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THE

AMERIC AN REVIEW;
D E W O TE D TO

POLITICS AND LITERATURE

VOL. II. NO W EM BER, 1848. NO. V.

A LETTER FROM A CITIZEN OF NEW - YORK,
TO HIS FRIEND IN THE COUNTRY,

T O U C H IN G T H E E L E C T I O N.

MY DEAR SIR :—You have often asked
me to send you certain political views, which
were elicited in our agreeable conversa.
tions, partly by your own and partly by my
suggestions, which, you said, you would
communicate to such of your friends as
had not matured their opinions; in order,

as you said, to induce them to go to the
election with greater preparation and in
telligence, and to furnish them with some

proper means of persuasion over the luke
warm and the neutrals.

What I have gleaned from you I here
return to you ; and, because it seemed to
me an easier and a more agreeable shape,
in the form of a letter. When I address
you in terms of advice, and say that so
and so is true, and that this or that should
be done or remembered, I only echo your
own advice, rather to show you how well I
have profited by it

,

than to attempt im
pertinently to appropriate it

.

I know of but one man to whom victory

o
r

defeat are alike disgraceful; and that

is h
e who fails, through indolence, through

conceit, o
r cowardice, to engage in the

conflict. Victory shames him, because h
e

can claim n
o part in it
s

honors o
r

it
s re

wards; defeat disgraces him, because h
e

failed to render his due aid, when that was

needed. In a government like ours, where

a
ll power emanates from the individual,

and right and freedom are maintained only

b
y

the vigilance o
f

each citizen; to decline
engaging in the great conflicts o

f party,
argues, either a

n unmanly timidity and
sluggishness, o

r

a
n unpardonable igno

rance, o
r it may be, a conceit of superiority

and refinement, that render the citizen a

fitter subject for despotism, than for a free
republic : and when men o
f

honor and
virtue are set before u
s for our suffrages,

and the cause which they represent is
the cause o
f peace, o
f good government,

o
f freedom, and o
f

the common good,
great indeed must be the obstacle that
can prevent us.
And now what are the reasons offered

b
y

your friends, against engaging in the
election ? They say they cannot enter
into the contest with enthusiasm—they
cannot pluck u

p
a spirit o
f opposition, be

cause they cannot have the leader whom
they like. The election then, it seems, is

for a particular man, and not for the honor
and power o

f

the people ! We g
o
to the

polls, not for a principle, but for a man!
Not to alter the policy of the government,
and to check it

s progress towards despot
ism, but only to elect some one whom we
favor more than another

To this, perhaps, your friends will answer,

that I mistake them—that they are not the
children and simpletons we take them to be,
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It is long ago since those pleasant even
ings at Uncle Robert's. My cousins have
grown up, and there is a new generation
around the hearth. Eliza Parker was mar
ried to Stephen Ingalls the year after the
visit I have been describing. Mary Horton
is now a fashionable city lady. What has
become of the schoolmaster I do not know.

He left that part of the country about five
years since, and returned to the West; but
where he has located himself I have never
been able to ascertain. Possibly some In
diana or Missouri Congressman will recog

nize in these pages incidents which he
has communicated to but a few intimate
friends, and which rightly belong to no
one but himself. Should he do so, he will,

I am sure, excuse one who is obliged to
assist a barren invention, for weaving these
incidents into a narrative, and associating
them with so respectable and harmless a
personage as Martin Kennedy. I shall
make no apology, therefore, for giving

here an account of that gentleman's early
life, naturally suggested by sundry allu
sions in his narrative of the misfortune of
his friend Alison, as well as by the pecu
liar melancholy which colored his descrip
tion. For the truth of the particulars I
need not avouch, as 1 had them from his
own lips; I will endeavor to give them as
much in his own style as possible.

If the indulgent reader will transport
himself to a certain September evening
twenty years back, in the now populous
town of ville, celebrated for its manu
factures, he may perceive on the high hill
that overlooks its eastern side, a small
garden to the left of the plain white dwell
ing with four poplars standing in front. If
he looks more carefully, he will discover to
wards the lower end of the garden, where
it merges into a nursery or peach orchard,
a young man and woman seated on a bank

that slopes down to the gravelled pathway.
This is Martin Kennedy and his first
and only love, Lucy Darling. Poor Lucy

One would not fancy, to have seen her at
this time, that she was destined to taste so
soon the bitter cup of sorrow ; nor would
any one recognize in the ruddy face of that
handsome boy, the solemn and careworn
lineaments of our friend the schoolmaster.
Lucy was a slender girl, with blue eyes

and fair hair; she was ordinarily very still
and reserved, but with Martin alone, she

was a wonderful talker, and could laugh
so genuinely, that it was plain to him she
was then in her happiest moments. Years
and years after, the sound of her merry

voice and the sweet innocent expression of
her eyes haunted his dreams and made
him start from slumber in the dreary

watches of the night. She was delicate
and childlike ; the blushes came and went
over her cheeks like the wind across a

flowering meadow. All she did was grace
ful and lovely, and now as she sat by her
lover's side, with her head leaning upon
his shoulder, the two would have made a
capital study for a picture of Lorenzo and
Jessica.

It was near sunset. The garden where
they were seated, being on the slope of the
hill, commands towards the west, one of the
finest views in the country. Immediately

below is the town, with it
s spires and
chimnies; beyond flows the river, which

a
t

this point widens into what is called the
Cove, making a sheet two o

r

three miles
across; then succeed marshes with wood

e
d

islets and gradually rising farms and
fields, which extend to distant forests; in

the distance the prospect is bounded by

blue highlands. Just at this time of day,
when the sunlight strikes deepest into the
placid water and paints another sky below,
the view is most delightful; I remember
often enjoying it from the windows o

f my
apartment, when I, long after, succeeded
Kennedy at the University. For the college
buildings are situated upon the southern
slope o

f

the same hill, and the western win
dows look out upon the same beautiful
scene. But I was not sofortunate duringmy
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college term as my friend, if indeed it be
fortunate to purchase a few months of hap
piness at the expense of a life-long woe.
It was within a few weeks of the end of
Kennedy's last term in college, when he
would soon be obliged to break the
cherished associations which the four past
years had gathered around him. He must
soon part from his friend Alison; he must
see no more his cherished companions, the
old familiar faces; hardest of all, he must
leave, for a time at least, the dear girl
whose heart he had won, and whose love

