MY OWN STORY

WITH RECOLLECTIONS OF
NOTED PERSONS

BY

JOHN TOWNSEND TROWBRIDGE

ILLUSTRATED

Ne cede malis. — Heraldic Motto,

BOSTON AND NEW YORK
HOUGHTON, MIFFLIN AND COMPANY
@be Wiverside Press, Tambridge

1903



LONL:VH:SS

Two Copies Raceivad

SEP 15 '903

Copyngnt Entry
S’wf. q.1903
CLAS Q_ WXe. No

6806062

COPY_B.

COPYRIGHT 1902, 1903, BY HOUGHTON, MIFFLIN & CO.
COPYRIGHT 1903, BY JOHN TOWNSEND TROWBRIDGE
ALL RIGHTS RESERVED

Published September, 1903






FOREWARNING

THuE significance of the saying (Carlyle’s, is it
not ?) that the story of any man’s life would have
interest and value, if truly told, is recognized, I
think, by the most of us; yet each is apt to
fancy at least one exception to the rule, namely,
his own particular life. This certainly was the
case with myself, even up to the time when I
was induced —reluctantly for that reason— to
undertake these memoirs. I have therefore
been not a little surprised at the manner in
which the chapters that appeared in recent num-
bers of the Atlantic Monthly have been received,
and can only attribute it to whatever success I
may have had in fulfilling the condition that
points the saying.

Yet that the story I tell is not the bare,
absolute, unveiled verity I hasten to avow, in the

interest of the truth which I believe in and would
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sincerely serve. Under the purest tones of the
violin, persists ever the dry, dreary, accompany-
ing sound of the friction of the bow upon the
strings ; the player hears it, as likewise do any
of his auditors who chance to be too near the
instrument ; but it is properly no part of the
performance, and will not, if he is skilled, mar
his musical numbers. Alas, if he be not skilled !

Skilled or otherwise, I have endeavored to
hold my audience at a little distance. While
aiming always at entire fidelity to the main and
minor facts of my record, I have kept out of it
as much as possible the ennuis and annoyances,
the errors and heartaches, of which my life has
doubtless been no freer than yours who peruse
these pages, if as free. I say this especially to
dispel the illusion in which some, I find, have
followed the published magazine chapters, — that,
in respect to discouragements and failures, human
ills and frailties, mine has been an exception to
the common lot. Strange illusion indeed !

I desire also to correct a quite different

impression, derived from the same source, that I
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have lived what in these later years is termed a
“strenuous life.”” I do not greatly believe in the
strenuous life for myself, much as I may admire
it in another, and I had no idea that I was living it
in the periods of struggle and not over-successful
achievement I have portrayed. Our strivings after
better things than wealth and power and display,
even for complex intellectual acquirements and
the accomplishment of the worthiest aims, may
be too incessant and intense, and dry up in us
the springs of spirit they should feed. We do not
often enough rest in the divine passivity that heals
the hurts of time and is the restoring bath of our
being. Not that I would counsel a purposeless
drifting, while choice of direction is left us, with
strength of arm for the oar. Only dreams come to
us in our sleep. Not alone the great prizes of life, ‘
but often the mind’s solace and the body’s health,
wait upon work. The world is for endeavor; the
world is the flint, the will of man the steel.

The heraldic motto on the title-page of these
reminiscences (given also on a later page with its

context in the Sibyl’s charge to Aineas) is in
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reality the motto of the Trowbridge coat of
arms. The coat of arms I have no special inter-
est or pride in, but the motto I deem worthy to
be prized, to be cited, and to shape one’s life by.
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Tu ne cede malis ; sed contra audentior ito,
Qua tua te Fortuna sinet.
Eneid VI, 95, 96.

Yield not, whatever woeful stroke may be
Thy portion, when befalls the evil day ;
But draw fresh courage from calamity,
And forward press, where Fortune points the way.



CHAPTER XII

WALT WHITMAN — WITH GLIMPSES OF CHASE
AND O’CONNOR

I

I FirsT made acquaintance with Whitman’s writ-
ings when a newspaper notice of the earliest edi-
tion of Leaves of Grass reached me, in Paris, in
the autumn of 1855. It was the most exhilarating
piece of news I had received from America during
the six months of my absence abroad. Such vigor,
such graphic force, such human sympathy, such
scope and audacity in the choice and treatment of
themes, found in me an eagerly interested reader
of the copious extracts which the notice contained.
When I came to see the volume itself, — the thin,
small quarto of 1855, —1I found in it much that
impressed me as formless and needlessly offensive ;
and these faults were carried to extremes in the
second and enlarged edition of 1856. Yet the
tremendous original power of this new bard, and
the freshness, as of nature itself, which breathed
through the best of his songs or sayings, continued
to hold their spell over me, and inspired me with



WALT WHITMAN 361

intense curiosity as to the man. But I had no
opportunity of meeting him till he came to Boston
in the spring of 1860, to put his third edition
through the press.

Then, one day, I was stopped on Washington
Street by a friend who made this startling an-
nouncement : “ Walt Whitman isin town ; I have
just seenhim !’ When I asked where, he replied :
“At the stereotype foundry, just around the
corner. Come along ! I’lltake youto him.” The
author of Leaves of Grass had loomed so large in
my imagination as to seem almost superhuman ;
and I was filled with some such feeling of wonder
and astonishment as if I had been invited to meet
Socrates or King Solomon.

We found a large, gray-haired and gray-bearded,
plainly dressed man, reading proof-sheets at a desk
in a little dingy office, with a lank, unwholesome-
looking lad at his elbow, listlessly watching him.
The man was Whitman, and the proofs were those
of his new edition. There wasa scarcity of chairs,
and Whitman, rising to receive us, offered me his;
but we all remained standing except the sickly
looking lad, who kept his seat until Whitman
turned to him and said, “You’d better go now;
I'll see you this evening.” After he had gone
out, Whitman explained : “He is a friendless boy
I found at my boarding place. I am trying to
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cheer him up and strengthen him with my mag-

netism ;’ a practical but curiously prosaic illus-

tration ‘of these powerful lines in the early

poems : —

“To any one dying, thither I speed and twist the knob of the
door. .

I seize the descending man, I raise him with resistless will. . . .

O despairer, here is my neck, hang your whole weight upon me !

I dilate you with tremendous breath, I buoy you up,

Every room of the house do I fill with an armed force, lovers of
me, bafflers of graves;

Sleep! they and I keep guard all night,

Not doubt, not decease shall dare to lay finger upon you.”

The difference between the prosaic fact and the
poetic expression was not greater than the contrast
between Whitman as I had imagined him and the
simple, well-mannered man who stood and talked
with us. From his own descriptions of himself,
and from the swing and impetus of his lines, I
had pictured him proud, alert, grandiose, defiant of
the usages of society; and I found him the quiet-
est of men. I really remember but one thing he
said, after sending away the boy. The talk turning
on his proof-sheets, I asked how the first poems
impressed him, at this re-reading; to which he
replied, “I am astonished to find myself capable
of feeling so much.” The conversation was all
very quiet, pitched in a low key, and I went away
somewhat disappointed that he did not say or do
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something extraordinary and admirable; one of
the noticeable things about him being an absence
of all effort to make a good impression.

11

I got on vastly better with him when, the next
Sunday morning, he came out to see me on Pros-
pect Hill, in Somerville, where I was then living
(in the later home of the Newtons).

The weather was perfect, — it was early May ;
the few friends I introduced to him were congenial
spirits ; he was happy and animated, and we spent
the day together in such hearty and familiar inter-
course that when I parted with him in the evening,
on East Cambridge bridge, having walked with
him thus far on his way back to Boston, I felt that
a large, new friendship had shed a glow on my
life. Of much of that day’s talk I have a vivid
recollection, — even of its trivialities. He was not
a loud laugher, and rarely made a joke, but he
greatly enjoyed the pleasantries of others. He
liked especially any allusion, serious or jocular, to
his poems. When, at dinner, preparing my dish
of salad, I remarked that I was employed as his
critics would be when his new edition was out, he
queried, “ Devouring Leaves of Grass?” “No,”
I said, “cutting up Leaves of Grass!” — which
amused him more, I fancy, than the cutting up
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did that came later. As the afternoon waned,
and he spoke of leaving us, the vivacious hostess
placed a book before the face of the clock. I
said “ Put Leaves of Grass there. Nobody can
see through that.” “Not even the author?” he
said, with a whimsical lifting of the brows.

Much of the talk was about himself and his
poems, in every particular of which I was pro-
foundly interested. He told me of his boyhood
in Brooklyn ; going to work in a printing office at
the age of fourteen ; teaching school at seventeen
and eighteen; writing stories and sketches for
periodicals under his full name, Walter Whitman
(his first Leaves of Grass was copyrighted by
Walter Whitman, after which he discarded “ Wal-
ter” for “Walt ”) ; editing newspapers and mak-
ing political speeches, on the Democratic side;
leading an impulsive, irregular sort of life, and
absorbing, as probably no other man ever did, the
common aspects of the cities he was so proud of,
Brooklyn and New York. His friendships were
mostly with the common people, — pilots, drivers,
mechanics; and his favorite diversions crossing
the ferries, riding on the top of omnibuses, and
attending operas. He liked to get off alone by
the seashore, read Homer and Ossian with the
salt air on his cheeks, and shout their winged
words to the winds and waves. The book he
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knew best was the Bible, the prophetical parts of
which stirred in him a vague desire to be the bard
or prophet of his own time and country.

Then, at the right moment, he read Emerson.

T

I was extremely interested to know how far the
influence of our greatest writer had been felt in
the making of a book which, without being at all
imitative, was pitched in the very highest key of
self-reliance. In his letter to Emerson, printed
in the second edition of Leaves of Grass, speak-
ing of “Individuality, that new moral American
continent,” Whitman had averred : “ Those shores
you found; I say, you led the States there, —
have led me there.” And it seemed hardly possi-
ble that the first determined attempt to cast into
literature a complete man, with all his pride and
passions, should have been made by one whose
feet were not already firmly planted on “those
shores.” Then there was the significant fact of
his having mailed a copy of his first edition to
Emerson.

