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LEGISLATIVE HUMORS.
By o How, 8. 8. COX.,
E voi ridete? Certo ridiamo.—
Cost fan tutti,
N a previous article the word Humor was
defined. Its derived sense was traced
down to its present meaning. My present
title is in the same vein, although the plural
number, ¢ Humors,” is rather ambiguous. 4
Tiumor is not always the guality of the mind
we call humor, A humor may be a particu-
lar mannerism; a humor may not be funny,
but humor is. In the old days, when our
language was plastic and while if was being
moulded, any incongruity, caprice, or singu-
larity was called a humor.
¢ Legislative Humors” are meant to com-
prehiend not alone the collective idiosynera-
sy of the legislative body, but the peculiar
fancies, fun, wit, and manners which obtain
with the individual members of the body.
Moreover, cerfain legislatures have had
peculiar humors and characteristics. One
is intellectual, one industrious, one stupid,
one jolly, one lazy, one fond of this or that
recreation, and on different days and at dif-
ferent Lionrs such collective bodies, like our
human bodies, show peculiar sensibilities.
We have known Speakers, chairmen of com-
mittees, the whole House itself, to be so
cross one day that it could not deliberate,
and so jocund on another that it would not
work., The Speaker may be dyspeptic one
day and the House good-natured, or vice
gersa. All will agree, however, that legisla-
tures have an individuality. We call them
good, or bad, or average, according to their
worlk, mood, and ability. The best of these
bodies, however, are good-fempered, even
when not so able. In the time of Henry
IV. one parliament was styled Parliamentum
Indoctorum, or the lack-learning parliament.
It was this parliament that went in a body
to the king to ask that the clergy be obliged
to pay a part of the taxes out of their es-
tates. The Archbishop of Canterbury, be-
ing present, said, “To strip the clergy thus
would put a stop to their prayers” Upon
this, Mr. Speaker Esturmy, the founder of
the Somersets, smiling, said, “The prayers
of the Church, I fear, are a slender supply.”
We are not told how his Grace tool the al-
lusion, but his Majesty (Prince Hal) evident-
Iy smiled; for are we not told that the
Speaker was chief butler to the king? He
who furnished the wit furnished the wine.
If this parliament, presided over by this
Jover of wine and maker of wit, was the il-
literate parliament, we need more such par-
liaments, for its members voted against
making themselves collectors of subsidies,
anfgmade the interests of their constituents
their own! “ At the same time,” says Wal-
singham, “they took care that mno useless
grants or pensions should be made from the
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crown to impoverish the revenue.” And we
may add that they had a Spealker who scorn-
ed political danger when ruin and death en-
compassed him.

Some editorial friend has raised a person-
al guestion, which may be pardonably no-
ticed. Leigh Hunt once said that he was
perplexed whether to speak of himself in
the gingular or plural number, whether to
subject himself to the impatience of people
vainer by saying “IL” or to hamper him-
self with saying “we were,” “we would,”
and “we once” But resolutely, under
Montaigne’s advice, he concluded that he
had plenty of imperfections to set off his
self-love ; so that he courageously wrote of
himself, regardless of any imputed egoism.

In these papers it is impossible not to re-
call the writer's experience, and to impress
somewhat of his personality upon the analy-
sis. “We” beg, however, to disavow any in-
tention or expectation of making this subtle:
essence called humor. The only object is,
by collation and generalization, to show the
humor of classes and individuals, Should
we be forbidden to do this becanse now
and then the writer has himself been sus-
pected, though never fairly convicted, even
by a stupid jury, of a joke? Especially in
the delineation and demonstration of legis-
lative humors, in recalling those diversions
of staid Solons in whose midst many years
have been passed, can there be entire im-
personality ?

There is an account of a dramatic Meaece-
nas who took a steady boy from his parents,
and, ignorant of any humorous or other
propensity, solemnly dedicated him to the
Comic Muse. The boy, however, did ripen
into a capital comedian. Perhaps this was
an exceptional case; for there is no speecial
chrism whose anointing will induce the
jolly genius; but a little discipline and
some research may enable a serious soul to
group and illustrate the humor of others.

In considering the humor of a delibera-
tive body, often engaged in friendly con-
test, and liable at a moment to be whirled
out of eddies of good temper into the turbu-
lent and yellow currents of partisan spite
and personal antagonisms, great allowances
are to be made in deciding upon the flavor
or genuineness of the brand of humor. It
is no test that the spoken word is a mo-
mentary hit, or that the hit hurts, or that
the vietim winces. The wit may give a
temporary delight and exaltation, and the
humor may be enjoyed by the vietor. A
better test to be applied to the parenthe-
ses of ‘“Jaughter” as well as “cheers” is
that of time. The best test is translata-
bility into a foreign tongue. The “laugh-
ter of hate and the hisses of scorn” which
burden our Congressional literature are not
the highest evidences of the best humor or
of genuine wit. It was not always that
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Randolpl’s sarcasm, Tristam Burgess's in-
vective, John P. Hale's waggery, Thaddens
Stevens's irony, old Ben Hardin’s fun, or
Corwin’s drollery produced unanimons good
spirit.  Such resulfs are generally won upon
themes ontside of party polemies. They are
attained only when the object of the hnmor
agrees with both sides and with the orator.

Sometimes the londest laughter is pro-
voked by the emptiest conceit. When ex-
amined, the coneeit is found to be an empty
anticipation of victory ; and this, owing to
the vicissitudes of politics, is a ticklish
theme for vaticination.

When a gifted member of Congress, be-
fore the terrible thrashing of his party in
1840, brought down the House by represent-
ing a Democrat as one whom he met going
out to hew wooden razors with a broad-
axe to shave dead Whigs with in the fall,
one fails to discern either the congruity of
the metaphors or the brilliancy of the wit,
though the fun that followed fast followed
still faster when it was said that their hard
cider would turn into sour millk, which was
a little acidulous then, and would be very
sour when the elections ended! Alas for
the prophetic humor of the sanguine and
impulsive hustings, and of the temporary
“spanking” majority!

There are similar illustrations showing
the senseless laughter of the moment.

There is a humor which, even when genu-
ine, makes one melancholy. Swift's wit
made Thackeray sad. In an assembly rep-
resenting the whole people one must not
expect the superfine, or always the fine, or
even middling brands. In such an assem-
bly all classes of minds meet. Legislative
bodies are not exempt, collectively and in-
dividually, from Shakspeare’s description :
** Nature hath framed strange fellows in her time;
Some that will evermore peep through their eyes,
And laugh like parrots at a bagpiper;

And others, of such vinegar aspect

That they'll not show their teeth in the way of
emile,

Though Nestor swear the jest be laughable.”

In a body as grave as Congress, the fun
is net always and at once apparent. The
gravity of such a body precludes levity. A
child’s toy may ripple the pond, but Nep-
tune only arouses a tumult on the sea. It
requires an effort to overcome ponderosity.
To raise a laugh is to 1ift the weight of dig-
nity —nay, to lift the weight off dignity.
Humor always starts handicapped in large
assemblies. Upon their proceedings hang,
not trifles, but momentous things. But
may not the very froth and sparkle of the
wave indicate its strength and depth? He
only is a philosopher who, looking at the
sea, not only dives into its imperturbable
profundity, but observes its eccentric cur-
rents and superficial buoyancy. No one
should underrate the dignity and influence

of a Congress like ours, representing as it
does to-day nearly a half hundred millions,
with a history nearly centennial, and speak-
ing for a territory having such varied inter-
ests, because evidences of humor were not
apparent in its earliest period. Is it a vain
ceremony to open the deliberations of such
a body with prayer to the Supreme Being ?
Even when the nation numbersd but three
or four millions, and but a third of the pres-
ent number of Stfafes, it was laying the
foundation of empires. There was a solem-
nity and solicitude about its first and caxly
assemblages which would seem inconsistent
with the whimsical fitfulness and reckless
dash of humor.

The first Congress met in the spring of
1789. Nearly a month elapsed before it had
a quornm. Its first act was no jocular mat-
ter—that of counting the votes of the elect-
ors, which proclaimed “ George Washington,
Esq.,” President of the young republie. It
was in no playful mood that Congress de-
clared him our first President. A few days
afterward Federal Hall, at the corner of
Nassau and Wall streets, New York city,
was tendered to this grave body. Soon
thereaffer the rnles for its conduet were
adopted. Were there no smiling genii, such
as are conversant with our recent Congress-
es, to squint a roguish eye from a reporters’
gallery at that solemn primary rule “that
no member should speak to another or read

any printed paper when any member is
speaking #”
| There were great anxieties in that open-
ing Congress. In very deed, the “eyes of
the world” were directed to if. The effer-
vescence of the festive writers of our day
would have been strangely out of place
there. Under most interesting associations,
and into that octagonal hall, whose damask
hangings gave richness and tone to the
scene, and attended to the gallery in front
of the Senate-chamber by John Adams, the
Viee-President, and Senators, and by M.
Speaker Muhlenberg and the Representa-
tives, there is ushered the augnst form of
Washington. The oath is administered by
the Chancellor of New York. Proclamation
is made: “Long live George Washington,
President of fhe United States!” The sol-
cmn consecrations then begin for the Ameri-
can Congress. The weighty and untried
duties, the dangers of disunited counsels,
the invocation to the Divine Parent of so-
cial order and of the human race—these
give added concern, fear, and piety to the
momentous ceremony of this erucial period
and the deliberations of our first Congress.
‘Was there nothing to relieve the serious
dignity of these solemn proceedings? Was
the triumphal progress of Washington from
Mount Vernon to New York only a solemn

and sacred pilgrimage? Where was Hop-
kinson ? Was his comic muse mute? The
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truth is that there was something like a
sporadic langh here and there, and even in-
decorously, as we now think, at Pater Palrie
himself. The aristocratic pretensions of

- some of the fussy actors, and their efforts to
ape royalty in preparing for the inaugura-
tion, with its pomp and show, brought ouf
many a jest. Federal Hall was a sort of
Athenian crod. There the gossip and wit
of New York met. There, as even now, at
the corner of Wall and Nassau, speculators
most did congregate. It was their Rial-
to. How these plebeians ridiculed the anx-
ious patricians, bent on decorations, tifles,
and places of honor! In a letter from John
Armstrong to General Gates fhis is more
than hinted. Even Roger Sherman endeav-
ored to devise some style of address more
novel and dignified than ¢ Excellency.” We
are told that a caricature appeared called
“The Entry,” and that it was full of “pro-
fane allusions.” It represented Washington
mounted on an ass, and in the arms of his
man Billy, Humphreys leading the jack, and
chanting hosannas.

This humor had some foundation for its
fun. Tt gathered in the lobbies of Federal
Hall, crept crinkling into Congress, and had
its amnsing influence on legislation. Dr.
Griswold, in his Republican Court, tells a
Congressional anecdote af the expense of
Washington himself, in relation to his title:

“ General Mullenberg states that Wash-
ington himself was in favor of the style of
¢High Mightiness’ used by the Stadthold-
er of Holland, and that while the subject
was under discussion in Congress he dined
with the President, and, by a jest about if,
for a fime lost his friendship. Among the
guests was Mr. Wynkoop, of Pennsylvania,
who was noticeable for his large and com-
manding figure. The resolutions before the
two IHouses being referred to, the President,
in his usnal dignified manner, said, “Well,
(feneral Muhlenberg, what do you think of
the title of High Mightiness P Mullenberg
answered, laughing, ‘Why, general, if we
were certain that the office would always
be hoeld by men as large as yourself or my
friend Wynkoop, it would be appropriate
enough; but if by chance a President as
small as my opposite neighbor should be
elected, it would become ridiculous” This
evasive reply excited some merriment about
the table; but the chief looked grave, and
his evident displeasure was inereased soon
after by Muhlenberg’s vote in the House of
Representatives against conferring any title
whatever upon the President.”

M. Brissot, a traveling French gentleman
of that day, wrote that the presence of Con-
gress in New York contributed much to ex-
tend the ravages of luxury, including the
habit of smoking, which had not disappear-
ol with other Dutch enstoms; “for they
nse cigars,” he said, ¢ without the use of an

instrument, as it accustoms to meditation
and prevents loquacity.” Happy, hilarious
habit! No previeus question, only a smoke
to second the demand against loquacity.

Certainly our early Congressmen did not
lack humor. We may lack many of the ev-
idences of this humor, for the debates which
followed for many years after this first in-
anguration, either because the stenogra-
phers were not abroad, or because of the
brevity and meagreness of the records, show
little or none of the pyrotechnies with which
the press of to-day seintillates, and none of
the hoisterous brackets which indicate the
mirthful provocation. Even our best Rev-
olutionary humorist, Franklin, clothed his
fun in allegory and story. Indeed, the Sen-
ate sat with closed doors for five years after
its organization. It was a secret body for
all business, executive and legislative. The
record which transpired is all too brief of
those years. It does not indicate whether
the fathers lield high carnival in their sechi-
sicn, or if they did, how they held it. We
are left to conjecture. Were they always
pompous and sedate? May not the build-
crs of our government, like those of other
governments, have had their rejoicings?
Out of their exuberant spirits, may not Mo-
mus have had his heyday? Thebes is fa-
bled to have been built by the music of
Amphion. The myth is full of meaning.
No labor ever was done, no city or govern-
ment ever built, without joy to malke melo-
dy in the heart of the builder. If the thews
and sinews of our workmen become more
pliant with more pleasure, if the very boat-
men on our ships sing their roundelays as
they pilein the coal to make the steam come
and the steamer go, why may not our polit-
ical archifects and workmen have had their
jubilation as they wrought plinth, archi-
trave, column, and dome of the political
temple ?

If we are to believe that fun belongs only
to our time, and that its esprit and extrava-
gance are limited to one country, then the
rollicking cffrontery of Aristophanes and the .
easy pleasantries of Plautus are not laugh-
able. Or, not to go too far back, let us re-
ject the comic delineations of Florentine life
by Ginguené, and the humorous extrava-
gances of Peter Arefin, even though Hallam
crystallizes them as shining specimens ofs
humor.

We can not believe our early statesmen
insensible to humor. We would not thus
detract from their fame, Onr recent Sen-
ates have been called fog banks. This ap-
pellation is less invidious when applied to the
sessions of the early Senates, as they were en-
veloped inseerecy. Butwhen wereflect that
our Senate is dull at times, becanse a foggy
speech is being read to empty chairs, and
when its giants are in committee-rooms and
libraries fabricating their armor, is it less
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reasonable to believe that our early repre-
gentative men had their merry moods with-
in the adytum—all the merrier, if we may
believe in reports, for the secrecy? Nor
will we believe in the dullness of our earlier
debates because the evidences are not as
abundant as they are now of humor in de-
Jiberation.

Are we to infer that Cicero never smiled,
because his orations are funless? It is rea-
sonably certain that Cicero was a wit. Cer-
tainly he was a punster. Cwmsar collect-
ed his puns. We have no account of his
repartees in debate; but the Roman Senate
must now and then have smiled at the sharp
pricking which he gave a senafor who was
the son of o tailor: “Rem acu tetigisti.”’ In
spite of his verbose writing, and what Mon-
taigne ealls his tedious languish, he could
“take off” the paper cap of a cook by a play
on the word “ quoque,” or on the word “jure,”
which means juice or soup! “Ego quoque
tibi jure favebo.”

Because the reported orations of the hema,
or the forum show no humor, does it follow
that they evoked no langhter, and that the
faculty of fun was wanting in the ancients?
‘Why may we not fancy Cicero rolling out
an ad absurdwm on his antagonist, or /Als-
chines, fresh from the theatre, making a
pithy point against Demosthenes? In those
climes where the bright azure sky produces
a race permeable to fun, a race overfond
of grimace and demonstration, ready with
mimiery and quick to see the lndierous, can
it be that no odd quirk, apt anecdote, or
telling ad hominem gave vivacity to debate?

There are—there must be—lost arts in the
domain of senatorial humor. We have lost
arts in poetry, painting, sculpture, and me-
chaniecs. Even Toledo to-day, with all the
appliances of modern chemistry, can not
produnee the famous blade of Saladin, which
cut his gauzy scarf in the air. If this art
be lost, may there not have once been—and
have been lost too, or at least hidden from
us—the elegant art of repartee, more exqui-
site than the Oriental cimeter? May not
the thunders of the Agora have had electrie
flashes of wit? Were there no “arsenals”
to be shaken by fulminations of fun 7 Wen-
dell Phillips has said that the best part of
our wit is ancient, and that we only repro-
fluce what is gone. Perhaps the parlia-
mentary pleasantry which insists that it
can not furnish brains to the stupid op-
ponent, or the ruling of the Speaker who
sees the pungeney, but not the personality,
in the questionable remark of an honorable
gentleman, may, for aught we know, be
stereotyped on the crockery tablets of an
Assyrian council, or written in the hiero-
glyphs of some Egyptian record. Perhaps
some Champollion or Smith may yet educe
from the dead past Assyrian bulls more
amusing than those of Sir Boyle Roche, and

burlesque more exaggerative than that of
Proctor Knott. If so, @ fortiori, may we not
believe that our earlier Congressmen had
their weapons keenly tempered by ridicule;
and that neither in their cups and commit-
tees nor in open discussion were they want-
ing in the fine sense of the humorous ?

Humor is perennial and immortal. It will
reproduce itself. It was only the other day
that Mr. Archer, of Maryland, whose name
on the roll came affer that of Oalkes Ames,
having voted by mistake when Mr. Ames’s
name was ealled, voted again when his own
name was called. He was saluted by the
poetic apostrophe, “Insatiate Archer! could
not one suffice ¥’ And yet, knowing that
remark to be original, what was my surprise
to find in an old newspaper-of 1825 the same
remark from John Randolph to Mr. Archer’s
unele, then a Virginian member, who had
asked a second day to continue his debate on
the Bankrupt Bill. Humor is as repetitions
as reason. It knows no age, clime, or as-
sembly. Laughter is as immortal as the
gods.

No one, except the most jaundiced, but
will confess that the talent for wit or hu-
mor is one of the most potential in influ-
encing men, and especially bodies of men.
If administration or legislation consists in
understanding how to thread the avenues
to the heart, if to please is to rule, who will
account such a gift useless in human socie-
ty? Those who most depreciate the talent
are those who are void of it. Lord Froth,
in the Double Dealer, says, * There is nothing
more unbecoming a man of quality than to
langh ; *tis vulgar. Every body can langh,
Then, especially, to langh at the jest of an
inferior person! Now when I Jaugh, I al-
ways laugh alone.” False logic about hu-
mor is as silly as the foppish Froth, and as
old as Hobbes. Hobbes held that langhter
was a demoniac pride. It came out of the
arrogance of men. He thought that men
langhed beeause they felt that they were
better, smarter, or more powerful than oth-
ers. They either saw further into matters,
or else the inferiority and infirmity of oth-
ers were a proof of their own superiority and
grace, He confesses that mirth and langh-
ter are proper, but proper only to comedy
and satire. He plainly indicates that great
persons that have their minds employed on
great designs have not leisure enough to
langh, or are too much absorbed with the
contemplation of their own power and vir-
tues. “8unch eminent worthies,” he holds,
“do not need the infirmities and vices of
other men to recommend themselves to their
own favor by eomparison, as all men do
when they laugh.” We wonder whether
“Tom Corwin,” the orator and statesman,
an accomplished advocate and an able Sec-
retary of the Treasury, could have read
Hobbes, and then have dared to joke a
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scoundrel out of office or a political vice
out of existence! Before he died he told a
friend that he would only be remembered
after death as a clown. Perhaps this ws
one of his own pleasantries; for he is best
remembered, as is Webster, by those graces
which flowed from his genial heart. The
writer is not unaware that however much
one may cipher and work in'dry, statistical,
and syllogistic debate, no one regards him
for the laborious days and studious nights
because on some odd occasion he may have
killed a bill by a playful allusion. The
utility of the humor is rarvely considered
and appreciafed,

‘If Madame De Staél could see liffle in
Shakspeare but puerility, bombast, absurd-
ity, and grossiérelés, if she overshadowed his
sublime and pathetic passages by what she
considered his buffooneries, the shade of
Corwin should rest content under the wil-
lows of Lebanon. Will common or westhetic
sense never see the necessity of lights as
well as shades? Will it persist in calling
that a blot which is a shadow, and that an
extravagance of levity which is a luminous
beauty? “No great men are jocose,” inti-
mates the surly Hobbes. Let the roll of
parliamentary worthies be called. Who
will then say that this gift of humor is in-
consistent with studious labor and far-reach-
ing statesmanship? Call the roll! Sir
Thomas More, Selwyn, Pitt, Fox, Canning,
Grattan, O’Connell, Palmerston, and Disraeli.
Even Madame De Staél in her day found
more logical sarcasm in Parliament than
rhetorical flourish. She really began to like
the eloquence which detected sophistry and
enforced truth. Who denies to Sir Thomas
More, either as Speaker of the Commons or
Chancellor, as polemic or man, inherent
greatness?  Yet his jocundity was used
constantly as a mask for a wise purpose.
He was censured for his gravity of demean-
or; buf every one who looked on his face
could detect the constitutional disposition
to be merry. When committed for treason,
to the executioner he exclaimed, “ Ah, if you
chop my head off, save my beard! That at
least is innocent of crime.” Yef much of
his humor dropped from his tongue when
he seemed most grave. He said that he
loved to tell his mind more merrily than
more solemnly to preach. Jests to him were
Dut sance; and it were but an absurd ban-
quet in which there were few dishes of meat
and much variety of sances. It was to him,
however, an unpleasant feast where there
was no sauce at all. Yet this rare scholar,
honest officer, poor gentleman, busy Chan-
cellor, and racy Speaker of the Commons,
was accounted worthy of martyrdom for
the sense which lay beneath his quips and
cranks.

To my mind, there never was so good a
practical joke, so “saucy” an expedient, as

that which Mr. Speaker More prepared at
the expense of Cardinal Wolsey. More was
a friend of liberty. He believed in the priv-
ileges of the Commons. He opposed, when
a beardless burgess, a royal budget. Once
the Commons over which he dominated irri-
tated Wolsey. The cardinal came down in
person to the House with all the pomp and
blazonry of his office. In he comes, with
his seven silver pillars, his maces, his pole-
axes, his crosses, his hat, and his great seal,
He malkes a solemn oration to the House,
The House receives him, by preconcert, in
dead silence. All are mute. The word
“parliament” means to parley, to talk; yet
this body was humbly, jocosely, curiously
dumb. The cardinal turned to More. He
remembers that the Speaker is the mouth-
piece, by the English Constitution, of the
Commons. More explains that sueh a pres-
ence and such insignia sfrike them into the
oternal silences! Tacita is queen, and yet
free speech rules! When Wolsey left, there
must have been a jolly roar.

In Harry the Fourth’s time one of the
Speakers was named Tiploft. He obtained
a grant of “harness for peace and war, as
well as for great horses called coursers, and
saddles for tilts and tournaments.” Was
this grant a joke? Imagine Mr. Speaker
tilting down through the corridors of the
Capitol or down the aisles of the House,
with lance or battle-axe, to enforce the pre-
vious question!

It is not true that the humorist is neces-
sarily a frivolous person. He commands by
the potency of his wit. It may be true that
the mere humorist is frivolous. You can not
carve a great man out of him any moere than
2 colossus out of a pebble. The mere wit is
very near o fool. Nor does it follow that
because the mere wit is foolish and light,
the real wit is not the concomitant of wis-
dom and greatness. All great wits are nof
great men, but all great men are witfy. On
this thesis we pit Sydney Smith against
Hobbes. That divine intimates that it is
seldom that wit is the eminent quality of
any man. It is commonly accompanied by
many other talents, and ought to be con-
sidered as evidence of a superior under-
standing. He instances almost all the great
poets, orators, and statesmen of all times—
Cwmsar, Alexander, Aristotle, Descartes, and
Lord Bacon; Cicero, Shakspeare, Demosthe-
nes, Boilean, Pope, Dryden, Fontenelle, Jon-
son, Waller, Cowley, Solon, Socrates, Dr.
Johnson, and almost every man who has
been distingnished in the Iouse of Com-
mons. Had he lived later, he could offer
a longer list. A friend of mine challenged
the idea that great wit to greatness was
always nearly allied. He named George
Washington as lacking this sense of humor.
Washington was aristocratic, but not too
starched for humor. How lordly he unbent
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when he did unbend!

sportive allusions in Washington’s corre-
spondence. He gives one only in his third

volume. It is an invitation to some lady |

friends to dine with him at his quarters on

dishes and meats, in meagre array,like a
small force of untrained militia, are scatter-
ed over the board!

Let us return to our legislative examples.
Silas Wright is called the *Cato of Amer-
ica ;" but was there ever a man more readily
risible? Judge Douglas I knew intimately.
His mind was as fully stored with anecdote
and as radiant with mirth as that of his
great competitor, Lincoln. Crittenden, of
Kentucky, with whom I served on commit-
tee, had the same subtle quality.
time during the war, at the table of Gov-
ernor Seward, have I listened to their mu-
tual wanton wiles and infinite jests.

The recorded humor of these giants is,
however, sparse. Buf there are others still

more elevated in our past legislatures whose |

record amply proves my thesis.