was the joy of his life.
The evening we have chosen to see the
young lovers may answer for one of many

that witnessed them thus together, as the
time of separation drew nigh. Lucy was
an only daughter. Her parents were peo
ple of methodical, secluded habits, and
they had not yet learned to think of her as
other than a child. Her father was al
ways absent during week days at his store
in the town below, and her mother was
usually occupied with her household cares.
A single servant made up the family. Few
visitors came to the house, and the old
people were not much given to “going
abroad.” But they never on any account
missed going to meeting on Sundays. So
regularly was Deacon Darling's pew filled
on every Sabbath, that their absence
would have been a matter of great sur
prise to the entire congregation; indeed
the occasions when they had been obliged
by sickness or storms to remain at home
were remembered as eras in the family
history.
Lucy's visiting circle was confined to a
few schoolmates and friends who attend

ed their meeting, and with whom for the
most part she had little other intercourse
than casual greetings as they came down
the aisle together after the sermon. She
had a piano given her by her aunt, and
could play on it many old ballads and a

ll

the tunes in the psalmody. Once the
minister, who was a great musician, had
touched it when he came to visit her mother,
and his condescension and commendation

o
f

the instrument she always took pride in

mentioning. In truth, she was but a sim
ple girl, and would not probably have
made a very striking impression o

n any

but such a simple young man as Kennedy
must then have been.

He was about twenty, three years older
than she, but with even less experience o

f

the world than hers. His father had been

a farmer in the next county, who had
died when h

e

was quite young, leaving
him to the care o

f
a guardian, a plain

country clergyman, who instead o
f

send
ing him to a school o

r academy, had kept
him a

s
a pupil in his own house until he

entered the university. Consequently, he

had been unaccustomed to the society o
f

those o
f

his own age, and had enjoyed but
few opportunities of mingling either in the
sports o

f boyhood, o
r

the social gaieties o
f

youth. When h
e

came to the university

it was like coming into a new world—a
world for which h

e

was unprepared and
unfit to enjoy. He grew shy and reserv
ed. Few understood him, and still fewer,

scarce any, with the exception o
f Alison,

knew how to reach his confidence. That
h
e

had something in him, however, came,
long before the end o

f

the four years, to

b
e universally conceded. If he could not

figure in the debating societies, yet it was
found out that h

e

was a lover o
f literature,

and had acquired skill in writing. Hence,

h
e

was able to command a
ll

the respect

h
e required, and enjoyed, perhaps, a
s much

o
f

the esteem o
f

his associates during the
last months they were together, as any
member of his class.

It was some time in the first term of his
junior year, that h

e

became acquainted
with Lucy. She was then on a visit to her
aunt, who resided near b

y

in the thriving
village o

f

Falls. Once a year, she
was generally permitted to spend a few
days with this relative, with whom she was

a great favorite, but whose latitude o
f

reli
gious opinion and general cheerfulness of

disposition, led Lucy's parents to avoid
encouraging too great a

n intimacy with
her. These visits were bright oases in the
waste o

f Lucy's life. She found in her
aunt's house, although this good lady lived
quite alone, such a different atmosphere,

that she always enjoyed herself there bet
ter than anywhere else. The burden o

f

restraint which so oppressed her at home,

was there unconsciously removed, and,
without knowing why, o

r

in the least in
tending it

,

she was there another creature;

n
o longer subdued, timid, hesitating, but

lively, artless, genuine.
The circumstances under which Kenne
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dy first made her acquaintance, were,
therefore, most favorable to a rapid un
derstanding between them. Lucy's aunt
had known his father and mother, and
being aware how secluded had been his
early life, was possessed of the key to
his reserve. She delighted to see two
young people having so many points of
resemblance enjoying themselves. Hence,
she contrived amusements for them, and
brought them together as much as possi
ble during the few days her niece was left
to her charge. The distance was so little
that Kennedy could walk over every even
ing after tea, and he readily obtained per
mission of his tutor to do so, upon his
aunt's request.

The game of backgammon—this pre
cious week, I have every reason to believe,
laid the foundation of my friend's wonder
ful proficiency in that noble amusement—
a proficiency which afterwards, in later
years, became the solace of so many deso
late hours. Lucy's aunt was herself an
incorrigible player, and next to her own
game, her next chiefest pleasure was to
superintend and comment on the play of
others. How many rubbers were decided
in the course of those evenings, by Lucy

and Kennedy, under her inspection, we
will not invoke the kind old lady from her
repose in the village church-yard to in
quire. There were also duets with voices
and with the flute and piano, and it was
not surprising that before the week ended,
Lucy's aunt should have pronounced em

Wºº that she never heard “All'sell,” or the “Minute Gun at Sea,” given
with better feeling and expression.
In short, before the end of that blissful
week, the young couple were as well ac
quainted as if they had known each other
for years, and happier in each other's socie
ty than if they had been bound together
by the closest ties of kindred. When the
afternoon came that Lucy was to return
home, Kennedy could do no otherwise
than volunteer his services to escort her.

It was a fine autumnal day, and the four
miles of road that extend from the village
to ville lying for the most part along

a ridge of elevated land, the views in many
places are extremely picturesque. What
could be more natural than that our half
conscious lovers should linger in their walk,
and often turn aside to behold the many

colored woods and fields ripening for the
harvest? Or was it surprising that as they
were seated together on a grassy slope,
young Kennedy should find words to say,

“Dear Lucy, I love you!” and be permit
ted to kiss her unresisting lips? And
that then he should grow eloquent with
his hopes and prospects, and that Lucy
should drink the music of his words, and
suffer her shrinking heart to confide in his
boundless promise 2 It was al

l

natural.
They could not help it

. They were enjoy
ing the innocent brightness o

f existence;

the dew o
f

heaven yet hung fresh upon

their garments. Sorrow and grief they

had not yet tasted. Alas! the bitter cup
was already preparing.

