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HISTORIC NOTES OF LIFE AND LETTERS IN MASSACHU-
SETTS.

TuE ancient manners were giving
way. There grew a certain tenderness
on the people, not hefore remarked.
Children had been repressed and kept
in the background ; now they were con-
sidered, cosseted and pampered. I re-
call the remark of a witty physician
who remembered the hardships of his
own youth; he said, “It was a misfor-
tune to have been born when children
were nothing, and to live till men were
nothing.”

There are always two parties, the
party of the Past and the party of the
Future; the Establishment and the
Movement. At times, the resistance is
reanimated ; the schism runs under the
world, and appears in Literature, Philos-
ophy, Church, State, and social cus-
toms. It is not easy to date these eras
of activity with any precision, but in
this region one made itself remarked,
say, in 1820 and the twenty years fol-
lowing.

It seemed a war between intellect
and affection; a crack in nature, which
split every church in Christendom into
Papal and Protestant, Calvinism into
Old and New schools, Quakerism into
Old and New; brought new divisions
in politics, as the new conscience touch-
ing temperance and slavery. The key
to the period appeared to be that the
mind had become aware of itself. Men
grew reflective and intellectual. There
was a new consciousness. The former
generations acted under the belief that
a shining social prosperity was the be-
atitude of man, and sacrificed uniformly
the citizen to the State. The modern
mind believed that the nation existed
for the individual, for the guardianship
and education of every man. This idea,
roughly written in revolutions and na-
tional movements, in the mind of the
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philosopher had far more precision ; the
individual is the world.

This perception is a sword such as
was never drawn before. It divides and
detaches bone and marrow, soul and
body ; yea, almost the man from himself.
It is the age of severance, of dissocia-
tion, of freedom, of analysis, of detach-
ment. HEvery man for himself. The
public speaker disclaims speaking for
any other ; he answers only for himself.
The social sentiments are weak; the
sentiment of patriotism is wealk ; vener-
ation is low ; the natural affections fee-
bler than they were. People grow
philosophical about native land and par-
ents and relations. There is an univer-
sal resistance to ties and ligaments once
supposed essential to civil society. The
new race is stiff, heady and rebellious ;
they arve fanatics in freedom; they hate
tolls, taxes, turnpikes, banks, hierarch-
ies, governors; almost the laws. They
have a neck of unspeakable tenderness ;
it winces at a hair. They rebel against
theological as against political dogmas ;
against mediation, or saints, or any no-
bility in the unseen.

The age tends to solitude. The as-
sociation of the time is accidental and
momentary and hypoeritical, the detach-
ment intrinsic and progressive. The
association is for power, merely, — for
means ; the end being the enlargement
and independency of the individual.
Anciently, society was in the course of
things. There was a Sacred Band, a
Theban Phalanx. There can be none
now. College classes, military corps,
or trades-unions may fancy themselves
indissoluble for a moment, over their
wine; but it is a painted hoop, and has
no girth. The age of arithmetic and of
criticism has set in. The structures of
old faith in every department of society
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a few centuries have sufficed to destroy.
Astrology, magie, palmistry, are long
gone. The very last ghost is laid. De-
monology is on i's last legs. Preroga-
tive, government, goes to pieces day by
day. Europe is strewn with wrecks;
a constitution once a week. In social
manners and merals the revolution is
just as evident. In the law courts,
crimes of fraud lave taken the place of
crimes of force. The stockholder has
stepped into the place of the warlike
baron. The nobles shall not any longer,
as feudal lords, bave power of life and
death over the churls, but now, in an-
other shape, as capitalists, shall in all
love and peace cat them up as before.
Nay, government itself becomes the re-
sort of those whom government was in-
vented to restrain. ¢ Are there any
brigands on the road?” inquired the
traveler in France. ¢ Oh, no; set your
heart at rest on that point,” said the
landlord ; “what should these fellows
keep the highway for, when they can
fob just as effeciually, and much more
at their ease, in the bureaus of office?”

In literature the effect has appeared
in the decided tendency of criticism.
The most remarkable literary work of
the age has for iis hero and subject
precisely this introversion: I mean the
poem of Faust. In philosophy, Imman-
uel Kant has made the best catalogue
of the human faculties and the best
analysis of the mind. In science the
French savant, exact, pitiless, with ba-
rometer, crucible. chemie test, and caleu-
lus in hand, travels into all nooks and
islands, to weigh, to analyze, and report.
And chemistry, which is the analysis of
matter, has taught us that we eat gas,
drink gas, tread on gas, and are gas.
The same decomposition has changed
the whole face c¢f physies; the like in
all arts, modes. Authority falls in
Church, College, Courts of law, Facul-
ties, Medicine. lixperiment is credible;
antiquity is grown ridiculous.

It marked itself by a certain predom-
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inance of the intellect in the balance of
powers. The warm swart Barth-spirit
which made the strength of past ages,
mightier than it knew, with instinets in-
stead of science, like a mother yielding
food from her own breast instead of
preparing it through chemic and culina-
ry skill, —warm negro ages of senti-
ment and vegetation,—all gone; an-
other hour had struck and other forms
arose. Instead of the social existence
which all shared, was now separation.
Every one for himself; driven to find
all his resources, hopes, rewards, society
and deity within himself.

The young men were born with
knives in their brain; a tendency to in-
troversion, self-dissection, anatomizing
of motives. The popular religion of our
fathers had received many severe shocks
from the new times: from the Armin-
ians, which was the current name of the
backsliders from Calvinism, sixty years
ago; then from the English philosophic
theologians, Hartley and Priestley and
Belsham, the followers of Locke; and
then, I should say, much later, from the
slow but extraordinary influence of Swe-
denborg, — a man of prodigious mind,
though, as T think, tainted with a cer-
tain suspicion of insanity, and therefore
generally disowned, but exerting a sin-
gular power over an important intellect-
nal class; then the powerful influence
of the genius and character of Dr. Chan-
ning.

