despairing awfulness, as if his once angelic nature could yet mourn for our miserable race. “Depending
upon one another’s hearts, ye had still hoped that virtue were not all a dream. Now are ye undeceived.
Evil is the nature of mankind. Evil must be your only happiness. Welcome again, my children, to the
communion of your race.”
“Welcome,” repeated the fiend worshippers, in one cry of despair and triumph.
And there they stood, the only pair, as it seemed, who were yet hesitating on the verge of wickedness
in this dark world. A basin was hollowed, naturally, in the rock. Did it contain water, reddened by the
lurid light? or was it blood? or, perchance, a liquid flame? Herein did the shape of evil dip his hand and
prepare to lay the mark of baptism upon their foreheads, that they might be partakers of the mystery of
sin, more conscious of the secret guilt of others, both in deed and thought, than they could now be of
their own. The husband cast one look at his pale wife, and Faith at him. What polluted wretches would
the next glance show them to each other, shuddering alike at what they disclosed and what they saw!
“Faith! Faith!” cried the husband, “look up to heaven, and resist the wicked one.”
Whether Faith obeyed he knew not. Hardly had he spoken when he found himself amid calm night
and solitude, listening to a roar of the wind which died heavily away through the forest. He staggered
against the rock, and felt it chill and damp; while a hanging twig, that had been all on fire, besprinkled
his cheek with the coldest dew.
The next morning young Goodman Brown came slowly into the street of Salem village, staring around
him like a bewildered man. The good old minister was taking a walk along the graveyard to get an
appetite for breakfast and meditate his sermon, and bestowed a blessing, as he passed, on Goodman
Brown. He shrank from the venerable saint as if to avoid an anathema. Old Deacon Gookin was at
domestic worship, and the holy words of his prayer were heard through the open window. “What God
doth the wizard pray to?” quoth Goodman Brown. Goody Cloyse, that excellent old Christian, stood in
the early sunshine at her own lattice, catechizing a little girl who had brought her a pint of morning’s
milk. Goodman Brown snatched away the child as from the grasp of the fiend himself. Turning the
corner by the meeting-house, he spied the head of Faith, with the pink ribbons, gazing anxiously forth,
and bursting into such joy at sight of him that she skipped along the street and almost kissed her husband
before the whole village. But Goodman Brown looked sternly and sadly into her face, and passed on
without a greeting.
Had Goodman Brown fallen asleep in the forest and only dreamed a wild dream of a witch-meeting?
Be it so if you will; but, alas! it was a dream of evil omen for young Goodman Brown. A stern,
a sad, a darkly meditative, a distrustful, if not a desperate man did he become from the night of that
fearful dream. On the Sabbath day, when the congregation were singing a holy psalm, he could not
listen because an anthem of sin rushed loudly upon his ear and drowned all the blessed strain. When the
minister spoke from the pulpit with power and fervid eloquence, and, with his hand on the open Bible,
of the sacred truths of our religion, and of saint-like lives and triumphant deaths, and of future bliss or
misery unutterable, then did Goodman Brown turn pale, dreading lest the roof should thunder down upon
the gray blasphemer and his hearers. Often, waking suddenly at midnight, he shrank from the bosom of
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Faith; and at morning or eventide, when the family knelt down at prayer, he scowled and muttered to
himself, and gazed sternly at his wife, and turned away. And when he had lived long, and was borne to
his grave a hoary corpse, followed by Faith, an aged woman, and children and grandchildren, a goodly
procession, besides neighbors not a few, they carved no hopeful verse upon his tombstone, for his dying
hour was gloom.
(1835)
Source:
Mosses from an Old Manse and Other Stories, Nathaniel Hawthorne, Public Domain

This work (Young Goodman Brown by Nathaniel Hawthorne) is free of known copyright restrictions.

113.
Rappaccini's Daughter
Nathaniel Hawthorne

We do not remember to have seen any translated specimens of the productions of M. de l’Aubepine—a
fact the less to be wondered at, as his very name is unknown to many of his own countrymen as well as
to the student of foreign literature. As a writer, he seems to occupy an unfortunate position between the
Transcendentalists (who, under one name or another, have their share in all the current literature of the
world) and the great body of pen-and-ink men who address the intellect and sympathies of the
multitude. If not too refined, at all events too remote, too shadowy, and unsubstantial in his modes of
development to suit the taste of the latter class, and yet too popular to satisfy the spiritual or
metaphysical requisitions of the former, he must necessarily find himself without an audience, except
here and there an individual or possibly an isolated clique. His writings, to do them justice, are not
altogether destitute of fancy and originality; they might have won him greater reputation but for an
inveterate love of allegory, which is apt to invest his plots and characters with the aspect of scenery and
people in the clouds, and to steal away the human warmth out of his conceptions. His fictions are
sometimes historical, sometimes of the present day, and sometimes, so far as can be discovered, have
little or no reference either to time or space. In any case, he generally contents himself with a very
slight embroidery of outward manners,—the faintest possible counterfeit of real life,—and endeavors to
create an interest by some less obvious peculiarity of the subject. Occasionally a breath of Nature, a
raindrop of pathos and tenderness, or a gleam of humor, will find its way into the midst of his fantastic
imagery, and make us feel as if, after all, we were yet within the limits of our native earth. We will only
add to this very cursory notice that M. de l’Aubepine’s productions, if the reader chance to take them in
precisely the proper point of view, may amuse a leisure hour as well as those of a brighter man; if
otherwise, they can hardly fail to look excessively like nonsense.
Our author is voluminous; he continues to write and publish with as much praiseworthy and
indefatigable prolixity as if his efforts were crowned with the brilliant success that so justly attends
those of Eugene Sue. His first appearance was by a collection of stories in a long series of volumes
entitled “Contes deux fois racontees.” The titles of some of his more recent works (we quote from
memory) are as follows: “Le Voyage Celeste a Chemin de Fer,” 3 tom., 1838; “Le nouveau Pere Adam
et la nouvelle Mere Eve,” 2 tom., 1839; “Roderic; ou le Serpent a l’estomac,” 2 tom., 1840; “Le Culte
du Feu,” a folio volume of ponderous research into the religion and ritual of the old Persian Ghebers,
published in 1841; “La Soiree du Chateau en Espagne,” 1 tom., 8vo, 1842; and “L’Artiste du Beau; ou
le Papillon Mecanique,” 5 tom., 4to, 1843. Our somewhat wearisome perusal of this startling catalogue
of volumes has left behind it a certain personal affection and sympathy, though by no means
admiration, for M. de l’Aubepine; and we would fain do the little in our power towards introducing him
favorably to the American public. The ensuing tale is a translation of his “Beatrice; ou la Belle
Empoisonneuse,” recently published in “La Revue Anti-Aristocratique.” This journal, edited by the
Comte de Bearhaven, has for some years past led the defence of liberal principles and popular rights
with a faithfulness and ability worthy of all praise.
A young man, named Giovanni Guasconti, came, very long ago, from the more southern region of
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Italy, to pursue his studies at the University of Padua. Giovanni, who had but a scanty supply of gold
ducats in his pocket, took lodgings in a high and gloomy chamber of an old edifice which looked not
unworthy to have been the palace of a Paduan noble, and which, in fact, exhibited over its entrance the
armorial bearings of a family long since extinct. The young stranger, who was not unstudied in the great
poem of his country, recollected that one of the ancestors of this family, and perhaps an occupant of this
very mansion, had been pictured by Dante as a partaker of the immortal agonies of his Inferno. These
reminiscences and associations, together with the tendency to heartbreak natural to a young man for the
first time out of his native sphere, caused Giovanni to sigh heavily as he looked around the desolate and
ill-furnished apartment.
“Holy Virgin, signor!” cried old Dame Lisabetta, who, won by the youth’s remarkable beauty of
person, was kindly endeavoring to give the chamber a habitable air, “what a sigh was that to come out
of a young man’s heart! Do you find this old mansion gloomy? For the love of Heaven, then, put your
head out of the window, and you will see as bright sunshine as you have left in Naples.”
Guasconti mechanically did as the old woman advised, but could not quite agree with her that the
Paduan sunshine was as cheerful as that of southern Italy. Such as it was, however, it fell upon a garden
beneath the window and expended its fostering influences on a variety of plants, which seemed to have
been cultivated with exceeding care.
“Does this garden belong to the house?” asked Giovanni.
“Heaven forbid, signor, unless it were fruitful of better pot herbs than any that grow there now,”
answered old Lisabetta. “No; that garden is cultivated by the own hands of Signor Giacomo Rappaccini,
the famous doctor, who, I warrant him, has been heard of as far as Naples. It is said that he distils these
plants into medicines that are as potent as a charm. Oftentimes you may see the signor doctor at work,
and perchance the signora, his daughter, too, gathering the strange flowers that grow in the garden.”
The old woman had now done what she could for the aspect of the chamber; and, commending the
young man to the protection of the saints, took her departure Giovanni still found no better occupation
than to look down into the garden beneath his window. From its appearance, he judged it to be one of
those botanic gardens which were of earlier date in Padua than elsewhere in Italy or in the world. Or, not
improbably, it might once have been the pleasure-place of an opulent family; for there was the ruin of a
marble fountain in the centre, sculptured with rare art, but so wofully shattered that it was impossible to
trace the original design from the chaos of remaining fragments. The water, however, continued to gush
and sparkle into the sunbeams as cheerfully as ever. A little gurgling sound ascended to the young man’s
window, and made him feel as if the fountain were an immortal spirit that sung its song unceasingly and
without heeding the vicissitudes around it, while one century imbodied it in marble and another scattered
the perishable garniture on the soil. All about the pool into which the water subsided grew various plants,
that seemed to require a plentiful supply of moisture for the nourishment of gigantic leaves, and in some
instances, flowers gorgeously magnificent. There was one shrub in particular, set in a marble vase in the
midst of the pool, that bore a profusion of purple blossoms, each of which had the lustre and richness
of a gem; and the whole together made a show so resplendent that it seemed enough to illuminate the
garden, even had there been no sunshine. Every portion of the soil was peopled with plants and herbs,
which, if less beautiful, still bore tokens of assiduous care, as if all had their individual virtues, known
to the scientific mind that fostered them. Some were placed in urns, rich with old carving, and others
in common garden pots; some crept serpent-like along the ground or climbed on high, using whatever
means of ascent was offered them. One plant had wreathed itself round a statue of Vertumnus, which
was thus quite veiled and shrouded in a drapery of hanging foliage, so happily arranged that it might
have served a sculptor for a study.
While Giovanni stood at the window he heard a rustling behind a screen of leaves, and became aware
that a person was at work in the garden. His figure soon emerged into view, and showed itself to be
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that of no common laborer, but a tall, emaciated, sallow, and sickly-looking man, dressed in a scholar’s
garb of black. He was beyond the middle term of life, with gray hair, a thin, gray beard, and a face
singularly marked with intellect and cultivation, but which could never, even in his more youthful days,
have expressed much warmth of heart.
Nothing could exceed the intentness with which this scientific gardener examined every shrub which
grew in his path: it seemed as if he was looking into their inmost nature, making observations in regard
to their creative essence, and discovering why one leaf grew in this shape and another in that, and
wherefore such and such flowers differed among themselves in hue and perfume. Nevertheless, in spite
of this deep intelligence on his part, there was no approach to intimacy between himself and these
vegetable existences. On the contrary, he avoided their actual touch or the direct inhaling of their odors
with a caution that impressed Giovanni most disagreeably; for the man’s demeanor was that of one
walking among malignant influences, such as savage beasts, or deadly snakes, or evil spirits, which,
should he allow them one moment of license, would wreak upon him some terrible fatality. It was
strangely frightful to the young man’s imagination to see this air of insecurity in a person cultivating a
garden, that most simple and innocent of human toils, and which had been alike the joy and labor of the
unfallen parents of the race. Was this garden, then, the Eden of the present world? And this man, with
such a perception of harm in what his own hands caused to grow,—was he the Adam?
The distrustful gardener, while plucking away the dead leaves or pruning the too luxuriant growth of
the shrubs, defended his hands with a pair of thick gloves. Nor were these his only armor. When, in his
walk through the garden, he came to the magnificent plant that hung its purple gems beside the marble
fountain, he placed a kind of mask over his mouth and nostrils, as if all this beauty did but conceal
a deadlier malice; but, finding his task still too dangerous, he drew back, removed the mask, and

called loudly, but in the infirm voice of a person affected with inward disease, “Beatrice!
Beatrice!”
“Here am I, my father. What would you?” cried a rich and youthful voice from the
window of the opposite house—a voice as rich as a tropical sunset, and which made
Giovanni, though he knew not why, think of deep hues of purple or crimson and of
perfumes heavily delectable. “Are you in the garden?”
“Yes, Beatrice,” answered the gardener, “and I need your help.”
Soon there emerged from under a sculptured portal the figure of a young girl, arrayed
with as much richness of taste as the most splendid of the flowers, beautiful as the day,
and with a bloom so deep and vivid that one shade more would have been too much. She
looked redundant with life, health, and energy; all of which attributes were bound down
and compressed, as it were and girdled tensely, in their luxuriance, by her virgin zone. Yet
Giovanni’s fancy must have grown morbid while he looked down into the garden; for the
impression which the fair stranger made upon him was as if here were another flower, the
human sister of those vegetable ones, as beautiful as they, more beautiful than the richest
of them, but still to be touched only with a glove, nor to be approached without a mask.
As Beatrice came down the garden path, it was observable that she handled and inhaled
the odor of several of the plants which her father had most sedulously avoided.
“Here, Beatrice,” said the latter, “see how many needful offices require to be done to our chief treasure.
Yet, shattered as I am, my life might pay the penalty of approaching it so closely as circumstances
demand. Henceforth, I fear, this plant must be consigned to your sole charge.”
“And gladly will I undertake it,” cried again the rich tones of the young lady, as she bent towards
the magnificent plant and opened her arms as if to embrace it. “Yes, my sister, my splendour, it shall be
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Beatrice’s task to nurse and serve thee; and thou shalt reward her with thy kisses and perfumed breath,
which to her is as the breath of life.”
Then, with all the tenderness in her manner that was so strikingly expressed in her words, she busied
herself with such attentions as the plant seemed to require; and Giovanni, at his lofty window, rubbed
his eyes and almost doubted whether it were a girl tending her favorite flower, or one sister performing
the duties of affection to another. The scene soon terminated. Whether Dr. Rappaccini had finished his
labors in the garden, or that his watchful eye had caught the stranger’s face, he now took his daughter’s
arm and retired. Night was already closing in; oppressive exhalations seemed to proceed from the plants
and steal upward past the open window; and Giovanni, closing the lattice, went to his couch and dreamed
of a rich flower and beautiful girl. Flower and maiden were different, and yet the same, and fraught with
some strange peril in either shape.
But there is an influence in the light of morning that tends to rectify whatever errors of fancy, or
even of judgment, we may have incurred during the sun’s decline, or among the shadows of the night,
or in the less wholesome glow of moonshine. Giovanni’s first movement, on starting from sleep, was
to throw open the window and gaze down into the garden which his dreams had made so

fertile of mysteries. He was surprised and a little ashamed to find how real and matterof-fact an affair it proved to be, in the first rays of the sun which gilded the dew-drops
that hung upon leaf and blossom, and, while giving a brighter beauty to each rare flower,
brought everything within the limits of ordinary experience. The young man rejoiced that,
in the heart of the barren city, he had the privilege of overlooking this spot of lovely
and luxuriant vegetation. It would serve, he said to himself, as a symbolic language to
keep him in communion with Nature. Neither the sickly and thoughtworn Dr. Giacomo
Rappaccini, it is true, nor his brilliant daughter, were now visible; so that Giovanni could
not determine how much of the singularity which he attributed to both was due to their
own qualities and how much to his wonder-working fancy; but he was inclined to take a
most rational view of the whole matter.
In the course of the day he paid his respects to Signor Pietro Baglioni, professor of medicine in the
university, a physician of eminent repute to whom Giovanni had brought a letter of introduction. The
professor was an elderly personage, apparently of genial nature, and habits that might almost be called
jovial. He kept the young man to dinner, and made himself very agreeable by the freedom and liveliness
of his conversation, especially when warmed by a flask or two of Tuscan wine. Giovanni, conceiving
that men of science, inhabitants of the same city, must needs be on familiar terms with one another, took
an opportunity to mention the name of Dr. Rappaccini. But the professor did not respond with so much
cordiality as he had anticipated.
“Ill would it become a teacher of the divine art of medicine,” said Professor Pietro Baglioni, in answer
to a question of Giovanni, “to withhold due and well- considered praise of a physician so eminently
skilled as Rappaccini; but, on the other hand, I should answer it but scantily to my conscience were I to
permit a worthy youth like yourself, Signor Giovanni, the son of an ancient friend, to imbibe erroneous
ideas respecting a man who might hereafter chance to hold your life and death in his hands. The truth
is, our worshipful Dr. Rappaccini has as much science as any member of the faculty—with perhaps
one single exception—in Padua, or all Italy; but there are certain grave objections to his professional
character.”
“And what are they?” asked the young man.
“Has my friend Giovanni any disease of body or heart, that he is so inquisitive about physicians?”
said the professor, with a smile. “But as for Rappaccini, it is said of him—and I, who know the man
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well, can answer for its truth—that he cares infinitely more for science than for mankind. His patients
are interesting to him only as subjects for some new experiment. He would sacrifice human life, his own
among the rest, or whatever else was dearest to him, for the sake of adding so much as a grain of mustard
seed to the great heap of his accumulated knowledge.”
“Methinks he is an awful man indeed,” remarked Guasconti, mentally recalling the cold and purely
intellectual aspect of Rappaccini. “And yet, worshipful professor, is it not a noble spirit? Are there many
men capable of so spiritual a love of science?”

“God forbid,” answered the professor, somewhat testily; “at least, unless they take sounder views of the
healing art than those adopted by Rappaccini. It is his theory that all medicinal virtues are comprised
within those substances which we term vegetable poisons. These he cultivates with his own hands, and
is said even to have produced new varieties of poison, more horribly deleterious than Nature, without
the assistance of this learned person, would ever have plagued the world withal. That the signor doctor
does less mischief than might be expected with such dangerous substances is undeniable. Now and
then, it must be owned, he has effected, or seemed to effect, a marvellous cure; but, to tell you my
private mind, Signor Giovanni, he should receive little credit for such instances of success,—they being
probably the work of chance, —but should be held strictly accountable for his failures, which may justly
be considered his own work.”
The youth might have taken Baglioni’s opinions with many grains of allowance had he known that
there was a professional warfare of long continuance between him and Dr. Rappaccini, in which the
latter was generally thought to have gained the advantage. If the reader be inclined to judge for himself,
we refer him to certain black-letter tracts on both sides, preserved in the medical department of the
University of Padua.
“I know not, most learned professor,” returned Giovanni, after musing on what had been said of
Rappaccini’s exclusive zeal for science,—”I know not how dearly this physician may love his art; but
surely there is one object more dear to him. He has a daughter.”
“Aha!” cried the professor, with a laugh. “So now our friend Giovanni’s secret is out. You have heard
of this daughter, whom all the young men in Padua are wild about, though not half a dozen have ever h
ad the good hap to see her face. I know little of the Signora Beatrice save that Rappaccini is said to have
instructed her deeply in his science, and that, young and beautiful as fame reports her, she is already
qualified to fill a professor’s chair. Perchance her father destines her for mine! Other absurd rumors there
be, not worth talking about or listening to. So now, Signor Giovanni, drink off your glass of lachryma.”
Guasconti returned to his lodgings somewhat heated with the wine he had quaffed, and which caused
his brain to swim with strange fantasies in reference to Dr. Rappaccini and the beautiful Beatrice. On his
way, happening to pass by a florist’s, he bought a fresh bouquet of flowers.
Ascending to his chamber, he seated himself near the window, but within the shadow thrown by
the depth of the wall, so that he could look down into the garden with little risk of being discovered.
All beneath his eye was a solitude. The strange plants were basking in the sunshine, and now and then
nodding gently to one another, as if in acknowledgment of sympathy and kindred. In the midst, by the
shattered fountain, grew the magnificent shrub, with its purple gems clustering all over it; they glowed
in the air, and gleamed back again out of the depths of the pool, which thus seemed to overflow with
colored radiance from the rich reflection that was steeped in it. At first, as we have said, the garden was
a solitude. Soon, however,—as Giovanni had half hoped, half feared, would be the case,—a

figure appeared beneath the antique sculptured portal, and came down between the rows
of plants, inhaling their various perfumes as if she were one of those beings of old classic
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fable that lived upon sweet odors. On again beholding Beatrice, the young man was even
startled to perceive how much her beauty exceeded his recollection of it; so brilliant, so
vivid, was its character, that she glowed amid the sunlight, and, as Giovanni whispered to
himself, positively illuminated the more shadowy intervals of the garden path. Her face
being now more revealed than on the former occasion, he was struck by its expression
of simplicity and sweetness,—qualities that had not entered into his idea of her character,
and which made him ask anew what manner of mortal she might be. Nor did he fail again
to observe, or imagine, an analogy between the beautiful girl and the gorgeous shrub that
hung its gemlike flowers over the fountain,—a resemblance which Beatrice seemed to
have indulged a fantastic humor in heightening, both by the arrangement of her dress and
the selection of its hues.
Approaching the shrub, she threw open her arms, as with a passionate ardor, and drew its branches into
an intimate embrace—so intimate that her features were hidden in its leafy bosom and her glistening
ringlets all intermingled with the flowers. “Give me thy breath, my sister,” exclaimed Beatrice; “for I am
faint with common air. And give me this flower of thine, which I separate with gentlest fingers from the
stem and place it close beside my heart.”
With these words the beautiful daughter of Rappaccini plucked one of the richest blossoms of the
shrub, and was about to fasten it in her bosom. But now, unless Giovanni’s draughts of wine had
bewildered his senses, a singular incident occurred. A small orange-colored reptile, of the lizard or
chameleon species, chanced to be creeping along the path, just at the feet of Beatrice. It appeared
to Giovanni,—but, at the distance from which he gazed, he could scarcely have seen anything so
minute,—it appeared to him, however, that a drop or two of moisture from the broken stem of the
flower descended upon the lizard’s head. For an instant the reptile contorted itself violently, and then lay
motionless in the sunshine. Beatrice observed this remarkable phenomenon and crossed herself, sadly,
but without surprise; nor did she therefore hesitate to arrange the fatal flower in her bosom. There it
blushed, and almost glimmered with the dazzling effect of a precious stone, adding to her dress and
aspect the one appropriate charm which nothing else in the world could have supplied. But Giovanni,
out of the shadow of his window, bent forward and shrank back, and murmured and trembled.
“Am I awake? Have I my senses?” said he to himself. “What is this being? Beautiful shall I call her,
or inexpressibly terrible?”
Beatrice now strayed carelessly through the garden, approaching closer beneath Giovanni’s window,
so that he was compelled to thrust his head quite out of its concealment in order to gratify the intense and
painful curiosity which she excited. At this moment there came a beautiful insect over the garden wall;
it had, perhaps, wandered through the city, and found no flowers or verdure among those

antique haunts of men until the heavy perfumes of Dr. Rappaccini’s shrubs had lured it
from afar. Without alighting on the flowers, this winged brightness seemed to be attracted
by Beatrice, and lingered in the air and fluttered about her head. Now, here it could not
be but that Giovanni Guasconti’s eyes deceived him. Be that as it might, he fancied that,
while Beatrice was gazing at the insect with childish delight, it grew faint and fell at
her feet; its bright wings shivered; it was dead— from no cause that he could discern,
unless it were the atmosphere of her breath. Agai n Beatrice crossed herself and sighed
heavily as she bent over the dead insect. An impulsive movement of Giovanni drew her
eyes to the window. There she beheld the beautiful head of the young man—rather a
Grecian than an Italian head, with fair, regular features, and a glistening of gold among his
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ringlets—gazing down upon her like a being that hovered in mid air. Scarcely knowing
what he did,
Giovanni threw down the bouquet which he had hitherto held in his hand. “Signora,” said he, “there are
pure and healthful flowers. Wear them for the sake of Giovanni Guasconti.”
“Thanks, signor,” replied Beatrice, with her rich voice, that came forth as it were like a gush of music,
and with a mirthful expression half childish and half woman-like. “I accept your gift, and would fain
recompense it with this precious purple flower; but if I toss it into the air it will not reach you. So Signor
Guasconti must even content himself with my thanks.”
She lifted the bouquet from the ground, and then, as if inwardly ashamed
at having stepped aside
from her maidenly reserve to respond to a stranger’s greeting, passed swiftly homeward through the
garden. But few as the moments were, it seemed to Giovanni, when she was on the point of vanishing
beneath the sculptured portal, that his beautiful bouquet was already beginning to wither in her grasp. It
was an idle thought; there could be no possibility of distinguishing a faded flower from a fresh one at so
great a distance.
For many days after this incident the young man avoided the window that looked into Dr. Rappaccini’s
garden, as if something ugly and monstrous would have blasted his eyesight had he been betrayed
into a glance. He felt conscious of having put himself, to a certain extent, within the influence of an
unintelligible power by the communication which he had opened with Beatrice. The wisest course would
have been, if his heart were in any real danger, to quit his lodgings and Padua itself at once; the next
wiser, to have accustomed himself, as far as possible, to the familiar and daylight view of Beatrice—thus
bringing her rigidly and systematically within the limits of ordinary experience. Least of all, while
avoiding her sight, ought Giovanni to have remained so near this extraordinary being that the proximity
and possibility even of intercourse should give a kind of substance and reality to the wild vagaries which
his imagination ran riot continually in producing. Guasconti had not a deep heart—or, at all events, its
depths were not sounded now; but he had a quick fancy, and an ardent southern temperament, which
rose every instant to a higher fever pitch. Whether or no Beatrice possessed those terrible attributes, that

fatal breath, the affinity with those so beautiful and deadly flowers which were indicated
by what Giovanni had witnessed, she had at least instilled a fierce and subtle poison into
his system. It was not love, although her rich beauty was a madness to him; nor horror,
even while he fancied her spirit to be imbued with the same baneful essence that seemed
to pervade her physical frame; but a wild offspring of both love and horror that had each
parent in it, and burned like one and shivered like the other. Giovanni knew not what to
dread; still less did he know what to hope; yet hope and dread kept a continual warfare in
his breast, alternately vanquishing one another and starting up afresh to renew the contest.
Blessed are all simple emotions, be they dark or bright! It is the lurid intermixture of the
two that produces the illuminating blaze of the infernal regions.
Sometimes he endeavored to assuage the fever of his spirit by a rapid walk through the
streets of Padua or beyond its gates: his footsteps kept time with the throbbings of his
brain, so that the walk was apt to accelerate itself to a race. One day he found himself
arrested; his arm was seized by a portly personage, who had turned back on recognizing
the young man and expended much breath in overtaking him.
“Signor Giovanni! Stay, my young friend!” cried he. “Have you forgotten me? That
might well be the case if I were as much altered as yourself.”
It was Baglioni, whom Giovanni had avoided ever since their first meeting, from a
doubt that the professor’s sagacity would look too deeply into his secrets. Endeavoring to
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recover himself, he stared forth wildly from his inner world into the outer one and spoke
like a man in a dream.
“Yes; I am Giovanni Guasconti. You are Professor Pietro Baglioni. Now let me pass!”
“Not yet, not yet, Signor Giovanni Guasconti,” said the professor, smiling, but at the
same time scrutinizing the youth with an earnest glance. “What! did I grow up side by
side with your father? and shall his son pass me like a stranger in these old streets of
Padua? Stand still, Signor Giovanni; for we must have a word or two before we part.”
“Speedily, then, most worshipful professor, speedily,” said Giovanni, with feverish
impatience. “Does not your worship see that I am in haste?”
Now, while he was speaking there came a man in black along the street, stooping and
moving feebly like a person in inferior health. His face was all overspread with a most
sickly and sallow hue, but yet so pervaded with an expression of piercing and active
intellect that an observer might easily have overlooked the merely physical attributes and
have seen only this wonderful energy. As he passed, this person exchanged a cold and
distant salutation with Baglioni, but fixed his eyes upon Giovanni with an intentness that
seemed to bring out whatever was within him worthy of notice. Nevertheless, there was
a peculiar quietness in the look, as if taking merely a speculative, not a human interest, in
the young man.
“It is Dr. Rappaccini!” whispered the professor when the stranger had passed. “Has he ever seen your
face before?”

“Not that I know,” answered Giovanni, starting at the name.
“He HAS seen you! he must have seen you!” said Baglioni, hastily. “For some purpose or other, this
man of science is making a study of you. I know that look of his! It is the same that coldly illuminates
his face as he bends over a bird, a mouse, or a butterfly, which, in pursuance of some experiment, he has
killed by the perfume of a flower; a look as deep as Nature itself, but without Nature’s warmth of love.
Signor Giovanni, I will stake my life upon it, you are the subject of one of Rappaccini’s experiments!”
“Will you make a fool of me?” cried Giovanni, passionately. “THAT, signor professor, were an
untoward experiment.”
“Patience! patience!” replied the imperturbable professor. “I tell thee, my poor Giovanni, that
Rappaccini has a scientific interest in thee. Thou hast fallen into fearful hands! And the Signora
Beatrice,—what part does she act in this mystery?” But Guasconti, finding Baglioni’s pertinacity
intolerable, here broke away, and was gone before the professor could again seize his arm. He looked
after the young man intently and shook his head.
“This must not be,” said Baglioni to himself. “The youth is the son of my old friend, and shall
not come to any harm from which the arcana of medical science can preserve him. Besides, it is too
insufferable an impertinence in Rappaccini, thus to snatch the lad out of my own hands, as I may say,
and make use of him for his infernal experiments. This daughter of his! It shall be looked to. Perchance,
most learned Rappaccini, I may foil you where you little dream of it!”
Meanwhile Giovanni had pursued a circuitous route, and at length found himself at the door of his
lodgings. As he crossed the threshold he was met by old Lisabetta, who smirked and smiled, and
was evidently desirous to attract his attention; vainly, however, as the ebullition of his feelings had
momentarily subsided into a cold and dull vacuity. He turned his eyes full upon the withered face that
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was puckering itself into a smile, but seemed to behold it not. The old dame, therefore, laid her grasp
upon his cloak.
“Signor! signor!” whispered she, still with a smile over the whole breadth of her visage, so that it
looked not unlike a grotesque carving in wood, darkened by centuries. “Listen, signor! There is a private
entrance into the garden!”
“What do you say?” exclaimed Giovanni, turning quickly about, as if an inanimate thing should start
into feverish life. “A private entrance into Dr. Rappaccini’s garden?”
“Hush! hush! not so loud!” whispered Lisabetta, putting her hand over his mouth. “Yes; into the
worshipful doctor’s garden, where you may see all his fine shrubbery. Many a young man in Padua
would give gold to be admitted among those flowers.”
Giovanni put a piece of gold into her hand. “Show me the way,” said he.
A surmise, probably excited by his conversation with Baglioni, crossed his mind, that this
interposition of old Lisabetta might perchance be connected with the intrigue, whatever were its

nature, in which the professor seemed to suppose that Dr. Rappaccini was involving him.
But such a suspicion, though it disturbed Giovanni, was inadequate to restrain him. The
instant that he was aware of the possibility of approaching Beatrice, it seemed an absolute
necessity of his existence to do so. It mattered not whether she were angel or demon; he
was irrevocably within her sphere, and must obey the law that whirled him onward, in
ever- lessening circles, towards a result which he did not attempt to foreshadow; and yet,
strange to say, there came across him a sudden doubt whether this intense interest on his
part were not delusory; whether it were really of so deep and positive a nature as to justify
him in now thrusting himself into an incalculable position; whether it were not merely the
fantasy of a young man’s brain, only slightly or not at all connected with his heart.
He paused, hesitated, turned half about, but again went on. His withered guide led him along several
obscure passages, and finally undid a door, through which, as it was opened, there came the sight and
sound of rustling leaves, with the broken sunshine glimmering among them. Giovanni stepped forth, and,
forcing himself through the entanglement of a shrub that wreathed its tendrils over the hidden entrance,
stood beneath his own window in the open area of Dr. Rappaccini’s garden.
How often is it the case that, when impossibilities have come to pass and dreams have condensed their
misty substance into tangible realities, we find ourselves calm, and even coldly self-possessed, amid
circumstances which it would have been a delirium of joy or agony to anticipate! Fate delights to thwart
us thus. Passion will choose his own time to rush upon the scene, and lingers sluggishly behind when an
appropriate adjustment of events would seem to summon his appearance. So was it now with Giovanni.
Day after day his pulses had throbbed with feverish blood at the improbable idea of an interview with
Beatrice, and of standing with her, face to face, in this very garden, basking in the Oriental sunshine
of her beauty, and snatching from her full gaze the mystery which he deemed the riddle of his own
existence. But now there was a singular and untimely equanimity within his breast. He threw a glance
around the garden to discover if Beatrice or her father were present, and, perceiving that he was alone,
began a critical observation of the plants.
The aspect of one and all of them dissatisfied him; their gorgeousness seemed fierce, passionate, and
even unnatural. There was hardly an individual shrub which a wanderer, straying by himself through
a forest, would not have been startled to find growing wild, as if an unearthly face had glared at him
out of the thicket. Several also would have shocked a delicate instinct by an appearance of artificialness
indicating that there had been such commixture, and, as it were, adultery, of various vegetable species,
that the production was no longer of God’s making, but the monstrous offspring of man’s depraved
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fancy, glowing with only an evil mockery of beauty. They were probably the result of experiment,
which in one or two cases had succeeded in mingling plants individually lovely into a compound
possessing the questionable and ominous character that distinguished the whole growth of the

garden. In fine, Giovanni recognized but two or three plants in the collection, and those of
a kind that he well knew to be poisonous. While busy with these contemplations he heard
the rustling of a silken garment, and, turning, beheld Beatrice emerging from beneath the
sculptured portal.
Giovanni had not considered with himself what should be his deportment; whether he should apologize
for his intrusion into the garden, or assume that he was there with the privity at least, if not by the desire,
of Dr. Rappaccini or his daughter; but Beatrice’s manner placed him at his ease, though leaving him still
in doubt by what agency he had gained admittance. She came lightly along the path and met him near
the broken fountain. There was surprise in her face, but brightened by a simple and kind expression of
pleasure.
“You are a connoisseur in flowers, signor,” said Beatrice, with a smile, alluding to the bouquet which
he had flung her from the window. “It is no marvel, therefore, if the sight of my father’s rare collection
has tempted you to take a nearer view. If he were here, he could tell you many strange and interesting
facts as to the nature and habits of these shrubs; for he has spent a lifetime in such studies, and this
garden is his world.”
“And yourself, lady,” observed Giovanni, “if fame says true,—you likewise are deeply skilled in
the virtues indicated by these rich blossoms and these spicy perfumes. Would you deign to be my
instructress, I should prove an apter scholar than if taught by Signor Rappaccini himself.”
“Are there such idle rumors?” asked Beatrice, with the music of a pleasant laugh. “Do people say
that I am skilled in my father’s science of plants? What a jest is there! No; though I have grown up
among these flowers, I know no more of them than their hues and perfume; and sometimes methinks
I would fain rid myself of even that small knowledge. There are many flowers here, and those not the
least brilliant, that shock and offend me when they meet my eye. But pray, signor, do not believe these
stories about my science. Believe nothing of me save what you see with your own eyes.”
“And must I believe all that I have seen with my own eyes?” asked Giovanni, pointedly, while the
recollection of former scenes made him shrink. “No, signora; you demand too little of me. Bid me
believe nothing save what comes from your own lips.”
It would appear that Beatrice understood him. There came a deep flush to her cheek; but she looked
full into Giovanni’s eyes, and responded to his gaze of uneasy suspicion with a queenlike haughtiness.
“I do so bid you, signor,” she replied. “Forget whatever you may have fancied in regard to me. If true
to the outward senses, still it may be false in its essence; but the words of Beatrice Rappaccini’s lips are
true from the depths of the heart outward. Those you may believe.”
A fervor glowed in her whole aspect and beamed upon Giovanni’s consciousness like the light of
truth itself; but while she spoke there was a fragrance in the atmosphere around her, rich and delightful,
though evanescent, yet which the young man, from an indefinable reluctance, scarcely dared

to draw into his lungs. It might be the odor of the flowers. Could it be Beatrice’s breath
which thus embalmed her words with a strange richness, as if by steeping them in her
heart? A faintness passed like a shadow over Giovanni and flitted away; he seemed to
gaze through the beautiful girl’s eyes into her transparent soul, and felt no more doubt or
fear.
The tinge of passion that had colored Beat rice’s manner vanished; she became gay, and appeared to
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derive a pure delight from her communion with the youth not unlike what the maiden of a lonely island
might have felt conversing with a voyager from the civilized world. Evidently her experience of life had
been confined within the limits of that garden. She talked now about matters as simple as the daylight
or summer clouds, and now asked questions in reference to the city, or Giovanni’s distant home, his
friends, his mother, and his sisters—questions indicating such seclusion, and such lack of familiarity
with modes and forms, that Giovanni responded as if to an infant. Her spirit gushed out before him like
a fresh rill that was just catching its first glimpse of the sunlight and wondering at the reflections of earth
and sky which were flung into its bosom. There came thoughts, too, from a deep source, and fantasies
of a gemlike brilliancy, as if diamonds and rubies sparkled upward among the bubbles of the fountain.
Ever and anon there gleamed across the young man’s mind a sense of wonder that he should be walking
side by side with the being who had so wrought upon his imagination, whom he had idealized in such
hues of terror, in whom he had positively witnessed such manifestations of dreadful attributes,—that he
should be conversing with Beatrice like a brother, and should find her so human and so maidenlike. But
such reflections were only momentary; the effect of her character was too real not to make itself familiar
at once.
In this free intercourse they had strayed through the garden, and now, after many turns among its
avenues, were come to the shattered fountain, beside which grew the magnificent shrub, with its treasury
of glowing blossoms. A fragrance was diffused from it which Giovanni recognized as identical with that
which he had attributed to Beatrice’s breath, but incomparably more powerful. As her eyes fell upon it,
Giovanni beheld her press her hand to her bosom as if her heart were throbbing suddenly and painfully.
“For the first time in my life,” murmured she, addressing the shrub, “I had forgotten thee.”
“I remember, signora,” said Giovanni, “that you once promised to reward me with one of these living
gems for the bouquet which I had the happy boldness to fling to your feet. Permit me now to pluck it as
a memorial of this interview.”
He made a step towards the shrub with extended hand; but Beatrice darted forward, uttering a shriek
that went through his heart like a dagger. She caught his hand and drew it back with the whole force of
her slender figure. Giovanni felt her touch thrilling through his fibres.
“Touch it not!” exclaimed she, in a voice of agony. “Not for thy life! It is fatal!” Then, hiding her face,
she fled from him and vanished beneath the sculptured portal. As Giovanni followed her with his eyes,
he beheld the emaciated figure and pale intelligence of Dr. Rappaccini, who had been watching

the scene, he knew not how long, within the shadow of the entrance.

No sooner was Guasconti alone in his chamber than the image of Beatrice came back to his passionate
musings, invested with all the witchery that had been gathering around it ever since his first glimpse
of her, and now likewise imbued with a tender warmth of girlish womanhood. She was human; her
nature was endowed with all gentle and feminine qualities; she was worthiest to be worshipped; she
was capable, surely, on her part, of the height and heroism of love. Those tokens which he had
hitherto considered as proofs of a frightful peculiarity in her physical and moral system were now
either forgotten, or, by the subtle sophistry of passion transmitted into a golden crown of enchantment,
rendering Beatrice the more admirable by so much as she was the more unique. Whatever had looked
ugly was now beautiful; or, if incapable of such a change, it stole away and hid itself among those
shapeless half ideas which throng the dim region beyond the daylight of our perfect consciousness. Thus
did he spend the night, nor fell asleep until the dawn had begun to awake the slumbering flowers in Dr.
Rappaccini’s garden, whither Giovanni’s dreams doubtless led him. Up rose the sun in his due season,
and, flinging his beams upon the young man’s eyelids, awoke him to a sense of pain. When thoroughly
aroused, he became sensible of a burning and tingling agony in his hand—in his right hand—the very
hand which Beatrice had grasped in her own when he was on the point of plucking one of the gemlike
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flowers. On the back of that hand there was now a purple print like that of four small fingers, and the
likeness of a slender thumb upon his wrist.
Oh, how stubbornly does love,—or even that cunning semblance of love which flourishes in the
imagination, but strikes no depth of root into the heart,—how stubbornly does it hold its faith until the
moment comes when it is doomed to vanish into thin mist! Giovanni wrapped a handkerchief about his
hand and wondered what evil thing had stung him, and soon forgot his pain in a reverie of Beatrice.
After the first interview, a second was in the inevitable course of what we call fate. A third; a fourth;
and a meeting with Beatrice in the garden was no longer an incident in Giovanni’s daily life, but the
whole space in which he might be said to live; for the anticipation and memory of that ecstatic hour
made up the remainder. Nor was it otherwise with the daughter of Rappaccini. She watched for the
youth’s appearance, and flew to his side with confidence as unreserved as if they had been playmates
from early infancy—as if they were such playmates still. If, by any unwonted chance, he failed to come
at the appointed moment, she stood beneath the window and sent up the rich sweetness of her tones to
float around him in his chamber and echo and reverberate throughout his heart: “Giovanni! Giovanni!
Why tarriest thou? Come down!” And down he hastened into that Eden of poisonous flowers.
But, with all this intimate familiarity, there was still a reserve in Beatrice’s demeanor, so rigidly and
invariably sustained that the idea of infringing it scarcely occurred to his imagination. By all appreciable
signs, they loved; they had looked love with eyes that conveyed the holy secret from the

depths of one soul into the depths of the other, as if it were too sacred to be whispered by
the way; they had even spoken love in those gushes of passion when their spirits darted
forth in articulated breath like tongues of long-hidden flame; and yet there had been no
seal of lips, no clasp of hands, nor any slightest caress such as love claims and hallows.
He had never touched one of the gleaming ringlets of her hair; her garment—so marked
was the physical barrier between them—had never been waved against him by a breeze.
On the few occasions when Giovanni had seemed tempted to overstep the limit, Beatrice
grew so sad, so stern, and withal wore such a look of desolate separation, shuddering at
itself, that not a spoken word was requisite to repel him. At such times he was startled at
the horrible suspicions that rose, monster-like, out of the caverns of his heart and stared
him in the face; his love grew thin and faint as the morning mist, his doubts alone had
substance. But, when Beatrice’s face brightened again after the momentary shadow, she
was transformed at once from the mysterious, questionable being whom he had watched
with so much awe and horror; she was now the beautiful and unsophisticated girl whom
he felt that his spirit knew with a certainty beyond all other knowledge.
A considerable time had now passed since Giovanni’s last meeting with Baglioni. One morning,
however, he was disagreeably surprised by a visit from the professor, whom he had scarcely thought
of for whole weeks, and would willingly have forgotten still longer. Given up as he had long been to a
pervading excitement, he could tolerate no companions except upon condition of their perfect sympathy
with his present state of feeling. Such sympathy was not to be expected from Professor Baglioni.
The visitor chatted carelessly for a few moments about the gossip of the city and the university, and
then took up another topic. “I have been reading an old classic author lately,” said he, “and met with a
story that strangely interested me. Possibly you may remember it. It is of an Indian prince, who sent a
beautiful woman as a present to Alexander the Great. She was as lovely as the dawn and gorgeous as
the sunset; but what especially distinguished her was a certain rich perfume in her breath—richer than a
garden of Persian roses. Alexander, as was natural to a youthful conqueror, fell in love at first sight with

American Literatures Prior to 1865 537

this magnificent stranger; but a certain sage physician, happening to be present, discovered a terrible
secret in regard to her.”
“And what was that?” asked Giovanni, turning his eyes downward to avoid those of the professor
“That this lovely woman,” continued Baglioni, with emphasis, “had been nourished with poisons from
her birth upward, until her whole nature was so imbued with them that she herself had become the
deadliest poison in existence. Poison was her element of life. With that rich perfume of her breath she
blasted the very air. Her love would have been poison—her embrace death. Is not this a marvellous
tale?”

“A childish fable,” answered Giovanni, nervously starting from his chair. “I marvel how
your worship finds time to read such nonsense among your graver studies.”
“By the by,” said the professor, looking uneasily about him, “what singular fragrance is this in your
apartment? Is it the perfume of your gloves? It is faint, but delicious; and yet, after all, by no means
agreeable. Were I to breathe it long, methinks it would make me ill. It is like the breath of a flower; but
I see no flowers in the chamber.”
“Nor are there any,” replied Giovanni, who had turned pale as the professor spoke; “nor, I think, is
there any fragrance except in your worship’s imagination. Odors, being a sort of element combined of
the sensual and the spiritual, are apt to deceive us in this manner. The recollection of a perfume, the bare
idea of it, may easily be mistaken for a present reality.”
“Ay; but my sober imagination does not often play such tricks,” said Baglioni; “and, were I to fancy
any kind of odor, it would be that of some vile apothecary drug, wherewith my fingers are likely enough
to be imbued. Our worshipful friend Rappaccini, as I have heard, tinctures his medicaments with odors
richer than those of Araby. Doubtless, likewise, the fair and learned Signora Beatrice would minister to
her patients with draughts as sweet as a maiden’s breath; but woe to him that sips them!”
Giovanni’s face evinced many contending emotions. The tone in which the professor alluded to the
pure and lovely daughter of Rappaccini was a torture to his soul; and yet the intimation of a view of her
character opposite to his own, gave instantaneous distinctness to a thousand dim suspicions, which now
grinned at him like so many demons. But he strove hard to quell them and to respond to Baglioni with a
true lover’s perfect faith.
“Signor professor,” said he, “you were my father’s friend; perchance, too, it is your purpose to act
a friendly part towards his son. I would fain feel nothing towards you save respect and deference; but
I pray you to observe, signor, that there is one subject on which we must not speak. You know not the
Signora Beatrice. You cannot, therefore, estimate the wrong—the blasphemy, I may even say—that is
offered to her character by a light or injurious word.”
“Giovanni! my poor Giovanni!” answered the professor, with a calm expression of pity, “I know this
wretched girl far better than yourself. You shall hear the truth in respect to the poisoner Rappaccini and
his poisonous daughter; yes, poisonous as she is beautiful. Listen; for, even should you do violence to
my gray hairs, it shall not silence me. That old fable of the Indian woman has become a truth by the deep
and deadly science of Rappaccini and in the person of the lovely Beatrice.”
Giovanni groaned and hid his face “Her father,” continued Baglioni, “was not restrained by natural
affection from offering up his child in this horrible manner as the victim of his insane zeal for science;
for, let us do him justice, he is as true a man of science as ever distilled his own heart in an alembic.
What, then, will be your fate? Beyond a doubt you are selected as the material of some new

experiment. Perhaps the result is to be death; perhaps a fate more awful still. Rappaccini,
with what he calls the interest of science before his eyes, will hesitate at nothing.”
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“It is a dream,” muttered Giovanni to himself; “surely it is a dream.”
“But,” resumed the professor, “be of good cheer, son of my friend. It is not yet too late for the rescue.
Possibly we may even succeed in bringing back this miserable child within the limits of ordinary nature,
from which her father’s madness has estranged her. Behold this little silver vase! It was wrought by the
hands of the renowned Benvenuto Cellini, and is well worthy to be a love gift to the fairest dame in
Italy. But its contents are invaluable. One little sip of this antidote would have rendered the most virulent
poisons of the Borgias innocuous. Doubt not that it will be as efficacious against those of Rappaccini.
Bestow the vase, and the precious liquid within it, on your Beatrice, and hopefully await the result.”
Baglioni laid a small, exquisitely wrought silver vial on the table and withdrew, leaving what he had said
to produce its effect upon the young man’s mind.
“We will thwart Rappaccini yet,” thought he, chuckling to himself, as he descended the stairs; “but, let
us confess the truth of him, he is a wonderful man—a wonderful man indeed; a vile empiric, however,
in his practice, and therefore not to be tolerated by those who respect the good old rules of the medical
profession.” Throughout Giovanni’s whole acquaintance with Beatrice, he had occasionally, as we have
said, been haunted by dark surmises as to her character; yet so thoroughly had she made herself felt
by him as a simple, natural, most affectionate, and guileless creature, that the image now held up by
Professor Baglioni looked as strange and incredible as if it were not in accordance with his own original
conception. True, there were ugly recollections connected with his first glimpses of the beautiful girl; he
could not quite forget the bouquet that withered in her grasp, and the insect that perished amid the sunny
air, by no ostensible agency save the fragrance of her breath. These incidents, however, dissolving in
the pure light of her character, had no longer the efficacy of facts, but were acknowledged as mistaken
fantasies, by whatever testimony of the senses they might appear to be substantiated. There is something
truer and more real than what we can see with the eyes and touch with the finger. On such better evidence
had Giovanni founded his confidence in Beatrice, though rather by the necessary force of her high
attributes than by any deep and generous faith on his part. But now his spirit was incapable of sustaining
itself at the height to which the early enthusiasm of passion had exalted it; he fell down, grovelling
among earthly doubts, and defiled therewith the pure whiteness of Beatrice’s image. Not that he gave her
up; he did but distrust. He resolved to institute some decisive test that should satisfy him, once for all,
whether there were those dreadful peculiarities in her physical nature which could not be supposed to
exist without some corresponding monstrosity of soul. His eyes, gazing down afar, might have deceived
him as to the lizard, the insect, and the flowers; but if he could witness, at the distance of a few paces,
the sudden blight of one fresh and healthful flower in Beatrice’s hand, there would be room for no

further question. With this idea he hastened to the florist’s and purchased a bouquet that
was still gemmed with the morning dew-drops.
It was now the customary hour of his daily interview with Beatrice. Before descending
into the garden, Giovanni failed not to look at his figure in the mirror,—a vanity to be
expected in a beautiful young man, yet, as displaying itself at that troubled and feverish
moment, the token of a certain shallowness of feeling and insincerity of character. He did
gaze, however, and said to himself that his features had never before possessed so rich a
grace, nor his eyes such vivacity, nor his cheeks so warm a hue of superabundant life.