If called upon to name our three great |

public men who shone most in public de-
bate, Calhoun, Webster, and Clay, the tri-
umvirate of the Senate, trip to the tongue.
Were these men too serious for jest? Was
their stately aplomb and unassnming pomp
in the forum ever relieved by the fantasies
of humor? To deny them this quality is
to render their hold on public opinion a
mystery, if not a mistake. Each of them
had this quality, not in that eminent de-
gree which overshadows the solid parts of
the understanding, but ever ready to flash
out when that weapon was the proper one
for forensic success. If was my fortune to
hear but one of this trinmvirate, Webster,
and theun in his most solemn vein. But if
he transmitted one tithe of the humor which
belonged to his son Fletcher, the father had
a richer treasury of this ringing currency
than he had of some other more advanta-
geous resources. Did he reserve his great
fund of humor for his hours of ease and con-
viviality? How much soever of this inter-
esting quality he possessed, he often used it
in public. Mr. Curtis, in his preface to the
life of Webster, says that his great intel-
lectual endowments and conspicuous civil
functions were united with a charvacter of
equally marked peenliarities. Among these
peculiarities, to which Mr. Curtis does not
give sufficient emphasis, was his sensibility
to the humorous. Why do our biographers
s0 depreciate that which we most desire to
remember? ¢ Peculiarity” is almost a defi-
nition of humor; and if Webster be most
vividly and fondly remembered for any
thing, it is for these peculiarities. Doubt-
less first among the loving traits of all great

Irving, in his Li_fci
of Washington, says that he found but few

| debater this element.
Go to the matehless masterpiece of modern
the Highlands. The fun is in an elaborate | eloguence, Webster’s reply to Hayne,

picture of the scanty meal, in which the |

Many a |

men is a quick appreciation of the absurd
and angnlar phases of life. As my {heme

| does not take me into private life, it will

suffice if there be discovered in the publie
‘Where do I find it?

His
biographer properly characterizes this mem-
orable oration. He compares it, not unjust-
1y, with that of Demosthenes on the erown.
It was not only great as a protest against
the “oppugnation” of South Carolina, and
as an explanation of the Constitution, but
both for plainness of speech and splendor
of imagery it is unrivaled in the annals of
oratory. It was spoken from notes, and not
without forethought. Would that it had
been fully reported! Did he disdain on this
great occasion fo harness his humorous fac-
ulty 7 Tven the notes of this speech, to say
nothing of the traditions of its delivery, in-
dicate that he rallied his opponent wittily,
turning the Banquo ghost allusion against
him, and then made a grotesque and langh-
able picture of the militia of South Carclina
marching upon the custom-house and over-
throwing the United States! Mr. Curfis
calls this only a lighter tone of illustration,
running out the practieal application of the
Sonth Carolina doctrine into the inconven-
ient consequences of treason. Whatever it
was, it was effective, for it was fun in the
traces of ratiocination.

But we have proofs in plenty of Webster's
love of the humorous. When his ambition
had been disappointed, and infirmity fell
upon him at Marshfield in 1852, we catch
now and then little gleams of sportiveness
even in his last petulant talks. “I care,”
said he to his biographer, “no more about
polities than the jackdaw that sits on the
top of St. Panl’s;” and then he repeated some
of Cowper’s lines on that interesting bird:

 He sees that this great roundabout,
The world, with all its motley rout,
Chureh, army, physic, law,
Its cnstoms and its businesses,

Is no concern at all of his,
And says—what says he 2—Caw "

Almost in his dying moments, finding his
nurse still up at his side, he exclaimed,
“That everlasting Sarah is still there!”

Mr. Webster was in President Harrison's
cabinet. Harrison never forgot his Plutarch.
This his inaugural showed. It was full of
classic allusions. A friend mef Webster the
day of the Message, and said,

“What is the matter with you, Mr. Web-
ster? You seem agitated.”

“ Agitated, Sir!  And who would not feel
agitated that had committed a murder

“ A murder, Mr. Webster?”

% Ay, Sir,” said the godlike, “murder, with
malice aforethought, of I know not how
many Greeks and Romans!” *

Upon the Sub-Treasury debate Mr, Web-
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ster had the advantage of Mr. Calhoun in
every thing except condensed logie. Mr.
Callioun rarely indulged in the luxury of a
laugh. While Webster's wit was bitterless,
he used it unsparingly. It was fart and
pungent. But who could complain of his
friendly, refined ridicule? Once, when de-
seribing the abrupt transfer of Calhoun into
another party, he referred to a sentimental
German play: “Two strangers meet at an
inn. One cries out, ‘A sudden thought
strikes me—Ilet us swear eternal friend-
ship.)” Well versed in the English classics,
as he looked at his opponent he must have
understood the full philosoply of Drayton's
poetry :

# Lot your jests fly at large, yet therewithal

See they be salt, but yet not mixed with gall,

That they with tickling plensure may provoke

Langhter in him on whom the jest is broke.”
1t is said that Calhoun himself joined in the
general laughter which fumbled on his head
from gallery and Senate as Webster recited
this mockery of sentimentality.

Mr. Mareh, in his reminiscences of Con-
gress, attributes much of the effect of Web-
ster’s oratory to his manner, and even to his
dress. His dark hair, massive sombre brow,
and dark and deep-set eye were aided by
the blue coat, buff vest, and white necker-
chief. He affected the Revolutionary col-
ors.

There was now and then in his highest
reaches of eloguence a good-natured irony,
not nettling or satirieal, which made his
acting alternate between genteel well-
dressed comedy and tragedy, which the bi-
ographer is as much at a loss to appreciate
and explain as for his sublime flights. he
seems unable to find finite expression.
Webster, in his Hayne encounter, is pic-
tured now as a Moses emerging from the
clouds of Sinai, now as a fignre whicl only
a Salvator Rosa should paint. His voice is
the far-resounding sea; he is satanie, he is
godlike. But it is no less true that Web-
ster had the finer quality of wit and humor
ingrained in his massive mind, and that the
various elements were so combined in him
as to malke up our grandest orator and man.

Of Mr. Calhoun, little can be said of his
public use of humor. He did not use it
much as a means of debate. Only one in-
stance do I reeall, and that has rather the
unpleasant bitterness of sarcasm. It wasin
reply to Mr. Clay, who had left his fame on
various topics to posterity. Mr. Calhoun, in
reference to the famous coalition lnown as
that of the Puritan and blackleg, by which
John Quiney Adams was elected President,
said, “ This the honorable Senator has not
left to posterity. It is already decided!”

Mr. Clay, however, like the Kentuckian
orators who have copied him, was blooded
full with this essential attribute of oratory.
He was at times as playful as a colt with his

fancies, but he always had them under eurb.
In debating the executive patronage in
1835, when such men as Wright, Buchanan,
and Marey were his compeers, and in vindi-
cating the character of public offices as
trusts and nob as spoils, he dropped now
and then into pleasant interpellations. IHis
mirth constantly restored and preserved the
good temper of the Senate. DMMr. Buchanan
was an especial target for his stingless fun.
The ex-President was somewhat cross-eyed,
and had no more specific levity than a Con-
estoga team. Mr. Clay was referring to the
Democratic leaders, at the same time loolk-
ing at Silas Wright, Detween whom and
himself sat Mr. Buchanan, Mr. Buchanan
rose and said “he was sorry the Senator
from Kentueky was so often disposed to pay
lis respects fo him.”

“ But,” said Mr. Clay, “I had no allusion
to you when I spoke of the leaders, but to
another Senator,” pointing to Silas Wright.

Mre. Bucmaxay. “The Senator looked at
me when he spoke.”

Mg. CLAY. “No, Mr. President, I did nof
look at him.” And then, holding up and
crossing his two forefingers with the mis-
chievous air of a Puck, and his eye all twink-
ling with fun, he said, “It was the way he
looked at me!? The laugh went round
heartily.

Onee charging upon Mr., Calhoun for leay-
ing some partisan alliance as to the Sub-
Treasury question, Mr. Clay humorously
gaid that he (Calhoun) took up his musket,
knapsaclk, and shot pouch, and joined the
other party ; he went horse, foot, and dra-
goons, and he himself composed the whole
corps! Again said Clay, “The Senator was
once gayly mounted on his hobby [internal
improvements]. We rode double, he be-
fore and I behind, But he quietly slipped
off, leaving me to old the bridle.”

On another oceasion Mr, Buchanan was
defending himgelf against the charge of dis-
loyalty during the war of 1812, To prove
his loyalty he stated that he entered a com-
pany of volunteers at the time of the hattle
of North Point, and marched to Baltimore.
“True,” he said, “he was not in any engage-
ment, as the British had retreated before he
got there.”

Mr. Cray. “You marched to Baltimore,
though ¥’

Mg. BucHANAN. “Yes, Sir.”

Mg, CrLay. “Armed and equipped ?”

MR. BucHANAN. “Yes, armed and equip-
ped.”

Mg, Cray. “But the British had retreated
when you arrived ¥

Mg, BucHANAN. “Yes.”

MRg. Cray. “Will you be good enough to
inform us whether the British retreated in
consequence of your valiantly marching to
the relief of Baltimore, or whether you
marched to the relief of Baltimore in con-
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sequence of the British having already re-
treated 7

This colloquy has fun unalloyed with
baser metal.

In the South and Sounthwest there was a
company of men who, like Henry Clay, im-
pressed their character on the country from
the beginning of the government. Starting
in Georgia with James Jackson, Crawford, the
Clarkes, Forsyth, Early, Troupe, Cobb, Up-
son, Campbhell, Shorter, Colquitt, Lumpkin,
Dooley, Clayton, Harris, Charlfon, Talbot,
Tatnall, Cathbert, Gilmer, the Lamars, M‘In-
tosh, Wayne, Telfair, Dawson, Berrien, Cum-
ming, Wild, Toombs, Stephens, Holt, Hill,
Campbell, and a host of other brilliant men,
who were compeers of Macon, Loundes,
Randolph, Barbour, M‘Duffie, Clay, Lomax,
Grundy, Preston, Otis, Tompkins, Doddridge,
General Jackson, Van Buren, Adams, Web-
ster, Benton, Allen, Wright, and others—
“these men gave tone and spirit to the first
half of our centennial life. They led pub-
lie sentiment by their mobile Anglo-Nor-
man and pertinacious Scoteh-Irish blood—
by strength of will, purity of purpose, chiv-
alrie devotion to woman, love of adventure,
attachment to politics, and their readiness
in natural humor and eloguence. Impa-
tient, impassioned, and impetuous, yet in
and around all their experiences they rev-
eled in & stupendous sense of humor. These
heroes of debate and their descendants,
many of whom appeared in the Confederacy
in arms (and are re-appearing above the
surface of Southern society sinee the war),
form a class of men unique and droll, cul-
tured and gentle, peculiar and grand. They
remind us of the Bruces and Wallaces of an-
other history. Nor was their sense of hu-
mor, 0 happily reproduced in Longstreet’s
Georgia Scenes, altogether restrained by the
religions emotion, though this element was
a large leaven through the bucolic and
camp-meeting life of the South. Its pious
imipulses had been stirred by the fervid elo-
quence of Wesley and Whitefield, which
Summerfield, Bascom, Maffit and others had
reproduced with increased zealotry. But
in spite of this tendency to the seriousness
of existence, their political and legislative
life illustrates the humorous abandon of
their nature. But why do not more of their
facefime appear in Congress? Was it be-
cause we had then no short-hand writers ?
Did the militia muster and the county court-
house monopolize their humor? Has no
one preserved it, and with its full flavor?
Some tradifions of it atleast survive. Here
is one instance. No more comieal device
appears in the narrative of the Irish duello
than the attempi of Dooley of Georgia to
inease his leg in a hollow gum-tree, so as to
make him the equal of his wooden-legged
antagonist. It is said of these men in the
graphic pages of Sparks’s Fifty Years that

they always played “high game,” never
“low jack.”

Take as a specimen the Congressman and
preacher, Colquitt. “Ah!” said an elderly
sister, “talk of your great men! None of
‘em’s equal to Brother Colquitt. Why, in
our county he tried a man for his life, sen-
tenced him to be hung, preached a sermon,
mustered all the men in the county, mar-
ried two couple, and held a prayer-meetin
all in one day. Now, wa'n’t that great?
Ouf of this stock came the rare men who
made Tennessee, Arkansas, Louisiana, Mis-
sissippi, Alabama, and the Southwest, with
its Jacksons, Grundys, Polks, Poindexters,
Houstons, and Bells, Out of the conflict of
their ambitions came offen as victors such
Northern men as Robert J. Walker of Penn-
sylvania, Sergeant 8. Prentiss of Maine, and
others, who captured their hospitable con-
stituents and overcame their hot competi-
tors by sheer bravery of will and muscle,
elegance of aim and manners, superb dashes
of humor, and dazzling splendors of rhetoric.

There was a class of members of the last
generation, of which Howell Cobb, Toombs,
Stanley, Hunter, Peyton, and Wise are sam-
ples. Alittle later still, say 1838, were such
brilliant and able men as Prentiss, Fillmore,
Wise, Polk, Bell, Evans, Lincoln, Cushing,
Hoffman, Legaré, Vinton, Dawson, and Sar-
geant, of the House. From this group we
select Prentiss, although his splendid rhe-
torieal efforts give no adequate idea of his
humor. There is a dash of it here and there
in his stump speeches. No man, South or
North, ever left a reputation for purer elo-
quence. Pitted in his early day against
Claiborne, of Mississippi, and against a can-
didate for Governor who alone of all the
Democracy had the conrage to meet him in
public debate, he took captive the Sonthern
mind. Not alone by his sublimated elo-
quence or ready wit did he capture it, but
by his ready sympathy and honest bravery.
We have often heard Judge Sharkey speal
of his victories at the bar, and the volumes
which record Congressional suecesses speak
of the great ovation which the demi-gods of
Senate and House paid him on his debate
upon the contest for his seat. All were in-
thralled by his witchery. ITe became na-
tional at a bound. His simple letters to his
New England home deseribing his trials and
victories give no idea of his romantic life.
They vainly endeavor to tell of the success
of his eloeution and the temptations of his
wild and glorious life. His paramount gen-
ius was oratory. His humor was the serv-
ant of this genius, not its lord. Once, when
in joint discussion Governor MNutt de-
plored his habits, which were rendering his
learning and eloquence useless, he retorted
on the Governor with rignt effect. He first
described in classic style the utilities and
inspirations of wine and whisky. Before
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making the ad fominem upon the Governor,
he pictured the glug-glug-glug of the jug,
as the politician tilts it and pours from its
reluctant mouth the corn juice so loved of
his soul. There is no music dearer to his
ear, unless it be the same glug-glug-glug as
it disappears down his capacious throat.
Then turning to his opponent, his face all
shining with fun, he said: “Now, fellow-
citizens, during this ardent campaign, which
Tias been so fatigning, Thave only been drunlk
once. Over in Simpson County I was com-
pelled to sleep in the same bed with this
distinguished nominee, this delight of his
party, this wonderful exponent of the prin-
ciples and practices of the unwashed De-
mocraey, and in the morning I found my-
self drunk on corn whisky. I had lain too
close to this soaked mass of Democracy, and
I was drunk from absorption !

Another galaxy of legislative brilliance,
just preceding and during the war, was
composed of men like Stephens of Georgia,
Winter Davis of Maryland, Campbell of
Ohio, Gilmer and Vance of North Carolina,
Nelson and Etheridge of Tennessee, and
Faulkner and Boteler of Virginia.

Of all these whom I have named it is
difiicult to say who were most eloquent; but
for humor Wise wielded the most trench-
ant blade, Etheridge had the most original
flow, and Vance had the greatest abundance
of anecdote and good nature. DBut none of
them came up to the repute of that vet-
eran who was called the “sarcastie, crazy
Randolph,” unless it he Henry A. Wise, with
his copious invective and abundant illus-
tration. Mr. Wise had a pecnliarity in his
speech of leaping from the severest denun-
ciation fo the broadest humor. In his fa-
mous fight against the Know-Nothings he
used this versatility with great effect. Once,
in a philippie against the “Northern con-
seience,” he exclaimed: “O gods! Northern
conscience! Take a shark-skin and let if
dry to shagreen; skin the rhinoceros; go
then and get the silver-steel and grind it;
and when you have ground it, fake the hone
and whet it till it would split a hair, and
with it prick the shagreen or the rhinoce-
ros-skin, and then go and try it on North-
ern conscience!” This looks artificial, but
Mr. Wise was ever ready for the “occasion
sudden,” as his elaborate debates in Con-
gress show. He comes nearer to the man-
ner, wit, and style of Randolph than any
other man in our legislative annals.

Much has been said unjustly of Randolph.
It is not in the line of these articles to vin-
dicate, only to analyze. DBut no one in any
parliamentary body ever figured so quaint-
1y, 8o honestly, so intellectually, and so ten-
derly as this incarnation of legislative wit.
He is properly placed in an article like this
at the climax of these rare Southern states-
men.

The following deseription of John Ran-
dolph’s personal appearance we quote from
Sparks’s admirable Memoirs: “ His person
was as unique as his manner. He was tall
and exfremely slender. His habit was to
wear an overcoat extending to the floor, with
an upright standing collar, which concealed
his entire person execept his head, which
seemed to be set by the ears upon the collar
of his coat. In early morning it was his
hahit to ride on horseback. This ride was
frequently extended to the hour of the meet-
ing of Congress. When this was the case
he always rode to the Capitol, surrendered
his horse to his groom—the ever-faithful
Juba, who always accompanied him in these
rides—and, with his ornamental riding-whip
in his hand, a small cloth or leathern cap
perched upon the top of his head (which
peeped out, wan and meagre, from between
the openings of his coat collar), booted and ,
gloved, he would wallk to his seat in the
House, then in session, lay down upon his
desk his cap and whip, and then slowly re-
move his gloves. If the matter before the
House interested him, and he desired to be
heard, he would fix his large, round, lus-
trous black eyes upon the Spealker, and in a
voice shrill and piercing as the ery of a pea-
cock exclaim, ¢ Mr. Speaker! then for a mo-
ment or two remain looking down upon his
desk, as if to collect his thoughts; then lift-
ing his eyes to the Speaker, he would com-
mence. His style of speaking was peculiar;
his wit was bitter and biting; his sarcasm
more pungent and withering than had ever
been heard on the floor of Congress; his fig-
uro was outré; his voice fine as the treble
of a violin; his face wan, wrinkled, and
without beard ; his limbs long and unsight-
1y, especially his arms and fingers; the skin
seemed to grow to the attenuated bone, and
the large, ill-formed joints were extremely
ugly. DBut those fingers, and especially the
right forefinger, gave point and vim to his
wit and invective.”

There is a story often told of how he rid
himself and the House of a pestering antag-
onist. While debating the Missouri ques-
tion, a member from Ohio became impatient
with Randolpl’s tirade. In the long pauses
made by Randolph, the member would rise
to move the previous guestion, in order to
cut off debate. The Speaker ruled these
interruptions ont of order. At the third
effort, Randolph, looking up from his notes,
said: “Mr. Speaker, in the Netherlands a
man of small capacity, with bits of wood
and leather, will in a few moments con-
struet a toy that, with the pressure of the
finger and thumb, will ery ¢ Cuckoo! cuck-
ool With less of ingenuity, and with in-
ferior materials, the people of Ohio have
made a toy that will, without much press-
ure, cry, ‘Previous question, Mr. Spealer!
previous question, Mr. Speaker!” at the
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same time pointing at his vietim with his
skeleton finger. The IHouse was con-
vulsed.

Mr. Sargent, in his Public Men and vents,
makes the victim of this humor a Mr, Cush-
man, of Maine, This is more likely.

Whoever was struck by the Roanoke
statesman seldom survived. One man, how-
ever, was almost his match—Tristam Bur-
gess, of Rhode Island. In 1845, when a stu-
dent at Brown University, I called on this
genius of elocution, and talleed with him of
his publie services and memories. He was
old then,and lived in Massachusetts. Hehad
had a fend with the little State, and moved
over the Pawtuclet to show it his contempt.
His eye shone with a youthful lustre. His
pet name was “Eagle Eye.” - His aquiline
nose was emblematic of his character.

‘When Burgess went to Congress it was
. soon understood that he would encounter
that spook of a member, the piping, thin-
legged Virginian, Mr. Burgess was an ex-
professor of belles-lettres, and had the graces
of oratory at command. He went into the
tourney with little genial humor, but an
infernal sarcasm. 8o keen and antithetic
were his shafts that they have the appear-
ance of study. What the eustom of Mr.
Burgess was I do not know ; but others as
witty have been accused of memorizing
their wit.

Tom Moore intimates that Sheridan’s wit-
ticisms were all made & loisir, and kept by
him till the effective occasion. This is in-
credible; for in his last moments he joked,
and joked his best. He once said that a
joke in Lord Lauderdale’s mouth was no
langhing matter. So even in his last ill-
ness it was no laughing matter to Ran-
dolph; but even then he joked with his
servants about having his hair cut—as a
surgical operation! He could not have
memorized his parliamentary pungency any
more than Burgess.

The observation of the writer is that the
best humor is that which springs out of the
surroundings. No jest depending merely
on memory strikes kindly, strikes home, or
strikes hard. DBesides, studied invective
implies malice aforethought, and no mali-
cious man was ever great either in wit or
humor. Malice corrodes the steel of the
polished poniard. It unfits it for its work,
Hence it will be found that men of spir-
it like Burgess, Randolph, Clay, and oth-
ers, before they closed their career, illus-
trated by many amenities either to friends
or antagonists, to servants or family, that
genuine goodness upon which true wit and
humor alone depend.

In my talk with Mr. Burgess he spoke
kindly of all his early competitors; and
Randolph, when dying, was called on by his
old antagonist, Clay. It was the grasped
hand, the knightly honor, and the tender

tear—these show the springs of sensibility,
the seeret of rhetorical power.

In his letters to his friend Francis S. Key
Mr. Randolph showed that his heart was
touched with gentlest and purest thoughts
of another world. Toward the end of his
legislative career, in a tariff debate with
Louis M‘Lane, of Delaware, he gave signs
that it had genial culture. In spite of his
own remark, that he would have gone to
the distaff or the needle but for a spice of
the devil in his nature, he was as gentle as
a woman; and on this occasion he begged
his opponent, Mr. M‘Lane, in the kindest
way to point out his (Randolpl’s) fallacies
even by ridicule. *It is as fair a weapon,”
he said, “as any in the whole parliamentary
armory.” But he denounced the poisoned
arrow and the scalping-knife, and in this
debate he illustrated, by his reply, that he
could, but would not, retort in kind. He
rather praised the head and heart of M‘Lane,
who had praised Randolph’s head at the ex-
pense of his heart, This delicacy of feel-
ing was o part of the elemental life of the
Roanoke wit. No one in the American
Congress was fully his equal as a personal
antagonist. He often made the infirmities
of others a target. Nor does it detract from
his wisdom as a statesman. The man who
did so much for the Louisiana purchase,
who foresaw our grand national future, who
so detested and denounced the corruption
which even then existed in land grabs from
Erie to Mobile, who was ever rocking on the
vicissitndes of our wildest politics, had a
heart illumined by the warmest friendships,
and the most faithful constituents and serv-
ants. While his mind was instinet with
the finest humor, it was alive to the largest
humanity, as his will of manmmission shows.
His spirit has not altogether departed from
the Congressional body. At least we have
two of his connections in the present Con-
gress, Bland of Missouri and Tueker of Vir-
ginia.

Randolph is a sample of that class of pub-
liec men who, having no special avocation,
gave to their country and their neighbors
the benefit of a large roundabout sense.
Are not such men rare? Are they nof the
best of our statesmen 7
~ The present House of Commons, like our
House of Congress since the war, likes good
solid sense, but it tales it best when season-
ed. Condiments with meats suit better than
the Philippian order of elocution. We agree
that men in all legislative bodies are listen-
ed to on their specialties—Laird on ship-
ping, Lennox as an arbiter elegantiarum in
art, and so on. No one challenges their
ability or information in their peculiar
spheres, But all qualities combine to equip
a Sir Robert Peel for command, as all quali-
ties combine to make a Randolph, a Web-
ster, or a Clay. To make a good Speaker,
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like Banks, or an influential Senator, like |

Schurz, something more than business qual-
ities is necessary.

We take issue at once with the assertion,
so common in England, and becoming so
general here, that the practical talent for
business is that required for legislation.
The mere business men in Congress are not
the most successful as legislators. They sel-
dom give their attention to general thoughts.
Even a great lawyer or scientist, a manufac-
turer of paper or the editor of a journal—
notably such men have seldom impressed
themselves directly on debates and legisla-
tion.

It is complained that the greatest men
in America are ostraeized from public life,
and that our second-rate men fill third-rate
places. The complaint is unfrue. Horace
Mann on a school board was great; in Con-
gress he was as much a babe in the woods
as Horace Greeley off his tripod. Vander-
bilt or Beecher would be lost in Congress.
All ex parte men, preachers especially, are
unfitted for the fornm of open debate. If
is the full rounded development of all the
faculties, including that of humor, which is
the secret spring to political success and the
test of our greatest men.

Had Horace Mann, Horace Grecley, and
Henry J. Raymond used half the fun-power
which they possessed, as General Schenck,
General Nye, or John P. Hale did theirs,
their legislative career would not be over-
shadowed by their renown in other spheres.
Francis Jeffrey was a great reviewer, Ma-
canlay a great historian, and Bulwer a splen-
did genius, but their parliamentary fame is
as dust in the balance against their literary
glories. It is not mere abstract knowledge
of human society or of political economy
that makes Senatorial fame. Pistol hit the
mark on Falstaff. The latter was Chancel-
lor of the Exchequer. Said the fat knight,
arguing for his budget,

“My honest lads, I will tell you what I
am about.”

“Tywo yards or more,” shrieked Pistol.

#No quips now, Pistol. Iam about thrift.”