After Lucy's return, Kennedy became,
o
f course, a frequent visitor a
t

the house
o
f

her father and mother. They were not
morose o

r suspicious people; they were
willing the children, as they seemed to

them, should enjoy themselves. Indeed,
Kennedy was o

f
that free, healthful dispo

sition which pleases without the intention

to do so. He dreamed o
f

n
o perticular

obstacle to his love; that her parents
would ever make their daughter so un
happy as to thwart her affection for him
when it should b

e prudent for them to b
e

married, did not once enter into his calcula
tions. He was to b

e

a
n

educated man,

and he felt himself, so far from loving
above his station, rather superior in that
respect to the daughter o
f
a merchant.
The old folks, for their part, never once
dreamed o

f

the possibility o
f

the young
people falling in love. That was a

n in
firmity o

f

human nature, o
f

which they had
had n

o experience, and which their system

did not take into account. It rather grati
fied their pride, that Lucy should have such
well appearing companions as Kennedy, and
sundry young ladies and gentlemen whom
she had now added to her circle o

f

friends.

Kennedy was studious, and delighted
rather in intellectual relaxation than in the
noisy sports and pastimes practised often

b
y young people in that rank o
f

life. He
got u

p
a little reading party which met

once a week, where they read Mrs. Opie's
“Illustrations o

f Lying,” and other works

o
f

similar interest, approved o
f by the min

ister. In addition to this, he was accus
tomed to read to Lucy and her father and
mother a

t home, during the long winter
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evenings. The old people were well | claim, “Perhaps, Lucy, I shall be so rich,
enough pleased with a

ll this; his cheerful
ness and new ideas amused them and
kept them awake ; he was, they thought,

a good-natured boy; they liked him ; the
old lady used to ask him to tea, and was
never tired o

f seeing him eat ; the old man
urged him to attend their meeting and si

t

in their pew. The minister came to know
him, and would sometimes, when he met
him a

t

the house, inquire after the health

o
f

some one o
f

the professors.

Thus prosperously continued affairs with
the young lovers, during the year that in

tervened before the close o
f Kennedy's col

lege course. Their intercourse was almost

a
s unrestlicted as if they had been brother

and sister. Many happy hours they had
alone, when they talked o

f

the future, when
their spirits mingled in a heaven created b

y

their affection, when all before them took
the hue o

f

their own delight. As the time

o
f separation drew nigh, Kennedy grew

more and more sanguine in his anticipations,
or, a

t least, appeared thus in his conversa
tions with Lucy, partly from a desire to

give her courage, and partly, pethaps, to

hide from himself some natural misgiving
which the bravest young man, dependent

o
n his own strength alone, cannot wholly

avoid. The patrimony left him b
y

his
father was barely sufficient to carry him
through the university; from the day h

e

graduated h
e would have only his own re

sources to depend on. Ile had little ac
quaintance, n

o family influence, n
o

business
connection.

Yet he had health and youth, and the
blessed ignorance o

f

evil which aids hope.

There was no undertaking too great for his
dreams; others had been successful, had

made money and earned a respectable place

in society, and so could he.
“My dear Lucy,” h

e would say, often

a
s they sat together, a
s

we have seen them,

in the garden, “you have n
o

idea what I

can do. I shall g
o

West when I graduate.
That is the place for educated young men;
there is a wide field for students. At first,

I shall teach school; then I shall have a

profession, and in a year o
r two, I shall be

back to claim you. Will you wait º’”

“Never—of course,” would little Lucy
say, looking into hi
s

eyes, “because I don't
love you, Martin, and you know I do not,
and——”
“I’ll not hear it!” Martin would ex

we can build a house o
n this very old hill

side. How fine that will be '"

“Perhaps you'll have to take me to the
West with you, before that time,” would
Lucy answer. “Do, Martin, look at those
clouds; I wonder if there the sunsets are

a
s beautiful as here. I should like to see;

will you take me?”
“My own girl, my brave lady,” would
Martin reply, “never shall you b

e sorry

that you loved me. I will take care of you
forever.”

“But my father and mother, will they

le
t

u
s go? I fear they never will. They

know we love each other, I'm sure they
do; yet they never speak. I cannot tell
what they mean. I heard them talking of

you, and saying what a pity you were poor,
and the son o

f
a farmer. O Martin, I feel

so sad sometimes, because you are going,
I am almost child enough to cry!”

Poor Lucy In a few days more, there
would b

e

n
o Martin to kiss away her rising

tears, and whisper words o
f

boldness and
resolution. The lovers must part, not with
out much grief and some foreboding o

n

both sides.

Kennedy had never liked a certain sly
ness, which was sometimes apparent in the
deacon's manner, and he observed more o

f

this insincerity in taking leave o
f

the family
than he had ever noticed before. The old
man did not say h
e

must let them hear
from him o
r inquire into his prospects, but
just shook his hand loosely and wished
him success in a

ll

his future undertakings,
and would b

e pleased to hear o
f

his tem
poral and spiritual prosperity in any station
Providence might call him to fill—all which
sounded to Kennedy very cold and formal.
13ut there was little coldness and for
mality in the parting that took place that
evening, a

t

the bottom o
f

the garden; next
morning, at the breakfast table, poor
Lucy's eyes were so red and her voice so

tremulous, her worthy parents had much
ado not to have her suspect them o

f pre
tending to b

e unmindful that she had
sobbed a

ll night in her little chamber.

As for Martin, he had little thought o
f

grief on that morning, as the steamer on
which h

e

had taken passage the night pre
vious rounded Castle Garden, and poured
forth her throng o

f passengers, o
n one o
f
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the most crowded piers of New York. The
strangeness of his situation, transported as
if by enchantment, in a single night, from
the quiet of his chamber in the college
building, to the noise of a great city, filled
him with excitement. There was too

much of novelty in a
ll

around him to per
mit his lamenting the past, o

r taking much
thought o

f

the future. Not that the image

o
f Lucy was ever a long while absent from

his thoughts: for a
ll

that he saw, o
r said,

o
r did, a
ll

his emotions and impressions,
were connected with and had a reference

to her, as to his own self. She was a part

o
f

his consciousness, and was included in

his identity. Not to think of her, was not

to be aware o
f thinking a
t

all. Yet in
these few days o

f

his bursting, as it were,

into the world, a sensitive young man, with

so much to distract and confuse him, full

o
f

the ardor o
f youth and the confidence

o
f strength, it is not surprising that he

should have felt more exultation than sor
sow. Fortune seemed to smile before him ;

love and hope lent him inspiration; he was

in a poetic state; a kind o
f golden halo

surrounded him and clothed the dull earth

with a skyey splendor. He always spoke

o
f

this first journey to the West, as one o
f

the pleasantest episodes in his life; it was, he

used to say, like the journeying o
f Chris

tian through the land o
f Beulah, and within

sight o
f

the Delectable Mountains.

