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HISTORIC NOTES OF LIFE -AND LETTERS IN MASSACHU-
SETTS,

THE ancient manners were giving
way. There grew a certain tenderness
on the people, not before remarked.
Children had been repressed and kept
in the background ; now they were con-
sidered, cosseted and pampered. I re-
call the remark of a witty physician
who remembered the hardships of his
own youth; he said, “ It was a misfor-
tune to have been born when children
were nothing, and to live till men were
nothing.”

There are always two parties, the
purty of the Past and the party of the
Future; the Establisbment and the
Movement. At times, the resistance is
reanimated ; the schism runs under the
world, and appears in Literature, Philos-
ophy, Church, State, and social cus-
toms.- It is not easy to date these eras
of activity with any precision, but in
this region one made itself remarked,
say, in 1820 and the twenty years fol-
lowing.

It seemed a war between intellect
and affection; a crack in nature, which
split every church in Christendom into
Papal and Protestant, Calvinism into
Old and New schools, Quakerism into
Old and New; brought new divisions
in politics, as the new conscience touch-
ing temperance and slavery. The key
to the period appeared to be that the
nind had become aware of itself, Men
grew reflective and intellectual. There
was a new consciousness. The former
generations acted under the belief that
a shining social prosperity was the be-
atitude of man, and sacrificed uniformly
the citizen to the State. The modern
mind believed that the nation existed
for the individual, for the guardianship
and education of every man. This idea,
roughly written in revolutions and na-
tional movements, in the mind of the
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philosopher had far more precision ; the
individual is the world.

This perception is a sword such as
was never drawn before. It divides and
detaches hone and marrow, soul and
body ; vea, almost the man from himself.
It is the age of severance, of dissocia-
tion, of freedom, of analysis, of detach-
ment. Every man for himself. The
public speaker disclaims speaking for
any other ; he answers only for himself.
The social sentiments are weak; the
sentiment of patriotism is weak; vener-
ation is low ; the natural affections fee-
bler than they were. People grow
philosophical about native land and par-
ents and relations. There is au univer-
sal resistance to ties and ligaments once
supposed essential to civil society. The
new race is stiff, heady and rebellious ;
they are fanatics in freedom; they hate
tolls, taxes, turnpikes, banks, hierarch-
ies, governors; almost the laws. They

have a neck of unspeakable tenderness;’

it winces at a hair. They rebel against
theological as against political dogmas;
against mediation, or, saints, or any no-
bility in the unseen.

The age tends to solitude. The as-
sociation of the time is accidental and
momentary and hypocritical, the detach-
ment intrinsic and progressive. The
association is for power, merely, — for
means ; the end being the enlargement
and independency of the individual.
Anciently, society was in the course of
things. There was a Sacred Band, a
Theban Phalanx. There can be none
now. College classes, military corps,
or trades-unions may fancy themselves
indissoluble for a moment, over their
wine; bat it is a painted hoop, and has
no girth. The age of arithmetic and of
criticism has set in. The structores of
old faith in every department of society
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were two brothers ; one a brilliant and
fertile inventor, and close by him his
own brother, & man of business, who
kuew how to direct the inventor’s faculty,
and make it jnstantly and permanently
lucrative. Why could not the like part-
nership be formed between the inventor
and the man of executive talent every-
where? Each man of thought is sur-
rounded by wiser men than he, if they
cannot write as well. Cannot he and

they combine? Talents supplement each

other. Beaumont and Fletcher and
many French novelists have known how
to utilize such partnerships. Why not
have a larger one, and with more vari-
ous members ?
#0Of old things all are over old,

Of good things none are good enough

We'll show that we can help to frame

A world of other stuff.”

Housekeepers say, * There are a thou-
sand things to everything,” and if one
must study all the strokes to be laid, all
the faults to be shunued in a building
or work of art, of its keeping, its com-
position, its site, its color, there would
be no end. But the architect, seting un-
der a necessity to build the house for its
purpose, finds himself helped, he knows
not how, into all these merits of detail,
and steering clear, though in the dark,
of those dangers which might have
shipwrecked him,

BROOK FARM.

The West Roxbury association was
formed in 1841, by a society of mem-
bers, men and women, who bought a
farm in West Roxbury, of about two
hundred acres, and took possession of
the place in April. Mr. George Ripley
was the president, and I think Mr.
Charles Dana (afterwards well known
as one of the editors of the New York
Tribune) was the secretary. Many
members took shares by paying money ;
others beld shares by their labore. An
old house on the place was enlarged,
and three new houses built. William

Allen was at first and for some time the
head farmer, and the work was distrib-
uted in orderly committees to men and
women, There were many employments,
more or less lucrative, found for, or
brought hither by, these members, —
shoemakers, joiners, sempstresses. They

had good scholars améng them, and so

received pupils for their education. The
parents of the children in some instances
wished to live there, and were received
a8 boarders. Many persons, attracted b_T,:
the beanty of the place and the culture
and ambition of the community, joined
them as boarders, and lived there for
years. I think the numbers of this
mixed community soon reached eighty
or ninety souls.

