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MEMORIAL OF WASHINGION IRVIN

Beminiacenses of the lute ‘wtpﬁ Brhing

BY LOUIS OAYLORD OLARK.

Tue death of Mr. Wasmmeron Irvine, occurring just us we were oo
our Table, rendered it impossible for us to do more than w

cal and historical sketch of his life and his litera.ry“m
porary daily journal, based, as we knew, upon authentie ta, ’ i
correct and reliable resources. This biographical sketch we aceomm

a few remarks, such only as we could prepare, with the brief m §
those pages went to press, Fad

We felt at the time the inadequacy of our notice of the most
most voluminous of all the contributors to the Kxioxersocksr in past days.
For it was our ‘benignant and happy fortune’ to know intimately, and
the cordial friendship of, the author of the * Sketch-Book’ and of ¢ ridge
Hall,” for a period of over twenty years; an intimacy and a friendship, which
was not for one moment interrupted, until at a ‘ripe old age,’ full of yoars and
full of honors, he resigned his noble, genial, gentle spirit into the hands of his
MAKER. i

In a recent number of the ‘Editorial Historical Nurrative of the Knicker.
bocker Magazine, we have, we may hope, conveyed to our readers some idea of
the intense delight with which Mr. WasnINGToN IRVING Was welcomed to our
pages as a contributor. But the pleasure which we derived from that fact, was
heightened and continually strengthened by intercourse, not alone with the
Avrior, but with the Max, Weare giving expression to no extravagant eulogy ;
we are not over-stating, in th slightest degree, the testimony which every one
who had the happiness to know Wasmverox Irving, while he was living, wil)
bear as to his character, when we say, that aside from his preéminence as the
most justly renowned American author of our time, he was one of the most
genial, the most truthful, the most loveable authors in the world.

As.we havo already described, our first preliminary intercourse with Mr.
IrvING Was simply of a business nature; it was soon arranged ; and with a
kindness and excecding pleasantness of manner, which it is a delight to recall,
even after the lapse of twenty years.

Soon after Mr. Inving’s permanent connection with our Magazine, as a monthly
contributor to its pages, occurred the death of Wrris Gavrnozp Crazx, the twin-
brother of the writer of this feeble tribute. His delight at the acquisition of
¢ GEOFFREY CrAvON® 1pon our staff of ¢ collaborateurs, hardly ¢ knew bounds;’
and in an ensuing number we shall present his fervent congratulations there-
upon. In the mean time, let us ask the reader’s attention to the subjoined
touching and heautiful letter of condolence .addressed to us by Mt_llnvm \

soon after his decease : X
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¢ Sunmyside Cottage, July 8,1841.

‘My Drar Bin: i 5
‘T yiave not sooner replied to your letter of the eighteenth of June, communicat-

{ntelligence of the untimely death of your twin-brother, because, in fact, T

ing the
ng e in which all ordinary attempts

wis at a loss how to reply. It is one of those cases 1
at consolation are apt to appear trite and cold, and can never reach the deep-scated

aflietion. In such cases, it always appears to me better to leave the heart to s.trllggle
with its own sorrrows and medicine its own ills: and indeed, in healthful minds, as
lanted self-healing qualities,

in healthful bodies, Provipexce has beneficently imp
that in time close up, and almost obliterate, the deepest wounds.

I do not recollect to have met your departed twin-brother mor
our interview left a most favorable impression upon me, which w :
strengthened by all that I afterward knew of him. His career, although bruif,'hus
been useful, honorable, popular, and happy; and he has lefs behind him writings
which will make men love his memory, and lament his loss. Under such circum-
stances a man has not lived in vain: and although his death be premature, there is
consolation to his survivors, springing from his very grave.

«Believe me, my dear Sir, yours very truly,
¢WasmNGroN IrvING.

o than once; but
as confirmed and

Perhaps it may not be amiss to mention here the occasion in which the sub-
ject of this note met Mr. WASHINGTON Invixe. It was at the nuptials of his
lifelong friend, DAvID Gramay, Junior, in Hudson Square, at which he officiated
as groomsman: Mr. Irving, if we remember rightly, as an old friend of the
beautiful bride’s father, Roperr Hys.op, Esq., acting in a similar capacity.
Brother Wiris had this allusion to the event in his pleasant gossiping ‘Olla-
podiana, in the Knickersocker for October, 1836 :

* Baming is earthly and sensual: and the knife-and-fork system of pursuing it,
especinlly when you cannot select your own hardware, is “faulty.’ Commend me to
the Turk. I could not eat with satisfactionat the Table d'héte of any inn in the coun-
try, (some fen excepted, which it would be invidious to name,) did the table groan
with a feast like that which covered the board of KarriNa Vax Tasser, that Duteh

beau-ideal of our beloved IrviNG.

¢ . . . . Talking of WASHINGTON IRVING: Let me take it for granted, reader,
that you have never encountered him: for, except in the elevated circle where he
moves and shines, I believe he is one who is not ambitious to ¢ be seen of men.” He
affects not your pointings-out in the street, and greetings in the market-places: these
he Jeaves to be struggled after with painful yearnings, ¢by the flimsy fry which
injudicious friends would inflate to his capacity and standard.’

“It is a year ago, since I had the pleasure to meet this affectionate, noble, genial
man, T am myself but little known : and my praise is very far removed from what
I should like Mr. Inving to know that in my heart of hearts I could find it in my
soul to bestow upon him. My feeling for him is a feeling of Love. His veracious
“History of New-York’ has created more risibility under my waist-coat, than any
other volumes from the Past or the Present. I read them regularly once a year.
What a transparent flow of wit; what adroit sative; what simple ¢ kappiness’ of ex-
pression! As ¢ GEOFFREY Cravoxn’ I am charmed with him: as an historian, T honor
him: as a Patriot and a Gentleman, I thoroughly revere him! What a style is his!
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N?ne of your shallow tinsel, your unnatural emblems, your forced coneéits, your
windy tropes: all is Zruth, gentleness, Nature ]’

The day of Mr. Irving's funeral was, like his life and his character, mellow
and cheerful. Tt wag a beautiful specimen of & Winter Jndian-Summer. A
so'ft, warm haze rested upon his ¢ River of Delight,’ and elothed the bold moun-
tains that towered over the Tappaiin-Zee, and the lofty Palisades in the distance,
with almost a preternatural grandeur and glory. We rode with & daughter along
the lovely road to Nyack, seldom saying a word; for she had e «kr«yl Mr. Inv-
ixe and his writings from merest childish girlhood with an -;fr«?::;; 'Q-hirh was
hardly the first remove from love.

Crossing to Tarrytown, we were received at the landing by & hospitable friend
whose palatial mansion adorns the ‘Zee’ which it commands in 1 4| u”vng
aspects, and in company with Mr. SPARROWGRASS, were driven af onee u,l- ;.
nyside.’ o

And. all the way we could not choose but think of the delight we had & hun
d.red times enjoyed in going over the same ground before, to the samie desting.
tion. But now all was changed. The Gexivs of the place had departed|

Before taking up our summer quarters at Dogns’ Ferry, for a couple of scasons,
we had visited Mr. Irvixa at Sunnyside, by way of the boat to Tarrytown, twe
or three .times, at his request. We were not unaware, however, that he was
daily paying the penalty of a glorious reputation and a popularity as an author
and.a man that W.as universal : and we relucted at intruding too f;‘c';urnﬁy upon
a leisure so precious as his. When we were first installed. however. at the
‘Ferry of Doss,’ Mr. IrviNG called in our absence, and left “'ith Dame Kxicx
the subjoined most cordial note: 7
¢ My DEAR MR. CLARK ;

: ‘.I have been intending every day for some time past to drive down and make you a
visit; but every day something or other has prevented. Do not, however, 'r-.un'l
upon ceremony, but come to Sunnyside whenever you feel in the notion. It s but &
plensanf, walk by a foot-path along the Aqueduct. We dine at theee o'clock, and shall
nlway's be happy to have you as a guest; but come at any time in the frosh of the
morning, and lounge away the day under the trees. 1 can furnish you with books and
leave you to yourself. ;

T am still busy with building and improving, and shall be at home for some thue to
you please, without further invitation.
come, excepting perhaps Saturday, Sunday, and part of Monday next. 8o come when

¢TI am much obliged to you for the loan of the periodicals, which I shall return to
you in good order. Very truly yours,

¢ Sunnyside, July 28th, 1847, Waisnmgrow Iavine.’

‘We can affirm, with the entirest truth, that nothing in the whole course of our
life ever afforded us more supreme pleasure than we enjoyed in our subsequent
visits to Sunnyside. We always walked up on the Croton Aqueduct, a level,
dry, and charming path-way, commanding the loveliest reaches of the ever-glo-
rious Hudson ; stopping to rest sometimes amid the ¢ breezy call of incense-
breathing morn,’ to read an article for, or a proof-sheet of the KNICKERBOCKER,
under the shadow of one of the marble ventilators of the aqueduct.
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Let ug hore present a few pleasant Reminiscences of I?aShingto? Irving at
Sunnyside, infracting, as we hope, no privacy, nor emboc.lymg. any thing which,
if living, he bimself would not be willing should appear in print. .

