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own emancipation, and his slavery too end-
ed with that of the negroes. Inmnothing did
the man so establish himself in the eyes of
all, and in his own also, as by the fact that
he held General Jessup's “ hands” to the soil
after they were freed by the result of the
war. All around him the slaves escaped in
ilocks, like blackbirds, from the men who
held them in virtue of ownership. John
Markham held his serfs in virfue of the only
real mastership, that of character. You could
see the increasing self-respect of the man
with every day of the new era. Besides,
owing to his admirable management, the
vast indebtedness of the estate was being
steadily paid off.

But Katie and myself had got out of all
patience with him. I had begnu to tell her
that at last John Markham’s solidity was
also stolidity—all ox, and less than I had
hoped either of lion or eagle. I remember
well that January night of 1868 especially.
Self-reliant as Aunie Jessup was, she was a
woman, and she was beginning to droop.
My wife and myself could not but observe it
as she sat after supper by the fireside, her
eyes on the coals as,with our little Jessup in
her lap asleep, she sat thinking, thinking.
I was just elinching my fist at the thought
of Markham, when he walked in. He had
not rung ; he did not speak to Katie or my-
self; he walked up to Annie, handed her a
bundle of papers tied with red tape, and
said, “There, Miss Annie, you will find the
receipt for payment of the last cent your es-
tate owed. I congratulate you!”

A Virginian of two centuries’ standing
could not have said it better. If hehad only
said the rest aswell! Bufithere he stopped
and stammered and hesitated, grew asred as
blood, then as white as a sheef: it was piti-
ful to look on the suffering of the poor fel-
low. While I was blundering about in my
mind what to do, Katie did it. “Oh, Annie
Jessup !” she exclaimed, taking our boy from
the hands of the startled girl, as she rose to
her feet before the trembling overseer—*oh,
Annie Jessup, how can you!”

It may Liave been, as Katie says, “ the good
blood of her family in her.” Tt cerfainly was
the true womanhood of Annie Jessup, for she
recovered herself in a moment, said, as quiet-
1y as if he had given her an apple instead, r
thank you, Mr, Markham!” And then, with
one steady look at the noble face in such
trouble before her, and in virtne of being
his born superior, she put a palm on either
side of his head and deliberately kissed him,
and full upon the lips, like a queen! It was
more than the touch of a monarch’s sword
conferring nobility. The man at once di-
lated, and grew ealm—in his own eyes, too,
a genfleman forever.

That was January, 1868, as I haye said. I
was out at their place yesterday. I can not
see in what sense John Markham is not as

thorongh a gentleman as any man I ever
knew; his wife is satisfied upon that point.
Ithink he hasno uneasiness,if he ever thinks
ofitiat all,upon the subject. They have five
vigorous children. I suppose with wealth
the blood will run out some day in their
children’s children’s children. Meanwhile I
do regard,in a purely scientific sense, this
whole affair as an instance of the survival
of the fittest, and it is on that account that
I have written these lines.

GENESIS OF THE NEW ENGLAND
CHURCHES.*

N the great days of Queen Elizabeth,
when Bacon was pointing all men to a
diligent study of mnature, and Shakspeare
had already begun to exhibit her fairest
and sternest traits in living pictures on the
stage, 4 young lawyer of Gray's Inn, of fair
estate and honorable lineage, shone in all
the gay revels and extravagant dissipation
of the time. Henry Barrowe was a courtier,
a fine gentleman, a gamester famous for his
successin dicing, a vain and dissolute young
man, who wasted his gains at the gaming-
table in frivolous pleasures, and who was
fond of bhoasting of the favors of fortune,
and of the good luck that seemed never to
desert him. Gray’s Inn had no more dissi-
pated student. Of law he confesses that he
had learned little ; he seems to have cared
nothing for literature ; and his gay youth
ripened into @& manhood that showed mo
traces of reform. Buf suddenly Henry Bax-
rowe was missed from his usual place in the
tavern and the theatre. His gay companions
of the bar and the court told with a smile
that he had become a Puritan. To the gal-
lant cirele that gathered around the Virgin
Queen, to the friends of Raleigh and the fol-
lowers of Essex, in the midst of their masks
and revelries, their wild extravagance, their
secret enormities, the conception of the aus-
tere and rigid sect who shrank from all the
common amusements of the day seemed suf-
ficiently repulsive. Yet it is worthy of no-
tice that Raleigh in his imaginative youth
had sighed for the peace of an assured faith,
and that Essex in his last stormy days as-
sumed the guise of Puritanism. But there
was one class of men in that important pe-
riod fo whom the new sect was singularly
odions. The ritualists of the age of Eliza-
Deth, aided by the natural inclinations of the
queen, had gained a perfect control in the
English Church ; the most severe laws had
already been passed against the Non-con-
formists and sectaries ; martyrs had already
fallen ; the prisons were filled with Dissent-
ers; the ritnalists pursued their opponents

with unrelenting cruelty ; and the modera-
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tion which had marked the Church in the
days of Cranmer and Edward VL had been
changed to bitter severity. A terrible ingui-
sition—the High Commission for the trial
of all ecelesiastical offenses—zruled over En-
gland, and watched with constant vigilance
for those who refused to employ a ritmal
that had become tainted with the worst su-
perstitions of Rome. It was before this un-
sparing tribunal that Henry Barrowe was
summoned to appear and defend that faith
which had won him from the world.