But he shook his sides with Pistol on the
fun, and went to work on the budget—or
the highway. This was statesmanship.

General Schenck, after two months’ de-
bate in 1870-71, when his tariff bill had been
torn fo shreds by close contests, item by
item, turned his missiles of sarcasm upon all
his contestants. He passed his own bill as
a substitute, and received all the credit for
the reform. How did he make the turn?

“My Dbill, Mr. Speaker, has been nibbled
to death by pismires and kicked to death
by grasshoppers.”

In the next paper I shall consider the
collective humor of legislatures, as distin-
gnished from the individual humor of mem-
bers.

BERTHA’S EXPERIMENT.,

ERTHA MACALISTER sat by the win-

dow, looking ont into the garden. She
had laid down the long white seam in her
lap, and was watching the vagrant butter-
{lies ontside, and the humming-bird glancing
here and there and making love to the flow-
ers. She hadlived many years in this great
old house, and had passed many a summer
afternoon looking into the old-fashioned gar-
den where the roses were, and the blue-eyed
larkspurs and the heavy-scented syringas.
Bertha was twenty-eight, and she had never
been in love. Now she had reached that age
at which old school-mates, happily married
long ago, had begun fo tell her how young
she looked. That is always the first sign of
coming age; so it goes to a woman'’s heart
with a queer little pang when kind-hearted
friends begin to say, “ Why, time stands still
with you, my dear. You haven't grown old
at all.”

It was very curious, when you think of it,
that Bertha had never loved. She had had
| two or three offers soon after she left school,
[ but none of the suitors had touched her
' heart, and so she had sent them away, and
| then for five or six years past no lovers had
| knocked at her door. But now, at last, one
had come, and she was thinking of him as
she sat and watched the sun-suffused va-
grants of the summer outside the window.
She lived in the house of her older brother,
for they were orphans, he and she, and had
always clung to each other. His wife was
a not unkindly woman, but she did not un-
derstand Bertha, and sometimes the girl re-
alized, with a sort of pathetic self-pity, how
weary are the feet that elimb the stairs of
others,

Now, as she sat by the window, her broth-
er’s wife—this good, practical, but unsym-
pathetic Maria—was talking with an aunt
who was there on a visit. Miss MacAlister
had paid scant heed to the drift of their
drowsy discourse, but snddenly a sentence
caught her attention. Maria was saying,

“I think she married him just for a
home.”

Aunt Saral’s voice took on a certain
tonch almost of solemmity as she answered,
“ Marrying for a home is always a dangerous
experiment, and almost always a fatal one.”

At this sentence Bertha MacAlister turn-
ed round quickly. They had touched the
very subject about which she had been
thinking so intently—a subject concerning
which she would have asked her mother's
counsel, had she had a mother, but, having
none, was trying to think out for herself.
She joined in the conversation almost ea-
gerly : “So you think marrying for a home
is always wrong, Aunt Sarah

“1 did not say that, child: I think it is
always dangerous. And yet I can ecasily
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By e Hox, 8. 8. COX.

“ Thon art too wild, too rude, and bold of voice;

Parts that become thee happily enough;

....but pray thee take pains

To allay with some drovs of modesty

Thy skipping spirit.”

SHAKSPEARE.

OW are we to test the flavor of humor ?

No brackets in the Globe, as [ laughter],
will help the article if it be adulterated or
poor. Perhaps this was Mr, Spealker Blaines
reason for forbidding in the last Congress
the insertion of these odd notes of risibility
and admiration! And yet there are remarks
frequently appearing in the reports utterly
senseless without the significant parenthe-
sis, as there have been humorously reported
remarks utterly dull withount hearing them
or seeing their utterer. This is especially
so when irony is used. A genial and rich
old gentleman from Massachusetts, now de-
ceased, touched the uproarious chord on the
salary question. He had deposited his back
pay in a bank, fell grievously sick, and,
while ill, sent for his clerk. “Here! put
this amount to the credit of the Unifed
States.” “Now,” said he, “here comes the
sequel: I began to get better [roars of
laughter], and let the money lie—where it
is now!” This is another form of the story
of the sick and well devil. When he reach-
ed in his remarks the cost of living in Wash-
ington, he made the climax of fun by ex-
claiming, “Let the farmers come here with
their families and stay a fortnight, and my
word for it, they will feel it down here
[slapping his pockets, amidst great laughter].”
If the report had stopped before the brack-
ets, and unless the manner of the speaker
were known, the cause of this immoderate
langhter would be unknown.

Laughter is not, however, always the
sign of humor. Thackeray tells of a person
who produced laughter by cultivating stam-
mering, with no expenditure of genius. So
in public debate the only way to account
for certain langhs is to know the tone and
manner of the debater. His mere language
and thought fail to reproduce the sense of
the humorous. -

In deciding upon this deliberative fun
we can not, therefore, rely altogether on
the printed reports, nor be certain of its
genuineness by the laugh which follows. It
can only be tested by its intrinsie quality.

The humor of legislation is collective
as well as individual. My division for this
paper is that of

L—COLLECTIVE HUMOR.

The body of the House laughs as such.
It is not the tongue of the talker always
that makes the fun for the body. The body

may laugh sua sponte at the talker as well
as with him. It makes its own fun in a
gregarious way, as geese may be said to
cackle in concert, or as one animal of the
menagerie may be said to arouse a discord-
ant concordance of harmonious dissonance!
As in the human body, so in a legislative
body, it is not the chorde vocales, nor the
facial museles, nor the head, which enjoys,
but the whole frame, from the topmost ex-
ultant hair to the swelling diaphragm,
heels, legs, eyes, all in one paroxysm of ju-
bilation. It is not alone hecause the fun
is contagious, but because all parts of the
body are in a consentaneous roar. On some
days the whole Houge, with its Speaker
and officers, messengers and pages, is ill-na-
tured. On other days it is as good-tem-
pered as if on a holiday excursion. This is
to be representative. We get this from our
changeable climate, if not from our English
cousins.

It is a part of the rule of the English Par-
liamentto yawn,scream, shuffle, congh, howl,
and brealt a member down, if he is not
liked, or if the House is impatient for a di-
vision. It is mo fiction that Dr. Warren
relates when he says that Tittlebat Tit-
mouse broke down a ministry by an inop-
portune ¢ cock-a-doodle-doo.” Will it be
believed, ye who stickle for the leaden grav-
ities of debate, that there is a rule in the
American Congress, to be found in Barelay’s
Digest, allowing considerable license for the
hilarious felicities of debate, and for that
fancy which Hobbes thinks “pleases by ex-
travagancy ¥’

On the 15th of September, 1837, Jefferson’s
Manual was adopted in so far as applicable,
and in it (Barclay, 79) it is said that “no
one is to disturb another in his speech by
hissing, conghing, or spitting!” Ample au-
thorities are quoted on this head. “Never-
theless,” it is further said, “if a member
finds that it is not the inclination of the
House to hear him, and that by conver-
sation or any other noise it endeavors to
drown his voice, it is his most prodent way
to submit to the pleasnre of the House and
git down; for it scarcely ever happens that
members are guilty of this piece of ill man-
ners without sufficient reason, or inatten-
tive to a member who says any thing worth
their hearing” (2 Hats.,77,78). This is quite
consoling to the vanity of the majority of
our public debaters.

Is the practice under this rule obsclete in
England? and how far do we practice it
in Congress? To answer this we touch the
key of much of our collective fun.

Dr. Kenealy appears in Parliament with
his green bag and umbrella. He is the pa-
riah of Parliament, representing simply an
impostor and the old bigotry of “no bloody
popery.” Is that noble body disturbed by
his presence under this rule? One would
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think so, to read fhe accounts. But gener-
ally, as in Congress, so in Parliament, mem-
bers listen with great good temper to a
maiden effort, The nervous are put at ease
and the diffident encouraged. DBut impu-
denee and bumptiousness are met, 4 Uou-
trance, with festive if not diabolical defiance.
This defiance generally takes the form of
fun. If the member bores the House, loud
talk all around deadens his tone. The more
animated and vehement he becomes (and we
have this in Congress), the more furious the
fun. “Divide!” “divide!” “’vide!” “’vide!”
stun his ear and shut his mouth. If that
does not answer, the House proceeds to
“count out.” What we do to obviate long
speeches, by our one-hour rule, previous
question, and night sessions for “debate
only,” the English do by “counting out.”
Forty members make a quorum in the Par-
liament, thongh with us a majority makes
a quornm, An orator who is unpopular or
irrelevant is fripped up in Parliament by
the failure to have a quorum. When the
Speaker’s attention is called to the thin
House, he is bonnd to count the House. He
orders the electric bells to be sounded, and
the hour-glass is called in and turned over.
In two minutes the doors are barred, and
the forty members not being in the House,
but being in the lobbies, smoking and laugh-
ing, the question goes over, the House is re-
lieved, and the present chance is gone for
the orator. This scene is invariably accom-
panied with good ftemper. It is irregular
regularity.

We too have our calls of the House to
discover or bring about the quorum, and
the rule which has been guoted has consid-
erable latitude on snch occasions. During
calls of the House, and when filibustering
all night, when tired nature seeks relief and

" finds it not, the boyhood of the House bursts
into a saturnalia. Before recalling some of
these scenes let me quote some examples
of roistering disorder in Parliament. The
liberties which the young and old states-
men of that body take with the unfortunate
orator appall the delicate and decorous and
even the stoutest will. Dr. Kenealy or Sir
Charles W, Dilke is not an exceptional case.
Filibustering under the rules, which leads
to so much disorderly levity in our Congress,
is mot peculiar to ns, Sheridan moved to
adjonrn nineteen times to prevent a vote
respecting the Irench war. He succeeded
in his object, as filibustering generally does.
Perhaps the House of Commons is more tu-
multuous in its jollity because it never gets
fairly under way in an important debate
antil after dinner, after ten o’clock at night.
If our constituents, looking down npon the
House of Representatives, become disen-
chanted with free institutions because of
the apparent inattention to the orator or to
the business before the House, what must

John Bull feel when for the first time he
hears the noisy levity of his precious Par-
linmentl Its tumult may be sometimes
heard outside in the street, through closed
doors, for half an hour at a time, vainly en-
deavoring to drown the voice of some 658th
part of that body. The scene is indescrib-
able. The vociferons majority, which gives
its applause to its leaders, creates a raptur-
ous confusion utterly unknown to our Amer-
ican Legislatures. These legislators of En-
gland seem to be trained like the Greeks of
Crete, whom Homer pictured in his lound-
lunged Achilles and his big-mouthed Sten-
tor. The one was called on to roar the
Trojans into Troy and disorder, and the
other could be heard two miles off. It is
not infrequent fo see hats go up in Parlia-
ment with huzzas. Applause is rare on the
floor among our members, and it is becom-
ing less so. Though there are instances of
applause on our floor, still the general sen-
timent is against it, but in no case does it
take the form of huzzas or vociferation.
There is no way yet found to stop langh-
ter. I have known members to call on the
Speaker to do it. On one oceasion when
this was attempted, during a description of
members of Congress retreating from Bull
Run, Governor Wickliffe, a ruffle-shirted,
large, jolly Kentuckian, made the fun worse
by apologizing: “Indeed, Mr. Speaker, for
my life's sake I couldn’t help it.”

Some time before Mr. Randolph was ap-
pointed minister to Russia he had deliver-
ed a speech in which he inveighed, in his
peculiar way, against being at the tail of
the corps diplomatique in Europe. “A cup
of cold water would be better. What!
should he give up his Congressional life,
with its heartless amusements, vapid pleas-
ures, and tarnished honors, to dance attend-
ance abroad instead of at home ¥ When
the news was brought into the House that
he was appointed to Russia, there was a
prompt and hearty roar, and then incredu-
lity. Some censured it as a joke, believing
it to be a falsehood ; but the general jubilee
was extensively expended on the famous
parliamentary satirvist, This was colleetive
humor ; and if was fully within the defini-
tion of Hobbes, that the passion of laughter
is nothing else but a sudden glory arising
from some sudden conception of some emi-
nency in ourselves by comparison with the
infirmity of others.

The spirit of exasperation, defiance, and
intimidation which has ever been indulged
in by the French Deputy, and which had its
origin in the French Revolution, forbids the
broad play of humor which abounds in the
English Parliament and in the American
Legislatures. If it be trne, as our old friend
Blair, in his Rhetorie, says, that humor is the
peculiar province of the English nation, be-
cause of the unrestrained liberty which the
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government and manners allow to every
man, and that the indulgence of humor is
incompatible with despotism, a fortiori, the
greater unrestraint in our “land of liberty”
and in our independent and soeial life ought
to give us a freer and a bolder strain of the
comic spirit. Cervantes once said: “My Don
Quixote would have been more entfertain-
ing but for Inquisitorial and political in-
timidation.”

Not a few of the scenes of spiteful disor-
der in Parliament occur upon mutunal re-
criminations ; but most of the scenes where
Momus enters ‘occur when that body is in-
disposed to hear a bore. An illustration of
the first was the scene between Mr. Shaw
and Mr. O’Connell, both Irish members,
Shaw charged the great agitator with an
attempt to subvert the Established Chureh,
which he had sworn not to subvert. *Or-
der!” “Order!” shout the Irish members in
chorns. Then O’Connell accuses Shaw of
falsehood ; then the opposition cry “Or-
der!” then the House is on its legs, and
gestures as wildly as the French Assembly ;
then a lull; then other charges are made of
atrocious calumny ; then cries of “Chair!”
 Chair!” and “Order!” then the poor Speak-
er uses gavel and voice in vain; then more
“lies” given, more confusion ; then that ev-
erlasting threat of the chair to name mem-
bers or dissolve the committee; then an
abatement, and Shaw gets in one blow on
O’Connell: “The member charges me with
spiritual ferocity ; but my ferocity does not
take for its symbol a deafh’s head and cross-
bones !” Cheers and roars. Then O’Connell
—mnever before so ready, thongh often more
brilliant — “ Yours is a calf’s head and jaw-
bones!” Deafening cheers and general thun-
der of fun,

This scene is not quoted to confirm, as it
would seem to do, the English impression of
O’'Connell as a Parliamentary orator. That
impression is grossly prejudiced and unjust.
The bold, natural man, who is pictured with
large faults and coarse sincerity, whose
speech was “ftinsel upon frieze,” was ever
subtle, musical, and skillful. Had he hated

the Saxon and loved the Celt less, and had.

he been of another creed and isle, he would
not have been stigmatized as the Athenian
Cleon and the Irish railer. The Woolsack
or the Premiership would have been his
guerdon had his Titanic strength grown
from English earth! But all confess that,
whether in Parliament or in the County
Clare, before the jury or the mob, he

# Now stirred the uproar, now the murmur stilled,
And sobs and laughter answered as he willed.”

Here is a scene of another kind, into which
the bitterness of altercation did not enter.
A member for Oxford hardly says his ¢ Sir”

pared to it, and the supposititions account
of the Park menagerie, when the rhinoceros
upset the cages, is as a prayer-meeting. The
sounds are not merely confused, but are
blended in inextricable and pleasing varie-
ty. The bass of a hoarse member crying
“Read” fills the interlude of bagpipes from
the back benches; agonized conghs, length-
ened yawns, sublime sneezes, such as the
Olympians might indulge, are perceivable
amidst the yelp of hounds and the hullabaloo
of the chase, while, to add to the ensemble,
all the cocks of the rosiest-fingered Auroras
are in full crow, and all the “meek children
of misery,” the gentle asses, bray harsh
discord! Up and down the chorus leaps,
amidst groans and laughter ; and this is the
great deliberative body of history—the om-
nipotent Parliament whose fiat rules four
hundred millions of souls on our star, from
“furthest Ind” to extremest Zealand!

Nothing like this has ever been perform-
ed in our Congress. If is with us an utter
impossibility. No future erisis perhaps will
ever appear so full of legislative struggle for
us as the legislative scenes before our civil
war; and during that strnggle there was
much of this boisterous deviltry. On one
or two occasions there was exhibited see-
tional hatred, amidst much confusion; but
this was not funny, as on the night when
Keitt and Grow had their fracas. The in-
sensate hilarity and ingenious devices for
obstruction which out-Herod Herod, as ex-
hibited in Parliament, find no counterpart
here.

Another scene in Parlinment which illus-
trates one of its undeliberative moods: A
member arises: “I rise, Sir”"—he is saluted
with ironical cheers and a zoological sere-
nade—“to state”—a flock of South-Downs
bleat him with their “ba-a’s!” Loud laugh-
ter follows, till exhausted nature pauses— .
1 rise to perform, 8ir, a duty to my con—"
Cries of “8it down !” and all the sounds of
the chromatic scale,led by the octave squeak
of a pig under a gate, the shrill voice of
chanticleer, the ¢ how-wow-wow” of the En-
glish mastiff, and the mewing of Tabitha
and her kittens. Does he sit down? He
does. I can sympathize with him, having
been under fire recently; and when I sat
down, it was with the remark, “I take my
seat, Sir, boldly!” This sedentary alacrity
always restores good humor.

One may well believe the anecdotes told
of the first attempts of leading statesmen
who were driven to temporary obscurity
by the howls of Parliament. Their merit
is measnred by the magnitude of the diffi-
culty when overcome. Pilofs gain repu-
tation in storms. It was only the other
day that a Mr. Pell dashed in on an educa-
tional matter. He began: “No member

to the Speaker before the nproar begins. | can be more sensible than I am,” and there

Babel is as Spenser’s Cave of Silence com-

le forgot what he was going to say, and
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paused, while a titter ran through the Honse.
#No member,” he resumed, “ecan be more
sensible than I am,” and again he stopped,
amidst the cries of “Hear! hear!” “No
member, Mr. Speaker, can be more sensible
than I am”—a voice from below the gallery,
“Who denies of it ?"—* that the question of
education,” ete.

The Hon. Mr. 8tanley, Earl Derby’s broth-
er, is a member of experience, but his man-
ner of speaking is excruciating, He is
nervous and embarrassed. He gets up to
speale with a large sheet of paper in his
hand, on which he has made his notes. He
fumbles this over, and never finds what he
looks for. “I think, Sir,” he says—*T think,
that is, I would venture to say”—a long
pause, in which the House sits in respectful
silence—* now, this question is one which a
colonel, or I may say a major, might, in
point of fact—that is, I think, supposing his
regiment were ordered to India—to India”
—another long pause, in which some one
says, in a stage whisper, “On, Stanley, on!”

The same thing once happened in the old
Hall of Congress, where a stranger in the
gallery saluted M‘Duffie, who was about to
reply to an attack, “Lay on, Macduff!”
Convulsive and resonanf laughter greets
all such efforts, It is the quick anticlimax
of the whole body. Such instances are not
rare in our Congress. “What would you
have, 8ir? I am a plain man, Mr. Spealker,
and am tired of these theories,” ete., re-
ferring to free trade. “What I want, Sir,
is more common-sense!” A fife-like voice
across the way, “ That's so,” provokes the
fun.

Humor is often unintentional; that is, it
causes fun in the collective body without
prepense on the part of the oceupant of the
floor. Omnce in a debate as to the admission
of the cabinet, the writer undertook to pic-
ture them seated within the House after
the British method, and by a faney he sup-
posed certain members were proposing ques-
tions affer the same method to the organs
of the government. An Iowa member was
supposed to ask of Mr. Welles, then Secre-
tary of the Navy, “whether or not the Argo-
nantic expedition of Admiral Jason would
have any effect, in case the golden fleece
had been captured in Australia, either upon
the gold or wool market.,” Then some one

inguires, “ What gentleman from Iowa ?”
With perfect frankness it was responded,
My pastoral friend.” The honored member
was a gentle shepherd, keeping immense |
numbers of sheep, and was also a congrega- |
tional minister. It was only fruth; but the
House welcomed it as if it were witty. If
was upon a question which “opposed no
man’s profit nor pleasure, and to all was
weleome ;” and therefore it falls within the
rule of humor. Here is another instance of
unintentional wit on the part of the mem-

ber, but to whieh intent was given by the
body: The Marquis of Salisbury was dis-
cussing to the Lords the Church establish-
ment. He made the parenthetical langhter
by abull. “A congregation,” said he, “may
be divided among themselves into two par-
ties ; yot if there were any means of separa-
ting them, they would both go on happily
together—I mean apart!” The noble lords
enjoyed the logical fun, and perhaps at the
expense of the noble marquis.

“Who ever knew the gentleman to agree
with any gentleman whom he differed from
literally is a bull. It was once humorously
applied by a Cincinnati member whose jo-
cose Christian name is Job. Yet it admira-
bly describes the character of a bigot. A
Senator once said: “We are illustrating
the impossibility of aceurate discussion,
based on a stafe of facts which are altogether
unknown,” But these bulls were only ap-
parently unintentional. In the confusion
of debate there is sometimes much uninten-
tional unconcatenated facetiousness. For
instance: Mr. Wood struggles for the floor.
“He has had his hour,” says Mr. Conger, of
Michigan,and, by way of snavity, adds, “and
he is an expert speaker and scholarly states-
man.” My, Wood, not hearing the compli-
ment, said, “The gentleman makes a state-
ment which I wish to correct.” - The House
enjoys, though the individual did not in-
tend, the pleasant surprise.

How qnickly a laugh will settle a mem-
ber and a question, even if the member be
so considerable a member as Benton. He
was in the Lower House during the Thirty-
fourth Congress. There was a quesfion in
his mind whether the sine dic adjournment
of the 4th of March should be at twelve
midnight or fwelve meridian. It had often
been mooted in other years. It was once
made by Quiney Adams, in a classie allusion
to the graceful fignre of the Muse of History
in her car above the elock, looking down on
members to remind them that she is record-
ing the proceedings of Congress. When the
clock pointed to twelve midnight, Benton,
full of the old issue, arose. Pointing to the
hands of the clock, he exelaimed, “I am no
longer, Sir, a member of this House, Sir.”
The Speaker ordered the sergeant-at-arms
to remove all those not members, amidst a
quick fusillade of fun at Old Bullion’s ex-
pense. The session held on, with the irate
statesman still in his place, till neon next
day.

It is in the call of the House ‘hat our
Congress comes the nearest to copying
the English extravaganza of deliberation.
There is not much at stake in tle simple
call, except to get the quornm. But out of
the personal excuses and general demorali-

| zation of a night session, when many mem-

bers are “o'er @’ the ills o life victorious,”
there is a deal of fun evoked. If is prop-
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erly classed under the collective humors of
the body, rather than the individual humor
of the member.

Why this occasion should be prolific of
fun is owing to the fact that for a certain
time the body is shut in, waiting for the
recusant absentees; and then when they
appear, under arrest, there is a sort of jolly
diabolism in putting them to the inquis-
itorial forture. These exceptional occa-
sions generally oceur after a weary time,
or when a dull member or a tedious ques-
tion is up, or when some party defeat or
vietory depends, or at the end of a session,
when the House falls below the quorum be-
cause of the natural rest and relief which
many members seek. This generally hap-
pens at night,

Is it a sign of our degeneracy that the
night session is becoming more frequent ?

In England the legislature has reversed
the curfew. That body does not begin to
awalken until after eight o’clock in the even-
ing. It has realized Addison’s satire on the
customs of his time, when the daughters
were busy at crimp and basset while the
grandmothers were asleep, whereas it used
to be, he says, that the latter were wont to
sit up last in the family., Some one, speak-
ing of this custom of nocturnal deliberation
in Parliament, thinks that the Parliamenta-
rians are the worse rulers for it, as their
heads are muddled with wine. It is regaxrd-
ed as another line of separation from the
people, who generally use night for sleep,
and the spirit of dissipation and fashion
conspire thus to render such members sorry
guardians of liberty. They are called a
pareel of drinking, gambling, nervous, gouty
men, unfit to wage war with corruption at
two o’clock in the morning. The Parlia-
ment House, it is confessed, has a dingy day-
light, and the inspiration to speak by gas
is too great to be lost. Disraeli last June
threatened the Home Rulers with day ses-
sions on the Irish bill, so as to hurry the de-
bate to a conelusion. Isit a harsh judgment
on Parliament to say that nocturnal sessions
unfit it for business ! Butitis Leigh Hunt's
judgment, and to be taken cum grano salis.
We pit against him Douglas Jerrold, who
says that the owl, * the very wisest thing in
feathers,” is silent all the day. Like the
scolding wife, she hoots only at night.
Since the hours of owls and legislators in
England are alike, we leave the reader to
settle the question between Hunt and Jer-
rold—night and day.