Germany had created eriticism in
vain for us until 1820, when Edward
Everett returned from his five years in
Turope, and brought to Cambridge his
rich results, which no one was so fitted
by natural grace and the splendor of
his rhetoric to introduce and recom-
mend. He made us for the first time
acquainted with Wolff’s theory of the
Homeric writings, with the ecriticism of
Heyne. The novelty of the learning
lost nothing in the skill and genius of
his relation, and the rudest undergrad-
uate found a new morning opened to
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him in the lecture-room of Harvard
Hall.

There was an influence on the young
people from the genius of Everett which
was almost comparable to that of Peri-
cles in Athens. Ile had an inspiration
which did not go beyond his head, but
which made him the master of elegance.
If any of my readers were at that pe-
riod in Boston or Cambridge, they will
easily remember his radiant beauty of
person of a classic style: his heavy
large eye, marble lids, which gave the
impression of mass which the slight-
ness of his form needed; sculptured
lips; a voice of such rich tones, such
precise and perfect utterance, that, al-
though slightly nasal, it was the most
mellow and beautiful and correct of all
the instruments of the time. The word
that he spoke, in the manner in which
he spoke it, became current and clas-
sical in New England. 1Ile had a great
talent for collecting facts, and for bring-
ing those he had to bear with ingenious
felicity on the topic of the moment.
Let him rise to speak on what occasion
soever, a fact had always just transpired
which composed, with some other fact
well known to the audience, the most
pregnant and happy coincidence. It
was remarked that for a man who threw
out so many facts he was seldom con-
victed of a blunder. He had a good
deal of special learning, and all was
available for purposes of the hour. Tt
was all new learning, that wonderfully
took and stimulated the young men. It
was so coldly and weightily communi-
cated from so commanding a platform,
—as if in the consciousness and consid-
eration of all history and all learning, —
adorned with so many simple and aus-
tere beauties of expression, and enriched
with so many excellent digressions and
significant quotations that, though noth-
ing could be conceived beforehand less
attractive or indeed less fit for green
boys from Connecticut, New Hampshire
and DMassachusetts, with their unripe
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Latin and Greek reading, than exeget-
ical discourses in the style of Voss and
Wolff and Ruhnken, on the Orphic and
ante-Ilomeric remains, yet this learn-
ing instantly took the highest place
to our imagination in our unoccupied
American Parnassus. All his auditors
felt the extreme beauty and dignity
of the manner, and even the coarsest
were contented to go puuctually to listen
for the manner, when they had found
out that the subject matter was not
for them. In the lecture-room he ab-
stained from all ornament, and pleased
himself with the play of detailing erudi-
tion in a style of perfect simplicity. In
the pulpit (for he was then a clergy-
man) he made amends to himself and
his auditor for the self-denial of the pro-
fessor’s chair, and, still with an infan-
tine simplicity of manner, he gave the
reins to his florid, quaint and afflueng
faney.

Then was exhibited all the richness
of a rhetoric which we have never seen
rivaled in this country. Wonderful
how memorable were words made which
were only pleasing pictures, and cov-
ered no new or valid thoughts! He
abounded in sentences, in wit, in satire,
in splendid allusion, in quotation impos-
sible to forget, in daring imagery, in
parable, and even in a sort of defying
experiment of his own wit and skill in
giving an oracular weight to Hebrew or
Rabbinical words, — feats which no
man could better accomplish, such was
his self-command and the security of
his manner. All his speech was musie,
and with such variety and invention
that the ear was never tired. Especially
beautiful were his poetic quotations.
He delighted in quoting Milton, and
with such sweet modulation that he
seemed to give as much beauty as he
borrowed ; and whatever he has quot-
ed will be remembered by any who
heard him with inseparable association
with his voice and genius. He had
nothing in common with vulgarity and
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infirmity, but,’ speaking, walking, sit-
ting, was as much aloof and uncommon
as a star. The smallest anecdote of his
behavior or conversation was eagerly
caught and repeated, and every young
scholar could recite brilliant sentences
from his sermons. with mimiery, good
or bad, of his voice. This influence
went much farther, for he who was
heard with such throbbing hearts and
sparkling eyes in the lighted and crowd-
ed churches did not let go his hearers
when the church was dismissed, but the
bright image of that eloquent form fol-
lowed the boy hcme to his bed-cham-
ber; and not a sentence was written in
academic exercises, not a declamation
attempted in the college chapel, but
ghowed the omnipresence of his genius
to youthful heads. This made every
youth his defender, and boys filled their
mouths with arguments to prove that
the orator had a heart. This was a
trinmph of rhetoric. It was not the
intellectual or the moral principles which
he had to teach. It was not thoughts.

When DMassachusetts was full of his -

fame it was not contended that he had
thrown any truths into circulation. But
his power lay in the magic of form; it
was in the graces of manner, in a new
perception of Gresian beauty, to which
he had opened onr eyes. There was
that finish about this person which is
about women, and which distinguishes
every piece of genius from the works
of talent: these lust are more or less
matured in every degree of completeness
according to the time bestowed on them,
but works of genins in their first and
slightest form are still wholes. In every
public discourse thers was nothing left
for the indulgence of his hearer, no
marks of late hours and anxious, unfin-
ished study; but the goddess of grace
had breathed on the work a last fra-
grancy and glitter.

By a series of lectures, largely and
fashionably attended for two winters in

Boston, he made a beginning of popular .
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literary and miscellaneouslectures, which
in that region, at least, had important
results. These are acquiring greater im-
portance every day, and becoming a na-
tional institution. I am quite certain
that this purely literary influence was of
the first importance to the American
mind.