He was soon arrested. Possibly his influ-
ence among his old companions may have
been feared, or his reputation at court may
have lent him unusual importance. But
one day when he had gone to visit a fellow-
Puritan, John Greenwood, in his prison, he
was himself seized, and detained until a

| by the least cultivated reformer that the
| churches founded by Paul and John bore
|no resemblance to the splendid spectacle
| presented by the papal or the English litur-
| zy; that haughty bishops and martial popes
| eould be in no sense sueeessors of the Apos-
tles ; that the plainness, purity, and humil-

ity recommended by Paul had no place in
| any of the visible churches. In England it
|is probable that the Wyeliffite reforms had
'never lost their influence npon the people,
and that Henry VIIL was the leader of a
large party who had long been waiting for
the advent of a Luther and a Calvin, But
| Henry had stopped npon the brink of prog-
| ress: the people pressed onward, and in 1id-
ward VI's time had torn down the images
from the churches, and frampled relics and
croziers in the dust. When Cranmer pub-

charge could be brought against him. Bar- | lished his prayer-book the Puritan party
rowe and Greenwood, friends in life, united | already existed in the Chureh, pledged to a
in death, have come down to us as eonspicu- | bitter hatred for formalism and ritualism of
ous martyrs to that Puritan principle which | every degree. Yet the comparative mild-
founded the New England churches and|ness of Cranmer and Ridley had seduced
planted freedom in the New World. They | even Hooper to assume the episcopal robes.
lay in prison together for six years, while | Under Mary the chiefs of the English refor-
England was filled with memorable scenes, | mation perished in the flames, and with
while Mary of Scotland perished on the | Elizabeth the ritualists once more sprang

block, while the Armada was dashed to
pieces on the northern coast; and the vain
rage of papal Rome might have taught the
Elizabethan age the lesson of religious tol-
. eration. But no pity nor justice softened
the horrors of their dismal cell. When
brought before the High Commission, before
archbishops and bishops, before Burleigh
and Buckhurst, Barrowe would show no un-
manly hesitation. The dicer and profligate
of an emrlier hour now glowed with the
ardor of an undoubting faith. “The Church
of England,” he declared, “as it is now
formed, is not the true Church of Christ.”
The Common Prayer hook was #idolatrous,
superstitious, popish.” Bishops and lawyers
for six years strove to refute or to convert
him; from his cell he contrived to write
and publish a series of remarkable works
that spread the knowledge of Puritanism.
The two martyrs were confined at last in
the Fleet prison, on the spot where now a
vast Congregational church has sprung up
over the scene of their sufferings.  And one
morning they were bound together on a
cart, and carried to their execution on Ty-
burn Hill.

The Puritanism for which men began now
to suffer and die throughout all England had
sprung up naturally from the corruptions of
the Church of Elizabeth. Yet it may be
traced to the age of Constantine. To re-
store the purity, simplicity, and fervor of
the early Church, its simple rites and fra-
ternal unity, had been the aim of the Cath-
ari and the Vaudois, the Albigenses and the
Wiyeliffites, the Hussites, and at last of Cal-
vin and Luther. It was easily discovered

