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ASHLAND,

2l e A\ MONG the

rolling hills

of the far-famed
blue-grassregion
of Kentucky, in
the midst of a
park of fine old for-
est trees,—ash, oak,
and  walnut,— Henry
7 Clay built his home and
called it Ashland, from the
number of trees of that species, and possi-
bly, too, in tender memory of his boyhood
home in Vlf’gll‘lld, where the “Mill-boy of
the Slashes,” the son of an impoverished
preacher, first lived the life that he was to
make so famous.

In 1797, Clay, then only twenty years of
age, left the law office of Francis Brooke, At-
torney-General of Virginia, and afterwards
Governor, and went to Kentucky, to which
State his mother, since her second marriage,
had already removed. Lexington, at that
time the most considerable town west of the
Alleghanies, was the place chosen for location,
and here he made his first speech before a
debating society, electrifying his hearers, and
giving a promise afterwards so brilliantly ful-
filled. He soon, to use hisown words, “rushed
into a lucrative practice,” and was succes-
sively elected to the State Legislature and the
Senate of the United States.

Thus successful, he was enabled to purchase
early in the new century a tract of land a few
miles south-east of Lexington, beautifully
situated and very fertile. Here, about the
year 1809, he erected a handsome brick dwell-
ing-house, which ever afterwards remained to
him a beloved retreat from the cares and fa-
tigue of a most energetic public life. In the
midst of the stirring scenes in which he was
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so conspicuous an actor, his thoughts ever
reverted tenderly to his country home and the
delights of rural life ; and in his private corre-
spondence are found frequent allusions to
farm matters—the expression of an eager de-
sire to return to Ashland and devote himself
to agricultural pursuits, to test some favorite
theory of fertilization, to superintend the rear-
ing of recently imported stock.

The situation selected for the house is a
slight elevation, from which the blue-grass
slopes stretch in gentle undulations down to
the city, some two miles distant, and in full
view. In the rearlies an extensive woodland,
a remnant of the virgin forest, devoid of un-
dergrowth. Themansion, asoriginally erected,
consisted of a main building two stories and a
half in height, flanked on either side by wings
the full breadth of the house, though but a
single story high, to which are attached L’s,
projecting to the front. The present mansion
does not depart materially from the original
plan. The general effect is odd, but not un-
pleasing ; and the numerous gables and chim-
ney-tops are delightfully suggestive of that
hospitality for which Ashland has ever been
renowned.

The interior arrangement of the house is
peculiar, though singularly convenient and
charming. The entrance is into a lofty octag-
onal hall, to the left of which is a small room
used by Clay as an office. On the right is the
staircase, and directly opposite the front en-
trance are doors leading into the drawing-
room and dining-room, the two apartments
connected by a wide, arched doorway. In
the northern wing on each side are narrow
halls running its entire length, between which
is the library, a beautiful octagonal room with
a dome ceiling, finished with panels of ash
and walnut, and lighted from above. Beyond
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the library are a billiard-room and sleeping
apartments.

Theentire woodwork of the interioris highly
polished walnut and ash cut upon the place.
In the billiard-room, drawing-room, and the
hall behind the library, the windows open to
the floor out upon a broad terrace of brick
and stone; and in the dining-room and draw-
ing-room, into a large conservatory, beyond
which extends a richly turfed lawn, now laid
out in a series of tennis courts. The southern
extension of the house is devoted entirely to
domestic uses.

After Clay’s return from Kurope, whither
he had gone as commissioner plenipoten-
tiary to the Council of Ghent, he bestowed
much attention to beautifying the grounds
about Ashland, putting into practical use ob-
servations made while abroad. His model
seems to have been an English country-seat.
Owing to the peculiar natural attractions of
the place, the intervention of art was but
slightly necessary. A park of superb forest
trees, sloping lawns, sheeted with the luxu-
riant blue-grass, which retains its freshness and
velvety softness throughout the winter, and a
wide-reaching view of the surrounding country
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were supplied by nature ; so that all remain-
ing for the hand of man was to lay out the
grounds and make use of the material so lav-
ishly placed at his command. This was done
with great taste and elegant simplicity. From
the mountains were transplanted dogwoods,
redbuds, pines, hollies, and other flowering
and ornamental trees ; and handsome shrubs,
not indigenous to the country, were dotted
about the lawns. Tan-bark walks were laid,
heavily shaded by avenues of hemlocks, ashes,
and walnuts, their delicate foliage interlacing
overhead.

Clay’s attendance upon Congress, necessi-
tating long and frequent absences from Ken-
tucky, rendered this work of improvement
and adornment very gradual, as he delighted
to give to it his personal supervision. But at
the close of the session of 1821 he retired from
Congress and resumed the practice of his pro-
fession, devoting much time to his private
affairs, which had become impaired during his
long public service. Two years later he re-
turned to Congress.

At the close of Adams’s administration Clay
once more retired from public life to the shades
of Ashland. In a letter to a friend he writes :

ASHLAND.
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HENRY CLAY'S BED, USED BY HIM FOR FIFTY VEARS.

“My journey has been marked by every token of
warm attachment and cordial demonstrations. I never
experienced more testimonials of respect and confi-
dence, nor more enthusiasm. Dinners, suppers, balls,
etc. Thave had literally a free passage. Taverns, stages,
toll-gates have been generally thrown open to me, free
from all charge. Monarchs might be proud of the re-
ception with which I have been everywhere honored.”

Notwithstanding this expression of public
sentiment towards him, he joyfully returned
to his peaceful home and the rural life, to him
so full of delights. A month later we find him
writing to hisold instructor, Governor Brooke :

“ I have been much occupied, since my return, with
repairs to my house, grounds, and farm. I have
not determined to return to the practice of my old pro-
fession, and nothing but necessity will compel me to
put on the harness again.”

Throughout the active correspondence with
Governor Brooke, which is of the most inti-
mate character, are found frequent allusions
to this subject. April 19, 1830, he writes from
Ashland :

“T assure you most sincerely that I feel myself more
and more weaned from public affairs. My attachment
to rural occupation every day acquires more strength,
and if it continues to increase another year as it has
the last, I shall be fully prepared to rendunce forever
the strifes of public life, My farm is in fine order, and
my preparations for the crop of the present year are
in advance of all my neighbors. 1 shall make a better
farmer than a statesman. And T find in the business
of cultivation, gardening, grazing, and the rearing of
various descriptions of domestic animals, the most
agreeable resources.”
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Again, a few days
later, having been
urged to make a po-
litical journey to the
North, and feeling
some desire to do so,
he writes to the same
gentleman :

“ But I believe I shall
resist it and remain in
Kentucky, where (will you
believe it ?) I am likely to
make an excellent farmer.
I am almost tempted to
believe that I have hereto-
fore been altogether mis-
taken in my capacity, and
that I have, though late,
found out the vocation
best suited to it.”

Thus it is through-
out his entire corre-
spondence, though
more particularly in

- thisfree, untrammeled
intercourse with his
belovedinstructor. In
the midst of the most
heated discussions of

the stirring political questions of the day,
when his fiery spirit is roused to the utmost,
comes the same refrain in clear undertone :

“1I shall remain more than ever at Ashland,

the occupations of which I relish more than
ever.”