It was in the convivial night sessions, in
1797, that Pitt and Dundas labored under
the scandal of sometimes appearing drunlk
in the House of Commons. Out of it grew
the famous epigram:

Prrr. “I can not see the Speaker, Hal, can you 7"
Dunnas. “Not see the Speaker! d—nme, I gee twol”
But it is a significant commentary on our

time that the old Parliamentarians met at
8 s, In the time of the Stuarts the ses-
sions ran till “candles were brought in.”
Late hours and luxury go together. The
industrious are at their dreams, and the
legislators are cheating the scale of labor
to heap the scale of wealth. Such is the
complaint in England. And are we not ap-
proaching the British fashion all too fast?
By a.p. 1900 Congress will meet after din- -
ner; and then look out for the menagerie!
Already our occasional night sessions pro-
voke the liveliest frolicsomeness. As I
have said, they give rise to calls of the
House, and to scenes which would “smile
paralysis out of Nestor.” The rules require
that on such a call the absentees shall be
noted and the doors shut. Ifno excuses are
offered, the absentees are trundled out of bed
or away from a dinner party, and in custody
of the sergeanf-at-arms. They are then
brought before the bar. It is then that the
fun grows furious. No husiness but hearing
excuses is in order. The members are cooped
in, and must find amusement. A New York
member in the old Hall once climbed down
the granite pillars, and got caught midway
in a ludicrous style. Another once in clam-
bering down caught his button in the net
about the hair of a fair companion, and
took the hair before the bar. When the ab-
sentees are called, the Speaker sternly asks,
“You have been absent, Sir, without leave:
what excuse have you, Sir?”’ Then listen
to the fun. One member deprecatingly says,
“The law allows me per diem, but not a per
noctem:” his wit saves him. Another has
been married recently: he is fined. Anoth-
er has a sick wife, and could not come : ex-
cused. Another intimates that the House
is tight: fined. Amother was sleepy, and
tired of the dull debating: fined. Another
has been to the hospital to visit a constitu-
ent with the small-pox, intimates gently
that the disease is contagious, and asks to
go home: fined. Another, who was absent,
happens in somehow without arrest. How
did he gef in? All sorts of surmises at his
expense. A has been out to put on a clean
shirt. B has gone to Baltimore to see his
wife, whom he has not seen for a month:
excused. C informs the House that he told
his absent colleagues there would be noth-
ing done of consequence, and proposes to. be
punished vicariously: it willnot do. D has
been to a dinner party, and E sat up with
him: both fined. F was telegraphing about
his oil well: voted a bore. G was at home
on low diet. H asks to be excused on “gen-
eral grounds:” no. H’s friend has been at
his room, reading the History of Civilization,
and commends the book to the needs of the
House: fined. J had promised his wife when
he left Massachusetts not to keep bad eom-
pany or late hours, He might have quoted

| Falstaff: “ Company, villainous company,
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hath been the spoil of me.” He caught it.
No man can vote till he pays his fine; there-

fore K proposes to stop proceedings till he |

“gettles up.” L has had a difficulty, and
expected to go out of the Distriet, ete.: he
is muleted extra, but finally excunsed, be-
eause it was so rare an occurrence for a
New England member to have an affair of
honor., M has kad a fall upon the slippery
steps; an ardent debate ensues. As he
would not say whether it was before or
after dinner, he received the penalty. N
has more than an average constituency—a
noble body ; two of them called on him, and
he went with them, to be fined for his court-
esy.

Sometimes the deserters when brought in
assume airs, and lecture those who have
been up all night. Such only escape with a
double fine. One member apologized fo the
country for being brought in on a Sunday
morning! When the House adjourned, the
question was taxing the whisky on hand.
A point is made whether, pending that ques-
tion, it is in order to consume the stock on
hand. A common source of fun is to pro-
pose that members address the House on
their hobbies. Mr. Fuller was once asked
to speak on light-houses. He briefly rejoin-
ed that they were situated on land, to be
used on the sea. Mr. Pruyn is urged to re-
state his views on the Presidential vote of
Western Virginia. The largest man in the
Thirty-eighth Congress was Baldwin of
Massachusetts. A small man—nameless—
proposes first that he be divided to make a
quorum, and next that he speak an hour on
the prehistoric man. The hour is granted,
but he yields the ““time” to the small man.
“Does he yield space too ?” inquires Thad-
deus Stevens. So many are reported sick
that some one proposes a sanitary cormmis-
sion ; another, the removal of the Capitol to
a healthy spot; another proposes an appro-
priation for ¢ chips” to a noted faro player.
An Tllinois member is asked for his excuse.
“ Guilty, my lord.” It is proposed fo repri-
mand him. He pleads in mitigation of dam-
ages. Another bought tickets, and agreed
to take a lady to the theatre: nof excused.
One man wants to know what day it is on
Friday morning. He is informed it is Thurs-
day, though it was Friday; for the legisla-
tive day is not the day of the week. Final-
1y, there being some contumacy reported, a
member proposes fo bring in certain ab-
sentees, dead or alive. There is a call for a
division, and a motion to strike out “alive.”
The House begins to weary. Thaddeus Ste-
vens leaves; a motion is made for a burial
service, as when the brains are ont the body
dies. “We have lost our head,” said one,
as Stevens departs.

It will be impossible for me to forget my
first experience on a call of the House. It
was in the merry month of May, 1858. It

| occurred on a private bill.

I had not then
learned the seerets of the prison-house. Be-
ing caught by the sergeant’s officer on my
way to my duty, I was graciously allowed
the freedom of the mail wagon. How I
chafed under my first arrest! What would
lynx-eyed constituents, and especially my
opponents, in Ohio think! I tremble as I
recall these apprehensions. I was brought
before the bar with Zollicoffer and James
B.Clay. The then leviathan of the House,
Humphrey Marshall, was in the chair. How
he glowered on me with ponderous savage-
ry! He made me feel that I had personally
affronted him. I told him that I was sorry
to waist his precious time, and would lean on
his merey ; but there was no mercy in him.,
What a company there was that night!
Minister Washburne, General Quitman, Jones
of Tennessee, Governor Houston of Alabama,
General Sickles, Grow, Stevenson, Colfax,
Bishop of Connecticut, Bingham, Lamar,
Groesbeclk, Pendleton, Governor Smith of
Virginia, Giddings, Farnsworth, John Coch-
rane, and many others since then ministers,
Governors, and Senators. Some of them are
in the cold, cold ground. “Where be their
gibes now ¥’ Another “ call” has summoned
them to a more serions session. But it hap-
pened on that night, as frequently since,
that the vigilant and leading men were ab-
sent, while the dilatory wags were on guard.
How they delighted to catch Mr. J. Glancy
Jones, chairman of the Ways and Means, at
President Buchanan’s dinner table! What
a rianf row was made over his white tie
and rubicund face and the Pennsylvania del-
egation, with the “J. B.” brand on their
brows, fresh from festivity! Few excuses
were received, though many were tendered.
A member from Niagara had “paired off”
with his wife ; another felt so bad because
his wife had gone home, he could not par-
ticipate in deliberation; a member from
Maryland was remarked as showing a dis-
position to be in the hall, by being in the
gallery ; one member found the sergeant be-
fore the sergeant found him, and asked to
have that officer fined ; a Kentucky member
had attended all day, expecting to die in his
tracks, for a favorite measure; but as the
measure did not come up, he could not die,
so he left for home!

When John Cochrane was called, we all
knew he had been to the Presidential din-
ner; and his exculpation was not only a fine
piece of oratorical humor, but he turned the
tables on the House, as he did on the *fell
sergeant” who had shocked him by the ar-
rest. The man physiological was astounded,
the man psychological was appalled, his
federal constitution trembled, and nature
gave signs of woe that all was lost, for had
he not been rndely grasped by the hand of
authority ! He had been called high, he felt
low; and then some one suggested that the
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sergeant-at-arms held “Jack” and the game,
Upon these occasions the native style of the
member thus comes out. A dozen members
explain that they had gone out for a bite,
ete.; but General Cochrane disdained the
ordinary Saxon tongue, and sailed into the
empyrean of Epicurus.

The stately Groesbeck is brought in. He
asks for counsel. Counsel is freely tendered.

He makes a solemn plea in extenuation, |-

whereupon Hughes of Indiana likens it to
the sermon the old lady heard, the best she
ever heard. She could not remember the
text, or the points, or the sermon, but it had
such a godly tone! General Curtis, of Iowa,
comes in voluntarily; and he is fined for
coming in without compulsion. Then arises
the member from the wild-cat district of
Pennsylvania, Mr. Gillis. He makes his ex-
cuse. Is it expected that he should know
the rules of such a disorderly body? He
confessed that he had been to dine with the
President. All he knows of etiquette is to
go and dine when asked, and he is willing
to pay for it like a man. He had heard that
Le was to be arrested, and flew, not to the
horns of the altar, but to the fwrns of “0ld
Buck.” Harry Phillips, of Philadelphia,
who had himself moved the call, had aban-
doned the House for the dinner. He was
caught. He claimed to be the author of all
their amusement, and threw himself on their
gratitude.

And so on through the long night the im-
prisoned members indulge in what seems
the very puerility of frivolity. But is it al-
together to be reprehended ? Compared to
the English saturnalia which I have de-
seribed, it is rational : as one may see a lot of
grizzlies upon the side-hills of the Nevadas,
where ecattle are wont to congregate, doub-
ling themselves up for sportive rolls, somer-
saulting in a most diverting way, until they
make the herd familiar with their anfics,
when suddenly they pounce on the fattest
of the beeves, and are happy.

It may be queried whether there is any
real wit or humor in these scenes of Parlia-
ment or of Congress. The clown makes you
laugh, but isit humor? The answer is, first,
that generally men do not laugh without
cause, at least gregariously., Man is the
only animal that laughs (or weeps either),
for he is the only animal, says Hazlitt, who
is struck with the differences befween what
things are and what they ought to be.
Hence there is a sort of ratiocination in
laughing. It is generally the galled per-
son who maintains that ridicule is improper
for grave subjects; but who is to decide as
to the real gravity ? Shall there be no logic
because it is abused, and no humor for the
same reason? Second,isif fair to decide that

until you know as well the assembly and
its manner at the time and the occasion?
Some of these calls of the House show a
contradiction between the grand object,
which is a quorum, and the ludicrous modes
of obtaining if; and if they elevate the
mind into effervescence, or raise mirth in
order to relax and entertain, are they to be
altogether condemned 7

Is it gravely asked “whether such scenes
are fit for the first assembly of gentlemen in
the world,” and the freest body of repre-
sentatives—assemblages which deal with
myriad rights and interests, the growth of
centuries, with their confliets of passions and
interests, principles and prejudices? Are
these Parliamentarians of England, many
of them hereditary legislators, the tenth
transmitters of a foolish face, to be com-
mended for such extravagances? Ah, Sir!
there is something befter here than this
nocturnal mirth. Here is the elder spirit
of liberty! Here are her Majesty’s opposi-
tion! “By Allah!” said an Oriental poten-
tate, looking in on the Commons, “in my
country we would have their heads off in a
week!” This veryfreedom—nay, license—of
debate compensates not only for the inanity
of the Lord Tomnoddys and the Earl Fitz-
Doodles of the English senate, and the
broad -shouldered bucolic Englishmen of
the prize ox and ruddy face order, but it
gives us the rollicking spirit which is nev-
er unpopular with English or American
people. If is the great lever in moving
masses of mankind. Is it said, again, that
the wit of deliborative bodies like the Com-
mons or the Congress is of inferior grade?
So it seems often when reported. The jokes
of the judge in court are simple, the face-
tiousness of the bar is foolish, and in all
assemblages on business intent, the mind
seeks relief from the lightest lisp of the
silliost bommot. A laugh is catching. We
laugh often because others are laughing.
Independence and impudence help it along,
and the next morning’s debates fail to show
the real causes of the risibility. A member
once called his constituents “tinkers” by
mistalke for ¢ thinkers.” There was a laugh.
The rotund face of Bernal Osborne may
sometimes account for the fun he provokes,
as did the burly, hearty form of O'Connell.
The one was the “saucy boy” of the House,
and the other could agitate your person or
your politics at will. But they impart live-
liness to debate, and make logical wounds
with their rapiers.

Sydney Smith held that wit was not quite.
so inexplicable a visitation as is generally

| suppesed. He thought that a man could
|study it as he would mathematics.

It is
often studied and far fetched, we admit, but

such and such a scene is trivial or nnimpor- | I defy the whole Smith family to graduate
tant, worthy of playfulness or contempt, or | any one in wit where the native element is

of titillations of mirth or hearty derision,  lacking.

Palmerston, who rose to the Pre-
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miership by his bonrhomie, won his honors
by turning the unanswerable away by an
absurd side-wind of allusion. If Disraeli,
the dandy débufant, was at first coughed
down as a foilure, it was rather because he
had overstudied his part. Now he com-
mands most when not expecting or expect-
ed. He sucks an orange or pares his nails
while impaling an opponent. Like Mrs,

Siddons,
““he is cool enough
To panse from murder for a pinch of snnff.”

True humor is not always that which
awakens love, pity, and kindness. It may
instill scorn for untruth, and disrobe preten-
sion of its imposture, and, like the sportive
Parliamentarians on anight session, unshad-
ow the deliberative brow, and with “ mirth
and laughter let old wrinkles come.”

In discussing the collective humor of the
legislature we have said that the body is
moved often and only by the peculiar man-
ner of the member, even when the member
intends and makes no wit. A lisping, a
stammering, a boisterous man, and especial-
ly a one-ideaed man, may bring down the
House, without intending to do it, simply
by his peenliar manner. This manner is
never reported. A member is always re-
ported in good English, irrespective of his
impedimenta of speech. When a member of
Parliament gets up and “ awsks the liberty
to awnswer hereafter the oppobious,” ete.,
he is as well reported as the member who
says, “I rithe, Thir, for the purpothe of
athking the honorable,” ete. When the ear
is accustomed to this style it may be pleas-
ant ; but how are we to judge of the fun by
the report next day? We once had a Con-
gressman from Ohio, now Chief Justice of
the Distriet of Columbia—David K. Cartter.
President Pierce called him a Mirabean.
Judge Cartter stammered just enough to
malte his copious points gush at intervals
like a flood. His speech, like that of Charles
Lamb, was punctuated by the notes of ad-
miration which his tongue involuntarily
made. This also may make humor with the
audience, though it be that of the orator
also.

On one occasion, about two in the morn-
ing, when six minority Senators were vex-
ing the majority by holding out against an
obnoxious measure and urging an adjourn-
ment, two Senators, Sherman and Conkling,
of the majority, grew indignant. Sherman
declared that before he would submit to
such dictation he would be torn to pieces
by wild horses, and Conkling declared he
wounld die on the floor first. As these as-
tonishing remarks were being uttered, it
came to Senator Stockton to take his turn
in the time-consuming debate. He put the
Senate in good humor and adjourned it by
saying that if there was one time more than
another in which he felt well—felt like

speaking —it was at the early hour of 2
A0 ; that he was not willing to see the
Ohioan die by horses ; and if there was dan-
ger to the New Yorker, he pledged himself
to throw his body in the breach and save
s0 distinguished a man at the peril of all he
held sacred in life! The Senate adjourned.

This may not strike us as the best hu-
mor, but it answered the purpose, and the
manner of it was inimitably comical. Like
Boilean, the Jersey Senator dressed his ad-
journing speech in the elassic model of bur-
lesque, and made the insignificant seem lu-
dicrously heroic. The Senate, as a body,
caught the infection of the orator.

But the collective humor of the House
has generally an objective point. As in the
call of the House, it is directed primarily to
the gquorum, so incidentally it hits some per-
sonal frailty. It is the joy of triumph at
the mischances of others less fortunate. I
is the sudden conception of some ability to
discover and punish, Sometimes the loud-
est laughter is at the signal discomfiture of
the most exemplary and regular members.

The loudest laughter may be that whici
is most gregarious, but the best humor is
that which the mass of members do not
produce, It is the individual quality which
produces the best vintage of fun, and which
I shall discuss in my next paper.

In conclusion, for the present, let me say
that I am not one of those who believe thaf
the American legislature is lacking in a
healthy, logical, aggregate humor any more
than the people it represents. It may not
be as notably witty as that of the old Irish
Parliament. There may not be in it the
badinage and satire, philippic and abuse,
of the English Parliaments in the days of
Pitt and Sheridan, Peel and 0’Connell ; but
it is mevertheless true that our leviathan
does disport himself in our Congress with
wonderful glee.

If for this gleesome spirit we are re-
proached by the dullards and rasped by the
envious, as one of the “fathers” of the
House in their hehalf, and quoting the im-
perial words of Theodosius, I answer them:
If it be by folly that any one has spoken un-
Jjustly of us, we pity them ; if by ill-will, we
pardon them,

ROCOCO.

By studying my lady’s eyes

I've grown g0 learndd day by day,
So Machiavelian in this wise,

That when I send her flowers, I say

To each small flower (no matter what,
Geranium, pink, or taberose,
Syringa, or forget-me-not,
Or violet) before it goes:

“Pe not trinmphant, little flower,
‘When. on her haughty heart yon lie,
But modestly enjoy your hour:
She’ll weary of yon by-and-by.”
T. B. ALDRIOH.
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LEGISLATIVE HUMORS.
Part III.

By tne Hox. 8, 8. COX,

“Fancy is ever popular; all like
The sheeted flame, which shines hut does not strike.
....These fine merits above all:
Point withont sting, and satire withont gall;
A courteous irony so free from ecoff,
The grateful victim felt himself let off;
St. Stephen takes not from St. Giles his art,
But is a true good gentleman at heart.”
Burwee.

N Congress, as at the bar, to acquire em-
inence something more is needed than

a knowledge of current polities. Since the
war there are complicated and added Feder-

moral and material interests, has not con-
tributed to gladden the tone of English or-
atory. But in his despite there is much of
the old flavor of humor remaining in the
Commons. This decorons Gladstonian so-
lemmity seems to be generally confined to
the followers of Sir Robert Peel. It is well
represented on the Tory side by the present
Lord Derby. Hence we miss much of the
brilliance of other and elder Parliamentary
days. These Adullamites would be more
popular if, with their information and sense,
they would unlimber from that painful and
pradent restraint which marks their public
efforts. The food they furnish may be nu-
trifious, but it is not always agreeable. In

alrelations. To compass these implies that | vain we look among them for the wit and

a member should know something about
every thing. He should be especially in-
formed abouf matters of his committee. The
‘Parliamentary conflict ean not be won by
small-arms alone, but by infantry, eavalry,
and artillery. The mere cross-roads stump-
er generally becomes a yearling Congress-
man, that is, a member with one term of
service; for in his last session, being beat-
en the previous autnmn, he is a mortuary
monument. The survivors are the men who
hold the House by making their minds an
arsenal for every weapon, They are accom-
plished, or should be, in physics, metaphys-
ies, ethics, history, philosophy, and, above
all, in pertinent facts. To omit the “lath”
of satire and humor in the close encounter,
which is lissom and sharp only as it is well
tempered in all these streams, is to leave
the prinee out of the play.

This good temper has become indispen-
sable since the enlargement of the Hall in
1857. 1fis the attractive element. It is so
especially sinee the recent increase of the
number of members. The most weighty, or
rather the best, speech is listened to with
fatigne unless there be an occasional smarg
double-entendre, tart retort, tickling piguan-
¢y, personal point, or pertinent fact. That
which draws most, which empties the mem-
bers’ seats to fill the area in fronf of the
Speaker’s desk, is the bellicose. It is this
which, like a dog fight, will break up any
deliberation. If it takes the form of a per-
sonal explanation it is more welcome, This
attraction consists in the capability of wrath
joined to the felicities of fun.

The men who malke our humor in and out
of Congress are the favorites of the people.
We give them pet names. Corwin, Douglas,
Butler, Lincoln, all had these affectionate
freedoms extended to them by their sup-
porters or enemies, just as “ Little Johnny,”
“0ld Pam,” “Dizzy,” and others in England
had them. They were associated with some-
thing joeular. Lord Russell’s crisp scorn
and Disracli’s epigrammatic sneer helped
to mould English politics. Mr. Gladstone's
serious mind, ever meditating befween the

humor even of the corn-law times. Is En-
glish humor degenerating? 1In the five vol-
umes of Hansard of the last session but one
of Parliament there is a “ dull and sickening
uniformity” of mere statement of fact, little
deduction or reasoning, and much less vi-
vacity. This is well, perhaps; but wounld
it not be useful now and then to have a
thunder-storm like that of Plimsoll’s, the
sailor’s friend, when he cleared the sky by a
tragic performance and a cry of “Murder #”
Better now and then the menagerie than
the everlasting tame collision of selfish in-
terests unrelieved by any gleam of nature.
The burden of debate is church livings and
beer, Irish miseries and trade,

“Improving rifles, lecturing at reviews,
And levying taxes for reforms—in screws."

We may well ask: Are these the only ele-
ments of a national existence? Are these
the only means of winning popular favor?
Have the newspaper and caricaturist mo-
nopolized all the points of ridicule against
wrong and all the joeunlarity which illus-
trates affairs?

Without being too mueh a praiser of the
time past, and without derogating from the
management of the English Parliament un-
der its new conditions, we naturally recur
to the “giants” of other not very recent
days. It is no mere pun to say its palmiest
days were those when Palmerston charmed
the British publie. He did it because he
was himself a fit receptacle of his own
jokes., Lord Granville had, and has yet,
something of the easy, winning wit of so-
eial life, He has a velvety mode and a
honeyed tonmgue. His flame is lambent.
“Fair as the Lovelace of a lady’s dream,”
he is not inaptly called ox-eyed, from his
Juno-like majestic meekness. Have the
days of roaring irony and sarcasm gone by
with Palmerston? Palmerston had no peer
for ruling, for he heartily relished it. How
he could langh at the “puerile vanity of
congistency !” The nation laughed with
him. He ruled as well by his langh as by
his judgment. Cobden is gone. Bright and
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Russell lag superfluons; Goschen ciphers
only; and even Gladstone is half retired.
Brougham, that incarnate encyclopedia,
whose coach with its B on the panels re-
minded Sydney Smith that it had a B on
the outside and a wasp in the inside—
Brougham, he too belongs to the rear, with
_ the Bolingbrolkes, Pitts, Sheridans, Burkes,
O’Conuells, Cannings, and Peels —almost
myths for their rare graces of wit and or-
atory. Disraeli himself, though a power,
wields his weapon wearily ; and Bernal Os-
borne hardly essays to play his old »ole as
Mereutio.

Are public life and debate belittled in the
public esteem in England or upon the Con-
tinent? The Parliamentary sessions at
Rome are scarcely sessions, if we are to be-
lieve Mr. Trollope. . How sombre is his Ifaly
—in sackeloth and ashes, her head drooping
on her breast, her hands hanging listlessly
by her sides—sitting solitary and sleepy in
the deserted hall upon Monte Citorio! The
entire Chamber consists of 508, The quo-
Tum is a majority, as in our system; yet for
month and month business is impossible,
and that, too, at the Grand Capitol. Is if
beeause Italy pays no salary to her Depu-
ties? Balary seems hardly to keep our Con-
gress full. Is the real reason the lack of
piquant, eloquent debate, or has the omni-
present newspaper absorbed the other “es-
tates ¥’ There is no complaint of this kind
in France. Even now, when Versailles is
the Parliamentary eapital, there is a fresh-
ness which allures to the Chamber, spring-
ing as well from the exceptional and tran-
sitory nature of the organism as from the
inflammable vivacity of Gaulic and galling
debate. The wib of the tribune is, however, |
too finical for general appreciation. When ‘

|

De Remusat dashes an epigram af an im-
potent ministry, Paris chuckles., “It hasi
found,” he said, “a new way out of a false |
position—by remaining in it.” The reten-
tion of office after defeat is not a new sub-
jeet for the pasquinade and the epigram,
but no sprucer specimen has yet appeared |
than this of the departed statesman.
Nothing so arounses the French Chamber
as a personal imputation. The Deputies
are never used to it, always resent it, and
are always at it. They give every thing a
personal turn., Gambetta conld have a duel
a month for announcing merely abstrac-
tions. They do not distinguish hetween the
offieial and the person. Nor, for the matter
of that, do others, Mr. Garfield, Speaker
pro tempore, once tonched this idea daintily
when some member intimated that the mor-
al weight of the chair favored a motion.
“The chair has no moral weight. Its office
is to keep order” The most logical spec-
imen of wit at the English Parliamentary
noonday turned on this point. Fox repre-
hended Pitt for resting the sincerity of a.

ministerial declaration on the purity of his
private character. “Such conduct,” said
Fox, “is by no means Parliamentary, nor
could it in this instance have much weight.
His private character has no reproach. s
a minister he has no charvacler.” A similar
point was once made by Sheridan on Pitt;
but Pitt, in reply, was scorching. He turn-
ed his electricity upon Sheridan by likening
his tirades to the fizz and froth of an un-
corked bottle. Then the caricaturist drew
a cartoon, “ Uncorking Old Sherry.”

Looking at the stirring personal debates
growing out of the Adams-Clay coalition
and the Jackson administration in our coun-
try, we look in vain for something roseate
and fragrant. Secarcely any plant appears
on the surface, except that which, like the
cactus, shows a hot sun and a prickly vege-
tation. Did these fierce personal invectives,
which often led to the duel, have no relief
in the atmosphere of social and legislative
geniality ? Was Benton always hectoring
Clay? Was Randolph always studying how
most bitterly to bite? Was M‘Duffie ever
alert to thunder and lighten? Men then
talked abouf halters and honor, contempt
and monsters, conspiracies and treason, in a
way to astound our later day. This tallk is
not less surprising to us than would be the
re-appearance of those departed Senators
with the then fashionable blue coat and
brass buttons, the invariable plug of tobac-
co and gold-headed cane, the immense flux
from the salivary gland, and the incessant,
magnificent profanity. There were fewer
members then. They were better known,
and made more mark than now. A philip-
pic on the humblest was recognized, and
hadits run. There were two Barbours from
Virginia, one a member of the Senate, and
the other of the House—Dboth able men.
One, named James, was ornate and verbose ;
the other, Philip, was close and cogent as a
debater. A wag once wrote on the wall of
the House:

“Two Barbers to shave our Congress long did try;

One shaves with froth, the other he shaves dry!”