It was a noble and generous move-
ment in the projectors to try an exper-
iment of better living. They had the
feeling that our ways of living were too
conventional and expensive, not allow-
ing each to do what he had a talent for,
and not permitting men to combine cul-
tivation of mind and heart with a rea-
sonable amount of daily labor. At the
same time, it was an attempt to lift oth-
ers with themselves, and to share the
advantages they should attain with oth-
ers now daprived of them.

There was, no doubt, great variety of
character and purpose in the members
of the community, It consisted in the
main of young people; few of middle
age, and none old. Thaose who inspired
and organized it were persons impatient
of the routine, the uniformity, perhaps
they would say the squalid content-
ment, of society around them, which
was so timid and skeptical of any prog-
ress. One would say then that impulse
was the rule in the society, without cen-
tripetal balance ; perhaps it would not be
severe to say, intellectual sans-culottism,
an impatience of the formal, routinary
character of our educational, religious,
social and economical life in Massachu-
setts. Yet there was immense hope in
these young people, There was noble-

-
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ness ; there were self-sacrificing victims
who compensated for the levity and
rashness of their companions. The
young people lived a great deal in a
short time, and came forth, some of them,
perhaps, with shattered constitutions,
And a few grave sanitary influences of
character were happily there, which, I
was assured, were always felt.

George W. Curtis, of New York, and
his brother, of English Oxford, were
members, of the family from the first,
Theodore Parker, the near neighbor of
the farm and the most intimate friend
of Mr. Ripley, was a frequent visitor.
Mr. Ichabod Morton- of Plymouth, a
plain man, formerly engaged through
many yeaysin the fisheries with success,
—— eccentric, with a persevering interest
in education, and of a very democratic
religion, — came and built a house on the
farm, and he, or members of his fam-
ily, continued there to the end. Marga-
ret Fuller, with her joyful conversation
and large sympathy, was often a guest,
and always in correspondence with her
friends. Many ladies, whom to name
were to praise, gave character and va-
ried attraction to the place.

In and around Brook Farm, whether
as members, boarders, or visitors, were
many remarkable persons, for character,
intellect, or accomplishments. I reeall
one youth of the subtlest mind, — I be-
lieve I must say the subtlest ohserver
and diviner of character I ever met,
living, reading, writing, talking, there,
perhaps, as long as the colony held to-
gether ; his mind fed and overfed by
whatever is exalted in genius, whether
in poetry or art, in drama or musie, or
in social accomplishment and eleganey ;
aman of no employment or practical
aims; a student and philosopher, who
found his daily enjoyment not with the
elders or his exact contemporaries so
much as with the fine boys who were
skating and playing ball or bird-hunt-
ing ; forming the closest friendships with
such, and finding his delight in the pet-

ulant heroisms of boys: yet was he the
chosen counselor to whom the guard-
ians would repair on any hitch or diffi-
culty that oceurred, and drew from him
8 wise counsel, — a fine, subtle, inward
genius, puny in body and habit as a girl,
yet with an aplomb like a general, never
disconcerted. He lived and thought in
1842, such worlds of life; all hinging
on the thought of being or reality as
opposed to consclousness; hating intel-
lect with the ferocity of a Swedenborg.
He was the abbé or spiritual father,
from his religious bias. His reading
lay in /Eschylus, Plato, Dante, Calde-
ron, Shakespeare, and in modern novels
and romances of merit. There too was
Hawthorne, with his cold yet gentle
genius, if he failed to do justice to this
temporary home. There was the ac-
complished Doctor of Music, who has
presided over its literature ever since in
cur metropolis. Rev. William Henry
Channing, now of London, was from
the first a student of Sociulism in France
and England, and in perfect sympathy
with this experiment. An English bar-
onet, 8ir John Caldwell, was a frequent
visitor, and more or less directly inter-
ested in the leaders and the success.

Hawthorne drew some sketches, not
happily, as I think ; I should rather say,
quite unworthy of his genius. No friend
who knew Margaret Fuller could rezog-
nize her rich and brilliant genius under
the dismal mask which the public fan-
cied was meant for her in that disagree-
able story.

The founders of Brook Farm should
have this praise: that they made what
all people try to make, an agreeable
place to live in.  All comers, even the
most fastidious, found it the pleasantest
of residences. It is certain that free-
dom from household routine, variety of

character and talent, variety of work,

variety of means, of thought and in-
struction, art, music, poetry, reading,
masquerade, did not permit sluggish-
ness or despondency ; broke up routine.
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There is agreement in the testimony
that it was, to most of the associates,
education ; to many, the most important
period of their life, the birth of valued
friendships, their first acquaintance with
the riches of conversation, their train-
ing in behavior. The art of letter-
writing, it is said, was immensely culti-
vated. Letters were always flying not
only from house to house, but from room
to room. It was a perpetual picnic, a
French Revolution in small, an age of
reason in a patty-pan.

In the American social communities,
the gossip found such vent and sway as
to become despotic. The institutions
were whispering-gaileries, in which the
adored Saxon privacy was lost. Mar-
ried women, I believe, uniformly decided
against the community. It was to them
like the brassy and lacquered life in
hotels, The common school was well
enough, but to the common nursery they
had grave objections. Eggs might be
hatched in ovens, but the hen on her
own *account much preferred the old
way. A hen without her chickens was
but half a hen.

