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THE ART OF BOOK-MAKING

If that severe doom of Synesius be true,--"It is a greater offence to steal dead men's labor, than their
clothes,"--what shall become of most writers?
BURTON'S ANATOMY OF MELANCHOLY

I HAVE often wondered at the extreme fecundity of the press, and how it comes to pass that so many
heads, on which Nature seems to have inflicted the curse of barrenness, should teem with voluminous
productions. As a man travels on, however, in the journey of life, his objects of wonder daily diminish, and
he is continually finding out some very simple cause for some great matter of marvel. Thus have | chanced,
in my peregrinations about this great metropolis, to blunder upon a scene which unfolded to me some of the
mysteries of the book-making craft, and at once put an end to my astonishment.

I was one summer's day loitering through the great saloons of the British Museum, with that
listlessness with which one is apt to saunter about a museum in warm weather; sometimes lolling over the
glass cases of minerals, sometimes studying the hieroglyphics on an Egyptian mummy, and some times
trying, with nearly equal success, to comprehend the allegorical paintings on the lofty ceilings. Whilst | was
gazing aboutin thisidle way, my attention was attracted to a distant door, at the end of asuite of apartments.
It was closed, but every now and then it would open, and some strange-favored being, generally clothed in
black, would steal forth, and glide through the rooms, without noticing any of the surrounding objects. There
was an air of mystery about this that piqued my languid curiosity, and | determined to attempt the passage
of that strait, and to explore the unknown regions beyond. The door yielded to my hand, with all that facility
with which the portals of enchanted castles yield to the adventurous knight-errant. | found myself in a
spacious chamber, surrounded with great cases of venerable books. Above the cases, and just under the
cornice, were arranged a great number of black-looking portraits of ancient authors. About the room were
placed long tables, with stands for reading and writing, at which sat many pale, studious personages, poring
intently over dusty volumes, rummaging among mouldy manuscripts, and taking copious notes of their
contents. A hushed stillness reigned through this mysterious apartment, excepting that you might hear the
racing of pens over sheets of paper, and occasionally the deep sigh of one of these sages, as he shifted his
position to turn over the page of an old folio; doubtless arising from that hollowness and flatulency incident
to learned research.

Now and then one of these personages would write something on a small slip of paper, and ring a
bell, whereupon a familiar would appear, take the paper in profound silence, glide out of the room, and
return shortly loaded with ponderous tomes, upon which the other would fall, tooth and nail, with famished
voracity. | had no longer a doubt that | had happened upon a body of magi, deeply engaged in the study of
occult sciences. The scene reminded me of an old Arabian tale, of a philosopher shut up in an enchanted
library, in the bosom of a mountain, which opened only once a year; where he made the spirits of the place
bring him books of all kinds of dark knowledge, so that at the end of the year, when the magic portal once
more swung open on its hinges, he issued forth so versed in forbidden lore, as to be able to soar above the
heads of the multitude, and to control the powers of Nature.

My curiosity being now fully aroused, | whispered to one of the familiars, as he was about to leave
the room, and begged an interpretation of the strange scene before me. A few words were sufficient for the
purpose. | found that these mysterious personages, whom I had mistaken for magi, were principally authors,
and were in the very act of manufacturing books. | was, in fact, in the reading-room of the great British
Library, an immense collection of volumes of all ages and languages, many of which are now forgotten, and
mostofwhich are seldom read: one of these sequestered pools of obsolete literature to which modern authors
repair,and draw buckets full of classic lore, or "pure English, undefiled,” wherewith to swell their own scanty
rills of thought.



Being now in possession of the secret, | sat down in a corner, and watched the process of this book
manufactory. | noticed one lean, bilious-looking wight, who sought none but the most worm-eaten volumes,
printed in black letter. He was evidently constructing some work of profound erudition, that would be
purchased by every man who wished to be thought learned, placed upon a conspicuous shelf of his library,
or laid open upon his table--but never read. | observed him, now and then, draw a large fragment of biscuit
out of his pocket, and gnaw; whether it was his dinner, or whether he was endeavoring to keep off that
exhaustion of the stomach, produced by much pondering over dry works, | leave to harder students than
myself to determine.

There wasone dapper little gentleman in bright-colored clothes, with achirping gossiping expression
of countenance, who had all the appearance of an author on good terms with his bookseller. After considering
him attentively, | recognized in him a diligent getter-up of miscellaneous works, which bustled off well with
the trade. | was curious to see how he manufactured his wares. He made more stir and show of business than
any of the others; dipping into various books, fluttering over the leaves of manuscripts, taking a morsel out
of one, a morsel out of another, "line upon line, precept upon precept, here a little and there a little." The
contents of his book seemed to be as heterogeneous as those of the witches' cauldron in Macbeth. It was here
a finger and there athumb, toe of frog and blind worm's sting, with his own gossip poured in like "baboon's
blood," to make the medley "slab and good." After all, thought I, may not this pilfering disposition be
implanted in authors for wise purposes? may it not be the way in which Providence has taken care that the
seeds of knowledge and wisdom shall be preserved from age to age, in spite of the inevitable decay of the
works in which they were first produced? We see that Nature has wisely, though whimsically provided for
the conveyance of seeds from clime to clime, in the maws of certain birds; so that animals, which, in
themselves, are little better than carrion, and apparently the lawless plunderers of the orchard and the
corn-field, are, in fact, Nature's carriers to disperse and perpetuate her blessings. In like manner, the beauties
and fine thoughts of ancientand obsolete authors are caughtup by these flights of predatory writers, and cast
forth, again to flourish and bear fruitin aremote and distant tract of time. Many of their works, also, undergo
akind of metempsychosis, and spring up under new forms. What was formerly a ponderous history, revives
in the shape of a romance--an old legend changes into a modern play--and a sober philosophical treatise
furnishes the body for a whole series of bouncing and sparkling essays. Thus it is in the clearing of our
American woodlands; where we burn down a forest of stately pines, a progeny of dwarf oaks start up in their
place; and we never see the prostrate trunk of a tree mouldering into soil, but it gives birth to a whole tribe
of fungi.

Letus notthen, lamentover the decay and oblivion into which ancient writers descend; they do but
submit to the great law of Nature, which declares that all sublunary shapes of matter shall be limited in their
duration, but which decrees, also, that their element shall never perish. Generation after generation, both in
animal and vegetable life, passes away, but the vital principle is transmitted to posterity, and the species
continue to flourish. Thus, also, do authors beget authors, and having produced a numerous progeny, in a
good old age they sleep with their fathers, that is to say, with the authors who preceded them--and from
whom they had stolen.

Whilst | was indulging in these rambling fancies | had leaned my head against a pile of reverend
folios. Whether it was owing to the soporific emanations for these works; or to the profound quiet of the
room; or to the lassitude arising from much wandering; or to an unlucky habit of napping atimproper times
and places, with which | am grievously afflicted, so it was, that | fell into a doze. Still, however, my
imagination continued busy, and indeed the same scene continued before my mind's eye, only a little
changed in some of the details. | dreamt that the chamber was still decorated with the portraits of ancient
authors, but that the number was increased. The long tables had disappeared, and, in place of the sage magi,
I beheld aragged, threadbare throng, such as may be seen plying aboutthe great repository of cast-off clothes,
Monmouth Street. Whenever they seized upon a book, by one of those incongruities common to dreams,
methought it turned into a garment of foreign or antique fashion, with which they proceeded to equip
themselves. | noticed, however, that no one pretended to clothe himself from any particular suit, but took a
sleeve from one, a cape from another, a skirt from a third, thus decking himself out piecemeal, while some



of his original rags would peep out from among his borrowed finery.

There was a portly, rosy, well-fed parson, whom | observed ogling several mouldy polemical writers
through an eyeglass. He soon contrived to slip on the voluminous mantle of one of the old fathers, and
having purloined the gray beard of another, endeavored to look exceedingly wise; but the smirking
commonplace of his countenance set at naught all the trappings of wisdom. One sickly-looking gentleman
was busied embroidering a very flimsy garment with gold thread drawn out of several old court-dresses of
the reign of Queen Elizabeth. Another had trimmed himself magnificently from an illuminated manuscript,
had stuck a nosegay in his bosom, culled from "The Paradise of Dainty Devices," and having put Sir Philip
Sidney's hat on one side of his head, strutted off with an exquisite air of vulgar elegance. A third, who was
but of puny dimensions, had bolstered himself out bravely with the spoils from several obscure tracts of
philosophy, so that he had a very imposing front, but he was lamentably tattered in rear, and | perceived that
he had patched his small-clothes with scraps of parchment from a Latin author.

There were some well-dressed gentlemen, it is true, who only helped themselves to a gem or so,
which sparkled among their own ornaments, without eclipsing them. Some, too, seemed to contemplate the
costumes of the old writers, merely to imbibe their principles of taste, and to catch their air and spirit; but |
grieve to say, that too many were apt to array themselves, from top to toe, in the patchwork manner | have
mentioned. | shall not omit to speak of one genius, in drab breeches and gaiters, and an Arcadian hat, who
had a violent propensity to the pastoral, but whose rural wanderings had been confined to the classic haunts
of Primrose Hill, and the solitudes of the Regent's Park. He had decked himself in wreaths and ribbons from
all the old pastoral poets, and, hanging his head on one side, went about with a fantastical, lackadaisical air,
"babbling about green field." But the personage that most struck my attention was a pragmatical old
gentlemaninclerical robes, witharemarkably large and square butbald head. He entered the room wheezing
and puffing, elbowed his way through the throng with a look of sturdy self-confidence, and, having laid
hands upon a thick Greek quarto, clapped it upon his head, and swept majestically away in a formidable
frizzled wig.

