Texts presented in Class 5

Frances Trollope: from Domestic Manners of the Americans, 1832

A single word indicative of doubt, that any thing, or every thing, in that country, is not
the very best in the world, produces an effect which must be seen and felt to be under-
stood. If the citizens of America were indeed the devoted patriots they call themselves,
they would surely not thus encrust themselves in the hard, dry, stubborn persuasion, that
they are the first and best of the human race, that nothing is to be learnt, but what they
are able to teach, and that nothing is worth having, which they do not possess.

Nothing could be more beautiful than our passage down the Hudson on the following
day. [...] The change, the contrast, the ceaseless variety of beauty, as you skim from
side to side, the liquid smoothness of the broad mirror that reflects the scene, and most
of all, the clear bright air through which you look at it; all this can only be seen and
believed by crossing the Atlantic.

As we approached New York the burning heat of the day relaxed, and the long shadows
of evening fell coolly on the beautiful villas we passed. I really can conceive nothing
more exquisitely lovely than this approach to the city. The magnificent boldness of the
Jersey shore on the one side, and the luxurious softness of the shady lawns on the other,
with the vast silvery stream that flows between them, altogether form a picture which
may well excuse a traveller for saying, once and again, that the Hudson river can be
surpassed in beauty by none on the outside of Paradise.

I suspect that what I have written will make it evident that I do not like America. Now,
as it happens that I met with individuals there whom I love and admire, far beyond the
love and admiration of ordinary acquaintance, and as I declare the country to be fair to
the eye, and most richly teeming with the gifts of plenty, I am led to ask myself why it is
that I do not like it. I would willingly know myself, and confess to others, why it is that
neither its beauty nor its abundance can suffice to neutralize, or greatly soften, the
distaste which the aggregate of my recollections has left upon my mind.

I remember hearing it said, many years ago, when the advantages and disadvantages of
a particular residence were being discussed, that it was the “who?” and not the “where?”
that made the difference between the pleasant or unpleasant residence. The truth of the
observation struck me forcibly when I heard it; and it has been recalled to my mind
since, by the constantly recurring evidence of its justness. In applying this to America, I
speak not of my friends, nor of my friends’ friends, but of the population generally, as
seen in town and country, among the rich and the poor, in the slave states, and the free
states. I do not like them. I do not like their principles, I do not like their manners, I do
not like their opinions.



James Fenimore Cooper: from Gleanings in Europe; England, 1832

The English do not like Americans. There is a strong disposition in them to exaggerate
and circulate anything that has a tendency to throw ridicule and contumely on the
national character—and this bias, coupled with the irritation that is a consequence of
seeing others indifferent to things for which their own deference is proverbial, has given
rise to many silly reports, that affect others besides the writer. On the other hand, so
profound is the deference of the American to Englans, and so sensitive his feelings to her
opinion, that he is disposed to overlook that essential law of justice which exacts proof
before condemnation.

The view of Dover and of its cliffs, as we approached the shore, was pleasing, and, in
some respects, fine. There was nothing of the classically picturesque in the artificial parts
of the picture, it is true, but the place was crowded with so many recollections from
English history, that even the old chimney-pots [...] have a venerable and attractive
look.

[...]

Four hours before we were in the region of politeness, vociferation, snatching, fun, and
fraud, on the quay of Calais; and now we were in that of quiet, sulkiness, extortion,
thank'ees and half crowns, on that of Dover. It would he hard to say which was the
worse, although, on the whole, one gets along best, I think, with the latter; for, provided
he will pay, he gets his work done with the fewest words.

Here, then, we take our leave of England for a time; England, a country that I could fain
like, but whose prejudices and national antipathies throw a chill over my affections; a
country that unquestionably stands at the head of civilization in a thousand things, but
which singularly exemplifies a truth that we all acknowledge, or how much easier it is to
possess great and useful, and even noble qualities, than it is to display those that are
attractive and winning—a country that all respect, but few love.

Alice Cary: The Bridal Veil, 1866

We're married, they say, and you think you have won me,
Well, take this white veil from my head, and look on me;
Here's matter to vex you, and matter to grieve you,

Here's doubt to distrust you, and faith to believe you,—

I am all as you see, common earth, common dew;

Be wary, and mould me to roses, not rue!



Ah! shake out the filmy thing, fold after fold,

And see if you have me to keep and to hold,—

Look close on my heart—see the worst of its sinning,—
It is not yours to-day for the yesterday's winning—

The past is not mine—I am too proud to borrow—
You must grow to new heights if I love you to-morrow.

I have wings flattened down and hid under my veil:
They are subtle as light—you can never undo them,
And swift in their flight—you can never pursue them,
And spite of all clasping, and spite of all bands,

I can slip like a shadow, a dream, from your hands.

Nay, call me not cruel, and fear not to take me,

I am yours for my life-time, to be what you make me,—
To wear my white veil for a sign, or a cover,

As you shall be proven my lord, or my lover;

A cover for peace that 1s dead, or a token

Of bliss that can never be written or spoken.

George Meredith: Modern Love XVII, 1862

At dinner, she is hostess, I am host.

