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The Doctor saw it, and wondered at
the abounding mercies of God. The
spinster saw it, and rejoiced at the weld-
ing of this new link in the chain of her
purposes. The village people all saw it,
and said among themselves, “ If he has
won her from the iniquities of the world,
he can win her for a wife, if he will.”

And the echoes of such speeches come,
as they needs must, to the ear of Rose,
without surprising her, so much do they
seem the echo of her own thought; and
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if her heart may droop a little under it,
she conceals it bravely, and abates no
jot in her abounding love for Adele.

] wish Phil were here,” she says in
the privacy of her home.

“So do I, darling,” says the mother,
and looks at her with a tender inquisi-
tiveness that makes the sweet girl flinch,
and affect for 2 moment a noisy gayety,
which is not in her heart.

Rose! Rose! are you not taking
wrong stitches again?

RODOLPHE TOPFFER,

THE GENEVESE CARICATURIST.

IN 1842 there appeared in New York

a little brockure with scarcely any let-
ter-press, which contained many pages
of the most humorous and spirited
sketches. Its title told the whole story,
namely : —

“ The Adventures of Mr. Obadial
Qldbuck : wherein are duly set forth the
Crosses, Chagrins, Calamities, Checks,
Chills, Changes, and Circumgyrations
by which his Conrtship was attended.
Showing also the Issue of his Suit, and
his Espoiesal to his Ladye-Love.”

Thousands laughed themselves to
tears, when looking at these grotesque,
yet lifelike pictures ; but scarcely one
knew the name of their author, M. Ro-
dolphe Tépffer, of Geneva, Switzerland.

Long before Mr. Oldbuck made his
appearance in America, he had been
the means of uniting in fast friendship
the great poetic giant of Germany, Goe-
the, and the modest Genevese carica-
turist. The least of M. Tépffer’s merit,
however, was his ability to handle the
pencil. As a humoristic, satiric, pathet-
ic, and wsthetic writer, he is unique in
the French language. His wonderful
genius was so pliable, that, while he
excelled in the power of catching the
warmest glow of Nature in those ex-

quisite descriptions with which his writ-
ings are filled, and while, with picture-
words, he could reproduce all the tender
beauty of a sunset in the Alps, or the
soft, singing gurgle of the mountain-
brook, no one better than he could also
portray every subtile shade and feature
of the human mind. He excelled in
analyzing character. His mental per-
ception was sympathetic and ready.
His mind-eye was so keen and so
piercing, that nothing could escape its
searching glance. The most insignifi-
cant attitude of the heart was not only
seen, but at once noted down and stud-
ied by him; and in its delicately skilful
dissection, Topfler comprehended the
whole of the individual. Hence his uni-
versality. In manner of thought, and
in style, his writings have traits which
remind one of Sterne, Addison, Charles
Lamb, Montaigne, Xavier de Maistre,
(the author of the famous “Voyage au-
tour de ma Chambre,”) and our own
Hawthorne.

It is just twenty-three years ago, that
Xavier de Maistre, being besieged by
publishers for another of his charm-
ing stories, answered, “ Before all, take
Tépffer, not me.” Previously to this,
a Swiss gentleman, while visiting Wei-
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mar, introduced to Goethe the comic se-
ries already referred to,” which Tdpffer
had merely thrown off in his hours of
leisure. Goethe at once sent over the
Alps for “Mr. Jabot,” “Mr. Pencil,”
¢« Mr. Crépin,” and “ Dr. Festus ”; and,
in the ¢ Kunst und Alterthum,” the great
poet expressed to his admiring circle of
friends his full appreciation of the un-
equalled ability and charming humor of
Topffer. He went still farther ; for, in
his favorite literary journal, he drew the
attention of all Germany to the merit
of the Genevese author.

In 1839, M. de Sainte-Beuve intro-
duced, with the highest eulogium, M.
Topffer to the wide and fastidious world
of French letters. Thus did the great-
est genius of Germany, the most cele-
brated modern romancer of Northern
Italy, and one of the first writers of
France stand godfathers to M. Topffer.
Their judgment did not misguide them ;
for, though Tapffer was not a litératenr
by profession, his few volumes stand
out in French literature like those gi-
gantic Alpine summits whose snow-
white purity is never dimmed by cloud-
shadows.

But I anticipate. Personal recollec-
tions become more interesting in pro-
portion to the distance of time which
intervenes between us and the death of
the loved and admired. Violets are not
gathered on a fresh-made grave ; and the
soil of Memory must have been moist-
ened with tears, before we can expect it
to yield its most cherished flowers.

As some of our author’s works, “Les
Nouvelles Génevoises,” and © Les Voy-
ages en Zig-Zag,” have attracted consid-
erable attention in the United States, a
sketch of his life and a mention of his
various writings will be acceptable to
American readers.

