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ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON TRANSFERS HIS BIRTHDAY
Letter to MR. IDE  

[VAILIMA, June 19, 1891.] 

Dear Mr. Ide,  

Herewith please find the DOCUMENT, which I trust will prove sufficient in law. It seems to me very attractive in its eclecticism; Scots, English, and Roman law phrases are all indifferently introduced, and a quotation from the works of Haynes Bailey can hardly fail to attract the indulgence of the Bench. — Yours very truly,  

ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON.  

I, Robert Louis Stevenson, Advocate of the Scots Bar, author of The Master of Ballantrae and Moral Emblems, stuck civil engineer, sole owner and patentee of the Palace and Plantation known as Vailima in the island of Upolu, Samoa, a British subject, being in sound mind, and pretty well, I thank you, in body:  

In consideration that Miss Annie H. Ide, daughter of H. C. Ide, in the town of St. Johnsbury, in the county of Caledonia, in the state of Vermont, United States of America, was born, out of all reason, upon Christmas Day, and is therefore out of all justice denied the consolation and profit of a proper birthday;  

And considering that I, the said Robert Louis Stevenson, have attained an age when O, we never mention it, and that I have now no further use for a birthday of any description;  

And in consideration that I have met H. C. Ide, the father of the said Annie H. Ide, and found him about as white a land commissioner as I require:  

Have transferred, and do hereby transfer, to the said Annie H. Ide, all and whole my rights and privileges in the thirteenth day of November, formerly my birthday, now, hereby, and henceforth, the birthday of the said Annie H. Ide, to have, hold, exercise, and enjoy the same in the customary manner, by the sporting of fine raiment, eating of rich meats, and receipt of gifts, compliments, and copies. of verse, according to the manner of our ancestors;  

And I direct the said Annie H. Ide to add to the said name of Annie H. Ide the name Louisa — at least in private; and I charge her to use my said birthday with moderation and humanity, et tamquam bona filia familia [and as a good family daughter], the said birthday not being so young as it once was, and having carried me in a very satisfactory manner since I can remember;  

And in case the said Annie H. Ide shall neglect or contravene either of the above conditions, I hereby revoke the donation and transfer my rights in the said birthday to the President of the United States of America for the time being:  

In witness whereof I have hereto set my hand and seal this nineteenth day of June in the year of grace eighteen hundred and ninety-one.  




ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON. 

Witness, LLOYD OSBOURNE, 

Witness, HAROLD WATTS.  

To Miss ANNIE H. IDE 

VAILIMA, SAMOA [November, 1891]. 

My dear Louisa, —  

Your picture of the church, the photograph of yourself and your sister, and your very witty and pleasing letter, came all in a bundle, and made me feel I had my money's worth for that birthday. I am now, I must be, one of your nearest relatives; exactly what we are to each other, I do not know, I doubt if the case has ever happened before — your papa ought to know, and I don't believe he does; but I think I ought to call you in the meanwhile, and until we get the advice of counsel learned in the law, my name-daughter. Well, I was extremely pleased to see by the church that my name-daughter could draw; by the letter, that she was no fool; and by the photograph, that she was a pretty girl, which hurts nothing. See how virtues are rewarded! My first idea of adopting you was entirely charitable; and here I find that I am quite proud of it, and of you, and that I chose just the kind of name-daughter I wanted. For I can draw too, or rather I mean to say I could before I forgot how; and I am very far from being a fool myself, however much I may look it; and I am as beautiful as the day, or at least I once hoped that perhaps I might be going to be. And so I might. So that you see we are well met, and peers on these important points. I am very glad also that you are older than your sister. So should I have been, if I had had one. So that the number of points and virtues which you have inherited from your name-father is already quite surprising.  

I wish you would tell your father — not that I like to encourage my rival — that we have had a wonderful time here of late, and that they are having a cold day on Mulinuu, and the consuls are writing reports, and I am writing to the Times, and if we don't get rid of our friends this time I shall begin to despair of everything but my name-daughter.  

You are quite wrong as to the effect of the birthday on your age. From the moment the deed was registered (as it was in the public press with every solemnity), the 13th of November became your own and only birthday, and you ceased to have been born on Christmas Day. Ask your father: I am sure he will tell you this is sound law. You are thus become a month and twelve days younger than you were, but will go on growing older for the future in the regular and human manner from one 13th November to the next. The effect on me is more doubtful; I may, as you suggest, live for ever; I might, on the other hand, come to pieces like the one-horse shay at a moment's notice; doubtless the step was risky, but I do not the least regret that which enables me to sign myself your revered and delighted name-father,  

ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON. 


— Nineteenth Century Letters  (published 1919), by Byron Johnson Rees (1877–1920).  





INFELICITOUS FIRST APPEARANCES
The Story of a Début. 

The following graphic description of an ambitious novice's sensations in the part of Hamlet at the Theatre Royal, Paisley, is culled from 'The Confessions of a Strolling Player': 

'Now came the eventful moment. "Clear the stage!" was shouted by the manager; and at last the curtain was rung up. All this time, from the minute I left the dressing-room, and while the ladies and gentlemen of the company strutted about in the costumes appropriate to their parts, I began to experience a growing queerness, and felt the coming on of that awful sensation which I had so often ridiculed in others, known to the initiated as "stage-fright." As the first brief scene went on, and Francisco spoke about the weather, etc., the feeling increased; and when I was pushed into my place to be "discovered," along with the Queen and Court, I felt much inclined to run away, and leave histrionic greatness to be achieved by others who had greater nerve. But there they all were — escape impossible; besides, I question if the state of my knees would have permitted my legs to have performed their functions.

'When the stony ramparts of Elsinore drew asunder, and the audience beheld "Scene II. — A Room of State in the Castle," there was a welcoming round of applause in honour of the new Hamlet, who all the time was standing as if he were in instant expectation of being hanged. The state of my feelings during these brief moments cannot be described; I felt unutterably helpless. All the combined evils that were ever heaped on the devoted head of any poor human being could, I thought, be nothing to what I suffered at the moment when it came to my turn to speak. I was letter-perfect in the part of Hamlet, and had frequently galloped over every word of it from beginning to end. Indeed, I knew the whole tragedy by heart — every sentence was coursing vividly before me — but I was suddenly struck dumb, and could make no utterance. Cold drops of sweat ran down my back, my head felt on fire, my knees were decidedly uneasy, my eyes grew glassy, the sea of human heads before me seemed converted into one great petrified face — and, oh! how horribly hard it looked at me — seeming to read my very soul. I tried to shut my eyes, but the gigantic head, with hundreds of penetrating eyes, still glared on me. At one moment it seemed as if it would melt with compassion, and then it became fixed with an icy contemptuous smile that seemed to refuse all sympathy, and mock at me. Then a new feeling came over me. I felt as if all that was taking place was no concern of mine — nothing to me individually. I did not understand it. I was in the land of unconsciousness — far away in Dreamland — and my mind was blank. I did not even think; I had become a statue immovable, but with just the breath of life in me. In a moment again I woke up — I tried to concentrate my thoughts — my eyes brightened, and I gazed into the audience; tried to look unusually mild, philosophic, and intellectual. I succeeded to some extent in this, as I fancied; but, as I have since been told, I only attained the position of looking unutterably foolish. 

'Again and again my cue was given, but I heeded it not. Answer made he none; no sound issued from the deep chest of the "inky Dane." He was too silent. My lips moved, but my voice was frozen. I felt choked up. My legs quivered and quavered, and silently danced a quick, shaky kind of movement. The prompter cried out the beginning of my part several times —

'"A little more —" 

but my only reply was a hopeless, helpless stare. I looked, and looked, and looked at the audience, but the fact was, all memory had fled. I felt what I had to say, but could not speak it. The audience began to get impatient and hiss. All at once a thought of home came vividly across me, and, glancing at my sombre dress, I said to myself, as I thought: "What would my mother say to this if she saw me making such an infernal fool of myself?" 

'I shall never forget the roar that took place, for, instead of merely thinking these words, I had spoken them — they unwittingly found vocal expression — and the audience shouted with excitement. The company, losing all sense of propriety, first tittered, and then joined heartily in the general roar; and I, looking first one way and then another, bolted off the stage as hard as I could amid a renewed shout from the whole audience. 

'And so ended my first appearance on any stage.' 

Stage-Fright. 

Mr. Charles Wyndham is not likely to forget his opening night with Mr. John Wood's company in America. He had to make his entrance with a lighthearted speech commencing, 'I am drunk with love and enthusiasm.' But he never got beyond 'I am drunk!' There he incontinently stuck. The management dispensed with his services that evening. Mr. John Hare was actually hissed on his first appearance for his seeming incompetence. Mr. Thomas Thorne unhappily mistook his cue to make his first entrance, and completely spoilt a pathetic scene. Mr. J. D. Beveridge was unceremoniously discharged at the end of a week's trial as 'utterly incompetent,' his deficiency arising from nothing more than stage-fright. Mr. Charles Danby was declared to be 'a duffer,' and cashiered on the very first night; the manager, however, suffered him to remain on condition of having his salary materially reduced. Mr. Leonard Boyne only held on to his initial engagement by submitting to having his salary cut down three shillings a week. Cast for one of the six bridesmaids in Hunted Lives, Miss Georgie Esmond was so overcome by nervousness that she fell down in sight of the audience. Miss Cissy Grahame — the daughter of a well-known provincial actress — did a plucky thing at the Theatre Royal, Hull, by offering to take the part of an actress who was suddenly indisposed. She meant well, but facing the footlights so utterly unnerved her that not one word of the text was heard by those friends in front. 

These things considered, the aspirant who has not had the slightest experience as an amateur would be well advised to avoid seeking an engagement that involves the delivery of a set phrase of words. He should begin at the very beginning.



— How to Get on the Stage and How to Succeed There (published 1899), by Leopold Wagner (born 1858).  








Napoléon, tête couronnée (Napoleon, crowned head), by Jacques-Louis David.

CURIOUS BITS OF HISTORY

VACILLATING FRENCH NEWSPAPERS 

In the year 1814 Napoleon was banished to the Isle of Elba. In a few months he escaped and returned to France. His return was hailed with great rejoicing by his friends and greatly regretted by his enemies. The Paris newspapers appear to have been very severe on him at first, but changed their attitude as he drew nearer and nearer the capital. On March 9 they announced: "The Cannibal has escaped from his den." On the 10th: "The Corsican Ogre has just landed at Cape Juan." On the 11th: "The Tiger has arrived at Gap." On the 12th: "The Monster passed the night at Grenoble." On the 13th: "The Tyrant has crossed Lyons." On the 14th: "The Usurper is directing his course toward Dijon, but the brave and loyal Burgundians have risen in a body and they surround him on all sides." On the 18th: "Bonaparte is sixty leagues from the capital; he has had skill enough to escape from the hands of his pursuers." On the 19th: "Bonaparte advances rapidly, but he will never enter Paris." On the 20th: "To-morrow Napoleon will be under our ramparts." On the 21st: "The Emperor is at Fontainebleau." On the 22d: "His Imperial Majesty last evening made his entrance into the Palace of the Tuileries, amidst the joyous acclamations of an adoring and faithful people." 

MAKING ENGLISH CITIZENS OF FRENCHMEN 

After the fall of Quebec, in 1759, Canada passed into the possession of England. It had at that time a resident population of perhaps 100,000. A large percentage of these were Frenchmen, who could not understand English and knew nothing of English laws and customs. Yet in making the transfer neither the French nor the English took any account of this fact. The French king deeded the country to the English "in the most ample manner and form, without restriction;" the English king proclaimed the country to be English, and that is all there was to it. There was no reservation of the French tenure of land. In all respects the inhabitants were to be British subjects, and to be treated as such. As a matter of fact this did not make much difference to the French Canadians, for it was hardly possible that their condition could be worse than it was already. It was an extraordinary proceeding — transforming a hundred thousand Frenchmen into English subjects by a stroke of the pen, without taking their welfare into account one way or the other. 

SKEDADDLERS FROM NEW ENGLAND 

The war of 1812 between the United States and Great Britain was very unpopular in New England. So serious was the opposition that for a time it threatened to break up the Union. There were several reasons for this. In the first place, the New Englanders were still chafing over the defeat of John Adams for a second term of the presidency, in 1800. Then they did not approve of the Louisiana purchase, which meant the addition of more slave territory to the United States. And finally, they were bitter against the Embargo Act, which interfered greatly with their shipping interests. The national government had to resort to conscription to fill the quotas of soldiers required of the New England States. This was very distasteful to the citizens, and to escape the draft hundreds of them slipped across the line into Canada. A large percentage of these never returned. Many of the present inhabitants of the region lying south of the St. Lawrence and between the Chaudiere and Richelieu rivers are descendants of those New England skedaddlers from the draft. 

CABEZA DE VACA'S EVENTFUL LIFE 

Cabeza de Vaca, a Spaniard of the sixteenth century, had enough excitement crowded into his seventy years of life to satisfy a dozen ordinary men. In 1528, while quite a young man, he went with an exploring party to Florida. The expedition was shipwrecked, and he and three companions were all that escaped death. They lived among the Indians for some years, and Cabeza became a "medicine man." In 1536 they reached the Spanish settlements in northern Mexico, and next year he returned to Spain. In 1540 he was appointed governor of Paraguay. Four years later he was impeached for arbitrary actions as governor, and thrown into prison. Then he was sent back to Spain, tried, convicted and banished to Africa. He was subsequently recalled, pensioned, and made a judge of the Supreme Court of Seville. 


— Curious Bits of History (published 1912), by Albert William Macy (1853–1940). 
  




DECEIVED BY THE DEVIL WHALE

There is another Whale, described by Gesner, which he calls the "Trol" whale, or in German, "Teüfelwal," or Devil Whale. This whale lies asleep on the water, and is of such a deceptive appearance that seamen mistake it for an island, and cast anchor into it, a proceeding which this peculiar class of whale does not appear to take much heed of. But, when it comes to lighting a fire upon it, and cooking thereon, it naturally wakes up the whale. It is of this "Teüfelwal" that Milton writes ("Paradise Lost," Bk. i., 1. 200): 

"Or that sea-beast 

Leviathan, which God of all His works 

Created hugest that swim the ocean-stream. 

Him, haply slumbering on the Norway foam, 

The pilot of some small night-foundered skiff, 
 
Deeming some island, oft, as seamen tell, 

With fixèd anchor in his scaly rind, 

Moors by his side under the lee, while night 

Invests the sea, and wishèd morn delays." 

And the same story is told in the First Voyage of Sindbad the Sailor, or, as Mr. Lane, whose translation (ed. 1883) I use, calls him, Es-Sindibèd of the Sea: — "We continued our voyage until we arrived at an island like one of the gardens of Paradise, and at that island, the master of the ship brought her to anchor with us. He cast the anchor, and put forth the landing plank, and all who were in the ship landed upon that island. They had prepared for themselves fire-pots, and they lighted the fires in them, and their occupations were various: some cooked, others washed, and others amused themselves. I was among those who were amusing themselves upon the shores of the island, and the passengers were assembled to eat and drink, and play and sport. But while we were thus engaged, lo, the master of the ship, standing upon its side, called out with his loudest voice, 'O ye passengers, whom may God preserve! come up quickly into the ship, hasten to embark, and leave your merchandise, and flee with your lives, and save yourselves from destruction; for this apparent island upon which ye are, is not, in reality, an island, but it is a great fish that hath become stationary in the midst of the sea, and the sand hath accumulated upon it, so that it hath become like an island, and trees have grown upon it, since times of old; and, when ye lighted upon it the fire, it felt the heat, and put itself in motion, and now it will descend with you into the sea, and ye will all be drowned; then seek for yourselves escape before destruction, and leave the merchandise!' The passengers, therefore, hearing the words of the master of the ship, hastened to go up into the vessel, leaving the merchandise, and their other goods, and their copper cooking-pots, and their fire-pots; and some reached the ship, and others reached it not. The island had moved, and descended to the bottom of the sea, with all that were upon it, and the roaring sea, agitated with waves, closed over it." 

Olaus Magnus, too, tells of sleeping whales being mistaken for islands: "The Whale hath upon its Skin a superficies, like the gravel that is by the sea side; so that oft times when he raiseth his back above the waters, Sailors take it to be nothing else but an Island, and sayl unto it, and go down upon it, and they strike in piles upon it, and fasten them to their ships: they kindle fires to boyl their meat; until at length the Whale feeling the fire, dives down to the bottome; and such as are upon his back, unless they can save themselves by ropes thrown forth of the ship, are drown'd. This Whale, as I have said before of the Whirlpool and Pristes, sometimes so belcheth out the waves that he hath taken in, that, with a Cloud of Waters, oft times, he will drown the ship; and when a Tempest ariseth at Sea, he will rise above water, that he will sink the ships, during these Commotions and Tempests. Sometimes he brings up Sand on his back, upon which, when a Tempest comes, the Marriners are glad that they have found Land, cast Anchor, and are secure on a false ground; and when as they kindle their fires, the Whale, so soon as he perceives it, he sinks down suddenly into the depth, and draws both men and ships after him, unless the Anchors break." 


—  Curious Creatures in Zoology  (published 1890), by John Ashton (1834–1911). 







THE PANKHURSTS MEET ANNIE KENNEY

One Sunday evening in June, Mrs. Pankhurst had been invited to speak on Women's Suffrage to a meeting held under the auspices of the Oldham Independent Labour Party. During the proceedings glees were sung by a choir of men and women cotton operatives, and one of the members of the choir was Annie Kenney, who was afterwards to take so prominent a part in the Votes for Women Movement. Annie Kenney was deeply impressed by all that Mrs. Pankhurst had to say, and shortly afterwards, when my sister Christabel also lectured in Oldham, she asked to be introduced to her. Christabel then asked her to pay a visit to our home in Manchester, and the friendship which was to have such far-reaching results began. 

Annie Kenney was born at Lees, near Oldham. She was the child of working-class parents, and, to supplement her father's earnings, her mother, in addition to all her household cares, had been obliged to go out to work in a cotton mill most of her married life. Annie Kenney herself had early become a wage-earner, for at ten years of age she secured an engagement as a half-timer in one of the Oldham cotton factories. Then, wearing her heavy steel-tipped clogs, her fair hair hanging down her back in a long plait covered by a shawl, she had gone into the hot, crowded spinning mill, and working amid the noisy jarring of the machinery as a "little tenter" at the disposal of three older women, she had learnt to fit into place the big bobbins covered with fleecy strands of soft, raw cotton; and to piece these same fleecy strands when they broke, as they did so often, whilst they were being spun out thinner and stronger. Once, as she seized the broken thread in her tiny fingers, one of them was caught somehow and torn off by the whirling bobbins. Whilst she was still a half-timer she worked alternately, one week from six o'clock in the morning till midday in the mill, and during the afternoon at the elementary school; and the next week she spent the morning at school and four hours of the afternoon in the mill. At thirteen, her school days had ceased, and she had become a "full-timer," working in the mill from six o'clock in the morning till six at night. 

This premature launching forth into the world of wage-earners had left its mark upon Annie Kenney. Her features had been sharpened by it, and her eager face that flushed so easily was far more deeply lined than are the faces of girls whose childhood has been prolonged. Those wide, wide eyes of hers, so wonderfully blue, though at rare moments they could dance and sparkle like a fountain in the sunshine, were more often filled with pain, anxiety and foreboding, or with a longing restless, searching, unsatisfied and far away. A member of a very large family, Annie had four sisters — Nellie, Kitty, Jennie, and Jessie — who came nearest her in age and had been her companions in the cotton mill. In spite of the fact that they were constantly obliged to rise at four or five in the morning, in order to reach the factory gates at six o'clock, and on returning home were obliged first to help to do the housework and prepare the evening meal for the rest of the family, these girls were all determined to continue their education, and they regularly attended the Oldham night schools. At the time when we first met Annie, Nellie and Kitty, the two eldest of the sisters, had both worked their way out of the cotton mill. Nellie had become a shop assistant, and had soon proved herself so able that she had been put in charge of two of her employer's shops, whilst Kitty had passed the necessary examinations and had obtained a post as an elementary school teacher, and Jennie, though still in the mill, was studying with the same object. Jessie, who was but sixteen, was learning typewriting and shorthand. 

Annie, who was then twenty-five, was unlike her sisters in many ways. She frequently said that she was not so "clever" as her sisters, but when any decisive step was to be taken or any question of principle to be decided, it was always Annie who took the lead. There is not much that is beautiful in a small Lancashire manufacturing town, but what little there was, Annie Kenney contrived to make the most of. She was a regular attendant at the Church, and delighted in the beauty of the music; the Whitsuntide processions, in which she walked with the other Sunday-school children all in their white dresses, being vivid memories with her still. She early commenced to carry on a literary campaign amongst her work-mates and, having come across a copy of the penny weekly paper "The Clarion," in which Robert Blatchford was publishing a series of articles on his "favourite books," contrived to procure some of the works which were there mentioned, and introduced them to her companions. 

On the few holidays which fall to the lot of the cotton worker, or when the mills were stopped owing to bad trade, Annie Kenney and her sisters and some of their favourite work-mates would put together a simple luncheon and set off roaming for miles across the moors. The grass and the trees might be blackened with the smoke of the factories, the sight of whose tall chimneys the girls could never leave behind, but, blighted as it was, this was the only country that Annie had ever known, and it was all beautiful to her. When they had walked till they were tired, the girls would lie down on the grass, and then they would read to each other in turn, and Annie would talk to them about the flowers and the sky. 

Just as she was intensely alive to all that was beautiful, so too Annie Kenney realised keenly the ugly and sordid side of life. When speaking of her early days to a conference of women in Germany, in 1908, she said: 

I grew up in the midst of women and girls in the works, and I saw the hard lives of the women and children about me. I noticed the great difference made in the treatment of men and women in the factory, differences in conditions, differences in wages and differences in status. I realised this difference not in the factory alone but in the home. I saw men, women, boys and girls, all working hard during the day in the same hot, stifling factories. Then when work was over I noticed that it was the mothers who hurried home, who fetched the children that had been put out to nurse, prepared the tea for the husband, did the cleaning, baking, washing, sewing and nursing. I noticed that when the husband came home, his day's work was over; he took his tea and then went to join his friends in the club or in the public house, or on the cricket or foot-ball field, and I used to ask myself why this was so. Why was the mother the drudge of the family, and not the father's companion and equal? 

From the first we found Annie ready with excellent ideas for spreading our propaganda. In Lancashire every little town and village has its "Wakes Week." The "Wakes" being a sort of Fair, at which there are "merry-go-rounds," "cocoanut shies," and numberless booths and stalls where human and animal monstrosities are shown and all kinds of things are sold. In every separate town or village the "Wakes" is held at a different date, so that within a radius of a few miles one or other of these fairs is going on all through the summer and autumn. Annie told us that on the Sunday before , the "Wakes" almost all the inhabitants of the place go down to the "Wakes-ground" and walk amongst the booths, and that Salvation Army and other preachers, temperance orators, the vendors of quack medicines and others seize this opportunity of addressing the crowds. She suggested that we should follow their example. We readily agreed, and all through that summer and autumn we held these meetings, going from Stalybridge to Royton, Mosely, Oldham, Lees where Annie lived, and to a dozen other towns. 


— The Suffragette; The History of the Women's Militant Suffrage Movement, 1905–1910 (published 1911), by E. Sylvia Pankhurst (1882–1960). 






The Madonna Enthroned, by Cimabue (left) and by his pupil Giotto (right).

HOW TO STUDY PICTURES

"Having eyes, see ye not?" 

The world is full of beauty which many people hurry past or live in front of and do not see. There is also a world of beauty in pictures, but it escapes the notice of many, because, while they wish to see it, they do not know how. 

The first necessity for the proper seeing of a picture is to try and see it through the eyes of the artist who painted it. This is not a usual method. Generally people look only through their own eyes, and like or dislike a picture according as it does or does not suit their particular fancy. These people will tell you: "Oh! I don't know anything about painting, but I know what I like"; which is their way of saying: "If I don't like it right off, I don't care to be bothered to like it at all." 

Such an attitude of mind cuts one off from growth and development, for it is as much as to say: "I am very well satisfied with myself, and quite indifferent to the experiences and feelings of other men." Yet it is just this experience and feeling of another man which a picture gives us. If you consider a moment you will understand why. The world itself is a vast panorama, and from it the painter selects his subject: not to copy it exactly, since it would be impossible for him to do this, even if he tried. How could he represent, for example, each blade of grass, each leaf upon a tree? So what he does is to represent the subject as he sees it, as it appeals to his sympathy or interest; and if twelve artists painted the same landscape, the result would be twelve different pictures, differing according to the way in which each man had been impressed by the scene; in fact, according to his separate point of view or separate way of seeing it, influenced by his individual experience and feeling. 

It is most important to realize the part which is played by these two qualities of experience and feeling. Experience, the fullness or the deficiency of it, must affect the work of every one of us, no matter what our occupation may be. And if the work is of a kind which appeals to the feelings of others, as in the case of the preacher, the writer, the actor, the painter, sculptor, architect or art-craftsman, the musician or the dancer, it must be affected equally by the individual's capacity of feeling and by his power of expressing what he feels. 