Through this charming medium we catch
glimpses of the domestic side of a great man’s
character, ever most interesting, for in it we
trace the kinship of humanity.

In the autumn of 1831 he writes: “ 1 am
strongly urged to go to the Senate, and I am
now considering whether I can subdue my re-
pugnance to the service.” After some hesita-
tion, he finally obeyed the clamorous appeals
of his constituents and the dictates of public
duty, and in the following winter once more
took his place in the councils of the nation,
where he remained until the spring of 1842.

During this long period of political activity,
a period fraught with questions and issues of
the most exciting character, in his private
correspondence we continue to read of his
attachment to Ashland and the life of a farmer.
¢ Since my return from Washington,” he writes
to Governor Brooke, May 30, 1833, “ I have
been principally occupied with the operations
of my farm, which have more and more inter-
est for me. There is a great difference, I
think, between a farm employed in raising
dead produce for market, and one which is
applied, as mine 1s, to the rearing of all kinds
of live stock. I have the Maltese ass, the
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Arabian horse, the merino and Saxe merino
sheep, the English Hereford and Durham cat-
tle, the goat, the mule, and the hog. The
progress of these animals from their infancy
to maturity presents a constantly varying
subject of interest, and I never go out of my
house without meeting with some of them to
engage agreeably my attention. Then our fine
greensward, our natural parks, our beauti-
ful undulating country, everywhere exhibiting
combinations of grass and trees, or luxuriant
crops, all conspire to render home delightful.”

This inventory of live stock upon the Ash-
land farm renders it almost unnecessary to
state that this region of Kentucky, despite its
great fertility, is more eminently fitted for the
rearing of live stock, owing to the native
blue-grass covering its hills with a rich carpet
of perpetual verdure. To this branch of agri-
cultural employment Clay devoted himself,
more especially during the intermissions of
his public career. Among other importations
was a very interesting Spanish ass, Don Man-
uel by name, shipped from Bordeaux in 1835
by Henry Clay, Jr. Don Manuel is represented
as a very fine and handsome animal, and as
gentle as a dog. His picture is still (:arefullfy
preserved in the family. Young Clay while
abroad also purchased for his fatherfine breeds
of cattle and horses in England, and made
an expedition to the Hautes-Pyrénées for the
purpose of procuring more animals of that
species to which Don Manuel belonged, a
species of ass not generally known in Amer-
ica. Thus Ashland became one of the most
finely stocked farms in the whole blue-grass
district.

While paying special attention to stock-
raising, Clay did not neglect the cultivation
of the soil. Experiments in agriculture ever
possessed interest for him, particularly in the
way of fertilization. Hemp, in the production
of which Kentucky stands foremost among
the States of the Union, also received much
of his care; and he wrote a pamphlet upon
the subject of its cultivation.

“ How did Mr. Clay rank among the farm-
ers of the neighborhood ? ” inquired the pres-
ent writer of an old gentleman who was Clay’s
intimate personal friend and his executor,
though his political opponent,

« Oh, none ranked higher,” was the instan-
taneous reply — ¢ except his wife.”

This estimable woman, during her husband’s
long and frequent absences at the seat of gov-
ernment, literally took the reins into her own
hands, made a practical study of agriculture,
oversaw the overseer, and became an oracle
among the farmers of the vicinity. The garden
and dairy, which enjoyed her special super-
vision, were made alone to meet the expenses
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of the establishment. And a quaint, delight-
ful spot it is, this old garden, where every
spring the daffodils and snowdrops come up
and blossom demurely in the first warm days,
and the musk-roses flaunt their bright heads
the summer long, quite as if they had not
been superseded by daintier beauties years
ago. It s also related of Mrs. Clay that pre-
paratory toher husband’s departure from home
she invariably received from him a handsome
check, which she as regularly restored to him
upon his return, with the laconic remark that
she had found no use for it,

Atlast, in the spring of 1842, Clay executed
his long-cherished purpose of retiring from
the public service to spend the remainder of
his brilliant life amid the peaceful shades of
Ashland. With this intention he resigned his
seat in the Senate, and the voice of “ the old
man eloquent ” sounded for the last time, as
he thought, in the halls whose echoes had
been so frequently awakened by its magic.
But his devoted people, inconsiderate in their
enthusiasm, would not resign him to the tran-
quillity of private life ; and so, ten years later,
broken in health, with the snows of three-
score years and ten thick upon his brow, he
went back to die amid the scenes of his for-
mer triumphs.

During the years of his retirement Ashland
was, as indeed it had ever been, the shrine
toward which many a pilgrim bent his steps.
Its doors were thrown open with the most
profuse though unostentatious hospitality.
Every one went away as much impressed by
the simplicity and elegance of the man as by
his greatness. After dinner, guests were usually
taken out to examine the fine stock, to see
some newly imported animal or improved
breed of cattle, or to note the result of agri-
cultural experiments — all of which to him
were replete with the keenest interest and
enjoyment.

Many distinguished persons have been the
recipients of the hospitality of Ashland. Lafay-
ette, when in this country in 1824, paid his
respects to its hospitable lord, between whom
and himself an unbroken correspondence was
maintained through many years. Harriet
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Martineau also was a guest here, as were many
other distinguished foreigners, among them
being Lord Morpeth, His Excellency Baron
de Maréchal, at one time Austrian Minister
at Washington, and Count Bertrand.

On the occasion of Count Bertrand’s visit,
while sitting at the dinner-table he noticed on
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the wall an engraving depicting a domestic

scene at Mount Vernon, in which Washington

was represented as tracing his campaigns
upon a map for the entertainment of his wife.

Bertrand instantly instituted a comparison

between the American general and Napoleon,

saying that neither could have accomplished
the feats of the other had they changed places;
but at the same time inclining decidedly
toward the superiority of Napoleon. «Ah,

Count,” said Clay, in a quiet tone, touching

his heart with his forefinger, ¢ but the morale.”

Many other celebrated characters, foreign
and American, accepted the hospitality of
Ashland. Among them may be mentioned
the novelist Captain Marryat, Daniel Webster,
and GeneralHarrison. The visit of Harrison,
which took place some time during the period
between his nomination to the Presidency and
his inauguration, gave rise to no little scandal
in political circles, which was afterwards proved
to be utterly without foundation.

After Clay’s death Ashland passed into the
hands of his son, Mr. James B. Clay, some
time ¢hargé d affaires at Lisbon. On the

decease of the latter it was purchased for

the use of the Kentucky University; but
in the last few years it has again come
into the family, the present owner being

Mr. Henry Clay McDowell, whose wife

is a daughter of Henry Clay, Jr., the gal-

lant officer who fell, in the prime of his
manhood, at the battle of Buena

Vista.

During the occupancy of the house
by Mr. James B. Clay, it became
necessary to tear it down on account
of some defect in the masonry. It
was immediately rebuilt on the same
plan, the old material being again
utilized for the purpose as far as
practicable; so the more recent
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THE PARK, ASHLAND.

mansion stands an almost exact counterpart
of the original. The room formerly used by
Clay as an office was restored in the minutest
detail.