Whitman talked frankly on the subject, that
day on Prospect Hill, and told how he became
acquainted with Emerson’s writings. He was at
work as a carpenter (his father’s trade before him)
in Brooklyn, building with his own hands and on
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his own account small and very plain houses for
laboring men; as soon as one was finished and
sold, beginning another, — houses of two or three
rooms. This was in 1854; he was then thirty-
five years old. He lived at home with his mother ;
going off to his work in the morning and return-
ing at night, carrying his dinner pail like any com-
mon laborer. Along with his pail he usually
carried a book, between which and his solitary
meal he would divide his nooning. Once the
book chanced to be a volume of Emerson; and
from that time he took with him no other writer.
His half-formed purpose, his vague aspirations,
all that had lain smouldering so long within him,
waiting to be fired, rushed into flame at the touch
of those electric words, — the words that burn in
the prose-poem Nature, and in the essays on
Spiritual Laws, The Over-Soul, Self-Reliance.
The sturdy carpenter in his working-day garb,
seated on his pile of boards; a poet in that rude
disguise, as yet but dimly conscious of his powers ;
in one hand the sandwich put up for him by his
good mother, his other hand holding open the
volume that revealed to him his greatness and
his destiny, — this is the picture which his simple
narrative called up, that Sunday so long ago, and
which has never faded from my memory.

He freely admitted that he could never have
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written his poems if he had not first “come to
himself,” and that Emerson helped him to *find
himself.” I asked him if he thought he would
have come to himself without that help. He
said, “Yes, but it would have taken longer.”
And he used this characteristic expression : “I
was simmering, simmering, simmering ; Emerson
brought me to a boil.”

It was in that summer of 1854, while he was
still at work upon his houses, that he began the
Leaves of Grass, which he wrote, rewrote, and
re-rewrote (to quote again his own words), and
afterward set in type with his own hand.

I make this statement thus explicit because a
question of profound personal and literary inter-
est is involved, and because it is claimed by some
of the later friends of Whitman that he wrote his
first Leaves of Grass before he had read Emerson.
When they urge his own authority for their con-
tention, I can only reply that he told me distinctly
the contrary, when his memory was fresher.

The Emersonian influence is often clearly
traceable in Whitman’s early poems ; seldom in
the later. It is in the first line of the very first
poem in which he struck the keynote of his defi-
ant chant: “I celebrate myself.” And at times
Emerson’s identical thought reappears with slight
change in the Leaves. Two or three instances
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out of many will suffice. Emerson wrote: “Sup-
pose you should contradict yourself, what then?
With consistency a great soul has simply nothing
to do.” Whitman says: —

“Do I contradict myself ?

Very well, then, I contradict myself,
I am large, I contain multitudes.”

Emerson : “Shall T skulk and dodge and duck,
with my unreasonable apologies ?”” Whitman : —

“T see that the elementary laws never apologize, . . .
We have had ducking and deprecating about enough.”

Emerson: “The unstable estimates of men
crowd to him whose mind is filled with a truth
as the heaped waves of the Atlantic follow the
moon.” Whitman : —

“Surely whoever speaks to me in the right voice, him or her I
shall follow,
As the waters follow the moon, silently, with fluid steps, any-
where around the globe.”

Yet the form Whitman chose for his message
was as independent of Emerson’s as of all other
literary forms whatsoever. Outwardly, his un-
rhymed and unmeasured lines resemble those of
Tupper’s Proverbial Philosophy; but in no other
way are they akin to those colorless platitudes.
To the music of the opera, for which he had a
passion, more than to anything else, was due his
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emancipation from what he called the “ballad-
style” of poetry, by which he meant poetry ham-
pered by rhyme and metre. “But for the opera,”
he declared, that day on Prospect Hill, “I could
never have written Leaves of Grass.” e

Whitman was at that time a man of striking
personal appearance, as indeed he always was:
fully six feet tall, and large proportionally ; slow
of movement, and inclined to walk with a loun-
ging gait, which somebody has likened to an “ele-
phantine roll.” He wore his shirt collar open at
the throat, exposing his hairy chest, in decidedly
unconventional fashion. His necktie was drawn
into a loose knot, or hung free, with serpentine
ends coiled away somewhere in his clothing. He
was scrupulously neat in person, — “ never dressed
in black, always dressed freely and clean in strong
clothes,” according to his own description of him-
self ; head massive, complexion florid-tawny, fore-
head seamed with wrinkles, which, along with his
premature grayness, made him look much older
than he was. Mr. Howells, in his First Impres-
sions of Literary New York, describes a meeting
with him a few months later, that same year
(1860), and calls him ‘the benign old man.”
Whitman was at that time forty-one.

I did not see him again for three years and a
half ; meanwhile the Civil War was raging, and
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in 1862 he went to the front to nurse his brother,
Lieutenant-Colonel George W. Whitman, who had
been wounded at Fredericksburg. This was the
beginning of his hospital work, which became so
important an episode in his life.

105

In the latter part of November, 1863, a fortu-
nate circumstance placed me in friendly relations
with Hon. Salmon P. Chase, and I became a guest
in his Washington home. He was then at the
summit of his fame and power as Secretary of the
Treasury, in which office his eminent ability, his
integrity of character, and his immense popularity
as the father of the “greenbacks” and the suc-
cessful manager of the Nation’s finances in the
crisis of its greatest peril, had made him, next to
President Lincoln, the most important personage
in the government.

In person, the Secretary was a grand specimen
of massively compact manhood, perfectly erect,
over six feet tall (six feet one, I think he told
me) ; always decorously dressed, his imposing
figure commonly set off by a wellfitting frock
coat ; features full and strong, complexion light,
face smooth-shaven, and eyes light and beaming,
with that peculiar fullness of the: eyeball that
denotes near-sightedness. He was august in the
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true sense, sometimes austere ; and I can under-
stand why some who did not know him under
favorable conditions should have thought him
cold-hearted. He was surprisingly unreserved
in his expressions of opinion regarding public
measures and public men, not even sparing the
President. His frankness of speech was habitual,
and undoubtedly gained him some enemies. I
remember two of his political friends coming in,
one evening, to present to him a young man who
had made himself the hero of the hour by writ-
ing a partisan article of a particularly slashing
character. The Secretary received him kindly,
but instead of praising his performance, said of it
simply — “I thought it very indiscreet,” — with
a smile like a flower above a thorn. The thorn
pierced, nevertheless, and I noticed that the
young man went away with a diminished admira-
tion of the Secretary.

I saw a great deal of him during my stay, —
at his own table, where there were often noted
guests, in his private office, and at the Treasury
Department ; and I was frequently his companion
in before-breakfast walks. He was not distin-
guished for wit, but his conversation, always enter-
taining, was often embroidered with a playfulness
which the background of his stately presence set
off. At the breakfast table one morning he read
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aloud, with an amusement we all shared, a ridicu-
lous newspaper account of his being locked in his
office with his report, which he was then writing,
and inaccessible even to President Lincoln.

I said, ““ They should add that when you go to
walk you have a guard.”

He glanced at my slender goatee and quoted, —

“¢A whiskered pandour and a fierce hussar.””

He strongly disapproved of the President’s
habit of telling all sorts of stories, to all sorts of
people, on all sorts of occasions; yet he himself
sometimes repeated a Lincoln story with good
effect. One evening (my note-book says Dec. 1) he
came in to dinner after attending a cabinet meet-
ing at which the President submitted to his heads
of departments the draft of his message to Con-
gress, and having read it, invited their comments.
For some time — he said in relating the incident
— nobody spoke. Then he broke the awkward
silence by suggesting an amendment ; whereupon
Seward proposed another.

“ Governor,” said Lincoln, turning to his Sec-
retary of State, “ you remind me of a Blue Grass
farmer who had a black man and a fine yoke of
oxen. One day the black man came running to
the house ; — ¢ Massa’, says he, ‘dat ar off ox,
him dead. T’udder too. T’ought I wouldn’t tell
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you bofe tuh oncet, fear you could n’t stand
femil

Among the noted guests I remember meeting
at the Chase house that season were Senator
Sherman, Speaker Colfax, Beecher, Greeley, and
General Garfield, a frequent and familiar visitor.
It was during my stay that the Secretary’s ac-
.complished daughter, Kate Chase Sprague, of
whom he was exceedingly fond and proud, and
her millionaire bridegroom, the youthful Senator
from Rhode Island, returned from the famous
wedding tour that followed their recent brilliant
but ill-starred marriage, and took up their abode
beneath the paternal roof.

A%

I had at that time few acquaintances in Wash-
ington. One of the most prized of these was
William Douglas O’Connor. He had turned aside
from literature, in which we who knew him in the
flower of his youthful promise had believed him
destined to excel, and entered a department of the
government, — one of those vast mausoleums in
which so many talents, small and great, have been
buried, and brave ambitions have turned quietly
to dust. Chase had himself, in his younger days,
sought a humble position in the Treasury; and it
is quite possible that, had he obtained it, nothing
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would ever have turned him out of that tomb, ex-
cept the necessity of making room for some other
incumbent, under the hoary old spoils system, to
which, with all its evils, we must also accredit the
good sometimes resulting from such enforced lib-
erations. In the day of his greatness the Sec-
retary was not averse to being reminded of this
possibility, smiling sternly once, as I recall, when
a younger person at his table pictured him as a
clerk grown gray in the service, meekly receiving
his orders,— ¢ Chase, do this !’ ¢ Chase, attend to
that ! ” —in the department where, having reached
it by other routes, and by the steps of statesman-
ship, he was then autocrat.