A few hours after landing at New York,

h
e

embarked for Philadelphia. With him
travelled a friend from his own village, who
was taking his young bride to a paradise

in some prairie o
f

Illinois. The party re
mained a day in Philadelphia. Here, at

the breakfast-table o
f

the hotel, they met

another young man with a pretty wife, and
young lady companion, who were journey
ing the same way. Upon taking the canal
boat a

t Harrisburgh, the next day, the
two parties mutually came together and
joined forces. Gay times they had in the
pleasant days which followed, a

s they

wound along the banks o
f

the beautiful
Juniata. What with the beauty o
f

the

ladies and the extraordinary hilarity o
f

the
young gentlemen, they were quite irresisti
ble in the crowd o
f travellers, and formed

a sort o
f

mirthful aristocracy, which com
pelled a

ll

who came within it
s

influence

to be merry in spite o
f

themselves.
An accident to the cars, which they took
WOL. II. NO. W. new SERIES.

a
t Hollidaysburgh, compelled the train to

stop over night on the Alleghany. Here
the only sleeping accommodations were
two large rooms, a few benches and chairs
turned upside down; hardly sufficient for

a hundred and fifty persons. The confu
sion which prevailed, the hostile state o

f

feeling towards the railroad company, and
general disposition to be uncomfortable,
may b

e

fancied. But to our young com
pany, it only afforded more food for mirth.
With them, al

l

was couleur d
e

rose ; like
the crazed Ophelia, they could turn every
thing to “favor and prettiness.” Well.
some o

f

them had need enough to be

merry. They little knew how much sad
ness was in store for them

When they arrived a
t Pittsburgh, it was

a dull smoky day, and drizzling clouds hung
gloomily over that city o

f

soot and fur
naces. But in the cabin o

f

a certain

steamer, which left the landing that even
ing, anything but gloom was experienced

b
y

our party o
f voyagers. Here it was

that Kennedy first saw specimens o
f

those
men o

f Gath, who are reared upon the
corn and bacon o

f
the western valley. The

captain o
f

the boat was a head taller than
other men, and stepped three paces in one.
The clerk, though not above the size o

f

ordinary men, carried the stomach o
f

ten.

Each passenger separately treated this
glorious conviver to whiskey, and then
they besieged him in groups. He was not
coy, nor did h

e resort to any artifices to
gain the honor o

f drinking, without it
s

substantial reality. He merely drank all
the time, a

s though it had been a part of

his profession and a matter o
f duty. Ken

nedy many months after met him in Cin
cinnati, wanting a situation; with his
abilities, however, he could not have re
mained long out o

f employment.
Among the passengers were several
German students from Leipsic, travelling

for pleasure; Kennedy invited them to sing

student songs and held long conversations
with them, in the Latin tongue, respecting
the nature o

f Liberty. They all, with him.
self, mutually vowed unalterable friend
ship, but he never saw them afterwards.
Next day, Kennedy's flute, the same
which h

e

had so often played with Lucy.
was put in requisition for a dance in the
cabin. In the course of the day, there
came o

n board, from some landing o
n the

35
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Kentucky side, a superannuated couple,

each nearly threescore and ten, who
were just starting upon a marriage tour.
This was too much for the wickedness of

our young ladies. Nothing would do but
the ancient couple must don their wedding

suits and dance a pas de deur, after which
they were permitted to si

t

in state, and
superintend the diversions o

f

their tor
mentors. One o

f

the young ladies also
victimized a bashful Connecticut Yankee

till he made himself supremely ridiculous;
however, the notice it brought upon him
was the means o

f

his obtaining a good
situation as overseer o

f
a farm in Illinois.

But to detail the various unexpected and
amusing incidents o

f

this fortnight's jour
ney would fi

ll
a book, besides taking atten

tion from the fortunes o
f

our hero. Suffice

it
,

that he arrived safely, full o
f

heart and
hope, a

t Cincinnati. Here he endeavored

to find employment a
s
a clerk, and to that

end gave his first leisure to the study o
f

book-keeping. Not being able to succeed

in that, h
e presented himself to the city

school committee, was examined, and prom
ised a place a

s
a teacher o
n

the occurrence

o
f
a vacancy. Meantime h
e

was obliged

to pay expensive board, and except a little
for copying music, in which h

e

had some
facility, he earned nothing; the small sum

o
f money h
e

had brought with him (all he

was worth in the world,) was running low.
Still he did not lose heart. Something
would turn up; nobody could come a

stranger, to a new city, and find employ
ment in a moment. He did not conceal

his wants from the few whose acquaintance

h
e

made a
t

the boarding-house. Among
these was a musician who had a room next
his own. This man offered him a situation

to play the flute in the orchestra o
f
a the

atrical company which was to perform in

Wicksburg, on the Mississippi. How re
pugnant such a mode o

f

life must have ap
peared to Kennedy, may b

e supposed, yet

h
e

was o
n

the point o
f accepting it
,

when
the clerk o

f
a large steamboat, who board

e
d

a
t

the same house, advised him to “go
upon the river" as it is called, i. e. to en
deavor to obtain a clerkship himself. This
kind-hearted man offered him a free pas
sage u

p

and down with him, and promised
to instruct him in the routine o

f

the labor.
Kennedy gladly availed himself o

f

this pro
posal to g

o

down to Louisville, where h
e

had learnt that an old school-mate had

found employment in teaching, and where

h
e hoped h
e might, if he could not obtain

a clerkship, be likewise engaged.

It was a cold night in November when

h
e

arrived a
t that city. The next morning

h
e

visited his friend, who taught some
thirty o

r forty boys in a large room, for a

small salary and the title o
f “Professor.”

He had heard they wanted a
n academy in

the village in Indiana, opposite the city.

Our friend accordingly posted over and
found that if some “enterprising young
man” would come there and get u

p
a pri

vate school, it was very likely h
e might

“pay his way.” This was a poor enough
prospect to be sure, but Kennedy was b

y

this time in no condition to choose. He

had but three dollars in his pocket.