Since its reacquisition by the family, Ash-
land has once more taken on its pristine state.
Old traditions are tenderly fostered, and the
whole place is delightfully redolent of the great
man, its founder. His favorite promenade, a
serpentine walk wandering along beneath an
avenue of pines and cedars, with here and
there a redbud or dogwood, where he de-
lighted to stroll in moments of reflection, has
been preserved intact; and many other spots
are pleasantly associated with his name. His
portrait, made when he was a young man,
by the celebrated Kentucky artist, Matthew
Jouett, hangs in the hall, and another repre-
senting him in later life, done by a member of
the family, adorns the wall of the drawing-
room; while in the library is placed a bust
taken from Hart’s statue.

The present owner of Ashland has once
more converted it into a farm for the rearing
of blooded stock, and in its stables may be
seen some of the finest trotters in the State.
We saw the beautiful creatures as they came
home from the fall trotting races, bearing their
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blue ribbons along with them, and — but it
may have been a fancy — they seemed to
carry their graceful heads more proudly since
they wore the badges of new victories.

From the front lawn 1s commanded a fine
and extended view of the surrounding coun-
try, the domes and spires of the city standing
out prominently against the sky, the whole
prospect closed within a frame of branching
walnut-trees. Slightly to the left of the picture
rises a lofty column surmounted by a statue,
the outline of which is scarcely visible. This
is the Clay monument, erected to the mem-
ory of the great statesman by his admirers in
the State of his adoption. In the base of
the monument are placed two handsome mar-
ble sarcophagi, containing the remains of
himself and his wife.

The great number of trees about the place,
indigenous and exotic, evergreen and decidu-
ous, illustrate Clay’s fondness and taste for
arboriculture. Lofty pines transplanted from
the Kentucky mountains rear their heads ma-
jestically. Numerous chestnuts, cedars, hol-
lies, and flowering dogwoods and redbuds,
all brought from the mountains, and hem-
locks, Norway spruces, larches, and catalpas,
combine with the native ash and walnut in



170

forming umbrageous avenues and small groves
about the lawn, the air being fragrant with
their resinous odors.

Ashland was indeed the picture of an ideal
country-seat, as we saw it when the frost had
come and, like a magician, transformed the
summer green of its park into a mass of more
gorgeous colors, while the crimson and yellow
autumn leaves drifted down—perhaps a
trifle sorrowfully, for all their brilliant hues—
and lay glittering on the soft, blue-tinged
sward Deneath ; and the sleek-coated trotters
cropped the grass and formed themselves into

HENRY CLAY.

picturesque groups, inharmony with the warm,
richly glowing October landscape.

From the neighboring turnpike —and let
me say a word in praise of Kentucky high-
ways — Ashland presents no other appear-
ance than that of solid comfort and simple
elegance ; a place well kept up by people of
culture and refinement. Its wide-reaching
lawns and woodlands, all in perfect trim, its
many gables, and chimney-tops, and out-
stretched wings, are pleasantly suggestive of
that hospitality which has ever reigned within
its doors.

Chas. . Coleman, Jr.

HENRY CLAY.

REMINISCENCES BY HIS EXECUTOR.*

F it gives an old man any pleasure to recall
even the trifles that were of interest to him
when the world and its ways were new and

# The following reminiscences of Henry Clay, by
his only surviving executor, were written without any
view to their publication, and were intended solely for
the perusal of the author’s descendants,—in the belief
that it would interest them to know something of the
confidential relations which existed between Mr. Clay

fresh to him, my descendants, I am sure, will
not regret that I have here recorded some
of them for their entertainment. 1 feel that I

and the author. Especially it was the wish of the lat-
ter to convey to them the impression made upon him
by his distinguished friend. It was with difficulty that
we were able to convince Mr. Harrison that the world
at large would place value upon these authentic and
affectionate memorials.—THE EDITOR.
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MIRROR FROM ASHLAND, NOW IN POSSESSION OF JOHN M. CLAY, ESQ.

can talk to them of trifles which I would not
speak of to the outside world. My chief pur-
pose is to give my recollections of my inter-
course with Mr. Clay, which for some years
before his death was very intimate and confi-
dential, and exceedingly agreeable to me, and
also to give the impressions he made upon me.

My first recollection of Mr. Clay goes back
to the fall of 1820; I was then in my seven-
teenth year, and a member of the junior class
in the academical department of Transylvania
University, now known as the Kentucky Uni-
versity. Court was in session, and led by
curiosity I entered the crowded room. There
stood Mr. Barry addressing the jury, and
soon afterwards another gentleman behind
the bar filled a glass tumbler with claret, and
during a pause in Mr. Barry’s argument
handed it to him, saying as he did so, in a very
cheery tone of voice, “ I'll treat you, though
you are against me.” That gentleman was
Mr, Clay. Mr. Barry, without manifesting any
surprise, drank the claret just as if it were an
ordinary occurrence, and went on with his ar-
gument. This incident 1s all that I remember
of the whole case, and it fixed itself in my
memory because it was something altogether
new to me. I had never seen anything of the
sort in the courts at home, with which I was

pretty familiar, my father being the clerk of
these courts. Mr. Barry, a rare orator, was
then the leader of the “fierce Democracy ” of
Kentucky.

I again saw Mr. Clay in December of the
same year, a day or two before Christmas.
Being still at school in Lexington, and there
being no public conveyance between it and
Mount Sterling, my father had come to take
me home for the holidays. We were by the
fire in the hall of the hotel, when Mr. Clay
came in, and seeing my father, he greeted him
at once with the familiar air and tone of an
old friend, grasped him by the hand, and
addressing him by his given name inquired
about his health. 1 was somewhat startled,
because I had never before heard any one
call my father by his given name; but Mr.
Clay’s manner and the tones of his voice were
so impressive, so natural, and apparently so
sincere that my surprise was soon lost in my
admiration of the man, and especially as my
father seemed to be as much gratified by the
meeting as Mr. Clay himself. After some
friendly chat Mr, Clay urged my father to
spend the night at Ashland, inasmuch as he
had much to say to him. My father declined
the invitation because, as the roads were in
very bad condition and the days short, he

[CE-HOUSE,
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would not be able to reach home before dark
unless he got an early start in the morning.
Then said Mr. Clay, “ You of course musthave
breakfast before starting, and therefore you
will lose no time by starting from the hotel at
daybreak, and taking your breakfast at Ash-
land ; you know Ashland is directly on your
route home.” My father accepted the invita-
tion, and though we were at Ashland at an
early hour the next morning, we found every-
thing ready to receive us. No one was at the
breakfast but Mr. and Mrs. Clay, my father
and myself. The subjects talked of were the
state of his health, which was not good, and
that of his private affairs, which had suddenly
become heavily embarrassed by his surety-
ship for a large amount, which, according
to my recollection, he mentioned as being

WALK.

$40,000. He said that though he had been
absent from Congress during its then session,
yet as his health had somewhat improved, and
he had succeeded in putting the surety debt
on a basis as satisfactory to himself as he had
any reason to expect, he hoped to be able to
leave for Washington immediately after the
holidays, and to be in his seat in the House
of Representatives in time to take part in the
debate on the question as to the admission
of Missouri into the Union as a slave State.
In speaking of this heavy debt and of the
uncertain state of his health, and indeed of
the general pressure, public and private, then
on him, he uttered no complaint and mani-
fested neither despondency nor gloom ; on the
contrary, he was as bright and as cheery and
as buoyant at that early breakfast as he was
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the evening before; and when long years
afterwards I got to know him well, I found
this hopefulness and buoyancy of tempera-
ment were among his most marked and endur-
ing characteristics. They were not only prom-
inently displayed throughout the most stormy
and anxious period of his life, say from 18z5
to 1842, when he made his farewell address,
but they gave a cheering glow to his conver-
sation even when drooping under the heavi-
ness of old age.