I was but a child when the name of
Topfier already had for me a significance
and a meaning which no other possess-
ed. I had a feeling of deepest regard
and veneration for him, as I would meet
him in the narrow streets of Geneva, or
in some of the shaded walks, which clasp,
like loving arms of Beauty, that bright
little city of Central Europe. His tall,
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commanding figure gave him an air of
dignity and patrician distinction ; which
latter was his by right. When he look-
ed at you from under the shadow of
his broad-brimmed hat, you felt in that
gaze there was power,—a something
which dropped from his eye into your
very heart, and made its home there.

But allow me to make a défour, and
call attention to that city where Tapffer
was born, and where society had such
an influence upon his creative mind.

No spot in all Europe has more
intrinsic importance than Switzerland.
Perched, as it is, amid inaccessible sum-
mits of intelléctual and of geographical
elevation, it remains the magnetic cen-
tre, towards which, from every part of
the world, the sympathies of people most
naturally converge. And Geneva— the
proud, miniature Republic —is to-day
what she has been for three long cen-
turies, the Mecca of Switzerland, a lu-
minous altar of freedom of thought and
of intellectual independence, from which
bold opinions have sprung and radiated,
and around which every son of Liberty
has rallied. The Republic of Geneva
stands alone in her celebrity. So small
a country that one morning’s drive em-
braces the whole of its territory, it can
yet boast of a nationality so deeply root-
ed, and of an individuality so strongly
marked, that no foreign invasion and
no foreign contact have ever been able
to impair them.

It is impossible, even for the most
superficial reader of history, to over-
look that great array of names which
made the last years of the eighteenth
century so illustrious in Europe. Among
them it is equally impossible not to rec-
ognize those which Geneva so proudly
furnished. Theology, Natural Science,
Philology, Morals, Intellectual Philos-
ophy, and Belles- Lettres, —all these
branches are admirably represented, and
bend down with their luxuriant weight
of fruit. The native land of such men
as Bonnet, De Saussure, De Candolle,
Calandrini, Hubert, Rousseau, Sismon-
di, Necker, has nothing to covet from
other countries. Still Geneva became
the foster-mother of many great men.
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Calvin she took from his own Picar-
dy. Theodore Agrippa d’Aubigné, the
grandfather of Madame de Maintenon,
and ancestor of Merle d’Aubigné, the
truest friend of Henry IV, Geneva hon-
ored as if her own son. Voltaire so loved
Geneva that there he had a residence as
well as at Ferney, and sang with enthu-
siasm of blue Lake Leman, “Mon lac
est le premier.” Madame de Staél was
born of Swiss parents in Paris, but her
childhood and many of her mature years
were spent in charming Coppet, where
the waters of the lake lave the shores
within the boundary of the Canton of
Geneva. Sismondi was a native of Ge-
neva, and under the influence of Ma-
dame de Staél, and inspired by his visits
to Italy, resolved to devote himself to
the past glories of the land of his an-
cestors. It was in the city of Geneva
that he first delivered those lectures on
“The Literature of Southern Europe,”
which, in book-form, are so well known
to every civilized nation. Benjamin Con-
stant, another Genevese, was a kindred
spirit, who shared with Madame de Sta¢l
a delightful and profitable intimacy. Du-
mont, (s highly eulogized by Lord Mac-
aulay,) the friend of Mirabeau and of
Jeremy Bentham, was also of Geneva.
De Candolle and his son gave to sci-
ence their arduous labors. De la Rive
in Chemistry, Pictet in Electrology, and
Merle d’Aubigné in History, Gaussen
and Malan in Theology, and many oth-
ers, not unknown to fame, might be men-
tioned as continuing the list of distin-
guished names that testify to the intel-
lectual supremacy of Geneva.

Here, in our own day, what sons of
Fame have gone to linger near a society
so congenial! Byron tells us that his
life was purer at Geneva than that which
he led elsewhere. Here, amidst the
scenes consecrated by Milton nearly
two centuries before, Shelley delighted
to dream away his summer hours. He
loved to go forth on the pellucid surface
of “clear, placid Leman,” there to drink
in the soft beauties of the shores, or to
gaze upon the distant sublimities of
Mont Blane. Here Sir Humphry Dayy
came, after his Southern tour, and “laid
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him down to die.” Wordsworth found
here the graces of his Westmoreland
home wedded to a grandeur which real-
ized the loftiest conception of his mind.
At Geneva, to-day, is found that noble
son of France and devoted friend of
America, the Count Agénor de Gaspa-
rin.