In the pulpit, Dr. Frothingham, an
excellent classical and German scholar,
had already made us acquainted, if pru-
dently, with the genius of Eichhorn’s the-
ological eriticism. And Professor Nor-
ton, a little later, gave form and method
to the like studies in the then infant
Divinity School. But I think the para-
mount source of the religions revolution
was Modern Science; beginning with
Copernicus, who destroyed the pagan
fictions of the Church by showing man-
kind that the earth on which we live
was not the centre of the universe,
around which the sun and stars revolved
every day, and thus fitted to be the plat-
form on which the Drama of the Divine
Judgment was played before the as-
sembled angels of Heaven, — ¢ the
scaffold of the divine vengeance,” Saurin
called it, — but a little serap of a planet,
rushing round the sun in our system,
which in turn was too minute to be seen
at the distance of many stars which we
behold. Astronomy taught us our in-
significance in Nature ; showed that our
sacred as our profane history had been
written in gross ignorance of the laws,
which were far grander than we knew ;
and compelled a certain extension and
uplifting of our views of the Deity and
his Providence. This correction of our
superstitions was confirmed by the new
science of geology, and the whole train
of discoveries in every department. But
we presently saw also that the religious
nature in man was not affected by these
errors in his understanding. The re-
ligious sentiment made nothing of bulk
or size, or far or near; trinmphed over
time as well as space; and every lesson
of humility, or justice, or charity, which
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the old ignorant saints had taught him
was still forever true.

Whether from these influences, or
whether by a reaction of the geueral
mind against the too formal science, re-
ligion, and social life of the earlier pe-
riod, there was, in the first quarter of
our nineteenth century, a certain sharp-
ness of criticism, an eagerness for re-
form, which showed itself in every quar-
ter. It appeared in the popularity
of Lavater’s Physiognomy, now almost
forgotten. Gall and Spurzheim’s phre-
nology laid a rough hand on the myste-
ries of animal and spiritual nature, drag-
ging down every sacred secret to a
street show. The attempt was coarse
and odious to scientific men, but had a
certain truth in it; it felt conmection
where the professors denied it, and was
a leaning to a truth which had not yet
been announced. On the heels of this
intruder came Mesmerism, which broke
into the inmost shrines; attempted the
explanation of miracle and prophecy as
well as of creation. What could be
more revolting to the contemplative phi-
losopher! DBut a certain success attend-
ed it, against all expectation. It was hu-
man, it was genial, it affirmed unity and
connection between remote points, and,
as such, was excellent criticism on the
narrow and dead classification of what
passed for science; and the joy with
which it was greeted was an instinct of
the people which no true philosopher
would fail to profit by. But while so-
ciety remained in doubt between the
indignation of the old school and the
audacity of the new, a higher note
sounded. Unexpected aid from high
quarters came to iconoclasts. The Ger-
man poet Goethe revolted against the
science of the day, — against French and
English science, — declared war against
the great name of Newton ; proposed his
own new and simpler optics ; in botany,
his simple theory of metamorphosis, —
the eye of a leaf is all; every part of
the plant from root to fruit is only a
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modified leaf; the branch of a tree is
nothing but a leaf whose serratures have
become twigs. Ie extended this into
anatomy and animal life, and his views
were accepted. The revolt became a
revolution. Schelling and Oken intro-
duced their ideal natural philosophy ;
Hegel, his metaphysics, and extended it
to Civil History.

The result in literature and the gen-
eral mind was a return to law, in sci-
ence, in polities, in social life, as dis-
tinguished from the profligate manners
and politics of earlier times. The age
was moral. Every immorality is a de-
parture from nature, and is punished by
natural loss and deformity. The popu-
larity of Combe’s Constitution of Man,
the humanity which was the aim of all
the multitudinous works of Dickens, the
tendency even of Punch’s caricature,
was all on the side of the people. There
was a breath of new air, much vague
expectation; a consciousness of power
not yet finding its determinate aim.

I attribute much importance to two
papers of Dr. Channing, one on Milfon
and one on Napoleon, which were the
first specimens in this country of that
large criticism which in England had
given power and fame to the Edinburgh
Review. They were widely read, and
of course immediately fruitful in pro-
voking emulation which lifted the style
of journalism. Dr. Channing, whilst he
lived, was the star of the American
Church, and we then thought, if we do
not still think, that he left no successor
in the pulpit. He could never be re-
ported, for his eye aund voice could not
be printed, and his discourses lose their
best in losing them. e was made for
the public; his cold temperament made
him the most unprofitable private com-
panion ; but all America would have
been impoverished in wanting him. We
could not then spare a single word he ut-
tered in public, not so much as the read-
ing a lesson in Seripture, or a hymn;
and it is curious that his printed writ-
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ings are almost a history of the times,
as there was no great public interest,
political, literary, or even economical
(for he wrote on the Tariff), on which
he did not leave some printed record of
his brave and thoughtful opinion. A
poor little invalid all his life, he is yet
one of those men who vindicate the
power of the American race to produce
greatness.

Dr. Channing took counsel in 1840
with George Ripley to the point wheth-
er it were possible to bring cultivated,
thoughtful people together, and make
society that deserved the name. He had
earlier talked with Dr. John Collins
Warren on the ke purpose, who ad-
mitted the wisdom of the design, and
undertook to ail him in making the
experiment. Dr. Channing repaired to
Dr. Warren’s heuse on the appointed
evening, with laige thoughts which he
wished to open. He found a well-chosen
assembly of gentlemen variously dis-
tinguished ; thers was mutual greeting
and introduction. and they were chat-
ting agreeably on indifferent matters,
and drawing gently towards their great
expectation, when a side-door opened,
the whole company streamed in to an
oyster - supper, crowned by excellent
wines: and so ended the first attempt
to establish asthetic society in Boston.

Some time afierwards Dr. Channing
opened his mind to Mr. and Mrs. Rip-
ley, and with some care they invited a
limited party of ladies and gentlemen.
I had the honor to be present. Though
T recall the fact, I do not retain any in-
stant consequence of this attempt, or
any connection hetween it and the new
zeal of the friends who at that time be-
gan to be drawn together by sympathy
of studies and of aspiration. Margaret
Fuller, George Ripley, Dr. Convers
Francis, Theodore Parker, Dr. Hedge,
Mpr. Brownson, James Freeman Clarke,
William H. Channing, and many others
gradunally drew together, and from time
to time spent an afternoon at each oth-
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er's houses in a serious conversation.
With them was always one well-known
form, a pure idealist ; not at all a man
of letters, nor of any practical talent,
nor a writer of books; a man quite too
cold and contemplative for the alliances
of friendship, with rare simplicity and
grandeur of perception, who read Plato
as an equal, and inspired his ecompanions
only in proportion as they were intel-
lectual, whilst the men of talent com-
plained of the wantof point and precis-
ion in this abstract and religious think-
er. These fine conversations, of course,
were incomprehensible to some in the
company, and they had their revenge in
their little joke. One declared that * it
seemed to him like going to Heaven in
a swing ;7 another reported that, at a
knotty point in the discourse, a sympa-
thizing Englishman with a squeaking
voice interrupted with the question,
% Mr. Alcott, a lady near me desires to
inquire whether omnipotence abnegates
attribute ?