|into power. Pomp and outward show en-
tered info the churches. The Host was wor-
shiped at splendid alfars, tapers glowed in
the queen’s private chapel, and the spirit
of persecution was again the offspring of a
hollow formalism. That barbarie crnelty
which it had been the single aim of Chris-
tianity to extirpate from among its followers
| became the ruling principle of the English
Church. No dissent was to be tolerated,
no neglect of its ritnal allowed, no difference
in its outward form. There was to be but
one Church in the nation, and disloyalty to
its doctrines and rites was both heresy and
treason. To this theory the Puritans at
first gave a perfect adhesion; they mever
desired to separate from the national Chunrch,
nor to countenance a revolt against the laws
of Blizabeth ; they hoped to reform it from
within, and they were prepared to persecute
those who refused to submif to the royal or-
dinances with almost as much rigor as Whit-
gift or Bancroft. They could scarcely see
how a church could exist separate from the
state, or a humble congregation constitute
an independent ecclesiastical community.
But the idea came upon them suddenly. A
portion of the Puritans, shocked by the vices
of their visible Church, took refuge in con-
gregationalism. They saw that Paul had
never founded a national church, nor had
the early Christians any other form of church
government than that of separate congrega-
tions. They began to separate themselves
from the English Church. They founded
congregations in Southwark or in Scrooby.
The hand of the law fell upon them fearfully,
yet they still met in secret places and in
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lonely forests. They filled the prisons, and
they perished on the scaffold; yet no per-
secution could check that powerful move-
ment, and in the pains and martyrdom of
men like Barrowe and Greenwood was laid
the foundation of the New England churches.
The chief Puritan congregation was gath-
ered at Southwarlk, across the Thames, in a
poor suburb, on the road that led to Canter-
bury, and where Chaucer’s pilgrims might
have preceded the modern processions of
Manning and Capel. But the chief mem-
bers of the Southwarl church were soon lan-
guishing in Newgate or the Fleef, were dec-
imated by fevers, want, starvation, or had
perished by the hands of the legal execu-
tioner. The parents of a mighty race that
was to number its descendants by millions
and tens of millions, and to ereate a republic
in the New World that was to open a new
era to man, were now few and disheartened,
Yet in their deep misery a refuge was open-
ed to them that led to & memorable deliver-
ance. In the green wet fields of Notting-
hamshire, opposite the coast of Holland, and
covered up in an atmosphere of rural repose,
rose, and still rises, the gray spire of the par-
ish church of Serooby—a rustie village that
has made little advance since the reign of
the ritualistic queen. It is a scene sacred
to the origin of New England progress.
Amidst its meadows and marshes, separated
irom the ancient village by a moat, now dry,
and a patch of garden, sfood the Serooby
Manor-house, long the favorite resort of
kings and prelates. But in the period of
which we speak it was occupied as a tenant
by William Brewster, an eminent Puritan,
and once a rising courtier. Around Scrooby
the people had long cherished a secret Pu-
ritanism. Two or three miles from it is the
lititle village of Austerfield, where was born
‘William Bradford, the governor of Plymouth
colony, whose discretion and virtne were
long the chief reliance of the early New En-
gland Church. To Scerooby Manor-house on
each Lord’s-day the separatists of the neigh-
borhood came singly or in pairs, with care-
ful secrecy, to join in the simple services
that might remind them of the church of
Colosse or the house of Priscilla and Aquila.
William Brewster presided as an elder, but
the services of learned Puritan clergymen
were engaged to instruct the people. Brad-
ford recalls in his journal the happy influ-
ences of the early pastors, and among the
weachers who best revived the pictures of
the Apostolic days was John Robinson, the
pastor of Leyden and of Plymouth colony.
Learned, polished, modest, a Master of Arts
at Cambridge, a fellow of Corpus Christi, a
deacon in the English Church, the young
teacher left the ritualistic school in which
he had been trained to labor for a modern
vevival of the church of St.Paul. Butf at
lust persecution reached the congregation

of Scrooby and Austerfield. The faithful
members filled the country jails. There was
evidently no place in England for the new
rifual; the tyrant James had succeeded the
cruel Elizabeth, and Brewster and Robinson
felt that they must fly to a foreign land.
Persecuted by the ritualists who ruled at
London, and even by the Puritans, who still
clung to the royal faction, the separatists
saw that in their native land the hope of
reform was over.

Across the sea they saw the happy shores
of Holland, where religious freedom had been
planted in a republican state. Brewster,
Robinson, and their associates resolved to
leave the green plains of Scrooby and the
dangerous fens of Lincolnshire, and frans-
port their whole congregation, the parent
of ten thousand churches, to the friendly
shelter of the Dutch cities. How they met,
prayed, fasted; with what care they selected
their company ; with what pains they were
enabled to gather money to pay for the jour-
ney ; how men, women, and children were
consulting for many days over what part
of their household goods they should carry
with them and which of their small posses-
sions they should leave behind, history im-
perfectly relafes; yet never was there a
more disastrous attempt than was appar-
ently that of the Puritans. A stringent
law forbade their emigration. It was ap-
parently treason for a Puritan fo attempt
to leave England, and the Pharaohs of the
Established Church watched carvefully the
coast from which they were to set sail. Yet
Brewster and his faithful followers at last
gathered in the friendly town of Boston,
and, hidden by the shades of night, embark-
ed in a ship that had been hired to carry
them to Holland. But the master had al-
ready betrayed them. Searcely were they
on board the ship, and had begun to rejoice
in the hope of a swift passage, when the of-
ficers of the law appeared to arrest them.
They were brought to the shore in open
boats, rifled of their property, treated with
gross outrages, and driven back to Boston
in the midst of a throng of spectators. Bos-
ton, it seems, was already a centre of Puri-
tanism, and its magistrates would have sef
the unlucky Pilgrims free, but the Lords of
the Counecil sent down orders for their de-
tention. The unhappy congregation was
imprigoned for a month. Brewster and six
others were then defained in prison for tri-
al, and the rest, impoverished and disheart-
ened, were suffered to escape.