In a short time h
e had pupils enough

to begin with, and had b
y

tuning two an
tediluvian pianos, preserved his credit with
the landlord of the house where he board
ed. He went to work in a vacant store
room, fitted u

p
with rough board seats,

thrashing some fifteen o
r twenty not over

cleanly dressed boys out o
f

their strong
propensity to swear a

t
the master in the

street, (as they had been accustomed to

d
o

under some former dynasty,) and in
stilling into them a knowledge o
f arithme

tical computations and the intricacies o
f

the vernacular tongue.

But this did not last long. The patrons

o
f

the school did not prove model pay
masters, and there was evidently n

o chance

o
f increasing it
s

numbers. The result was,

that Kennedy abandoned it and returned

to Louisville before January, with just
money enough to take him across the ri

ver. There h
e

heard that a gentleman
residing on his plantation, eight miles out

o
f

the city, wished to engage a teacher for
his own, and the children o

f

one o
r

two

o
f

his neighbors.

Without any letter o
f introduction, Ken

nedy set out one cold snowy afternoon,

for this gentleman's house. It was a dis
mal day, and the peculiar circumstances
under which our hero was placed were cer
tainly not very inspiriting. T

o
a New Eng

lander, accustomed to an open country, a

walk among blind roads, through half clear
ed, heavily wooded lands, is the most cheer
less that can be imagined. Who can tell
how Kennedy's hopes were fallen at this pe
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riod, but they who have themselves en
countered similar trials 2 He had written

several times to Lucy, but had received no
reply to any of his letters. The compe
tence which he was so confident of earning

had fled before him like a mirage. He
knew not if she remembered him; he had
no expectation of seeing her. He had no
hope for the present but to procure the
means of life. He felt forlorn and weary.
It was almost dark when he reached the
house, which appeared almost surrounded
by the forest. Whatever anxiety he might
have had respecting his reception, he had
no sooner entered and stated his business

to the lady than it was at once removed.
Had he borne letters from the President
and all his cabinet, he could not have been
received with a more cordial hospitality.
Her husband, the lady said, was gone to the
city, but would be back in the evening.
Meantine he must be tired. Dorothy, one
of the housemaids, must bring some slip
pers. He must lay aside his wet garments
and have a cup of tea. How did he like
Kentucky? It was a wild country, she
presumed, compared with the East? Had
he learned to eat corn-bread?—and the like
sort of cheerful conversation, all which
passed in so perfectly cordial and matter
of fact a manner, that before the gentle
man arrived, Kennedy felt as much at his
ease as though he had been an expected
uest. That evening the family assembled
in the parlor, and there was more plea
sant conversation than he had enjoyed for
a long while; when he retired to his cham
ber for the night, it was with a firm con
viction that the reputation which Kentucky
has always borne for generous hospitality
was not undeserved.
The result of the visit was, that he be
came for the next three months a member
of the family, and taught Latin and trigo
nometry in a log house without a floor, to
four or five as expert boys with the rifle as
you would wish to see, and other appropri
ate studies to a like number of girls. He be
came quite a marksman, and could even
ride such horses as are to found nowhere
save in that roadless region. But now the
warm weather was coming on, the hot
steamy days of May, when there lurks an
ague in every mist that exhales from the

..
. Pond Settlement.” Kennedy had saved
his earnings and longed again to try his

fortune in the busy world. There was to

him, whose home had been by the sea
shore, a

n indescribably depressing influ
ence in the a

ir

scented with rank vegeta
tion. He had been immured, as it seem

e
d

to him, during the months h
e

had re
mained there, and he now determined to

leave, lest he should be a schoolmaster to

the end o
f

his days.
Accordingly h

e

came u
p

to Louisville
where his friend (afterwards shot in the
street) still taught school. Here h

e ex
erted himself in a

ll ways for nearly a

month to find employment; he did not de
sire the poor calling o

f
a teacher; he felt

himself equal to the “bustle o
f

resort.”
He tried a

ll

means to get a clerkship o
r
a

situation in business. He went into every

store that seemed to promise anything, u
p

and down that long Main street. He
boarded every steamboat a

t

the landing.

He stirred u
p

a
ll

the acquaintance h
e

could make to inquire. But it was al
l

to

n
o purpose. No one wanted a clerk who

had never been in business, and who used

the English language with such gramma
tical correctness.
Finally, when his cash was nearly spent,

h
e

heard they wanted a
n academy u
p

the
river, in Madison, then a thriving town o

f

it may b
e eight thousand inhabitants, now

probably a city. With a letter of intro
duction, and money to pay his fare, he set
out and arrived there one rainy evening in
May. He was too late—another had been
before him. But he was resolute, and

where there is a will there is a way.

Should this true story ever meet the
eye o

f any disheartened pedagogue, striv
ing for dear life, in a country overflowing
with plenty, let him remember that if his
education will not procure him subsistence,
perhaps some other accomplishment may.

It were better that he should blacken his
visage and turn Ethiopian minstrel, than
starve. Indeed, in most Western vil
lages, a

t

the time o
f

which I am writing,

h
e would have been much more respected.

The schoolmaster had not gone abroad
there then; the people dreaded and de
spised him.

In a few days there appeared a card in

the Daily Banner, informing the inhabi
tants o

f

Madison that a certain individual

was prepared to teach them in the art o
f

music. The next Sunday heard his voice
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in the church gallery chaunting the Epis
copal service. He hired a large room, and
gave a gratuitous performance, with an
empty barrel for a music stand, to the
young gentlemen of the place; and so
fascinated a goodly number of them, that
they incontinently became pupils. Best of
all, he met in the bar-room of the inn, a
graduate of a famous college in the centre
of New England, who wore on his breast
that mysterious pin which was to be a
symbol of learning and “fraternity” the
world over. In this instance it proved so

.

The graduate, who was a law student, was

a true man, and h
e

and Kennedy a
t

once
struck out a friendship that was never
broken. By this means the latter became
intimate with the learned men o

f

the town,

and played whist with judges, doctors and
colonels.