My own conjecture is that the large sum
of about $23,000 paid to the Northern Bank
in Lexington, many years afterwards, by his
friends, and without his knowledge, was in
part at least the residue of that surety debt
above referred to. Mr. John Tilford, presi-
dent of that bank, in a published letter now
before me, of date Lexington, May zo, 1845,
says: “Within the last two months I have
received, from various sections of the United
States, letters to my address containing money
which I was requested to apply to the pay-
ment of the Hon. H. Clay’s debts, with no
other information than that it was a contri-
bution by friends who owed him a debt of
gratitude for services he had rendered his
country, etc. The amount so received was

$25,750.”

FROM ASHLAXD LAWN.

“Who did this?” inquired Mr. Clay, with
tears in his eyes and in his voice; to which
M. Tilford replied, “I do not know ; itissuffi-
clent to say that it was not done by your
enemies.”

As Mr. Clay was occupied by his public
duties as Secretary of State at Washington,
he was at home but seldom between 1825
and 1829 ; but, on his several visits, the ordi-
nary courtesies between him and myself were
observed, and T am gratified by being able
to say that my admiration increased with my
better acquaintance with him. It is not sur-
prising, therefore, that I took especial care to
be present whenever he addressed his constitu-
ents, the jury, or the court.

On my marriage, in 1830, Mr. and Mrs.
Clay gave the bride and the groom a hand-
some entertainment. I, however, ascribed the
compliment to the fact that the bride was a
favorite niece of Mrs. Clay, and that fact no
doubt contributed to bring us socially more
frequently and more closely together until my
removal to Vicksburg in 1835; but after my
return from Vicksburg in 1840, and especially
after 1 began housekeeping in 1841, and re-
stimed the practice of law in Lexington in
1842, the social intercourse was renewed not
only between our respective families, but
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between Mr. Clay and myself, until, at last,
and for several years preceding his death,
it ripened into an intercourse of rare confi-
dence and trust, without any special ef-
fort on my part to bring it about. Indeed, it
came about so naturally that I was never
conscious of the precise time of its beginning.
It was wellknown to the public, for instance,
that I was never a member of his political
party, and about as well known that I always
entertained the highest respect and admi-
ration for him; and he was as fully aware
of these facts as any of the public. I could
say more on this subject, and to the same ef-
fect, but probably what I have said is enough
to satisfy my descendants that, throughout
my whole personal intercourse with him, I
maintained my own self-respect by a frank
though civil and gentlemanly adherence to
the principles of the Democratic party as I
understood them. I must say, however, that

when I came to the conclusion, as 1 did, that
General Jackson indorsed, even if he did not
originate, the foul calumny of bargain and in-
trigue between Mr. Adams and Mr. Clay, by
which the one secured the Presidency and
the other the office of Secretary of State, I
was placed by that conviction in a predica-
ment very painful to myself. I, however, after
due reflection, kept that matter to myself, and
though the General had thereby lost his hold
on my personal respect, yet I quietly moved
on with the great body of the Democratic
party ; for T was a Democrat by birth and
conviction,

Mr. Clay for several years prior to his death
seldom came to town without calling at my
office ; the fact wasindeed so well known that
strangers wishing to pay him their respects
were often referred to my office, and farmers
in the county would often bring to its door a
fine horse or a fine colt to exhibit to him,
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They knew that he was a breeder of thorough-
bred stock of every kind, from the shepherd
dog to the high-mettled race-horse; was an
excellent judge of all such stock, and as much
at home with the horse and horsemen as with
senators and in the Senate.

An application to Mr. Clay, made by me in
behalf of my son as a candidate for the Naval
Academy, was the only personal favor I ever
asked at his hands ; and had he given me no
other evidence of his regard but this, I should
feel under lasting obligation to him. I have,
however, occasionally made personal appeals
to him in behalf of others with whom I had
no connection except personal regard, and in
such cases I never failed to secure what I
applied for.

I never wrote to him in regard to such a
matter but once. The post-office in this place
became vacantin January, 1852, by the death
of the incumbent, a personal and political
friend of Mr. Clay. The chief clerk at that
time was a Democrat, without being a partisan,
and desired to succeed to the place. He was
in all respects competent, and had made him-
self very popular by his conduct in the office.
He desired a letter from me to Mr. Clay, rec-
ommending him, and I was anxious that he
should get the place. I felt, however, that I
had no right to press a Democrat upon Mr,
Clay. I, however, wrote to him upon the sub-
ject, stating the fact of the vacancy, and giving
the names of the applicants, all of whom, I
said, were his political friends except this gen-
tleman. I said, further, that he had been chief
clerk, was in every way competent, and if the
question was submitted to the popular vote,
he would, as I believed, receive a decided ma-
jority over any of his competitors.

Mr. Clay, by his letter of January 26, 1852,
informed me that he had conferred with the
Postmaster-General, and advised him to ap-
point my friend, which he had no doubt already
had been, or shortly would be, done. On the
next day after receiving this letter the com-
mission arrived. This letter was written by
an amanuensis, Mr. Clay being then in very
feeble health. His signature indicates con-
siderable physical weakness.

- My last interview with Mr. Clay was at
Ashland, in the fall of 1851, on the day before
his departure on his last trip to Washington.
I was accompanied on that visit by General
John C. Breckinridge and Major M. C. John-
son, then, as now, president of the Northern
Bank at Lexington. The day was damp,
chilly, and cloudy, and the visit, though very
pleasant, was a gloomy one to us all. Mr.
Clay was very feeble, though he remained in
the parlor with us and accompanied us to
the front door, where we bade him good-bye.
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He was evidently affected, and, as if feeling,
as we all felt, that we would never see him
alive thereafter, before leaving the door he
touched me on the shoulder, and stepping
back a few paces, said in a very quiet voice,
“ Remember that my will is in the custody
of my wife.” I was one of the executors of
that will. The other two were his wife, Mrs.
Lucretia Hart Clay, and the Honorable
Thomas A. Marshall, then,and for many years,
Judge and Chief Justice of the Court of Ap-
peals of Kentucky. He was a nephew of
John Marshall, the great Chief Justice of the
Supreme Court of the United States, and one
of the purest gentlemen I have ever known.
As the testator had requested that no security
should be required of us, we all qualified as
executors without security. Mr. Clay’s health
for some months at Washington continued to
be about the same as when he left home ; but
in the spring of 1852 he began to grow daily
weaker from a cough which it was impossi-
ble to relieve. On the 28th of April, 1852,
I received a telegram from him in these
words: “Tell Thomas to come as soon as he
can.”