“At least,” thought he, “her poison has not yet insinuated itself into my system. I am no flower to perish
in her grasp.”
With that thought he turned his eyes on the bouquet, which he had never once laid aside from his hand.
A thrill of indefinable horror shot through his frame on perceiving that those dewy flowers were already
beginning to droop; they wore the aspect of things that had been fresh and lovely yesterday. Giovanni
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grew white as marble, and stood motionless before the mirror, staring at his own reflection there as at
the likeness of something frightful. He remembered Baglioni’s remark about the fragrance that seemed
to pervade the chamber. It must have been the poison in his breath! Then he shuddered—shuddered at
himself. Recovering from his stupor, he began to watch with curious eye a spider that was busily at work
hanging its web from the antique cornice of the apartment, crossing and recrossing the artful system of
interwoven lines—as vigorous and active a spider as ever dangled from an old ceiling. Giovanni bent
towards the insect, and emitted a deep, long breath. The spider suddenly ceased its toil; the web vibrated
with a tremor originating in the body of the small artisan. Again Giovanni sent forth a breath, deeper,
longer, and imbued with a venomous feeling out of his heart: he knew not whether he were wicked, or
only desperate. The spider made a convulsive gripe with his limbs and hung dead across the window.
“Accursed! accursed!” muttered Giovanni, addressing himself. “Hast thou grown so poisonous that
this deadly insect perishes by thy breath?”
At that moment a rich, sweet voice came floating up from the garden “Giovanni! Giovanni! It is past
the hour! Why tarriest thou? Come down!” “Yes,” muttered Giovanni again. “She is the only being
whom my breath may not slay! Would that it might!”
He rushed down, and in an instant was standing before the bright and loving eyes of Beatrice. A
moment ago his wrath and despair had been so fierce that he could have desired nothing so much as
to wither her by a glance; but with her actual presence there came influences which had too real an
existence to be at once shaken off: recollections of the delicate and benign power of her feminine nature,
which had so often enveloped him in a religious calm; recollections of many a holy and passionate
outgush of her heart, when the pure fountain had been unsealed from its depths and made visible in its
transparency to his mental eye; recollections which, had Giovanni known how to estimate them, would
have assured him that all this ugly mystery was but an earthly illusion, and that, whatever

mist of evil might seem to have gathered over her, the real Beatrice was a heavenly angel.
Incapable as he was of such high faith, still her presence had not utterly lost its magic.
Giovanni’s rage was quelled into an aspect of sullen insensibility. Beatrice, with a quick
spiritual sense, immediately felt that there was a gulf of blackness between them which
neither he nor she could pass. They walked on together, sad and silent, and came thus to
the marble fountain and to its pool of water on the ground, in the midst of which grew the
shrub that bore gem-like blossoms. Giovanni was affrighted at the eager enjoyment—the
appetite, as it were—with which he found himself inhaling the fragrance of the flowers.
“Beatrice,” asked he, abruptly, “whence came this shrub?” “My father created it,” answered she, with
simplicity.
“Created it! created it!” repeated Giovanni. “What mean you, Beatrice?”
“He is a man fearfully acquainted with the secrets of Nature,” replied Beatrice; “and, at the hour when
I first drew breath, this plant sprang from the soil, the offspring of his science, of his intellect, while
I was but his earthly child. Approach it not!” continued she, observing with terror that Giovanni was
drawing nearer to the shrub. “It has qualities that you little dream of. But I, dearest Giovanni,—I grew
up and blossomed with the plant and was nourished with its breath. It was my sister, and I loved it with
a human affection; for, alas!—hast thou not suspected it?—there was an awful doom.”
Here Giovanni frowned so darkly upon her that Beatrice paused and trembled. But her faith in his
tenderness reassured her, and made her blush that she had doubted for an instant.
“There was an awful doom,” she continued, “the effect of my father’s fatal love of science, which
estranged me from all society of my kind. Until Heaven sent thee, dearest Giovanni, oh, how lonely was
thy poor Beatrice!”
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“Was it a hard doom?” asked Giovanni, fixing his eyes upon her.
“Only of late have I known how hard it was,” answered she, tenderly. “Oh, yes; but my heart was
torpid, and therefore quiet.”
Giovanni’s rage broke forth from his sullen gloom like a lightning flash out of a dark cloud.
“Accursed one!” cried he, with venomous scorn and anger. “And, finding thy solitude wearisome,
thou hast severed me likewise from all the warmth of life and enticed me into thy region of unspeakable
horror!”
“Giovanni!” exclaimed Beatrice, turning her large bright eyes upon his face. The force of his words
had not found its way into her mind; she was merely thunderstruck.
“Yes, poisonous thing!” repeated Giovanni, beside himself with passion. “Thou hast done it! Thou
hast blasted me! Thou hast filled my veins with poison! Thou hast made me as hateful, as ugly, as
loathsome and deadly a creature as thyself—a world’s wonder of hideous monstrosity! Now, if our
breath be happily as fatal to ourselves as to all others, let us join our lips in one kiss of unutterable hatred,
and so die!”

“What has befallen me?” murmured Beatrice, with a low moan out of her heart. “Holy Virgin, pity me,
a poor heart-broken child!”
“Thou,—dost thou pray?” cried Giovanni, still with the same fiendish scorn. “Thy very prayers, as
they come from thy lips, taint the atmosphere with death. Yes, yes; let us pray! Let us to church and dip
our fingers in the holy water at the portal! They that come after us will perish as by a pestilence! Let us
sign crosses in the air! It will be scattering curses abroad in the likeness of holy symbols!”
“Giovanni,” said Beatrice, calmly, for her grief was beyond passion, “why dost thou join thyself with
me thus in those terrible words? I, it is true, am the horrible thing thou namest me. But thou,—what
hast thou to do, save with one other shudder at my hideous misery to go forth out of the garden and
mingle with thy race, and forget there ever crawled on earth such a monster as poor Beatrice?” “Dost
thou pretend ignorance?” asked Giovanni, scowling upon her. “Behold! this power have I gained from
the pure daughter of Rappaccini.
There was a swarm of summer insects flitting through the air in search of the food promised by
the flower odors of the fatal garden. They circled round Giovanni’s head, and were evidently attracted
towards him by the same influence which had drawn them for an instant within the sphere of several of
the shrubs. He sent forth a breath among them, and smiled bitterly at Beatrice as at least a score of the
insects fell dead upon the ground.
“I see it! I see it!” shrieked Beatrice. “It is my father’s fatal science! No, no, Giovanni; it was not I!
Never! never! I dreamed only to love thee and be with thee a little time, and so to let thee pass away,
leaving but thine image in mine heart; for, Giovanni, believe it, though my body be nourished with
poison, my spirit is God’s creature, and craves love as its daily food. But my father,—he has united us
in this fearful sympathy. Yes; spurn me, tread upon me, kill me! Oh, what is death after such words as
thine? But it was not I. Not for a world of bliss would I have done it.”
Giovanni’s passion had exhausted itself in its outburst from his lips. There now came across him a
sense, mournful, and not without tenderness, of the intimate and peculiar relationship between Beatrice
and himself. They stood, as it were, in an utter solitude, which would be made none the less solitary
by the densest throng of human life. Ought not, then, the desert of humanity around them to press this
insulated pair closer together? If they should be cruel to one another, who was there to be kind to them?
Besides, thought Giovanni, might there not still be a hope of his returning within the limits of ordinary
nature, and leading Beatrice, the redeemed Beatrice, by the hand? O, weak, and selfish, and unworthy
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spirit, that could dream of an earthly union and earthly happiness as possible, after such deep love had
been so bitterly wronged as was Beatrice’s love by Giovanni’s blighting words! No, no; there could be
no such hope. She must pass heavily, with that broken heart, across the borders of Time—she must bathe
her hurts in some fount of paradise, and forget her grief in the light of immortality, and THERE be well.
But Giovanni did not know it. “Dear Beatrice,” said he, approaching her, while she shrank

away as always at his approach, but now with a different impulse, “dearest Beatrice,
our fate is not yet so desperate. Behold! there is a medicine, potent, as a wise physician
has assured me, and almost divine in its efficacy. It is composed of ingredients the most
opposite to those by which thy awful father has brought this calamity upon thee and me.
It is distilled of blessed herbs. Shall we not quaff it together, and thus be purified from
evil?”

“Give it me!” said Beatrice, extending her hand to receive the little silver vial which Giovanni took from
his bosom. She added, with a peculiar emphasis, “I will drink; but do thou await the result.”
She put Baglioni’s antidote to her lips; and, at the same moment, the figure of Rappaccini emerged
from the portal and came slowly towards the marble fountain. As he drew near, the pale man of science
seemed to gaze with a triumphant expression at the beautiful youth and maiden, as might an artist who
should spend his life in achieving a picture or a group of statuary and finally be satisfied with his success.
He paused; his bent form grew erect with conscious power; he spread out his hands over them in the
attitude of a father imploring a blessing upon his children; but those were the same hands that had thrown
poison into the stream of their lives. Giovanni trembled. Beatrice shuddered nervously, and pressed her
hand upon her heart.
“My daughter,” said Rappaccini, “thou art no longer lonely in the world. Pluck one of those precious
gems from thy sister shrub and bid thy bridegroom wear it in his bosom. It will not harm him now. My
science and the sympathy between thee and him have so wrought within his system that he now stands
apart from common men, as thou dost, daughter of my pride and triumph, from ordinary women. Pass
on, then, through the world, most dear to one another and dreadful to all besides!” “My father,” said
Beatrice, feebly,—and still as she spoke she kept her hand upon her heart,—”wherefore didst thou inflict
this miserable doom upon thy child?” “Miserable!” exclaimed Rappaccini. “What mean you, foolish
girl? Dost thou deem it misery to be endowed with marvellous gifts against which no power nor strength
could avail an enemy—misery, to be able to quell the mightiest with a breath—misery, to be as terrible
as thou art beautiful? Wouldst thou, then, have preferred the condition of a weak woman, exposed to all
evil and capable of none?” “I would fain have been loved, not feared,” murmured Beatrice, sinking down
upon the ground. “But now it matters not. I am going, father, where the evil which thou hast striven to
mingle with my being will pass away like a dream-like the fragrance of these poisonous flowers, which
will no longer taint my breath among the flowers of Eden. Farewell, Giovanni! Thy words of hatred are
like lead within my heart; but they, too, will fall away as I ascend. Oh, was there not, from the first, more
poison in thy nature than in mine?”
To Beatrice,—so radically had her earthly part been wrought upon by Rappaccini’s skill,—as poison
had been life, so the powerful antidote was death; and thus the poor victim of man’s ingenuity and of
thwarted nature, and of the fatality that attends all such efforts of perverted wisdom, perished

there, at the feet of her father and Giovanni. Just at that moment Professor Pietro Baglioni
looked forth from the window, and called loudly, in a tone of triumph mixed with horror,
to the thunderstricken man of science,”Rappaccini! Rappaccini! and is THIS the upshot
of your experiment!”
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114.
From The Blithedale Romance (1852), Chapter II: Blithedale
Nathaniel Hawthorne

NATHANIEL HAWTHORNE
There can hardly remain for me (who am really getting to be a frosty bachelor, with another white
hair, every week or so, in my mustache), there can hardly flicker up again so cheery a blaze upon the
hearth, as that which I remember, the next day, at Blithedale. It was a wood fire, in the parlor of an old
farmhouse, on an April afternoon, but with the fitful gusts of a wintry snowstorm roaring in the chimney.
Vividly does that fireside re-create itself, as I rake away the ashes from the embers in my memory, and
blow them up with a sigh, for lack of more inspiring breath. Vividly for an instant, but anon, with the
dimmest gleam, and with just as little fervency for my heart as for my finger-ends! The staunch oaken
logs were long ago burnt out. Their genial glow must be represented, if at all, by the merest phosphoric
glimmer, like that which exudes, rather than shines, from damp fragments of decayed trees, deluding the
benighted wanderer through a forest. Around such chill mockery of a fire some few of us might sit on the
withered leaves, spreading out each a palm towards the imaginary warmth, and talk over our exploded
scheme for beginning the life of Paradise anew.
Paradise, indeed! Nobody else in the world, I am bold to affirm–nobody, at least, in our bleak little
world of New England,–had dreamed of Paradise that day except as the pole suggests the tropic. Nor,
with such materials as were at hand, could the most skilful architect have constructed any better imitation
of Eve’s bower than might be seen in the snow hut of an Esquimaux. But we made a summer of it, in
spite of the wild drifts.
It was an April day, as already hinted, and well towards the middle of the month. When morning
dawned upon me, in town, its temperature was mild enough to be pronounced even balmy, by a lodger,
like myself, in one of the midmost houses of a brick block,–each house partaking of the warmth of all the
rest, besides the sultriness of its individual furnace–heat. But towards noon there had come snow, driven
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along the street by a northeasterly blast, and whitening the roofs and sidewalks with a business-like
perseverance that would have done credit to our severest January tempest. It set about its task apparently
as much in earnest as if it had been guaranteed from a thaw for months to come. The greater, surely,
was my heroism, when, puffing out a final whiff of cigar-smoke, I quitted my cosey pair of bachelorrooms,–with a good fire burning in the grate, and a closet right at hand, where there was still a bottle
or two in the champagne basket and a residuum of claret in a box,–quitted, I say, these comfortable
quarters, and plunged into the heart of the pitiless snowstorm, in quest of a better life.
The better life! Possibly, it would hardly look so now; it is enough if it looked so then. The greatest
obstacle to being heroic is the doubt whether one may not be going to prove one’s self a fool; the truest
heroism is to resist the doubt; and the profoundest wisdom to know when it ought to be resisted, and
when to be obeyed.
Yet, after all, let us acknowledge it wiser, if not more sagacious, to follow out one’s daydream to
its natural consummation, although, if the vision have been worth the having, it is certain never to be
consummated otherwise than by a failure. And what of that? Its airiest fragments, impalpable as they
may be, will possess a value that lurks not in the most ponderous realities of any practicable scheme.
They are not the rubbish of the mind. Whatever else I may repent of, therefore, let it be reckoned neither
among my sins nor follies that I once had faith and force enough to form generous hopes of the world’s
destiny–yes!–and to do what in me lay for their accomplishment; even to the extent of quitting a warm
fireside, flinging away a freshly lighted cigar, and travelling far beyond the strike of city clocks, through
a drifting snowstorm.
There were four of us who rode together through the storm; and Hollingsworth, who had agreed to be
of the number, was accidentally delayed, and set forth at a later hour alone. As we threaded the streets,
I remember how the buildings on either side seemed to press too closely upon us, insomuch that our
mighty hearts found barely room enough to throb between them. The snowfall, too, looked inexpressibly
dreary (I had almost called it dingy), coming down through an atmosphere of city smoke, and alighting
on the sidewalk only to be moulded into the impress of somebody’s patched boot or overshoe. Thus the
track of an old conventionalism was visible on what was freshest from the sky. But when we left the
pavements, and our muffled hoof-tramps beat upon a desolate extent of country road, and were effaced
by the unfettered blast as soon as stamped, then there was better air to breathe. Air that had not been
breathed once and again! air that had not been spoken into words of falsehood, formality, and error, like
all the air of the dusky city!
“How pleasant it is!” remarked I, while the snowflakes flew into my mouth the moment it was opened.
“How very mild and balmy is this country air!”
“Ah, Coverdale, don’t laugh at what little enthusiasm you have left!” said one of my companions. “I
maintain that this nitrous atmosphere is really exhilarating; and, at any rate, we can never call ourselves
regenerated men till a February northeaster shall be as grateful to us as the softest breeze of June!”
So we all of us took courage, riding fleetly and merrily along, by stone fences that were half buried in
the wave-like drifts; and through patches of woodland, where the tree-trunks opposed a snow-incrusted
side towards the northeast; and within ken of deserted villas, with no footprints in their avenues; and
passed scattered dwellings, whence puffed the smoke of country fires, strongly impregnated with the
pungent aroma of burning peat. Sometimes, encountering a traveller, we shouted a friendly greeting; and
he, unmuffling his ears to the bluster and the snow-spray, and listening eagerly, appeared to think our
courtesy worth less than the trouble which it cost him. The churl! He understood the shrill whistle of
the blast, but had no intelligence for our blithe tones of brotherhood. This lack of faith in our cordial
sympathy, on the traveller’s part, was one among the innumerable tokens how difficult a task we had in
hand for the reformation of the world. We rode on, however, with still unflagging spirits, and made such
good companionship with the tempest that, at our journey’s end, we professed ourselves almost loath to
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bid the rude blusterer good-by. But, to own the truth, I was little better than an icicle, and began to be
suspicious that I had caught a fearful cold.
And now we were seated by the brisk fireside of the old farmhouse, the same fire that glimmers so
faintly among my reminiscences at the beginning of this chapter. There we sat, with the snow melting
out of our hair and beards, and our faces all ablaze, what with the past inclemency and present warmth.
It was, indeed, a right good fire that we found awaiting us, built up of great, rough logs, and knotty
limbs, and splintered fragments of an oak-tree, such as farmers are wont to keep for their own hearths,
since these crooked and unmanageable boughs could never be measured into merchantable cords for the
market. A family of the old Pilgrims might have swung their kettle over precisely such a fire as this,
only, no doubt, a bigger one; and, contrasting it with my coal-grate, I felt so much the more that we had
transported ourselves a world-wide distance from the system of society that shackled us at breakfasttime.
Good, comfortable Mrs. Foster (the wife of stout Silas Foster, who was to manage the farm at a fair
stipend, and be our tutor in the art of husbandry) bade us a hearty welcome. At her back–a back of
generous breadth–appeared two young women, smiling most hospitably, but looking rather awkward
withal, as not well knowing what was to be their position in our new arrangement of the world. We
shook hands affectionately all round, and congratulated ourselves that the blessed state of brotherhood
and sisterhood, at which we aimed, might fairly be dated from this moment. Our greetings were hardly
concluded when the door opened, and Zenobia–whom I had never before seen, important as was her
place in our enterprise–Zenobia entered the parlor.
This (as the reader, if at all acquainted with our literary biography, need scarcely be told) was not
her real name. She had assumed it, in the first instance, as her magazine signature; and, as it accorded
well with something imperial which her friends attributed to this lady’s figure and deportment, they halflaughingly adopted it in their familiar intercourse with her. She took the appellation in good part, and
even encouraged its constant use; which, in fact, was thus far appropriate, that our Zenobia, however
humble looked her new philosophy, had as much native pride as any queen would have known what to
do with.
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Zenobia bade us welcome, in a fine, frank, mellow voice, and gave each of us her hand, which was
very soft and warm. She had something appropriate, I recollect, to say to every individual; and what she
said to myself was this:–“I have long wished to know you, Mr. Coverdale, and to thank you for your
beautiful poetry, some of which I have learned by heart; or rather it has stolen into my memory, without
my exercising any choice or volition about the matter. Of course–permit me to say you do not think of
relinquishing an occupation in which you have done yourself so much credit. I would almost rather give
you up as an associate, than that the world should lose one of its true poets!”
“Ah, no; there will not be the slightest danger of that, especially after this inestimable praise from
Zenobia,” said I, smiling, and blushing, no doubt, with excess of pleasure. “I hope, on the contrary, now
to produce something that shall really deserve to be called poetry,–true, strong, natural, and sweet, as is
the life which we are going to lead,–something that shall have the notes of wild birds twittering through
it, or a strain like the wind anthems in the woods, as the case may be.”
“Is it irksome to you to hear your own verses sung?” asked Zenobia, with a gracious smile. “If so, I
am very sorry, for you will certainly hear me singing them sometimes, in the summer evenings.”
“Of all things,” answered I, “that is what will delight me most.”
While this passed, and while she spoke to my companions, I was taking note of Zenobia’s aspect; and
it impressed itself on me so distinctly, that I can now summon her up, like a ghost, a little wanner than
the life but otherwise identical with it. She was dressed as simply as possible, in an American print (I
think the dry-goods people call it so), but with a silken kerchief, between which and her gown there was
one glimpse of a white shoulder. It struck me as a great piece of good fortune that there should be just
that glimpse. Her hair, which was dark, glossy, and of singular abundance, was put up rather soberly and
primly–without curls, or other ornament, except a single flower. It was an exotic of rare beauty, and as
fresh as if the hothouse gardener had just clipt it from the stem. That flower has struck deep root into my
memory. I can both see it and smell it, at this moment. So brilliant, so rare, so costly as it must have been,
and yet enduring only for a day, it was more indicative of the pride and pomp which had a luxuriant
growth in Zenobia’s character than if a great diamond had sparkled among her hair.
Her hand, though very soft, was larger than most women would like to have, or than they could
afford to have, though not a whit too large in proportion with the spacious plan of Zenobia’s entire
development. It did one good to see a fine intellect (as hers really was, although its natural tendency
lay in another direction than towards literature) so fitly cased. She was, indeed, an admirable figure of a
woman, just on the hither verge of her richest maturity, with a combination of features which it is safe
to call remarkably beautiful, even if some fastidious persons might pronounce them a little deficient in
softness and delicacy. But we find enough of those attributes everywhere. Preferable–by way of variety,
at least–was Zenobia’s bloom, health, and vigor, which she possessed in such overflow that a man might
well have fallen in love with her for their sake only. In her quiet moods, she seemed rather indolent; but
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when really in earnest, particularly if there were a spice of bitter feeling, she grew all alive to her fingertips.
“I am the first comer,” Zenobia went on to say, while her smile beamed warmth upon us all; “so I take
the part of hostess for to-day, and welcome you as if to my own fireside. You shall be my guests, too, at
supper. Tomorrow, if you please, we will be brethren and sisters, and begin our new life from daybreak.”
“Have we our various parts assigned?” asked some one.
“Oh, we of the softer sex,” responded Zenobia, with her mellow, almost broad laugh,–most delectable
to hear, but not in the least like an ordinary woman’s laugh,–“we women (there are four of us here
already) will take the domestic and indoor part of the business, as a matter of course. To bake, to boil,
to roast, to fry, to stew,–to wash, and iron, and scrub, and sweep,–and, at our idler intervals, to repose
ourselves on knitting and sewing,–these, I suppose, must be feminine occupations, for the present. By
and by, perhaps, when our individual adaptations begin to develop themselves, it may be that some of us
who wear the petticoat will go afield, and leave the weaker brethren to take our places in the kitchen.”
“What a pity,” I remarked, “that the kitchen, and the housework generally, cannot be left out of our
system altogether! It is odd enough that the kind of labor which falls to the lot of women is just that
which chiefly distinguishes artificial life–the life of degenerated mortals–from the life of Paradise. Eve
had no dinner-pot, and no clothes to mend, and no washing-day.”
“I am afraid,” said Zenobia, with mirth gleaming out of her eyes, “we shall find some difficulty in
adopting the paradisiacal system for at least a month to come. Look at that snowdrift sweeping past the
window! Are there any figs ripe, do you think? Have the pineapples been gathered to-day? Would you
like a bread-fruit, or a cocoanut? Shall I run out and pluck you some roses? No, no, Mr. Coverdale; the
only flower hereabouts is the one in my hair, which I got out of a greenhouse this morning. As for the
garb of Eden,” added she, shivering playfully, “I shall not assume it till after May-day!”
Assuredly Zenobia could not have intended it,–the fault must have been entirely in my imagination.
But these last words, together with something in her manner, irresistibly brought up a picture of that
fine, perfectly developed figure, in Eve’s earliest garment. I almost fancied myself actually beholding it.
Her free, careless, generous modes of expression often had this effect of creating images which, though
pure, are hardly felt to be quite decorous when born of a thought that passes between man and woman.
I imputed it, at that time, to Zenobia’s noble courage, conscious of no harm, and scorning the petty
restraints which take the life and color out of other women’s conversation. There was another peculiarity
about her. We seldom meet with women nowadays, and in this country, who impress us as being women
at all,–their sex fades away and goes for nothing, in ordinary intercourse. Not so with Zenobia. One felt
an influence breathing out of her such as we might suppose to come from Eve, when she was just made,
and her Creator brought her to Adam, saying, “Behold! here is a woman!” Not that I would convey the
idea of especial gentleness, grace, modesty, and shyness, but of a certain warm and rich characteristic,
which seems, for the most part, to have been refined away out of the feminine system.
“And now,” continued Zenobia, “I must go and help get supper. Do you think you can be content,
instead of figs, pineapples, and all the other delicacies of Adam’s supper-table, with tea and toast, and a
certain modest supply of ham and tongue, which, with the instinct of a housewife, I brought hither in a
basket? And there shall be bread and milk, too, if the innocence of your taste demands it.”
The whole sisterhood now went about their domestic avocations, utterly declining our offers to assist,
farther than by bringing wood for the kitchen fire from a huge pile in the back yard. After heaping up
more than a sufficient quantity, we returned to the sitting-room, drew our chairs closer to the hearth, and
began to talk over our prospects. Soon, with a tremendous stamping in the entry, appeared Silas Foster,
lank, stalwart, uncouth, and grizzly-bearded. He came from foddering the cattle in the barn, and from the
field, where he had been ploughing, until the depth of the snow rendered it impossible to draw a furrow.
He greeted us in pretty much the same tone as if he were speaking to his oxen, took a quid from his iron
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tobacco-box, pulled off his wet cowhide boots, and sat down before the fire in his stocking-feet. The
steam arose from his soaked garments, so that the stout yeoman looked vaporous and spectre-like.
“Well, folks,” remarked Silas, “you’ll be wishing yourselves back to town again, if this weather
holds.”
And, true enough, there was a look of gloom, as the twilight fell silently and sadly out of the sky, its
gray or sable flakes intermingling themselves with the fast-descending snow. The storm, in its evening
aspect, was decidedly dreary. It seemed to have arisen for our especial behoof,–a symbol of the cold,
desolate, distrustful phantoms that invariably haunt the mind, on the eve of adventurous enterprises, to
warn us back within the boundaries of ordinary life.
But our courage did not quail. We would not allow ourselves to be depressed by the snowdrift trailing
past the window, any more than if it had been the sigh of a summer wind among rustling boughs. There
have been few brighter seasons for us than that. If ever men might lawfully dream awake, and give
utterance to their wildest visions without dread of laughter or scorn on the part of the audience,–yes, and
speak of earthly happiness, for themselves and mankind, as an object to be hopefully striven for, and
probably attained–we who made that little semicircle round the blazing fire were those very men. We
had left the rusty iron framework of society behind us; we had broken through many hindrances that are
powerful enough to keep most people on the weary treadmill of the established system, even while they
feel its irksomeness almost as intolerable as we did. We had stepped down from the pulpit; we had flung
aside the pen; we had shut up the ledger; we had thrown off that sweet, bewitching, enervating indolence,
which is better, after all, than most of the enjoyments within mortal grasp. It was our purpose–a generous
one, certainly, and absurd, no doubt, in full proportion with its generosity–to give up whatever we had
heretofore attained, for the sake of showing mankind the example of a life governed by other than the
false and cruel principles on which human society has all along been based.
And, first of all, we had divorced ourselves from pride, and were striving to supply its place with
familiar love. We meant to lessen the laboring man’s great burden of toil, by performing our due share of
it at the cost of our own thews and sinews. We sought our profit by mutual aid, instead of wresting it by
the strong hand from an enemy, or filching it craftily from those less shrewd than ourselves (if, indeed,
there were any such in New England), or winning it by selfish competition with a neighbor; in one or
another of which fashions every son of woman both perpetrates and suffers his share of the common
evil, whether he chooses it or no. And, as the basis of our institution, we purposed to offer up the earnest
toil of our bodies, as a prayer no less than an effort for the advancement of our race.
Therefore, if we built splendid castles (phalansteries perhaps they might be more fitly called), and
pictured beautiful scenes, among the fervid coals of the hearth around which we were clustering–and
if all went to rack with the crumbling embers and have never since arisen out of the ashes, let us
take to ourselves no shame. In my own behalf, I rejoice that I could once think better of the world’s
improvability than it deserved. It is a mistake into which men seldom fall twice in a lifetime; or, if so,
the rarer and higher is the nature that can thus magnanimously persist in error.
Stout Silas Foster mingled little in our conversation; but when he did speak, it was very much to some
practical purpose. For instance:–“Which man among you,” quoth he, “is the best judge of swine? Some
of us must go to the next Brighton fair, and buy half a dozen pigs.”
Pigs! Good heavens! had we come out from among the swinish multitude for this? And again, in
reference to some discussion about raising early vegetables for the market:–“We shall never make any
hand at market gardening,” said Silas Foster, “unless the women folks will undertake to do all the
weeding. We haven’t team enough for that and the regular farm-work, reckoning three of your city folks
as worth one common field-hand. No, no; I tell you, we should have to get up a little too early in the
morning, to compete with the market gardeners round Boston.”
It struck me as rather odd, that one of the first questions raised, after our separation from the greedy,
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struggling, self-seeking world, should relate to the possibility of getting the advantage over the outside
barbarians in their own field of labor. But, to own the truth, I very soon became sensible that, as regarded
society at large, we stood in a position of new hostility, rather than new brotherhood. Nor could this
fail to be the case, in some degree, until the bigger and better half of society should range itself on our
side. Constituting so pitiful a minority as now, we were inevitably estranged from the rest of mankind in
pretty fair proportion with the strictness of our mutual bond among ourselves.
This dawning idea, however, was driven back into my inner consciousness by the entrance of Zenobia.
She came with the welcome intelligence that supper was on the table. Looking at herself in the glass,
and perceiving that her one magnificent flower had grown rather languid (probably by being exposed to
the fervency of the kitchen fire), she flung it on the floor, as unconcernedly as a village girl would throw
away a faded violet. The action seemed proper to her character, although, methought, it would still more
have befitted the bounteous nature of this beautiful woman to scatter fresh flowers from her hand, and
to revive faded ones by her touch. Nevertheless, it was a singular but irresistible effect; the presence of
Zenobia caused our heroic enterprise to show like an illusion, a masquerade, a pastoral, a counterfeit
Arcadia, in which we grown-up men and women were making a play-day of the years that were given
us to live in. I tried to analyze this impression, but not with much success.
“It really vexes me,” observed Zenobia, as we left the room, “that Mr. Hollingsworth should be such
a laggard. I should not have thought him at all the sort of person to be turned back by a puff of contrary
wind, or a few snowflakes drifting into his face.”
“Do you know Hollingsworth personally?” I inquired.
“No; only as an auditor–auditress, I mean–of some of his lectures,” said she. “What a voice he has!
and what a man he is! Yet not so much an intellectual man, I should say, as a great heart; at least, he
moved me more deeply than I think myself capable of being moved, except by the stroke of a true,
strong heart against my own. It is a sad pity that he should have devoted his glorious powers to such
a grimy, unbeautiful, and positively hopeless object as this reformation of criminals, about which he
makes himself and his wretchedly small audiences so very miserable. To tell you a secret, I never could
tolerate a philanthropist before. Could you?”
“By no means,” I answered; “neither can I now.”
“They are, indeed, an odiously disagreeable set of mortals,” continued Zenobia. “I should like Mr.
Hollingsworth a great deal better if the philanthropy had been left out. At all events, as a mere matter
of taste, I wish he would let the bad people alone, and try to benefit those who are not already past his
help. Do you suppose he will be content to spend his life, or even a few months of it, among tolerably
virtuous and comfortable individuals like ourselves?”
“Upon my word, I doubt it,” said I. “If we wish to keep him with us, we must systematically commit
at least one crime apiece! Mere peccadillos will not satisfy him.”
Zenobia turned, sidelong, a strange kind of a glance upon me; but, before I could make out what it
meant, we had entered the kitchen, where, in accordance with the rustic simplicity of our new life, the
supper-table was spread.
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May-day–I forget whether by Zenobia’s sole decree, or by the unanimous vote of our community–had
been declared a movable festival. It was deferred until the sun should have had a reasonable time to clear
away the snowdrifts along the lee of the stone walls, and bring out a few of the readiest wild flowers. On
the forenoon of the substituted day, after admitting some of the balmy air into my chamber, I decided that
it was nonsense and effeminacy to keep myself a prisoner any longer. So I descended to the sitting-room,
and finding nobody there, proceeded to the barn, whence I had already heard Zenobia’s voice, and along
with it a girlish laugh which was not so certainly recognizable. Arriving at the spot, it a little surprised
me to discover that these merry outbreaks came from Priscilla.
The two had been a-maying together. They had found anemones in abundance, houstonias by the
handful, some columbines, a few long-stalked violets, and a quantity of white everlasting flowers, and
had filled up their basket with the delicate spray of shrubs and trees. None were prettier than the maple
twigs, the leaf of which looks like a scarlet bud in May, and like a plate of vegetable gold in October.
Zenobia, who showed no conscience in such matters, had also rifled a cherry-tree of one of its blossomed
boughs, and, with all this variety of sylvan ornament, had been decking out Priscilla. Being done with
a good deal of taste, it made her look more charming than I should have thought possible, with my
recollection of the wan, frost-nipt girl, as heretofore described. Nevertheless, among those fragrant
blossoms, and conspicuously, too, had been stuck a weed of evil odor and ugly aspect, which, as soon
as I detected it, destroyed the effect of all the rest. There was a gleam of latent mischief–not to call it
deviltry–in Zenobia’s eye, which seemed to indicate a slightly malicious purpose in the arrangement.
As for herself, she scorned the rural buds and leaflets, and wore nothing but her invariable flower of
the tropics.
“What do you think of Priscilla now, Mr. Coverdale?” asked she, surveying her as a child does its doll.
“Is not she worth a verse or two?”
“There is only one thing amiss,” answered I. Zenobia laughed, and flung the malignant weed away.
“Yes; she deserves some verses now,” said I, “and from a better poet than myself. She is the very
picture of the New England spring; subdued in tint and rather cool, but with a capacity of sunshine,
and bringing us a few Alpine blossoms, as earnest of something richer, though hardly more beautiful,
hereafter. The best type of her is one of those anemones.”
“What I find most singular in Priscilla, as her health improves,” observed Zenobia, “is her wildness.
Such a quiet little body as she seemed, one would not have expected that. Why, as we strolled the woods
together, I could hardly keep her from scrambling up the trees, like a squirrel. She has never before
known what it is to live in the free air, and so it intoxicates her as if she were sipping wine. And she
thinks it such a paradise here, and all of us, particularly Mr. Hollingsworth and myself, such angels! It
is quite ridiculous, and provokes one’s malice almost, to see a creature so happy, especially a feminine
creature.”
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“They are always happier than male creatures,” said I.
“You must correct that opinion, Mr. Coverdale,” replied Zenobia contemptuously, “or I shall think you
lack the poetic insight. Did you ever see a happy woman in your life? Of course, I do not mean a girl,
like Priscilla and a thousand others,–for they are all alike, while on the sunny side of experience,–but a
grown woman. How can she be happy, after discovering that fate has assigned her but one single event,
which she must contrive to make the substance of her whole life? A man has his choice of innumerable
events.”
“A woman, I suppose,” answered I, “by constant repetition of her one event, may compensate for the
lack of variety.”
“Indeed!” said Zenobia.
While we were talking, Priscilla caught sight of Hollingsworth at a distance, in a blue frock, and with
a hoe over his shoulder, returning from the field. She immediately set out to meet him, running and
skipping, with spirits as light as the breeze of the May morning, but with limbs too little exercised to be
quite responsive; she clapped her hands, too, with great exuberance of gesture, as is the custom of young
girls when their electricity overcharges them. But, all at once, midway to Hollingsworth, she paused,
looked round about her, towards the river, the road, the woods, and back towards us, appearing to listen,
as if she heard some one calling her name, and knew not precisely in what direction.
“Have you bewitched her?” I exclaimed.
“It is no sorcery of mine,” said Zenobia; “but I have seen the girl do that identical thing once or twice
before. Can you imagine what is the matter with her?”
“No; unless,” said I, “she has the gift of hearing those ‘airy tongues that syllable men’s names,’ which
Milton tells about.”
From whatever cause, Priscilla’s animation seemed entirely to have deserted her. She seated herself
on a rock, and remained there until Hollingsworth came up; and when he took her hand and led her back
to us, she rather resembled my original image of the wan and spiritless Priscilla than the flowery Mayqueen of a few moments ago. These sudden transformations, only to be accounted for by an extreme
nervous susceptibility, always continued to characterize the girl, though with diminished frequency as
her health progressively grew more robust.
I was now on my legs again. My fit of illness had been an avenue between two existences; the lowarched and darksome doorway, through which I crept out of a life of old conventionalisms, on my hands
and knees, as it were, and gained admittance into the freer region that lay beyond. In this respect, it
was like death. And, as with death, too, it was good to have gone through it. No otherwise could I have
rid myself of a thousand follies, fripperies, prejudices, habits, and other such worldly dust as inevitably
settles upon the crowd along the broad highway, giving them all one sordid aspect before noon-time,
however freshly they may have begun their pilgrimage in the dewy morning. The very substance upon
my bones had not been fit to live with in any better, truer, or more energetic mode than that to which
I was accustomed. So it was taken off me and flung aside, like any other worn-out or unseasonable
garment; and, after shivering a little while in my skeleton, I began to be clothed anew, and much more
satisfactorily than in my previous suit. In literal and physical truth, I was quite another man. I had a
lively sense of the exultation with which the spirit will enter on the next stage of its eternal progress after
leaving the heavy burden of its mortality in an early grave, with as little concern for what may become
of it as now affected me for the flesh which I had lost.
Emerging into the genial sunshine, I half fancied that the labors of the brotherhood had already
realized some of Fourier’s predictions. Their enlightened culture of the soil, and the virtues with which
they sanctified their life, had begun to produce an effect upon the material
world and its climate. In my new enthusiasm, man looked strong and stately,–and woman, oh, how
beautiful!–and the earth a green garden, blossoming with many-colored delights. Thus Nature, whose
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laws I had broken in various artificial ways, comported herself towards me as a strict but loving mother,
who uses the rod upon her little boy for his naughtiness, and then gives him a smile, a kiss, and some
pretty playthings to console the urchin for her severity.
In the interval of my seclusion, there had been a number of recruits to our little army of saints and
martyrs. They were mostly individuals who had gone through such an experience as to disgust them with
ordinary pursuits, but who were not yet so old, nor had suffered so deeply, as to lose their faith in the
better time to come. On comparing their minds one with another they often discovered that this idea of
a Community had been growing up, in silent and unknown sympathy, for years. Thoughtful, strongly
lined faces were among them; sombre brows, but eyes that did not require spectacles, unless prematurely
dimmed by the student’s lamplight, and hair that seldom showed a thread of silver. Age, wedded to the
past, incrusted over with a stony layer of habits, and retaining nothing fluid in its possibilities, would
have been absurdly out of place in an enterprise like this. Youth, too, in its early dawn, was hardly more
adapted to our purpose; for it would behold the morning radiance of its own spirit beaming over the very
same spots of withered grass and barren sand whence most of us had seen it vanish. We had very young
people with us, it is true,–downy lads, rosy girls in their first teens, and children of all heights above
one’s knee; but these had chiefly been sent hither for education, which it was one of the objects and
methods of our institution to supply. Then we had boarders, from town and elsewhere, who lived with
us in a familiar way, sympathized more or less in our theories, and sometimes shared in our labors.
On the whole, it was a society such as has seldom met together; nor, perhaps, could it reasonably be
expected to hold together long. Persons of marked individuality–crooked sticks, as some of us might
be called–are not exactly the easiest to bind up into a fagot. But, so long as our union should subsist, a
man of intellect and feeling, with a free nature in him, might have sought far and near without finding
so many points of attraction as would allure him hitherward. We were of all creeds and opinions, and
generally tolerant of all, on every imaginable subject. Our bond, it seems to me, was not affirmative,
but negative. We had individually found one thing or another to quarrel with in our past life, and were
pretty well agreed as to the inexpediency of lumbering along with the old system any farther. As to what
should be substituted, there was much less unanimity. We did not greatly care–at least, I never did–for
the written constitution under which our millennium had commenced. My hope was, that, between
theory and practice, a true and available mode of life might be struck out; and that, even should we
ultimately fail, the months or years spent in the trial would not have been wasted, either as regarded
passing enjoyment, or the experience which makes men wise.
Arcadians though we were, our costume bore no resemblance to the beribboned doublets, silk
breeches and stockings, and slippers fastened with artificial roses, that distinguish the pastoral people
of poetry and the stage. In outward show, I humbly conceive, we looked rather like a gang of beggars,
or banditti, than either a company of honest laboring-men, or a conclave of philosophers. Whatever
might be our points of difference, we all of us seemed to have come to Blithedale with the one thrifty
and laudable idea of wearing out our old clothes. Such garments as had an airing, whenever we strode
afield! Coats with high collars and with no collars, broad-skirted or swallow-tailed, and with the waist at
every point between the hip and arm-pit; pantaloons of a dozen successive epochs, and greatly defaced
at the knees by the humiliations of the wearer before his lady-love,–in short, we were a living epitome of
defunct fashions, and the very raggedest presentment of men who had seen better days. It was gentility
in tatters. Often retaining a scholarlike or clerical air, you might have taken us for the denizens of
Grub Street, intent on getting a comfortable livelihood by agricultural labor; or Coleridge’s projected
Pantisocracy in full experiment; or Candide and his motley associates at work in their cabbage garden;
or anything else that was miserably out at elbows, and most clumsily patched in the rear. We might
have been sworn comrades to Falstaff’s ragged regiment. Little skill as we boasted in other points of
husbandry, every mother’s son of us would have served admirably to stick up for a scarecrow. And the
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worst of the matter was, that the first energetic movement essential to one downright stroke of real labor
was sure to put a finish to these poor habiliments. So we gradually flung them all aside, and took to
honest homespun and linsey-woolsey, as preferable, on the whole, to the plan recommended, I think, by
Virgil,–“Ara nudus; sere nudus, “–which as Silas Foster remarked, when I translated the maxim, would
be apt to astonish the women-folks.
After a reasonable training, the yeoman life throve well with us. Our faces took the sunburn kindly;
our chests gained in compass, and our shoulders in breadth and squareness; our great brown fists looked
as if they had never been capable of kid gloves. The plough, the hoe, the scythe, and the hay-fork grew
familiar to our grasp. The oxen responded to our voices. We could do almost as fair a day’s work as Silas
Foster himself, sleep dreamlessly after it, and awake at daybreak with only a little stiffness of the joints,
which was usually quite gone by breakfast-time.
To be sure, our next neighbors pretended to be incredulous as to our real proficiency in the business
which we had taken in hand. They told slanderous fables about our inability to yoke our own oxen, or to
drive them afield when yoked, or to release the poor brutes from their conjugal bond at nightfall. They
had the face to say, too, that the cows laughed at our awkwardness at milking-time, and invariably kicked
over the pails; partly in consequence of our putting the stool on the wrong side, and partly because,
taking offence at the whisking of their tails, we were in the habit of holding these natural fly-flappers
with one hand and milking with the other. They further averred that we hoed up whole acres of Indian
corn and other crops, and drew the earth carefully about the weeds; and that we raised five hundred
tufts of burdock, mistaking them for cabbages; and that by dint of unskilful planting few of our seeds
ever came up at all, or, if they did come up, it was stern-foremost; and that we spent the better part of
the month of June in reversing a field of beans, which had thrust themselves out of the ground in this
unseemly way. They quoted it as nothing more than an ordinary occurrence for one or other of us to crop
off two or three fingers, of a morning, by our clumsy use of the hay-cutter. Finally, and as an ultimate
catastrophe, these mendacious rogues circulated a report that we communitarians were exterminated, to
the last man, by severing ourselves asunder with the sweep of our own scythes! and that the world had
lost nothing by this little accident.
But this was pure envy and malice on the part of the neighboring farmers. The peril of our new way of
life was not lest we should fail in becoming practical agriculturists, but that we should probably cease to
be anything else. While our enterprise lay all in theory, we had pleased ourselves with delectable visions
of the spiritualization of labor. It was to be our form of prayer and ceremonial of worship. Each stroke
of the hoe was to uncover some aromatic root of wisdom, heretofore hidden from the sun. Pausing in
the field, to let the wind exhale the moisture from our foreheads, we were to look upward, and catch
glimpses into the far-off soul of truth. In this point of view, matters did not turn out quite so well as
we anticipated. It is very true that, sometimes, gazing casually around me, out of the midst of my toil,
I used to discern a richer picturesqueness in the visible scene of earth and sky. There was, at such
moments, a novelty, an unwonted aspect, on the face of Nature, as if she had been taken by surprise
and seen at unawares, with no opportunity to put off her real look, and assume the mask with which she
mysteriously hides herself from mortals. But this was all. The clods of earth, which we so constantly
belabored and turned over and over, were never etherealized into thought. Our thoughts, on the contrary,
were fast becoming cloddish. Our labor symbolized nothing, and left us mentally sluggish in the dusk of
the evening. Intellectual activity is incompatible with any large amount of bodily exercise. The yeoman
and the scholar–the yeoman and the man of finest moral culture, though not the man of sturdiest sense
and integrity–are two distinct individuals, and can never be melted or welded into one substance.
Zenobia soon saw this truth, and gibed me about it, one evening, as Hollingsworth and I lay on the
grass, after a hard day’s work.
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“I am afraid you did not make a song today, while loading the hay-cart,” said she, “as Burns did, when
he was reaping barley.”
“Burns never made a song in haying-time,” I answered very positively. “He was no poet while a
farmer, and no farmer while a poet.”
“And on the whole, which of the two characters do you like best?” asked Zenobia. “For I have an
idea that you cannot combine them any better than Burns did. Ah, I see, in my mind’s eye, what sort
of an individual you are to be, two or three years hence. Grim Silas Foster is your prototype, with his
palm of sole-leather, and his joints of rusty iron (which all through summer keep the stiffness of what
he calls his winter’s rheumatize), and his brain of–I don’t know what his brain is made of, unless it be a
Savoy cabbage; but yours may be cauliflower, as a rather more delicate variety. Your physical man will
be transmuted into salt beef and fried pork, at the rate, I should imagine, of a pound and a half a day; that
being about the average which we find necessary in the kitchen. You will make your toilet for the day
(still like this delightful Silas Foster) by rinsing your fingers and the front part of your face in a little tin
pan of water at the doorstep, and teasing your hair with a wooden pocket-comb before a seven-by-nineinch looking-glass. Your only pastime will be to smoke some very vile tobacco in the black stump of a
pipe.”
“Pray, spare me!” cried I. “But the pipe is not Silas’s only mode of solacing himself with the weed.”
“Your literature,” continued Zenobia, apparently delighted with her description, “will be the ‘Farmer’s
Almanac;’ for I observe our friend Foster never gets so far as the newspaper. When you happen to sit
down, at odd moments, you will fall asleep, and make nasal proclamation of the fact, as he does; and
invariably you must be jogged out of a nap, after supper, by the future Mrs. Coverdale, and persuaded
to go regularly to bed. And on Sundays, when you put on a blue coat with brass buttons, you will think
of nothing else to do but to go and lounge over the stone walls and rail fences, and stare at the corn
growing. And you will look with a knowing eye at oxen, and will have a tendency to clamber over into
pigsties, and feel of the hogs, and give a guess how much they will weigh after you shall have stuck and
dressed them. Already I have noticed you begin to speak through your nose, and with a drawl. Pray, if
you really did make any poetry to-day, let us hear it in that kind of utterance!”
“Coverdale has given up making verses now,” said Hollingsworth, who never had the slightest
appreciation of my poetry. “Just think of him penning a sonnet with a fist like that! There is at least this
good in a life of toil, that it takes the nonsense and fancy-work out of a man, and leaves nothing but what
truly belongs to him. If a farmer can make poetry at the plough-tail, it must be because his nature insists
on it; and if that be the case, let him make it, in Heaven’s name!”
“And how is it with you?” asked Zenobia, in a different voice; for she never laughed at Hollingsworth,
as she often did at me. “You, I think, cannot have ceased to live a life of thought and feeling.”
“I have always been in earnest,” answered Hollingsworth. “I have hammered thought out of iron, after
heating the iron in my heart! It matters little what my outward toil may be. Were I a slave, at the bottom
of a mine, I should keep the same purpose, the same faith in its ultimate accomplishment, that I do now.
Miles Coverdale is not in earnest, either as a poet or a laborer.”
“You give me hard measure, Hollingsworth,” said I, a little hurt. “I have kept pace with you in the
field; and my bones feel as if I had been in earnest, whatever may be the case with my brain!”
“I cannot conceive,” observed Zenobia with great emphasis,–and, no doubt, she spoke fairly the
feeling of the moment,–“I cannot conceive of being, so continually as Mr. Coverdale is, within the sphere
of a strong and noble nature, without being strengthened and ennobled by its influence!”
This amiable remark of the fair Zenobia confirmed me in what I had already begun to suspect, that
Hollingsworth, like many other illustrious prophets, reformers, and philanthropists, was likely to make
at least two proselytes among the women to one among the men. Zenobia and Priscilla! These, I believe
(unless my unworthy self might be reckoned for a third), were the only disciples of his mission; and
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I spent a great deal of time, uselessly, in trying to conjecture what Hollingsworth meant to do with
them–and they with him!