In the height of this literary masquerade, a cry suddenly resounded from every side, of "Thieves!
thieves!" | looked, and lo! the portraits about the walls became animated! The old authors thrust out, first a
head, then a shoulder, from the canvas, looked down curiously for an instant upon the motley throng, and
then descended, with fury in their eyes, to claim their rifled property. The scene of scampering and hubbub
that ensued baffles all description. The unhappy culprits endeavored in vain to escape with their plunder.
On one side might be seen half a dozen old monks, stripping a modern professor; on another, there was sad
devastation carried into the ranks of modern dramatic writers. Beaumont and Fletcher, side by side, raged
round the field like Castor and Pollux, and sturdy Ben Jonson enacted more wonders than when a volunteer
with the army in Flanders. As to the dapper little compiler of farragos mentioned some time since, he had
arrayed himself in as many patches and colors as harlequin, and there was as fierce a contention of claimants
about him, as about the dead body of Patroclus. | was grieved to see many men, to whom | had been
accustomed to look up with awe and reverence, fain to steal off with scarce a rag to cover their nakedness.
Just then my eye was caught by the pragmatical old gentleman in the Greek grizzled wig, who was
scrambling away in sore affright with half a score of authors in full cry after him. They were close upon his
haunches; in atwinkling off wenthis wig; atevery turn some strip of raiment was peeled away, until in a few
moments, from his domineering pomp, he shrunk into a little, pursy, "chopp'd bald shot," and made his exit
with only a few tags and rags fluttering at his back.

There was something so ludicrous in the catastrophe of this learned Theban that | burst into an
immoderate fit of laughter, which broke the whole illusion. The tumult and the scuffle were at an end. The
chamber resumed its usual appearance. The old authors shrunk back into their picture-frames, and hung in
shadowy solemnity along the walls. In short, | found myself wide awake in my corner, with the whole
assemblage of bookworms gazing at me with astonishment. Nothing of the dream had been real but my burst
of laughter, a sound never before heard in that grave sanctuary, and so abhorrent to the ears of wisdom, as
to electrify the fraternity.

The librarian now stepped up to me, and demanded whether | had a card of admission. At firstl did



notcomprehend him, butlsoon found that the library was a kind of literary "preserve," subject to game-laws,
and that no one must presume to hunt there without special license and permission. In a word, | stood
convicted of being an arrant poacher, and was glad to make a precipitate retreat, lest | should have a whole
pack of authors let loose upon me.

CHRISTMAS DAY

Dark and dull night, flie hence away,
And give the honor to this day
That sees December turn'd to May.

Why does the chilling winter's morne

Smile like a field beset with corn?

Or smell like to a meade new-shorne,

Thus on the sudden?--come and see

The cause why things thus fragrant be.
HERRICK.

WHEN | woke the next morning it seemed as if all the events of the preceding evening had been a
dream, and nothing but the identity of the ancient chamber convinced me of their reality. While | lay musing
on my pillow | heard the sound of little feet pattering outside of the door, and a whispering consultation.
Presently a choir of small voices chanted forth an old Christmas carol, the burden of which was--

Rejoice, our Saviour he was born
On Christmas Day in the morning.

| rose softly, slipt on my clothes, opened the door suddenly, and beheld one of the most beautiful
little fairy groups that a painter could imagine. It consisted of a boy and two girls, the eldest not more than
six, and lovely as seraphs. They were going the rounds of the house and singing at every chamber door, but
my sudden appearance frightened them into mute bashfulness. They remained foramoment playing on their
lips with their fingers, and now and then stealing a shy glance from under their eyebrows, until, as if by one
impulse, they scampered away, and as they turned an angle of the gallery | heard them laughing in triumph
at their escape.

Everything conspired to produce kind and happy feelings in this stronghold of old-fashioned
hospitality. The window of my chamber looked out upon what in summer would have been a beautiful
landscape. There was a sloping lawn, a fine stream winding at the foot of it, and a tract of park beyond, with
noble clumps of trees and herds of deer. At a distance was a neat hamlet, with the smoke from the cottage
chimneys hanging over it, and a church with its dark spire in strong relief against the clear cold sky. The
house was surrounded with evergreens, according to the English custom, which would have given almost
an appearance of summer; but the morning was extremely frosty; the light vapor of the preceding evening
had been precipitated by the cold, and covered all the trees and every blade of grass with its fine
crystalizations. The rays of a bright morning sun had a dazzling effect among the glittering foliage. A robin,
perched upon the top of a mountain-ash that hung its clusters of red berries just before my window, was
basking himself in the sunshine and piping a few querulous notes, and a peacock was displaying all the
glories of his train and strutting with the pride and gravity of a Spanish grandee on the terrace walk below.

I had scarcely dressed myself when a servant appeared to invite me to family prayers. He showed
me the way to a small chapel in the old wing of the house, where | found the principal part of the family
already assembled in a kind of gallery furnished with cushions, hassocks, and large prayer-books; the
servants were seated on benches below. The old gentleman read prayers from a desk in front of the gallery,
and Master Simon acted as clerk and made the responses; and | must do him the justice to say that he



acquitted himself with great gravity and decorum.

The service was followed by a Christmas carol, which Mr. Bracebridge himself had constructed from
a poem of his favorite author, Herrick, and it had been adapted to an old church melody by Master Simon.
As there were several good voices among the household, the effect was extremely pleasing, but | was
particularly gratified by the exaltation of heart and sudden sally of grateful feeling with which the worthy
squire delivered one stanza, his eye glistening and his voice rambling out of all the bounds of time and tune:

"'Tis Thou that crown'st my glittering hearth
With guiltless mirth,

And givest me Wassaile bowles to drink
Spiced to the brink;

Lord, 'tis Thy plenty-dropping hand
That soiles my land:

And giv'st me for my bushell sowne,
Twice ten for one."

| afterwards understood that early morning service was read on every Sunday and saint's day
throughout the year, either by Mr. Bracebridge or by some member of the family. It was once almost
universally the case at the seats of the nobility and gentry of England, and it is much to be regretted that the
custom is falling into neglect; for the dullest observer must be sensible of the order and serenity prevalent
in those households where the occasional exercise of a beautiful form of worship in the morning gives, as it
were, the keynote to every temper for the day and attunes every spirit to harmony.

Our breakfast consisted of what the squire denominated true old English fare. He indulged in some
bitter lamentations over modern breakfasts of tea and toast, which he censured as among the causes of
modern effeminacy and weak nerves and the decline of old English heartiness;and, though he admitted them
to his table to suit the palates of his guests, yet there was a brave display of cold meats, wine, and ale on the
sideboard.

After breakfast | walked about the grounds with Frank Bracebridge and Master Simon, or Mr.Simon,
as he was called by everybody but the squire. We were escorted by a number of gentlemanlike dogs, that
seemed loungers about the establishment, from the frisking spaniel to the steady old stag-hound, the last of
which was of a race that had been in the family time out of mind; they were all obedient to a dog-whistle
which hung to Master Simon's buttonhole, and in the midst of their gambols would glance an eye
occasionally upon a small switch he carried in his hand.

The old mansion had astill more venerable look in the yellow sunshine than by pale moonlight; and
I could not but feel the force of the squire's idea that the formal terraces, heavily moulded balustrades, and
clipped yew trees carried with them an air of proud aristocracy. There appeared to be an unusual number
of peacocks about the place, and | was making some remarks upon what | termed a flock of them that were
basking under a sunny wall, when | was gently corrected in my phraseology by Master Simon, who told me
that according to the most ancient and approved treatise on hunting | must say a muster of peacocks. "In the
same way," added he, with a slight air of pedantry, "we say a flight of doves or swallows, a bevy of quails,
a herd of deer, of wrens, or cranes, a skulk of foxes, or a building of rooks." He went on to inform me that,
according to Sir Anthony Fitzherbert, we ought to ascribe to this bird "both understanding and glory; for,
being praised, he will presently set up his tail, chiefly against the sun, to the intent you may the better behold
the beauty thereof. But at the fall of the leaf, when his tail falleth, he will mourn and hide himself in corners
till his tail come again as it was."

I could not help smiling at this display of small erudition on so whimsical a subject; but | found that
the peacocks were birds of some consequence at the hall, for Frank Bracebridge informed me that they were
great favorites with his father, who was extremely careful to keep up the breed; partly because they belonged
to chivalry, and were in great request at the stately banquets of the olden time, and partly because they had
apomp and magnificence about them highly becoming an old family mansion. Nothing, he was accustomed



to say, had an air of greater state and dignity than a peacock perched upon an antique stone balustrade.

Master Simon had now to hurry off, having an appointment at the parish church with the village
choristers, who were to perform some music of his selection. There was something extremely agreeable in
the cheerful flow of animal spirits of the little man; and | confess | had been somewhat surprised at his apt
guotations from authors who certainly were not in the range of every-day reading. | mentioned this last
circumstance to Frank Bracebridge, who told me with a smile that Master Simon's whole stock of erudition
was confined to some half a dozen old authors, which the squire had put into his hands, and which he read
over and over whenever he had a studious fit, as he sometimes had on a rainy day or along winter evening.
Sir Anthony Fitzherbert's Book of Husbandry, Markham's Country Contentments, the Tretyse of Hunting,
by Sir Thomas Cockayne, Knight, Isaac Walton's Angler, and two or three more such ancient worthies of the
pen were his standard authorities; and, like all men who know but a few books, he looked up to them with
a kind of idolatry and quoted them on all occasions. As to his songs, they were chiefly picked out of old
books in the squire's library, and adapted to tunes that were popular among the choice spirits of the last
century. His practical application of scraps of literature, however, had caused him to be looked upon as a
prodigy of book-knowledge by all the grooms, huntsmen, and small sportsmen of the neighborhood.

While we were talking we heard the distant toll of the village bell, and | was told that the squire was
a little particular in having his household at church on a Christmas morning, considering ita day of pouring
out of thanks and rejoicing; for, as old Tusser observed,--

"At Christmas be merry, and thankful withal,
And feast thy poor neighbors, the great with the small."

"If you are disposed to go to church," said Frank Bracebridge, "I can promise you a specimen of my
cousin Simon's musical achievements. As the church is destitute of an organ, he has formed a band from the
village amateurs, and established a musical club for their improvement; he has also sorted a choir, as he
sorted my father's pack of hounds, according to the directions of Jervaise Markham in his Country
Contentments: for the bass he has sought out all the “deep, solemn mouths,’ and for the tenor the
“loud-ringing mouths,"among the country bumpkins, and for 'sweet-mouths,'he has culled-with curious taste
among the prettiest lasses in the neighborhood; though these last, he affirms, are the most difficult to keep
in tune, your pretty female singer being exceedingly wayward and capricious, and very liable to accident.”

As the morning, though frosty, was remarkably fine and clear, the most of the family walked to the
church, which was a very old building of gray stone, and stood near a village about half a mile from the park
gate. Adjoining it was a low snug parsonage which seemed coeval with the church. The front of it was
perfectly matted with a yew tree that had been trained against its walls, through the dense foliage of which
apertures had been formed to admit light into the small antique lattices. As we passed this sheltered nest the
parson issued forth and preceded us.

