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Preface

n this collection Joseph Jay Rubin and Charles H.
][ Brown present an important discovery—more than
180 articles and 2 poems written by Walt W hit-
man for the New York AURORA which he edited in the spring
of 1842. Believed lost or destroyed these hundred years, a
single volume of this defunct daily had lain unnoticed in the
files of the Paterson (N.]J.) Library until discovered by Pro-
fessor Rubin;! none of the material has appeared in any biog-
raphy or collection of Whitman’s writings. There are, of
course, a number of other valuable collections of his journalis-
tic material: THE GATHERING OF THE FORCES ; THE UN-
COLLECTED POETRY AND PROSE OF WALT WHITMAN ; 1 SIT
AND LOOK OUT ; NEW YORK DISSECTED. But all of these
are of other periods. The AURORA discovery enables us to
examine and understand for the first time one of the starting
stretches of the poet’s “long foreground.”

Almost all these articles are unsigned, but Whitman wrote
“most of the copy” for the AURORA during his two months
of editorship and almost certainly all the editorials. Without
attempting to establish every one of these items as W hitman’s,
Professors Rubin and Brown have presented abundant inter-
nal evidence of Whitman’s authorship by annotating later ap-
pearances of the same material and convincing parallels in
style.

These editorials, timely but often unimportant in themsel-
ves, foreshadow the later, enduring writings of the poet. The
first and longest section shows his love of Manhattan, his lusty
appetite for life, his cataloguing habit, his ecstasies, and his
“laziness.” The sections of political controversy are the raw
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viii PREFACE

material for DEMOCRATIC VISTAS and for the political
philosophy of LEAVES OF GRASS. Of real significance is
W hitman’s violent participation in an issue not yet resolved in
the United States: public aid for church schools. References
to current news reveal his first known direct connection with
Emerson, his love of Dickens’ novels, his early PENCHANT for
French phrases, and his interest in theatre and opera. A final
selection of sentimental reveries, like Hawthorne’s or “lk
Marvel’s,” deals with the subjects that Whitman returned to
in his later years of illness—dreams, death, and the life of
the soul.

W.L. WERNER
Professor of American Literature
THE PENNSYLVANIA STATE COLLEGE
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Introduction

NSON HERRICK AND JOHN F. ROPES established the New
A York Aurora in November, 1841, as a twopenny daily.
Since 1838 they had been publishing the Atlas, one of
the more successful Sunday papers; possession of a
prosperous weekly and an adequate printing plant gave them cour-
age to compete with the some twenty newspapers in the city—all
fighting for advertising, circulation, and political patronage.
Their motives, as they explained in their first issue, were patriotic:

Nearly every paper in New York is wholly or in part, con-
trolled by foreigners. Some of them are as good republicans as
live—but many of them are as foreign in feeling as in birth, and
most are lamentably ignorant of our country, our institutions,
and our people. Some of them hate, and would do anything in
their power to injure the land that gives them shelter and sub-
sistence. The publishers of the Aurora are Americans. The leading
editor is a Yankee from the Granite State, and, without the slight-
est feeling of proscription, American writers, of equal talent, will
always be preferred to foreigners, simply because they understand
better the genius of the people for whom they write.

Herrick and Ropes referred specifically to James Gordon Bennett,
a native of Scotland, and to Park Benjamin, born in British Gui-
ana; the Aurora would attack both of these men frequently and
vituperatively. '

The Yankee editor, Thomas Low Nichols of New Hampshire,
had forsaken the study of medicine at Dartmouth for journalism.
He had worked for Bennett’s evening edition of the Herald, and his
contributions, he confessed in an autobiography, were “so much in
Mr. Bennett’s style, in thought and expression, impudence and ego-
tism, that my paragraphs were copied and credited to him about
as often as his own.”?

The Aurora, Nichols announced in his first editorial, would be
politically independent, but

democratic, in the strongest sense of the word, Whatever is con-
trary to Democracy, among Democratic Whigs or Democratic
Republicans, will find little favor. Consequently, the party that is
nearest right will fare best with us, and neither, we suspect, will
consider us of much dependence as a partizan.

Not compelled to follow and promote the fortunes of a political
party, the Aurora gave little space to correspondence from Albany
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2: INTRODUCTION

and Washington; nor did it compete with other dailies in rushing
European news into print. Primarily a local paper, the Aurora from
the start devoted more columns than any other daily to the brilliant
social activity of the season. Nichols printed detailed descriptions
of the soirees at Charaud’s and Carlton’s; the entertainment at
Palmo’s and the Tivoli Saloon; prize fights, lectures, Fanny Ellsler’s
dancing in La Sylphide; the more sensational scandals like the trial
of John Colt for murder. It was its social emphasis that caused the
Aurora to be described as “the acknowledged journal of the beau
monde, the Court Journal of our democratic aristocracy.”?2

After three months of successful editorship in which the circula-
tion of the Aurora reached a respectable five thousand—surpassed
by the Sun, the Herald, and Horace Greeley’s new Tribune among
the “cheap” papers and by two or three of the older sixpenny or
Wall Street papers—Nichols was fired because he printed libelous
charges of graft in a city pipe-laying project. He left the paper
February 22, 1842.

Not until five weeks later did Herrick and Ropes announce a suc-
cessor to Nichols. On March 28 they published this statement at the
head of the editorial columns on the second page:

The publishers of the Aurora would respectfully announce
to their friends and the public that they have secured the services
of Mr, Walter Whitman, favorably known as a bold, energetic and
original writer, as their leading editor. The addition of Mr. W.
to the editorial department of the Aurora, the publishers feel
assured, will enable them to carry out their original design of
establishing a sound, fearless and independent daily paper, which
shall at all times and on all occasions advocate and sustain the
dignity and interests of our country. The American public have
severely felt the want of a journal which, in its sentiments and
opinions, while it is biased by no undue prejudices against for-
eigners, will be far different from those newspapers which

“Bend the pliant hinges of the knee,
That thrift may follow fawning.”8

But Whitman’s association with the Aurora began several weeks
before the March 28 announcement. As early as February 23 the
Aurora carried the first of six articles he may have written on
“Walks in Broadway.” Though the pieces are unsigned, their style
and tone are typically those of Whitman:

Yesterday! What a glorious day—glorious as being our
national father’s birth. At meridian we took a promenade in
Broadway. Every body seemed stirring and in good humor. The
flags waved from the City Hall and the places of amusement,
and proudly the few “revolutioners” who yet linger with us,
paraded around. It is right to make something of a stir upon such
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an occasion—it is right to do honor to the memory of the man
who successfully reared the standard of liberty in the world—
the thunder and lightning of whose moral and intellectual bat-
teries shivered, scathed, consumed the monuments of tyranny
which overshadowed the world.

Whitman may have started writing for the Aurora as one of the
paper’s numerous penny-a-liners. Years later in Specimen Days, in
one of his rare references to his early newspaper work, Whitman
wrote: “I next went to the Aurora daily in New York City—a sort
of free lance.”¢

There is more conclusive evidence that Whitman was working
regularly for the Aurora by the beginning of the second week in
March. On March 8 the Aurora printed a long tribute to McDonald
Clarke, an eccentric Broadway character known as “the mad poet.”
This article, one of several Aurora editorials which Whitman re-
printed or made use of later, he incorporated in a sketch published
in the Brooklyn Eagle on June 13, 1846, about Clarke’s burial place,
Greenwood Cemetery. Another March 8 article, “Our City,” ob-
viously was the basis of one Whitman published in Life Ilustrated
on August 9, 1856. And in a March 28 Aurora editorial Whitman
referred to prior service on the paper: “Some weeks or two ago, we
gave the readers of the Aurora as fair and distinct a view of ‘politi-
cal prospects,’ in our country, as sharp eyes and attentive observa-
tion could delineate.”

In the weeks of trial before March 28 Whitman proved to Her-
rick and Ropes that he had the ability to edit a metropolitan daily
in competition with such journalists as Bennett, Webb, Greeley,
Bryant, Beach, and Noah. Though not yet twenty-three, Whitman
had behind him ten years of experience in printshops and news-
paper offices. He had been printer’s devil for William Hartshorne,
master printer and foreman of the Long Island Patriot, and for
Alden Spooner of the Long Island Star. By 1836 he was a journey-
man printer in New York; by 1838 he was editor-printer of his own
weekly, the Long Islander. A year on James J. Brenton’s weekly
Democrat at Jamacia completed Whitman’s Long Island stint.

His New York experience, thus far, had been brief but intense:
work at 30 Ann Street for Park Benjamin’s weekly New World,
and by the start of 1842, the Brother Jonathan, another of the era’s
“great beasts”—as Greeley called these huge and hurried but im-
mensely popular literary weeklies.

The Aurora publishers’ tribute to Whitman in the announcement

of his appointment as editor indicates their appreciation of his
other accomplishments. The year before, on July 29, 1841, Whit-
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4 : INTRODUCTION

man had achieved political prominence when he addressed a giant
Democratic rally in New York. The Evening Post and the New
Era devoted more space to his remarks than to those of any of the
‘other speakers. Whitman could also boast of literary recognition.
He had written for the New World and the Brother Jonathan, and
most important of all for the Democratic Review, whose title-page
carried the names of Hawthorne, Bryant, Lowell, Whittier, Long-
fellow, Paulding, and Simms. As recently as March 5, 1842, the
publishers of the Aurora could have read praise for one of Whit-
man’s tales. “A very neat and fanciful performance,” Bryant’s Eve-
ning Post said of the young writer’s work.