Therefore, since none of us can include in ourselves the whole range of possible experience and feeling, it is through the experience and the feeling of others that we deepen and refine our own. It is this that we should look to pictures to accomplish, which, as you will acknowledge, is a very different thing from offhand like or dislike. For example, we may not be attracted at first, but we reason with ourselves: "No doubt this picture meant a good deal to the man who painted it; it embodies his experience of the world and his feeling toward the subject. It represents, in fact, a revelation of the man himself; and, if it is true that 'the noblest study of mankind is man,' then possibly in the study of this man, as revealed in his work, there may be interest for me." 

I am far from wishing you to suppose that all pictures will repay you for such intimate study. We may get inside the man to find that his experience of life is meager, his feeling commonplace and paltry. There are not a few men of this sort in the occupation of art, just as in every other walk of life, and their pictures, so far as we ourselves are concerned, will be disappointing. But among the pictures which have stood the test of time we shall always find that the fruits of the artist's experience and feeling are of a kind which makes lasting appeal to the needs of the human heart and mind, and that this fact is one of the causes of their being held in so high esteem. There is also another cause. 

If only experience and feeling were necessary to make an artist, many of us would be better artists than a considerable number of those who follow the profession of art. But there is another necessity — the power of expressing the experience and feeling. This, by its derivation from the Greek, is the primary meaning of the word "art": the capacity to "fit" a form to an idea. The artist is the "fitter" who gives shape and construction to the tenuous fabric of his imagination; and this method of "fitting " is his technic. 

So the making of a picture involves two processes: a taking in of the impression and a giving of it out by visible expression; a seeing of the subject with the visual and mental eye, and a communicating of what has been so seen to the visual and mental eyes of others; and both these processes are influenced by the experience and feeling of the artist and make their appeal to our own. And, I think, it should be clear from what we have been saying that the beauty of a picture depends much less upon its subject than upon the artist's conception and treatment of it. A grand subject will not of itself make a grand picture, while a very homely one, by the way in which it has been treated, may impress us profoundly. 

The degree of beauty in a picture depends, in fact, upon the feeling for beauty in the artist and upon his power to express it. I have spoken of these two qualifications as if they influenced the picture separately; but, as a matter of fact, conception and technic are blended together in a picture, and as we pursue our study, we shall find ourselves embracing them simultaneously. 

But at the outset we must proceed step by step, alternately studying the conception and the technic; and, in order that we may discover how variously, at successive times and in diverse countries, different men have conceived of life and have expressed their feeling and experience in pictures, I propose that we shall study them through a series of comparisons. 

Our plan, therefore, will be: 

"Look here, upon this picture, and on this"; 

not to decide offhand which we like the better, for in some cases perhaps we may not like either, since they were painted in times so remote from ours as to be outside our habit of understanding; but in order that we may get at the artist's way of seeing in each case, and reach some appreciation of his methods. In this way I hope that we may be able to piece together the story of modern painting; beginning with its rebirth in the thirteenth century, when it emerged from the darkness of the middle ages, and following it through its successive stages in different countries down to our own day. 

It will very much increase the usefulness of this method if the student can obtain reproductions of other work by each artist, so as to test, by a particular study of them, the general principles that are being discussed. 

For the first comparison I invite you to study the two examples of The Madonna Enthroned — one by Cimabue, the other by his pupil Giotto…. 


— How to Study Pictures: By Means of a Series of Comparisons of Paintings and Painters from Cimabue to Monet, with Historical and Biographical Summaries and Appreciations of the Painters' Motives and Methods (published 1910), by Charles Henry Caffin (1854–1918).  







BEETHOVEN'S NEPHEW

Attempts have been made to soften the many unfavourable comments that have been provoked by the conduct of Johann and Caspar Beethoven towards their brother. Though the evil they wrought may have been exaggerated, there is ample evidence that they interfered, in many cases, between him and his friends with most unfortunate results. And in another matter, also, their character does not come out quite clear. Beethoven, though careless, was the reverse of an extravagant man, and it is difficult to believe that the payments he obtained for his compositions — respectable prices for those days — together with the numerous presents of wealthy patrons received from first to last, would not have sufficed, if fairly dealt with, to preserve him during his last years from sordid care. The fact that Johann, the whilom apothecary, was living, meanwhile, in comparative affluence on a landed estate of his own, is also not without its significance. 

In November 1815 Caspar died. He left to Ludvig a legacy so disastrous in its consequences, that it throws into shade whatever evil he may have done him during life. From the day when Beethoven accepted the guardianship of young Carl — Caspar's son — a new sorrow was imported into his life. Henceforth the wealth of affection which dwelt in the heart of this rugged, single-hearted man — ever yearning for home ties and ever disappointed — was centred upon his new and, as he unhappily proved, unworthy charge. Scamp as Carl undoubtedly was, one is almost inclined to commiserate the terribly severe retribution which has been meted out to him by posterity. The irreparable evil wrought by him in the life of a great man has caused his insignificant personality to be singled out for opprobrium from among other young men as bad or worse than himself, and has conferred upon him a place in history it is impossible to ignore; so that "Beethoven's worthless nephew" must ever figure prominently in any record of this last and saddest period of Beethoven's career. 

The troubles connected with this ill-starred guardianship commenced immediately. Carl was between eight and nine years old when his father died; and Beethoven's first anxiety was to separate the boy from his mother, whom he believed to be a person of objectionable character. Not unnaturally, "The Queen of Night," as Beethoven used to call his sister-in-law, resented this attempt to ignore her maternal rights, and much bitterness and recrimination, and a lawsuit of four years' standing, followed. When Beethoven carried his cause to the Landrechts' Court — a Court open to none but appellants of noble family — his advocate made the singular mistake of citing the Dutch prefix of Van to his name, as a proof of aristocratic lineage. The composer's argument was of a less technical kind. "My nobility is here and here," he said, pointing alternately to head and heart. To his disgust this plea was not admitted as conclusive, and the case was re-tried in the Lower Court, and decided against him. But there still remained the High Court of Appeal; and from this tribunal Beethoven succeeded in obtaining a reversal of the former verdict. It was not until January 1820 that Carl was finally removed from surroundings which could not fail — as was still more clearly shown in the course of these legal proceedings — to be injurious to his future. The purely benevolent motives by which Beethoven was actuated in thus leaving no stone unturned to gain his end, stand out clearly in one of the earlier appeals, and were sufficiently proved by his subsequent conduct….
As for Carl, the story of his youth was a commonplace story of continuous mishap, failure, and disgrace, brought about by bad counsel and selfish indulgence; and these evils were aggravated by the unsettled life he had led. During the lawsuit, he was passed backwards and forwards from one guardian to another, the mother meanwhile losing no opportunity of poisoning his mind against his long-suffering relative. Many careers were tried, but he succeeded in none. He was expelled from the University after attending a philosophical course, and duly forgiven. Commerce was then suggested, and with this view he was placed in the school of the Polytechnic Institute, of which Herr Reisser, joint guardian with Beethoven over Carl, was the vice-president. The letters addressed to the youth by his uncle during this period — there were no fewer than twenty-nine in the summer of 1825 — full of solicitude and kindly counsel, are painful reading. But the inevitable end came. Carl submitted himself to an examination without sufficient preparatory study, failed, and in his despair attempted suicide; in consequence of which escapade, he was ordered by the police to quit Vienna within twenty-four hours. 

Self-denying and beautiful as was Beethoven's conduct towards this wrong-headed nephew, it is very likely that his habitual roughness of manner when irritated caused his admonitions to take at times a form particularly unpalatable to the young man. "It's done now. Torment me no more with reproofs and complaints," wrote Carl; and on one occasion the singular remark escaped him — "I have grown worse, because my uncle wanted me to be better." 

Thus quarrels, reconciliations, reproaches, and promises followed one upon the other; and throughout, with all a father's care and devotion, Beethoven continued working and saving for the benefit of the youth upon whom his affections were now centred. At length, thanks to the interposition of Stephan Breuning, a cadetship was obtained for him in the regiment of Baron von Stutterheim, in gratitude to whom the composer dedicated the String Quartet completed in that year, Op. 131, in C sharp minor. 

In October 1826, while arrangements connected with the appointment were still pending, both uncle and nephew took refuge in the house at Gneixendorf. One of Beethoven's motives for undertaking this visit was a hope that his brother might be induced to make his will in favour of the family ne'er-do-well — a question that had already caused some bickering between the two uncles. Dreary and inhospitable as were his surroundings, Beethoven was probably too much engrossed in his music, and too long accustomed to the isolation caused by his deafness, to be greatly troubled by them. For an onlooker the situation was one that could hardly fail to inspire a feeling of deep sadness. Glad enough of an opportunity to display his own importance, Johann took his brother with him on his rounds; but was little concerned, apparently, to introduce him to his friends. Even in that out-of-the-way district, however, there was a magic in the name of Beethoven. Many of the good people thereabouts, when they discovered the identity of the careworn, reserved old man who accompanied the "land proprietor," eyed him with silent reverence. At one house the hostess glanced towards the bench, on which a stranger sat apart from the rest, modestly and mournfully, whilst Johann talked with her. She thought he was a servant, and good-naturedly handed him wine in an earthenware jug. Later, when her husband returned, he told her who that stranger was. It was Beethoven. Another day the brothers went to talk over business with the clerk of the Syndic, Sterz, at Langenlois. "Who, think you, was that old man who came just now with the Squire?" The clerk did not know — thought he was "an imbecile." It was Beethoven. Toilers in the chill autumn fields stopped to follow with their eyes the lonely musician, as he wandered about waving his hands and singing. Sometimes he would slacken his pace, and, coming to a standstill, jot down something in the inevitable note-book — for the music went on, in spite of all troubles and discomforts, and it was here that he completed the String Quartet in F, and the new finale to the B♭ sonata. 

Michael Kren, the servant deputed by the mistress of the household to wait upon their guest, has described the way in which Beethoven usually passed a day at Gneixendorf. He occupied a parlour and bedroom at the corner of the house commanding a view of the garden and courtyard. The economical sister-in-law refused him a fire. At half-past four in the morning Michael would find him at his table writing, beating time with his hands and feet, and singing and humming. Breakfast was served to the family at half-past seven, after which he would immediately hurry out of the house into the fields. The dinner hour was half-past twelve; and this over he would retire to his fireless room until about three o'clock, and then once again sally forth; but he was never out of doors after sunset. After supper, which took place at half-past seven, he returned to his room to work till ten, and then retired to bed. 

As time went on the discomfort increased. The parsimonious Johann informed his brother he would be charged for board and lodging; Johann's wife by no means improved on acquaintance; and Carl, under her influence, grew ever more insulting and unmanageable. On a cold day, in an open chaise — for no close carriage was to be had — Beethoven, accompanied by his nephew, took his departure. The visit, unpropitious from the beginning, had a tragic end. During the drive the composer caught a severe cold which attacked the stomach, and, arrived at his lodgings, which were now in the Schwarzspanierhaus, took to his bed. The result of that fatal journey was a severe attack of inflammation of the lungs and dropsy. 


— Beethoven (published 1903), by H.A. Rudall.  




By René Pean, circa 1901.

TABLEAUX VIVANTS
In the year 1846 there was a spectacle that caused a furore in Paris. It was that afforded by women attired only in pink tights and a gauze skirt executing poses that were called tableaux vivants, with a few men to complete the groups. This show was given at the Porte Saint Martin and at the Cirque. I had the curiosity one night to go and see the women behind the scenes. I went to the Porte Saint Martin, where, I may add in parentheses, they were going to revive Lucrèce Borgia. Villemot, the stage manager, who was of poor appearance but intelligent, said; "I will take you into the gynecium." 

A score of men were there — authors, actors, firemen, lamp lighters, scene shifters — who came, went, worked or looked on, and in the midst of them seven or eight women, practically nude, walked about with an air of the most naïve tranquillity. The pink tights that covered them from the feet to the neck were so thin and transparent that one could see not only the toes, the navel, and the breasts, but also the veins and the colour of the least mark on the skin on all parts of their bodies. Towards the abdomen, however, the tights became thicker and only the form was distinguishable. The men who assisted them were similarly arranged. All these people were English. 

At intervals of five minutes the curtain parted and they executed a tableau. For this they were posed in immobile attitudes upon a large wooden disc which revolved upon a pivot. It was worked by a child of fourteen who reclined on a mattress beneath it. Men and women were dressed up in chiffons of gauze or merino that were very ugly at a distance and very ignoble de près. They were pink statues. When the disc had revolved once and shown the statues on every side to the public crowded in the darkened theatre, the curtain closed again, another tableau was arranged, and the performance recommenced a moment later. 

Two of these women were very pretty. One resembled Mme. Rey, who played the Queen in Ruy Blas in 1840; it was this one who represented Venus. She was admirably shaped. Another was more than pretty: she was handsome and superb. Nothing more magnificent could be seen than her black, sad eyes, her disdainful mouth, her smile at once bewitching and haughty. She was called Maria, I believe. In a tableau which represented "A Slave Market," she displayed the imperial despair and the stoical dejection of a nude queen offered for sale to the first bidder. Her tights, which were torn at the hip, disclosed her firm white flesh. They were, however only poor girls of London. All had dirty finger nails. 

When they returned to the green room they laughed as freely with the scene shifters as with the authors, and talked broken French while they adjusted all kinds of frightful rags upon their charming visages. Their smile was the calm smile of perfect innocence or of complete corruption. 
 
— The Memoirs Of Victor Hugo (published 1899), by John W. Tr. Harding.


	
A FEW OF "TEN THOUSAND WONDERFUL THINGS"
A FEMALE VENTRILOQUIST.
A female ventriloquist, named Barbara Jacobi, narrowly escaped being burnt at the stake in 1685, at Haarlem, where she was an inmate of the public Hospital. The curious daily resorted thither to hear her hold a dialogue with an imaginary personage with whom she conversed as if concealed behind the curtains of her bed. This individual, whom she called Joachim, and to whom she addressed a thousand ludicrous questions, which he answered in the same familiar strain, was for some time supposed to be a confederate. But when the bystanders attempted to search for him behind the curtains, his voice instantly reproached them with their curiosity from the opposite corner of the room. As Barbara Jacobi had contrived to make herself familiar with all the gossip of the city of Haarlem, the revelations of the pretended familiar were such as to cause considerable embarrrassment to those who beset her with impertinent questions.
GROANING BOARDS.
Groaning boards were the wonder in London in 1682. An elm plank was exhibited to the king, which, being touched by a hot iron, invariably produced a sound resembling deep groans. At the Bowman Tavern, in Drury Lane, the mantel-piece did the same so well that it was supposed to be part of the same elm-tree; and the dresser at the Queen's Arm Tavern, St. Martin le Grand, was found to possess the same quality. Strange times when such things were deemed wonderful; even to meriting exhibition before the monarch. 
A HORSE GETTING HIMSELF SHOD.
A horse having been turned into a field by its owner, Mr. Joseph Lane, of Fascombe, in the parish of Ashelworth, was missed therefrom the next morning, and the usual inquiries set afoot, as to what could have become of him. He had, it seems, been shod (all fours) a few days before, and as usual got pinched in a foot. Feeling, no doubt, a lively sense of proper shoeing, and desirous of relieving the cause of pain, heo contrived to unhang the gate of his pasture with his mouth, and make the best of his way to the smithy, a distance of a mile and a half from Fascombe, waiting respectfully at the door until the bungling artist got up. The smith relates that he found him there at opening his shed; that the horse advanced to the forge and held up his ailing foot; and that he himself, upon examination, discovered the injury, took off the shoe, and replaced it more carefully, which having done, the sagacious creature set off at a merry pace homewards. Soon after, Mr. Lane's servants passed by the forge in quest of the animal, and upon inquiry, received for answer — "Oh, he has been here and got shod, and is gone home again." 
THE QUEEN'S SHARKS.
The harbour of Trincomalee swarms with gigantic sharks, and strange to relate, they are all under British protection; and if any one is found molesting or injuring them, the fine is £10, or an imprisonment! How this ridiculous custom originated, it is hard to say; but we are told, that in the early days of British conquest in the East, sailors were apt to desert, and seek refuge in the then inaccessible wilds of the interior; and of later years, when civilisation has unbarred the gates of Cingalese commerce to all nations of the world, the soldiers of the regiment stationed at Trincomalee, discontented with their lot in life, were wont to escape from the thraldom of the service, by swimming off to American and other foreign vessels, preferring chance, under a strange flag, to a hard certainty under their own. Thus the Queen's sharks are duly protected as a sort of water- police for the prevention of desertion both from the army and navy.
A MAN CARRIES HIS HOUSE ON HIS HEAD.
Simeon Ellerton, of Craike, Durham, died 1799, aged 104. This man, in his day, was a noted pedestrian, and before the establishment of regular "Posts," was frequently employed in walking commissions, from the northern counties to London and other places, which he executed with singular fidelity and despatch. He lived in a neat stone cottage of his own erecting; and what is remarkable, he had literally carried his house on his head; it being his constant practice to bring back with him from every journey which he undertook, some suitable stone, or other material for his purpose, and which, not unfrequently, he carried 40 or 50 miles on his head. 
 
— Ten Thousand Wonderful Things (published 1910).






THE COST OF 22 MONTHS IN THE TOWER OF LONDON

…I was then as now convinced that the Union was pregnant with mischief to Ireland. I was conscientiously opposed to it at all times, and I felt, what I still feel, that it was the duty of every honest man to express his sentiments openly upon a subject admitted by advocate and opponent to be of the last importance to the kingdom. In the eyes of the ministry of that day, however, to oppose their project for the enslavement of Ireland and for the interruption of her rapidly-growing prosperity, was treason, and I was warned, as before my arrest in the preceding year, that in my case anti-unionism would be so considered and dealt with. I was not at the time desirous of another collision with government, and accordingly I took the precaution, upon receiving (again from Dr. Hussey) the warning to which I have alluded, to write to the Duke of Portland and to my friend John Reeves, who was then one of the clerks of the Council, referring to the information I had received as to the disposition of ministers towards me, and declaring that, from the time of my liberation, I had not, by act or word, meddled in political proceedings of the kind for which my conduct was then questioned. 

My precaution was of little avail; it was thought necessary to make an example that might serve to terrify those Irishmen, whose assent to the dishonour of themselves and the ruin of their country, it was impossible to buy with hard cash. I was considered a good subject for such an experiment sufficiently known and loved among my fellow-countrymen to insure notoriety and fearful sympathy for my misfortunes, I was yet not sufficiently powerful for self-defence or to cause anxiety in the minds of my oppressors, from the fear of a public reaction against their illegal conduct. I was also young and active, and, above all, enthusiastic and incorruptible enough to render my exertions in defence of the independence of Ireland in some degree formidable, and therefore it was thought advisable to remove me from the scene of conflict. I was accordingly arrested for the second time, on the 14th day of April, 1799, and although at the time in my bed, suffering under an attack of slight fever, I was immediately taken to the house of a king's messenger, and from thence to the Council. The warrant under which I was apprehended was signed by the Duke of Portland, and was issued under the authority of the Habeas Corpus Suspension Act; it was not, as on the former occasion, for treason, but for "suspicion of treasonable practices." This time my arraignment before the Council was obviously a form, observed for appearance sake only. The old ground was, nevertheless, gone over, and I was interrogated as to my acquaintance with O'Coigly and Mr. Bonham, and my having gone to the singing-club at Furnival's Inn with the latter. Of these matters I gave the same account as I had done before, telling the exact truth as to the facts, and adding that, even if my conduct in reference to these particulars had been matter of offence, it had been already forgiven. This did not avail me; the course of my persecutors was already fixed, and I was accordingly committed to the Tower upon the 8th May, 1799, where I remained until the expiration of the Habeas Corpus Suspension Act restored me to liberty in March of the year 1801. 

Of the sufferings and privations I was made to endure throughout that protracted and rigid imprisonment, I will not trust myself to write at length, but allow the tale to be told in the words of letters written at the time, both by my friends and persecutors, and such brief memoranda of passing events as I find in my own contemporary communications which have escaped destruction. The authenticity of these documents will scarcely be doubted; but I confess I could hardly hope for belief, in this age of prison humanity, were I to state, from my own recollection simply, the fact, that I, an untried and innocent man, against whom, as the Castlereagh papers now conclusively prove, no criminatory evidence could be found, after the most diligent search at home and abroad that I, the immediate heir to a peerage, having numerous and influential friends, and not unprovided with sufficient pecuniary means, could have been dragged from a sick bed, in the heart of the metropolis of British freedom, incarcerated in a filthy and loathsome cell, subjected to the continual companionship (even in my hours of sleep) of a double guard, deprived of the society of my nearest relatives, and even of the use of pen and paper, and finally dismissed from my prison, after the lapse of two-and-twenty months, without charge made against me, or reparation offered for the monstrous insults and injuries to which I was exposed during that dreary period. In the course of those two-and-twenty tedious months I lost my father and grandfather, and the woman to whom I was upon the eve of being married with every human prospect of happiness. Her life, I have every reason to believe, fell a sacrifice to her continued anxiety for my fate, in respect of which the known circumstances of my prison treatment were sufficient to justify the most gloomy forebodings. To loss of friends and health were added pecuniary losses, heavier than were perhaps ever inflicted as punishment for the gravest, established, political guilt. My father, fearing the consequences of a persecution so unrelenting, altered his will towards the close of his life, and left away from me a sum of between £60,000 and £70,000, in order to provide against the contingency of confiscation, which it was not unreasonable to look to as a possible result of the malice of enemies who had already shown themselves so powerful for evil. If to this direct loss be added the waste and dilapidation of my estates, in consequence of the impossibility of my exercising control over my affairs, during the interval between my succession and liberation, I do not think I overrate my entire losses in money, directly consequent upon the arbitrary deprivation of my liberty, when I say they were not less than £100,000. 


— Personal Recollections of the Life and Times, with Extracts from the Correspondence of Valentine Lord Cloncurry (published 1850), by Valentine Lawless, 2nd Baron Cloncurry (1773–1853). Irish peer and politician. 






A JUMP OFF THE LUGGAGE-TRAIN
Ours was a fine, free life in those days, — almost always out all day walking or riding over the railways being constructed; eating every day luxuriously a contractor's luncheon of cold game, turkey, duck, or goose, and champagne, — a contractor's dinner of numerous courses,  — all meeting to dine together on every Sunday at our various inns, lodgings, or houses. Of course it was overdone, and notwithstanding hard work and open air, sometimes a gastric fever or an inflammation of the stomach.would seize a weaker brother, especially if he were a heavy smoker. But at other times there were plans, specifications, etc. to be prepared, and a week or two in Leeds was a pleasant change. We had many good friends in Bradford, ten miles away, and would often run down there to dinner or other attraction, returning by a luggage-train which started from Bradford to wend its weary way everywhere at the witching hour; getting knocked about here and there, until its dismembered components would find their way to the uttermost ends of the earth. I never looked King Death so fully in the. face as from that night luggage-train.  

We had on our staff an architect, who designed the stations, lodges, etc. This architect lived at Bradford, and being a hospitable man, we dined with him frequently, returning as I have said. Now this long, lumbering luggage-train passed in its course within two or three hundred yards of the residences of most of us, whilst the station was much farther away. The gradient was unfavourable, the train heavy, and it was an understood thing that the engine-driver was not to stop to put us down, but slacken speed to some five or six miles an hour, when we might get out as best we could.  

On this occasion we had a carriage next the engine, and a long line of luggage trucks, say forty, fifty, or sixty, behind us. We arrived at the spot where I meant to descend. The train slackened, and I opened the carriage door. It was very dark. I could not see the ground, but I swung my right foot lightly as I hung on to the carriage, my left hand on the door handle, my left foot on the step, and looked earnestly down before jumping. I could not see, but I knew we were passing the proper place, and the rest urged me on; so I jumped and pitched upon a raised heap of fresh ballast. The ballast yielded under me, I slipped and fell, rolling towards the, train. Inside the carriage they shout and scream to the driver to stop the train, but the rattle overpowers their voices and he does not hear them. If they had succeeded, they would have killed me with their kindness. But they failed, and I of course knew nothing about it.  

They decided to say no word at the station, wisely enough; of course they knew I should not wish the affair to be noised about if I were safe, and if, as they all felt sure was the case, I was cut to pieces, they could do nothing for me. So, when the train pulled up, — for be sure no one else jumped down that night, — they got lights from the lamp-room and hurried back. They found the crushed remains of my hat. They searched the line, the embankment foot, and the slope all over, and then they decided to go first to my rooms, to see if by any chance I should have escaped. They did so, and entering found me seated before the fire, a churchwarden in my mouth, a glass of brandy-and-water on the table by my side, and my feet on the hob, contemplating a bright fire. The fact was, that when I fell and rolled towards the train, expecting nothing but instant death, I tumbled into a hole eight inches deep, alongside of, and indeed almost under the rail. My head fitted into this hole as the passing wheel brushed off my hat. My body and feet lay away from the train over the six-foot. Was I safe? The first waggon did not touch me, although the rattle from the loosened rail joint as the wheels crossed it, jarred me terribly, striking terror into my very soul. Clank, clank, clank, the coupling-chains passed over, and the leading wheels of the second waggon shook me again as they rolled over the loose joint. Then I began to feel safe; but anon I remembered that a hanging coupling or a dragging tarpaulin would be fatal to me. I listened painfully for the jangle of a loose chain, but ere half-a-dozen waggons had passed, I am unconscious of all but the great fact that the footboards were travelling three inches or less above my head, and travelling, oh, so slowly! Would they never be past?  