His son Thomas, of course, immediately
left for Washington, and remained there in
attendance on his father until his death, on
the 2g9th of June following. Among Mr.
Clay’s last words, if not his very last, as re-
ported to me by his son, were, *“ Thomas, I
am dying; telegraph Mr. Harrison.,” That
dispatch was received by me a few minutes
after his death, and delivered to Mrs, Clay.
That I secured the confidence of this illustri-
ous man, and under circumstances somewhat
peculiar retained it to his dying hour, is
among the most pleasant memories of my
long and somewhat eventful life. Though
aware of my political status, yet he never at-
tempted to influence my vote or to change in
any way my political convictions.

Surprise has occasionally been expressed
by strangers that some of Mr, Clay’s family
were not with him during his long illness at
Washington. There was no occasion for any
such surprise; he was devoted to his family,
and they to him. His affection for them made
him unwilling to call any of them from their
homes when he did not need them, and there-
fore in his letters to them, some of which I
have seen, he entreated them to remain where
they were until he should need their services,
when they would be notified ; he said also
that he was carefully attended to, all his
wants were actually anticipated by his attend-
ants, and that he was as comfortable as he
could be at his own home. He had his own
hired servant, James G. Marshall, whom I
met after his death, and who by his intelli-
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gence and gentlemanly manner made a most
favorable impression on me.

Mr. Clay knew that his son James was then
upon his farm near St. Louis, and that the
elder brother Thomas, residing near Lexing-
ton, could leave home with less inconvenience
than any other member of the family, but he
preferred that none of them should come until
requested by him. Thomas was called for by
the dispatch, and he left for Washington im-
mediately upon receiving it.

Thomas returned with the funeral cortége,
and some time after probate of the will handed
me the document marked ¢ Memoranda of
H. Clay.” It has no date, but is probably the
last document ever signed by Mr. Clay. It
was written by Thomas from his father’s dic-
tation, and but a few days before his death,
as Thomas informed me. [ have the original
now in my scrap-book. It is as follows:

(Engraved by D. Nichols, from a miniature in possession of John M. Clay, Esq.)

CLAY.

THIRTY AND FORTY.

“ MEMORANDA OF H. CLAY.

“[ leave with you a check on Messrs, Corcoran &
Riggs for any balance standing to my credit in the
books of their bank at the time you present the check.
The balance now is about $1600, but it may be dimin-
ished before you have occasion to apply for it.

“ Mr. Underwood will draw from the secretary of
the Senate any balance due to me there for my ser-
vices, and pay it over to you.

“ Out of these funds I wish you to pay Dr. Hall’s
bill, the apothecary’s bill, and Dr. Francis Jackson's
bill of Philadelphia.

“ Whatever may be necessary to pay those debts,
and may be necessary to bear your expenses to Ken-
tucky, had better be appropriated and reserved ac-
cordingly, and the balance to be converted in a bank
check on New York, which will be safer to carry and
more valuable in Kentucky-

“I have settled with James G. Marshall, my servant,
and at the end of this month he will have paid me all
that I have advanced him, and I shall owe him two
dollars. The deed for his lot in Detroit, which he
assigned to me as security for being his indorser on a
note in bank, is in my little trunk in your mother’s
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room, in the bundle marked ¢Notes and valuable
apers.’ I wish the deed taken out and delivered to
ames, as the matter is settled.

« The Messrs. Hunter, who have bought my Illinois
land, have been very punctual in paying me the pur-
chase money as it became due heretofore. The last
payment of $2000 is due at Christmas. They have
written to me that they will come over and pay it, and
at the same time receive a pair of Durham calves as a
present which I promised them. I wish that promise
fulfilled. The heifer I bought of Mr. Hunt, being a
descendant of the imported cow Lucretia, I designed
for one of the animals to be presented.

“There is a note of upwards of $1000 among my
papers in the pccket-booL, well secured and payable
in New Orleans next November. My executors ought
to send it down there for collection.

“H. CLay.”

I reproduce this document to illustrate
some of Mr. Clay’s personal traits, which it
does more distinctly and completely than any
other paper I have seen. It does not illustrate
him as the great orator or statesman, or as the
greater leader of men, but illustrates the man
just as he had been, and was, in his daily in-
tercourse with the world. In all his dealings
he was as exact and as watchful of his per-
sonal credit as a banker should be. In his last
moments he displayed in this document the
particularity and exactness that had charac-
terized him in all his business transactions, and
in the same document he displayed his sense

of justness by specifying the debts to be paid

out of his means then in Washington, and by
specifying the rights of the colored servant,
James G. Marshall, with such particularity
that he would have no difficulty in the asser-
tion of his own rights. And, lastly, who but
Henry Clay would, in that extreme hour, have
recollected a voluntary promise in regard to
the gift of a pair of calves, made probably a
year or so before? “I wish,” said he, ¢ that
promise fulfilled ” ; and it was fulfilled. I was
somewhat curious to see the man whom Mr.
Clay recollected at such a time, and in con-
nection with such a promise. I saw him when
he came for and took the calves home; he
was a plain, uneducated, and obscure man,
whose hard hands proved that his life had
been a hard one.

As I was the youngest of the three execu-
tors, the active duties and general administra-
tion of the assets devolved chiefly upon me;
though no important step was taken unless
approved by the three, and by the sons,
especially Thomas and James, who, or whose
families, were the residuary devisees. Al-
though the whole of the estate, including the
two hundred acres, part of the Ashland tract,
devised to his son John M. Clay, and a tract
of about one hundred and twenty-five acres
known as Mansfield, and devised to the fam-
ily of his son Thomas H. Clay, was of the value
of about $ro0,000, yet there was but little
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trouble in the administration : first, because
the estate was unembarrassed, and secondly,
because his sons cheerfully gave me all the
assistance in their power, and they were much
more familiar with the assets than I was.

The final settlement of our trust as execu-
tors was made at the October term of court
in 1860, and was satisfactory to the family as
well as to ourselves. It was approved by the
court, and the executors were released from
further responsibility. At this time the estate
was not entirely distributed as directed by the
will, and could not be until Mrs. Clay’s death,
which occurred about three or four years
afterwards. My reason for making this settle-
ment, and applying for my discharge, was that
I was about to remove to New Orleans, and
knew that I could no longer perform person-
ally my duties as executor. The other execu-
tors were unwilling to act without me; they
therefore joined in the settlement and in the
application to be discharged, and thereupon
the estate passed into other hands.

It may be proper for me to make some
reference to the children of Mr. Clay, whom I
knew intimately, and towards some of whom
I sustained very confidential relations. James
B. Clay was appointed by General Taylor, in
1849, chargé d’affaires to Portugal, and so far
as 1 know, or believe, discharged the duties
of that trust to the satisfaction of the Gov-
ernment; His father, I know, was gratified by
the belief that his son had performed those
duties to the satisfaction of Mr. Webster, then
Secretary of State. In 1857 he was nominated
by the Democratic convention for the Ashland
district as its candidate for Congress, and was
elected, after a heated and bitter contest, over
his able Whig competitor, Roger W. Hanson,
by a small majority ; but for him to have been
elected as a Democrat from that district, by
even a small majority, was in itself a great
triumph. He died in Canada during our civil
war, having fled there with his family as to a
place of refuge during those troublous times.
Had he survived the war, he would doubtless
have been crowned with even more exalted
honors. Roger Hanson, his competitor, went
South, and joining his fortune with the Confed-
eracy rose to eminence, becoming a briga-
dier-general in the army, and died a few days
after the battle of Stone River, from a wound
received in that action.