O’Connor’s first employment was in the Trea-
sury ; in the Treasury, also, when I first knew him,
was that other valiant friend of Whitman’s, John
Burroughs, who, fortunately for himself and his
readers, escaped O’Connor’s fate. When O’Con-
nor left the Treasury it was to enter the Light-
house Board, where he became head clerk, and
sat like a spider in the midst of his web, a coast
light at the end of each invisible line, hundreds or
thousands of miles away. In those useful radia-
tions the beams of his genius became too deeply
immersed to shine otherwise than fitfully in what I
always deemed his proper sphere. Except to take
up now and then the championship of some cause
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that appealed to his chivalrous nature, like that of
Delia Bacon’s Shakespearean heresy, or Elizabeth
Akers’ authorship of Rock me to Sleep, or Whit-
man and his Leaves of Grass, at a time when the
man and his book were in the lowest depths of
that opprobrium from which they were so slow to
emerge, — but for occasional efforts of this sort,
the most eloquent of pens became subdued to the
daily routine of office drudgery. He was not
learned, in an academic sense, but he was a rapid
and omnivorous reader, with an astonishing mem-
ory, which when he wrote became an illumined
arsenal of literary allusion. It seemed as if such
weapons of language and rhetoric as he possessed
should have made him our foremost knight of let-
ters, an American Hugo. Perhaps he was con-
scious of some defect of temperament that unfitted
him for such a career. A certain heat and fury
seemed necessary to move his mind to creative
activity. There was in everything he wrote a
tendency to excess, which marred his remarkable
novel, Harrington, and in his polemic papers be-
trayed him into extravagances of over-statement.
He and Burroughs were the two earliest and
ablest champions of Walt Whitman’s work ; but
their writings on that theme presented the widest
possible contrast : Burroughs’s Walt Whitman as
Poet and Person being calm, unhurried, candid,
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judicial ; The Good Gray Poet of O’'Connor, all
aflame with wit and scorn and passionate elo-
quence.

O’Connor was then in the prime of his powers,
strikingly handsome, with a winning graciousness
of manner that gave to his gay volubility an in-
describable charm. I knew of his intimacy with
Whitman, and when one day I found him at his
office, and had answered his many questions, tell-
ing him where I was domiciled, one of the first I
asked in return was, “Where’s Walt?” —the
familiar name by which Whitman was known to
his friends.

“What a chance!” said O’Connor, in his ardent
way. ‘“Walt is here in Washington, living close
by you, within a stone’s throw of the Secretary’s
door. Come to my house on Sunday evening, and
I will have him there to meet you.”

VI

On seeing him again at O’Connor’s, I found
Whitman but little changed, except that he was
more trimly attired, wearing a loosely fitting but
quite elegant suit of black, — yes, black at last!
He was in the best of spirits; and I remember
with what a superb and joyous pace he swung
along the street, between O’Connor and me, as
we walked home with him, after ten o’clock.
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Diagonally opposite to Chase’s great house, on
the corner of E and 6th streets, stood one of those
old wooden buildings which then and for some
years afterwards lingered among the new and
handsome blocks rising around them, and made
the “city of magnificent distances” also a city of
astonishing architectural contrasts. In the fine,
large mansion, sumptuously furnished, cared for
by sleek and silent colored servants, and thronged
by distinguished guests, dwelt the great states-
man ; in the old tenement opposite, in a bare and
desolate back room, up three flights of stairs, quite
alone, lived the poet. Walt led the way up those
dreary stairs, partly in darkness, found the key-
hole of a door which he unlocked and opened,
scratched a match, and welcomed us to his garret.

Garret it literally was, containing hardly any
more furniture than a bed, a cheap pine table, and
a little sheet-iron stove in which there was no fire.
A window was open, and it was a December night.
But Walt, clearing a chair or two of their litter of
newspapers, invited us to sit down and stop awhile,
with as simple and sweet hospitality as if he had
been offering us the luxuries of the great mansion
across the square.

Sit down we did.(O’Connor on the bed, as I
remember), and ‘““drank delight of battle” over
books, the principal subjects being Shakespeare
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and Walt’s own Leaves of Grass. Over Shakes-
peare it was a sort of triangular combat, — O’Con-
nor maintaining the Baconian theory of the
authorship of the plays, and Walt joining with me
in attacking that chimera. On the other hand, I
agreed with O’Connor in his estimate of Lear and
Hamlet and Othello, which Walt belittled, prefer-
ring the historical plays, and placing Richard II.
foremost; although he thought all the plays prepos-
terously overrated. Of his own poems (“pomes”
he called them) he spoke modestly, listening with
interest to frank criticisms of them (which he
always had from me), and disclaiming the pro-
found hidden meanings O’Connor was inclined to
read into some of them. Ordinarily inert and slow
of speech, on occasions like this his large and gen-
erous nature became suffused with a magnificent
glow, which gave one some idea of the heat and
momentum that went to the making of his truly
great poems ; just as his sluggish moods seemed
to account for so much of his labored, unleavened
work.

O’Connor was a man of unfailing eloquence,
whom it was always delightful to listen to, even
when the rush of his enthusiasm carried him be-
yond the bounds of discretion, as it did in the
Bacon-Shakespeare business. Whitman'’s reason-
ing powers were not remarkable; he did not im-



WILLIAM D. O'CONNOR



WALT WHITMAN 379

press me, then or at any time, as a great intellect ;
but he was original, intuitive, a seer, and his im-
mense and genial personality gave an interest to
everything he said. In my enjoyment of such
high discourse, I forgot the cheerless garret, the
stove in which there was no fire, the window that
remained open (Walt was a “fresh-air fiend "), and
my own freezing feet (we all kept on our over-
coats). I also forgot that I was a guest at the
great house across the quadrangle, and that T was
unprovided with a latch key, — a fact of which I
was reminded with rather startling unpleasantness,
when I left O’Connor at the foot of Walt’s stairs,
hurried to the Secretary’s door, I know not how
long after midnight, and found myself locked out.
All was still and dark within, except that I could
see a light left burning low for me in my own
chamber, a tantalizing reminder of the comfort I
had exchanged for the bleak, deserted streets.
My embarrassment was relieved when I reflected
that in those wild war times the Secretary was
prepared to receive dispatches at any hour of the
night. I rang boldly, as if I had been a messen-
ger bearing tidings of a nation’s fate. The vesti-
bule gas was quickly turned up, and a sleepy-
looking colored boy let me in.
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VII

Two mornings after this I went by appointment
to call on Whitman in his garret. “Don’t come
before ten o’clock,” he had warned me; and it was
after ten when I mounted his three flights and
knocked at the door of his room, — his terrible
room, as I termed it in notes taken at the time.

I found him partly dressed, and preparing his
own breakfast. There was a fire in the sheet-iron
stove, — the open door showed a few coals, — and
he was cutting slices of bread from a baker’s loaf
with his jackknife, getting them ready for toasting.
The smallest of tin teakettles simmering on the
stove, a bowl and spoon, and a covered tin cup
used as a teapot comprised, with the aforesaid use-
ful jackknife, his entire outfit of visible housekeep-
ing utensils. His sugar bowl was a brown paper
bag. His butter plate was another piece of brown
paper, the same coarse wrapping in which he had
brought home his modest lump from the corner
grocery. His cupboard was an oblong pine box,
set up a few feet from the floor, opening outward,
with the bottom against the wall ; the two sides,
one above the other, made very good shelves.

I toasted his bread for him on the end of a
sharpened stick ; he buttered the slices with his
jackknife, and poured his tea at a corner of the
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table cleared for that purpose of its litter of books
and newspapers; and while he breakfasted we
talked.

His last slice buttered and eaten, he burned his
butter plate (showing the advantage of having no
dishes to wash), and set his bag of sugar in the
cupboard, along with his small parcel of tea ; then
he brought out from his trunk a package of manu-
script poems, which he read to me, and which
we discussed, for the next hour.

These were his war pieces, the Drum-Taps, then
nearly ready for publication. He read them un-
affectedly, with force and feeling, and in a voice
of rich but not resonant tones. I was interested
not alone in the poems, but also in his own inter-
pretation of the irregular yet often not unrhythmi-
cal lines. I did not find in them anything compar-
able with the greatly moving passages in the earlier
Leaves : they were more literary in their tone,
showing here and there lapses into the conven-
tional poetic diction, which he had flung off so
haughtily in the surge of the early impulse. They
contained, however, some fine, effective, patriotic,
and pathetic chants ; and were, moreover, entirely
free from the old offenses against propriety. I
hoped to be able to persuade some good Boston
house to publish the volume, but found, when I
came to make the attempt, that no firm would
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undertake it ; and it remained in manuscript until
1865, when Whitman issued it at his own expense.!

From that morning I saw him almost every day
or evening as long as I remained in Washington.
He was then engaged in his missionary work, in
the hospitals; talking to the sick and wounded
soldiers, reading to them, writing letters for them,
cheering and comforting them sometimes by
merely sitting silent beside their cots, and per-
haps soothing a pallid brow with his sympathetic
hand.

He took me two or three times to the great
Armory Square Hospital, where I observed his
methods of work. I was surprised to learn that
he never read to the patients any of his own com-
positions, and that not one of those I talked with
knew him for a poet, or for anybody but plain
“Mr. Whitman.” I cannot help speaking of one
poor fellow, who had asked to see me because
Whitman had told him I was the author of one
of the pieces he liked to hear read, and who
talked to me with tears in his eyes of the comfort
Whitman’s visits had given him. The pathos of
the situation was impressed upon me by the cir-

1 Some time afterwards I had the satisfaction of engaging a
Boston bookseller to permit his imprint to be placed upon the
title-page of Whitman’s Democratic Vistas, which was, however,
like the Drum-Taps, published at the author’s expense.
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cumstance that his foot was to be amputated
within an hour.

Whitman always carried into the wards a few
fruits and delicacies, which he distributed with
the approval of the surgeons and nurses. He
also circulated, among those who were well enough
to read, books and periodicals sent to him for that
purpose by friends in the North. Sometimes he
gave paper and envelopes and postage stamps,
and he was never without some good tobacco, to
be dispensed in special cases. He never used
tobacco himself, but he had compassion for those
who had been deprived of that solace, as he had
for all forms of suffering. He wrote Washington
letters that winter for the New York Times, the
income from which, together with contributions
from Northern friends, enabled him to carry on his
hospital work.