I think there prevailed at that time a
general belief in Boston that there was
some concert of doctrinaires to establish
certain opinions, and inaugurate some
movement in literature, philosophy and
religion, of which design the supposed
conspirators were quite innocent; for
there was no concert, and only here and
there two or three men or women who
read and wrote, each alone, with unus-
ual vivacity. Perhaps they only agreed
in having fallen upon Coleridge and
Wordsworth and Goethe, then on Car-
Iyle, with pleasure and sympathy. Oth-
erwise, their education and reading were
not marked, but bad the American su-
perficialness, and their studies were soli-
tary. I suppose all of them were sur-
prised at this rumor of a school or sect,
and certainly at the name of Transcen-
dentalism, given nobody knows by whom,
or when it was first applied. As these
persons became, in the common chances
of society, acquainted with each other,
there resulted certainly strong friend-
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ships, which of course were exclusive in
proportion to their heat; and perhaps
those persons who were mutually the
best friends were the most private, and
had no ambition of publishing their let-
ters, diaries, or eonversation.

From that time meetings were held
for conversation, with very little form,
from house to house, of people engaged
in studies, fond of books, and watchful
of all the intellectual light, from what-
ever quarter it flowed. Nothing could
be less formal, yet the intelligence and
character and varied ability of the com-
pany gave it some noforiety, and per-
haps wakened curiosity as to its aims and
results.

Nothing more serious came of it than
the modest quarterly journal called The
Dial, which, under the editorship of
Margaret Fuller, and later of some oth-
er, enjoyed its obscurity for four years.
All its papers were unpaid contributions,
and it was rather a work of friendship
among the narrow circle of students
than the organ of any party. Perhaps
its writers were its chief readers; yet
it contained some noble papers by Mar-
garet Fuller, and some numbers had an
instant exhausting sale, because of pa-
pers by Theodore Parker.

Theodore Parker was our Savonarola,
an excellent scholar, in frank and affec-
tionate communication with the best
minds of his day, yet the tribune of the
people, and the stout reformer to urge
and defend every cause of humanity
with and for the humblest of mankind.
He was no artist. Highly refined per-
sons might easily miss in him the ele-
ment of beauty. What he said was
mere fact, almost offended you, so bald
and detached was it ; little cared he. Ile
stood altogether for practical truth ; and
so to the last. Ile used every day and
hour of his short life, and his charac-
ter appeared in the last moments with
the same firm control as in the midday
of strength. I habitually apply to him
the words of a French philosopher who

speaks of “the man of nature, who
abominates the steam-engine and the
factory. His vast lungs breathe inde-
pendence with the air of the mountains
and the woods.”

The vulgar politician disposed of this
circle cheaply as “ the sentimental class.”
State Street had an instinct that they
invalidated contracts, and threatened the
stability of stocks; and it did not faney
brusque manners. Society always val-
ues, even in its teachers, inoffensive peo-
ple, susceptible of conventional polish.
The clergyman who would live in the
city may have piety, but must have
taste, whilst there was often coming,
among these, some John the DBaptist,
wild from the woods, rude, hairy, care-
less of dress, and quite scornful of the
etiquette of cities. There was a pilgrim,
in those days, walking in the country,
who stopped at every door where he
hoped to find hearing for his doctrine,
which was, Never to give or receive
money. Ile was a poor printer, and
explained with simple warmth the belief
of himself and five or six young men,
with whom he agreed in opinion, of the
vast mischief of our insidious coin.- He
thought every one should labor at some
necessary product, and as soon as he
had made more than enough for him-
self, were it corn, or paper, or cloth, or
boot-jacks, he should give of the com-
modity to any applicanf, and in turn go
to his neighbor for any article which he
had to spare. Of course we were curi-
ous to know how he sped in his experi-
ments on the neighbor, and his anec-
dotes were interesting, and often highly
creditable.  But he had the courage
which so stern a return to Arcadian
manners required, and had learned to
sleep, in cold nights, when the farmer
at whose door he knocked declined to
give him a bed, on a wagon covered
with the buffalo-robe, under the shed, —
or under the stars, when the farmer de-
nied the shed and the buffalo-robe. I
think he persisted for two years in his
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brave practice, but did not enlarge his
church of believers.

These reformers were a new class.
Instead of the fiery souls of the Puri
tans, bent on hanging the Quaker, burn-
ing the witch, and hanishing the Roman-
ist, these were gertle souls, with peace
and even with genial dispositions, cast-
ing sheep’s-eyes even on Fourier and
his houris. It was a time when the air
was full of reform. Robert Owen, of
Lanark, came hither from England in
1845, and read lectures or held conver-
sations wherever he found listeners, —
the most amiable, sanguine and candid
of men. e had vot the least doubt
that he had hit cn a right and perfect
socialism, or that sll mankind would
adopt it. He was then seventy years
old, and being asked, “ Well, Mr. Owen,
who is your disciple? How many men
are there possessed of your views who
will remain, after you are gone, to put
them in practice ! ” “Not one,” was
his reply. Robert Owen knew Fourier
in his old age. He said that Fourier
learned of him all the truth he had ; the
rest of his system was imagination, and
the imagination of a banker. Owen
made the best irapression by his rare
benevolence. His love of men made us
forget his Three Errors. HHis charita-
ble construction of men and their ac-
tions was invariable. ITe was the bet-
ter Christian in his controversy with
Christians, and he interpreted with great
generosity the acts of the Holy Alliance
and Prince Metternich, with whom the
persevering doctrinaire had obtained in-
terviews. “ Ah,”" he said, “you may
depend on it, there are as tender hearts
and as much good will to serve men in
palaces as in colloges.”