A horrible desire to raise my head took possession of me. I felt that I must raise it, even though, it were to be sliced in two the next instant in consequence of my doing so. I clenched my teeth and fists, and tried to pray that I might have strength to resist the infernal temptation. Just when that temptation had become positively agonizing in its strength, and when I was on the point of succumbing to it, I saw a red glare above my head. It was the 'tail lamp,' and the train had passed! But not for me; it was all going on just, the same. More waggons, more and still more, seemed to be rolling above me, and at last I lifted my head! As I live to write this, I solemnly declare it was with a sort of wonder as to what it would all feel like soon where I was going to. Nothing touched me, however. I stared wildly around, and then fainted.  

Presently the air and the stillness revived me, and I knew that I was safe. But at first I felt almost disappointed. I know that had there been half a score more of carriages to that train my head would have gone up and gone off, for my presence of mind had left me. I could barely stagger home, when I drank a tumbler of brandy quite full at a draught; it steadied me. The rest — the pipe, etc. — were mere bravado. But I paid for it. That night, or morning rather, after I had gone to bed, and my rejoicing companions had left me, I started up shivering, rattling the very bed with my shaking, my teeth chattering, and my heart beating in violent terror. It was long before I left that bed. Something like brain fever, said to be slight by the doctors, but bad enough to me, set in. I was dosed and drenched, and emerged from my sick-room, after some weeks, cured of my fever, but no better, for I had lost all tone and courage.  


— Pictures of the Past: Memories of Men I Have Met and Places I Have Seen (published 1879), by Francis H. Grundy.






"A print from Ernst Haeckel's 1905 Wanderbilder (Travel Pictures). It is a chromolithograph by W. Koehler, after Haeckel's 1882 painting, depicting a jungle scene on the Kelany-Ganga (Kelani River) in Ceylon (present-day Sri Lanka)."

RAIN SHELTERS IN CEYLON



The Vaeddas, and also Kandian hunters, usually go on hunting or honey-collecting trips for a few days at a time; but the Wanniyas are absent in the forests for about two months together, returning home at intervals in order to fetch a little millet-flour, or to leave horns, skins, or honey. They take with them as food merely a small bag of millet-flour. When other food fails they cook the large cakes that have been described above, one of them sufficing for a day's eating. Of course the wilder Vaeddas who do not cultivate millet are without this resource, and live entirely on the forest products and animals at these times. 


The Vaeddas are sometimes reduced to starvation if continuous rain fall while they are distant from their home on these trips. At such times, they informed me that they seek a large Riṭi tree (the bark of which is easily detached in large pieces), and immediately make a long cut across it with an axe, near the foot, and from each end of this a vertical cut of about their own height, or a little more. The piece of bark within the cuts is then lifted off the tree at the lower end, and supported at the loose corners on two sticks set in the ground for the purpose. This makes a tiny watertight shed under which a man can sit and sleep while the rain lasts. I was assured that sometimes they have been obliged by bad weather, when the forest streams were impassable, to remain in such a shelter for three, and in extreme cases even four days, without food They are so well inured to privation of this kind that they seem little the worse for it, in the opinion of the Sinhalese who know them best. They remarked that they had never heard of a Vaedda's dying of starvation. 


When I was in the forests for several days with a party of Wanniyas, a heavy rain-storm came on in the evening, and lasted all night. Using my breakfast-cup as a gauge, I found that the fall amounted to more than three inches. It was an awkward predicament, as we were quite without shelter, and were merely camping under trees. There were no Riṭi trees in that part of the country, but the hunters were equal to the emergency, the threatening appearance of the sky having given us warning of the approaching storm, which many earnest supplications addressed to one of their special Forest-Deities, the Sat-Rajjuruwa-S— Ancient Ceylon (published 1909), by H. Parker. 







 EXPERIMENT XXII: ULTRAMARINE

"Our next experiment will perhaps seem to be of a contrary nature to the two former, made upon syrup of violets and juice of blue-bottles. For as in them, by the infusion of oil of tartar, a bluish liquor is made green, so in this, by the sole mixture of the same oil, a greenish liquor becomes blue. The hint of this experiment was given us by the practice of some Italian painters, who being wont to counterfeit ultramarine azure, as they call it, by grinding verdigrise with sal-ammoniac, and some other saline ingredients, and letting them rot (as they imagine) for a good while together in a dunghill, we supposed that the change of colour wrought in the verdigrise, by this way of preparation, must proceed from the action of certain volatile and alcalizate salts, abounding in some of the mingled concretes, and brought to make a farther dissolution of the copper abounding in the verdigrise, and therefore conjectured, that if both the verdigrise and such salts were dissolved in fair water, the small parts of both being therein more subdivided and set at liberty, would have better access to each other, and thereby incorporate much more suddenly: And accordingly we found, that if, upon a strong solution of good French verdigrise (for it is that we are wont to employ as the best) you pour a just quantity of oil of tartar, and shake them well together, you shall immediately see a notable change of colour, and the mixture will grow thick, and not transparent; but if you stay awhile, till the grosser part be precipitated to, and settled in, the bottom, you may obtain a clear liquor of a very lovely colour, and exceedingly delightful to the eye. But you must have a care to drop in a competent quantity of oil of tartar, for else the colour will not be so deep and rich; and if, instead of this oil, you employ a clear lixivium of pot-ashes, you may have an azure somewhat lighter or paler than, and therefore differing from, the former. And if, instead of either of these liquors, you make use of spirit of urine, or of hartshorn, you may, according to the quantity and quality of the spirit you pour in, obtain a farther variety (though scarce considerable) of ceruleous liquors: And yet, lately, by the help of this urinous spirit, we made a blue liquor, which not a few ingenious persons, and, among them, some whose profession makes them conversant in colours, have looked upon with wonder. But these azure-coloured liquors should be free from the subsiding matter, which the salts of tartar, or urine, precipitate out of them, rather by being decanted, than by filtration: for by the latter of these ways, we have sometimes found the colour of them very much impaired, and little superior to that of the grosser substance that is left in the filtre." 

Although the subject of this experiment was not much for my purpose, I was nevertheless willing to make it as useful as I could to others, and therefore was induced to make the following remarks thereon: — As for the hint the author gives of the practice of some Italian painters, who counterfeit the colour of the ultramarine, by grinding verdigrise with sal-ammoniac, &c., and burying it so for some time in a dunghill; I cannot see how that could answer the design, because the strong acidity that is contained in the verdigrise is so corrosive, that it not only destroys all the colours it comes near, or is mixed with, but it is also impossible, by any means, either by volatile or alkalizate salts, to prevent its turning green, as well when used in oil as in water; the air itself soon taking off all resemblance of blue. Nevertheless I had a mind to try if I could not find out some means to deprive the verdigrise from its corroding quality, or at least so to blunt the points of the salts, as to render it more useful and less offensive than it is at present: For this purpose I chose rather to make use of distilled, than of crude, verdigrise, the latter yielding so little colour in proportion to its bulk; whereas the other entirely dissolves almost in all menstruums, and, in some, so well as to need no filtration. 

After having made as many trials as I thought worth while, there were but two, out of a great number, that to me seemed to deserve notice; of both which I will set down the processes and use. 

First, I took an ounce of the distilled verdigrise, and having reduced it to a very fine powder, dissolved it in four ounces of spirits of hartshorn, which produced a very beautiful deep ceruleous tincture: But though this colour did appear of such a rich blue hue, that it rather inclined to a purple than a green, yet, being put into a phial, and held between the eye and the light, the surface discovered a faint resemblance of a blue green, and being wrote with, or spread on white paper, there was, as soon as dry, a manifest strong appearance of a sea-green; which, therefore, I judged to be serviceable to gentlemen that delighted in colouring perspective views, maps, &c. 

But to make the use of this tincture as extensive as possible, I was desirous to try what effect it would have to precipitate the verdigrise. To do this, I proceeded according to the usual method of precipitating acids with alkalies, as before mentioned; but I found myself deceived by the event; for the verdigrise, though an acid, would not be struck down with a lixiviate alkaleous liquor or salt; wherefore I was obliged to have recourse to another method, and took some of my alum-water, (which is made by boiling an uncertain quantity of alum in water till all is dissolved, and, when quite cold, decanted from the alum that subsides,) and added to it an equal proportion of the tincture in a large phial, when, after a little effervescence, I had the pleasure to see a fine blue-green powder settle to the bottom; which, being washed well with warm water, till the water came off as sweet as it was put on, I spread on clean white tiles to dry, in a place free from dust. But if it happens that the colour does not all precipitate at first, then the tinctured liquor must be poured off in another phial, and precipitated with fresh alum-water, till all the colour is taken out of the menstruum; though this last powder does not come off so deep as the first, because of the additional quantity of alum. By this method I perceived, however, with great satisfaction, that, notwithstanding that the precipitation was performed with an acid, the powder was almost entirely free from those corroding noxious qualities, so pernicious and offensive in the verdigrise, which I imputed to its being dissolved in the alkalizate spirit. This powder will readily incorporate with gum-water or oil, and makes a very lively pleasant colour in both ways of painting. I will freely acknowledge that it has not so great a body as the verdigrise, nor will bear so much white lead as that: but then, on the other hand, it is not so nauseous, and covers better without white than the other does. 

The second way that I found best to free verdigrise from its bad qualities, and to make it more durable, even in the air, (on both which accounts most people are deterred from using it,) was by dissolving the fine powder in alum-water, and precipitating it with a sufficient quantity of oil of tartar, per deliquium, or a lixivium of pot-ashes, by either of which a green powder is obtained, which, being washed and dried, as above, became equally useful to the first. 

From these two processes it will be easily conceived how unlikely it is to bring verdigrise to the hue of ultramarine; for if, by dissolving it in the most active alkalizate spirit, or precipitating it with the strongest lixivial salt, nothing better than a sea-green powder can be produced, how can it with reason be supposed, that grinding it with sal-ammoniac (which is an acid), though mixt with lime, to make the salt more volatile and active, and burying it in a dunghill, should so much alter the colour as to make it a permanent blue; and even to equal ultramarine? For it will, I believe, be allowed by all who are acquainted with the nature of volatiles, that, let the change that is occasioned thereby in colours be what it will, as soon as the volatile particles are gone off, the original matter differs little, if at all, from its pristine state; so that if any lasting change can be produced, it must, in my humble opinion, be done by a fixed alkalizate salt; and yet I have found, by experience, that verdigrise ground with lime, which I think is as little liable to lose its strength as any alkali whatsoever, though as well incorporated as possible, will, when mixt up with oil for painting, soon acquire a perfect green teint, though, before mixture, a beautiful blue. 

I have continued longer on the subject than I should, only to shew that the greatest men are not only entirely free from the impositions of artful ill-designing men, who can, for the sake of lucre, occasionally assume the appearance of honesty and ingenuity to deceive mankind, without distinction, or fear of being detected. 

Yet, before I leave treating on this drug, it may not be altogether unacceptable if I add a process communicated to me some years ago by a friend of mine, and which I have since often made use of with great satisfaction. The recipe is as follows: — 

Take of distilled verdigrise one pound; rhenish tartar four ounces; let both be reduced to a very fine powder, and put into two quarts of water, and a pint of the best vinegar; when it has stood to digest three days and three nights, and the vessel shaken often in that time, filter the liquor through a paper, and boil it over a gentle fire in the open air, to the quantity of a pint; but great care must be taken that it boils not too fast, lest the colour be burnt and spoiled. This is an excellent green tincture for colouring maps, prints, &c., and may be used as ink. It will likewise serve, before it is boiled, for staining of ivory green, by laying the ivory therein for some days, till it acquires a deep colour. The smell of the verdigrise may he taken off by putting the stained ivory a day or two in clear urine. 

N.B. This method of staining has been approved of by several curious persons, as the best that has of late years been practised. 


— The Painter's Companion, or, A Treatise on Colours: Shewing How to Make the Several Sorts from Their Proper Ingredients… (published 1825), by John Hoofnail and Robert Boyle (1627–1691). 





PRESTIDIGITATION

PUBLISHER'S PREFACE. 

The Publishers of this little volume do not conceive that it will require an elaborate introduction to the reading public. That there has been "jugglery" in all ages of the world, history abundantly proves. The ancient religions of the heathen were mixed up with an extensive system of legerdemain, and were mostly a tissue of trickery. Sleight of hand, magic, necromancy, &c., are all terms applicable to the same performances. 

The following pages are not intended to make the reader either a cheat or trickster. In the long winter's evening, at Merry Christmas time, or on a wet day in the country, the young folks are often at a loss how to amuse themselves. To furnish the ingenious with the means to enable them to provide entertainment, to qualify the hero of his little circle to divert and astonish his friends, and to inform, without being dryly scientific, are the principal objects of this work. To those who mingle in society, and yet can neither tell a good story or sing, this little book will be invaluable. Those who have been mystified by professional magicians will here find the mysteries explained, and that, too, without any help from the "old gentleman" of whom it is not polite to speak. With the hope that our little book may be found acceptable, we present it to the public. 

TO THE YOUNG CONJUROR. 

In the performance of feats of legerdemain, the chief requisites are self possession and dexterity. The latter can be acquired only by much practice. The following hints will be of value to the amateur prestidigitateur: 

First. — Never acquaint the audience with the particulars of the feat you are about to perform, for it may enable them to discover your mode of operation. 

Second.  — Acquire, if possible, several methods of performing the same feat, in order that should you be likely to fail in one, you may be prepared with another. 

Third.  — Never yield to a request to repeat a feat, for you thereby hazard the detection of your mode of operation. Promise to repeat it and then exhibit another that somewhat resembles it. 

Fourth.  — Never undertake to perform a feat until you have practiced it often enough to acquire the necessary expertness. 

Fifth.  — Diverting the attention of the company from too closely inspecting your manoeuvres is a most important object, and you should manage to talk to them during the whole course of your proceedings. State that everything you exhibit can be accounted for on rational principles, and is only in obedience to the unerring laws of nature. Practice each feat until you can perform it adroitly and expertly. "Practice makes perfect," and no one need ever be called "no conjuror" who reads and sufficiently studies the within pages. 

HOW TO CUT A MAN'S HEAD OFF, AND PUT IT 

ON A PLATTER A YARD FROM HIS BODY. 

This is a curious performance if it be handled by a skillful hand. To show this feat of execution you must cause a board, a cloth, and a platter to be purposely made, and in each of them to be made holes fit for a person's neck; the board must be made of two planks, the longer and broader the better; there must be left within half a yard of the end of each plank half a hole, so as, both the planks being thrust together, there may remain two holes, like holes in a pair of stocks; there must be made likewise a hole in the cloth; a platter also must be set directly over or upon one of them, having a hole in the middle thereof, of the like quantity, and also a piece cut off the same, as big as his neck, through which his head may be conveyed into the middle of the platter, and then, sitting or kneeling under the board, let the head only remain upon the board, in the frame. Then to make the sight more striking, put a little brimstone into a chafing dish of coals, setting it before the head of the boy, who must gasp two or three times, so as the smoke may enter his nostrils and mouth, which is not unwholesome, and the head presently will appear stark dead, if the boy act his countenance accordingly; and if a little blood be sprinkled on his face the sight will be stranger. This is commonly practiced with a boy instructed for that purpose, who, being familiar and conversant with the company, may be known as well by his face as his apparel. In the other end of the table, where the like hole is made, another boy of the bigness of the known boy must be placed, having on his usual apparel; he must lean or lie upon the board, and must put his head under it through the side hole, so as the body shall seem to lie on the end of the board, and his head lie in a platter on the other end. There are other things which might be performed in this action, the more to astonish the beholders, which, because they require long descriptions, are here omitted; as to put about his neck a little dough kneaded with bullock's blood, which being cold, will appear like dead flesh, and being pricked with a sharp round hollow quill, will bleed and seem very strange; and many rules are to be observed herein, as to have the tablecloth so long and so wide that it may almost reach the ground. 


— Prestidigitation (published 1870). 




"The 3 towers (tour de Nesle, tour du coin, tour du bois) on the Plan de Truschet and Hoyau (1550)."

THE URBAN FIEFS OF PARIS
The town of Paris did not develop, as one might be tempted to think, from a central kernel, growing, spreading from place to place. There were, on the contrary, a certain number of generating kernels, each of which developed, and grew little by little, drawing nearer together in their growth and finally merging in one another. Contrary to the general opinion, the Cité did not play the part of a great splash of oil which gained the banks of the Seine and swamped the land as far as the present line of fortifications: it was an indefinite number of little cities, placed, one under episcopal authority, another under the royal authority, others under the rule of an abbey, others still under the rule of a military order, but the greater number under the suzerainty of a simple lord, which formed and developed singly, living cells, growing by the force of their internal energy, up to the moment at which, having approached one another, they rased their walls within the common fortification. 

The town of Paris was thus formed by the juxtaposition of a certain number of fortresses each of which had its own system of defence, each surrounded by its own gardens, woods, meadows, and free spaces, each enclosed by a line of fortification, i.e.  by high walls without any opening to the outside world, and surrounded by a moat filled with water, and each of which was the dwelling-place of a lord who grouped his household round him, of a patrician who governed his clients, of a paterfamilias who lived in the bosom of his familia. 

Paris afforded, therefore, in the thirteenth century, the aspect which Moscow is still to present in the eighteenth, as described by the Count de Ségur: a vast group of castles, each of which is surrounded by its village, protected by its keep, surrounded by its special fortification. 

Within each of these enclosures were seen many houses of merchants and artisans, but they were domestic merchants and artisans, ministeriales domus, employed in the service of the seigniorial familia, resembling the fèvres-mesniers of the feudal castles which we mentioned just now. They ministered to the needs of the relatives of the seigneur; they worked and traded under cover of his patronage. Amidst the general prosperity this population grew and multiplied within these various seignories. The lords are then to be seen building within their enclosures, confining themselves to the centre of their property, dividing into dwellings the parts which border on the public ways. Each of these little family towns enjoyed autonomy with its particular enclosure within the common enclosure. Let us reflect that at the beginning of the reign of Louis XIV in the full seventeenth century more than half Paris depended on individual lords — there were thirty-four of them — each of whom had judicial rights over his territory and that one of these urban lordships was to preserve its independence down to the Revolution. 


— The Middle Ages (published 1922), by Franz Funck-Brentano (1862–1947) and Elizabeth Speakman O'Neill (1877–1951). 





"Hal Forde, his Director Richard Garrick, and the Gaumont Company as they appear in 'Lessons of Love, coming Rialto Star (Mutual Feature)."

AMATEUR MOVIE-MAKING BASICS
Amateur theatrical clubs, theater guilds, and the like, have done much to make the modern drama the great art that it is. But because of the overwhelming expense heretofore attached to the making of movies there have been no attempts at any similar activities in the films. The movies have never had the advantage of the experiments of amateur societies. 

To-day, however, the making of movies by amateurs is a distinct possibility. The possibilities of making a motion picture at comparatively little expense were first drawn to public attention five years ago when two young men, both of whom have become well-known directors, made a saleable photoplay in their own back yard. These boys had many theories about what a movie should and should not be, but they could never find a company willing to give their theories a trial. Finally they hit upon the original expedient of buying their own camera and making a picture in which nearly all the actors were children and which therefore cost very little money. Nearly all the scenes were exteriors, so that practically no scenery was required. The picture was most original and in spite of their technical shortcomings, they found a fairly profitable sale. 

If you desire to write, direct or act in the pictures, you can have no better experience than trying to make a picture of your own, even if at first you are not very successful. 

The great initial expense for this sort of thing is, of course, the outlay required to buy a camera. In most towns of any size there are now professional movie cameramen who work for the news reel companies and who may be hired for a comparatively small sum. If, however, you desire to make your photoplay an entirely amateur affair, you can buy a usable second-hand camera for outdoor work for as low as a hundred dollars. 

Some one of your associates must make it his business to learn to run this camera with sufficient skill to insure that your film will not be wasted. 

The next important outlay is that of the film itself. Film costs about eleven or twelve cents a foot when developed and printed. Therefore, the cost of production depends largely upon the length of your picture. For a first attempt we should advise you to keep your photoplay within 2,000 feet, or two reels. 

Start by writing a simple story into a scenario with as many exterior scenes as possible. The necessary interiors, such as rooms or hallways, may be built by your own amateurs, outdoors, as they are often built in California, so that no lights will be necessary. You can paint your own subtitle cards — the written inserts — and film them yourself. 

It is not necessary to make the scenes in their natural sequence. After the picture is finished and developed, however, someone must assemble and cut it. 

This means that you must rent the use of the projection machine at your local theater for a few mornings, and get the local operator to help you splice and cement the film together in its correct order of long shots and close-ups. There is no rule for this work except that of practical values on the screen. Just run your bits of film through the projection machine and stick them together the way they look best. It is a matter of artistic perception rather than any set rule. 

If your scenario calls for an outdoor picture — for example, a cowboy story — which does not require costumes, you should be able to make it for a thousand dollars, provided your amateur actors, and amateur cameramen, and amateur authors are working for nothing. There are mighty few amateur theatricals of any pretention whatsoever which do not cost as much as this, and you should be able to take in a good profit if your picture is exploited in your local theaters. 

As a matter of fact, pictures have not always been produced on the scale that they are to-day. Ten years ago feature pictures cost from $5,000 to $7,000 to make, and in those days film and cameras were much more expensive. The producers simply made outdoor pictures which required no lights or scenery, and saved on the salaries of actors and directors, which have multiplied twenty times since then. To-day the average feature picture costs from $50,000 to $150,000 to produce. Griffith's "Way Down East" cost nearly a million to produce. That is because the salaries of actors, directors and authors have risen so enormously. 

But there is no reason why an amateur company in which the cost of salaries is completely eliminated cannot make their own picture at a minimum expense. If you want to break into the movies, here is a way to do it, right in your own home town. 



— Breaking into the Movies (published 1921), by John Emerson (1874–1956) and Anita Loos (1893–1981). 




Hydra vulgaris, with incipient young one.

A LOOK AT THE CHARMINGLY VITAL HYDRA

A MONSTER. 

The animal world is not without a very fair representation in the minutiae of nature. Among the most striking objects which I have been able to exhibit in public have always been living examples of the invertebrate families which inhabit water; they tell so much of their own story, even to the most superficial observer, and carry such an air of real life in their every motion, that one cannot do otherwise than feel the fascination exerted by the movements of a little animal whose size just enables us to recognise its presence with the unaided eye, but whose instincts and evidently voluntary manoeuvres are, to all intents and purposes, as important to itself and to its neighbours as are those of the crocodile or the cuttlefish. 

If our lines were cast in such a pleasant place as a country spot, near to which might be found ponds or extensive ditches, we should have but little difficulty in obtaining for ourselves, in the summer, a fine example of the object which I will select as a symbol of the family of the polyps; but living, as so many of us are compelled, in that maze of.bricks and mortar called emphatically 'town,' the time necessary for the search for such a treasure is not always available, so we will send to one of those obliging gentlemen who advertise in the scientific papers, and he will forward us, at any given date, to our order (as the commercial folk say), a specimen which shall be guaranteed lively and healthy. 

It arrives, and with a view to providing it with the needful rest after its journey, we empty the little tube of all its contents into our ' live trough,' and after a few hours place it bodily on the stage of the microscope. 

After possibly a few minutes' search under the 2-inch object-glass, over what now appears a miniature Atlantic Ocean, we come across a leaf, very likely of Anacharis, to which is suspended, and apparently glued, a Hydra, whose body is a kind of stalk covered with tubercles, and which possesses from three to seven arms, also duly provided with the said tubercles. These arms are continually on the move, searching hither and thither for what they may devour. 

Amongst the contents of the postal tube may very likely be other forms of low animal life, and in this case we may be so fortunate as to observe our Hydra in the act of seizing on a prey. 

We shall notice that the arms rapidly encircle any object coming within reach of their ferocious owner, and should it be suitable for its dinner, it is closely embraced, paralysed, and finally absorbed in the mouth of the animal, which is situated between the arms. A ½-inch power on our instrument will reveal to us the fact that amongst the tubercles will be found a sort of dart or stinging organ, which the animal carries in the novel quiver of its own skin. From noticing the presence of the 'darts' in bodies on which it has fed, many naturalists have concluded that it can shoot them at pleasure. We will not enter into this matter, but enjoy the pleasure of a sight of the miniature octopus, which, under favourable conditions, can be preserved alive for many days. 

Perhaps after the lapse of a few hours we may find that our little friend has deserted his leaf; in which case nothing is more likely than that he is on the surface of the water, suspended straight down, with the air contained in the sucker at the base of his body utilised as a float, or he may have taken up new quarters on the side of the trough, and from either position it will be easy to pursue his wonderfully sensible evolutions and note the curiously real character of his passion for prey. 

These creatures are usually multiplied by what is termed 'budding;' that is, an excrescence appears on the body, which gradually grows until it develops a new and perfect Hydra, which, so soon as it feels itself able to cope with the troubles and responsibilities of independent existence, forthwith separates from its parent stalk, and begins the world on its own account. 