I had expected to see a sleek well-conditioned pastor, such as is often found in a snug living in the
vicinity of arich patron's table, but | was disappointed. The parson was a little, meagre, black-looking man,
with a grizzled wig that was too wide and stood off from each ear; so that his head seemed to have shrunk
away within it, like adried filbertin its shell. He wore a rusty coat, with great skirts and pockets that would
have held the church Bible and prayer-book: and his small legs seemed still smaller from being planted in
large shoes decorated with enormous buckles.

I was informed by Frank Bracebridge that the parson had been a chum of his father's at Oxford, and
had received this living shortly after the latter had come to his estate. He was a complete black-letter hunter,
and would scarcely read a work printed in the Roman character. The editions of Caxton and Wynkyn de
Worde were his delight, and he was indefatigable in his researches after such old English writers as have
fallen into oblivion from their worthlessness. In deference, perhaps, to the notions of Mr. Bracebridge he had
made diligent investigations into the festive rites and holiday customs of former times, and had been as
zealous in the inquiry as if he had been a boon companion; but it was merely with that plodding spirit with
which men of adust temperament follow up any track of study, merely because itis denominated learning;



indifferent to its intrinsic nature, whether it be the illustration of the wisdom or of the ribaldry and obscenity
of antiquity. He had pored over these old volumes so intensely that they seemed to have been reflected into
his countenance; which, if the face be indeed an index of the mind, might be compared to a title-page of
black-letter.

Onreachingthe church-porch we found the parson rebuking the gray-headed sexton for having used
mistletoe among the greens with which the church was decorated. It was, he observed, an unholy plant,
profaned by having been used by the Druids in their mystic ceremonies; and, though it might be innocently
employed in the festive ornamenting of halls and kitchens, yet it had been deemed by the Fathers of the
Church as unhallowed and totally unfit for sacred purposes. So tenacious was he on this point that the poor
sexton was obliged to strip down a great part of the humble trophies of his taste before the parson would
consent to enter upon the service of the day.

The interior of the church was venerable, but simple; on the walls were several mural monuments
of the Bracebridges, and just beside the altar was a tomb of ancient workmanship, on which lay the effigy of
a warrior in armor with his legs crossed, a sign of his having been a crusader. | was told it was one of the
family who had signalized himself in the Holy Land, and the same whose picture hung over the fireplace in
the hall.

During service Master Simon stood up in the pew and repeated the responses very audibly, evincing
that kind of ceremonious devotion punctually observed by a gentleman of the old school and a man of old
family connections. | observed too that he turned over the leaves of a folio prayer-book with something of
a flourish; possibly to show off an enormous seal-ring which enriched one of his fingers and which had the
look of a family relic. But he was evidently most solicitous about the musical part of the service, keeping his
eye fixed intently on the choir, and beating time with much gesticulation and emphasis.

The orchestra was in a small gallery, and presented a most whimsical grouping of heads piled one
above the other, among which I particularly noticed that of the village tailor, a pale fellow with a retreating
forehead and chin, who played on the clarinet, and seemed to have blown his face to a point; and there was
another, ashort pursy man, stooping and laboring at a bass-viol, so as to show nothing but the top of a round
bald head, like the egg of an ostrich. There were two or three pretty faces among the female singers, to which
the keen air of a frosty morning had given a bright rosy tint; but the gentlemen choristers had evidently been
chosen, like old Cremona fiddles, more for tone than looks; and as several had to sing from the same book,
there were clusterings of odd physiognomies not unlike those groups of cherubs we sometimes see on
country tombstones.

The usual services of the choir were managed tolerably well, the vocal parts generally lagging a little
behind the instrumental, and some loitering fiddler now and then making up for lost time by travelling over
a passage with prodigious celerity and clearing more bars than the keenest fox-hunter to be in at the death.
But the great trial was an anthem that had been prepared and arranged by Master Simon, and on which he
had founded great expectation. Unluckily, there was a blunder at the very outset: the musicians became
flurried; Master Simon was in a fever; everything went on lamely and irregularly until they came to a chorus
beginning, "Now let us sing with one accord,"” which seemed to be a signal for parting company: all became
discord and confusion: each shifted for himself, and got to the end as well--or, rather, as soon--as he could,
excepting one old chorister in a pair of horn spectacles bestriding and pinching a long sonorous nose, who
happened to stand a little apart, and, being wrapped up in his own melody, kept on a quavering course,
wriggling his head, ogling his book, and winding all up by a nasal solo of at least three bars' duration.

The parson gave us a most erudite sermon on the rites and ceremonies of Christmas, and the
propriety of observing it not merely as a day of thanksgiving but of rejoicing, supporting the correctness of
his opinions by the earliest usages of the Church, and enforcing them by the authorities of Theophilus of
Caesarea, St. Cyprian, St. Chrysostom, St. Augustine, and a cloud more of saints and fathers, from whom he
made copious quotations. | was a little at a loss to perceive the necessity of such a mighty array of forces to
maintain a point which no one present seemed inclined to dispute; but I soon found that the good man had
a legion of ideal adversaries to contend with, having in the course of his researches on the subject of
Christmasgotcompletely embroiled in the sectarian controversies of the Revolution, when the Puritans made



such a fierce assault upon the ceremonies of the Church, and poor old Christmas was driven out of the land
by proclamation of Parliament.” The worthy parson lived but with times past, and knew but little of the
present.

Shut up among worm-eaten tomes in the retirement of his antiquated little study, the pages of old
times were to him as the gazettes of the day, while the era of the Revolution was mere modern history. He
forgot that nearly two centuries had elapsed since the fiery persecution of poor mince-pie throughout the
land; when plum porridge was denounced as "mere popery,"” and roast beef as anti-christian, and that
Christmas had been brought in again triumphantly with the merry court of King Charles at the Restoration.
He kindled into warmth with the ardor of his contest and the host of imaginary foes with whom he had to
combat; he had a stubborn conflict with old Prynne and two or three other forgotten champions of the
Roundheads on the subject of Christmas festivity; and concluded by urging his hearers, in the most solemn
and affecting manner, to stand to the traditional customs of their fathers and feast and make merry on this
joyful anniversary of the Church.

I have seldom known a sermon attended apparently with more immediate effects, for on leaving the
church the congregation seemed one and all possessed with the gayety of spiritso earnestly enjoined by their
pastor. The elder folks gathered in knots in the churchyard, greeting and shaking hands, and the children ran
aboutcrying Ule! Ule!and repeating some uncouth rhymes,*which the parson, who had joined us, informed
me had been banded down from days of yore. The villagers doffed their hats to the squire as he passed,
giving him the good wishes of the season with every appearance of heartfelt sincerity, and were invited by
him to the hall to take something to keep out the cold of the weather; and | heard blessings uttered by several
of the poor, which convinced me that, in the midst of his enjoyments, the worthy old cavalier had not
forgotten the true Christmas virtue of charity.

On our way homeward his heart seemed overflowed with generous and happy feelings. As we
passed overarising ground which commanded something of a prospect, the sounds of rustic merriment now
and then reached our ears: the squire paused for a few moments and looked around with an air of
inexpressible benignity. The beauty of the day was of itself sufficient to inspire philanthropy.
Notwithstanding the frostiness of the morning the sunin his cloudlessjourney had acquired sufficient power
to meltaway the thin covering of snow from every southern declivity, and to bring out the living green which
adornsan English landscape evenin mid-winter. Large tracts of smiling verdure contrasted with the dazzling
whiteness of the shaded slopes and hollows. Every sheltered bank on which the broad rays rested yielded
its silver rill of cold and limpid water, glittering through the dripping grass, and sent up slight exhalations
to contribute to the thin haze that hung just above the surface of the earth. There was something truly
cheering in this triumph of warmth and verdure over the frosty thraldom of winter; it was, as the squire
observed, an emblem of Christmas hospitality breaking through the chills of ceremony and selfishness and
thawing every heart into a flow. He pointed with pleasure to the indications of good cheer reeking from the
chimneys of the comfortable farm-houses and low thatched cottages. "l love," said he, "to see this day well
kept by rich and poor; it is a great thing to have one day in the year, at least, when you are sure of being
welcome wherever you go, and of having, as it were, the world all thrown open to you; and | am almost
disposed to join with Poor Robin in his malediction on every churlish enemy to this honest festival:

" From the "Flying Eagle," a small gazette, published December 24, 1652: "The House spent much time this day about the
business of the Navy, for settling the affairs at sea, and before they rose, were presented with a terrible remonstrance against Christmas
day, grounded upon divine Scriptures, 2 Cor. v. 16; | Cor. xv. 14, 17; and in honor of the Lord's Day, grounded upon these Scriptures,
John xx. I; Rev. i. 10; Psalms cxviii. 24; Lev. xxiii. 7, 11; Mark xv. 8; Psalms Ixxxiv. 10, in which Christmas is called Anti-christ's masse,
and those Masse-mongers and Papists who observe it, etc. In consequence of which parliament spent some time in consultation about
the abolition of Christmas day, passed orders to that effect, and resolved to sit on the following day, which was commonly called
Christmas day."

#uUle! Ule!
Three puddings in a pule;
Crack nuts and cry ule!"



"“Those who at Christmas do repine,

And would fain hence dispatch him,
May they with old Duke Humphry dine,

Or else may Squire Ketch catch'em.™

The squire went on to lament the deplorable decay of the games and amusements which were once
prevalentatthis season among the lower orders and countenanced by the higher, when the old halls of castles
and manor-houses were thrown open at daylight; when the tables were covered with brawn and beef and
humming ale; when the harp and the carol resounded all day long; and when rich and poor were alike
welcome to enter and make merry. "Our old games and local customs," said he, "had a great effect in making
the peasant fond of hishome, and the promotion of them by the gentry made him fond of hislord. They made
the times merrier and kinder and better, and | can truly say, with one of our old poets,

"I like them well: the curious preciseness

And all-pretended gravity of those

That seek to banish hence these harmless sports,
Have thrust away much ancient honesty."™

"The nation,” continued he, "is altered; we have almost lost our simple true-hearted peasantry. They
have broken asunder from the higher classes, and seem to think their interests are separate. They have
become too knowing, and begin to read newspapers, listen to ale-house politicians, and talk of reform. | think
one mode to keep them in good-humor in these hard times would be for the nobility and gentry to pass more
time on their estates, mingle more among the country-people, and set the merry old English games going
again."