This work (From The Blithedale Romance (1852), Chapter VIII: A Modern Arcadia by Nathaniel Hawthorne) is free of known
copyright restrictions.
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117.
Author Introduction -- Herman Melville (1819-1891)

Herman Melville’s family seems to have given him some grounding in great events of early American
history. His paternal grandfather participated in the Boston Tea Party; his maternal grandfather was a
Revolutionary War hero. His parents also framed the material opportunities and dangers in American
life. His mother Maria Gansevoort came from one of the richest families in Albany, New York. His
father Allan Mellvill, however, had all of the appearance of prosperity with little of the substance. His
Manhattan dry goods store went bankrupt; he left unpaid bills behind when he fled with his family to
Albany. He apparently suffered a mental breakdown just before his death in 1832. The final “e” was
added to the family name after his death.
Figure 1. Herman Melville, 1861

The freedom (or lack thereof) of the will; fate and destiny; surface and depth: these are themes that
Melville (the final“e” was added to the family name after his father’s death) encountered

early in his own life. These are universal themes given a distinct twist, or bent, by the
great American experiment in democracy and freedom, by opportunities in this land of
apparently unmatched resources, and by the underlying—perhaps unconscious, perhaps
evil, probably selfish and ambitious—motives tyrannizing over and driving individual
actions.
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Despite whatever might have been Melville’s own wishes at the time, he was taken out of school when
he was twelve so that he could earn a living and help support his family. He worked as a bank clerk and
as a teacher, in his brother’s fur-cap store in Albany and on his Uncle’s farm in Pittsfield. In 1839, he lit
out not for the wilderness but for a different frontier: the ocean. He served as a cabin boy

on a ship bound for Liverpool. That city acquainted Melville with slum life, an experience
he would later recall in his satirical novel Redburn (1849). In 1841, he served on The
Acushnet, a whaler in the South Seas. The conditions of life on that ship caused Melville
and a shipmate Richard Tobias Greene (b. 1825) to desert in the Marquesas Islands. The
two spent a month among the Marquesan Taipis, supposedly cannibalistic islanders. After
being retrieved by an Australian whaler, Melville enlisted in the United States navy as an
ordinary seaman. After sailing the Pacific on the United States, he returned to Boston in
1844. On this voyage, he witnessed over 150 shipmates punished by flogging.

In 1846, he published Typee, a novel drawing upon his experiences on The Acushnet and at the
Marquesas. Thereafter, Melville became known as the man who lived with cannibals. The book sold
very well, as did his second novel Omoo (1847). His more philosophical third novel, Mardi (1849), did
not sell well. He bolstered up his apparently-flagging writing career with Redburn and White- Jacket
(1850), the latter exposing the cruelties suffered by men in the navy. In 1847, Melville married Elizabeth
Knapp Shaw, daughter of the chief justice of the Massachusetts Supreme Court. With his father-inlaw’s assistance, Melville settled with his family first in Manhattan then at a farm near Pittsfield,
Massachusetts. His next work, Moby-Dick; or, The Whale (1851), should have confirmed his literary
reputation. Instead, it almost ruined it.
In Albany, he lived near his friend Nathaniel Hawthorne who introduced Melville to other literary
figures. Melville also immersed himself in reading Shakespeare; Milton; George Gordon; Lord Byron
(1788–1824); John Keats; and Emerson. He grew ambitious for great American literature, asserting
the ability of American writers like Hawthorne to rival Shakespeare. He himself sought not to write
adventure stories but works of genius, to achieve an artist’s stance of engagement and detachment
that gives as much energy and truth to an Iago as a Desdemona, as Keats said of Shakespeare’s
art. In Moby-Dick, Melville follows Shakespeare’s lead through such disparate characters as Captain
Ahab and Ishmael, exploring the mysteries of human nature, lifting the mask of appearance to reveal
unfathomable truths—about nature, God, and death. But he leaves his readers to find their truths.
Melville’s contemporary readers rejected the book.
His next book Pierre; or the Ambiguities (1852), ostensibly sought to appeal to female readers
with a love story. It satirized hypocrisy, dishonesty, and sexuality (or perceptions of sexuality). It also
failed. Melville turned to anonymously publishing short stories and novellas in Harper’s Magazine
and Putnam’s Magazine at rate fees. He later collected them in The Piazza Tales (1856). In such
works as “Bartleby the Scrivener,” “The Paradise of Bachelors and the Tartarus of Maids,” and
“Benito Cereno,” he touched upon slavery, industrialization, and labor conditions. Melville revealed
what Charles Dickens’s Stephen Blackpool called the “muddle” of a modern society that inverts good
and evil and pulls even the brightest into the dark.

In his final years, Melville lectured, traveled to the Holy Land, wrote poetry on the Civil
War, obliquely criticized Hawthorne in The Confidence-Man: His Masquerade (1857),
and returned to a story of the sea in Billy Budd, Foretopman, a novella based on an actual
incident in which a sailor may have been unjustly hanged.
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118.
“Benito Cereno” (1855) - One of Two Parts
Herman Melville