So passed the summer. But as it drew
towards autumn, our friend became more

and more dissatisfied with his partial suc
cess. His labor was irksome to the last

degree, and it barely paid his expenses.
He determined to try Cincinnati once more,

and if unable to gain a livelihood there, to

return to the East, where the labor o
f

his

hands (for h
e

was a good mechanic) would
soon put him o

n

the road to competence.

Accordingly h
e took passage for the

Queen City. Here, while calling upon a law
yer to see if something might not be done in

the way o
f drawing and copying papers,

a gentleman came in
,

who said he was look
ing for some one to teach his daughters

in his house. He was a man o
f wealth,

and was ready to pay a liberal salary.
The next week found our friend seated

with five girls, two o
f

them almost young
ladies, in a lofty back parlor. Kennedy

used to take quite a pride in relating how
odd it was that he, a rough man, should a

t

this time have had the care of several who
afterwards became celebrated belles, and

are now fashionable women in a great city.

But if any one could tell the truths of his
own life, it would b

e stranger than any

fiction. There was nothing particularly

romantic in Kennedy's adventures; they
only show the difficulties which lie in the
way o
f

educated young men, who have
had n
o good worldly training, nor any as
sistance of friends.
He continued in this manner to perform

the duties o
f
a governess, till one day as

h
e

was walking down the Main street, who
should he meet but the man, who with his
pretty wife, had been his fellow traveller,

more than a year before, from Philadel.
phia. “Ah,” said this individual, whose
name was Crandell, “ you are the very
man I was thinking o

f. I am a printer.

I am going to start a penny paper, and
you must edit it.” -

“Come u
p
to my room,” said Kennedy,

“and we will talk of it.”
Next week saw the first number of the
Daily Luminary. It was published two
months before Kennedy was twenty-one—

a boyish affair, full of the inexperience
and glowing animal spirits o

f youth, which
none o

f

his perplexities had yet broken. It

was successful. Our friend was not a fluent
writer, but he had perseverance, and it

was found that h
e had good sense, and

some wit. He had a
t last got hold o
f
a

string that h
e could pull. Poverty n
o

longer stared him out o
f countenance; he

began to feel the dignity o
f independence.

Only one thing now troubled him. Lucy
—why had she never answered his letters?
Could it be she had ceased to care for
him 2 Even if it were so, she surely might
have written. In the midst of his labors
such thoughts would constantly annoy

him. In his midnight musings, o
n

the
crowded street, o
r

o
n that busy landing

where he often walked to enjoy the beauty

o
f

active life—wherever he was, o
r how
ever engaged, the idea o
f Lucy was per
petually recurring. It was a

n undertone
that ran through his whole existence; the
doubt respecting her was a sickness that
preyed upon his heart. In business, h

e

might now consider himself prosperous;
might look forward to the realization, a

year o
r

two hence, o
f

his long cherished
wishes, if—ah, that if –Lucy was the
same Lucy h

e

had left so long ago.
Anxious a

s

he was, however, he would
have been infinitely more so had h

e known
the real truth.

For some months after Kennedy's de
parture for the West, Lucy's depression

was too plain to escape the observation o
f

her parents, and with a very hittle sound
ing, they soon ascertained it

s

cause. For
the first time they now began to think o

f

her as a marriageable young woman, for
whom it was their duty to provide. Her
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suffering on account of the departure of an
old companion, was, they thought, quite

natural. It showed the gentleness of her
disposition, while at the same time it set
them to reflecting that such a warmth of
affection should be bestowed upon a hus
band. The idea that Kennedy might be a
suitable person, hardly once entered their
heads. He was her playmate, as it were,
her companion, an agreeable good-natured
fellow, but a mere boy, just such another
simple creature as herself. Besides, he
was almost without relatives or friends,

quite alone, hanging loose on the world.
It was doubtful if he would ever settle
down into a sedate man. He was a plea
sant person to have about, very cheerful
and even funny, but he lacked “stability
of character,” the deacon thought. He
was young yet, only twenty, or thereabout,

and there was no predicting what he might
turn out. Indeed, it is questionable if
Lucy's father and mother ever considered
of him enough to be distinctly aware of
these reasons. He was merely ont of the
question; the idea of a student marrying
their daughter, was purely absurd.
Having made up their minds to this,

or rather, having never debated it
,

they

laid their heads together during the hours
usually appropiated to curtain lectures, to

contrive-how she must be disposed o
f. It

was plain that now she was a young wo
man, she must be a girl no longer. Hence

it would not do for her to be correspond
ing with a young man because h

e

had hap
pened to b

e

one o
f

her young companions.
Poor, simple Lucy! In the frankness of

her heart, she told her mother how that
she and Martin had promised each other

to correspond, and showed her a letter she
had written to him containing a

ll

the news
and nothing concerning herself. Her mo
ther said it was a very good letter. When

it was fairly sealed and superscribed, she
gave it to her father for the post office.
That worthy man, thinking it was high
time a stop was put to this childish non
sense, put it in his pocket, and ultimately
into his counting-room stove. He had,
previous to this, received Kennedy's first
letter, which, after duly inspecting it
s con
tents, he had disposed of in a similar man
in er".

Here he thought the thing would end.

large a little upon the character o
f

students.

He thought them wild young fellows.
Seldom o

r

never did they grow up to be

substantial men. There was Mr. Such-a-
one, h

e remembered, nothing would do but
his son must have a liberal education.
Well, the young man ended in the poor
house.

Sometimes the well-meaning mother
would advert to the proverbial impiety o

f

students, and professional men generally.
Men o

f learning were commonly too proud

to become possessors o
f “vital godliness.”

She even feared their young friend Ken
nedy (at the mention o

f

which name Lucy
was sure to blush) would never b

e a

“truly pious” man She remembered how
she had overheard him imitating the min
ister's peculiar manner o

f reading a hymn,

and she thought such irreverent levity not

a good sign in a boy.
“Indeed, mother,” Lucy would say,
“but you laughed. But perhaps you do

not like him because he does not write to

me. Isn't it strange º’
’

And then the deacon would frown se
verely, and remark that she spoke very
pertly to her mother.
After a month or two Lucy prepared an
other letter; the first might have been
misdirected, and Martin might be waiting

for her to write first. Her parents thought

it better to let it share the fate o
f

the for
mer one than to openly forbid her writing.

But such folly must be indulged n
o longer.