Such was the good squire's project for mitigating public discontent: and, indeed, he had once
attempted to put his doctrine in practice, and a few years before had kept open house during the holidays
in the old style. The country-people, however, did not understand how to play their parts in the scene of
hospitality; many uncouth circumstances occurred; the manor was overrun by all the vagrants of the country,
and more beggars drawn into the neighborhood in one week than the parish officerscould getrid ofinayear.
Since then he had contented himself with inviting the decent part of the neighboring peasantry to call at the
hall on Christmas Day, and with distributing beef, and bread, and ale among the poor, that they might make
merry in their own dwellings.

We had notbeen long home when the sound of music was heard from a distance. A band of country
lads, without coats, their shirt-sleeves fancifully tied with ribbons, their hats decorated with greens, and clubs
in their hands, was seen advancing up the avenue, followed by a large number of villagers and peasantry.
They stopped before the hall door, where the music struck up a peculiar air, and the lads performed acurious
and intricate dance, advancing, retreating, and striking their clubs together, keeping exact time to the music;
while one, whimsically crowned with a fox's skin, the tail of which flaunted down his back, kept capering
round the skirts of the dance and rattling a Christmas box with many antic gesticulations.

The squire eyed this fanciful exhibition with great interest and delight, and gave me a full account
of its origin, which he traced to the times when the Romans held possession of the island, plainly proving
that thiswas a lineal descendant of the sword dance of the ancients. "It was now," he said, "nearly extinct, but
he had accidentally met with traces of it in the neighborhood, and had encouraged its revival; though, to tell
the truth, it was too apt to be followed up by the rough cudgel play and broken heads in the evening."”

“An English gentleman, at the opening of the great day--i.e. on Christmas Day in the morning--had all his tenants and
neighbors enter his hall by daybreak. The strong beer was broached, and the black-jacks went plentifully about, with toast, sugar and
nutmeg, and good Cheshire cheese. The Hackin (the great sausage) must be boiled by daybreak, or else two young men must take the
maiden (i.e. the cook) by the arms and run her round the market-place till she is shamed of her laziness."--Round about our Sea-Coal Fire.
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After the dance was concluded the whole party was entertained with brawn and beef and stout
home-brewed. The squire himself mingled among the rustics, and was received with awkward
demonstrations of deference and regard. It is true | perceived two or three of the younger peasants, as they
were raising their tankards to their mouths, when the squire's back was turned making something of a
grimace, and giving each other the wink; but the moment they caught my eye they pulled grave faces and
were exceedingly demure. With Master Simon, however, they all seemed more at their ease. His varied
occupations and amusements had made him well known throughout the neighborhood. He was a visitor at
every farmhouse and cottage, gossiped with the farmers and their wives, romped with their daughters, and,
like that type of a vagrant bachelor, the humblebee, tolled the sweets from all the rosy lips of the country
round.

The bashfulness of the guests soon gave way before good cheer and affability. There is something
genuine and affectionate in the gayety of the lower orders when it is excited by the bounty and familiarity
of those above them; the warm glow of gratitude enters into their mirth, and a kind word or a small
pleasantry frankly uttered by a patron gladdens the heart of the dependant more than oil and wine. When
the squire had retired the merrimentincreased, and there was much joking and laughter, particularly between
Master Simon and a hale, ruddy-faced, white-headed farmer who appeared to be the wit of the village; for
| observed all his companions to wait with open months for his retorts, and burst into a gratuitous laugh
before they could well understand them.

The whole house indeed seemed abandoned to merriment: as | passed to my room to dress for
dinner, | heard the sound of music in a small court, and, looking through a window that commanded it, |
perceived a band of wandering musicians with pandean pipes and tambourine; a pretty coquettish
housemaid was dancing a jig with a smart country lad, while several of the other servants were looking on.
In the midst of her sport the girl caught a glimpse of my face at the window, and, coloring up, ran off with
an air of roguish affected confusion.

TRAITS OF INDIAN CHARACTER

"l appeal to any white man if ever he entered Logan's cabin hungry, and he gave him not to eat; if ever
he came cold and naked, and he clothed him not."
--SPEECH OF AN INDIAN CHIEF.

THERE is something in the character and habits of the North American savage, taken in connection
with the scenery over which he is accustomed to range, its vast lakes, boundless forests, majestic rivers, and
trackless plains, that is, to my mind, wonderfully striking and sublime. He is formed for the wilderness, as
the Arab is for the desert. His nature is stern, simple, and enduring, fitted to grapple with difficulties and to
support privations. There seems but little soil in his heart for the support of the kindly virtues; and yet, if we
would but take the trouble to penetrate through that proud stoicism and habitual taciturnity which lock up
his character from casual observation, we should find him linked to his fellow-man of civilized life by more
of those sympathies and affections than are usually ascribed to him.

It has been the lot of the unfortunate aborigines of America in the early periods of colonization to be
doubly wronged by the white men. They have been dispossessed of their hereditary possessions by
mercenary and frequently wanton warfare, and their characters have been traduced by bigoted and interested
writers. The colonists often treated them like beasts of the forest, and the author has endeavored to justify
him in his outrages. The former found it easier to exterminate than to civilize; the latter to vilify than to
discriminate. The appellations of savage and pagan were deemed sufficientto sanction the hostilities of both;
and thus the poor wanderers of the forest were persecuted and defamed, not because they were guilty, but
because they were ignorant.

The rights of the savage have seldom been properly appreciated or respected by the white man. In
peace he has too often been the dupe of artful traffic; in war he has been regarded as aferocious animal whose
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life or death was a question of mere precaution and convenience. Man is cruelly wasteful of life when his own
safety is endangered and he is sheltered by impunity, and little mercy is to be expected from him when he
feels the sting of the reptile and is conscious of the power to destroy.

The same prejudices, whichwere indulged thusearly, existincommon circulation at the presentday.
Certain learned societies have, it is true, with laudable diligence, endeavored to investigate and record the
real characters and manners of the Indian tribes; the American government, too, has wisely and humanely
exerted itself to inculcate a friendly and forbearing spirit towards them and to protect them from fraud and
injustice.” The current opinion of the Indian character, however, is too apt to be formed from the miserable
hordeswhich infestthe frontiersand hang on the skirts of the settlements. These are too commonly composed
of degenerate beings, corrupted and enfeebled by the vices of society, without being benefited by its
civilization. That proud independence which formed the main pillar of savage virtue has been shaken down,
and the whole moral fabric lies in ruins. Their spirits are humiliated and debased by a sense of inferiority,
and their native courage cowed and daunted by the superior knowledge and power of their enlightened
neighbors. Society has advanced upon them like one of those withering airs that will sometimes breed
desolation over a whole region of fertility. It has enervated their strength, multiplied their diseases, and
superinduced upon their original barbarity the low vices of artificial life. It has given them a thousand
superfluous wants, whilst it has diminished their means of mere existence. It has driven before it the animals
of the chase, who fly from the sound of the axe and the smoke of the settlement and seek refuge in the depths
of remoter forests and yet untrodden wilds. Thus do we too often find the Indians on our frontiers to be the
mere wrecks and remnants of once powerful tribes, who have lingered in the vicinity of the settlements and
sunk into precarious and vagabond existence. Poverty, repining and hopeless poverty, a canker of the mind
unknown in savage life, corrodes their spirits and blights every free and noble quality of their natures. They
become drunken, indolent, feeble, thievish, and pusillanimous. They loiter like vagrants about the
settlements, among spacious dwellings replete with elaborate comforts, which only render them sensible of
the comparative wretchedness of their own condition. Luxury spreads its ample board before their eyes, but
they are excluded from the banquet. Plenty revels over the fields, but they are starving in the midst of its
abundance; the whole wilderness has blossomed into a garden, but they feel as reptiles that infest it.

How different was their state while yet the undisputed lords of the soil! Their wants were few and
the means of gratification within their reach. They saw every one round them sharing the same lot, enduring
the same hardships, feeding on the same aliments, arrayed in the same rude garments. No roof then rose but
was open to the homeless stranger; no smoke curled among the trees but he was welcome to sit down by its
fire and join the hunter in his repast. "For," says an old historian of New England, "their life is so void of care,
and they are so loving also, that they make use of those things they enjoy as common goods, and are therein
so compassionate that rather than one should starve through want, they would starve all; thus they pass their
time merrily, not regarding our pomp, but are better content with their own, which some men esteem so
meanly of." Such were the Indians whilst in the pride and energy of their primitive natures: they resembled
those wild plants which thrive best in the shades of the forest, but shrink from the hand of cultivation and
perish beneath the influence of the sun.

In discussing the savage character writers have been too prone to indulge in vulgar prejudice and
passionate exaggeration, instead of the candid temper of true philosophy. They have not sufficiently
considered the peculiar circumstances in which the Indians have been placed, and the peculiar principles
under which they have been educated. No being acts more rigidly from rule than the Indian. His whole
conduct is regulated according to some general maxims early implanted in his mind. The moral laws that
govern him are, to be sure, but few; but then he conforms to them all; the white man abounds in laws of
religion, morals, and manners, but how many does he violate! A frequent ground of accusation against the

" The American Government has been indefatigable in its exertions to ameliorate the situation of the Indians, and to introduce
among them the arts of civilization and civil and religious knowledge. To protect them from the frauds of the white traders no purchase
of land from them by individuals is permitted, nor is any person allowed to receive lands from them as a present without the express
sanction of government. These precautions are strictly enforced.
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Indiansistheir disregard of treaties, and the treachery and wantonness with which, in time of apparent peace,
they will suddenly fly to hostilities. The intercourse of the white men with the Indians, however, is too apt
to be cold, distrustful, oppressive, and insulting. They seldom treat them with that confidence and frankness
which are indispensable to real friendship, nor is sufficient caution observed not to offend against those
feelings of pride or superstition which often prompt the Indian to hostility quicker than mere considerations
of interest. The solitary savage feels silently, but acutely. His sensibilities are not diffused over so wide a
surface as those of the white man, but they run in steadier and deeper channels. His pride, his affections, his
superstitions, are all directed towards fewer objects, but the wounds inflicted on them are proportionably
severe, and furnish motives of hostility which we cannot sufficiently appreciate. Where a community is also
limited in number, and forms one great patriarchal family, as in an Indian tribe, the injury of an individual
istheinjury ofthe whole, and the sentimentof vengeance isalmostinstantaneously diffused. One council-fire
is sufficient for the discussion and arrangement of a plan of hostilities. Here all the fighting-men and sages
assemble. Eloquence and superstition combine to inflame the minds of the warriors. The orator awakens their
martial ardor, and they are wrought up to a kind of religious desperation by the visions of the prophet and
the dreamer.