Such an interesting little animal is a fair specimen of its congeners; there are many British freshwater species — among which may be named Hydra vulgaris, H. viridis, and H. fusca — all presenting much the same characteristics, but varying in size and colour. It is possible to permanently mount this polyp, and so have a specimen always at hand to show; but in this case the charm of vitality is of course absent, and the mummy is but a faint image of the Egyptian king. 



— My Microscope and Some Objects from My Cabinet: A Simple Introduction to the Study of 'the Infinitely Little' (published 1888), by Thomas Charters White (1828–1916). 

 





THE GAME OF GOLF
The Scotch have a gymnastic game, more wholesome and more agreeable than those of the English which I have just described; it is called "The Game of Golf," and is commonly played on extensive plains or links, the surface of which, though generally level, is occasionally interrupted by ruts and hillocks tufted with furze or long grass. Two round holes, about six inches in diameter, and from four to eight feet deep, are made at certain distances on a right line; the distances between these holes vary from two to six hundred yards. The golfers all wear a short loose jacket, and provide themselves with slender clubs to strike the balls, made of very hard flexible wood, three or four feet long, according to the stature of the player. One end is thicker than the other, rather crooked, and has lead run into it, to make it heavy and increase the force of the stroke. The player lays hold of this club with both hands, raises it over his head, and as it descends strikes the ball, which is made of very hard leather, stuffed with feathers: it is commonly an inch and three quarters in diameter, and weighs about two ounces. Each party has a ball, and those who play together strive by turns to drive the ball from the spot where it lies as far as they can. The object of the game is, to send this ball into a certain hole with the fewest strokes. Thus the party who puts the ball into the hole at five strokes beats another which accomplishes it with six or seven, or more. If the number of strokes is equal on both sides, neither can claim the advantage. In this manner the game continues till all the holes are filled. The number of players on each side must be equal. There may be two, four, six, and even eight on a side; but let the parties be as numerous as they will, they never use more than two balls. 

You will easily perceive, that to play well at this game, a person must possess several essential qualities. In the first place, it requires great strength and dexterity to drive the ball to a great distance, especially if there are players in the opposite party who, as I have seen, will with a single blow, send the ball upwards of a hundred yards. In the next place it requires skill in measuring the strength of the stroke, and applying it in such a direction as to lay the ball in smooth ground whence it may be easily moved, and also to drive it, when near the hole, just into it and no further; for a little too much force may defeat the object, and give the advantage to the opposite party. This is the most interesting moment of the game. The Scotch in general pursue this sport with incredible ardour; they are animated with the highest degree of emulation, and are consequently proficients in this game, which gives them an opportunity of displaying their address, at the same time that it affords them a wholesome exercise. I have seen old men of seventy drive a ball at five or six strokes from one hole to another, at the distance of four hundred and fifty yards. I tried to do the same, but found to my shame, and amidst the laughter of the other players, that the fifteenth stroke left me a good way from the mark, I afterwards practised very often; and the more dexterity I acquired, the more pleasure and interest I took in the diversion. I can assure you that there are few games which seem to me better adapted to all ages than this; for it may be played more or less briskly as you please. The players have an opportunity of showing their strength and skill without being obliged to fatigue themselves; so that the Scotch amuse themselves at it from eight to eighty years of age. On their return to the town, the golfers frequently enter into long discussions respecting the strokes they have given; defending themselves from the reproach of having caused their party to lose the game, or suffered their attention to be diverted from it by the raillery of their adversaries, who usually employ this method to disconcert the opposite party. The rich, who in every country love to distinguish themselves by luxury, have introduced it into this game also. Some of them are attended to the links by a servant, carrying seven or eight clubs, each of which has a different kind of end, for taking the ball as it lies in the grass, in wheel-ruts, and in every possible situation. Considerable prizes are frequently offered for the winners, and thousands of guineas are betted on a diversion in which interested motives ought to have no place. The pleasure of having won, and amused themselves with their friends, ought to satisfy the players. In no game whatever can I approve of playing for money. But the speculative genius of the English enters into most of their amusements. 



— Depping's Evening Entertainments (published 1833), by Georg B. Deppig. 




EARLY YEARS OF A SUPER-TRAMP
It was through being born in a public house that I became acquainted with the taste of drink at a very early age, receiving sups of mulled beer at bed time, in lieu of cocoa or tea, as is the custom in more domestic houses. So that, after my school days were over, I required but very little inducement to drink. 

At last the old people, being tired of business and having a little property, retired into private life; my father, whom I cannot remember, being dead, and my mother marrying the second time, much to the old folks' annoyance. Their own children having all died, they kindly offered to adopt us three children, the only grandchildren they had; and mother, knowing that such would be to our future benefit, at once agreed. When we were settled in private life our home consisted of grandfather, grandmother, an imbecile brother, a sister, myself, a maidservant, a dog, a cat, a parrot, a dove, and a canary bird. I remember those happy days, and often wish I could speak into the ears of the dead the gratitude which was due to them in life, and so ill returned. 

My school days began, but I played truant day after day, and the maidservant had to lead me as a prisoner to school. Although small of figure I was a good athlete, and so often fighting that some of my relatives thought that prize fighting was of a certainty to be my future vocation. Mother's father and brothers all took great interest in pugilism, and they knew the game well from much practice of their own. They were never so much delighted as when I visited them with a black eye or a bloody nose, at which time they would be at the trouble to give cunning points as to how to meet an opponent according to his weight and height. "He certainly has the one thing essential," they affirmed, one to the other, "and that is the heart. Without that experience would be of no account, but with that it will be the making of him." If I took off my coat to battle in the streets, the shirt itself came off in the lanes and fields. When attending school I would accompany a dozen or more boys "following the leader". Needless to say, I was the leader; and, being a good jumper, would leap over ditches that would try every nerve in my body. Two or three would follow a little less successfully, and then we would bully and threaten the less active to make the attempt. Often we had to drag them out by the hair of the head, and it was in this condition that they were led back to school late — always late. The dirtiest boy, who had had the most pressure put upon him, and was truly the most gentle and least guilty of us all — would be punished the most severely for these escapades, owing to his dirtier condition, and most likely receive more punishment afterwards at home. Strange that I was not a bad scholar, and that I passed all my standards with ease. In the last year of my school days I became captain of the school's football team, and was honoured and trusted by being, allowed to take charge of the ball, but owing to making private use of the same, and practising in secret with boys of other schools, I was requested by the Committee to forfeit my trust, although I might still continue captain as aforesaid. If I had been contented with these innocent honours, and had not been so ambitious to excel in other and more infamous parts, all would have been well, and my schooldays would have been something of a credit to me. But unfortunately, at this time, I organized a band of robbers, six in number, and all of good families and comfortable homes. It was our wont to enter busy stores, knowing that small boys would not be attended to until the grown people had finished their purchases. Then we would slyly take things up for a curious examination, at the same time watching a favourable opportunity to surreptitiously appropriate them. When accosted by the shop-man as to our wants we would innocently ask the price of some article we had agreed on, and receiving answer, would quietly leave the premises. This went on for some time, and I had nefariously profited by a large assortment of miscellaneous articles, such as paints, brushes, books, bottles of scent and various other items that could not be preserved, such as sweets and confectionery How this continued for six weeks speaks well for our well laid plans, and our dexterity in the performance of them. My girl, Maggie, who had, during our early acquaintance, received only presents of wild flowers and birds' eggs, and occasionally a handful of nuts, was now the happy possessor of valuable presents in the shape of purses, pocket books, bottles of scents, pencils of silver, not to mention having received a hundred different sorts of sweets and cake that was superior to her mother's. Time after time she promised not to betray me; or any of my confederates. The latter often warned me against reposing confidence in the other sex. One produced a book, at that very moment, which told how a woman betrayed a gang of robbers; and it was his firm opinion that the other sex could not be trusted farther than they could be seen. 

At home I was cured of thieving by what I thought at that time to be a very remarkable incident — no more or less than the result of witchcraft. One day my grandmother happened to be standing before the fire cooking, and above the fireplace was a large mirror, towards which her eyes were turned. Thinking this a favourable opportunity to rifle the sugar basin, I lost no time in making the attempt; but my fingers had scarcely closed on a large lump when the old lady, without in the least turning her head, cried in a shrill voice, "You dare! "For my life I could not account for this discovery, and it sent such a shock through me that I never again attempted in the old lady's presence to be other than honest. She could close her eyes in the arm chair and even breathe audibly, but I never had the confidence to make another attempt. But this incident at home had no detrimental effect on my courage abroad. 

One day I and my lieutenant played truant from school, and making our way up town, began to execute various little plans that had been concocted the night before. After several desperate sorties on confectionery, with our usual success, we began to meditate on higher game. We blundered at a cigar case in a chemist shop, and had to leave our spoils behind. Although fearful, we entered a large grocery store, and were having great success, when my lieutenant dropped a bottle of scent, and not having the presence of mind to stand his ground and make it appear an accident, made a guilty rush through the open door. I followed him at once, and catching him up, got clear ahead. But the hue and cry was out, and every one shouted, "Stop thieves! "This terrible cry, taken up by one and another, took all the strength out of our legs, and our own sheer terror brought us to a halt. In five minutes we were captured and crying over our ill luck in a prison cell. We made a confession of everything, and the rest of the gang were soon under arrest. Our houses were visited by detectives and searched, and different articles found in cupboards, drawers, desks, and chests which were soon identified by the shopkeepers. Maggie, at the instigation of her mother, gave several articles to the police, with information, proving to me, even in those early days, how little her sex was to be trusted. The unfortunate part of this was that we all had good homes. My grandfather would most certainly have paid a fine of twenty or thirty pounds to save me from punishment, and offered, I believe, to do the same. Alas! the magistrates were inexorable, and I and my lieutenant were sentenced each to twelve strokes with the birch rod, whilst the other four, not being caught red-handed, received six strokes each. I do not at present feel much remorse for those desperate times, but often think of the disgrace to parents. The kindly admonishment of my schoolmaster made me shed the real tears of repentance, not being forced from me by any thought of punishment. This ended my schooldays; and after the breaking up of our gang, I was not allowed much liberty, our elders being afraid of a re-organization. When I was allowed out for an hour's play, strict injunctions were given me not to leave our own door, and this was not much to my liking….

Life was very irksome to me at this period, being led to chapel morning and evening on Sundays, and led back; having the mortification of seeing other boys of the same age enjoying their liberty. The only way to alter these conditions was to apply for work. This was soon done, hiring myself out to an ironmonger, at a weekly wage of five shillings…. 



— The Autobiography of a Super-Tramp (published 1908), by W.H. (William Henry) Davies. Welsh poet and writer, very popular in his day, who spent most of his life as a hobo in the U.K. and U.S. The classic rock group Supertramp named itself after this book.




PREPARATIONS FOR THE JOURNEY INTO CENTRAL AFRICA

I devoted but little time to seeing Cairo, for the travelling season had arrived, and a speedy departure from Cairo was absolutely necessary. The trip to Khartoum occupies at least two months and it is not safe to remain there later than the first of March, on account of the heat and the rainy season, which is very unhealthy for strangers. Dr. Knoblecher, the Catholic Apostolic Vicar for Central Africa, had left about a month previous, on his expedition to the sources of the White Nile. I therefore went zealously to work, and in five days my preparations were nearly completed. I prevailed upon the European of our triad, who had intended proceeding no further than Cairo, to join me for the voyage to Assouan, on the Nubian frontier, and our first care was to engage a good dahabiych, or Nile-boat. This arrangement gave me great joy, for nowhere is a congenial comrade so desirable as on the Nile. My friend appreciated the river, and without the prospect of seeing Thebes, Ombos and Philae, would have cheerfully borne all the inconveniences and delays of the journey, for the Nile's sake alone. Commend me to such a man, for of the hundreds of tourists who visit the East, there are few such! On my arrival, I had found that the rumors I had heard on the road respecting the number of travellers and the rise in the price of boats, were partially true. Not more than a dozen boats had left for Upper Egypt, but the price had been raised in anticipation. The ship carpenters and painters were busily employed all along the shore at Boulak, in renovating the old barks or building new ones, and the Beys and Pashas who owned the craft were anticipating a good harvest. Some travellers paid forty-five pounds a month for their vessels, but I found little difficulty in getting a large and convenient boat, for two persons, at twenty pounds a month. This price, it should be understood, includes the services of ten men, who find their own provisions, and only receive a gratuity in case of good behavior. The American Consul, Mr. Kahil, had kindly obtained for me the promise of a bark from Ismail Pasha, before our arrival — a superb vessel, furnished with beds, tables, chairs and divans, in a very handsome style — which was offered at thirty pounds a month, but it was much larger than we needed. In the course of my inspection of the fleet of barks at Boulak, I found several which might be had at fifteen, and seventeen pounds a month, but they were old, inconvenient, and full of vermin. Our boat, which I named the Cleopatra, had been newly cleansed and painted, and contained, besides a spacious cabin, with beds and divans, a sort of portico on the outside, with cushioned seats, where we proposed to sit during the balmy twilights, and smoke our shebooks. 


Without a tolerable knowledge of Arabic, a dragoman is indispensable. The few phrases I had picked up, on the way from Alexandria, availed me little, and would have been use less in Nubia, where either the Berberi language, or a different Arabic dialect is spoken; and I therefore engaged a dragoman for the journey. This class of persons always swarm in Cairo, and I had not been there a day before I was visited by half a dozen, who were anxious to make the trip to Khartoum. How they knew I was going there, I cannot imagine; but I found that they knew the plans of every traveller in Cairo as well. I endeavored to find one who had already made the journey but of all who presented themselves, only two had been farther than the second Cataract. One of these was a Nubian, who had made a trip with the Sennaar merchants, as far as Shendy in Ethiopia; but he had a sinister, treacherous face, and I refused him at once. The other was an old man, named Suleyman Ali, who had been for three years a servant of Champollion, whose certificate of his faithfulness and honesty he produced. 


He had been three years in Sennaar, and in addition to Italian, (the only Frank tongue he knew), spoke several Ethiopian dialects. He was a fine, venerable figure, with an honest face, and I had almost decided to take him, when I learned that he was in feeble health and would scarcely be able to endure the hardships of the journey. I finally made choice of a dark Egyptian, born in the valley of Thebes. He was called Achmet el Saïdi, or Achmet of Upper Egypt, and when a boy had been for several years a servant in the house of the English Consul at Alexandria. He spoke English fluently, as well as a little Italian and Turkish. I was first attracted to him by his bold, manly face, and finding that his recommendations were excellent, and that he had sufficient spirit, courage and address to serve us both in case of peril, I engaged him, notwithstanding he had never travelled beyond Wadi Halfa (the Second Cataract). I judged, however, that I was quite as familiar with the geography of Central Africa as any dragoman I could procure, and that, in any case, I should find it best to form my own plans and choose my own paths. How far I was justified in my choice, will appear in the course of the narrative. 


The next step was to procure a double outfit — for the Nile and the Desert — and herein Achmet, who had twice made the journey to Mount Sinai and Petra, rendered me good service. I had some general knowledge of what was necessary, but without the advantage of his practical experience, should have been very imperfectly prepared. As it was, many things were for gotten in the haste of departure, the need of which I felt when it was too late to procure them. I had been prudent enough, when in Vienna, to provide myself with Berghaus's great map of Arabia and the Valley of the Nile, which, with a stray volume of Russegger, were my only guides. In Khartoum, afterwards, I stumbled upon a copy of Hoskins's Ethiopia. The greater part of my funds I changed into Egyptian silver medjids, colonnati, or Spanish pillar-dollars, and the Austrian dollar of Maria Theresa, all of which are current as far as Sennaar and Abyssinia. I also procured five hundred piastres in copper pieces of five paràs (about half a cent) each, which were contained in a large palm-basket, and made nearly an ass's load. In addition to these supplies, I obtained from an Armenian merchant a letter of credit on his brother in Khartoum, for two thousand piastres, on which, he gave me to understand, I should be obliged to pay a discount of twenty per cent. I endeavored, but in vain, to procure some information relative to the cost of travelling in Nubia and the countries beyond. The Frank merchants knew nothing, except that the expenses were vast, and predicted that the sum I took would prove insufficient and that I should certainly become involved in great difficulties and embarrassments. The native merchants who had made the journey were all jealous of a foreign traveller attempting to penetrate into their peculiar domain, and gave me no satisfactory information, while to the imagination of the Cairenes, Sennaar is the utmost verge of the world, and he who has been there and returned in safety, enjoys the special protection of Allah. Even Achmet, although he showed no signs of fear, and did not hesitate to accompany me, informed his family and friends that we were going no further than Wadi Halfa, for he said they would certainly detain him by force, should they learn the truth. 


I did not think it necessary to obtain a firman from Abbas Pasha, which might readily have been procured. The American, English and Austrian Consuls kindly gave me letters to the principal Consular agents and merchants in Khartoum, besides which, Achmet professed to have some acquaintance with Lattif Pasha, who was then Pasha of Soudan. To the Hon. Mr. Murray, the English Consul-General, and Mr. Constantine Kahil, the American Vice-Consul at Cairo, I was especially indebted for favors. The former intrusted me with despatches for Khartoum and Obeid, in Kordofan, and the latter furnished me with letters to the Governors of Thebes, Assouan and Korosko, asking the latter to insure my safety on the journey through the Nubian Desert. Thus prepared, I anticipated no further trouble on the road than from hard-trotting camels sand, brackish water, and the like privations, which are easily borne.


The furnishing of a Nile-boat requires considerable knowledge of housekeeping. The number of small articles required for this floating speck of civilization in a country of barbarians, is amazing to a bachelor. I had no idea that the art of cooking needed such a variety of tools and appliances, and for the first time in my life, conceived some respect for the fame of Ude and Soyer. There are frying-pans and stew-pans; coffee-pots and tea-pots; knives, forks, spoons, towels, cups, ladles and boxes; butter, lard, flour, rice, macaroni, oil, vinegar, mustard and pepper; and no end to the groceries. We must have a table and chairs, quilts and pillows, mats, carpets and napkins, and many other articles which I should never have thought of without the help of Achmet and of M. Pini, who keeps a general dépôt of supplies. His printed lists, in four languages, lighten the traveller's labor very greatly. His experience in regard to the quantity required, is also of much service; otherwise an inexperienced person would not know whether to take twelve or fifty pounds of rice, nor how much sugar belonged to so much coffee. The expense of our outfit, including bread, fowls, mutton, charcoal, and every other requisite, was about two thousand piastres — a little more than one hundred dollars. The calculation was made for one month's provisions for two persons. 


For my further journey after leaving the Nile, I was recommended to take a large supply, on account of the scarcity and expense of many articles in Upper Nubia and Sennaar. I therefore purchased sufficient tea, coffee, flour, rice, biscuits, sugar, macaroni and dried fruit to last me two months, beside a complete canteen, or supply of articles necessary for life in the desert. I took an extra quantity of gunpowder, tobacco and coffee, for presents to the Arab shekhs. The entire cost of this outfit was about nine hundred piastres. In addition, I procured a good Turkish tent for two hundred and fifty piastres, to which I added a supply of tent-pins, lantern-poles, water-skins, and leathern water-flasks, all these articles being procured to better advantage in Cairo. I did not propose adopting the Egyptian costume until I had made some progress in the language, and therefore contented myself with purchasing a bornous of camel's hair, a sabre, a broad shawl of Tripoli silk, for the waist, and shoes of white leather, which are very cool and comfortable. I also followed the custom of the European residents, in having my hair shorn close to the head, and wearing a white cotton skull-cap. Over this was drawn the red tarboosh, or fez, and as a protection against the sun, I bound a large white shawl around it, which was my first lesson in turban-making. 


Achmet, influenced by a superstition which is not peculiar to the East, begged me to hasten our preparations, in order that we might leave Boulak on Monday, which day, he averred, was the luckiest in the week, and would render our journey prosperous from beginning to end. Knowing from experience that half the success of the journey is in the start, and believing that it is better to have superstition with you than against you, I determined to gratify him. He was as zealous as I could wish, and we rested not from morning to night, until at last, from the spirit with which we labored, it seemed almost a matter of life and death, that the boat should leave on Monday. I had a clause inserted in our written contract with the captain, that he should forfeit a day's rent, in case he was not ready at the appointed hour but, in spite of this precaution Achmet, who well knew the indifference of the Arab nature was constantly on his track. Two or three times a day he galloped to Boulak, to hasten the enlistment of the men, the baking of bread for the voyage, the furbishing of the cabin and the overhauling of the sails, oars and rigging. My European friends in Cairo smiled at our display of activity, saying that such a thing had never been known, as a boat sailing at the appointed time, and that I was fatiguing myself to no purpose. 


Monday (Nov. 17th) came, and the Egyptian cook, Salame, whom we had engaged for the Nile voyage, was despatched to the markets to lay in a supply of fowls, eggs, butter and vegetables. My letters home — the last I expected to send, for months to come — were committed to the Post Office, and after an early dinner, we saw our baggage and stores laden upon carts and started for Boulak, under Achmet's guidance. We took leave of the few friends we had made in Cairo, and followed. The Cleopatra was still lying in the midst of a crowd of dahabiyehs, but the American flag, hoisted at the peak of her little mizzenmast, was our "cornet," proclaiming departure. "We found Achmet unjacketed and unturbaned, stowing away the stores, with one eye on the raïs, and another (as it seemed to me) on each of the tardy sailors. There was still charcoal to be bought, and bois gras for kindling fires, and clubs for the men, to prevent invasions from the shore, with many more of those wants which are never remembered until the last moment. The afternoon wore away; the shadows of the feathery date-trees on the island of Rhoda stretched long and cool across the Nile; but before the sun had touched the tops of the Pyramids, we had squeezed out from the shipping of Boulak and were slowly working up the Nile before a light wind, while our boatmen thumped the tarabooka, and sang their wild Arab songs of departure. The raïs came up to know whether he had not fulfilled his contract and Achmet with a cheerful face, turned to me and said "Praised be Allah, master! we shall have a lucky journey." 


— Travels (published 1883–1887), by Bayard Taylor (1825–1878). Poet, travel author, diplomat.




ADVENTURES OF M. ARAGO
 
During the last war, the two French mathematicians, Biot and Arago, travelled, with the permission of England and Spain, to make experiments for the purpose of measuring an arc of the meridian. Biot happily returned to France without any difficulty; but Arago, before he got home, encountered some singular adventures.  

While concluding his labours on the mountain De Galazzo, in Majorca, there suddenly arose a disturbance among the people of the island. They fancied that Arago's instruments, particularly the fire signals which he gave to other observers employed at Ivica, were intended to invite their enemy, the French, to the island, and to show them the way. Arago suddenly heard the dreadful cry all round, 'Treason! Death!' The assault upon Mount Galazzo instantly commenced; but its cause fortunately perceived the imminent danger. He quickly changed his dress for that of a peasant of the island, and escaped to Palma. Here he found the ship which had brought him to the island, and concealed himself in it. He at the same time succeeded, through some brave men of the crew, in regaining his mathematical instruments, which he had been obliged to leave on the mountain. But new terrors awaited him in this disguise. Either through fear or treachery, the Spanish captain of the ship quite unexpectedly refused to protect Arago any farther, though he had always shown himself his friend; he also refused to take him back to France; entreaties, promises, reproaches — nothing would avail. In this great emergency, the chief commander of the island fortunately took the part of Arago; but could not save him at that time, but by confining him as a prisoner in the fortress. While Arago was obliged to remain here several months, his life was sometimes in the greatest danger. The fanatical monks attempted several times to bribe the guards and murder the prisoner. But the Spanish mathematician, Rodriguez, his fellow labourer and faithful friend, who never quitted his side, was his deliverer. This worthy man would not rest till he had obtained, by his representations against the injustice of the unaccountable mal-treatment of an innocent person, the liberty of his friend, and at the same time permission for him to go over to Algiers in a small vessel of his own.  

In Algiers, Du Bois Tainville, at that time French Consul, kindly received him, and took means to put him on board an Algerine merchantman, that he might return to France. At first, everything went according to his wishes. The ship approached Marseilles, and Arago, with the fairest hopes, already found himself in the harbour. But, at the same moment, a Spanish privateer attacked the ship, took it, and brought it to Rosas, on the Spanish coast. Arago might still have been liberated, as he was entered on the ship's books as a German merchant; but unfortunately, he was recognised to be a Frenchman by one of the sailors, who had previously been in the French service, and was, with his companions, thrown into the most dreadful imprisonment. But when the Dey of Algiers heard of the insult to his flag, he immediately demanded the ship, its cargo, and crew, to be instantly returned, and in case of refusal, he threatened to declare war against the King of Spain. This had the desired effect. The ship and the crew were liberated, and Arago sailed for the second time to Marseilles, without in the least doubting his safe arrival. He already saw the town, the ship once more steered towards the harbour, when suddenly a furious north-west storm arose, and drove it with irresistible violence towards Sardinia. How hard a fate! The Sardinians were at war with the Algerines. A new imprisonment awaited them. The commander, therefore, resolved to seek refuge on the coasts of Africa. Though they were so distant, he succeeded. He ran into the harbour of Bougie, three days' voyage from Algiers. But here another very unfortunate piece of news awaited poor Arago. The former Dey of Algiers, his friend, had been killed in a commotion, and another ruler chosen. For this reason, the party of the new Dey examined the ship with suspicious rigour; and the heavy trunks of Arago, which contained his mathematical instruments, were immediately seized; for what else could they contain but gold? Why else should they have been so carefully secured, if they were not filled with sequins? He was obliged to leave his instruments in the hands of the Algerines. A new misfortune was added to this. How could he make a three days' journey to Algiers by land, among a savage and highly irritated people? Courage and presence of mind, however, saved him. He disguised himself in the Turkish costume, and went under the protection of a greatly esteemed priest of those parts, who conducted him, with some others, through inhospitable mountains and dreary deserts; and after overcoming many threatening dangers, he arrived in safety at Algiers. How was Du Bois Tainville astonished to see his countryman again, in a Turkish dress, whom he had long supposed to be dead.  