VIII

Whitman and Chase were the two men I saw
most of, at that time, in Washington. That I should
know them both familiarly, passing often from
the stately residence of the one to the humble
lodging of the other, seemed to me a simple and
natural thing at the time: great men both, each
nobly proportioned in body and stalwart in charac-
ter, and each invincibly true to his own ideals and
purposes : near neighbors, and yet very antipodes
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in their widely contrasted lives, — one princely in
his position, dispensing an enormous patronage,
the slenderest rill of which would have made life
green for the other, struggling along the arid
ways of an honorable poverty. Both greatly am-
bitious : Chase devoutly believing it his right, and
likewise his destiny, to succeed Lincoln in the
presidency ; Whitman aspiring to be for all time
the poet of democracy and emancipated manhood,
— his simple prayer being, “ Give me to speak
beautiful words ; take all the rest!”” One a con-
scientious High Churchman, reverencing tradition,
and finding ceremonious worship so helpful and
solacing that (as he once said to me earnestly) he
would have become a Roman Catholic, if he could
have brought himself to accept the Romish dog-
mas; the other believing in the immanent spirit
and an ever-living inspiration, and as free from all
forms and doctrines as Abraham alone with Deity
in the desert. For the statesman I had a very
great admiration and respect ; for the poet I felt
a powerful attraction, something like a younger
brother’s love; and I confess a sweet and secret
joy in sometimes stealing away from the company
of polished and eminent people in the great house,
and crossing over to Walt in his garret, or going
to meet him at O’Connor’s.

I thought no man more than Whitman merited
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recognition and assistance from the government,
and I once asked him if he would accept a position
in one of the departments. He answered frankly
that he would. But he believed it improbable
that he could get an appointment, although (as he
mentioned casually) he had letters of recommenda-
tion from Emerson.

There were two of these, and they were espe-
cially interesting to me, as I knew something of
the disturbed relations existing between the two
men, on account of Whitman’s indiscreet use of
Emerson’s famous letter to him, acknowledging
the gift copy of the first Leaves of Grass. Whit-
man not only published that letter without the
writer’s authority, but printed an extract from it,
in conspicuous gold, on the back of his second
edition, — “I greet you at the beginning of a
great career;” thus making Emerson in some
sense an indorser not only of the first poems, but
of others he had never seen, and which he would
have preferred never to see in print. This was an
instance of bad taste, but not of intentional bad
faith, on the part of Whitman. Talking of it
once, he said, in his grand way: “I supposed
the letter was meant to be blazoned; I regarded
it as the chart of an emperor.” But Emerson had
no thought of acting the imperial part toward so
adventurous a voyager. I remember hearing him
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allude to the incident shortly after that second
edition appeared. Speaking of the attention the
new poet was attracting, he mentioned an English-
man who had come to this country bringing a
letter to Whitman from Monckton Milnes (after-
ward Lord Houghton). “But,” said Emerson,
“hearing that Whitman had not used me well in
the matter of letters, he did not deliver it.” He
had afterwards made a strenuous effort to induce
Whitman to omit certain objectionable passages
from his edition of 1860, and failed. And I knew
that the later writings of Whitman interested him
less and less. “No more evidence of getting into
form,” he once remarked, —a singular comment,
it may be thought, from one whose own chief
defect as a writer seemed to be an imperfect
mastery of form.

With these things in mind, I read eagerly the
two letters from Emerson recommending Whit-
man for a government appointment. One was
addressed to Senator Sumner; the other, I was
surprised and pleased to find, to Secretary Chase.
I had but a slight acquaintance with Sumner, and
the letter to him I handed back. The one written
to Chase I wished to retain, in order to deliver it to
the Secretary with my own hands, and with such
furthering words as I could summon in so good
a cause. Whitman expressed small hope in the
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venture, and stipulated that in case of the failure
he anticipated, I should bring back the letter.

As we left the breakfast table, the next morning,
I followed the Secretary into his private office,
where, after some pleasant talk, I remarked that I
was about to overstep a rule I had laid down for
myself on entering his house. He said, “ What
rule?” T replied, “ Never to repay your hospi-
tality by asking of you any official favor.” He
said I need n’t have thought it necessary to make
that rule, for he was always glad to do for his
friends such things as he was constantly called
upon to do for strangers. Then I laid before him
the Whitman business. He was evidently im-
pressed by Emerson’s letter, and he listened with
interest to what I had to say of the man and his
patriotic work. But he was troubled. “I am
placed,” he said, “in a very embarrassing position.
It would give me great pleasure to grant this
request, out of my regard for Mr. Emerson;” and
he was gracious enough to extend the courtesy of
this “regard” to me, also. But then he went on
to speak of Leaves of Grass as a book that had
made the author notorious ; and I found that he
judged it, as all but a very few persons then did,
not independently, on its own merits, but by con-
ventional standards of taste and propriety. He
had understood that the writer was a rowdy, —
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“one of the roughs,” — according to his descrip-
tions of himself.

I said, “He is as quiet a gentleman in his
manners and conversation as any guest who
enters your door.”

He replied: “I am bound to believe what you
say ; but his writings have given him a bad repute,
and I should not know what sort of a place to give
to such a man,” — with more to the same purpose.

I respected his decision, much as I regretted it ;
and, persuaded that nothing I could urge would in-
duce him to change it, I said I would relieve him
of all embarrassment in the business by withdraw-
ing the letter. He glanced again at the signature,
hesitated, and made this surprising response, —

“T have nothing of Emerson’s in his handwrit-
ing, and I shall be glad to keep this.”

I thought it hardly fair, but as the letter was
addressed to him, and had passed into his hands,
I could n’t well reclaim it against his wishes.

Whitman seemed really to have formed some
hopes of the success of my mission, after I had
undertaken it, as he showed when I went to give
him an account of my interview with the Sec-
retary. He took the disappointment philosophi-
cally, but indulged in some sardonic remarks about
Chase and his department, regarding which some
choice scandals were then afloat. “ He is right,”
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he said, “in preserving his saints from contamina-
tion by a man like me!” But I stood up for the
Secretary, as, with the Secretary, I had stood up
for Whitman. Those very scandals had no doubt
rendered him cautious in making appointments.
And could any one be blamed for taking the
writer of Leaves of Grass at his word when, in
his defiance of conventionality, he had described
himself as “rowdyish,” “disorderly,” and worse ?
“¢I cock my hat as I please, indoors and out,” ”
I quoted. Walt laughed, and said, “I don’t blame
him ; it’s about what I expected.” He asked for
the letter, and showed his amused disgust when
I explained how it had been pocketed by the Sec-
retary.l

1 A brief memorandum of this interview, which Whitman made
in his diary, with characteristic carelessness in the formation of
sentences, appears, in facsimile of his handwriting, in a book by
Thomas Donaldson, Walt Whitman the Man. The book I
have never seen; but a friend sends me a printed copy of the
memorandum. Itis dated Dec. 11, and is as follows :

“This forenoon Mr. Trowbridge has been with me, —he had
a talk yesterday with S. P. Chase, the secretary of the treasury,
about me; presented Emerson’s letter to Mr. C. — he said some
commonplaces about wishing to oblige R. W. E. & Mr. Trow-
bridge ; — then said he considered Leaves of Grass a very bad
book, & he did not know how he could possibly bring its author
into the government service, especially if he put him in contact
with gentlemen employed in the bureaus,— did not think he
would be warranted in doing so, —he considered the author of
Leaves of Grass in the light of a decidedly disreputable person.
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I should probably have had no difficulty in
securing the appointment if I had withheld Em-
erson’s letter, and called my friend simply Mr.
Whitman, or Mr. Walter Whitman, without men-
tioning Leaves of Grass. But I felt that the Sec-
retary, if he was to appoint him, should know just
whom he was appointing ; and Whitman was the
last person in the world to shirk the responsibility
of having written an audacious book.

Whether the same candor was used in procur-
ing for him a clerkship in the Interior Depart-
ment, to which he was appointed later, I do not
know. He had been for some time performing
the duties of that position, without exciting any
other comment than that he performed them well,
when a new Secretary (James Harlan), coming in
under Johnson, and discovering that the grave
and silent man at a certain desk was the author
of a reprehensible book, dismissed him uncere-
moniously.

IX

It was this incident that called out from O’Con-
nor his brilliant monograph, The Good Gray Poet,
in which Whitman was so eloquently vindicated,
and the Secretary received so terrible a scourging.

Mr. T. mentioned to him my employment for a year past among
the wounded and sick soldiers, — it did not seem to make any
difference.”



WALT WHITMAN 391

What seemed for a time unmitigated ill fortune
proved to be a very good thing for Whitman. He
was soon after appointed to a better place in the
office of the Attorney-General, and he himself
used to say that it was O’Connor’s defense that
turned the tide in his favor ; meaning the tide of
criticism and public opinion, which had until then
set so tremendously against him. O’Connor’s
pamphlet was followed, two years later (1867), by
John Burroughs’s Walt Whitman as Poet and
Person. Countless other publications on the
same inexhaustible theme have appeared since, —
reviews, biographies, personal recollections, studies
of Walt Whitman ; a recent Study by Burroughs
himself; volumes of eulogy and exegesis, commen-
tary and controversy, wise and foolish; a whole
library of Whitman literature, in English, French,
German, and other languages. There are Walt
Whitman Societies and Fellowships, and at least
one periodical is devoted largely to Whitmanana.