Here, too, have members of the roy-
al and noble houses of Europe come to
be wooed by those waters whose “crys-
tal face” Byron calls

““The mirror where the stars and mountains view
The stillness of their aspect,”

The late Charles Albert, the hero King
of Sardinia, was educated at Geneva.
More than once did the future benefac-
tor and monarch of Northern Italy stray
along the road to Lausanne, or float in
his little shallop on the side of Bellevue,
whence he could look upon that pretti-
est of summer residences, Pregny, and
at night could listen to the trills of the
nightingales, which sing with a tender~
ness peculiar to the Valley of Geneva.
At Pregny lived Josephine, whose Im-
perial spouse had driven away from Sar-
dinia the members of the House of Sa-
voy. But Time is a wonderful magi-
cian, and to-day near beautiful Pregny
the nephew of Europe’s great conquer-
or and conquered and the grand-daugh-
ter of Charles Albert have their own
villa. The favorite residence of the late
Grand Duchess Constantine of Russia
was La Boissiere, in the Canton of Ge-
neva, and on the road to Chamouny,
not far from the house of Sismondi.
The late Duchess de Broglie, the daugh-
ter of Madame de Stagl, lived during
the winter in the street St. Antoine,
near where M. Tépffer had his house,
and in the summer at Coppet. Not far
from her, at Genthod, resided that gen-
tle daughter of America, the Baroness
Rumpf, still remembered in New York
as the daughter of John Jacob Astor.
The Duchess de Broglie and the Bar-
oness Rumpf are rare instances of the
truest Christian womanhood in exalted
stations.— But a whole magazine arti-
cle would not suffice to give a list of
the great, the noble, and the gifted who



1365.]

have sojourned for a time in the city of
Geneva.

Yet, if Geneva has borrowed some of
the great of other countries, she has
amply repaid the debt. She sent her
Casaubon to the court of James I. of
England, to be the defender of the faith.
Later, she lent to England her De
Lolme, who added to his distinguished
political acumen such affluent philologi-
cal knowledge, that he wrote one of the
best works ever written on the British
Constitution in the English and the
French languages. She lent to Russia
Le Fort, the famous general and admi-
ral, the counsellor of Peter the Great,
the originator of the Russian navy,
and the founder of that army out of
which grew the forces that defeated
Charles XII. at Pultowa. During the
tempestuous days which signalized the
downfall of a monarchy, and while
France was rent asunder by the mad
upheavings of an infuriated populace,
Necker was called to the head of the
finances. After five years of indefati-
gable probity, and when his services
had enlisted the profound gratitude of
the doomed king, he was compelled to
quit Paris. Recalled again, and again
dismissed, his final departure was the
signal for a general outbreak, which re-
sulted in the taking of the Bastille and
the overthrow of the House of Capet.
Albert Gallatin she gave to the United
States. How curious it is to trace the
life of this son of Geneva! Graduating
with honors at his native university, he
‘came to America in 1780,was commander
of a small fort at Machias while Maine
was still Massachusetts, was teacher in
Harvard University, filled high places
under the government of Pennsylvania;
elected Senator to Congress from that
State, (but vacating his seat because
his residence had not been sufficiently
long to qualify him,) Secretary of the
Treasury under Jefferson, Envoy Ex-
traordinary to sign the Treaty of Ghent,
and for seven years Minister Plenipoten-
tiary to France. He was offered the
Secretaryship of State by Madison, a
place in the Cabinet by Monroe, and
was selected by the dominant party as
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a candidate for the second office in the
gift of the American people. All of
these last three proffered honors he re-
fused, and passed the remainder of his
long life in the genial pursuits of litera-
ture.

If Geneva has been the fireside of
learning and of belles-lettres, it has not
been less the home of the fine arts,
Petitot, the celebrated painter on enam-
el, has handsomely paid his share to
the ¢hefs-d’wnvres of the seventeenth
century. While enjoying the capricious
favors of Charles I. at Whitehall, where
he had his lodgings, he worked on some
of those perfect portraits which to-day
have their place in the Louvre, and
which for ages must remain the tri-
umphs of minutely finished, expressive
Art. Nor is the little Republic poor in
contemporaneous artistic talent. Pra-
dier was born and grew up in presence
of Mont Blanc, whose sublime gran-
deur may well inspire the dreams of
the sculptor and ennoble him. Calame,
Diday, and Hubert in landscape paint-
ing, and Hornung in historical paint-
ing, (widely known by his “Death of
John Calvin,”) are all sons of Geneva,
Thalberg, the musician, is a native of
Geneva.

The habitual companionship of mas-
ter minds must necessarily exert an
immediate and irresistible influence up-
on the rapid growth of thoughts and
ideas in the young. And it is not to be
wondered at that those who from their
earliest infancy have had the readiest
access to such a companionship, and
who have most fully imbibed that influ-
ence, retain through the after-years of
life a strength and a boldness of origi-
nality essentially opposed to the hesi-
tating timidity of less favored individ-
uals. In a society like that of Gene-
va, where family traditions are jealously
cherished as a part of the national his-
tory, and where every family has its
importance and its well-defined place,
the memory of distinguished men can-
not perish, but is handed down from
father to son, as a portion of the state
patrimony. Every little boy, as he
plays in the street, feels that he has rea-
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son to be proud that he is a Genevese,
It was with such sentiments and un-
der such auspices that Topffer glided
through the years of childhood. He
drank deep at the fountain of inspira-
tion unawares, and manhood found him
ready to follow those who beckoned to
him from the pages of history.

