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with the needle formerly, while some
were earning much more. It struck me
that I had overlooked the important
fact that all the sewing for the public
was still to be done by women, even
though machines had been invented on
which to do it: in our first depression,
we had innocently supposed that in fu-
ture it was to be done by men. It was
obvious, then, that our only course was
to get machines,—one for my moth-
er, and one for myself. I knew that
I should learn quickly, and was sure
that I could earn as much as any one
else.

My mother entered heartily into the
plan, as it held out to us the certainty of
continued employment. We explained
the case to my father, and he also ap-
proved of the project, and agreed to
buy us a machine. He thought it better
to begin with only one, to see whether
we could understand it, and find a sale
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for our work, as well as how we liked
it. Besides, when these machines were
first made, the inventors exacted an ex-
orbitant price for them, — they, too, in
this way levying a cruel tax on the sew-
ing-women. The cost at that time was
from a hundred and twenty to a hun-
dred and fifty dollars. My father could
manage to provide us with one, but the
expense of two was more than he could
assume. I was then within a few weeks
of being eighteen ; and it was arranged
that I should devote the intervening
time to learning how to operate a ma-
chine, by attending one of the schools
for beginners then opened by lady teach-
ers, and that the new purchase should
be my birthday present. So, paying ten
dollars for instruction, and agreeing to
work eight weeks without wages, I took
my position, with more than a dozen
others, as a learner at the sewing-ma-
chine.

NOTES OF A PIANIST.

HERE is a class of persons to

whom art in general is but a fash-
jonable luxury, and music in particular
but an agreeable sound, an elegant
superfluity serving to relieve the tedium
of conversation at a soiree, and fill up
the space between sorbets and supper.
To such, any philosophical discussion
on the esthetics of art must seem as
puerile an occupation as that of the
fairy who spent her time weighing grains
of dust with a spider’s web. Artists,
to whom, through a foreign prejudice
which dates back to the barbarism of
the Middle Ages, they persist in refus-
ing any high place in the social scale,
are to them only petty tradesmen
dealing in suspicious wares (in most
instances unshrewdly, since they rarely
get rich, which aggravates their posi-
tion); while what they call performers

VOL. XvV.—NoO. 88. 12

are looked upon by them as mere trick-
sters or jugglers, who profit by the dex-
terity of their fingers, as dancers and
acrobats by the suppleness of their
limbs. The painter whose works deco-
rate their saloons figures in the bud-
get of their expenses on a line with the
upholsterer, whose hangings they speak
of in the same breath with Church’s
“ Heart of the Andes,” and Rosa Bon-
heur’s ¢ Cattle Fair.”

It is not for such people that I write;
but there are others,— and to these 1
address myself, —who recognize in the
artist the privileged instrument of a
moral and civilizing influence ; who ap-
preciate art because they derive from it
pure and ennobling inspirations; who.
respect it because it is the highest ex-
pression of human thought, aiming at
the absolute ideal ; and who love it as.
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we love the friend to whom we confide
our joysand sorrows, and in whom we
find a faithful response to every move-
ment of the soul.

Lamartine has said, with truth, “ Mu-
sic is the literature of the heart; it
commences where speech ends.” In
fact, music is a psycho-physical phe-
nomenon. In its germ, it is a sensa-
tion ; in its full development, an ideal.
It is sufficient not to be deaf to perceive
music, at least, if not to appreciate it.
Even idiots and maniacs are subject to
its influence. Not being restricted to
any precise sense, going beyond the
mere letter, and expressing only states
of the soul, it has this advantage over
literature, that every one can assimilate
it to his own passions, and adapt it to
the sentiments which rule him. Its
power, limited in the intellectual order
to the imitative passions, is in that of
the imagination unlimited. It responds
to an interior, indefinable sense pos-
sessed by all, —the ideal.