Have we, too, followed the hearse of our
great orators and humorists?  Who can fill
the place of Ben Hardin or Tom Corwin?
No one has approached them, unless it he
another Kentuckian, J. Proctor IKnott, the
present member from Bardstown. In him
Kentucky gives to us a second edition of
Hardin, revised and improved. He is the
fresh volume. Itismore elegant, scholarly,
piquant, and bound in superior morocco, and
clasped in undeniable gold. Our people
are not yet through reading his Duluth
speech. It hits the American sense of ex-
travagance, which, as T undertook in previ-
ous papers to show, is the reservoir whence
flows most of our fun. Itis in his magic
mirror that the identical and ironical Col-
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onel Sellers and Senator Dillworthy are
seen. IHis wit took down and off and out
the most grandiose schemes and schemers
in the most superlative way.

These three members of Congress, Hardin,
Corwin, and Knott, are selected to illustrate
this extravagant type of humor. Whence
came this inspiration ? All three were Ken-
tuckians. It is said of Sheridan that he ri-
pened a witty idea with a glass of port; and
if it resnlted happily, another glass was the
reward. Like the Kentucky Congressman
who took two cocktails before brealfast.
When asked why, he said, “One makes me
feel like another fellow, and then I must
treat the other fellow!” Is the humor which
Kentucky gave and gives owing to any pe-
euliar juice or humor growing out of her
soil? Or is it drawn from the “still” air of
delightful studies? Something of both, as
will appear.

First, of ¥ 0ld Ben Hardin.”

Governor Corwin once told me that Har-
din was the most entertaining man he ever
knew. He had an exhaunstless fund of anec-
dote, and with it great matural parts and
acquired culture. His celebrity for a quar-
ter of a century as a Sonthern Whig member
of Congress was not altogether owing to his
gift of remembering or telling good stories,
nor to his bonhomie. There is always in or
about Congress a class of good fellows more
witty in a social than in a debating way.
The court always had a jester. Why not
Congress? Charles I. had “Archie” His
sayings were called “arch.” Such men as
Ogle of Pennsylvania, M‘Connell of Ala-
bama, and William H. Polk of Tennessee
may be remembered in this socially jovial
connection, but their printed or public hu-
mor, except in little spurts, is hardly to be
found, even if it existed.

“If you believe in the Virginia and Ken-
tucky resolutions, follow in the footsteps of
Captain Andrew Jackson ; then, Sir, I hang
my hammer on your anvil,” said the eccen-
trie M‘Connell to President Polk.

“The gentleman asks me who are my
friends,” said Etheridge, of Tennessee. “I
answer, any body who don’t spell constitu-
tion with a K.’

These dashes of humor generally have a
personal tang. Before describing Hardin,
let me sef him within a frame of lesser brill-
jants of this character. General Butler once
rallied General Banks on his fine theatric
voice. “You say you read my speeches?”
said Banks. “I read them,” said Butler,
“put your manner and voice were not in
them, and hence they were ineffectual.”

Mr. Tipton ence used the spirit of the wit
of Dean Swift about Defoe. “The man who
was in the stocks—I forget his name,” said
Swift. So Tipton: “The gentleman from—
I wish the State was larger; it is so hard
to think of its name.” “Rhode Island?”

suggested Judge Trumbull. One Senator
had a natural habit of strutting. General
Schmrz being accused of that style, with
mock modesty hinted that he did not want
to encroach on the exclusive privilege of
New York. Senator Carpenter was mnot
less facetious, though less good-tempered,
when on the French arms debate he punc-
tured the alleged egotism of Senator Sumn-
ner to the quick. He identifies himself so
completely with the universe that he is no$
at all certain whether he is part of the nuni-
verse or the universe is part of him. e is
a reviser of the decalogue. You will soon
see the Sermon on the Mount revised, cor-
rected, and greatly enlarged and improved
by Charles Sumner.”

Mr, Sumner's gravity often led to these
little missiles, but they fell quite harmless,
for they were feathered wifh the lightest
of levity. “Al,” said Mr. Conkling to Mr.
Sumner, “I fell into an error by supposing
the Senator was paying me attention. IHis
mind is roving at large in that immense do-
main which it oceupies.”

Judge John C. Wright, of Ohio, so many
years the inspiration of the Cincinnati Ga-
zette and of his party, was a member of Con-
gress when pungent wit was apt to be called
out to Bladensburg. Personality was then
as common as courage. His pluck and his
humor were once shown in this scene: While
he was answering Mr. Randolph, General
Hamilton, of South Carolina, who was one
of the worshipers of Randolph, sprang to
his feet, and at the top of his voice, under
great excitement, said: “The most infernal
tongue that was ever placed in a man’s
head, and wholly irresponsible. Challenge
him, and he will swear he can’t see the
length of his arm!” This idea grew out of
the answer of Mr. Wright to the challenge
of Romulus M. Saunders: “I have received
your challenge, but can not accept it.  Ow-
ing to the imperfection of my vision, I could
not tell your honor from a sheep ten steps.”
The moment Mr. Wright took his seat a
member rose, and with a voice like a newly
weaned mule colt, said, “The gentleman
reminds me of an old hen I have at home
that is always cackling and never lays an
egg” Then Judge Wright desired, coolly,
to read a copy of a criminal indictment
found against the member, and the person-
ality was not so humorous.

These personalities are a piquant kind
of humor which often becomes caustic wit.
It touches the peculiar avocations, personal
foibles, or physical peculiarities of members.
This is not the highest order of festive
legislation, but it is often used. It gives
oceasion, however, for the readiest refort.
Sheridan was once twitted by Pitt on his
theatrical pursuits— Sui plausu gaudeve the-

atri;’ He retorted on the youthful Premier:
| #If ever I again engage in the composition
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he alludes fo, I may be tempted to improve
on one of Ben Jonson’s best characters—
the character of the Angry Boy in the Al-
chymist.”

To call a large man my feeble friend, or a
little man the gigantic gentleman ; to dilate
upon a loud-voiced member, or ery “louder”
to his loudness; to mimic his intonations,
or “fake off” his hair or wig, make sport
of its color; or emphasize the peculiarities
of his dress or toilef, of his eyes, ears, or
legs—these little diversions are as common
to the legislature as to the stage. They
make their momentary music, but scarcely
rise into the risible utilities of the logical
ad absurdum.

A palpable hit of this kind may some-
times be defended, as when a man wears
his clothes to illustrate his own business,
as woolen manufacturer for a tariff, or, vice
versa, & foreign suit to show the amenities
of free trade. Then the toilet is subordi-
nated to the topic. The man is measured
by the worth of his clothes as well as his
oratory. Often references are made to the
ambifion of members. Senators especially
who are Presidential aspirants receive these
hits. They are fair, and arve relished: they
are the pungent penalties of prominence.
Prominent members are generally the butt
of the most ridicule. In the instances here-
tofore given during calls of the House these
personal observations appear in déshabilld.
Nor are these freedoms peculiar to Con-
gress. On the question of sending the
Prince of Wales to India and paying a
large sum, it was piquantly put that as the
object to be instructed about was the need
of the empire, that the responsible officials
to be sent ought to be the ministers, and
not the Prince.

These little jets from this class gave a
momentary sparkle to the sluggish waters
of debate. Now while Hardin is not to be
classed with these characters, a greater dis-
advantage attends a sketch of his career as
a humorist. He is not reported according
to his reputation. His quarter of a eenfury
of service fails to show the voluminous fun
with which he enlivened and enforced his
positions. Here and there we have a few
shots from small-arms, as when he said,
meekly, “That if like a sheep I am shorn,
unlike a sheep, I will make a noise about
it.”  When denounecing extravagant naval
salaries, and referring to the naval lobby, he
exclaimed, “Their march may be on the
mountain wave, but their home is—in the
gallery!” T have the “substance” of one of
his speeches delivered in the hall of the
House. It was in self-vindication about a
local and now obsolete matter. It is only
cighty pages. He began by saying he had
pleaded more causes and defended more
men than any lawyer in Kentucky, yet nev-
er was he under the painful necessity of de-

fending himself before. This speech shows
a remarkable array of facts, a keen appreci-
ation of political ethies, a fervid patriotism,
a touching pathos, but hardly one gleam of
his reputed rare humor. Referring to the
Kentucky families whose sons, with his own,
were warring in Mexico, and speaking of
the Governor, who was his antagonist, he
said: “The next news from the theatre of
war may put our families in mourning, But
in the midst of this general distress it is
consoling to see with what philosophy the
Governor bears it. He slowly walks from
the palace to the Secretary’s office, and then
back to the palace, with stoical firmness
that does honor to his resolution, Cato
when in Utica never showed more. He
knows that none of his family is in danger.
They would have been soldiers ‘if it had
not been for those vile guns.” The only dan-
ger to his family is that they may he mash-
ed up in the palace gate in arush for offices;
and when they get them they can truly say
that they are competent to the emoluments
thereof.” This was the only smile in this
lengthened speech.

It is said that Hardin was a rongh-and-
ready debater, that his oratory was rather
racy of the Kentucky stump and soil, that
he had more pugnacity than polish, He
was known by the sobriguet of “Meat-axe
Hardin” Randolph said of him that he
was a butcher knife sharpened on a brick-
bat. This is not my impression from the
meagre report of his speeches, nor from the
articles now being published about him by
Mr. Hayeraft, of Elizabethtown, Kentucky.
It is not the true impression.

Hardin was a man of disciplined mind.
He was not at all of the Crockett-Boone or-
der. He had a native chivalry and inde-
pendence which were representative of a
border class at that day, but he was a man
full of classic, historic, legal, and other re-
sources. He had the varied armory whieh
equips for general or special debate. Like
a good lawyer, and with a wonderful mem-
ory and quick pereeption, he was the very
man for the “occasion sudden.” But he
was rather of the humorous than of the
witty kind. The butcher knife is too coarse
and the vendetta dirk too polished to de-
seribe his quality.

He was born in Pennsylvania, Westmore-
land County, removed with his family to
Kentucky when a boy, and was educated
by an old Irish teacher, who was a good
lingnist. The teacher killed a man, and
had to move to another county. Young
Ben followed him, and changed the venue,
to finish in the dead languages. He studied
law with Felix Grundy, and began to prac-
tice in 1806. He never left his profession
till he died, in 1852. He was on one side
of every important case in those early days.
His animation allowed no juror to slumber
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He was not only successful becanse of gen-
erous reading, but, by rare tact, he could
gain a case by “side-by” remark, Here is
an instance, and it serves to show the se-
cret of his legislative humor and success:

Henry Ditto had some sheep killed by a
dog. Ditto shot the dog. A suit for dam-
ages was the consequence. Mr. Hardin ap-
peared for Ditto. The trial occupied two
days. The cause was argued with great
ability on each side, and the jury retired.
After being out an hour or two they came
back into court for instructions on some
law point. After being instructed, and the
jury ascending the stairway, one of them
turned and said, “Judge, if the jury is hung,
what will be the consequence?’ Mr. Har-
din replied, “ The consequence will be that
twelve honest men are hung for one sheep-
stealing dog.”

It is related of Mr, Buchanan that in early
life he went to Kentucky to settle. He saw
Hardin in court, dressed in his unbleached
linen, careless and elownish. But he heard
him argue, and turning from the court-
louse, he said, “If such looking men are so
smart in Kentucky, it is no place for me.”

Hardin was in the Twenty-fourth Con-
gress. We had then unfriendly relations
with France. A fierce debate springs up
between Cambreling, John Quincy Adams,
Lvans of Maine, Wise, and others, in which
Hardin is a conspicuous figure. He plays
his irony upon the indefatigable commercial
member from New York, Mr, Cambreling.
He compares him most amusingly with Dan-
iel Webster; then, turning on Mr. Adams as
the Sempronius, % whose voice was still for
war,” he reminds him that in the sequel
Sempronius deserted to Ceesar, while Lucins
(to whom he likened himself) remained
faithful to Cato, and fought it out for peace
like a man.

Mr. Hardin’s allusions to the classies are
not infrequent. He especially loved Ho-
mer, and, as will be seen hereafter, he be-
came indissolubly linked with one of the
Homeric heroes—the “snarling Thersites.”
Caleb Cushing forged the link in a graceful
retort. Was this love of the classics one of
the levers of this Kentuckian’s power over
men? It is related of him that when one
of his own side made a speech he took his
hat and left the House. But when Rufus
Choate Dbegan his first mellifinous speech
this “meat-axe” man lingered and listened,
and, listening, was lost in rapture. This
demi-zod of the Western hustings sits fas-
cinated and enmeshed by the involutions,
all full of depth and all starred with learn-
ing, with which Choate delighted his ear and
mind. Was there no refined susceptibility in
this rough and hardy man? Choate brought
the music out of his soul as the wind does
out of the woods. He held Hardin as with
the glittering eye of the ancient mariner. It

was done by no other necromancy than the
silver tongue and the golden thought, in-
woven and intertwisted by a skill that
would puzzle a Genoese filigree-worker.
Tew men in Congress appreciated Rufus
Choate. Was it because he was foo fond
of the odd ends of learning, or that his rhet-
oric was too involved in fancies and frolies
Certain it is that while he could hold Har-
din, he did not make the impression on the
Senate or on Congress which we would ex-
pect. When M‘Duffie, in his rude way, on
the tariff question, charged Choafe with
weaving the texture of a cobweb, and pick-
ing up worm-eaten pamphlets to form an
argument for the leader of a band of high-
way robbers, and held him up to ridieule as
a humming-bird in a flower-garden or a but-
terfly in a farm-yard, how did this splendid
orator respond? Gracious heavens! this
man, “only not divine,” who even yet holds
in thrall the gentlest and brightest of New
England’s bravery of intellect, actually and
claborately “denied the facts and called for
proof,” as some Western lawyer once did in
an answer in chancery. “The accusation is
groundless. Let the Senafor sustain if if
he can.” Imagine Butler, Hoar, or Dawes
answering such a speech otherwise than by
a counter-charge of chivalric pungency!
Yet the large-hearted and broad-humored
Kentuckian threaded delightfully the laby-
rinthine beauty of Choate’s rhetoric, and
saw something in the legal dialecfician and
in the Gothic style of his multifarious orato-
vy that entranced him by a witchery beyond
the reach of art. What is the mystery? It
ig the same charm of life and heart which
in our first paper we remarked in Webster,
Randolph, and Burgess, and in all those who
have the susceptibility to humor. Itisin the
innate gentleness which, as in Hardin’s ease,
shone in his life and trinmphed in his death;
for at the last, when dying at threescoro
and ten, Mr. Hardin ealled around him all
of his kith and the brethren of his Method-
ist commmnion, and offered up from those
lips which had so often commanded in great
debate, the gentlest orison which ever pre-
ceded the departing soul to ifs God.
Thomas Corwin, in so far as the record al-
lows judgment, far ontshone Hardin in this
Kentuckian constellation of humor. In all
the elements, from the lowest burlesque to
the finest wit, he was confessedly the mas-
ter. He drew from the arsenal all the weap-
ons of parliamentary warfare ; but how sel-
dom he used them! His effusions were
brilliant, fervid, eloquent, pathetic, bub
above all, his satire, while keen, was not
poisoned or barbed with ill temper. It was
pertinent and powerful, demolishing, yeu
stingless. The motfo at the head of this
paper, which is the description of Shiel, de-
seribes the humor of Corwin. He was a
great lawyer—as great as Ogden Hoffman,
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and far greater than he in Congress. His
mind was full, and his words were thought-
ful. He wasno eynic. Hewas also ascholar.
His mind had ranged through the hounds
of human knowledge. His eloquence on
the stump and at the bar, in the House or
Senate, when pleading against the Mexican
war, or for compromise before our civil war,
whether he struck the basso of sorrow or
the tenor of merriment, was full of divinest
sympathy. Yet he is best remembered for
lighter efforts, as when he started in full
opulence of illustration after the foible of a
fellow-member. No one ean imagine his
power unless he has seen his facial expres-
sion and heard his variety of tone. The
play of his dark countenance was the pre-
Iude to his witty thought. What Bulwer
has sung of Canning, who “schemed for the
gaze and plotted for the cheer,” may be more
truly said of Corwin :

“ Read him not; 'tis unfair, Behold him rise,
And hear him speak ! The House all ears and eyes!”

It is said of Alvan Stewart, the eloquent
abolitionist of New York, that he could read
a dry affidavif so as to upset the gravity of
bench and bar. It was in the manner. In
this line Corwin was primus inter pares ; or,
rather, he was simply peerless. His face
and its serio-jocoseness would have been
the fortune of any player. “Will you have
condiments in your coffee ?” said a good
Iandlady to him, as he was once traversing
my old Ohio distriet, on the “weevil plat-
form.” Imagine that face, and the solemn
courtesy of his response! “Pepper and
mustard, madam, but no salt, thank you I

‘Whether this rare gift of humor came to
him from his Magyar ancestry, or was in-
duced by influences in his native county of
Bourbon, Kentucky—whether it was a part
of his early fraining or practice when a
“wagon boy,” it is certain that few men
were ever so effective in publicly using it.
As early as fourtéen he had the action, em-
phasis, and gesture which make the rhetor-
ical youth. His childhood was father to
the orator. His independence of thought
and his Ineid expression we are not called
upon in this paper to discuss. His humor
makes one of the green spots in the Con-
gressional desert.

One of its best illustrations is his answer
to General Crary, of Michigan, who had ac-
cused General Harrison of want of strategy
at Tippecanoe. Crary was a militia gen-
eral. The droll manner of the response can
not be put on paper. The humorous orator
described a fraining-day—the leader of the
host on horseback, the retreat to a neigh-
boring grocery, the trenchant blade of the
general remorselessly slaying water-melons,
and the various feats npon thisbloodless field
—in such a style that his vietim was ever
after known as “ the late General Crary.”

Never was speech conched in a happier
vein, The time of its delivery is Saturday
afternoon, when a saturnalia is given, as he
demurely hinted in the proem, to servants
of good masters. The way he touches the
non sequitur of the debate is felicity itself,
The pending bill is about the Cumberland
road, and the debate is on General Harri-
son’s war record. Before members can voto
money for the road, they must know how
the Indians at Tippecanoe were painted—
whether red, black, or blue. The appro-
priation in 1840 is identical with the tactics
of an Indian war in 1811.

Then he begins quietly to lift high his
opponent in the controversy that he may
drop him lower. General Crary is called
an illustration of the way in which we in
America can turn our hands to any business.
On a question involving a subtle Enowledge
on strategy, what preparations had not Gen-
eral Crary made for the ecriticism! But
there is only one way to give this speech its
real meaning, and that is by quoting:

** He has announced to the House that he s a militia
geueral on the peace establishment. That heis alaw-
Yerwe know, tolerably well read in Tdd’s Practice and
Espinasse’s Nisi Prius, These studies, so happily
adapted to the subject of war, with an appointment to
the militia in time of peace, furnish him at once with
all the knowledge necessary to disconrse to ug, a8 from
high anthority, upon all the mysteries in the ¢ trade of
death,?

‘* Again, Mr. Speaker, it must ocenr to every one that
we, to whom these criticisms are addressed, being all
colonels, at least, and most of us, like the gentleman
himself, brigadiers, are, of all conceivable tribunals,
the best qualified to decide any nice point connected
with military science,

1 trust, as we are all brother officers, that the gen-
tleman from Michigan, and the 240 colonels or ren-
erals of this honorable House, will receive what I have
to eay as coming from an old brother in arms, and ad-
dressed to them in a spirit of candor,

4 Such sa becomes comrades free,
Reposing after victory.”

*8ir, we all know the military studies of the gentle-
man from Michigan before he was promoted. 1 take
it to be beyond a reasonable doubt that he had pernsed
with great care the title-page of Baron Steuben. HNay,
I go further. As the gentleman has incidentally as-
sured us he is prone to look into musty and neglected
volumes, I venture to assert, without vouching the
fact from personal knowledge, that he has progecuted
his researches so far as to be able to know that the
rear rank stands right behind the front. This, I think,
is fairly inferable from what I understand him to say
of the two lines of encampment at Tippecanoe. Thus
we gee, Mr. Speaker, that the gentleman from Michi-
gan, go far as study can give us knowledge of a sub-
iect, comes before us with claims to great profundity.
But this is a subject which, of all others, requires the
aid of actual experience to make us wise. Now the
gentleman, being a militia general, as he has told
us, his brother officers, in that simple statement has
revealed the glorious history of toils, privations, sacri-
fices, and bloody scenes through which we know from
experience and observation a militia officer in time of
peace is gure to pass. We all, in fancy, now see the
gentleman from Michizan in that most dangerous and
glorious event in the life of a militia general on the
peace establishment—a parade day—the day for which
all the other days of his life seem to have been made.

*We can see the troops in motion; umbrellas, hoe
and axe handles, and other like deadly implements of
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war, oyershadowing all the field, when lo! the leader
of the host approaches.
“Far off hls coming shines.”

His plume, white, after the fashion of the great Bour-
bon, is of ample length, and reads its doleful history
in the bereaved necks and bosoms of forty neighboring
hen-roosts.  Like the great Suwarofl, lie seems some-
what careless in forms and points of dress, Hence
his epaulets may be on his shoulders, back, or sides,
but still gleaming, gloriously gleaming, in the sun.
Mounted he is, too, let it not be forgotten. Need I
deseribe to the colonels and generals of this honorable
House the steed which herces bestride on such occa-
sions? No, I see the memory of other days i with
you. You see hefore you the gentleman from Mich-
jgan mounted on his crop-eared, bushy-tailed mare,
the singular obliquities of whose hinder limbs is de-
seribed by that most expressive phrase, ‘sickle hams’
—her height fourteen hands, *all told ;' yes, Sir, there
you see his ‘steed that laughs at the shaking of the
spear,’ that ig, his ‘ war-horse whose neck is clothed
with thunder.’ Mr. Speaker, we have glowing descrip-
tions in history of Alexander the Great and his war-
horse Bucephalus at the head of the invincible Mace-
donian phalanx ; but, Sir, such are the improvements
of modern times that every one must see that our mi-
litia general, with his crop-eared mare with bushy tail
and sickle ham, would literally frighten ofl & baitle-
field a hundred Alexanders. DBut, 8ir, to the history
of the parade-day. The general, thus mounted and
equipped, is in the field, and ready for action. On the
eve of some desperate enterprise, such as giving orders
to shoulder arms, it may be, there occurs a crisia, one
of the accidents of war which no sagacity conld fore-
see or prevent—a cloud rises and passes over the sun!
Here an occasion occurs for the display of that great-
est of all traits in the character of a commander, that
tact which enables him to seize upon and turn to good
account events unlooked for as they arise. Now for
the caution wherewith the Roman Fabins foiled the
gkill and courage of Hannibal. A retreat is ordered,
and troops and general in a twinkling are found safely
bivonacked in a neighboring grocery! But even here
the reneral gtill has room for the exhibition of heroic
deeds. Hot from the field, and chafed with the nn-
toward events of the day, your general unsheathes his
trenchant blade, eighteen inches in length, as you will
well remember, and with an energy and remorselesa
fury he slices the water-melons that lie in heaps around
him, and shares them with his surviving friends!

“ Others of the sinews of war are not wanting here.
Whisky, Mr. Speaker, that great leveler of modern
times, is here also, and the shells of the water-melons
are filled to the brim. Here again, Mr. Speaker, is
shown how the extremes of barbarism and civilization
meet. As the Scandinavian heroes of old, after the
fatigues of war, drank wine from the skulls of their
glanghtered enemies in Odin’s Hall, so now onr militia
general and his forces, from the skulls of melons thns
vanquished, in copious draughts of whisky assuage
the heroic fire of their souls after the bloody scenes of
a parade-day.

% But, alas for this short-lived race of ours, all things
will have an end, and so even ig it with the glorious
achievements of our general. Time is on the wing,
and will not stay his light; the sun, as if frightened
at the mighty events of the day, rides down the sky ;
and at the close of the day, when °the hamlet is still,
the cartain of night drops upon the gcene ;

#¢ And the glory, like the phenix in its fires,
Exhales Ita odors, blazes, and oxpires.” "

Wonld that our men of genuine humor
would, like Corwin, more frequently level
their lances at the extravagance and van-
ity which disfigure our national character!
Then, indeed, would our humor have that
humanity and refinement which Sydney
Smith gave to it in definition and practice,
whose office he likened to a Lorraine glass,
which throws a sunny hue over the land-

scape. How if expands caution, relaxes
dignity, tempers coldness, teaches age and
care and pain to smile, extorting reluctant
gleams of pleasure from melancholy, and
charming even the pangs of grief! How it
penetrates through the coldness and awk-
wardness of society, gradually bringing men
nearer together, and, like the combined force
of wine and oil, giving every man a glad
heart and a shining countenance! If more
of this flavor of the mind enlivened our pil-
grimage on earth, it would elevate benevo-
lence and inspire principle. If more of the
Hardin-Corwin type of men were in our pub-
lic assemblies, there would Dbe less of the
treasons, stratagems, and spoils of politics.

The third humorous trinmvir is one yet
living, and now again returned to Congress.
Proctor Knott, next after General Builer,
is'best known as a Congressional humorist.
But his humor, like all genuine virtues, has
little or no malice in ifs composition.

‘When people first come to Washington
they are disappointed—not now at the eity
itself, for it more than fills expectation, but
at the public men. Sergeant S. Prentiss, the
Maine-Mississippian orator, was therein Feb-
ruary, 1833, and writes to his sister that ho
has seen General Jackson, “ who is no more
fit to be President than I am. You have no
jdea how destitute of talent are more than
half of the members of Congress. Nine ont
of ten of your ordinary acquaintance are
fully equal to them.” This is the first im-
pression. Closer acquaintance reveals that
each of these unpromising members has
some peculiar quality which lifts him aside
from, if not above, his fellows at lLome.
They are “singed cats” many of them,who,
like Proctor Knott, may not be taken for
much at sight for a month or a session or so,
and then their native hue and qualify burst
out unexpectedly and grandly, like certain
tropical flowers, with a reporf!