Rodolphe Tépffer was born at Gene-
va on the seventeenth day of February,
1799. As his name indicates, he was
of German descent; but his family had
resided so many years in French Swit-
zerland that he could no longer be
claimed by the land of Schiller and Goe-
the, though it was said that one of his
most distinctive literary characteristics
was like that of Mozart in music,— that
he blended the deep, warm feeling of
Germany with the light and elegant
graces of Southern Europe.

Americans who have visited the pub-
lic Gallery of Art, known in Geneva as
the Musée Rath, will perhaps recall a
small, but very spirited, winter-scene,
painted in oil, and which bears the
name of Topffer. This picture is by
the father of Rodolphe. M. Tapffer
le pére was the first of that long list
of Swiss painters who became devoted
students of Nature. The names of
Calame, Diday, (Calame’s master,) and
Hubert are now known throughout the
world ; and that of Calame stands among
the first in the rank of eminent living
landscape painters. They are worthy
successors of the father of Rodolphe
Tépfter, who was peculiarly happy in
rendering the mountain-scenes of Sa-
voy, and in portraying those picturesque
and attractive episodes of peasant-life
entitled “The Village Wedding,” * The
Fair in Winter,” etc., etc.

There are but few incidents to record
of Tépfler fils. It is in his writings
mostly that he is to be found. Else-
where he is only passing by ; but zkere
he dwells and shines in full radiance.
His life was so quietly modest, so tran-
quil and far removed from the tumultu-
ous preoccupations which belong to a
fashionable society, it was so simple
and pure, that the biographer is at a
loss to find any striking event that may
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give it an outward coloring. 'When on-
ly a child, as he so charmingly tells us
in his inimitable pages of the ¢ Presby-
tere,” he devoured books, all sorts of
books, — indeed, all the books he could
get hold of in his uncle’s well-stocked
library. And many an hour of his sun-
ny boyhood did he pass at the window
in the house where he was born, gazing
dreamily at the mullions, arches, and
fretted work of the old Cathedral, or at
the distant flight of the swallows, while
in his mind he dwelt upon some bril-
liant sa#/iie of Montaigne or Rabelais.
His marked fondness for sketching
showed itself in numerous and pictu-
resque outlines, all of which bore the
unmistakable stamp of talent, and fore-
told in the exuberance of the boy-fancy
what the man would be. Happily for
him, happily for us who are allowed to
gather up the crumbs of art and author-
ship which fell from his ample store,
Topffer enjoyed the very best and most
propitious advantages which in any
country can bless childhood. He was
born in the lap of a society daintily
intellectual and fastidiously cultivated.
His very first impressions were those of
refinement. His very first steps were
directed towards culture. There was no
arid waste around him, and he had not
to cut his way through the newly broken
furrows of a young civilization. He was
taken by the hand of Genius at the very
outset of his career, and was never allow-
ed to falter ; for in the successive crea-
tions of his pencil and of his pen there
is the same fulness of imagination, the
same delicacy of observation, the same
exquisite perfection of analysis. He
seems to have understood so well the
power of his mind, that he never ven-
tured beyond his depth, but sustained
himself through all his years of author-
ship with the same grace and elegance.

And nowhere could he have better
artistic encouragement and emulation
than in his native city. We do not
remember who said that “in Geneva
every child is born an artist,” but the
statement would bear investigation.
Talent as well as taste for drawing and
painting is almost universal, and be-
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longs as well to the poor as to the
rich. It may not be well known that
De Candolle, the celebrated and untir-
ing Genevese botanist, made use, in a
course of lectures, of a valuable collec-
tion of tropical American plants, in-
trusted to his care by a Spanish bota-
nist. Unfortunately, the herbarium was
needed by its owner sooner than ex-
pected, and Professor De Candolle was
requested to send it back. This he
stated to his audience, with many a re-
gret for so irreparable a loss. But some
of the ladies present at once offered to
copy the whole collection in one week.
This was done. The drawings, “filling
thirteen folio volumes, and amounting
in number to eight hundred and sixty,
were accurately executed by one hun-
dred and fourteen women-artists in the
time specified.” In most cases the prin-
cipal parts of the plants alone were col-
ored ; the rest was only pencilled with
great accuracy. Where is the other
city of the same size in which such a
number of amateur lady-artists could
be found? One of these very draw-
ings, having been accidentally dropped
in the street, was picked up by a little
girl ten years old, and was returned to
De Candolle, copied by the child ; and
it is no blemish to the collection.