He took up his cause with the Algerines, and used means to have the chests restored, which no longer interested the Algerines of Bougie, as they had found brass instead of gold, and kept the 'Adventurer against his will,' as the opportunities of sailing to France were at that time as rare as dangerous. Thus six months passed. At last, Du Bois was recalled by Bonaparte to France. He began his voyage, accompanied by Arago, for the third time, to France. But they scarcely saw Marseilles, when an English fleet appeared, which ordered them to return to Minorca, as all the French harbours were at that time in a state of blockade. The ships accompanying Du Bois obeyed; the one on board of which Arago was, however, embraced a favourable fresh breeze, and ran into the harbour with all sails spread.  


— The Percy Anecdotes (published circa 1887), by Sholto Percy (1788–1852) and Reuben Percy (1788–1826). 




PROOF THAT FLIES THINK
Being somewhat bald I have had rather more difficulty and trouble with flies than the average man. They have acted meanly with me, too, and at times, have actually gone out of their way to annoy me. I have read all about their spreading disease and of how filthy they are and furthermore I know that everything that has been said to their disparagement is true, yet in the face of all this I have learned to admire and to almost honor the fly. I have discovered that they have sense just like folks and that they have a fine appreciation of the humorous side of things. 

Not long ago they formed the habit of coming in my room and sitting on my bed waiting for me to try to take my afternoon nap. I got a towel and went for them. They simply dodged, laughed and made such a lot of fly racket that others from the outside came to see the fun and having come, stayed to join in the play. 

Those flies thought I was playing tag with them and they entered into the spirit of the game in a whole-hearted way that discouraged me. Actually my efforts to kill them with a towel increased their number and I gave up in despair. One day I spoke of my trouble to a friend and he suggested that I go to the drug store and get a "swat the fly," a piece of iron screen hitched to a handle. As he explained, the wind from my towel blew the fly aside before the towel reached him and that is why the fly enjoyed the game so much, knowing he was in no danger and that he was exhausting me by hanging around and encouraging me to hit him with the towel. Well, I got the swat thing and laid for my flies. So soon as I made out I was going to take a nap, they put in an appearance, abandoning everything else they were doing to devote themselves to me. But I fooled them. Two settled down on the bed and pretended not to be noticing me, sat there as if it were they who were going to take a nap instead of I. I brought down my swat thing on them and as there was no wind to warn them I got both of them. Others came and others fell, too, and for half an hour I had everything going my way. I killed every fly in sight and, having become bloodthirsty by now I hunted for more. Some who had seen the slaughter and retreated must have spread the news, for I longed for more flies to swat, none came. They would come as far as the window and look in but you could not hire a fly to enter the room and strut around as they had all been doing. 

Having thus been brought in such close communication with flies I learned to respect them greatly. I also learned that they are keen observers and that having seen a thing once they recognize it thereafter. Now sometimes when I am absent the flies will take things easy just as they used to do. They even go so far as to ignore my presence completely and pay no attention to me at all. But they watch me closely and stand prepared to act promptly. When I get ready to clear the room of their presence, I do not exert myself at all. I merely pick up my swat the fly machine and they leave in a body. 

Learned professors may argue that flies can't reason and that they can't talk, but I want those professors to explain to me how those flies know the difference between a towel which gives warning of its approach and the wire contraption that gives none. Furthermore, how do the flies inform each other that I have picked up the swatter? They can't all be watching me at the same time and yet every one of them departs at the sight of the swatter. As a matter of fact, I have not been able to get near a fly with my swatter in a week and if I want a quiet nap all I have to do is to place the swatter on the bed where the flies can look in the window and see it and not one will venture in the room. 

I don't know anything about flyology, if there is such a thing, but I do know that a fly has as much sense as a man about some things and that the fellow who takes Mr. Fly for a fool is almost one himself. 

Now, the concerted action on the part of flies when I pick up my swatter, precludes any other idea than that flies can talk. If I could hear and understand their language I am confident I would hear some old fellow call out: "Git He's got his swatter. This is no place for us!" When you see dozens of them take wing as one fly and rush out of the window, you can safely bet that something like that has been said by one of their pickets and that they have acted promptly on the warning. 

This is not written to fill space but is a record of actual occurrences and of the evidence of high intelligence of the fly. He has simply got more sense than anybody credits him with having. 



— True Stories of Old Houston and Houstonians (published 1913), by Samuel Oliver Young (1848–1926). Newspaper man and historian.

 


SAILORS' GRUB

To those that have not been to sea I will say that freshwater put into new casks in hot weather is not much of a luxury at any time. After it has been in the cask a few days it gets ropy and stringy, and is by no means palatable, not even after it settles and works clear; it still has that flat, nasty taste, and is enough to turn some people's stomachs. 

And the grub, as sailors say, that is still worse. Just imagine for a moment the cook taking a piece of salt meat from the cask, salted with saltpeter and soaking it all night in salt water to freshen it, and then boil it in salt water, and after boiling skims the grease that rises to the top to make scouse, as it is called, for the crew. Scouse is made in this way: put a quantity of hard-tack into a canvas bag and break it up with a hammer and put it to soak in water over night; then for breakfast warm up the grease and cut up some of the meat and mix it all together; surely to see it you would think it rather uninviting to make a dinner of, yet sailors as a rule get it to eat every morning, and the same mixture baked, which don't improve it any, for supper. When you hear sailors speaking about lob scouse this is the mixture they mean, and dandyfunk is nearly the same, with molasses put in to tone it up, as extra. In order to get a change the sailors catch albicores and skipjacks, which are usually very plentiful, as they follow a ship for months. 

Meal cakes, more commonly called Johnny cakes, are very good for breakfast, but sailors don't think so, as the way they get them is the same as the farmers give it to their chickens, merely mixed up in warm water, and full of lumps as large as a bird's egg. This is to be eaten with molasses, which is furnished in small quantities, and codfish balls, the fish usually being so rancid as to be unfit to eat, as it will not hold together; but we get it pounded up in water, and as potatoes are usually quite plenty you can add them to suit yourself. There is no necessity of having a salt shaker as everything will be found salt enough. 

At dinner you get baked beans, which is generally quite palatable, and one from each watch divides them, so each will receive his share. And the next day for dinner you get soft-tack, a sailor's name for white bread, which is seldom soft, but very hard and heavy, and many times very sour to the taste; should you offer one to a common tramp I do not believe he would accept it. 

Plum duff is a Sunday dish, and the plums are usually dried apples, and is the best dish on board of a whale ship, especially if it is made good; but many times the owners ship very poor cooks, and that, of course, means poor food; but if any fault is found the captain usually calls your attention to the fact that there is plenty hardtack in the main hold, and you can eat that, which is not much satisfaction at best, but one must do it or go hungry. By breaking up hard-tack in water sweetened with molasses and a few drops of vinegar, called swanky, you can relish quite a breakfast for a change, and sailors usually get very fat on it. 

As each man washes his own dishes after eating, the cook is not bothered with them; and as they usually consist of a small pan and tablespoon and quart tin cup, with sometimes a knife and fork, it does not take them long, as they generally pour in a little water and rub it around and wipe it and it is all done. The sailors are not bothered with butter dishes, as they do not get the butter, but I had some in the cabin, as there is where they do get it, also in the steerage among the boat steerers. 

On account of such poor food the sailors many times exchange clothing for better bread and butter or anything good with the boat steerers. 

I do not know what the tea is made of that is served for supper, but the bucket the sailors get it in will be about a quarter full of large leaves, and look as though they had been gathered in an apple orchard in the fall of the year; yet the tea was better than clear water. The coffee served for breakfast is made of roasted barley, and is quite good. 


— Strange, But True: Life and Adventures of Captain Thomas Crapo and Wife (published 1893), by Thomas Crapo (1842–1899) and William J. Cowin. 




A HOT-WATER BATH IN A BOTTOMLESS PIT


"Let us go for a bath!" 


To "El Gringo," sitting in the shade of the chinaberry tree in the plaza at Cuatro Cienegas, came two friends with this proposal. 


Now, an invitation of that kind may seem a trifle odd and mystifying to the stranger. Asking an acquaintance to "take a drink" or "have a smoke" is common enough in any portion of the world, but to invite one to take a bath might seem to open the way to some invidious comment, or possibly it might even be resented! Especially if a bath really were needed! 


Not so in Cuatro Cienegas, as will be seen! 


It is getting late in the fall. The torrid heat of the summer sun is tempered by the delightful breezes that blow up and down the valley in one uniform direction by day and in the opposite course after nightfall. The delicious grapes and other fruits produced here in abundance are at their best and we revel in them day after day. Such juicy fruit of the vine, such luscious figs, such pears and plums and peaches, and what not! A few leaves are falling but only a few. In a land where comes not either frost or hail or snow, and only on rare occasions any rain or if it does it is so gentle as not to be unwelcome there are no sharp changes of the seasons. They melt into one another so gradually that the summer is past and gone, the harvest is over and done, autumn is in full tide, the "winter" even comes, and we only know it by the calendar and by the advent of All Souls' Day — Mexico's national Decoration Day — and by the coming of Noche Buena, or Christmas, later on. 


It is a lovely, genial mid-October forenoon, and the invitation to a bath comes to willing ears. 


But the reader must not be mistaken about it! A bath in the United States and one in Cuatro Cienegas are vastly different things. About the only similarity is that both are wet! In other respects it would be difficult to imagine anything at greater variance from the rule in such matters than the bath there. 


First, we hustle about for towels, then start on a little journey of a dozen or so miles out into the barren valley, hiring a "coach" and a couple of tough little mules for the occasion. "Machines" are an unknown quantity at this time and in this region. 


Then we drive through the vineyard-covered outskirts of the town, raising several coveys of fat quail as we pass; but we do not stop for the tempting shot, as we are intent on bathing and not on hunting. Then rapidly through a belt of fertile farming land, and then finally out into the unsettled valley prairies, where thousands of acres are covered with a snow-white efflorescence interspersed with "sinks" heavily encrusted with varicolored crystallizations. We cross the "Salon de las Brujas" which, being interpreted, resolves itself into "The Dancing Place of the Witches" an appropriate designation, as will be explained. It being broad daylight, none of the "witches" are in evidence! It is only after nightfall that they disport themselves! Then, across the solidly encrusted ice-like surface of the salon, the brisk wind brings little twisting columns of the loose white salts, which flit hither and yon over the rolling valley surface and require little enough imagination on the part of the superstitious natives to become endowed with supernatural and malicious life. Especially if the native be returning home after a day spent among the wine cellars or cantinas of Cuatro Cienegas and many "copitas" have been absorbed of the heady, but it must be confessed in many cases appetizingly seductive, products of the vineyards. 


Beyond the resort of the putative witches the road winds endlessly on and on toward the distant purple hills, which do not seem to become one whit nearer even after an hour or two of steady jogging travel. Mesquite thickets line the road and give shelter to a frequent rabbit or a bunch of quail or cooing doves, while from some overflowed land in the distance rise swarms of ducks and geese, which promise "good hunting" when the occasion offers. Then out from the thickets we pass onto a level plain covered with coarse clumps of sedge grass, through which we wind our way until the bathing place is reached. If it be the first visit of a stranger, it is an odd enough experience. If, however, he be familiar with the wonderful natural phenomenon that greets the eye, it still is of interest. One never tires of it. 


Suddenly and without any sort of warning the coach halts on the brink of as strange and wonderful a pool as can be imagined. All around is dry and barren, yet here is a circular basin, some 150 feet in diameter, rounded as if laid out by an engineer. The brown sedge grass hangs heavy over the brim, and there is a straight drop of three or four feet to the surface of the water. And that water! Blue it is as the sky! Blue as indigo! And as the wind ruffles across its surface, if it be a cool day, light clouds of vapor arise and are borne hither and thither, for the water is hot — hot as blazes! At the edges the pool is two or three feet in depth, but the bottom slopes with the most perfect regularity at an angle of about forty-five degrees to the center, and it is snow white! A pure dazzling white, which, with the deep blue of the water, presents a most entrancing picture. Away down deep in the center, many, many feet below the surface, is a ragged crater-like opening through which pours a constant supply of water from the depths below, whose extent can be gauged by the fact that through an open cut at one side a ditch passes which is some six feet in width and carries a flow two feet deep. 


The bottom and sides of the pool are, as stated, snow white in color. The substance of which they are composed is smooth and greasy to the touch, and upon examination is found to consist largely of minute spiral shells, many of microscopic dimensions. In some places the deposit has a beautiful light salmon color of the most delicate hue. There is not a particle of grit and the material may be used instead of soap, possessing remarkable detergent qualities. One plasters it liberally upon his entire body, and then plunges into the hot water of the pool, the result being a most satisfactory and beneficial bath. There is only one drawback; one never knows when to quit! The whole sensation is so agreeable and so different from anything of the sort ever before encountered, that it is with reluctance you finally, after playing about in the water for an hour or more, emerge, don your clothes and regretfully turn Cuatro Cienegasward. While no analysis of this water has ever been made, so far at least as the writer knows, it has been demonstrated to possess curative properties of value. The famous General Escobedo, one of Benito Juarez's most valiant and valuable aids, in his revolutionary war, sought refuge at one time in this valley, and remained there for a considerable period. Being afflicted with a severe attack of inflammatory rheumatism, and hearing the fame possessed among the natives by the pool, he established a camp on the bank of the basin. A rude stone hut (still standing, by the way, in a ruinous condition) was thrown up, and a channel was excavated from the pool to the building, in order to conduct the water thither. In the floor of the hut a deep basin was hollowed out in the solid rock, and into this a constant stream of the hot water passed. The sufferer was accustomed to recline in this basin for hours at a time, in fact the entire day being passed in this manner, thus soaking his pain-racked body until it must have been completed saturated. The result was that in a few weeks the military leader was entirely restored to health and was again able to take the field. Since that time the pool has been generally known as the "Baths of Escobedo," and the natives come from far and wide to lave in its waters, as well as to thoroughly cleanse anything of a textile nature that needs renovation, with the least possible outlay of time and labor. 


And of such is the bath that "El Gringo" was invited to enjoy by his friends in Cuatro Cienegas! And did enjoy it many times! 


It is well worth traveling hundreds of miles! 




— Seen in a Mexican Plaza; A Summer's Idyll of an Idle Summer (published 1918), by George F. Weeks (born circa 1852). 





THE LOST ARM

18 Concord Square, 

Boston, July 15, 1872. 

The subject of this story is well known to me personally. I cannot judge of her accuracy in giving a detailed account of her surgical treatment, but I know MARY ROESLY to be a truthful, good girl. She has been, and is, a great sufferer, and she has borne her trials very patiently and uncomplainingly. Her father and mother are very much straitened in their means; and without taking counsel of any one, I believe, Mary has written this little sketch of her experience, hoping to enlist the sympathies of the benevolent and add something to the resources of her family. She placed the narrative in my hands a day or two since, and, without her solicitation, I have appended to it these few words as a testimonial of her character. 

HENRY WILLIAMS, 

Guardian of Mary Roesly. 

THE MISFORTUNES OF MARY ROESLY;

or,

THE LOST ARM. 

In placing before a generous public this little book bearing the above title, it is my desire to speak in an impartial manner of each one of the physicians connected with the treatment of my arm after the unfortunate accident which befell me November 2, 1864, on the Boston and Maine Railroad, and to give a precise statement regarding my sufferings, to the best of my knowledge, with the assistance of my parents,and in the meantime to thank every person who is willing to extend to me the small compensation I desire to procure for this book, and thus in some measure alleviate my permanent misfortune — the loss of my right arm. 

In company with my parents, on the afternoon of November 2, 1864, I was starting to go from Melrose to Boston, between 3 and 4 o'clock. The cars being some fifteen minutes late — though this was unknown to me — upon reaching Melrose, simply came to a stop, and hardly gave the passengers time to get aboard. By a sudden start, as I had just mounted the car platform, I was instantly thrown under the car, and my arm was crushed at the elbow by the forward wheels, and but for the immediate assistance of my father, who drew me from my perilous position, I should undoubtedly have been killed. The train was stopped at once, and after I was placed in the car, every assistance was given me that the kind passengers could extend, and after my arm was carefully bound up, the conductor advised my father to take me to Maiden as the nearest place to get it properly dressed. Unfortunately the doctor upon whom we called was absent from his office, and did not return until 9 o'clock in the evening. When he reached home he examined my arm and pronounced amputation necessary, which he performed that night. 

After remaining four days at Maiden, under the physician's care, I was transferred to the Massachusetts General Hospital in Boston, where, being examined, the surgeon pronounced a second amputation necessary, as the bone was mortifying from not being properly dressed at the first operation. 

Five weeks after this operation another was deemed necessary, as the arm would not heal. Eight weeks later another amputation was made for the same cause. 

Twelve weeks after this last operation, and on account of continual pain, I was again admitted into the hospital and submitted to another amputation on account of the bone's mortifying and, as the flesh was slow in healing, I was detained in the hospital five months, after which I was permitted to return home; but still the arm continued to cause me incessant pain, and made me very often sick, — but yet no relief could be afforded me. 

An artificial arm was given me by one of the kind physicians, but its weight caused the pain in my arm to increase and I was soon obliged to abandon it. 

After trying several treatments under different surgeons, and no remedy staying my constant suffering, I again applied to the City Hospital for admittance which was granted, and I was so subject to fainting that my only nourishment was milk and lime water. Here, in the above-named hospital, I remained three months, — but still very weak from sickness I was sent home, and for five months I was a constant sufferer from feeble health. 

In 1867 my arm again became so painful that it was impossible for me to sleep at night or during the day, and my first attending physician at the General Hospital told me that nothing was the matter that he could see, but my arm continued so painful I was obliged to go to the City Hospital in February, 1869, and the doctor there told me that the arm was dislocated at the shoulder, and in order to cure me it would be necessary to amputate the remaining part of the limb by taking it from the socket at the shoulder. 

At first I hesitated about the operation — for to lose the entire arm is indeed a great misfortune — but I could only think of my intense sufferings, consequently I consented to have the last operation performed. So after being placed in a partially insensible condition from the effects of ether, the bone was removed, and with it six little tumors; and, although the pain was torturing, I never uttered a cry or showed any signs of distress, which somewhat astonished the physicians and students who saw the operation. 

On the first of April, 1870, the doctor sent me to my home, and as the shoulder gave no signs of healing I visited one of the hospital surgeons at his house, who, after examining the shoulder, said it would not heal, because in uniting the flesh after the bone was removed the raw flesh was placed over the skin opposite and could not possibly unite, any more than placing the two hands together. 

On the first of May following, another operation of the shoulder flesh was necessary, in order that it might be properly placed in a position to heal, and though I think I may say I stood this operation with some fortitude, as it elicited the remark from several physicians that I was "courageous," yet the reader will understand that such remarks are generally made to render the sometimes timid brave, but my silent sufferings were terrible to me. During the three weeks that I remained in the hospital my arm began to heal and pain me, and at times it would almost break my heart, yet still I hoped for relief as time passed on. But as hopes availed nothing I again visited the surgeon who performed the last operation. The encouragement he gave me was that the only method left for treatment, was to cut off the protruding flesh and leave the shoulder open, and yet the operation was of so serious a nature that death might ensue, therefore that surgeon did not dare to proceed on my account; finally he resorted to ice-bags (so-called); but, more definitely explained, they were little bags filled with ice and placed on my back near the shoulder of the lost arm. This treatment relieved me a great deal from pain; but soon, in spite of it, the pain began anew, and blisters were applied, but to no effect. Morphine was then rubbed over the shoulder, and my medicine was iodine — but still the pain continued; and four months I remained in the hospital suffering intensely from my ailment, and in this condition I was sent home. 

Again, in December, I returned and was subjected to the severe treatment of having four holes burnt in my back with a hot iron; this was done to keep the flesh open, but to no effect, and in one week's time they closed, and the pain commenced again; and from the time of my accident to the present day no comfort have I received from the hands of any physician, although they probably have done all they can to give me relief. And through the introduction of this little book it is my desire to get some assistance, independent of my parents, who have neither spared expense nor care in procuring for me the comforts I have thus far enjoyed. 

To all young girls who are blessed with both arms my thoughts go forth, "how fortunate;" and in closing my little work I sincerely trust that no accident, no matter of how light a character, will ever befall any of my fortunate friends — and again the girl of the lost arm breathes a fervent "God bless you," and a grateful good-bye. 


— The Misfortunes of Mary Roesly, or, The Lost Arm: A True Story (published 1872), by Mary Roesly. 




SEVEN WIVES AND SEVEN PRISONS

THE FIRST AND WORST WIFE. 

Some one has said that if any man would faithfully write his autobiography, giving truly his own history and experiences, the ills and joys, the haps and mishaps that had fallen to his lot, he could not fail to make an interesting story; and Disraeli makes Sidonia say that there is romance in every life. How much romance, as well as sad reality, there is in the life of a man who, among other experiences, has married seven wives, and has been seven times in prison — solely on account of the seven wives, may be learned from the pages that follow. 

I was born in the town of Chatham, Columbia County, New York, in September, 1813. My father was a New Englander, who married three times, and I was the eldest son of his third wife, a woman of Dutch descent, or, as she would have boasted if she had been rich, one of the old Knickerbockers of New York. My parents were simply honest, hard-working, worthy people, who earned a good livelihood, brought up their children to work, behaved themselves, and were respected by their neighbors. They had a homestead and a small farm of thirty acres, and on the place was a blacksmith shop in which my father worked daily, shoeing horses and cattle for farmers and others who came to the shop from miles around. 

There were three young boys of us at home, and we had a chance to go to school in the winter, while daring the summer we worked on the little farm and did the "chores" about the house and barn. But by the time I was twelve years old I began to blow and strike in the blacksmith shop, and when I was sixteen years old I could shoe horses well, and considered myself master of the trade. At the age of eighteen, I went into business with my father, and as I was now entitled to a share of the profits, I married the daughter of a well-to-do neighboring farmer, and we began our new life in part of my father's house, setting up for ourselves, and doing our own house-keeping. 

I ought to have known then that marrying thus early in life, and especially marrying the woman I did, was about the most foolish thing I could do. I found it out afterwards, and was frequently and painfully reminded of it through many long years. But all seemed bright enough at the start. My wife was a good-looking woman of just my own age; her family was most respectable; two of her brothers subsequently became ministers of the gospel; and all the children had been carefully brought up. I was thought to have made a good match; but a few years developed that I had wedded a most unworthy woman. 

Seventeen months after our marriage, our oldest child, Henry, was born. Meanwhile we had gone to Sidney, Delaware County, where my father opened a shop. I still continued in business with him, and during our stay at Sidney, my daughter, Elizabeth, was born. From Sidney, my father wanted to go to Bainbridge, Chenango County, N.Y., and I went with him, leaving my wife and the children at Sidney, while we prospected. As usual my father started a blacksmith-shop; but I bought a hundred acres of timber land, went to lumbering, and made money. We had a house about four miles from the village, I living with my father, and as soon as I found out that we were doing well in business, I sent to Sidney for my wife and children. They were to come by stage, and were due, after passing through Bainbridge, at our house at four o'clock in the morning. We were up early to meet the stage; but when it arrived, the driver told us that my wife had stopped at the public house in Bainbridge. 

Wondering what this could mean, I at once set out with my brother and walked over to the village. It was daylight when we arrived, and knocked loudly at the public house door. After considerable delay, the clerk came to the door and let us in. He also asked us to "take something," which we did. The clerk knew us well, and I inquired if my wife was in the house; he said she was, told us what room she was in, and we went up stairs and found her in bed with her children. Waking her, I asked her why she did not come home in the stage? She replied that the clerk down stairs told her that the stage did not go beyond the house, and that she expected to walk over, as soon as it was daylight, or that possibly we might come for her. 

I declare, I was so young and unsophisticated that I suspected nothing, and blamed only the stupidity, as I supposed, of the clerk in telling her that the stage did not go beyond Bainbridge. My wife got up and dressed herself and the children, and then as it was broad daylight, after endeavoring, ineffectually, to get a conveyance, we started for home on foot, she leading the little boy, and I carrying the youngest child. We were not far on our way when she suddenly stopped, stooped down, and exclaimed: "O! see what I have found in the road" — And she showed me a ten dollar bill. I was quite surprised, and verdantly enough, advised looking around for more money, which my wife, brother and I industriously did for some minutes. It was full four weeks before I found out where that ten dollar bill came from. Meanwhile, my wife was received and was living in her new home, being treated with great kindness by all of us. It was evident, however, that she had something on her mind which troubled her, and one morning, about a month after her arrival, I found her in tears. I asked her what was the matter? She said that she had been deceiving me; that she did not pick up the ten dollar bill in the road; but that it was given to her by the clerk in the public house in Bainbridge; only, however, for this: he had grossly insulted her; she had resented it, and he had given her the money, partly as a reparation, and partly to prevent her from speaking of the insult to me or to others. 