The editorship his, Whitman soon discovered a deadline for a
New York daily was not to be taken as casually as that for a Long
Island weekly:

The consciousness that several thousand people will look for
the Aurora as regularly as for breakfasts, and that they expect
in it an intellectual repast—something piquant, and something
solid, and something sentimental and something humorous—and
all dished up in “our own peculiar way”’—this consciousness,
we say, implies no small responsibility upon a man. Yet it is de-
lightful. Heavy as it weighs, we have no indisposition to “take
the responsibility.”®

Happily, encouragement came from his friends whenever the young
editor encountered them in the city streets, hotels, and business
houses. The press also praised him:

The Aurora.—A marked change for the better has come over
this spirited little daily since the accession of Mr. Whitman to the
“vacant chair.” There is, nevertheless, a dash of egotism occasion-

ally.8

There was, however, an occasional irritant. The young editor was
not quite so well known as he thought he should be. He had, for
example, been stopped by the doorman at a market festival and
forced “to chaffer ten minutes before admittance.” Commenting
somewhat petulantly on the incident, he said: “When any one con-
nected with the Aurora takes the trouble to visit public places—he
considers that if there is any favor in the matter, it certainly does
not come from them to him.”?

But ordinarily nothing disturbed his feeling of importance as
editor of one of the city’s leading papers. A few years before he
had been an unknown journeyman printer. The sights and sounds,
the crowds, the buildings, were just as exciting as ever, but as the
Mr. Whitman of the Aurora he could pretend an air of condescen-
sion toward it all. Dressed in his frock coat, “a grey one,” wearing
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a hat, “a plain, neat fashionable, black one,” and bearing a cane,
“a heavy, dark beautifully polished, hook ended one,”® he took
daily strolls about the city, proud of his appearance. When he came
upon a group of children playing a game on the sidewalk, he re-
corded the comment of one of the urchins that they would have to
break the line because “there comes a gentleman.” But the Mr.
Whitman of the Aurora was too fine a person to break up the game.
When asked to detour around the group, Whitman did so. “What
wonderful powers children have of discriminating who is possessed
of a courteous, kindly, manful and creditable disposition!”? he
exclaimed.

As editor of the Aurora, Whitman was responsible for the con-
tent of a four-page paper of six columns 21 inches long and 2 7/16
inches wide. The first, third, and fourth pages carried advertising
—small, compactly set tributes to patent medicines; notices of serv-
ices for hire and goods for sale such as a “self-revolving, self-cock-
ing pocket pistol”; an entire column ‘“house ad” for the publica-
tions of the expanding publishing firm of Herrick, West, and Ropes,
who called their plant at 162 Nassau Street the “Great American
Newspaper Establishment!!” In addition to the Aurora and the
Atlas (“This large and beautifully printed paper, published every
Sunday morning, is devoted to literature, the fine arts, the drama,
and the news of the day.”), their publications now included the
Dollar Weekly (“The Cheapest Paper in the World!!”) and the
Saturday Washingtonian (‘“devoted to the cause of Temperance,
and to the support of the principles and doctrines of the Washing-
tonians”).

From time to time the front page featured an illustrated article of
New York types: a fireman, a butcher boy, the driver of a horsecar.
Correspondence, clippings from out-of-town papers, reports of balls,
and a poem or two helped £ill the front page. The editor’s important
leaders went on the second page, together with news, reports and
comment on the day’s events, Washington and Albany correspond-
ence, the police and court reports, and more lush descriptions of
the New York social season. Advertisements, short clippings from
other papers, and jokes filled the third and fourth pages—and sup-
plemented the second when needed:

The Yale Banner, a paper started by the students, and edited

with great spirit, says, ‘Yale has turned out some great men.’
Pretty good for sophs.10

The Aurora staff was small. Whitman, describing his duties, told
his readers that he was responsible for keeping eight or ten com-
positors busy and that he wrote most of the copy. Apparently there
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6 : INTRODUCTION

was a reporter to cover the courts and the police stations. On Novem-
ber 25, 1841, the Aurora printed this notice: “A gentleman capable
of filling the situation of assistant editor of a daily paper, may find
it for his advantage to apply immediately to the editor of the
Aurora.” David Russell Lee may have been the gentleman hired,
for in noticing his resignation August 30, 1842, the Aurora said he
had worked for the paper since its beginning and praised him as
‘“one of the most capable, persevering and industrious reporters
ever connected with the press in this city.” The Aurora regularly
bought material from contributors; penny-a-liners wrote its lengthy
social accounts.

According to the standards of the day, the Aurora was a well
printed, attractive newspaper. The nameplate across the top of the
first page was in a modern Roman face. Occasionally small label
headlines were used. Most of the advertising was set in agate type,
and the news in nonpareil. Despite the fact that all type was hand-
set, the Aurora came off the press remarkably free from typograph-
ical errors.

II

During Whitman’s career as a journalist, editorship implied con-
flict. The quarrel in which he found himself embroiled day after
day on the Aurora was political. His weapons were abuse, sectarian-
ism, and even intolerance; they color unpleasantly this phase of
Whitman’s career. But if his editorial conduct and language cannot
be admired or defended, they can be explained.

In 1840, Bishop John Hughes on behalf of the seventy thousand
Roman Catholics in New York had demanded a share of public edu-
cation funds for the parochial schools. The Public School Society
twice rejected his demands. Anti-Catholic feeling increased in the
next two years and became openly belligerent before the spring
election of 1842. An astute politician, Bishop Hughes succeeded in
winning Tammany support by threatening to employ the united
vote of the Catholic constitutents as an opposition bloc in the New
York mayoralty and aldermanic election unless the Democratic
members of the New York Senate voted for the passage of a bill to
allocate funds to parochial schools.

The Aurora watched this electioneering activity with great anx-

iety:
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Though professing to be by no means of excitable tempera-
ment—we are ever aroused to the utmost, by any such conduct
as this of the dastardly Hughes, and his kindred fanatical dema-
gogues. The farthest stretch of condemnation cannot go too far
against any proceedings which put in jeopardy the soundness
and purity of the elective franchise.ll

Whitman, implacably opposed to anything that would destroy the
traditional separation of church and state, attempted to swing Tam-
many to his point of view; and, as discord within Tammany became
more apparent, the Aurora, which had hitherto professed to be po-
litically independent, even made a bid to be designated as the Dem-
ocratic party organ. Whitman’s opposition to the school bill was a
failure: it passed the Senate by a vote of 13 to 12, three days before
the city election.

So incensed was Whitman that, despite his previous loyalty to the
Democratic party, he urged his readers not to vote in the city
election. That the rabble-rousing editorials Whitman had been writ-
ing for the Aurora echoed many voices was proved on election day.
It was a day marked by riots between the Native Americans and the
Irish. Whitman applauded the routing of the “bog trotters” by the
Spartans, a Tammany group led by Michael Walsh and Yankee
Sullivan, the prizefighter. When a mob stoned Bishop Hughes’
house, Whitman mentioned the destruction with sarcastic regret:
“Had it been the reverend hypocrite’s head, instead of his windows,
we would hardly find it in our soul to be sorrowful.”12

The election was a draw between the Democrats and the Whigs.
The Democrats elected the mayor, but the Whigs succeeded in nam-
ing a majority of the members of the Common Council. Whitman
wrote: “We were never brought up to rejoice at the defeat of Dem-
ocratic candidates. Yet our republican schooling has taught us that
there are duties far higher and holier than devotion to local in-
terests of party.”13

The resistance offered by the durora to the entrance of the Roman
Catholic church into secular education and party politics parallels
the action of the anti-Catholic group known as the Native Ameri-
cans. One contemporary accused the Aurora of being a Native
American publication; another invited the paper to join in spread-
ing such Nativist doctrines as the disenfranchisement of the foreign-
born and the exclusion of Catholics from office. In several editor-
ials Whitman repudiated the accusation and rejected the invitation.

There is no reason to doubt Whitman’s sincerity in repudiating
the Native American invitation. He might have found it politically
wise and financially profitable to join a party which had been grow-
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8: INTRODUCTION

ing in numbers and importance since 1834. By 1844 the Nativists
would have enough strength to elect as mayor of New York the pub-
lisher whom Whitman admired, James Harper. The names of Harp-
er, S. F. Morse, and Seba Smith, the Nativist leaders, indicate the
respectability of the anti-Catholic movement.

The political philosophy motivating Whitman’s attack upon
Bishop Hughes was not Nativism but Jeffersonianism. Whitman,
like Jefferson whom he quoted, believed in “the absolute and lasting
severance of the church from the state.”14

As Americans we shall ever oppose religious politics, be
they introduced by Episcopalian, Presbyterian, Baptist, Meth-
odist or Catholic . . . We go for the letter of the Constitution.1%

The young editor had come of age in a decade dominated by Jeffer-
sonian anti-clericalism; his other major political deities—Jackson
and Van Buren—and many minor ones had also made perfectly
clear their belief in the wisdom of keeping church and state separate.