Literature is always objective: it
speaks to the understanding, and deter-
mines in us impressions in keeping
with the determined sense which it
expresses. Music, on the contrary,
may be, in turn, objective and subjec-
tive, according to the disposition in
which we find ourselves at the moment
of hearing it. It is objective when,
affected only by the purely physical sen-
sation of sound, we listen to it passive-
ly, and it suggests to us impressions.
A march, a waltz, a flute imitating the
nightingale, the chromatic scale imitat-
ing the murmuring of the wind in the
“ Pastoral- Symphony,” may be taken
as examples.

It is subjective when, under the em-
pire of a latent impression, we discover
in its general character an accordance
with our psychological state, and we
assimilate it to ourselves; it is then
Tike a mirror in which we see reflected
the movements which agitate us, with
a fidelity all the more exact from the
fact that, without being conscious of it,
we ourselves are the painters of the
picture which wprolls itself before our
imagination,
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Let me explain, Play a melancholy
air to a proscript thinking of his dis-
tant home ; to a deserted lover; to a
mother mourning the loss of a child;
to a vanquished warrior ;—and be as-
sured they will all appropriate to thern-
selves the plaintive harmonies, and fancy
they detect in them the accents of their
own grief.

The fact of music is still a mystery.
‘We know that it is composed of three
principles, — air, vibration, and rhyth-
mic symmetry. Strike an object in an
exhausted receiver, and it produces no
sound, because no air is there; touch
a ringing glass, and the sound stops,
because there is no vibration ; take
away the rhythm of the simplest air by
changing the duration of the notes that
compose it, and you render it obscure
and unrecognizable, because you have
destroyed its symmetry.

But why, then, do not several ham-
mers striking in cadence produce mu-
sic? They certainly comply with the
three conditions of air, vibration, and
rhythm. Why is the accord of a third
so pleasing to the ear? Why is the
minor mode so suggestive of sadness ?
There is the mystery, — there the unex-
plained phenomenon.

We restrict ourselves to saying that
music, which, like speech, is perceived
through the medium of the ear, does not,
like speech, call upon the brain for an ex-
planation of the sensation produced by
the vibration on the nerves ; it addresses
itself to a mysterious agent within us,
which is superior to intelligence, since
it is independent of it, and makes us
feel that which we can neither conceive
nor explain.

Let us examine the various attributes
of the musical phenomenon.

1. Music is a physical agent. 1t com-
municates to the body shocks which
agitate the members to their base. In
churches the flame of the candles oscil-
lates to the quake of the organ. A
powetful orchestra near a sheet of wa-
ter ruffles its surface. A learned trav-
eller speaks ofan iron ring which swings
to and fro to the murmur of the Tivoli
Falls. In Switzerland I excited at will,
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in a poor child afflicted with a frightful
nervous malady, hysterical and catalyp-
tic crises, by playing in the minor key
of E flat. The celebrated Doctor Ber-
tier asserts that the sound of a drum
gives him the colic. Certain medical
men state that the notes of the trumpet
quicken the pulse and induce slight per-
spiration. The sound of the bassoon
is cold ; the notes of the French horn
at a distance, and of the harp, are vo-
luptuous. The flute played softly in
the middle register calms the nerves.
The low notes of the piano frighten
children. I once had a dog who would
generally sleep on hearing music, but
the moment I played in the minor key
he would bark piteously. The dog ofa
celebrated singer whom I knew would
moan bitterly, and give signs of violent
suffering, the instant that his mistress
chanted a chromatic gamut. A certain
chord produces on my sense of hearing
the same effect as the heliotrope on my
sense of smell and the pine-apple on
my sense of taste. Rachel’'s voice de-
lighted the ear by its ring before one
had time to seize the sense of what was
said, or appreciate the purity of her
diction.

We may affirm, then, that musical
sound, rhythmical or not, agitates the
whole physical economy, — quickens the
pulse, incites perspiration, and produces
a pleasant momentary irritation of the
nervous system.