As we have said, what always struck us the most forcibly was the universal
Kindness of his heart, and the unostentatious loveliness of his outward acts and
his eyery-day demeanor.

One morning we were taking a short before-breakfast stroll along the north
bank of the little stream which throws itself into the Hudson at the foo’t of the
gentle slope on which stands the pleasant mansion of Sunnyside. Passing by a
tree, close to the water's edge, we observed a bird sitting upon her nest: she never
moved ; butonly winked her small, bright eyes as we passed. )

That is very strange, Mr. Irving,’ we said: ‘is that a wild or a tame bird ?
she seems to have no bird-like timidity.’

“No," Mr. Invixe rejoined, ¢ she has no occasion to be afraid of any one around
here. T pass here sometimes a dozen times a day ; but I never molest her, nor

she me.
At which we remember to have mentioned the story told by our friend Mr.

Erciorr, the eminent portrait-painter, of a man caught in the act of killing a
fat young sheep belonging to a neighbor : ¢ What are you doing that for?’ asked
the owner. ¢ What am I doing it for 2’ was the echo of the culprit: ¢I’ll kill
any man's sheep, I don't care wko he is, that tries to bite me !’

At which Mr. InviNG laughed heartily ; which fact alone makes us love to
mention the anecdote. 3

While we were sitting beside a dam, ‘a profane improvement,’ as Mr. IrviNe
called it, the construction of which his brother had been oversecing, he men-
tioned the deposition of a rooster, by a sort of coup & état of a stronger bird,
which deposed monarch he pointed out as an exile, walking silent and solitary
on the other side of the brook. IHe comes over sometimes,” said Mr. IrviNg, ‘to
look in upon his old harem ; but the members have no respect for him: his de-
gradation is complete. I am sorry for him: he was a high old cockolorum in
his day.’

‘Do you see that tree ?’ asked Mr. IrviNG, one day after dinner, as we were
standing just before the south porch at Sunnyside. ¢That tree is now about
seventeen feet high, and growing taller and taller every day. I bought that of
our friend Downing at Newburgh, for a ﬂpwering shrub, which was to bear an
odorous blossom, and attain to its full growth at about four feet! The discrep-
ancy reminds me,’ continued Mr. IrviNg, ¢ of a lady whom I once knew in Eng-
land, who purchased of a dog-fancier a fine, soft, glossy King CmarLes spaniel
He was made a great pet of, and fed and pampered, even beyond his desires ; for
after every meal he was in the extremest pain; running round and moaning in
the most piteous manner; and one day, after a more than usual hearty repast, he
burst his King Charles jacket, and came out in his true character of a stout
English bull-dog! My flowering shrub has gone through with a similar meta-
morphosis.’

It was a most pleasant event, ‘4 Ride through Sleepy-Hollow with Washing-
ton Irving.! Let us record it for our present readers:
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¢¢Yon murky cloud is foul with rain,’ that here at Plermont we sce rolling slowly
over the hills that environ Bleepy-Hollow, on the other side of the river. Even
while we watch it, it begins to shake its skirts, and to @it down upon the fading
landscape its ¢ superflux of shower.” Looking at this, we sannot choose but think of
a memorable excursion which the writer hereof once made with (gorrney CRATON
through the wizard region of Sleepy-Hollow, a neighborhood whigh his own pen
had made world-wide famous, The morning had been thunderouns and showery ;
nor did it entirely brighten up until the removal of the first champagne-cork ot the
hospitable table of ¢ Sunnyside;’ always a precursor, as the host rorarh: d, of  pleas-
ant weather about this time.” After dinner, preceded by the ladies of the household
and another guest in the family-carriage, Mr. Cravoy, in o light open wagon,
¢tooled’ the ¢ Old Knick’ over the high eastern hills that inclose the sheltered val-
Jey where in their day lived and flourished old Bartus Vax Tasars, and bis |
ing daughter Karrive, The sun came out between the pearl-colored opaque ¢londs ;
the birds began to sing in the trees; a bobolink was ‘rising and sinking on & long
flaunting weed’ in an adjoining field; and every thing in nature was bright and
smiling. Now it came to pass, howbeit, that when, beguiling the way with much
rememberable converse, we came to the brow of the last hill that overlooks the tuen
of the road into the valley, one of the aforesaid opaque clouds, at first no Ligger
than a man’s hand, but which had been gradually ‘gathering fatness, suddenly
darkened, and presently ¢ opened upon us;’ also there were thunderings and light
nings; and trees, singly and in ranks, tossed their plumés of green, and battled with
the storm. Moreover, the rain now descended amain ; insomueh that Mr. Crayoy
wheeled suddenly into an angle of a rail-fence that skirted an wml ragoeous grove,
dismounted, clambered over, and took shelter under an adjacent tree, holding over
his head meanwhile the cushioned wagon-seat, adown which, as from & spout, the
rain poured from his back. ‘Why don’t you come under here, and be eomfortably
housed, as 7 am ?’ asked the Sleepy-Hollow historian, with amusing mock gravity:
¢ Whereto thus then’ ¢01d Kxick:’ ‘Dare 't do it, dear Sir; 'fraid of the lightning,
now playing about us; had a near relation onece struck with the * slectric fluid’ (the
kind always mentioned by country newspapers as the most fatal) while standing
under a tree; came near dying— but did n’t.”

¢¢Oh!’ answered Mr. CrAyoN, ¢ that alters the case: it runs in the Samily, eh7’

‘Well, well; the idea of lightning ‘ running in a family;’ the odd appearance of
the speaker, with his inverted leathern cushion on his head, under which he looked
like a Roman beneath his tortoise-shell shield ; the after excursion through the valley,
with all that we saw and heard by the way; the appearance of a saturated ;:ur:;,t
about the hearth of ‘Sunnyside’ that night, clad in roomy habiliments of the host ;
all these manifold recollections have arisen in about the space of a minute,

¢¢Cur’ous’ and very pleasant are the matters lodged in the thousand eclls of
memory !’

This brief gossipry, short as it is, has exceeded our space: but it will be fol-
lowed by several similar sketches upon the same theme, covering and including
the reminiscences of more than twenty years.

The last tribute was paid to the ‘Beloved Departed’ at the rural cemetery near
Tarrytown, of which he speaks in the following characteristic, felicitous letter:
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My Diar M, CLaRk:

41 will thauk you to send me the two numbers of the Kxn1ckERBOCKER Which contain
the story of Mountjoy. fiaiy ’

 Y'ou anee spoke to me about some work, in print or manuscript, in the possession
of vour Oriental correspondent, relative to the history of Persia, which might be of
service to me-in writing the life of Mamoyer, Can you procure me a sight of it ?

« [ gend you a plan of a rural cemetery, projected by some of the worthies of Tarry-
town, on the woody hills adjacent to the 8leepy Hollow church. I have no pecuniary
{utorest in it, but I hope it may succeed, as it will keep that beautiful and umbrageous
neighborhood sacred from the anti-poetical and all-levelling axe. Beside, I trust I shall
lay my bones there. The projectors are plain matter-of-fact men, but are already aware
of the blunder they have committed in naming it the Zwrrytown instead of the Sleepy
Hollow cemetery. The latter name would have been enough of itself to secure the
patronage of all desirous of sleeping quietly in theirgraves. I beg you to correct this
oversight, should you, as I trust you will, think proper to notice this sepulchral enter-
prise. A

‘I hope, as the spring opens, you will accompany me in one of my brief visits to
Sunnyside, when we will make another visit to Sleepy Hollow, and (thunder and light-
ning permitting) have a colloquy among the tombs. Yours, very truly,

¢ New- York, April2Tth, 1849, WASHINGTON IRVING.'

And there in that little rural cemetery they laid the Great and Good Man in
his final rest. Winter day though it was, the sun shone in spring-like fresh-
ness, the sod was soft and green, and the little birds sang a sweet requiem from
the overhanging boughs. As the vast multitude, certainly not less than three
thousand persons, wended their way homeward, the sun was setting behind the
lordly hills of the Hudson, the feathery golden clouds suggesting not only a
glorious termination of the day, but a glorious immortality.

TWaspington Inbing as an Inbalid.

BY DR. JAMES O. NOYES,

Frox various sources, but principally from Dr. J. C. Perers, Mr. IrvING'S only
physician from 1852 to the day of his death, we have collected a number of facts and
ancedotes that are new, and may interest our readers, in connection with the
preceding pages. The relation of the patient to his physician was so intimate and
confidential, that, though frequently solicited by the latter, he would never con-
sent to avail himself of other medical advice.

A strong and elastic constitution, with remarkably abstemious habits, carried
Mr. Trvine through a laborious life in comparative health. Fora period of twenty
years he neither called in a physician nor took a dose of medicine. His love of
Nature — an idea that because he loved her, she would do him no harm —led
him frequently to expose himself unnecessarily. Until within a few years
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he would carelessly fall asleep on the ground or on the settee in the piazza of
Wolfert’s Roost, A severe catarrh, which for & long time affected his voice, was
the consequence.  Of this difficulty he was suddenly relieved, by the prescription
of a good lady in the neighborhood, but an asthms immediately supervened,
which at intervals caused him great suffering, until within two or three months of
his death, when it entirely disappeared.