The son of an artist, Tépfler found
his own career ready made, and stepped
into it with all the instincts of his Art-
loving nature. His few early paintings
are full of promise. But the young
artist was not destined to distinguish
himself in his chosen carcer. A dis-
ease of the eyes compelled him to give
up his favorite pursuit. His brush, still
warm from the passionate ardor with
which it had been grasped, was broken
and thrown away. Tépffer lamented all
his life long the privation that was thus
forced upon him. Art, as a profession,
was closed against his eager ambition ;
yet he loved Art, and lived for it. Hap-
pily for him, he was still in the complete
possession of all his hopes and illusions,
Happily for him, he was young ; and,
without being discouraged by his great
disappointment, he turned the bent of
his mind study-ward. Tépffer became
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a close student of human nature. He
took to analyzing it instinctively, as the
bird takes to the air. He was more
than a dreamer, though the charming
dreams which we have from him make
us half regret, perhaps, that he did
something else besides dreaming. He
says, in his story, ¢ La Bibliothéque de
mon Oncle,” — “ The man who does
not enjoy dreaming his time away is
but an automaton, who travels from life
to death like a locomotive rushing from
Manchester to Liverpool. A whole
summer spent in this listless manner
does not seem @z frop in a refined edu-
cation. It is even probable that one
such summer would not prove enough
to produce a great man. Socrates
dreamed his time away for years. Rous-
seau did the same till he was forty years
old; La Fontaine — his whole life,
And what a charming mode of working
is that science of losing time!”

But, either dreaming or working,
Topfer knew well what he was capa-
ble of;; and without impatience, without
restlessness, he awaited the future, con-
soling himself with the sentiment he
expresses so well in the following sen-
tence : — “What can be said of those
beardless poets who dare to sing at that
age, when, if they were true poets, they
would not have too much in their whole
being with which to fz¢Z, and to inhale
silently, those perfumes which later only
they may know how to diffuse in their
verse? There are precocious math-
ematicians ; but precocious poets —
unever.”

Topfler was right. Life is the true
poet. [Its teachings drop in tears, and
the heart receives them kneeling, and
is in no hurry to babble to the world
all their silent beauty.

If Topffer studied, it was not alone.
He had devoted himself to the serious
task of education. His pupils, mostly
the sons of wealthy Englishmen and
Russians, together with a few lads from
France, Italy, and America, served only
to widen his family circle. His relation
to them was charming, As an authority,
he used the most winning persuasion.
He respected the mental individuality
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even of a child, and would use his ad-
mirable tact in kindly encouraging ev-
ery indication of talent, which, from want
of a sufficient self-reliance or of a time-
ly care, was hiding itself. Year after
year, in vacation-time, Tépfler left the
city with his thirty or forty young com-
panions, and with them he travelled on
foot through the mountains and around
the lakes of Switzerland, — sometimes
pushing in the track of Agassiz over
glacier billows, sometimes wandering
far down upon the fertile plains of
Lombardy and Venetia, These were al-
ways most delightful excursions, when
the ordinary halt became a common en-
joyment, not only from the fun-loving
spirit of the master, but also for the
promise of future illustrations. After
the return home, during the long winter
evenings, Tépfler took either his pen
or his pencil, and, with his pupils, re-
gathered from their memoranda and
drawings their summer impressions and
adventures. Then he made his paper
laugh with the spirited and piquant
sketches which all know who have
peeped into the “Voyages en Zig-Zag.”
Thus his fireside amusements have be-
come those of the world. The “Voy-
ages en Zig-Zag,” before his death, were
already classic in France. The richest
luxury of type, paper, and illustration
has not been spared, and edition after
edition is scattered in Europe from the
Neva to the Tagus. In the *“Voyages”
we find the most correct delineation, in
words and sketches, of the peculiarities
and glories of Alp-land. The exquisite
French of this work has never yet found
a translator,

His early style had something so
fresh and so quaint that it can be ac-
counted for only by going to the books
which Topffer studied. His &7 ma-
jores were Montaigne and Amyot, and
Paul Louis Courier, a learned Hellenis-
tic scholar, as well as vivacious writer
of the French Revolution and of the
first Empire. For Montaigne Topffer
cherished the highest admiration. In
his “Reflections and Short Disquisi-
tions upon Art,” (Réflexions et Menus
Propos,) he thus tersely sums up the

Rodolphe Tiopffer.

[November,

excellency of the French philosopher:
— “ Thinker full of probity and grace ;
philosopher so much the greater by that
which he said he did not know than by

‘that which he thought he knew.” In

our own language, Shakspeare was his
favorite author. M. de Sainte-Beuve
says, “Topffer was sworn to Shak-
speare,” and adds that the works of
Hogarth first taught the Genevese writ-
er to appreciate Shakspeare, Richard-
son, and Fielding. ’

Besides possessing the ability to con-
vey instruction to others, Topffer was a
fine classical scholar. With two other
literary gentlemen, he published some
excellent editions of the Greek classics,
which he enriched with notes. All these
qualifications marked him as the man
for a still higher position. Accordingly,
in 1832, when only thirty-three, he was
appointed Professor of Belles-Lettres in
the College of Geneva. At the same
time, while discharging faithfully his du-
ties in the College, he conducted, aid-
ed by tutors, his little pension, now so
well known by the “Voyages en Zig-
Zag.”?