But by this time my hitherto blinded eyes were opened, and I charged her with being false to me. She protested she had not been; but finally confessed that she had been too intimate with the clerk at the hotel. I began a suit at law against the clerk; but finally, on account of my wife's family and for the sake of my children, I stopped proceedings, the clerk paying the costs of the suit as far as it had gone, and giving me what I should probably have got from him in the way of damages. My wife too, was apparently so penitent, and I was so much infatuated with her, that I forgave her, and even consented to continue to live with her. But I removed to Greenville, Greene County, N.Y., where I went into the black-smithing business, and was very successful. We lived here long enough to add two children to our little family; but as time went on, the woman became bad again, and displayed the worst depravity. I could no longer live with her, and we finally mutually agreed upon a life-long separation — she insisting upon keeping the children, and going to Rochester where she subsequently developed the full extent of her character. 

This, as nearly as I remember, was in the year 1838, and with this came a new trouble upon me. Just before the separation, I received from my brother's wife a note for one hundred dollars, and sold it. It proved to be a forgery. I was temporarily in Troy, N.Y., when the discovery was made, and as I made no secret of my whereabouts at any time, I was followed to Troy, was there arrested, and after lying in jail at Albany one night, was taken next morning to Coxsackie, Greene County, and from thence to Catskill. After one day in jail there, I was brought before a justice and examined on the charge of uttering a forged note. There was a most exciting trial of four days' duration. I had two good lawyers who did their best to show that I did not know the note to be forged when I sold it. but the justice seemed determined to bind me over for trial, and he did. so, putting me under five hundred dollars' bonds. My half-sister at Sidney was sent for, came to Catskill, and became bail for me. I was released, and my lawyers advised me to leave, which I did at once, and went to Pittsfield, and from there to Worthington, Mass., where I had another half-sister, who was married to Mr. Josiah Bartlett, and was well off. 

Here I settled down, for all that I knew to the contrary, for life. For some years past, I had devoted my leisure hours from the forge to the honest endeavor to make up for the deficiencies in my youthful education, and had acquired, among other things, a good knowledge of medicine. I did not however, believe in any of the "schools," particularly those schools that make use of mineral medicines in their practice. I favored purely vegetable remedies, and had been very successful in administering them. So I began life anew, in Worthington, as a Doctor, and aided by my half-sister and her friends, I soon secured a remunerative practice. 

I was beginning to be truly happy. I supposed that the final separation, mutually agreed upon between my wife and myself, was as effectual as all the courts in the country could make it, and I looked upon myself as a free man. Accordingly, after I had been in Worthington some months I began to pay attentions to the daughter of a flourishing farmer. She was a fine girl; she received my addresses favorably, and we were finally privately married. This was the beginning of my life-long troubles. In a few weeks her father found out that I had been previously married, and was not, so far as he knew, either a divorced man or a widower. And so it happened, that one day when I was at his house, and with his daughter, he suddenly came home with a posse of people and a warrant for my arrest. I was taken before a justice, and while we were waiting for proceedings to begin, or, possibly for the justice to arrive, I took the excited father aside and said: 

"You know. I have a fine horse and buggy at the door. Get in with me, and ride down home. I will see your daughter and make everything right with her, and if you will let me run away, I'll give her the horse and buggy." 

The offer was too tempting to be refused. The father had the warrant in his pocket, and he accepted my proposal. "We rode to his house, and he went into the back-room by direction of his daughter while she and I talked in the hall. I explained matters as well as I could; I promised to see her again, and that very soon. My horse-and buggy were at the door. Hastily bidding my new and young wife "good-bye," I sprang into the buggy and drove rapidly away. The father rushed to the door and raised a great hue and cry, and what was more, raised the neighbors; I had not driven five miles before all Worthington was after me. But I had the start, the best horse, and I led in the race. I drove to Hancock, N.Y., where my pursuers lost the trail; thence to Bennington, Vt., next to Brattleboro, Vt., and from there to Templeton, Mass. What befel me at Templeton, shall be related in the next chapter. 


— Seven Wives and Seven Prisons; or, Experiences in the Life of a Matrimonial Monomaniac. A True Story (published 1870), by L.A. Abbott (born 1813). 




HENRY W. BLODGETT GOES TO HIS WOUNDED BROTHER'S SIDE

In the latter part of August, 1863, the battle of Chickamauga [U.S. Civil War] was fought, in which Illinois had a large number of troops engaged, among which was the 96th Illinois, of which my brother, E. A., was the adjutant, and my brother, A. Z., was a captain. The captain was very badly wounded, and a dispatch was sent me saying that his wound was dangerous and might perhaps prove fatal. I lost no time in leaving for the army. Went to Nashville, where I was informed that a strict order had been made prohibiting any civilians from being forwarded to Chattanooga, where our army then lay. The post at Nashville was under the command of Colonel Paine, of this State. I went at once to his headquarters, told him the situation, and he replied promptly: "You shall be made an exception to the rule." He accordingly gave me a passport, and also one for Dr. Wolcott, who was the surgeon general of Wisconsin, and four ladies who had been sent out by the sanitary commission as nurses. We took the train and went to Bridgeport on the Tennessee River, expecting to go from Bridgeport to Chattanooga by rail, but found that wasn't possible, as the road was in the possession of the Confederates, and had been broken up and rendered useless, and that our only way of getting to Chattanooga was to go up what was called the Sequatchie Valley to the foot of the mountain, about fifty miles from Bridgeport, and there pass over the mountain to Chattanooga, about ten miles further. The commander of the post furnished an ambulance for the ladies and horses for Dr. Wolcott and myself, and we started without delay to make a sixty mile journey by land. We travelled about twenty miles that afternoon, and then put up at a wayside private house for the night, Dr. Wolcott and myself sleeping in an empty corn-crib, as there was no room for us in the house, but we having blankets, had no difficulty in getting a fair night's sleep. We started early the next morning, about as early as we could see, and pushed along as fast as we could, but overtook an immense wagon train of about two hundred army wagons, also making their way from Bridgeport to Chattanooga with supplies of ammunition and provisions for our army there. 

We followed along in the rear of this supply train for quite a distance, until finally I saw a side road which I thought might let us out, and started on up that road, and finally got alongside of the train and reached its advance wagons. Here I fell in with a young lieutenant, who was in command of the escort, which was mainly made up of convalescent soldiers returning from the hospitals to their various commands at Chattanooga. We moved on ahead of this train, as the officer in command told us that our ambulance could not get past his column of wagons until we reached a certain point where there was a side road which would enable our ambulance to pass them. While we were jogging along and I was getting the information I wanted, suddenly we heard a fusillade of musketry and small arms, and very soon afterwards a crowd of mule-drivers and negroes came pelting down the road and yelling, "Get out of the way. The rebels are burning wagons and killing the horses and mules at the foot of the mountain." 

The officer who commanded the escort at once sent word back for his men to come up. They were riding in wagons wherever there was room for them, and scattered along through the train, and he also gave orders for the wagons to turn off from the highway into an open field, where he proposed to park them, as it was called; that is, to throw them into a square, and where the guard could, perhaps, defend them more effectually. 

After he had given these orders, he turned to me and said: "I cannot leave my command, but if you are not afraid to do it, I do wish you would start up the road and see what you can, and bring me word." I nothing loath at his suggestion, started out, and had gone about a mile, when I saw live or six hundred butternut colored rebels pelting down the road at a rapid gait. I at once turned to the right into the woods which skirted the road, and turned back toward this open field where the wagons were to be parked. I found my path intercepted by a fence just at the line between the woods and this open field, but put my old horse to his mettle and he carried me over, breaking a rail however, as he went. Just at the same instant I turned my eyes to my right, and saw a butternut colored fellow also leaping the fence. He discovered me at about the time I got over the fence, and turning toward me, ordered me to halt. He was perhaps fifty yards or so from me. I didn't halt, and he began firing at me with his revolver. I could hear the bullets whistle, but they didn't come very near, and I kept on; he finally jerked his horse back on his haunches, pulled up his carbine, took aim at me, and fired. I heard the whistle of that bullet very close to my ear, but knew at once that if I could hear the whistle of the bullet, it had not hit me, and kept on. He seemed to give up the chase at that point, and I passed around to the left of the wagons which had hauled up into the open field; and these troopers whom I had met coming down the road at once began killing the mules and burning the wagons, that had been turned out of the road. I kept on down the road for a mile or more until I got to the further end of the procession of wagons; and a half mile or so below there, I found the ambulance which contained the ladies and Dr. Wolcott, drawn off the road and under guard of a Rebel sentinel, and under the shade of a large tree. I at once commenced an argument with the sentry, telling him that he had no business to intercept or delay these ladies, that they were members of the United States Sanitary Commission, and had been sent to the front by that commission, that Dr. Wolcott was the Surgeon General of the State of Wisconsin and going to the front to look after the wounded men from his state, that we were all civilians bound to Chattanooga on a mission of mercy. The guard seemed to be an intelligent man and said well he had nothing to do with it, he was doing just what he was ordered to do. I asked him if he couldn't find an officer and tell him who we were, asked him who was the commander of the raiding party, and he said General Joseph Wheeler was in command of the force. I asked him if he couldn't find General Wheeler or some of the higher officers and ask them to come there so we could be set at liberty. He asked me if I would give him my word of honor that we would all remain there during the time he was gone, and I said we would. He was gone perhaps half an hour, when he came back accompanied by an officer. I say he was an officer because he was wearing epaulets. When he came up he didn't introduce himself, but simply said: "You are members of the United States Sanitary Commission," looking at the ladies, "and this old gentleman," pointing to Dr. Wolcott, who was perhaps seventy years old, "is a state surgeon," and turning to me, "and you are also a Sanitary Commission man!" I said, "Your information is correct, sir, that is just exactly what we are." "Well," said he, "you can go." 

I then asked him how we could get by these burning wagons, many of which were loaded with ammunition, which was exploding and filling the air with bullets, and how we could set into a road which would take us to Chattanooga, and he said: "There is a road off to the left a short distance, a mile or so, running about parallel with the road you have been traveling on, and if you follow that road it will probably take you to some road, which will carry you over the mountain to Chattanooga." 

Dr. Wolcott and myself went ahead and the ambulance followed us until we found the road which had been pointed out to us by the officer, and after following that road two or three miles, we found the road which was evidently an old cart road to Chattanooga, which branched off to the right, and following that for a couple of miles we struck a road which proved to be the Chattanooga road, which a a man living in the vicinity said was about sixteen miles away. 

It was then between eleven and twelve o'clock. I felt sure that the ambulance with the ladies would not be able to make Chattanooga that night, and proposed to Dr. Wolcott that he and I ride ahead and get there and the ladies could stop at some of the houses along the road, which this countryman had informed us was pretty well settled, and that the people were at home minding their own business. Dr. Wolcott said no, he was going to stay with the ladies and the ambulance; he had started with them and was going to stay with them. I said: "I don't see that I can do any good, and I will go on, as I fear my brother needs my assistance." I accordingly struck off to the right on a road which I knew was leading in the right direction, and passed through a piece of quite thick woods, and there came across a party of men putting up a telegraph wire, as they said, to reach from Chattanooga to Bridgeport, and they told me that by keeping on about three or four miles further on the trail I was following, I would reach the river road, as it was called, which is the direct road from Chattanooga to Bridgeport. I followed these directions and finally struck the road, but it was growing dark, and I did not care to follow it in the dark, not knowing whom I might encounter, and accordingly turned off to the left and went to a log cabin where I found some people who said I might stay there over night, that they had corn to feed my horse, and would give me some cornbread, which was the best they could do for me. I accordingly accepted the hospitality, such as it was, and fed my horse and took my blankets and camped down upon the floor of the cabin and slept until morning. They gave me some hoe-cake for breakfast and fed my horse, and I went back to the road, and reached Chattanooga about ten or eleven o'clock in the morning. I went directly to the hospital, and there found my brother very badly wounded. 

The doctor in charge of the hospital said that it would be almost a fatal mistake to attempt to move him at present, so I accordingly staid at Chattanooga, visiting the various camps and hospitals, looking after a good many more Illinois men who were wounded or sick in the hospital, and generally making myself, as far as possible, useful to them; and after about a week the surgeon of my brother's regiment said that he thought the wisest thing I could do was to get him home, if possible. He wasn't getting any better in the hospital, was growing low-spirited, and moving him at any rate might arouse him for a while and be a good thing for him. 

I found a teamster who was going to Bridgeport with his wagon for a load of goods for a sutler, and I got him to drive off into the fields several miles and fill the box of his wagon with straw, first a layer of corn stalks and then the straw, so as to fill the wagon box full, and thus make a comparatively soft bed for my brother to lie on. Upon this straw we spread blankets, and to the bows of the wagon cover we fastened a rope, so that he could steady himself by taking hold of the rope over any rough road that he was obliged to pass. And with this outfit we started for Bridgeport. We were nearly three days on the trip from Chattanooga to Bridgeport, making about twenty-five miles each day. My brother stood the journey very well, indeed. When we got to Bridgeport we found a train ready to start in a short time. I obtained some refreshments for myself and brother, and went on board the train and got a place in the baggage car where my brother could lie down, and we went up to Nashville; from Nashville we got a train to Louisville, and from Louisville to Chicago. My brother seemed to improve all during the journey. Probably the fact that he was going home had a good effect upon him, and in the course of three or four months he had so improved that he was able to rejoin his command. 


— Autobiography of Henry W. Blodgett (published 1906), by Henry Williams Blodgett (1821–1905). Lawyer, federal judge, politician. 




LOVE LETTERS FROM GEORGE FARQUHAR TO ANNE OLDFIELD

George Farquhar was one of the most brilliant writers of comedy during the first decade of the eighteenth century and Mrs. Oldfield, who played the leading parts in some of his plays, was one of the most charming actresses of that time. When a girl of sixteen or eighteen, she lived with an aunt who kept the Mitre Tavern in St. James's Market, which was the resort of authors, actors, and men of artistic professions. Farquhar, dining there one day, overheard a fresh, musical voice reading aloud with great zest and vivacity a scene from Beaumont and Fletcher's Scornful Lady. The reading seasoned his repast, and after it he sought out the reader, and found her young, handsome, and clever. Through his influence, Anne Oldfield became an actress, and was for years one of the queens of the stage. 

Farquhar seems to have been seriously in love with her; but, perhaps fortunately for them both, she preferred a richer and more illustrious lover. As for Farquhar, he married a woman who, having lost her heart to him, caused the report to be carried to his ears that a lady of great fortune was dying of an unrequited attachment to him. Impelled either by pity or by self-interest, or both together, he married her to discover that she was as penniless as himself. Yet it is told to his credit that he never reproached her for the deceit about her fortune, but made her a kind and devoted husband as long as she lived…. 



It is not absolutely certain that the following letters are written to Mrs. Oldfield. They appear, however, in a collection of his writings in which are "letters to Penelope," and this seems to be the name under which he wrote to the fascinating actress. 

No date. About 1700. 

Madam, — If I ha'n't begun thrice to write and as often thrown away my pen, may I never take it up again. My head and my heart have been at cuffs about you these two long hours. Says my head, "You're a coxcomb for troubling your noddle about a lady whose beauty is as much above your pretensions as your merit is below her love." 

Then answers my heart, "Good Mr. Head, you're a blockhead; I know Mr. Farquhar's merit better than you. As for your part, I know you to be as whimsical as the Devil, and changing with every new notion that offers; but for my share, I am fixed, and can stick to my opinion of a lady's merit forever; and if the fair She can secure an interest in me. Monsieur Head, you may go whistle." 

"Come, come," answered my head, "you, Mr. Heart, are always leading this gentleman into some inconvenience or other. Was it not you that first enticed him to talk to this lady? Your confounded warmth made him like this lady, and your busy impertinence has made him write to her; your leaping and skipping disturbs his sleep by night and his good-humour by day. In short, sir, I will hear no more of it. I am head, and I will be obeyed." 

"You lie," replied my heart, very angry. "I am head in matters of love; and if you don't give your consent, you shall be forced, for I am sure that in this case all the members will be on my side. What say you, gentlemen Hands?" 

"Oh," say the hands," we would not forego the pleasure of pressing a delicious, white, soft hand for the world." 

"Well, what say you, Mr. Tongue?" 

"Zounds!" says the linguist, "there is more ecstasy in speaking three soft words of Mr. Heart's suggesting than whole orations of Seignior Head's. So I am for the lady, and here's honest neighbour Lips will stick to it." 

"By the sweet power of kisses, that we will," replied the lips; and thus all the worthy members standing up for the Heart, they laid violent hands (nemine contradicente [with none contradicting]) upon poor Head, and knocked out his brains. So now, Madam, behold me as perfect a lover as any in Christendom, my heart purely dictating every word I say; the little rebel throws itself into your power, and if you don't support it in the cause it has taken up for your sake, think what will be the condition of 

The headless and heartless

FARQUHAR. 

The Same to the Same. 

Why should I write to my dearest Penelope when I only trouble her with reading what she won't believe? I have told my passion, my eyes have spoke it, my tongue pronounced it, and my pen declared it; I have sighed it, swore it, and subscribed it. Now my heart is full of you, my head raves of you, and my hand writes to you; but all in vain. 

If you think me a dissembler, use me generously like a villain, and discard me forever; but if you will be so just to my passion as to believe it sincere, tell me so and make me happy: 't is but justice, Madam, to do one or t' other. 

Your indisposition last night, when I left you, put me into such disorder that, not finding a coach, I missed my way and never minded where I wandered till I found myself close by Tyburn. When blind Love guides, who can forbear going astray? Instead of laughing at myself, I fell to pitying poor Mr. Farquhar, who whilst he roved abroad among your whole sex was never out of his way, and now by a single She was led to the gallows. From the thought of hanging I was led to that of matrimony. I considered how many gentlemen have taken a handsome swing to avoid some inward disquiets; then why should not I hazard the noose to ease me of my torment? Then I considered whether I should send for the ordinary of Newgate, or the parson of St. Anne's; but, considering myself better prepared for dying in a fair lady's arms than on the three-legged tree, I was the most inclined to a parish priest. Besides, if I died in a fair lady's arms, I should be sure of Christian burial at last, and should have the most beautiful tomb in the universe. 

You may imagine, Madam, that these thoughts of mortality were very melancholy, but who could avoid the thought of his own death, when you were sick? And if your health be not dearer to me than my own, may the next news I hear be your death, which would be as great a hell as your life and welfare is a heaven to the most devoted of his sex, 

FARQUHAR. 

P. S. Pray let me know in a line whether you are better or worse, whether I am honest or a knave, and whether I shall live or die. 

Farquhar's Last Letter to Penelope (Mrs. Oldfield?). 

Madam, — 'T is a sad misfortune to begin a letter with an adieu; but when my love is crossed, 't is no wonder that my writing should be reversed. I would beg your pardon for the other offences of this nature which I have committed, but that I have so little reason to judge favourably of your mercy; though I can assure you, Madam, that I shall never excuse myself my own share of the trouble, no more than I can pardon myself the vanity of attempting your charms, so much above the reach of my pretensions, and which are reserved for some more worthy admirer. If there be that man upon earth that can merit your esteem, I pity him, — for an obligation too great for a return must, to any generous soul, be very uneasy, — though I still envy his misery. 

May you be as happy, Madam, in the enjoyment of your desires as I am miserable in the disappointment of mine; and, as the greatest blessing of your life, may the person you most admire love you as sincerely and as passionately as he whom you scorn. 

FARQUHAR.


— Old Love-Letters (published 1883), by Mrs. Abby (Sage) Richardson (1837–1900). 




HISTORIC HOUSE OF A NOTABLE DISPUTANT

A notable disputant of his day — Nathan Baldwin — lived here. He is recalled by John Adams, and is remembered as the author of spicy instructions to the General Court. 

For many years Nathan Baldwin was the registrar of deeds in Worcester [Massachusetts]. Though he did not live long after the close of the Revolutionary War, during the conflict he was a leading figure, a friend of Colonel Timothy Bigelow, and one of the organizers of the Political Society. It is believed that Mr. Baldwin owned and occupied this house about 1760. As early as 1755, when John Adams came to Worcester as schoolmaster, Mr. Baldwin had already established a record as a "notable disputant," being then engaged in a religious controversy that was sweeping through the town. Baldwin himself was regarded as something of a skeptic. 

Among the forceful writings of Mr. Baldwin are his instructions to the representative in 1767: "That you use your influence to obtain a law to put an end to that unchristian and impolitic practise of making slaves of the human species in this province." It was during the war that Baldwin's pen caustically condemned speculation in foodstuffs and other goods, and branded those who speculated in them as "an augmented number of locusts and canker-worms, in human form, who have increased and proceeded along the road of plunder, until they have become obviously formidable, and their contagious influence dangerously prevalent — pestilential mushrooms of trade, which have come up in the night of public calamity, and ought to perish in the same night." 

After the "notable disputant's" death in 1783 the part of his estate on which his house stood passed to his son-in-law, Nathaniel Coolidge, who sold the house to William Eaton. Mr. Eaton improved the estate, though it has been recalled that his pig-pen, which stood next to the Calvinistic Congregational Church, of course proved disagreeable to the worshippers. They couldn't help themselves in any way, as a man owning a place might keep his pigs, and as many as he wanted, where he chose. On Mr. Eaton's demise in 1859, well past his ninetieth year, his daughter, Miss Sally, whose birth had occurred in 1800, lived in the old home. In 1887 she passed away in the room in which she was born…. 


— Some Historic Houses of Worcester; A Brief Account of the Houses and Taverns that Fill a Prominent Part in History of Worcester, Together with Interesting Reminiscences of Their Occupants (published 1919). 




Central Park, Winter — The Skating Pond, print, after a painting by Charles Parsons, Lithographed by Lyman Wetmore Atwater (MET, 63.550.266)  

SKATING CARNIVALS IN THE CENTRAL PARK
The skating carnivals of the park, which have become of late years so prominent, and so favorite a feature in the winter amusements and exercise of the people of Manhattan, have thus far been chiefly held on Central Lake; though good use has been made, in this wise, of all the other available waters, and especially of those of the Pond, in the extreme southeast corner of the grounds. 

The skating season is generally comprised within a period commencing about Christmas, and ending with the month of February. Ordinarily, of but a small portion of this period can it be said that the ice is perfectly satisfactory, all the atmospheric conditions required to perfect it being rarely combined, being affected by snow, sleet, rain, wind, and temperature, varying daily and hourly. Artificial modes of improving the surface after it has been severely cut by the skaters, or after it has been honey-combed to the depth of one or more inches by a fall of snow, follow	ed by a warm rain, are now used. 

Experiments in flooding the ice to form a new surface have proved unsatisfactory; an ice plane, with a sharp blade, and propelled by hand or by horsepower, is at present employed in removing the snow from the ice, as far as practicable, immediately after its fall. 

After each day's skating, small flakes or particles of ice cover the surface, as if more snow had fallen; this is either swept or scraped off before the skating begins on the next morning. The annual cost of this care of the ice, and of the winter buildings which are erected on the shores for the shelter, convenience, and refreshment of the traveller, is some six thousand dollars. 

The winter refreshment houses are of commodious size, and are so constructed that they can be taken down at the end of the season, and replaced the next year. The Terrace House is 150 feet long, and 25 feet wide; and the Beach House is in length 125 feet, and in width 25 feet, with a skate-room and ladies' sitting-room attached, 47 feet in length by 20 feet in width, and two stories in height. In the skate-room, visitors may hire skates for the day or evening, at a small charge. 

The attendance at the park during the skating season is generally larger than at any other time of the year — at least, of visitors on foot: the whole number of which, in the month of January, 1864, was 555,608. 

The usual number present on a fine week-day during the skating season is about fifty thousand. Scarcely less than one hundred thousand have been present at one time on special occasions; and one-half of this number have, no doubt, been together on and about the twenty acres of ice found on the Lake, most of them twisting and twirling in highest glee, past, and perchance against, each other. 

In winter-time when the hard frost sets in and the cold term threatens to be long and severe, the people, young and old, male and female, rich and poor, find ample compensation in the reflection that the park lakes will be well frozen and the skating good. Signals are displayed at proper points on the park, and are carried on railway cars and omnibuses at such times as the ice is in suitable state for use, announcing the great and welcome fact to the expectant town, when everybody rubs his gleeful hands, re-echoes the popular slogan, "the ball is up!" and with skates on arm rushes forthwith to the park, be the hour that of sunrise or of midnight; indeed it is generally at night — the Lakes being then brilliantly illuminated by calcium lights, and maybe by the gentle smiles also of the silvery moon  — that the greatest crowds are seen thus hilariously bent. 