The son T. H. Clay was elected to the Legis-
lature from Fayette County, Ky., during the
war, and was afterwards appointed by Mr.
Lincoln Minister to Nicaragua; which posi-
tion he filled to the satisfaction of the Govern-
ment, so far as I know or have heard. He
died at his home several years after his return
from that mission.
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His son Henry was graduated from West
Point, and during the war with Mexico was
lieutenant-colonel of a Kentucky regiment, of
which W. R. McKee was colonel. Both were
mortally wounded at the great battle of Buena
Vista while leading their regimentin a charge
upon the enemy. And thus three of the sons
of Mr. Clay have passed with honors into the
history of their country.

The youngest son, John M. Clay, is yet
living on part of the old homestead,and is one
of the best farmers in the county. He has
never held public office, nor indeed sought to
hold any, having no ambition in that direc-
tion, but is one of our most respectable and
respected citizens, and one of my best friends.

Ashland, so memorable as the home of
Henry Clay, is now in possession of two of
his descendants. His son John M. Clay still
owns the two hundred acres devised him by
his father’s will, and from his front door the
monument erected to his father is distinctly
visible, though two miles distant. The resi-
due, about three hundred and twenty-five
acres, is occupied and owned by Colonel H.
C. McDowell, who married the daughter
and only surviving child of Colonel Henry
Clay. And thus a long-cherished hope of the
illustrious father and grandfather has been
realized. His beloved Ashland is owned and
occupied by some of his own descendants, and
I trust that it may pass from one generation
of them to the next while the world stands.

Though I have given to some extent some
of the traits of Mr. Clay, and though I am
now past my eightieth year, yet I feel that I
must attempt to make the picture of him
somewhat more complete and accurate.

Mr. Clay was tall and broad-shouldered
without being bulky or fleshy, and when at all
excited was of stately and commanding pres-
ence. Though his long limbs were loosely put
together, yet his manner was neither awkward
nor uncouth, nor ever embarrassed; on the
contrary, it was easy and natural, and wholly
unpretentious ; it was the easy, nonchalant air
of a man accustomed to the ways of the
world, and conscious that he was at least the
peer of the foremost in every crowd in which
he happened to be. Indeed, my own opinion
is that he was never in the shightest degree,
even in his early youth, awed by the presence
of any one; he never seemed to feel, and my
belief is he never felt, that he was ever at any
time in the presence of any one superior to
himself. And therefore he was not only
strikingly at ease, but at home, wherever he
was, whether among his neighbors or stran-
gers, whether at a social gathering, or at the
bar, or as the Speaker of the House of Rep-
resentatives, or on the floor of the Senate;
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and in my judgment he would have felt equally
at home at a conference with kings and em-
perors. He seemed to have not only an in-
stinctive consciousness of his own strength,
but of his own special capacity for leadership.
Therefore he would take the lead to himself
as if unconsciously, whatever the occasion,and
as naturally and as gracefully as if it were his
birthright; and few there were, if any, who
ever seemed to be surprised that he had taken
theplace for which nature appeared to havede-
signed him. Indeed, without any appearance
of self-assertion on his part, and as if uncon-
sciously to himself, there was a something in
his presence and his manner that gave to him
an authoritative air, and made him for the time
the central, the commanding figure of the
group about him. Persons who never saw
him, and who of course never felt the potency
of his presence and manner, can hardly under-
stand the sort of impression made on others
by what was called the magnetism of the man.
They would probably infer from my general
account of him that there must have been in
his presence and manner some manifestation
of arrogance and vanity; there was, however,
in his general intercourse no manifestation of
either. I think he was as free from vanity as
any one I ever knew. Though often with him,
I never knew him to make himself the hero of
his own story; and when questioned, as he
occasionally was by me and by others in my
presence, in regard to any matter in which he
had taken a prominent part, he would merely
state the facts, the several steps by which
results were reached, and then the naked re-
sults, just as if there was nothing remarkable
in the part he had taken. But whatever the
occasion or his mood, and whatever the com-
pany or the subject of the conversation, there
was a something in his self-poised presence
and manner that impressed those around him
that within his personality and beneath that
manner there was a power, a force of charac-
ter, to be respected, feared, followed, and hon-
ored. Had this quiet force been arrogantly
or ostentatiously displayed, it would have
broken the charm that made him so attractive
andat the same time so commanding. I never
saw any approach to any such display, unless
possibly in some stormy debate, when with a
monarch’s voice and in an attitude of lofty
defiance he would spurn assaults, whether
direct or indirect,upon his principles, his con-
sistency, or his honor.

Probably the idea I have attempted above
to describe would be more readily seen by
an illustration than by my description of it.
Though we were often together, and though
we talked of any matter, however unimportant,
that casually came up, yet I was never with
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him, whether alone or in company, without
feeling that I was in the presence of a great
man. My supposition was that this feeling on
my part was the result of my personal admi-
ration, or possibly of some peculiarity in my
owntemperament; but oninquiry of others less
emotional than myself, I found that in every
instance the impression made on them by his
presence and manner was identical with that
made on me.

Mr. Clay’s complexion was very fair; so fair,
indeed, that I had supposed that his hair, when
a young man, must have been of a sandy or
yellowish tint; and on expressing that opinion
to Mrs. Clay several years after his death, I
was greatly surprised by her prompt reply,
“You were never more mistaken; he had
when a young man the whitest head of hair I
ever saw.”

His eyes were gray, and when excited were
full of fire; his forehead high and capacious,
with a tendency to baldnesss ; his nose prom-
inent, very slightly arched, and finely formed.
His mouth was unusually large without being
disfiguring. It, however, was so large as to
attractimmediate notice; solarge, indeed, that,
as he said, he “ never learned how to spit”;
he had learned to snuff and smoke tobacco,
and but for his unmanageable mouth he would
probably have learned to chew also.

His chief physical peculiarity, however, was
in the structure of his nervous system; it was
so delicately strung that a word, a touch, a
memory would set it in motion. But though
his nervous system was thus sensitive, yet his
emotions, however greatly excited, were of
themselves never strong enough to disturb the
self-poise of his deliberate judgment. His
convictions were fixed as fate, and yet, as I
thought, he was the most emotional man I
ever knew. I have seen his eyes fill instantly
on shaking the hand of an old friend, however
obscure, who had stood by him in his early
struggles, and whom after a long interval he
had suddenly met. I have seen the letter of a
grandchild, then residing in a distant State,
drop from his hand when he was reading it
aloud to some members of his family. His eyes
were too full of tears to see, and his speech
too full of emotion to utter the touching
words of the child. I read the letter: there
was not even a suggestion in it to give pain
it was only a loving letter of a child, full of
tender messages to her grandmother and to
him.

His sympathies were wide as human nature,
and were alive not only to its struggles and
its virtues, but even to its infirmities ; and, in
case of any great affliction in the family of a
friend or neighbor, his condolence was ever
ready, and in a manner and tone of voice as
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tender and touching and as natural as if the
affliction were his own.