It was in the midst of these various
occupations that Tépffer took his recrea-
tion in contributing to the literary pe-
riodicals of Geneva superior essays on
Art, and many of those charming stories
which to-day delight us in the collection
entitled “Les Nouvelles Génevoises.”
He also wrote for political journals.
But what made him first known outside
those communities where the French
tongue is spoken were his humoristic
sketches. They were not thrown off
from his fertile and genial hand for
gain or for renown. From childhood,
under the influence of artistic example
at home, and of his admiration of Ho-
garth, he had acquired a remarkable
skill in graphically delineating whatever
his close observation of men prompted.
Like Hogarth, his artist-wit, his fun,
and his moral teachings took the shape
of series. These were handed around
the circle of his intimate friends; yet
he had thoughts only of his own amuse-
ment and of that of his companions, and
did not contemplate offering them to the
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public. It was at the urgency of Goe-
the that he gave them to the world.
In 1842, as we stated before, “ M.
Vieux Bois” (Mr. Oldbuck) appeared
in the United States ; and the following
year, 1843, “ M. Cryptogame,” under the
name of “Bachelor Butterfly,” (by no
means so amusing or so full of hits for
America as some other sketches,) de-
lighted the Transatlantic reader.
Visitors to Geneva had their atten-
tion drawn to the “Voyages en Zig-
Zag " as soon as it was published ; and
in 1841 “Les Nouvelles Génevoises ”
took the literary and artistic world of
Paris by surprise. These simple graph-
ic stories gained the hearts of thou-
sands. French tourists and French art-
ists sought the basin of Lake Leman,
the wild passes of the Vallée de Trient,
the Lac de Gers, the Col d’Anterne, and
the Deux Scheidegg, wooed thither by
the picturesque pages of Tapffer. The
“ Presbyttre,” a fresh story in the epis-
tolary form, not long after crossed the
Jura, and amidst the artificial, heated
literature of Paris, appeared as reviv-
ing as a bracing morning in the Alps.
In this modest way M. Tépffer was
unconsciously building up his Europe-
an reputation. The warp of his talent
is the richest of humor blended with
woman-like sensibility and tenderness.
Fanciful, but never exaggerated, he
stands before us an amiable philoso-
pher, whose heart is large enough to
comprehend and to pity the frailties of
human nature, yet whose spotless pu-
rity serves as a beacon-light on the
wreck-strewn shore of human passions.
He has not the exaltation nor the ardent
vehemence of Rousseau, neither has he
the sentimental *morbidity of Xavier de
Maistre. On the contrary, he is always
true and always simple, and he remains
within the bounds of emotion which the
family circle allows. This must be ac-
counted for by the peaceful life which he
led, (a life so different from that of his
French literary brothers,) as well as by
the beneficial influence of the society in
which he resided. That society, though
cultivated and liberal, has, in contrast
with that of France, remained pure. It
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retains as its birthright a certain name-
less innocence, unknown in the polish-
ed French circles a few leagues beyond.
M. de Sainte-Beuve wonders at this,
and asks, — “ Is it that man is kept pure
and good by the magnificent beauties in
which Nature rocks him there from his
babyhood ? Is it that the heart be-
comes awed in presence of that sublime
calm of Nature, and, before he is aware
of it, the passions have transformed
themselves into a religious adoration 2 ”

But the true source of the Genevese
author’s purity was apart from, though
deeply influenced by Nature. He was
a man of principle and of religious
faith. Tépfler had but to gaze into his
own heart to find all the sweet, the
graceful, and the fresh poetry of ‘his
country. His untiring and patient ob-
servation of Nature is the secret of his
power as a writer. He disdained noth-
ing, for nothing seemed too small for
him. Nature, in none of its phases,
could appear insignificant to his fertile
and mellow soul. When he could not
soar in the high regions of contemplative
philosophy, he stooped as low as the
little child whose rosy cheek he patted,
and who then became to him a teacher
and a study. An insect crawling on a
leaf,—a bit of grass bringing the joy
of its short life around the stones of
the pavement, —a cloud floating over
the meadows, — a murmur of voices in
the air, — the wings of a butterfly, or
the thundering of the storm above the
lake, —all and everything was the do-
main where his genial disposition reap-
ed so plentiful a harvest of rare graces
and smiles. ‘ 7

When Tépffer abandoned his brushes
for his pen, it seems that the vision of
his mind became intensified, and he
began to study man as minutely as he
had studied Nature. He became a moral
portrait-painter, in the same way as his
illustrious townsmen, Calame and Di-
day, were landscape painters, To ana-
lyze and to describe became the occu-
pation he most delighted in; and the
more minute the analysis and the more
subtile the description, the more also
was he pleased with it.
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Topfler’s writings are eminently mor-
al. There are few works in French
literature in which the moral aspira-
tion is so alive and the worship of duty
so eloquently advocated. In reading
them one feels that the writer did not
step beyond his own sentiments, that
he did not borrow convictions, that he
did not affect the austerity of a stolen
creed. He writes as he feels, and he
feels rightly, — never forgetting to re-
main indulgent, even when he appears
most unbendingly severe. Then to it
all he adds an inexhaustible cheerful-
ness. His mind wears no dark-colored
glasses ; it is strong and healthy enough
to bear the dazzling effulgence of the
sun. Topfler was a joyous man. If he
so rapidly seized the ridiculous, it was
through his love of fun; but while he
laughed at others, so kind and genial
was he ever that he made others join
and' laugh with him also.