Among the thousands are many skilful experts, who fly along on the gleaming metal with the fleetness of the deer or the wind itself, and who are sometimes as sudden and eccentric in their movements and course as a pyrotechnic discharge or as a play of summer lightning — threatening to overrun you at one instant, and the next scarcely visible in the remote distance. Indeed, we have been told of such a master of the buoyant sport skimming the ice on a wager, with a salver in his hands covered with glasses filled to the brim with sparkling wine, and spilling never a drop in all his escapes from the clutch of hundreds of baffled pursuers. Then again there are the novices in the art, timid of step and halting in movement, who find a horizontal pose easier than a perpendicular on the elfish, treacherous ice, and who are given to carrying their inexperienced heels higher than their ambitious heads; but all in good part and with jolly jest rather than with malediction, since a fall on the ice, like an emetic at sea, is a merry necessity of the case, which, however undesired by the sufferer, must he laughed at by him no less than by the pleased observer. Mr. Dickens tells us in his "American Notes," that he found ample compensation for the mishaps of his outward voyage in the contemplation of Mrs. D.'s sufferings "in the same direction;" and in like manner are the neophytes of the skating ponds mutually consoled. 

Skating, as a general sport of the people, may be said to have been first introduced in New York with the facilities afforded by the lakes of the park, though it is an ancient pastime in older lands. In the northern and frozen latitudes of Europe it has ever been, of course, the ordinary means of locomotion, either for business or pleasure; and in many lower regions, where it is not a necessity or a convenience, it has long prevailed as a favorite amusement. 

As long ago as the middle of the seventeenth century, the art was practised in St. James' Park, in London; whence it is supposed to have been introduced from Holland by the cavaliers…. 

Skating laws have been promulgated by the park authorities, in which skaters are advised and directed — 

"Not to go upon the ice except by the paths provided therefor. 

"To use the foot-scrapers on the gang-plank before stepping upon the ice. 

"Not to drop any tobacco, cigar-stumps, paper, nutshells, or ether articles upon the ice. 

"To avoid crowds; since even thick ice is liable to be cracked; and if a number of persons crowd on one side of a crack in the ice, it suddenly tips, and endangers the lives of all upon it. 

"Not to interrupt the laborers on the ice, and to heed all hints and cautions from the park-keepers. 

"To report to the park-keepers all instances of incivility or of extortion on the part of the licensed keepers of any of the tents or refreshment houses. 

"Not to go upon the ice, except at such times as the National flag may be flying in intimation that it is entirely safe to venture." 


— Guide to the Central Park (published 1866), by T. Addison Richards (1820–1900). 




Séance with the Medium Eusapia Palladino — stereograph by Jules Courtier (MET, 2001.17a, b)

THE THOMAS BROTHERS RISK THEIR REPUTATION

Now I am giving the Sunday Express séance in full, because, so far as I am concerned as an independent investigator, I am satisfied that it was a conclusive test of the genuineness or fraud of spiritualism, and that, far from producing doubtful results or evidence of fraud, it was really an epoch in the history of spiritualism. It was the first time a London daily newspaper had gone to the trouble of inviting an accepted medium and a committee of scientists to hold an investigation in its own office, and it was the first time that a medium whose honour was at stake had accepted so dangerous an offer as to come to London to give a séance under conditions that at once jeopardised its success and consequently risked the medium's reputation and placed on trial the entire cause of spiritualism. The Thomas brothers had nothing to gain from a financial standpoint by accepting this offer. They had indeed received tempting monetary bait from other quarters, but had never bitten! While it was true that both the brothers were eager to leave their hazardous and uninteresting employment as coal-miners, it was equally true that they had no desire to appear on any variety stage for a fee that would tempt even a miner! 

I made the Thomases no other offer than that I would pay them, on behalf of the Sunday Express all their expenses, give them a good time, and see fair play. The main thing that should weigh on them, I impressed, was that they had the chance of a lifetime to prove once and for all their claims as mediums and the truth of spiritualism. They would have no chance of faking. "If you two men are frauds," I told them candidly, "you won't stand a ghost of a chance of deceiving the Express committee. We shall select our own room, we shall bring the toys, we shall do the tying, and we shall decide the conditions of the séance." 

The reply was, "So long as we have fair play we do not mind." Will Thomas said: "I don't mind how they tie me," but Tom Thomas added: "They must not be cruel in their tying. Let them have a scientist who understands tying. Why, I could tie him myself, and he would fail to free a finger. But it wouldn't do for me to make the offer." 

I have given my views of what happened at the séance. Still, one has to recognise the extraordinary fact that people hardly ever agree on a simple item of evidence. Either our eyes are of varying myopic tensity, or our senses are attuned differently, or perhaps we are being fooled all the time by capricious forces of which we wot not! If the judgment of individuals upon the same issue always varies, as it almost always does in regard to every subject under the sun, there is no alternative for even a modest man but to rely upon his own judgment and trust to luck that it happens to be the right one. Take this instance of the historic séance. Brushing aside the opinions expressed by a few who were morally scared to say what they secretly thought, we have a number of sensible and honest men sitting in the same conditions, at the same time, and at the same place, seeing differently, thinking differently, and thereby judging differently. The man who sat next to me was certain that the whole thing was a fake — a fraud from beginning to end. He was as sure of that as I was that the whole proceedings from beginning to end were honest and above-board. I fear I argued with him — a sheer waste of time. In the end I believe he had a suspicion that I was a confirmed spiritualist, and that I was one of Thomas' confederates! 

The account of one of the eye-witnesses — not myself — published in the Express next day, gives an excellent idea of this conflict of judgment. It was labelled "Verdict on the Welsh medium," "No evidence of any supernatural power," "Full description of the test séance." Of course this was the verdict of an individual writer, and I have given my own and that of others in order that the reader may hear all sides before passing judgment. 

This sitter seems to have been mainly impressed with the absence of tambourine display, which is always jeered at by the sceptic as being pantomimical! He begins by what he considers as the keynote of the whole proceedings: — 

"No bells were rung and no tambourines were wangled" at the séance which the brothers Tom and Will Thomas, the Welsh spiritualists, in whose genuineness Sir Arthur Conan Doyle has expressed his belief, gave at the Sunday Express office. 

Bells were there and tambourines were there, but "they lay well beyond arm's length of the chair in which Will Thomas, the medium, sat securely tied, and they lay there for nearly two hours, untouched. White Eagle, the Red Indian chief, who was supposed to be hovering about, did not even give them a shake." 

Three articles, which were in the medium's possession when the séance began, were thrown a short distance — in the dark. "There was nothing to show that they were thrown by spiritual agency. Some of those who attended the séance were of opinion that it was not impossible for the medium to have thrown them with a swing of his head, although Tom Thomas gave no support to this simple explanation. None of the leading spiritualists who attended professed himself quite convinced. Nothing happened which could not be accounted for by ordinary physical means. If the spiritualist mediums are to prove their claims, they must try again." His next point is printed in bold type: — 

"The chair had previously been screwed to the floor with iron angles. This excluded the possibility of the medium moving the chair along to the corner where the bells and tambourines were — if White Eagle had desired him to do so." 

Will Thomas sat with his back to the wall at one end of the room; Tom sat opposite him at the other end. The rest of the company sat right and left. Will wore no collar, and the neck of his shirt was unbuttoned. He wore no waistcoat. 

A number of new toys — tambourines, rattles with little bells, and a couple of small india-rubber dolls — were placed on a chair in the corner of the room on the right of Will Thomas. A small sealed packet, containing writing-paper and pencil, was placed with them. They were screened off by a green curtain. 

"The séance was no different from thousands of others, except that little happened. There was one curious incident near the beginning. One of the sitters occupied a chair close to Will Thomas' left, and the medium asked that he should move. He took a seat two or three yards away on the right. This gave Will room to swing anything with his mouth, if the 'spirit'' impelled him to do so." 

That last sentence surely should have been printed in italics. As a matter of fact, the reason why the control asked the sitter to move soon became evident. I leave Mr. Lewis to explain it: — 

"The first symptom of anything abnormal happening was the sound of a chair rocking. A sitter reported it was the vacant chair to the left of the medium. A gentleman asked Tom to turn his electric torch on to it, but Tom demurred. The gentleman became argumentative, and said he wished to protest that the chairman was not complying with one of the conditions of the séance, namely, that the light should be put on at any moment by request. We had not heard of any such stipulation. It would have been a rather foolish condition to accept. Tom held his ground, however, and said that Dr. Wallace would be able to explain later the reason for his declining. Tom said to us later that the joggling of the chair was a kind of premonitory symptom often given before a manifestation, and to turn on the light would be fatal to its success; had the gentleman kept quiet, the chair would probably have been carried bodily by spirit agency from one end of the room to the other. In the circumstances the rocking of the vacant chair came to nothing, and Tom asked that there should be no further argument during the séance." 

Apparently my worthy colleague on the Express had never been to any séances, for he expresses astonishment at what is quite a usual occurrence at séances. He refers first of all to Tom Thomas opening the proceedings by saying that the séance was a "religious" affair and invoked sympathy. The spiritualists who were present sang "Lead, kindly Light," and a good deal of the time during the next hour and a half was taken up with hymn-singing. When "Abide with me," "Onward, Christian soldiers," and "Meet me at the river" had been exhausted, the charms of "Way down upon the Swanee river" — where White Eagle may have come from — were tried. 

"It was long before anything happened, but a voice which sounded like Will Thomas's at last spoke and announced itself as that of White Eagle, the Red Indian. Tom Thomas and White Eagle had a little talk across the darkness, and White Eagle agreed to do his best for the company. 

"Whether it was that the tying up of Will Thomas had been too well done to suit the spirit of the dead Indian brave, or that the atmosphere of the room was a little too warm for his comfort, or that spirits are offended when mediums' chairs are screwed to the floor, for one reason or another, White Eagle found it difficult to show his powers. Gasps came from the unseen medium, as if he were making some exhausting effort. These gasps, the singing of hymns, cross-talk in undertones, and pauses of silence alternated. 

"Then one of the sitters, on the left of Will Thomas, said: 'Something touched me.' Tom Thomas switched on an electric torch. The 'something' was a metal spring bangle. It had fallen on the floor after striking one of the sitters. It was now picked up, and the torch switched off. 

"More singing, more gasps, more silence, and a request to White Eagle to do a little better. White Eagle responded. 

"' Something touched me,' said Mr. Basil Thomson after a while. It was a small button or medallion, made like a brooch, which Will Thomas had worn in the lapel of his coat. 

"The time dragged on, and the tambourines and bells remained unjingled. This was disappointing, and White Eagle was begged to try to do something more convincing than the bangle and the button. He made a final effort. 

"'Thank you! thank you!' exclaimed one of the spiritualists with fervour. The lights were turned up, and a pair of old braces was seen. It had fallen two or three yards from the medium's chair. One member of the circle stated that he heard it swinging to and fro before it fell. 

"There was a good deal of doubt where the bangle had come from, although Tom Thomas said it was on his brother's arm before the séance began. Nor was it clear whether Will Thomas' braces were buttoned on his trousers in the usual way when he was tied in the chair. 

"One of the spiritualists suggested that the bangle had been 'dematerialised' in order to take it off the arm. Other persons expressed doubt whether it had been on the arm at all."  


— An Amazing Séance and an Exposure (published 1919), by Sydney Alexander Moseley (1888–1961). 




The Warm Bath, by Francis Elizabeth Wynne, 1864.

A DOCTOR'S ADVICE ON BATHING BABIES
Our first duty on receiving a new inhabitant of the world is, to see that it is gently but thoroughly washed, in moderately warm soft water, with fine soap. Special attention should be paid to the folds of the joints, the neck, the arm pits, &c. For rubbing the body, in order to disengage anything which might obstruct the pores, or irritate or fret the skin, nothing can be preferable to a piece of soft sponge or flannel. Though the operation should be thorough, and also as rapid as the nature of circumstances will permit, all harshness should be avoided. When finished, the child should be wiped perfectly dry with soft flannel. 

While the washing is performed, the temperature of the room should be but a few degrees lower than that of the water; and the child should not be exposed to currents of cold air. If the weather is severe, or if currents of air in the room cannot otherwise be avoided, the dressing, undressing, washing, &c. may be done near the fire. And I repeat the rule, it should always be done with as much rapidity as is compatible with safety. Here will be seen one great advantage of simplicity in the form of dress. If the more rational suggestions of our chapter on that subject are attended to, it will greatly facilitate the process of washing, and the subsequent daily process of bathing, which I am about to recommend to my readers. 

This washing process is also an introduction to bathing. For it should be repeated every day; but with less and less attention to the washing, and more and more reference to the bathing. How long the child should stay in the bath, must be left to experience. If he is quiet, fifteen minutes can never be too long; and I should not object to twenty. If otherwise, and you are obliged to remove him in five minutes, or even in three, still the bathing will be of too much service to be dispensed with. 

Nothing should be mixed with the water, if the infant is healthy, except a little soap, as already mentioned. Some are fond of using salt; but it is by no means necessary, and may do harm. 

The proper hour for bathing is the early part of the day, or about the middle of the forenoon. This season is selected, because the process, manage it as carefully as we may, is at first a little exhausting. As the child grows older, however, and not only becomes stronger, but appears to be actually refreshed and invigorated by the bath, it will be advisable to defer it to a later and later hour. By the time the babe is three months old, particularly in the warm season, the hour of bathing may be at sunset. 

The degree of heat must be determined, in part, by observing its effect on the child; and in part by a thermometer. For this, and for other purposes, a thermometer, as I have already more than hinted, is indispensable in every nursery. Our own sensations are often at best a very unsafe guide. There is one rule which should always be observed; — never to have the temperature of the bath below that of the air of the room. If the thermometer show the latter to be 70°, the bath should be something like 80°: perhaps with feeble children, rather more. 

Great care ought always to be taken, to proportion the air of the room and the water of the bath to each other. If, for example, the temperature of the room have been, for some time, unusually warm, that of the water must not be so low as if it had been otherwise. On the contrary, if the room have been, for a considerable time, rather cool, the bath may be made several degrees cooler than in other circumstances. But in no case, and in no circumstances, must a warm bath — intended as such, simply — be so warm or so cold as to make the child uncomfortable, whether the temperature be 70°, 80° or 90°. 

It is hardly necessary to add, that in bathing a young child, the vessel used for the purpose should be large enough to give free scope to all the motions of its extremities. Most children are delighted to play and scramble about in the water. I know, indeed, that the contrary sometimes happens; but when it does, it is usually — I do not say always — because the countenances of those who are around express fear or apprehension; for it is surprising how early these little beings learn to decipher our feelings by our very countenances. 

Some of our readers may be surprised at the intimation that there are mothers and nurses who have fears or apprehensions in regard to the effects of the warm bath; but others — and it is for such that I write this paragraph — understand me better than I wish they did. I have often been surprised at the fact, but it is undoubted, that there is a strong prejudice against warm bathing, in many parts of the country. In endeavoring to trace the cause, I have usually found that it arose from having seen or heard of some child who died soon after its application. I have had many a parent remonstrate with me on the danger of the warm bath; and this, too, in circumstances when it appeared to me that the child's existence depended, under God, on that very measure. Perhaps it is useless, in such cases, however, to reason with parents on the subject. The medical practitioner must do his duty boldly and fearlessly, and risk the consequences. 

But as I am writing, not for persons under immediate excitement, but for those that may be reasoned with, it is proper to say, that in medicine, the warm bath is so often used in extreme cases, and as a last resort, even when death has already grasped, or is about to fix his grasp on the sufferer, that it would be very strange if many persons did not die, just after bathing. But that the bathing itself ever produced this result, in one case in a thousand, there is not the slightest reason for believing.* 

* Let me not be understood as intimating that the general neglect of bathing, of which I complain so loudly, is chiefly owing to this unreasonable prejudice, though this no doubt has its sway. On the contrary, I believe it is much oftener owing to ignorance, indolence and parsimony.

There are many more whims connected with bathing, as with almost everything else, which it were equally desirable to remove. Some nurses and mothers think that if the child's skin is wiped dry after bathing, it will impair, if not destroy, the good effects of the operation. Others still, shocking to relate, will even put it to bed in its wet clothes; this, too, from principle. Not unlike this is the belief, very common among adults, that if we get our clothes wet — even our stockings — we must, by all means, suffer them to dry on us; — a belief which, in its results, has sent thousands to a premature grave, and what is still worse, made invalids, for life, of a still greater number. 



— The Young Mother, or Management of Children in Regard to Health (published 1836), by William A. Alcott (1798–1859). 




ISAAC W. AMBLER GETS MARRIED, ETC.

Before I left Portland [Maine], I wanted to get married, and I had tried to get a license at the Register's office, but could not without the consent of my commanding officer. I went out, and fell in with two Irishmen, and asked them to go to the Register's office, and get a license in my name. They succeeded in getting it, and I hurried back to where I left my "intended," and with her I went to a Methodist clergyman and was married, and giving my marriage certificate to my newly made wife, I bade her adieu, and left for the man whom I had stopped with. I exchanged clothes, and gave him my military suit, and when it was dark, started off. 

In the meantime, the regiment had started for Halifax, but had left a number of men, who with the police, were searching the country around for me. 

Before going into the wood, I went into a Scotchman's house, and asked for something to eat. They would not give me anything, and I went on until I came to another house, where an Irishman lived, who gave me two potatoes and a piece of fish. I told him that I had just come from the house below. "Well, that fellow will inform against you," he said, knowing that I had escaped from the [British] army, and taking out a gun. "Here," said he, "take this to defend yourself, and I will run the risk of your returning it." I took the gun, promising to return it if I lived, and thanking him, left the house, and went into the forest. 

It was about 12 o'clock at night when I entered the woods, and although darkness covered the earth, it seemed all bright to me. I was now my own man, and felt like singing, but I had to keep silence here, knowing soldiers were stationed all around the forest. Having found a place to lie down, I slept well, and when I awoke, the sun was high in the heavens. In my haste to make my escape, I never once thought of taking any provisions with me, but it was in the fall of the year, when berries were ripe, or else I must have perished, or given myself up. I found berries enough, and managed the first day to get a good living, and made up my mind to stay in the woods as long as I could. 

The second night I slept on the watch, knowing that not a man of the company would come near to take me in the day time, but fearing they might see and watch me until night came on, and after I was asleep, seize me. I had not much sleep, every noise I heard aroused me, and I would jump up, and present my gun at what I imagined was a person. 

The second day I picked some more berries, but found that they did not satisfy my cravings. I had been used to liquor every day, and to be deprived of it now, was as bad to me as taking away my bread, and I hardly know which I missed the most. I wandered around all the first part of the day, and as the sun began to sink in the heavens, I thought I would try my luck and see if I could not get out safely. I had taken particular notice of the wood, and the lay of the land, so that I could find my way out, and taking my course, started to go back. I walked quite briskly for about half an hour, and began to think that it was time for me to get out of the forest; but I kept on some time. I had no idea that I had gone so far into the wood, but after walking some distance further, I came where I could see the open fields. 

I went along now cautiously, looking upon all sides, to see if any one was near; but not seeing any person, I went out into a field. Finding myself not far from the place where I entered the woods, I crossed the field, and went towards the road, and as I got near it, I saw two men coming in the road. If I should go back across the field, they would surely see me, so I laid down beside the fence, and as they came along, I heard one say, "He will be shrewd enough not to fall into their hands, I'll warrant you." "But," says the other, "how can he get out? the places are all guarded, and he cannot help being taken" — and here I could not understand what was said. 

Well, I thought to myself, my chance is a hard one, and getting up, I looked about me, and saw a wagon coming along the road. I must keep still at present, or I shall be taken. What a fool, I said to myself, am I for coming out here, in open day. I might have known better, if I had stopped to consider, than to leave the wood. I waited until the wagon had passed, and then thought I would make for the forest, but as I looked, another wagon was coming, and I was thus kept there until night, when I returned to the forest, feeling thankful that it once more afforded me a secure retreat. 

I managed to get some berries, which partially satisfied my craving for food, and having selected a place to rest, I broke off some twigs, and spreading them around, I laid down to sleep. 

I staid in this wood just one week, when I made up my mind to get out, and go down where my wife lived and get something to eat, and run the risk of being taken, as I was almost starved. 

I went out to the edge of the wood, and when it was dark, took a back route, and went down to "Lower Cave," and as I was going through the streets, I met two of the sergeants. They knew me the moment they saw me, and I started on a run, and went into my wife's uncle's house, at the back door, the sergeants after me. I ran out of the front door, down to where my wife lived, and went into the house, and got something to eat and a cup of tea to drink, and bidding my wife good bye, I hurried out of the house, telling her that I would see her again before long. I went down the street, (it being dark, and the soldiers after me,) upon all-fours, like a dog, until I came to the sea side, and keeping near the water's edge, walked along until I came to a high cliff. I swam around the several cliffs that I came to, and traveled some over a mile, until I came to Marsh Bridge, and there I went past the guard, as I wished to see a couple of men that promised to help me escape by carrying me down the St. Johns river. I there saw two men, and they promised to come Tuesday morning, at three o'clock, and take me to the steamer "Maid of Erin," that was bound for the States. 

I went into the wood and remained until Tuesday, at three o'clock in the morning, when the two men came, and I went with them to where the steamer was, and got put down in the coal hole. The two men told the helmsman, that if he informed against me, he had better not show himself in St. Johns again. I knew that before the steamer sailed a sergeant would come aboard, to see that there were no deserters secreted in her, so being acquainted with coal, I dug down, and covering myself with it, remained there until the sergeant had searched. 

After the steamer had got under way, I was not so careful, but showed myself upon deck, and the ticket master coming along, wanted my fare, which was two dollars. Having but one dollar, I got the helmsman to lend me another, and told him that my wife would pay him. 

I intended to get out at Eastport, but as there was a severe storm, the boat could not land, and I went to Portland, Me. When the boat touched the wharf, I jumped out, and asked the captain, who was upon the deck, if I was on "Yankee land?" "Yes," says the captain, staring at me, as I jumped up and gave three cheers, "but are you Sergeant Ambler?" "That's my name," I said. The captain turned and went below. 

Now I felt that I was free, and turning around, hardly knew what to do, I felt so happy; it had been so long since I had enjoyed freedom, that I was like a bird let out of a cage. I felt that I was in a new world; the great country that I had heard of from my youth up, and for which I had sighed when in the lonely hours of night I kept my sentry watch, or when beneath a scorching sun I marched many a weary mile, was now before me. This free country, of which so many songs were heard around the tap-room bar, as we would quaff the ale, and jovially pass the time away, I had now reached. 

As I stood upon the wharf, what prospects seemed to be before me! Everything looked beautiful to me, and I thought that at last I had reached a land where I could enjoy life. No more court martials to be tried before, no more shall I be brought before commanding officers, to answer to charges brought against me. And above all these, I thought, no more liquor to take away my reason, and make me incapable of performing the duties incumbent upon me. No more restraints upon my actions, and I can now live as I choose, and go where I wish. Had I been permitted to look into the future, I should have shuddered at the gloomy, wretched prospect before me, and should have turned with disgust back from the country that looked so beautiful, and returned to the army. How thankful should we be that the future, with its weal or woe, cannot be revealed to us. 

I thought that I stood in the same position that the Pilgrim fathers did. They left their native land for this country, to free themselves from tyranny and oppression. But I thought again, that no friends welcomed them, and the bustle that greeted me they did not witness. They landed indeed in a strange land; the wild animal was lord there, and forest trees covered these shores. How great the change! Friends were here to welcome me. I knew that there were several who had escaped from the army. 

And as these thoughts came upon me, I could not but uncover my head, and pay a tribute of respect to the noble land that sheltered and defended so many of my countrymen. Only those who have passed through the scenes that I have, can realize the emotions that were stirred within me, as I stepped upon the land of freedom. 


— "Truth Is Stranger Than Fiction." Biography of Isaac W. Ambler (published 1860), by I.W. Ambler (born circa 1825).








SKETCHES OF TRAVEL: ALTORF, STRASBURG, FRANKFORT

ALTORF. 

…Altorf is situated at the head of Lake Lucerne. The town was erected in honor of William Tell, and stands on the spot where the Bailiff Gessler chained William Tell's son to a post in the marketplace and compelled his father to shoot an apple off his son's head with a bow and arrow. William Tell succeeded in hitting the apple the first time, but when the tyrant asked him the reason of his having another arrow concealed in his dress, he replied, "To have killed you, had I killed my son." All this was done because William Tell would not bow to the hat of Bailiff Gessler. The offended Gessler had Tell seized, bound, and placed in the same boat with himself, resolved to carry him across the lake to his own castle and confine him. A frightful storm suddenly arose, and they were obliged to unbind the prisoner, who was celebrated for his skill as a mariner. He conducted them near to a ridge of rocks, jumping from the boat to a rock, at the same time pushing the boat back and sending it adrift. He escaped and concealed himself in a thicket, then waited for Gessler to pass on his way to his castle, and slew him. There is a small chapel erected upon the rock where William Tell leaped off the boat. I saw the chapel as I passed in the steamer…. 

STRASBURG. 