An instance of one of those sudden exasperations, arising from a motive peculiar to the Indian
character, is extant in an old record of the early settlement of Massachusetts. The planters of Plymouth had
defaced the monuments of the dead at Passonagessit, and had plundered the grave of the Sachem's mother
of some skins with which it had been decorated. The Indians are remarkable for the reverence which they
entertain for the sepulchres of their kindred. Tribes that have passed generations exiled from the abodes of
their ancestors, when by chance they have been travelling in the vicinity, have been known to turn aside from
the highway, and, guided by wonderfully accurate tradition, have crossed the country for miles to some
tumulus, buried perhaps in woods, where the bones of their tribe were anciently deposited, and there have
passed hours in silent meditation. Influenced by this sublime and holy feeling, the Sachem whose mother's
tomb had been violated gathered his men together, and addressed them in the following beautifully simple
and pathetic harangue--a curious specimen of Indian eloquence and an affecting instance of filial piety in a
savage: "When last the glorious light of all the sky was underneath this globe and birds grew silent, | began
to settle, as my custom is, to take repose. Before mine eyes were fast closed methought | saw a vision, at
which my spiritwas much troubled; and trembling at that doleful sight, a spiritcried aloud, 'Behold, my son,
whom | have cherished, see the breasts that gave thee suck, the hands that lapped thee warm and fed thee
oft. Canst thou forget to take revenge of those wild people who have defaced my monument in a despiteful
manner, disdaining our antiquities and honorable customs? See, now, the Sachem's grave lies like the
common people, defaced by an ignoble race. Thy mother doth complain and implores thy aid against this
thievish people who have newly intruded on our land. If this be suffered, | shall not rest quiet in my
everlasting habitation.’ This said, the spirit vanished, and I, all in a sweat, not able scarce to speak, began to
get some strength and recollect my spirits that were fled, and determined to demand your counsel and
assistance." | have adduced this anecdote at some length, as it tends to show how these sudden acts of
hostility, which have been attributed to caprice and perfidy, may often arise from deep and generous motives,
which our inattention to Indian character and customs prevents our properly appreciating.

Another ground of violent outcry against the Indians is their barbarity to the vanquished. This had
its origin partly in policy and partly in superstition. The tribes, though sometimes called nations, were never
so formidable in their numbers but that the loss of several warriors was sensibly felt; this was particularly
the case when they had been frequently engaged in warfare; and many an instance occurs in Indian history
where a tribe that had long been formidable to its neighbors has been broken up and driven away by the
capture and massacre of its principal fighting-men. There was a strong temptation, therefore, to the victor
to be merciless, not so much to gratify any cruel revenge, as to provide for future security. The Indians had
also the superstitious belief, frequent among barbarous nations and prevalent also among the ancients, that
the manes of their friends who had fallen in battle were soothed by the blood of the captives. The prisoners,
however, who are not thus sacrificed are adopted into their families in the place of the slain, and are treated
with the confidence and affection of relatives and friends; nay, so hospitable and tender is their entertainment
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that when the alternative is offered them they will often prefer to remain with their adopted brethren rather
than return to the home and the friends of their youth.

The cruelty of the Indians towards their prisoners has been heightened since the colonization of the
whites. What was formerly a compliance with policy and superstition has been exasperated into a
gratification of vengeance. They cannot but be sensible that the white men are the usurpers of their ancient
dominion, the cause of their degradation, and the gradual destroyers of their race. They go forth to battle
smarting with injuries and indignities which they have individually suffered, and they are driven to madness
and despair by the wide-spreading desolation and the overwhelming ruin of European warfare. The whites
have too frequently set them an example of violence by burning their villages and laying waste their slender
means of subsistence, and yet they wonder that savages do not show moderation and magnanimity towards
those who have left them nothing but mere existence and wretchedness.

We stigmatize the Indians, also, as cowardly and treacherous, because they use stratagem in warfare
in preference to open force; but in this they are fully justified by their rude code of honor. They are early
taught that stratagem is praiseworthy; the bravest warrior thinks it no disgrace to lurk in silence, and take
every advantage of his foe: he triumphs in the superior craft and sagacity by which he has been enabled to
surprise and destroy an enemy. Indeed, man is naturally more prone to subtilty than open valor, owing to
his physical weaknessin comparison with other animals. They are endowed with natural weapons of defence,
with horns, with tusks, with hoofs, and talons; but man has to depend on his superior sagacity. In all his
encounterswith these, his proper enemies, he resorts to stratagem; and when he perversely turns his hostility
against his fellow-man, he at first continues the same subtle mode of warfare.

The natural principle of war is to do the most harm to our enemy with the least harm to ourselves;
and this of course is to be effected by stratagem. That chivalrous courage which induces us to despise the
suggestions of prudence and to rush in the face of certain danger is the offspring of society and produced by
education. Itis honorable, because itis in fact the triumph of lofty sentiment over an instinctive repugnance
to pain, and over those yearnings after personal ease and security which society has condemned as ignoble.
It is kept alive by pride and the fear of shame; and thus the dread of real evil is overcome by the superior
dread of an evil which exists but in the imagination. It has been cherished and stimulated also by various
means. It has been the theme of spirit-stirring song and chivalrous story. The poet and minstrel have
delighted to shed round it the splendors of fiction, and even the historian has forgotten the sober gravity of
narration and broken forth into enthusiasm and rhapsody inits praise. Triumphsand gorgeous pageants have
been its reward: monuments, on which art has exhausted its skill and opulence its treasures, have been
erected to perpetuate a nation's gratitude and admiration. Thus artificially excited, courage has risen to an
extraordinary and factitious degree of heroism, and, arrayed in all the glorious "pomp and circumstance of
war," this turbulent quality has even been able to eclipse many of those quiet but invaluable virtues which
silently ennoble the human character and swell the tide of human happiness.

But if courage intrinsically consists in the defiance of danger and pain, the life of the Indian is a
continual exhibition of it. He lives in a state of perpetual hostility and risk. Peril and adventure are congenial
to his nature, or rather seem necessary to arouse his faculties and to give an interest to his existence.
Surrounded by hostile tribes, whose mode of warfare is by ambush and surprisal, he is always prepared for
fightand lives with his weapons in his hands. As the ship careers in fearful singleness through the solitudes
of ocean, as the bird mingles among clouds and storms, and wings its way, a mere speck, across the pathless
fields of air, so the Indian holds his course, silent, solitary, but undaunted, through the boundless bosom of
the wilderness. His expeditions may vie in distance and danger with the pilgrimage of the devotee or the
crusade of the knight-errant. He traverses vast forests exposed to the hazards of lonely sickness, of lurking
enemies, and pining famine. Stormy lakes, those great inland seas, are no obstacles to his wanderings: in his
light canoe of bark he sports like a feather on their waves, and darts with the swiftness of an arrow down the
roaring rapids of the rivers. His very subsistence is snatched from the midst of toil and peril. He gains his
food by the hardships and dangers of the chase: he wraps himself in the spoils of the bear, the panther, and
the buffalo, and sleeps among the thunders of the cataract.

No hero of ancient or modern days can surpass the Indian in his lofty contempt of death and the
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fortitude with which he sustains his cruelest affliction. Indeed, we here behold him rising superior to the
white man in consequence of his peculiar education. The latter rushes to glorious death at the cannon's
mouth;the formercalmly contemplatesits approach, and triumphantly enduresitamidst the varied torments
of surrounding foes and the protracted agonies of fire. He even takes a pride in taunting his persecutors and
provoking theiringenuity of torture; and as the devouring flames prey on his very vitals and the flesh shrinks
from the sinews, he raises his last song of triumph, breathing the defiance of an unconquered heart and
invoking the spirits of his fathers to witness that he dies without a groan.

Notwithstanding the obloquy with which the early historians have overshadowed the characters of
the unfortunate natives, some bright gleams occasionally break through which throw a degree of melancholy
lustre on their memories. Facts are occasionally to be met with in the rude annals of the eastern provinces
which, though recorded with the coloring of prejudice and bigotry, yet speak for themselves, and will be
dwelt on with applause and sympathy when prejudice shall have passed away.

In one of the homely narratives of the Indian wars in New England there is a touching account of the
desolation carried into the tribe of the Pequod Indians. Humanity shrinks from the cold-blooded detail of
indiscriminate butchery. In one place we read of the surprisal of an Indian fort in the night, when the
wigwamswere wrapped in flames and the miserable inhabitants shotdown and slain in attempting to escape,
"all being despatched and ended in the course of an hour." After aseries of similar transactions "our soldiers,"
as the historian piously observes, "being resolved by God's assistance to make a final destruction of them,"
the unhappy savages being hunted from their homes and fortresses and pursued with fire and sword, a
scanty but gallant band, the sad remnant of the Pequod warriors, with their wives and children took refuge
in a swamp.

Burning with indignation and rendered sullen by despair, with hearts bursting with grief at the
destruction of their tribe, and spirits galled and sore at the fancied ignominy of their defeat, they refused to
ask their lives at the hands of an insulting foe, and preferred death to submission.

As the night drew on they were surrounded in their dismal retreat, so as to render escape
impracticable. Thus situated, their enemy "plied them with shot all the time, by which means many were
killed and buried in the mire." In the darkness and fog that preceded the dawn of day some few broke
through the besiegers and escaped into the woods; "the rest were left to the conquerors, of which many were
killed in the swamp, like sullen dogs who would rather, in their self-willedness and madness, sit still and be
shot through or cut to pieces" than implore for mercy. When the day broke upon this handful of forlorn but
dauntless spirits, the soldiers, we are told, entering the swamp, "saw several heaps of them sitting close
together, upon whom they discharged their pieces, laden with ten or twelve pistol bullets at a time, putting
the muzzles of the pieces under the boughs, within a few yards of them; so as, besides those that were found
dead, many more were killed and sunk into the mire, and never were minded more by friend or foe."