In the year 1799, Captain Amasa Delano, of Duxbury, in Massachusetts, commanding a large sealer
and general trader, lay at anchor with a valuable cargo, in the harbor of St. Maria—a small, desert,
uninhabited island toward the southern extremity of the long coast of Chili. There he had touched for
water.
On the second day, not long after dawn, while lying in his berth, his mate came below, informing him
that a strange sail was coming into the bay. Ships were then not so plenty in those waters as now. He
rose, dressed, and went on deck.
The morning was one peculiar to that coast. Everything was mute and calm; everything gray. The sea,
though undulated into long roods of swells, seemed fixed, and was sleeked at the surface like waved lead
that has cooled and set in the smelter’s mould. The sky seemed a gray surtout. Flights of troubled gray
fowl, kith and kin with flights of troubled gray vapors among which they were mixed, skimmed low
and fitfully over the waters, as swallows over meadows before storms. Shadows present, foreshadowing
deeper shadows to come.
To Captain Delano’s surprise, the stranger, viewed through the glass, showed no colors; though to do
so upon entering a haven, however uninhabited in its shores, where but a single other ship might be lying,
was the custom among peaceful seamen of all nations. Considering the lawlessness and loneliness of
the spot, and the sort of stories, at that day, associated with those seas, Captain Delano’s surprise might
have deepened into some uneasiness had he not been a person of a singularly undistrustful good-nature,
not liable, except on extraordinary and repeated incentives, and hardly then, to indulge in personal
alarms, any way involving the imputation of malign evil in man. Whether, in view of what humanity is
capable, such a trait implies, along with a benevolent heart, more than ordinary quickness and accuracy
of intellectual perception, may be left to the wise to determine.
But whatever misgivings might have obtruded on first seeing the stranger, would almost, in any
seaman’s mind, have been dissipated by observing that, the ship, in navigating into the harbor, was
drawing too near the land; a sunken reef making out off her bow. This seemed to prove her a stranger,
indeed, not only to the sealer, but the island; consequently, she could be no wonted freebooter on
that ocean. With no small interest, Captain Delano continued to watch her—a proceeding not much
facilitated by the vapors partly mantling the hull, through which the far matin light from her cabin
streamed equivocally enough; much like the sun—by this time hemisphered on the rim of the horizon,
and, apparently, in company with the strange ship entering the harbor—which, wimpled by the same
low, creeping clouds, showed not unlike a Lima intriguante’s one sinister eye peering across the Plaza
from the Indian loop-hole of her dusk saya-y-manta.
It might have been but a deception of the vapors, but, the longer the stranger was watched the more
singular appeared her manoeuvres. Ere long it seemed hard to decide whether she meant to come in
or no—what she wanted, or what she was about. The wind, which had breezed up a little during the
night, was now extremely light and baffling, which the more increased the apparent uncertainty of her
movements. Surmising, at last, that it might be a ship in distress, Captain Delano ordered his whale-boat
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to be dropped, and, much to the wary opposition of his mate, prepared to board her, and, at the least, pilot
her in. On the night previous, a fishing-party of the seamen had gone a long distance to some detached
rocks out of sight from the sealer, and, an hour or two before daybreak, had returned, having met with
no small success. Presuming that the stranger might have been long off soundings, the good captain put
several baskets of the fish, for presents, into his boat, and so pulled away. From her continuing too near
the sunken reef, deeming her in danger, calling to his men, he made all haste to apprise those on board
of their situation. But, some time ere the boat came up, the wind, light though it was, having shifted, had
headed the vessel off, as well as partly broken the vapors from about her.
Upon gaining a less remote view, the ship, when made signally visible on the verge of the leadenhued swells, with the shreds of fog here and there raggedly furring her, appeared like a white-washed
monastery after a thunder-storm, seen perched upon some dun cliff among the Pyrenees. But it was no
purely fanciful resemblance which now, for a moment, almost led Captain Delano to think that nothing
less than a ship-load of monks was before him. Peering over the bulwarks were what really seemed, in
the hazy distance, throngs of dark cowls; while, fitfully revealed through the open port-holes, other dark
moving figures were dimly descried, as of Black Friars pacing the cloisters.
Upon a still nigher approach, this appearance was modified, and the true character of the vessel was
plain—a Spanish merchantman of the first class, carrying negro slaves, amongst other valuable freight,
from one colonial port to another. A very large, and, in its time, a very fine vessel, such as in those days
were at intervals encountered along that main; sometimes superseded Acapulco treasure-ships, or retired
frigates of the Spanish king’s navy, which, like superannuated Italian palaces, still, under a decline of
masters, preserved signs of former state.
As the whale-boat drew more and more nigh, the cause of the peculiar pipe-clayed aspect of the
stranger was seen in the slovenly neglect pervading her. The spars, ropes, and great part of the bulwarks,
looked woolly, from long unacquaintance with the scraper, tar, and the brush. Her keel seemed laid, her
ribs put together, and she launched, from Ezekiel’s Valley of Dry Bones.
In the present business in which she was engaged, the ship’s general model and rig appeared to have
undergone no material change from their original warlike and Froissart pattern. However, no guns were
seen.
The tops were large, and were railed about with what had once been octagonal net-work, all now
in sad disrepair. These tops hung overhead like three ruinous aviaries, in one of which was seen,
perched, on a ratlin, a white noddy, a strange fowl, so called from its lethargic, somnambulistic character,
being frequently caught by hand at sea. Battered and mouldy, the castellated forecastle seemed some
ancient turret, long ago taken by assault, and then left to decay. Toward the stern, two high-raised
quarter galleries—the balustrades here and there covered with dry, tindery sea-moss—opening out from
the unoccupied state-cabin, whose dead-lights, for all the mild weather, were hermetically closed and
calked—these tenantless balconies hung over the sea as if it were the grand Venetian canal. But the
principal relic of faded grandeur was the ample oval of the shield-like stern-piece, intricately carved
with the arms of Castile and Leon, medallioned about by groups of mythological or symbolical devices;
uppermost and central of which was a dark satyr in a mask, holding his foot on the prostrate neck of a
writhing figure, likewise masked.
Whether the ship had a figure-head, or only a plain beak, was not quite certain, owing to canvas
wrapped about that part, either to protect it while undergoing a re-furbishing, or else decently to hide
its decay. Rudely painted or chalked, as in a sailor freak, along the forward side of a sort of pedestal
below the canvas, was the sentence, “Seguid vuestro jefe” (follow your leader); while upon the tarnished
headboards, near by, appeared, in stately capitals, once gilt, the ship’s name, “SAN DOMINICK,”
each letter streakingly corroded with tricklings of copper-spike rust; while, like mourning weeds, dark
festoons of sea-grass slimily swept to and fro over the name, with every hearse-like roll of the hull.
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As, at last, the boat was hooked from the bow along toward the gangway amidship, its keel, while yet
some inches separated from the hull, harshly grated as on a sunken coral reef. It proved a huge bunch of
conglobated barnacles adhering below the water to the side like a wen—a token of baffling airs and long
calms passed somewhere in those seas.
Climbing the side, the visitor was at once surrounded by a clamorous throng of whites and blacks,
but the latter outnumbering the former more than could have been expected, negro transportation-ship
as the stranger in port was. But, in one language, and as with one voice, all poured out a common
tale of suffering; in which the negresses, of whom there were not a few, exceeded the others in their
dolorous vehemence. The scurvy, together with the fever, had swept off a great part of their number,
more especially the Spaniards. Off Cape Horn they had narrowly escaped shipwreck; then, for days
together, they had lain tranced without wind; their provisions were low; their water next to none; their
lips that moment were baked.
While Captain Delano was thus made the mark of all eager tongues, his one eager glance took in all
faces, with every other object about him.
Always upon first boarding a large and populous ship at sea, especially a foreign one, with a
nondescript crew such as Lascars or Manilla men, the impression varies in a peculiar way from that
produced by first entering a strange house with strange inmates in a strange land. Both house and
ship—the one by its walls and blinds, the other by its high bulwarks like ramparts—hoard from view
their interiors till the last moment: but in the case of the ship there is this addition; that the living
spectacle it contains, upon its sudden and complete disclosure, has, in contrast with the blank ocean
which zones it, something of the effect of enchantment. The ship seems unreal; these strange costumes,
gestures, and faces, but a shadowy tableau just emerged from the deep, which directly must receive back
what it gave.
Perhaps it was some such influence, as above is attempted to be described, which, in Captain
Delano’s mind, heightened whatever, upon a staid scrutiny, might have seemed unusual; especially the
conspicuous figures of four elderly grizzled negroes, their heads like black, doddered willow tops, who,
in venerable contrast to the tumult below them, were couched, sphynx-like, one on the starboard cathead, another on the larboard, and the remaining pair face to face on the opposite bulwarks above the
main-chains. They each had bits of unstranded old junk in their hands, and, with a sort of stoical selfcontent, were picking the junk into oakum, a small heap of which lay by their sides. They accompanied
the task with a continuous, low, monotonous, chant; droning and drilling away like so many gray-headed
bag-pipers playing a funeral march.
The quarter-deck rose into an ample elevated poop, upon the forward verge of which, lifted, like the
oakum-pickers, some eight feet above the general throng, sat along in a row, separated by regular spaces,
the cross-legged figures of six other blacks; each with a rusty hatchet in his hand, which, with a bit of
brick and a rag, he was engaged like a scullion in scouring; while between each two was a small stack
of hatchets, their rusted edges turned forward awaiting a like operation. Though occasionally the four
oakum-pickers would briefly address some person or persons in the crowd below, yet the six hatchetpolishers neither spoke to others, nor breathed a whisper among themselves, but sat intent upon their
task, except at intervals, when, with the peculiar love in negroes of uniting industry with pastime, two
and two they sideways clashed their hatchets together, like cymbals, with a barbarous din. All six, unlike
the generality, had the raw aspect of unsophisticated Africans.
But that first comprehensive glance which took in those ten figures, with scores less conspicuous,
rested but an instant upon them, as, impatient of the hubbub of voices, the visitor turned in quest of
whomsoever it might be that commanded the ship.
But as if not unwilling to let nature make known her own case among his suffering charge, or else
in despair of restraining it for the time, the Spanish captain, a gentlemanly, reserved-looking, and rather
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young man to a stranger’s eye, dressed with singular richness, but bearing plain traces of recent sleepless
cares and disquietudes, stood passively by, leaning against the main-mast, at one moment casting a
dreary, spiritless look upon his excited people, at the next an unhappy glance toward his visitor. By his
side stood a black of small stature, in whose rude face, as occasionally, like a shepherd’s dog, he mutely
turned it up into the Spaniard’s, sorrow and affection were equally blended.
Struggling through the throng, the American advanced to the Spaniard, assuring him of his
sympathies, and offering to render whatever assistance might be in his power. To which the Spaniard
returned for the present but grave and ceremonious acknowledgments, his national formality dusked by
the saturnine mood of ill-health.
But losing no time in mere compliments, Captain Delano, returning to the gangway, had his basket
of fish brought up; and as the wind still continued light, so that some hours at least must elapse ere the
ship could be brought to the anchorage, he bade his men return to the sealer, and fetch back as much
water as the whale-boat could carry, with whatever soft bread the steward might have, all the remaining
pumpkins on board, with a box of sugar, and a dozen of his private bottles of cider.
Not many minutes after the boat’s pushing off, to the vexation of all, the wind entirely died away,
and the tide turning, began drifting back the ship helplessly seaward. But trusting this would not long
last, Captain Delano sought, with good hopes, to cheer up the strangers, feeling no small satisfaction
that, with persons in their condition, he could—thanks to his frequent voyages along the Spanish
main—converse with some freedom in their native tongue.
While left alone with them, he was not long in observing some things tending to heighten his first
impressions; but surprise was lost in pity, both for the Spaniards and blacks, alike evidently reduced
from scarcity of water and provisions; while long-continued suffering seemed to have brought out the
less good-natured qualities of the negroes, besides, at the same time, impairing the Spaniard’s authority
over them. But, under the circumstances, precisely this condition of things was to have been anticipated.
In armies, navies, cities, or families, in nature herself, nothing more relaxes good order than misery.
Still, Captain Delano was not without the idea, that had Benito Cereno been a man of greater energy,
misrule would hardly have come to the present pass. But the debility, constitutional or induced by
hardships, bodily and mental, of the Spanish captain, was too obvious to be overlooked. A prey to settled
dejection, as if long mocked with hope he would not now indulge it, even when it had ceased to be
a mock, the prospect of that day, or evening at furthest, lying at anchor, with plenty of water for his
people, and a brother captain to counsel and befriend, seemed in no perceptible degree to encourage
him. His mind appeared unstrung, if not still more seriously affected. Shut up in these oaken walls,
chained to one dull round of command, whose unconditionality cloyed him, like some hypochondriac
abbot he moved slowly about, at times suddenly pausing, starting, or staring, biting his lip, biting his
finger-nail, flushing, paling, twitching his beard, with other symptoms of an absent or moody mind.
This distempered spirit was lodged, as before hinted, in as distempered a frame. He was rather tall, but
seemed never to have been robust, and now with nervous suffering was almost worn to a skeleton. A
tendency to some pulmonary complaint appeared to have been lately confirmed. His voice was like that
of one with lungs half gone—hoarsely suppressed, a husky whisper. No wonder that, as in this state he
tottered about, his private servant apprehensively followed him. Sometimes the negro gave his master
his arm, or took his handkerchief out of his pocket for him; performing these and similar offices with
that affectionate zeal which transmutes into something filial or fraternal acts in themselves but menial;
and which has gained for the negro the repute of making the most pleasing body-servant in the world;
one, too, whom a master need be on no stiffly superior terms with, but may treat with familiar trust; less
a servant than a devoted companion.
Marking the noisy indocility of the blacks in general, as well as what seemed the sullen inefficiency
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of the whites it was not without humane satisfaction that Captain Delano witnessed the steady good
conduct of Babo.
But the good conduct of Babo, hardly more than the ill-behavior of others, seemed to withdraw the
half-lunatic Don Benito from his cloudy languor. Not that such precisely was the impression made by
the Spaniard on the mind of his visitor. The Spaniard’s individual unrest was, for the present, but noted
as a conspicuous feature in the ship’s general affliction. Still, Captain Delano was not a little concerned
at what he could not help taking for the time to be Don Benito’s unfriendly indifference towards himself.
The Spaniard’s manner, too, conveyed a sort of sour and gloomy disdain, which he seemed at no pains to
disguise. But this the American in charity ascribed to the harassing effects of sickness, since, in former
instances, he had noted that there are peculiar natures on whom prolonged physical suffering seems to
cancel every social instinct of kindness; as if, forced to black bread themselves, they deemed it but equity
that each person coming nigh them should, indirectly, by some slight or affront, be made to partake of
their fare.
But ere long Captain Delano bethought him that, indulgent as he was at the first, in judging the
Spaniard, he might not, after all, have exercised charity enough. At bottom it was Don Benito’s reserve
which displeased him; but the same reserve was shown towards all but his faithful personal attendant.
Even the formal reports which, according to sea-usage, were, at stated times, made to him by some
petty underling, either a white, mulatto or black, he hardly had patience enough to listen to, without
betraying contemptuous aversion. His manner upon such occasions was, in its degree, not unlike that
which might be supposed to have been his imperial countryman’s, Charles V., just previous to the
anchoritish retirement of that monarch from the throne.
This splenetic disrelish of his place was evinced in almost every function pertaining to it. Proud as
he was moody, he condescended to no personal mandate. Whatever special orders were necessary, their
delivery was delegated to his body-servant, who in turn transferred them to their ultimate destination,
through runners, alert Spanish boys or slave boys, like pages or pilot-fish within easy call continually
hovering round Don Benito. So that to have beheld this undemonstrative invalid gliding about, apathetic
and mute, no landsman could have dreamed that in him was lodged a dictatorship beyond which, while
at sea, there was no earthly appeal.
Thus, the Spaniard, regarded in his reserve, seemed the involuntary victim of mental disorder. But, in
fact, his reserve might, in some degree, have proceeded from design. If so, then here was evinced the
unhealthy climax of that icy though conscientious policy, more or less adopted by all commanders of
large ships, which, except in signal emergencies, obliterates alike the manifestation of sway with every
trace of sociality; transforming the man into a block, or rather into a loaded cannon, which, until there is
call for thunder, has nothing to say.
Viewing him in this light, it seemed but a natural token of the perverse habit induced by a long course
of such hard self-restraint, that, notwithstanding the present condition of his ship, the Spaniard should
still persist in a demeanor, which, however harmless, or, it may be, appropriate, in a well-appointed
vessel, such as the San Dominick might have been at the outset of the voyage, was anything but judicious
now. But the Spaniard, perhaps, thought that it was with captains as with gods: reserve, under all events,
must still be their cue. But probably this appearance of slumbering dominion might have been but an
attempted disguise to conscious imbecility—not deep policy, but shallow device. But be all this as it
might, whether Don Benito’s manner was designed or not, the more Captain Delano noted its pervading
reserve, the less he felt uneasiness at any particular manifestation of that reserve towards himself.
Neither were his thoughts taken up by the captain alone. Wonted to the quiet orderliness of the sealer’s
comfortable family of a crew, the noisy confusion of the San Dominick’s suffering host repeatedly
challenged his eye. Some prominent breaches, not only of discipline but of decency, were observed.
These Captain Delano could not but ascribe, in the main, to the absence of those subordinate deck-
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officers to whom, along with higher duties, is intrusted what may be styled the police department of a
populous ship. True, the old oakum-pickers appeared at times to act the part of monitorial constables to
their countrymen, the blacks; but though occasionally succeeding in allaying trifling outbreaks now and
then between man and man, they could do little or nothing toward establishing general quiet. The San
Dominick was in the condition of a transatlantic emigrant ship, among whose multitude of living freight
are some individuals, doubtless, as little troublesome as crates and bales; but the friendly remonstrances
of such with their ruder companions are of not so much avail as the unfriendly arm of the mate. What
the San Dominick wanted was, what the emigrant ship has, stern superior officers. But on these decks
not so much as a fourth-mate was to be seen.
The visitor’s curiosity was roused to learn the particulars of those mishaps which had brought about
such absenteeism, with its consequences; because, though deriving some inkling of the voyage from the
wails which at the first moment had greeted him, yet of the details no clear understanding had been
had. The best account would, doubtless, be given by the captain. Yet at first the visitor was loth to ask
it, unwilling to provoke some distant rebuff. But plucking up courage, he at last accosted Don Benito,
renewing the expression of his benevolent interest, adding, that did he (Captain Delano) but know the
particulars of the ship’s misfortunes, he would, perhaps, be better able in the end to relieve them. Would
Don Benito favor him with the whole story.
Don Benito faltered; then, like some somnambulist suddenly interfered with, vacantly stared at his
visitor, and ended by looking down on the deck. He maintained this posture so long, that Captain Delano,
almost equally disconcerted, and involuntarily almost as rude, turned suddenly from him, walking
forward to accost one of the Spanish seamen for the desired information. But he had hardly gone five
paces, when, with a sort of eagerness, Don Benito invited him back, regretting his momentary absence
of mind, and professing readiness to gratify him.
While most part of the story was being given, the two captains stood on the after part of the maindeck, a privileged spot, no one being near but the servant.
“It is now a hundred and ninety days,” began the Spaniard, in his husky whisper, “that this ship, well
officered and well manned, with several cabin passengers—some fifty Spaniards in all—sailed from
Buenos Ayres bound to Lima, with a general cargo, hardware, Paraguay tea and the like—and,” pointing
forward, “that parcel of negroes, now not more than a hundred and fifty, as you see, but then numbering
over three hundred souls. Off Cape Horn we had heavy gales. In one moment, by night, three of my best
officers, with fifteen sailors, were lost, with the main-yard; the spar snapping under them in the slings,
as they sought, with heavers, to beat down the icy sail. To lighten the hull, the heavier sacks of mata
were thrown into the sea, with most of the water-pipes lashed on deck at the time. And this last necessity
it was, combined with the prolonged detections afterwards experienced, which eventually brought about
our chief causes of suffering. When—”
Here there was a sudden fainting attack of his cough, brought on, no doubt, by his mental distress. His
servant sustained him, and drawing a cordial from his pocket placed it to his lips. He a little revived. But
unwilling to leave him unsupported while yet imperfectly restored, the black with one arm still encircled
his master, at the same time keeping his eye fixed on his face, as if to watch for the first sign of complete
restoration, or relapse, as the event might prove.
The Spaniard proceeded, but brokenly and obscurely, as one in a dream.
—”Oh, my God! rather than pass through what I have, with joy I would have hailed the most terrible
gales; but—”
His cough returned and with increased violence; this subsiding; with reddened lips and closed eyes he
fell heavily against his supporter.
“His mind wanders. He was thinking of the plague that followed the gales,” plaintively sighed the
servant; “my poor, poor master!” wringing one hand, and with the other wiping the mouth. “But be
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patient, Señor,” again turning to Captain Delano, “these fits do not last long; master will soon be
himself.”
Don Benito reviving, went on; but as this portion of the story was very brokenly delivered, the
substance only will here be set down.
It appeared that after the ship had been many days tossed in storms off the Cape, the scurvy broke
out, carrying off numbers of the whites and blacks. When at last they had worked round into the Pacific,
their spars and sails were so damaged, and so inadequately handled by the surviving mariners, most of
whom were become invalids, that, unable to lay her northerly course by the wind, which was powerful,
the unmanageable ship, for successive days and nights, was blown northwestward, where the breeze
suddenly deserted her, in unknown waters, to sultry calms. The absence of the water-pipes now proved
as fatal to life as before their presence had menaced it. Induced, or at least aggravated, by the more
than scanty allowance of water, a malignant fever followed the scurvy; with the excessive heat of the
lengthened calm, making such short work of it as to sweep away, as by billows, whole families of the
Africans, and a yet larger number, proportionably, of the Spaniards, including, by a luckless fatality,
every remaining officer on board. Consequently, in the smart west winds eventually following the calm,
the already rent sails, having to be simply dropped, not furled, at need, had been gradually reduced to
the beggars’ rags they were now. To procure substitutes for his lost sailors, as well as supplies of water
and sails, the captain, at the earliest opportunity, had made for Baldivia, the southernmost civilized port
of Chili and South America; but upon nearing the coast the thick weather had prevented him from so
much as sighting that harbor. Since which period, almost without a crew, and almost without canvas
and almost without water, and, at intervals giving its added dead to the sea, the San Dominick had been
battledored about by contrary winds, inveigled by currents, or grown weedy in calms. Like a man lost in
woods, more than once she had doubled upon her own track.
“But throughout these calamities,” huskily continued Don Benito, painfully turning in the half
embrace of his servant, “I have to thank those negroes you see, who, though to your inexperienced eyes
appearing unruly, have, indeed, conducted themselves with less of restlessness than even their owner
could have thought possible under such circumstances.”
Here he again fell faintly back. Again his mind wandered; but he rallied, and less obscurely proceeded.
“Yes, their owner was quite right in assuring me that no fetters would be needed with his blacks; so
that while, as is wont in this transportation, those negroes have always remained upon deck—not thrust
below, as in the Guinea-men—they have, also, from the beginning, been freely permitted to range within
given bounds at their pleasure.”
Once more the faintness returned—his mind roved—but, recovering, he resumed:
“But it is Babo here to whom, under God, I owe not only my own preservation, but likewise to
him, chiefly, the merit is due, of pacifying his more ignorant brethren, when at intervals tempted to
murmurings.”
“Ah, master,” sighed the black, bowing his face, “don’t speak of me; Babo is nothing; what Babo has
done was but duty.”
“Faithful fellow!” cried Captain Delano. “Don Benito, I envy you such a friend; slave I cannot call
him.”
As master and man stood before him, the black upholding the white, Captain Delano could not but
bethink him of the beauty of that relationship which could present such a spectacle of fidelity on the
one hand and confidence on the other. The scene was heightened by, the contrast in dress, denoting
their relative positions. The Spaniard wore a loose Chili jacket of dark velvet; white small-clothes
and stockings, with silver buckles at the knee and instep; a high-crowned sombrero, of fine grass; a
slender sword, silver mounted, hung from a knot in his sash—the last being an almost invariable adjunct,
more for utility than ornament, of a South American gentleman’s dress to this hour. Excepting when
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his occasional nervous contortions brought about disarray, there was a certain precision in his attire
curiously at variance with the unsightly disorder around; especially in the belittered Ghetto, forward of
the main-mast, wholly occupied by the blacks.
The servant wore nothing but wide trowsers, apparently, from their coarseness and patches, made out
of some old topsail; they were clean, and confined at the waist by a bit of unstranded rope, which, with
his composed, deprecatory air at times, made him look something like a begging friar of St. Francis.
However unsuitable for the time and place, at least in the blunt-thinking American’s eyes, and
however strangely surviving in the midst of all his afflictions, the toilette of Don Benito might not, in
fashion at least, have gone beyond the style of the day among South Americans of his class. Though
on the present voyage sailing from Buenos Ayres, he had avowed himself a native and resident of
Chili, whose inhabitants had not so generally adopted the plain coat and once plebeian pantaloons; but,
with a becoming modification, adhered to their provincial costume, picturesque as any in the world.
Still, relatively to the pale history of the voyage, and his own pale face, there seemed something so
incongruous in the Spaniard’s apparel, as almost to suggest the image of an invalid courtier tottering
about London streets in the time of the plague.
The portion of the narrative which, perhaps, most excited interest, as well as some surprise,
considering the latitudes in question, was the long calms spoken of, and more particularly the ship’s so
long drifting about. Without communicating the opinion, of course, the American could not but impute at
least part of the detentions both to clumsy seamanship and faulty navigation. Eying Don Benito’s small,
yellow hands, he easily inferred that the young captain had not got into command at the hawse-hole, but
the cabin-window; and if so, why wonder at incompetence, in youth, sickness, and gentility united?
But drowning criticism in compassion, after a fresh repetition of his sympathies, Captain Delano,
having heard out his story, not only engaged, as in the first place, to see Don Benito and his people
supplied in their immediate bodily needs, but, also, now farther promised to assist him in procuring a
large permanent supply of water, as well as some sails and rigging; and, though it would involve no small
embarrassment to himself, yet he would spare three of his best seamen for temporary deck officers; so
that without delay the ship might proceed to Conception, there fully to refit for Lima, her destined port.
Such generosity was not without its effect, even upon the invalid. His face lighted up; eager and hectic,
he met the honest glance of his visitor. With gratitude he seemed overcome.
“This excitement is bad for master,” whispered the servant, taking his arm, and with soothing words
gently drawing him aside.
When Don Benito returned, the American was pained to observe that his hopefulness, like the sudden
kindling in his cheek, was but febrile and transient.
Ere long, with a joyless mien, looking up towards the poop, the host invited his guest to accompany
him there, for the benefit of what little breath of wind might be stirring.
As, during the telling of the story, Captain Delano had once or twice started at the occasional
cymballing of the hatchet-polishers, wondering why such an interruption should be allowed, especially
in that part of the ship, and in the ears of an invalid; and moreover, as the hatchets had anything but
an attractive look, and the handlers of them still less so, it was, therefore, to tell the truth, not without
some lurking reluctance, or even shrinking, it may be, that Captain Delano, with apparent complaisance,
acquiesced in his host’s invitation. The more so, since, with an untimely caprice of punctilio, rendered
distressing by his cadaverous aspect, Don Benito, with Castilian bows, solemnly insisted upon his
guest’s preceding him up the ladder leading to the elevation; where, one on each side of the last step,
sat for armorial supporters and sentries two of the ominous file. Gingerly enough stepped good Captain
Delano between them, and in the instant of leaving them behind, like one running the gauntlet, he felt an
apprehensive twitch in the calves of his legs.
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But when, facing about, he saw the whole file, like so many organ-grinders, still stupidly intent on
their work, unmindful of everything beside, he could not but smile at his late fidgety panic.
Presently, while standing with his host, looking forward upon the decks below, he was struck by one
of those instances of insubordination previously alluded to. Three black boys, with two Spanish boys,
were sitting together on the hatches, scraping a rude wooden platter, in which some scanty mess had
recently been cooked. Suddenly, one of the black boys, enraged at a word dropped by one of his white
companions, seized a knife, and, though called to forbear by one of the oakum-pickers, struck the lad
over the head, inflicting a gash from which blood flowed.
In amazement, Captain Delano inquired what this meant. To which the pale Don Benito dully
muttered, that it was merely the sport of the lad.
“Pretty serious sport, truly,” rejoined Captain Delano. “Had such a thing happened on board the
Bachelor’s Delight, instant punishment would have followed.”
At these words the Spaniard turned upon the American one of his sudden, staring, half-lunatic looks;
then, relapsing into his torpor, answered, “Doubtless, doubtless, Señor.”
Is it, thought Captain Delano, that this hapless man is one of those paper captains I’ve known, who by
policy wink at what by power they cannot put down? I know no sadder sight than a commander who has
little of command but the name.
“I should think, Don Benito,” he now said, glancing towards the oakum-picker who had sought
to interfere with the boys, “that you would find it advantageous to keep all your blacks employed,
especially the younger ones, no matter at what useless task, and no matter what happens to the ship.
Why, even with my little band, I find such a course indispensable. I once kept a crew on my quarter-deck
thrumming mats for my cabin, when, for three days, I had given up my ship—mats, men, and all—for
a speedy loss, owing to the violence of a gale, in which we could do nothing but helplessly drive before
it.”
“Doubtless, doubtless,” muttered Don Benito.
“But,” continued Captain Delano, again glancing upon the oakum-pickers and then at the hatchetpolishers, near by, “I see you keep some, at least, of your host employed.”
“Yes,” was again the vacant response.
“Those old men there, shaking their pows from their pulpits,” continued Captain Delano, pointing to
the oakum-pickers, “seem to act the part of old dominies to the rest, little heeded as their admonitions
are at times. Is this voluntary on their part, Don Benito, or have you appointed them shepherds to your
flock of black sheep?”
“What posts they fill, I appointed them,” rejoined the Spaniard, in an acrid tone, as if resenting some
supposed satiric reflection.
“And these others, these Ashantee conjurors here,” continued Captain Delano, rather uneasily eying
the brandished steel of the hatchet-polishers, where, in spots, it had been brought to a shine, “this seems
a curious business they are at, Don Benito?”
“In the gales we met,” answered the Spaniard, “what of our general cargo was not thrown overboard
was much damaged by the brine. Since coming into calm weather, I have had several cases of knives
and hatchets daily brought up for overhauling and cleaning.”
“A prudent idea, Don Benito. You are part owner of ship and cargo, I presume; but none of the slaves,
perhaps?”
“I am owner of all you see,” impatiently returned Don Benito, “except the main company of blacks,
who belonged to my late friend, Alexandro Aranda.”
As he mentioned this name, his air was heart-broken; his knees shook; his servant supported him.
Thinking he divined the cause of such unusual emotion, to confirm his surmise, Captain Delano,
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after a pause, said: “And may I ask, Don Benito, whether—since awhile ago you spoke of some cabin
passengers—the friend, whose loss so afflicts you, at the outset of the voyage accompanied his blacks?”
“Yes.”
“But died of the fever?”
“Died of the fever. Oh, could I but—”
Again quivering, the Spaniard paused.
“Pardon me,” said Captain Delano, lowly, “but I think that, by a sympathetic experience, I conjecture,
Don Benito, what it is that gives the keener edge to your grief. It was once my hard fortune to lose, at
sea, a dear friend, my own brother, then supercargo. Assured of the welfare of his spirit, its departure
I could have borne like a man; but that honest eye, that honest hand—both of which had so often met
mine—and that warm heart; all, all—like scraps to the dogs—to throw all to the sharks! It was then I
vowed never to have for fellow-voyager a man I loved, unless, unbeknown to him, I had provided every
requisite, in case of a fatality, for embalming his mortal part for interment on shore. Were your friend’s
remains now on board this ship, Don Benito, not thus strangely would the mention of his name affect
you.”
“On board this ship?” echoed the Spaniard. Then, with horrified gestures, as directed against some
spectre, he unconsciously fell into the ready arms of his attendant, who, with a silent appeal toward
Captain Delano, seemed beseeching him not again to broach a theme so unspeakably distressing to his
master.
This poor fellow now, thought the pained American, is the victim of that sad superstition which
associates goblins with the deserted body of man, as ghosts with an abandoned house. How unlike are
we made! What to me, in like case, would have been a solemn satisfaction, the bare suggestion, even,
terrifies the Spaniard into this trance. Poor Alexandro Aranda! what would you say could you here see
your friend—who, on former voyages, when you, for months, were left behind, has, I dare say, often
longed, and longed, for one peep at you—now transported with terror at the least thought of having you
anyway nigh him.
At this moment, with a dreary grave-yard toll, betokening a flaw, the ship’s forecastle bell, smote
by one of the grizzled oakum-pickers, proclaimed ten o’clock, through the leaden calm; when Captain
Delano’s attention was caught by the moving figure of a gigantic black, emerging from the general
crowd below, and slowly advancing towards the elevated poop. An iron collar was about his neck, from
which depended a chain, thrice wound round his body; the terminating links padlocked together at a
broad band of iron, his girdle.
“How like a mute Atufal moves,” murmured the servant.
The black mounted the steps of the poop, and, like a brave prisoner, brought up to receive sentence,
stood in unquailing muteness before Don Benito, now recovered from his attack.
At the first glimpse of his approach, Don Benito had started, a resentful shadow swept over his face;
and, as with the sudden memory of bootless rage, his white lips glued together.
This is some mulish mutineer, thought Captain Delano, surveying, not without a mixture of
admiration, the colossal form of the negro.
“See, he waits your question, master,” said the servant.
Thus reminded, Don Benito, nervously averting his glance, as if shunning, by anticipation, some
rebellious response, in a disconcerted voice, thus spoke:—
“Atufal, will you ask my pardon, now?”
The black was silent.
“Again, master,” murmured the servant, with bitter upbraiding eyeing his countryman, “Again,
master; he will bend to master yet.”
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“Answer,” said Don Benito, still averting his glance, “say but the one word, pardon, and your chains
shall be off.”
Upon this, the black, slowly raising both arms, let them lifelessly fall, his links clanking, his head
bowed; as much as to say, “no, I am content.”
“Go,” said Don Benito, with inkept and unknown emotion.
Deliberately as he had come, the black obeyed.
“Excuse me, Don Benito,” said Captain Delano, “but this scene surprises me; what means it, pray?”
“It means that that negro alone, of all the band, has given me peculiar cause of offense. I have put him
in chains; I—”
Here he paused; his hand to his head, as if there were a swimming there, or a sudden bewilderment
of memory had come over him; but meeting his servant’s kindly glance seemed reassured, and
proceeded:—
“I could not scourge such a form. But I told him he must ask my pardon. As yet he has not. At my
command, every two hours he stands before me.”
“And how long has this been?”
“Some sixty days.”
“And obedient in all else? And respectful?”
“Yes.”
“Upon my conscience, then,” exclaimed Captain Delano, impulsively, “he has a royal spirit in him,
this fellow.”
“He may have some right to it,” bitterly returned Don Benito, “he says he was king in his own land.”
“Yes,” said the servant, entering a word, “those slits in Atufal’s ears once held wedges of gold; but
poor Babo here, in his own land, was only a poor slave; a black man’s slave was Babo, who now is the
white’s.”
Somewhat annoyed by these conversational familiarities, Captain Delano turned curiously upon the
attendant, then glanced inquiringly at his master; but, as if long wonted to these little informalities,
neither master nor man seemed to understand him.
“What, pray, was Atufal’s offense, Don Benito?” asked Captain Delano; “if it was not something very
serious, take a fool’s advice, and, in view of his general docility, as well as in some natural respect for
his spirit, remit him his penalty.”
“No, no, master never will do that,” here murmured the servant to himself, “proud Atufal must first
ask master’s pardon. The slave there carries the padlock, but master here carries the key.”
His attention thus directed, Captain Delano now noticed for the first, that, suspended by a slender
silken cord, from Don Benito’s neck, hung a key. At once, from the servant’s muttered syllables, divining
the key’s purpose, he smiled, and said:—”So, Don Benito—padlock and key—significant symbols,
truly.”
Biting his lip, Don Benito faltered.
Though the remark of Captain Delano, a man of such native simplicity as to be incapable of satire
or irony, had been dropped in playful allusion to the Spaniard’s singularly evidenced lordship over the
black; yet the hypochondriac seemed some way to have taken it as a malicious reflection upon his
confessed inability thus far to break down, at least, on a verbal summons, the entrenched will of the
slave. Deploring this supposed misconception, yet despairing of correcting it, Captain Delano shifted
the subject; but finding his companion more than ever withdrawn, as if still sourly digesting the lees
of the presumed affront above-mentioned, by-and-by Captain Delano likewise became less talkative,
oppressed, against his own will, by what seemed the secret vindictiveness of the morbidly sensitive
Spaniard. But the good sailor, himself of a quite contrary disposition, refrained, on his part, alike from
the appearance as from the feeling of resentment, and if silent, was only so from contagion.
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Presently the Spaniard, assisted by his servant somewhat discourteously crossed over from his guest;
a procedure which, sensibly enough, might have been allowed to pass for idle caprice of ill-humor, had
not master and man, lingering round the corner of the elevated skylight, began whispering together in
low voices. This was unpleasing. And more; the moody air of the Spaniard, which at times had not
been without a sort of valetudinarian stateliness, now seemed anything but dignified; while the menial
familiarity of the servant lost its original charm of simple-hearted attachment.
In his embarrassment, the visitor turned his face to the other side of the ship. By so doing, his glance
accidentally fell on a young Spanish sailor, a coil of rope in his hand, just stepped from the deck to the
first round of the mizzen-rigging. Perhaps the man would not have been particularly noticed, were it
not that, during his ascent to one of the yards, he, with a sort of covert intentness, kept his eye fixed on
Captain Delano, from whom, presently, it passed, as if by a natural sequence, to the two whisperers.
His own attention thus redirected to that quarter, Captain Delano gave a slight start. From something
in Don Benito’s manner just then, it seemed as if the visitor had, at least partly, been the subject of the
withdrawn consultation going on—a conjecture as little agreeable to the guest as it was little flattering
to the host.
The singular alternations of courtesy and ill-breeding in the Spanish captain were unaccountable,
except on one of two suppositions—innocent lunacy, or wicked imposture.
But the first idea, though it might naturally have occurred to an indifferent observer, and, in some
respect, had not hitherto been wholly a stranger to Captain Delano’s mind, yet, now that, in an incipient
way, he began to regard the stranger’s conduct something in the light of an intentional affront, of course
the idea of lunacy was virtually vacated. But if not a lunatic, what then? Under the circumstances, would
a gentleman, nay, any honest boor, act the part now acted by his host? The man was an impostor. Some
low-born adventurer, masquerading as an oceanic grandee; yet so ignorant of the first requisites of mere
gentlemanhood as to be betrayed into the present remarkable indecorum. That strange ceremoniousness,
too, at other times evinced, seemed not uncharacteristic of one playing a part above his real level. Benito
Cereno—Don Benito Cereno—a sounding name. One, too, at that period, not unknown, in the surname,
to super-cargoes and sea captains trading along the Spanish Main, as belonging to one of the most
enterprising and extensive mercantile families in all those provinces; several members of it having titles;
a sort of Castilian Rothschild, with a noble brother, or cousin, in every great trading town of South
America. The alleged Don Benito was in early manhood, about twenty-nine or thirty. To assume a sort of
roving cadetship in the maritime affairs of such a house, what more likely scheme for a young knave of
talent and spirit? But the Spaniard was a pale invalid. Never mind. For even to the degree of simulating
mortal disease, the craft of some tricksters had been known to attain. To think that, under the aspect of
infantile weakness, the most savage energies might be couched—those velvets of the Spaniard but the
silky paw to his fangs.
From no train of thought did these fancies come; not from within, but from without; suddenly, too,
and in one throng, like hoar frost; yet as soon to vanish as the mild sun of Captain Delano’s good-nature
regained its meridian.
Glancing over once more towards his host—whose side-face, revealed above the skylight, was now
turned towards him—he was struck by the profile, whose clearness of cut was refined by the thinness,
incident to ill-health, as well as ennobled about the chin by the beard. Away with suspicion. He was a
true off-shoot of a true hidalgo Cereno.
Relieved by these and other better thoughts, the visitor, lightly humming a tune, now began
indifferently pacing the poop, so as not to betray to Don Benito that he had at all mistrusted incivility,
much less duplicity; for such mistrust would yet be proved illusory, and by the event; though, for the
present, the circumstance which had provoked that distrust remained unexplained. But when that little
mystery should have been cleared up, Captain Delano thought he might extremely regret it, did he allow
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Don Benito to become aware that he had indulged in ungenerous surmises. In short, to the Spaniard’s
black-letter text, it was best, for awhile, to leave open margin.
Presently, his pale face twitching and overcast, the Spaniard, still supported by his attendant, moved
over towards his guest, when, with even more than his usual embarrassment, and a strange sort of
intriguing intonation in his husky whisper, the following conversation began:—
“Señor, may I ask how long you have lain at this isle?”
“Oh, but a day or two, Don Benito.”
“And from what port are you last?”
“Canton.”
“And there, Señor, you exchanged your sealskins for teas and silks, I think you said?”
“Yes, Silks, mostly.”
“And the balance you took in specie, perhaps?”
Captain Delano, fidgeting a little, answered—
“Yes; some silver; not a very great deal, though.”
“Ah—well. May I ask how many men have you, Señor?”
Captain Delano slightly started, but answered—
“About five-and-twenty, all told.”
“And at present, Señor, all on board, I suppose?”
“All on board, Don Benito,” replied the Captain, now with satisfaction.
“And will be to-night, Señor?”
At this last question, following so many pertinacious ones, for the soul of him Captain Delano could
not but look very earnestly at the questioner, who, instead of meeting the glance, with every token of
craven discomposure dropped his eyes to the deck; presenting an unworthy contrast to his servant, who,
just then, was kneeling at his feet, adjusting a loose shoe-buckle; his disengaged face meantime, with
humble curiosity, turned openly up into his master’s downcast one.
The Spaniard, still with a guilty shuffle, repeated his question:
“And—and will be to-night, Señor?”
“Yes, for aught I know,” returned Captain Delano—”but nay,” rallying himself into fearless truth,
“some of them talked of going off on another fishing party about midnight.”
“Your ships generally go—go more or less armed, I believe, Señor?”
“Oh, a six-pounder or two, in case of emergency,” was the intrepidly indifferent reply, “with a small
stock of muskets, sealing-spears, and cutlasses, you know.”
As he thus responded, Captain Delano again glanced at Don Benito, but the latter’s eyes were averted;
while abruptly and awkwardly shifting the subject, he made some peevish allusion to the calm, and
then, without apology, once more, with his attendant, withdrew to the opposite bulwarks, where the
whispering was resumed.
At this moment, and ere Captain Delano could cast a cool thought upon what had just passed, the
young Spanish sailor, before mentioned, was seen descending from the rigging. In act of stooping over
to spring inboard to the deck, his voluminous, unconfined frock, or shirt, of coarse woolen, much spotted
with tar, opened out far down the chest, revealing a soiled under garment of what seemed the finest
linen, edged, about the neck, with a narrow blue ribbon, sadly faded and worn. At this moment the
young sailor’s eye was again fixed on the whisperers, and Captain Delano thought he observed a lurking
significance in it, as if silent signs, of some Freemason sort, had that instant been interchanged.
This once more impelled his own glance in the direction of Don Benito, and, as before, he could
not but infer that himself formed the subject of the conference. He paused. The sound of the hatchetpolishing fell on his ears. He cast another swift side-look at the two. They had the air of conspirators.
In connection with the late questionings, and the incident of the young sailor, these things now begat
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such return of involuntary suspicion, that the singular guilelessness of the American could not endure
it. Plucking up a gay and humorous expression, he crossed over to the two rapidly, saying:—”Ha, Don
Benito, your black here seems high in your trust; a sort of privy-counselor, in fact.”
Upon this, the servant looked up with a good-natured grin, but the master started as from a venomous
bite. It was a moment or two before the Spaniard sufficiently recovered himself to reply; which he did,
at last, with cold constraint:—”Yes, Señor, I have trust in Babo.”
Here Babo, changing his previous grin of mere animal humor into an intelligent smile, not
ungratefully eyed his master.
Finding that the Spaniard now stood silent and reserved, as if involuntarily, or purposely giving hint
that his guest’s proximity was inconvenient just then, Captain Delano, unwilling to appear uncivil even
to incivility itself, made some trivial remark and moved off; again and again turning over in his mind the
mysterious demeanor of Don Benito Cereno.
He had descended from the poop, and, wrapped in thought, was passing near a dark hatchway, leading
down into the steerage, when, perceiving motion there, he looked to see what moved. The same instant
there was a sparkle in the shadowy hatchway, and he saw one of the Spanish sailors, prowling there
hurriedly placing his hand in the bosom of his frock, as if hiding something. Before the man could have
been certain who it was that was passing, he slunk below out of sight. But enough was seen of him to
make it sure that he was the same young sailor before noticed in the rigging.
What was that which so sparkled? thought Captain Delano. It was no lamp—no match—no live coal.
Could it have been a jewel? But how come sailors with jewels?—or with silk-trimmed under-shirts
either? Has he been robbing the trunks of the dead cabin-passengers? But if so, he would hardly wear
one of the stolen articles on board ship here. Ah, ah—if, now, that was, indeed, a secret sign I saw
passing between this suspicious fellow and his captain awhile since; if I could only be certain that, in my
uneasiness, my senses did not deceive me, then—
Here, passing from one suspicious thing to another, his mind revolved the strange questions put to him
concerning his ship.
By a curious coincidence, as each point was recalled, the black wizards of Ashantee would strike up
with their hatchets, as in ominous comment on the white stranger’s thoughts. Pressed by such enigmas:
and portents, it would have been almost against nature, had not, even into the least distrustful heart, some
ugly misgivings obtruded.
Observing the ship, now helplessly fallen into a current, with enchanted sails, drifting with increased
rapidity seaward; and noting that, from a lately intercepted projection of the land, the sealer was hidden,
the stout mariner began to quake at thoughts which he barely durst confess to himself. Above all, he
began to feel a ghostly dread of Don Benito. And yet, when he roused himself, dilated his chest, felt
himself strong on his legs, and coolly considered it—what did all these phantoms amount to?
Had the Spaniard any sinister scheme, it must have reference not so much to him (Captain Delano)
as to his ship (the Bachelor’s Delight). Hence the present drifting away of the one ship from the other,
instead of favoring any such possible scheme, was, for the time, at least, opposed to it. Clearly any
suspicion, combining such contradictions, must need be delusive. Beside, was it not absurd to think
of a vessel in distress—a vessel by sickness almost dismanned of her crew—a vessel whose inmates
were parched for water—was it not a thousand times absurd that such a craft should, at present, be of a
piratical character; or her commander, either for himself or those under him, cherish any desire but for
speedy relief and refreshment? But then, might not general distress, and thirst in particular, be affected?
And might not that same undiminished Spanish crew, alleged to have perished off to a remnant, be at that
very moment lurking in the hold? On heart-broken pretense of entreating a cup of cold water, fiends in
human form had got into lonely dwellings, nor retired until a dark deed had been done. And among the
Malay pirates, it was no unusual thing to lure ships after them into their treacherous harbors, or entice
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boarders from a declared enemy at sea, by the spectacle of thinly manned or vacant decks, beneath which
prowled a hundred spears with yellow arms ready to upthrust them through the mats. Not that Captain
Delano had entirely credited such things. He had heard of them—and now, as stories, they recurred. The
present destination of the ship was the anchorage. There she would be near his own vessel. Upon gaining
that vicinity, might not the San Dominick, like a slumbering volcano, suddenly let loose energies now
hid?
He recalled the Spaniard’s manner while telling his story. There was a gloomy hesitancy and
subterfuge about it. It was just the manner of one making up his tale for evil purposes, as he goes. But
if that story was not true, what was the truth? That the ship had unlawfully come into the Spaniard’s
possession? But in many of its details, especially in reference to the more calamitous parts, such as the
fatalities among the seamen, the consequent prolonged beating about, the past sufferings from obstinate
calms, and still continued suffering from thirst; in all these points, as well as others, Don Benito’s story
had corroborated not only the wailing ejaculations of the indiscriminate multitude, white and black, but
likewise—what seemed impossible to be counterfeit—by the very expression and play of every human
feature, which Captain Delano saw. If Don Benito’s story was, throughout, an invention, then every
soul on board, down to the youngest negress, was his carefully drilled recruit in the plot: an incredible
inference. And yet, if there was ground for mistrusting his veracity, that inference was a legitimate one.
But those questions of the Spaniard. There, indeed, one might pause. Did they not seem put with
much the same object with which the burglar or assassin, by day-time, reconnoitres the walls of a house?
But, with ill purposes, to solicit such information openly of the chief person endangered, and so, in
effect, setting him on his guard; how unlikely a procedure was that? Absurd, then, to suppose that those
questions had been prompted by evil designs. Thus, the same conduct, which, in this instance, had
raised the alarm, served to dispel it. In short, scarce any suspicion or uneasiness, however apparently
reasonable at the time, which was not now, with equal apparent reason, dismissed.
At last he began to laugh at his former forebodings; and laugh at the strange ship for, in its aspect,
someway siding with them, as it were; and laugh, too, at the odd-looking blacks, particularly those
old scissors-grinders, the Ashantees; and those bed-ridden old knitting women, the oakum-pickers; and
almost at the dark Spaniard himself, the central hobgoblin of all.
For the rest, whatever in a serious way seemed enigmatical, was now good-naturedly explained away
by the thought that, for the most part, the poor invalid scarcely knew what he was about; either sulking
in black vapors, or putting idle questions without sense or object. Evidently for the present, the man
was not fit to be intrusted with the ship. On some benevolent plea withdrawing the command from him,
Captain Delano would yet have to send her to Conception, in charge of his second mate, a worthy person
and good navigator—a plan not more convenient for the San Dominick than for Don Benito; for, relieved
from all anxiety, keeping wholly to his cabin, the sick man, under the good nursing of his servant, would,
probably, by the end of the passage, be in a measure restored to health, and with that he should also be
restored to authority.
Such were the American’s thoughts. They were tranquilizing. There was a difference between the idea
of Don Benito’s darkly pre-ordaining Captain Delano’s fate, and Captain Delano’s lightly arranging Don
Benito’s. Nevertheless, it was not without something of relief that the good seaman presently perceived
his whale-boat in the distance. Its absence had been prolonged by unexpected detention at the sealer’s
side, as well as its returning trip lengthened by the continual recession of the goal.
The advancing speck was observed by the blacks. Their shouts attracted the attention of Don Benito,
who, with a return of courtesy, approaching Captain Delano, expressed satisfaction at the coming of
some supplies, slight and temporary as they must necessarily prove.
Captain Delano responded; but while doing so, his attention was drawn to something passing on the
deck below: among the crowd climbing the landward bulwarks, anxiously watching the coming boat,
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two blacks, to all appearances accidentally incommoded by one of the sailors, violently pushed him
aside, which the sailor someway resenting, they dashed him to the deck, despite the earnest cries of the
oakum-pickers.
“Don Benito,” said Captain Delano quickly, “do you see what is going on there? Look!”
But, seized by his cough, the Spaniard staggered, with both hands to his face, on the point of
falling. Captain Delano would have supported him, but the servant was more alert, who, with one hand
sustaining his master, with the other applied the cordial. Don Benito restored, the black withdrew his
support, slipping aside a little, but dutifully remaining within call of a whisper. Such discretion was here
evinced as quite wiped away, in the visitor’s eyes, any blemish of impropriety which might have attached
to the attendant, from the indecorous conferences before mentioned; showing, too, that if the servant
were to blame, it might be more the master’s fault than his own, since, when left to himself, he could
conduct thus well.
His glance called away from the spectacle of disorder to the more pleasing one before him, Captain
Delano could not avoid again congratulating his host upon possessing such a servant, who, though
perhaps a little too forward now and then, must upon the whole be invaluable to one in the invalid’s
situation.
“Tell me, Don Benito,” he added, with a smile—”I should like to have your man here, myself—what
will you take for him? Would fifty doubloons be any object?”
“Master wouldn’t part with Babo for a thousand doubloons,” murmured the black, overhearing the
offer, and taking it in earnest, and, with the strange vanity of a faithful slave, appreciated by his master,
scorning to hear so paltry a valuation put upon him by a stranger. But Don Benito, apparently hardly yet
completely restored, and again interrupted by his cough, made but some broken reply.
Soon his physical distress became so great, affecting his mind, too, apparently, that, as if to screen the
sad spectacle, the servant gently conducted his master below.
Left to himself, the American, to while away the time till his boat should arrive, would have pleasantly
accosted some one of the few Spanish seamen he saw; but recalling something that Don Benito had
said touching their ill conduct, he refrained; as a shipmaster indisposed to countenance cowardice or
unfaithfulness in seamen.
While, with these thoughts, standing with eye directed forward towards that handful of sailors,
suddenly he thought that one or two of them returned the glance and with a sort of meaning. He rubbed
his eyes, and looked again; but again seemed to see the same thing. Under a new form, but more obscure
than any previous one, the old suspicions recurred, but, in the absence of Don Benito, with less of panic
than before. Despite the bad account given of the sailors, Captain Delano resolved forthwith to accost
one of them. Descending the poop, he made his way through the blacks, his movement drawing a queer
cry from the oakum-pickers, prompted by whom, the negroes, twitching each other aside, divided before
him; but, as if curious to see what was the object of this deliberate visit to their Ghetto, closing in
behind, in tolerable order, followed the white stranger up. His progress thus proclaimed as by mounted
kings-at-arms, and escorted as by a Caffre guard of honor, Captain Delano, assuming a good-humored,
off-handed air, continued to advance; now and then saying a blithe word to the negroes, and his eye
curiously surveying the white faces, here and there sparsely mixed in with the blacks, like stray white
pawns venturously involved in the ranks of the chess-men opposed.
While thinking which of them to select for his purpose, he chanced to observe a sailor seated on the
deck engaged in tarring the strap of a large block, a circle of blacks squatted round him inquisitively
eying the process.
The mean employment of the man was in contrast with something superior in his figure. His hand,
black with continually thrusting it into the tar-pot held for him by a negro, seemed not naturally allied to
his face, a face which would have been a very fine one but for its haggardness. Whether this haggardness
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had aught to do with criminality, could not be determined; since, as intense heat and cold, though unlike,
produce like sensations, so innocence and guilt, when, through casual association with mental pain,
stamping any visible impress, use one seal—a hacked one.
Not again that this reflection occurred to Captain Delano at the time, charitable man as he was. Rather
another idea. Because observing so singular a haggardness combined with a dark eye, averted as in
trouble and shame, and then again recalling Don Benito’s confessed ill opinion of his crew, insensibly
he was operated upon by certain general notions which, while disconnecting pain and abashment from
virtue, invariably link them with vice.
If, indeed, there be any wickedness on board this ship, thought Captain Delano, be sure that man there
has fouled his hand in it, even as now he fouls it in the pitch. I don’t like to accost him. I will speak to
this other, this old Jack here on the windlass.
He advanced to an old Barcelona tar, in ragged red breeches and dirty night-cap, cheeks trenched and
bronzed, whiskers dense as thorn hedges. Seated between two sleepy-looking Africans, this mariner, like
his younger shipmate, was employed upon some rigging—splicing a cable—the sleepy-looking blacks
performing the inferior function of holding the outer parts of the ropes for him.
Upon Captain Delano’s approach, the man at once hung his head below its previous level; the one
necessary for business. It appeared as if he desired to be thought absorbed, with more than common
fidelity, in his task. Being addressed, he glanced up, but with what seemed a furtive, diffident air,
which sat strangely enough on his weather-beaten visage, much as if a grizzly bear, instead of growling
and biting, should simper and cast sheep’s eyes. He was asked several questions concerning the
voyage—questions purposely referring to several particulars in Don Benito’s narrative, not previously
corroborated by those impulsive cries greeting the visitor on first coming on board. The questions were
briefly answered, confirming all that remained to be confirmed of the story. The negroes about the
windlass joined in with the old sailor; but, as they became talkative, he by degrees became mute, and
at length quite glum, seemed morosely unwilling to answer more questions, and yet, all the while, this
ursine air was somehow mixed with his sheepish one.
Despairing of getting into unembarrassed talk with such a centaur, Captain Delano, after glancing
round for a more promising countenance, but seeing none, spoke pleasantly to the blacks to make way
for him; and so, amid various grins and grimaces, returned to the poop, feeling a little strange at first, he
could hardly tell why, but upon the whole with regained confidence in Benito Cereno.
How plainly, thought he, did that old whiskerando yonder betray a consciousness of ill desert. No
doubt, when he saw me coming, he dreaded lest I, apprised by his Captain of the crew’s general
misbehavior, came with sharp words for him, and so down with his head. And yet—and yet, now that
I think of it, that very old fellow, if I err not, was one of those who seemed so earnestly eying me here
awhile since. Ah, these currents spin one’s head round almost as much as they do the ship. Ha, there
now’s a pleasant sort of sunny sight; quite sociable, too.
His attention had been drawn to a slumbering negress, partly disclosed through the lacework of some
rigging, lying, with youthful limbs carelessly disposed, under the lee of the bulwarks, like a doe in the
shade of a woodland rock. Sprawling at her lapped breasts, was her wide-awake fawn, stark naked, its
black little body half lifted from the deck, crosswise with its dam’s; its hands, like two paws, clambering
upon her; its mouth and nose ineffectually rooting to get at the mark; and meantime giving a vexatious
half-grunt, blending with the composed snore of the negress.
The uncommon vigor of the child at length roused the mother. She started up, at a distance facing
Captain Delano. But as if not, at all concerned at the attitude in which she had been caught, delightedly
she caught the child up, with maternal transports, covering it with kisses.
There’s naked nature, now; pure tenderness and love, thought Captain Delano, well pleased.
This incident prompted him to remark the other negresses more particularly than before. He was
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gratified with their manners: like most uncivilized women, they seemed at once tender of heart and tough
of constitution; equally ready to die for their infants or fight for them. Unsophisticated as leopardesses;
loving as doves. Ah! thought Captain Delano, these, perhaps, are some of the very women whom
Ledyard saw in Africa, and gave such a noble account of.
These natural sights somehow insensibly deepened his confidence and ease. At last he looked to see
how his boat was getting on; but it was still pretty remote. He turned to see if Don Benito had returned;
but he had not.
To change the scene, as well as to please himself with a leisurely observation of the coming boat,
stepping over into the mizzen-chains, he clambered his way into the starboard quarter-gallery—one
of those abandoned Venetian-looking water-balconies previously mentioned—retreats cut off from the
deck. As his foot pressed the half-damp, half-dry sea-mosses matting the place, and a chance phantom
cats-paw—an islet of breeze, unheralded unfollowed—as this ghostly cats-paw came fanning his cheek;
as his glance fell upon the row of small, round dead-lights—all closed like coppered eyes of the
coffined—and the state-cabin door, once connecting with the gallery, even as the dead-lights had once
looked out upon it, but now calked fast like a sarcophagus lid; and to a purple-black tarred-over, panel,
threshold, and post; and he bethought him of the time, when that state-cabin and this state-balcony
had heard the voices of the Spanish king’s officers, and the forms of the Lima viceroy’s daughters had
perhaps leaned where he stood—as these and other images flitted through his mind, as the cats-paw
through the calm, gradually he felt rising a dreamy inquietude, like that of one who alone on the prairie
feels unrest from the repose of the noon.
He leaned against the carved balustrade, again looking off toward his boat; but found his eye falling
upon the ribbon grass, trailing along the ship’s water-line, straight as a border of green box; and parterres
of sea-weed, broad ovals and crescents, floating nigh and far, with what seemed long formal alleys
between, crossing the terraces of swells, and sweeping round as if leading to the grottoes below. And
overhanging all was the balustrade by his arm, which, partly stained with pitch and partly embossed with
moss, seemed the charred ruin of some summer-house in a grand garden long running to waste.
Trying to break one charm, he was but becharmed anew. Though upon the wide sea, he seemed in
some far inland country; prisoner in some deserted château, left to stare at empty grounds, and peer out
at vague roads, where never wagon or wayfarer passed.
But these enchantments were a little disenchanted as his eye fell on the corroded main-chains. Of an
ancient style, massy and rusty in link, shackle and bolt, they seemed even more fit for the ship’s present
business than the one for which she had been built.
Presently he thought something moved nigh the chains. He rubbed his eyes, and looked hard. Groves
of rigging were about the chains; and there, peering from behind a great stay, like an Indian from behind
a hemlock, a Spanish sailor, a marlingspike in his hand, was seen, who made what seemed an imperfect
gesture towards the balcony, but immediately as if alarmed by some advancing step along the deck
within, vanished into the recesses of the hempen forest, like a poacher.
What meant this? Something the man had sought to communicate, unbeknown to any one, even to
his captain. Did the secret involve aught unfavorable to his captain? Were those previous misgivings
of Captain Delano’s about to be verified? Or, in his haunted mood at the moment, had some random,
unintentional motion of the man, while busy with the stay, as if repairing it, been mistaken for a
significant beckoning?
Not unbewildered, again he gazed off for his boat. But it was temporarily hidden by a rocky spur of
the isle. As with some eagerness he bent forward, watching for the first shooting view of its beak, the
balustrade gave way before him like charcoal. Had he not clutched an outreaching rope he would have
fallen into the sea. The crash, though feeble, and the fall, though hollow, of the rotten fragments, must
have been overheard. He glanced up. With sober curiosity peering down upon him was one of the old
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oakum-pickers, slipped from his perch to an outside boom; while below the old negro, and, invisible
to him, reconnoitering from a port-hole like a fox from the mouth of its den, crouched the Spanish
sailor again. From something suddenly suggested by the man’s air, the mad idea now darted into Captain
Delano’s mind, that Don Benito’s plea of indisposition, in withdrawing below, was but a pretense: that
he was engaged there maturing his plot, of which the sailor, by some means gaining an inkling, had a
mind to warn the stranger against; incited, it may be, by gratitude for a kind word on first boarding the
ship. Was it from foreseeing some possible interference like this, that Don Benito had, beforehand, given
such a bad character of his sailors, while praising the negroes; though, indeed, the former seemed as
docile as the latter the contrary? The whites, too, by nature, were the shrewder race. A man with some
evil design, would he not be likely to speak well of that stupidity which was blind to his depravity, and
malign that intelligence from which it might not be hidden? Not unlikely, perhaps. But if the whites had
dark secrets concerning Don Benito, could then Don Benito be any way in complicity with the blacks?
But they were too stupid. Besides, who ever heard of a white so far a renegade as to apostatize from his
very species almost, by leaguing in against it with negroes? These difficulties recalled former ones. Lost
in their mazes, Captain Delano, who had now regained the deck, was uneasily advancing along it, when
he observed a new face; an aged sailor seated cross-legged near the main hatchway. His skin was shrunk
up with wrinkles like a pelican’s empty pouch; his hair frosted; his countenance grave and composed.
His hands were full of ropes, which he was working into a large knot. Some blacks were about him
obligingly dipping the strands for him, here and there, as the exigencies of the operation demanded.
Captain Delano crossed over to him, and stood in silence surveying the knot; his mind, by a not
uncongenial transition, passing from its own entanglements to those of the hemp. For intricacy, such a
knot he had never seen in an American ship, nor indeed any other. The old man looked like an Egyptian
priest, making Gordian knots for the temple of Ammon. The knot seemed a combination of doublebowline-knot, treble-crown-knot, back-handed-well-knot, knot-in-and-out-knot, and jamming-knot.
At last, puzzled to comprehend the meaning of such a knot, Captain Delano addressed the knotter:—
“What are you knotting there, my man?”
“The knot,” was the brief reply, without looking up.
“So it seems; but what is it for?”
“For some one else to undo,” muttered back the old man, plying his fingers harder than ever, the knot
being now nearly completed.
While Captain Delano stood watching him, suddenly the old man threw the knot towards him, saying
in broken English—the first heard in the ship—something to this effect: “Undo it, cut it, quick.” It was
said lowly, but with such condensation of rapidity, that the long, slow words in Spanish, which had
preceded and followed, almost operated as covers to the brief English between.
For a moment, knot in hand, and knot in head, Captain Delano stood mute; while, without further
heeding him, the old man was now intent upon other ropes. Presently there was a slight stir behind
Captain Delano. Turning, he saw the chained negro, Atufal, standing quietly there. The next moment the
old sailor rose, muttering, and, followed by his subordinate negroes, removed to the forward part of the
ship, where in the crowd he disappeared.
An elderly negro, in a clout like an infant’s, and with a pepper and salt head, and a kind of attorney
air, now approached Captain Delano. In tolerable Spanish, and with a good-natured, knowing wink, he
informed him that the old knotter was simple-witted, but harmless; often playing his odd tricks. The
negro concluded by begging the knot, for of course the stranger would not care to be troubled with it.
Unconsciously, it was handed to him. With a sort of congé, the negro received it, and, turning his back,
ferreted into it like a detective custom-house officer after smuggled laces. Soon, with some African
word, equivalent to pshaw, he tossed the knot overboard.
All this is very queer now, thought Captain Delano, with a qualmish sort of emotion; but, as one
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feeling incipient sea-sickness, he strove, by ignoring the symptoms, to get rid of the malady. Once more
he looked off for his boat. To his delight, it was now again in view, leaving the rocky spur astern.
The sensation here experienced, after at first relieving his uneasiness, with unforeseen efficacy soon
began to remove it. The less distant sight of that well-known boat—showing it, not as before, half
blended with the haze, but with outline defined, so that its individuality, like a man’s, was manifest;
that boat, Rover by name, which, though now in strange seas, had often pressed the beach of Captain
Delano’s home, and, brought to its threshold for repairs, had familiarly lain there, as a Newfoundland
dog; the sight of that household, boat evoked a thousand trustful associations, which, contrasted with
previous suspicions, filled him not only with lightsome confidence, but somehow with half humorous
self-reproaches at his former lack of it.
“What, I, Amasa Delano—Jack of the Beach, as they called me when a lad—I, Amasa; the same that,
duck-satchel in hand, used to paddle along the water-side to the school-house made from the old hulk—I,
little Jack of the Beach, that used to go berrying with cousin Nat and the rest; I to be murdered here at
the ends of the earth, on board a haunted pirate-ship by a horrible Spaniard? Too nonsensical to think of!
Who would murder Amasa Delano? His conscience is clean. There is some one above. Fie, fie, Jack of
the Beach! you are a child indeed; a child of the second childhood, old boy; you are beginning to dote
and drule, I’m afraid.”
Light of heart and foot, he stepped aft, and there was met by Don Benito’s servant, who, with a
pleasing expression, responsive to his own present feelings, informed him that his master had recovered
from the effects of his coughing fit, and had just ordered him to go present his compliments to his good
guest, Don Amasa, and say that he (Don Benito) would soon have the happiness to rejoin him.
There now, do you mark that? again thought Captain Delano, walking the poop. What a donkey I was.
This kind gentleman who here sends me his kind compliments, he, but ten minutes ago, dark-lantern in
had, was dodging round some old grind-stone in the hold, sharpening a hatchet for me, I thought. Well,
well; these long calms have a morbid effect on the mind, I’ve often heard, though I never believed it
before. Ha! glancing towards the boat; there’s Rover; good dog; a white bone in her mouth. A pretty big
bone though, seems to me.—What? Yes, she has fallen afoul of the bubbling tide-rip there. It sets her the
other way, too, for the time. Patience.
It was now about noon, though, from the grayness of everything, it seemed to be getting towards dusk.
The calm was confirmed. In the far distance, away from the influence of land, the leaden ocean
seemed laid out and leaded up, it’s course finished, soul gone, defunct. But the current from landward,
where the ship was, increased; silently sweeping her further and further towards the tranced waters
beyond.
Still, from his knowledge of those latitudes, cherishing hopes of a breeze, and a fair and fresh one,
at any moment, Captain Delano, despite present prospects, buoyantly counted upon bringing the San
Dominick safely to anchor ere night. The distance swept over was nothing; since, with a good wind,
ten minutes’ sailing would retrace more than sixty minutes, drifting. Meantime, one moment turning to
mark “Rover” fighting the tide-rip, and the next to see Don Benito approaching, he continued walking
the poop.
Gradually he felt a vexation arising from the delay of his boat; this soon merged into uneasiness; and
at last—his eye falling continually, as from a stage-box into the pit, upon the strange crowd before and
below him, and, by-and-by, recognizing there the face—now composed to indifference—of the Spanish
sailor who had seemed to beckon from the main-chains—something of his old trepidations returned.
Ah, thought he—gravely enough—this is like the ague: because it went off, it follows not that it won’t
come back.
Though ashamed of the relapse, he could not altogether subdue it; and so, exerting his good-nature to
the utmost, insensibly he came to a compromise.
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Yes, this is a strange craft; a strange history, too, and strange folks on board. But—nothing more.
By way of keeping his mind out of mischief till the boat should arrive, he tried to occupy it with
turning over and over, in a purely speculative sort of way, some lesser peculiarities of the captain and
crew. Among others, four curious points recurred:
First, the affair of the Spanish lad assailed with a knife by the slave boy; an act winked at by Don
Benito. Second, the tyranny in Don Benito’s treatment of Atufal, the black; as if a child should lead a
bull of the Nile by the ring in his nose. Third, the trampling of the sailor by the two negroes; a piece of
insolence passed over without so much as a reprimand. Fourth, the cringing submission to their master,
of all the ship’s underlings, mostly blacks; as if by the least inadvertence they feared to draw down his
despotic displeasure.
Coupling these points, they seemed somewhat contradictory. But what then, thought Captain Delano,
glancing towards his now nearing boat—what then? Why, Don Benito is a very capricious commander.
But he is not the first of the sort I have seen; though it’s true he rather exceeds any other. But as a
nation—continued he in his reveries—these Spaniards are all an odd set; the very word Spaniard has a
curious, conspirator, Guy-Fawkish twang to it. And yet, I dare say, Spaniards in the main are as good
folks as any in Duxbury, Massachusetts. Ah good! last “Rover” has come.
As, with its welcome freight, the boat touched the side, the oakum-pickers, with venerable gestures,
sought to restrain the blacks, who, at the sight of three gurried water-casks in its bottom, and a pile of
wilted pumpkins in its bow, hung over the bulwarks in disorderly raptures.
Don Benito, with his servant, now appeared; his coming, perhaps, hastened by hearing the noise. Of
him Captain Delano sought permission to serve out the water, so that all might share alike, and none
injure themselves by unfair excess. But sensible, and, on Don Benito’s account, kind as this offer was,
it was received with what seemed impatience; as if aware that he lacked energy as a commander, Don
Benito, with the true jealousy of weakness, resented as an affront any interference. So, at least, Captain
Delano inferred.
In another moment the casks were being hoisted in, when some of the eager negroes accidentally
jostled Captain Delano, where he stood by the gangway; so, that, unmindful of Don Benito, yielding to
the impulse of the moment, with good-natured authority he bade the blacks stand back; to enforce his
words making use of a half-mirthful, half-menacing gesture. Instantly the blacks paused, just where they
were, each negro and negress suspended in his or her posture, exactly as the word had found them—for a
few seconds continuing so—while, as between the responsive posts of a telegraph, an unknown syllable
ran from man to man among the perched oakum-pickers. While the visitor’s attention was fixed by this
scene, suddenly the hatchet-polishers half rose, and a rapid cry came from Don Benito.
Thinking that at the signal of the Spaniard he was about to be massacred, Captain Delano would
have sprung for his boat, but paused, as the oakum-pickers, dropping down into the crowd with earnest
exclamations, forced every white and every negro back, at the same moment, with gestures friendly and
familiar, almost jocose, bidding him, in substance, not be a fool. Simultaneously the hatchet-polishers
resumed their seats, quietly as so many tailors, and at once, as if nothing had happened, the work of
hoisting in the casks was resumed, whites and blacks singing at the tackle.
Captain Delano glanced towards Don Benito. As he saw his meagre form in the act of recovering itself
from reclining in the servant’s arms, into which the agitated invalid had fallen, he could not but marvel
at the panic by which himself had been surprised, on the darting supposition that such a commander,
who, upon a legitimate occasion, so trivial, too, as it now appeared, could lose all self-command, was,
with energetic iniquity, going to bring about his murder.
The casks being on deck, Captain Delano was handed a number of jars and cups by one of the
steward’s aids, who, in the name of his captain, entreated him to do as he had proposed—dole out the
water. He complied, with republican impartiality as to this republican element, which always seeks one
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level, serving the oldest white no better than the youngest black; excepting, indeed, poor Don Benito,
whose condition, if not rank, demanded an extra allowance. To him, in the first place, Captain Delano
presented a fair pitcher of the fluid; but, thirsting as he was for it, the Spaniard quaffed not a drop until
after several grave bows and salutes. A reciprocation of courtesies which the sight-loving Africans hailed
with clapping of hands.
Two of the less wilted pumpkins being reserved for the cabin table, the residue were minced up on
the spot for the general regalement. But the soft bread, sugar, and bottled cider, Captain Delano would
have given the whites alone, and in chief Don Benito; but the latter objected; which disinterestedness
not a little pleased the American; and so mouthfuls all around were given alike to whites and blacks;
excepting one bottle of cider, which Babo insisted upon setting aside for his master.
Here it may be observed that as, on the first visit of the boat, the American had not permitted his men
to board the ship, neither did he now; being unwilling to add to the confusion of the decks.
Not uninfluenced by the peculiar good-humor at present prevailing, and for the time oblivious of any
but benevolent thoughts, Captain Delano, who, from recent indications, counted upon a breeze within
an hour or two at furthest, dispatched the boat back to the sealer, with orders for all the hands that could
be spared immediately to set about rafting casks to the watering-place and filling them. Likewise he
bade word be carried to his chief officer, that if, against present expectation, the ship was not brought to
anchor by sunset, he need be under no concern; for as there was to be a full moon that night, he (Captain
Delano) would remain on board ready to play the pilot, come the wind soon or late.
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As the two Captains stood together, observing the departing boat—the servant, as it happened, having
just spied a spot on his master’s velvet sleeve, and silently engaged rubbing it out—the American
expressed his regrets that the San Dominick had no boats; none, at least, but the unseaworthy old hulk
of the long-boat, which, warped as a camel’s skeleton in the desert, and almost as bleached, lay pot-wise
inverted amidships, one side a little tipped, furnishing a subterraneous sort of den for family groups of
the blacks, mostly women and small children; who, squatting on old mats below, or perched above in
the dark dome, on the elevated seats, were descried, some distance within, like a social circle of bats,
sheltering in some friendly cave; at intervals, ebon flights of naked boys and girls, three or four years
old, darting in and out of the den’s mouth.
“Had you three or four boats now, Don Benito,” said Captain Delano, “I think that, by tugging at
the oars, your negroes here might help along matters some. Did you sail from port without boats, Don
Benito?”
“They were stove in the gales, Señor.”
“That was bad. Many men, too, you lost then. Boats and men. Those must have been hard gales, Don
Benito.”
“Past all speech,” cringed the Spaniard.
“Tell me, Don Benito,” continued his companion with increased interest, “tell me, were these gales
immediately off the pitch of Cape Horn?”
“Cape Horn?—who spoke of Cape Horn?”
“Yourself did, when giving me an account of your voyage,” answered Captain Delano, with almost
equal astonishment at this eating of his own words, even as he ever seemed eating his own heart, on the
part of the Spaniard. “You yourself, Don Benito, spoke of Cape Horn,” he emphatically repeated.
The Spaniard turned, in a sort of stooping posture, pausing an instant, as one about to make a plunging
exchange of elements, as from air to water.
At this moment a messenger-boy, a white, hurried by, in the regular performance of his function
carrying the last expired half hour forward to the forecastle, from the cabin time-piece, to have it struck
at the ship’s large bell.
“Master,” said the servant, discontinuing his work on the coat sleeve, and addressing the rapt Spaniard
with a sort of timid apprehensiveness, as one charged with a duty, the discharge of which, it was
foreseen, would prove irksome to the very person who had imposed it, and for whose benefit it was
intended, “master told me never mind where he was, or how engaged, always to remind him to a minute,
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when shaving-time comes. Miguel has gone to strike the half-hour afternoon. It is now, master. Will
master go into the cuddy?”
“Ah—yes,” answered the Spaniard, starting, as from dreams into realities; then turning upon Captain
Delano, he said that ere long he would resume the conversation.
“Then if master means to talk more to Don Amasa,” said the servant, “why not let Don Amasa sit by
master in the cuddy, and master can talk, and Don Amasa can listen, while Babo here lathers and strops.”
“Yes,” said Captain Delano, not unpleased with this sociable plan, “yes, Don Benito, unless you had
rather not, I will go with you.”
“Be it so, Señor.”
As the three passed aft, the American could not but think it another strange instance of his host’s
capriciousness, this being shaved with such uncommon punctuality in the middle of the day. But he
deemed it more than likely that the servant’s anxious fidelity had something to do with the matter;
inasmuch as the timely interruption served to rally his master from the mood which had evidently been
coming upon him.
The place called the cuddy was a light deck-cabin formed by the poop, a sort of attic to the large cabin
below. Part of it had formerly been the quarters of the officers; but since their death all the partitioning
had been thrown down, and the whole interior converted into one spacious and airy marine hall; for
absence of fine furniture and picturesque disarray of odd appurtenances, somewhat answering to the
wide, cluttered hall of some eccentric bachelor-squire in the country, who hangs his shooting-jacket and
tobacco-pouch on deer antlers, and keeps his fishing-rod, tongs, and walking-stick in the same corner.
The similitude was heightened, if not originally suggested, by glimpses of the surrounding sea; since,
in one aspect, the country and the ocean seem cousins-german.
The floor of the cuddy was matted. Overhead, four or five old muskets were stuck into horizontal
holes along the beams. On one side was a claw-footed old table lashed to the deck; a thumbed missal
on it, and over it a small, meagre crucifix attached to the bulk-head. Under the table lay a dented cutlass
or two, with a hacked harpoon, among some; melancholy old rigging, like a heap of poor friars’ girdles.
There were also two long, sharp-ribbed settees of Malacca cane, black with age, and uncomfortable to
look at as inquisitors’ racks, with a large, misshapen arm-chair, which, furnished with a rude barber’s
crotch at the back, working with a screw, seemed some grotesque engine of torment. A flag locker was
in one corner, open, exposing various colored bunting, some rolled up, others half unrolled, still others
tumbled. Opposite was a cumbrous washstand, of black mahogany, all of one block, with a pedestal, like
a font, and over it a railed shelf, containing combs, brushes, and other implements of the toilet. A torn
hammock of stained grass swung near; the sheets tossed, and the pillow wrinkled up like a brow, as if
who ever slept here slept but illy, with alternate visitations of sad thoughts and bad dreams.
The further extremity of the cuddy, overhanging the ship’s stern, was pierced with three openings,
windows or port-holes, according as men or cannon might peer, socially or unsocially, out of them. At
present neither men nor cannon were seen, though huge ring-bolts and other rusty iron fixtures of the
wood-work hinted of twenty-four-pounders.
Glancing towards the hammock as he entered, Captain Delano said, “You sleep here, Don Benito?”
“Yes, Señor, since we got into mild weather.”
“This seems a sort of dormitory, sitting-room, sail-loft, chapel, armory, and private closet all together,
Don Benito,” added Captain Delano, looking round.
“Yes, Señor; events have not been favorable to much order in my arrangements.”
Here the servant, napkin on arm, made a motion as if waiting his master’s good pleasure. Don Benito
signified his readiness, when, seating him in the Malacca arm-chair, and for the guest’s convenience
drawing opposite one of the settees, the servant commenced operations by throwing back his master’s
collar and loosening his cravat.
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There is something in the negro which, in a peculiar way, fits him for avocations about one’s person.
Most negroes are natural valets and hair-dressers; taking to the comb and brush congenially as to the
castinets, and flourishing them apparently with almost equal satisfaction. There is, too, a smooth tact
about them in this employment, with a marvelous, noiseless, gliding briskness, not ungraceful in its way,
singularly pleasing to behold, and still more so to be the manipulated subject of. And above all is the
great gift of good-humor. Not the mere grin or laugh is here meant. Those were unsuitable. But a certain
easy cheerfulness, harmonious in every glance and gesture; as though God had set the whole negro to
some pleasant tune.
When to this is added the docility arising from the unaspiring contentment of a limited mind and that
susceptibility of blind attachment sometimes inhering in indisputable inferiors, one readily perceives
why those hypochondriacs, Johnson and Byron—it may be, something like the hypochondriac Benito
Cereno—took to their hearts, almost to the exclusion of the entire white race, their serving men, the
negroes, Barber and Fletcher. But if there be that in the negro which exempts him from the inflicted
sourness of the morbid or cynical mind, how, in his most prepossessing aspects, must he appear to a
benevolent one? When at ease with respect to exterior things, Captain Delano’s nature was not only
benign, but familiarly and humorously so. At home, he had often taken rare satisfaction in sitting in his
door, watching some free man of color at his work or play. If on a voyage he chanced to have a black
sailor, invariably he was on chatty and half-gamesome terms with him. In fact, like most men of a good,
blithe heart, Captain Delano took to negroes, not philanthropically, but genially, just as other men to
Newfoundland dogs.
Hitherto, the circumstances in which he found the San Dominick had repressed the tendency. But in
the cuddy, relieved from his former uneasiness, and, for various reasons, more sociably inclined than
at any previous period of the day, and seeing the colored servant, napkin on arm, so debonair about his
master, in a business so familiar as that of shaving, too, all his old weakness for negroes returned.
Among other things, he was amused with an odd instance of the African love of bright colors and
fine shows, in the black’s informally taking from the flag-locker a great piece of bunting of all hues, and
lavishly tucking it under his master’s chin for an apron.
The mode of shaving among the Spaniards is a little different from what it is with other nations. They
have a basin, specifically called a barber’s basin, which on one side is scooped out, so as accurately to
receive the chin, against which it is closely held in lathering; which is done, not with a brush, but with
soap dipped in the water of the basin and rubbed on the face.
In the present instance salt-water was used for lack of better; and the parts lathered were only the
upper lip, and low down under the throat, all the rest being cultivated beard.
The preliminaries being somewhat novel to Captain Delano, he sat curiously eying them, so that no
conversation took place, nor, for the present, did Don Benito appear disposed to renew any.
Setting down his basin, the negro searched among the razors, as for the sharpest, and having found it,
gave it an additional edge by expertly strapping it on the firm, smooth, oily skin of his open palm; he then
made a gesture as if to begin, but midway stood suspended for an instant, one hand elevating the razor,
the other professionally dabbling among the bubbling suds on the Spaniard’s lank neck. Not unaffected
by the close sight of the gleaming steel, Don Benito nervously shuddered; his usual ghastliness was
heightened by the lather, which lather, again, was intensified in its hue by the contrasting sootiness of
the negro’s body. Altogether the scene was somewhat peculiar, at least to Captain Delano, nor, as he saw
the two thus postured, could he resist the vagary, that in the black he saw a headsman, and in the white
a man at the block. But this was one of those antic conceits, appearing and vanishing in a breath, from
which, perhaps, the best regulated mind is not always free.
Meantime the agitation of the Spaniard had a little loosened the bunting from around him, so that one
broad fold swept curtain-like over the chair-arm to the floor, revealing, amid a profusion of armorial bars
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and ground-colors—black, blue, and yellow—a closed castle in a blood red field diagonal with a lion
rampant in a white.
“The castle and the lion,” exclaimed Captain Delano—”why, Don Benito, this is the flag of Spain you
use here. It’s well it’s only I, and not the King, that sees this,” he added, with a smile, “but”—turning
towards the black—”it’s all one, I suppose, so the colors be gay;” which playful remark did not fail
somewhat to tickle the negro.
“Now, master,” he said, readjusting the flag, and pressing the head gently further back into the crotch
of the chair; “now, master,” and the steel glanced nigh the throat.
Again Don Benito faintly shuddered.
“You must not shake so, master. See, Don Amasa, master always shakes when I shave him. And yet
master knows I never yet have drawn blood, though it’s true, if master will shake so, I may some of these
times. Now master,” he continued. “And now, Don Amasa, please go on with your talk about the gale,
and all that; master can hear, and, between times, master can answer.”
“Ah yes, these gales,” said Captain Delano; “but the more I think of your voyage, Don Benito, the
more I wonder, not at the gales, terrible as they must have been, but at the disastrous interval following
them. For here, by your account, have you been these two months and more getting from Cape Horn to
St. Maria, a distance which I myself, with a good wind, have sailed in a few days. True, you had calms,
and long ones, but to be becalmed for two months, that is, at least, unusual. Why, Don Benito, had almost
any other gentleman told me such a story, I should have been half disposed to a little incredulity.”
Here an involuntary expression came over the Spaniard, similar to that just before on the deck, and
whether it was the start he gave, or a sudden gawky roll of the hull in the calm, or a momentary
unsteadiness of the servant’s hand, however it was, just then the razor drew blood, spots of which stained
the creamy lather under the throat: immediately the black barber drew back his steel, and, remaining in
his professional attitude, back to Captain Delano, and face to Don Benito, held up the trickling razor,
saying, with a sort of half humorous sorrow, “See, master—you shook so—here’s Babo’s first blood.”
No sword drawn before James the First of England, no assassination in that timid King’s presence,
could have produced a more terrified aspect than was now presented by Don Benito.
Poor fellow, thought Captain Delano, so nervous he can’t even bear the sight of barber’s blood; and
this unstrung, sick man, is it credible that I should have imagined he meant to spill all my blood, who
can’t endure the sight of one little drop of his own? Surely, Amasa Delano, you have been beside yourself
this day. Tell it not when you get home, sappy Amasa. Well, well, he looks like a murderer, doesn’t he?
More like as if himself were to be done for. Well, well, this day’s experience shall be a good lesson.
Meantime, while these things were running through the honest seaman’s mind, the servant had taken
the napkin from his arm, and to Don Benito had said—”But answer Don Amasa, please, master, while I
wipe this ugly stuff off the razor, and strop it again.”
As he said the words, his face was turned half round, so as to be alike visible to the Spaniard and
the American, and seemed, by its expression, to hint, that he was desirous, by getting his master to go
on with the conversation, considerately to withdraw his attention from the recent annoying accident. As
if glad to snatch the offered relief, Don Benito resumed, rehearsing to Captain Delano, that not only
were the calms of unusual duration, but the ship had fallen in with obstinate currents; and other things
he added, some of which were but repetitions of former statements, to explain how it came to pass that
the passage from Cape Horn to St. Maria had been so exceedingly long; now and then, mingling with
his words, incidental praises, less qualified than before, to the blacks, for their general good conduct.
These particulars were not given consecutively, the servant, at convenient times, using his razor, and so,
between the intervals of shaving, the story and panegyric went on with more than usual huskiness.
To Captain Delano’s imagination, now again not wholly at rest, there was something so hollow in
the Spaniard’s manner, with apparently some reciprocal hollowness in the servant’s dusky comment of
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silence, that the idea flashed across him, that possibly master and man, for some unknown purpose, were
acting out, both in word and deed, nay, to the very tremor of Don Benito’s limbs, some juggling play
before him. Neither did the suspicion of collusion lack apparent support, from the fact of those whispered
conferences before mentioned. But then, what could be the object of enacting this play of the barber
before him? At last, regarding the notion as a whimsy, insensibly suggested, perhaps, by the theatrical
aspect of Don Benito in his harlequin ensign, Captain Delano speedily banished it.
The shaving over, the servant bestirred himself with a small bottle of scented waters, pouring a few
drops on the head, and then diligently rubbing; the vehemence of the exercise causing the muscles of his
face to twitch rather strangely.
His next operation was with comb, scissors, and brush; going round and round, smoothing a curl here,
clipping an unruly whisker-hair there, giving a graceful sweep to the temple-lock, with other impromptu
touches evincing the hand of a master; while, like any resigned gentleman in barber’s hands, Don Benito
bore all, much less uneasily, at least than he had done the razoring; indeed, he sat so pale and rigid now,
that the negro seemed a Nubian sculptor finishing off a white statue-head.
All being over at last, the standard of Spain removed, tumbled up, and tossed back into the flag-locker,
the negro’s warm breath blowing away any stray hair, which might have lodged down his master’s neck;
collar and cravat readjusted; a speck of lint whisked off the velvet lapel; all this being done; backing off
a little space, and pausing with an expression of subdued self-complacency, the servant for a moment
surveyed his master, as, in toilet at least, the creature of his own tasteful hands.
Captain Delano playfully complimented him upon his achievement; at the same time congratulating
Don Benito.
But neither sweet waters, nor shampooing, nor fidelity, nor sociality, delighted the Spaniard. Seeing
him relapsing into forbidding gloom, and still remaining seated, Captain Delano, thinking that his
presence was undesired just then, withdrew, on pretense of seeing whether, as he had prophesied, any
signs of a breeze were visible.
Walking forward to the main-mast, he stood awhile thinking over the scene, and not without some
undefined misgivings, when he heard a noise near the cuddy, and turning, saw the negro, his hand to
his cheek. Advancing, Captain Delano perceived that the cheek was bleeding. He was about to ask the
cause, when the negro’s wailing soliloquy enlightened him.
“Ah, when will master get better from his sickness; only the sour heart that sour sickness breeds made
him serve Babo so; cutting Babo with the razor, because, only by accident, Babo had given master one
little scratch; and for the first time in so many a day, too. Ah, ah, ah,” holding his hand to his face.
Is it possible, thought Captain Delano; was it to wreak in private his Spanish spite against this poor
friend of his, that Don Benito, by his sullen manner, impelled me to withdraw? Ah this slavery breeds
ugly passions in man.—Poor fellow!
He was about to speak in sympathy to the negro, but with a timid reluctance he now re-entered the
cuddy.
Presently master and man came forth; Don Benito leaning on his servant as if nothing had happened.
But a sort of love-quarrel, after all, thought Captain Delano.
He accosted Don Benito, and they slowly walked together. They had gone but a few paces, when the
steward—a tall, rajah-looking mulatto, orientally set off with a pagoda turban formed by three or four
Madras handkerchiefs wound about his head, tier on tier—approaching with a saalam, announced lunch
in the cabin.
On their way thither, the two captains were preceded by the mulatto, who, turning round as he
advanced, with continual smiles and bows, ushered them on, a display of elegance which quite
completed the insignificance of the small bare-headed Babo, who, as if not unconscious of inferiority,
eyed askance the graceful steward. But in part, Captain Delano imputed his jealous watchfulness to that
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peculiar feeling which the full-blooded African entertains for the adulterated one. As for the steward,
his manner, if not bespeaking much dignity of self-respect, yet evidenced his extreme desire to please;
which is doubly meritorious, as at once Christian and Chesterfieldian.
Captain Delano observed with interest that while the complexion of the mulatto was hybrid, his
physiognomy was European—classically so.
“Don Benito,” whispered he, “I am glad to see this usher-of-the-golden-rod of yours; the sight refutes
an ugly remark once made to me by a Barbadoes planter; that when a mulatto has a regular European
face, look out for him; he is a devil. But see, your steward here has features more regular than King
George’s of England; and yet there he nods, and bows, and smiles; a king, indeed—the king of kind
hearts and polite fellows. What a pleasant voice he has, too?”
“He has, Señor.”
“But tell me, has he not, so far as you have known him, always proved a good, worthy fellow?” said
Captain Delano, pausing, while with a final genuflexion the steward disappeared into the cabin; “come,
for the reason just mentioned, I am curious to know.”
“Francesco is a good man,” a sort of sluggishly responded Don Benito, like a phlegmatic appreciator,
who would neither find fault nor flatter.
“Ah, I thought so. For it were strange, indeed, and not very creditable to us white-skins, if a little of
our blood mixed with the African’s, should, far from improving the latter’s quality, have the sad effect
of pouring vitriolic acid into black broth; improving the hue, perhaps, but not the wholesomeness.”
“Doubtless, doubtless, Señor, but”—glancing at Babo—”not to speak of negroes, your planter’s
remark I have heard applied to the Spanish and Indian intermixtures in our provinces. But I know
nothing about the matter,” he listlessly added.
And here they entered the cabin.
The lunch was a frugal one. Some of Captain Delano’s fresh fish and pumpkins, biscuit and salt beef,
the reserved bottle of cider, and the San Dominick’s last bottle of Canary.
As they entered, Francesco, with two or three colored aids, was hovering over the table giving the last
adjustments. Upon perceiving their master they withdrew, Francesco making a smiling congé, and the
Spaniard, without condescending to notice it, fastidiously remarking to his companion that he relished
not superfluous attendance.
Without companions, host and guest sat down, like a childless married couple, at opposite ends of
the table, Don Benito waving Captain Delano to his place, and, weak as he was, insisting upon that
gentleman being seated before himself.
The negro placed a rug under Don Benito’s feet, and a cushion behind his back, and then stood behind,
not his master’s chair, but Captain Delano’s. At first, this a little surprised the latter. But it was soon
evident that, in taking his position, the black was still true to his master; since by facing him he could
the more readily anticipate his slightest want.
“This is an uncommonly intelligent fellow of yours, Don Benito,” whispered Captain Delano across
the table.
“You say true, Señor.”
During the repast, the guest again reverted to parts of Don Benito’s story, begging further particulars
here and there. He inquired how it was that the scurvy and fever should have committed such wholesale
havoc upon the whites, while destroying less than half of the blacks. As if this question reproduced the
whole scene of plague before the Spaniard’s eyes, miserably reminding him of his solitude in a cabin
where before he had had so many friends and officers round him, his hand shook, his face became
hueless, broken words escaped; but directly the sane memory of the past seemed replaced by insane
terrors of the present. With starting eyes he stared before him at vacancy. For nothing was to be seen but
the hand of his servant pushing the Canary over towards him. At length a few sips served partially to
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restore him. He made random reference to the different constitution of races, enabling one to offer more
resistance to certain maladies than another. The thought was new to his companion.
Presently Captain Delano, intending to say something to his host concerning the pecuniary part of the
business he had undertaken for him, especially—since he was strictly accountable to his owners—with
reference to the new suit of sails, and other things of that sort; and naturally preferring to conduct
such affairs in private, was desirous that the servant should withdraw; imagining that Don Benito for
a few minutes could dispense with his attendance. He, however, waited awhile; thinking that, as the
conversation proceeded, Don Benito, without being prompted, would perceive the propriety of the step.
But it was otherwise. At last catching his host’s eye, Captain Delano, with a slight backward gesture
of his thumb, whispered, “Don Benito, pardon me, but there is an interference with the full expression
of what I have to say to you.”
Upon this the Spaniard changed countenance; which was imputed to his resenting the hint, as in
some way a reflection upon his servant. After a moment’s pause, he assured his guest that the black’s
remaining with them could be of no disservice; because since losing his officers he had made Babo
(whose original office, it now appeared, had been captain of the slaves) not only his constant attendant
and companion, but in all things his confidant.
After this, nothing more could be said; though, indeed, Captain Delano could hardly avoid some little
tinge of irritation upon being left ungratified in so inconsiderable a wish, by one, too, for whom he
intended such solid services. But it is only his querulousness, thought he; and so filling his glass he
proceeded to business.
The price of the sails and other matters was fixed upon. But while this was being done, the American
observed that, though his original offer of assistance had been hailed with hectic animation, yet now
when it was reduced to a business transaction, indifference and apathy were betrayed. Don Benito, in
fact, appeared to submit to hearing the details more out of regard to common propriety, than from any
impression that weighty benefit to himself and his voyage was involved.
Soon, his manner became still more reserved. The effort was vain to seek to draw him into social talk.
Gnawed by his splenetic mood, he sat twitching his beard, while to little purpose the hand of his servant,
mute as that on the wall, slowly pushed over the Canary.
Lunch being over, they sat down on the cushioned transom; the servant placing a pillow behind his
master. The long continuance of the calm had now affected the atmosphere. Don Benito sighed heavily,
as if for breath.
“Why not adjourn to the cuddy,” said Captain Delano; “there is more air there.” But the host sat silent
and motionless.
Meantime his servant knelt before him, with a large fan of feathers. And Francesco coming in on
tiptoes, handed the negro a little cup of aromatic waters, with which at intervals he chafed his master’s
brow; smoothing the hair along the temples as a nurse does a child’s. He spoke no word. He only rested
his eye on his master’s, as if, amid all Don Benito’s distress, a little to refresh his spirit by the silent sight
of fidelity.
Presently the ship’s bell sounded two o’clock; and through the cabin windows a slight rippling of the
sea was discerned; and from the desired direction.
“There,” exclaimed Captain Delano, “I told you so, Don Benito, look!”
He had risen to his feet, speaking in a very animated tone, with a view the more to rouse his
companion. But though the crimson curtain of the stern-window near him that moment fluttered against
his pale cheek, Don Benito seemed to have even less welcome for the breeze than the calm.
Poor fellow, thought Captain Delano, bitter experience has taught him that one ripple does not make
a wind, any more than one swallow a summer. But he is mistaken for once. I will get his ship in for him,
and prove it.
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Briefly alluding to his weak condition, he urged his host to remain quietly where he was, since he
(Captain Delano) would with pleasure take upon himself the responsibility of making the best use of the
wind.
Upon gaining the deck, Captain Delano started at the unexpected figure of Atufal, monumentally fixed
at the threshold, like one of those sculptured porters of black marble guarding the porches of Egyptian
tombs.
But this time the start was, perhaps, purely physical. Atufal’s presence, singularly attesting docility
even in sullenness, was contrasted with that of the hatchet-polishers, who in patience evinced their
industry; while both spectacles showed, that lax as Don Benito’s general authority might be, still,
whenever he chose to exert it, no man so savage or colossal but must, more or less, bow.
Snatching a trumpet which hung from the bulwarks, with a free step Captain Delano advanced to the
forward edge of the poop, issuing his orders in his best Spanish. The few sailors and many negroes, all
equally pleased, obediently set about heading the ship towards the harbor.
While giving some directions about setting a lower stu’n’-sail, suddenly Captain Delano heard a
voice faithfully repeating his orders. Turning, he saw Babo, now for the time acting, under the pilot, his
original part of captain of the slaves. This assistance proved valuable. Tattered sails and warped yards
were soon brought into some trim. And no brace or halyard was pulled but to the blithe songs of the
inspirited negroes.
Good fellows, thought Captain Delano, a little training would make fine sailors of them. Why see, the
very women pull and sing too. These must be some of those Ashantee negresses that make such capital
soldiers, I’ve heard. But who’s at the helm. I must have a good hand there.
He went to see.
The San Dominick steered with a cumbrous tiller, with large horizontal pullies attached. At each
pully-end stood a subordinate black, and between them, at the tiller-head, the responsible post, a Spanish
seaman, whose countenance evinced his due share in the general hopefulness and confidence at the
coming of the breeze.
He proved the same man who had behaved with so shame-faced an air on the windlass.
“Ah,—it is you, my man,” exclaimed Captain Delano—”well, no more sheep’s-eyes now;—look
straight forward and keep the ship so. Good hand, I trust? And want to get into the harbor, don’t you?”
The man assented with an inward chuckle, grasping the tiller-head firmly. Upon this, unperceived by
the American, the two blacks eyed the sailor intently.
Finding all right at the helm, the pilot went forward to the forecastle, to see how matters stood there.
The ship now had way enough to breast the current. With the approach of evening, the breeze would
be sure to freshen.
Having done all that was needed for the present, Captain Delano, giving his last orders to the sailors,
turned aft to report affairs to Don Benito in the cabin; perhaps additionally incited to rejoin him by the
hope of snatching a moment’s private chat while the servant was engaged upon deck.
From opposite sides, there were, beneath the poop, two approaches to the cabin; one further forward
than the other, and consequently communicating with a longer passage. Marking the servant still above,
Captain Delano, taking the nighest entrance—the one last named, and at whose porch Atufal still
stood—hurried on his way, till, arrived at the cabin threshold, he paused an instant, a little to recover
from his eagerness. Then, with the words of his intended business upon his lips, he entered. As he
advanced toward the seated Spaniard, he heard another footstep, keeping time with his. From the
opposite door, a salver in hand, the servant was likewise advancing.
“Confound the faithful fellow,” thought Captain Delano; “what a vexatious coincidence.”
Possibly, the vexation might have been something different, were it not for the brisk confidence
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inspired by the breeze. But even as it was, he felt a slight twinge, from a sudden indefinite association in
his mind of Babo with Atufal.
“Don Benito,” said he, “I give you joy; the breeze will hold, and will increase. By the way, your tall
man and time-piece, Atufal, stands without. By your order, of course?”
Don Benito recoiled, as if at some bland satirical touch, delivered with such adroit garnish of apparent
good breeding as to present no handle for retort.
He is like one flayed alive, thought Captain Delano; where may one touch him without causing a
shrink?
The servant moved before his master, adjusting a cushion; recalled to civility, the Spaniard stiffly
replied: “you are right. The slave appears where you saw him, according to my command; which is, that
if at the given hour I am below, he must take his stand and abide my coming.”
“Ah now, pardon me, but that is treating the poor fellow like an ex-king indeed. Ah, Don Benito,”
smiling, “for all the license you permit in some things, I fear lest, at bottom, you are a bitter hard master.”
Again Don Benito shrank; and this time, as the good sailor thought, from a genuine twinge of his
conscience.
Again conversation became constrained. In vain Captain Delano called attention to the now
perceptible motion of the keel gently cleaving the sea; with lack-lustre eye, Don Benito returned words
few and reserved.
By-and-by, the wind having steadily risen, and still blowing right into the harbor bore the San
Dominick swiftly on. Sounding a point of land, the sealer at distance came into open view.
Meantime Captain Delano had again repaired to the deck, remaining there some time. Having at last
altered the ship’s course, so as to give the reef a wide berth, he returned for a few moments below.
I will cheer up my poor friend, this time, thought he.
“Better and better,” Don Benito, he cried as he blithely re-entered: “there will soon be an end to your
cares, at least for awhile. For when, after a long, sad voyage, you know, the anchor drops into the haven,
all its vast weight seems lifted from the captain’s heart. We are getting on famously, Don Benito. My
ship is in sight. Look through this side-light here; there she is; all a-taunt-o! The Bachelor’s Delight,
my good friend. Ah, how this wind braces one up. Come, you must take a cup of coffee with me this
evening. My old steward will give you as fine a cup as ever any sultan tasted. What say you, Don Benito,
will you?”
At first, the Spaniard glanced feverishly up, casting a longing look towards the sealer, while with mute
concern his servant gazed into his face. Suddenly the old ague of coldness returned, and dropping back
to his cushions he was silent.
“You do not answer. Come, all day you have been my host; would you have hospitality all on one
side?”
“I cannot go,” was the response.
“What? it will not fatigue you. The ships will lie together as near as they can, without swinging foul.
It will be little more than stepping from deck to deck; which is but as from room to room. Come, come,
you must not refuse me.”
“I cannot go,” decisively and repulsively repeated Don Benito.
Renouncing all but the last appearance of courtesy, with a sort of cadaverous sullenness, and biting his
thin nails to the quick, he glanced, almost glared, at his guest, as if impatient that a stranger’s presence
should interfere with the full indulgence of his morbid hour. Meantime the sound of the parted waters
came more and more gurglingly and merrily in at the windows; as reproaching him for his dark spleen;
as telling him that, sulk as he might, and go mad with it, nature cared not a jot; since, whose fault was it,
pray?
But the foul mood was now at its depth, as the fair wind at its height.
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There was something in the man so far beyond any mere unsociality or sourness previously evinced,
that even the forbearing good-nature of his guest could no longer endure it. Wholly at a loss to account
for such demeanor, and deeming sickness with eccentricity, however extreme, no adequate excuse, well
satisfied, too, that nothing in his own conduct could justify it, Captain Delano’s pride began to be roused.
Himself became reserved. But all seemed one to the Spaniard. Quitting him, therefore, Captain Delano
once more went to the deck.
The ship was now within less than two miles of the sealer. The whale-boat was seen darting over the
interval.
To be brief, the two vessels, thanks to the pilot’s skill, ere long neighborly style lay anchored together.
Before returning to his own vessel, Captain Delano had intended communicating to Don Benito the
smaller details of the proposed services to be rendered. But, as it was, unwilling anew to subject himself
to rebuffs, he resolved, now that he had seen the San Dominick safely moored, immediately to quit her,
without further allusion to hospitality or business. Indefinitely postponing his ulterior plans, he would
regulate his future actions according to future circumstances. His boat was ready to receive him; but his
host still tarried below. Well, thought Captain Delano, if he has little breeding, the more need to show
mine. He descended to the cabin to bid a ceremonious, and, it may be, tacitly rebukeful adieu. But to
his great satisfaction, Don Benito, as if he began to feel the weight of that treatment with which his
slighted guest had, not indecorously, retaliated upon him, now supported by his servant, rose to his feet,
and grasping Captain Delano’s hand, stood tremulous; too much agitated to speak. But the good augury
hence drawn was suddenly dashed, by his resuming all his previous reserve, with augmented gloom, as,
with half-averted eyes, he silently reseated himself on his cushions. With a corresponding return of his
own chilled feelings, Captain Delano bowed and withdrew.
He was hardly midway in the narrow corridor, dim as a tunnel, leading from the cabin to the stairs,
when a sound, as of the tolling for execution in some jail-yard, fell on his ears. It was the echo of
the ship’s flawed bell, striking the hour, drearily reverberated in this subterranean vault. Instantly, by a
fatality not to be withstood, his mind, responsive to the portent, swarmed with superstitious suspicions.
He paused. In images far swifter than these sentences, the minutest details of all his former distrusts
swept through him.
Hitherto, credulous good-nature had been too ready to furnish excuses for reasonable fears. Why
was the Spaniard, so superfluously punctilious at times, now heedless of common propriety in not
accompanying to the side his departing guest? Did indisposition forbid? Indisposition had not forbidden
more irksome exertion that day. His last equivocal demeanor recurred. He had risen to his feet, grasped
his guest’s hand, motioned toward his hat; then, in an instant, all was eclipsed in sinister muteness and
gloom. Did this imply one brief, repentant relenting at the final moment, from some iniquitous plot,
followed by remorseless return to it? His last glance seemed to express a calamitous, yet acquiescent
farewell to Captain Delano forever. Why decline the invitation to visit the sealer that evening? Or was
the Spaniard less hardened than the Jew, who refrained not from supping at the board of him whom the
same night he meant to betray? What imported all those day-long enigmas and contradictions, except
they were intended to mystify, preliminary to some stealthy blow? Atufal, the pretended rebel, but
punctual shadow, that moment lurked by the threshold without. He seemed a sentry, and more. Who, by
his own confession, had stationed him there? Was the negro now lying in wait?
The Spaniard behind—his creature before: to rush from darkness to light was the involuntary choice.
The next moment, with clenched jaw and hand, he passed Atufal, and stood unharmed in the light. As
he saw his trim ship lying peacefully at anchor, and almost within ordinary call; as he saw his household
boat, with familiar faces in it, patiently rising and falling, on the short waves by the San Dominick’s
side; and then, glancing about the decks where he stood, saw the oakum-pickers still gravely plying their
fingers; and heard the low, buzzing whistle and industrious hum of the hatchet-polishers, still bestirring
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themselves over their endless occupation; and more than all, as he saw the benign aspect of nature, taking
her innocent repose in the evening; the screened sun in the quiet camp of the west shining out like the
mild light from Abraham’s tent; as charmed eye and ear took in all these, with the chained figure of the
black, clenched jaw and hand relaxed. Once again he smiled at the phantoms which had mocked him,
and felt something like a tinge of remorse, that, by harboring them even for a moment, he should, by
implication, have betrayed an atheist doubt of the ever-watchful Providence above.
There was a few minutes’ delay, while, in obedience to his orders, the boat was being hooked along to
the gangway. During this interval, a sort of saddened satisfaction stole over Captain Delano, at thinking
of the kindly offices he had that day discharged for a stranger. Ah, thought he, after good actions one’s
conscience is never ungrateful, however much so the benefited party may be.
Presently, his foot, in the first act of descent into the boat, pressed the first round of the side-ladder,
his face presented inward upon the deck. In the same moment, he heard his name courteously sounded;
and, to his pleased surprise, saw Don Benito advancing—an unwonted energy in his air, as if, at the last
moment, intent upon making amends for his recent discourtesy. With instinctive good feeling, Captain
Delano, withdrawing his foot, turned and reciprocally advanced. As he did so, the Spaniard’s nervous
eagerness increased, but his vital energy failed; so that, the better to support him, the servant, placing his
master’s hand on his naked shoulder, and gently holding it there, formed himself into a sort of crutch.
When the two captains met, the Spaniard again fervently took the hand of the American, at the same
time casting an earnest glance into his eyes, but, as before, too much overcome to speak.
I have done him wrong, self-reproachfully thought Captain Delano; his apparent coldness has
deceived me: in no instance has he meant to offend.
Meantime, as if fearful that the continuance of the scene might too much unstring his master, the
servant seemed anxious to terminate it. And so, still presenting himself as a crutch, and walking between
the two captains, he advanced with them towards the gangway; while still, as if full of kindly contrition,
Don Benito would not let go the hand of Captain Delano, but retained it in his, across the black’s body.
Soon they were standing by the side, looking over into the boat, whose crew turned up their curious
eyes. Waiting a moment for the Spaniard to relinquish his hold, the now embarrassed Captain Delano
lifted his foot, to overstep the threshold of the open gangway; but still Don Benito would not let go his
hand. And yet, with an agitated tone, he said, “I can go no further; here I must bid you adieu. Adieu, my
dear, dear Don Amasa. Go—go!” suddenly tearing his hand loose, “go, and God guard you better than
me, my best friend.”
Not unaffected, Captain Delano would now have lingered; but catching the meekly admonitory eye of
the servant, with a hasty farewell he descended into his boat, followed by the continual adieus of Don
Benito, standing rooted in the gangway.
Seating himself in the stern, Captain Delano, making a last salute, ordered the boat shoved off. The
crew had their oars on end. The bowsmen pushed the boat a sufficient distance for the oars to be
lengthwise dropped. The instant that was done, Don Benito sprang over the bulwarks, falling at the feet
of Captain Delano; at the same time calling towards his ship, but in tones so frenzied, that none in the
boat could understand him. But, as if not equally obtuse, three sailors, from three different and distant
parts of the ship, splashed into the sea, swimming after their captain, as if intent upon his rescue.
The dismayed officer of the boat eagerly asked what this meant. To which, Captain Delano, turning
a disdainful smile upon the unaccountable Spaniard, answered that, for his part, he neither knew nor
cared; but it seemed as if Don Benito had taken it into his head to produce the impression among his
people that the boat wanted to kidnap him. “Or else—give way for your lives,” he wildly added, starting
at a clattering hubbub in the ship, above which rang the tocsin of the hatchet-polishers; and seizing Don
Benito by the throat he added, “this plotting pirate means murder!” Here, in apparent verification of the
words, the servant, a dagger in his hand, was seen on the rail overhead, poised, in the act of leaping, as
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if with desperate fidelity to befriend his master to the last; while, seemingly to aid the black, the three
white sailors were trying to clamber into the hampered bow. Meantime, the whole host of negroes, as if
inflamed at the sight of their jeopardized captain, impended in one sooty avalanche over the bulwarks.
All this, with what preceded, and what followed, occurred with such involutions of rapidity, that past,
present, and future seemed one.
Seeing the negro coming, Captain Delano had flung the Spaniard aside, almost in the very act of
clutching him, and, by the unconscious recoil, shifting his place, with arms thrown up, so promptly
grappled the servant in his descent, that with dagger presented at Captain Delano’s heart, the black
seemed of purpose to have leaped there as to his mark. But the weapon was wrenched away, and the
assailant dashed down into the bottom of the boat, which now, with disentangled oars, began to speed
through the sea.
At this juncture, the left hand of Captain Delano, on one side, again clutched the half-reclined Don
Benito, heedless that he was in a speechless faint, while his right-foot, on the other side, ground the
prostrate negro; and his right arm pressed for added speed on the after oar, his eye bent forward,
encouraging his men to their utmost.
But here, the officer of the boat, who had at last succeeded in beating off the towing sailors, and was
now, with face turned aft, assisting the bowsman at his oar, suddenly called to Captain Delano, to see
what the black was about; while a Portuguese oarsman shouted to him to give heed to what the Spaniard
was saying.
Glancing down at his feet, Captain Delano saw the freed hand of the servant aiming with a second
dagger—a small one, before concealed in his wool—with this he was snakishly writhing up from the
boat’s bottom, at the heart of his master, his countenance lividly vindictive, expressing the centred
purpose of his soul; while the Spaniard, half-choked, was vainly shrinking away, with husky words,
incoherent to all but the Portuguese.
That moment, across the long-benighted mind of Captain Delano, a flash of revelation swept,
illuminating, in unanticipated clearness, his host’s whole mysterious demeanor, with every enigmatic
event of the day, as well as the entire past voyage of the San Dominick. He smote Babo’s hand down, but
his own heart smote him harder. With infinite pity he withdrew his hold from Don Benito. Not Captain
Delano, but Don Benito, the black, in leaping into the boat, had intended to stab.
Both the black’s hands were held, as, glancing up towards the San Dominick, Captain Delano, now
with scales dropped from his eyes, saw the negroes, not in misrule, not in tumult, not as if frantically
concerned for Don Benito, but with mask torn away, flourishing hatchets and knives, in ferocious
piratical revolt. Like delirious black dervishes, the six Ashantees danced on the poop. Prevented by their
foes from springing into the water, the Spanish boys were hurrying up to the topmost spars, while such
of the few Spanish sailors, not already in the sea, less alert, were descried, helplessly mixed in, on deck,
with the blacks.
Meantime Captain Delano hailed his own vessel, ordering the ports up, and the guns run out. But by
this time the cable of the San Dominick had been cut; and the fag-end, in lashing out, whipped away the
canvas shroud about the beak, suddenly revealing, as the bleached hull swung round towards the open
ocean, death for the figure-head, in a human skeleton; chalky comment on the chalked words below,
“Follow your leader.”
At the sight, Don Benito, covering his face, wailed out: “‘Tis he, Aranda! my murdered, unburied
friend!”
Upon reaching the sealer, calling for ropes, Captain Delano bound the negro, who made no resistance,
and had him hoisted to the deck. He would then have assisted the now almost helpless Don Benito up
the side; but Don Benito, wan as he was, refused to move, or be moved, until the negro should have been
first put below out of view. When, presently assured that it was done, he no more shrank from the ascent.