Few suspected Mr, Knott of the posses-
sion of such an abundant flow of the facile
and graceful faculty of fun-making. One
speech about paving Pennsylvania Avenue
had only provoked the House to hear more.
They heard it in his Duluth speech.

When I first heard the English Parlia-
mentarians speak, it was with surprise. No
one except Bright and Walpole seemed to
be fluent after the American method. Their
hesitation and mannerism were atrocious.
Imagine Cicero addressing the Roman Sen-
ate : ¢ Quousque—ah I—landem—hem '—abu-
tere—haw I—Caltilina—patientie—ahem !—ah !
— e !—haw !—nostrah-h-h ¥ In Parlianment
the orator sits on a rough bench, his head
covered, to pour forth this outlandish gib-
ber.

Literally, he “puts off his hat to put his
case.” A case thus put is the very anticli-
max of graceful and fervid oratory. It is
the ideal of an awkward manner, even when
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delivering brilliant sense. Disraeli has it. | onecile the colonies, he writes to his friend

It is the dandyism of dawdleism. It is the
reverse of the copia loquendi of Cicero, and
of the fluency of the incomparable Corwin
and the unhesitating Knott. If a man in
Congress hesitates, he is lost. Twenty in-
terruptions give him pause. In Parlinment
it wounld seem that he is lost if he does not
hesitate and hem and haw. But it was not
the easy flow of Mr. Knott's periods that
gave him prompt fame. He struck a pre-
vailing sense of fun conneeted with our
superlative language and exaggerated spec-
ulation.

The man who touches this theme in fit
style, whether it be Marlk Twain and his
speculative lobby with “millions in it,” or
Proctor Knott with his Duluth, as the cen-
tre of the visible universe where the sky
comes down at precisely the same distante
all around it, or one vast corral into which
all commerce goes whether it will or not,
demonstrates the typical Ameriean trait.

Senator Nye discusses the merits of tor-
pedoes. How does he do it? He tells the
Senate that Lieutenant Cushing blew the
Albemarle so high that gravitation did not
operate on it; and in deseribing the old
blunderbuss and other ancient and effete
arms, he said that in those olden times if a
man was killed, it was an accident!

But if you would have the superlative of
this extravagant humor, gaze at the picture
which Governor Wise once drew of Virginia
agriculture: “The landlord skins the ten-
ant, the tenant the land, until all are poor
together. The ledge patches outshine the
sun. Inattention las seared the bosom of
mother earth. Instead of cattle on a thou-
sand hills, they chase the stump-tailed
steer through the ledoe patcehes to procure
a tough beefsteak!” He had met a Virgin-
ian on horseback, on a bag of hay for a sad-
dle, without stirrups, and with the leading
line for a bridle, and he had said to him,
“Whose house is that, Sir?” “It is mine.”
They came to another house. “And that ¥
“Mine too, stranger.” To a third Louse.
“And whose house is that?’  “Mine too;
but dew’t suppose, stranger, 'm so darned
poor as to own all the land about here!”

Already in other papers I have endeavor-
ed to analyze this indigenous taste for in-
tensity of expression and magnificence of
idea. It is not new with us. It is as old
as the Revolution. Ethan Allen’s “ Great
Jehovah and the Continental Congress” is
in the same swelling vein. When the En-
glish commissioners eame here to treat for
peace in 1778, it seems that the very mete-
orological phenomena and physical scenery
stunned the curled darling of the court,
Lord Carlisle, one of the commissioners. He
humorously attributes the great English
disasters to the comprehensive magnitude
of the country.

the witty George Selwyn: “I inclose yon
our manifesto, which you will never read.
"Tis a sort of dying speech of the commis-
sion, an effort from which I expect little
success......Every thing is upon a great scale
upon this continent. The rivers arve im-
mense, the climate violent in heat and cold,
the prospects magnificent, the thunder and
lightning tremendous. The disorders inci-
dent fo the country make every constitu-
tion fremble. Our own blunders here, our
misconduet, our losses, our disgraces, our
ruin, are on a great scale.”

He eaught the salient feature of our scen-
ery and society. We have only agerandized
it since.

A Durst of exaggeration in an American
assembly as surely awakens ludicrous in-
terest as an allusion to a horse-race in the
English Parliament. The model average En-
glish statesman is well deseribed as

“The lounging member seldom in his place,
And then with thonghts remote upon a race.”

Hence an allusion to a ministry as splin-
tered, spavined, and broken-winded is al-
ways received with laughter by a hody
which adjourns for the Derly, and which
represents a people who on that day take
the liberty to abuse all on the road—mnob
and snob, tramp and shop-man, Queen and
courtesan. But in an American Congress
nothing so suits the prevailing temper and
tone as the grotesque and ample hyperbole,
the accumulated largess of language De-
stowed on the description of a grand specu-
lation, with its gorgeous incidents and its
magnificent aceidents. -

When this Kentuckian, Knott, first talled
in Congress, he struck this Big Bonanza
vein. How the house enjoyed it! I re-
member well his first pathetic deseription
of the depth of that love for the people en-
tertained by members; how it surpassed
that of the young mother for her first-born
—a depth of sentiment which bankrupts all
the resources of pathetic eloquence and stir-
ring poetry. How affluently he smoothed
the raven down of darkness till it smiled
as he pictured the negroes who hung about
the Capitol and in the galleries, perched
like turkey-buzzards in a deadening, wait-
ing for the rich repast that Congress was ex-
peeted to prepare for their rapacions beaks!
Then how neatly he changed the scene to
Judiciary Square, full of the same class, re-
clining in the shade, like black snakes in a
brier patel. In this strain of exaggeration
he took up the Pennsylvania Avenue Pave-
ment Bill. Did he argue the points logical-
ly? Ofeconrse. Butwho remembers the log-
ic of arithmetic when down the deep Tambic
lines the cothurn treads majestic, full of
mock and tumid fropes? Who cares for the

Exensing his failure to rec- | syllogism or the ignoratio elenchi when a
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chorus of Bacchantes sing the dithyramb
of wild and intoxicating frolicksomeness?
There is a logic of fun which drowns, over-
tops all; and Proctor Knott floated on this
rolling sea as easily as Captain Boyton in
the Channel, or, rather, like a behemoth of
the deep.

After making a picture of the lnxury of
the eapital, its fragrant squares, its polish-
ed walks, its promenades and drives, its
sinuous foot-paths, laid with an elastic con-
crete of white sea sand, bordered with shruh-
bery that would have lent new charms to
Calypso’s favorite bower, and winding away
in all the intricate mazes of the Cretan lab-
yrinth—its satin-slippered beauties, reclin-
ing in such ecstatic langnor nupon the downy
cushions of their splendid carriages that
even the perfumed zephyr, as he steals from
beds of rare exotics, shall nof kiss their
velvet cheeks too rudely, nor the dancing
sunbeams taste the delicious fragrance that
exhales from their honeyed lips—the orator,
like the gladiator of Byron, sees his young
barbarians of Kentucky at play on the blue
grass; and he turns lovingly to the foil-
browned, barefooted daughter of a taxed
Kentucky constituent, in her homespun
gown, innocent of crinoline or train. 1Is
this ample enough? Like his predecessor,
e, too, is fond of Homer; and the touching
picture he draws of the sacrifices of the of-
fice-holder is in the best vein of Ben Hardin.
There was no being on earth for whose com-
fort he entertained so profound a solicitude
as for that of your public functionary, no
one whose smallest want so stirred his sym-
pathetie soul to its serenest depths.

“When I see him bLidding adien to the sweets of
private life, for which he is so eminently fitted by na-
ture, to immolate himself on the altar of his country,
Homer’s fouching picture of the last scene between
the noble Hector and his weeping family rises before
my imagination; when I see him seated sorrowfnolly
at a miserable repast of sea terrapin and Champagne,
my very bowels yearn for him; and when I see him
performing, perhaps, the only duty for which he is fully
competent, signing the receipt for his monthly pay, T
am so overwhelmed for his miserable condition that I
wish I were in his place.”

In a similar strain of elaborate satire hie
desired new pavements over which the car-
riages of our government officials, with their
coats of arms and liveried outriders, might
glide as smoothly and noiselessly as the
aerial car of the fairy queen throngh the
rose-tinted clonds of the upper ether. Wind-
ing up his speech with pregnant statisties
and prophetic sense, he saw what many
did not see then (1870), what loeal and Fed-
eral extravagance was bringing upon the
capital.

In the peroration of this his first speech,
which brought the Kentucky orator to the
front, he was puzzled to tell what power
short of an omniscient providence could fore-
tell what the government would eventually

have to pay for the improvement of this
avenune, The astronomer predicts a total
eclipse of the sun a hundred years in the
future, and names the exact time and place
upon the earth at which the sublime phe-
nomenon will first be seen; and, whether it
be upon the costly icebergs of Alaska or the
blood-stained soil of suffering Cuba, punc-
tual to the second the gigantic shadow falls
upon the precise spof he indicates. Thus
summoning the infinitudes and splendors of
the starry hosts by a sublime anticlimax,
all radiant with humor, he can not foretell
what any public improvement about Wash-
ington city will cost or when it will be fin-
ished. It defies the highest mathematics
and the utmost range of conjecture.

Until the Duluth speech was made, the
House had little thought of the rich pleni-
tude of humor in store for them. The sur-
prise was enhanced becaunse Mr. Knott spoke
rarely. He was not an active, rather a lazy,
member—ostensibly so.

A1l the day, before the sunny rays
He usged to slug or gleep, in glothful shade.”

They took the alligator for a log till they
sat on him. Grudgingly was the floor yield-
ed to him. He was offered only ten min-
utes; wherenpon he remarked that his fa-
cilities for getting time were so poor that if
he were standing on the brink of perdition,
and the sands were crumbling under his
feet, he could not in that body get time
enough to say the Lord’s Prayer. The 8t
Croix and Bayfield Road Bill asked for some
of the public domain. Mr. Knott disavow-
ed any more interest in the bill than in an
orange grove on the bleakest smmmit of
Greenland’s icy mountains. It was thus he
introduced the splendid project : ;

““Years ago, when I first heard that there was some-
where in the vast terra incognita, somewhere in the
bleak regions of the great Northwest, a stream of wa-
ter known to the nomadic inhabitants of the neigh-
borhood as the river 8t. Croix, I became satisfied that
the construction of a railroad from that raging torrent
to some point in the civilized world was essential to
the happiness and prosperity of the American people,
if not absolutely indispensable to the perpetuity of re-
publican institutions on this continent. [Great laugh-
ter.] I felt instinctively that the boundless resources
of that prolific region of sand and pine shrnbbery
would never be fully developed withont a railroad
constructed and equipped at the expense of the goy-
ernment, and perhaps not then. [Luughter.] T had
an abiding presentiment that, gome day or other, the
people of this whole country, irrespective of party af-
filiations, regardless of sectional prejudices, and * with-
out distinetion of race, color, or previons condition of
servitnde,’ would rise in their majesty and demand an
ontlet for the enormous agricultural productions of
those vast and fertile pine-barrens, drained in the rainy
season by the surging waters of the turbid St. Croix.”
[Great laughter.]

He put this problem to the House as to
the value of the lands: If the timbered lands
are the most valuable, and valueless with-
out the timber, what is the remainder of the
land worth, which has no timber on if ab
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all? How he pictured this land satirical-
Iy as the Goshen of America and an inex-
haustible mine of agricultural wealth, and
then with truthful exaggeration as a region
which in ten years would by its vegetation
fatten a grasshopper; how he brooded over
the dangers to our government if if neg-
lected or abandoned such a region; how he
amplified these dangers from the Declara-
tion of Independence, secession, reconstruc-
tion, and the new amendments, and, after
all, the worst of all dangers, the peril of our
navy rofting in their docks for want of rail-
road communication with the prolific pine
thickets of the St. Croix! Then he was con-
cerned because we had lost Alta Vela, a gua-
1o isle, and then as to the proper point of
connection with the teeming pine-barrens,
until at last, amidst shouts of langhter, he
mentioned “Duluth!” How he rolls it as a
sweet morsel under and over his tongue !

“Duluth! The word fell npon my ear with peculiar
and indeseribable charm, like the gentle murmur of a
low fountain stealing forth in the midst of roses, or
the soft, sweel accents of an angel's whisper in the
bright, joyouns dream of sleeping innocence. Duluth!
*T'was the name for which my soul had panted for
years, as the hart panteth for the water-brooks. [Re-
newed laughter.] But where was Duluth ¢ Never in
all my limited reading had my vision been gladdened
by seeing the celestial word in print. [Laughter.] And
I felt a profounder humiliation in my ignorance that
its duleet syllables had never before ravished my de-
lighted ear. [Roars of laughter.] I was certain the
draughtsman of this bill had never heard of it, or it
would have been designated as one of the termini of
this road. I asked my friends about it, but they knew
nothing of it. I rushed to the library and examined all
the maps I could find, [Laughter.] I discovered in
one of them a delicate, hair-like line, diverging from
the Mississippi near a place marked Prescott, which I
supposed was intended to represent the river St. Croix,
but I could nowhere find Duluth.

“ Nevertheless, I was confident it existed somewhere,
and that its discovery would constitute the crowning
glory of the present century, if not of all modern times.
[Laughter.] I knew it was bound to exist in the very
nature of things; that the symmetry and perfection of
our planetary system would be incomplete without it
frenewed laughter]; that the elements of material na-
tore would long sinee have resolved themselves back
into original chaos if there had been such a hiatus in
creation as would have resulted from leaving out Du-
Inth. [Roars of langhter.] In fact, Sir, I was over-
whelmed with the conviction that Duluth not only ex-
isted somewhere, but that, wherever it was, it was a
great and glorions place, I was convinced that the
greatest calamity that ever befell the benighted na-
tions of the ancient world was in their having passed
away without a knowledge of the actunal existence of
Duluth; that their fabled Atlantis, never geen save by
the hallowed vision of inspired poesy, was, in fact, but
another name for Duluth; that the golden orchard of
the Hesperides was but a poetical gynonym for the
beer gardens in the vicinity of Duluth. [Great laugh-
ter.] I was certain that Herodotus had died a miser-
able death because in all his travels and with all his
geographical research he had never heard of Duluth.
[Laughter.] I knew that if the immortal spirit of Ho-
mer could look down from another heaven than that
created by his own celestial gening npon the long lines
of pilgrims from every nation of the earth to the gush-
ing fountain of poesy opened by the touch of his magic
wand, if he could be permitted to behold the vast as-
semblage of grand and glorious productions of the
lyric art called into being by his own inspired strains,
Lie wonld weep tears of bitter anguish that, instead of

lavishing all the stores of his mighty genius upon the
fall of Ilion, it had not been his more blessed lot to
crystallize in deathless song the rising glories of Du-
luth. (Great and continued langhter.] Yet, Sir, had
it mol been for this map, kindly furnished me by the
Legislature of Minnesota, I might have gone down to
my obscure and humble grave in an agony of despair
because I conld nowhere find Dulath. [Renewed langh-
ter.] Had such been my melancholy fate, T have no
doubt that with the last feeble pulsation of my break-
ing heart, with the last faint exhalation of my fiecting
breath, I should have whispered, * Where is Duluth
[Roars of laughter.]

“But, thanks to the beneficence of that band of
ministering angels who have their bright abodes in
the far-off capital of Minnesota, just as the agony of
my anxiety was about to culminate in the frenzy of
despair, this blessed map was placed in my hands; and
as I unfolded it a resplendent scene of ineffable glo-
ry opened before me, such as I imagine burst upon
the enraptured vision of the wandering peri through
the opening gates of paradise. [Renewed laughter.]
There, there for the first time, my enchanted eye rest-
ed upon the ravishing word * Duluth.”

H1f gentlemen will examine it they will find Dnluth
not only in the centre of the map, but represented in
the centre of a series of concentric circles one hun-
dred miles apart, and some of them as much as four
thonsand miles in diameter, embracing alike in their
tremendous sweep the fragrant savannas of the sun-
lit South and the eternal solitndes of snow that mantle
the ice-bound North, [Laughter.] How these circles
were produced is perhaps one of those primordial
mysteries that the most skillful paleologist will never
be able to explain. [Renewed laughter.] But the fact
ig, Sir, Duluth is pre-eminently a central place, for I
am told by gentlemen who have been go reckless of
their own personal safety as to venture away into
those awful regions where Duluth is supposed to be
that it is so exactly in the centre of the visible uni-
verge that the sky comes down at precisely the same
disiance all around it.” [Roars of langhter.]

After thus locating his paradise, he ascer-
tains its neighborhood advantages—buffa-
loes, Piegans, and other savages. He de-
scribes the convenience by which the red
men could drive the buffalo into Duluth.
“I think I see them now,” exclaimed the
inspired humorist—*“a vast herd, with heads
down, eyes glaring, nostrils dilated, tongues
out, and tails curled over their backs, tear-
ing along toward Duluth, with a thousand
Piegans on their grass-bellied ponies yell-
ing at their heels! On they come! And
as they sweep past the Creeks, they too join
in the chase, and away they all go, yelling,
bellowing, ripping and tearing along, amidst
clouds of dust, until the last buffalo is safely
penned in the stock-yards of Duluth !”

Was this burlesque relished by honest
and fun-loving people? Yes; thounsands
have sent and are yet sending for the doe-
ument. Why? Simply because the orator
played with imagery, as a eunning harper
with the strings of his harp? No. Because
this speech and its humor had a moral which
he defily turned against the subsidy, or, as
he expressed it in his peroration:

My relation is simply that of trustee to an express
trust. And shall I ever betray that trnet? Never, Sir!
Rather perish Dnlath! Perish the paragon of cities!
Rather let the freezing cyclones of the bleak North-

west bury it foraver beneath the eddying sands of the
raging St. Croix!”

Where did this Kentucky genius obtain
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his rich resources of illustration? TFirst
from nature, with its deadenings and black
gnalkes ; next from patient culture, with his
Homeric and other epical allusions; and
next from mixing in the heat and dust of
our extravagant active life, and studying
the grand volume of human nature. A close
student of men and books, once Attorney-
General of Missouri, familiar with frontier
and prairie life, he had the rare perception
to observe the queerness and oddify of
things, and the rarer gift to so mix his col-
ors and limm his figures that all should rec-
ognize beneath the heightened colors the
graphic genuineness and design of his art.
But the special inmor of this Duluth speech
lies in its magnifying, with a roaring rush
of absurdity, the exaggerations of a West-
ern Eden, in which utter nakedness and
fragrant luxuriance alternate, and between
whose aisles of greenery the sly devil of
selfishness sat squat at the ear of Congress,
tempting it to taste the forbidden fruit of
subsidy. If is the string of spoken pearls,
this effluence of diamond dew, this beguiling
linked humor long drawn out, that holds the
ear; but there is more meant than meets
the sense. Like the allegory or the parable,
there is moral hidden beneath this elabo-
rate imagery. It is this moral which ex-
alts the American mind to the sublimity of
its own peculiar fun, and relieves the le-
viathanic lawnessness of exaggeration of
its strain upon the faculties. No speech
that I can recall produced at once so signal
an effect.

I do not except General Butler when he
addressed the House on the moiety question.
He had an audience prepared to appland.
He had the accessories, the mise en scine, to-
gether with abundant gas-lights and per-
sonal spleen, to set off the whole for a grand
effect. He succeeded, for no one could up-
trip him or knock him down. Like the
Dutch toy, he is up again, rubicund and tri-
nmphant. When he drew out of the ship
hold those leaden statues representing the
Goddess of Liberty and the Conseript Fa-
thers, and described them as devices to
avoid the custoins duty, the shouts of laugh-
ter were lond and uproarious. Without de-
traction from this performance, I fail fo find
in it, or in any reported speech of Gener-
al Butler, notwithstanding the skillful ar-
rangement and statuesque poses by which
he graced the fervor of that rhetorie hour,
with a Mephistophelean - Brobdingnagian
energy of fun, any comparison with this Du-
luth effort of Knott.

I refer to these efforts of Hardin, Corwin,
Knotf, and Butler for the sake of ahowing

one class of humor which is not strietly |
It proceeds from the |

that of the House.

peculiar manner of the man. It is elabo-

rate and descriptive narrative, depending

for its success on its splendid exaggeration |V
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of expression and thought. It is not pecul-
iar to the Legislature. It would be felici-
tous in any forum.

In my next and concluding paper I shall
consider the less elaborate individual hu-
mor of the Legislature, and in so doing will
confine myself more strictly to American il-
Instrations of repartee and other forms of
condensed humor.

A GHOSTLY VISITATION.

T had been a dismal day ; a steady driz-
zling rain had proved fatal fo all excur-
sions, and in-doors the resources of pencil
games, cards, and even reading aloud had
long been exhausted. The drmu}; monoto-
ny of the early tea was over at last, and we
were once more assembled in the shabby lit-
tle parlor, propounding the momentous in-
quiry of what to do for the next few hours
until bed-time should solve the problem.
The small room was ill adapted to quiet
Iéte-a-téles, and the alternative of the damp
piazza had no attractions for even the most
enthusiastic. “TI'wenty Questions” had been
languidly suggested, and instanily voted
down by the lovers of peace and harmony,
and things generally wore an air of intense
depression.

“Really,” said good-natured, fat Muvs.
Gray, clicking her inevitable knitting-nee-
dles, “I must say that for a company of
clever and accomplished young people—as
you all, I think, profess to be—youn seem to
have very few resources. I came in here to
be amused, and I think I shall be able to get
my nap without going up stairs.”

Mrs. Gray was privileged, and her remark
only provoked a feeble smile.

“Ifwe but had a piano,” sighed Miss Wis-
ter, who prided herself on her fine contralto,
“we might have some pleasure; but one
can’t sing without an accompaniment.”

“ As far as I can see in this dusky light,”
continued Mrs. Gray, “ the only persons who
appear to have any occupation are those
two in the corner, and that’s a queer one, for
¢ fifteen, four, and a pair are siz’ seems cer-
tainly an odd way to count, let alone the
singular allowance of “ two for his heels,’ and
the fact that they're always telling each
other to ¢ go.

“J¢’s very evident,” laughed Mr. Lrstnn
looking up from his cuds “that yon're un-
init.ia.ted in the myateries of cribbage, Mrs.
Gray.—A sequence of three for me, Miss
Leniton,”

“ 1 wish,” drawled Harry Britton,who was
lounging on the sofa, and flirting in a desul-
tory way with pretty Grace Ar(,utt “that
somebody would tell us a story; 1t’a oo
dark to read, and conversation apparently
lags. Methinks, as they say in novels, 'tis
the very hour for a ghostly tale of horror.

‘Who can tell one ?” '
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The slumbering heat in the eyes of Miles
Van Dorn leaped into a blaze. ‘“And that
person is not, then, Ralph?” he asked, ea-
gerly.

“Why, the monstrous egotism of the fel-
low!” said Jane, langhing with the air of
one to whom laughing is unfamiliar. “Of
course it isn’t. How could he dream of
such a thing ” g

“TIt is natural sometimes to fall info er-
ror,” said Miles, o gradual agifation betray-
ing itself in his ordinarily cold and measured
tones. “Ihave myself been driven to think
of this subjeet; it has, entirely against my
judgment, absorbed much of my time. Since
that night Miss Dora fainted I have found
it impossible to keep her from my thoughts.
You will pardon my determination to dis-
cover this party who can be of benefit to
your young sister if I confess to youn, Miss
Fairfield—"” Miles paunsed; a sudden im-
pulse of passion swept away all his rhetorie.
He went over to Jane. “I love Dora,” he
cried; “I love her with my whole heart
and soul. Now tell me, who is this party
of whom you spealk ?”

“Why, then, God bless you, Miles Van
Dorn ! said Jane, the tears bursting from
hier burning eyes: “ that party is yourself!”

These tears, seemingly wrung from an un-
willing source, melted the heart of Miles Van
Dorn. “Miss Fairfield—Jane,” he said, it
has not been my fault that Dora has suf-
fered. I have not dared to think of love;
it has not been a part of my plan of life. It
did not seem possible—I did not know—"

“But youn know now,” said Jane. “Hast-
en back to Ralph, tell him the little misfake
he has made, and meet me at the train.”

Needless fo tell of the interview befween
Miles and Ralph, or strive to paint the rapt-
ure of Jane when she was able to give into

her darling’s hands the olixir of life in the |

old shape of love.

Jane had the felicity afterward to see
Dora, dressed in a marvelous mixture of
lace and illusion, singing to thousands of
people who hung entranced upon her voice.
But it was not as a canfatrice she sang, nor
altogether to further the delight and ambi-
tion of her good sister Jane: it was at a
charity concert, as the wife of the eminent |
judge and jurist Miles Van Dorn.

THE GHOST'S ENTRY.
Tue candle flutters and darkles;
. There is no sound within;
The embers in ashes redden;
One flame crawls spectral and thin.

The candle flutters and darkles—
Widg and black is the door! I start—
The Wind was the ghost that entered,
And shook me and chilled my heart.

Joux Jaaes Prarr.
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Pirr IV,
By mae Hox. 8. 8, COX.

“Let man send aloud ha! ha! through the universe,
and be reverently grateful for the privilege."—Doug-
LAS JERROLD,

N previous papers the analysis of the de-

liberative mind, collectively and indi-
vidually, has been directed to its humors.
Their utility in debate has been defended.
The attempt has been made to remove from
them the reproach of levity, while from
different epochs of legislative history, and
from cother conspicuous sources, this ele-
ment of parliamentary rhetoric has been il-
lustrated.