This emotional quality so natural to him, and
always so naturally shown, was a marked
characteristic and a great element of his power
over the heart. His magnetic power was a
natural result of the lofty, the unmistakable
and generously tempered manliness of the
man,

The muscles of his face, even in his old age,
never had any of the rigidity or leathery ap-
pearance or toughness which sometimesaccom-
panies old age; on the contrary, his features
even then were apparently as tender and as
flexible as a child’s, and expressed as naturally
and as readily as the features of a child the
emotion of the moment, whatever that emo-
tion was; and when in high debate his every
muscle, his whole physical structure, would
be alive with the lofty passion that was giving
fire and force to every thought he uttered. I
have never seen any one but himself whose
entire physical structure so readily and so
naturally responded to its own emotions and
passions; nor ever heard any voice but his
own that so harmonized with whatever he
felt and uttered. Indeed, when there would
seem to be no occasion for any great emotion
or for the display of it, yet if the subject pre-
sented issues of great concern to his client, to
the public, or to himself, his heart, full of the
subject, and as if impressed with its respon-
sibility, would manifest its emotion not only
in the preliminary outlines of the facts to be
considered, but frequently even before he had
uttered a word. You would see the emotion
in his whole person as he slowly rose to his
feet; you would see it in his drooping posture,
in the deathly pallor of his face, in his brim-
ful eye, in the spasmodic twitching of his un-
der lip; and upon the utterance of the first
sentence you would hear it in the touching
tones of his magnetic voice. These all har-
monized naturally and without effort with the
passions and utterances of the moment. It
was nature visibly at work, and bringing into
harmonious action before your eyes all the
great elements, mental, moral, and physical ;
and this rare combination of forces actively
at work, in high debate, gave to his eloquence
a naturalness, a concentrated earnestness and
impetuosity that for the time was overwhelm-
ing. It awed men even when they were not
convinced by him.

Mr. Clay’s father,a Baptist preacher in hum-
ble circumstances, and with a large family, was
himself somewhat distinguished 1n his day for
eloquence. I have seen a letter written more
than sixty years ago by a gentleman in Vir-
ginia who knew Mr. Clay’s father, in which
he states that crowds would come to hear him
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when it was known that he would preach.
This letter was written to Mr. Clay and found
among his papers. He died in 1781, when
the son Henry was between four and five
years old, and thereupon the widow took
charge of the small estate and seven fatherless
children. It was a heavy burden, but Provi-
dence had thrown it on her, and she proved
equal to it; at least so thought her illustrious
son. He always paid to her the most loving
attention until her death in 1827, and never
mentioned her but with reverence, gratitude,
and love. A tasteful but modest monument
placed by him over her grave now stands near
the conspicuous shaft afterwards erected by
the public to his own memory.

The widow did what she could for all her
children, though she could do but little
towards their school education. She sent
Henry to a common country school in the
Slashes of Hanover, where he learned to read,
write, and cipher. Thereupon his school edu-
cation ended forever. When not at school he
aided in the family maintenance by such
labor as a boy could do on the small farm.
This was the daily routine, until in 1792 his
stepfather, Captain Watkins, who seems to
have felt a special interest in this stepson,
made an arrangement with the clerk of the
High Court of Chancery of Richmond, Vir-
ginia, by which this country boy, this uned-
ucated orphan, secured not only employment
as deputy clerk, but maintenance while so
employed.

Present occupation and present mainte-
nance were matters of first necessity to him,
and these being for the time secure, his mother
and stepfather removed to Kentucky, and
left the impulsive, penniless boy at the age of
fifteen, amid the temptations of city life, to
his own guidance; and yet this uneducated
orphan, without money or any especial friends
to superintend his associations or his habits,
apparently alone in the world, became in after
years and at an early period of his long life
the observed of all observers, not only as
the most commanding speaker the National
House of Representatives ever had, but as
the most commanding orator and the lord-
liest leader of his day. There was not a
crisis during his public career to which he
was unequal, nor a storm threatening to wreck
the Union in which he was not the pilot who
weathered that storm. His faith in his own
strength and in his own capacity to hold the
helm and guide the ship was unfaltering, and
he had the happy gift of inspiring his friends
with a like confidence in his capacity and
strength. ¢« Who sails with me comes safe to
land” was alike his faith and their faith, and
had he been alive in 1860 and 1861, every
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heart and every eye would have turned to
him to take the helm again.

How do I account for a career so remark-
able, when its beginning was under circum-
stances apparently so unpropitious? In the
first place, nature had endowed him with great
possibilities, which, naturally developed and
matured, were bound to fit him for a great
career. In other words, greatness in his case
was inevitable, unless his elementary forces,
mental, moral, and physical, were dwarfed or
perverted by some unnatural or unpropitious
training in his childhood and youth. Second,
that fortunately for him his innate faculties,
his possibilities, were neither in his childhood
nor in his boyhood nor in his early manhood
subjected to any narrow or unnatural train-
ing; on the contrary, all his surroundings in
his infancy and until he could walk alone, a
man among men, wexe by the chances of life
or by the hand of Providence the very sur-
roundings of all others, then within his reach,
the most likely to develop naturally and to
their full completeness, the peculiar faculties
with which nature had endowed him.

Fortunately Mr. Clay’s real education, that
sort of education which aroused and stimu-
lated into activity his elementary faculties,
neither began nor ended at the country school
in the Slashes of Hanover. What he learned
at that country school was, to be sure, of ser-
vice to him, but of service only as a humble
instrument in the hands of the boy. Had he,
however, learned nothing else, had his whole
education been limited to the little he learned
at that school, his great possibilities would
never have been developed, and he no doubt
would have lived and died in obscurity, un-
honored and unsung, Nature, however, did
not lose sight of the orphan son of the Baptist
preacher, though tossed as he had been into
the big world at the age of fifteen, apparently
alone and dependent upon his daily labor for
his daily bread. The world is a hard school
and full of hazard to an impulsive boy, even
when guided by the watchful eye of the par-
ent. But however hard and hazardous the
world may be to an impulsive boy, throwninto
it at the age of fifteen, and on his own re-
sources, yet in his case, and by a fortunate
succession of circumstances unexpected and
apparently of but little importance at the
time, the arrangement under which he was
left at that age and to his own guidance, amid
the temptations of the city of Richmond, was
not only the most fortunate event of his life,
but probably the very best arrangement for
the natural development of all powers.

I, however, am not writing the biography
of Mr. Clay. Those who expect to see in this
sketch the particulars of his life will be disap-
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pointed. My sole purpose in undertaking this
labor in the eighty-first year of my age was
to preserve in a family scrap-book, for my
descendants, the letters written by him to
me, as well as other original papers of some
interest bearing his signature; and while en-
gaged in that work it occurred to me that it
would add to the interest of the autographs
were I to give my personal recollections of
him, and the impression he had made on me.
I regret that the same idea did not occur to
me at an earlier day, before time and toil and
the troubles incident to a long life had worn
me out. I ought to have begun the work, if
at all, twenty years ago, when my mind was
more active and my memory fresher. But as
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the Hon. W. T. Barry of Lexington city being
the Postmaster-General. Mr. Clay, then in
the Senate, was leader of the opposition to
General Jackson and to his administration,
The party struggle was fierce and bitter, and,
besides, Mr. Barry was a decided partisan of
General Jackson, in whose cabinet he was,
and had led the opposition in Kentucky to
Mr. Clay and Mr. Adams. Under the circum-
stances Mr. Barry had no right to expect lib-
eral treatment at the hands of Mr. Clay. Vet
when the matter was in some way before the
Senate, Mr. Clay took occasion to say in sub-
stance that the rumored defalcation might be
true, but even if true he was sure that Mr.
Barry had no personal connection with it ;

I did not undertake it for the public, but *that he had known Mr. Barry many years,

wholly for the entertainment of my descend-
ants, I do not regret, and am sure they will
not regret, that I, even in my old age, under-
took on their account to do what I have done,
however meager my reminiscences may seem,
or however inartistic the style and the man-
ner in which those reminiscences have been
presented. Having completed a task I set for
myself, and as well as under the circumstances
I could, I now bring it to a close by annex-
ing a few facts and anecdotes which tend to
throw some light on the character of Mr.
Clay.