The asthma was the precursor, if not the cause, of the fatal enlargement of
the heart that developed itself about the time Mr, Inyrse findahed writing his fifth
volume of the Life of WasHINGTON, the proof-sheets of which he was not able 10
correct. His great and laborious work had been earried on without any serious
interruption, and as it drew to a close, Mr, Invine promised himself H,,.[ his anx-
jous friends that he would take a long holiday of repose, ‘Though ‘ eut of gorts,’
he considered himself sound. He had suffered previously from several attacks of
fever and ague, contracted by a tour to the Weslern lakes. In the stage of fever
he would fall into a lethargy that lasted several hours, and from which he
could not be aroused by artificial means.

Some of Mr. Invig's friends also believed that he mever entirely recovered
from the effects of the fall from his horse, alluded to in Mr. WiLss' letter. His
face was much bruised, but he called the attention of his physician especially to
his chest, remarking jocosely that his skull was very strong ; that he bad never
had the head-ache in his life, or any unpleasant sensation in the head, except &
few attacks of vertigo when writing the first volume of his Life of W asumsaron.

Mr. IrviNe was informed of his actual condition through his nephew. At the
next interview with his physician, he told him, in private, what he had heard,
wished him to explain the nature of the disease, and remarked that he supposed
he must be prepared to die suddenly. He added that he would like to live so longs
as he could make himself useful to those about him, but hoped that he might
never become a confirmed invalid, a helpless burden upon his friends. He re-
quested the doctor also to have as little said about the matter as possible, as he
did not wish to become an object of sympathy, or have those not immediately
about him speculate as to the probable time of his death. He would trust to
Providence, to his excellent constitution, and what his physician could not alle-
viate he would bear with all the resignation he could summon. Mr. Tnvive, es-
pecially after the completion of his great work, suffered much from sleeplessness,
producing nervous agitation, and at times despondency. During his whole 1,
in fact, he did not remember to have slept six hours without waking Entire
forgetfulness for four hours was a circumstance to be remembered. Cuanves
Laxyax, Bsq., writing of him in 1853, says that for years he had frequently
gpent half the night awake, and that at such times he was in the habit of reading
a great deal.  Mr. IrviNG said he really envied the man who could sleep long and
soundly, Until within a few years heslept in his library, with lamp, matches,
and books at the head of the bed. When comparatively well, he was to be heard
every morning, between four and five o’clock, in his room, taking the indispensable
sponge-bath, and preparing for the morning walk. His habit of early rising often
produced drowsiness in the afternoon and evening, when he would sleep in his
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chair or on “'l’e ;uﬁ;, his head inclined slightly forward, but without nodding or

loud breathing. A .
About (he time of the completion of his last volume, Mty Invana.called,wngn

in the city, greatly depressed and agitated, saying that he had not

and begged that something might be done for him.  He re-
The doctor found that in

his physician,
slept for four nights,
mained in the city a few weeks, for better treatment.

the evening it was comparatively easy to procure his patient sleep, when a piano
was playing or people were conversing in the room; but when he retired by
himself, there would return the same wakeful nervousness, sadness, and despond-
ency. His friends would read to him by the hour, not that he wished or allox.ved
himself to become interested, but to hear the monotonous tones of the voice,
which were very soothing to his excited nerves. He had travelled so much, and
known so many distinguished individuals, however, that in reading there was
danger of exciting him, by touching some chord of association or sympathy.

Mr. Inving suffered greatly from these attacks of despondency during the re-
maining months of his life, consequent, no doubt, upon his failing health. e did
not allow them, however, to interfere with his long established habits. Down
to the day of his death, he was regularly in his chair at the head of the table,
carved, and waited upon all who were seated, in that unstudied but graceful man-
ner that was characteristic of all his acts. When suffering the most, he would
cometimes cheer up suddenly, his eyes sparkle and his face flush, so as to give
him the appearance of being years younger, exhibiting in a remarkable degrec
the power of a strong will over his weak body, and leading visitors, especially, to
believe that the reports of his illness were exaggerated. At such times he would
utter, in a quaint way, some of those bright and humorous sayings for which he
was g0 remarkable. When, for the first time, he found himself too weak to carve,
or to cut up the piece given him, he remarked sadly that he would go and lie
down. He rose with tottering steps, and one end of his shawl happening to drag
upon the floor, he looked back and said playfully: ‘I must look like a bird of
Paradise, with my fine long tail.” When a number of people in the room were
talking about a woman who had ascended in a balloon and never been heard
from, and wondering what had become of her, Mr. Trving, suddenly brightening,
said: ‘Why, she's up above; handed out by Exocn and Ergam!’

Mr. Trving, as we have already said, was remarkably abstemious. He could
endure nothing gross, was fond of delicate bits, and seemed not to eat half so
much as an ordinary person of his size. He drank tea and coffee, and had wine
on the dinner-table, using it himself, however, most sparingly. Mr. Irvixe al-
ways offered his arm to one of the ladies present, to conduct her to table in the
olden style; said grace himself ; usually attended the morning and evening pray-
exs, while his parting from the members of the family in the evening, and his
greeting of them in the morning were as affectionate as if he had been about to
leave, or had been separated from them a long time. Rarely or never has there
been seen in an American family one so kind, so considerate, so gentle, and yet
s0 noble, uniting in himself all home virtues and courtly manners.

Such was the delightful place Mr. Irvixe filled at Wolfert’s Roost, and from
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which he .was suddenly called away to other and brighter scencs. On the eve
ning of his death he played five games of whist, and retired to his room at ithe

Usuul hour, his niece carrying up with him his medivinos and a mall [:ih'hl-r of
jce-water, h Pezming a moment with his elbow upen the mantel, he complained
of low spirits, saying: ‘T never in my life folt 86 sad’ Mo then walked 8
few steps, put his right hand on the foot of the cottage-bedutead. | & over Mis

heart, and a moment after began gradually to sink. His n

{rying to seat himself in a chair by his side, eaught him I r or A Hix head

foll back upon her shoulder, and with three Iiet)tlr- et {“ s L8

groan or struggle, life was extinet, e o .
He was buried in plain citizen’s dress; and it was noticed

\iarity, that the rosewood coffin was marked by a mmv“uAl of distls hy

the natural wood. On his table, where he had placed then " i | f )

ul he was

favorite books: the Bible and Prayer-Bock JuEiRI o
¢ Pleasures of Hope,’ cte, & ! oesl,” Can

Every anecdote or incident concerning Mr. Tnvixg will he tressured by his
friends. As an instance of his kindness to animals, he said one day, to his phy
gician, when they met in the road a team which had forme Ay bl Adwrpry .
«T can’t bear to see those poor horses drawing dirt. I L"b-:“l'"?' iy g
riage-horses. T shall never again sell any animal that belongs to me ' Phe
horses, however, were well cared for, the owner being very proud of them.— Mr, T.

AppisoN RICHARDS gives us the two following incidents. 'While he was sketching
the pleasant picture seen through two beautiful elms, as you look up the river o
the Sunny-Side lawn, and talking with Mr. IrviNG, the latter fell into some
allusions to his advancing age and declining strength, and added, with his cha
racteristic sly humor: ‘Some twenty years ago, I carried both those trees on
my shoulder ; but, bless you, I couldn’t doit now!’ He had planted the trees
himself. Speaking one day of the pretty gardener’s cottage, he gaid that he had
been forced to build it; that Roserr, after basking in the smiles of Fortune asa
jolly, contented bachelor for many years, had been overtaken by calamity, and got
married ; that it was a sad affair, a very sad affair, although Ropeny di«i not seem
to think so, but on the contrary, deemed himself a more lucky boy than ever.
gtill, the thing was done, and could not be undone; and it only 'remaincd to
make the best of a bad bargain. He had foreseen the consequences at onee
(pointing to the youngsters playing in the cottage park,) and so set forward t‘;
plan and erect a new edifice. It was Mr. Irvixeg's custom to buy Christmas
toys for the children of his gardener and coachman, and present them himself
Last Christmas the unpleasant weather kept him in-doors, but he was uneasy
all day about the children, who received the presents, but, he knew, would miss
his visit. The next day he called upon them, to enjoy their bright smiles. In
the cars one day from New-York an Trish woman in the next seat conld not keep
her two noisy children quiet. Mr. IrviNG took one of them in his arms, caressed
it, and when the woman got out she thanked him, saying: ¢ You must be a kind,
good father, Sir.” ¢No,’ said Mr. IrvinG, ‘T am, unfortunately, an old bachelor.’
The children at Tarrytown would often put flowers in his clu'n‘ch pew.