And truly, I henor the generous ideas
of the socialists, the magnificence of
their theories, and the enthusiasm with
which they have been urged. They ap-
peared the inspired men of their time.
Mr. Owen preached his doctrine of la-
bor and reward to the slow ears of his
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generation, with the fidelity and devotion
of a saint. Fourier, almost as wonder-
ful an example of the mathematical
mind of France as La Place or Napo-
leon, turned a truly vast arithmetic to
the question of social misery, and has
put men under the obligation, which a
generous mind always confers, of con-
ceiving magnificent hopes, and making
great demands as the right of man. He
took his measure of that which all should
and might enjoy from no soup society
or charity concert, but from the refine-
ments of palaces, the wealth of universi-
ties, and the triumphs of artists. ITe
thought nobly. A man is entitled to
pure air and to the air of good conver-
sation in his bringing up, and not, as we,
or so many of us, to the poor-smell and
musty chambers, cats and fools. Fou-
rier carried a whole French revolution
in his head, and much more. Iere was
arithmetic on a huge scale. His cipher-
ing goes where ciphering never went
before, namely, into stars, atmospheres
and animals and men and women, and
classes of every character. It was the
most entertaining of French romances,
and could not but suggest vast possibili-
ties of reform to the coldest and least
sanguine.

We had an opportunity of learning
something of these socialists and their
theory from the indefatigable apostle of
the sect in New York, Albert Brisbane.
Mr. Brisbane pushed his doctrine with
all the force of memory, talent, honest
faith and importunacy. As we listened
to his exposition, it appeared to us the
sublime of mechanical philosophy ; for
the system was the perfection of ar-
rangement and contrivance. The force
of arrangement could no farther go.
The merit of the plan was that it was a
system ; that it had not the partiality
and hint-and-fragment character of most
popular schemes, but was coherent and
comprehensive of facts to a.wonderful
degree. Tt was not daunted by distance,
or magnitude, or remoteness of any sort,



1883.]  Historic Notes of Life and Letters in Massachusetts.

but strode about nature with a giant’s
step, and skipped no fact, but wove its
large Ptolemaic web of cycle and epi-
cycle, of phalanx and phalanstery, with
laudable assiduity. DMechanics were
pushed so far as fairly to meet spiritual-
ism. One could not but be struck with
strange coincidences betwixt IFourier
and Swendenborg. Genius hitherto has
been shamefully misapplied, a mere tri-
fler. It must now set itself to raise the
social condition of man, and to redress
the disorders of the planet he inhabits.
The Desert of Sahara, the Campagna
di Roma, the frozen polar circles, which
by their pestilential or hot or cold airs
poison the temperate regions, accuse
man. Society, concert, cotperation, is
the secret of the coming Paradise. By
reason of the isolation of men at the
present day, all work is drudgery, By
concert and the allowing each laborer
to choose his own work, it becomes
pleasure. ¢ Attractive Industry ” would
speedily subdue, by adventurous, scien-
tific and persistent tillage, the pestilen-
tial tracts; would equalize temperature,
give health to the globe, and cause the
earth to yield ¢ healthy, imponderable
fluids ” to the solar system, as now it
yields noxious fluids. The hyena, the
jackal, the guaf, the bug, the flea, were
all beneficent parts of the system ; the
good Fourier knew what those creatures
should have been, had not the mould
slipped, through the bad state of the at-
mosphere ; caused, no doubt, by the same
vicious, imponderable fluids. All these
shall be redressed by human culture,
and the useful goat and dog and inno-
cent poetical moth, or the wood-tick to
consume decomposing wood, shall take
their place. It takes sixteen hundred
and eighty men to make one man, com-
plete in all the faculties; that is, to be
sure that you have got a good joiner,
a good cook, a barber, a poet, a judge,
an umbrella-maker, a mayor and al-
derman, and so on. Your community
should consist of two thousand per-
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sons \to prevent accidents of omission ;
and each community should take up six
thousand acres of land. Now fancy the
earth planted with fifties and hundreds
of these phalanxes side by side: what
tillage, what architecture, what refecto-
ries, what dormitories, what reading-
rooms, what concerts, what lectures,
what gardens, what baths! What is
not in one will be in another, and many
will be within easy distance. Then
know you and all that Constantinople
is the natural capital of the globe.
There, in the Golden Horn, will the
Arch-Phalanx be established ; there will
the Omniarch reside. Aladdin aud his
magician, or the beautiful Scheherezade,
can alone, in these prosaic times hefore
the sight, deseribe the material splendors
collected there. Poverty shall be abol-
ished ; deformity, stupidity and crime
shall be no more. Genius, grace, art,
shall abound, and it is not to be doubted
but that in the reign of “ Attractive In-
dustry ” all men will speak in blank
verse.

Certainly we listened with great pleas-
ure to such gay and magnificent pictures.
The ability and earnestness of the advo-
cate and his friends, the comprehensive-
ness of their theory, its apparent direct-
ness of proceeding to the end they would
secure, the indignation they felt and ut-
tered in the presence of so much social
misery, commanded our attention and
respect. It contained so much truth,
and promised in the attempts that shall
be made to realize it so much valuable
instruction, that we are engaged to ob-
serve every step of its progress. Yet in
spite of the assurances of its friends
that it was new and widely discrimi-
nated from all other plans for the re-
generation of society, we could not ex-
empt it from the eriticism which we ap-
ply to so many projects for reform with
which the brain of the age teems. Our
feeling was that Fourier had skipped
no fact but one, namely, life. He treats
man as a plastic thing, — something that
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may be put up or cown, ripened or re-
tarded, moulded, polished, made into
solid, or fluid, or gas, at the will of the
leader ; or perhaps us a vegetable, from
which, though now a poor crab, a very
good peach can, by manure and expos-
ure, be in time produced, but skips the
faculty of life, which spawns and scorns
system and system-makers, which eludes
all conditions, which malkes or supplants
a thousand phalanxes and new harmo-
nies with each pulsation. There is an
order in which in & sound mind the fac-
ulties always appear, and which, accord-
ing to the strength of the individual,
they seek to realiza in the surrounding
world. The value of Fourier’s system
is that it is a statement of such an order
externized, or carried outward into its
correspondence in facts. The mistake
is that this particalar order and series
is to be imposed, by force or preaching
and votes, on all raen, and carried into
rigid execution. But what is true and
good must not ovly be begun by life,
but must be condacted to its issues by
life. Could not the conceiver of this
design have also believed that a simi-
lar model lay in e\'ery'mind, and that
the method of each associate might be
trusted, as well as that of his particular
Committee and General Office, No. 200
Broadway ? Nay, that it would be bet-
ter to say, Let us be lovers and servants
of that which is just, and straightway
every man becomes a centre of a holy
and beneficent republic, which he sees
to include all men in its law, Jike that
of Plato and of Christ? Before such a
man the whole world becomes Fourier-
ized, or Christized, or humanized, and
in obedience to his most private being
he finds himself, according to his pre-
sentiment, though against all sensuous
probability, acting in striet concert with
all others who followed their private
light.