This controversy left Whitman with one residue of positive value.
Some of his Aurora editorials show that he considered it equally
vital to war against the encroachment of certain kinds of European
literature, “a literature which, being under the patronage of courts
and princes and haughty church, is not fitted for our beloved Am-
erica,”’18

II1

Despite Bishop Hughes, rival editors, and inexorable deadlines,
Whitman found time to sample and enjoy New York. He chose a
quiet, clean boarding house—so genteel that the proprietor’s name
was displayed on the door in a neat brass plaque, without a vulgar
“boarding” sign. At Mrs. Chipman’s, Whitman enjoyed both pleas-
ant company and good food. He became convinced of the comfort
of his quarters when, after being locked out accidentally, he had to
spend the night at lodgings chosen hurriedly: he lay awake until
morning listening to a quartet of snorers.

The city, “a mighty world in itself,”17 absorbed the young editor.
He seemed willing to walk the streets at all hours in search of dif-
ferent experiences. He would start from the Aurora office, only four
doors from City Hall, “with its redundance of marble tracery and
ornament.” Then, pass Tammany Hall on his way to the fashionable
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trottoir, Broadway. He could view that “most villainous specimen of
architecture,” the Park theater; St. Paul’s “which, with its steeple
the other way, seems as if it wanted to walk off from amid so much
tumult and din”; the windows of Colman’s book store; Trinity
Church; the Astor House. He then would join the glittering prom-
enade of fashionable people all heading for the Battery and then
he would write ecstatically:

Gods! what a glorious morning it was! Just enough of ener-
vating, voluptuous heat—and just enough breeze to fill the wings
of the zephyrs—and just enough sunshine to reflect a sparkle
in the eyes of beautiful women—and just enough people walking
on the pave to make one continued, ceaseless, devilish, provoking,
delicious, glorious jam!18

Varying his pleasure, he visited a gymnasium and pistol gallery;
spent an afternoon at the Battery listening to the “sublime tone”
of the ocean or watching two steamers race; visited the American
Museum where a Gypsy girl read his palm. Evening might include
the spectacle of a fire, a temperance lecture, a flower show. Leaving
the office late at night, he observed the Aurora Borealis: “It did
not shoot up in columns, as it usually does, but rolled up in waves,
like an illuminated ocean.”1? Even then a caresser of life, he wrote
about his experiences, though apologizing that as a busy editor he
really should “dash into” a political or a journalistic foe.20

Though his editorial work would not allow time off for complete
indulgence, the theatre continued to exercise the allure of his adol-
escent days. Programs were a mingling of the trivial, the shoddy,
the spectacular, and the enduring. At the Park, Bouccicault was the
new dramatist; Shakespeare still held the stage occasionally at the
Chatham. J. R. Scott played Macbeth and Coriolanus; John Sefton,
the Golden Farmer; T. D. Rice, his famous Jim Crow and Jumbo
Jim. A lover of music, too, Whitman heard the opera Norma and
Alpine melodies sung by the Rainers.

Whitman announced editorially his support for building an Am-
erican drama, and he watched with admiration Charlotte Cush-
man’s efforts to create a national theatre. When he was invited to
participate, he answered: “Let us have an international copyright
law, and we shall have a national drama, and literature also.”21

Whitman’s other literary interests reveal themselves through oc-
casional comment. In a defense of Dickens, he pointed out to Aurora
readers that Boz had not exaggerated the wickedness of his charac-
ters, for were not James Gordon Bennett and Park Benjamin like
Quilp, Sikes, and Fagin? Whitman attacked other popular English
writers: the “flippant perpetrators” of Charles O’Malley, The Irish
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Dragoon, Random Recollections in Exeter Hall, and Handy Andy.
In scattered paragraphs he scolded Cooper for his libel suits against
editors, praised Longfellow as being “one of the best of American
bards,”22 and sneered at the poetic and dramatic pretensions of
Park Benjamin. He declared that Bryant was the greatest poet of
the day. Late in April Whitman announced a plan to write a weekly
literary criticism, but he left the paper before executing it.

The most important intellectual contribution that the city may
have made to Whitman during his Aurora career was a first-hand
acquaintance with Emerson and transcendentalism. He had had sev-
eral opportunities to learn something about Emerson: the Demo-
cratic Review had carried an extensive review of Nature; the New
World had examined the Essays; and the Tribune had reprinted
them. As early as February 28, 1842, the Aurora had carried a col-
umn definition of transcendentalism. And now, early in March,
Emerson came to the New York Society Library to read a series of
six lectures on “The Times.”

On Monday, March 7, the Aurora described Emerson’s Saturday
evening lecture on “Poetry of the Times.” On Tuesday, the Aurora
tried to explain transcendentalism, sketching in four hundred words
its Kantian basis and Emerson’s interpretation: “In the language of
Mr. Emerson himself—‘This is the era of individuality. It is All
Souls Day.’” On March 15, the Aurora described Emerson:

The lecture of this great gun of transcendentalism was at-
tended by a very full and fashionable audience last evening.
Mr. E. is a quiet, easy speaker, with much grace, and a little of
the Yankee twang in his voice. We should not be surprised if he
made a good many converts in Gotham.

Two weeks later Whitman noted that Emerson’s lectures had given
a “severe shock to the religious mind of the community.”23

Whitman again expressed a Jeffersonian concept, that “the best
government is that which governs least,” when he recommended
fewer sessions of legislatures and Congress; as a result of their
work, he said, things were always worse at the end of a session than
at the beginning. He condemned the “officiousness of the law-making
powers” and their tendency to “meddle with every thing, and de-
range every thing—from our intercourse with foreign empires down
to the oyster trade.”24 He struck out boldly against a proposed bill
to make licentiousness and immorality a penal offense. Laws would
not, could not remake man nor “supersede nature.” His editorial
contained this statement of his faith in the individual:

We are beginning to feel, not in theory merely, (that has
long been the case), but in reality, that every being with a
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rational soul is an independent man, and that one is such a man
as another, and that all sovereign rights reside within himself,
and that it is a dangerous thing to delegate them to legislatures.28

Whitman printed two of his own poems in the Aurora. “The Death
and Burial of McDonald Clarke. A Parody” is based upon Charles
Wolfe’s “The Burial of Sir John Moore at Corunna,” an extremely
popular period piece. His other poem, “Time to Come,” is a revision
of “Our Future Lot,” printed first in his own Long Islander. These
derivatory juvenilia merely accentuate the precocity of Whitman’s
other achievements.

Whitman’s Aurora prose reveals more of his native character—
his individuality or eccentricity of style, his intuitive rather than
logical presentation of thought, his broadly impressionistic recep-
tion of facts and ideas, his sentimentality. He admitted later that his
poetic method was “to write in the gush, the throb, the flood of the
moment.”26 The habit may have derived from the need to write
under pressure to meet newspaper deadlines. Some of his early
prose mannerisms would be carried over into his later poetry: his
ejaculatory style, his long catalogues, his ignoring of conventional
syntax, and the use of the dash.

Not all of the levels of prose language in the Aurora are equally
effective. Whitman was quick to identify a rival’s errors: Of James
Gordon Bennett, he wrote, “Yesterday he came out with one of his
usual ungrammatical leaders in which shall and will were most
beautifully confounded.” But he himself could write of the Globe
Hotel as “a tasty structure,” and use a “pretty considerable” num-
ber; or flavor his editorials with “soft soap,” “whole hog Irish,”
and “we do not expect to set the North River on fire.” He could
not resist using this one twice: “General Scott knocked all his pros-
pects into a disarranged chapeau.”

But the young editor’s most surprising stylistic trait is his use of
French words and phrases. Six years before he would hear French
spoken in New Orleans, Whitman wrote of young inmates of a de-
tention home lining up “en militaire” and marching to the “salle et
manager [sic].” In another article he used “nous verrons.” Whitman
probably picked up his borrowings from the Aurora’s society re-
ports, for French phrases were used frequently to give Zon to these
accounts.
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For almost two months Whitman had written of himself and of
New York: of politics, personalities, dreams, curiosities, ideas. He
had displayed utter hostility toward religious interference in secular
affairs; he had waged the usual editorial warfare with several con-
temporaries. He had exhibited eagerness to mingle with the life
of the city and assimilate all of its strange and various incidents—
murder trials, dances, auctions, the theatre, Emersonian transcend-
entalism, gossip about Daniel Webster’s morals. Proud and hand-
some in his finery and happy in the glow of youth, Whitman had
walked the streets:

Wasn’t it brave! And didn’t we laugh (not outwardly—that
would have been vulgar; but in the inward soul’s bedchamber)
with very excess of delight and gladness? O, it is a beautiful
world we live in, after all!27

The one other thing Whitman did ended his editorship: he quar-
reled with his employers. On May 3, the Aurora printed a squib,
“There is a man about our office so lazy that it takes two men to open
his jaws when he speaks. If you kick him he’s too idle to cry, for
then he’d have to wipe his eyes. What can be done with him?” On
May 16 the Aurora carried this announcement under the masthead:
“Mr. Walter Whitman desires us to state that he has been for three
or four weeks past, and now is, entirely disconnected with the edit-
orial department of the Aurora.”

According to William Cauldwell, a young typesetter in the Aurora
shop, the quarrel came over Whitman’s refusal to allow Herrick to
“tone” the leaders. “If you want such stuff in the Aurora, write it
yourself,” he told his publisher. Herrick countered by calling Whit-
man “the laziest fellow who ever undertook to edit a city paper.”28

Whitman’s revenge came that summer when he used space in his
next paper, the Evening Tattler, to repeat insulting tirades against
Herrick and Ropes written by the editor of the Hartford (Connecti-
cut) Review. The Aurora publishers claimed that the Hartford ed-
itor owed them seventy dollars for the sale of woodcuts and called
him “a contemptible sponge.” Whitman gleefully followed the fight
and brought to the New York public the latest exchange of insults.
On August 29 Herrick and Ropes told their readers that an abusive
article from the Hartford paper had appeared in “a small, ‘obscure
daily’ now under the control of a ‘pretty pup’ once in our employ-
ment; but whose indolence, incompetence, loaferism and blackguard
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habits forced us to kick him out of office.” The pretty pup, of course,
was Whitman.