Mr. TrviNe cherished tenderly the memory of his excellent mother. On meet-
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ing Mrs, Qugrs, ho was 80 struck with her {‘esemblance to his. parent, then'dcad
forty years, that his feelings overpowercd'hlm, and'he was obliged to apologize to
the -lm.ly fur the emotions her presence excited. Itiswell known ’tbat Mr. IrviNG
was engaged to the sister of a distinguished lawyer, and that she died of consump-
tion before the expiration of the time fixed for their marriage. We have heard of a
wellworn miniature confided by him to an artist, in order to have the ravages
of time upon the precious relic repaired so far as possible. Mr. IrviNe and his
affianced, with two friends situated like themselves, once visited a watering-place
near the city. Many years later, Mr. Irving called upon the same friend, sur-
rounded by a happy family, and was so overcome by the associations suggested,
that he burst into a flood of tears.

ADDRESS OF HON. GEORGE BANCROYT, BEFORE THE N. Y. HISTORICAL SOCIETY.

¢« Mexory cherishes the lovely qualitics and beautiful career of our friend who has just
censed to be mortal ; but words are wanting to portmy his genius and his virtues. No
American since WASHINGTON has taken with him to the grave the undivided affection of
the American people fke IrvING. And it is right that it should be so. He came into the
world just as a treaty with England gave our Republic a recognized existence among the
nations; and he was lulled in his cradle by the pleasant songs of returning peace. The
first great solemnity that he gazed upon in his childhood was the inauguration of our
Constitution ; so that the early life of him who was called to take the foremost part in
creating an American literature, was bathed in the purest dews of our country’s morn-
ing. As he grew up, his genial humor was nursed by the traditions and inspirations of
his own native State; he opened his heart to all the pleasant influences that surrounded
him ; he made himself one with Nature as she reveals herself in her glory along the Hud-
son; and when he was scarce six-and-twenty years old he had written what the world
will not suffer to be forgotten.

¢ Phus far his literary activity had been the out-going of the joyousness of youth; his
mind was to be ripened, his character to be matured, his rightful career to be made
plain by the trials of affliction. He had loved and been beloved ; and he watched, to use
his own words, ¢ beauty and innocence languish into the tomb.” The being was departed
whom he had loved as he never again was to love in this world, who had loved him as he
was never again to be loved; and the gladsome humor that marked his entrance into
life had become, not subdued, but tinged by a sweet-souled melancholy, and a large and
more earnest sympathy with his kind. Now, when he stood mid-way in the path of hu-
man life, of a sudden his outward forfune was swept away and disappeared, and he was
left in possession of nothing but his own mind. Blessed adversity ! that opened to him
the treasures which lay heaped up within his soul. Sorrow and misfortune only brought
out in its brightness the purity of his nature, and were but as clouds that reflect the sun-
shine in a thousand hues.

¢In a foreign land, alone, impoverished, bereaved, he was 80 good and true, we might
also say angels ministered to him. Ie looked with serene wisdom upon the angry waves
that threatened him, and they passed under him without harm.

¢The career of letters now claimed him for its service. He had not been deeply read
in books; but his mind was richly stored with images of beauty and primal truths, and
he knew Nature by heart. The English language, which better than any other can ex-
press the sincerity of affection, the delicacy of sentiment, the ‘freshness of rural scenes,
spread out its boundless wealth as his own; and at that period of what he himself calls
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« uis troubled life,” he conquared for himself fune and good will wherever thot lenguage
i spoken.

« It was at this period of his life that, during » summer st Paris [ formed with him

that wlutiOFI of friendly intimaoy which grew in streugih to the last. Time Las in »
measure effaced the relative difference of our yoars, but then he was almost ¥ ice us old
as L As we I“oamed tﬂgclhur over the flelds sround Parla, many su on i nobls
and f:ncoumgmg word fell from him for my behalf; and & |‘m' s be ¥ to me
of his own occupations, How he proceeded with ‘l‘, soription [ conuol sa i [ found
¢hat where he gave expresgion to feellog, o would w ..q,l o 'v',, — ‘ : ,‘ {as it
were at one gush all he intended g give forth, One evenh ‘, ,_“',, ,,' had b many
hours t?gether, he took me to his room and read to me whal .!‘w had writien  ane At
ting, without p[’:usey under one illft],il’u“uﬂ, and slinost without ip ‘: linest ‘.“ vl. ‘

‘lrf:memberlt to this d“)'; it was his ‘B Manx's Bre,” from the v\vul..‘ . "
alone In my chamber,’ to the end, He that studies such p;‘.-\..r.-, clusely will §
gessions of IRVING'S own inward experience and affections, ;

‘ is i cae ¢ . 2.
As {.1: historian, Irvixg stands in the front rank. Ilis life of Corvssus has sl kinds
of merit —research, critical judgment, interest in the narrstive, pioturesque desoriptio
b

and g:ome" style; exquisite in the melody of its cadences and in its cholce of words
His life of WasmiNGToN, which is still dear {0 the American people, is « marvel, No one
has 80 painted the Father of his Country to the life; modestly disclaiming grest extent
of original research, he has yet added much that was not kl,m;\u before. Dut what dis

tinguishes him is the grace and facility of his movement, He writes Amorican history
as it were, by the aid of special endowments; he takes with him a candor that i \u
fails ; a clear, impartial judgment, and an unrivalled keenness of inslght into ol ,ur,u.:
fle may err in minor details, but never in the general effect. No one 'l:;“ drawr : ) i z-|r'
and touching, and vivid a picture of WasmiNerox in his retirement as Invine ‘s.\ Lo pul
lished it while suffering from prostration of the nerves, a depression of npirirt;a mfdﬁhal
attack of asthma which harassed him to the last. §

¢« Nor let it be forgotten that IrviNG is a native of our own New-York. Like Cusvonn
and Mirtox, and Porg, and Gray, his birth-place was in the heart of a city. Among ﬂlf;
Greeks, when a victor returned from the Olympian games, the citizens of' his own home
esteemed his prizes their own, went out to welcome his return, and would even break
down the walls to receive him in greater triumph. Our IrviNe has wrestled in the game
of life and come off the conqueror; he has gone to his long home ; on the mildest of win-
ter days we have surrounded him with flowers and laid him among his kindred, and his
spirit in its flight has been borne upward on the affections of countless multitudes. Now
what shall we do here to mark for him our veneration and love? He gave to this eity 09:
merchants fame throughout the world of letters. Will not, then, the merchants of Kow-
York raise to his memory a statue of purest marble? It would he the payment of o debt
{0 his fame, a just tribute to his virtues, a lesson fo the rising generations.. Fathers miv;m
then take their sons to gaze on his lineaments, and say: ‘There is the man whe dur?ng
more than fifty years employed his pen as none other could have done, and in all that
time never wrote one word that was tainted by skepticism, nor one line that was net as
chaste and pure as the violets of spring.”’

EXTRACTS FROM DR. JOHN W. FRANCIS' REMARKS BEFORE THE HISTORICAL SOCIETY.

¢« THERE was a period in the life of the great author in which I think I have some ad-
vantage, in information at least, over the orators of to-night; and that fact, and that only
impels me to the utterance of a few circumstances associated with WasmiNGTON Invxxé

-during a portion of his school-boy days.

<1 was a boy of the same school with young IRVING, now some sixty-two years since, in
1797. The institution was situated in John-street, next to the primary Methodist Meeting"
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o vicinity of the renowned J ohn-stree't Theatre. There were some six years
difference in our ages, and IrviNGg occupied a pln(fe in the school among t.he older youth
at the head where the prominent master had his desk and exercised .hxs ﬁ.zr.ule. The
younger the scholar the nearer the entru})ce or door seemcd‘to be the dxsposvltmu of the
went for him. In that day of dreary teaching in our ucademfes, young IrVING Was asso-
olated with boys of about the same age with himself, and their studies blended in classes
in the erdinary Way 80 common in gchool arrangements. : el 3
books scattered about so characteristic of a common English school. The, Colu.mbun:
Orator’ of BINGHAMN, and Hamizrox Moorg's ‘Monitor;” the ¢School-master’s Ass’lstunt
of Dizworti, and the ¢ Arithmetic’ of Pixg, with here and there a copy of Dyrcr’s Eng-
lish Dictionary. In those days ballads, on printed slips or folded in octavo half-sheets,
\were widely sold in the streets, and many found their way in the school-house. Warry
and Mec was of the number, supposed generally to be an offspring of Burxs, but after-
ward known as an early production of the celebrated Arexaxper Wirsoy, the great Ame-
rican ornithologist, and many of the songs of the famous Dispiy. Young IRVING WD.S,_I
think, more of a rveader than a student, so far as prescribed duties enjoined. I take it
that even at this juvenile period he had already adopted his own peculiar method of ob-
taining knowledge. That quick foresightedness, that apt seizure of a principle or a fact,
that quick comprehension rendered it comparatively any easy matter for him‘to master
his rule of three, and as to grammar, we may infer from the ever dominant beauty and
gracefulness of his diction in all his writings, that he was etymological from the beginning.
The leading teacher of the institution was ever insisting on the importance of rhetoric,
and struggled hard to make every boy a Cicero. He assigned pieces for memory, to be
rehearsed at the public exhibitions of his scholars and such was his ethnological science,
that he assigned to IrviNg the heroic lines:

house, and in th

¢ My voice is still for war,’
while I, nearly seven years younger, was given for rhetorical display,
¢ Pity the sorrows of a poor old man.’