In this paper the purpose is to treat in
detail of the oceasion and mode of using the
various kinds of parliamentary weapons.
which are tempered by humor.

The liberty which allows so many levi-
ties is, as Mr. Hallam has said, “ the slow
fruit of ages.” This indulgence is in pro-
portion fo the lusciousness of the fruitage.
Just before and.during our civil war, when
men were almost on their knees in prayerful
perplexity and frouble, as well as on their
muscle and skill in great conflicts—the leg-
islative humor was not pleasant. In vital
confliets fun does not flow so readily. Shad-
ow and sorrow do not make mirth. Thad-
dens Stevens was, perhaps, an exception, but
his flavor was not always saccharine. It
grew out of the war. It was acidulous and
sharp. IFew “summer-sweets” were found
in his orchard. If they were there, there
were plenty of stones and clubs beneath the
trees.

If I should generally characterize the hu-
mor of Congress in the twenty years of my
knowledge of it, it should be said that the
Forty-first and Forty-second Congresses had
the raver felicities. Do you ask why? Be-
cause the war was over, and reconstruction
had begun to show itself in better temper.
Again, do you ask, “ Who should be select-
ed from this period as the happy members 1”7
Using my tests, first, the lapse of time, and
next the translatability of the merry words,
I should say that Edmunds of Vermont was
the capital wit; but Thurman met him ever
with exquisite cunning of fence. Then fol-
lows a constellation, comprising Tipton,
Nye, Howe, Conkling, Casserly, and others
in the Senate, and Schenck, Butler, Ste-
vens, Dawes, Garfield, Ross, Proctor Knotf,
Johnson of California, and o score of mem-
bers of the House answered well the call of
genial-tempered debate.

The same law which forms the pearl rules
the witty expression. Naturalists ascribe
the origin of the pearl to an'irritation pro-
duced by the intrusion of a grain of sand
or grit into the shell of the mollusk. This
by a peculiar process is covered over with



272

HARPER'S NEW MONTHLY MAGAZINE.

a caleareous secretion, which is deposited in
Jayers, and lo! the pure and perfect pearl.
1t is this same audacious and gritty though
small intruder which irritates, till its price-
Jess and ereamy beauty is radiant with the
rarve iris of humor. Although humor, like
the pearl, may only seem fit to be strang as
an ornament to tickle vain minds * fo mirth
effuse,” yet its ntility is no less evident.

Quite a poriion of the chitchat which
gives zest and life o the daily routine of
Congressional work and worry is laminated,
little joke on joke, as pearls are formed. It
is that which concerns the personal foibles,
the length of service, the manners, or the
committee-work of members. Sometimes
it is the bar-room and cross-roads tall, the
badinage of the stump, the ignorant and
ungrammatical fanfaronade, and the stupid
brag of the Bobadils. Sometimes vulgari-
ty competes with courtesy, and wins an ap-
parent advantage until tested by taste and
time. Yet such simple chitchat is not with-
out its utility. It is far better than the
foreible-feeble denuneciations, spiteful snap,
and pandemoniac howling which fill the ear-
lier Globes. These are associated with cries
of “Order!” “Order!” They bronght forth
at times the emblematie mace itself from
its marble pediment. Often its silver eagle
flew into the arena restrained by the stal-
wart grasp of the sergeant-at-arms.

Let me, then, refer to some of the occasions
and illustrations of this by-play of humor.
The gentler sex is a frequent theme. The
langhs, however, are too often equivoeal and
reprehensible. Widows’ pensions, the mar-
riage and other relations, are subject to the
usual bandy of unexpressed but suggested
ribaldry, The stage is not coarser than
Congress in this respeet, and a gallery of
ladies malkes no difference. No matter what
the subject, whether Topsy or Thanatopsis,
mention “women,” and the old joke appears,
ineradicably suggestive of something not
said. References to whisky and Demoera-
cy; to finance and its intricacies; to our
colored brethren; to party shibboleths and
motions for adjonrnment; to the youth and
age of members, and by the member who
would “not kick at nothing for fear of a
sprain;” to the devil and the Lower House,
where he presides; to old Jacob Townsend;
to victorious election prophecies and news;
to Daniel and the locked-jawed lions, and
the other roaring lion—the lobby; to Sir
Boyle Roche’s mixed metaphor of rat, bird,
and bud; to “loyality;” to opening the mouth
and putting your foot in it—these furnish
much of the chitchat of debate. There are
certain quotations very common, such as,
“T1 fares the land;” and on funeral occa-
sions, that “ storied nrn” is sure to make an
“animated bust.” “Your gory locks” are
as sure to be shaken as “the galled jade to
wince.” That jade has winced till she has

quite lost her winsome ways. General Mor-
ris’s woodman has so offen Dheen besought
to “spare that tree” that the theme is haecl-
neyed; and Mr. Bryant’s “drapery” has been
a good deal ernmpled by insane thongh
“pleasant dreams.” On solemn oceasions
there have been a sufficiency of “weeping
hermits” dwelling around the Congressional
Cemetery to make a procession of the Mid-
dle Ages fo the Holy Sepulchre.

Frigid statistics thaw info humor, and
help to give a merry tone to dry detail.
How the House laughed at the mortality
of the Maine regiments as compared with
those of New York! It was a question of
rations and liquor. The tax and the Maine
law played their part in the debate. New
York stood 52, but Maine 124, Temperance
was shown to be unhealthy, and Maine and
her soldiers demoralized. And the House
found the fignures funny.

Once Senaftor Edmunds proposed an
amendment to an appropriation so artfully
as to change the $20,000 for goods to that
sum for transportation, and the $5000 for
transportation to the cost of the goods. If
had pertineney against the inordinate cost
of transportation.

“Tt is alleged,” said Mr. Axtell, “ that we
have traded away $15,000,000 for Alaska,
and have only one million’s worth of real
estate. Any man who ecan't trade within
1400 per cent. of the value of an article
ought to be expelled. Snch a Congress, Sir,
no longer deserves the confidence of a free
people.”

The pungency of wit is seldom associated
with mere phraseological conceits. This
clement of legislative life, though it give
vivacity to the session, is to be found in a
higher grade of humor. I propose to char-
acterize it in the following order: First,
personalities and localities, and their points;
second, defending the bad by the fallacy of
fun; third, pithy narration and application
of anecdote; fourth, apt repartee and cun-
ning diversion ; fifth, argumentation, in the
form of burlesque and irony; sixth, anti-
thetie brevities; seventh, and lastly, those
miscellanies which defy classifieation.

First. Personalities and loealities.

An allusion to the personal appearance of
amember excites as much fun in the English
Parlinment as in onr Congress, if not more.
When Colonel Sibthorpe said that he did
not like the countenances of the minis-
ters opposite, as their faces were the index
of the mind, there was an artillery of ex-
plosions. But O'Connell, in reply, turned
the House upside down with its echoing
roar by referring to the gallant colonel’s
own face, bushily bearded all over; and he
(O’Connell) “would not abate a sirgle hair
on the point of good humor.” The famous
pasquinade of the same great Irish orator
was made upon the same theme—whiskers—

-
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and on the same Colonel 8ibthorpe, “to beard
whom Nature had shaved” the other two ob-
noxious and bigoted members!

Could any thing be finer than 0'Connell's
compulsory apology: “I said you were com-
posed of six hundred scoundrels, and I am
very sorry for it!” It was the royal pur-
ple npon his frieze coat. It was a personal
generality, with the subtlest ambiguity of
regret. It was worth a centennial birthday
celebration, in whieh it played a festive part.

The same kind of risibility which 0'Con-
nell provoked on the hirsute Sibthorpe was
produced in Congress when General Farns-
worth referred to General Butler’s face, and
the latter then got tangled in the long heard
of the gallant Illinoisan. But there is too
much venom in such allusions to be enjoy-
able. Henry Clay’s supreme and genial jo-
cosity is better. He had a habit of making
merriment at ex-President Buchanan’s pe-
culiarity of opties, to which I have referred,
with such a Palmerstonian bonfiomie that
o offense was or could be taken.

Tx-President Tyler once tonched the Sen-
atorial vein of pleasantry by referring to the
tirm of “ Madison, Grundy, John Holmes, and
the Devil!”?  He remarked that Mr. Grandy
had retired, leaving his Satanic Majesty to
take care of the remaining partners!

Mr. Hawes, of Kentneky, on the French
debate in 1835, to which reference was made
last month, defending Quiney Adams from a
general attack, said that he “did not like
o see fhe gentleman from Massachusetts,
whose long career had been crowned by
that brightest of all erowns, the suffrage
of a free people, exposed to a rifle here, a
musket there, and a popgun over yonder!”
‘That popgun was not so frequently fired
for the rest of the session.

Our rules, like those of the Commons, try
to guard against personalities. They for-
bid the use of members’ names, The French
and Spanish are less punctilious on this
point. But while the rule is not observed
in Congress as it used to be, there is no
diffieulty in making it apparent to whom
allusion is made. Some members are af
once recognized by a reference to their seab
or locality, to their committee, or to their
hobby. No reference to the red man in the
late Congresses would have been complete
unless it pointed at General Shanks, of In-
diana, just as a reference to a tragic man-
ner or to pig-iron immediately suggests an
aeeomplished Pennsylvanian. Once I had
occasion to insist on having macaroni kept
on the free list. A long and red-haired, tall,
lanl, and odd member, full of complaisance,
opposed it, as he said that he did not affect
the dish. It was foreign; it was not nice.
A playful allusion to his being fed on the
badly manufactured native article was an
ad hominem that brought forth a round of
fun from the House, and from him the ex-
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| lowed !
| “Order”

clamation that he onece promised his wife
never to find fault with his “vittels,” and
he never would again!

That was a very clever rejoinder Senator
Conkling made to Judge Thurman last Con-
gress. “When the Senator turns about and
addresses me, as he has half o dozen times,
does he expeet me to respond?’ said the
judge, just a little nettled. “When Ispeak
of the law,I turn to the Senator as the Mus-
sulman turns toward Mecca. I look fo him
only as I would look to the common law of
England, the world’s most copious volume
of iuman jurisprudence.” Those who kuow
the judicial aspect of the Senator from Ohio
will appreciate the force and elegance of
this superb badinage.

The “long gentleman’s speech,” by an
amusing mistake, is used for a short Sena-
tor who made a long speech, and the ripple
of fun runs around at Garrett Davis.

The question of specie payments wis un-
der discussion in 1866, and so in elamoring
for them was Long John Wentworth. He
hegged Mr. Stevens to lead them on to specie.
“ T believe it can be done,” said Long John.
“ My friend is large, but he has faith like a
grain of mustard seed,” said Stevens.

John Morrissey was once ordered to be
arrested, under a call of the House. M.
Eldridge, of Wisconsin, amusingly suggest-
ed two sergeants-at-arms for the apprehen-
sion of the gladiator.

Senator Conkling, famous for his hya-
einthian lock, one day inadvertently re-
ferred o the old abolition times, when pol-
iticians thought it derogatory to say that
their hair curled. Of course, in the re-
marks which followed by another Senator,
the blonde curl of Conkling became erisp
with more than Numidian elegance,

Not unlike these personal hits are those
which consist in taking off localities. This
is a favorite theme for pleasantry. Dickens
made his deseription of our new Eden, as
Proctor Knott did of Duluth ; but whether
located in ene section or another, such gro-
tesque allusions to the locus in quo of mem-
bers are enjoyed as if they were a “ tu guo-
que”  How Mr, Rollins, of Missouri, played
his jet of fun on svatery Cairo! His steam-
boat landed passengers in the third story
of its first-class hotel. In the very heart
of the new city the cry of the faithful boat-
man is, “No bottom "  Said another mem-
ber, on another ocecasion, “1 say fo gentle-
men that Cairo is one of the rising cities of
this Union !” To which, ¢ Has it risen above
high water yef ¥ was the apt response.

We remember the impeachment trial.
How important a part a Delaware witness
played. He swore that the “eyes of Dela-
ware” were on the Executive conduct and
War Department. What trepidation fol-
In vain the Chief Justice rapped

The laugh would be renewed.
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Delaware has somefimes received a slap
for being small ; but only when small States
or men are pretentious do good men assail
their diminutive proporfions. A Senator
from Delaware cries out, “ It Delaware had
the physical force, Sir, she would hurl you
from her borders should you attempt it.”
To which a Maine Senator, with a sang-froid
such as becomes an ice-bound coast, replied
that he “hoped the day was far distant when
the nation would array itself against Dela-
ware.” “Or,” added another, as the langh
grew lively, “Delaware array itself against
the nation !”

“Where is the Seeckonk River?’ “In
Rhode Island.” “How long is it ?” “ Four
hundred yards,” answered Cowan of Penn-
sylvania. ‘Oh,longer than that,” said the
Senator from Rhode Island. Judge Trum-
bull : “There’s no such river. It is not in
the bill.” “Well, it’s in the State, anyhow,”
said Governor Anthony.

‘When, however, League Island, near Phil-
adelphia, was asking appropriations, An-
thony returned the compliment by similar
ridicule. “There was an iron-clad took fire
on fhat island,” said he, “ and there was not
water enough to put it out.”

Senator Cole represented California. He
had charge of appropriations, and he, too,
had made an adverse dash at League Isl-
and. The Pennsylvania Senator—Scott—
intimated that a noted example taught that
all good works should begin at Jerusalem,
and therefore that Mare Island, California,
was a good place to begin. The ever-felic-
ifous Bdmunds, well up in geography, re-
marked, “Mare Island is not Jerusalem.”
Mr. Cole: “No; far from it.” This was
Ionic in softness and Attic in elegance.

But a Senator from Rhode Island is not
always the man to touch upon localities,
This, Governor Anthony has often experi-
enced. Who was it said that a traveler on
horseback, stopping overnight, and hitching
his horse in Rhode Island, was sued in tres-
pass twice next morning—onee in Massachu-
setts, for his horse eating oats from a field in
that State, and again, at the same time, for
his kicking down a stone fence in Connecti-
cut;? Some one once intimated that Rhode
Island was a large State, for it had two cap-
itals!

Secondly. Why is it that some of the best
humor is in defense of the bad? Why is the
indefensible so often defended by fallacions
fun? Does the devil monopolize the best
Jjokes as well as the best music? Falstaff,
when he defends his vices, lards the lean
carth with unectnouns hilarity. Hudibras
makes a witty theme ount of Puritanic aus-
terity, as Aristophanes made Athens laugh
rather with than at the corruptions of his
time.

One of the most exquisite pieces of rhe-
torical humor was once delivered by a Cali-

fornia Senator. He defended the exalfa-
tion of intoxication with such incompara-
ble pleasantry that many went out aund
imbibed. The Senate was left without a
quorum. In the spring of 1870, Mr. Johnson,
Jjust elected Licutenant-Governor of Cali-
fornia, made a speech, almost a poem, in
which the fruit of the vine was celebrated
in a purple shower of wit, and where no
tears but “tears of wine” were shed to en-
hance the luxury of nature’s rich clusters.
and golden goblots!

In the sume perverse tendency of fun, a
Senator is up arguing lustily for the aboli-
tion of the frank. Another Senator, whose
significant name is Fowler, leads a pack of
Senators after this first Senafor with ques-
tions like these: “Is there any thing to
prevent the Senator paying his postage if
he chooses?” “May he not dispense with
the accursed privilege?” until the hoarse
voice of Sumner tumbles in with: “The Sen-
ator may emancipate himself by refusing

fo frank, and paying all his own postage.”

‘Whereupon the Senator who would mafice
reform is put down as a charlatan. A’mem-
ber in 1866 offered to expel another because
he did not take the extra ecompensation
voted; while another argued that if the
salaries were reduced, the incomes of all
Senators should be eqnalized.

Thirdly. Another species of humor con-
sists in the narration and application of an-
ecdote. It may seem strange that a body
of men so accustomed to use this trick of
rhetoric on the stump should nos fully ap-
preciate its use in Congress. But such is
the fact. The galleries sometimes appreciate
it. Whether because the story is too slow
and zigzag a way of reaching the object, or
whether the joke is generally stale—what-
ever it is, anecdote is too diffuse and vapid;
and if pungent, it is apt to degenerate into
the coarse acidity of vulgarism. Stories ave
almost as much out of place in Congress as
Shakspeare's sea-coasts were in Bohemia.
Still, they are not infrequently used, what-
ever may be fheir effect. The Senate and
House seem equally impatient and inappre-
ciative of anecdote. General Logan arises
and tells the old story of the man who
bragged he was one of the minister's con-
verts. The minister rejoins, “I should think
so, for it don’t seem as if the Lord was in
it.” Does the joke tell? It hardly evokes
a simper or cachinnation. But once I saw
General Houston quit his whittling of cedar
sticks in the old Senate-Chamber to plague
General Cass. He did it by relating the
story from Irving of a fisht between two
tortoises on shipboard. The fight consisted
in blowing at each other, standing on their
hind-legs. Tt was intended to illustrate dip-
lomatic logomachy. Did it win applause?
Palpably ; but it won by the grotesque man-
ner of the narrator and the pithy pertinency
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of the story. General Hawley, to show the
horrors of war, briefly related how he once
asked one of his subordinates in his first bat-
tle, “Colonel, how did you like it ¥? “Well,”
said he, “I am satisfied ; but when I saw my
men going down all around me, I thought,
¢ Can’t this thing be compromised 77 These
instances are, however, exceptional, and de-
pend for their success on their pointed ap-
plication and concise expression.

General Nye was happy in a short story.
The question of rebellion and amnesty was
up. “Guilty or not guilty, is it you ask me #”
said an Irishman. “How can I tell §ill I
hear the evidence ?” The story is somewhat
musty. The point was a good deal in the
Corwinian manner. How well, not to say
how often, he told the story of the man who
mauled the dead badger, for the purpose, as
he said, of convineing the badger that there
was punishment after death! Not less brief,
ag an illustration of the “uncertainty of the
law,” was that of the young lawyer who
had thrown up the profession and gone to
speculating in lottery tickets.

Mr. W. R. Roberts, of New York, neatly
touched up the peacefnl character and doubt-
ful existence of the Ku-Klux by calling at-
tention to the fact that nowhere in either
party, from the South or elsewhere, were
there evidences of violence. An Irishman
in a strange town stood looking at a vessel.
He was accosted, “ Where are you from,
Paddy ?” “Begorra, Sir, 'm from any where
but here, and I'll soon be from here too,
Sir”  Adrgal, where were the K. K.'s?

Ilustrating the monopoly of ferries over
the streams in a remote Territory, an exag-
gerative Delegate said that he had known
two horses to be taken to pay the toll for
one.

‘General Nye illustrated the binding force
of instructions to a committee by the story
of an Irishman in one of our big cities. The
dogs took after him, and he tried to stone
them. He found the stones fast in the
street, and he said, “It was a very pretty
country for liberty, to turn the dogs loose
and tie the stones down,” This Senator
seemed more than any one to make the Sen-
ate redolent of the stump. He had earried
his hustings from New York to Nevada, and
thenee brought them to Congress. He could
not strike an inconsistent Senator without
telling the story of the Dutch artist repre-
senting the Scriptural scene of Abraham
offering up Isaac. He gave, by a cruel an-
achronism, a pistol to Abraham instead of

a knife. “How, then, could the angel in-
tervene ¥’ He finally poised the angel on

wings, with a cup of water fo wet the pow-
der in the pan! Thus was Isaac saved.
John P. Hale once told this story of pat-
ronage: “A lady appealed to me to assist
her, as she had a Revolutionary claim ; she
said that she would go out into the street

'and get some boy, and bring him in and
| have him appointed o page, and she would
take half his pay for her ancestor’s services
in the Revolution.”

Senator M‘Creery, who is unctuous with
limmor, once related that a lawyer in his
State, while admitting the foreknowledge
of God as a general proposition, did not be-
lieve He could tell in advance how a county
court of Kentucky would decide a case.

General Butler once apologized for a long
| speech by the remark of Charles II. when
| dying. He knew he was an unconscionable
long time dying, and apologized therefor to
his friends.

To make clear some of the beauties and
virtues of recomstruction, Senator Dixon
onece repeated Dr. Johnson’s narrative to
Boswell: “I was passing a fish-monger’s
stall, and I saw him skinning an eel alive;
and he was cursing the eel because it would
not lie still” The disquieted and uneasy
South, and the debate on its outlawry, were
the points aimed at by the elegant and la-
mented Senator from Connecticut.

A Missourian desired %o help a special
bill, but not give up a general one for the
benefit of his State. He said: “If reminds
me, Sir, of the case of a profligate man who
went to a respectable judge, and said, ‘ The
laws of society are not properly construet-
ed” ‘What is the matter with them ? said
the judge. ‘Why, you are righ, and I am
poor, and I think we ought to divide” ‘If
I did divide with you, said the judge, ‘at
the end of six months you will have spent
all your money, What will you do then ¥
“Why, divide again, of course.’”

An Ohio member once touchingly related
how an old bridge on the Miami had been
carried off in a freshet. Bill Beckett was
there, looking on. As he saw the bridge float
away, with fifty years of association from
rosy youth to gray age, tears stood in his
eyes. “Ah! no wonder,” said a friend of
Bill's; “he was its biggest stockholder.”

One of Mr, Lineoln’s stories was once used
to display the heavy points made by an an-
tagonist. One of the President’s neighbors
had some heavy butts of logs on his land.
“They were too infernal heavy to roll, too
darned soggy to burn, and too farnal tough
to split; so he just plowed all around them.”

A point was once made on the Methodist
Senator, Mr. Harlan, by Senator Saulsbury.
“A brother was in the habit of respond-
ing to all the minister said with a hearty
‘Amen.” He became tronblesome, and was
cautioned. He held in for a while. Buf
feeling a disposition one night, he hallooed
out, ‘Amen! at a venture!”

“ Are you not conscious that you are la-
boring under a prejudice against that man 1
was one of Judge Collamer’s happy anec-
dotes. “Yes, Sir, I think it likely. I have
| detecbed him stealing two or three times.”
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Another of the judge’s well-applied though
aged stories is that of the Irish proposition:
first, that a new jail should be built out of
the materials of the old one; and second,
that the old one should be kept good for
prisoners till the new one was finished,

Apropos of this sort of narrative for rhet-
orical effect, it is a marvel that spicy literary
allusions are so seldom used for illustration
in Congress. They arve quite infrequent,
more so than in Parliament. Only once can
I recall a reference to Dickens, and rarely
have I heard a hint of Cervantes. Judge
Kelley once called Bunsby to his side to
help him answer the question whether a
protective duty is a tax or a bounty: “The
bearing of this observation lays in the ap-
plication of it.”

Fowrthly. Under this head may be con-
sidered, in connection with the last remark,
those natural and ready responses which
are condensed by the fire and hurry of de-
bate. The quick fusillade of fun, the sud-
den turn of expression—these are repartees,
They are unstudied and innocent. But the
keenly barbed shafts that strike the white
may not be classed strictly with repartee.
They are retorts and sarcasms. They are

the diablerie of wit, not the benevolences |

of humor.

Once when the Calhoun and Van Buren
rivalry existed, and Calhoun was presiding
in the Senate, with Jackson at the White
House, General Noble, in alluding to those
relations, said, “I tell you, Mr. President,
the little magician will spoil your dish
with the old hero; he is as cunning as a
serpent and as harmless as a dove.” “The
Senator will confine himself to the subject.”
“Which subject?” “The one hefore the
Senate.” “I am trying to do o, I see but
one subject before the Senate, the other is
at the White House.” “The Senator will
take his seat.,” “AsTwas saying, the little
magician—" “The Senator was directed to
take his seat.” “So I did, but the chair did
not expect me to sit there the halance of
the session.”

“ What's before the House—does the gen-
tleman know ?” says the irate Speaker, I
am,” gaid the member. The House and
Speaker laugh.

“Will the gentleman explain so that I
can understand ¥
do that,” says General Butler,

A member is urging the widening of the
bronze doorway, so as to make more com-
modious the promenade from the House to
the Senate. “Does the gentleman,” said
Mr. Dawes, who may then have been culti-
vating an enlarged bronze for the Upper
House, “ find his progress to the Senate ob-
structed by the narrowness of the way 7

Mxr, Dawes once suggested a monument
to Governor Swann's memory for certain re-
forms he had projected. Governor Swann,

“I will not engage to |

!with his usual savoir-faire, begged him not
to hurry the monument.

A Pennsylvanian was opposing an ap-
propriation for the Ohio River. Said Mr.
Stevenson, of Ohio, “It is a public work?
“But,” responded Mr. Dickey, “the gentle-
man thinks the country begins and ends on
the Ohio River.” “Why, Sir,” said Steven-
son, “it rises in Pennsylvania,” Mr. Dickey:
“The only good thing about it.”

They were talking of the system of com-
pulsory pilotage. It is a State system.
“They have to be boarded,” said one. “They
board the vessel and the vessel boards them,”
said General Garfield, “I put four pilots in
irons for refusing to pilot Farragut,” said
General Butler. “Ah, that was compulsory
pilotage,” said Mr. Potter.

A member anxious to take up the tariff,
in which the duty on coffee was involved,
said, “There is a cry of agony from the cof-
fee interest.” “Then it needs settling,” said
aSenator. “Onwhat grounds?” said another.

A member asks to insert “rock” before
“salt” in the tariff. He fails. “You split
on that rock,” says a member.

“My colleague,” said General Banks, “has
deceived me again; he would deceive the
very elect.” “Of course,” said Mr. Dawes
to the defeated colleague, “that does not
include you.”