Can any one read this plain unvarnished tale without admiring the stern resolution, the unbending
pride, the loftiness of spiritthat seemed to nerve the hearts of these self-taught heroes and to raise them above
the instinctive feelings of human nature? When the Gauls laid waste the city of Rome, they found the senators
clothed in their robes and seated with stern tranquillity in their curule chairs; in this manner they suffered
death without resistance or even supplication. Such conduct was in them applauded as noble and
magnanimous; in the hapless Indian it was reviled as obstinate and sullen. How truly are we the dupes of
show and circumstance! How differentis virtue clothed in purple and enthroned in state, from virtue naked
and destitute and perishing obscurely in a wilderness!

But | forbear to dwell on these gloomy pictures. The eastern tribes have long since disappeared; the
forests that sheltered them have been laid low, and scarce any traces remain of them in the thickly-settled
States of New England, excepting here and there the Indian name of a village or a stream. And such must,
sooner or later, be the fate of those other tribes which skirt the frontiers, and have occasionally been inveigled
from their forests to mingle in the wars of white men. In a little while, and they will go the way that their
brethren have gone before. The few hordes which still linger about the shores of Huron and Superior and the
tributary streams of the Mississippi will share the fate of those tribes that once spread over Massachusetts
and Connecticutand lorded italong the proud banks of the Hudson, of that gigantic race said to have existed
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on the borders of the Susquehanna, and of those various nations that flourished about the Potomac and the
Rappahannock and that peopled the forests of the vast valley of Shenandoah. They will vanish like a vapor
from the face of the earth; their very history will be lostin forgetfulness; and "the places that now know them
will know them no more forever.” Or if, perchance, some dubious memorial of them should survive, it may
be in the romantic dreams of the poet, to people in imagination his glades and groves, like the fauns and
satyrs and sylvan deities of antiquity. But should he venture upon the dark story of their wrongs and
wretchedness, should he tell how they were invaded, corrupted, despoiled, driven from their native abodes
and the sepulchres of their fathers, hunted like wild beasts about the earth, and sentdown with violence and
butchery to the grave, posterity will either turn with horror and incredulity from the tale or blush with
indignation at the inhumanity of their forefathers. "We are driven back," said an old warrior, "until we can
retreat no farther--our hatchets are broken, our bows are snapped, our fires are nearly extinguished; a little
longer and the white man will cease to persecute us, for we shall cease to exist!"

PHILIP OF POKANOKET
AN INDIAN MEMOIR

As monumental bronze unchanged his look:
A soul that pity touch'd, but never shook;
Train'd from his tree-rock'd cradle to his bier,
The fierce extremes of good and ill to brook
Impassive--fearing but the shame of fear-

A stoic of the woods--a man without a tear.

CAMPBELL.

IT is to be regretted that those early writers who treated of the discovery and settlement of America
have not given us more particular and candid accounts of the remarkable characters that flourished in savage
life. The scanty anecdotes which have reached us are full of peculiarity and interest; they furnish us with
nearer glimpses of human nature, and show what man isinacomparatively primitive state and what he owes
to civilization. There is something of the charm of discovery in lighting upon these wild and unexplored
tracts of human nature--in witnessing, as it were, the native growth of moral sentiment, and perceiving those
generous and romantic qualities which have been artificially cultivated by society vegetating in spontaneous
hardihood and rude magnificence.

Incivilized life, where the happiness,and indeed almost the existence,of man dependsso much upon
the opinion of his fellow-men, he is constantly acting a studied part. The bold and peculiar traits of native
character are refined away or softened down by the levelling influence of what is termed good-breeding, and
he practises so many petty deceptions and affects so many generous sentiments for the purposes of
popularity that it is difficult to distinguish his real from his artificial character. The Indian, on the contrary,
free from the restraints and refinements of polished life, and in a great degree a solitary and independent
being, obeys the impulses of his inclination or the dictates of his judgment; and thus the attributes of his
nature, being freely indulged, grow singly great and striking. Society is like a lawn, where every roughness
is smoothed, every bramble eradicated, and where the eye is delighted by the smiling verdure of a velvet
surface; he, however, who would study Nature in its wildness and variety must plunge into the forest, must
explore the glen, must stem the torrent, and dare the precipice.

These reflections arose on casually looking through a volume of early colonial history wherein are
recorded, with great bitterness, the outrages of the Indians and their wars with the settlers New England. It
is painful to perceive, even from these partial narratives, how the footsteps of civilization may be traced in
the blood of the aborigines; how easily the colonists were moved to hostility by the lust of conquest; how
merciless and exterminating was their warfare. The imagination shrinks at the idea of how many intellectual
beings were hunted from the earth, how many brave and noble hearts, of Nature's sterling coinage, were
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broken down and trampled in the dust.

Such was the fate of PHILIP OF POKANOKET, an Indian warrior whose name was once a terror
throughout Massachusetts and Connecticut. He was the most distinguished of a number of contemporary
sachems who reigned over the Pequods, the Narragansetts, the Wampanoags, and the other eastern tribes at
the time of the first settlement of New England--a band of native untaught heroes who made the most
generous struggle of which human nature is capable, fighting to the last gasp in the cause of their country,
without a hope of victory or a thought of renown. Worthy of an age of poetry and fit subjects for local story
and romantic fiction, they have left scarcely any authentic traces on the page of history, but stalk like gigantic
shadows in the dim twilight of tradition.”

When the Pilgrims, as the Plymouth settlers are called by their descendants, first took refuge on the
shores of the New World from the religious persecutions of the Old, their situation was to the last degree
gloomy and disheartening. Few in number, and that number rapidly perishing away through sickness and
hardships, surrounded by a howling wilderness and savage tribes, exposed to the rigors of an almost arctic
winter and the vicissitudes of an ever-shifting climate, their minds were filled with doleful forebodings, and
nothing preserved them from sinking into despondency but the strong excitement of religious enthusiasm.
In this forlorn situation they were visited by Massasoit, chief sagamore of the Wampanoags, a powerful chief
who reigned over a great extent of country. Instead of taking advantage of the scanty number of the strangers
and expelling them from his territories, into which they had intruded, he seemed atonce to conceive for them
a generous friendship, and extended towards them the rites of primitive hospitality. He came early in the
spring to their settlement of New Plymouth, attended by a mere handful of followers, entered into a solemn
league of peace and amity, sold them a portion of the soil, and promised to secure for them the good-will of
his savage allies. Whatever may be said of Indian perfidy, it is certain that the integrity and good faith of
Massasoit have never been impeached. He continued a firm and magnanimous friend of the white men,
suffering them to extend their possessions and to strengthen themselves in the land, and betraying no
jealousy of their increasing power and prosperity. Shortly before his death he came once more to New
Plymouth with his son Alexander, for the purpose of renewing the covenant of peace and of securing it to
his posterity.

At this conference he endeavored to protect the religion of his forefathers from the encroaching zeal
of the missionaries, and stipulated that no further attempt should be made to draw off his people from their
ancient faith; but, finding the English obstinately opposed to any such condition, he mildly relinquished the
demand. Almost the last act of his life was to bring his two sons, Alexander and Philip (as they bad been
named by the English), to theresidence of aprincipal settler, recommending mutual kindness and confidence,
and entreating that the same love and amity which had existed between the white men and himself might
be continued afterwards with his children. The good old sachem died in peace, and was happily gathered
to his fathers before sorrow came upon his tribe; his children remained behind to experience the ingratitude
of white men.

His eldest son, Alexander, succeeded him. He was of a quick and impetuous temper, and proudly
tenacious of his hereditary rights and dignity. The intrusive policy and dictatorial conduct of the strangers
excited his indignation, and he beheld with uneasiness their exterminating wars with the neighboring tribes.
He was doomed soon to incur their hostility, being accused of plotting with the Narragansetts to rise against
the English and drive them from the land. It is impossible to say whether this accusation was warranted by
facts or was grounded on mere suspicions. It is evident, however, by the violent and overbearing measures
of the settlers that they had by this time begun to feel conscious of the rapid increase of their power, and to
grow harsh and inconsiderate in their treatment of the natives. They despatched an armed force to seize upon
Alexander and to bring him before their courts. He was traced to his woodland haunts, and surprised at a
hunting-house where he was reposing with a band of his followers, unarmed, after the toils of the chase. The

" While correcting the proof-sheets of this article the author is informed that a celebrated English poet has nearly finished
an heroic poem on the story of Philip of Pokanoket.
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suddenness of hisarrestand the outrage offered to hissovereign dignity so preyed upon the irascible feelings
of this proud savage as to throw him into a raging fever. He was permitted to return home on condition of
sending his son as a pledge for his re-appearance; but the blow he had received was fatal, and before he
reached his home he fell a victim to the agonies of a wounded spirit.

The successor of Alexander was Metacomet, or King Philip, as he was called by the settlers on
account of his lofty spiritand ambitious temper. These, together with his well-known energy and enterprise,
had rendered him an object of great jealousy and apprehension, and he was accused of having always
cherished a secret and implacable hostility towards the whites. Such may very probably and very naturally
have been the case. He considered them as originally but mere intrudersinto the country, who had presumed
upon indulgence and were extending an influence baneful to savage life. He saw the whole race of his
countrymen melting before them from the face of the earth, their territories slipping from their hands, and
their tribes becoming feeble, scattered, and dependent. It may be said that the soil was originally purchased
by the settlers; but who does not know the nature of Indian purchases in the early periods of colonization?
The Europeans always made thrifty bargains through their superior adroitness intraffic,and they gained vast
accessions of territory by easily-provoked hostilities. An uncultivated savage is never a nice inquirer into the
refinements of law by which an injury may be gradually and legally inflicted. Leading facts are all by which
he judges; and it was enough for Philip to know that before the intrusion of the Europeans his countrymen
were lords of the soil, and that now they were becoming vagabonds in the land of their fathers.

But whatever may have been his feelings of general hostility and his particular indignation at the
treatment of his brother, he suppressed them for the present, renewed the contract with the settlers, and
resided peaceably for many years at Pokanoket, or as, it was called by the English, Mount Hope,  the ancient
seat of dominion of his tribe. Suspicions, however, which were at first but vague and indefinite, began to
acquire form and substance, and he was at length charged with attempting to instigate the various eastern
tribes to rise at once, and by a simultaneous effort to throw off the yoke of their oppressors. It is difficult at
this distant period to assign the proper credit due to these early accusations against the Indians. There was
a proneness to suspicion and an aptness to acts of violence on the part of the whites that gave weight and
importance to every idletale. Informersabounded where tale-bearing met with countenance and reward, and
the sword was readily unsheathed when its success was certain and it carved out empire.