Herrick and Ropes quoted Whitman’s own reasons for leaving
the Aurora:

There is in this city a trashy, scurrilous, and obscene daily
paper, under charge of two as dirty fellows, as ever were able
by the force of brass, ignorance of their own ignorance, and a
coarse manner of familiarity, to push themselves among gentle-
men. Not capable in their own sconces of constructing two lines
of grammar or meaning, they are in the habit, every month or so,
(for no man can remain longer than that time in their concern,)
of engaging some literary person to “do” their paper. We—ill-
starred by Fate—were, some six months since, unfortunate
enough to allow ourself to be induced by the scamps in question,
to take the editorial charge of their sheet. During the few weeks
we continued there, we saw, in the instance of these two ill bred
vagabonds, more mean selfishness—more disregard of all manli-
ness and good manners—more low deceits—more attempts at
levying “black mail”—heard more gross blasphemy and prurient
conversation, than ever before in our life.

Herrick and Ropes refuted their erstwhile editor:

This fellow tells his own story. We were fine fellows as long
as we consented to pay him for loafing about our office; but we
didn’t happen to want him, and, ‘of course’ we are ‘dirty fellows.’

This is the last mention of Whitman in the columns of the Aurora.

[The editors have reproduced the Aurora’s exact text. Their only liberty
has been taken in providing titles for some of Whitman’s editorials; these
insertions are enclosed with brackets.]
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Part One

OUR CITY!

EW YORK is a great place — a mighty world in itself.
‘ N Strangers who come here for the first time in their

lives, spend week after week, and yet find that there are
still hundreds of wonders and surprises, and (to them)
oddities, which they have not had a chance of examining. Here are
people of all classes and stages of rank—from all countries on the
globe—engaged in all the varieties of avocations—of every grade,
every hue of ignorance and learning, morality and vice, wealth and
want, fashion and coarseness, breeding and brutality, elevation and
degradation, impudence and modesty.

Coming up Broadway, from the Bowling Green, an observer will
notice, on each side, tall, quiet looking houses, with no great aspect
of life or business. These are mostly boarding houses; and notwith-
standing their still look, they no doubt contain within their walls no
small number of occupants. Here the sidewalks and the street pre-
sent but few passengers. After passing Trinity Church, however, the
crowd thickens, and the ground stories of the buildings are prin-
cipally occupied as shops. Along this section of Broadway are sev-
eral crack hotels. If you pass at the latter part of the day, you will
see little groups of well dressed men, picking their teeth lazily, and
enjoying an after dinner lounge. Near here, there are two shops
which deserve especial notice. Judging by their capacious windows,
they are for the sale of knicknacks, and fancy articles of all descrip-
tions, from a chess board or an escritoire to a toothpick. From a
glance at these treasures, a person can hardly help reflecting how
many thousand wants, altogether imaginary, one may be led to
have through the refinements of civilization.

Directly afterward, you will notice two crowds gazing at the prints
in the windows of a book store. This is Colman’s. If you chance to
stop there for the same purpose as the rest, look out for the contents
of your pockets. We mean this in a double sense; for if you are not
incited to purchase some of the alluring literary beauties to be had
at Colman’s, it is quite possible that you may be otherwise relieved
of your cash by some of the swells who there do congregate.
Then you come to where the Park thrusts out as a kind of wedge
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between Broadway and the beginning of Park Row. If you take the
left, you have to make way against a great current of fashion, idle-
ness, and foppery. Suppose you turn to the right.

Down you walk—first stopping to gaze a moment at St. Paul’s,
which, with its steeple the other way, seems as if it wanted to walk
off from amid so much tumult and din—and: at that very respectable
small city, the Astor House. A few rods, and you are in front of an
ambiguous structure, of a dirty white color, and which you intern-
ally set down in your mind as the most villainous specimen of arch-
itecture you ever beheld. This is the Park theatre—or, as some of
our people, with a very untasty habit of copying whatever is foreign,
term it, the Old Drury. You will not wonder, when you hear that
the manager has been very unsuccessful of late, maugre all his ener-
getic and liberal catering. What benignant spirit could ever plume
his wings on the top of such a temple?

By and by, you arrive at an open space, whereabout, if you look
sharp, you will behold the name of one of the wonders of the city
—that is, the “New York Aurora.”2 In all probability your ears will
be greeted with the discordant notes of the newsboys, who generally
muster here in great force. A door or two further is Tammany Hall,
the Mecca of democracy—the time honored, soul endeared holy of
holies, to all who go for anti monopoly, and the largest freedom of
the largest number.

The City Hall on the left, with its redundance of marble tracery
and ornament, will not probably strike you as being anything very
extensive—so pass we on.

Now you come into the region of Jews, jewelry, and second hand
clothing. Here and there, the magic “three balls” hold out hope to
those whose ill luck makes them grasp at even the smallest favors.

Passing the Pearl street crossing, and the Chatham theatre, you
are in the large triangle which people call Chatham square. In the
middle are dray carts, coaches, and cabs: on the right loom up small
hills of furniture, of every quality, with here and there an auction-
eer, standing on a table or barrel top, and crying out to the crowd
around him, the merits of the articles, and the bids made for them.

Then up the Bowery, which presents the most heterogeneous me-
lange of any street in the city: stores of all kinds and people of all
kinds, are to be met with every forty rods. You come by and by to
the Bowery theatre; this is one of the best looking buildings in the
city.

If you keep up the Bowery, you will lose yourself at last in the
midst of vacant squares, unfenced lots, and unbuilt streets.

If you turn to the right, you will come into some of the dirtiest
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looking places in New York. Pitt, Ridge, Attorney and Willett
streets, and all thereabout, are quite thickly settled with German
emigrants.

If you wind your steps leftward, you will have a chance of prom-
enading to suit any taste you may be possessed of. You can lead off
into some of the most aristocratic thorough-fares, or some of the
lowest, or some of a medium between both.

[MARcH 8, 1842]

LIFE IN NEW YORK

Whoever does not know that “our city” is the great place of the
western continent, the heart, the brain, the focus, the main spring,
the pinnacle, the extremity, the no more beyond, of the New World
—whoever does not know this, we say, must have been brought up
in a place where they “didn’t take the papers,” and where the
Aurora, in particular, had never scattered its effulgent light.

The two great channels of communication through the city, are
Broadway, and Chatham street, of which the Bowery is nothing
more than a continuation. At a little before sunrise, if you are an
early riser, you may behold a slight human stream, beginning to
set down Broadway. The milkmen’s carts, and occasionally a car-
riage from one of the landings where steamboats arrive early in
the morning, dash hastily along the street. The pedestrians are
nearly all workmen, going to their daily toil, and most of them car-
rying little tin kettles containing their dinner; newsmen, also, with
bundles of the damp morning papers strapped to their sides; people
now and then, of more fashionable appearance, who have wisely
roused themselves from torpid slumber, and come forth to snuff the
morning air. Frequently, too, you may meet a sleepy looking boy,
neatly dressed, and swinging a large brass key as he goes along. He
is an under clerk in some store, and on his way to open the estab-
lishment, sweep it out, and, if need may be, kindle the fire. Be care-
ful, as you pass, lest you get a sousing from some of those Irish
servant women, scrubbing the marble stoops, and dashing pails of
water upon the flagging of the side walks.

As the sun mounts the horizon, the scene assumes another and a
far different aspect. Gradually the working-day appearance of Broad-
way is changed, and the patricians of our great metropolis take pos-
session in force. On the sunny side as the noon draws on, beautiful
women and good looking men, occasionally interspersed with an
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over-dressed dandy, meet the eye. It may well be said, indeed, that
in America there is only the Broadway.

If you have travelled over the world, you will hardly remember
a livelier or more brilliant and dashy scene, than the pave presents
in Broadway from two till four o’clock in the afternoon of a pleasant
day.

At sunset, the direction of the current is contrary to what it was
in the morning—setting upward, that is, from the Bowling Green
to Union Park. The same people who went down in the morning
now return, carrying with them the same little tin kettles. But the
crowd is at this time so much greater that the infusion of the home-
ward bound men is but a drop in the bucket.

[MARCH 14, 1842]

LIFE IN A NEW YORK MARKET

One Saturday night, not long since, a fantasy popped into our
brain that we would like to take a stroll of observation through a
market. Accordingly, sallying forth, we proceeded to put our wishes
into execution. A short distance brought us to that large, dirty look-
ing structure in Grand street, where much store of meats, vegetables,
et cetera, is daily dispensed to the sojourners of that section of our
city.

We entered. What an array of rich, red sirloins, luscious steaks,
delicate and tender joints, muttons, livers, and all the long list of
various flesh stuffs, burst upon our eyes! There they hung, tempting,
seductive—capable of begetting ecstacies in the mouth of an epi-
cure—or curses in the throat of a Grahamite.3 By the powers of
cookery! the condition of the republic is not so grievous after all;
we cannot be on the verge of despair, when such spectacles as these
may be witnessed in the land!