We said that his genius was univer-
sal. He is eminently so in his artistic
creations. Take, forinstance, his unique
comic sketches and compare them with
those of other leading caricaturists. Our
impression must be that none are like
his. Leech, Doyle, and Gavarni have
attained a reputation which the world
acknowledged long ago, and which no
one would dare dispute ; yet they differ
entirely from the Genevese caricaturist.
“Oldbuck”? (. Vienx Bois) is as uni-
versal as music or Shakspeare, and be-
longs to no one country in particular.
All of Leech’s pretty women, his “ Mr.
Briggs ” and his * Frederick Augus-
tus,” with his * Aaww” and other swell
words and airs, are all unmistakably
English. They could have been born
on no other soil than England. It re-
quires an Englishman, or an American
familiar with English fashions and foi-
bles, to appreciate them, The German,
the Frenchman, the Spaniard, the Ital-
ian, or the Russian, could no more un-
derstand them without a previous ini-
tiation, or study and experience of Eng-
lish manners, than they could speak
English without long application and
practice. The same may be said of
Richard Doyle’s famous “ Foreign Tour
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of Messrs. Brown, Jones, and Robin-
son.” Here we have an irresistible se-
ries of sketches, depicting what the fa-
mous trio saw, what they said, and what
they did, in Belgium, Switzerland, and
Italy. The interest of that work lies in
an intense expression of English nation-
ality, carried everywhere by the three
Englishmen. Their mishaps and adven-
tures are exactly such as every Amer-
ican has witnessed a thousand times,
when some of his cousins from the
fast-anchored isle have visited him. Ga-
varni, though freer with his pencil than
either Doyle or Leech, is still as much
of a Parisian as Albert Smith was a
Londoner. Every one of his spirited
sketches is intensely French, and, above
all, Parisian. To a person who knew
nothing of Paris, who had never been
in Paris, and who was not somewhat a#
Jfait with the gay and triste, the splen-
did and squalid, the brilliant and une-
qual society there, these sketches would
be meaningless. Again, Gavarni’s pic-
tures are not series. He does not de-
velop his heroes and heroines. He does
not make us feel for them in their mis-
haps. We do not laugh wiz% them, as
we would with friends or acquaintances,
but we laugh @/ them. We do not once
recognize ourselves in them. His por-
traits stand before us, but we gaze at
them as we would at some half-civilized
creatures, with curiosity more than with
mirth ; and while we admire and ac-
knowledge the truthfulness of the sketch,
we do not desire to have any familiarity
or contact with the individuals repre-
sented. Furthermore, Gavarni is more
limited than Doyle, by making the
“Sweep,” the “Rag-Picker,” the “ Gri-
sette,”’ tell his or her-own story; and
what each one says is necessary to the
comprehension of the person before you.
But very different is Topffer. He' pos-
sesses, with the funny conception of
Leech and Doyle, a freer pictorial con-
ception than either; and holds a pencil
that is more at command than Gavarni’s.
In his single outlines, often of the rudest
kind, there is the very rollicking of free-
dom, the exact hitting of traits and char-
acter. He dashes down his creation
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with the quickness of thought, and with
as much confidence that Messrs, Old-
buck, Crépin, and Jabot will leap into
the very existence he wishes them to
assume, as Giotto had, when, with a
single sweep of his arm, he drew his
magic circle. It may be objected, that
the comparison between the two Eng-
lishmen and the two Continentals is
hardly equal. Doyle and Leech lost,
doubtless, much of their freedom by
drawing with hard pencils upon box
for the wood-engraver. Téipffer and
Gavarni swept the soft, yielding crayon
over the lithographer’s stone, and hence
we have the very conception of the art-
ists in their sketches.

The whole Continent roared over
“ M. Vieux Bois,” then England be-
gan to laugh, and finally America. Yet
“ M. Vieux Bois” was only the por-
trait of a foolish old bachelor in love.
Though born in Geneva, he was neither
Swiss nor French, neither English nor
American ; he was simply human. He
exemplifies Topffer’s universality.

I have already mentioned the “Nou-
velles Génevoises,” the “Voyages en
Zig-Zag,” and the “Presbytére.” But
it is not possible to quote from them.
Before pages so lively and so pictu-
resquely effective, one feels embarrass-
ed in selecting any particular portion,
lest another should be left unnoticed,—
like the child, who, being told that he
may help himself to choice flowers, feels
afraid that he will not take those he
most wants, and, in his hesitation, dares
not so much as untie the bouquet. The
reader must choose for himself. He can
accompany the amiable philosopher in
his summer excursions, take the Al-
pine-stock, and with him visit the moun-
tain solitudes, or linger around the blue
lakes — those air-hung forget-me-nots
—which gem the highest valleys of
Switzerland.