The only positive evidence on record against Philip is the accusation of one Sausaman, a renegado
Indian, whose natural cunning had been quickened by a partial education which be had received among the
settlers. He changed his faith and his allegiance two or three times with a facility that evinced the looseness
of his principles. He had acted for some time as Philip's confidential secretary and counsellor, and had
enjoyed his bounty and protection. Finding, however, that the clouds of adversity were gathering round his
patron, he abandoned his service and went over to the whites, and in order to gain their favor charged his
former benefactor with plotting against their safety. A rigorous investigation took place. Philip and several
of his subjects submitted to be examined, but nothing was proved against them. The settlers, however, had
now gone too far to retract; they had previously determined that Philip was a dangerous neighbor; they had
publicly evinced their distrust, and had done enough to insure his hostility; according, therefore, to the usual
mode of reasoning in these cases, his destruction had become necessary to their security. Sausaman, the
treacherous informer, was shortly afterwards found dead in a pond, having fallen a victim to the vengeance
of his tribe. Three Indians, one of whom was a friend and counsellor of Philip, were apprehended and tried,
and on the testimony of one very questionable witness were condemned and executed as murderers.

This treatment of his subjects and ignominious punishment of his friend outraged the pride and
exasperated the passions of Philip. The bolt which had fallen thus at his very feet awakened him to the
gathering storm, and he determined to trust himself no longer in the power of the white men. The fate of his
insulted and broken-hearted brother still rankled in his mind; and he had a further warning in the tragical
story of Miantonimo, a great Sachem of the Narragansetts, who, after manfully facing his accusers before a

" Now Bristol, Rhode Island.
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tribunal of the colonists, exculpating himself from a charge of conspiracy and receiving assurances of amity,
had been perfidiously despatched at their instigation. Philip therefore gathered his fighting-men about him,
persuaded all strangers that he could to join his cause, sentthe women and children to the Narragansetts for
safety, and wherever he appeared was continually surrounded by armed warriors.

When the two parties were thus in a state of distrust and irritation, the least spark was sufficient to
setthem in a flame. The Indians, having weapons in their hands, grew mischievous and committed various
petty depredations. In one of their maraudings a warrior was fired on and killed by a settler. This was the
signal for open hostilities; the Indians pressed to revenge the death of their comrade, and the alarm of war
resounded through the Plymouth colony.

In the early chronicles of these dark and melancholy times we meet with many indications of the
diseased state of the public mind. The gloom of religious abstraction and the wildness of their situation
among trackless forests and savage tribes had disposed the colonists to superstitious fancies, and had filled
their imaginations with the frightful chimeras of witchcraft and spectrology. They were much given also to
a belief in omens. The troubles with Philip and his Indians were preceded, we are told, by a variety of those
awful warnings which forerun great and public calamities. The perfect form of an Indian bow appeared in
the air at New Plymouth, which was looked upon by the inhabitants as a "prodigious apparition." At Hadley,
Northampton, and other townsin their neighborhood "was heard the report of agreat piece of ordnance, with
a shaking of the earth and a considerable echo."”” Others were alarmed on a still sunshiny morning by the
discharge of guns and muskets; bullets seemed to whistle past them, and the noise of drums resounded in
the air, seeming to pass away to the westward; others fancied that they heard the galloping of horses over
their heads; and certain monstrous births which took place about the time filled the superstitious in some
towns with doleful forebodings. Many of these portentous sights and sounds may be ascribed to natural
phenomena--to the northern lights which occur vividly in those latitudes, the meteors which explode in the
air, the casual rushing of a blast through the top branches of the forest, the crash of fallen trees or disrupted
rocks, and to those other uncouth sounds and echoes which will sometimes strike the ear so strangely amidst
the profound stillness of woodland solitudes. These may have startled some melancholy imaginations, may
have been exaggerated by the love for the marvellous, and listened to with that avidity with which we devour
whatever isfearful and mysterious. The universal currency of these superstitious fancies and the grave record
made of them by one of the learned men of the day are strongly characteristic of the times.

The nature of the contest that ensued was such as too often distinguishes the warfare between
civilized men and savages. On the part of the whites it was conducted with superior skill and success, but
with a wastefulness of the blood and a disregard of the natural rights of their antagonists: on the part of the
Indians it was waged with the desperation of men fearless of death, and who had nothing to expect from
peace but humiliation, dependence, and decay.

The events of the war are transmitted to us by a worthy clergyman of the time, who dwells with
horror and indignation on every hostile act of the Indians, however justifiable, whilst he mentions with
applause the most sanguinary atrocities of the whites. Philip is reviled as a murderer and a traitor, without
considering that he was a true-born prince gallantly fighting at the head of his subjects to avenge the wrongs
of his family, to retrieve the tottering power of his line, and to deliver his native land from the oppression
of usurping strangers.

The project of a wide and simultaneous revolt, if such had really been formed, was worthy of a
capacious mind, and had it not been prematurely discovered might have been overwhelming in its
consequences. The war that actually broke out was but a war of detail, a mere succession of casual exploits
and unconnected enterprises. Still, it sets forth the military genius and daring prowess of Philip, and
wherever, inthe prejudiced and passionate narrations that have been given of it, we can arrive at simple facts,
we find him displaying a vigorous mind, a fertility of expedients, a contempt of suffering and hardship, and
an unconquerable resolution that command our sympathy and applause.

" The Rev. Increase Mather's History.
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Driven from his paternal domains at Mount Hope, he threw himself into the depths of those vast and
trackless forests that skirted the settlements and were almost impervious to anything but a wild beast or an
Indian. Here he gathered together his forces, like the storm accumulating its stores of mischief in the bosom
of the thundercloud, and would suddenly emerge at a time and place least expected, carrying havoc and
dismay into the villages. There were now and then indications of these impending ravages that filled the
minds of the colonists with awe and apprehension. The report of adistantgun would perhaps be heard from
the solitary woodland, where there was known to be no white man; the cattle which had been wandering in
the woods would sometimes return home wounded; or an Indian or two would be seen lurking about the
skirtsof the forests and suddenly disappearing, as the lightning will sometimes be seen playing silently about
the edge of the cloud that is brewing up the tempest.

Though sometimes pursued and even surrounded by the settlers, yet Philip as often escaped almost
miraculously from their toils, and, plunging into the wilderness, would be lost to all search or inquiry until
he again emerged at some far distant quarter, laying the country desolate. Among his strongholds were the
great swamps or morasses which extend in some parts of New England, composed of loose bogs of deep
black mud, perplexed with thickets, brambles, rank weeds, the shattered and mouldering trunks of fallen
trees, overshadowed by lugubrious hemlocks. The uncertain footing and the tangled mazes of these shaggy
wilds rendered them almost impracticable to the white man, though the Indian could thread their labyrinths
with the agility of a deer. Into one of these, the great swamp of Pocasset Neck, was Philip once driven with
a band of his followers. The English did not dare to pursue him, fearing to venture into these dark and
frightful recesses, where they might perish in fens and miry pits or be shot down by lurking foes. They
therefore invested the entrance to the Neck, and began to build a fort with the thought of starving out the foe;
but Philip and his warriors wafted themselves on a raft over an arm of the sea in the dead of night, leaving
the women and children behind, and escaped away to the westward, kindling the flames of war among the
tribes of Massachusetts and the Nipmuck country and threatening the colony of Connecticut.

In this way Philip became a theme of universal apprehension. The mystery in which he was
enveloped exaggerated his real terrors. He was an evil that walked in darkness, whose coming none could
foresee and against which none knew when to be on the alert. The whole country abounded with rumors and
alarms. Philip seemed almost possessed of ubiquity, for in whatever part of the widely-extended frontier an
irruption from the forest took place, Philip was said to be its leader. Many superstitious notions also were
circulated concerning him. He was said to deal in necromancy, and to be attended by an old Indian witch or
prophetess, whom he consulted and who assisted him by her charms and incantations. This, indeed, was
frequently the case with Indian chiefs, either through their own credulity or to act upon that of their
followers; and the influence of the prophetand the dreamer over Indian superstition has been fully evidenced
in recent instances of savage warfare.

At the time that Philip effected his escape from Pocasset his fortunes were in a desperate condition.
His forces had been thinned by repeated fights and he had lost almost the whole of his resources. In this time
of adversity he found a faithful friend in Canonchet. chief Sachem of all the Narragansetts. He was the son
and heir of Miantonimo, the great sachem who, as already mentioned, after an honorable acquittal of the
charge of conspiracy, had been privately put to death at the perfidious instigations of the settlers. "He was
the heir," says the old chronicler, "of all his father's pride and insolence, as well as of his malice towards the
English;" he certainly was the heir of his insults and injuries and the legitimate avenger of his murder.
Though he had forborne to take an active part in this hopeless war, yet he received Philip and his broken
forces with open arms and gave them the most generous countenance and support. This at once drew upon
him the hostility of the English, and it was determined to strike a signal blow that should involve both the
Sachemsin one common ruin. A great force was therefore gathered together from Massachusetts, Plymouth,
and Connecticut, and was sentinto the Narragansett country in the depth of winter, when the swamps, being
frozen and leafless, could be traversed with comparative facility and would no longer afford dark and
impenetrable fastnesses to the Indians.

Apprehensive of attack, Canonchet had conveyed the greater part of his stores, together with the old,
the infirm, the women and children of his tribe, to a strong fortress, where he and Philip had likewise drawn
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up the flower of their forces. This fortress, deemed by the Indians impregnable, was situated upon a rising
mound or kind of island of five or six acres in the midst of a swamp; it was constructed with a degree of
judgment and skill vastly superior to what is usually displayed in Indian fortification, and indicative of the
martial genius of these two chieftains.

Guided by a renegado Indian, the English penetrated, through December snows, to this stronghold
and came upon the garrison by surprise. The fight was fierce and tumultuous. The assailants were repulsed
in their first attack, and several of their bravest officers were shot down in the act of storming the fortress,
sword in hand. The assault was renewed with greater success. A lodgment was effected. The Indians were
driven from one post to another. They disputed their ground inch by inch, fighting with the fury of despair.
Most of their veterans were cut to pieces, and after a long and bloody battle, Philip and Canonchet, with a
handful of surviving warriors, retreated from the fort and took refuge in the thickets of the surrounding
forest.