Yet in a day of small, sour and fierce
schemes, one is admonished and cheered
by a project of such friendly aims and
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of such bold and generous proportion ;
there is an intellectual courage and
strength in it, which is superior and
comm.mdmtr, it certifies the presence
of so much truth in the theory, and in
so far is destined to be fact.

It argued singular courage, the adop-
tion of Fourier’s system, to even a lim-
ited extent, with his books lying before
the world only defended by the thin
veil of the French language. The Stoic
said, Forbear; Fourier said, Indulge.
Fourier was of the opinion of St. Evre-
mond ; abstinence from pleasure ap-
peared to hima great sin. Fourier was
very IFrench indeed. He lahored under
a misapprehension of the nature of
women. The Fourier marriage was a
caleulation how to secure thc greatest
amount of kissing that the infirmity of
human constitution admitted. It was
false and prurient; full of absurd French
superstitions about women ignorant
how serious and how moral their na-
ture always is, how chaste is their or-
ganization, how lawful a class.

It is the worst of community that it
musf inevitably transform into eharlatans
the leaders, by the endeavor continually
to meet the expectation and admiration
of this eager crowd of men and women,
seeking they know not what. Unless
he have a Cossack roughness of clear-
ing himself of what belouﬂs not, char-
latan he must be.

It was easy to foresee the fate of this
fine system in any serious and com-
prehensive attempt to set it on foot in
this country. As soon as our people
got wind of the doctrine of marriage
held by this master, it would fall at
once into the hands of a lawless crew,
who would flock in troops to so fair a
game, and like the dreams of poetic
people on the first outbreak of the old
French Revolution, so theirs would dis-
appear in a slime of mire and blood.

There is, of course, to every theory
a tendency fo run to an extreme, and
forget the limitations. In our free in-
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stitutions, where every man is at liberty
to choose his home and his trade, and
all possible modes of working and gain-
ing are open to him, fortunes are easily
made by thousands, as in no other coun-
try. Then property proves too much
for the man, and the men of science,
art, intellect, are pretty sure to degen-
erate into selfish housekeepers, depend-
ent on wine, coffee, furnace heat, gas-
light and fine furniture. Then instantly
things swing the other way, and we sud-
denly find that civilization crowed too
soon ; that what we bragged as triumphs
were treacheries ; that we have opened
the wrong door, and let the enemy into
the castle; that civilization was a mis-
take ; that nothing is so vulgar as a
great warehouse of rooms full of furni-
ture and trumpery ; that, in the circum-
stances, the best wisdom were an auc-
tion or a fire. Since the foxes and the
birds have the right of it with a warm
hole to keep out the weather, and no
more, a pent-house to fend the sun and
rain is the house which lays no fax
on the owner’s time and thoughts, and
which he can leave, when the sun is
warm, and defy the robber. This was
Thoreau’s doctrine, who said that the
Fourierists had a sense of duty which
led them to devote themselves to their
second-best. And Thoreau gave in flesh
and blood and pertinacious Saxon belief
the purest ethics. Ie was more real
and practically believing in them than
any of his company, and fortified you
at all times with an affirmative expe-
rience which refused to be set aside.
Thoreau was in his own person a prac-
tical answer, almost a refutation, to the
theories of the socialists. He required
no phalanx, no government, no society,
almost no memory. He lived extempore
from hour to hour, like the birds and
the angels ; brought every day a new
proposition, as revolutionary as that of
yesterday, but diffevent : the only man
of leisure in his town; and his inde-
pendence made all others look like

slaves. He was a good Abbot Samp-
son, and carried a counsel in his breast.
“ Again and again 1 congratulate my-
self on my so-called poverty. I could
not overstate this advantage.” ¢ What
you call bareness and poverty is to me
simplicity. God counld not be unkind to
me if he should try. I love best to have
each thing in its season only, and enjoy
doing without it at all other times. "It
is the greatest of all advantages to en-
joy no advantage at all. I have never
got over my surprise that I should have
been born into the most estimable place
in all the world, and in the very nick
of time, too.” There ’s an optimist for
you!

I rvegard these philanthropists as
themselves the effects of the age in
which we live, and, in common with so
many other good facts, the efllorescence
of the period, and predicting a good
fruit that ripens. They were not the
creators they believed themselves, but
they were unconscious prophets of a
true state of society ; one which the ten-
dencies of nature lead unto,— one which
always establishes itself for the same
soul, though not in that manner in which
they paint it; but they were describers
of that which is really being done. The
large cities are phalansteries; and the
theorists drew all their argument from
facts already taking place in our expe-
rience. The cheap way is to make every
man do what he was born for. One mer-
chant, to whom I described the Fourier
project, thought it must not only suc-
ceed, but that agricultural association
must presently fix the price of bread,
and drive single farmers into association
in self-defense, as the great commercial
and manufacturing companies had done.
Societyin England andin Amerieais try-
ing the experiment again in small pieces,
in cobperative assoeiations, in cheap eat-
ing-houses, as well as in the economies
of club-houses and in cheap reading-
rooms.