I saw Whitman many times in Washington,
after that memorable season of 1863; again when
he came to Boston to deliver his lecture on Lin-
coln; and lastly in his Camden home, where the
feet of many pilgrims mounted the steps that led
to his door, and where an infirm but serene old
age closed the “great career” Emerson had been
the first to acclaim.
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All this time I have watched with deep interest
the growth of his influence and the change in
public opinion regarding him. To me, now almost
the sole survivor among his earliest friends and
adherents, wonderful indeed seems that change
since the first thin quarto edition of the Leaves
appeared, in 1855. If noticed at all by the critics,
it was, with rare exceptions, to be ridiculed and
reviled ; and Emerson himself suffered abuse for
pronouncing it “the most extraordinary piece of
wit and wisdom America had yet contributed.”
Even so accomplished a man of letters as James
Russell Lowell saw in it nothing but common-
place tricked out with eccentricity. I remember
walking with him once in Cambridge, when he
pointed out a doorway sign, ““ Groceries,” with the
letters set zigzag, to produce a bizarre effect.
“That,” said he, “is Walt Whitman, — with very
common goods inside.”” It was not until his
writings became less prophetical, and more con-
sciously literary in their aim, that Lowell and
scholars of his class began to see something
besides oddity in Whitman, and his popularity
widened.

X

That such a change took place in his writings
Whitman himself was aware. Once when I con-
fessed to him that nothing in the later poems
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moved me like some of the great passages in the
earlier editions, he replied: “I am not surprised.
I do not suppose I shall ever again have the affla-
tus I had in writing the first Leaves of Grass.”
One evening he was reading to O’Connor and me
some manuscript pieces, inviting our comments,
when he came to the line, —

“ No poem proud I, chanting, bring to thee.”

“Why do you say ‘poem proud’?” I asked.
“You never would have said that in the first
Leaves of Grass.”

“What would I have said?” he inquired.

“ <1 bring to you no proud poem,’” I replied.

O’Connor cried out, in his vehement way,
SilihatisisoWalt e thafisiso! i

“I think you are right,” Walt admitted, and he
read over the line, which I looked to see changed
when the poem came to be printed ; but it ap-
peared without alteration. It occurs in Lo, Vic-
tress on the Peaks, an address to Liberty, for which
word he uses the Spanish “Libertad ” — another
thing with which I found fault, and which I hoped
to see changed. I will say here that I do not be-
lieve Whitman ever changed a line or a word to
please anybody. In answer to criticism, he would
at times maintain his point; at others, he would
answer, in his tolerant, candid way, “I guess you
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are right,” or, “I rather think it is so ;” but even
when apparently convinced, he would stand by his
faults. His use of words and phrases from for-
eign languages, which he began in his 1856 edi-
tion, and which became a positive offense in that
of 1860, he continued in the face of all remon-
strance, and would not even correct errors into
which his ignorance of those languages had be-
trayed him. In one of his most ambitious poems,
Chanting the Square Deific, he translates our good
English “Holy Spirit” into “Santa Spirita,”
meant for Italian; but in that language the word
for “spirit” is masculine, and the form should
have been “ Spirito Santo,” with the adjective cor-
respondingly masculine. William Rossetti, who
edited a volume of selections from Leaves of
Grass for the British public, pointed this out in
a letter to Whitman, who, in talking of it with
me, acknowledged the blunder ; yet through some
perversity he allowed it to pass on into subsequent
editions.

In these editions Whitman showed that he was
not averse to making changes; he was always re-
arranging the contents, mixing up the early with
the later poems, and altering titles, to the confu-
sion of the faithful. Now and then he would in-
terject into some familiar passage of the old pieces
a phrase or a line in his later manner, strangely



WALT WHITMAN 395

discordant toan ear of any discrimination. A good
example is this, where to the original lines, —

“My rendezvous is appointed, it is certain,
The Lord will be there. and wait till I come, on perfect terms,” —

he adds this third line, —

* The great Camerado, the lover true for whom I pine, will be
there,” —

a tawdry patch on the strong original homespun.
The French “ rendezvous ” in the first line is legit-
imate, having been adopted into our language
because it expresses something for which we have
no other single word, and Whitman would be a
benefactor had he enriched our vernacular in that
way. But “camerado” — of which he seems to
have become very fond, using it wherever he had
a chance —is neither French (camarade) nor
Spanish (camarada), nor Portuguese, nor Italian,
nor anything else, to my mind, but a malformed
substitute for our good and sufficient word “com-
rade.” “Lover true,” like “poem proud,” is of a
piece with those “stock poetical touches” which
he used to say he had great trouble in leaving
out of his first Leaves, but which here, as in other
places, he went back and deliberately wrote into
them.

For another set of changes to which I objected
he was able to give a reason, though a poor one.
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In the Poem of Faces, ¢ the old face of the mother
of many children” has this beautiful setting : —

¢ Lulled and late is the smoke of the Sabbath morning,

It hangs low over the rows of trees by the fences,

It hangs thin by the sassafras, the wild cherry, and the cat-brier
under them.”

“Smoke of the Sabbath morning” he altered,
after the first two editions, to “ smoke of the First
Day morning.” In like manner, elsewhere, “the
field-sprouts of April and May ” was changed to
“the field-sprouts of Fourth Month and Fifth
Month ;” “the short last daylight of December ”
to “the short last daylight of Twelfth Month,”
and so on, — all our good old pagan names for the
months and days, wherever they occurred in the
original Leaves, being reduced to numbers, in
plain Quaker fashion, or got rid of in some other
way. “I mind how we lay in June” became “I
mind how we once lay;” and

““ The exquisite, delicate, thin curve of the new moon in May” —

a most exquisite and most delicate line, it may be
observed in passing — was made to read, not “new
moon in Fifth Month” (that would have been a
little too bad), but “new moon in spring.” I
thought all of these alterations unfortunate, except
possibly the last; nearly all involving a sacrifice
of euphony or of atmosphere in the lines. When
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I remonstrated against what seemed an affecta-
tion, he told me that he was brought up among
Quakers; but I considered that too narrow a
ground for the throwing out of words in common
use among all English-speaking peoples except a
single sect. To my mind, it was another proof
that in matters of taste and judgment he was
extremely fallible, and capable of doing unwise
and wayward things for the sake of a theory or of
a caprice.

In one important particular he changed, if not
his theory, at least his practice. After the edition
of 1860 he became reserved upon the one subject
tabooed in polite society, the free treatment of
which he had declared essential to his scheme of
exhibiting in his poems humanity entire and
undraped. For just six years, from 1855 to 1860
only, he illustrated that theory with arrogant
defiance ; then no further exemplifications of it
appeared in all his prose and verse for more than
thirty years, or as long as he continued to write.
It was a sudden and significant change, which
was, however, covered from observation in the
reshuffling of the Leaves. In thus reéditing the
earlier poems, he quietly dropped out a few of the
most startling lines, and would, I believe, have
canceled many more, but his pride was adamant
to anything that seemed a concession.
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XI

No doubt Whitman suffered some impairment
of his mental faculties in the long years of his
invalidism: He is said to have gone over to the
Bacon side of the Bacon-Shakespeare controversy,
and even to have accepted the Donnelly cipher.
How confused his memory became on one sub-
ject of paramount interest is evinced by a passage
in his Backward Glance o’er Travel'd Roads,
where he says of the beginnings of Leaves of
Grass that, although he had “made a start be-
fore,” all might have come to naught — “almost
positively would have come to naught ”’ — but for
the stimulus he received from the ‘sights and
scenes” of the secession war. To make this
more emphatic, he adds the astounding assertion,
“ Without those three or four years [1862 to
1865], and the experiences they gave, Leaves of
Grass would not now be existing.” Whereas he
had only to look at his title-pages to see that not
his first, nor his second, but his #Zi7d edition,
comprising the larger and by far the most impor-
tant part of his poetic work, was published in
1860, months before the first gun of the war was
fired or a single State had seceded. After this,
we need not wonder that he forgot he had read
Emerson before writing his first Leaves.
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When Whitman’s genius flows, his unhampered
lines suit his purpose as no other form of verse
could do. The thought is sometimes elusive, hid-
ing in metaphor and suggestion, but the language
is direct, idiomatic, swift, its torrent force and
copiousness justifying his disregard of rhyme
and metre ; indeed, it has often a wild, swinging
rhythm of its own. But when no longer impelled
by the stress of meaning and emotion, it becomes
strained and flavorless, and, at its worst, involved,
parenthetical, enfeebled by weak inversions. -

There are the same disturbing inequalities in
his prose as in his verse. The preface to his first
edition exhibits the masterful characteristics of
his great poems; indeed, much of that preface
made very good Leaves, when he afterwards
rewrote it in lines and printed it as poetry. At
its worst, his prose is lax and slovenly, or it takes
on ruggedness to simulate strength, and jars and
jolts like a farm wagon on stony roads. Some of
his published letters are slipshod in their composi-
tion, and in their disregard of capitalization and
punctuation, almost to the verge of illiteracy.
Had William Shakespeare left any authentic writ-
ings as empty of thought and imagination, and
void of literary value, as some of the Calamus let-
ters, they would have afforded a better argument
than any we now have against his authorship of
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the plays. Perhaps some future tilter at wind-
mills will attempt to prove that the man we know
as Walt Whitman was an uncultured impostor,
who had obtained possession of a mass of power-
ful but fragmentary writings by some unknown
man of genius, which he exploited, pieced to-
gether, and mixed up with compositions of his
own. .

But after all deductions it remains to be un-
equivocally affirmed that Whitman stands as a
great original force in our literature.  Art, as ex-
emplified by such poets as Longfellow and Ten-
nyson, he has little or none ; but in the free play
of his power he produces the effect of an art
beyond art. His words are often steeped in the
very sentiment of the themes they touch, and
suggest more than they express. He has large-
ness of view, an all-including optimism, boundless
love and faith. To sum all in a sentence, I should
say that his main purpose was to bring into his
poems Nature, with unflinching realism, — espe-
cially Nature’s divine masterpiece, Man; and to
demonstrate that everything in Nature and in
Man, all that he is, feels, and observes, is worthy
of celebration by the poet; not in the old, selec-
tive, artificial poetic forms, but with a freedom of
method commensurate with Nature’s own ampli-
tude and unconstraint. It was a grand conception,
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an intrepid revolt against the established canons
of taste and art, a challenge and a menace to the
greatest and most venerated names. That the
attempt was not so foolhardy as at first appeared,
and that it has not been altogether a failure, the
growing interest in the man and his work suffi-
ciently attests ; and who can say how greatly it
might not have succeeded, if adequate judgment
had reinforced his genius, and if his inspiration
had continued as long as he continued to write?
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Brockport, N. Y., academy at,
86-88.