2. Musicis @ moral agent. Through
the medium of the nervous system, the
direct interpreter of emotion, it calls
into play the higher faculties ; its lan-
guage is that of sentiment. Further-
more, the motives which have presided
over particular musical combinations es-
tablish links  between the composer and
the listener. We sigh with Bellini in
the finale of La Somnambula ; we shud-
der with Weber in the sublime phantas-
magoria of Der Freischutz; the mystic
inspirations of Palestrina, the masses
of Mozart, transport us to the celestial
regions, toward which they rise like a
melodious incense. Music awakens
in us reminiscences, souvenirs, asso-
ciations, When we have wept over a
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song, it ever after seems to us bathed
in tears.

A celebrated pianist tells me that, in
a city where he was giving concerts,
he became acquainted with a charming
young- girl. He was twenty yeats old,
and had all the poetic and generous il- .
lusions of that romantic age. She was
sixteen. They loved each other with-
out daring to confess it, and perhaps
without knowing it themselves. DBut
the hour of separation came: he was
passing his last evening at her house.
Observed by the family, he could only
furtively join hands with her at the mo-
ment of parting. The poem was but
commenced, to be arrested at the first
page: he never saw her again. Dis-
heartened, distracted with grief, he wan-
dered through the dark streets, until at
two in the morning he found himself
again under her windows. She too was
awake. Their thoughts, drawn togeth-
er by that divine tie which merits the
name of love only in the morning of
life, met in unison, for she was playing
gently in the solitude of her chamber
the first notes of a mazurka which they
had danced together. ¢ Tears came to
my eyes,” said my friend, “on hearing
this music, which seemed to me sublime ;
it was the stifled plaint of her heart; it
was her grief which exhaled from her
fingers ; it was the eternal adieu. For
years 1 believed this mazurka to be a
marvellous inspiration, and it was not
till long after, when age had dispelled
my illusions and obliterated the adored
image, that I discovered it was only a
vulgar and trivial commonplace: the
gold was changed to brass.”

The old man, chilled by years, may
be insensible to the pathetic accents
of Rossini, of Mozart: but repeat to
him the simple songs of his youth, the
present vanishes, and the illusions of
the past come back again. T once knew
an old Spanish general who detested
music. One day I began to play to him
my “ Siege of Saragossa,” in which is
introduced the “ Marcha Real” (Span-
ish national air), and he wept like a
child. This air recalled to him the im-
mortal defence of the heroic city, be-
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hind the falling walls of which he had
fought against the French, and sounded
to him, he said, like the voice of all the
holy affections expressed by the word
home. The mercenary Swiss troops,
when in France and Naples, could not
hear the “Ranz des Vaches” (the shep-
herd song of old and rude Helvetia)
without being overcome by it. When
from mountain to mountain the signal
of revolt summoned to the cause the
three insurgent Cantons, the desertions
caused by this air became so frequent
that the government prohibited it. The
reader will remember the comic effect
produced upon the French troops in the
Crimea by the Highlanders marching
to battle to the sound of the bagpipe,
whose harsh, piercing notes inspired
these brave mountaineers with valor,
by recalling to them their country and
its heroic legends. Napoleon III. finds
himself compelled to allow the Arab
troops incorporated into his army their
barbarous tam-tam music, lest they re-
volt. The measured beat of the drum
sustains the soldier in long marches
which otherwise would be insupport-
able. The Marseillaise contributed as
much toward the republican victories
of 1793, when France was invaded, as
the genius of General Dumouriez.

3. Music is a complex agent. 1t acts
at once on life, on the instinct, the forces,
the organism. It has a psychological
action. The negroes charm serpents by
whistling to them ; it is said that fawns
are captivated by a melodious voice ;
the bear is aroused with the fife ; cana-
ries and sparrows enjoy the flageolet ;
in the Antilles, lizards are enticed from
their retreats by the whistle ; spiders
have an affection for fiddlers ; in Swit-
zerland, the herdsmen attach to the
necks of their handsomest cows a large
bell, of which they are so proud, that,
while they are allowed to wear it, they
march at the head of the herd ; in An-
dalusia, the mules lose their spirit and
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of the numerous bells with which it is
customary to deck these intelligent an-
imals ; in the mountains of Scotland
and Switzerland, the herds pasture best,
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to the sound of the bagpipe ; and in the
Oberland, cattle strayed from the herd
are recalled by the notes of the trumpet.