Once more, six months later, the pilgrims
of Serooby prepared to fly from England.
Men, women, and children, with all their
poor possessions, gathered on the unfriendly
shore of the Humber, not far from Hull. A
Dutch eaptain, more trustworthy than their
countrymen, was ready to receive them, and
a part of the company had already enter-
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¢d the ship, when the officers of the crown
again appeared to detain them. Terrible
was the spectacle of the weeping women
and children seized by the soldiers, who
sprang upon them from the inland districts,
and kept them from their husbands and
brothers, who had already reached the ves-
sel. By an accident they had been detained,
and the armed force came upon them just
as they were about to rejoin their friends.
"The Duteh captain, alarmed at the gight of
the soldiers, with a faiv wind set sail. The
Pilgrims were torn from their weeping fam-
ilies, and carried, with nothing to maintain
them, to o foreign land. Meanyhile, on the
lonely banks of the Humber, the mothers,
with their shivering infants, were left in
the power of the cruel soldiers, and had no
means of providing themselves and their
children with food. Their captors soon set
them free. Even Bancroft did not care to
imprison so feeble and miserable a compa-
ny. Buf who provided them in their deso-
late condition with the means of subsistence
has never been told. Their husbands, car-
ried far away into the wild North Sea by a
severe storm, were nearly lost on the coast
of Norway, and Bradford, then a young man,
records the humble and trustful prayers
which he and his companions poured forth
amidst the raging ocean, and the thanktul
hearts with which they landed, after a voy-
age of fourteen days, on the shores of Hol-
land. By no human intervention, the women
and children were at last enabled to rejoin
their husbands and fathers, escaping at dif-
ferent times and by various means from the
eastern coast of England. The church of
Serooby seems to have been united again in
Amsterdam. Brewster, impoverished buf
free, Robinson, Bradford, and their early
companions, were all there. But they soon
found that violent dissensions were raging
among the Puritan exiles in the Dutch cap-
ital, and, anxious only for peace, resolved to
emigrate once more to busy Leyden. In
1609, on the 1st of May, they set out for
their new home. But they would not come
as paupers or dependents. They had prom-
ised the magistrates to be a burden to no
one, and, with New England energy, began
at once to learn and practice some indus-
trial pursuit. One became a mason, anoth-
er a carpenter, another a smith. Bradford
learned to weave silkk; Brewster, scholar
and courtier, maintained his large family
by teaching Latin and English, and even
became a printer. Several of the Pilgrims
were successful merchants; some were weav-
ers and carders; one was a physician. The
Duteh treated them with a generous kin:c-
ness that might well have shamed their per-
secuting countrymen at home, and in the
heart of commercial Leyden the fathers of
New England might have lived in prosper-
ous content. Robinson wen general favor

by the purity of his character, his learning,
and his graceful writings. His essays still
deserve notice, and his gentle and pensive
spirit, the foe of severity, uncharitableness,
cruelfy, and pride, might have been renew-
ed in the not dissimilar natures of Buckmin-
ster and Channing.