Brown, Goold, English Gram-
mar, §I.

Brown, John, scene of trial and
execution of, 271-273.

Brown, Charles Farrar, “ Arte-
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Fields, Mrs. Annie, 252.

Fields, James T., publisher and
editor, on The Vagabonds,
252; names the dog in that
poem, 252,253 ; 258, 270 ; in-
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Gibbes, Mayor of Columbia,
SRCH3 1.

Gibson, a classmate of Carlyle,
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Hawley, J. R., General and Sen-
ator, 280, 281.

Hawthorne, Nathaniel, adven-



INDEX

tures of his manuscript story,
Ethan Brand, 120; 240, 412,
436.

Hayden, Lewis, attempts rescue
of fugitive slave Burns, 220,
221

Hayes, Dr. Isaac 1., his Cast
Away in the Cold, 3z0.
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anecdotes of, 404, 405; Brah-
minical exclusiveness, 406 ;
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Filling an Order, 411; at
Claflin-Stowe Garden Party,
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Holmes, Oliver Wendell, Jr.,
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Poems, 331.

Homer, Pope’s, 115.

Hooker, Gen., “ Fighting Joe,”
scene of his “battle in the
clouds,” 288.

Hotchkiss & Co., Boston news-
dealers, 150, 155.

Howard, Gen. O. Q., his cheer-
ing advice, 273.

Howe, Dr. Estes, 237.

Howells, William D., editor of
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Hugo, Victor, his Le Dernier
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Hume, David, his History of
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ILLiNoIS RIVER, steamboat
travel on, in 1853, 20I.

Ingraham, J. H. his Lafitte,
45.

¢« Interviewers,” ways of, 334.

Jack Hazarp and his For-
tunes, how written, 321.

Jackson, Dr. Charles T., 405.

James, G. P. R, novels of, 45.
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and abolitionist, 69, 70.

Jersey City, N. J., J. T. T.’s life
in, 104.

Jewett, J. P. & Co., 241.

KEATS, JOHN, 335.

Kellogg, Elijah, 320.

Kennedy, Mayor of New Or-
leans, 1865-66, 303.

“ Killings,” character in Martin
Merrivale, 165.

Kimball, Moses, proprietor of
Boston Museum, 233.

Kimberley, Miss, actress, Vol-
taire’s Semiramis translated
and adapted for, zo7-210.

Kingsley, Charles, observation
on Longfellow, 419.

Kittredge, Mrs., bearding-house
keeper, 135.

Kossuth, Louis, 349

LA FONTAINE, JEAN DE, 82.

Lamartine, Alphonse de, 115,
116.

Lamb, Charles, 183.

Larcom, Lucy, 318.

Lawrence’s Adventures, topics
comprised in, 320.

Leaves of Grass, see Whitman,
‘Walt.

Lee, Robert E., Confederate
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general, his dispatch an-
nouncing the loss of Rich-
mond, 281.

Lee, William, of Phillips, Samp-
son & Co., 242.

Le Sage, his Gil Blas, 116.

Levees of the Mississippi, 301.

Library, circulating, in early
settlement, 44 and note.

Lincoln, Abraham, 250,
370-372-

Lind, Jenny, concerts in Amer-
ica, 161-168 ; 182, 451, 452.
Little Master, The, minor novel,

86, 330.

Locke, John, On the Human
Understanding, 46.

Lockport, N. Y., Ji T istlife
in, 62-72 ; teaching school in,
81-86; 200.

Log house, J. T. T.s birth-
place, 8-10.

Longfellow, Henry W., 242,
246, 247 ; a reading of The
Vagabonds at the house of,
252; contributor to Our
Young Folks, 318 ; advice to
J. T. T, 330; 347 ; comment
on Emerson’s Essays, 341;
400, AT 2, AT 5 AT 8 [N TS
first meeting with, 418, 419;
personal appearance, 419,
420; on a certain class of
critics, 420, 421; Hiawatha,
421 ; Evangeline, 421, 423;
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New York Ledger, 431, 432;
unconscious borrowing of
ideas by him and others, 433-
438 ; in his Cambridge home,
438-441; comments on con-
temporaries, 442, 443; ways
with children, 444-446; on
the shores of Spy Pond, 446;
his last letter to J. T. T., 447;
his enduring fame, 448-450;
characterized by Emerson,
450.

Lookout Mountain, ascent of,
288.

Loring, Edward G., U. S. Com-
missioner, remands Anthony
Burns to slavery, 218-220.

Lost Earl, The, and Other
Poems, 331.

Lowell, James Russell, writes
Ode for Cochituate Water
Festival, 159-161; at Elm-
wood in 1854, 235-238; ap-
pointed Harvard professor
and sails for Europe, 239;
starts The Pioneer, with Rob-
ert Carter, 240 ; edits the At-
lantic Monthly, 244-248 ; con-
tributes to Our Young Folks,
318; 347; his characteriza-
tion of Walt Whitman, 392;
404, 412,436 ; his borrowings
from Longfellow and Shelley,
437, 438; 440.

Macauray, THoMAs B, his
Lays of Ancient Rome, 184 ;
335

Mackinaw, Straits of, 73.

Mad River, tributary to Otter
Creek, 226.

¢“Manton,” character in Fast
Friends, 149.
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Martin Merrivale, novel, 165,
203-205, 218, 225, 226.

Matches, first friction (*luci-
fer )57, x8.

Mathews, Prof. William, 192,
193. 3

McLees, Archibald, engraver,
121-123.

Mead, Edwin D., 319.

Melodeon, Boston, Theodore
Parker preaches in, 168-170;
anti-slavery meetings held in,
168, 169.

Menotomy Lake, poem written
at Mr. Longfellow’s sugges-
tion, 446, 447.

Merry Wives of Windsor,
Hackett as “Falstaff ” in,
1 sd

Milton, his Paradise Lost, 5I.

Minerva Jones, The, fitted for
voyage to the California
coast, 147, 148.

Minnesota, trips to the wilds of,
201, 257.

Mirror of the Fair, The, J. T.
T.s editorship of, 157.

Moliére, 122.

Monroe, Lewis Baxter, his in-
terest in the writing of Jack-
wood, 227; 239; remark on
Emerson’s voice, 349 ; at an
Alcott Conversation, 350—
352 ; his great work, 352.

Montaigne, 335.

Moore, Thomas, his centennial
celebrated in Boston, 408,
400.

Moosehead Lake, trip to, in
1849, 136-14I.

Morituri Salutamis, Longfel-
low’s poem, occasion of,
424.
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Morton, Dr. William T. G., his
discovery of anasthesia, 206,
207, 405.

Motley, J. L., historian, 247.

Moulton, Mrs. Louise Chandler,
188, 189.

Mount Kineo, Maine, 138.

Munn, Dr., oculist, operation
by, 52, 53.

Murdock, James E., actor, 255.

Music Hall, Boston, Theodore
Parker preaches in, 170-174.

NASHVILLE, anniversary of bat-

tle of, 289.
National Era, Uncle Tom’s
Cabin in clippings from,

242.

Neighbor Jackwood, the novel,
39; the writing of, 211-232;
240, 262, 263, 364.

Neighbor Jackwood, the play,
229-232, 240.

New Orleans, city of, in 1865-66,
301, 302.

Newton, Mr. and Mrs. Alonzo,
265'2677 359, 363'

New Year’s Address, prize, 63—
67 ; 214, note.

New York city, a May morning
in, 89, go; J. T. T.’s life in,
89 et seg.

Niagara Courier, 63-66.

Niagara Falls, 63, 71, 72.

Niblo’s Garden in 1848, 112,
114, 115, 124.

Nine Oaks, Illinois farm, 73.

Noah, Major Mordecai M., jour-
nalist and playwright, 95; his
Utopian “City of Refuge,” at
Niagara Falls, 96; friendly
aid and advice to J. T. T,
96-10I ; 121, 250, 459.
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O’ConNOR, WILLIAM Douc-
LAS, leaves literature for a
government office, 373; in
the Lighthouse Board, 374;
his novel, Harrington, 375;
championship of unpopular
causes, 375; intimacy with
Walt Whitman, 376-378; his
brilliant defense of, 390, 391.

Ogden, Monroe Co.,, N. Y., J.
T. T.’s birthplace, 6, 12; its
centennial celebration, 44,
note ; revisited, 177, 32I1.

Olive Branch, weekly paper, J.
T.T.’s contributions, 136, 137.

Ontario, Lake, 13, 71.

O’Reilly, John Boyle, poet and
journalist, at the Moore Fes-
tival, 409.

Origin of Species, The, Dar-
win’s, 354, 453, 454-

Orr, Governor, of South Caro-
lina, 311.

Osgood, James R., publisher,
322,323

Otter Creek, in valley of the
Green Mountains, 225, 226.

Our Young Folks magazine,

159, 317-323, 327-

PARKER, REV. THEODORE,
preaching at the Melodeon,
168-170; at Music Hall, 170-
173; J. T. T.!s sonnet to, 571,
337 ; compared with the devil,
172; in his library, 172, 173;
conservative radicalism of,
174; at the rendition of fugi-
tive slave Burns, 220; con-
tributor to the Dial, 240;
censure of Longfellow for
subserviency to the slave
power, 429.
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Parker, Theodore D., Boston
merchant, advised to write
the 2 in his name conspicu-
ously plain, 169.

Parkman, Rev. Francis, Uni-
tarian divine, 153.

Parkman, Francis,
153, 238.

Parkman, Dr. George, his dis-
appearance and tragic end,
152-155.

Parny, French poet, his La
Guerre des Dieux, 116.

Parton, James, 317.