Donizetti, a year before his death, had
lost all his faculties, in consequence
of a softening of the spinal marrow.
Every means was resorted to for re-
viving a spark of that intellect once
so vigorous ; but all failed. In a single
instance only he exhibited a gleam of
intelligence ; and that was on hearing
one of his friends play the septette of
his opera of ¢ Lucia.” ¢ Poor Donizet-
ti!” said he; “what a pity he should
have died so soon!” And this was all.

In 1848, after the terrible insurrec-
tion which made of Paris a vast slaugh-
ter-house, to conceal my sadness and
my disgust I went to the house of one
of my friends, who was superintendent
of the immense insane asylum in Cler-
mont-sur-Oise. He had a small organ,
and was a tolerably good singer. I
composed a mass, to the first perform-
ance of which we invited a few artists
from Paris and several of the most
docile inmates of the asylum. I was

struck with the bearing of the latter,
and asked my friend to repeat the ex-
periment, and extend the number of
invitations. The result was so favor-
able, that we were soon able to form a
choir from among the patients, of both
sexes, who rehearsed on Saturdays the
hymns and chants they were to sing on
Sunday at mass. A raving lunatic, a
priest, who was getting more and more
intractable every day, and who often
had to be put in a strait-jacket, noticed
the periodical absence of some of the
inmates, and exhibited curiosity to
know what they were doing. The fol-
lowing Saturday, seeing some of his
companions preparing to go to rehears-
al, he expressed a desire to go with
them. The doctor told him he might go
on condition that he would allow him-
self to be shaved and decently dressed.
This was a thorny point, for he would
DRI ANED O S pRrsen, e -
came furious when required to dress;
but, to our great astonishment, he con-
sented at once. This day he not only
listened to the music quietly, but was
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detected several times joining his voice
with that of the choir. When I left
Clermont, my poor old priest was one
of the most constant attendants at the
rehearsals. He still had his violent
periods, but they were less frequent ;
and when Saturday arrived, he always
dressed himself with care, and waited
impatiently for the hour to go to chapel.

To resume : Music being a paysical
agent, —that is to say, acting on the in-
dividual without the aid of his intelli-
gence ; a moral agent, — that is to say,
reviving his memory, exciting his im-
agination, developing his sentiment ;
and a complex agent,— that is to say,
having a physiological action on the in-
stinct, the organism, the forces, of man,
— I deduce from this that it is one of
the most powerful means for ennobling
the mind, elevating the morals, and,
above all, refining the manners. This
truth is now so well recognized in Eu-
rope that we see choral societies — Or-
pheons and others — multiplying as by
enchantment, under the powerful im-
pulse given them by the state. I speak
not simply of Germany, which is a sing-
ing nation, whose laborious, peaceful,
intelligent people have in all time as-
sociated choral music as well with their
labors as with their pleasures; but I
may cite particularly France, which
counts to-day more than eight hundred
Orpheon societies, composed of work-
ingmen. How many of these, who
formerly dissipated their leisure time
at drinking-houses, now find an enno-
bling recreation in these associations,
where the spirit of union and fraternity
is engendered and developed ! And if
we could get at the statistics of crime,
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who can doubt that they would show it
had diminished in proportion to the in-
crease of these societies ? In fact, men
are better, the heart is in some sort
purified, when impregnated with the
noble harmonies of a fine chorus ; and
it is difficult not to treat as a brother
one whose voice has mingled with your
own, and whose heart has been united
to yours in a community of pure and
joyful emotions. If Orpheon societies
ever become established in America,
be assured that bar-rooms, the plague
of the country, will cease, with revolv-
ers and bowie-knives, to be popular
institutions.