The Puritans, however, had never design-
ed to settle permanently in Holland, Among
an alien race, speaking a different language,
and educated to a different mode of life,
they felt that their church could have no
room for expansion, and must af last perish
altogether. They had already become at-
tached to a rigid mode of observing the
Sabbath, which even in Holland had neyer
been adopted. They knew that if they re-
mained in Leyden their children would in-
termarry with the natives, and gradually
become lost amidst the rnling race. Nor
had they ever laid aside the hope thaf per-
secution might at last die out in England,
and a gentler reign invite them back te
their native land. Dear to them were still
the lonely fens of Scrooby and the antigue
streets of Boston, and even Bradford, though
he had sold his ancestral estate at Auster-
field, must have sighed for the pleasant
companionship of his earlier years. But
time went swiftly on, and still the prelatic-
al party in England ruled with increasing
severity ; the Puritans had grown in num-
bers, but they were ever bitferly oppressed.
War, too, seemed about to break out again
between Spain and Holland, and Robinson
and Brewster, agitated by many apprchen-
sions, fearful lest the congregation which
they had founded might be subjected to
some sudden disaster, began to disenss the
only project that seemed fo promise them a
lasting rest. The New World offeved them
a congenial home. A grand idea fixed their
attention. Amidst the Western wilderness
they might found a settlement where all
their persecuted companions in Lngland
might join them in a gentle commonwealth,
where churches such as Paul had planted
and Apollos watered might flourish unob-
served by the persecutors, where they might
keep their holy Sabbath, educate their chil-
dren, and perhaps found a nation of Puri-
tans in a country wholly their own. Such
were the thoughts which the wise leaders
now communicated to fhe church in Leyden
and to their friends and allies in England.
Carver, Bradford, Cushman, Winslow, Aller-
ton, and others discussed the important
question. Some doubfed, some objected.
How could they endure, it was urged, the
fearful voyage, the perils of the wilderness,
the strange climate, the new diseases ? how
could they escape from the treacherous sav-
ages who inhabited that solitary shore? or
how ecould the aged, the fechle, women and
children, bear the deprivation of all their
usual comforts and conveniences in that
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unknown clime? The question was debat-
ed at many meetings. The perils of the
enterprise were sef aside by the reflection
that mo great project like theirs for the
benefit of mankind was ever achieved ex-
cept by fortitude and courage. It was re-
golved to go. But whifher? Some nrged
a settlement in Guiana, so recently made fa-
mons by Raleigh’s brilliant faney; others
proposed Virginia. For Guiana was under
the control of papal Spain, and its tropical
heats offered no charm to the temperate
people of the North. Virginia was pre-
ferred, but even in Virginia it was known
that the Established Church ruled with its
usual severity, and the Pilgrim Fathers
could only hope that they might find some
desolate spot in the immense wilderness
where they might escape the observation
even of the English inquisitors. So unhap-
py was their condition that no part of the
world seemed to afford them a safe retreat.
They decided to go to Virginia, or rather to
the lands held by the Virginia Company,
which embraced all the coast below the for-
ty-first degree of latitude. The Plymounth
Company possessed the remainder, above
that line to the St. Croix, and a singnlar
chance baffled the design of the fathers to
seftle in the softer climate of the South.
The chief men of the Leyden colony now
prepared to obtain land for settlement, and
permission from the English government
to occnpy the barren waste. It was ungra-
ciously given. Carver, Brewster, and Cush-
man found constant obstacles to their plan
in the bigotry of King James and the dis-
trust of the ritnalistic faction in the Church.
Months passed away in negotiation. Al-
most surreptitiously a patent passed the
Virginia Couneil giving them the necessary
title to a tract of land. The grant was
made; the people sold their property, and
made ready to leave peaceful Leyden; but
now some of the adventurers seem to have
regretted that they had fallen nnder the
control of the Virginia Company, and lenged
for a settlement in what was already known
as New England. Yet it was too late to
change their destination. The Mayflower,
a fine ship of one hundred and eighty tons,
was hired for the voyage. A smaller vessel,
the Speedwell, was to accompany it. Only
the young and strong were fo go at first.
With prayer and fasting, tears and fond fave-
wells, the congregation of Leyden gather-
ed at Delfthaven to wish godspeed to the
colonists who were to precede them to their
new home, and in June, 1620, the Pilgrims
embarked in the Speedwell, which was to
carry them to Southampton, where lay the
Mayflower and the vest of the company. Afb
Delfthaven they heard for the last time the
voice of the beloved Robinson; and Brew-
gter, Carver, Cushman, Winslow, and Brad-
ford were parted forever from the guide they

loved so well. Yet the church of Serooby
was nof to be divided. It was agreed that
Robinson should still remain their pastor,
and join them at some happy meeting in
the New World.

A fair wind bore the Speedwell to South-
ampton, but delays and trials still inter-
vened., "Once they put out, but were forced
to return. The Speedwell proved unsea-
worthy, and was left behind. September
6-16 the Mayflower set out alone, laden with
one hundred and two Pilgrims and all the
preparations for the new colony, over the
strange and solemn sea. Never vessel bore
so rich a freight. The germs of religious
toleration and of a primitive Christianity,
of republicanism and human equality, of
popular education and centuries of prog-
ress, were hidden within her feeble walls.
Heaven smiled, and the destiny of mankind
brightened as she sped on her solitary jour-
ney. She passed safely over the dangerous
track where now the greatest steam-ships
are often tossed and racked by the sea and
wind, and sometimes, striking huge icebergs
in the mist, perish unseen. But the May-
flower slowly pressed forward. Once, in
mid-ocean, a fierce storm racked her feeble
frame, a main beam gave way, and the ves-
sel wonld have gone to pieces had not “a
great iron serew” been found on board that
brought the beam back to its place. One
of her passengers, a servaunt, died; a child
was born on the passage, and named by his
parents Oceanus. Sixty-six days were pass-
ed on the sea, yet the voyage seems not to
have been unprosperous. The Mayflower
played well her important part. Her mas-
ter and crew were a wild and godless com-
pany, whose oaths and ribaldry may have
mingled strangely with the prayers and
psalms of the Pilgrims, and even among
the colonists men had intruded themselves
whose characters were in striking discord-
ance with the plans of the expedition. One
was to become a murderer, and was after-
ward hanged; others were immoral, indo-
lent, improvident. But the purer majority
soon expelled from ifs midst its irreclaim-
able members. Not many of the first con-
gregation at Scrooby seem to have gone on
this memorable voyage. Brewster, Brad-
ford, and one or two more can alone be rec-
ognized as members of the eaxliex church.
Death had probably borne away many of
the Serooby congregafion, and time may
have enfeebled the others. Af length the
land appeared. Carver, Brewster, and Brad-
ford watched with no common interest, we
may conceive, the long, narrow strip of sand,
projecting far into the ocean, that Provi-
dence seems to have designed as their guide
to their promised home, It was November
19, The New England autumn, rich with
azure skies and golden atmosphere, may yebt

have lingered later than usual over the des-
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olate scene. The sands of Cape Cod seemed
to the hopeful wanderers a region of plenty
and peace. It was “a goodly land,” they
said, * and wooded to the brink of the sea.”
They rejoiced together, and sang hymns of
praise, and the Mayjlower dropped her anch-
or on the unknown coast.