¢ There was a curious conflict existing in the school between ‘the pri‘ncipul and his assist-
ant— the former a legitimate burgher of the city, the latter a New-England pedagogue.
So far as I can remember, something depended on the will of the boy’s parents ; but if
not expressed otherwise, the principal stuck earnestly to DiLwortH, and the assistant, for
his section of instruction, to Noam WEeBsTer: the same system was adopted with the
school in unfolding the intricacies of arithmetic. Drnworrta was all in all with the princi-
pal, while Nicmoras Pike, with his amended federal currency, was imparted by the
assistant,

¢Ir is a remark, well founded, that realities are but dimly to be traced in the twilight
of the imagination, and the first impulses of genius are often to be illustrated by the sub-
sequent career of the individual. Young Irving at school was a quiet boy. I can narrate
no wild freaks or sports originating from his conduct. It is true, that except from the
general good order of his section of the room and his devotion to reading, I had little
chance to do more than look at him as at other scholars, witness his movements in the
street, and observe his rather taciturn and sequestered way. He seemed to have a habit
of loneliness or abstraction ; but he was early a reader, and I might say an observer from
the beginning to the end of his life. These qualities, it is not to be supposed, were so
prominent as to induce special notice at that period of life; yet, as his teacher seemed to
bestow particular attention to his pupil, his maturer wisdom may have found in his scho-
lar a temperament of peculiar indications, and thus tolerated the impulses of a youth
who gave promise of character. Among the incidents of young IrviNg’s life, we know
him to have been remarkable for his pedestrian excursions, at times alone ; sometimes
accompanied with his intimate friends, Brevoort, PavLpiNe, and BLAuvEeLT, an unfledged

T remember well the elementary
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. hi g >
oot '1“5 rar;lblk(:s at Weehawken, bis tours to the Passaie ; his walks through the Stuyye.
gant line o lc erry-trecs, (which it may he pemarked pussed directly through the
“ronuds on which this edifice in which we are now convened stands,) all betray thut love

B¢ aadare wthhlc‘: l:e has g0 luxuriantly unfulded in his vaplivaling writings
¢Did n{)tt &la'uhe;ess of the evening forbid, I would dwell somewhat upon that remark,
able faculty which Trvixg possessed of rejoicing in the luxuries and besuties of nature §

fis love ofnnimnls., his delights in surveying the garden sud the furms yard, his zoal to
pehold the un;)mnhes of the vegetable world, his

the naturalist, and point out how the defects of the s OB
‘lj;g’ his reading and hisrminute observation. thlscul’s:-:lfu::n':-‘:;f:r”f‘ “"“|‘h“ "-' ,.v | - !.1:1';
the odd characters he has encountered in ihe strosts of our .,.| e o ‘
goems to have made a stronger impression on him than the ¢ Js .
jopularly known as Bruiy the Fiddler. T do not recollest whe .,‘:\‘ ,‘,, d
singularly constructed man finds a place in auy of Inviseg's welthng SR

¢« You all, gentlemen, have dwelt upon the genialbum gr ,; |‘..‘f.'a his kind {
was ever apparent, That his mind was fructified by a IU: study of ,'; p 4‘.14,. r :.,- . ‘, >
) | t];iﬂk a safe iufercnce, That fountain of kHOWl('dgf! yields u liv m,(. Apring l:“ua“ \': .
delineate human character, and who has excelled Lim in that branch of l,.m leate m} 4
gion? He had a marvellous tendency to the curious, Invixg, lu..d he uﬂhrc‘] |i,;..‘:;y: .‘.
Iunmic asylum, would seem to have been qualified to write & treatise l‘,n insanity ; had he
peen bred to physic, could his sensibilities have endured sus ‘“vwr' itude, he g" have
pecome famous for his descriptive powers in diagnostic pathology, There was uﬂu.m of
gingular and peculiar excellence in Mr, Invixe. His conrtesus and benignant intercourse
with others, whether in the humbler or the higher walks of life, was vof %0 captivating Q
character as never to create a rebellious feeling, but ever awaken emotions of 1l ;.mhvip,
pnobtrusive with his vast merits, he won esteem from all beholders, 1o posseased a quick
discernment in the analysis of character. Of all mortals he was freest of envy, (:;nd mu"‘n
of every order he was ready to recognize. A literary man, par excellence, he ct;uld edmire
the arts and look upon mechanical skill and the artisan with the feelings of the most
accomplished in scientific pursuits ; he knew that intellect presided in mechanies as well
as in the Homeric song. Posterity, to whom he may most safely be confided, will forget
peither the man nor his writings : these unfold the treasures of a commanding genius
Jaden with the excellencies of an unparalleled diction, while of the author himself we
may emphatically affirm that his literary products are a faithful transeript of his peculiar
mind. e enjoys a glorious triumph; he need not plead in extenuation of a line
¢hat he has penned. Let us console ourselves at his loss that he was native, and ‘to the
manor born,” that his life was immaculate and without reproach, and that in death he tri-
amphed over its terrors. Let it be our pride that the patriarch of American literature is
indissolubly connected, in his mighty fame, with the Father of his Country.

¢« The lateness of the hour forbids a longer trespass on your indulgence.’

gratification jn omprehendiuyg the lubors

fne N}
those days, and pone

famows Hosrevivien

FROM MR. WILLIS’ ‘IDLEWILD’ LETTER.

¢DuriNG the ten minutes before Mr. IrviNe came in, (for he was out upen his morning
drive when we arrived,) his nieces very kindly gratified our interest in the ‘workshop of
genius > by taking us into the library —the little curtain-windowed sanctuary where his
mind had found both its labor and its repose, though, by the open newspap(:rs scattered
carelessly over the large writing-table in the centre, and the inviting readiness of the
well-cushioned lounge in the recess, it now serves more the purpose of the repose more
needed. It was a labyrinth of books; as it was a labyrinth of tender associations, in
which, as the eye roved over its consecrated nooks and corners, the fancy, in all rever-
ence, rambled lovingly ! The tear at the heart kissed the threshold as we left it.

‘I was looking admiringly, once more, at JARV1s's record of him at the Sketch-Book period
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of ils life, (tha portrait with ‘the fur c«.?llar,. which all who have seen it will so well remem-
ber,) whan M, Invisa came in from his drive. We had heard so much, recently, of .hls
illness, that [ was surprised to see withhow lively and firm a step he en.tered——.rcmovmg
the »h: wehed hat (a comfortable departure ft:om the old-school covering, “thl‘ch I had
saver (.;pccted to see on 8o proper a head!) with as easy elegun'ce as ever, §1tt1{1g d.()\.vn
with his gray shawl left carelessly over his shoulders., .und entering upon kmd.qu?mes
and exchange of courtesies with no hindrance of debility that T <‘:ou1d see, He is thinner
somewhat, in both form and features —owing to the asthma, which interferes somewhat
with his repose when lying down—but the genial expression of his countenance is
anchanged, and his eye as kindly and bright. As to sprightliness of attention and reply,
I could see little difference from the Wasmixarox Invixa of other days. The reports of
his illness must have been exaggerated, I thought.

¢ Qonversation falling upon exereise, Mr. Tnyvixa remarked that he daily took his drive
in the carriage — less from any desire to go abroad than from finding, since he had given
up habits of labor, that time hung heavy on his hands. If he walks out, it is only in the
grounds, We spoke of horseback-riding, and he gave us a most amusing account of his
two last experiences in that way —a favorite horse called ¢ Gentleman Dick’ having
thrown him over his head into a laurel bush, which kindly broke his fall ; and another
very handsome nag, given him by his brother, having proved to be opinionative as to
choice of road — particularly at a certain bridge, which it was very necessary to pass in
every ride, but which the horse could not by any reasonable persuasion be got over,
With the sending of this horse-dogmatist to town, to be sold to meaner service for his
obstinacy, had ended the experiments in the saddle.