Music, when employed in the service
of religion, has always been its most
powerful auxiliary. The organ did
more for Catholicism in the Middle
Ages than all its preaching ; and Pal-
estrina and Marcello have reclaimed
and still reclaim more infidels than all
the doctors of the Church.

We enter a house of worship. Still
under the empire of the external world,
we carry there our worldly thoughts and
occupations ; a thousand distractions
deter us from religious reflection and
meditation. The word of the preacher
reaches the ear indeed, but only as a
vague sound. The sense of what is
said is arrested at the surface, without
penetrating the heart. But let the
grand voice of the organ be heard, and
our whole being is moved ; the physi-
cal world disappears, the eyes of the
soul open; we bow the head, we bend
the knee, and our thoughts, disengaged
from matter, soar to the eternal regions
of the Good, the Beautiful, and the
True.
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NOTES OF A PIANIST.

RITTEN without method, dotted
down carelessly and currente ca-
lamo on the leaves of my pocket-book,
the notes I now publish were never in-
tended to be read by any one but my-
self. A wanderer for many long years,
I have contracted the habit of making
daily memoranda of the fleeting, eva-
nescent impressions of my travels, and
thus giving them a more tangible form.
These notes, drawn up hastily and for
myself alone, have no literary merit
whatever, but they most unequivocally
tell the truth. Is this an adequate com-
pensation for the numerous negligences
of style which criticism may discover in
them? You answer my question affirm-
-atively, my dear M———." Be that as it
may, these reminiscences of travel have
often solaced the ennui and fatigue of
Iy erratic life. In writing of the pres-
ent, the bitterness of the past vanished ;
and again, if the present were tedious or
fraught with care, I reverted to the sun-
ny pages of the time that is no more,
and revived the sweet emotions of the
long-forgotten past.

Under your patronage I now place
these poor leaves. They have been
the partners of my joys and my griefs,
of my toils and my leisure, during the
last three years that have whitled me
relentlessly in that most monotonous,
yet agitated circle, yclept “a life of
concerts.”  Should you find evidence
too flagrant, even for your prepossessed
eyes, of the inexperience of my pen,
bear in mind, I pray you, that I am but
a musician, and only a pianist at that.

Fanuary, 1862. Once more in New
York, after an absence of six years ! —
Six years madly squandered, scattered
to the winds, as if life were infinite, and
youth— eternal! Six years, in the space
of which I have wandered at random be-
neath the blue skies of the tropics, yield-
ing myself up indolently to the caprice

II.

of Fortune, giving a concert wherever I
happened to find a piano, sleeping wher-
ever night overtook me, on the green
grass of the savanna, or under the palm-
leafed roof of a weguero, who shared
with me his corn-fortilla, coffee, and
bananas, and thought himself amply re-
munerated, when, at dawn, I took my
departure with a “Dios se lo pague de
V.’ (May God reward you !) to which he
responded by a “ Vaya V. con Dios/”
(God be with you!)-—these two formu- -
lee constituting, in such unsophisticated
countries, the entire operation, so in-
geniously perfected by civilized na-
tions, which generally is known by the
name of “settling the hotel-bill.” And
when at last I became weary of the
same horizon, I crossed an arm of the
sea, and landed on some neighboring
isle, or on ‘the Spanish Main. Thus,
in succession, I have visited all the
Antilles, — Spanish, French, English,
Dutch, Swedish, Danish ; the Guianas,
and the coasts of Para. At times, hav-
ing become the idol of some obscure
pueblo, whose untutored ears 1 had
charmed with its own simple ballads,
1 would pitch my tent for five, six, eight
months, deferring my departure from
day to day, until finally I began seri-
ously to entertain the idea of remain-
ing there forevermore. Abandoning
myself to such influences, I lived with-
outcare, as the bird sings, as the
flower expands, as the brook flows, ob-
livious of the past, reckless of the fu-
ture, and sowed both my heart and my
purse with the ardor of a husbandman
who hopes to reap a hundred ears for
every grain he confides to the earth,
But, alas! the fields, where is garnered
the harvest of expended doubloons, and
where vernal loves bloom anew, are yet
to be discovered ; and the result of my
double prodigality was, that one fine
morning I found myself a bankrupt in
heart, with my purse at ebb-tide.
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Suddenly disgusted with the world
and with myself, weary, -discouraged,
mistrusting men, (ay, and women, t0o,) I
fled to a desert on the extinct volcano of
M , where, for several months, I lived
the life of a cenobite, with no companion