American Literatures Prior to 1865 601

The boat was immediately dispatched back to pick up the three swimming sailors. Meantime, the guns
were in readiness, though, owing to the San Dominick having glided somewhat astern of the sealer, only
the aftermost one could be brought to bear. With this, they fired six times; thinking to cripple the fugitive
ship by bringing down her spars. But only a few inconsiderable ropes were shot away. Soon the ship was
beyond the gun’s range, steering broad out of the bay; the blacks thickly clustering round the bowsprit,
one moment with taunting cries towards the whites, the next with upthrown gestures hailing the now
dusky moors of ocean—cawing crows escaped from the hand of the fowler.
The first impulse was to slip the cables and give chase. But, upon second thoughts, to pursue with
whale-boat and yawl seemed more promising.
Upon inquiring of Don Benito what firearms they had on board the San Dominick, Captain Delano
was answered that they had none that could be used; because, in the earlier stages of the mutiny, a cabinpassenger, since dead, had secretly put out of order the locks of what few muskets there were. But with
all his remaining strength, Don Benito entreated the American not to give chase, either with ship or
boat; for the negroes had already proved themselves such desperadoes, that, in case of a present assault,
nothing but a total massacre of the whites could be looked for. But, regarding this warning as coming
from one whose spirit had been crushed by misery the American did not give up his design.
The boats were got ready and armed. Captain Delano ordered his men into them. He was going
himself when Don Benito grasped his arm.
“What! have you saved my life, Señor, and are you now going to throw away your own?”
The officers also, for reasons connected with their interests and those of the voyage, and a duty
owing to the owners, strongly objected against their commander’s going. Weighing their remonstrances a
moment, Captain Delano felt bound to remain; appointing his chief mate—an athletic and resolute man,
who had been a privateer’s-man—to head the party. The more to encourage the sailors, they were told,
that the Spanish captain considered his ship good as lost; that she and her cargo, including some gold
and silver, were worth more than a thousand doubloons. Take her, and no small part should be theirs.
The sailors replied with a shout.
The fugitives had now almost gained an offing. It was nearly night; but the moon was rising. After
hard, prolonged pulling, the boats came up on the ship’s quarters, at a suitable distance laying upon their
oars to discharge their muskets. Having no bullets to return, the negroes sent their yells. But, upon the
second volley, Indian-like, they hurtled their hatchets. One took off a sailor’s fingers. Another struck the
whale-boat’s bow, cutting off the rope there, and remaining stuck in the gunwale like a woodman’s axe.
Snatching it, quivering from its lodgment, the mate hurled it back. The returned gauntlet now stuck in
the ship’s broken quarter-gallery, and so remained.
The negroes giving too hot a reception, the whites kept a more respectful distance. Hovering now just
out of reach of the hurtling hatchets, they, with a view to the close encounter which must soon come,
sought to decoy the blacks into entirely disarming themselves of their most murderous weapons in a
hand-to-hand fight, by foolishly flinging them, as missiles, short of the mark, into the sea. But, ere long,
perceiving the stratagem, the negroes desisted, though not before many of them had to replace their
lost hatchets with handspikes; an exchange which, as counted upon, proved, in the end, favorable to the
assailants.
Meantime, with a strong wind, the ship still clove the water; the boats alternately falling behind, and
pulling up, to discharge fresh volleys.
The fire was mostly directed towards the stern, since there, chiefly, the negroes, at present, were
clustering. But to kill or maim the negroes was not the object. To take them, with the ship, was the object.
To do it, the ship must be boarded; which could not be done by boats while she was sailing so fast.
A thought now struck the mate. Observing the Spanish boys still aloft, high as they could get, he called
to them to descend to the yards, and cut adrift the sails. It was done. About this time, owing to causes
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hereafter to be shown, two Spaniards, in the dress of sailors, and conspicuously showing themselves,
were killed; not by volleys, but by deliberate marksman’s shots; while, as it afterwards appeared, by one
of the general discharges, Atufal, the black, and the Spaniard at the helm likewise were killed. What
now, with the loss of the sails, and loss of leaders, the ship became unmanageable to the negroes.
With creaking masts, she came heavily round to the wind; the prow slowly swinging into view of the
boats, its skeleton gleaming in the horizontal moonlight, and casting a gigantic ribbed shadow upon the
water. One extended arm of the ghost seemed beckoning the whites to avenge it.
“Follow your leader!” cried the mate; and, one on each bow, the boats boarded. Sealing-spears and
cutlasses crossed hatchets and hand-spikes. Huddled upon the long-boat amidships, the negresses raised
a wailing chant, whose chorus was the clash of the steel.
For a time, the attack wavered; the negroes wedging themselves to beat it back; the half-repelled
sailors, as yet unable to gain a footing, fighting as troopers in the saddle, one leg sideways flung over
the bulwarks, and one without, plying their cutlasses like carters’ whips. But in vain. They were almost
overborne, when, rallying themselves into a squad as one man, with a huzza, they sprang inboard, where,
entangled, they involuntarily separated again. For a few breaths’ space, there was a vague, muffled, inner
sound, as of submerged sword-fish rushing hither and thither through shoals of black-fish. Soon, in a
reunited band, and joined by the Spanish seamen, the whites came to the surface, irresistibly driving the
negroes toward the stern. But a barricade of casks and sacks, from side to side, had been thrown up by
the main-mast. Here the negroes faced about, and though scorning peace or truce, yet fain would have
had respite. But, without pause, overleaping the barrier, the unflagging sailors again closed. Exhausted,
the blacks now fought in despair. Their red tongues lolled, wolf-like, from their black mouths. But the
pale sailors’ teeth were set; not a word was spoken; and, in five minutes more, the ship was won.
Nearly a score of the negroes were killed. Exclusive of those by the balls, many were mangled;
their wounds—mostly inflicted by the long-edged sealing-spears, resembling those shaven ones of the
English at Preston Pans, made by the poled scythes of the Highlanders. On the other side, none were
killed, though several were wounded; some severely, including the mate. The surviving negroes were
temporarily secured, and the ship, towed back into the harbor at midnight, once more lay anchored.
Omitting the incidents and arrangements ensuing, suffice it that, after two days spent in refitting, the
ships sailed in company for Conception, in Chili, and thence for Lima, in Peru; where, before the viceregal courts, the whole affair, from the beginning, underwent investigation.
Though, midway on the passage, the ill-fated Spaniard, relaxed from constraint, showed some signs
of regaining health with free-will; yet, agreeably to his own foreboding, shortly before arriving at Lima,
he relapsed, finally becoming so reduced as to be carried ashore in arms. Hearing of his story and plight,
one of the many religious institutions of the City of Kings opened an hospitable refuge to him, where
both physician and priest were his nurses, and a member of the order volunteered to be his one special
guardian and consoler, by night and by day.
The following extracts, translated from one of the official Spanish documents, will, it is hoped, shed
light on the preceding narrative, as well as, in the first place, reveal the true port of departure and true
history of the San Dominick’s voyage, down to the time of her touching at the island of St. Maria.
But, ere the extracts come, it may be well to preface them with a remark.
The document selected, from among many others, for partial translation, contains the deposition of
Benito Cereno; the first taken in the case. Some disclosures therein were, at the time, held dubious for
both learned and natural reasons. The tribunal inclined to the opinion that the deponent, not undisturbed
in his mind by recent events, raved of some things which could never have happened. But subsequent
depositions of the surviving sailors, bearing out the revelations of their captain in several of the strangest
particulars, gave credence to the rest. So that the tribunal, in its final decision, rested its capital sentences
upon statements which, had they lacked confirmation, it would have deemed it but duty to reject.
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________________________________
I, DON JOSE DE ABOS AND PADILLA, His Majesty’s Notary for the Royal Revenue, and Register
of this Province, and Notary Public of the Holy Crusade of this Bishopric, etc.
Do certify and declare, as much as is requisite in law, that, in the criminal cause commenced the
twenty-fourth of the month of September, in the year seventeen hundred and ninety-nine, against the
negroes of the ship San Dominick, the following declaration before me was made:
Declaration of the first witness, DON BENITO CERENO.
The same day, and month, and year, His Honor, Doctor Juan Martinez de Rozas, Councilor of the
Royal Audience of this Kingdom, and learned in the law of this Intendency, ordered the captain of the
ship San Dominick, Don Benito Cereno, to appear; which he did, in his litter, attended by the monk
Infelez; of whom he received the oath, which he took by God, our Lord, and a sign of the Cross;
under which he promised to tell the truth of whatever he should know and should be asked;—and being
interrogated agreeably to the tenor of the act commencing the process, he said, that on the twentieth of
May last, he set sail with his ship from the port of Valparaiso, bound to that of Callao; loaded with the
produce of the country beside thirty cases of hardware and one hundred and sixty blacks, of both sexes,
mostly belonging to Don Alexandro Aranda, gentleman, of the city of Mendoza; that the crew of the ship
consisted of thirty-six men, beside the persons who went as passengers; that the negroes were in part as
follows:
[Here, in the original, follows a list of some fifty names, descriptions, and ages, compiled from certain
recovered documents of Aranda’s, and also from recollections of the deponent, from which portions only
are extracted.]
—One, from about eighteen to nineteen years, named José, and this was the man that waited upon his
master, Don Alexandro, and who speaks well the Spanish, having served him four or five years; * * * a
mulatto, named Francesco, the cabin steward, of a good person and voice, having sung in the Valparaiso
churches, native of the province of Buenos Ayres, aged about thirty-five years. * * * A smart negro,
named Dago, who had been for many years a grave-digger among the Spaniards, aged forty-six years.
* * * Four old negroes, born in Africa, from sixty to seventy, but sound, calkers by trade, whose names
are as follows:—the first was named Muri, and he was killed (as was also his son named Diamelo); the
second, Nacta; the third, Yola, likewise killed; the fourth, Ghofan; and six full-grown negroes, aged from
thirty to forty-five, all raw, and born among the Ashantees—Matiluqui, Yan, Leche, Mapenda, Yambaio,
Akim; four of whom were killed; * * * a powerful negro named Atufal, who being supposed to have
been a chief in Africa, his owner set great store by him. * * * And a small negro of Senegal, but some
years among the Spaniards, aged about thirty, which negro’s name was Babo; * * * that he does not
remember the names of the others, but that still expecting the residue of Don Alexandra’s papers will be
found, will then take due account of them all, and remit to the court; * * * and thirty-nine women and
children of all ages.
[The catalogue over, the deposition goes on]
* * * That all the negroes slept upon deck, as is customary in this navigation, and none wore fetters,
because the owner, his friend Aranda, told him that they were all tractable; * * * that on the seventh
day after leaving port, at three o’clock in the morning, all the Spaniards being asleep except the two
officers on the watch, who were the boatswain, Juan Robles, and the carpenter, Juan Bautista Gayete,
and the helmsman and his boy, the negroes revolted suddenly, wounded dangerously the boatswain and
the carpenter, and successively killed eighteen men of those who were sleeping upon deck, some with
hand-spikes and hatchets, and others by throwing them alive overboard, after tying them; that of the
Spaniards upon deck, they left about seven, as he thinks, alive and tied, to manoeuvre the ship, and
three or four more, who hid themselves, remained also alive. Although in the act of revolt the negroes
made themselves masters of the hatchway, six or seven wounded went through it to the cockpit, without
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any hindrance on their part; that during the act of revolt, the mate and another person, whose name
he does not recollect, attempted to come up through the hatchway, but being quickly wounded, were
obliged to return to the cabin; that the deponent resolved at break of day to come up the companionway, where the negro Babo was, being the ringleader, and Atufal, who assisted him, and having spoken
to them, exhorted them to cease committing such atrocities, asking them, at the same time, what they
wanted and intended to do, offering, himself, to obey their commands; that notwithstanding this, they
threw, in his presence, three men, alive and tied, overboard; that they told the deponent to come up,
and that they would not kill him; which having done, the negro Babo asked him whether there were in
those seas any negro countries where they might be carried, and he answered them, No; that the negro
Babo afterwards told him to carry them to Senegal, or to the neighboring islands of St. Nicholas; and he
answered, that this was impossible, on account of the great distance, the necessity involved of rounding
Cape Horn, the bad condition of the vessel, the want of provisions, sails, and water; but that the negro
Babo replied to him he must carry them in any way; that they would do and conform themselves to
everything the deponent should require as to eating and drinking; that after a long conference, being
absolutely compelled to please them, for they threatened to kill all the whites if they were not, at all
events, carried to Senegal, he told them that what was most wanting for the voyage was water; that they
would go near the coast to take it, and thence they would proceed on their course; that the negro Babo
agreed to it; and the deponent steered towards the intermediate ports, hoping to meet some Spanish, or
foreign vessel that would save them; that within ten or eleven days they saw the land, and continued
their course by it in the vicinity of Nasca; that the deponent observed that the negroes were now restless
and mutinous, because he did not effect the taking in of water, the negro Babo having required, with
threats, that it should be done, without fail, the following day; he told him he saw plainly that the coast
was steep, and the rivers designated in the maps were not to be found, with other reasons suitable to the
circumstances; that the best way would be to go to the island of Santa Maria, where they might water
easily, it being a solitary island, as the foreigners did; that the deponent did not go to Pisco, that was
near, nor make any other port of the coast, because the negro Babo had intimated to him several times,
that he would kill all the whites the very moment he should perceive any city, town, or settlement of
any kind on the shores to which they should be carried: that having determined to go to the island of
Santa Maria, as the deponent had planned, for the purpose of trying whether, on the passage or near
the island itself, they could find any vessel that should favor them, or whether he could escape from
it in a boat to the neighboring coast of Arruco, to adopt the necessary means he immediately changed
his course, steering for the island; that the negroes Babo and Atufal held daily conferences, in which
they discussed what was necessary for their design of returning to Senegal, whether they were to kill
all the Spaniards, and particularly the deponent; that eight days after parting from the coast of Nasca,
the deponent being on the watch a little after day-break, and soon after the negroes had their meeting,
the negro Babo came to the place where the deponent was, and told him that he had determined to kill
his master, Don Alexandro Aranda, both because he and his companions could not otherwise be sure
of their liberty, and that to keep the seamen in subjection, he wanted to prepare a warning of what road
they should be made to take did they or any of them oppose him; and that, by means of the death of
Don Alexandro, that warning would best be given; but, that what this last meant, the deponent did not
at the time comprehend, nor could not, further than that the death of Don Alexandro was intended; and
moreover the negro Babo proposed to the deponent to call the mate Raneds, who was sleeping in the
cabin, before the thing was done, for fear, as the deponent understood it, that the mate, who was a good
navigator, should be killed with Don Alexandro and the rest; that the deponent, who was the friend,
from youth, of Don Alexandro, prayed and conjured, but all was useless; for the negro Babo answered
him that the thing could not be prevented, and that all the Spaniards risked their death if they should
attempt to frustrate his will in this matter, or any other; that, in this conflict, the deponent called the
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mate, Raneds, who was forced to go apart, and immediately the negro Babo commanded the Ashantee
Martinqui and the Ashantee Lecbe to go and commit the murder; that those two went down with hatchets
to the berth of Don Alexandro; that, yet half alive and mangled, they dragged him on deck; that they
were going to throw him overboard in that state, but the negro Babo stopped them, bidding the murder
be completed on the deck before him, which was done, when, by his orders, the body was carried below,
forward; that nothing more was seen of it by the deponent for three days; * * * that Don Alonzo Sidonia,
an old man, long resident at Valparaiso, and lately appointed to a civil office in Peru, whither he had
taken passage, was at the time sleeping in the berth opposite Don Alexandro’s; that awakening at his
cries, surprised by them, and at the sight of the negroes with their bloody hatchets in their hands, he
threw himself into the sea through a window which was near him, and was drowned, without it being
in the power of the deponent to assist or take him up; * * * that a short time after killing Aranda, they
brought upon deck his german-cousin, of middle-age, Don Francisco Masa, of Mendoza, and the young
Don Joaquin, Marques de Aramboalaza, then lately from Spain, with his Spanish servant Ponce, and the
three young clerks of Aranda, José Mozairi Lorenzo Bargas, and Hermenegildo Gandix, all of Cadiz;
that Don Joaquin and Hermenegildo Gandix, the negro Babo, for purposes hereafter to appear, preserved
alive; but Don Francisco Masa, José Mozairi, and Lorenzo Bargas, with Ponce the servant, beside the
boatswain, Juan Robles, the boatswain’s mates, Manuel Viscaya and Roderigo Hurta, and four of the
sailors, the negro Babo ordered to be thrown alive into the sea, although they made no resistance, nor
begged for anything else but mercy; that the boatswain, Juan Robles, who knew how to swim, kept the
longest above water, making acts of contrition, and, in the last words he uttered, charged this deponent to
cause mass to be said for his soul to our Lady of Succor: * * * that, during the three days which followed,
the deponent, uncertain what fate had befallen the remains of Don Alexandro, frequently asked the negro
Babo where they were, and, if still on board, whether they were to be preserved for interment ashore,
entreating him so to order it; that the negro Babo answered nothing till the fourth day, when at sunrise,
the deponent coming on deck, the negro Babo showed him a skeleton, which had been substituted for the
ship’s proper figure-head—the image of Christopher Colon, the discoverer of the New World; that the
negro Babo asked him whose skeleton that was, and whether, from its whiteness, he should not think it a
white’s; that, upon discovering his face, the negro Babo, coming close, said words to this effect: “Keep
faith with the blacks from here to Senegal, or you shall in spirit, as now in body, follow your leader,”
pointing to the prow; * * * that the same morning the negro Babo took by succession each Spaniard
forward, and asked him whose skeleton that was, and whether, from its whiteness, he should not think
it a white’s; that each Spaniard covered his face; that then to each the negro Babo repeated the words in
the first place said to the deponent; * * * that they (the Spaniards), being then assembled aft, the negro
Babo harangued them, saying that he had now done all; that the deponent (as navigator for the negroes)
might pursue his course, warning him and all of them that they should, soul and body, go the way of Don
Alexandro, if he saw them (the Spaniards) speak, or plot anything against them (the negroes)—a threat
which was repeated every day; that, before the events last mentioned, they had tied the cook to throw
him overboard, for it is not known what thing they heard him speak, but finally the negro Babo spared
his life, at the request of the deponent; that a few days after, the deponent, endeavoring not to omit any
means to preserve the lives of the remaining whites, spoke to the negroes peace and tranquillity, and
agreed to draw up a paper, signed by the deponent and the sailors who could write, as also by the negro
Babo, for himself and all the blacks, in which the deponent obliged himself to carry them to Senegal,
and they not to kill any more, and he formally to make over to them the ship, with the cargo, with which
they were for that time satisfied and quieted. * * But the next day, the more surely to guard against the
sailors’ escape, the negro Babo commanded all the boats to be destroyed but the long-boat, which was
unseaworthy, and another, a cutter in good condition, which knowing it would yet be wanted for towing
the water casks, he had it lowered down into the hold.
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*****
[Various particulars of the prolonged and perplexed navigation ensuing here follow, with incidents of
a calamitous calm, from which portion one passage is extracted, to wit:]
—That on the fifth day of the calm, all on board suffering much from the heat, and want of water,
and five having died in fits, and mad, the negroes became irritable, and for a chance gesture, which they
deemed suspicious—though it was harmless—made by the mate, Raneds, to the deponent in the act of
handing a quadrant, they killed him; but that for this they afterwards were sorry, the mate being the only
remaining navigator on board, except the deponent.
*****
—That omitting other events, which daily happened, and which can only serve uselessly to recall
past misfortunes and conflicts, after seventy-three days’ navigation, reckoned from the time they sailed
from Nasca, during which they navigated under a scanty allowance of water, and were afflicted with
the calms before mentioned, they at last arrived at the island of Santa Maria, on the seventeenth of the
month of August, at about six o’clock in the afternoon, at which hour they cast anchor very near the
American ship, Bachelor’s Delight, which lay in the same bay, commanded by the generous Captain
Amasa Delano; but at six o’clock in the morning, they had already descried the port, and the negroes
became uneasy, as soon as at distance they saw the ship, not having expected to see one there; that the
negro Babo pacified them, assuring them that no fear need be had; that straightway he ordered the figure
on the bow to be covered with canvas, as for repairs and had the decks a little set in order; that for a time
the negro Babo and the negro Atufal conferred; that the negro Atufal was for sailing away, but the negro
Babo would not, and, by himself, cast about what to do; that at last he came to the deponent, proposing
to him to say and do all that the deponent declares to have said and done to the American captain; * *
* * * * * that the negro Babo warned him that if he varied in the least, or uttered any word, or gave
any look that should give the least intimation of the past events or present state, he would instantly kill
him, with all his companions, showing a dagger, which he carried hid, saying something which, as he
understood it, meant that that dagger would be alert as his eye; that the negro Babo then announced the
plan to all his companions, which pleased them; that he then, the better to disguise the truth, devised
many expedients, in some of them uniting deceit and defense; that of this sort was the device of the six
Ashantees before named, who were his bravoes; that them he stationed on the break of the poop, as if to
clean certain hatchets (in cases, which were part of the cargo), but in reality to use them, and distribute
them at need, and at a given word he told them; that, among other devices, was the device of presenting
Atufal, his right hand man, as chained, though in a moment the chains could be dropped; that in every
particular he informed the deponent what part he was expected to enact in every device, and what story
he was to tell on every occasion, always threatening him with instant death if he varied in the least:
that, conscious that many of the negroes would be turbulent, the negro Babo appointed the four aged
negroes, who were calkers, to keep what domestic order they could on the decks; that again and again he
harangued the Spaniards and his companions, informing them of his intent, and of his devices, and of the
invented story that this deponent was to tell; charging them lest any of them varied from that story; that
these arrangements were made and matured during the interval of two or three hours, between their first
sighting the ship and the arrival on board of Captain Amasa Delano; that this happened about half-past
seven o’clock in the morning, Captain Amasa Delano coming in his boat, and all gladly receiving him;
that the deponent, as well as he could force himself, acting then the part of principal owner, and a free
captain of the ship, told Captain Amasa Delano, when called upon, that he came from Buenos Ayres,
bound to Lima, with three hundred negroes; that off Cape Horn, and in a subsequent fever, many negroes
had died; that also, by similar casualties, all the sea officers and the greatest part of the crew had died.
*****
[And so the deposition goes on, circumstantially recounting the fictitious story dictated to the
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deponent by Babo, and through the deponent imposed upon Captain Delano; and also recounting the
friendly offers of Captain Delano, with other things, but all of which is here omitted. After the fictitious
story, etc. the deposition proceeds:]
*****
—that the generous Captain Amasa Delano remained on board all the day, till he left the ship anchored
at six o’clock in the evening, deponent speaking to him always of his pretended misfortunes, under the
fore-mentioned principles, without having had it in his power to tell a single word, or give him the least
hint, that he might know the truth and state of things; because the negro Babo, performing the office
of an officious servant with all the appearance of submission of the humble slave, did not leave the
deponent one moment; that this was in order to observe the deponent’s actions and words, for the negro
Babo understands well the Spanish; and besides, there were thereabout some others who were constantly
on the watch, and likewise understood the Spanish; * * * that upon one occasion, while deponent was
standing on the deck conversing with Amasa Delano, by a secret sign the negro Babo drew him (the
deponent) aside, the act appearing as if originating with the deponent; that then, he being drawn aside,
the negro Babo proposed to him to gain from Amasa Delano full particulars about his ship, and crew,
and arms; that the deponent asked “For what?” that the negro Babo answered he might conceive; that,
grieved at the prospect of what might overtake the generous Captain Amasa Delano, the deponent at
first refused to ask the desired questions, and used every argument to induce the negro Babo to give
up this new design; that the negro Babo showed the point of his dagger; that, after the information had
been obtained the negro Babo again drew him aside, telling him that that very night he (the deponent)
would be captain of two ships, instead of one, for that, great part of the American’s ship’s crew being
to be absent fishing, the six Ashantees, without any one else, would easily take it; that at this time he
said other things to the same purpose; that no entreaties availed; that, before Amasa Delano’s coming
on board, no hint had been given touching the capture of the American ship: that to prevent this project
the deponent was powerless; * * *—that in some things his memory is confused, he cannot distinctly
recall every event; * * *—that as soon as they had cast anchor at six of the clock in the evening, as has
before been stated, the American Captain took leave, to return to his vessel; that upon a sudden impulse,
which the deponent believes to have come from God and his angels, he, after the farewell had been said,
followed the generous Captain Amasa Delano as far as the gunwale, where he stayed, under pretense of
taking leave, until Amasa Delano should have been seated in his boat; that on shoving off, the deponent
sprang from the gunwale into the boat, and fell into it, he knows not how, God guarding him; that—
*****
[Here, in the original, follows the account of what further happened at the escape, and how the
San Dominick was retaken, and of the passage to the coast; including in the recital many expressions
of “eternal gratitude” to the “generous Captain Amasa Delano.” The deposition then proceeds with
recapitulatory remarks, and a partial renumeration of the negroes, making record of their individual
part in the past events, with a view to furnishing, according to command of the court, the data whereon
to found the criminal sentences to be pronounced. From this portion is the following:]
—That he believes that all the negroes, though not in the first place knowing to the design of revolt,
when it was accomplished, approved it. * * * That the negro, José, eighteen years old, and in the personal
service of Don Alexandro, was the one who communicated the information to the negro Babo, about the
state of things in the cabin, before the revolt; that this is known, because, in the preceding midnight, he
use to come from his berth, which was under his master’s, in the cabin, to the deck where the ringleader
and his associates were, and had secret conversations with the negro Babo, in which he was several times
seen by the mate; that, one night, the mate drove him away twice; * * that this same negro José was the
one who, without being commanded to do so by the negro Babo, as Lecbe and Martinqui were, stabbed
his master, Don Alexandro, after be had been dragged half-lifeless to the deck; * * that the mulatto
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steward, Francesco, was of the first band of revolters, that he was, in all things, the creature and tool
of the negro Babo; that, to make his court, he, just before a repast in the cabin, proposed, to the negro
Babo, poisoning a dish for the generous Captain Amasa Delano; this is known and believed, because
the negroes have said it; but that the negro Babo, having another design, forbade Francesco; * * that the
Ashantee Lecbe was one of the worst of them; for that, on the day the ship was retaken, he assisted in
the defense of her, with a hatchet in each hand, with one of which he wounded, in the breast, the chief
mate of Amasa Delano, in the first act of boarding; this all knew; that, in sight of the deponent, Lecbe
struck, with a hatchet, Don Francisco Masa, when, by the negro Babo’s orders, he was carrying him
to throw him overboard, alive, beside participating in the murder, before mentioned, of Don Alexandro
Aranda, and others of the cabin-passengers; that, owing to the fury with which the Ashantees fought in
the engagement with the boats, but this Lecbe and Yan survived; that Yan was bad as Lecbe; that Yan
was the man who, by Babo’s command, willingly prepared the skeleton of Don Alexandro, in a way the
negroes afterwards told the deponent, but which he, so long as reason is left him, can never divulge;
that Yan and Lecbe were the two who, in a calm by night, riveted the skeleton to the bow; this also the
negroes told him; that the negro Babo was he who traced the inscription below it; that the negro Babo
was the plotter from first to last; he ordered every murder, and was the helm and keel of the revolt;
that Atufal was his lieutenant in all; but Atufal, with his own hand, committed no murder; nor did the
negro Babo; * * that Atufal was shot, being killed in the fight with the boats, ere boarding; * * that
the negresses, of age, were knowing to the revolt, and testified themselves satisfied at the death of their
master, Don Alexandro; that, had the negroes not restrained them, they would have tortured to death,
instead of simply killing, the Spaniards slain by command of the negro Babo; that the negresses used
their utmost influence to have the deponent made away with; that, in the various acts of murder, they
sang songs and danced—not gaily, but solemnly; and before the engagement with the boats, as well as
during the action, they sang melancholy songs to the negroes, and that this melancholy tone was more
inflaming than a different one would have been, and was so intended; that all this is believed, because
the negroes have said it.—that of the thirty-six men of the crew, exclusive of the passengers (all of whom
are now dead), which the deponent had knowledge of, six only remained alive, with four cabin-boys and
ship-boys, not included with the crew; * *—that the negroes broke an arm of one of the cabin-boys and
gave him strokes with hatchets.
[Then follow various random disclosures referring to various periods of time. The following are
extracted:]
—That during the presence of Captain Amasa Delano on board, some attempts were made by the
sailors, and one by Hermenegildo Gandix, to convey hints to him of the true state of affairs; but that
these attempts were ineffectual, owing to fear of incurring death, and, futhermore, owing to the devices
which offered contradictions to the true state of affairs, as well as owing to the generosity and piety of
Amasa Delano incapable of sounding such wickedness; * * * that Luys Galgo, a sailor about sixty years
of age, and formerly of the king’s navy, was one of those who sought to convey tokens to Captain Amasa
Delano; but his intent, though undiscovered, being suspected, he was, on a pretense, made to retire out
of sight, and at last into the hold, and there was made away with. This the negroes have since said; *
* * that one of the ship-boys feeling, from Captain Amasa Delano’s presence, some hopes of release,
and not having enough prudence, dropped some chance-word respecting his expectations, which being
overheard and understood by a slave-boy with whom he was eating at the time, the latter struck him
on the head with a knife, inflicting a bad wound, but of which the boy is now healing; that likewise,
not long before the ship was brought to anchor, one of the seamen, steering at the time, endangered
himself by letting the blacks remark some expression in his countenance, arising from a cause similar
to the above; but this sailor, by his heedful after conduct, escaped; * * * that these statements are made
to show the court that from the beginning to the end of the revolt, it was impossible for the deponent
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and his men to act otherwise than they did; * * *—that the third clerk, Hermenegildo Gandix, who
before had been forced to live among the seamen, wearing a seaman’s habit, and in all respects appearing
to be one for the time; he, Gandix, was killed by a musket ball fired through mistake from the boats
before boarding; having in his fright run up the mizzen-rigging, calling to the boats—”don’t board,” lest
upon their boarding the negroes should kill him; that this inducing the Americans to believe he some
way favored the cause of the negroes, they fired two balls at him, so that he fell wounded from the
rigging, and was drowned in the sea; * * *—that the young Don Joaquin, Marques de Aramboalaza, like
Hermenegildo Gandix, the third clerk, was degraded to the office and appearance of a common seaman;
that upon one occasion when Don Joaquin shrank, the negro Babo commanded the Ashantee Lecbe to
take tar and heat it, and pour it upon Don Joaquin’s hands; * * *—that Don Joaquin was killed owing to
another mistake of the Americans, but one impossible to be avoided, as upon the approach of the boats,
Don Joaquin, with a hatchet tied edge out and upright to his hand, was made by the negroes to appear on
the bulwarks; whereupon, seen with arms in his hands and in a questionable altitude, he was shot for a
renegade seaman; * * *—that on the person of Don Joaquin was found secreted a jewel, which, by papers
that were discovered, proved to have been meant for the shrine of our Lady of Mercy in Lima; a votive
offering, beforehand prepared and guarded, to attest his gratitude, when he should have landed in Peru,
his last destination, for the safe conclusion of his entire voyage from Spain; * * *—that the jewel, with
the other effects of the late Don Joaquin, is in the custody of the brethren of the Hospital de Sacerdotes,
awaiting the disposition of the honorable court; * * *—that, owing to the condition of the deponent, as
well as the haste in which the boats departed for the attack, the Americans were not forewarned that
there were, among the apparent crew, a passenger and one of the clerks disguised by the negro Babo; *
* *—that, beside the negroes killed in the action, some were killed after the capture and re-anchoring at
night, when shackled to the ring-bolts on deck; that these deaths were committed by the sailors, ere they
could be prevented. That so soon as informed of it, Captain Amasa Delano used all his authority, and,
in particular with his own hand, struck down Martinez Gola, who, having found a razor in the pocket of
an old jacket of his, which one of the shackled negroes had on, was aiming it at the negro’s throat; that
the noble Captain Amasa Delano also wrenched from the hand of Bartholomew Barlo a dagger, secreted
at the time of the massacre of the whites, with which he was in the act of stabbing a shackled negro,
who, the same day, with another negro, had thrown him down and jumped upon him; * * *—that, for all
the events, befalling through so long a time, during which the ship was in the hands of the negro Babo,
he cannot here give account; but that, what he has said is the most substantial of what occurs to him at
present, and is the truth under the oath which he has taken; which declaration he affirmed and ratified,
after hearing it read to him.
He said that he is twenty-nine years of age, and broken in body and mind; that when finally dismissed
by the court, he shall not return home to Chili, but betake himself to the monastery on Mount Agonia
without; and signed with his honor, and crossed himself, and, for the time, departed as he came, in his
litter, with the monk Infelez, to the Hospital de Sacerdotes.
BENITO CERENO.
DOCTOR ROZAS.
If the Deposition have served as the key to fit into the lock of the complications which precede it,
then, as a vault whose door has been flung back, the San Dominick’s hull lies open to-day.
Hitherto the nature of this narrative, besides rendering the intricacies in the beginning unavoidable,
has more or less required that many things, instead of being set down in the order of occurrence, should
be retrospectively, or irregularly given; this last is the case with the following passages, which will
conclude the account:
During the long, mild voyage to Lima, there was, as before hinted, a period during which the sufferer
a little recovered his health, or, at least in some degree, his tranquillity. Ere the decided relapse which
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came, the two captains had many cordial conversations—their fraternal unreserve in singular contrast
with former withdrawments.
Again and again it was repeated, how hard it had been to enact the part forced on the Spaniard by
Babo.
“Ah, my dear friend,” Don Benito once said, “at those very times when you thought me so morose and
ungrateful, nay, when, as you now admit, you half thought me plotting your murder, at those very times
my heart was frozen; I could not look at you, thinking of what, both on board this ship and your own,
hung, from other hands, over my kind benefactor. And as God lives, Don Amasa, I know not whether
desire for my own safety alone could have nerved me to that leap into your boat, had it not been for
the thought that, did you, unenlightened, return to your ship, you, my best friend, with all who might
be with you, stolen upon, that night, in your hammocks, would never in this world have wakened again.
Do but think how you walked this deck, how you sat in this cabin, every inch of ground mined into
honey-combs under you. Had I dropped the least hint, made the least advance towards an understanding
between us, death, explosive death—yours as mine—would have ended the scene.”
“True, true,” cried Captain Delano, starting, “you have saved my life, Don Benito, more than I yours;
saved it, too, against my knowledge and will.”
“Nay, my friend,” rejoined the Spaniard, courteous even to the point of religion, “God charmed your
life, but you saved mine. To think of some things you did—those smilings and chattings, rash pointings
and gesturings. For less than these, they slew my mate, Raneds; but you had the Prince of Heaven’s safeconduct through all ambuscades.”
“Yes, all is owing to Providence, I know: but the temper of my mind that morning was more than
commonly pleasant, while the sight of so much suffering, more apparent than real, added to my goodnature, compassion, and charity, happily interweaving the three. Had it been otherwise, doubtless, as you
hint, some of my interferences might have ended unhappily enough. Besides, those feelings I spoke of
enabled me to get the better of momentary distrust, at times when acuteness might have cost me my life,
without saving another’s. Only at the end did my suspicions get the better of me, and you know how
wide of the mark they then proved.”
“Wide, indeed,” said Don Benito, sadly; “you were with me all day; stood with me, sat with me, talked
with me, looked at me, ate with me, drank with me; and yet, your last act was to clutch for a monster,
not only an innocent man, but the most pitiable of all men. To such degree may malign machinations and
deceptions impose. So far may even the best man err, in judging the conduct of one with the recesses
of whose condition he is not acquainted. But you were forced to it; and you were in time undeceived.
Would that, in both respects, it was so ever, and with all men.”
“You generalize, Don Benito; and mournfully enough. But the past is passed; why moralize upon it?
Forget it. See, yon bright sun has forgotten it all, and the blue sea, and the blue sky; these have turned
over new leaves.”
“Because they have no memory,” he dejectedly replied; “because they are not human.”
“But these mild trades that now fan your cheek, do they not come with a human-like healing to you?
Warm friends, steadfast friends are the trades.”
“With their steadfastness they but waft me to my tomb, Señor,” was the foreboding response.
“You are saved,” cried Captain Delano, more and more astonished and pained; “you are saved: what
has cast such a shadow upon you?”
“The negro.”
There was silence, while the moody man sat, slowly and unconsciously gathering his mantle about
him, as if it were a pall.
There was no more conversation that day.
But if the Spaniard’s melancholy sometimes ended in muteness upon topics like the above, there were
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others upon which he never spoke at all; on which, indeed, all his old reserves were piled. Pass over
the worst, and, only to elucidate let an item or two of these be cited. The dress, so precise and costly,
worn by him on the day whose events have been narrated, had not willingly been put on. And that silvermounted sword, apparent symbol of despotic command, was not, indeed, a sword, but the ghost of one.
The scabbard, artificially stiffened, was empty.
As for the black—whose brain, not body, had schemed and led the revolt, with the plot—his slight
frame, inadequate to that which it held, had at once yielded to the superior muscular strength of his
captor, in the boat. Seeing all was over, he uttered no sound, and could not be forced to. His aspect
seemed to say, since I cannot do deeds, I will not speak words. Put in irons in the hold, with the rest, he
was carried to Lima. During the passage, Don Benito did not visit him. Nor then, nor at any time after,
would he look at him. Before the tribunal he refused. When pressed by the judges he fainted. On the
testimony of the sailors alone rested the legal identity of Babo.
Some months after, dragged to the gibbet at the tail of a mule, the black met his voiceless end. The
body was burned to ashes; but for many days, the head, that hive of subtlety, fixed on a pole in the Plaza,
met, unabashed, the gaze of the whites; and across the Plaza looked towards St. Bartholomew’s church,
in whose vaults slept then, as now, the recovered bones of Aranda: and across the Rimac bridge looked
towards the monastery, on Mount Agonia without; where, three months after being dismissed by the
court, Benito Cereno, borne on the bier, did, indeed, follow his leader.