It was to New Jersey or New York Harhor
that the Pilgrims had evidently designed at
first to go. What strange chance, misealen-
lation, or whether the perfidy of their cap-
tain, who, it is supposed, was hired by the
Duteh to take them farther north, had mis-
led them, or whether they may not have
changed their plan at last, and preferred to
settle in New England, they now found
themselves far beyond the limits of the
London Company, from which they had ob-
tained their grant of land at the price of
real slavery, and were trespassing on the
territory of the Plymouth Company, to which
they were wholly strangers. Yet they made
no persistent effort to repair the error, or
hesitated for a moment what to doj and
once only they strove fo sail to the south-
ward, but were driven baclk. With the read-
iness for self-government which has marked
their descendants, whether in Colorado or
California, Carver, Bradford, and their asso-
ciates now met in the eabin of the Mayflower
and founded a state. It was the first fown-
meeting in our borders, the original decla-
ration of independence and of the rights of
man. The Pilgrims had already formed a
Chureh, and they now planned a Common-
wealth. They professed loyalty to the king,
yet they pledged themselves to each other
to obey the laws they might frame among
themselves, and constituted themselves “a
civil body politic.” Nor did Carver, who
was elected the governor of the new na-
tion, or Bradford, who became his succes-
sor, ever hesitate to execute the laws with
firmness, or doubt that his authority was
as real as if it had been sanctioned by a
king, The will of the people was to them
the natural source of power. Next they
landed on the goodly shore. They fell on
their knees and blessed the God of heaven
who had brought them safely over the vast
and furious ocean to the stable land, their
proper element.

Nothing is more remarkable in the char-
acter of the Pilgrims than the readiness with
which they adapted themselves to every
change of circumstance, and in all their wan-
derings maintained their perfect self-con-
trol. In Serooby and Austerfield they had
Deen courtiers, farmers, politicians, husband-
men. In Leyden they had each professed
and learned some useful trade. On the wild
shores of New England, Carver, Bradford,
and the rest easily adopted the manners of
explorers, coasted along the chill inlets, slept
in their open shallop, bore patiently the
storms of snow and sleet, or gathered from
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fhe wwoods heaps of oily cedar that made an
odoriferons flame, and delighted the travelers
with its welcome heat. These strong, ear-
nest, and hopeful men, pure, just, and kind,
examined for many days the unknown shore,
laden with the cares of future ages. They
came at length to Plymouth Harbor: its
vacant corn fields, a pure running brook
and a sheltered site, a great hill that was to
be the Acropolis of Plymouth, and abun-
dance of wood, satisfied them that they had
found their looked-for home. Frozen with
cold, wet, weary, but never desponding, they
kept the Sabbath on an island in the bay,
and on the 21st or 22d of December landed
on Plymouth Rock. Eighteen men, among
whom were the chiefs of the colony, had
shared in this dangerous and doubtful expe-
dition; and as they slowly climbed from
their shallop to the shore the echo of their
footsteps resounded through all the centn-
ries of the future. How many myriads were
coming to meet them in endless anniversa-
vies! What throngs of orafors, poets, and
applauding multitudes were to offer a late
greeting to the web and weary wanderers!
They now hastened back to their compan-
ions, more joyous perhaps than mamny more
prosperous congregations, and described the
happy site of the future colony. The May-
Slower onee more unfurled her sails, and bore
the colonists to Plymouth Bay. Joy filled
all hearts at the sight of their wintry home.
Work began at once. The streets were laid
out, a common house begun and soon com-
pleted, a fortification was built on the top
of Burial Hill, the garden plots were meas-
ured, and the first New England village
sprang up as swiftly as if it were in Kansas
or Nebraska. Labor never ceased for Christ-
mas or any saint’s day; it was only when
the Sabbath came that every axe was silent,
every arm at rest, and hymms of thanlkful
joy mingled with the murmur of the sea.
The church of Serooby, Amsterdam, and Ley-
den held its services on Burial Hill, and re-
ligious rites that Paul and John would have
approved awoke the silence of the wintry
scene.