¢The honored invalid complaining a little of hoarseness in his voice, I mentioned to him
an alleviative I had lately chanced upon myself for a similar trouble — asking accidentally
for some help to my hoarseness in an apothecary’s shop, and getting a lozenge with a
most mysterious name, which 1 had since found an invariable throat deepener for three
notes in the gamut. I contrived to call to memory the Osawatamystic incsription on the
box, (‘Brown’s Pectoral Trochees,’) and I was amused with the affectionate playfulness
with which Mr. Irvixg called on one of his nieces, (explaining, aside, ¢ this is my doctor,’)
to remember the name of the medicine. This same charming household physician, I
observed, followed him to the door, as he came out afterward to see us off, and guarded
him against the cool air by tenderly drawing the shawl about his neck and placing his hat
upon his head — caressing affections which he evidently submitted to as a habit, the
gentle troop who are thus his constant ministers being like a portion of his own personal
existence. :

¢ Attributable, perhaps, to a rallying of his animal spirits with cessation from work, T
could not but wonder at the effortless play of ¢ DIEpricH K~1cKERBOCKER’ humor, which
ran through all his conversation. WasHINGTON IRVING, in his best days, I am very sure,
was never more socially ¢ agreeable’ than with us for that brief visit. One little circum-
stance was mentioned in the course of this pleasant gossip. There was some passing dis-
cussion of the wearing of beards — his friend, Mr. Kexsepy, having made that alteration
in his physiognomy since they had met— and Mr. levina closed a playful comment or
two upon the habit by saying that he could scarce afford the luxury himself, involving, as
it would do, the loss of the most effectual quietus of his nerves. To get up and shave,
when tired of lying awake, sure of going to sleep immediately after, had long been a habit
of his. There was an amusing exchange of sorrows, also, between him and Mr. KeNNEDY
as to persccution by autograph-hunters; though the ox-Secretary gave rather the
strongest instance, mentioning an unknown man who had written to him when at the
head of the Navy Department, requesting, as one of his constituents, to be furnished with
autographs of all the Presidents, of himself and the rest of the Cabinet, and of any other
distinguished men with whom he might be in correspondence !’
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FROM THEODORE TILTON'S ‘HALPMOUR AT SUNNYSIDE.'

" 11e § ound
ptairs, and walked through ll’l(.'- hall im(ljh:l‘u:.;::.‘::'.'l,::,:.,l,-m:‘::; oy r: | ]#“,.f‘."::)c d(:r"
might well lm.ve made one doubt whether he had truly ll;mmt‘l ‘ll ‘In il " b }-1 'hI;'o mv'
fle was 5\1.ﬁ'ermg from asthma, and was muflled agalnst the dam o s L&(' "I uila:l.
wrapped like a great loose scarf around his neck ; but ag he t;.:';“l" T .’ lM ary '
¢hair, und‘, despite his hoarseness and troubled chest, be 'n; o i, e ot ’-'. d "
t.(,“versuhon, he made me almost forget that I was tho' uvt g e L mqu
, {hree-score years and ten.’ PR 46 40 00l imas ong past his
¢« But what should one talk about who h r
1 ventured the question : A onlty BelF oo
4 ¢« Now that you have lai i q i
S plenzure?’ d aside your pen, which of your hooks de you look haok
¢« e immediately replied: ‘I scarcely look wi i i
pot seem what they might have been ; i often:f;:c)hﬂ::,lg:?‘:,t:‘;:;@,n |l',,",” 1"’ f Moy So
(o take them down from the shelf, one by one, and write them o ‘?u\'v g
«Je spn’ke of his daily habits of writing, before he had miul:"h’;: resolution te
more. His usual hours for literary work were from morning to h;mn - uh‘] wrll; no
nad generally found his mind most vigorous in the early part of thc'd Ay I'v [ ”“,'")ﬂ. : h‘"
peen subject to moods and caprices, and could never tell wiu-n Le tni;l" :l dt S
many hours would pass before he would lay it down. : g B e
¢ ¢ But, said he, ¢ these capricious periods of th ”
peen the happiest hours of my life. %)have never ?o::(:,t i::n:))%l:)h‘:nof(c‘l"m{;“ll'f('“’ ,'.““
walls of my study, any enjoyment equal to sitting at my writing-de i iy ;' o of (he fons
o new theme, and a mind awake.” FENIR by
¢ [lis literary employments, he remarked, had always been more like entertal
oy ORIN niertainments
« ¢ Some writers,’ said he, ‘appear to have been independent of moods. Sir Wa
goorr, for instance, had great power of writing, and could work almost at any lim:-"“
could CraBse —but with this difference: Scorr always, and Cranse seldom wrote \:- ?lq
1 remember,’ said he, ¢ taking breakfast one morning with Rocers, Moons u,nd C['Luu:‘:
the conversation turned on BYrox’s poetic moods ; CrABBE said that, ho\vcv’(‘r it mihvh ;,
with Lord Byrox, as for himself, he could write as well at one time as at m;.nhcr ’ 1.5 tL,
said Tnrviye, with a twinkle of humor at recalling the incident, ‘Cranps he o]
reat deal that nobody can read!’ i ; P g
¢ e mentioned, that while living in Paris, he went a long period without being able ¢
write. ¢I sat down repeatedly,’” said he, ‘with pen and ink, but could inw-m&a Jl‘-" L
worth putting on paper. At length I told my friend Tox Moore, who dro ;):-llm'}' ol A
morning, that now, after long waiting, I had the mood, and W()uid hold itI X'~Wl m. -
work it out as long as it would last, until I had wrung my brain dry. So I b(.,’,.‘m ’ (!‘.l'.d
shortly after breakfast, and continued, without noticing how the timn‘was ,P‘“v‘, (,0 “'m‘{‘
Moore came in agein at four in the afternoon— when I had completciv cv)u] dl ;f’ ul~‘~u
with freshly-written sheets. T kept the mood almost without intcn‘up;iun fi ;r ‘.‘u‘:(t‘a{.-;
3 A i 2 % 3 ¥ w8l EXS.
HulIL’a:Led which of his books was the result of this frenzy : he replied, * Bracebridge
¢ ¢ N, - . ? - ¢ = .
smﬂi\;)ne of your works,” T remarked, ¢ are more charming than the Biography of Govo-
¢« ¢ Yet that was written,” said he, ¢ even more rapidly than the other.” He then added :
«When I have been engaged on a continuous work, I have often beer; obli~ c-dc:1 i L fn
the middle of the night, light my lamp, and write an hour or two, to relieve ugw b :llsc U;
now that T write no more, I am sometimes compelled to get up ;u the same “'.aml:; r,c:]l >
_ ¢Sometimes, also, as the last Idlewild letter mentions, he gets up to ;sha\'e ’ .

Wasniwovow lavise ?

upr u
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¢« When [ was in Spain,’ he remarked, ¢ searching the old chronicles, and engaged oy
the Life of Conunnus, I often wrote fourteen or fifteen hours ouf of the twenty-four.”
Il sald that whenever he had forced his mind unwillingly to work, the product wag
worthless ; and ho invariably threw it away and began again ; ‘for,” as he observed, ‘an
cssay or chapter that has been hammered out, is seldom good for any thing. An author’y
right time t0 work is when his mind is aglow : when his imagination is kindled — thesg
are {he precious moments; let him wait until they come, but when they have come, let
him make the most of them.”
« 1 referred to his last and greatest work, the ¢Life of WasmiNaroy,” and asked if he
felt on finishing it, any such sensation as Gipsox is said to have experienced over the lasy
sheet of the Decline and Fall.” He replied that the whole work had engrossed his ming
to such a degree, that, before he was aware, he had written himself into feebleness of
health ; that he feared, in the midst of his labor, that it would break him down before he
could end it; that when at last the final pages were written, he gave the manuscript to
his nephesw to be conducted through the press, and threw himself back upon his red.
cushioned lounge with an indescribable feeling of relief! He added that the great fatigug
ghout the whole task, had resulted from the care and pains required in the
t of materials, and not in the mere literary composition of

of mind, throu
construction and arrangemen

the successive chapters.
¢« On the parlor wall hung the engraving of FAep’s picture of ‘Scorr and his Contempo-

raries;’ I alluded to it as presenting a group of his former friends.

¢¢Yes,’ said he, ‘I know every man of them but three; and now they are all gone!’

¢ ¢ Ave the portraits good ?” T inquired.

¢ ¢ Soorr’s head,’ he replied, ¢is well drawn, though the expression lacks something of
Soorr’s force ; CAMPBELL'S is tolerable; TockHART'S is the worst. LockmART, said he,
¢was a man of very delicate organization, but he had a more manly look than in the

picture.’
¢« ¢ You should write one more book,” I hinted.

¢ ¢What is that?’
¢« ¢ Your reminiscences of those literary friends.’
¢ ¢ Ah!? he exclaimed, ‘it is too late now ! I shall never take the pen again ; I have so

entirely given up writing, that even my best friends’ letters lie unanswered. 1 must have

rost. No more books now !”
Mo referred to the visit the week before, from Mr. WiLLIS, whose letter he had just

been reading in the ZZome Journal.

¢<I am most glad, said he, ¢ that Mr. WiLLs remembered my nieces; they are my
housekeepers and nurses ; they take such good care of me, that really T am the most for-
tunate old bachelor in the world! Yes,” he repeated, with a merry emphasis, ¢ the most
fortunate old bachelor in all the world !’

¢Tt was delightful to witness the animation of his manner, and the heartiness of his
gratitude, as he continued to relate how they supplied all his wants — gave him his medi-
cine at the right time, without troubling him to look at the clock for himself; called him
down to breakfast; cloaked and shawled him for his morning ride ; brought him his hat
for his fine weather walks; and in every possible way, humored him in every possible
whim.

¢ ¢ call them sometimes my nicces,” he said, ¢but oftener my daughters!’