XXIII

Literature of the New Nation - Poe
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120.
Author Introduction-Edgar Allen Poe (1809–1849)

Born in Boston to actors Elizabeth Arnold Poe and David Poe, Jr., Edgar Allan Poe was
swiftly abandoned by both parents before the age of four. His father simply picked up
and left the family. A year later, Poe’s mother unfortunately contracted tuberculosis and
passed away, leaving Poe an orphan. He was taken in by John Allan, a tobacco merchant,
and his wife, Frances Valentine Allan. The Allans raised Poe as their own, though he was
never officially adopted by the couple.
Figure 1. Edgar Allan Poe
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Poe took to poetry at a young age, which often caused a clash between himself and his
adoptive father. Whereas John Allan wished for Poe to take over the family business, Poe
had no such desire and continued to write. As a young man, he attended the University of
Virginia with Allan footing the bill. However, this arrangement didn’t last long as Allan
refused to continue to pay for Poe’s secondary education, reportedly due to financial
disagreements between the two men. After amounting a mass of debt due to gambling,
Poe was forced to leave the university and enlisted in the Army.
It was while in the Army that Poe anonymously published his first collection,
Tamerlane and Other Poems (1827). After Frances Valentine Allan, the only mother Poe
knew, died of tuberculosis, John Allan and Poe mended their relationship, and Allan
helped Poe get accepted into West Point. Though he was a good student, Poe’s mind
wandered more to prose and poetry and less to his duties at West Point. Worse yet, his
relationship with Allan was on the rocks yet again. Poe was kicked out of West Point,
though it is unclear if Poe purposefully caused his expulsion to spite his foster father.
Allan won the parting shot though; after his death in 1834, he left Poe out of his will
completely.
After West Point, Poe traveled extensively, living in poverty as a full-time writer
in major cities like New York City, Baltimore, Philadelphia, and Richmond. While in
Richmond, he fell in love with his cousin, Virginia Clemm, and married her in 1836. Poe
was 27, and Clemm was 13.
After winning a short story contest, Poe’s writing career picked up and he went on to
publish more short stories in literary journals and magazines. He also worked as a critic
for the Southern Literary Messenger and was notorious for his biting reviews, earning
him the nickname “Tomahawk Man.” His position as critic with the magazine proved
short-lived as his seething reviews often led to confrontation. It is believed he was fired
after his boss found him drunk on the job. Over the years, Poe had developed a liking
to alcohol, eventually leading to a dependence on liquor. This dependence evolved into
full-blown alcoholism when Virginia fell ill with tuberculosis in 1842. The very disease
that killed his birth mother and later his adoptive mother seemed insatiable, targeting the
women Poe loved. It was while his wife was sick that Poe wrote the famous poem for
which he is known: “The Raven” (1845).
“The Raven” skyrocketed Poe from infamous critic to famous poet. But the literary recognition of his
arguably most popular poem did not come with the paycheck one would expect. He only received $9
from The American Review for it, and Poe continued to struggle financially for the rest of his life.
Debt and alcoholism weren’t the only demons haunting Poe. Death soon darkened his door yet again.
In 1947, Virginia lost her battle with tuberculosis, devastating Poe. She was only 24 years old. After her
death, Poe’s dependency on substances grew until, in 1849, he died at the age of 40 under suspicious
circumstances. Some sources say he drank himself to death while others blame his death on drugs or
rabies. No one is certain how Poe died, and it remains a mystery to this day, not unlike the gothic endings
of some of his most celebrated works.
Poe may have beaten Death in the end; his works are still recognized as an important part of the
American Literature canon. Modern day readers have Poe to thank for detective fiction, a genre which
some credit him for creating. Best known for his evocative storytelling and his gothic style, Poe
continues to influence writers across the centuries from Sir Arthur Conan Doyle to Stephen King, who
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is quoted in a Mystery Scene magazine article as saying of Poe, “He wasn’t just a mystery/suspense
writer. He was the first.”
Source:
Becoming America, Corey Parson, Wendy Kurant, ed., CC-BY-SA
Image Credit:
Figure 1. “Edgar Allan Poe,” Grace Hammond, Virginia Western Community College, derivative
image from “Edgar Allan Poe,” W.S. Hartshorn, Wikimedia, Public Domain.

121.
The Raven (1845) By Edgar Allan Poe
Edgar Allan Poe

Once upon a midnight dreary, while I pondered, weak and weary,
Over many a quaint and curious volume of forgotten lore,
While I nodded, nearly napping, suddenly there came a tapping,
As of some one gently rapping, rapping at my chamber door.
“‘Tis some visiter,” I muttered, “tapping at my chamber door—
Only this, and nothing more.”
Ah, distinctly I remember it was in the bleak December,
And each separate dying ember wrought its ghost upon the floor.
Eagerly I wished the morrow;—vainly I had sought to borrow
From my books surcease of sorrow—sorrow for the lost Lenore—
For the rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore—
Nameless here for evermore.
And the silken sad uncertain rustling of each purple curtain
Thrilled me—filled me with fantastic terrors never felt before;
So that now, to still the beating of my heart, I stood repeating
“‘Tis some visiter entreating entrance at my chamber door—
Some late visiter entreating entrance at my chamber door;—
This it is, and nothing more.”
Presently my soul grew stronger; hesitating then no longer,
“Sir,” said I, “or Madam, truly your forgiveness I implore;
But the fact is I was napping, and so gently you came rapping,
And so faintly you came tapping, tapping at my chamber door,
That I scarce was sure I heard you “—here I opened wide the door;——
Darkness there and nothing more.
Deep into that darkness peering, long I stood there wondering, fearing,
Doubting, dreaming dreams no mortal ever dared to dream before;
But the silence was unbroken, and the darkness gave no token,
And the only word there spoken was the whispered word, “Lenore!”
This I whispered, and an echo murmured back the word, “Lenore!”—
Merely this, and nothing more.
Back into the chamber turning, all my soul within me burning,
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Soon I heard again a tapping somewhat louder than before.
“Surely,” said I, “surely that is something at my window lattice;
Let me see, then, what thereat is, and this mystery explore—
Let my heart be still a moment and this mystery explore;—
‘Tis the wind and nothing more!”
Open here I flung the shutter, when, with many a flirt and flutter,
In there stepped a stately raven of the saintly days of yore;
Not the least obeisance made he; not an instant stopped or stayed he;
But, with mien of lord or lady, perched above my chamber door—
Perched upon a bust of Pallas just above my chamber door—
Perched, and sat, and nothing more.
Then this ebony bird beguiling my sad fancy into smiling,
By the grave and stern decorum of the countenance it wore,
“Though thy crest be shorn and shaven, thou,” I said, “art sure no craven,
Ghastly grim and ancient raven wandering from the Nightly shore—
Tell me what thy lordly name is on the Night’s Plutonian shore!”
Quoth the raven “Nevermore.”
Much I marvelled this ungainly fowl to hear discourse so plainly,
Though its answer little meaning—little relevancy bore;
For we cannot help agreeing that no living human being
Ever yet was blessed with seeing bird above his chamber door—
Bird or beast upon the sculptured bust above his chamber door,
With such name as “Nevermore.”
But the raven, sitting lonely on the placid bust, spoke only
That one word, as if his soul in that one word he did outpour.
Nothing farther then he uttered—not a feather then he fluttered—
Till I scarcely more than muttered “Other friends have flown before—
On the morrow he will leave me, as my hopes have flown before.”
Then the bird said “Nevermore.”
Startled at the stillness broken by reply so aptly spoken,
“Doubtless,” said I, “what it utters is its only stock and store
Caught from some unhappy master whom unmerciful Disaster
Followed fast and followed faster till his songs one burden bore—
Till the dirges of his Hope that melancholy burden bore
Of “Never—nevermore.”

But the raven still beguiling all my sad soul into smiling,
Straight I wheeled a cushioned seat in front of bird, and bust and door;
Then, upon the velvet sinking, I betook myself to blinking
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Fancy unto fancy, thinking what this ominous bird of yore—
What this grim, ungainly, ghastly, gaunt and ominous bird of yore
Meant in croaking “Nevermore.”
This I sat engaged in guessing, but no syllable expressing
To the fowl whose fiery eyes now burned into my bosom’s core;
This and more I sat divining, with my head at ease reclining
On the cushion’s velvet lining that the lamplight gloated o’er,
But whose velvet violet lining with the lamplight gloating o’er,
She shall press, ah, nevermore!
Then, methought, the air grew denser, perfumed from an unseen censer
Swung by Angels whose faint foot-falls tinkled on the tufted floor.
“Wretch,” I cried, “thy God hath lent thee—by these angels he hath sent thee
Respite—respite and nepenthe from thy memories of Lenore;
Quaff, oh quaff this kind nepenthe and forget this lost Lenore!”
Quoth the raven, “Nevermore.”
“Prophet!” said I, “thing of evil!—prophet still, if bird or devil!—
Whether Tempter sent, or whether tempest tossed thee here ashore, Desolate yet all undaunted, on this
desert land enchanted—
On this home by Horror haunted—tell me truly, I implore—
Is there—is there balm in Gilead?—tell me—tell me, I implore!”
Quoth the raven, “Nevermore.”
“Prophet!” said I, “thing of evil—prophet still, if bird or devil!
By that Heaven that bends above us—by that God we both adore—
Tell this soul with sorrow laden if, within the distant Aidenn,
It shall clasp a sainted maiden whom the angels name Lenore—
Clasp a rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore.”
Quoth the raven, “Nevermore.”
“Be that word our sign of parting, bird or fiend!” I shrieked, upstarting—
“Get thee back into the tempest and the Night’s Plutonian shore!
Leave no black plume as a token of that lie thy soul hath spoken!
Leave my loneliness unbroken!—quit the bust above my door!
Take thy beak from out my heart, and take thy form from off my door!”
Quoth the raven, “Nevermore.”
And the raven, never flitting, still is sitting, still is sitting
On the pallid bust of Pallas just above my chamber door;
And his eyes have all the seeming of a demon’s that is dreaming,
And the lamp-light o’er him streaming throws his shadow on the floor;
And my soul from out that shadow that lies floating on the floor
Shall be lifted—nevermore!
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Source:
Becoming America, Wendy Kurant, ed., CC-BY-SA

122.
Annabel Lee (1849) By Edgar Allan Poe
Edgar Allan Poe

It was many and many a year ago,
In a kingdom by the sea,
That a maiden there lived whom you may know
By the name of ANNABEL LEE;
And this maiden she lived with no other thought
Than to love and be loved by me.
I was a child and she was a child,
In this kingdom by the sea,
But we loved with a love that was more than love,
I and my ANNABEL LEE;
With a love that the winged seraphs of heaven
Coveted her and me.
And this was the reason that, long ago,
In this kingdom by the sea,
A wind blew out of a cloud, chilling
My beautiful ANNABEL LEE;
So that her highborn kinsmen came
And bore her away from me,
To shut her up in a sepulchre
In this kingdom by the sea.
The angels, not half so happy in heaven,
Went envying her and me;
Yes! that was the reason (as all men know,
In this kingdom by the sea)
That the wind came out of the cloud by night,
Chilling and killing my ANNABEL LEE.
But our love it was stronger by far than the love
Of those who were older than we,
Of many far wiser than we;
And neither the angels in heaven above,
Nor the demons down under the sea,
Can ever dissever my soul from the soul
Of the beautiful ANNABEL LEE:
For the moon never beams, without bringing me dreams
Of the beautiful ANNABEL LEE;
And the stars never rise, but I feel the bright eyes
Of the beautiful Annabel Lee;
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And so, all the night-tide, I lie down by the side
Of my darling—my darling—my life and my bride,
In her sepulchre there by the sea,
In her tomb by the sounding sea.
Source:
Selections From Poe: Edited with Biographical and Critical Introduction and Notes, J. Montgomery
Gambrill, Public Domain

123.
The Tell-Tale Heart (1843) By Edgar Allan Poe
Edgar Allan Poe

TRUE!—nervous—very, very dreadfully nervous I had been and am; but why will you say that I am
mad? The disease had sharpened my senses—not destroyed— not dulled them. Above all was the sense
of hearing acute. I heard all things in the heaven and in the earth. I heard many things in hell. How, then,
am I mad? Hearken! and observe how healthily—how calmly I can tell you the whole story.

It is impossible to say how first the idea entered my brain; but once conceived, it haunted me day and
night. Object there was none. Passion there was none. I loved the old man. He had never wronged me.
He had never given me insult. For his gold I had no desire. I think it was his eye! yes, it was this! He
had the eye of a vulture—a pale blue eye, with a film over it. Whenever it fell upon me, my blood ran
cold; and so by degrees—very gradually—I made up my mind to take the life of the old man, and thus
rid myself of the eye forever.
Now this is the point. You fancy me mad. Madmen know nothing. But you should have seen me.
You should have seen how wisely I proceeded—with what caution—with what foresight—with what
dissimulation I went to work! I was never kinder to the old man than during the whole week before I
killed him. And every night, about midnight, I turned the latch of his door and opened it—oh so gently!
And then, when I had made an opening sufficient for my head, I put in a dark lantern, all closed, closed,
that no light shone out, and then I thrust in my head. Oh, you would have laughed to see how cunningly I
thrust it in! I moved it slowly— very, very slowly, so that I might not disturb the old man’s sleep. It took
me an hour to place my whole head within the opening so far that I could see him as he lay upon his bed.
Ha! would a madman have been so wise as this? And then, when my head was well in the room, I undid
the lantern cautiously—oh, so cautiously—cautiously (for the hinges creaked)—I undid it just so much
that a single thin ray fell upon the vulture eye. And this I did for seven long nights—every night just at
midnight—but I found the eye always closed; and so it was impossible to do the work; for it was not the
old man who vexed me, but his Evil Eye. And every morning, when the day broke, I went boldly into
the chamber, and spoke courageously to him, calling him by name in a hearty tone, and inquiring how
he has passed the night. So you see he would have been a very profound old man, indeed, to suspect that
every night, just at twelve, I looked in upon him while he slept.
Upon the eighth night I was more than usually cautious in opening the door. A watch’s minute hand
moves more quickly than did mine. Never before that night had I felt the extent of my own powers—of
my sagacity. I could scarcely contain my feelings of triumph. To think that there I was, opening the door,
little by little, and he not even to dream of my secret deeds or thoughts. I fairly chuckled at the idea;
and perhaps he heard me; for he moved on the bed suddenly, as if startled. Now you may think that I
drew back—but no. His room was as black as pitch with the thick darkness, (for the shutters were close
fastened, through fear of robbers,) and so I knew that he could not see the opening of the door, and I kept
pushing it on steadily, steadily.
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I had my head in, and was about to open the lantern, when my thumb slipped upon the tin fastening,
and the old man sprang up in bed, crying out—“Who’s there?”
I kept quite still and said nothing. For a whole hour I did not move a muscle, and in the meantime I
did not hear him lie down. He was still sitting up in the bed listening;—just as I have done, night after
night, hearkening to the death watches in the wall.

Presently I heard a slight groan, and I knew it was the groan of mortal terror. It was
not a groan of pain or of grief—oh, no!—it was the low stifled sound that arises from the
bottom of the soul when overcharged with awe. I knew the sound well. Many a night, just
at midnight, when all the world slept, it has welled up from my own bosom, deepening,
with its dreadful echo, the terrors that distracted me. I say I knew it well. I knew what
the old man felt, and pitied him, although I chuckled at heart. I knew that he had been
lying awake ever since the first slight noise, when he had turned in the bed. His fears
had been ever since growing upon him. He had been trying to fancy them causeless, but
could not. He had been saying to himself— “It is nothing but the wind in the chimney—it
is only a mouse crossing the floor,” or “It is merely a cricket which has made a single
chirp.” Yes, he had been trying to comfort himself with these suppositions: but he had
found all in vain. All in vain; because Death, in approaching him had stalked with his
black shadow before him, and enveloped the victim. And it was the mournful influence of
the unperceived shadow that caused him to feel—although he neither saw nor heard—to
feel the presence of my head within the room.
When I had waited a long time, very patiently, without hearing him lie down, I resolved
to open a little—a very, very little crevice in the lantern. So I opened it—you cannot
imagine how stealthily, stealthily—until, at length a simple dim ray, like the thread of the
spider, shot from out the crevice and fell full upon the vulture eye.
It was open—wide, wide open—and I grew furious as I gazed upon it. I saw it with
perfect distinctness—all a dull blue, with a hideous veil over it that chilled the very
marrow in my bones; but I could see nothing else of the old man’s face or person: for I
had directed the ray as if by instinct, precisely upon the damned spot.
And have I not told you that what you mistake for madness is but over-acuteness of
the sense?—now, I say, there came to my ears a low, dull, quick sound, such as a watch
makes when enveloped in cotton. I knew that sound well, too. It was the beating of the
old man’s heart. It increased my fury, as the beating of a drum stimulates the soldier into
courage.
But even yet I refrained and kept still. I scarcely breathed. I held the lantern motionless.
I tried how steadily I could maintain the ray upon the eve. Meantime the hellish tattoo
of the heart increased. It grew quicker and quicker, and louder and louder every instant.
The old man’s terror must have been extreme! It grew louder, I say, louder every
moment!—do you mark me well I have told you that I am nervous: so I am. And now
at the dead hour of the night, amid the dreadful silence of that old house, so strange a
noise as this excited me to uncontrollable terror. Yet, for some minutes longer I refrained
and stood still. But the beating grew louder, louder! I thought the heart must burst. And
now a new anxiety seized me—the sound would be heard by a neighbour! The old man’s
hour had come! With a loud yell, I threw open the lantern and leaped into the room. He
shrieked once—once only. In an instant I dragged him to the floor, and pulled the heavy
bed over him. I then smiled gaily, to find the deed so far done. But, for many minutes,
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the heart beat on with a muffled sound. This, however, did not vex me; it would not be
heard through the wall. At length it ceased. The old man was dead. I removed the bed and
examined the corpse. Yes, he was stone, stone dead. I placed my hand upon the heart and
held it there many minutes. There was no pulsation. He was stone dead. His eye would
trouble me no more.
If still you think me mad, you will think so no longer when I describe the wise
precautions I took for the concealment of the body. The night waned, and I worked
hastily, but in silence. First of all I dismembered the corpse. I cut off the head and the
arms and the legs.
I then took up three planks from the flooring of the chamber, and deposited all between
the scantlings. I then replaced the boards so cleverly, so cunningly, that no human
eye—not even his—could have detected any thing wrong. There was nothing to wash
out—no stain of any kind—no blood-spot whatever. I had been too wary for that. A tub
had caught all—ha! ha!
When I had made an end of these labors, it was four o’clock—still dark as midnight. As
the bell sounded the hour, there came a knocking at the street door. I went down to open it
with a light heart,—for what had I now to fear? There entered three men, who introduced
themselves, with perfect suavity, as officers of the police. A shriek had been heard by
a neighbour during the night; suspicion of foul play had been aroused; information had
been lodged at the police office, and they (the officers) had been deputed to search the
premises.
I smiled,—for what had I to fear? I bade the gentlemen welcome. The shriek, I said,
was my own in a dream. The old man, I mentioned, was absent in the country. I took
my visitors all over the house. I bade them search—search well. I led them, at length,
to his chamber. I showed them his treasures, secure, undisturbed. In the enthusiasm of
my confidence, I brought chairs into the room, and desired them here to rest from their
fatigues, while I myself, in the wild audacity of my perfect triumph, placed my own seat
upon the very spot beneath which reposed the corpse of the victim.
The officers were satisfied. My manner had convinced them. I was singularly at ease.
They sat, and while I answered cheerily, they chatted of familiar things. But, ere long, I
felt myself getting pale and wished them gone. My head ached, and I fancied a ringing
in my ears: but still they sat and still chatted. The ringing became more distinct:—It
continued and became more distinct: I talked more freely to get rid of the feeling: but it
continued and gained definiteness—until, at length, I found that the noise was not within
my ears.
No doubt I now grew very pale;—but I talked more fluently, and with a heightened
voice. Yet the sound increased—and what could I do? It was a low, dull, quick
sound—much such a sound as a watch makes when enveloped in cotton. I gasped for
breath—and yet the officers heard it not. I talked more quickly—more vehemently;
but the noise steadily increased. I arose and argued about trifles, in a high key and
with violent gesticulations; but the noise steadily increased. Why would they not be
gone? I paced the floor to and fro with heavy strides, as if excited to fury by the
observations of the men—but the noise steadily increased. Oh God! what could I do?
I foamed—I raved—I swore! I swung the chair upon which I had been sitting, and
grated it upon the boards, but the noise arose over all and continually increased. It
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grew louder—louder—louder! And still the men chatted pleasantly, and smiled. Was it
possible they heard not? Almighty God!—no, no! They heard!—they suspected!—they
knew!—they were making a mockery of my horror!-this I thought, and this I think. But
anything was better than this agony! Anything was more tolerable than this derision!
I could bear those hypocritical smiles no longer! I felt that I must scream or die! and
now—again!—hark! louder! louder! louder! louder!
“Villains!” I shrieked, “dissemble no more! I admit the deed!—tear up the planks! here,
here!—It is the beating of his hideous heart!”
Source:
Becoming America, Wendy Kurant, ed., CC-BY-SA

124.
Cask of Amontillado
Edgar Allan Poe

The Cask of Amontillado

by

Edgar Allan Poe

The thousand injuries of Fortunato I had borne as I best could, but when he ventured upon insult, I
vowed revenge. You, who so well know the nature of my soul, will not suppose, however, that I gave
utterance to a threat. At length I would be avenged; this was a point definitely settled—but the very
definitiveness with which it was resolved, precluded the idea of risk. I must not only punish, but punish
with impunity. A wrong is unredressed when retribution overtakes its redresser. It is equally unredressed
when the avenger fails to make himself felt as such to him who has done the wrong.
It must be understood that neither by word nor deed had I given Fortunato cause to doubt my good
will. I continued, as was my wont, to smile in his face, and he did not perceive that my smile now was at
the thought of his immolation.
He had a weak point—this Fortunato—although in other regards he was a man to be respected and
even feared. He prided himself on his connoisseurship in wine. Few Italians have the true virtuoso spirit.
For the most part their enthusiasm is adopted to suit the time and opportunity—to practise imposture
upon the British and Austrian millionaires. In painting and gemmary, Fortunato, like his countrymen,
was a quack—but in the matter of old wines he was sincere. In this respect I did not differ from him
materially: I was skillful in the Italian vintages myself, and bought largely whenever I could.
It was about dusk, one evening during the supreme madness of the carnival season, that I encountered
my friend. He accosted me with excessive warmth, for he had been drinking much. The man wore
motley. He had on a tight-fitting parti-striped dress, and his head was surmounted by the conical cap and
bells. I was so pleased to see him, that I thought I should never have done wringing his hand.
I said to him—”My dear Fortunato, you are luckily met. How remarkably well you are looking today! But I have received a pipe of what passes for Amontillado, and I have my doubts.”
“How?” said he. “Amontillado? A pipe? Impossible! And in the middle of the carnival!”
“I have my doubts,” I replied; “and I was silly enough to pay the full Amontillado price without
consulting you in the matter. You were not to be found, and I was fearful of losing a bargain.”
“Amontillado!”
“I have my doubts.”
“Amontillado!”
629
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“And I must satisfy them.”
“Amontillado!”
“As you are engaged, I am on my way to Luchesi. If any one has a critical turn, it is he. He will tell
me—”
“Luchesi cannot tell Amontillado from Sherry.”
“And yet some fools will have it that his taste is a match for your own.”
“Come, let us go.”
“Whither?”
“To your vaults.”
“My friend, no; I will not impose upon your good nature. I perceive you have an engagement.
Luchesi—”
“I have no engagement;—come.”
“My friend, no. It is not the engagement, but the severe cold with which I perceive you are afflicted.
The vaults are insufferably damp. They are encrusted with nitre.”
“Let us go, nevertheless. The cold is merely nothing. Amontillado! You have been imposed upon. And
as for Luchesi, he cannot distinguish Sherry from Amontillado.”
Thus speaking, Fortunato possessed himself of my arm. Putting on a mask of black silk, and drawing
a roquelaire closely about my person, I suffered him to hurry me to my palazzo.
There were no attendants at home; they had absconded to make merry in honour of the time. I had
told them that I should not return until the morning, and had given them explicit orders not to stir from
the house. These orders were sufficient, I well knew, to insure their immediate disappearance, one and
all, as soon as my back was turned.
I took from their sconces two flambeaux, and giving one to Fortunato, bowed him through several
suites of rooms to the archway that led into the vaults. I passed down a long and winding staircase,
requesting him to be cautious as he followed. We came at length to the foot of the descent, and stood
together on the damp ground of the catacombs of the Montresors.
The gait of my friend was unsteady, and the bells upon his cap jingled as he strode.
“The pipe,” said he.
“It is farther on,” said I; “but observe the white web-work which gleams from these cavern walls.”
He turned towards me, and looked into my eyes with two filmy orbs that distilled the rheum of
intoxication.
“Nitre?” he asked, at length.
“Nitre,” I replied. “How long have you had that cough?”
“Ugh! ugh! ugh!—ugh! ugh! ugh!—ugh! ugh! ugh!—ugh! ugh! ugh!—ugh! ugh! ugh!”
My poor friend found it impossible to reply for many minutes.
“It is nothing,” he said, at last.
“Come,” I said, with decision, “we will go back; your health is precious. You are rich, respected,
admired, beloved; you are happy, as once I was. You are a man to be missed. For me it is no matter. We
will go back; you will be ill, and I cannot be responsible. Besides, there is Luchesi—”
“Enough,” he said; “the cough is a mere nothing; it will not kill me. I shall not die of a cough.”
“True—true,” I replied; “and, indeed, I had no intention of alarming you unnecessarily—but you
should use all proper caution. A draught of this Medoc will defend us from the damps.”
Here I knocked off the neck of a bottle which I drew from a long row of its fellows that lay upon the
mould.
“Drink,” I said, presenting him the wine.
He raised it to his lips with a leer. He paused and nodded to me familiarly, while his bells jingled.
“I drink,” he said, “to the buried that repose around us.”
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“And I to your long life.”
He again took my arm, and we proceeded.
“These vaults,” he said, “are extensive.”
“The Montresors,” I replied, “were a great and numerous family.”
“I forget your arms.”
“A huge human foot d’or, in a field azure; the foot crushes a serpent rampant whose fangs are
imbedded in the heel.”
“And the motto?”
“Nemo me impune lacessit.”
“Good!” he said.
The wine sparkled in his eyes and the bells jingled. My own fancy grew warm with the Medoc. We had
passed through walls of piled bones, with casks and puncheons intermingling, into the inmost recesses
of catacombs. I paused again, and this time I made bold to seize Fortunato by an arm above the elbow.
“The nitre!” I said; “see, it increases. It hangs like moss upon the vaults. We are below the river’s bed.
The drops of moisture trickle among the bones. Come, we will go back ere it is too late. Your cough—”
“It is nothing,” he said; “let us go on. But first, another draught of the Medoc.”
I broke and reached him a flagon of De Grave. He emptied it at a breath. His eyes flashed with a fierce
light. He laughed and threw the bottle upwards with a gesticulation I did not understand.
I looked at him in surprise. He repeated the movement—a grotesque one.
“You do not comprehend?” he said.
“Not I,” I replied.
“Then you are not of the brotherhood.”
“How?”
“You are not of the masons.”
“Yes, yes,” I said; “yes, yes.”
“You? Impossible! A mason?”
“A mason,” I replied.
“A sign,” he said, “a sign.”
“It is this,” I answered, producing a trowel from beneath the folds of my roquelaire.
“You jest,” he exclaimed, recoiling a few paces. “But let us proceed to the Amontillado.”
“Be it so,” I said, replacing the tool beneath the cloak and again offering him my arm. He leaned
upon it heavily. We continued our route in search of the Amontillado. We passed through a range of low
arches, descended, passed on, and descending again, arrived at a deep crypt, in which the foulness of the
air caused our flambeaux rather to glow than flame.
At the most remote end of the crypt there appeared another less spacious. Its walls had been lined with
human remains, piled to the vault overhead, in the fashion of the great catacombs of Paris. Three sides of
this interior crypt were still ornamented in this manner. From the fourth side the bones had been thrown
down, and lay promiscuously upon the earth, forming at one point a mound of some size. Within the
wall thus exposed by the displacing of the bones, we perceived a still interior recess, in depth about four
feet in width three, in height six or seven. It seemed to have been constructed for no especial use within
itself, but formed merely the interval between two of the colossal supports of the roof of the catacombs,
and was backed by one of their circumscribing walls of solid granite.
It was in vain that Fortunato, uplifting his dull torch, endeavoured to pry into the depth of the recess.
Its termination the feeble light did not enable us to see.
“Proceed,” I said; “herein is the Amontillado. As for Luchesi—”
“He is an ignoramus,” interrupted my friend, as he stepped unsteadily forward, while I followed
immediately at his heels. In an instant he had reached the extremity of the niche, and finding his progress
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arrested by the rock, stood stupidly bewildered. A moment more and I had fettered him to the granite. In
its surface were two iron staples, distant from each other about two feet, horizontally. From one of these
depended a short chain, from the other a padlock. Throwing the links about his waist, it was but the work
of a few seconds to secure it. He was too much astounded to resist. Withdrawing the key I stepped back
from the recess.
“Pass your hand,” I said, “over the wall; you cannot help feeling the nitre. Indeed, it is very damp.
Once more let me implore you to return. No? Then I must positively leave you. But I must first render
you all the little attentions in my power.”
“The Amontillado!” ejaculated my friend, not yet recovered from his astonishment.
“True,” I replied; “the Amontillado.”
As I said these words I busied myself among the pile of bones of which I have before spoken.
Throwing them aside, I soon uncovered a quantity of building stone and mortar. With these materials
and with the aid of my trowel, I began vigorously to wall up the entrance of the niche.
I had scarcely laid the first tier of the masonry when I discovered that the intoxication of Fortunato had
in a great measure worn off. The earliest indication I had of this was a low moaning cry from the depth
of the recess. It was not the cry of a drunken man. There was then a long and obstinate silence. I laid the
second tier, and the third, and the fourth; and then I heard the furious vibrations of the chain. The noise
lasted for several minutes, during which, that I might hearken to it with the more satisfaction, I ceased
my labours and sat down upon the bones. When at last the clanking subsided, I resumed the trowel, and
finished without interruption the fifth, the sixth, and the seventh tier. The wall was now nearly upon
a level with my breast. I again paused, and holding the flambeaux over the mason-work, threw a few
feeble rays upon the figure within.
A succession of loud and shrill screams, bursting suddenly from the throat of the chained form,
seemed to thrust me violently back. For a brief moment I hesitated—I trembled. Unsheathing my rapier,
I began to grope with it about the recess; but the thought of an instant reassured me. I placed my hand
upon the solid fabric of the catacombs, and felt satisfied. I reapproached the wall; I replied to the yells of
him who clamoured. I re-echoed—I aided—I surpassed them in volume and in strength. I did this, and
the clamourer grew still.
It was now midnight, and my task was drawing to a close. I had completed the eighth, the ninth, and
the tenth tier. I had finished a portion of the last and the eleventh; there remained but a single stone to be
fitted and plastered in. I struggled with its weight; I placed it partially in its destined position. But now
there came from out the niche a low laugh that erected the hairs upon my head. It was succeeded by a
sad voice, which I had difficulty in recognizing as that of the noble Fortunato. The voice said—
“Ha! ha! ha!—he! he! he!—a very good joke indeed—an excellent jest. We shall have many a rich
laugh about it at the palazzo—he! he! he!—over our wine—he! he! he!”
“The Amontillado!” I said.
“He! he! he!—he! he! he!—yes, the Amontillado. But is it not getting late? Will not they be awaiting
us at the palazzo, the Lady Fortunato and the rest? Let us be gone.”
“Yes,” I said, “let us be gone.”
“For the love of God, Montresor!”
“Yes,” I said, “for the love of God!”
But to these words I hearkened in vain for a reply. I grew impatient. I called aloud—
“Fortunato!”
No answer. I called again—
“Fortunato—”
No answer still. I thrust a torch through the remaining aperture and let it fall within. There came forth
in reply only a jingling of the bells. My heart grew sick on account of the dampness of the catacombs. I
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hastened to make an end of my labour. I forced the last stone into its position; I plastered it up. Against
the new masonry I re-erected the old rampart of bones. For the half of a century no mortal has disturbed
them. In pace requiescat!

“Cask of Amontillado” from Project Gutenberg
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125.
The Fall of the House of Usher
Edgar Allan Poe

Son cœur est un luth suspendu;
Sitôt qu’on le touche il résonne.