The victors set fire to the wigwams and the fort; the whole was soon in a blaze; many of the old men,
the women, and the children perished in the flames. This last outrage overcame even the stoicism of the
savage. The neighboring woodsresounded with the yells of rage and despair uttered by the fugitive warriors,
as they beheld the destruction of their dwellings and heard the agonizing cries of their wives and offspring.
"The burning of the wigwams," saysacontemporary writer, "the shrieksand cries of the women and children,
and the yelling of the warriors, exhibited a most horrible and affecting scene, so that it greatly moved some
of the soldiers." The same writer cautiously adds, "They were in much doubt then, and afterwards seriously
inquired, whether burning their enemies alive could be consistent with humanity, and the benevolent
principles of the gospel.””

The fate of the brave and generous Canonchet is worthy of particular mention: the last scene of his
life is one of the noblest instances on record of Indian magnimity.

Broken down in his power and resources by this signal defeat, yet faithful to his ally and to the
hapless cause which he had espoused, he rejected all overtures of peace offered on condition of betraying
Philip and his followers, and declared that "he would fight it out to the last man, rather than become a servant
to the English." His home being destroyed, his country harassed and laid waste by the incursions of the
conquerors, he was obliged to wander away to the banks of the Connecticut, where he formed a
rallying-point to the whole body of western Indians and laid waste several of the English settlements.

Early in the spring he departed on a hazardous expedition, with only thirty chosen men, to penetrate
to Seaconck, in the vicinity of Mount Hope, and to procure seed corn to plant for the sustenance of his troops.
This little hand of adventurers had passed safely through the Pequod country, and were in the centre of the
Narragansett, resting at some wigwams near Pautucket River, when an alarm was given of an approaching
enemy. Having but seven men by him at the time, Canonchet despatched two of them to the top of a
neighboring hill to bring intelligence of the foe.

Panic-struck by the appearance of a troop of English and Indians rapidly advancing, they fled in
breathless terror past their chieftain, without stopping to inform him of the danger. Canonchet sent another
scout, who did the same. He then sent two more, one of whom, hurrying back in confusion and affright, told
him that the whole British army was at hand. Canonchet saw there was no choice but immediate flight. He
attempted to escape round the hill, but was perceived and hotly pursued by the hostile Indians and a few of
the fleetest of the English. Finding the swiftest pursuer close upon his heels, he threw off, first his blanket,
then his silver-laced coat and belt of peag, by which his enemies knew him to be Canonchet and redoubled
the eagerness of pursuit.

At length, in dashing through the river, his foot slipped upon a stone, and he fell so deep as to wet
his gun. This accident so struck him with despair that, as he afterwards confessed, "his heart and his bowels
turned within him, and he became like a rotten stick, void of strength."”

To such a degree was he unnerved that, being seized by a Pequod Indian within a short distance of

" MS. of the Rev. W. Ruggles.
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the river, he made no resistance, though a man of great vigor of body and boldness of heart. But on being
made prisoner the whole pride of his spiritarose within him, and from that momentwe find, in the anecdotes
given by his enemies, nothing but repeated flashes of elevated and prince-like heroism. Being questioned by
one of the English who first came up with him, and who had not attained his twenty second year, the
proud-hearted warrior, looking with lofty contempt upon his youthful countenance, replied, "You are a
child--you cannot understand matters of war; let your brother or your chief come: him will I answer."

Though repeated offers were made to him of his life on condition of submitting with his nation to
the English, yet he rejected them with disdain, and refused to send any proposals of the kind to the great
body of his subjects, saying that he knew none of them would comply. Being reproached with his breach of
faith towards the whites, his boast that he would not deliver up a Wampanoag nor the paring of a
Wampanoag's nail, and his threat that he would burn the English alive in their houses, he disdained to justify
himself, haughtily answering that others were as forward for the war as himself, and "he desired to hear no
more thereof."

So noble and unshaken a spirit, so true a fidelity to his cause and his friend, might have touched the
feelings of the generous and the brave; but Canonchet was an Indian, a being towards whom war had no
courtesy, humanity no law, religion no compassion: he was condemned to die. The last words of his that are
recorded are worthy the greatness of his soul. When sentence of death was passed upon him, be observed
"that he liked it well, for he should die before his heart was soft or he had spoken anything unworthy of
himself." Hisenemies gave him the death of asoldier, for he was shotat Stoning ham by three young Sachems
of his own rank.

The defeat at the Narraganset fortress and the death of Canonchet were fatal blows to the fortunes
of King Philip. He made an ineffectual attempt to raise a head of war by stirring up the Mohawks to take
arms; but, though possessed of the native talents of a statesman, his arts were counteracted by the superior
arts of his enlightened enemies, and the terror of their warlike skill began to subdue the resolution of the
neighboring tribes. The unfortunate chieftain saw himself daily stripped of power, and his ranks rapidly
thinning around him. Some were suborned by the whites; others fell victims to hunger and fatigue and to the
frequent attacks by which they were harassed. His stores were all captured; his chosen friends were swept
away from before his eyes; his uncle was shot down by his side; his sister was carried into captivity; and in
one of his narrow escapes he was compelled to leave his beloved wife and only son to the mercy of the
enemy. "His ruin," says the historian, "being thus gradually carried on, his misery was not prevented, but
augmented thereby; being himself made acquainted with the sense and experimental feeling of the captivity
of his children, loss of friends, slaughter of his subjects, bereavement of all family relations, and being
stripped of all outward comforts before his own life should be taken away."

To fill up the measure of his misfortunes, his own followers began to plot against his life, that by
sacrificing him they might purchase dishonorable safety. Through treachery a number of his faithful
adherents, the subjects of Wetamoe, an Indian princess of Pocasset, a near kinswoman and confederate of
Philip, were betrayed into the hands of the enemy. Wetamoe was among them at the time, and attempted to
make her escape by crossing a neighboring river: either exhausted by swimming or starved with cold and
hunger, she was found dead and naked near the water-side. But persecution ceased not at the grave. Even
death, the refuge of the wretched, where the wicked commonly cease from troubling, was no protection to
thisoutcast female, whose great crime was affectionate fidelity to her kinsman and her friend. Her corpse was
the object of unmanly and dastardly vengeance: the head was severed from the body and setupon a pole, and
was thus exposed at Taunton to the view of her captive subjects. They immediately recognized the features
of their unfortunate queen, and were so affected at this barbarous spectacle that we are told they broke forth
into the "most horrid and diabolical lamentations."

However Philip had borne up against the complicated miseries and misfortunes that surrounded
him, the treachery of his followers seemed to wring his heart and reduce him to despondency. Itis said that
"he never rejoiced afterwards, nor had success in any of his designs." The spring of hope was broken--the
ardor of enterprise was extinguished; he looked around, and all was danger and darkness; there was no eye
to pity nor any arm that could bring deliverance. With a scanty band of followers, who still remained true
to his desperate fortunes, the unhappy Philip wandered back to the vicinity of Mount Hope, the ancient
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dwelling of his fathers. Here he lurked about like a spectre among the scenes of former power and prosperity,
now bereft of home, of family, and of friend. There needs no better picture of his destitute and piteous
situation than that furnished by the homely pen of the chronicler, who is unwarily enlisting the feelings of
the reader in favor of the hapless warrior whom he reviles. "Philip," he says, "like a savage wild beast, having
been hunted by the English forces through the woods above a hundred miles backward and forward, at last
was driven to hisown den upon Mount Hope, where he retired, with a few of his best friends, into a swamp,
which proved buta prison to keep him fast till the messengers of death came by divine permission to execute
vengeance upon him."

Even in this last refuge of desperation and despair a sullen grandeur gathers round his memory. We
picture him to ourselves seated among his care-worn followers, brooding in silence over his blasted fortunes,
and acquiring a savage sublimity from the wildness and dreariness of his lurking-place. Defeated, but not
dismayed--crushed to the earth, but not humiliated--he seemed to grow more haughty beneath disaster, and
to experience afierce satisfaction in draining the last dregs of bitterness. Little minds are tamed and subdued
by misfortune, but great minds rise above it. The very idea of submission awakened the fury of Philip, and
he smote to death one of his followers who proposed an expedient of peace. The brother of the victim made
his escape, and in revenge betrayed the retreat of his chieftain, A body of white men and Indians were
immediately despatched to the swamp where Philip lay crouched, glaring with fury and despair. Before he
was aware of their approach they had begun to surround him. In a little while he saw five of his trustiest
followers laid dead at his feet; all resistance was vain; he rushed forth from his covert, and made a headlong
attempt to escape, but was shot through the heart by a renegado Indian of his own nation.

Such is the scanty story of the brave but unfortunate King Philip, persecuted while living, slandered
and dishonored when dead. If, however, we consider even the prejudiced anecdotes furnished us by his
enemies, we may perceive in them traces of amiable and loftly character sufficient to awaken sympathy for
his fate and respect for his memory. We find that amidst all the harassing cares and ferocious passions of
constant warfare he was alive to the softer feelings of connubial love and paternal tenderness and to the
generous sentiment of friendship. The captivity of his "beloved wife and only son" are mentioned with
exultation as causing him poignhant misery: the death of any near friend is triumphantly recorded as a new
blow on his sensibilities; but the treachery and desertion of many of his followers, in whose affections he had
confided, is said to have desolated his heart and to have bereaved him of all further comfort. He was a patriot
attached to his native soil--a prince true to his subjects and indignant of their wrongs--a soldier daring in
battle, firm in adversity, patient of fatigue, of hunger, of every variety of bodily suffering, and ready to perish
in the cause he had espoused. Proud of heart and with an untamable love of natural liberty, he preferred to
enjoy it among the beasts of the forests or in the dismal and famished recesses of swamps and morasses,
rather than bow his haughty spirit to submission and live dependent and despised in the ease and luxury of
the settlements. With heroic qualities and bold achievements that would have graced a civilized warrior, and
have rendered him the theme of the poet and the historian, he lived a wanderer and a fugitive in his native
land, and went down, like a lonely bark foundering amid darkness and tempest, without a pitying eye to
weep his fall or a friendly hand to record his struggle.