¢ As T rose to go, he brought from a corner of the room a photograph of a little girl, ex-
hibiting it with great enthusiasm. It was a gift from a little child who had come to see
him every day during his sickness. The picture was accompanied with a note printed in
large letters with a lead pencil, by the little correspondent, who said she was too young
to write. He spoke with great vivacity of his childish visitor. Children,” said the old
man, ‘are great pets; I am very fond of the little creatures.’ Z
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read to ¢ mother * and ¢ the girls’ something touching that species of commerce,
pricked up his ever-open and not over-prolonged ears ‘for a hoy of his size ’—
by sending to our sanctum, for his benefit and behoof, a certain carved wooden
operative specimen of mechanical animal ‘movex.nent’ ? He wants a wooden
monkey, climbing a small white-wood pole, to which he (the monkey, 7ot our
‘little boy ) is very much attached by his arms. The higher he climbs the
more he shows his agility, but at the same time his inability to reach the top ;
until, his lucky stars favoring him, over he goes, head first, down the other
side! We want one of those.

sl M o S8 A L B

WasmNeroy Tryive veoy ap nATE FrNnrore Coorer. — The subjoined note
from Mr. Wasmzarox Irvie, written to us soon after the publication of Mr.
Coorer’s ‘Pathfinder, and which we find mis-filed among the letters of the
‘loved and lamented’ Wirus Gayrorp CrLARk, will form an appropriate opening
to a few remarks which we had intended to make upon an able article in the last
number of the ‘ North-American Review,’ upon James Fenimore Cooper and his
Writings:
¢My pEAR CLARK: ‘

‘I hope you have performed your promise, and that we shall see an extended critique
on CoopER’s new work in your next number, in which the author will receive ample
justice. Thave just read the ‘Pathfinder,’ and it has given me a still higher opinion
than ever both of Coorer’s head and heart. It is an admirable production ; full of
noble pictures of exalted virtue in the humbler paths of life. The characters of the
‘Pathfinder’ and ‘Maner Duxmax’ are noble conceptions, and capitally sustained.
the old salt-water tar captain, also, is a master-piece, with his nautical wisdom, his con-
tempt for fresh water, and his ¢ point no point’ logic. Let no one say, after reading
‘MapeL Duxnay,’ that Coorer cannot draw a female character. It is a beautiful illus-
tration of the female virtues under curious trials, some of the most terrific, others of the
most delicate and touching nature, The death-bed scene, where she prays beside her
father, is one of the most affecting things I have ever read ; and yet how completely
free from any overwrought sentiment or pathos !

¢ The proof to me of the great genius displayed in this work, is the few and simple
elements with which the author has wrought out his effects. The story has nothing
complicated ; it i3 a mere straightforward narrative ; the characters are fow.

‘I am interrupted by a call to breakfast ; my brother is about to set off, so I must

break off, Very truly yours, ¢ Wasmxarox InviNG.’

The promise to which Mr. Trvixg alludes was performed ; and if we remember
rightly, by the late Mr. Hexry Brevoorr, who translated for our pages, in that
connection, the appreciative and eloquent critique of Barzac upon the great cha-
racteristics of CooPER’s writings. But we desire to call especial attention to the
article to which we have alluded, in the present number of the ¢ North-American
Review." It has been ascribed, and we have no doubt correctly, to the pen of Mr.
H. T. TucxErMAN ; for it bears all the marks of that gentleman’s fine critical taste,
true American feeling, and chaste and scholarly manner. The review is based

It dattiaa L L G T
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upon the superh edition of Cooppi's works, now in eourse of publication by Messrs,
Tczwnsnun AND Company, of our oity : and ity pralss of the character of th«? enter-
prise, and especially of Daniey's exquisite illustrations, fy strong and cordial, toa
degl:ee somewhat out of the usual order of iy old, n.“.l consorvative Quarterly.
D?SIgning to refer again to this article, when we come to apenk, i the * Narrative-
History of the KNickernooker,” of M., Coorrt's commurlont I ,;.. 1o our Magazing
we content ourselves for fhe present with the subjoined bejef extract :

< .
his Egul;irth;:ufgfo:? nlgllm;d’ the Amorican novals of Ooosss mast by read, even by
i i % ; Gt # fresh and spirited Plotures of colonisl 1ife in the West gain
infinitely, as regards vividness and effect, by the Wi ol el b o 08
pean stand-point. It is when gurroupdeq b the vé Peetive attainable only r
§ . sible tokens of ancient oivilizetion

when the effigies of nationa] maturity and deeline i ral S
tionalities which centurieg | Hine, the erta, the pulity, the sovlal eun
ki T e ave made mellyw, are visibie and sadilde - that the young
Lifekan °h 810 nature of the world |aid open by Corvmpus impress the imagination
apd it th'e t_%art, Our idea of Coorre's gri o it s soplion -  especiall
of his scenic llmning and elab Kiuality aad vigor of coueey pecially
fully communed yith | s ‘f'"}ion of native eharaster . was vagwe, untll we thought-
e 18 descriptions amid the medisyal seehitweture of Flurence, sud on
feudulism-.fmms nc'll shores of Bieily. To turn from the mansive symbols of Buropesn
Southern natyre t::c;;m temples, vest palaces, jowolled mausolenme, refined ori,
forest isles, the ,se up es that were old when Ameries was discoversd — fo thio lealy
the iﬂal'ﬁﬁ::ial h bl" ke prairies, the settlers lonely log hut, the primitive communities,
that the ming tnkn lf" sud nascent oivil life, which he delinestes, is & vontrast so entire,
Yery spirit of €8 In, a8 never hofore, the whole significance of the pletare. We fesl the

ool ,0Ur native land and our hardy progesitors in its evigingl freedom snd
purity. Aboriging] figures seem more distinet 1o the fancy, when inveked iu the stmo-
s'phere hallowed by sculptured deities sud a living race moulded by the highest civilize-
tion; the wilderness hag singular charm when contemplated from an old Europesn elly ;
and‘frank, Datural character, bred on the sea or in the forest, has & most sitractive
reality, thﬂ beheld with the extreme types of artificial humanity beside snd around us,
We sy In such cireymstances, to inhale the balmy fragrance of the primeval woods,
¥ cateh glimpges of dusky forms in the twilight, and nestle to the very hesrt of Natare
& Fler verdant solitades or ocean haunts, as we follow the firm step and plercing eyo of &
writer who has caught the inspiration of unhackneyed scenes and fresh, free, intrepid, iso-
lated, Plﬂ most characteristio life, which, compared with that sround and within us,
seems indeed born {n another hemisphere, and fraught with higher issues then can ever
result f“_)m the effete civilization of the Old World. Cooren then becomes to us what
I.UzmS'ro 18 to the Italian exile, Cenvantas to the Spaniard, Scripture to the Hebrew — the
literary representative of oue nationality — the enchanter through whose spells we are
trnnsported, at will, to the bogs and meadows, the Indian trail, the hunter’s Jodge, the
fro_“t"?r bulwark, the rocky coast, the patriotic sirife, the secret council, the ambush, the
skirmish, the pure domestie altar, and the simple human sympathies, which make up the
adventurous ordeal through which our ancestors passed to win the heritage that is their

. children’s vast and vaunted home. For many years the only two native sathors ever

found in the American artist’s meagre library abroad, on the diplomat's table, and in the
banker’s salon, were Coopen and Bryaxt — because through the novels of the one and the
poems of the other, the history and the scenery of home could be so authentically re-
iyed: - R European readers, satisted with the worn-out romance of Italian
amours, German mysticism, and French intrigue, turned with avidity to the grand natural
panorama, the novel Indian warfare, the simple colonial life, the magnificent scenery and
heroic endurance in the wild and on the billow, unfolded in the pages of Coorer. The
American traveller found in the remotest provinces of Europe, that next to W ASHINGTOXN
and FrANKLIN, the household word of his nationality was Cooren.”

B —
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stylo and 2 naturalness of sentiment, delightful in those days of thédecadence
of what may be called the Georgian prose. They brought back the charm of
grgrye without his pruriency and his personal conceit; the grace of AppisoN
made warm with the generous gentleness of Ricmarp Stese, Their author
pecame the fashion, but he was not spoiled.

¢He bent himself with each new suceess more earnestly to the task of achiev-
ing better things. Alternating his residence between London and Paris, and
seeing in each capital the best thinkers and the most inspiring society of each,
he eventually decided to aim at the high prizes of history, which had then begun
to assume the magnificent place since accorded to it in the hierarchy of modern
literature. He sojourned three years at Madrid, and brought away from Escu-
rial Libraries and Jesuit Colleges, in 1528, his * Life of Corumsus, which became
at once an authority, and seoured for him the honor of sharing with HaruAM the
first award of the gold medals conferred by Groran 1V. for the encouragement qf
historic composition. If all history be as Exersox calls it, the biography of emi-
nent men, the prize was fairly won. The ¢ Conquest of Granada’ and the ¢ Tales
of the Alhambra’ followed the ¢ Corumsus,” while IrvING was filling at London
the posts of Secretary of Legation and Chargé d’ Affaires of the United States
to his own credit and the honor of our country. The diplomatic inspirations
of our Presidents have not materially improved since those times!