De Béranger
During the whole of a dull, dark, and soundless day in the autumn of the year, when the clouds hung
oppressively low in the heavens, I had been passing alone, on horseback, through a singularly dreary
tract of country; and at length found myself, as the shades of the evening drew on, within view of
the melancholy House of Usher. I know not how it was—but, with the first glimpse of the building,
a sense of insufferable gloom pervaded my spirit. I say insufferable; for the feeling was unrelieved
by any of that half-pleasurable, because poetic, sentiment, with which the mind usually receives even
the sternest natural images of the desolate or terrible. I looked upon the scene before me—upon the
mere house, and the simple landscape features of the domain—upon the bleak walls—upon the vacant
eye-like windows—upon a few rank sedges—and upon a few white trunks of decayed trees— with
an utter depression of soul which I can compare to no earthly sensation more properly than to the
after-dream of the reveller upon opium—the bitter lapse into everyday life—the hideous dropping off
of the veil. There was an iciness, a sinking, a sickening of the heart—an unredeemed dreariness of
thought which no goading of the imagination could torture into aught of the sublime. What was it—I
paused to think—what was it that so unnerved me in the contemplation of the House
of Usher? It
was a mystery all insoluble; nor could I grapple with the shadowy fancies that crowded upon me as I
pondered. I was forced to fall back upon the unsatisfactory conclusion, that while, beyond doubt, there
are combinations of very simple natural objects which have the power of thus affecting us, still the

analysis of this power lies among considerations beyond our depth. It was possible, I
reflected, that a mere different arrangement of the particulars of the scene, of the details
of the picture, would be sufficient to modify, or perhaps to annihilate its capacity for
sorrowful impression; and, acting upon this idea, I reined my horse to the precipitous
brink of a black and lurid tarn that lay in unruffled lustre by the dwelling, and gazed
down—but with a shudder even more thrilling than before— upon the remodelled and
inverted images of the gray sedge, and the ghastly tree- stems, and the vacant and eye-like
windows.
Nevertheless, in this mansion of gloom I now proposed to myself a sojourn of some
weeks. Its proprietor, Roderick Usher, had been one of my boon companions in boyhood;
but many years had elapsed since our last meeting. A letter, however, had lately reached
me in a distant part of the country—a letter from him—which, in its wildly importunate
nature, had admitted of no other than a personal reply. The MS. gave evidence of nervous
agitation. The writer spoke of acute bodily illness— of a mental disorder which oppressed
him—and of an earnest desire to see me, as his best, and indeed his only personal
637

638 Scott D. Peterson

friend, with a view of attempting, by the cheerfulness of my society, some alleviation of
his malady. It was the manner in which all this, and much more, was said—it was the
apparent heart that went with his request—which allowed me no room for hesitation; and
I accordingly obeyed forthwith what I still considered a very singular summons.
Although, as boys, we had been even intimate associates, yet I really knew little of
my friend. His reserve had been always excessive and habitual. I was aware, however,
that his very ancient family had been noted, time out of mind, for a peculiar sensibility
of temperament, displaying itself, through long ages, in many works of exalted art, and
manifested, of late, in repeated deeds of munificent yet unobtrusive charity, as well as
in a passionate devotion to the intricacies, perhaps even more than to the orthodox and
easily recognisable beauties, of musical science. I had learned, too, the very remarkable
fact, that the stem of the Usher race, all time-honored as it was, had put forth, at no
period, any enduring branch; in other words, that the entire family lay in the direct line
of descent, and had always, with very trifling and very temporary variation, so lain.
It was this deficiency, I considered, while running over in thought the perfect keeping
of the character of the premises with the accredited character of the people, and while
speculating upon the possible influence which the one, in the long lapse of centuries,
might have exercised upon the other—it was this deficiency, perhaps, of collateral issue,
and the consequent undeviating transmission, from sire to son, of the patrimony with the
name, which had, at length, so identified the two as to merge the original title of the estate
in the quaint and equivocal appellation of the “House of Usher”— an appellation which
seemed to include, in the minds of the peasantry who used it, both the family and the
family mansion.
I have said that the sole effect of my somewhat childish experiment—that of looking
down within the tarn—had been to deepen the first singular impression. There can be no
doubt that the consciousness of the rapid increase of my superstition—for why should I
not so term it?—served mainly to accelerate the increase itself. Such, I have long known,
is the paradoxical law of all sentiments having terror as a basis. And it might have been
for this reason only, that, when I again uplifted my eyes to the house itself, from its image
in the pool, there grew in my mind a strange fancy—a fancy so ridiculous, indeed, that
I but mention it to show the vivid force of the sensations which oppressed me. I had
so worked upon my imagination as really to believe that about the whole mansion and
domain there hung an atmosphere peculiar to themselves and their immediate vicinity—
an atmosphere which had no affinity with the air of heaven, but which had reeked up from
the decayed trees, and the gray wall, and the silent tarn—a pestilent and mystic vapor,
dull, sluggish, faintly discernible, and leaden-hued.
Shaking off from my spirit what must have been a dream, I scanned more narrowly
the real aspect of the building. Its principal feature seemed to be that of an excessive
antiquity. The discoloration of ages had been great. Minute fungi overspread the whole
exterior, hanging in a fine tangled web-work from the eaves. Yet all this was apart from
any extraordinary dilapidation. No portion of the masonry had fallen; and there appeared
to be a wild inconsistency between its still perfect adaptation of parts, and the crumbling
condition of the individual stones. In this there was much that reminded me of the
specious totality of old wood-work which has rotted for long years in some neglected
vault, with no disturbance from the breath of the external air. Beyond this indication
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of extensive decay, however, the fabric gave little token of instability. Perhaps the eye
of a scrutinizing observer might have discovered a barely perceptible fissure, which,
extending from the roof of the building in front, made its way down the wall in a zigzag
direction, until it became lost in the sullen waters of the tarn.
Noticing these things, I rode over a short causeway to the house. A servant in waiting
took my horse, and I entered the Gothic archway of the hall. A valet, of stealthy step,
thence conducted me, in silence, through many dark and intricate passages in my progress
to the studio of his master. Much that I encountered on the way contributed, I know not
how, to heighten the vague sentiments of which I have already spoken. While the objects
around me—while the carvings of the ceilings, the sombre tapestries of the walls, the
ebon blackness of the floors, and the phantasmagoric armorial trophies which rattled as I
strode, were but matters to which, or to such as which, I had been accustomed from my
infancy—while I hesitated not to acknowledge how familiar was all this—I still wondered
to find how unfamiliar were the fancies which ordinary images were stirring up. On one
of the staircases, I met the physician of the family. His countenance, I thought, wore a
mingled expression of low cunning and perplexity. He accosted me with trepidation and
passed on. The valet now threw open a door and ushered me into the presence of his
master.
The room in which I found myself was very large and lofty. The windows were long,
narrow, and pointed, and at so vast a distance from the black oaken floor as to be
altogether inaccessible from within. Feeble gleams of encrimsoned light made their way
through the trellissed panes, and served to render sufficiently distinct the more prominent
objects around; the eye, however, struggled in vain to reach the remoter angles of the
chamber, or the recesses of the vaulted and fretted ceiling. Dark draperies hung upon the
walls. The general furniture was profuse, comfortless, antique, and tattered. Many books
and musical instruments lay scattered about, but failed to give any vitality to the scene.
I felt that I breathed an atmosphere of sorrow. An air of stern, deep, and irredeemable
gloom hung over and pervaded all.
Upon my entrance, Usher arose from a sofa on which he had been lying at full length,
and greeted me with a vivacious warmth which had much in it, I at first thought, of an
overdone cordiality—of the constrained effort of the ennuyé man of the world. A glance,
however, at his countenance, convinced me of his perfect sincerity. We sat down; and
for some moments, while he spoke not, I gazed upon him with a feeling half of pity,
half of awe. Surely, man had never before so terribly altered, in so brief a period, as had
Roderick Usher! It was with difficulty that I could bring myself to admit the identity of
the wan being before me with the companion of my early boyhood. Yet the character
of his face had been at all times remarkable. A cadaverousness of complexion; an eye
large, liquid, and luminous beyond comparison; lips somewhat thin and very pallid, but
of a surpassingly beautiful curve; a nose of a delicate Hebrew model, but with a breadth
of nostril unusual in similar formations; a finely moulded chin, speaking, in its want of
prominence, of a want of moral energy; hair of a more than web-like softness and tenuity;
these features, with an inordinate expansion above the regions of the temple, made up
altogether a countenance not easily to be forgotten. And now in the mere exaggeration
of the prevailing character of these features, and of the expression they were wont to
convey, lay so much of change that I doubted to whom I spoke. The now ghastly pallor
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of the skin, and the now miraculous lustre of the eye, above all things startled and even
awed me. The silken hair, too, had been suffered to grow all unheeded, and as, in its wild
gossamer texture, it floated rather than fell about the face, I could not, even with effort,
connect its Arabesque expression with any idea of simple humanity.
In the manner of my friend I was at once struck with an incoherence—an inconsistency;
and I soon found this to arise from a series of feeble and futile struggles to overcome
an habitual trepidancy—an excessive nervous agitation. For something of this nature
I had indeed been prepared, no less by his letter, than by reminiscences of certain
boyish traits, and by conclusions deduced from his peculiar physical conformation and
temperament. His action was alternately vivacious and sullen. His voice varied rapidly
from a tremulous indecision (when the animal spirits seemed utterly in abeyance) to that
species of energetic concision—that abrupt, weighty, unhurried, and hollow-sounding
enunciation—that leaden, self- balanced and perfectly modulated guttural utterance,
which may be observed in the lost drunkard, or the irreclaimable eater of opium, during
the periods of his most intense excitement.
It was thus that he spoke of the object of my visit, of his earnest desire to see me, and
of the solace he expected me to afford him. He entered, at some length, into what he
conceived to be the nature of his malady. It was, he said, a constitutional and a family
evil, and one for which he despaired to find a remedy—a mere nervous affection, he
immediately added, which would undoubtedly soon pass off. It displayed itself in a host
of unnatural sensations. Some of these, as he detailed them, interested and bewildered me;
although, perhaps, the terms, and the general manner of the narration had their weight.
He suffered much from a morbid acuteness of the senses; the most insipid food was
alone endurable; he could wear only garments of certain texture; the odors of all flowers
were oppressive; his eyes were tortured by even a faint light; and there were but peculiar
sounds, and these from stringed instruments, which did not inspire him with horror.
To an anomalous species of terror I found him a bounden slave. “I shall perish,” said
he, “I must perish in this deplorable folly. Thus, thus, and not otherwise, shall I be lost.
I dread the events of the future, not in themselves, but in their results. I shudder at the
thought of any, even the most trivial, incident, which may operate upon this intolerable
agitation of soul. I have, indeed, no abhorrence of danger, except in its absolute effect—in
terror. In this unnerved—in this pitiable condition—I feel that the period will sooner or
later arrive when I must abandon life and reason together, in some struggle with the grim
phantasm, FEAR.”
I learned, moreover, at intervals, and through broken and equivocal hints, another
singular feature of his mental condition. He was enchained by certain superstitious
impressions in regard to the dwelling which he tenanted, and whence, for many years,
he had never ventured forth—in regard to an influence whose supposititious force was
conveyed in terms too shadowy here to be re-stated—an influence which some
peculiarities in the mere form and substance of his family mansion, had, by dint of long
sufferance, he said, obtained over his spirit—an effect which the physique of the gray
walls and turrets, and of the dim tarn into which they all looked down, had, at length,
brought about upon the morale of his existence.
He admitted, however, although with hesitation, that much of the peculiar gloom which
thus afflicted him could be traced to a more natural and far more palpable origin—to the
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severe and long-continued illness—indeed to the evidently approaching dissolution—of
a tenderly beloved sister—his sole companion for long years—his last and only relative
on earth. “Her decease,” he said, with a bitterness which I can never forget, “would leave
him (him the hopeless and the frail) the last of the ancient race of the Ushers.” While he
spoke, the lady Madeline (for so was she called) passed slowly through a remote portion
of the apartment, and, without having noticed my presence, disappeared. I regarded her
with an utter astonishment not unmingled with dread—and yet I found it impossible to
account for such feelings. A sensation of stupor oppressed me, as my eyes followed her
retreating steps. When a door, at length, closed upon her, my glance sought instinctively
and eagerly the countenance of the brother—but he had buried his face in his hands, and I
could only perceive that a far more than ordinary wanness had overspread the emaciated
fingers through which trickled many passionate tears.
The disease of the lady Madeline had long baffled the skill of her physicians. A settled
apathy, a gradual wasting away of the person, and frequent although transient affections
of a partially cataleptical character, were the unusual diagnosis. Hitherto she had steadily
borne up against the pressure of her malady, and had not betaken herself finally to bed;
but, on the closing in of the evening of my arrival at the house, she succumbed (as
her brother told me at night with inexpressible agitation) to the prostrating power of the
destroyer; and I learned that the glimpse I had obtained of her person would thus probably
be the last I should obtain—that the lady, at least while living, would be seen by me no
more.
For several days ensuing, her name was unmentioned by either Usher or myself: and during this period I
was busied in earnest endeavors to alleviate the melancholy of my friend. We painted and read together;
or I listened, as if in a dream, to the wild improvisations of his speaking guitar. And thus, as a closer and
still closer intimacy admitted me more unreservedly into the recesses of his spirit, the more bitterly did
I perceive the futility of all attempt at cheering a mind from which darkness, as if an inherent positive
quality, poured forth upon all objects of the moral and physical universe, in one unceasing radiation of
gloom.
I shall ever bear about me a memory of the many solemn hours I thus spent alone with the master
of the House of Usher. Yet I should fail in any attempt to convey an idea of the exact character of
the studies, or of the occupations, in which he involved me, or led me the way. An excited and highly
distempered ideality threw a sulphureous lustre over all. His long improvised dirges will ring forever in
my ears. Among other things, I hold painfully in mind a certain singular perversion and amplification of
the wild air of the last waltz of Von Weber. From the paintings over which his elaborate fancy brooded,
and which grew, touch by touch, into vaguenesses at which I shuddered the more thrillingly, because I
shuddered knowing not why;—from these paintings (vivid as their images now are before me) I would in
vain endeavor to educe more than a small portion which should lie within the compass of merely written
words. By the utter simplicity, by the nakedness of his designs, he arrested and overawed attention. If
ever mortal painted an idea, that mortal was Roderick Usher. For me at least—in the circumstances then
surrounding me—there arose out of the pure abstractions which the hypochondriac contrived to throw
upon his canvass, an intensity of intolerable awe, no shadow of which felt I ever yet in the contemplation
of the certainly glowing yet too concrete reveries of Fuseli.
One of the phantasmagoric conceptions of my friend, partaking not so rigidly of the spirit of
abstraction, may be shadowed forth, although feebly, in words. A small picture presented the interior
of an immensely long and rectangular vault or tunnel, with low walls, smooth, white, and without
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interruption or device. Certain accessory points of the design served well to convey the idea that this
excavation lay at an exceeding depth below the surface of the earth. No outlet was observed

in any portion of its vast extent, and no torch, or other artificial source of light was
discernible; yet a flood of intense rays rolled throughout, and bathed the whole in a
ghastly and inappropriate splendor.
I have just spoken of that morbid condition of the auditory nerve which rendered
all music intolerable to the sufferer, with the exception of certain effects of stringed
instruments. It was, perhaps, the narrow limits to which he thus confined himself upon the
guitar, which gave birth, in great measure, to the fantastic character of his performances.
But the fervid facility of his impromptus could not be so accounted for. They must have
been, and were, in the notes, as well as in the words of his wild fantasias (for he not
unfrequently accompanied himself with rhymed verbal improvisations), the result of that
intense mental collectedness and concentration to which I have previously alluded as
observable only in particular moments of the highest artificial excitement. The words
of one of these rhapsodies I have easily remembered. I was, perhaps, the more forcibly
impressed with it, as he gave it, because, in the under or mystic current of its meaning, I
fancied that I perceived, and for the first time, a full consciousness on the part of Usher,
of the tottering of his lofty reason upon her throne. The verses, which were entitled “The
Haunted Palace,” ran very nearly, if not accurately, thus:

I.

In the greenest of our valleys,
By good angels tenanted,
Once a fair and stately palace—
Radiant palace—reared its head.
In the monarch Thought’s dominion—
It stood there!
Never seraph spread a pinion
Over fabric half so fair.
II.

Banners yellow, glorious, golden,
On its roof did float and flow;
(This—all this—was in the olden Time long ago)
And every gentle air that dallied,
In that sweet day,
Along the ramparts plumed and pallid,
A winged odor went away.
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Wanderers in that happy valley
Through two luminous windows saw

Spirits moving musically
To a lute’s well-tun’d law,
Round about a throne, where sitting
(Porphyrogene!)
In state his glory well befitting,
The ruler of the realm was seen.
IV.
And all with pearl and ruby glowing
Was the fair palace door,
Through which came flowing, flowing, flowing,
And sparkling evermore,
A troop of Echoes whose sweet duty
Was but to sing,
In voices of surpassing beauty,
The wit and wisdom of their king.
V.

But evil things, in robes of sorrow,
Assailed the monarch’s high estate;
(Ah, let us mourn, for never morrow
Shall dawn upon him, desolate!)
And, round about his home, the glory
That blushed and bloomed
Is but a dim-remembered story
Of the old time entombed.
VI.

And travellers now within that valley,
Through the red-litten windows, see
Vast forms that move fantastically
To a discordant melody;
While, like a rapid ghastly river,
Through the pale door,
A hideous throng rush out forever,
And laugh—but smile no more.
I well remember that suggestions arising from this ballad, led us into a train of thought wherein there
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became manifest an opinion of Usher’s which I mention not so much on account of its novelty, (for other
men have thought thus,) as on account of the pertinacity with which he maintained it. This opinion, in
its general form, was that of the sentience of all vegetable things. But, in his disordered fancy, the idea
had assumed a more daring character, and trespassed, under certain conditions, upon the kingdom

of inorganization. I lack words to express the full extent, or the earnest abandon of his
persuasion. The belief, however, was connected (as I have previously hinted) with the
gray stones of the home of his forefathers. The conditions of the sentience had been
here, he imagined, fulfilled in the method of collocation of these stones—in the order of
their arrangement, as well as in that of the many fungi which overspread them, and of
the decayed trees which stood around—above all, in the long undisturbed endurance of
this arrangement, and in its reduplication in the still waters of the tarn. Its evidence—the
evidence of the sentience—was to be seen, he said, (and I here started as he spoke,) in the
gradual yet certain condensation of an atmosphere of their own about the waters and the
walls. The result was discoverable, he added, in that silent, yet importunate and terrible
influence which for centuries had moulded the destinies of his family, and which made
him what I now saw him—what he was. Such opinions need no comment, and I will make
none.
Our books—the books which, for years, had formed no small portion of the mental
existence of the invalid—were, as might be supposed, in strict keeping with this character
of phantasm. We pored together over such works as the Ververt et Chartreuse of Gresset;
the Belphegor of Machiavelli; the Heaven and Hell of Swedenborg; the Subterranean
Voyage of Nicholas Klimm by Holberg; the Chiromancy of Robert Flud, of Jean
D’Indaginé, and of De la Chambre; the Journey into the Blue Distance of Tieck; and
the City of the Sun of Campanella. One favorite volume was a small octavo edition of
the Directorium Inquisitorium, by the Dominican Eymeric de Gironne; and there were
passages in Pomponius Mela, about the old African Satyrs and OEgipans, over which
Usher would sit dreaming for hours. His chief delight, however, was found in the perusal
of an exceedingly rare and curious book in quarto Gothic—the manual of a forgotten
church—the Vigiliae Mortuorum secundum Chorum Ecclesiae Maguntinae.
I could not help thinking of the wild ritual of this work, and of its probable influence
upon the hypochondriac, when, one evening, having informed me abruptly that the lady
Madeline was no more, he stated his intention of preserving her corpse for a fortnight,
(previously to its final interment,) in one of the numerous vaults within the main walls
of the building. The worldly reason, however, assigned for this singular proceeding, was
one which I did not feel at liberty to dispute. The brother had been led to his resolution
(so he told me) by consideration of the unusual character of the malady of the deceased,
of certain obtrusive and eager inquiries on the part of her medical men, and of the remote
and exposed situation of the burial-ground of the family. I will not deny that when I called
to mind the sinister countenance of the person whom I met upon the staircase, on the day
of my arrival at the house, I had no desire to oppose what I regarded as at best but a
harmless, and by no means an unnatural, precaution.
At the request of Usher, I personally aided him in the arrangements for the temporary
entombment. The body having been encoffined, we two alone bore it to its rest. The
vault in which we placed it (and which had been so long unopened that our torches,
half smothered in its oppressive atmosphere, gave us little opportunity for investigation)
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was small, damp, and entirely without means of admission for light; lying, at great
depth, immediately beneath that portion of the building in which was my own sleeping
apartment. It had been used, apparently, in remote feudal times, for the worst purposes of
a donjon-keep, and, in later days, as a place of deposit for powder, or some other highly
combustible substance, as a portion of its floor, and the whole interior of a long archway
through which we reached it, were carefully sheathed with copper. The door, of massive
iron, had been, also, similarly protected. Its immense weight caused an unusually sharp
grating sound, as it moved upon its hinges.
Having deposited our mournful burden upon tressels within this region of horror, we
partially turned aside the yet unscrewed lid of the coffin, and looked upon the face of
the tenant. A striking similitude between the brother and sister now first arrested my
attention; and Usher, divining, perhaps, my thoughts, murmured out some few words
from which I learned that the deceased and himself had been twins, and that sympathies
of a scarcely intelligible nature had always existed between them. Our glances, however,
rested not long upon the dead—for we could not regard her unawed. The disease which
had thus entombed the lady in the maturity of youth, had left, as usual in all maladies
of a strictly cataleptical character, the mockery of a faint blush upon the bosom and the
face, and that suspiciously lingering smile upon the lip which is so terrible in death. We
replaced and screwed down the lid, and, having secured the door of iron, made our way,
with toil, into the scarcely less gloomy apartments of the upper portion of the house.
And now, some days of bitter grief having elapsed, an observable change came over
the features of the mental disorder of my friend. His ordinary manner had vanished. His
ordinary occupations were neglected or forgotten. He roamed from chamber to chamber
with hurried, unequal, and objectless step. The pallor of his countenance had assumed,
if possible, a more ghastly hue—but the luminousness of his eye had utterly gone out.
The once occasional huskiness of his tone was heard no more; and a tremulous quaver,
as if of extreme terror, habitually characterized his utterance. There were times, indeed,
when I thought his unceasingly agitated mind was laboring with some oppressive secret,
to divulge which he struggled for the necessary courage. At times, again, I was obliged to
resolve all into the mere inexplicable vagaries of madness, for I beheld him gazing upon
vacancy for long hours, in an attitude of the profoundest attention, as if listening to some
imaginary sound. It was no wonder that his condition terrified—that it infected me. I felt
creeping upon me, by slow yet certain degrees, the wild influences of his own fantastic
yet impressive superstitions.
It was, especially, upon retiring to bed late in the night of the seventh or eighth day after
the placing of the lady Madeline within the donjon, that I experienced the full power of
such feelings. Sleep came not near my couch—while the hours waned and waned away.
I struggled to reason off the nervousness which had dominion over me. I endeavored
to believe that much, if not all of what I felt, was due to the bewildering influence of
the gloomy furniture of the room—of the dark and tattered draperies, which, tortured
into motion by the breath of a rising tempest, swayed fitfully to and fro upon the walls,
and rustled uneasily about the decorations of the bed. But my efforts were fruitless.
An irrepressible tremor gradually pervaded my frame; and, at length, there sat upon my
very heart an incubus of utterly causeless alarm. Shaking this off with a gasp and a
struggle,
I uplifted myself upon the pillows, and, peering earnestly within the intense
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darkness of the chamber, harkened—I know not why, except that an instinctive spirit
prompted me—to certain low and indefinite sounds which came, through the pauses of
the storm, at long intervals, I knew not whence. Overpowered by an intense sentiment of
horror, unaccountable yet unendurable, I threw on my clothes with haste (for I felt that I
should sleep no more during the night), and endeavored to arouse myself from the pitiable
condition into which I had fallen, by pacing rapidly to and fro through the apartment.
I had taken but few turns in this manner, when a light step on an adjoining staircase
arrested my attention. I presently recognised it as that of Usher. In an instant afterward
he rapped, with a gentle touch, at my door, and entered, bearing a lamp. His countenance
was, as usual, cadaverously wan—but, moreover, there was a species of mad hilarity
in his eyes—an evidently restrained hysteria in his whole demeanor. His air appalled
me—but anything was preferable to the solitude which I had so long endured, and I even
welcomed his presence as a relief.
“And you have not seen it?” he said abruptly, after having stared about him for some
moments in silence—“you have not then seen it?—but, stay! you shall.” Thus speaking,
and having carefully shaded his lamp, he hurried to one of the casements, and threw it
freely open to the storm.
The impetuous fury of the entering gust nearly lifted us from our feet. It was, indeed,
a tempestuous yet sternly beautiful night, and one wildly singular in its terror and its
beauty. A whirlwind had apparently collected its force in our vicinity; for there were
frequent and violent alterations in the direction of the wind; and the exceeding density of
the clouds (which hung so low as to press upon the turrets of the house) did not prevent
our perceiving the life-like velocity with which they flew careering from all points against
each other, without passing away into the distance. I say that even their exceeding density
did not prevent our perceiving this—yet we had no glimpse of the moon or stars—nor
was there any flashing forth of the lightning. But the under surfaces of the huge masses of
agitated vapor, as well as all terrestrial objects immediately around us, were glowing in
the unnatural light of a faintly luminous and distinctly visible gaseous exhalation which
hung about and enshrouded the mansion.
“You must not—you shall not behold this!” said I, shudderingly, to Usher, as I led him,
with a gentle violence, from the window to a seat. “These appearances, which bewilder
you, are merely electrical phenomena not uncommon—or it may be that they have their
ghastly origin in the rank miasma of the tarn. Let us close this casement;—the air is
chilling and dangerous to your frame. Here is one of your favorite romances. I will read,
and you shall listen;—and so we will pass away this terrible night together.”
The antique volume which I had taken up was the “Mad Trist” of Sir Launcelot
Canning; but I had called it a favorite of Usher’s more in sad jest than in earnest; for,
in truth, there is little in its uncouth and unimaginative prolixity which could have had
interest for the lofty and spiritual ideality of my friend. It was, however, the only book
immediately at hand; and I indulged a vague hope that the excitement which now agitated
the hypochondriac, might find relief (for the history of mental disorder is full of similar
anomalies) even in the extremeness of the folly which I should read. Could I have judged,
indeed, by the wild overstrained air of vivacity with which he harkened, or apparently
harkened, to the words of the tale, I might well have congratulated myself upon the
success of my design.
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I had arrived at that well-known portion of the story where Ethelred, the hero of the
Trist, having sought in vain for peaceable admission into the dwelling of the hermit,
proceeds to make good an entrance by force. Here, it will be remembered, the words of
the narrative run thus:
“And Ethelred, who was by nature of a doughty heart, and who was now mighty withal,
on account of the powerfulness of the wine which he had drunken, waited no longer to
hold parley with the hermit, who, in sooth, was of an obstinate and maliceful turn, but,
feeling the rain upon his shoulders, and fearing the rising of the tempest, uplifted his
mace outright, and, with blows, made quickly room in the plankings of the door for
his gauntleted hand; and now pulling therewith sturdily, he so cracked, and ripped, and
tore all asunder, that the noise of the dry and hollow-sounding wood alarummed and
reverberated throughout the forest.”
At the termination of this sentence I started, and for a moment, paused; for it appeared
to me (although I at once concluded that my excited fancy had deceived me)—it appeared
to me that, from some very remote portion of the mansion, there came, indistinctly, to
my ears, what might have been, in its exact similarity of character, the echo (but a stifled
and dull one certainly) of the very cracking and ripping sound which Sir Launcelot had
so particularly described. It was, beyond doubt, the coincidence alone which had arrested
my attention; for, amid the rattling of the sashes of the casements, and the ordinary
commingled noises of the still increasing storm, the sound, in itself, had nothing, surely,
which should have interested or disturbed me. I continued the story:
“But the good champion Ethelred, now entering within the door, was sore enraged and
amazed to perceive no signal of the maliceful hermit; but, in the stead thereof, a dragon
of a scaly and prodigious demeanor, and of a fiery tongue, which sate in guard before a
palace of gold, with a floor of silver; and upon the wall there hung a shield of shining
brass with this legend enwritten—
Who entereth herein, a conqueror hath bin;
Who slayeth the dragon, the shield he shall win;

And Ethelred uplifted his mace, and struck upon the head of the dragon, which fell before him, and gave
up his pesty breath, with a shriek so horrid and harsh, and withal so piercing, that Ethelred had fain to
close his ears with his hands against the dreadful noise of it, the like whereof was never before heard.”
Here again I paused abruptly, and now with a feeling of wild amazement— for there could be no
doubt whatever that, in this instance, I did actually hear (although from what direction it proceeded
I found it impossible to say) a low and apparently distant, but harsh, protracted, and most unusual
screaming or grating sound—the exact counterpart of what my fancy had already conjured up for the
dragon’s unnatural shriek as described by the romancer.
Oppressed, as I certainly was, upon the occurrence of this second and most extraordinary coincidence,
by a thousand conflicting sensations, in which wonder and extreme terror were predominant, I still
retained sufficient presence of mind to avoid exciting, by any observation, the sensitive nervousness
of my companion. I was by no means certain that he had noticed the sounds in question; although,
assuredly, a strange alteration had, during the last few minutes, taken place in his demeanor. From a
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position fronting my own, he had gradually brought round his chair, so as to sit with his face to the
door of the chamber; and thus I could but partially perceive his features, although I saw that his lips
trembled as if he were murmuring inaudibly. His head had dropped upon his breast—yet I knew that he
was not asleep, from the wide and rigid opening of the eye as I caught a glance of it in profile. The
motion of his body, too, was at variance with this idea—for he rocked from side to side with a gentle
yet constant and uniform sway. Having rapidly taken notice of all this, I resumed the narrative of Sir
Launcelot, which thus proceeded:
“And now, the champion, having escaped from the terrible fury of the dragon, bethinking himself of
the brazen shield, and of the breaking up of the enchantment which was upon it, removed the carcass
from out of the way before him, and approached valorously over the silver pavement of the castle to
where the shield was upon the wall; which in sooth tarried not for his full coming, but feel down at his
feet upon the silver floor, with a mighty great and terrible ringing sound.”
No sooner had these syllables passed my lips, than—as if a shield of brass had indeed, at the moment,
fallen heavily upon a floor of silver—I became aware of a distinct, hollow, metallic, and clangorous, yet
apparently muffled reverberation. Completely unnerved, I leaped to my feet; but the measured rocking
movement of Usher was undisturbed. I rushed to the chair in which he sat. His eyes were bent fixedly
before him, and throughout his whole countenance there reigned a stony rigidity. But, as I placed my
hand upon his shoulder, there came a strong shudder over his whole person; a sickly smile quivered
about his lips; and I saw that he spoke in a low, hurried, and gibbering murmur, as if unconscious of my
presence. Bending closely over him, I at length drank in the hideous import of his words.
“Not hear it?—yes, I hear it, and have heard it. Long—long—long—many minutes, many hours,
many days, have I heard it—yet I dared not—oh, pity me, miserable wretch that I am!—I dared

not—I dared not speak! We have put her living in the tomb! Said I not that my senses
were acute? I now tell you that I heard her first feeble movements in the hollow coffin. I
heard them—many, many days ago—yet I dared not—I dared not speak! And now—tonight—Ethelred—ha! ha!— the breaking of the hermit’s door, and the death-cry of the
dragon, and the clangor of the shield!—say, rather, the rending of her coffin, and the
grating of the iron hinges of her prison, and her struggles within the coppered archway of
the vault! Oh whither shall I fly? Will she not be here anon? Is she not hurrying to upbraid
me for my haste? Have I not heard her footstep on the stair? Do I not distinguish that
heavy and horrible beating of her heart? Madman!”—here he sprang furiously to his feet,
and shrieked out his syllables, as if in the effort he were giving up his soul—“Madman! I
tell you that she now stands without the door!”
As if in the superhuman energy of his utterance there had been found the potency of a
spell—the huge antique pannels to which the speaker pointed, threw slowly back, upon
the instant, their ponderous and ebony jaws. It was the work of the rushing gust—but
then without those doors there did stand the lofty and enshrouded figure of the lady
Madeline of Usher. There was blood upon her white robes, and the evidence of some
bitter struggle upon every portion of her emaciated frame. For a moment she remained
trembling and reeling to and fro upon the threshold—then, with a low moaning cry, fell
heavily inward upon the person of her brother, and in her violent and now final deathagonies, bore him to the floor a corpse, and a victim to the terrors he had anticipated.
From that chamber, and from that mansion, I fled aghast. The storm was still abroad
in all its wrath as I found myself crossing the old causeway. Suddenly there shot along
the path a wild light, and I turned to see whence a gleam so unusual could have
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issued; for the vast house and its shadows were alone behind me. The radiance was
that of the full, setting, and blood-red moon, which now shone vividly through that
once barely-discernible fissure, of which I have before spoken as extending from the
roof of the building, in a zigzag direction, to the base. While I gazed, this fissure
rapidly widened—there came a fierce breath of the whirlwind— the entire orb of the
satellite burst at once upon my sight—my brain reeled as I saw the mighty walls rushing
asunder—there was a long tumultuous shouting sound like the voice of a thousand
waters—and the deep and dank tarn at my feet closed sullenly and silently over the
fragments of the “House of Usher.”
(1839)