His remaining works, published in
book-form, are “ Rosa et Gertrude,” and
the * Réflexions et Menus Propos d’un
Peintre Génevois, ou Essai sur le Beau
dans les Arts.”

“Rosa et Gertrude,” given to the pub-
lic a short time before his death, is con-
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sidered by some as holding the first
place in Tépffer’s works of imagination.
It is a touching story of two orphan
girls, deeply attached to each other, one
of whom, deceived and maltreated by
the world, receives that kind and Chris-
tian charity “which thinketh no evil”
from M. Bernier, the good old clergy-
man, who is the guardian of Rosa and
Gertrude, as well as the narrator of
their simple history. In this book Topf-
fer has abandoned the humoristic, his
ordinary vein in his short stories, and
in taking up the more serious mode of
treating his characters has succeeded
so well that Albert Aubert of Paris, in
his criticism, says, “In ‘Rosa and Ger-
trude’® M. Tépffer has surpassed him-
self”; and yet it is not so characteristic
as his other writings.

However, that one of M. Topffer’s
works which, it seems to me, is des-
tined to live longest in the future, is
his “ Réflexions et Menus Propos,” etc.,
— ¢ Reflections and Short Disquisitions
on Art.”” Here are the results of twelve
years’ meditations on Art, by one who
et Art in his inmost soul, and who un-
derstood its practice as well as its the-
ory. In this work we find a Ruskin
without dogmatism, uncertainty, or man-
worship. If Topffer had written sev-
eral volumes on his favorite subject, we
should not find him, in each succeeding
tome, taking back what he had said in
the first. He studied, reflected, rewrote,
and then waited patiently for years be-
fore he committed his mature judgment
to the perpetuity of print. Long before
Ruskin’s first volume appeared, Topf-
fer’s “ Réflexions et Menus Propos”
had commanded the admiration of the
best writers and artists of the Continent.
As an @sthetic and philosophic work, it
is of the highest value. Pearls of thought
and beauty are dropped on every side.
It is relieved by fanciful episodes; and
yet the whole book starts from and plays
around a stick of India ink! It is not
merely a volume in which the profes-
sional artist can gain great advantage,
but one by which the general reader is
fascinated as well as instructed. The
former may discern its scope and its
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importance in the felicity with which
Topffer illustrates the true aim of Art,
as being the expression, the idealization,
and not the rigid copy of Nature. He
maintains that Nature should be the
only teacher, and that we are to be wed-
ded to no man’s mannerism.

It is to be hoped that some day the
“Réflexions et Menus Propos” may
be rendered into English by one fully
acquainted, not only with French, but
with the philosophic and the @sthetic
writings of France. Ifthe late Bayle St.
John (whose knowledge of the French
language and manner of thought was
so thorough) had possessed the finished
style of the author of “Six Months in
Italy,” he would have been the very man
to have introduced M. Tépffer’s works
to English readers.

Whoever reads the works which I
have thus briefly mentioned will re-
gret that so genial and gifted a man as
M. Tépffer should have been so soon
snatched away from earth. Itis rare to
find in any author’s or artist’s life such
calm happiness as that which smiled
over his existence. Fame did not spoil
him ; and if he lived long enough to win
it, he died too soon to enjoy it.

The last two years of M. Tépffer’s
life were years of continual suffering,
through which his amiable cheerfulness
never faltered. When he was told by
his physicians that he could not recov-
er, as if he thought only of alleviating
the sorrow of those who loved him, he
did not give way for one hour to im-
pressions of sadness, and his private
journal alone received the confidence of
the keen regret he felt in taking fare-
well of his young wife and his lovely
children. To the very last day of his
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life his friends found him in the even-
ing surrounded by his family, and even
then handling the pencil for their amuse-
ment and his own.

On Sundays, Calame dined with him ;
and we may imagine what a brilliant
coloring of thought must have charac-
terized the conversation of these two
sympathetic men.

In 1844, when M. Tipffer had just
concluded his romance of “Rosa et
Gertrude,” his disease took an alarm-
ing turn, and he became aware that he
was fast drawing to the close of his
earthly voyage. After two repeated vis-
its to the French watering-place of
Vichy, he returned to Geneva. Towards
the end of the following winter he was
obliged to abandon those duties which
hitherto had been to him so pure an en-
joyment. Unable now to write, he tried
painting, which, it will be remember-
ed, he had given up in early manhood.
Leaning heavily forward in his chair, his
easel before him, he painted with an en-
thusiasm which was the last of his life.
But that diversion could not be kept
up long, and he was soon compelled to
sit motionless, awaiting his release.

On the morning of the 8th of June,
1846, consoled by the hopes of the Chris-
tian, he expired. On the 14th he was
followed to his final resting-place by
the whole city, among whom were those
who in him had lost their friend, their
colleague, and their master. His re-
mains sleep in the cemetery of Plain-
palais, which he has so graphically de-
scribed in “La Peur”; but his memory
and his works still live in the minds of
his countrymen, and his fame is daily
widening, wherever the good, the true,
and the beautiful are appreciated.