How the crowd rolls along! There comes a journeyman mason
(we know him by his limy dress) and his wife—she bearing a little
white basket on her arm. With what an independent air the mason
looks around upon the fleshy wares; the secret of the matter is, that
he has his past week’s wages in his pocket, and therefore puts he on
that devil-may-care countenance. So marvellous an influence hath
money in making a man feel valiant and as good as his neighbor.

Notice that prim, red cheeked damsel, for whom is being weighed
a small pork steak. She is maid of all work to an elderly couple, who
have sent her to purvey for their morrow’s dinner. How the young
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fellow who serves her, at the same time casts saucy, lovable glances
at her pretty face; and she is nothing loth, but pleased enough at
the chance of a little coquetry. Cunning minx! she but carries out
the foible of her sex, and apes her superiors.

With slow and languid steps moves along a white faced, thin
bodied, sickly looking, middle aged man. He is dressed in a shabby
suit, and no doubt will look long and watchfully before he spends
the two ten cent pieces to which his outlay is limited. Poor fellow!
he is evidently a member of one of those trades which require a
man to stay cooped up in the house in some constrained bodily
position. The healthy air, and the pleasant sunshine, and the deli-
cious influences of the outer world, have not been showered upon
him; and here he is, fast sinking into the grave. What a mockery of
the benefits of civilization!

That fat, jolly featured woman, is the keeper of a boarding house
for mechanics, and every one else who chooses to take up with good
solid accommodations, for a moderate price. She is foraging for
her Sunday dinner. What is it to be? She has piece after piece
taken down from its hook, but none seem to suit her. She passes on.

A heterogeneous mass, indeed, are they who compose the bustling
crowd that fills up the passage way. Widows with sons, boys of
twelve or fourteen, to walk with them for company; wives, whose
husbands are left at home to “take care of the children”; servant
women; cooks; old maids (these are the especial horror of every
salesman in the market;) careful housewives of grades high and
low; men with the look of a foreign clime; all sorts and sizes, kinds,
ages, and descriptions, all wending, and pricing, and examining,
and purchasing.

But those butchers! what jovial dogs they are! Notice with what
easy impudence they accost every passer by, and how they swear
by all that’s sacred, that on their stall may be found exactly what
the said passer by desires to purchase. With sleeves rolled up, and
one corner of their white apron tucked under the waist string—to
whoever casts an enquiring glance at their stand, they gesticulate
with the grace, the affected bendings and twistings of a French
dancing master. Neither does rebuff discourage them. With amusing
perseverance, they play off on every new passenger the same lures
and the same artifice that have been tried and failed in so many
previous cases. And when they have nothing else to do, they amuse
themselves with a jig, or a break down. The capacities of the “mar-
ket roarers” in all the mystery of a double shuffle, it needs not our
word to endorse.# And the whistling!-—the butcher boy’s whistling!
whose ear has not drunk in the full, rich melody thereof?
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Perhaps, search the whole land through, you will not find a hand-
somer, more manly looking set of men than our butchers. They may
be known by their clear complexions, healthy look, bright eyes—
and by their saucy good nature, their bull dog courage, their im-
pudent wit, their hankering for a frequent “muss,” and their dis-
position to rows and fights generally.

Walking along to another section of the place—we are in the
region of vegetable stands, huckster women, and poultry sellers.
Near by, is a coffee and cake stall. Every now and then a hungry
boy, or a man whose pressure of business has caused him to go
without his supper, or some one else, tempted by the savory fumes
of the coffee and the rich “kraulers,” seats himself or herself, and
commences murderous attacks upon the good things of the fair
maid officiating behind the counter. Within three yards, notice those
two urchins eyeing the “kraulers” with envious eyes; let us open
the flood gates of our charity, and give the youngsters a half dime,
that they may revel in the tid bits that have evidently so taken their
fancy. There! the fashionable may laugh our notions to scorn—but
we feel more satisfaction from having bestowed on those awkward
boys a ten minutes’ joy, than if we had received sunny greetings
from the proudest belle in Broadway, or heard that “our party”
had gained the gubernatorial contest.

Such are some of the scenes of “life in a New York market.” It
would be no loss for a man who loves to see the workings of human
nature—the uncouth, natural outpourings of the feelings of the
heart—to take a stroll, now and then, in the mazes of these minia-
ture worlds. Lessons may be learnt there, and pictures of life seen
there, which the gilded halls of rank, and the refined circles of the
town, with all their boasted privileges, cannot confer.

[MARcH 16, 1842]

NEW YORK BOARDING HOUSESS

English travellers sometimes characterise the Americans as a
“trading, swapping, spitting race.”8 Others again consider our most
strongly marked features to be inquisitiveness, public vain glory,
and love of dollars. If we were called upon to describe the universal
Yankee nation in laconic terms, we should say, they are “a boarding
people.” Perhaps the appellation will more particularly apply to
the New Yorkers, and denizens of two or three other large cities;
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but it holds good, to a certain degree, for every section of the re-
public. »

It will perhaps surprise many persons to hear, but it is no less
true, that half the inhabitants of the city hire accommodations at
these houses. Married men and single men; old women and pretty
girls; milliners and masons; cobblers, colonels, and counter jump-
ers; tailors and teachers; licutenants, loafers, ladies, lackbrains, and
lawyers; printers and parsons—“black spirits and white, blue spirits
and gray”—all “go out to board.”

The New York boarding houses are of various grades—from
the lordly Astor to the grub cellars near the North river docks. In
Bond street, and in parts of Broadway there are the best of them—
quiet, genteel, well ordered places—where people of refinement and
breeding can pass their time almost as pleasantly as in a private
parlor. Scattered over the city in all directions are boarding houses
of a different grade—some of them perhaps as well ordered—but
mostly less exclusive.

The better houses seldom have “boarding” displayed on the door,
but generally the name of the proprietor, as “Mrs. C........”7
Of course, in an establishment of this sort, conducted on any thing
like “a scale,” many amusing and rare specimens of human kind
may be met with. Suppose, for the entertainment of the Aurora
readers, we give, at a venture, descriptions of the inmates of a New
York boarding house of the better order.

It is breakfast time. That fleshy, red cheeked, good looking wo-
man at the head of the table, is the landlady. She officiates at the
coffee and tea urns, and, as each person appears to be prepared for
a further supply of the good things spread out so liberally there, she
sees that his wants are attended to.

Mr. K., the gentleman at the corner, is a good humored New
Englander, and Mr. D., next to him, is from the same section of our
country. W. is a dry goods keeper in Greenwich street, and H. an
elderly bachelor who has a clothing store down town. A. is a Jewish
gentleman of Chatham street, S. one of a well known publishing firm
in this city, and the next two young fellows are clerks in Broadway.
Mr. B,, at the lower head of the table, is a jeweller and a gentleman;
Y. is from Saratoga Springs; N., a salesman in a shop near by;
Dr. H,, a dentist and physician; Mrs. H., his wife; an elderly wo-
man, the mother of the landlady; and several others, ladies, &c.,
whom we feel delicate about mentioning.

Here you have a fair specimen of the New York boarding house,
selected at random; it is done merely for the purpose of giving the
uninitiated reader an idea of the company to be met with there.
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The rate of remuneration in these places, is from three dollars to
six, and sometimes higher. In mechanics’ boarding houses, the cus-
tomary price is somewhat less than three dollars. In our rough and
tumble through the world, we have taken up quarters in all the
various kinds, and therefore “speak from experience.”

[MarcH 18, 1842]

THE LAST OF LIVELY FRANKS

One of the pleasantest afternoons of last week, as we were taking
a stroll on the Battery, a man came up and accosted us by name,
asking if we had an hour’s leisure to accompany him to the upper
part of the city. A second look at the stranger brought him to our
recollection as one whom we had met in other scenes and other
places. He stated to us the object for which he desired our visit,
and we readily accompanied him.

Passing up the walks of the beautiful promenade which is the
pride of Gotham, we made our egress through the iron gate, and
wended along Broadway, the Park, Chatham street, and Bowery, to
Grand street. Here our conductor turned to the right, and after
keeping on a few blocks, wheeled again to the left, and led us down
one of those dirty narrow thoroughfares, which abound in that
section of the city. He stopped in front of a blackish, grimy, miser-
able looking house, and opening the door without knocking, bade
us enter with him. Not riskless of some danger of barked shins or a
bruised head, we followed our guide up a filthy stairs and into an
attic room. '

Though by the statements our acquaintance had made in the be-
ginning, we expected to witness bleak poverty and the worst traits
of destitution, we were sickened and shocked by the sight that met
our eyes. Upon a thing, which, for want of some other name, we
suppose must be called a bed, there lay a human form. It was one
that we had known in by gone times—as a fine, handsome, talented
young man. Now his ghastly features, and the surrounding circum-
stances of penury, told a tale of chances thrown away, industry con-
temned, extravagance indulged in, and utter desperation at last,
which it was terrible to think of.

We had known that sick man in his earlier youth. From his good
temper, his vivacity, and his exuberance of animal spirits, his com-
mon appellation, among his intimate friends, was “Lively Frank.”
He was left an orphan in early life; but his personal attractions and
his extraordinary intelligence raised him up many friends. Though
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this seemed a happy stroke of good luck, it proved, in the end, to be
Frank’s ruin. If fortune came thus uncalled, he deemed her favors
trifling, and hardly worth the striving for. We have observed the
same thing in many similar cases.

It would be a painful story to tell—of his negligence, his idleness,
his letting his talents run to waste, and, at last, his reduction to the
state in which we found him.