Toleration does not seem to have marked
the first church of the Pilgrims; at least
they were unwilling to suffer within their
limits the existence of a rival and danger-
ous sect. Yot the voice of the pastor, Rob-
inson, expressed the first theory of toleration
that was heard in the New World. This
amiable and virtnous man advanced in lib-
erality as he approached the close of life,
For the higher and purer elements in the
religious institutions of his ancestors he
entertained a lasting regard. The Church
of England was still to him the possessor of
much unquestioned excellence. He still
held all its doctrines, and seems to have re-
volted only against its “church order and

ordinances.” Ritualism and the lingering
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idolatry of its worship he shrank from with
natural alarm. Yet he tanght union rather
than division, peace rather than ceaseless
enmity, He lived in harmony with the wise
and pure of all religious sects, and left the
world with lessons of toleration on his lips.
Ritualism and a bitter persecution, the rage
of idolaters as unreasonable as that of the
worshipers of Baal or Astarte, had alone
driven the Pilgrims from their native land
and their national Chureh ; and it was with
1o spirit of hostility to any sect or creed, or
with any desire but that of enjoying their
own simple service unharmed by the officers
of the High Commission, that the first Con-
gregational assembly met in the wilderness.
The ruling elder, Brewster, conducted its
worship.  Some decent forms were ob-
served. Robinson was still looked upon as
its pastor, and Brewster carefully abstained
from any interference with his sacred office,
But a time was coming when the solitary
congregation was to bear such a trial of its
faith and resolution as might well have
crushed forever any ehurch less devoted and
less apostolic,

Famine, disease, the sense of a complete
isolation, and of no hope of safety save in
the protection of Heaven, came upon the
lonely colony. Whether the same deadly
malaria which had carried off so many thou-
sands of the natives still lingered around
Plymouth Bay, or whether the toils and
pains they had already borne had prepared
them for a fatal sickness, death descended
upon them in the winter months with un-
precedented ravages. One-half their num-
ber died. Of the survivors only seven re-
mained able to attend upon the sick, or to
bear away the dead to their graves amidst
the snow on Burial Hill. Two or three
somefimes died in one day. Yet the tender-
ness and assiduity with which the Pilgrims
watched over their sick, and performed for
them all the kind offices of Christian friend-
ship, touched the hearts even of the rude
sailors on the Mayflower ; and when disease
and death came at last on board of the ship,
they found that their fellow-sailors shrank
from them in their illness and refused fo give
them aid, and that their only real friends
were the Puritans, who came to lrelp them
in their distress. Carver died in the spring,
and Bradford was chosen in his place. But
as summer approached new hope awoke in
the breasts of these resolute men, and they
saw the Mayflower sail away without a wish
to abandon their dangerous home. Twenty
men, six or eight women, and perhaps twen-
ty children formed the whole population of
the solitary hamlet. Nineteen huts or cab-
ins lined the street that led up fo the forti-
fied hill. Of the savages they had yet seen
nothing in the settlement, but had heard
their cries in the forest, and wateched the
smolke of their wigwams rising over the in-

land district. Bradford’s whole army to en-
counter the unknown hosts of the natives
consisted of only nineteen men, commanded
by Captain Miles Standish, Yet the Indians
proved not unfriendly, and Massasoit wel-
comed them to New England. Axdent and
ever hopeful, the spirits of the Pil grims onee
more rose high as the summer came on, as
the wild flowers bloomed in the woods, and
the forests were covered with verdure,
They planted their fields with barley and
maize; they wandered on exploring expedi-
tions along the neighboring shores ; and late
in the season Miles Standish with a detach-
ment of nine men sailed as far as Boston
Harbor. They saw its varied islands, the
fair entrance to Charles River, and trod the
lonely shore where now a splendid city has
risen around their path, and watched in the
fair moonlight the three mountain peaks
now grown illustrious in story and in song.
The ¢hurch which Robinson had planned,
and Brewster, Carver, and Bradford had
planted, was now fixed forever in New En-
gland. Yet the jealousy or the diseretion
of the Puritanic faction in England pre-
vented the pastor from ever visiting his
flock. Bradford ruled with firm and tem-
perate hand over his growing company, and
the example of the Leyden colonists found
many imitators. A large emigration of the
Puritans took place in the last years of
James I and the opening of the reign of
Charles IT. Twenty-one thousand in all are
supposed to have come to America. The
number seems insignificant compared with
the vast hosts that in our day annually
leave the Old World for the New. Yet no
emigration was ever attended by such re-
markable results. The descendants of Brad-
ford and Robinson, Winthrop, Cotton, and
their companions, have multiplied and en-
larged until it is ecredibly estimated that
they number seven millions. They have
pierced the continent, and passed {from
ocean fo ocean. Unnumbered Plymouths
have sprung up in the forest and the prai-
tie, and their founders have practiced ev-
ery where the energy and the resolution
that brought Bradford and Winthrop to the
shores of Massachusetts. Many of the ear-
1y Puritans were cultivated and accomplish-
ed men. Most of them were already at
heart republicans. The compact formed in
the cabin of the Mayflower became the mod-
el on which the government of every State
from Maine to Oregon has been founded.
Our people every where pledge themselves
to each other to obey the laws which they
have themselves sanetioned, and which de-
rive all their authority from the consent of
all the people, but which the people will
enforce with their united strength. The
moral system which the Puritans held up
before mankind has become equally the
foundation of our political prosperity. The
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Sabbath, which in 1620 was observed in all
its strictness probably in Leyden, or per-
haps in Plymouth, alone, now follows the
Anglo-8axon race in all its wanderings, and
Robinson would approve the sacred and
necessary rest that spreads over so large a
part of mankind on the peacefnl day. Pu-
rity, gentleness, discretion, were practiced
by Bradford, Carver, and their associates;
they melted at the voice of sorrow, and for-
got mone of the duties of charity; and a
" natural refinement grew up among them
that added to the vigor of the race. But
possibly the congregation of Serooby might
have failed wholly to maintain their lasting
influence had they not discovered, in an age
of dense ignorance, the necessity of univers-
al education. If was upon knowledge and
religion that they founded their state. Pu-
ritanism has become every where the her-
ald of popular instruction. The school was
planted in Massachusetts as early as the
church. To teach and to be taught was
the chief aim of ifs ever-progressive people.
Af length the common-school system of ed-
ueation was perfected and confirmed by the
experience of New England; the grand ma-
chinery of national instruction was set in
motion that now covers the land from sea to
sea. Iivery State has obeyed the precepts
of Robinson and Bradford, and Colorado
and California found their prosperity on
their public schools.
Such are some of the results of the flight