Passy, France, summer at, 226,
273

Pawnbroker’s  establishment,
scene in, 126, 127.

Pemberton, John C., Confeder-
ate general, scene of his sur-
render to Grant, 299.

Pembroke, N. Y., a vacation
at, 67-7o0.

Pennsylvania coal and oil re-
gions, 256, 320.

People’s Journal, of London,
Howitt’s, reprints story by J.
T Taex:

“ Percy, Florence,” pseudonym,
see Allen, Mrs. E. A.

Perrault, M., leader of Niblo’s
orchestra, 109, 110, 112116,
120-132.

Perrault, Mme., 109, 110, 112,
113; her one fault, 130, 131;
death of, 202.

Phelps, Elizabeth Stuart, 317.

Phelps, Mrs. Fidelia Trow-
bridge, 62.

Phillips, Moses D., publisher,
193-195, 197, 198; his esti-
mate of Rev. E. E. Hale, 197,
198 and note; of Neighbor

historian,
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Jackwood, 228; declines
Uncle Tom’s Cabin, 243;
undertakes Atlantic Monthly,
244; death, 248; 257, 3490,
342, 343

Phillips, Sampson & Co., 192,
203, 234, 241-243, 2487 259,
323, 324, 339-

Phillips, Wendell, anti-slavery
orator, 168, 215, 220; his
voice, 349.

Phrenology, 122, 123, 347, 348.

Pickaxd, iiS. /T, his| Luifeiof
Whittier, 425; 426-427 note.

Pierpont, Governor of Virginia,
280.

Pillsbury, Parker anti-slavery
agitator, 169.

Plato, 335, 353-

Plutarch, 45.

Pocket Rifle, The, minor novel,

330-

Poe, Edgar Allan, his Sleeper,
184 ; contributor to Lowell’s
Pioneer, 240; J. T. T.’s early
passion for, 335; attacks on
Longfellow, 421-423; 443.

Poets of America, Griswold’s,
65.

Pontchartrain, Lake, evening
on, 304, 305.

Poore, Ben: Perley, publishes
The Mirror of the Fair, 157;
The American Sentinel, 158 ;
objects to J. T. T.s turning
the Sentinel into an anti-
slavery paper, 216-218.

Pope, Alexander, his Essay on
Man, and Homer, 45, 46.

Prescott, William H., historian,
324.

Prospect Hill, Somerville, Mass.,
old earthworks on, 265, 266;
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J. T. T.s residence on, 265,
266, 363, 369.

Psalm of Life, Longfellow’s,
price paid for by the Knicker-
bocker Magazine, 430, 431.

Public Garden, Boston, in 1848,
135.

Putnam, Israel, Revolutionary
general, provokes the mirth
of Washington, 441.

Quincy, EDMUND, 238.

Quincy, Josiah, mayor of Bos-
ton in 1848, 160.

Quincy, Josiah, mayor of Bos-
ton, grandson of preceding,
160.

Quitman, The, Mississippi
steamboat in 1865, 299-301.

RACHEL, French tragic actress,
452.

Rattlesnakes, prairie, 75-77.

Read, Thomas Buchanan, his
painting of Longfellow’s
daughters, 440.

Recollections of Lalla Rookh,
poem read at the Moore
Festival, 409 note.

Reid, Mayne, his Afloat in the
Forest, 320.

Reid, Whitelaw, 273.

Rhetorical Reader, Porter’s, 5I.

Richmond, Va., after the Civil
War, 279-283.

Ristori, Italian actress, 452.

Roberts, George, gets Voltaire’s
Semiramis adapted for Miss
Kimberley by J. T. T., 207,
208 ; his valuable autograph,
208, 210.

Rochester, N. Y., site of, in
1812, 7.

INDEX

Rogers, Samuel, banker-poet,
440.

Rollin’s Ancient History, 45.

Rossetti, William, editor of
English edition of Leaves of
Grass, points out a blunder
of Whitman’s, 394.

Rowse, S. W, artist, illustrator
of Martin Merrivale, 204.

Russell, Sol Smith, actor and
personator, 254.

SABBATH-KEEPING sixty years
ago, 26-28.

St. Anthony, Falls of, in 1853
and 1869, 201.

St. Nicholas, magazine for
young people, 323, 325, 326.
Salvini, Tommaso, Italian actor,

452.

Sampson, Charles, of Phillips,
Sampson & Co., 204, 241, 257.

Sanborn, F. B,, his Life of Al-
cott quoted, 357, 359.

Sand, George (Mme. Dude-
vant), 115, 116.

Sandeau, Jules, 115.

Sargent, Epes, editor of Boston
Transcript, 171; 336, 337
“skipped ’ by R. W. Emer-
son, 340, 341.

Saturday Club, at a dinner of,
346, 347.

Savannah, city of, in 1866, 307.

Schiller, 82.

School, district, of the olden
time, 40, 41, 78, 79, 81-86.
Scott, Sir Walter, his Ivanhoe,
44, 51; Lady of the Lake,

455 54, 84, 94, 122, 335.

Scribe, Augustine Eugene,
French author, his Pequillo
Alliaga and dramas, 116.
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Seaver Place, Boston, J. T. T.’s
residence in, 176, 177, 194,
218, 265,

Sedgwick, Rev. Mr., abolition-
ist minister, 212, 213.

Semiramis, Voltaire’s, trans-
lated and adapted for Miss
Kimberley, zo7-210.

Seward, William H., Lincoln’s
Secretary of State, 372.

Shadrach, fugitive slave, 218,
219.

Shakespeare, 45, 51, 335, 377,
378, 379, 399, 400.

Shelley, 335.

Sheridan, Gen. P. H., at New
Orleans in 1865-66, 303, 304.

Sherman, John, Senator, 373.

Sherman, Gen. William T., his
“march to the sea,” 289;
his “gloves,” 305, 306; track
of his army through Georgia,
305, 308 ; at Columbia, 311.

Shillaber, Benjamin P., (‘‘ Mrs.
Partington,”) 179, 180, 183,
185.

Silver Medal, The, story for the
young, 330, 457.

Simms, Thomas, fugitive slave,
218, 219.

Simms, William  Gilmore,
Southern novelist, 310, 311.
Sindbad the Sailor, spectacular

play, 233.

Skerritt, Rose, actress, as
“Bim” in Neighbor Jack-
wood, 229, 230.

Slavery question, agitation of,
168, 169, 212-215.

Sleigh-riding on the Illinois
prairies, 77.

Smith, Roswell, publisher of St.
Nicholas, 325.
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Smith, W. H. Sedley, stage-
manager and actor, 229.

Snake-bite, popular remedy for,
77-

Soulié, Frederic, French author,
116.

South, The, book of travels in
the desolated States after the
Civil War, 267-270, 284, 285,
314-316.

Southerners, typical, after the
war, 275-278, 283, 284, 286,
287, 289, 290-292, 300, 30I,
306,'307;' 310, 31T, 313

Spectator, Addison’s, 46.

Spencer’s Basin, or Spenceport,
in the town of Ogden, 11, 12,
B2T:

Spenser, Edmund, quoted, 353.

Spiritualism, 454, 455.

Spottsylvania, battle-field of,
276, 278, 279.

Sprague, Mrs. Kate Chase, 373.

Sprague, William, senator from
Rhode Island, 373.

Stage-coach travel, Western, in
1853, 202.

Stebbins, L., Hartford publisher,
267-270, 285.

Stockton, Frank R., 325.

Stoddard, Mr. and Mrs. Rich-
ard Henry, 232.

Stowe, Mrs. Harriet Beecher,
invites J. T. T. to her home,
174; nicknamed by Halpine,
183; her Uncle Tom, 242-
244 ; Dred, 228, 243 ; contrib-
utor to Atlantic Monthly, 244
246; to Our Young Folks,
317 ; celebration of her seven-
tieth birthday, 411~414.

Strother, Gen. David H,,
“Porte Crayon,” 280.
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Sue, Eugene, novels of, 115, 116.

Sumner, Charles, 349, 428.

Suttle, Charles F., Virginia
slaveholder, 219.

Swedenborg, his law of corre-
spondences, 353.

Syracuse, N. Y., a frontier set-
tlement, 7.

TAUNTON, Eng., ancestral home
of Trowbridges, 1.

Taylor, Bayard, 254, 268, 317;
his feat in reviewing Hugo’s
La Légende des Siécles, 443 ;
Longfellow’s estimate of, 443

Taylor, Edward T., (“ Father,”)
on atrip to Moosehead Lake,
137-141; 146.

Tennyson, Alfred, his superior-
ity to Poe, 335 ; 400, 442.

Terry, Gen. Alfred H., 280, 281.

Terry, Rose, 317.

Thackeray, William Make-
peace, 203, 335.

Thaxter, Celia, 317.

Thomas, Gen. George H., 290.

Thompson, Mrs., actress, takes
out her teeth playing “Grand-
mother Rigglesty,” 230.

Three Scouts, The, war story,
262.

Ticknor & Fields, house of, 257,
258, 316, 323, 324.

Ticknor, Howard M., 318.

Tinkham Brothers’ Tide-Mill,
The, minor novel, 326.

Toby Trafford, where written,
326.

Townsend, John,
land farmer, 3, 4.

Townsend, John, the younger,
4; his name and his silver
half-dollar, 4-6.

‘Westmore-

INDEX

Transcendentalism, New Eng-
land, 240.

Tremont Temple, auction sale
of Jenny Lind tickets in, 162—
164 ; concerts, 166.

Tribune, New York, letters to,
233

Trowbridge ancestry and fam-
ily, 1~3 and note.

Trowbridge, Cornelia Warren,
266.

Trowbridge, John, major in war
of the Revolution, 3.