The poor fellow was hardly able to articulate his thanks to us for
our kindness in remembering him. All his summer friends, as pov-
erty advanced, had dropped off. Though habituated to the customs
and ministerings of a gentleman, the wretched young man had for
weeks languished as we now beheld him, amid the utmost coarse-
ness and the depth of vulgar life.

He knew that he was to die. And many bitter and fearful things
he said about mankind and the world, which we will not repeat. His
cup was full and running over; no doubt his maledictions and harsh
words were forgiven by the spirit that keeps record in heaven’s
chancery.

What we could do for him we did. As we came forth from the
house, we very naturally thought of the similar events that are daily
going on in this great city. If some potent magician could lift the
veil which shrouds, in alleys, dark streets, garrets, and a thousand
other habitations of want, the miseries that are every day going on
among us—how would the spectacle distress and terrify the behold-
er! Delicate women would be seen, working themselves even to ill-
ness, that those dependent on them might not suffer; young boys
forced by the circumstances wherein they are bred, to be familiar
with vice and all iniquity; girls, whom absolute starvation drives at
length to ruin, worse than starvation; men, of hope bereft, and al-
most ready to meet death with a welcome—all this would be laid
bare, and be not a tenth of the horrors still left undescribed. O,
what curses from desperate guilt—what chuckling from the success-
ful rogue—what death beds unattended by the hand of succor—
what groans from sick children, sounding out at midnight—what
complaints of poverty and hunger, unheeded by those whose most
worthless trinket would yield all the desired assistance—what lord-
ing it by brave wickedness, and crushing down of humble virtue—
are ever and ever present in this mighty emporium of our modern
world!

In all likelihood, before these lines meet your eyes, reader, the last
pulse has throbbed, and the last breath sped, from the haples crea-
ture whose fortunes have been the text of this article.

[MaARcH 21, 1842]
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AN HOUR IN A BALCONY

Though during yesterday and the preceding night our city had a
short touch of the quality of winter—every man, woman, and child
in New York must recollect that for several days previous the weath-
er was of the mildest, most summerlike description. On an after-
noon of one of those pleasant days, as we sauntered out of the west
gate of the Park, feeling in an observative mood, we recollected an
old custom of ours, long since disused—we went up the stairs of the
American Museum, entered the first room, took a chair, placed it
in a roomy niche made by the settling in one of the front windows
—and in that chair ensconced we ourself. Out before us was the
busiest spectacle this busy city may present. One mighty rush of
men, business, carts, carriages, and clang.

How true it is, what travellers say about our population always
being in a hurry. With what restless and feverish steps they move
along! It seems as though each knew his appointed time, and was
determined to make the most of it. Let us pass a few remarks upon
the scenes and the people that may be beheld from that balcony
window.

The noisiest things which attract attention in that part of Broad-
way, are the omnibusses. Rumbling and bouncing along, they come,
now and then stopping as some person on the sidewalk holds up his
finger—a signal that he wants to take passage. The omnibus drivers
are a unique race. Winter and summer, rain or shine, there they
are, perched up on the tops of their vehicles, and driving ahead just
the same. What a life! over the same track, and along the same
street, hour after hour, and day after day. Moving and changing
as is the scene, can it be otherwise than monotonous to them??9

A group of fashionable ladies next attracts our eyes. What splen-
did creatures they are—even amid the tinsel and distortion of mil-
liners and dressmakers. After all, say what poets and rural lovers
may—there is something about a polished, splendidly dressed, grace-
ful and dashy city lady, that eclipses all else of the sex! There; we
have come to a conclusion on that point.

Notice those carriages, with liveried servants. Such sights are
particularly pleasing to plain republican eyes. In this imitative style,
the gentleman rolls along Broadway, pompous as a militia colonel
on review day—no matter if his hands be a little soiled by the
measuring of broadcloth, or his clothing still retain the scent of the
sugar box, the tobacco keg, the rappeel® pot, rum cask, or even,
what is worse than all, the scent of Wall street verdigris—no mat-
ter, we say; for the glory of the style aristocratic so mystifies the
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sense of the democratic plodders on the way side, that they can
only wonder and adore.

But what objection can there be to this kind of “showing off?”
Not the slightest. It indicates a great mind, a laudable ambition, an
ambition to make a show in the world—and though it is merely a
puppet show, it is the sort most pleasing to children and fools; and
such people are the only ones whom men of sense should attempt to
interest or improve. Sir Isaac Newton had not half the judgment
that the countryman had who continually rang a hand bell as he
passed in the streets, saying that he was determined to make some
noise in the world. These worthies possess just as much sense as
the countryman, only they do not show it in quite so harmless a way.

And we further contend that our Broadway aristocrats do good
in the community. Laughing is an agreeable and a healthy exercise.

But it is no joke, after-all. These gentry discover their consummate
folly in this sort of aping of the customs of Europe. We have no
aristocracy in this country; but these poor, deluded people think
that by wrapping themselves in the cloak of the true aristocrat they
will be able to pass for genuine. They should remember the ass in
the lion’s skin. Where are their manners, their long lines of “illus-
trious predecessors,” their identity with the government itself, their
rights, titles and treasures which the wind of popular caprice cannot
waft to the hand of another?

But our republican aristocrats! What are they? They are those
whose brains would be more likely to breed grasshoppers than ideas
—whose pedigrees should be sought for in the tinker’s shop. But
it may be asked, do they not do good, by scattering thus broadcast,
the money which, in early life, they wrought hard and lived fru-
gally to amass? No. A good many worthy arguers have split upon
this rock. The lavish expenditure of money is not doing good unless
it be spent for proper objects.

As our cogitations have already extended to a “pretty consider-
able” length, we shall give the remainder of them at some future
time.

[MArRcH 23, 1842]

THE CLERK FROM THE COUNTRY1!

As may be well imagined, the keepers of our New York board-
ing houses are very frequently imposed upon. They sometimes get
swindled out of large amounts—through the adroitness and cun-

Google



28 : PART 1

ning of the more accomplished swells. An incident came to our
knowledge a few days ago, which it may not be unprofitable to lay
before our readers.

In one of the most fashionable boarding houses just north of the
City Hall, there applied for entertainment, one day two or three
weeks since, a genteel, handsome young man, whose face seemed
to carry a letter of recommendation. The landlady cheerfully and
with great satisfaction admitted him as an inmate of her establish-
ment. His occupation, he stated, was as clerk in the store of a cer-
tain well known chemist and apothecary in Broadway.

For a week, things went on very pleasantly. The young man
seemed to have a great deal of leisure, and occasionally stayed out
late at night. But the lady mistress, thinking it no business of hers,
troubled not herself upon the subject.

All the boarders were pleased with the new comer. He was mod-
est and polite in his deportment, and his youth, delicacy, and good
looks, made him a special favorite with the ladies.

One morning after breakfast the landlady left upon a table in her
room, on the second story of the house, a valuable gold watch. She
was for some time busied down stairs; and while thus busied, the
youth lately admitted to the house came in the front door, and went
up stairs. After remaining some fifteen minutes he came down again,
and left the place. In the course of the morning, the lady, having
occasion to use her watch, went up to take it from the place where
she had left it. It was not there. Thinking that possibly her son might
have taken it with him down town, she gave herself no further trou-
ble; until at dinner in the afternoon she found that her supposition
was incorrect. The son had not seen or touched the watch.

Dinner passed away, and the young man did not return. Reluc-
tantly, and remembering that he had been seen coming down im-
mediately previous to the discovery of the loss, she was led to sus-
pect him as having stolen the article missed.

The lady was grieved, perhaps, quite as much at thought of the
youngster’s wickedness, as of her own loss. She determined, if possi-
ble, to arrange the matter without inflicting on the youth, (if he
should really prove to be guilty,) the penalty of any verdict of the
law.

At supper, the young man came in. When the meal was concluded,
and he took his departure from the room, the landlady stopped him
as he stood in the hall with his hat in his hand—asking him to step
with her’for a moment into a side room.

He did so, trembling, and his lip evidently quivering. The lady
saw that her suspicions were correct. She told him gently, but de-
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cidedly, what her accusation was. Tears started into the youth’s eyes,
and he confessed its truth. The watch, he said, after being purloined,
had been placed by him into the hands of a man, an intimate ac-
quaintance, who received from him such things. Street and number
were given by the terrified creature—who shook like one with an
ague.

Upon enquiry, and further investigation, the lady found that this
youth was the son of a very respectable and wealthy farmer in a
western county of New York. He had been fitted out from home—
his parents no doubt under the influence of that mischievous idea
which makes country people think it better for their sons to be
counter jumpers than American farmers.

He had come to New York, without a home, and ignorant of all
the arts and tricks of city life. His pockets being pretty liberally sup-
plied with money, a clique of designing sharpers had got him in
their toils, and made him a mere catspaw to further their schemes
of villainy. Some time before, he had left his situation as clerk at the
chemist’s store, and his only means of paying his way, was by the
funds which his new acquaintances gave him.

It was shocking to hear him tell of the lures they had used to
entangle him—and how he had been led to do vicious and danger-
ous things Tor them.

The landlady immediately prepared to go, though it was evening,
to the place he mentioned as the one where he had left the watch.
At first, the youth demurred; but she was not to be refused.

They went. Upon knocking at the door, it was, after a few mo-
ments, opened by a coarse looking fellow, in whose presence the
lady asked the youth if the person he had alluded to was the one
before them. The tremulous answer was in the affirmative.