of the congregation of Pilgrims from Seroo-
by to Amsterdam, to Leyden, to Plymouth,
which we have chiefly taken from Dr. Ba-
con’s valuable work on The Genesis of the
New England Churches. To the States and
nations who owe their existence and their
prosperity to the strong yet genfle men who
fled from their persecutors to a distant land
there will always be a singular charm in
the story of the first New England church.
Dr. Bacon has painted its inner history with
novelty and force. He makes us understand
more clearly than ever before the perils and
the diffienlties, the mental and political phi-
losophy, of the New England emigration.
1t is impossible not to see that, but for the
wet and weary landing in Plymouth Bay,
the silent Sabbath, the patient courage, the
Christian tenderness, of the Pilgrim Fathers,
there would have been no hope of progress
and moral elevation in the New World;
there would have been no free republic
opening its generous shelter to the Teuton,
the Celt, and the Saxon; and feudalism and
religious tyranny would have marred the
destiny of another continent. Nor of all
our national celebrations is there any in
which all our people may more cordially
unite than when, in the bleak days of De-
cember, the descendants of the Pilgrims
gather on the well-known shore, and almost
hear the joyous voices of Brewster, Carver,
and Bradford, as they leap from their shal-

lop upon Plymouth Rock.

Chitn’s €z Choir,

TIIE virtue upon which John Bull has always
prided himself is pluck, and he shows it in
many ways, but in none more constantly than in
his assertion of mental and moral liberty. His
cousin Jonathan is, however, of opinion that e
is a stouter friend of freedom than John, and
points to the snobbishness of his English cousin
and to the immense conformity of his whole
family as an illustration of his moral cowardice,
That conformity is indeed immense, A London
correspondent of the New York World says in a
recent letter that he was looking at a picture of
the Ascension with a friend who is a member of
the Anglican Church, and that the friend sud-
denly turned upon him, and asked him how many
educated persons in Ingland he supposed real-
ly accepted the story as told, and believed the
Ascension as they believe that Julins Ciesar once
lived. The correspondent replied that he sup-
posed it to be the belief of all English Christians,
 “You are wrong,’ ” said his friend i ¢ fvery few
of them really believe it. ‘The majority of them
have never seriously thought about it; many of
the minority who have thought about it do not
believe it. Very many of the clergy, I know,
althongh they repeat the creed every day, make
a mental reservation when they say it. I tell
you that the real belief in the Tncarnation, the
Resurrection, and the Ascension scarcely exists

now among us. We say the words, but hosts
of us don’t believe the facts. ‘There is Dean
Stanley, for instance: I haven't the slightest
doubt but that he disbelieves Incarnation, Res-
urrection, and Ascension.” ‘But still you call
vowrselves Christian people,’ said I.  “Yes, he
replied, “so we do; but in that we only follow a
fashion,” "

Mr. Gregg, in his articles, “ Rocks Ahead,” in
the Contemporary Review, describes the religious
fuith of England as seriously undermined ; and
Mr. Emerson, in his Euglish Traits, says that
when conversation with an English Churchman
comes to close quarters upon the subject of re-
ligion and its establishment, the prelate politely
asks you to take wine. There is no doubt that
mnch of the resistance to the Public Worship
Bill at the Jate session of Parliament sprang from
the convietion that if sincere conformity and uni-
formity were required—in other words, if the op-
portunity of individual evasion and explanation
and sophistication were lessened or wholly de-
stroyed, and men were put strietly upon their
consciences—a vast number of clergymen at
both extremes, the orthodox and the latitudina-
rian, would be forced out of the Establishment.
This implies, of course, a startling amount of
avoidance, to say the least, and seems certainly
to show a want of the pluck that we have claim-