Went the feast ever cheerfuller? She keeps

The Topic over intellectual deeps

In buoyancy afloat. They see no ghost.

With sparkling surface-eyes we ply the ball:

It is in truth a most contagious game:

‘Hiding the skeleton,’ shall be its name.

Such play as this, the devils might appall!

But here’s the greater wonder; in that we
Enamoured of an acting naught can tire,

Each other, like true hypocrites, admire;
Warm-lighted looks, Love’s ephemoerioe,

Shoot gaily o’er the dishes and the wine.

We waken envy of our happy lot.

Fast, sweet, and golden, shows the marriage-knot.
Dear guests, you now have seen Love’s corpse-light shine.



Edgar Allan Poe: Eldorado, 1849

Gaily bedight,

A gallant knight,

In sunshine and in shadow,
Had journeyed long,
Singing a song,

In search of Eldorado.

But he grew old—
This knight so bold—
And o’er his heart a shadow—
Fell as he found
No spot of ground
That looked like Eldorado.

And, as his strength
Failed him at length,

He met a pilgrim shadow—
‘Shadow,’ said he,
‘Where can it be—

This land of Eldorado?’

‘Over the Mountains
Of the Moon,
Down the Valley of the Shadow,
Ride, boldly ride,’
The shade replied,—
‘If you seek for Eldorado!’

Alfred Lord Tennyson: Ulyssees, 1842 (but written earlier)

It little profits that an idle king,

By this still hearth, among these barren crags,
Match'd with an aged wife, I mete and dole
Unequal laws unto a savage race,

That hoard, and sleep, and feed, and know not me.
I cannot rest from travel: I will drink

Life to the lees: All times I have enjoy'd
Greatly, have suffer'd greatly, both with those
That loved me, and alone, on shore, and when
Thro' scudding drifts the rainy Hyades

Vext the dim sea: I am become a name;

For always roaming with a hungry heart



Much have I seen and known; cities of men
And manners, climates, councils, governments,
Myself not least, but honour'd of them all,

And drunk delight of battle with my peers,

Far on the ringing plains of windy Troy.

I am a part of all that I have met;

Yet all experience is an arch wherethro'
Gleams that untravell'd world whose margin fades
For ever and forever when I move.

How dull it is to pause, to make an end,

To rust unburnish'd, not to shine in use!

As tho' to breathe were life! Life piled on life
Were all too little, and of one to me

Little remains: but every hour is saved

From that eternal silence, something more,

A bringer of new things; and vile it were

For some three suns to store and hoard myself,
And this gray spirit yearning in desire

To follow knowledge like a sinking star,
Beyond the utmost bound of human thought.

This is my son, mine own Telemachus,
To whom I leave the sceptre and the isle,—
Well-loved of me, discerning to fulfil
This labour, by slow prudence to make mild
A rugged people, and thro' soft degrees
Subdue them to the useful and the good.
Most blameless is he, centred in the sphere
Of common duties, decent not to fail
In offices of tenderness, and pay
Meet adoration to my household gods,
When I am gone. He works his work, I mine.

There lies the port; the vessel puffs her sail:
There gloom the dark, broad seas. My mariners,
Souls that have toil'd, and wrought, and thought with me—
That ever with a frolic welcome took
The thunder and the sunshine, and opposed
Free hearts, free foreheads—you and I are old;
Old age hath yet his honour and his toil;
Death closes all: but something ere the end,
Some work of noble note, may yet be done,



Not unbecoming men that strove with Gods.

The lights begin to twinkle from the rocks:

The long day wanes: the slow moon climbs: the deep
Moans round with many voices. Come, my friends,
'T is not too late to seek a newer world.

Push off, and sitting well in order smite

The sounding furrows; for my purpose holds

To sail beyond the sunset, and the baths

Of all the western stars, until I die.

It may be that the gulfs will wash us down:

It may be we shall touch the Happy Isles,

And see the great Achilles, whom we knew.

Tho' much is taken, much abides; and tho'

We are not now that strength which in old days
Moved earth and heaven, that which we are, we are;
One equal temper of heroic hearts,

Made weak by time and fate, but strong in will

To strive, to seek, to find, and not to yield.

Herman Melville: from Billy Budd, 1891 (but written earlier)

To him, the spirit lodged within Billy, and looking out from his welkin eyes as from
windows, that ineffability it was which made the dimple in his dyed cheek, suppled his
joints, and dancing in his yellow curls made him preeminently the Handsome Sailor.
One person excepted, the Master-at-arms was perhaps the only man in the ship intellect-
ually capable of adequately appreciating the moral phenomenon presented in Billy
Budd. And the insight but intensified his passion, which assuming various secret forms
within him, at times assumed that of cynic disdain—disdain of innocence. To be nothing
more than innocent! Yet in an aesthetic way he saw the charm of it, the courageous free-
and-easy temper of it, and fain would have shared it, but he despaired of it.

With no power to annul the elemental evil in him, tho' readily enough he could hide it;
apprehending the good, but powerless to be it; a nature like Claggart's surcharged with
energy as such natures almost invariably are, what recourse is left to it but to recoil upon
itself and like the scorpion for which the Creator alone is responsible, act out to the end
the part allotted it?