Strasburg, July 16, 1851. — …The great mechanical clock in [the cathedral of] Strasburg is in height about one hundred feet, and about thirty feet diameter and fifteen feet deep. Around me are many strangers waiting to see the working of the clock. As it strikes the hour of twelve or noon every eye is upon it. It now wants five minutes of twelve: now the clock has struck, and some of the people go out. The dial is thirty feet from the floor; on each side is a cherub or little boy with a mallet, and over the dial is a small bell; the cherub on the left strikes the first quarter, the one on the right the second quarter. Some thirty feet above the dial is a large niche, in which is a huge figure of Time, a bell in his left and a scythe in his right hand; in front stands a figure of a young man, with a mallet, who strikes the third quarter on the bell in the hand of Time, then turns and glides with a slow step around behind Time; then comes out an old man, with a mallet, and places himself in front of Father Time, and as the hour of twelve comes the old man raises his mallet and deliberately strikes twelve times on the bell, that echoes through the building and is heard all around the region of the church and city. Then the old man glides slowly behind Father Time. As soon as the old man has struck twelve and disappeared, another set of machinery is put in motion, some twenty feet higher. It is thus: there is a large cross with an image of Christ upon it; the instant twelve is struck, one of the Apostles walks out from behind, comes in front, turns, facing the cross, bows, and walks around to his place. As he does so, another comes out in front, turns, bows, and passes in. So twelve Apostles' figures, as large as life, walk around, bow, and pass on. As the last disappears, an enormous cock, perched on the pinnacle of the clock, slowly flaps his wings, stretches forth his neck, and crows three times, so loud as to be heard outside of the church for some distance, and so naturally as to be mistaken for a real cock; then all is silent as death. No wonder that this clock is the admiration of Europe! It was made in 1751…. 

FRANKFORT. 

Went to Frankfort-on-the-Main. It contains sixty thousand inhabitants, and is the seat of the German Diet. It contains twenty-one open sewers, one hundred and fifteen fountains, and eighteen churches of different denominations. The chief part of the town is occupied by rich merchants, who live in elegant residences. A great many of the streets are very wide and handsome. The city contains about three thousand National Guards. 

The most interesting sight is the Casino, an elegant building for amusement and refreshment. The first floor is devoted to reading, conversation, cards, and billiards. There are upwards of a hundred periodicals for the use of visitors. The ground floor is devoted to refreshments and smoking. The Casino in Frankfort is conducted equal to any in Germany. 

The garden of Baron Rothschild is situated on the right of Bockenheim road; admission is readily granted to respectable strangers. The museum contains a great many natural curiosities: minerals, antediluvian remains, mammalia, birds, and stuffed animals, — among them the hippopotamus, or river-horse — skeletons of fish, birds, animals, human skulls, reptiles, Egyptian mummies, Indian curiosities, eggs, and a great-coat made of sausage-skins, etc. 


— Around the World: Sketches of Travel Through Many Lands and Over Many Seas (published 1876), by John Vanderslice (1801–1882). 




CAPTAINS OF INDUSTRY

JOHN D. ROCKEFELLER 

Chiefly known as the organizer and head of the Standard Oil Company, and richest man in America. These may be proud titles to wear as viewed by the general public, but the indications are that Mr. Rockefeller has found inside of his crown a good many thorns. He has had his share of abuse, which he seems to have borne with fortitude and silence. There are, no doubt, moments, and probably days and hours, when deep down in his heart he feels the intensity of the sting. He has had a somewhat remarkable career. Nature apparently equipped him with a well-developed power for making money. The first forty years of his business life would indicate that all of the seven days out of a week were devoted to the accumulation of power and wealth. Later on, he dropped the seventh day from business, and gave it up to religious thought. That he has done good in the world, all must admit. Mr. Rockefeller was among the first to see the possibility of the development of the oil industry. When Providence made it spout from the ground and all man had to do was to harvest it, Mr. Rockefeller and his associates were in the vanguard of the husbandry, carrying the largest buckets. His one great object in life was to succeed. He was never particularly thoughtful of the weaker persons who, unable to cope with stronger powers, were forced to take a back seat, as it were. It mattered little to him what befell others, so long as he was undisturbed in approaching the goal of his ambition. Few men identified with the industrial progress of the United States gave evidence of greater industry than has been shown by Mr. Rockefeller in his busy and varied career. It is true that through his energy the country has increased in wealth. And it is likewise true that Mr. Rockefeller's riches have grown in greater proportion. If all reports be true, he is worth, in his individual right, more than one hundred million dollars. When he began his pursuit of wealth, a man who owned one million dollars was far richer than it was generally believed he should be. A man with that much money was one of the men to be gazed at wherever he might go. For one man to possess one hundred million dollars demonstrates the fact that business conditions are such that some men are entitled to greater privileges than others. 

Mr. Rockefeller may have been happy in the acquirement of his millions. He will, no doubt, consider conditions responsible for his accumulation of great riches, and assert that he did nothing more or less than to take advantage of the opportunities incident to these conditions. It would be unfair to hold this against a man. It serves to show that he was wise in his observations. He knows he cannot take his wealth with him when the final summons is served, consequently he is now showing a highly commendable philanthropic nature. In the matter of the distribution of his wealth, it is doing, and going to do, a great deal of good for a great many people. He believes in higher education, though he had few opportunities for securing an education himself. The money he has given for the Chicago University is a monument to his good deeds. He performed a noble charity in founding a hospital for the cure of children, in New York, and for the elimination, as far as possible, of diseases so fatal among children, particularly cerebro-spinal meningitis. Mr. Rockefeller, during the past fifteen years, has shown a breadth of thought on philanthropic lines that must command the admiration of every one. It would seem that he finds it more difficult properly to distribute much of his wealth on wholesome lines than it was to acquire it. He has reached almost the full measure of life, and has done much to cause people to think more kindly of him than prevailed a decade or so ago. He is not popular on any golf links. He is close in the matter of giving tips to the caddies. They are all against him. 

It is not recorded of Mr. Rockefeller that he has ever in his life had many intimate associates, though he may have had a large number of acquaintances. He has lived much to himself. His business associates know him best as a man of business. He has been rather secretive all his life. He believes himself to be a much misunderstood man, and no doubt he is. He was brought up in a rural section among those whose wants were few and whose ways were simple. Notwithstanding his immense wealth and power, he has lived the simplest kind of a life. He has never done anything for show. For a great many years he preferred that the public should know little, if anything, about him or his business affairs. Few men have a more perfect home life than he. He is particularly pleased when members of his family circle are with him. This does not mean his sons and daughters only, but his sisters, brothers, and their families, or, at least, most of them. He is not one who believes in spending money because he may have it. He likes plain, simple food, which was the case even in the days when he was able to eat heartily. He does not spend two hundred dollars a year for his clothes. Some may consider Mr. Rockefeller of a philosophical turn of mind. He has been the master workman in one of the largest industrial enterprises the United States has ever known. It is not fair that for this he should be condemned. 

HENRY C. FRICK 

One of the leading factors in the industrial affairs of Pittsburg and its surroundings. The name of Henry C. Frick has appeared much in the public press of the past fifteen or twenty years. In a general way, he is probably better known than most men who have not been more identified with public affairs. He is quite different from his oldtime friend and former partner, Andrew Carnegie. Mr. Frick is a product of Western Pennsylvania. He was thrust into a commercial career at a very early age. His first knowledge of the business world was as an employé of his uncle, who was the owner of a flouring mill. Young Frick soon became familiar with the method of turning the golden grain into the finished product. He learned the trade of milling. He knew how to set the burrs to get the greatest number of pounds of flour from a bushel of wheat, and at the same time make good flour. His milling career, however, was merely preliminary to a greater one. He had in mind the industry that attracted him later, and from which he made a great fortune and became a power in the industrial world. This was the coke business. He was, likewise, among the first on the ground in the unparalleled development of the iron and steel industry in and about Pittsburg. He was not many years in the coke business until he became identified with kindred interests. He proved to be clear-headed, enterprising, and a man of unusually fine judgment. He saw everything purely from a commercial point of view. His one great hobby, if such it can be called, was the determination to reduce the cost of production; not, however, for the purpose of lowering the cost of labor, but in the invention of modern machinery which would bring about the necessary decrease in cost. Mr. Frick, from the very beginning of his career, was an upbuilder of affairs. He has never been pessimistic. He is always an optimist. He is not a man who will permit interference with his plans. He is an independent thinker. He knows what he wants, and the best way to get it. 

In earlier days, he and Mr. Carnegie were bosom friends, and made fortunes while partners. For some unstated reason, they had a difference. What it really was may never be known. There have, however, been conjectures. It would hardly seem probable that these giants of industry should become jealous of each other. At any rate, they parted company for a while. Mr. Carnegie constructed one of the highest office buildings in Pittsburg. In the opinion of many, this was but another monument that Mr. Carnegie had built to himself. It was given his name, and, being of great dimensions, the owner was taking on additional fame. This, it would seem, rankled in the breast of Mr. Frick. Not to be outdone by the little Scotchman, Mr. Frick purchased ground almost adjoining the Carnegie building. Upon this he erected a mammoth structure, taller and larger in every way than the one owned by the pilgrim from Skibo Castle. Mr. Frick announced, at one time, that he proposed establishing a rival steel company to that controlled by the Scottish laird. This was more than little Andrew cared to contend with. He hoisted the flag of truce, and "came across." The two men again became friends. In 1892, Mr. Frick was the recipient of a bullet from the hand of a would-be assassin, who had an imaginary grievance against the steel king. His life hung by a slender thread for weeks. This was about the first time that Mr. Frick was known much beyond the section of Western Pennsylvania. At the time, he was the general manager of the Carnegie Steel Company. The man who shot him was promptly tried and imprisoned. For a time, it was feared the wound might give Mr. Frick serious trouble later in life; but this, it would seem, is not the case. Mr. Frick was one of several other gentlemen who, as trustees, demanded a reorganization of the Equitable Assurance Society, after that institution became involved in its historic scandal. The position taken by Mr. Frick — he, in fact, being the leader — had much to do with the re-establishing of confidence in the minds of all policy-holders. It cleared the insurance atmosphere. 

Mr. Frick is a striking man in appearance. He is tall, handsome, and graceful. His beard, which has become iron-gray, adorns a youthful-appearing face. He began getting gray when comparatively a young man. He has always been a believer in the idea of living well. Long before he was as rich as he is to-day, he built one of the handsomest residences in the most fashionable section of Pittsburg. It was luxuriously furnished, many of the more expensive articles having been purchased abroad. It is not believed that any of the Pittsburg millionaires has exhibited a greater fondness for the artistic than has Mr. Frick. He is a distinct lover of the beautiful. The great array of objects of art in and about his residence verifies this statement. When in New York, he is a patron of the Grand Opera. He has traveled much abroad, and is familiar with all the art galleries of Europe. He is rather retiring in disposition. He cares little or nothing for being publicly known, yet his position as a leading financier has brought him much into public view. He is a fine, manly man. Mr. Frick is rated as being the possessor of several million dollars. He is in position to indulge his taste in anything his fancy may dictate. He is moderate and temperate in all things. He is entertaining in conversation. He has never forgotten his early country days, and is ever mindful of the fact that some of the greatest men in history had their beginning in the rural districts. He likes plain people, and he desires the association of those who see the bright side of life. 

ELBERT H. GARY 

Chairman of the Board of Directors of the United States Steel Corporation. The career of Mr. Gary in the world of finance would, if written, read like a romance, and would require much space to give it in detail. Having reached a few years beyond three score, he is now, and has been for the past fifteen years, one of the dominating and picturesque figures in the field of the industrial world, not alone in the United States, but in all countries where steel is manufactured in great quantities. Mr. Gary is a native of Illinois. His early manhood was spent at Wheaton, in that State, where he rose to some distinction as a lawyer, later becoming a county judge. He is known as Judge Gary by all of his intimates, and in the newspaper articles printed about him, he is usually given the distinction of this prefix. It was when presiding as a judge in the county court of his native State, and, later, when practicing in Chicago, that he became impressed with the immense volume of steel that was entering into all of the industrial crafts of the world. He began studying steel from its formation in the raw material to the completion of the finished product. He knew of the great triumphs that had been made in steel development by such men as Thomson and Bessemer, the Englishmen who, on coming to America, made great discoveries incident to the further development of the product. In brief, there is nothing about steel or its manufacture of which Judge Gary has not informed himself. After getting an insight into the business, he was soon able to demonstrate to capitalists and practical steel men that he knew as much as they did. He saw its future possibilities, and the enormous wealth it was destined to produce. The consolidation of the various steel interests into one gigantic corporation was the result of Judge Gary's far-sightedness. It is evident that he possesses unusual ability to be at the head of so great a corporation, having been chosen for this position by the foremost steel manufacturers of the country. 

He is a clean-cut, quick thinker, sees the important point at once, grasps the situation in its full scope with remarkable clearness. He has been able to make this company earn two dollars where the previous organizations were scarcely able to earn one. He has made steel-making the imperial industry of the country. He has had honors thrust upon him that come to few men. The town of Gary, a few miles east of Chicago, on the shores of Lake Michigan, the model steel town of the world, has been given this name in recognition of the great assistance Judge Gary has rendered in making the company of which he is the president the dominating factor in the steel industry of the world. The town, when completed, will be unlike any other municipality in the United States. Every artisan will be in the employ of the steel company. The raw material will be brought in ships from the great ore deposits of Minnesota, on the bosom of the waters of Lake Superior and Lake Michigan, to the town of Gary, where it will be converted into the finished product. As a lawyer. Judge Gary was a fairly successful practitioner. As judge, he was an ideal administrator of the law's decrees. He was one of the kind of judges who believed litigants should settle their troubles out of court. When a practitioner, he was inclined to frown upon those who came determined to seek satisfaction by legal procedure, admonishing his neighbors and friends, at all times, that wise men adjust their differences among themselves; fools take their troubles to court. 

Personally, Judge Gary is a delightful companion, although it cannot be said that he has many intimates. He possesses the kind of brain that takes on large undertakings. His is a mind that would lead some men to establish empires, where others would be satisfied with villages. It cannot be said that he is in the least visionary, though he may impress others that he sees millions at every turn of the road. He is not a large man, nor is he one who could be called handsome; yet he is pleasing to observe, because of his strong mental equipment. He usually dresses with becoming taste and exquisite neatness, though he apparently thinks little on this subject. His face is smooth, except for a small, gray, cropped mustache. His forehead is projecting, indicating his powers of keen observation. His face is smiling and large. Judge Gary is not promiscuous in his diversions. He is believed to be at the highest point of his social accomplishments when ordering a dinner. It is here that he fairly revels. His imagination is so intense that it is said of him that, while ordering a meal, he experiences the pleasure of an imaginary taste of every article. This may be regarded as the last word in Epicurean science. It is not, however, the ordering the dinner that seems to please the judge the most, but it is in having his friends eat it with him. He is capable of delivering a classical lecture on the art of eating. He is not what may be termed a high liver, but a good liver. He is an observer of the Fletcher theory of eating, which consists, chiefly, of thorough mastication. He eats slowly, but talks briskly. Judge Gary has his share of fondness for good wines, although not an excessive drinker of them. He has his favorite authors, but the man who wrote the best history of the manufacture of steel in the world, with all of its attendant discoveries and annexes, may be regarded as his favorite. When he lived in Illinois, his favorite pastime of late afternoons was to go buggy-riding. If automobiles that could be speeded five hundred miles per hour were being made, Judge Gary would buy two. He never forgets the town of Wheaton, and the institution of learning there. The generosity of his purse is always in evidence for the good of Wheaton. 

J. PIERPONT MORGAN 

The leading financier of the United States. Much has been said of Mr. Morgan, both by word of mouth and by the public prints. He has been much in the public eye for the past twenty-five years, and that he will retain his present position of eminence in the world of finance is evident, so long as he may wish it so, or until the end of his life. Mr. Morgan is a man who is not known personally by many people, although his ways are not dark, nor are his tricks vain. Mr. Morgan is made the subject of more than his share of adverse criticism. He is probably held responsible for many acts he does not commit. Because he has spent most of his business career in Wall Street, the yeomanry may not have a very good opinion of him. This may have had its origin in the fact that those living in the remote sections are not up-to-date in the methods of carrying on business in the financial center of the country. Mr. Morgan is a man who has the confidence of all the leading financiers of the country. He is also a man who controls vast sums of money. He has come to be known as the man who can produce the coin when industrial combinations become financially involved. When it becomes necessary to rehabilitate railroads, managers desiring his help journey to Wall Street, with the hope of getting his aid in bringing about a reorganization. The word "Reorganize," in these instances, has been changed to "Morganize." The "Morganizing" of railroads has had a most beneficial effect upon several badly managed lines. This would indicate that Mr. Morgan is a public benefactor to the railway world. It is well to understand, however, that when Mr. Morgan becomes identified with the financial affairs of a railway, he is not working in the interests of unadulterated philanthropy. He is not without having his eye set in the direction of good financial returns to the banking house of J. Pierpont Morgan & Co. He can see a dollar as far down the street as the next man; in fact, he sees millions of dollars where other men might see but thousands. 

Mr. Morgan was brought up in an atmosphere of finance. There has been money on both sides of him, front and back. No matter which way he may turn, he comes in direct contact with money. He is sometimes called, in Wall Street parlance, "Ready Money Morgan." He is ever ready to finance any kind of a corporation, if there is money in it. It was Mr. Morgan who coined the phrase "undigested securities," presumably referring to stock issues by corporations not possessing dividend-paying powers. Mr. Morgan has taken a hand in helping finance the United States on two or three occasions. When there is a bond issue going on, Mr. Morgan is usually in the neighborhood. He has financed some of the South American republics, much to their joy and likewise to the proper ledger side of his banking house. Mr. Morgan deals in gigantic undertakings. There are thousands of business propositions submitted to him, which he dismisses in a few minutes. He, apparently, intuitively knows what will make money and what will not. He is probably the keenest observer of the financial affairs of the world that can be found in the United States. He is the intimate associate of all the leading financiers of Europe. The Rothschilds of England, France, and Germany are to those countries what Mr. Morgan is to the United States. In his younger days, he was taught the science of finance by his father, who in his day was not as great as the son has become, but withal, a man engaged in large financial affairs. Mr. Morgan was born in the State of Connecticut, the home of the wooden nutmeg. Therefore, he is in every sense a Yankee, and the world knows the native shrewdness of the Yankees when the question of money-getting is under consideration. He is a man of gigantic financial intellect. He is an honor and credit to his country. He has averted several panics, precipitated by irresponsible financial jugglers. He has come to the rescue of the financial and industrial world when the wisdom of a big-brained man was needed. Mr. Morgan is recognized as the most progressive man in the United States in the advancement of art. His annual contributions to deserving charity will run into the thousands. He has always been public-spirited. He has searched the best art galleries of Europe for the most meritorious products of the leading artists. His influence in building the Metropolitan Gallery of Art in New York is commendable. There are few things of a public nature in and about the city of New York that do not find Mr. Morgan listed as one of the leading promoters. His contributions to the Episcopal Church probably aggregate more than those of any ten other persons in the country. Mr. Morgan is a man who makes great sums of money every year. He may hoard a great deal of it, but it is known that he is exceedingly liberal in the distribution of a large amount of it. He spends about one half of every year in the United States, and the other half in Europe. His firm has large financial interests in London, Paris, and Berlin, where branch banking houses are in existence. With all his vast wealth and his interest in a multitude of great undertakings, he is a plain and simple man. He is a great conservator of time. He does not believe in wasting anything. He will transact more business in twelve hours than most men will do in three days. 


— 130 Pen Pictures of Live Men (published 1910), by Orlando Oscar Stealey (1835–1919). 






Mozart with Constanze on Their Honeymoon, painting by Hugo Schubert.

MOZART ON MARRIAGE

We have already seen the relief it was to Mozart, when obliged to quit the house of the Archbishop, to find a lodging with Madame Weber, his old Mannheim friend. After Aloysia's marriage to the actor Lange, the mother lived in somewhat reduced circumstances with her other three daughters, and was glad to let her spare rooms; it was a comfort to Mozart to be relieved by friendly hands of the little housekeeping cares which he was ill-fitted to attend to himself. But his father was averse to the arrangement; he feared that the Webers would make a tool of him, as they had, in his opinion, in Mannheim. He was not at all satisfied with Wolfgang's reassurances on the subject, and pressed him to take another lodging; Wolfgang declared himself quite willing if he could find one equally comfortable. As this did not seem likely, and a report reached Salzburg that Mozart was engaged to be married to one of Madame Weber's daughters, his father insisted on compliance with his desire. Wolfgang answered (July 25, 1781): —  


I repeat that I have long wished to take another lodging, if only to stop people's chatter; and it annoys me to have to do it for the sake of absurd gossip, in which there is not a word of truth. I should like to know what pleasure it can be to certain people to spread such baseless reports. Because I am living with the family I must, forsooth, marry the daughter! There is no talk of affection — they jump over all that; I simply go to the house, and then get married. If ever in my life I was far from thinking of marriage, it is at this moment. I wish for nothing less than a rich wife; and even if I could make a good marriage now I must perforce wait, for I have other things in my head. God has not given me my talent that I might cripple it with a wife, and waste my prime in inactivity. Shall I embitter my life at its very opening? I have nothing to say against matrimony, but for me at present it would be an unmitigated evil. Well, if there is no other way, false as it all is, I must avoid even the appearance of it, although the appearance has no foundation except my lodging in the house. No one who does not live in the house can imagine how very little intercourse I have with them; for the children seldom go out — never except to the play — and I cannot accompany them because I am seldom at home at that hour. We have been on the Prater once or twice, but the mother was with us; being in the house I could not avoid going, and I heard no such foolish gossip then. I must tell you, too, that I paid only my own share; and the mother, having become aware of the gossip from others as well as from myself, objects to our going anywhere together again, and has herself advised me to move my quarters to avoid further annoyance, for she says she would not willingly injure me, however innocently. This is my only reason for leaving, and this is no valid reason; but people's mouths must be stopped. It would not be difficult to find a better room, but very difficult to meet with such kind and obliging people. I will not say that I am uncivil and never speak to the young lady to whom report has wedded me, but I am not in love with her; I chat and joke with her when I have time — that is in the evenings, when I sup at home; in the morning I write in my own room, and in the afternoon I am nearly always out — and so that is really all about it. If I am to marry all the girls I have made fun with, I shall have at least a hundred wives. Now farewell, my dear father, and trust your son, who has really the best intentions towards all honest people! Trust him, and believe him sooner than certain people who have nothing better to do than to calumniate honest folk.  


…In September he actually found a new lodging, but he was far from comfortable there; "it was like travelling in a post-chaise instead of one's own carriage." He had made the sacrifice for his father's sake, and he now took occasion to beg the latter not to listen to gossip, but to believe that he meant "to remain the same honest fellow as ever" (September 5, 1781). But the discomfort of his domestic circumstances in the midst of incessant work only increased his desire to set up an establishment of his own. The gossip of the town and his father's exhortations had produced a contrary effect to that intended, and his liking for Constanze Weber grew more decided day by day. He felt persuaded that she would make him happy, and, since she returned his affection, they became betrothed lovers. He could not disguise from himself that his father would certainly disapprove of this step, and he laid before him with great candour all that had led to it. After setting forth his prospects of an assured position, and the steps which he had taken towards obtaining it, he continues (December 15, 1781): —  


My desire is to have something certain to fall back upon, and then one can live very well on chance here — and to get married. Nature speaks as loud in me as in any other, perhaps louder than in a great heavy blockhead. I have no inclination to live like most young men of the present day. In the first place I have too much love for religion, and in the second too much love for my neighbour, and too much good feeling to lead astray an innocent girl. I can take my oath I have never done so. But I know that this reason, strong as it is, is not elevated enough. But my temperament, which is inclined for a quiet domestic life — my want of habit of attending to my clothing, washing, and other such things — make a wife indispensable to me. I am quite persuaded that I could live better on the same income with a wife than as I am now. And how many unnecessary expenses would be done away with! True, others would arise; but one knows them and can calculate on them — in fact, one leads a regular life. An unmarried man only half lives, in my opinion. That is my opinion — I cannot help it; I have reflected and considered enough, and have quite made up my mind. But who, you will ask, is the object of my love? Do not be horrified, I beg. What! not a Weber! Yes, a Weber; not Josepha, nor Sophia, but Constanze, the middle one. I have never seen such dissimilarity of mind in any family as in this. The eldest, Josepha, is lazy and cross; Aloysia Lange is a false, unprincipled woman and a coquette; the youngest, Sophie, is too young to be anything yet but the good thoughtless creature she is. God keep her from temptation! But the middle one, my dear good Constanze, is the martyr of the family, and on that very account, perhaps, the best-natured, the cleverest — in a word, the best of them all. She looks after everything in the house, and yet can never do right. She is not ugly, but she is far from being beautiful. Her whole beauty consists in her dark eyes and good figure. She is not intellectual, but has common sense enough to fulfil her duties as a wife and mother. She is not inclined to extravagance, that is quite untrue; on the contrary, she is always badly dressed, for the little her mother can do is done for the two others, never for her. True, she likes to be neat and clean, but not smart; and almost all that a woman needs she can make for herself; she understands housekeeping, has the best heart in the world — she loves me and I love her — tell me if I could wish for a better wife? I must tell you that when I wrote before love was not there, but was born of her tender care and attention when I was living in the house. My earnest wish now is to get something settled to do (of which, God be praised, I have great hope), and I shall then hasten to beg your permission to rescue my poor darling, and make her and myself — indeed, I may say, all of us — happy, for does not my being happy render you so?  


— Life of Mozart (published 1891), by Otto Jahn (1813–1869).  
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