Without any circumlocution, the lady then, in prompt and de-
cided terms, told the fellow the cause of her errand. He waited to
hear her through, answered not a word, sat the light down on a
table in the hall, ran upstairs, and in a moment more returned with
the watch, which he gave into the lady’s hands. The lady then imme-
diately left the place, the youth accompanying her.

The next morning she had another conversation with the young
novice in wickedness. She spoke to him as a sorrowing mother would
speak to a beloved son. He expressed contrition, and made vows of
amendment. He left the house, promising to return again at dinner.
From that time to this, she has not seen him, or heard from him
more.

We have given this long story, every syllable of which is true,
partly as an exposure of what vicious tricks there are going on
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among us, and partly as a caution to parents in this country. Hun-
dreds of young fellows are lost by the carelessness of people in let-
ting their sons be placed where temptation surrounds every side, as
in the case of the youth whose history has been given.

Very likely, the villainous swindlers have him in their clutches
again, and will effectually prevent a second relapse into virtue. The
lady in question learnt not sufficient of his history to be able to tell
where his parents or relations reside; consequently, she cannot, as
she anxiously desires to do, give them information upon the sub-
ject by letter.

[MARCH 24, 1842]

FLOWERS

In walking along the streets of our city, we frequently have occa-
sion to stop and admire beautiful plants and blooming flowers, ex-
hibited in parlor windows. We never notice these lovely ornaments
but we internally come to the conclusion that within the same house
there resides some girl even more lovely; and we feel greatly in-
clined to “just step in,” and see if there is any chance for a for-
lorn bachelor.

In all soberness, however, it is a pleasant and a cheerful thing, to
see these delicate beauties, (the flowers, we mean,) in a city house.
It infers that in that house, there exist some feelings apart from the
gross ones that sully most human minds; and that refinement and
taste for natural simplicity are there.

Ladies of New York, be sure that hereafter you cultivate small
shrubbery and plants.

NoTE.—Under privacy, reader, we expect Thorburn!2 and Niblo13
to advertise in the Aurora after this.

[MARCH 24, 1842]

YESTERDAY

Another charming, delicious, summer like day have we had. The
air was bland and clear, the sun shone out, and every body came
forth to enjoy the beauty of the season.

It is a pleasant thing to see crowds of well dressed men and wo-
men, with smiling faces, promenading our streets or our public
grounds. And the little children! the fat, fresh, clean, healthy, merry
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little children—it is better than splendor to look at them and their
gambols. What heart so gross, what brain so deficient in loveable-
ness, as not to be pleased with the spectacle of little children at play?

Before long it will be time for the trees and grass on the Battery,
Park, and so forth, to put forth their foliage. And then the poor
man and his little flock may enjoy a cheap treat (none the less
precious because it is cheap) in passing a couple of hours there on
Sunday.

We should be better pleased were our city government to have
more parks—more open places, where a man may look a few rods
about him, and his gaze not be intercepted by brick walls, and
chimneys, and fences.

[MARCH 28, 1842]

A PEEP AT THE ISRAELITES

For the first time in our life, we went, on Saturday morning last,
to spend an hour in a Jewish synagogue. Accompanied by a friend,
and starting at 10 o’clock, we wended our way through Centre
street, from thence into Crosby,14 in which, a block or two above
Grand, we found the place of our destination. The front to the street
was boarded by a high fence, with banister work on top. Passing
through a gate, and down two or three rods by the side of the build-
ing, we went up the steps of a porch in the rear, where we found the
entrance.

Fearful lest we should go somewhere or do something that might
be totally malapropos, we waited a few moments, until, seeing a
gentleman enter, we followed him through a side door into the main
body of the house. There, we were politely ushered to a convenient
seat, from whence we had a fair view of all the performances.

The whole scene was entirely new; never had we beheld any thing
of a similar description before. The congregation (we don’t know
what other word to use) were all standing, each one with his hat
on. A white silken mantle, somewhat like a scarf, was worn by every
person; it encircled the neck, falling down the back, and the ends
in front reaching to the floor. In the middle of the room was a raised
platform about four yards square, with heavy balustrade of bronze
work and mahogany around it. Upon the centre of this platform
was a figure which, by the voice coming from it, we knew to be a
man. None of the lineaments of the human form, however, were
visible; for one of the large silk mantles alluded to was thrown
over his head, and completely shrouded him. He was speaking; but
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as his language was Hebrew, we could not understand a word he
uttered.

At the further end of the room stood an erection very much re-
sembling the front that pictures give the ancient Parthenon. Under
it was a semi circular partitioned enclosure, of panelled wood, which
from the ornaments and expensive tracery lavished upon the whole
affair, seemed intended to contain something either very valuable,
or very sacred. Upon the platform which made part of this structure,
there was another figure standing, half shrouded in a white mantle,
like the personage before described. He was also speaking.

And there we were amid the Jews worshipping in their temple.
The people of Solomon and Saul, of Ruth and Mary Magdalene, of
the traitor Judas, and John, the beloved Son of God—the people of
the very Christ himself—these were they who stood around. And
they were speaking in the same tones as those which at night bade
the shepherds to follow the guidance of the star in the east—the
same tones which Jonathan and Saul used in their beautiful friend-
ship—which sounded out from the plaintive Hagar in the wilderness
—through which Absalom, “that too beauteous boy,” made rebel-
lion against his father—with which the widow’s son, who was dead,
and brought to life again, gladdened his desolate mother’s heart;—
the tones and the native language of the holy Psalmist, the lovely
Rebecca of Scott, and the malignant Shylock of Shakespeare.

And here was a remnant of the mighty nation, who routed the
warlike dwellers in Canaan, and who received the Law from the
great I Am upon the mountain of clouds;—their ancient pride swept
to the winds—their name a jeering and mark for contempt—their
might humbled, their old homes taken by the hand of the spoiler,
and dark frowns for ages spread around them;—yet here, scoffed,
scouted, and scorned, they came, to worship their God after the
manner of their ancestors.

The heart within us felt awed as in the presence of memorials
from an age that had passed away centuries ago. The strange and
discordant tongue—the mystery, and all the associations that crowd-
ed themselves in troops upon our mind—made a thrilling sensation
to creep through every nerve. It was indeed a sight well calculated
to impress the mind with an unwonted tone.

As our account has already stretched to the limits beyond which
it is not judicious to go in a paper like ours, we shall give the re-
mainder of what we saw during our stay at the synagogue, in the
Aurora tomorrow.

[MarcH 28, 1842]
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DOINGS AT THE SYNAGOGUE

We continue our account of what we saw on Saturday, during our
visit to the Jews’ synagogue in Crosby street. It may perhaps be well
to say here, that we had no one to explain to us what we saw, and
as the whole scene from beginning to end resembled nothing that we
had ever seen before, our relation professes to give merely the scene
as it appears to the eyes of an utter stranger. Very likely we may
make some awkward blunders; but nevertheless the reader shall
have our “first impressions.”

After the performance had continued for some time as we de-
scribed it in yesterday’s Aurora, some of the Jews went up to the
semicircular panel work before mentioned, unlocked it, and opened
the doors. Three or four of them took from the inclosure certain
contrivances, which we dare hardly pretend to describe, for fear of
bungling in the attempt. As near as we can now recollect, they re-
sembled in shape large sugar loaves; and each had an ornamental
and fantastic affair made of silver and glass upon its top.15 These
were brought up to the platform in the centre, and each of the silver
ornaments we have described was taken from the top of the sugar
loaf structure, and put upon the desk in front.

The priest then raised aloft a large scroll of parchment, probably
the sacred law—wafting it around so that the people could see it in
all parts of the house. All this while he uttered a kind of chant, to
which the men and women made responses.

We saw M. M. Noah,18¢ of the sessions court, among the Jews
present. He officiated upon the platform in some of the ceremonies.

The main floor, on which we were, was occupied exclusively by
men. There was a gallery over it filled with women—dark-eyed Jew-
esses, most of them dressed in black, and a few strangers, attracted
there probably by curiosity.

The spectacle in the gallery was by no means the most unpleasing
sight in the whole proceeding. Up aloft they seemed to pay as rev-
erent heed to the exercises as in any part of the congregation. Wej
found ourselves casting our glances thither quite frequently; per-
haps this may account for our not having distinct recollection of
the whole matter.

The personage who appeared to officiate as the high priest con-
tinued his chant, and the people their responses. Every now and
then, while the parchment scroll was upon the desk, and unrolled
before the priest, individuals from the congregation would step for-
ward, and upon the platform, and speak to the priest. Then, while
they stood by and looked on, he would read them something from
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the parchment spread out upon the desk. For five minutes, perhaps,
this would last; and then another person would come up and go
through the same ceremony.

Of course, to our perceptions, the whole affair had much the as-
pect of an unintelligible mummery. Still we could not divest our-
selves of the thought that we were amid the people of ancient Jewry;
the people who had kept themselves apart from the contagion of the
world, and adhered strictly to the customs, and observances, and
laws of their forefathers.

Once or twice we allowed fancy to have its unchecked flow. The
then and there scene vanished from our eyes; the uncouth jabber,
and the fantastic garb of the worshippers were heard and seen no
more. We were in the holy city. The palaces of the haughty nobles
—the magnificent temple which the Jews loved as the apple of their
eye—the streets and the houses, and the public places—all, all, were
there. And along the public thoroughfare came trailingly a solemn
group. In the centre was a pale being with a crown of thorns bound
round his forehead, and blood trickling down his brow. It was the
Holy Savior of Man, bearing the cross upon his shoulder. And as
he passed, the mob scouted and reviled him—his very friends
thought it scorn to recognize him; all but one, a woman, who fol-
lowed him even to the place of his crucifixion.