Trowbridge, John Townsend,
named for his father’s foster
brother, 4; his first silver half-
dollar, and his great flock of
sheep, 4-6; birth, 10, 11;
backwoods home, 11-23;
childish illusions, 21-25; early
religious feelings, 25-32 ; gen-
tle and savage traits, 41, 42;
intellectual awakening, 42—
47 ; first verse-making, 47 ;
solitary studies and farm-
work, 47-52; trouble with the
eyes, and an operation, 51—
53; first printed poem, 54—
56; causeless melancholy and
a real sorrow, 57, 58 ; leaving
home, §8-62; attends school
in Lockport, 62, 63; writes
prize New Year’s Address,
63-67 ; vacation at Pembroke,
67-70; trip by the Lakes to
Illinois, 72, 73; life on the
prairies, 74-78; teaches
school in Illinois, 78, 79;
rents land and raises crop of
wheat, 79-81 ; teaches school
in Lockport, N. Y., 81-86;
enters Brockport Academy
for one hour, 86-83; goes to
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New York, 88, 89; in a city
boarding-house, 9o, 91 ; seeks
employment, 92, 93, and a
publisher for a volume of
poems, o4 ; befriended by
Major Noah, who aids him
in selling a novelette, 95-100;
contributes to Holden’s Dol-
lar Magazine, 101; removes
to Jersey City, 104; engraves
gold pencil-cases, 105-108;
returns to New York, 109,
110; life in a French family,
112-116, 124-132; experi-
ences as a writer, I17-121;
sits for phrenological chart,
122,123 ; removes to Boston,
132, 133; excursion to Moose-
head Lake, 134-14I; nar-
rowly escapes being a “ forty-
niner,” 141-148 ; edits The
Yankee Nation, 149-156;
The Mirror of the Fair, 157,
and Poore’s Sentinel, 158;
at Jenny Lind concerts, 166~
168 ; acquaintance with Theo-
dore Parker and Mrs. Stowe,
170-174 ; changes lodgings
and habits, 175-177 ; revisits
old homestead, 177 ; writes un-
successful novel, 178 ; friend-
ship with Shillaber, 179, 180;
acts as Halpine’s second in an
affair “of honor,” 186, 187;
writes Father Brighthopes,
193-196 ; at a water-cure es-
tablishment, 197-200; jour-
ney to the northwest, zoo-
202 ; writes Martin Merrivale,
203-205; adapts Voltaire’s
Semiramis for Miss Kimber-
ley, 207-209; visits Europe,
209 ; witnesses rendition of the

fugitive slave Burns, 218-224 ;
Neighbor  Jackwood, the
novel, 226, 227, and the play,
229-231 ; other dramatic
work, 233 ; acquaintance with
Underwood and Lowell, 233~
240, and connection with the
Atlantic Monthly, 244-256;
journeys, 256, 257 ; Cudjo’s
Cave and other war stories,
259-264; removes to Pros-
pect Hill, 265 ; first marriage,
266; second marriage, 267 ;
removes to Arlington (West
Cambridge), 267 ; engaged to
write book about the South,
at the close of the war,
267-270 ; visits scene of John
Brown’s execution, 271-273;
Washington, 273; Freder-
icksburg, 274-276; Grant’s
battle-fields, 278, 279; Rich-
mond, 279-284 ; return home,
and serious illness, 284, 285;
visits East Tennessee, 285-
287 ; Lookout Mountain and
Nashville, 288-290; observa-
tions on Freedmen’s Bureau,
292-206; to Vicksburg and
New Orleans, 296-304; on
the track of Sherman’s grand
march, 305-307; at Savan-
nah, 307, 308; Charleston,
309-311 ; Columbia, 311-313;
completes The South, 314 ;
Our Young Folks, 317-319;
contributions to, 316, 320 ;
Jack Hazard stories, 221, 222,
226; connection with St.
Nicholas, 325, 326; with
Youth’s Companion, 326-
330; best known not by his
best work, 333; his literary



480 INDEX

passions, 335, 336 ; influenced
by Emerson, 336-339; his
first meeting with, 342-345;
observations on Emerson and
Alcott, 345-359; early ac-
quaintance with Walt Whit-
man and his writings, 360-
370; guest of Hon. S. P.
Chase, in Washington, 370-
373 ; intercourse with Chase
and Whitman, 373-391; ob-
servations on Whitman, 391
4ot ; first meetings with Dr.
Holmes, 402, 403; corres-
pondence with, 406-408, 411 ;
appearance with, at the Moore
Festival, 408, 409; reads
poem at the Holmes Break-
fast, 409-411 ; reads poem at
the Stowe-Claflin Garden
Party, 411-414 ; at the Whit-
tier Birthday Banquet, 425,
426-427 and note; inter-
course with Longfellow, and
observations on, 427-450;
investigations of spiritual-
ism, 454, 455; “ honors,” 457,
458; philosophy of life, 461,
462.

Trowbridge, Lydia, marries
Richard Dana, 3.

Trowbridge, Rebecca Willey,
J. T. T.’s mother, 6-10; 28,
29, 32-38; widowhood, 58-61 ;
I41.

Trowbridge, Windsor, brother
ob RSS20

Trowbridge, Windsor Stone,
father of J. T. T., birth and
boyhood, 3, 4; emigrates to
the Genesee Country, 4-8;
talent for music and story-
telling, 33-37; death, 57; on

the slavery question, 213,
214.

Trowbridge, Windsor Warren,
son of J.T.T., 266, 267, note.

Tupper, Martin F., his Prover-
bial Philosophy, 368.

Two Biddicut Boys, minor
novel, 326.

UnDERWOOD, FrANncis H,,
234; literary adviser of Phil-
lips, Sampson & Co., 234,
235; his friendly offices, 235~
238; projects the Atlantic
Monthly, 241-244; assistant
editor, 244-248 ; death in Ed-
inburgh, 249; his Quabbin,
249 ; report of an Emerson-
Holmes conversation, 404 ;
supper to Holmes, 405.

VacaBoNDS, THE, history of,
250-255.

Vagabonds, The, and Other
Poems, 255, 324.

Vicksburg, after the war, 296,
297 ; surrender of, 298 ; monu-
ment commemorating, 299.

Vigny, Alfred de, his Cing-
Mars, 46.

Virgil, 69, 70, 8o, 82.

Voltaire, his La Pucelle, 116;
Semiramis, translated and
adapted by J. T. T., 207-210;
his Soliloquy of Hamlet, re-
translated by Lowell, 237.

W ALLINGFORD, Vt., 204, 225.

“ Ward, Artemus,” se¢e Browne,
Charles F.

Ward, Samuel, negotiates sale
of Longfellow’s poems, 43I,
432.
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Warren, Dr. J. C., at Massachu-
setts General Hospital, 206,
207.

Warren, William, comic actor,
as “Enos Crumlett,” 229.

Washington, city of, in 1863,
376, 377

Washington, Gen. George, on
Prospect Hill, 265 ; his head-
quarters in Cambridge, 439;
how his gravity was once
overcome, 441.

‘Water-cure, at Worcester, au-
thor’s trial of, 197, 199, 200.
Webster, Daniel, Parker’s ser-
mon on, 174 ; his last speech
in Faneuil Hall, 349; advo-
cacy of the Fugitive Slave

Law, 429.

Webster, Prof. John White,
kills Dr. Parkman, 154; con-
victet and hanged, 154, 155.

Wells, governor of Louisiana
in 1866, 303.

“ West, The,” in first half of
19th century, 19, 72.

West Cambridge, see Arlington.

Westmoreland, N. Y., home of
author’s parents, 3, 6.

Whipple, Edwin P., at an Al-
cott Conversation, 355.

‘Whiskey, remedy for snake-bite,

77

‘White, Kirke, English poet, 47.

Whitman, Lieut.-Col. George
‘W., brother of Walt, wounded
at Fredericksburg, 370.

Whitman, Walt, 179, 335; his
first Leaves of Grass, 3060,
361 ; reading proofs of his 3d
edition, 361; a visit from,
363, 364; influenced by Em-
erson, 365, 368; personal ap-
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pearance, 361, 369, 376; his
Washington garret, 377; on
Shakespeare’s Plays, 378 ; his
simple breakfast, 380 ; Drum-
Taps, 381; work in hospitals,
382, 383; compared with
Chase, 383, 384; Emerson’s
letters to, and regarding, 385;
Chase refuses appointnient
to, 387-389 ; memorandum re-
garding, 389 note ; appointed
to and turned out of place in
the Interior Department, 390;
O’Connor’s defense of, 390,
391 ; later publications con-
cerning, 391 ; death at Cam-
den, N. J., 391; change in
public opinion regarding,
392; Lowell’s characteriza-
tion of, 392; his writings esti-
mated, 392—40r1, 448.

Whitney, Mrs. Adelaide D. T,
her We Girls, 320.

Whittier, John G., 317, 412;
Boston Banquet in honor of,
426, 427 ; his boyish experi-
ment in levitation, 426-427
note; his Ichabod, reading
of, by Emerson, censured by
Longfellow, 427-429; 443,
448.

Whittier, Matthew, brother of
preceding, anecdote of, 426
427 note.

Wilcox, Ella Wheeler, 192.

“ Wilder, Harvey,” pseudonym
of J. T. T., subjects treated
under, 320.

Wilderness, battle-field of the,
256, 278, 279.

Wilkins, “Ned,” Handiboe’s
second in “affair ¥ with Hal-
pine, 186, 187.



482

Willey, Alfred, author’s grand-
father, 36, 37.

Willey, Capt. John, veteran of
Revolutionary War, 6.

Willey, Olive Cone, author’s
grandmother, 10, 38, 39.

Willey, Rebecca, see Trow-
bridge, Rebecca Willey.

Williams, Mr., Ann St. pub-
lisher, 100, 701.

Willis, Nathaniel, founder of
The Youth’s Companion, 326.

‘Willis, Nathaniel P., 326.

INDEX

Wilson, Henry, President of
Massachusetts State Senate,
234.

‘Woodman, Horatio, 346.

Wordsworth, William, 353, 434

YANKEE NATION, THE, Boston
weekly, 149-156.

Young Surveyor, The, sth Jack
Hazard story, 325.

Youth’s Companion, The, 326- .
330; J. T. T.s contributions
to, 330.
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