It was time she was married off and placed

in circumstances where those weak and

childish fancies would no longer afflict her.
Accordingly, after considerable consul
tation, it was a

t length settled that Jere
miah Brown, the eldest son o

f

old Mr. and "

Mrs. Brown, who were both members o
f

their meeting, would make her a suitable
husband. Jeremiah had n

o great personal

advantages. He was gawky and sallow.
But what is beauty compared with worth 2

Jeremiah was a steady, practical youth,
not brilliant, it is true, but shrewd and
cool. He was settled in business, and with
what his father had advanced him, and a

handsome portion which Lucy might, re

ceive, being a
n only child, the couple

would be in easy circumstances.
Mrs. Darling and Mrs. Brown presently
grew intimate. They took tea with each

At breakfast, accordingly, h
e would en other, and Lucy must always g
o

and re
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main with her mother. Jeremiah must

come frequently after his mother of even
ings, and Lucy must of course entertain
him with her songs and the backgammon,
at which he always won. After a while
he came alone, and Lucy’s careful parents
would then contrive it to be sometimes

both out of the room, leaving the young
couple to chat alone. Poor Lucy She
did not see the game they were playing
for her happiness; but Brown was awfully
dull in conversation. He reasoned and ar
gued, in his fashion, on a

ll

sorts o
f sub

jects, and his talk ran on in a long weary
monotone, like the turning o

f
a coffee mill.

He had “improved his mind,” and knew

a
ll

the newest ologies and graphies. He
discoursed o

f “developments,” and in his
letters wrote “centre” center. On doc
trinal points h

e

was almost a
s

tedious a
s

the minister himself.

He did not for a long while appear to

b
e any more aware o
f

the trap that was
laying for him, than was Lucy, the uncon
scious bait. He visited there because it

fell in his way to d
o so
,

and was equally
ready to converse with father, mother, and
daughter—because, like most people who
talk to hear themselves, it was a matter o

f

indifference whom he had for a listener.

But h
e began to “smell rats,” as he

would probably have phrased it
,

long be
fore his victim. The scheme was grateful

to him. He had impulses like most men,

and the idea o
f having so pretty a girl as

Lucy for a wife, pleased his fancy. He
soon began to “pay attention”—the first
move in the matrimonial game. He came
often, and sat late. He made Lucy a pres, ent of Butler's Analogy, which h

e said,
very truly, was a very profound work.
He gave her the benefit o

f

much o
f

his
instructive conversation.

Poor Lucy drooped. She was in great

affliction. Why, why had Martin forgotten
her? Why did they wish her to pretend

to like Mr. Brown, when they knew h
e

tired her to death 2 She had no consola
tion, n

o grain o
f

comfort. Her kind aunt,

who had been her only confidant, had died

o
f
a typhus fever, the summer after Martin
had left.

At length she summoned courage to

speak with her mother. It was like a

declaration o
f

war between two parties who
have long been o

n

the eve o
f

collision. The

poor girl shed a
n

ocean o
f

tears. She did
not like Mr. Brown ; she did not wish to

marry any one. She desired to live at

home all her life; she loved her father and
mother; wouldn't they le

t

her? She
should die if they sent her away—and
much more to the same effect.

Her wise mother was not sorry to see
her take on thus. Her tears did not affect
her, for she thought a little crying would

d
o

the child good. Self-willed and pas
sionate people, she said, must expect to

suffer now and then. She thought her
daughter showed a very hard, proud spirit

in opposing her parents. Her love for
them could not be much, when she was
hindering them in what they most desired.

If the truth was known, she suspected it was
nothing but a foolish fancy for that boy,
Kennedy; notwithstanding h

e

had been
gone nearly two years, and nobody had
ever heard from him.

This was touching the right chord; poor
Lucy's heart burst then, and revealed a

ll

it
s

hoarded treasure. She had promised Mar
tin, she said, to b

e
his wife; she liked him ;

she never could like any other. It was so

strange what had become o
f

him.
Well ! of all the foolishness that ever
was heard of, exclaimed the excellent moth

e
r,

with uplifted hands, this was certainly

the very beat. She had not expected quite
such silliness. It made her almost asham
ed of her own flesh and blood. She could

not talk upon it
. Lucy had better retire

to her chamber. She hoped her father
would not find it out.

When Lucy came down to tea that night
how affectionate they were, her father and
mother How they hung over her and
spoke in mildly modulated words !

Lucy was ashamed that she should af
flict them so much. And then there was
reason in what her mother said. Martin
had been away so long! He must be dead.
And so in her little chamber, while the
musical slumbers o

f

the venerable authors

o
f

her being shook the floors below, this
dutiful daughter buried herself in her pil
low and sobbed herself to sleep.

“Honor thy father and thy mother, that
thy days may b

e long upon the land,” is a

precept o
f

the same divine wisdom whose
providence “visiteth the iniquity o

f the
fathers upon the children, unto the third
and fourth generation.” It would be bet
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ter if parents oftener considered how true
it is

,
and all observation confirms it

,

that

the promise attached to the fifth command
ment is contingent upon the declaration
appended to the second.
Lucy honored her father and mother
above a

ll things else. She thought a
ll they

did was meant for her good, and that when
ever she differed from them she must of

course b
e

in the wrong. Her life had been
so much under their strict control, and she

was o
f
so trusting a disposition, that she

could not but confide in them entirely.

But the struggle now was unlike any
other she had encountered. She had giv
en her love to Martin, her whole heart.
He was lost to her; she could not hope
ever again to see him, if indeed h

e

was
alive, which she could hardly believe. She
could not love any one again—should she
continue to dream o

f

his image and oppose

her father and mother, when b
y

yielding

she should make them so happy 2 She
had nothing in particular against Brown.
Only the idea o

f being shut u
p
in a house

with such a tiresome creature all her life
was horrible. It would kill her ; she felt

it would.
-

But now the opposing party were bring
ing u

p

their heavy artillery.

Let it not be supposed that this true
story is written to throw obloquy upon the
most sacred order known among men, or

that aught which follows here is set down

in malice. All ministers are not crafty and
cruel; there is probably no such one in the
country as he who was the spiritual adviser

o
f

the Darling family.