We did not wait to see the conclusion of the exercises. After a
stay of more than an hour, feeling somewhat wearied by the con-
tinuance of vocal utterance, which we could not take the meaning
of, we left the place.

[MARcH 29, 1842]

A PEEP IN AT HUDSON’S ROOMS

By way of relieving a sentimental stroll yesterday afternoon, we
dropped in at Hudson & Ottingnon’s gymnasium, on the corner of
Chambers street and Broadway.

After a few shots in the pistol gallery, we walked into the large
hall to observe the feats of those who were practicing on the various
gymnastic apparatus it contains. One pupil was swinging himself
across the room with his hands on the rungs of an elevated ladder;
another was laboring up a smooth pole with all the eagerness of a
man struggling for life; a third was performing a similar effort on
a loose dangling rope, while some five or six couples were darting
huge buckskin gloves into each other with the most untiring per-

Google



CENTRE MARKET FESTIVAL : 35

severance. After an hour’s lounge, during which we effectually ban-
ished our threatened melancholy, we bid the gentlemanly proprie-
tors good bye, resolved to recommend the use of their excellent es-
tablishment to all dyspeptic and misanthropic young gentlemen, as
well as all those who have a desire to secure artistical instruction in
the science of self defense.

[MARcH 29, 1842]

CENTRE MARKET FESTIVAL

We strolled in for ten minutes last evening to the festival at Centre
market. It was quite a magnificent affair. Large numbers of ladies,
young, middle aged, and even old, were there. We noticed some
whose beauty would bear comparison with the greatest belles of
New York. They lined the sides of the tables, which were spread
with choice eatables, and added greatly (the ladies, we mean, not
the eatables) to the interest and amusement of the occasion.

The band played several airs, after which there was an address,
then an ode, and then another address, during which we left.

Banners and pictures ornamented the principal room, and every-
thing seemed to go off with the utmost cheerfulness and eclat. We
would suggest to the Washingtonians,17 however, that they teach
politeness to their doorkeepers. We had to chaffer ten minutes be-
fore admittance. When any one connected with the Aurora takes the
trouble to visit public places—he considers that if there is any favor
in the matter, it certainly does not come from them to him.18

[MARrcH 30, 1842]

TEMPERANCE AMONG THE FIREMEN!

Yesterday was a great time with the New York temperance soci-
eties, as will be seen by a report on our first page, furnished us by
the editor of the Washingtonian.1? They had processions, and meet-
ings, and orations, and festivals, and banners displayed, and music,
and a grand blow out at night to cap the whole. We stood upon the
steps of the City Hall about 4 o’clock in the afternoon, and saw the
passage of the grand procession, which certainly cut a very respect-
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able figure. Thousands of people were gathered together in the Park
to witness the scene.

First came a banner bearing the head of Washington, immediately
after which were a body of firemen. Whether it be a whim, or from
some more tangible cause, we do have a fondness for the New York
firemen. They are mostly fine, stalwart, handsome young men; and
in their close fitting dresses and red shirts, we never behold them,
but the Roman gladiators and the Olympian games are brought to
our mind. We question whether any city in the world can turn out
a more manly set of young fellows. It is honorable to them, that
they engage in this temperance movement. With the generosity and
ardent devotedness of youth, they throw themselves, heart and soul,
into the cause. This is a great thing gained. Once make temperance a
favorite and fashionable custom among the young men of our city,
and the whole conquest is over,—the enemy is vanquished.

After the firemen came an immense number of citizens, formerly
intemperate men, but now worthy members of society. There was a
beautiful flag representing a female figure, and on each side a gush-
ing spring of water. Then the junior temperance societies, with a
banner inscribed, “beware of the first glass!” A number of sailors
followed. Then more firemen, with a beautiful hose cart, No. 18, we
believe. The hatters’ association made a very respectable appear-
ance, as also did the Newark society and the Chelsea society. The
banners had a great many quaint devices. One we noticed bearing
a sheaf of grain, and the motto, “If you eat me, I am life; if you
drink me, I am death.”

[MArcH 30, 1842]

SCENES OF LAST NIGHT?2¢

Between seven and eight o’clock last evening we visited the scene
of the fire in Broome and Delancy streets. For several blocks before
arriving there, our passage was impeded by squads of people hurry-
ing to and fro with rapid and eager pace. Women carrying small
bundles—men with heated and sweaty faces—little children, many
of them weeping and sobbing—met us every rod or two. Then there
were stacks of furniture upon the sidewalks and even in the street;
puddles of water, and frequent lengths of hose-pipe endangered the
pedestrian’s safety; and the hubbub, the trumpets of the engine
foremen, the crackling of the flames, and the lamentations of those
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who were made homeless by the conflagration—all sounded louder
and louder as we approached, and at last grew to one continued and
deafening din.

It was a horrible yet magnificent sight! When our eyes caught a
full view of it, we beheld a space of several acres, all covered with
smouldering ruins, mortar, red hot embers, piles of smoking half
burnt walls—a sight to make a man’s heart sick, and keep him
awake at night, when lying in his bed.

We stood on the south side of Broome street. In every direction
around, except the opposite front, there was one compact mass of
human flesh—upon the stoops, and along the side walks, and block-
ing up the street, even to the edge of where the flames were raging.
The houses at our right were as yet unharmed, with the exception
of blistered paint and window glass cracked by the strong heat over
the way. We looked through those windows into the rooms within.
The walls were bare and naked; no furniture, no inhabitant, no signs
of occupancy or life, but every thing bearing the stamp of desolation
and flight! ‘

Every now and then would come a suffocating whirlwind of smoke
and burning sparks. Yet we stood our ground—we and the mass—
silent, and gazing with awful admiration upon the wreck and the
brightness before us. The red flames rolled up the sides of the
houses, newly caught, like the forked tongues of serpents licking
their prey. It was terribly grand! And then all the noise would
cease, and for many minutes nothing would break in upon silence,
except the hoarse voices of the engines and their subordinates, and
the hissing of the fire. A few moments more, and the clatter and
clang sounded out again with redoubled loudness.

The most pitiful thing in the whole affair, was the sight of shiv-
ering women, their eyes red with tears, and many of them dashing
wildly through the crowd, in search, no doubt, of some member of
their family, who, for what they knew, might be buried neath the
smoking ruins near by. Of all the sorrowful spectacles in God’s
world, perhaps no one is more sorrowful than such as this!

And those crumbled ashes! What comforts were entombed there
—what memories of affection and companionship, and brotherhood
—what preparation never to be consummated—what hopes never to
see their own fruition—fell down as the walls and the floors fell
down, and were crushed as they were crushed! But twelve hours
before, the sun rose pleasantly—all promised fair, and no danger
clouded the clearness of hope’s horizon. The most distant idea of
all this misery, it entered into the brain of no man to conceive. Now,
what a change! People who commenced the day moderately rich,



38 : PART 1

closed it penniless. Those that had a house to shelter them at sunrise,
at sunset owned no pillow whereon to lay their heads. Wives and
husbands who parted in the morning with jocund words, met at
night to mingle their groans together, and to grieve over blighted
prospects.

On the minds of hundreds there, no doubt, these and similar re-
flections forced themselves. We saw it in the sombre countenances
of the spectators—their fixed look; and heard it in their conversa-
tion oné to another. And so, elbowing and pushing our way for
many rods through the crowd, we at last made out to get once more
where the air was less hot and stifling, and the press of the people
less intense.

On our way down, we stopped in for a while at the Temperance
Hall in Grand street, where there appeared to be a large meeting.
The apartment was filled with an assemblage of both sexes. A speak-
er, whose name we understood as Capt. Wisdom, was speaking from
the platform. His language seemed totally deficient in polish and in
grammatical correctness; but he evidently felt what he was saying,
and desired to do as much good as possible. No doubt, the method
of Mr. Wisdom is far more effective for the sphere it moves in, than
a more refined style. An address by a person whose tongue had a
broad foreign accent, followed Mr. W. This man gave his “experi-
ence,” and descanted in enthusiastic terms on the great blessing the
temperance cause had been to him. He was a very uncouth speaker.
Yet, how all the boundaries of taste, all the laws of conventional
usage, are leaped over, in oratory, by deep feeling and ardent sin-
cerity. Every hearer in the room, assuredly, was thrilled to the heart
by portions of this uneducated man’s remarks. For our part, we
were never more interested in our life.

Then there was music. A choir, composed mainly of ladies, sang
an ode—and a company of fine looking firemen variefied the exer-
cises with a temperance glee. ‘

As we left the house, we could not help wondering at the mighty
enthusiasm which all there, men, women and children, seemed to be
imbued with. Success to the cause! May the blessings that have fol-
lowed in its path, thus far, be but the harbinger—a shadow of the
hundred fold glory that is coming!

[aprIL 1, 1842]
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[GUARDIANS AT THE GRAVE21]

. “On stepping into the ground at the corner of Chrystie and De-
lancy streets, we found a woman armed with a pistol, guarding the
grave of her husband and children.”

The above paragraph we cut from a report of the proceedings at
Chrystie street grave yard day before yesterday. It may possibly not
be known to all our readers that in the eastern section of the city
great excitement has been raging among the people, because a
chartered compan