It chanced that here in one family
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were two brothers ; one a brilliant and
fertile inventor, and close by him his
own brother, a man of business, who
knew how to direct the inventor’s faculty,
and make it instautly and permanently
lucrative. Why cauld not the like part-
nership be formed between the inventor
and the man of executive talent every-
where? Each man of thought is sur-
rounded by wiser men than he, if they
cannot write as well. Cannot he and
they combine? Talents supplement each
other. Beaumont and Fletcher and
many EFrench novelists have known how
to utilize such purtnerships. Why not
have a larger ons, and with more vari-
ous members ?
Of old things all are over old,

OF good things none are good enough;

Well show that we can help to frame

A world of other stuff.”

Housekeepers say, ¢ There are a thou-
sand things to everything,” and if one
must study all ths strokes to be laid, all
the faults to be shunned in a building
or work of art, of its keeping, its com-
position, its site, its color, there would
be no end. But the architect, acting un-
der a necessity to build the house for its
purpose, finds himself helped, he knows
not how, into all these merits of detail,
and steering cleur, though in the dark,
of those dangers which might have
shipwrecked hinu.

BROOK FARM.

The West Foxbury association was
formed in 1841, by a society of mem-
bers, men and women, who bought a
farm in West Roxbury, of about two
hundred acres, and took possession of
the place in April. Mr. George Ripley
was the president, and I think M.
Charles Dana (afterwards well known
as one of the editors of the New York
Tribune) was the secretary. Many
members took shares by paying money ;
others held shares by their labors. An
old house on the place was enlarged,
and three new houses built. William

Allen was at first and for some time the
head farmer, and the work was distrib-
uted in orderly committees to men and
women. There were many employments,
more or less lucrative, found for, or
brought hither by, these members, —
shoemakers, joiners, sempstresses. They
had good scholars among them, and so
received pupils for their education. The
parents of the children in some instances
wished to live there, and were received
as boarders. Many persons, attracted by
the beauty of the place and the culture
and ambition of the community, joined
them as boarders, and lived there for
years. I think the numbers of this
mixed community soon reached eighty
or ninety souls.

It was a noble and generous move-
ment in the projectors to try an exper-
iment of better living. They had the
feeling that our ways of living were too
conventional and expensive, not allow-
ing each to do what he had a talent for,
and not permitting men to combine cul-
tivation of mind and heart with a rea-
sonable amount of daily labor. At the
same time, it was an attempt to lift oth-
ers with themselves, and to share the
advantages they should attain with oth-
ers now deprived of them.

There was, no doubt, great variety of
character and purpose in the members
of the community. It consisted in the
main of young people; few of middle
age, and none old. Those who inspired
and organized it were persons impatient
of the routine, the uniformity, perhaps
they would say the squalid content-
ment, of society around them, which
was so timid and skeptical of any prog-
ress.  One would say then that impulse
was the rule in the society, without cen-
tripetal balance ; perhaps it would not be
severe to say, intellectual sans-culottism,
an impatience of the formal, routinary
character of our educational, religious,
social and economical life in Massachu-
setts. Yet there was immense hope in
these young people. There was nable-
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ness ; there were self-sacrificing victims
who compensated for the levity and
rashness of their companions. The
young people lived a great deal in a
short time, and came forth, some of them,
perhaps, with shattered constitutions.
 And a few grave sanitary influences of
character were happily there, which, I
was assured, were always felt.

George W. Curtis, of New York, and
his brother, of English Oxford, were
members of the family from the first.
Theodore Parker, the near neighbor of
the farm and the most intimate friend
of Mr. Ripley, was a frequent visitor.
Mr. Ichabod Morton of Plymouth, a
plain man, formerly engaged throngh
many years in the fisheries with sueccess,
— eccentric, with a persevering interest
in education, and of a very democratic
religion, — came and built a house on the
farm, and he, or members of his fam-
ily, continued there to the end. DMarga-
ret Fuller, with her joyful conversation
and large sympathy, was often a guest,
and always in correspondence with her
friends. Many ladies, whom to name
were to praise, gave character and va-
ried attraction to the place.

In and around Brook Farm, whether
as members, boarders, or visitors, were
many remarkable persons, for character,
intellect, or accomplishments. I recall
one youth of the subtlest mind, —1I be-
lieve I must say the subtlest observer
and diviner of character I ever met,
living, reading, writing, talking, there,
perhaps, as long as the colony held to-
gether ; his mind fed and overfed by
whatever is exalted in genius, whether
in poetry or art, in drama or musie, or
in social accomplishment and elegancy ;
aman of no employment or practical
aims; a stadent and philosopher, who
found his daily enjoyment not with the
elders or his exact contemporaries so
much as with the fine boys who were
skating and playing ball or bird-hunt-
ing ; forming the closest friendships with
such, and finding his delight in the pet-
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ulant heroisms of boys: yet was he the
chosen counselor to whom the guard-
ians would repair on any hitch or diffi-
culty that oceurred, and drew from him
a wise counsel, — a fine, subtle, inward
genius, puny in body and habit as a girl,
yet with an aplomb like a general, never
disconcerted. He lived and thought in
1842, such worlds of life; all hinging
on the thought of being or reality as
opposed to consciousness; hating intel-
lect with the ferocity of a Swedenborg.
He was the abbé or spiritual father,
from his religions bias. His reading
lay in Aschylus, Plato, Dante, Calde-
ron, Shakespeare, and in modern novels
and romances of merit. There too was
Hawthorne, with his cold yet gentle
genius, if he failed to do justice to this
temporary home. There was the ac-
complished Doctor of Musie, who has
presided over its literature ever since in
cur metropolis. Rev. William Henry
Channing, now of London, was from
the first a student of Soclalism in France
and England, and in perfect sympathy
with this experiment. An English bar-
onet, Sir John Caldwell, was a frequent
visitor, and more or less directly inter-
ested in the leaders and the success.

Hawthorne drew some sketches, not
happily, as I think ; T should rather say,
quite unworthy of his genius. No friend
who knew Margaret F'uller could recog-
nize her rich and brilliant genius under
the dismal mask which the public fan-
cied was meant for her in that disagree-
able story.