It was a curious experience of the
patrons and leaders of this noted com-
muniiy, — in which the agreement with
‘many parties was that they should give
80 many hours of instruction in mathe-
matics, in musie, in moral and intellect-
ual philosophy, and so forth, — that in
every instance the new-comers showed
themselves keenly alive to the advan-
tages of the society, and were sure to
avail themselves of every means of in-
struction ; their knowledge was in-
creaged, their manners refined, but they
became in that proportion averse to
labor, and were charged by the heads
of the departments with a certain indo-
lence and selfishness.

In practice it is always found that

' virtue is occasional, spotty, and not lin-
ear or cubic. Good people are as bad
as rogues, if steady performance is
claimed ; the conscience of the conscien-

tious runs in veins, and the most punc-
tilious in some particulars are latitudi-
narfan in others. It was very gently
said that people on whom beforehand
all persons would put the utmost re-
liance were not responsible. They saw
the necessity that-the work must be
done, and did it not, and it of course
fell to be done by the few religious
workers, No doubt there was in many
a certain strength drawn from the fury
of dissent. Thus Mr. Ripley tald The-
odore Parker,  There is your accom-
plished friend: he would hoe corn all
Sunday, if I would let him, but all
Massachusetts could not make him do it
on Monday."

Of course every visitor found that
there was a comic side to this Paradise
of shepherds and shepherdesses. There
was a stove in every chamber, and every
one might burn as much wood as he or
she would saw. The ladies took cold
on washing-day ; so it was ordained
that the gentlemen shepherds should
wring and hang out clothes, which they
punctually did. And it would some-
times oceur that when they danced in
the evening, clothes-pins dropped plen-
tifully from their pockets. The country
members naturally were surprised to
observe that one man plowed all day,
and one looked out of the window all
day, and perhaps drew his picture, and
both received at night the same wages.
One would meet also some modest pride
in their advanced condition, signified by
a frequent phrase: “ Before we came
out of civilization.” The question which
occurs to you had oecurred much earlier
to Fourier: * How, in this charming
Elysium, is the dirty work to be done? ™
And long ago Fourier had exclaimed,
“ Ah, I have it ! and jumped with joy.
% Don’t” you see,”” he cried, * that noth-
ing so delights the young Caucasian
child as dirt? See the mud-pies that
all children will make, if you will let
them. See how much more joy they
find in pouring their pudding on the
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table-cloth than into their beautiful
mouths. The children from six to eight,
organized into companies, with flags and
upiforms, shall do this last function of
civiligation.”

In Brook Farm was this peculiarity,
that there was no head. In every fam-
ily is the father; in every factory, a
foreman; in a shop, a master; in a
boat, the skipper: but in this Farm, no
authority ; each was master or mistress
of their own actions; happy, hapless
anarchists. They expressed, after much
perilous experience, the conviction that
plain dealing was the best defense of
manners and morals between the sexes.
People cannot live together in any but
necessary ways. The only candidates
who will present themselves will be
those who have tried the experiment of
independence and ambition, and have
failed ; and none others will barter for
the most comfortable equality the chance
of superiority. Then all communities
have quarreled. Few people can live
together ou their merits. There must
be kindred, or mutual economy, or a
common interest in their business, or

other external tie.

The society at Brook Farm existed,
I think, about six or seven years, and
then broke up; the Farm was sold, and
I believe all the partners came out with
pecuniary loss, Some of them had
spent on it the accumulations of years.
I suppose they all, at the moment, re-
garded it as a failure. I do not think
they can so regard it now, but probably
as an important chapter in their expe-
rience which has been of lifelong value.
What knowledge of themselves and of
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each other, what various practical wis-
dom, what personal power, what studies
of character, what accumulated culture,
many of the members owed to it! What
mutual measure they took of each other!
1t was a close union, like that in a ship’s
cabin, of clergymen, young eollegians,
merchants, mechanics, faemers’ sons and
daughters, with men and women of rare
opportunities and delicate culture, yet
assembled there by a sentiment which
all shared, some of them hotly shared,
of the honesty of a life of labor and of
the beauty of a life of humanity. The
yeoman saw refined manners in persons
who were his friends; and the lady or
the romantic scholar saw the continuous
strength and faculty in people who
would have disgusted them but that
these powers were now spent in the di-
rection of their own theory of life.

I recall these few selected facts, none
of them of much independent interest,

but symptomatic of the times and coun-

try. I please myself with the thought
that our American mind is not now ec-
centric or rude in its strength, but is be-
ginning to show a quiet power, drawn
from wide and abundant sources, proper
to a continent and to an educated peo-

ple. If‘T have owed much to the spe-.
cial influences I have indicated, T am not.

less aware of that excellent and increas-
ing circle of masters in arts and in song
and in science, who cheer the intellect
of our cities and this country to-day ;
whose genius is not a lucky accident,
but normal, and with broad foundation
of culture, and so inspires the hope of
steady strength advancing on itself, and
a day without night.
Ralph Waldo Emerson,
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