In discussing aliout improvements in
Washington, Mr. Cameron said, “Talk about
parks and lungs. The eity is all lungs.”
“So it appears here,” said Edmunds, with a
chuelkle.

#8ir,” said a Sonthern member, ““sal-soda
enters into the composition of soap; and
soap, Sir, is used by every man, woman, and
child in the country.” “Or ought to be,”
said the jocose Job Stevenson, of Ohio.

Ohio desires a bridge elevated, as it is
only forty feet high. “The river is a
| gorge, and rises sixty feet from low to high
[ water,” argues Senator Sherman. “Then,”
said Governor Ramsey, “ the fault is in the
river, and not the bridge”” Why did not
some practical legislator move an amend-
ment to lower the river?

The Indian service is before the Senate,
and the loeal Christian agencies, I have
met no Christians in Nevada,” said Ore-
‘gon. “You did not associate with our best
people,” said Nevada.

They were taxing petrolewm. It was
called the poor man’s light by a Pennsyl-
| vanian. “Were there no poor men hefore
this light was discovered? No light from
fish 0ils 77 “That,” said the Pennsylvanian
| Scofield, “was the ¢ light of other days.”
| There is a canny sort of fun in Cameron’s
homely thrusts. Judge Thurman was inter-
ested in a debate. Mr. Cameron, who want-
ed an executive session, suddenly interrupts.
The polite and irate Ohivan is a thousand
times obliged to the Senator for interrupt-
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ing him in the middle of a sentence. M.
Cameron: “It will give the Senator more
time to reflect on the rest of it.” The se-
cret session is ordered, with genial temper.

“If the Senator is firing at the flock, it
is a safe way of firing,” said Mr. Casserly.
“QOne bird is hit, at any rate,” rejoined Lid-
munds.

The navy is anchored in Congressional wa-
ters. ‘“ What the Senator says shows that
Le is a thorough seaman.” “Ora good deal
at sea,” responded Mr. Edmunds.

“The Senator says that neither war nor
secession can take a State out of the Union.”
This was from Senator Patterson to Senator
Hendricks. “Suppose,” he pursued, “all
the male voting population of South Caro-
lina were to die, where would the govern-
ment be?” Mr. Hendricks: “That, Sir, is
rather an exhaustive question.”

Hickman of Pennsylvania called Vallan-
digham of Olio severely to account for hav-
ing a rebel camp named after him in Ken-
tucky, when Vallandigham turned sharply
and said, #Is there not a town in Kentucky
by the name of Hickman?” The effect was
electrically humorous,

“WWere one to rise from the dead, would
it convinee the gentleman ?”  “Well,” said
Mr. Stiles, of Pennsylvania, “I would as
soon take it from a dead man as from my
colleagune.”

John P. Hale once made a retort that
filled the galleries with laughter by quot-
ing ironically a text from Second Samuel
on Judge Douglas: “Absalom said, more-
over, oh, that I were made a judge in the
land!? He was equally happy on Wigfall,
who had insisted on secession and that Tex-
as was out. He called Colonel Wigfall the
Senator of the late State of Texas. When
Wigfall protested, he called him the late
Senator from Texas.

It was a railvoad grant. “Where is all
this to lead ?” exclaimed Washburne. “To
the Pacific coast,” said Garfield. “To the
bottom of the Treasury rather,” was the
prompt rejoinder.

“They may nse any power to stop the
cholera,” said Chandler. ‘What! martial
law? I would rather have the cholera,”
said Governor Anthony.

“This is whipping the devil round the
stump,” said a member. “No matter, if you
can only hit him,” said Lynch of Maine.

One of the proofs of genuine humor is
often found not only in the pert repartee,
but also in the manner of adroitly avoid-
ing the point. It is a part of the study
of an English minister to parry a question.
We have no cabinet in our Congress to be
interrogated, but we have the American
or habitual disposition to interrupt with a
question “just here.”

No man had a better knack than General
Banks for parrying these queries and mak-

ing a diversion. His reply to a Mississippi
member in 1854 is felicitous not only for the
grandiose manner which the general always
displays, but for the affected wisdom of the
answer, “I am asked whether the black
race is equal to the white. I answer, this
can only be determined by the absorption
or disappearance of one or the other, and T
propose to wait until the respective races
can be properly subjected fo this philosoph-
ical test before I give a deecisive answer.”
This would elicit laughter from a legisla-
ture of owls. So non-commiffal a member
on the then prevailing topic was naturally
preferred as Speaker of the House, which
was of doubtful majority on either side.

Fifthly. There is a species of humor
which consists in a quaint commingling of
opposites as incongruous as “lutes and lob-
sters, seas of milk and ships of amber.” It
is a species of argnmentation. It belongs
to the reductio ad absurdum. It is epigram-
matic. One of the most eloquent members,
Mr. Fitch, of Nevada, used it frequently.
Referring to the Indian appropriations in
this vein, he said, “What a mnixed assort-
ment of Quakers and blankets, saw-mills
and school-books, to send to vicious and
unappreciative savages!”

An original paraphrase for a “pork thief”
was onee made by a Virginian: “Scoundrels
who had plenty of pork in the winter and
no hogs in summer.”

“Let the Senate eclear the galleries.”
“You will be fortunate,” said the witty
Wigfall, “if the galleries do not clear the
Senate.” This was in the days when Ben-
jamin’s musical voice allured Southern men
and women to the Senate.

This rhetoric has often the cogency of
logic. It belongs to this category of hu-
mor if to any, as the following elucidations
show :

‘Was that not a pleasing argnment made
by a member under arrest, after a call, that
the Constitution provided “that members
shall be privileged from arrest while going
to and returning from the sessions of the
House 7

“The man is to be hung if he does the
act, and to be hung if he does not,” said
Senator Doolittle, in reference to certain
State laws against the Federal fugitive law.
“If so, it does not make any difference to
him. Then, in a certain ease, the State law
is void.” “And the hanging too,” said Mr.
Benjamin. “But the hanging would be a
certainty, and not void for uncerfainty.”
And the lawyers had their smile at their le-
gal quiddity.

Judge Douglas once made a humorous
argument against secession. “Here you
deny the right to coerce, and here by its
side is a proposition to buy Cuba for three
hundred millions. Would it not be a brill-
iant achievement to buy Cuba, let her se-
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cede, then re-annex herself to Spain, and
sell her out at half or double price, accord-
ing fo the gullibility of the purchaser ¥

A member ridiculed a lot of abstract res-
olutions against rebellion by moving a res-
olution to abolish the rebellion.

I had the honor once to propose to inflate
the eurrency by moving to stamp all ones
as twos, all fives as fens, etc., whereat a
brilliant member. intimated that I was a
noun with a profanatory prefix. Yei I en-
deavored to save the cost of printing new
notes and all the risks of counterfeits.

Senator Morrill, of Vermont, once made
himself a similar target by moving to a
railroad grant that any body in any State
should have power to build a railroad from
any one spot to another, and have all the
lands not claimed by any other railroad.
This was seriously pronounced simply ridie-
ulous, in fact, impossible—really out of the
question. -

Judge Van Trump, of Ohio, desired Gen-
eral Schenck to answer whether he wonld
follow the interest on the new bonds, by ex-
empting it froin tax, into ofher investments.
“Suppose a man,” said Schenck, in reply,
“has a quantity of whisky, on which whis-
ky there is now levied a tax, and he swaps
it off for a horse, you do not continue to tax
that horse as whisky.” The verbose and
complicated query of the dignified judge
was simplified amazingly, and the House
enjoyed the whisky and rode the horse.

The Civil Rights Bill is up, and so is Mr.
Sumner. The Pacific coast is aroused, and
50 is the Chinese topic. A motion is made
to keep the Celestials ouf of the benefaction
of the bill. Then the large hearted and
bodied Senator M‘Creery moves, and his mo-
tion comprehends the argument. It is that
the act shall not apply to persons born in
Asia, Africa, or any of the isles of the Pa-
cific, nor to Indians born in the wilderness.
And yet with what grace did this liberal
Senator last Congress receive his colored
highness Kalakana in the Capitol! We
served together on the reception commit-
tee, but we had white gloves and mouchoirs,
and thus saved our colors.

Mr. Wood once made a startling point
humorously as to the duty on Cuba sugar.
It was that his Republican brethren were
offering a preminm on slave labor. He vo-
ciferated for tellers, amidst a roar of logical
fun, “fo see who were the friends of slav-
ery.” There was sweetness in the House
all day.

Mr. Senator Tipton, argning ironically for
permanency in the officers of the govern-

ment, intimated that he would carry the |

idea so far that when oceasionally one
should die, he would bury him in a vault
under the building, in order thaf the out-
side and greedy world should not know that
a vacancy had occurred in the inside.

“The gentleman so declares for economy
that the wheels of the universe must be
stopped because they consumed foo much
grease.”  This was oneof Donnelly’s good
hits upon the frugal Washburne.

A more innocent spocies of humor was dis-
played upon a dispute of boundary., New
York onee had an intferest in Vermont.
Vermoni had to: pay New York £40,000 be-
fore she was admitted as a State. “It is
the impression in Vermont,” said General
Banks, in a quizzical way, “that this pay-
ment was the foundation of New York’s
prosperity.”

Even in burlesque we find a species of
logieal humor. Alihough it is reckoned in
the lower rank, yet it is more useful and
delightful than the aggravating retort. The
easy reparice, the babbling gossip, the prat-
tling puerility, which too often pass cur-
rent for “ good humor,” are not comparable
with burlesque. Not one ray of light, but
a whole orb sometimes, glows with a diffu-
sive splendor, from the contrast which bur-
lesque weaves between the subject and the
manuner of treating it, Herein shone Cor-
win and Knott.

On a proposition to send black and white
children to the same school, Mr. Senator
Norwood hit off the project in a spreading
eloquence quite enjoyable: “Fle proposes to
capture them with a lasso, drag them hu-
manely to the same school-room, tie them
on the same forms, lash their arms together
to hold the same book, fix their eyes on the
same page, make their eyeballs stationary,
and then, by some patent procegs as yet un-
known to any one except the inventor of
this exquisite machinery for the propaga-
tion of knowledge and peace among men, to
wind up their brains like eight-day cloclks,
and set their tongues, like pendnlums, in
motion, to tick out learning in harmonious
meagure.”

How musically expansive was Senafor
M‘Creery on the curreney speech of Senator
Morton! *He began his voyage amidst the
convulsions of revolution, cireummnavigated
the globe, visiting England, Germany,
France, and Spain, and, more forfungte
than Captain Cook, he entered the ports of
redemption and reconstruction with flying
streamers, under cloudless skies, and im-
pelled by pleasant breezes !”

When General Nye eloquently remarked
that the Goddess of Liberty had her home
in the mountains of Nevada, Governor Hen-
dricks pricked his swollen balloon by re-
marking, “Quite a solifary residence for
the lady.” How happily Nye rejoined that
Liberty was a mountain nymph; that the
flag when it went down elsewhere would
find its barricade in the mountain fastnesses,

| where our people inhale liberty in the air
| they breathe, unmingled with the malaria

of States located in that aguey country
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along the beantiful Ohio. Indiana called
for quinine and whisky.

Senator Logan once made a burly bur-
lesque of the Indian Commissioner on a high
horse, booted and spurred, lassoing the In-
dian children on the plains to put blue
breeches on them ; and the House was quick
+o take in the scene. It was the forernnner
of Proctor Knott’s race of the Indians after
buftaloes, and driving them into the corrals
of Duluth.

“There is not a sheep from the green hills
of Vermont to the mountain ranges of Cali-
fornia, where sheep are slanghtered by fens
of thousands, that does not in his dying
moments ejaculate as to both of these rev-
enue arguments on wool, ‘Baa! baal’”
This was from Mr., Brooks, of New York, and
was effective.

These inflated expressions, by the unex-
pected escape of gas, are often compelled
to come to earth. Two nofable instances
should be recorded, one by General Builer,
and the other by Mr. Evarts on the hole in
the sky, before the impeachment legislative
tribunal. General Butler used to answer
Mr. Bingham’s rhetorical flights about the
land drenched with the blood of millions,
and the gathered wisdom of the Constitu-
tion, by saying, “I always did like that
speech.”

There is a cerfain kind of wit or humor
too evanescent and exquisite for general ap-
prehension. Large assemblies do not quick-
Iy eateh it. If Addison had spoken in Par-
liament what he makes Sir Roger de Cover-
ley say in the Spectator—that he would have
given her (his mistress, or his country) a
coal-pit to keep her in clean linen, and that
her finger shonld have sparkled with a hun-
dred of his richest acres, the heavy yeoman-
ry of the Commons would have looked at
him in dafi amazement. There is in such
hnmor too much recondite fancy for the or-
dinary mind. Its very prepensive pretti-
mess and precarionsness prevent any sting
or stimulns. The Addisonian wit, like that
of Webster and Corwin, was jeweled in the
hilt. It mever carried blood away on its
blade. Not so with the wit of Thaddeuns
Stevens. His retorts riled; his quiet ques-
tion quenched his opponent. It is said that
a needle under the microscope will show
ragged edges. Doubtless if the mieroscope
magnified sufficiently, the needle point, so
smooth and acute to the eye, would show
jagged crags, Alpine peaks, and abysmal
gorges; but Nature is infinife in her exqui-
site craft. The'sting of a bee is as smooth-
1y keen under the miscroscope as the needle
is to the naked eye. This was nof the sting
of Thaddeus Stevens. His was the sting of
the wasp or adder ; for though he had much
gentleness in his nature, he was not careful
of consequences. “Who will take me up
in their strong arms when you two mighty

*diffuse.

men are gone 7" said he to the two officers
who carried him in his chair across the
Capitol grounds. This was nectarine fun.
% Ah, John,” said he to his friend Hickman,
as he was dying, ‘it is not my appearance,
but my disappearance, that froubles me.”
This, too, is a spiced dainty. Bub when
he said to a troublesome member, who was
ever uncertain as to his course and vote,
and who was asking liberfy to pair, “I do
not object to your pairing, but pair with
yourself,” he displayed no honeyed humor.
When he said, “Must we forgive these
traitors as they forgive us? why, they do
not forgive any body on earth)” he was
not of amnesty all kind. A member asks
him, “ Are there not sixty-four half gills in
agallon? If I amnot correct,the chairman
of Ways and Means will correct me.” ‘1
need not tell you. You have counted them
a hundred times” This was in his happy
mood, and perhaps more characteristic.
And in the same vein, when once the ques-
tion of taxing lager-beer came up, he hu-
morously defended lager. *“Its eliects are
eccentric and amusing,” he said, “Many a
night I have looked out of my house and
seen the honest men who drank it stumble
against the fence. Once they knocked it
down. I should therefore designaiq its ef-
fect not as intoxicating, but rather as ex-
hilarating.” Once he remarked in a speech
that he was not well; and hence he was
“A man always is diffuse when
feeble, and feeble when diffuse.” This had
the playfulness of the lamb; and so has
this: An appropriation i§ up for a sewer
in Washington. “It is out of order,” said
one. “The sewer is” said Stevens, “but
nof the proposition.” His sareasm was not
always thus curbed. “I do not,” said he,
“give the gentleman my censure or ad-
vice: the one is beyond my jurisdiction,
and the other would do him no good.” This
was not a little sarcastic; but not more so
than the next: “The style of these Con-
gressional biographies is as various as the
gentlemen who write them.” Tis diabolic
wit shone with the feu denfer when he met
James Brooks in a hot encounfer. Mr.
Brooks had said, in response to Mr. Stevens,
very bitterly: “There are three gates in
London renowned for peculiar architecture:
Newgate, of the prisons; Cripplegate, of the
cripples ; Billingsgate of the fish-women.
The gentleman has studied his vocabulary
in all three” “There is one gate which
the gentleman will enter,” retorted Stevens,
“that I will try to aveid.”

In contrast with this sarcastic humor, let
me reeall one of the most playful speeches
ever listened to. It is remembered for a
humor iridescent and fluttering. It was a
short speech of Judge Holman’s. His sub-
ject was “ the economic plants,” as they had
been termed, raised under “the glass struc-
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ture to make elegant bouqguets for the delec-
tation of officials.” Is if too dainty a simile
to say that the judicial mind on that occa-
sion reminded me of the trochilide? What
are they ? or, rather, “what is it ?” It is to
America what the sun-bird is to Europe. It
is an airy sprite, “barrin’ it’s a bird” I
has the lustre of topaz, emerald, and ruby
on its plumery. It revels, as did my friend’s
raillery, amidst tropical blossoms which ri-
valed those jewels in hue. Like the hum-
ming-bird, from fuchsia to japonica, from
sunny heliotrope to night-blooming cereus,

“Each rapid movement gave a different dye,”

as the judge, with the barbed and viseid
tongue of the hummer, drew the mischiey-
ous insects, with the honey, from the flow-
ery depths. So illusirafed he his theme
that the House was tickled into a vein of
honest reform.

Lastly. Let me hang upon my string a
few more pearls—or imitations, perhaps—
of various color and shape, and which can
only be defined as miscellaneons,

Speaking of the ecivil service, General
Banks turned on this jew desprit: “1t is no
matter whether the applicant knows how
near the sun is to the earth, unless it gets
30 near as to scorch him on duty.”

Mr. Morton wittily likened the Bourbon
element of the improgressivists to the man
riding in the ears backward, who never sees
any thing till he has passed it.

Once in the chair I made the mistake of
saying, “ Gentlemen will please go through
the tellers.” T should have said “between.”
If was an agreeable variation from the ste-
reotyped form, and from a representative
of the hig bad city it was accounted lar-
cenously and eminently proper, for to go
“through” is to—become amenable to the
eriminal law.

“What are these fifteen extra Capitol po-
lice for?” “T'o keep the people from stealing
the bronze doors and carrying off the dome,”
said Dawes; but the laugh was bracketed
thus—[great]—when he answered the ar-
gument for this extra police that they were
necessary for the funerals of members: “If
we are nof more earnest in economy, our
funerals will be aftended to elsewhere, and
without charge.”

“Such a selection for an Indian super-
intendency,” said Senator Sargent, talking
about Nevada, “would necessitate Artesian
wells; for if the Indian agencies are to be
distributed among religious denominations
without the wells, you must inaugurate a
sect of dry Baptists.”

General Cass once made the Senate, ring
with fun as he deseribed the effect of no-
ticing a slanderous enemy. He gave it as
a lesson fo younger members. After rising
to a personal explanation, and denying and
disproving what all knew to be false, yet,

when he went home to Michigan, what was
his surprise when he found the whole hatch
of lies fortified and proven against him by
affidavits !

Joln Covoede was an odd member, T is
said that Mr, William J. Florence, in his fa-
mous character of Bardwell Slote, the mem-
ber from Cohosh, has taken him as the anti-
type of his histrionic member. However
that may be, one thing Slote does not do
which Covode did—quote Biblical history.
“Bolomon,” said Mr. Covode, “ went on tax-
ing to beautify Jernsalem, and the result
was, it bursted up the ten tribes of Israel,
and left Judma and Jerusalem high and
dry.” Covode was known as Ahab, from
his frequent and pungent references to that
party. BSlote’s ways and dress and man-
nerisms are wonderfully like the average
Congressman, but I will not say that for
his moral tone. The expressions of these
half-loose public trustees are hardly to be
taken as full indices of their generous and
genial character. As the quaint Sir Thomas
Browne once said of his own style, “ Many
expressions are merely typical, and to be
taken in a soft and flexible sense.” Many
allowances are to be made for the stormy
passions of a body representing such diverse
interests. Our Congress can not for that
reason be, like the Italian Parliament, as
dull as the lake that slumbers in the storm.
No fugitive or cloistered virtue can live in

‘| such an arena, where ave exhibited so much

ardor and élan. Yon must meet the adver-
sary not in the impersonal editorial or the
one-sided pulpit, not in the controversial
tractate or the quiet thunder of the big
folio, but face to face. There can be no
slinking, no hiding. The garland of the
Congressional race must be won through the
heat and dust of active personal confliet.

In making this analysis and collation of
the humors of such an arena the writer is
conscious of ifs meagreness. The spoken
word has nothing of the immortality of the
written word. If does not live alife beyond
life. Tradition can not, does not, convey its
impression. The very ecstasy of its enjoy-
ment by the orator unfits him afferward,
as it unfits his reporter, to place his eva-
nescent humors upon the same seroll with
sedate thought. Still, enongh has heen dis-
tilled from the conduct of Parliament and
Congress to show that our legislative life is
not made up of the dull, cheerless, sunless
commonplaces so often derided by the press.

We might wish in our legislative discus-
sions for more variety in style, and now and
then for some quaintness or felicity of ex-
pression in place of the old state-paper and
commonplace jargon. Why can nof some
one change the monotony of the public
formula? Why must the question be al-
ways put just so, and the clerk read in a
high dead level? Why should a motion to
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adjourn be made without the slightest re-
gard to the inflection of the voice or the ob-
ject of the motion ?

Oratory should follow the teachings of her
sister art. In painting, the artist who dis-
tributes his lights and shades best shows his
taste and skill when he gives relief by con-
trast. The dark parts of his canvas would
fail of their intended effect if the light parts
were darkened. Our energies as a people
need the relief which the shadow does not
Destow. Publie speakers are mot exempt
from the ordinary rules of art. We have
enough clouds of sorrow here. Let us fringe
their dark edges with sunshine. Let us
mellow and brighten them for the solace of
others, if not for the joy of our own heart.
Grief and melancholy are selfish. All nature
calls for hilarity. To a spirit penetrated
with its subtle essence “the open sky will
sit upon its senses like a sapphire crown,
the air will be its robe of state, the earth
a throne, the sea a mighty minsirel playing
before it,” and no sphere in the wide range
of its sympathies will be kingless. In that
provinee of human activity in which life,
liberty, and the pursuit of happiness are the
ostensible objects of guarantee—the prov-
ince of statesmanship—where collisions of
prejudice, inferest, and passion are of con-
stant ocenrrence, while there may be no need
for the cap and bells of the fool or the acro-
batic entertainment of the harlequin and
clown, there is ever an urgency for those
gifts which cheer, brighten, and bless, and
which diffuse through society their soft ra-
diance like the sweet hallowing influences
of sunset.

DON JOAQUIN.
L

AD the summer midnights of 1874 found
you in Hayana, you could not have
idled long among the grave and elegant
loungers of the Alameda but you would eer-
tainly have noticed one man, tall, faultlessly
attired, dark, handsome, sombre, who moved
among his more quiet fellow-Cubans—for
something made him restless—conspicuous,
not for youth, less for conversation, but for
the grace of his figure and the impressive
dignity of his bearing.

You wonld presently notice that he was
much conrted. As, with his slow and state-
ly step, he passed one and another group,
half ofiicers, half e¢ivilians, that sat smoking
and chatting in the broad moonlight of the
Parque, an acquaintance would lift a cigar
from his lips, and say, invitingly, “Don Joa-
quin!” and draw np an empty chair; or an-
other, more free and soldier-like, would say,
“ Justiniani!”’ and beckon coaxingly, but
generally without success. Then a third
would say, “He learned that odd habit of
. promenading from Simpson.” And they

would resume their gossiping upon the sub-
ject of the war.

In the Casino he was always the centre
of a eircle, though he listened far more than
he spoke, never played, avoided the library,
and seldom filled his glass. Not that he
turned his back on Pleasure, but he had
caught a habit of looking her in the face
and never smiling.

Monasterio, the architect, of Matanzas, but
lately come to locate in Havana, said of him
that he walked the earth as a man who had
had one love affair and could never have
another; but Monasterio was a sentiment-
alist—even his fast and effeminate Havan-
ese comrades admitted that—and we shall
see whether he was nof mistaken.

The dou’s friends understood, however,
that there was something wrong with his
heart. Not any thing silly—that even a
voluntario wonld smile at—but something
that made life all romance and burden. No
matter where he earried this heart, by day in
the bustling Calle del Mercaderes, by night
under the romantic blending of lamp-light
and starlight on the Prado, in the Tacon,
under the palms of the Quintas, in the gay
hurry of the Paseos, through all the halls
of the Casino, it had one constant moan,
like the ery of a feeble child in the arms of
a forlorn father, erying, “Give! give!”

Said Simpson, the burly English merchant,
who used fo sit in the card-room of the Ca-
sino with his big pink fist lying beside his
glass of ale, while he railed by turns at his
two great aversions, Cuban customs and
womankind—said he:

“T'd be confounded glad if Justiniani
didn’t have a heart! Why don’t he come
square up like a man, and look his frouble
in the eye till it gives over and backs down ?
But no; to-day he punishes it, and to-mor-
row he fondles it. That's the way with
you bloody Cubans. To-day he runs away
from it to the bull-fight. What a beastly
bit of foolishness that bull-fight is !

“81," gaid Monasterio, who understood &
little English, and was westhetical.

“To-night,” continued the Englishman—
“to-night he lets it follow him to the thea-
tre, and here to-morrow he'll take it up gen-
tly to church, and kneel with it through all
that deuced mummery. I hate to see a fine
man spoiled that way. For Justiniani is a
fine man. If Justiniani was an English-
man, what a bully fellow he'd be!”

‘81, si” said the invincible courtesy of
his Cuban listeners.

But Justiniani was not an Englishman ;
wherefore neither friends, nor incense, nor
blood of bulls, nor wine, nor music, nor la-
dies—ah! the poor heart turned away quick-
ly with a little shudder. None of those—
no, no, any thing but them!

Nothing brought him joy.

One lovely night in summer the mood
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