In a conversation in regard to General
Washington, an inquiry was made of Mr. Clay
as to hisinformation in regard to certain vices
imputed to the General by tradition. “Ah,”
said Mr. Clay, “ General Washington was so
good and great a man that no tradition to
his disparagement should be remembered or
repeated.”

About the time of General Taylor's nomi-
nation by the Whig convention as its candi-
date for the presidency, there was believed to
be an estrangement between Mr. Clay and
Mr. Crittenden. It was the more noticed be-
cause the two had been known as life-long
friends, both personal and political. Yet I
never heard Mr. Clay speak of it, though I
have heard the matter discussed in his pres-
ence while he wasreading a newspaper. Dur-
ing this estrangement I read a letter from Mr.

Clay to his wife, containing a message to me,*

saying that President Fillmore had consulted
him in regard to the appointment of Attorney-
General, and that he had advised him to ap-
point Mr. Crittenden to that office. In the
same letter he expressed the wish that his
family should be kind to Mr. Crittenden. As
to any real reconciliation between the two, 1
have no knowledge, but I have strong doubts.

During the administration of General Jack-
son, the public was startled by the rumor of
a defalcation in the Post-Office Department,

and vouched for the integrity of the man.
Mr. Barry on the next day paid his personal
respects to Mr. Clay, and from that time on
their former pleasant intercourse was resumed.

During the many years of my intimacy
with Mr. Clay, there was only one occasion
on which I ever heard him speak harshly of
any public man of his time, and that was
in allusion to Mr. Seward. Though open as
day on every public question, and though in
fierce debate never afraid to throw a thunder-
bolt whenever in his opinion the occasion
called for it, yet in his usual intercourse he
was exceedingly reserved in his criticism of
other public men.

Mr. Clay was very fond of pleasantries and
occasionally indulged in a sort of persiflage,
and when in the humor could say things with-
out giving offense which, but for his peculiar
manner and tone of voice and the pleasant
twinkle of his eye, would have been some-
what offensive to a “ touchy ” person.

The following instance illustrates what I
mean. It is well known that there were oc-
casionally very unpleasant encounters in the
Senate between Colonel Benton and Mr. Clay.
To say the least, there was no love between
the two. Colonel Benton, however, and Mrs.
Clay were cousins, and the Colonel, notwith-
standing the unpleasant passes between Mr.
Clay and himself, was in the habit of calling
at Ashland to pay his personal respects to her ;
and she on such occasions was always glad
to see him, for she was somewhat proud of
her Hart blood, of which family Colonel
Benton was a member, his mother being a
Hart. On one of these occasions my wife
called at Ashland and found Colonel Benton
and Mr. Clay in the parlor together. Ina few
moments Mrs. Clay made her appearance,
and as she entered Mr. Clay, in a tone of
charming banter and with a sort of mischiev-
ous humor in his eye, rose, and pointing to
her said, “ There, Colonel, is a member of my
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family who never abused you.” The effect was
irresistible. All caught the idea and joined in
a hearty laugh, and no one seemed to enjoy
the very suggestive allusion more than the
Colonel himself.

The following incident, however, was tinged
with no such attempt at humor. It is well
known that Mr. Tyler signalized his adminis-
tration by betraying the confidence of the
Whig party, by which he had been elected
Vice-President. Suspicions and rumors were
soon afloat that Mr. Tyler would not be true to
the platform on which he was elected, and
before these suspicions were absolutely con-
firmed by his own subsequent action, Mr.
Clay, the leader of the Whig party, made a
morning call on the President at the White
House, and on entering the room said to Mr.
Tyler, “Am I to understand that the two
gentlemen I met as I came up the steps to
your room are the advisers of the President 2"
The two gentlemen referred to were Mr.
Cushing of Massachusetts and Governor Wise
of Virginia. Both these gentlemen were
Democratic politicians, and leaders of what
was known then as the ¢ Corporal’s Guard.”
They had been closeted with Mr. Tyler just
before Mr. Clay came, and he evidently un-
derstood the purport of their visit. Mr.
Clay’s remark was made in a very stately
though civil manner. Mr. Tyler's face flushed
up very quickly, but what his reply was Ido
not now remember. This incident was told
me by a gentleman who was present, and I
am satisfied of its correctness.

On the morning of the day when President

IDYLLS.

Harrison was expected to send to the Senate
the names of the members of his Cabinet,
some one remarked, in the presence of Mr.
Clay, Mr. Crittenden, and several other mem-
bers of Congress, that Mr. Webster was to be
Secretary of the Treasury. “Oh, no,” said
Mr. Clay, ¢ Mr. Webster is to take the De-
partment of State.” ¢ That,” said the first
speaker, “ was the original programme, butas
Mr. Webster prefers the Treasury Department
the President has consented to appoint him
to the Treasury.” Instantly and in his most
impassioned manner Mr. Clay replied, “ T will
opposeit; Iwilldenounce itin open Senate. The
State Department is the proper place for Mr.
Webster.” This incident was communicated to
me by the Hon. Richard Hawes, who at the
time it occurred, in 1841, was a member of
Congress from the Ashland district, and was
present at the conversation. It is enough to
say that Mr. Webster was nominated and
confirmed Secretary of State, and Mr. Clay
was satisfied.

It may not be amiss to say in conclusion
that though he was not a scholar, though he
had no knowledge of the metaphysics or
rhetoric or logic of the schools, and in fact
had a hearty contempt for all three of them,
yet Mr. Clay’s knowledge was always equal
to the demands of his great career. In what
debate did he ever fail to reach ¢ the height of
the great argument ” the occasion called for ?
Orin what debate did any competitor because
of his ripe scholarship pluck the laurel from
his brow ?

J. 0. Harrison.

IDYLLS.

CREUSA, in those idyll lands delaying,
Forever hung with mellow mists of gold,
We find but phantoms of delights long cold.
We listen to the pine and ilex swaying
Only in echo; to the players playing,
On faint, sweet flutes, lost melodies of old.
The beauteous heroes are but stories told;
Vain at the antique altars all our praying.
Oh, might we join, in vales unknown to story,
On shores unsung, by Western seas sublime,
The spirit of that loveliness and glory
Hellenic, with these hearts of fuller time,
Then to our days would sunnier joys belong
Than thrill us now in old idyllic song.

Henry Tyrrell.
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