but a poor lunatic, whom I had met on.

a small island, and who had attached
himself to me. He followed me every-
where, and loved me with that absurd
and touching constancy of which dogs
and madmen alone are capable. My
friend, whose insanity was of a mild and
harmless character, fancied himself the
greatest genius in the world. He was,
moreover, under the impression that
he suffered from a gigantic, monstrous
tooth. Of the two idiosyncrasies, the lat-
ter alone made his lunacy discernible, —
too many individuals being affected with
the other symptom to render it an anom-
alous feature of the human mind. My
friend was in the habit of protesting
that this enormous tooth increased pe-
riodically and threatened to encroach
upon his entire jaw. Tormented, at the
same time, with the desire of regenerat-
ing humanity, he divided his leisure be-
tween the study of dentistry, to which
he applied himself in order to impede
the progress of his hypothetical tyrant,
and a voluminous correspondence which
he kept up with the Pope, his brother,
and the Emperor of the French, his
cousin. In the latter occupation he
pleaded the interests of humanity, styled
himself “the prince of thought,” and ex-
alted me to the dignity of his illustrious
friend and benefactor. In the midst of
the wreck of his intellect, one thing still
survived, — his love of music. He play-
ed the violin, and, strange as it may
appear, although insane, he could not
understand the so-called wusic of the
Juture,

My hut, perched on the verge of the
crater, at the very summit of the moun-
tain, commanded a view of all the sur-
rounding country. The rock upon which
it was built projected over a preci-
pice, whose abysses were concealed
by creeping plants, cactus, and bam-
boos. The species of table-rock thus
formed had been encircled with a rail-
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ing and transformed into a terrace, on a
level with the sleeping-room, by my pre-
decessor in this hermitage. His last
wish had been to be buried there ; and
from my bed I could see his white tomb-
stone gleaming in the moonlight, a few
steps from my window. Every evening
I rolled my piano out upon the terrace,
and there, facing the most incomparably
beautiful landscape, all bathed in the
soft and limpid atmosphere of the trop-
ics, I poured forth on the instrument,
and for myself alone, the thoughts with
which that scene inspired me. And
what a scene! Picture to yourself a
gigantic amphitheatre hewn out of the
mountains by an army of Titans: right
and left, immense virgin forests, full of
those subdued and distant harmonies
which. are, as it were, the voices of Si-
lence ; before me, a prospect of twenty
leagues, marvellously enhanced by the
extreme transparency of the air ; above,
the azure of the sky ; beneath, the crev-
iced sides of the mountain sweeping
down to the plain; afar, the waving sa-
vannas ; beyond them, a grayish speck
(the distant city); and encompassing
them all, the immensity of the ocean,
closing the horizon with its deep blue
line. Behind me was a rock on which
a torrent of melted snow dashes its
white foam, and there, diverted from
its course, rushes with a mad leap
and plunges headlong into the gulf
that yawns beneath my window.