He was a large, strong man, with a hard
featured countenance, high cheek bones,
and pointed nose. His voice was deep and
mellow, and very condoling; it

s

benevolent
stop, to use a

n organ figure, was particu
larly rich. He was full of goodness a

ll

over ; it appeared not only in his conver
sation, but in a

ll

his ways and motions; it

seemed to ooze through his garments, and
impart a glossy sleekness to their surface,

so that to touch him was like touching
pitch. He was a very great man; the
women o
f

his congregation were much in

awe o
f

him. He had a large study sur
rounded with books, where he used to sit
and read his correspondence, and receive
his visiters. He was a lover o

f

music and

the Fine Arts—especially those o
feating and

drinking. Goodly and comfortable was he,

well to do in the world. He had a family,
and had married his own daughter to one

to whom his only objection was that he was
rich ; his wife was never spoken o

f Al
together h

e

was a wonderfully great and
good man. He slided out o

f

a
ll

controver
sies, and none could ever tell exactly what
particular shade o

f

doctrine h
e

most favor
ed. Few men became a pulpit better, o

r

were better judges o
f good old Madeira.

This excellent man in the course o
f

his

visits a
t Mr. Brown's and Deacon Darling's,

became aware that an alliance was cooking
between the two families. He soon saw,
also, that something was wrong some
where; the course o

f

love did not run
smooth. How could Mrs. Deacon D. re
sist that condoling voice, especially when

h
e pulled out the benevolent stop, and

executed thereon a grand palaver solo 2

She could not. The good man was made
acquainted with her view o

f

the whole
difficulty. Out o

f

his kindness to the
family, he condescended to take a

n

interest

in Lucy's welfare, and volunteered to assist

her parents in keeping her within the path

o
f duty. -

He held a private conversation with her,
this great man, whom she had been a

ll

her
life accustomed to dread and look u

p

to
,

a
s

men look u
p

to a mountain. It was a

set conversation; h
e

desired to speak with
her alone, and the mother called in Lucy
and left them together.
Now if all the goodness in all the world
were collected and expressed, it would not
equal what in that poor girl's eyes this
miracle o

f condescending dignity displayed

in that interview. He took her b
y

the
hand, and reasoned with her like a brother.

At one time she feared h
e

was going to

shed tears. He showed her, not only the
folly but the sinfulness, the extreme wicked
ness o

f

her persisting in disobedience. In

short, he wrought upon her so powerfully
that her rebellious heart was .
Thenceforth she had n

o will. Her spirit

was broken. She was as clay in the hands

o
f

the potter.

Poor Brown saw nothing o
f

a
ll

this busi
ness. He was busy observing Lucy's de
velopments, o

f

which h
e

had in his mind
nearly a perfect chart, and in reading Car
lyle. He settled the question which was
the greater man, Napoleon Bonaparte o

r
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General Washington, the very evening after
she had been finished by the minister.
Not to be tedious in recounting al

l

the in
fluences which were brought to bearineffect
ing the proposed match, le

t
it suffice that in

the end, the parents succeeded in their deter
mination o

f making their daughter happy.

The parties were married in due form; Lucy
cried a

t

the wedding, and was laughed a
t,

a
s

she deserved, b
y

her old companions.

The minister performed the ceremony with
great unction, and yielded to the merriment
which followed it

,

quite like a
n ordinary

old gentleman.
Everybody was happy, because they had

a
ll

done right. The fathers and mothers
had settled their children comfortably in
life; the minister had promoted a

n honora
ble union between two estimable members

o
f

his flock; even Lucy felt that she had
done a

ll

her duty.
But there was a mildew upon her heart,

and the flower that promised fruit so fair was
blighted and withered. Week after week,

month after month, she grew pale and old.
Brown went o

n arguing and setting to rest

a
ll

the vexed questions that disturb the
world's repose. He perceived n

o

wear in

his wife; he saw none o
f

her secret tears.

She was very subject to headache and vari
ous nervous illnesses, for all which he re
commended exercise.

It was near the latter end of summer.
They lived in a cottage house, half a mile
further over the slope o

f

the hill than Lucy's
former home, a

t

the end o
f what is now a

fine street o
f

well built residences. Every
afternoon, to conform to Brown's wishes,

who liked system, she was accustomed to

walk for her health. She generally took
the way that led over to her old garden,
and would there sit a

t times, and watch the
sunset, as o

f

old.

She was thus seated one evening in the
early part o

f September, when she felt a

light touch upon her shoulder. She started

to perceive a tall man standing b
y

her side.
The next instant her lifeless form was

borne into her father's house b
y

Martin
Kennedy. The shock o
f

h
is

sudden ap

pearance had been too great for her en
feebled nerves. She recovered from one
fainting fi

t only to fall into another, and
soon grew so ill that her alarmed mother
sent a

t

once for their physician. Brown
came in while Kennedy stayed in the par
lor, and the latter soon perceived that hi

s

long-loved Lucy was the wife o
f

another.

He rose and went forth without saying

a word. From that time the elastic tem
per that had carried him through so many
trials, was crushed within him.

For a long time h
e

did not know what
pains had been taken to conquer Lucy's
love for him. But after her decease, which

took place within a week o
f

the succeeding
morning, when she lay there in her father's
house, a dying, childless mother, h

e

began

to revolve in his mind what might have
been her possible history.

As years went by, more and more came
to the light. Lucy's mother, in some con

versation, when the minister sought to con
sole her in her affliction, confided to him

the truth respecting the intercepted letters.
He communicated it to his wife, and thus

it gradually came abroad. The wretched
father and mother went down to their
graves and were forgotten; Brown became
heir to the old man's property and mar
ried again. He is now the father o
f
a fa

mily.
Kennedy passed from youth to age, a

wearied, stricken man. The impulse which

in him supplied the place o
f

ambition was
gone. He was equal to no new enterprise.
The life o

f

a
n editor disgusted him; h
e

loved to live b
y

the shore o
f

the sea and
breathe his native air. Gradually h

e dwin
dled into the situation in which I found
him a

t my uncle's, a
t

the time when he re

lated the story o
f

Alison. He was loved
and respected for his character and bear
ing, but it was thought a pity h

e

had so

little energy.

His history will account for his peculiar
susceptibility in matters o

f

the affections,

and may render it plausible, notwithstand
ing his firm belief, that what he took to be

poor Ellen's ghost was only an illusion of

his own distempered senses. G
.

W. P
.
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