Source:
Becoming America, Wendy Kurant, ed., CC-BY-SA

126.
The Murders in the Rue Morgue
Edgar Allan Poe

What song the Syrens sang, or what name Achilles assumed when he hid
himself among women, although puzzling questions, are not beyond
all conjecture.
—Sir Thomas Browne.
The mental features discoursed of as the analytical, are, in themselves, but little susceptible of analysis.
We appreciate them only in their effects. We know of them, among other things, that they are always
to their possessor, when inordinately possessed, a source of the liveliest enjoyment. As the strong man
exults in his physical ability, delighting in such exercises as call his muscles into action, so glories
the analyst in that moral activity which disentangles. He derives pleasure from even the most trivial
occupations bringing his talent into play. He is fond of enigmas, of conundrums, of hieroglyphics;
exhibiting in his solutions of each a degree of acumen which appears to the ordinary apprehension
prÃ¦ternatural. His results, brought about by the very soul and essence of method, have, in truth, the
whole air of intuition.
The faculty of re-solution is possibly much invigorated by mathematical study, and especially by that
highest branch of it which, unjustly, and merely on account of its retrograde operations, has been called,
as if par excellence, analysis. Yet to calculate is not in itself to analyse. A chess-player, for example, does
the one without effort at the other. It follows that the game of chess, in its effects upon mental character,
is greatly misunderstood. I am not now writing a treatise, but simply prefacing a somewhat peculiar
narrative by observations very much at random; I will, therefore, take occasion to assert that the higher
powers of the reflective intellect are more decidedly and more usefully tasked by the unostentatious
game of draughts than by all the elaborate frivolity of chess. In this latter, where the pieces have different
and bizarre motions, with various and variable values, what is only complex is mistaken (a not unusual
error) for what is profound. The attention is here called powerfully into play. If it flag for an instant,
an oversight is committed resulting in injury or defeat. The possible moves being not only manifold
but involute, the chances of such oversights are multiplied; and in nine cases out of ten it is the more
concentrative rather than the more acute player who conquers. In draughts, on the contrary, where the
moves are unique and have but little variation, the probabilities of inadvertence are diminished, and the
mere attention being left comparatively unemployed, what advantages are obtained by either party are
obtained by superior acumen. To be less abstract—Let us suppose a game of draughts where the pieces
are reduced to four kings, and where, of course, no oversight is to be expected. It is obvious that here the
victory can be decided (the players being at all equal) only by some recherchÃ© movement, the result
of some strong exertion of the intellect. Deprived of ordinary resources, the analyst throws himself into
the spirit of his opponent, identifies himself therewith, and not unfrequently sees thus, at a glance, the
sole methods (sometime indeed absurdly simple ones) by which he may seduce into error or hurry into
miscalculation.
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Whist has long been noted for its influence upon what is termed the calculating power; and men of
the highest order of intellect have been known to take an apparently unaccountable delight in it, while
eschewing chess as frivolous. Beyond doubt there is nothing of a similar nature so greatly tasking the
faculty of analysis. The best chess-player in Christendom may be little more than the best player of
chess; but proficiency in whist implies capacity for success in all those more important undertakings
where mind struggles with mind. When I say proficiency, I mean that perfection in the game which
includes a comprehension of all the sources whence legitimate advantage may be derived. These are not
only manifold but multiform, and lie frequently among recesses of thought altogether inaccessible to the
ordinary understanding. To observe attentively is to remember distinctly; and, so far, the concentrative
chess-player will do very well at whist; while the rules of Hoyle (themselves based upon the mere
mechanism of the game) are sufficiently and generally comprehensible. Thus to have a retentive
memory, and to proceed by “the book,” are points commonly regarded as the sum total of good playing.
But it is in matters beyond the limits of mere rule that the skill of the analyst is evinced. He makes, in
silence, a host of observations and inferences. So, perhaps, do his companions; and the difference in the
extent of the information obtained, lies not so much in the validity of the inference as in the quality of
the observation. The necessary knowledge is that of what to observe. Our player confines himself not
at all; nor, because the game is the object, does he reject deductions from things external to the game.
He examines the countenance of his partner, comparing it carefully with that of each of his opponents.
He considers the mode of assorting the cards in each hand; often counting trump by trump, and honor
by honor, through the glances bestowed by their holders upon each. He notes every variation of face as
the play progresses, gathering a fund of thought from the differences in the expression of certainty, of
surprise, of triumph, or of chagrin. From the manner of gathering up a trick he judges whether the person
taking it can make another in the suit. He recognises what is played through feint, by the air with which
it is thrown upon the table. A casual or inadvertent word; the accidental dropping or turning of a card,
with the accompanying anxiety or carelessness in regard to its concealment; the counting of the tricks,
with the order of their arrangement; embarrassment, hesitation, eagerness or trepidation—all afford, to
his apparently intuitive perception, indications of the true state of affairs. The first two or three rounds
having been played, he is in full possession of the contents of each hand, and thenceforward puts down
his cards with as absolute a precision of purpose as if the rest of the party had turned outward the faces
of their own.
The analytical power should not be confounded with ample ingenuity; for while the analyst is
necessarily ingenious, the ingenious man is often remarkably incapable of analysis. The constructive or
combining power, by which ingenuity is usually manifested, and to which the phrenologists (I believe
erroneously) have assigned a separate organ, supposing it a primitive faculty, has been so frequently
seen in those whose intellect bordered otherwise upon idiocy, as to have attracted general observation
among writers on morals. Between ingenuity and the analytic ability there exists a difference far greater,
indeed, than that between the fancy and the imagination, but of a character very strictly analogous. It
will be found, in fact, that the ingenious are always fanciful, and the truly imaginative never otherwise
than analytic.
The narrative which follows will appear to the reader somewhat in the light of a commentary upon the
propositions just advanced.
Residing in Paris during the spring and part of the summer of 18—, I there became acquainted with
a Monsieur C. Auguste Dupin. This young gentleman was of an excellent—indeed of an illustrious
family, but, by a variety of untoward events, had been reduced to such poverty that the energy of his
character succumbed beneath it, and he ceased to bestir himself in the world, or to care for the retrieval
of his fortunes. By courtesy of his creditors, there still remained in his possession a small remnant of
his patrimony; and, upon the income arising from this, he managed, by means of a rigorous economy, to
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procure the necessaries of life, without troubling himself about its superfluities. Books, indeed, were his
sole luxuries, and in Paris these are easily obtained.
Our first meeting was at an obscure library in the Rue Montmartre, where the accident of our both
being in search of the same very rare and very remarkable volume, brought us into closer communion.
We saw each other again and again. I was deeply interested in the little family history which he
detailed to me with all that candor which a Frenchman indulges whenever mere self is his theme. I was
astonished, too, at the vast extent of his reading; and, above all, I felt my soul enkindled within me by
the wild fervor, and the vivid freshness of his imagination. Seeking in Paris the objects I then sought,
I felt that the society of such a man would be to me a treasure beyond price; and this feeling I frankly
confided to him. It was at length arranged that we should live together during my stay in the city; and
as my worldly circumstances were somewhat less embarrassed than his own, I was permitted to be at
the expense of renting, and furnishing in a style which suited the rather fantastic gloom of our common
temper, a time-eaten and grotesque mansion, long deserted through superstitions into which we did not
inquire, and tottering to its fall in a retired and desolate portion of the Faubourg St. Germain.
Had the routine of our life at this place been known to the world, we should have been regarded as
madmen—although, perhaps, as madmen of a harmless nature. Our seclusion was perfect. We admitted
no visitors. Indeed the locality of our retirement had been carefully kept a secret from my own former
associates; and it had been many years since Dupin had ceased to know or be known in Paris. We existed
within ourselves alone.
It was a freak of fancy in my friend (for what else shall I call it?) to be enamored of the Night for
her own sake; and into this bizarrerie, as into all his others, I quietly fell; giving myself up to his wild
whims with a perfect abandon. The sable divinity would not herself dwell with us always; but we could
counterfeit her presence. At the first dawn of the morning we closed all the messy shutters of our old
building; lighting a couple of tapers which, strongly perfumed, threw out only the ghastliest and feeblest
of rays. By the aid of these we then busied our souls in dreams—reading, writing, or conversing, until
warned by the clock of the advent of the true Darkness. Then we sallied forth into the streets arm in arm,
continuing the topics of the day, or roaming far and wide until a late hour, seeking, amid the wild lights
and shadows of the populous city, that infinity of mental excitement which quiet observation can afford.
At such times I could not help remarking and admiring (although from his rich ideality I had been
prepared to expect it) a peculiar analytic ability in Dupin. He seemed, too, to take an eager delight in
its exercise—if not exactly in its display—and did not hesitate to confess the pleasure thus derived. He
boasted to me, with a low chuckling laugh, that most men, in respect to himself, wore windows in their
bosoms, and was wont to follow up such assertions by direct and very startling proofs of his intimate
knowledge of my own. His manner at these moments was frigid and abstract; his eyes were vacant in
expression; while his voice, usually a rich tenor, rose into a treble which would have sounded petulantly
but for the deliberateness and entire distinctness of the enunciation. Observing him in these moods, I
often dwelt meditatively upon the old philosophy of the Bi-Part Soul, and amused myself with the fancy
of a double Dupin—the creative and the resolvent.
Let it not be supposed, from what I have just said, that I am detailing any mystery, or penning any
romance. What I have described in the Frenchman, was merely the result of an excited, or perhaps of a
diseased intelligence. But of the character of his remarks at the periods in question an example will best
convey the idea.
We were strolling one night down a long dirty street in the vicinity of the Palais Royal. Being both,
apparently, occupied with thought, neither of us had spoken a syllable for fifteen minutes at least. All at
once Dupin broke forth with these words:
“He is a very little fellow, that’s true, and would do better for the ThÃ©Ã¢tre des VariÃ©tÃ©s.”
“There can be no doubt of that,” I replied unwittingly, and not at first observing (so much had I
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been absorbed in reflection) the extraordinary manner in which the speaker had chimed in with my
meditations. In an instant afterward I recollected myself, and my astonishment was profound.
“Dupin,” said I, gravely, “this is beyond my comprehension. I do not hesitate to say that I am amazed,
and can scarcely credit my senses. How was it possible you should know I was thinking of ——-?” Here
I paused, to ascertain beyond a doubt whether he really knew of whom I thought.
—”of Chantilly,” said he, “why do you pause? You were remarking to yourself that his diminutive
figure unfitted him for tragedy.”
This was precisely what had formed the subject of my reflections. Chantilly was a quondam cobbler
of the Rue St. Denis, who, becoming stage-mad, had attempted the rÃ´le of Xerxes, in CrÃ©billon’s
tragedy so called, and been notoriously Pasquinaded for his pains.
“Tell me, for Heaven’s sake,” I exclaimed, “the method—if method there is—by which you have been
enabled to fathom my soul in this matter.” In fact I was even more startled than I would have been willing
to express.
“It was the fruiterer,” replied my friend, “who brought you to the conclusion that the mender of soles
was not of sufficient height for Xerxes et id genus omne.”
“The fruiterer!—you astonish me—I know no fruiterer whomsoever.”
“The man who ran up against you as we entered the street—it may have been fifteen minutes ago.”
I now remembered that, in fact, a fruiterer, carrying upon his head a large basket of apples, had nearly
thrown me down, by accident, as we passed from the Rue C —— into the thoroughfare where we stood;
but what this had to do with Chantilly I could not possibly understand.
There was not a particle of charlatanerie about Dupin. “I will explain,” he said, “and that you may
comprehend all clearly, we will first retrace the course of your meditations, from the moment in which
I spoke to you until that of the rencontre with the fruiterer in question. The larger links of the chain run
thus—Chantilly, Orion, Dr. Nichols, Epicurus, Stereotomy, the street stones, the fruiterer.”
There are few persons who have not, at some period of their lives, amused themselves in retracing the
steps by which particular conclusions of their own minds have been attained. The occupation is often full
of interest and he who attempts it for the first time is astonished by the apparently illimitable distance
and incoherence between the starting-point and the goal. What, then, must have been my amazement
when I heard the Frenchman speak what he had just spoken, and when I could not help acknowledging
that he had spoken the truth. He continued:
“We had been talking of horses, if I remember aright, just before leaving the Rue C ——. This was the
last subject we discussed. As we crossed into this street, a fruiterer, with a large basket upon his head,
brushing quickly past us, thrust you upon a pile of paving stones collected at a spot where the causeway
is undergoing repair. You stepped upon one of the loose fragments, slipped, slightly strained your ankle,
appeared vexed or sulky, muttered a few words, turned to look at the pile, and then proceeded in silence.
I was not particularly attentive to what you did; but observation has become with me, of late, a species
of necessity.
“You kept your eyes upon the ground—glancing, with a petulant expression, at the holes and ruts in
the pavement, (so that I saw you were still thinking of the stones,) until we reached the little alley called
Lamartine, which has been paved, by way of experiment, with the overlapping and riveted blocks. Here
your countenance brightened up, and, perceiving your lips move, I could not doubt that you murmured
the word ‘stereotomy,’ a term very affectedly applied to this species of pavement. I knew that you could
not say to yourself ‘stereotomy’ without being brought to think of atomies, and thus of the theories
of Epicurus; and since, when we discussed this subject not very long ago, I mentioned to you how
singularly, yet with how little notice, the vague guesses of that noble Greek had met with confirmation
in the late nebular cosmogony, I felt that you could not avoid casting your eyes upward to the great
nebula in Orion, and I certainly expected that you would do so. You did look up; and I was now assured
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that I had correctly followed your steps. But in that bitter tirade upon Chantilly, which appeared in
yesterday’s ‘MusÃ©e,’ the satirist, making some disgraceful allusions to the cobbler’s change of name
upon assuming the buskin, quoted a Latin line about which we have often conversed. I mean the line
Perdidit antiquum litera sonum.
“I had told you that this was in reference to Orion, formerly written Urion; and, from certain pungencies
connected with this explanation, I was aware that you could not have forgotten it. It was clear, therefore,
that you would not fail to combine the two ideas of Orion and Chantilly. That you did combine them
I saw by the character of the smile which passed over your lips. You thought of the poor cobbler’s
immolation. So far, you had been stooping in your gait; but now I saw you draw yourself up to your
full height. I was then sure that you reflected upon the diminutive figure of Chantilly. At this point I
interrupted your meditations to remark that as, in fact, he was a very little fellow—that Chantilly—he
would do better at the ThÃ©Ã¢tre des VariÃ©tÃ©s.”
Not long after this, we were looking over an evening edition of the “Gazette des Tribunaux,” when
the following paragraphs arrested our attention.
“EXTRAORDINARY MURDERS.—This morning, about three o’clock, the inhabitants of the
Quartier St. Roch were aroused from sleep by a succession of terrific shrieks, issuing, apparently, from
the fourth story of a house in the Rue Morgue, known to be in the sole occupancy of one Madame
L’Espanaye, and her daughter Mademoiselle Camille L’Espanaye. After some delay, occasioned by a
fruitless attempt to procure admission in the usual manner, the gateway was broken in with a crowbar,
and eight or ten of the neighbors entered accompanied by two gendarmes. By this time the cries had
ceased; but, as the party rushed up the first flight of stairs, two or more rough voices in angry contention
were distinguished and seemed to proceed from the upper part of the house. As the second landing
was reached, these sounds, also, had ceased and everything remained perfectly quiet. The party spread
themselves and hurried from room to room. Upon arriving at a large back chamber in the fourth story,
(the door of which, being found locked, with the key inside, was forced open,) a spectacle presented
itself which struck every one present not less with horror than with astonishment.
“The apartment was in the wildest disorder—the furniture broken and thrown about in all directions.
There was only one bedstead; and from this the bed had been removed, and thrown into the middle of
the floor. On a chair lay a razor, besmeared with blood. On the hearth were two or three long and thick
tresses of grey human hair, also dabbled in blood, and seeming to have been pulled out by the roots.
Upon the floor were found four Napoleons, an ear-ring of topaz, three large silver spoons, three smaller
of mÃ©tal d’Alger, and two bags, containing nearly four thousand francs in gold. The drawers of a
bureau, which stood in one corner were open, and had been, apparently, rifled, although many articles
still remained in them. A small iron safe was discovered under the bed (not under the bedstead). It was
open, with the key still in the door. It had no contents beyond a few old letters, and other papers of little
consequence.
“Of Madame L’Espanaye no traces were here seen; but an unusual quantity of soot being observed in
the fire-place, a search was made in the chimney, and (horrible to relate!) the corpse of the daughter, head
downward, was dragged therefrom; it having been thus forced up the narrow aperture for a considerable
distance. The body was quite warm. Upon examining it, many excoriations were perceived, no doubt
occasioned by the violence with which it had been thrust up and disengaged. Upon the face were many
severe scratches, and, upon the throat, dark bruises, and deep indentations of finger nails, as if the
deceased had been throttled to death.
“After a thorough investigation of every portion of the house, without farther discovery, the party
made its way into a small paved yard in the rear of the building, where lay the corpse of the old lady,
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with her throat so entirely cut that, upon an attempt to raise her, the head fell off. The body, as well as the
head, was fearfully mutilated—the former so much so as scarcely to retain any semblance of humanity.
“To this horrible mystery there is not as yet, we believe, the slightest clew.”
The next day’s paper had these additional particulars.
“The Tragedy in the Rue Morgue. Many individuals have been examined in relation to this most
extraordinary and frightful affair. [The word ‘affaire’ has not yet, in France, that levity of import which
it conveys with us,] “but nothing whatever has transpired to throw light upon it. We give below all the
material testimony elicited.
“Pauline Dubourg, laundress, deposes that she has known both the deceased for three years, having
washed for them during that period. The old lady and her daughter seemed on good terms—very
affectionate towards each other. They were excellent pay. Could not speak in regard to their mode or
means of living. Believed that Madame L. told fortunes for a living. Was reputed to have money put by.
Never met any persons in the house when she called for the clothes or took them home. Was sure that
they had no servant in employ. There appeared to be no furniture in any part of the building except in
the fourth story.
“Pierre Moreau, tobacconist, deposes that he has been in the habit of selling small quantities of
tobacco and snuff to Madame L’Espanaye for nearly four years. Was born in the neighborhood, and has
always resided there. The deceased and her daughter had occupied the house in which the corpses were
found, for more than six years. It was formerly occupied by a jeweller, who under-let the upper rooms
to various persons. The house was the property of Madame L. She became dissatisfied with the abuse
of the premises by her tenant, and moved into them herself, refusing to let any portion. The old lady
was childish. Witness had seen the daughter some five or six times during the six years. The two lived
an exceedingly retired life—were reputed to have money. Had heard it said among the neighbors that
Madame L. told fortunes—did not believe it. Had never seen any person enter the door except the old
lady and her daughter, a porter once or twice, and a physician some eight or ten times.
“Many other persons, neighbors, gave evidence to the same effect. No one was spoken of as
frequenting the house. It was not known whether there were any living connexions of Madame L. and
her daughter. The shutters of the front windows were seldom opened. Those in the rear were always
closed, with the exception of the large back room, fourth story. The house was a good house—not very
old.
“Isidore Muset, gendarme, deposes that he was called to the house about three o’clock in the morning,
and found some twenty or thirty persons at the gateway, endeavoring to gain admittance. Forced it open,
at length, with a bayonet—not with a crowbar. Had but little difficulty in getting it open, on account of
its being a double or folding gate, and bolted neither at bottom not top. The shrieks were continued until
the gate was forced—and then suddenly ceased. They seemed to be screams of some person (or persons)
in great agony—were loud and drawn out, not short and quick. Witness led the way up stairs. Upon
reaching the first landing, heard two voices in loud and angry contention—the one a gruff voice, the
other much shriller—a very strange voice. Could distinguish some words of the former, which was that
of a Frenchman. Was positive that it was not a woman’s voice. Could distinguish the words ‘sacrÃ©‘
and ‘diable.‘ The shrill voice was that of a foreigner. Could not be sure whether it was the voice of a
man or of a woman. Could not make out what was said, but believed the language to be Spanish. The
state of the room and of the bodies was described by this witness as we described them yesterday.
“Henri Duval, a neighbor, and by trade a silver-smith, deposes that he was one of the party who first
entered the house. Corroborates the testimony of Muset in general. As soon as they forced an entrance,
they reclosed the door, to keep out the crowd, which collected very fast, notwithstanding the lateness of
the hour. The shrill voice, this witness thinks, was that of an Italian. Was certain it was not French. Could
not be sure that it was a man’s voice. It might have been a woman’s. Was not acquainted with the Italian
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language. Could not distinguish the words, but was convinced by the intonation that the speaker was an
Italian. Knew Madame L. and her daughter. Had conversed with both frequently. Was sure that the shrill
voice was not that of either of the deceased.
“—Odenheimer, restaurateur. This witness volunteered his testimony. Not speaking French, was
examined through an interpreter. Is a native of Amsterdam. Was passing the house at the time of the
shrieks. They lasted for several minutes—probably ten. They were long and loud—very awful and
distressing. Was one of those who entered the building. Corroborated the previous evidence in every
respect but one. Was sure that the shrill voice was that of a man—of a Frenchman. Could not distinguish
the words uttered. They were loud and quick—unequal—spoken apparently in fear as well as in anger.
The voice was harsh—not so much shrill as harsh. Could not call it a shrill voice. The gruff voice said
repeatedly ‘sacrÃ©,’ ‘diable,’ and once ‘mon Dieu.‘
“Jules Mignaud, banker, of the firm of Mignaud et Fils, Rue Deloraine. Is the elder Mignaud. Madame
L’Espanaye had some property. Had opened an account with his banking house in the spring of the
year—(eight years previously). Made frequent deposits in small sums. Had checked for nothing until the
third day before her death, when she took out in person the sum of 4000 francs. This sum was paid in
gold, and a clerk went home with the money.
“Adolphe Le Bon, clerk to Mignaud et Fils, deposes that on the day in question, about noon, he
accompanied Madame L’Espanaye to her residence with the 4000 francs, put up in two bags. Upon the
door being opened, Mademoiselle L. appeared and took from his hands one of the bags, while the old
lady relieved him of the other. He then bowed and departed. Did not see any person in the street at the
time. It is a bye-street—very lonely.
“William Bird, tailor deposes that he was one of the party who entered the house. Is an Englishman.
Has lived in Paris two years. Was one of the first to ascend the stairs. Heard the voices in contention.
The gruff voice was that of a Frenchman. Could make out several words, but cannot now remember all.
Heard distinctly ‘sacrÃ©‘ and ‘mon Dieu.‘ There was a sound at the moment as if of several persons
struggling—a scraping and scuffling sound. The shrill voice was very loud—louder than the gruff one.
Is sure that it was not the voice of an Englishman. Appeared to be that of a German. Might have been a
woman’s voice. Does not understand German.
“Four of the above-named witnesses, being recalled, deposed that the door of the chamber in which
was found the body of Mademoiselle L. was locked on the inside when the party reached it. Every thing
was perfectly silent—no groans or noises of any kind. Upon forcing the door no person was seen. The
windows, both of the back and front room, were down and firmly fastened from within. A door between
the two rooms was closed, but not locked. The door leading from the front room into the passage was
locked, with the key on the inside. A small room in the front of the house, on the fourth story, at the head
of the passage was open, the door being ajar. This room was crowded with old beds, boxes, and so forth.
These were carefully removed and searched. There was not an inch of any portion of the house which
was not carefully searched. Sweeps were sent up and down the chimneys. The house was a four story
one, with garrets (mansardes.) A trap-door on the roof was nailed down very securely—did not appear
to have been opened for years. The time elapsing between the hearing of the voices in contention and the
breaking open of the room door, was variously stated by the witnesses. Some made it as short as three
minutes—some as long as five. The door was opened with difficulty.
“Alfonzo Garcio, undertaker, deposes that he resides in the Rue Morgue. Is a native of Spain. Was
one of the party who entered the house. Did not proceed up stairs. Is nervous, and was apprehensive of
the consequences of agitation. Heard the voices in contention. The gruff voice was that of a Frenchman.
Could not distinguish what was said. The shrill voice was that of an Englishman—is sure of this. Does
not understand the English language, but judges by the intonation.
“Alberto Montani, confectioner, deposes that he was among the first to ascend the stairs. Heard
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the voices in question. The gruff voice was that of a Frenchman. Distinguished several words. The
speaker appeared to be expostulating. Could not make out the words of the shrill voice. Spoke quick
and unevenly. Thinks it the voice of a Russian. Corroborates the general testimony. Is an Italian. Never
conversed with a native of Russia.
“Several witnesses, recalled, here testified that the chimneys of all the rooms on the fourth story
were too narrow to admit the passage of a human being. By ‘sweeps’ were meant cylindrical sweeping
brushes, such as are employed by those who clean chimneys. These brushes were passed up and down
every flue in the house. There is no back passage by which any one could have descended while the
party proceeded up stairs. The body of Mademoiselle L’Espanaye was so firmly wedged in the chimney
that it could not be got down until four or five of the party united their strength.
“Paul Dumas, physician, deposes that he was called to view the bodies about day-break. They were
both then lying on the sacking of the bedstead in the chamber where Mademoiselle L. was found. The
corpse of the young lady was much bruised and excoriated. The fact that it had been thrust up the
chimney would sufficiently account for these appearances. The throat was greatly chafed. There were
several deep scratches just below the chin, together with a series of livid spots which were evidently
the impression of fingers. The face was fearfully discolored, and the eye-balls protruded. The tongue
had been partially bitten through. A large bruise was discovered upon the pit of the stomach, produced,
apparently, by the pressure of a knee. In the opinion of M. Dumas, Mademoiselle L’Espanaye had been
throttled to death by some person or persons unknown. The corpse of the mother was horribly mutilated.
All the bones of the right leg and arm were more or less shattered. The left tibia much splintered, as
well as all the ribs of the left side. Whole body dreadfully bruised and discolored. It was not possible
to say how the injuries had been inflicted. A heavy club of wood, or a broad bar of iron—a chair—any
large, heavy, and obtuse weapon would have produced such results, if wielded by the hands of a very
powerful man. No woman could have inflicted the blows with any weapon. The head of the deceased,
when seen by witness, was entirely separated from the body, and was also greatly shattered. The throat
had evidently been cut with some very sharp instrument—probably with a razor.
“Alexandre Etienne, surgeon, was called with M. Dumas to view the bodies. Corroborated the
testimony, and the opinions of M. Dumas.
“Nothing farther of importance was elicited, although several other persons were examined. A murder
so mysterious, and so perplexing in all its particulars, was never before committed in Paris—if indeed a
murder has been committed at all. The police are entirely at fault—an unusual occurrence in affairs of
this nature. There is not, however, the shadow of a clew apparent.”
The evening edition of the paper stated that the greatest excitement still continued in the Quartier St.
Roch—that the premises in question had been carefully re-searched, and fresh examinations of witnesses
instituted, but all to no purpose. A postscript, however, mentioned that Adolphe Le Bon had been
arrested and imprisoned—although nothing appeared to criminate him, beyond the facts already detailed.
Dupin seemed singularly interested in the progress of this affair—at least so I judged from his manner,
for he made no comments. It was only after the announcement that Le Bon had been imprisoned, that he
asked me my opinion respecting the murders.
I could merely agree with all Paris in considering them an insoluble mystery. I saw no means by which
it would be possible to trace the murderer.
“We must not judge of the means,” said Dupin, “by this shell of an examination. The Parisian police,
so much extolled for acumen, are cunning, but no more. There is no method in their proceedings, beyond
the method of the moment. They make a vast parade of measures; but, not unfrequently, these are so
ill adapted to the objects proposed, as to put us in mind of Monsieur Jourdain’s calling for his robe-dechambre—pour mieux entendre la musique. The results attained by them are not unfrequently surprising,
but, for the most part, are brought about by simple diligence and activity. When these qualities are
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unavailing, their schemes fail. Vidocq, for example, was a good guesser and a persevering man. But,
without educated thought, he erred continually by the very intensity of his investigations. He impaired
his vision by holding the object too close. He might see, perhaps, one or two points with unusual
clearness, but in so doing he, necessarily, lost sight of the matter as a whole. Thus there is such a thing as
being too profound. Truth is not always in a well. In fact, as regards the more important knowledge, I do
believe that she is invariably superficial. The depth lies in the valleys where we seek her, and not upon
the mountain-tops where she is found. The modes and sources of this kind of error are well typified in
the contemplation of the heavenly bodies. To look at a star by glances—to view it in a side-long way, by
turning toward it the exterior portions of the retina (more susceptible of feeble impressions of light than
the interior), is to behold the star distinctly—is to have the best appreciation of its lustre—a lustre which
grows dim just in proportion as we turn our vision fully upon it. A greater number of rays actually fall
upon the eye in the latter case, but, in the former, there is the more refined capacity for comprehension.
By undue profundity we perplex and enfeeble thought; and it is possible to make even Venus herself
vanish from the firmament by a scrutiny too sustained, too concentrated, or too direct.
“As for these murders, let us enter into some examinations for ourselves, before we make up an
opinion respecting them. An inquiry will afford us amusement,” [I thought this an odd term, so applied,
but said nothing] “and, besides, Le Bon once rendered me a service for which I am not ungrateful. We
will go and see the premises with our own eyes. I know G——, the Prefect of Police, and shall have no
difficulty in obtaining the necessary permission.”
The permission was obtained, and we proceeded at once to the Rue Morgue. This is one of those
miserable thoroughfares which intervene between the Rue Richelieu and the Rue St. Roch. It was late
in the afternoon when we reached it; as this quarter is at a great distance from that in which we resided.
The house was readily found; for there were still many persons gazing up at the closed shutters, with an
objectless curiosity, from the opposite side of the way. It was an ordinary Parisian house, with a gateway,
on one side of which was a glazed watch-box, with a sliding panel in the window, indicating a loge de
concierge. Before going in we walked up the street, turned down an alley, and then, again turning, passed
in the rear of the building—Dupin, meanwhile examining the whole neighborhood, as well as the house,
with a minuteness of attention for which I could see no possible object.
Retracing our steps, we came again to the front of the dwelling, rang, and, having shown our
credentials, were admitted by the agents in charge. We went up stairs—into the chamber where the body
of Mademoiselle L’Espanaye had been found, and where both the deceased still lay. The disorders of the
room had, as usual, been suffered to exist. I saw nothing beyond what had been stated in the “Gazette des
Tribunaux.” Dupin scrutinized every thing—not excepting the bodies of the victims. We then went into
the other rooms, and into the yard; a gendarme accompanying us throughout. The examination occupied
us until dark, when we took our departure. On our way home my companion stepped in for a moment at
the office of one of the daily papers.
I have said that the whims of my friend were manifold, and that Je les mÃ©nageais:—for this phrase
there is no English equivalent. It was his humor, now, to decline all conversation on the subject of the
murder, until about noon the next day. He then asked me, suddenly, if I had observed any thing peculiar
at the scene of the atrocity.
There was something in his manner of emphasizing the word “peculiar,” which caused me to shudder,
without knowing why.
“No, nothing peculiar,” I said; “nothing more, at least, than we both saw stated in the paper.”
“The ‘Gazette,'” he replied, “has not entered, I fear, into the unusual horror of the thing. But dismiss
the idle opinions of this print. It appears to me that this mystery is considered insoluble, for the very
reason which should cause it to be regarded as easy of solution—I mean for the outrÃ© character of its
features. The police are confounded by the seeming absence of motive—not for the murder itself—but
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for the atrocity of the murder. They are puzzled, too, by the seeming impossibility of reconciling the
voices heard in contention, with the facts that no one was discovered up stairs but the assassinated
Mademoiselle L’Espanaye, and that there were no means of egress without the notice of the party
ascending. The wild disorder of the room; the corpse thrust, with the head downward, up the chimney;
the frightful mutilation of the body of the old lady; these considerations, with those just mentioned, and
others which I need not mention, have sufficed to paralyze the powers, by putting completely at fault
the boasted acumen, of the government agents. They have fallen into the gross but common error of
confounding the unusual with the abstruse. But it is by these deviations from the plane of the ordinary,
that reason feels its way, if at all, in its search for the true. In investigations such as we are now pursuing,
it should not be so much asked ‘what has occurred,’ as ‘what has occurred that has never occurred
before.’ In fact, the facility with which I shall arrive, or have arrived, at the solution of this mystery, is
in the direct ratio of its apparent insolubility in the eyes of the police.”
I stared at the speaker in mute astonishment.
“I am now awaiting,” continued he, looking toward the door of our apartment—”I am now awaiting a
person who, although perhaps not the perpetrator of these butcheries, must have been in some measure
implicated in their perpetration. Of the worst portion of the crimes committed, it is probable that he is
innocent. I hope that I am right in this supposition; for upon it I build my expectation of reading the
entire riddle. I look for the man here—in this room—every moment. It is true that he may not arrive; but
the probability is that he will. Should he come, it will be necessary to detain him. Here are pistols; and
we both know how to use them when occasion demands their use.”
I took the pistols, scarcely knowing what I did, or believing what I heard, while Dupin went on, very
much as if in a soliloquy. I have already spoken of his abstract manner at such times. His discourse was
addressed to myself; but his voice, although by no means loud, had that intonation which is commonly
employed in speaking to some one at a great distance. His eyes, vacant in expression, regarded only the
wall.
“That the voices heard in contention,” he said, “by the party upon the stairs, were not the voices of
the women themselves, was fully proved by the evidence. This relieves us of all doubt upon the question
whether the old lady could have first destroyed the daughter and afterward have committed suicide. I
speak of this point chiefly for the sake of method; for the strength of Madame L’Espanaye would have
been utterly unequal to the task of thrusting her daughter’s corpse up the chimney as it was found; and
the nature of the wounds upon her own person entirely preclude the idea of self-destruction. Murder,
then, has been committed by some third party; and the voices of this third party were those heard in
contention. Let me now advert—not to the whole testimony respecting these voices—but to what was
peculiar in that testimony. Did you observe any thing peculiar about it?”
I remarked that, while all the witnesses agreed in supposing the gruff voice to be that of a Frenchman,
there was much disagreement in regard to the shrill, or, as one individual termed it, the harsh voice.
“That was the evidence itself,” said Dupin, “but it was not the peculiarity of the evidence. You have
observed nothing distinctive. Yet there was something to be observed. The witnesses, as you remark,
agreed about the gruff voice; they were here unanimous. But in regard to the shrill voice, the peculiarity
is—not that they disagreed—but that, while an Italian, an Englishman, a Spaniard, a Hollander, and a
Frenchman attempted to describe it, each one spoke of it as that of a foreigner. Each is sure that it was
not the voice of one of his own countrymen. Each likens it—not to the voice of an individual of any
nation with whose language he is conversant—but the converse. The Frenchman supposes it the voice of
a Spaniard, and ‘might have distinguished some words had he been acquainted with the Spanish.‘ The
Dutchman maintains it to have been that of a Frenchman; but we find it stated that ‘not understanding
French this witness was examined through an interpreter.‘ The Englishman thinks it the voice of a
German, and ‘does not understand German.‘ The Spaniard ‘is sure’ that it was that of an Englishman,
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but ‘judges by the intonation’ altogether, ‘as he has no knowledge of the English.‘ The Italian believes it
the voice of a Russian, but ‘has never conversed with a native of Russia.‘ A second Frenchman differs,
moreover, with the first, and is positive that the voice was that of an Italian; but, not being cognizant of
that tongue, is, like the Spaniard, ‘convinced by the intonation.’ Now, how strangely unusual must that
voice have really been, about which such testimony as this could have been elicited!—in whose tones,
even, denizens of the five great divisions of Europe could recognise nothing familiar! You will say that
it might have been the voice of an Asiatic—of an African. Neither Asiatics nor Africans abound in Paris;
but, without denying the inference, I will now merely call your attention to three points. The voice is
termed by one witness ‘harsh rather than shrill.’ It is represented by two others to have been ‘quick and
unequal.‘ No words—no sounds resembling words—were by any witness mentioned as distinguishable.
“I know not,” continued Dupin, “what impression I may have made, so far, upon your own
understanding; but I do not hesitate to say that legitimate deductions even from this portion of the
testimony—the portion respecting the gruff and shrill voices—are in themselves sufficient to engender
a suspicion which should give direction to all farther progress in the investigation of the mystery. I
said ‘legitimate deductions;’ but my meaning is not thus fully expressed. I designed to imply that the
deductions are the sole proper ones, and that the suspicion arises inevitably from them as the single
result. What the suspicion is, however, I will not say just yet. I merely wish you to bear in mind that,
with myself, it was sufficiently forcible to give a definite form—a certain tendency—to my inquiries in
the chamber.
“Let us now transport ourselves, in fancy, to this chamber. What shall we first seek here? The means
of egress employed by the murderers. It is not too much to say that neither of us believe in prÃ¦ternatural
events. Madame and Mademoiselle L’Espanaye were not destroyed by spirits. The doers of the deed
were material, and escaped materially. Then how? Fortunately, there is but one mode of reasoning upon
the point, and that mode must lead us to a definite decision.—Let us examine, each by each, the possible
means of egress. It is clear that the assassins were in the room where Mademoiselle L’Espanaye was
found, or at least in the room adjoining, when the party ascended the stairs. It is then only from these
two apartments that we have to seek issues. The police have laid bare the floors, the ceilings, and the
masonry of the walls, in every direction. No secret issues could have escaped their vigilance. But, not
trusting to their eyes, I examined with my own. There were, then, no secret issues. Both doors leading
from the rooms into the passage were securely locked, with the keys inside. Let us turn to the chimneys.
These, although of ordinary width for some eight or ten feet above the hearths, will not admit, throughout
their extent, the body of a large cat. The impossibility of egress, by means already stated, being thus
absolute, we are reduced to the windows. Through those of the front room no one could have escaped
without notice from the crowd in the street. The murderers must have passed, then, through those of the
back room. Now, brought to this conclusion in so unequivocal a manner as we are, it is not our part,
as reasoners, to reject it on account of apparent impossibilities. It is only left for us to prove that these
apparent ‘impossibilities’ are, in reality, not such.
“There are two windows in the chamber. One of them is unobstructed by furniture, and is wholly
visible. The lower portion of the other is hidden from view by the head of the unwieldy bedstead which
is thrust close up against it. The former was found securely fastened from within. It resisted the utmost
force of those who endeavored to raise it. A large gimlet-hole had been pierced in its frame to the left,
and a very stout nail was found fitted therein, nearly to the head. Upon examining the other window,
a similar nail was seen similarly fitted in it; and a vigorous attempt to raise this sash, failed also. The
police were now entirely satisfied that egress had not been in these directions. And, therefore, it was
thought a matter of supererogation to withdraw the nails and open the windows.
“My own examination was somewhat more particular, and was so for the reason I have just
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given—because here it was, I knew, that all apparent impossibilities must be proved to be not such in
reality.
“I proceeded to think thus—a posteriori. The murderers did escape from one of these windows. This
being so, they could not have refastened the sashes from the inside, as they were found fastened;—the
consideration which put a stop, through its obviousness, to the scrutiny of the police in this quarter. Yet
the sashes were fastened. They must, then, have the power of fastening themselves. There was no escape
from this conclusion. I stepped to the unobstructed casement, withdrew the nail with some difficulty and
attempted to raise the sash. It resisted all my efforts, as I had anticipated. A concealed spring must, I now
know, exist; and this corroboration of my idea convinced me that my premises at least, were correct,
however mysterious still appeared the circumstances attending the nails. A careful search soon brought
to light the hidden spring. I pressed it, and, satisfied with the discovery, forbore to upraise the sash.
“I now replaced the nail and regarded it attentively. A person passing out through this window might
have reclosed it, and the spring would have caught—but the nail could not have been replaced. The
conclusion was plain, and again narrowed in the field of my investigations. The assassins must have
escaped through the other window. Supposing, then, the springs upon each sash to be the same, as was
probable, there must be found a difference between the nails, or at least between the modes of their
fixture. Getting upon the sacking of the bedstead, I looked over the head-board minutely at the second
casement. Passing my hand down behind the board, I readily discovered and pressed the spring, which
was, as I had supposed, identical in character with its neighbor. I now looked at the nail. It was as stout
as the other, and apparently fitted in the same manner—driven in nearly up to the head.
“You will say that I was puzzled; but, if you think so, you must have misunderstood the nature of
the inductions. To use a sporting phrase, I had not been once ‘at fault.’ The scent had never for an
instant been lost. There was no flaw in any link of the chain. I had traced the secret to its ultimate
result,—and that result was the nail. It had, I say, in every respect, the appearance of its fellow in the
other window; but this fact was an absolute nullity (conclusive us it might seem to be) when compared
with the consideration that here, at this point, terminated the clew. ‘There must be something wrong,’ I
said, ‘about the nail.’ I touched it; and the head, with about a quarter of an inch of the shank, came off in
my fingers. The rest of the shank was in the gimlet-hole where it had been broken off. The fracture was
an old one (for its edges were incrusted with rust), and had apparently been accomplished by the blow
of a hammer, which had partially imbedded, in the top of the bottom sash, the head portion of the nail. I
now carefully replaced this head portion in the indentation whence I had taken it, and the resemblance to
a perfect nail was complete—the fissure was invisible. Pressing the spring, I gently raised the sash for a
few inches; the head went up with it, remaining firm in its bed. I closed the window, and the semblance
of the whole nail was again perfect.
“The riddle, so far, was now unriddled. The assassin had escaped through the window which looked
upon the bed. Dropping of its own accord upon his exit (or perhaps purposely closed), it had become
fastened by the spring; and it was the retention of this spring which had been mistaken by the police for
that of the nail,—farther inquiry being thus considered unnecessary.
“The next question is that of the mode of descent. Upon this point I had been satisfied in my walk with
you around the building. About five feet and a half from the casement in question there runs a lightningrod. From this rod it would have been impossible for any one to reach the window itself, to say nothing
of entering it. I observed, however, that the shutters of the fourth story were of the peculiar kind called by
Parisian carpenters ferrades—a kind rarely employed at the present day, but frequently seen upon very
old mansions at Lyons and Bordeaux. They are in the form of an ordinary door, (a single, not a folding
door) except that the lower half is latticed or worked in open trellis—thus affording an excellent hold for
the hands. In the present instance these shutters are fully three feet and a half broad. When we saw them
from the rear of the house, they were both about half open—that is to say, they stood off at right angles

American Literatures Prior to 1865 663

from the wall. It is probable that the police, as well as myself, examined the back of the tenement; but, if
so, in looking at these ferrades in the line of their breadth (as they must have done), they did not perceive
this great breadth itself, or, at all events, failed to take it into due consideration. In fact, having once
satisfied themselves that no egress could have been made in this quarter, they would naturally bestow
here a very cursory examination. It was clear to me, however, that the shutter belonging to the window
at the head of the bed, would, if swung fully back to the wall, reach to within two feet of the lightningrod. It was also evident that, by exertion of a very unusual degree of activity and courage, an entrance
into the window, from the rod, might have been thus effected.—By reaching to the distance of two feet
and a half (we now suppose the shutter open to its whole extent) a robber might have taken a firm grasp
upon the trellis-work. Letting go, then, his hold upon the rod, placing his feet securely against the wall,
and springing boldly from it, he might have swung the shutter so as to close it, and, if we imagine the
window open at the time, might even have swung himself into the room.
“I wish you to bear especially in mind that I have spoken of a very unusual degree of activity as
requisite to success in so hazardous and so difficult a feat. It is my design to show you, first, that the
thing might possibly have been accomplished:—but, secondly and chiefly, I wish to impress upon your
understanding the very extraordinary—the almost prÃ¦ternatural character of that agility which could
have accomplished it.
“You will say, no doubt, using the language of the law, that ‘to make out my case,’ I should rather
undervalue, than insist upon a full estimation of the activity required in this matter. This may be the
practice in law, but it is not the usage of reason. My ultimate object is only the truth. My immediate
purpose is to lead you to place in juxtaposition, that very unusual activity of which I have just spoken
with that very peculiar shrill (or harsh) and unequal voice, about whose nationality no two persons could
be found to agree, and in whose utterance no syllabification could be detected.”
At these words a vague and half-formed conception of the meaning of Dupin flitted over my mind.
I seemed to be upon the verge of comprehension without power to comprehend—men, at times, find
themselves upon the brink of remembrance without being able, in the end, to remember. My friend went
on with his discourse.
“You will see,” he said, “that I have shifted the question from the mode of egress to that of ingress. It
was my design to convey the idea that both were effected in the same manner, at the same point. Let us
now revert to the interior of the room. Let us survey the appearances here. The drawers of the bureau,
it is said, had been rifled, although many articles of apparel still remained within them. The conclusion
here is absurd. It is a mere guess—a very silly one—and no more. How are we to know that the articles
found in the drawers were not all these drawers had originally contained? Madame L’Espanaye and
her daughter lived an exceedingly retired life—saw no company—seldom went out—had little use for
numerous changes of habiliment. Those found were at least of as good quality as any likely to be
possessed by these ladies. If a thief had taken any, why did he not take the best—why did he not take all?
In a word, why did he abandon four thousand francs in gold to encumber himself with a bundle of linen?
The gold was abandoned. Nearly the whole sum mentioned by Monsieur Mignaud, the banker, was
discovered, in bags, upon the floor. I wish you, therefore, to discard from your thoughts the blundering
idea of motive, engendered in the brains of the police by that portion of the evidence which speaks of
money delivered at the door of the house. Coincidences ten times as remarkable as this (the delivery
of the money, and murder committed within three days upon the party receiving it), happen to all of us
every hour of our lives, without attracting even momentary notice. Coincidences, in general, are great
stumbling-blocks in the way of that class of thinkers who have been educated to know nothing of the
theory of probabilities—that theory to which the most glorious objects of human research are indebted
for the most glorious of illustration. In the present instance, had the gold been gone, the fact of its
delivery three days before would have formed something more than a coincidence. It would have been
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corroborative of this idea of motive. But, under the real circumstances of the case, if we are to suppose
gold the motive of this outrage, we must also imagine the perpetrator so vacillating an idiot as to have
abandoned his gold and his motive together.
“Keeping now steadily in mind the points to which I have drawn your attention—that peculiar voice,
that unusual agility, and that startling absence of motive in a murder so singularly atrocious as this—let
us glance at the butchery itself. Here is a woman strangled to death by manual strength, and thrust up a
chimney, head downward. Ordinary assassins employ no such modes of murder as this. Least of all, do
they thus dispose of the murdered. In the manner of thrusting the corpse up the chimney, you will admit
that there was something excessively outrÃ©—something altogether irreconcilable with our common
notions of human action, even when we suppose the actors the most depraved of men. Think, too, how
great must have been that strength which could have thrust the body up such an aperture so forcibly that
the united vigor of several persons was found barely sufficient to drag it down!
“Turn, now, to other indications of the employment of a vigor most marvellous. On the hearth were
thick tresses—very thick tresses—of grey human hair. These had been torn out by the roots. You are
aware of the great force necessary in tearing thus from the head even twenty or thirty hairs together. You
saw the locks in question as well as myself. Their roots (a hideous sight!) were clotted with fragments of
the flesh of the scalp—sure token of the prodigious power which had been exerted in uprooting perhaps
half a million of hairs at a time. The throat of the old lady was not merely cut, but the head absolutely
severed from the body: the instrument was a mere razor. I wish you also to look at the brutal ferocity
of these deeds. Of the bruises upon the body of Madame L’Espanaye I do not speak. Monsieur Dumas,
and his worthy coadjutor Monsieur Etienne, have pronounced that they were inflicted by some obtuse
instrument; and so far these gentlemen are very correct. The obtuse instrument was clearly the stone
pavement in the yard, upon which the victim had fallen from the window which looked in upon the bed.
This idea, however simple it may now seem, escaped the police for the same reason that the breadth of
the shutters escaped them—because, by the affair of the nails, their perceptions had been hermetically
sealed against the possibility of the windows having ever been opened at all.
“If now, in addition to all these things, you have properly reflected upon the odd disorder of the
chamber, we have gone so far as to combine the ideas of an agility astounding, a strength superhuman,
a ferocity brutal, a butchery without motive, a grotesquerie in horror absolutely alien from humanity,
and a voice foreign in tone to the ears of men of many nations, and devoid of all distinct or intelligible
syllabification. What result, then, has ensued? What impression have I made upon your fancy?”
I felt a creeping of the flesh as Dupin asked me the question. “A madman,” I said, “has done this
deed—some raving maniac, escaped from a neighboring Maison de SantÃ©.”
“In some respects,” he replied, “your idea is not irrelevant. But the voices of madmen, even in their
wildest paroxysms, are never found to tally with that peculiar voice heard upon the stairs. Madmen
are of some nation, and their language, however incoherent in its words, has always the coherence of
syllabification. Besides, the hair of a madman is not such as I now hold in my hand. I disentangled this
little tuft from the rigidly clutched fingers of Madame L’Espanaye. Tell me what you can make of it.”
“Dupin!” I said, completely unnerved; “this hair is most unusual—this is no human hair.”
“I have not asserted that it is,” said he; “but, before we decide this point, I wish you to glance at the
little sketch I have here traced upon this paper. It is a fac-simile drawing of what has been described in
one portion of the testimony as ‘dark bruises, and deep indentations of finger nails,’ upon the throat of
Mademoiselle L’Espanaye, and in another, (by Messrs. Dumas and Etienne,) as a ‘series of livid spots,
evidently the impression of fingers.’
“You will perceive,” continued my friend, spreading out the paper upon the table before us, “that
this drawing gives the idea of a firm and fixed hold. There is no slipping apparent. Each finger has
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retained—possibly until the death of the victim—the fearful grasp by which it originally imbedded itself.
Attempt, now, to place all your fingers, at the same time, in the respective impressions as you see them.”
I made the attempt in vain.
“We are possibly not giving this matter a fair trial,” he said. “The paper is spread out upon a plane
surface; but the human throat is cylindrical. Here is a billet of wood, the circumference of which is about
that of the throat. Wrap the drawing around it, and try the experiment again.”
I did so; but the difficulty was even more obvious than before. “This,” I said, “is the mark of no human
hand.”
“Read now,” replied Dupin, “this passage from Cuvier.”
It was a minute anatomical and generally descriptive account of the large fulvous Ourang-Outang of
the East Indian Islands. The gigantic stature, the prodigious strength and activity, the wild ferocity, and
the imitative propensities of these mammalia are sufficiently well known to all. I understood the full
horrors of the murder at once.
“The description of the digits,” said I, as I made an end of reading, “is in exact accordance with
this drawing. I see that no animal but an Ourang-Outang, of the species here mentioned, could have
impressed the indentations as you have traced them. This tuft of tawny hair, too, is identical in character
with that of the beast of Cuvier. But I cannot possibly comprehend the particulars of this frightful
mystery. Besides, there were two voices heard in contention, and one of them was unquestionably the
voice of a Frenchman.”
“True; and you will remember an expression attributed almost unanimously, by the evidence, to this
voice,—the expression, ‘mon Dieu!‘ This, under the circumstances, has been justly characterized by one
of the witnesses (Montani, the confectioner,) as an expression of remonstrance or expostulation. Upon
these two words, therefore, I have mainly built my hopes of a full solution of the riddle. A Frenchman
was cognizant of the murder. It is possible—indeed it is far more than probable—that he was innocent
of all participation in the bloody transactions which took place. The Ourang-Outang may have escaped
from him. He may have traced it to the chamber; but, under the agitating circumstances which ensued, he
could never have re-captured it. It is still at large. I will not pursue these guesses—for I have no right to
call them more—since the shades of reflection upon which they are based are scarcely of sufficient depth
to be appreciable by my own intellect, and since I could not pretend to make them intelligible to the
understanding of another. We will call them guesses then, and speak of them as such. If the Frenchman
in question is indeed, as I suppose, innocent of this atrocity, this advertisement which I left last night,
upon our return home, at the office of ‘Le Monde,’ (a paper devoted to the shipping interest, and much
sought by sailors,) will bring him to our residence.”
He handed me a paper, and I read thus:
CAUGHT—In the Bois de Boulogne, early in the morning of the—inst., (the morning of the murder,)
a very large, tawny Ourang-Outang of the Bornese species. The owner, (who is ascertained to be a
sailor, belonging to a Maltese vessel,) may have the animal again, upon identifying it satisfactorily, and
paying a few charges arising from its capture and keeping. Call at No. ——, Rue ——, Faubourg St.
Germain—au troisiÃ¨me.
“How was it possible,” I asked, “that you should know the man to be a sailor, and belonging to a
Maltese vessel?”
“I do not know it,” said Dupin. “I am not sure of it. Here, however, is a small piece of ribbon, which
from its form, and from its greasy appearance, has evidently been used in tying the hair in one of those
long queues of which sailors are so fond. Moreover, this knot is one which few besides sailors can tie,
and is peculiar to the Maltese. I picked the ribbon up at the foot of the lightning-rod. It could not have
belonged to either of the deceased. Now if, after all, I am wrong in my induction from this ribbon, that
the Frenchman was a sailor belonging to a Maltese vessel, still I can have done no harm in saying what
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I did in the advertisement. If I am in error, he will merely suppose that I have been misled by some
circumstance into which he will not take the trouble to inquire. But if I am right, a great point is gained.
Cognizant although innocent of the murder, the Frenchman will naturally hesitate about replying to the
advertisement—about demanding the Ourang-Outang. He will reason thus:—’I am innocent; I am poor;
my Ourang-Outang is of great value—to one in my circumstances a fortune of itself—why should I
lose it through idle apprehensions of danger? Here it is, within my grasp. It was found in the Bois de
Boulogne—at a vast distance from the scene of that butchery. How can it ever be suspected that a brute
beast should have done the deed? The police are at fault—they have failed to procure the slightest clew.
Should they even trace the animal, it would be impossible to prove me cognizant of the murder, or to
implicate me in guilt on account of that cognizance. Above all, I am known. The advertiser designates
me as the possessor of the beast. I am not sure to what limit his knowledge may extend. Should I avoid
claiming a property of so great value, which it is known that I possess, I will render the animal at least,
liable to suspicion. It is not my policy to attract attention either to myself or to the beast. I will answer
the advertisement, get the Ourang-Outang, and keep it close until this matter has blown over.'”
At this moment we heard a step upon the stairs.
“Be ready,” said Dupin, “with your pistols, but neither use them nor show them until at a signal from
myself.”
The front door of the house had been left open, and the visitor had entered, without ringing, and
advanced several steps upon the staircase. Now, however, he seemed to hesitate. Presently we heard him
descending. Dupin was moving quickly to the door, when we again heard him coming up. He did not
turn back a second time, but stepped up with decision, and rapped at the door of our chamber.
“Come in,” said Dupin, in a cheerful and hearty tone.
A man entered. He was a sailor, evidently,—a tall, stout, and muscular-looking person, with a certain
dare-devil expression of countenance, not altogether unprepossessing. His face, greatly sunburnt, was
more than half hidden by whisker and mustachio. He had with him a huge oaken cudgel, but appeared
to be otherwise unarmed. He bowed awkwardly, and bade us “good evening,” in French accents, which,
although somewhat Neufchatelish, were still sufficiently indicative of a Parisian origin.
“Sit down, my friend,” said Dupin. “I suppose you have called about the Ourang-Outang. Upon my
word, I almost envy you the possession of him; a remarkably fine, and no doubt a very valuable animal.
How old do you suppose him to be?”
The sailor drew a long breath, with the air of a man relieved of some intolerable burden, and then
replied, in an assured tone:
“I have no way of telling—but he can’t be more than four or five years old. Have you got him here?”
“Oh no, we had no conveniences for keeping him here. He is at a livery stable in the Rue Dubourg,
just by. You can get him in the morning. Of course you are prepared to identify the property?”
“To be sure I am, sir.”
“I shall be sorry to part with him,” said Dupin.
“I don’t mean that you should be at all this trouble for nothing, sir,” said the man. “Couldn’t expect it.
Am very willing to pay a reward for the finding of the animal—that is to say, any thing in reason.”
“Well,” replied my friend, “that is all very fair, to be sure. Let me think!—what should I have? Oh! I
will tell you. My reward shall be this. You shall give me all the information in your power about these
murders in the Rue Morgue.”
Dupin said the last words in a very low tone, and very quietly. Just as quietly, too, he walked toward
the door, locked it and put the key in his pocket. He then drew a pistol from his bosom and placed it,
without the least flurry, upon the table.
The sailor’s face flushed up as if he were struggling with suffocation. He started to his feet and
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grasped his cudgel, but the next moment he fell back into his seat, trembling violently, and with the
countenance of death itself. He spoke not a word. I pitied him from the bottom of my heart.
“My friend,” said Dupin, in a kind tone, “you are alarming yourself unnecessarily—you are indeed.
We mean you no harm whatever. I pledge you the honor of a gentleman, and of a Frenchman, that we
intend you no injury. I perfectly well know that you are innocent of the atrocities in the Rue Morgue.
It will not do, however, to deny that you are in some measure implicated in them. From what I have
already said, you must know that I have had means of information about this matter—means of which
you could never have dreamed. Now the thing stands thus. You have done nothing which you could have
avoided—nothing, certainly, which renders you culpable. You were not even guilty of robbery, when you
might have robbed with impunity. You have nothing to conceal. You have no reason for concealment.
On the other hand, you are bound by every principle of honor to confess all you know. An innocent man
is now imprisoned, charged with that crime of which you can point out the perpetrator.”
The sailor had recovered his presence of mind, in a great measure, while Dupin uttered these words;
but his original boldness of bearing was all gone.
“So help me God,” said he, after a brief pause, “I will tell you all I know about this affair;—but I do
not expect you to believe one half I say—I would be a fool indeed if I did. Still, I am innocent, and I will
make a clean breast if I die for it.”
What he stated was, in substance, this. He had lately made a voyage to the Indian Archipelago. A
party, of which he formed one, landed at Borneo, and passed into the interior on an excursion of pleasure.
Himself and a companion had captured the Ourang-Outang. This companion dying, the animal fell into
his own exclusive possession. After great trouble, occasioned by the intractable ferocity of his captive
during the home voyage, he at length succeeded in lodging it safely at his own residence in Paris, where,
not to attract toward himself the unpleasant curiosity of his neighbors, he kept it carefully secluded, until
such time as it should recover from a wound in the foot, received from a splinter on board ship. His
ultimate design was to sell it.
Returning home from some sailors’ frolic the night, or rather in the morning of the murder, he found
the beast occupying his own bed-room, into which it had broken from a closet adjoining, where it
had been, as was thought, securely confined. Razor in hand, and fully lathered, it was sitting before
a looking-glass, attempting the operation of shaving, in which it had no doubt previously watched
its master through the key-hole of the closet. Terrified at the sight of so dangerous a weapon in the
possession of an animal so ferocious, and so well able to use it, the man, for some moments, was at a loss
what to do. He had been accustomed, however, to quiet the creature, even in its fiercest moods, by the
use of a whip, and to this he now resorted. Upon sight of it, the Ourang-Outang sprang at once through
the door of the chamber, down the stairs, and thence, through a window, unfortunately open, into the
street.
The Frenchman followed in despair; the ape, razor still in hand, occasionally stopping to look back
and gesticulate at its pursuer, until the latter had nearly come up with it. It then again made off. In
this manner the chase continued for a long time. The streets were profoundly quiet, as it was nearly
three o’clock in the morning. In passing down an alley in the rear of the Rue Morgue, the fugitive’s
attention was arrested by a light gleaming from the open window of Madame L’Espanaye’s chamber,
in the fourth story of her house. Rushing to the building, it perceived the lightning rod, clambered up
with inconceivable agility, grasped the shutter, which was thrown fully back against the wall, and, by its
means, swung itself directly upon the headboard of the bed. The whole feat did not occupy a minute.
The shutter was kicked open again by the Ourang-Outang as it entered the room.
The sailor, in the meantime, was both rejoiced and perplexed. He had strong hopes of now recapturing
the brute, as it could scarcely escape from the trap into which it had ventured, except by the rod, where it
might be intercepted as it came down. On the other hand, there was much cause for anxiety as to what it
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might do in the house. This latter reflection urged the man still to follow the fugitive. A lightning rod is
ascended without difficulty, especially by a sailor; but, when he had arrived as high as the window, which
lay far to his left, his career was stopped; the most that he could accomplish was to reach over so as to
obtain a glimpse of the interior of the room. At this glimpse he nearly fell from his hold through excess
of horror. Now it was that those hideous shrieks arose upon the night, which had startled from slumber
the inmates of the Rue Morgue. Madame L’Espanaye and her daughter, habited in their night clothes,
had apparently been occupied in arranging some papers in the iron chest already mentioned, which had
been wheeled into the middle of the room. It was open, and its contents lay beside it on the floor. The
victims must have been sitting with their backs toward the window; and, from the time elapsing between
the ingress of the beast and the screams, it seems probable that it was not immediately perceived. The
flapping-to of the shutter would naturally have been attributed to the wind.
As the sailor looked in, the gigantic animal had seized Madame L’Espanaye by the hair, (which was
loose, as she had been combing it,) and was flourishing the razor about her face, in imitation of the
motions of a barber. The daughter lay prostrate and motionless; she had swooned. The screams and
struggles of the old lady (during which the hair was torn from her head) had the effect of changing
the probably pacific purposes of the Ourang-Outang into those of wrath. With one determined sweep
of its muscular arm it nearly severed her head from her body. The sight of blood inflamed its anger
into phrenzy. Gnashing its teeth, and flashing fire from its eyes, it flew upon the body of the girl, and
imbedded its fearful talons in her throat, retaining its grasp until she expired. Its wandering and wild
glances fell at this moment upon the head of the bed, over which the face of its master, rigid with
horror, was just discernible. The fury of the beast, who no doubt bore still in mind the dreaded whip,
was instantly converted into fear. Conscious of having deserved punishment, it seemed desirous of
concealing its bloody deeds, and skipped about the chamber in an agony of nervous agitation; throwing
down and breaking the furniture as it moved, and dragging the bed from the bedstead. In conclusion, it
seized first the corpse of the daughter, and thrust it up the chimney, as it was found; then that of the old
lady, which it immediately hurled through the window headlong.
As the ape approached the casement with its mutilated burden, the sailor shrank aghast to the rod,
and, rather gliding than clambering down it, hurried at once home—dreading the consequences of the
butchery, and gladly abandoning, in his terror, all solicitude about the fate of the Ourang-Outang. The
words heard by the party upon the staircase were the Frenchman’s exclamations of horror and affright,
commingled with the fiendish jabberings of the brute.
I have scarcely anything to add. The Ourang-Outang must have escaped from the chamber, by the
rod, just before the break of the door. It must have closed the window as it passed through it. It was
subsequently caught by the owner himself, who obtained for it a very large sum at the Jardin des Plantes.
Le Don was instantly released, upon our narration of the circumstances (with some comments from
Dupin) at the bureau of the Prefect of Police. This functionary, however well disposed to my friend,
could not altogether conceal his chagrin at the turn which affairs had taken, and was fain to indulge in a
sarcasm or two, about the propriety of every person minding his own business.
“Let him talk,” said Dupin, who had not thought it necessary to reply. “Let him discourse; it will ease
his conscience, I am satisfied with having defeated him in his own castle. Nevertheless, that he failed in
the solution of this mystery, is by no means that matter for wonder which he supposes it; for, in truth, our
friend the Prefect is somewhat too cunning to be profound. In his wisdom is no stamen. It is all head and
no body, like the pictures of the Goddess Laverna,—or, at best, all head and shoulders, like a codfish.
But he is a good creature after all. I like him especially for one master stroke of cant, by which he has
attained his reputation for ingenuity. I mean the way he has ‘de nier ce qui est, et d’expliquer ce qui n’est
pas.‘” (*)
(*) Rousseau—Nouvelle Heloise.

American Literatures Prior to 1865 669

This work (The Murders in the Rue Morgue by Edgar Allan Poe) is free of known copyright restrictions.

This book was created with selected materials from these three Open Educational Resources by Scott D.
Peterson at the University of Missouri-St. Louis.
Aragona, Jared. The Renewable Anthology of Early American Literature. Accessed July 27,
2022. https://open.maricopa.edu/earlyamericanliteratureanthology/.
DeRosa, Robin. The Open Anthology of Earlier American Literature. Public Commons
Publishing, 2015. https://openamlit.pressbooks.com/.
Kurtz, Edited by Jenifer. American Literature I: An Anthology of Texts From Early America
Through the Civil War. Virtual Library of Virginia Open Publishing, 2019.
https://viva.pressbooks.pub/amlit1/.
This book is an anthology of American Literatures Prior to 1865, with four units, focusing on Colonial
Literature, Literature of Native American Perspectives and Discovery, Literature of Nineteenth Century
Reform, and Literature of the New Nation.

671