" Amid such scenes I composed “Ré-
ponds-moi la Marche des Gibaros,”
“ Polonia,” “ Columbia,” *Pastorella e
Cavaliere,” “ Jeunesse,” and many other
unpublished works. I allowed my fin-
gers to run over the keys, wrapped up
in the contemplation of these wonders,
while my poor friend, whom I heeded but
little, revealed to me, with a childish lo-
quacity, the lofty destiny he held in re-
serve for humanity. Can you conceive
the contrast produced by this shattered
intellect, expressing at random its dis-
jointed thoughts, as a disordered clock
strikes by chance any hour, and the ma-
jestic serenity of the scene around me?
I felt it instinctively, My misanthropy
gave way ; I became indulgent towards
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myself and mankind, and the wounds
of my heart closed once more. My de-
spair was soothed, and soon the sun of
the tropics, which tinges all things with
gold, dreams as well as fruits, restored
me with new confidence and vigor to my
wanderings.

I relapsed into the life and manners
of these primitive countries; if not
strictly virtuous, they are, at all events,
terribly attractive. Existence in a trop-
ical wilderness, in the midst of a volup-
tuous and half-civilized race, bears no
resemblance to that of a London cock-
ney, a Parisian lounger, or an American
Quaker. Times there were, indeed,
when a voice was heard within me that
spoke of nobler aims. It reminded me
of what I once was, of what I yet might
be, and commanded imperatively a re-
turn to a healthier and more active life.
But T had allowed myself to be ener-
vated by this baneful languor, this in-
sidious far niente, and my moral tor-
por was such that the mere thought of
reappearing before a polished audi-
ence struck me as superlatively absurd,
“ Where was the object?” I would ask
myself. Moreover, it was too late ; and
I went on dreaming with open eyes, ca-
reering on horseback through the sa-
vannas, listening at break of day to the
prattle of the parrots in the guava-trees,
at nightfall to the chirp of the grillos
in the cane-fields, or else smoking my
cigar, taking my coffee, rocking myselfin
a hammock, — in short, enjoying all the
delights that are the very heart-blood
of a guajiro; and out of the sphere of
which he can see but death, or, what
is worse to him, the feverish agitation
of our Northern society. Go and talk
of the funds, of the landed interest, of
stock-jobbing to this Sybarite, lord of
the wilderness, who can live all the year
round on luscious bananas and delicious
cocoa-nuts, which he is not even at the
trouble of planting, —who has the best

.tobacco in the world to smoke, — who
replaces to-day the horse he had yester-
day by a better one chosen from the
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first caballade he meets, — who re-
quires no further protection from the
cold, than a pair of linen trousers, in
that favored clime where the: seasons
roll on in one perennial summer, —who,
more than all this, finds at eve, under
the rustling palm-trees, pensive beauties
eager to reward with their smiles the
one who murmurs in their ears those
three words, ever new, ever beautiful,
“ Yo te quiero.”

Moralists, I am aware, condemn this
life of inaction and mere pleasure ; and
But poetry is often in
antagonism with virtuous purposes ; and
now that I am shivering under the icy
wind and dull sky of the North, — that
I must needs listen to discussions on
Erie, Prairie du Chien, Harlem, and
Cumberland, — that I read in the papers
the lists of the killed and wounded, —
that havoc and conflagration, violence
and murder, are perpetrated all around
me,— I find myself excusing the half-
civilized inhabitant of the savanna, who
prefers his poetical barbarism to our
barbarous progress.

Unexpectedly brought back to the
stern realities of life by a great affliction,
I wished to destroy every link that con-
nected me with the six years I had
thrown away. It was at this period that
Strakosch wrote to me, offering an en-
gagement for a tour of concerts through
the United States. I hesitated an in-
stant; one sad look was cast upon the
vanished days, I breathed a regret, and
—signed. The dream was over ; I was
saved; but who could say, if, in the
rescue, youth and poetry had not per-
ished? Poetry and youth are of a vol-
atile mood, —they are butterflies. Shut
them up in a cage, and they will dash
their delicate wings to pieces against its
bars. Endeavor to direct them as they
soar, and you cramp their flight, you
deprive them of their audacity, — two
qualities which are often to be met with
in inexperience, and the loss of which —
am ] wrongin saying so ? —is not always
compensated by maturity of talent.