The founders of Brook Farm should
have this praise: that they made what
all people try to make, an agreeable
place to live in.  All comers, even the
most fastidious, found it the pleasantest
of residences. It is certain that free-
dom from household routine, variety of
character and talent, variety of work,
variety of means, of thought and in-
struction, art, music, poetry, reading,
masquerade, did not permit sluggish-
ness or despondency ; broke up routine.
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There is agreement in the testimony
that it was, to most of the associates,
education ; to many, the most important
period of their li'e, the birth of valued
friendships, their first acquaintance with
the riches of couversation, their train-
ing in behavior. The art of letter-
writing, it is said, was immensely culti-
vated. Letters were always flying not
only from house to house, but from room
to room. It wai a perpetual pienic, a
French Revolution in small, an age of
reason in a patty-pan.

In the American social communities,
the gossip found such vent and sway as
to become despotic. The institutions
were whispering-gaileries, in which the
adored Saxon privacy was lost. DMar-
ried women, I believe, uniformly decided
against the community. It was to them
like the brassy and lacquered life in
hotels. The common school was well
enough, but to the common nursery they
had grave objections. Eggs might be
hatched in ovens, but the hen on her
own account much preferred the old
way. A hen without her chickens was
but half a hen. \

It was a curious experience of the
patrons and leaders of this noted com-
munity, —in which the agreement with
many parties wus that they should give
8o many hours of instruction in mathe-
matics, in music, in moral and intellect-
ual philosophy, and so forth, — that in
every instance the new-comers showed
themselves keenly alive to the advan-
tages of the scciety, and were sure to
avail themselves of every means of in-
struction ; their knowledge was in-
creased, their manners refined, but they
became in that proportion averse to
labor, and were charged by the heads
of the departments with a certain indo-
lIence and selfishness.

In practice it is always found that
virtue is oceasional, spotty, and not lin-
ear or cubic. Good people are as bad
as rogues, if steady performance is
claimed ; the conscience of the conscien-
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tious runs in veins, and the most punc-
tilious in some particulars are latitudi-
narian in others. It was very gently
said that people on whom beforehand
all persons would put the utmost re-
liance were not responsible. They saw
the necessity that the work must be
done, and did it not, and it of course
fell to be done by the few religious
workers. No doubt there was in many
a certain strength drawn from the fury
of dissent. Thus Mr. Ripley told The-
odore Parker, ¢ There is your accom-
plished friend: he would hoe corn all
Sunday, if I would let him, but all
Massachusetts could not make him do it
on Monday.”

Of course every visitor found that
there was a comie side to this Paradise
of shepherds and sheplerdesses. There
was a stove in every chamber, and every
one might burn as much wood as he or
she would saw. The ladies took cold
on washing-day; so it was ordained
that the gentlemen shepherds should
wring and hang out clothes, which they
punctually did. And it would some-
times oceur that when they danced in
the evening, clothes-pins dropped plen-
tifully from their pockets. The country
members naturally were surprised to
observe that one man plowed all day,
and one looked out of the window all
day, and perhaps drew his picture, and
both received at night the same wages.
One would meet also some modest pride
in their advanced condition, signified by
a frequent phrase: ¢ Before we came
out of civilization.” The question which
oceurs to yon had occurred much earlier
to Fourier: ¢ Ilow, in this charming
Elysium, is the dirty work to be done?”
And long ago Fourier had exclaimed,
“ Ah, I have it ! and jumped with joy.
“Don’t you see,”’ he cried, * that noth-
ing so delights the young Caucasian
child as dirt? See the mud-pies that
all children will make, if you will let
them. See how much more joy they
find in pouring their pudding on the
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table-cloth than into their beautiful
mouths. The children from six to eight,
organized into companies, with flags and
uniforms, shall do this last function of
civilization.”

In Brook Farm was this peculiarity,
that there was no head. In every fam-
ily is the father; in every factory, a
foreman ; in a shop, a master; in a
boat, the skipper: but in this Farm, no
authority ; each was master or mistress
of their own actions; happy, hapless
anarchists. They expressed, after much
perilous experience, the conviction that
plain dealing was the best defense of
manners and morals between the sexes.
People cannot live together in any but
necessary ways. The only candidates
who will present themselves will be
those who have tried the experiment of
independence and ambition, and have
failed ; and none others will barter for
the most comfortable equality the chance
of superiority. Then all communities
have quarreled. Few people can live
together on their merits. There must
be kindred, or mutual economy, or a
common interest in their business, or
other external tie.

The society at Brook Farm existed,
I think, about six or seven years, and
then broke up ; the Farm was sold, and
I believe all the partners came out with
pecuniary loss. Some of them had
spent on it the accumulations of years.
I suppose they all, at the moment, re-
garded it as a failure. I do not think
they can so regard it now, but probably
as an important chapter in their expe-
rience which has been of lifelong value.
What knowledge of themselves and of
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each other, what various practical wis-
dom, what personal power, what studies
of character, what accumulated culture,
many of the members owed to it! What
mutual measure they took of each other!
It was a close union, like that in a ship’s
cabin, of clergymen, young collegians,
merchants, mechanies, farmers’ sons and
daughters, with men and women of rare
cpportunities and delicate culture, yet
assembled there by a sentiment which
all shared, some of them hotly shared,
of the honesty of a life of labor and of
the beauty of a life of humanity. The
yeoman saw refined manners in persons
who were his friends; and the lady or
the romantic scholar saw the continuous
strength and faculty in people who
would have disgusted them but that
these powers were now spent in the di-
rection of their own theory of life.

I recall these few selected facts, none
of them of much independent interest,
but symptomatic of the times and coun-
try. I please myself with the thought
that our American mind is not now ec-
centric or rude in its strength, but is be-
ginning to show a quiet power, drawn
from wide and abundant sources, proper
to a continent and to an educated peo-
ple. If I have owed much to the spe-
cial influences I have indicated, I am not
less aware of that excellent and increas-
ing circle of masters in arts and in song
and in science, who cheer the intellect
of our cities and this country to-day ;
whose genius is not a lucky acecident,
but normal, and with broad foundation
of culture, and so inspires the hope of
steady strength advancing on itself, and
a day without night.

Ralph Waldo Emerson.