¢In 1832 Mr. IrviNG came back, bringing with him as a farewell from old Eng-
land the honorary degree of Doctor of Laws won from the fastidious Senate of
Oxford University. How his life has since been led, with true laborious days,
we all know.

¢He was not the man to vegetate upon a reputation. He scoured the prairies
of the West and ransacked the annals of the past for topics congenial to his
maturing mind. In 1842 he was most wisely selected for the post of Minister to
Spain — there being no season then for our insulting the monarchy to which our
fathers owed so much —and remained at the Spanish court for four years.
When the fulness of his time at last had come, IrviNe remembered the great
name that he bore, a name conferred upon him by his parents in the very dawn
of all our national greatness, and gave the final fruits of his thought and feeling
and skill in style to the memory of WasmingToN. He was granted the privilege
of completing this latest of his works ; and closing then, forever, the portfolio
out of which so many sweet and kindly and beneficent creations had passed into
the world, and with them not one evil thing, one false spirit, one impure, the
old man quietly folded his hands in his well-named home of Sunnyside, the goal
of alife sunlit by goodness and beauty; and there awaited the summons which
has come to him now as gently as we could have asked it should. He died al-
most in the arms of his niece, without any visible sign of suffering, and after an
evening passed in the society of friends whom he loved, and in the indulgence
of all those genial and pleasant emotions which he loved especially to cherish
in himself, and in all with whom he was brought into contact.’

It was our purpose, in the present notice, to exhibit Wasmeron
IrviNG's kindness and goodness of heart, as he exhibited these traits
himself, in a familiar correspondence with us, which extended over a
period of more than twenty years. The length of the sketch, however,
which we have quoted from ‘Z%e Zimes’ daily journal, and which as a
matter of biographical and historical record could not be omifted, pre-

WIS TeTeeeIe

18
60.] Fditor's Table. 99

[ro—
———

g):‘i;s these passagey yntil subsequent numbers, We content oursel ves
bion’ivl;;ezm']t with giting the subjoined English tribute from the ‘A7
t 1ch ig certainly very beautiful :

¢ TrERE ar
e gl
few men now living whose death would excite a sorrow so univer-

sal
Mo:;l;lysﬁmgtel:liil?n as ﬂ‘mt whieh, -]w-kened byt the sad event at Bunnyside oun
For the adm;"“ not die away until it has thrilled }hrqugh the civilized world.
8 sweet and ge t‘;n of Wnulnumft IrviNag —an admiration mingled largely with
the English ﬁ): o fooling that might almost be called love — was felt wherever
casting its gloakuc Is spoken ; and tho.snd news of his death will fly castward,
sympathyta s :’ upon the adyancing light, until the East becomes the West, g
Yet, since meq Ommm{ sorrow spans the ocean be!:wecn Canton and Californis,
He had adygye Mmust die, why should tl}e Aworld grieve that IIH.’ING has left it ¢
ginning t mst:(:lbey‘ond the ordinary l|’m|'t of muu'.? hcultht"ul life, and was be.
reach the farther I:: Il;hor and sorrow, wuﬂ'wut which few indeed are they who
over. He hed e u': ary of the decade which be had more than half passed
after crowning hisT’? eted his labors, and had voluntarily laid down his pen,
€Xecution, was wort‘h“ w;tl.’. work of nations! importance which, in its plan and
beloved by all who kyu: ‘l"," best years, He had lived & long life, honored and
hame or a thought; und‘:tllun' and admired by millions to whom he was but a
the house which he last, on the spot which his pen had made famous, in
i ‘he had built for his own home sud wk |
years ot: placid literary ease alternated with tlu's ° ll' prose o R famed wty
bor, amid scenes in which he delighted, and g gen de excitemont of literary la
by the ties of blood, and closest love x;ﬂer mu::o“'.] ed by hearts beund 1o bim
ment, in which he bore the part that 'he so well ccz‘:lgl ‘;f Seni saslet a7
almost unconsciously, without even the pang of partin “l’é:elnnk VeI sot
one for him, in his brightest youth have looked forwnrdsio 2 h: - gy any
life as happy? . .He seems to have been born to show that whoppuir o ) 1ol
do 1'10t alwny:‘! die young, and that vicissitude and care are m:nt;‘w goda love
hentagf; of literature. But let no aspirant for literary fame be ‘u » fnovidnbio
tl?at a like fortune may be his; for WASHINGTON IRvVING wag 5y g
Plest man of letters that ever lived. probably the kap-
! ‘An American by birth, and the pride as well as the patriarch of Ame
hf.eratl.xre, Wasmiveron Irvine was yet not distinctively American iy t1 m‘(_rllf”;
his writing or the tone of his thought. Happily for himself ana for hi‘: ;) Lt “
he was one of th_ose minds which are recognized simply as English. i coun 'l’.V.
of the place of ‘their nativity. ‘KNICKERBOCKER'S History ogr Nea bt i
morous as it is, would never have achieved more {i
tion as would. hardly have balanced the local ucrimol:;nul:::?g :xim.r?put's-
the ‘Sketch Book,’ and ‘Bracebridge Hall, and ‘The Alhambra’ fhe st
handled themes of universal interest, in a manner that awoke univ'cu le .“u-l'"'
thy wherever the English tongue was spoken. And having thus wﬂ ,i:mm'
world’s ear by the magic of his words, she listened ever after to each n(‘m (u; C(})’
found to tell her, His style, how clear it was; and how bright, and ::_ : e :Z
.ser’ene, and loving was the nature that shone through it! Whn,t kindﬁnel,:, 'c.v:n
in its 'sutire, what decorum in its humor, and in its pathos what hope and cheer!
Hap[.)luess was its inspiration, happiness its aim ; happy the life and the famc;
lt)lmll;'K l’t won for its author: and happiness go with bim; we would not call him
ack.

ow-York,’” hu-







BADERS AND CORRESPONDENTS. — We h our

ornia correspondent. e has written before for the Kxicxeg-

the Pruss of the country has shown that his communications were.
With marked favor. He cannot ¢ drop us a few lines? too frequently.
Ay strike Zdim as worthy of record, we are quite certain will so fmpress

. Fm P CLARK : Are you very busy? If so, just lay this :
60 “corel” you for 4 Jitle chat. Iam a stranger, butnomatter; the be
only known by theiy names, *like letters sealed up, We but read each other pa. o
" 2d T do not, trouble you often ; only onee before has my ¢ erabbed hand- -
’ invaded  Kxtoxereogxer, *Railroad-

2RASSin g
teh my%%

1 o s lin 012 vt

g 5 g L
Ve have some good things in our gpldany g it il -

Vi3 W@h‘tve Brobdignaginn vegepg,blﬂs_,_‘ four _Poun pem‘@‘ul ?—'us

hinder the speed of a flecing maiden, and grapes ~—RICRI B RR ETRRGE

1d Bacenuyy eyes would sparklé with delight at the sight of their rich purple.clust?rs, ‘

% ‘and we have lztl'ett,j~ gitls, too — California will one day be famous for its beantiful girls,

- Here m this PUre, strone air. the human form develops in such perfect hoal@l?ful Sym-
metry, and the humay fyee divine takes such bewitching graces, that it seems the very
Paradise Regaingg gy, Eve’s délighted'éiughters. Bat this i3 not what Twas to tell

U5 s up in the mountains, among the cald white tops of the Sierras, yie have
oll something over half.mile in length, T D i, and not long since I
trip thay Wa:j; crossing the rich valley of the San Joaquin, an i
¢ xoll along Ty its side, we came at last among the deop monntainigavons
e ines. . Tee-crowned cliffs farther up. ‘These trees are a sight; long, straight,
‘guldl;fuj:fi,s :x::et:lw green eones gracefully pendent, cedars and red-wood, such as
d

imber for the whole of SoroMox's Temple; would not a tree one
t;;d Wenty feot in civeumference and four hundred and fifty feet high do that,

€ i6 would n't, we might find one larger, perhaps, . Here we slept for 10

3

no

e b

M

s S USacouch of the fragrant hemlock boughs, and a fire of their H ‘g
T :i &rizzlies disturbed us that night, but the hollow hoot of the owl, ’% by

: iAol deen, v i : ;

] mmgled and g, Murmur in the tall tree-tops mingled and echoed in the silent woods,
50 ds {ofh‘eec ,oed- that night Jjust as they had for ages before, ,)vhispering thg same sad
‘ﬁen&buﬂdmé?am? Old trees that might have listened to their tales when‘the pyramids
s AR gates 95 trees whose parents of an equal age were rocked by breezes

~ thinkof all the: Eden, beaving perfume from the flowers Eve tended. Strange to.
B s of eachh)l:nges that the world has seen — its .ro.volutions, struggles, and the lit-
 and unheeding 4 o 00 life, while all the time these living monsters have been silently
its here a gy o0 from the carth and air their necded particles.  Just thiuk of

wi while Px.i-r tl_xfu-, was broken off when Jrsus died; hf:re a _ah.n.ving that waq
RS T lived, and that large limb perhaps was nourished in its earlier prinq

"% had funned the cheek of either BRuTuS. And then we lay beneq ¢y
A 2 ; i« A







